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    I can return to the age of mysterious

    
  


    
      Synopsis

      
        Collecting legendary antiques, retracing the mysterious martial arts. From the moment he activated his cheat, Casio knew that he was no longer ordinary.

      [Legendary Antiques: Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant]

      Seventy years ago, in the North Flow Country of the Hong Li Federation, at the Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp.

      "Li Wei, you are a coward! On the day your sister was brutally murdered, you were trembling in a corner! On the night of the Sect Destruction War, you disgracefully fled! During the many long years of revenge, you missed the opportunity again and again!

      "Now let me teach you what bravery is, let me tell you how to turn suffering into your power. I hope at the moment you behead your enemy, you will remember: you are a man, an upright man!"

      The taboo era, hidden legends. A Foggy continent paralyzed by the sealed land. Countless brilliant antiquities wail in the ruins.

      I will witness your lost legends in the mist, the knights in the sky, the ghosts in the desert, the rats in the mud. The direction of sword fights points to the light, and flowers will grow where bullets fall. The winds of history will eventually sweep away the rubbish from the era's gravesite.
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          	Chapter 424: 244 Magic Power (4000) of Southern Dipper Fist Method_2

          	Chapter 425: 245 Gradually Mutating Kidney (4100)_1

          	Chapter 426: 245 Gradually Mutating Kidneys (4100)_2

          	Chapter 427: 246 "Cool Blonde Lady" (4000)_1

          	Chapter 428: 246 "Cool Blonde Lady" (4000)_2

          	Chapter 429: 247 Run! (4300)_1

          	Chapter 430: 247 Run! (4300)_2

          	Chapter 431: 248 Staring Intently (4000)_1

          	Chapter 432: 248 A Firm Glance at the Truth (4000)_2

          	Chapter 433: Kill each one you see! (4000)_1

          	Chapter 434: Kill one as you see one！ (4000) _2

          	Chapter 435: 250 Murder is like Drinking (4000)_1

          	Chapter 436: Killing is like Drinking (4000)_2

          	Chapter 437: Nemesis of Immortality (4000)_1

          	Chapter 438: Nemesis of Immortality (4000)_2

          	Chapter 439: 252 Blood Fist Breakthrough: Blood Vulture Beak (4000)_1

          	Chapter 440: 252 Blood Fist Breakthrough: Blood Vulture Beak (4000)_2

          	Chapter 441: Senior Brother 253 (4000)_1

          	Chapter 442: Senior Brother 253 (4000)_2

          	Chapter 443: 254 Organization·Ghost Knife·Garoro(4000)_1

          	Chapter 444: 254 Organization·Ghost Knife·Garoro(4000)_2

          	Chapter 445: 255 "Casio of the Wind Elephant Gate" (6000)_1

          	Chapter 446: 255 "Casio of the Wind Elephant Gate" (6000)_2

          	Chapter 447: 255 "Casio of the Wind Elephant Gate" (6000)_3

          	Chapter 448: 255 "Casio of the Wind Elephant Gate" (6000)_4

          	Chapter 449: 256 Seventy Portions of Life Vibration Energy (6000)_1

          	Chapter 450: 256 Seventy Portions of Life Vibration Energy (6000)_2

          	Chapter 451: 256 Seventy Portions of Life Vibration Energy (6000)_3

          	Chapter 452: 256 Seventy Portions of Life Vibration Energy (6000)_4

          	Chapter 453: Fighter with three times the muscle density (6000)_1

          	Chapter 454: 257 Fighter's triple muscle density (6000)_2

          	Chapter 455: 257 Fighter with three times the muscle density (6000)_3

          	Chapter 456: 257 Fighter with three times the muscle density (6000)_4

          	Chapter 457: 258 Three Blade Style: Prism World (4000)_1

          	Chapter 458: 258 Three Blade Style: Prism World (4000)_2

          	Chapter 459: 259 Magic Core Seed (4300)_1

          	Chapter 460: 259 Magic Core Seed (4300)_2

          	Chapter 461: 259 Magic Core Seed (4300)_3

          	Chapter 462: 260 Immortal Blood (4000)_1

          	Chapter 463: 260 Immortal Blood (4000)_2

          	Chapter 464: 261 Blood is the Currency of the Soul (4300)_1

          	Chapter 465: 261 Blood is the Currency of the Soul (4300)_2

          	Chapter 466: 261 Blood is the Currency of the Soul (4300)_3

          	Chapter 467: 262 Vehicle Assassin (4000)_1

          	Chapter 468: 262 Vehicle Assassin (4000) _2

          	Chapter 469: 263 Black Peacock (4000)_1

          	Chapter 470: 263 Black Peacock (4000)_2

          	Chapter 471: 264 Full and satisfied, killing tonight! (4400)_1

          	Chapter 472: 264 Full and satisfied, start killing tonight! (4400)_2

          	Chapter 473: 264 Full and satisfied, killing tonight! (4400)_3

          	Chapter 474: 265 Harvest Night (4000)_1

          	Chapter 475: Night of Harvest (4000)_2

          	Chapter 476: 266 Collide! (4000)_1

          	Chapter 477: 266 Hit it! (4000) _2

          	Chapter 478: 267 Three People Who Don't Talk About Martial Virtues (4000)_1

          	Chapter 479: 267 Three people who don't talk about martial virtues (4000) _2

          	Chapter 480: 268 Breakthrough Veteran Fighter (4000) _1

          	Chapter 481: 268 Break through Veteran Fighter (4000)_2

          	Chapter 482: Demon Seed that Brings Power (4000)_1

          	Chapter 483: Demon Seed that Brings Power (4000)_2

          	Chapter 484: Antique Exhibition 270 Begins (4000)_1

          	Chapter 485: Antique Exhibition 270 Begins (4000)_2

          	Chapter 486: 271 Coincidence, all are coincidences (4200)_1

          	Chapter 487: 271 Coincidence, all are coincidences (4200)_2

          	Chapter 488: 272 No more nonsense, start fighting immediately (4000)_1

          	Chapter 489: 272 No more nonsense, start fighting immediately (4000)_2

          	Chapter 490: 273 Currently commit (4000) _1

          	Chapter 491: 273 Currently commit (4000) _2

          	Chapter 492: 274 Don't kill anymore (4100) _1

          	Chapter 493: 274 Don't kill anymore (4100)_2

          	Chapter 494: 275 Dare to Kill Me (4000) _1

          	Chapter 495: 275 Dare to Kill Me (4000)_2

          	Chapter 496: 276 About Male (4000)_1

          	Chapter 497: 276 About Male (4000)_2

          	Chapter 498: 277 Kidney is Glowing (4100)_1

          	Chapter 499: 277 Shining Kidney (4100)_2

          	Chapter 500: 278 Kidney Burst (4000)_1

          	Chapter 501: 278 Kidney Explosion (4000)_2

          	Chapter 502: 279 More Violent Approach (4000)_1

          	Chapter 503: 279 More Violent Method (4000) _2

          	Chapter 504: 280 Cunning becomes clumsy (4000)_1

          	Chapter 505: 280 Trying to be Clever and Becoming Clumsy (4000)_2

          	Chapter 506: 281 Can't Get Involved (4000)_1

          	Chapter 507: 281 Can't Interfere (4000)_2

          	Chapter 508: 282 Grand Melee (4000)_1

          	Chapter 509: 282 Big Melee (4000)_2

          	Chapter 510: Suck a Pleasure (4000)_1

          	Chapter 511: 283 Enjoy a Suck (4000)_2

          	Chapter 512: 284 Road Roller (4000)_1

          	Chapter 513: 284 Road Roller (4000)_2

          	Chapter 514: 285 dead dead dead dead dead (4000)_1

          	Chapter 515: 285 dead dead dead dead dead (4000)_2

          	Chapter 516: 286 The World Has No More Ghosts Holding Knives (4100)_1

          	Chapter 517: 286 No More Ghosts with Knives in the World (4100)_2

          	Chapter 518: 287 Peak Finale (4100)_1

          	Chapter 519: End of the Climax (4100)_2

          	Chapter 520: 288 Devil's Book (4000)_1

          	Chapter 521: 288 Devil's Book (4000)_2

          	Chapter 522: 289 Ranked Fifth Dark Ultimate Form (4000)_1

          	Chapter 523: 289 Ranked Fifth Dark Ultimate Form (4000)_2

          	Chapter 524: 290 Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist (4000)_1

          	Chapter 525: 290 Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist (4000)_2

          	Chapter 526: 291 Go Straight in (4000)_1

          	Chapter 527: 291 Rush in directly (4000)_2

          	Chapter 528: 292 Teacher......Goodbye......(4000)_1

          	Chapter 529: 292 Teacher... Goodbye… (4000)_2

          	Chapter 530: 293 The Doomsday of the Blood Clan in Ming Mountain City (4100)_1

          	Chapter 531: 293 The Last Day of the Blood Clan in Ming Mountain City (4100)_2

          	Chapter 532: 294 Purely Like Leading the Way Hunter (4200)_1

          	Chapter 533: 294 Simply Likes Leading the Way Hunter (4200)_2

          	Chapter 534: 294 Simply a Hunter who Likes to Guide the Way (4200)_3

          	Chapter 535: 295 You guys just lead the way (4000)_1

          	Chapter 536: 295 You just lead the way (4000)_2

          	Chapter 537: 296 Walk in a straight line and then break through (4000)_1

          	Chapter 538: 296 Walk in a straight line and then break through (4000)_2

          	Chapter 539: Crush all 297 (4000)_1

          	Chapter 540: Crush all 297 (4000)_2

          	Chapter 541: 298 Lung Demon Idol Transformation (4400)_1

          	Chapter 542: 298 Lung Demon Idol Transformation (4400) _2

          	Chapter 543: 298 Lung Demon Idol Transformation (4400)_3

          	Chapter 544: 299 Pure Love Below (4100)_1

          	Chapter 545: 299 Simply likes below (4100)_2

          	Chapter 546: 300 fists toughened (4400)_1

          	Chapter 547: 300 fists toughened (4400)_2

          	Chapter 548: 300 fists toughened (4400)_3

          	Chapter 549: 301 Punch (4000) at First Meeting _1

          	Chapter 550: 301 Punch (4000) at First Meeting _2

          	Chapter 551: Relic 302 Fifth Layer (4000)_1

          	Chapter 552: 302 Relic Fifth Layer (4000) _2

          	Chapter 553: 303 Extreme Fist!!! (4200)_1

          	Chapter 554: 303 Extreme Fist!!! (4200)_2

          	Chapter 555: 304 This is a trial (4200)_1

          	Chapter 556: 304 This is a Test (4200)_2

          	Chapter 557: 305 Sonic Snake Fist? Explosion Fist! (4200)_1

          	Chapter 558: 305 Sonic Snake Fist? Explosion Fist! (4200)_2

          	Chapter 559: 306 Five months (4100)_1

          	Chapter 560: 306 Five Months (4100)_2

          	Chapter 561: 307 Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist Success (4000)_1

          	Chapter 562: 307 Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist Accomplished (4000)_2

          	Chapter 563: 308 Empowerment (4000)_1

          	Chapter 564: 308 Empowerment (4000)_2

          	Chapter 565: 309 The fourth retrospection ends (4000)_1

          	Chapter 566: 309 Fourth Retrospection Ends (4000)_2

          	Chapter 567: 310 Ultimate Creature (6000)_1

          	Chapter 568: 310 Ultimate Creature (6000)_2

          	Chapter 569: 310 Ultimate Creature (6000)_3

          	Chapter 570: 310 Ultimate Creature (6000)_4

          	Chapter 571: 311 Handsome Skin (4000)_1

          	Chapter 572: 311 Handsome Skin (4000)_2

          	Chapter 573: 312 Domination of the Underworld Begins with the Subjugation of Black Spade 'A' Organization" (6300) _1

          	Chapter 574: 312 'Mastering the Underground World Starts with Subduing the Black Spade 'A' Organization' (6300) _2

          	Chapter 575: 312 'Controlling the Underground World Begins with Winning Over the Black Spade "A" Organization' (6300)_3

          	Chapter 576: 312 "Domination of the Underworld Begins with the Subjugation of Black Spade 'A' Organization" (6300) _4

          	Chapter 577: 313 Solve Shadow Demon (4000)_1

          	Chapter 578: 313 Resolve Shadow Demon (4000)_2

          	Chapter 579: 314 Undercover agent, mole! (4200)_1

          	Chapter 580: 314 Undercover agent, Mole! (4200)_2

          	Chapter 581: 314 Undercover agent, mole! (4200)_3

          	Chapter 582: 315 New Black Spade “A” Organization (4000)_1

          	Chapter 583: 315 New Black Spade “A” Organization (4000) _2

          	Chapter 584: 316 A Group of Wastes (4200)_1

          	Chapter 585: 316 A Group of Wastes (4200)_2

          	Chapter 586: 317 A Book Called Devil (4100)_1

          	Chapter 587: 317 A Book Called Devil (4100)_2

          	Chapter 588: 318 Star Python, Explosion, Echo (4200)_1

          	Chapter 589: 318 Star Python, Explosion, Echo (4200)_2

          	Chapter 590: 319 Arbitrary and Domineering Attitude (4100)_1

          	Chapter 591: 319 Overbearing Attitude (4100)_2

          	Chapter 592: 320 Your Turn to Sing, My Turn to Act (6100)_1

          	Chapter 593: 320 Your Turn to Sing, My Turn to Perform (6100)_2

          	Chapter 594: 320 Your Turn to Sing, My Turn to Take the Stage (6100)_3

          	Chapter 595: 320 Your Turn to Sing, My Turn to Take the Stage (6100)_4

          	Chapter 596: 321 Merciless Kill (4200) _1

          	Chapter 597: 321 Ruthless Second Kill (4200)_2

          	Chapter 598: 322 Secret Techniques, Roaring Sound Gun! (4100)_1

          	Chapter 599: 322 Secret Techniques, Roaring Sound Gun! (4100)_2

          	Chapter 600: 323 Battle Skill Realm Doubled (4100)_1

          	Chapter 601: 323 Battle Skill Realm Doubled (4100)_2

          	Chapter 602: 324 A pair of sisters (4200)_1

          	Chapter 603: 324 A pair of sisters (4200)_2

          	Chapter 604: 325 Bi-color Roses (4000)_1

          	Chapter 605: 325 dual-color roses (4000)_2

          	Chapter 606: 326 Angelic Quality of Casio (4500)_1

          	Chapter 607: 326 Angel-like Beautiful Quality Casio (4500)_2

          	Chapter 608: 326 Angelic Quality Casio (4500)_3

          	Chapter 609: 327 Disguise (4000)_1

          	Chapter 610: 327 Disguise (4000)_2

          	Chapter 611: 327 Disguise (4000)_3

          	Chapter 612: 328 Three Major Gates: Physique, Qi, Soul (4000)_1

          	Chapter 613: 328 Three Gates: Physique, Qi, Soul (4000)_2

          	Chapter 614: 329 This Man is Worth Befriending! (4100)_1

          	Chapter 615: This man is worth getting to know deeply! (4100)_2

          	Chapter 616: 330 Shadow Demon Substitute (4000)_1

          	Chapter 617: 330 Shadow Demon Substitute (4000)_2

          	Chapter 618: 331 Treasures, destined ones get it (4000)_1

          	Chapter 619: 331 Treasures, those who are destined will get it (4000)_2

          	Chapter 620: 332 Open the door! (4000)_1

          	Chapter 621: 332 Open the door! (4000) _2

          	Chapter 622: 333 Double Top Fighters (4200)_1

          	Chapter 623: 333 Dual Top-tier Fighters (4200)_2

          	Chapter 624: 334 Complete Grim Reaper (4000)_1

          	Chapter 625: 334 Fully Completed Grim Reaper (4000)_2

          	Chapter 626: 335 Cooperation (4000)_1

          	Chapter 627: 335 Cooperation (4000)_2

          	Chapter 628: 336 Time Flies (4000)_1

          	Chapter 629: 336 Time Flies (4000)_2

          	Chapter 630: 337 The most terrifying powerful psychopath (4000)_1

          	Chapter 631: 337 The most terrifying powerful psychopath (4000)_2

          	Chapter 632: 338 Time Flees (4500)_1

          	Chapter 633: 338 Time Flies (4500)_2

          	Chapter 634: 338 Time Flies (4500)_3

          	Chapter 635: 339 Two Legendary Antiques (4000)_1

          	Chapter 636: 339 Two Legendary Antiques (4000)_2

          	Chapter 637: 340 Magical Golem Sect (4000)_1

          	Chapter 638: 340 Magical Golem Sect (4000)_2

          	Chapter 639: Only 341 tourists?! (4000)_1

          	Chapter 640: 341 is just a tourist?! (4000)_2

          	Chapter 641: 342 Blood Fist Casio (4000)_1

          	Chapter 642: 342 Blood Fist Casio (4000)_2

          	Chapter 643: 343 Black Rain Villa is about to restart (4100)_1

          	Chapter 644: 343 Black Rain Villa is about to restart (4100)_2

          	Chapter 645: 344 Kid, you're pretty good (4000) _1

          	Chapter 646: 344 Kid, you're pretty good (4000)_2

          	Chapter 647: 345 The Second Gate Fragment_1

          	Chapter 648: 345 Second Door Fragment_2

          	Chapter 649: Demon Idol Secret Martial Art? Demon Idol's Secret Technique! (4000)_1

          	Chapter 650: 346 Demon Idol Secret Martial Art? Demon Idol Secret Transmission! (4000) _2

          	Chapter 651: 347 Please show off your dominance well (4000)_1

          	Chapter 652: 347 Please show off arrogantly (4000)_2

          	Chapter 653: 348 Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition begins (4000)_1

          	Chapter 654: 348 Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition begins (4000)_2

          	Chapter 655: 349 Simon's Transformation (4200)_1

          	Chapter 656: Simonyi's Transformation (4200)_2

          	Chapter 657: 350 This child is so terrifying (4000)_1

          	Chapter 658: 350 This child is so terrifying (4000)_2

          	Chapter 659: 351 Challenge the Evil Eye Fist Sect Gate Master (4000)_1

          	Chapter 660: 351 Challenge the Evil Eye Fist Sect Gate Master (4000)_2

          	Chapter 661: 351 Challenge the Evil Eye Fist Sect Gate Master (4000)_3

          	Chapter 662: 352 Fighter Simonyi (4000)_1

          	Chapter 663: 352 Fighter Simonyi (4000)_2

          	Chapter 664: 353 points so far? (4000)_1

          	Chapter 665: 353 points so far? (4000)_2

          	Chapter 666: 354 second kill！ (4000)_1

          	Chapter 667: Kill in 354 seconds! (4000)_2

          	Chapter 668: 355 Instantly Kills Three Fighters (4100) _1

          	Chapter 669: 355 Instantly Kills Three Fighters (4100) _2

          	Chapter 670: 356 Against Five (4000)_1

          	Chapter 671: 356 Against Five (4000)_2

          	Chapter 672: 357 more painful than killing me (4100)_1

          	Chapter 673: 357 is even worse than killing me (4100)_2

          	Chapter 674: 358 Dominant Body (4000)_1

          	Chapter 675: 358 Overlord Body (4000) _2

          	Chapter 676: 359 Shadow Demon Legion and Muscle Organization (Happy New Year!)_1

          	Chapter 677: 359 Shadow Demon Legion and Muscle Organization (Happy New Year!)_2

          	Chapter 678: 360 Five-fold Strength Enhancement (4200)_1

          	Chapter 679: 360 Five-fold Strength Enhancement (4200)_2

          	Chapter 680: 360 Five-fold Strength Enhancement (4200)_3

          	Chapter 681: 361 Demon Image Secret Martial Art Qi Chapter Upgrade (4100)_1

          	Chapter 682: 361 Demon Image Secret Martial Art Qi Chapter Upgrade (4100)_2

          	Chapter 683: 362 Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist (4200)_1

          	Chapter 684: 362 Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist (4200)_2

          	Chapter 685: 363 Don't come over here! (4100)_1

          	Chapter 686: 363 Don't come over here! (4100)_2

          	Chapter 687: 364 Unlucky President and Vice-president of Blood Spirit Association (4000)_1

          	Chapter 688: 364 Unlucky Blood Spirit Association Presidents and Vice-Presidents (4000)_2

          	Chapter 689: 365 The Fifth Retrospection (4000)_1

          	Chapter 690: 365 Fifth Retrospection (4000) _2

          	Chapter 691: 366 Master of Illusion Art Bai Kui (4000) _1

          	Chapter 692: 366 Master of Illusion Art Bai Kui (4000) _2

          	Chapter 693: 367 Holy Springs Water (4000)_1

          	Chapter 694: 367 Holy Springs Water (4000)_2

          	Chapter 695: 368 Holy Mark (4000)_1

          	Chapter 696: 368 Holy Mark (4000)_2

          	Chapter 697: 369 Begin to Kill (4000)_1

          	Chapter 698: 369 Begin to Kill (4000)_2

          	Chapter 699: 370 Is this goddamn Illusion Art?! (4200)_1

          	Chapter 700: This goddamn 370 is Illusion Art?! (4200)_2

          	Chapter 701: 370 Is this goddamn Illusion Art?! (4200)_3

          	Chapter 702: 371 Unlucky guy is coming in (4000) _1

          	Chapter 703: 371 Unlucky guy is coming in (4000) _2

          	Chapter 704: 372 Welcome to the World of Calamities (4200)_1

          	Chapter 705: 372 Welcome to the World of Calamities (4200)_2

          	Chapter 706: 373 Proof of the Soul Holders (4000)_1

          	Chapter 707: 373 Proof of the Soul Holders (4000)_2

          	Chapter 708: 374 Ash City (4200)_1

          	Chapter 709: 374 Ash City (4200)_2

          	Chapter 710: 374 Ash City (4200)_3

          	Chapter 711: 375 Bountiful Harvest (4200)_1

          	Chapter 712: 375 Rich Harvest (4200)_2

          	Chapter 713: 376 Peeking into the realm of the Ultimate Fighter (4200)_1

          	Chapter 714: 376 Peeking into the Realm of the Ultimate Fighter (4200)_2

          	Chapter 715: 377 Beat until the body yields (4300)_1

          	Chapter 716: 377 Beat until the body yields (4300)_2

          	Chapter 717: 377 Beat until the body yields (4300)_3

          	Chapter 718: 378 Genius (4000)_1

          	Chapter 719: 378 Genius (4000)_2

          	Chapter 720: 379 Pleasure Street (4000)_1

          	Chapter 721: 379 Pleasure Street (4000)_2

          	Chapter 722: 380 Hey, are you listening? Kid (4200)_1

          	Chapter 723: 380 Hey, are you listening? Kid (4200)_2

          	Chapter 724: 381 Evil Camp (4100)_1

          	Chapter 725: 381 Evil Camp (4100)_2

          	Chapter 726: 382 Undercurrent (4000) _1

          	Chapter 727: 382 Undercurrent (4000) _2

          	Chapter 728: Blood of 383 Creatures (4000)_1

          	Chapter 729: Blood of 383 Creatures (4000)_2

          	Chapter 730: 384 Satire Destruction (4000)_1

          	Chapter 731: 384 Satire Destruction (4000)_2

          	Chapter 732: 385 Undying Wraith (4000)_1

          	Chapter 733: 385 Undying Wraith (4000)_2

          	Chapter 734: 386 Pale Origin (4000)_1

          	Chapter 735: 386 Pale Origin (4000)_2

          	Chapter 736: 387 The efficiency of Candle Soul is too high, isn't it? (4000)_1

          	Chapter 737: 387 The efficiency of Candle Soul is too high, isn't it? (4000)_2

          	Chapter 738: 388 Avatar Demon Idol (4100)_1

          	Chapter 739: 388 Incarnate Demon Idol (4100)_2

          	Chapter 740: 389 South Dipper Red Vulture Fist Trial Field (4100)_1

          	Chapter 741: 389 South Dipper Red Vulture Fist Trial Field (4100)_2

          	Chapter 742: 390 Severe Damage Characteristics (4000)_1

          	Chapter 743: 390 Severe Damage Characteristics (4000)_2

          	Chapter 744: 391 Return to Fighter (4000)_1

          	Chapter 745: 391 Return Fighter (4000)_2

          	Chapter 746: 392 Actual Strength (4000) _1

          	Chapter 747: 392 Actual Strength (4000) _2

          	Chapter 748: 393 The ending is predetermined (4000)_1

          	Chapter 749: 393 The Ending is Already Predetermined (4000)_2

          	Chapter 750: 394 Slim Beauties and Muscular Men (4000)_1

          	Chapter 751: 394 Slender beauties and muscular strong men (4000)_2

          	Chapter 752: 395 Bai Kui is referred to as Great Soss (4200)_1

          	Chapter 753: 395 Bai Kui, also known as Big Soss (4200)_2

          	Chapter 754: 395 Bai Kui is referred to as Big Soss (4200) _3

          	Chapter 755: 396 Task (4000)_1

          	Chapter 756: Task 396 (4000) _2

          	Chapter 757: Answer 397, crawler! (4000)_1

          	Chapter 758: Answer me, crawler! (4000)_2

          	Chapter 759: 398 You are not human at all! (4000)_1

          	Chapter 760: 398 You're not even human! (4000) _2

          	Chapter 761: 399 Biggest Dark Horse (4000)_1

          	Chapter 762: 399 Biggest Dark Horse (4000)_2

          	Chapter 763: A bit more advanced (4000)_1

          	Chapter 764: A bit more advanced (4000)_2

          	Chapter 765: 401 Rough Solution (4000)_1

          	Chapter 766: 401 Rough Solution (4000)_2

          	Chapter 767: 401 Rough Solution (4000)_3

          	Chapter 768: 402 My Heart My Action Clear as a Mirror (4000)_1

          	Chapter 769: 402 My Heart and My Actions are as Clear as a Mirror (4000)_2

          	Chapter 770: 403 Artificial Dark Creature (4000)_1

          	Chapter 771: 403 Artificial Darkness Creatures (4000)_2

          	Chapter 772: 404 Eager Casio (4000)_1

          	Chapter 773: 404 Eager Casio (4000)_2

          	Chapter 774: 405 Measure (4100)_1

          	Chapter 775: 405 Measure (4100)_2

          	Chapter 776: Start of the 406 Arduous Cultivation (4000) _1

          	Chapter 777: Beginning of Ascetic Practice (4000) _2

          	Chapter 778: 407 Bronze Giant Statue and Withered Old Man (4000)_1

          	Chapter 779: 407 Bronze Giant Statue and Withered Old Man (4000)_2

          	Chapter 780: 408 Breakthrough of Southern Dipper Fist Method (4000)_1

          	Chapter 781: 408 Breakthrough of Southern Dipper Fist Method (4000)_2

          	Chapter 782: 409 One Stone Three Birds (4000) _1

          	Chapter 783: 409 Hit Three Birds with One Stone (4000)_2

          	Chapter 784: 410 Orca (4300)_1

          	Chapter 785: 410 Orca (4300)_2

          	Chapter 786: 410 Killer Whale (4300)_3

          	Chapter 787: 411 Sense of Oppression (4100)_1

          	Chapter 788: 411 Sense of Oppression (4100)_2

          	Chapter 789: 412 Pursuit (4100)_1

          	Chapter 790: 412 Pursuit (4100)_2

          	Chapter 791: 413 Pursuit and Sideways Push (4100)_1

          	Chapter 792: 413 Chase and Push (4100)_2

          	Chapter 793: 414 Way of the Tyrant Fist (4000)_1

          	Chapter 794: 414 Way of the Tyrant Fist (4000)_2

          	Chapter 795: 415 Evil Mother (4000)_1

          	Chapter 796: 415 Evil Mother (4000)_2

          	Chapter 797: 416 Evenly Matched (4000)_1

          	Chapter 798: 416 evenly matched (4000)_2

          	Chapter 799: Unexpected Cooperation (4000)

          	Chapter 800: Unexpected Cooperation (4000)_2

          	Chapter 801: 418 Cooperation (4000)

          	Chapter 802: 418 Cooperation (4000)_2

          	Chapter 803: April 19th, Three Great Wizards (4000)

          	Chapter 804: 419 Three Great Wizards (4000)_2

          	Chapter 805: 420 breaking through (4100)

          	Chapter 806: 420 breakthrough (4100)_2

          	Chapter 807: 421 Black Mechanism Chief's Directive (4000)

          	Chapter 808: 421 Black Mechanism Chief's Directive (4000)_2

          	Chapter 809: 422 Three Heroes Battle Casio (4000)

          	Chapter 810: 422 Three Heroes Battle Casio (4000)_2

          	Chapter 811: 423 Arrogant Capital (4000)

          	Chapter 812: 423 Arrogant Capital (4000)_2

          	Chapter 813: 424 Suppress and Seal Everything Qi (4000)

          	Chapter 814: 424 Suppress and Seal Everything Qi (4000)_2

          	Chapter 815: 425 This is, the killing personality... (4000)

          	Chapter 816: 425 This is, the killing personality... (4000)_2

          	Chapter 817: 426 Dark Hunt Number Two, Casio (4100)

          	Chapter 818: 426 Dark Hunt Number Two, Casio (4100)_2

          	Chapter 819: 427 Head to the Source of the Holy Spring (4000)

          	Chapter 820: 427 Head to the Source of the Holy Spring (4000)_2

          	Chapter 821: 428 Extreme Power (4100)

          	Chapter 822: 428 Extreme Power (4100)_2

          	Chapter 823: 429 Ultimate Fighter level combat power (4000)

          	Chapter 824: 429 Ultimate Fighter-level combat power (4000)_2

          	Chapter 825: 430 Various Situations, Undercurrents Surge (4100)

          	Chapter 826: 430 Various Situations, Undercurrents Surging (4100)_2

          	Chapter 827: Clinic 431 Director (4000)

          	Chapter 828: 431 Clinic Director (4000)_2

          	Chapter 829: 432 How to Get the Holy Light Hunter to Give Up Their Position (4100)

          	Chapter 830: 432 How to Make a Holy Light Hunter Take the Initiative to Yield (4100)_2

          	Chapter 831: 433 Highly Skilled in Medicine! (4100)

          	Chapter 832: 433 Superb Medical Skills! (4100)_2

          	Chapter 833: 434 More ferocious than the villain (4200)

          	Chapter 834: 434 More ferocious than the villain (4200)_2

          	Chapter 835: 434 More Fierce Than the Criminal (4200)_3

          	Chapter 836: 435 Obediently work hard for me! (4200)

          	Chapter 837: 435 Be good and work hard for me! (4200)_2

          	Chapter 838: 436 strong enemies (4000)

          	Chapter 839: 436 strong enemies (4000)_2

          	Chapter 840: 437 Melee (4000)

          	Chapter 841: 437 Melee (4000)_2

          	Chapter 842: 438 Saint Fist? A bunch of people fishing for fame and recognition! (4000)

          	Chapter 843: 438 Saint Fist? A bunch of people fishing for fame and recognition! (4000)_2

          	Chapter 844: 439 The more painful, the stronger? (4000)

          	Chapter 845: 439 The more painful, the stronger? (4000)_2

          	Chapter 846: 440 Brawl (4000)

          	Chapter 847: 440 Brawl (4000)_2

          	Chapter 848: 441 Top Fighters' Melee (4000)

          	Chapter 849: 441 Top Powerhouses' Brawl (4000)_2

          	Chapter 850: 442 Overwhelming Fury (4000)

          	Chapter 851: 442 Overwhelming Fury (4000)_2

          	Chapter 852: 443 Great Nourishing Items (4000)

          	Chapter 853: 443 Great Supplements (4000)_2

          	Chapter 854: 444 Ready to upgrade Magic puppet secret weapon (4100)

          	Chapter 855: 444 Ready to upgrade Magic puppet secret weapon (4100)_2

          	Chapter 856: 445 Ultimate Flesh Fighter Level (4000)

          	Chapter 857: 445 Ultimate Flesh Fighter Level (4000)_2

          	Chapter 858: 446 Trifles (4000)

          	Chapter 859: 446 Trivialities (4000)_2

          	Chapter 860: 447 Those monsters have been released (4000)

          	Chapter 861: 447 Those monsters have been released (4000)_2

          	Chapter 862: 448 truly is an Interrogation Expert! (4100)

          	Chapter 863: 448 truly is an Interrogation Expert! (4100)_2

          	Chapter 864: 449 Today I will chop off many heads (4100)

          	Chapter 865: 449 Today I will chop off many heads (4100)_2

          	Chapter 866: Death of the 450 Blood Sharks (4000)

          	Chapter 867: 450 Blood Shark's Death (4000)_2

          	Chapter 868: 451 This Blood Shark has a Magma flavor (4000)

          	Chapter 869: 451 This Blood Shark has a Magma flavor (4000)_2

          	Chapter 870: 452 Southern Dipper Shadow Moon Fist (4800) (An additional update for the alliance leader as I perform my duties, sorry, a bit late)
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    Chapter 1: 001 Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        My name is Casio, and I'm dying...
   

        Today is the 156th year, June 3rd of the Hong Li Federation calendar. It's the 25th year since I arrived in this parallel world. I had just graduated from Zexi University and was participating in an archaeological expedition for the first time. The site was in a steep mountain area about twenty kilometers north of Fengnan City.
   

        This operation was led by the city government, in collaboration between the Archaeology Department of Zexi University and Fire Deer Antique Company. Both sides deployed a ten-member archaeological team that arrived at the Klamora Mountain area at noon.
   

        The progress of the archaeological operation was exceptionally smooth. The team quickly began exploring inside the relic. There were buildings and decorations in the style of the Karenka period, dilapidated murals, and some ancient documents. Just when everyone was engrossed in their archaeology work, an accident occurred.
   

        Three antique commissioners from Fire Deer Antique Company suddenly pulled out their guns and opened fire! Their tutor, a senior brother, and a senior sister were killed in succession. The remaining four fought back, and although they managed to kill one of the antique commissioners, in the end, only one of them survived.
   

        And that person was currently facing a desperate situation.
   

        As the memory flashed back, Casio shivered and took a deep breath.
   

        Click, the black muzzle of the gun was pointed directly at his head.
   

        "Run! Go on, run again!!!" The man wearing the red and black uniform of the Antique Commissioner showed a growing ferocious look.
   

        Pressing the handgun against Casio's head, he strode forward several steps.
   

        In the dark and narrow rectangular tunnel, Casio retreated step by step. The crunching sound echoed as his boots crunched on the rubble.
   

        Boom! A severely weathered pillar behind him collapsed abruptly. Casio, leaning against the broken pillar, stumbled backward awkwardly and fell.
   

        He grunted and glanced at his right hand. The ivory pendant left by his senior brother had pierced his skin, and there was blood in his palm.
   

        Casio felt a dry, bitter taste in his mouth.
   

        Probably, all seven members of Zexi University's Archaeology Department would die here. He, a traverser who had reincarnated for twenty-five years and done nothing significant, was about to reincarnate again.
   

        Splat! A black boot stepped on his chest.
   

        The firearm in the man's hand stayed pointing at Casio's head.
   

        Footsteps echoed in the tunnel again. Another commissioner from the Fire Deer Antique Company had arrived, both of them armed with handguns.
   

        "Might as well fight, to die with some dignity."
   

        Just as this thought flashed through Casio's mind, he suddenly noticed a growing bitter taste in his mouth. A moment later, he realized that the bitter sensation was not coming from his mouth.
   

        But from his right hand, from the bleeding wound.
   

        The next second, Casio's entire arm went numb and bitter in an instant. An icy cold flow was gushing continuously from the ivory pendant, gliding in his hand like a fish.
   

        The cold sensation spread throughout his body from his arm in an instant.
   

        Casio's body involuntarily began to tremble.
   

        "Ha ha, look at you! Weren't you very courageous when you and your brothers were together? Now you're scared like this?"
   

        The man ground his boot, the pressure was heavy.
   

        Casio did not speak, but clenched his right hand hard.
   

        "How? Too scared to piss your pants?"
   

        The man snickered mockingly.
   

        "Stop talking bullshit with him, William, just finish him. We don't have time to waste here..." anothr commissioner walked over from the side.
   

        "I know, I'll send him to meet the Grand Duke of Hong Li."
   

         The man named William slightly adjusted the muzzle of his gun.
   

        "Goodbye, elephant of the Ivory Tower..." His voice suddenly stopped, as if a pause button had been pressed on the entire world.
   

        Casio looked around sharply. The dim tunnel, the broken murals, the two men with guns, everything became blurry all of a sudden. It felt like he was looking at the world through a layer of frosted glass; even the turbid and smelly air was filtered. He was inevitably engulfed in a void.
   

        The whole world was spinning. The air was surging, the earth was shaking, the dome was rising, and Casio's brain was trembling madly.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The boy's head hit the wall hard.
   

        "Shit!", he couldn't help but curse in pain.
   

        "Li Wei, are you having nightmares again?" A fatigued voice came from the side, "Go to sleep early, we have training tomorrow..."
   

        "Li Wei? Training? What's that?"
   

        Casio got up, dazed, looking at a narrow, gray stone house. There's a window on the side, allowing the thin moonlight to shine in. The room contained only a table and a chair, with the most space being taken up by two very wide beds.
   

        Each bed was crammed with three teenagers.
   

        His bed was near the window, with a little fat kid sleeping next to him, who was the one that just mumbled something. Casio blankly looked at his own young hands, falling instantly into a daze.
   

        Amid the chaos of his thoughts, he suddenly noticed something.
   

        Above his line of sight, a strange symbol floated mid-air, with something like a thermometer scale next to it.
   

        A jolt went through Casio's heart and he reached out to grab at it.
   

        "Only I can see it! Could it be a cheat code?"
   

        Suddenly, a flood of information surged into his brain.
   

        After ten minutes, Casio burst open his eyes.
   

        He understood the workings and principles of the cheat code that arrived twenty-five years late. Collecting mysterious antiques, he could travel back to a legendary era.
   

        Antiques with legendary stories attached, imbued with a strong obsession of their owners, could be referred as legendary antiques. Moreover, Casio could absorb some sort of obsession energy from these legendary antiques, replacing the owner to return to their time of deepest impression.
   

        This deeply imprinted time could be full of joy, hatred, sadness, or regret, but it had to be intense.
   

        In fact, obsessions were mostly filled with hatred and regret.
   

        Or various negative emotions like sadness.
   

        Casio's task was to dispel the original owner's obsessions, allowing him to exist in that time for a while. During this time, whatever he learned or practiced could be brought back to reality. If he fails, then he gets nothing.
   

        Taking a deep breath, he looked ahead.
   

        Upon closer inspection, one would notice that the strange symbol was actually a simplified sketch of the ivory pendant. It was only after Casio absorbed the obsession energy from the pendant that he activated his ability in a split second.
   

        The scale next to the pendant symbol represented time.
   

        Now, he was experiencing Li Wei's first deeply imprinted experience, and also his first obsession.
   

        Casio moved with intent, and the pendant symbol unfolded instantly.
   

        Lightning streaking across the sky, a damp rainy night, a girl's scream, a cowardly boy trembling in a corner.
   

        It was a sad story of a boy and his sister getting selected into a martial arts school called Wind Elephant Gate's Youth Training Camp. The sister was almost stripped naked by three drunk students on her way to the toilet in the middle of the night.
   

        As his sister screamed for help, the boy, watching from the window, was too cowardly to step in.
   

        It was not until the other students were awakened that the ordeal ended.
   

        News of the incident spread quickly throughout the entire training camp. The women in that era were relatively conservative. People gossiped about the boy's sister, but no one cared that she was the victim.
   

        A few days later, news came from the boy's home that his mother had passed away unexpectedly. The double blow led to the psychologically pressured sister committing suicide. This became Li Wei's regret and obsession.
   

        Why did he cower in the corner on that rainy night?
   

        Why didn't he dare confront the ruffians?
   

        Why didn't he ever consider comforting his sister afterward?
   

        Was it weakness? Was it fear? Was it the strange disgusting pride of a teenage boy? Perhaps it was a combination of all?
   

        He wanted to make up for it, but it was too late. As hard as Li Wei tried to comfort himself, he found that he could not forgive that cowardly boy. And that became his obsession.
   

        "Is that so?"
   

        Upon reopening his eyes, Casio murmured.
   

        Boom… A rumbling thunder echoed from the clouded sky.
   

        Casio looked sharply out the window, noticing that it had somehow started raining. The blurry rain curtains kept falling.
   

        "Ah! Hel… uh…"
   

        The faint yells of a girl could be heard amidst the rain.
   

        "Damn, is it tonight?!"
   

        Casio rolled out of bed and rushed out barefoot.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 2: 002 Venting_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The drizzle was noisy, leaving the white roof wet.
   

        The strong wind marked the misty rain with wave-like tracks. The curtain of rain was thick, making the surrounding trees and houses somewhat blurry.
   

        "Where?"
   

        Casio stood in the rain with his hair soaking wet, his eyes squinted tightly, and tiny droplets clung to his eyelashes in strings.
   

        "Help..."
   

        The moment he heard the noise, he charged off.
   

        Barefoot, he left one mud pit after another on the ground.
   

        The rain drizzled ceaselessly, as though it would persist all night. A layer of grey fog gently floated back and forth on the path.
   

        Splat, splat, splat... A series of running footsteps came in flashes.
   

        Youth Training Camp, the martial arts field, under the eaves of a nearby building.
   

        Three drunken teenagers were tearing a girl's clothes. They each had a clear role. One covered the girl's mouth, one held her arms, and one was tearing her clothes. Li Chu, Li Wei's sister, was shivering and struggling hard.
   

        But against three boys, her strength was simply not enough.
   

        During her desperate struggle, she was slapped twice, leaving conspicuous red palm prints on her beautiful white face.
   

        "Move again and see what happens!" The redheaded boy with a freckled face had an impudent grin as he slapped Li Chu in the face again.
   

        "Hold her down tighter, or we'll never get the clothes off..."
   

        The redhead ripped hard, causing Li Chu to cry out as a large piece of cloth was torn off. A patch of fair skin was exposed to the air, enticing the three boys.
   

        "Her face is so white, her skin is too!" The redhead's eyes were bloodshot; alcohol was continuously stimulating his hormones.
   

        Finn became even more determined to have his way with this girl, in the rain, with nobody knowing.
   

        Impulse caused him to overlook the consequences.
   

        Finn, clutching the rip in the clothes, tore at it again and again, the young girl's delicate figure gradually revealed.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        The boy covering Li Chu's mouth suddenly cried out.
   

        There was a deep bite mark on his right hand.
   

        Li Chu gasped for breath, just about to scream, when she suddenly widened her eyes and looked behind Finn. "Little Wei?!"
   

        "Little Wei?" Finn turned his head back in confusion.
   

        A fist rapidly enlarging in front of his eyes occupied his entire vision. Finn staggered a few steps backward.
   

        He released his face and looked at his hand; it was a bright red.
   

        Nosebleed was punched out.
   

        For a moment, the surroundings were quiet. The boy's white clothes were soaked in the rain, his slender figure did not have much deterrent power. His black hair sticking to his forehead blocked by the rain, sticking to the area above his eyelids, just concealing his gaze.
   

        "Little Wei! Run, find the tutor! There are three of them!" Li Chu struggled again and almost broke free.
   

        "Damn! You think you can hit me and run?!"
   

        Finn spat out a mouthful of bloody saliva.
   

        On the side, a brown-haired boy tacitly moved behind Casio, blocking the path to the dormitory area.
   

        Unexpectedly, Casio had no intention of retreating.
   

        He charged straight towards Finn, covering the few meters in an instant. The two immediately became entangled in a fight, without any skill, just pure instinct.
   

        You throw a punch, I throw a punch.
   

        Shoulders, chest, face, wherever it lands counts.
   

        The sound of grunts and blows was drowned by the rushing rain.
   

        "Damn!" Finn took another punch to the nose: "What's with you two? What are you dawdling for! Let's get him together!" Saying this, Finn dodged backwards.
   

        The two boys next to him snapped back to reality and charged directly towards Casio. Their fists and feet aiming rhythmically at Casio's back.
   

        Casio grunted in pain, his feet faltered. But he still pounced forward, pressing Finn to the ground.
   

        Both of them fell into the muddy ground in the heavy rain.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough!" Finn shook his head vigorously, his mouth filled with a mouthful of mud water, and his eyes were covered with a layer of mist.
   

        Boom! The sky was illuminated by fragmented lightning, and the clouds were torn by electricity. It seemed as if a cannon was rumbling in the mist.
   

        Finn's scalp went numb from the huge explosion sound, as if he had been hit in the heart by something. His senses were heightened, at the same time, an intense fear took hold.
   

        The teenager in front of him was as silent as a machine. He groaned even when he was hit, even when he was bleeding.
   

        He didn't speak, he just kept hammering at him mercilessly.
   

        Fierce! Finn thought of this word.
   

        Thud! A fist landed heavily on his face.
   

        Finn's head spun, his cheeks rippled like waves, and two bloody teeth sprayed out from the side of his mouth.
   

        He cried out in pain, his sense of fear intensified.
   

        Even though he could see in the dim light that his two followers were surrounding the teenager and beating him fiercely, Finn was still scared. He was afraid of the pain and the ruthless force of his opponent.
   

        "Stop hitting, stop hitting! I surrender! Ugh! Hum!"
   

        Finn wanted to stop, but Casio didn't even spare him a word.
   

        In an instant, two or three more punches landed, and he too was punched and staggered, his face and head grew numb and painful.
   

        By this point, Casio wasn't just fighting to save Li Wei's sister, Li Chu, it was more of a release.
   

        Embarrassed fear after being held at gunpoint? Unable to save his senior and tutor from being killed? Bewilderment, apprehension, anger,
   

        Or all of them.
   

        All of this compounded was each of Casio's punches to Finn. At this moment, he looked like a fierce madman.
   

        Being punched by the boys behind him, he would give Finn a punch in return. The broken wounds stained the surrounding rainwater red.
   

        Finn, lying under Casio, was murmuring and couldn't speak at all. In this rainy mud, he simply couldn't turn over.
   

        Similarly, Casio was already dizzy from being hit, and the already gloomy rainy day became even more blurry. His face was covered in bruises, with fresh blood flowing from the broken skin.
   

        Heavy rain poured down like madness, the dark sky seemed as if it were about to collapse, and grey water splashed on the ground.
   

        "What are you doing?!"
   

        Several trainees walked quickly through the iron gate, rebuking them.
   

        "They are fighting..."
   

        "Three people beating one?"
   

        "It's those three hoodlums, they always go out to drink."
   

        Not far away, a dozen or so startled students came over to watch the excitement, even the rain couldn't stop them from watching the drama.
   

        The two boys who were beating Casio were startled by the rebuke, and when they turned around and saw the trainers, they immediately ran away.
   

        "Stop!" "No running!"
   

        Boom! The thunder roared hoarsely, like a grudge that had been building up for a thousand years and had to be vented at this moment.
   

        A white and blue electric arc illuminated the whole world for a moment.
   

        Everyone, including the three trainers, clearly saw.
   

        A teenager full of blood was riding on another person, throwing his fists like a madman, rain drops splashing wildly.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 3: 003 Four months_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Ah..."
   

        Casio woke up with his hands clinging to his head. His skull was throbbing in pain, his face numb and swollen. It wasn't just his head that hurt, his entire body was in considerable agony as well.
   

        He dropped his hands, wrapped in bandages and gritted his teeth to raise his head.
   

        This was a bare white room, the walls devoid of decorations, exceedingly simplistic in design. A yellow-brown bedside table stood to his right, two wildflowers, one red, one yellow, were plugged in a vase.
   

        On his left was a half-opened window; the embroidered curtain was pulled to one side. A golden rectangle of sunlight bathed the bed.
   

        Casio sniffed the air, a fragrant aroma filled his nostrils.
   

        When he looked towards the window, restless waves of green pine stretched outside, leaves tender green under the sunshine.
   

        He shook his head, his bewildering gaze slowly regained clarity.
   

        "Did I kill someone?"
   

        Casio recalled how during the rainy night, his uncontrollable rage swept over his mind, his fists persistently battering into Finn's head.
   

        There was a very real possibility that he might have killed him!
   

        "Ah. I am close to death myself, and still worrying if I have killed someone. How pretentious." Casio internally scolded himself, fully aware that in the real world, he was on the brink of death.
   

        He took a deep breath to suppress the pain in his body.
   

        Casio glanced at the pendant sign in his field of vision. It has turned a faint gold, a stark contrast to its initial state.
   

        Did it mean he had fulfilled Li Wei's obsession?
   

        Casio made a mental guess.
   

        Turning his gaze, a long, thermometer-like scale on his right enlarged instantly in front of his eyes. It had four primary markings, each containing twenty-nine smaller ones.
   

        Now, one of the smaller markings had disappeared.
   

        "Does this represent a day that has passed? Then there are a total of 120 smaller markings here, doesn't that represent 120 days?"
   

        Casio mumbled to himself, his eyes progressively sparkling.
   

        Casio knew from Li Wei's memories that the Wind Elephant Gate was a martial arts school that focused on developing the human physical limit. If practiced skillfully, martial art techniques could even compare to small firearms.
   

        One hundred and twenty days, a total of four months. Maybe he would not reach that level, but he could learn some skills for quick bursts and evasions. Combining this with the physical qualities that could be brought back to reality... perhaps the problem could be solved.
   

        As he was deep in thought, the door was suddenly opened.
   

        A pretty young girl dressed in a grey-white training suit walked in from outside. Hugged tightly by her training suit, the shape of her well-developed youthful figure was clearly discernable. She had white, soft skin, high nose, her black hair tied into a ponytail resting on her shoulders.
   

        Upon locking eyes with Casio, the girl couldn't help but her eyes turn red. She sobbed as she walked over.
   

        "Little Wei, I'm sorry...."
   

        Looking at the submissive demeanor of Li Chu, Casio understood that the sight of him wrapped in bandages caused guilt in her.
   

        "Why are you apologizing to me? It should be those three bastards who should apologize to you. Speaking of which, how are they now?"
   

        Casio steered the discussion away and casually asked a question.
   

        "That person named Finn, his face is swollen from the beating. He screamed in pain all day. He was still screaming just a while ago." As Li Chu spoke, she sneaked a glance at her brother. Pride was oddly mixed in her gaze?
   

        She originally enjoyed some schadenfreude but then realized Li Wei was also severely injured. Li Chu's mood once again fell low.
   

        It was herself who called for help too late.
   

        "Didn't kill him? It seems this body is too weak.." 
   

        Casio lifted his slender hands. A large reason for Li Wei's cowardly nature was his weak stature. In a one-on-one fight, he couldn't even beat some of the physically mature girls.
   

        The guy Finn, who was beaten up last night, was about half head taller than Li Wei and much more robust. The reason he got ground and pounded was firstly, he was caught off guard in the beginning, and secondly, Casio was ruthless, acting like a maniac, which scared him!
   

        When fighting people, one has to fight with momentum. Especially when one is outnumbered or weaker. Catch one of the leaders and hammer him intensely. If someone beats me, I'll beat you! Anyone would be afraid.
   

        Next, Li Chu sat on the chair next to the patient bed. As she talked to Casio, she peeled fruit. There was some sentiment in her heart. In the past, she was the one taking care of her innocent younger brother, Li Wei. Now, her brother could go all out to protect his sister.
   

        Comfort, gratitude, warmth, a mix of every feeling was present.
   

        From Li Chu's descriptions and some of Li Wei's memories, Casio gained a general understanding of this era.
   

        The real world was a time approximately around World War II in his previous life. Things such as airplanes, artillery, and tanks were mastered. But it seemed that missiles and nuclear bombs had not yet appeared.
   

        The people's living standard was akin to the mid-twentieth century.
   

        The era Casio was experiencing through the Ivory pendant was seventy years prior to this, about 1880. Early stage of the second Industrial Revolution, a period where cold and hot weapons co-existed.
   

        Martial Arts was still a feasible occupation, assassination, combat, melee. In close quarters combat, even the sharpest shooter would falter.
   

        Of course, that had something to do with the backwardness of weaponry in this era.
   

        In the real world, Casio had seen very few martial arts halls. Most of them were promoting physical fitness.
   

        In face of hot weapons, Martial arts inevitably declined.
   

        And Wind Elephant Gate was a school that preserved this martial art tradition. They set their headquarters in suburban Oak City and had several martial arts halls in the Urban Area.
   

        They held Youth Training Camps in suburban Oak City, selecting talents from the whole of North Flow Country. Li Wei and Li Chu were such apprentices.
   

        "Knock Knock Knock..." A series of knocks resounded from outside.
   

        A female instructor dressed in beige training suit walked in. She had a pair of eye-catching long legs. Her figure was explosively full and attractive. Her facial features weren't bad either, but a scar on her left cheek marred her overall beauty.
   

        A rectangular brass nameplate hung on her chest.
   

        On it was written: Lixia.
   

        "Li Chu, you should go outside for a bit."
   

        The voice of Instructor Lixia was a bit hoarse, but not unpleasant.
   

        Li Chu glanced at her brother, then at the instructor, hesitated for a moment, and then said, "All right, I'll wait outside the door."
   

        With a soft click, the door was gently closed.
   

        Instructor Lixia approached Casio step by step, her gaze scanning him from top to bottom as if assessing his injuries. She nodded.
   

        "It's not a severe injury. Applying some special medicinal liquor should do the trick in few days. Also, you're going to be a model case. For one week, double the training volume, you can raise your objections now."
   

        Lixia folded her arms across her chest.
   

        There was a faint scent of fragrance permeating the bedside.
   

        Casio was startled for a moment, but soon understood what Instructor Lixia meant. There was rule in the Youth Training Camp. When a fight happened, regardless of the circumstances both sides would receive a special treatment for seven days, ordinarily reflected as a doubling of training load.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 4: 004 Crazy Li Wei_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "I have no complaints and I'm willing to accept the punishment." Casio didn't grumble at all, considering that he had a gun pointing at his head in reality. Even if the Youth Training Camp didn't punish him, he would have secretly practiced more on his own.
   

        "Oh? You're rather enlightened." Lixia smiled in slight surprise, she had originally thought the boy to be impulsive and easily irritated. Even though he was the victim, he was still being punished and was sure to harbor some resentment. Yet unexpectedly, Li Wei's character turned out to be rather mature.
   

        She flicked her short hair behind her ear: "Don't worry, the punishment Finn receives will only be heavier than yours. But, he has a family connection with Sean, the teaching assistant in the Youth Training Camp, so under normal circumstances, he wouldn't be expelled. By the way, why don't you and your sister come over to my side..."
   

        Upon hearing this, Casio's thoughts started racing.
   

        Tutor Lixia was helping him and had pointed out the relationship behind Finn. Casio had no reason to feign politeness.
   

        "Okay, thank you, Tutor Lixia."
   

        "You're quite polite." Lixia gave a small smile: "Did you know? The news of you thrashing Finn yesterday has spread all over the Youth Training Camp. The new batch of students has given you a nickname..."
   

        Casio lifted his head.
   

        "Madman Li Wei."
   

        ********************
   

        Four days flew by in the blink of an eye, and it was time for Casio to be discharged from the hospital.
   

        The special potion from Wind Elephant Gate was more effective than Casio had imagined, healing his wounds quickly. The only drawback was that applying the potion was extremely painful, beyond expectation.
   

        It didn't feel any different from pouring salt into a wound.
   

        Every time Casio applied the potion, he would whine for a while, and his sweat could soak half of the blanket. Seeing this, Li Chu felt sorry for him for quite a while.
   

        However, compared to Finn who was living on the second floor, the noise Casio made could be considered minor. Every time Finn applied the potion, he screamed like a pig being slaughtered, his high-pitched screams attracting people from the distant sports field.
   

        It was said that Finn fainted five times while applying the potion.
   

        Once, he couldn't hold it in and soiled himself. It was a running joke.
   

        However, this was acceptable as Finn was just a fourteen or fifteen-year-old boy, his will was not strong enough. Moreover, his injuries were worse than Casio's.
   

        On this clear morning, the sun was shining brightly. The clouds were slowly moving across the azure sky, with light filtering through the gaps in the clouds.
   

        The dew on the tips of the leaves were shimmering with colorful micro-lights.
   

        Taking a deep breath of fresh air, Casio left the hospital window slightly ajar.
   

        Last night, Li Chu had cried for a long time in the hospital room. News from their hometown had arrived; their mother had passed away from illness two days ago.
   

        He didn't know how to console Li Chu, so he just silently listened to her sobbing and talking throughout the night. In the beginning of his reincarnation into this alternate world, Casio was merely an orphan abandoned at the door of an orphanage.
   

        The memories of his past life were also gradually blurring.
   

        The concept of parents seemed quite distant to him.
   

        However, Casio still tried to console Li Chu, who was the sister of the body he now inhabited. The main concern was that he feared Li Chu might resort to extreme measures, like suicide, just as the original memory suggested.
   

        Fortunately, Li Chu found solace in "Li Wei".
   

        Eventually, her emotions stabilized.
   

        Casio turned back and looked at the bedside table.
   

        There were a loaf of white bread, two eggs, and two cups of milk.
   

        The standard meal in the Youth Training Camp consists of one loaf of white bread, one egg, and one cup of milk. The extra portions were what Li Chu had saved up.
   

        Casio sat back on the edge of the bed and ate the bread and drank the milk.
   

        Then he put the two boiled eggs into his pocket.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock..."
   

        Just as the knock on the door sounded, the door was opened.
   

        The short-haired and handsome Tutor Lixia walked in.
   

        The morning training consisted of basic kung fu and physical exercises, so she asked the teaching assistant to temporarily stand in for her.
   

        "I see you've finished your breakfast. That's good, let's go. You've missed four days of the Youth Training Camp, I will help you catch up this morning."
   

        Lixia gave a thumbs-up towards the door. It was apparent that she was quite fond of Casio.
   

        "Alright, Tutor. But could you give me about ten minutes first? I need to bring something to my sister," Casio requested.
   

        "Go ahead." Lixia raised her eyebrows and nodded.
   

        "Thank you, Tutor."
   

        Casio left the ward, walked through the hallway, and went down the staircase. The warm sunlight shone on his head. He squinted to look into the distance. There were dormitories, canteens, and martial arts fields. The buildings with spires and dome-shaped roofs were bathed in a layer of golden sunlight.
   

        This place looked no different from a miniature school.
   

        The warm breeze made one feel oddly lazy.
   

        Following the stone path, Casio headed straight to the martial arts field.
   

        Halfway there, a boy coming from the direction of the toilet kept staring at him with a curious expression.
   

        Casio stopped in his tracks and asked reluctantly.
   

        "Can I help you?"
   

        "No, no..." The boy in a blue and white training suit quickly shook his head and timidly asked: "Are you Li Wei? The madman..."
   

        Casio stood rooted to the spot, not knowing how to respond.
   

        The nickname "madman" was quite derogatory.
   

        "Oh, I didn't mean anything by it." The boy looked scared as he saw Casio's silence: "People said that on the rainy night, you took down three people by yourself. You even beat the leader, Finn, until his brains nearly spilled out! You're a ruthless person!" He gave Casio a thumbs up in admiration.
   

        "Uh..." Casio was lost for words. The rumor had been blown out of proportion.
   

        "Alright, bro, I need to go now. See you if we're meant to cross paths again."
   

        The boy waved his hand at Casio and then walked towards the lineup.
   

        Casio took a deep breath and walked quickly to the iron gate.
   

        A young man who looked about eighteen or nineteen years old, sitting next to a bench, stopped him. The youth was dressed in pale yellow clothes, he was an official disciple of the Wind Elephant Gate who had been assigned to be a teaching assistant.
   

        "Your name, which lineup do you belong to?" The youth asked.
   

        "Li Wei, just discharged from the hospital, I am here to visit my sister."
   

        "Madman Li Wei?" The youth looked up in surprise.
   

        "Senior Apprentice Brother, so you've also heard of this nickname..." Casio felt somewhat awkward. It seemed that Tutor Lixia was right. His infamy, or should he say, his reputation for being fierce, was widespread.
   

        "Of course I have, everyone in the Youth Training Camp knows of your reputation. Go on in." The youth stood up and patted Casio's shoulder.
   

        As Casio passed through the iron gate, the youth said from behind him.
   

        "Well done, you've got courage."
   

        Casio paused, not because of the youth's words, but because he noticed that the icon in his view had gotten brighter.
   

        The faint golden hue had inexplicably deepened a bit.
   

        Little points and marks were flickering above it.
   

        When his view swept to the right, Casio was suddenly shocked to find that the progress bar on the timeline, which originally had a hundred and nineteen markings, had suddenly jumped, and ten small marks had immediately appeared at the end of the right side.
   

        One hundred and nineteen days had turned into one hundred and twenty-nine days!
   

        Casio immediately understood that protecting his sister on that rainy night was only meeting the minimum requirement of his obsession. Demonstrating his bravery had also brought rewards.
   

        Which meant, not only could he stay in the Era of Retrospection for four months, he could also extend his time through other means.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        When Casio arrived at the edge of the martial arts field, Li Chu's queue was taking a break. The two of them moved to a corner.
   

        "Sis, eat these two eggs," Casio pulled out two eggs from his chest, still warm from his body heat.
   

        Just as Casio had anticipated, an argument soon ensued.
   

        In the end, Casio used the phrase "Instructor Lixia is still waiting for me." Li Chu finally lowered her head, peeled the eggs, and started to eat.
   

        Li Chu's eyes were a bit red, but she didn't want her bad mood to affect her younger brother, so she forcefully held back her tears. Even though their parents had left them, her brother had suddenly matured.
   

        Starting today, they had to live well.
   

        She was only fourteen and her brother was just thirteen. They still had plenty of time and potential ahead of them, they couldn't give up on themselves.
   

        Li Chu swallowed her feelings, consuming the egg yolks bite by bite.
   

        Casio supervised Li Chu until she finished both eggs before leaving. He had a very simplistic universal value.
   

        Whoever was kind to him, he would be kind in return. Fair is fair.
   

        Of course, the opposite was also true.
   

        "Hmph...Hmph...Hmph..." Casio panted heavily as he ran up the stairs, his slender arms and legs lacked energy.
   

        "Instructor Lixia, I'm back." He opened the door.
   

        "Carry on."
   

        An egg flew over with the instruction.
   

        Casio caught it, looking somewhat surprised.
   

        The hospitals of the Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp were a hundred meters away from the martial arts field. Could Instructor Lixia see this far? Incredible.
   

        "Let's go, we're heading to the little sports field by the hospital." Lixia walked slowly, reaching out her rough hand to lightly pat Casio's shoulders.
   

        "Ok, instructor."
   

        Casio followed Lixia to the sports field.
   

        This was a rectangular field, with two grey-white buildings in the distance used to store training equipment.
   

        The field was a light yellow color and there was a running track around the edge.
   

        A few wooden stakes stood at the left of the center.
   

        Next to the wooden stakes, under the shade of the trees.
   

        Lixia leaned against the tree with her arms folded, sunlight filtered through the gaps in the leaves casting a speckled golden light; her short hair looked glossy.
   

        Casio stood opposite her, waiting quietly.
   

        "Li Wei, you've missed four days of lessons. The only way I can help you make it up is to give you extra lessons. Tomorrow morning, you need to train like the rest of the group." Lixia said.
   

        "Thank you, instructor." Casio replied gratefully.
   

        "No need, it's my duty as an instructor." Lixia shook her head slightly, then asked Casio a question.
   

        "Do you know what martial arts is? Have you ever heard of it?" she asked.
   

        Casio thought for a moment, "Martial Arts is the art of killing, being able to kill others, and maybe fight ten at once?"
   

        "Correct, your explanation is crude, but the meaning is basically the same. But what I want to say is, martial arts doesn't only allow you to fight against ten people, but also a hundred, a thousand, or even ten thousand!"
   

        Lixia looked straight into Casio's eyes, "Do you believe me?"
   

        "I ..." Before Casio could answer, he realized that this world was not as ordinary as the world he had lived in for twenty-five years. Instead, there were deeper layers hidden within it.
   

        That transcendent plane was out of reach to ordinary people.
   

        Could a martial artist in the flesh resist firearms? What if they trained their speed to dodge bullets, or trained their bodies to be as strong as steel?
   

        Nothing was absolute, especially in a possibly supernatural world.
   

        Casio thought for a moment, then slowly nodded, "I believe."
   

        Lixia smiled, then spread out her hand, "Look here."
   

        Casio looked down, seeing a rough hand full of calluses. The large knuckles weren't what you'd expect a girl's hand to look like.
   

        Besides that, there didn't seem to be anything special.
   

        Just when Casio was feeling confused.
   

        Lixia stretched out her other hand and gently flicked a tree branch.
   

        An oval leaf floated down from mid-air and was caught by her slightly curved palm. The green leaf didn't touch her skin at all but began to spin like a spinning top above her palm, much like a fan's blade.
   

        "This…" Casio's eyes widened.
   

        The next second, the leaf was like a little green flatboat rapidly weaving through the gaps in Lixia's right hand fingers.
   

        She gently lifted her hand and flicked a finger.
   

        The leaf in her hand instantly exploded into dust.
   

        "Give me your hand." Lixia spoke indifferently.
   

        Casio hesitated a moment, but still extended his hand. His hand was suddenly seized by Lixia, causing him to stiffen on the spot.
   

        The reason was simple, because Instructor Lixia's hand was covered with a layer of energy that felt like quicksand, it was moving in different directions and rubbing against Casio's palm. The speed and direction of the energy kept changing.
   

        The feeling was just like being rubbed with sandpaper.
   

        If the force was a little bit stronger, perhaps his skin would be rubbed raw.
   

        "Alright, you can let go now."
   

        Casio quickly let go of his hand and inspected his palm, which was slightly reddened and felt like it was burning.
   

        "Right now, I'm just showing you the potential future of martial arts and providing you with a goal. Remember not to have unrealistic expectations; diligence and hard work are the most important and fundamental elements in martial arts training. Sweat doesn't lie, with dedication you can make up for lack of talent. There is a long way to go ..." Lixia explained.
   

        Next, Lixia started to introduce Basic Fighting Technique.
   

        In simple terms, there were three aspects: training stance, combat movements, and explosive techniques.
   

        Training stance, could be simplified as stake training. It's similar to the horse stance in the previous world, but slightly different. Training stance can activate the entire muscle group of the body, enhancing body control and coordination.
   

        Combat movements, as the name suggests. It is about simplifying a set of boxing methods to the smallest unit, the most basic skill. Swing punch, straight punch, uppercut, etc.
   

        The concept also applies to elbows, legs, etc.
   

        It's about basic actions. Once you get the basic movements right, you can combine them into a boxing routine.
   

        The third was explosive techniques. It's best to learn this when you are proficient in the first two, otherwise, it could harm the body.
   

        Explosive techniques allow practitioners to exert strength better. How to hit faster? How to exert stronger power? All these have to do with explosive techniques.
   

        Apart from this, there's also physical fitness training, such as running, push-ups, deep squats, etc. These can assist in the use of the Basic Fighting Technique, allowing one to progress faster.
   

        Lixia demonstrated the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique several times for Casio.
   

        Casio also practiced all morning. He somewhat got the hang of the stake training, but of the combat movements, he only remembered one.
   

        Swinging!
   

        Mainly because Instructor Lixia had left a deep impression.
   

        While demonstrating earlier, Instructor Lixia said that the swing punch is the essence of Wind Elephant Gate and the true standard was like an elephant swinging its trunk.
   

        She then turned around and swung a punch.
   

        With a bang, on the half-human thick wooden stake, a deep fist imprint was instantly left, sunk five centimeters deep into the stake.
   

        If this hit a person.
   

        Broken ribs? Puncture the heart or lungs?
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 6: 006 Role Play_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        June, the begining of summer.
   

        The sun is blazing today, the temperature is high. As it approaches noon, the light and temperature become hotter and hotter.
   

        Casio has been practicing Basic Fighting Technique with Lixia all morning and now feels weak with sweat drenching his back. 
   

        The thirteen-year-old boy had never exercised before. His body is weak, feeling sore all over.
   

        However, he does have an adult's mentality. While life has started him off as an orphan in this world, his resolve is strong. Therefore, he didn't complain or slacken throughout the morning.
   

        Lixia has been watching all this in secret.
   

        She likes talented students, but even more, she likes diligent and persevering ones. For now, Li Wei is categorized as the latter by Lixia.
   

        Looking at the sun hanging high in the sky, Lixia took out a silver metallic pocket watch from her bosom, clicked it open.
   

        The white dial and black hands of the clock show it's half-past eleven.
   

        "Let's stop here for now, consider your private lesson over. The mealtime is approaching, you'd better go to the cafeteria. You can practice on your own in the afternoon, we will regroup tomorrow morning for practice..."
   

        Lixia concluded and put the pocket watch back into her pocket. 
   

        "Yes."
   

        Casio stopped his horse stance exercise, as he just stood straight up, his legs gave way, and he almost fell on his butt. 
   

        He wiped the sweat off his forehead and realized his back was soaked through.
   

        On left side of his view, instructor Lixia was already far away. 
   

        Casio exhaled a hot breath, started to walk towards the cafeteria. After only a few steps, he had to stop to slap his legs due to ache and numbness, it felt like his calves were filled with lead.
   

        Martial arts training is not child's play.
   

        Fatigue, hardship, and sweat are the necessary investments. 
   

        The amount of effort one puts in determines the level of achievement one can gain.
   

        Casio understands this well.
   

        After resting on the spot for a moment, he limped towards the cafeteria. The Youth Training Camp's cafeteria is located in the northwest corner of the camp compound.
   

        About one hundred metres from the hospital. 
   

        Casio staggeringly moved along the path next to the sports field. 
   

        Upon entering the cafeteria, he was immediately greeted by a strong aroma of dishes. Several large wooden barrels were orderly arranged at the entrance. 
   

        Three or four aunties were chattering against the wall. 
   

        "Here comes someone..." one of the aunties reminded.
   

        As Casio was salivating, he picked up a meal tray. He served himself a bit of every dish of the day, including both meat and vegetarian dishes, and soup.
   

        What's more, probably because he was the first one there, the aunties at the cafeteria gave Casio a lot of food.
   

        After expressing his gratitude, he carried his full plate to a corner by the window in the cafeteria. A broccoli cream soup, a few pieces of white bread, onions stewed with tomatoes, and two pieces of what appeared to be steak, all irresistible with the layer of oil on top.
   

        One of the most obvious benefits of joining the Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp was: You can eat till you are satisfied, the food is good, and there's meat. It's necessary to mention that in this era, many poor people are starving.
   

        Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp provides free admission. Simply passing a core bone examination would ensure a full meal, and reaching the training standard could lead you to become a formal disciple with a good income. Many impoverished families who couldn't afford to raise their children would choose to give it a try.
   

        Li Wei and Li Chu are examples of this.
   

        Heading to the second row by the window, Casio starts eating non-stop. When he's tired and hungry, his natural reaction is to replenish energy on a large scale.
   

        Shortly, the sound of running feet start to faintly come from outside the cafeteria. Many students in grey-white training suits rush in. 
   

        Casio doesn't pay any attention and just lowers his head to have a sip of the broccoli soup.
   

        In no time, the originally spacious cafeteria started to feel crowded. The smell of sweat, mixed with the cacophony filled the surrounding space.
   

        "Ah!" A slight shout came from the front.
   

        Casio furrowed his brows, lifting his head to look ahead.
   

        There in front of him was a long queue with Li Chu, Li Wei's sister, standing at the front. Squeezing his way in and cutting into the queue was a robust boy, towering half a head taller than Li Chu.
   

        He was talking and laughing with the boy in front of him.
   

        "How about we sit by the window later? Our usual spot."
   

        The burly boy suggested.
   

        "Sure thing." The boy with an average look peeked into the wooden barrel and said with a hint of surprise, "There's ham."
   

        "Great, my favorite is..." The brawny boy suddenly stopped. He felt someone watching him from his left.
   

        Turning his head, he saw a thin boy with black hair, both hands resting on the dining table, quietly watching him with an expressionless face.
   

        Who's this? Don't know him... The boy was somewhat puzzled.
   

        His friend, however, muttered quietly, "That's the madman, Li Wei."
   

        "Who?"
   

        "The one who smashed a guy's brains out. Remember when we passed by the hospital on our way to the toilet the day before yesterday? That Finn who got hammered, didn't he scream like a psychopath? He rambled nonsense for half an hour. They say his brain was damaged and is beyond saving."
   

        As his friend spoke, he glanced behind the muscular boy.
   

        "Lin Deng, did you just cut in line? The girl behind you is Li Chu, madman Li Wei's sister..." His friend fell silent.
   

        "Damn."
   

        Burly Lin Deng immediately apologized and scurried to the back of the line.
   

        Li Chu blinked in surprise, took a step forward, and promptly spotted her younger brother by the window. She waved a cheerful greeting.
   

        Casio nodded and waved back.
   

        Just as he was about to get up and retrieve his food tray, he suddenly noticed that a few new marks had mysteriously appeared on the time scale in the upper right corner.
   

        Counting carefully, five days were added.
   

        So it seems that the opposite of timidity isn't just courage.
   

        If one was more extreme, could it also be ferociousness?
   

        According to the hearsay in the Youth Training Camp, he had not only bludgeoned out Finn's brain but left him mentally deranged.
   

        The image they held of him was not brave but brutal.
   

        Such an impression could fulfill Li Wei's obsession; it was even closer to what he dreamed and hoped for.
   

        A vague idea began to form in Casio's mind.
   

        Pretending? Creating an image opposite to Li Wei's previous one, one he deeply desired to become, like madman Li Wei. Would that comfort or satisfy Li Wei's obsession?
   

        Casio was unsure if his speculation was correct, but there was still plenty of time to test his theory.
   

        With a clatter, he stood up and returned the meal tray.
   

        Then he headed back to the small sports field next to the hospital. After a short rest, he resumed practicing Basic Fighting Technique.
   

        The afternoon sun blazed fiercely, so Casio trained and rested intermittently.
   

        He wouldn't slack off, but he also wouldn't overdo it.
   

        Under the verdant shade of a tree, Casio was practicing stances. Feet shoulder-width apart, knees bent into a squat that was almost ninety degrees. Knees shouldn't extend beyond the toes. The back should be curved and rounded like a turtle shell, hands naturally forming a circle.
   

        He held his head high, bobbing up and down as if riding a horse.
   

        His training form was starting to take shape.
   

        Sweat trickled down from his eyelids. As he stood up, Casio drew a deep breath. Suddenly, at the top right corner of his view, lines of text slowly emerged beneath the simple pendant symbol.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Training stand (first section): 0.1%"
   

        Next to the inscription, there were two blank columns as long as two fingers, floating side by side. The one on top was filled with an insignificant red dot, which must represent the 0.1%.
   

        A visualization of martial arts progress?! Is there any other function?
   

        While being astounded, Casio began to further explore.
   

        Regrettably, the residual information on the symbol indicated that it was solely a visualization of martial arts progress, lacking other bizarre abilities such as point attribution speculation. Besides, Casio also learned that the smallest unit for progress visualization was 0.1%.
   

        He had gotten the hang of the training stand the fastest, so naturally, that was what was displayed. As for the combat movements and explosive techniques in the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique, Casio hadn't even begun.
   

        "I thought I could level up by cheating, turns out I still have to rely on my own effort." Casio shook his head, letting out a sigh.
   

        However, the ability to visualize martial arts progress was indeed of great assistance to him. The most fearful thing about monotonous training is the lack of a goal, as confusion and timidity happen all too often.
   

        There's no telling how many martial artists have given up halfway down the path which has no end in sight, as day after day of refining inevitably becomes tedious.
   

        That's why qualities like perseverance and diligence are so important in martial arts cultivation, even capable of matching natural talents.
   

        Casio considered himself to be above average in will and determination. Yet, after visualizing his martial arts progress, he might even be able to compete with those at the top in terms of perseverance. With the goal right in front of him, he could constantly feel the joy of progress.
   

        The desire to train was more than just a little bit stronger.
   

        Visualizing martial arts progress was very useful for Casio.
   

        "Hoo~" He released a long breath.
   

        His originally sore muscles seemed full of strength again.
   

        "Well then, let's continue..."
   

        *******************
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Several azure magpies flew across the azure sky.
   

        Casio's gaze was gradually distanced as he followed them.
   

        "Li Wei... Li Wei... Li Wei!"
   

        "Hm? Here!"
   

        Casio snapped back to focus and took a step forward.
   

        In front, Lixia was standing with her hands behind her, speaking. "First of all, I would like to introduce this person to everyone." She stretched out her hand and patted Casio's shoulder, her gaze sweeping over the students in the team.
   

        "Yes, most of you should know him by now. This is Li Wei, the madman who put someone in the hospital on his second day in the Youth Training Camp." Laughter followed her words.
   

        "What's so funny? He managed to take on three people alone, could you?" Lixia paused before speaking again, "Of course, I'm not praising him. What I'm saying is, once you are in the Wind Elephant Youth Training Camp, you must strictly adhere to camp rules!"
   

        "Those who fight with others, regardless of the reason, must accept a punishment of double the usual training volume for a week! And if you don't complete your daily training volume, you will not be allowed to eat in the cafeteria!"
   

        Lixia's voice suddenly heightened.
   

        She lowered her head to look at Casio, "Do you have any complaints?"
   

        "No!" Casio shouted back.
   

        Without rules, nothing can be accomplished. Casio knew Lixia was enforcing the rules, it had nothing to do with whether she liked him or not.
   

        "Good! From now on, I'll be supervising you!"
   

        Lixia patted Casio's shoulder once more, "Go back to your team."
   

        "Yes!" Casio stepped back a couple of steps.
   

        As soon as he stabilized himself, he noticed a worried gaze from his left. The female team, where Li Chu was, seemed to be over there.
   

        "Now, let's start our physical training!" Lixia walked to the side of the team, then told Casio, "You don't have rest time, after they finish running, you have to keep running one more time."
   

        "Yes."
   

        "Good, let's start now."
   

        In the early morning, faint mists were hovering above the distant mountains. The sunlight traced an arch through the air, scattering like rays onto the martial arts field. The Youth Training Camp's martial arts field was evenly divided into five parts, with a group of twenty people on each part.
   

        Looking down from a high altitude.
   

        In the beige square blocks, a long snake-like formation composed of twenty small black dots circulated around the perimeter of the square.
   

        A while later, nineteen of the black dots stopped moving, gathering under the shade of a tree by the sports field. Only one dot continued to run around the perimeter of the square, just like before.
   

        "Huff... huff... huff..."
   

        Sweat began to seep out of Casio's forehead and back.
   

        After running a few more rounds, his cheeks were unusually hot.
   

        "Breathing like this saves more energy than before..." Some odd thoughts involuntarily popped up in his mind, serving as a distraction from his suffering.
   

        Five minutes later, Casio finished the double distance.
   

        "Not bad, you get a two-minute break as a reward." Lixia glanced at the pocket watch in her hand, nodding slightly.
   

        Two minutes later, the next stage of physical training started.
   

        No matter what the students of team four did, Casio had to complete twice their volume. Truthfully, he was having a hard time keeping up.
   

        It was mainly due to his physical condition, Li Wei was too weak.
   

        The whole morning passed, the other students had all gone to have their meals. Only Casio was still struggling with his training on the sports field.
   

        He still fell behind on the last two training items.
   

        Under the tree nearby, Lixia was quietly watching. She looked at her pocket watch from time to time, lunchtime was almost over.
   

        Most of the students should have gone back to their dorms for an afternoon nap.
   

        "Ha!"
   

        Casio struggled to get up from the ground, looking like he had been soaked in water for a long while and then plucked out. Not only was his clothes soaked in sweat, but his black hair was also clumped together.
   

        The sunlight was intense, Casio squinted and looked over. Lixia seemed to be waiting for him by the tree, so he staggered over.
   

        "How about it? Do you need me to help you?"
   

        "No, no need." Casio shook his head, flinging a few drops of sweat from his forehead. His voice was slightly hoarse.
   

        "You've got spirit, let's go, time to eat in the cafeteria. I asked your teaching assistant, Ya Peng, to save some food for you." Lixia took a step forward.
   

        Casio followed behind her, remaining silent.
   

        Ten minutes later, at a corner of the cafeteria by the window.
   

        Lixia leaned back in her chair, silently staring ahead.
   

        Casio, on the other hand, was eating with his head down like a famished ghost, constantly chewing and swallowing. In the middle of his meal, a piece of meat the size of a palm skewered by a fork was handed over to him.
   

        Lifting his head, Casio locked eyes with Lixia.
   

        "Thank you, instructor." He swallowed the food in his mouth.
   

        "Don't thank me, I'm just afraid you'll have no food tonight, so I let you eat more during lunch. Based on your physique and speed, you need to keep training until late into the night to complete the afternoon's tasks." Lixia shook her head dismissively.
   

        "I'll try to finish as soon as possible..." Casio lowered his head and stopped speaking.
   

        After lunch, he returned to the dorms when the naptime was already half over. In the room, on the two beds, five students were snoring like dead pigs, reeking of sweat.
   

        Casio glanced at his own bed, the two guys were already sleeping inside, leaving one single spot for him on the outside.
   

        He looked down at the chubby face sleeping soundly.
   

        A quiet thanks escaped his lips, and then he climbed onto the bed.
   

        With a turn of his head, he was instantly swept into dreamland.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Ding, ding, ding!"
   

        The intrusive sound of an instrument resonates in the center of the dormitory area.
   

        "Li Wei, Li Wei, Li Wei." Casio was awakened by the constant chants in his ear. He looked perplexedly as he opened his eyes.
   

        A chubby face was multiplied in front of his eyes.
   

        "Gathering time, the afternoon exercise is about to start."
   

        "Who are you?" Casio got up with a bewildered expression. He had only slept in the dormitory for one night and had not even remembered the names of his roommates yet.
   

        "Giovanni Joestar, you can also call me Jojo."
   

        The rotund face grinned.
   

        Casio halted the motion of sliding into his shoes and looked up. It's a great name, it has an inexplicable aura of a strong individual.
   

        "I will remember, Jojo."
   

        *****************
   

        The sunlight scattered over the sports field, the pitch-black shadows from the trees swayed with the wind, and the dome-shaped building was covered in a layer of golden light.
   

        "Never underestimate the simple straight punch, once you master the straight punch, you have mastered half of the basics of the boxing method! It is the most simple and brutal attack, well-practiced straight punches are exceptionally quick, and they pose a danger reminiscent of a needle!" Lixia made a quick fist as she spoke.
   

        The knuckles suddenly stopped an inch in front of Casio's eyes.
   

        "It feels like being pricked by a needle." Casio squinted his eyes.
   

        "In fact, straight punches can be divided into various types." Lixia retracted her fist and slowly began, "The most classic straight punch is a basic throwing action, like this!"
   

        She suddenly punched forward, the front foot advancing rapidly. The forearm retraced, and the back foot moved forward to recover its position.
   

        "This is the basic one, apart from this, there are moves like the heavy and light straight punch, distant straight punch, counterattack straight punch, and so on."
   

        "You will naturally master these once you are proficient in them."
   

        Lixia returned to her original position and continued to discuss the essentials of different fist forms and swing punches. Combat movements were not only restricted to the upper body but often had to be coordinated with the lower body footwork.
   

        Therefore, perfecting the movements was more difficult than imagined.
   

        "Alright, today we will be training on the wooden stakes." Lixia clapped her hands, then ordered the teaching assistants to fetch props with a group of people.
   

        A moment later, twenty wooden stakes were neatly arranged on one side.
   

        The wooden stakes were roughly 1.6 meters in height and had the diameter of half an adult. Their surfaces were covered with a layer of pale yellow unknown animal leather.
   

        It seemed like there were some straws and sponge filled inside beneath the leather.
   

        "Get familiar with it first." After Lixia finished her statement, she walked over to a tree and began chatting with a middle-aged man dressed in a Wind Elephant Gate uniform. Occasionally, she would gesture towards several areas of the field.
   

        "Thump, thump, bang, bang...."
   

        Students dressed in gray-white clothing each selected a wooden stake, putting up a show by punching it. Their movements were a bit juvenile and stiff, they were eager, but not very proficient.
   

        At this time, the teaching assistant would demonstrate the standard movements for them, and sometimes, they would personally punch the wooden stakes a few times.
   

        On the edge of the wooden stakes, Casio, like everyone else, was punching the pale yellow wooden stakes one after another. Unlike the students next to him, he would subconsciously look up every once in a while. Until a certain moment, he finally heaved a sigh of relief.
   

        'Combat Movements (Beginner): 0.1%'
   

        It's finally shown up, the progress bar oddly brings a sense of relief.
   

        "The Li Wei in my memory had average core bone, but Li Chu was slightly worse, his core bone was slightly below average. Both siblings had talent for martial arts, once their bodies develop, the quick progress period should start when they catch up with their foundation. The progress bar should rise quickly by then..."
   

        Casio sent out a straight punch, causing the wooden stake to shake. "Eat more, train more, this is my goal for some time to come."
   

        "Raise your hand a little bit higher! Are you aiming for your enemy's chest or their kidney?" Lixia strolled through the crowd.
   

        "So soft, a big man with only this much strength?"
   

        "Footwork! Footwork! I'm not asking you to be perfect, but you should at least have the right attitude. Coordinate your fists and footwork!"
   

        Lixia, dressed in beige clothing, walked step by step amongst the students.
   

        Casio remained silent, just swinging his fists faster and harder. He always felt that Lixia was coming at him.
   

        The facts proved that Casio's premonition was not wrong.
   

        Teaching assistant Lixia stayed at his side for a full ten minutes. Whenever Casio's movements changed slightly, he would quickly be met with a scolding and then a correction. The other students looked on gloatingly.
   

        Some even felt embarrassed for Casio.
   

        However, the person involved did not feel this way.
   

        Casio understood that Lixia was helping him. Although her reprimands did not sound too pleasant, they could let beginners quickly learn their lessons. Leaving a deep impression, ensuring they won't make the same mistake next time.
   

        Experiencing teaching assistant Lixia's "enthusiasm", Casio felt that she was not teaching twenty people at the same time, but rather a master.
   

        It seemed that she was treating him as a disciple.
   

        So, he listened very earnestly. Every time Lixia pointed out the errors in his movements, he made his utmost effort to correct them.
   

        Bang! A straight punch hammered on the leather surface of the wooden stake.
   

        The text at the corner of his eye jumped.
   

        'Combat Movements (Beginner): 0.2%'
   

        In less than ten minutes, it had increased by 0.1%. Casio had spent nearly an hour to achieve the initial 0.1%. Hence, standard movements and the experience of the performer can make the training effect better.
   

        Seeing observable progress, Casio felt even more motivated. Each punch made the top of the wooden stake tremble slightly.
   

        Standing nearby, Lixia gave a barely noticeable nod. What she valued about Casio was his calm temperament. Of course, the Youth Training Camp had just begun, it would require some effort to truly see through a person.
   

        The Sun slowly approached the horizon inch by inch.
   

        The evening sky was full of golden wave-like clouds, an orange-red fiery line spread at the bottom of the clouds. The sky in the distance was glaringly red, the mountains under the evening glow became blurry, and the sunlight also turned into bars of light that slowly spread out from the mountains towards the Youth Training Camp.
   

        "Dissolve, everyone go eat."
   

        Lixia snapped her pocket watch shut. The surrounding students immediately dispersed, each striding and sprinting towards the cafeteria.
   

        On the sports field, only a lonely silhouette persisted in hammering the wooden stake. He hurried and yet was still a quarter short.
   

        "Keep practicing, monitor yourself." Lixia glanced at the panting Casio. She didn't stay like she did at noon.
   

        "Yes," Casio gathered his breath and replied.
   

        Thump! Thump! Thump!
   

        The once bustling sports field was now filled with the echo of pounding. Accompanying Casio was the cool breeze from the dusk, the rustling of green trees, and the progress bar in the corner of his eyes.
   

        The red and yellow sky transformed into black, and it was no longer the sun that was surrounded by clouds, but a bright and clear moon. A few scattered stars, coupled with the moon, scattered a white, jade-like radiance.
   

        Soft, serene, silent…
   

        Casio threw his final punch, his heart was clear and translucent.
   

        He seemed to have a slight understanding of the meaning of the word "pure".
   

        'Combat Movements (Beginner): 1.0%'
   

        "End of practice!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Sssh, sssh, sssh..."
   

        Leaves fluttered as the evening breeze caressed the earth gently.
   

        Casio looked up at the moon in the sky, a sudden and intense pang of hunger rushing to his head. He wiped the sweat off his face and slowly walked out of the rectangular sports field along the dimly lit path.
   

        In a corner of the buildings, a dark figure slowly left.
   

        "So it's really closed..."
   

        Casio stood before the locked doors of the cafeteria, the soft moonlight casting a thin layer of frost over the surface of the building's spire.
   

        Helplessly, he could only return to the dormitory area along the small path.
   

        With a creak, the slightly ajar room door opened. A smell of damp cloth mixed with soap hit his face. Casio pushed the door and walked in; all five of his roommates whom he had only met a few times were asleep.
   

        Next to the bed by the window, an empty spot was left. In it, chubby Jo Jo and another person were sound asleep.
   

        Casio slowed his movements, picked up his toiletries and another set of apprentice uniforms from the floor, and quietly left.
   

        Twenty minutes later, he returned after taking a shower and changing into clean clothes. After tidying up a bit, he lay back on the bed.
   

        His body was filled with waves of a tingling sensation. His arms, thighs, waist, and back were all aching, especially around the muscle groups, where the pain was pricking like needles.
   

        In the light from the moon outside the window, Casio found a brown bottle among a pile of items. After a "pop" sound of the corkscrew being opened, a pungent, damp smell rushed out.
   

        This was the potion distributed by the Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp, similar to the Golden Sores Medicine and used for external application. If applied all over the painful parts of the body before going to bed at night, you would feel much better the next morning. It's especially useful for muscle soreness and bruised areas.
   

        One bottle lasted for a month.
   

        Casio poured some pale purple medicine, quickly rubbed it with his hands, and applied it three or four times on the sore muscles.
   

        The moment the potion touched the skin, a contradictory sensation of scorching hot and coolness was transmitted from the applied area to the brain. Casio's arm shook, and tiny goosebumps arose from the skin.
   

        It was hot and painful, burning. After a while, the burning feeling gradually dissipated, and the coolness gradually covered a larger area of skin.
   

        Leaning against the wall and waiting for five or six minutes, Casio found that the sourness of his muscles had eased a bit. This medicine was pretty effective.
   

        He put the lid back on and placed the medicine back in its original place. He gently pressed his stomach, the pain in the muscles was gone, but the hunger surged again.
   

        There was nothing he could do; the cafeteria was closed. He would have to endure until morning.
   

        Taking a deep breath, Casio lay down. Fatigue surged from his limbs and hauled towards his mind like the tide. The sour sensation of his muscles was momentarily suppressed, and his vision gradually became hazy.
   

        He felt his eyelids growing heavier and heavier.
   

        "Little Wei... Little Wei... Little Wei..."
   

        A faint call came from outside the window.
   

        "Hmm?" Rubbing his tired eyes, Casio quickly got up and walked a few steps to the window and quietly opened it.
   

        Under the wooden frame, in the moonlit area, Li Chu looked up at him. The expression on her fair face was somewhat nervous. As soon as she saw Casio opening the window, she was relieved and hurriedly walked a few steps forward.
   

        "Sister? Why did you come to the boys' dormitory..."
   

        Article 10 of the "Youth Training Camp Rules" states that after 7 pm, boys and girls must not enter each other's dormitory areas. Anyone caught would be publicly criticized, then expelled from the Youth Training Camp.
   

        "Didn't you miss dinner? Here." Li Chu glanced nervously around first, then took out a piece of white bread from her pocket. She stood on tiptoe and handed it to Casio.
   

        Before Casio had a chance to say anything, Li Chu retreated a few steps. She waved and walked towards the direction of the girls' dormitory.
   

        At the window, Casio watched Li Chu safely leaving the boys' dormitory area and disappearing from his field of view before he slowly closed the window.
   

        He sat back on the bed, staring at the still warm white bread in his hand, and blinked. The bread had been torn in half from the middle, which was still stuffed with a piece of light brown and fully intact steak.
   

        Casio took a big bite.
   

        He mumbled inarticulately: "Delicious."
   

        ********************
   

        The first day of double training volume: Tired, started learning Basic Combat Art, both movements and strength did not meet the standard. Both the morning and afternoon completions were greatly delayed, fortunately, Lixia allowed the assistant to stay for lunch, and Li Chu sent a meat-filled bread in the evening.
   

        The second day: Tired, the weather was exceptionally hot, sunny. Almost had a heatstroke during the morning's physical training, Lixia allowed a five-minute break in the shade every so often. The completion time in the morning and afternoon was still delayed, lunch and dinner were similar to the first day.
   

        The third day: Tired, hot, still sunny. The situation was the same as the previous two days, and in the evening found signs of sunburn on the skin. The potion from Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp was also effective for this.
   

        The fourth day: Tired, cloudy, windy. The most comfortable day so far, still tired but much better than the previous days. Feeling good, finished twenty minutes earlier at noon. As a result, Lixia rewarded half a portion of lunch.
   

        The fifth day: Tired, gloomy, raining. As expected, rainy weather followed a cloudy day. Should have thought of this. Dipped down by a third, by the time lunch was finished, the lunch break had already ended. Training in the rain had a poor performance. Wet weather was more annoying than the heat. An accident happened at night, Li Chu was almost discovered and stopped delivering dinner.
   

        The sixth day: Tired, cloudy, high efficiency. The weather was suitable and in good condition, for the first time, was able to finish in time for dinner. Returned to the dorm early, chatted with Jo Jo at night. He said that if he was eliminated and sent home, he would work hard to earn lots of money, not only enough to support a family of eight but also to buy aristocratic status. Become a nobleman with a big manor, marry a beautiful, virtuous and kind girl. He had even thought of a name for the child: "George Joestar."
   

        On the seventh day, Casio opened the window and glanced at the weather outside. It was pretty bad, somewhere between a cloudy day and a rainy day.
   

        He wondered if it might suddenly start to rain while they were practicing.
   

        As usual, he put on his apprentice uniform and stepped out of the dorm. Today's breakfast in the cafeteria was pretty good, and Casio still longed for more even after finishing his milk. He arrived at the sports field against the cool breeze.
   

        Instructor Lixia hadn't arrived yet. The assistant was squinting his eyes while leaning against a big tree, and only half of the apprentices were having chats on the field.
   

        Casio glanced around and suddenly saw a familiar figure on his right. The redhead with freckles on his face carried a rebellious look between his brows, and it was Finn who had recovered from his injuries and returned to training.
   

        It seemed that Finn felt someone staring at him and turned his head to look. After seeing that it was Casio, his eyes dodged a bit but then he inexplicably widened his eyes, glaring angrily over here, his eyes filled with rage and a touch of resentment.
   

        Casio furrowed his brows and looked away.
   

        No wonder he was so energetic after lying in bed for more than ten days.
   

        Hope he has the same energy later...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Finn was exhausted to the bone!
   

        The buzzing sound by his ear, the clear sound of his heart throbbing as if ready to explode in his chest cavity. Golden stars flickered before his eyes, and aplenty dense snowflakes appeared in his field of vision.
   

        His hands and feet were almost unresponsive, each step forward sent shivers through his entire skeleton.
   

        One of the daily mandatory physical training: long-running. The general trainees were assigned to run five laps on the field, but Casio and Finn were to run ten. The challenge was not as simple as doubling, as the human stamina dwindles towards the end, making running increasingly taxing.
   

        A training routine meant to test the trainee's willpower extensively.
   

        "Huff... puff..." Finn thought he was about to smoke from his throat, a burning sensation rushed from the nostrils and windpipe all the way into the lungs.
   

        There was the "tap... tap... tap" ... "tap... tap... tap"... sound of footsteps coming from the left.
   

        A skinny silhouette appeared in Finn's peripheral vision, Casio, who was also being punished in another group, was running consistently. Although visibly drenched in sweat, his steps seemed more effortless than Finn's, his speed visibly faster by a great margin.
   

        In the beginning, when Finn was running alongside Casio, he pretended to speed up, so as to spare himself the embarrassment. But eventually, he ran out of strength and he just kept his head down and ran.
   

        Just as Finn finished running his seventh lap and moved onto the eighth, Casio on the left field had already briskly walked out of the white running lane and into the shade of the trees, resting against a tree trunk while massaging his leg.
   

        His glances occasionally shot this way.
   

        "He finished running already?!" No sooner did this doubtful thought enter Finn's mind than an overwhelming sense of fatigue from all over his body got rid of it. Wet, hot sweat squeezed out of his pores, and the tiny droplets flowed from the forehead along the eyelids and nose wing, all the way to the chin.
   

        "Ninth lap... I simply couldn't run any further..."
   

        On the field, Finn let his hands drop. He staggered along, his chest heaving, panting like a cow.
   

        "Get back!!! Keep running! Two more laps!"
   

        A gigantic figure walked towards him from the shade of the trees, nearly 1.9 meters tall, sporting a crew cut, an incredibly stern face.
   

        Dondon, the trainer, was upright and serious. Among the five main trainers, he was the most stern, he only acted by the rules.
   

        Finn's scandal—getting drunk and harassing a female student—had severe impact. Even though some trainers tried to intervene, it was inconceivable that the head of the Youth Training Camp would simply let such gross misconduct go unpunished. Hence, after Finn had recovered, he was directly sent under the supervision of Dondon—the punishment, double the training time for ten days, and during which, he had to strictly adhere to the punishment terms.
   

        Which means, something like what Lixia the trainer did for Casio—keeping meals for him—would not happen here under Dondon's supervision.
   

        "Now, go back!" Dondon lifted his muscular arm and pointed at the running lane with an emotionless expression.
   

        "Trainer, I can't run anymore... I... cough cough cough..."
   

        Finn said breathlessly, his mouth tasted bitter, his mouth and throat were so dry that they fired up his urge to cough.
   

        "I'm saying this one more time! Now, go back immediately!"
   

        Finn lifted his head, completly shrouded by Dondon's towering figure, with trainees in the shadow of the trees pointing fingers.
   

        "I'll only count to three. I don't exactly have a great temper, don't force me to personally teach you how to run!" Dondon slightly lowered his head.
   

        "Three..."
   

        "Yes!" Finn instantly cowered and ran back at once.
   

        Not far away, there seemed to be muffled laughter coming from under the trees.
   

        Finn gritted his teeth and resumed his jog.
   

        After an entire morning of physical training, Finn was about to drop. If it weren't for his early development and stronger and more robust body compared to his peers, he would have been screaming and crying for mercy already, despite forcing himself to finish the challenge.
   

        Lunchtime arrived. The entire field of five groups of trainees had all left for the cafeteria. Only Casio and Finn were left exercising, supervised by two assistants from the groups.
   

        "Sigh, what a poor luck. Even lunch break is getting shorter, I was hoping to get some more sleep during noon," said the assistant supervising Finn, hands on hips, standing on the dividing line while shifting his gaze and talking.
   

        "Well, I'm not really tired," said the assistant supervising Casio, arms folded across his chest, engaging in conversation out of boredom.
   

        "Stop slacking off, Finn!"
   

        The assistant of the third group suddenly turned his head and yelled.
   

        The weather was gloomy, and today's temperature was still relatively cool.
   

        The two assistants chatted on and off for just over an hour, supervising and chatting made the time pass not too slowly.
   

        "Report, the final set of squats has been completed," Casio ran over, stepped up to the assistant of the fourth group, and said.
   

        "Well done, you finished quite quickly today, just over an hour, half an hour earlier than usual." The assistant of the fourth group checked the pocket watch left by Lixia and then patted Casio on the shoulder.
   

        "Good job, good job, let's go eat."
   

        He then turned and said, "Let's go."
   

        "Mmm." The assistant of the third group nodded slightly. Watching the two leave the sports field, he suddenly turned to look at Finn.
   

        "Hurry up! You still have three groups of squats, two groups of push-ups, one group of pull-ups! Are you trying to save your training for tomorrow?! We also have basic fighting technique training in the afternoon!!"
   

        "Yes." Finn clenched his teeth and resumed his exercises.
   

        By the afternoon, everyone was training in basic fighting technique, and of course, the most tired were Casio and Finn.
   

        However, there was a slight difference. One was reluctant and unwilling. The other was training rather actively, even seeming to enjoy it? The sun gradually moved through the clouds.
   

        Unfortunately, it started to rain.
   

        Casio extended his hand to catch a few drops of rainwater, cursed the ghost weather in his heart, and immediately raised his arms to forcefully hit the wooden stake.
   

        'Combat Movements (Beginner): 9.2%'
   

        'Training Frame (Stage 1): 8.7%'
   

        He had originally planned to get his combat movements up to 10% today, but this rain would likely decrease his training efficiency significantly.
   

        "Why?"
   

        "What do you think this is? It's a punishment! Li Wei over there can do it, so what's your excuse for avoiding the rain and not training?"
   

        Not far away, the sound of arguing faintly carried over.
   

        Casio squinted his eyes and looked over. The trainees on the sports field had all scattered and left. The fine rain fell from the gloomy sky, growing heavier, gradually wetting the ground.
   

        Over in the third group, Finn was arguing with Coach Dondong.
   

        Or rather, Finn was being one-sidedly scolded.
   

        Because he was some distance away, Casio couldn't hear very clearly. However, his name would occasionally flash through the conversation.
   

        The sky grew darker and darker, the layers of dark clouds pressing lower, like a large accumulation of black waves.
   

        The rain became heavier and heavier.
   

        Under the eaves of the building next to the sports field, Casio and Finn, separated by a distance of fifty or sixty meters, were each hitting the wooden stake in front of them.
   

        The raindrops hit the ground, and water splashed onto their trousers from time to time. This was the place where Casio fought Finn that night.
   

        Revisiting the old place, Finn's expression was somewhat unnatural, and his gaze occasionally swept over to Casio, who knows what he was thinking.
   

        About an hour and a half past dinner time passed.
   

        Casio pulled back his fists, applied to the stand-in supervisor Coach Dondong to finish, and then hurried off to the dormitory in the rain.
   

        As for Finn, it would probably take him another one or two hours...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio briskly moved forward on the cobblestone road, pushing open the door of the dormitory to the sound of raindrops hitting leaves.
   

        "Li Wei bro, you're back."
   

        "We saved some food for you…"
   

        "Sit here."
   

        The five guys in the dormitory all responded warmly. Ever since Casio told them a thrilling tale about a beauty and a vampire the night before last, their camaraderie had grown leaps and bounds.
   

        Previously, the five of them would usually just go to sleep when they returned to the dormitory as there was nothing much to do. Now, each of them would wait for Casio to recount a short suspenseful story before they could fall asleep, even willingly skipping some of their meals to piece together a dinner for Casio.
   

        That was considered Casio's "fee" for telling stories twice a day.
   

        "Let's eat. Li Wei, why don't you change into something more comfortable first, Aaron and I can wash the clothes for you." A slightly big-headed guy came over, holding an iron box in his hand.
   

        "Sure, thanks." Casio immediately changed his clothes under the watchful eyes of his roommates. Being all guys, there was nothing to feel shy about. He could take a shower after telling his story.
   

        The big-headed guy opened the iron box, revealing bread, vegetables, and meat. No one knew where he had gotten the box from.
   

        "Li Wei, you eat. Aaron and I will get going." There was a thin guy holding clothes standing a few steps away. He suddenly turned back and added, "Don't coax Li Wei into telling the story while we're gone. Be good…"
   

        "Don't worry, I'll eat a bit slower," Casio reassured them. Only then did the two nod, push open the door, and leave quickly.
   

        Entertainment was scarce in these times and the Youth Training Camp was run in a closed manner where their days were filled with training and sleeping. Casio's eye-catching suspenseful stories were considered a rare treat and the five young men were all getting hooked.
   

        He couldn't have imagined that something he had merely said as a conversation filler would earn him a guaranteed dinner every day.
   

        Then Casio picked up the iron box and satisfied his hunger.
   

        Fifteen minutes passed and under the hopeful eyes of everyone, he continued telling the unfinished story of hunter Van Helsing.
   

        An hour later, the dormitory was filled with waves of snoring. Casio glanced at the gloomy sky outside, still drizzling, and then turned his head back, his hands clasped on his chest.
   

        He narrowed his eyes and pondered for a moment. Then turned over, got off the bed, grabbed a towel, and walked out of the dorm.
   

        Male dormitory area, building number seven.
   

        Faint howls resonated in the air. Finn was lying on the bed while a young boy beside him was applying potion to his body from a brownish-yellow bottle.
   

        "Hey, be gentle!"
   

        "Damn it! Get someone else, someone with a lighter touch!"
   

        Finn grimaced, his eyelids twitching. The mixing sensation of exhaustion and the burning sensation of the potion was driving him mad. The double training volume was killing him, and thinking of the remaining nine days made him feel nauseous.
   

        Thinking of Li Wei and Dan Dong's faces made him feel even worse. Recalling the pointing and giggling from the students in groups three and four, Finn wanted to beat them all to the ground.
   

        "I just made a small mistake when I was drunk, is it necessary to hold it against me like this?" Finn exhaled aggressively.
   

        He felt rather wronged. In reality, the truly drunk wouldn't have the energy to do such dirty things. It was evident Finn had depraved intentions all along and used being drunk as an excuse for his malfeasance.
   

        "Rub some more under my shoulder, and open the door a crack, it's a little hot." Finn directed his two sidekicks.
   

        Enduring the excruciating pain all over his body, the relieving sensation brought by the potion gradually suppressed the numbness. Finn clenched the towel in his hand: "This matter can't end just like this…"
   

        "I was beaten black and blue, and had to stay in the hospital for over ten days! The sight of his face enrages me!"
   

        Lashing out a few sentences, Finn's housemates looked at each other awkwardly. Finn, as a relation to the instructor Marne of the Youth Training Camp, had the highest position in the dormitory.
   

        "We have to find an opportunity, preferably lure him out of the training camp and beat him up. I can't swallow this insult." Finn said.
   

        "What's your plan? We're all ears..." The other boys exchanged glances before responding. Despite being lackeys, they were quite capable.
   

        Finn considered for a moment, then started speaking. He believed his plan was flawless even though it was actually riddled with holes. But the malicious intent behind it was very much like a grown-up's.
   

        "It's like this. In fact, we don't have to be afraid. We were indeed caught off guard last time, especially since we were slightly tipsy. It's normal to be given the slip by that kid. This time we strike first, and it should be pretty easy to teach him a lesson…"
   

        Finn lay on the bed, stretching his arms out. A younger boy was gently pounding on his muscles with his fists.
   

        "Tomorrow when I…"
   

        A creak and the barely open door was suddenly pushed open from the outside, followed by a silhouette rushing straight in.
   

        "Damn, Li Wei!"
   

        Finn turned his head in astonishment, his hands about to prop him up from the bed. But Casio suddenly took a leap and sat firmly on him, pinning him down.
   

        The next second, punches rained down on Finn.
   

        "You want a piece of me, huh?!"
   

        "Ah!"
   

        "Do you have a problem with me, huh?!"
   

        "Ah!"
   

        "You still want my sister, huh?!"
   

        "Ah!"
   

        Each punch Casio threw was accompanied by a howl from Finn.
   

        "Damn it, come help me!!!" Finn tried several times to lift his body up but his weak arms wouldn't allow him to.
   

        The startled young men finally reacted, attacking Casio with punches and kicks. As they were beating up on Casio, Casio was landing blows on Finn. It wasn't until a few dozen seconds later that he was forcefully dragged off.
   

        By then, Finn's head was so beaten he could only blink, speechless. On the other hand, two or three boys surrounded Casio, continuously punching and kicking him.
   

        Bruises and cuts rapidly appeared on Casio's body. He cast a venomous glance at the boys around him. Spitting out a mouthful of bloody saliva, he yelled, "Beating up someone!! Help! They're beating someone! Instructor! There's a fight in dormitory number seven!"
   

        The shouts were loud and insistent. They quickly awakened many of the sleeping students who hurried over to see what was happening.
   

        They could see Casio being beaten by three or four boys, blood being drawn. He was dodging the blows one after the other, retreating step by step.
   

        Soon, students with a strong sense of justice rushed in to intervene.
   

        A chaotic brawl ensued.
   

        It wasn't until several minutes later, when the night-shift instructor rushed over, that it stopped.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Three kerosene lamps were placed in a corner of a room, their dim, yellow glow flickering. This was a closed, small room.
   

        "Li Wei, tell me honestly, who moved first?"
   

        A teacher with a horse-face was staring at Casio intently.
   

        "They did."
   

        "Okay, then you tell us in detail what happened." The male teacher glanced at Lixia, another instructor, then turned his head to say.
   

        "Okay." Casio nodded: "I was planning to go to the bathroom after chatting in the dormitory, but as I was passing by dorm number seven, suddenly two or three people rushed out from the door and pulled me in. Finn was giving orders to these men, he ordered them to beat me up and try to control me so that I would not make a sound."
   

        "Then I struggled desperately, fighting back..." Casio recounted the "facts", with his emotions genuine and slightly nervous.
   

        The smoother the talk, the more it didn't seem plausible.
   

        He also displayed the bruises and wounds on his body.
   

        Meanwhile, in a similarly set up room on the other side.
   

        Teacher Marne, Teacher Dandong and another bald male teacher were questioning a boy from dorm number seven. The three-on-one situation was a bit intense, and the boy was visibly nervous.
   

        "You said, Li Wei suddenly rushed into your dormitory like a madman, then rode on Finn and beat him up crazily."
   

        The bald teacher asked.
   

        "Yes." The boy nodded.
   

        "Why did he rush in to hit Finn?"
   

        "Er…" The boy was suddenly at a loss, subconsciously thinking that it might be because Finn had been sharply scolding, and Li Wei outside had heard. But he can't tell people about this sinister plan, can he?
   

        Saying that Li Wei was holding a grudge? However, Li Wei was the one who first gave Finn a beating, and Finn had been punished. Moreover, Li Wei's performance during these seven days of double training was very good, the punishment was almost over, why would he create trouble at this point?
   

        Thinking over and over again, the reasons that the boy's intelligence could come up with all seemed somewhat far-fetched and unreasonable. Moreover, sometimes he had to consider his and Finn's side.
   

        After a moment of silence, the boy could only say he didn't know.
   

        "Well, you go out." The bald teacher let the person leave.
   

        Then one by one they questioned the five boys from dorm number seven, their responses were different. Some said they didn't know, others said that Li Wei was crazy, others said that Finn had a big mouth...
   

        Moments later, the three teachers began to question the boys who had first come to watch the excitement at the first sign of the fight. The answers they received this time were quite consistent, all saying that Li Wei had been besieged and his face was covered in blood.
   

        He had been shouting for help before.
   

        The face of Teacher Marne was getting darker and darker.
   

        Half an hour later, the teachers on both sides exchanged their inquiry results.
   

        Marne's face was black as a pot lid, according to the existing evidence, it seemed true as Li Wei had said. Finn had made a rash and extremely foolish move in impulse.
   

        At eleven o'clock at night, even though the teachers hadn't questioned Finn, who was lying in a hospital bed, the basic tone had already been set. After all, the Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp was not a detective agency at the police station.
   

        Soon, the punishment for dorm number seven came down. The boys were first punished to handle ingredients in the cafeteria for a week, then they were assigned double training for ten days, and Finn, who was lying in his hospital bed, was treated in the same way. Among them, the worst-off were Finn's two lackey. Their current punishment plus the original one doubled perfectly.
   

        They had already processed ingredients in the cafeteria for a week, and now they will have an entire week again. Then they have twenty consecutive days of double training.
   

        The boys in dorm number seven were discontented, but their protest was of no use. A severe protest would result in expulsion. Moreover, they could no longer take any form of revenge against Li Wei.
   

        If anything happened, they would be sent home on the spot.
   

        Of course, as the other party involved in the fight, Casio would be subjected to seven days of double training as a punishment. Teacher Lixia told him privately that she could express this situation to the person in charge of the Youth Training Camp.
   

        Owe a favor to gesture special treatment of the rules.
   

        But Casio refused. He was gradually getting used to the days of double training, another seven days to establish a routine was pretty good.
   

        In addition, Casio didn't want to make Teacher Lixia owe him a favor because of him. How to punish was how to punish.
   

        A noisy night passed, and the sky gradually brightened.
   

        Youth Training Camp, hospital, third floor, the ward on the leftmost side.
   

        Finn was lying in a familiar bed, looking at the familiar ceiling, with a familiar white bandage wrapped around his face.
   

        Leaning back to sit up, Finn picked up a teacup to drink water. The swelling and pain in his lips caused him to tremble. He pours the water on the bed. At this moment, the wooden door of the ward creaked open.
   

        Marne, dressed in a beige uniform, walked in with a cold face.
   

        Finn lit up and then he said some urgently.
   

        "Uncle, how is it going? Was that bastard expelled?"
   

        "Who are you talking about?" Marne walked over to his bedside at a leisurely pace.
   

        "Who else? That bastard, Li Wei!"
   

        "..." Marne shook his head in silence: "The person who was almost expelled was not him, but you! If it weren't for my relationship with the person in charge of the Youth Training Camp, you would have been dismissed last night..."
   

        "No, what does this mean?"
   

        Finn's face was full of confusion, but as his face was tightly bandaged it was actually hard to make out any expression, he seemed to be covered entirely by the white bandages.
   

        "What do you mean? What's the point of pretending in front of me? I'm your uncle, I know what you're like..."
   

        Marne took a sip from the cup at the side: "Tell me everything about what happened last night, and don't try to hide anything from me, you can't hide."
   

        Five minutes later, Finn recounted all the events.
   

        "What am I supposed to say about you?" Marne looked down at Finn. Finn's eyes were a little evasive, his lower eyelids twitching constantly.
   

        "Even if what you say is true, it's no use. All the testimony from last night, the witnesses, and the evidence are in place, the case is pretty much closed. Just go and train for twenty days honestly, or else go home."
   

        Marne saw Finn's eyes still looking a bit defiant, he immediately said: "I advise you, you had better not provoke Li Wei again. If what you said is false and what Li Wei said is true. Then you should swallow this anger honestly and stop causing trouble. If you mess with him again and get discovered, that's an immediate expulsion."
   

        "If what you said is true, and what Li Wei said is false, then you better not provoke him anymore! This man's scheming and intelligence is much higher than yours, don't embarrass yourself being made a fool by others."
   

        His tone paused for a moment, and finally he said in a quiet voice.
   

        "Stop humiliating yourself and stop humiliating me..."
   

        After saying these words, Marne turned and left the ward, on the hospital bed, only Finn was left with a somewhat dazed look.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Hmm, hmm, hmm..." Casio groaned a few times, but ultimately did not cry out loud. He forced himself not to turn his head away.
   

        The hospital nurse was holding a brown bottle, which contained a black potion exuding a pungent odor.
   

        Casio had used this stuff when he was injured last time, and it was indeed very effective. Its only flaw was that it was so painful. It felt like someone was rubbing salt into his wounds.
   

        Controlling his breathing to remain steady, Casio slightly looked up, cooperating with the nurse applying the potion. This time, he had fewer wounds that were torn open, most of them were faint bruises under the skin.
   

        Therefore, the irritation from the potion was much less than last time.
   

        "It is done. For the next two days, do not eat spicy food. Avoid getting the wounds wet. You just need to come and apply this potion once in the morning and once in the evening," the nurse with a golden ponytail said as she replaced the stopper, sealing the bottle. Then she glanced at Casio with some interest and asked, "How come? Did you get into another fight with the guy in the next room?"
   

        "No, it's that person who rallied his fellows to beat me up…"
   

        After pondering for a moment, Casio made a slight modification to his narration. He believed in doing a thorough job no matter what, so he made sure to stick with his story no matter who he was facing.
   

        "You are really impressive. The injuries you got fighting six people were less severe than Finn's." The nurse put the vial back into the medical kit.
   

        "Perhaps I am better at taking a beating," Casio shook his head.
   

        "Hahaha!"
   

        At this moment, loud cries echoed from the hallway. It's not as extreme as screams of agony, but it is definitely hysterical.
   

        The female nurse rolled her eyes, finding it annoying. Such a strong reaction to a simple application of potion, screaming so loud as though someone was being murdered in the hospital.
   

        "Palin, Palin! Come quick, we're short-handed here, we can't restrain him! You're done there, aren't you?" A door in the corridor opened abruptly, and a man in a white lab coat called out loudly.
   

        "Done! I'm coming!"
   

        Palin apologized to Casio and told him he could leave. Then she hurried off to Finn's ward down the corridor.
   

        A cool wind blew from outside, gently swaying the curtains by the window.
   

        Casio slowly stood up, an involuntary smile spreading across his face. On the top right corner, fifteen more scores were added.
   

        All combined, there was an addition of a month's time.
   

        *****************
   

        The healing potion from the hospital worked wonders. As Nurse Palin said, the wounds and bruises all healed in just two days.
   

        Casio then returned to Team Four and resumed training. After two fights, Casio's reputation as a madman named Li Wei spread throughout the Youth Training Camp. He was recognized everywhere he went.
   

        Even the cafeteria auntie would take an extra glance at Casio while she was serving meals, and the tremors in her hand seemed to have temporarily ceased.
   

        As time went by, Casio gradually adapted to the double training volume. Originally, he used to exceed the training hours by one or two hours every noon and night, but now he firmly kept the overtime within half an hour. Occasionally, when the weather conditions were good, his efficiency increased, and he could even complete on time.
   

        Whether it was lunch or dinner, Casio always managed to have a full meal before the cafeteria closed. Coupled with the simple supper the five boys from his dorm cobbled together at night, Casio had ample and balanced intake of nutrients and energy daily.
   

        With sufficient nutrition, adequate training, and enough sleep, puberty was a time when the body was developing at its fastest. Casio benefited from this, and the effects of his exercise gradually showed.
   

        His body was no longer so skinny. You could vaguely see muscles on his arms and abdomen. His skin gradually turned a bronze color, no longer as pale as before. Even his height seemed to have increased.
   

        Every night, Casio would dream about stumbling down the stairs, or running for his life but being unable to move. These were signs his skeleton was growing rapidly.
   

        As his body developed, the effectiveness of the Basic Fighting Training naturally improved. In addition to Casio gradually adapting to and familiarizing himself with the double training volume, he continued to train himself even after the punishment period ended. A breakthrough occurred within a mere month and a half.
   

        Under the blaze of the sun, sunlight penetrated through the thin white clouds and streamed onto the mountainside. The square martial arts field was divided into five squares, filled with tiny black dots in motion.
   

        The breeze blew gently, quietly stirring the white clouds under the warm wind.
   

        "Thud! Thud! Thud!" The sound of striking echoed continuously. At a corner of the martial arts field, a group of young boys dressed in grey and white were incessantly swinging their arms. They repeatedly hit the wooden stakes with powerful punches.
   

        The surface of the leather-coated wooden stake repeatedly sunk in and bounced back.
   

        In front of one of these wooden stakes, a boy quickly took a few steps forward. A force burst from his waist, and he swung his arm out forcefully.
   

        The fist hit the leather surface with a crack. The base of the wooden stake shook slightly, stirring up a bit of dust at the bottom of the stake pit.
   

        "Whew…" Casio took a few deep breaths: "Finally…"
   

        'Combat Movements (Elementary): 100.0%'→
   

        'Combat Movements (Advanced): 0.1%'
   

        Then there is the 'aerobic frame' which had already been completed five days ago.
   

        'Aerobic frames (Second stage): 3.8%'
   

        Casio finally achieved the second stage in both.
   

        In the top right corner of his vision, the text annexed jumped down one line, and "Basic Fighting Technique: Elementary (Two layers in total) " appeared.
   

        Casio already anticipated this as he had inquired from Lixia about the specific levels. The 'aerobic frame', 'combat movements', and 'explosive techniques' together form the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique.
   

        Both the 'aerobic framework' and 'combat movements' are divided into two stages. When both are trained to the second stage, you reach the elementary level of the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique. To reach the advanced level, you must master the 'Explosive techniques', which have no stages.
   

        After the advanced level of Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique is completed, and once the test is passed, the practitioner can come into contact with the true Secret Martial Art.
   

        That is the secret behind humans fighting hot weapons with their flesh.
   

        "Whew…" A light breeze lightly brushed past Casio's back.
   

        He jerked, his back suddenly breaking out in goosebumps. He lowered his hands and shook them vigorously.
   

        Casio felt that after the display of the elementary level of the Basic Fighting Technique, his body seemed to undergo some obscure changes.
   

        If he had to describe it, it was probably that his senses had become sharper, and the force throughout his body had become more unified.
   

        After pondering for a moment, he threw a punch at the wooden stake.
   

        Thud!
   

        An idea suddenly struck Casio. This punch was not just a combat action, it seemed also instinctively mixed with the force exerted through the aerobic frame.
   

        Several hours passed, and he slowly retracted his fist.
   

        'Combat Movements (Advanced): 0.5%'
   

        'Aerobic frames (Second stage): 3.9%'
   

        Both increased. The advanced combat movements increased by 0.4%, and the second stage of the aerobic frame increased by 0.1%. Now, Casio had been practicing combat movements all afternoon and hadn't even touched the aerobic frame. But the latter rose by 0.1%.
   

        Is it because both had entered the second stage, merged into a cohesive whole, hence forming the elementary level of the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique?
   

        This was an unexpected joy and it could save Casio quite a bit of time.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 14: 014 Special Treatment_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Instructor, I want to learn explosive techniques." 
   

        Lixia raised her eyebrows as she looked at the Casio in front of her. 
   

        It was around two or three in the afternoon, and Lixia had just announced that the students in group four were to practice independently, with the assistant supervising them. 
   

        She herself was standing in the shade of a tree and assumed a peculiar pose, apparently using a method to strengthen her physique.
   

        "Explosive Techniques? Why study this early? First perfect the basic training frame and combat movements. The young shouldn't aim too high, I've told you this before. "
   

        Lixia shook her head and straightened up to stand, but upon thinking, she realized that Li Wei was never an arrogant person.
   

        He had been steady and diligent in the past month and a half.
   

        "Well then, let's give you a chance, punch me." 
   

        Lixia changed her statement and then walked to a spot about three meters in front of Casio, essentially leaving a space for exerting power. 
   

        "Come on, give it your all." Lixia beckoned. 
   

        "I didn't mean to offend you." Following the norms, Casio first made a fist salute. 
   

        With his feet apart, he took a step forward. His whole body lunged forward, his arm lifted and punched out a standard straight fist. 
   

        Smack! A palm suddenly slapped from the side, striking the left side of the fist. A force instantly deflected Casio. 
   

        The straight punch intended for the target was drastically off course.
   

        Whoosh! At the same time, a blurred shadow attacked from Casio's left side, quick as a predatory poisonous snake. Fortunately, Casio dodged in time, using his arm to temporarily block Lixia's fist. 
   

        "Huh?" Lixia withdrew her palm sharply. 
   

        Casio took three steps backward and leaped forward again. His initial punch aimed at Lixia's side, and upon being blocked and repelled, astonishingly he spun around for a counterattack! 
   

        His arm cut through the air, creating a blurred black shadow. 
   

        The tip of his fist aimed straight at Lixia's brows.
   

        "Smack!"
   

        His fist was halted mid-air by a palm. 
   

        Lixia shook her arm, and Casio retreated several steps once more. 
   

        "There's no need to continue, it seems I underestimated your progress in training. You have made satisfactory progress in a month and a half of initial learning of the Wind Elephant Basic Fighting Technique. Your hard work over this long period of time has not been in vain."
   

        She nodded her head, "Just like I told you at the beginning, being steady and diligent are the most important and fundamental aspects in martial arts training. Sweat doesn't lie. Keep it up..."
   

        Lixia walked over and patted Casio's shoulder.
   

        Only then did Casio realize that Instructor Lixia hadn't moved at all during their encounter, she was merely passively defending and attacking.  
   

        "Let's go, let's go to that corner and talk." 
   

        Casio followed Lixia's silhouette all the way over. 
   

        Half an hour later, he roughly understood what explosive combat techniques were. Simply put, it's using a special way of exerting force to make the next attack faster, stronger, and trickier. For example, 
   

        The Wind Elephant Gate's Basic Fighting Techniques have only two kinds of explosive techniques. One to increase attack speed, and the other to increase attack power. Once the speed type explosive technique is mastered, it can roughly increase the speed by one and a half times at full effort. 
   

        The power type explosive technique also has a boost of one and a half times, which is very effective in close combat. 
   

        However, one thing to note is that explosive techniques cannot be used consecutively many times, otherwise it can easily cause joint wear and muscle strains. Explosive techniques should be used instantly and cautiously! 
   

        "Here's what we'll do, starting from today. After finishing your dusk training, you first go and have your dinner, then come to the small sports field next to the hospital. I'll wait for you there." Lixia said after a moment of thought. 
   

        "Thank you, instructor." 
   

        So, from that day onwards, in addition to finishing double training, Casio would also go to the desolated small sports field for extra training. 
   

        Lixia gradually taught Casio the explosive techniques in the Wind Elephant Basic Fighting Technique, including some realizations she had during her own training for over a decade. Every day during dusk, Lixia would spar with Casio once. 
   

        Then, through sparring she would deduce some of Casio's flaws. Firstly to train actual combat, secondly to correct some bad habits in close combat. 
   

        In the sparring process, Lixia hit hard, aiming to give Casio the feeling of truly fighting an enemy. In various ways, Casio's actual combat experience progressed quickly, the only downside was probably that the proportion of potions distributed by the Youth Training Camp was consumed too much. 
   

        Usually, he could use up a month's amount in half a month, leaving him to procure his roommate's leftover potion for the remaining fifteen days. 
   

        Time passed day by day until the end of September. 
   

        The horizon was reddish at dusk, glaringly red. The mountains under the evening glow became blurry, and the sunlight beamed from the mountains towards the Youth Training Camp. The roof under the light was tinged with red, flickering. The tree on the sports field and the small house beside it formed a beautiful silhouette, frozen in the field. 
   

        By the side of the orange sports field, two figures stood face to face. 
   

        Casio took a deep breath, his right foot stepped back slightly to part his legs, and his fists were by his side. His facial expression was serious, overall giving the impression of a tightly coiled spring. 
   

        "Sorry in advance…"
   

        As his voice faded, he charged forward.
   

        With a commanding force in his waist, his right fist drew a straight line in mid-air. The speed was much faster than it was a month and a half ago. 
   

        However, Lixia just had to shift slightly to the left side, and with a slight tilt of her shoulders, she dodged the attack. She even counterattacked by pushing forward horizontally with her hand, her arm smacked on Casio's chest. 
   

        Casio grunted and pressed his shoulder slantingly. He lunged towards Lixia on the side with the force of half his body. 
   

        However, Lixia spun around in an instant, her knee jutting out sternly. She thus stayed mid-air, waiting for Casio to charge into her. 
   

        "Smack!" 
   

        Through dozens of actual combat experiences, Casio quickly switched his attack, sweeping his leg to fend off the knee, while simultaneously swinging his left fist. 
   

        Lixia's palm turned into a black shadow as she swiftly blocked and counterattacked.  
   

        Unexpectedly, Casio had a hidden trick. From somewhere came a right fist, fiercely swinging in a movement of the Basic Fighting Technique. 
   

        Even though Lixia quickly raised her hand to block it, her feet still retreated imperceptibly backward by one step. This was the first time she had retreated after suppressing her strength to spar with Casio for dozens of rounds.
   

        "Not bad, you have a slight grasp of the Explosive Techniques. Unfortunately, you're still lacking in proficiency. Your moves are a bit strained." 
   

        "Otherwise, I would've had to retreat a few more steps for that punch."  Lixia, slightly approving, nodded as she released Casio's fist. 
   

        Casio looked at his right hand, noticing five red imprints on the back of his hand, pressed by Lixia's fingers.
   

        "By the way, there will be Actual Combat Rankings again tomorrow. When fighting, remember to hold back, just go through the motions. With the extra training I have given you, your actual combat experience is definitely much higher than others. Participating in Actual Combat Rankings has no training value for you..."
   

        "So, don't hit too hard. Finishing in the 20s or 30s will be sufficient. Don't get over-excited like last time; that person had to stay in the hospital for a day. Reconsider yourself." 
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 15: 015 Actual Combat Ranking_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Understood," Casio responded.
   

        "As long as you know. Now I'm leaving." Lixia turned around and took a step, her gaze sweeping past the edge of the distant warehouse. A smile flicked across her face, then she hastened her pace and left.
   

        Casio watched as Lixia's figure retreated into the distance, then turned his head towards the corner of the warehouse. "Sis, come out. The instructor has left…"
   

        In the twilight, from within the shadow of a building, a pale and lovely face peered out, scanning the sports field before cautiously stepping out. Her movements were as careful as a cat's.
   

        "Little Wei, maybe we shouldn't do this anymore. Would Lixia be unfair to you if she found out I was secretly learning from her..."
   

        "Actually, she knew all along."
   

        "Huh?" Li Chu's worried expression turned into one of surprise, she was taken aback by Casio's words.
   

        "On your first day here, instructor Lixia already suspected it. She's been tacitly allowing us to continue."
   

        Casio rolled up his sleeve and wiped the sweat off his forehead.
   

        "Don't worry about this anymore, Sis. I will practice actual combat with you for another half an hour. It would be best if we could make it into the top fifty in the Youth Training Camp tomorrow."
   

        "Uh... Okay." Li Chu was still shocked that instructor Lixia had known she was learning in secret, and it took her a while to respond.
   

        Under the dusk, the shadows of the two people were continuously engaged in fisticuffs.
   

        The next day on the sports field that had been heated somewhat by the sun.
   

        There were five squares in total, and each group of students sat around the edge of a square. In the middle, there was a designated area for actual combat.
   

        At this moment, two people were standing in the center of the square.
   

        Lixia, wearing a beige uniform, shouted to start.
   

        Both students, who had been practicing the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique for three months, lunged at each other. Whether it was a straight fist or a swing punch, their moves were quick and efficient.
   

        During the tussle, their eyes sought out each other's weak points. After a standoff, they lifted their arms to either clash or strike.
   

        It was clear that after three months of formal combat training, the students at the Youth Training Camp were no longer relying solely on their instinctive fighting experience; they had incorporated martial arts routines and fighting techniques.
   

        They had built a rudimentary combat structure.
   

        Even though their movements still looked novice-like, their blows were too stiff and difficult. But compared with the earlier scene of brawls like hooligan fights, the progress of many students was undoubtedly significant.
   

        The battles on the field continued. After a while, a victor emerged. A taller student managed to defeat his opponent by a slight margin. Both of them left the battlefield and sat back in their places.
   

        "Next group – Ruoze, Li Wei."
   

        The teaching assistant stepped forward and announced loudly.
   

        "Damn it." The brown-haired teenager sitting in the corner cursed to himself. The last time they had actual combat rankings, Li Wei was fifth.
   

        He was also the one with the best performance in their group of four.
   

        Having to fight against Li Wei, Ruoze could only admit to his bad luck.
   

        On the sports field, the opponents took their positions on the left and right.
   

        The sunlight was intense, causing Ruoze to squint towards his opponent.
   

        Everyone at the Youth Training Camp knew Crazy Li Wei. From the beginning of the training, he had severely beaten Finn, Instructor Marne's nephew, on two occasions. He was ruthless, unfazed by being ganged up on. When fighting, he could injure his opponents more severely by relying on his craziness.
   

        Moreover, he seemed to be obsessed with martial arts. Even though his double training punishment period had passed, he still insisted on working extra-hard every day. Whether it was heavy rain, strong winds, or scorching sun, they could always see his silhouette on the sports field. He was often so battered that he ran out of potions.
   

        As a fellow student, Ruoze admired Li Wei a little. But as an opponent, the admiration was not so pleasant.
   

        The sunlight shone intensely on Casio's head, each strand of his hair resembling a steel needle. His expression was serious, his posture upright. His two robust, bare arm muscles, tanned to a bronze hue, were prominent.
   

        An inexplicable aura emanated from Casio.
   

        "Begin!"
   

        The moment Instructor Lixia's voice fell, Casio dashed out like a cheetah, his feet rapidly tapping the ground.
   

        Ruoze hesitated inside and waved his hands to defend hurriedly.
   

        "Bam, bam, bam!"
   

        After a few muffled collisions, Casio's fist cut through the gap in Ruoze's defense like lightning, striking his shoulder sharply.
   

        "Tap, tap, tap..." Ruoze continued to retreat after being jabbed, stumbling out of the battlefield boundary with a pained expression on his face.
   

        He touched his right shoulder lightly, which had started to bruise.
   

        "Li Wei wins. Next group..."
   

        The sunlight gradually intensified, but thankfully, there were white clouds floating in the sky. At intervals, the clouds would completely block the burning sun.
   

        "Julio wins. Next group, Li Chu, Masha."
   

        Whether it was a coincidence or not, two girls were paired together.
   

        After the assistant finished announcing, Li Chu and a girl who dressed and looked a bit masculine stepped into the field, both bowing in respect.
   

        At this moment, Casio also looked up to watch.
   

        In the field, the two had already started fighting. It was clear that Li Chu was overpowering her opponent in terms of momentum. Her moves and reflexes were quite sophisticated and excellent.
   

        Before long, Masha was forced to retreat under a punch. She wanted to adjust her tactics, but she ultimately lost.
   

        Casio nodded, Li Chu would probably make it into the top fifty this time.
   

        With each pair of students stepping forward for actual combat, approximations of everyone's group rankings began to become clear. Next, more than a hundred students from the five groups at the Youth Training Camp all gathered together.
   

        What followed was a random shuffle of the groups for ranking.
   

        Casio was familiar with all these steps from previous experiences. The only surprise this time was that he unexpectedly faced Finn as his third opponent. They ended up paired together.
   

        As the teaching assistant called out their names, Finn and Casio each walked to the battlefield.
   

        "Now Finn is screwed, as they ended up together. Crazy Li Wei will definitely take this opportunity to beat him up again," a student said.
   

        "Yeah, this is going to be interesting."
   

        In the field, after completing his bow, Casio looked up towards the sky.
   

        At the corner of his mouth, a cold smile was discernable.
   

        Clasping his fist, his knuckles cracked.
   

        "Begin!" The instructor's voice echoed.
   

        In an instant, Casio charged out, swinging his arm like a whip.
   

        "I surrender!" Finn quickly raised his right hand.
   

        The fist full of calluses stopped just inches away from his chest.
   

        A look of stunned surprise came over Casio's face.
   

        But a smirk was on Finn's face: "Wanting to take the opportunity of combat practice to hit me again, I won't let you have that satisfaction."
   

        Since Finn surrendered, the instructor quickly came forward and announced Casio's victory. The assistant teacher also began to call out the names of the next group of participants.
   

        Casio furrowed his brows and walked a few steps towards his spot.
   

        He couldn't help but turned his head and looked at Finn's retreating silhouette. "Why is it that even though he surrendered, he seems so arrogant..."
   

        "As if he's the victorious one."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The actual combat was still ongoing, from morning until afternoon.
   

        Over a hundred students each showcased their progress from the past several months. Some were excited, others were disappointed. The results of each actual combat ranking are recorded as each student's scores. Although it doesn't account for a significant portion, it does provide an opportunity to demonstrate self-improvement, validate the effectiveness of training, and boost confidence.
   

        This time, Casio found the actual combat ranking even easier than the last and sailed to victory, landing in the twenty-fifth place.
   

        Of course, he held back intentionally, perfectly adhering to Lixia's instruction of aiming for between twentieth and thirtieth place. He achieved the perfect median.
   

        The students who fought against him were somewhat dumbfounded after their victories.
   

        Admittedly, no one wouldn't want to achieve better scores, especially when they had the ability. The Youth Training Camp will eventually tally the final scores, accepting only the top fifty to become official disciples of the Wind Elephant Gate. Anyone who fails to meet the standard will be eliminated.
   

        The top ten get to be the first ones taken in as disciples by official martial artists of the Wind Elephant Gate, a significant lead ahead of the remaining forty students.
   

        However, Casio doesn't need to worry about this. Half a month ago, Instructor Lixia assured him that she would take him on as her disciple.
   

        The moment the Youth Training Camp ends, Casio will directly become Lixia's disciple.
   

        Compared to an unknown master, Lixia, a mentor whose traits were familiar, was more suitable.
   

        And besides, Lixia, as a long-time instructor, has always been nurturing and had high hopes for Casio. She was already like a master figure to him.
   

        What to do? Casio was naturally clear about it in his heart.
   

        For him, the most important thing was to solve real-world crises. During this period, the person most capable of helping Casio was indeed Lixia. There were no other options.
   

        Like always, the actual combat ranking announcement ended around 2 p.m. The Youth Training Camp gave the students a rare several hours off.
   

        In no time at all, the sports field was deserted.
   

        In the corner, Li Chu was excitedly sharing her joy with Casio. She ranked forty-eight in this actual combat session.
   

        Compared to the last time, she had improved by twenty places.
   

        Naturally, Casio encouraged her not to slack off because of this and to continue working hard. She ought to try her best to stabilize her ranking within the top forty, as being between forty and fifty was still too risky.
   

        After a while, Li Chu left.
   

        Casio, on the other hand, began diligently training in a corner of the sports field.
   

        This is the main reason for him being among the top ten in the Youth Training Camp; every day was double the training volume, and he had an excellent core bone.
   

        Sweat combined with talent, such results were expected.
   

        After a while, Casio stopped his hands. He glanced at the Golden Pendant Sign in the upper right corner; the scale bar beside it representing time did not increase. Casio roughly understood the implications.
   

        Fulfilling Li Wei's obsession has a limit. In these three months, Casio extended the time by a total of sixty days.
   

        This means that the total time he could stay was six months. Now that three months had passed, only the last three months remained.
   

        In the original outcome, Li Chu committed suicide out of humiliation, while the murderer roamed free. The coward Li Wei was constantly pointed at and bullied in the following days. Casio handled it differently; if Li Chu was going to commit suicide, he would save her. Not only would he be kind to Li Chu, but he would also train her to join the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        The murderer, Finn is getting away scot-free? Well, he would beat him up a couple of times, until he is scared and runs away at the sight of him!
   

        Coward? Fearful? Seen as a coward by everyone else? Then he would take the initiative to shake off that label. Be bold and decisive in his actions, and make everyone respect him. Be seen as a martial arts fanatic, instead of a pushover!
   

        All these fulfilled the obsession of the previous host, providing Casio with an additional sixty days. Of course, sixty days would be the limit.
   

        Getting this far, even with Casio being a mature soul, wasn't easy. At first, he was pretending, but it gradually turned into a habit. That atmosphere he portrayed and the ferocity with which he buried his head and fought against five people seemed to be subtly changing Casio.
   

        "Maybe the crazy one isn't Li Wei, but me?"
   

        Fragments of thought flashed through his mind.
   

        As his thoughts lingered, he opened his eyes again. The moment he exhaled a mouthful of turbid air, his mind inexplicably cleared.
   

        "Combat Movements (advanced): 42.1%"
   

        "Training Frame (second stage): 41.3%"
   

        "Explosive Techniques (speed): 50.5%"
   

        "Explosive Techniques (strength): 43.7%"
   

        He still had a long way to go to completely master Basic Fighting Technique!
   

        *****************
   

        From September to November, the students in the Youth Training Camp could clearly feel the changing seasons. Although it was not snowing, the weather was getting colder and the leaves gradually turned yellow and fell. Without them realizing it, they had started wearing more clothes.
   

        Nothing major happened during this period. All students were following the routine of training. Under Casio's supervision, Li Chu made considerable progress; every actual combat ranking had her around the fortieth place.
   

        Aside from Li Chu, Casio was also continuously assisting Jojo, who he had a good relationship with. Every afternoon when it was time for practical combat practice, he would choose to fight a few rounds with Jojo.
   

        After each fight, Casio would explain some combat essentials.
   

        Unfortunately, things like core bone were real. Some people could learn combat movements right away, while others couldn't grasp them even after three to five days. It wasn't that Jojo wasn't diligent or willing to learn, but the progress he was making couldn't keep pace with his efforts.
   

        He was always around the eightieth or ninetieth place in each practical combat ranking. Before, he was in the bottom, in the nineties. After Casio's guidance and help, he managed to rise to the eighties, lingering in the median.
   

        However, his diligence in the past two months only got him this far.
   

        "Creak."
   

        Casio pushed open the dormitory door, and before him was a world blanketed in silver. The ground, the roofs, the branches, all had a thin layer of light snow, and the flowers in the distance were even more vibrant. He stretched out his hand, and a translucent snowflake landed on his palm. In a moment, it melted into a droplet from the warmth of his hand.
   

        "Phew..." Casio let out a long breath.
   

        "November, half a year has passed without me realizing it... There are only twenty-something days left." He took a few steps forward, and soon the sound of his footsteps crackled in the snow. The road was a bit slippery, but Casio's steps remained steady.
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        There was a sound from behind him. Casio, with his heightened senses, instinctively turned around and caught a snowball the size of a fist. Loose ice particles fell off, and a cold sensation spread through his palm.
   

        Looking up, Li Chu was smiling and waving her hand. "Don't be so serious like an instructor all the time, come, let's have a snowball fight," she said.
   

        "Am I usually very serious?" Casio unconsciously touched his own chin, there was no stubble there yet.
   

        "The direct training is about to start, let's play next time." As he said this, he took a few steps forward, then suddenly threw the snowball in his hand.
   

        "Ouch!" Li Chu was hit straight-on by the loose snowball.
   

        She shook the snow out of her hair and chased after him.
   

        "Very well, Li Wei, you dare to sneak attack your elder sister! Stop right there!"
   

        "This isn't sneak attacking, it's called tactics."
   

        "Still trying to make excuses!"
   

        In the snow, two thin rows of footsteps stretched into the distance.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Today, Casio was extremely excited.
   

        In the corner, a silhouette was continuously throwing punches at the light yellow wooden stake. The thumping sounds of the punches resonated in the open sports field, causing a meticulous wrinkle to appear on the resilient leather surface.
   

        Bang!
   

        The impact sound suddenly increased, and the wooden stake trembled violently. The ripping sound of leather was mixed with the dull sound of striking wood.
   

        Casio withdrew his fist, and the tall wooden stake, originally fixed on the ground, tilted forward. The base that was embedded in the mud was turned upside down, taking with it a large pile of yellow soil.
   

        In the center of the brown leather, a vague fist mark punctured down, tearing apart all the surface protection.
   

        "One hundred percent!" Casio clenched his fist.
   

        'Combat Movements (Advanced): 100.0%'
   

        'Workout Frame (Phase Two): 100.0%'
   

        'Explosive Skills (Speed): 100.0%'
   

        'Explosive Skills (Strength): 100.0%'
   

        The toughest power-type explosive skill has also been completed.
   

        A new message appeared in the upper right corner of the vision.
   

        'Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique: Advanced (two layers in total)'
   

        "Ha~" Casio looked up at the dim sky. He was now very happy, but his heart was mixed with a touch of confusion.
   

        The Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique that took more than five months to practice was finally completed.
   

        A hard-to-climb mountain peak was conquered, and Casio was lost without any target, a sense of confusion and fatigue rapidly entered his mind.
   

        "Right, let's go ask Lixia first." He immediately put the wooden stake back in its place and quickly went to the cafeteria for dinner.
   

        ​​Ten minutes later, a small sports field behind the hospital.
   

        Casio was sitting cross-legged on the ground, listening very seriously to Lixia's explanation. The faint red light was shining through the branches on both of their faces.
   

        It looked like a set of irregular pale red grids.
   

        "I mentioned some concepts vaguely to you before, and now since you want to know, let me explain them a little more in detail."
   

        Lixia thought for a moment and then said, "The Hong Li Federation categorically divides fighting into five segments. Regardless of boxing, wrestling, fighting, or even swordsmanship, and archery. All go from the first segment to the fifth segment."
   

        "Hmm." Casio nodded, listening attentively.
   

        "However, this five-segment division doesn't have much to do with people like us. Although the fifth segment of fighting can be used in actual combat, it is mostly used in competitions, and we are purely aiming to kill."
   

        Lixia's tone paused, and then continued, "If we include the five fighting segments from the Federation, let me explain the three main layers to you in detail. First of all, of course, is the five fighting segments of the Federation, we often refer this level as enthusiasts or amateur level."
   

        "A well-trained amateur can easily handle multiple opponents."
   

        Casio nodded.
   

        "The second layer, knuckles, also known as the professional level. As the name suggests, it's like our Wind Elephant Youth Training Camp. Disciples who are specially trained and master all the basic fighting techniques while also initially experimenting with the secret techniques of the Wind Elephant Class."
   

        Lixia looked at Casio in front of her and smiled, "You are now at the middle of the knuckles level, after mastering the basic fighting techniques, we have yet to understand the secret martial art. Another point to note, the amateur level and the professional level have a certain overlap. Your current martial arts level in the middle of the professional level is equivalent to the peak of the fifth segment of the amateur level."
   

        Casio nodded again, with a thought unconsciously appearing in his heart: Can an amateur in the fifth segment temporarily avoid bullets?
   

        In front of him, Lixia continued.
   

        "The third stage, is when we begin clearly surpassing the limit of the human body. The martial artist! Initially master the core secrets of martial arts, use secret techniques to train the physical body to a certain extent, perceive the circulation of blood in the body through the mind. Control the acceleration of the blood...."
   

        "There are three nodes in the human body, and once all are opened up, they can accelerate blood flow by four times, producing energy that surpasses human limits."
   

        "Surpass human limits?" Casio couldn't help but echo.
   

        "That's right, one can fight against hundreds. The fist can penetrate knuckle-thick metal armor, the senses are sharp, and the reaction speed can catch a flying sparrow."
   

        As Lixia was talking, she raised her hand, her fingers slowly closing towards her palm, and visible white airflow squeezed out from between her fingers. It was like a ripple of water spreading in the air.
   

        "And all of this is based on Secret Martial Art…" She slowly stood up, gently pressing her hand on the tree trunk. The entire tree suddenly shook, and the already sparse leaves rustled down.
   

        Casio also stood up. He didn't care about the withered leaves falling on his head, instead, his eyes were fixed on the surface of the tree trunk.
   

        There, a palm print was deeply embedded. It was four to five centimeters deep and could sink a person's wrist into it.
   

        The inner wall of the pit was extremely smooth, as if it had been polished.
   

        "Instructor! I want to learn the Secret Martial Art!"
   

        Casio didn't hide his strong desire.
   

        Lixia smiled and then shook her head, "I can't teach you yet. According to our organization's regulations, you must first become an official disciple and take an oath. And it's only after the Master has assessed you over a period of time that you can learn the Secret Martial Art."
   

        "This is the core of our organization, unlike the basic fighting technique I can teach however I want. But you don't need to worry, the final assessment of the Youth Training Camp will be in seven days. After the assessment, once the initiation ceremony is over, I will directly teach it to you, how about that?"
   

        "Thank you, Master."
   

        Knowing that it is impossible currently, Casio did not entangle more. After thinking for a moment, he said, "Master, could you help me with something?"
   

        ******************
   

        "Is this what you call asking for help? Why do I feel so awkward?" Lixia shifted her feet a bit uncomfortably.
   

        Under the sunset, Casio lay straight on the ground. Lixia stood beside him, with one foot squarely on Casio's chest.
   

        "Instructor, I'm serious." Casio's eyes were very serious, he was simulating the moment when life and death hung in the balance. In reality, an antique commissioner from the Fire Deer Company was stepping on him. A gun was aimed at him, and the trigger was about to be pulled in an instant.
   

        "Also, Instructor, could you step a little harder on me?"
   

        "Alright."
   

        Lixia nodded helplessly and stepped harder and harder.
   

        For the next half an hour, the two discussed for a long time in this strange posture. Casio continuously asked Lixia for ways to break the opponent's attack and created a scenario. The scenario was if he was being stepped on by a person with a crossbow, and the arrow had already been aimed at his head, what should he do at this time?
   

        Lixia gradually discarded her embarrassment and discomfort and seriously explained to Casio how to break an opponent's attack and demonstrated it on the spot.
   

        As it became dark, the additional learning time for the day had ended.
   

        After Instructor Lixia left, Casio was the only one left lying tiredly under the shade of the trees, and his chest was full of shoe marks.
   

        A series of footsteps approached from the distance.
   

        Casio opened his eyes and saw Li Chu's upside-down face in his field of vision and an odd expression on her face.
   

        To survive, it was worth the embarrassment.
   

        "Sister, you came just in time, come practice with me a few more times."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Seven days flashed by and the final assessment of the Youth Training Camp had arrived. The assessment was divided into two parts. The first half was the Actual Combat Ranking, just like usual. The latter half was the assessment given by the teaching assistants.
   

        As the name suggests, it involved the camp trainees and formal disciples fighting each other.
   

        The weather was clear today, the sky appearing as pure as if it had been wiped clean by a cloth. The sunlight, unobstructed, fell directly on the spire of the Youth Training Camp's dome-shaped building, bringing with it a vibrant reflection.
   

        The martial arts field.
   

        Two silhouettes entangled, one of them was repelled and defeated.
   

        It took several steps backward before coming to a halt.
   

        "The winner, Li Wei."
   

        Upon hearing the announcement, Casio made his way down.
   

        Ten minutes later, he came to the center of the field again. He defeated his opponent in five seconds and then returned to his previous position amidst the announcement.
   

        His crisp and efficient performance attracted the attention of many onlookers. Naturally, the people from the Youth Training Camp knew him. However, among the five trainers, a thin old man with snow-white beard glanced over a few times, his face expressing keen interest.
   

        A moment later, Casio reentered the ring and defeated his opponent.
   

        "Very good." The old man nodded in approval and then asked the trainers, "What is the name of that youngster over there? His Basic Fighting Technique training is impressive. His moves are crisp and decisive."
   

        He paused in his speech and made a conclusion.
   

        "His boxing style is ruthless, he must have reached the second level."
   

        "His name is Li Wei, and he's under my supervision. It's true that his Basic Fighting Technique has reached the second level. I plan to accept him as my disciple once the training camp ends." Lixia said nervously.
   

        "What's the rush? Rest easy, I already have four disciples. I won't snatch him away from you." The old man shook his head with a faint smile.
   

        "I'll believe you when hell freezes over." Lixia muttered in her heart. Samer, the deputy gate master of Wind Elephant Gate and a fourteenth-generation disciple, was their senior. His favorite pastime was choosing top-quality disciples.
   

        Li Wei's core bone was above average, so theoretically, he should be safe. But given his outstanding performance, there was a chance that Samer might take an interest in him.
   

        Despite her confidence that even if Samer competed, Li Wei would choose her as his teacher, it was best to avoid complications.
   

        Eventually, Samer did not compete with Lixia for disciples.
   

        In fact, he had a candidate in mind from the moment he arrived. It was an extraordinary talent with a high-quality core bone.
   

        He's always able to rank in the top five in the Actual Combat Ranking.
   

        From morning till afternoon, the final assessment of the Youth Training Camp came to an end. Casio had his ranking set precisely at twenty-five. His performance in the second round against the assistant was also standard.
   

        Based on his previous results, his final ranking should be around the twenties.
   

        Li Chu ranked thirty-nine in Actual Combat, and displayed consistent performance in the second stage. His final ranking is likely to be in the thirties.
   

        Despite Casio's assistance, Jojo was still unable to pass the assessment. In all probability, she would rank between seventies and eighties.
   

        Two days later, in the spacious white hall of the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        Fifty young boys and girls who had passed the assessment were standing quietly in the middle; they were bathed in warm golden sunshine.
   

        Before them, an old man with a goatee was reading an oath aloud. The content involved loyalty to the Wind Elephant Gate, not to reveal the core secret martial arts, and the consequences of betrayal.
   

        He spoke one line, and the students echoed one line.
   

        "To you, we are the sixteenth generation of the Wind Elephant Gate. The continuation of our sect depends on a steady stream of fresh blood. You are the future of the Wind Elephant Gate!"
   

        The old man finished with an emotional exhortation, and then announced dismissal. Casio followed his Teaching Assistant, Lixia, to a quiet room.
   

        The room was somewhat narrow, but very bright. The sunlight filtered through the window at the back, casting a square patch of golden light on the floor.
   

        Next to the golden square, Lixia and Casio were sitting cross-legged, facing each other. They were both dressed in light-yellow martial arts uniforms.
   

        Their sleeves were adorned with blue wind and cloud patterns.
   

        "Now, you are the sixteenth official disciple of my Wind Elephant Gate. Next, I will impart to you the core secret martial arts..." 
   

        Lixia spoke calmly, taking a book out from her bosom.
   

        Casio's steady breathing unconsciously thickened a bit.
   

        "I must make it clear in advance, the secret martial arts of our gate are absolutely not allowed to be disseminated! If discovered, the traitor will be sanctioned by the Wind Elephant Gate. This includes their parents, as well as their friends..."
   

        Lixia's tone was remarkably cold and serious when she said this.
   

        "I understand."
   

        "Good, take this." Lixia placed the book in her hand on Casio's lap and then stood up, left the quiet room and closed the door.
   

        Casio took a deep breath and opened the unmarked book.
   

        The aged pages came into view, full of drawn figures in various postures, with lengthy annotations on the side. When he quickly flipped to the end, he found that the rest of it was introducing a set of boxing methods.
   

        Each move was illustrated, even with accompanying human meridian charts. Looking at them gave a sense of oddity and a mystical aura.
   

        Casio sank into meditation, beginning to read each page from the start. 
   

        This was the core secret martial arts of the Wind Elephant Gate, Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art.
   

        The Wind Elephant Secret Martial art is divided into practice methods and attack methods.
   

        The practice method is called Elephant Soul Secret Art, a secret technique specifically designed to stimulate human physical activity and push the limits of the human body. It incorporates special movements, a breathing method, and plaster potions, all of which must be practiced simultaneously. Depending on the level of training, your skin will produce three different sensations: spikes, insect bites, and scorching winds.
   

        These are the three stages of the Elephant Soul Secret Art. Each time you reach a new stage, the practitioner's physical quality will leap forward. There will be tremendous improvement in strength, speed, and defense.
   

        Beyond the practice method, there are also attack methods.
   

        The attacking method in Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art is the Wind Elephant Fist, which is also divided into three stages. Depending on the characteristics of each stage, they are named: Gale, Elephant Herd, and Wind Elephant. For example, the palm airflow demonstrated by Lixia to Casio is a characteristic of the Gale stage in Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        "I wonder what level of Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art is required for the accelerated blood realm that Lixia the instructor mentioned?" Closing the book, a hint of emotion appeared in Casio's eyes. More than a hundred and sixty days of diligence finally paid off with the opportunity to touch the supernatural.
   

        The door to another world has finally opened a crack.
   

        It was difficult, but worth it.
   

        The sunlight outside the window became stronger, shining on Casio's back, giving his skin a warm feeling. He took a deep breath, and exhaled.
   

        The next day, at the entrance of the Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp.
   

        Li Chu stood in the shade of a tree, watching Casio and Jojo in the distance. Casio was patting Jojo on the shoulder, seemingly saying something, while Jojo had a large bundle of homecoming luggage on his back.
   

        After a while, Jojo left, laughing and waving his hand.
   

        Casio stood where he was until Jojo disappeared from his field of view.
   

        "Little Wei, what did you two talk about?" Li Chu asked curiously as she came over. She had noticed Casio giving something to Jojo.
   

        Casio shook his head: "I gave him the pocket watch that Instructor Lixia gave me. I told him he could do what he wanted with it, even sell it for money. His family of eight, his father recently contracted a lung disease from the factory, he says he needs to go home and take up the burden of the family."
   

        "Difficulties cannot stop a brave person..." 
   

        "And they certainly can't stop a real man... wish him luck."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In the familiar quiet room that afternoon,
   

        a strong medicinal aroma lingered in the air. Casio was applying a black ointment all over his body. That's right, according to the teachings of the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art, he could not miss any place. Even though it was a bit embarrassing, he still adhered to it strictly.
   

        After a moment, Casio's entire skin had turned a faint black. A refreshing feeling instantly flooded his mind. It was soothing to the senses, but the smell was particularly foul, reminiscent of the black mire dug out after the water recedes from a riverbed.
   

        It was potent and carried a strong earthly smell. 
   

        "Are you done?" Lixia's voice suddenly came from outside the door.
   

        "Teacher, hold on, I haven't put on my clothes yet!" Casio quickly picked up his light yellow training suit from the floor and put it on.
   

        "I'm ready!" he called out.
   

        With a creak, Lixia pushed the door and walked in.
   

        "Open the window and let the room air out for five minutes. Otherwise, you won't be able to maintain your concentration when practicing the breathing method later."
   

        "Yes." Casio immediately complied.
   

        A cool breeze blew in from the window. Five minutes later, the foul smell was gone from the room and from Casio himself.
   

        "Starting from today, as your master, I will officially teach you the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art." said Lixia, "Tsk, why are you standing so far away from me? Come closer. Everyone goes through this, there's no need to feel embarrassed. By the way, have you applied it everywhere?"
   

        "I... have covered... everything…" Casio, with a completely black face, stretched the corner of his mouth. It felt increasingly cool as if he had applied Mentholatum.
   

        "Is the medicinal effect starting to take effect? Then let's not waste any time and start with the special movements of the breathing method."
   

        Lixia quickly bypassed all superfluous chatter, produced a book that recorded the secret martial arts from her bosom, and began to explain the maneuvers and essentials to Casio.
   

        Fifteen minutes later, in a corner of the quiet room.
   

        Casio was half-squatting, his body leaning forward while standing on tiptoes, his head slightly drooping down.
   

        His hands were clasped together, as if he was engaged in devout prayer.
   

        "Huff...huff...huff…"
   

        The tempo of his breathing rose and fell regularly, with the frequency of exhaling and inhaling divided into: "three-one, two-one, one-one."
   

        Thus began the cycle, looping consistently.
   

        At this moment, Casio felt as if his whole body was immersed in a hot spring. The originally cool ointment was now radiating a warmth, that penetrated the skin, spreading into his muscles, skeleton, and meridians. The heat seemed to create a large source of warmth.
   

        "Huh?"
   

        He suddenly realized that the heat on the surface of his body, which formed countless stars, was suddenly gathering towards his heart. In the moment it formed a vortex, a burst suddenly splashed out.
   

        Boom! Casio only felt a buzz in his head, as his vision darkened and he blacked out momentarily. When he woke up, he found himself still in the original position.
   

        However, two streams of red blood flowed from his nostrils.
   

        "What is…"
   

        Casio looked up in confusion, the words in the upper right corner suddenly jumped.
   

        「Elephant Soul Secret Technique Fragment: Spike 5%（Total of three layers）」
   

        The progress directly jumped to five percent of the first layer! And, what does this fragment behind the Elephant Soul Secret Technique mean?
   

        Casio sensed a little and received the residual information.
   

        Fragment, as the name implies. The Elephant Soul Secret Technique is not complete, there are three states, Spike, Insect Bite, and Burning Wind.
   

        First layer Spike, complete. Second layer Insect Bite, complete.
   

        The third layer Burning Wind, incomplete. Completion degree 55%.
   

        "Is it to prevent the leakage of crucial levels? A way to maintain the loyalty of the core disciples. Or, does the Wind Elephant Gate only have two and a half layers of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique, and the core inheritance is incomplete?"
   

        Casio quickly went through many thoughts in his mind.
   

        "How was it? The stimulation of practicing the Elephant Soul Secret Technique for the first time is the strongest, and you can also gain great benefits. From the first day of practice to the tenth day is a period of rapid progress, cherish this time." Lixia said as she approached.
   

        Casio stood up, his expression still a little dazed.
   

        "Alright, wipe your nosebleed, let's go eat."
   

        "Yes." Casio made his way to the washroom to wipe his nosebleed, only to realize that the ointment on his skin was surprisingly gone.
   

        Only a faintly scented, transparent layer remained.
   

        Much like the sun protection cream that beauty-conscious girls in his previous life would apply, you wouldn't notice the thin film unless you looked very carefully.
   

        "Quite convenient..." Casio muttered to himself.
   

        He took off his upper body clothing, standing in front of a clear and smooth mirror. Chest muscles, abs, obliques, biceps.
   

        Rugged but not exaggerated, prominent but not protruding. Overall, there's a streamlined sensation, muscles firm yet elastic.
   

        From a skinny bamboo pole to a body as refined as a cheetah.
   

        All in all, Casio took roughly six months.
   

        Using his hand to tap his sturdy chest, he felt the muffled thumping. He had a realized a mysterious confidence in the face of crisis.
   

        "No one can take my life."
   

        "Li Wei!"
   

        "Sigh, here we go!"
   

        ...
   

        Days went by, just as Lixia had said, the first ten days were the fastest phase in cultivating the Elephant Soul Secret Technique.
   

        During these ten days, Casio was progressing at a rate of one percent a day. Every night, he could dream of his bones growing snap by snap; every day, he could feel his muscle lines getting tighter. His physical quality improved bit by bit.
   

        In the meanwhile, Lixia taught Casio the Wind Elephant Fist, the secret martial art of the Wind Elephant. It was explicitly the advanced version of the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique, all the basic movements could be found in the martial art.
   

        However, the moves of the Wind Elephant Fist were more complicated and of a higher rank, heavy with explosive techniques. Without a body unlike ordinary humans, its use was impossible.
   

        So, the Elephant Soul Secret Technique is the root and the Wind Elephant Fist is the branch.
   

        The priority is usually Elephant Soul Secret Technique first.
   

        Casio trained hard and in a blink of an eye, fifteen days passed.
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 15.5% (total three layers)'
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist Broken: Gale 5.6% (total three layers)'
   

        As expected, being a fighting system, the Wind Elephant Fist was as incomplete as the Elephant Soul Secret Technique, lacking a part of the third layer.
   

        However, this had no effect on Casio, who just began his cultivation.
   

        As the sun set, there was incredibly stunning rosy clouds hovering in the sky. For an instant, the sky was dyed deep red; the slow moving clouds were like a vast Red Ocean.
   

        In front of the cafeteria, on the neat empty ground.
   

        "Little Wei, we decided, in half a month we will ask for leave to go home, we will visit our mother." Li Chu sighed and added, "I wonder if someone is watering the Chinese parasol tree at home..."
   

        "Okay." Casio stood next to Li Chu, his shadow stretched out.
   

        "Little Wei, it seems like you have already grown taller than me." Li Chu lifted his hand and measured the height of the two with surprise.
   

        "Seems so." Casio lifted his head, his face glowing in dull red.
   

        "Little Wei..."
   

        The two of them just walked, one asking a question and the other answering it.
   

        Until they reached an intersection, then they stopped.
   

        "Little Wei, do you have anything bothering you today? You can tell me, don't keep it all to yourself, it feels terrible." Li Chu looked up, a worried expression on her pale face.
   

        "Sis, there's nothing. Can I hug you?"
   

        "Sigh... Of course."
   

        Li Chu was taken aback, then she opened her arms and embraced Casio, her right hand patting Casio's back from time to time, just like a mother comforting a crying child, warm and gentle.
   

        At the same time,
   

        Casio also patted Li Chu's back: "I'm sorry."
   

        "What did you say?"
   

        "Nothing."
   

        Both of them separated and walked towards different paths.
   

        Li Chu waved and laughed in his direction: "See you tomorrow."
   

        With his back to Li Chu, Casio lifted his fist: "Goodbye..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In a room reserved for formal disciples.
   

        Casio lay on the ground, feeling the chill rising from the solid stone slab. He shifted his body, beginning to search for sensation.
   

        The room was dim, the curtains already drawn.
   

        He took a deep breath, with the last remaining scale in the upper right corner reduced to a mere trivial point.
   

        Hum...
   

        It's coming! Casio's brain swayed, holding his breath in an instant.
   

        Around him, the pale red curtains, wooden tables and chairs, and the dim room began to fade in a bizarre way. It was as if an oil painting by a painter on a wooden rack was suddenly doused with water. All the colors mixed and fell together in a flash.
   

        Shaking, spinning, trembling!
   

        Despite the discomfort, Casio forced himself to open his eyes wide.
   

        At this moment, his mind was extremely focused.
   

        Pat, as if some layer of membrane was punctured by something.
   

        The blurry senses became clear again.
   

        "Poor... bug..."
   

        Bang!
   

        It wasn't the sound of a gunshot but the sound of a fist swinging and colliding!
   

        "Ah!!!"
   

        The expression of the Antique Commissioner named William twisted as he clutched his wrist, with a lump protruding from his skin; his right hand was dislocated!
   

        On the ground, a black handgun lay quietly.
   

        "Where is he!?" He swallowed the severe pain and looked down, only to find that Casio, who had been under his foot, had disappeared.
   

        "Sam, help me..." William turned his head, his face changing dramatically because there was an extra silhouette behind his companion.
   

        Ka-chak! Two robust arms reached out from the darkness.
   

        And in the blink of an eye, twisted Sam's neck.
   

        "Damn!" William spun around and fled wildly, making a fish leap towards the ground, trying to pick up the gun with his intact left hand.
   

        Thud!
   

        William flew out quickly, rolling back and forth on the ground. He felt his chest creaking, a pain transmitting from the bones to the muscles, his rib was definitely broken!
   

        "Cough, cough, cough!" William coughed violently, suddenly noticing a black shoe stepping on his wound.
   

        Following that, it ground forcefully and heavily.
   

        "Ah..." William flailed his arms, he was in so much pain he wanted to curl up, but he couldn't. Even his pupils were somewhat distracted.
   

        "Now it's your turn to be scared."
   

        Above his head, a deep voice echoed.
   

        William forced his eyes open, the tears squeezed out by the pain blurred his vision. All he could see was a blurry tall figure looking down at him, the hazy scene silently stern.
   

        "Is he going to kill me?! Yes, I was just mocking him, taunting him, wanting to kill him. Of course, he wants me dead! He's just responding to previous insults and taunts..."
   

        William blinked hard, the thought of death made him fear uncontrollably. When he pointed a gun at others and issued death warrants, he was arrogant and rampant. But now that it was his turn to be stepped on, his mind was filled with fear.
   

        Without his control, William started to tremble all over.
   

        "Seems like the one who's scared pissless isn't me, it's you. You poor, pathetic thing, I'm sending you to meet the great Hong Li right now."
   

        At this moment, Casio repeated all the words William had once told him, uttering them with a calm, confident tone.
   

        This confident declaration heightened William's fear, and he screamed, "No, you can't kill me! Fire Deer..."
   

        Bam! A brutal straight punch brutally slammed down.
   

        "Hmph!"
   

        Bam! Another punch.
   

        "Heh..."
   

        Bam! Bam! Bam! Bam! Bam...
   

        Casio straightened up and stood, blood dripping from his fists hanging at his sides. William's face was a bloody mess on the floor; he was no longer breathing.
   

        "Ha..." Casio exhaled and chuckled. The Sword of Damocles, which had been hanging nearly two hundred days over his head, finally broke.
   

        He walked a few steps forward, wiped the blood spatter off on Williams's clothes, then picked up the handgun from the ground using the clothing as a barrier. Aftersome consideration, he shot both William and Sam with it.
   

        The shooting was at close range, into the temple, and the blood poured out.
   

        After some shots, Casio tossed the gun into the corner. It wasn't that he didn't want to use a more powerful firearm, but that he hadn't had professional training. In an emergency, his fists would be of more use.
   

        It took him quite a while to aim at the two corpses with the gun just now.
   

        In the dim tunnel, the air was heavy and nauseating, filled with dust mixed with the smell of blood, giving a vivid unpleasant sensation.
   

        Casio weighed the pendant in his hand. It was a pure white ivory pendant that had saved his life - this antique.
   

        With the pendant around his neck, Casio scanned the surroundings. He was at the end of a long corridor, behind him was a hall of ruins filled with faded murals. A pile of rubble lay on the floor where he had accidentally broken a stone pillar.
   

        "Hmm?" Casio walked a few steps into the hall. He discovered a metallic object exposed in the middle of a pile of loose rocks. Pushing the rocks aside, he saw that it was a mask.
   

        "Could this also be an antique imbued with obsession?" A thought flickered in Casio's mind as he flipped the mask back and forth. To his surprise, the back of the mask was also a face. This mask was not for wearing, but merely an ornament.
   

        Just as he was about to examine it further, the mask in his hand cracked with a snap and fell to pieces on the ground. 
   

        "What a pity..." Casio shook his head, not just because the mask had shattered, but also because it didn't contain any obsession. It lacked that bitter taste in his mouth he got when he held the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant.
   

        A few minutes later, a silhouette silently advanced through the dim tunnel. Suddenly, he stopped, glancing left.
   

        A corpse with gray hair lay on the ground at the fork in the road; its hair was dyed red with blood. It was Casio's professor from Zexi University, and also the leader of this archaeological expedition.
   

        After a deep look, Casio didn't stop. His first priority was to leave this underground relic.
   

        No one could guarantee that the Fire Deer Antique Company hadn't stationed more people outside. If they sensed something was wrong and sent more a team down, Casio had no confidence in his ability to fight off firearms.
   

        Especially not several distant enemies wielding firearms.
   

        Martial arts was not omnipotent, and flesh could not withstand gunpowder bullets. At least not until he had perfected a secret martial art.
   

        Guided by his previous memory, he quickly ran up through the dim tunnel towards the ground. The sound of his footsteps echoed off the cave walls.
   

        "Thump! Thump! Thump! Swoosh! Bang bang bang! Bang bang bang!"
   

        Casio suddenly stopped. He could vaguely hear the sound of gunshots and fighting. A negligible distance further, he suddenly heard a man's roar.
   

        "Shadow Demon! You monsters can go to hell! Amen!"
   

        The next moment, there was a violent shake, and the whole tunnel began to sway. The sound of one explosion after another reverberated in Casio's ears. "Someone set up explosives outside!"
   

        Boom, the stone wall tunnel collapsed.
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        The Klamora Mountain's forest was dense. The twilight's glow sprinkled on the mountainside, mixing red and green hues. A gust of wind blew, causing a wave-like motion in the sea of trees. The sounds echoed like waves, from afar to near, from near to far, drowning the chirping of the birds.
   

        Boom!
   

        A series of violent explosions erupted from mid-mountain.
   

        It was clearly visible, with dirt and dust spurting towards the sky. Not until it reached several meters high did it finally fall into the sea of trees.
   

        Halfway up the mountain, a steep slope collapsed, as if gnawed away.
   

        "What happened?! Was there a thunderstorm?!"
   

        "It seems to be coming from the mountain..."
   

        In a village several miles away from the foot of the mountain, villagers heard the echoing sound in the sky and paused to gaze into the distance.
   

        A minute later, the ruins were covered by soil and stones.
   

        The air was filled with the unpleasant scorched smell after the explosion, while nearby trees fell one after another, some of which were directly blown into pieces.
   

        Nearly seven or eight acres of land were swept empty by the explosive collapse.
   

        At the edge of the explosion zone, several battered corpses lay on the ground or hang on trees. Their obviously burnt ragged clothes were torn and mixed with bloody mud, darkening slightly.
   

        The surrounding was deadly quiet, even the usual chirping of birds in the forest was gone, scared off by the explosion.
   

        Click... click... click... Bang!
   

        Suddenly, a hand stretched out from the soil.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        "Cough cough cough... cough cough cough..."
   

        Casio was kneeling on the ground, his hands hanging down, and his hair full of dirt. He was panting heavily, his chest rising and falling.
   

        He almost suffocated to death instead of being crushed by the collapsed ruins. The tunnel collapsed and a large area of the ruins was covered with dirt. He was lucky that a corner formed a small space for him to hide, and he struggled his way out by digging through the soil.
   

        Moreover, Casio had to thank his robust body with excellent endurance and strength. His six months of hard training had not been in vain.
   

        The sky was yellowish, and the ground was faintly reddish.
   

        Casio stood by a large tree, looking at the corpse on the ground. He squatted down and picked up a badge nearby.
   

        It was a pure white shield-shaped badge with a light gold grain pattern around the edge, and a black cross sword in the middle. The tip of the sword was embedded in a demon's head with horns.
   

        On the back were neatly arranged small letters.
   

        "Hunter?" said Casio, reading out the words.
   

        After putting the badge back, he glanced at the handgun tightly held by the corpse. It was a large-caliber firearm as dark as ink. Its edge was not streamlined but heavily angular. It was almost as long as half a forearm.
   

        Several silver letters were on the right side of the gun.
   

        "Ebony".
   

        "It's an organization, not a shadow demon, but those who planted the bomb." Casio stood up with a frown. The situation became confusing. This archaeological plan led by the government seemed to be far from as simple as it appeared.
   

        The shadow demons, Fire Deer Antique Company, and even Fengnan City Government were all pondered by Casio, with a plethora of doubts crowding his mind.
   

        "Forget it, let's leave here first." He glanced around and couldn't help but feel a sense of thrill. Staying here would offer no guarantee of security.
   

        Casio turned around and left.
   

        Half an hour later, the ground mixed with dirt and stones suddenly cracked open, and a twisted human form crawled out from inside.
   

        "Only a little more, just a little more."
   

        The figure changed rapidly, finally morphing into the physique of a robust adult male. Everything seemed normal except for the shadow on the ground that writhed and squirmed, as alive and unnerving as a creature itself.
   

        The man stood still at his location for a moment before stepping forward to leave.
   

        "Hmm?" He stopped in his tracks and looked down.
   

        A smile suddenly sprouted on his face.
   

        "Another companion is about to appear... praise be…"
   

        ******************
   

        Hong Li Federation Date of 156 years, 4th June, Wind, Light Rain.
   

        Fengnan City, North District Cemetery, was hosting a large funeral, where seven coffins were to be buried.
   

        The sky was overcast today, a blanket of grey clouds permeating the entire field of view. There was no sight of the sun, only a pervasive haze. It was as if the sky had been smeared with a dirty, dust-laden rag.
   

        The cemetery's trail was muddy, with occasional tracks of passing vehicles. A few trees were scattered here and there around the pathway.
   

        In the distance lay a large green graveyard, littered with grey tombstones. These were the last traces left behind by the deceased.
   

        In the heart of the graveyard, hymns echoed from a small church with a pointed spire. The walls of the church were gray, and the tiled roof was damp and dripping.
   

        "Ding!"
   

        The church bell echoed across the cemetery.
   

        After prayers, the sign of the cross, and the sprinkling of holy water, seven coffins were placed in their respective graves, as their grieving relatives comforted one another.
   

        Soon after, white flowers adorned the front of each tombstone. The priest, holding the scriptures, was spellbound in whispered prayer.
   

        On the extreme side of seven coffins, only two people stood in front of one tombstone - a priest and an old man with white hair, leaning on his walking stick. The atmosphere was quieter than a whisper.
   

        The old man looked at the tombstone three meters away, which read,
   

        "Casio Kaneki."
   

        "Born in 131, Died in 156."
   

        As the priest continued to read the scripture in a somber tone, "Our Father in heaven hallowed be your name. Your kingdom come, your will be done on earth as it is in heaven."
   

        "Casio... cough, cough, cough..."
   

        The old man burst into a fit of coughing.
   

        From afar, behind the church's surrounding wall, a silhouette in a black overcoat and hat watched the scene unfold.
   

        "I can't believe I'm watching my own funeral..."
   

        Casio murmured. His gaze followed a hunched figure trudging on the muddy trail. As the elder slipped and fell at a distance, Casio wanted to rush over, but he held back.
   

        Moments later, a group of people came to help. They moved on until their figures finally disappeared from Casio's sight.
   

        "Damn it!" He punched the wall in frustration, swearing. Casio wanted to reveal himself, to tell the old headmaster he wasn't dead, so he wouldn't have to grieve and affect his health and mood.
   

        However, the whole thing was overly convoluted.
   

        The bizarre archaeological event, the sudden betrayal of the Fire Deer Antique Company, the conflict and explosion between two unidentified organizations, and the suspiciously rapid funeral proceedings of the Fengnan City government. All of this was too suspicious.
   

        Until he could clear everything up, Casio dared not show himself. He was afraid that the matter might involve the old headmaster. If everyone thought Casio Kaneki was dead, then it was better to let Casio Kaneki stay dead.
   

        Casio lowered his hat brim, turned silently, and left.
   

        From today on, my name shall be Li Wei…
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio has money, but not much. Most of these large, yellowish federal bills were pilfered from that antique commissioner named William. It has to be said, this indeed solved some of his urgent financial issues - meal expenses, accommodation, transportation…
   

        He was busy from morning to afternoon. Finally, he checked into a secluded inn where they did not ask for identification.
   

        Standing by a second-floor window, Casio glanced down at the wet street below. There were two or three men wearing cheap shirts, chatting and joking around under their umbrellas.
   

        As for the wide street on the left, he could faintly discern female students wearing crisp white dresses. Holding up the long hem of their lace skirts, they walked with little steps, their white uniformed legs wrapped in recently popular silk stockings attracting attention. 
   

        Moss piled up in the corners, while ivy covered in dew decorated the wall, only occupying a small section.
   

        Feeling the cool breeze on his face, Casio bit into the sandwich in his hand. Only now could he consider it as having lunch, despite the fact that it was almost dusk.
   

        The entire afternoon was spent arranging his false identity, a brown paper booklet. In this era, getting a false identity wasn't particularly difficult. Especially if you were willing to pay without hesitation, it could be drafted by evening.
   

        Every city has people who specialize in such work.
   

        After eating his sandwich in two bites, Casio glanced at the brown wooden box on the bed which contained some living supplies he had bought.
   

        He had to stay at this inn for the night and could only use his false identity to buy a train ticket to Baichuan City tomorrow. It's more than six hundred kilometers away from Fengnan City, almost covering two-thirds of North Flow Country, the train journey would take a day and a half.
   

        Casio had visited Baichuan City on a trip once, during an event held by Zexi University. He had stayed there for more than two weeks so he was familiar with the city.
   

        Anyway, leaving Fengnan City was the priority.
   

        Walking to the bedside to pour himself a glass of water, Casio glanced at the second-hand watch on his wrist - it was 5:21.
   

        Nine more minutes until 5:30, almost time. 
   

        He walked to the coat rack and casually donned his black coat and hat. Just as he was about to leave, he picked up an umbrella. Once he was ready, he made his way downstairs.
   

        At the front desk of the inn, a balding old man was dozing off.
   

        Casio took a look and walked out under his umbrella.
   

        The rain wasn't heavy outside, but it was like wet silver gray spider webs, and the sky was gloomy like old peeling roof tiles. The atmosphere was inexplicably irritable and oppressive.
   

        The rain was almost silent as it fell onto his umbrella. Casio followed the street and made four or five turns. Eventually, he stopped in a secluded alley. There was already a man waiting for him with an umbrella.
   

        "You're here?" The man slightly lifted the edge of his umbrella. Behind the thick glasses on his nose was a face full of stubble.
   

        "I'm here, do you have the stuff?" Casio was straightforward.
   

        "I do, where's the money?" The man slipped his hand into his pocket and quickly pulled out a brown booklet, a freshly made false identity.
   

        "This is the rest of it." Casio pulled out several large bills from his pocket and the two men quickly exchanged items.
   

        "Check it out, does it meet your requirements?" The stubbled man flicked the banknote, scrutinizing the anti-counterfeiting proof.
   

        A few minutes later, Casio nodded with satisfaction. 
   

        "Pleasure doing business."
   

        "Pleasure doing business."
   

        The two men shook hands and then parted ways.
   

        As expected, professionals do work quickly. While walking down the alley, Casio pulled out his fake identity from his pocket. The cover was a brownish plastic, prominently displaying several characters. Inside were five yellow sturdy pages.
   

        It faintly gave off a fresh ink scent.
   

        The first page bore a familiar name: Li Wei.
   

        Casio placed the certificate back into his pocket. As his path was blocked by a puddle, he moved to the sidewalk. The streetlight on his right side was already on, casting its warm yellow light.
   

        There weren't many pedestrians on the street. Only the wet stray cats hiding under the eaves periodically cried out, their bodies trembling.
   

        "It's so quiet."
   

        Casio's previously heavy mood lifted slightly.
   

        Unbeknown to him, at some point, the shadows projected on the left wall began to subtly contort. The black vortex was like a multitude of blinking eyes. 
   

        An eerie air of horror gradually filled the scene.
   

        The shadow that was moving in sync with Casio's steps started to falter as though it couldn't keep pace with him. As if, after being walked around a corner where there was no streetlight, Casio's shadow disappeared.
   

        It was replaced by the silhouette of a man following him.
   

        The figure raised his head, identical to Casio - even the clothes and umbrella were the same.
   

        The shadow was alive! It was a duplicate of Casio!
   

        Under the gloomy sky, on the dim pavement, two identically dressed shadows walked with the same rhythm. 
   

        Not even the glow from the streetlights could reveal their own shadows. 
   

        Suddenly, the figure behind trembled, as if it broke loose from the mimicry of the original body, and charged forward. His facial expression looked fierce, just like an evil spirit. 
   

        "!" Not until that moment did Casio notice someone was rushing from behind. With an explosive technique, he rapidly turned around and threw a punch.
   

        Thud!
   

        The punch landed on the face of the shadow. Facial muscles rippling, his teeth cracked under the pressure. A gush of mixed saliva and blood spurting out of his mouth, it also includes three or four broken teeth.
   

        The shadow was sent flying by the punch, grunting as it landed in a puddle, splashing water everywhere.
   

        "Ah!!!" It groaned in pain on the ground. "How can you be so much stronger!? We are supposed to be the same!"
   

        "What?" Casio dropped his umbrella and headed straight towards him.
   

        He grabbed the person on the ground and hoisted him up.
   

        The two stood erect, face-to-face.
   

        "Impossible!!!" They both voiced their disbelief at the same time. 
   

        Casio's heart sank. The person standing in front of him was identical to himself - in features, demeanor, even body type!
   

        On the other hand, the shadow was also shocked.
   

        Because he noticed a severe issue! The original host was half a head taller than him. His body was also much bigger, and the trapezius muscle beside the neck was particularly distinct.
   

         His overall shape suggested a firm body under the shirt which was consistent with a regular gym-goer.
   

        "Did I not duplicate properly?!"
   

        The downsized copy swallowed the blood in his mouth and involuntarily took a few steps back under Casio's gaze.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Who are you?!" Casio's eyes widened.
   

        Unexpectedly, the imposter immediately dashed towards a corner. Five seconds later, he was apprehended by Casio, his throat clasped by a muscular arm. He was forcibly pulled into a nearby alcove.
   

        "Heh heh heh . . ."
   

        The imposter's throat emitted a wheezy, broken sound.
   

        "Speak! What exactly are you?!" Although Casio apprehended the imposter, a chill of terror still ran down his spine. He'd noticed the absence of his own shadow!
   

        "Hee hee hee." The only response from the imposter was a cold laugh.
   

        Suddenly, Casio felt the other "him" in his grip grow bigger, taller and stronger. This was immediately followed by violent struggling, the imposter violently elbowing back.
   

        The blow landed hard on Casio's belly with great strength.
   

        Casio grunted, determination flaring in his eyes. His right hand tightened, the trained muscles in his arm as hard as steel. With a pull from his left hand, exerting force in one direction.
   

        "Ugh!" The imposter's eyes widened immediately, his hands abandoning their attack to desperately try to pull the arm locked around his neck.
   

        Fingernails pierced deep into Casio's flesh, fresh blood mixed with rainwater, dropping onto the street below.
   

        "Who would have thought that one day I would kill myself with my own hands!"
   

        Casio grunted as he pulled his arm upward. The imposter's body jerked twice before going still.
   

        Casio, not entirely convinced, maintained the grip for more than a minute ensuring the imposter wouldn't wake up.
   

        "Huh! Huh! Ha . . ."
   

        In a gloomy alleyway corner, a man and a corpse slumped against the wall. Raindrops like cobwebs fell on the pitch-black hair.
   

        Casio lifted his head, giving the deep grey sky a vacant look.
   

        He had killed someone, another version of himself. Inexplicably, a sense of panic welled up inside Casio. After a moment, he shoved aside the confusion and was replaced by ruthlessness.
   

        His current situation was far from safe, Casio needed tusks and strength to protect himself. Anyone looking to harm him would pay the price, be it human or not.
   

        With clarity in thought, Casio returned to his senses. He quickly surveyed his surroundings. Due to the rain, the streets were deserted.
   

        "I need to deal with the body quickly!"
   

        He looked down only to see that the corpse was dissolving in a bizarre manner, transforming into a blurry and writhing shadow.
   

        In a swish, the shadow returned to Casio.
   

        In an instant, a flood of information surged into his mind.
   

        He had been parasitised!
   

        In those ancient ruins.
   

        At the moment when he was forced to lean against the broken stone column.
   

        The parasite was something called a shadow demon, where it came from and the reason for its parasitism, Casio did not know. He only knew that shadow demon had a mysterious logic and function.
   

        A Shadow Demon, as the name implied, was a creature that dwelled in shadows. After a certain period, the demon would clone the host from the previous day. Mastery of Physical Body, muscle memory through training, even combat techniques would be perfectly etched.
   

        The host, on other hand, would have only one more day of combat experience and techniques. A desperate battle would ensue, if the host dies, the demon takes over the body.
   

        If the Shadow Demon is killed, the host will acquire all the combat techniques, experience, and physical strength from themselves a day ago.
   

        This was as if all your efforts doubled! It sounded wonderful, but defeat would result in immediate death.
   

        The memory, personality, and physical body would all be replaced by the Shadow Demon.
   

        A key point was that the Shadow Demon wouldn't be finished with just one death, it had nine lives. Only after defeating it nine times could one completely shake off its parasitic hold. If you could win against a demon with a probability of one in two, then the probability of winning nine times in a row would be one in five hundred.
   

        In reality, this probability would only be lower. Because many people who were parasitized by shadow demons did not know and were directly ambushed and killed the first time the shadow demon appeared. The demon's viciousness and cunning was more suited to fighting than most people.
   

        Out of five thousand or even ten thousand individuals, perhaps only one parasite host can shake off the demon.
   

        It was a chance filled with despair.
   

        But . . ."
   

        Casio touched the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant, his expression strange.
   

        If he remembered correctly, during the entry into the Era of Retrospection, the outside world remained still. When he returned to reality, the gains of several months or years of training would be immediately reflected on his body, much like the time in the ruins.
   

        So . . . was he the natural predator of the Shadow Demon?
   

        From the first manifestation of the Shadow demon, every subsequent manifestation was fixed. The second manifestation was after a month, the third was two months later, and so on.
   

        A total duration of thirty-six months, a total of three years.
   

        For example, Casio's next face-off with the demon manifestation was on the 4th of July at 6 pm. He could choose any point between 6 pm on 3rd July to 6 pm on 4th July. It didn't need to be too early or late.
   

        At that point in time, Casio would choose to retrospect.
   

        As such, when the shadow demon manifested at 6 pm on July 4, it would be faced with a Casio completely different from itself, a Casio who had the benefit of several more months or years of cultivation!
   

        Being the stronger, Casio would fight a weakened version of himself that was clearly at a disadvantage. The shadow demon wouldn't even have a chance.
   

        At this thought, Casio blinked. Somehow, he seemed to have obtained an unexpected advantage.
   

        Taking a deep breath, Casio grew alert again. Earlier, he'd assumed the perfect scenario, but there were several loopholes.
   

        The primary issue was the recently awakened Retrospective Ability, it could absorb Obsession Energy from Legendary Antiques and retrospect to that era. But the Retrospective Ability needed to consume Obsession Energy, consumed one at a time.
   

        The Obsession Energy in the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant was gone, Casio needed to find new antiques implying Obsession Energy.
   

        Secondly, retrospecting to the memory of the antique's original owner. Casio must complete the original owner's obsession; otherwise, the results could not be brought back.
   

        In such a case, he would be equally matched with the Shadow Demon.
   

        The road ahead was not all rosy, there were many hidden potholes and falling rocks on the way up the mountain. He couldn't be complacent from the start.
   

        Brave the hardships, savour the success.
   

        "The wound has healed."
   

        In the rain-soaked alleyway, Casio glanced at his arm. The scratch marks that had been previously made had all healed up.
   

        Even more, he could feel that his skin was now stronger than before, his muscular lines now more robust and powerful.
   

        He flexed his body and felt an immediate increase in his strength, his physique looking more rugged.
   

        It appeared as though he had shot up several centimetres in height.
   

        Calming his mind, a steady stream of combat techniques flooded his mind. That was the memory of a person identical to him, training for six months. The results were now all layered onto Casio.
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike at 27.6% (divided into three parts)"
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist incomplete: Gale at 9.9% (divided into three parts)"
   

        "Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique: ..."
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        "Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique: Limit (Total of three levels)"
   

        Unexpectedly, the original two-level Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique had changed to three levels, with the term 'advanced' replaced by 'limit'.
   

        As Casio focused his mind, numerous basic movements flowed through his mind like a stream, forming a clear image. With further thought, even visual images flashed before his eyes, demonstrating the standard actions for each move. His mastery of the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique skyrocketed, reaching a whole new level.
   

        Casio had a feeling that if he were to study the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Arts using his Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique at the third level of 'limit', it would probably bring about remarkable efficiency. If the roots of a tree are strong and well-established, the branches and leaves will grow faster and become more abundant.
   

        As he was lost in thought, rain drizzled from above, and Casio quickly found his clothes soaked. He looked up at the sky.
   

        Rainwater fell like a spider's web. Up there was a vast, profound black cloud layer, where thunder boomed like a cannon and lightning streaked across the sky.
   

        "Time to return to the inn," he thought. 
   

        Casio checked the fake ID in his coat pocket, then picked up his wide-brimmed hat and the umbrella that had been swept away.
   

        He turned and walked away, slowly disappearing into the drizzling rain.
   

        A day later, at the train station north of Fengnan City.
   

        A large flat-roofed building shrouded in the morning fog seemingly appeared and disappeared. In addition to this, there was a long rectangular station platform where dozens of passengers with suitcases were waiting for the train's arrival.
   

        A harsh whistle sounded in the distance, and a dark green train puffed black smoke as it approached. The train's headlights managed to pierce through the fog, as though an approaching meteor. The fog was squeezed aside by the approaching train.
   

        All passengers stepped back. A middle-aged bald man bumped into someone and quickly turned around.
   

        Behind him was a man who almost reached six feet in height, dressed in the black coat that was common among morning passengers: a wide-brimmed hat. His luggage in hand, the man wore a serious expression.
   

        "Sorry about bumping into you," the middle-aged man quickly apologized…
   

        "No problem." Casio moved sideways to reveal a black rectangular iron pillar that supported the roof behind him.
   

        "Over here! Over here! All aboard!" A conductor in a blue uniform disembarked from the train and shouted loudly.
   

        Immediately, passengers dressed in coats and trench coats gathered around. Holding their suitcases, they began to form a queue to board the train.
   

        "Check your tickets to make sure you're boarding the right train!"
   

        "And keep an eye on your luggage, and your children!"
   

        The conductor yelled a few more times.
   

        In the crowd, Casio glanced at his watch: 7:05.
   

        "Board the train." The conductor patted the painted train body.
   

        Picking up his suitcase, Casio headed straight on board.
   

        His seat was by the window, offering a view of the scenery outside. The white window curtain had been tied to one side, and the window pane was foggy.
   

        The train started to gradually speed up, white steam billowing from the top of the carriage, the wheels began to spin faster on the rails.
   

        He wiped the condensation from the window with his hand, and the view outside became clear.
   

        Ahead, tree after tree sped by as if they were fleeting rays of light. Behind him, the sporadic lights of Fengnan City gradually receded.
   

        Casio watched deeply for a moment.
   

        He would be back...
   

        ******************
   

        Half a month later in Baichuan City, North Flow Country.
   

        Snowflake Middle School ranked fourth in the province and first in Baichuan City, housing both middle and high school students. With strong teaching staff and numerous students, Snowflake Middle School not only worked to improve academic performance, but also actively developed students' extracurricular interests.
   

        Surrounding the school, apart from the food and entertainment businesses, were various sports venues. From basketball, baseball and swimming to even archery and fencing.
   

        Snowflake Middle School covered a large area, consisting of sports fields, grasslands, and over a dozen new buildings. Each building followed consistent architecture patterns, all of them teaching buildings for the school.
   

        Behind the teaching district, there were many similar buildings. Together, these facilities constituted the best-funded and highest ranked middle school of Baichuan City.
   

        Next to a circular flower bed stood a tall teaching building with white walls and a blue roof. The sounds of teachers' lectures could be heard constantly from within, interspersed with the occasional student being called on to answer questions.
   

        "Very well, let's turn to page 107 in our textbooks and continue on to the next chapter 'International Situation and World Pattern'. Everyone, you may start by reading this section."
   

        In the first classroom on the third floor near the stairs, a middle-aged teacher with glasses placed the textbook on the table.
   

        He turned around to pick up the chalk, and rapidly sketched a very standard looking map of the world on the blackboard – with all the major countries marked and the oceans indicated in the empty spaces.
   

        With a click, the teacher put down the chalk.
   

        "The Hong Li Federation has a history of 156 years since its founding till now. From its inception, our Hong Li Federation has been one of the world's three major powers! Everyone, please take a look here."
   

        The middle-aged teacher pointed at a section of the map. This was a huge coastal nation, shaped like a hand grenade with a small dent in the middle.
   

        This was the map of the Hong Li Federation, whose area was massive – roughly the size of two fifths of a vast continent.
   

        This particular continent was known as the North Reef Continent.
   

        Further south was another continent of almost equal magnitude known as the South Reef Continent. An immense, flat nation, the United States of Yana, occupied the eastern part of South Reef Continent.
   

        To the east of the North and South Reef Continents, an enormous landmass existed. This landmass, known as the Star Blue Rock Continent, was almost three quarters the size of the two Reef continents combined.
   

        The Star Blue Empire, the world's largest country, had a landmass on this continent. It was a quarter larger than the Hong Li Federation and around a third larger than the United States of Yana.
   

        There are also some small islands that could be depicted on the map surrounding the continents.
   

        The teacher introduced each one, consuming half of the class time. In the classroom by the window, in the second last row:
   

        A brown-haired, handsome boy was flipping through his textbook absentmindedly. His attention seemed to waver between the blackboard and the view outside the window, clearly not focused on the lecture.
   

        "Phil, the teacher's calling you."
   

        His desk-mate suddenly nudged him with his elbow.
   

        Phil abruptly snapped back to attention and hurriedly stood up. With a quiet prompt from his desk-mate, he managed to fumble through the question.
   

        "Phew... Milo, thank you." Phil sat back down.
   

        "Why have you been so distracted lately?" Milo, a freckle-faced boy, lowered his voice and asked Phil.
   

        "Sigh, I'm about to be kicked out of the Combat Club. I ranked among the last three in the last hand-to-hand combat practice. If that happens again, I'd have to leave the Combat Club." Phil sighed regretfully, lamenting not just the loss of the club but also the potential loss of Tifa, the Senior Sister from the Combat Club.
   

        That had been his initial reason for joining the Combat Club.
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        "It's easy, just learn a few moves from the masters outside the school. As long as you're willing to pay, you'll see results quickly." Milo said.
   

        "Red Tower Street?"
   

        "Yes."
   

        "Are you familiar with that place? I've never been to Red Tower Street."
   

        "If you treat me to a meal, I will be."
   

        "You little rascal." Phil chuckled and punched Milo lightly.
   

        "Stop talking and pay attention!" The teacher on the platform was still writing on the blackboard, without turning back, he said.
   

        "Ahem, ahem." Both raised their heads and pretended to listen to the class.
   

        Phil made an OK gesture behind his textbook.
   

        Milo on the left gave a thumbs up in return.
   

        Ding dong ding dong, the school bell echoed throughout the campus.
   

        In a moment, students wearing all kinds of clothes poured out from the teaching building. Snowflake Middle School has its own school uniforms, and the designs are quite nice. But the school does not forcefully stipulate that uniforms must be worn on campus, so everyone is very casual about it.
   

        "Phil, do you want to go for BBQ? Oh, Milo, you're here too? Let's go for BBQ together, there are seven or eight of us."
   

        Not far away, a redhead boy carrying a black backpack waved. Beside him were some other classmates, three boys and four girls. One of the beautiful girls named Yuffie was considered the most attractive in class.
   

        She was wearing a lake-blue dress, which highlighted her slender waist. Her face and the exposed skin on her arms were creamy white and delicate. Her long black hair tied into a braid hung on one side, and she looked pure and elegant.
   

        A gentle breeze blew, and she occasionally tucked her hair behind her ear.
   

        Yuffie indeed attracted boys of this age, and nearby boys occasionally cast discreet glances at her.
   

        "What do you think? Are you coming or not?" The redhead boy waved his hand.
   

        "Let's pass on it, Milo and I have something else to do. We'll plan again next time, okay?" Phil gave Milo a nudge and started to walk away.
   

        After walking past Shade Avenue and around the circular flower garden, the two finally left the school gate. At this point, Milo could not help but speak up.
   

        "Phil, why didn't we agree to go for the BBQ with them? We rarely get to see Yuffie hang out with us." Milo ran his fingers through his hair and glanced back at the avenue.
   

        In the distance was a small group of seven or eight people, laughing and joking.
   

        "Yuffie? She's not our senior Tifa, what's so special about her?" Phil shifted his black shoulder bag from his left side to his right.
   

        "But Yuffie is much prettier than Tifa...."
   

        "Yes, but I never said that I like Tifa because of her looks..." Phil took a step forward with his shoulder bag: "Ah, anyway, it's no use explaining to you, let's go."
   

        The two first had dinner nearby, then headed towards Red Tower Street. Both Phil and Milo were first-year students at Snowflake Middle School, age 16. One joined the school's combat club and the other joined the school's fencing club.
   

        Milo's family is neither rich nor poor. Phil's family runs a company and has businesses in several cities around. So usually, when they go out to eat, Phil pays with his allowance, and wherever they go to play, Phil pays the fees.
   

        "We're finally here."
   

        Phil finished his cold drink in one gulp and tossed it into the trash can.
   

        He glanced at the scene ahead.
   

        The red and yellow afternoon sunlight bathed the stone road, and looking at an angle, there was a hint of reflection in his eyes. The grass by the roadside was tinged with a layer of golden-red, and a few people were hanging lanterns on the trees, as if some kind of celebration was happening there.
   

        Phil and Milo walked towards the depths of Red Tower Street along the sidewalk, with few pedestrians walking back and forth. After passing through an archway, the buildings ahead began to increase, occasionally one could see signs of XX Martial Arts Halls or XX Dojos.
   

        Finally, at a corner, Milo stopped.
   

        Phil lifted his head to look at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall. On the adjacent wall, two promotional posters were displayed, one with the exaggeratedly artistic word "Combat!" in bold, black text. Beside it was a simplistic, oversized fist, surrounded by what seemed like an explosive effect.
   

        Below were several recruitment notices including fee details.
   

        "What makes this martial arts hall different from others?" Phil couldn't help asking.
   

        "Heh Heh, I only learnt about it a couple of days ago myself. This Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall hired an impressive coach ten days ago, a real experienced one. Moreover, he offers the services you mentioned: teaching you effective combat techniques in a short period. Although it costs money, it's said to be quite beneficial," Milo took a sip of the drink in his hand and continued.
   

        "Yesterday, Xena from the swordsmanship club and I came here, and we saw him defeat Coach Corsia in just three rounds of sparring."
   

        "Coach Corsia!" Phil was slightly surprised. Corsia was one of the three combat coaches officially hired by Snowflake Middle School and was undoubtedly experienced. He was also prone to practising real combat techniques with other coaches in nearby martial arts halls during his spare time. Corsia's match record was impressive, with few losses and many draws.
   

        It was surprising that he had been bested here yesterday.
   

        "Come, let's go in and see," Milo led Phil to enter directly through the main door. A receptionist quietly sat inside the hall. 
   

        He was holding a grey copy of the Baichuan City Evening News. 
   

        "Hello, are you here to learn martial arts or to find a coach?" 
   

        He moved the paper aside revealing a wrinkled old face with balding hair. The sides of his hair extravagantly flared out, resembling a pair of grey bat's wings.
   

        "Oh, we'll look around first," Milo replied.
   

        The two left the hall and followed the cobblestone path leading further inwards. 
   

        Up ahead was a public exercise area followed by a paid gym facility. Men and women in compression workout gear were very active in the public area, perspiring heavily, either punching sandbags, squatting or exercising using equipment. 
   

        No matter the gender, everyone seemed to be in good shape, their muscle lines quite defined. Most of them had a white towel hanging around their necks.
   

        The atmosphere here was better than the combat club at school. 
   

        Continuing ahead, the two arrived next to a sports field surrounded by a crowd, whispering and pointing towards the field.
   

        "Coach Corsia," Milo quickly recognised him. 
   

        Phil also lifted his gaze in surprise.
   

        On the sports field, two figures stood on opposite ends. The short-haired, sturdy man on the left was Coach Corsia from the combat club, and the tall, black-haired young man in light brown combat suit on the right.
   

        At the moment, the air between the two combatants was tense, continually shifting in small steps as they adjusted their positions. Coach Corsia was cautious as he took a deep breath, his leg muscles tense.
   

        Coach Corsia made his move!
   

        A fierce straight fist was thrown! 
   

        One round! Two rounds! Three rounds!
   

        Coach Corsia was defeated!
   

        "Impressive! Have you undergone professional combat training?" Corsia asked through gritted teeth, clutching his shoulder and wincing in pain, his face twitching.
   

        "You could say that," the black-haired young man raised his hands in a fist salute.
   

        "Ah, that explains it," Corsia also returned the salute and sighed.
   

        "So impressive! Milo, is this the coach? What's his name?" A thrilled Phil tapped his friend's shoulder.
   

        "Li Wei, his name is Li Wei."
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        "I admit defeat."
   

        In the center of the sports field, Coach Corsia bowed and stepped down. The surrounding crowd that had been watching the spectacle dispersed and cleared the path.
   

        "This coach called Li Wei is so formidable! He defeated Corsia with just a few punches." People were whispering to each other.
   

        "You must not have been here yesterday. In fact, Corsia has already lost twice, and last night also, he was defeated with just a few punches." A youth who came to work out turned his head and said.
   

        "Impressive, I remember Corsia is the main coach of the combat club of Snowflake Middle School, he's very capable. It seems that this coach called Li Wei from the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall is even more formidable..." Someone said to his companion, his expression seemed somewhat excited.
   

        "Shall we sign up for a booking?"
   

        "Let's go."
   

        Soon, a few people walked towards the front desk.
   

        "Milo, let's go too, or we won't make it." Phil hurriedly said. He also believed that this coach named Li Wei was truly capable. If he could teach him a few times, he might avoid being last in the next combat club practice ranking.
   

        "Phil, it seems like Coach Corsia is looking at you." Milo tapped the excited and somewhat anxious Phil with his right hand.
   

        "..." Phil looked awkwardly to the right and saw Coach Corsia looking back with a complex expression, seeming somewhat upset. It seemed like he had heard what Phil had just said.
   

        In the combat club of Snowflake Middle School, three main coaches were teaching three groups of students, and Phil's coach was Coach Corsia. Because of Phil's consistently low actual combat ranking, Corsia had a deep impression of Phil's face.
   

        Corsia had heard what Phil just said.
   

        Honestly speaking, having a student he had mentored for a while go to another martial arts hall to study left Corsia feeling somewhat angry and embarrassed, as if his own cabbages were being taken by others.
   

        But, who can blame them when the other party really did fertilize well? He couldn't defeat him twice, the gap was clear as day.
   

        If Phil wanted extra coaching experiments, let him go...
   

        Corsia retracted his gaze, stepped forward to leave, but Phil suddenly softly called "Coach". Corsia's stride faltered, then he decisively pretended not to hear. He quickly strode away, mentally noting Phil's actions.
   

        Phil, intending to embarrass him. Next time, during actual combat training, he would place him in the "death group", where he would probably cry after the first round.
   

        "Seems like Coach Corsia... probably didn't remember me..."
   

        Phil breathed a sigh of relief.
   

        "It's alright." Milo patted Phil's shoulder, then pointed ahead, "Hurry and sign up, seems like there are a lot of people going…"
   

        "Right right." Phil smacked his forehead and ran quickly to catch up.
   

        At the front desk, an elder with grayish-white bat-like hair rolled up the newspaper and threw it to the side. He took out a notebook and began to write.
   

        "What's your name? How old are you? Which coach do you want to book? At what time? How many hours are you booking? Finally, pay the deposit, it's not much, just fifty Federal Coins."
   

        The elder kept asking questions, and the faded black letters quickly appeared on the page. He stuffed the fifty notes collected into the drawer of the wooden table, and then shouted: "Next, next."
   

        Finally, it was Phil's turn. He immediately handed the elder a green bill and relayed his details.
   

        Luckily, Phil secured the last booking slot with Coach Li Wei for tomorrow. The specific time was at six in the evening.
   

        "Alright, Milo, let's come back tomorrow." Phil walked out from the front of the queue, turning to his good friend and said.
   

        At that moment, the front door of the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall was pushed open.
   

        A tall girl in a long jacket and pants walked in. Her hair was trimmed short and neat, the features on her face were not delicate, but she was attractive and gave off a heroic vibe.
   

        "Senior Sister Tifa!" Phil said, somewhat surprised.
   

        "Phil?" Tifa too was a bit taken aback, she weighed her backpack and walked over. Phil smelled a faint scent that wasn't perfume; it was a simple detergent smell.
   

        "Are you also here at Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall for training?"
   

        "Ah, yes. I heard the new coach Li Wei here is very strong, so my friend and I came to take a look." Phil said.
   

        On the side, the unnamed friend, Milo, made a helpless face. Normally, Phil wouldn't lose his composure around women, but for some reason, he always became oddly shy in front of Tifa, acting like a boy in love for the first time.
   

        In the hall, Phil and Tifa had a brief chat, and the topic quickly turned to Coach Li Wei.
   

        "You booked Coach Li Wei's class for tomorrow? That's quite a coincidence, I booked all of Coach Li Wei's classes for the next month. Tifa glanced at her watch: "Sorry, the class time is almost here. We can chat more tomorrow afternoon. I have to go."
   

        Having said that, Tifa turned and left. It must be said that Tifa, having joined the combat club since middle school, had a great figure due to long-term exercise, and her silhouette was quite impressive.
   

        Phil watched from a distance until her figure disappeared.
   

        "Hey, Phil, your soul is hooked."
   

        Milo pushed Phil: "Let's go, time to go home."
   

        "Milo, let's hang out a bit more and see what the facilities at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall are like? I feel the atmosphere is better than the combat club."
   

        "Don't be absurd, you just want to take another look at Senior Sister Tifa." Milo broke through his pretense: "As you wish, let's go."
   

        Both of them immediately followed the pathway to a public area.
   

        On the right side near the white wall, a row of seven or eight black sandbags hung on poles. At the side, students with white cloth wrapped around their hands were moving their bodies, occasionally throwing left and right punches.
   

        Thump thump thump, the sound echoed through the space.
   

        Although this was a public area, it was, in fact, a professional area, all the students practicing here were experienced hobbyists.
   

        Phil looked to his left side, where a space was separated. The dim sunlight shone through the window onto the ground. A tall youth was demonstrating specific combat moves to Tifa.
   

        The process was very slow, and there was a lot of explanation in between.
   

        "The force doesn't come from your hands, but here." Casio tapped on his waist "You have to learn how to quickly exert force from your waist, which will engage the whole body's muscles, making each punch more powerful."
   

        "You try it." He stepped two steps towards the right.
   

        "Yes." Wearing a white martial arts uniform, Tifa immediately got into stance, legs spread, arms steadily lifted to the right and left side of the waist.
   

        Her body slightly twisted, as she slowly pushed a punch forward.
   

        Casio nodded his head, about to speak. Suddenly his heart jolted, and a familiar bitterness filled his mouth.
   

        "Obsession Antique?!"
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        He took a glance ahead. Tifa, who was currently throwing punches, didn't seem unusual. The obsession-driven antiquities should have nothing to do with her.
   

        Casio took a few steps to his right, and quickly scanned the outside. He immediately spotted Phil and Milo standing not far from the entrance to the hall. "Could it be them?"
   

        It seemed like Phil and Milo noticed Casio's gaze, they turned their heads, pretending to watch a student pummeling a sandbag.
   

        "Coach, are my movements up to standard?" Tifa's voice came from next door, crisp but slightly hoarse.
   

        Casio turned his head and said, "Not bad, but you could make your movements a bit more exaggerated to fully utilise your strength."
   

        "Is that so?" Tifa demonstrated once again. 
   

        "Hmm, not bad. Keep practicing like this, I have to go to the restroom. And don't slack off." Casio advised her and then left.
   

        On the left side of the partition, Tifa was left alone practicing her punches.
   

        Barely out of the partition, Casio felt an increasing bitter taste in his mouth. If compared to the sensation from the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant in the relics, the bitterness now was about one-tenth. 
   

        But it was already clear enough to be noticed.
   

        As he took a few steps towards the door, the bitterness became even stronger. Casio was certain that these two boys in front of him were carrying obsession-driven antiquities.
   

        In the hallway, Phil and Milo looked a little flustered. Coach Li was heading straight for them. He must have caught them sneaking a look.
   

        Phil was scratching the back of his neck, about to say something.
   

        Unexpectedly, Casio, who had walked briskly towards them, spoke first.
   

        "Are you here at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall to learn boxing?"
   

        "Huh?" Phil was taken aback for a moment before he nodded. "Yes, Coach Li. I'm here to learn martial arts. I saw you and Coach Corsia sparring earlier, so I booked a session for tomorrow at six in the afternoon at the front desk. You're currently teaching our school fight club's senior sister, Tifa. So, I came over to watch..."
   

        "I see," Casio stood still. "Since you're all my students, why not take the opportunity to familiarise yourselves with Tifa's combat skills?"
   

        Hearing those words, Phil agreed readily. Next to him, Milo nudged him slightly and whispered.
   

        "Phil, I didn't make a reservation. Maybe I should wait outside, or just head home?" Milo turned his head away.
   

        "No problem, I'll help you make a reservation at the front desk later, and I'll extend my own a couple of days longer. Come and accompany me then, it's kind of awkward being all alone," Phil replied quietly while following behind Casio.
   

        "Why do I, a Kendo practitioner, need to study combat?" Milo grimaced, "You're using me as a shield, I should..."
   

        "Dinner for a month."
   

        "How well you know me!" Milo exclaimed joyfully, reaching out his right hand to shake Phil's: "Deal!"
   

        "So, these two kids are here to pick up girls..."
   

        Casio, who was walking in front, had sharp hearing. Although Phil and Milo were whispering, he managed to catch most of it.
   

        After ten minutes, they were on the left side of the hall.
   

        The setting sun was casting blocks of yellow light onto the floor through the square windowpanes. Two shadows, one taller, one shorter, were gradually elongating. Two boys were sitting cross-legged in the corner.
   

        "I told you yesterday. Don't step out of bounds during regulation combat. You're here to strengthen your foundation, not to simply learn some short-term tricks like others. As long as your foundation is strong, it'll naturally progress," Casio glanced out of the window.
   

        Having crammed a lot of modern combat knowledge in the past ten days, coupled with the double-edged training memories in his mind. Teaching an amateur student was no problem for him.
   

        "However, I can do a demonstration of explosive techniques for you."
   

        Looking at Tifa across from him, he said, "Come at me."
   

        "Yes." Tifa instantly adopted a basic combat stance, with one foot in front of the other for optimum propulsion.
   

        She took a deep breath and charged.
   

        She twisted her waist and shoulder and aimed a punch straight at Casio's right shoulder. The punch was quite fast; at least Phil and Milo didn't see it clearly. 
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly, a shadow flashed in mid-air.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        Tifa cried out in pain, her eyebrows knitted. She fell backward and had to take four or five steps back to regain her balance, right hand quickly pressing onto her left shoulder. 
   

        She experienced a series of sharp pains from her joint to her head. 
   

        She looked up across to see Coach Li standing in his original spot, one arm stretched out in the air, his fingers forming a cone.
   

        Those were the fingers that had just jabbed her in the shoulder joint.
   

        "When did Coach Li launch his attack?" Tifa replayed the scene in her head. There were no signs of an impending punch.
   

        "This is amazing..." Phil, sitting in the corner, swept his gaze around and inhaled sharply. He remembered why he came to the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall: to learn explosive skills and improve his fighting abilities. 
   

        For the rest of the time, Casio was teaching, Tifa was learning, and Phil and Milo were observing. Outside, the sky was gradually dimming.
   

        Snowflake Middle School finished at half-past three, giving students ample time for club activities. It was now past five in the afternoon, the reddened clouds signalling the sun was setting towards the horizon.
   

        "Huff… Huff… Huff..."
   

        Tifa was panting heavily, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Combat training was considerably draining.
   

        "Alright, we'll stop there for today," Casio opened the window and turned to look at Phil and Milo, who were engrossed in the corner, before asking: "Have you guys had dinner yet?" 
   

        "No," Tifa responded, wiping away the sweat that had pooled around her white collar.
   

        "Nope," Phil, who was sitting in the corner, replied instantly after raising his head.
   

        "Then what did we just eat?" Milo widened his eyes, turned to look at Phil, who also turned to look at him. Milo coughed lightly, "No."
   

        "Good, then I'll treat you, let's go."
   

        After dinner, Casio had obtained some information about Milo and Phil, and their relationships were a lot more familiar. Mainly because Tifa was present, Phil seemed particularly open. Any question posed by Casio led to Phil talking extensively.
   

        Through this, Casio confirmed that the one carrying the aura of the obsession-driven antique was Phil. His brother Matthew had recently collected a batch of antiques and even gave a purple wooden cane to Phil as a toy.
   

        This was the only antique Phil had been in contact with recently.
   

        Whether out of boasting or generosity, Casio wasn't sure. 
   

        When Casio expressed his interest in antiques, and tactfully suggested "Could I have a look at the cane?", Phil readily agreed to bring the cane to him tomorrow and asked to book a month's worth of lessons.
   

        Was it to impress Tifa? Or was it because Casio's combat skills had genuinely attracted him, and he wanted to show his sincerity in becoming a disciple?
   

        Casio had no way of knowing.
   

        But with people willingly bringing obsession-driven antiquities to his door, he was more than willing to accept, regardless of their intentions.
   

        "Alright, I'll appreciate your help then, Phil."
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        "It's okay, just a broken cane." Phil ran his hand through his hair, seemingly glancing at Tifa nonchalantly.
   

        The four of them just stepped onto the street, the sky darkening.
   

        "Coach, I'm going home." Tifa waved, she didn't live near Casio, Phil, and the others, her home was in another direction.
   

        "Hmm, go ahead, stay safe." Casio nodded.
   

        Phil beside him waved in the distance.
   

        The streetlights on the side of the road had started to work, their dull yellow light faintly illuminating the ground. The neatly arranged dark grey bricks formed a grid pattern on the street, with a few black trash cans occasionally lining the roadside. An old newspaper was carried away by the cold wind.
   

        The three of them progressed along the side of the road, ahead continuously extended towards the city's main road, occasionally you could see the distant shadows of cars passing by.
   

        There weren't many people on the street, only the cries of stray cats on the walls. Walking in silence, you could hear the sounds of people cursing, classical music, and the placing of tables and chairs coming from the building on your right-hand side.
   

        "Phil, I'm going. Coach Li Wei, I'm leaving."
   

        At an intersection, Milo split from the two and went home.
   

        Now, only Phil and Casio were walking down the road. Maybe to avoid making the ambiance awkward, Phil took the initiative to start a conversation.
   

        He glanced at the side: "Coach Li Wei, if I trained well in combat, could I handle those who use daggers and weapons?"
   

        "It depends on the actual situation. If you understand your strength a hundred percent, you won't have any problem even when empty-handed. But I suggest that combat enthusiasts, when facing ruffians or villains with daggers, the first response should be to run, and the faster, the better. The fact that humans can exert greater power with tools is inevitable, just like from fists to cold weapons to firearms."
   

        "Unless..." Casio paused slightly: "Unless you've trained your body to be harder than steel, your punching speed faster than bullets, and the power of your fist comparable to a shell. Otherwise, weapons will always have the advantage..."
   

        "Isn't this the kind of thing from comics? What was that popular one called... Captain Hong Li?" Phil scratched his head and blurted out: "There can't be such superhumans in the real world, right..."
   

        "Maybe not?"
   

        The tone of Casio's reply was more like a question than a statement. Because right now, he was just starting with secret martial arts, and there were more profound mysteries shrouded in fog.
   

        Without dispelling them, Casio didn't know where the limits of martial arts were, whether to confront firearms, bullets, and... nuclear weapons.
   

        Right, this world still hadn't developed nuclear bombs.
   

        The two of them continued to chat and walk ahead, the light from the streetlamp gradually dimmed behind them, and this part of the road was somewhat dark.
   

        Slap. A black shoe stepped on a small stone.
   

        Phil's foot slipped, but he was steadied by Casio.
   

        "Thanks coa... "
   

        The sentence was cut off abruptly, Phil's eyes widened suddenly.
   

        Clang!
   

        Around the corner of the alley on the right, a shiny silver dagger stabbed like a poisonous snake, the blade gleaming with lethal brightness under the light.
   

        Behind the dagger were a pair of cold, indifferent eyes.
   

        "Ah!" Phil couldn't help but scream.
   

        In an instant, the dagger stabbed towards his neck.
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        A fist roughened by calluses whirled with a ferocious gust, hitting the attacker directly in the elbow joint with a crisp crack.
   

        Clang! The dagger was flung away and fell to the ground.
   

        The assassin stepped to the right swiftly, his face deathly pale and terrified, cold sweat accompanied by waves of pain dripping from his forehead.
   

        His arm was flailing like a windmill, with the vague sight of fresh blood splattering out from his sleeve.
   

        Just one joint blow, and the man's arm was broken.
   

        "Kill them!" The man shouted and charged forward, drawing another dagger from his waist with his left hand.
   

        "There's more of them?!"
   

        Casio felt a pang of tension, instantly going on the offensive. He darted forward, his agile figure resembling a nimble leopard.
   

        Confronting the stabbing dagger, his sturdy arms like steel bars shot forward in a snapping motion, moving with incredible speed.
   

        Krack, krack, krack.
   

        A series of teeth-grinding bone-cracking sounds echoed out. The arm was twisted off like a twisted doughnut. The red muscle outlines broke apart revealing the white bone inside.
   

        The splattered blood stained Casio's hands.
   

        "…" Casio breathed in the bloody air deeply, no longer able to suppress the wildness wreaking inside him. His iron fist swung like a steel bar.
   

        Thump! The man's head was struck as if hit by a hammer and his body flew sideways, crashing into a trash can. The loud thud was accompanied by a sudden gush of blood.
   

        A distinct dent appeared on the surface of the steel trash can.
   

        "Heh…"
   

        The man's breath struggled out as the air could only go out but not in.
   

        "I've killed again." Casio's face disappeared into the darkness, feeling an indescribable calmness. However, his fists continued to tremble with uncontrollable excitement, with every inch of muscle on his arm seeming to jump. Fresh blood kept dripping from his knuckles.
   

        "What's happening to me?"
   

        Casio questioned himself internally. At this moment, he found himself unafraid of murdering, even feeling overwhelming excitement. Deep in his soul, it was as if an instinct-filled, blood-red balloon had been burst.
   

        The liquid inside was rapidly evaporating and rising, like an invisible hand seizing his heart and shrouding his brain.
   

        The blood-thirsty beast deep within him, was gradually activated by the blood.
   

        "It's the influence of the Shadow Demon. This inhuman creature must be influencing me!" Casio glanced back at his elongated shadow.
   

        It seemed to wriggle, as if protesting.
   

        "Then, I will do as you wish…"
   

        Casio whirled around, his legs bending and stretching. He charged headlong towards the three incoming assassins with his blood-soaked fists.
   

        Meanwhile, Phil stood still, stunned.
   

        All he saw was Coach Li Wei charging forward, and the next second, the leading man was hammered directly into the grey wall by a punch.
   

        The entire fierce face was deeply recessed, the proud nose collapsed flat, and an eye burst open. Great swathes of blood mixed with fragments of bone fell to the ground.
   

        "Ding!"
   

        Casio spun around with a side kick, kicking the dagger off the assassin's hand. The next instant, he crashed into the assassin's arms. His hands, straight like a lotus, were thrust upwards.
   

        The second assassin's chin cracked and he found himself staring at the sky, shock written across his face, and fresh blood leaking from the corners of his mouth.
   

        Thump! The assassin's body fell stiffly to the floor.
   

        Casio sprang against the wall, leaping in the opposite direction like a hungry tiger about to strike. His hands formed into fists, one behind the other, they struck hard on the last person's chest.
   

        Instantly, the man backed away frantically, his body trembling uncontrollably.
   

        He continued to shake against the wall, and before long, blood mixed with shattered internal organs flowed from the corner of his mouth.
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        Phil was stunned.
   

        In the nearby darkness, a woman was also frozen.
   

        "There's an expert..." she held her breath, cautiously retreating several steps along the corner of the wall, gradually disappearing into the shadows.
   

        "It's an assassin, specifically here to assassinate you." Casio glanced at Phil, who appeared as pale as a ghost in the distance, and slowly spoke.
   

        "What exactly does your family do for a living?"
   

        Under the night sky, yellow light from the street lamps mixed and blended with the shadows.
   

        *********************
   

        "This is your family's place?" Casio looked over from afar.
   

        In front of him was an immense gray manor, surrounded by tall walls and an iron gate. He could barely make out the crowns of the trees, and even further away, the dimly visible towering spire of a house. Glancing to the sides, it seemed to be located in a villa district.
   

        Most of the rich people of Baichuan City had a property here.
   

        "Yes, but I usually don't live here. I normally stay on Rendong Street, which is closer to school. This is where my elder brother usually lives, and my mother occasionally comes to stay here too."
   

        Phil spoke word after word, clearly displaying a sluggish mentality, likely still scared from earlier.
   

        "Let's go."
   

        Casio picked at his fingernail, which had a layer of dried blood underneath.
   

        Half an hour later, they were in a brightly lit and cozy hall. Phil, seated on a brown leather sofa, held a white porcelain cup, sipping the hot coffee inside.
   

        His earlier terror seemed to be significantly abated.
   

        The hall was decorated with an understated luxury, the high ceiling adorned with a brightly luminous crystal lamp. Gold thorn patterns were scattered across the walls, seemingly impressed upon the wallpaper. Above these patterns, vibrant and vague oil paintings of landscapes hung.
   

        Wooden tables and chairs, velvet cushions, a glass coffee table, and beautiful housemaids attending to them periodically, serving tea and water.
   

        It was apparent that Phil was not from an ordinary family. According to him, both his father and brother owned several multi-city corporations.
   

        Casio sat beside Phil, in front of him a transparent coffee table decorated with gold along its edges. On it sat three saucer-like milk-white coffee dishes. Sitting directly across from him on a similar sofa was a handsome young man with a refined and elegant demeanor.
   

        Matthew, Phil's older brother, was twenty-six years old.
   

        He had a dignified face, deep-set and 3D. His brown hair was combed back, revealing a broad forehead. A pair of crescent-shaped gold-rimmed glasses rested on his nose, and his skin was a healthy bronze color, not pale. Matthew was wearing a white shirt, with what seemed to be the silver chain of a pocket watch dangling from the pocket over his chest.
   

        "I've already sent someone to deal with the corpses. We are really fortunate to have Mr. Li Wei's presence this time. Otherwise, I fear Phil would've been in grave danger," Matthew gently set down the cup of coffee in his hand.
   

        "It's no problem, it was the least I could do."
   

        Casio took a sip of his coffee and slowly swallowed.
   

        "Brother, why would someone want to assassinate me? It's really too scary! When I saw that dagger, my mind went blank from fear. Thank goodness…" Phil glanced at Casio sitting next to him, his eyes filled with gratitude.
   

        "Since you asked, I won't hide it from you anymore," Matthew looked at Casio and said, "Mr. Li Wei does not need to leave."
   

        The following words from Matthew held a wealth of information.
   

        In short, the business Phil's family ran was not an ordinary company, but a gray one, transitioning between legality and illegality. And the main business of the company was simple, one word: alcohol.
   

        You should know, the Hong Li Federation had explicitly implemented prohibition from February in the 130th year of the Federation calendar to June in the 151st year, and even enshrined the prohibition into the federation's constitution. This piece of legislation was known as the Trent Prohibition Act, which had been implemented on February 18th of the 130th year.
   

        According to this law, it was illegal to manufacture, sell, or even transport beverages with an alcohol content exceeding 0.6 percent. Drinking alcohol at home was not illegal, but sharing drinks with friends or holding a drinking party was illegal and offenders would be fined.
   

        The maximum penalty was a fine of 3,500 Federal coins and half a year of imprisonment. Only people over the age of 20 were allowed to buy alcohol and they needed to provide proof of age and could only purchase it at designated places.
   

        This law was for advocating prohibition and to reduce societal crime problems. However, prohibition lead to widespread bootlegging and many people became rich by selling alcohol illegally. Prohibition also allowed certain underworld organizations to flourish, and they amassed enormous profits during this time.
   

        In June of the 151st year, the federal government repealed this law, removing the constraints on private alcohol operations.
   

        Theoretically, anyone could start a company and sell alcohol after obtaining the right to do so. But in reality, certain organizations had consolidated their dominance in the alcohol industry over the span of twenty years.
   

        Their influence reached into every dark corner.
   

        So, in reality, if an alcohol company wanted to sell liquor in a county or city, it had to deal with those organizations and agree on profit-sharing arrangements. Moreover, when conducting other types of business, there was no avoiding interaction with them.
   

        The Kanon Corporation, started by Phil's father, had the backing of one of the major underworld organizations in North Flow Country: Black Spade A. This was one of the largest organizations in North Flow Country, with an extremely broad range of activities. Their outwardly legitimate industries included selling alcohol, tobacco, and transportation.
   

        Under the table, they sold prohibited goods such as firearms, untraceable antiques, medicine, etc. Of course, at times, Black Spade A also provided protection or assassination services, which were priced extravagantly.
   

        Typically, no one in North Flow County would dare to provoke an influential organization like Black Spade A. However, in recent months, a group called Sand Dust appeared within the jurisdiction of North Flow County. The Sand Dust organization behaved very dominantly with a highly aggressive group of people.
   

        All the other large organizations in North Flow County had suffered losses at the hands of the Sand Dust team, and this time, they've set their sights on Black Spade A.
   

        As a result, even companies like Kanon that have business relations with Black Spade A became victims in this feud. The targets they selected were very precise, choosing the easiest target in Phil.
   

        "I see," said Casio after sipping his coffee. 
   

        The stunned Phil sitting next to him was even more shocked. All along, he thought that his family ran transportation and beverages companies. But he had never expected that the main business was alcohol and that it was associated with certain organizations.
   

        After ten minutes, Phil made his way to his room in the villa and found the purple wooden staff in the corner.
   

        Phil was not particularly interested in antiques, so he had never really examined this staff that Matthew had given him.
   

        But Coach Li Wei had saved his life. And being an antique enthusiast, giving him this staff seemed like an apt gesture.
   

        Thump, thump, thump...
   

        Phil came downstairs with the purple staff, which was as long as his arm. Without any hesitation, he handed it directly to Casio.
   

        Casio let out an exclamation while reverently receiving the staff.
   

        The moment his fingers made contact with the staff, a bitter taste, even more bitter than black coffee filled Casio's mouth.
   

        "Finally, it's in my hands..."
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        A thick, purple wooden cane lay across his knees. The cane was decoratively topped with a golden eagle motif. The edges were inlaid with a Beimu, around which was a band of light silver Genshao leaves encircling the center of the eagle's head. It appeared luxurious yet understated.
   

        The overall thickness of the cane was roughly that of an adult man's thumb.
   

        Barely holding in his excitement, Casio first sat on the sofa and examined it carefully, playing with it for a while. He acted the part of an Antiques Lover. After admiring the cane and chatting with Matthew for about five or six minutes, he made an excuse to use the toilet so he could escape.
   

        Along the rectangular carpeted corridor on both sides, there would be a copper wall lamp whenever there was a gap. The wall lamp emitted a soft yellow light, making the entire corridor quite warm and inviting.
   

        Casio was now en route to the toilet. Seeing that there was no one around, he stretched out his hand and bit his thumb hard.
   

        Instantly, a gaping wound, oozing fresh blood, appeared.
   

        Lightly pressing his thumb against the cane, Casio suddenly felt a huge flow of cold air, like an octopus licking his wound. The next second, these streams of cold air crowded their way in. Casio's entire right arm went numb.
   

        From his arm, a bitterness began to spread all the way into his mouth. Accompanying this was an intense cold sensation.
   

        It was June, the beginning of summer. But Casio felt as if he was in an ice cellar, his face was so numb that he was trembling a bit.
   

        The sensation felt like swallowing a large piece of ice on a hot day—the cold chill goes straight to the brain, numbing the entire body.
   

        Fortunately, the bitter and cold sensations came and went quickly.
   

        In just a few seconds, Casio had finished absorbing these cold sensations, and no more icy cold air flowed from the cane.
   

        He took a deep breath, his hand against the wall, and released a sigh. Looking up, he saw a series of numbers gradually appearing in his field of view.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 1.1'
   

        Considering a unit of one as the amount of Obsession Energy needed for one Retrospection of an era, then this purple cane contained 1.1 units of Obsession Energy, slightly more than enough for one Retrospection.
   

        As expected, the Obsession Energy contained in different antiques varies. I wonder what this intensity depends on…" 
   

        Casio rubbed the cane in his hand, muttering to himself.
   

        Once again, he glanced at the right upper corner, above the display of Obsession Energy. The rune logo of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant hung alone at the top, with no other logos appearing next to it.
   

        For example, a wooden cane topped with a golden eagle pattern.
   

        Narrowing his eyes and sensing a little, Casio understood.
   

        Not all Obsession Antiques can produce rune logos like the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant. Most of them just possess Obsession Energy. In other words, there are actually two types of antiques.
   

        First, Casio calls them Legendary Antiques.
   

        For example, the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant. Not only can this kind of antique contain Obsession Energy, but it also has the Obsession Node of its original owner, allowing Casio to engage in Retrospection cultivation. The original owner of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant, Li Wei, has three important nodes.
   

        Youth Training Camp Incident, Sect Destruction War, and the Road of Revenge.
   

        The second type, Casio calls them Obsession Antiques.
   

        As the name suggests, there is only Obsession Energy in it, but no Obsession Node like Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant. For example, the purple wood cane he just completely absorbed only serves as a source of energy.
   

        Coming back to reality, Casio looked down at his thumb, the wound had already scabbed over. He gave his right hand leaning on the wall a glance, there was a small bloody dot on the smooth and shiny wall. It was left when he himself leaned his right hand against the wall just now, the blood spot was very small, it should not be discovered.
   

        Turning back, the sound of footsteps gradually spread towards the toilet.
   

        Casio quickly washed his hands, and also cleaned the blood-stained cane. He turned around and took the same route back.
   

        Stepping out of the corridor and into the villa's hall, a foot stepped onto the marble floor and instantly stiffened. Casio clicked his tongue, glanced at the cane in his hand, then let out another click, realizing something instantly: "In addition to the purple cane, there are also Obsession Antiques in this villa!!!"
   

        It's no surprise that a rich businessman who owns several cross-market companies would have so many antique collections in his house! Today's harvest was abundant...
   

        At this unexpected gain, a genuine smile couldn't help but spread across Casio's face.
   

        "Oh right, the reason I didn't notice anything unusual when I walked from the living room just now was because I was still holding the purple cane. The bitterness of other distant Obsession Antiques was not noticeable compared to the close proximity bitterness the purple cane triggered."
   

        "Since I've sensed it, I can't miss the chance. I only need the Obsession Energy inside. As long as that artifact is not a Legendary Antique, I can completely absorb the Obsession Energy inside and then put it back." Casio thought to himself.
   

        He then remembered that when he told Matthew earlier that he needed to use the toilet, he didn't specify whether it was a pee or poop. If it was poop, it would be quite normal to delay in the toilet for a few minutes.
   

        With that thought, Casio quickly scanned the environment.
   

        Nobody around, not even the occasional wandering waitstaff.
   

        He immediately walked into the center of the hall, looking for the source of the bitter taste with his tongue that was as sensitive as a search dog's nose. The closer he got to the Obsession Antique, the more intense the bitterness in his mouth.
   

        A couple of minutes went by, and he had roughly made a round of the entire hall. He was increasingly sure that the source was on the second or third floor.
   

        On the right side of the hall was a spiral staircase. On one side was a rustic metal handrail ending with a spherical handle.
   

        Casio looked up, lightly tapping his toe. Instantly, his body shot upward like an agile cheetah, with great speed. He reached the second-floor staircase in a matter of seconds.
   

        And during this process, not a sound was made.
   

        Truth be told, a practitioner of Secret Martial Art would never starve to death out of foolishness. Just the ability to control body muscles alone could turn one into a top-notch thief. Scaling walls and moving quietly are easy to achieve, and even if detected, one can easily escape.
   

        However, no practitioner of Secret Martial Art would resort to stealing, an act that is embarrassing. They have other ways to make money.
   

        Standing at the entrance of the second-floor staircase, Casio took a moment to sense. The source of the bitterness was mostly confirmed to be on the second floor of the villa.
   

        Ahead was a spacious hall similar to the one on the first floor; couches and cabinets were arranged in a circle, oil paintings hung on the walls. In the corner were potted plants and decorative antiques.
   

        Further on were corridors leading to different areas of the second floor. Every now and then there were rooms along the hallway. At the end on the right, occasional noises emanated from behind a dark red wooden door. On the brass tag above was the word: Study room.
   

        "White bird, my son...has been attacked by the Sand Dust..."
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        "Not this one…"}
   

        In the second-floor hall, Casio was progressing and touching what appeared to be antiques. Three minutes later, he took his hand off a painting at the corner of the corridor, then turned to look at the study nearby.
   

        His shoes silently stepped on the floor. Casio stood in front of the study room door, where the vague sound of a man's speech came from inside.
   

        The content seemed to involve the Black Spade and the Sand Dust Organization. There should be two people in the study — one, Matthew, Phil's father, who was on the phone, and the other, the steward of the villa.
   

        Casio caught a key piece of information.
   

        The Black Spade planned to retaliate against the Sand Dust Organization for its recent actions. One of the locations was Baichuan City. The Sand Dust had collected a batch of mysterious antiques from the outer counties, planning on transporting them to Baichuan City for an antique exhibition and auction this month.
   

        Several of the antiques seemed to carry tragic stories that attracted attention, although it was unclear whether these were created by the Sand Dust or originally present. In any case, these were the headline auction items.
   

        Due to the large quantity of antiques, if they were resold to the wealthy in Baichuan City and several nearby cities, it was estimated that the Sand Dust would make a significant profit. Therefore, the Black Spade decided to mess up this deal, preferably intercepting the antiques during transport.
   

        This would serve as a lesson to the Sand Dust.
   

        "July 25th, after midnight, the warehouse at 118 Beika Street, Baichuan City. A black Fortune Car for transport, with a standard three-person escort, possibly armed…"
   

        Regardless of its potential use, Casio jotted down this information. Perhaps it would serve as a lifesaver at the time?
   

        Life is unpredictable.
   

        "Here, it is." Casio finally found the source of the bitter scent. It was an antique vase used for decoration at the study door, all white, with a retro cyan hue. A light gold rim adorned the edge, with a series of patterns extending to the bottom.
   

        Casio tentatively pressed his thumb against it, and a familiar sensation rushed into his heart as cold air poured in through the wound.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 1.1→1.2→1.3→1.4...'
   

        "So cold." While feeling the rapid increase of Obsession Energy, Casio also endured the icy chill that made his muscles stiff and tremble.
   

        Click…
   

        The vase shook slightly, lightly swaying.
   

        The talking inside abruptly quieted down.
   

        Crack! Suddenly, the study door was opened.
   

        A burly middle-aged man wearing a white shirt and brown waistcoat walked out. He was authoritative, his hair meticulous, his sideburns chestnut-colored, and his eyes sharp. His profound features instantly brought to mind a soaring eagle.
   

        The man glanced left and right in the corridor, noticing nothing. He closed the door again, and the sound of his conversation with the steward came out.
   

        "Get fifty thousand federal coins and put them in a document bag. I will go down later to thank a gentleman named Li Wei."
   

        "Wait, add another twenty thousand. Seventy thousand federal coins will do..."
   

        The living room on the first floor.
   

        "Apologies, I suddenly had some stomach trouble, and kept you waiting."
   

        From the side corridor, Casio emerged.
   

        "No problem." Matthew gave a light smile: "I was just discussing with Phil about the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall. He wants to learn some real combat skills to protect himself. Over the next few months, I'm afraid we'll be troubling Mr. Li Wei."
   

        Phil also hesitantly looked over at the same time.
   

        "That's not an issue. As long as you truly want to learn fighting skills, focus, and train with me for a while, you'll definitely reap the benefits." Casio took up his cane again and reclined back into his original position on the sofa.
   

        After three minutes, a burly man in a white shirt walked down the stairs to the living room.
   

        "Father."
   

        Phil and Matthew both rose to their feet.
   

        "Mr. Jason." Casio also politely stood up.
   

        The man before their eyes was Jason Hudson, the father of Matthew and Phil. He exuded a subtle yet undeniable air of authority, his strong brows and gaze leaving a profound impression.
   

        "Haha, please, no need for formalities, let's sit and talk." Jason spoke to Casio with a smile, simultaneously gesturing everyone to sit with a wave of his hand.
   

        Just as Casio sat down, a brown file bag was handed to him, bulging as if it was stuffed with something.
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, thank you for your assistance. Without your help, my Phil would not have been able to see me again." Jason said from his place on the sofa, casually patting Phil's head as he spoke.
   

        "Accept this as a small token of gratitude, please do not refuse." He directly thrust the folder into Casio's arms, withdrawing his hand decisively.
   

        "Well...I'll accept then."
   

        Casio had no reasons for pretense. He left Fengnan City to come to Baichuan City and apply for a coaching position at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall in order to make money. Cultivating the Secret Martial Art of the Wind Elephant required special potions and balms, which all cost a good amount of money.
   

        Apart from that, Casio also had to look for Legendary Antiques and Obsession Antiques as much as possible. Both connections and financial channels were indispensable.
   

        Maybe establishing a relationship with the Hudson family was a good idea.
   

        After more than half an hour had passed, a cool breeze came towards him.
   

        Casio took a deep breath of the night air, turning his head to look back at the brightly lit gray-white villa. He glanced towards the upper right corner, unable to hold back a trace of joy from shining in his eyes.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 1.9'
   

        Two Obsession Antiques, the purple wood cane provided 1.1 Obsession Energy, and the white vase accounted for 0.8 Obsession Energy.
   

        The energy source for his next retrospection was already prepared. Casio had a hunches, different retrospection nodes required different amounts of Obsession Energy, after all they represented different stages of Li Wei's strength. The first retrospection, which dealt with the events at the Youth Training Camp, required 1 Obsession Energy. The Sect Destruction War should require more, but it probably wouldn't exceed 2 energy points.
   

        It seemed rather definite, which reassured Casio. Naturally, he wouldn't stop looking for Obsession Antiques.
   

        After all, he frequented various antique shops in Baichuan City every other day, hoping to get his hands on both big and small fish.
   

        "There are actually 70,000 bills, quite generous."
   

        Casio walked down the avenue towards his dwelling place, casually opening the "gratitude" gift from Jason. Inside the brown file bag were seven bundles of thick yellow bills, each bundle comprising of a hundred bills, each bill denoting a hundred Hong Li Federation Coins.
   

        One should know, Hong Li Federation was one of the three most powerful countries in the world. The Federation's currency was quite valuable, possessing great purchasing power.
   

        "Tomorrow morning I'll go to the drugstore to buy medicinal materials, mid-morning and lunch I'll roam around the major antique shops in Baichuan City, then the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall in the afternoon..."
   

        Casio muttered to himself, his schedule for tomorrow seemingly already full. He was busy but there was a rare sense of fulfillment.
   

        Having walked a distance along the avenue, there was a rectangular platform beside the sidewalk, with a brass sign standing on it.
   

        "It's half past seven, the bus is gone, I wonder if there is still any horse carriage available?" He walked onto the platform, a cane resting on his right hand.
   

        In the metropolises of the Hong Li Federation, and even in the first and second-tier cities, horse carriages had basically become extinct. Only in medium and small cities like Fengnan City and Baichuan City could one occasionally see horse carriages.
   

        A decade ago, horse carriages were still a popular means of travel but now they were gradually being replaced by sedans and buses.
   

        A leaf fell from the ornamental tree by the road.
   

        "Jingle jingle."
   

        Not far away, a black tented horse carriage pulled by two horses came into view.
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        There were hardly any pedestrians on the street, and the soft, yellow light in the buildings across the dim street was the only view visible from afar. The faint light of the moon sprinkled through the clouds barely shed light on the blurry shadows of the corners of the walls.
   

        Shortly, the black hooded carriage halted beside the elevated platform, and Casio naturally took his seat.
   

        Casio leaned against the brown leather seat, the sides of which were simply treated with lacquer and engraved work. As it's for customer use, it was not designed in the extravagant Baroque style associated with the aristocrats. Such carriages were extremely luxurious, with spacious and comfortable carriage shells, dazzling gold statue skirts at the back, and even gold-plated and relief carved wheels.
   

        These were the symbols of the wealthy and prominent people of the past.
   

        Of course, with the rapid changes brought about by progress and technological development, vehicles resembling iron boxes gradually replaced the old-fashioned horse carriages, and stretch luxury cars took the place of extravagant carriages.
   

        "Where would you like to go, sir?" An aging man with a head full of white hair raised his whip and asked Casio for his destination.
   

        "25 Banner Street, Jessica's apartment."
   

        "Alright, please hold tight."
   

        The horses began moving, and the vehicle slowly followed them.
   

        Seated in the carriage, Casio looked at the slightly desolate streets on either side. Rows of pale yellow houses, resembling building blocks, black streetlights mimicking European candlesticks, and the occasional tall spire of grey-white buildings, either apartments or churches.
   

        The familiarity intermixed with strangeness of the style made Casio somewhat solemn.
   

        Casio took the handfuls of banknotes from the file bag he was carrying and placed them all into the spacious pocket on the inside of his coat. He then threw the bag out and spoke to the carter.
   

        "You're taking me to a desolate place, what are you going to do?"
   

        Whoosh! A straight fist suddenly swung from the front!
   

        Casio was about to respond with his fist when he suddenly spotted a flash of icy light between the assailant's knuckles. He immediately made a quick move to the left, executing a roll and jumped out from the window side of the carriage.
   

        "Seems like you are with those guys from the evening..."
   

        On the ashy white street, Casio lightly placed his right hand on the rough, brick stone. Like a spring, his whole body sprung up right away.
   

        Thump!
   

        His black leather boots hit the ground.
   

        The carter jumped down from the carriage. His previously hunched body straightened, and his seemingly moderate stature gradually unfurled, shockingly morphing into an unusually burly figure in an instant.
   

        If it comes to height, this man was half a head taller than Casio.
   

        "Don't lump me in with those pieces of trash." A raspy voice echoed. The voice was entirely different from the previous frail one.
   

        Underneath the moonlight, the carter peeled off his head and facial disguise. It revealed a vicious face with distinct features.
   

        He was probably in his thirties. His light-green eyes held a viciousness reminiscent of a poisonous snake. His temples bulged, his neck veins were prominent, and his short hair stood on end, straight as steel needles.
   

        A silver ring glittered on his right index finger, and a faintly sparkling silver needle was wedged between his index and middle fingers.
   

        "You're pretty good, have you trained in boxing? Sanda? Or is it mixed martial arts?" The man pitched the needle he was holding down on the ground.
   

        The surface of the needle seemed to have a layer of poison smeared on it.
   

        "Initially, I wanted to kill you like an assassin, but I've now changed my mind." He twisted his neck, which made a cracking sound. As he stretched out both his hands, his entire body muscles immediately bulged.
   

        "Kill me? Don't be absurd…" What Casio hated the most was arrogant enemies, especially those who violated the martial code.
   

        "I hope you can be so tough when you're begging for mercy on your knees."
   

        As soon as his voice fell, the man lunged violently towards him. Casio quickly adopted a stance in accordance with the Wind Elephant Combat Technique to fend off the attack.
   

        Whoosh! A quick swing punch came rushing towards him. His arm cleaved through the air with a faint hissing sound. In an instant, Casio launched a punch, his muscles contracted and rebounded on his arm and shoulder. He surged forward, converting defense to offense.
   

        With a thud, the man's arm was deflected, and a fist mercilessly aimed at his shoulder. The man quickly dodged to one side, spinning to deliver a knee strike as his foot hit the ground.
   

        Mid-air, callused palms and knee collided harshly. Both men retreated a step. Casio shook his slightly numb hand while the man twisted his right foot.
   

        After one exchange, neither side gained the upper hand.
   

        "Skills of at least a third-grade professional, maybe fourth. Not bad. But I've killed even fifth-grade pros..." The man slightly narrowed his eyes as a killing intent began to spread around him.
   

        Thump, thump, thump! A series of sounds echoed through the quiet alley as fists and flesh collided. Two figures clashed fiercely, fists, feet, knees, arms, and elbows were all weapons. Every strike was aimed at the vital spot, and the one slightly slower would get severely injured.
   

        This was not a regulated fight, but a real killing technique.
   

        Casio was a bit troubled to keep up with the fierce attacks at first, since the man seemed to be a professional assassin with rich combat experience. However, he soon adapted, all thanks to Lixia's relentless actual combat training.
   

        Over a hundred battles provided Casio with a rich foundation. Facing the tricky boxing method of the assassin, he quickly found countermeasures in his memory. The connection between various killing moves was becoming more smooth and slick.
   

        Thud! A fist slammed hard onto the man's arm, causing him to tremble from the immense force. The man stumbled backward.
   

        "What a powerful swing punch!" The man was slightly taken aback. He couldn't place where the youth's technique originated from. His boxing method had a perfect structure with hardly any flaws. More so, his arm swings were vicious, fast, heavy and tricky.
   

        "Strength prediction error, possibly a fifth-rank. Then I'll need to change my strategy..." The man shook his hand and squinted.
   

        He swiftly retreated to dodge Casio's oncoming arm. He made a slight footwork adjustment and walked a few steps to the right.
   

        Under the hazy moonlight, a dark shadow whisked in from not far away.
   

        "Mandala Explosive Technique..."
   

        The man inhales and exhales quickly. His right arm echoed with a series of explosions, and his muscles swelled with a force that was at least forty to fifty percent stronger than his normal state.
   

        He stomped heavily on the ground, and fiercely punched towards Casio.
   

        Bang! Two larger than average fists collided in mid-air, making both men's thick arm muscles quake. The unleashed force tore open their sleeves with a ripping sound.
   

        "An explosive technique?" Casio made a slight sound of surprise.
   

        "He knows it too!?" The man's eyes widened in surprise.
   

        A murderous intent flashed in his eyes, and his left hand shot out lightning fast, a glint of metal appearing between the fingers on his fist.
   

        Slap! Casio's arm, like a steel whip, beat him to it. Instantly, his hand smacked the man's wrist, and the steel needle clanged as it fell.
   

        "Another explosive technique!?"
   

        The man's pupils contracted as he released a ferocious kick. Forcing Casio away, he immediately spun around to escape.
   

        "Stop!"
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        Two figures, one after the other, quickly dashed into a dark alleyway. All one could hear was the sound of rapid footsteps echoing in the narrow space.
   

        Casio dashed around a corner in hot pursuit of the man. Suddenly, a glint of cold light flashed across his sight, a blood-streaked blade leading the way.
   

        "Thud!"
   

        The large man was kicked and sent flying. The sounds of his clothing rustling against the rough ground rang loudly in the air.
   

        His face twisted in pain as he rose, first glancing at the dagger in the distance, then wiping the blood from his mouth. He promptly vaulted over a wall, disappearing into the darkness of the block.
   

        At the street corner against the wall, Casio chose not to continue the chase, instead looking at his right forearm. His sleeve had been slashed open, revealing a palm-sized line of blood on his skin.
   

        The seeping blood gradually dyed the adjacent cloth red.
   

        A skin wound, it hadn't penetrated deep into the flesh. But...
   

        Casio quickly walked forward a few steps, picking up the silvery dagger on the ground. Its slender, slightly curved blade looked exceptionally thin and the edges were extremely smooth. Fortunately, it wasn't poisoned.
   

        He let out a long sigh. His formerly pounding heart slowed down as his breathing gradually returned to normal.
   

        To become immune to a deadly poison was beyond Casio's current physique. It would take extensive practice of the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art to suppress and become immune to a portion of the toxins.
   

        After all, once a toxin is introduced into the human body, it is almost inevitable for a living organism to be affected and present negative symptoms.
   

        However, there's an alternative. If one is unable to become immune to the poison on the weapon, then one should train their muscles and skin to be as hard as iron, impervious to any weapon's edge. The ultimate result would be the same.
   

        The Elephant Soul Secret Technique within the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art comprises three different levels: Spike, Insect Bite, and Fire Wind. As a practitioner reaches each level, their physical quality would take a significant leap. But Casio had not even accomplished a third of the first level, Spike.
   

        Even so, his physical endurance and strength had markedly improved. During the skirmish, the assassin who was half a head taller and physically bigger, had been at a disadvantage. His physical advantage had been completely overshadowed by Casio's Elephant Soul Secret Technique training, the gap even widening in Casio's favor.
   

        Indeed, Casio's muscular development could be considered superior to the large man. If he were to cultivate the Elephant Soul Secret Technique to the first level, Spike, or even the second level, Insect Bite, it's safe to say that his body could bear the brunt of a dagger or even, perhaps, a small handgun...
   

        He gently dusted off his hands, interrupting his train of thought. Casio pressed one hand against his wound and briskly walked away.
   

        "Next time, I must always keep a dagger on me…" he mused.
   

        ******************
   

        The next day, the sky was a brilliant blue with white clouds scattered across it. A beam of sunlight shone through a gold-rimmed crevice, making the grey rooftops and shrubbery glisten in the light.
   

        Baichuan City, 25 Banner Street, Jessica's Apartment.
   

        Top floor, room facing the sunrise.
   

        The light-blue embroidered curtain shaded most of the sunlight, with only a single streak of light piercing through a gap and casting a long rectangular golden ray on the white ceramic tiled floor, warming the brown blanket on the bed.
   

        On the bed, lay a resolute face, eyes closed tightly. Not particularly handsome, but a strong determination was evident in his features.
   

        Suddenly, the chirping of birds sounded from outside the window.
   

        "Mmm?" Casio opened his eyes, looking somewhat confused.
   

        He had been dreaming, imagining himself as the original Li Wei. In that rainy night, Finn and his two thug friends were tearing Li Chu's clothes, while he, like a coward, cowered in the corner, trembling with each clap of thunder.
   

        "Damnit!" Casio cursed under his breath, and sat up.
   

        He was not the original Li Wei, he was not a coward. All the deeds that Li Wei was too cowardly to do, Casio had done in the Era of Retrospection.
   

        Fighting! Saving his sister, then fighting again!
   

        If it weren't for the limitations, Casio would be eager to kill.
   

        He always believed that one is not born into this world to be submissive. Unprecedented compromises will only push oneself to the edge of a cliff. In the Youth Training Camp incident, Casio lived the life that Li Wei longed to, he did what Li Wei yearned for the most.
   

        And all of these were also, equally what Casio wanted to do. Even if the Era of Retrospection is just an illusion that can't influence the history of the past, Casio still wanted to relieve it for the sake of Li Wei, Li Chu, and himself.
   

        Of course, the premise of all this is that you have enough muscle. He earned seventy thousand federal coins yesterday, which just came in handy to buy medicinal herbs this morning.
   

        Getting up to the window, he pulled open the curtains. Bright sunlight immediately diffused, whisking away the shadows in the white room.
   

        He opened the window and took a breath of fresh air. The sunlight fell on the sparse green vegetation below, revealing a glossy green sheen.
   

        Next to Jessica's apartment was Camphor Road, with two rows of tall and vigorous trees, rustling in the wind.
   

        At the edge of the road, five or six black sedans with upswept tails were parked. The roofs of the cars were covered with the branches and leaves that had accumulated overnight.
   

        "Happy Saint Bath Festival!" "Happy holidays!" "..."
   

        Downstairs, on the street. A long line of people was slowly walking towards this side, and the leading few were wearing decorative clothes characteristic of the local customs. Young and attractive women, donned with black gauze turbans each carrying a flower basket in one hand and scattering flower petals with the other.
   

        Among the crowd following them were those holding religious symbols such as the cross, those carrying white ribbons and fresh flowers, and some playing musical instruments. In total, there were nearly a hundred people.
   

        The residents on both sides were also welcoming with open arms, even deliberately standing in the places where the petals were being scattered, letting the white petals fall on their heads.
   

        This is the Saint Bath Festival, a national holiday of the Hong Li Federation. Initially, it was a religious festival, but it gradually became a more comprehensive festival.
   

        The women here sprinkle white petals on people's heads, which is actually to mimic the process of holy water bathing the whole body, taking away sins and filth. In general, it carries a positive connotation.
   

        Adults like it very much, and the kids love it even more.
   

        Because on the day of the Saint Bath Festival, schools will have a day off.
   

        Also, homework cannot be assigned on this day.
   

        At Jessica's Apartment, Casio quickly freshened up in the bathroom then put on his clothes and descended the stairs.
   

        A plump old lady dressed in a floral dress came towards him. She had white hair, was wearing reading glasses, and using a walking stick.
   

        "Good Morning Mrs. Jessica."
   

        Casio waved his hand. This lady was the landlady of the apartment.
   

        "Ah ...Good Morning... Mr. Dimitrios."
   

        It took Mrs. Jessica a while to respond, she turned her head to look at Casio's retreating figure, seemingly pondering something.
   

        Everyone in the apartment knew that Mrs. Jessica suffered from memory loss...
   

        So, Casio didn't mind what name she called him.
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        "First, let's have breakfast..."
   

        Casio glanced at the white petals on the ground and then strolled along the Camphor road. A fragrant aroma wafted over from a distance.
   

        On the north side of Banner Street, there were many breakfast shops on either side of the street.
   

        The cast iron gates were already up, and the shop owners and their helpers were preparing hot food, such as grilled meat sandwiches, oatmeal porridge, sausages, and bacon, among other things. Some bakeries by the side of the breakfast shops had also already opened, with customers coming and going.
   

        The air was permeated with the fresh aroma of baked bread.
   

        The physical exertion of practicing Secret Martial Art meant that Casio naturally had a big appetite. He ordered a bowl of oatmeal porridge, three grilled sausages, and two grilled meat-and-vegetable sandwiches, which he finished in a few bites.
   

        Next to a camphor tree, under the scattered golden spots, Casio held a stack of newspapers in his left hand, wrapping his freshly cooked Fried Fish Chips. In his right hand, he held a cup of hot milk.
   

        "It smells quite good..." He lowered his head to look at the golden fries. Just as he was about to eat, Casio suddenly realized.
   

        His wound had not healed, so it would be best not to eat seafood.
   

        Despite the disappointment, he had no choice. He threw his head back to finish his milk, then headed towards the distant pharmacy.
   

        On his way, passing by Purple Lake Park, Casio left the Fried Fish Chips on a black bench. If the park janitors didn't clean it, a tramp would probably take it.
   

        "Ding, ding, ding..."
   

        A series of clear bell sounds came from ahead. It turned out to be a postman riding a bicycle with a wind hat on. He wore a striking blue uniform, and slung across his waist was a diagonal bag, which was greenish-blue.
   

        The bag contained mail from afar.
   

        "Ding ding ding..." Casio and the postman passed by each other.
   

        He spent a full ten thousand Federal Coins that morning. Indeed, practicing martial arts required a significant amount of money. If he were truly poor, without any financial support, he probably wouldn't even be able to get started.
   

        At half-past eleven, Casio carried two large bags over his shoulders back to Jessica's apartment. Each bag was swollen, almost the size of a child, weighing about fifty kilos.
   

        Without some strength, it would be impossible to carry these bags that far.
   

        After closing the door with a creak, Casio put down the bags.
   

        Thump! Thump!
   

        Unrolling the tops of the bags, he took out several packets of medicinal materials wrapped in newspaper. Strong medicinal scents immediately wafted throughout the room. Half an hour later, Casio finally stood up straight.
   

        To his right were large pieces of packaged medicine bags, each representing the amount of medicinal bath needed for one use. On his left were piles of medicinal materials of varying sizes mixed together.
   

        Those were for making medicinal paste, which could be stored for a long time.
   

        They were generally stored in bottles for convenience of carrying.
   

        In terms of training methods, of course, daily medicinal baths are most effective, provided you have money. Because medicinal baths inevitably waste herbs, and the number of wasted herbs are quite significant.
   

        On the other hand, medicinal paste is not wasteful, can be carried around, and prepared in advance. The only drawback is that the effectiveness of training is not as high. Which one to choose is entirely up to individuals from the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        The Gate typically only provides the medicinal paste dosage for each month.
   

        Of course, times are different now. The Hong Li Federation of seventy years ago and the Hong Li Federation of today are clearly not the same.
   

        With the rapid technological advancement, many previously rare and valuable medicinal materials have now become commonplace. Moreover, with the revolutionary development of transportation and corresponding tools, the cost of transporting medicinal materials has greatly reduced. The sources of medicinal materials have expanded from a single country to the entire Hong Li Federation, or even all countries along the shipping routes.
   

        Casio glanced at the seventy or eighty bags of medicinal bath ingredients lying at his feet and nodded with satisfaction. They should last about three months.
   

        Even the son of the Gate Master of the Wind Elephant couldn't dare to dream of having a medicinal bath every day. After all, the production of the medicinal bath must contain specific ingredients, which are tied to the rarest herbs. One of these herbs is the Orchid Heart Grass, which used to be produced in only two places in North Flow Country.
   

        Conversely, seventy years later, the Star Blue Empire in Star Blue Continent had a province that was full of this medicinal herb. Round after round of ships transported it to the Hong Li Federation, the price was low if not cheap.
   

        The price of Orchid Heart Grass was even cheaper than other medicinal materials.
   

        Such was the advantage of time.
   

        Starting from twelve o'clock, continuing to one-thirty in the afternoon, Casio was preparing medicinal paste needed for Elephant Soul Secret Technique. The intense burned and medicinal smells slowly floated into the sky from the window.
   

        Luckily, he lived on the top floor of Jessica's apartment, with no neighbors above, otherwise, Casio would have been likely reported for it.
   

        The smell of boiling medicine was too strong. He couldn't stand it himself.
   

        "Never mind three to four months, even if it is six months to a year, it would be enough." Casio put two diamond-shape glass bottles the size of an average human's head in the cabinet, filled with black medicinal paste.
   

        This medicinal paste couldn't be used as of now; it needed to be sealed and fermented for a week. When it emits a smell like river silt, it can be used by applying. By then, Casio would distribute this large amount into many small bottles for emergency use. For now, they would be stored here.
   

        He walked briskly into the living room, putting all these medicinal materials back into the large bag, and finally, put the bag in a cool and dry place.
   

        After finishing all this, Casio took a cold shower.
   

        Five minutes later, in front of the mirror, he looked at his right forearm. All the scabs on the wound had fallen off, only a white line was left, which was the new skin growing out.
   

        As he practiced Secret Martial Art, his healing ability seemed to be much stronger than average people, at least his minor injuries healed faster.
   

        After drying his body and getting dressed.
   

        Pulling the curtain to one side, a black rope was tied up. The medicinal smell in the room was too strong, and it probably wouldn't disperse even in an afternoon.
   

        When he opened the door, Casio picked up the black wide-brimmed hat from the coat rack, then he turned the cold metal handle and walked out.
   

        Descending down the stairs and turning right, he arrived at Camphor road. Some vendors were moving their stalls, after lunch and before dinner they would return.
   

        Casio glanced at the buildings opposite. Most of them were grey-white Victorian-style buildings. There were pointed gables above the bay windows, and the surface was decorated with carved or lace contours.
   

        The walls were red brick, with a lot of decorative carvings at the edges.
   

        All along the way, the exterior of the residences here were installed with iron railings, each with a metal decorative plate on the shoulders of the railings.
   

        Inside were decorated trees with colored ribbons.
   

        Naturally, the owners of these residences were not poor, nor were they wealthy merchants like the Hudson family. They were the middle class, those with decent jobs, financially well-off, the elites of society.
   

        At least in Baichuan City, they were considered elites in their respective industries.
   

        Stopping a horse carriage casually along the roadside, Casio left Banner Street. About ten minutes later, he reached a crossroad platform.
   

        He paid the fare and stepped down from the horse carriage.
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        The buildings on either side of the street were markedly lower than before, and the roads were relatively quiet. The only thing there was a black streetlight, each one having two protruding brackets beside the bulb, rather like candlesticks.
   

        They were the only decorations on this secluded road.
   

        Going past these pale yellow buildings, Casio followed the sidewalk paved with square tiles to the deeper part of the intersection on the right.
   

        At the end of the road, one could even see the black cliffs and the grassy trees behind. It was incredibly remote. No one would have expected a rather narrow antique shop to be situated here.
   

        A rectangular metal nameplate was hung above the shop.
   

        "Old Father's Antique shop."
   

        Well, the name is quite strange. Usually, if someone names their shop like this, they would add a name in front. For example, Charlie's Old Father's Antique Shop, but this antique shop seemed to be more unorthodox.
   

        Casio had been here once before the day before yesterday. The shop owner was a thin old man with round spectacles. His temper was rather quirky.
   

        Despite this, he quite enjoyed being here.
   

        The lack of people was, rather ironically, its appeal to Casio.
   

        He patted the bulging pocket on his left chest. This time his scouring of antique shops across the city seemed somewhat promising, provided that the Obsession Antiques or Legendary Antiques were there. Otherwise, even if he had a mountain of gold and silver, he couldn't buy the Obsession Energy he desired.
   

        After standing for a moment, he pushed the door and entered.
   

        "Welcome to Old Father's Antique Shop…"
   

        An aged voice rose from behind the red counter at the entrance, and the old man in a white shirt and yellow waistcoat raised his head slightly.
   

        "Hello, Old Father." Casio waved his hand.
   

        He's not much of a gregarious person, on the contrary, he seemed to be quite cold by nature. But for some reason, he always got a sense of familiarity with this old man. Maybe it was innate compatibility? Anyway, he was most comfortable in this antique shop.
   

        Last time he stayed late into the night flipping through items, Old Father even treated him to a soybean sandwich, a somewhat bizarre food.
   

        But admittedly, the flavor was actually pretty good.
   

        "Li Wei, have you eaten lunch yet?" Old Father slowly put down the stuff in his hand, circled the counter, and picked up a plate.
   

        "Not yet. I was planning to eat at Nington Street." Casio had been busy sorting herbs and cooking ointment just before, hence he hadn't had the time to eat.
   

        "Then have a soybean sandwich to fill your stomach first..."
   

        The old man pushed a plate towards Casio containing a sandwich. Without any hesitation, Casio picked it up and started eating.
   

        "Thank you, Old Father."
   

        "Hahaha." Old Father laughed cheerfully, his small eyes squinting, white eyebrows trembling, giving off a strange and amiable aura.
   

        "Old Father, you're feeding your customers weird soybean sandwiches again." A weird voice came from the entrance.
   

        A little girl wearing a children's T-shirt, holding a large ice cream cone, glanced at Old Father and then at Casio.
   

        "What do you mean weird? The soybean sandwich is clearly the most delicious sandwich in the world!" Old Father said angrily, "One more thing~ Little Yu, did you skip school and come back home again?"
   

        "Old Father, you're getting confused again. Today is the Saint's Bath Festival, school's on holiday." The little girl yelled a few times, seemingly afraid that the slightly deaf Old Father wouldn't hear her. She then proceeded upstairs.
   

        "Hey, you dare to admonish Old Father."
   

        The old man waved the empty plate in his hand.
   

        "By the way, Old Father, when is Uncle Yun coming back?"
   

        The little girl upstairs shook her hair bangs.
   

        "At least another month. He's on the ship back from The United Republic of Yana." Old Father put down the plate and said: "By the way, don't interrupt, you haven't responded to Old Father's question just then."
   

        Casio chuckled at the scene next to him. Both the child and the old man were cute, but their cuteness was more about their characters.
   

        He found out last time that the daddy and Little Yu were not from the Hong Li Federation, but from the Star Blue Empire in the Star Blue Continent. Their family also had an Uncle Yun who was abroad for business.
   

        Their business seemed to be related to antiques, and a small batch of antiques would be transported to Baichuan City every once in a while. However, these antiques were peculiar and of little value.
   

        Watching the determined old man walk upstairs, Casio couldn't help shaking his head. Maybe they got along so well because of the child's stubbornness.
   

        It is often said that the older one gets, the more childlike their temper becomes. Innocence at heart?
   

        He turned his head and walked toward the shelves in the antique shop.
   

        From the outside, the antique shop seemed small, but it was quite large inside. There are about a dozen pale yellow shelves in the centre, not professionally made, but handmade.
   

        You could see the wood grain and nail rivets on the edges.
   

        Some odd trinkets were displayed on the shelves.
   

        Music boxes, old pocket watches, bulky books, parchment...
   

        The low counters covered with yellow cloth, surrounding the shelves on three sides against the wall, displayed larger antiques.
   

        Half-body sculptures, broken iron swords, vintage oil paintings spread flat, ceramic pots resembling teapots or night pots. All kinds of weird stuff without the specificity of a big antique shop.
   

        However, the complexity and diversity of small items seemed to be superior.
   

        As usual, Casio searched and examined from left to right, from the head of the room to the tail.
   

        Although he had a golden tongue to detect bitterness, this wasn't foolproof. When Casio first approached his senior brother wearing the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant, his mouth did not taste bitter.
   

        Only touching it with his hand would give the most reliable result. If the antique had obsession energy, his arm would feel numb and bitter. Of course, if some obsession antiques were hidden too deeply, and he could only sense them when there were wounds on his arm, Casio would have to accept his fate. He couldn't possibly run around touching everything with his bloody thumb. He could handle neither the rust nor the bacteria, let alone getting kicked out.
   

        As he moved from one shelf near the road to another, Casio made no unexpected discoveries.
   

        Putting down the goblet in his hand, he picked up a bronze coin next to him. The surface was rough and old, the metallic feel was weak, and the oxidation was not light. Casio gently rubbed it with his thumb, and his brow raised instantly.
   

        "Familiar bitterness... Am I having a lucky streak these days?"
   

        The corners of his mouth couldn't help but curve upward.
   

        Sure enough, the coin in his hand was an obsession antique. Casio glanced around, rubbing the coin vigorously with his hand.
   

        The bitterness gradually intensified. It seemed like there was a layer of something on the surface of the coin that was wrapping the obsession energy, which required close contact.
   

        Resolutely, he bit his fingertip and gently pressed it onto the coin.
   

        A surge of cold energy drilled into his skin from the outside.
   

        The numbers in the upper right corner jumped twice in an instant.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 1.9→2.0→2.1'
   

        It was a bit less, but Casio didn't mind. Having it was a good thing.
   

        He looked at the shelf and immediately found seven or eight similar coins. On the back was a crooked crown with a cross at the top, and on the front was a large "fifty".
   

        Casio picked up the coins and tried the same trick again.
   

        He found another coin infused with obsession energy.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 2.1→2.3'
   

        He pinched the coin in his palm and shouted at the counter.
   

        "Daddy, how much for these coins?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "What did you say?" came the voice of the old man from behind the counter.
   

        "I said! How much are these coins?!" Casio raised his voice so that the slightly hard-of-hearing old man could hear him.
   

        "Oh, I heard that, let me come over and have a look."
   

        In no time at all, the old man came over to the shelf. Casio handed over the seven or eight coins he had in his hand.
   

        The sun shone through the window into the antique shop, and these copper coins had a bit of a reflection. Both of them could clearly see that there was a raised crown logo on the surface of the coins, and even the gemstones on the crown were traceable, and at the top was a cross.
   

        The only thing is, this cross was veered a bit to the right.
   

        "These are Crown Stars coins, I'll take ten bucks each, not something of value. But if you're a coin enthusiast, you might want to collect them..." 
   

        The old man put down the magnifying glass in his hand and said.
   

        One for ten, all eight total to eighty, quite cheap.
   

        Casio is actually quite principled in his actions. If he really encounters antiques that contain Obsession Energy, after absorbing it, he mostly buys them back on the spot. Otherwise, even though the shop owner might actually be unaware, Casio himself would feel a bit put off.
   

        Of course, if he encounters some antique that really exceeds his tolerance range, Casio would not nor want to be pretentious about it.
   

        After all, he's the only one who can absorb Obsession Energy, and no one else can identify it. After absorbing the Obsession Energy, the antique remains the same, and the shop can still sell it to others to make money.
   

         Regarding the matter of increasing one's strength by reasonably using the Golden Finger.
   

        Casio has flexible principles.
   

        "Then I'll take them all." He paid for them right away.
   

        A light yellow federal paper money from the Hong Li Federation was pulled out of his pocket. The front had '100' printed on it, and the back had a hairy middle-aged man with a striking hook nose. This middle-aged man was the great Duke of Hong Li from a hundred years ago.
   

        "Wait a moment, I'll go to the counter and get you your change."
   

        "No need, old man. The extra twenty can be considered as the cost of the soybean sandwiches, I actually quite like the taste."
   

        "I'll find a box for you." The old man couldn't help but smile when he heard Casio say he liked the taste of the soybean sandwiches, then immediately picked up a beautiful and delicate wooden box from the shelf.
   

        To be honest.
   

        The price of this delicate box alone is worth more than twenty.
   

        Casio who wanted to be generous actually earned, he felt a bit helpless, but he didn't haggle over this small matter.
   

        Sometimes, when old people do this, it shows they respect you. Too much modesty will make old people feel that you're not valuing their good intentions.
   

        Next, Casio found an opportunity to ask the old man about the origin of the coins. These copper coins are obviously from a series, the back is all crowns, and the front is all marked with '50'.
   

        Although the old man is a bit forgetful, he is familiar with these antiques. This coin with a slanted crown is known as the Crown Cross Star, and its prototype name is: Saint Baswe Crown.
   

        In North Reef Continent, there is a Duchy of Ryant in the north of the Hong Li Federation. The Duchy of Ryant was originally a duchy under the rule of the Puka Dynasty. Of course, that is hundreds of years ago. Now the Puka Dynasty is no more. Going back 700 years...
   

        Duke Baswe inherited his father's position and became the Duke of Ryant, and later was crowned king. He built the first crown in Ryant Duchy's history, which is later known as Crown Cross Star. Because he was religious, he placed a golden cross on the top of the crown, which was very luxurious.
   

        Unexpectedly, about two hundred years ago, the crown accidentally fell to the ground and the golden cross on top was knocked askew.
   

        None of the kings at that time and the successive kings thereafter thought to straighten it, and they all wore the slanted crown for their coronations. The subsequent fifty Ryan coins were stamped with this askew crowned cross.
   

        One hundred and fifty years ago, not long after the founding of the Hong Li Federation, a revolution broke out in the Duchy of Ryant. The emperor was pushed onto the guillotine. During the beheading, the spectators scattered coins, staining them with the blood of Volly IV at the time.
   

        Due to its special significance, many people in later generations have collected this kind of coin. However, these items are often imitated. Fifty Ryan coins are abundant, and many are one or two hundred years old.
   

        Who knows which coins are really stained with the emperor's blood, so this kind of coin is not valuable. Twenty years ago, during the boom times for antiques, it was quite popular. After all, one could buy an antique coin of unknown authenticity with just a little money and brag to friends about the little story behind the coin.
   

        As for now, it's rather unpopular, only some coin collectors would buy. Regarding the origin of these coins in the old man's antique shop, the old man himself wasn't too clear. Because most of the strange and exotic antiques in the shop were sent back by Uncle Yun, who was drifting outside. And Uncle Yun only comes back once a month.
   

        "A month... hopefully, I can stay in Baichuan City until then." Casio bid goodbye to the old man, picked up the box and walked out of the antique shop. The streets were deserted, with few pedestrians.
   

         The tram car and horse carriage probably wouldn't pass by here. 
   

        "Seems like I can only walk to the main road first..."
   

        *********************
   

        From two o'clock in the afternoon until three fifty, Casio visited more than half of the antique shops in Baichuan City. In fact, most of the time was spent on the road, and the search in the shop was rather efficient. He only needed to check the antiques that had arrived in the last two days.
   

        Other than the unexpected harvest at Daddy's antique shop, today was the same as usual. On the other hand, he spent over a hundred bucks on transportation.
   

        Thud, his shoes landed on the hard ground. 
   

        A tall youth wearing a wide-brimmed hat got off the tram, He looked up at Red Tower Street not far away and then strode towards it, casually throwing the ticket into the trash can on his way.
   

        Creak, the gate of Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall was pushed open.
   

        At the counter by the door, the old man with bat-like hair was engrossed in reading the newspaper, completely unaware of Casio's arrival. Only when a shadow blocked the book page did he notice.
   

        "....." Casio, who lowered his head, retracted his gaze in speechlessness.
   

        The old man had disguised an outer layer of Baichuan City morning newspaper around a thick porn magazine. The pages of the book were printed with sexy, curvaceous girls dressed in the most fashionable clothes. There were also accompanying descriptive stories next to them, including their bust, waist, and hip measurements.
   

        "Ahem…" The old man placed the magazine underneath, coughed awkwardly: "Ah...Trainer Li Wei is here, your booked students are already waiting, here's the key to the training room."
   

        Casio smiled, took the keys and turned around to leave.
   

        "How come there's no sound when you walk, like a ghost..." 
   

        The old man muttered a complaint, looked around left and right for a bit, then was reassured and returned to his previous act. Bending down, tucking in his neck, squinting at the middle. His lewd, completely absorbed expression made him look like a pervert.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In the hall of the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall's public area.
   

        "You've been waiting for quite a while, haven't you?"
   

        Casio was standing at the door, looking over to his right.
   

        On that side were four boys and one girl. All already dressed in Grey Stamp Martial Art Hall's student attire, they were warming up. Some were punching sandbags, others were messing with metal equipment.
   

        Three of them were familiar to Casio – they were the same three he had taken to dinner last night, Tifa Milofere.
   

        The other two were other students who had registered yesterday.
   

        "It's okay, Coach Li Wei, there's still five minutes before class, we were just warming up." Tifa dropped her fists that were pounding the sandbag, her curvy figure barely hidden by the training attire.
   

        "Hmm." Casio nodded,"By the way, Tifa. Can you unlock the training room for me? I'm going to the locker room to change."
   

        With that, he tossed her the keys in his hand.
   

        "The room number is on it, the others can follow as well."
   

        "Yes." "Okay." "..."
   

        Watching the silhouettes of the five students leaving, Casio made his way to the coaches' locker room along the corridor. He opened his personal locker, quickly changed into a sturdy beige combat suit.
   

        He threw his original clothes and hat into the locker and locked the door. He then walked out under the dim yellow light above him.
   

        Ten minutes later, in training room B-15.
   

        Phil was in a forward lunge, his waist was straight. His left fist was tucked into his waist and his right fist was held out in the air.
   

        On the side, Casio was continuously correcting his form, while explaining to the four onlooking students, "A correct punching stance is fundamental. If your fundamentals are incorrect, no matter how much you practice later on, it won't be correct. This creates a significant gap between you and others..."
   

        Two minutes later, Phil's forehead and back were covered in sweat.
   

        His body was trembling and his joints felt numb and sore. He was tired, but feeling Tifa's gaze from the side made him feel less fatigued, at least mentally.
   

        "Alright, Phil, you can take a break now." Casio patted Phil's shoulder. It's good to persist, but overdoing it isn't.
   

        His coaching method was a complete imitation of how Lixia from the Youth Training Camp did it. The idea was to make a deep impression on the students by pointing out all the errors in their form in front of everyone, then forcing them to hold the correct stance for three to four minutes.
   

        Any student with a normal psychological tolerance could remember 50% of the corrections after one round, greatly benefiting their later training.
   

        Of course, there were also students with a strong ego and high sensitivity. Casio followed this strategy only after he had a grasp of Phil's personality.
   

        "Huff..."
   

        Relieved, Phil let out a breath. Seeing Tifa attentively listening to the class next to him, he discreetly massaged his foot. 
   

        "Alright, next we're going to demonstrate the next movement. Milo, come over here." Phil heard this and looked at his friend.
   

        Milo, looking helpless, stood up and walked over. As he passed Phil, he seemed to mutter something under his breath.
   

        "Why am I, a swordsman, learning to box?"
   

        Time passed quickly. Two hours was both long and short. Glancing at his watch, it was already six o'clock.
   

        "Alright, we'll stop here for today. See you tomorrow."
   

        Casio opened the door to the training room and headed towards the common area. A group of students who needed to change clothes followed him. 
   

        On the vast, gray, grid-like streets of Red Tower Street, the cold wind carried leaves and tattered newspapers, lowly drifting into the distance.
   

        The edge of the sky was a bit red, blindingly so. The pale yellow clouds merged with the red sky, creating a peculiar, mystical color. A flock of black birds flew from the west to the east.
   

        In the twilight, a man in a black jacket, jeans, and sunglasses was leisurely smoking a cigarette, slowly exhaling a ring of smoke.
   

        "Here we are, Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall, Li Wei."
   

        A cruel smile emerged from the corner of his mouth.
   

        With a flick, he extinguished the cigarette under his palm.
   

        The tall silhouette walked towards the direction of the martial arts hall.
   

        In the hall.
   

        "You're the one called Li Wei?"
   

        "Who are you?"
   

        Casio looked at the man in sunglasses suspiciously. This man was as tall and strong as him, and had a strong smell of smoke on him.
   

        "Never mind that, I heard you're pretty good at martial arts, let's have a match!" The man brushed through his thick hair, looking cool and confident.
   

        "What are you standing there for? Afraid of a challenge?" The man in shades smirked, subconsciously taking out a cigarette from his breast pocket and placing it in his mouth. 
   

        "The rules of the martial arts hall stipulate that you have to pay a challenge fee first."
   

        Casio calmly said, challenge fees are necessary for a challenge. If not, we would be pestered to death. The time spent in free challenging would be better spent in practicing the Secret Martial Art.
   

        "Ah, really?" The sunglasses man glanced around.
   

        Several attracted students nodded in agreement.
   

        "Alright then."
   

        He nonchalantly twisted his neck and walked towards the front desk. He was about to speak to the old man reading a yellow book in a chair.
   

        "Smoking is prohibited in the Martial Arts Hall," he stated.
   

        "Ah, really?" The sunglasses man lifted his head, surprising himself by discovering the non-smoking sign on the wall behind the old man, coughing twice.
   

        He then quietly hid the unlit cigarette in his shirt.
   

        "I want to challenge that guy called Li Wei." The sunglasses man said as he took out a black wallet: "How much?"
   

        "Li Wei the coach? That would be a thousand," the old man responded, glancing at him and then looking back at his yellow book.
   

        "How much?!"
   

        The sunglasses man's action of flipping the wallet froze temporarily.
   

        "A thousand!" The old man's voice was remarkably loud.
   

        Seemingly irritated by his peaceful reading being disrupted.
   

        "This... This is expensive." Feeling the surrounding eyes on him, the sunglasses man coughed: "Let me count, one, two…"
   

        "Seven, eight, nine."
   

        That's it.
   

        "Damn, a hundred short!" the sunglasses man cursed under his breath.
   

        "No worries, nine hundred is fine, I'll cover the rest." Casio suddenly interrupted, handing over a banknote.
   

        "Thank you."
   

        The sunglasses man sneered.
   

        He passed the ten bank notes to the old man at the desk.
   

        Five minutes later, on the dusky streets.
   

        The sunglasses man gave a blank look at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall behind him.
   

        He lasted only ten rounds.
   

        He got a purplish bruise on his cheek and lost the nine hundred federation dollars he usually keeps in his wallet to buy cigarettes.
   

        "I simply couldn't defend against his punches; he must be an expert who has mastered the level five federation combat techniques and has been at the peak for several years..." the sunglasses man thought to himself.
   

        In the villa's hall, on two soft and comfortable sofas.
   

        A refined youngster in a white shirt sat on the left and a burly man wearing sunglasses sat on the right.
   

        "Does he really have the strength of a level five federation peak player?" The youth lightly adjusted his gold-rimmed glasses, their crescent lenses reflecting a faint light.
   

        "Seriously, why would I lie to you? Look at my face."
   

        The sunglasses man pointed at the white plaster on his left cheek.
   

        To him, this minor flesh wound wasn't a big deal, only the embarrassment in the Martial Arts Hall was a bit painful. He was used to dealing with shady businesses with the Kilan Gang's Matthew, hence his personality wasn't very restrictive. He usually would have exploded in situations like this, but Matthew's younger brother Phil was present, so he had to endure.
   

        What's regretful was the whopping nine hundred dollars for cigarettes, a sore loss...
   

        "Level five peak, this Li Wei is worth befriending!" A smile appeared on Matthew's handsome face, and he snapped his fingers.
   

        "Tomorrow afternoon I will go and pick up my little brother after school."
   

        "Ahem... can the travel expenses be reimbursed?" The sunglasses man on the side stroked his chin.
   

        "How much?"
   

        "Nine hundred."
   

        "Which vehicle did you get on that costs nine hundred dollars?!"
   

        "Anyway, nine hundred, are you giving it or not...  "
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The next day, Snowflake Middle School, three thirty in the afternoon.
   

        With the ring of the school bell, the originally quiet campus burst into activity in an instant. In no time, standing at the school gate, parents could see a swarm of students rushing out like a tidal wave, among them, some found their own parents to go home with.
   

        There were others who split into groups of two or three, heading in different directions. These students were going to their extracurricular activities. Some clubs were held within the school, while some had their activities outside of the school grounds.
   

        But rest assured, these clubs' instructors all had a connection with the school. They could either be teachers from the school or formal coaches invited by the school using its connections and money.
   

        "Bro, why are you here?!"
   

        At the school gate, Phil, who had just walked out from the black iron gate, seemed a bit surprised. Matthew's business had always kept him busy.
   

        He only had time to pick Phil up once at the start of the term.
   

        "Phil."
   

        Matthew, standing to the side, waved and smiled. He wore a pure white shirt on his upper body, complemented by a brown striped tweed jacket. He wore a greyish-white top hat and his usual pair of gold-rimmed glasses. He also had on recently fashionable dark red loafers. He was the picture of elegance and refinement.
   

        The afternoon daylight shined on Matthew, casting a pale golden glow over his face, with his silver watch chain reflecting the light on his chest.
   

        Compared to the other parents surrounding him, Matthew outshone them all. He had an air of success and social superiority.
   

        "Phil, is that your brother? He's so handsome!"
   

        From behind, a group of five or six girls from his class who had also just ended school were chattering away. Their eyes often darted curiously towards Matthew from the distance; it was quite self-evident what they were discussing.
   

        Phil ignored the group of girl fans behind him.
   

        "Why is your brother picking you up?"
   

        Milo, standing next to him, swung his school bag and asked.
   

        "I don't know, maybe there's something going on."
   

        Phil shrugged and quickly walked over to his brother.
   

        "Bro, why did you come pick me up today?"
   

        "Hey, listen to that tone. As your older brother, can't I occasionally show some concern for you? Come, let's go for a nice meal..."
   

        Matthew lowered his hat to shield his eyes from the sun, his tone sounding a bit helpless.
   

        "I have a martial arts lesson with Coach Li Wei at four." Phil scratched his head, finding the two commitments conflicting.
   

        "No problem. I'll first take you to the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall for your lesson. Then at six, I'll pick you up and Coach Li Wei, and we'll go for dinner together. I've always felt that our dad's handling of things the day before yesterday was improper, simply giving money feels insincere. At the very least, we should have a nice meal as a token of our thanks. What do you think?"
   

        "Sounds good, once we get to Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall, I'll invite Coach Li Wei." Phil readily agreed to Matthew's proposal, volunteering himself for the task.
   

        By this time, Milo had also walked over from behind.
   

        "Milo, come, catch a ride with my brother..." Phil said.
   

        Driving along the gray streets of Baichuan City, a Haizennaya sedan made its way slowly. The ornamental trees and black streetlights on both sides whizzed by, the seats in the carriage were incredibly comfortable.
   

        From the backseat, Milo was taking in the discreet yet opulent gold trim inside the car, the spacious interior, and the luxurious, plush blanket; he was forming a new understanding of Phil's family's wealth.
   

        Five minutes later, Red Tower Street.
   

        "Bro, I'm going." Phil stood at the side of the road and waved goodbye.
   

        "Go ahead."
   

        Matthew, at the window of the driver's seat, gestured vaguely towards the sign of Gray Stamp Martial Arts Hall.
   

        "Got it."
   

        Phil nodded and turned to walk towards the martial arts hall with Milo.
   

        At six in the afternoon, the evening sky displayed a multitude of colors. From red to yellow, the clouds spread out in a rippling gradient. Under the high-altitude air currents, it slowly moved, occasionally revealing half of a fiery red setting sun.
   

        The door to the Gray Stamp Martial Arts Hall swung open, Phil and Casio were chatting while leisurely walking down Red Tower Street.
   

        After only a few steps, they saw a black sedan parked by the roadside. This sedan was not like everyone else's bulky and turtle-shell like vehicles, it was instead elongated. If you had to compare it to something, it looked a bit like the extended version of a Lincoln, rounded at the corners, and there was a silver decoration along the bottom edge.
   

        On the hood was a pale golden crescent logo.
   

        The driver's seat window gradually lowered to reveal a handsome face. Matthew gently knocked on the car door and said, "Get in."
   

        Casio and Phil quickly got in the backseat, and a flurry of polite thank-yous echoed within the car.
   

        Matthew had reserved a table by the window on the fifth floor of the Purple Sky Restaurant.
   

        It was said that the view was nice, and the food was quite reliable. Most importantly, the environment was pleasant and cozy and not overly formal.
   

        It's not suitable for business talks, but it feels more friendly.
   

        The reservation was for six-thirty. By the time the three arrived at their table, there were already some appetizers set out. Soon enough, Matthew and Casio started eating as they chatted.
   

        Whether it was an act or a portrayal of genuine feelings, both of them showed a certain affinity for each other. Despite only meeting twice, totaling four hours, they called each other by their first names without any formalities.
   

        By the time dinner was winding down, Matthew seemed to have had too much to drink and started addressing Casio as a brother, promising zealously that if there were anything bothersome they could come to him. As long as it was within his capabilities, he would help Casio!
   

        Casio, it seemed, had also had his share of alcohol and did not hold back.
   

        He immediately asked for two things.
   

        The first was to find coins, the second was to find herbs.
   

        Matthew agreed on the spot, saying that he would see to it the next day and would absolutely get it done within two weeks.
   

        Casio, on the other hand, was full of gratitude, continually drinking and thanking Matthew.
   

        As they ate, drank and traded stories, they spent a good three hours over dinner.
   

        By the time they were done, it was already nine-thirty, almost ten.
   

        Ten-ten at night, Banner Street, Jessica's apartment.
   

        "No need to see me any further, my apartment is just up ahead." Casio, reeking of alcohol, got out of the car, waved, and walked toward the building.
   

        "Take care."
   

        Matthew, by the car window, also waved, not taking his eyes off Casio until he disappeared around the corner. He then rolled up the window.
   

        He blinked, and his originally drunk pupils became instantly clear. There wasn't a hint of the drunkenness he exhibited at the dinner table just a moment ago.
   

        He sat in the driver's seat for a while longer.
   

        Matthew glanced at his younger brother, peacefully sleeping in the back seat, took a sip from the teacup next to him, and then stepped on the gas pedal.
   

        The elongated sedan quickly disappeared into the night.
   

        Jessica's apartment, the top floor, by the window of the bedroom.
   

        A tall figure stood quietly in the darkness, looking down at the street below. His rigid silhouette was as if it was a statue.
   

        Seeing the black sedan leaving and disappearing in the distance, only then did the figure close the window and draw the curtains. The light in the bedroom switched on with a click, casting a soft yellow glow, and becoming the only source of light in the apartment's facade.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        A week fleeted by quickly, June 28th.
   

        Jessica's apartment, on the fourth floor, in a spacious room.
   

        The pungent smell of the potion was constantly steaming, mingling with the surrounding air. In a corner of the room, there was a pale-yellow wooden barrel containing hot water and a pack of medicinal herbs.
   

        As time passed, the herbal pack gradually released black substances into the hot water, making the whole water darker and murkier.
   

        Creak, Casio entered naked.
   

        Although the curtain was tightly drawn in this room, the light seemed a little dim, but one could still see the robust body of bronze.
   

        Having lightly breathed in the stinging smell of the potion, Casio picked up the ointment from the nearby cabinet and smeared his whole face with a layer of black.
   

        Then, he stepped into the barrel. Gradually sitting cross-legged, all his parts below his neck were soaked in the potion.
   

        Only his head that was smeared with ointment breathed the air.
   

        The skin felt burning hot. Casio first emptied his mind before posing a special move created in the Elephant Soul Secret Technique to cooperate with the medicinal bath. The cross-legged sitting style, the radian of the waist, and the placement of the arms all had stringent demands.
   

        And he must maintain such a position for at least half an hour.
   

        On top of that, there was also corresponding breathing exercise.
   

        "Huff huff huff… sigh… huff huff… sigh… huff… sigh…"
   

        Having complied with all the three demands—special activity, breathing method, and training potion—Casio sitting cross-legged was still for no longer than five minutes.
   

        He could vaguely feel a liquid-like substance seeping into the muscles from the skin with an impending burning sensation accompanied by a gradually intensifying pricking feeling.
   

        It felt as though someone was lightly pricking every corner of your skin with a steel needle, initially just a dot, then a light jab. This level of pricking gave Casio some sense of stimulation, but couldn't be described as pain. It was possibly equivalent to a needle piercing the skin surface but not going deeper.
   

        This illustrated that his training in the Elephant Soul Secret Technique was still far from adequate and immature. The real sense of nearing the completion of the first layer of needle training of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique should feel like thousands of needles pierce the body.
   

        Casio speculated that such a touch sensation was induced due to a large amount of medicinal strength permeating the skin and being absorbed by the muscles.
   

        That is, the greater the skin stimulation, the stronger the prickly sensation would be. The higher the level of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique, the better the training effect.
   

        On thinking it over, the Elephant Soul Secret Technique is actually a standard ascetic exercise. Perseverance and willpower predominate in this aspect. While talent and core bone are important, they are not exaggeratedly significant. A hint of utter comprehension sprung up in Casio's heart.
   

        Half an hour passed, and the medicinal liquid in the barrel cooled down. That pricking sensation too, disappeared gradually. Casio terminated the cultivation of secret techniques, rushed into the bathroom, and took a quick shower.
   

        He then poured down the potion, cleaned the barrel, and wore clothes.
   

        Next to the living room window, he pulled the curtain aside to allow the morning sunlight to pour in, and fresh air surged in waves.
   

        Casio glanced at the text label in the upper right corner.
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 32.7% (Total three layers)'
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 14.8% (Total three layers)'
   

        The progress is good. The Elephant Soul Secret Technique has already exceeded 30%.
   

        It's not surprising that the Wind Elephant Fist falls slightly short. After all, the best way to train fist technique is actual combat, and there aren't that many combat experts in Baichuan City. If you want to make rapid progress, you have to be in the Era of Retrospection.
   

        "Hmm?"
   

        Casio glanced at the street below his apartment.
   

        A black varnished silver-bottom sedan car had just stopped in an open space. A blonde woman stepped out of the car. She was carrying something as she walked towards Jessica's apartment.
   

        "That's Matthew's car… Is there any news?"
   

        Casio raised his brows slightly, slightly surprised. That day, he had asked for two favors with a try-and-see attitude.
   

        It now appeared there was a response?
   

        Over ten days ago, Casio asked Matthew on the dining table for two favors. One of them was the Crown Cross Star Coin. Although the Obsession antique of this kind only provided very little Obsession, only about 0.2 per piece, it was traceable for the Crown Cross Star Coin.
   

        And it had already been basically confirmed by Casio that any genuine artifacts that had been stained with the blood of the unfortunate beheaded emperor contained Obsession Energy. This was a reliable and traceable source.
   

        As for the second favor Casio asked Matthew for.
   

        Two words: medicinal herb. Specifically: Orchid Heart Grass.
   

        Since he was now in a state seven decades after the era of Li Wei, Casio of course wanted to take full advantage of this condition. If the plan went well, the benefits would be enormous.
   

        So, he naturally set his sights on the precious Orchid Heart Grass.
   

        Seventy years ago, due to climatic temperature and production environment, the entire North Flow Country had only two places that could produce Orchid Heart Grass. Moreover, the supply was scarce and only available during the corresponding seasons.
   

        This also made the Wind Elephant Gate's training potion very valuable.
   

        Ordinary disciples barely had the privilege to soak it even once. Even the core and elder members within the door could only use it sparingly.
   

        Who could do it like Casio?
   

        Soak it once a day, a barrel each time…
   

        "Knock knock knock…"
   

        The sound of knocking interrupted Casio's reminiscences.
   

        "May I know if Mr. Li Wei is there?"
   

        "Here I am."
   

        Ten minutes later, on the soft couch near the balcony, Casio, with his back to the sunlight, was turning over the papers in his hand.
   

        One piece of bad news and one piece of good news.
   

        The bad news was that the Crown Cross Star Coin had been too unpopular in recent years. Major antique shops and antique companies seemed to have very few of them, and they were not easy to find. It would take a long time.
   

        Once a definite amount was found, Matthew would send someone to deliver them.
   

        On the other hand, the good news.
   

        Matthew asked a friend of his, who did a business in medicinal herbs, with Casio's description and managed to fetch the data about the variation of the places that produced Orchid Heart Grass in North Flow Country and the nearby two counties in the past seventy years.
   

        Luckily, Casio found the third production site for the Orchid Heart Grass in North Flow Country among this pile of papers! It had a thriving period about sixty-five years ago, and even before artificial cultivation, there was already a group of wild Orchid Heart Grass, only it hadn't been discovered by people.
   

        This production site was concealed in a remote mountain forest and was accidentally found. Starting from sixty years ago, the Orchid Heart Grass from this place occupied the main market due to its large quantity and good quality. Up to this day, it is still producing and selling low-cost Orchid Heart Grass.
   

        "Huff… I wonder if the Era of Retrospection retraces the whole world of that time. If it really does, then my operation is absolutely feasible." Casio put the papers in his hand on the coffee table, clearly aware that once he disclosed the information about this Orchid Grass production site, the entire senior level of the Wind Elephant Gate would probably be astounded.
   

        More Orchid Heart Grass would mean more training potion, more training potion would mean quicker progress in martial arts, and advancement in martial arts would imply the prosperity of the sect!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        By then, the senior level of the Wind Elephant Gate wouldn't just worship Casio like an ancestor, they would definitely reward him lavishly.
   

        The one who bears firewood for the many should not be left to freeze in the snow.
   

        The one who forges paths of liberty should not be entrapped in thorns.
   

        Of course, how to reveal, by what means to reveal, who to reveal through. These considerations required some careful thinking.
   

        Casio certainly wouldn't dumbly reveal to the senior level of the Wind Elephant Gate directly. Everything would depend on the circumstances at that time.
   

        "Black Sand City, Firmwood Town, Berna Mountain."
   

        He glanced at the address, inexplicably feeling a sense of familiarity.
   

        Suddenly, Casio's eyes lit up, "Is this a coincidence? This is Li Wei's hometown: Flower Road Village of Firmwood Town, Black Sand City."
   

        He suddenly stood up and muttered to himself, "What's the date today?"
   

        "The 28th." Casio nodded slightly: "The time of the demon shadow manifestation is at six in the afternoon on July 4th, there's plenty of time."
   

        "I need to make a trip to Black Sand City for a field investigation... If things go smoothly, by then I'll probably have a reason for finding the origin of Orchid Heart Grass. Going back to my hometown? There's no better excuse!"
   

        Four days later, at the train station in Baichuan City.
   

        A weary-looking young man in an overcoat disembarked, his face showing signs of exhaustion, but his eyes were still bright. He left the train station, hailed a horse carriage, and returned to his apartment.
   

        Today is July 2nd, he has one more day to prepare.
   

        On the morning of July 3rd, the items that Casio temporarily borrowed from Matthew arrived. A young man handed him a bulging bag of documents and reminded Casio to use them carefully, if possible, not at all.
   

        On the afternoon of July 3rd, in an abandoned warehouse on the outskirts of Baichuan City.
   

        In the spacious and sealed space, the light was dimly yellow. There was a pile of assorted items at the edge of the warehouse, and the air was filled with a rotten smell.
   

        On the side farthest from the warehouse door, a young man sat on a mahogany chair. He was playing with a black handgun in his hand.
   

        After ensuring that the gun magazine was loaded and the safety could be disengaged at any time, Casio slipped the handgun back into his waist holster.
   

        He was not a fool, and he definitely wasn't someone who would just wait for death.
   

        Although the Retrospective Ability was useful, no one could guarantee that they could complete the original owner's obsession every time. If he failed to eliminate the obsession, then Casio could only return to reality and fight the Shadow Demon.
   

        The Retrospective Ability was a somewhat stable hidden card, but better safe than sorry. He planned to probe some things above the original rules of the Shadow Demon, in an attempt to find loopholes.
   

        For example, swallow a pill that weakens the whole body the day before, and take the antidote when the demon shadow manifests. Would he then face a weakened duplicate?
   

        Or refrain from eating for two days, making himself weak. Or stay awake for two days, making himself neurasthenic. Or, like Casio now, bringing along a modern weapon. Surely, the Shadow Demon couldn't reproduce weapons?
   

        Perhaps if he was lucky, the Shadow Demon would be shot in the head and die as soon as it materialized. All these were still uncertain...
   

        And so, with a somewhat expectant mood, time ticked away bit by bit until six in the afternoon on July 3rd. Casio at this time is the Shadow Demon that he would need to face a day later, which sounded like a mouthful, but could be understood upon deep contemplation.
   

        Click, the minute hand on the dial pointed straight at six in the afternoon.
   

        Casio didn't budge, he was still waiting.
   

        The best Retrospective time was seven in the afternoon, so that Casio would have enough time to deal with the Shadow Demon copy. At the same time, it would also minimize the chances of others discovering him killing his own self.
   

        "May everything go smoothly."
   

        He exhaled, continuing to wait for the time to come.
   

        Finally, as the outside of the warehouse was completely shrouded in darkness.
   

        The black hand on the silver watch dial pointed at the seven o'clock position.
   

        "Let's begin."
   

        Casio squeezed the Wind Elephant Ivory pendant around his neck.
   

        A familiar bitter taste filled his mouth, a stream of cool air seemed to appear out of nowhere in his mind, causing his head to tingle and swell.
   

        On the upper right of his vision, the stored obsession energy began to drop bit by bit, and the cold sensation throughout his body gradually subsided.
   

        "Obsession Energy: 2.3→0.8"
   

        Buzz...
   

        Casio felt his head buzzing, as if a diesel engine was running at high speed inside. He slowly looked around, and a vague enveloping feeling gradually spread. It was like a great swath of mysterious and unknown gray fog surging.
   

        From his nostrils, the rotten smell in the warehouse gradually faded. Casio felt the whole world start to spin, accelerating! Accelerating again! His brain seemed to be thrown onto the ceiling.
   

        At the moment his vision zoomed out indefinitely.
   

        "Bang!!!"
   

        A fist wrapped in bandages violently hit the sandbag.
   

        The bag swayed backwards, and the metallic stand fastened to the ground creaked. The sandbag's swing gradually eased.
   

        "Phew..."
   

        Casio exhaled a breath of stale air, looking around.
   

        This was a room filled with sunlight, with a grey floor and white walls. There were two to three sun-facing windows on the right.
   

        In the corner, several brown sandbags were hanging from five to six iron supports of varying sizes, all different weights. On the empty space on the far right of the rod, a white towel was hanging.
   

        "Is this... the training room of the Wind Elephant Gate?"
   

        Casio could vaguely hear the sound of punches striking from the neighboring room, the muffled pounding sound of hitting a sandbag.
   

        It seemed like there were two to three people chatting.
   

        Above his field of vision, a symbol of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant hovered in mid-air, with a meter-like scale next to it.
   

        The situation was exactly the same as the first time he used Retrospection.
   

        Casio had a thought, and a flood of information surged into his mind like a tide. He closed his eyes, standing in a corner of the training room.
   

        The noon sunlight shone through the windows onto the wall, Casio was bare-chested, his robust copper-colored muscles rising and falling with his breath. Glistening sweat trickled down his muscular body, dampening his grey training pants bit by bit.
   

        No one knows how long it was.
   

        Suddenly, he opened his eyes, frustration mingled with a hint of anger, "Damn it." Casio couldn't help but swear.
   

        He knew that humans were creatures who adaptable to their surroundings.
   

        Humans can bear a lot, and even influential figures can suppress their emotions when their entire family dies right before their eyes! But, patience is a double-edged sword, and that sword is meant to kill. Influential figures are like snakes, they coil their bodies to prepare for a better attacking position.
   

        But Li Wei was different, he was too patient. So patient that the sword in his heart rusted and broke. As a result, he became submissive, sycophantic, and impotently angry.
   

        "Li Wei, you really aren't worth anyone's sympathy..."
   

        Casio picked up the white towel from the railing next to him.
   

        A bang sound, the door to the training room was suddenly open.
   

        Two students in grey combat suits, a man and a woman, walked in from the outside. As soon as the man saw Casio, he frowned and said irreverently.
   

        "Li Wei... where are the training tools I asked you to get from the warehouse?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio lifted his head and gave him a cold glance.
   

        In the original trajectory, Li Wei's teacher was still Lixia, but Li Wei was not her only disciple. He also had a junior male disciple and a female disciple. The male disciple's name was Damo, and the female was known as Sharon.
   

        Although the three were from the same school, their relationships were extremely strained. Especially between Damo and Li Wei, maybe because of competition, Damo was always setting traps for Li Wei in any way possible.
   

        What was especially frustrating was that Li Wei couldn't defeat him, which was rather laughable. Li Wei was more advanced in mastering the Elephant Soul Secret Technique and was more proficient at the Wind Elephant Fist than Damo. However, he just couldn't seem to win against Damo during their in-school sparring matches as if something in his character limited him.
   

        This was why, after Casio delved into his memories, he felt that Li Wei was rather oppressed. He obviously had the strength but was bullied by the weaker people.
   

        Ridiculous and absurd.
   

        While Casio was reminiscing a bit, a blond-haired Damo walked over with a furrowed brow: "I'm talking to you!"
   

        "If I recall correctly, those exercise equipments should have been fetched by you as per teacher's instructions. Do your own work." Casio spoke indifferently, using a white towel in his hand to wipe the sweat from his forehead.
   

        "Yo, getting moody now? What's up? Changed your nature?" Damo stroked his slightly stubbled chin and laughed.
   

        Previously, whenever he asked Li Wei to fetch something, Li Wei would silently do it, without any complaints. The chores that Lixia asked Damo to do would be handed over to Li Wei. After the chores were done, Damo would take the credit without ever mentioning Li Wei.
   

        Over time, this had become a habit, even an unspoken agreement. When oppression became the norm, any resistance from the oppressed could seem unreasonable to the oppressor, causing a shocking anger.
   

        That was exactly how Damo felt right now.
   

        A little surprised at first, he immediately became angry: "Be good and move the exercise equipment for me, I'm only giving you ten minutes!"
   

        "Do it yourself."
   

        Casio didn't want to deal with him at all. If it wasn't for the circumstances, he would've slapped Damo's face long ago. Casio turned around and headed towards the light grey clothes placed not far away by the wall.
   

        "What did you say?!"
   

        Damo's tone was overtaken by noticeable anger.
   

        "I said do it yourself."
   

        Casio said the same thing, he wasn't the type to be a pushover like the previous owner, Li Wei. Unless it was someone Casio respected, or someone he was willing to accommodate. Even with a gun pointed at his head, one could not expect him to beg for mercy.
   

        This was evident in the Archaeological Ruins Incident.
   

        "Hey, feeling energized, huh?!"
   

        Damo looked at his fellow disciple Sharon and felt his dignity taking a hit. He abruptly took two quick steps and rushed over. 
   

        He swung his right fist, an action consistent with the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique. The fist traced in the air, aiming clearly.
   

        The target was Casio's left shoulder from behind.
   

        Thud! Slap!
   

        The first was the sound of the fist colliding, followed by the crisp sound of a slap on Damo's face. Casio suddenly turned his body around.
   

        He maintained the movement of giving a punch and a slap. His well-defined muscles flexed and contracted with a strong sense of power.
   

        On the other hand, the attacking Damo took several steps backward. He first shook his hand, shocked by the fact that Li Wei's strength was greater than his. He then blankly covered his cheek, where the skin was starting to sting.
   

        He was hit. He was hit by a dork who was practically mute? This brief moment of surprise quickly turned into rage.
   

        "Hold it right there!!!"
   

        Damo abruptly stormed toward the door, swinging his fist vigorously as if using the explosive techniques. Casio simply ignored him, took his clothes, put a towel around his neck, and walked out as if nothing had happened.
   

        He could hear the wild rushing sound from behind him.
   

        Casio plucked at the sweat-soaked towel around his neck.
   

        With a smack, he hit Damo in the face.
   

        Then, slightly sidelong, stopped with his left foot and jolted his shoulders forward. Damo, with eyes tightly closed, let out a stifled groan and was sent flying by a powerful force, crashing into the ground with a thud.
   

        A series of footsteps approached.
   

        Casio looked down at Damo who seemed to be in pain.
   

        "Remember, the Li Wei starting today is no longer the Li Wei of the past, he will live life in a completely new way. I don't want to see your arrogant and provocative demeanor again, or else I will beat you up each time I see you. Got it? Wet your pants."
   

        Casio's gaze shifted to Damo's lower body. For some unknown reason, his pants had started to dampen there.
   

        "You!" Damo's eyes widened in humiliation and anger. He had just woken up from a nap holding a full bladder, planning to visit the training room and then relieve himself. But unexpectedly he ended up fighting with Li Wei and got sent flying, unable to hold it in and causing a big embarrassment.
   

        Sharon, a newcomer nearby, was looking at him with an unusual gaze, which dealt a huge blow to Damo's self-esteem.
   

        "Ah!" He let out a cry of despair and attempted to climb up.
   

        But he was kicked away by Casio standing beside him.
   

        A long wet trail was dragged out on the floor.
   

        "Go piss yourself slowly."
   

        Casio draped the towel over his left shoulder and turned to leave.
   

        When he reached the door, he suddenly turned back: "Remember to mop up the pee you've sprayed on the floor and open the windows for ventilation."
   

        As he left the training room, Casio heard a stifled roar of rage behind him. He smiled, and briskly walked out of the grey building.
   

        Standing at the entrance, Casio glanced at the bright blue sky.
   

        The clouds in the sky were moving quickly under the push of the wind. Looking at them for too long was dazzling. Bright rays of light filtered through the gaps in the clouds, spilling golden fragments upon the ground and buildings.
   

        He took a deep breath of fresh air, the ornamental trees on both sides of the gravel road ahead rustled in the north-south breeze.
   

        In the upper right corner of his field of view, the original sixty-day time scale suddenly increased by about half.
   

        The time of stay jumped from sixty days to ninety days.
   

        "Li Wei, the feeling of bravery is wonderful, isn't it..." Casio whispered something only he himself could hear: "Such an increase all at once shows you're even more eager to become a real man than I expected..."
   

        "Whoosh...."
   

        A flock of white pigeons flew across the sky, flapping their wings.
   

        On the tree-lined path from the training room to the cafeteria, a tall and fit youth was walking on one side. He occasionally glanced at the buildings and roads on both sides, seeming a bit unfamiliar.
   

        The breeze stirred the tree crowns, casting shadows on the ground.
   

        Casio suddenly turned his head to look at the distant end of the road. A figure was approaching, with long legs catching the eye, full-bodied and lean. Even from afar, it was appealing.
   

        Still the familiar beige combat suit, except Casio's address for her had changed from instructor Lixia to master.
   

        "Li Wei, are you going to the cafeteria for meals?"
   

        "Yes, Master."
   

        ps: Reading further today is important, highly recommended...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "That works out perfectly, let's go together."
   

        Lixia's tone hinted at subtly concealed fatigue.
   

        "Okay." Casio responded quietly with a nod.
   

        In the original trajectory, Li Wei utterly loathed his cowardly self, constantly dreaming about the thunderstorm night. Complex emotions mixed with indignation, shame, guilt, although they did not spur him to exact revenge on Finn, they did provide him with a motivation to train.
   

        Li Wei just barely made it by placing forty-ninth, and continued to receive nurturing in the Wind Elephant Gate. By a stroke of luck, he became the first disciple under Lixia a year later.
   

        As for Damo and Sharon who came afterwards, they were not part of his youth training camp but joined in the subsequent sessions.
   

        A gentle breeze passed through the branches, causing a leaf to fall.
   

        In the cafeteria, there were few people. Sitting face-to-face in a corner near the window, Lixia and Casio remained quiet, the atmosphere between them somewhat muted.
   

        Lixia glanced at Casio sitting across from her.
   

        What was her reason for accepting Li Wei? It seemed like pity... Even though she detested the boy's cowardice and lack of assertiveness. But in this world, Li Wei was really the only one left. He had no family or friends.
   

        After accepting Li Wei, she watched as the boy trained silently, ate silently, and daydreamed silently. After experiencing that incident, it felt as though he had become mute.
   

        Later, she took in two more disciples. Compared to Li Wei, they were more "normal" but their character and nature were far from satisfactory. Both were lazy and afraid of pain; one was a capricious little girl and the other always hung around bad influences. They were even worse than Li Wei.
   

         It could only be said that her judgement in choosing disciples was too poor...
   

        Lixia sighed inwardly. She simply couldn't figure out who would be the heir to her legacy in a few years.
   

        Following a brief silence, Lixia was the first to break the ice.
   

        "Li Wei, how's your training going lately?"
   

        Casio swallowed a piece of bread: "It's alright."
   

        He answered honestly. Despite Li Wei's timidity, he had never slacked off in his training. His proficiency in Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art almost matched Casio's.
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 35.1% (three levels in total)'
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 12.7% (three levels in total)'
   

        His proficiency in Elephant Soul Secret Technique was 2.4% higher than Casio's, and his Wind Elephant Fist was 2.1% lower than Casio's. In combination, they were nearly at the same level.
   

        Li Wei was now eighteen. He was closing in on fourteen when he joined the Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp. It might seem that in just six months, Casio had achieved results equivalent to Li Wei's four years of training.
   

        However, there were significant differences on both sides.
   

        In the original trajectory, Li Wei didn't train as intensely as Casio, nor did he have a mentor like Lixia who recognized his potential and arranged daily actual combat training for him. Until the end of the Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp, Li Wei only completed the junior level of Basic Fighting Technique.
   

        He spent a little more than half a year to reach the senior level of Basic Fighting Technique, and had to wait another six months before becoming Lixia's disciple. He definitely did not follow Casio's path of extreme speed training of secret martial arts.
   

        Not to mention, the double experience gift package from Shadow Demon, plus the ample supply of potions in the real world. The fact that Li Wei was able to keep up with Casio's training results was a testament to his four years of hard work.
   

        Of course, this only referred to martial arts levels. If the two were to fight, Casio would definitely overpower him. The ruthlessness and combat experience of the two were simply incomparable. Casio had genuinely killed several people.
   

        And the third level limit Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique...
   

        "By the way, Damo and his bad influence friends haven't been bullying you lately, have they? Always tell me if something happens. Don't keep it to yourself. I wouldn't want my first disciple..." Lixia suddenly realized something and stopped in mid-sentence.
   

        Most teachers prize their first disciple and give them more enthusiasm and expectation than others. Because typically, the first disciple represents a new beginning. It's the teacher's first time being a teacher, and the disciple's first time being a pupil. They start with inexperience and gradually grow more adept.
   

        Undoubtedly, this is a special experience.
   

        Perhaps part of the reason Damo bullied Li Wei was due to jealousy, like a sort of rivalry for favor and attention.
   

        "I understand." Casio nodded without mentioning he had just knocked a large amount of urine out of Damo.
   

        He suddenly noticed.
   

        Lixia seemed to have a few more white hairs on her head.
   

        Wasn't she only in her thirties? How could she be…
   

        Perhaps sensing Casio's gaze, Lixia changed the subject: "Is the ointment enough? Stop by my place later and pick up a bottle. If you're training hard, you can take two bottles home."
   

        She smiled and the scar on her face wasn't so frightening anymore.
   

        "Thank you, teacher."
   

        Casio expressed his gratitude verbally, but suddenly realized something. Lixia seemed to use the same ointment for her own training, just like her disciples. If she gave it to him, would she have enough?
   

        He immediately asked.
   

        Lixia smiled and shook her head, saying it was alright. She didn't need that much. Casio could take it all if he wanted, even if he took everything it would be fine.
   

        She even joked in the end about a condition.
   

        If he wanted to take all the ointments, then at the next internal monthly test, he should draw a match with Damo. The ointment pot could then be a reward.
   

        The monthly test was in five days.
   

        In fact, Lixia had high hopes for Li Wei, her first disciple. He had an above-average constitution and was diligent in training. Unfortunately, due to his personality, he performed poorly in actual combat. Although he possessed great strength, he was unable to use it as if he were chained.
   

        Perhaps one day, he would come to understand, reconcile with himself, desire a change. Everything might be different then…
   

        Lixia hoped she could live to see that day.
   

        After leaving the cafeteria, Casio decided to visit the back mountain.
   

        Li Chu, Li Wei's sister, was buried there. There was no money to choose a cemetery and Li Chu never officially joined the Wind Elephant Gate. So, they had to bury Li Chu in a grave dug nearby.
   

        Remembering how a pretty girl now lay rotting in the cold soil, Casio felt somewhat dazed.
   

        When passing the flower garden, he stealthily picked a few small white flowers and gently wrapped them in a discarded gray newspaper.
   

        Unfortunately, Li Wei didn't have a black suit, so Casio, wearing a grey-white combat suit, seemed somewhat irreverent.
   

        With a feeling of remembrance, he walked down the road.
   

        The buildings became fewer and the path more isolated.
   

        Suddenly, three or four youths charged out of the shadow of a building. They spread out around Casio with vulture-like expressions.
   

        "Li Wei! I'll beat the shit out of you!" Damo, taking the lead, gritted his teeth with a hysterical expression.
   

        "Attack!" He signaled, and everyone lunged at once.
   

        Half a minute later, three or four people curled up on the ground and passed out like lobsters. Damo, on the far left, was beaten beyond recognition, a pool of unknown liquid flowing from his crotch.
   

        Ahead on the mountain path, Casio straightened his slightly wrinkled clothes and checked the white flowers in his hand. Once he confirmed they were fine, he silently continued his journey to the distance.
   

        I try to appear solemn, to express my sincerity…
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Behind the mountain, on the gentle slope situated halfway up.
   

        It was overgrown with weeds and crawling thorns. Tangled branches that resembled the claws of a skeleton were wrapped in vibrant green vines, trembling slightly under the gentle breeze. The only open area was a small, low tombstone that only reached up to someone's waist.
   

        The tombstone was gray and rough to the touch due to its stone structure. Li Chu's name was crudely etched onto it, the carving done by 13-year-old Li Wei using a sharp stone.
   

        Four years had passed, and the carving had become indistinct, barely visible anymore. The tombstone itself was now crowded with creeping vines and moss, scattered with patches of green.
   

        Casio stood in front of the tombstone, silently gazing at it for a while.
   

        He placed a bunch of white flowers in front of the tombstone.
   

        He then collected some stones and began cleaning the moss off the tombstone inch by inch. He ripped away the parasitic plants and cleared all the vegetation within a three-meter radius of the tombstone, discarding them far away.
   

        Soon, the surroundings of the tombstone were empty.
   

        With a sharp stone in hand, Casio squatted before the tombstone and forcefully etched Li Chu's name as well as the dates on it.
   

        This time, the character was dignified and neat.
   

        Casio stood again before the tombstone, his right hand pressing down on a spot below his left shoulder, reciting as the priest did, "Our Father in Heaven, Hallowed be Your Name. Your Kingdom come. May Your divine heart bless the earth just like the heavens…"
   

        He did not have faith.
   

        But this was merely a beautiful blessing for the deceased.
   

        After lingering on there for a while, Casio turned away. He suddenly felt a strange sense of familiarity with the scene before him and paused momentarily.
   

        Slowly raising his fist, he walked away without looking back, "Goodbye…"
   

        ********************
   

        Five days later, inside the cluster of buildings where disciples of Wind Elephant Gate reside.
   

        In a small whitestone building at the left edge.
   

        Casio was holding his body in a peculiar, awkward stance. In a semi-crouch like a horse stance, his body slightly slanted forward.
   

        He was on his tiptoes, his head hung slightly towards the ground.
   

        This pose required a good sense of balance and excellent body control. It was also very physically demanding.
   

        The sound of his breathing, inhaling and exhaling following a regular cycle, echoed in the room.
   

        Casio's chest rose and fell rhythmically. The muggy smell on his body gradually dissipated, replaced by a faint fragrance. The black membrane covering his body slowly became transparent, revealing the distinct and robust muscles underneath.
   

        "Phew..." He exhaled heavily and opened his eyes. As he did so, his odd pose resumed to standard standing.
   

        "The effects are too poor... I estimate the ointment's effectiveness is only a third to a quarter of the potion's." Casio clenched his fist, the friction between his fingers was as smooth as that of a catfish.
   

        He compared the ointment to the effects of the potion based on the progress of his martial arts practice. However, during normal cultivation, you can feel the difference. The potion's sting on the skin and muscles was far more significant than the ointment's, the sensation was at least many times more potent.
   

        The more painful, the more effective it is; the more medicine used, the faster the progress.
   

        Being used to the Real World where potions are poured liberally, Casio had little patience for the languid process of using the ointment.
   

        Perhaps it was time to implement his original plan.
   

        He glanced at the sunlight outside the window and picked up a gray combat suit embroidered with wind and cloud patterns at the sleeve site.
   

        After randomly tidying up the room, he strode out.
   

        That noon was the time for the Monthly Test. Of course, this was not some grand event for all sects. It was only a monthly martial arts assessment for Lixia's three disciples. It was roughly like each of them having one contest.
   

        Even though the former Li Wei was the eldest among all disciples and skipped the youth training camp with Damo and Sharon, he always ended up last at every Monthly Test. He couldn't even win against Sharon, who was a girl. His mental block caused his energy to be restrained, his power had no way of reaching its maximum potential.
   

        The character is too crucial for a martial artist; it practically determines your fighting style. A compliant person would hesitate to send out a strong punch, a cocky one even when in full guard, it feels as if they might suddenly lash out.
   

        In fact, practicing martial arts can help modify a person's physique and spirit. However, this change has a limited scope.
   

        It varies from person to person, it is not absolute.
   

        Casio could actually feel himself changing. He became braver, calmer more confident. He didn't resist as much when killing, and even felt a hint of excitement. Although he suspected that these inhumane feelings were induced by the eerie change brought about by the mysterious Shadow Demon.
   

        Ten minutes later, Casio entered a spire building.
   

        He turned right through the long corridor, stopping in front of a door near the end of the road. He paused momentarily, then knocked lightly.
   

        "Master, I am here."
   

        "Come in."
   

        A familiar raspy voice came from inside.
   

        "Yes, sir." Casio pushed the door open.
   

        The room was spacious and quiet, with square greyish-white slabs lining the floor. Sunlight beamed through the two windows on the roof, illuminating the entire space and making it bright and clear.
   

        In the middle of the quiet room, Lixia sat cross-legged on the floor, dressed in a light yellow combat suit. About four to five meters away, Sharon and Damo, dressed in gray suits, also sat cross-legged on the floor.
   

        They looked over at the sound of the door opening.
   

        Sharon's gaze was somewhat complicated and blended with a trace of unfamiliarity as if she didn't recognize her Senior Disciple Li Wei.
   

        The gleam in Damo's eyes was a mix of anger and dread– three parts fury, seven parts fear, and his manner was all shrinking and cringing.
   

        On seeing Casio glance over, Damo quickly lowered his head.
   

        He wriggled uncomfortably as though someone was lighting a fire under him. Frankly, he was afraid, fearful of Li Wei who had now become a stranger to him. His feeling was similar to when a monkey teases a sleeping tiger. As long as the tiger's asleep, the monkey postures and struts. But the moment the tiger wakes, all hell broke loose for the monkey.
   

        Now, Damo felt like the monkey that got its legs bitten off, hanging by the ends of tree branches while watching a tiger climb up the tree, he was shivering with fear. This was undoubtedly a torment.
   

        "Close the door, come sit over here," Lixia suggested.
   

        Casio nodded, turned around and closed the door. He then walked to where Damo and Sharon were, sitting down next to them.
   

        By a twist of fate, the person to his right was Damo and they were merely ten centimeters apart. Casio could see that the moment he sat down, Damo instantly became stiff.
   

        He could see him stealthily glancing his way out of the corner of his eye.
   

        It seemed that the two times he had beaten him to the point of urinating himself had a significant deterring effect. Casio found this to be very gratifying.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Ahead, Lixia glanced at her three disciples.
   

        Starting from the left. Damo, a middling talent, lazy in character and quick to anger, fooling around all day with a bunch of bad influence friends.
   

        His face bore a bruise today, seemingly from a fight.
   

        In the center, Sharon, whose talent was above average. Perhaps due to her beauty, she carried a certain girly affectation. She feared pain and strain, sometimes even worried that martial arts practice would affect her figure and complexion. She was from a wealthy family, here more for the prestige than the training.
   

        The Wind Elephant Gate was not just a secret martial arts sect. Its influence was widespread, spanning several nearby cities, its tradition very ancient.
   

        On the right, Li Wei, with an above-average core bone. Because he was the only one left in his family, he was diligent and willing to learn. His martial arts progression was actually quite good. However, his personality was timid and submissive. The strength he had developed from training was hardly ever fully utilized. He consistently lost to his junior brother, Damo.
   

        In conclusion, a bunch of hopeless cases.
   

        The only salvageable one was Li Wei, if he could overcome his mental block. But who knew when that would actually happen...
   

        "Ah…" Lixia let out a sigh, but showed no signs of it on her face, only quietly scanning her three students with a glance.
   

        "It's about time, let's start the Monthly Test," she stated unequivocally. "First match, Li Wei and Damo. Second match, Li Wei and Sharon, Third match, Damo and Sharon. Focus, we're starting."
   

        Upon hearing that his first match was against Damo, furtive glances were exchanged between Casio and Damo. Thus, Casio turned to the side, laughing inexplicably.
   

        Damo's mouth twitched as he rubbed the bruise on his face. Even after five days and application of the Golden Sores Medicine, it hadn't healed. The feeling of being beaten so badly that he pissed himself was too memorable…
   

        Damo was petrified at the thought, already presenting signs of psychological trauma. Seeing Casio's smirk right now amped his stress levels even higher.
   

        "Alright, Li Wei, and Damo, stand up…"
   

        "Teacher!"
   

        Damo suddenly stood up, interrupting Lixia.
   

        "What is it?" Lixia frowned as she looked over.
   

        "Teacher I need to use the toilet, my stomach isn't feeling well." With this, Damo bolted towards the entrance of the Quiet Room as if he were running away.
   

        "You hold it right there!" Lixia was up on her feet instantly.
   

        She was very angry: "I told you both to go to the bathroom before the Monthly Test. Don't make such excuses in front of me! Regardless if you and Li Wei get along, or who's stronger, Li Wei is your senior brother! Damo, can't you show even the basic respect? Come back!"
   

        In fact, backing out of a sparring match on the pretext of an excuse is disrespectful to the opponent. Combine this with Damo's habit of bullying Li Wei in private, Lixia, who was aware of these incidents, naturally assumed that Damo was humiliating Li Wei.
   

        But the truth was, Damo was scared. Scared of his senior brother who was unlike before, whose methods were brutal.
   

        "Teacher... I..." Damo stammered, standing rooted in place. He wanted to tell Lixia that she had it all wrong. But he couldn't think of the right words; he couldn't possibly say he has psychological trauma from being defeated to the point of incontinence by Li Wei, and was terrified of facing him head-on.
   

        Not too far away, Casio's gaze drifted towards them, somewhat sardonically.
   

        Damo felt it, gritted his teeth, and blurted: "Teacher, I really can't hold it in!" He then promptly ran out the door.
   

        "Ah..." Lixia watched the closing door with a cold expression.
   

        She turned and looked at Casio, who was sitting cross-legged on the ground, and said comfortingly: "Li Wei, don't take it to heart. Your junior brother has been a bad influence due to his no-good friends. I will sort him out in a few days…"
   

        "Teacher, I haven't taken it to heart." Casio responded.
   

        Lixia nodded and seemed to want to change the subject. She asked, "How's your practice with the Elephant Soul Secret Technique?"
   

        "I've made some progress." Casio replied.
   

        "And the Wind Elephant Fist?"
   

        "I've made some progress."
   

        "Have you been practicing the Basic Fighting Technique?"
   

        "I haven't slacked off."
   

        Lixia cast a curious glance at Casio, as his demeanor seemed different from the previous years.
   

        His attitude had become inexplicably confident and composed.
   

        Had he attained enlightenment?
   

        Then let's have a match to see!
   

        "Sharon, Li Wei. Both of you, get up..."
   

        One minute later, in an area bathed in sunshine filtering through the window, Casio and Sharon stood, each on a different side.
   

        They both bowed with fists enclosed in their palms as a sign of respect, then immediately took their fighting stances, shuffling their feet and maintaining a distance of five meters as they stared each other down.
   

        "Hm?" Lixia quirked an eyebrow. This time Sharon was not the first to attack. Usually, she started the fight.
   

        In the arena, the two had a stand-off for another moment. Casio seemed to grow impatient and said, "Junior sister, be careful."
   

        Casio's words piqued Sharon's alertness. After a brief, ineffective resistance, she was cleanly, swiftly defeated.
   

        "I yield." Casio opposite her retracted his fist.
   

        Nearby, Lixia, who had been observing the entire match, her eyes gradually lit up. Li Wei had changed. He was entirely different now. His combat style experienced a complete turnaround!
   

        His previously weak punches were now filled with grit, his fighting style extremely aggressive, his movements crisp and to-the-point, aimed straight at the key points.
   

        Due to Sharon's quick defeat, Lixia could only deduce so much in such a short span. Holding down her excitement as a teacher, she commended Casio and encouraged Sharon.
   

        She then indicated that the Monthly Test was over. Sharon exited first, leaving only Li Wei. There was a tranquil silence in the room.
   

        Casio sat cross-legged on the floor, while Lixia stood next to him, regarding him with a strange, intense gaze.
   

        Though this scrutiny made him feel somewhat unsettled, Casio's emotional resilience was fairly good. He sat quietly, waiting for Lixia to speak first.
   

        Finally, after a few minutes had passed.
   

        Lixia's voice broke the room's silence.
   

        "Have you had a breakthrough?"
   

        "You could say that." Casio responded. His soul replacing that of Li Wei could also be considered a special kind of enlightenment.
   

        "You've made peace with yourself?"
   

        "Yes."
   

        "You won't be a pushover anymore?"
   

        "No more."
   

        "Good!!!"
   

        Lixia let out a proud smile.
   

        She felt a pang of sentiment.
   

        In this world, she was likely the closest person to Li Wei, who was all alone. As her first disciple, Lixia had poured a lot of time and effort into Li Wei.
   

        She genuinely hoped that Li Wei could overcome his shadows, tap into his potential, and prove himself to everyone.
   

        Lixia walked happily around the Quiet Room, the fact that Li Wei had "enlightened" brought her a lot of surprise. She was pacing back and forth when, suddenly, she stopped in her tracks. Lixia looked intensely at Li Wei and said loudly, "Stand up, spar with me. Let me see your progress!"
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        She chose the simplest method of examination.
   

        Of course, it was also the most effective.
   

        "Yes."
   

        Casio had nothing to hide, he was planning to unleash all of his power, to overturn teacher Lixia's perception of Li Wei all at once. Not only to extend their time in the Era of Retrospection, but also for Casio's own will.
   

        Last Retrospection lasted for a whole six months, during which Casio and Lixia shared profound bond, even transcending a student-teacher relationship into something like friends. In this Retrospection, he also wanted to reestablish this kind of connection.
   

        With a swoosh, Casio jumped off the ground.
   

        Lixia, who was facing him directly, had a faint smile on her face. She took a few steps to one side and raised her hands in a boxing stance.
   

        Casio also mimicked the move as a sign of respect for his opponent.
   

        "Careful!"
   

        There is a spark in Lixia's eyes. All of a sudden, like a cheetah, she leaped forward, quickly closing the gap between herself and Casio. Her fist was swung like a whip.
   

        The punch was extremely fast, with no intention of pulling any punches. It traveled with a whoosh, heading hard at the chest.
   

        Casio was highly alert, there was no room for negligence against an expert like Lixia. With a swift step backward and an obstructing hand swinging across, he cleverly parried the fist.
   

        Oh?
   

        Casio reacted faster than she expected. His execution of the counter-move was quite decisive without any waste of motion. Very impressive, Lixia noted with a gleam in her eyes.
   

        "Again!"
   

        She gave out a gentle shout, and her body lunged forward. Despite Lixia's petite frame and lightweight, a dull but resonating rumbling sound echoed when her feet hit the ground. It imbued a form of an elephant thrashing violently about.
   

        Her rapidly swaying arm cast a black shadow in mid-air.
   

        Casio's pupils dilated, every inch of his muscle was tense. Force surged to his arms like water flow. He punched out with a smack, creating an unclear phantom image that wreaked havoc like a furious wind. Amazingly, in that instant, he executed two Explosive Techniques simultaneously.
   

        Speed burst, strength burst, together!
   

        Bang!
   

        A prominent thud echoed in the quiet room.
   

        A surge of airflow huffed out, the durable combat suits of Lixia and Casio quickly inflated and deflated, then ripped apart with a pop at the seams, scattering pieces everywhere.
   

        "Good!"
   

        Even though Lixia's offensive push was halted, she couldn't help but wear a satisfied expression. An excellent Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique! The ability to execute speed burst and strength burst at the same time requires fundamental skills. 
   

        "Your turn." Lixia parried Casio's arm and fully engaged, not holding back anymore. Her combat suit surprisingly swelled a bit, as if air was circulating rapidly between skin and the fabric. Intense body heat dispersed into the air.
   

        Pop pop pop pop ...
   

        Lixia continually threw her punches, circling around Casio with astonishing speed, as if she had a thousand hands.
   

        Casio was frantically blocking punches and shifting his position. He alternated between speed burst and strength burst during the attack, or even combined them in times of crisis. 
   

        He'd given it his all. His breathing quickened as fatigue hit, and sweat soaked his back and forehead. The relentless pressure from the repeated attacks appeared to be never-ending, with fists coming from all directions in difficult trajectories.
   

        Some of them were blocked by Casio, but others he couldn't react in time to.
   

        His body was pummeled by a downpour of punches. A growing sense of sharp, tiring pain began to spread throughout his body. The significant drain of his energy was starting to show, as his concentration could no longer keep up with Lixia's moves.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        Casio glimpsed a hand knife attacking from the corner of his eye and firmly seized the opportunity. He retreated, creating some space. He stomped several times and, with a violent surge of muscle power, threw his punch.
   

        Fist collides with palm, Casio felt his right hand went numb. Then a shadow flickered on his left, followed by a sharp pain on his shoulders.
   

        His face turned pale. He clenched his teeth and staggered back a few steps, sucking in a few deep breaths before steadying himself. Casio glanced at his trembling right hand.
   

        The hit that was countered left a throbbing numb pain in his hand.
   

        He looked up at Lixia who was standing across from him. She clenched and then relaxed her fist. Her mind buzzed with shock and excitement.
   

        Such a fast reaction speed! During the fierce combat, Lixia didn't show any mercy nor consciously lower the speed of her punches to be on par with Casio's. Her punches were extremely fast, completely dominating Casio.
   

        However, despite being fully suppressed, Casio could barely keep up, blocking at least half of the attacks! Plus, he even tried to counter-attack, although unsuccessful. Given the current state of his physique, his quick response was well ahead of his level.
   

        Different from the core bone, reaction speed is a part of battle talent, relatively difficult to improve, yet crucial.
   

        Lixia felt a slight surprise. This reflected that Li Wei's overall potential was of a higher level, enabling him to go further in the martial arts.
   

        Naturally, compared with his reaction speed, what fascinates her more was the unbelievable solidity of Casio's Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique.
   

        The best proof was the frequent use of burst techniques.
   

        During the counter-attack just now, Casio used burst techniques dozens of times. Moreover, he could quickly alternate between the two burst techniques or even simultaneously execute both!
   

        Even Lixia herself couldn't achieve this level of mastery in the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique . Only old boxing masters who incessantly grind their basic combat techniques as they've reached a hopeless end within the secret martial art would have this kind of feeling.
   

        "Li Wei…" Lixia exhaled heavily: "Your performance today was beyond my expectations! I don't mean to pull any rank, but as my first disciple, I want to say that I'm very happy, extremely happy!"
   

        She stood in the sunlight, bearing contentment, appearing admirably like a winter jasmine flower growing on the edge of a cliff.
   

        On the other hand, Casio managed a weak smile. Of course, he was happy too, except for his physical pain hindering his mood.
   

        In the heat of the fight, adrenaline might have erased the pain. But as he began to calm down, Casio started feeling the prickling pain all over his body.
   

        Also intense sour numb sensation in the muscles around his joints. Even though he has already reached the peak of the third level in the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique, frequent muscle bursting will still bring significant side effects.
   

        "As long as you are happy, teacher…"
   

        Casio wanted to smile, but the result was a sharp grimace.
   

        "Hahaha, your whole body aches, right? I might have overdone it a bit earlier. Wait here, I'll get some medicine."
   

        Saying so, Lixia pushed the door open and left.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The intense noon sun streamed gold beams filled with dust motes swirling like little insects through the side window of the quiet room.
   

        Casio was leaning against a corner, gritting his teeth and grimacing. Thankfully, the sensation of tingling numbness was gradually fading.
   

        With a bang, the wooden door swung open.
   

        Lixia walked in from outside, about to speak but quickly shut the door on realizing something. She then hurried over, pulling out a wooden box as she walked.
   

        The box was barely palm-sized, cubical in shape, with the surface painted a faint red. The quality of the wood appeared to be quite delicate and sturdy, and the box quite heavy.
   

        "Master, what is this...?"
   

        Casio was a bit confused, questioning whether this could be Golden Sores Medicine.
   

        Without uttering a word, Lixia opened the box.
   

        Inside was a piece of white cloth, wrapping around a jelly-like ointment that shone translucently. The ointment, shaped like a cube, took up about two-thirds of the box, and an odd aroma began to waft out.
   

        Just a whiff made one feel their blood and energy surge.
   

        "This...."
   

        "Eat it!" Lixia passed the box directly
   

        Seeing Casio's puzzled expression, she added another sentence.
   

        "Swallow it in one gulp!"
   

        Instantly, Casio did as told. Picking up the soft ointment, he swallowed it in one gulp, feeling its soft and smooth texture slide over his tongue and down his throat.
   

        Finally, it reached his stomach.
   

        He trusted that Lixia would never harm him; if she insisted he eat it, there must be some benefits. Perhaps it was a high-quality healing medicine?
   

        Just as Casio swallowed the ointment, Lixia's eyes seemed to momentarily dim, her gaze complicated and tinged with regret.
   

        Oddly enough, she looked like she'd aged slightly.
   

        "Can you feel it?" Lixia looked at Casio and asked.
   

        "What?"
   

        Just as he said this, Casio was instantly wide-eyed. He felt an unprecedented cool sensation.
   

        Within his belly, his stomach, it seemed like something was continuously releasing a therapeutic effect, similar to a mass of invisible warm fluid seeping into his internal organs, skeleton, and muscles. Waves of cool sensations swept over his whole body.
   

        "Now do as I say!" Lixia said loudly.
   

        "Maintain the seventh stance of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique, hold steady!"
   

        Immediately, Casio did as instructed. He crossed his arms at chest level, stood wide-legged in a horse stance, squatted down, arched his back, and kept his head high. His body rhythmically heaved up and down.
   

        "Keep moving next, don't stop even when you're tired!"
   

        Lixia walked towards the door of the quiet room while speaking.
   

        "Keep going until I say you can stop!"
   

        With a pop, the door slammed shut.
   

        Now, Casio was the only person in the room.
   

        He could even hear his tumultuous heartbeat and gradually heavy breathing. The effect of the medicine was incredibly swift and intense. In just a moment, the cool sensation transformed into a scorching feeling.
   

        It felt as though he had an internal furnace, relentlessly firing up his organs and muscles. Waves of intense body heat spread throughout him as his sweat glands began to produce beads of sweat.
   

        Before long, Casio was dripping sweat as if broken. His bulging muscles rhythmically contracted and relaxed.
   

        Sweat rolled past his eyelids from his forehead, obscuring his vision. Through blurry eyes, he could almost hear the sizzling of his flesh as if it was being grilled.
   

        More than half an hour passed and Casio emerged, his skin beet-red as if he had been baked. The floor was soaked with sweat, and the room's temperature seemed to have risen.
   

        Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
   

        Like beans snapping open, pops echoed from his skeleton. Pain, numbness, and itching flooded his mind. Casio stood rooted, dazed.
   

        After some time he snapped his eyes open.
   

        "Pff," a long hot breath sprayed from his nostrils and continued for a full twenty seconds before stopping.
   

        "You can move now."
   

        Lixia, who had seemingly appeared out of nowhere at the door, said.
   

        Casio straightened his back, the joints of his skeleton making a cracking chorus as he moved. He looked at his hands as a sense of strength welled up within him. His muscles had become visibly stronger and more prominent. The skin on his arms had thickened and hardened, taking on a deeper hue.
   

        Not just his arm, he felt as if his whole body had grown wider. His muscles were visibly more prominent. What had been loose clothes were now tightly wrapping around his biceps and seemed ready to burst at any force exerted. 
   

        He blinked his eyes and found his vision was even clearer than before. He hopped lightly on the spot and found that even though his body had become bigger, his movements were even more agile. The impact from the medicine was like a rebirth for Casio.
   

        The top-right corner displayed the most straightforward progress.
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 35.1% (Total 3 layers)" → "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 63.1% (Total 3 layers)"
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 12.7% (Total 3 layers)" → "Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 24.4% (Total 3 layers)"
   

        The progress on Elephant Soul Secret technique almost increased by 30%!
   

        Wind Elephant Fist saw an overall improvement in Secret Martial Art, nearly doubling. It was a colossal improvement!
   

        Equivalent to compressing years of hard training into just two or three hours, the support of the medicine was truly indispensable.
   

        Lixia, seeing the excited and awed Casio, smiled. At that moment, Casio looked her way.
   

        Lixia spoke, "I know what you are thinking. That piece of Hundred Medicines Body-refining Cake was something I got by chance as a reward for a great contribution to our Sect. It is incredibly rare. It was a pity I couldn't use it because of certain reasons. Well, you are lucky…" 
   

        She shook her head, slowly walking over.
   

        "Thank you, Master!"
   

        Casio fist bumped his chest in respect; he truly respected Lixia. Not only for the incredibly precious Body Refining Paste, but also for Lixia's attitude as a mentor.
   

        Sharing such valuable items with her disciple, regardless of her reasons, Lixia deserved the greatest respect from Casio.
   

        "Don't thank me. If you want to, thank yourself for performing well just now! Otherwise, this stick of medicine wouldn't fall into your hands."
   

        That's what Lixia said, but Casio understood the situation. In the end, the medicine was given to Li Wei by Lixia, maybe because the other two disciples were disappointing.
   

        "Either way, thank you, Master."
   

        Casio gave his thanks again, a yearning involuntarily rising in his heart. Could a field of Orchid Heart Grass be traded at the Wind Elephant Gate for more of such medicine? If he could eat more and then go back to the reality to thrash the Shadow Demon, the efficacy would be doubled.
   

        Would he, then, transcend the mortal realm?!
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        Casio's heart was surging with excitement, and he couldn't control his desire for a long time. Everyone craves power, but he seemed to crave it even more.
   

        "That's right, Li Wei. After taking the Hundred Medicine Body Refining Ointment, work out extra hard for a week. There is still a small amount of medicine left in your body. If you work hard during this period, the gains may not be less than those of training for several months. Don't waste it." Lixia reminded.
   

        "Yes." Casio naturally understood this principle.
   

        In a blink of an eye, eight days passed and the weather became hotter. In the blue sky, some gray vapors that seemed like clouds or fog floated low in the sky, as if the clouds had been evaporated by the sun. The fiery sun hung high in the sky like a fireball.
   

        In summer, the world is like a giant steamer. The sunlight shining on the floor emitted white light, and due to the reflection, the room also heated up. The air was stuffy and hot like a furnace.
   

        "Huff...huff...huff..."
   

        In the training room, the intense panting rose and fell rhythmically, but it could be clearly felt that the gaps between breaths were getting shorter and shorter.
   

        Accompanying the sound of breathing was the continuous sound of hitting.
   

        There was also the friction of footsteps moving on the floor.
   

        On the right side of the training room, a sturdy silhouette seemed to transform into a high-speed afterimage in front of a black sandbag hanging alone on an iron bar. Treading on unpredictable footsteps, his fists struck out like springs, hitting the sandbag with a dull force.
   

        Bang...bang...bang...
   

        A series of loud noises echoed in the training room, the sandbag crazily swinging back and forth like the pendulum of a clock. Even the bar above made a sharp scratching sound, and the joint was moaning.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        Casio's heart was beating like a drum at a speed beyond human limits. The strong atrium pumped the hot blood to the whole body, which also made the body's strength become more and more forceful.
   

        The calloused fist silently exploded, and the surface of the sandbag showed one depression after another. Until a certain moment!
   

        Bang!
   

        The unstoppable force burst in like a flood, the iron bar swung violently, and the black sandbag that was thrown up actually exploded in mid-air.
   

        Loads of grey black sand and stone filled the sky along with the scattered, ragged fabric, filling the entire training room in an instant.
   

        Only a piece of rag dropped slowly from the iron bar.
   

        Casio withdrew his fist and inhaled sharply. His chest powerfully inflated. Drops of sweat fell from his well-toned muscles.
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 63.1% (3 layers)' → 'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 68.2% (3 layers)'
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 24.4% (3 layers)' → 'Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 34.2% (3 layers)'
   

        The Elephant Soul Secret Technique increased by five percent in eight days. This effect was equivalent to the first time he practiced the Elephant Soul Secret Technique.
   

        It's important to know that any martial arts or training methods become more difficult the further one practices. The first five percent of a stage and the last five percent are vastly different, with possibly a tenfold or even larger gap. It can only be said that the effect of the Body Refining Ointment is very strong.
   

        Additionally, the Wind Elephant Fist also improved. The Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art is a whole. As the Elephant Soul Secret Technique significantly improved, the Wind Elephant Fist rose with the tide, increasing its progress by ten percent.
   

        Casio was satisfied with the training results during this period.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock..." There was a knock on the door from outside.
   

        Then a familiar voice rang out.
   

        "Mas... Master, are you done yet? I'm here... I'm here to clean the training room...", the voice sounded a bit apprehensive.
   

        "Come in."
   

        Casio took a white towel next to him and wiped his sweat.
   

        The door of the training room opened, and a young man in a gray-white combat suit walked in, holding a cleaning tool in his hand.
   

        It was Damo, who was very arrogant a few days ago.
   

        At the doorway, Damo glanced at the gray-black sand and stone all over the floor and the sandbag that was only left with rags. He involuntarily swallowed. He glanced at Casio, his gaze sweeping over the muscles, he lowered his head somewhat afraid.
   

        "I accidentally used a bit too much force just now and burst the sandbag meant for training." Casio put a towel around his neck, talking as he walked over, "Damo, I owe you one."
   

        He patted Damo on his shoulders with force.
   

        Damo's body shuddered imperceptibly, but he shook his head.
   

        "It's no trouble, no trouble at all, hahaha." A painfully forced smile surfaced on his face, almost like he was crying.
   

        In this past week, Casio, under the guise of helping his junior brother improve in actual combat practices, had disciplined Damo more than a few times. One of those times involved doing it right in front of Damo's group of bad influence friends. As such friends are, they scattered when faced with a powerful enemy.
   

        In the end, only Damo was left standing in place getting beaten.
   

        After a while, Casio, not wishing to be heartless, proposed a verbal friendly agreement with Damo. The gist of it was having Damo do what Li Wei used to do, to respect his senior brother when they meet, not to loaf around with such bad influence friends, and not to hurt Teacher Lixia's feelings.
   

        And Casio also had to pay an equivalent price in return.
   

        That was, he couldn't just beat Damo up for no reason.
   

        Seeing him and beating him each time, that's something nobody can bear. In summary, Damo compromised, and Casio was generally satisfied with that.
   

        The original host, Li Wei, was also very satisfied.
   

        The stay time increased from three months to six months, of which at least forty or fifty days were the result of Casio beating Damo.
   

        With a bang, the door was closed.
   

        Casio left the building dedicated for training along the corridor.
   

        The outside sunlight was harsh, like a steam oven. The trees planted by the roadside were drooping, their green leaves withered.
   

        It had been sunny for quite a few days now.
   

        He followed the path back to his own room.
   

        First, he scooped out some water and took a refreshing cold shower. Then he changed into a combat suit, opened the door, and walked out again.
   

        Casio didn't need a nap, he was naturally energetic. Especially after eating the Hundred Medicine Body Refining Ointment and his level of Elephant Soul Secret Technique skyrocketed.
   

        As long as he didn't overtrain, Casio could be energetic all day.
   

        Also, he could sleep whenever he wanted to and didn't have the problem of insomnia, this was a benefit brought about by the martial arts training.
   

        "It's time to go home for a bit..."
   

        As Casio walked on the shaded path, he couldn't help but think of the data of the Orchid Heart Grass producing area he got from the real world.
   

        "I wonder how much good stuff this intelligence can be exchanged for..."
   

        He suppressed his excitement, first went to the cafeteria to have a hearty lunch along the way, then started walking towards the north-eastern direction of Wind Elephant Gate. That's where Teacher Lixia lived.
   

        Five minutes later, Casio stopped.
   

        He looked up at the tall spire building in front of him, then stepped into it, and stopped in front of a wooden door.
   

        A string of violent coughs came from inside.
   

        It was Teacher Lixia, was she sick with a cold?
   

        Casio paused for a moment, then lifted his hand to knock on the door.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock..."
   

        "Who is it?"
   

        "It's me, Li Wei, Teacher."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Little Wei, cough, cough, do come in."
   

        Casio enters the room, ten minutes later.
   

        He stepped out of the room, standing in the wide corridor and fell silent for a while. Did Teacher Lixia come down with some disease?
   

        I guess I'll have to ask her more about it when I get back from Li Wei's home...
   

        **********************
   

        Early the next morning, Casio packed his luggage and descended the mountain.
   

        The Oak City where the Wind Elephant Gate Headquarters is located is not far from Li Wei's hometown, Black Sand City, just over a hundred kilometers away.
   

        Of course, one hundred kilometers in this era is definitely not comparable to the real world. Not only are there no goldfish-mouthed sedans on the streets, but there isn't even a widespread railway track.
   

        Taking a passenger train is almost impossible.
   

        But, what is not feasible for passengers can be feasible for cargo.
   

        The name "Oak City" itself is very telling; this place is rich in timber, so there are actually several railway lines laid out.
   

        However, most of them are purely for cargo transportation.
   

        In this era, steam trains were slow, sometimes a good horse can catch up. It is said that there was even a group of specialized horse bandits robbing trains in the western desert of the Hong Li Federation.
   

        With Casio's physical skills and ability to sprint at full speed for a short period of time, it is more than enough to keep up with a galloping horse. Hitching a ride on a train was not too difficult.
   

        Or, you could sneak into the train station and wait for your chance to board.
   

        For ordinary people this might be difficult, but for a Secret Martial Artist like Casio who has undergone secret technique training, it is not a worry. It is as simple as eating and drinking water.
   

        Of course, you must have accurate information about the train. Otherwise, you might end up out of the North Flow Country after a night's sleep on the train. In order to get the precise information, Casio had to spend quite a bit in Oak City, but fortunately, the information was completely accurate.
   

        Because this bit of intelligence was leaked by an insider. As for where the money came from, that of course was his good junior fellow Damo.
   

        However, what seemed strange was that Damo seemed overly willing to hand over the money. Especially when he heard that Casio was going home for a while, he provided him with funds cheerfully.
   

        On this day, the sky was cloudless, brilliantly blue. The rolling green fields stretched along the slope of the hill like a carpet.
   

        A river from the east to the west meandered through, splitting the plain into two halves. From above, it looked like a shimmering ribbon of reflection, extending into the depth of the woods.
   

        Whoo...
   

        Thick black smoke billowed up to the sky.
   

        Through the smoke, a coal-fired steam train clattered along the rails, like a long black snake crawling.
   

        As the train passed by a small hillock.
   

        A nimble figure suddenly dashed over, like a cheetah, until it leaped lightly onto it.
   

        The whole performance was as smooth and silky as milk.
   

        "Made it."
   

        Now, Casio was standing on a metal platform, not on the train roof but a slightly jutting ledge at the rear of the carriage.
   

        It's small, but just enough to accommodate a person.
   

        After placing his bundle to one side, he looked down at the continuous moving black rails then turned to scan both sides.
   

        Stretches of green and blue seemed like an oil painting under a painter's brush, the colors blending where they met. The blue sky and the green land melted into each other, occasionally punctuated by a passing lone tree.
   

        Casio found this experience rather novel, so he sat cross-legged, pulling out the remnants of his lunch from the bundle.
   

        After lunch, he began practicing.
   

        Truthfully, the rhythm of a train in this era was quite strong. Every time it passed a section of track it would shake.
   

        The swaying, coupled with the noise, really affected efficiency.
   

        But there was no other choice. Casio was weighed between wasting four to five days or wasting twenty-something days.
   

        One hundred kilometers in this era is a round trip, and hitching a ride on a train could already save a lot of travel time.
   

        At night, Casio laid on the platform. He used his bundle as a pillow tucked under his neck, silently gazing up at the sky.
   

        The entire night sky was empty, except for a layer of faint hazy clouds, behind which the mysterious moon hid.
   

        There were no constellations, only a few solitary stars scattered about, desperately trying to shine. They were like solitary broken marbles abandoned by someone, evoking a sense of dreamlike confusion.
   

        Casio held his hand above his eyes like a child looking through the gaps in his fingers at the divided night sky.
   

        His gaze was somewhat unfocused, with a touch of bewilderment.
   

        Grieving spring and sorrowful autumn? Perhaps so, but who doesn't have a confused moment, particularly in such solitary circumstances?
   

        As the sound of the train's heartbeat echoed, Casio gradually fell asleep. When he opened his eyes again, the sky was already turning light.
   

        A touch of pale yellow dawn rose slowly in the clouds at the horizon.
   

        The morning air was somewhat cold, but Casio with his robust physique bore it well. As the sun rose, the temperature also slowly rose.
   

        Noon came, the train drove through a plain once more.
   

        Casio, clutching his bundle, took a leap and landed, rolling twice on the ground before standing up with a face full of dust. He watched the departing black train, then followed along the train track.
   

        After a few hours of trekking, Casio saw Black Sand City in the distance. Not choosing to enter the city, he followed Li Wei's vague memory and headed towards the eastern suburbs.
   

        Midway, Casio came across a bullock-cart heading to Firmwood Town. He paid a small amount and took a ride.
   

        The bullock-cart swayed, but the pile of straw on the wooden cart was very soft. Because of the hot weather and the sun, the straw was very dry and fluffy, and one could completely sink into it.
   

        Casio tipped back his head and lay down, feeling quite comfortable.
   

        In this manner, shaking and swaying, the bullock-cart traveled over this not-so-smooth stone road, gradually moving onto a mud path within the woods. There was no swaying, the tree shade blocked the sunlight. This comfortable feeling put Casio to sleep again with his arms crossed over his chest.
   

        After what seemed like an eternity, the bearded old man driving the cart said with a bit of an accent, "Young man, we're here."
   

        Casio jerked awake.
   

        The bullock-cart was on a small hill, the muddy road leading downhill. On both sides were green grasslands, interspersed with yellow and red flowers showing through the plants. A faint fragrance filled the air.
   

        Up ahead, the outlines of a human-settled village could be seen.
   

        This was Firmwood Town, and Flower Road Village was less than two kilometers from here. Casio nodded in thanks and alighted from the cart.
   

        Following a familiar impression, he entered a small country lane.
   

        After about ten minutes, Casio stopped to take in the view. The dilapidated wall belonging to Flower Road Village had come into view. The gray wall was covered with moss and the wall was adorned with creeping ivy.
   

        Walking into the village, he felt both strange and familiar. The last time Li Wei returned to the village was several years ago.
   

        That time was to repair his mother's grave.
   

        "Don't run, stop! Watch me, Sir Knight, chop the head off this evil dragon!" Nearby, youthful voices echoed.
   

        Two kids, reaching only up to Casio's waist, chased and played on the village road. Each held a slender straight tree branch in their hands, seemingly imagining them as knight's swords.
   

        Casio held up his bundle and moved sideways to give way.
   

        The children simply glanced at Casio before plunging back to their roles, chasing each other until they disappeared in the distance.
   

        Casio shook his head and continued walking, following the memory in his mind.
   

        Five minutes later, on the side of Flower Road Village leaning into the mountain, there was a remote house. Low and worn-out, it was rudimentary.
   

        It was surrounded by a fence, but one side had collapsed.
   

        Casio walked in silently. Seeing familiar objects maybe, Li Wei's vague memory became clearer. The placement of farming tools, the locations of tables and chairs, where they ate, where they slept, where he played with his sister.
   

        This house stored most of the thirteen years of Li Wei's memories, from his childhood to his adolescence. Everything in front of him was as it was in memory, except the familiar trio was gone.
   

        Casio pushed open the door and walked in. The room was filled with cobwebs, and there was a lot of dust on the floor. Some wooden furniture had even grown mold due to disuse.
   

        Placing the bundle aside, he spent an hour cleaning the room, but didn't move any of the furniture from its original position. Casio wasn't going to stay here for long. It was best to let the furniture and this house decay slowly in memory.
   

        Glancing at the time, it was around three o'clock in the afternoon.
   

        Casio headed for Berna Mountain behind him.
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        Behind Flower Road Village and nestled against the mountain, there was a narrow trail leading deep into the mountains. Casio began to follow the path, guided by a vague recollection.
   

        Not far along the hike, the gentle slope ahead was blanketed by a sea of blooming yellow wildflowers. Spreading their petals wide, they looked like countless little sunshades, gently swaying left and right in the breeze.
   

        In the heart of the flower sea, two lowly graves stood side by side.
   

        Casio stood still for a while, then carefully picked a handful of relatively rare white wildflowers from the fields. These roadside flowers had a strong scent, and their pistils were crawling with tiny black bugs as small as grains of rice. They were probably some kind of insect that feeds on nectar.
   

        Stepping into the flower sea, he wended his way through a narrow path, finally arriving before the two gravestones.
   

        A bunch of white flowers was laid on the left side, and another one on the right.
   

        The sunlight was fierce, the flower sea on the slope looking like a soft blanket of alternating yellow and green, with a single black dot moving relentlessly north.
   

        Berna Mountain, with an average elevation of about 3,000 meters, stretches across two counties. Boasting a climate of both temperate continental humidity and Mediterranean subtropical summer aridity, it's the source of many rivers in North Flow Country. Broadleaf forests, sclerophyllous forests, coniferous forests, and meadows make up the distinctive vertical vegetation zones in the mountain.
   

        The Orchid Heart Grass that Casio sought grows at elevations below 500 meters on Berna Mountain. Even with the climatic changes over seventy years, they would most likely still thrive in this area.
   

        The small path was shaded by lush trees, the sunlight projected a patchwork of shadows through leaves. Moving amidst the play of light and shadow, the intermittent mountain breezes eased the summer heat.
   

        Before initiating his retrospection, Casio had conducted on-site investigations in the real world and made sure to memorize a crafted map.
   

        As the mountain paths might have changed over the past seventy years, the landmarks on the map were not roads or signs, but more permanent fixtures such as waterfalls, rivers, and mountain tops – naturally occurring landmarks unlikely to have changed over the short span of time.
   

        "Whoosh..." Casio thought he heard the sound of water in the distance.
   

        A spark of excitement in his eyes, he quickly made his way toward the source of the sound. Though the forest was overgrown and not often trodden by humans, Casio's agility and strength allowed him to move speedily even in such conditions.
   

        Coming out from behind a big tree as thick as two people huddled together, sunlight beamed onto Casio's upper body, its glare almost blinding.
   

        Not far from him, the waterfall resounded as it cascaded down from the cliff top, forming a broad white curtain in mid-air, then plummeted with great vitality into the emerald pool below, sending up a mist of water droplets.
   

        Occasionally, a few white water birds would circle around overhead.
   

        The Yaga Waterfall, one of the viewing spots in Berna Mountain in later generations, made a substantial contribution to the tourism industry of Firmwood Town.
   

        It hardly changed at all in seventy years.
   

        Once Casio found the Yaga Waterfall, it was a piece of cake from then on. Just follow the direction of the water flow downstream and the Orchid Heart Grass would be growing by the stream.
   

        Casio took a glance at the waterfall, then quickly charted a path through the terrain. As there were no cleared paths, moving around was slightly perilous. But, thanks to his excellent physique, he tumbled from the edge and straight down.
   

        With a light thud, he landed from a height of about five or six meters.
   

        Without any further delay, Casio set out along the clear brook. When he encountered forests, he trekked through them; when he came across water, he waded through it. Along the way, he came across a brown wild boar drinking by the side of the stream.
   

        It was a wild boar king weighing six to seven hundred pounds, its physique was sturdy like that of a small calf, and its white tusks were slightly yellow at the tips.
   

        They faced off each other, and sensing danger, the wild boar king gulped down two mouthfuls of water before retreating back into the woods and disappearing from sight.
   

        Relaxing a bit, Casio followed the stream on his path.
   

        Finally, at a bend in the brook, he found what he was looking for. It was a patch of full-blown Orchid Heart Grass on top of another one.
   

        Cautiously, Casio ventured on over.
   

        It was a flat patch next to the brook, with fertile and moist soil, and there were numerous fragments of stones scattered over the ground.
   

        Green Orchid Heart Grass was growing in the crevices between these stones.
   

        A sweeping glance revealed that this batch of wild Orchid Heart Grass covered a relatively large area. It was growing on both sides of the river bank, with more plants clustered where Casio was standing and fewer on the other side.
   

        "So many of them... they are probably enough to provide for the potion needs of everyone at the Wind Elephant Gate for several years," he remarked with a hint of exclamation.
   

        In actual fact, Wind Elephant Gate would certainly not exploit this valuable resource to that extent. These wild Orchid Heart Grass plants were indeed precious, but the really important thing was this place where they grew.
   

        Climate, water source, topography, and soil, all these were indispensable.
   

        Once a place for cultivation can be secured, mass propagation can then be carried out under human intervention. That way, Wind Elephant Gate would have a continuous supply of Orchid Heart Grass. Then, not just the formal disciples, but the preparatory disciples of the Wind Elephant Gate Youth Training Camp would also be able to enjoy the benefits of the potion.
   

        With ample resources for cultivation, it would be hard for the sect not to thrive.
   

        Casio could already imagine the exhilaration and ecstasy of the senior levels at Wind Elephant Gate when they set eyes upon this vast uncultivated expanse of Orchid Heart Grass.
   

        He plucked a leaf and carefully observed it under the sunlight.
   

        An Orchid Heart Grass leaf is shaped like a miniature peach, like a gingko leaf. It is bluish-green, and there are veins running from the top to the bottom of the leaf. These veins extend radially in all directions.
   

        Such a small thing accounted for half the cost of the cultivation potion at Wind Elephant Gate. It could only be described as precious.
   

        Moreover, Casio noticed something else. These wild Orchid Heart Grass appeared to be very robust and healthy. Their effectiveness was probably even better than the average variety. It was evident that this area in the Berna Mountain was indeed very conducive for the growth of Orchid Heart Grass. Matthew's data was quite accurate.
   

        Without further hesitation, he surveyed his surroundings. There were no signs of human activities. Then, he dug out several Orchid Heart Grass plants with his bare hands. They were carefully dug up root and all, with soil sticking to it, to be taken back home.
   

        By the time Casio returned to Flower Road Village, it was already getting dark. He found several old pots in Li Wei's old house and promptly placed each of the uprooted Orchid Heart Grass plants with soil into them.
   

        After a hasty meal, Casio turned into bed. 
   

        Early the next morning, he first checked on the state of the Orchid Heart Grass to ensure they were alright, and then watered them.
   

        Next, he had breakfast. Casio had brought enough bread in his rucksack to last him. While it wasn't particularly tasty, it was indeed filling.
   

        By the time the sky was completely bright, he was already heading up the mountain with a rusty old machete. In his haste the previous evening, he hadn't put any markers on his route. Today was to make up for it, and to find other paths.
   

        Preferably one of those paths that directly connected the Orchid Heart Grass field to the foot of the mountain.
   

        For the entire morning, Casio wandered the mountain as he marked out a route. Along the way, he encountered a smaller boar and a fight ensued. Casio ended up slaughtering the boar with his rusty jungle knife, and only cut off a large chunk of its thigh meat to take down the mountain.
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        The wild boar was too heavy, and Casio wasn't going to stay in Flower Road Village for long, so even if he carried it down the mountain, it would just rot there.
   

        So, taking a leg as a token gesture was enough.
   

        At noon, smoke gradually rose from a low house by the edge of Flower Road Village, near Berna Mountain.
   

        In the yard, Casio was cutting the boar's leg into lengthwise pieces, skewering them onto branches and placing them on a rack.
   

        Beneath, tongues of high heat flames burned fiercely, each lick causing the pork to sizzle with fat.
   

        Pale yellow droplets of oil slowly oozed down the pieces of meat.
   

        When they fell into the fire pit, they made a popping sound.
   

        A faint aroma of roasted meat permeated the yard.
   

        Casio had brought some seasonings, which were now coming in handy.
   

        He sprinkled white salt on the surface of the meat, which quickly merged with the juices under the high heat, sweeping across the red streaks of the meat.
   

        Finally, he lightly sprinkled a handful of pepper.
   

        Casio didn't shy away from the heat, biting into it directly—the taste was good, if a bit tough. Or more accurately, the meat was rather firm.
   

        After a few more bites, he took out bread and water to supplement his meal.
   

        In less than half an hour, all the grilled meat was devoured. Casio's appetite was far more substantial than the average adult man's. After all, running such a robust physique needed a lot of energy to fuel it.
   

        After solving the lunch problem, he tidied up Li Wei's old home once again. Then, carrying Orchid Heart Grass and his package, he left Flower Road Village without any of the villagers knowing he'd ever been there.
   

        The reason he left in a hurry was mainly for the fear that the delicate Orchid Heart Grass would die, which would weaken its convincing power.
   

        While this wouldn't damage anything majorly, it was still best to be safe.
   

        Casio didn't have a cow carriage to ride in this time and had to walk to Black Sand City. However, thanks to his extraordinary constitution, his speed, strength, and endurance were top-tier; he could reach Black Sand City by foot in half the time a sluggish cow carriage would have taken.
   

        As always, he first went into the city to gather information.
   

        Black Sand City wasn't very different from Oak City, with both creating an atmosphere reminiscent of the 1880s. Apart from the city's main roads, some of the other roads were still dirt ones.
   

        The most prevalent transportation tool in this era was the horse carriage.
   

        The city center was bustling. Women wearing feathered hats and long black dresses sat in horse carriages, their hands naturally folded over their bellies in a gracious and elegant manner. Beside them sat a gentleman with a dashing outfit, top hat, and cane.
   

        The two alighted from the carriage and entered a large theater.
   

        Down the road, a strange thing approached. It had four wheels, was made entirely of steel, and painted black.
   

        The front resembled a box, the middle had a seat like a horse carriage, and there was a small seat at the back.
   

        Listening to the mechanical 'put-put' sound, Casio stopped to observe.
   

        This type of car seemed quite primitive...
   

        After an entire afternoon, he managed to obtain the information he was looking for. A train would be heading towards Oak City the next noon. Casio paid for a room in an inn, then bought a few sturdy flower pots and a large box.
   

        After a night in Black Sand City, at around ten in the morning, Casio waited for the train at the arranged spot.
   

        Finally, just after eleven and nearly noon, a steam train puffing out black smoke appeared on the tracks. Casio skillfully hopped in, embarking on his journey home.
   

        *********************
   

        "What did you say?! Is it true or false?!"
   

        In the quiet room, Lixia looked at Casio with shock on her face: "This kind of news is no joke! If I report it and it turns out the news is false... you might even be expelled from the Wind Elephant Gate…"
   

        Across from her, Casio had anticipated Lixia's reaction. He didn't reply, but silently opened the big box at hand.
   

        Immediately, four Orchid Heart Grass with their green-blue hue appeared before Lixia's eyes, spreading a faint smell of earth.
   

        Action speaks louder than words, no amount of words can surpass presenting the real thing to others. Four live Orchid Heart Grass...
   

        In fact, Casio brought back seven or eight plants, but half died on the way. This delicate medicinal herb cannot stand rough treatment.
   

        Luckily, Casio took the train, which got him back quickly. If he'd traveled more slowly, I fear all the Orchid Heart Grass would have been dead by the time he returned.
   

        "Master, I brought back a few, you can see if they are..."
   

        Casio placed the box on the floor and gently pushed it over.
   

        Lixia's breathing became somewhat urgent as she fixed her eyes on the four herbs. The whole person knelt down, carefully taking out one pot.
   

        Under the sunlight, the veining of the leaves was clearly visible, the typical left-right radiating stretch of the Orchid Heart Grass. The peach-shaped leaves appeared quite full, with the green surface showing a faint blue under the sunlight.
   

        All points matched, and the quality was extremely good.
   

        Lixia leaned in close to sniff, catching a hint of a fresh fragrance.
   

        "It's real!!!" Now there was an indescribable shock in her heart, followed by belated jubilation. Lixia knew all too well the importance of an Orchid Heart Grass producing area to the Wind Elephant Gate!
   

        This could directly reduce the cost of precious training potions by half! Maybe even more, because Orchid Heart Grass is priceless. North Flow Country only has a small yield every year.
   

        Consequently, the lauded gate concoctions only have this meager supply each year, allowing only the senior levels and teachers to use them. As for the large number of disciples, it depends on whether their masters are generous, willing to share some from their own monthly allocation.
   

        If Casio's claim is true, and he has discovered a producing area of Orchid Heart Grass. Then there will be a tectonic shift within the Wind Elephant Gate, with the senior levels rocked by the news.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough!" Lixia was overcome by coughing, her cheeks flushed with excitement. She looked at Casio with burning eyes, her tiger-like gaze as if she could devour Casio.
   

        "Tell me the details of the situation again!" Lixia was usually quite steady, but today was the most urgent she had been in a decade: "Sit here and tell…"
   

        Casio had anticipated this, and explained the whole story again.
   

        Halfway through, he was interrupted by Lixia: "You're saying that there's a large area full of Orchid Heart Grass! They are on both sides of the stream, from top to bottom, and span over a hundred meters!"
   

        "Yes." Casio affirmed as he nodded.
   

        "This... Such a large area..." Lixia couldn't stop herself from clicking her tongue in amazement. After a brief pause, she asked: "What about the quality? Is it similar to what you brought back?"
   

        "Yes." Casio again nodded his agreement. He took a pause, then added: "It should be better than what I brought back, after all the herb is delicate. After two days in the box, the leaves are wilted…"
   

        "Phew…" Lixia took a few deep breaths, as if she was about to cough but managed to suppress it: "Let your master rest for a while…"
   

        Thus, the room fell into eerie silence for a few minutes.
   

        Lixia broke the silence once she had caught her breath: "We mustn't delay this matter, I'll report to the senior levels immediately! Give me the box."
   

        Casio quickly put the pot back in place and closed the wooden box. After ensuring the location was correct, he carefully handed it to Lixia.
   

        "This is of great importance, you must absolutely never reveal it to others. Only you should know it in your heart. The sect will certainly reward you generously for it, I guarantee you! Don't worry!" Lixia picked up the box and patted Casio's sturdy shoulders reassuringly.
   

        "I'm going to find my master first, your grandmaster."
   

        "With his support, the seniors will definitely reward you generously!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "What did you just say?! Is it for real or not?!"
   

        In the courtyard, a scrawny old man with a mountain goat's beard stares at Lixia in shock: "You can't joke about this kind of news!"
   

        Lixia, being prepared for this, immediately opens the black wooden box in her hands, revealing four Orchid Heart Grasses placed inside.
   

        "!!!"
   

        The goat-bearded old man's eyes widen instantly, first glancing at Lixia, then bending down excitedly and somewhat out of breath.
   

        He picks up a pot of Orchid Heart Grass to examine it in the sunlight.
   

        Lixia watches from the side, thinking how familiar this scene seems. It was like her exact reaction when Li Wei first took out the Orchid Heart Grass. However, she could understand why -- a source of Orchid Heart Grass was too important for the Wind Elephant Gate sect.
   

        "It's the real thing!!!"
   

        A moment later, the old man looks up and stares intently at his disciple, his eyes brimming with excitement and irrepressible joy.
   

        "We had the exact same reaction..." Lixia mutters to herself.
   

        Being prepared already, Lixia starts to recap everything Casio told her before her master Oumai even asks.
   

        She explains in great detail - from Casio's return home to pay respect to his parents, him hitching a ride on the train, to unexpectedly stumbling upon a group of wild Orchid Heart Grass in the mountains, and so on.
   

        Under the bright sunlight, the white-walled courtyard is quite spacious, with some flowers and grass planted around the edge. Goat-bearded Oumai paces back and forth, excitably mumbling to himself.
   

        "The area is over a hundred meters... and the quality is so good..."
   

        He suddenly stops pacing, staring at Lixia: "Your disciple, my grand-disciple, is truly the Wind Elephant Gate's lucky star!"
   

        "He might even be your lucky star!" Oumai steps forward: "With such a great achievement, you can definitely ask the sect for a Wind Elephant Pill! Perhaps, if you take the Wind Elephant Pill, your long-standing illness has a chance to heal! This is your only opportunity!"
   

        Oumai looks at Lixia with a father-like tender gaze, with a hint of worry mixed in.
   

        "I will go talk to him right away!" He strides forward.
   

        "Master!"
   

        Lixia, who has been silent all this time, suddenly calls out.
   

        Oumai stops in his tracks.
   

        "I don't want to lie to myself and waste Li Wei's precious merit. Who doesn't want to live? I do too! But I understand my body the best... The injury I received ten years ago has reached my core, any medicine I take will leak out in a few days - my fate and my martial arts have already been severed..."
   

        Lixia shakes her head, seemingly numbed: "Master, don't waste time and resources on me anymore... I know you see me as your daughter, but I'm afraid my fate is just meant to be like this..."
   

        "Lixia..."
   

        Oumai opens his mouth, unsure of what to say.
   

        "Don't worry about me, Master." A sincere, not forced, smile suddenly appears on Lixia's face. "I've already found my purpose for the last phase of my life... That kid is different now, really, he's not the same as before, I can feel it. I plan to use all my energy to teach him, while I still have the strength to walk."
   

        "Just like you taught me martial arts, helped me grow, and even saw me as your daughter. He will extend my life, my martial arts, my values. I will pass my Azure Wind Flow onto him and let him continue to develop and improve it."
   

        "..."
   

        Oumai stands still, unable to speak for a moment. He clenches his fist tightly and then, after a while, relaxes it helplessly.
   

        "I didn't expect that you have already made up your mind..."
   

        "Made up my mind? Well, I guess so. But I see it as a form of teacher-student inheritance, I'm sure you understand. Isn't this how the Wind Elephant Gate has been developing slowly for over a hundred years?"
   

        Lixia hops over to the flower garden with both hands behind her back, behaving unusually like a little girl. She picks a small white flower, smells its fragrance and gently tucks it behind her ear.
   

        Standing to the side, Oumai watches in silence as the Lixia in his sight overlaps with the little girl in his memories. Once upon a time, she was also innocent and childish, laughing heartily and acting like a child. Until that event ten years ago…
   

        That ungrateful traitor!!!
   

        Oumai's breath inadvertently becomes heavier, only calming down after a while: "So, you've decided?"
   

        "Yes." Lixia nods and smiles.
   

        "Are you sure? This is your only chance!" Oumai thought he has already let go, but he couldn't help but ask again.
   

        "I'm sure." Lixia nods again.
   

        "Great!" A trace of an unsightly smile appears on Oumai's wrinkled face as his goat-like beard twitches.
   

        "I'll take care of this! I'll at least get one Wind Elephant Pill for my grand-disciple! Give me the box, I'm off!"
   

        He boldly grabs the handed-over box, turns around and leaves decidedly, he doesn't look back during the entire journey, only pausing for a second to take one last glance after he's far away. His old eyes are noticeably red and two tears fall down, only to be wiped away by his rough hands.
   

        "Why do I get more sentimental as I get older? Damn it!"
   

        Further away at the gate of the white-walled courtyard.
   

        Lixia, with a white flower behind her ear, blinks and looks up at the sky. The blue sky today is especially pure, like it could print a person's soul onto it.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Federation Calendar, year 97, July 2.
   

        As Casio was honing his boxing method in the training room, three people in blue combat suits, Teacher Lixia, and Lixia's teacher, his elder, Oumai, all entered.
   

        Everyone's faces were serious, giving a strong sense of "Casio, something's happened." Fortunately, the lanky old man with the snowy white beard leading the group managed a smile and said.
   

        "Li Wei, you are the lucky star of our Wind Elephant Gate!"
   

        The man in front of Casio was familiar to him, it was the deputy Gate Master Samer, who appeared in one of the actual combat rankings during the first Era of Retrospection. He is in charge of overseeing the medicinal materials and logistics of Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        Afterward, several people engaged in a friendly conversation with Casio. In essence, they were inquiring about what had happened -- some details still needed Casio, who was involved, to recall and recount. The whole process went very smoothly, especially after Casio mentioned that the area was uninhabited, the atmosphere became even more cordial.
   

        The seniors in the blue combat suits all wore smiles on their faces. Casio's description of the Orchid Heart Grass's origin was perfect.
   

        It was ready for the Wind Elephant Gate to exploit virgin rich territory. From today onwards, the influence of Wind Elephant Gate was likely to gradually penetrate into Black Sand City. Currently, in the Black Sand City, there were only one or two Wind Elephant branch martial arts halls, but due to the importance of Orchid Heart Grass, the Black Sand City would definitely establish its own branch within a short time.
   

        As time passed, the Black Sand City branch would grow more robust, its importance likely to be second only to the headquarters at Oak City.
   

        All these were either speculation or already in the planning stages.
   

        On the same day in the afternoon, Samer, the other two seniors, elder Oumai, and Casio rushed down the mountain together and hurried to the urban area of Oak City and boarded one of the freight trains using their connections.
   

        Three days later, on the train platform of Oak City.
   

        "Oh, my old bones can't take the toll ..."
   

        On the rectangular platform, Samer was complaining as he rubbed his back. However, there was not the slightest fatigue on his face, instead, he was glowing with delight.
   

        Because everything that Casio had told them was confirmed.
   

        In Black Sand City, at Firmwood Town, within the Berna Mountain. There was indeed a large swath of wild Orchid Heart Grass that no one had ever discovered before!
   

        According to simple calculations, this large patch of wild-collected Orchid Heart Grass would provide enough potion supplies for everyone in the Wind Elephant Gate for two years! Of course, this is just a small part. The truly valuable part is the environment suitable for nurturing Orchid Heart Grass. As long as it was reserved and protected, and cultivated sustainably by human hands, they could have as much Orchid Heart Grass as they wanted!
   

        Once you've mastered the skill of catching fish, would you still fear not having fish?
   

        Upon arriving in Oak City, the group of five, battered from the journey, were treated to a generous meal. The delicious dishes soothed their weary hearts.
   

        It wasn't until the afternoon of July 5th that everyone returned to the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        On July 6th, Casio received the reward he had been wanting. When Lixia placed four boxes in front of him, an excited twitch crept into Casio's usually calm heart.
   

        He knew that his teacher Lixia and his elder Oumai had done their best to secure the best possible reward for him.
   

        "See what's inside. You've earned it." Lixia pushed the differently-sized red boxes across the table.
   

        On the other side of the table, Casio solemnly received the boxes.
   

        Under the sunlight streaming in from the side window, he opened the first box. Inside was a pale yellow sponge cushion, with a dent in the middle, holding a pale blue pill that shone under the bright light.
   

        The air was filled with a thick scent of medicinal herbs.
   

        Upon opening the second box, he found something familiar - a perfectly square, crystal clear chunk of Body Refining Paste.
   

        In the third box, there was a small bottle. When shaken, the sound of the liquid inside made a gulu gulu sound.
   

        In the fourth box, shaped like a long strip, there were five purple long incense sticks, roughly as long as a chopstick.
   

        Out of the four items in total, Casio only recognized one. But he assumed the other three wouldn't be much worse than the Body Refining Paste.
   

        Casio lifted his head and looked across, where Lixia was watching him with a slight smile: "Let me tell you what these things do..."
   

        "First, this pill." She pointed to Casio's left hand: " This pill is called the Wind Elephant Pill, and it's the most precious of these four items. Every five years, the Wind Elephant Gate invests a large number of resources to create the Wind Elephant Pill. If it fails, there is nothing to gain, but if successful, we create three pills. The difficulty of pill creation is very high..."
   

        "Its function is simple, it can enhance the root bone of those beneath a martial artist's realm. It's especially effective for teenagers under 20, like you, Li Wei. Your root bone is ranked as above average, perhaps after taking Wnd Elephant Pill, it could become superior. Of course, the effects of the pill vary from person to person." 
   

        Lixia paused for a moment and continued, "Diligence determines the lower limit of a martial artist's martial arts, and the quality of the root bone determines an artist's upper limit. If you have large ambitions for martial arts, then the above-average root bone is not enough to support you."
   

        "So, I asked our master to get a Wind Elephant Pill for you..."
   

        "Thank you, teacher. Thank you, master."
   

        Casio was grateful--he knew without his teacher Lixia and his master Oumai's intervention, he probably wouldn't have been able to obtain the Wind Elephant Pill. After all, after completing his Obsession, Casio could bring back everything he had gained during the Era of Retrospection.
   

        Lixia nodded and continued.
   

        "I won't go into detail about this Hundred Medicine Body Refining Ointment that you've already consumed. But I remind you to be prepared since the effects can greatly diminish after the first use. Besides, it's best to take the Body Refining Paste after consuming Wnd Elephant Pill for the best results."
   

        Casio nodded in agreement as Lixia pointed to the third item.
   

        "The Fire Oil is a specially formulated potion used for breaking through limits. Once you have mastered the first level of the Elephant Soul Secret Art, you'll reach a bottleneck. This bottleneck varies from person to person- some may break through the next day, while others might never manage."
   

        "Fire Oil is made precisely for this situation. If you drink it, you'll reach a state of vibrant and boiling blood for the next seven days, greatly increasing the probability of breaking through. The only downside is that an excessively abundant amount of blood might cause insomnia at night."
   

        Lixia then pointed to the last item.
   

        "Calming Incense, a good auxiliary tool for cultivation. It's not for physical training but specifically for cultivating Wind Elephant Fist skills. Burn a small piece before each training session, inhale it for a bit, then extinguish it. Afterwards, your mental clarity, memory, and learning abilities will all improve. I brought you five sticks of Calming Incense. Use them sparingly and they should last half a year to a year."
   

        After finishing, Lixia couldn't help but remind him again.
   

        "Be sure to use it sparingly and not waste it. Calming Incense isn't produced in the Hong Li Federation, it's imported. The Wind Elephant Gate only gets about ten sticks a year, and now half of them have been given to you..."
   

        Her tone was somewhat sour, probably because she remembers being given only a tiny bit each year by the sect. Casio, on the other hand, got five all at once, highlighting the contrast.
   

        Perhaps picking up Lixia's discontent or simply being polite, Casio said, "Why don't you take a couple of sticks, teacher? I have five and I'm afraid I won't be able to use them all."
   

        Unexpectedly, Lixia appeared unhappy upon hearing this. She said coldly, "Use what you've earned yourself and keep the good stuff! I warn you, don't let these things be used by others. You have to consume them in front of me, or I'll beat your little ass!"
   

        "Yes!"
   

        Casio immediately stood upright with chest out. Even though teacher Lixia's tone was somewhat harsh, he could hear the affection within it, right?
   

        Yes, that's right. Casio felt that ever since their full-fledged sparring match, Lixia's attention to him had grown increasingly more intense, as if all her focus was on him.
   

        The Era of Retrospection is not a game. Even though Casio has his motivations, the people in his surroundings are all living individuals with emotions. Lixia's contributions to Casio were visible to all, and Casio fully respected Lixia as his teacher.
   

        "As long as you understand." Lixia nodded, then asked Casio to wait in the Quiet Room. Five minutes later, Lixia came in, carrying a barrel full of hot water.
   

        She left the barrel in the corner with a bang, and water splashed out lightly.
   

        She then turned to Casio, "Eat the Wind Elephant Pill..."
   

        "Okay." Casio immediately did as he was told, gulping it down.
   

        "Then strip off your clothes, all of them."
   

        "What?!" Casio blinked.
   

        "What? Hurry up and strip, or do you want me to do it?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio felt a bit awkward. After all, adding up his previous and present life, he was more than forty years old. Stripping naked in front of a woman was somewhat embarrassing. However, as he couldn't defeat Lixia, he could only obediently strip off his clothes.
   

        While Casio felt embarrassed, Lixia showed a calm face, she even nodded in approval and said, "Your muscular physique is quite good, it seems you have been working out well, keep it up. Now, get in."
   

        With a splash, Casio sank himself into the wooden barrel.
   

        Immediately, the steaming hot water enveloped him. A strong wave of heat was ceaselessly seeping into his body through his skin.
   

        Is this a bath? It seems like nothing has been added to the water...
   

        Just as Casio was questioning himself, a surging heat wave erupted from his stomach, rushing up from his upright spine all the way to his head. His brain suddenly buzzed.
   

        His vision became blurred. After a while, he regained consciousness, feeling as if there was an inner stream flowing throughout his body. It circulated rapidly along his bloodstream; each time it passed through the heart, it would be vigorously pumped, circulating around his body at a speed faster than the last round, repeating this cycle endlessly.
   

        "Stabilize your qi and concentrate! Ninth form of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique!"
   

        Suddenly a voice gave a roar.
   

        Casio's vision was blurry, his consciousness muddled, but he instinctively followed as he was told, assuming a special posture.
   

        In doing so, the current flowing around his body seemed to accelerate even more. Casio's body gradually began to heat up.
   

        His throat felt more and more fiery, as if a thread of fire was climbing up from his stomach, straight into his oral cavity.
   

        This state of affairs lasted for an unknown duration.
   

        Until a specific moment.
   

        When that ball of heat passed through his heart once more, another powerful pump occurred in the atrium. The resulting flow exploded in a splatter, instantaneously spreading to every corner of his body, dispersing into a sky full of stars.
   

        Casio felt as if there were certain things within his body that were being nourished and wrapped, and certain other things were being forced out from the surface of his skin.
   

        Dazed and confused, he opened his eyes again.
   

        Inside the quiet room, two faint yellow rays of light penetrated through the window and illuminated the floor, a fresh breeze leisurely pumped in from the gap. Lixia, clad in a yellow combat suit, sat cross-legged, facing him.
   

        Casio could distinctly sense that his five senses had seemingly become much more acute. If he concentrated, he even seemed capable of seeing the minute dust particles in the air. Moreover, he could hear every movement happening at the martial arts field located hundreds of meters away from the quiet room.
   

        He instinctively stood up, and a splash of water fell from him.
   

        Realizing that he was naked and that Teacher Lixia was sitting opposite him, Casio, feeling a bit awkward, sat back down.
   

        "Is it over?"
   

        Lixia, who was sitting cross-legged, opened her eyes.
   

        "Since you're alright, what are you still sitting for? Look at how dirty the water you soaked in is. Now go and take a shower in the washroom."
   

        Hearing this, Casio looked down at the barrel. The previously clear and hot water was now murky and cold. The water had turned a mixture of black and red, as if many impurities had dissolved in it. The surface even had a layer of mud-like grime on it.
   

        It seemed like it would stink, except that he couldn't smell it because he'd been there too long. After all, it seemed like Teacher Lixia had opened the window...
   

        "Go ahead." Lixia repeated again, it seemed like she knew that Casio was too shy to move while naked, so she closed her eyes.
   

        Casio stepped out of the barrel, immediately grabbed the clothes in the corner, and ran to the washroom to take a cold shower.
   

        During his shower, he glanced at the upper right corner of his vision.
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 68.2% (Total of three tiers)' → 'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 74.0% (Total of three tiers)'
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 34.2% (Total of three tiers)' → 'Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 37.5% (Total of three tiers)'
   

        The changes weren't significant, but they were equivalent to several months of hard cultivation by Casio. After all, the increase in physical fitness and the level of Elephant Soul Secret Art were just additional effects of the Wind Elephant Pill. Its main function was to enhance a person's potential and core bone.
   

        This miraculous pill is probably quite rare in the Secret Martial Arts World. It's definitely a stroke of luck that Casio managed to get one.
   

        Facing the cold water, he clenched his fists. His strength hadn't increased much, but it seemed... Casio suddenly threw a punch.
   

        His arm quickly extended, and abruptly stopped in mid-air!
   

        The water droplets on it flew off due to their inertia, hitting the wall with a splash, making quite a loud noise.
   

        From the time he threw the punch, to when he withdrew it, there was no warning. His control over his body and strength had improved tremendously!
   

        Suppressing his joy, Casio got dressed and returned to the quiet room, but Lixia was no longer there. A few minutes later, he saw her returning with a cleaned wooden barrel and gently placed it next to him.
   

        "Come over, let me check your core bone." Lixia smiled and beckoned him, seemingly more eager than Casio himself.
   

        "Yes." Casio immediately walked over.
   

        Five minutes later, Casio, whose entire body had been examined, stood dumbfounded in place. Lixia was circling around him and nodding.
   

        "Good, very good! I originally thought that after you took the Wind Elephant Pill, your potential would leap a level to reach upper and lower core bone, which would already be the limit. I didn't expect you to exceed another small level, reaching upper, middle core bone! Well done!"
   

        Lixia patted Casio's shoulder firmly to encourage him.
   

        Casio muttered in his heart: "The Wind Elephant Pill doesn't seem to be dependent on the user's subjective improvements, right? How much one improves depends entirely on luck."
   

        But it seems that his luck was not bad, as the effects seemed to be very good.
   

        Li Wei always had good potential, with an upper-middle level. However, Casio in the real world was a bit inferior, barely reaching the middle-lower level.
   

        If the effects of the Wind Elephant Pill could be taken back, perhaps his potential in the real world could be boosted to the upper level? With that thought, Casio had a question: did his cultivation of martial arts have a bottleneck? After all, when he returned to the real world, the effects were added directly.
   

        Or did he not have a bottleneck, gaining as much power as the past had?
   

        This was a question, but it was obviously good news that his potential could be enhanced, as he would need to spend quite a lot of time in the real world.
   

        Coming back to his senses, Casio saw Lixia gazing at him with the look of a proud teacher: "Though your core bone has reached the upper level, you can't slack off your daily training. Talent alone isn't enough to achieve greatness, it must be accompanied by diligent study and hard work! So, from tomorrow onward, you don't have to train like your junior brothers and sisters. Train with me directly, and I'll pass on some techniques to you..."
   

        "Yes." Casio seemed to be only capable of saying this, he wasn't good at expressing his feelings. But he would always remember those who were kind to him, and when he had the ability, he would repay them in kind.
   

        "Alright, that will be all for today, you may leave now. Go home and have a good night's sleep." Lixia waved her hand, and Casio nodded before leaving.
   

        "Oh right, prepare yourself in these next few days. The senior level of the sect might promote you to a position among the Core Disciples, and there will be a process to follow."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        July 5th.
   

        The promotion ceremony for core disciples that Lixia had mentioned arrived. Under the guidance of Vice Gate Master Samer, Casio got to meet the often secluded Wind Elephant Gate Master. He was a towering and sturdy middle-aged man, with a complexion of ancient bronze, and muscles that were as robust as poured cement pillars.
   

        Just standing before the Gate Master, Casio could feel an intense pressure, which was indeed an aura-based mental oppression.
   

        Thankfully, Gate Master Belon seemed not as stern and serious as imagined. He often smiled when meeting Casio, occasionally inquiring about his cultivation process like an elder would, and praised him more than once for his contributions to the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        Clearly, Casio's contributions were the primary reason for Belon's kind treatment. It's not just about the importance of the herbs, but also about setting an example.
   

        Reward those who work hard, and others will strive to do the same.
   

        That was probably the rationale.
   

        Gate Master Belon also asked about Casio's core bone, specifically after using the Wind Elephant Pill. Upon learning that Casio's bone marrow was intermediate, his attitude warmed significantly. Subsequent rites of paying homage to the Gate Master and Ancestral Master were also smoothly resolved.
   

        In each generation of the Wind Elephant Gate, there are only ten core disciples who are destined to manage the Gate in the future. This generation already had four core disciples, and Casio was to be the fifth. All resources will prioritize core disciples, including the precious potions and pills that are usually extremely rare.
   

        Of course, in a few months, the potions will perhaps become less valuable.
   

        That afternoon, after the ceremony, Casio returned with two pale blue suits, which were extremely durable and made of exquisite fabric. These two suits represented the identity of a core disciple, equivalent to the senior level of the Wind Elephant Gate. However, these were not combat suits, hence there was a slight difference.
   

        That evening, Casio placed the two suits and a Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant in front of Lixia. The pendant was not pure white. Instead, it was painted light blue at its end.
   

        It's to distinguish between core disciples and ordinary ones.
   

        Lixia seemed somewhat moved by these items. She stared at the light blue Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant for a long time. Eventually, Casio decided to give Lixia a set of core disciple clothing. Quite unusually, Lixia silently accepted.
   

        Was it similar to the way parents felt when they collected their child's first-place trophy? Casio reckoned it was, yet also not.
   

        There was pride, but perhaps there were also other deeper reasons. He saw a hint of regret in Lixia's eyes.
   

        On July 15th, the weather was clear and breezy.
   

        Under Lixia's guidance, Casio started using Calming Incense for his cultivation. The supportive item was indeed precious; even after using just a small portion, his progress in Wind Elephant Fist cultivation swiftly advanced. He started from morning to evening and kept getting inspirations, so much so that he forgot to stop and had to be knocked out by Lixia.
   

        The first few days were all the same. His mind was too active to sleep, so he always had to be punched by Lixia to bed.
   

        July 20th, overcast during the day with heavy rain at night.
   

        In the morning, Casio was called into the Quiet Room by Lixia, where she made him pledge first. The general content was that he would devote himself to martial arts, inherit her methods, strive to complete them and do his utmost to carry them forward. Finally, he was not to divulge them to anyone, even his martial siblings. If he broke this pledge, Lixia would take action herself.
   

        After the pledge ceremony, Lixia taught Casio an amazing skill known as the "Gale Flow." Currently, it was only the basics. To fully utilize and execute it, Casio would need to solidify the first layer of the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art.
   

        During this process, to arouse interest in Casio, Lixia demonstrated the power of the Gale Flow. She lightly pressed her palm onto the head of a wooden stake, and in a short time, the top of the wooden man was flattened. A whole head's thickness of solid wood gone!
   

        The cross-section was incredibly smooth. If that hit a person…
   

        August 5th, overcast turning cloudy.
   

        Within twenty days of frequent cultivation, Casio used up a stick of Calming Incense, for which he was scolded by Lixia.
   

        However, the gains were tremendous. His cultivation of Wind Elephant Fist improved by 15%, breaking the halfway mark and moving towards 55%. The effects of the Wind Elephant Pill were also starting to show. Pairing a top-grade core bone with Calming Incense had significant results.
   

        August 10th, clear skies, strong sunshine.
   

        A month and a half later, after the effects of the first Body Refining Ointment and Wind Elephant Pills dissipated, Casio decisively ate the second Body Refining Ointment upon obtaining Lixia's approval.
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 77.1% (Three Layers in total)'→'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 91.2% (Three Layers in total)'
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 54.3% (Three Layers in total)'→'Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 62.3% (Three Layers in total)'
   

        As expected, the effect was reduced by half. Elephant Soul Secret Technique's progress increased by less than 15%, and Wind Elephant Fist's progress increased by 8%. However, Casio was not disappointed. After all, the greater the progress in martial arts, the more difficult it becomes. The fact that the Body Refining Ointment effect could still maintain about half of its original impact was already quite good.
   

        In the following week, Casio had a period of rapid growth. If he worked hard, he might save himself a few months of intense cultivation.
   

        August 20th, strong wind, a thunderstorm.
   

        In the morning during his usual training, Casio noticed a streak of white hair on Lixia's head. When he came to the Training Room in the afternoon, he heard the sound of violent coughing from within. In the evening, Casio found an opportunity to inquire, but Lixia only said that she had caught a cold.
   

        September 5th, overcast rainy day, dense clouds.
   

        Lixia's cough worsened and sometimes it was so bad that she could not help but cough while teaching Casio the Wind Elephant Fist. In the afternoon, she even coughed out blood. Casio asked her again, but Lixia insisted it was just an old respiratory ailment.
   

        No matter how Casio asked, Lixia simply stuck to her story.
   

        September 15th, clear weather.
   

        It was the eighteenth birthday of the original owner, Li Wei, his coming of age ceremony. Teacher Lixia and her Master Oumai took Casio to Oak City. They had a somewhat simple but peaceful and warm birthday feast. Casio was very happy that night, and he also received gifts from them.
   

        Master Oumai gave him a sandalwood bracelet that he had kept for many years, while Lixia gave him a pocket watch for the second time.
   

        This silver pocket watch seemed to have a special meaning to her.
   

        October 8th, overcast.
   

        During Casio's instruction session, Lixia suddenly fainted. Casio was thankfully present and quickly took her to the hospital. When Lixia was unconscious and being treated, he asked his grand master, Oumai, about her condition.
   

        At first, Oumai avoided discussing it. However, after much coaxing and pleading, he finally revealed the cause of Lixia's gradual weakness.
   

        It traced back to an event that occurred over a decade ago, involving a betrayer. In that incident, Lixia's martial brother was killed, and Lixia was seriously injured.
   

        The traitor fled and disappeared under a new identity, his whereabouts unknown ever since.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        That injury went deep, and it robbed the talented Lixia of her potential martial arts journey. And Naz, whose comprehension was even higher than Lixia's, had died directly as a result. Oumai had tried every means to heal Lixia, but all had ended in failure. Any medicine she consumed would be purged in a day or two. The fact that Lixia could hold on until now was nothing short of miraculous.
   

        However, she was on the brink of collapse, likely to live only a year or two more at most. Oumai's voice was filled with sadness when he spoke these words.
   

        But after recounting the past, he looked fervently towards Casio and shared what Lixia had told him two months ago. Casio finally understood why Lixia was so determined and relentlessly committed to training him.
   

        Lixia's endless yearning for martial arts, her infinite hope to perfect the Azure Wind Current, all of it relied on Casio. In her heart, Casio might be more important than she was because her dream resided within him.
   

        And the silver pocket watch was in fact a relic from Naz, Lixia's senior brother. Lixia had given it to Casio in hopes that he could become an outstanding, brave, and strong person like Naz.
   

        The reason Oumai revealed all this to Casio was, of course, to make him realize there was someone who considered him more important than her own life. He needed to try harder, to keep from disappointing Lixia.
   

        October 18, sunny weather, broad daylight.
   

        Lixia was discharged from the hospital, accompanied by Casio. During their walk, Lixia playfully complained about how Casio had wasted his cultivation time while doting on her like a nanny in the hospital.
   

        Moreover, the enthusiasm of the usually reserved Casio felt somewhat odd, like a muscular hunk wearing a dress.
   

        Casio remained silent, feeling a bit wronged. After more than forty years in past and present lives, he had grown accustomed to being a man of few words. Perhaps because he had spent too long alone, Casio wasn't adept at expressing his emotions to others, even fearing the emotions that others expressed towards him. Now, after finally making a step forward, he was scolded for it.
   

        Even so, he swallowed his grievances and focused on what needed to be done.
   

        He didn't know how to sweet talk others into feeling better, but he knew how to make practical decisions and learn from them, step by step, from novice to expert.
   

        This was so like Casio...
   

        November 4, clear skies.
   

        Casio used up the third Calming Incense stick. This time, he wasn't scolded by Lixia as his progress in the Wind Elephant Fist had significantly improved.
   

        Over these last few days, Casio's progress was much faster than before. Having switched from trying hard to giving it his all, he learned faster, came to an understanding quicker, and his movements became more standardized. This way, Lixia didn't have to repeat instructions time after time.
   

        She would get some time to rest, and seeing Casio's progress being made faster, would bring her joy and satisfaction.
   

        Whilst in the past Casio needed occasional prompting from others, now he was whipping himself forward. No one wanted him to progress more than he did.
   

        ************************
   

        Two months passed...
   

        Federation Calendar, Year 98, January 7.
   

        In a quiet room, the strong, pungent smell of potion filled the air. In a corner stood a light yellow wooden tub, with Casio's body immersed in the potion, only his head exposed.
   

         His eyes were tightly closed and his body was in a specific position of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique, a position he had practiced countless times. Invisible medicinal properties layered on his skin, slowly seeping in, and intense waves of pain spread throughout his body.
   

        It genuinely felt as though thousands of needles were piercing his flesh.
   

        This was the outcome of achieving a 100 percent effectiveness in the first level of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique. Each time he practiced, he had to endure this kind of pain.
   

        Six months, a full half-year's time. He had finally reached the pinnacle of his progress, and it hadn't been easy.
   

        Especially the last few percentages, moving them even a bit had required an immense amount of time. Fortunately, he had accomplished what he wanted.
   

        In his line of sight, a series of words appeared.
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 100.0% (Total of 3 levels)"
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 99.5% (Total of 3 levels)"
   

        He was only 0.5 percent away from breaking through the first level of the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art. However, it seemed that it would still take half a month's diligent training to reach it...
   

        Taking a deep breath of the air laden with the aroma of potion, Casio stood up and went to the washroom nearby for a bath.
   

        He then returned to pour out the used potion and cleaned the wooden tub.
   

        Finally, he neatly placed the tub in the corner of the room.
   

        In the quiet room, Casio, naked from the waist up, was getting dressed.
   

        He had grown taller and stronger than before, standing at approximately 1.87 to 1.88 meters. This was due to the purification and marrow-nourishing effect of the Wind Elephant Pill, which had caused Casio to grow a few centimeters taller and his skeleton seemed to have subtly increased in size.
   

        Sunlight shone on his half-naked body, reflecting off his bronze skin. His muscular body seemed robust from head to toe, neatly and evenly proportioned. Casio had a developed musculature but maintained a balanced physique.
   

        This was a flawless streamlined symmetry, which might not be noticeable when clothed, but the moment he revealed his large skeleton and bronze muscles, he seemed overwhelmingly muscular.
   

        After getting dressed, he slightly twisted his neck, producing cracking sounds from his joints. Casio then stretched languidly.
   

        He walked over to a window, propped it open, and let the cold air replace the warm air inside the room.
   

        It was already January, and although it wasn't snowing, the temperature was close to freezing. The room's warm air was quickly replaced by the crisp freshness from outside.
   

        Someone suddenly pushed the door open and entered the room.
   

        Casio turned his head and saw it was Lixia.
   

        "Teacher..."
   

        "Quickly gather your things. Let's go to Oak City right now!" Lixia's tone seemed hurried, "And remember to wear that suit and pendant representing a Core Disciple."
   

        "Teacher, what's going on?" asked Casio.
   

        "Your eldest senior brother has returned. The other two Core Disciples have gone to greet him. They're hosting a banquet in Oak City," Lixia explained.
   

        Upon hearing this, Casio understood immediately.
   

        The eldest senior brother referred to here wasn't someone who was also a disciple of Teacher Lixia, but the eldest of all this generation's disciples from Wind Elephant Gate. In other words, the highest-ranking individual among all Core Disciples.
   

        Once a regular disciple is promoted to a Core Disciple, they automatically move up a rank and only address other Core Disciples as senior or junior brothers and sisters. Regardless of their age or how much earlier they had become disciples, they uniformly address other Core Disciples as senior brother or senior sister.
   

        "Let me grab it." Casio immediately went back to his room to change into the appointed attire and then waited at the door.
   

        After a moment, Lixia's silhouette appeared in the distance, quickly making her way towards him. She hadn't changed clothes and didn't need to.
   

        Lixia was just there to guide Casio.
   

        At ten in the morning, the two descended the mountain.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The pale blue sky is clear and vast, while restless clouds sway and swirl with each gust of wind, their ethereal forms disrupted by small rows of black birds darting across the sprawling expanse.
   

        Oak City is built with large stone bricks lining the wide main thoroughfares, forming a grid-like pattern underfoot.
   

        The roads are mostly clean, unlike the litter-strewn narrow alleys that occasionally give off the stench of piled excrement.
   

        The Oak City central administration is unyielding on the matter of urban cleanliness, hiring cleaners to tidy up the city streets on a regular basis.
   

        The roads are frequently traveled by carriages. Some were notably luxurious, with golden motifs adorning the wheels and canopies, while the reins leading the horses and the carriage driver's clothes are ornamented in a similar manner.
   

        These carriages belong to wealthy merchant families—not to nouveau riche, but to families with deep-rooted history. These families maintain several carriages and professional drivers as status symbols, endeavors as much about show as they are about practicality.
   

        At the crossroads, two middle-aged policemen in blue uniforms stand chatting. One passes a cigarette to the other, and they take turns surveying pedestrians while puffing leisurely.
   

        During the 71st year of the Hong Li Federation, the council established a police force in order to maintain order. Since then, it has remained a new and emergent force as police departments needed to be established in every county. The police force is ultimately under the authority of the Minister of the Interior.
   

        Near the sidewalk on the right, a black carriage halts. A man and woman alight.
   

        "What time is it?" The woman, Lixia, turns to Casio and inquires.
   

        Casio retrieves a pocket watch gifted to him by Lixia.
   

        "Eleven oh five."
   

        " We're on time. The banquet probably starts at half-past eleven and it's going to be quite grand. Other than the core disciples from the Wind Elephant Gate, merchants and gentry from Oak City and nearby areas will be attending. The influence the Wind Elephant Gate holds is not little…"
   

        she finishes with a laugh: "Come over here, let me fix your clothes." Casio moves two steps forward while straightening his back and puffing out his chest. As Lixia smoothes the wrinkles in Casio's clothes, she advises, "Try to look as spirited as possible. You guys are the stars of tonight's banquet…"
   

        "Other core disciples of the Wind Elephant Gate have some relationships with powerful and wealthy figures, while you, who became a core disciple late, have been practising behind closed doors. So, most likely, the attention of the people at the banquet today will be focused on you and your eldest brother."
   

        Outside of winding the roads, the woman	smiles teasingly: "There will probably be many beautiful girls at this banquet. If you see someone you like, remember to let your teacher know, and I'll keep a lookout for you."
   

        She smiles, full of satisfaction as she gazes at the handsome and imposing Casio. Ever since that melancholic air dissipated, the more confident Li Wei grew, the more he exuded a calm, and mature charisma. 
   

        "You look great! Don't embarrass me. Off you go."
   

        Lixia gives a soft pat to the button on Casio's light blue waistcoat.
   

        "Yes," Casio replies solemnly. He moves slowly forward, only to glance back after a few steps. A solitary silhouette is hunched over on the ground, plagued by a severe coughing fit.
   

        The figure's back violently shakes with each cough, as if intending to expel a lung.
   

        Casio freezes mid-step and watches intently, only regaining his composure at the sight of Lixia's attention in the distance, following which he continues forward.
   

        He knows he cannot save her, and he knows her illness is now incurable. With this knowledge, he mustn't become overwhelmed with despair.
   

        What would Lixia like to see? Naturally, she would love to see a confident, determined, brave, industrious, shining and dazzling Li Wei.
   

        Casio decides to do so; to take on the role she has envisioned for him, at least until this round of retrospection ends.
   

        Because, after all, this path could not be wrong, could it?
   

        After ten minutes, Casio halts and looks up.
   

        A grand building, similar to a theater in appearance, towers above him, its decorations exquisite and bold. By the entrance stands a gigantic signboard bearing a line of golden text: Ferro Hall.
   

        Surrounding the building is a white enclosure, beyond which a few ornamental trees can slightly be seen protruding from the top of the enclosure. 
   

        At the entrance, two burly men clad in black stand guard.
   

        After a glance, Casio strides towards them. The two guards make no move to stop him; they even respectfully greet him while he enters through the door, and return to their stations afterwards.
   

        It turns out these two men are fellow disciples from the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        "Stop! Where's your invitation?" one of the guard suddenly demands.
   

        At the entrance, a pale youth, dressed in a formal suit and top hat, comes to a halt, holding a black cane in his hand.
   

        "The man who just went in didn't show an invitation, did he?" The youth asks.
   

        "You're unreasonable. Can you even compare yourself to the fifth disciple of our sect, Wind Elephant Gate? This banquet is held for our disciples! If you don't have an invitation, then stop wasting our time and scram," the Roman guard retorts, crossing his arms across his chest, his bulging biceps tensing under his tight sleeves, a display of extreme oppression.
   

        "..." The youth opens his mouth but doesn't utter a word, he helplessly withdraws.
   

        He doesn't dare to reveal his family name at such a grand banquet, as it would instead cause havoc for his family.
   

        Inside the courtyard, Casio moves along a cobblestone walkway.
   

        Midway, he comes across two servants dressed in black waistcoats and white shirts, who also sported blue bow-ties. One of them, spotting Casio, quickly comes forward to greet him.
   

        "Excuse me, are you Mr. Li Wei?" He asks.
   

        "Yes" Casio confirms with a nod.
   

        "Please follow me," the servant says graciously after he turns and whispers something to his companion, who then scurries off, likely to relay the news. 
   

        Following the servant's lead, Casio traverses the cobblestone path. Instead of leading him into the banquet hall, they stop at a tall building behind the banquet hall. It is a long building with black tiles and white walls.
   

        At the entrance, the servant bows out, unable to proceed further.
   

        Casio steps inside alone, climbing the stairs and pushing open the towering bi-color door. Instantly, an extremely spacious hall unfolds before him. The ground is stitched together with multicolored marble, with square columns extending to the ceiling.
   

        Green potted plants are occasionally placed near these columns.
   

        Scattered all over the walls are landscape paintings at regular intervals. Sticking out conspicuously is a gigantic deer skull with two axes lodged in its hollow eye sockets, hung directly in front of the entrance on a white wall. 
   

        In front of the skull, a burly, bald man with muscles akin to a bulky tire and a physique as sturdy as a bear, turns around. 
   

        A fierce face suddenly appears before Casio. The rugged face, partly covered by a black eyepatch, belongs to a man with muscles bulging from every corner of his face, adding to his raw and wild aura. 
   

        Not only does this man resemble a bear physically but his combativeness radiates a bearish hostility.
   

        Just when the eye contact between the two men risks making the surrounding air freeze, the burly man speaks. "So, you're the junior brother! I'm Moses," he pauses, scratches his shiny bald head, and adds, "You should call me... Fourth Brother." 
   

        Great, turns out it's just a big, naive bear... 
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 57: 057 Elder martial brothers_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The thick local accent in his "I" instantly diluted Moses's threat, turning it into a sense of simplicity.
   

        "Hello, Fourth Brother."
   

        Casio felt that this bear-like elder brother might be easier to get along with, somehow giving a friendly feeling.
   

        "Hehe..." Moses laughed twice, while he rapidly approached, "Don't be so formal, just call me directly by my name, Moses, or you could call me Brother Moses."
   

        "Brother Moses." Casio corrected himself.
   

        Across from him, Moses seemed to be sizing him up, his remaining brown eye started shining: "Little brother is quite sturdy! Is your path about being bold and straightforward?"
   

        Casio hesitated, then nodded his head. A student's battle style mostly correlates with his teacher's, and Lixia always liked to choose a straightforward path. Hence, as taught by Lixia, Casio was also the type who preferred face-to-face confrontation.
   

        He looked at Moses, who was more muscular than himself, and said, "Brother, you must also be the same, right?"
   

        To his surprise, Moses shook his head: "My combat style should be different from yours. I am more resilient and prefer heavy punches."
   

        Casio glanced at Moses's muscular shoulders, as thick as tires, and knew Moses spoke the truth. With such muscle built, one could, of course, be resilient to punches, and a full-force punch must be terrifying.
   

        As if he noticed Casio examining his muscles, Moses even intentionally squeezed his arm, letting his already strong arm become even more inflated, with each muscle bulging visibly.
   

        Fourth Brother seemed to be particularly satisfied with his muscles.
   

        "Little Brother, both of us must be the hot-blooded men type, physical confrontation is the hard truth! There's an arena behind the hall, why don't we spar and I'll see your skills?"
   

        Moses cordially proposed a match.
   

        Casio hesitated, but this must be a common situation for them. It's normal for a senior brother to test the prowess of the younger one. Moreover, Brother Moses seemed to be a defensive type of giant figure. Casio had never encountered such an opponent before and was also itching for a match.
   

        He was about to respond.
   

        At the stairs, a gentle voice suddenly called:
   

        "Little Brother, don't be deceived by that bulldog!"
   

        Down the brass-colored, spiral staircase came a tall, slender, short-haired beauty. He had icy-green short hair, a cheeky, fair and soft face with slim, pretty eyes.
   

        But there was also a trace of sharpness in his eyebrows.
   

        Seeing Casio, the beauty gave a faint smile and said, "Nice to meet you, Little Brother. I'm your Third Brother, Gordon Lancy…"
   

        "Third…brother?" Casio hesitated, then looked more closely. He quickly noticed the prominent Adam's apple in the center of Lancy's swan-like neck. On closer inspection, Lancy's behavior, body language, and other aspects were all masculine, apart from his feminine looks and voice.
   

        "Hahaha! As expected, you're stunned too! I also thought you were a woman when I met you, sissy!"
   

        "I can't stop laughing!" Moses laughed loudly, reeling off, "old man, this, old man, that," entirely different from his previously simple and honest behavior.
   

        "Humph!" Lancy snorted coldly, ignoring Moses and quickly stepping in front of Casio: "Did Moses begin to spar with you when he first saw you, and it was a simple courtesy?"
   

        Casio nodded truthfully.
   

        "I knew it, don't be deceived by this bulldog! I remember the first time the eldest brother, second sister and I met him, we thought he was a simple and honest person, and he disguised himself quite well. Later, he must have been so bored that he came to spar with me. I never thought…"
   

        As Lancy described, a fourth brother - homely as a bear on the outside, sly as a fox on the inside - emerged in Casio's mind.
   

        Clearly, Moses pretending to be innocent when he first met Casio was just a disguise, all for the final sparring match.
   

        Moses, twenty-four years old, nicknamed Bulldog. He loves to fight, to be precise, he likes being beaten up. He enjoys using his robust body and steely muscles to endure attacks. He often pesters his opponent, begging the opponent to hit him, and the harder the better.
   

        Not only does he like being beaten, but he also loves to rip his clothes off. He often fights halfway and then uses his muscles to burst the clothes, leaving mostly just his trousers remaining. It seems to show off his muscles?
   

        "Hey, hey, hey, Sissy! It's not fair to expose someone's secrets when you first meet them!" The originally giggling Moses stopped laughing, somewhat displeased: "And what about my so-called weird habit of exposing my muscles? Is there a man in the world who doesn't like muscles?"
   

        As he said this, he glanced over at Casio. His eyes were hopeful, as if he thought Casio, with his equally strong muscles, would approve of this statement, and stand with him on the same side.
   

        "Ahem, ahem, ahem..." Casio coughed awkwardly a few times.
   

        He wasn't sure if it was his imagination, but it was their first meeting, yet the two sect brothers were unexpectedly enthusiastic and friendly.
   

        Was it their natural disposition? Or was it because of the Orchid Heart Grass...
   

        Actually, Casio guessed right, it was because of the Orchid Heart Grass.
   

        Consider this, if you were one of the Core Disciples of the Wind Elephant Gate and your supply of potions was three bottles a month, which means you could only use potions to train for three days. Then suddenly one day,
   

        inside news informed that a student with maximized luck had found a place full of Orchid Heart Grass for the sect! Suddenly, the supply of potions for the Core Disciples changed from three bottles to thirty bottles! It was a tenfold increase! Totally replacing all the ointments.
   

        Plus, the wild Orchid Heart Grass was abundant and of high quality, which significantly improved the efficacy of each potion.
   

        This matter regarding training and advancement in the martial arts could be considered as a top priority for the Core Disciples. Therefore, naturally, even without seeing Casio, Moses and Lancy had good impressions of him. Especially because of the contrast before and after this year.
   

        Progress had been slow in the first half of the year, but it significantly speeded up in the latter half.
   

        Who brought on this turn of events was self-explanatory.
   

        In the Hall on the first floor, Lancy and Moses unexpectedly started arguing. One said that being well-proportioned was the best, and that having exaggerated muscles all over, even on the face, was ugly. The other defended that muscles were the best, everything else was heresy, and people as thin as bean sprouts could be beaten to a pulp in one punch.
   

        As they argued, the two of them headed towards the arena at the back of the hall. A clueless Casio only trailed behind helplessly.
   

        Five minutes later, Casio astonishingly witnessed what it meant to explode one's clothes until only a pair of shorts were left! Fourth Brother Moses was like a wall of muscles sturdily rooted to the ground, crazily taking hits.
   

        On the other hand, Third Brother Lancy was as agile as a swallow, turning into afterimages, circling and attacking around Moses.
   

        Additionally, Brother Lancy seemed to have the same quirky habit as Brother Moses. That was, he liked to use hand knife blows to the kidney!
   

        Casio watched in disbelief with spasms around his eyes and kidneys tingling from sympathetic pain.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Though they called it sparring, the two were in a real fight.
   

        Each of Brother Lanxi's hand chops hit Moses's muscles squarely, producing a series of popping sounds.
   

        Upon closer look, one could see that Brother Moses's hard, massive muscles were quivering like jelly.
   

        It seemed very painful, but Moses seemed to enjoy it. This showed that Brother Lanxi's comment about the fourth brother liking to get hit was not an exaggeration.
   

        Casio was watching from the sidelines, distinguishing the differences in their fighting styles. One was strong, defensive, and slow to attack.
   

        The other was quick to attack, good at evading, but lacked strength.
   

        Of course, when it comes to the "slow in attacking" and "lack of strength", it's all relative. If an average muscular man were to be hit by Brother Lanxi's hand chop, he would probably be done for.
   

        After two or three minutes, the two men gradually stopped fighting.
   

        Brother Lanxi, with his bright red palm, wiped off the sweat from his forehead and muttered under his breath, "Your skin is truly thick, you silly bear..."
   

        "Hee hee hee hee..."
   

        In a smug way, Brother Moses laughed, his tight clothes already ripped apart, leaving him in just grey underwear.
   

        His bulging muscles looked like a fortress, giving people a sense of pressure. In stature and size, Moses could even compare with those steroid-pumped bodybuilders Casio knew in his previous life.
   

        Now, he was flaunting his physique like a bodybuilder, posing in a way that showcased his muscle definition. His upper body was shaped like an inverted triangle, extremely broad. However, the muscles were slightly red.
   

        Red palm prints could be seen all over his body.
   

        Moses turned his head and made eye contact with Casio beside him. He raised an eyebrow, changing his pose to resemble that of a gorilla.
   

        Casio shook his head slightly, amused. This Brother Moses is really something, a bit too fond of his muscles.
   

        "Junior Brother, why don't you give it a try?" Brother Lanxi suggested as he left the arena,
   

        "Let's give it a try, then." Casio didn't decline, for he was itching to fight such a big guy like Brother Moses.
   

        "Great!" Moses on the arena gave a thumbs up.
   

        Casio took off his outer clothing, not wanting to ruin the coat that signified his core disciple status. He was wearing a white tank underneath, revealing his big, refined muscles.
   

        Seeing this, Moses visibly brightened
   

        "Nice muscles! I can't wait."
   

        Casio hopped onto the platform and walked over to a corner. Firstly, he began with courteous greetings and then assumed a stable fighting stance.
   

        "Please."
   

        "Careful!" Moses warned with a smile, deciding to forego his defense and take the initiative to test his junior brother.
   

        From below the platform, Lanxi looked with interest.
   

        Boom! The ground shook as Moses launched his body forward, like a wild bear, transformed into a large dark shadow pouncing towards him.
   

        An excitement arose in Casio's eyes; he forcefully took a step forward, driving his most basic and robust straight fist forward.
   

        Crash! In mid-air, the two powerful fists collided, their bone structure making a muffled sound. The power transferred into each other's bodies caused the muscles on both arms to ripple and tremble.
   

        "Great!" Moses laughed loudly, his left hand transforming into a dark shadow that pressed down aggressively, like a terrifying python pouncing on its prey.
   

        Casio's arm shot out like a spring, cutting through the air, creating a "whoosh" sound.
   

        Crash! Head-on collision, once again.
   

        Both men had their feet firmly planted on the platform, not giving up their momentum, appearing as if they wanted to battle out an intense showdown with one punch after another.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom…
   

        A series of stacked hitting sounds followed, Casio's hands were like cannons, firing a barrage of punches of varying techniques, rapidly attacking. Moses was defensive, protecting the vital areas of his body, occasionally throwing powerful punches.
   

        Whoosh! An arm shot out, viciously striking towards the joints.
   

        Moses retaliated with a backhand slap, diverting the blow. Immediately after, he threw his whole body into a body collision, lowering his center of gravity.
   

        Casio quickly stepped aside, avoiding Moses's charge and getting to his side. Through a force from his waist abdomen, meeting his arm, a fierce hand chop was delivered.
   

        With a pop, it hit Brother Moses's muscles.
   

        Moses grunted and reciprocated with a punch. Casio met it with a punch of his own, his arm slipped back slightly after the impact.
   

        The two men tangled and fought a few more times. Lanxi, who was watching from the side, nodded subtly. His two junior brothers were going all out, one offensively, the other defensively. Casio leaned towards initiating attacks to seize opportunities.
   

        Moses, on the other hand, preferred defense, waiting for his enemy to show vulnerabilities.
   

        Apart from their battle styles, Lanxi could also see a rough estimation of Casio's strength. It's probably close to the limit of the first level of the Secret Martial Art of the Wind Elephant.
   

        This was similar to Moses's and his own, around the bottleneck period.
   

        There was still a gap between them and the elder brother and elder sister, who had reached the second level of the Secret Martial Art of the Wind Elephant. They were on the same level with most of the elders and naturally a notch higher.
   

        On the platform, the two towering figures suddenly staggered back.
   

        Casio exhaled a deep sigh of stale breath. His arms were a little numb and shaky. Brother Moses was indeed very strong.
   

        Every punch felt like a bomb striking him!
   

        On the other side, Moses was equally amazed.
   

        His strength was naturally higher by several notches than others. During a fight, he would usually defend and then overpower with his strength
   

        But his junior brother had managed to hold against him not less than five times of his powerful punches! Although he could feel that Casio's strength was weaker than his, it was a lot more robust than those at the same level.
   

        The difference was by just one or two notches.
   

        Bear in mind that Brother Lanxi would never dare to trade blows with him. Even Sister Two, who had reached the second level of the Secret Martial Art of the Wind Elephant, was just barely on par with his strength. Although Sister Two's strength lies elsewhere, this revealed a lot of things already.
   

        "Junior Brother, your punches are really strong..." Moses grinned as he rubbed his muscles. The inflamed and swollen areas were where Casio's fists had hit.
   

        Compared to Lanxi's sissy hand chops, Casio's punches were much more powerful, which Moses felt too.
   

        "Brother, your strength is also very impressive."
   

        Casio raised his crimson fists.
   

        "Not bad, quite impressive." An unfamiliar voice suddenly came from afar. Casio turned to look, seeing a young man with white hair walking out from the hall on the ground floor.
   

        His physique was above average, not the muscular type. He had a plain, non-descript face. The only unique thing was his peaceful demeanor, unhurried and confident, exuding a peculiar scholarly charm.
   

        It was odd to see a martial artist possessing such a refined air.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        It was only when the youth approached that Casio noticed something. His left shoulder was bare.
   

        In other words, the man had only one entire arm.
   

        "Senior Brother." "Senior Brother."
   

        Lanxi and Moses on the side spoke respectfully.
   

        "Senior Brother."
   

        Casio echoed, his eyes quietly taking in the white-haired youth.
   

        The ordinary-looking youth seemed to also be taking him in. After a few seconds, the youth said, "You must be junior brother Li Wei. Nice to meet you, my name is Heige."
   

        His tone of speech was unhurried, and inexplicably gentle.
   

        "Nice to meet you, Senior Brother Heige." Casio naturally responded.
   

        "Shall we spar?"
   

        "Huh?" Casio was taken aback on the spot. He looked at Senior Brother Heige, confirming whether he was the one who had said this sentence.
   

        "I'm asking, do you want to spar?"
   

        Heige narrowed his eyes and smiled, a completely different momentum rising from him. If before Heige was like a thin bamboo, now he was like a sharp sword!
   

        "Here it comes... squint-eyed…" Lanxi, who was watching the show on the side, gloated in his heart. The daily sparring of the eldest brother had begun. If Moses was naturally gifted in physique, then elder brother Heige was extraordinarily insightful. He learned any combat skill quickly.
   

        He also reached the bottle neck of the Wind Elephant Fist early on, but he was still lingering before the major accomplishment of the first layer of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique.
   

        Despite having only one hand, despite having only a medium physique among his peers, his boxing technique is as refined as if he had been immersed in this path for decades, even surpassing that.
   

        Some of the elders were defeated by Heige in the boxing method of Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        And this well-practiced boxing method was certainly honed through numerous actual combats, so Heige liked to spar with people a lot. Basically, anyone he knew had been fought by him. Moses, who also liked to spar with people, wanted to spar with anyone, except for Heige.
   

        Because he had been beaten too many times when he was just starting to be unruly, and even a thick skin and dense flesh could not resist the invincible Iron Fist.
   

        Even if this Iron Fist only had one…
   

        Seeing the elder brother's smiling expression, Moses seemed to recall that past, and his whole body shivered involuntarily. He was about to open his mouth to remind, but he was a step too late.
   

        "Sure." Casio enthusiastically agreed.
   

        Five minutes later, Casio regretted it.
   

        Big Brother seemed to have mastered the Wind Elephant Fist to the point of perfection, and he combined it with his single-arm situation.
   

        He created a set of sharp and weird single-arm boxing techniques.
   

        Every collision put Casio at a disadvantage, any intention of attack would be seen through by Heige. Throughout the whole battle, Casio did not land a punch on Senior Brother Heige, instead, various parts of his body were prodded and felt faintly painful.
   

        He honestly admitted defeat, while Heige across continued to squint and smile. Casio felt this elder brother was somewhat treacherous.
   

        "Ha ha, don't be angry, little junior brother, this is my fighting style. If you feel a bit frustrated, then fight Moses, he will definitely be willing to be your punching bag." Heige smiled slightly, still feeling a little unsatisfied, he clenched his fists.
   

        "Hehe, I am always ready to accompany you, anytime." 
   

        Moses, who was gloating on the side, looked at Casio, his chest muscles jumped up as if he were inviting.
   

        "Or do you want to spar with me again right now?" Heige moved his shoulders, he was warmed up after the fight.
   

        "Senior Brother, don't! I was talking to my junior brother." Moses quickly shook his head to deflect the topic, "It's almost twelve o'clock now, we should get ready and go to the banquet."
   

        After ten minutes, at the entrance of the grand Ferrie Hall, several burly men in black robes all shouted together, "Hello, brothers."
   

        Casio followed Heige and the others in and soon came to a gilded domed hall. The space in here was large, with large soft red carpets laid on the floor.
   

        The hall was divided into several areas, with long dining tables holding various foods and dishes at the center, of course. Covered with delicate white cloth, decorative silver candlesticks were also placed on them.
   

        There was a resting area on the side, with sofas, coffee tables, and potted plants. There was also a band playing instruments in the corner, the melodious tune of the saxophone perfectly suited the current elegant atmosphere.
   

        As they walked in, Casio could see many men and women in suits and dresses, each elegant, with handsome and beautiful looks.
   

        Most of them held goblets of red wine in their hands, smiling and conversing back and forth, displaying a composed and elegant demeanor.
   

        "They're here!"
   

        Someone who was observant noticed Casio and his companions and whispered a reminder.
   

        Suddenly, the previously somewhat quiet atmosphere became agitated. Beautifully dressed socialites hurriedly arranged their dresses, even pulling their low-cut dresses lower to show off more of their snow white skin, and then went over with a perfect smile on their faces.
   

        Meanwhile, the gentlemen in suits moved faster, heading straight over with their goblets, their targets quite clear.
   

        "Mr. Heige, it's been a long time since I saw you, you came back this time…"
   

        "Mr. Moses, you mentioned the goods last time…"
   

        "Mr. Lanxi…"
   

        Various reasons for conversation and voices filled the surroundings, intricate and dense like a swarm of flies.
   

        "You are? Mr. Li Wei! It's my first time meeting you, it's a great honour!" A gentleman with a beard brightened his eyes and said.
   

        He stretched out his hand, and all Casio could do was shake it.
   

        "Li Wei? The fifth core disciple of the Wind Elephant Gate?!"
   

        Immediately, the people around started discussing in a low voice. Businessmen in suits flocked over, blocking Casio's way.
   

        Casio was a little helpless, but could only shake hands and greet one by one. After all, his brothers on the side were doing the same. Although their personalities were different in private, they all seemed to put on a false smile when facing such a scene.
   

        In a formal occasion, using a formal attitude.
   

        Twenty minutes later, Casio finally managed to squeeze out of the crowd. Lanxi was in the corner, looking at him with a smile that wasn't a smile.
   

        "It seems that our handsome junior brother is very popular."
   

        Moses and Heige on the side also laughed.
   

        Casio let out a slight bitter smile, "Brother Lanxi, don't make fun of me. I'm rather reticent and really can't handle such a scene."
   

        "Take your time, I couldn't handle it at first, but gradually got better." Heige patted Casio's shoulder with his only hand, "As a core disciple, some things are inevitable…"
   

        Casio shook his head with a sigh, "Compared to this extravagant banquet, I'd rather be in the training room punching a sandbag."
   

        "Me too." Fourth brother Moses suddenly echoed.
   

        "Me too." Lanxi also shook his head with a smile.
   

        "Who isn't?"
   

        Heige, who had a serious face on the side, slapped his forehead.
   

        "Ha ha ha..."
   

        For some reason, all four brothers began to laugh.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "What are they laughing about?"
   

        A businessman wearing a top hat inquired from afar.
   

        "Perhaps their business is doing well, and they've made a lot of money?"
   

        Someone nearby answered.
   

        "Then we should ask them about it later." The businessman glanced at the person who replied, and they both had faint smiles on their faces.
   

        Businessmen derive joy from their work and so do martial artists. Wealth isn't the only source of happiness in this world.
   

        **********************
   

        Time ticked away, and in no time, it was midnight.
   

        Heige, dressed in a specially-made blue suit, didn't have a sleeve on his left hand – instead, there was something similar to a floating epaulette.
   

        This was to minimize the noticeable difference caused by his amputated hand.
   

        He strode to the center of the banquet hall, rose a glass goblet, loudly announced the start of the banquet, and then drained his drink. Immediately, everyone else around him also lifted their glasses in toast.
   

        Some people stood by the long table filled with food, symbolically picking up a few items to eat. However, most people, too informal even for symbolism, simply held their wine glasses and sought out individuals to chat with.
   

        The main purpose of the banquet wasn't to fill their stomachs.
   

        It was a chance for networking.
   

        Evidently, the seventy to eighty guests at the banquet had broken off into several circles. One group composed of older gentlemen, likely the owners of various businesses. They were engrossed in discussing business, the atmosphere among them rather formal and solemn.
   

        Another group consisted of glamorous high-society ladies. They were whispering and giggling, mostly discussing about juicy gossips from the upper echelons of society or luxury goods.
   

        The last group comprised of younger people, both men and women. Most of them were refined and good-looking. They were chattering and laughing, their area occasionally punctuated by shouts of surprise and boasts.
   

        Elsewhere, by the long table, Moses and Casio were digging into their food, each with a fork and a plate in hand, picking and choosing as they pleased.
   

        Moses took a big bite, tearing off half of a juicy, roasted pork hind leg. Chewing appreciatively, he glanced at Casio next to him, who was similarly gnawing at a piece of pork leg.
   

        Perhaps feeling the attention from his 'big brother', Casio responded with a smile.
   

        The two exchanged looks and suddenly burst out laughing.
   

        "Hey, you two foodies, stop eating for once and come help!" Lanxi, who had been bombarded with endless questions, complained from the side.
   

        "You need to let us eat our fill first!" Moses replied with his head lifted.
   

        "Hmph, you won't die from stuffing yourselves," Lanxi responded, somewhat exasperated.
   

        Moses chuckled in response.
   

        Casio swallowed a large piece of rib, savoring the flavor. The food served here at the banquet was markedly superior to that of the Cafeteria he was accustomed to, despite its decent taste. He felt a bit greasy from all the food he'd eaten.
   

        Casio stopped a waiter and grabbed a glass of wine from a tray for a quick rinse. More than a dozen waiters were moving around the banquet hall, all of them tall, handsome men.
   

        They were clad in black and white uniforms, with a black garter around their white shirt sleeves. The garters served to adjust the length of the sleeves – fix it on the upper arm, pull the shirt up, and the length could be adjusted accordingly.
   

        Of course, it could also be used to secure rolled-up sleeves. Many gentlemen used to fasten garters on their sleeves in summer.
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, may I have a chat with you?"
   

        Suddenly, a pleasant voice came from his left.
   

        Casio swallowed his drink and turned to look.
   

        Unsurprisingly, it was a pretty girl. She wore a pink silk robe that accentuated her long, straight legs. Her robe was deliberately tightened at the waist, giving her an hourglass figure. Her face was exquisite, and her eyes were modest yet seductive.
   

        Her hair was a wine-red color and was styled in a high bun. This made her snowy white neck and chest all the more noticeable, resembling glacial ice floating on the sea surface.
   

        "Nice to meet you, my name is Mouxue Romiro." 
   

        The girl smiled, a hint of confidence playing at the corners of her lips.
   

        Five minutes later, Mouxue returned to her group, looking defeated. The other girls in the group inquired curiously about the incident.
   

        "Forget about it... I can only say he's quite a unique man…"
   

        Mouxue murmured to herself, "A solitary, eccentric man…"
   

        As ten minutes passed, one girl after another retreated in defeat after trying to strike up a conversation with Casio. A refined gentleman would normally liven up the atmosphere in the presence of ladies; however, unfortunately for Casio, what he did best was kill the conversation.
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, you're so tall and big!"
   

        "Yes."
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, you seem to really enjoy eating!"
   

        "Yes."
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, you must be really skilled in martial arts!"
   

        "Hmmm."
   

        ??? 
   

        Shouldn't a normal person expand on their response?
   

        For example, if someone complimented your physique, a socially adept person would flex a muscle and start talking about their exhaustive training regimen. If someone mentioned you liked food, they probably wanted to know what kind of food you enjoyed.
   

        The girls weren't asking a yes-or-no question; they were trying to initiate a conversation that required him to talk at length.
   

        But Casio was just Casio. He was like this in nature, and he had no intention to change for someone irrelevant.
   

        No quantity of fancy words could replace a single punch from him.
   

        Gradually, no one was surrounding Casio anymore. He happily relished his solitude, gnawing on his ribs alongside Moses, his favorite Big Brother, while gleefully watching Heige and Lanxi bustling about.
   

        Time rolled on until it was two or three in the afternoon.
   

        As the music played by the orchestra shifted, the customary paired dancing began. A throng of lavishly dressed men and women paired up under the soothing music, typically with the gentleman's arm gently around the lower edge of the lady's left scapula, not the waist.
   

        With the lady's hand resting on the man's right shoulder, their left arms touched and moved as one, swaying to the music left and right.
   

        "Hey, junior bro, don't you think our third brother there looks like he's dancing with another woman?" Moses, reclining blissfully on a sofa in a corner, lifted an eyebrow at Casio.
   

        Casio, who was drinking a glass of wine next to him, turned to look.
   

        In the distance, Lanxi was gracefully dancing with a girl, who had an innocent and adorable face. But upon comparison, it seemed like Lanxi was even prettier and more delicate.
   

        On the left, Heige was dancing with a beautiful high-society lady. Despite having only one hand, he was dancing gracefully, exuding an air of elegance that was immensely attractive.
   

        "Big brother really can dance well." Casio mused.
   

        "Isn't that the truth? Brother Heige is really quick at catching on; once he practices something, he masters it." Moses grabbed a cherry from the coffee table and popped it into his mouth.
   

        Five minutes later, Casio, with a glass of wine in hand, walked along the wall towards the long table, intending to get some dessert.
   

        Halfway there, a tall and skinny middle-aged gentleman greeted him, "Hello, Mr. Li Wei, my name is Negri, and I'm the owner of Sunset Antique Company. This is my business card, please take it."
   

        Casio accepted the business card and suddenly thought of a question.
   

        Could he absorb the Obsession Energy from Legendary Antiques or Obsession Antiques if he found them in the Era of Retrospection?
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Actually, this conjecture seems a bit far-fetched, almost like looking for a loophole in talent. Casio himself knew the probability was extremely low, but he still couldn't help but think about it. After all, if it were to succeed, the rewards would be substantial.
   

        He put Negri's business card, which came with a flattering smile, into his pocket. Just consider it an attempt, no harm if it couldn't be successful. After the banquet was over, he could arrange a visit to this Sunset Antique Company and tour the antiques warehouse.
   

        After all, he was not making a purchase, just browsing around for leisure.
   

        Thinking this way, Casio went to get a dessert from the long table. He then returned to sit next to Moses.
   

        Time passed by the minute and the second, and the banquet finally ended around four o'clock in the afternoon. The guests dispersed one after another.
   

        Only Casio and his martial brothers were left in the whole hall.
   

        Moses and Casio sat on the sofa, and Lanxi, dressed in a blue suit, leaned casually on the armrest of the sofa. Heige was standing on the red carpet with a wine glass in his hand.
   

        "This time when I returned from East Sea County, I actually have a very important piece of news to share with you.", Heige paused, as he became aware that not everyone was present: "Your second senior sister is in seclusion. I will tell her the news personally when she comes out."
   

        As soon as he mentioned East Sea County, Moses blurted out, "Tell us about your experiences in East Sea County, is it as prosperous as they say in the newspapers? And the martial artists there..."
   

        "The news I am going to share is related to martial artists." Heige smiled slightly, "You should know that there is a very famous secret martial arts force in East Sea County, the Tsunami Yunquan Fist."
   

        "Yunquan Gate will join with two other second-tier secret martial arts forces in East Sea County to host the first Eastern Six-County Martial Arts Exchange Competition!"
   

        "At that time, the entire eastern secret martial arts world of the Hong Li Federation will be in an uproar. Nearly a hundred secret martial arts sects, both big and small, will most likely receive invitations, and most of them will choose to participate..."
   

        Casio blinked his eyes. He had once heard his teacher Lixia talk about this Yunquan Gate. It was a top-notch existence in the martial arts world of the eastern part of the Hong Li Federation, and even had an air of being the number one secret martial arts sect in the eastern six counties. Due to the recent emphasis on the development of sea transportation by the Hong Li Federation in the last several decades, the number of ships and merchant ships on the sea had multiplied several times.
   

        Plenty of sea routes that connect to various countries around the world had been opened up.
   

        East Sea County is elongated with an incredibly long coastline and several excellent harbors. Most of the business from Hong Li Federation to Star Blue Empire and Yana United Nations have to go through East Sea County. Hence, East Sea County is economically and culturally developed.
   

        The originally top-tier second-rate Yunquan Fist took advantage of this opportunity to make a leap forward. Its influence expanded greatly and it became the first force in the eastern region.
   

        Heige took a sip of his wine, allowing everyone a slight relief to digest the news. Half a minute later, he continued, "Since this Eastern Exchange Competition is being held for the first time, we won't consider the participation of secret martial artists over thirty for now. Hence, the participants will be of our age group, talents from all sects..."
   

        Hearing this, Casio could noticeably sense Fourth Brother Moses's breathing became heavier, and his excitement overflooding. Third Brother Lanxi also seemed raring to give it a shot.
   

        Is this the belligerent instinct of a martial artist? Or is it the desire to win or lose?
   

        During this era, transportation and information were not well developed, we could even say it was quite closed off. Some people will never leave their county in their lifetime, and martial artists also lack interaction. Talented martial artists like Moses and Lanxi could only occasionally spar and exchange with some secret martial arts sects and martial arts halls in North Flow County.
   

        Sometimes, even opponents were lacking, thus they could only practice with their sect members.
   

        Now, an opportunity to enter the broader secret martial arts world and to witness dozens of different secret martial arts schools was presented before their eyes.
   

        The feeling of excitement and anticipation immediately overflowed.
   

        Afterward, Heige reiterated the rewards of the competition. There were prizes for the top ten, with the most exceptional ones for the top three, and it decreased progressively. The last seven places received the same prizes, without any distinction. But even the rewards for the last seven names were quite generous, all of which were cultivation resources.
   

        Casio was somewhat unable to contain himself when he heard about the rewards.
   

        As expected of a top-tier sect in a prosperous place, the prizes for the last seven places were only slightly inferior to the rewards given by the sect for discovering the Orchid Heart Grass. Not to mention the grand prize for the top three, and especially the first place, which probably would be several grades higher.
   

        Not only that, according to elder brother Heige, even the sects behind these ten people could benefit. It seemed that Yunquan Gate would start economic and resource cooperation with those sects. In any case, the value of the benefits was even more astonishing than for individuals.
   

        "Yunquan Gate is aiming to make a name for the Eastern Exchange Competition in one go, and also to establish itself as the number one in the east...", Casio made a brief guess about the intentions of this competition.
   

        "Exactly.", Moses nearby snapped his fingers,"But this Eastern Exchange Competition they are hosting suits my taste!"
   

        "I'm already somewhat impatient to participate...", Moses twisted his robust neck, a series of crisp bone noises echoed.
   

        "Don't rush, as core disciples of the Wind Elephant Gate, we will definitely secure places to compete, just be patient." Heige laughed, "Before we officially go to East Sea County to participate in the exchange competition, there might be an internal ranking competition within the county first, to finalize everyone's ranking. Then, when the official competition begins, we will be divided into groups according to the rankings inside each county."
   

        Casio turned quiet, remembering something. The extermination of Wind Elephant Gate was after the in-county competition, where some senior members accompanied all participating disciples and spectators to East Sea County.
   

        They were ambushed halfway, almost annihilated.
   

        The scene of the battle in his memory was extremely clear. The gate master and elders fought fiercely to block the enemies, many teachers protected the numerous disciples to flee, but in the end, they all fell one by one.
   

        As for other information, it was a bit blurry. The memories in Li Wei's obsession were like a movie. Only some major scenes would have clear images and detailed information, and there were large gaps and temporal jumps between each clear scene.
   

        "Why were they ambushed on the way? Is there a trap in this Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition? Is it related to Yunquan Gate?"
   

        Casio had a pile of questions in his heart, he took a deep breath, switching his attention from his mind to the external world. At present, Elder Brother Heige was telling stories about East Sea County under Moses's request, especially about the prosperity of martial arts in East Sea County.
   

        Around four-thirty, the four of them left Ferro Hall. The aftermath of the banquet, of course, they didn't need to deal with. There would naturally be waitstaff and cleaning crew to take care of it.
   

        The largest shareholder behind this Ferro Hall was Wind Elephant Gate, so Heige didn't have to pay a cent to host the banquet here.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "I won't be heading back, I have some matters to attend to."
   

        At an intersection, Heige halted in his tracks and announced.
   

        "I need to return home to check in as well. It's been almost six months since I last saw my parents." Lanxi smoothed his dark green hair as he spoke.
   

        Prior to Casio becoming the fifth core disciple, the entire Wind Elephant Gate had four core disciples. The oldest disciple was far away in East Sea County, studying for a full year, while the third and fourth disciples were assigned to two important branches in North Flow Country. The second disciple, their senior sister, resided at the Wind Elephant Gate's headquarters.
   

        However, she spent her years secluded, rarely making public appearances.
   

        Therefore, it was normal for them each to have their own agendas upon their return.
   

        "I don't really have any specific plans," Moses picked at his black eyepatch, indicating a slight itch on his surrounding skin. "I just so happen to be heading the same way as junior brother, so I might as well accompany him back to the main gate. It's been quite some time since I last visited."
   

        Subsequently, the group split up, leaving only Casio and Moses to wait for the horse carriage. Five minutes later, a horse-drawn carriage arrived.
   

        After more than half an hour, they arrived at the mountain gate of the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        Moses looked at the slightly rusted black iron gate with some nostalgia. He told Casio about the time he attended the Youth Training Camp and was so hungry that he tried to climb over the gate to buy food in the urban area. However, he was discovered and ended up dismantling the entire gate in his panic.
   

        He managed to get food, but was consequently punished with doubled training for a month. The strenuous regime nearly wore him out. Fortunately, his body was fortuitous. Unlike ordinary people, he managed to complete training before every meal time.
   

        All in all, he didn't have to starve.
   

        As Moses recounted the past, Casio could deeply relate. His first violation had also resulted in half a month's worth of doubled training. However, without Moses's exceptional strength, he could hardly finish training in time for meals. His roommate and sister, Li Chu, even had to bring him supper every night.
   

        As they walked and talked, Moses seemed to be reminiscing about the past. He appeared to be a quiet chatterbox. 
   

        On the way, Casio swung by his apartment to change into a more comfortable outfit. Afterwards, he walked alongside Moses, engaging in conversation.
   

        Passing through the tree-lit avenue and over the cobblestone road, Casio and Moses arrived at the disciples' residential area. They went to catch up with some old friends, and Casio brought along some items to present them.
   

        Moses was carrying a large bag filled with a faint medicinal scent, possibly containing potions for physique training.
   

        Unexpectedly, this seemingly cunning Moses also had a tender side. Of course, the possibility that it was just another one of his pranks was not dismissed. Currently, the Wind Elephant Gate had not publicly disclosed that they had received a supply of Orchid Heart Grass, only providing it to the core disciples.
   

        With half a year passing, it seemed likely that they were ready to cultivate the Orchid Heart Grass artificially. The Wind Elephant Sect would eventually start distributing the potion, whether in a few days or a couple of months.
   

        For now, as Moses presented the disciples with the potions, his uninformed friends might be deeply moved, even to tears.
   

        After all, even for the core disciples, a supply of only three potions per month would be quite precious. Who wouldn't be grateful to Moses?
   

        But imagine the intense happiness and the sentimental words shared before the sect suddenly announces large scale supply of the potion within a few days. That would indeed be a successful yet cruel joke.
   

        Of course, this was just Casio projecting his own malice. Chances were that Moses was indeed a person who cherished old friendships!
   

        Just as Casio was thinking along these lines, from a nearby house, sounds of sobbing intertwined with Moses's modest words reverberated. The atmosphere seemed genuinely emotional.
   

        After a moment, he saw Moses step out of the house with a large bag, and enter another house. This repeated four to five times, with voices of gratitude wafting out frequently.
   

        Casio wore a peculiar expression. Earlier, Moses had mentioned that during his time at the Youth Training Camp, he didn't make many friends and ended up with a number of enemies. How was it possible for him to have so many friends now?
   

        Upon realizing this crucial point, Casio rubbed his forehead with a pang of headache. He took a few steps forward down the stone pathway, distancing himself from the residential area. This was to avoid being spotted by the "friends" who might express their gratitude upon seeing him while Moses was having a conversation.
   

        Now, at five in the afternoon, the evening sky emanated a rusty hue as a large, golden-red halo of clouds began to disperse.
   

        Casio glanced at the upper right-hand corner - there were only about 30 or so segments remaining on the time scale. He was initially granted a stay of over six months, which he managed to push to thirty days after grinding Damo.
   

        It was now time to fulfill a part of Li Wei's vengeance.
   

        Suddenly, the Wind Ivory Pendant logo on the time scale flickered as if it had been electrified. A potent vengeance surged to his mind.
   

        Casio quickly turned his head to scan his surroundings. Down the extensive gray flagstone path, a redhead youth dressed in an overcoat, holding a wooden travel case, was approaching, step by step.
   

        Finn! Casio blurted the name out.
   

        When was Li Wei's most painful time period? The answer was now. He despised his own cowardice, and the man who was the reason behind his sister's death. He hated his own inability to avenge the insult. It is often said that loners tend to have twisted mindsets - Casio's resentment towards Finn was deeply entrenched and twisted not only because of his sister's demise, but also because of his own resentment and blame towards his present destitute state.
   

        Although his current situation was largely due to his timid character, most people would hardly blame themselves...
   

        Therefore, the depth and intensity of the anger that Casio felt from Li Wei's vengeance far exceeded his imagination. If he were to quantify it, the time allowance would increase by almost a year, roughly equivalent to draining four Damos, if he were to get rid of Finn.
   

        Down the flagstone path, while Casio silently watched Finn, Finn detected a familiar figure in sight.
   

        He recalled the almost forgotten incident from five years ago.
   

        The sister of a young boy committed suicide after the incident, and the boy was belittled as a coward by the crowd for several years. He was called Li Wei, wasn't he?
   

        Wearing a smile on his face, Finn walked up to Casio and uttered in an insufferable manner, "Don't block the way, weepy Li Wei. Uh, my mistake, your nickname's coward, isn't it?"
   

        "Haha." He laughed dismissively.
   

        Same tone, same expression. Over the past five years, Li Wei has encountered Finn several times, always being provoked like this.
   

        Does Finn consider such behavior a kind of show-off?
   

        Some people seem to regard oppressing others as proof of their superiority and prowess. The more the oppressed stay silent, the happier he becomes: "I'm really amazing!"
   

        "Why aren't you speaking? Ha." Just as Finn was about to continue, a tall silhouette suddenly appeared behind him.
   

        Finn instantly felt a wave of intense heat radiating towards him, a massive, violent aura gradually spreading. The hairs on his back stood on end and he felt as if he was about to falter.
   

        "Mo...Moses, Senior Brother!" Finn stuttered respectfully as he turned to see a fierce face.
   

        "Is this how you speak to your senior brother?"
   

        Moses said expressionlessly.
   

        "Huh?" Finn paused: "What...?"
   

        "I mean... Is this how you speak to your fifth senior brother, Li Wei?!" Moses's face twitched, malicious intent twirling around his brows, enhanced by his imposing physique.
   

        Anyone who saw this would feel as if they were being crushed by a high wall.
   

        "Fifth senior brother? Li Wei?!"
   

        Finn's eyes looked as if they were about to pop out of their sockets, disbelief etched across his face. When did Li Wei become one of the core disciples?
   

        Impossible! Absolutely impossible! That wuss?!
   

        Finn turned his gaze, and spotting the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant hanging around Casio's neck, he noticed that it was the color representing the status of a core disciple, not the white of a common disciple.
   

        "Real... Really...?" Finn said weakly.
   

        "Call him Senior Brother." Moses's towering figure blocked most of the sunlight casting a shadow over Finn.
   

        "..." Finn looked at Casio, opening his mouth but couldn't speak.
   

        "I will say it again, call him Senior Brother." Moses repeated.
   

        His tone was undeniably domineering.
   

        "Sen... Senior Brother." Finn stuttered.
   

        "Smoothly."
   

        "Senior Brother." His voice was somewhat small.
   

        "Louder."
   

        "Senior Brother!" Finn shouted.
   

        "Good, leave!" Moses said 'leave', but his tone felt more like 'scram'. Finn, however, didn't dare to argue.
   

        He quickly scuttled away.
   

        Under the scorching sun, on the grey stones, only Moses and Casio were left. The surrounding atmosphere became somewhat stagnant.
   

        Moses suddenly began, "You wanted to kill him."
   

        Not a question, but a statement.
   

        Casio was slightly silent, "How did you know?"
   

        "I could feel your killing intent, so intense it's almost unable to be concealed." Moses smiled, then snapped his fingers crisply.
   

        "Don't move your hands inside the Wind Elephant Gate, there will be plenty of opportunities once he's outside..." Moses glanced at Casio meaningfully: "I can help you, after all we are brothers."
   

        Casio: "Isn't Finn also a fellow disciple? Moreover, if discovered killing a fellow disciple, one would be judged directly by the rules of the sect."
   

        He said that, yet his tone was filled with killing intent.
   

        "He's not worthy of being a disciple! The old man only has two senior brothers, one senior sister, and one junior brother..." Moses chuckled: "Just say if you want to off him or not, I know the ins and outs of this matter. How can I put up with the annoyance coming from such people?"
   

        "Hehehe." Casio squinted and laughed. 
   

        "Hehehe." Moses grinned with his mouth wide open, looking quite vicious.
   

        United, the brothers were ready to commit heinous deeds.
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        "What a sham! When did Li Wei become..." Finn, on his way back to his room, still could not believe it. Just when he was ordered to the branch for half a year, Li Wei had transformed from a weakling to a core disciple?
   

        "Impossible, absolutely impossible! But... But..."
   

        In Finn's mind, the image of Moses, with his terrifying aura, gave him the shivers. Moses was the fourth core disciple of the Wind Elephant Gate, which was known to all. Allegedly known as Bear, Moses had a savage nature and cruel methods, breaking the limbs of many of his fraternity brothers. Everyone in the Gate knew of his monstrous reputation.
   

        Moses had personally proclaimed Li Wei as the fifth core disciple of the Wind Elephant Gate, and the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant confirmed it. The evidence seemed to verify Li Wei's identity, offering no room for doubt.
   

        "Phew..."
   

        Standing in front of his house, Finn took a deep breath.
   

        His palm was sweaty as he touched the doorknob. With a creak, he opened the door, the room looking exactly the same as it did six months ago.
   

        A wave of dust and a faint smell of decay hit his face.
   

        Finn entered and placed his hand suitcase on the bed. He felt apprehensive. A man who he used to bully suddenly became his senior apprentice and could potentially seek revenge. Who could assure him that this man would not retaliate against him? Especially now when he had provoked him once again! Better stay here just for one night and then return to the branch immediately!
   

        Swallowing in a dry throat, Finn knew that if Li Wei were to actually seek revenge, even his uncle's influence wouldn't matter against the high-ranking core disciples of Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        Just the thought of his uncle being punished too...
   

        The feeling made Finn more anxious, and he began pacing up and down his room. Suddenly he stopped, pulled back the curtains and looked outside. The sky had turned dark.
   

        Estimated at most half an hour left for the moon to rise.
   

        "No way, I have to leave tonight! Yes, I'll leave when it gets dark!" Deciding with resolution, he quickly moved back to his bedroom, opened his travel case, removed all his clothes, and picked a full black suit that he rarely wore from the case.
   

        Finn had not eaten dinner when he arrived, but he didn't have time for it either. Now, leaving the headquarters of the Wind Elephant Gate was his priority.
   

        The time ticked away, the dark sky covered with thick clouds blocking the moonlight.
   

        Creak!
   

        From the door, a youth dressed in pure black with a suitcase in his hand was seen walking away hurriedly along the stone path.
   

        Five minutes later, at the gate of the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        "Leaving so late, disciple brother?"
   

        A youth who was leaning against the black iron gate, seemingly just finished his dinner, had a yellow toothpick in his mouth.
   

        "Yes, there's an emergency in the branch. Until next time."
   

        Finn quickly left through the iron gate and followed the mountain road downward.
   

        It was a warm day during the daylight, but the temperature dropped sharply after sunset. Cold winds began to blow from unknown directions, causing a loud uproar from the dark dense forest on his right. The shaking shadows of the branches were like the claws of demons.
   

        To his left were scattered rocks and withered grass, but beyond that was a cliff. The scenery was beautiful during the daytime but a bit terrifying at night.
   

        The moon in the night sky was covered by the clouds, emitting a faint light. A few scattered silent stars were embedded above.
   

        Finn's pace was fast. As a martial artist, even his quick walk was much stronger than an average person's jog. Bursts of cold winds blew into his ears, making hollow sounds. There was the strange call of owls in the forest.
   

        He had a feeling of urgency in his heart and didn't know if it was because he was frightened by Moses' terrifying aura an hour ago.
   

        For now, the only thing he wished was to leave the Wind Elephant Gate's headquarters quickly.
   

        Both his legs kept moving, the suitcase swung left and right in his hand.
   

        Suddenly, a bear came scurrying out of the woods beside him!!!
   

        On closer inspection, it wasn't a bear but a man as strong and imposing as a bear. He wore only a vest late at night, revealing his granite-like muscles. The ferocious face with a blindfold was even more wild.
   

        "Mo... Brother Moses, what are you doing here?"
   

        Finn swallowed, his foreboding intensifying. His heart was pounding wildly.
   

        "Hehehe..." Moses didn't say a word, only showing his snow-white teeth with a wide, unnatural, and horrifying smile.
   

        "Run!!!"
   

        That was the only thought in his mind. Finn rushed into the woods on the right, throwing away the suitcase in his hand and rapidly moving amongst the shadows of the branches.
   

        Thump, thump, thump...
   

        A series of sounds with different frequencies came out from the dense forest.
   

        Finn clenched his teeth, running like crazy. He could feel the violent aura getting closer from behind. At this moment, Finn truly felt like being chased by a ferocious bear in the forest.
   

        The feeling of urgency was so intense that he nearly pissed himself! His adrenaline was pumping.
   

        The increasingly menacing footsteps seemed to make his heart jump out of his throat as it throbbed wildly. His back was drenched in sweat.
   

        Without knowing when, Finn felt there were no more footsteps behind him. He glanced back as he continued to run, indeed, there was nothing there! Had he lost Moses? Finn couldn't let his guard down.
   

        He continued running for ten more seconds until another downhill path appeared in front of him. It was a small route down the hillside of the Wind Elephant Gate. Was he chased halfway around the mountain?
   

        "No matter what, I seem to be safe for now." Finn breathed a sigh of relief and went down the path, but then he stopped.
   

        Not far away, a youth was standing upright on the downhill road. His strong physique appeared like a human sculpture in the dark.
   

        Under the thin moonlight, it looked even more eerie.
   

        "Li Wei!"
   

        Finn took a deep breath. He never imagined the revenge would come this fast; he was targeted from the start.
   

        "Thud, thud, thud!"
   

        A distant succession of footsteps came from the forest behind him.
   

        "Moses!" Fear rose in Finn's heart, followed by a wave of determination, "I might not be able to defeat Moses, but can I not defeat you, Li Wei? Damn it, I am going all out today!"
   

        He quickly turned his body, and like a burst arrow, Finn sprinted towards the distant figure of Casio.
   

        Under the moonlight, the silent figure suddenly moved. His whole body inflated, muscles bulging, making his entire figure look a size bigger. The clothes on his body fluttered, the sleeves rolled revealing ripples after ripples.
   

        Casio stepped hard on the ground and a pit exploded on the spot. With the help of the reaction force, he burst forward quickly. His cold eyes held a killing intent colder than ice.
   

        "I've been waiting for you a long time..."
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        Similarly, as Finn rushed in, everything before his eyes blurred. Casio, who was quite far from him initially, had suddenly catapulted himself right in front of Finn in an instant.
   

        A cold, soul-snatching gaze bore into his eyes, the overwhelming killing intent rolling in like a tide, threatening to crush him.
   

        Finn's ferocity faltered for a moment. He was just about to swing his fist in haste when suddenly, a horrific sound of bones crunching resonated right next to his ear. The following second, an indescribable agony surged from the joint of his left hand.
   

        "Ah!!!"
   

        Broken! The joint had been smashed! A section of his forearm hung limp in mid-air, the skin stretched taut at the point of connection. The jagged, white bones splintered out, streaked with scarlet blood.
   

        Finn's eyes bulged in pain, his face contorting.
   

        He had no idea when Casio had struck!
   

        "Ah!" Finn roared, hastily throwing a punch with his right hand.
   

        At this moment, a shadow in mid-air lashed out like a whip.
   

        Bang!
   

        Blood exploded in the air. Finn's forearm spun like a propeller, an ugly mix of tendons, blood vessels, bone fragments, and skin.
   

        "Crack!"
   

        "Crack!"
   

        With two more sounds of fractured bones, he crumpled heavily onto the ground, blood seeping out slowly from his kneecaps. The warm liquid quickly formed a small pool of blood.
   

        Waves of excruciating pain continuously flowed from four parts of his body, the searing sensation threatening to crush his heart.
   

        "Ha…" Finn opened his blood-stained mouth wide, lifting his bloody face. A towering figure stood before him.
   

        A cold gaze looked down at him from above.
   

        "Does it hurt?" a deep voice echoed from above.
   

        "Is it so painful that your heart wants to stop beating?"
   

        Finn's body shivered as he raised his head. An intense fear gripped his heart, rendering him speechless.
   

        "Do you feel helpless now? Are you scared?"
   

        The voice paused, filled with deep sorrow, "Do you know? Five years ago, that girl called Li Chu was even more helpless! More terrified! She was violated by a beast, despite being the victim, she had no good ending. Her brother was weak, her mother passed away, people pointed fingers at her, and the culprit walked free…"
   

        "She committed suicide… She committed suicide! Damn it!"
   

        Casio was furious, extremely furious. The rage of seeing someone beautiful that he had saved himself being ruined by another.
   

        With a swift movement, he reached out his strong hand and picked up Finn, as if he was a mere chick. Finn's legs dangled, dripping blood.
   

        Finn could see Casio's eyes, bloodshot with rage, the veins protruding from his neck spreading to his temples.
   

        The two stared at each other, the air solidifying in the silence.
   

        Casio suddenly grinned, "Die… Experience death as despair and terror slowly devour you…"
   

        Whew!
   

        His two large hands lunged out, like a roaring python ready to swallow its enemy. Finn slowly began to fall from mid-air but was suddenly pulled into Casio's strong embrace.
   

        In an instant, his entire body bulked up, muscles swelling, turning a shade of black, akin to an iron pillar, his arms and chest stiffening further.
   

        On his arms, his chest. The already robust muscles hardened further, inflating like iron blocks, and tangled wildly.
   

        Like a dam suddenly breach, a massive force rolled in like a flood and engulfed Finn.
   

        "Uh!"
   

        His eyeballs almost popped out of the sockets as his white eyes filled up with veins. His breath became weaker and weaker under the growing pressure.
   

        "Crack, crack, crack…" Finn's bones screamed in agony.
   

        "Heh…"
   

        A leaking sound came from his throat.
   

        "I...I...I..."
   

        Finn tried to say something, but the blood gushing out from his throat choked his words. Blood was oozing out from all of Finn's facial features.
   

        In a haze, he seemed to see himself plunging deep into the sea, with a giant black vortex wildly spinning. Countless pale arms in the seawater floated to the surface, dragging him up.
   

        "No~" Finn resisted, like one nearing the end.
   

        "Gone forever."
   

        Crack!
   

        Under the moonlight, a tall silhouette bent his body into an embracing posture, and the person being embraced fell back with a broken waist.
   

        Just like a greater than sign.
   

        "Tap tap tap..."
   

        A series of footsteps approached from afar, and Moses ran over. Seeing this scene, he stopped and walked over.
   

        Casio lifted his face, speckled with blood, shadowed under the faint moonlight, expressionless, hard and cold.
   

        "It seems your bloodlust is even stronger than mine, junior brother..."
   

        Moses cast a satisfied, light-hearted smile. They were the same type of people.
   

        "It's just killing a beast that should have died long ago." Casio hoisted Finn's lifeless body onto his shoulder: "Throw it into the lake to feed the fish?"
   

        "You handle it however you want." Moses looked around at the bloodstains: "I'll help you cover these up."
   

        Suddenly, Moses opened his palm forward.
   

        A touch of cold surfaced in his palm.
   

        "Even the heavens are helping you, it's raining..."
   

        Before his words fell, a bolt of lightning flashed through the dense layer of clouds in the sky, and raindrops fell from the sky.
   

        The dense raindrops formed a screen of rain across the sky.
   

        Casio looked up at the sky, at the top of the translucent rain curtain, where the deep clouds were rumbling like thunder.
   

        The falling rain crazily washed away the blood from his face...
   

        Even his boiling heart returned to a state of icy calm.
   

        "Rest in peace, amen."
   

        These words were meant for a girl lying in her grave.
   

        Time flew, half a month passed.
   

        It was only on the tenth day after Finn was thrown into the lake to feed the fish, that Wind Elephant Gate noticed he had disappeared. The headquarter quickly sent people to investigate, but they couldn't find any trace of him.
   

        Leaving aside that it had been ten days, even if they went to look immediately after the heavy rain ten days ago, they still wouldn't have found any clues.
   

        With the technology level of the year 1880, it was certainly not the 21st century that Casio remembered. Firstly, there were no cameras, secondly, there was no professional equipment, and thirdly, there were no witnesses. They couldn't even figure out if Finn was missing or dead.
   

        Under such circumstances, it was absurd to think that Casio and Moses, who operated in complete stealth, might be detected. Casio even suspected that even if his actions were discovered by senior members, Wind Elephant Gate would choose to hide this news and only give minor punishments.
   

        It was precisely because of this confidence that his actions were so decisive. Without any concern, murder was the simplest thing...
   

        The day after Finn sank to the bottom of the lake, Casio went to the back mountain again, placing a bunch of white flowers in front of Li Chu's tombstone.
   

        As he promised, he hoped Li Chu could rest in peace.
   

        ******************
   

        Today is January 22, and the weather is clear.
   

        In a secluded secret room, Casio sat sternly in the corner with his knees crossed, his robust upper body bare.
   

        The sunlight shone on his half-body, making it look like a bronze statue.
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Art: Spike 100.0% (total of three layers)"
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Wild Wind 100.0% (total of three layers)"
   

        The last 0.5% was finally complete.
   

        Casio suddenly opened his eyes and exhaled. He reached out with his right hand, and a black bottle filled with liquid was placed on the ground.
   

        Fire oil, specially-made potion, exclusively for breakthrough!
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        "Let's begin..."
   

        Casio has now adjusted his condition to its best.
   

        Without hesitation, he directly picks up the bottle and opens the cap.
   

        A pungent smell instantly leaps out, reminiscent of the exhaust from a diesel truck in his previous life. It isn't too unpleasant, but it certainly isn't pleasant. Hesitating for a moment, he drinks it down in one gulp.
   

        He doesn't finish all of it, just half of it.
   

        Casio smacks his lips, surprisingly, this pungent-tasting liquid is somewhat sweet. It doesn't taste too bad and is quite smooth.
   

        Exhaling a diesel-like odor, he takes a slight breath. Instantly, a hot feeling floods from his mouth, swiftly spreading down his esophagus towards his stomach. 
   

        Casio's face reddens slightly as heat courses through his body. His back is covered in fine sweat beads, as is his forehead. In no time, his tight-fighting pants have been soaked through.
   

        At this moment, he looks as if he's undergone intense exercise for an entire afternoon. His skin is as red as a boiled lobster. Sweat beads fall like a broken thread, gradually dampening the ground around him.
   

        The intense heat radiates from the surface of his body, causing thick white steam to slowly rise off him, which is particularly noticeable under the winter sun.
   

        "Thump, thump, thump..."
   

        Casio can clearly hear his heartbeat echoing from within his body, pounding like a drum. His atria are pumping blood faster than normal, propelling it to every corner of his body.
   

        "Concentrate your mind, follow the Spike of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique from the first to the tenth continuously!" Casio recalls Lixia's words from not long ago and Immediately begins to move.
   

        Under the sun, in the quiet room. A tall, bare-chested young man is drenched in sweat and displaying all kinds of bizarre movements.
   

        From dawn to noon, Casio meticulously adheres to Lixia's teachings. He only rests three times in between. 
   

        Each time, he stops for five minutes to hydrate and recover his stamina.
   

        The room is closed tightly, with only a small crack in the window letting in some air. The air is filled with the scent of sweat. 
   

        In a corner, the grey floor is repeatedly soaked and then dried. Salt is crystallizing in the crevices of the tiles.  
   

        At this moment, Casio is tip-toeing, his calf and thigh muscles tensing and trembling. His hands are clasped behind his back, his chest held high.
   

        Exhaustion, heat, suffering....
   

        These are the feelings that continually resurface in his mind.
   

        But how can one make progress without enduring pain? He is already among the luckiest, fortunate enough to possess the Fire Oil, an auxiliary commodity for breaking through realms. Regular martial artists may have to strive desperately their entire lives and still not manage to make this leap.
   

        Compared to them, how lucky Casio is! With this thought in mind, he maintains a steady mindset.
   

        He continuously feels his fatigued body, looking for a sliver of an opportunity to break through among the chaotic sensations. Waiting for that spark of enlightenment!
   

        With a creak, the door opens.
   

        Lixia quietly walks in from outside. She carries a food box in her left hand and three big jars of salted clear water in her right hand.
   

        Without making a sound throughout, she silently places everything down, then picks up the empty jars from the corner and leaves.
   

        Casio knows that at this critical moment, Teacher Lixia will guard the door until he either succeeds or fails.
   

        After ten minutes, he exhales a breath of stale air and stops moving. After opening the window to let in fresh air, he uncovers the meal box and starts eating.
   

        Even someone with an extraordinary physique such as his needs energy. In fact, secret martial artists may need even more food than regular people.
   

        For a while, the quiet room is only filled with the sound of him chewing.
   

        Due to muscle fatigue, Casio can barely hold onto the knife and fork. Luckily, his thumb and index finger are still functional, so he uses them to spear the chunks of sausage and eat them. After finishing the meal, he puts the food box in the corner, picks up a jar of salted water nearby and drains it in one go.
   

        Casio walks slowly around the room for twenty minutes to relieve his tense muscles. He then sits cross-legged on the ground for ten minutes to rest. 
   

        After that, he started repeating the same routine as in the morning.
   

        In this way, a whole day had passed. He attempted to break through this bottleneck at three different times; in the morning, in the afternoon, and in the evening.
   

        Though he did not cross that threshold, Casio could vaguely sense he was one step closer to it, which was a good sign.
   

        In the evening, he changed clothes and showered in preparation for sleep. The side effects of the fire oil had kicked in, making it utterly impossible for him to sleep.
   

        After tossing and turning for an hour, Casio finally resorted to Lixia's sleep-inducing hand knife. He promptly fainted as a sharp pain ran through his neck.
   

        Upon waking the next morning, he recommenced the previous day's regimen. The layer separating the first and second levels of Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art was inching closer, little by little.
   

        By the third day, the bottleneck was painfully clear and seemed within arms reach. 
   

        By noon of the fourth day, Casio had settled into a contended state of meditation. His breathing was steady, his eyes were tightly shut, his head drooped slightly, and his chest rose and fell subtly. 
   

        He did not touch the food box or the saltwater placed next to him in the corner. 
   

        Lixia had come in once during this time but immediately withdrew when she saw his state. Leaving the supplies next to him, she decided to guard the door. She understood that Casio's breakthrough moment had arrived.
   

        No one could disturb him at this point!
   

        Opportunities were fleeting. 
   

        In the quietness... 
   

        "Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump..." 
   

        "Huff, puff, huff, puff, huff..." 
   

        The only sounds came from his heartbeat and his breathing.
   

        The two did not align. In the resting state of a healthy adult, there are twelve to twenty breaths per minute, with a ratio of one to four when compared to the pulse. But now, Casio's rate of breathing increased gradually but his heartbeat slowly decreased.
   

        Until at one point, the two synchronized entirely.
   

        "Hss..."
   

        An airy sound escaped from Casio's nostrils. 
   

        Strangely enough, an unknown pressure enveloped him. His skin tightened, his breath grew labored, and his cheeks turned a shade of purplish-red.
   

        There was a sharp pain in the left side of his chest area. It intensified with his heart beating like a drum, his muscles, and veins pulsating rhythmically, sending his blood into overdrive. Even though his heartbeat was slowing down, the power and speed of each blood squeeze had increased exponentially. His surrounding veins seemed on the verge of bursting. 
   

        His chest was overwhelmed to the point that it was producing abnormal sounds.
   

        "Ugh!"
   

        Casio forcefully spewed out a mouthful of fresh blood.
   

        It seemed as if there was a slight noise of a door opening outside.
   

        He spat out another mouth full of blood, and his clothes turned crimson, with the ground also splattered with drops.
   

        After spitting out the two mouthfuls of blood, Casio felt much better.
   

        Just as he was starting to relax, a muffled thunderbolt resonated within his ear.
   

        "Boom!!"
   

        His heart clenched violently, the thick blood surging out, rocketing into every vein in his body.
   

        At that moment, Casio's plight was incredibly horrifying. Drops of blood the color of red grapes oozed from his pores and hung from his skin.
   

        They slid down his contoured muscles and trickled onto the ground. 
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        Under the golden sunlight, a blood-soaked figure was sitting cross-legged on the ground.
   

        Completely still, just like a statue.
   

        Gradually, the blood coagulated and formed a scab. Casio, at this moment, looked more like a sculpture, and there wasn't even a hint of breathing from his chest. His aura was so weak, it was almost like he was a dead man.
   

        An hour passed and everything remained the same.
   

        Two hours passed with no movement.
   

        Three hours…. Four hours…. Five hours….
   

        Suddenly, a clear shattering sound was heard.
   

        It turned out the blood scab on Casio's body had started cracking.
   

        The next moment, a series of tiny shattering sounds linked together.
   

        The blood scab completely shattered, a tall and upright figure then stood up from the ground. Debris fell from the transformed body.
   

        The sunlight hit his skin, giving off a warm glow similar to that of rugged bronze, reminding people of the toughness of cowhide.
   

        Casio's build increased, growing from his original height of a little over 1.8 meters to 1.9 meters. It seemed like every bone and muscle in his body had been optimized and upgraded. While he was now stronger than before, his physique had also become leaner, appearing more robust.
   

        Distinguishing streamline muscles throbbed with every movement, exuding a sense of full strength.
   

        Casio's eyes were bright and piercing. His condition at this moment was the best it had ever been, with his senses sharpened to the extreme.
   

        A feeling of relaxed fulfilment was filling his heart.
   

        "It seems like I've succeeded… The second layer of the Azure Wind Secret Martial Arts…."
   

        "Azure Wind Secret Martial Art: Second Layer (of three layers)"
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Insect Bite 5.8% (of three layers)"
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 5.1% (of three layers)"
   

        He clenched his fist tightly, a sense of unprecedented strength gathered in his palm. It wasn't the same as before! It was completely different from before! Casio vaguely sensed that this wasn't a simple breakthrough.
   

        Tuning into his body, he could vaguely see the flow of blood within his body! The warm red liquid journeyed from his atrium, circulated through his body and finally returned to his heart.
   

        "Huh?!"
   

        Casio widened his eyes. In line with his gaze just now, the blood flow in his body seemed to speed up. He tested it again.
   

        Yes! It did speed up!
   

        Following the subtle guidance from his heart, Casio instinctively inhaled quickly, his whole body strained like a curved bowstring. The chest bulged dramatically, and a large amount of airflow created a vortex between his nostrils and mouth.
   

        "Whoo…."
   

        "Thud thud!!!"
   

        His heart pumped fiercely and the blood shot out from here, zooming down his veins at twice the speed of before.
   

        Casio's whole body heated up, a vast power he had never felt before gushed out of his muscles and bones like a surging tide.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        He let out a roar, venting his pent-up emotions, and unleashed a punch!
   

        In mid-air, a colossal shadow swept across, with a deafening shriek. His fist hit the wall with an extremely high speed and overwhelming force.
   

        Thud!
   

        The entire wall trembled as a fist forcefully pierced through the brick and dirt, creating a large hole like an iron bar poked through.
   

        The rubble and dust fell to the ground with a splash.
   

        Casio pulled back his arm in disbelief, looking at his palm.
   

        His punch was twice as fast and twice as powerful as before, breaking through the wall!
   

        The walls of the Wind Elephant Gate's training and secret rooms are made of the strongest and hardest bricks, the clay between the gaps also has the greatest stickiness. Although it may not match the concrete rebar walls of modern society, it's still incredibly sturdy, and yet, a punch broke through it...
   

        "Clap, clap, clap." There came a sudden applause from the door.
   

        "Congratulations, Li Wei. From today onwards, you have finally stepped into the real beginning of martial arts: the fist user!" Lixia, the teacher, walking over step by step, a smile on her face: "You have surpassed humans..."
   

        "You must have felt that punch just now, the power of accelerating blood circulation, that is the sign of surpassing human limits!"
   

        Lixia walked over to the wall and picked up a piece of rubble.
   

        She pressed hard, and the stone turned into dust and slipped through her fingers.
   

        "Fist user..." Casio muttered.
   

        "Yes, this is a whole new level, only those who reach the realm of fist users can be called experts in secret martial arts. Diligence, core bone enlightenment, luck; none of these can be missing. Not everyone can reach this level." Lixia said slowly.
   

        "Amateur and professional level can only be considered within the ordinary people's level. They are below the human limit, perhaps mastering boxing to perfection, or cultivating the body to its peak. However, no matter how polished skills, strong and powerful physiques can never reach the supernatural."
   

        She looked at Casio with satisfaction: "Fist users wholly and entirely surpass their level, achieving physical quality, recovery ability, and power control far beyond the limits of ordinary people. Every action that human bodies couldn't do before, fist users can now do! Even powerful moves that defy humanity can be used! We can even control the flow of blood in our bodies..."
   

        "Li Wei, do you know? There are not more than fifteen fist users below the age of thirty in the entire North Flow Country! The number of fist users below the age of twenty won't exceed three!" Lixia's voice seemed a little excited: "The sooner you become a fist user, the more advantages you have. You will have ample time to break through the last two nodes in your body! In this way, before the decline of your vigor and vitality at forty, you have a great chance to reach the level of the  School Master..."
   

        "Cough, cough, cough... cough, cough, cough…" An excited Lixia started coughing violently, only recovering after a while: "If you can truly reach the School Master's level, it would be easy to perfect the Azure Wind Flow. You might even be able to integrate and understand your own secret martial arts..."
   

        "If that day truly arrives, I will die without regrets."
   

        Lixia held Casio's hand and squeezed it tightly.
   

        Casio immediately promised to do his best to perfect the Azure Wind Flow created by Lixia. Moreover, if feasible, he would like to elevate this incomplete technique to the level of secret martial arts.
   

        Could it be called Azure Wind Secret Martial Arts at that time?
   

        It was quite evident how strongly Lixia felt when she heard Azure Wind Secret Martial Arts. She was even more satisfied with Casio.
   

        "Now that you have broken through to the realm of a fist user, you can start truly cultivating Azure Wind Flow. Additionally, with your current physical capabilities, you can try to practice and deploy the two moves of the Gale realm in Wind Elephant Fist." Lixia declared, "If you manage to cultivate the Azure Wind Flow and the moves perfectly, their combined power will surprise you beyond your imagination…"
   

        Hearing this, Casio was filled with anticipation and longing. In terms of secret martial arts, he had the curiosity and thirst of a seeker.
   

        "Teacher Lixia hasn't mentioned everything, there's also blood acceleration. The amplification brought by blood acceleration is absolutely terrifying! If you could deploy all three at the same time…" While Casio was harboring beautiful expectations, Lixia was already walking towards the doorway saying.
   

        "Open the windows and sweep the floor."
   

        "Also, remember to find some bricks to fix the wall tomorrow."
   

        "Aren't these things taken care of by the sect masters?"
   

        Casio was stunned.
   

        "Deliberate damage is not within the scope of the sect's responsibilities."
   

        Lixia stopped at the doorway.
   

        "But I didn't do it on purpose." Casio protested.
   

        "You punched a hole in the white stone wall, who would believe you didn't do it on purpose? Just fork out the money and fix it."
   

        The sound of Lixia's voice gradually faded away.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The next day.
   

        Early in the morning while Casio was mending the wall, suddenly an old face full of wrinkles appeared in front of him, just beyond the hole in the wall.
   

        "Good disciple, you succeeded on your first attempt?!"
   

        The person was none other than his teacher's teacher, Grandmaster Oumai.
   

        "Yes." Casio had nothing to hide. Since Grandmaster Oumai had asked, it must have been Teacher Lixia who told him.
   

        "Good, good, good!"
   

        Suddenly, the old face outside the hole seemed to bloom into a chrysanthemum-like smile, as the wrinkles and black age spots clustered together.
   

        "Good lad! You really are fortunate!" Watery Oumai was slightly emotional because breaking through the bottleneck of Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art takes effort and talent, but only half of it - luck makes up at least the other half. When Oumai broke through this bottleneck decades ago, it took him four attempts, while Lixia failed twice in a row.
   

        Once a failure occurs, one's energy and blood become chaotic, and a Secret Martial Artist needs at least two to three months of recovery before attempting to break through again. Generally, martial artists have seven opportunities to attempt to break through. Once it comes to the eighth attempt, the probability of success becomes almost nil.
   

        Casio and Heige, the senior brother, are the only ones who managed to break through successfully on the first attempt in the past forty years in the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        In the secret room, Casio held a brick in his hand and smiled.
   

        He didn't have the habit of attributing his luck to his own superior talent and strength. It was simply self-awareness.
   

        "Luck is a part of one's strength too…" Oumai sighed from outside: "Here, give me the brick, let me help you…"
   

        Thus, with the help of Grandmaster Oumai, Casio managed to repair the white wall of the secret room in just half an hour. Although it looked ugly for now, as long as the plaster was applied afterwards, it would look no different from before, at least from the outside.
   

        He looked at the now-smooth wall and nodded in satisfaction.
   

        Next to him, Grandmaster Oumai slowly said, "Fancy some snuff?" He reached into his pocket and took out a silver rectangular snuffbox, adorned with a few pieces of opal embedded onto its intricately carved floral surface.
   

        The stone was colorful and warm to the touch.
   

        The snuffbox was filled with snuff, not individual cigarettes. Snuff is carefully ground from quality tobacco leaves, menthol, and other aromatic herbs and sealed for fermentation. The box on the outside is actually a form of craftwork.
   

        Sometimes, the craftwork seemed more worthy of collection than usage.
   

        "No thanks, I'm not used to it." Casio shook his head. His sharp eyes caught sight of a line of small characters on the metallic interior of the snuffbox: "To my beloved Oumai MacKensey."
   

        "Was this box given to you by a friend?"
   

        "No." Oumai smiled, "It was my wife."
   

        A touch of nostalgia appeared on his face, "My wife gave it to me forty years ago. At that time, I took her around the entire Hong Li Federation, we even travelled abroad. We tasted all kinds of cuisine and experienced the local customs of dozens of countries…"
   

        "Ah, why am I telling you all this? Let's get going!"
   

        Oumai took a sniff of snuff, quickly brushed the remnants off his hands, and walked out of the quiet room that had just been repaired.
   

        Almost as soon as Oumai's footsteps receded, Lixia arrived.
   

        Today, she was dressed in a pure white attire, seeming healthier than before, her rosy cheeks glowed with color.
   

        Lixia slowly cast a glance at the newly repaired wall to her right: "You work quite fast, repairing this in less than an hour."
   

        "Heh heh." Casio scratched his head and chuckled.
   

        "Well then, let's complete the final step."
   

        Lixia lifted the wooden bucket in her right hand, it was filled with plaster.
   

        "Teacher, let me do it."
   

        Casio jogged over, took the bucket from her, and started to apply the plaster evenly onto the conspicuous patch on the wall.
   

        The Grandmaster helped with the wall while the teacher adjusted the plaster, not bad.
   

        He applied the plaster even more vigorously.
   

        Outside, birds were chirping melodiously, the morning sunlight streamed through the window, leaving long golden rectangular patches on the floor. Casio squatted in one of these patches, applying the plaster to the wall.
   

        Lixia stood in another patch of golden sunlight, leaning against the wall, tilting her head to the side, quietly watching.
   

        Time trickled by, second by second.
   

        "Teacher, what's the name of Grandmaster Oumai's wife?"
   

        Casio, having applied a layer of plaster, suddenly asked.
   

        "My teacher's wife, you should, of course, call her Teacher's Wife."
   

        "No no, that's not what I meant, I meant her name." Casio continued applying more layers of plaster as he spoke.
   

        "The name? Isabell Casini." After a moment's thought, Lixia added: "Strictly speaking, your Grandmaster Oumai doesn't have a wife in name. Your teacher's wife died when she was twenty-six, before she could marry Oumai." Pausing at this point in her story, she said, "After that, Oumai vowed never to marry…"
   

        "So, Grandmaster Oumai also has his stories…" Casio mused, burying his head to focus on applying the plaster to the wall.
   

        In the afternoon, the newly repaired quiet room had a strong odour, so Lixia and Casio went to the training room for their lessons instead.
   

        The two of them sat cross-legged in the middle of the spacious and flat training hall.
   

        After some thought, Lixia slowly explained: "Every martial art has its own structure. For instance, the framework of our Wind Elephant Gate's martial arts is the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique. All the subsequent techniques, such as the first layer of Wind Elephant Fist, the Gale chapter, and the second layer, the Elephant Herd chapter, evolved from this basic structure. Starting simple and progressively complex and diverse is the upright and honorable path."
   

        "In addition to this main path, there are also auxiliary techniques that develop from a particular point. These techniques are like thorny creeps coiling around a tree branch. They can effectively increase the tree's power and ward off enemies. Yet, there's a disadvantage too, as these creeps will compete with the tree for nutrients. If one puts too much emphasis on the creeps, the tree might wither…"
   

        Lixia looked at the attentive Casio: "The Azure Wind Stream technique that I will officially teach you now is one such creep. You must hold onto your principle and handle this double-edged sword well. Before you turn forty, you should merely dabble in this technique, and not study too deeply into it. It won't be too late to try again once you reach the Fighter's level, for at that height, the gains in understanding achieved in a year can be more worthwhile than ten years of hard work before."
   

        Casio nodded, showing that he understood and would remember. In actuality, he had come into contact with the Azure Wind Stream technique for quite some time, but back then, he could only practice some of the basics. Without achieving the level of a fist master, he simply had no qualifications to truly practice Azure Wind Stream.
   

        "Ahem ahem." Lixia coughed twice, took a sip of water.
   

        "As I told you before, the Azure Wind Stream was a technique that I contemplated from the principles of the Wind Elephant Fist's Gale chapter. It follows the same principle too - 'like a flowing river, unstoppable like the wind on the grassland'. Since this technique is still incomplete, there won't be any feedback while you practice. But once you succeed, you'll instantly control the Azure Wind Stream, unlike the Wind Elephant Fist, which requires gradual progress."
   

        "So, you'll need to have patience in what comes next…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Because even I don't know how much you have progressed, or how long it will take until the moment you master the Azure Wind Aura..."
   

        Lixia said with heartfelt emphasis.
   

        While diligence and persistence relate to one's inherent character, the more essential aspect is the positive feedback one gets during the process. You exercise, you become stronger. You study, you become knowledgeable. These are all forms of positive reinforcement.
   

        But the Azure Wind Aura does not provide such feedback, and the only person who has mastered it is Lixia. It's not like the Wind Elephant Fist, where one can gauge their own progress by observing fellow disciples of the same level. Without feedback, there is only loneliness and boredom. It's tough.
   

        Maybe a year, three years, or ten years?
   

        Can Casio persist for that long? Probably not.
   

        Lixia asked herself, if it was her. She wouldn't be able to.
   

        "Don't worry, Master. The one thing I can do is be patient." Casio promised, staring at the upper right corner.
   

        "Azure Wind Aura: First Level 59% (two levels in total)"
   

        No matter what secret martial art it is, what type of skill it is. As long as there is a progress bar, Casio will keep grinding till the ends of the earth.
   

        After all, when he retrospects, time in the real world stands still. Theoretically, Casio could push all secret martial arts to their limits by accumulating and grinding over a large amount of time.
   

        Regardless of natural comprehension or core bone, his willpower is unparalleled. The moment he opens his eyes every morning is a positive reinforcement!
   

        "Good!" Lixia appreciated and nodded, she had witnessed over the past six months, how Casio was indeed very tolerant.
   

        "The Azure Wind Aura consists of five levels in my mind. But right now, only two levels are completed. For the remaining three, I will rely on your future self," Lixia sighed, and then her expression turned serious.
   

        She meticulously began to teach Casio all the unique key points of the Azure Wind Aura. Sometimes, she even demonstrated it herself, using the Wooden Stake as the testing object.
   

        By the time the whole afternoon passed, the tragic state of the Wooden Stake didn't need further elaboration—starting from noon, first its head was planed flat, then its hands followed, then the torso, until finally, even the support column was gone.
   

        In the entire training room, a large area was covered with yellow wood chips. Lixia was like an automated lumbering robot.
   

        "Alright, that's it for today. Go back and familiarize yourself more. Cough, cough." Lixia stood up and glanced outside.
   

        The sky was already dimly lit, and the white clouds seemed to be on fire.
   

        She picked up the cup of water next to her and walked out.
   

        At that moment, Casio also stood up, heading towards the door.
   

        As he pushed the door open, a familiar figure was standing outside.
   

        Blond hair, blue eyes, holding a broom and mop - it was Damo, his second junior brother.
   

        "Senior brother, it's my turn on duty today!" Damo laughed cheerfully, the reddish light cast on half of his face. If one didn't know him, at first sight, they'd see him as a bright and sunny young man.
   

        "Hmm." Casio looked at him somewhat peculiarly.
   

        When did Damo become so enthusiastic? Has he developed Stockholm Syndrome from being beaten by him these past six months?
   

        Despite the peculiarity, he was hungry. So, Casio left along the path and headed towards the cafeteria to fill his stomach.
   

        Standing still, Damo maintained his standard smile.
   

        He certainly did not have Stockholm Syndrome. It was due to some other reasons. The news that Li Wei had become the fifth core disciple after the banquet of the core disciples more than half a month ago could no longer be concealed and gradually began to spread.
   

        What does the concept of a core disciple mean?
   

        As long as one does not die early, they will definitely become an Elder!
   

        No matter how Li Wei became a core disciple, no matter how Li Wei disciplined him with his fists before. Core is still core. Everyone must call him senior brother! Wouldn't Damo take the opportunity to lick some boots? He and Li Wei at least share the same Master!
   

        Whoever is near the water tower gets the moon first. The sewage must not flow into other people's fields.
   

        All those little past misunderstandings and disputes meant nothing to Damo; he clearly saw them as his senior brother's tests.
   

        It was because his senior brother respected him and considered him worthy of being a sparring partner.
   

        Others would want to be sparring partners but couldn't even get the chance!
   

        Damo chuckled smugly, murmuring to himself,"I need to find a time to let senior brother Li Wei beat me again."
   

        The training room door creaked open.
   

        Damo walked in, taking a look at the floor.
   

        The smile on his face suddenly froze.
   

        Did this room turn into a sawmill?!
   

        When the hell will this cleaning end?
   

        *******************
   

        Two days have passed, it's the 28th of January.
   

        Early this morning, Casio knocked on the door of the temporary headquarters where his senior brother Moses was staying. Footsteps followed.
   

        A muscular giant opened the door.
   

        The two of them exchanged glances and entered the room.
   

        "How are things?"
   

        On the sofa in the upstairs hall, Moses took out some tea pots and some tea leaves, poured in hot water, and made two cups of steaming black tea.
   

        Casio leaned against the edge of the balcony and living room, the sunlight falling on half his body, it was a warm feeling.
   

        "Shall we give it a try?"
   

        Casio, with a smile on his face, glanced at Moses and said.
   

        "Let's give it a try then... All out?" Moses responded with a faint smile.
   

        "All out."
   

        "Alright, then bring it on!"
   

        "Come!"
   

        Just as the words fell, there was a loud bang in the living room!
   

        It was like a muffled thunder exploding! The air waves dispelled in layers. The gray newspaper on the shoe rack got rolled by the tumbling air, falling downstairs.
   

        On the coffee table, more than half of the black tea in the mug was spilled.
   

        Moses took three steps back in surprise and looked at his slightly numb fist in disbelief, "This power, this speed... A fistsylist!"
   

        "That's right." Casio squeezed his palm, in affirmation.
   

        "When did you break through?"
   

        "Two days ago."
   

        Casio reached into his bosom and suddenly tossed over a black bottle. Moses, with sharp eyes and quick hands, caught it in mid-air.
   

        "Fire Oil, I used half of it, there is still half left." Casio turned his head. "Senior brother, you won't disappoint me, will you?"
   

        "Don't worry! This is my third attempt to break the fistsylist's realm. I was already fairly confident. Now that I have your Fire Oil, it is almost for certain!" Moses chuckled heartily, "Hahaha, just thinking of breakthrough the fistsylist's realm before that sissy gets me excited."
   

        "I really want to see his astonished face, haha..."
   

        Casio's expression was a bit strange, as Moses and third senior brother Lanxi seemed to really enjoy pestering each other, always trying to one-up the other.
   

        No wonder Moses was so happy now.
   

        "Thank you, junior brother! I'm going into seclusion now." Moses gave Casio a bear hug, then looked at the black bottle in his hand with eager eyes, the look in his eyes was even hotter than when seeing a beautiful woman.
   

        An the first of February, Moses emerged from seclusion.
   

        He had a good and hearty fight with Casio, it was enormously satisfying.
   

        Just as he said, it was almost for certain, he had succeeded!
   

        Moses and Casio conspired on this day to keep their breakthrough a secret for the time being. They would show their full strength when the Eastern Exchange Competition began. Among the five core disciples, four of them were fistsylists, leaving Lanxi the only one dumbfounded.
   

        Surprise surprise? Didn't see it coming, did you?
   

        Casio didn't want to comment on Moses's wicked humor.
   

        Time flew by, one and a half months passed.
   

        On March 15, with the arrival of spring and the warming of the weather...
   

        The senior brother Heige who has been busy in North Flow Country suddenly returned to the Wind Elephant Gate Headquarters and summoned all the core disciples.
   

        The first sentence he said in the hall was.
   

        "The Fistsylist Exchange Competition has begun in the six counties of the East!"
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        "The specific time is half a month from now, starting with the county competition in North Flow Country. Every Secret Martial Art School can send ten disciples to participate, so in fact, there still needs to be an internal competition within the Secret Martial Art Schools. Of course, we don't need to waste our time in participating, as the five places have already been reserved by the core disciples."
   

        Senior Brother Heige glanced at everyone and finally paused for a while on Casio: "This county-level exchange competition will bring together dozens of big and small Secret Martial Art Schools throughout North Flow Country. Some are small schools with only a few descendants, while others are even larger in scale than our Wind Elephant Gate."
   

        "The ones we should pay attention to are probably three Secret Martial Art Sects: Golden Rock Fist, Black Crane Stream, and Ringing Water Road. These are all top-tier third-rate Secret Martial Art Schools, on par with our Wind Elephant Gate. Their martial arts have significant power, and they have quite a few talented experts." Heige moved towards the window, drawing back the curtains to let the sunlight shine in.
   

        "Therefore, everyone must remember not to be careless. The people you will face are not inferior to you. Do not underestimate the enemy and lose to your competitors, as this also represents the face of the Wind Elephant Gate."
   

        "Understood." The core disciples replied in unison.
   

        Half an hour later, the four left the three-story building where Senior Brother Heige resided. The morning sunlight shone diagonally on their faces.
   

        Casio walked on the far left, glancing at the somewhat excited and motivated Senior Brothers Moses and Lanxi. They seemed to be betting on the number of opponents they would defeat in the county competition. If Lanxi lost, he would have to call the originally junior brother Moses as "Senior Brother". If Moses lost, he would have to respectfully call Lanxi as "Third Senior Brother" every time they met.
   

        The stake seemed a bit unfair, but Lanxi found it quite fair. Moses never called him "Third Senior Brother" and instead replaced it with "Sissy". This annoyed Lanxi so much that sometimes he gritted his teeth in private.
   

        Now was the perfect opportunity to let Moses acknowledge the dignity of the Third Senior Brother! Lanxi chuckled inwardly.
   

        Meanwhile, Moses, with tricks up his sleeve, smirked at Casio. He was certainly going to trick Lanxi this time!
   

        Casio shook his head, glancing to his right.
   

        Second Senior Sister Jadis, currently twenty-seven years old, is silent by nature and loves seclusion. Perhaps due to years of seclusion, Jadis' skin is incredibly fair. She's wearing a turquoise combat suit, well-proportioned with beautiful long legs.
   

        Her looks are above average, with profound features of a mature woman style. She has neatly trimmed short black hair that flutters around her ears.
   

        Maybe sensing that Casio was looking at her, Jadis looked back, her lake-blue eyes seemingly asking if there was something wrong.
   

        Casio quickly shook his head.
   

        He pulled back his gaze and sighed. He wasn't the type who was good at socializing with the opposite sex. He could easily get along with his third and fourth senior brothers after a fight or two. But when faced with his second senior sister, there was always a layer of caution and reluctance.
   

        Even if, in fact, he couldn't beat his second senior sister...
   

        Actually, Casio is quite satisfied with the current situation of the core disciples of the Wind Elephant Gate. They are all very friendly and not scheming against each other; having to pretend all the time would be unbearable. 
   

        He greatly enjoyed the current atmosphere.
   

        All of their attention was focused on martial arts, feeling the sense of fulfillment brought by each progress. Instead of wasting their precious time in pointless internal consumption and forming cliques.
   

        "First, let's have breakfast, then go to the training room..."
   

        Casio's figure gradually disappeared on the cobblestone road.
   

        Ten days later, in the afternoon, approaching dusk.
   

        The twilight sky was like a canvas, painted with red and yellow, turning it into a mysterious palace filled with all kinds of gorgeous and mysterious colors. The red sun shone into the training room, a shirtless youth was punching in the air, each punch resonating with sharp screams.
   

        Casio was panting heavily, his sweat slid down his bronze-colored body and soaked into his tight training pants. The weather had become hotter lately.
   

        "Shoosh!"
   

        A fist as large as a sandbag abruptly stopped in mid-air.
   

        "Alright, time's up. We'll train to here for today and continue tomorrow." Lixia looked at Casio and stood up.
   

        "Teacher, you go ahead and eat. I feel like I'm making good progress today and want to train a bit longer," said Casio, turning around.
   

        "Fine, the key is left on the table. Remember to lock the door when you leave," Lixia put down a brass key and left.
   

        Hearing the door creak shut, Casio took a deep breath. He glanced at the right upper corner where his hands were slowly opening.
   

        Then he resumed his previous state, continually throwing practice punches.
   

        "Azure Wind Flow: Level 1 99.9% (2 levels in total)"
   

        With his deepening practice in Azure Wind Flow, Casio felt that he had a knack for it. The progress he had made in just seven or eight months was proof enough.
   

        Only 0.1% percent was left, he planned to complete it in one go, so he won't be having dinner tonight.
   

        Until around 11:00 at night, it was quite dim inside the training room, but there was still a soft moonlight near the window. Under the moonlight, Casio was standing with his hands clasped in front of his chest.
   

        "Azure Wind Flow: Level 1 100.0% (2 levels in total)"
   

        The text lightly jumped, and the numbers blurred and changed.
   

        "Azure Wind Flow: Level 2 0.1% (2 levels in total)"
   

        He opened his eyes, looking down at his calloused palms. Suddenly, as if a layer of liquid had soaked from every corner of his palm. A whirl of air like quicksand enveloped Casio's palm, rapidly moving in every direction.
   

        "What a curious sensation..." Casio noticed he could manipulate the flow of air, making it appear and disappear, like an instinct.
   

        "Let's test the power."
   

        He looked up at the wooden stake in the corner.
   

        He walked over briskly without any hesitation and landed a slap. As his palm made contact with the wood, a layer of wind about one centimeter thick between the two was rapidly moving and rubbing in all directions. Casio's palm was instantly enveloped by a large cluster of wood shavings.
   

        When he let go, there was a deep palm print on the wooden stake, penetrated about five or six centimeters in.
   

        "I didn't use my full strength. Let's try with full strength."
   

        Casio took a deep breath, contracting his palm into a fist. The muscles on his arm tightened and bounced, releasing the power in an instant.
   

        The fist swooshed, cutting through the air and slammed into the wooden stake.
   

        "Drill Punch?!"
   

        Amidst the flying wood shavings, Casio withdrew his fist. In the center of the wooden stake, about as thick as half a person, a dark hole plunged deep, almost piercing the stake. It was the effect of his full-strength burst, his fist managed to bore through the tough wood like a drill.
   

        "This power is much greater than I imagined..."
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        "However, there seems to be a side effect..."
   

        Casio pinched his palm, a feeling of soreness and weakness transmitted from his entire arm. His muscles felt numb, a bit powerless.
   

        He once again attempted to cast the Emerald Wind Flow, but was unsuccessful. Only a breeze gently brushed over the rough surface of his palm.
   

        "I still need to continue training and get stronger..." Casio sighed, then cleaned up the training room and locked the door as he left.
   

        The next day, Casio informed his teacher Lixia that he had mastered the Emerald Wind Flow. Lixia was very pleased and after a day of training, took him directly for a lavish meal in Oak City. She also invited their master, Oumai, to join them.
   

        From this moment onward, Casio truly became Lixia's Inheritance Disciple. Not an ordinary disciple, but an Inheritance Disciple.
   

        The word "Inheritance", how heavy it was.
   

        A person's philosophy, ideals, and achievements were passed on and practiced by another person.
   

        Even in death, a part of this person's spirit could be passed on, expounded, and developed by their disciple.
   

        Although it felt a bit morbid, it could be said that the moment Casio mastered the Emerald Wind Flow, Lixia had no regrets left.
   

        Five days later.
   

        Within the often empty training area inside the dojo, the muffled sound of punching against the punching bags echoed.
   

        This place was originally a training room prepared by the Wind Elephant Gate senior level for their Core Disciples, specifically for Core Disciples usage. The room was fully equipped with various facilities, well-lit, and spacious.
   

        Unfortunately, at least half of the Core Disciples were not at headquarters. The remaining half either preferred seclusion or training in their master's training rooms. Hence, this largest training room was mostly left unused, with no one to utilize it.
   

        "Thump Thump Thump Thump..."
   

        In the corner, a burly man was beating a black sandbag frantically. The heavy bag was lifted high and fell down again and again, as if filled with air instead of iron sand. The connection between the supporting stand and the floor creaked under the force.
   

        By the side, were three other figures training. One of them was slender, his hands turning into a flurry of punches that seemed like a dark cloud when he punched the punching bag.
   

        Nearby, Casio was holding a water bottle to his parched lips. He tilted his head back to swallow, and clear water flowed down his throat, soaking his already sweat-drenched white vest.
   

        He glanced down at the two figures on his left who seemed to be having a bout, and smiled inwardly. Senior Brother Moses was really acting the part, the power he exhibited was the same as before his breakthrough.
   

        Was it really that fun teasing Senior Brother Lanxi?
   

        At this moment, footsteps echoed from outside.
   

        Senior Brother Heige walked in, "Alright, everyone get ready. Those who need to bathe, bathe, those who need to get their stuff, get their stuff."
   

        "The train at two P.M. today heads directly to Northern Flow City."
   

        "Also, whenever you see your juniors, try to be as friendly as possible, show your grace as senior brothers and sisters. Especially you, Moses! Did you hear me clearly?" This time Heige specifically mentioned Moses.
   

        For him, the reputation of a ferocious bear was too deeply engraved in people's hearts.
   

        Moses was... intimidating, with a fierce look on his face.
   

        "Senior brother, you are wronging me. I always maintain elegance…those were all rumors…" Moses brought out his unique local accent, showing his honest, bear-like demeanor.
   

        "Heh." Lanxi sneered to the side.
   

        "Heh." ×3, the other three echoed.
   

        "Damn!" Moses slapped his forehead.
   

        At one o'clock in the afternoon, at Oak City's train station platform.
   

        A large group of people were waiting for the train from Oak City to Northern Flow City, there were nearly twenty people in total. Aside from the ten participating disciples, there were also several elder disciple spectators, etc.
   

        In fact, Oak City did not have passenger trains, only cargo trains. But the influence of Wind Elephant Gate was immense, needless to say.
   

        Finding a cargo train for a ride along the way was no problem. It would probably take two days and two nights to reach Northern Flow City.
   

        Soon, a square-headed train puffing black smoke appeared before everyone, followed by a long string of cargo.
   

        The group from Wind Elephant Gate quickly boarded, they were assigned two carriages. Although the conditions were a bit poor, they could only make do at this moment, accommodating over twenty people was enough.
   

        The trip was uneventful, the steam train swaying from side to side.
   

        Two days later, Casio and the others finally arrived in Northern Flow City.
   

        Northern Flow City was the administrative, economic, and cultural center of North Flow County, boasting the most prosperous city construction. As everyone disembarked the train amidst the shrill whistle, they were instantly captivated by the distant sight of the huge buildings. Casio looked up to gaze into the distance.
   

        Giant chimneys pierced the sky, the spires of clock towers shimmered with a metallic sheen under the sunlight, and a wide array of tall buildings rose and fell.
   

        On one of the tall buildings was posted a large black and white poster. It appeared to feature a beautiful actress from a certain opera house, with hands on hips, her back exposed, giving a stunning profile view.
   

        Exclamations came from the crowd, but Heige shook his head. The development of Northern Flow City was indeed impressive, but compared to Cloud Sea City, the center of East Sea County, it fell far behind.
   

        The group from Wind Elephant Gate disembarked the platform, following the crowd from other passenger trains into the exit and out of the train station.
   

        At the entrance, five or six strong men were waiting. Upon seeing the group from Wind Elephant Gate, the leader quickly approached to greet the three leading elders.
   

        These men were all personnel from the Northern Flow City branch of the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        The Wind Elephant Gate's competition team could directly stay in the branch dojo. They didn't need to rent a place in Northern Flow City like the other small sects and schools.
   

        The group left the train station, where three large horse carriages were waiting outside. These large carriages could accommodate many people at once.
   

        A moment later, the horse carriages started moving.
   

        Casio pulled back the curtain to look outside, the streets were bustling with people, the density of the crowd was at least several times that of Oak City. Some pedestrians were dressed quite formally, carrying fancy canes
   

        with bow ties, top hats, suits, and leather shoes, an aloof look on their faces.
   

        Women were dressed fashionably, draped in fur coats that were slightly revealing, exposing their pearly white legs and skin.
   

        The horse carriage accelerated away, gradually leaving behind the bustling area. It only stopped in front of a building that resembled a dojo, and everyone got down from the carriages.
   

        The sunlight was a bit intense, Casio squinted his eyes and looked up.
   

        In front of the main door of the building, two grey wooden advertisement boards were inserted into the ground, apparently some sort of recruitment guidelines were written on them.
   

        Above the main door, a silver signboard was very conspicuous.
   

        "Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Brother disciples, please."
   

        The middle-aged man who led the group gestured.
   

        Immediately, a team of more than twenty people walked in. Casio got to see the wealth of the Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall in Northern Flow City. Just in terms of space, it was two or three times the size of a typical branch. The interior was spacious, with complete facilities, and clear paths.
   

        There were decorations like white stone fountains, low arches, flower gardens, and meadows. There were also quite a few disciples inside. But this was understandable, after all, Northern Flow City was the center of North Flow Country. The martial arts hall here was like the face of the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        Naturally, it had to be grander, with a certain layout.
   

        In fact, this Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall was the largest branch of the Wind Elephant Gate. Of course, this status may gradually be replaced by Black Sand City. The position of Orchid Heart Grass was too strong.
   

        Walking along the avenue, the team gradually split into two. Among them, the team of more than ten disciples who were there to watch the competition and ordinary participating disciples, under the lead of the martial arts hall disciples, headed towards the housing direction.
   

        On the other hand, the three Elders and five Core Disciples, under the guidance of the middle-aged man, came to a hall. In the hall, an old man with white hair was drinking tea. He was wearing a light blue combat suit, with a "wind" character imprinted on the back.
   

        "Haha, Lucas, long time no see!" One of the Elders in the team laughed and went up to give the old man a hug.
   

        The two patted each other on the back, their strength booming.
   

        "Indeed, it's been a long time, haven't we seen each other in almost five years? How are you enjoying your retirement in Wind South City?"
   

        "Just so-so. It's not as comfortable as your stay in Northern Flow City. I won't lie to you, I really envy you. Hahaha…"
   

        The two walked inside while reminiscing.
   

        Apparently, this old man was also an Elder of the Wind Elephant Gate. He just had been assigned to command the overall situation in Northern Flow City's Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall a long time ago. Casio had never seen this Elder before.
   

        "Take a seat, he said. Let me get someone to pour tea for you."
   

        Lucas stroked his snowy white beard and asked several core disciples to sit in an area formed by two sofas. Meanwhile, he caught up with the three Elders sitting on a nearby sofa.
   

        Soon, two or three disciples came up to pour tea.
   

        "Senior Brother." A beautiful female disciple passed a white porcelain cup. Casio nodded and quickly reached out to take it.
   

        "Senior Brother." A male disciple handed over the freshly brewed tea to Moses, and Moses disguised himself with a friendly appearance.
   

        He even pretended to be reserved and took a delicate sip of tea.
   

        Next to him, another female disciple handed the teacup to Lanxi.
   

        "Senior Sister."
   

        "Pfft!" Moses sprayed out a mouthful of black tea, then burst into laughter, constantly slapping his thigh.
   

        "Hahaha! Li Wei, did you hear that? Senior Sister! Haha, I am dying of laughter! I can't take it, I need to catch my breath. Phew…"
   

        He held his belly, laughing so hard that it looked like he was about to reveal his abs.
   

        At this moment, Casio was also struggling to hold back his laughter, constantly touching his nose in an attempt to suppress his smile. But Moses's laughter next to him was too infectious, and he couldn't help but chuckle.
   

        "Hahaha... Gah!"
   

        Moses's laughter suddenly stopped. A slender palm had somehow grabbed the hard muscle on his waist and gave it a hard twist.
   

        "Gulp…" Moses raised an eyebrow, letting out a deflated sound from his mouth. To his left, Lanxi was looking at him coldly.
   

        Her delicate face was marked with a slight aggrieved expression.
   

        "Did... did I say something wrong?" The female disciple who had handed the tea was standing still in surprise, looking completely at a loss.
   

        Moses coughed twice, pointing at Lanxi and said.
   

        "That's not your third senior sister, that's your third senior brother."
   

        "Oh, oh. I'm sorry, third senior brother!" The female disciple quickly apologized, and Lanxi gestured that it was okay and she didn't need to worry.
   

        Apparently Moses's laughter was so loud that it had attracted over the Elder Lucas, who was reminiscing. He walked over with a kindly expression, his old eyes scanning everyone.
   

        "Heige, you are becoming more and more like the style of the eldest brother." Lucas praised Heige with a smile.
   

        "Not at all, it's just because I've traveled a lot and seen more..."
   

        Heige shook his head while holding his tea cup with one hand.
   

        "Jadis, you've become a lot more outgoing, that's very good…"
   

        Lucas looked at Jadis, who was smiling, and said.
   

        Although Jadis was not smiling because she was outgoing, there was no need to explain anything, she just nodded.
   

        Lucas shifted his gaze to Lanxi: "Lanxi, you've grown more and more delicate. But we Secret Martial Artists should not be too vain, you should learn from your senior brothers and sisters more. Your body is so weak, how can it work without muscles?"
   

        "I..." Lanxi almost lost her breath: "Elder Lucas, I understand what you're saying. But I still want to clarify, I'm not a girly, I'm a genuine man! Absolutely pure!"
   

        "A boy?" Lucas didn't quite believe it, he had only met Lanxi once, at the centennial celebration of the sect.
   

        "I take after my mother, that's how I look."
   

        Lanxi said gracefully. He had been maintaining a good education from a young age, so he generally wouldn't get angry.
   

        Unless… it was unavoidable.
   

        "Alright then, it seems I got confused."
   

        Lucas slapped his wrinkled forehead.
   

        "It's not your fault. I do look a bit… uh… pretty."
   

        Lanxi had no choice but to utter this embarrassing word.
   

        "Hmm." Lucas nodded and looked at the next person, his eyes suddenly brightening. He walked over quickly and patted his shoulder.
   

        "Good boy! You've trained your body so robustly! You're just like a bear. You have about seventy percent of my vigor when I was young! Hahaha."
   

        "Are you the fourth or the fifth, what's your name?"
   

        Moses, who was sitting on the sofa and holding his laughter, looked up a little dazed and immediately reported his name: "The fourth, my name is Moses…"
   

        "Moses? Good name! Great muscles!" Elder Lucas patted Moses's tire-like shoulder, making a booming sound.
   

        At the same time, Moses glanced at Lanxi sideways.
   

        His gaze was kind of irritating.
   

        "You must be the fifth, huh? You've trained quite well too!"
   

        Lucas shifted his target to Casio, wanting to interact with all five core disciples. Because if nothing unexpected happened, Casio and his team would eventually become the true helmsmen of Wind Elephant Gate in a decade or so, so now was the time to get familiar with them.
   

        "Not bad, but I'm far behind compared to Senior Brother Moses."
   

        Casio said modestly, but of course, this was a fact. Not everyone could have the talent to build their muscles as stiff as a steel plate.
   

        He even doubted that small guns might not be able to pierce through Senior Brother Moses's muscles, only big kinetic guns might have a chance.
   

        Afterwards, Lucas praised Casio a bit more, and chatted with the young people. Finally, he made an invitation.
   

        "A few cheeky kids in my martial arts hall heard that the core disciples from the main gate are coming for the competition, and they insisted on having a sparring match with you. What do you think..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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         Ten minutes later, at the fighting field of the Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall.
   

         Below the arena, three or four youths dressed in yellow combat suits were discussing; they were elite disciples of the Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall.
   

         "Can elder brother Reid defeat the fifth-ranking core disciple? What was his name... Li...Li Wei..."
   

         A freckle-faced youth whispered.
   

         "Should be able to, after all, elder brother Reid is the face of our martial arts hall. Some time ago, he single-handedly defeated all the masters from Jin Yan martial arts hall." Another youth said.
   

         "Right, it's hard to comment on Heige and Jadis. Elder brother Reid should have no problem dealing with the remaining three core disciples. Even if he doesn't win, he would likely not lose, at worst it would be a tie."
   

         One of the disciples analyzed thoughtfully, his reasoning seeming reasonable.
   

         "I think elder brother Reid will definitely defeat the core disciple called Li Wei, hasn't he been a core disciple for less than a year? Perhaps he just has high talent, but isn't as strong in actual combat." A beautiful female disciple with a black ponytail said.
   

         She seemed to admire the elite disciple called Reid greatly.
   

         The elite disciples of the Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall didn't appear to hold a very friendly attitude towards the main core disciples, even showing a bit of defiance. This was because this was the first time the Eastern Six desmense exchange competition was being held, so the selection contest within the Wind Elephant Gate was rather hasty, and only the main disciples were tested.
   

         Therefore, it was rather normal for various other branch disciples to have complaints.
   

         On the platform, Casio looked down at his opponent.
   

         Reid was about one meter and eighty-five centimeters tall. Dressed in a tight combat suit, his muscles were robust and stood tall. His handsome face, golden hair dazzlingly covering past his ears, and sharp eyes gave off a kind of oppressive feeling when looking at anyone. His demeanor was calm and yet confident.
   

         "Let's start…" the elder's voice came from the side.
   

         "Li Wei." Casio made a fist salute and reported his name.
   

         "Reid." The other party made the same action.
   

         "Be careful!" His eyes coalescing, an aura rose from his body and Reid instantly got into an attack posture.
   

         "Such a strong desire to attack?" Casio raised an eyebrow. 
   

         Thump! Reid's foot vibrated on the ground. The entire person shot out with the reaction force, fists raised prepared to strike at any time.
   

         He quickly closed in on Casio, yet Casio still remained in the original action. "Not defending yet? Are you looking down on me?!"
   

         Whoosh! Reid's fist transformed into a black shadow and swung down like lightning.
   

         With a plop, fist met palm. A large palm filled with callouses pressed on his fist imperceptibly.
   

         A colossal force surged like a flash flood into his arm.
   

         Reid suddenly wide-eyed, was compelled by this power to back away. His entire arm trembled, his muscles numb and aching.
   

         "This power!!!"
   

         Huh! A gust of violent airflow erupted causing his blond hair to fire up. Behind the air stream, a robust figure squeezed through.
   

         Casio stepped mightily, and the ground thundered, even making Reid's soles numb. His right hand extended out like a python.
   

         His fist thrust so straight, majestically.
   

         "He's strong! Block this punch, then move quickly!"
   

         Reid formed a thought as fast as lightning in his mind. He instantly threw a punch; the power from his waist, hip, shoulder, and arm all concentrated into his fist.
   

         He then swayed his palm out fiercely like an elephant swinging its trunk.
   

         Plop!
   

         The iron fist heading towards him surprisingly didn't flinch! Reid's all-out strike couldn't even change the direction of the fist!
   

         The next second, the python-like fist bit down harshly on Reid's shoulder. It seemed to hold back a little force; Reid didn't fly backward, instead, he was just forced to stumble back step by step.
   

         Even while he was stepping back, Casio advanced swiftly, quickly catching up and hurling out another punch.
   

         In mid-air, there was a tearing sound of ripping air.
   

         Reid widened his eyes, a black fist quickly filled up most of his vision. The sense of threat made him freeze on the spot.
   

         Hu! The fist roared towards his face. His blond hair flipped upwards, revealing his forehead, the tip of his nose hurt from the wind.
   

         "I concede." A voice came from not far away.
   

         Reid opened his eyes blankly, panting violently. After shock subsided, waves of bitterness welled up in his heart. The gap was too big! He was completely crushed, only lasting five seconds.
   

         Even if the other party hadn't held back, he would have lost his fighting power the moment his shoulder was struck by the fist and would have lost even faster!
   

         "I...I lost."
   

         Reid's lips were a bit dry, but he still made a fist salute.
   

         "Elder brother Reid lost? That was too fast…" Some elite disciples couldn't believe it, it was only five seconds, a blink of an eye.
   

         Was the strongest elder brother Reid in the martial arts hall straight up beaten?!
   

         The whole process was just, elder brother Reid threw a punch, it was blocked. Casio threw a punch, Reid didn't block, then another punch comes.
   

         Reid was done...
   

         "This…" A female disciple opened her mouth wide, not knowing what to say.
   

         The lofty and majestic image of Reid in her heart had collapsed.
   

         On the platform, Casio quickly walked down. In reality, Reid's strength was already very good, roughly equivalent to 80% of the first stage of the Wind Elephant secret martial art. If he hadn't broken through before, Reid could have held on for a bit longer, but the moment Casio made that breakthrough, a sizable gap opened.
   

         He still restrained his strength nevertheless, otherwise, Reid wouldn't have lasted a single move. After all, they were fellow disciples; it's still necessary to save face.
   

         That was how Casio thought, but Moses was different.
   

         As soon as he went up the stage, he ripped the upper part of his clothes, revealing a tank like robust muscular body. His large hands, similar to a fan, continuously pounding his chest, his voice thundering out loud.
   

         "The rest of you who want to challenge, all come together, I won't dodge!"
   

         The few elite disciples who originally intended to retreat on hearing these words, looked at each other and all walked onto the stage declaring their names.
   

         "Sophia." "Brian." "Norman." "…"
   

         "Good! All come together!"
   

         Moses grinned sinisterly, his white teeth horribly scary.
   

         Suddenly, four or five elite disciples surrounded Moses. Both fists and elbow shadows, and foot shadows continuously showered onto his body.
   

         A series of bangs echoed, mixed in were Moses' grunts that were not sure if they were of pain or enjoyment.
   

         His steel-like muscles swelled and toughened, bearing attacks from all sides, only showing surface redness.
   

         The sweat dripping off him exploded and scattered in mid-air due to the punches.
   

         Every hit seemed to make Moses even more excited and pleased.
   

         He even laughed heartily while accepting the attacks.
   

         "There he goes again…" Casio thought, speechless.
   

         "This damn bulldog, don't expose your fetish in public!" said Lanxi while covering his face, acting as if he didn't know him.
   

         At the Elder's side, Lucas nodded contentedly. Although Reid and the others were his disciples in the martial arts hall, he didn't seem to care about them. On the contrary, he was very interested in Moses.
   

         "With this physique, we at Wind Elephant Gate have picked up a treasure…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Five minutes passed, and both sides of the combatants came down from the platform.
   

        Moses' muscles were slightly reddish, the sign of released stress. He took the clothes passed to him by Casio and put them on.
   

        On the other side, the four elite disciples of the martial arts hall, soaked in sweat, staggered as if they had been fished out of the water.
   

        Four of them, fought for five minutes, didn't break defenses...
   

        Moses didn't break the defense, but they did.
   

        Any little dissatisfaction in their hearts was completely wiped away.
   

        Looking at the distressed condition of the few, Lucas, who was secretly watching from a distance, stroked his beard with satisfaction. As a Wind Elephant Gate elder, how could he not understand the standard of the headquarters for selecting core disciples, at least those who are about to break through the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art.
   

        In the Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall of Northern Flow City, the highest progress in Secret Martial Art was probably Reid, about eighty percent. Still quite short of competing with the core disciple. When the elite disciples of the martial arts hall expressed their desire to spar with the headquarters' core disciples, Lucas knew that these people were dissatisfied with their arrogant complacency.
   

        In Northern Flow City, there are no strong opponents, the path of martial arts is too smooth. Fortunately, he just took advantage of the current momentum and let the headquarters' core disciples curb the arrogance of these little guys.
   

        Those who can remain calm and see their own shortcomings.
   

        Only such people can ultimately achieve greatness.
   

        For the next five days, Casio and his group spent their time training and adjusting their conditions in the Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall, waiting for the exchange meeting to begin.
   

        In the interval, the elite disciple called Reid would come to challenge from time to time. Every day he would be beaten two or three times, usually in the order of Casio, Moses, Lanxi.
   

        Because a battle often does not last more than a minute, the three generously accepted Reid's challenge without refusal.
   

        Of course, Reid was also quite knowing. He didn't challenge the first and second senior brothers who were openly strong enough to reach the boxing master level, as there is little reference significance in battles with a huge gap. He thought so, but in fact, Casio and Moses were also at the boxing master realm.
   

        Reid thought the gap was small, but in fact, it was a huge gap.
   

        He fought and lost, lost and fought again. Casio was slightly impressed with him, a person's state of mind and attitude often determine how far they can go. Reid's mentality wasn't bad.
   

        Time flew by and two more days passed. The Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall received an invitation letter, with a gold stamp and a very thick outer skin.
   

        Heige opened it in front of everyone, inside was a light yellow page, the edge had a strange shaped fire lacquer. The entire page was filled with black inked characters, giving a sense of artistic style.
   

        The opening ceremony will be tomorrow morning, with the competition in the afternoon. The place is at Fred's Manor in the eastern suburbs of Northern Flow City. Below all the text, there was a line of names, which were the disciples of the Wind Elephant Gate participating in the competition.
   

        "Everyone go to bed early tonight, the exchange match starts tomorrow..."
   

        Early the next day, just as dawn was breaking, Casio woke up, got up and washed. Pushing open the door of the room, he walked along the corridor to the outside. In a courtyard, he suddenly stopped in his tracks.
   

        In the courtyard, Elder Brother Lanxi was practicing his skills. His footsteps were amazingly fast, his slender hands were put together to form a hand knife, and then shot out like a spring. For a moment, the air in front of him was whistling, and there were shadows of hand knives as sharp as steel knives everywhere.
   

        The burst of that moment was clearly at the boxing master level!
   

        Casio widened his eyes, and immediately thought of the bet between Moses and Lanxi. Good guys, a family doesn't enter the door without being family. All of them are pretending, they have clearly broken through!
   

        He originally thought that only Moses was cunning, and the honest Lanxi would be fooled. But he didn't expect that ginger is always spicy, the more handsome the man, the more likely he is to pretend to be honest and deceive people.
   

        "Li Wei?"
   

        Lanxi noticed Casio at the archway, his delicate brows raised, and a murderous look was cast over.
   

        "Elder brother, I didn't see anything, I don't know anything, I'm going to eat." Casio raised his hand, acting dumb.
   

        He wanted to walk past, but Lanxi on the side squinted and the corner of his good-looking lip curled into a charming smile. With a perfect smile, Lanxi grabbed Casio's arm.
   

        Casio, who was one meter nine, dared not resist his elder brother, so he had to bend slightly and lower his head. He allowed Elder Brother Lanxi to jump up and hug his shoulder, with amber eyes staring at him.
   

        "Elder brother, I really didn't see anything..." Casio protested.
   

        "Elbow, come to the cafeteria with me!" Lanxi's voice went up.
   

        "I definitely can't."
   

        "Let's brothers have a good talk, get closer~"
   

        "Forget it..."
   

        Half an hour later, Lanxi used his hand to touch the small black mole on the corner of his mouth, wiping away the remaining cream on his thin lips. Casio followed behind with a look of defeat, pressing his hand against the outside of his thigh.
   

        The wallet was empty.
   

        While the Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall does provide free food, items like cream cakes are generally limited. Casio could only spend money to buy four of them, as Lanxi really liked sweet desserts.
   

        Under the elder brother's prestige, he had just promised to Lanxi that he would absolutely not disclose the matter of Lanxi's breakthrough to Moses, the bear of an elder brother. Unfortunately, Casio is too principled. Lanxi had just taught him a special agile step a few days ago, and he wasn't comfortable with betraying Lanxi all of a sudden.
   

        He simply treated it as a playful fight between brothers.
   

        As the sun rose into the sky, at the main door of the Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall.
   

        All the participating disciples gathered here waiting for the horse carriage.
   

        "Here it comes, it's coming." From afar, a tall and stout figure jogged over, holding two pieces of bread in his hand.
   

        Moses took a bite, then suddenly threw one out.
   

        "Catch!"
   

        Casio raised his hand and caught a piece of white bread.
   

        "The bread here is really delicious, much more delicate than in Oak City, try it." Moses came up to Casio.
   

        "I won't eat yet, I'll eat on the road when I'm hungry. I had a bit too much at the cafeteria this morning." Casio was a bit awkward.
   

        But he immediately realized that he didn't expose the news of Moses' breakthrough to the boxing master realm, why was he feeling guilty?
   

        Both Lanxi and Moses only requested not to disclose their breakthrough news to each other, didn't he fit the bill perfectly?
   

        As soon as he figured this out, everything became clear. Casio looked at Lanxi on his left and then at Moses on his right.
   

        A strangely subtle feeling arose in his heart.
   

        Both of them think they have broken through to a new realm and will absolutely crush the other side, but in reality, they are evenly matched.
   

        Don't wait for the exchange meeting to start, these two hiding their true strength end up drawing lots together, then there will be good show.
   

        A few minutes later, three black horse carriages drove over from the distant road, everyone got into the carriages. After a short while, the carriage slowly started moving, speeding up along the road.
   

        Lined up in a straight black line, they headed for Fred's Manor.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The horse carriage jostled, and Casio looked out through the curtain.
   

        They were on a driveway, with sprawling grasslands spread out like green carpet on either side. Amidst the grass were flowers of red, blue, and green, diffusing a faint scent of spring.
   

        Looking ahead along the road, there was a gentle slope with several pale-white buildings scattered around. It resembled a quaint little town, with the occasional human figure visible.
   

        Casting their gaze further up, they could spot several towering spire-topped buildings, faintly reflecting white light. That must be the manor they were headed to.
   

        As their convoy entered the small town, a young man in a blue uniform emerged to greet them. It was clear that he was a staff member organized for this exchange meeting. Many others, dressed in similar blue uniforms, were stationed in front of the manor to guide the incoming guests.
   

        Under the direction of the youth, the convoy proceeded towards the gentle slope.
   

        Along the way, Casio noticed some uniformed police patrolling the roadside. Both sides of the parallel roads were lined with police officers, as well as people in blue uniforms. Nearly a hundred people had gathered. This exchange meeting seemed to be quite large.
   

        It appeared that the meeting was jointly organized by a group from Yunquan Fist, local Secret Martial Art schools, and the government of North Flow Country.
   

        Soon, the convoy arrived at the front of the manor.
   

        The entire area was enclosed by a tall black wall, and the deep-blue wrought iron gate was propped open, revealing a straight road leading inside.
   

        On either side of the metal gate, bronze cast iron lanterns hung from stone columns.
   

        This manor had clearly been around for a while.
   

        The man guarding the entrance examined their invitations and moved to permit them passage. The convoy of the Wind Elephant Gate slowly drove in.
   

        They continued on until they reached an open air canopy with a white roof before stopping.
   

        Casio stepped out of the carriage and glanced around. Rather than the worn-down scene he had anticipated, it was a sophisticated and beautiful manor. On his right hand lay a dense plantation of dwarf grasslands, where people were playing a fashionable foreign game that had only recently started gaining popularity in their area: "Golf"...
   

        Beyond the grasslands was an artificial lake.
   

        The sunlight spread over the lake and grasslands, creating an intertwining map of white and green.
   

        "Please follow me," the youth next to them said.
   

        Without missing a beat, everyone got in line and began walking towards the left on freshly pressed white stone slabs, a scent of fresh grass wafting in the air.
   

        Every so often along the pathway stood black lantern poles similar to candlesticks, which were lit at night for illumination.
   

        When they reached an intersection, two more staff members greeted them. The group from Wind Elephant Gate was temporarily divided into three—the elders, regular disciples, and core disciples. Each group embarked on a different road, headed towards a different building.
   

        A minute later, Casio cast a glance at the expansive white building and followed his group into the passageway.
   

        Climbing up four floors along a spiral staircase and trailing down a corridor that took several turns, the group of five finally arrived at their destination.
   

        It was a hall with around thirty meters of length and width. The surface was lined with dark brown wooden boards, and one side had vast floor-to-ceiling glass windows.
   

        Sunlight flowed easily into the room, illuminating the space.
   

        The hall was furnished with numerous tables and chairs, partitioning almost twenty regions. Most of these seats were already occupied by powerful Secret Martial Artists.
   

        "The people from Wind Elephant Gate are here!"
   

        Many eyes turned towards them.
   

        At this moment, regardless of their usual demeanors, the five core disciples each exuded an icy majestic aura.
   

        With serious expressions and composed strength, the aura of strong warriors was evident.
   

        Before long, they all found themselves seated near the window.
   

        People around them continued to buzz with whispers and speculations.
   

        "It's One-armed Heige, he's back from East Sea County."
   

        "Who's the one who is built like a bear?"
   

        "There are two unfamiliar faces…"
   

        "Aren't there supposed to be only one woman amongst the core disciples of Wind Elephant Gate? Why are there two? Is the intelligence incorrect, or did the situation change recently?"
   

        Such chatter wasn't uncommon among the crowd. After all, Wind Elephant Gate was one of the largest Secret Martial Art forces in North Flow Country and possessed a strong presence. However, this was only an intra-county exchange competition, and it wouldn't have attracted much attention had it been an inter-county competition amongst the Eastern Six Counties.
   

        "Not a bad vibe for this meeting," Moses commented, leaning back in his chair as he gazed at the grasslands through the window.
   

        "Since it's their first time hosting, they will want to make it grand to gain some fame," Casio added from nearby.
   

        There were numerous entrances and exits to the hall, and crews from various Secret Martial Arts schools were continuously led inside by staff members. Several burly men, clad in grey uniforms, swaggered back and forth in the hall, either chatting with the heads of schools or helping distribute food and clear water.
   

        Heige also asked them for five cups of freshly brewed black tea.
   

        While sipping on their tea, they waited for everyone to assemble and killed time.
   

        After ten minutes, there was some commotion on the right side of the hall.
   

        "The people from Black Crane Stream have arrived."
   

        "It's Mendi!"
   

        "..."
   

        The whispers spilled into their sector. Everyone from Wind Elephant Gate turned to look, not out of curiosity, but rather out of a small degree of animosity.
   

        Being prominent schools in North Flow Country, Wind Elephant Gate and Black Crane Stream were headquartered fairly close to each other — practically neighboring cities.
   

        Frictions were not uncommon due to their overlapping sphere of influence. Some time ago, Wind Elephant Gate had discovered a land producing Orchid Heart Grass. They invested a significant amount of resources to expand their reach to Black Sand City, a location that also happened to house the largest branch of Black Crane Stream.
   

        Thus, conflicts were inevitable.
   

        A group of people from Black Crane Stream briskly walked down the corridor dividing the different sectors, led by a pale-faced young man with short black hair that barely covered his eyebrows. His sharp, cold eyes bore the look of a bird of prey watching you. He was wearing a pair of black gloves, exuding an icy aura.
   

        "Heige…" His gaze locked onto Heige at first sight.
   

        "Mendi."
   

        Heige gave a wry smile, taking a small sip of his tea.
   

        The black-haired youth swept his gaze over the other members of Wind Elephant Gate, stopping at Casio for a moment. "So, Wind Elephant Gate managed to gather five core disciples? A newly raised kid…"
   

        "Who are you calling a kid? Shorty."
   

        Casio stood up instantly, his 1.9 meter tall frame towering over the others, his robust muscles and large skeleton stretching out his clothes.
   

        A cold and fierce aura started to diffuse from him.
   

        He didn't have a good attitude towards people who came with ill intentions.
   

        "Hehe, are you courting death…" a skinny young man standing behind Mendi smirked coldly and started moving forward.
   

        "Five, the exchange meeting hasn't started yet," Mendi stopped him, cast a cold glance at Casio and said, "Let's get to our seats first."
   

        The group of five from Black Crane Stream turned to find their designated area and sat down. Their names were written on each of their respective seats.
   

        Under the sunlight, Casio sneered, his white teeth reflecting a cold light. His eyes remained fixated on the tall, skinny youth.
   

        "Black Crane Stream's fifth core disciple, Guro Kixinia…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio took a long, deep look before finally sitting down.
   

        "Chances are we'll be bumping into the Black Crane Stream this time. Let's teach them a lesson when the time comes," Moses next to Casio said, a slight cold smile appearing on his muscular face.
   

        "Of course," Casio shifted his gaze.
   

        "Let me take advantage of this hiatus to tell you about several noteworthy opponents in the North Flow County Exchange Tournament," Heige suddenly said from the side. "Firstly, there is the Black Crane Stream we just discussed. Its power is comparable to our Wind Elephant Gate. They are adept with Crane Hand, attacking with extreme speed and potent fingertip strikes. You should exercise caution."
   

        "Secondly, the Golden Rock Fist." Heige gestured at a position at their oblique back, and Casio glanced over.
   

        Totaling five strongmen, their skin bronzed, their muscles impressively strong. Three of them are bald, just like Moses.
   

        "This faction specializes in body training; their muscles, bones, and even skin can withstand edged weapons. Compare this with Moses and you will understand. Against this type of thick-skinned enemy, it is crucial not to engage in prolonged fights. The best course of action would be to seize the first chance to spot a flaw and strike decisively,"
   

        Heige paused for a moment before continuing.
   

        "There's another faction that hasn't arrived, the Ringing Water Road. This faction is slightly more powerful than ours, the Wind Elephant Gate, Black Crane Stream, or the Golden Rock Fist. They are the leading secret martial arts faction of North Flow County. The Ringing Water Secret Martial they practice within their doors is incredibly powerful."
   

        "They are adept at defeating brute force with gentleness. Their combat style is similar to Judo in mundane martial arts, specializing in close-quarters grappling. I have previously fought their senior sister. She can concentrate most of her strength at specific parts of her opponent's body, while her opponent can only resist with a fraction of his local strength. In this situation, if she continues to apply force, she can render the opponent incapable of fighting."
   

        "Senior brother, did you win?" Lanxi asked curiously.
   

        "I didn't win," Heige laughed: "But I didn't lose either."
   

        "What you need to pay attention to is that Ringing Water Road has brought up a top talent these last few years, who mastered the Ringing Water Secret fist realm to the second level of Virtual Water in a short time. Of course, her physical prowess hasn't reached the level of an experienced fighter yet. She may be representing Ringing Water Road in actual combat practice this time around, and we might run into her later."
   

        "She's the one?" Moses suddenly turned around.
   

        Everyone else also turned their heads, another disturbance happening at the entrance.
   

        A group of five wearing matching blue combat suits walked in, two men and three women with calm demeanors.
   

        Among the five, a girl, visibly shorter than the others, was trailing in the rear. She had a delicate face, fair complexion, and her features still had an adolescent, youthful, and adorable air about them.
   

        Her pair of sparkling big eyes turned around curiously.
   

        "Heidi, the once-in-a-century top talent of the Ringing Water Road?"
   

        "Rumor has it she's only fifteen years old this year, such high talent..."
   

        "I'm afraid she'll breakthrough to the fighter realm next year, truly envious. Maybe I won't even reach the fighter realm in my lifetime, but this young girl will likely reach it at the age of sixteen…"
   

        For a moment, discussions stirred all around them.
   

        Afterwards, Heige lectured his juniors on information regarding the Secret Martial Arts World. Having traveled far and wide for the past few years, Heige was knowledgeable, which greatly benefited Casio.
   

        Moreover, Heige reminded his juniors that although the event was called an "Exchange Meeting", the fights could sometimes get out of hand and could not be resolved with mere taps. On the arena stage, if you really can't beat your opponent, there's no need to be stubborn, you can surrender at any time.
   

        After all, all the combatants here are secret martial artists. There are even many fighters whose physical prowess surpasses the human limit. If by some unfortunate chance their vital parts were to be hit hard with a fist, the resulting damage wouldn't be any less severe than being shot with a firearm. In the event that someone is maimed or killed, it may be difficult for the perpetrator to end up paying a price.
   

        Casio understood what Senior Brother Heige was saying; the real rivals of the Wind Elephant Gate would surely be the other three factions of the same level. If casualties were to occur, why would they compensate for the loss of their precious core disciples? In the end, most likely nothing would come of it.
   

        Unless a faction is ruthless enough to go to war with another.
   

        The morning passed, and more than half of the secret martial arts factions had arrived in the hall, but about a fifth were yet to arrive.
   

        Due to the inconvenient transportation in this era, the gathering time for the Exchange Meeting is a whole day. Some secret martial arts factions in remote places are probably still on their way and need time to wait.
   

        At noon, Casio and the others went into the manor's large dining room for a meal. Here, a single long white table could accommodate more than twenty people from the Wind Elephant Gate, the food was incredibly rich and delicious.
   

        After lunch, some people chose to return to the hall to continue chatting and waiting. Casio, on the other hand, wandered around the manor with Moses and Lanxi, even trying out golf, the latest popular sport. The final results were not challenging.
   

        As they got the hang of it, the three of them, who far exceed average humans in muscle control and vision, often managed to reduce the winning margin to just two swings. Sometimes they even shot the ball out in one go, drawing an arc, and went straight into the hole.
   

        It was only around seven or eight in the evening when everyone had arrived.
   

        The original plan as stated in the invitation, an opening ceremony in the morning followed by the contest in the afternoon, was simply too idealistic.
   

        After dinner, all participants were ushered into a lavish hall in the manor. It was set up like an opera house, with a red curtain blocking everyone's view.
   

        Everyone sat on the staircased seats that reached upwards in a circular pattern.
   

        Once everyone was settled, the hosts of the Exchange Meeting appeared to make a speech. The overall procedure was dull and laborious, full of bureaucratic speech. Half an hour later, the speaker finally stepped down.
   

        At that moment, the hall lights suddenly dimmed. When the light reappeared, the stage curtains had been pulled apart to both sides.
   

        Surprisingly, a large group of attractive, curvaceous girls wearing tight dresses appeared on the stage, their youthful, vibrant countenance immediately drawing the attention of the martial artists.
   

        Casio noticed that the lead dancer seemed familiar. After pondering for a bit, he remembered the large poster he saw when he first arrived in Northern Flow City.
   

        It seemed to be the popular opera house actress of recent times.
   

        Unexpectedly, the organizers of the Exchange Meeting have gotten her to perform. Casio remembered that one of his junior brothers at the Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall was infatuated with this actress, he had portrayed her as dignified and graceful.
   

        Looking at the actress on stage now, dancing a vigorous tap dance with sexually suggestive movements.
   

        She wore heavy, flashy makeup, void of all dignified air.
   

        Casio could only helplessly scratch his head. The elegant and cold goddess in the eyes of the young man probably hides a vulgar and seductive side.
   

        Cold to you yesterday, flirting with me today.
   

        One could only say having power, status, and strength is truly pleasant.
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        The opening ceremony ended at night, and the next morning dawned.
   

        All the Secret Martial Arts factions arrived in a huge, empty warehouse. In the center of the warehouse, two circular platforms about half a meter above the ground stood, with a layer of black covering their edges.
   

        Surrounding the platforms was a setup like in yesterday's hall. Each faction had its designated area.
   

        Blue uniformed staff stood waiting on the edges of the warehouse. On the left and right were teams of medical staff in white, with stretchers, bandages, and medical boxes at the ready.
   

        The Wind Elephant Gate was positioned towards the front on the left, adjacent to the Black Crane Stream. Casio glanced around the entire warehouse, finding at least several hundred people there. Just the Wind Elephant Gate and other considerable factions combined amounted to more than a hundred people, making the space a bit noisy.
   

        "Silence!"
   

        Suddenly, an old man jumped onto the arena. His thin body gave off a tremendous roar. His voice reverberated throughout the warehouse, gradually quieting everyone.
   

        "The North Flow Country Martial Arts Exchange Competition now officially begins!"
   

        "As per the competition process and rules discussed yesterday, the leading disciples of each faction can now draw lots for the order."
   

        Without anyone noticing, a black box appeared in the old man's hand.
   

        There was an opening in the middle of the box that allowed one to reach in to draw a piece of cardboard.
   

        Immediately, Heige stood up and walked over. A moment later, he came back holding a square yellow cardboard piece.
   

        On it was a bold black number: 11.
   

        Casio glanced towards another arena, where lots were also being drawn, but the representatives there were ordinary disciples.
   

        Five minutes later, the old man climbed back onto the arena.
   

        "Now the competition officially begins: number twelve and number seven!"
   

        "Decarbox Boxing Technique versus Cold Light Martial Hall!"
   

        Upon hearing this, Casio recalled the competition rules.
   

        In this Exchange Competition, the core disciples and ordinary disciples of a school were separated, each fighting in their own arena.
   

        For the core disciples, there were two competitions— a Points Race and Individual Competition. The Points Race was for teams of five people, formed by the core disciples of the Secret Martial Arts factions. The first person in order of appearance would challenge five people from another faction, continuing the challenge only if they won, until they defeated all five on the other side.
   

        One point was awarded for each win, zero for a draw, and points were deducted for losses.
   

        In the Individual Competition, lots were drawn again. However, participants would be divided into five groups, with the top two from each group advancing to the ten-person competition.
   

        The rules were still rough as it was the first time the competition was being organized.
   

        Casio lifted his head to watch the arena, where representatives from both factions had already taken the stage. Both contestants stated their affiliation, stared at each other under the referee's command, and gradually began to move.
   

        The standstill lasted half a minute before the black-haired man representing the Decarbox Boxing Technique suddenly attacked, moving with lightning speed using both fists and legs.
   

        The representative of the Cold Light Martial Hall lost in an instant.
   

        The bout only lasted six or seven seconds.
   

        In reality, real fights are like this— exploit the flaws, attack decisively. They don't need five or ten minutes of long drawn-out fighting. Unrestricted fights usually end very quickly.
   

        Next, the black-haired man, as the winner, rested at one side of the arena. After a moment, another person from the Cold Light Martial Hall stepped up.
   

        They announced their affiliations and names, then again began to position themselves cautiously, looking for an opportunity. Twenty seconds later, both of them lunged forward almost simultaneously, punches and kicks flying. Occasionally, some explosive techniques were included in their movements, which increased their speed.
   

        After switching positions four or five times and several clashes, the black-haired man fell off the edge of the arena, taking a roll before he could stand back up.
   

        He was forced out of the competition area, which meant he lost.
   

        The Cold Light Martial Hall was victorious in this round.
   

        There was another series of challenges. The whole process only took seven or eight minutes, and in the end, the victor was Decarbox Boxing Technique.
   

        A moment later, the old man who was acting as referee went back onstage.
   

        "Next up, number eleven and number eighteen!"
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate versus Meditation Gym!"
   

        Down below, Casio and Brother Heige exchanged a glance.
   

        In the order, he was the first to appear from the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        "I'm going up."
   

        Casio stood up, pulling off his black coat and throwing it on his seat. He then took powerful strides as he moved towards the arena.
   

        The platform was well-lit, with many windows opened on both sides of the warehouse, allowing the soft morning sunlight to shine in.
   

        Casio stood quietly within one of the beams of light.
   

        Even though he was expressionless and silent, his reputation from Wind Elephant Gate along with his towering height of 1.9 meters, had already made the competitor from the Meditation Gym extremely nervous. The man was continually adjusting his breathing while wiping the sweat from the palm of his hands.
   

        "Meditation Gym, Quista."
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate, Li Wei."
   

        The moment the voice fell, Casio's momentum flared like a blazing fire. As if he was a tranquil deep pond one second ago, a terrifying python suddenly broke through the surface the next.
   

        An overwhelming oppressive power swirled around.
   

        Quista was left breathless: "What a terrifying momentum…"
   

        While he was absentminded, a huge figure appeared before him, like teleportation. The face was starkly cold and expressionless.
   

        Quista responded in panic.
   

        Boom! A muffled sound echoed from his left shoulder.
   

        He stepped back frantically with eyes wide open. Incredibly, he retreated over ten meters, stumbled, and fell off the arena without ever touching Casio's body. 
   

        And so, he lost in three seconds.
   

        "Ouch…," he groaned in pain, clutching his left shoulder.
   

        "The gap is too wide, we can only use the tag-team strategy now...," a robust youth from Meditation Gym commented ruefully.
   

        Half a minute later, in the arena.
   

        A beautiful girl made a fist salute: "Meditation Gym, Fara..."
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate, Li Wei."
   

        The moment her voice fell, Casio blurred into a shadow. A black trail striking directly at the girl's shoulder in mid-air.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        Like a heavy hammer hit, the girl named Fara was sent flying and ended up fainting after rolling a few times on the ground.
   

        "Seems like I used a little too much force, gotta hold back a bit."
   

        Casio flexed his fist, thinking to himself.
   

        Half a minute later, the familiar scene happened again.
   

        This disciple from the Meditation Gym was a muscular man. He started off in a defensive position, arms in front of his chest, feet firmly planted on the ground.
   

        He seemed to want to stall for time in this way.
   

        Unfortunately, Casio's powerful punch swept away all defenses. The muscular man was also sent flying out, sliding for five or six meters on the ground. 
   

        Another half a minute later, the fourth person seemed to have learned his lesson.
   

        Trying to keep distance with flexible footwork and aim to exhaust Casio.
   

        But in a matter of moments, he was cornered at the edge by Casio. A single collision led to him quickly falling off.
   

        The last, the fifth, a bitter-faced youth. 
   

        He was desperately trying to hold on for a few more moves, but he couldn't escape the curse that had befallen his predecessors. With just one punch from Casio, his defenses completely collapsed.
   

        The senior brother of the Meditation Gym seemed to see a massive elephant charging, unstoppable, majestic, crushing all enemies. 
   

        This was the gap between small and large martial schools.
   

        This was the gap between ordinary martial artists and limitations-breaking fist masters!
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        "The Wind Elephant Gate, Li Wei, victory!"
   

        With the referee's announcement, Casio flexed his newly warmed up fist, glanced at his opponent, and walked off.
   

        Back at the Wind Elephant Gate's site, Moses punched him on the spot, slightly "angry", saying, "Why didn't you leave one for your senior brothers? You just enjoyed fighting by yourself, right?"
   

        Casio sat down with a bitter smile.
   

        "Fifth brother, don't mind him. This bulldog is not about enjoying the fight, he definitely wants to be beaten. Even if you beat the opponents, it spares us the embarrassment of him going up." Lanxi snorted with a look of contempt at Moses.
   

        "Hey! You can't unjustly accuse someone! I understand what is befitting for the occasion. I can't treat the exchange meeting the same way as previous casual sparring." Moses defended himself.
   

        "Oh please, who doesn't know about your true nature…" 
   

        "You bloody sissy, always trying to embarrass me, huh? I…" 
   

        For a moment, the two began to argue again. In the end, Senior Brother Heige mediated and changed the order of appearance. The rotation is initiated by Casio and each person goes twice.
   

        Everyone gets a chance to fight as the first.
   

        Of course, this "everyone" does not include Heige. Because according to tournament rules, the elder amongst the core disciples of a secret martial arts style often has to be the last one. This is to prevent some secret martial arts schools from putting their strongest person first, and then directly defeating the teams of other schools.
   

        That would be a little too disrespectful.
   

        However, if the opponent's core disciples have already fought as the last ones and the first one who fights is not the strongest, yet they still manage to breakthrough by fighting five opponents at once, then you really have nothing to say.
   

        The points race continued. Casio sat in the rest area, sipping tea and watching the activity on the arena. He could clearly see the gap between the small martial arts schools and the large ones, with a considerable difference in the boxing level of their disciples.
   

        The disciples of the large schools had more combat experience and skills than those of the small schools. This was the influence of the resources of the forces.
   

        During this time, Casio attentively observed the combat style characteristics of forces like Golden Rock Fist, Black Crane Stream, Ringing Water Road, and others. He noticed that their weaknesses were minimal and their combat skills were part of a large system.
   

        Nothing can be seen without relying on one's own strength.
   

        Outside the window, the sun gradually rose. Surrounded by thin clouds, it hung step by step above everyone's heads.
   

        It was now nearing noon.
   

        "Next, number eleven, number two!"
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate! Broken Stone Fist Elbow Gate!"
   

        Casio twisted his neck and once again entered the arena. The person from Fist Elbow Gate also came to the arena, he was a red-haired youth whose fists and elbows were full of calluses, giving an impression of a steady momentum. It seemed he was the strongest person in Fist Elbow Gate after their top disciple.
   

        It seemed that Casio's memorable breakthrough against the disciples of the Meditation Gym had resulted in others adapting their tactics accordingly.
   

        However, in the face of absolute strength, so-called cunning tactics are useless. Casio's realm as a boxer is his greatest confidence, even if the opponent plays tricks, he has confidence in suppressing them.
   

        Starting from the first person of Fist Elbow Gate, all the way to their elder disciple. Casio remained calm and collected.
   

        Following Elder Brother Heige's advice, Casio didn't resort to decisive blows like the last time, instead, he lingered for a few more moves, going back and forth, giving the opponent some face. After all, they were disciples of a large school and needed to maintain their grace.
   

        Even though the fight was slowed down a bit, Casio found it quite interesting.  Different secret martial arts styles indeed had different characteristics, like Fist Elbow Gate, simultaneously practicing boxing and elbow techniques. The rapid switch between the two was intriguing.
   

        Some short-range combos were impressive.
   

        This gave Casio a different experience, expanding his field of view which had been limited to boxing. One of the aims of the Exchange Meeting was for the secret martial arts schools to exchange skills, spar with each other, make their own progress and open up newperspectives.
   

        With the announcement of the referee, Casio made his way off the arena.
   

        Walking down the path amongst the prominent schools, Casio occasionally heard the voices of people discussing him. Some were surprised by his strength and age, while others regarded him as a formidable opponent.
   

        As he passed the Black Crane Stream site, a tall and thin youth said out of context, "This Li Wei is too weak, he can only bully the small martial arts schools. If he encounters us Black Crane Stream in the next match, I guarantee I'll defeat him."
   

        Casio glanced at his back. Just as the youth turned his head around, his eyes full of provocation, Casio sneered and made a slashing gesture at his throat indicating, "Don't let me encounter you, you wraith."
   

        "Moron..." he spat out the word and swiftly walked away.
   

        Half an hour passed and the morning point race temporarily ended. All the secret martial arts schools came to the canteen to enjoy a lavish lunch and rested until one-thirty.
   

        In the afternoon, it was not the continuation of the morning's points race, but the individual matches. They were first divided into groups, then drew lots, and fought in matches within the groups.
   

        Casio was assigned to Group B, B-13. This was also engraved on a brass metal nameplate about the size of a thumb to be pinned to the participant's chest to identify their identity.
   

        The competition field was not in the original location, but another warehouse next to the white building. This warehouse was divided into more than a dozen areas to simultaneously conduct multiple matches. This was to save time for the exchange meeting.
   

        At the intersection of the warehouse, Casio parted ways with his senior brothers. He walked to the right along the path.
   

        Every so often, there was a staff member to guide him.
   

        "Your location is a bit further and then turn right."
   

        Casio nodded and continued forward along the checkered tiles.
   

        A moment later, he stopped and took a look. There were some people gathered at the entrance of this competition field, seemingly spectators.
   

        Confirming he was in the right place, Casio stepped forward and forcefully squeezed in. The slightly crowded crowd split to both sides, the faces of the people who were pushed away initially showed anger. However, once they saw Casio's tall figure and appearance, they immediately fell silent.
   

        He scanned the entire room. The arrangements were quite rudimentary, but the space was open. In the middle was a small arena, a bit higher than the ground level, with a referee standing on top.
   

        Besides the arena, there was a row of reddish-brown seats laid out.
   

        As soon as Casio went over and sat down, the referee asked, "Are you a competitor? What's your number? This is for the competitors to rest."
   

        Casio was startled for a moment, he pulled out a nameplate from his pocket and pinned it to his chest, "Group B, number thirteen. Wind Elephant Gate, Li Wei..."
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        "Hmm." The middle-aged referee nodded: "Then you can sit there and rest for a while, your opponent hasn't arrived yet."
   

        Two minutes later, a robust youth about one meter eighty-five tall walked in from the door. He also wore a nameplate on his chest: "Group B, No. 4." After the referee confirmed their identities, he immediately announced that the game could start.
   

        The youth jumped onto the arena.
   

        Casio climbed up as well.
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate, Li Wei." He introduced himself.
   

        "Iron Bone Fist, Nino." The youth slowly said.
   

        Casio squinted at him. Under the sunlight, this youth wore a set of shorts and short sleeves. His muscular physique was visible under his forearms and ankles, enclosed in red and white stilts. His skin had a layer of bronze, especially around his knees and elbows where the skin was beginning to darken.
   

        There was a thick layer of calluses there, and his skeleton was unusually thick.
   

        "Start the game." The referee jumped off the arena.
   

        Instantly, two auras rose. One was the majestic air of the Wind Elephant, and the other seemed like a silent but fierce undersea volcano. One was tall, and the other was robust, they held each other off.
   

        Casio looked over with some surprise: "This unknown disciple from a small school seems to have considerable strength and an impressive aura."
   

        With the intent to test his opponent's strength, he stepped forward, sprinting when he was certain distance away.
   

        The muscles on his right shoulder contracted, and a formidable power was instantly transferred into his arm. Casio violently swung his right hand.
   

        A tearing roar resounded through the air.
   

        "Bang!" Nino stepped back.
   

        "Oh?" Casio was slightly surprised and raised his eyebrows. Instead of a fist, the opponent used his elbow to collide with him. His elbow was as hard and heavy as a stone, his bones seemed incredibly hard.
   

        "Try it again!" Casio stepped forward, his tall body bowled directly at Nino. While simultaneously swinging his fist, he threw a jab.
   

        The nimble Nino evaded and deflected the fist with his elbow, his right foot grounded and forcefully knee-striked Casio!
   

        A glint flashed in Casio's eyes, his hand quickly pressed down. His big palm and the darkened knee forcefully collided.
   

        "Bang!" A sound exploded on the arena.
   

        Nino showed a painful expression and forcefully retreated on one leg. The leg he had used to attack was already numb and had been firmly repelled.
   

        At the same time, Nino's sense of alertness also increased significantly. His Iron Bone Fist, as the name suggests, trains the bones and joints to be as hard as iron. Applying the sect's internal ointment, together with the daily bone training for ten years, his knees and legs were able to break a banana tree with a single strike.
   

        But, the person in front seemed to have no response at all.
   

        Nino looked over, only to see a towering figure returning to the Wind Elephant stance, his hands slightly raised on either side of his body.
   

        He looked calm and steady.
   

        "Tough one! I can only take the initiative to attack..."
   

        He shifted his toes slightly to alleviate the numbness in his feet. Then he lunged out with a quick rush, his body swaying, heading straight for Casio's waist.
   

        Perhaps it was because Nino had suddenly attacked, Casio seemed to have no reaction until Nino was very close to him.
   

        Nino stomped his feet, concentrating all his strength onto one leg. His dark leg harshly cut through the air, kicking towards Casio.
   

        "Perfect to test the ultimate move of Gale Chapter..."
   

        Casio suddenly inhaled, his muscles bulging, the entire contour of his right hand abruptly changed to a hint of black. "Splitting Stream!!!"
   

        In an instant, a black line cruelly tore through the air.
   

        Crack! The iron leg that was struck by the hand blade let out a crisp sound. Nino let out a painful cry, flying out. He heavily fell to the ground, rolling several times along the arena. An intense pain of muscle and bone tearing spread from his leg throughout the entire brain.
   

        His leg was broken! This was a familiar yet alien sensation. Ever since Nino had minor accomplishment in Secret Martial Art, his legs had never been broken.
   

        Now he was experiencing that intense pain again.
   

        "Number Thirteen wins." The referee announced the result.
   

        It didn't take a while for several men in white coats from the medical team to come in and lift Nino onto a stretcher.
   

        Casio who stepped off the arena glanced at his palm.
   

        During the battle just now, he kept his strength below that of a boxing expert the entire time. However, the comprehensive Wind Elephant Combat Art still suppressed the opponent from Iron Bone Fist. The lethal attack just then came from Gale, the first chapter of Wind Elephant Fist, which prioritized speed.
   

        It was so fast that others couldn't react. Damage was secondary, even so, it still broke the opponent's leg bone.
   

        There are four major killing moves in the Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        Gale Chapter:
   

        Splitting Stream (Hand Knife), Wind Owl (Super Fast Swing Punch).
   

        Elephant Herd Chapter:
   

        Elephant Roaring Sound (Straight Fist), Wind Elephant Torrent (Swing Punch).
   

        These four moves, representing the apex moves of the four basic boxing arts of Wind Elephant Combat Art. To master and use them flexibly, a boxing expert-level physique is needed as support.
   

        And now Casio has mastered the two moves of the Gale Chapter, and is currently learning the Elephant Herd Chapter. These two lethal moves have not disappointed him, the burst speed and power of Splitting Stream were astonishing.
   

        If it is combined with the Cyan Wind Airflow, then with the acceleration of Aura Explosion. Maybe he could slice a person in half with a single hand knife!
   

        Later, Casio encountered another opponent from a small school. This opponent was weaker and only lasted one move.
   

        Waiting in his seat, he had to fight four times in this field. Now there were only two opponents left.
   

        Not sitting for three minutes, a familiar silhouette walked over from the door. Casio immediately stood up, grinning widely. A rich and domineering aura spread out.
   

        Black Crane Stream, Fifth Core, Guro.
   

        It really was a narrow path for avengers...
   

        "Hehe…" At the door, the tall and skinny Guro saw Casio and also laughed coldly. He gestured a snapping motion towards his neck, seemingly reciprocating the act from the morning.
   

        Casio was inexplicably excited, his index finger and thumb rubbed against each other slightly, sweat began to exude from his palm. When was the last time he felt this excitement? Seems like it was the time he was besieged by assassins from the Sand Dust Organization in the real world.
   

        And in that time, Casio, who believed he was influenced by the Shadow Demon, killed all the enemies. What would Guro's fate be?
   

        In the meantime, the referee announced that the two of them could start.
   

        "Group B, Number Thirteen, Number One."
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate! Black Crane Stream!"
   

        Once the names of these two schools were announced, the crowd watching beside started getting excited, discussing fervently.
   

        Apparently, the fight between core disciples of two major sects of North Flow Country, its appeal and attention, was far beyond comparison with the fight just now.
   

        Among the noise, three more people squeezed in from the door.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        One is a cold man wearing black gloves, who is surprisingly Mendi, the senior disciple of the Black Crane Stream. The other two are both vibrant young girls dressed in distinct blue combat suits.
   

        One is in her twenties with exquisite and attractive looks, and a full-bodied figure as curves bloom where they should. Her blue hair tied into a ponytail rested on one shoulder; she is the second core disciple of the Ringing Water Road.
   

        As for the other girl, it was Ringing Water Road's genius, Heidi, her teenager innocent face stood out prominently.
   

        "Senior Sister, what's good to watch here? Let's go watch Big Sister's match," Heidi blinked her eyes, suggested.
   

        "Heidi, don't underestimate any of the core disciples of the major schools. They are all nearly at the level of master martial artists..."
   

        The second senior sister shook her head, "Their strength is likely close to yours, they have rich actual combat experience, watch carefully."
   

        In the arena, the two of them who barely differ in height stared at each other, the air around them permeated with a strong scent of tension.
   

        "There's nothing worth bragging about beating two minor teams, kid, let me teach you a lesson on modesty." Guro sneered, remembering the incident from yesterday.
   

        "Be careful, don't let me beat you to death, I'm afraid I won't be able to control my hand." Casio clenched his fist, speaking with a gaping mouth.
   

        "The match begins!" At the same time, the referee jumped down from the arena.
   

        Under the sun, Casio stretched his neck, and a series of cracking sounds from his skeleton echoed. He calmly said, "Don't let me beat you to death."
   

        His repetition of the same sentence, however, exuded an intense momentum.
   

        Guro's mouth curled into a cold smile, just as he was about to retort, he suddenly felt an extremely dangerous aura locking onto him.
   

        That feeling was like walking through a forest and suddenly being stared at by a tiger. His heart skipped a beat.
   

        "Remember, the one who defeated you is Li Wei from Wind Elephant Gate!"
   

        The moment his words fell, the entire round arena shook sharply. Casio's strong silhouette suddenly appeared in front of Guro.
   

        Layers of black muscle outline swelled all over his body.
   

        "Wind Owl!"
   

        An odd bird call suddenly reverberated through the wind.
   

        Casio's right hand immediately blurred into a giant shadow.
   

        The shadow charged towards Guro's head at high speed through the air.
   

        "Crane Pull!!!"
   

        Sensing the intense danger, Guro's adrenaline surged, and he forcefully exerted his entire strength to execute the Black Crane Stream's killing move.
   

        His five fingers gathered together to converge into a point and thrust out like a drill, the surface of his finger shimmered a layer of black light.
   

        Ding! Crack crack...ahh!!!
   

        The sounds of collision, bone cracking, and screams merged into one.
   

        Guro retreated swiftly with his features twisted, the five fingers of his right hand were stretched out irregularly like chicken claws.
   

        The red muscles at the joints burst open, three of his fingernails flipped over, and blood ceaselessly dripped down from his palm.
   

        "My hand!!!"
   

        In the midst of intense pain, Guro suddenly held his breath, because a tall silhouette had ghostly appeared in front of him.
   

        A whoosh!
   

        A huge shadow descended like a mountain, crashing down on him.
   

        Guro's eyes nearly split apart as he raised his hands to block and support.
   

        Boom! The entire arena quivered.
   

        Under the sunlight, Guro, trembling, knelt on the ground, his arms still crossing above his head to protect it. He could clearly feel the pain of his forearms fracturing.
   

        That terrifying sensation of bone fragments piercing into his muscles.
   

        Blood dripped, pitter-patter, from the splits in his muscles onto his face.
   

        Guro, stunned by the blow, had just taken a sigh of relief when he suddenly felt an unstoppable force pressing down on him. Inch by inch, stroke by stroke. As heavy and inevitable as a road roller flattening the ground, there was no trace of suspense.
   

        He was shaking, as if he could hear the groans of his muscles and bones. Guro seemed to shrink, his spine bending inch by inch, and his head was shaking like sieving bran. He was shocked to see the bloodshot pupils in Casio's eyes.
   

        "Blood acceleration! Boxer!"
   

        He roared in surrender: "I admit defeat! I admit defeat!"
   

        The overwhelming force from the pressing arm froze for a moment, before finally withdrawing. Casio shook his head without expression, "I thought you could resist stubbornly a little longer, stop boasting with such a level…"
   

        For a moment, the entire arena fell into a strange silence.
   

        Below, the crowd of spectators was thrown into intense turmoil. They were all core disciples of major schools and ranked fifth. The gap after real combat was so great!
   

        In Casio's hands, Guro was crushed like a child, only two moves and Guro was forced to surrender.
   

        "Turns out it's a boxer!" Mendi, under the arena, squinted his eyes. He didn't glance at the severely injured Guro, but muttered to himself, "Wind Elephant Gate actually has three boxers, they're really lucky. It seems I have to adjust the order…"
   

        On the other side, Heidi dared not look at the arena, Guro's bloody body was too terrifying. The Senior Sister beside her patted her shoulder, "This is why I want you to watch others' matches, it's impossible not to get hurt or bleed in a real combat."
   

        "You're still too young and haven't experienced much actual combat practice. Heidi, every Secret Martial Artist has to overcome this."
   

        Senior Sister's beautiful eyes were set on Casio on the stage.
   

        "But speaking of which, I really didn't expect Wind Elephant Gate to have another boxer! And an 18-year-old one at that! No wonder that guy from the Black Crane Stream was down with just two moves, the gap between a boxer and a non-boxer is simply overwhelming, it's normal to have such a crushing effect."
   

        "That person looks a little scary when he becomes cold." Heidi spoke timidly from the side, stealing a glance at the arena.
   

        On the stage, the powerful figure akin to a terrifying sculpture deeply imprinted itself in her still naive heart. That one man...
   

        On the platform, Guro had been moved down for treatment, leaving only Casio and the referee standing. The referee announced Casio's victory, Casio gave a slight nod, then spoke.
   

        "Let's start the next match right away, don't waste time, I see my opponent…" His words abruptly halted, the youth who was clearly sitting at the row of rosewood chairs and tables at his right had suddenly disappeared! Was what he saw just now an illusion?
   

        "Um, contestant number thirteen. Contestant number five had just said to me, he conceded and withdrew, he should have left already…"
   

        The referee maintained a forced smile on his face.
   

        "Withdrawn?"
   

        "Withdrawn."
   

        "Then I should leave." Casio jumped off the arena and headed for the exit. Without an opponent, saving time was also a good thing.
   

        As he walked by, the crowd blocking the entrance moved fearfully to both sides, clearing a path.
   

        Five minutes later, guided by the staff, Casio headed towards another distant arena. That was the fighting ground of senior brother Moses, Casio was just bored and wanted to watch.
   

        As soon as he squeezed into the crowd and saw the situation before him, a weird smile appeared on his face, "Senior Brother Three against Senior Brother Four…"
   

        This jinx mouth, it really hit the mark!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In the arena, one was tall and another was short; one was muscular and the other was thin. The two figures stand opposed to each other, a subtle atmosphere gradually spreading between them.
   

        "Stupid Bulldog, didn't think we'd run into each other…"
   

        The pleasant sound of Lanxi's voice echoed from his thin lips.
   

        "Damn Sissy, I really didn't expect to run into you in the second round." Moses grinned, his tone just as confrontational.
   

        "Well, how about we try each other out?" Lanxi tilted his head slightly.
   

        "I've been looking forward to it. It's been months since we last sparred at that banquet. I've made a lot of progress, I hope you won't disappoint me." Moses puffed out his chest, making himself look even bigger.
   

        "Funny, I've made significant progress too. I hope you won't cry under my Hand Knife." Lanxi slowly lifted his right hand.
   

        Upon hearing this, Moses inwardly sneered.
   

        Made a lot of progress? Even if he did, could he break through the bottleneck and become a Fist Master?! That was a hurdle not easily overcome. Moses himself relied on the effects of Fire Oil to get through such a hurdle. He didn't believe Lanxi could be that lucky.
   

        A Fist Master dealing with a non-Fist Master fighter was like a father fighting his son. Even if Moses stood motionless, Lanxi wouldn't be able to break his defense!
   

        "Hmm, make sure you don't cry. I don't fancy seeing a man in tears." Moses shrugged.
   

        Upon hearing Moses' words, Lanxi scoffed inwardly. 
   

        Moses was indeed tough to crack. Before reaching his current level, Lanxi could hardly hurt him even if he gave his all. But, now...with accelerated blood flow, his physical damage would multiply greatly. Fighting Moses would be like an adult playing around with a kid, wouldn't it?
   

        At this moment, Casio managed to squeeze to the front of the crowd. The yet-to-start match between Moses and Lanxi on the platform grabbed his attention. Moses turned his head and gave Casio a smile, revealing all his clean white teeth.
   

        Casio, watch how I defeat this sissy.
   

        Next to him, Lanxi nodded and winked at Casio with his attractive left eye. Beating this Bulldog wouldn't mean much unless there was an informed audience around!
   

        Down below, Casio, who felt the zeal from both sides, forced a smile on his face. He swallowed, their skills were fairly equal before they broke through. One having sturdy and thick skin, the other being nimble and elusive. Casio didn't think the result would be different, even with the breakthrough to Fist Master realm. It would probably be a draw, most likely.
   

        If by the end of their match, they discovered each other's hidden strength, they wouldn't come to him for answers, would they...?
   

        "Start the match!" The referee jumped off the arena.
   

        Immediately, two auras collided. One was sharp and agile, the other was as solid and heavy as a mountain. The two stood off against each other.
   

        Both displayed a standard posture of Wind Elephant Combat Style.
   

        Suddenly, Lanxi took a step forward. His body disappeared from his original spot instantly. The blurry silhouette of his body crossed over, appearing beside Moses. His hand swung down like an iron bar.
   

        "So what if I withstand one attack?!"
   

        Moses took a deep breath, inhaling so much air that it formed a white whirlwind at the tip of his nose. He opened his arms wide and his clothes exploded with a bang. His exaggerated black muscles bulged and the green veins spread like branches under his muscles.
   

        Thud!
   

        The hand knifes quickly slashed at the hard muscles. The muscles trembled slightly, absorbing all the impact force.
   

        Moses threw a punch at the same time. Lanxi quickly slid behind him and landed a quick kidney punch!
   

        Moses's figure wavered slightly. He counterattacked with a heavy hammer strike. Lanxi blocked the strike with both hands and swiftly retreated to create some distance.
   

        "Your defenses really are sturdy. It seems I'll have to get serious." Lanxi took up his fighting stance again and squinted his eyes.
   

        "I will finish you off with one strike!"
   

        Moses grinned widely, suddenly launching an attack. The arena vibrated as he advanced like a tank, crushing everything in his path.
   

        As for Lanxi, he stepped aside and swiftly danced around Moses to launch quick attacks. Over and over, his hand knifed hit the muscles with a thud.
   

        "I see an opportunity!" Moses's eyes widened sharply.
   

        "Wind Owl!"
   

        He swiftly threw a fierce punch.
   

        "Splitting Stream!"
   

        Lanxi's eyes turned red, and he slashed his hand blade downwards at an angle.
   

        Thud!!!
   

        After a muffled sound, both of them lifted their heads and looked at each other. Up close, they could see the redness in each other's eyes, a sure sign that they were using accelerated blood flow.
   

        "You!" "You!"
   

        "Damn!" "Damn!"
   

        The reactions of both parties were surprisingly synchronized.
   

        "I don't believe it!" x2
   

        They almost simultaneously lunged at each other, fists and feet colliding frequently. One of them was elegant and graceful, his hands continuously swinging and slashing like a graceful dancing woman. The other stood tall and upright, launching his attacks calmly and steadily.
   

        They were quite like a pair of dance partners in a ballroom dance.
   

        After the "dance", Moses's face distorted, his muscles reddened and swollen, while Lanxi was panting heavily, soaked in sweat. Yet, there was still no clear victory or defeat.
   

        In the end, the referee could only declare the match a draw.
   

        "When did you breakthrough to Fist Master level?"
   

        "I was about to ask you the same thing!"
   

        Moses and Lanxi started bickering while they walked off the platform and moved towards the direction where Casio was.
   

        Casio tugged a bit at the corner of his mouth, pondering over how to handle the situation. Suddenly, a shiver ran through his heart, as if a beast was targeting him.
   

        He turned his head sharply, quickly scanning his surroundings. In the shadows of the crowded crowd, it seemed as if a pair of blood-red eyes were fixed on him, emanating an inexplicable sense of greed and evil.
   

        That feeling... That feeling was just like the first time he encountered the Shadow Demon. It was eerie, trembling, with an inherent sense of fear.
   

        Casio's body stiffened in place, but in the blink of an eye, the feeling of being enveloped in danger vanished. Everything was as calm as before, as if nothing had happened. Casio took a deep breath, his gaze still fluttering around but finding nothing unusual.
   

        Ever since being parasitized by the Shadow Demon, Casio had been keenly aware of subtle changes around him. Hostile stare, killing intent—they could all be captured by Casio.
   

        Therefore, the possibility of what's been happening as illusion was extremely low...
   

        "Li Wei, what's wrong?"
   

        Noticed that Casio looked pale, Moses, who had just arrived, asked concernedly. Lanxi also hurried over.
   

        "Young Master, are you tired from the fight in the arena? You can tell the Big Master, and take a rest in your room."
   

        "I am indeed a little tired. I'll let Big Master know later."
   

        Casio responded while covering his forehead.
   

        Ten minutes later, on the cobblestone road within the Manor.
   

        A tall silhouette was seen heading towards the resting building.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Halfway through, Casio took a break on a bench next to the artificial lake. He chatted with a few people who were playing golf. Afterwards, he went back to the resting area where Wind Elephant Gate residencies are located.
   

        It was the first white building behind the manor, where Casio and other Core Disciples lived on the third floor. He took a cold shower in the bathroom, then pulled up a chair and sat on the arched balcony.
   

        The afternoon sun was still strong at three o'clock, making the ceramic tiles on the balcony surface shimmer with white light. Casio laid on the chair, his gaze extending beyond the pure white enclosure wall in the distance. To the left was a large expanse of green grassland, and further away, vast yellow fields.
   

        To the right was a vast lush green woods.
   

        The warm sunlight hit his body. Casio glanced at the clear blue sky, and his mood inexplicably improved a lot.
   

        The once restless heart also stabilized.
   

        Once he calmed down, Casio started thinking about the fleeting sense of crisis he had just experienced. He immediately linked this sense of crisis with the Sect Destruction War of the Wind Elephant Gate. Although there was no obvious evidence, his intuition told Casio that these two were most likely related.
   

        He touched his temples, trying his best to recall the vague memories of Li Wei in search of specific information about the Sect Destruction War.
   

        Unfortunately, Li Wei back then was nothing more than a novice. His strength was mediocre, with a certain gap from the Core Disciples. He was brought along to East Sea County as a spectator disciple, mainly to gain some exposure.
   

        Most of the vague fragments of memories were about frantic running, just running, running, and running. The only piece of information related to the enemy was the moment the Sect was ambushed, a large group of tall figures in black cloaks rushing from both sides.
   

        "Such a hassle…" Casio helplessly tapped his forehead.
   

        All information about the enemy was unknown, be it appearance, strength, or identity. The only thing known was that they were relatively tall, which was of no use. The only option now was to proceed with caution.
   

        Time passed quickly, and night fell.
   

        "What?! Little Junior Brother, you've become a Fist master too?"
   

        Lanxi almost spat out the Rain Landscape Tea in his mouth.
   

        "Damn it! Doesn't that mean we have five Fist masters in our sect now!"
   

        He stood up suddenly, in the room now were three people. Casio, Lanxi, and Moses.
   

        Heige and Jadis, as the first and second Senior siblings, were still at the banquet, communicating with other Core Disciples from various Secret Martial Art Schools.
   

        "Indeed." Moses, sitting next to him, rubbed his chin. But then, he slapped the table and said discontentedly, "How did you manage to breakthrough to become a Fist master again? I only barely managed to do so with luck, the same with our Junior Brother. I had originally planned to hide this information to mess with you. But I didn't expect that we'd end up at a tie."
   

        "Heh." Lanxi let out a cold laugh: "Just like what you said, Bulldog. It's about luck. Luck that can't be stopped when it comes. I had my breakthrough on the same day when the banquet ended."
   

        His delicate green strands of hair swayed, his slender eyes staring at Casio, "That reminds me, didn't our Junior Brother have his breakthrough around the same time as me? And the two of you were hiding it from me?"
   

        Casio coughed awkwardly, about to speak. Unexpectedly, the pig teammate Moses had already snapped his fingers and looked rather impressed: "That's right, unfortunately, you had a breakthrough too..."
   

        "Huh~" He even let out a sigh of regret, as if he was greatly disappointed for not being able to beat up Lanxi.
   

        "Hehe..." Lanxi chuckled: "Then, Bulldog, did you know that our Junior Brother suspected that I had become a Fist master during our time at Wind Elephant Martial Arts Hall, didn't he tell you?"
   

        "Hm?" Moses raised his eyebrow, the tall figure stood up and flopped down beside Casio. Then, his calloused hand rested on Casio's back, asking in a "gentle" tone.
   

        "Is this true, Junior Brother?"
   

        "Er... Senior Brother, would you believe me if I said no?"
   

        "Hehe, what do you think?"
   

        Twenty minutes later, Casio was lying on the sofa.
   

        Under the menace of his two Senior Brothers, he had to agree to their compensation. He would have 20 sparring sessions with Fourth Senior Brother Moses, and help Third Senior Brother Lanxi to get the formula of Rain Landscape Tea from the organizers.
   

        That said, this pair of joyous enemies, who usually opposed each other, started to make a disgraceful deal when it came to this point.
   

        It was indeed a headache.
   

        Twenty minutes later, the first Senior Brother and second Senior Sister returned.
   

        The same reaction as Third Senior Brother Lanxi.
   

        Even more so, the surprise was even greater.
   

        After all, without their notice, their three Junior Brothers had all become Fist masters. Their ordinary team had suddenly transformed into a dream team? No weaklings, all powerhouses!
   

        Heige was even more aware of the significance of five Fist masters.
   

        Like the four top-notch third-rate Sects in the North Flow Country, most of them were teams composed of five Core Disciples, among them, two were Fist masters. For example, the Golden Rock Fist, the Black Crane Stream, and the former Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        Only the Ringing Water Road had a team with three Fist masters.
   

        If we broaden this scope to the entire eastern region, the number of young Fist masters from the top-notch second-rate schools that Lanxi had seen was no more than five. And even regular second-rate schools can't make up five people.
   

        Now, the Wind Elephant Gate's team is participating in North Flow Country's tournament, it would be like throwing a wolf into a herd of sheep. The second-rate top-notch level bullying a bunch of third-rate and inferior ones.
   

        Bullying people by crossing a grade, it was killing. Heige could already imagine the other three schools collectively collapsing...
   

        "Hehe." Lanxi laughed.
   

        "Hehe." Moses also laughed.
   

        "Snap!" Casio snapped his fingers.
   

        He was already itching to play with the Black Crane Stream.
   

        Time passed quickly and the second day arrived.
   

        Today was the same as the first day, the Points Race in the morning, and the individual competition in the afternoon. During the Points Race in the morning, Casio could distinctly feel that many more people were looking at him. Despite not being on stage, quite a few people were looking in his direction, most likely due to the news from yesterday's individual competition.
   

        However, people's view towards Moses and Lanxi had remained the same as before. This was because among those who watched the fight yesterday, there were no Fist masters, and they couldn't see the two men's real power from their intense fight.
   

        In contrast, Casio happened to encounter Mendi, the Senior Brother of the Black Crane Stream, and the second Senior Sister of the Ringing Water Road was exposed.
   

        At this moment, other Sects of the same level as the Wind Elephant Gate should know that the Wind Elephant Gate has three Fist masters.
   

        However, it's not just three, but five!
   

        All of them!
   

        A day passed, and the Wind Elephant Gate didn't encounter any strong enemies today. However, on the third day of the competition, close to noon during the 11th Points Race.
   

        The referee stepped onto the arena, announcing the next competitors.
   

        "The match begins, number nine!  Number thirteen!"
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate against the Black Crane Stream!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "I'm on." Casio's towering figure rose.
   

        Opposite him, a blond youth from Black Crane Stream briskly walked over. This guy was muscular and fit with an evenly proportioned body type, which suggested he wouldn't be easy to handle.
   

        As the two were about to ascend the stage, a team appeared at the warehouse entrance. Leading them was a blue-uniformed guide, followed by the ensuing personnel of Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        Once the North Flow Country's exchange matches ended, all the qualified teams to participate in the six-county league competition wouldn't leave Northern Flow City for their school's headquarters. Instead, they would head directly to East Sea County by train.
   

        Therefore, disciples and masters from all schools, eager to make their mark at East Sea County, had to come to Northern Flow City by train and wait.
   

        "Cough, cough, is that Little Wei?"
   

        In the team, a slightly thin figure glanced towards the arena and immediately spotted Casio, who had just gone on stage.
   

        Boosting herself up on her toes, she quickly confirmed that it was indeed her disciple.
   

        The team moved on and reached the Wind Elephant Gate's designated area.
   

        "That's Senior Sister Lixia... Senior Sister Lixia, over here!"
   

        In the relaxation area of the core disciples, Moses, who had several encounters with Lixia, waved his hand. In the Secret Martial Art school, regardless of gender, all masters of the same generation were commonly addressed as Senior Uncle.
   

        Lixia recognized this Core Disciple who often came to spar with Casio. She promptly walked over and sat down on a wooden chair.
   

        "Senior Sister..."
   

        Lanxi and Jadis also called out to Senior Sister, but Heige didn't. As the eldest disciple of the school, he was a rank higher. Technically, he could only call her Senior Sister, but that would be somewhat awkward.
   

        It was better not to address her at all and treat each other as equals.
   

        Lixia nodded with a smile and asked, "Did Little Wei just get on stage? Who are we against from Wind Elephant Gate this time?"
   

        "Yes, the referee had just announced the start. Little Wei's opponent this time should be Semir, the second Core Disciple of Black Crane Stream."
   

        "Both are at the Pugilist level, this should be an exciting match."
   

        Moses took a sip of tea, his face portraying the anticipation of a spectator. He didn't just enjoy fighting and getting beat up. He also took pleasure in watching two masters brawl.
   

        "Hmm." Lixia nodded, her gaze moving towards the arena not far away.
   

        "Black Crane Stream, Semir."
   

        The blond youth proclaimed his name and sect respectively. His powerful, stalwart arms were slightly drooping. His skin was covered with a large area of confusing black patterns. His fingers were long and strong, each joint exceptionally thick, and white light vaguely shone from his fingertips.
   

        "The Crane's hand from Black Crane Stream..."
   

        Casio made a mental note: "Wind Elephant Gate, Li Wei."
   

        His stance was ready in a flash, his robust arms vertically spreading on both sides. One foot stepped forward, and the other firmly planted behind.
   

        "Begin!" No sooner had the referee finished speaking than he hopped off the stage.
   

        He certainly didn't want to get caught in the crossfire of two Pugilists.
   

        Thump, thump, thump.....
   

        Semir launched the first attack, moving quickly towards Casio, and fiercely sliced through the air towards Casio's side with his right hand.
   

        "Hiss!" The swiftly fired fist collided with the hand knife. They both felt a numbness in their hands and quickly retreated.
   

        Casio's back foot stamped on the ground, launching him quickly in the opposite direction. His arms were positioned to punch, muscles bouncing in his shoulders. He took up his stance preparing for rapid punches.
   

        Boom, boom, boom.....boom, boom, boom...
   

        Semir waved his hands, and his powerful arms continuously clashed with Casio's, creating a flurry of blurry punch shadows between them.
   

        "Moon Crane Knife!"
   

        Semir took a slipping step and suddenly appeared at the side, his arm that was akin to a steel knife instantaneously cut through the air, the white phantom glinting made it appear like a haze under the dark clouds.
   

        "Splitting Stream!" Casio swiftly turned, his hand-knife swooping.
   

        Thud! The exceedingly swift and powerful sword strokes clashed together, the muscles on both their arms visibly rippled like waves. The fabric from their wrists to upper arms shattered.
   

        With a low hum, Casio's left hand suddenly struck out. His muscular arm, like a black python hunting its prey.
   

        Unexpectedly, Semir's other arm descended like an iron bar. Using his strength to push, he pushed away the python's tusks.
   

        In return, he also charged forwards with his body. His knee sprang up like a spring, with a whoosh, it surged forward like a shell.
   

        Casio reflexively pressed down with one palm, simultaneously thrusting his right elbow forward, striking it like a hammer onto Semir's left shoulder.
   

        Semir's shoulder went numb, the hand-knife that he intended to chop down skewed and failed to hit the target as he wished.
   

        Thud! Arms collided.
   

        Both of them staggered backward several steps.
   

        Semir stretched the slightly sore left shoulder front and back, while Casio was continuously loosening and tightening his numb and aching fists.
   

        "As expected, boxers are not easy to deal with."
   

        Casio's heart slightly tensed, but his vision suddenly caught sight of a familiar figure. In the area where the Wind Elephant Gate was located, Teacher Lixia was sitting next to a few senior brothers, quietly smiling as she looked towards the arena.
   

        "It's never a good habit to be distracted during a battle!"
   

        Semir charged over in an instant, fists, hand-knife, elbows, knees, assaulting like a violent storm. Blood threads were congealing in his eyeballs, apparently triggering blood acceleration ability.
   

        "You will be my first test subject under the power of the Azure Wind Currents!" Casio's face was as rigid as iron, a beat within his heart pumped. Hot, sticky blood flooded his body all of a sudden.
   

        A wave of formidable strength surged like ocean waves.
   

        "Blood acceleration·Azure Wind Currents!"
   

        The powerful feet swept against the ground, the sturdy canvas shoes directly exploded. Casio channeled his entire body into a gray shadow that crashed over rapidly, the fists eerily shrieking like a bird, fast as lightning.
   

        Semir's pupils contracted, hastily propped a hand upward. But the moment his hand came into contact with the fist, whirling air waves cut open his palm in all directions, instantly spilling blood.
   

        The unimpeded iron fist, still like an iron bar wielding violent winds, hammered Semir's shoulder intensely.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        Semir screamed, losing his balance and falling straight off the arena. He climbed up, looking up.
   

        His face was pale, forehead full like cold sweat. On his left shoulder, a bloody fist mark was exposed in the air. The skin had been worn away, exposing the bright red muscles beneath.
   

        Bloody followed the edges, wetting his clothes ceaselessly.
   

        "Thank you for the match." Casio nodded his head by the edge of the platform.
   

        "What kind of move was that?" Semir gasped.
   

        "Telling you its name wouldn't hurt... it's called Azure Wind Currents."
   

        Casio gently spread his fingers, a rotating air current instantly shook off the blood that had stained his skin.
   

        His right hand washed clean again, loosely hung by his side.
   

        At this moment, the referee who had climbed onto the arena announced the outcome of the match.
   

        "The winner is, Wind Elephant Gate, Li Wei!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 83: 083 Piercing Black Crane Stream (Seeking to Continue Reading)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        On the arena, Casio's gaze met Lixia's. Only after a moment did he turn back, looking at his next opponent.
   

        There were only two martial artists in the Black Crane Stream, one was just defeated by Casio, and the other was Mendi, their trump card. Hence, all the opponents he faced now were just normal disciples.
   

        This was no different from a wolf among sheep. Despite Casio's considerable energy consumption, he easily took down two opponents.
   

        He could have continued fighting, but considering that Moses was the second to enter the field on behalf of Wind Elephant Gate, he figured he'd better leave one for him, or else he'd likely be scolded again.
   

        That's why Casio simply raised his hand to signal his concession after defeating the third opponent and walked off the stage after the referee announced.
   

        "Little junior brother, you finally stepped down. At least left two for your senior brother." Moses said as he took off his coat and tossed it onto his seat.
   

        "Keep boasting. As if I left two for you. Think you can beat Mendi? Wear him down a bit and watch me do my thing," Lanxi said, crossing his arms and taunting from the side.
   

        "Hmph." Moses coldly snorted, walking onto the stage.
   

        In the rest area, Casio walked over and sat next to his master, Lixia. He asked, "Why are you here, master?"
   

        "Why can't I come?" Lixia gave him a sidelong glance.
   

        "The Gate is planning to take some elite disciples to East Sea County to experience the world and broaden their horizons. They need martial artists to accompany them, so I thought it's better to get moving than to die within the Wind Elephant Gate."
   

        "It's also a good opportunity to see my good disciple show his prowess."
   

        Lixia playfully patted Casio's shoulder, her tone as light as ever as if the word "die" was already destiny for her and held no particular meaning. Casio opened his mouth to speak but found himself at a loss for words. After quite some time he finally said, "Master, you've lost weight…"
   

        "You're not good at comforting others, stop with these cheesy words. As long as I can see your secret martial arts improving, I'm very happy. Actual results in front of me are much more convincing than sweet talk."
   

        For the first time, Lixia reached out and ruffled Casio's hair.
   

        Casio made no effort to avoid it.
   

        "What you did just now was good, mastering the Wind Elephant secret arts should be done in actual combat. One of the best ways to perfect this imperfect skill is to improve it through repeated actual combat. When I created the Wind Elephant secret arts, my original intention wasn't to use it as a hidden card, but as a regular method. But it's not perfected yet and consumes too much energy."
   

        There was obvious regret in Lixia's tone. She was originally a genius with extremely high comprehension and bone talents, but her talent was cut short, her foundations damaged, and she had no ability to perfect the last three stages of the Wind Elephant secret arts.
   

        That's why Lixia took Casio as a disciple, treating Casio as family, even giving him the Hundred Medicine Body Refining Ointment to take. Once a teacher, always a parent, and this was not a joke.
   

        Especially when that teacher is suffering from a terminal disease and has an unfulfilled martial arts dream. The only person she could count on was her disciple, and fortunately, Casio gave her hope.
   

        "Enough chit chat, let's watch the match."
   

        Lixia and Casio turned their attention back to the arena.
   

        As expected, there was no suspense. It was like Moses was playing with the Black Crane Stream's core disciples, like a father scolding his child, with one flick of his large hand he easily crushed his opponent. A martial artist at the human limit was toyed with by Moses.
   

        This obvious gap in power made the crowd understand that the Wind Elephant Gate's fourth core, Moses, has also broken through the human limit! There were four martial artists in the Wind Elephant Gate!
   

        This was too outrageous; it was the level of a second-tier school.
   

        Suddenly, discussion broke out in the whole match venue. All kinds of gazes swept over to where the Wind Elephant Gate was resting—surprise, envy, fear, and hatred.
   

        On the stage, the youth who had been toyed with stumbled down. Mendi quickly marched onto the stage, his complexion ashen.
   

        His slightly pale face held a sullen air, his eyes were fixed on Moses, while he took off his gloves he said,
   

        "I will show you that there are differences even among martial artists!"
   

        Immediately, a pair of arms wrapped in white bandages were exposed to the air, the intense presence instantly locking onto Moses.
   

        Moses, however, seemed quite at ease, blowing a whistle, and with a dismissive hook of his right hand, indicated he didn't care if Mendi had the guts to come at him.
   

        He did this not out of true contempt, but to incite Mendi's anger. Moses knew he hadn't been a martial artist for long and was likely no match for Mendi. But as a severe and resilient adversary at the same level, he could drain the other's strength and then let Sissy deal with him.
   

        Moses looked like a simple-minded bear on the outside, but was quite cunning on the inside.
   

        As expected, he showed this in the following fight. He tangled with Mendi with his strong physique, yet he wasn't mindlessly aggressive. Finally, when both were somewhat out of breath, Moses calmly raised his hand to concede defeat.
   

        The top half of his body was already naked due to his clothes being torn during the fight. He walked off the stage, his robust body covered with scratches that were bleeding. But he didn't seem to be in much pain, in fact, he seemed to be quite enjoying it. The golden sunlight shone on Moses' upper body, making him look like a sculpture of muscles and strength.
   

        Back in the rest area, Moses raised an eyebrow at Lanxi.
   

        "It's your turn now. Having worn Mendi down to this state, you better not still have trouble dealing with him," he flexed the muscles of his right arm.
   

        "Rest assured, leave it to me to deal with him. There's no need to bother our second senior sister." Lanxi rose with elegance after taking a sip of black tea from the white porcelain cup, leaving Moses as she walked past. As she went past, she poked the wound with her fingertip.
   

        "Hey!" Moses winced and turned his head feeling the pain.
   

        "Hmph, I'm not going to argue with a woman."
   

        He shook his head, crossed his arms and sat down.
   

        Five minutes later, all the secret martial art personnel were silently watching the stage, eerily quiet. Even those watching the common disciples' matches on the other side turned their heads this way.
   

        Under the sunlight, Lanxi, panting hard, raised his right hand.
   

        "Victory goes to, Wind Elephant Gate, Lanxi!"
   

        The referee on the side jumped onto the stage and shouted loudly.
   

        A team of medical personnel dressed in white uniforms rushed up with stretchers, carrying off the unconscious Mendi.
   

        The rapid influx of blood wasn't without side effects; intense fatigue would inevitably follow the wear-off of that momentous power. If Mendi had to fight both at the same time, maybe he could burst with energy in a brief moment to defeat both Lanxi and Moses.
   

        But in this tug of war, first fighting Moses then Lanxi,
   

        One is thick-skinned, the other agile, it was simply life-threatening and the energy expended was not small at all. Therefore, in the end, Mendi still lost, beaten by the third one.
   

        Wind Elephant Gate: Black Crane Stream.
   

        5:2.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 84: 084 Wind Elephant Rising (Please Follow)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Five martial artists... One after another, they're emerging like spring bamboo after the rain--could it be a turn of luck for the Wind Elephant Gate to rise? How do they have so many talents? Now, even if a martial artist pops up from the ordinary elite disciples of the Wind Elephant Gate, they'd believe it!
   

        There's a saying that's true, if there are no accidents, the Wind Elephant Gate, which has taken control of a large field of orchid heart grass, will inevitably rise.
   

        Becoming a second-rate secret martial sect is just a matter of time.
   

        However, the fact that they have five martial artists in one formation has nothing to do with this, it's a result of lots of coincidences colliding together. Perhaps after the Wind Elephant Gate rises to become a second-rate secret martial sect, they won't be able to come up with such a luxurious formation for several generations--this depends on their luck.
   

        "This time the Wind Elephant Gate is sure to win in the North Flow Country exchange competition! Five monsters who have broken through the human limit, there's no suspense anymore."
   

        "It's feared that the only way is to combine the three martial artists of the Ringing Water Road and the two martial artists of the Golden Rock Fist together, to make a team that has qualifications to compete with the team of the Wind Elephant Gate. Otherwise, the gap is too big..."
   

        "Have you noticed? That youngest core disciple of the Wind Elephant Gate is only eighteen years old this year! It's too abnormal, he's surpassed the human limit already. It's even more abnormal than that little girl from Ringing Water Road."
   

        "Yes, not only that. The third, Lanxi, and the fourth, Moses, are both under twenty-five years old, really young. Compared to me, the old man, I'm simply a waste. Damn it, I'm twenty-nine years old, and I still haven't reached the first stage of the secret martial realm."
   

        "..."
   

        The whole competition venue was filled with noise for a while, all sorts of people saying all sorts of things. Most of them showed tones of admiration and shock, and right now the Wind Elephant Gate was extremely dazzling.
   

        On the other side of the arena, many elite disciples from the Wind Elephant Gate were standing tall, with an expression of pride on their faces.
   

        Even many of the old boxing instructors who led the teams were laughing cheekily and talking to old friends from other schools, with a very proud look. Probably, they were saying: "Did you see? These are the talented disciples of my Wind Elephant Gate! This is our Wind Elephant Gate!"
   

        Meanwhile, the three accompanying elders were looking at the disciple resting area with confused expressions. They weren't sure what was going on as well--weren't there only two martial artists in their team?
   

        How come the martial artists started popping up like ground rats one by one? First it was Li Wei, then Moses, and finally Lanxi...
   

        It confused these elder completely, it wouldn't really cause a few martial artists to pop up from the elite disciples, right? When was the Wind Elephant Gate at the peak of the second-class sects?
   

        "Good! Igor, you guys at the Wind Elephant Gate really kept it a secret! Having five martial artists in one team, you guys sure know how to train disciples!" A bald old head in a blue combat suit laughed and said, it was the Seventh Elder of Ringing Water Road.
   

        "Uh...yes, it was those boys who were ambitious." The Third Elder of the Wind Elephant Gate, a white-haired Igor, was very happy, but he was still slightly confused and had not yet come to his senses.
   

        "That's too modest, being great means being great, there's no need to push it away. We at Ringing Water Road are also very envious, why don't we exchange teaching experiences between our sects when we have time?"
   

        The bald old head was enthusiastically patting Igor's back.
   

        What I'm saying is the truth! It was indeed the efforts of those boys. As an elder, I'm still confused even now.
   

        Igor was silently spitting out in his heart, but he couldn't say it that way, he could only nod: "When we have time... when we have time..."
   

        "Huh, it's just lucky." A sour voice interrupted from the side, Igor turned his head to look and indeed, it was an elder in black from the Black Crane Stream.
   

        He was not happy at that time, regardless of confusion or modesty. But if you speak of the Wind Elephant Gate's promising disciples like that, deeming their efforts as luck, Igor will definitely be the first to disagree! He fought back on the spot.
   

        "Oh! I was wondering who that person who couldn't eat grapes and said grapes were sour was. It turned out to be Elder Dale from the Black Crane Stream, who got humiliated by my Wind Elephant Gate disciples all the way through, turning from the Black Crane Stream into the Black Chicken Stream."
   

        "I wonder if your eldest disciple, Mendi, has woken up yet? Oh right, there's also Semir who was knocked down."
   

        Igor directly launched a fierce attack, bringing back the victorious facts from just ending. Listening to these words, Dale's face turned red with anger, for martial artists, victory and defeat are the most persuasive things. If they have a disagreement, it's not about arguments, but fights. The winner is always more persuasive.
   

        The fist will always be greater than the mouth!
   

        But losing his face, Dale still insisted reluctantly.
   

        "That, that's just you guys being lucky."
   

        "Right right right, that five to two points luck."
   

        "I said, it's just luck!"
   

        "Right, that's five to two."
   

        "Luck..."
   

        "Five to two..."
   

        In the end, Dale's face turned from green to white due to the mockery.
   

        All he can do now is to curse the Wind Elephant Gate in the next match and hope they'll lose badly!
   

        But the fact will be completely opposite to what Dale wants.
   

        The Wind Elephant Gate advances triumphantly, sweeping through all obstacles.
   

        There is no one in the points race that can match the fully fired Wind Elephant Gate. Golden Rock Fist, Ringing Water Road were defeated by a score of five to two, five to three, not to mention the rest.
   

        In the individual match, the Wind Elephant Gate also achieved significant results. After all, they have five martial artists, which is twice the base number of other major sects. In the end, Heige ranked second in the individual matches, Jadis fourth, Moses eighth, Casio ninth, and Lanxi tenth. The points they won were the most.
   

        Combining the two, together with the not-so-bad results of the elite disciples, the Wind Elephant Gate went straight to the top.
   

        The Ringing Water Road, which used to be a bit better, was left behind.
   

        On the sixth day of the competition, the Gate Master Belon of the Wind Elephant Gate who had been busy arrived at the competition venue. He was immediately stunned by the enthusiastic attitude of other sects, and a continuous stream of compliments for the core disciples of the Wind Elephant Gate flooded him.
   

        What they said was about their exceptional talents, the Wind Elephant Gate going against the tide of luck, and the Wind Elephant Gate's rich teaching experience.
   

        In short, it was a whole lot of words that Belon didn't quite understand.
   

        He understood going against the tide of luck, but could it be that the location of the Orchid Heart Grass, which had been hidden for half a year, was eventually revealed and known to others?
   

        In the end, Belon excused himself to go to the toilet to get away, and asked Elder Igor in detail, only then did he understand the whole story.
   

        Good, those flattering words of praise weren't exaggerated at all!
   

        It seems my Wind Elephant Gate really is going against the tide of luck, long live Wind Elephant!
   

        So, at the evening banquet that day, Belon honestly became the protagonist of the banquet for once, constantly toasting with others.
   

        With the look of an early prepared and calculated Gate Master.
   

        Seeing his calm demeanor, the elders of other sects thought more of this as the reason for the Wind Elephant Gate's unbeatable teaching experience. They immediately stepped forward and requested to exchange learning experiences, and Belon agreed to all of them. This was a good opportunity to raise the sect's status.
   

        Meanwhile, at the residence of the Wind Elephant Gate's core disciples.
   

        A small birthday party with only six people started.
   

        The protagonist of the night was... Lixia.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 85: 085 Actual Combat is the Best Teacher_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The unpretentious reception room was periodically illuminated by candlelight. The soft light of the moon shone in through the large arch windows, glancing off the dark green silk curtains and casting a warm glow on the cake positioned on the mahogany table.
   

        Lixia was smiling faintly, her eyes fixed on the five people sitting around the table.
   

        The five core disciples of the Wind Elephant Gate were now playing the roles of her beloved friends and family, bestowing their blessings on her. People of this era believed that the soul was most susceptible to demonic invasion on one's birthday. Therefore, on this special day, friends and family would gather to offer their blessings, along with a cake, to bring good luck and ward off evil spirits.
   

        "I didn't expect you to remember my birthday..." 
   

        Finally, Lixia's gaze landed on Casio.
   

        "I asked the master about it, it was he who told me."
   

        Casio answered this question earnestly and straightforwardly.
   

        "Ha ha ha," Lixia laughed, tapping her forehead. "Don't talk like that in the future, otherwise, no girl will like you."
   

        "But regardless..." Lixia got up from the redwood chair and extended her hands to give Casio a hug.
   

        "Thank you, my disciple, Li Wei."
   

        In the following hours, the atmosphere at the small birthday party was lively. Thanks to Lanxi and Moses, eternal rivals and sources of entertainment, the living room was frequently filled with laughter.
   

        Casio displayed his gift, a delicate ladies' pocket watch, to Lixia. She seemed very pleased.
   

        "Hmm, this time you have a good taste for gifts, I really like this pocket watch." Lixia played with the delicate watch cover in her hands.
   

        "I'm glad you like it."
   

        Of course, Casio did not pick the gift himself, but instead sought the help of his taste-discerning senior brother, Lanxi. The decision to give a pocket watch was made from the beginning, as Lixia had once given him a pocket watch of special significance.
   

        In the end, Lixia celebrated a rather perfect 40th birthday. Although the master was not there, at least the disciple was present, wasn't he?
   

        The exchange contest in the North Flow Country came to an end the following day.
   

        There wasn't much to be said; it was almost identical to the opening ceremony with some people dancing in the theater.
   

        As this was the first time that the exchange contest was held, neither the delegation from the East Sea County nor the local martial arts schools had any experience. So, despite being simple, it was appreciated by everybody.
   

        Finally, around three in the afternoon, the exchange contest of the North Flow Country officially ended. All the small sects that were eliminated and no longer had a chance to compete left and returned to their homes.
   

        The four major schools of the North Flow County, however, did not leave. They intended to stay here for a few more nights. Some would stay for a day or two while others would stay for five or six days before boarding the train to East Sea County.
   

        The Wind Elephant Gate was lucky. They only had to stay two more nights in the manor before the organizers informed them that they could board the train tomorrow morning. Several carriages would carry them all away.
   

        During this period, Casio certainly was not idle. Lixia was there to guide him in practicing his boxing method, the Elephant Group Fist.
   

        In fact, it was not necessary for Casio to receive any more instructions to attain the realm of a boxer, which would push him beyond his physical limit. He could practice the Elephant Herd Chapter following the same path as the Gale Chapter.
   

        The learning path of the Wind Elephant Fist is inherited in just one line.
   

        For instance, Jadis and Heige, who became boxers early on, didn't need much instruction from their teacher. What they needed the most was constant seclusion and actual combat. One was for enduring physical training accumulated over time and the other was for expanding their knowledge and combat skills.
   

        So, after two days of instruction, Lixia, with a hint of frustration, looked at her disciple, "You've already learned all the foundational parts of the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art. I've taught you all that I can. What you need to do next is to apply what you've learned flexibly and follow the path of the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art all the way to its limit."
   

        "But master, I still have many doubts."
   

        "Then you should go for actual combat. Your opponent will always be your best teacher. I can't accompany you for much longer, you need a new master..."
   

        The next day, a light rain began to fall early in the morning, enveloping the world in a gray and damp spring. The sky of Northern Flow City was also dark. It was like the ceiling of an old house covered with spiderwebs, everything looked extremely old and gloomy.
   

        "Thump!"
   

        A large hand opened the gray newspaper. The freshly printed Northern Flow City Daily still carried a strong smell of ink.
   

        "Federation Calendar 99th Year, April 15th, rainy day."
   

        The newspaper corner contained a small font.
   

        "Damn, it's been raining for three days and isn't stopping."
   

        Moses, who was slightly annoyed, snapped the newspaper shut. He preferred sunny weather and disliked the cloudy softness of rainy days. That made him feel rusty and stiff in his joints.
   

        "Sunny weather makes it too hot, a little rain to cool things off is nice." Lanxi, sitting next to him, obviously enjoyed rainy weather. 
   

        "Yes, it was nice in the beginning, but it's been three days!"
   

        Lanxi and Moses looked as though they were about to start arguing again. Casio interrupted, "Let's eat breakfast. In an hour, we need to catch the train to the train station in the western suburbs."
   

        He looked up at the sky. The gray clouds piled up overhead resembled the flaked tiles of a roof.
   

        Turning his head back, Casio bit into a slice of bread fried to a crispy, delicious finish, then picked up the white porcelain cup filled with hot milk.
   

        It must be said that the food and drink provided in the manor were excellent, far superior to the offerings of the Wind Elephant Gate cafeteria and Oak City.
   

        After all, Northern Flow City was the central city of North Flow County...
   

        "Click."
   

        The wooden door of the living room was suddenly opened.
   

        Heige, who was about to close his umbrella, stamped his foot on the outside carpet, causing water droplets to fall from his black boots.
   

        "Senior Brother."
   

        "Well, you guys seem to be enjoying breakfast. Did you save some for me?"
   

        He put down the umbrella outside and strode into the room.
   

        "Yes, we saved some," Casio pushed a white plate and a porcelain cup filled with breakfast staples: pan-fried bread, sausages, buttered eggs, and so on.
   

        "Hey, at least you have a conscience, despite me running an errand for you early in the morning." Heige chuckled, quickly taking a seat at the mahogany table and reaching for the knife and fork to start his breakfast.
   

        "Thank you, senior brother. My master is not in good health, making a seven to eight day continuous train journey to the East Sea County is unsuitable for her."
   

        As Casio spoke, he pushed over a porcelain plate filled with sausage flavored with sauce. This dish remained untouched and still warm from when it was first served. He knew that Heige's favorite delicacy was Terk-style grilled sausages.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Oh, there's no need for thanks. It was no big deal." 
   

        Heige shook his head and immediately took a sip of the hot milk. 
   

        On the other side, Casio felt as if a weight had been lifted from his chest.
   

        Ever since he experienced the eerie feeling of being watched a week ago, he grew more and more concerned about the Sect Destruction War. According to the original trajectory, the Wind Elephant Gate team would board the train to East Sea County on the fifth day after the exchange match, and meet an ambush after their arrival.
   

        In the blurred memories of the original owner, Li Wei, there were only dead bodies struggling desperately on both sides, many people fell, and blood was spilled all over the ground.
   

        In the end, it seemed that only Li Wei had managed to escape.
   

        But now, things had changed a bit. Wind Elephant Gate was not planning to take the train to East Sea County on the fifth day, but on the third. Therefore, subsequent events were bound to change.
   

        Casio felt deeply disturbed by the mysterious surveillance incident. He took an opportunity to subtly express his concerns and suspicions to the elders and the Gate Master, but it didn't seem to have drawn much attention, only warning everyone to be more cautious.
   

        Casio felt helpless, but he wouldn't give up. The train journey to East Sea County would take seven to eight days, and Casio had a week to change the attitude of the Wind Elephant Gate's senior level. Even if they still have to go to the Six County Exchange Competition, they could change their route or travel with more schools.
   

        He didn't believe he couldn't change the outcome. After all, hadn't he made many changes during his first retrospection?
   

        Now as a core disciple, a prodigy who had broken through as a Martial Artist at the age of eighteen, his status and influence in the Wind Elephant Gate had grown significantly. At that time, even if he had to act irrationally, he could force the team to make adjustments.
   

        But before that, Casio had to send his teacher, Lixia, back home. Lixia was already quite weak. He could clearly see the streaks of white hair amongst her black ones. If something unexpected were to happen on the way to the Six County Exchange Competition, it would be a disaster...
   

        Casio dared not imagine such a scenario.
   

        Some people might say that this was only a history that did not exist in the past, a predetermined shadow. The tragedy of the Wind Elephant Gate's sect extermination had already happened, and Lixia was nothing more than a soul lost in history. Why bother being sentimental?
   

        But humans are such sentimental creatures. Casio was a living person, with feelings, not a cold, violent machine obsessed with power.
   

        This period of retrospection was history for others, but it was a personal experience for him. He could play and joke around with his fellow brothers, feel Lixia's expectations and care for him, and even enjoy the praises of others under the arena.
   

        It wasn't a game for Casio. It was his life experience, just a little different.
   

        He couldn't be as cruel and ruthless at present. He was only in his second retrospection. Maybe in a few years, after he had gone through dozens of retrospections, he would turn into a cold machine, willing to do anything for power.
   

        Pushing aside the strange thoughts in his mind, Casio drained the hot milk in his cup. He pushed open the wooden door and went out to pack his luggage.
   

        An hour later, at the manor gate, several black horse carriages were lined up, and the coachmen wearing raincoats occasionally calmed the horses. The black horse occasionally pawed the ground, steaming breath from its nostrils.
   

        "Don't bother seeing us off, we will be on our way."
   

        Gate Master Belon waved to the several school owners who had come to see him off. These were the schools that had recently expressed their intent to cooperate with Wind Elephant Gate. Clearly, Wind Elephant Gate's dazzling performance at the North Flow Country's Martial Artists exchange meeting had already borne fruit.
   

        Many originally neutral small and medium-sized schools had been frequently showing goodwill towards Wind Elephant Gate, with quite a few schools even wanting to exchange disciples, or teachers, for mutual learning.
   

        Invisibly, the status of Wind Elephant Gate had been elevated.
   

        Wind Elephant Gate, originally on the same level as Golden Rock Fist and Black Crane Stream, began to get closer to Ringing Water Road. This kind of fame might be something of an illusion to other schools, but not for Wind Elephant Gate. Capable of producing large quantities of Orchid Heart Grass, they were accumulating power. Given some more time, they could make significant progress.
   

        On the open ground, several spacious carriages swayed.
   

        In the carriage on the far right, Casio, four senior brothers and sisters, and their teacher Lixia were squeezed inside.
   

        Actually, they already had it spacious compared to the core disciples on their side, where ten people had to squeeze into one horse carriage.
   

        Two minutes later, everything was ready. The coachman waved the reins vigorously, and the black carriage slowly began to accelerate.
   

        With a splash, it rolled over a murky puddle and gradually moved away.
   

        As the train station was to the west of the city, they needed to cross all of Northern Flow City. Casio saw the street view of North Flow City in the rain, as the small rain trickled down, accompanied and enveloped by the fog. Raindrops seeped through dense clouds, as heavy as molten lead, and splashed onto the grey-white street bricks.
   

        High-rise buildings obscured in the curtain of rain were vaguely visible, and chimneys stood like cannons pointed straight at the sky, mixing smoke and rain fog.
   

        This was a cityscape straight out of the Industrial Revolution.
   

        The carriage wheels kept rolling forward, leaving everything behind.
   

        Finally, at around ten in the morning. The convoy of Wind Elephant Gate arrived at West Suburb Station. As this station was newly constructed, there were no developed streets or communities around.
   

        Only a solitary station stood built, at least a kilometer away from the outskirts of North Flow City.
   

        At the rectangular platform, the delegation from Wind Elephant Gate was holding umbrellas and waiting for the train due in half an hour. In a corner of the platform, two solitary figures were talking.
   

        "Teacher, take your advice and recuperate when you return. Wait for the good news from your disciple about the Eastern Exchange Race..."
   

        Lixia's pale face lit up with a smile; she seemed to age twenty years in that moment, chattering like a sixty-year-old granny, "Come closer, let me straighten your clothes..."
   

        Casio took two steps forward, he bent down slightly because of his height, so Lixia could reach his collar.
   

        "Keep your head up and your chest out, be spirited, don't slouch." Lixia patted Casio's chest, smoothing out the wrinkles on his clothes.
   

        "Yes." Casio obediently straightened up.
   

        Lixia tipped on her toes, fixed somewhat disorderly collar of Casio and shoved the silver watch chain that fell out from his chest pocket back in: "Don't lose this thing…"
   

        "Don't worry, I won't lose it." Casio said affirmatively, silently looking at Lixia's hair, unawarely turning to a shade of white. "I will definitely achieve a good result on my visit to East Sea County."
   

        "That would be the best." Lixia stepped back two steps with a smile and nodded in satisfaction. "Quite handsome."
   

        "Alright, cough cough…It's time for me to go to the other platform."
   

        Lixia coughed twice and was just about to step away.
   

        But Casio's eyes suddenly widened, an overwhelming sense of danger came from all directions. The killing intent was like a raging fire.
   

        "Boom!" The muffled sound of thunder roared like a cannon, grey rain poured crazily from the sky, the dark sky looked as if it was about to collapse.
   

        He spun around to look at his surroundings.
   

        Black-cloaked figures charged from all sides in the rainstorm, their aura ferocious and terrifying.
   

        The one leading the group suddenly stopped and looked up.
   

        A pair of greedy and evil blood-red eyes shot like cold arrows from the shadow of his cloak, directly imprinted into Casio's heart.
   

        "Enemy attack!!!"
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        With a roar like that of a wild beast, a large number of figures in black cloaks swung towards them, rushing forward like a school of ferocious piranhas going after their prey in the water.
   

        "Who are you?!" roared Belon, the Gate Master of Wind Elephant Gate, but not a single one from the other side responded, as if they were beasts incapable of understanding human speech. Belon turned his gaze sharply towards the four elders next to him, and as their eyes met, their momentum collectively intensified.
   

        A strong martial arts aura burst forth from their bodies.
   

        "Wipe them out!!!"
   

        The higher echelons of the Wind Elephant Gate surged forward together. These old folks unleashed a terrifying aura that resembled a boiling furnace. With one step, they created a deep pit.
   

        Mud splashed everywhere, and continuous dull thuds could be heard from the ground.
   

        "How dare you provoke the Wind Elephant Gate! You are seeking death!"
   

        Belon's clothes exploded into shreds and his muscles rapidly swelled. His brawny, bare upper body looked like a suit of black armor, on which the raindrops evaporated instantly as they landed, heated by the intense energy within.
   

        With a heavy stomp, he created a pit half a person deep in the already soft muddy ground. In an instant, Belon appeared in front of the cloaked men, both arms spread behind, and a massive dark shadow pressed down.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        In the rain curtain, a fist, like a war chariot thrashing, blasted with a roar, reducing the height of an oncoming cloak-wearer by half. His entire upper body was hammered into his lower body.
   

        Fabric, blood, and flesh instantly mixed together.
   

        Belon's upper body was covered in splattered blood, which the pouring rain now washed away. His bloodshot eyes immediately locked onto another target, and he shot towards it like an arrow.
   

        "Splitting Stream!"
   

        Two black arcs cut through the rain curtain, halting the two cloaked men in front of Belon. They fell to the ground with a thump, fresh blood gushing out wildly from their cross-sections like a fountain.
   

        Sweeping his arms like war blades, Belon ravaged through his adversaries with none able to go on par with him. He was like a sharp and robust war blade, working together with the other four elders to crush their opponent's formation.
   

        But it was not enough; there were too many cloaked men. One after another, they emerged from the rain curtain, rushing forward recklessly.
   

        Immediately, many fighters from the Wind Elephant Gate came forward to block their offensive, engaging multiple opponents at once. Even some elite disciples with notable strength joined hands, confronting this sudden onslaught of assassins.
   

        "Are we going in?" Moses, huffing heavily like a wild bull, locked his large round eyes at Heige.
   

        "Let's do it then!"
   

        Heige tore off his casual suit vigorously and, before the scattered fabrics could touch ground, he had already shot out like an arrow. 
   

        "Go!" Lanxi and Moses exchanged a glance and bolted off likewise. Jadis threw away her black umbrella, her amber eyes filled with an intense will to fight.
   

        Like a cheetah, she sprinted fiercely forward on the tip of her toes.
   

        On the other side of the rectangular platform, Casio and Lixia were surrounded by seven or eight cloaked men. In the center of the encirclement, Casio's face was as stern as steel. He had never anticipated that this group of cloaked men would launch an attack so soon.
   

        They didn't even wait for the Wind Elephant Gate's team to reach East Sea County and instead attacked while they were still in North Flow Country! What could cause them this level of impatience? Casio was feeling immensely burdened.
   

        Avoiding an attack from behind with a swift dash forward, he threw an uppercut with such force that it sent one of the cloaked men flying and knocked down two others with it.
   

        Next to him, Lixia was rapidly throwing punches and elbows. She directly broke the arms of the two cloaked men who were attacking her, causing them to scramble backwards.
   

        "Cough! Little Wei, let's regroup over there."
   

        Upon hearing Lixia's words, Casio turned to look in the distance. With the sudden ambush and the subsequent fighting, they had already put a distance of seventy-eighty meters between them and the main troops of Wind Elephant Gate. Due to the higher terrain on this side, Casio could clearly see the situation below the platform.
   

        On the one hand, there was Gate Master Belon. He, along with four other powerful elders, was like a long spear plunging into the encirclement of cloaked men. In only a short time, they had injured dozens of the cloaked men, demonstrating the terrifying strength a master of a school should have.
   

        Casio had discovered when clashing with the cloaked men earlier that every cloaked man seemed to possess strength at the human limit or even beyond that in terms of physique. However, their combat skills were crude, causing their overall strength to somewhat decline.
   

        That demonstrated the combat capabilities of these old fellows from Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        On the other hand, four core disciples and other teachers from Wind Elephant Gate had formed a protective net. All the ordinary and elite disciples below the realm of martial artists had been sheltered within this net. 
   

        At the boundary of the protective net, the number of cloaked men being killed or injured kept increasing. There were already over a dozen bodies on the ground. Compared to this, the strength of the many core disciples of Wind Elephant Gate was intact. They had only received minor injuries and could continue fighting for a long time.
   

        There were probably more than a hundred cloaked men attacking here, and at least half of them had lost their ability to fight and were now lying on the muddy ground.
   

        It seemed... this sect destruction war was not so difficult to handle. Could it be possible that with some effort, Wind Elephant Gate would be able to wipe out these assailants?
   

        "Hehehe..."
   

        A series of leaking sounds echoed through the rain.
   

        Casio quickly turned around and scanned behind him. The cloaked man, who had originally been lying on the ground with a fist-sized hole in his chest, was faintly trembling. The diluted red blood in the rainwater around him was unexpectedly gathering like mud, crawling back in.
   

        Bubbles were gurgling at the hole.
   

        That cloaked man rose from the ground with a jerk, as though he had suddenly recovered from a trance. He pushed himself up from the ground. Half of his cloak had been smashed, revealing a good number of white bandages wrapped around his body underneath. The bandages had been drenched by the rainwater.
   

        The bandages turned red as though they had been doused in paint. The cloaked man started to rapidly bloat, and his bones began making clicking sounds as his height instantaneously increased to two meters. Wrapped entirely in bandages, his specific appearance couldn't be discerned. But one could see the distorted and gruesome outlines of his skeleton through the tight cloth, as well as strands of steel needle-like mane pushed out.
   

        "Roar~~~"
   

        He howled towards the sky. In the moment he lowered his head, a pair of evil, blood-red eyes were tightly fixed on Casio, filled with sinister hunger.
   

        "I... I will eat you! I'll eat you!!!"
   

        With a whish, he propelled himself like a shell. Casio disappeared from his original place in an instant and the two collided fiercely in the heavy rain.
   

        "Bang!!!"
   

        Their equally robust arms collided like steel.
   

        "Blood acceleration. Wind Owl!"
   

        Casio's eyes instantly turned blood-red. He let out a roar as he threw a punch. The colossal power fiercely stabbed the cloaked man in the chest.
   

        It was as if a shell had exploded his ribs and heart. Eventually, like an iron bar, it pierced through the skin of the man's back, splattering a heap of blood.
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        "..." The cloaked man glared and collapsed in silence.
   

        But immediately after, one after another of the seemingly dead or seriously injured cloaked figures stood up. They roared like undying spirits, like a wolf pack celebrating its hunt.
   

        Gasping heavily, Casio now understood why the Wind Elephant Gate was wiped out. Their adversaries were not human at all! Instead, they were a pack of unknown monsters!
   

        A group of powerful beasts with remarkable healing abilities could transform twice. After turning blood-red, the cloaked figures had surprisingly reached the level of a weak fighter, probably the kind that had just broken through the human limit but hadn't had time to consolidate their power yet.
   

        They were definitely no match for Casio, but there were hundreds of them! Casio would have to use his blood boost and his Wind Elephant Fist's lethal move to deal with one. He knew in his heart that at full strength, he could only face three blood-red cloaked figures at the same time. Once it reached five, no matter how hard Casio tried, he would surely die.
   

        Thinking of this, he began to breathe heavily.
   

        Suddenly, a series of screams echoed. A disciple from Wind Elephant Gate was caught by a blood-red cloaked figure, torn in half mid-air by a tremendous force, his blood blending with the rainwater as it splashed on the ground.
   

        Some of the teachers, unable to resist, were surrounded by four or five cloaked figures. One who was not afraid to die lunged up and tore off their arm, then unable to hold on with only one arm, they were cruelly dismembered.
   

        Everything seemed to overlap with Li Wei's memories.
   

        The terrifying nightmare crawled out from the rain one step at a time, bringing a suffocating despair that swallowed everything.
   

        "Ahh!!!"
   

        In the depths of the cloak's encirclement, an elder roared and swept his arms across, his enormous force blasting everything around him away.
   

        Four or five cloaked figures were torn to pieces and fell.
   

        But the "beasts" around him showed no fear, instead, they became even more ferocious and rushed forward. They used everything on their bodies as weapons, even refusing to dodge. A moment later, a scream came from the center that was besieged and impenetrable.
   

        An elder of the Wind Elephant Gate was overwhelmed and killed by the "fighter".
   

        Elsewhere, Moses roared: "Lanxi!"
   

        He saw Moses, like a brown bear, fiercely rolling over, his arms waving and knocking over the attacking cloaked figures.
   

        Lanxi, who was being besieged, stood trembling in the heavy rain, his weak body covered in blood. He put his right hand tightly on his left shoulder, where his arm had originally been but was now lying on the ground, blood gushing from the wound. Lanxi raised his head, his tea-green hair sticking to his forehead, a huge scar running across his entire face.
   

        That beautifully delicate face had been brutally torn.
   

        He was an agile fighter, but he was now completely surrounded. Just a slight hinderance had landed him in this predicament. The pain made Lanxi's body tremble continuously.
   

        He barely managed to show Moses an ugly smile: "Don't mind me. You might still be able to break out!"
   

        "It's... too late..."
   

        Moses slightly turned his body to reveal a large wound at his waist, where ripped muscles and clothing intertwined and mixed.
   

        "Alright... alright... never thought we brothers would fall here, what a stupid way to die!" Lanxi and Moses leaned back to back, assuming the Wind Elephant Gate's combat stance.
   

        They looked around, a large group of cloaked figures were rushing towards them. Yet, even in such a situation, the two were still bickering.
   

        "You sissy, while we still have some time left, fulfill our wager. You need to seriously call me 'Third Brother'!"
   

        Moses said smugly, a smile on his face.
   

        "In your dreams."
   

        Lanxi's voice was hoarse, almost wheezing. The wound had gone through his lips and part of his mouth.
   

        "Are you planning on breaching our agreement? Hmm... I always thought you were a man of your word, you sissy." Moses brow furrowed, the pain in his waist was affecting his thinking.
   

        "Bulldog, don't even think about it. You've never called me 'Third Brother' before. If you want me to call you 'Third Brother', wait till your next life!"
   

        Lanxi didn't let up at all.
   

        Surrounding them, a dozen cloaked figures were nearing them. Their evil, bloody aura directly encircled the two of them. 
   

        "Damn sissy, this time we're really going to die." 
   

        Moses narrowed his eyes.
   

        "Yeah, you stupid bulldog, you're going to be a dead bear..."
   

        Lanxi pulled at the corner of his mouth. 
   

        "Third Brother..." a soft whisper came from behind.
   

        Lanxi's eyes widened: "What did you just call me, you dead bulldog?!" 
   

        "I said! Third! Brother! Ahhhhhhh!!!" 
   

        Two figures roared as they rushed towards the dense monsters. 
   

        Separated by nearly a hundred meters, the protective net around the Wind Elephant Gate team had been torn to pieces. Originally there were more than a dozen fighters, but now only three or four were left, the elite disciples who were being protected had also been reduced by half. A lone figure in the front was in the midst of a frenzied battle. 
   

        Heige was single-handedly holding back ten blood-red monsters. His body was riddled with wounds. His fighting arm was torn, revealing the underlying stark white bones. 
   

        Of the five fingers, only the thumb remained.  
   

        But Heige was still fending off the enemy with a vigorous slap. 
   

        "Bang!" He overturned a cloaked figure with one slap, his view drifted to the distance, where the Wind Elephant Gate's senior level was fighting. 
   

        Originally there were five people, but now only a lone Belon was fighting fiercely, restraining at least half of the firepower. 
   

        "Heige!!!" 
   

        A roaring voice traveled from far away.
   

        Heige chuckled bitterly in his heart, he understood Belon's intention. They had tried to break out before but failed every time. Still, he turned and fiercely addressed Jadis on his side: "Jadis, lead everyone else and break out! I'll pave the way for you!"
   

        "Yes." Jadis pierced the enemy with a punch and rushed over.
   

        Thus, like a steel knife, Heige brutally stayed at the forefront, with a group of disciples following behind like the blade and hilt of a knife. However, even the sharpest blade tip would eventually become dull, especially a notched one. Heige's entire palm had been ground flat, leaving only a bloodied wrist and a snow-white forearm bone.
   

        But he still stood at the forefront.
   

        Suddenly, a cloaked figure with a concealed aura sneak attacked from the side, tearing off Heige's only remaining right arm.
   

        Now, Heige was left with only a pair of legs. His face twisted in agony, he yelled for them to run and then rushed at the figure who wanted to attack from behind. One by one, his silhouette was torn apart. 
   

        On the other side, where the number of cloaked figures was relatively less. 
   

        Blood and limbs scattered along the path, light red rainwater filled the messy muddy pits created by their numerous footsteps. The muddy pools reflected the faint light seeping through the dark clouds overhead, countless raindrops fell like needles, piercing pain onto one's skin.
   

        In the curtain of rain, a muscular but badly injured youth guarded the frail figure behind him with his life, resisting the surrounding attacks like a frenzied mad dog. 
   

        He swung his fists wildly; his world was drenched in blood, everywhere he looked, all he saw was enemies. The warmth behind him kept his nerves taut. 
   

        "Break out! Break out! I want to break out with the teacher!" 
   

        "We can break out!" 
   

        "We must!!!"
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        "Get out of the way!!!"
   

        Casio growled as he punched, the already severely exhausted strength surged into his arm again, transforming into a fierce swing of an elephant trunk.
   

        A cloakman who crazily rushed from the right was directly smacked to the ground, his chest collapsed, vomiting blood out.
   

        Bang!
   

        A tall silhouette harshly collided from the left, and Casio staggered violently, stepping heavily on the ground. The tremendous force made his entire foot sink into the mud. With blood at the corner of his mouth, he pivoted and gave a backhand blow, directly breaking the opponent's arm.
   

        "Teacher! Stay close to me!"
   

        Casio leaned back, like a giant fan, causing a visible white vortex to form between his nostrils and mouth. Suddenly Casio's entire muscular contour swelled abruptly, his skin turned red and engorged, and large veins ruptured.
   

        "Die!!!"
   

        He stomped on the ground, ejecting like a shell. The terrifying strength brought by the acceleration of blood made Casio swell like a transformation, seemingly a sturdy fence.
   

        His silhouette instantly spanned several meters, the huge fist like a siege hammer, beat the face of the cloakman. A dramatic explosion pierced the rain curtain, the cloakman's face rippled with flesh, a large puff of fresh blood and suspected pieces of damaged organs sprayed out.
   

        The tall and strong body of the cloakman was also incredibly knocked out, only stopping when it hit a pillar five or six meters away. Its entire chin had been completely torn apart by the punch earlier, with at least one-third of the facial muscles exploded by the force.
   

        "Go!"
   

        Casio, like an arrow off the string, charged out, becoming the sharpest arrowhead wanting to blaze a bloody trail out from the encirclement of the cloakmen. Behind him, Lixia's silhouette followed closely.
   

        Casio tackled the enemy from the front, while Lixia covered him from the back. The teacher-student pair worked seamlessly, at least it seemed so right now. They even had a chance to break out.
   

        "Azure Wind airflow!!!"
   

        Spreading his arms, Casio swooped like a water bird. On his thick and sturdy palms, a layer of thick azure airflow spread covering like blade qi. As his arms swung rapidly, the white air drew a thin line in the air, exploding the raindrops it touched.
   

        A cloakman growling and pouncing from the front was struck back by the hand blade swung seven or eight times, suddenly freezing in place. By the time Casio and Lixia rushed past, his body quivered tremblingly, with dozens of bleeding cuts under his skin. The blood vessels beneath the skin and muscles burst, all cut off by the hand blade.
   

        "I still have strength! There's a chance!"
   

        Casio's spirit is extremely focused now. In the face of life and death, he seems to enter into a peculiar state. Everything around, the rustling of the rain, the pattering of the footsteps, the howl of the monsters, the heavy panting is all blocked!
   

        At this moment, he could only hear his own rapid heartbeat and the Wind Elephant Fist method gushing from his heart one after another. The parts which were originally difficult to understand, the parts not yet skilled, were all kneaded together, integrated into this moment's desperate fighting moves.
   

        This is a time of life and death, a time with a strong desire to fight. A Secret Martial Artist fully displaying what he has learned and wished for, Casio felt liberated at this moment.
   

        The body was liberated, the spirit was liberated, even the moves were liberated! If he could calm down now, he would see the progress bar of the Wind Elephant Fist in the upper right corner vibrating rapidly.
   

        But Casio had no mood to care about these at the moment.
   

        There are only three words in his mind.
   

        "Protect! Breakout! Fight!"
   

        "Boom!"
   

        A shadowy arm swung out, and a bandaged head, as if a watermelon, exploded with a bang, spraying a wide swath of red that was instantly washed away by the rain.
   

        Casio rammed into a cloaked figure, and the two violently collided within a second. Finally, he punched the cloaked figure under the chin, causing it to fly into a wall and collapse. The collapsing bricks and the heavy rain buried the figure.
   

        "Ah!!!"
   

        Casio cried out in pain, but his eyes were as fierce and cold as a wolf's. He spun around and with a swift claw, he snapped the neck of another cloaked figure trying to sneak attack from behind. Glancing at his injured left shoulder, he saw his bloodied arm dangling from its joint.
   

        He could feel it, the bone was broken, and only about two-thirds of the outer muscle and a layer of skin were barely holding it together.
   

        Swiftly turning his head, he saw Lixia's trembling figure on the not too distant ground, blood flowing from her mouth.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough..." The violent coughing continued.
   

        "Damn it!" Casio cursed himself. Lixia wasn't the same as she was half or even a full year ago. The injury that had been with her for ten years could no longer be suppressed and it had caused her hair to gray and weakened her even further in just a few short months.
   

        How could she withstand such intense fighting along the way?
   

        Casio ran back in a frenzy, hoisting Lixia onto his back: "Teacher, you must hold on! I'll break us out of here!"
   

        "Cough, cough, cough...I believe in you! I believe in you, Little Wei!"
   

        At this moment, Lixia didn't say anything about slowing down, or leaving her behind because she was just a burden. Because it would only distract and worry Casio. She knew this disciple of hers very well: he was reticent and always did his utmost when he said he would.
   

        The back pain she felt was excruciating, she could feel the gaping blood hole. Her strength was being lost bit by bit with her flowing blood, she probably couldn't recover, death was inevitable.
   

        Then she might as well stay on his back, perhaps she could act as a human shield for Casio, blocking one or two fatal attacks when it mattered most. The only descendant of her line must survive!
   

        With that thought in mind, Lixia gripped her bloody teeth and tightly wrapped her arms around Casio's neck. The falling droplets slid down her cheeks, and she didn't know if it was rain or tears.
   

        "Huff, huff, huff..."
   

        Casio turned into a black shadow, galloping along the path, breathing heavily like a wild bull. Ahead, large drops of rain were being blown into wave-like trails by the gale. From behind, more than a dozen dog-like figures tore and pounced through the curtains of rain.
   

        No different from a lone bull on the prairie, Casio was fatigued by what seemed like endless blockades and pursuits.
   

        Luckily, he was running faster than the cloaked figures. Although he was frequently intercepted and ensnared, Casio was gradually distancing himself from the platform. The cold rain seemed endless, bathing everything in a gray haze.
   

        "Thud!" A figure wrapped in bandages was sent tumbling, rolling like a barrel in the mud.
   

        "There's no one chasing us! Let's go!"
   

        Casio swept his eyes towards the rear, all the pursuers had been shaken off. He promptly ran headlong into the depths of the rain curtain.
   

        After what felt like an eternity, only the plip-plop of rain hitting the ground was audible. Carrying Lixia on his back, Casio rushed into a patch of woods. 
   

        They had successfully escaped, or so they thought...
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        In the dense forest.
   

        A decaying boot heavily steps onto the mud ground, the next moment, a robust, scar-ridden leg stomps down again.
   

        Casio's silhouette darts rapidly through the woods. He feels tired and even slightly out of it. His whole body is filled with pain, and the bones under his muscles are moaning.
   

        With every step taken, the whole body's wounds feel as though they are being torn, causing excruciating pain. Especially the left arm, where there's only a small lump of flesh, swaying from side to side.
   

        He is now just like his senior brother, Heige.
   

        It's as if in the recent battle, he got ripped off by a cloaked person he couldn't quite place. Perhaps it's teeming with bacteria in some water pit, or it might have been eaten by monsters.
   

        Casio doesn't care about these things, as getting out of the encirclement is the greatest fortune. This is different from Li Wei, he fought his way out alive, the countless scars on his body are evidence of the fight.
   

        "Run further away! Just a little further to recover some strength, then..." Casio thinks to himself with gritted teeth, but suddenly realizes something is wrong behind him. Lixia's coughing has disappeared for quite some time now.
   

        He quickly rushes to a large tree, gently lowering Lixia from his back with one hand. The moment Casio touched Lixia's back, his shoulder shudders uncontrollably. Under the dim light of the sky, Lixia's eyes are tightly closed, her face pale as if she's dead.
   

        Casio uses his body to block the rain, placing his fingers under Lixia's nose. Fortunately, Lixia still has a faint breath.
   

        He takes a deep breath and looks at Lixia's back. The skin and muscles there have been completely torn, with three massive scratches running vertically, the wounds are so bloody they have turned white.
   

        What's most severe is a penetrating wound on the left side.
   

        Through the red muscles, one could see the white skeleton beneath.
   

        "Li... Li Wei..."
   

        All of a sudden, a murmur-like voice arises.
   

        "I'm here, Teacher, I'm here!"
   

        Casio kneels on the ground, panting heavily.
   

        "Boom!" The misty sky is torn apart by lightning, where the gale whips the heavy rain which strikes everything under the sky ferociously, blurring all objects under a transparent fog.
   

        Through that moment of cracking light, Casio could see Lixia's frighteningly pale face and her black pupils gazing at him. "Teacher, I'm taking you back to Northern Flow City to see a doctor right now! If I put in all my strength I should still be able..."
   

        "No, cough, I... I know the state of my injuries, every martial artist has this ability, you should know, don't risk it anymore." Lixia coughs and pants.
   

        She struggles to breathe, like an old bellows.
   

        "..." Casio is as silent as a statue, while the rain crazily pours from the sky, drenching his naked upper body.
   

        "Don't... don't be sad for me. This day was destined ten years ago, it's just a bit early. I have been mentally prepared, death is not scary for me, it's just a bit regrettable that I couldn't see your outstanding days..." Lixia forces a smile, it seems quite unnatural.
   

        "Remember, don't seek revenge on those monsters without any powers!" Her tone suddenly becomes serious: "Cough, cough, run as far as possible, leave North Flow Country! Never go back to the Wind Elephant Gate, never! Don't go to any branches! Just leave, and heal these injuries first."
   

        Casio nods silently, his mouth is a straight line.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough..." Lixia has another series of violent coughs, quite frightening, blood overflows from the corner of her mouth. After deeply breathing twice, she opens her mouth again, her voice like charred wood, dry and scratchy: "Also... also! Live on for me, live on for us, live on for the Wind Elephant Gate! And also, don't lose the pocket watch I gave you..."
   

        Lixia's breathing slows down, like a drowning patient. She holds onto Casio's right hand tightly, as if her life force is returning. All of a sudden, that hand loses its strength.
   

        "Teacher? Teacher... Teacher! Teacher!"
   

        Casio's eyes widen, as a sense of emptiness blows hard on his heart, freezing some valuable and beautiful things into ice cubes, which then shatters in the heavy rain and strong wind.
   

        The dark clouds swallow the remaining light of the day, the noise of the rain nearly drowns out all other sounds. Casio coldly gazes at the direction they came from, shouting in his heart: Revenge! Wait for me, monster!
   

        He takes a deep breath, as if to swallow all the hatred and hide it in his heart, Casio shakily extends his finger.
   

        Then.
   

        "Hm?"
   

        Without a second thought, he picked up Lixia in his arms with the fastest speed he'd ever mustered and bolted towards North Flow City.
   

        Three months passed, East Sea County, at the Blue Tree Forest Sanatorium.
   

        The sun shone brightly today. A heavy rain had poured all night long, so the blue sky looked like it had been washed with a cloth.
   

        Only a few clouds swayed in the breeze.
   

        This Blue Tree Forest Sanatorium was very luxurious, the ground was paved with large chunks of gray stone in a grid pattern.
   

        On both sides of the road were sprawling flower beds, attracting tiny insects with their fragrant red and green flowers. Tall and upright ornamental trees blocked the sunlight, casting a large swath of shade.
   

        By the shade of the trees, a white six-cornered fountain gushed continuously with clear water, occasionally attracting a butterfly to alight on the edge.
   

        On the circular road beside the fountain, a tall one-armed youth was slowly pushing a wheelchair forward, occupied by a woman with white hair but a relatively young face.
   

        Her face bore a scar, an appearance of recent recovery from a serious illness.
   

        "Hello, Mister Casio."
   

        A little brat holding a windmill toy approached him.
   

        "Hello, Martin. Here, a candy." The man, using his one good arm, took out a red candy from his pocket and offered it to the child.
   

        "Thank you."
   

        The kid skipped joyfully away with a bounce in his each step.
   

        "You've changed a lot, Little Wei." The woman said with a smile on her somewhat pale face. Li Wei used to be a reserved student, but now seemed more cheerful. Maybe the trauma of losing an arm changed his personality.
   

        "People always change, Teacher Lixia."
   

        Casio took a candy out from his pocket and tossed it into his mouth.
   

        The sweetness was quite pleasant.
   

        On that rainy night three months ago, Wind Elephant Gate was nearly annihilated, with only Casio and Lixia surviving.
   

        That's right, Lixia didn't die! At the time, Lixia thought she was certain to die, and Casio also believed that her injuries were too severe.
   

        But surprisingly, she held on!
   

        Casio rushed to the hospital in North Flow City with the fastest speed he could muster, practically falling from exhaustion by the time he arrived. Despite the doctors' best efforts and surgery, they were about to declare failure when by some miracle or divine intervention, Lixia pulled through! But she did remain unconscious on the hospital bed for three days.
   

        Upon awaking after three days, Lixia was confounded to find that she had been brought back from the brink of death despite having given her apparent last words.
   

        The near death experience was then followed by almost a month of treatment. During this time, the Cloaked One never showed up, seemingly having forgotten about Casio and his teacher. But Lixia was uneasy, so two months ago, she endured the pain and went with Casio to East Sea County.
   

        Using his alias "Casio", he admitted Lixia into the sanatorium where they spent a tranquil two months.
   

        By the fountain, Lixia sat in her wheelchair, lifting her hand for a scoop of the cold clear water. Casio stood tall in her presence like a large tree.
   

        He suddenly spoke up.
   

        "Teacher, I'm planning to start practicing the Secret Martial Art again tomorrow."
   

        "Good!" Lixia nodded heavily, "But at least for the next five years, don't go investigating those monsters, promise me."
   

        "Of course."
   

        Casio squinted his eyes. He would not act during this time of retrospection, and swore to suppress his hatred. On the third node of his path of revenge will he unleash his wrath... 
   

        He hoped that the doubled enhancement of the Shadow Demon wouldn't disappoint him.
   

        He wondered, how would the minor accomplishment of the second layer of the Wind Elephant Fist fare if it were to double again?
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The warm summer sunlight shone down on Casio, half of his body was covered by the shadow of the White Stone Fountain. He looked up at the sky, extraordinarily blue, extraordinarily pure.
   

        As if it could imprint a person's soul upon it.
   

        From this day onwards, Casio had again resumed the days of relentless training at the Wind Elephant Gate. However, there was no longer anyone to teach him, it was all down to his own comprehension and practice. As for Teacher Lixia, she needed to rest, a long period of rest.
   

        Casio had planned as such and Lixia obediently complied. At this moment, the roles seemed to have reversed between the teacher and the student. Just like parents and children, children listen to their parents when they are young, but when the children grow up, the parents listen to them.
   

        Perhaps, Lixia obeying Casio's schedule was to live a little longer. She wished to extend her end of life as much as she could and accompany her disciple a little longer.
   

        Starting from the summer, Casio began the recovery exercise and Secret Martial Arts training. Although it was a little uncomfortable to start with only one hand, he gradually got used to it over time. Even after half a year, Casio had begun to understand Brother Heige a bit.
   

        During this time, he gradually mastered the true essence of the second chapter, Elephant Herd, of the Wind Elephant Fist. Even relying on his realm of a boxer's body, he began to practice the two ultimate techniques of the Elephant Herd Chapter. Of which, he had completely mastered the Elephant Roaring Sound of the Straight Fist, and another most potent killing move, Swing Punch Wind Elephant Torrent, was also half mastered.
   

        "Wind Elephant's Secret Martial Art: Second Level (out of three levels)
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: 25.9% (out of three levels)
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 47.5% (out of three levels)"
   

        These were the results of his Cultivation in more than a year, Elephant Soul Secret Technique has increased from about 5% in the second level to 25%, and Wind Elephant Fist has increased from around 32% to 47%. The reason Wind Elephant Fist started from 32% was due to frequent sparring in the North Flow Country Secret Martial Arts Exchange Tournament, combined with a life-or-death fight on a rainy night.
   

        In fact, looking at the increase already shows that practicing Wind Elephant Secret martial arts becomes even harder for each one percent of progress in the later stages.
   

        Many things are not useful just because you have talent, and they also require a lot of time to grind. But fortunately, there is an EXP packet in the real world waiting for Casio to collect.
   

        On this day, Casio got up on time, made breakfast for himself and Teacher Lixia, and then took a cold shower to stimulate the nerves and wake up. He had breakfast, accompanied Lixia to walk and chat in the city's central garden near the apartment. He returned and entered the basement to train in Secret Martial Arts, until close to noon, then he took a shower and made lunch.
   

        After having lunch, Lixia took a nap, and he continued to cultivate Wind Elephant Secret Martial Arts. At about two in the afternoon, he packed his things and went to a nearby martial arts hall for coaching work. Until it was nearly dinner time, Casio made dinner at home, and the two went for a walk again.
   

        When they returned from the walk, Casio did not enter the basement to cultivate Secret Martial Arts like usual, instead, he entered Lixia's bedroom. He found a chair and sat down, constantly chatting.
   

        Lixia was quite curious about today's anomaly of Casio, but he just shook his head saying it was nothing. Until a certain moment, his mind shook, the entire room and the entire world began to quiver and spin, all the things around him began to slowly and eerily fade away.
   

        Pop! It was as if a layer of the membrane was ruptured.
   

        Casio's blurry senses cleared up, and the faint floral scent originally at the tip of his nose turned into a decaying wood smell.
   

        He opened his eyes, a familiar scene came into view. This was an abandoned warehouse on the outskirts of the city, the light was very dim. There was a pile of goods stacked in the corner along the edge, and Casio was sitting on a chair.
   

        Click, Click, Click...
   

        A series of bone cracking sounds came from his body, he abruptly stood up, and his clothes and trousers were torn immediately. The muscular contour and the towering stature of about six feet, suddenly burst the previously fitting clothes. Rags hung on the surface of his body.
   

        Casio moved his body slightly, the strength of the Era of Retrospection had been brought back. He clumsily lifted his left hand, a familiar yet unfamiliar feeling welled up in his heart.
   

        He clenched and loosened his fist, then let it hang to his side. Having adapted to having only one hand over a year and more, he was now unfamiliar with having two hands. It would take a few days of adjustment to overcome this habit.
   

        He looked down at his tattered clothes, Casio picked up a large box from the nearby corner, and quickly changed into a casual outfit.
   

        As a matter of fact, he was well prepared.
   

        He lit an oil lamp and placed it on the ground.
   

        Casio looked at his watch, the silver dial pointed at 19:05, which was around seven o'clock in the evening.
   

        It was July 3rd now, the Shadow Demon was supposed to appear at 6 o'clock in the evening of July 4th. So, he had to wait for one more day.
   

        This little time meant nothing to his patience, Casio did not intend to sleep, he directly started the Secret Martial Arts training in the warehouse. As dawn broke, the sunrise illuminated the entire sky.
   

        It was July 4th today, still the same routine. He stayed in the warehouse practicing and only went out to eat.
   

        Tick Tock, the second hand jumped.
   

        5:30 in the afternoon.
   

        Casio, who had taken a short nap, opened his eyes, his spirit was radiant, he couldn't wait to enjoy the boost of the Shadow Demon.
   

        "Hey, White Wolf, we have the keys, so there's no need to climb in through the window." A middle-aged man's voice was heard outside the warehouse.
   

        "Let's go in then, we can wait for the people of the Black Flame Gang inside. They are expected to arrive at forty-five past, and they will definitely bring the goods with them." A slightly hoarse male voice said.
   

        "Hehe, the goods are quite valuable, when our boss sells these goods, we will definitely get a lot of shares!"
   

        The owner of this voice was speaking while opening the door.
   

        The iron door creaked open, a smell of decay came over, with a slight hint of sweaty odor mixed in it.
   

        "Damn! This is too smelly."
   

        A man holding the keys covered his nose and waved his hand.
   

        "Nevermind, let's go."
   

        A gang member with dyed hair was holding a box next to him.
   

        As soon as the two took their first step, a gaze like a sword projected from within the darkness. The next second, a tall and burly figure suddenly appeared in front of them.
   

        Just like teleportation, it was ghost-like.
   

        White Wolf raised his head stiffly.
   

        A pair of palm-sized hands turned into a blurry shadow.
   

        Two heads thumped together, the sound was so exaggerated as if a bomb had exploded. These two unfortunate gang members lost consciousness in an instant and dropped to the floor with a thud.
   

        "Such a bother..."
   

        Casio's towering figure vanished into the darkness, a pair of eyes looking at the two corpses on the ground. He glanced from left to right, his attention was drawn to the small box beside him.
   

        He walked straight to it, picked it up and opened it to look inside.
   

        Inside was a full 150,000 Hong Li Federation coins!
   

        "Not a bother anymore." Casio flicked the banknotes and gave a small laugh.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The intentions of these two gang members weren't difficult to guess.
   

        Many gang deals often take place in some abandoned warehouses in the city suburbs. These guys being the local snakes of Baichuan City, it wasn't that surprising for them to have a dealer or two. However, it was just Casio's luck to be waiting for the Shadow Demon here.
   

        If they came for trouble, there was nothing he could do.
   

        As for the 150,000 Federal Coins, Casio graciously accepted. After all, it was dirty gang money and unlikely to have a legitimate source. He wasn't particularly wealthy in the real world, so this was a bit like robbing the rich to give to the poor.
   

        Although the "poor" in this case was himself.
   

        Casio quickly dealt with the two corpses, piling them up in a corner. Afterward, he left the main door slightly ajar while he quietly waited for the dealmakers from the Black Flame Gang that these two mentioned.
   

        At five forty-five, the sound of footsteps rang outside the door.
   

        "It should be this warehouse. Let's go in and take a look."
   

        With that, the warehouse door was pushed open; two members of the Black Flame Gang walked in from outside. Their style was typical of gang members, wearing black leather jackets with a fire tattoo about the size of a thumb on their wrists, and their hair styled eccentrically.
   

        They glanced inside only to see an empty chair in the open area. Their view to the right was blocked by stacked goods.
   

        "Where is the person?"
   

        The gang member carrying the hand suitcase asked.
   

        "Right here."
   

        A low voice suddenly came from behind them.
   

        Suddenly, both of them felt enveloped by a massive heat source. The aura it gave off caused their legs to weaken, and one of them reached shakily for his side.
   

        A cold chuckle echoed out.
   

        It was followed by two clear sounds of bone fractures.
   

        Casio had exchanged looks with the shocked faces of two men before throwing them to the floor. Turns out, he used a bit too much strength, turning their necks a full one hundred and eighty degrees.
   

        At five fifty, it took him five minutes to clean up the "trash".
   

        Afterward, he opened the box brought by the Black Flame Gang to see what was inside. It turned out to be a small bag of white powder; which Casio was uninterested in. He discarded the suitcase nonchalantly to one side.
   

        Tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock.
   

        The minute hand kept shifting, and finally pointed at six o'clock.
   

        Casio sat on the chair, watching the shadow of himself on the tiled floor. The shadow twitched, as if convulsing.
   

        The frequency increased, and the shaking became faster and faster.
   

        Finally, in a moment of daze, a living person appeared in the shadow's position. It was an exact replica of Casio from twenty-four hours ago. The facial features, body shape, clothing were all identical, but the aura was even colder.
   

        Casio had sharp eyes; he immediately noticed the handgun tucked by the Shadow Demon's waist. He reaches for his side, and the handgun was still there.
   

        What is this principle? Were the weapons replicated too?!
   

        Would the Shadow Demon replicate the precious Hundred Medicine Body Refining Ointment if Casio crafted one in reality and carried it with him? After all, the Body Refining Paste had short-term healing and strength-enhancing effects and could be considered a weapon.
   

        Would it work if he then captured the Shadow Demon, stole its version of the paste, and ate it? Casio thought it sounded a bit far-fetched, but he couldn't help but consider it.
   

        Because when it came to the Shadow Demon's rules, he only knew the basics. He wasn't entirely clear on the detailed specifics.
   

        That was the main purpose of the gun-carrying experiment this time. Casio knew now that the Shadow Demon could replicate weapons.
   

        Of course, he could be so daring because he had full confidence. A mere handgun posed no threat to a martial artist of his caliber.
   

        Even if the trigger was pulled by a version of himself from twenty-four hours ago.
   

        "Tie it up first and deal with it after an hour," thought Casio, just about to take action when the sound of unlocking came from outside. Bang! The iron door was kicked open, and about seven or eight tattooed members of the Black Flame Gang burst in.
   

        "Twins? Daring to mess with the Black Flame Gang, have you tired of living?!" The leader was a muscular man with a mohawk hairstyle, wearing a black shirt with a skull print.
   

        At the moment, his face had a self-righteous and angry expression.
   

        Six or seven lackeys stood behind him, some holding baseball bats, others steel pipes, and still others clutching daggers.
   

        They all had a raucous air about them, their hair every bit as eccentric and outlandish.
   

        "Boss, they seem to have a gun!!!" One of the lackeys near the right hand side was sharp-eyed and abruptly reported to the burly man.
   

        "Damn!"
   

        The burly man instantly drew his gun, and bullets whizzed towards the two. Casio's figure vanished in an instant, but the Shadow Demon was a step slower. Its right hand was pierced by a bullet. However, that seemed to be useless; the bullet indeed went through.
   

        But it was like hitting water, where the reflection on the water surface broke for a moment, creating ripples. In the next second, the water surface became calm again, and the original reflection returned to normal.
   

        At this moment, the Shadow Demon was the same. Ripples appeared where the bullet hit its wrist, and in the next second, it healed back to normal. The Shadow Demon suddenly turned its gaze towards the gang members, its eyes filled with a cold killing intent.
   

        It seemed as if by attacking the Shadow Demon, these people triggered some mechanism in it. It stood there, suddenly drew its gun and aimed at the people, pulling the trigger directly. Bang! Bang! Bang! A series of gunshots rang out. The Shadow Demon was actually engaging in a rapid shootout with the burly man.
   

        The Shadow Demon was pierced by three or four bullets, and all that happened to its body was washes of waves akin to liquid. Whereas, the gang members on the other side fell to the ground one by one, with bullet holes in the critical parts of their bodies. They hit the ground without even a pained howl.
   

        "So that's it..."
   

        From the side, a tall figure was stepping out from the shadows.
   

        The Shadow Demon instantly turned its gun muzzle and fired.
   

        However, once the gunshot sounded, there was no longer a figure standing where Casio had been. The Shadow Demon instantly turned its gaze to take in its surroundings. It was empty, only filled with vast expanses of shadow.
   

        It was already past six, and the sun was setting.
   

        The entire warehouse was pitch black, blocking the line of sight.
   

        The door of the iron gate on the right was wide open, with the light of dusk pouring in.
   

        The Shadow Demon didn't choose to leave but instead walked towards the back of the warehouse where the goods were stacked, with its gun in hand. It moved like a trained detective, lightly treading, bending its legs to lower its center of gravity. The handgun was always raised, parallel to its line of sight.
   

        The place was isolated, entirely silent.
   

        The Shadow Demon moved slowly, like an undercover detective in a warehouse, apprehending a deal criminal. The primary dealers on both sides were already taken down, leaving only one criminal.
   

        Where could the most dangerous criminal be hiding?
   

        Bang!
   

        A tall figure burst out with a speed too quick for the ears to react, directly knocking the Shadow Demon, who was shorter, flying away.
   

        Thump, the gun and the man hit the ground at the same time.
   

        "Test over..."
   

        A tall figure appeared next to the Shadow Demon, a heavy foot pressing on its back, making it gasp for air.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Five minutes later, the Shadow Demon was tied to the only chair in the warehouse. To prevent any accidents, Casio had completely broken his limbs and stuffed a cloth ball into his mouth. Casio just tested it, the Shadow Demon was unable to communicate.
   

        He wouldn't reveal anything about himself or any detailed rules. It wasn't that he refused to speak, it was more like he didn't know himself.
   

        He was a killing machine created, acted on instinct once he was manifested, and was to kill Casio, his host. 
   

        Casio deeply watched the terrified Shadow Demon, turned on the kerosene lamp beside him, and finally crossed his arms and leaned against the wall.
   

        The Shadow Demon couldn't reveal the information Casio wanted to know, but Casio had already obtained some intelligence from the experiment just now.
   

        Firstly, Phantomization.
   

        Shadow Demon's combat with the host cannot be interfered, if any outside force wanted to assist the host, the Shadow Demon would enter phantomization. Like just now, the bullets from the handgun of the gang leader would pass directly through the Shadow Demon's body, as if hitting the air, without any effect. Only the host could touch the Shadow Demon and only the host could cause damage to the Shadow Demon.
   

        Secondly, the Shadow Demon would automatically eliminate any extra factor, attacking anyone who influences the battle between the Shadow Demon and the host. For example, the Shadow Demon's shooting at the seven or eight gang members just now was an example. In other words, if someone wanted to interfere with the battle between Casio and the Shadow Demon, he would most likely be attacked by both of them.
   

        Thirdly, the Shadow Demon could replicate weapons, which was obvious.
   

        Fourthly, the Shadow Demon could only replicate the memories of combat skills but could not perfectly replicate Casio's personality or other memories.
   

        Fifthly, the Shadow Demon wouldn't run away during the battle, but would have to fight to the death with the host. For example, just now when the warehouse door was open, the Shadow Demon didn't choose to leave but held the gun and went deep to find Casio. It was like a moth attracted by light.
   

        These detailed rules were mostly tested out for Casio by the gang members who accidentally intruded. Actually, given Casio's strength, he could have twisted the Shadow Demon's limbs the moment he was manifested, but he deliberately stepped back because he wanted to see the Shadow Demon's behavioral rules. Casio was quite curious about such an oddity.
   

        Of course, what just happened was just a small experiment, Casio had more weird thoughts to try. For example, staying up for three or four nights until he was in a daze, then sleeping for twelve hours. When the Shadow Demon manifested, perhaps the one that would appear before Casio would be a person on the verge of neurasthenia from staying up all night.
   

        Or, he could take a non-lethal poison, making his body extremely weak. Then he would quickly take the antidote when the time came, using the day's time difference to do a lot of things.
   

        Or why not drive a mud truck to kill the Shadow Demon? Or stand at the edge of a cliff, casting his shadow on the cliff. The moment the Shadow Demon manifested, it would appear in mid-air and fall to its death.
   

        Casio's mind was humming with ideas, he couldn't stop daydreaming. These weren't absurd thoughts, and they certainly weren't useless. Because he couldn't guarantee that he could complete the Obsession Node of the Legendary Antiques every time he performed a retrospect. If he failed in the retrospect, Casio's strength couldn't improve, and he could only face the Shadow Demon evenly. It would be better to prepare some underhand tricks in advance.
   

        It might not be moral, but as long as it worked!
   

        What kind of good quality would Casio discuss with a freakish monster?
   

        Thus, time ticked away little by little until the clock pointed at seven in the evening. On the black chair, the Shadow Demon's body suddenly grew taller as its muscles expanded, his clothes being slowly torn apart.
   

        The hemp rope that bound him was also very taut.
   

        However, it was useless for the Shadow Demon to become stronger, his limbs and joints had all been removed and completely broken. Only his head was intact, but now his neck was also grabbed by a strong arm. Casio was crouching behind the Shadow Demon at the moment.
   

        With his right hand curving to constrict the neck and his left hand pressing on the Shadow Demon's head, Casio's eyes were as cold as ever: "goodbye..."
   

        Crack!
   

        Casio exerted all his strength, directly twisted the Shadow Demon's sturdy and strong neck by one hundred and eighty degrees, ensuring his certain death.
   

        "It's over."
   

        He looked forward, the limp corpse on the chair began to melt into a vague and squirming shadow.
   

        Whoosh! The shadow returned to Casio's body.
   

        In an instant, a huge flow of information flooded into his mind, which was endless combat skills. Including a lot of understanding of the Wind Elephant Fist's Gale Chapter and Elephant Herd Chapter, and the use of the four killer moves. Originally, Casio had only learned more than half of the fourth kill move of the Wind Elephant Torrent, but now he had suddenly comprehended it, and it was like he had mastered it for a long time.
   

        The two years of training in the Era of Retrospection once again rushed to his mind, as if a film was being played before Casio's eyes. Every detail and flaw of the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art was firmly etched in his mind.
   

        Top right corner.
   

        「Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 67.1% (three levels in total)」
   

        Wind Elephant Fist second chapter completed! It saved Casio about two or three years of time, his realm of martial arts was now on par with those old martial artists at the headquarters of the Wind Elephant Gate, or even superior.
   

        Opening his eyes, Casio slightly moved his body.
   

        Immediately, a series of crackling noises came from his body joints, and a formidable power lingered in his heart. His body muscles hadn't changed much, but his muscle density had significantly enhanced. Casio could feel that he was much heavier than before.
   

        He was just about to raise his head to look at the top right corner.
   

        A muffled thunder exploded by his ear, leading to a dawning realization.
   

        Thump thump thump...
   

        His heart was beating rapidly, pumping with force. The hot and thick blood was squeezed into every corner of his body's vessels.
   

        Casio's body stiffened, his muscles trembled slightly.
   

        A large amount of heat radiated from his body surface, almost instantly his skin turned as red as a cooked lobster. Sweat gushed out from his sweat glands, instantly soaking his clothes.
   

        They even dripped onto the floor, forming a puddle.
   

        Casio could feel as if a heat vortex had formed around his belly button. When the blood flowed here, it was violently thrown out by the vortex, then raced like a bullet to his heart. The heart fiercely squeezed it out, quickly running it through to his belly button.
   

        They supplemented each other, one up and one down. That made the blood continuously speed up circulation, forming a red fine line in the body.
   

        "This is... the second blood accelerating node of the human body!"
   

        Casio's eyes widened. The dropped sweat had soaked his eyelashes, making his vision hazy and blurry.
   

        In the pitch-black warehouse, there was only the thumping heartbeat like a fierce beast. The next second, there was a thud like the beating of a drum. 
   

        Casio's body shook, and the sweat all over his body was thrown away by the muscle tremors, forming a water stain on the wall.
   

        He opened his eyes and exhaled a hot breath.
   

        "The second realm of the martial artist, two times blood acceleration!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Teacher Lixia once told him that martial artists use the Core Secret Martial Arts to refine their physique beyond human limits, allowing their minds to sense and control the blood circulation in their bodies, accelerating it.
   

        There are three nodes: the heart, the navel, and the Brow Chakra.
   

        Each node that is opened can double the speed of blood acceleration and as a result, the speed at which power and strength explode in the same time. Casio had just broken through to where he could accelerate blood twice as fast, and now he could accelerate blood three times as fast!
   

        Don't forget, at this moment, Casio's physique had already surpassed human limits. He could break an automobile apart with a single punch. And, this punch was three times more powerful! If he hit a human with such force, it would be like hitting a water-filled bag.
   

        Bang!! It would explode instantly, its contents scattered like stars in the sky.
   

        Casio could already envision the bloody scene.
   

        He took another confident step towards the inhuman enemy.
   

        In the shadows, Casio slowly clenched his right hand into a fist, the sound of his bone joints creaking filled the air. Boom! A huge shadow roared like a python. The intense gale caused the fabric of his clothes to ripple continuously, pressing tightly to Casio's back.
   

        Mid-air, the muscular arm abruptly stopped. The faint white ripple on the surface of his fist slowly dissipated. A faint smile was present on Casio's face; he had used nothing but his physical strength, not employing the Cang Feng Airflow. It was a pure three times burst based on his own physical condition.
   

        The air in front of him was compressed against his swiftly moving fist, naturally forming a faintly visible white ripple.
   

        "Time to try Cang Feng Airflow..."
   

        As Casio had this thought, he sharply extended his right hand, with his five fingers resembled claws. Instantaneously, visible ripples of airflow squeezed out from between his fingers, covering more and more of his palm. His pupils reddened as his blood accelerated to the second level.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh...
   

        The white mist in his palm started spinning rapidly. The edges presented an arc ripple similar to a gyroscope, and they spun faster and faster, forming a flat white sphere in his palm.
   

        The moment the sphere was about to be fully formed, bang!!!
   

        The sphere of air exploded. A strong wind swept the surrounding ten meters in an instant, the sound similar to that of a basketball exploding.
   

        "Did I almost create a Rasengan?!"
   

        Casio was surprised. He didn't expect the power of Cang Feng Airflow to increase so much under the second level blood acceleration. The airflow spinning in the same direction created a huge spiral dissipation force.
   

        If it hit a wall, it could potentially pierce right through. Even if it hit a concrete ground, it could probably create a pit.
   

        Unfortunately, the previous air bullet was not successful. Casio's control was slightly lacking, and he didn't grasp the balance of the airflow very well.
   

        It seemed that to truly succeed, he would have to reach the second layer of Cang Feng Airflow, which Casio wasn't too far from achieving.
   

        'Cang Feng Airflow: Second layer 69.1% (two layers)'
   

        He could thank the generous gift from the Shadow Demon for this.
   

        Casio clenched his fists tightly. Now, he could probably fight several versions of his past self. Even, Casio doubted whether Heige, the eldest brother in the Wind Elephant Gate who had been a martial artist for five to six years and had gone everywhere to look for strong opponents to spar with in actual combat, would be his match.
   

        In other words, if he took part in the Martial Artist Exchange Competition in North Flow Country now, he might become the champion of the individual competition.
   

        That would be the strongest amongst all martial arts styles under the age of thirty.
   

        "Power is everything." Casio uttered under his breath, his heart full of satisfaction and joy from gaining such power.
   

        "Exhale...don't become complacent."
   

        After taking a deep breath, Casio reminded himself, the same way Teacher Lixia had been teaching him all these years.
   

        Confidence is strength, arrogance is stupidity!
   

        Once embarking on the path of secret martial arts, one must find the direction of their own fist.
   

        Casio stretched his neck and looked at the pile of corpses in the corner, the bodies of the gang members were bloody and troublesome to deal with. Shadow Demon had killed in an overly brutal manner. Firearms are such inconvenient weapons, not as straightforward and clean as breaking their necks.
   

        Despite his complaints, he still had to deal with the aftermath.
   

        Even though these were deserving gang members, there were too many dead bodies. The police station in Baichuan City would definitely send investigators.
   

        Casio didn't wish to get entangled with those annoying detectives.
   

        During the body disposal process, he discovered a book on the gang leader who had been wielding a gun. He temporarily kept it in his pocket as he disposed the rest of the corpses on the outskirts of town under the cover of darkness.
   

        He dug a hole at a random spot and dumped all the bodies in it.
   

        At nine in the evening, Casio had cleaned the warehouse and neatly arranged all his belongings to one side.
   

        He lit the oil lamp and sat on a chair, pulling out the book.
   

        The book had a brown cover with sturdy yellow pages inside. There was something wedged between the pages. As soon as he opened to the first page, a coloured photograph fell out. With his quick reflexes, he instantly caught it mid-air.
   

        Under the light of the lamp, he glanced at it, his eyebrows furrowed.
   

        The photo depicted an antique, a gigantic brass and redwood enamel wall clock. It was beautifully crafted and was well-preserved. Its edges had extremely detailed textures.
   

        Casio opened the book and reinserted the photograph into its page.
   

        Under the dim yellow lamp, he meticulously word by word. Casio was highly interested in antiques.
   

        As the pages turned, Casio raised an eyebrow.
   

        A keyword caught his eye: "Sand Dust."
   

        A recently rising power was currently challenging the position of the Black Spade Organization in the North Flow Country. Their range of operations was broad, not limited to prohibited goods, antiques, "flour," murder, etc.
   

        The local gang in Baichuan City, the Black Flame Gang, had secretly been subdued by them, providing certain services for the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        The book was a list of antiques to be transported to Baichuan City. The gun-toting leader was the person responsible for managing this aspect in the Black Flame Gang. Casio was instantly reminded of the night at Phil's Manor when he eavesdropped on Phil's father's conversation about the Sand Dust Organization planning an Antique Exhibition in Baichuan City.
   

        July 25th, shortly after midnight, the location of the warehouse was at 118 Beika Street, Baichuan City. A black transporting Fortune Car and three standard escorts, possibly armed...
   

        This was the information Casio had gathered, which was generally similar to the information in the book, except for the date. The book mentioned the date as July 5th, which was tomorrow night, twenty days earlier than what Casio had heard at the Manor.
   

        It was clear which was the real and which was the fake. As the actual person in charge of operations and contact, the information he had was first-hand and definitely correct.
   

        This time, it seems like he had stumbled upon the truth by pure luck.
   

        Casio was intrigued and flipped the pages, one by one. The book was filled with various photos, some with one large antique, others with dozens of small antiques.
   

        When he was a third of the way through the book, under the lamplight, Casio suddenly stopped on a page holding a photo and muttered to himself.
   

        "The pocket watch, the pocket watch teacher Lixia gave me..."
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        In the colour photograph, a large pile of antiques occupied the central area, resting in a corner at the edge of the frame was a silver pocket watch on a table. It was somewhat old but seemed well preserved. Carved on the cover of the watch, which was opened, were a large number of Genshao leaves.
   

        Also engraved on the surface were two blurry letters: NZ.
   

        NZ, Naz. Lixia's elder martial brother, and Casio's grand martial uncle.
   

        This pocket watch was Naz's legacy. Lixia gave this watch to Casio in the hope that he too could become as remarkable, courageous, and powerful as Naz.
   

        This watch held a special significance for Lixia.
   

        On the rainy night of the Sect Destruction War, Lixia, while on her deathbed, gave her final words - not to lose the watch.
   

        This was a symbol of inheritance...
   

        "I didn't expect to find it here."
   

        Casio furrowed his brows tightly, giving him another reason to intercept the goods. Originally, he was somewhat tempted by the Sand Dust Organization, transporting so many antiques to Baichuan City. He might be able to absorb some Obsession Energy from within. But now, among this batch of antiques was the pocket watch of Naz. It was something he absolutely had to get.
   

        "July 5th, tomorrow night, Beika Street..."
   

        Casio muttered quietly, hoping the disappearance of the Black Flame Gang wouldn't affect the Sand Dust Organization's operations tomorrow. Otherwise, he would have to create a bloodbath amongst the Black Flame Gang to find what he was looking for.
   

        "I hope you guys don't bring death upon yourselves."
   

        Casio shoved the notebook into his pocket and picked up the large red box next to him. Taking advantage of the thick night, he headed towards the city.
   

        Staggered white-grey buildings with grid lines perfectly framed against the endless dark sky. A handful of scattered stars twinkled and the half-hidden crescent moon was obscured by the clouds. Only a tinge of white frost was sprinkled on the ground.
   

        Black streetlights were neatly lined on both sides of the road, with only a few drunken revelers swaying around. One or two stray cats were scavenging for food near the trash can, while torn newspapers were swept away by the wind.
   

        Casio took a deep breath of the cool night air, heading toward number 25, Banner Street, where he lived in Jessica's apartment.
   

        "Hm!?"
   

        Casio whirled around as he sensed someone running in the right alley - his perception extremely acute since he just had a breakthrough.
   

        "Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump..."
   

        The figure appeared - a man wearing a jacket, adorned with alternative heavy metal chains. It seemed like a gangster?
   

        "Coming at me?" Casio felt as if the man's attention was on him. He glanced down at the heavy hand suitcase in his right hand, inside of which was one hundred and fifty thousand Federation Coins.
   

        "You…" The man just rushed in front of Casio.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        The man was kicked off and skidded along the alley floor, rolling a few times before coming to a stop.
   

        "Damn, even close to Leiter Street there's a thug daring to rob. The security of Baichuan city is getting worse." Casio spat, picking up the heavy suitcase and quickly walked away.
   

        He didn't want to kill here, it's too close to the urban area. Besides, he's been too bloodthirsty lately, killing too many people. He needed to cool down.
   

        Under the dim moonlight, in a quiet and dark alley.
   

        A man curled on the ground, coughing. After lying down for a while, he staggered to his feet, leaning against the wall for support.
   

        "Damn, why didn't he let me finish speaking!"
   

        The man was not handsome, even a bit sleazy. He sports lots of hair, and his sideburns curled around his ears. A shiny metal chain was hanging around his neck.
   

        He reached out to wipe the saliva on his mouth that had been kicked out.
   

        "Did he think I was some street thug?" The man glanced at his outfit, feeling almost certain about the misperception. He never thought there would be a day when he'd be mistaken for a thug because of his dressing!
   

        This was indeed a great insult to Ugo, the rottweiler!
   

        He walked a few steps forward to the intersection, only to find that the main road was already deserted: "Damn!", he had to turn back the way he came from.
   

        In a house within the residential area of Leiter Street...
   

        "Ugo... you got kicked flying just like that?!"
   

        A beautiful woman clad in a tight black dress looked at him. She was not just teasing, but also clearly surprised.
   

        Ugo was no ordinary man, and certainly not a common thug.
   

        He was an elite member of their Shadowless Organization, a one in a hundred combatant among the parasitized. As a rottweiler, Ugo had overcome the Shadow Demon thrice, his physique was more than double that of an ordinary person. He was adept in various types of boxing and combat techniques, making him a backbone of their combat unit.
   

        And just like that, he got kicked by someone? It might have been due to his negligence, yet the opponent was most certainly a combat expert.
   

        If there are such experts they would definitely want to integrate them into the organization, and not let them be ruthlessly killed by the lackeys of the Shadow Demon.
   

        "Don't bring up the bloody obvious." Ugo looked annoyed, "Hmm... he really does pack a punch."
   

        "Although it was a sudden sneak attack, he's quite likely a skilled fighter. He probably isn't as good as I am in direct combat, but he might have about 70% to 80% of my strength," Ugo explained.
   

        They came from an organization known as the Shadowless. In this age of rapid technological advancement, where everything changes daily, the economy thrives and metropolises rise. But, under the surface of every sparkling, beautiful area, there's always a filthy, dark underbelly.
   

        The monsters of the underworld greedily eye the flourishing city from the gaps below, humans, frail humans are their prey.
   

        And the Shadowless Organization is the dark life-form birthed between these monsters and humans. All the members of the Shadowless Organization are individuals who've been parasitized by the Shadow Demon. They barely survive successive demon manifestations, seeking ways to avoid assimilation.
   

        And it is this desire to survive that brought them together.
   

        All members of the Shadowless Organization are hosts to the Shadow Demon. Not only do they have to face the threat of the demon but also fend off its minions smelling their scent. Therefore, they have formed an organization to help each other, resist the Shadow Demon, find methods, and also align with new partners.
   

        The reason they came to Baichuan City this time was to follow the gathering of the Shadow Demon's minions. The Shadowless Organization has special detection tools that can find similar comrades in the crowd.
   

        Unfortunately, Ugo found Casio and was just about to explain the situation when he was kicked by Casio, mistaking him for a gangster trying to rob him.
   

        In the room, Ugo sighed slowly, "I won't hold a grudge against him for that kick, I will go find him again in a few days. I hope his degree of assimilation doesn't exceed 70%."
   

        Indeed, assimilation, a word Casio had never heard before.
   

        In Ugo's understanding, the rules of the Shadow Demon and Casio's understandings were poles apart. Firstly, the basic rule of the demon's manifestation hadn't changed; it still copied a person who was exactly the same as yourself.
   

        The specifics, however, are completely different.
   

        As per Ugo's understanding, losing to the Shadow Demon did not result in straight-up replacement, but partial assimilation. When he first lost to the Shadow Demon, he was probably assimilated about 5%. Each subsequent loss would increase the assimilation rate. The Shadow Demon would need approximately nine victories to fully assimilate and replace the host.
   

        In other words, you have nine chances to fail.
   

        Casio: ???
   

        1×9 equals 9.
   

        So, I have to face perma-death and become a god!
   

        A difference between having nine lives and one life seemed to be quite... significant.
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        Of course, the level of the risks varies, and so do the rewards received after victory. For Ugo and his team, defeating a Shadow Demon only yields about one-third of the physical strength and combat skills. Ugo, after three victories, could only amplify his physique by 2.3 times which, while much more than an average person, still falls far away from a professional boxer.
   

        He hasn't even touched the threshold of human limits.
   

        Casio, however, progresses in leaps and bounds.
   

        So, both have their pros and cons. Ugo's way of hosting the Shadow Demon poses a lesser risk, offering multiple opportunities but naturally the gains are lesser. With the way Casio hosts the Shadow Demon, the threat is enormous, resulting in instant death upon failure. As the saying goes, fortune favors the bold, hence, the higher the risk, the greater the reward.
   

        "The organization just sent some intel - at least five Steel Claw Level Shadow Demons have arrived in Baichuan City, and even a Red Eye Level one!"
   

        The lady in black speaks gravely, especially about the latter piece of news. Upon hearing this, Ugo frowns, showing a troubled expression.
   

        Steel Claw Level and Red Eye Level are categories created by the Shadowless Organization to gauge the strength of Shadow Demons. As the name of Steel Claw Level suggests, the claws of these Shadow Demons are extremely sharp, like finely forged blades. In addition to their physical capabilities and the original combat skills of their host, each of them is a top-notch assassin, proving to be too powerful for their human counterparts.
   

        Ugo reckons that his power is quite formidable but even so, he could only distract a Steel Claw Level Shadow Demon with the help of others.
   

        As for a one-on-one confrontation, he would be doomed.
   

        The Red Eye Level is even more terrifying, having totally surpassed human limits. A case in point, a single Red Eye Level demon could slaughter an armed gang of a hundred in the dark of night.
   

        The name Red Eye, as you would guess, comes from the fiery red eyes the demons possess when committing their massacres in the dark.
   

        "Why have so many Shadow Demons gathered in Baichuan City? And high-level ones at that!" Ugo exclaims, widening his eyes, "Other than that guy, could there be any other hosts in Baichuan City?"
   

        "Or, did these Shadow Demons just happen to pass by here?"
   

        Ugo shakes his head. He finds it improbable to connect the major actions of the Shadow Demons to Casio who has only ever practiced some combat techniques. These Shadow Demons probably have a bigger plan in mind.
   

        "I suspect they are planning some major operations. The organization has drawn attention to this and is planning to send some agents over to monitor the actions of the Shadow Demons in a few days." The lady in black knocks on the table, "As for our future comrade, we should find an opportunity to remind him quickly these next couple of days... Otherwise, if any of those five Steel Claw Level Shadow Demons that have arrived in Baichuan City perceive him..."
   

        "No need to fear, he would be dead! I'd be dead too if I encounter a Steel Claw Level demon one-on-one. How about this, I'll find an opportunity to explain this to him in a day or two." Ugo shakes his head.
   

        The lady in black's beautiful eyes shift between Ugo's clothes and hairstyle, then she sighs, "I should go instead..."
   

        "Mind that he doesn't kick you again."
   

        ********************
   

        The next morning breaks with clear weather. Sunlight filters through the white gaps of the hovering clouds, casting strands of golden light that seem to clothe the tall spires and domes of Baichuan City's buildings in a golden veil.
   

        On either side of the road, dew drops brush past the delicate green leaves on the ornamental trees, pitter-pattering onto the soft surface of the mud ground.
   

        "Ding ding ding, ding ding ding..."
   

        The metal alarm clock on the wooden bedside table rings incessantly.
   

        Thump, a coarse, hefty hand silences it.
   

        The pure white sheet is pulled back, Casio doesn't have the habit of lazing in bed. He promptly gets up and stretches lazily.
   

        He casually opens the curtain, allowing the brilliant sunlight from outside to pour in. The grey road outside is mostly obscured by the lush protective trees, though the gaps between the leaves still offer glimpses of black cars rushing by.
   

        After standing by the window for a while, Casio steps into the bathroom for a wash and to change his clothes. To be honest, he feels a bit of a stranger to his surroundings now, having spent two years in the past 70 years ago. A sudden change of scene and era does make one feel somewhat lost.
   

        However, fortunately, Casio is good at adapting. After showering, he manages to shake off that sense of unfamiliarity.
   

        But then, he encounters another problem.
   

        His clothes are too small, they won't fit.
   

        Standing at the mirror on the wooden wardrobe, Casio tugs at his black and white striped casual top. Though he gets it on, it strains at the shoulders and arms, and it's also too short at the bottom. If he zips it, it probably won't even cover his belly button.
   

        "A crop top?!"
   

        Casio makes a weird face, shaking off the ridiculous image in his mind. He takes off the ill-fitting outfit, and starts rummaging in his closet again.
   

        If you must say that Casio is smart, he is, to some extent. He anticipated that when he returned to the real world from the Era of Retrospection, the increase in strength and size would mean his old clothes would no longer fit. Thus, he made a point of bringing a box containing larger sized clothes he had purchased.
   

        But, Casio didn't think it through entirely - he only bought one change of clothes and neglected to take into account clothes for daily wear. The Shadow Demon spilled a lot of blood from the gangsters while it was killing them, a lot of which got onto Casio's clothes.
   

        Casio doesn't have any clothes after washing the stained ones.
   

        After ten minutes of searching, the only outfit he can comfortably wear turns out to be the coach's combat suit given by the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall.
   

        With no other choice, Casio puts it on.
   

        After sorting out his bedroom layout, he opens the door and heads downstairs, bumping into Mrs. Jessica on his way.
   

        "Good day, Mrs. Jessica."
   

        "Oh... Good day... Mr. Azimbek."
   

        Maintaining a smile, Casio nods and quickly exits the apartment.
   

        He still remembers that the last time Mrs. Jessica called him Mr. Dimitrios, this time she called him Mr. Azimbek.
   

        In a word, don't hold grudges against people with severe amnesia.
   

        The weather is sunny. A row of camphor trees block the sunlight, and only the scattered patches of golden light filtering through their moving leaves shine on people's faces.
   

        Casio arrives at the north side of Banner Street. The breakfast shop there has already begun its business for the day, and the air is filled with the aroma of grilled sausage.
   

        He takes a seat at a random breakfast shop, orders some food, and while chewing, he watches the ceaseless stream of pedestrians and vehicles on the main road. As the Federation Calendar 156 draws near, the world seventy years ago slowly blurs and recedes.
   

        What is unreal remains unreal... I can't change anything in that time, I'll simply be a silent observer then...
   

        Casio pulls at the corner of his mouth, taking a huge bite of the juicy sausage.
   

        After a couple of chews, he swallows.
   

        He takes out a colored photo from his pocket and gazes at it deeply. The antique pocket watch in the corner is so inconspicuous.
   

        "Perhaps, I can still give a brief moment of remembrance to that time..."
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        Of course, he had another goal. The large batch of antiques transported by the Sand Dust Organization differed from ordinary antiques. On the antique catalogue, many items had an engaging story about the original owner, and some valuable pieces even had background tales.
   

        This was probably done to inflate the antiques' prices, making them worth more. Of course, there are indeed many pieces in this batch that have interesting stories. This was exactly what Casio was drawn to, perhaps the proportion of antiques with 'obsessions' in this collection would be higher.
   

        He thought for a while and then quickly finished his breakfast.
   

        Then he walked towards the Central Street District in Baichuan City. There was a tram straight to the center of the city just a hundred meters ahead on Banner Street. Casio paid for a ticket and sat down.
   

        The tram layout wasn't very different from modern subways, with long bench-like seats on both sides.
   

        But the seats in this era are not made of metal, but of wood, looking like recliners, and there was a layer of dark red, soft leather cushion underneath, making the journey quite comfortable.
   

        Around eight in the morning, the tram doors opened. Casio stepped down, figured out his location, and started walking.
   

        He spent an entire morning bustling about.
   

        First, he visited a tailor shop to order a large set of different types of clothing. After getting his measurements, he ordered two more sets of even larger sizes. Casio had learned his lesson from the past and was now planning ahead so he would make no mistakes.
   

        Otherwise, he would have been too foolish, unless he had amnesia.
   

        Also, this era already has large special clothing stores. But Casio was an exception with his almost 1.9 meter tall muscular physique, appropriate clothes were very few. If returned to his enhanced physique later on, he would need even larger clothes.
   

        It's better to have a tailor-made solution once and for all.
   

        Of course, Casio felt that he wouldn't continue growing taller or heavier, the next enhancement should lead to an increase in his muscle density and bone density. For instance, when the Shadow Demon's physique was upgraded the day before, Casio did not continue to bulk up.
   

        Instead, his overall weight increased a lot without any change in his appearance. His muscle density had increased significantly, thus greatly enhancing his physical defense too. The two went hand in hand.
   

        Besides, Casio was also looking for another place to stay. Now that he had a lot of money, he wanted to move to a new place. Although Jessica's apartment was good, it was inevitably crowded around.
   

        Also, having neighbors made it inconvenient for Casio to install some exercise equipment or to undertake large-scale exercises. If he did so, he would probably be complained about by his neighbors immediately.
   

        Therefore, finding a standalone house was the best choice.
   

        Casio now had a lot of money in his hands, a hundred and fifty thousand Federal Coins from the gang, seventy thousand from Phil's father, and twenty to thirty thousand from the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall. Excluding what he had spent, he still had over two hundred thousand, enough to buy a small residential house.
   

        Unfortunately, after a morning of searching and visiting two or three real estate companies, he didn't find a residence that satisfied him.
   

        Then he thought of his cheap disciple Phil.
   

        Perhaps he could ask Phil and his brother Matthew in the afternoon at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall. After all, their family ran a company and had a wide network, so they might have some connections in this area.
   

        Casio wouldn't waste his energy and time blindly searching then.
   

        In the afternoon, after having lunch in the Central Street District, he put on his newly bought black jacket and duckbill cap and got on the tram.
   

        The tailor-made clothes would take time, so Casio bought a few sets of clothes from the most famous large clothing store in the Central Street District, Green Lotus, to make do with for the time being. They would be ready in about half a week.
   

        The time passed quickly, and soon it was afternoon.
   

        The door of the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall was pushed open, and a tall and muscular figure walked in, accompanied by a shoulder bag.
   

        Casio glanced at the counter by the door. The old man with bat-like hair was still focused with utmost seriousness, engrossed in reading a colored magazine, his face full of anticipation.
   

        "Old Mack."
   

        He walked over and tapped on the table with his finger.
   

        "Oh, it's Coach Li Wei. Your keys are here." The old man looked up abruptly, wiping drool from the corner of his mouth. He then opened the drawer of the counter and took out a set of keys.
   

        There were many keys on the keyring, each with a tag bearing Casio's name. Coach's room, exercise room, locker room... 
   

        "Thanks."
   

        Casio picked up the keys, and, not forgetting to give a reminder before leaving.
   

        "Take care of your health."
   

        "Heh, I'm just looking and enjoying myself. At my age, even if there's desire, there's no energy," Old Mack sighed.
   

        "On the other hand, Coach Li Wei, I'm really envious of your robust and tall physique. There are so many beautiful female coaches and students in the martial arts hall who covet you. You just haven't noticed it."
   

        "Really?" Casio slightly raised his eyebrows.
   

        He picked up the shoulder bag with his clothes, grabbed a white towel from the rack on the wall, swung it around, and put it over his neck.
   

        Walking down the hall, people on both sides kept greeting Casio, his popularity in Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall was quite evident.
   

        "Hi! Coach Li Wei!"
   

        A beautiful girl dressed in tight fitness clothes smiled and waved at Casio. She tied a black ponytail, her upper body tight tank top accentuated her full and enticing figure, the tight pants perfectly highlighted her long, tight legs.
   

        The girl's name seemed to be Hannah, a regular customer of Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall who had been reserving Casio's combat classes recently.
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        "Ah, hello there. Hannah..." Casio nodded.
   

        Perhaps because of Old Mack's reminder earlier, he scanned Hannah with his eyes. He noticed that her gaze was constantly lingering on his solid pectoral muscles and his sturdy waist, occasionally sliding unintentionally to the inside of his strong thighs.
   

        "..." Casio was startled. Now, he somewhat understood how those pretty girls felt when they were ogled by men on the streets. His feelings were complicated and shy, mixed with anger.
   

        "I didn't expect Coach Li Wei to remember my name."
   

        Hannah squinted and chuckled, her lips glowing with a peachy luster, her face faintly showing a hint of flirtatiousness.
   

        "Ah? Coach, you seem to have gotten taller and more muscular."
   

        Her subtlety bordered on intrusive as her gaze swept over him.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        Casio cursed inwardly, pretended not to hear, and moved on quickly. He could sense this woman trying to bewitch him.
   

        Of course, perhaps 'bewitching' is a bit too much.
   

        'Attracting' might be more accurate.
   

        Thereafter, on his way from the front hall to the changing room.
   

        Many people greeted Casio, a majority of whom were women, and at least half of them had suspicious looks. Casio had never before noticed that he was so well-liked?
   

        When he reached the changing room, he opened his locker and changed into his yellow Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall combat suit, then walked out.
   

        In the toilet next to him, Casio washed his hands and glanced at the mirror.
   

        The man inside might not be handsome, but his features were deep and 3D. His reserved and silent temperament had a cool vibe.
   

        Additionally, his upright stature and strong physique unexpectedly gave Casio an inexplicably unique masculine charm.
   

        So was he seen as a hot commodity in the eyes of women?
   

        "Hehe."
   

        He laughed helplessly, scooped up a handful of water to wash his face.
   

        Then he left the toilet and headed towards the training room.
   

        With a creak, Casio turned the doorknob and entered.
   

        This was a rather spacious room, larger than the living room in Jessica's apartment. The floor was uniformly covered with grey tiles, the walls were snow-white, with no additional decorations.
   

        There were two or three pots of green indoor plants placed in the corner.
   

        The rest were training facilities.
   

        Pulling back a corner of the window, Casio glanced outside. It was the sports field of the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall, with several trainees jogging.
   

        He looked at the time, he had arrived half an hour early.
   

        Having nothing else to do, he started to train immediately.
   

        In fact, many habits from the Era of Retrospection have been influencing Casio, and he gradually didn't want to waste a single moment.
   

        Whenever there was a break, he would feel uncomfortable if he didn't practice his Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art.
   

        If there was an ailment associated with training too much.
   

        Then he would definitely be in the late stages of TRAINing Cancer.
   

        Half an hour later, slanted sunlight came into the room.
   

        A dozen students were in the midst of combat training under Casio's guidance, among which three of them were familiar to him. Naturally, it was Phil and his friend Milo, as well as Tifa, who was fond of combat.
   

        "Next, we'll practice in pairs. During the spar, try to apply the small combat skills I've taught in the previous lessons." Casio took a few steps forward and approached Phil: "Let's start."
   

        Immediately, everyone started finding their own opponents.
   

        Those familiar with each other paired up and started to spar.
   

        Meanwhile, next to Casio, Milo glanced at Phil, who was staring straight at Tifa in the distance, seemingly about to walk over. In front of the rectangular window, Casio walked over and said: "Tifa, Phil, and Milo, you three come over here."
   

        The four of them gathered in the corner.
   

        "How's your progress with the Burst techniques I taught you?"
   

        Casio stroked his chin and glanced at the three of them.
   

        "Not bad." Phil replied.
   

        "I'm doing alright as well." Milo echoed.
   

        "It's challenging, I've only grasped a tiny bit..."
   

        Tifa stood very straight, speaking somewhat reluctantly.
   

        Casio chuckled internally, it sounded like Milo and Phil were progressing faster than Tifa. In reality, it was the opposite. Tifa surely had a better grasp of the tactics taught by Casio compared to the other two.
   

        All three of them weren't wrong, Milo and Phil indeed thought they were doing okay because they were blissfully ignorant, and they were happy with the small progress they made. On the other hand, Tifa, who had been training seriously for many years, had a much clearer understanding of combat.
   

        The progress she made was negligible compared to the whole explosive technique, it was simply a tiny application of it.
   

        That's why she claimed to have just touched on the beginnings of it.
   

        Tifa was aware that her coach was incredibly skilled. Just the small explosive tips he taught her in the past few days were far better than what she was taught in the Snowflake Middle School's Combat Club.
   

        So, Tifa was more eager to earnestly learn. She even planned to propose to Casio to teach her after getting familiar with him in some time. The reason she didn't ask directly now was because they hadn't known each other long enough, and Tifa was afraid that her request would be rejected directly.
   

        "Since you think you're doing well, Phil, why not spar with Tifa, let me see your level." Casio said with a slight smile.
   

        In his previous few classes, he taught these three teenagers an explosive technique. Of course, this was not the two explosive techniques from the complete Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique, but a condensed version of it.
   

        At most, it can enhance the speed by about one-third.
   

        Don't underestimate this 0.3, even an extra 0.1 is deadly in close combat. More importantly, this 0.3 is an enhancement based on the user's physique. As long as they practice to strengthen their physique, using the explosive technique will naturally be more effective.
   

        Next, Casio watched the two spar. Phil initially started excitedly, but within a few seconds, he was beaten until he looked like a dazed eggplant and lost all his enthusiasm.
   

        He was letting himself get trampled all over.
   

        The supposedly not bad explosive technique was also incredibly clumsy and paled in comparison to Tifa's proficiency. Phil was somewhat disheartened.
   

        "Don't get discouraged, you just started learning, didn't you?"
   

        Casio patted Phil's shoulders.
   

        For the next several hours, things continued as usual. Casio received news that the Combat Club at the Snowflake Middle School was about to rank its members by an internal bout. He immediately encouraged Phil to give it a try.
   

        He even joked that if Phil made significant progresses in the ranking, he would certainly win the respect of others, and it goes without saying who these "others" were.
   

        Of course, Casio didn't do this just to be encouraging. He knew that the combat and explosive techniques he taught were useful.
   

        If Phil were to participate, he would definitely make significant progress. As a result, he would take Casio, his martial arts teacher, more seriously.
   

        Having a closer relationship with Phil's family would be beneficial, at least for now, Casio still needed help from Phil's older brother and father.
   

        Also, Casio asked Phil to send a message to Matthew. He wanted Matthew to help him find a suitable new residence.
   

        This small favor, naturally, Phil agreed to do immediately.
   

        After finished from work at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall, Casio had dinner in the vicinity of Red Tower Street and then returned to Jessica's apartment to prepare. He continued till around half-past ten on the 5th night.
   

        Baichuan City, Main Urban Area, Beika Street.
   

        A pair of black boots stepped on a corner of the street, and the grey-white street bricks made a quiet sound, instantly breaking the silence of Beika Street.
   

        The streetlight emitted a yellow glow, shining on the sturdy chest of the visitor. A tall and burly silhouette silently surveyed the street, a couple of goldfish-mouth sedans were parked on the roadside parking spot.
   

        The night breeze blew, causing the leaves to rustle. On the cover of a bronze trash can, a heterogeneous wild cat lay down, sleeping.
   

        Occasionally, leaves would fall onto the street.
   

        This wasn't a commercial district nor a residential area.
   

        Naturally, there were few passersby, especially after ten o'clock at night. Perhaps it would be half an hour before someone would pass by.
   

        This was to the liking of the antique transportation vehicle of the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        It also catered to the tastes of Casio, who was planning some mischief.
   

        He planned to commit a crime here.
   

        As time passed by minute by minute, the round moon was blocked by huge dark clouds, and only a few scattered stars flickered light.
   

        At the front end of the street, a bright light was projected.
   

        A black square Fortune Car drove into the street of Beika Street.
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        Honk...
   

        The Fortune Car honked gently as it turned into the street, its pale yellow light casting an oblique glow on one side of the road, causing a glaring reflection off a trash can.
   

        With a soft splutter, the car wheels crushed a newspaper on the ground as the block-like black vehicle sped past.
   

        In the passenger seat to the right, a fierce-faced youth sported a cigarette in his mouth, a handgun rested between his legs.
   

        He exhaled a puff of smoke, his eyes slightly narrowed. This antique transportation task was important; any suspicious entities approaching the moving Fortune Car would be swiftly exterminated by the man.
   

        "Huh?!"
   

        In the driver's seat, the man's eyes suddenly widened.
   

        Two massive headlights on the Fortune Car projected a large circle of yellow light, illuminating the darkness ahead.
   

        At some unknown point, a tall silhouette had taken position right at the center of the zebra crossing, standing still as if a sculpture.
   

        The car's headlights cast a long, angled shadow of the figure, which squirmed and morphed as the light approached.
   

        "Idiot!"
   

        The man floored the accelerator, and the car roared forward. He picked up the handgun resting on his thigh, cocking the firearm.
   

        Boom!!! Crash!!!
   

        The man quickly raised his head, only to see a massive, pitch-black iron fist shattering the glass, enlarging rapidly in front of his eyes like an incoming shell.
   

        Boom! Crash...
   

        A head burst apart, spraying red and white brain matter, forming a fan shape that splattered against the back of the car, coating the recliner with a thick layer of the gruesome 'sauce'.
   

        Thud. The man collapsed onto the driver's seat. He had no head left. The right hand he had just been trying to lift fell back down, the handgun dropped between his legs with a clatter.
   

        "Are two men missing?"
   

        Casio suddenly appeared out of the darkness, shaking his arm to get rid of the nauseating tomato sauce. Striding forward, he appeared instantaneously on the rear roof of the Fortune Car, pulling back the curtain with a stretch of his hand.
   

        It was a vacant space, and there was no one guarding either side. On the truck's floor were an array of antiques covered by a black cloth.
   

        "Ran away?"
   

        Casio quickly turned his head to look behind him. Beika Street was completely deserted. There were no pedestrians, not even the stray cat that had been sleeping on the trash can was there. It had run off. Confused, he walked back to the front of the vehicle, opened the car door, and threw the corpse of the Sand Dust Organization member to the side. Afterward, he started the vehicle and drove it into a secluded alleyway.
   

        "Buzz buzz buzz..."
   

        A Fortune Car with severe front hood damage came to a halt.
   

        At the front of the car, a long, deep dent had resulted in a deformation of the metal. The positioning of the two headlights was a bit askew.
   

        Click.
   

        The driver's door opened, and Casio strolled down from it. He glanced at his sturdy right leg; his muscles and skin were intact, but the pants from the knee to the root of his leg was tattered.
   

        "Gonna need a new pair of casual pants tomorrow..."
   

        Thinking this to himself, Casio then switched off the car lights.
   

        He pulled back the curtain and made his way into the roof-top compartment of the Fortune Car.
   

        Turning on a small flashlight, he lifted all the black cloth off the antiques. Immediately, a bitter taste suffused his mouth.
   

        Casio's eyes lit up, and a faint smile curled at the corners of his mouth. He extended his hand to touch and examine each of the antiques.
   

        Soon, Casio found what he was looking for: three items in total — a large brass hanging clock, a landscape painting, and a miniature porcelain vase. An icy stream of energy slowly flowed into his arm, spreading throughout his body, making him feel like he was immersed in steam.
   

        In the top right corner, the numbers began to jump.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 0.8→0.9→1.0…'
   

        Although slow, its rise was steady. When Casio's arm started to feel slightly stiff from the cold, the jumping of the Obsession Energy stooped. Casio looked again at the upper right corner of the car.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 2.4'
   

        It had jumped by 1.6! Quite satisfying.
   

        If Casio remembered correctly, just before the second retrospective occurred his Obsession Energy was at 2.3, now it was 0.1 higher. This might be sufficient for the third retrospective to occur, but there was a risk it could fail.
   

        But considering the recent increase, it shouldn't be far from the necessary number. Casio estimated that the energy required for the third retrospective was probably between 2.0 and 2.5.
   

        It couldn't be more than 2.5, that would be too high.
   

        Exhaling a slow breath, Casio surveyed the numerous antiques within the vehicle, and suddenly he felt something was off. Where was the pocket watch? Wasn't it inside? He promptly fetched the antiques catalogue from his pocket, comparing the objects in the vehicle with the ones in the book.
   

        He quickly noticed that at least half the antiques were missing. This particular Fortune Car was only carrying half of them.
   

        Connecting this to the information he had previously acquired, supposedly there were three people from the Sand Dust Organization transporting the antiques, but only one appeared.
   

        Could it be that killing the Black Flame Gang leader yesterday had alarmed the snake — forcing the Sands Dust Organization to change their plan at the last minute?
   

        Casio furrowed his brow. He wasn't fond of digging deep into the relationships between events – he preferred to solve problems bluntly.
   

        Immediately, a phrase jumped out in his mind.
   

        "The Black Flame Gang."
   

        The Black Flame Gang had been secretly taken over by the Sand Dust Organization. If there was a change in the Organization, there was a high probability they would notify the Black Flame Gang. Even further, if the Black Flame Gang was the only underground force the Sand Dust Organization controlled in Baichuan City...
   

        Perhaps the remaining antiques were with the Black Flame Gang.
   

        Pian on Baichuan City belonged to the Black Spade in theory, so the Sand Dust Organization didn't dare send too many members in openly; that would risk being discovered. Hence, the Black Flame Gang had become their white glove – or, more accurately, their black glove.
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        "Should I go?"
   

        As soon as this thought rose in Casio's mind, he discarded it. The prey that was already in his mouth had no reason to escape.
   

        The incredible confidence brought by the two exacerbations of the realm gave Casio a sense that dodging bullets based on his speed and reaction abilities were as easy as pie. Even confronting bullets wasn't impossible, unless it was heavy machine gun fire, there was nothing to fear.
   

        A chance of obtaining a great deal of Obsession Energy was right in front of his eyes. If Casio were to miss it tonight, he probably would not be able to sleep.
   

        "The Black Flame Gang's territory is in the west district. Their most famous establishment is the Famicar Strip Club, at 17 Ming Guang Street..."
   

        He muttered to himself, not because he had been there, but because the Famicar Strip Club was very famous. Many male trainers of the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall would discuss it during their changing times, often gushing excitedly, their faces flashing lecherous smiles.
   

        At that moment, they resembled Old Mack at the front desk.
   

        "Ming Guang Street is not far from here, it's probably past three main streets. It seems like I'm going to have a busy night..."
   

        Casio got off the Fortune Car and moved to the driver's seat. He picked up a black handgun from the blanket and then quickly walked away after closing the door.
   

        ********************
   

        "Whoa!"
   

        "Haha!"
   

        "Put some more effort into it for old man! There's a reward!"
   

        "Hahaha, it's still comfortable here!"
   

        A slightly dim hall was filled with excited exclamations, the air was filled with hormones.
   

        In the center of the round hall was a "⊥" shaped crimson stage bathed in the only spotlight. On the stage were evenly arranged silver steel pipes, and five bombshell strippers were sensually twisting their beautiful bodies like snakes.
   

        Under the dim yellow light, the candied and glistening pale bronze skin attracted all lustful gazes. They stared closely at the key areas, their hearts screaming "strip, strip".
   

        And each time a piece of clothing was stripped away, there came a huge cheer from below. The guests who didn't care about money threw the bills in their hands, as a reward for the strippers.
   

        The underground circular hall welcomed guests coming in and out constantly, always maintaining a scale of over a hundred people. There was a bar on the side of the hall, where the thirsty guests could order some alcoholic drinks. Their sales were no less than any bar.
   

        Moreover, the drinks at the bar were much more expensive.
   

        But, the excited little brothers who were watching the striptease, how would they care about these extra two or three Federation coins? The Famicar Club had the highest quality strippers, these sexy ladies were money-harvesting tools.
   

        At the entrance, a man with slicked-back hair and a black vest came in. He was about 1.8 meters tall with strong and powerful muscles in his exposed arms. On the upper arm, there was a black tattoo, which bore a flame symbol.
   

        The man fixated on the strippers dancing on the stage as soon as he stepped in, whistled, and walked towards the bar.
   

        "Oh, Lona's here."
   

        Several gang members sitting in black chairs and drinking glanced over and lifted their glasses in greeting.
   

        "Drink! Drink!"
   

        Lona came over and desperately banged on the table.
   

        He was a regular drunkard.
   

        "What for today? Blue Blood, Persian Cat, or Lemon Sunrise?" The black-vested bartender came over and was wiping clean a glass wine cup with a white cloth strip while talking about different kinds of cocktails.
   

        "None of those, bring me a Burning Flame!"
   

        Lona handed over a large banknote.
   

        "Yo, you always pick the expensive ones to shear the sheep! You sure know how to play, Lona." A gang member drank a sip of his drink from the side.
   

        The Famicar Strip Club was an industry controlled by the Black Flame Gang, all members could get a half-price discount for their drinks.
   

        Of course, they couldn't drink too much, only five glasses a day at most.
   

        And Burning Flame was one of the most expensive cocktails at the bar, It was strong and had a high afterburn, but it was delicious.
   

        "None of your business." Lona threw himself onto the chair.
   

        Several gang members then started to drink happily.
   

        "Hahaha! Well done!!!"
   

        The entire strip club began to boil over because the clothes of the several strippers above were all removed, revealing all of their figures.
   

        A large cheer and reward immediately sprang up from below.
   

        Lona looked at the stage, blew a whistle, then got up and said, "I drank a little too much, I'm going to use the bathroom."
   

        "I bet you're so excited you want to jerk off!"
   

        "Hahahaha..."
   

        A few gang members nearby burst into laughter.
   

        "Go for it, I shoot cannons, not handguns." Lona belched and headed for the toilet.
   

        After a bit of maneuvering, he finally arrived at a restroom. The smell of urine and alcohol was blended with a sour stench of vomit. It seems that the bar at the club has a high turnover of liquor.
   

        Lona muttered something to himself and then made his way to the urinal.
   

        He had hardly been peeing for a while when heavy footsteps echoed from outside. Shortly after, a tall figure stood quietly beside him. Lona glanced sideways, and his first reaction was that the man was incredibly tall, nearly 1.9 meters.
   

        The man's muscles were as solid as if he practiced bodybuilding.
   

        Lona sniffed the air, there seemed to be a whiff of blood, but the other smells were so strong that it was hardly noticeable.
   

        A moment later, Lona shook out the last drops and zipped up his pants.
   

        Suddenly, a deep voice came from the side.
   

        "Done urinating?"
   

        "Huh?" Lona turned, baffled and confused.
   

        A black gun barrel was pointed squarely at his head.
   

        "!!!"
   

        The few gang members at the bar were still drinking and chatting. One of them asked, "What's taking that drunk Lona so long? Did he get too wasted and faceplant into the urinal?"
   

        "Or maybe he's still in there "helping himself"?"
   

        "Hahahaha..."
   

        The air was filled with a cheerful aura.
   

        If Lona were here, he'd be bitter. He didn't go to the restroom to jerk off, instead, someone else was pointing a gun at him.
   

        The moment the gun barrel was pointed at Lona, he had no choice.
   

        He had to follow the man out of the restroom, pretending to be arm in arm, and leave through an alternate passage in the strip club.
   

        Under the moonlight, in the dimly lit narrow lane.
   

        "I ask, you answer, understand?"
   

        "I... I understand."
   

        "If I see that you're lying to me, I won't hesitate to pull the trigger. So please value your life, ok?"
   

        "I understand, I understand!"
   

        "Good. So the first question is, where is the headquarters of the Black Flame Gang? Tell me the exact address and general area…"
   

        "..."
   

        Five minutes later, Casio got what he wanted.
   

        Sometimes firearms prove more effective than fists, at least for ordinary people who aren't aware of the situation. A stark black gun pointed at your head is far more terrifying than someone threatening you with a fist.
   

        "Ferren Street, number 36…" Casio murmured to himself.
   

        "Yes... Yes..." Lona was nodding desperately, "I've told you everything I know, please don't shoot!"
   

        "Of course." Casio coldly glanced at Lona and then tucked his handgun into his waistband, standing silently.
   

        Lona sighed in relief and took two steps forward.
   

        Click!
   

        Under the moonlight, Lona's head twisted 180 degrees. He was about to collapse when a large hand steadied him.
   

        Casio never intended to pull the trigger in the first place. It would have been messy with blood splattering everywhere. Snapping necks was far cleaner and more convenient.
   

        Furthermore, the least trustworthy group in the world is the gangs. Don't expect these filthy sewer rats to adhere to any kind of moral code, especially these small fry gangs.
   

        Casio wouldn't bother talking about honor with them.
   

        It doesn't work, they only understand the language of fists and guns!
   

        After dealing with Lona's corpse, Casio's goal was clear: the headquarters of the Black Flame Gang! With Casio's current agility, a bunch of small gangsters couldn't possibly stop him. If there were members of the Sand Dust Organization present, that would be even better, he was curious to see how tough this up-and-coming organization stirring up trouble in North Flow Country really was.
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        36 Ferren Street, it's a medium-sized mansion.
   

        On the northeast side of the mansion near the side door, a rectangular warehouse was wide open. A black classic car parked at the entrance where a man and a woman were carefully moving stuff in.
   

        Over a dozen members of the Black Flame Gang were waiting nearby, along with several hand carts. As the two unloaded the goods, gang members hastily ran over. Small antiques were carefully cradled in their hands, while larger antiques were placed onto hand carts. One person would pull the cart, while another held onto the antiques, to protect them from any possible accident.
   

        They handled every job with care because these antiques were invaluable. If they were damaged or broken, they would likely be killed on the spot by boss Edward.
   

        "Handle with care..."
   

        Boss Edward, standing nearby, reminded them. A middle-aged man of about 1.75 meters, he, like all the gang members, preferred wearing black jackets. On the right side of the jacket was a white skull logo. His arm was tattooed with a black flame, the emblem of the Black Flame Gang.
   

        Coming down the internal road of the mansion was a tall, thin man who quickly walked over and whispered something in Edward's ear. "What? You haven't received the other Fortune Car yet? What are you playing at? Wasn't it supposed to be at Beika Street?"
   

        Edward felt his subordinates were useless for not even being able to handle such a simple matter. The Zephyr lieutenant who was responsible for the transfer along with his members had disappeared yesterday leaving Edward himself to personally oversee everything.
   

        Moving stuff in the dead of the night was not a pleasant job.
   

        In fact, the Sand Dust Organization's split into two groups and Casio's operation last night had nothing to do with each other because Edward had stupidly not reported the disappearance of his men to anyone.
   

        Perhaps it would take another five or six days before he suspected something was wrong. Edward's brain was fried from snorting cocaine last night and this morning.
   

        The Sand Dust Organization had indeed notified the Black Flame Gang, but only partially. They intentionally divided their forces and delivered to the Black Flame Gang via two routes. Half of the antiques were taken directly to 36 Ferren Street, the Black Flame Gang's headquarters warehouse, and the other half of the antiques were supposed to go to 118 Beika Street. This would ensure that one incident wouldn't compromise the entire operation.
   

        After all, the Black Spade A controlled Baichuan City on the surface.
   

        Being cautious never hurt anyone.
   

        It was actually the right decision. Had the trio not split up, they might have all been wiped out by Casio.
   

        "Anything wrong?"
   

        By the Fortune Car, a man with brown curly hair approached. Despite the heat, he was still wearing black gloves. Wearing a pair of gold-rimmed glasses on his nose bridge, he looked more like a scholar than a member of an underground gang.
   

        "Oh, Mr. Kiria, there's an issue."
   

        Edward quickly explained what he had just heard.
   

        Kiria frowned, silent. He felt something was off and went back to his companions to relay the information.
   

        At the same time, outside the mansion in the small alleyway.
   

        A tall man wearing a mask stepped out of the darkness, the pupils beneath the holes in his mask were cold and indifferent.
   

        "This is the place..."
   

        Casio murmured to himself, he was wearing a mask not to look cool, but to hide his identity. According to Lona's testimony, there were quite a few people in the Black Flame Gang's hideout. Casio was not afraid of the number of people, but if there were too many, it might be hard for him to kill them all and some who had seen his face could escape.
   

        Casio did not want to see his own wanted poster on the wall the next day, in which case he would have to leave Baichuan City again.
   

        Standing in the alleyway, Casio looked up at the high wall.
   

        The white wall was approximately two and a half meters tall, topped off with rows of black spikes. He retreated slightly and took three big steps forward before bounding into the air like a spring.
   

        With a soft thud, his feet landed on the ground.
   

        "Who's there?!" A voice suddenly came from not too far away.
   

        "A skilled contender?" Casio quickly sized up his surroundings. This was the back of the warehouse, a white stone path in front of him. He had landed in a flower garden, with a row of ornamental trees lining the front.
   

        On the white stone road, dozens of meters away, a youth with black gloves was sprinting like a cheetah.
   

        "This speed doesn't seem to belong to a gang member..."
   

        Casio slightly squinted his eyes, guessing that the man was a member of the Sand Dust Organization and just happened to be at the Black Flame Gang's base.
   

        Since his cover was blown, Casio figured there was no need to hide anymore. He instantly jumped out of the flower garden and stood on the white stone floor.
   

        "From the Sand Dust Organization, are you?" Casio asked calmly.
   

        "Die!" Kiria didn't bother wasting words and charged at him, his foot slid forward and his hands swiftly swung into action. His fists, resembling spikes, thrust towards Casio at a rapid speed.
   

        The punch was fast, but a palm came even faster, smacking the fist away with a bang.
   

        Taken aback, Kiria stumbled, surprised by the force, which was seemingly much greater than his own. He knew he had to dodge, but just as this thought took root in his head, a sudden warning went off in his brain.
   

        He swiftly recoiled to avoid it.
   

        Bang!
   

        A punch landed squarely on the iron streetlight pole; the pole, as thick as an average man's thigh, was knocked over, its upper half was yanked into the air then impaled into the ground.
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        "Damn!!! This strength is already way too much!"
   

        Kiria's pupils contracted, and his footsteps slipped again. A hand knife whistled past his face and slashed into the ornamental tree next to him. Instantaneously, a shower of wood shavings flowed from the stout tree trunk, creating a hole the size of a fist. The leaves shook violently and fell like rain.
   

        "Hiss..."
   

        Kiria took a deep, cold breath; he felt like he was not on the same level as his opponent. Thankfully, he was at his peak state just now and managed to dodge the attacks twice as he sensed the imminent danger. Otherwise, if hit even slightly, his best-case scenario would be bone fractures. A red wound on his cheek warned Kiria that the man was not to be underestimated.
   

        "Why aren't you making a move?"
   

        A low, masculine voice echoed from beneath the mask. Kiria turned to look, and the masked man who had just attacked him was standing in the same spot as if nothing had happened, with his arms crossed over his chest. His massive build was like that of a wild bear, with icy eyes beneath the mask.
   

        His gigantic silhouette entirely enveloped Kiria's own shadow.
   

        "Could it be that I was not fast enough to dodge earlier, but he deliberately held back?" Kiria couldn't help but arise this thought, especially when the opponent seemed so composed, his aura like a cat playing with a mouse.
   

        "Damn it!" Kiria cursed inwardly, his throat clenched as he wanted to scream for help, but a sudden surge of fear washed over him.
   

        He felt like he was being stalked by a brutal beast about to feast on him, his heart pounding uncontrollably.
   

        A cold sweat began to break out from his back.
   

        "If I shout, I will die for sure!" Kiria shivered as he staggered back two steps away from the masked man, who seemed to be toying with him.
   

        Looking back up, he found the pair of brutal eyes beneath the white mask looking at him like a prey.
   

        "Ahh!"
   

        Kiria yelled as he charged forward, pushing off his feet, and thrust his fist out straight after a swing of his shoulder.
   

        Casio likewise punched out, flicking Kiria's fist to the side. Following with a forward stride, arraigned his right fist towards Kiria.
   

        Kiria twisted his foot, and in a split second, he changed his pace, spinning around Casio like a top and fiercely landing a punch on his back.
   

        Thump.
   

        Casio felt the force of the punch but remained expressionless as he turned around and threw a windmill-like swing with arm, his fingers moving like knife blades slashing through Kiria's shirt and left five bloody marks across his chest.
   

        Kiria dodged to the side and charged again, his hands forming a blade, employing combat techniques around Casio's body.
   

        "So, he's from that technique... There might be a secret martial arts master teaching pupils behind the Sand Dust organization or perhaps... a secret martial arts school." Casio had intentionally reduced his strength to get a sense of the Sand Dust organization member's capability while fighting Kiria for so long.
   

        Otherwise, Kiria would have died the moment Casio threw his first punch!
   

        Casio could feel a vague framework of a complete technique in Kiria's martial arts moves which surpassed ordinary martial arts.
   

        "That's enough..."
   

        Casio flung away Kiria's swinging hands with a palm and took a fierce stride forward, throwing a straight punch.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        The atmosphere fell silent; only the sound of a gunshot echoed.
   

        Kiria's face was calm, and in his right hand, he held a fired black handgun, a wisp of smoke still emitting from the muzzle.
   

        "Times have changed! You think it's still like the old days of brutal hand-to-hand combat? No, one bullet will do the job!"
   

        A hint of scorn pulled at the corner of Kiria's mouth.
   

        "..."
   

        Casio stood quietly still, on the surface of his broad chest, a dark bullet hole ruptured the fabric of his shirt.
   

        He lifted his hand slowly and pressed it against his chest.
   

        "Don't bother struggling! I aimed at your heart!"
   

        Kiria fired another shot as he spoke. This bullet was right next to the previous one, aiming for the heart.
   

        Just to be safe, he had taken a second shot!
   

        With a ripping sound, the fabric was easily torn apart. Casio looked at his chest under the moonlight, finding two silver-shining bullets lodged just underneath his skin. Only the epidermis was punctured.
   

        A drop of blood respectfully dripped onto the bullet shells.
   

        "This is a handgun?"
   

        Casio lightly flicked the bullets, removing them from his chest, leaving behind two slightly red spots.
   

        "Am I supposed to believe a fire-weapon could be so ineffective?"
   

        "!!! What the hell is that monster?! He actually survived a bullet! Damn it!" Kiria's mouth dropped open in shock, her eyes widening even more than bell clappers.
   

        "Damn, damn, damn, damn..."
   

        Kiria's face twisted as she pulled the trigger, sending a hail of bullets flying towards Casio, with sparks bursting from the muzzle of the gun.
   

        The shell casings fell onto the white floor, making a tinkling sound.
   

        "Have you had enough? Now it's my turn…"
   

        Casio, who had blocked his face with his hands, put his arms down. His muscles flexed and contracted, pushing out every bullet embedded in him.
   

        They fell to the ground, making a series of clear sounds.
   

        "No..." Before Kiria could finish speaking, her head was completely rotated 360 degrees by Casio and then thrown towards the distant road like she was a lantern.
   

        It looked like their fight had lasted a long time, but in reality, it was only over a dozen seconds.
   

        The members of the Black Flame Gang had just started rushing over.
   

        A severed head suddenly splatted on Edward's face, instantly staining it with blood. Edward, startled like a rabbit, jumped up and frantically wiped his face. A repulsive smell of blood pried its way into his nostrils.
   

        "Ah! Ah! Ah! What is this? What is this?"
   

        Edward jumped back a few steps, bumping into two gun-holding underlings. The woman from the Sand Dust Organization immediately rushed over, she picked up the severed head from the ground and scrutinized it under the moonlight.
   

        Her pupils instantly contracted and her mouth moved: "No…"
   

        "No! Kiria! Kiria!"
   

        She shook her head in disbelief, unable to accept the sight in front of her. The woman seemed to have an extraordinary relationship with Kiria, possibly romantic or comparable to intense admiration and love.
   

        And now, the head of the man she loved had been twisted off!
   

        Sudden rage completely overwhelmed her reason.
   

        With bloodshot eyes, she stared at the far-off figure barrelling towards her, who was as solid as an iron tower. She stomped on the ground ferociously and charged straightforward like an arrow.
   

        "I will kill you! I will kill you…"
   

        She continued to mutter, closing the distance to Casio at a rapid pace.
   

        "I will kill you! I..." "Boom!!!"
   

        The upper half of her body exploded, ruthlessly perforated by an iron fist. The fragments of her body scattered in the air in a fan-shaped manner.
   

        Her ruined body was hard squeezed out by Casio, flying.
   

        "Bang bang bang!"
   

        Edward fired his gun at Casio repeatedly, but it seemed to have no effect. Casio, with his arms up in front of his face, approached like nothing had happened.
   

        "Shoot! Shoot! Shoot! Shoot!!!"
   

        For a moment, four or five guns went off simultaneously, the resulting bullets forming a small barrage. Some lodged in tree trunks, some bounced off walls, some hit streetlights, causing a shower of sparks.
   

        Still, most of them hit Casio directly.
   

        "Exciting!"
   

        Even though he was being pelted with bullets, Casio felt an inexplicable thrill and long-forgotten excitement. He sniffed the air, seemed to be aroused by the smell of his own blood.
   

        An indifferent thirst for blood gradually emerged.
   

        Casio suddenly raised his head, his eyes filled with bloodshot veins. Like a bullet, he covered a distance of several meters in one stride and charged into the crowd.
   

        What followed was a one-sided massacre.
   

        Limbs were savagely ripped off, heads were kicked around like leather balls. With one violent swing of his arm, he managed to pound someone's head right into their chest cavity.
   

        Casio withdrew his arm and scanned his surroundings. The frosty moonlight mixed with the crimson blood on the ground, giving it an eerie, writhing appearance.
   

        Everyone from the Black Flame Gang and the Sand Dust Organization was dead!
   

        He looked down at his blood-soaked hands, inexplicably reminded of the brutal cloaked figure during the Sect Destruction War. His current behavior seemed quite similar to theirs…
   

        Suddenly Casio turned around, his bloodshot eyes looked malevolently at the shadow behind him, he gnashed his teeth and said.
   

        "You again… Shadow Demon!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        And this time it was real.
   

        He distinctly felt himself being influenced by something else, and this influence was not brought by the Secret Martial Art. In fact, Casio had speculated that after he defeated and absorbed the Shadow Demon, his perception and acuteness had increased slightly.
   

        It seemed that some traits of the Shadow Demon had been integrated and mastered by Casio.
   

        Now he felt another kind of influence.
   

        He had become more brutal and bloodthirsty.
   

        However, there were advantages. During battles, Casio's released killing intent could influence the enemy's will to fight, interfering with their combat skill.
   

        For instance, Kiria, who had his head twisted off before.
   

        Of course, there were disadvantages. Casio would become more ruthless when killing, seemingly purely venting his violence. This state was not ideal. Rational killing was the realm that Casio was pursuing.
   

        Any impulsive action might reveal one's vulnerabilities.
   

        Only calmness in the mind can guarantee constant victories.
   

        "Huff..."
   

        Under the moonlight, in the cold wind. Casio's chest rose and fell as he adjusted his breath and the excitement in his heart was gradually suppressed. Most of the time, he needed to be rational, not impulsive. Unless he really couldn't control himself...
   

        He exhaled heavily, glancing at the tattered cloth on his body, and shook his body violently.
   

        A dozen bullets clattered to the ground, bouncing and rolling on the gray floor, making a series of crisp noises.
   

        "I need to put some ointment on when I get back..."
   

        The Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art that Casio practiced was not inherently defensive. His remarkable tolerance mainly came from his two-stage blood acceleration realm. So when the Black Flame Gang was shooting, Casio's skin was still punctured.
   

        If he could cultivate a Hard Qigong technique, he might be immune to bullets without any damage, and won't even have his skin broken.
   

        Pushing aside these thoughts, Casio looked around the mansion. Nobody was rushing here after hearing the gunfire.
   

        It was likely that everyone who stayed at the Black Flame Gang's stronghold at night were all called by Edward to transport a truck of antiques.
   

        "Although this place is remote and not a residential area, to be safe, I'd better absorb the energy quickly..."
   

        Casio lightly tapped his feet on the ground, transforming himself into a fast-moving shadow, stepping over the bodies and the blood on the ground.
   

        He instantly arrived at the front of the black fortune car. As soon as he approached, a faint bitter taste filled his mouth.
   

        Feeling excited, he quickly strode over.
   

        The curtain at the back of the fortune car had already been lifted. Inside were dozens of antiques that hadn't been moved yet. The antique with obsession energy that Casio wanted should be inside. He immediately reached out and excitedly touched the objects one by one. When he touched the sixth item, a rush of cold air spread through his arm.
   

        It was cool at first, then became cold, and finally returned to being cool. Casio gained a total of 0.5 units of obsession energy.
   

        He glanced at the other antiques and continued trying.
   

        Nothing.
   

        However, there were still many antiques in the warehouse.
   

        Casio immediately entered the rectangular warehouse. All the antiques had been temporarily stacked together, which saved him the trouble.
   

        He tried one by one. He was not very lucky. The only one that had obsession energy was Lixia's pocket watch.
   

        He absorbed a total of 0.7 units of Obsession Energy.
   

        He didn't know whether this obsession was from his teacher, Lixia, or from the original owner of the pocket watch, his uncle Naz. But this wasn't important. Casio wanted to keep this pocket watch not because of the obsession energy, but more as a keepsake of Lixia.
   

        He exhaled a slow, cold breath.
   

        Casio tucked this old silver pocket watch into his pocket.
   

        The icy cold metal casing quickly absorbed the warmth of his body.
   

        He glanced at the upper right corner.
   

        "Obsession Energy: 2.4+0.5+0.7=3.6"
   

        This completely settled it. Casio estimated that the third retrospection at most required 2.5 units of obsession energy. It was absolutely foolproof.
   

        Luck really mattered... Just after returning to the real world, he encountered the antique transport vehicle of the Sand Dust Organization. Five obsession antiques in one go, enough obsession energy was accumulated instantly and even more than needed. He might not have such a good opportunity next time...
   

        Casio sighed, wasn't anxious or upset as he walked directly to the back of the fortune car and took a makeup box.
   

        He exited the way he came in and jumped over the wall.
   

        On the way, he carried a black bag in his hand. Inside were all the obsession antiques from which Casio had absorbed the obsession energy.
   

        In the cover of night, he returned to Jessica's apartment. Just as he was about to go upstairs, a middle-aged man rushed down from above. Casio stepped aside slightly, barely missing him.
   

        "I need to find a new place to live, preferably alone. It's inconvenient with people coming and going in the apartment... Furthermore, as a person destined to be dangerous, it's more suitable for me to live alone."
   

        Casio thought to himself.
   

        He walked up to the fourth floor, opened the door and entered.
   

        With a click, he turned on the light. He sat on the sofa in the living room, taking out the antiques from the bag one by one.
   

        An antique wall clock, a landscape painting, a white porcelain bottle, a makeup box.
   

        Of course, there was also a silver pocket watch in his pocket.
   

        Casio brought these antiques, which had their obsession energy fully absorbed, back home not to sell them for money, but to conduct an experiment. Could the energy inside the obsession antiques be restored? According to the previous obsession antiques, it should not be recoverable but the number of those antiques were too small.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio wanted to experiment a few more times to see if there were exceptions.
   

        If there were exceptions, then it would provide another way to acquire energy. He still had a constant need for obsession energy, and he wouldn't mind having more obsession antiques and legendary antiques.
   

        Under the light, Casio took a look at the four antiques. He suddenly noted that the textures on these antiques appeared surprisingly similar, especially the tiny thorn-like edge patterns on them.
   

        It was like they were from the same furniture series.
   

        "Could they be old items from one ancient house or castle? Why do they all contain obsession energy, and where did the Sand Dust Organization get them from?" Doubts rose in Casio's mind as he began pondering over several aspects.
   

        A moment later, he glanced at the time. It was already two o'clock in the morning. Casio promptly set aside his materials, brushed his teeth, bathed, and went to bed. He didn't want to mess up his biological clock that he had been maintaining for years. In the face of sleep, everything else had to be put aside. With sufficient rest, only then would he have the energy to practice secret martial arts during the day.
   

        Time flew by, and morning came.
   

        The crisp chirping of birds entered through the window, and a beam of sunlight streamed through the curtain gap onto the pristine bedspread. His eyes, closed firmly on the pillow, suddenly opened, and Casio promptly climbed out of bed.
   

        He glanced at the alarm clock; it was already half past nine in the morning.
   

        He quickly brushed his teeth and washed his face. Casio made a simple breakfast for himself at lightning speed. After a brief rest, he took out packages of prepared medicinal herbs from the cupboard. He moved a wooden barrel filled with boiling hot water into the empty room and threw the medicinal herb packages directly into it. Shortly after, a rich medicinal scent permeated the room.
   

        The once-a-day medicinal bath was naturally indispensable.
   

        Casio, entirely naked, jumped right in, and was instantly enveloped in a wave of intense heat. After a while, a stinging sensation, akin to insect bites, spread throughout his skin and muscles.
   

        It was incessantly prickling and sometimes even unbearably itchy.
   

        Casio started practising the breathing method, adopting a specific posture. He maintained his focus, continuously absorbing the medicinal effect from the bathwater.
   

        Practice in secret martial arts was, to begin with, a day after day process.
   

        Absorbing shadow demons was merely the icing on the cake; rigorous and repetitive training was the fundamental basis of everything. In less than half an hour, the tub full of hot water turned icy clear, with all the medicinal effects absorbed by Casio.
   

        Five minutes later, he was in the bathroom, taking a cold shower.
   

        Within a moment, Casio, wrapped in a white towel, stepped out of the bathroom with damp hair and plonked onto the sofa.
   

        The weather was excellent that day, and through the open window on the right, one could see the sky, as blue as could be, and cotton-candy-like clouds. The wind continuously blew in from the outside, lifting the curtains.
   

        It was already half-past ten. Casio had to tidy up, have a meal and head off to the Comprehensive Fighting Fitness Centre in the city centre.
   

        He was an annual VIP member there.
   

        Compared to the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall, Casio preferred that place. The Comprehensive Fighting Fitness Centre had more complete equipment, wider space and more thoughtful services. Besides, there would be significantly fewer women there giving him covetous glances and harbouring ulterior motives.
   

        In reality, the aesthetic preference of this era leaned towards the rugged man style. Men with handsome and strong features, and a well-sculpted physique, were very sought after. Beautiful men weren't chased by women. Of course, if not by women, they might be pursued by other men...
   

        Casio brewed a cup of black tea while waiting for his hair to dry.
   

        He took a few sips before out of boredom, he picked up the bag next to the sofa and took out and arranged the antiques from inside one by one.
   

        After a slight fumble, Casio furrowed his brows.
   

        He wasn't sure if it was because his hands were wet from the shower, or the airflow that came in and turned cold, or the obsession energy had indeed recovered?
   

        He lifted his head subconsciously to glance at the upper right corner.
   

        The number signifying the obsession energy wasn't changing.
   

        Casio shut the window and reached out to touch one piece after the other. His palm indeed felt a chilly sensation.
   

        But the numbers in the upper-right corner remained unchanged.
   

        He was puzzled until he touched the fourth one.
   

        Casio stopped his hand momentarily and blinked.
   

        The data in the upper-right corner had changed!
   

        "Obsession Energy: 3.7"
   

        It increased by 0.1.
   

        Could it be that the Obsession Energy restored by a single antique was too small? So they needed four antique pieces to sum up to 0.1.
   

        Casio suspected that this was the case, he quickly took out the obsession antiques he had absorbed before and touched them again. Unfortunately, these antiques did not recover any energy.
   

        He also touched his silver pocket watch, but it didn't work either.
   

        It seems that only these four antiques can recover energy.
   

        Their origin must be shrouded in mystery!
   

        Without dwelling on this for now, Casio reached a conclusion from this experiment: certain antiques can restore Obsession Energy. He still needs to continue his experiments to see how much Obsession Energy these four antiques can restore and to find their limit.
   

        Regardless, this was an unexpected joy.
   

        Casio was in a good mood now. He immediately started packing things into his shoulder bag, then put on a white T-shirt with casual pants.
   

        There was a skull logo in the center of the T-shirt.
   

        He opened the door and went downstairs, went to the northern part of Banner Street for lunch, then took a tram to the Central Street District of Baichuan City.
   

        First, he found a jewelry store where they cleaned and maintained his silver pocket watch. He also got an alloy necklace there, a thin chain that could hold the pocket watch around his neck. Besides, it was sturdy enough and wouldn't break under normal circumstances.
   

        Additionally, the jewelry store also gave away a bottle of cleaning fluid. For simple cleaning and maintenance, Casio could do it at home.
   

        After all, during this era equivalent to the 1950s, the development of various commercial stores was quite mature. Casio found a green newsstand on the street and walked in to buy a newspaper.
   

        As expected, a headline was on the front page of the city newspaper.
   

        "Gang fight on Ferren Street last night with dozens of casualties"
   

        Underneath was a detailed report of the incident, with some not too bloody pictures. The report also included an assessment from a criminal investigation expert, saying that two gangs had a firefight over territory, and the Black Flame Gang was wiped out during the night.
   

        "Ha-ha..." Casio chuckled.
   

        Casio, being the culprit behind the incident, knew exactly how the Black Flame Gang members died. The conclusions drawn by the crime expert were probably because the actual evidence was too shocking.
   

        A punch blew up a person's head, a hand knife cut a person in half. Casio withstood bullets and crossed over ten meters in one easy step.
   

        Some assumptions could be made based on the evidence at the scene.
   

        The Baichuan City government had not encountered this kind of thing, and the police department was clueless. So, of course the reported content couldn't follow the real circumstances, and came up with an excuse to brush it off.
   

        There are no surveillance cameras in these days, the chance of the Baichuan City police department to track down Casio is almost zero.
   

        Having finished reading the newspaper, he casually threw it into a trash can.
   

        Casio took out a VIP card from his pocket and walked into Baichuan City's Comprehensive Fighting Fitness Center, where he trained until the afternoon.
   

        Almost time for work at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall, he took a tram towards Red Tower Street. For Casio, teaching combat skills at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall is not merely for money now, but rather to preliminarily identify and note down talented boys and girls worthy of cultivation.
   

        For example, Tifa, Phil's friend Milo is quite talented.
   

        During the Era of Retrospection, Teacher Lixia was always talking about inheritance. Perhaps in the real world, Casio can select several apprentices for cultivation. At least, it would leave a sprout for the long-gone Wind Elephant Gate from seventy years ago.
   

        The tram's back door opened with a clatter.
   

        A few minutes later, Casio, carrying his bag, walked into the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall.
   

        "As expected, he knows how to fight. I heard he's quite famous within the area around Snowflake Middle School. However, no matter how famous he is, he's still an ordinary human...Against the ferocious and inhuman claws of Shadow Demon, his death is just a matter of time..." Ugo muttered to himself.
   

        He looked at Casio's back as he walked into the Martial Arts Hall, shook his head, then walked off into the distance. The Shadowless organization was transferring some of their forces to Baichuan City, and he needed to coordinate this.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Old Mack."
   

        Casio lightly tapped the table.
   

        "Go on."
   

        A set of keys was thrown over.
   

        Casio caught it easily, nodded in acknowledgment. Just when he was about to head inside, he noticed Old Mack seemed to be reading the Baichuan Morning News.
   

        He leaned over and took a look, and indeed he was reading a newspaper.
   

        Old Mack noticed Casio's gaze and raised his head to unfold the paper: "Recent times have been turbulent, the paper says there was a firefight between two gangs last night, at least a dozen people dead..."
   

        "It was the Black Flame Gang, wasn't it?" Casio said with a faint smile.
   

        "Yes, it's said that all the dead were from the Black Flame Gang."
   

        Old Mack shook his head: "But that's not too bad, after all, it's only gang members dying, it's best if they keep killing each other."
   

        "..." Casio went silent for a moment, then coughed twice.
   

        "What's wrong? Coach Li Wei, do you have a cold?"
   

        "Nothing, I'm going in now, see you." Casio snatched the shoulder bag and grabbed the towel from the wall, decisively heading toward the corridor.
   

        Half an hour later, in the spacious training room.
   

        Seven or eight teenagers were practicing combat movements under the guidance of Casio. After several classes of warm-ups, they had begun to take the form of movements. Although they could not be said to have mastered them yet, they were slowly getting closer to the entrance level.
   

        "You guys continue, I will correct your movements on the side."
   

        Casio stopped demonstrating, took steps to walk from the front to the side. While counting the order from one to five out loud, he observed everyone's posture and movements. Unquestionably, Tifa had the most correct movements in this group. This girl had both talent and diligence, a seedling worth cultivating.
   

        As for Phil and Milo, these two guys weren't great at the beginning, but they had picked up quite a bit now.
   

        Anyway, they were diligent in all kinds of exercises and workouts, there was no laziness. Coupled with a good foundation, they had caught Casio's eye too. However, he wanted to observe them for a bit longer.
   

        Over the past two weeks, more than a hundred people had come to learn from Casio. Only five of them had any talent, two of them were too old, and the remaining three were none other than Phil, Milo, and Tifa.
   

        Among them, Tifa had the best talent, Milo was next, and Phil was the last. However, even the worst Phil had a medium-low level core bone. The best, Tifa, had a medium-high-level core bone.
   

        Casio's current approach was to throw some simple explosive techniques at them, let them practice for a period, then test their respective progress, and finally consider whether to pass on some real stuff.
   

        He hoped the progress of the three would satisfy him.
   

        At dusk, the combat art training was over.
   

        "Goodbye, coach." "See you tomorrow, coach." "..."
   

        A few boys and girls waved and left.
   

        "Coach, I am leaving." Tifa also waved.
   

        "Go ahead." Casio nodded, but saw Phil waving beside her, as if Tifa was saying goodbye to him.
   

        This kid...after all, it's puberty...
   

        Casio shook his head: "Phil, let's go. Your brother's car should be waiting outside, thanks for this time."
   

        "No problem, coach, let's go." Phil scratched his hair and whispered a few words to Milo beside him.
   

        Then Casio and Phil pushed open the large door of the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall and walked out. A long black sedan was parked on the street in front, with a series of silver frames decorating the bottom edge. There was also a pale gold crescent moon logo on the hood of the car. This was a high-end sedan of the age, the Hertznia series.
   

        The car window was rolled down, and a youth wearing a tweed jacket, a black round hard hat, and gold-rimmed glasses on his nose waved this way: "Phil, Mister Li Wei, this way."
   

        The two quickly got into the sedan and sat in the back seat.
   

        "Phil, how have you been training with Mister Li Wei recently?"
   

        Sitting in the driver's seat, Matthew asked his brother while driving, his hands moving slightly and the accelerator gradually pressing.
   

        "It's okay, I'm doing my best to learn." With a helpless scratch at his head, Phil had been knocked down by Tifa yesterday.
   

        "Hmm." Matthew didn't ask in detail, he quickly changed the topic: "Mister Li Wei, there is a detached residential house you wanted. There is a nice place here. It's not dark yet, we can drive straight there and see the specifics."
   

        "Thanks, Matthew." Casio nodded: "Don't be so polite to call me 'sir', I remember when we were drinking the other day everyone was calling each other 'brother', calling me 'sir' seems distant."
   

        "Hahaha, okay. Then… Li Wei." Matthew laughed.
   

        On the road, a black sedan sped past.
   

        Elsewhere, Milo was heading toward his home. He had a large backpack on his back, with the zipper not fully closed. A yellowish hilt of a wooden sword stuck out from the gap in his backpack.
   

        In recent days, Milo had been practicing boxing with Phil at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall, and his time practicing kendo had decreased.
   

        For example today, he originally planned to take a break from the martial arts hall, but after practicing for less than an hour, he was dragged away by Phil.
   

        Honestly speaking, Milo didn't have much interest in boxing, he preferred kendo. Having a weapon would look so cool, he could pull out the sword instantly when facing an enemy.
   

        A flurry of slices, a stylish sheathing of the sword, and the opponent would scamper off defeated.
   

        Getting excited, Milo couldn't help but raise his right hand and mimic a slicing motion a few times. Unfortunately, while he enjoyed the kendo club a lot, the bait that Phil offered was too alluring.
   

        No boy could resist a complete set of Captain Hong Li's comic books, plus a limited edition one if needed!
   

        Thus, Milo, the "blade lover", was easily bought off. After all, this comic book set wasn't for him alone; if the boys in his class knew, they would be scrambling for it. Milo could already imagine his elevated status in class in a few days.
   

        He would have a good twenty or so "sons".
   

        "Hehe." Milo couldn't help but laugh a few times.
   

        It was about six-thirty in the afternoon, and the sun was no longer visible in the twilight sky, only the afterglow of the setting sun remained.
   

        Milo made his way along the grey street towards Belo Street.
   

        Suddenly, he came to a halt, his bag clutched in his hand. Two disreputable-looking youths emerged from the dim alleyway up ahead. One had dyed his hair yellow, the other had a conspicuous nose ring.
   

        Their eyes met and Milo immediately sensed danger.
   

        He'd heard rumors at school that some reprobates routinely extorted students near Snowflake Middle School, feeling entitled to their money. Either you gave them the money, or you were beaten up. If you had no money at all, you were still beaten up. 
   

        Milo didn't have a dime on him right now...
   

        Swallowing his fear, he turned around and bolted.
   

        "Hey! Where do you think you're going?"
   

        Suddenly, a thug blocked his path. This man was dressed in a blue jacket, with a metallic chain slung over his shoulder.
   

        A cigarette dangling from his mouth, he blew smoke rings nonchalantly.
   

        Milo stood frozen in his tracks. He was cornered. One in a blue jacket, one with yellow hair, one with a nose ring – they had him surrounded.
   

        "What are you waiting for? Fork over the cash."
   

        The trio advanced towards him step by step. The one in the blue jacket even pulled out a folding knife from his pocket, twirling it around.
   

        "I..." Milo hesitated, then weighed his backpack: "I have no money."
   

        "No money? Well, old rules apply, you're due for a beating!" The man with a nose ring cracked his knuckles and approached with a malicious grin on his face.
   

        "Damn it!" Milo cursed under his breath. Then an idea struck: the wooden sword in his bag. It was used by the Kendo club, but it wasn't a bamboo sword. Bamboo swords were sport exercise equipment used for practice and competition, with low lethality. The wooden sword, however, used in Kendo and sword techniques, could cause severe damage. Some could fracture their bones if hit, while others could even lose their lives depending on where they were struck. It was a deadly weapon.
   

        With the Kendo skills he had honed over time, he might be able to fend off these thugs. With this idea in mind, Milo's adrenaline spiked. He quickly spun his bag around and pulled.
   

        Out came a wooden sword, about 120 cm long.
   

        "Oh, we have a Kendo enthusiast here!"
   

        The yellow-haired man lunged forward with a kick. Milo swung the long sword towards him, but with one 'smack,' the wooden sword was sent flying out of his hand.
   

        "This is your lousy Kendo? Ugh!"
   

        The wooden sword hit the ground, and the trio immediately ganged up on Milo. Because he dared to resist, their blows landed harder. Fists and feet came at him relentlessly.
   

        Milo instinctively guarded his vital points as pain began to seep through various parts of his body. It was only when he managed to deflect two incoming blows with his forearm that he realized he had unconsciously performed the defensive techniques that Casio had taught him.
   

        "I may not have my wooden sword, but I still have my fists!"
   

        An idea popped into Milo's head and he had a moment of realization. He suddenly lunged forward, pushing through the cluster of his attackers to make an escape.
   

        He then crouched low, drawing in his shoulders. Quickly turning around, he threw a fist, connecting squarely with the yellow-haired man's chest.
   

        "Ah." The man grunted in pain, clutching his chest.
   

        "Damn it, he's fighting back! You've got some nerve!"
   

        The man in the blue jacket charged at him, his folding knife extended threateningly in the sunlight.
   

        Enraged, he lunged at Milo, not caring about the consequences.
   

        "Knife!" Milo's eyes widened in fear. But in the chaos, he remembered the moves Casio had taught him.
   

        In an instant, he twisted his body sideways to avoid the knife. He then swung his right hand like a whip, smacking it on the man's wrist. The folding knife went flying and landed with a clatter.
   

        In that moment, it seemed as if the explosive techniques were kicking in. It was a simple, rudimentary method of speed bursting.
   

        Surprisingly, it worked!
   

        Such is the folly of youth. The thrill of that moment sent Milo into a frenzy. With a battle cry, he charged fervently at the three thugs.
   

        In a flurry of punches and kicks, he went all out on the trio.
   

        If Casio had been watching, he would've just shaken his head in disappointment. Amidst the flurry of wild punches, Milo sporadically threw in one or two combat moves. Anyone with a modicum of martial skills could have taken him down easily.
   

        However, Milo's opponents were just a bunch of adolescent thugs. They were not even gang members, but the lowest of the low who extorted students for money. Compared to Milo, they were even worse.
   

        Without the knife, the trio were helpless against Milo's onslaught.
   

        Powered by his fierce bravado, Milo's fists flailing like a wild dog, occasionally landing a solid punch or kick,
   

        Stunned, the thugs were no match for him. He left them with swollen, bruised faces, while they yelped and tried to escape.
   

        Milo chased them, fighting them off for over a hundred meters.
   

        Only when the thugs hid in the alley, did Milo retreat apprehensively, picking up his black bag from the ground.
   

        He took a few deep breaths, his left hand held onto the wooden sword, while his right hand to a slightly scraped fist. An unfamiliar surge of electricity seemed to pass from the base of his spine to his brain.
   

        He shivered excitedly in the middle of the street.
   

        Milo felt like he had channeled Hong Li, the team captain.
   

        One punch, one villain down. One kick, one adversary defeated.
   

        The satisfaction of fists landing on the enemy, the dull thud of a kick hitting the target – it was a lot more thrilling than the clattering exchange of wooden swords during Kendo practice!
   

        He glanced at the long wooden sword in his hand, then at his reddened, clenched fist. A sudden realization dawned on him.
   

        "Is Kendo a mere inconvenience?"
   

        "Starting today, I'll start learning boxing properly!"
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        "How about this place? It's a bit remote though."
   

        Max said, pointing to a single house ahead.
   

        Getting out of the car, Casio looked up. This residence covered a substantial area. There was a low gray wall around the outside, and a black wrought-iron gate marked the entrance. Beside the gate, a shiny metal mailbox stood on the ground.
   

        Approaching swiftly, they saw a paved pathway leading straight to the house. Entering through the iron gate, a moderately sized courtyard came into view. The perimeter was decorated with a green lawn, interspersed with flower beds and a few ornamental trees.
   

        In the center of the courtyard stood a mountain-shaped three-story building shrouded in the twilight glow. The color of the roof tiles was a mix of warm tones.
   

        Casio nodded slightly, clearly fond of the brown-redfolded roof of the house which gave off a warm ambiance.
   

        "The owner of this house is moving to East Sea County soon. Because they are in a bit of a hurry, the price is quite cheap. It seems like they plan to sell this soon, so the whole property is only going to cost 150,000 Hong Li Federation coins," Max explained while touring the house.
   

        Casio nodded, apparently quite satisfied with this.
   

        "Oh, right, this place has quite a sizable basement. The previous owners used it as a warehouse. It should be pretty decent once you've cleaned it up a bit," Max said.
   

        Further, Casio heard Max point out some downsides to the property. It was relatively remote, had few neighbors, inconvenient transportation, and was quite far from the central street district of Baichuan City.
   

        Casio didn't mind these drawbacks. He wanted a quiet environment, and the fewer neighbors, the better. As for transportation, the distance from his previous residence, Jessica's apartment to Red Tower Street, was not much closer than the current house. Besides, the house was still within the urban area, and there was a bus stop just a few hundred meters away.
   

        Next, the three of them went into the house to check it out.
   

        Casio liked the interior layout and immediately decided on this house, thanking Max once again.
   

        "Thanks a lot."
   

        "No problem, we're friends," Max said with a smile.
   

        They indeed could be considered friends by now.
   

        Casio saved Max's brother, while Max helped Casio inquire about the coin antiques and orchid heart grass, and now helped Casio find a house he liked. As the saying goes, one good turn deserves another; the more they interacted, the closer they became.
   

        Standing in the empty living room, Max said, "I have connections with some renovation and furniture companies, quite reliable ones. I'll give you the contact addresses. Just mention my name, and they will definitely give you a discount."
   

        Following this, the two chatted in the yard for a while, and Max shared some news about the Crown Cross Star Coin that Casio wanted him to find. The City Museum in the Central Street District would host a White Rose Antiques appraisal meet tomorrow, a comprehensive exchange meeting hosted by the external White Rose Antiques Company.
   

        It was quite a significant event in the six counties of the east, including an antique exhibition, charity donations, antique auctions, exchange dinners, etc. It was not a typical antique exhibition; the concept was said to be borrowed from abroad.
   

        The Crown Cross Star Coins that Casio wanted were displayed in the antique hall, not just one, but more than a hundred. They were collected by the White Rose Antiques Company. While they might not have much antique collection value now, they were still enough to create an impressive scene.
   

        Conveniently, Max, as the general manager of Kanon Corporation, received an invitation and could take Casio to the antique exhibition.
   

        Hearing this news, Casio was also somewhat intrigued. For him, the antique exhibition was a good place with many antiques piled together. Perhaps one or two contained Obsession Energy. Whether by stealing or buying, there would certainly be a way.
   

        For Casio, the challenge was not about obtaining the Obsession Antiques but finding them. In the past, he had to wander around various antique shops, playing a hit and miss game.
   

        Facing such a great opportunity, naturally, he agreed.
   

        Three minutes later.
   

        "Well, see you tomorrow."
   

        Max stood at the door, Phil by his side.
   

        "Um..." Casio hesitated.
   

        Max chuckled, patting his hat, "Get in the car."
   

        Casio shook his head before opening the car door and getting in.
   

        Max had just made a joke; he of course wouldn't let him stay in this empty house overnight.
   

        Sitting back in the soft car seat, Casio folded his hands and squinted his eyes.
   

        He recognized Max's friendly intentions. He could tell that Max wanted to be friends with him, otherwise, he wouldn't be so helpful.
   

        He also needed Max's connections.
   

        Each took what they needed and hit it off. Perfect.
   

        After about ten minutes, they reached Jessica Apartment on Banner Street.
   

        Casio got out of the car and the car's left window rolled down. Phil waved lightly, "See you tomorrow, Coach."
   

        "See you tomorrow." Casio turned and headed towards the apartment.
   

        The next day, Phil just got to class with his backpack.
   

        Milo pulled him aside with a mysterious expression and seriously said, "I'm not practicing with the sword anymore!"
   

        "???" Phil's eyes widened, "Why?"
   

        "I'm going to practice boxing!" Milo smirked with satisfaction, and then began to embellish the events of yesterday evening as he explained them to Phil. With his arms folded across his chest, he struck a cool pose.
   

        "Impressive! Those three punks didn't stand a chance against you?" Phil asked, playing along with Milo's boasting.
   

        "Can't you believe it? Take a look at this." Milo pulled Phil into a corner and mysteriously reached into his pocket.
   

        "Whoa, aren't you thirsty in broad daylight!"
   

        Phil expressed complete shock.
   

        "What are you thinking? Look at the treasure I hold!" Milo brandished the heavy item in his hand—it was a folding knife.
   

        In their haste to flee the night before, the three thugs didn't have time to pick up their fallen knife, which was naturally claimed by Mino. He considered it a spoil of battle and took it home.
   

        "Wow, you managed to chase off all three of them in one fight!"
   

        Phil raised his thumb in approval, himself a devoted fan of the much-celebrated superhero Captain Hong Li from a popular recent comic.
   

        "But why would you stash the knife in your pants?"
   

        Phil cast a skeptical glance at his friend Milo.
   

        "Ah, isn't it just convenient?"
   

        "And it's not like I hid it in my underwear."
   

        The pockets of Milo's clothing were shallow, only the long pocket on the inside of his trousers could accommodate the folding knife. In the past, he had used this pocket to store his pocket money to prevent it from getting lost or stolen.
   

        Now it conveniently served as a sheath for his folding knife.
   

        As the two engrossed friends chatted in the corner, the conversation gradually shifted to the latest ranking among the combat club members at their school.
   

        Phil mentioned wanting to join in order to gauge how his strength had improved. Meanwhile, Milo planned to quit the kendo club, considering joining the combat club or simply becoming clubless in the days to come.
   

        After yesterday's events, he was now even more eager to learn some serious skills, preferably from Coach Li Wei.
   

        After all, he was thoroughly embarrassed after having practiced kendo for several years, only to have his wooden sword kicked away by a simple thug. The upset lingered with Milo.
   

        "Ding-dong-dong..." A crisp bell rang.
   

        A big hand promptly landed on a metal alarm clock.
   

        Casio jumped out of bed and glanced at the clock: 7:05.
   

        He had resumed his regular routine.
   

        As usual, he went on to brush his teeth, wash his face, and prepare breakfast. But this time, Casio didn't take a hot water bath with his bag of herbs, as Matthew told him last night that the White Rose Antiques evaluation event was scheduled early today, causing him to worry about missing his morning exercise.
   

        Twenty minutes later, Casio finished the last sip of his milk.
   

        He opened the window and looked out—there was no sign of the car.
   

        Turning his attention back to the black bag by the sofa, he took out and placed all four antiques on the coffee table as usual.
   

        As he gently touched each antique with his palm, a refreshing sensation enveloped him, slowly seeping into his skin. After touching all four antiques, he glanced at the upper right corner of the screen.
   

        The obsession energy increased by 0.1.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 3.8'
   

        It was the second day and the energy could still recover.
   

        "If this can continue for five days, then it's as if I've swindled an extra obsession antique..." Casio, pleased, packed everything back up.
   

        "Beep Beep Beep..."
   

        Outside, a series of depressing honks echoed.
   

        Casio glanced out of the window at a long sedan parked by the roadside. He quickly slipped into his suit jacket placed on the sofa, picked up the pocket watch pendant on the coffee table, and swiftly descended the stairs.
   

        "They're here." Casio swiftly walked towards the car.
   

        The driver's window rolled down. Besides-Max's handsome face, there was a beautiful side-profile sitting in the co-driver's seat.
   

        It belonged to an attractive, black-haired, mature woman.
   

        Her large, seductive eyes met his, an enigmatic gaze flashing in their depths.
   

        The beauty mark at the corner of her pointed eyes drew the eye.
   

        "Li Wei, let me introduce you to Violet."
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        "Hello."
   

        Casio squinted slightly.
   

        "Hello." Violet's voice was very cold.
   

        The back door of the car opened, and Casio climbed in, crossing his arms over his chest. His eyes, intentionally or not, were watching Violet in the passenger seat. Not because she had an attractive figure and excellent looks, but because he could sense the killing intention emanating from her.
   

        This killing intention wasn't aimed at him, but was an aura formed naturally over many years. Casio's perception was highly sensitive, which allowed him to detect this hidden aura.
   

        Clearly, this Violet was not Matthew's mistress or secretary, but someone more like a bodyguard. According to Casio's guess, this woman was possibly associated with the Black Spade...
   

        The Sand Dust Organization had once attempted to assassinate Phil but failed due to Casio's presence. They certainly wouldn't give up so easily, and actions against the Kanon Corporation were most likely still underway in secret. This woman, codenamed Violet, was likely someone the Black Spade Organization had assigned to protect Matthew, the General Manager of the Kanon Corporation...
   

        The car started and soon merged onto the spacious streets.
   

        Their destination was the City Museum located in the Central Street District.
   

        Without any accidents, they arrived about ten minutes later.
   

        Casio stepped out of the car, shielding his eyes from the sunlight. It was a greyish-white rectangular plaza. Round flower beds loaded with blooming plants surrounded the perimeter, with streetlights standing beside them. The center was marked by a circular white stone fountain, its ceramic tiles shimmering white under the sunlight. On the stone platform in the middle of the fountain was a five to six meters tall statue of the first mayor of Baichuan City.
   

        Citizens occasionally sat on the nearby black benches, soaking up the sun and chatting, or feeding breadcrumbs to pigeons.
   

        With two thuds, the car doors closed.
   

        Matthew and Violet also got out of the car.
   

        One looking handsome and elegant, and the other beautiful and refined. They somewhat resembled a couple, with Casio seeming more like a bodyguard.
   

        "Let's go in and have a look,"
   

        Contacted us, in the meantime, Matthew took out a black invitation card from his pocket, which had a golden edge.
   

        Just as the three of them started to move, a security guard in a blue uniform approached them. Seeing Matthew's invitation card, he hurriedly came over. After confirming their identities, he assured them that he would arrange for his colleagues to guard the area to prevent Matthew's luxury car from being damaged.
   

        Then, with a respectful look, he watched the three of them leave.
   

        This clearly was not a mere antique exhibition, but a gathering of the upper-class society. Even the museum's security guards were sycophantic. Their enthusiasm suggested that the White Rose Corporation must have given them plenty of incentives.
   

        They took the white stone road and went a few rounds. Soon, a square museum appeared in front of them. It was very high and grand, with large pieces of transparent glass on the side. A blue carpet led from the entrance all the way out.
   

        About ten to twenty security officers in blue uniforms were patrolling, some of them even carrying rubber batons.
   

        "Matthew?"
   

        "Avery?"
   

        "Long time no see!"
   

        "Yes, it's been a long time!"
   

        Close to the entrance, a young man also in a suit came forward to greet them. He, too, was holding a black invitation to the antique exhibition and seemed to be friends with Matthew.
   

        "Weren't you doing business with your father in the East Sea County? When did you return?" Matthew was also somewhat delighted.
   

        "The rubber business there isn't going well. My father stayed there to manage the branch, and asked me to return to North Flow Country to handle the business here. I've been so busy lately that I haven't had the chance to meet you for tea. Today, I managed to spare some time to attend the White Rose Antique Show and I didn't expect to run into you," Avery replied with a smile.
   

        "It's just as well. Let's go together," Matthew responded with a smile.
   

        It was clear that the two shared more than a regular friendship. They were likely childhood friends.
   

        "Who are these two?"
   

        Avery glanced at Violet and Casio standing next to them.
   

        "Oh, they're friends, here to check out the antique exhibition," Matthew introduced, "This is Violet, and this is Li Wei."
   

        The four of them chatted at the entrance for three to four minutes, then walked towards the entrance of the City Museum. After checking their invitation, they encountered no obstacles and entered the venue along the passage.
   

        The interior of the museum was quite spacious. The White Rose Antiques Company had arranged things with the museum. The City Museum had temporarily lent the western exhibition hall to the White Rose Company for a themed antique exhibition, for which the White Rose Company had to pay a hefty sum.
   

        But they had the money and wanted to show off their grandeur.
   

        The City Museum was located in the best spot in Baichuan City. It was the largest and most well-equipped. Naturally, it was the chosen spot for the White Rose Antiques Show. If they chose a smaller venue, it would be too embarrassing.
   

        It wouldn't seem grand enough to attract the upper-class.
   

        "Oh, Mr. Matthew."
   

        "Matthew's here?"
   

        Just as the four of them entered the exhibition hall, some of the people already in the hall turned to look. Kanon Corporation was a large company in Baichuan City, known for its incredibly profitable liquor business.
   

        Consequently, Matthew was of high status.
   

        He immediately gave off a perfect smile, walking elegantly towards them. Avery and Violet followed him.
   

        Only the tall and sturdy Casio remained standing where he was.
   

        Matthew had told Casio earlier that the White Rose Antiques Show was a place for him to network. Casio could look around on his own for the time being, and Matthew would ask the organizers about him when the morning exhibition came to an end.
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        After all, in principle, the items on display cannot be sold temporarily, otherwise what would the upper-class people view in the subsequent exhibitions?
   

        Casio slowly looked around the exhibition hall. The layout of the Baichuan City Museum was indeed vast. The place where Casio was standing was a main hall, supported by marble pillars up and down. On the grey-black floor, every certain distance there was a high counter.
   

        Above the counter were collections enclosed by glass covers.
   

        At one glance, there were at least hundreds of pieces in the main hall.
   

        Furthermore, there were many passages on both sides leading to the thematic side halls. For example, one living room was filled with antiques like oil landscape paintings, or all kinds of porcelain vases.
   

        The collections brought by the White Rose Antiques Company seemed to be even more numerous than the Baichuan City Museum, worthy of being a large company.
   

        Casio quickly walked to one side, walking along the edge of the side counter. About ten meters ahead, a beautiful girl wearing a black dress and a metal nameplate on her chest was introducing the stories of the collections inside the glass cover to the people around her.
   

        "Miss, is there an antique currency show here?"
   

        "Sorry sir, there is no specialized hall. The currency collections are displayed in a hall with statues and landscape paintings. If you want to go see them, the third side hall ahead is it." The girl's face was filled with a professional smile.
   

        "Thank you." Casio immediately headed off towards his clear target.
   

        He quickly entered a side hall, where the walls were adorned with landscape paintings. Below the frames, there were papers introducing the era, background of the painter, and the price.
   

        In front of the landscape paintings were collections covered by glass. Casio moved his gaze along with his steps. Soon he found what he was looking for - a rectangular display table beside a marble pillar, on which antique currencies were arranged evenly inside a glass cover.
   

        Sunlight fell on the table, the crown logo protruding from the surface of the coin was very conspicuous, above the crown was a crooked cross.
   

        There was also a coin with its reverse side placed on the table.
   

        The surface of the coin displayed the number fifty.
   

        This was it, the Crown Cross Star. One hundred and fifty years ago, in the northern part of the Hong Li Federation, a bloody revolution broke out in the Principality of Ryant. Emperor Volly IV was put on the guillotine, the spectators at the time threw a large number of coins, stained with blood.
   

        The introduction beside the counter was similar to what the old man had described.
   

        Casio glanced at the counter, and then at the people around. There were fewer people in this hall, the only three or four people were appreciating the landscape paintings on the wall. After confirming no one was watching him, he gently tapped the bottom of the glass cover with his right hand.
   

        Thunk, a dull and soft sound.
   

        Casio's finger shockingly opened up a crack, like a bullet, at the rubber layer where the glass cover and the table connected. All of a sudden, a bitter flow of air gushed out from the crack. Casio's eyes lit up, and then he quietly withdrew his right hand.
   

        It's a shame that the glass cover and the platform connect too tightly. If he wanted to open it, he would need to take the entire glass cover off. Otherwise, he would definitely absorb the Obsession Energy from the Crown Cross Star first.
   

        Then consider buying the coin collection later.
   

        After looking around and finding no one observing him, Casio tried to open the others as he had done.
   

        His body had an astonishing control, he could utilize his body freely. His finger was like a drill, easily pecking open a crack in the yellow glue layer without needing to touch the entire surface of the glass cover.
   

        Adding onto the silent, concealed movement, in merely five to six minutes, he had gone through all the platforms in this side hall. Unfortunately, there were no Obsession antiques.
   

        As a result, Casio targeted the other side halls.
   

        He believed that this method was hard to be discovered, there were no cameras here and the people beside him couldn't notice Casio's small movement. Even if they did discover it, what then? He merely touched the edge of the glass cover and didn't touch the antiques within. The collections were still perfectly sitting on the platform.
   

        With that, Casio was even more confident and moved faster.
   

        In a short amount of time he had searched five side halls, it was an impressive efficiency.
   

        However, there were no rewards.
   

        This made Casio a bit disheartened. In such a grand White Rose Antique Show, he couldn't find the second Obsession antique besides the Crown Cross Star. Won't his search for the Obsession antiques later be like finding a needle in a haystack? Would he only be able to rely on luck at that moment?
   

        Helpless yet still desiring answers, he had to continue the search.
   

        Finally, in the penultimate side hall, the ninth side hall.
   

        In the corner on the edge, Casio's body shook slightly.
   

        He clicked his tongue and lowered his head, a bronze ring was displayed inside the glass cover, crudely made and quite ugly.
   

        But, it was an Obsession Antique!
   

        The bitter taste in Casio's mouth had already given him the answer.
   

        Taking a deep breath, Casio noted down the location of this counter, then walked towards the last exhibition hall.
   

        Five minutes later, he returned to the main hall.
   

        In the spacious hall, upper-class people in suits were walking back and forth, chatting and sipping hot tea. Some handsome young men and women were mingling together, their attire and demeanor were extraordinary.
   

        But the ones who really looked like collectors were only a dozen or so balding middle-aged men or old men. Dressed in very casual pale yellow shirts, wearing reading glasses, and staying focused on the collections without engaging in conversations.
   

        Casio emulated their practice, starting from a corner of the counter, slowly explored other places.
   

        He hunched his back, appeared silent, and unsociable.
   

        People nearby naturally wouldn't bother him, often stepping aside as Casio approached to continue chatting with friends. Casio, meanwhile, scrutinizing the countertop, relentlessly poking at the edges.
   

        With a thump, he could identify the authenticity within a few seconds.
   

        Due to the crowdedness and the large number of collections in the main hall, Casio was cautious. He often started off pretending to be nonchalant, and would suddenly lean forward when the gazes around him moved away.
   

        It took him a full half-hour to complete the search.
   

        "This entire White Rose Antique Show is not even equivalent to the Sand Dust Organization's antique transport truck," Casio couldn't help but comment in his mind.
   

        He only found two Obsession Antiques this time.
   

        One was the already confirmed Crown Cross Star Coin, and the other was a bronze ring in hall 9. Although there were some gains, it's unsure how much was it exactly. Mainly it depended on the authenticity of that stack of Crown Cross Star Coins. There were more than a hundred of them, not sure how many contained Obsession Energy.
   

        If it's like last time Casio experienced, a genuine Crown Cross Star Coin would have about 0.2 Obsession Energy, equivalent to half the energy of a normal Obsession Antique. Hopefully, there would be more...
   

        Just as he was pondering, commotion broke out not far away.
   

        "Damn it, this bitch dares to hit me?! Beat her up!"
   

        A black-haired youth was cupping his left cheek with an angry face.
   

        There was a bright red hand print on his cheek.
   

        Standing opposite him was a graceful and cold figure, Matthew's bodyguard, the violet with a teardrop mole.
   

        Though Casio was sorry that he only remembered this, the teardrop mole that completes her look was indeed memorable.
   

        About ten meters away, a bodyguard who was behind the youth charged up. Showing no mercy, he directly aimed a punch at Violet's chest with both speed and force.
   

        "Oh? This guy has combat training."
   

        Casio headed over while narrowing his eyes.
   

        On the other hand, Violet took a step back. With a quick sidestep, she swiftly dodged the fist. Then her long, taut leg was lifted in an angled sweep, landing a smack on the bodyguard's waist.
   

        "This Violet knows some combat skills too, but it seems not very advanced, perhaps around the third level. Casio was leisurely strolling over: "A bodyguard sent by the Black Spade Organization wouldn't be this weak in combat, so she should be more proficient in shooting."
   

        From a distance, two more bodyguards from behind the youth charged forward.
   

        Three guys in total, each of them looked to be at the second or third level in combat skills. At this moment, they had Violet surrounded.
   

        "Damn, I didn't bring a gun, this is trouble…" 
   

        Violet narrowed her long eyes, feeling a bit heavy-hearted.
   

        Suddenly, a tall figure from the side pushed through the onlookers and forcibly squeezed in: "Excuse me."
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        The burly Casio was coming over step by step.
   

        The black-haired youth couldn't help but step back, saying a bit nervously, "Are you with that woman?"
   

        A bodyguard immediately stepped in front of the youth.
   

        "Together? Kind of."
   

        Casio responded blandly, twisting his thick neck.
   

        "What has happened here!" 
   

        Not far away, three or four security guards dressed in blue rushed over, with black rubber batons in their hands.
   

        "Give them a good beatdown before the security arrives!" The black-haired youth, bolstered by having more people on his side, ordered with a menacing look in his eyes.
   

        Being slapped in public was something he could not tolerate!
   

        "Coincidentally, I was thinking the same." Casio smirked.
   

        Just as he finished speaking, he disappeared from the spot.
   

        A huge shadow enveloped the bodyguard standing in front of the youth, and a piercing pain came from his abdomen. The bodyguard's eyes widened, and he bent over.
   

        On the other side, the two bodyguards confronting Violet froze. Two burly hands reached out from behind them, lifting them up as if they were chicks.
   

        The bodyguards were just about to struggle, but they suddenly blacked out.
   

        Casio dropped his arms, and the two fell to the floor immediately. Then he turned around and slapped the youth, knocking him down.
   

        "You, you!" The youth, with a red cheek, shouted. He wanted to curse, but he was afraid of getting beaten.
   

        So, all he could do was stammer "you, you, you".
   

        Casio stood there, indifferent. The gossip from bystanders let him understand what had just happened. A brat targeted an attractive woman to hit on. Unfortunately for him, this woman wasn't just any girl, she was an assassin.
   

        And she had a bad temper, so she responded with a slap.
   

        What followed was what Casio saw.
   

        Actually, this situation was easy to understand. The White Rose Antique Show was essentially a networking event.
   

        It was a place where many wealthy businessmen and rich second generations mingled and naturally attracted socialites.
   

        Rich kids flirting with socialites was common. They desired each other's bodies and money, creating a weird harmony.
   

        The black-haired youth probably mistook Violet for an average socialite, hence his attempt to strike up a conversation. However, Violet was cold and aloof, and didn't entertain him. The youth mistook her aloofness for playing hard to get and continued harassing her, naturally resulting in him being beaten up.
   

        This rich kid also couldn't keep his cool and ordered his bodyguards to take action right away, revealing his poor upbringing.
   

        If Matthew was hit by a woman at the exchange meeting, he would definitely not retaliate on the spot, but would instead bear it calmly then decide how to deal with it later.
   

        Matthew would never have his bodyguards attack a lady or a gentleman in public. That would be incredibly disgraceful.
   

        More importantly, if one ordered their subordinates to attack people at public events like the White Rose Antique Show, attended by many upper-class people, they wouldn't be invited to future events and some contacts would be lost.
   

        There are rules to everything. The black-haired youth was clearly at fault but arrogant. He deserved to be beaten by Casio.
   

        "What is happening?!"
   

        Only then did three security guards in blue uniform finally arrive.
   

        "He's attacking people in public!" The youth pointed at Casio.
   

        "Assaulting?" The leading security captain raised his eyebrows, looking at Casio and Violet: "What are you talking about?"
   

        "You just accuse someone of assault with no evidence? Then if I point at you and say you committed murder, does that mean you did it? Don't be ridiculous!"
   

        The security captain disagreed completely.
   

        "Huh?!" The youth, still on the ground, was stunned.
   

        "Look at my bodyguards! Look at my face!" The youth incredulously pointed at the ground and at his cheeks.
   

        The red slap marks were the best evidence.
   

        "I see them. But does that count as evidence? Who's to say you didn't start the fight and ended up getting beaten up?"
   

        The security captain walked over with his two subordinates.
   

        "You, you, you..." The youth was so angry that smoke seemed to be puffing out of his nostrils.
   

        "Quit complaining, get up, and bring all these unconscious people to the security room!" the security captain ordered immediately.
   

        Two or three more security personnel came over and quickly carried away the youth and his three bodyguards.
   

        Two minutes passed, upon hearing from the bystanders what happened, the security captain nodded and immediately walked toward the security room.
   

        He was not an ordinary security personnel, he had a keen eye. He saw how three bodyguards were knocked down in an instant, what could they do even with their batons? Could they do anything to the towering Casio?
   

        More importantly, when Casio and Violet entered the exhibition hall, they were with Avery the young proprietor!
   

        Avery's father's main business was a rubber company, and his secondary business was a security company, the second-largest in Baichuan City.
   

        The security of the City Museum and the Antique Show was handled by Avery's security company. They used the same security personnel. A conflict arose between a brainless rich kid and a friend of the young proprietor. It was clear who to support.
   

        Not to mention the other party was clearly at fault. Even if they were in the right, so what? Help the righteous rich kid and get fired by the proprietors' son or assist the proprietors' friend and have a bright future? It's obvious which is the better choice!
   

        A smile was forming on the security captain's face. 
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        He touched the shield-shaped security logo on his chest.
   

        Instantly, he felt that the company's dark badge had become even darker!
   

        Pushing his way through the crowd, the security captain walked up to Matthew and Avery who were about to come over: "Manager, your friend just had some trouble over there, but it's all sorted out now." He puffed out his chest, displaying the company logo.
   

        "Friend? Oh..." Avery looked somewhat puzzled, then noticed Matthew next to him. He immediately reached out and patted the security captain's shoulder: "I understand, thank you..."
   

        "No trouble, no trouble. Manager, those who started the fight have been taken to the security room. I'll head there right now." 
   

        The security captain was an old hand at this and didn't linger, fearing Avery might get annoyed. After this brief interaction, he hurriedly left.
   

        Five minutes later, the four of them got back together.
   

        "What happened? Oh, I see... Miss Violet, you're too pretty, haha." Matthew wore an amused yet helpless expression.
   

        "Miss Violet is indeed beautiful." Avery praised.
   

        In the sunlight, Violet's tall and full figure was indeed stunning. The curve from her legs up to her buttocks was eye-catching.
   

        Her black hair, tied into a ponytail, was as silky and smooth as satin. Her oval face was beautiful and delicate. The beauty mark near the corner of her eyes added a sexy charm to her.
   

        Plus, her chilly aura as a professional assassin.
   

        Even seasoned playboy Avery wanted to flirt.
   

        Naturally, the wealthy, young Matthew couldn't help himself either.
   

        While Matthew and Avery were looking at Violet, Violet was watching Casio. Not because of some cliché damsel-saving-hero scene, but because of the strength he displayed in a heartbeat.
   

        Violet, a top assassin from the Black Spade gang, specializes in handguns. However, her hand-to-hand fighting skills weren't weak either. If converted into the Federation Fighting Technique, it would be around three segments. At least one of Matthew's bodyguards was at segment three, yet he was helpless in front of Casio. Violet, as an onlooker, didn't even see how Casio attacked, and the three robust, combat-trained bodyguards fell.
   

        By simple deduction, Casio's Federation Fighting Technique segment could be between four to five, putting him at an expert level.
   

        And with such a physique and muscles, his combat strength could only be even stronger.
   

        On one side, Casio noticed Violet's gaze, but he didn't return it. All he wanted right now was the two Obsession Antiques. Helping just now was a favor for Matthew, who would be instrumental in the upcoming negotiation.
   

        The rest of the time went as usual; Matthew chatted with all sorts of people, and Casio walked around to kill time.
   

        The first half of the antique exhibition ended close to noon.
   

        Mathew, leading a few people, found the person in charge of the White Rose Antique Show through another acquaintance. It pays off to have a large network, as connections can be a vital resource.
   

        In an open side hall of the museum, two people negotiated.
   

        "Manager Tom, my friend wishes to purchase the ancient coin from cabinet thirty-two in side hall number three, and a bronze ring from cabinet twenty-one in side hall number nine. Would it be possible to buy these items in advance?"
   

        "Mr. Matthew, I'm sorry. The White Rose Antique Show's rules state that exhibited antiques cannot be sold until after the exhibition. Only auctioned antiques are for sale."
   

        "Could an exception be made? Manager Tom, my friend really loves these two antiques and he's somewhat in a hurry."
   

        "I understand, but if these two antiques were to be sold now, the exhibition table would be empty, which is quite awkward."
   

        "I get that you have your difficulties, but I'm sure we can work something out…"
   

        Matthew did not get angry. Smiling, he walked over to Manager Tom and spoke softly and elegantly.
   

        "Are you trying to bribe me!? This is an insult to me!" Tom wanted to rebuke Matthew loudly, but the offer was too substantial! He shook hands with Matthew, smiling from ear to ear in the sunlight.
   

        "Pleasure doing business with you!"
   

        "Thank you for your generous help, Manager Tom."
   

        Half an hour later, Casio got the two items he wanted, and Tom got what he wanted.
   

        As for the rules of the White Rose Antique Show…
   

        Rules are rigid, but people are flexible.
   

        An empty exhibition table is unappealing?
   

        Just move some antiques from another cabinet with more pieces, balance it out, and it'll look the same.
   

        These are minor issues.
   

        The cash on hand is what matters.
   

        People must learn to adapt and evolve.
   

        How can one make big money by being rigid all the time?
   

        "Have a nice day."
   

        At the museum entrance, Manager Tom personally saw them off.
   

        "Goodbye." Matthew waved his hand.
   

        The three got in the car, and the black luxury car started up quickly. It moved forward slowly and instantly blended into the flow of traffic.
   

        In the comfortable back seat, Casio opened a tightly wrapped black bag, containing exactly the two antiques he wanted. Thankfully both were small objects like coin rings, otherwise, he would have to wait a day or two for fragile items like porcelain vases and sculptures.
   

        "Matthew, thank you." Casio lifted his head and thanked him.
   

        "No problem, these things don't cost much. And you've already said thank you many times, it's just a minor thing among friends, haha." Matthew laughed.
   

        "I'll drop you at your new place. The renovation company and the furniture company should have arrived, I notified them this morning. You can discuss your preferences with them..."
   

        "Alright." Casio didn't decline, he indeed valued Matthew as a friend. Who wouldn't like such a wealthy and powerful, and subtle rich second-generation young master?
   

        The car slowly moved forward, and Casio began to touch his antiques. First, the Crown cross star coin that was stored in a plastic bottle to prevent loss. He rotated to open the cap.
   

        A bitter taste immediately opened in his mouth.
   

        "There seems to be quite a lot? At least three or more!" Casio estimated the quantity based on his previous experience.
   

        He felt each one, and as expected...
   

        There were a total of four! Each with 0.2 of Obsession Energy.
   

        The total was 0.8 of Obsession Energy.
   

        His right hand was slightly numb from the cold, Casio slowly breathed out, looked at the top right corner, and suddenly laughed with joy.
   

        「Obsession Energy: 3.8+0.8=4.6」
   

        He had broken through four, and he still had one piece to absorb.
   

        He immediately took out the ugly bronze ring from the bag, which made his body stiffen up as soon as he grabbed it.
   

        He hit the jackpot!
   

        Not an Obsession Antique, but a Legendary Antique!!!
   

        Casio widened his eyes, not expecting happiness to come so suddenly. Compared to ordinary antiques, the quantity of Obsession Antiques can be described as scarce. But Legendary Antiques would have to be referred to as rare.
   

        He had seen thousands of antiques by now, met less than ten Obsession Antiques, but only two Legendary Antiques.
   

        This time he was truly lucky!
   

        Casio calmed down his excited mood, looked up at the upper right corner, a ring logo gradually appeared.
   

        The logo appeared next to the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant.
   

        Both were parallel, but the ring logo was a bit faint.
   

        It seemed to be because he hadn't undertaken a Retrospection yet.
   

        「Obsession Energy: 4.6+0.6=5.2」
   

        He had broken five!
   

        With so much  Obsession Energy, enough for two Retrospections. Plus the bronze ring he just got, maybe he wouldn't have to wait until the day before the shadow demon manifested to perform a Era Retrospection, but he could advance to increase his strength by retrospection.
   

        Casio felt more feasible the more he thought about it.
   

        "I'll think more about it when I get home..."
   

        Suddenly, the car was violently hit with a bang. The three shook fiercely, and Casio's gaze instantly looked towards the right direction.
   

        A parallel black car rushed over and hit them again.
   

        At the same time, a handgun barrel was extended from the gap in the car window.
   

        Bang!
   

        A bullet instantly shot towards them.
   

        A huge black shadow on the back seat pounced like a python!
   

        Matthew was startled, his face turned pale, his soul almost fled. He looked violently towards the right, only to see a thick hand with bulging blue veins and muscles stretching out from the back seat of the car.
   

        The palm was blocking Matthew's temple, steady as a rock.
   

        Click!
   

        The big hand gently opened up.
   

        What fell was a slightly bloody bullet.
   

        "Damn! He actually blocked the bullet with his hand! That's too crazy!" Violet on the passenger seat opened her mouth wide.
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        Bang, bang!
   

        The car's left side gave a violent shake, abruptly being hit by another black sedan from the rear.
   

        Matthew quickly straightened the steering wheel, attempting to steady the car.
   

        Vroom!
   

        The black sedan on the left accelerated to forcefully charge again.
   

        Matthew jerked the wheel, the rubbing car door squealed.
   

        The window of the black sedan rolled down, an arm holding a firearm aimed squarely at Matthew.
   

        Casio squinted his eyes, preparing to shield Matthew's left side. Suddenly, an explosive gunshot rang inside the car. Violet pulled out a large-caliber handgun and fired instantly.
   

        The glass on the left vehicle shattered followed by a spray of fresh blood on the broken window. Clearly, the assassin who was about to strike was taken out by Violet in an instant.
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang!
   

        Gunshots came from both sides.
   

        Casio reached out with his large hand, pushing down the heads of the two men in front. Handgun bullets whizzed and shattered the window glass, ultimately a muffled sound was felt on the strong forearm. Streaks of blood trickled down his arm.
   

        Goddamn! My skin is torn again!"
   

        Casio muttered under his breath, then shook his hands. His robust muscles instantly pushed out the slightly embedded bullet, which snapped to the carpet.
   

        He swiftly turned his head for a quick scan. Not only were there two black vehicles on either side, but there were also two more behind. The four vehicles surrounded Matthew's luxury car and pushed it forward.
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        Two more collisions.
   

        The rear vehicles were madly ramming the luxury car they were in.
   

        The carriage fiercely vibrated, they jerked like they were speeding over a gravel road, their heads kept banging on the surroundings.
   

        "Stop the car!!!" Casio roared.
   

        Boom, boom, boom…..
   

        Again, several bullets pierced the rear glass to hit his back muscles, feeling like a needle prick.
   

        Not very painful, but not comfortable either.
   

        "I want to stop! But I can't!" Matthew was desperately trying to keep the car steady, spinning the steering wheel like a ship rudder. The car's structure was already disfigured by the impact.
   

        The surrounding silver frame decorations were also scattered all over the place.
   

        If it weren't for the fact that the Haitznaya series was a very high-end model, and Matthew's was specifically fortified, then the vehicle would have been totaled by the continuous strikes of the four cars long ago.
   

        Thump! Casio's head hit the roof again.
   

        The entire sedan surprisingly turned and spun, embarking on a large rotation before barely staying in a straight line on the road.
   

        The vehicle sustained more serious damage, the speed decreased, the surrounding four vehicles slowed down, completely trapped the three of them.
   

        Bang! Casio's head hit the roof, over and over again. He was already tall, and his head would naturally get hit whenever the car jolted.
   

        "Goddamn, I can't take it anymore!" Casio slammed his hand on the metal door and yelled, "Matthew, open the door for me!"
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh….. a series of bullets flew by.
   

        Matthew ducked and asked, "What are you trying to do?"
   

        "Don't ask me what I'm doing? Just open the door quickly!"
   

        "It won't open! The door got deformed from the collision!" Matthew desperately pressed the driver seat button but the door lock wouldn't unlock.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        Casio's temper flared up; he didn't want to be trapped in this tin can and be exhausted to death by the flying bullets surrounding it.
   

        "Burst blood speed!"
   

        Taking a deep breath, his muscle lines swelled up. Casio's eyes turned bloodshot, and he slammed his foot hard into the rear door.
   

        Bang! A huge footprint protruded from the door.
   

        "What is that?!"
   

        On the black vehicle to the right, two assassins in black glanced at the rear of the luxury car. Suddenly, another explosion!
   

        The hefty car door was kicked out with a whoosh.
   

        Bang! It first hit the body of the sedan on the right.
   

        Clang! It flew back, like a huge dart, pounded hard onto the hood of a sedan behind.
   

        At the same time, Casio placed his hands on the edges of the front and rear seats, his strong feet on the carpet. Like a professional sprinter on the starting blocks. Bang! A massive silhouette soared into the air like a hungry tiger pouncing for prey.
   

        The Haitznaya luxury car violently shook once more.
   

        The staggered Matthew regained control of the spinning wheel and looked at the empty back seat, "Where is he?!"
   

        "He should be...there!"
   

        Astonishment filled Violet's narrow eyes.
   

        They saw a tall silhouette standing on the roof of the black sedan on their right. Even with the insane shaking of the vehicle, his sturdy legs were as deeply rooted as a tree on the roof, as steady as a rock.
   

        "Goddamn, what's going on?!"
   

        "How come there's a person on top of car number two?!"
   

        The black-clothed assassins in the surrounding three sedans also saw this scene, they raised their guns, trigger squeezed and they shot continuously.
   

        Dozens of bullets hit Casio's body, his only suit quickly turning into shreds. The bullets pierced Casio's skin but got firmly stuck in his strong, steel-like muscles.
   

        Thump, thump, thump! The increased blood flow in his heart pumped vigorously, continuously expanding the strength throughout his body.
   

        A faint black gloss covered Casio's muscular contour, a surge of strength erupted like a raging river and his right hand transformed into a shadow.
   

        "Cyan Wind Airflow! Splitting Stream!!!"
   

        The White Qi enveloped hand knife savagely sliced through the roof of the black sedan, it exploded in a shower of sparks like a high-speed cutting chainsaw. A large piece of metal was sheared off the roof.
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        The black-clothed killer in the passenger seat suddenly looked up, only to be met by a pair of fiery red, savage and fierce eyes.
   

        "Ready, snap, eat!"
   

        His arm, like a black python, brutally came crashing down. The unlucky guy in the passenger seat was grasped by his head and hauled up instantly.
   

        Boom, boom, boom...
   

        The bullets from his companion's continuous shooting mistakenly struck their ally, turning him into a sieve. His blood was blossoming like scarlet flowers.
   

        "What a fragile body..."
   

        Casio looked at the corpse in his hands riddled with a dozen bloody holes, blood constantly gushing out. With a single move, he flung it backwards.
   

        Thump!
   

        The corpse, flying through the air, crashed through the front windshield of a sedan, coincidentally knocking out the driver. The whole car quickly started swerving and spiraled down from the riverside highway straight into the river channel.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        "No!"
   

        The two killers in the back seat were lifted up by Casio. With a swing of his hands, like hammers, he flung them out. Their bodies, like misty phantom figures, thudded onto the ground, slowly oozing blood.
   

        The last remaining assassin in the driver's seat tried to jump ship and flee.
   

        But from above, a dark shadow hammered down like a sledge hammer. With a stifled thud, the assassin's skull was instantly cracked and blasted open.
   

        Ratatat...
   

        A string of noises distinct from the usual firearm resonated.
   

        Turns out, the sedan behind had taken out a well-concealed light machine gun from underneath the seat and was wildly firing in this direction.
   

        They didn't even care about their task of assassinating Matthew anymore. Their only goal at the moment was to kill the monster. Light machine gun bullets sliced through the air and sped towards him.
   

        Casio sensed it and dodged sideways, but still took two bullets, blood gushing from the holes.
   

        After all, he was not trained in Hard Qigong. His strong epidermis and muscles came from the second-speed blood acceleration realm. So, he still couldn't fully deflect machine gun bullets. He needed to dodge even if it wasn't fatal, it would impact his combat power.
   

        "Tat-tat-tat..."
   

        In the sedan behind, a black-clothed man wearing sunglasses was holding a light machine gun, continually shooting in this direction.
   

        "Level two - Blood Acceleration!"
   

        Blood vessels in his eyes instantly climbed like tree branches. Casio felt a looping, powerful force dominating all the muscles in his body. He stomped heavily on the roof of the car, launching himself into the air like a shell.
   

        He folded his legs together like a pillar and aimed a kick at the sedan behind.
   

        Crack!
   

        The strong foot hit the chest of the machine gunner, instantly breaking his ribs and collapsing his chest cavity. He coughed up blood in large mouthfuls.
   

        In the state of second blood acceleration, when Casio's bodily control reached its peak, he nimbly crawled through the car window.
   

        "Thud!"
   

        "Bang!"
   

        "No!"
   

        "Aaaaaah..."
   

        The car violently shook, with dull thudding noises echoing from inside. The car door opened, and a black-clothed assassin tried to jump out in panic. A large hand on his back pulled him back.
   

        Crash!
   

        The side window was smashed, and a blood-soaked head stuck out, its neck lifelessly resting on the edge of the window.
   

        The sedan was unmanned and began to slow down.
   

        The rear door of the car was kicked open with a bang.
   

        A cheetah-like figure bolted out and ran off at full speed along the road. He quickly caught up with the vehicle in front. The dazzling sun shone on the black road, creating the absurd and discordant picture of a human figure chasing two high-speed cars.
   

        A sense of absurdity and incongruity arose spontaneously.
   

        "..." Violet glanced at the only remaining sedan on the left and then at Casio sprinting at top speed. She opened her cherry blossom mouth in bewilderment, wanting to say something but not knowing where to start.
   

        Matthew, driving next to her, swallowed his saliva and wiped the blood off his forehead, "This new friend of mine... is he a bit too intense?"
   

        Then, in front of their wide-open eyes and amidst the panicked shooting and cursing of the assassin, Casio charged like a rolling tank and crashed heavily into the car. The vehicle shifted with a bang.
   

        The car door deformed, and two black tire marks were left on the road.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        "Turn the wheel! Turn the wheel!"
   

        "Step on the gas! Don't let that monster catch up!"
   

        Boom!
   

        Another blow landed, causing serious deformation to the car door.
   

        The sedan spun like a top, tossing the assassins inside to and fro. Much like their prior antics of dashing into Casio's car, it was now their turn to be terrified.
   

        Touching the ground, muscles expanded and contracted for another violent collision.
   

        Casio's body instantly broke through the car door; his solid arm pressed in like a city wall. In the back seat, the two unlucky fellows groaned as their entire skeleton cracked, surprisingly pushing open the left car door. The two grievously injured assassins immediately fell out.
   

        After rolling for several meters, they stopped breathing.
   

        These assassins weren't practitioners of Secret Martial Arts. Their physique were only a bit stronger than ordinary people, mostly relying on firearms. Any ordinary person falling from a high-speed moving car would be severely injured, let alone these two already severely injured unlucky fellows who fell out.
   

        Squeak!
   

        The severely damaged Haizennaya Sedan came to a stop.
   

        Matthew and Violet quickly descended, jogging over to the black sedan about fifty meters away. A muffled thud came from inside the sedan, and the front windshield was smeared with a large amount of tomato sauce-like blood. Warm blood slowly dripped down.
   

        Click, the driver's door opened.
   

        A tall figure stepped out, standing on the black road.
   

        Under the brilliant midday sun, each cast-iron-like muscle glistened faintly. Casio, in a state of accelerated blood flow, stood over one meter and ninety centimeters tall. His whole body's outline was raised, and each dark, twisting vein resembled bouncing rebar.
   

        His towering stature blocked the sun, casting a large shadow.
   

        It inexplicably gave off a majestic and imposing feeling.
   

        On his body, several thumb-sized holes were also oozing blood, mixed with sweat, and trickled down.
   

        "Li... Li Wei, are you okay?" Matthew, caught in an intimidating atmosphere, stuttered, his usually eloquent speech became all tangled up. His heart was also pounding relentlessly.
   

        "This is beyond what a Federation Level Five can explain!"
   

        Violet bit her plump, moistened lower lip.
   

        "It's nothing, just a minor injury."
   

        Casio took a deep breath; his entire body muscled quivered violently. Instantly, a dozen bullets clattered and fell off.
   

        A series of crisp sounds emitted as they hit the hard ground.
   

        Raising his palm gently over his chest, the bullet holes gradually closed up. They weren't healed, but rather, Casio, using the realm of secondary blood acceleration, forcibly controlled his muscles to prevent blood loss.
   

        "This kind of strength, perhaps only those true limit-breaking grandmasters who have grasped the essence of Secret Martial Arts have it!" Violet's gaze lingered on Casio's robust body. Their Black Spade Organization, as a major organization in North Flow Country, naturally conquered some things beyond normal human cognition. Violet knew about the existence of Secret Martial Arts. There were experts in this regard in the Black Spade Organization. However, she had never seen a perverted one like Casio who could withstand light machine gun bullets!
   

        In the Black Spade Organization, those who were good at melee combat prepared in advance. One of them could deal with four or five gunners. However, Casio launched a massacre against more than a dozen gunners, and even sent the car flying like a rhino!
   

        "What about these corpses and car wreckage?"
   

        Casio deactivated the state of blood acceleration, exhaling a sigh of relief.
   

        "Just leave them here for now, Kanon Corporation and the Black Spade Organization will handle it. We have people inside the city's Police Station."
   

        Matthew wiped the blood from his forehead and said.
   

        "Are you injured?" Casio squinted his eyes and looked over.
   

        "A minor injury. I got cut on the forehead by broken glass. I'll go to the hospital to get it bandaged later. You should come with me to the hospital for a check-up."
   

        Even though Casio's physique demonstrated a strong defensive power, Matthew believed that Casio should have a detailed inspection anyway.
   

        Without further ado, the three of them got back into the almost wrecked car.
   

        The sedan started and drove towards the private hospital in the suburbs.
   

        The Ivy Private Hospital, in which Kanon Corporation holds a fifty-one percent stake, was the third best hospital in the city in terms of technology.
   

        "Hiss... Ah... It really hurts..."
   

        Matthew, with a contorted face, walked out. He had a white gauze bandage on his forehead. The disinfection with alcohol just now was very irritating.
   

        "You're out?"
   

        Outside on a metal chair, Casio, with his legs crossed, calmly flipped through a newspaper. He looked up at Matthew.
   

        "How come you look like nothing's wrong with you? Where's your bandage?"
   

        Matthew crashed down between Casio and Violet.
   

        "The doctor said it was a skin trauma. He disinfected it with alcohol and then put four or five band-aids on it. That's all…"
   

        Casio shrugged his shoulders and continued reading his newspaper.
   

        "You're really a monster, you were struck by tens of bullets and it's just skin trauma! Just a band-aid! I'm convinced." Matthew held his forehead.
   

        Next to him, Violet also shook her head helplessly.
   

        Seemingly echoing Matthew's taunt.
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        Resting on the recliner for a while.
   

        The faint smell of alcohol permeated the hospital air.
   

        "The Sand Dust Organization went to such great lengths today, with more than a dozen assassins, four cars, and even a light machine gun..." Matthew wiped his face and shook his head in self-mockery: "They really think highly of me…"
   

        Reflecting on the earlier assassination attempt, he still felt shaken.
   

        During the hail of bullets, if even one bullet had hit a vital point, Matthew would have been killed on the spot.
   

        He's just an ordinary person, not a boxer like Casio whose body exceeds human limits, nor even an assassin like Violet who has had some combat training. Facing a full-scale assassination like this, he was naturally terrified.
   

        "The Sand Dust Organization is not just targeting Kanon Corporation, they are actually targeting us..." Violet said: "According to internal intelligence, the Sand Dust Organization is active in all eight cities of North Flow Country and has assassinated and provoked many organizations including the Black Spade Organization on several occasions. They seem to be antagonizing the entire underground forces of North Flow Country. I don't know where they get the courage... What happened today is just one of the provocations…"
   

        Then, Violet began to speak, inadvertently revealing some recent secretive events. It seemed like Casio was reading the newspaper, but in reality, his attention had been drawn. The events Violet mentioned began to align with the numerous fatal explosion cases reported by the North Flow Country newspapers, it turns out it was all the doing of Sand Dust Organization.
   

        Half an hour later, Casio put down the newspaper and asked.
   

        "How long are we supposed to wait here?"
   

        "As soon as we got here, I informed my father. He should be arriving soon." Matthew glanced at his watch.
   

        The time was 13:02.
   

        "I have also informed my boss, White Bird. He should arrive with Mr. Jason soon." Violet whispered nearby.
   

        Over the past half-hour, she had occasionally glanced at Casio out of the corner of her eye. Casio, with his keen perception, noticed her gaze, but he chose not to actively confront her.
   

        Violet was always watching him, not for mundane reasons like his handsome looks, but with a hint of scrutiny. It seems like she was waiting for something.
   

        Finally, another ten minutes passed.
   

        Around one twenty in the afternoon.
   

        Hurried footsteps echoed from the hospital stairs.
   

        A burly middle-aged man in a white shirt and brown waistcoat walked up, his teak-colored beard coarse and his meticulously trimmed hair slightly disheveled. He immediately spotted the three seated on the recliners and hurried over. "Is my son okay?!" Casio subtly stepped back to make room.
   

        "Injured his head?!"
   

        Jason saw the bandage on Matthew's forehead and frowned.
   

        "Skin trauma, not from a bullet, but from a small cut caused by shattered glass. The doctor has already disinfected and bandaged it. They said a half-month's rest should heal it without even leaving a scar." 
   

        Fearing his father would worry about him, Matthew quickly stood up from the recliner and turned a full circle to show his sound body. The Hudson family was not a centuries-old wealthy merchant family; Jason had only amassed his wealth in the past ten to twenty years. Matthew had experienced hardships during his childhood.
   

        As a family that had stumbled and struggled together, the father-son relationship was deep and unlike those clichéd melodramatic scenarios of 'kind fathers and filial sons'. Down the hallway, the father and son hugged tightly.
   

        Jason's concerns were due to the sights he had witnessed on the riverside highway. Bodies tattered and torn, twisted remnants of cars, and scattered bullet marks.
   

        All these testified to the intensity of the battle that had taken place.
   

        Even with Violet, the skilled assassin sent by the Black Spade Organization, it was difficult to entirely ensure Matthew's safety.
   

        He might have survived but potentially with the loss of limbs.
   

        Jason arrived prepared for the worst, but to his relief, his son seemed well except for a minor skin injury. 
   

        He was relieved and could not help but turn his gaze to Violet: "Thank you, Miss Violet, for your generous help!"
   

        "Thankfully, Black Spade sent someone to protect my son, otherwise…"
   

        Suddenly a cold voice interrupted Jason's words.
   

        "Sorry, Mr. Jason. The truth is, the one who truly protected your son this time was Mr. Li Wei," Violet shook her head as she looked at Casio beside her. "Mr. Li Wei is far stronger than me. If not for him, both Matthew and I might have perished in the attack from the Sand Dust Organization…"
   

        Violet promptly recited the events that had transpired earlier. There were no embellishments, just the unvarnished truth.
   

        As Jason listened, his eyes grew wider and wider. His gaze constantly shifted between Casio and Violet, the shock in his eyes increasingly evident.
   

        "Withstood bullets! Light machine gun bullets at that! Is he even human?" Only then did Jason notice the few band-aids on Casio's body, two on the arm and one on the palm. The one on the palm was where Casio had caught a bullet aiming for Matthew's temple as Violet had just mentioned. It was simply unbelievable...
   

        And those cars, with metal frames disintegrated and doors and bodies twisted. They were ruined by Casio's punches?
   

        This wasn't human, it was more like a human-shaped tank!
   

        Jason, while shocked, felt relieved. Casio was Matthew's friend, he was on their side. With friends like this, the stronger, the freakishly freakier, the better. Like Casio who had easily counter-killed the attackers.
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        Casio immediately expressed his heartfelt thanks to him, and the image of Casio in his heart quickly rose and was moved to the section that demanded attention.
   

        His words became more fervent.
   

        As a self-made businessman, Jason excelled in quick-thinking wit, surpassing his son, Matthew. After exchanging pleasantries, he was soon addressing Casio as "nephew" and himself as "uncle", retaining a smile that never faded.
   

        His demeanor was in stark contrast to the stern, eagle-like man that Casio first met. It could only be said that when one had a solid foundation of power, it becomes easier to communicate wherever you go.
   

        "Uncle, don't worry. I will keep a close eye on Phil. I will try to have him learn some combat skills to defend himself when necessary."
   

        Casio responded in his usual manner of speaking.
   

        "That would be great. Thank you, Li Wei." Jason nodded, his face suddenly regaining its previous tyrannical spirit, "Sand Dust Organization... they have attacked both of my sons consecutively... how very kind!" His voice carried restrained rage, "Constantly retreating will only make them think we can be bullied. We need to make them pay."
   

        "Yes, we need to make Sand Dust pay…"
   

        Before long, a man dressed in a black casual suit appeared at the entrance of the stairs. Like a gentleman, he wore a black-brimmed hat covering his face, stepped out in black leather boots, and held a black cane. The only difference was his pair of white gloves, upon which a red-heart "J" was printed.
   

        "White bird? You're here." Jason looked up and said.
   

        "Yes, I just dealt with the car wreckage on the riverside highway. It took a bit of time." The man casually walked over.
   

        He glanced over the four people sitting in the recliners, finally focusing on Casio. Violet, who was sitting next to him, thoughtfully stood up and walked over to White bird, whispering something in his ear. "I apologize everyone, I need to report to my boss…"
   

        Violet turned her head back towards the three of them and flashed a perfect smile.
   

        Instantly, White bird and she walked over towards the corner of the stairs.
   

        Clearly, Violet was reporting the detailed situation of the recent assassination. As she spoke, White bird nodded and occasionally glanced at Casio curiously, as if deep in thought.
   

        After a short while, they returned. After exchanging a few words, they headed towards the hospital's meeting room. With Jason, the chairman of Kanon Corporation present, no area within the hospital was off-limits to them.
   

        Seated in a red chair, Casio found himself at ease. He considered the spaciousness of the conference hall, the ample lighting, and the fresh air. The curtains were drawn to the sides, and through the window, you could see the blue sky dotted with a few strands of white clouds.
   

        Likewise, White bird also expressed his thanks to Casio for his help. Otherwise, Violet would have had no chance against more than a dozen assassins from the Sand Dust Organization. Afterward, White bird and Jason began discussing matters related to the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        The essence of the conversation was that the Black Spade A Organization had also prepared a counterattack plan. He conveyed hope that they would bring down the increasingly brazen Sand Dust Organization in the upcoming days.
   

        If Jason wanted to seek revenge, he could join.
   

        After all, when it came to killing and destruction, Black Spade A was absolutely professional.
   

        The two talked for around twenty to thirty minutes, discussing the overall plans and the recent activities of the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        They did not refrain from speaking in the presence of Casio.
   

        They merely delved into their secrets and classified information.
   

        "Three days ago, the Firefox Organization in Oak City was surrounded and wiped out by the Sand Dust Organization's assassins. Only one or two people managed to escape while severely injured. However, they did not live for long. From them, we gathered some information. The surviving members of the Firefox Organization claimed that the assassins they encountered were Biochemical Humans. Interestingly, they showed no response to being shot at, as if they did not feel any pain. What's more, they were outrageously brave. Even when their arms were chopped off, they could continue fighting!"
   

        White bird shared the information he had received.
   

        The Biochemical Humans mentioned here were from comic Captain Hong Li, where an evil scientist captures vagabonds and conducts human experiments on them. Shockingly, he managed to create Biochemical Humans who didn't feel pain, had a low level of consciousness, and had superb healing abilities. Then the scientist brainwashed these Biochemical Humans into assassins and dispatched them to capture Captain Hong Li.
   

        "Biochemical Humans? Does this mean the Sand Dust Organization really has some kind of black technology? Is this why they've been so active and challenging the underground organizations of the Eastern Six Counties lately?" Jason asked, clearly surprised by the news. The Sand Dust Organization was not to be underestimated...
   

        Meanwhile, Casio, sitting next to Jason, furrowed his brows. Although he couldn't confirm it, these so-called Biochemical Humans were incredibly similar to the cloaked figures from the Sect Destruction War. Equally fearless, seemingly unable to feel pain and having powerful healing abilities, they were almost a modern replica.
   

        Besides the Secret Martial Art, there existed other strange pathways in the world. Who could say for certain if the Sand Dust Organization's Biochemical Humans and the cloaked figures were of the same kind?
   

        In an instant, a sense of confusion welled up in Casio's mind.
   

        He decided it was necessary to learn more about the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        Meanwhile, the conversation between White bird and Jason continued. Yet Casio had no interest in listening anymore, he closed his eyes and found himself lost in thought.
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        About five or six minutes passed, and everyone started to stand up from their seats and walk towards the hospital corridor.
   

        Casio had just reached the door. 
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, please wait a moment."
   

        The deep baritone of the White bird came from behind.
   

        Casio turned his head: "What's the matter?"
   

        White bird just smiled.
   

        Ten minutes later, in the conference hall. 
   

        Casio swiftly joined the Black Spade A Organization.
   

        In fact, from the very beginning, Casio had a vague idea about the Black Spade A Organization. Because both Black Spade A and the Sand Dust Organization were involved in the antiques business, it would be the perfect place for him to look for Obsession Antiques. Secondly, Black Spade A Organization was well-informed, and it was a large organization in the North Flow Country, and it even operated some businesses in the six counties in the eastern part of the Hong Li Federation. It's always good to have such influential backing.
   

        Now that Casio had also obtained information that the Sand Dust Organization and the Cloak people might be related, Black Spade A had some decent intelligence. 
   

        Whether to join or to cooperate, both were good choices.
   

        On the other hand, White bird was very enthusiastic in inviting him.
   

        He knew that Casio was a strong man who could withstand bullets from a light machine gun and was incredibly skilled. This was the kind of talent Black Spade A desired.
   

        The two got along very well, almost as if they had known each other for a long time.
   

        In fact, White bird also had the intention to borrow Casio's strength to increase his influence. After all, he had been cooperating with the Kanon Corporation for over ten years, and Casio was Matthew's friend. From a relationship perspective, they were natural allies and could certainly support each other.
   

        As an organization, Black Spade A naturally had to allocate power. White bird was in great need of a heavyweight ally.
   

        Black Spade A, by definition, was related to poker cards. 
   

        The Big King and the Small King were the organization's leader and vice-leader respectively.
   

        A, K, Q, J; each with four suits: spades, hearts, clubs, diamonds. A total of sixteen people were the senior members of the organization. 
   

        This was an underground force with a scale of thousands of people, and it should rank somewhat highly among all the organizations in Eastern Six Counties. 
   

        Aside from the two leaders Big King and Small King, the remaining sixteen senior members were divided into four groups according to their AKQJ ranking. Each group managed different affairs of the organization, some was responsible for antiques sales, some was responsible for the transportation of contraband, some was responsible for intelligence, some was responsible for assassination. 
   

        There were also a whole bunch of other subdivided affairs.
   

        White bird was one of them, the Heart J, and was mainly responsible for assassination operations. He was second in command in this area in the Black Spade A Organization. There were many assassins under his command, and he had some fame in the underground world in the eastern part of the Federation. 
   

        Moreover, his success rate in completing assassination missions was high, it was praiseworthy. Since Black Spade J rarely managed affairs, White bird was effectively the head of the assassination department. However, the recent rise of the Sand Dust Organization was causing him a great deal of headache.
   

        First, there were a lot of attacks targeting the Black Spade A Organization, and then a senior level member died unexpectedly. That senior member who died was Diamond J of the Assassination Department. He was killed during a transportation mission assisting the Antiques Department.
   

        Diamond J was the only one among the four senior members of the Assassination Department who was a former assassin, which could be said to be the facade of the department. Many people suspected that the attack was deliberately carried out by the Sand Dust Organization with the aim to kill the most powerful assassin of the Assassination Department, in order to intimidate the entire Black Spade A Organization.
   

        In fact, Black Spade A was indeed intimidated by such crazy acts of the other party. At least Diamond J's position had been vacant for a month, and no one had yet volunteered to take over the senior level vacancy. A position that was once highly coveted had become a hot potato, with no one daring to seek a promotion until the arrogant Qi Flame of Sand Dust Organization was extinguished.
   

        Upon further consideration, this could actually be understood. But White bird, as the actual person in charge of the Assassination Department, was feeling embarrassed that the position of the fourth senior member of the Assassination Department was still vacant. So he planned to find a sufficiently strong external aid, and it had to be very strong!
   

        Only then could he stabilize the fearful Assassination Department. White bird had been looking for such a person for a month without success.
   

        Until today...
   

        "To a happy collaboration!"
   

        "To a happy collaboration!"
   

        Next to the open window, under the golden sunlight, Casio and White bird were shaking hands, looking like old friends who had been together for more than a decade.
   

        "White bird, won't there be any objections from the others if you directly decide to assign me to the Assassination Department?" asked Casio, who had a general understanding of the Black Spade A Organization from their brief conversation earlier.
   

        "Usually it wouldn't be permissible. It's an unspoken rule in the organization to select the senior members from veterans who have served the organization for at least ten years as a demonstration of their loyalty, or those who have made significant contributions would get the chance to become senior members," White bird paused for a moment, "but under special circumstances, special treatment is needed. Always sticking to the rules is not a good thing."
   

        "You have the strength, I have the status, and on top of that, the position of Diamond J is currently a hot potato. When I submit the application in a few days, most of the other senior members will probably not refuse."
   

        "And even if there are objections, all you need to do is beat them up. When people are beaten up, they naturally come to their senses."
   

        White bird squinted his eyes and smiled like an old fox.
   

        "I'm good at that," Casio nodded affirmatively.
   

        "In the near future, the senior members of the Assassination Department and some elite members will come to Baichuan City for a small meeting. You will need to show your face then, I believe you won't disappoint me," White bird said with a light smile, "You will be notified before the meeting."
   

        "About my requirement..."
   

        "As long as you become Diamond J, that will, of course, be a very trivial matter," White bird said as he pinched his right hand thumb and index finger together, "The Assassination Department and the Antiques Departments have always had a good relationship, with frequent personnel exchanges. What you're asking for is merely a small matter..."
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        "That eases my mind," Casio smiled.
   

        He made a small request.
   

        As an antiques enthusiast, isn't it normal to want to see the Antiques Department warehouse of the Black Spade Organization? To touch things that catch his fancy? To grow more and more fond of them as he does so, then go ahead and buy them at a certain price? All that should be quite within the bounds of reason, wouldn't you say?
   

        As long as Casio becomes a senior level official of the Assassination Department, no one in the Antiques Department would make a fuss over these trivial matters. They might even praise his dedication and proactive approach to preventing theft in the warehouse.
   

        "So, we're in agreement?" Casio extended his hand.
   

        "We're in agreement!"
   

        The two shook hands for the second time under the sunlight.
   

        A minute later, Casio and White Bird emerged from the meeting room. Violet had been waiting by the door, while Matthew and his son Jason took a rest, sitting on chairs. As the group of five moved along, Matthew asked casually, "What were you two discussing in there?"
   

        "Nothing really. Mr. White Bird was just expressing his gratitude to me. After all, I did save Violet's life, indirectly," Casio responded, without so much as blinking an eye. Naturally, he couldn't let anyone else know about his joining the Black Spade Organization. Best not even let Matthew in on it. More people meant more mouths to feed, and a greater risk.
   

        They all descended the staircase together. Casio and Jason stood together while White Bird pulled Violet aside to whisper something to her.
   

        The pair occasionally glanced over and gestured towards Casio, making him the object of their discussion. Violet's expression seemed complex. She opened her mouth to speak a few times, but swallowed the words and, in the end, reluctantly nodded.
   

        Several black sedans were parked at the entrance to Ivy Hospital. A youth dressed as a secretary stepped forward and whispered something to Matthew and Jason. "Something's happened at the Jett Factory? Alright, I understand," Jason glanced at his son, "Matthew, could you check out the situation at Jett? I need to head straight to City Hall. The mayor and deputy mayor want to discuss something with me…"
   

        "What about Li Wei?" Matthew asked.
   

        "I'll give Mr. Li Wei a ride," a sweet voice chimed in.
   

        A slender, even-tempered silhouette approached from afar.
   

        "Well... I would appreciate that," Matthew responded.
   

        Casio turned to glance at Violet, who was squinting back at him with a smile. A charming mole at the corner of her eye was especially noticeable.
   

        Five minutes later, in a moving black sedan.
   

        Casio and Violet found themselves in an eerily silent car. Casio was a man of few words, and Violet, being an assassin, was quite standoffish. As such, they were ill-suited for light conversation and had to make do with the sound of the car engine.
   

        On the plush backseat, Casio was fiddling with a bronze ring. The surface of the ring was rough and appeared quite ugly, but it contained the Obsession Node that ordinary obsession antiques lacked! Obsession Energy was crucial, but an Obsession Node was even more so!
   

        He wondered what epoch the ring would reveal to him?
   

        Casio was both curious and hesitant.
   

        Now that he had plenty of Obsession Energy stored, and that he possessed two legendary antiques- the Bronze Ring and Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant- he was torn about which to choose first. One was Li Wei's road to revenge in the third stage, while the other was an enigma.
   

        It was already clear that the cloaked figures Li Wei was up against were nearly impossible to kill. Their numbers were numerous and their strength formidable. They were an unpredictable and inhuman species. Without considerable strength, there was little Casio could do, even if he exploited his secondary Bloodline Boost.
   

        After all, even Gate Master Belon, of the highest order, failed...
   

        Perhaps he should concentrate on enhancing his power quickly using the other legendary antique. Then with amassed strength, he could proceed to the third stage of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant. Casio bore a grudge against the era seventy years ago. Fortunately, the energy he currently possessed was more than sufficient.
   

        Amidst his thoughts, the car abruptly came to a halt.
   

        Violet's cold yet pleasant voice resonated from the driver's seat.
   

        "Lord Li Wei, we've reached your destination."
   

        "What did you call me?" Casio abruptly lifted his head.
   

        "Li... Lord Li Wei." 
   

        Violet stuttered, appearing somewhat shy. Her cold, gorgeous face uttering such words struck a strange contrast.
   

        "White Bird must have told her..." Casio thought to himself.
   

        He then knocked on his elbow and spoke.
   

        "Don't call me Lord Li Wei. Call me Fengxiang. Like White Bird, Fengxiang will be my codename from now on."
   

        "Lord Fengxiang?" Violet appeared confused.
   

        "Yes, Fengxiang." Casio nodded.
   

        "Alright, I understand, Lord Fengxiang..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 117: 107 Intense Rubbing Rasengan (4000)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        In the midday sunshine.
   

        A black shoe fell from the roof of the sedan and landed on the grayish-white paved road. Casio stepped down and glanced around.
   

        This area is actually inside a residential district. But its location is on the edge of the urban area, so it's not densely populated, and there's quite some distance between two neighboring houses. The streets are spacious, though the bricks are somewhat damaged and moss grows at the edges.
   

        "Lord Fengxiang, allow me to accompany you. After this, I'll take you wherever you want to go. Lord White Bird told me to be your exclusive driver from today onwards." Violet, a tall figure, stepped out of the car.
   

        "Stop being so formal, it makes me uncomfortable." Casio felt uneasy hearing this, so he said: "Don't call me Lord Fengxiang in front of anyone outside the organization, just call me boss instead…"
   

        Casio was about to take over as the fourth in command of the assassination organization, "Square J".
   

        Indeed, he is Violet's superior, leader, boss.
   

        "Okay, Boss." Violet understood immediately. She was quite willing, after all, Casio joined the Black Spade organization mid-journey and instantly transformed into the boss. It was a bit embarrassing for Violet, the aloof assassin, to call him Lord every day.
   

        "Alright, let's go."
   

        Casio went ahead, guided by his memory from his previous visit.
   

        Violet closed the car door and followed him.
   

        Within just two or three minutes, Casio saw his future home. The iron gates were open, and several vehicles that looked like trucks were parked outside, filled with pieces of furniture covered with sky-blue sunshades.
   

        Next to the truck, a few people were having a casual smoke.
   

        Seeing someone, a "boss" accompanied by a beautiful secretary, briskly approaching, they immediately recognized the guests.
   

        A middle-aged bald man in formal wear quickly extinguished his cigarette, adjusted his clothing, and hurried over: "Are you Mr. Li Wei, a friend of Mr. Matthew? I am from the Natural Wood Furniture Company."
   

        The middle-aged man immediately introduced himself and his company before presenting the furniture.
   

        The Natural Wood Furniture Company offers a complete range of furniture, from sofas, lighting fixtures, tables, chairs, floor tiles, ceramic tiles to wooden cabinets, and more. The main decorative style of the furniture is Rococo.
   

        The Rococo style is famous for its uneven, light, and slender curves. The color scheme is varied and beautiful, and the style is known for its light, flowing, expanding decorative effect. The colors of "Rococo furniture" are softer, with beige and white floral patterns as the main theme.
   

        The middle-aged man pulled back the blue cloth covering the truck, revealing harmonious and soft-colored furniture that looked somewhat ornate.
   

        It was not as grand and vividly passionate as the Baroque style.
   

        Casio nodded, he didn't have any specific requirements for furniture. If Matthew recommended it, then it must be good.
   

        Later, he also met with another renovation company.
   

        This company is the second largest renovation company in Baichuan City, backed by Kanon Corporation, who sent a project manager.
   

        This person was even more professional, bringing with him a super thick album full of various house decoration styles, both interior and exterior. Casio glanced at it briefly.
   

        The intricate trimmings on the top of the windows looked like blooming flowers, the repeated pattern decorating the roof ridge and the roof was made of iron art. There were square, round, fish scale, acorn, diamond and other overlapping and changing shapes in the architectural structure. There were many more similar styles.
   

        It didn't seem practical, but the pictures did look good.
   

        Casio, not knowing much about these things himself, let the person handle everything. He only requested that the work be done swiftly.
   

        The project manager of the renovation company immediately assured him on this.
   

        He said that since Casio was a friend of Mr. Matthew, the renovation would be carried out at the fastest pace. It would be completed within two days at the soonest, and three days at the latest.
   

        The two to three days mentioned includes the current day.
   

        Hearing this promise, Casio couldn't help but sigh in admiration for the efficiency of having the right connections. If it had been the same plan for an ordinary person, it would likely not have been completed in less than half a month or even a month. Three days? That wouldn't even be enough to clean the house!
   

        Of course, this refers to some unscrupulous renovation companies.
   

        After dealing with the matters related to the new house, Casio got back into the black sedan and Violet once again took on the role of his exclusive driver.
   

        "Boss, where should we go next?"
   

        "Let's go to Banner Street for... No, to the Central Street District."
   

        Casio suddenly remembered that he had custom-ordered a large number of clothes from a tailor shop in the Central Street District a few days ago, and they should be ready by now. Immediately, the sedan started and drove towards Central Street District.
   

        Half an hour later, he placed a heap of clothes in the back seat of the car, and then, waving goodbye to the smiling tailor shop owner, headed to Jessica's apartment.
   

        The sedan stopped at the edge of Banner Street.
   

        Casio said to Violet, who was in the driver's seat, "Wait for me a while, I have to place these clothes in my room and then make a trip to Red Tower Street."
   

        Carrying a load of oversized clothes, he walked upstairs to his room on the fourth floor, put everything on the sofa, picked up the shoulder bag he prepared earlier, and was ready to leave.
   

        Just as his fingers touched the cold door handle, Casio hesitated. He turned around, went into his room, and opened his wardrobe.
   

        He took out three small bottles of ointment and stuffed them into the shoulder bag.
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        He turned around, opened the door, and clomped down the stairs.
   

        One minute later, the car door shut with a thud.
   

        Casio's voice sounded from the back seat.
   

        "Head to the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall near Snowflake Middle School on Red Tower Street."
   

        After ten minutes, the car parked on a Red Tower Street alleyway.
   

        Casio couldn't help but be sentimentally affected. Although it was a car from this era, it was still a car. It had cut his travel time in half, making it much faster than if he had traveled alone. 
   

        Of course, Casio could move faster than the car. But he couldn't display his superhuman physique in the urban area of Baichuan City. So, it was best to have a vehicle for commuting.
   

        No need to buy one, the Black Spade Organization would probably send one over.
   

        Casio preferred to drive himself, rather than have Violet as his chauffeur. He had his own privacy, and his secrets were considerable; it was better to be alone. As for Violet, she was inherently a cold and gorgeous assassin, might as well let her be an assassin and do her job well!
   

        Casio knew very well that Violet had been sent to him by White Bird for a reason. A beautiful, cold, and curvaceous full-time secretary and a young, robust, and strong martial artist. Anything could happen.
   

        A secretary for the tasks at hand, and for others when there's nothing else to do...
   

        Violet's role felt like that of a dangerous femme fatale, but now she was going through a major identity shift and was somewhat shy and awkward. It would only be a matter of days before she adjusted, especially with her former boss, White Bird's guidance. Perhaps, Casio might not be able to withstand it then...
   

        Beauty was not his weakness.
   

        But Casio didn't want to focus on irrelevant things.
   

        He might as well reject it early and express his stance to White Bird. Violet doesn't have to be a full-time secretary or a full-time driver, she could just be a liaison, which is also good.
   

        "I'm here, you can go back, don't wait for me."
   

        Casio got out of the car and walked into the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall.
   

        A black car gradually drove away behind him.
   

        Pushing the door to enter the martial arts hall, everything looked the same.
   

        Old Mack was reading a newspaper, hidden underneath was a newly released fashion magazine, with a very sexy cover of a woman in a bikini.
   

        "You're here, Coach Li Wei."
   

        Old Mack tossed a set of keys from the drawer.
   

        Casio nodded, silently heading towards the dressing room.
   

        People greeted him along the way, and some who were relatively close to him asked about his injuries. Casio glanced at his bandaged arm and said he ripped his skin by falling and hitting a stone. The woman who initiated the conversation even jokingly said that even Coach Li Wei can be clumsy, before bursting out into a giggle.
   

        Casio was speechless. Do they actually expect him to say that he was surrounded and attacked by a dozen assassins? That the places where the bandages were applied were actually wounds caused by light machine gun bullets?
   

        Clumsy? If he were clumsy, he would have been long dead!
   

        After casually brushing off their questions, Casio went into the changing room, changed into a combat suit and then headed to the exclusive training room.
   

        Today was different from usual.
   

        There were no seven or eight students, only Tifa Phil Millo were expected to attend. Casio had eliminated the majority of the students who lacked talent through half a month's testing, leaving only three behind.
   

        After going through a series of events in the Era of Retrospection, Casio was considering reviving the heritage of the Wind Elephant Gate in the real world.
   

        But for now, he was just testing the waters, wanting to see if he had the ability to teach disciples. Of course, for Casio, even if it was just an attempt, it had to meet the most basic requirements - at least a medium physique, a diligent character willing to learn, and not mediocre comprehension.
   

        The trio Phil barely managed to pass Casio's evaluation.
   

        About ten minutes later, Tifa and the others gradually arrived.
   

        Inside the training room, only Casio and the three were sitting cross-legged on the floor. The sunlight shone through the window into the empty room.
   

        "Coach, how come there're only three of us today?"
   

        Milo scratched his head, looking puzzled.
   

        "Because I am rich now and don't need to work as a combat trainer at the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall, earning extra from teaching dozens of students at once."
   

        Of course, Casio couldn't say that.
   

        He coughed slightly, his gaze fixed on the trio.
   

        "I want to pass on some genuine skills to you guys." Casio spoke unhurriedly, "From today on, this training room should only be used by the four of us, I won't accept additional students."
   

        "Real skills!" Tifa's eyes lit up instantly. She knew how useful the combat and explosive techniques that Casio had taught before were. So they were just the basics?!
   

        At the same time, Milo's eyes also lit up.
   

        Ever since that day he had an epiphany in the alley, he had realized that swordplay was not so convenient, he wanted to learn boxing!
   

        He wanted to become a superhuman like Captain Hong Li in the comics!
   

        Phil, the last one, was also quite interested.
   

        Because he had recently survived an assassination attempt, the feeling of fear and powerlessness occasionally came back to him. He even had nightmares about the same scene a few days ago. It couldn't be better to have the ability to protect himself!
   

        "Of course, they are genuine skills."
   

        Casio stood up in response to Tifa.
   

        "I've taught you two kinds of explosive techniques, speed, and power, they could increase your attributes by 1.3 times."
   

        He looked at Tifa who was now nodding.
   

        "But in reality, those are watered-down versions. The complete version of power and speed explosive techniques can increase your abilities by approximately 1.5 times."
   

        Casio went on to explain the explosive techniques in combat moves, which were a kind of special exertion using specific muscle groups.
   

        "1.5 times." Tifa mumbled to herself.
   

        "Yes, 1.5 times. If you can proficiently master these two kinds of explosive techniques and your body can still withstand it, then congratulations. You will have the strength equivalent to the peak of the fifth level in the Federation Fighting Technique." Casio's thoughts slowly went back to that conversation with Lixia on the sports field, during his first retrospection era, when the setting sun was as fiery.
   

        "Just like that, I'll reach the fifth level of the Federation Fighting Technique?!"
   

        Tifa, being very experienced in this regard, knew the weight the fifth level in the Federation Fighting Technique held. These were the skills of a fighting master, an expert who had trained a style of boxing to its peak!
   

        Like the combat trainers at the Snowflake Middle School, most of them were only at the second level. Tifa had seen more at the third and fourth level in some Federation's boxing and free combat matches.
   

        And here was Casio, starting off by saying they could reach the peak of the fifth level.
   

        As if this level was nothing to write home about.
   

        "Heh, heh." Casio shook his head with a bit of disdain, "The Federation's five-level division is mainly for matches. But what I want to teach you guys is killing techniques. If you can't even beat a person at the fourth or fifth level in the Federation Fighting Technique after mastering the Basic Fighting Technique I taught you, then there's no use continuing to learn. It's a face I can't afford to lose."
   

        Hearing Casio's words, the trio looked at each other.
   

        They were taken aback and also a little disbelief. After all, in their perception, a fighter at the fifth level of the Federation Fighting Technique is the strongest martial artist, and what status does Casio, who belittles the fifth level, hold? Can he withstand bullets with his bare body?
   

        Milo might have been a bit of a superhero comic otaku, but he didn't believe there were people in this world who could stop metal and gunpowder with flesh and blood. No matter how hard human flesh, can it be harder than steel?
   

        Casio looked at the silent trio and smiled. He had to show off his skills a bit now even if he didn't want to. After all, who could imagine there are supernatural beings in this world without experiencing it? Even something like a Shadow Demon...
   

        "I know you guys might not believe it, but the truth will eventually present itself." Casio shook his head, then clenched his fist and breathed softly. He began to rub his hands together to create the Rasengan.
   

        Whoosh… whoosh … whoosh …
   

        Under the sunlight, his large palm opened. A faint white stream of air squeezed out from his fingers, creating visible air ripples, and within a moment covered his palm and the surface of his hand.
   

        And then, a stream of white air started to rotate at high speed like a tornado, forming a gyroscope-like arc ripple. Under the astonished gaze of Tifa and the others, the airflow turned faster and faster. In the end, it formed a flattened white ball.
   

        About the size of a basketball, it stirred up violent wind waves around itself.
   

        Just when it was about to lose control and explode, the ball suddenly shrank and its volume condensed to the size of an apple.
   

        The wind waves dissipated, leaving only a white ball rotating in his palm.
   

        "Huh? It actually worked this time?"
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        Casio was also somewhat surprised.
   

        The last time he conjured the Azure Wind Air Flow, the spiral airflow burst open. This time, luckily, it was successful!
   

        He ignored the three people around him and immediately closed his eyes to feel the changes in airflow in his palm. Rotation, wind force, the eye of the storm...
   

        All kinds of insights crossed his mind and were firmly etched into his memory.
   

        After only a few seconds, the spiral airflow in his palm began to become unstable. The air mass swayed, causing a pain in Casio's arm due to the huge spiral consumption, with his skin having a faint sense of rupture.
   

        "Indeed, it's still too forced!"
   

        His five fingers suddenly clenched, and with a bang, the white Rasengan was directly exploded, and a strong wind swept around for more than ten meters.
   

        Tifa and the others were blown by the airflow and couldn't open their eyes. Their clothes wrinkled and tightly clung to their skin.
   

        "Phew…" Casio exhaled gently, the dense blood vessels in his eyes quickly retracting until his sclera looked no different than normal.
   

        The unexpected formation of the spiral air mass this time gave him significant insights, some of which Casio has experienced. He believed that if he tried again later, the success rate would be much higher than before. Although it was still low, it was a little precious progress.
   

        He looked at the three people who were already dumbstruck two meters away.
   

        He held up his right palm, "Did you see it?"
   

        "We saw it!" x3
   

        Three people spoke in unison.
   

        "Do you want to learn?"
   

        "We do!" x3
   

        "No chance!" Casio shook his head and let go of his hand: "The minimum requirement to learn my move is to become a boxer who surpasses the human limit. Otherwise, you won't even have the qualifications to learn and perform…"
   

        "Coach, what is a boxer?" Tifa asked.
   

        "Stop calling me coach, call me master. When I demonstrate the Azure Wind Air Flow to you, you should call me master." Casio's words paused slightly, and then he said.
   

        "You should all have heard of the five divisions of the Federation Fighting."
   

        "We have." Tifa and the others nodded.
   

        "In the eyes of people like us, the Federation's Five Divisions has another name..." Casio reflexed what Lixia said: "Amateur level."
   

        "Amateur level!" Tifa's mind was shocked. Are the martial arts masters who have trained a type of boxing to the peak only on an amateur level?
   

        "Since there's an amateur level, there should also be a professional level, right?"
   

        Milo next to her asked curiously.
   

        "That's right, above the amateur level is the professional level." Casio began to popularize science: "There is overlap between the two. The peak of the amateur level is the Five Divisions of the Federation, which is about the same as the professional's mid-level. That is, if you reach the peak of professional level, you are a half-level higher than the Five Divisions of the Federation." He used his palm to demonstrate the distance.
   

        "As I said before, if you can practice the two explosive techniques of speed and strength to the level of proficient mastery, then you will reach the peak level of the Five Divisions of the amateur limit of the Federation."
   

        "If you still can't beat a regular Fourth or Fifth Division fighter with this level of strength, you might as well quit." Casio walked slowly to the window and closed the curtain.
   

        "These two explosive techniques are not water without a source, but they come from a type of combat technique that I practice. The Wind Elephant Basic Fighting Technique, this is a complete structure of fighting."
   

        "In the past few days, the combat movements I taught you come from the Wind Elephant Basic Fighting Technique, which is the basis of everything."
   

        Milo was stunned when he heard this. When he fought those three thugs in the alley, it seemed that the sharp combat moves that really hurt the opponents were these movements, swing, sway, stab, straight...
   

        Casio walked back step by step into the center of the three's sight.
   

        "Professional level is a process of continuously forging the physique and pursuing the limit, mastering combat techniques, practical training, daily potion body forging. Until your physique becomes stronger and stronger, far surpassing ordinary people, reaching a bottleneck!"
   

        "And that bottleneck is the human limit!" He swept his gaze over the three people who were staring blankly at him: "Once you break through the human limit, you can break the biological constraints, control the body's blood circulation with consciousness, and instantaneously burst out with doubled speed and strength. The perception range expands, the reaction speed increases, dynamic vision, and hearing evolve."
   

        "Then, that is inhuman."
   

        Casio's eyes turned blood red in an instant, and with a slight movement, he disappeared in place, leaving only a black afterimage in the eyes of the three.
   

        "Where's he?! Coach... Master, where are you?!"
   

        Milo shouted, and Tifa and Phil, who were sitting on the ground, were just about to turn their heads to look around. A pair of rough hands held their faces, and then Casio's head squeezed into the gap between the three from behind.
   

        "I'm here."
   

        The three of them stood up, and Tifa was about to talk.
   

        A huge black shadow swallowed the air like a python and bit at them, with a distinct thump sound in the air.
   

        With her messy hair flying around her forehead, Tifa stared blankly with her eyes wide open. She gulped and looked left and right. Phil and Milo were also standing there in a daze, with shocked expressions on their faces.
   

        Just then, in an instant, Casio made three punches.
   

        "One against a hundred, or even one against a thousand. The fist's power can penetrate the knuckle-thick metal armor, and the actions are sharp enough to catch a flying sparrow."
   

        "This is a boxer."
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        "Master! We want to learn combat skills!" x3
   

        Three eyes full of eagerness looked at Casio from three directions.
   

        "You want to learn? Okay, let's see if you have the perseverance to walk this path first." Casio smiled and reached out to his shoulder bag.
   

        He fumbled inside a bit, then pulled out three bottles.
   

        The bottles were transparent, filled with a sticky ointment.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "One vial each, come and get it yourselves." Casio swung the glass vials in his hand, creating clinking noises as they clashed together.
   

        The trio glanced at each other before immediately stepping forward to receive their vials.
   

        "Master, what is this?" Tifa asked.
   

        "It's the Wind Elephant Ointment, used for body enhancing exercises, stimulates muscle growth. Don't worry, it doesn't have any significant side effects. It's just that you might feel a bit prickly when you're training."
   

        What Casio said was true. The Wind Elephant Ointment didn't have any side effects. The only downside was that during the practice of Elephant Soul Secret Technique, one would feel prickles all over their body. The pain was not strong when Casio first applied the ointment because the pain is initially the weakest when you first start and it gradually increases as your cultivation of the secret techniques progresses. The second reason was the Wind Elephant Gate's ointment of that era, which was too diluted and murky.
   

        But the three vials that Casio held now were different. They all contained Orchid Heart Grass in the right amount and even more. It's very important for an ointment or potion to cause a prickly sensation on the skin. It's a kind of herb that stimulates muscles and skin.
   

        Now that they have enough Orchid Heart Grass in the ointment, Casio couldn't predict to what extent the three would feel the prickly sensation.
   

        But well, he thought it wouldn't be anything too exaggerated.
   

        After all, it's the first application, and the pain sensation would be the weakest.
   

        Ten minutes later, the training room was filled with shrieks and howls.
   

        "Aah! I can't take it anymore, it's itching and hurting!"
   

        "It feels like my body is being stabbed with a hundred needles!"
   

        "My butt is so spicy and painful!"
   

        "No more! I need to use the bathroom!"
   

        "Sit down!" With a wave of his hand, Casio stopped Milo, whose eyes were almost rolling back from the pain, and forced him to sit back down.
   

        Milo's butt felt as if he was sitting on a fire. He bounced up and down three times in a row saying, "There are needles stinging my butt!"
   

        He was almost in tears.
   

        "What a spectacle for a grown man crying and weeping! When I, your master, was first applying the ointment for body enhancement, I didn't even frown, I even quite enjoyed it!" Casio said in a teaching tone.
   

        He genuinely enjoyed it back then as the ointment he used didn't hurt at all. Casio felt as if he were soaking in a hot spring, with warm heat emanating all over his body.
   

        "Look at your senior sister, Tifa. Even she, a girl, can bear it. What excuse do you guys have?" Casio began to set examples, and indeed, Tifa's determination was commendable.
   

        She merely frowned, biting her lip and not letting out a sound. Her body was trembling slightly, showing that she was enduring the pain all over her body.
   

        She was already far stronger than Phil and Milo.
   

        "If Tifa can do it, I can do it too!" Phil's forehead was covered in cold sweat. He struggled to breathe evenly, strengthening his resolve, which seemed to be effective as he slowly closed his eyes.
   

        "Smack!" A big hand suddenly landed on his shoulder.
   

        "Ouch! Waaaah!"
   

        Phil immediately jumped up as if being stung by a porcupine. His face was contorted, his nose almost dripping. Milo nearby was also affected, his shoulder hit harshly. He immediately moved aside, his arm still trembling slightly.
   

        His eyes were wide open, and he kept blowing air out of his mouth.
   

        "Master, please don't touch me! It hurts so much!"
   

        Phil cried out.
   

        "Phil, don't bump into me! It's painful!"
   

        Milo cried out.
   

        Tears glistened in all four red eyes.
   

        "Does it really hurt that much? All right... I was just telling you not to close your eyes, you should carefully mimic my movements from now on."
   

        Casio shook his head helplessly, taking a few steps back. He thought to himself: Wow, the modern ointments are really strong!
   

        Afterwards, the three of them began to execute the first movement of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique under Casio's guidance, and he reminded them to breathe in rhythm as well.
   

        Suddenly, they all got into the zone, their expressions gradually becoming calm.
   

        They felt just like Casio once did, as if they were soaking in a hot spring. Waves of warmth and heat spread from their skin to their muscles, bones, meridians, and blood.
   

        After an unknown period of time, they opened their eyes and came to their senses.
   

        The afternoon sun outside had already faded into a dim dusk.
   

        It was the kind of yellow twilight that signaled the sun would set in another ten or so minutes.
   

        "How do you feel?"
   

        Casio, who was leaning by the window enjoying the breeze, asked.
   

        "It's a very strange feeling, like my body has become lighter?" Tifa glanced at her hands, and then she lightly jumped on the spot.
   

        "The vision became clearer, and it seems like my sense of smell has also..."
   

        Milo furrowed his eyebrows, sniffing his nose like a dog.
   

        "It feels like that feeling you get when you've spent a whole summer's day sweating and then suddenly take a cold shower!" Phil said with a vivid analogy.
   

        "Go back and quietly assimilate with it, it's pretty late tonight. From now on, come here every day, and I will supervise your ointment exercise." Casio took back the three bottles.
   

        Five minutes later, the three of them, with faces of intrigue, were walking in the hallway, occasionally tiptoeing or swaying their bodies as they moved.
   

        It seemed as if they were adapting to their slightly different bodies.
   

        "Goodness, this is extraordinary..."
   

        Tifa glanced back with a sigh, and there Casio was, ambling towards them, carrying a shoulder bag on his back.
   

        He possessed an inexplicable aura of mysteriousness in the shadows.
   

        "The teacher seems to have many mysteries cloaked around him..."
   

        The three of them parted, each heading home.
   

        From this day on, Tifa, Phil, and Milo officially began to practice the Wind Elephant Gate fighting technique under Casio's supervision. They practice the Basic Fighting Technique every day and cultivate the Elephant Soul Secret Technique by applying ointment.
   

        Within three days, Casio's new house was also renovated.
   

        The walls and floor tiles hadn't been altered much. It was only the other minor places that had been revamped, along with a fresh layout for the yard.
   

        That very day, Casio moved his things into his new home.
   

        He did not seek to recover the remnants of the monthly rent from Mrs. Jessica, it was just a few months, small money. Besides, he can take occasional rests in that room.
   

        At dusk that day, Casio returned home from the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall. He was driving the new car he had gotten from Black Spade Ace the day before. He was incredibly satisfied as he drove around. This car, although not as luxurious as Matthew's Hytzenia series, was an excellent vehicle for commuting.
   

        At least to Casio, the seat was very comfortable, the layout of the driving seat, and the subtle, elegant decoration inside the car were entirely to his liking.
   

        Driving along Sunset Boulevard next to the shimmering river while listening to a long, soothing song would be an absolute delight.
   

        He wasn't by the river, but he was on Sunset Boulevard.
   

        A car was being chased forward by the bright moonlight.
   

        The car's radio was fitted with a tube amplifier.
   

        The melodious song of an unknown band played from within.
   

        "The sun today looks so gentle.
   

        Even the evening breeze feels soft.
   

        My hair is stubbornly standing so high.
   

        The masterpiece of candy and spices is still swaying and laughing.
   

        There's an abundance everywhere during the quiet times.
   

        Why can't we feel the joy in the crowd?"
   

        In the driver's seat, a tall man was slowly swaying his head to the music. Casio wasn't a cold machine; he also enjoyed these moments of freedom and happiness when he was alone.
   

        If there was a fool who dared to disturb Casio at this time.
   

        He would definitely show them what a Mad Elephant is!
   

        Unluckily for him, there was such a fool today.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        Under the moonlight, from the corners of the shadows. Those twisted creatures that should have been whispering in the sewers burst out, waving claws unlike those of humans. Chasing the car while slashing at the new car door, causing a big burst of golden sparks.
   

        The beautiful paint was heavily damaged, and the glass was shattered.
   

        Their aim was to make the car stop. These inhuman creatures wanted to convey to the parasitized Casio: "The Grim Reaper is knocking at the door!"
   

        Squeak! The car stopped abruptly, leaving two black marks.
   

        A group of Shadow Demons surrounded it like hyenas.
   

        Bang!
   

        An excited, bloodthirsty Shadow Demon suddenly crashed out, gliding tens of meters in the air, rolling wildly on the ground.
   

        A marble-like robust arm shrink back into the car window.
   

        Click! A man with red eyes like flaming fire got out, his muscular body resembling a sculpture.
   

        The Grim Reaper is opening the door!
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        On the silent highway, the sky lies between dusk and moonlight. A dark cloud is driven by the gale, pushing the remaining light away.
   

        Casio scans his surroundings, as the unexpected creatures surrounding him and his car. An inexplicable sense of familiarity arises within him. He startles and looks to his shadow on the right. The darkness appears to wriggle as if stimulated.
   

        "Shadow Demon..."
   

        He instantly acknowledges the situation at hand.
   

        In the dimming light, five beings dressed in human clothes stand by the roadside like eerie sculptures. They seem no different from normal humans, except their shadows under the moonlight wriggle like a mass of chaotic and viscous liquid. Their arms have mutated, with five bony fingers bulging outward, almost doubling in length, akin to knife blades.
   

        Their combat style probably also differs; they attack more like beasts. During the car chase, their bodies contorted into wild, savage shapes—an action beyond human capability. Numerous pieces of information surge into Casio's mind.
   

        He is slightly stern, as dark creatures like these in his memory are not to be trifled with. For instance, the Cloak Man from the Sect Destruction War was unyieldingly brave. His body had super-fast regeneration, and his strength when going all out was comparable to a martial artist's. The Shadow Demons present likely wouldn't be much different. They are probably tough cookies, each at the martial artist level, if not higher.
   

        Casio understands the rules of the Shadow Demon. The terrifying nature of their victories, where they stack up the skills and physique of the defeated, is something he knows all too well. Yet, if one were to lose a fight against a Shadow Demon, it would take over your body to resurrect itself!
   

        It would then control all your strengths and skills you possessed during your lifetime!
   

        Exhaling slowly, Casio notices from the corner of his eyes that the Shadow Demon he had just knocked away was defyingly getting back up again, as if nothing had happened.
   

        With a few light jumps, it returned to the highway.
   

        "As expected...what a pain," he muttered, his eyes downcast. Although besieged by enemies, his second-stage blood acceleration was enough to give it a shot. He immediately assumed the stance of the Wind Elephant Combat Technique.
   

        He stomps hard with one foot in front and lightly steps with the other foot behind. His robust arms stand straight beside his body, protecting each side just like a boxer.
   

        His broad shoulders expanded, and the muscles of his body pulsed like beating steel, channeling strength outwards inch by inch.
   

        He guzzled a mouthful of air grimly, as his body bent like a bowstring, his chest inflating upward. His body swelled aggressively with each piece, tearing open his clothes.
   

        His slightly dark flesh is exposed to the naked eye, his muscular upper body surfaced, veins crawling over his body like black snakes. Even his brow bore a mark in the shape of a hashtag from the throbbing veins.
   

        Casio's eyes flashed open, the whites laced with blood vessels as crimson rage replaced the normally calm look in his eyes.
   

        In an instant, he shifted his state to the second stage of blood acceleration, a complete burst without reservation.
   

        Confronted with these strong and terrifying dark creatures, he must fight with all his strength; if not, he will mostly likely die.
   

        "Come on! Let's test your true strength!"
   

        He snorted hot white smoke from his nostrils, his attention now fully focused on the life and death battle at hand.
   

        Any slight movement in his surroundings would trigger his most violent, mercury-like lethal attack!
   

        "Whistle!"
   

        A shadow from a distance suddenly sprints more like a monster than a man, its sharp claws emitting a deadly chill.
   

        The first Shadow Demon's movement triggers the others. They start running and jumping, wielding their massive claws. The claw blades shimmer ominously under the moonlight!
   

        "Here they come!"
   

        A shock surged in Casio's heart. Instead of his usually fierce offensive posture, he falls into a rare defensive stance.
   

        This is a stance only taken when facing a formidable enemy!
   

        "Tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat..."
   

        The foremost Shadow Demon mercilessly swings its Iron Claw, storming towards him.
   

        "Use only seventy percent of my strength, save thirty percent for the other Shadow Demons!"
   

        Casio's mind is crystal clear. The more dangerous the situation, the more calm he becomes. It's essential to be aware of the whole situation when attacked by a strong enemy.
   

        The successes and failures of attacking or defending against a single opponent mean little in this context!
   

        "First, force this Shadow Demon away!"
   

        With a loud thud, his right foot stomps on the ground, leaving a shallow dent in the road. His right fist unleashes like a shell.
   

        "Clack, clack, clack, clack, clack, clack!"
   

        "Boom!!!"
   

        Two meters away, a tall, Inhuman Shadow Demon stands still in place. Its two arms break inch by inch, the sharp claw-like fingers curled and broken. The blood leaks through the gaps in the muscles, skin, and bones, trickling down in a constant drip.
   

        Furthermore, the head, which should have been above the Shadow Demon's neck, has disappeared. Above its shoulders is an empty space, blood spurting from it as from a fountain.
   

        Thud! The Shadow Demon falls stiffly to the ground.
   

        "How can it be? I only put seventy percent of my strength in that punch! I didn't even use my trump card, the Gale Airflow, just a regular punch at the second stage of blood acceleration! One Shadow Demon was already killed by me?"
   

        Casio is surprised, his eyebrows pinching together in disbelief and shock. He even forgets that he is currently surrounded by Shadow Demons.
   

        "Ding! Sizzle, sizzle, sizzle, sizzle, sizzle…"
   

        The Shadow Demons fiercely clawed his chest, shoulders, and even back two or three times, attempting to disembowel him. Seemingly, there was no effect. They had merely scratched the surface?
   

        About a dozen white lines grazed his body. His thick skin was indeed broken, but there was no blood.
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        Its power was even far inferior to gunpowder bullets!
   

        "Woosh!"
   

        A shadow figure cut through the air, five fingers like knife blades aimed straight at Casio's neck, moving at a tremendous speed.
   

        But this super speed was relative to ordinary people, in front of Casio who had triggered the second gear of blood acceleration, this attack's speed looked as sluggish as an old woman lifting her arm.
   

        "Snap!"
   

        Casio pulled a gun on the draw, his large hand directly seizing the opponent's claw in mid-air. He then exerted force, his palm pressing and squeezing like a mill, a clear sound of bone shattering echoed from his grasp, thick red blood dripped from between his fingers.
   

        "Such a fragile physique?"
   

        He furrowed his brows and let go, the arm of the Shadow Demon that had reached out was now crushed into a ball of flesh, a mix of bone, nails and muscles.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        This Shadow Demon was directly kicked away, its whole body flying like a broken figure for several tens of meters. With a whiz, it smashed to the ground, rolling crazily while splattering a large amount of blood.
   

        "Such a waste..."
   

        Casio felt like he had misunderstood something just now.
   

        The strength of these Shadow Demons was clearly nothing more than some professional-grade small fry. Where did the six Limit-breaking Boxers attacking him come from!
   

        "Roar!"
   

        A Shadow Demon roared and charged from behind him.
   

        In an instant, Casio turned around, his hands reaching out like pythons.
   

        Snap! Rip!!!
   

        The Shadow Demon was directly torn into two halves, blood gushed skywards. Amidst the rain of blood, Casio violently turned his head.
   

        He looked at the three remaining Shadow Demons, his eyes full of intense anger from deception! Where are my formidable opponents?!
   

        Were they nothing more than a bunch of weaklings planted by the roadside?
   

        God… this really pisses me off!!
   

        "Thud!"
   

        He stomped a pit on the road, his entire body lunged forward. His fist, as sturdy as an iron rod, pierced a Shadow Demon straight through, a burst of blood mist erupted behind it, fragments of flesh scattered in a fan shape. Casio lifted the Shadow Demon and flung it off.
   

        "A bunch of wastes who haven't even broken through human limits!" He turned and looked at the two Shadow Demons staring blankly at him from afar, particularly the one on the right: "Then how did you block my punch?"
   

        Seemingly sensing danger, the two Shadow Demons abruptly turned and began to flee, rushing ahead at lightning speed under the moonlight.
   

        As one ran ahead of the other, the one at the back suddenly tripped and fell flat on the ground. A towering figure quickly flew across the body of the fallen Shadow Demon.
   

        The heart of the remaining Shadow Demon pounded wildly, it saw the rapidly passing ground ahead. A huge, distorted shadow was gradually closing on it, almost engulfing its shadow.
   

        After only a few steps, the Shadow Demon suddenly blacked out.
   

        It was 7:30 in the evening, at the edge of the urban area, outside Casio's new home.
   

        A somewhat decrepit black car drove out from a secluded alley, then putt-putt-putt, it barely drove into the enclosure. Moments later, a man came to close the iron gate.
   

        As he closed it, he looked around as if afraid of being followed.
   

        Casio closed the iron gate, secured it with a lock. Next, he walked along the stone path, heading towards the black car in the yard.
   

        In the moonlight, he glanced at his shredded clothes that were blown apart, walked into the house and immediately changed into a new set of clothes.
   

        The explosion just now had been quite fierce, leaving hardly any fabric on his upper body. Only the collar around his neck survived, looking like a black choker.
   

        In the yard, there were black lanterns like streetlights on both sides. The top emitted a soft yellow light, casting a glow outward.
   

        Casio cast a glance at the car he just got yesterday. The black paint on the car body had been severely worn out, revealing more than ten distinct scratch marks. Even three of the windows on both sides had been shattered, with glass shards spreading unevenly along the windowsills.
   

        "Goddamn it." He couldn't help but swear.
   

        If the attackers had been a group of non-human monsters that surpassed the human limit, it would have been understandable. But they turned out to be a Shadow Demon novice martial artist and his five professional mid-to-high-level minions. To Casio with his second-level blood acceleration, anyone below a martial arts master was a piece of cake, the only sight worth seeing was the Shadow Demon.
   

        That's the one that Casio sent flying through the window with a punch at the start, the Shadow Demon with a faint red glow in its eyes.
   

        It must be said that Casio was overly cautious.
   

        His understanding of the dark creatures is too limited, with the precedent of the Cloaked One, and being initially misled by the red-eyed Shadow Demon. For a moment, he thought it was going to be a fight to the death!
   

        As a result, he unleashed all his strength before the battle began, making it one punch per opponent, entirely stress-free.
   

        The sense of danger Casio felt tonight was even less than the intense gunfight with the dozen assassins from the Sand Dust Organization a few days ago.
   

        After all, the sweep of the light machine gun still had a great power.
   

        Regretfully touching the cracks on the car body, Casio opened the rear door and dragged off two adult men.
   

        One shoulder held one, and the other held another. He walked stably and staggered towards the basement of the residence.
   

        Of the six Shadow Demons, Casio, in his angry confusion, killed four and left two alive for questioning. As for the four dead Shadow Demons, he initially planned to transport them onto the car and take them directly to the Mustard Tree Forest in the suburbs of Baichuan City to dispose of and remove traces.
   

        But before he could get started, the dead Shadow Demons began to melt, eventually turning into a pool of black liquid.
   

        After a few more minutes, it evaporated into black fog and dissipated.
   

        Casio squatted by the whole time, observing carefully. The Cloaked One and the Shadow Demon didn't have much in common, apart from their eerie horror and a fear that originated in one's heart.
   

        Whether it was psychological or something else, facing these weak Shadow Demons at his second level of blood acceleration, Casio felt a sense of fear, a feeling that was not typical.
   

        Perhaps, this was a common trait of humans towards dark creatures?
   

        The basement was very spacious. The renovation company had specially transformed it, even segmenting a small training area as per Casio's request. He carried the two Shadow Demons towards the training area and dropped them on the floor with a thud.
   

        With a sturdy nylon rope, Casio tied both of them to the Butterfly Machine and the Vertical Boxing Platform. These two pieces of training equipment were heavy, and their bases were fixed to the ground. Even if a martial artist is restrained, he wouldn't dream of escaping.
   

        Standing up, he looked at the tightly bound Shadow Demons. Casio nodded with satisfaction and then took a look at the nylon rope, thinking it was a bit insecure. He decided to buy a bundle of iron chains tomorrow, intending to secure these hard-earned Shadow Demons properly.
   

        With a thud, he closed the basement door, turned on the light next to it, and walked over with his sturdy body.
   

        The interrogation began!
   

        "Hmm ahhh...."
   

        "Ahhooooo!!"
   

        "Ugh!"
   

        After a brutal round of torture, Casio closed the door to the basement, walked to the washroom and washed the blood from his hands.
   

        Shadow Demons can communicate, but it was different from what Casio expected. The knowledge of the common Shadow Demon was rather low; approximately that of a four- or five-year-old child. The other one with red eyes possessed intelligence comparable to that of an adult.
   

        Nothing useful could be obtained from the common Shadow Demon, but the red-eyed Shadow Demon revealed some information, and Casio learned why they didn't talk much during a fight. It was a natural disdain for humans. After all, humans don't chat with pigs they are about to slaughter, do they?
   

        The Shadow Demons treated humans as their rightful food!
   

        Casio asked if Shadow Demons devoured human flesh when they kill, and the answer was no. Casio wanted to inquire further, but the Shadow Demon couldn't answer. It seemed that anything related to critical information about Shadow Demons couldn't be revealed. They could only repeat surface-level information.
   

        So during the interrogation....
   

        Casio changed his line of questioning, no longer asking about the Shadow Demons' information but turning to his old friend, the Cloaked One.
   

        This time, the Red-Eyed Shadow Demon showed no hesitation.
   

        Casio received relevant information about the Cloaked One….
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Death Blood, the real name of those cloaked figures.
   

        The full name of their kind is called Death Blood.
   

        When it comes to strength and features, Casio has a clear understanding after fighting with Death Blood. It's a divergent species that possesses a dual form, fears no death, and regenerates rapidly.
   

        Other than that, Casio has gained some more information.
   

        For instance, the real body of Death Blood is a mass of blood. It can enter a human's body and establish a bizarre symbiotic relationship. Death Blood grants its hosts powerful strength and superb regenerative abilities.
   

        However, it's not without cost. The more the host relies on and uses this power, the higher the proportion of Death Blood in the host's blood will become until it completely replaces the human's circulatory system and takes complete control of the host.
   

        Even the thinking brain is fooled and controlled by the blood.
   

        Some Death Bloods will suck up certain things after taking full control of the host and then leave in search of the next host. The original host will then quickly dry up and die like a mummy. Of course, sometimes a Death Blood does not wish to leave once it has taken control of a perfect body.
   

        It may even attempt to live as a human.
   

        Which is to say...
   

        In the Sect Destruction War, the Cloaked figures besieged the Wind Elephant Gate for this reason. The robust bodies of the secret martial artists, as well as their peak, plenteous Essence, Qi, and Spirit were exactly what they coveted. Therefore, even if the third and fourth brothers die, their bodies would still be controlled by Death Blood.
   

        Undoubtedly, a body of the martial artist level is a good shell.
   

        Casio inevitably felt angry. Death is the ultimate destination for secret martial artists. However, Death Blood manipulates those human limit-breakers who are seeking the way of the secret martial art with its evil and filthy nature.
   

        It makes their corpses unable to rest in peace even after death.
   

        No one wants to be treated this way after death. Casio could not accept his own body being invaded by filthy blood and his brain being manipulated arbitrarily by strange blood flowers.
   

        After learning this information, Casio immediately thought of the Sand Dust Organization. The White Bird of Black Spade A mentioned that the Sand Dust Organization has a group of combatants who resemble the Biochemical Humans in the comic Captain Hong Li. The form and character of these combatants seem identical to Death Blood.
   

        Could it be that the confidence of the Sand Dust Organization comes from here?
   

        Is the senior level of their organization comprised of humans completely controlled by Death Blood? Is this organization actually a dark creature community disguised as an underground force? Or, there's another possibility. The Sand Dust Organization discovered the use of Death Blood, cooperated with them and created a batch of extremely powerful regeneration troops.
   

        Are the two currently in a partnership?
   

        But Casio felt that this was like asking a tiger for its skin. If the Sand Dust Organization continues to play this way, it will inevitably stuck themselves in a hole.
   

        Of course, everyone has their own perspectives.
   

        Casio thinks it's dangerous, but the Sand Dust Organization might enjoy it. After all, the original Sand Dust Organization was just an insignificant small-scale underground force. It has suddenly risen recently, gaining a large territory and earning a lot of money.
   

        Most of this might be attributed to... Death Blood.
   

        Reading away his extended thoughts and sitting on the Rococo-style sofa, Casio decided to buy some mercury tomorrow.
   

        This was also information he extracted from Shadow Demon.
   

        Mercury, this substance, has a certain inhibitory effect on Shadow Demon and Death Blood. Of course, it is only an inhibitory effect. It's not like the inhibition effect of sunlight on vampires in horror movies, where a vampire becomes ash as soon as it is exposed to sunlight.
   

        Mercury only makes dark creatures weak and annoyed and cannot play a key role.
   

        Casio sat and thought for a moment, went back to the basement door to check, found that it was locked, and then returned to his bedroom.
   

        The window on the right side of the third floor, the dim yellow light came on, like a lighthouse in the dark shadows around.
   

        Early the next morning.
   

        Casio woke up to the crisp bird calls, lightly touched his forehead. The bright daylight filtering through the window reminded him that it was already late. He turned and looked at the alarm clock on the bedside table.
   

        It was past eight o'clock in the morning.
   

        Perhaps because he had moved to a new place, Casio wasn't quite accustomed and woke up a few hours later than usual.
   

        He threw off the covers, got up, and went into the bathroom to take a cold shower. A white towel hung around his neck. As Casio looked at his strong physique in the mirror, his skin on his arm and chest that had been cut has healed, leaving only a faint line and white marks.
   

        Having a body that has surpassed human limits, even minor injuries recover much faster than ordinary people.
   

        He put on his clothes and tidied up. Casio walked into the living room and started making breakfast for himself. The biggest advantage of this new house was that it was exceptionally quiet. He used to hear the piercing horn noises from vehicles passing Banner Street from Jessica's apartment.
   

        But in this residence, there were only the rustling sound of the breeze blowing through the leaves and the chirping of one or two birds perched on the tree top.
   

        Of course, there were also some obvious disadvantages.
   

        This place is located on the outskirts of the urban area with a sparse population. There were no bustling breakfast shops like on the north side of Banner Street.
   

        Casio had to make breakfast for himself.
   

        Fortunately, he was skilled in this, so he felt no pressure.
   

        Before long, the fragrant butter fried bread was served. A few minutes later, fried eggs, grilled sausage, and vegetable salad were served. He also poured a cup of hot white milk on the side.
   

        Casio sat down right away and began to eat quickly. The table was near the window, where he could see the street outside the low wall.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Eating breakfast while watching the news brought a different feel.
   

        Five minutes later, breakfast was over.
   

        Just as usual, Casio picked up a black bag from beside the sofa and placed four antiques on the coffee table.
   

        He gently stroked them, but no Obsession Energy emerged.
   

        Even though he had expected it, he could not help but sigh. These four antiques could restore Obsession Energy, but after all, there were limits. They had lasted a total of four days, providing Casio with about 0.1 points of Obsession Energy each morning.
   

        He glanced at the top right corner.
   

        "Obsession Energy: 5.4"
   

        It was already quite good. The 0.4 points of Obsession Energy was almost equivalent to one Obsession antique, which was like Casio had nabbed one for free.
   

        He put the antiques back in the bag and set it aside, then walked into the basement to begin the morning's interrogation.
   

        Although the Shadow Demon couldn't reveal certain things, Casio could use leading questions to infer some information indirectly. However, this method would take some time.
   

        And the information obtained might be ambiguous.
   

        But since Casio had finally caught a Shadow Demon, he had to squeeze all information out of it. He wasn't sure if he'd get such a good opportunity again next time. He was eager to learn about that dark world.
   

        So, another intense interrogation began in the dungeon.
   

        Casio was not too severe, giving the Shadow Demon a chance to rest every now and then. In the meantime, he would soak in potion and practice Secret Martial Art until noon.
   

        Just as the sound of struggle was heard in the basement, a car honked outside the yard.
   

        Casio left the dungeon and took a look outside from the first-floor window. To his surprise, a black sedan was parked by the iron fence on the right.
   

        A tall, coldly beautiful woman was looking inside.
   

        It was Violet.
   

        "Hold on a moment."
   

        Casio shouted out the window. Seeing his bloody hands, he thought it wouldn't be good to open the door like this. He went back to the bathroom to clean up the blood.
   

        Then, he quickly cleaned up the blood droplets on the floor.
   

        The click of the steel blue gate opening to the side resounded.
   

        "What does White Bird need me for?"
   

        Casio cut to the chase.
   

        "BOSS, the Black Spade A Assassination Department is having a small gathering in Baichuan City. Lord White Bird asked me to tell you about it. It will be around half past one in the afternoon at No. 158 Bingnan Street. Also, it would be best not to reveal this information to outsiders as Sand Dust Organization assassins have been provoking trouble recently..."
   

        Violet glanced at Casio, apparently detecting a familiar scent on him, a faint smell of blood.
   

        "A gathering? Alright, I understand."
   

        Casio nodded slightly. This Assassination Department gathering called by White Bird was essentially to affirm Casio's senior-level position. In other words, if everyone at this gathering approved of Casio, he would become the organization's 'Diamond J'.
   

        He certainly couldn't miss it.
   

        "BOSS, I'll be leaving then," Violet said.
   

        Through several interactions, she had felt Casio's cold and silent personality. He had a strong sense of independence in his actions and didn't like others bothering him.
   

        Violet turned around to walk towards the driver's seat of the sedan.
   

        "Wait a moment, I'll catch a ride with you after I change my clothes," Casio locked eyes with Violet and said: "My car...um...was accidentally damaged and probably can't be driven now..."
   

        He coughed twice and continued, "By the way, our Black Ace should have a dedicated car repair business, right? Please help me contact them and have my Black Cloud Sedan fixed."
   

        "The car broke down? Wasn't it just delivered to you the night before last? It seems like it hasn't even been two days." Violet asked with some confusion. Black Cloud Sedans are of pretty high quality, it would have to be a severe collision to render it undriveable.
   

        "I accidentally turned it over into a ditch, the glass shattered. If it can't be fixed, getting the same model would do too."
   

        As he was speaking, he led Violet to the yard.
   

        Standing in the sunlight on the edge of the courtyard was a tragically wrecked Black Cloud Sedan. As Casio had said, three out of the four windows on both sides were shattered with irregular breaks.
   

        The black paint was also scuffed, revealing the silver metal underneath, making the damage look pretty severe.
   

        "How did it end up like this?" Violet walked over slowly, "Rearview mirror, glass, and... huh?"
   

        "What is this?!"
   

        She bent down slightly, her clean fingers slowly tracing over the car body. On it were five deeply aligned claw marks.
   

        Her eye quickly swept to the side where she saw several such claw marks densely riddled on the black paint of the Black Cloud Sedan. Not only was the black paint scratched off, but it seemed like the metal underneath was also gashed. There were also faint traces of black blood.
   

        "What... this is from the car flipping over? I'd be damned!"
   

        The traces on the car clearly indicated a battle, didn't they? Just not one fought with firearms, but what seemed like the claws of some large animal.
   

        Violet took a deep breath, just about to speak when Casio next to her chimed in to explain, "I wasn't used to driving this kind of luxury sedan for the first time and accidentally flipped it into a ditch on my way back. I tried to pull it back onto the road but there were no places to grip on the car, so after a few unsuccessful tries, those marks were left by me..."
   

        "Left by you? Are you kidding me..."
   

        Violet suddenly stopped speaking, what Casio just said sounded somewhat absurd but reasonable at the same time.
   

        If the car flipped into a ditch, a normal person would certainly call a tow truck. But Casio was not a normal person... Could a normal person withstand light machine gun bullets? No. Could a normal person sprint, catch up to a sedan, and then send it sideway with a single hit? No. Different people solve problems differently.
   

        Not everyone has the same physical capabilities!
   

        It was quite normal for Casio, as an individual, to flip the car back onto the road, leaving traces on the steel.
   

        After all, the assassination had occurred just a few days ago...
   

        "Alright, I was being shortsighted." Violet opened her mouth, swallowing back the words she'd almost said.
   

        "What do you think? Black Ace should be able to fix it, right?"
   

        Casio asked tentatively.
   

        "Yes." Violet paused for a moment before responding.
   

        "However, I don't have a connection there. You'll have to mention it to White Bird. What he says carries weight." She stood up again, her fingers rubbing lightly to wipe away the black smudge.
   

        "Okay." Casio nodded.
   

        Immediately, he swiftly returned to the building to change into a baggy suit. Although it was a suit, it was actually a black trench coat which made it look a bit more formal. According to what White Bird had previously told him, this upcoming Assassination Department gathering was likely not going to be peaceful and he'd probably need to suppress some troublemakers.
   

        The coat was spacious enough for Casio to move around in. Of course, if he were to activate the second stage of his blood acceleration realm as a martial artist, the coat would explode off him, no matter how large.
   

        However, Casio didn't believe there was anyone in the Black Ace's Assassination Department who would push him to go all out. After all, the previous strongest assassin, Square "J", had recently died under the gunfire of the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        If he was killed by gunfire, he was probably just an early-stage martial artist at best. He might not have even reached that level.
   

        With their strongest assassin being like that, the rest of the assassins in the Assassination Department were unlikely to be much stronger. Casio was going there this time to bolster White Bird's presence and incidentally secure a high rank.
   

        He was admittedly interested in Square "J"'s position.
   

        Casio had already calculated that Black Ace's Antiques Department wouldn't decline the assistance of a powerhouse from the Assassination Department.
   

        After changing into his clothes upstairs, he first went to the basement to knock out the two Shadow Demons with a single punch each. Then he quickly walked out of the residential building and got into Violet's car which drove off towards the suburbs.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Baichuan City, suburb, Zhangye Street
   

        A black sedan parked on the side of the road, a tall youth dressed in a black trench coat descended from it. The golden sunlight bathed his body, the surface of the trench coat faintly reflecting light. The coat was quite oversized, yet the corners were held up by his strong, sturdy shoulders, like two tires. The white shirt beneath clung to his solid chest, accentuating the outline of his muscular physique.
   

        The youth wore an expressionless face, giving off a cold, standoffish vibe. He surveyed the streets of suburban Baichuan City.
   

        A pleasant voice emanated from within the car.
   

        "BOSS, about a hundred meters forward along Zhangye Street is Bingnan Road. It leads to a residential area by the river, which is the meeting place of the Assassination Department. Someone should be there to meet you."
   

        "The senior level is having a meeting, and I can't go. The car will remain here, you can come back directly after the meeting," Violet said through the window to Casio.
   

        "I understand," Casio nodded slightly. 
   

        "Furthermore, this is your ID." Violet tossed something over, and Casio caught it and took a look.
   

        It was a paper poker card: the Jack of Diamonds.
   

        "I'm going," he declared.
   

        Casio nonchalantly tucked the poker card into the pocket of his trench coat, and stepped forward along the sidewalk.
   

        This area was almost beyond the urban zone, at a glance there weren't any tall buildings, only low grey homes, some enclosed with courtyards, others surrounded by white wooden fences, with plants and trees planted within.
   

        One could notice that many triangular flags were hung together from the windows of these houses. There were wooden candlesticks decorated with light chains, and ornaments themed after the birth of the Holy Spirit or animals in the forest. In the courtyard or inside the fenced areas, there was usually a large wooden basin placed in the center.
   

        The basin was filled with rainwater from a few days ago.
   

        This custom was related to the Saint Bath Festival that Casio had previously seen, bringing with it a certain religious tint. The wooden basin for collecting rainwater was prepared for the Saint Bath, where citizens would place a wooden basin outdoors on the day of the festival, waiting for the rain. Once the rainwater was collected in the basin, they would use it for the bathing ceremony.
   

        Actually, the rainwater wasn't very clean, and even the slightly educated populace knew it contained bacteria.
   

        But festival customs are always ingrained in tradition.
   

        Having walked past Zhangye Street, Casio turned around a corner and entered Bingnan Road. The number of people dwindled further here - it didn't look like the city, but rather, like a small town.
   

        The street was very spacious, with only a few occasional passersby.
   

        He sauntered down the street and gradually came to a halt. In front of him was a white stone flower bed with a diameter of over three meters, connecting four paths from the front, back, left, and right. The flower bed was densely grown with wildflowers and weeds.
   

        "Come out…" Casio suddenly said.
   

        "Well done, you're as remarkable as one expected from someone who's stepping into the position of the Diamond Jack, you sensed my presence in an instant." A voice came from behind the flower bed, followed by a man in a blue-and-white-striped jacket appearing. He lifted his head, focusing intently on Casio.
   

        This man had slightly dark skin, and was of average appearance. He had profound features, a prominent hooked nose, and green eyes. What was most impressive was the slightly squinted look in his eyes. It felt like being pricked by a needle when his gaze fell on you.
   

        "How did you detect me? Neither my breathing nor my heartbeat was noticeable, and I hadn't even moved."
   

        The man stared at Casio. As an assassin from the Black Spade Assassination Department, he naturally had skills in covert operations. Mastering the Breath Holding Technique was crucial for conducting sneak assassinations more effectively.
   

        However, just now, the Breath Holding Technique didn't seem to work that well...
   

        The tall and robust man standing before him, exuding an oppressive aura, was definitely not simple and could likely be a master of similar techniques!
   

        "How did I sense you?"
   

        Casio arched an eyebrow and emotionlessly responded, "Shadow."
   

        "Huh? What?" The Hawk-nose man paused in confusion.
   

        "Your shadow, can't you understand that?" Casio repeated.
   

        Turning his gaze to the ground on his left, the Hawks McNose man indeed detected his protruding shadow. He was speechless on the spot. He had thought that his stealth technique was seen through and that the other party was an expert in this field, but he had simply committed a rookie mistake.
   

        "So that's how it was..." the Hawk-nose man's green eyes flickered, "We're running out of time. Let's go, Mr. Wind Elephant."
   

        He immediately turned around, ready to lead Casio.
   

        Suddenly.
   

        The Hawk-nose man swiftly spun around to lunge at Casio, his right hand pulling out a sharp object for a stabbing motion.
   

        From behind the flower bed, a petite figure sprang out from somewhere, rapidly aiming for Casio's back.
   

        In a split second, the two people hurriedly approached. Casio could even see the excitement in the Hawk-nose man's green eyes.
   

        Thump! Thump!
   

        Two muffled sounds echoed as two bodies - one in front and one at the back - fell to the ground. Casio rotated his wrist with an expressionless face. In just an instant, he punched the Hawk-nose man's shoulder and swiftly whipped around to take down the other attacker.
   

        For Casio, who possesses an inhumanly quick reaction speed, the assailants' attacks were child's play.
   

        Could he, who could even dodge bullets, not evade the attacks of mere flesh and blood?
   

        He looked down only to see the sharp object in the Hawk-nose man's hand dropped on the floor. It was a black plastic dagger.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The toy of a child, its lethality is minimal.
   

        "This should be a test sent by someone at the senior level..."
   

        Casio stomped his foot, smashing the dagger to pieces. He then picked up one of the men, about to put him on his shoulder, when he made a discovery.
   

        In his right hand, the hawk-nosed man had shrunk. He appeared to be about 1.75 meters tall, but he had now shrunk to below 1.7 meters. What's more, his robust muscles began to slim down.
   

        Checking his estimated weight, he seemed more like a woman.
   

        Casio raised his right hand and gave a forceful shake, the hawk-nosed man's disguise falling off. It was a woman dressed as a man. No, considering her age, she was actually a young girl. Her cheekbones were rather striking and her lips were lustrous. Casio turned to look at the assailant in his left hand.
   

        She was also a beautiful girl, with pinkish delicate lips, lightly curled shoulder-length brown hair, and skin that seemed like white-tinted red jelly. The two had very similar eyebrows and eyes.
   

        They were likely twin sisters, around eighteen years old?
   

        Casio shook his head and gave a backhand slap to the slightly darker skinned girl: "Where's the gathering place?"
   

        "Huh?" The girl had just regained consciousness and was still groggy.
   

        At first glance, she saw the other assailant who Casio was holding in his left hand and started to resist, yelling out, "Brother!"
   

        "Brother?" Casio glanced at the cute girl in his left hand, raising an eyebrow. It was quite normal for an assassin to know a thing or two about disguise.
   

        "Behave!" His right hand lightly squeezed the girl's neck, "First, tell me your name or codename."
   

        "Ah! Li Guang, my name is Li Guang."
   

        Experiencing pain, the girl didn't dare to struggle anymore.
   

        "Very good." Casio's face remained expressionless: "I don't care which senior-level person you've been sent by from the Assassination Department, now just honestly lead me to them. Li Guang, you don't want your brother to suffer either, do you?"
   

        The girl gulped, looking at Casio's imposing figure.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        "Here, take this road on the left."
   

        On Casio's right shoulder, Li Guang lay there, slightly raising her head to guide the way. She did not dare to resist at all, as the strong arm holding her waist was incredibly powerful.
   

        It was as immovable as solid granite.
   

        Li Guang was afraid that if she struggled, she would break her little waist on the spot.
   

        "Go down this dirt road. At the end, you'll find a solitary compound with five trees at its entrance." Li Guang jolted as she reminded him.
   

        Casio glanced up to see a little gray path leading to a verdant forest. At the edge of the woods was a compound distanced by fifty to sixty meters from a square yellow-white residential house, looking no different from any other. There were two men standing silently at its entrance.
   

        "I see."
   

        "Slap!"
   

        He lightly chopped his hand on the girl's slender neck.
   

        Li Guang groaned and passed out on the spot.
   

        Hauling one over his shoulder, Casio strode towards it.
   

        Inside the compound was a single-story building, and right past the entrance lay a spacious living room. It had a very rudimentary layout, only a long table with four tall pale-yellow chairs placed nearby.
   

        At this moment, three men were already sitting there.
   

        One was a man in a casual suit, dressed in all black. It was none other than Casio's temporary ally, White Bird.
   

        Another was a tall middle-aged man with a black beard, slender mustaches on top of his lips, and a sharp goatee. His sideburns connected with his beard.
   

        Yet another, sitting in the host seat, was an elegant, rigid old gentleman wearing a black tailcoat and a broad-brimmed top hat, slightly squinting his eyes as if dozing off.
   

        Sunlight shined through the window onto the mahogany table.
   

        "White Bird, the Wind Elephant you mentioned hasn't arrived yet?"
   

        The man with the mustache suddenly spoke, tapping the table with his right hand.
   

        "He should be arriving soon, after all, your men have gone to pick him up. Don't worry, Redtooth, it should be any minute now."
   

        White Bird raised his head to look at Redtooth, speaking with a calm tone.
   

        They shared a glance and while nothing externally gave them away, in their minds there was nothing but sneering. Redtooth had specially instructed his men to show the Wind Elephant some colors. Probably the two sides are out there wrestling right now.
   

        His twin assassins - known as the Gemini - were quite skilled in close combat. Even without guns, they were top-tier killers.
   

        In a while, they most likely would see a disheveled 'J', which would also serve as a slap to White Bird's face.
   

        On the other side, White Bird was as composed as a mountain, internally chuckling at the situation.
   

        Of course, he was aware that Redtooth had sent his top twin assassins to create some trouble for Li Wei, and to indirectly humiliate him in the process. However, this time Redtooth had chosen the wrong target. No, Li Wei isn't a person, he is a monster cloaked in human skin charging straight ahead despite the bullets.
   

        He's someone who White Bird had deliberately introduced to get a powerful reinforcement within the Assassination Organization!
   

        He eagerly awaits Redtooth's reaction when he sees what's happening...
   

        "Please come in." A voice came from outside.
   

        "He's here!"
   

        "They're here!"
   

        White Bird and Red Tooth exchanged cold glances.
   

        With a loud bang, the closed wooden door was kicked open.
   

        Red Tooth's brows shot up, ready to utter a rebuke.
   

        Thud, thud.
   

        Two slender figures were gently thrown to the ground.
   

        "One thirty one, sorry, I'm one minute late."
   

        The newcomer glanced at his watch, his tall figure blocking the bright sunlight from outside the door, casting a long shadow that spread all the way.
   

        "Li Guang, Li An?!"
   

        Red Tooth recognized his two subordinates at the first glance, emotions welled up in his heart, involuntarily furrowing his brows.
   

        "Heh heh… as I expected."
   

        White Bird crossed his arms, giving Red Tooth a quick glance. He looked satisfied as he acknowledged Casio's strong physique with a nod.
   

        "The meeting hasn't started yet, has it?" Casio asked.
   

        "No," confirmed White Bird.
   

        "Before it starts, I've got a small question to ask." Casio studied the other two people in the room. "Who does the assassin on the ground work for? One of them is named Li Guang…"
   

        He took a few steps forward, his tower-like figure automatically projecting a strong sense of intimidation. Casio set his eyes on the elderly gentleman in the main seat, asking bluntly, "Is it you?"
   

        The old man seemed not to hear him, his eyes remained closed.
   

        "It doesn't appear so."
   

        Casio's gaze shifted to Red Tooth.
   

        "So they're yours then?"
   

        At the sound of Casio's casual tone, Red Tooth felt an inexplicable surge of anger at being so lightly dismissed. With a 'snap', he stood up.
   

        Thud!
   

        Red Tooth was sent flying, smashing the pale yellow chair behind him, his body rolling and spinning across the open floor.
   

        With a 'crack', he hit a wall, his head snapping back to reality.
   

        Before he had time to cry out in pain.
   

        With a 'thud', dust was stirred up. A tall figure traversed a ten-meter distance in a single stride, heavily landing beside Red Tooth.
   

        The moment he landed, Red Tooth felt a numbness in his back due to the ground's recoil.
   

        "So they must've been your subordinates then."
   

        An expressionless voice echoed from above, the tall shadow blocking out any remaining light on Red Tooth.
   

        It gave him an oppressive feeling, like a sudden storm cloud overhead.
   

        "I…"
   

        Whoosh! The fist, wound tightly and swathed in air currents, descended like a pile driver, the large dark shadow quickly expanding in Red Tooth's field of vision.
   

        "Stop!"
   

        Whoosh...
   

        The violent rush of air formed wave-like folds in the collar of Red Tooth's shirt, his black beard flapping wildly.
   

        The fist halted abruptly, just a centimeter from his forehead. The air current scraped the skin, causing a stinging pain. A large visible cloud of dust was stirred up from the ground.
   

        "Huff, huff, huff…"
   

        Red Tooth's eyes widened, he gasped heavily for breath. In that moment, he felt the gaze of the Grim Reaper coming from the dark shadow.
   

        Every organ, every cell in his body was telling Red Tooth that had that punch not been halted, he would certainly have died!
   

        His head would have exploded like a watermelon.
   

        Red Tooth wanted to put Casio in his place.
   

        Casio likewise returned the favor.
   

        And Casio guaranteed, this lesson would leave a deeper and more lasting impression than the one Red Tooth had intended for him!
   

        "Sir, may I know your name or codename?"
   

        "I ... I? Red... Red Tooth..."
   

        "Very well, Mr. Red Tooth, please get up. What just transpired was merely a little joke upon first meeting you."
   

        Casio extended his hand with a gentle smile: "Let me introduce myself, Codename: Wind Elephant, Assassination Department, Squared J..."
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        Hong Li, who was lying on the ground, looked at that smiling face, and his heart felt choked. One moment Casio was being domineering, and now he was acting graceful.
   

        If he hadn't just been kicked out, looking at Casio's hearty smile, Hong Li might have believed it was all a joke!
   

        He was somewhat conflicted, and for a moment, didn't extend his hand.
   

        "What? Don't you want to give me some face?"
   

        Casio still wore a gracious smile on his face, only his eyes had narrowed slightly as he bent over.
   

        A familiar sense of threat surged up again, and Hong Li hastily extended his right hand to grasp Casio's palm.
   

        With a swoosh, he was suddenly lifted upright.
   

        "How about it, Mr. Hong Li, I hope my little jest didn't frighten you." Casio tapped him lightly on the chest, using his palm to remove the large gray shoe print.
   

        "No...his~ No, I understand it's just for fun."
   

        Hong Li said heavily, Casio's hit just now wasn't light, although it didn't break any bones, it definitely left a bruise.
   

        There was still a faint sting in his chest.
   

        It hurt even more after being patted by Casio a couple of times.
   

        "I'm glad it didn't scare you, let's sit down." Casio released his hand with a faint smile on his face, and his gaze tiled towards the redwood table beside him.
   

        Immediately, the two of them walked towards the long table one after the other.
   

        Casio took a seat on the right side of the entrance, which originally belonged to Hong Li. Left with no choice, Hong Li sat on the high-backed chair originally prepared for Casio, looking grim.
   

        As he sat down, Casio raised his head and exchanged glances with White Bird across him, then both of them nodded subtly.
   

        White Bird cleared his throat and said loudly, "Two people come in from the outside and take the twin assassins on the ground to the side room."
   

        "Yes."
   

        Immediately two people came in from outside and quickly carried the two bodies away. Hong Li turned his head to watch this scene, opened his mouth as if to say something, but eventually didn't speak.
   

        The wooden door had closed again, and the sunlight shining from the windows brightened the living room. There was a hint of fresh plant aroma and a hint of musty earth in the air. At the other end of the living room, the shadows of tree leaves were cast on the ground.
   

        With the gentle breeze, the shadows swayed sporadically.
   

        "Now that everyone's here, let's start the meeting."
   

        White Bird tapped on the table with his gloved fingers.
   

        "Hmm?"
   

        The old gentleman, who was in the primary seat, let out a nasal sound. He opened his eyes slowly as if somewhat drowsy and asked.
   

        "Has everyone arrived?"
   

        "Jazz, everyone's here." White Bird replied.
   

        "Hmm." The old man, codenamed Jazz, nodded his head, and put his hands on the table, which were also in white gloves.
   

        A Black Spade "J" was imprinted on the soft, delicate cloth of his gloves.
   

        That's the hidden boss of the Assassination Department.
   

        All that noise made by Casio earlier and Jazz looked as if he was fast asleep, he clearly does not care about these matters.
   

        He doesn't believe Jazz was really asleep.
   

        Lastly,
   

        To the left of Casio was Hong Li, who was the third-ranked Club "J".
   

        "Alright then, let's commence the meeting."
   

        As White Bird spoke, he reached into his pocket.
   

        He pulled out a rectangular poker card, not yet placing it on the table, but waiting for Jazz to slowly put his Black Spade "J" poker card on the table. Afterward, White Bird placed his Heart "J" down, followed by Hong Li's Club "J".
   

        Casio also fumbled in his chest pocket and took out a paper card, placing it face up on the table.
   

        Diamond "J".
   

        "This is the first time since last month that everyone in the Assassination Department is here. The position of Diamond J has been vacant for more than a month. Luckily, we have now welcomed a new member who has filled this position." While White Bird spoke, he turned around: "Let's welcome the new Diamond J, Wind Elephant."
   

        White Bird began to applaud, Jazz clapped slowly, and Hong Li reluctantly joined in, clapping his hands.
   

        "Clap, clap, clap, clap…"
   

        After a while, White Bird tossed a black box to Casio. Casio opened it on the table and saw a stack of white gloves on the left. The soft fabric was emblazoned with a Diamond "J" symbol.
   

        The right side contained a metal card with rounded corners. The surface of the metal was decorated with elaborate borders and an unfathomable pierced design. This was a gold and silver Diamond "J" poker card.
   

        "That represents your identity, Wind Elephant." White Bird said.
   

        Casio shrugged, and immediately grabbed a pair of gloves and put them on. Then he closed the box and gently placed it by his leg.
   

        "I believe I've already told you about the operations of the Black Spade A, as well as some details of the Assassination Department. Let's get right into the main matter." White Bird's gaze shifted away from Casio.
   

        "The content that follows will primarily concern the Sand Dust Organization."
   

        He coughed a few times, cleared his throat, and said, "First, the retaliation against the Sand Dust Organization. Over the past few months, I'm sure everyone has felt it acutely. Those people from Sand Dust are as bothersome as hyenas, incessantly harassing our industries under Black Spade A. Even half of our antique transportation routes under the Antiques Department have been severed!"
   

        "The two leaders are very angry, they believe Sand Dust Organization must pay an equal price! So, they assigned the task to us, the Assassination Department, and asked other departments to cooperate with our actions. This is a simply drawn-up plan."
   

        White bird spoke while handing over three bundles of information.
   

        Casio took it and skimmed through. It was all the intel regarding the Sand Dust Organization, with pictures attached. It identified the areas in North Flow Country that were covered or infiltrated by the forces of the Sand Dust Organization. This even extended to several other provinces. 
   

        The details about the armed forces within the Sand Dust Organization were also listed one after the other. Part of it included information on some key members. The material also contained the antique transportation routes, prohibited product transportation routes, weapon transportation routes, etc., for the Sand Dust Organization. 
   

        The Black Spade indeed was a veteran force. Once they started to fight seriously, a lot of information about Sand Dust couldn't be hidden anymore.
   

        Knowing your enemy is a surefire way to win every battle.
   

        Adequate intel is half the success.
   

        Casio looked up at the White bird, "With such detailed information, it should be enough to severely damage, if not annihilate, Sand Dust, right?"
   

        White bird just shook his head, his expression a bit helpless.
   

        "As I've mentioned before, we suspect that Sand Dust Organization has quite a number of Biochemical Human experts; they are the biggest obstacles to our plan."
   

        "Who knows where did the Sand Dust Organization get such advanced technology from? Even if a barrage of bullets is fired into the body of a Biochemical Human, they can still survive!"
   

        At this moment, Hong Li also temporarily put off his grudges, starting to discuss the Sand Dust Organization. Recently, he's been very troubled as many of his subordinates have constantly clashed with the Sand Dust Organization, leading to many casualties. 
   

        In the minds of everyone present, the powerful physical regenerative ability of the Sand Dust Organization was temporarily categorized as advanced tech. After all, in this age of rapid tech advancements, no one really knew what kind of strange achievements there might be.
   

        Just like the super soldier serum of Team Leader Hong Li, one injection and a weak, short person transforms into a tall, strong, and handsome man. There are, in fact, many people in this era who believe in such technologies, not just comic book fans, but also rational adults.
   

        Even scientists and politicians believe in them.
   

        "In the recent months, the Sand Dust Organization has risen rapidly. They've been recruiting soldiers and horses, expanding their forces. The number of people under their command has already reached more than a thousand. Though the quality might be uneven, the scale has definitely reached the level of a large organization. They are extremely active across the entire six provinces of the east, and are very aggressive. Many organizations or forces, big and small, have suffered at their hands."
   

        "Maybe we can start from this point. We don't necessarily need to fight one-on-one. We could ally with other forces to take on Sand Dust. They don't seem to have any allies…"
   

        White bird interlocked his fingers, his eyelids slightly lowering. 
   

        "Indeed, that is a possibility. The Cyclops Gang of the Huaifeng Region, the Mountain Sea Guild of East Sea County, and Black Sword Organization of Water Cloud Region -- they all seem to have a grudge against the Sand Dust Organization. Perhaps, they could be of assistance."
   

        Hong Li pondered for a minute before speaking, "But again, it is tough to say. After all, the Sand Dust Organization is far from them and their grievances are just minor. They may not necessarily want to join hands with us to take down the Sand Dust Organization; in fact, they might even enjoy watching Sand Dust drain our strength from Black Spade. The main reason is that Sand Dust Organization's rise was too rapid, reaching the level of large forces overnight."
   

        "Otherwise, for an average small force, Mountain Sea Guild would be quite willing to give us, Black Spade, the benefit of the doubt." Hong Li said. 
   

        "So after going around in circles, we came back to the Biochemical Humans of the Sand Dust Organization again," White bird said, tapping lightly on the table with a somewhat headache.
   

        "Actually, I have some information about the Biochemical Humans of the Sand Dust Organization." Casio smoothly began to talk about this topic.
   

        "Oh? Let's hear it." All three of them fixed their gaze on him.
   

        "Mercury, Mercury can weaken their regenerative ability."
   

        Casio relayed the information he had extracted from Shadow Demon. 
   

        "Mercury?" White bird looked over, wanting Casio to elaborate further and provide him with more intel.
   

        "I'm sorry, I only know that mercury is useful. As for more specific details, I've got nothing. Maybe you can send someone to test it…"
   

        Casio spread his hands. As a new addition to the senior leadership of the Assassination Department, his position was on par with the other three. 
   

        Perhaps the power wielded by the four senior members was different, but in terms of positions they were equal. Only the two leaders, the King and Ace, had a higher status than the twelve senior members. Therefore, if Casio refused to reveal the specifics about what was behind it, the other three couldn't force him. 
   

        "Alright. In any case, thank you for sharing this intel, Wind Elephant." White bird paused slightly, "Also, there's a second matter which you must have noticed. The intel doesn't just include the Sand Dust Organization's force intel, but also routes for their antique transport—although it's only a part of their transport system..."
   

        "But we've already confirmed one of the Sand Dust Organization's antique transport warehouse locations—North of the Black Sand City. Our Intelligence Department is still working to figure out the exact address. Once we have the complete address, our Assassination Department will likely need to coordinate an attack to destroy that transport warehouse, to take revenge for the Antiques Department."
   

        In the past few months, Black Spade's Antiques Transport Department has suffered heavy losses. Many routes were disturbed or cut off by the Sand Dust Organization and the warehouses had been empty for a long time due to the lack of antique replenishment. It could be said their business has almost halved.
   

        Black Spade's Antique Transport Department's recovery from these heavy losses isn't possible without retaliating against the arrogance of the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        White Bird slowly scanned the other three members at the table. 
   

        "Regardless of the disagreements we had before, I hope we can sincerely cooperate while facing the Sand Dust Organization."
   

        Hong Li hesitated for a moment before finally nodding his head. 
   

        "Wind Elephant, I'm afraid you'd need to take action to take down Sand Dust's transport warehouse. Once we get the exact intel, I'll have Violet notify you right away," White Bird said earnestly.
   

        Sand Dust's Biochemical Humans don't die even when they are hit with bullets!
   

        They're monsters. 
   

        Casio can still survive being hit with Light Machine Gun bullets!
   

        He's a monster as well.
   

        Then let's have the stronger monster defeat the other monster.
   

        "Sorry to bother you," White bird said..
   

        "No trouble at all, it's a small thing," Casio shook his head, his squinted eyes seemed to gleam, "I only have a tiny request—to let me select a few antiques from Sand Dust's warehouse for my collection after it's been destroyed. You know about my hobbies."
   

        "If that's all it is, then of course it's not a problem."
   

        White bird smiled; having Casio as an ally wasn't a mistake.
   

        Casio also smiled, his neat row of white teeth reflecting the sunlight. He, as a person, enjoyed helping others the most...
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        A few hours later, on Zhangye Street.
   

        A figure in a loose trench coat swiftly approached.
   

        A black sedan was parked by the side of the road, the window on the driver's side slowly rolled down. Violet glanced at the figure.
   

        Casio held a box in each hand, his palms that held the boxes were fitted with a pair of distinctively marked white gloves.
   

        "Looks like... it was successful?" Violet turned her head back.
   

        Click, the rear door was pulled open. Casio bent over and entered the carriage, sitting on the seat with the two boxes placed on the carpet.
   

        "Congratulations, BOSS."
   

        A congratulatory voice came from Violet in the front driver's seat.
   

        Casio didn't answer, he merely nodded. After a moment, he said, "Take me home, no, go to the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall first." He glanced at the watch on his wrist.
   

        "Alright."
   

        The sedan started up and promptly drove towards the Red Tower Street.
   

        In the back seat, Casio opened one of the boxes he had previously opened, which was filled with gloves and metal poker cards.
   

        He took out a poker card and scrutinized it. The workmanship was exquisite and the card was not heavy. It was proportionately sized down for easy carrying. Of course, these weren't for show.
   

        Instead, they were a symbol, an intimidating symbol.
   

        Just like how some big gangs would unify their attire once they reached a certain scale of development. They would even instruct their subordinates to utter a catchphrase before killing someone: "By the order of XXX." This is actually forming a kind of gang business card, building up the organization's deterrent force.
   

        The Black Spade A organization also had the same gang business cards, where the lower-ranking members or assassins would mostly have a badge shaped like a black spade to show their membership. And the twelve senior members naturally had metal poker cards as business cards, along with the swan silk white gloves worn on the hands.
   

        Just imagine, when the high-ranking members of the Black Spade A organization had a meeting. Fourteen people were seated at a long table, each expressing a strong aura with serious expressions, each with a white glove on their hand.
   

        There was an inexplicable sense of professionalism and solemnity.
   

        Getting rid of the strange image in his mind, Casio opened the other box, which was full of green Federal Coins of the Hong Li Federation. The total was one million, given to him by White Bird after the meeting. This was supposedly Casio's retainer fee for his upcoming actions against the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        Moreover, this was merely an advance payment. If the subsequent operation was successful and the Sand Dust Organization's antique transfer warehouse was taken down, Casio would get an additional two million Federal Coins.
   

        The operation mode of the Black Spade A organization was a bit like a commercial company. Aside from certain special circumstances, when members were assigned a task by the organization, they were paid. As the fourth-ranked member of the Assassination Department and the newly promoted "J" of Diamonds, naturally, the price for each of Casio's moves wasn't cheap. Considering that the opponent was the recently thriving Sand Dust Organization, a total of three million Hong Li Federation Coins was justifiable.
   

        In fact, this was still considered less. After all, Casio was exploiting the inner workings of Black Spade A, and he couldn't overcharge. If Black Spade A were to cooperate with other forces and Casio was sent as support, the profit would be much greater.
   

        To say the least, it would be doubled. Of course, Black Spade A would also take a cut. But overall, the cash in hand would certainly be more than before.
   

        Still, it's nice to stand in the shade of a big tree.
   

        Whether it's to acquire antique resources or money, Casio needed the aid of Black Spade A. He had his own plans.
   

        About ten minutes later, the car stopped on Red Tower Street.
   

        Casio didn't enter the martial arts hall, but waited at the door.
   

        When he went to the Assassination Department meeting at noon, he forgot to bring ointment. By the time the meeting ended, it was almost time for Phil and the others to finish school. So, Casio had Violet drive straight to the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall to pick up his three prospective disciples and take them to his new home.
   

        This saved him the trouble of making an extra round trip.
   

        Five minutes later, there were three additional silhouettes in the back seat.
   

        Instead, Casio sat in the co-pilot's seat.
   

        Tifa curiously asked, "Master, did you buy a car?"
   

        Casio paused for a moment and then said, "Sort of..."
   

        This Black Cloud Sedan was currently being driven by Violet, but in about half an hour or so, it should be his.
   

        From the corner of his eye in the back seat, Phil seemed to be focusing on Violet's profile in the driver's seat. He always thought that this beautiful big sister looked familiar as if she were friends with his brother Matthew.
   

        "Let's go, to my house." Casio crossed his arms in front of his chest.
   

        Half an hour later, in the yard of Casio's new home.
   

        Violet was dumbfoundedly watching the battered Black Cloud Sedan on the ground in front of her.
   

        "Huh? You want me to drive this car back? BOSS…" she turned to look at Casio who was leaning against another intact Black Cloud Sedan with his arms folded on his chest, maintaining his serious and cold expression, with his right thumb up.
   

        "You can do it." He encouraged earnestly.
   

        "Is it a question of ability? This wrecked car that rolled into the ditch and turned into this mess, it's bound to stall as soon as it hits the road. If the fuel tank has a leak, it might explode at the touch of the accelerator." Violet ranted internally.
   

        Casio at her side seemed to have sensed Violet's irritation.
   

        He then said, "In fact, this Black Cloud car only appears to be somewhat wrecked on the outside, but the internal structure and the engine are still intact. I remember I was the one who flipped the car on Ruklin Avenue, and I still managed to drive it back the four or five kilometers distance."
   

        Casio paused for a moment before continuing, "I mainly had to send the three students home today which was a bit of a hassle, you wouldn't want me to use this wrecked car to send them, right? Or you could wait patiently until six or seven at night and give the three lads a ride?"
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        "Then I'll drive this one." 
   

        Violet decisively opened the tattered driver's door and sat inside. She despised being alone with lively children the most!
   

        "Rattling..."
   

        The severely damaged Black Cloud Sedan started up, shaking at the rear, with the metal connections creaking. It looked like it would fall apart after a few hundred meters.
   

        Violet's face suddenly peeked out from the broken car window. 
   

        "Boss, are you sure it's okay to drive this for four or five kilometers?" 
   

        Casio nodded: "Of course." 
   

        Moments later. 
   

        Violet, with a resentful look on her face, drove the car away. 
   

        Casio closed the iron gate and immediately parked the brand-new Black Cloud Sedan back to its original position, then turned around satisfactorily with a nod of his head. 
   

        In the living room on the first floor, Phil and his companions were practicing their boxing.
   

        They were still using the same basic combat movements, only this time there was something different – these basic movements now included some linked moves, essentially the continuous use of two or three movements.
   

        Casio had already begun to plan to slowly teach Tifa and the others the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique. He was now just warming up. 
   

        "Exhale." 
   

        Phil exhaled softly. He spread his legs to both sides, stabilizing his center of gravity. His left hand was clenched into a fist held at his side, while his right hand thrust straight forward with about seventy percent of his strength. 
   

        With his arm suspended in mid-air, Phil took another deep breath. Suddenly, he heard a thump not far away. 
   

        "What was that?" Phil couldn't help but look around. 
   

        There were no overturned tables or chairs or anything of the sort, and Casio was standing nearby, observing each person's punching movements. 
   

        Phil shook his head and withdrew his hand. He shifted his feet, assumed another stance, and was about to punch again. 
   

        Another thud echoed in his ear. 
   

        "Huh?" Phil turned his head. 
   

        "Slap!" 
   

        All of a sudden, a palm slapped his head. Casio had appeared beside him without him noticing, "Focus on your training." 
   

        "It's not that, Master, I heard something fall to the ground, that's why I turned my head," Phil defended himself. 
   

        "It's probably just a mouse, don't get distracted." 
   

        Casio looked at the other two, "Tifa, Milo, keep your minds focused. Don't be nosy because of a little noise." 
   

        "If your mind isn't calm, you won't be able to practice any combat skills." 
   

        He looked at Phil, offering this advice somewhat heavily. 
   

        "Thump, thump, thump, thump…"
   

        In the basement, a series of dull thuds sounded continuously, as if responding to what Casio just said. 
   

        Milo and Tifa, who were also practicing nearby, stopped their combat movements and looked curiously in the direction of the sound. 
   

        Casio's face visibly turned pale, his robust eyebrows twitching, "It really is two fucking rats!" 
   

        "You guys continue practicing. I'm going to catch that mouse." Casio turned around and left expressionlessly, his right hand clenched into a fist. 
   

        Inside the living room, the trio exchanged puzzled glances. A half-minute later, after they had just resumed their fighting stances and were about to practice their combat movements again, two extremely heavy thuds came from the direction of the basement. 
   

        "Bang! Bang!"
   

        The noises resembled the thuds of a boxer hitting a punching bag at full strength, the sound created by leather colliding. 
   

        After a while, the three saw Casio's tall figure emerge from the basement. He had his hands hanging by his side, expressionless. 
   

        Some viscous liquid seemed to be dripping down his knuckles. 
   

        Upon close inspection, it looked like blood!
   

        The trio widened their eyes in surprise. Casio seemed to sense their gaze. He raised his hand casually and said, "This basement used to be a granary. There were two fat mice causing trouble, but it's not a problem now. I've killed them."
   

        After that, he quickly headed to the washroom. 
   

        Milo pursed his lips.
   

        Could killing two rats make such a noise? 
   

        He didn't know, and he didn't dare to ask further.
   

        Half a minute later, Casio returned after washing his hands. He then asked the three to stop and brought out three small bottles of an exercise ointment. 
   

        "The usual rule, half an hour for ointment stimulation, help yourselves." 
   

        Time passed slowly. Outside, the once brilliant sunshine had dropped below the horizon. Clouds were pushed together by the wind, underlining a faint line of red. The entire sky was dyed a shade of orange, with light inching forward every second.
   

        "It's time. I'll bring you guys back," said Casio, checking his watch while standing at the door before heading out and starting the new car. The trio scrambled into the backseat. 
   

        This time, Casio dropped the three of them in front of the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall on Red Tower Street. He knew where Phil's home was but had never asked or been to Milo and Tifa's. It saved time driving all over the place, so he let the three of them walk home themselves. 
   

        After all, their homes were all near the Snowflake Middle School district. It wouldn't take them long to get there from Red Tower Street.
   

        Half an hour later, when Casio returned, it was completely dark outside, and the streetlights began to turn on. 
   

        He opened the iron gate, drove the Black Cloud Sedan inside directly. 
   

        With a click, he closed the car door. Just as Casio was about to close the iron gate, he saw a beautiful woman walk in. 
   

        She was wearing a tight black dress that perfectly emphasized her ample curves. She wore black stockings under her dress, exuding a very fashionable and sexy appeal.
   

        "Breaking into someone's home in the evening is not a good idea." 
   

        Casio stood in the shadows, looking like a statue. 
   

        "I'm sorry." The lady started with a polite apology and followed up with a shocking statement, "You're possessed by a shadow parasite."
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        "Huh?!"
   

        In a flash, Casio vanished from where he was, appearing behind the woman as if he were a ghost, his right hand slowly reaching out.
   

        "I know you've trained in combat and your strength may be formidable. But please let me finish talking, okay?"
   

        The woman raised her hands, indicating she meant no harm.
   

        After ten minutes, they sat on the Rococo-style sofa in the living room.
   

        The woman and Casio sat face to face, a teacup filled with black tea rested on the coffee table between them, more than half of its contents already consumed.
   

        "So, you're from a secret organization called 'Shadowless', wanting me to join because the majority of its members are those like me, humans who have been parasitized by the Shadow Demons?"
   

        Casio set down his cup of black tea and asked for clarification.
   

        "Exactly. You should be familiar with the Shadow Demon's assimilation rules. There are nine chances, after each loss to a Shadow Demon, a part of your body is assimilated. Before I invite you to join our organization, I have one question. What is your assimilation rate?"
   

        The woman took a sip of tea, and continued, "It's better if it doesn't exceed seventy percent because if it does..."
   

        "Hold on!"
   

        Casio suddenly cut her off, raising his head slowly to look at her with a furrowed brow, "What do you mean by 'assimilation rate'?"
   

        "Huh?!" She made a bewildered face.
   

        After five minutes, Casio finally understood.
   

        His Shadow Demon was entirely different from ordinary ones!
   

        While others had nine chances and were gradually assimilated by the Shadow Demon, he only had one chance. If he lost, he would be instantly replaced, every manifestation being unfathomably dangerous!
   

        Ordinary people would likely despair. Fortunately, Casio had an advantage and could exploit a time gap to drastically increase his strength.
   

        He was able to temporarily render his Shadow Demon harmless, even using it as a valuable resource—a double experience pack, so to speak. He considered himself extremely lucky.
   

        Casio also began to understand the strength of the 'Shadowless' organization. Based on the information revealed so far, they weren't much different from the Sand Dust Organization, maybe even weaker because ordinary Shadow Demons couldn't double their powers like Casio could.
   

        Their rewards for defeating Shadow Demons had been heavily diminished.
   

        Just as Casio sunk into deep thought, the woman across from him took the opportunity to say, "Mr. Li Wei, please join us. I know your combat skills are very well-known at the local martial arts hall near Snowflake Middle School, and your strength is impressive. However, we are facing Shadow Demons—a group of ferocious monsters."
   

        "They're inhuman, they kill, they consume humans! In their presence, the fragile human body is just prey. Even a seasoned martial artist can't possibly face a Claw Level Shadow Demon alone. Our body has its absolute physical limitations!"
   

        The woman in black sighed, "None of the elite combat members of our 'Shadowless' organization can handle them alone. We barely manage with the help of others from our organization using firearms. So Mr. Li Wei, please let go of your confidence in your strength. If you really come across a Shadow Demon, it will only bring harm upon you!"
   

        Casio's expression didn't change.
   

        He took a small sip of his tea, "Are you done talking?"
   

        The woman raised an eyebrow, adding, "I have some intelligence to share with you. According to the 'Shadowless' organization, five Steel Claw Level Shadow Demons and one Red Eye Level Shadow Demon have arrived in Baichuan City! They are currently lurking in the urban area, ready to hunt humans or those of us who have been parasitized at any time. These movements of the Shadow Demons have caught the attention of our 'Shadowless' members, and headquarters is planning to deploy half of the elite members from the six eastern counties to monitor them!"
   

        "After all..."
   

        "That's a force capable of annihilating a medium-sized organization!"
   

        "Did you say there are five Steel Claw Level and one Red Eye Level Shadow Demons in Baichuan City?" Casio asked, suddenly looking up.
   

        "Yes, so please join our 'Shadowless' organization!"
   

        The woman in black had her eyes fixed on Casio, as if she wanted to catch a glimpse of fear in his eyes.
   

        Unfortunately, she couldn't find any.
   

        "Actually... nevermind... come with me."
   

        Casio rose from his seat and suddenly said out of the blue.
   

        " ? "
   

        The woman followed him, though puzzled.
   

        In front of her appeared an entrance to a basement.
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        Clang! The iron door opened.
   

        The woman hesitated slightly as she stared into the dark basement but soon, she followed Casio in.
   

        Click! Click!
   

        Two lamps on both sides of the basement lit up. The dim yellow light quickly drove out the darkness.
   

        The woman glanced around. It was a well-furnished basement with a seemingly spacious layout. There were cabinets, desks, sofas, and other furniture tucked away in the corners, and beside the furniture were a few white vases filled with fresh flowers. The walls were painted a light blue shade and adorned with two landscape paintings encased in golden wooden frames—one depicting woods and the other a sunset over a river.
   

        So far, so normal; in fact, tastefully done. The woman wondered what Casio wanted to show her in the basement, perhaps some special intel on the Shadow Demon?
   

        Feeling confused, she asked Casio.
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, what brings us to the basement?"
   

        "I've got something interesting to show you." Casio's face was expressionless as he added a caveat, "Miss Theresa, you might want to brace yourself. Try not to get too excited."
   

        "Something interesting? A big treasure, perhaps?"
   

        Theresa was puzzled but suspecting Casio was not out to harm her. He was a combat expert, after all, who could have taken her by force if he'd intended to. Why the mysterious trip to the basement, which seemed rather unnecessary?
   

        "Right here. Come on over."
   

        Casio pointed toward a pale-yellow curtain on the side of the basement. It was part of the interior design theme where an iron bar held up the curtain, dividing the vast basement space—one side for leisure and the other for working out.
   

        As they walked across, Theresa thought she could detect a faint smell of blood in the air. As she drew nearer, the scent of blood grew stronger.
   

        At this moment, curiosity piqued in her heart.
   

        What lurked behind the curtain?
   

        "Come over."
   

        With a swoosh, Casio pulled away the curtain and walked through.
   

        Theresa took a deep breath and followed suit.
   

        Barely had she stepped in when she felt the intimidating stare of a pair of wicked eyes on her. It sent a chilling feeling of dread crawling up her heart, like encountering a pair of blood-red eyes hanging in the dark woods at night, emanating a feral instinct to kill.
   

        An uncontrollable instinctive fear swept over her, as an electrifying current surged from the soles of her feet, passing up her spine and encompassing her brain.
   

        Theresa froze on the spot. It felt as if her neck, now stiff as unlubricated gears, was inching slowly toward the source of the fear.
   

        A pair of pale-red pupils magnified before her.
   

        Theresa stood frozen in shock as everything around her blurred into insignificance. Her sight and mind were only filled with the pair of pupils.
   

        Standing off to the side, Casio frowned slightly at Theresa. She seemed to have gone into a state of shock similar to when animals encounter predators—the mind goes blank, muscles lock up, unable to move.
   

        Fear, as a natural instinct to predators, was too intense.
   

        No wonder ordinary humans were nothing more than moving food in the eyes of the Shadow Demon. Theresa, as a member of the Shadowless Organization, had certainly been trained and knew her way around firearms. Surely her willpower and physical strength were stronger than most people.
   

        Even so, she displayed signs of shock as she came under the direct gaze of the Shadow Demon. She stayed frozen, helpless as a fish out on a cutting board, ready for the slaughter.
   

        Ordinary people would perhaps fare far worse.
   

        Wetting their pants at the first sight might even be a distinct possibility.
   

        With that in mind, humans, even armed, posed no threat to the Shadow Demons. Only individuals like Casio, who pushed past human limitations to surpass the realm of martial artists into an inhuman realm, could suppress such intense fear. This was a fundamental elevation of lifeform.
   

        Looking at the incapacitated Theresa, Casio, out of helplessness, walked a few steps towards the Shadow Demon and stomped at it roughly.
   

        "Thwack!"
   

        The crisp sound echoed throughout the basement.
   

        Theresa, as if jerked back to reality, was in a daze. Break out in a cold sweat, drenching her black undergarments. She gasped for air, her words stumbling over one another.
   

        "It's… it's… a Shadow Demon! A Red Eye Level?!"
   

        "Oh my god!" Theresa shrieked.
   

        Even though it was just for a few seconds, it felt as if she had walked through hell. Now that she had regained her senses, her heart threatened to leap out. It was terrifying!
   

        "Miss Theresa, keep it down. We're quite a distance from my neighbors, but who knows if a passerby might cross this path. I'd rather not have the police knocking on my door for an inspection based on a misunderstanding," Casio said as he yanked at the hair of the Shadow Demon, giving it a rough pull.
   

        "Behave!" He couldn't resist and gave it another kick.
   

        "Wait a minute! Something seems off!"
   

        Finally regaining her senses, Theresa darted her eyes questioningly at Casio and then back at the demon on the floor.
   

        It was definitely the robust body of a man, the red eyes couldn't be faked, and the terrifying aura was unmistakably that of a Red Eye Level Shadow Demon. But… the demon appeared rather distressed and helpless now, like a shirtless man begging for mercy.
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        It was entirely bound by chains to the fitness equipment, its hands tied up, unable to move its entire body. A large bump occupied its forehead, with dark red bloodstains crawling across half of its face. On the left cheek, a bright red palm print was extremely conspicuous.
   

        "This... Ah... Is this a Shadow Demon?!"
   

        Theresa covered her mouth, her eyes widening in disbelief. She could not believe that the man in front of her, ragged and battered like a beggar, was the red-eye Shadow Demon that in the darkness of night hunted and danced in a sea of blood, slaughtering humans with the same ease as crushing an ant.
   

        Seemingly hearing what she said, the Shadow Demon lifted its head irritably to glance at Theresa. Theresa was startled once again, taking two fearful steps back. "What the hell are you looking at? Behave!" A big slap came down hard on it again.
   

        Another bright red palm print appeared on the right cheek of the Shadow Demon.
   

        Blood was even forced out from the corner of its mouth.
   

        But it did not dare to look at Casio, because the latter was far too powerful and strong. The brutal beatings and discipline from this morning were still fresh in its memory.
   

        "This... This is..."
   

        Next to the red-eye Shadow Demon, Theresa saw another creature that seemed to be a claw-level Shadow Demon, also frail and debilitated, bearing traces of physical abuse on its body.
   

        "Miss Theresa, didn't you just say there are five Steel Claw Level Shadow Demons and one Red Eye Level Shadow Demon lurking in Baichuan City?" 
   

        Casio turned his head, stating matter-of-factly, "If this is correct, then it seems that the entire Shadow Demon squad that traveled all the way here to Baichuan City for hunting is right here."
   

        Theresa gasped sharply. Despite vaguely expecting this, she was still unable to suppress her shock upon hearing Casio's confirmation. Holding her head, she asked slowly, "Mr. Li Wei, then... where are the other four?"
   

        Casio did not respond; he merely observed her expressionlessly.
   

        With a smack on her forehead, Theresa realized she had asked a stupid question. Even the leading red-eye Shadow Demon had been captured, the fate of the other Claw Level Shadow Demons must be...
   

        Click!
   

        "Alright, alright, let me gather my thoughts." Theresa muttered to herself as she staggered back a few steps to lean against the blue wall.
   

        She had unconsciously begun addressing Casio with a formal honorific.
   

        About fifteen minutes later, the two sat on a brown-yellow sofa.
   

        Theresa's teacup was already empty, but she was still unconsciously holding it mid-air, frequently lifting it to her lips only to set it down again. "According to what you said, you were attacked by a Shadow Demon on your way home last night. In a fit of rage after your new car was badly damaged, you... you killed the four attacking Shadow Demons and captured these two for questioning?"
   

        "That's about right."
   

        Casio nodded mildly as he sipped his tea, some parts were skipped but overall the story captured the essence of what happened.
   

        "Then... then you really are brave..." Theresa looked at Casio's iron tower-like physique and could not help but laugh bitterly.
   

        "I've just practiced some martial arts and specialize in close combat," Casio waved his hand, sounding modest.
   

        Theresa bit her lip, as if she wanted to say something but dared not. Finally, she gathered enough courage, "Mr. Li Wei, with your skills, why not join us at the Shadowless Organization and combine our strengths? Despite being founded by people parasitized by Shadow Demons, we are considered a large force. If you agreed to join, you could gain wealth, status, power..."
   

        Thereafter, Theresa went on for quite some time. She mainly introduced the specific situation of the Shadowless Organization, hoping that by demonstrating its strength, she could convince Casio to join.
   

        Throughout, Casio's expression remained unchanged. He had just become a senior member of the Assassination Department in the Black Spade Organization. The benefits Theresa was extolling held no real attraction for him. If the Shadowless Organization's strength really was just as she presented, then they were a bit weak.
   

        Previously, Theresa mentioned that a single red-eye Shadow Demon leading five Claw Level Shadow Demons caused a major commotion in the Shadowless Organization. They had to deploy half of their elite members from the eastern six counties.
   

        So does this mean the extent of the Shadowless Organization's influence in the eastern six counties of the Hong Li Federation was merely two times that of a single red-eye Shadow Demon and five Claw Level Shadow Demons? Or perhaps the Shadowless Organization had forces and experts hidden deeper, and the elite members only looked impressive on the surface? 
   

        Of course, just because Casio doubted the strength of the Shadowless Organization didn't mean he wouldn't interact with them. After all, they were all humans who had been parasitized by Shadow Demons. If there were many of them, perhaps they could develop some general rules from their collective experiences, which was something Casio needed.
   

        He thought it was better not to join the Shadowless Organization, but it wouldn't hurt to cooperate and communicate with them. After all, more options equaled more friends, equaled more backup plans.
   

        The two continued to chat for a while. Theresa behaved very humbly, addressing Casio respectfully all the while. But Casio clearly wasn't someone to get carried away with a few words of flattery.
   

        In the end, he still made it clear that he didn't want to join.
   

        Despite the slight regret, Theresa didn't persist, merely suggesting that they could exchange information and collaborate in the future. Casio agreed to this.
   

        Finally, Theresa made a request. She wished to purchase the two Shadow Demons on behalf of the Shadowless Organization.
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        Casio asked about the purpose, and Theresa explained it was for dissecting and studying the structure of the Shadow Demon, as well as for testing the principles behind it.
   

        The price was about two million Federation Coins for a Claw Level and ten million Federation Coins for a Red Eye Level. As tempting as it sounded, Casio refused the initial request, only agreeing to sell one of them.
   

        That is, the Claw Level Shadow Demon with which communication was impossible.
   

        However, on the other hand, he felt that the Red Eye Level, with whom he could communicate, had yet to reveal a wealth of information about that dark world. Casio was not currently someone short of money, he had no need to sell the Shadow Demon for mere coins.
   

        Even selling the Claw Level Shadow Demon, Casio intended not merely to make a profit, but rather to oblige the Shadowless Organization. Building a relationship first meant better cooperation in the future.
   

        Theresa had no choice, but to accept it, after all, the decision was entirely up to Casio. If he wanted to sell, he would sell, if not, she couldn't obtain it.
   

        "Thank you for your understanding, Mr. Li Wei, goodnight."
   

        In the yard, Theresa and Casio shook hands. As the night wind blew over, just as Theresa was about to say some polite words, voices could be faintly heard from outside the enclosure wall.
   

        "Ugo, is it here?"
   

        "Yes, it's here."
   

        "Theresa must have already gone in to talk, let's go in too. Should we ring the doorbell first?"
   

        "Why bother with that? Let's just jump over the wall."
   

        "Isn't that inappropriate? After all, it's someone else's home."
   

        "What's inappropriate about it? There are five Claw Level Shadow Demons and even a Red Eye Level lurking and lurking in Baichuan City. That Li Wei might know some combat skills, but he would surely die on any random encounter with a demon. We're going there to protect him!"
   

        "Alright then."
   

        Immediately, the sound of someone climbing the wall could be heard from outside. The four elite members were all skillful, leaping easily onto the top of the wall.
   

        "Let's go down."
   

        Ugo was the last one up, he immediately spoke up. But the other three seemed to freeze in place, not responding to his words.
   

        "What's wrong?" He turned his head in confusion and froze on the spot.
   

        In the courtyard, from within the dark shadow by the side of the sedan, a man in a black trench coat with white gloves was silently watching.
   

        Silent, eerie, mysterious...
   

        Especially a pair of intense blood-red eyes!!!
   

        Cold, indifferent, with a profoundly oppressive and lethal intent.
   

        Even.... Even! You could see a hint of inhuman colour in those pupils, it was a bloodthirst and brutality far beyond that of a human.
   

        Shadow Demon! Red Eye Level!! Oh my god!!!
   

        Ugo was so terrified that he could barely breathe, he felt his chest being inch by inch, crushed by the aura. Like everyone else, he froze instantly, and fear washed over his heart.
   

        The scene inside the residence was a bit eerie at that moment.
   

        The picture was like a black-and-white painting, a man in a trench coat stood quietly in the shadow while four men stupidly perched on the wall, each with a statue-like blank expression on their face.
   

        "Run!"
   

        Whoever shouted it first didn't know.
   

        Immediately, the sound of feet touching the ground could be heard from outside the wall. Then there were three more landing sounds, one of them was different from the others. Some poor devil had been scared and fallen down directly, with an undertone of pain groaning in between.
   

        "Damn! I lost my shoe!"
   

        "Run! It's the Red Eye Level! What's more important, your life or your shoe?"
   

        "What about Theresa?!"
   

        "She will have died a heroic death, the organization will mourn her!"
   

        "Ah, I lost my shoe too!"
   

        "Stop fussing...urg! Pick it up, put it on and run!"
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        The next day, in the plain courtyard of Casio's new home.
   

        "Pleasure doing business."
   

        "Ple... Pleasure doing business."
   

        Two hands clasped together, one belonged to Casio with a faint smile on his face, while the other belonged to Ugo who appeared somewhat fearful.
   

        At the side, apart from Ugo, the other three or four members of the Shadowless organization were silently standing with extremely awkward expressions.
   

        The only one with a normal expression was Theresa, still dressed in a black dress, with a box in her hand.
   

        Last night, several members of the Shadowless organization were frightened out of their wits, even losing their shoes in panic. After returning to their base in Baichuan City, they quickly reported the death of Theresa, and incidentally, also reported their encounter with the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon.
   

        However, before the news could spread, Theresa, who was reported to have died valiantly in their stories, causally returned.
   

        For a time, the whole base was on high alert. They thought Theresa had been held hostage by the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon and had leaked the location of the base under duress. The Shadow Demon squad hiding around in the darkness of Baichuan City was ready to destroy the entire base at any time.
   

        After a period of tense misunderstanding, everyone at the base finally realized that it was all a misunderstanding. What Ugo and others had seen was not a Red Eye Level Shadow Demon, but a master of Secret Martial Art who had broken human limits. As for the supposed attack on the base by the Shadow Demon squad in Baichuan City, that was completely impossible, because the Shadow Demon squad had provoked casio's misfortune yesterday and had been wiped out completely.
   

        Ugo and other elite members were incredibly embarrassed that night, but Theresa did bring some good news to the Shadowless organization.
   

        Casio was willing to sell the Claw Level Shadow Demon he captured.
   

        Two million Federation Coins, payment and delivery to be made the next day.
   

        You have to know, the brutality and savagery of the Shadow Demon are far beyond human imagination. They can quickly escape into the darkness even when defeated. Thus, killing a Shadow Demon is not difficult, but capturing one alive is extremely difficult. It was a significant achievement for Theresa to be able to buy a Claw Level Shadow Demon from Casio.
   

        With a simple operation, a semi-promotion was not an issue.
   

        Regrettably, the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon still had substantial usefulness for Casio, so Theresa couldn't strike a deal for it. Otherwise, a Red Eye Level Shadow Demon would be enough for her to climb two or three ranks, or even directly be transferred to the senior level at the Shadowless organization's headquarters.
   

        Of course, fantasies were fantasies, and the initiative was not in her hands after all. These two Shadow Demons were captured by Casio due to his strength. He would sell if he wanted to, and if he didn't want to, there was nothing anyone could do about it. Theresa was very clear about this.
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, here is two million."
   

        She immediately took a step forward, handing the box to Casio.
   

        Casio didn't pretentiously decline and directly went back into the house to bring out a white jute bag, in which there appeared to be a human-like figure.
   

        There was a strong smell of medicine on the bag, which was previously used to store medicinal materials, and Casio just happened to reuse it.
   

        "See if it's the one."
   

        He pulled down the cloth bag, revealing a man bound by an iron chain, with a distressed and pitiful look. His mouth was tightly gagged, and his face and forehead were covered with large patches of bruises.
   

        As he was exposed to the sunlight, he involuntarily closed his eyes. His head hung low, as if the sunlight was somewhat restraining him.
   

        Theresa, Ugo, and the others quickly asked him to look up. The man's appearance was not much different from that of a normal human, but his palms were noticeably longer than others, and his fingernails were as sharp as tusks.
   

        The shadow behind him was hiding under his body against the sunlight, revealing an evil aura from the darkness.
   

        Theresa and Ugo exchanged glances; indeed, there was no mistake!
   

        "There is no problem; it is indeed a Claw Level Shadow Demon."
   

        Theresa nodded.
   

        "Alright, then it's yours."
   

        At last, Casio helped Theresa and the others by smacking the Shadow Demon's neck with a hand knife, knocking it out. Although the Shadow Demon was chained, it was always right to prevent accidents.
   

        He was not very trustful of Ugo and the others from the Shadowless organization, who were supposedly elite members but were actually frivolous, in case they messed things up.
   

        Five minutes later, a boxy van drove away from the residential building. Casio watched it for a while and then went back to the house. He went to the third floor, took out the medicine bag, and prepared for medicinal bath.
   

        ********************
   

        Hu Shi, Hu Shi, Hu Shi ...
   

        In the basement, a heavy breathing sound, similar to a cow's snort, reverberated back and forth. Casio was currently squatting in a horse stance, his toes slightly tiptoed, and his head hanging. The whole person's body weight was slightly forward-leaning, and his hands were held together.
   

        The position was very strange and required a high consumption of physical strength.
   

        The sweat from Casio's upper body kept dripping like a line had been cut, soaking his grey training pants. The robust muscles were slightly reddened, just like a lobster that has been put in hot water.
   

        "Hu, Hu, Hu... Shi... Hu, Hu... Shi... Hu... Shi..."
   

        The rhythmic breathing gradually accelerated, from the initial normal human breathing to the later high-end blower fan-like breathing, and finally almost connected into one. The air flow at the tip of his nose was faintly white.
   

        "Ha." 
   

        Casio suddenly opened his eyes and exhaled a mouthful of turbid air.
   

        His toes that were up righted landed back on the ground, standing up straight.
   

        His whole body's muscles shook, and the large amount of sweat on the skin surface was shaken off, forming a mist of water in the air.
   

        He slightly raised his eyes to look at the top right corner.
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: 43.2% worm-bite (total three layers)"
   

        From the Era of Retrospection to the present, the progress bar of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique had probably jumped by 0.1%. It was really challenging.
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        At present, Casio's realm is a minor accomplishment, in the second volume, from which it will still take him a while to reach the 66% level of major accomplishment.
   

        He predicts that when the progress bar for Elephant Soul Secret Technique exceeds 66.7%, there is a high probability that the third acceleration node of his blood will be opened. At that point, three blood acceleration nodes will circulate together, and he wouldn't necessarily have to practice himself; the Secret Martial Art will automatically run. Although the practice efficiency certainly won't be as high as actively practicing, the advantage of automatic practice is that he can even become stronger while sleeping.
   

        In fact, he has already realized this to some extent. Since the nodes in his heart and navel have been opened, there is always a faint warmth circulating throughout Casio's body. This also makes the speed of his wound recovery faster, and his blood supply more substantial.
   

        Although it's not as effective as having all three nodes opened, it showed its initial signs of potential in the previous shooting. The bullet wounds on his body were all healed in just one day.
   

        This is the latent benefit brought by the two blood nodes.
   

        Casio twisted his neck and walked to the exercise equipment. He took off the iron lock, pulled the chain off the Shadow Demon, and threw it aside.
   

        "I'm giving you a chance, get past me and break through the curtain. If you can break through, I will let you go." He pushed back several steps without expression, then stood in front of the partition curtain.
   

        On the other side, the Red Eye Shadow Demon stood up. The basement environment was very dim, his pale red eyes stared at Casio like a beast, his voice hoarse and unpleasant: "Really?"
   

        "Why would I lie to you? Of course, it's true." Casio smiled with a grin, his white teeth made the demon shiver all over.
   

        Boom! Crash! Ugh!
   

        A few minutes later, the Shadow Demon was dragged back to the training equipment like a dead dog. Casio picked up a metal chain and wrapped it around him. Then, he squatted and said somewhat disappointedly: "I gave you a chance, but you are worthless…"
   

        He patted the demon's left face: "Keep going."
   

        Casio slowly stood up, and gave his chest a pat. The muscles on his chest, as solid as rock, were crisscrossed with two or three white marks.
   

        They were traces cut by the Shadow Demon's claws at high speed.
   

        The skin was broken, but not bleeding. The Red Eye Shadow Demon is quite skilled, at least comparable to a boxer or higher. If Casio didn't intentionally suppress his realm, he wouldn't dare to release it. Of course, he wasn't trying to humiliate it.
   

        He just wanted to find an opponent to practice boxing every day. In the real world, he had not met any human opponents that are at the master level. He wasn't sure if this was due to the suppression and severe decline of martial arts due to technological development, or some other hidden reasons.
   

        Additionally, Casio's fighting with the Shadow Demon also aimed to understand its abilities. After all, knowing oneself and the enemy is the key to winning every battle.
   

        Shadow Demons are not just one or two, or a few groups. Instead, they are a large number of dark creatures hidden among humans. As the host parasitized, Casio will be hunted down by the Shadow Demons one day.
   

        It was necessary to understand and prevent this in advance.
   

        At two P.M., on the small balcony of the pale yellow building.
   

        Casio moved a recliner and laid on it. The sunshine was warm, and the sky was pure blue. There were faint songs playing from the room, and a 3D black vinyl record with an intricate texture was spinning on the table. This was one of the popular records in the Hong Li Federation, twelve inches wide, and can record multiple songs.
   

        A breeze brushed across his face, Casio, who was dressed in casual clothes, took out a bronze ring from his pocket, his eyes flickering slightly.
   

        Under the sunlight, the ring strangely emitted a faint light.
   

        He had a clear thought; the second Demon shadow manifestation had already passed, and the third one would be in two months. Casio could not wait that long, and he definitely would undergo another retrospection to improve his strength during this period. As his Obsession Energy was more than enough, and he had the third retrospection of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant as a backup, there was no problem with having another retrospection earlier.
   

        He glanced at the upper right corner.
   

        "Obsession Energy: 5.4"
   

        Casio made up his mind and slowly lifted his hand.
   

        A drop of blood landed on the bronze ring in an instant.
   

        Suddenly, a numb and icy feeling spread from various parts of his body, as if responding to the ring. Casio blinked, and everything around him seemed to freeze like an insect trapped in amber. A falling leaf in mid-air seemed unable to fall.
   

        "Hum...."
   

        Like being hit by a hammer, Casio's head shook violently.
   

        The world in front of him was spinning, the colors of different scenes blurring together, like a beautiful oil painting doused with a bucket of water. Casio clenched his right fist tightly, trying hard to maintain his sanity and to resist this intense feeling of dizziness and blur.
   

        Whoosh~ The gale rushed through the fog over the city, leaving a large swath of waves transiting the city like sea waves.
   

        Water droplets penetrated the dark clouds and hit the grey bricks, forming a thin layer of mist floating on the ground. The shattered lightning and hoarse thunder in the sky covered the entire urban area of Nington.
   

        Time: Fifty years ago.
   

        Hong Li Federation Calendar 106 year, July 7th.
   

        Location: East Sea County, Nington City, Lishi Street.
   

        This is East Sea County, the prosperous East Sea County. Since numerous ports were built several decades ago, economic development began to skyrocket. Especially since the world shipping routes were confirmed to be stable and opened more than twenty years ago, it brought a constant stream of wealth to East Sea County. All kinds of luxury goods are being transported here.
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        While Nington City is not the central city of East Sea County, its economic development is impressive enough to rank third or fourth, marking it as exceptionally prosperous.
   

        Skyscrapers with tea-colored glass exteriors, towering billboards featuring a variety of products or celebrities, and lofty smokestacks penetrating the sky, are the most distinctive features of Nington. Not to mention the numerous theaters, churches, stock exchanges, and exquisite mansions that grace the city.
   

        It is indeed a paradise where the rich enjoy their power.
   

        On Lishi Street, in the Jasmine Mansion, a grand dance party is being held. The owner of the Kefulen Company, Charles Rush, has invited some prominent socialites. Inside the mansion, men and women, dressed in elegant evening wear, sway in time with the music.
   

        The brilliant glow from the chandeliers casts their shadows on the glossy floor, where the flicker of dancing limbs can be repeatedly seen. The shadows of the gentlemen and socialites are entangled as if glued together.
   

        Resting on the pale yellow sofa at the edge of the room, a pretty girl in a red evening gown seems rather uneasy as she glances towards the dance floor. She arrived here alone with no dance partner, hence she feels a bit left out. The girl turns her head to look towards the edge of the dance floor.
   

        A young, handsome man silently stares ahead, holding a glass of red wine. He is dressed in a casual suit, perfectly hugging his strong, slender physique. His handsome face is pale against his slicked-back hair, exposing his broad forehead.
   

        The man emits an elegant and composed aura, along with a faint hint of authority. He is none other than Charles, the owner of the Kefulen Company and a billionaire at the tender age of twenty.
   

        Today also happens to be the man's birthday banquet. He doesn't appear to have any family or relatives, hence he invited a plethora of celebrities from Nington City to make the occasion more lively. Among the invitees are numerous unmarried beautiful women, as everyone wants to catch the fancy of the rich bachelor.
   

        However, this wealthy man has somewhat recluse temperament; getting close to him might be a bit of a challenge... the girl thinks to herself.
   

        Suddenly, from afar, Charles walks up to her and extends his hand, "Miss Emily, you seem to be without a dance partner tonight. May I have this dance with you?"
   

        "Oh... Yes, of course."
   

        Surprised and delighted, Emily rises to her feet, extending her hand in response.
   

        Instantly, another dazzling couple joins the whirling dance floor, destined to be the focus of the evening.
   

        Half an hour later, the banquet comes to an end, and the guests start dispersing.
   

        The grand hall of the mansion is now inhabited only by Emily and Charles, their emotions for each other heating up slowly. They stand by the window, silently listening to the rain outside while savoring their respective glasses of red wine.
   

        Crash!
   

        A bright bolt of lightning cuts across the dark sky.
   

        With the majority of lights in the grand hall extinguished, the place is suddenly relit, casting Charles's shadow on the floor. Seen from particular angles, his figure surprisingly resembles a bloodsucking black bat!
   

        Boom!
   

        A roar of thunder, akin to cannon fire, reverberates above in the clouds.
   

        Through the blurry rain-soaked sky, a man carrying a bag and holding a black umbrella trudges towards the mansion. Dressed in a black suit, wearing a wide-brim hat that covers most of his face, he appears incredibly mysterious. His leather shoes slosh through the pouring rain as he makes his way to the perimeter wall of the mansion. The man glances around before removing something from his bag - a copper and silver mechanical crossbow.
   

        Extraordinarily robust in design, the metal surface is inscribed with rampant curling patterns and hanging from the bottom is a rotating tube, like a cannon barrel.
   

        Within the tube glimmers silver crossbow bolts.
   

        A small row of cursive letters is engraved in the corner of the mechanical crossbow.
   

        "Furious Steam."
   

        The man glances down at the engraving, just about to lift his head when suddenly his body jolts, freezing amidst the heavy rainfall.
   

        Whoosh! With the enormous downpour blurring visibility, the surroundings become hazy. Large drops of rain pattering on the umbrella emit a series of popping sounds, causing the umbrella to quiver slightly. Suddenly, the umbrella tilts backward, revealing a pair of indifferent and uninterested eyes.
   

        "Eerie Night Guest, Blood Clan, Hunt, Black Rain Villa…"
   

        He mutters to himself, lightly weighing the crossbow in his hand.
   

        "And..., Furious Steam…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        A massive amount of information surged like a tide through my mind.
   

        Dusk, the name of the original owner of this body. Unlike Li Wei, the owner of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant, Dusk was a man.
   

        A real man!
   

        A tough guy whom even Casio couldn't help but admire!
   

        Originally, Dusk was a resident of a certain region on the border of the Hong Li Federation. He had a family composed of his parents and a sweet little sister. Although they were not particularly wealthy, the four of them were very happy together.
   

        However, one day over a decade ago, the Hong Li Federation and a neighboring country fell into friction and disputes, even initiating a small-scale war.
   

        The cannons roared, the ruins crumbled. Countless people perished in the chaos, including Dusk's parents.
   

        His parents died, and his hometown was destroyed.
   

        Being only ten at the time and his sister just five, they were left orphaned. They were taken into the "Tomorrow" Orphanage. But there was no tomorrow in the Tomorrow Orphanage. Instead of a warm home, it was rife with filth and crime. From a young age, Dusk was stubborn. He fought fiercely to protect his sister.
   

        Three years later, Dusk seized an opportunity to escape the orphanage with his sister. Since then, they wandered around the Federation, doing odd jobs. He wasn't old enough to do much else than make a meager wage.
   

        With his sister, he would huddle in their rain-leaking shack, gnawing on dark bread.
   

        In the following years, he was bullied by thugs, exploited by shop owners, chased by dogs and mocked by children. But Dusk wasn't broken by life. His name was Dusk, but he carried a rising sun in his heart. He didn't believe in fate, but in himself. He even scrimped and saved to send his sister to school, taking time out of his busy work schedule to study.
   

        Life was tough and hard, but there was hope.
   

        Later on, Dusk managed to get admitted into a university. He worked part-time and saw the opportunity to change his own fate. After he graduated from college a few years later, he could see a bright dawn just ahead of him.
   

        But fate had its cruel joke, Dusk's sister fell ill with a terminal disease, which had been sown in her from a young age. During those years they survived in the leaking shack, they went from being hungry to being full.
   

        Dusk wanted to save his sister, but he needed a huge amount of money, much more than he could get from loans. He tried everything he could, bringing him as close to despair as he'd ever been. Then, through a stroke of luck, he heard a far-fetched rumor. Apparently, there was a place called Black Rain Villa in the mountains along the coastline of East Sea County. If one could find this villa, one could obtain everything they wanted, including money.
   

        It sounded like urban folklore, but Dusk, out of options, went anyway. And indeed, against all odds, he discovered the villa shrouded in mist! Inside the villa was an organization known as the Eerie Night Guests, which bore some resemblance to a killer organization.
   

        However, the truth was far from simple; the villa was more of a living entity, as it would assign tasks to the Eerie Night Guests.
   

        The tasks of the Eerie Night Guests did not involve killing people, but hunting down inhuman monsters hidden within human society.
   

        If the Eerie Night Guests successfully completed the periodic tasks assigned to them, they would be rewarded by the villa. They could choose anything they want, whether it be wealth, longevity, or even mysterious powers beyond human comprehension!
   

        Dusk had no other choice; he accepted the task right away.
   

        He received some basic training from the Eerie Night Guests, who taught him how to use a handheld crossbow, and was then left to fulfill his task. After half a month, Dusk returned to Black Rain Villa, severely injured. After going through hell and high water, he managed to complete the newbie task assigned by the villa.
   

        Without hesitation, he exchanged his reward for a significant sum of money. But when he arrived at the hospital full of joy, he received the devastating news. His sister had passed away while he was halfway through his task. From then on, Dusk was alone in the world.
   

        After holding a funeral for his sister, he started to frequently accept tasks from the Black Rain Villa. He believed that the villa might have the power to resurrect the dead. Thus, the time when Casio arrived overlapped with Dusk's fifth mission: to hunt down the Blood Clan.
   

        In this mission, Dusk met the second important woman in his life. He killed an member of the Blood Clan that had been hiding among humans, yet he was critically injured when trying to escape. A blonde woman named Julia saved him, and they developed feelings for each other. Dusk continued to fulfill his tasks, striving to resurrect his dead sister. An old man, aware of his situation, informed him that while Black Rain Villa was incredibly powerful in some ways, it could not bring people back to life. He himself had been obsessed with trying.
   

        The girl he wanted to save simply couldn't be brought back.
   

        Dusk was heavily impacted. He contemplated leaving Black Rain Villa, reluctant to frequently step onto the thin ice of life and death. Dusk wanted a simple life with Julia in a small, secluded town. However, once becoming an Eerie Night Guest of Black Rain Villa, people were obligated to periodically undertake tasks. If one were to violate this rule, they would be hunted and killed by the Decayed Knights roaming in the Black Rain of the villa.
   

        With no other choice, Dusk could only endure and continue to fulfill his tasks.
   

        On one mission, he received information about a secret medicine that could induce a state of fake death. The Decayed Knights would think the Eerie Night Guest was dead and leave them be.
   

        For the life he yearned for, Dusk braved the unknown.
   

        After many trials and tribulations, he was lucky enough to obtain the secret medicine.
   

        He found a secluded place, took the secret medicine and entered the state of fake death. As expected, the Decayed Knight deemed him dead and left him be. A day later, Dusk woke up, extremely relieved. He excitedly returned home, eager to share the good news with Julia. But what he saw instead was a scene of utter devastation and Julia's corpse.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 138: 116 Twilight Story (4100)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The strength of Black Rain Villa was stronger than at any other time; not only the marksmen were affected, but even those close to them were influenced by its aura. The Decayed Knight didn't leave that day out of the blue; he left to kill Julia.
   

        At the sight of Julia's corpse, Twilight fell into despair for the second time. He regretted, grieved, and mourned. More than that, he was consumed by a flame of revenge burning in his heart like a furnace.
   

        Twilight wasn't deterred by the formidable Black Rain Villa.
   

        He began targeting Black Rain Villa, even forming a team with those who shared his ambitions, courageously going against the odds.
   

        Fighting dark creatures, battling the Decayed Knights, and combating the Eerie Night Guests sent by the villa. Until one day, he learned from an ancient relic that if all the Decayed Knights in the Black Rain Villa were killed, the villa would automatically shut down. Then, a massive uprising ensued.
   

        In the end, Twilight died, and the villa was severely damaged.
   

        On a rain-filled night, Casio couldn't help but admire the courage.
   

        From being a young child until his death.
   

        Experiencing hardships, yet never bowing to fate.
   

        A true warrior is one who loves life even after witnessing its cruelty. Twilight was such a man.
   

        He spent his life fighting, for himself and for his family.
   

        The obsession left by Twilight in the bronze ring was simple.
   

        Take down Black Rain Villa!
   

        "I see now." Casio murmured to himself.
   

        He raised his right hand, wearing a slightly aged bronze ring. That was a toy ring that his sister had found in a pile of trash when they were struggling to survive in a leaky shanty. Not a high-end item, you could find them anywhere on street stalls. 
   

        But Twilight cherished it, treasuring it.
   

        Casio pinched his palm and smiled faintly.
   

        Thunder roared in the clouds, and the rain poured down, hard. The curtain of rain grew thicker, creating a translucent blur. In an alley next to Jasmine Mansion, a man stood in the rain, holding an umbrella.
   

        "Black Rain Villa, truly a magical place. Even physical quality and combat skills can be improved there, as long as tasks are completed!" Casio was moved by this thought. He wondered if there was a cost to these gains, and whether he could bring this increased power back to reality.
   

        He weighed the bag in his right hand; it was heavy. The Frenzied Steam Mechanical Crossbow was something Twilight had learned to use in Black Rain Villa.
   

        Silver-plated arrowheads, poisoned arrowheads, barbed arrowheads, triangular arrowheads, and a series of related techniques.
   

        A small portion of close combat, the art of dagger combat.
   

        Plus a body that was roughly equivalent to the physical level of the third to fourth ranks of the Federation, this was the strength that Twilight had at the moment.
   

        He was now a Shield Rank Eerie Night Guest at Black Rain Villa, Eerie Night Guest was a collective name; all those marked by Black Rain Villa were Eerie Night Guests. Eerie Night Guests were divided into four ranks according to the level of tasks completed, shield rank, sword rank, badge rank, knight rank, four levels, four task levels.
   

        "Such a weak body…" 
   

        Casio moved his limbs a little. A body of the third to fourth rank in the federation was strong compared to ordinary people.
   

        But for Casio, it was still far from sufficient. His skill at the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art, which had already reached the mid-stage of the second level, would be seriously limited by this body. He might not even possess the strength of a pugilist.
   

        Fortunately, there was still a Black Rain Villa in East Sea County. Perhaps there, Casio could use his methods to restore or even improve his strength swiftly. As for the hidden dangers, he would consider them in the long term…
   

        The first thing he needed to do after arriving in this era was to eliminate the Blood Clan in Jasmine Mansion!
   

        Although they were called the Blood Clan, this name was self-proclaimed. The Eerie Night Guests of Black Rain Villa referred to these creatures as the blood-sucking ghosts, which, as the name implied, loved to suck blood.
   

        Compared to other dark creatures, the combat power of the lower Blood Clan was fairly weak. For example, the most inferior blood slaves, an average adult man could easily overpower them. However, while the Blood Clan's combat power was weak, their intelligence was relatively high.
   

        They knew how to hide their identities in human society well.
   

        And with the progress of time, they too were evolving. They began to suppress their inherent instinct to drain blood, consciously taking just a little from each person, ensuring their victims would only feel weak upon waking up, rather than being drained of all vitality. They were extremely cunning.
   

        After some consideration, Casio recalled that the strength of the Blood Clan that Twilight encountered was on par with his own. With the silver-plated arrowheads in the mechanical crossbow, Twilight had a good chance of winning, having the opportunity to subdue his opponent with minor or even no injuries. However, he had been severely injured during this mission because there was a hostage involved.
   

        Twilight was not yet the seasoned Eerie Night Guest who could be indifferent to life and death. He couldn't help but try to save ordinary people when he came across them.
   

        Although he was not stupid enough to put down his weapon and allow his enemies to slaughter him, he was still influenced during the fight.
   

        Therefore, it ended in a two-sided defeat.
   

        But Casio was different. Threatening him with a random stranger? Fools, he'd kill both the hostage takers and the hostages without a second thought!
   

        You're teaching me how to act now?! Threaten me with nothing? 
   

        Determined, Casio glanced at the heavy fog around him. He took two steps back and made a leap, his hand touching the top of the wall, and lightly vaulting over it.
   

        His leather shoes made a plop sound as they hit the damp grassland, soft and wobbling like stepping on a water-absorbent green carpet.
   

        He took a step forward, his shoes treading on the grey garden path. He glanced around, found his direction, and strode over.
   

        In the middle and a bit at the back of the Jasmine Mansion, there was a spacious rectangular building, where the birthday party had just been. The glorious hall had only two lights left on at the edges, by the large French windows and the soft sofa.
   

        A man and a woman were whispering sweet nothings and constantly kissing.
   

        "Charles, I am really happy today," 
   

        Emily said, her eyes full of affection, a rouge blush on her fair face, her lips slightly redder from the kisses.
   

        "I'm glad...oh, by the way, are you still a virgin?"
   

        Charles casually asked, his hands around Emily's waist as if it was a natural question between a couple. Emily, feeling slightly heady with the romance, didn't find this question abrupt.
   

        "...Yes..."
   

        Emily shyly nodded, burying her head into Charles' broad chest, seemingly embarrassed.
   

        Suddenly, a huge streak of lightning shot across the sky.
   

        The air seemed to explode with the sound of rolling thunder.
   

        It was accompanied by a faint shattering sound.
   

        "Ah~" 
   

        Emily screamed, hugging Charles tighter.
   

        "I'm scared~" Her dainty voice calling for comfort.
   

        But Charles just stood still, like a clueless straight man, his hands not wrapping around Emily's back. 
   

        "Charles, Charles...Charles?"
   

        Emily looked up, puzzled. Charles was standing rigid like a wooden stake, completely stunned. The lights were on the other side, and it was a bit dark here, she could only see slightly pointed objects on his head.
   

        "What's wrong, Charles?"
   

        Craaack! Another thunderbolt shot across the rainy night sky.
   

        The edge of the Guild Hall was illuminated brightly.
   

        Emily let out a sharp shriek. The pointed objects on Charles's head were a crossbow arrow piercing his skull – one piece on the left, one on the right. Blood was flowing down his temples, pooling at his chin. 
   

        Drip, drip, it fell.
   

        Emily backed away in fear.
   

        From an adjacent window, came the sound of shattering glass.
   

        Three crossbow arrows zipped through the air and brutally hit Charles in the chest, spurting mouthfuls of blood.
   

        Crash!
   

        A window, already somewhat broken, was kicked out completely.
   

        A man in a suit stepped in slowly among flying shards of glass, the streaks of lightning in the background shaped like tree branches.
   

        It outlined the man's silhouette in black.
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        "As expected... he didn't die..."
   

        Casio slowly walked towards the sofa.
   

        Charles, whose head was originally pierced, had already vanished, disappearing like a puff of smoke.
   

        "Ah."
   

        On the sofa, Emily screamed in terror.
   

        "Stop screaming, or I'll deal with you first." Casio spoke in a cold, indifferent tone, his back towards Emily.
   

        "..." Emily quickly covered her mouth, her eyes welling up with fear. Her heart was pounding. Mr. Charles had already been killed by this home-invading robber. Next was probably herself... and she was born attractive...
   

        What awaited inevitably wouldn't be pleasant.
   

        Just as she was lost in thought, Casio turned around abruptly and pulled the trigger of the mechanical crossbow in his hand.
   

        Three to four rapid-fire crossbow bolts whizzed towards Emily, striking on either side of her slender waist. With a soft thud, they embedded into the sofa and pierced into the shadow behind.
   

        A muffled grunt came from the shadow.
   

        A figure rolled out from inside, and Charles swiftly stood up, forcefully yanking the silver-tipped crossbow bolt from his shoulder.
   

        He was not human. Even an arrow through the brain couldn't kill him. But the silver coating on the arrowhead could weaken the Blood Clan, including a slight decrease in regenerative ability.
   

        That's why Charles had immediately hidden himself and pried out the arrows embedded in his body. But he didn't expect Casio to open fire directly at where Emily was sitting! Didn't he fear accidentally hurting a human? What a heartless man!
   

        To actually attack an enchantingly beautiful woman!
   

        On the other side, Casio had anticipated this. Combat was not only about strength, but also about brains. The only places that offered cover near the floor-to-ceiling window were two sofas and a coffee table that made up a lounge area. Charles could only have hidden behind those sofas. And most likely, he was behind Emily.
   

        According to the past experience of Dusk, the Blood Clan they were hunting this time was a shameless fellow. He must have thought that hiding behind a human was the safest, but Casio was far more ruthless.
   

        He shot without hesitating!
   

        So what if a beautiful girl with a charming face and a good figure stood in the path of his shots? He still had to shoot.
   

        Thud, thud, thud...
   

        Casio strode towards the wall switch.
   

        In the darkness, his field of view was restricted. The mechanical crossbow skills he had learned from Dusk couldn't be effectively utilized, and his aim would be significantly off.
   

        On the other side, Charles seemed to have sensed what Casio was trying to do. He immediately sprinted over, his hands slightly curled up. A faint red glow emitted from his skin and in a moment, it had enveloped his palms like a pair of gloves.
   

        Charles wasn't any low-grade blood slave; he was a true member of the Blood Clan, using basic blood magic was a piece of cake for him.
   

        The energy enveloping his hands was poisonous blood energy, extremely corrosive. The moment it touched the skin, it could bore down to the bones!
   

        Charles had imposing agility. He sped up to Casio and tried to grab him with claw-like hands.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        Clang!
   

        A flash of cold light suddenly flickered in the darkness.
   

        Casio, in a split second, turned around and ruthlessly thrust a dazzling silver dagger into the vampire's belly. The movement was so quick.
   

        Then he lowered his body abruptly, forcefully pushing Charles's arms away with his elbows. He then lunged forwards, pressing his entire body onto Charles. The dagger, already lodged in Charles's belly, was pushed further in.
   

        In the blink of an eye, only the dagger's hilt remained visible.
   

        "Urggh..."
   

        Charles's eyes widened as pain registered on his face.
   

        The dagger was silver-coated!
   

        And why was his opponent's close combat skill so deadly?!
   

        Wasn't he trained to use a mechanical crossbow?
   

        From long-range to close combat, swift!
   

        Just as a thought crossed his mind, a series of dull sounds echoed.
   

        Charles doubled over as a sudden pain erupted from his abdomen. Looking down...
   

        Casio had pushed the mechanical crossbow against Charles's stomach and initiated the maximum power steam mode. More than ten gleaming arrows, making soft noises, sank into his flesh.
   

        Then one after another, they came out from Charles's back, spurting a spray of blood. Some of the arrows were laced with poison, some with hooked tips for enhanced bleeding, and some were triangular for easy penetration.
   

        "Ugh..." He glared at Casio, his eyes wide in anger.
   

        Casio looked at him with the same cold and ruthless gaze.
   

        Every attack that Charles launched was skillfully blocked or dodged by Casio, who didn't even allow the hem of his clothing to be grazed. In Casio's view, Charles's offense was simply pathetic, like a wild beast reacting purely on instinct, his intentions of attack all too obvious.
   

        Even though Charles's strength was much greater, Casio was able to parry every attack with effortless grace. His body was currently quite weak due to the twilight, so he relied on the destructive power of the mechanical crossbow. Several rounds later, the results were strikingly clear.
   

        Casio was toying with Charles like a child.
   

        "Aaaaaaah!"
   

        Charles was thrown into a fit of impotent rage. His age equated that of a child. He hadn't emerged from the pool of blood more than three years ago, and his introduction to human society had only taken place within the preceding year. His temperament was far from steady, and his combat skills were tragically poor. The only things he had at his disposal were his strong body and the low-level blood magic etched into his instincts.
   

        The palm of his hand glowed red as he swiped through the air, but Casio sidestepped it and replied with a volley of arrows.
   

        Feeling the pain in his back, Charles felt humiliated. Humans were nothing more than food for the noble blood race! And yet this lowly food dared to continuously wound him!
   

        He gasped for breath and violently spun around to strike again.
   

        He was met with another volley, with two or three arrows hitting him.
   

        One of them, unfortunately, shot right through his eye!
   

        Charles bellowed in pain and fury.
   

        Swish!
   

        An arrow sliced straight into his throat, right through his mouth!
   

        Ugh...
   

        Frustration, frustration like he had never felt before!
   

        I, Charles, am actually... 
   

        Swish, swish, swish!
   

        Three arrows lodged into his cheek!
   

        "Aaaaaaaaaah... Damn it!"
   

        As Charles fell into another fit of powerlessness and fury, Casio coolly fought while retreating. He could already feel that his opponent was easy to manipulate. Like a foolish donkey really - blindly stupid.
   

        "So you're nothing special after all..." Casio mocked indifferently, formulating an experiment in his mind.
   

        "Aaaaaah! You deserve to die! Despicable human!"
   

        Charles ran towards him, howling with rage.
   

        Casio dodged his attacks, and as he did so, he rewarded Charles with three more arrows. "Well, then, this guy really is an idiot..."
   

        A fierce battle ensued.
   

        Charles's speed began to slow down. The ground was strewn with blood, and bloody arrows scattered everywhere. Casio held the crossbow in his hand. "I'm waiting for you to bleed. What are you waiting for?"
   

        The blood race, like any other creature of darkness, had one weakness: the amount of blood in their bodies. The less blood they had, the weaker their abilities and healing capabilities. Hence, the best way to defeat them was to puncture their heart.
   

        But the bones of the blood race were unlike human bones, and their heart was protected front and back by a tough exoskeleton that was hard to penetrate.
   

        So the other option was to make them bleed profusely.
   

        The sound of heavy breathing echoed in the hall. At this point, Charles sensed the tide turning against him and a resolution to retreat started growing in his mind. His mind suddenly cleared, and he dashed towards the floor-to-ceiling window.
   

        Casio followed him immediately, not lagging behind in the slightest.
   

        Every now and then, he would take out his crossbow, and with each arrow that flew past Charles, he was beginning to resemble a porcupine, a rather large one at that.
   

        Near the floor-to-ceiling window, Emily stood rooted to her spot, seemingly frozen in fear. It wasn't that she hadn't thought of escaping, but the combat happening around her was too intense, making it extremely dangerous with the arrows flying around.
   

        Emily could only stand in the original spot trembling in horror.
   

        At this moment, Charles rushed past her, and when he saw Emily, his eyes lit up, and he attempted to take her hostage. However, two to three arrows were shot toward the direction of the sofa. They pierced the sofa with a thud, and one even went through Emily's dress.
   

        It barely missed her thigh.
   

        Emily screamed in shock.
   

        "That's right! This human behind me is ruthless. How can he care about the life and death of a stranger? If I use Emily as a hostage, it can't threaten him at all. It will only slow down my speed of escape!" Charles gritted his teeth, and fled directly.
   

        He didn't waste any time dragging Emily away.
   

        Casio took a cold glance at Emily who was so frightened that she almost wet herself, then he chased after Charles without any expression.
   

        Initially, in this trajectory, Emily was taken hostage by Charles who forced Twilight into severe injuries and near death. As a consequence, Emily was also killed by Charles impulsively. It was truly tragic. But now, Casio has changed his approach, and Emily has escaped a disaster.
   

        This can only be described as fate playing games with people...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Jasmine Mansion, on the grey-white avenue.
   

        One figure is chasing the other furiously. The one in front is all disheveled, every step leaving a bloody foot print on the ground. The one behind is quite relaxed, like a seasoned hunter in a deadly jungle. 
   

        "Clink clink clink..."
   

        Casio quickly dismantles the metal cylinder and takes out another cylinder filled with arrows from the pouch on his waist to replace it. The mechanical crossbow used by dusk was more than just a standard bow, it was a special inventory modified by the Eerie Night Guest. It was multi-shot, large capacity and had considerable lethality. 
   

        "Roar!"
   

        A loud roar comes from the front, as if from a cornered beast. Charles seems to have risked it all, taking the opportunity to rush back at Casio while he's reloading. His face was distorted with savagery, his tusks baring, and he resembled an ugly black bat.
   

        Casio kept calm, deftly dodged the onslaught with a light step, then turned to shoot four arrows.
   

        One of them penetrated Charles' neck, seeming to go through an artery. A stream of fresh blood flowed from the hole.
   

        In an instant, a small, viscous pool of blood formed on the ground.
   

        Charles fell to the ground shivering involuntarily, his strength gradually dissipating with the loss of blood. The sound of air leaking from his pipes emerged from his throat, and after scratching the floor a few times with his hands, he became still. His body no longer trembled, seeming to have finally succumbed.
   

        Casio didn't go forward, but just checked the mechanism quietly. Suddenly, he lifted his mechanical crossbow and fired relentlessly!
   

        "Whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh..."
   

        Dozens of crossbow arrows whizzed through the semi-air under the moonlight.
   

        They pierced Charles' body one after another.
   

        The seemingly 'dead' Charles jumped up in anger, his whole body sprinted a couple of steps, but in the end, he lost his strength and tumbled to the ground.
   

        The whole person was literally turned into a hedgehog by the crossbow arrows.
   

        "You're indeed a bit clever, but still too tender..." Casio stood in place, taking out arrows from the pouch at his waist one by one, stuffing them into the metal cylinder, and loading it.
   

        Then, he pointed his crossbow at the corpse on the ground, stepping over the blood traces one step at a time, until he stepped on Charles' back. From beginning to end, Casio was cautious because his current strength was insufficient and acting recklessly would only waste an opportunity to rewind.
   

        At the same time, he once again felt how troublesome these dark creatures were. These types of creatures seemed to have a common trait - their recovery ability was extremely strong! Minor injuries wouldn't bother them at all.
   

        Only methods such as amputation or tearing the person into pieces could be effective. The Cyclone Flow that Casio mastered was a good method. The high-speed moving airflow covering the palm was like a meat grinder and cutter.
   

        Unfortunately, this body was not capable of unleashing the Cyclone Flow. Casio's main task now is to upgrade his physical quality, which would make everything easier once his strength is recovered!
   

        The thoughts were clear and the goals were precise.
   

        First, retrieve the heart of the Blood Clan as requested by the task, and then go to the Anta Mountains to see what kind of place the Black Rain Villa is?
   

        Gathering his thoughts, Casio glanced at Emily, who was shivering and peeping from behind the door. He then took out a shining silver dagger without hesitation and thrust it down.
   

        With a 'plop', blood splattered everywhere.
   

        With the friction of flesh and blood, Casio dug out Charles' heart of the Blood Clan. It was not the same as a normal human heart, it was half the size and slightly blacker. Now it was still beating, very forcefully.
   

        Casio immediately took out a bag and put the heart in. He stood up and walked cleanly towards the outside of the mansion.
   

        On the grey-white stone path, fresh blood was diluted by the rain from the sky. Charles' corpse gradually changed from warm to cold, with heat being taken away by the splashing water. At the entrance, Emily came over with an umbrella, treading lightly.
   

        She was panting with fear and looked down.
   

        A thunderbolt flashed across the sky.
   

        Charles' face was facing upwards, his terrifying tusks protruding from his lips, one eye was burst open, the other was wide open. His face was elongated and ugly, just like a rat or a bat.
   

        After this rainy night, a rumor spread in Nington City. It was said that there were bat-men who sucked blood lurking in high society, targeting young and beautiful virgins. Similarly, rumors about the black-clothed hunter also continued to spread...
   

        The thunderstorm roared, water mist swirling on the stone board.
   

        Casio repeated his old trick, climbing over the wall with one leap, his feet landing on the clear puddle with a 'pap'.
   

        He glanced around, there was no one around in the torrential rain.
   

        Casio vaguely remembered the memory of dusk, he had rented a room in Ivy Inn specifically for the task.
   

        And the location of Ivy Inn was at No. 115, White Stone Avenue.
   

        To get to White Stone Avenue, he needed to turn right onto Dawn Street.
   

        Casio picked up his umbrella and bag and quickly walked over.
   

        The rain tonight had been heavy; the heavy sound of rain had not stopped for a moment. The sound of a string of popping beans came from the umbrella, with the handle vibrating slightly.
   

        Casio stood under the umbrella and walked down the right street. This part of the street was blocked by houses, so the rain was lighter.
   

        On both sides of Dawn Street were residences, the dim light from the windows of the houses barely illuminating the ground through the curtain of rain. Coupled with the black streetlights erected at intervals, Casio could clearly see any obstacles on the road ahead.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "...Unbelievable how a little rain can cause a chill..."
   

        Casio craned his neck, speechless. His body leaned towards the slender type, standing at around one meter seventy-five tall.
   

        His body boasted some streamline muscles, though not exaggerated. He embodied the type that looked thin when clothed but didn't look muscular when naked.
   

        Compared to ordinary people, he was certainly robust, but he was not quite comparable to Casio's physique.
   

        His current body was within the range of ordinary people, and could easily succumb to a cold if caught in the rain.
   

        With this thought, he quickened his pace.
   

        He turned a corner, the streetlight emitting a faint yellow glow. Water flowed on the ground, shimmering with ripples. On the left side of the street was an alley, with a brass-colored trash can at its entrance.
   

        Parked on the right side of the road was a boxy vintage car.
   

        It looked no different from any ordinary street.
   

        Casio walked forward a few steps under his umbrella, suddenly seeing an overlap of a blurry image in his mind with the scene in front of him.
   

        The heavy rain, the yellow-streaked streetlight, White Stone Street, the vintage car...
   

        Additionally, there was the seriously wounded and collapsing body, and the woman opening her door...
   

        Isn't this the scene where, after a hard-fought battle against the Blood Clan, he stumbled and struggled to escape only to be saved by Julia?
   

        In Casio's ear rang the soft humming of Julia's song, the little tune he heard when he woke up a day after losing consciousness.
   

        It was then that he fell in love with a woman...
   

        But, what the hell does your love for a woman have to do with me?
   

        Since the ending where his body was severely wounded by the Blood Clan was changed, the subsequent plot should also logically change.
   

        In fact, it might be a good thing. If Julia hadn't gotten involved with him, she might not have died tragically...
   

        Determined, Casio was about to walk past swiftly.
   

        Suddenly, a creaking sound came from ahead. A gate opened.
   

        A blonde woman stepped out under an umbrella.
   

        She held a bag in one hand and a shoulder bag in the other. She looked left and right. The street was empty, and the rain was pouring down.
   

        On the side of the road, next to the vintage car, a figure was squatting on the ground with a speechless expression. This timing seemed off because he had quickly made his way to White Stone Avenue after killing the vampire, much faster than the injured man in his past stumbling along.
   

        But he still just happened to run into Julia opening her door...
   

        Was it a coincidence?
   

        Or was it fate?
   

        A feeling surged in Casio's heart. Since he'd already decided not to get involved with Julia, he would stick to his decision.
   

        No matter if it was by surprise or the effect of obsession, nothing could change Casio's determination. He had his own style, nothing could distort his thoughts or make him do what he didn't want to do.
   

        "Ta, ta, ta..."
   

        A series of footsteps walked by. Julia was holding her keys apparently about to unlock the car.
   

        "..." Casio sighed heavily.
   

        The moment the footsteps ceased, he abruptly stood up and sprinted down the left alley like a flash of black lightning.
   

        "Hm? What was that?"
   

        Julia, who was in the process of bending over to unlock her car, looked up in confusion, scanning the street, but all she saw was the downpour. Raindrops exploded in the cracks between the pavement, creating a splash of water.
   

        She glanced around once more, shaking her head. Julia put away her keys, held up her umbrella, and decided to first empty her garbage.
   

        Walking onto the street, she made her way to the garbage can step by step.
   

        "Damn, won't it leave me alone!"
   

        Inside the left alley, Casio squinted, rainwater dripped from the tips of his hair, streaked past his nose and spilled off his chin. He now truly recognized the persistence of the obsession. It seemed to be insisting on making him see Julia! But was Casio the type to go along with adversity? He immediately turned to scan both sides of the alley.
   

        The wall was high, and covered with moss, it was a dead end. There was no way out.
   

        With Casio's current abilities, there was no way over.
   

        Was he really fated to meet Julia? And then pretend to be just a passerby? Casio's intuition told him that it would likely lead to further complications, for a variety of reasons. Or should he just be ruthless and kill Julia outright? If he lingers, he might be kicked out of this retrospective by the obsession, which wouldn't be impossible.
   

        The best solution was not to meet Julia at all!
   

        Casio had no desire for any kind of dreary romantic love story, he just wanted to go to Black Rain Villa to get his task and become stronger!
   

        "Rumble, rumble..." "Splash, splash, splash..." "Thud!"
   

        On Dawn Street, Julia walked slowly with thunder rumbling in the clouds above and bizarre noises mixed in from the distant.
   

        She unconsciously slowed her pace, cautiously approaching the alley entrance. First, she threw the garbage into the trash can. Then she boldly walked step by step into the alley. At the end of the alley, slightly to the right, Julia stopped. In front of her was a striking gray enclosure wall.
   

        There was a big hole on the wall, with irregular edges, as if some kind of thin, cylindrical object had punched or shot through it.
   

        Through the hole, she could see the dimly-lit street on the other side.
   

        There was no one on the street, just a downpour.
   

        The rain continued to fall, and the thunder continued to roar. But at this moment, one path of a desperate love story came to an end.
   

        But it's good that it ended.
   

        Ordinary people should enjoy an ordinary and happy life.
   

        Those who are accustomed to the shadows shouldn't yearn for the unattainable light. To fight alone in the darkness till the end is the last fate of every tragic character.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        ********************
   

        A day later, after the rain cleared, at the Nington train station.
   

        A handsome man in casual attire was sitting on a black recliner waiting for the train, a travel case resting between his legs.
   

        Despite a rectangular platform nearby, people couldn't help but openly stare, clearly intrigued. Brilliant sunlight bathed the man's face revealing neatly arranged features and elegant eyes. His perfectly styled hair and overall demeanour gave off the impression of a scholar.
   

        "Whoo~" a distant steam whistle sounded.
   

        The man abruptly opened his eyes, instantly dissolving the image of the scholarly gentleman. He slowly turned his head to glance around, a cruel, indifferent air of arrogance radiated from him.
   

        The discrepancy with his gentle demeanor was startling.
   

        He stood up, one hand on the suitcase.
   

        And set out quietly towards the nearby platform.
   

        A smoke-billowing steam train steamed into the station as the conductor alighted and started shouting.
   

        "This train goes from Nington City to Anta City! Please ensure you get on the right train! I'll repeat, this train…"
   

        Three days later, in East Sea County, the coastal city of Anta City was in view.
   

        On the edge of the suburbs, upon a cart filled with fruit returning from the urban area to the village, sat a man dressed in black, looking into the distance.
   

        Day passed into another, and in the Anta Mountains, away from the village in a remote area, on a narrow mountain road overgrown with weeds.
   

        Casio, suitcase in hand, steadily made his way downhill. A beautiful light cascaded down from the gaps in the trees above, forking into golden pillars spreading across the uneven ground.
   

        From afar, the occasional crisp chirping bird could be heard.
   

        Suddenly, Casio stopped in his tracks, glancing to his right hand side.
   

        Among the weeds, a weathered bronze pillar stood upright. The surface of the pillar was faded, yet atop it was a decoration resembling a lantern, bearing the word: Carriage.
   

        Casio lifted his hand, a bronze bell in his palm.
   

        Without hesitation, he gently shook the bell. Oddly, no sound emitted from the bell. Casio continued to shake it. Suddenly, the clear sky started to darken.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the sky was as dark as night. Clouds gathered, blocking out the sun. With another shake of the bell, a light mist cascaded down from the heavens.
   

        The rainwater dripped through the layers of leaves, sprinkling onto Casio's face.
   

        He was prepared and promptly raised an umbrella.
   

        Lifting the edge of the umbrella slightly, Casio was astonished. The originally narrow path cluttered with weeds had now become a broad, flat mountain road, much like the woods had shifted to either side to provide an open path. It was strangely enigmatic and filled with a sense of mystery.
   

        "Clip-clop, clip-clop, clip-clop…"
   

        From a distance, the increasing sound of horse hooves echoed.
   

        A moment later, a four-wheel carriage drawn by two sleek black horses came into view. The carriage was shrouded in black cloth with a semi-transparent curtain adorning the window. The body of the carriage was carved with mysterious incoherent runes. The driver of the carriage was a mysterious individual wrapped in a black cloak.
   

        "Jingle, jingle, jingle…"
   

        The bell in Casio's hand rang out vividly.
   

        His eyes flickered as he abruptly stowed it away. He then stood in place, keeping an eye on the carriage's movements. As time ticked by, the carriage remained motionless, just as it was to begin with. The driver was as stationary as a corpse, even his chest didn't rise or fall, he kept silent.
   

        After glancing at his watch, Casio noted that more than nine minutes had passed. As he lifted his head, the carriage began to move slowly.
   

        "This carriage stops for about ten minutes."
   

        Casio immediately drew a conclusion, and didn't bother to test anything else. He picked up the suitcase and climbed aboard after a few quick strides.
   

        The black carriage gradually gained speed on the mountain path…
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 143: 119 Black Rain Villa (4300) (Thanks to DiSanDaoSi 111 for the reward of 5000 Qidian coins) _1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        In the carriage, Casio looked outside through the semi-transparent white gauze. Brown trunks quickly moved backward, and the scene blurred as rainwater trickled down from the canopy.
   

        The surrounding environment remained unchanged for a long while. When Casio looked out the window again, the carriage was no longer in a forest, but a rolling hilly area. The hillside was peculiar, with vast, white flowers on the left of the road, like a white carpet.
   

        The right side, however, was a blackened ground, as if scorched by a great fire. Lifeless, occasional ashes ascended.
   

        Casio squinted slightly; sitting in the carriage, he didn't feel any turbulence, as if it wasn't moving quickly forward but the whole world was surging towards him instead.
   

        Driving past the black and white sea of flowers, Casio could dimly discern an old windmill turning slowly in the distance. As the windmill approached, he seemed to see silhouettes moving beside it. As the carriage drew near, Casio finally saw what was going on around the windmill.
   

        There was a well built of pale bricks from which figures, white as if carved from marble, continually emerged. They assembled neatly like puppets, wrapped around the cylindrical windmill in a slow march. Wooden handles protruded from the building's wall, which the figure gripped, dazedly revolving around the structure as if the windmill was powered by their movement.
   

        The figures circled the house, returning to the well's edge. Without any hesitation, they plunged headlong back into it.
   

        Not far from the windmill, a bean-grinding millstone was set on the open ground, operated by a skeletal white sheep.
   

        "…" Casio fell into a bizarre silence. The scene before him was somewhat peculiar; like a dream with no logic.
   

        Then he saw even more odd, senseless landscapes. A pitch-black house hung with palm-sized white crosses on its side. Five people dressed in black stood neatly in a row, slowly opening their clothes, revealing their stark white skeletons without meat, their internal organs rotting and squirming inside. A dangling half-heart throbbed and pulsed.
   

        On the bare ground, a man wore a black hat shaped like bull horns, digging into the earth with his iron shovel. A large herd of black cows circled him counterclockwise.
   

        In front of a large tree, two identical individuals were arguing. Suddenly, from behind the tree, another emerged; identical to the previous two. Sequentially, the fourth, fifth, sixth appeared – in no time, there were more than a dozen identical figures around the tree. They stopped arguing, instead, they danced in a grotesque and twisted circle around the tree.
   

        Though the tree was drenched by the rain, the canopy seemed to be aflame, igniting waves of transparent fire.
   

        Death, religion, mysticism, mystery, flesh, consciousness,​ Rotting, dull, ancient, vibrant, madness. These are all the adjectives Casio could think of. What's before him was an irregular dream, a melange of all sorts of elements.
   

        And with it, a sense of illusion struck him.
   

        For a moment, it was hard to discern between dream and reality.
   

        Subconsciously, Casio glanced at the upper-right corner. The logo of a bronze ring hovered in mid-air, beside it, a long-time progression bar. The scale of the bar was approximately half a year.
   

        "It's not a dream...this is reality."
   

        Any sense of bewilderment vanished for Casio, an instinctual sense of alarm overwhelming him.  Glancing around the carriage, his eyes narrowed on the thin gauze. Could that be the problem? He quickly lifted it.
   

        Instantly, the clear scenery outside the carriage appeared before Casio. Under that distant burning tree were, just as before, a group of identical individuals dancing in a circle.
   

        "So it's not the gauze..."
   

        Casio glanced out again only to find all the dancing figures had frozen, their heads turning to stare at him, inch by inch. Then, one by one, they broke into a sprint towards him, others swiftly followed suit.
   

        "What's happening?"
   

        The hand, which had lifted the gauze, suddenly dropped.
   

        Those sprinting from afar halted in place, frozen like statues on the ground. After a moment, they gradually returned to the tree, re-enacting the previous scene.
   

        "This bloody place..."
   

        The carriage sped onward, coming to a halt after roughly half an hour. Carrying his luggage, Casio descended.
   

        With his shoes on the platform and the umbrella above him, he fully took in his surroundings. Ahead was a narrow pathway. Beyond the sparse woods on either side of the road, he could see the gray walls of Black Rain Villa, its surface clothed in lush green moss.
   

        Looking up, the building's spire stood within Black Rain Villa, relentlessly pelted by the rain, dampening the tiles and bricks. The sight was a bit gloomy.
   

        "Finally here."
   

        Casio took a deep breath, then embarked on the path towards Black Rain Villa.
   

        Once through the main gate, a medieval-style mansion came into view. Dome-topped buildings, dilapidated gray streets, old heavy walls, and unending rain.
   

        Following his memory, he continued onward, passing many folks holding umbrellas on their journey. Likely they were strange guests of the Eerie Night like himself, coming here to receive or submit tasks.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Not long after, they crossed through a grey-white arched gate.
   

        Casio stood in front of a building entrance and knocked lightly.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock..."
   

        "Who is it?"
   

        "Dusk."
   

        "Come in."
   

        Then the main door was opened, and Casio entered.
   

        In the hall, on the walls, there hung several antique brass light fixtures. The oil lamps were burning brightly with flames.
   

        The man standing before him was tall and skinny, probably around 1.8 meters. He had freckles on his face and his features were quite pronounced. On the back of his right hand, there was a faint black shield emblem. Next to the emblem, there was another pattern, resembling a crossbow.
   

        Casio, who inherited these two symbols from Dusk, was marked with both.
   

        The first one, the shield emblem, is the mark given by the Eerie Night Guests of the Black Rain Mansion, symbolizing Shield Rank Status. The second is man-made, representing the Crossbow school within the Eerie Night Guests. The Black Rain Mansion is an automatic program, and those Eerie Night Guests are like different gears in the machinery.
   

        Naturally, gears come in different sizes, types, and serve different purposes.
   

        Depending on the powers and techniques the guests choose at the Baptism Church, they are divided into numerous power schools-
   

        For example, Beast School: Their strength is enhanced through the injection of beast blood, giving them supernatural power. They transform into half-human, half-beast monsters when they fully exert their power, greatly enhancing their abilities.
   

        Mercury School: The human skull is cut open and mysterious mercury of various colours is added in. It gives them extraordinary power, like telekinesis, similar to a watered-down version of a mage's.
   

        Darkness School: They graft the organs of dark creatures on their bodies, gaining the supernatural powers of these dark creatures directly.
   

        Crossbow school: They primarily use bows and crossbows for long-ranged combat. Majority of the ones in this school are slender and light-footed.
   

        There are also the Poison School, Trap School, Drug School, and many others.
   

        Dusk was previously with the Crossbow School. The senior Eerie Night Guests of the Crossbow School gave him some basic training.
   

        It was considered a measure to increase the survival rate of their members.
   

        The Crossbow School isn't large, considered medium-to-small among the many schools. However, they are rather unified internally, and members are always willing to help out fellow crossbowmen. They have a small base within the Black Rain Villa for those of the Crossbow School to rest.
   

        "Dusk, have you completed your task?" 
   

        The lanky man asked as he walked.
   

        "Yes," Casio replied.
   

        "Hmm, it seems like you've done well this time. Congratulations."
   

        The man repeated the same words he would say to every returning member. The phrasing may vary, but the sentiment is always the same, always congratulatory.
   

        If the other party returned severely injured, he would also wish them good fortune; surviving a great calamity would bring about good luck. This was a tradition among the Eerie Night Guests. Since every time the guests undertake a task, life and death are uncertain. The man would not need to congratulate them if there comes a day they never return.
   

        To hear a congratulate meant they were still alive.
   

        As long as one was alive, it deserved congratulations.
   

        As they continued to walk along the corridor, occasionally, they would be greeted by other members of the Crossbow School coming towards them. Among them were many female members, as the Crossbow School required agile body forms. The other male members were also relatively slender. None of them were particularly tall or muscular.
   

        Dusk's build was considered muscular among them.
   

        As Casio wandered around, he found that the scene inside the building wasn't much different from the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall. Some spacious rooms had been transformed into indoor archery ranges where senior Eerie Night Guests were teaching the newcomers how to use the crossbows. Sounds of conversations and shooting could be heard occasionally.
   

        The building had everything from a hall, cafeteria to a training room. Although it might be a bit old-fashioned and simple, it was quite well-equipped.
   

        "Here's your room, and the key."
   

        The leading man stopped in front of a door and handed Casio a brass key. Casio looked up at the door.
   

        There was a metal nameplate stuck on it: 201.
   

        "Thank you, Black Blade."
   

        Casio, holding the key, expressed his appreciation.
   

        "By the way, I suppose you have to go to the Baptism Church to relegate your task later?" Black Blade turned his head and said, "Remember not to upgrade anything else, it'd be a waste. Instead, directly upgrade our Crossbow School's 'Dentinist Gale Arrow Technique', which would give you the best value for your effort."
   

        Black Blade earnestly reiterated his point, " Especially remember not to upgrade your physique, it has its limits. After reaching the limits, further upgrades would be useless, and still not enough to match the dark creatures. We can actually enhance our physique indirectly by upgrading the 'Dentinist Gale Arrow Technique', so don't waste the task's rewards."
   

        Don't upgrade the physique? Casio frowned at this point.
   

        Five minutes later, he roughly understood the related situation.
   

        Limits, bottlenecks. These were all familiar terms to Casio. They signified the limits of the human body, the bottleneck of breaking free from humanity and evolving into inhuman. From Black Blade's explanation, the Eerie Night Guest's physical quality could only reach human limitations and could not evolve further?
   

        The Black Rain Villa doesn't have secret martial art techniques!?
   

        Casio knew that for humans to enhance their vitality to the level of inhuman, Secret Martial Arts were indispensable. Among them, aspects like the breathing technique in the Elephant Soul Secret Technique and special actions along with potions could be the stepping stone to transcendence, while medicines like flame oils play an assisting role.
   

        Without these, humans would indeed hit a limit.
   

        Impossible to climb even a little higher.
   

        He could understand all of this, but he wondered why in a group as large as the Eerie Night Guests, with so many different schools, nobody had come into contact with or learned the Secret Martial Art.  After a brief review of the "Dentinist Gale Arrow Technique", Casio found out that it was actually a skill-based technique.
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        If Secret Martial Art is considered the orthodox, then "Dentinist Gale Arrow Technique" is like some kind of heresy. It does have room for improvement, and its lethality is not weak. Compared, however, with the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art that Casio is practicing, it falls far short, and by several levels, at that.
   

        He pondered a bit and inexplicably felt that the powers the Eerie Night Guests possessed, whichever school they belonged to, were somewhat deviant. He wasn't sure if they had naturally developed this way or if there was some other reason.
   

        "At dusk, there's a small gathering for us crossbow users. If you're interested, you can come".
   

        Black Blade patted Casio on the shoulder and then turned around and left.
   

        Casio stood in his place and digested the information for a while.
   

        Half a moment later, he pushed the door open and walked into his room, where he quickly settled in before picking up his suitcase and walked out the door.
   

        He opened the main door of the crossbow users' headquarters, and then Casio, umbrella in hand, walked towards the Baptism Church. He didn't deliberately wander around because Black Rain Villa was not absolutely safe.
   

        In the day, the Eerie Night Guests could wander around the Baptism Church, the Mission Hall, the Intelligence Hall, the bar and so on.
   

        When nightfall arrives, most people would stay in their own rooms. There will be some weird things on the streets of the Black Rain Villa, and about once a month an unlucky Eerie Night Guest, disregarding warnings, would die horribly – serving the next day as a warning to the others.
   

        In addition, even during the day, there are a lot of streets in the Black Rain Villa that you couldn't enter. Part of this was because they were inaccessible, and another part was that it would be better if you didn't try to enter. The reasons were the same as those applying at night.
   

        Casio walked under the umbrella, and when he crossed an intersection, he suddenly had the feeling of being watched from the left. Glancing over with the corner of his eye, he saw from the second building next to the balcony on the left side of the street.
   

        A white shadow stared back at him from a hollowed-out window.
   

        Looking downward, there was a warning sign at the intersection.
   

        It already looked old, and there were remnants of blood on its surface. Probably, some clever fool had ignored the warning and ended up dying here.
   

        Casio ignored the white shadow and just briskly went his own way.
   

        After walking for a short while, he came to a round intersection. In the center of the intersection was a statue that was more than half-broken.
   

        Only half its leg was left standing atop the cylinder.
   

        Casio came closer to take a look, and found that on the pillar underneath the statue's feet were several lines of blurry poetry inscribed on the stone.
   

        Collapsed in the blue thorns, sobbing with the red fever.
   

        You abandoned us…
   

        Those of us who died will wrap you in gold-woven clothes, and in the next life you'll turn into a gold-foiled butterfly.
   

        You are fire, and you are dressed in flames.
   

        Painful flames, burning alive.
   

        The ashes of the living fall onto the love poem on the forehead of death.
   

        …
   

        More lines were below, but they had been corroded to the point of being illegible.
   

        "Could this statue be of the Manor Owner?"
   

        This thought rose in Casio's mind, but he doesn't stay to investigate further. Instead, he moved briskly on, entering the church about two hundred meters down the street. The church's sumptuous circular sanctuary, its gorgeous stained glass windows, and religious murals.
   

        Walking past the pointed niches and ornate coffered ceiling, Casio sat in the seat in front of the prayer table. At this moment, it was just him alone.
   

        On the back of his right hand, the shield-shaped logo kept flashing.
   

        The tip of the shield began to rotate, seeming to be pointing a direction to Casio. Casio stood up and walked to the front of a door.
   

        Inside, a simple secret room.
   

        Upon entering, the door closed automatically behind him with a thud.
   

        Just as Casio was about to look around, a low, raspy, emotionless voice that echoed was heard from nearby.
   

        "Marker, offer the offering."
   

        "In exchange…for the power of the Secret Soul!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio glanced around but couldn't identify the source of the voice. He looked down at the mark on his right hand.
   

        Suddenly, he understood something.
   

        He immediately opened the box and pulled out a faintly trembling heart. This was the heart of the Blood Clan, which was extremely tenacious in its life force. Even after many days had passed, it still retained a trace of vitality, though its size had greatly reduced.
   

        Now it was probably only two-fifths the size of a normal human heart.
   

        Casio held the heart in one hand, stepped to the center of the secret room. In front of a stone column about chest-high to a human, the top of the column was formed by two rotating open hands.
   

        He observed it briefly.
   

        Then, he placed the heart of the Blood Clan in between the hands.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        Suddenly, a gust of wind blew from nowhere and a black fog arose from the stone hands' surface, forming a miniature tornado.
   

        A moment later, the air flow dissipated, and the heart was gone.
   

        That low voice echoed in Casio's ears again.
   

        "Two units of Black Essence have been extracted."
   

        "Items available for exchange are as follows."
   

        1. Beast Blood (Raven): Take the voucher, go to Black Rain Villa's Dawn Hospital, and receive a blood injection. This blood enhances agility and has a certain failure rate. (1.5 Essence)
   

        2. Blue Mercury (Inferior): Take the voucher, go to Black Rain Villa's Craniotomy Clinic, and undergo the craniotomy. This mercury is associated with the eyes and affects the enemy's blood circulation within their body. (2.0 Essence)
   

        3. Crying Mouth (1 only): Take the voucher, go to Black Rain Villa's Limb Hall, and undergo a grafting procedure. The Crying Mouth is taken from a death-sounding demon and can produce sonic attacks. (1.6 Essence)
   

        4. Tendarla Burning Poison (Knowledge): This can be done at the Baptism Church. This poison can generate a peculiar burn that cannot be extinguished by water or wind. It has a multiplied killing effect on dark creatures. (1.2 Essence)
   

        ...
   

        10. Power of Secret Soul: Can be used to improve three-dimensional physical attributes, including but not limited to strength, speed, defense. It can also enhance secret techniques mastered by the Markers. When using Power of Secret Soul, simply imagine the process of practicing secret techniques and it will operate and consume thousands of times in the user's body, achieving a time-accelerating, instant enhancing effect. Note, two Essences equal one Secret Soul.
   

        Casio stayed where he was, digesting the information in his mind.
   

        From the first item to the last.
   

        He pondered over each one, suddenly realizing that what was miraculous was not the initial transcendent approaches, but the last item, the Power of Secret Soul! Simply imagine the operation process of the secret techniques, and the Power of Secret Soul will solidify at a thousand times the speed inside the body!
   

        This is a real accelerator for cultivation.
   

        The Power of Secret Soul can empower an ordinary person's body to master secret techniques and transform the physique to best suit the secret techniques.
   

        Though he still needs to learn the combat skills himself, he already possesses the basic physique. With diligent practice, mastering it won't be difficult.
   

        He thought about the other potential exchange rewards and suddenly felt lukewarm about them. From Casio's eye, those transcendent approaches seemed a bit off the beaten path. Although they could provide formidable fighting power in the early stages, they posed risks and had many disadvantages.
   

        Getting strength through surgery carries a certain failure rate.
   

        Even when successful, the ability was imbalanced. Aside from when the power was activated, he would be just as vulnerable as an ordinary person. This was nothing short of being deformed and lame.
   

        For example, the Beast Blood approach, the transformed beast form can only fight for about ten minutes before entering a weakened state and needing a long rest. Ordinarily, he would be just as vulnerable as any ordinary person who could be killed with a single bullet. Which is faster, the bullet or the transformation?
   

        Then there's the Blue Mercury approach, the aftermath of craniotomy could cause persistent headaches. Over-usage could even cause one to pass out.
   

        Not to mention the Dark approach, with only one organ strengthened by a dark creature, and it intermittently risked backfire.
   

        Compared to secret martial arts, they are really not comparable.
   

        Secret martial arts emphasize breaking through human physical limits and represent a comprehensive and harmonious strength. The realm that Casio is in now as a fist method practitioner is still just about having a strong physique. It's said that the later stages of the school would involve mystic spiritual aspects such as aura, intention...
   

        With such a glorious main road ahead, he naturally would not choose these seemingly strange and dangerous paths.
   

        Without any hesitation, he converted all the rewards into the Power of Secret Soul.
   

        "The item for exchange has been confirmed, 1 Power of Secret Soul."
   

        The voice near Casio's ear gradually faded, replaced by the sound of pattering rain. He abruptly lifted his head to look around.
   

        Unsure of when it started, a fine black rain began to fall in the secret room. Casio looked up at the ceiling, where a layer of grayish-black fog hung, like a low-hanging cloud.
   

        The rain was falling on his head, sliding down his hair strands.
   

        The cold sensation felt incredibly real.
   

        It was indeed rain, not an illusion.
   

        When the raindrops touched his skin, Casio instantly felt as if something was trying to burrow into his body. At first, it was barely noticeable. But as the rain intensified, the sensation of something burrowing into his body became more substantial. It was a small stream of warm air.
   

        The form was mysteriously similar to the energy of obsession.
   

        However, the coldness of Obsession Energy was bone-chilling, and this current carried a warm feeling, somewhat similar to warm blood running through his body. Is this the acquired unit of Secret Soul Power?
   

        In an instant, the rainwater in the secret room abruptly stopped.
   

        Casio opened his eyes and looked around. The ground was dry, without any trace of the rain that had just fallen. It made one wonder if everything before had merely been an illusion.
   

        Disregarding that for now, he sat cross-legged beside the secret room.
   

        It seemed that the central stone pillar had completed its offering, and both pairs of rotating open palms began to move inward until they finally clenched together.
   

        The spacious room was deadly quiet.
   

        Casio's heart sank, and he began to recall the scene of his cultivation of the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art. The special moves in the Elephant Soul Secret Technique, the breathing method, the stimulating potions- all of them emerged in his mind like a mirror reflecting light.
   

        Like this, he recalled it two or three times.
   

        The Secret Soul Power in his body seemed to sense something and immediately burst open with a bang, spreading like a fog throughout Casio's body. A warm feeling enveloped him.
   

        The next second, his brows furrowed tightly. At that moment, a prickling pain surfaced from his skin and muscles, as if dozens of needles were piercing his body. The prickling feeling became more and more intense, and the number of "needles" also increased.
   

        Ten, hundred, thousand, ten thousand...
   

        Casio's whole body began to tremble slightly, a change that would normally take several months or even half a year was instantly completed.
   

        His originally fair skin turned red, and sweat sprung from his sweat glands and splashed down, soaking his black clothes. A faint sizzling sound seemed to emanate from his flesh and blood.
   

        As if a furnace was baking him all over.
   

        After an unknown period, the pain suddenly stopped. Casio instantly opened his eyes and shook his body. The sound of snapping and popping came from his skin, muscles, and bones as his figure grew a size larger.
   

        He twisted his neck, making a crisp sound of joints.
   

        After briefly feeling his body, his twilight figure appeared to have grown two or three centimeters taller, and muscles started to bulge on his body.
   

        If he was previously seen as weak, then now he looked sturdy.
   

        Casio subconsciously looked at the upper right corner.
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 67.3% (Total of three layers)'
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Bug Bite 43.2% (total of three layers)'
   

        Among them, the Wind Elephant Fist was highlighted, while the Elephant Soul Secret Technique was dim. This proved that Casio's martial realm had not declined; it was only that his physical quality had been dragged down by his twilight body.
   

        It could be noticed that below the dim wordings of Elephant Soul Secret Technique, there was a small highlighted tag that was flickering.
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 5.1% (Total of three layers)'
   

        This was the current extent of his twilight body's training.
   

        After careful analysis, a peak of federation fifth level equaled an amateur peak, which equaled a professional middle level. And the realm of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique that had just begun to practice the Spike stage was probably slightly higher than the professional middle level, which was higher than the peak of the federation fifth level.
   

        The physical quality of the twilight body before was probably between the third and fourth levels, which was a touch higher than the peak of the third level. This was equivalent to an increase of two levels in physical qualities with a unit of Secret Soul Power! It was simply the best accelerator for cultivation.
   

        Of course, it was definitely not so exaggerated that a unit of Secret Soul Power directly increased physical strength. The main reason was that Casio possessed the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art specially used to cultivate human strength. Using Secret Soul Power to speed up the cultivation of Secret Martial Art surprisingly resulted in great effects!
   

        "Clap! Clap!"
   

        In the secret room, Casio stood in place with his feet apart. One foot step forward, one foot firmly behind. His body's center of gravity sank, and his hands were held up like fists on either side of the body.
   

        Suddenly, a sensation of heavy yet majestic power arose spontaneously.
   

        With a swoosh, two shadows rapidly made a streak in the half-empty air.
   

        Casio's hands swung through the air as if they were spears.
   

        A faint whistling sound came from the air.
   

        After completing a simpler set of unarmed combat, he retracted his fists, brought his feet together, and stood still. His breathing gradually slowed down.
   

        The sudden rise in physical strength was easily controlled by Casio, as he had previously held a stronger power, as easy as that. If it were an ordinary Eerie Night Guest, it would probably take at least half a month to a month to familiarize and adapt to the new strength. Moreover, it is likely that their fighting skills could not keep up with their physical quality.
   

        He left the secret room, walked out of the Baptism Church.
   

        Casio held up an umbrella, and headed back to his residence.
   

        He was feeling rather excited at the moment, not just because his strength had recovered, but because he had verified the enhancing role of the Black Rain Villa. Based on the information he had previously obtained, the legend of the Black Rain Villa was very ancient, and it might have left its mark in every era.
   

        Even though the Black Rain Villa sometimes submerged and disappeared, it was still a piece of good news for Casio. Using the Legendary Antiques, he traveled back to the points of the earlier eras, possibly replacing some of the weaker original master. If Casio's strength plummeted, he probably wouldn't be able to take control of the situation. But the Black Rain Villa was an aid.
   

        He could quickly recover his strength by completing tasks!
   

        The establishment of the abilities of Black Rain Villa was beneficial to Casio's completion of Obsession in every Era of Retrospection he would embark on in the future.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        He wondered whether the power gained from this method would be recognized by the system when he returned. 
   

        Of course, that was on top of everything else. If it was recognized, that would be great as his strength would increase dramatically. Even if it wasn't recognized, it wouldn't affect the power he had developed on his own. The main reason he cared about this was that the Black Rain Villa would allow him quick recovery from weakness after time travel, restoring his natural strength. 
   

        This would effectively increase the success rate of completing the original host's obsession. 
   

        Recovering his thoughts, Casio went back to the Crossbow group's base. 
   

        On his way back to his room, he ran into Black Blade again. 
   

        "You've already improved? The effect is not bad, your essence, Qi, and spirit have all changed. It seems like your progress with the Denton Gale Arrow technique is not small..." 
   

        Black Blade smiled and hung a white towel around his neck. 
   

        "Yes, there is indeed a small breakthrough."
   

        Casio responded. However, he didn't specify that it was the Denton Gale Arrow technique that he had a breakthrough on. He just casually responded to Black Blade. 
   

        "Haha, don't be so modest. There is a small gathering around nine o'clock in the conference hall in the right district. It's our own crossbow group's informative exchange and a social meeting. Maybe you could meet some friends there."
   

        Black Blade patted Casio's shoulder and left.
   

        "A small gathering? Getting some information should be good."
   

        Casio opened the door of his room and walked in. He lit the kerosene lamp on the desk, and the room was filled with ample light. 
   

        After briefly tidying up his room and arranging his bed, 
   

        Casio didn't plan to stay at Black Rain Villa for a long time, maybe only for one or two nights. Therefore, he had no intention of cleaning or sweeping the floor. That would be too troublesome. 
   

        Due to his rushed visit to Black Rain Villa this time, he didn't have time to buy medicinal materials for making potions. He could only wear his training suit and practice boxing in the training room of the Crossbow Group. 
   

        Bang, bang, bang...
   

        The sandbag that was hanging in the corner kept swaying, the iron bar connecting it to the floor made a crunching noise, and some dust was stirred up. 
   

        A fist fiercely cut through the air and punched the sandbag. 
   

        The sandbag vibrated violently and its end swiftly grazed the wall. Casio pulled his somewhat reddened fist back and stretched his shoulders to relax his muscles. His muscular physique contracted and expanded, and drops of sweat fell on his flushed skin. 
   

        With his physical quality surpassing the peak of Federation's Fifth Rank, he was now confident that he could kill that Blood Clan without using the Mechanical Crossbow. 
   

        After all, Casio's boxing technique at the pinnacle of the Elephant Herd Chapter was still there. 
   

        With his physical quality improved by two small steps, he was confident that he could kill that Blood Clan with just minor injuries as a cost. 
   

        Casio picked up a white towel from the side, wiped off some sweat; by now it was past six o'clock. 
   

        It was quite dark inside the room, permeating with the smell of sweat. 
   

        Members of the Crossbow Group also used the training room, but not very often. They fought like a kite, hunting dark creatures with grace like dancing on a knife's edge. 
   

        Learning to dodge attacks and utilize the terrain was a basic lesson. 
   

        Casio was not very keen on the combat style of the Crossbow Group. Indeed, it was good-looking and graceful, but it was too fragile. 
   

        The margin of error was too low, which was not good. 
   

        The high-level fighters of the Crossbow Group looked like graceful dancers in combat, and their injury rate was extremely low. 
   

        Compared to being squashed elegantly, 
   

        Casio preferred to squash others brutally!
   

        He opened the door and took a shower in the bathroom. He dried his damp hair in front of the mirror. 
   

        His handsome face was reflected in the mirror. 
   

        A curtain of short black hair covered his eyebrows, giving a sense of frailty, below that was a quite meaty body. 
   

        Casio lifted his right hand and flexed his muscles, reminiscing about the thick arms of his real body, sighed, and shook his head. 
   

        He put on a change of clothes and headed to the Crossbow Group's cafeteria. 
   

        They provided basic food here for free, like bread and the like. But for other things, you had to pay, which was quite expensive, much higher than the retail price outside. But that was understandable, considering the Black Rain Villa was in a remote place. 
   

        After a simple dinner, he fiddled around a bit more. 
   

        Soon it was nine o'clock. 
   

        The lights in one of the Halls were so bright that you could see clearly. 
   

        A few dozen old and new members sat around several tables, chatting in groups of three or five. There were some drinks and snacks provided, and no specific organizers. It was purely a gathering. 
   

        Casio was sitting in a corner of a table, hands crossed in front of his chest and taking in the surroundings quietly. 
   

        Next to this table, the others were engaging in spirited conversations, an old member explaining the differences between tasks to two new ones.
   

        As an Eerie Night Guest, everyone is required to complete a task periodically. Shield Rank members undertake tasks once every three months, Sword Rank every six months, Badge Rank ones a year, and Knight Rank every two years.
   

        The higher the rank, the longer the interval between the periodic tasks. However, their difficulties differ greatly. Lower-ranked tasks are relatively easier, while those of the higher ranks generally involve highly challenging tasks that may result in battles of life and death.
   

        Success in a task brings advantages and power progressions.
   

        If a task ends in failure and the Markers are still alive, the Decayed Knights in Black Rain Villa will come to kill you! If you manage to survive with your strength, congratulations, you have one more chance to make amends. The difficulty level of your next task will be extremely high, awaiting your completion.
   

        Success in your next task means redemption for previous failures.
   

        Every Marker has two chances to redeem their mistakes.
   

        Another point to note, once you betray the Black Rain Villa, the Villa will endlessly send increasingly powerful Decayed Knights to kill you, no matter where you flee.
   

        The Markers live their lives under the Villa's control.
   

        Apart from regular tasks, Markers can also undertake extra tasks from the Mission Hall. Technically, there's no limit to the number of extra tasks one can take, you could even accept all of them.
   

        However, no one is that foolish because the deadline for all the additional tasks are exactly the same. For instance, if a Shield Rank member takes on two more tasks, they must complete all three within three months. If they take five extra tasks, they must complete six in total.
   

        The more tasks one takes, the greater the difficulty, and the higher the risk of death.
   

        The lower difficulty of Shield Rank tasks is relative, they still pose a danger to Eerie Night Guests. Additionally, some tasks may involve hidden pitfalls and unexpected occurrences. For example, when Casio was on a mission to hunt down Charles, he discovered that Charles's father, grandfather, and great-grandfather were awaiting him at Jasmine Mansion.
   

        He might even encounter an entire Blood Clan. After all, blood pools typically give rise to clans.
   

        Such encounters usually lead to tragedy.
   

        In this small gathering, Casio mostly remained silent, being attentive to others' discussions, he managed to gather some information.
   

        For instance, Eerie Night Guests housed a minor school.
   

        The Body Refining Stream, skilled in combat and Hard Qigong, but with a small number of followers, as the majority of them had died. Because members of the Body Refining Stream had to engage in close-range combat with dark creatures, their mortality rate was dramatically high. The combat skills they practiced were only equivalent to the Wind Elephant Basic Combat Technique, truly meager. Had it not been for a secret manual of Hard Qigong left by an elder member in the school, the Body Refining Stream would have dissolved.
   

        Actually, this form of Hard Qigong isn't weak for its level, it's just that the physique of Eerie Night Guests didn't reach the human limit.
   

        As a result, inner power doesn't suffice, and external techniques were severely restricted.
   

        Hence, the Body Refining Stream has always remained a minor school and ranked among the last. Recently, they have even started to sell their core Hard Qigong technique at a very low price, only asking for one unit of Dark Source. Because it didn't sell, they've now dropped the price to 70% off.
   

        The required payment now is only 0.7 units.
   

        They guaranteed successful learning.
   

        In the Black Rain Villa, Dark Source cannot be traded directly. However, the task tokens and target items required when undertaking extra tasks from the Mission Hall can be given to another person for them to complete the tasks.
   

        In this indirect way, a transfer of Dark Source is achieved.
   

        "Hard Qigong? I wonder what level of skill it is…"
   

        Casio became intrigued. He hasn't forgotten what it felt like when Sand was caught off guard, bullets from the machine gun piercing through his body. If he could have a form of Hard Qigong protection, perhaps he could withstand bullets.
   

        Barely a scratch.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        The meeting of Crossbow Guild concluded and Casio returned to his room to sleep.
   

        Early the next morning, he went to the Body Refining Stream's place, a modest small room. The young man who received Casio was overjoyed to hear of his interest in Hard Qigong, eagerly divulging a large volume of information to him.
   

        Casio asked a few questions but was ultimately disappointed.
   

        The Body Refining Stream's Hard Qigong is named Stone Armor Skill, and it only has two levels. When the second level peak is attained, it approximates the introductory level of a Badge Rank, which is simply too weak. There's not even a Knight Rank? This implies that the upper limit of this supernatural passage is relatively low.
   

        However, upon further consideration, Casio realized that physique is closely related to Hard Qigong. The Eerie Night Guests cannot surpass the human limit, thereby limiting the various aspects of Hard Qigong. Perhaps, if combined with the realm of Boxing Method and beyond, this Stone Armor Skill might shine brightly? Casio hesitated slightly, but when the young man gritted his teeth and said he would halve the price, asking only for 0.5 units of Dark Source, Casio didn't hesitate anymore.
   

        With such a generous offer, Casio readily paid, borrowing some from Black Blade at the Crossbow Guild, and acquired the Stone Armor Skill.
   

        Not eager to learn it immediately, Casio tossed the new secret manual into his room before heading to the Mission Hall. It was the day for the release of extra tasks, precisely at noon.
   

        If Casio wants to recover his strength, he can't be parsimonious.
   

        Relying on the regular task every three months for recovery would take a few years, naturally, he chose the faster option. Taking on a large number of extra tasks to earn additional Source.
   

        There were many in the Mission Hall. There were four blackboard-like squares on the wall facing different directions. The crowd was thickest before the square for Shield Rank, with about twenty to thirty people.
   

        As the clock struck twelve, the squares were suddenly filled with strips of white paper bearing small black letters stuck onto the wall.
   

        Everyone surged forward to pick the tasks they preferred.
   

        Casio was quick to act, without being choosy. He reached out and grabbed a handful of task strips, but found none left when he tried to get more. He moved slightly away from the crowd and opened his hand.
   

        Five crumpled task strips lay in his palm.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        He carefully read through each task one by one.
   

        Task One: Kill a D-Level Succubus. A series of murders have frequently occurred in the urban area of Windmill City, East Sea County. The victims are mostly adult males, with varying ages and professions. Typically, they disappear at dusk, and their nearly mummified corpses are found the next morning. It's suspected that a dark creature, a succubus, has been using illusion art to transform into a sexy human female to drain adult males.
   

        Deadline: Within three months.
   

        Dark Source: 1~2 standard units.
   

        Note: Specific intelligence can be obtained from the task window in the Mission Hall as stated in the slip. Remember to take your task token before leaving the window.
   

        Task Two: Capture a Black Elf. Headless corpses have been found in several fishing villages on the Southeast coast of East Sea County, and the victims are of all ages and genders. Witnesses have spotted a head-sized black elf with an ugly face and tusks in the coastal forest, speculated to be a D-level Black Elf. It's been gathering honey and using human heads to build its nest. The brains inside the skulls are its favorite food, also known as Human Brain Honey.
   

        Deadline: Within three months.
   

        Dark Source: 1.5~2.5 standard units.
   

        Task Three: Kill a D-Level Shadow Demon in Tingda City, Northern East Sea County. Lately, there have been victims dying in the streets every night. The corpses bear no injury traces, but their shadow contours are blurred, with their spiritual will possibly being drained by a Shadow Demon.
   

        Deadline: Within three months.
   

        Dark Source: 2.0~2.5 standard units.
   

        Task Four: ...
   

        Task Five: ...
   

        A total of five tasks. If Casio can successfully complete them all, he will obtain more than 10 standard units of Dark Source. This would greatly speed up Casio's recovery of his strength.
   

        Additionally, just by looking at these tasks, it's clear that this world isn't as tranquil as it appears on the surface, with numerous bizarre creatures lurking in human society waiting to hunt.
   

        However, these outliers are rare, normal humans or even other extraordinary beings outside of their circle can hardly encounter them. At least in the past seventy years, there have not been any news about these things in the Secret Martial Circle of North Flow Country in the Hong Li Federation.
   

        This verifies how well these outliers are hidden. 
   

        Entities as uncanny as the Black Rain Villa that constantly monitor them, obtain detailed information like what Casio has at the moment. This is probably an example of the old adage - each profession produces its own experts.
   

        Casio put one of the adoption slips back into his palm, his eyelids slightly drooping. He was surprised to see his old friend, the Shadow Demon, among the targets to be hunted this time. Perhaps he could search for some information about the Shadow Demon in this age, after all, Eerie Night Guest is an expert.
   

        Maybe he could get some intel on the Shadow Demon's weakness.
   

        Just as Casio was lost in thought, someone suddenly patted his shoulder. Turning his head, he saw a man, about one meter and eighty-five centimeters tall. This man, with grey-black long hair wildly draped over his shoulders, had profound and rugged facial features. His eyes were emerald, and he had a messy beard. He exuded a primitive aura.
   

        "Do you need something?"
   

        Asked Casio indifferently.
   

        "Could you give me one of your tasks?"
   

        The man replied succinctly.
   

        "No."
   

        Casio's response was also very straightforward.
   

        "Okay."
   

        The grey-haired man did not hesitate. He turned around and walked in another direction, presumably intending to ask others for tasks.
   

        Casio was momentarily taken aback. 
   

        He had thought that his blunt refusal would make the grey-haired man angry, leading to mocking comments, and then would covertly bear a grudge against him, trying to snatch away his tasks.
   

        Unexpectedly, none of those things happened. 
   

        The other party most likely did not bear him any malice, Casio's senses were extremely sharp, and he could usually perceive sizable emotional fluctuations.
   

        The grey-haired man really turned around and left.
   

        "An interesting person ..."
   

        Casio took note of the specific features of the grey-haired man. Just as he was about to stride away, a man wearing a black leather coat blocked his path. The man's figure was just as burly, with a formidable aura emanating from him. The shirt under his leather coat was adorned with a silver metal "V".
   

        "Do you need something?"
   

        Casio repeated his previous words.
   

        "I saw you taking a lot of tasks just now. Give me a few, since you can't finish all these tasks anyway, right?" 
   

        The man in the leather coat spoke without any courtesy, exuding dominance. 
   

        Casio sneered inwardly. Just when he thought the grey-haired man was unconventional, someone conventional showed up, "I can complete all these tasks. You don't need to bother."
   

        Casio didn't give the man a chance to threaten him. He simply turned around and squeezed through the crowd towards the window.
   

        From behind, the man in the leather coat couldn't help but swear, "What, taking on five tasks all at once, looking for death? Damn it, I wanted to lessen your burden and you weren't even grateful! This idiot is definitely going to die, wasting five extra tasks. Newbies nowadays really think too highly of themselves…"
   

        Grinding his teeth in anger, his sharp tusks revealed the man in the leather coat to be a member of the Beast Faction. Based on the shape of his tusks, he was likely a tiger or a wolf.
   

        But at this moment, Casio had already moved on to register at the window. The man in the leather coat had no choice but to turn around and look for other people in the hall.
   

        Five minutes later, Casio walked out of the mission hall, holding five tokens. He put them in his pocket on his way back to his residence.
   

        That night, the Black Rain Villa passed on the regular tasks for the next three months through the mark. Casio didn't bother with these, after all, he already had five tasks, and more debt doesn't worry the debtor.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The next day, early in the morning, he returned the room key to Black Blade. Leaving the manor with an umbrella, he returned to the secular world.
   

        This time, Casio managed to bring back six tasks. Luckily, all of these tasks were distributed within two counties.
   

        The notes he fished out were all in the same region, at adjacent geographical locations. Most of them were in East Sea County, with a few others in Jianan County, which was situated to the south of East Sea County. It wasn't too far away.
   

        Otherwise, if the locations were scattered everywhere, most of the time would be spent on the road, completing the tasks would be impossible.
   

        *********************
   

        Date: July 15th, 106 Federation Calendar
   

        Location: South Street, Urban Area of Windmill City, East Sea County.
   

        The sky was mellow, and the sun left a final red glow on the horizon. It formed a fiery trace across the white clouds, and looked like ocean waves when you looked up.
   

        It felt like a vivid, mysterious oil painting.
   

        The sunlight made the tile of the buildings on both sides of South Street shine.
   

        A middle-aged man who had just finished work at the furniture company was walking down the street. With a weary look on his face, he tugged at his tie. The work had been intense these days, and things at home were not going well; he often argued with his wife. His teenager, who was in high school, didn't have good grades either.
   

        The man was anxious and weary. His hair was thinning noticeably.
   

        He wasn't keen on going home after work today, preferring to stop by the bar on South Street for a drink before heading home. 
   

        He'd probably end up arguing with his yellow-faced wife again…
   

        The man picked up pace and went straight into the Starry Night Bar.
   

        Two hours later, around eight o'clock.
   

        He pushed open the door, his face flushed from the alcohol. A brown liquor bottle was in his hand, he was drinking while walking.
   

        "Peter, oh, Peter, you're just too honest! Otherwise, why would that stupid pig keep assigning you so much work!"
   

        For a moment, the feelings of fatigue and melancholy surged.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        He tossed the wine bottle against the wall, the liquid splashing out.
   

        A shard of broken glass bounced back and scratched his face. Peter squatted down with a groan, touching his face. Seeing that there was no blood, he reached up to comb through the thinning hair on his head.
   

        He patted his hot face.
   

        "The griping's done, time to head home, Peter..."
   

        The man talked to himself as he wobbly stood up, continuing down the street by touching the wall along the way. As he passed an intersection, he heard a sultry voice coming from a short distance away. It was silky and full of seductive charm, like that of a ladies' cigarette.
   

        "Do you want a special service? Only costs 50 Federal Coins~"
   

        Peter turned his head and saw in the alleyway of his right, at the junction of streetlight and shadows. A flashy woman leaned against the wall, holding a burning cigarette. She was wearing a black tight dress, accentuating her exaggerated attractive body. 
   

        Her long, straight honey-colored legs were an eye-catcher.
   

        Peter swallowed down his saliva and couldn't help but walk a few steps towards her. The woman seemed to sense his heart throbbing, and she revealed an enticing smile. Her face was covered in bright, seductive makeup, and her fiery red lips were reflecting a lustrous glow.
   

        After inhaling the cigarette, the woman blew a ring of smoke towards Peter.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        Peter cursed quietly. He had never messed with gambling or drugs in his life, but he was weak for women, often secretly looking at swimsuit magazines at work. Peter was very tempted.
   

        Fifty Federal Coins?
   

        Such a gorgeous woman was very cheap for this price.
   

        Peter's hidden stash of money was enough to pay for it.
   

        He pat his pocket, about to step forward. But for some reason, the face of the yellow-faced woman at home flashed through his mind. The yellow-faced woman was not always a yellow-faced woman. Lizzie was very beautiful when she was young. Her bright eyes seemed like they could talk. She married him when he was poor and desolate fifteen years ago.
   

        The two went through many ups and downs. Although there were occasional disputes, they always supported each other. Those days were incredibly tough; Peter and Lizzie had to work three jobs each. Lizzie's rough and ugly hands, and her slightly bent back were all due to washing dishes. When she returned home, she still had to do housework and put the children to sleep.
   

        The pressure of life pressed down inch by inch.
   

        And so, Lizzie gradually became a yellow-faced woman.
   

        Peter stopped in his tracks. Now there were two faces in his mind. One was Lizzie now, and the other was young Lizzie. One was not as good-looking as the provocative woman in front of him, but the other was far more beautiful than the current woman.
   

        "Peter, you're such a coward. Are you so scared of the tiger at home that you can't get up the nerve to do it?" The mind was sluggish after drinking, and it seemed as if he was talking to himself.
   

        "Well, it's not so much being scared, but feeling guilty towards Lizzie... Anyway, I'm a coward, and this woman is so cheap, she might be afflicted with something! I can't afford to take any risks…"
   

        Comforting himself, he made his way to the streetlight on the main road. Suddenly, he felt the alcohol in his stomach stir, and Peter began to throw up while leaning against the lamppost.
   

        A moment later, a passerby came to the place where Peter had just stopped. He was suddenly dazzled and responded to the beckoning voice. As he unbuckled his belt, he walked over.
   

        Soon, slight moans could be heard from that direction.
   

        "Doing it right there in the alley, pretty open..."
   

        Having just finished vomiting, Peter couldn't help but feel curious. He wiped his mouth and quietly walked towards the bend in the alleyway. 
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 150: 122 Succubus Special Service (4484)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Under the dim moonlight, within the shadows of the alley, two figures intertwined with each other, providing an eerie sight.
   

        Looking at the seductive scene, Peter felt no desire. Instead, fear and terror rose from the depths of his soul.
   

        Thump!
   

        The ruffian, who was just fighting vigorously, suddenly fell to the ground. He convulsed wildly as if struck by lightning, wheezing heavily as his breath leaked out.
   

        A white mist began to form on his body's surface.
   

        His whole being shrivelled rapidly as if all the liquid in his body was being sucked out.
   

        "Shit! What the hell!"
   

        Peter's eyes widened, and he froze in shock.
   

        Within the shadow, the woman pulled down her body-hugging dress, turned her head and looked over. Appearing unsatisfied, her attractive, soft, red tongue traced her delectable lips.
   

        "Since you have seen everything, you can't leave now." Her sultry voice chilled Peter to the bone.
   

        As if he was frozen in place, he could only watch helplessly as the woman sashayed towards him in her high heels.
   

        Suddenly, hurried footsteps sounded through the street.
   

        A shadow bounded into the alley like a cheetah, wielding a strange mechanical weapon in his hand. Dozens of crossbow arrows rained down, rapidly shooting towards the sultry woman.
   

        The woman quickly eluded, but she collided with a man in a trench coat who rushed in. He wielded a gleaming long sword, slashing through the air.
   

        The woman retreated hastily, her eyes turning pink as she stared at the man, but it had no effect.
   

        What followed was a storm of crossbow fire.
   

        The woman couldn't dodge in time and was hit by three arrows. Her body stiffened, her aura weakening noticeably.
   

        The man in the trench coat seized the chance, pressing his attack with fierce, brutal combat moves. Fists, elbows, feet, knees...
   

        And the Neal Long Sword gleaming with mercurial sheen.
   

        Clang!
   

        The long sword vibrated, severing two fingers. With the strength of his arm, he swung the sword down, severing a bone with a crack!
   

        The woman retreated in disbelief, clutching her rapidly bleeding neck. Another flash, and a head flew into the air, caught by a swiftly extended hand.
   

        A black shield emblem was visible on the back of that hand.
   

        "Succubus... target item is the head... killed..."
   

        The man in the trench coat took out a black bag, tossed the bloody head into it, then swiftly shook his long sword to rid it of blood.
   

        He took a potion from his bosom and poured half of it onto the woman's corpse. Immediately, the sound of corrosion filled the air, and her body astonishingly dissolved into a pool of black liquid.
   

        Gulu Gulu, it bubbled unpleasantly with a foul odor.
   

        After taking care of everything, the man took out a folded hat from his bosom, put it on his head elegantly, covering most of his face. With his right hand holding the sword, he stepped into the shadows.
   

        At the entrance of the alley, Peter sat on the ground, terrified. The battle was thrilling and scary, but more horrifying was the woman's chopped off head. He had seen the face clearly; it was hideous and nauseating as a demon from hell. Tusk-like teeth, a mouth almost covering one-third of her face, a nose without a bone, and rotten eyes.
   

        Compared to her, all women in the world were heavenly beauties, right?
   

        Recalling his attraction to a monster like her, Peter wanted to slap himself. He glanced at the mummy-like corpse of the thug next to him and felt a sense of relief.
   

        Thankfully his will was strong, or else he would...
   

        Peter remembered the trench coat man again, his movements elegant and sharp, chopping off the monster's head like a wild wind.
   

        Like the nameless wanderer, he silently walked away.
   

        Mysterious aura, formidable skill, a hunter of the night!
   

        Peter etched that retreating figure into his memory as he clambered up and ran towards home.
   

        Thinking of the delicious hot soup his wife would serve at the dining table, and the sound of their child reading aloud, Peter quickened his pace.
   

        I hope Lizzie doesn't scold me for smelling like alcohol...
   

        Well, let her scold me more!
   

        Yes, I will never go to a bar to drink again.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 151: 123 Crazy Hunt_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Time: 106th year in the Hong Li Federation Calendar, July 25th.
   

        Location: East Sea County, along the coast, Red Fish Village.
   

        A cool, damp sea breeze blew by, stirring up peaks of waves on the surface of the sea. From a distance, the rippling layers resembled rows of egrets in flight. As the waves crashed against the rocks, they exploded into scores of pure white, crystalline spray jets.
   

        The brackish sea roared like thunder, the wave fragments tumbling into snow-white foam. The black rock layer remained unyielding and steadfast.
   

        At the top of the rock, a man wearing a trench coat and a wide-brim hat stood as steadfast as a tree, holding a black suitcase in his hand. 
   

        On the yellow beach next to the rock, a group of fishermen returning from the sea were grappling with their wooden boats. Their roles were clearly divided: some were dragging the freshly caught fish from the boat, while others were tying ropes around the rocks.
   

        "We've got a good haul today, it's as much as a week's catch from before!" An elderly fisherman with dark skin wiped the sweat from his forehead. Looking at the heap of fish in the apprentices' arms, a satisfied and happy smile spread across his face.
   

        "Let's go, we're having hot fish soup!" He announced.
   

        The five or six other fishermen laughed heartily and promptly formed groups to tread up the beach, leaving footprints as they went.
   

        "Huh? Uncle, why is there a man up there?"
   

        A young man with a buzz cut narrowed his eyes against the dusk light and looked into the distance. He caught sight of the figure on the rock.
   

        "Perhaps he's a tourist? But there's no place for fishing here..." The old fisherman shook his head as he guessed.
   

        "A tourist? Then I need to warn him. We can't let him stay on the beach for long. Those man-eating bees prefer solitary targets!"
   

        The buzz-cut young man scratched his head as he spoke.
   

        "Alright, be quick, catch up with the team. Don't get separated when you run back on your own." The old fisherman pinched his nose and instructed.
   

        "Ok." The buzz-cut young man immediately ran over.
   

        He approached the man in the trench coat: "Sir, sir, you shouldn't stay here for long, the beach is dangerous. The forest near the shore is home to human-sized killer bees, they often target lone people!"
   

        The young man spoke earnestly, but the trench coat-wearing man seemed indifferent. He scratched his head, thinking maybe his story was too bizarre. Who would believe in human-sized killer bees? He himself would not have believed it had he not seen it before.
   

        The young man reorganized his thoughts, opened his mouth again: "Ex…"
   

        Swoosh!
   

        A sudden blur passed before his eyes. The trench-coated man who had been standing upright in front of him a moment ago disappeared without a trace. He transformed into an inky figure and leaped off the rock, tearing along the beach.
   

        The wildly fluttering hem of his coat was like a dark cloud.
   

        "...cuse."
   

        The young man turned his head and was startled by the terrified shrieks in the distance. As he looked over, a human-sized shadow was charging towards his uncle and the others.
   

        Trailing behind it, a winding trail of gray fog.
   

        Just as the "killer bee" was about to reach the group of fishermen.
   

        A figure suddenly appeared from behind and overtook it. A silver gleaming long blade slashed through the air, buzzing loudly.
   

        At this moment, in the mind of the buzz-cut young man.
   

        All that remained was the powerful silhouette swinging the steel blade with all his strength.
   

        Time: 106th year in the Hong Li Federation Calendar, August 16th.
   

        Location: East Sea County, Tingda City, Purple Light Street.
   

        The night market in Tingda city was bustling. The dim yellow light of the dense shops on both sides cast a shadow on the ground, and there were also street vendors selling various goods and snacks by the road. The crowd was packed, as far as the eye could see were silhouettes, among which there were a lot of couples.
   

        "Roy, this ornament is so beautiful, can I buy it?" A young and vibrant girl stood in front of a stall, with a mixed gold and silver bracelet in her hand.
   

        "Buy, buy, buy. Boss, how much for this bracelet?"
   

        A young man dressed in casual clothes replied with a resigned smile.
   

        Behind the two, a man with a slightly pale complexion stood stiff and woodenly. He stood in the crowd, staring at the young man's back with an inexplicably greedy and evil expression in his eyes.
   

        Clang!
   

        Thump!
   

        The man's eyes suddenly widened, a clear line of blood appeared on his neck, and blood crazily spurted out!
   

        A large hand suddenly reached out from behind him, firmly grasping the man's hair and lifting up his entire head.
   

        A man with a wide brim hat hanging low, covering most of his face, looked at the unblinking head, murmuring softly.
   

        "We meet again, old friend..."
   

        Ahhh!!!
   

         Murder! Someone is dead!
   

        Run! There's been a murder!
   

        Screams and shouts immediately followed, the surrounding crowd fleeing in all directions like a school of fish.
   

        In the middle of the street.
   

        Only a headless corpse knelt, spurting blood endlessly.
   

        .......
   

        Time: Hong Li Federation Calendar Year 106, October 5th.
   

        Location: Jianan County, Dier City, Midar Mansion.
   

        A grand banquet was originally held here, and many upper-class people in Dier City would participate. The grandeur was overwhelming.
   

        But now, screams echoed from inside the luxurious main building.
   

        The door was flung open, and a usually suit-clad, handsome gentleman, ran out in disarray. A beautiful socialite, wearing an exposed dress stumbled, her high heels twisted, and she fell onto the ground. From her low-cut dress, a soft white curve was seen, tears of pain in her eyes.
   

        She still forced herself to get up and hobble towards the outside of the mansion. Inside the magnificent main building.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Casio, with a cigarette in his mouth and a cold expression, kicked the man in front of him, pulling out his long knife and wiping off the blood.
   

        A corpse fell to the ground with a thud.
   

        He spat out the cigarette, glanced at his somewhat damaged clothes; inside were two or three light injuries that revealed the bone.
   

        The pain of the warm blood seeping through his white shirt.
   

        A slight miscalculation, but no big problem.
   

        The last task was still solved by Casio.
   

        Through this, using 71 days, all six tasks were completed!
   

        There were easy ones to solve, and there were hard ones. If it wasn't for Casio's combat realm obviously higher than his physical quality, he might have fallen in the previous few tasks. But no matter what, Casio still managed to complete his tasks ahead of time.
   

        He will have ten days to return to Black Rain Villa.
   

        Eight days later.
   

        Hong Li Federation Calendar Year 106, October 13th.
   

        A man in a trench coat wrapped with bandages stood on the edge of a remote small town. On the weed-infested path stood a slender bronze pillar, which has been there for countless years.
   

        There were traces of being corroded by the years and the weather.
   

        The man carried a large suitcase, taking out a bell from his bosom. He began to shake it, but the bell didn't make a sound.
   

        A blurry, hazy view clouded his mind, and as the dreamy dizziness faded, a light rain inexplicably began to fall from the sky.
   

        A black horse carriage charged through the mud and came violently towards him.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        With a familiar jolt, 
   

        Casio travelled to Black Rain Villa by horse carriage.
   

        As usual, he first went to the crossbow station, cleaned up his room, and then came to the Mission Hall with his suitcase.
   

        Unlike the regular tasks that are handed directly over to the Black Rain Villa,
   

        Extra tasks require the submission of tokens and mission targets at the Mission Hall in exchange for special vouchers for Black Essence. 
   

        About five minutes later, Casio received five thumb-sized crystals - the vouchers for Black Essence. These vouchers cannot be traded and are mysteriously bound to the markers' aura.
   

        After leaving the Mission Hall without any incidents, Casio headed directly towards the Baptism Church. 
   

        The familiar place, the familiar secret room.
   

        A stone column stood in the center of the secret room, with hands spread out like a lotus. Without any hesitation, Casio put the five crystals on it, along with the voucher for the standing task.
   

        He stepped back and stood silently.
   

        Like the previous time, a dark tornado rose from the top of the stone column. This time it was very intense, the whole secret room was filled with a swirling air current.
   

        Half a moment passed, and then the air currents began to dissipate.
   

        A deep voice echoed in Casio's ear, 
   

        "Twelve units of Black Essence."
   

        "The exchangeable items are as below."
   

        1. Beast's Blood (Ghost Wolf): Take the voucher, go to the Dawn Hospital at Black Rain Villa, and get a blood injection. This blood is quite comprehensive, improving speed, strength, defense, recovery, endurance, and burst. There is a probability of failure. （8.5 Essence）
   

        2. Transparent Mercury (Superior): This mercury is related to the air current. After exercising, it can strengthen the wind blade's lethality. （7.7 Essence）
   

        ...
   

        10. Secret Soul Power: It can be used to enhance body attributes, including but not limited to... Reminder, two Essence equals one Secret Soul.
   

        Glancing at them, the grade of the other exchangeable items seems to have gone up a lot and looks quite tempting. However, Casio was not moved at all. These seeming shortcuts have various defects, and most of them lack sustainability.
   

        Exchanging for a large amount of Secret Soul to quickly enhance the Secret Martial Art is the correct way.
   

        "All exchange for Secret Soul Power."
   

        "Exchange item confirmed, 6 Secret Soul Power."
   

        The ceiling suddenly plunged into chaos, and the dark grey fog descended like low-hanging clouds, covering the surroundings. Droplets of rain fell down, wrapping around Casio like a lingering spider web.
   

        As the rain collided with his skin, a continuous stream of warmth flowed into his body, as hot as blood.
   

        Half a minute later, the rain dissipated, and the secret room returned to its silence.
   

        Casio's spirit sank, and he began to quickly enhance his Secret Martial Art with the Secret Soul Power, just like last time. The essentials of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique flashed through his mind, playing out like a movie.
   

        Boom!
   

        The massive Secret Soul Power within him exploded.
   

        For a moment, Casio felt as if he was soaking in a hot spring, every inch of his skin feeling incredibly enjoyable.
   

        However, the next second, a pain swept across him from all sides. It felt as if thousands of steel needles were piercing his body like pear blossoms in a heavy rain, stabbing Casio through and through.
   

        The intense pain made him grit his teeth.
   

        His vigorous blood and qi were rampaging under his skin and flesh, causing a strong pain that swept across his body over and over again. However, after each bout of pain, it was followed by a rapidly increasing sense of power. Strength was slowly but surely returning.
   

        After what seemed like ages, beads of sweat continued to seep out from Casio's body and were immediately evaporated by the scorching body temperature. A string of white crystalline salt grains remained on the surface of his skin. He sat cross-legged on the ground, his upper body muscles bulging and protruding outwards.
   

        Black was the color of Casio's powerful and pulsating muscles.
   

        Red represented the boiling blood running underneath it.
   

        In the secret room, a pair of bright eyes opened.
   

        Casio suddenly stood up. He had unknowingly grown taller, now standing around one meter eight tall.
   

        With a slight movement of his body, his joints creaked audibly.
   

        Top right corner.
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 67.7% (Three Layers)"
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Spike 75.9% (Three Layers)"
   

        "It's not enough, nowhere near enough. What I need is effortless power!" Casio raised his sandbag-sized fist and thumped his chest, producing a booming echo, "Not even reaching the bottleneck of human limitations, this body isn't any good!"
   

        He reached out his hand, tore off his slightly torn shirt and rolled it into a ball. He stuffed it into a black travel case and, while holding an umbrella, quickly walked away shirtless.
   

        In the blink of an eye, a month and a half passed.
   

        On a seldom-traveled route in the Anta Mountains.
   

        Light rain was falling from the sky, causing the road to become muddy. On this black mountain path, a man clad in a black cloak stood still. In front of him, five or six men, radiating dangerous auras, squinted their eyes.
   

        The leading burly man sized up the man in the black robe, a playful smile on his face. He stroked his goatee, "You're the madman from Black Rain Villa who's been taking extra tasks non-stop, aren't you? Surrender your secrets now, and we may just spare your life."
   

        The burly man sneered in his heart. Spare his life? Not a chance. This man had seemingly uncovered some loophole in the Black Rain Villa. He had taken on extra tasks frantically for the past few months, and completed all of them. This had attracted the attention of the Eerie Night Guest, but they could never pinpoint his whereabouts.
   

        Now, they had him cornered at last.
   

        "Secret?"
   

        A deep voice rumbled from beneath the cloak.
   

        "So you thought that I've been using some sort of trick to complete all these extra tasks? Hahahaha..."
   

        "Aren't you?!"
   

        The burly man took a step forward, his aura menacing.
   

        "K-k-k-k..."
   

        A series of mechanical noises rang out from beneath the cloak. The man in the cloak reached behind and took out a Furious Steam Mechanical Crossbow.
   

        "A crossbow wielder?" The burly man furrowed his brow. He and the five people behind him transformed immediately, becoming formidable creatures that were half-human and half-beast. There were three werewolves and three leopard men. Their muscular bodies expanded, allowing them to reduce the damage from the crossbow.
   

        Unexpectedly, the cloaked man tossed the crossbow to the side as soon as he pulled it out, startling people with a clatter.
   

        His cloak was swiftly pulled off.
   

        A body as strong as an iron tower was exposed to the air. The man was an impressive height of 1.87 meters. His frighteningly dark blue muscles were bulging and firm. His chest heaved up and down with every breath, like an armor. A sense of power radiated from him.
   

        Casio looked towards the others calmly. His scarlet eyes masked by indifference seemed to conceal an intense bloodthirst.
   

        "You want to know what my secret is?" His gaze swept across, a strong oppressive and threatening aura stopping anyone from meeting his eyes. "Why don't you try and see, only then will you know what my secret is..."
   

        "Hss..."
   

        Air swirled around his nose and mouth like a whirlwind, as his arms spread out like the wings of an eagle. His already enormous body seemed to expand even further, with the blood vessels on his neck throbbing like tree branches.
   

        "Roar!"
   

        The burly man in front of him let out a sky-shaking roar. His powerful legs hit the ground as he charged forward; his black mane fluttering crazily in the rain.
   

        The rest of the beastmen followed him fiercely.
   

        "Die!"
   

        The burly man appeared in front of Casio, his sharp claws swinging down swiftly. Brutal murderous intent resonated in his green beast-like eyes.
   

        Boom!
   

        "Huh?"
   

        The burly man was bewildered. Suddenly, he found himself floating mid-air. Wasn't he about to dispatch his opponent just now? What on earth was happening? His eyes moved downward and he found the towering figure standing on the muddy road, leisurely retracting his fist. In front of him was a headless body gushing blood. The blood spurted out like a fountain.
   

        "That's my body, so...so I...I'm dead?!"
   

        The burly man's head spun in mid-air, his eyelids blinking slower and slower. The last scene he saw was another strong werewolf being torn apart by a pair of large hands. Amidst the rain of blood, a gigantic shadow was cannoning towards them like a shell.
   

        "The secret is all in the muscles AAAAAHHH!!!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Boom!!!
   

        A fist like a meteor hammer slams into the chest of a half-leopard man, tearing through it in a bloody burst. Showing no signs of stopping, the arm, carrying the body of the leopard man, violently crashes into a large tree.
   

        Thunk! Rustle...
   

        Leaves turn into a green rain like common droplets.
   

        The leopard man hangs in the air, feet off the ground. His arms and head droop, his mouth spilling hot blood in a terrible frenzy.
   

        The injection of beast blood, known for instantly amplifying physical combat ability and resilience, has always been the trademark of beast-men. Yet, the leopard man's life force is utterly useless against the iron-like fist that impales him. A horrifying strength emanates from the collapsed chest, spreading shock waves in all directions.
   

        If the leopard man were dissected at this moment, one could see the internal organs completely shattered. This kind of injury is more terrifying than severing limbs, and no amount of healing ability would suffice.
   

        Squish!
   

        A crimson arm, clenched into a fist, retracts.
   

        The corpse falls, revealing a hole in the tree trunk behind it, the size of a head. Broken bits of wood, shaken loose like a cascade of water, cover the Leopard man's unblinking head.
   

        "Beast-blood injection? Huh, just counterfeit."
   

        Casio sneers contemptuously to himself, "Only muscles! Only muscles are almighty! Bigger, denser, sturdier, and stronger!"
   

        "You... you... you..."
   

        Three remaining beast-men, in stunned shock, halt their charge instantly. Someone was just ripped apart in the blink of an eye!
   

        This wasn't any arcane skill that killed him, but instead, the raw power of the man across from them. The spectacle of such brutal strength unfolding before the three was more intimidating, more oppressive, and incredibly terrifying than any other method.
   

        Without any hesitation, the three turn and run.
   

        The sound of footsteps in the mud echoes back to them from behind, followed by a voice that seems to have appeared out of nowhere, "A formidable physique contrasted with pitiful skill… your purity level is staggeringly low..."
   

        Thud!
   

        The head of one of the running beast-men suddenly burst open, scattered brains and gore projecting in a fan shape to their front, reminiscent of a watermelon smashed open.
   

        The decapitated body instinctively runs forward a couple of steps before face-planting onto the road where muddy water has mixed with blood.
   

        The other two scream and make a desperate dash.
   

        However, a colossal shadow suddenly appears behind them, a hand grabs their heads, then a foot kicks their backs. With a horrifying force, the two men fly and glide across the muddy ground for a dozen meters or so, their necks gushing with blood the whole way.
   

        Back at the original spot, Casio, with an iron countenance, holds two skulls.
   

        No one can stop him from regaining his power, no one can stop him from completing his mission, not even the Black Rain Villa!
   

        "Tore my pants... damn it..."
   

        On the small path in the forest, Casio lowers his head to look at the fabric that has started to tear due to the violent fight. His hands automatically squeeze the skulls he was holding and, with a pop, the skulls explode, blood gushing.
   

        He raises his hand, allowing the rainwater to rinse off the blood.
   

        The rush of adrenaline fades, leaving a cold sensation invading his mind. Casio glances around, his surroundings a mess, full of gore and gristle. The two skulls just crushed are like deflated balls, buried in the mud.
   

        "Something is not right, I'm being affected!"
   

        "Even if I'm high on adrenaline, I wouldn't be this brutal!"
   

        "Is it the Shadow Demon!?"
   

        He abruptly turns to look at his shadow amongst the gentle rain, where his shadow overlaps with the shadow of a large tree.
   

        It seems to be hidden in the crown shade of the tree.
   

        "No, it's not the Shadow Demon... This body is from the twilight of the Era of Retrospection. I definitely felt some influence from the Shadow Demon, but not as severe as in reality. So it must be the Black Rain Villa! Is it the Logo?" Casio lifts his right hand to look at the shield-shaped logo on it, "Or... is it the Secret Soul?"
   

        He wrinkles his eyebrows, seemingly pondering something.
   

        According to his memories of the twilight, he doesn't seem to have encountered a similar situation. Eerie Night Guests from supernatural paths like Beast-blood, Mercury-blooded, and Shadow-bred indeed have their consciousness affected, but mainly it's their will that gets altered by the source of their powers.
   

         Beast-blood, transcendent mercury, dark beast organs.
   

        As far as his twilight memories go, the Secret Soul is a very pure substance, with no strange add-on influences. At least, he didn't encounter any issues when he used it as a twilight.
   

        "The Secret Soul has no issues? Impossible!"
   

        "There must be a problem!"
   

        "Maybe it's because the Twilight used too little, but I used more. Naturally, from small accumulations, a big impact has emerged..."
   

        Casio finds a reasonable possibility and gives a slight nod. Turning around, he returns to his initial position.
   

        On the ground, there is a black cloak, a pale red heavy wooden box, and a Furious Steam Mechanical Silver Crossbow.
   

        Casio steps forward and quickly puts on the specially made cloak. He finds he is still better suited for wearing such ample black fabric. That way, he doesn't have to worry about losing his clothes during a fight. He can simply throw off the cloak, finish off his enemies, and then put the cloak back on.
   

        He bends down to pick up the somewhat heavy box.
   

        Casio then picks up the Mechanical Crossbow, pulling the black cord over his neck like wielding a small kettle. Of course, he hasn't forgotten that he's still part of the crossbow-route.
   

        A few hours later, at the Black Rain Villa, Baptism Church.
   

        Within a dimly lit, eerily quiet secret room.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Huf, huf, huf, huf..."
   

        In the space, the heavy panting like a savage bull echoed. Casio's nose and mouth exuded a faint white mist.
   

        His powerful body was flushed all over, every inch of his muscles was springy, expanding and contracting, and the big veins jumped like steel bars.
   

        The enormous heat from his body continually evaporated the sweat on his surface.
   

        A faint white mist was emanating from Casio's back.
   

        Just now, he had traded for four units of Secret Soul energy. Everything was invested in the enhancement and evolution of his Secret Martial Art.
   

        As for his previous speculation that a large amount of Secret Soul energy could cause a person's will to be influenced and become more brutal and bloodthirsty, Casio temporarily put it out of his mind. It's most important to restore his strength now.
   

        If a little brutality and bloodthirstiness within an acceptable range could bring about a rapid increase in strength, then he was willing to bear this cost! In the secret room, a pair of eyes slowly opened.
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Bug bite 15.1% (totaling three layers)"
   

        He surpassed the human limit and became a boxer, accelerating his blood for the first time! Casio's rate of strength recovery was quite rapid. In just over four months, he was already back to the realm of a boxer.
   

        This was the effect of the Secret Soul energy on his Secret Martial Art...
   

        When Casio first reached the realm of a boxer, he spent several years, during which he needed a large amount of precious pills and ointments.
   

        But all of this was instantly eliminated by the Secret Soul energy.
   

        This energy, which seemed to be a pure essence of Qi and spirit, was beneficial to the cultivation of any skill or art. But Casio had a vague feeling that this energy was most beneficial to Secret Martial Art.
   

        It even seemed as if the two were originally meant to complement each other?
   

        He didn't know why he had such a thought...
   

        Perhaps it was intuition.
   

        Standing up with a whoosh, Casio dressed and opened the umbrella. He left the Baptism Church and headed for the Mission Hall.
   

        He was not content to return to the realm of the first-time blood acceleration, he had to restore at least to the second time blood acceleration state.
   

        The original physical realm of Casio was.
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Bug bite 43.2% (totaling three layers)"
   

        As long as he reached a minor accomplishment in the bug-bite realm of 33.3%, he could penetrate the second node, enabling the heart and belly button to form a cycle.
   

        In this way, Casio could recover most of his fighting strength.
   

        He still lacked about eighteen percent, it's not too far away but not too easy either. The initial stay time was seven months, now more than four months have passed, leaving less than three months. This should be enough for Casio to recover his strength.
   

        And the moment he regained control of his power, some plans he had thought about from the very beginning could be implemented.
   

        The Mission Hall, it was time for the release of additional tasks.
   

        In the gathering place of the Shield Rank, the square on the wall was blank. The time hadn't come yet, and the task stripes had not been refreshed.
   

        But there was already a crowd blocking the road nearby.
   

        They all wanted to grab a good task when it was issued.
   

        "Make way! Make way!"
   

        A man dressed in a black leather jacket squeezed past the Eerie Night Guests around him, demonstrating quite a domineering demeanor. He was about 1.8 meters tall, the shirt under his leather jacket was adorned with a silver metal in the shape of a "V," and sharp tusk traces were visible in his mouth.
   

        "It's Gaius from the Beast School. I heard he's already at the Sword Rank's strength, but the time for the once a year upgradation isn't here yet. He can only continue to take Shield Rank tasks and wait..."
   

        One well-informed person in the crowd told his companion.
   

        "Let's give him some room."
   

        "This guy is powerful, don't mess with him..."
   

        "Heh heh." Gaius sneered at the discussion around him. Mingling with these Shield Rank guys made him feel superior. After all, he was Sword Rank in strength.
   

        If it weren't for the time constraint, he would have...
   

        Slap.
   

        Suddenly, a hand was placed on Gaius's back.
   

        "Move." A low voice sounded from behind.
   

        He instinctively took a glance, the back of the hand was a Shield Rank mark, and around it was a small crossbow tattoo.
   

        "Crossbow Sissy?! You goddamn asking for death?"
   

        Gaius raised an eyebrow, his face full of anger. He turned around abruptly and his eyes met calm and indifferent ones.
   

        Gaius' body trembled, standing stiffly on the spot. The other party was a good half a head taller than him. Even in his cloak, you could see the unusually robust body beneath, like a wall.
   

        This is a goddamn person from the Crossbow School? Aren't the people from the Crossbow School supposed to be slim, regardless of their gender? How can such a bulky body perform agile moves? Gaius glanced at the robust arm the man had exposed, his muscles were wrapped around like gnarled tree roots.
   

        "I..." He opened his mouth to introduce himself.
   

        Suddenly, an irresistible force hit him, that giant hand tossed Gaius to the back as if throwing away garbage.
   

        He raised his head, dazed, only to realize he had been thrown to the outskirts of the crowd. In a swoosh, the mission board on the wall refreshed immediately, and the guests of Eerie Night began their selection.
   

        By the time Gaius squeezed back in, the missions on the wall were all taken. He turned his head to look for the cloaked man from before, but it seemed he had already left.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        ************************
   

        Without realizing, one and a half months had passed.
   

        12th January, Hong Li Federation Calendar 107th year.
   

        Winter had arrived and the weather turned chilly.
   

        In the morning, on the streets of Nington City, a thin layer of white frost had formed on the ground. Horse carriages and cars passed by occasionally. On the pedestrian sidewalk, people wore thick overcoats and scarves, with their hands tucked into their pockets and their necks hunched in, sputtering out white breath from their mouths.
   

        The ornamental trees on either side of the road had lost all their leaves, with a line of black birds flying across the sky above the barren branches.
   

        On the side of the road, a slender boy with a handsome face was brisk walking forwards. He was about a meter and a half tall, wearing a very warm trench coat, which made his figure look even more petite.
   

        Nicknamed "Lynx", his real name was Leon, of the Shield Rank.
   

        He was a new member of the Crossbow School.
   

        His body type was precisely suited for this light and nimble combat style.
   

        Leon had something to do today. A few days ago, the Crossbow School had taken on a Shield Rank group task, with the target location in the suburbs of Nington City. Group tasks were more challenging and dangerous than single-player tasks, but the reward was also much more substantial.
   

        The Crossbow School immediately summoned members of the Shield Rank. They were a small school, not as populous as those larger schools. After a full round of call-ups, they realized that even with the newly joined members, they were short-staffed. Many members were in the process of performing regular tasks, and they weren't anywhere near the Black Rain Villa.
   

        Helplessly, the small team formed by the Crossbow School could only rush towards Nington City while summoning other members along the way. After all, even though more people meant fewer rewards, it was safer.
   

        Compared to staying alive, giving up some rewards was a small sacrifice.
   

        The target they needed to hunt for this group task was a vampire clan, and without sufficient manpower, they couldn't possibly take them down.
   

        And Leon was sent out to find more hands.
   

        The members of the Crossbow School would usually leave their temporary abode near the base for better contacts. In case of an accident and a member dies, the school will help to handle their belongings.
   

        Of course, leaving is optional. It is fine if they don't.
   

        The cold wind brushed against his cheeks, and Leon shivered. He instinctively wrapped his trench coat tighter and took out a piece of paper from his bosom.
   

        A line of tiny black characters was on it.
   

        Dusk, Shield Rank, 29 Garden Street, Nington City.
   

        Under the note was a photograph of a slim young man with a smile on his handsome face.
   

        He exuded a somewhat delicate and soft touch.
   

        The image matched perfectly with the general image of the Crossbow School's members.
   

        Leon looked at it intently a few times, ensuring that he had memorized the face, then quickened his pace forward, his movements agile.
   

        After a while, he arrived at a two-story building.
   

        He took out the photograph and glanced at it again before knocking on the door.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock..." "Knock, knock, knock..."
   

        Shortly, there was a sound from inside the house, slow and dull steps making their way down the stairs, the noise gradually making its way to the front door.
   

        "Who is it?" A deep voice sounded from within the house.
   

        Leon was stunned for a moment. Mr. Dusk's voice didn't quite match his appearance. He shook his head and said, "Are you Mr. Dusk? I'm a member of the Black Rain Villa Archery Club."
   

        "I'm Dusk. Come in."
   

        With a creak, the front door was opened.
   

        Leon looked up and was immediately rooted to the spot.
   

        A black, substantial wall was inching towards him.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Muscles, muscles, everywhere.
   

        Leon swallowed hard and lifted his head.
   

        The man who answered the door was a strapping lad close to 190cm. His arms were as thick as tree trunks, and his shoulders resembled robust tires. His skeleton expanded, and his body boasted chunks of muscles as if he were made of stone, standing tall like an iron tower.
   

        Leon noticed the man was bare-chested, sweat drops rolling down his muscular torso. Evaporating from his skin, they formed a faint mist. A tremendous body heat emanated from his muscular body, overwhelming Leon with a feeling of being radiated by a powerful, oppressive magnetic field.
   

        Instantly, Leon felt his legs give way. He tensed up his waist and chest, immobilizing himself on the spot.
   

        "Why are you standing still? Come in."
   

        Previously, the voice was muffled behind the door, but now, thunder echoed in Leon's ears as the men spoke face-to-face.
   

        The man's bass voice numbed Leon's eardrums.
   

        Darn!
   

        Is this Twilight?
   

        A member known for their agility in the crossbow style?
   

        You're kidding me!
   

        Leon took a deep breath, forcing a ridiculous smile on his pretty face, "Mister, I'm sorry. I think I may be at the wrong place. I apologize..."
   

        "Wrong place?"
   

        The bulky man furrowed his brows, "Didn't you say you're from the Black Mountain Archery Club? I'm a member too."
   

        Unsettled by the other's displeasure, Leon tensed his slim waist, "Um... Is this No. 29 Garden Street?"
   

        "Isn't it written on the sign?"
   

        Assuredly, the sturdy man reached up and ripped down a metal nameplate. The nail lodged in the wall seemed to fly out.
   

        "Isn't this No. 29 Garden Street?"
   

        "It's clearly written."
   

        He shook the palm-sized metal nameplate in front of Leon, with 'No. 29 Garden Street' indisputably engraved on it.
   

        Then he reached out again, slapping his hand against the doorframe.
   

        Boom!
   

        A tremendous noise ensued, followed by a shower of dust.
   

        A palm-shaped indentation had appeared on the cement wall, the metal nameplate neatly lodged within.
   

        "Phew phew phew..."
   

        Leon spat out some dust. He'd opened his mouth too wide in shock, accidentally inhaling some of the dust.
   

        "Yes... it is. But..."
   

        After a look at the muscular man's deep and robust face, his wild, grey hair, and unkempt beard, Leon found it hard to associate him with the delicate Twilight he had imagined. The difference was incredible!
   

        Under the heavy gaze, Leon pulled out a photograph from his pocket; a full-body shot of Twilight.
   

        An archetypal profile of a crossbow style member.
   

        "The person in this photo is who I am looking for, you don't..." he hesitated, "This is not you, is it?"
   

        "It's me."
   

        The sturdy man glanced at the picture, then affirmed.
   

        "Really?"
   

        Leon looked utterly unconvinced.
   

        "Yes." The man took the picture, held it up against his face, then placed it on his chest, "Back then, I was very thin."
   

        "But..." Leon opened his mouth to say something.
   

        "Stop wasting time and come in already."
   

        A massive hand came over. Known for agility, Leon had no time to react. A shadow swept across his eyes, a hand gripped his shoulder.
   

        Then, he was suddenly inside the house.
   

        The door slammed shut.
   

        Clang!
   

        The sound of the falling metal nameplate echoed from outside.
   

        Leon looked up at the man towering two heads taller than him and instantly felt exposed and insecure.
   

        "I hope... I hope he is really a member of the crossbow stream..."
   

        "Otherwise, I'm done for!"
   

        Cold sweat soaked through Leon's white shirt.
   

        Fifteen minutes later, in the ochre living room.
   

        Leon and Casio sat opposite each other on the sofa.
   

        Casio casually crossed his legs, his massive frame sunk into the sofa. He held a white porcelain cup in his hand. Next to his substantial fist, the cup looked like a toy. Casio brought the cup to his lips, tilted his head back, and emptied it in one go.
   

        On the other side.
   

        Leon sat cooped up like a victim, meticulously crossing his legs like a lady, sipping coffee and stealing glances at Casio from time to time.
   

        "Ding."
   

        The emptied cup was placed back on the table.
   

        Leon shuddered instinctively. Even after several minutes, he was still somewhat in shock. After a while of comparing the picture to Casio, he finally established their identical eyebrows and contours. After checking the two marks on the back of Casio's enormous palm, he confirmed this was Twilight.
   

        Compared to the hulk now.
   

        Twilight was indeed thin when he left his photograph...
   

        On the sofa, feeling the continuous sneaky glances.
   

        Casio spoke unaffectedly, "Do not be surprised. I was sickly since childhood and fell seriously ill again a few months ago. So, I resolved to exercise and build a strong and healthy body that won't fall ill. If I hadn't died at the hands of some dark creature but because of a disease, it would have been the greatest insult to the Markers..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio spoke earnestly, the logic in his words seemingly reasonable. Leon nodded in understanding, but still found it a little hard to accept. Because Casio's body was not just healthy, it was clearly robust like a bear.
   

        It even looked more exaggerated than the transformation of a barbarian bear with high-rank beast flow blood. He really looked like a sturdy iron tower.
   

        This and the overall image of the Crossbow Flow seemed... slightly... a bit... mismatched. Um, different aesthetics.
   

        Leon took a small sip of coffee, exhaling a warm breath.
   

        "So, are you willing to participate in our Crossbow Flow's Shield Rank group task this time? The location isn't too far away, just in the suburbs of Nington City. And the task time is tonight..."
   

        He glanced at Casio, as if afraid Casio would refuse.
   

        "Of course."
   

        Casio promptly agreed.
   

        Why would he reject the Dark Source that was delivered to his doorstep?
   

        Although he was currently planning an experiment against Black Rain Villa, it was alright to earn some extra outside the door occasionally.
   

        "Mr. Dusk, I must remind you first. Our group task this time is quite difficult, much more dangerous than single-player missions, so casualties may occur..."
   

        Leon reminded candidly.
   

        "No problem. I trust in the abilities of my Crossbow Flow comrades."
   

        Casio said offhandedly.
   

        His reliance in completing tasks was naturally his strength, the power of the second blood acceleration level. In the process of accepting and completing missions like crazy for nearly six months, Casio had recovered most of his strength, and the speed kept increasing towards the end.
   

        Because his power recovered too quickly, the danger level of all Shield Rank missions were reduced to zero. In the last month or two, Casio dealt with missions by brutally steamrolling through them.
   

        He stormed bases, blocked entrances, and annihilated them all.
   

        Sometimes there would be unforeseen circumstances, like encountering stronger enemies than expected. However, he still easily resolved them.
   

        In fact, according to some guesses and information.
   

        Casio felt that his strength had successively crossed the three levels of Shield Rank, Sword Rank, and Badge Rank. As for the last Knight Rank, too few people reached that level, so he couldn't make an accurate comparison.
   

        With such strength, completing Shield Rank tasks was practically cheating.
   

        Of course, this kind of situation couldn't be replicated by other Eerie Night Guests. No matter how strong, they could at most enter the Sword Rank level when at the Shield Rank level, and could not be stronger.
   

        Casio possessed two advantages that others couldn't match. 
   

        First, the Wind Elephant secret martial art. The secret martial art paired with the all-purpose oil of Black Rain Villa's secret soul power was like a chain added to multi-stage gears.
   

        Step down hard, and the lower gears of a normal Eerie Night Guest could only jump forward one meter. Casio's high-level gears could jump forward five to six meters, or even possibly more than ten meters.
   

        While the route of secret martial arts seemed nonexistent at Black Rain Villa, it was evidently an unique advantage of Casio's.
   

        Secondly, the highly accomplished realm of the second chapter of Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        This was great control over power and skill, able to rapidly master the explosive power with mental will. Theoretically, Casio's Elephant Soul Secret Technique would have to be elevated to the fully realized Bug Bite Realm before he loses this control ability. He needs to match the realms of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique and Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        The reason Casio could control this power was because he had achieved a high realm before. Other Eerie Night Guests can't achieve this.
   

        They couldn't upgrade too much at once, whether it's supernatural strength or knowledge. The numerous paths of Black Rain Villa are not without cost, they are deformed and flawed. Once the power exceeds their control ability, Markers would either be invaded by the power to the point of madness, or they would simply die from body explosion.
   

        There was also a warning proverb passed down among the Eerie Night Guests for over a decade: "Greed is foolishness! It is death!"
   

        Besides the dangerous supernatural routes, using secret soul power to swiftly cultivate skills is also filled with danger. Casio had practiced once, understood every step and situation clearly, hence he could elevate like rocket. For regular Markers, the process of accelerating cultivation with secret soul power was extremely fast. Once there's a slight deviation in mental imagination, a tiny flaw in the structure of the skill, 
   

        Either, it would explode with a boom.
   

        Or, when they woke up, their bodies would become deformed. 
   

        If they were cultivating light skills, their legs would be twisted. If it was a hand skill, their wrist bones would break. If they were cultivating bone skills, their entire body would become limp. If they were cultivating muscle skills, they would shrink into dry wood. All these could quite likely happen.
   

        All methods of advancement were a double-edged sword. Fast is good, but also means a misstep can't be corrected in time.
   

        The eventual fate was either death or being discarded.
   

        Therefore, secret martial arts, truly awesome!
   

        Although, the Wind Elephant Gate was still wiped out by the Death Blood...
   

        "It's almost nine o'clock, we..."
   

        Leon put down his teacup, asking tentatively.
   

        "Alright, wait for me. I'm going to get something."
   

        Casio slowly stood up, walking towards the second-floor room.
   

        After a short while, he came down wearing a large black cloak. Under the cloak at his back, there was a bulging object. Judging from its shape, it should be the Mechanical Crossbow.
   

        "Ready, let's go."
   

        The two promptly opened the door and headed towards the suburbs of Nington City.
   

        Half an hour later, in front of a two-story small building with white walls and black base, two figures, one tall and one short, one plump and one thin, walked in.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        There was a short wall encircling the small building, where the white wall plaster had somewhat peeled away, revealing uneven patches of black. There was plenty of withered grass at the corners of the wall, underneath which was grey, hardened, frosty soil.
   

        Crunch.
   

        Black boots crushed the clumps of soil beneath them.
   

        Casio stood in front of a pale wooden door.
   

        He reached out and knocked softly.
   

        "Tap, tap, tap..."
   

        "Who's there?"
   

        A familiar voice from inside, it was Black Blade.
   

        "From the 'Black Mansion Archery Club', sir,"
   

        These were the code words used among the crossbow users, Casio said.
   

        "Come in."
   

        From the inside, a series of approaching footsteps were heard.
   

        In no time, the wooden door creaked open.
   

        The familiar face of Black Blade appeared before Casio.
   

        When he first opened the door, he took a pause, then his gaze travelled up from Casio's chest to his face.
   

        "Who... Who are you?!"
   

        "It's me, Dusk! Black Blade, don't tell me you forgot me just within a few months?" Casio raised his right hand, revealing the logo on the back of it.
   

        "Dusk???!!! Huh?"
   

        Black Blade showed a 'you've got to be kidding' expression.
   

        But looking at Casio's serious face, he couldn't help but take another look. Gradually, the slender silhouette in his mind overlapped with the strong physique in front of him.
   

        Darn it! How did the preppy and handsome youth from a few months ago...how did he bulk up like this? But he looks quite strong on the surface...
   

        "Old friend, let's go inside and talk."
   

        Casio squeezed his muscular body inside, casually draped his arm around Black Blade's shoulders and led him inside.
   

        Behind them, Leon sighed and quickly followed in.
   

        On the second floor, in the spacious reception room, around a large round table.
   

        About eight or nine members of the crossbow users were seated on the yellow recliners. Some seemed on the brink of speaking, creating an eerie atmosphere.
   

        Most people's gazes were cast towards the window.
   

        There, a burly man was sitting, clearly a head taller than the others. His wide physique blocked the sunlight, casting a large, distorted shadow onto the wooden round table.
   

        The organizer for this Shield Rank mission was Black Blade, who had been at the Shield Rank for quite a while, an experienced Eerie Night Guest.
   

        In his seat, Black Blade couldn't resist asking.
   

        "Dusk, how did you... well, get so buff?"
   

        Casio recounted the reasons he had previously given, Black Blade, who was aware of Dusk's past, found it reasonable.
   

        An orphan couple who barely fed themselves raised themselves. The sister died of previously untreated sickness resulting from malnutrition and poor living conditions. The brother, devasted by the loss, crazily decided to build a strong physique. Was this reasonable? Very reasonable!
   

        "Actually, I am exploring a different battle direction for us crossbow users. Like a muscular mechanical crossbow kind of thing."
   

        As Casio spoke, he reached out to his back.
   

        Thud!
   

        The round table shook violently.
   

        A mechanical crossbow appeared in front of Casio. Its specific shape and decoration are no different from a normal crossbow. The only difference was its size—about twice the size of a normal crossbow!
   

        Correspondingly, the arrows were also twice as thick.
   

        It looked heavy and ferocious just on sight.
   

        "I believe that the Denton Gale Crossbow Technique we learn from the crossbow users has gone astray!" Casio looked around, "The Gale Crossbow Technique firstly cultivates archery, then agility."
   

        "The crossbow users have placed too much emphasis on agility, resulting in them having slender figures. They use their agility to hunt dark creatures, which is undoubtedly perilous like dancing on a blade. We should change our thinking, go back to the first point of the Gale Crossbow Technique. The most important aspect is undoubtedly the lethality of the archery, so we need thicker, heavier steel arrows. To fire these arrows, we need a larger and heavier crossbow. To handle such a crossbow with ease, we need a powerful and strong physique!"
   

        "I don't mean getting muscular to fight dark creatures in close combat, that's unrealistic. As we know, an Eerie Night Guest's physique can never match that of a dark creature. My intention is to increase the firepower of the crossbow, turning it into a siege crossbow, so that a cluster of huge arrows could directly blow the dark creatures into pieces! For this, we need a robust physique, my muscle cultivation is secondary, the main goal is for the archery."
   

        Under skeptical gazes from surrounding crossbow users,
   

        Casio articulated this misguided logic seriously, after all, he was still one of the crossbow users and had to maintain a semblance of propriety.
   

        The crux of what he just said was:
   

        I am building up my muscles to be an archer!
   

        "Hmm, you do have a point," said Black Blade, sitting nearby, and nodded. "But I might have a different idea, we could design a large crossbow with great firepower, which requires two or three people to launch. In dangerous group tasks, it would serve as distant firepower suppression, the effect should be good."
   

        Casio was taken aback, then shrugged with a slight smile.
   

        Next, Black Blade and some other members of the crossbow users began discussing the details of the night's operation. Casio also received some specific intelligence about the mission target; it was a large family of vampires, summing up to eight of the Blood Clan.
   

        The number could compete with the Eerie Night Guests.
   

        No wonder that the crossbow users continuously summoned members around before the mission, without enough people, casualties would be inevitable.
   

        Then, around three or four more members arrived, the hall was filled with thirteen crossbow users.
   

        Nearly one and a half times the number of the target.
   

        They could barely start the mission.
   

        There might be significant casualties, but it was inevitable.
   

        Casio enjoyed a simple lunch and dinner there, and before he knew it, it was around 11:30 p.m.
   

        The reason they didn't start in the daytime was because the sunlight had little weakening effect on the Blood Clan. Moreover, during the day, the Blood Clan scattered, making it difficult to catch them all at once. But at night, these creatures of the Blood Clan would gather to enjoy their dinner at midnight.
   

        Nington City, Suburbs, Plinka Manor.
   

        The night was darker, the skyscape an enveloping void. The massive dark clouds in the night sky were seared by the wind, obscuring the bright moonlight. A series of footsteps echoing on the road outside the manor.
   

        More than ten silhouettes were briskly moving towards this direction.
   

        Among them, one cloaked silhouette...was particularly robust!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Plinka Manor, on the first floor.
   

        On the right side of the glittering and magnificent grand hall.
   

        A long table and chairs are set in the middle, covered with a blood-red tablecloth. Delicate flowers embroidered with gold thread adorn the silky tablecloth, each around the size of a palm.
   

        On the table, silver cutlery, and glossy porcelain plates are arranged neatly, with a decorative candelabra illuminated in the middle.
   

        In the plates, a variety of irresistible aromas waft from the delectable dishes – pan-seared dottyback, tender bone-in beef steak, cream-baked lobster, white mashed potatoes, broccoli cream soup sprinkled with crumbled cheese, and figs for the accompanying dish.
   

        A thick aroma of fat fills the air.
   

        In addition, there is sweet wine, and all kinds of cakes.
   

        Even though these should be enjoyed as dessert after dinner, they are already on the table. Although the dinner looks appealing, the diners seated in a circle around the table are uninterested and dispirited.
   

        There are seven diners in total, four men, and three women. The men are dressed in stiff, fitting black suits, their hair meticulously styled, and faces handsome. The women, on the other hand, are wearing bright red gowns, revealing their delicate clavicles and fair skin, their red lips that have been painted with makeup are exceptionally lustrous.
   

        To the right of the table, a glamorous woman, perhaps in her thirties, sips her sweet wine. She quietly asks the man next to her, "When will the main course start? I'm starved." The elegant man shakes his head, "Mr. Franz has gone to fetch it, we'll probably wait for at most another ten minutes."
   

        "Okay."
   

        The woman takes another sip of her sweet wine. Her scarlet tongue licks her plump lips, and in her flirtatiousness, there is an air of eeriness.
   

        Suddenly, at the hallway entrance behind the hall.
   

        Dozens of bats, each the size of a fist, fly in, beating their wings. The shadow of the bats seems to also hide two human silhouettes. The few who were dining at the table suddenly become excited.
   

        "The main course is here!"
   

        "We can finally eat!"
   

        "I hope the taste of fresh blood nectar is better today..."
   

        Whispers like these echo among the seven.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The bats disperse suddenly, revealing a pale middle-aged man to the group, dressed in the style of an ancient aristocrat. His sleeves and neck area are adorned with white lacy ruffles.
   

        "Mr. Franz." The crowd greets him, one after another.
   

        Obviously, this middle-aged man holds the highest status in this vampire clan, and is also the strongest. He possesses various bizarre abilities, like transforming into a bat, moving at high-speeds, curse magic, manipulating blood, instilling fear in spirits, and so on.
   

        The vampire that Casio initially encountered was just a baby compared to him, only stronger than humans in terms of physique and possessing only a low-level blood magic poison energy ability. That's why he was hunted down with ease.
   

        In fact, even the original Dusk was capable of taking down that vampire, if he hadn't been distracted by a hostage situation.
   

        Franz slowly takes the head seat at the dining table. Across from him, two enormous, shining silver goblets are arranged at a distance on the table.
   

        In the empty seats beside the table, two youthful and pretty girls are quietly seated. Their breathing, expressions are no different from ordinary people, except for their dull and lifeless eyes which make them seem like mute puppets.
   

         "The main course is here, let's eat."
   

        Franz suddenly disappears from his seat and reappears instantly behind the two girls. His long, sharp fingernails gently slash across their white necks. Instantly, red blood flows out.
   

        Franz returns to his own seat, waving his right hand gently as two streams of blood draw a parabola in mid-air, flowing unceasingly into the prepared goblets.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        Listening to the pleasant collision of viscous liquid, smelling the sweet aroma of blood, all the vampires in the room begin to grow impatient. Some are constantly tugging at their ties, others are biting their lips. A fervor is revealed in the eyes of every vampire.
   

        On the right side of the table, the glamorous woman swallows her saliva.
   

        Suddenly, from the right side of the floor-to-ceiling windows in the hall. Dozens of strong crossbow arrows shatter the glass and wildly shoot into the hall.
   

        "What's happening?!"
   

        Many vampires scream and jump up. They have been hit by the arrows and are instantly inflicted with considerable damage. Some of the arrows are smeared with mercury, some loaded with poison, some are doused with oil and burning. An unlucky vampire's upper body begins to burn, thankfully, he quickly takes off his suit.
   

        "Is it those dogs from Black Rain Villa?!"
   

        Soon a vampire realizes who their opponents are.
   

        By the floor-to-ceiling window, arrows keep shooting in. The vampires take refuge behind load-bearing pillars to avoid the flying arrows.
   

        "Their numbers are not small, but not large either. They at least can't overwhelm us. Judging from their use of crossbows, these must be Eerie Night Guests who excel at long range attacks!"
   

        Franz squints analyzing, as a powerful vampire, he knows quite a bit about the dark world.
   

        "Let's charge directly at them. As long as we get close to them, they, the archers, definitely won't be a match for the vampire clan!"
   

        Immediately, under Franz's lead, seven or eight shadows instantly break through the arrow net, rushing into the open dark manor grounds.
   

        "Whizz-whizz-whizz..."
   

        In the darkness, arrows rain down. Some forcefully hit the wall, others diagonally stabbing into the ground. Others still hit the surface of the streetlights, knocking off a bit of paint and causing a burst of golden sparks.
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        The vampires charged wildly, dodging the arrows with their robust physical abilities and reflexes. Those occasionally hit by the crossbow bolts merely grew slightly weaker, pulled out the bolts, and continued to charge.
   

        Franz led the charge at the forefront, his feet hitting the ground with the agility of a cheetah. He was now using a high-speed movement ability that could amplify his original speed. The Eerie Night Guests firing the crossbow bolts struggled to accurately target him.
   

        Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh...
   

        A series of crossbow bolts were fired in Franz's direction, but most were dodged by him. The occasional ones were directly blocked with his hands, unable to strike any vital spots.
   

        Boom!
   

        Under the moonlight.
   

        A silvery heavy arrow fiercely shot out.
   

        Franz's heart skipped a beat, instantly realizing he couldn't dodge this bolt. He immediately raised his claws and swung them to deflect it.
   

        A streak of faint red energy traced its trajectory in the air.
   

        Thwick!
   

        Ah!
   

        Franz let out a pain-filled roar, a thick and heavy steel arrow was embedded in his chest, penetrating a third of the way in. And in the right hand he used to block, his index and middle finger were broken; there was a large bloody hole in the center of his palm.
   

        "What the hell?! How can the power carried by this bolt be so enormous? At least three to four times stronger than the others!"
   

        Shock was evident in Franz's eyes, he had thought he had fully grasped the opponent's methods and strength, but there were unexpected elements. Because Franz's movement stalled, he was immediately met with concentrated fire from several Eerie Night Guests.
   

        A dozen arrows almost turned him into a porcupine.
   

        Franz quickly rolled and took cover behind a flower bed.
   

        He extended his hand to pull out all the arrows in his body. Finally, holding a steel arrow that was noticeably thicker than the others in his palm, Franz panted, "Who fired this arrow!?" He turned to look at the open space in the manor amid the night.
   

        Sudden groans and screams echoed.
   

        At a location about several tens of meters to the left of Franz.
   

        A sprinting vampire suddenly tilted his head and froze on the spot. A steel arrow as thick as a thumb was stuck in his skull, entering through one temple and exiting the other.
   

        His brains inside was thoroughly pierced and mashed.
   

        Although this isn't fatal to a vampire, a brain injury would still stun them for several seconds. And in those few seconds, tens of crossbow bolts had completely covered the vampire. In an instant, he was turned into a blood-splattering porcupine!
   

        A dozen arrowheads with mercury, seven to eight different types of poison infiltrating, three burning arrows starting to set his clothes on fire, specially made arrowheads causing ceaseless bleeding. Though vampires have a strong life force, they aren't immortal.
   

        The mercury weakened him; the toxins crazily infiltrated his body; fire was burning on the surface of his body; even worse, blood kept pouring from the wounds, draining his strength. This vampire died instantly.
   

        "Julio! Damn it!"
   

        Franz took a deep breath, and red smoke began to rise from his right hand and chest, the wounds seemed to be healing rapidly.
   

        "No!" "Ah!"
   

        On the battlefield, some vampires were being shot to death while some Eerie Night Guests were taken out by the vampires at close range. Overall, the vampires were at a relative disadvantage.
   

        Among the Eerie Night Guests was a godlike archer. He hid in the dark, like a calm assassin constantly launching fatal attacks on the vampires. Moreover, the arrows he shot were especially thick!
   

        "No, we must take out that guy first!"
   

        Franz recovered from his injuries and began to observe. After about ten seconds, he finally located the godlike archer. That person was in the shadow on the left side of the house, seemingly completely blended into the darkness.
   

        Taking a slow breath, Franz suddenly jumped up and rushed out, transforming into a fast-moving afterimage.
   

        His hands instantly turned bright red, covered with a strange corrosive energy. His nails began to lengthen, bending inch after inch, forming sharp curves like scythes, comparable to daggers.
   

        swoosh! swoosh! swoosh!
   

        Two or three arrows were shot out from the shadows, but they were all narrowly dodged by the fully-focused Franz.
   

        Seconds later, he rushed into the shadows.
   

        Suddenly, his eyes caught sight of the figures in the shadows. A man about a meter tall, dressed all in black.
   

        "So it's a dwarf! Die!"
   

        Franz roared and charged, his momentum terrifying.
   

        Then, the "dwarf" a few meters away stood up.
   

        He shot up from 1.2 meters to 1.9 meters, with a build as sturdy as a bear's, showcasing his triangular musculature. He was cloaked in a black cloak, subtly blending with the surrounding darkness. At first glance, it wasn't very noticeable, and since he was half-squatting while aiming for a shot, it gave the impression of being a dwarf to the hurriedly approaching Franz.
   

        Franz's breath hitched, but he wasn't scared.
   

        What if the muscular figure was intimidating? In the end, the physical quality of a human could never compare to that of a dark creature. A man who looked as strong as a bear, against a bloodsucker, as slender and delicate as a woman, would surely die in hand-to-hand combat!
   

        His feet stomped onto the ground and he dashed forward, claws flaring.
   

        "Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh!" 
   

        A series of crossbow bolts cut swiftly through the air, piercing through the shadows.
   

        The steel arrows embedded into Franz's chest, but he ignored the injuries and continued to charge wildly. The opponent's use of crossbow arrows revealed that archery was their only means of attack; this seemingly muscular man was nothing more than a paper tiger.
   

        "Die!"
   

        Franz instantly appeared in front of the man, a savage killing intent flashed in his eyes. His palm shaped an "X" and swiped down with his sharp, narrow, red claws targeting the opponent's neck!
   

        This strike! Could tear cement apart!
   

        "Grrr…" An ugly friction sound echoed.
   

        Franz suddenly felt like he was cutting thick, tough leather with both hands, barely making a dent. The scene he had envisioned, like a hot knife slicing through frozen butter, did not materialize.
   

        In the shadows, Franz's hands were held high, each side of the man's thick neck. The man looked at him calmly.
   

        "Pieces of trash like you, I've killed at least dozens of these past six months. I'll use your blood to consecrate my freshly made muscle-patterned Furious Steam Crossbow…"
   

        "What?!" Franz exclaimed in shock, his eyes wide.
   

        Click!
   

        His outstretched arms were abruptly pulled down.
   

        Blood spurted from his arm sockets, the gruesome cross-section revealing disgusting muscle texture and a few severed large tendons.
   

        Thud!
   

        Before Franz had a chance to react, he was kicked away like a broken doll. With his caved-in chest, the sound of cracking bones echoed, a wave of severe pain engulfing his mind.
   

        Cough, cough, cough...
   

        Franz's head thudded against the wall, followed by coughing up large mouthfuls of blood. That man…that man…possessed such terrifying strength. How could he be an archer!
   

        It was a blatant deception! A disgraceful disguise!
   

        Gathering the strength in his body, he attempted to rise, fueled by inner anger. Suddenly, a heavy foot smashed onto Franz's stomach, the crushing force pinning him down.
   

        Franz felt like his intestines were about to squeeze out.
   

        "Blood Manipulation!" He internaly yelled, using his ability.
   

        But the man in front of him seemed unaffected.
   

        "Go join your comrades."
   

        Casio looked down and spoke, then pointed a mechanical crossbow, twice the size of the average, at Franz's chest.
   

        Then he pulled the trigger under Franz's terrified gaze.
   

        Splurt, splurt, splurt...
   

        Blood blossomed in an extravagant burst, beautiful and bloody.
   

        The heart of a Blood Clan is protected by bones on both sides, but it obviously has its limits. Under the crazed assault of a dozen high-powered heavy crossbow bolts, the small piece of bone protecting the heart was instantly shattered. Hot liquid quickly pooled into a puddle of blood.
   

        Casio felt insecure, so he swiftly reached out a brawny arm, grabbed Franz's head, and slammed it into the wall with a force like a hammer. The successive pounding sounds echoed like firecrackers, the flesh and blood splattering.
   

        Franz's head was flattened like a pancake and combined with his exploded heart, he surely couldn't survive. Casio cracked his neck, just about to add a few more bolts, when he noticed a white envelope on the ground. It seemed to have fallen out when he was violently whipping Franz's corpse. He reached out and picked it up.
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        Casio opened the letter and quickly scanned it.
   

        Regrettably, he couldn't understand a single word.
   

        On the surface of the light yellow paper, rows of black, twisted characters were huddled together. It didn't look like any language, it was more like a cryptogram. Its continuous form and length were similar to some doctors' signatures on hospital prescriptions.
   

        "What the hell is this? A language amongst dark creatures?" Casio turned the paper back and forth with his blood-stained hand.
   

        Indeed, it was a common letter.
   

        But he didn't think it was that simple. After all, the letter was personally placed by the vampire leader, and the contents of the letter likely contained quite a few secrets. However, the language on the letter is obviously a kind that was understandable only by dark creatures, or a language only the Blood Clan could understand.
   

        It was a natural form of secrecy.
   

        The best way to decipher it would be to capture another member of the Blood Clan!
   

        Casio immediately cast a dangerous glance towards the interior of the manor.
   

        There were still four or five vampires inside, entangling and fighting with the Eerie Night Guests. They probably hadn't realized their leader was already dead, now would be a good time for Casio to act.
   

        He immediately stuffed the letter into his pocket, tightened the cloak around him, then turned into a shadow and charged out of the darkness.
   

        On the left side of the manor, Leon, with the help of another veteran crossbowman, was fighting against the Blood Clan in a dangerous situation. After all, he had only recently joined the crossbow users, and his archery skills and body movements are still not up to par. Without someone helping him, he would probably already be dead.
   

        Buzz, buzz, buzz...
   

        Leon pulled the trigger and a string of arrows was fired from the crossbow.
   

        The vampire at a distance dodged nimbly, but still got hit unexpectedly by one arrow. Seeing this, Leon's handsome face cracked a smile. He had finally caused some damage to the enemy. This gave him a bit more confidence.
   

        "Leon! Watch out!"
   

        The veteran on the left shouted suddenly from the shadows.
   

        Leon turned around and abruptly found that the vampire he had hit at a distance was just an illusion. The actual vampire was already near him, looking like a ghost, its pale face rigidly pressed against him, overwhelming with its ugly and grimacing bat-like face.
   

        The red palm swept over like a long knife.
   

        "Illusion! No!" Leon's face turned deathly pale.
   

        Bang!
   

        A large fist as big as a sandbag harshly smashed into the vampire's left face, making a loud noise. The vampire's cheek rippled and he rolled his eyes in pain. His mouth released a puff of white fog, and two streams of blood gushed from his nostrils.
   

        Then the vampire was thrown back at incredible speed.
   

        Suddenly, a massive shadow pursued at an even faster pace. The cloak was thrown off and the powerful arm swept over. In the dark night, with two or three fleeting movements, it disappeared into the shadows.
   

        "!!!"
   

        "???"
   

        Leon was stunned in place, his emotions switching from fear to shock and confusion. It seemed as if a big black rat sped past really fast, even beating up a vampire on its way.
   

        Almost in the blink of an eye, the situation, which was previously a certain death for Leon, disappeared. The ferocious enemy who was originally there vanished as well, as if the dangerous situation had been an illusion.
   

        "Phew!"
   

        Leon breathed a sigh of heavy relief, his back already wet with sweat outlining his slim and slender body.
   

        That was close... But who was that just now?
   

        Was it a guy from another force, watching from the darkness?
   

        Leon took a look at the ground, his pupils narrowing.
   

        On the hard stone path, there were several deep footprints. The gray stone slabs were broken by a tremendous force, enough to show the terror of that person's power. And... the footprints were huge.
   

        It must have been a muscular and burly macho man...
   

        On the other side, within the shadows behind the house.
   

        Casio suddenly appeared, his strong arm, strong like a tree stump, still holding a vampire, who was struggling.
   

        The vampire gently kicked Casio's side.
   

        "Stay still! Do you want to die?!"
   

        Casio looked down to scold, only to see the vampire's face turning pale, having difficulty breathing, and starting to roll his eyes.
   

        It seemed like he almost choked the other party to death because he used too much force.
   

        "Damn it, what a waste. As a dark creature, is this all the life force you have? It seems that among dark creatures, Blood Clan ranks pretty low..."
   

        He casually threw this vampire onto the blood-stained ground.
   

        "Hehehe..."
   

        This vampire clutched his neck with both hands, the sound of leaking air coming from his nose and mouth. It took him a while to start coughing.
   

        Although inferior vampires are bizarre compared to humans, they have not yet evolved to the point of being freakish. At least they still need to breathe...
   

        Theoretically, if the crossbow users manage to shoot the lungs of the Blood Clan, it would die if it doesn't recover quickly. The ability to recover is the core ability of a dark creature.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough..."
   

        The vampire on the ground was pretending to cough, his eyes constantly rolling around. At one point, he suddenly made a leap jump, but was caught by a big hand which was already waiting in mid-air, and was picked up like a chicken.
   

        "Look who's on the ground first, get clear of the situation... If you're eager to die, I don't mind raising my fist to help you on your way."
   

        Hearing Casio's words, this vampire suddenly saw on the ground the gory corpse of Franz, the gruesome look of his death.
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        His struggles momentarily ceased, daring not to move.
   

        "Very well, seems like you know when to relent." Casio spoke, taking out a letter from his chest and using it to slap the face of the creature of the Blood Clan. "This letter is likely written in a language of your dark kind. Translate it immediately."
   

        The creature glanced at the lifeless body of its captain on the ground, then at Casio's robust body. It swallowed hard and nodded.
   

        Thirty seconds later.
   

        "What? You're saying this letter is not written in the specialized language of the Blood Clan or any dark creatures. It's in human language, specifically the common language of the Hong Li Federation?"
   

        Casio's expression was one of disbelief as he pointed at the letter.
   

        "Um... May... Maybe the handwriting is just sloppy..."
   

        Looking at Casio fearfully, the creature swallowed hard again.
   

        "You better not be lying to me! Otherwise..." Casio squinted, his right hand suddenly shot out, smashing the left wall with a terrifying fury reminiscent of a monstrous black python. Dust and debris flew everywhere from the large hole created in the wall. 
   

        Each piece of the shattered material that hit the creature's face stung badly.
   

        "That's what you'll get!"
   

        On the other side, the creature holding the letter suddenly started shaking its head like a sieve, "Don't dare, wouldn't dare deceive you, sir..."
   

        Casio gave a slight nod.
   

        "Very well, so what is in the letter?"
   

        The creature gave a small cough, then began to read slowly.
   

        "Oh! My lovely Lady Felini, the rest of my letter goes on to describe you as the beautiful moon in the sky, as the stars that decorate, flatter, and illuminate."
   

        "The crops have been harvested on the fertile land, the playful brooks have turned cold, the lush woods are cloaked in a veil of white."
   

        "I still remember the last sweet encounter we had. Whether it was on the glistening lake in the small boat, or in the shade of a fragrant Bodhi tree, or in a small smoky house with a roaring fireplace. Every moment, every place has left traces of our love. How I yearn to be with you once again to play...."
   

        "..."
   

        "Lastly, Lady Felini, please keep this letter safe. Do not let your husband, Viscount Isis, see it! Otherwise, he will come to kill me, no matter the distance he has to cover!"
   

        The creature stopped reading and looked up at Casio.
   

        Casio raised an eyebrow: "Anything else?"
   

        The creature shook its head: "No."
   

        "Isn't there any secret message in it? Maybe some coded words or phrases?"
   

        "Probably... Not, this is just a love letter... Lord Franz seemed to be interested in Lady Felini five years ago."
   

        "This is truly just a love letter?!" Casio questioned.
   

        "Yes." The creature gently nodded.
   

        Suddenly.
   

        "Crack!"
   

        The creature's head was torn off, it couldn't nod anymore.
   

        "Waste of my time!"
   

        Casio's right hand instantly pierced through the creature's chest like a javelin, behind it exploded a splash of red onto the wall. 
   

        Be it human or ghost, anyone who witnessed this mocking display.
   

        Must die!
   

        Fifteen minutes later, the Crossbow Torrent achieved the final victory.
   

        They annihilated this Vampire family, and their own casualties were far fewer than expected. Only three Eerie Night Guests died in the battle, and four others received various injuries. This was already considered a very low casualty rate.
   

        Normally, the Eerie Night Guests outnumber the Blood Clan by only half. If they barely achieved victory in the end, at least half of them, if not more, would have fallen.
   

        The current situation was indeed a rare victory.
   

        In the middle of the manor, the remaining Eerie Night Guests began to carry the corpses of the Blood Clan. These were the indicators of mission completion, they needed to remove the hearts as proof of the task.
   

        "1, 2, 3... 6, only six?"
   

        Counting one by one, Black Blade frowned. 
   

        "Where are the other two? And the strongest one, Franz?"
   

        A shade of melancholy came over his face. If they were missing the most important target, the reward would be severely reduced.
   

        "They're here."
   

        Suddenly, a deep voice came from the darkness not too far away. Next, two corpses were thrown over.
   

        Thump! Thump!
   

        Everyone looked down and saw a vampire dressed in old aristocratic clothes. His body was distorted and bloody, his head was smashed flat, and his chest was pierced by a dozen large steel arrows.
   

        The other one was also from the Blood Clan, with a large hole in its chest and its head twisted off. Fortunately, there still seemed to be some heart tissue in the hole, barely enough to pass muster.
   

        Thump, thump, thump...
   

        A series of deep footsteps approached.
   

        Everyone turned to look and saw a tall figure in a cloak, holding a blood-stained mechanical crossbow. The slightly reflective sharp edge strangely seemed savage.
   

        ************************
   

        Five days later.
   

        Anta Mountains.
   

        On a seldom-travelled mountain path.
   

        As usual, Casio appeared here in a cloak, carrying a hand suitcase. He rang the bell to summon the horse carriage.
   

        In no time at all.
   

        Casio found himself back in the world of rain, with the black carriage racing along the road, heading towards the Black Rain Villa.
   

        Inside the spacious carriage, he looked up at the upper right corner. The ring logo next to the time bar was strikingly visible.
   

        There were about fifty days left in the retrospective time.
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        Originally, Casio had seven months. Now, five months and ten days have passed. The time he has left is not considerable anymore.
   

        The obsession of the original body this time is rather special.
   

        There's only one – it's to take down Black Rain Villa!
   

        Any actions besides that cannot gain additional staying time, so if Casio wants to continue staying, he must take action against Black Rain Villa! Of course, his obsession is unlikely to direct him to tackle Black Rain Villa right from the beginning. There must be a process involved; any activity weakening the villa should also be feasible.
   

        For example, deliberately failing to complete the regular task scheduled every three months. Enticing the Decayed Knight to pursue him, and then kill him!
   

        For instance, damaging the buildings in Black Rain Villa and its various setups, rendering it non-functional.
   

        Or, consider what Casio wants to experiment right now.
   

        Fishing!
   

        On the way to the Black Rain Villa, when the horse carriage enters the rainy world, there are all kinds of eerie and peculiar scenes around.
   

        Casio has every reason to suspect that these strange events and humanoid creatures are related to Black Rain Villa. Either they are affected by its power, or they are simply part of the villa.
   

        If he gets rid of these things, wouldn't that be indirectly annihilating a part of the villa? The speculation seems reasonable and feasible.
   

        His strength has now recovered; he is fully capable of trying.
   

        The horse carriage rumbles forward while the interior remains very stable. Casio looks out through the side window. This time's scene is different from previous ones as the rainy world is always changing.
   

        The rain outside is more substantial than one can imagine - not drizzling, but pouring. The visibility is relatively low, the sky is very dim, with forest roads on both sides.
   

        Tree trunks and branches keep flashing by. Who knows what's there in the rain-soaked forest? Rabbits, brown bears, or bizarre monsters?
   

        The black horse carriage is speeding steadily on the trail.
   

        Suddenly, the gauze on the right side bulges.
   

        A muscular arm sticks out from within.
   

        Thus exposed, it swings in the air using hard hooks.
   

        Those with luck will take the bait on their own.
   

        The seductive aura fills the air, even the rainwater can't obstruct this charming scent. There is a commotion as if something is stirring in the rain.
   

        "Hiss, Hiss..."
   

        From the roadside, there seems to be a shadow bouncing along ground level through the forest.
   

        A splendid python, its body as thick as a barrel, rapidly slithers on the ground, as if chasing the horse carriage. It's at least a dozen meters long, its speckled scales carrying a profound chill.
   

        The python rushes forward quickly, rearing its upper body, its eyes emitting a peculiar glow. With a wide-open mouth, it strikes swiftly!
   

        Whoosh! A gust of wind pressure rushes over.
   

        "It's here!"
   

        The hand swiftly retreats with incredible speed.
   

        The python bites on thin air.
   

        Almost immediately, two robust arms, resembling sturdy concrete pillars, stretch out from the window. The veins bulging like tree branches, muscles entwined and bulging like steel bars.
   

        Casio grabs the python's head with a snap of his giant hand.
   

        He then unleashes an irresistible force, pulling the snake into the carriage window, a python of over ten meters is unexpectedly reeled in instantaneously, like a large belt violently pulled by a person!
   

        Inside the carriage, a look of delight crosses Casio's face. He places his feet on the carriage compartment, his hands exerting monstrous, inhuman strength.
   

        A gigantic snake head is yanked into the carriage forcefully.
   

        "Buzz!"
   

        A high-speed rotating white air wraps Casio's entire arm, the Gale airflow is fully deployed, the secondary bloodstream accelerates the massive, violent power burrowing into his arm muscles.
   

        "Die, Splitting Stream!!!"
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        It was like a rapidly spinning white chainsaw.
   

        Casio's entire right hand plunged directly into the python's flesh, massive amounts of fresh blood gushed out, almost staining the entire carriage.
   

        The python opened its mouth wide in pain, trying to bite Casio's body, but was firmly held by the carriage window and Casio's arm.
   

        It couldn't twist or retreat backward whatsoever.
   

        At the same time.
   

        Series of thudding collision sounds came from outside the carriage.
   

        The black horse carriage was speeding forward, entering a narrow forest. And the python's huge body intermittently smashed through the trees, causing huge commotion. Even though the python's body was strong, its scales were knocked open, and its skin and flesh burst open.
   

        Inside the carriage, Casio methodically played the chainsaw. His entire arm had completely sunk in, severing about a third of the python's flesh. The foul-smelling fresh blood had sprayed a thin red carpet inside the carriage, sticky and bloody.
   

        Thump thump thump thump...
   

        Heavy footsteps came from outside the carriage somehow.
   

        Suddenly, a massive force pulling outward came from the python's body. Thankfully, Casio was quick-witted and held tightly to the snake head's wounded area with both strong arms, his feet bracing against it.
   

        He could feel that an unknown entity outside was lured over by the commotion the python made. Both of them were arm wrestling through the carriage window, with both their forces being incredibly strong.
   

        One moment, the muscular Casio was able to pull the snake body in a bit, the next moment, the monster outside gained the upper hand and nearly pulled the python out. However, overall, the monster's power outside was stronger than Casio. Because it had to move at high speeds simultaneously and didn't have a point of leverage like Casio.
   

        As for the black horse carriage, it was more like a rule. The carriage was extremely robust, hard to damage. And it was still driving forward smoothly amid their arm wrestling, unaffected by the power.
   

        "Hiss..."
   

        The lower scales of the python rubbed against the edge of the window.
   

        It was being gradually torn out by a massive force, inch by inch.
   

        "Trying to snatch my catch?!"
   

        Perhaps due to the strong body from practicing secret martial arts, Casio was very competitive when it came to power.
   

        With a roar, his eyes turned red, and his muscles outlined a tough black contour. His exaggerate arms, like cast iron, with worm-like veins pulsating beneath his skin. An overwhelming force burst forth like a flash flood.
   

        Muscles expanded as his skin suddenly tightened to the maximum. Fine pores seemed to all have opened up, as if hot steam was spraying out. The formidable muscles on his arms became a blend of red and black.
   

        "Wanna match strength with me? Get in here!"
   

        Casio violently pulled inwards.
   

        Rip!
   

        He was sent flying by the reaction force, his back heavily slamming against the other side of the carriage. Looking down, he saw that the horrific snake head of the python, which was tens of meters long, had been torn off. The cross-section was a bloody mess, and the body was seized by the monster outside.
   

        The way this python died was beyond tragic.
   

        "F--k!"
   

        Seemingly aggrieved by losing the arm wrestling, Casio, with his red eyes, was very angry, and hot air steam was shooting out of his nostrils. He delivered a punch onto the snake head, burying it deep inside with a squelching sound.
   

        On top of the tragic-looking skull forms another pit.
   

        "No, I didn't lose. It's because I used the winds to cut open the python's head. When their forces are pulling against each other, the fracture naturally occurs at the wound site..."
   

        Casio began to calm down, reassuring himself.
   

        He took several deep breaths, looked at the messy inside of the carriage, and couldn't help admonishing himself inwardly: "Don't let external things like Black Rain Villa or Shadow Demon affect you, impulsiveness, impatience, and bloodlust are the greatest enemies of the Secret Martial Art's progress!"
   

        Casio was reminded of one of the essential teachings of the Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        "Clear heart flows like water, strong will cannot be stopped."
   

        The redness in his eyes gradually fades as he walked over to the window and peered outside. He saw a gigantic ape, about five meters tall, carrying a section of the snake's body in the forest not far away, running further without looking back, as if afraid that his prey would be snatched away.
   

        Each step it took on the ground produced a dull sound. As if thunder was close at hand.
   

        "..."
   

        Casio quietly drew his head back in.
   

        You never know what kind of monster is arm wrestling with you on the other side of the window! Honestly speaking, even if his strength was inferior to this gigantic muscular ape, it was still impressive.
   

        "Giant snakes, giant apes...there are creatures of such gigantic sizes in the rain-laden world? I thought all were monsters with strange logic? Maybe the ordinary creatures in this realm were mutated due to the influence of the villa's power?"
   

        Casio speculated based on the information he learned at Twilight.
   

        Black Rain Villa is very mysterious, no one knows what its origin is, its purpose is, or even when it first appeared. The Eerie Night Guests only know that the Black Rain Villa's action is to hunt down the creatures of darkness, the more darkness creatures it hunts down, the more horrifying it becomes, and it continually rejuvenates.
   

        Other mysterious areas of the entire villa would gradually open up as well.
   

        It hunts down the creatures of darkness not out of kindness, but for its own revival. Maybe when the Black Rain Villa is completely revived, it will become the greatest creature of darkness.
   

        Additionally, according to some secret historical speculations.
   

        In Twilight's memory, he found that the appearance of the Black Rain Villa in history was not only once, it can be traced all the way back to the era of the Mokar Dynasty a thousand years ago. It was active for a period of time followed by a phase of dormancy, and this period was roughly several decades. And at the moment the villa chose to lie dormant, all Eerie Night Guests would suddenly die, the Markers were just consumables for the villa.
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        Casio mused, as the carriage wheels rattled on.
   

        The carriage stopped at a station not far from Black Rain Villa.
   

        Casio climbed down from the carriage, making no attempt to open an umbrella. Instead, he allowed the rain to wash over the blood stains on his cloak.
   

        Next to the station, an Eerie Night Guest waiting for the carriage looked at Casio in surprise, then began to shake a bell with great force.
   

        The black carriage, originally stationary, responded to the summoning bell, slowly started to move, and refocused its direction.
   

        The Eerie Night Guest brushed past Casio to board the carriage, immediately followed by a high-pitched scream of terror.
   

        "Aaahhh!"
   

        The shrill sound pierced the sky.
   

        With a nonchalant expression, Casio walked along a woodland path, stealing a glance at the upper right corner. There was good news and bad news. He was correct in his supposition, as evident by the increment in time progress bar—the good news. The bad news was that the time progress bar had only increased by a day, which did not reflect the effort Casio had put in.
   

        So, he still had to hunt the decayed knight...
   

        Fortunately, Casio had been prepared. He hadn't yet completed his recurring three-month tasks, preferring to wait and evaluate the final situation to decide whether or not to defy Black Rain Villa.
   

        It seemed now that Casio would have to be pursued at least once.
   

        The decayed knights, according to Casio's twilight memories, were quite powerful, divided into several different types. Yet, without exception, they all possessed formidable combat skills, similar to masters immersed in various fighting skills for centuries!
   

        Once they engage in combat, an Eerie Night Guest is doomed!
   

        Without a doubt, the decayed knights are powerful. If Casio wants to hunt them instead, he probably has to plan thoroughly.
   

        Muscles aren't omnipotent...
   

        Half an hour later, at the Crossbow stronghold of Black Rain Villa.
   

        A tall figure stood in the rain, knocking on the door.
   

        "knock, knock, knock..."
   

        "Coming... coming!"
   

        A clear, pleasant female voice came from inside.
   

        "Hello, ah..."
   

        Standing before Casio was a cute and pure girl in her twenties, fair-skinned with short, cute hair. Her face exuded an innocent feel, like a novice.
   

        At this moment, her face bore a frightened expression.
   

        To her, Casio was clearly not one of the thin members of the Crossbow faction. Instead, the burly man outside wore a black cloak, emanating an intimidating presence and reek of blood. His dark hat concealed a pair of cold eyes.
   

        The girl involuntarily swallowed, retreating two steps.
   

        "You... hello. May I help you? This is our Crossbow stronghold... we typically don't allow outsiders in..."
   

        She balled her hand into a fist, summoning the courage to speak to Casio.
   

        "I'm not an outsider…" The deep voice resonated.
   

        Casio's robust figure stepped in. His strong arm swung in front of the girl, revealing the Crossbow logo.
   

        "Where's Black Blade? I left my room key with him."
   

        "I'm now in charge of Mr. Black Blade's duties, and the key is with me." The girl let out a sigh of relief when she saw the logo in Casio's hand. Initially, she thought Casio was from another faction trying to pick a fight. She hadn't expected him to be a member of the Crossbow faction.
   

        Half a minute later.
   

        Casio took the key and started walking towards his room.
   

        At the door, the girl watched the silhouette moving down the hall— his broad back like a wall—murmuring to herself, "When did our Crossbow faction get such a big guy?"
   

        She furrowed her brows as she looked down and her pupils contracted.
   

        On the ground were wet footprints stained with blood.
   

        As per usual.
   

        First, Casio went back to his room to take a bath, then he had a meal at the Crossbow faction's convenient cafeteria. During this time, many eyes were cast towards him. There were expressions of fear, amazement, disgust, and even worship on their faces. It seemed that a lot of rumors about Casio had begun to circulate after the group mission five days ago.
   

        After lunch, Mr. Black Blade came to find him.
   

        And an extra task was given to Casio, along with a task certificate. This was his share in a team mission based on his contribution to the fight. It was about 3.5 Dark Source.
   

        Not bad, definitely stronger than a typical shield task.
   

        With the task Casio took on earlier, once more he miraculously gathered energy of more than fifteen Dark Sources. It was time to buff himself once again before hunting down the Decayed Knight.
   

        An hour later, on a street of gray bricks.
   

        Casio headed towards the Baptism Church.
   

        Back to the same old place, inside a dark secret room.
   

        Tasks and objects were exchanged here.
   

        He received a total of sixteen Dark Sources.
   

        After a drizzling of cold black rain.
   

        Casio suddenly gained eight Secret Soul powers.
   

        On the secret room's floor, he sat crossed legged, not choosing to start using it. Instead, he raised his head to glance at the upper right corner.
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 68.0% (total three levels)'
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Art: Insect Bite 46.7% (total three levels)'
   

        With six months of crazy slaughter, Casio restored his strength and even improved both. His physical realm improved by 3.5%, this was the upgrade he made the last time he experimented the effects of the Secret Soul power.
   

        Because of the conclusion drawn by the Eerie Night Guests.
   

        If one exceeds the limit of self-improvement in strength at Black Rain Villa one time, it is likely for the Markers to lose control. They will be corroded by this power, damaging their bodies, and in severe cases, their bodies may explode and die.
   

        Casio tested this pheneomenon.
   

        Then he found out, the Eerie Night Guests were right. If he improves his strength too much at once and it exceeds his ability to control, it is likely to have unknown consequences on his body.
   

        But, Casio's Wind Elephant Fist realm is higher than the Elephant Soul Secret Art. In theory, his precise control of strength exceeds his physical realm. It implies that Casio can enhance the Elephant Soul Secret Art to Insect Bite-up to 68% without being hurt.
   

        Therefore, he made an attempt last time when he upgraded.
   

        He increased his physique by 3.5% at once in the chapter of Insect Bite.
   

        The experiment concluded that his guess was correct, but with slight deviations. Casio indeed can enhance Elephant Soul Secret Art to Insect Bite Chapter 68%, samely the realm of the third blood acceleration. Nevertheless, the body still needs a smooth adaptation process.
   

        According to the guess, he needs to rest between one month and two months every time he upgrades Insect Bite Chapter 5%. After all, in the presence of Casio's strong physique, he can even arm wrestle with a Giant Ape.
   

        His 5% is quite scary for ordinary people.
   

        According to calculation.
   

        It would take Casio approximately four to eight months to upgrade his physique to the third realm of blood acceleration.
   

        It's neither long nor short, it's acceptable.
   

        After all, if you practice the secret martial art step by step, it takes a decade to upgrade from the second blood acceleration to the third blood acceleration unless you're tremendously talented.
   

        Putting down his thoughts, Casio moved into the Secret Art's posture.
   

        Suddenly, a warm current spread from the core to the whole body.
   

        In the effect of the Secret Soul's power, hard muscle and strong bones in his body were rapidly changing. The muscles became more dense and firm, forming a better force delivery shape. The bones became heavier and wider, gleaming white like some kind of porcelain.
   

        The change that required years was completed in an instant!
   

        Casio opened his eyes and squeezed his palm. He could feel a surging power becoming stronger and stronger in his body.
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Art: Insect Bite 46.7% → Insect Bite 51.7%'
   

        The day when the Insect Bite Chapter was fully accomplished is getting closer.
   

        After feeling the Secret Soul's power in his body.
   

        There is still about four and half units left.
   

        Just now the enhancement used up three and half units, Casio couldn't help but click his tongue. Indeed, it becomes harder later on. Previously, the Spike Chapter could increase the progress bar by a dozen or so percent with one unit of Secret Soul power, and now the conversion rate between the two is about 1 to 1%.
   

        Remaining: 4.5 Secret Soul Power
   

        Casio couldn't help but cast his gaze on a technique of hard qigong.
   

        'Stone Armor Skill'!
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        When he was in the real world, Casio obtained firsthand data through personal experimentation. Martial artists at the second level of accelerated blood flow could withstand the shots from small firearms when they put their all into a punch.
   

        As for light machine guns, evasion is necessary.
   

        If shot at the same time by a large quantity of machine gun bullets, even Casio would pay a severe price.
   

        And as for stronger firepower heavy machine guns, sniper rifles ...
   

        He would probably need to keep far away from them. The kinetic energy of these powerful firearms is no joke and is capable of penetrating his body.
   

        "Martial artists, whose fists can penetrate armor as thick as knuckles, and whose swift hands can catch flying sparrows. Every time a blood node in the body is opened, the power doubles instantly when it bursts. Until the three nodes at the navel, heart, and brow are completely connected in a cycle." 
   

        "This results in terrifying physical strength and amazing willpower, capable of surviving without food or drink for over half a month in the wild. The three nodes circulate, accelerating the further refining of the body, thereby giving birth to a mysterious power that originates from the human body. Qi, or momentum. Cultivating different secret martial arts, having different life experiences, different momentums are created. The rise of momentum leads to a constant surge in fighting spirit and power, while the envelopment of momentum drives enemies into cold fear. Even within the range of the aura, a secret martial artist can make accurate predictions and sense..."
   

        "Mastering momentum, thousandfold refinement of combat skills, and the body begins to evolve along its own path, this is a school master..."
   

        "Similarly, it is also called a Fighter!"
   

        "Only at the level of a Fighter, can the physical body withstand the spray of machine gun bullets and survive being hit by a sniper rifle without being fatal. But this state is for those who purely cultivate secret martial arts, we can still use external forces..."
   

        Casio's thoughts turned to secret martial arts and skills.
   

        If one insists on dividing them, skills are a super simple shrunken version of secret martial arts. The enhancement of secret martial arts is comprehensive, which may have some emphasis, but in general, it will enhance all aspects of the human body together.
   

        And skills are purely focused on a certain aspect. There is no basic structure and no method to break through human limitations. However, in the area where the skill is focused, the effect is stronger than secret martial arts!
   

        For example, the broken skill of Gale's Airflow left by Lixia.
   

        The destructive power can't be said to be not surprising.
   

        With further cultivation, Casio could even create a Rasengan!
   

        The same goes for the Stone Armor skill, which is also a skill.
   

        It's a skill focused on physical defense.
   

        It is said that when cultivated to major achievement, the whole body is like being covered in tough stone armor, capable of resisting various attacks of sharp and blunt weapons.
   

        Unfortunately, the performances of those who practice Body Refining Stream under the Eerie Night Guest are not outstanding. This Hard Qigong did not produce much power during the completion of the task, even because it had to fight with dark creatures in the front, often injured or even killed.
   

        Gradually, people of the Body Refining Stream began to feel a bit challenging.
   

        However, Casio, in these few months, repeatedly started to read and try to refine this Stone Armor Skill, and found a problem. That is, the Eerie Night Guest could not break through the human limit through the upgrade of Black Rain Villa, reaching the level of martial artist.
   

        The people of the Body Refining Stream practice the Stone Armor Skill, but the physique that supports this Hard Qigong is below the human limit. In such a state to fight clearly inhuman dark creatures, it's already an advantage that the Body Refining Stream has been able to be inherited due to the high-quality of the Stone Armor Skill.
   

        Casio felt that if he used this Hard Qigong at a level above the martial artist, he might see its true power.
   

        In the secret room, he took out a secret manual and looked at it again.
   

        He read the details he needed to pay attention to again.
   

        Ten minutes later, Casio put down the secret manual of the Stone Armor Skill.
   

        He relaxed his whole body slightly, allowing his tough muscles to contract and bulge, and the hot blood in his blood vessels to circulate smoothly.
   

        "Come... consume the power of the Secret Soul and enhance the Stone Armor Skill."
   

        Casio closed his eyes.
   

        Suddenly, the power of the Secret Soul scattered with a gush.
   

        The method of the Stone Armor Skill begins to operate at an accelerated pace of a thousand times.
   

        Within the body, a thick wave suddenly rose from every inch of the muscle. Then it continuously seeped toward the surface of the body, and what came with it was the pain of seeming like being struck by thousands of hammers, the bones and joints began to crackle.
   

        Casio frowned, but did not show any painful expression. After all, it's only the first layer of the Stone Armor Skill. Compared with the pain brought about by the improvement of the Wind Elephant's secret martial art, this is nothing.
   

        Gradually, the heavy current began to secrete invisible fluid from the muscles to the surface of the skin like a group of invisible liquids. As if applying a layer of sunscreen, it continuously secretes and accumulates on the surface of the skin.
   

        He could feel that the changes in his bones and muscles were not very obvious, but the skin beneath the muscles began to mutate and become denser and thicker, as if a layer of light armor was added to the body surface.
   

        He suddenly opened his eyes and looked at the upper right corner.
   

        "Stone Armor Skill: Novice Light Armor (two layers in total)"
   

        The first layer of Stone Armor Skill is light armor, the second layer is heavy armor.
   

        Each layer is divided into beginner, minor accomplishment, and major accomplishment stages.
   

        The display is not like a percentage of Gale's Airflow.
   

        It is not yet known whether this is due to the perfection of this skill.
   

        Casio reached out to pinch his skin and immediately felt tougher, defence increased. He was reassured right away.
   

        As expected, Hard Qigong enhances the basic body, and this Stone Armor Skill is not a pile of rubbish.
   

        Well ... let's continue.
   

        Remaining: 3.7 Secret Soul Power
   

        Casio closed his eyes again. His whole body began to tremble along with the operation of the Secret Soul Power. A full of vitality power gradually spread from the core of his body to the rest of his body, and a heavy current continuously passed through the muscles and bones to reach the skin.
   

        "Stone Armor Skill: Minor Accomplishment of Light Armor (two layers in total)"
   

        Remaining: 2.5 Secret Soul Power
   

        This time, Casio did not open his eyes again.
   

        There's nothing to say, just go straight ahead.
   

        With a splash, two units of Secret Soul Power spread out instantly.
   

        Casio felt a pang of pain all over his body, his bones crackled. He stood up abruptly, and his muscles bulged madly. Unlike usual, this time the strong muscles were covered with a layer of pale gray. Making muscle blocks look like pieces of marble.
   

        His body surface has a sense of heavy and stable quality like a rock.
   

        He raised his hand and pounded his chest soundly.
   

        There was a sound of stones colliding.
   

        "I can feel that my defence has become more stable..."
   

        Casio looked satisfactorily at the upper right corner.
   

        "Stone Armor Skill: Major Accomplishment of Light Armor (two layers in total)"
   

        With the gaze fixed on them, a small black font similar to an explanatory note appeared under this line of text.
   

        "What's this?" Casio narrowed his eyes.
   

        "Skin hardening level one: Due to the practice of Hard Qigong, the density of the body surface muscles and skin has slightly increased, making it harder and tougher. Able to resist slashing, piercing and blunt weapons..."
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        "A slight increase? How slight is it?"
   

        Casio immediately commenced the test, curious to see how this first level skin hardening functioned. A dull thudding noise soon resonated within the secret room, lasting for a few minutes.
   

        He drew an approximate conclusion.
   

        In a normal state, when Casio did not intentionally exert force, the Stone Armor would amplify his defensive power four times. In a burst state, the Stone Armor could amplify Casio's defense by eighty percent, almost doubling it!
   

        This was no trivial matter.
   

        Knowing that, previously, an untrained Casio could withstand small firearms that only broke the skin, this boost of eighty percent meant that those small firearms may not even pierce his skin, and light machine guns and automatic rifles would likely pose no problem.
   

        It was as if Casio wore a bulletproof vest anywhere and anytime.
   

        Of course, skin hardening did not only offer bullet resistance.
   

        Against hacks and stabs from cold weapons and heavy blunt force, it could provide effective defense. It was essentially like wearing a protective layer of versatile leather armor.
   

        Moreover, this only described the effects once Light Armor Mastery was achieved.
   

        If he took it a step further to achieve Heavy Armor Mastery, Casio's bodily defense could potentially leap to another level.
   

        Without a doubt, certain skills were very effective.
   

        When one focused on becoming formidable in one aspect, their skill development naturally accelerated, demonstrating unique advantages.
   

        On an open field, 
   

        Casio adopted a fighting stance and launched into a basic routine of Wind Elephant Fist. With the roll and shift of his fist and footwork, the slight discomfort caused by his body's transformation was completely dispelled. The side effects associated with the rapid improvement according to Eerie Night Guests were negligible in Casio's case, almost nonexistent.
   

        One reason was that Casio had been researching the Stone Armor skill for six months and was well-prepared. Another reason was that his second realm of Blood Acceleration, the Hard Qigong physical advancement, allowed him to master all skin and muscle mutations that occurred.
   

        Five minutes later, on the gray road of Black Rain Villa.
   

        A tall cloaked figure strode quickly, his cloak undulating lightly beneath him. Through the gap in his cloak, a peek at the robust muscles and a layer of grey stone-like skin was possible.
   

        The next day, 
   

        Inside a dingy room in Black Rain Villa, 
   

        "How much do you need? The Fierce Oil Potion may not be very valuable, but each bottle costs at least a thousand federal coins. If you can buy more than five bottles, I can give them for ten percent off. What do you think?" a man's slow voice echoed.
   

        His hair was fluffy and disheveled, his appearance shabby. He looked about forty years old, a dark pipe clenched between his teeth.
   

        "Give it to me for thirty percent off."
   

        "No, that wit.."
   

        "I will take ten bottles, thirty percent off."
   

        "Deal!"
   

        The man quickly extended his hand and shook hands with Casio.
   

        Then, he brought out a small box. Inside the box were ten transparent bottles, each about the size of half a fist. They contained a thick, bluish-black liquid.
   

        The bottles were all covered, but an unpleasant smell, like marsh gas, emanated from the box.
   

        "Ten bottles of Fierce Oil Potion, for a total of seven thousand alliance coins!"
   

        A cunning smile spread across the man's face.
   

        Among the Eerie Night Guests, very few regular transactions were made using Dark Source. It was extravagant to use the Dark Source to exchange for money or ordinary material enjoyment.
   

        Ordinary Markers didn't have the strength to complete extra tasks. For them, it was hard enough to complete their regular tasks every three months, barely escaping death each time. A low-level regular task granted only one or two Dark Sources, something pitifully scarce.
   

        The Eerie Night Guests mostly used the Dark Source to enhance their own abilities, hoping it might preserve their lives for the next mission.
   

        The common transactions among the Markers still involved money.
   

        In this era, seven thousand federal coins were no small sum. The purchasing power was akin to the British pound during the industrial revolution. Seven thousand federal coins were enough to buy a small manor.
   

        As for where Casio's money came from?
   

        Of course, it came from the rewards of his numerous hunts of dark creatures. Some dark creatures strove to assimilate into urban life for better human hunting, accumulating a large amount of money to blend into the upper society and camouflage their identities.
   

        After Casio killed these creatures, he took what he wanted. After all, one must make a fortune in times of disaster.
   

        He was very wealthy; seven thousand was nothing to him.
   

        In the room, Casio reached into his coat and quickly brought out a stack of bills, handing them over to the man. After accepting the box from him, Casio proceeded to ask, "I heard that you also have..."
   

        Twenty minutes later,
   

        A cloaked figure carrying an umbrella in one hand and a large redwood box in the other, stepped into the rain.
   

        From behind him,
   

        A middle-aged man with a wide smile waved enthusiastically, "If you need anything just let me know! Remember to look for my sign, it's called The Morose Rose..."
   

        In the afternoon, at a shop in Black Rain Villa,
   

        A Marker was hanging a sturdy shield on the wall, freshly forged in the style of the Middle Ages.
   

        It had an inverted triangle shape, bulging out on both sides in an arc.
   

        There was a terrifying axe emblem in the middle of the shield.
   

        Suddenly, the sound of heavy footsteps echoed from outside.
   

        A burly man walked in.
   

        "How may I assist you, sir?"
   

        The Marker put down his cloth and quickly approached.
   

        "Iron scale armor, spiked hammer, combat battle ax, chain shackles, large curved knife, Tulak Chopping Sword, Swift Sword... never mind, give me a portion of each of these cold weapons. Please have them delivered to Crossbow..."
   

        Listening to the customer's request, the Marker's eyes lit up.
   

        A large order had arrived.
   

        Two days later, in the largest training room of Crossbow Tower,
   

        There was a constant sound of weapon clashes.
   

        A large curved knife sliced diagonally in mid-air.
   

        A flash of silver.
   

        Clang!
   

        Two thick fingers caught the knife blade.
   

        The man wielding the knife tugged back forcefully, but no matter what, he couldn't retrieve his curved knife, so he had to unwillingly give up.
   

        He released the hilt with a bitter smile shaking his head.
   

        "Dusk, this is the entirety of the Koyu Wood Curved Knife Technique I've been practicing. As for more, sorry that my skills fall short…"
   

        "No worries, thanks for your help, Mr. Tuss."
   

        Casio let go of his fingers and handed the curved knife back.
   

        He then removed a small stack of bills from his chest: "This is the remaining one thousand Federal Coins, take them, Mr. Tuss."
   

        "Many thanks."
   

        Tuss sheathed the curved knife, nodding in thanks. Markers weren't short of money, but it depended on the situation. A simple demonstration of martial arts for an hour could easily earn fifteen hundred federal coins, this was certainly a profitable deal.
   

        He stuffed the money into his chest and exited the room.
   

        Outside, four or five markers holding different weapons were sitting in chairs waiting, while chatting leisurely amongst themselves.
   

        As soon as Tuss appeared, their gazes all shifted to him.
   

        He smiled, patted his slightly bulging left chest, and nodded, before making his way to the corridors.
   

        The few people sitting also chuckled and continued their conversation.
   

        After a moment, a voice came from inside the training room.
   

        "Next up Mr. Bartley, the weapon is Chain Shackles…"
   

        "It's my turn."
   

        A robust man stood up.
   

        Two days later, in the suburbs of Nington City, Joachim Manor.
   

        This place was situated in isolation, the closest settlement being a small town half a kilometer away. The city center was at least five or six kilometers from there.
   

        At the manor gate.
   

        Two figures in suits embraced.
   

        "Mr. Dusk, Joachim Manor now belongs entirely to you. Use it however you like and moreover, thank you for your generosity, which has granted me a small profit. Goodbye, I shall take my leave."
   

        The middle-aged man took his stride towards the horse carriage parked by the side.
   

        The black carriage began to move, the curtain at the carriage window was lifted towards the left. The man vigorously waved his right hand with a smile on his face.
   

        The entrance of the manor.
   

        A tall figure in a suit stood silently.
   

        The man held a blueprint of Joachim Manor. Apart from the manor's specific structure, there were various additional designs or rather traps inside the manor that didn't exist in reality. Spikes, pits, wooden stakes, explosives, landmines, etc...
   

        That night, in the village near the Manor.
   

        Many young and strong farmers received news that a generous master had arrived at Joachim Manor.
   

        He planned to hire a large number of workers to renovate Joachim Manor, with a high hourly wage. The quicker the work, the higher the wage.
   

        Instantly, the entire village became agitated.
   

        Several days passed.
   

        Nington City, at night, in an abandoned warehouse.
   

        Two vans parked on the decayed floor. In the dim moonlight, two groups were dealing with each other.
   

        "Inspect the goods first?"
   

        "Sure."
   

        One of the vans opened, revealing a large amount of smuggled weaponry. Landmines, grenades, submachine guns, heavy machine guns...
   

        "Hmm, not bad." The tall silhouette nodded.
   

        "And the money?" The slightly shorter figure asked.
   

        "Here it is." The taller man handed the suitcase straight away.
   

        Ten minutes later.
   

        "Pleasure doing business."
   

        "Pleasure doing business!"
   

        Both parties took their desired items, got into the vans, and went their separate ways under the dim moonlight.
   

        Late at night, Joachim Manor.
   

        A vehicle drove into the nearby warehouse.
   

        Half an hour later, the second floor of the Villa.
   

        Casio was sitting on the sofa, sipping freshly brewed black tea. He pondered for a moment and took off his cloak.
   

        Under his cloak was a set of rigid silvery body armor that covered his entire body. The armor was not only strong in defense but also highly elastic. Even in Casio's full effort, the muscle expansion barely caused it to burst open. He picked up the teacup and took another large sip of the hot tea.
   

        Casio glanced at the handgun on the table, stood up, and walked over to a decorative stand behind him that housed a variety of brand-new cold weapons and a can armor suit.
   

        He walked through the living room to the balcony.
   

        Surveying the vast space inside the Manor.
   

        On the surface, it seemed calm, but danger lurked within. Various traps were hidden inside. Right, there were a few landmines he had not yet buried.
   

        Preparations had reached this point, but Casio was still somewhat dissatisfied. Due to time constraints, many of his plans had been left unimplemented.
   

        However, it should be enough to deal with the first round of assassination attempts.
   

        He planned to present a big surprise to his beloved Decayed Knight...
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        Several days passed again.
   

        Anta Mountains, Black Rain Villa.
   

        Boom....
   

        The sound of thunder in the sky was getting closer, as if a big iron ball was rolling across a plank overhead. The villa shook violently as a gale carrying heavy rain struck the sky ferociously. The faintly black rainwater fell with a much denser and more violent degree than usual.
   

        "What's happening?"
   

        Inside the Black Rain Villa, within each building. No matter whether in the Mission Hall or the various schools' bases, or places like shops. Everyone was looking subtly up at the sky.
   

        "There is a marker whose regular task has not been completed."
   

        "I wonder which unfortunate fool it is? Haha...."
   

        "Such an idiot, probably a novice. But to think of dodging a regular task, it's a sure path to death! There's a chance of survival by forcing oneself to do the task, escaping is sure death!"
   

        "The decaying knights nearby the manor are going to act..."
   

        "That guy's doomed for sure."
   

        In the drizzling rain, within the dim fog near the Black Rain Villa, some giant shadow aimlessly wandering suddenly twitched, and all started walking in the same direction.
   

        On a passage leading into the Villa, a black carriage sped along the road. An Eerie Night Guest sitting by the window suddenly heard an unfamiliar gallop. He opened a slight gap in the gauze window and looked straight ahead.
   

        Bearing heavy armor all over, a tall war horse was going at full speed, carrying a knight holding a sword on his back. From behind his shoulder rose an excessively shiny cross, the sword hilt ended with a thick piece of dark red, with a skull emblem atop.
   

        An inexplicable cross, seemingly of fallen metal.
   

        "Decayed Knights are being deployed?!"
   

        Several hundred miles away, Nington City, Joachim Manor.
   

        In one of the dark secret rooms.
   

        A tall figure sat cross-legged, his imposing robust body stable and heavy, its surface palpable with a hard rock-like texture.
   

        Sweat was falling down his slightly reddened body, hitting the ground like beads ripped from a thread, making a plopping noise.
   

        The enormous body heat evaporated sweat into white mist.
   

        Suddenly, on the back of the man's right hand.
   

        The originally black shield emblem burst into a blood-red glow in an instant, as bright as a flashlight.
   

        "It's starting."
   

        Casio felt a sinking feeling in his heart, sensing an ominous premonition. He felt as if a pair of eyes were watching him from high above, lacking any human emotion, only cold and ruthless like the execution of rules, along with a touch of mechanical bloodthirst.
   

        He opened his eyes, looking down at his hot right hand. The shield emblem's glow slowly dimmed, eventually restoring its original brightness. However, on the dull medieval style shield, there was now a terrifying spear running through it.
   

        He knew not where the spear came from, but it had smashed through the center of the shield as if killing the person behind the shield in one blow.
   

        "Is it suggesting my inevitable death? Hehe...."
   

        Casio chuckled coldly, once again closing his eyes.
   

        ********************
   

        Two days later, at dusk in the suburbs of Nington City.
   

        The sky which was clear just moments ago was now overcast, and lightning tore through the dark clouds, followed by heavy rain pouring down abruptly. The sudden rain made reality unclear, as all things were shrouded in transparent haziness, trees standing tall amidst the wind and rain, with huge raindrops pounding furiously against the grey walls.
   

        Splash!
   

        Another lightning bolt ripped through the sky, followed by thunder like a roaring clap. The massive explosion made people's scalps numb, their chests felt like something hard had bumped into them, inducing discomfort and a sense of heaviness.
   

        Clip-clop!
   

        A black carriage stopped on a country road.
   

        A moment later.
   

        A man holding an umbrella started to walk slowly towards the manor.
   

        He was wearing a large black cloak, with a large suitcase in his left hand seemingly filled with luggage and clothes.
   

        The rain falling from the sky splashed onto the umbrella.
   

        One circular ripple of water blossoming after another.
   

        Wearing a rain-protective pair of black boots, Casio took one step at a time on the muddy country road towards the manor a few hundred meters away.
   

        He held up the edge of the umbrella slightly, looking up at the dark sky. He then raised his left hand to check the time.
   

        18:00.
   

        Click.
   

        The minute hand moved, the time became 18:01.
   

        Casio suddenly turned around, staring forcefully at the road behind him.
   

        The rain curtain was heavy, tree shadows blurry. But on the rural path he had been traversing, there was nobody else but him. No villagers would be wandering on the road in a downpour.
   

        "..."
   

        Casio stayed for a second before turning around and continued walking. The sound of his shoe stepping on the mud could be heard clearly.
   

        Having walked less than ten meters forward, a long and slim silhouette appeared out of nowhere in the fog behind him. It was covered in metal armor, its surface embedded with fish scale-like iron plates and it wore a conical iron helmet. It held a Canon Slashing Sword in its metal-gloved hand which was linked to several pieces of metal.
   

        The cold rainwater fell on the vicious joints, carrying a slight redness when falling, it was unclear whether it was due to the rusting of the metal or the melting of a dark red solid in the crevices of the armor.
   

        Under the knight's helmet, a pair of wooden eyes opened. The very next second, his cluelessness was replaced by a bloodthirst never seen before.
   

        "Kill! Kill! Kill the…..kill…."
   

        Driven by his desire, the Slashing Sword Knight took his first step.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Boom!"
   

        The sound of wood exploding suddenly came from the front.
   

        Casio had unknowingly turned his gaze to the front while holding an umbrella in his left hand and a giant heavy machine gun in his right.
   

        The machine gun was a Silver Monsoon model, meaning its silver bullets shot out in a frenzy, incredibly fierce like a storm sweeping the battlefield. Its caliber was 11.43mm, the gun weighed 27.20 kg, and it theoretically had a firing rate of 600 rounds per minute, or 10 rounds per second.
   

        Click.
   

        "Ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta..."
   

        Machine gun bullets were spraying out crazily, drilling long, narrow paths through the rain and creating a powerful strafing of silver bullets.
   

        The recoil hit Casio's strong body. His expression remained unchanged, only the umbrella held above his head trembled slightly.
   

        Scattered raindrops splashed on the surface of the black umbrella and onto Casio's shoes, pant legs, lapel, and cheeks.
   

        Meanwhile, directly in front.
   

        The Sword-Swinging Knight, preparing to burst out in a mad charge, had his advancing footsteps firmly stopped by the powerful impact of the bullets.
   

        The knight's arms, legs, groin protector, chestplate, and the surface of his metal helmet all sparked with gold.
   

        In a single second, ten machine gun bullets hit the Sword-Swinging Knight's body. The violent gunfire forced it to stay put.
   

        "Ding-ding-ding-ding-ding-ding..."
   

        A series of crisp metallic sound continuously echoed.
   

        A layer of gray matter covered the surface of the Sword-Swinging Knight's armor, shielding it from the strong power of the raging bullets.
   

        "Roar!!!"
   

        The knight started to stagger backward, unwilling, it roared, thrusting forward with both legs, trying to charge and slash Casio.
   

        But the firepower of the machine guns easily pushed it back.
   

        What's more, due to a series of impacts. The knight's armor began to show signs of damage, and the gray matter on the surface of its body gradually darkened, indicating that some sort of protective power was dissipating.
   

        In the distance, the weakened knight covered his face with both arms while his whole body sparked under the impact of the bullets.
   

        "Fool! Still hoping to charge through the bullets? Why don't you just ascend to heaven instead? You're seriously underestimating the power of human technology...ha..."
   

        Casio was holding the machine gun, shooting wildly. At this moment, he had completely forgotten the nonsense he once spouted.
   

        "Firearms are not so inconvenient."
   

        Even his own body, which was nearly reaching its third blood acceleration and had been trained in Hard Qigong, couldn't withstand the crazy firing of the machine gun. It was astounding that the Decayed Knight had endured it for this long.
   

        The supernatural indeed had its powerful and mysterious aspects, but human technology, which evolved at an astonishing rate, was not necessarily inferior. Unless it was something as elusive as the Shadow Demon, which could make physical attack illusionary, anything else that remained within the realm of matter still had to abide by the laws of physics!
   

        Bullets, grenades, missiles and even nuclear bombs.
   

        In the central area, temperatures reached tens of millions or even billions of degrees Celsius.
   

        With one explosion, everything in the vicinity would vaporize.
   

        Even the most bizarre things have their limit, and against unparalleled destructive power and explosion, few things can hold out.
   

        "Ding-ding-ding-ding-ding..."
   

        The Sword-Swinging Knight staggered backward frantically, lunged hastily to the left as if to dodge the bullets, but the bullets followed and hit the ground, splashing mud.
   

        The knight was shot down to the ground, and desperately tried to get up, but the bullets still pinned him down, keeping him from moving.
   

        Clang!
   

        There was a fist-sized oval object thrown in mid-air, hitting the Sword-Swinging Knight's metal helmet and landed with a thud in the mud next to him, creating a small crater.
   

        Underneath the gaze of the knight's pure black pupils, the grenade exploded!
   

        Boom!
   

        The explosion encompassed a distance of several meters around it.
   

        Clang!
   

        A broken longsword was flung out and drew an arc in the air, finally landing on the muddy ground.
   

        "This Decayed Knight is a bit dim... He seems to be controlled by some emotion and can only charge and kill the target mindlessly."
   

        A bit contemplative, Casio threw out another grenade.
   

        Boom!
   

        Clang!
   

        A shattered helmet was blasted off into the distance.
   

        The Decayed Knight of the Black Rain Villa seemed to have been taken down by Casio directly, but one couldn't blame it. After all, these brain-rusty medieval knights had never encountered modern weaponry.
   

        Machine guns and new-type grenades were developed by the Hong Li federation over the past few years and had not even been tested on a battlefield yet.
   

        The past several decades were a time of rapid advancement in the Federation's warfare technology, with the development of new explosives, automatic rifles, airplane bombs, and more. This period of history saw technological progress beyond imagination, after all, who would have thought that just a few years after the invention of the clumsy propeller airplane, astronauts would be able to set foot on the surface of the moon within fifty years?
   

        "Ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta..."
   

        It was another burst of machine gun fire in the distance.
   

        Casio looked over at the broken armor in distance, assuming that the Decayed Knight inside should have been killed by now. But then he glanced at the upper right corner and realized that the progress bar representing time had not increased.
   

        "Still alive?! Or can it resurrect?"
   

        As Casio was puzzled, the sound of approaching hoofbeats came from the nearby mist. He didn't hesitate any longer and turned around, sprinting towards the manor. Each heavy footprint left a small pit on the muddy road.
   

        Behind him, a knight on horseback charged frantically in his direction.
   

        It was holding a massive metal cross sword in its hand.
   

        The two were soon caught in a game of chase, quickly approaching the entrance of the manor.
   

        In the process, Casio's bullets and grenades caused significant obstacles to his pursuer which allowed him to rush into the entrance of the manor first.
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        His eyes sparking, he pressed his hand against the wall and leaped over it. Behind him, a knight slapped the back of his horse, and the seemingly cumbersome warhorse leaped up, elegantly vaulting over the wall.
   

        Tracing a beautiful arc in mid-air.
   

        Landing on both feet.
   

        With a 'splat' sound, they fell into a pit that had been dug beforehand.
   

        Thud!
   

        The knight and his horse plummeted straight to the bottom of the pit, where numerous razor-sharp spikes, as thick as arms, awaited. The armor and spikes collided violently, leaving dents in the outer surface of the armor.
   

        The fully armored warhorse whinnied pitifully as it seemed to sustain significant injuries. A horsehoof was severely twisted, and black liquid oozed from its belly where it had been pierced by a spike.
   

        On the flat ground next to the pit, Casio watched coolly.
   

        Not that he was deliberately being so sinister.
   

        Because, when you've already prepared a trap, you can't let it go to waste.
   

        Roar!
   

        The knight in the pit roared and a massive figure of about one meter and ninety centimeters tall sprung out. A mere three-meter pit couldn't contain him, he easily leaped out.
   

        In mid-air, he clutched a sharp Cross Sword on his shoulder, instantly locking onto Casio not too far away. He then drew in his body, seemingly ready to roll and launch a surprise attack as he landed!
   

        However, just as the knight touched the ground, he immediately fell into yet another hole. This time, the hole was even deeper!
   

        With a clang, the knight seemed to have shattered something?
   

        In the dim light, the deep pit was filled with a pile of logs. In the corner sat a few transparent bottles filled with a bluish-black viscous liquid. One of the bottles had been crushed, instantly releasing an unpleasant smell.
   

        The liquid that flowed out mixed with the water in the pit.
   

        Just as the knight regained his footing and looked up at the narrow sky overhead, preparing to roar, a round object was thrown in.
   

        Boom!
   

        A hand grenade exploded as it hit the ground.
   

        In an instant, a few bottles were shattered and ignited, and the viscous Fierce Oil Potion burst into flames. Though the flames ignited on the water, the rainwater couldn't extinguish them. The pile of firewood in the corner also began to burn under the influence of this flame.
   

        It seemed that the surface of the firewood had been specially treated, coated with a layer of Fierce Oil Potion in advance to keep out the dampness brought on by the rainwater.
   

        For a moment, the flames roared, shooting up to two or three meters high.
   

        Despite the heavy rain, they stubbornly surged from the ground.
   

        In the soil pit, the sounds of impotent rage and miserable howls echoed back and forth. The armor, boasting excellent heat conduction, sizzled, and it seemed the scent of burning fat wafted up from within it.
   

        Clang!
   

        Back at the gate.
   

        A towering knight brandishing a Battle Axe split the iron gate with a single swing, cutting the iron bars in half. He stood over two meters tall, his entire body encased in a bulky Can Armor. The armor was extremely thick, exuding an ancient and indestructible aura.
   

        The Battle Axe knight held a two-sided axe, the blade almost as wide as a person's girth, heavy and formidable.
   

        Standing in the rain, he looked like a fortress of an Iron Tower, his bare grayish-white muscular arms braided and bulging like Tree Roots.
   

        On the stone slab pathway, the bloodthirsty eyes of the Battle Axe knight stared at Casio, a sense of oppression and bloodlust boiling up inside him.
   

        Letting out an impatient roar from beneath his helmet, he swung his bulky leg forward to take the first step, stepping on a stone slab ahead.
   

        He took another step, retracting his back foot.
   

        Boom!
   

        Landmine planted beneath the stone slab exploded instantly.
   

        A giant leg as thick as a human torso flew off.
   

        The Battle Axe knight lost his balance and fell over to the left, pressing down on the ground with a 'clang', then slightly shifting backwards. Boom! Boom! Two landmines that were meticulously embedded nearby exploded one after another.
   

        A smoke-covered 'can' tumbled forward on the ground.
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        For a moment, the commotion inside Joachim Manor subsided. Only the crackling noise of the fierce fire burning in a deep pit could be heard.
   

        Looking around, the rain continued to pour down relentlessly. It seemed that all three Decayed Knights had been taken care by Casio, yet he did not relax in the slightest. This was because the time progress bar on the upper right corner had not increased, indirectly signifying that Casio had not yet succeeded.
   

        The goal of undermining Black Rain Villa was not achieved.
   

        Therefore, in the heavy rain, the Decayed Knights might still present an unexpected situation.
   

        Casio was looking at the two carcasses in the manor, then gradually walked towards the building. During this time, relying on the hidden marks on the ground and the map memory in his mind, he managed to quickly return to the front of the entrance with a series of queer movements.
   

        Casio took a step, stepping onto the first stair, bypassing the second stair, and stepping onto the third stair. The reason he bypassed it was because under the second stair was buried three landmines side by side.
   

        Then, with a staggered pace, he climbed up a few gray-white steps. Instead of choosing to push the door, he moved sideways. He kept moving to the right until he reached a small window.
   

        Casio was very careful because if he wasn't, things could go wrong. He spent a lot of money buying several batches of smuggled weapons in succession, all of which were used on the fortification of Joachim Manor. Some seemingly normal areas were actually filled with traps.
   

        At the window, Casio untied a thin fishing line. Only then did he push the window open and swiftly jumped in.
   

        Once his feet hit the ground, he turned back to look.
   

        Behind the window, there were two grenades hanging. If someone recklessly pushed the window, the fishing line could tug at the grenades and make them explode at once.
   

        Moreover, not only were there grenades behind the window. Even behind the hall's walls hung a number of explosive packs at intervals. Ensuring that the Decayed Knights would be hit hard when attempting to break through the wall, but without causing a chain reaction that would collapse the building.
   

        Casio looked at these arrangements, and nodded slightly. He turned his gaze back to the door, behind which there were no grenades. However, facing directly, there were five or six heavy machine guns fixed to the ground by props and driven by a string attached to the door.
   

        If anyone dared to enter from the front door.
   

        They will face a furious metal storm of fifty bullets per second, even thick steel would be instantly shredded!
   

        Casio took a step and proceeded towards the second floor. There were no additional protective facilities here; it was purely for temporary housing and living. He walked quickly into one of the storage rooms, inside which lay a large number of various smuggled weapons.
   

        He quickly replenished several grenades, picked up a bullet belt, and even took a military shotgun; he slotted it into the buckle on his back.
   

        Then Casio turned back the same way, setting a considerably quick pace. By the time he came back outside the building, only two minutes had passed. Casio checked his watch; the time was 18:06.
   

        It had been five minutes since he encountered the first Decayed Knight.
   

        "Hasn't changed, was my premonition wrong?" Casio slightly frowned, letting the freezing rain fall on his head.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly, a cold light cutting through the air from behind flew over.
   

        The sharp blade slashed harshly on Casio's back, causing his whole body to stumble forward. He quickly rolled over and turned around.
   

        Looking back, it was a Decayed Knight, his entire body enveloped in metal armor. Wearing a dark, cone-shaped helmet, it held a very sharp Canon Slashing Sword.
   

        "It's come back to life."
   

        Casio wasn't surprised by this at all, instead, he was more concerned about something else. When did the Canon Slashing Knight appear behind him? And how did the canon get there?
   

        Even with Casio's perception, he had not had time to detect the danger.
   

        Did it teleport? Or did some other bizarre power take effect?
   

        In front of him, the Canon Slashing Knight stomped, and the entire figure rushed over, carrying a powerful, bloody momentum.
   

        This small area had not been trapped, being designated by Casio as a safe zone. Therefore, the Canon Slashing Knight did not encounter any obstacles and was instantaneously just a few meters away from Casio.
   

        Casio quickly drew the heavy machine gun from behind him, but there was a clear slash mark on it, almost severing the thick gun barrel.
   

        There was no time to change guns now.
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        The Decayed Knight, holding the Canon Slashing Sword, swung it with great force, the blade drew a deadly curve at a sharp angle.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        The slashing sword hit the several dozen-pound heavy machine gun, instantaneously cutting it into two halves, various metal parts scattered around.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A massive figure squeezed through the parts in the air, crashing hard onto the metal armor on the chest of the Decayed Knight like a cannonball.
   

        The specially made Iron Hand Glove clenched into a fist, carrying a fierce burst of strength sunk a fist-sized dent into the surface of the armor. The Canon Slashing Knight was instantly forced to retreat back.
   

        Amid the pouring rain, Casio pulled down the black cloak on his body, revealing the robust and tall body beneath it. And a set of hard and shiny close-fitting armor that covered the surface of his body.
   

        "I'm not just good with guns, you know…"
   

        He grinned, hooking up the corners of his mouth into a ferocious curve.
   

        Moving forward in a step, there was a loud bang on the ground. Casio's figure disappeared instantly from where he stood, appearing beside the Canon Slashing Knight. He threw a fierce whip-like kick. A large dark shadow cut across the air. The shadow of his leg collided with the shiny armour of the knight.
   

        The metal clanged loudly.
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        Both quickly retreated, then clashed together again at high speed.
   

        The Canon Slashing Sword cut through rainwater with precision, tracing a semi-circular arc in the air. Casio right-footed the ground to forcefully shift his position. While avoiding this sword, he struck back with a powerful Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        The Decayed Knight forcefully retrieved his sword. The entire person strangely lifted both hands - the sword abruptly swept across. It didn't seem like a man commanding a sword, but rather the sword controlling and guiding the man.
   

        Clang!
   

        Casio's fist struck the blade, causing it to recoil. His entire body gave a violent shake, and muscles under his armor bulged while his thick green veins pulsed with hot blood. His figure inflated slightly, when he stepped on the ground, the terrain suddenly exploded.
   

        "Elephant Roaring Sound!"
   

        A super-fast straight fist in the state of accelerated blood circulation!
   

        The massive fist slammed fiercely into the Decayed Knight's chest, causing surrounding gray matter to briefly dim. The already depressed chest armor suddenly collapsed inward, revealing several cracks. A stream of black water squeezed out from the cracks, carrying a decayed scent.
   

        "Clang! Clang! Clang!"
   

        Casio continued to throw a series of punches. Each powerful hit targeted the knight's chest. The imprinted armor trembled with the force of the strikes, causing the raindrops to burst into mist.
   

        Once again, a sharp sword arched at him. 
   

        "Die!"
   

        Casio, without regard, raised his muscular black arm and hit back. Punching through countless freezing raindrops along the way, he roared ferociously and struck the knight's head.
   

        With a bang, the helmet and head beneath were lifted off. 
   

        A muffled thud sounded as the iron head fell to the ground.
   

        Casio glanced at the wound at his waist, a sword was stubbed into his armor. He pulled it out to find faint traces of blood leaking from the wound. Even with the combination of the Hard Qigong technique and his close-fitting metal armor, he still couldn't defend against the last strike. 
   

        The Decayed Knight was indeed strong. His close combat skills were incredibly keen and his battle experience was rich. Like a master swordsman immersed in swordplay for centuries, he had a vigorous attack strength. 
   

        The physique of the sword-wielding knight was likewise inhuman, approaching the condition of the initial phase of blood acceleration. Combined with the formidable moves, he had managed to withstand Casio's attacks for quite some time.
   

        Too bad, he only mastered the skill, but it was still far from reaching the effectiveness of Secret Martial Art. Moreover, his manner seemed somewhat rigid and stiff, as if he was driven by some force that caused his battle coordination to be inadequate. 
   

        Casio had only used less than half of his strength to kill him. 
   

        He took another glance at the wound on his left side. The wound instantly stopped bleeding as his muscles contracted. Just as he was about to act, a stream of gray air suddenly emerged from the ground. The air was instantly absorbed by the shield mark on his hand, and some decayed information poured into his mind.
   

        When Casio looked down quickly, the corpse of the slashed sword knight had disappeared. Frowning, he detected something popping up in the upper right corner. 
   

        "Canon Slashing Sword: First level entry (out of three levels)" 
   

        Upon further inspection, more detailed explanations freely flowed into his heart. 
   

        "Canon Slashing Sword is an ancient technique from the sword-fighting school; it is often used in battlefield carnage. It's an extremely aggressive swordsmanship technique for killing."
   

        What Casio had received was a memory imprint. His shield mark directly absorbed and acquired a portion of the sword-wielding knight's combat skills.
   

        He couldn't help feeling puzzled. Why didn't he receive it when he first killed the three Decayed Knights? Perhaps it only counts if he did it personally, and traps set in advance or the use of external forces didn't count?
   

        Then another question arose.
   

        The Decayed Knight was clearly a hunter sent out by the Black Rain Villa, so why did killing him provide experience to his prey?
   

        Casio swiftly activated the Secret Martial Art to sense his body, and immediately noticed something inconsistent. He had a faint sense of decay on his body that was very similar to the just-killed Decayed Knight.
   

        "Sure enough, they're up to no good; is this some kind of tracking?"
   

        Casio thought for a moment, and it started to concern him. This decay smell was very faint, even if it increased a thousand or ten thousand times, it probably wouldn't be a problem. However, if he continued to kill the continuously resurrecting Decayed Knights, this scent would likely increase rapidly.
   

        It's enhancing the Black Rain Villa's positioning on the Markers.
   

        So, the Black Rain Villa's perception has its limits? Or perhaps there are no limits, but it weakens as the distance increases.
   

        If the distance is large enough, it might take the Decayed Knight dispatched by the Black Rain Villa several months or even half a year to locate the target. This scent imprint is to prevent such situations, even though it is indirectly enhancing the strength of the pursued...
   

        While it seems illogical, it fits perfectly with the Black Rain Villa's own logic. It seems more like a mechanical, rudimentary intellectual system that follows a certain set of rules. If not, why wouldn't it issue tasks to other Eerie Night Guests to hunt down those Markers who betrayed the Black Rain Villa? That would have a higher success rate than the seemingly formidable Decayed Knights! Because humans are able to tap their potentials and with sufficient incentives, they can be truly terrifying. 
   

        Backstabbing, setting traps, throwing bombs, poisoning, employing honey traps - all too numerous to count. As long as the Black Rain Villa releases the location regularly, the rebels would be irked to death even if not killed directly.
   

        This would be far more terrifying than the predictable pursuit of the Decayed Knights. 
   

        The Black Rain Villa simply follows its own set of operating logic: Marker fails to complete the regular task → Marker is defined as the Betrayer → The betrayed Marker undergoes identity changes → Decayed Knights leave the Rainy World → It rains around the Betrayer → Decayed Knights begin to kill. This is probably the logic behind the process.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio shook his head after some thought.
   

        Intensifying his tracking by Black Rain Villa was useless, as he had no intention of escaping in the first place. His action was only due to the fact that time was running out, so he had to kill some Decayed Knights to extend his stay. After he finished, Casio would return to perform his task, albeit begrudgingly.
   

        The rules of Black Rain Villa stated that every Betrayer had two chances to reform. After escaping the hunt of the Decayed Knights, if they returned to the Villa, they were assigned an incredibly difficult task. If they accomplished it, their records were wiped clean.
   

        If they failed, they would be extensively pursued to the ends of the earth.
   

        Of course, if they died during the mission, that's acceptable too.
   

        Also, Casio didn't really care about the aura of decay from these battle skills. When he returned to the Real World, he would only bring back the pure essence of his being. Items with hidden tricks like these would probably be purified.
   

        So, did that mean he got them for free?
   

        Although these Cold Weapon Skills don't offer much use for Casio, who primarily practiced the Secret Martial Art, no one would complain about being too skilled.
   

        Moreover, the accumulation of experiences from different schools might induce insight, eventually leading to improvements in his own Secret Martial Art.
   

        "Clippity-clop, clippity-clop..."
   

        The sound of hooves brought Casio back to reality.
   

        He quickly turned his head.
   

        He saw the Cross Sword Knight, who had already been burned to death by flames, resurrect again, galloping towards him on a war horse.
   

        The horse neighed, took a powerful leap, and fell into the pit again.
   

        Bang!
   

        The explosives detonated.
   

        A smoking helmet flew out with a clang.
   

        "Goddamn it, don't die now!" 
   

        Casio complained inwardly, as deaths caused by external forces or traps didn't count. He immediately clenched his Iron Fist and charged over.
   

        A fierce battle erupted once again nearby the Manor.
   

        Two and a half hours later.
   

        Through multiple experiments, Casio understood the patterns.
   

        Firstly, Canon Slashing Sword Knights reappeared every five minutes, Cross Sword Knights every seven minutes, and Double Axe Knights, every ten minutes. The moment they respawned, they would instantly disappear into the black rain and randomly emerge nearby Casio.
   

        Secondly, Casio used forty percent of his strength to defeat Canon Slashing Knights, fifty percent for Cross Sword Knights, and seventy percent for Double Axe Knights. Of course, if he used explosives or firearms, he only needed ten percent of his strength for each one.
   

        Thirdly, Decayed Knights never get tired and have unlimited resurrections. This ability seems to be related to the rain in the sky.
   

        Another ten-plus minutes passed.
   

        Around nine in the evening, the rain suddenly stopped.
   

        The dark clouds drifted away, revealing the empty sky again.
   

        And this time, after the Decayed Knights were killed, they no longer resurrected. Their ability to resurrect disappeared with the drifting rain.
   

        The interior of the Manor was wreaked in havoc. Everywhere were the traces of explosions from gunpowder and burns from flames. Dozens of pits laid cramped together while the enclosure walls and buildings had collapsed and damaged massively.
   

        In the middle of the pits, a tall and severely injured man stood; the tough armor on him had shattered.
   

        There were bloodstains all over his gray, rock-like body.
   

        Casio exhaled two streams of hot air from his nostrils, faintly mixed with a bloody smell. He was badly wounded but seemed rather content.
   

        On the top right corner, the elapsed time bar had noticeably increased.
   

        Additionally,
   

        Within three hours, Casio killed the Canon Slashing Sword Knights over thirty times, the Cross Sword Knights approximately twenty times, and the Double Axe Knights around fourteen or fifteen times. The putrid aura on him was so intense that it seemed to overflow.
   

        In contrast,
   

        The progress on the three lines of battle skill at the top-right corner had surged dramatically.
   

        Canon Slashing Sword:...
   

        Mithril Storm Cross-sword:...
   

        Bloodstained Battle Axe:...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Canon Slashing Sword: Second layer Major Accomplishment (Total of three layers)
   

        Midak Cross Sword: Second layer Minor Accomplishment (Total of three layers)
   

        Yaka Bloody Battle Axe: Second layer Beginner (Total of three layers)
   

        Looking down row by row, it's extremely tidy. All three cold weapon skills have reached the second layer, which could only be achieved by a seasoned expert who has concentrated on a certain weapon for decades. As for the third layer, that's akin to being in the master realm of that particular weapon. Casio has gone through more than thirty knight lives while practicing the slashing sword and still hasn't reached this level.
   

        Of course, not being able to achieve it isn't a big problem. This stuff, for Casio, is just the icing on the cake. His fundamental strength lies in the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art, the Wind Elephant Fist and the Elephant Soul Secret Technique.
   

        Casio clenched his fist, he could feel that his Wind Elephant Fist had made considerable progress in the past three hours of fierce combat. After all, he wasn't fighting creatures of darkness driven by instinct or esoteric techniques, but Decayed Knights who also mastered combat skills.
   

        His fists collided with different schools of martial arts. Each time he thought about how to dodge, how to attack, how to defend—these were all nutritious fodder for the progress of the Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        Different styles, different schools, and even different weapons. Other's stones could be used to carve jade. Life-and-death combat also stimulated a person's potentials, like how to punch faster when one's life is at stake, how to better combine moves, how to have a stronger burst of power.
   

        All of this benefits the Martial Artist's martial arts practice.
   

        Casio's past training has been too smooth. Overpowering the weak can't bring him essential combat insights.
   

        Rather, it's the evenly matched, back-and-forth life-and-death combat against skilled opponents that have benefited him immensely.
   

        Humans are an amalgamation of past-present-future senses. In extremely dangerous situations, humans will discard the past and future senses, leaving only the present sense. During battle, Casio only needed to think about one question: where should my fist go?!
   

        This unadulterated, pure sense of awareness made him somewhat obsessed.
   

        Casio took a deep breath.
   

        「Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 68.0% (Total of three layers)」 →
   

        「Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 71.2% (Total of three layers)」
   

        Three hours of battle yielded an increase of at least three percent. Thinking about it broadly, Casio would only need to engage in ten more of these battles to break through the third layer of the Wind Elephant Fist. Unfortunately, such progress was essentially a trade-off for life.
   

        No one wants to engage in a life-and-death battle unless they are martial arts maniacs who obsessed with training. Casio intends to engage in one-sided battles where he plays the role of the oppressor. While it may sound cool and genius to defeat someone beyond your realm, it is frustrating and dangerous, like walking on a tightrope. This is not as good as Casio's philosophy of using a higher realm to suppress a lower realm. His fist is bigger, his muscles are larger. One punch can kill you directly, there's nothing more to say.
   

        So his attitude towards the elevation of martial arts realm is, when it should break through, it breaks through, when it should become stronger, it becomes stronger. It's pointless to maintain the status quo the whole time. What's the use of laying a solid foundation for three to five years? You are still lingering at the professional level, I have accelerated my blood circulation for the third time already!
   

        One punch with tremendous force can instantly blow up your head.
   

        The greater the power, the greater the physical body, and the greater the momentum that can foster fearless aggression. Are fast improvements mere castles in the sky? That's nonsense! I can touch and see every piece of rock-like solid muscle of mine, you're telling me it's fake?
   

        Babble any more nonsense, and you will be crushed by my muscle-loaded body!
   

        Casio decided to go back to Black Rain Villa to complete the task first, accumulate Dark Source, and upgrade himself to the third blood acceleration. At that time, when all three nodes are open and form a cycle, it would be a brand new world in the field of boxing. Casio will also have the strength to betray Black Rain Villa a second time.
   

        However, the second blood acceleration still poses some danger.
   

        Glancing at the time progress bar, there were still six months, or more than 180 days left. Killing three Decayed Knights did indeed increase the stay time, but Decayed Knights are not that easy to kill. Just their ability to continuously revive is terrifyingly absolute, let alone every one of them is a master of combat skills...
   

        I'm afraid that even the top-ranking knights in the Eerie Night Guests could not withstand them. Moreover, the name of this rank is Knight Rank, which probably has some connection with Decayed Knights.
   

        Under the moonlight, Casio staggered back to the small building.
   

        First, he used a specially purchased military medical box to bandage and treat himself. Afterward, wrapped in bandages all over, he began to dismantle some of the building's layouts according to memory and blueprint.
   

        After the task was done, Casio rested for a few hours. He began to remove and inspect the internal arrangements of the manor.
   

        Most of the traps had been triggered, but there were still some that needed to be dismantled. This task took Casio several hours. Then, under the cover of night, he did some final tidying up and drove the fully loaded vehicle out of the manor.
   

        Standing at the entrance, he threw a torch into Joachim Manor.
   

        Boom!
   

        The fire instantly blazed up, the Eerie Night Guest's special Fierce Oil Potion burst out with unimaginable high temperature. The wildly dancing golden red flames immediately engulfed the entire manor.
   

        And in the raging fire,
   

        A black car quickly drove away from the road.
   

        *******************
   

        Federation Calendar: February 7, 107.
   

        East Sea County, coastal city, Anta City.
   

        A sword pavilion in a secluded alley.
   

        With the vigorous development of overseas shipping routes, ships not only bring resources and goods from other countries, but also their unique historical cultures. As well as martial arts halls from various countries.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        This sword pavilion is a school of swordsmanship from a certain kingdom in the northern part of the Hong Li Federation that uses Cross Sword as its cold weapon. The master of the pavilion claims that what he teaches is a knightly sword technique passed down through his family for hundreds of years, and it is a formidable offensive swordsmanship with strong practicality in actual combat.
   

        And the reality is not much different from what this master has said.
   

        Half a year ago, Anta City had held a citywide martial arts hall masters exchange competition. There was prize money, and one could become famous. Many martial arts hall masters, who thought they were strong enough, joined in, and the event was packed with skilled practitioners. Even so, Ramon, the owner of the Cold Flower Cross Sword Pavilion, managed to defeat a number of opponents and advance to the top three, securing an impressive second place.
   

        His strength indeed lived up to his reputation. With the event being reported in the newspapers, the Cold Flower Cross Sword Museum, despite being located in a secluded alleyway, still had a steady stream of students coming to learn.
   

        In Anta City's circle of cold weapon enthusiasts, Ramon's status is high. He often plays the role of a stern mentor.
   

        But today, he nearly got completely defeated by a man even colder than him! In his own best field of cross sword combat.
   

        In an open space, two men, one tall and one short, stand confronting each other.
   

        Some disciples from the Cold Flower Sword Pavilion are watching from a distance.
   

        Ramon fully equipped his protective armor, tightly holding a slender Metal Cross Sword in his hands. The hot sweat in his palms seeped out incessantly, soaking the cold sword hilt. The eyes under Ramon's face mask fixed tightly on the other party, not daring to move away for a moment. His breathing was rapid and heavy, his mouth was dry, and his heart beat frantically.
   

        The pressure that the tall man across from him brought was too strong, almost like a towering mountain. His every move and every strong slash earlier were foreseen by the opponent who counterattacked with astonishing technique.
   

        Ramon felt as if he had been seen through, completely exposed in the sight of the man across from him.
   

        This feeling of being suppressed was extremely uncomfortable.
   

        He felt as if it was the same as when he was younger and practicing sword techniques with his old father, every move and action was easily seen through.
   

        On the field, he slightly shifted his steps, not having the courage to attack for a moment. But with his disciples watching the battle and the resolve he had cultivated over more than a decade in swordsmanship, he could not retreat without a fight.
   

        Ramon clenched his teeth, abruptly took a step forward, and the Cross Sword in his hand slid forward following the power of his muscles.
   

        Clang!
   

        Two longswords collided, the metal humming.
   

        Ramon's sword was deflected, and what followed was a fast, tricky slash that cut through the air, the sword light gleaming silver.
   

        With the longsword slashing diagonally, Ramon quickly sidesteps and counters.
   

        As the sword blades collided, he let his body loose to disperse the force, then quickly slid and moved with the sword, intensely slashing with his longsword.
   

        Clang!
   

        A longsword flew over and heavily hit the balance point of the cross sword. In disbelief, Ramon's eyes widened as he felt his palm numb, his strength distorted, and the Cross Sword flew out of his hand.
   

        It landed on the ground with a clink.
   

        "He targeted the balance point of my power output directly! What kind of technique is this?! I've never seen it..." Ramon's hands felt numb as he opened his mouth wide in awe.
   

        "You gave me a good fight."
   

        The man across released a deep voice, then handed the Cross Sword in his hand to a disciple and turned to leave.
   

        "Wait!"
   

        Ramon quickly removed his protective mask to reveal a shocked face: "May I ask what sword technique and skills you just used?"
   

        The man did not turn back but continued to walk toward the door, a medium-sized voice drifted over: "Mithril balance destroy technique..."
   

        It was not until the other man's figure disappeared through the gate of the sword pavilion that Ramon came back to his senses. He took off his protective suit, revealing the white shirt underneath that was already drenched in sweat and clinging tightly to his back.
   

        "Mithril Cross Sword... Balance Destroy Technique... Amazing..."
   

        He murmured in a weak voice. After quite a while, Ramon picked up the Cross Sword that had fallen on the ground with a somewhat desolate look, then suddenly noticed something wrong. He swung it around casually and performed a few sword techniques. He immediately found that his own condition, which had been stagnant for quite some time, had advanced a step forward, showing some progress!
   

        "Could it be that he was giving me pointers just now? Thanks..."
   

        On the other side, on the main street of Anta City.
   

        Casio walked emotionlessly along the sidewalk towards his residence. Unlike what Ramon thought, he actually had no intention of giving Ramon any pointers. It was just that Ramon himself had accumulated enough, so under the heavy pressure brought by Casio, he had made a small breakthrough.
   

        During the past several days, Casio had challenged several cold weapon pavilions in Anta City to practice and familiarize himself with the three types of cold weapon combat skills that he has just acquired. The results were significant as every school has its own essence and advantages.
   

        For instance, the Balance Destroy Technique, a small trick in the Mithril Storm Cross-sword, is a move that destroys the opponent's power balance point, which proved to be quite useful. Casio believes that the Balance Destroy Technique is not only applicable to swordsmanship but can also be used in boxing.
   

        The effect, he believes, will undoubtedly be significant.
   

        However, as for how to absorb and utilize this skill, and how to integrate it into the system of the Wind Elephant Fist, that would depend on Casio's own efforts.
   

        He walked all the way back to his temporary accommodation.
   

        After resolving a simple lunch at the inn, he carried his suitcase and started surveying all the horse carriage points in Anta City.
   

        Casio encountered a major problem in these few days.
   

        He had been targeted, targeted by the Black Rain Villa.
   

        Casio's bell can no longer summon a horse carriage at the horse carriage point!
   

        This was probably one of the punishments enacted by the Black Rain Villa. For the Markers, everything remained the same, but for the Betrayer, they would naturally receive cold stares.
   

        Even now, after surviving the pursuit of the Decayed Knight, there was still the image of a long spear piercing through the shield mark on Casio's back of hand.
   

        Now, his identified status was: Betrayer.
   

        Well, if he's a betrayer, he's a betrayer. Casio wasn't really concerned about this. He had already thought of a way to enter the world of rain.
   

        In Anta City, in the suburbs, hundreds of metres from the train station.
   

        At a crossroad of a dirt road, a muscular middle-aged man, carrying a suitcase, was walking quickly. Seeing the slender bronze pillar by the side of the road, he stopped, took out a bell, and began to shake it vigorously, but the bell was silent upon impact.
   

        In less than a moment, a black horse carriage rolled up.
   

        The carriage came to a stop and the middle-aged man was about to step onto it.
   

        Out of nowhere, a black shadow rushed over like a whirlwind, flying onto the carriage before the middle-aged man at an extremely fast speed. The man's clothes were tightly pressed against his back by the airflow.
   

        He stood there staring blankly ahead.
   

        The carriage window curtain was lifted, revealing a stern face.
   

        "I'm sorry, I'm in a bit of a hurry, here's your compensation."
   

        A hefty file bag was immediately thrown over.
   

        The middle-aged man took it and opened it up to find a large bundle of Federal Paper Money inside. He counted carefully and it was quite a lot.
   

        "You're giving so much? You shouldn't be in such a hurry to spend money..."
   

        The man shook his head and accepted it with a smile. Others may like rushing every second, he liked money, everything worked out perfectly.
   

        Ahead, the black horse carriage began to move forward. It ran along the road for about ten meters, then it suddenly faded and disappeared.
   

        A tall figure directly fell from mid-air, stumbling down in a somewhat awkward posture to roll on the ground.
   

        The middle-aged man widened his eyes at this sight.
   

        A horse carriage can actually disappear? That's something new!
   

        He had never encountered such a situation before.
   

        On the other side, Casio rose, his face gloomy.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        A burly fist angrily smashed into a tree by the roadside, with splinters exploding like rain, and a tree trunk, as thick as a thigh, shot straight out and pierced into the ground with a thud.
   

        Half a meter in front of the tree trunk, a man carrying a black suitcase stared wide-eyed: would he be killed for witnessing the entire event?
   

        In the end, the man was not killed. He just assisted Casio in summoning a horse carriage several more times, but all attempts, without exception, failed.
   

        Half an hour later, the middle-aged man was let go.
   

        Casio stood at the intersection, looking up at the azure sky.
   

        "No one can stop me from doing my tasks, not even the Black Rain Villa that issued the task!" he said, with a face as hard as iron, before leaving.
   

        Just now, Casio came up with another bright idea.
   

        It was a fairly feasible but somewhat dangerous plan.
   

        Now, he was planning to capture another unlucky fellow and use him for his experiment.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        An afternoon passed, and he found the poor sap he was looking for. Or rather, he should say, his collaborator. Under the financial onslaught of Casio, Mr. Iri Herledick, who had recently become the Eerie Night Guest, immediately agreed to cooperate.
   

        For him, it was but a waste of a day's effort, and in return, he could earn five thousand Federation Coins. It was quite a windfall. Even though he had suspicions, Iri was willingly cooperative. He was an inexperienced Marker still struggling on the line between life and death. With such a large sum of money, he could live a bit lavishly during his tasks.
   

        To occasionally live out the ideal life he fantasizes about, he wouldn't have any regrets even if he were to die at the hands of the creatures of the darkness.
   

        Casio spent five thousand banknotes hiring Iri, naturally, he carried out some experiments in the afternoon. He also drew the specific shape and structure of all parts of a black horse carriage, then directly went to a company that specializes in making carriages. He asked them to modify a carriage as per his requirements.
   

        The largest carriage company in Anta City is called "Sun Colt", their carriage products are quite famous in several nearby cities.
   

        From high-end to low-end, all kinds of styles are available. In order to customize, you must present your identity. If it's not a respectable job, the Sun Colt Company won't even do business with you, keeping their old aristocratic style. Also, even if it's a private custom, it has to follow the overall style of the Sun Colt Company. It takes at least a month, even half a year, to make a fine carriage.
   

        Such a company suddenly encountered a mysterious customer: who wishes to immediately modify a carriage with an iron skeleton, and crazily pile on steel plates, not caring about the looks, as long as it's strong enough. He even asked to have overtime work done to finish the modifications by the next day.
   

        "What does he take us for?! A cow wagon company? We are Sun Colt! A high-end carriage company famous in Anta city, and even the whole East Sea County! He thinks he can boss us around with a bit of money? Ridiculous!!!"
   

        The Sun Colt's boss originally wanted to bang the table and curse in the office like this, but the client had given so much...
   

        When money is sparse, it stinks. However, when it piles up, it smells good.
   

        Customers need to present their identities? Private customization has to conform to the style of Sun Colt? Customizing a carriage takes one month to half a year? All of these are just excuses. The current boss of Sun Colt is already dissatisfied with the old rules left by his predecessor, accepting the work of Casio's carriage modification is only incidental. Yes, his main aim is to break the crusty old rules.
   

        In order to break those rules, the Sun Colt boss Fred personally supervised the work; in the middle of the night, he observed the workers changing the carriage in the factory, continuously stacking hard steel plates as per the customer's request.
   

        "Put one over here, yes, right there. Also, one over there, just pile it up in the style of an armored vehicle."
   

        Fred watched the design, commanding energetically.
   

        An experienced worker came over wiping his sweat, "Boss, if we put so many steel plates, I'm afraid the horses won't be able to pull it."
   

        "What does it matter? Just do as he says, perhaps he has some solution." Fred was quite indifferent. Loading the carriage with extra steel plates didn't violate any Federation law.
   

        Until the next evening, the armored carriage was successfully modified.
   

        Casio generously paid a huge sum of money, he got what he wanted. Actually, Casio's reckless spending like this isn't good, but joy is priceless. Anyway, he still has plenty of money, and these banknotes can't be taken back to the real world anyway.
   

        It isn't a waste if you don't spend it.
   

        Federation Calendar 107 Year, February 8, Late night.
   

        A heavily armored carriage was pulled by two of the strongest horses, arriving at the edge of the train station in the outskirts of Anta City.
   

        The two horses were exhausted, Casio led them back. When he appeared again, he had a big black bag in his hands full of heavy things.
   

        The last stretch lacked horse power, Casio threw the things into the carriage and used his brute strength to push the carriage forward.
   

        The wheels left deep wheel marks on the ground.
   

        He reached, a horse carriage point set up by Black Rain Villa.
   

        Next to an aged bronze pillar, there was a somewhat uptight young man waiting. He looked about twenty years old, with handsome features, and a head of golden curls. His temperament and appearance were very close to Dusk who Casio replaced previously.
   

        "Iri, we can start now."
   

        Casio looked at the starry night sky and said.
   

        "Alright."
   

        Iri nodded, took out a bell from his pocket and began to shake it.
   

        In an instant, dark clouds sprang out from nowhere, blocking the bright moonlight. The stars played hide and seek in the cloud cover, fading away gradually, a light rain started falling from the sky.
   

        A weird pathway appeared from somewhere, replacing the surrounding mud road. A black horse carriage came along the road. A black cloth was draped over the carriage, semi-transparent curtains hung on the windows, the surface of the carriage wheels and the body were carved with twisted and weird runes that were completely incomprehensible.
   

        "Wait a moment…" Casio squinted, "Iri, sit in the carriage in front, just as usual. Remember, no matter what kind of sound you hear from the back, don't try to stick your head out of the window to look. If you die halfway through, we won't have a carriage…"
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        "Understood, understood." Iri kept nodding earnestly.
   

        Casio then began his operation, the black carriage would remain stationary for about ten minutes. He pushed the modified armored carriage to the back of the horse carriage, using several prominent clips at the front of the carriage, to hook onto the back and edge of the black carriage.
   

        Then he took out several sturdy iron chains, instantly linking the horse carriage's area with the armored carriage.
   

        Casio gave the chains a strong pull, they tightened under his immense strength. But they were far from breaking - these specially treated iron chains were of exceptionally high quality, tougher than one could imagine.
   

        "Good, that's about right.'
   

        He nodded in satisfaction, and then instructed Iri to get into the carriage. As for Casio, he took a seat in the armored carriage himself.
   

        After a series of experiments, he discovered that he could not touch the black carriage that belonged to the mansion. As lengthy contact would cause the carriage to disappear instantly, as if it recognized Casio as a betrayer.
   

        His original plan of getting away by hiding on the roof of the carriage failed.
   

        Hence, Casio could only avoid contact by using this carriage-pulling-carriage method. However, this was extremely dangerous as there were many mysterious phenomena in the world of rain, not to mention the transformative giant creatures. The decayed knights also hailed from the world of rain. Without the black carriage to shield his aura, Casio was akin to a large piece of fish bait, which would inevitably attract dangerous creatures in the world of rain to attack him.
   

        So it is necessary to create an armored carriage to protect himself. Casio tends to be cautious when it comes to his own life, preferring to have as much insurance as possible.
   

        Along the small road, as Iri got into the carriage, the two glossy black Liuma horses at the front of the carriage began to move forward, the mysterious coachman in the black cloak remained unfazed as usual.
   

        "Clip-clop..."
   

        The horseshoes trotted in place for a few moments, probably due to the weight of Casio's specially crafted armored carriage. After a few more trots, the black carriage began to slowly move forward, followed by the armored carriage.
   

        Casio, sensing the subtle swaying of the carriage, nodded in approval. After all, the black carriage, being a supernatural creation, must possess its own special abilities. Previously, as he shared spicy strips with the giant ape through the carriage window, the speeding carriage remained completely still and undamaged.
   

        Pulling the armored carriage obviously wasn't a problem at all.
   

        With a wave of unrest, the black carriage slowly accelerated down the road, trailing the heavily armoured carriage behind.
   

        Various roads, varying environments.
   

        The black carriage drove into a plain, with vast swaths of eerie greying grassland engulfing the entire region. Amid the monochrome grey, a sinuous and delicate yellow line cut harshly, stretching out. Along the yellow line, a tiny black dot moved at high speed.
   

        Clunk!
   

        Casio propped up the armored plate outside the window, looking out through the solid bar. There were no strange scenes or mutated giant creatures appearing. The surroundings were eerily peaceful, with only the sound of rain falling and wheels turning.
   

        This quiet state made Casio feel unease. If it were a few bizarre attacks, it would be alright. Instead, the current situation reminded him of the calm before the storm, where danger might be accumulating and waiting to erupt like a volcano at any moment.
   

        Fortunately, Casio was prepared.
   

        He opened a black bag of various types of military weapons. Silver Storm Heavy Machine Gun, p11 hand grenade, Tiger Shotgun, and the 46-type Flamethrower. Yes, Casio had even gotten his hands on a flamethrower.
   

        Although he didn't know why the arms dealer had such massive weaponry, maybe someone in the military was stealing weapons for themselves. Definitely someone of high rank.
   

        Casio also had a supply of sticky oil potion, which when combined with a flamethrower capable of spraying flames over ten meters, made for a perfect combo.
   

        Of course, it would be best if these weapons weren't required.
   

        The carriage moved forward for another ten or so minutes.
   

        Casio suddenly heard a chaotic noise of hoofsteps among the rain, he looked out the window towards the distant plain. Faint black rain fell in droves, blurring the line of sight. But Casio could still see a group of knights charging towards them from a distance.
   

        1, 2, 3...6, 7, 8!
   

        Eight decayed knights!!!
   

        Some were holding long spears, some hoisting huge swords, some brandishing axes, some swinging chain shackles. All of them rode black horses, dressed in ancient armor, with backthorn-like projections poking out of their joints. They wore red boots adorned with a cross pattern, their feet planted firmly on the mount.
   

        The knight leading the group, lofted his conical lance, roaring as he charged towards the carriage.
   

        His helmet, shaped like a snake's belly, exposed a chillingly ruthless gaze.
   

        "Daa daa daa daa daa...."
   

        The helmet along with the head beneath it exploded.
   

        Dozens of big caliber bullets drilled into the knight's skull, causing spurts of black fluid to splash out.
   

        With a thump, the knight fell off his horse.
   

        At the window of the armoured carriage, a black gun muzzle of a machine gun was propped up. Behind it were Casio's cold eyes.
   

        He hefted the heavy, oversized heavy machine gun, beside him was a nearly five-meter-long strip of cloth-filled bullets. The smell of gunpowder filled the air.
   

        "Experience the power of technology, antiquities."
   

        Casio pulled the trigger, and the machine gun started shaking violently.
   

        "Ting ting ting ting ting ..."
   

        A cloud of golden sparks erupted on the surface of the armour of the charging decayed knight. Machine gun bullets were way stronger than the crossbow arrows of the old times! their penetrating power, destructive force, and firing rate were incomparable.
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        Casio kept firing incessantly, successfully suppressing the Decayed Knights. However, the machine guns heated up from continuous fire, and in the gap when he was changing to another machine gun, the Decayed Knights rapidly approached the carriage.
   

        Clang!
   

        A large axe heavily struck the carriage's window railing, causing a violent tremor and sparks flew. But the robust railing undoubtedly withstood the attack. Casio took this opportunity to swiftly open fire, spraying wildly.
   

        In an instant, another Decayed Knight was knocked off his horse by the bullets. The entire squad now had only five Decayed Knights left.
   

        Clang! The cross sword was wielded.
   

        Thud! The giant axe collided.
   

        Ding! The long spear thrusted.
   

        Boom! The chain shackles swung.
   

        From all directions, the armored carriage echoed with the tremendous sounds of weapons clashing with the iron plates, booming like thunder. Iri, sitting in the black horse carriage at the front, felt it too, but he strictly followed Casio's instructions, tightly clenching his jaw and curling up in a corner of the carriage, trying not to see or think about what was happening outside.
   

        Inside the armored carriage, Casio was as steady as Mount Tai. Before setting off, he had tested the thickness of the carriage's iron plates; they absolutely could not be penetrated unless continually bombarded by shells. The chances of the Decayed Knights being able to break through this turtle shell with their cold weapons was close to zero.
   

        Since his own defense was impregnable...
   

        Boom!
   

        A grenade exploded mid-air, directly shattering half of a Decayed Knight's helmet. Bullets from the machine gun riddled the other half, and the headless body fell straight off the war horse.
   

        The glass potion smashed onto the surface of the knight's armor, and the viscous black liquid inside splattered. Following closely behind was the spewing of a hot fire snake, instantly setting alight the entire body of the Decayed Knight.
   

        The flame and the fierce oil potion reacted violently, and even the rainwater could not extinguish the high temperature. Instead, it spurred on the boiling combustion.
   

        The tin man, now aflame like a fireman, collapsed emitting black smoke.
   

        The dark gun barrel spewed out, shotguns roared angrily...
   

        The fact was proven that before supernatural powers became strong to a certain extent, human technology still displayed a crushing posture against it.
   

        If instead of Casio, there was an experienced soldier in the armored carriage, mostly it would be the same.
   

        The modern weapons massacre of the Decayed Knights!
   

        It was unknown how much time had passed. The Decayed Knights were dying and resurrecting in batches in the rain. The machine guns roared hoarsely until, in the end, they sputtered out like a damp squib.
   

        ...
   

        Near the Black Rain Villa, a rectangular horse carriage stand.
   

        A man and a woman, two Eerie Night Guests, walked hand in hand. They appeared to be a couple. The man was handsome, the woman was pretty. They both looked somewhat naïve, apparently they just became Markers not too long ago.
   

        The two were chatting while walking onto the platform.
   

        The man just took out a bell from his pocket to ring.
   

        A black carriage was rattling over from a distance.
   

        "Just in time." The man and the woman looked at each other and smiled.
   

        "Huh?! Why is there another carriage behind the horse carriage?"
   

        The man bulged his eyes.
   

        Behind the black horse carriage, there was a heavy carriage bound by chains. The surface of the carriage was covered with large black iron plates, raw and ferocious. On top were dense weapon scratches and black traces left by explosions looking like bloomed flowers. Around the window, a large circle had been burnt black by the high-temperature flames for a long time.
   

        Even in the rain, the pungent smell of gunpowder wasn't completely dissipated. The carriage appeared to have only just been through an intense battle.
   

        "This…"
   

        The couple on the platform involuntarily gaped.
   

        From the black carriage, a pale-faced Iri quickly alighted, finally taking a breather as if a heavy burden had been lifted. The violent collision and explosion sounds from behind were too terrifying.
   

        On his way, through the gauze, he had vaguely seen a large team of knights rushing in the rain, besieging the armored carriage behind.
   

        Hoping that Mr. Twilight is alright...
   

        Under the surprised gaze of the couple, Iri quickly walked to the side of the armored carriage, knocking on the slightly hot iron plate with his hand.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock…"
   

        He took a deep breath: "Mr. Twilight, are you okay?"
   

        There was no response from inside, Iri knocked again.
   

        "Mr. Twilight?"
   

        Screech! The door at the front of the carriage suddenly opened.
   

        "I'm fine, everything went smoothly…"
   

        A tall, dark figure stepped onto the platform. His gaze swept past Iri, looking towards the spire of the building in the distance at the villa.
   

        A small curvature involuntarily formed at the corners of his mouth.
   

        The smuggling was successful...
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        This smuggling journey could hardly be described as anything but perilous. Black Rain Villa had put together an entire squad of Decayed Knights specifically for Casio. Had he not customised an armored carriage for unforeseen accidents, he would've likely been dragged into a bloody battle by the Decayed Knights. Casio was already on the verge of serious injury from the rounds of attacks by just three re-spawning Decayed Knights. The odds would've certainly been against him had all eight attacked at once.
   

        Pulling his thoughts back, Casio patted Iri's shoulder.
   

        "Don't worry, I'm fine."
   

        He then went over to the black horse carriage, unhooked the chain riddled with battle scars, separating the armored carriage from the horse carriage.
   

        Next, Casio started to push the carriage, while Iri guided the way. They slowly left down the path, one leading, one following.
   

        On the platform, two lovers were staring at each other. The young man glanced at the horse carriage parked up ahead and opened his mouth before finally blurting out: "Othana, let's just wait for the next one..."
   

        The blond-haired girl beside him nodded blankly in agreement.
   

        Meanwhile.
   

        Casio pushed the carriage all the way to inside the Black Rain Villa, where the grey, worn-out stone pavement was incredibly solid. Even when the massive armored carriage ran over it, it didn't leave a scratch.
   

        Only two faint white streaks of tire marks were visible.
   

        "Five meters ahead, turn right," Iri was quite dedicated in his guidance.
   

        Casio flexed his thick arm with an effort, and the armored carriage slowly rotated, shifting direction while advancing slowly.
   

        Halfway through the turn, he suddenly heard Iri's exclaimed from the side: "Ah? Mr. Dusk, the mark on the back of your hand is glowing..."
   

        "Hmm?"
   

        Casio slightly furrowed his eyebrows, but his arm continued to exert effort. Underneath his strong muscles, his dark green veins began to expand and contract like tree branches. The enormous force pushed the armored carriage forward, turning it smoothly before coming to a stop.
   

        He withdrew his arm and looked down at the wide back of his hand.
   

        The shield mark on it was indeed illuminating; or more precisely, the long spear piercing the shield was emitting a red light.
   

        "What shenanigans is the Black Rain Villa up to now? They're aggressively targeting me…" Casio squinted his eyes as he could suddenly feel malicious intent emanating from everywhere around him. Each brick and tile in the villa seemed to be imposing a pressure on Casio, creating an eerie sensation.
   

        He pondered briefly over his past encounters with the Dusk. It didn't seem like anyone had been targeted as ruthlessly as himself. What set him apart from the other betrayers? He was at a complete loss.
   

        Aha!
   

        Casio suddenly slapped his forehead.
   

        He had taken down the three Decayed Knights!
   

        Most betrayers were portrayed as being hunted down by Decayed Knights. They were unable to confront the powerful Decayed Knights directly and could only set traps to delay the Decayed Knights while making their escape, until they were out of the Rain Realm's coverage.
   

        Indeed, they didn't need to confront the Decayed Knights head-on for three long hours like Casio. It was enough for them to just avoid the chase by the Decayed Knights and make their escape. Once out of the Rain Realm's coverage, they would be safe.
   

        Casio was different. He deliberately didn't complete Black Rain Villa's periodic tasks and aimed at killing a few Decayed Knights instead. There was no way Casio could just take off running and get out of the Rain Realm's coverage. Once he left the realm, the Decayed Knights would withdraw.
   

        How could he then take them down to earn more time?
   

        Here's an analogy.
   

        The typical betrayer is like a fugitive who committed a minor offense. When the Decayed Knights, the law enforcers, give chase, if the betrayer manages to evade, the boss grants them a chance.
   

        In contrast, Casio was like a vicious thug committing offences on purpose to bait the law enforcers. But when the Decayed Knights showed up, he directly confronted them and took them down! This was no doubt a slap in the face to the boss behind the scenes, and a rather significant one at that.
   

        As per the rules, the boss still owed Casio an opportunity.
   

        However, it was only reasonable for them to set up some obstacles along the way, preferably taking Casio out before he could complete his atonement mission.
   

        From a logical standpoint, this was probably the case.
   

        Having reasoned out the scenario, Casio shook his head, finding nothing to be outraged about. He had been on opposing sides with the Black Rain Villa from the start. Whether they targeted him sooner or later made no difference.
   

        In the end, he would have to contend with them anyway.
   

        Of course, it would be better to postpone this conflict. He could wait until he had maximized his own potential and completely exploited Black Rain Villa before turning around and betraying them. That was the plan.
   

        "Let's not bother about this and just keep going."
   

        Casio waved his hand, and even though Iri was rather curious, he complied; not just because Casio was a generous person, but also because Casio had promised to recommend him for membership to the Crossbow School.
   

        Although the Crossbow School was small, it was quite a good school.
   

        Iri believed he was rather suited for this combat style.
   

        On the grey street, one man led the way while the other pushed the heavy carriage. The only sounds were the drizzling rain, their footsteps, and the grinding of the carriage wheels.
   

        Five minutes later, they arrived at the residence of the Crossbow School.
   

        Casio knocked on the door firmly.
   

        "Someone's here…"
   

        A girl's clear and pleasant voice rang out from within.
   

        The door was opened to reveal a cute and innocent looking girl, with short black hair hanging beside her ears and fair skin.
   

        "Hello, um… it's you again…"
   

        She had initially been all smiles but froze upon seeing Casio. Her gaze rose slowly from the broad chest of the tall figure in front of her until she made eye contact with a stern face.
   

        Rachel remembered this man. He was that macho man, covered in blood from their last encounter, a real oddball among the Crossbow School. After the last group mission, Little Leon had complained to many people about a macho man who inexplicably joined them on their mission. When they conducted their operation against the vampire family at night, it was as if a bulldog had mixed among a group of rabbits.
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        Many formidable vampires of the Blood Clan were thrashed into a pulp by him.
   

        His combat style is entirely different from the traditional crossbow school; it's said to be a newly established branch he created: Muscle-Type Mechanical Heavy Crossbow!
   

        A person's name casts a long shadow.
   

        Listening to Casio's feats, Rachel felt the stories were riddled with gruesome violence.
   

        Although she knew that he was a companion of the crossbow school, she still felt a little apprehensive. She stepped back cautiously and stammered, "Mr. Dusk."
   

        "Please come in. Ah, here is your key..."
   

        Rachel immediately fumbled around her waist for the key to the room and handed it to Casio with her pale hand.
   

        "Okay."
   

        Taking the key, Casio asked, "Does our crossbow school have any remote courtyards or other places where I can park my carriage? Nevermind, I'll find Mr. Black Blade..."
   

        Seeing the bewildered expression on Rachel's face, he shook his head slightly, then turned around and called in Iri from outside.
   

        The two of them one behind the other, headed towards the oval corridor.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        In a secluded courtyard next to the base of the crossbow school.
   

        Under the lead of Black Blade, Casio pushed his precious armored carriage into the courtyard. He would rely on it to make his way home.
   

        In the ash-white courtyard, Black Blade glanced at the carriage, covered in slashes and chop marks, and pursed his lips. Wisely, he didn't voice his doubts, as after all, Casio had paid for his services.
   

        "Did you hurt your hand? There's a doctor inside the school."
   

        Black Blade noticed the black cloth wrapped around Casio's palm and kindly reminded him. Casio responded with a slight nod: "I'll check it out if needed..."
   

        The two returned to the base of the crossbow school, where Casio tidied up a bit and recommended Iri to join the school. Several hours passed, they had a meal, and Casio decided to head to the Baptism Church.
   

        A Betrayer's atonement task is issued by the Baptism Church, different from regular scheduled tasks and additional tasks.
   

        When Casio got to the door, he discovered that Black Blade and Iri were each about to leave, holding an umbrella.
   

        The trio exchanged glances. 
   

        Conveniently, all of them planned to go to the Baptism Church.
   

        They decided to go together and chatted about the mundane or bizarre adventures of the Eerie Night Guests while walking under their umbrellas.
   

        Black Blade had a rather fierce face and a cold demeanor. Surprisingly, he was quite talkative. Looking at Casio's robust and tall frame, he wistfully spoke about the past, saying he was pretty robust himself once, having worked as a sailor on a merchant ship.
   

        On their ship, there was this golden curly-haired coward, a pretty lad who often got spanked. Unfortunately, he never had a chance to experience it. Nevertheless, rumor had it, that weakling had a prized sheath.
   

        Iri listened to this whole conversation anxiously because he also had golden curls and his current strength compared to others labeled him as weak.
   

        Drawn in by the story, he grew somewhat frightened.
   

        However, the conversation did not continue to steer in this direction. Black Blade suddenly started talking about a recent incident at the Black Rain Villa.
   

        He mentioned that some time ago, thunder roared abruptly, followed by a heavy downpour. There were signs that someone amongst the Markers had betrayed the Black Rain Villa, and the Villa was going to dispatch the Decayed Knight to hunt down the traitor. Black Blade sighed, predicting that the betrayer must have met a dreadful end.
   

        According to him, even the top-tiered Knight Rank among the Markers dared not betray the Black Rain Villa. If a Knight Rank were to face the Decayed Knight, the result would be the same as anyone else's - certain death.
   

        Recently, the Eerie Night Guests were all discussing this matter. The drunkards at the Iron Blood Bar had already declared that person dead.
   

        Upon hearing this, Casio's expression remained unchanged.
   

        On the other hand, Iri's eyes widened. Being new to the Markers, he was unfamiliar with the various rules and information of Black Rain Villa. Now that he had gotten some clarity from Black Blade, Iri instantly linked it to the incident when Casio was besieged by the Decayed Knight.
   

        Could it be that this reckless man daring to betray the Black Rain Villa, whom Mr. Black Blade referred to, was Mr. Dusk! Most likely! However, unlike what everyone thought, Mr. Dusk was not killed by the Decayed Knight. Instead, he seemed to be alive and well.
   

        There were even no signs of injury on his body whatsoever.
   

        Earlier, Mr. Black Blade stated that not even a Knight Rank Marker could escape the pursuit of the Decayed Knight. However, Mr. Dusk managed to! Did this mean that Mr. Dusk was more formidable than a Knight Rank? The continuous explosions at the rear...
   

        Iri's heart pounded like rolling waves, his breath unabated. His eyes glistened as he glanced at Casio's towering frame.
   

        The shock was impossible to hide from his handsome face.
   

        "Mr. Dusk must be a very powerful person..."
   

        Thought a green and naive Iri.
   

        The three of them were neither fast nor slow, their shoes stepped on a thin layer of water on the floor, and the moss on the roadside gave off a dull gray-white glow.
   

        "Wait!"
   

        Casio, who had been silent all along, suddenly stopped.
   

        The other two people on his right also stopped.
   

        "What's wrong?" Black Blade asked.
   

        "Don't you think we're treading the same place? We've walked this road before..." Casio stared around with a stern face.
   

        "Did we?" Black Blade wasn't very clear either.
   

        Many areas in Black Rain Villa are quite mysterious, but during the day as long as you don't go into the warning sign area, nothing will go wrong.
   

        They had just walked all the way and did not see any warning signs. They were all ordinary roads, so there should be no problem.
   

        Black Blade thought for a while and then said, "We can continue to walk..." His words suddenly stuck, his body goosebumps stood up, and he abruptly raised his head to look at the building in the left front.
   

        On the pale white wall, about a meter above the ground.
   

        A pitch-black square window was wide open, and a dwarf stood at the window, revealing only an ugly big head.
   

        No eyes, no nose, the face was as smooth as a porcelain plane. Only a grinning big mouth at the very bottom.
   

        A bizarre and terrifying aura permeated the air.
   

        The big mouth opened slightly, revealing the blood-red oral cavity inside like gears extending inward, and a sharp voice sounded.
   

        "Mama, Mama, where are you? I...."
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The nursery rhyme ended abruptly.
   

        Brick and stone fragments splattered violently, and the entire wall of the building along with the square window disappeared. As if a giant monster had bitten off a piece with its open mouth, the gap was jagged.
   

        In the hole, a little giant almost two meters tall stretched his hands on both sides of the edge, and the strong body brutally squeezed in.
   

        "I don't know where your mama is..."
   

        "But I know where your daddy is!"
   

        Having said that, Casio crashed straight in like a shell.
   

        Suddenly there were rumbling demolition sounds inside, like bulldozers, road rollers, and pile drivers working at the same time. The entire three-story building shook violently as if it had been hit by an earthquake.
   

        One moment the wall of the first floor was demolished, the next moment the windows of the second floor were blown up, and then objects fell from the top third floor.
   

        Slap!
   

        A few meters wide white wall fell down and shattered. A tall figure also fell rapidly.
   

        "It's too dangerous and pitiful for this child to live at home alone, I've sent him to see his mama, let's go..."
   

        Casio coldly spit out a few words from his mouth, not at all like a warm elder brother helping a child find his mom, but rather like a violent criminal who specializes in home robbery and destruction.
   

        "...okay..."
   

        The stunned Black Blade opened his mouth and blurted out a word after a long time. He appeared dazed but was internally going crazy.
   

        "Was that just a child? Clearly it was one of Black Rain Villa's anomalies! A terrible and fearful anomaly, it must have been! My God..."
   

        On the right, Iri didn't say a word, just kept spitting out the wall dust in his mouth. He was too shocked just now, his mouth opened too large, and accidentally ate a mouthful of dust when the wall fell down.
   

        In front, Casio sneered as he felt the surrounding malice. He walked to the front of Black Blade and Iri.
   

        His tall body appeared to be a wall sheltering them from wind and rain.
   

        "Let's go, I'll lead you out...."
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        "Bang!"
   

        A dark heavy fist swung like a meteor hammer, hitting hard on the chin of the humanoid monster. The creature was thrown violently, crashing into the wooden door at the side of the street. With a crack sound, the wooden door shattered into yellow and white splinters.
   

        Casio walked over, his expression cold.
   

        The sound of his rain boots crunching against the doorframe echoed.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A claw, as crinkled and dry as a tree branch, suddenly reached out from the darkness. The five-pointed icy gleam aimed straight for Casio's neck.
   

        Snap!
   

        A strong hand collided with the claw, fingers swiftly contracted. The immense power surged like a torrential flood.
   

        "Ahhh!!!"
   

        A piercing shriek echoed from the shadows like a crying infant.
   

        The claw that had reached out had been crushed into a pulp, its bones and meridians twisted and entwined with the skin.
   

        Whoosh.
   

        A strong roaring sound passed through the air.
   

        It was Casio, using his strength to lift the creature in the darkness, swinging it in the air like a meteor hammer.
   

        The pale creature that looked like a mummy wailed and shrieked in the air before crashing heavily onto the ground. It was then immediately lifted up again, and brought down against a wall. The sound of the hard impact echoed like beating a drum.
   

        "Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang ..."
   

        Crack!
   

        The mummified creature's arm fell off, its entire body being thrown like a flying trapeze artist. It skidded across the ground, leaving a long trail of marks. In the end with a splat sound, its bloody, pulpy head crashed against a solid wall.
   

        It convulsed a few times as if electrocuted.
   

        Afterwards it slumped, legs stretching out. It was dead.
   

        Whoosh.
   

        An arm, dry as a tree trunk, flew over and landed precisely on the arm of the mummy.
   

         From a distance, it looked like a drunkard collapsed at the street corner.
   

        Seemingly sleeping sweetly.
   

        In the distance, Casio had already turned and departed. Black Blade and Iri obediently followed closely behind, not daring to stray.
   

        They'd begun to understand that they'd entered into the mysterious and dangerous unknown of the Black Rain Villa. It was likely those areas marked by warning signs. From the rumors circulating among the Eerie Night Guests, if one gets lost in such a place the chance of finding a way out was practically zero. Whether they were alone or in a group.
   

        On the grey street, square grey residential buildings stood on both sides, looking like distinctive building blocks.
   

         Even during the day, the Black Rain Villa was dim. Some of these residential buildings had oil lamps lit. From the windows and doorways, one could see a dim yellow glow and the blurred outlines of people inside.
   

        The sound of an old man coughing, a couple arguing, a baby crying, the scraping of moving furniture, the noise of people ascending and descending the stairs....
   

        This street was both quiet and noisy at once, resembling a thriving living community, filled with human warmth.
   

         However, Iri felt only creepiness.
   

        This wasn't some vibrant city or town, but the world in the rain, the Black Rain Villa! The more normal it seemed, the more weird it was. The quieter it seemed, the more horrifying it was. The more common it seemed, the more spooky it was. How could there be ordinary people in the villa?!
   

        "Tap tap tap..."
   

        The three walked with steady and forceful steps, Black Blade and Iri following Casio's rhythm. If not for him, they would have already fled like rabbits in the face of the eerie situation.
   

        Iri's heart pounded wildly as he swallowed hard.
   

        Suddenly!
   

        A drunk man wielding a wine bottle darted out of a nearby shop.
   

        Iri was nearly scared enough to have a cardiac arrest on the spot.
   

        The drunk man grabbed Iri's arm instantly: "Kind sir, lend me some money! Let me buy another bottle of wine! I..."
   

        Bang!
   

        The drunken man's head exploded like a ripe melon.
   

         A large hand reached out and directly stuck the wine bottle into his severed neck. The fist then hammered into him like a pile driver. The glass bottle was forcefully shoved down his blood-spewing neck.
   

        "Fuck!"
   

        Seeing the bloody scene at such close proximity, Iri's eyes bulged larger than bells. He stuttered, pointing shakily at the bleeding corpse.
   

        Meanwhile, a shadow whipped past him and propelled the corpse away, sending it flying several meters instantly.
   

        "Don't just stand there. Hurry up."
   

        Casio's cold voice brought Iri back to his senses.
   

         He immediately wiped the blood off his face and sprinted forward.
   

        Five minutes later at the entrance of a shop-like building.
   

        A towering figure blocked the entrance. Each roaring monster that charged from within was grabbed by him and forced into the wall next door like a hammer. The continuous mighty impact made the entire building tremble.
   

        Not much later.
   

         The grey wall grew four to five half-human-half-bull creatures, their lifeless limbs dangling slightly as they swayed.
   

        "The appearance rate of monsters is getting higher..."
   

         Casio dusted off his hands.
   

        Either it meant he was close to the border of the normal zone in Black Rain Villa and a horde of monsters were gathering to block him, or Casio had entered an even more dangerous and bizarre region, going in the opposite direction from the goal.
   

        He believed his luck wouldn't be that awful.
   

        "We're almost out. Stay close to me!"
   

        Casio turned his head, assuredly told the two. Black Blade and Iri nodded heads vigorously like pecking chicks, understanding that their survival depended on following Casio's pace.
   

        Sensing the seemingly nonexistent danger ahead.
   

         Casio slowly exhaled hot breath and quickly removed his cloak, passing it to Iri beside him.
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        "Hiss..."
   

        He sucked in a deep breath, his chest rising and falling violently. A massive force seemed to rush into the muscles and bones of his limbs as if it were a gust of wind.
   

        He spread his arms, his entire body's muscles swelling with intensity. His tall, robust upper body mirrored a classical statue of strength and beauty, his gray skin carrying the texture of rock.
   

        "Go!"
   

        A powerful and brutal aura suddenly erupted.
   

        A shiver ran through Iri Black Blade's heart, and he hurriedly kept up.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        Smack!
   

        A gray footprint was left on the ground, and a dark shadow rushed forward like a shell. He threw a punch, blowing up the monster that pounced from the air. Instantly turning around, he swept a sharp roundhouse kick, sending the monster covered in tentacles flying into a building.
   

        His massive iron fists repeatedly struck out, their insane speed causing rain droplets in their path to burst, creating a mist. It looked as if Casio's fists were shrouded in fog, forming a semi-circular shield of momentum.
   

        In the rain-soaked alley, swarms of monsters constantly pounced from both sides, their numbers increasing. Casio unleashed his limit of strength and clashed with them fiercely. Fists, feet, elbows, knees. Using everything at his disposal, he fought with unfathomable power under his inhuman physique!
   

        One by one, silhouettes were sent flying.
   

        Casio was like an indestructible spearhead, deeply embedded in the heap of monsters, forging a path with his powerful fists.
   

        Iri and Black Blade followed closely behind, their skinny figures gritting their teeth, keeping up with trembling determination. Perhaps because all of the monsters' attention was focused on Casio, the duo experienced no significant resistance.
   

        "Get out of the way!!!"
   

        Casio sent the obstructing monster flying with a punch.
   

        As expected, Black Rain Villa had unending ill-will towards him. Misleading him into an unknown area was not enough—they even lured an increasing number of strange monsters to ambush him.
   

        Unfortunately, these minor obstacles were far from enough.
   

        Another three minutes passed.
   

        By the edge of a wall, a mysterious woman in a white dress was mumbling a nursery rhyme, her long black hair hanging low.
   

        "Son, son, my son is..."
   

        Boom!
   

        "Stop singing, I will send you to reunite with your son."
   

        A woman's dead body was thrown into the air, soaring like a kite across the sky, embedding itself with a smack into the spire of a building.
   

        Casio cracked his neck with a crunch and patted the dense white marks on his body, producing a sound akin to rock collision.
   

        He swept a glance around. He was indeed in a dead-end, facing a large wall obstructing his path, with houses on both sides.
   

        Casio felt this was another trick of the Black Rain Villa. They wanted to suggest that he was on the wrong path and entice him to retreat, exhaust his energy, and fight until he died. Unfortunately, he trusted his judgment more.
   

        All along, the number and power of the monsters had been escalating, with the road becoming increasingly perilous. And now, in the most dangerous moment, a wall had appeared in front, leaving no doubt.
   

        Behind the wall would be the regular area Casio was seeking.
   

        "We're here…"
   

        He turned his head to the slightly wounded Black Blade duo and said, "Same as before, keep right behind me. It might not be safe on the other side!"
   

        Black Blade and Iri nodded their heads like pestles.
   

        "Huff..."
   

        With coarse breathing sounds like a bull, his right arm muscles suddenly swelled, whizzing into a large shadow that vanished.
   

        The wall was punched straight through, and Casio charged in.
   

        The two Black Blades quickly followed suit.
   

        "Finally... back to the normal area..."
   

        Casio lowered his arms that had been blocking debris from hitting his face and opened his eyes with a smile, looking ahead.
   

        "Huh?" The smile on his lips froze.
   

        Looking up, he saw sparse woods in front of him with a disordered grassland by its side. A winding path ran through the middle of the grassland; one end leading to a carriage station and the other to the entrance of the villa.
   

        On the left side path, Leon's slender figure, holding an umbrella, froze, his delicate and fair face turned white as a sheet.
   

        "Hmm?" "Hmm?"
   

        Behind them, two similar sounds of surprise echoed.
   

        Mr. Black Blade was confused. Wasn't the area supposed to be the normal part of the Black Rain Villa beyond the wall? How did they manage to break out of the villa?
   

        Casio also frowned. This was different from what he had expected. The level of danger in the area they were advancing into was gradually increasing, and it was obvious that Black Rain Villa was hindering their progress to the normal area.
   

        Unless...
   

        Black Rain Villa had no intention of hindering them at all. It had merely led Casio and others into a dangerous unknown area. The rest was just Casio's overzealous imagination, assuming that the more dangerous the place, the more likely it was the correct way, leading them to forcefully break through the unknown area and out of the bounds of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Impossible, absolutely impossible!
   

        Casio decisively dismissed this possibility in his mind. He trusted his intuition. Most likely, everything was a plot of the Black Rain Villa, except that they were powerless to put it into action under the absolute strength.
   

        "Gulu Gulu Gulu..."
   

        A sound came from behind them, and the three turned to look.
   

        They saw a fog seeping out of the grey and broken wall. The airflow quietly repaired the edges of the uneven holes. This seemed like some strange and magical mechanism of the Black Rain Villa.
   

        Curious, Casio walked forward a few steps to take a closer look.
   

        Unexpectedly, the wall shook violently, as if frightened by Casio's approach. Masses of fog spewed out crazily, instantly covering the hole until it was sealed to perfection.
   

        "Boring."
   

        Casio patted the cold wall with his hand and shook his head.
   

        "Mr. Black Blade, and Mr.... Mr. Twilight. How did you get here?" Leon, who had gotten a scare, walked over from a dozen meters away. He had been really terrified earlier. Upon returning to Black Rain Villa by carriage and reaching the intersection, a sudden explosion broke the wall beside them.
   

        A sturdy, muscle-bound man dashed out.
   

        He made people fear whether this muscle man would, like a Rhino, charge them down in the next second, smashing them into meat pies with a few punches or simply crushing them to a pulp in his arms.
   

        Behind him, Mr. Black Blade heaved a sigh of relief and walked over, making casual excuses to Leon. He mentioned that the three of them had gotten lost in Black Rain Villa and had reached a dead end. Left with no choice, they had to resort to Twilight's strength to break through the wall.
   

        "Mr. Twilight, your cloak."
   

        Iri, who had just had a narrow escape, walked up to Casio after being stunned for a while. He handed over the unscathed cloak.
   

        "Thanks."
   

        Casio took it and put it on again at once.
   

        "We need to thank you, not the other way around..."
   

        Iri wiped his forehead. He did not know whether it was rain or sweat on it. But he was indeed wet.
   

        Casio didn't respond. In reality, Iri and Black Blade had been affected by his actions. Black Rain Villa's target had been him, so he did not feel worthy of accepting Iri's gratitude.
   

        "Let's go, we'll head back to the Crossbow base first."
   

        Soon, the four of them returned to the villa. On their way back to the base, Iri and Black Blade were on edge, fearing that something would pop out of their surroundings at any moment. Leon found this strange while Casio remained calm.
   

        Minutes later, they arrived at the Crossbow base.
   

        Casio planned to go back to the Baptism Church again, while Black Blade and the others waved their hands, indicating that they would need a couple of days before they dared to go out again. In the end, he left the base alone again. 
   

        Walking on the familiar grey road with his umbrella.
   

        Casio felt a gaze coming from his upper left and looked up sharply. A girl in a lace dress who had been quietly peeking out the window froze in fear, tears streaming from the black holes of her eyes. In the next second, as the girl was about to scream, a hand quickly covered her mouth. An old woman lifted the girl onto her shoulders, and, spanking her, ran away as fast as she could.
   

        As if Casio was some terribly frightening monster.
   

        In the following moments of his walk, he encountered no more weird incidents and smoothly arrived at the Baptism Church.
   

        Beside the gorgeous caisson, in the empty hall. The prayer table stood in front of a series of black chairs, with two gracefully curving metal candlesticks beside it. Casio's tall figure stood in front of the table.
   

        On an old, yellowed page of scripture on the table.
   

        He saw the atonement task he needed to complete.
   

        "To search for the Akaba Ruins..."
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        "Akaba Ruins?"
   

        A chill ran down Casio's spine. Searching tasks were far more difficult than tasks of slaughter. For slaughter tasks, they would at least provide you with the exact location of the target and all you needed to do was to kill the target in your own way. But for searching tasks, luck was a huge factor as such tasks were highly uncertain.
   

        If lucky, you might find it in a day or two. If unlucky, you might not find it even in ten years, let alone a single year.
   

        If it were up to Casio to choose, he'd certainly prefer the slaughter tasks. However, he had no opportunity to choose.
   

        He could only accept the atonement task of finding the Akaba Ruins.
   

        He was already prepared for the outcome of failing the task and fleeing.
   

        His thoughts whirling, Casio continued to read on. The information on the atonement task was not limited to just one page, there were several more pages of content. He skimmed through it, momentarily lingering when he saw key information, especially on the sensitive topic of time…. 
   

        Task Time: 180 days
   

        Half a year was neither long nor short. But Casio felt that the Black Rain Villa had definitely set a difficult task to torment him. Finding the Akaba Ruins in half a year would undoubtedly be an extremely difficult task. After all, it was him who had killed the three Punishers sent by the Black Rain Villa, the Decayed Knights.
   

        This half a year was definitely a short time for the task, but Casio could barely accept this. Because he was only 15% away from the major accomplishment of the second chapter of his Elephant Soul Secret Technique. Each time he used the Secret Soul power for cultivation, it could increase by roughly 5%, with a break of one to two months in between each cultivation session.
   

        Which meant, he could at least enhance himself to the third Blood Acceleration before fully betraying the Black Rain Villa. Indeed, it was not impossible for him, the betrayer of the Villa, to even raise his Stone Armor Skill and Hard Qigong to their limits during the atonement task period, provided that Casio was still able to take on additional tasks.
   

        If he could not accept additional tasks… 
   

        Then Casio would have to consider how to swindle a large amount of Dark Source from other Eerie Night Guests. In fact, he already had this idea in mind. He was originally planning to swindle a large amount of Dark Source to crazily enhance himself before fully breaking ties with the Black Rain Villa, so that he wouldn't need to repay them afterwards.
   

        Casio didn't carry any psychological burden concerning this, as he had a clear purpose in coming to this time in history: to shut down the Black Rain Villa.
   

        Tucking his insidious plan back into his mind, Casio continued to flip through the scripture, uncovering a map tucked among the back pages.
   

        Upon pulling it out, he found it was made of old parchment.
   

        The surface of the parchment was slightly yellowed, showing traces of time, and felt old and brittle to the touch. Casio was afraid that he might tear the map apart if he were to use a little more force, so he carefully unfolded it, revealing a map drawn in medieval style.
   

        The content was rather abstract, with the names of various regions, rivers, and mountains all in old terms. Its distances and scales were far from realistic, and parts of the map had significant damage. Some important information was obscured by dark red stains, which appeared to be traces of blood.
   

        Casio shook his head, not understanding anything. It seemed he would need to find a scholar of ancient languages to decode the information in this image, preferably one from a university with an archaeology department. This would allow an archaeologist to restore the map, while a linguist would translate the information.
   

        Fortunately, these could all be solved with money. 
   

        Just that, it would take some time.
   

        However, Casio was in no hurry. He planned to first take a few months to enhance his own strength to its ultimate limit, and then deal with the task. This way, even if the task failed, he would not lose out.
   

        The plan was set.
   

        Immediately, Casio carefully took the map and left the Baptism Church. Without even having time for dinner, he went to the Mission Hall to test if he could accept any more tasks.
   

        The answer was: yes.
   

        It seemed that the Black Rain Villa was rather generous...
   

        Although that might also be because they had to act in accordance with the rules.
   

        From that day on...
   

        Places in the Black Rain Villa where Eerie Night Guests were most concentrated began to occasionally see a figure cloaked in a cape, such as the Iron Blood Bar.
   

        This was the most disordered place in the Black Rain Villa, with all kinds of people and various schools of thought all present.
   

        Similarly, with such a diverse crowd, information was also readily available. Over those few days, Casio had met some people and gained some intelligence, especially regarding the high-interest loans of Dark Source…
   

        Yes, high-interest loans also existed among the Eerie Night Guests.
   

        Despite being Markers and not ordinary people, they still had ordinary people's needs. There were always times when Eerie Night Guests encountered tasks with deadlines that were incredibly hard to meet, under which circumstances rushing to complete the task would be extremely risky. It would be better to borrow some Dark Source to strengthen themselves beforehand, and then worry about overcoming the immediate difficulty.
   

        This was a commonality between ordinary people and the Markers. 
   

        Similarly, within the Eerie Night Guests, there were those who played the role of banks providing legitimate lending services, but also those who provided an underground, dark lending service.
   

        This dark service was no different from high-interest loans.
   

        The disadvantages were already known.
   

        As were the advantages.
   

        Low entry threshold, available on-demand, and even a large amount could be borrowed.
   

        That was precisely what Casio was after.
   

        He planned to get in touch with several of these dark service providers, and when he was ready to betray the Black Rain Villa completely, he would borrow a large sum from each one to enhance himself. It didn't matter if he didn't use it all up, as long as he could boost himself to the limit of his physical capability.
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        Once upgraded, he dusts off his butt and scampers off in an instant.
   

        As for the few families, if they were rational and chose not to pursue him, that would be fine. But if they impulsively sought revenge, Casio wouldn't mind personally wiping out the debts himself.
   

        As the saying goes.
   

        If you kill your creditors, you won't be in debt anymore.
   

        On another day, in the eastern part of the Black Rain Villa.
   

        The Iron Blood Bar.
   

        In a secluded corner near the back door.
   

        A tall man dressed in a cloak sitting in front of a table enjoying a drink. He seemed very mysterious and quiet, his cold demeanor oddly contrasting the boisterous atmosphere surrounding him.
   

        Casio glanced at the burly man next to him who was indulging in his drink, his expressive chest hair dripping with ice-cold alcohol. He put his glass down with a thud, and let out a content shout.
   

        In a far corner, a man and a woman who were Markers started kissing after a few drinks, behaving promiscuously in front of everyone.
   

        Some others were drinking while playing small games.
   

        This is how the Eerie Night Guests behaved. In the face of impending death, people always sought to relax. Drinking, fighting, or women...
   

        Casio took a sip of his drink, his fingers tapping on the table.
   

        He was waiting for someone.
   

        At the entrance, a short, thin, redhead man walked in. He was skinny and rather unattractive. Scanning the bar, he headed straight towards Casio. Casio also rose and silently walked towards the back door. They immediately found themselves behind the bar.
   

        It was a secluded alley, relatively quiet.
   

        "I've contacted them for you. A sub-division of the Beast Style, called the Black Wolf Club, they also do this business. Plus, there is another sub-division from the Mercury Flow, the Grim Reaper Eye, but they operate on a smaller scale and you may only get a small amount of Dark Source if you want to borrow…" The redhead spoke quietly to Casio.
   

        "As long as I can borrow, I don't mind the small scale."
   

        Casio responded in a deadpan tone.
   

        "Right, this is the address they use for trading and the business hours are also mentioned." The redhead immediately handed over two slips of paper.
   

        Casio took them and tucked them into his coat. Then he pulled out a stack of Federal Paper Money from his pocket and handed it to the redhead.
   

        "Pleasure doing business."
   

        The redhead smiled and stuffed the money into his pocket.
   

        "Pleasure doing business."
   

        Casio even obliged the redhead with a handshake. With his help, Casio had obtained contacting information for five usury loans. He was sure he would be able to collect a large amount of Source in the end.
   

        It's not interesting to trick people.
   

        Casio preferred to beat the loansharks at their own game.
   

        But for now, he didn't plan to run away. He had the contacts in his hand, and it didn't matter when he borrowed the Source.
   

        The next day.
   

        Casio left the same way with Iri.
   

        But this time was different from before, the Black Rain Villa did not take action against Casio, perhaps because he had accepted the Atonement Mission. Anyhow, right until he left the Rain World, Casio didn't encounter any danger and safely returned to the real world.
   

        And this time, he not only brought back an Atonement Mission that lasted six months but also numerous additional tasks.
   

        With Casio's rising strength, doing Shield Rank tasks seemed as easy as eating and drinking, no challenge at all.
   

        Time flies, and four months passed by in a blink of an eye.
   

        Federation Calendar 107, June 10th.
   

        Black Rain Villa, Baptism Church.
   

        In a secluded and dark secret room.
   

        A burly man with a bare upper body was slowly practicing his boxing method, his high lifted leg slowly stepping on the ground. "Thud!"
   

        The floor shook and a shadow flickered past his arm. Then there followed the sharp screeching sound of air being cut, the air currents rushing wildly.
   

        A powerful straight fist was halted mid-air.
   

        Suddenly, at the wall some two to three meters away, with a "pop" sound.
   

        That was the aura of the fist thrown just now.
   

        Casio slowly retracted his fist. Though his chest was pulsing rhythmically, like drum beats, due to the breathing method of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique. With a faint white mist swirling about his nostrils, a deep rumble came forth from his chest, resembling the low roar of an elephant, eliciting a sense of heaviness.
   

        Ho...
   

        Casio opened his eyes. His mastery over the Wind Elephant Fist had improved gradually over the past four months, showing a minor increase.
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 71.2% (total of three levels)" →
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 74.8% (Total of three levels)"
   

        If the Elephant Herd chapter were divided into five steps, Casio would now be one step away, drawing closer to the level of a fighter.
   

        In the dimness, he reached out his large hand to pat the muscles on his shoulders, resulting in a sound that reminded one of two coarse stones rubbing against each other.
   

        Casio's towering figure seemed to be covered in a layer of faint white stone, exuding an indescribable sense of sturdy hardness.
   

        This was him in a normal state. If Casio were to fully activate his Hard Qigong, it would be as if he was truly encased in an armor.
   

        Although it reduced his flexibility, his defensive power rose dramatically.
   

        "Stone Armor Skill: Major Accomplishment in Light Armor (Total of two levels)" → 
   

        "Stone Armor Skill: Major Accomplishment in Heavy Armor (Total of two levels)"
   

        In the span of four months, the Hard Qigong increased from major accomplishment in light armor to major accomplishment in heavy armor.
   

        This two-level skill had reached its peak and couldn't be improved further.
   

        At this point, Casio had reached the limit of the Stone Armor skill.
   

        Skin Hardening Level Two: Due to the cultivation of Hard Qigong, the muscles at the body's surface are tougher, and the skin is harder. It significantly improves defensive abilities and resistance to blows, able to withstand...
   

        With this Hard Qigong, if Casio went all out, even a machine gun would not be able to break through his defense!
   

        In the secret room, his breathing gradually leveled out.
   

        He finished his warm-up and adjusted himself to the optimal state.
   

        After sitting cross-legged, Casio glanced at the upper right corner.
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Ant Bite 61.7% (Total of three tiers)"
   

        He then felt the abundant Secret Soul power within him.
   

        Without any hesitation, he steadied his mind. A bulk of his Secret Soul power exploded in an instant, covering every inch and corner of Casio's body.
   

        In an instant, the familiar process of strengthening repeated itself.
   

        In a sense, practicing Secret Martial Art is a continuous process of communication and tempering with the body. In this process, the physique continuously grows stronger, much like training an unruly mob into a disciplined, formidable army.
   

        Forge weapons for the army, increasing the physical strength.
   

        Equip the army with armor, enhancing the physique's defense.
   

        Train the army's discipline, improving the control over strength.
   

        Casio now felt like a general, striving to coordinate everything to optimize the structure of the army. And most importantly, nourish every soldier to be robustly built.
   

        In the secret room, a muscular man sat bare-chested. His robust muscles appeared red and undulated like waves.
   

        Sweat fell from him like a broken thread, producing a pitter-patter sound as it hit the ground. The area around him was already damp.
   

        A small white vortex formed each time the man breathed through his nostrils, and from his heaving chest came a sound like an elephant's call.
   

        With his eyes shut tight, Casio felt hot one moment and cold the next. One second he felt as if he were bathing in icy water, and the next, as if he had fallen into a volcano. The sensations of extreme cold and blistering heat stimulated his senses wildly, tormenting him.
   

        Three points were particularly excruciating.
   

        The navel, the heart, and the brow.
   

        At this moment, a stream of blistering hot air was violently darting between these three points, each node acting as a slingshot, constantly accelerating the stream of hot air. As a result, each time the hot air passed a node, it would swipe across the bones and internal organs at a faster pace.
   

        It left in its wake pain akin to being cut with a knife.
   

        Apart from the stream of hot air, the blood in Casio's body was also accelerating between two points. Between the heart and the navel, the thick red blood bolted through the blood vessels at an extremely fast speed. At this moment, without him triggering his blood acceleration state, his blood had automatically accelerated to three times its normal pace, and even continued to climb.
   

        A ripping pain came from within Casio's body.
   

        But he could feel it.
   

        A sort of perfect and complete change was taking place. 
   

        The blood accelerated.
   

        The air stream accelerated.
   

        Round after round, the speed increased bit by bit.
   

        Until at one moment!
   

        The blood acceleration completely broke through three times, reaching four times!
   

        Hum!!!
   

        There was a hum in his brain, as if it had been hammered.
   

        An invisible vortex unfolded from his brow, the paths of the hot air stream and blood overlapped, their frequencies merging into one.
   

        An enormous force erupted, sweeping through his entire body like an exploding bomb!
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        "Crack...Crack... Crack..."
   

        A series of crisp sounds like popping beans erupted as all the bones and joints in Casio's body started to make a crackling sound.
   

        A grunt of unbearable pain was emitted from his throat.
   

        At this moment,
   

        All the muscles in Casio's body were rolling like waves, like fish swaying in the sea. His massive body temperature radiated out, turning him into a hot furnace. The sweat continuously pouring out of his sweat glands was immediately evaporated into a white mist.
   

        In a short while,
   

        His gigantic, lofty body was engulfed in steam, making the specific details of what was inside unclear to see.
   

        The only thing one could hear were the slight sounds of his muscles moving and changing.
   

        Occasionally, the crackling sound of bones was also heard.
   

        "Thump... Thump... Thump..."
   

        Somewhere along the way, the faint heartbeat began to mix in. With the passage of time, the heartbeat became increasingly strong. At first, it was like the sound of gentle clapping, then it turned into a drum beat and finally, it was as loud as a thunderstorm!
   

        A low, echoing sound permeated the entire secret room.
   

        The surroundings seemed to begin trembling, and at the corners of the secret room walls, faint white dust was silently falling.
   

        Suddenly, all sounds disappeared instantly.
   

        The chatter was resounding one second, and silent the next.
   

        Only a faint white mist continuously rose from Casio's bare upper body, as if a vortex had trapped him entirely.
   

        In the steam, a pair of sharp eyes suddenly opened.
   

        Woosh...
   

        A long, torrid breath was exhaled from his mouth and nose, neatly splitting the white steam into two. A giant figure stood up from the foggy gap, advanced two steps, and silently stood in the secret room.
   

        The strong and perfect body was exposed to the air, showing a mix of red and white. The white was the rock-like skin surface, and the red was the hot blood flowing through the vessels underneath.
   

        An unprecedented sense of peak strength filled his heart.
   

        Power was coursing through his body – in his skin, muscles, skeleton, and blood. It was an unimaginable surge of energy.
   

        At this moment, Casio felt like a balloon being filled with a continuous flow of air, quickly inflating and becoming large.
   

        He involuntarily started running the secret martial arts of the Wind Elephant. He adopted the combat stance of the Wind Elephant Fist and followed the routines of the boxing method, punching and retracting, kicking and retracting. Then, he incorporated elbows and knees, and the moves were not just boxing or kicking but a combination of various attack methods.
   

        The sound of rain pouring in the secret room, along with the strong tremor from his feet hitting the ground, filled the room.
   

        In the darkness, a silhouette madly deployed attacks. Each move carried a majestic atmosphere, and the movement of the techniques gave a bold and domineering feeling. Nourished by his strong body, Casio enjoyed fighting more and more, feeling increasingly comfortable. There was an indescribable feeling of bursting out from all the muscles in his body and his forehead.
   

        Boom!
   

        The ground shook tremendously.
   

        Rushing forward!
   

        With one punch!
   

        "Roar!!!"
   

        Seemingly, in the secret room, there was the illusion of a large elephant running furiously, trampling and roaring, causing the air to freeze and quake.
   

        The gust of wind roared through, forming a vortex in mid-air.
   

        Casio, who was frozen in a punch, slowly retracted his fist but his mind was repeatedly reliving that tyrannical punch. Was it Qi? Was it momentum?
   

        Next, he repeated the experiment to replicate that move.
   

        Regrettably, Casio could not do it. That punch relied on a prerequisite condition – he had just completed the third acceleration of blood, forming a cycle at three nodes. Under the rapidly improving physique realm, his essence, qi, and spirit overflowed, and power was ready to gush out.
   

        But after that punch was unleashed,
   

        The aura was exhausted, and the state returned to normal.
   

        Trying to replicate the realm from before was obviously unrealistic.
   

        "Is that the strength that a fighter can master?"
   

        Casio muttered to himself, not disheartened. With his edge here, he would eventually reach the realm of a fighter.
   

        However, Casio was still yearning for that level of power. It was the second realm after the inhuman, a deeper level of developing and tempering the body and even obtaining power that transcended the physical body.
   

        Amateur, professional, boxing guru, fighter…
   

        The path of secret martial arts was far from ending. Casio was just standing at the first critical threshold, looking far into the distance. He could see the next level that belonged to the fighter, while the mysterious and long steps behind were hidden in the fog.
   

        Waiting for every devoted secret martial artist to climb with difficulty.
   

        In fact, all secret martial artists have one opponent, and that is themselves. The process of cultivating secret martial arts and developing the physical body is a process of opposing oneself, which is long and hard.
   

        Most people have fallen, defeated by themselves.
   

        Tears, sweat, blood...
   

        From the moment Casio cultivated secret martial arts, he fought with these things forever. This was a form of bondage to himself.
   

        But, even if bound for a lifetime, what's the harm? He would take it willingly. If he could look down the road, each of his steps had its unique meaning!
   

        It's fun to fight with heaven, and it's fun to fight with earth.
   

        Fighting oneself is also fun.
   

        The long and agonizing path of secret martial arts that might extend beyond the boxing guru to fighter wouldn't make Casio lose heart, but instead, it would give him more fighting spirit. After all, Casio had never fought alone. The mysterious and incredible retrospective ability was also a part of him.
   

        Even though a large part of Casio's current achievement came from his diligent efforts, with the retrospective ability playing a leading or auxiliary role, he had to admit that the ability still greatly helped him.
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        If we have to calculate the proportion, it's probably about nine to one.
   

        Nine for me and one for superpowers...
   

        So, realistically speaking, Casio claiming that he has come this far purely relying on himself indeed has a solid factual foundation and persuasive power.
   

        In the secret room, he looks up at the top right corner.
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Insect Bite 66.7% (total of three levels)"
   

        Peak state of a fully accomplished martial artist, the third time of blood acceleration.
   

        This is Casio's unprecedented peak state, and he can control it. Because his realm of the Wind Elephant Fist is still higher than that of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique, he does not need to worry about the command side.
   

        The strength of a Secret Martial Artist is often influenced by a mix of various factors such as the secret martial art level, physique level, combat realm, and additional skills, etc. Among them, without a doubt, the most important one is physique's level. It's the most foundational.
   

        All other factors are affected by the level of physique.
   

        For example.
   

        Before, when Casio used the Pale Wind Current, he was unable to freely control the generation of spiral qi clusters. Now, if he exhibits the Pale Wind Current at the level of the third blood acceleration, he might be able to create a Rasengan in his hand ahead of time.
   

        "Pale Wind Current: Second Level 85.7% (2 levels)"
   

        From the end of the second retrospection, Casio's time spent in the real world, plus the time experienced from the third retrospection up until now. He has not stopped exercising the Pale Wind Current. This incomplete technique can only be mended with time.
   

        The Pale Wind Current cannot be accelerated with the power of the Secret Soul.
   

        Even if it could be accelerated, Casio would not rashly try it. An incomplete technique represents instability, a powerful technique represents danger, the combination of the two is the Pale Wind Current. He is genuinely worried that if he uses the power of the Secret Soul to accelerate, halfway through the acceleration, his two arms would bomb!
   

        This is not impossible, but very likely!
   

        The Secret Soul's energy is best suited to elevate stable structures, historically rich, many people have practiced problem-free secret martial arts or skills. Using it to enhance this type of method can at least reduce the possibility of encountering a timed bomb.
   

        Therefore, Casio will not take risks rashly.
   

        He opens the door of the secret room and walks out with a creak.
   

        At the same time, the door of the secret room on the side also opens.
   

        OThe person who come out from the inside is a beautiful woman with blue hair. Her gaze is always on Casio. Even after leaving the Baptism Church, Casio can feel the other person's gaze.
   

        On the grey-white street.
   

        He stops with one foot and turns his head to ask, "Is there something?"
   

        No...no."
   

        The woman hesitated for a moment, and then shook her head.
   

        Casio turned away coldly, and quickly walked towards the distance.
   

        The blue-haired woman watched the gradually disappearing tall figure, she couldn't help but think of the vibration and muffled noise in the secret room just now. It was a strong movement that could be felt even through a tough wall.
   

        That movement should be related to this cold-faced muscular man..."
   

        ********************
   

        In the blink of an eye, three days have passed.
   

        June 14th, 107 Federation Calendar, Hong Li Federation.
   

        Donghai City, urban area, Warmingda University.
   

        Warmingda is one of the top-notch universities in Donghai City that ranks high, even though it is not number one, it can squeeze into the top three. The campus has comprehensive facilities and relaxed policies. The school has ample funding, gathering top talents from all walks of life and a multitude of professions.
   

        Including ancient languages, archaeology, cultural relic protection, etc...
   

        A few months ago, one of the professors who studied ancient languages at Warmingda University received a commission request. The rough idea is to ask him to decipher the information in the map and incidentally repair the map. There will no doubt be a substantial reward afterwards.
   

        The other party was very generous, directly paying half of the remuneration in advance.
   

        The stack of banknotes was thick, at least Professor Tennessee had never seen such thick banknotes, which was enough to make him financially independent.
   

        Not to mention there is still half left in the back!
   

        Therefore, Tennessee took this commission very seriously.
   

        Firstly, aside from the money, he was actually mainly interested in this map. After all, it's his area of expertise, and Tennessee read his major based on interest back then.
   

        Now, he feels that the fading flame of investigation in him has been reignited by this commission!
   

        To complete the commission and obtain the remaining half of the reward, Professor Tennessee is working hard, not only going to the library to search for documents and research by himself, but also spending money to find many friends in the same profession to help.
   

        Meanwhile, he also enlisted the school's archaeology scholars for professional relic restoration. Despite featuring several difficulties, the deciphering process successfully culminated in the end.
   

        Over a week ago, Professor Tennessee had sent a letter to Mr. Dusk, stating that he had completed the decoding.
   

        Presumably, that gentleman had already received the news and was on his way.
   

        At noon, the sky was as blue as tiles, utterly void of any white, fluffy remnants of clouds. It looked as if it had been cleansed and purified from all impurities, with only the scorching sun exquisitely illuminating in splendid radiance.
   

        There was a slight breeze today, eliminating the slightest warmth within the school campus.
   

        Many students gathered in twos or threes, sitting on black chairs placed along both sides of the tree-lined avenue, either playfully horsing around or chattering merrily. Among them were also couples.
   

        The university students were at the prime of their youth.
   

        Overflowing with enthusiasm, brimming with curiosity, and full of vitality.
   

        At the entrance of the tree-lined avenue was a grey-white fountain, making a roundabout intersection leading in different directions. The fountain was entirely white, with water gurgling down it. A marble sculpture of what seemed to be one of the school's former principals stood atop the stone pedestal in the middle.
   

        Near the fountain were several chairs where a couple was currently whispering sweet nothings to each other, discussing the latest gossip within the school. As the boy intently narrated, he leaned in for a kiss.
   

        Suddenly, a towering shadow instantly covered both of them.
   

        "Excuse me, fellow student, could you please tell me where the third administrative building is?"
   

        The deep and cold voice instantly gave the boy a shudder, leaving him suddenly lost enthusiasm.
   

        He turned his head somewhat irritably, "You..."
   

        "Ah." The boy paused.
   

        Before his eyes stood a tall man dressed in casual attire.
   

        Although dressed smartly, his towering build of one meter and nine centimeters still induced a profound imposing aura. His face remained poker-faced as if someone owed him a vast amount of money. His overall presence exuded a sense of overwhelming dominance beyond any form of doubt.
   

        In any case, the boy felt that if he didn't answer this man, the latter might just land him a punch in the next second.
   

        So, he promptly pointed out the route, adopting a gentle demeanor.
   

        "Thank you."
   

        Casio adjusted his wide-brimmed hat and turned around to leave.
   

        Even though he tried his best to maintain friendliness earlier, as the cultivation of secret martial arts led to the enhancement of his life essence, the gap between Casio and average people grew wider and wider. Hence, he inevitably carried an aura about him, with ordinary people, unfamiliar with Casio, feeling a "rabbit meets tiger" sort of intimidating instinct on catching sight of him for the first time.
   

        Shaking his head slightly, Casio headed toward the third administrative building.
   

        Upon bypassing the statue fountain, traversing the tree-lined avenue, passing a sports field and several teaching buildings, Casio halted to look around in the relatively remote part of the campus, towards the eastern direction.
   

        A stone stood in the floral bed, its surface carved with some characters.
   

        "Third Administrative Building."
   

        He looked up at this yellow-white colored building.
   

        Subsequently, he quickly stepped into the entrance.
   

        Half an hour later, in an office on the right side of the third floor of the administrative building.
   

        Casio sat by a table close to the window, where sunlight pervasively flooded in. He was sipping tea while reviewing the documents.
   

        Sitting across him was a middle-aged, bald man wearing glasses. His appearance was unimpressive and appeared somewhat sleazy.
   

        But, one shouldn't judge a book by its cover, especially in scholarly matters.
   

        Professor Tennessee was a somewhat well-known scholar in ancient languages.
   

        He did have a considerable amount of research in this field.
   

        He was currently also sipping his tea in small mouthfuls, nervously eyeing Casio, his gaze occasionally drifting towards the suit pocket.
   

        Inside the pocket of the suit's chest.
   

        There seemed to be a bulging yellow envelope.
   

        Typically used to store large amounts of cash.
   

        "So, Professor Tennessee. You have determined the name and location of a mountain range in the map, then inferred from it?"
   

        Casio squinted slightly, laid down the documents, and asked.
   

        "Yes, the map you gave me featured a remarkably distinctive mountain peak. I consulted the library at Warmingda University, in addition to the data from some of my geographer friends. After amassing and comparing a significant amount of data, I finally pinpointed the location."
   

        Professor Tennessee took a deep breath, "North part of the Hong Li Federation, Shire County, Alfama Mountains. At present, there are two cities around the Alfama Mountains, one is Mirror Lake and the other is Ming Mountain."
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        "I've already investigated the situation over there."
   

        Professor Tennessee said as he got up. He opened his black drawer and took out a thick file from inside.
   

        Casio quickly leafed through it; the file contained both historical intelligence on the two cities and specific information about the Alfama Mountains. The content was quite detailed, and he nodded his approval.
   

        "Professor Tennessee, this is some thorough work."
   

        Tennessee sat back in his chair with a smile. He was no half-baked scholar; he was a bona fide professor at Warmingda University. As long as the money was right, nothing was a problem.
   

        He picked up his tea and took a small sip.
   

        Before he had a chance to swallow, he noticed an envelope on the table - a thick, yellow envelope. A large hand pushed it towards him until it stopped in front of the white porcelain cup's tray.
   

        "Professor Tennessee, this is a small token of gratitude."
   

        Gulping.
   

        Professor Tennessee quickly swallowed his tea. A smile appeared on his face, as he naturally stuffed the envelope into his pocket. Just by the touch, he knew there was enough cash inside.
   

        Fifteen minutes later, outside his office door.
   

        Professor Tennessee warmly shouted at the departing figure of Casio, "Mr. Twilight, feel free to come to me if you need anything in the future..."
   

        He stood in the hallway until Casio disappeared down the stairs. He patted his bulging pocket with a smile and then shut the door with a bang.
   

        A cheerful whistle echoed from within the office.
   

        ************************
   

        Hong Li Federation, year 107, June 18th, clear weather.
   

        Shire County, located in the northern part of the Hong Li Federation, has a population of nearly 20 million. Geographically, Shire County is shaped like an egg laid horizontally on a table. Its western side touches the Alfama Mountains while the eastern side connects to the ocean, where several medium-sized coastal cities are located.
   

        Naturally, its economy shows a decreasing trend from coast to inland, among which the two worst developed cities are Jinghu City and Ming Mountain City which are near the Alfama Mountains.
   

        Nonetheless, these cities are only 'underdeveloped' in comparison to those of Shire County. In fact, Jinghu and Ming Mountain cities are considered upper-middle level nationally. They primarily provide raw timber and promote tourism, making them popular summer vacation spots.
   

        During peak season, countless tourists come to visit.
   

        Consequently, tourist safety is a major concern.
   

        Fortunately, Jinghu City and Ming Mountain City have always done a good job in this regard, with a substantial police force that operates efficiently.
   

        As a result, the number of tourists has been increasing, boosting the growth of industries related to tourism.
   

        Jinghu City, Police Department.
   

        Chief Burton was in his office, reading today's morning paper from Jinghu City while sipping his piping hot coffee.
   

        "Another prank by a bored tourist?"
   

        He shook his head in disbelief. In the corner of the paper was a prominent article, complete with a black-and-white photograph.
   

        "Mysterious symbol sighted at Croston Farm in southern Jinghu!"
   

        The photograph showed an obscure black symbol in a remote open space of a farm. Inside the circular symbol were jumbled lines resembling teeth or claws, and unknown signs akin to tadpoles.
   

        The report also provided expert analysis, stating that the pattern was made with black charcoal and mixed with some grass ash.
   

        Burton chuckled. With the rapid development of tourism in Jinghu City, some tourists always sought to draw attention to themselves.
   

        Just six months ago, Jinghu City had been buzzing about the "Purple Mirror Lake Incident". Many tourists claimed to have seen parts of Mirror Lake turn a splendid purple in the early morning. This ignited various theories - miracles, mysterious scientific phenomena - causing quite a stir.
   

        In the end, it turned out to be a group of student tourists who had thought it would be fun to dump purple dye into the lake every dawn. They were eventually caught and detained in the police station for several days on charges of damaging the lake's environment.
   

        This so-called 'mysterious symbol incident' reported by today's morning paper of Jinghu City likely had a similar explanation. If it were actually some cult offering, wouldn't they use blood for their symbol instead of charcoal and grass ash? Most likely, it was just some people with too much time on their hands trying to cause a stir. Burton shook his head and put down the paper.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock..."
   

        Sounds of rapid knocking on the door echoed through the room.
   

        "Come in," Burton lifted his head slightly.
   

        A young officer walked in anxiously with a look of urgency on his face, "Chief, another disappearance occurred this morning..."
   

        "What?"
   

        Burton frowned, his headache intensifying.
   

        For the past half a month, the police station had been in a state of apocalypse, with continuous reports of disappearances in Jinghu City. Many visiting tourists would be there one day and then inexplicably gone the next.
   

        Another disappearance had occurred today.
   

        As expected, Burton was summoned to his superior's office shortly after. Five minutes later, he emerged from the office and quickly walked over to where the officers from the Criminal Investigation Department were stationed.
   

        "Members of the CID, come with me. We have a new case."
   

        Just over half an hour later.
   

        In a small town between the Alfama Mountains and Mirror Lake, in the southern part of Jinghu City, several police officers dressed in dark blue uniforms were interviewing the townsfolk and taking notes.
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        "Nothing out of the ordinary happened last night, as usual, a few of us and Sara wandered around the town, eating some of Jinghu City's local cuisines. This morning when we woke up, Sara was still there, she said she wanted to go downstairs for a walk, unexpectedly she went missing. Later, when we went looking for her, we only found a necklace that her mother gave her on the side of Mirror Lake..."
   

        "You mean that blonde college student? I saw her walking around the town in the morning, she was heading towards Mirror Lake, that was probably around six in the morning. Afterwards, her companions were asking around and looking for her in town..."
   

        ...
   

        On the outskirts of the town, Burton turned and asked a police officer.
   

        "Any useful clues?"
   

        "No, but colleagues from our other team are searching around Mirror Lake. The police department has mobilized more officers than usual this time, so we should be able to gather some important clues."
   

        Over an hour later, in the dense forest on the east side of Mirror Lake.
   

        White clouds floated in the azure sky, and the rays of sunlight penetrating the treetops made the green leaves sparkle. The wind rustling through the trees created waves and constant noises resembling raindrop sounds, coming from afar and then close again.
   

        One moment it was to the east, the next moment it was to the west.
   

        In a clearing where the trees were sparse, the sunlight cast long, mottled shadows from between the leaves, warm yet cool.
   

        The surrounding landscape appeared to be extremely tranquil and comfortable.
   

        Except for the corpse lying on the ground.
   

        Burton, in his blue police uniform, wiped the sweat off his forehead from time to time. He was a somewhat heavy-set man with a large face. Standing next to Burton was a tall, thin man with a hooked nose who had a black pipe in his mouth.
   

        Chief Randy of the Special Mobile Corps.
   

        After taking a puff from his pipe, Randy said to Burton, "It's strange, isn't it? It looks like she was taken away by a wild beast, but there are no bite marks on her body, only holes on her neck..."
   

        Both their gazes fell on the female corpse lying on the ground. Her clothes were neat; there were no signs of a struggle. Her face before death seemed somewhat bewildered and pale. The wounds were located on her slender neck, with three pairs of hole marks, like she was bitten by a snake.
   

        A few minutes later, the forensic department presented its preliminary findings.
   

        The woman died of severe blood loss, but it wasn't because the wound bled dry; the blood was sucked dry by a certain creature. The three pairs of holes on the woman's neck were the traces left by that creature sucking the blood.
   

        "A wolf? A brown bear? A tiger? Or something like a bat?"
   

        Seeing the report, Burton racked his brains. However, he couldn't think of any creature that could suck all the blood from an adult human's body, leaving only a few small puncture wounds.
   

        "Take the report back to the director..."
   

        Three days later, on June 21st in the 107th year of the Hong Li Federation calendar.
   

        "Another missing person case!? This is the fifteenth one this month!"
   

        With a headache, Burton slammed his head and put the newspaper in his hand on the table, then rose and quickly walked toward the director's office.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        "We are helpless in this matter..."
   

        Director Kenneth sighed: "We can only try to do our job, after all, we are dealing with something else..." his voice trailed off: "I reported this to my superiors three days ago, they said they would send a specialist to handle this..."
   

        "Judging by the time, he should be arriving soon..."
   

        Kenneth and Burton chatted for a while before a faint knock sounded from beyond the door, about ten minutes later.
   

        "Come in." Kenneth looked up.
   

        A police officer quickly came in.
   

        "Director, there's a strangely dressed man outside who wants to see you, we temporarily put him in the hall."
   

        "Strangely dressed?" Burton asked incredulously.
   

        "Yes, he is wearing all black. A wide-brimmed sun hat, a trench coat, sunglasses, a face mask, and gloves too." The officer's face was odd, clearly, he had never met such a strange person before.
   

        On the other side, Jinghu City train station.
   

        A steam train whistled as it stopped on the platform.
   

        "Passengers please alight, we have arrived at Jinghu City." The conductor came down from the train, managing the crowd and shouting out loud.
   

        One by one, passengers carrying travel cases quickly left the platform.
   

        "Is there anyone still on the train? We have arrived at Jinghu City!"
   

        The conductor shouted into the carriage.
   

        A few seconds later, a tall and handsome silhouette came out from the carriage. His long blonde hair, flamboyant like a lion's mane, glittered brilliantly in the sunlight. The surrounding passengers all turned to look, but none approached, seemingly awestruck by his remarkably handsome face and perfect figure.
   

        The station attendant nearby was suddenly stuck, seemingly awestruck by this passenger's outstanding appearance and indescribable aura.
   

        The blond man, on the other hand, seemed not to care about the attention around him. He looked up at the blue sky, a line of white birds flying by.
   

        The clouds were soft, obscuring half of the sun.
   

        "What nice weather... No wonder my uncle chose to retire here..."
   

        The man muttered to himself. Then, under the gaze of the station attendant, he pushed his way through the crowd, carrying a travel case toward the distance.
   

        It was the same platform in the afternoon.
   

        The sky was yellow, with constantly changing cloud colors. Just like a painter's palette, yellow and red were mixed together. The clouds looked like a golden field or a shimmering sea surface.
   

        Another steam train belching steam arrived at the station.
   

        In the call of the train conductor, a large number of vacationers got off the train, quickly regrouping in threes and fives and leaving with clear goals.
   

        Thud.
   

        Black shoes landed on the platform.
   

        A tall man stepped down. He was about one meter and ninety centimeters tall. He wore a grayish T-shirt on the upper half of his body and long black trousers below. He was holding a large travel case that was at least twice as big as those of average tourists.
   

        But it did not seem out of place, perhaps because of the man's burly physique; the box looked small in his hand.
   

        The man stood on the platform, looked at his watch, and then walked into the crowd of surrounding tourists.
   

        The next morning, at Lillian Luxury Apartments.
   

        Casio opened his eyes on the bed. A sliver of sunlight came through the gap in the curtains, dividing the white sheet into two halves. He got up, washed up quickly, and walked into the spacious living room.
   

        There was a knock on the door.
   

        "Mr. Dusk, your breakfast is here."
   

        Outside the door was a crisp and sweet female voice.
   

        "Okay."
   

        Casio went to open the door.
   

        Outside stood a beautiful woman with a graceful figure. She looked young and was wearing a uniform.
   

        In her fair hands, she was holding a tray, waiting quietly.
   

        "Come in."
   

        Casio went back into the room, and the female attendant came in to place the breakfast on the table and then respectfully withdrew.
   

        Lillian Luxury Apartments had some similarities with hotel service.
   

        Casio sat down at the table and started eating his first breakfast since arriving in Jinghu City. As he ate, he pondered the data almost ingrained in his mind. It would not be easy to locate the Akaba Ruins using this information. After all, only a region had been targeted, which could only be considered progress.
   

        In the end, whether the ruins could be found within a month or so remained uncertain, but Casio was already prepared to flee at any moment.
   

        After breakfast, he casually picked up the Jinghu City morning newspaper that came with the breakfast tray. A bold headline was prominently displayed.
   

        "Serial disappearances shock Jinghu City!"
   

        The article then outlined the general situation of the case, stating that in a month, twenty disappearance cases had occurred in Jinghu City, including both local residents and visitors. The police had found three corpses, all of which had died of blood loss, as if drained by something!
   

        "Blood Clan?" Casio shook his head indifferently.
   

        Such reports were not uncommon in all regions, some of them real, some fake. It was no surprise that it made it into the newspapers.
   

        He continued reading the report.
   

        The report mentioned that almost all the missing persons were on the side of Jinghu City near the Alfama Mountains. Moreover, some traces suggested that the victims had been taken into the mountains.
   

        "Wait!"
   

        "Jinghu, mountains, dense forest, Blood Clan, ruins..."
   

        Multiple elements were pieced together, gradually forming a pattern.
   

        Casio couldn't help but mutter to himself, a vague image from Dusk's memory seemed ready to emerge in his mind.
   

        "False Death Elixir?"
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        In Twilight's original memory, there is a certain node.
   

        During a mission, he discovered a broken relic and obtained a formula for a secret medicine that could induce pseudo-death from the relic itself. This secret medicine could even deceive the marking on the Eerie Night Guest's hand and fool the Decayed Knight.
   

        In that mission, Twilight was in a tourist city by the side of a mountain and a lake. The target was to hunt down vampires, and it seemed to be an important nest of the Blood Clan.
   

        Casio narrowed his eyes in thought at the side of the yellow dining table.
   

        He was trying to remember Twilight's blurry memories.
   

        As he recalls, Twilight's mission in the Black Rain Villa took place in the summer. The city he came to had just held a grand local festival, and cities like Jinghu and Ming Mountain have such customs. On this day, citizens from both cities would fetch water from Mirror Lake. Then, either carrying wooden buckets or wooden basins, they would shake water from a branch with leaves on the streets.
   

        Passers-by of any status would be enthusiastically treated, and they had better not go out on this day if they didn't want to get completely wet.
   

        This festival is known as the Wood Rain Festival, which seems to have evolved from religious customs, having some similarities with the Saint Bath Festival celebrated in many southern jurisdictions. In the hearts of the local residents of Jinghu and Ming Mountain, the water of Mirror Lake was thought to have magical power. Sprinkling the lake water all over one's body was believed to bring good luck for the whole year.
   

        The Wood Rain Festival is held on the first of July each year.
   

        Twilight was hunting the Blood Clan in the dense forest of the mountain range when he accidentally discovered a cave. And by following the dim cave, he discovered a broken ruin and got the secret medicine from there. He intended to continue exploring, but he sensed danger and retreated.
   

        Casio tried to remember, but could only perceive vague images and fragmented processes. It would not be easy to find a small cave in such a large mountain range based on this information alone. Furthermore, he couldn't guarantee that the broken relic in the cave was the Akaba Ruin that Black Rain Villa wanted him to find.
   

        Twilight's memory was still too blurred, recalling it was hazy like a dream, he could hardly remember anything.
   

        Were it not for several keywords colliding together at the same time, Casio might not have been able to trigger that memory.
   

        "First familiarise myself with the environment here, and then hire a local guide to look for clues from Twilight's memory with a map..."
   

        Casio narrowed his eyes and drank the last gulp of milk.
   

        The next day, Jinghu City Police Department, Director's Office.
   

        Kenneth was pressing his temples with a headache from the constant disappearances in Jinghu City, as the Director, he was under immense pressure. He couldn't sleep soundly at night recently, and his hair was falling out more than usual when he woke up the next day - Kenneth was rapidly evolving into a bald head.
   

        However, the "professionals" sent over by the county arrived yesterday, which was a relief. The leader of that group had a secret conversation in the office with him, and Kenneth deeply understood some dark, horrifying, shocking secrets.
   

        There existed a world unimaginable beneath the peaceful human society. Dark, man-eating creatures, absurd, unknown weird existences, Mercury Hunters with extraordinary powers... And this was only the tip of the iceberg, much darker, chaotic rules and sights were hidden in the deep, silent seabed.
   

        It was a matter of the right people doing the right job.
   

        Those who claimed to be Mercury Hunters had already started investigating the serial disappearances in Jinghu City, hoping it would be quicker...
   

        Kenneth sighed, rubbing his eyes. He picked up a small stack of files on the right side of the desk to start working.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock..."
   

        The sound of three knocks echoed, and then the doorknob was twisted open. Kenneth instantly knew who it was—his niece, Cathy. She had just graduated from school three months ago and joined the Jinghu City Police Department and is currently an intern.
   

        He sighed and looked up.
   

        "What is it? Officer Cathy."
   

        Opposite to him was a pretty girl dressed in a dark blue police uniform. Tall in stature, with fair skin. Cathy had short, neat and exquisite hair, bright black eyes, straight eyebrows like a knife, and a face with a fearless expression.
   

        "Director Kenneth, I request to be transferred to the Criminal Investigation Department or the Special Action Department," the girl closed the door behind her and said.
   

        "What are you going to do in the Criminal Investigation Department or the Special Action Department!?"
   

        Kenneth's eyes widened.
   

        "Recently, there have been serial disappearances in Jinghu City, and I want to fight on the front lines with the colleagues in the Criminal Investigation Department to bring the criminals to justice! If I can't get into the Criminal Investigation Department, then the Special Action Department would be alright too–Uncle," Cathy walked towards the office desk with a smile.
   

        "Stop fooling around! This is not going to happen, stay in the office and be good. Don't try to be special during the remaining three months of your internship, go back," Kenneth waved his hand frowning, "and, don't call me uncle during work hours..."
   

        "Alright... Uncle," Cathy was apparently a little downcast.
   

        "Go, go, go, don't disturb my work."
   

        Kenneth shook his head. This period was extremely dangerous, and people working on the front line like those in the Criminal Investigation Department and the Special Action Department might have to work with those Mercury Hunters sooner or later. If they encountered the blood-sucking monsters those Mercury Hunters were talking about, harm and death would be hard to avoid even with firearms turned on them.
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        "He didn't want his nephew to lose an arm or a leg, otherwise his sister would definitely storm into the Police Station with a kitchen knife...
   

        Time flies and it's already past four, approaching five in the afternoon.
   

        As an intern in the office, Cathy was off work. Having an uncle who's the Chief of Police meant she was never given too much work. An office job with moderate intensity was just right for her.
   

        She declined the invitation to dine with her office mates, feeling somewhat disappointed. Changing into her casual clothes, Cathy planned to head straight home.
   

        She was considering talking to her mom over dinner, hoping her mom could help indirectly. But Cathy was also afraid that her mom was in cahoots with her uncle, not wanting her to take on front-line police work in the Criminal Investigation Department.
   

        Hence, she was in a bind right now, her attention scattered. Unknowingly, she found herself at a corner of an unfamiliar alley.
   

        Cathy snapped back to reality, about to turn back whence she came, when she noticed a man and a woman walking along a quiet avenue at the corner. They appeared to be tourists. They seemed rather unfamiliar with each other, maintaining a certain distance.
   

        However, the man who was walking behind suddenly started to speed up.
   

        In a few strides, he quickly caught up with the woman.
   

        Cathy widened her eyes, about to rush over.
   

        But the man did not rob or assault the woman as she had anticipated. He just extended his right hand and lightly tapped the woman on the shoulders.
   

        The woman turned around in confusion and stood rooted on the spot.
   

        Due to the distance, Cathy didn't hear what was said between them. She just saw the man turn and walk towards an alley next to the avenue, with the woman following in a bewildered manner.
   

        Hand in hand, they presented an intimate and ambiguous picture.
   

        "Is this something someone my age should be watching?"
   

        Cathy was dumbfounded. She initially thought she'd encounter a criminal case, but it turned out to be a civil one. According to the Hong Li Federation law, such situations are generally punished with ten to fifteen days of detention and a fine of less than a hundred Federal Coins.
   

        If the situation is minor, the sentence is below five days of detention or a fine of ten Federal Coins or less. If it takes place in a public space, like on a street or in an alley, an additional three days of detention is added.
   

        Despite the surprise, every bit counts no matter how small. 
   

        Carrying five parts of responsibility, three parts curiosity, and two parts excitement, Cathy started to follow them quietly.
   

        Meanwhile, from a shadowy corner she didn't notice, a man wearing a black overcoat and sunglasses also followed.
   

        The man's movements were even more secretive, as if he had professional training.
   

        On a vacant lot next to a small town in the suburbs of Jinghu City.
   

        Casio squinted, looking up at the mountains in the distance.
   

        The clouds in the sky spewed out rosy twilight, tinting the sky a deep red, resembling a vast ocean. Under the evening glow, the mountains became blurred. The sunshine turned into strips of golden light pouring from the mountains into the forest, finally reaching Mirror Lake. The reflections on the lake surface created a misty glow.
   

        The shimmering lake connected with the reflective forest nearby, and coupled with the white town next to them, they composed a heart-stirring, beautiful oil painting.
   

        The scenery of Jinghu City is indeed picturesque and worth a visit.
   

        If you're a tourist coming here in the summer to escape the heat, it would be a delightful experience. But Casio is not a tourist; he came to Jinghu City for a purpose.
   

        Starting from yesterday afternoon and all of today, Casio spent looking for the cave from his twilight memory. He even hired two local guides who often ventured into the Alfama Mountains for hunting. They split into two groups and searched everywhere.
   

        Unfortunately, the Alfama Mountains were vast. Even the woods near Jinghu City and Ming Mountain City were expansive. Even with the information about the vicinity of Mirror Lake, Casio and the others found no useful clues after two days of searching. Moreover, one of the guides was injured in an accident during the search, and has been sent home to Blue Lake Town for recuperation.
   

        Casio felt restless due to the unsuccessful start.
   

        He picked up the map and looked at it again. Comparing it with the vague image in his mind, Casio started walking alongside Mirror Lake.
   

        He hadn't walked far when he noticed two figures moving towards the woods by the lake. A couple? No, both were men. But other than couples, who would go into the woods at dusk? No, perhaps they were indeed a couple. Casio reacted instantly. He didn't plan to ruin their romantic moment. He continued on his intended path while looking at the map.
   

        As he passed the spot where the two men had been standing, Casio suddenly frowned. He smelled a familiar scent.
   

        Dark creatures.
   

        Casio's senses were sharp, and having killed many dark creatures in his assignments, he reacted instantly, like a police dog that has picked up the scent of food.
   

        He was feeling restless, killing a monster could be a good distraction.
   

        Following the scent, Casio trailed behind them.
   

        In the woods ahead, trees stood straight and tall. This area was very close to Mirror Lake and the tourist area, so the trees weren't very tall.
   

        The space between the trees was quite sparse, and traces of garbage could be occasionally seen, indicating that tourists had visited the woods.
   

        Two figures walked through the uneven terrain into the depths of the woods, the brawny man behind growing somewhat impatient.
   

        "Are we there yet, babe? Let's just do it here."
   

        "Don't be so hasty."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 190: 141 I Hate You Like a Stone (4200)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Under the dim yellow light, a slender boy turned around. His face was fair and adorable, with half-growing hair that was soft and curled. His features were stunning, even more delicate than most girls, exuding an aristocratic elegance.
   

        "Don't overthink it."
   

        The man walked straight over.
   

        The two started cooing like lovers.
   

        Under the patchy light and shadow of the tree, the burly man's slightly leaning body suddenly froze. The boy bit hard into the man's neck artery, sharp teeth piercing straight in, drawing blood.
   

        At the same time, a paralyzing poison was injected through his teeth, causing the burly man to stand still in surprise.
   

        He wanted to struggle, but he was powerless. It seemed that the small amount of poison had paralyzed his entire body.
   

        The burly man now resembled a blood pouch, his eyes wide in protest, as he was being drained by a short figure.
   

        The surroundings quietened down, leaving only the gulu gulu sound of swallowing. In no time, the burly man's face turned pale.
   

        After a while, his eyes rolled back in his head.
   

        A corpse, drained of blood, thudded to the ground.
   

        "So delicious..."
   

        The boy sweetly chuckled, sticking out his tongue to lick his lips.
   

        Under the dim yellow light, his lips, like perfectly ripe cherries, were smeared with a layer of vibrant red.
   

        Blood dribbled down the protruding tusks on his lips..
   

        The next second, the tusks quickly retracted.
   

        The boy's thin silhouette swiftly moved towards Mirror Lake.
   

        After walking about a hundred meters, he suddenly saw a tall figure approaching. The boy touched his belly, feeling that he hadn't drunk enough before, and his mouth started salivating again. He immediately smiled and walked towards the figure.
   

        Ten seconds later, they met in an open space.
   

        "Such a muscular man!"
   

        The man in front of him was several sizes larger than the previous burly man. If compared, it would be like comparing a minor witch to a grand wizard.
   

        The boy was secretly shocked, but he was mostly delighted.
   

        The more muscular and robust a human is, the more satisfying their blood is to drink, akin to flaming liquor.
   

        He was eager to drink again, so he didn't bother with pleasantries. He directly exerted the Blood Clan's psychic oppression on humans, dispersing a force of terrifying deterrence all around him.
   

        The tall man stood motionless by a tree.
   

        "Haha, success~"
   

        The boy whistled, his flawless face showing a joyful expression, his eyes shimmering like the rippling waves of amber.
   

        He took a few light steps forward and leapt softly as he approached the muscular man, biting into his neck artery.
   

        The popping tusks gnawed viciously on his greyish-white skin.
   

        Clang!
   

        Both sharp teeth snapped off and flew out.
   

        Blood gushed out from the horizontal cross-section.
   

        "Ah!" the boy gasped in pain, covering his mouth.
   

        "Does it feel hard?" a voice suddenly came from above.
   

        "Like a stone...." the boy muttered resentfully: "Hmm?!"
   

        He immediately realized something was wrong and was about to retreat when a sturdy hand reached out. A tremendous pulling force wrenched the shocked boy back to Casio's side.
   

        A lofty silhouette blocked the sunlight, casting a vast shadow that engulfed the boy entirely.
   

        "Give me some useful information, just something useful to buy your life. Of course, you can choose to struggle or resist, that would be more fun, as today I need a stress-relief toy..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        About ten minutes later, Casio got what he wanted.
   

        What was originally just an offhand comment actually yielded some useful intelligence. The Blood Clan youth, who seemed to value his life greatly and still looked rather immature, was easily coerced into providing the relevant information.
   

        This information naturally concerned the Blood Clan of Shire County.
   

        First, the Blood Clan in Shire County is a massive force, with direct descendants and numerous branches. The Alfama Mountains are thought to be one of the origins of the Blood Clan, thus having a distinctive status. The Blood Clan across the entire northern region of the Hong Li Federation is related to the Alfama Mountains.
   

        Active in the western cities of Ming Mountain City and Jinghu City of Shire County are the direct line of the Blood Clan. They differ from the common Vampires. This Blood Clan could not only harness various blood magic, but could also transform through lineage, turning into a gigantic half-human half-bat monster which developed an extreme bloodlust and bestial nature after this transformation.
   

        This ability was referred to by them as the Blood Grace.
   

        Even though Blood Grace weakened the Blood Clan's healing abilities, their physical strength rapidly increased. Their overall power was at least double that before the transformation.
   

        This leverage allowed the descendants of Alfama's direct Blood Clan to hold a dominant position over the common Blood Clan. However, they maintained a low profile, neither expanding their number nor venturing far from their territories. They didn't even linger in cities like Jinghu City or Ming Mountain City, but chose to dwell in the unruffled quiet of Alfama's dense forests.
   

        Primitive and closed off.
   

        Only during the sacrificial ceremony, held once every ten years, would Alfama's direct bloodline appear on a large scale. Multiple branches of the Blood Clan in the northern part of the Hong Li Federation sent their elite members to participate in the ritual. The Blood Clan youth captured by Casio was one of these branches—a brat just born not long ago from the blood pool.
   

        He was one year old and in a period of growth.
   

        At this stage, the Blood Clan had a particularly intense desire for blood, but with limited strength. Hence, they would sometimes resort to allure or other tactics with reasonable success rates. Even if the attempt to bewitch failed, ordinary people wouldn't notice. Unfortunately, this Blood Clan youth made a poor choice of targets and was easily captured and abused.
   

        He spewed out all the information he knew without reservation.
   

        The recent series of disappearances and murders in Jinghu City were clearly related to the ever-arriving Blood Clan. Alfama's direct Blood Clan planned on conducting the Blood Grail Ceremony on the Moonless Night of the 1st of July.
   

        They selected suitable high-quality sacrifices, continuously transporting them to a relic in the Alfama Mountains. They must gather ninety-nine sacrifices, then perform a live sacrifice near the Rusa waterfall. If the timing was accurate, the ritual complete, and the sacrifices' quality high, Alfama's direct Blood Clan would receive the Burning Blood.
   

        Clearly, the Burning Blood was of tremendous benefit to the Blood Clan.
   

        Casio wanted to delve into what exactly these benefits were, but the Blood Clan youth couldn't provide an answer. He knew it was beneficial but didn't understand why, probably due to his young age.
   

        The more profound information hadn't been told to the Blood Clan youth in full detail. He was merely informed that the Burning Blood offered significant benefits, which clearly conveyed the importance of his status within this branch of the Blood Clan.
   

        Following this series of revelations, Casio naturally started focusing on the relic. Within the territory controlled by the Alfama direct line of the Blood Clan, there was a relic. Could it be the Akaba Relic he was looking for? He thought it was likely.
   

        Afterwards, Casio pressed the Blood Clan youth further about this key point, but regretfully, he didn't know which section of the mountain range Alfama's direct Blood Clan occupied. Since the Alfama direct line of Blood Clan was highly reclusive and exclusive, they generally didn't engage with other Blood Clan members except in small gatherings in either the Jinghu City or Ming Mountain City. Only on the Moonless Night, of the 1st of July, would they make a massive appearance at the ritual site.
   

        Other Blood Clan branches could get in contact with the direct line of Alfama's clan by helping them capture sacrifices. Once they found a suitable target, the branch would move them to a cabin outpost deep in the Alfama forest. The direct line of Alfama's Blood Clan would accept and evaluate the sacrifices' quality each night. The result of this evaluation determined the rewards for each branch.
   

        The Blood Clan youth had been to one such outpost once.
   

        Casio thought it wouldn't be a bad idea to check it out this evening.
   

        In the uneven forest clearing, the sun had completely set, and clouds were gathering. The pure moonlight was obstructed, covering the spaces between the trees in a dim white glow.
   

        Next to a large tree, the Blood Clan youth watched Casio fearfully, his eyes full of terror. His slim, snow-white arms had been torn off, fingers hanging raggedly from the bloody stumps of his shoulders. Despite his agonising pain, he clenched his jaw and refrained from shaking. Casio had warned that if the youth let his arms drop, he would tear off the same number of legs.
   

        The man was more brutal and ruthless than the creatures of darkness, killing seemed as easy to him as eating and drinking.
   

        "By the way, I've asked you several questions yet I've not asked your name."
   

        Casio flicked blood off his palm and asked.
   

        "Jian... My name is Jian~"
   

        The youth of Blood Clan uttered tremblingly.
   

        "Alright, Jian, I now permit you to use your healing abilities to heal your wounds," Casio said. Simultaneously, with a backhand swipe, he smacked a tree, leaving two stark bloody palm prints on the tree trunk causing the leaves to rustle as if it were raining.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        After rigorously dusting off his hands, he suddenly turned to Jian and asked, "Do you have guards from the Fagoli family? Have you brought them with you?"
   

        Jian seemed not to have heard. His whole body was trembling, and his blurred, bloody arms were rapidly regenerating on both sides.
   

        "Hehe…" Casio sneered, "So, the idle chit-chat earlier was to buy you some time, wasn't it? One, two, three..."
   

        Clang!
   

        The ground shook violently, the place where Casio had originally been standing instantly caved in into a deep pit. In the hazy moonlight, amidst the mottled tree shadows, a swift fleeting silhouette rushed towards Mirror Lake.
   

        Simultaneously, three dark figures rushed over from there as well.
   

        Their flight was light and swift; with their hands emanating a bizarre red energy, they looked as if they were each wearing a pair of red gloves.
   

        The leading vampire had menacing, fierce tusks protruding out.
   

        "Humans! You..." "Crash!"
   

        From midair, a silhouette's head exploded, sending a fan-shaped burst of blood outwards. The beheaded corpse, like a bird with its wings snapped, dropped from more than a meter high onto the ground.
   

        The body convulsed repeatedly, blood spurting out at a manic pace.
   

        Instantly losing so much blood, strength was rapidly fading. Even though the vital organ, the heart, was not injured, there wasn't enough time for recovery.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        "Shit!"
   

        Several meters apart, the rest of the two vampires witnessed this scene, their eyes wide open, hearts pounding as if they were about to stop. Stephen, the strongest among them, had just been knocked out with a single punch! A simple heavy straight punch without any flair...
   

        "Retreat!"×2
   

        The same thought arose in the minds of the two vampires.
   

        Just as they were about to turn around and flee, a pitch-black silhouette had already appeared behind them, their enormous body temperature enveloping the pair.
   

        On the other side, deep within the woods.
   

        Jian was fleeing in panic, desperately sprinting towards the dense forest. His adorable face exhibited lingering expressions of fright and horror, the face whitened with terror, each breath drawn in rapid gasps.
   

        "Thank goodness, thank goodness, I'm smart! The family's guards near Mirror Lake also sensed something was wrong and came rushing over, otherwise if I had really fallen into that man's hands, I would undoubtedly be dead!" Jian's heart was in turmoil, firmly believing that Casio would have killed him after using him up.
   

        That intense kill intent like an icy winter was almost impossible to hide.
   

        Following that man meant certain death.
   

        However, he just barely managed to escape. Next, he was planning to run deeper into the woods; he certainly couldn't allow that man to catch him....
   

        "Crash!"
   

        A blob of indistinguishable flesh and blood flew into view, crashing hard against a large tree trunk right in front of Jian.
   

        With the impact, blood and flesh splattered in all directions. Tissues and organs sprayed all over the area, while one round object traced an arc in mid-air and fell precisely onto Jian's chest.
   

        He instinctively caught it and took a look down.
   

        "Le...Leandro?!"
   

        The severed head in Jian's hands belonged to Leandro, one of the three guards assigned to him; a mature vampire, adept at battling.
   

        "Could it be that my guards have been killed off in the blink of an eye?"
   

        "Impossible, absolutely impossible… They were experienced..."
   

        Jian felt himself stiffen all over as his back pressed against a body as solid as a wall. He was enveloped by a wave of heat radiation, like a powerful human magnetic field, and he felt drawn in and unable to escape.
   

        "I... " Jian felt faint and could hardly stand, his brain a whiteout, his body shaking violently as if about to collapse. Behind him was a chilling breeze of lethal intent...
   

        "You know, I initially didn't plan on killing you yet." 
   

        There came a cold and ruthless voice from behind him.
   

        Jian straightened his waist, puffed up his chest. "Uh, I..." He abruptly noticed the shadow cast by the moonlight on the ground. The large shadow slowly reached out a giant hand from behind him and, like a horrifying black python opening its jaws wide, appeared poised to explode his head in the next second!
   

        "No!" The desperate scream echoed from Jian.
   

        The python pounced in an instant amid a fierce screech. A strong gust of wind passed overhead, as a huge fist fiercely smashed into a tree trunk in front of him, penetrating it.
   

        "Crash!"
   

        A thunderous roar came from behind the tree trunk.
   

        "Huff...huff...huff..."
   

        Jian gasped with wide eyes. "I'm still alive. I am still alive, thank goodness! This person wasn't after me, it was..."
   

        A large hand pressed down on his shoulders, flinging him three or four meters to the left and crashing into a tree trunk.
   

        "A member of Alfama's Direct Bloodline?"
   

        Casio squinted, his right arm instantly bulging, a rapidly spinning vortex of white air engulfed his palm. Chunks of yellow-white wood chips, like snowflakes, spurted out from a hole, causing the entire tree to shake wildly before abruptly collapsing.
   

        Whiz!
   

        The man behind the tree made his move. The falling tree-trunk instantly flew towards Casio, assaulted by a powerful force.
   

        "Interesting, quite a formidable force. This is the state of transformation after the Direct Bloodline of Alfama uses its Blood Blessing?"
   

        Casio assumed a stable stance, one foot behind the other. He slashed fiercely with a Hand Knife from behind his right shoulder.
   

        Swipe! A dangerous white line cut across the air.
   

        The thick tree trunk was sliced in half.
   

        An enormous fist suddenly shot out from the darkness.
   

        Casio used the Wind Elephant's Secret Martial Art, his combat style was aggressive. He traded blows first when a fight began.
   

        He took a vigorous step forward, unleashing power from his tense muscles, driving his fist to make a fierce swing.
   

        Thud! Fist met fist, and wood chips scattered in the air.
   

        A thought struck Casio. The strength of the person opposite was quite impressive. Just trading blows in his normal state, he was only slightly disadvantaged. It's clear that his strength must not be underestimated.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        With a violent jerk of an arm, clothes rippled over the skin. The two arms collided in mid-air with a loud bang, and the material of the clothes blasted outward.
   

        Casio charged forward, his elbows and fists swiftly striking out. The powerful techniques of the Wind Elephant Fist were displayed magnificently. The two of them undulated wildly in attack, their body joints colliding.
   

        "Thud thud thud thud thud..."
   

        The dull sounds echoed throughout the surrounding area, startling birds from the trees, their wings flapping as they fled.
   

        Next to the large tree, Jian stood gaping at the scene.
   

        Nothing but afterimages filled his eyes, his dynamic vision could not keep up with the fighting frequency of the two combatants. Only two or three seconds of combat had passed, yet they seemed to have made hundreds of moves. The surrounding trees shook incessantly, and a few fell from the shockwaves. The ground was littered with small pits from hurried footsteps.
   

        Jian listened to the loud clashing noises, the terrifying collisions. His survival instinct had never been so strong, he leaped to his feet, wanting to take advantage of their fight to escape. Suddenly, a dark shadow shot towards him, piercing through his thin chest.
   

        Its force remained unspent, embedding itself into the tree trunk behind him, penetrating it completely. Jian looked down in disbelief. A small tree trunk had impaled his right chest, causing fresh blood to gush out.
   

        His strength was continuously being drained by the blood.
   

        He was unable to escape.
   

        Several dozen meters apart, two figures retreated after a collision.
   

        Under the moonlight, Casio on the right took the stance of the Wind Elephant Combat Technique. Feet spread apart for balance, he slightly bent forward. His brawny arms held up beside his head, his Iron Fist veins bulging.
   

        On the other side, on an open field, stood a robust blond man, just a bit shorter than Casio, also in a fighting stance. His knees slightly bent, muscles taut. One hand in front, one hand behind, both hands resembling tiger claws, the tendons on the back of his hands quivering.
   

        They stood opposite each other, their gazes colliding.
   

        Two dangerously powerful auras crashed into each other like waves, the surrounding air crystallized like amber.
   

        The cold night wind glided above the trees, pale frost fell through the leaves' gaps, landing patchily on the two of them.
   

        "You're quite strong, tell me your name."
   

        The blond man abruptly broke the silence.
   

        Casio squinted, "Wind Elephant Gate, Casio."
   

        "And you?" Casio asked in response.
   

        "Duomeng, Three-Eyed Mad Lion Style!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Three-eyed Mad Lion?"
   

        Casio had never heard of the Secret Martial Art School by this name, but since Shire County was in the northern part of the Hong Li Federation, this Three-eyed Mad Lion Style must be a northern school too. His previous two retrospections were all in the southeast of the Federation, so he wasn't familiar with the martial arts of the north.
   

        "Well, I didn't expect this trip to Shire County would offer such a pleasant surprise. Judging by your looks, you must be around thirty years old, a few years younger than me. With your strength, you are strong enough to rank among the top three of the younger generation in the northern Secret Martial Arts Circle… Is the Wind Elephant Gate a reclusive school based in both Jinghu and Ming Mountain cities? I've never heard of it…" said the blond man named Duomeng.
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate is not part of the northern martial arts school…" Casio seemed to be reminded of some unpleasant memories, "I am the fifteenth disciple of Wind Elephant Gate, and the last one alive…"
   

        His eyelids drooped slightly, "You asked a wrong question. That upset me. Prepare for a beating…"
   

        "What?"
   

        Duomeng was taken aback. He knew that he had asked the wrong question, but he was clearly unaware, why would Casio be upset...
   

        "Hiss!"
   

        Like a snake sticking out its tongue, Casio's body arched violently backward, a faint stream of air spinning around his mouth and nose. He stared at Duomeng and grinned, showing a row of neatly arranged white teeth, somehow looking menacing.
   

        Crack, crack, crack... His muscles and bones seemed to be shaking violently.
   

        Casio's muscles bulged dramatically, and he grew several sizes larger in the blink of an eye. His upper body garment had burst open and turned into rags. He had grown to well over two meters high and looked like a rock-white giant. Huge, jumping veins squirmed beneath his muscles of steel, through which the hot, sticky red blood could even be seen.
   

        "Damn it…"
   

        Caught in Duomeng's shocked gaze, Casio raised his head. His red pupils,  like miniature spotlights, flickered with a hint of brutality.
   

        "I realize you only asked that question unintentionally, but I'm still upset. In order to soothe my wounded little heart, you have to take a punch from me. Once you've taken it, we'll just forget your earlier question." a voice came.
   

        Duomeng looked down and saw Casio's huge arm hanging by his side like a siege hammer. Underneath the rock-like muscles were worms thick blood vessels, like gently trembling branches.
   

        The width of this arm wasn't much different from the tree next to it.
   

        No doubt, a punch from such a fist could easily kill...
   

        Noticing Duomeng's gaze, the arm near Casio's waist seemed to hide itself a bit behind his torso, as if trying to downplay the threat. But its imposing diameter couldn't be hidden!
   

        Casio realized that too, and promptly let his arm come out into the open. He clenched his fist and held it in front of his chest, "I'm a straightforward person who doesn't like to hide things. Right now, I just want to punch someone. My hand might be a little big, so bear with it."
   

        Bang!
   

        The muscles in Casio's back leg compressed and expanded, providing a sudden blast of forward strength. He shot forward like a cannonball, leaving deep pits in the ground where his feet had been.
   

        The furious fist compressed the air, just like a long spear piercing through it.
   

        Bang!
   

        The fist hit a large tree, causing a splash of yellow and white wood chips, as if water. With a crack, the big tree nearly thick as an adult's body was brutally broken and embedded into the ground.
   

        Meanwhile, Duomeng swiftly dodged that punch.
   

        His brows furrowed as he felt the overwhelming power in that punch. Being hit by it would surely cause severe injury, if not death.
   

        "The strength of this guy called Casio...is more than I expected..."
   

        Hum.
   

        A quick hand knife, wrapped in white steam and threatening like a blade, slashed towards him. Duomeng made a swift move to avoid it. A big tree behind him got the brunt of it, half of its trunk was cut down by the hand knife, making the tree body quiver and almost tumble down.
   

        "Why did you dodge? I can tell that your path also resonates with noble virtue. Are you afraid to take my punch?" The voice floated over.
   

        Unable to retort, Duomeng didn't respond. His feet tapped quickly on the ground, and he darted in the opposite direction at top speed.
   

        This guy was too belligerent, and seemed to be mad.
   

        It wasn't right to stay here for long.
   

        Stepping briskly on the ground, Duomeng shot into the darkness like an arrow. A wildly furious figure was in hot pursuit behind him, each step resounding with a loud noise.
   

        "Boom!"
   

        The fist, wrapped in a white air stream, chased after him again.
   

        "Are you fucking insane?!"
   

        Duomeng roared out and swiftly crouched down to dodge. Then he quickly spun around, whipping his leg around like a rebar.
   

        Boom! His lower leg collided with an elbow in midair.
   

        The trousers exploded open, their clashing muscles rippled outwards like waves.
   

        "Stop bothering me, I didn't see anything just now, and I didn't ask you anything. I have things to do and no time to accompany you in your madness."
   

        Saying this, Duomeng fought back, his fists, palms, and feet flying at Casio. He kept warding off Casio's overwhelming attacks, with a kind of special skill and rhythm. His combat style strangely seemed to mesh well with Casio's.
   

        "What kind of move is this?"
   

        The more Casio fought, the more excited he became. Duomeng seemed to have an exceptional intuition and could spot the blind spots in his opponent's attacks. He could break down an opponent's attack just as the force was taking shape.
   

        "If I tell you, will you leave me alone?" Duomeng, feeling a headache coming on, countered a punch from Casio with a quick palm strike.
   

        "Alright!"
   

        With a hearty agreement, Casio thrust his body, his arm swinging, leaving a white arc in the air.
   

        "Whack!"
   

        Duomeng twisted his body, almost instinctively lifting his arm, smashing Casio's fast-moving fist. A violent force dispersed the power of Casio's punch. If it weren't for the stone armor and hard qigong that Casio practiced, an average martial artist's fist could have been broken.
   

        Casio's wrist hits Duomeng's fist at a high speed.
   

        This was essentially the enemy hitting himself with his own power.
   

        "This technique is called Mind's Eye. Simply put, it's known as the Third Eye. Its function is to temporarily enhance dynamic vision, reaction speed, and even some instinctive abilities I can't really explain,"
   

        Duomeng explained while taking a step, dodging Casio's interception, and delivering a punch on his solid chest. With a thunderous sound, he withdrew due to the reaction force, pivoted his foot, and rushed forward.
   

        After several ups and downs, he disappeared into the shadows.
   

        Casio, who took a step back, picked up a large chunk of mud with his boots. He touched his chest; there were no injuries, but he felt a tingling sensation, and a slight stagnation of his vital energy. It seemed like some sort of unique way of exerting strength.
   

        Casio shook off the mud from his boots. Gazing into the dark scene within the dense forest, he murmured to himself, "Mind's Eye... This is probably where the Third Eye in Three-eyed Mad Lion Style came from. A powerful secret technique…"
   

        Through the previous series of clashes, he could feel that the structure of opponent's secret martial arts seemed to be more complete than that of the Wind Elephant style.
   

        Although their styles were vastly different, Duomeng's secret martial arts were generally a notch above the Wind Elephant style that Casio practiced. It could be a second-tier martial art or even a first-tier one, but Casio couldn't tell.
   

        He stood there, lost in his thoughts for a moment. 
   

        Actually, Casio was not being reckless just now. He was merely trying to bring out the true strength of Duomeng. He hadn't encountered a strong martial artist in a while, and he was itching for a fight after the brief collision.
   

        Actually, both of them had restrained their strength during the fight. Duomeng could sense that Casio had no killing intent. It was a friendly match within certain limits. Since it was a friendly match, both of them had to suppress their strength so as not to turn it into a life-and-death fight.
   

        When two masters of secret martial arts collide at full strength, it's not easy to stop.
   

        Casio had at least restrained half of his strength, and Duomeng probably did the same. Though he couldn't judge whether Duomeng was a master of boxing, he was at least in the second stage of accelerated blood flow.
   

        The Three-eyed Mad Lion Style behind Duomeng must be formidable...
   

        Casio had a bit of interest in Duomeng's Mind's Eye secret technique. However, considering the martial school behind Duomeng, he decided to take a longer view of this idea. Casiowas actually curious about what sparks might fly if Duomeng's Balance Destruction technique met his Mind's Eye Secret Technique. The combination of the two might result in a deadly punch.
   

        Casio was a little eager in his heart, but he tried to suppress his feelings.
   

        He looked at the rags on his body, slightly regretful that he did not bring his cloak. He casually tore off the rags.
   

        Much of his trousers were torn, only shreds of black cloth remained by the knee.
   

        "A fight costs me an outfit each time, which is quite expensive…"
   

        Casio murmured, then turned around and started walking. His tall and sturdy silhouette faded into the darkness.
   

        Hundreds of meters away, on an uneven open space.
   

        The area was in a mess with traces of a violent battle everywhere. Trees were broken and collapsed, the ground was full of footprints and pits, and a large amount of wood chips were scattered on the surface of the soil.
   

        Next to a tree trunk.
   

        Jian's face was as pale as a sheet, his lips were turning purple.
   

        He was struggling to get up, but he just couldn't do it, leaving two trails of struggle in the soil. Blood was seeping into the soil, leaving Jian feeling weak. It took all his strength just to move slightly, anything more would drain him completely.
   

        As time passed, Jian's problem was no longer just about getting free but rather his survival was at stake.
   

        "Help... Help..."
   

        Jian kept shouting for help in the forest, but no one answered him.
   

        He grew more and more desperate, his eyelids getting heavier and heavier.
   

        Just as Jian was about to pass out, he suddenly heard a dull sound of footsteps approaching. He weakly raised his head and saw a tall silhouette appear about three meters away. He murmured,
   

        "Help... help me. I...I need blood...blood..."
   

        The next second, a huge shadow enveloped Jian.
   

        "Blood, blood!"
   

        His eyes lit up. His head was lifted in a begging manner, like a puppy wanting to please. Jian opened his mouth, his tongue crazily salivating and sticking out.
   

        "Blood? I can give you blood," Casio lowered his head.
   

        "But, can you chew it?"
   

        Even without putting up any guard, his whole body covered with the Stone Armor skill was as strong and robust as an armor.
   

        "I can chew... I can! Let me try...mmm!"
   

        Jian's eyes widened as he felt a finger being thrust into his mouth. A sweet metallic taste spread from the broken skin.
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        An indescribable delicacy!
   

        For the currently weak Jian, the blood seeping between Casio's fingers was tantamount to the ultimate delicious honey, the nectar and ambrosia. It wasn't just because of his extreme blood thirst at the moment, but also because of the superior quality of the blood inside Casio's body.
   

        The third blood acceleration, a major accomplishment for a martial artist. It's akin to three small steps forward in the inhuman domain, where the essence of the physical body has silently transformed. This especially manifested in Casio's blood flowing in his veins, now it's as thick and heavy as lead mercury.
   

        If a vampire was asked to evaluate,
   

        A drop of Casio's blood equates to the quality of half a liter of normal human blood. The typical adult male, weighing about 70 kilograms, has around 4.5 to 5 liters of blood in his body. Ten drops of Casio's blood could be the equivalent to that of an adult's.
   

        Jian, who was starving, was suddenly fed such high-quality fresh blood, eliciting a faint nasal sound. He comfortably hummed like a puppy drinking milk, showing a complying disposition.
   

        Suddenly, the finger in his mouth was pulled out.
   

        "Huh?" Jian was quite reluctant, but he didn't dare to defy Casio. The blood drawn from his finger hole was meager as Jian only managed to ingest enough to be half-satisfied. Moreover, Jian was still injured.
   

        After healing his wounds, he would go back to being hungry.
   

        And this, was the exact state Casio wanted to see.
   

        Only a severely weakened Blood Clan member is a good vampire, only then they obediently listen under his fist without any deceptive intentions.
   

        Next to the tree trunk, Jian, still unsatisfied, licked his lips. His amber eyes looked longingly at Casio's retracted finger.
   

        "Behave yourself, or next time the tree will Pierce through not your right chest, but your left chest where your heart lies..."
   

        Casio, expressionless, reached out his big hand and with a slight pull, tore off the branch the thickness of a calf. The straight branch was flung and nailed directly to a tree trunk.
   

        The tail part emitted a humming noise, quivering back and forth.
   

        Jian, leaning against the rough bark, feebly shuffled his legs on the ground before stumbling back to his feet.
   

        Then, he put his right hand on the wound in his chest, the remaining blood energy began to converge for accelerated healing.
   

        On the other side, Casio did not look at Jian. Instead, he took strides towards the direction of Mirror Lake, his silhouette melding into the darkness.
   

        Seeing this, Jian didn't dare to attempt an escape. He obediently leaned against the tree trunk, incessantly recovering from the chest wound.
   

        A few minutes later, a silhouette emerged from the darkness.
   

        Casio was dressed in a white shirt, black suit pants, and had a beige tie around his neck. He seemed like a regular office worker. However, this set of clothes didn't quite fit him, it was several sizes too small. Despite managing to put them on, two buttons on the shirt were left unbuttoned, exposing his bulging chest muscles and abs.
   

        He had gone to find clothes because his previous clothes had been torn during the fight with Duomeng. His long pants had become short pants, so Casio went to search for the three vampire guards he killed earlier.
   

        One had a hole through his chest from an iron fist, another was cut in half, both being severely damaged and blood stained. However, the first vampire he killed, the one whose head exploded, his clothes were relatively intact and was in the attire of an office worker. Casio, lacking options, put them on.
   

        "..."
   

        Jian, who had almost recovered from his injury, silently watched.
   

        Casio felt the boy's gaze, it seemed more regretful than hateful, more submissive and fearful. Did he manage to tame this little vampire by wielding carrot and stick, or was this boy suffering from Stockholm Syndrome?
   

        He shrugged nonchalantly, then began to adjust his collar, stained with splattered blood, and rolled up his sleeves.
   

        "Since you've almost recovered, lead the way..."
   

        Jian's face fell, he opened his mouth to say, "If I lead the way for you, could you let me have a small sip of your blood again?"
   

        "Are you telling me what to do?" Casio responded, raising an eyebrow, "You're a prisoner at my mercy, what qualifications do you have to negotiate terms with me? Come here!" He left no room for negotiation.
   

        "I..." Jian wanted to say something else, but he suddenly felt a gust from behind. He experienced vertigo.
   

        By the time he reacted, he was lying on Casio's shoulder, restrained by a sturdy hand.
   

        Jian wanted to struggle out of panic, however the weight pressing on his waist started to increase. It was as if he would be split in half with a slight squeeze from the opposing party.
   

        He immediately ceased to move and obediently complied.
   

        "You lead the way, show me where the vampire stronghold is," Casio's tone was unyielding as he stepped into the darkness.
   

        On the other hand, in the direction leading from the suburbs of Jinghu City to the woods,
   

        A man wearing a black jacket walked swiftly through the woods, carrying a slender figure on his shoulders.
   

        The man's pace was neither fast nor slow, but he seemed familiar with the terrain of the woods at night, making his journey smooth.
   

        "Hoot hoot..."
   

        A few owls hooted overhead.
   

        The man abruptly halted his steps and looked around momentarily before resuming his path after assuring no one was there.
   

        Several tens of meters away, behind a fir tree.
   

        Kacy leaned tightly against the tree trunk. She breathed as calmly as possible while her heart pounded uncontrollably. 
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        The palm of her hand was seeping sweat, making the grip on her handgun unsteady.
   

        More than half an hour ago, Cathy thought it was a voluntary civil case. But after following up, she realized something was wrong. The man took the woman directly to a suburban location and carried her on his Shoulders towards the woods when nobody was around.
   

        The woman did not resist at all, seeming like a wooden puppet.
   

        Cathy knew then that something was not right. This was not a case of prostitution, but of trafficking women! The woman seemed cooperative, but she clearly was not behaving normally. It could be that the man had restrained her using drugs.
   

        She believed it was likely so!
   

        Honestly speaking, Cathy was very excited. She had interned at the Jinghu City Police Station for three months, working solely in the office. She spent her time sorting papers and had no opportunities to work on the frontline. Coupled with the fact that her boss was a relative of the chief police, there was no chance of her getting involved with danger.
   

        Such circumstances were unsatisfactory for Cathy, as her strong sense of justice and pride were left unsatisfied. Compared to her safe and boring office job, she yearned to work on the frontline of investigations along with her colleagues in the Criminal Investigation Department or Special Mobile Corps. Unfortunately, her Uncle didn't allow her to switch her position.
   

        Cathy was thinking of ways to discuss the issue through her mother but unexpectedly, she came across this case on the way home. She quickly picked up on the connection it could have to the recent serial disappearances in Jinghu City.
   

        If she could solve this case, her Uncle would surely be surprised and her colleagues would look at her in admiration. She wasn't foolish; she would act according to the situation. If the opponent was a criminal gang, she would naturally retreat first.
   

        She would then report this intelligence to the Jinghu City Police Station.
   

        Right now, what she needed to do most was locate the criminals' base, everything else was secondary.
   

        Her heart pounded as Cathy silently counted the seconds in her head.
   

        Finally, she couldn't hear the distant footsteps anymore, and peeked out of her hiding place. In the dim moonlight, she saw a man about sixty metres away slowly disappearing into the distance.
   

        Cathy instantly started following him, cautiously.
   

        Shortly after she left, there was a faint rustling sound from the bush beside her. Then, a shadowy figure dressed in a black trench coat emerged from the bush, taking cover behind a tree.
   

        This man's hiding skill was far superior to Cathy's; he was only a few meters away but she was unable to detect his presence. The faint moonlight that managed to slip through the irregular tree canopy landed on the head of the man in the trench coat. The man took off his sunglasses, revealing a pair of ocean blue eyes.
   

        The man reached into his trench coat and drew out a dagger. He then made a triangular mark on the tree trunk behind him.
   

        After that was done, he crouched a little, showing half his face.
   

        He stepped out lightly and followed after her quickly.
   

        The moon hung high in the sky, looking like an elliptical white porcelain disk. A few clouds were swirling around the moon, like waves on the sea. The soft white moonlight poured onto the ground.
   

        The shadows of the fir trees slanted on the ground, turning into flat black shapes. The slope amidst the woods was full of weeds and wildflowers, and above the meadow, a shaky, faint yellow, old wooden house stood, casting half a shadow.
   

        Upon first glance, it seemed like a house built by a forester or a hunter, but it seemed to have been abandoned for a while now.
   

        Black mold infested some wooden boards of the wall, with holes here and there, through which the cold wind was incessantly rushing, making an eerie howling sound.
   

        Suddenly, "Snap".
   

        A black boot crushed a wild white flower.
   

        A curly brown-haired man stopped about two hundred meters away from the wooden house. He shook his head as if to clear it and glanced towards the house. Then, he threw the woman from his shoulder abruptly and turned back.
   

        With each step, he could cover several meters and his hands were silently covered in red gloves. His white fangs also suddenly protruded from his lips. In an instant, Cathy, who had hidden behind a tree and was spying, enlarged her eyes. The man, who had been dozens of meters away from her just a moment ago, flew towards her; his vampire-like pale face rapidly magnifying, his pupils filled with Hunting Intent.
   

        "Bang, bang, bang! Bang, bang, bang!"
   

        Almost unconsciously, the frightened Cathy instantly pulled the trigger. Handgun bullets continuously shot out from the gun.
   

        "Splat, splat, splat..."
   

        Bullets immediately pierced the man's body and blood gushed out from his injuries. However, he acted as if nothing had happened, and in fact, his injury seemed to stimulate his ferocity. His face became more brutal. The curly-haired man reached out with his right hand, slapping the tree trunk covered in red energy, obviously leaving behind a corrosion mark.
   

        The palm was about to strangle Cathy's neck.
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        A crossbow arrow shot out from the darkness nearby.
   

        The target was the curly-haired man's heart in his left chest.
   

        However, the curly-haired man seemed to sense it and quickly moved his body aside to dodge. He was still hit by the arrow, but not at the heart, instead, it was slightly above the left side of his waist.
   

        "Who?!"
   

        The man roared in pain.
   

        But he was greeted by several crossbow arrows flying towards him.
   

        The curly-haired man quickly dodged to the side. He also noticed that something was wrong with the wound location. A sense of weakness and discomfort spread quickly from his left waist to his whole body. The feeling was dull, just like being anesthetized in a hospital.
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        The man quickly reached out and pulled out the crossbow.
   

        A blood-stained silver arrowhead faintly reflected light under the dim moonlight. Something seemed to have been smeared on the metallic surface of the arrowhead.
   

        "It's those damn hunters, thorny mercury."
   

        The curly-haired man frowned at the continuously bleeding wound.
   

        Meanwhile, a figure in a black trench coat emerged from the shadows. He looked about twenty-five, had a buzz cut, an unruly demeanor, pale skin, and deep blue eyes.
   

        He held a semi-automatic crossbow in his hand. On his right waist, he had a yellow quiver while a sharp long sword hung at his left waist.
   

        With steady strides, the man in the trench coat came to Cathy, who was still in shock. He didn't look at her, but seemed to mutter to himself, "Using firearms against the Blood Clan is useless…"
   

        "To deal with these resilient monsters, we are the only ones who should act…" He boldly spoke as if he was showing off, while silently reaching into his quiver to remove a crossbow arrow. With a sharp corner, he cut his finger and let the blood drip onto the arrowhead.
   

        "Step back, this is not a battle for ordinary people…"
   

        The trench-coated man continued to talk to himself, seizing the opportunity to take out another arrow and let the blood drip. He also dripped blood on the long sword at his left waist, then used the corner of his coat to wipe it evenly. These battle weapons were all smeared with specially made mercury. However, this could not be called thorny mercury. Only mercury temporarily mixed with hunter's blood could be called thorny mercury.
   

        The effect of this mixed mercury could only last for a short time, so it could not be prepared in advance, it had to be made on the spot.
   

        Blood Clan members, who got shot with thorny mercury, would be greatly weakened. Their entire bodies would become numb and weak, their reaction speed would decrease, and even their self-healing ability would be significantly reduced. This is the basis for the mercury hunters to dare to fight against the Blood Clan.
   

        The trench-coated man had been following in the shadows all this while. Although he was protecting Cathy, he was also using her as bait intentionally. As long as the Blood Clan member ahead was distracted by her and let his guard down, the man in the trench coat could take advantage of it.
   

        It turned out that his approach was correct.
   

        The thorny mercury on the arrowhead had already invaded the Blood Clan member's body, and should be working now, making him extremely weak.
   

        The man in the trench coat stayed calm and suddenly lunged forward.
   

        He charged towards a tree trunk ten meters away, holding thee semi-automatic crossbow at his chest. As soon as there was a swaying of grass, strong arrows would be fired.
   

        One step, two steps, three steps!
   

        The man in the trench coat suddenly pulled the trigger, and several arrows flew out in a group, but audaciously hit empty space. Some of them were nailed to the tree trunk, and some drilled into the distant bushes.
   

        "Watch out!"
   

        Cathy's scream came from behind.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        The man in the trench coat immediately rolled on the spot, a gust of wind swept past his back. He felt a pain in his back and stumbled forward.
   

        He turned his head abruptly to see.
   

        A curly-haired man with the original features of a bat on his face and hands was rushing over, his right hand dripping with fresh blood.
   

        "Blood Blessing?! No, it's not! It's just that the blood concentration is higher, and some ancestral characteristics are shown when exerting full strength."
   

        The man in the trench coat thought quickly.
   

        The effect of thorny mercury was much better than that of pure mercury. It was the best helper for blue-eyed hunters to hunt vampires. As long as an ordinary Blood Clan member was shot by an arrow, the thorny mercury carried by that arrow could paralyze and weaken it to the extreme, even weaken it to be only slightly stronger than an ordinary person.
   

        But, that's just the ordinary Blood Clan. The higher and purer the bloodline of the Blood Clan, the stronger its resistance to thorny mercury. Among them, the ones with the strongest resistance were Alpha's Direct Bloodline. These direct bloodline members could even temporarily ignore the effect of thorny mercury after activating Blood Blessing and turning into a powerful half-human and half-bat creature. Only a large amount of thorny mercury inflicted into its body could have a certain effect, which is slightly better than the effect of ordinary mercury…
   

        The Blood Clan member in front of him was not a direct descendant, but he also counted as a relatively close elite lineage. When he exerted all his strength, he already showed ancestral characteristics and his resistance to thorny mercury was not small.
   

        "Need to shoot more arrows, make more slashes to inject enough mercury…"
   

        The man in the trench coat quickly set a goal in his heart, and retreated fiercely. He used ordinary crossbow arrows to hinder the vampire's advance.
   

        Shuffling through the woods, the man in the trench coat cooperated with crossbow arrows and long sword. The crossbow arrow suppressed the opponent's action, and the long sword slashed at close range. Since this Blood Clan member was initially infused with a certain amount of thorny mercury, his actions and reaction speeds have declined.
   

        So the two entered a stalemate, leaping forward and backward in the shadows, with occasional clashes.
   

        Cathy immediately followed. She wanted to help the man in the trench coat to interfere with the monster by shooting from a distance. However, the fight between the two was too fierce. Cathy was afraid that she might accidentally hit the man in the trench coat, or her bullets would interfere with him, so she didn't take any action yet.
   

        Unconsciously, whether intentionally or unintentionally.
   

        The two fought all the way towards the direction of the cabin. A few minutes later, the three gradually came to the edge of the grassland.
   

        The man in the trench coat suddenly noticed something was wrong. He suddenly swinged his sword to fend off his opponent. With a glance from the corner of his eye, he saw two figures rushing out of the cabin. Both were clearly Blood Clan members, each stride could glide more than three meters away. Their bodies rose and fell a few times, and they were already rapidly approaching.
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        "Three of the Blood Clan! Is this a hub for the Blood Clan members who have recently gathered in Jinghu City?" The man in the trench coat was astounded, his gaze slid over to a figure in the far off mountain forest.
   

        "There's another one! And they seem powerful..."
   

        The trench coat man felt his heart sinking as if it had plunged into the depths of the sea, he sensed the scent of impending death. He had blindly provoked the Blood Clan!
   

        "Hehehe…"
   

        A chilling laugh echoed from the opposite side, the curly-haired Blood Clan member had spotted his three sprinting companions. He recognized the two rushing from the wooden hut, and although he did not know the one emerging from the woods he identified him as a Blood Clan expert. Judging by his tower-like sturdy figure and the speed at which he carried the sacrifice, he was an undeniable powerhouse.
   

        It was clear that this was a mighty reinforcement!
   

        "Bang, bang, bang!"
   

        "Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh!"
   

        Cathy instantly began to fire her gun and the trench coat man also pulled the trigger of his semi-automatic crossbow. Both directed their fire towards the hut, as there were no tree trunks to obstruct their view in the open ground. The Blood Clan member charging from the woods was blocked by the dense forest, making the chances of bullets and arrows hitting him fewer compared to the others.
   

        On the grassland, the two Blood Clan members were moving at a fast pace.
   

        They were mostly untouched by the flying objects, which was why the trench coat man initially chose to launch a stealth attack. The Blood Clan were agile and nimble creatures of the darkness, and they could dodge many attacks if they were aware and prepared beforehand.
   

        "Follow me!"
   

        The trench coat man let out a booming yell, planning to retreat, but the curly-haired Blood Clan member quickly engaged him in a fight. Despite having lost a lot of blood, he was still stronger than ordinary men.
   

        The trench coat man was immediately entangled by the blood-streaked waving hands.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        He gritted his teeth, preparing to make a sacrifice for his escape. Suddenly, he felt his heart skip a beat, it was as if a massive boulder was pressing down on him.
   

        Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the towering figure that was initially far off, now closing in within seconds, even faster than the Blood Clan members on the open ground.
   

        "Brother! Stop him!"
   

        There was a look of elation on the face of the curly-haired Blood Clan member as he roared out loud.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The enormous chest squashed down on the air, resembling a raging bull in charge, every step resounding like a muted thunderclap.
   

        "Let's take him together!" the curly-haired Blood Clan member sneered.
   

        "Huh?!"
   

        He stopped abruptly. The frantic shuffle of air parted his hair down the middle and a gigantic fist, as firm as cast iron, swung towards him. He could even see the veins on the fist, twisted like steel wires.
   

        "Aren't we on the same side?"
   

        That was his last thought.
   

        Thud!!!
   

        His head exploded under the brutal force, splattering outwards.
   

        Cathy and the trench coat man, who were preparing to fire at the side, widened their eyes in surprise. An internal feud in the Blood Clan?! One of their own was killing another? No, the charging hulk was a pure human.
   

        The creature he was carrying on his shoulder was a member of the Blood Clan!
   

        With his sharp senses, the trench coat man quickly realized: "Lower your gun, he's an ally. We need to handle the Blood Clan members on the other side!"
   

        "Continue."
   

        A calm voice sounded from the edge.
   

        The trench coat man felt a slight push, as the muscular man walked past him, the trench coat man felt the weight on his shoulder - an unconscious young Blood Clan member.
   

        Fighting back discomfort, the trench coat man warned the figure before him: "Don't be reckless, friend! That's a powerful elite Blood Clan memb..."
   

        Boom! Boom!
   

        Two echoing sounds appeared to respond to the trench coat man's warning.
   

        He saw two figures hurled high into the air at a high speed, bleeding profusely, falling like dying birds with broken wings.
   

        One of them crashed onto the ground, sliding nearly ten meters on the grassland, leaving a long trail behind. The other one, oddly enough, shot straight towards the wooden hut like a bird crashing into a mountain.
   

        With a crash, it left a gaping hole in the hut.
   

        Roar!
   

        A bestial roar echoed from the hut.
   

        The door shattered instantly, and wood chips fell like rain. A monstrous creature, half-man and half-bat, emerged. It had an ugly and hateful face, with fearsome tusks jutting outward. Its bulging pale-red muscles were extraordinarily robust, and its skin was covered with a layer of dark red mane.
   

        "The Blessing of Blood! It's the Alpha's Direct Bloodline!"
   

        "He is unstoppable, friend, better be quick…"
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom...
   

        All of a sudden, the half-man half-bat monster appeared in front of the man, its ferocious claws and fists carrying tremendous force and corrosive energy, striking him like a torrential downpour. The dull collision sounded like a drum and sparks flew from its claws.
   

        His white shirt was ripped apart, exposing the terrifyingly muscular body beneath. The surface of his body was covered with a layer of grey, resembling marble, as if he wore a heavy suit of armor.
   

        He stood there, his legs rooted in the ground like a tree trunk, his body tall and sturdy like a tower.
   

        He stood still, watching the bat monster's frenzied attack.
   

        "What the hell…." The trench coat man froze for a moment.
   

        "He's harder than iron..." Cathy stared in bewilderment, setting down her handgun. She kept smacking her parched lips, and didn't dare to even take a deep breath.
   

        The air whirled violently, the dust and leaves swirling up and around. The bat monster seemed to have regained some of its composure, it looked up confusedly at a "kind and friendly" face.
   

        It was a face with a broad, malevolent grin.
   

        "Had your fill of scratching? My turn now."
   

        A fist ripped through the air and came crashing down. The bat monster, at that moment, was so overwhelmed by the formidable force that it felt as if it was a broken little boat swaying amidst violent waves.
   

        "You don't have to pay for the damage to my shirt..."
   

        A deep voice echoed through the chaotic wind. Just before the bat monster lost consciousness, it heard a final sentence.
   

        "You can pay with your life."
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        Boom!
   

        The grotesque bat-like face of the Alfama's Direct Bloodline monstrously collapsed. The massive form, struck as though by a shell, crashed into a dilapidated yellow wooden cabin.
   

        At the scene, Casio casually retracted his fist. He wiped his right hand over his chest where a faint white mark on his skin had vanished. With a forceful tug, he tore off the ruined white shirt from his body and tossed it on the ground.
   

        In just half an hour, Casio had worn through two shirts, which had a lot to do with his brash and staunch combat style. The Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art was primarily a close combat power technique, and Stone Armor Skill was a form of Hard Qigong. The combination of his martial arts and his personal character meant that Casio's clothes easily ripped apart in every battle either from collisions with powerful enemies or from the physical eruption of his own body.
   

        If he practiced a Secret Sword Technique, his style would have been agile and composed, with fierce attacks and no dust staining his body. After all, if a practitioner of a Secret Sword Technique had his clothes torn, death would not be far away. Whatever can touch your clothes can touch your vitals, and the majority of martial artists specializing in weapons' physical bodies are relatively frail...
   

        Swish!
   

        Pulling his boot deeply embedded in the ground, Casio shook off the mud, then turned to the side and said.
   

        "Give me the boy."
   

        "Huh?" The trench-coat man was still stunned and took a moment to react.
   

        "Oh, right..." He promptly responded, walking to Casio's side. A big hand reached out, lifting the Blood Clan youth from the trench-coat man's shoulder and slinging him over Casio's own shoulder.
   

        "Excuse me…"
   

        The trench-coat man hesitated for a long time before speaking. 
   

        Casio acted as if he hadn't heard, and with an unchanged expression, headed towards the distant cabin. His pace wasn't too fast, but his strides were very wide, giving him the speed of a light jog.
   

        "Ah…" Sensing that Casio had no interest in talking to him, the trench-coat man opened his mouth, then closed it. He touched the injury on his back; he had been scratched, but it wasn't severe.
   

        So, the trench-coat man gritted his teeth against the pain and followed suit.
   

        On the other side, Cathy, the policewoman who stood somewhat helplessly by the headless corpse, had also recollected herself. Seeing the two men heading towards the cabin, she didn't dare to linger around any longer.
   

        With a headless bloody corpse on the ground, the sight was scary. Cathy took a deep breath and hastily began to move, reloading her handgun as she ran.
   

        One minute later, beside the half-collapsed wooden cabin.
   

        The trench-coat man saw the horrible shape of the previous half-man half-bat monster; its whole skull was collapsed, with features distorted together, variously colored fluids oozing from its gaps.
   

        At least half of the unsightly head had been flattened by a massive force.
   

        Now lying half-dead, with the pure, original energy from within its body still supporting its life. Alfama's Direct Bloodline had the ability to transform due to the Blessed Power of blood, but the side effect was significantly weakened regeneration. This monster seemed to be in such a condition.
   

        Looking at the bat monster, struggling and trembling on the ground, the trench-coat man blinked and recalled a saying of his family elder.
   

        "We of the Blue-Eye Clan regard the Blood Clan as our lifelong greatest enemy, but they don't think of us in the same way. Especially for the Alfama's Direct Bloodline from the Blood Clan, whose bloodline is the most pure, they possess the Blessed Power of blood, which enables them to trigger the true darkness bloodline. In their bat-transformed state, they are invincible, and their bloodlust reaches its peak. Against such a Blood Clan from Alfama's Direct Bloodline, even if it's only one, it would require a whole team of hunters to keep it under control. Never confront the Alfama's Bloodline one-on-one, it's simply suicide!"
   

        The elder's advice still echoed in his ears, creating a stark contrast with the situation before his eyes. Someone had confronted Alfama's Direct Bloodline one-on-one while Alfama's Bloodline was in its most powerful state due to the Blessed Power. But the outcome was that he was knocked out with a single punch.
   

        Considering this gap in strength, let alone a single Alfama's Bloodline in its Blessed Power state, even if a group attacked together, they would probably not pose any threat to this muscular man.
   

        Just now, that Alfama's Direct Bloodline was at its peak, yet it was as ineffective as a scratch, not even able to break the man's skin defense.
   

        In this world, the Blood Clan isn't the only supernatural force...
   

        "There's someone here!"
   

        "And also…"
   

        The voice of policewoman Cathy came from the other side of the cabin.
   

        A few minutes later, the trench-coat man saw two stunned pretty women. These were, evidently, the two victims of the missing person case. 
   

         "These two victims seem to be under the control of some drug…"
   

        Cathy wrinkled her brow.
   

         "No, it's not a drug." The trench-coat man shook his head: "This is a form of mental control, or rather, mental intimidation by the Blood Clan towards humans. It's like how in the animal kingdom, herbivores would be scared stiff in front of apex predators, becoming paralyzed. These two are in such a state now. If the Blood Clan doesn't continuously exert this mental intimidation, this paralysis can only last for about ten hours, then they'll gradually recover."
   

        As a Mercury Hunter, he naturally knew something about this.
   

        "May I ask who you are?"
   

        Seeing that the trench-coat man seemed friendly, Cathy hesitantly asked.
   

        "I'm from the Blue Eye Clan, a Mercury Hunter trained specifically to hunt the Blood Clan. Recently, Blood Clans across the northern region of the Hong Li Federation have been gathering in the Alfama Mountains area, with a large number of disappearances in Jinghu City and Ming Mountain City. We Mercury Hunters have always had ties with the government, and when we learned of the Blood Clan gathering, we came here to investigate…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 199: 145 Mysterious Call (4000) (Wishing you all a Happy June 2nd Children's Day)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The man in the trench coat shared some general information, not worrying about revealing anything, as the woman was a police officer from Jinghu city. They, the mercury hunters, had just established a partnership with the Jinghu City Police Department. They would definitely need police assistance when they take action against the Blood Clan after their investigation.
   

        All the informed persons would sign a non-disclosure agreement.
   

        "Boom!"
   

        As the two were conversing, an explosion sounded from the rubble of a nearby wooden house. Cathy and the man in the trench coat rushed over immediately.
   

        Only to see Casio, full of blood, his face as gloomy as iron.
   

        And on the ground was a corpse of the Blood Clan. The injury on the skull had healed, but a hole was opened at the position of the heart.
   

        There were traces of explosion at the football-sized wound.
   

        When Casio struck this Blood Clan, he intended to kill it directly, but considering the subsequent interrogations, he held back. Just now, he was waiting for this Blood Clan to recover, intending to ask some useful intelligence, but the creature chose to self-detonate on the spot.
   

        Heart burst, bloody stench splattered all over Casio.
   

        He was a little upset right now.
   

        Boom.
   

        The sandbag-sized fist slammed the dead Blood Clan's head into the mud. The surrounding ground shook, and broken wooden planks slipped off.
   

        Boom, boom, two more punches.
   

        In the pit on the ground was a jam-like lump of mangled flesh.
   

        Casio slowly stood up, his muscles twitching and flexing.
   

        Blood droplets on his skin surface were instantly tossed away, leaving only two drops of blood on his face, the whole upper body was clean again.
   

        He said to the two people who came over, "I plan to stay here for a while. If you have nothing to do, you can go. Take the other two common people with you too…"
   

        The intention in his words was clear, Casio was starting to drive people away.
   

        He wanted to use this small wooden house as a battlefield, waiting for the Blood Clan that would come here. He wondered whether all the direct descendants of Alfama were as defiant as this one.
   

        "Okay." The man in the trench coat did not hesitate.
   

        Casio was brave and capable, he had the strength to do so. The trench coat man knew his own abilities, though he was quite powerful among the mercury hunters, his ability was limited to restraining one elite Blood Clan to a draw at most, and that too after weakening it with Thorny Mercury. This was a stronghold of the Blood Clan, the frequency and number of Blood Clan coming and going would definitely not be low. He didn't want to die in the mountains at such a young age.
   

        Casio had no obligation to protect him.
   

        "Ms. Cathy, take the other two people and go with me," the man in the trench coat turned to speak to the policewoman nearby.
   

        Half a minute later, several people walked out of the wooden house. Just about to leave quickly, the man in the trench coat frowned, looking around.
   

        A pale white fog rose everywhere in the woods. Like a living thing, with a strange flow, it spread rapidly along the ground. Under the moonlight, like a soft white veil hanging from the trees slowly swaying, presenting a strange blurry color.
   

        "It's foggy?" Cathy said in a daze.
   

        The man in the trenchcoat extended his hand and casually grabbed a handful. The fog was like a flowing slurry, as if it could lift people up.
   

        "This fog is too thick..." 
   

        He murmured to himself and turned to look at the wooden house. Compared to the harmless fog that might at most get people lost, the danger here was slightly higher. He has previously marked the trees at regular intervals. With cautious and slower travel, it was not difficult to get out.
   

        "Let's go!"
   

        The man in the trench coat took Cathy and the other two and left promptly. 
   

        As they were swallowed by the fog, Casio walked out of the house. His expression was surprised when he took a look around; the intense fog of the night seemed sudden.
   

        Within his field of view, white fog particles rolled around between the trees, making a rustling sound. Grasslands and tree trunks appear blurry in the fog, as if seen through a layer of gauze.
   

        Whoosh whoosh... it seemed like something was floating slowly in the fog. Casio hurriedly glanced towards the corner of his eye, but everything was normal there as if it was just a shadow of a tree. "Pulling all sorts of spooky crap..."
   

        He stepped toward that direction without hesitation.
   

        His fists clenched, muscles tightened. His body's strength distributed throughout his limbs, ready to engage in an attack storm-like attacks of Casio should there be any rustling in the vicinity. He seemed rather cautious.
   

        His keen senses did not bring any danger warnings.
   

        About a hundred meters out, Casio placed one hand on a tree trunk, furrowing his brows as he looked around. For some reason, he felt a faint unease. Perhaps there was something odd about the fog, or perhaps something within the fog was watching him...
   

        The surroundings were eerily silent, save for the dense fog that swirled in the air. Casio seemed to hear something then, holding his breath in concentration.
   

        The soft whooshing of the wind brushing past tree tops, the faint chirping of birds from possibly miles away, his own heartbeat and breathing...and additionally...a barely audible voice calling his name.
   

        "Cas...Cas...io...sss...come...sss...here..."
   

        "sss...here...this way...sss..."
   

        The voice appeared in bits and spurts, akin to how an old cassette tape would sound. Mixed into the voice was a chaotic assortment of static, along with a murmuring in the background, as if many people were whispering at once.
   

        At first, Casio simply found it eerie, but he soon comprehended something that startled him. This voice somehow knew him – Casio – by name. Could this be Duomeng? Or was it one of the young Blood Clan members from the log cabin, calling out for help?
   

        He spun around immediately, only to have a dark silhouette flit past him. A chill ran down Casio's spine. He launched himself into a fit of rage and charged forward, his Iron Fist power coursing through him.
   

        Thud!
   

        A large tree big enough to be encircled by an adult's arms was smashed through, leaving a gaping hole.
   

        Casio drew back his fist, glancing around him.
   

        The dense fog resembled a blurry, mobile, monolithic barrier. It seemed like a towering wall ascending from the ground blocking him from the rest of the world.
   

        The surroundings were deathly silent. It felt like he'd been isolated in another world - hollow, empty, lonely and vague.
   

        Swish!
   

        Another shadow darted past him.
   

        Casio lashed out again, accelerating into his third blood speed state at an incredible pace. As his Iron Fist whirled through the air, it caused a vortex in the fog.
   

        However, there was still no sign of the shadow's host.
   

        "Enough with these tricks, show yourself!"
   

        Casio's right hand gripped a tree, his fingers digging deep into the bark. It looked as though he would uproot it entirely in the next second.
   

        Once again, a deafening silence fell around him.
   

        All that could be heard was Casio's heavy, ragged breathing. This unfamiliar feeling of not being in control of the situation was infuriating.
   

        Just as Casio was about to lose his temper, he remembered the principles of the Wind Elephant Fist and drew in a calming breath, telling himself to keep calm. Gradually, he managed to regain his composure.
   

        "Fol...sss...me...sss...here..."
   

        That haunting voice echoed in Casio's ear once again.
   

        He suddenly saw a vague silhouette in the fog to his left front, seemingly guiding the way. Casio's eyes flickered as he unleashed all his power and pounced.
   

        After running at a fast speed for several hundred meters, the shadow still remained roughly in the same position to his left front, blurry as though ready to dissipate at any moment.
   

        "Such incredible speed...or is this just an illusion?"
   

        Casio flexed his fist and assessed himself. His own strength, shaped by achieving mastery in the Secret Martial Art of a fist fighter, suggested that he hadn't been poisoned.
   

        "Whatever."
   

        His instincts told him that there was no malice in this entity. Casio decided to see where this shadow sought to guide him.
   

        Half an hour later, in the middle of a steep mountain forest.
   

        A member of the Blood Clan was feeling around a tree, struggling to find his way amid the thick fog that had suddenly engulfed the mountain trail.
   

        "Tick tock tick tock..."
   

        A series of hurried footsteps suddenly sounded from the left.
   

        The Blood Clan member quickly turned to look, but a dark figure instantly closed the distance before him like a gust of wind. "Get lost!" Torn apart by an invisible force, the Blood Clan member was ripped in half, his blood ballooning into the air in a misty haze.
   

        The huge figure charged past.
   

        The resulting wind gust formed a half-red, half-white vortex in mid-air, resembling a hovering bloody eye.
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        The fog was heavy, making it impossible to see the path ahead. Casio continued to follow the shadow, rushing towards the depths of the dense forest.
   

        "Where exactly is it taking me?"
   

        Casio squinted his eyes and a light white misty current swirled around his nose.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        Thud! A black boot stepped on the open ground.
   

        Three adult men dressed in ordinary clothes turned their heads abruptly, looking towards the incoming person from afar. The strongest one among them scanned the newcomer with his eyes, "A hunter? No, just an ordinary human."
   

        Thud, thud, thud...
   

        The newcomer charged straightforwardly without showing any sign of stopping.
   

        "Get lost! Don't block the way!"
   

        At these words, all three members of the Blood Clan laughed out of anger. The muscular leader's face darkened: "You dare to talk to me with such tone, insignificant human. I wasn't planning for an extra meal today, but..."
   

        Roar!
   

        A high-pitched roar came out from the man's mouth. His body instantly grew larger and mutated, his facial features became beast-like. His clothes were torn apart, revealing his robust black and red body, and thick hair.
   

        The man with the bat face smirked. The sight he enjoyed the most was seeing the fear and dread of humans encountering the true face of the Blood Clan.
   

        "Die!"
   

        With a whistling sound, the man lunged insanely.
   

        Bang! The next moment, a shadow was hurled back at a high speed.
   

        Blood drew a graceful arc in the air.
   

        "What!" Seeing this, the other two members of the Blood Clan, surprised, transformed into half-human half-bat monsters with their Blood Gift, their claws almost as big as a human's head.
   

        Whoosh! A giant shadow brushed past the two of them in the blink of an eye.
   

        Casio didn't look back. The white mist wrapping his hands quickly dispersed. Without uttering a word, he rushed deeper into the fog.
   

        Two heads, spewing blood, shot up into the sky behind him.
   

        Amid the dense white fog, Casio concentrated his attention fully. He could feel that the guide shadow in front was accelerating, not caring whether Casio could keep up or not. If he wanted to follow it till the end, he had to maintain his speed.
   

        Any member of the Blood Clan or human who stood in his way had to step aside.
   

        And if they didn't want to move, then they were walking the path towards death.
   

        After another ten minutes passed, within the seemingly endless dense fog, Casio's hands were dripping blood, his steps were elevated. Every powerful stomp would leave a deep pit in the ground.
   

        By doing so, his speed surged.
   

        Throughout the way, the surrounding environment barely changed.
   

        The only difference was that the Blood Clan around him grew in number. These secluded vampires were unaware of the concept of giving way, in their eyes, Casio was just a blood pouch sprinting towards them. Mostly, their first instinct was to intercept him.
   

        And the consequence of blocking his way was self-evident.
   

        Casio had now assassinated almost twenty members of the Blood Clan.
   

        "Slosh...slosh..."
   

        A faint echo of splashing water was heard from a distance.
   

        A moment later, Casio stopped next to a grassland. Although the surrounding fog was hazy, he could still see the outline of the waterfall cascading down in front. Below the waterfall was an oval-shaped pond, and a small stream flowed down from the mouth of the pond.
   

        The fringe was a green lawn with some gray and white stones covered in moss. On the edge, there was nothing but trees.
   

        "The shadow stopped..." Casio looked up.
   

        The shadow that had led him here had slowed down. Like someone merely walking, it strolled back and forth in the fog, as if searching for something. A few seconds later, the shadow moved in a certain direction and finally stopped next to a large tree.
   

        Before Casio could catch up, the shadow suddenly vanished.
   

        The next moment, Casio was standing next to the large tree, slowly leaning over. This old tree was tall and huge, seemingly having grown here for a long time. The bark was wrinkled like the face of an old man.
   

        Powerful roots on the ground were tangled, like large gray pythons, winding through the mud.
   

        Casio squatted on a large root, reached out his hand and moved away the leaves and dirt from the tree-root crevices. After a short while, some gray stones inside were visible. He brushed off the soil on the surface and took a closer look, only to find that these were not ordinary stones, but seemed to be parts of a wall or tiles.
   

        He reached out again to dig a little more.
   

        More stones appeared before Casio, bearing a large number of traces of wind and rain erosion. However, some signs of civilization remained, carrying traces of engraving and painting.
   

        He held the tile in his hand and pondered for a while.
   

        Suddenly his hands were enveloped by white mist, and he started digging vigorously between the roots. A large amount of soil accumulated beside him. After a short while, Casio felt a hollow space beneath the compact soil.
   

        He reached out his hands and dug forcefully.
   

        A pit appeared before his eyes, a pitch-dark hole that leads to the unknown. Casio noticed that there was a layer of rock wall near the entrance of the hole, showing clear signs of human construction.
   

        "Is it a tomb? Or a relic?!"
   

        Casio frowned deeply, thinking about the guiding shadow just now, he hesitated whether to go inside and have a look.
   

        He approached the hole. The air seemed fine inside.
   

        Taking a deep breath, Casio stepped directly into the hole. As soon as he entered the cave wall, he found himself sliding downwards.
   

        It was a gray-white slope at about sixty degrees.
   

        It was extremely dark inside, almost impossible to see anything.
   

        Sizzle! Sizzle! Sizzle!
   

        From all around, a sound of mechanical hissing echoed. Casio felt something hitting his body. He immediately closed his eyes and shielded his neck and face with his arms.
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         Ding, ding, ding... A series of impact sounds echoing downwards.
   

        About fifteen seconds later, Casio managed to regain his steady stance. His feet landed on a solid, firm passage floor.
   

         Huh~ 
   

         Faint flames suddenly appeared along the cave wall, and spread along a line deeper into the darkness. The flame was pale white, not very bright, giving off a dim, dull feeling.
   

         Casio was slightly surprised, he then reached up to his hair, pulling out a black arrow. So this was the hidden weapon that had been attacking him just now. He glanced at his right forearm, where his skin was speckled with white dots. Some parts were nearly punctured, indicating how powerful these arrows were.
   

         Considering that Casio who had fully mastered the Stone Armor skill could even withstand bullets, the penetration power of these arrows was almost on par with bullets.
   

         With a firm press of his right hand, the arrow snapped with a crisp sound.
   

         Anticipating potential traps ahead, Casio deliberately slowed his pace, cautiously stepping deeper into the passage. 
   

         About two minutes later, a turn appeared ahead.
   

         He walked past it.
   

         Suddenly, the ground before him cracked open. It's a trap!
   

         In the two-meter deep hole, neatly arranged cube-shaped spikes appeared. Casio instantly fell in. He lunged out with his right hand, managing to grip the edge of the hole.
   

         He swung his body, raising both hands to lift himself up. He was back to where he started, slightly clenching his fists.
   

         He stepped on the ground, his figure leaping over the whole trap.
   

         Then, snap!
   

         The ground cracked open again.
   

         Casio fell into it unexpectedly. 
   

         A thud sound echoed from the bottom of the pit.
   

         "Damn! That's sinister!" 
   

         Casio hadn't expected that he would fall into such a trap.
   

         He lay on a pile of spikes, his expression gloomy. As he was falling, Casio didn't react as quickly as he did the first time, but he still managed to control his posture in mid-air.
   

         He flipped over, landing on his muscular back.
   

         The more spikes he touched simultaneously, the less pressure and puncture wounds he got. This was the right move.
   

         Although he had fallen to the very bottom, he felt no pain in his back. He probably wasn't hurt or bleeding. He quickly stood up- these spikes were almost as tall as his thighs. If it were a person of average height, they would not even reach the bottom.
   

         He glanced at the place where he had fallen earlier. The sharp ends of all those spikes there were completely flattened. Upon closer inspection, he realized that these iron spikes had clearly been sitting there for countless years. The surface was badly corroded, the spikes were covered with rust.
   

         Their piercing power was obviously not as strong as it was when they were new.
   

         Casio recalled the sharp arrows from earlier.
   

         Perhaps the hidden weapons inside the walls were well sealed… 
   

         Half a minute later, he was once again standing on the passage floor.
   

         This time, Casio was even more cautious. However, he encountered no more trap threats and managed to walk smoothly along the passage for hundreds of meters, before finally halting.
   

         What came into view was a huge cave wall, a vast cylindrical cavity. The bottom looked the size of a basketball court, with oval passages dotting the grey-white cave wall, seemingly leading to different directions.
   

         One glance swept over numerous dark holes extending into the unknown, giving an eerie, terrifying feeling. 
   

         Casio was momentarily dazed, then he took a few steps outwards, stepping onto a protruding platform in the cavity. He looked to his right, where the cave wall was filled with isolated steps.
   

         By hopping from step to step, he could reach the bottom.
   

         After some hesitation, Casio carefully jumped over. The steps were not part of a trap, and he didn't feel like they would collapse under his weight. These platforms were indeed very steady.
   

         And so, he descended lower towards the bottom, one step at a time.
   

         The surrounding air began to plummet sharply, Casio could clearly feel his body temperature dropping, a faint mist seemed to emanate from his breath. He shivered, his blood began to circulate faster through his three nodes, providing heat to his bare upper body.
   

         Five minutes later, Casio arrived at the bottom.
   

         A quick glance revealed five huge entrances.
   

         It was unclear where they lead to.
   

         In the middle of the cave wall, a grey-white fountain was working, with pale white water flowing in circles around the pool.
   

         "Has the fountain been working for such a long time? Or is someone maintaining it?"
   

         Casio took a couple of steps to the side, and suddenly, it felt as if he had stepped on and crushed something. He lifted his foot to see a bug underneath.
   

         The bug, the size of a thumb, was a white beetle. The bug had been stepped on and crushed, a pale green liquid made a sizzling sound on the ground.
   

         Casio stomped his foot lightly, suddenly the fountain ahead began to tremble, the white pool water continuously rippling. Then, the mouth of the fountain spewed out countless white beetles, squeaking incessantly.
   

         "Whizz...whizz...whizz..." 
   

         One after another, corrosive acidic liquid was shot over.
   

         Casio quickly dodged, then swiftly raised his right hand, which suddenly turned white, a swirl of air rapidly formed in his palm.
   

         The flat spherical airflow was making an unstable humming noise.
   

         Just as he was about to lose control of it, he casually threw it out.
   

         The hurricane was deflected with a whizz and hit the spot of the fountain, blasting a severe hurricane that enveloped a one-meter-radius area. 
   

         Many white beetles were shredded by the blast. 
   

        But even more beetles kept crawling out endlessly. 
   

         They moved forward in groups. 
   

         However, at the other end, where the platform at the bottom used to be, Casio was nowhere to be seen. From one of the entrances, a shadow flickered and vanished. 
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        Half an hour later, hurried footsteps echoed through a silent corridor, followed by a trail of white fire each time a step was made.
   

        "The style here is similar to the ruins that Twilight once visited..." Casio was in deep thought as he ran with all his might.
   

        His figure disappeared at the end of the corridor in a flash, moments later, the dense sound of scrambling bugs echoed at the ash-colored corridor intersection.
   

        These white beetles were truly tenacious.
   

        Five minutes later, Casio rushed into a corridor like a whirlwind. His pupils contracted, but his footsteps never paused. Instead, he burst forth, sprinting madly.
   

        And in an instant, he found himself at the end of the corridor.
   

        The next second, twelve gray stone statues on either side of the corridor began to stir. The statues lifted their heads, each revealing a peculiar face expressing one of twelve different emotions.
   

        Crying, laughing, anger, roaring ...
   

        Their movements, initially stiff, became fluid, and their huge bodies began stepping forward, pursuing Casio. 
   

        Unexpectedly, the next moment, the entrance to the corridor was filled with the sound of scrambling. The last statue turned its head to see a white torrent gushing in, completely engulfing all of the statues.
   

        "Hiss hiss hiss…" 
   

        The extremely corrosive acidic liquid practically formed a rainstorm.
   

        "Roar roar roar!"
   

        Loud roars echoed from behind him.
   

        Casio's pace quickened.
   

        Several hours later, Casio, who had been running barefoot, was almost at his wit's end. This was all because he had crushed a single white beetle. Did they really need to chase him relentlessly for three to four hours?
   

        He was now in a pitiful state, with signs of acid corrosion on his skin. Apart from a pair of shorts that were almost bursting at the seams, Casio had even thrown away his shoes, which he suspected had been smeared with pheromones. Still, the swarm of bugs showed no signs of stopping. He suspected that he too might have been tainted with the pheromones, but there wasn't a water source in the ruins where he could clean himself.
   

        Thus, Casio could do nothing but flee, relying on his amazing stamina boosted by three cycles of node cultivation to evade his pursuers. During his escape, he encountered many other dangers within the ruins. These included vampiric ivy hanging on the cave walls, magic flower mantises the size of humans, man-face flowers with strongly hallucinogenic pollen, mutated three-headed pythons, and so on...
   

        All the aforementioned dangers seemed to have been eliminated by the white beetles, as if he had provoked the ultimate boss right from the beginning.
   

        Squeak squeak squeak... squeak squeak squeak...
   

        In a hall filled with plants, creatures that resembled monkeys were hanging from creepers. As Casio sprinted across the hall, they continually attacked him with their weapons, trying to obstruct his path desperately.
   

        Fortunately, Casio's hard qigong training proved effective, allowing him to power through.
   

        The annoying monkeys squealed as if they wanted to chase him.
   

        The next second, a white torrent swept through the entire hall.
   

        After the torrent receded, numerous skeletal remains of monkeys fell from the creepers. They crashed onto the floor, breaking into pieces and continuously emitting smoke.
   

        Ten minutes later.
   

        Casio dashed to the end of a tunnel only to be dumbfounded - it was a dead end! Sounds of scrambling beetles could be heard from the entrance of the tunnel as countless white beetles flooded in.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        He punched the wall in frustration.
   

        "Huh?! This wall seems hollow?"
   

        At the same time, within a spacious hall.
   

        The expansive dome extended overhead, the top seemingly painted with an enigmatic mural using black and red paint. At the center of the hall was an extremely large pool, in the middle of which stood a submerged stone column.
   

        The spaces between the hall and the pool were covered with densely packed symbols, scattered like a spider web. They were inscrutable symbols that resembled tadpoles.
   

        And now, these symbols were lighting up one by one.
   

        Ten mysterious figures clad in black robes were devoutly kneeling on the ground, muttering complex intonations. It seemed to be some sort of mysterious and bizarre prayer. As they pressed their fingers on the ground, they bled. Their blood seeped into the symbols on the ground, seemingly awakening something.
   

        "ki tu gi a ba a ba..."
   

        The chanting grew louder and louder, reaching a certain climax.
   

        Suddenly, all the symbols on the ground turned red.
   

        The calm pool water turned into a transparent golden color like amber. A plume of steam rose up, and the hall rumbled with a great noise.
   

        Wait, a rumbling noise!? This had never happened during previous rituals. Many of the black-robed figures looked up, their eyes full of surprise as they stared at the pool. Could it be? Could it be!
   

        One black-robed figure murmured excitedly, "Finally..."
   

        Bang!
   

        The dome shattered, and a large piece of the wall fell down.
   

        Following this, a figure plunged into the pool with a splash.
   

        "What's going on?! Who is that person?!"
   

        "He fell into the sacred pool!!!"
   

        "Audacious!"
   

        "This is bad, the ritual has already completed, we can't stop it!"
   

        All the black-robed figures stood up abruptly and shouted.
   

        Splosh splosh splosh... splosh splosh splosh... splosh splosh splosh...
   

        It seemed as if a white river was crawling down from the ceiling, joining in the hissing sounds as their limbs rubbed against the cave wall.
   

        The next second, the chaotic noises unified into a single cry.
   

        "Goddamnit, it's the holy beetles, run!!!"
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        Half a minute later.
   

        The hall quietened, with only a few white beetles left behind, crawling aimlessly on the ground.
   

        The amber-colored pond water rippled slightly. The whole pond was deeper than imagined, at least five meters. Casio was not floating in the water, but eerily adhered to the bottom of the pond. A powerful force kept him at the very bottom.
   

        Thump!
   

        With explosive effort from his sinewy legs, Casio tried with all his might to leap out of the water. But a massive force seemed to be pulling him down as if thousands of hands were dragging his body.
   

        His usually spring-like force to bounce up to three or four meters was completely nullified. Casio only managed to leap up about thirty to forty centimeters before he succumbed to the force and dropped back down. 
   

        A sinking feeling in his heart hinted that something wasn't right.
   

        After contemplating for a while, Casio made another astonishing discovery: his skin was helping him to breathe. The amber liquid around him seemed to be continuously supplying oxygen into his body, allowing him to breathe effortlessly underwater.
   

        "It keeps me alive but won't let me leave?"
   

        A question welled up in Casio, but he couldn't just sit and wait to die in the pond. So he began to slowly shuffle, like an old man, towards the edges of the pond, hoping to find any protrusions he could cling to and climb up.
   

        A few minutes later, his hand brushed against something cold—the wall of the pond.
   

        Upon closer inspection, he was startled to find the wall covered with sculpted mouths—some pleading, some roaring, some slightly pursed...
   

        They seemed to express a variety of emotions.
   

        Casio took a couple of steps back, startled, then looked again. The 'mouths' were in fact, carvings on the wall, so lifelike that they looked eerily human.
   

        "Can I try to climb up?"
   

        With this thought, he attempted to climb using the indents of these mouths. This time Casio managed to get a bit higher from the bottom of the pond, about half a meter, but the higher he got the stronger the pull. 
   

        By the time he reached half a meter, the muscles in Casio's arms were slightly trembling, his fingers barely able to grip the indentations.
   

        Reluctantly, he had to let go.
   

        Thereafter, Casio explored the pond wall, discovering a series of different sculptural patterns on his way. They were the mouth he first encountered, an eye, a nose, an ear, and a hand—representing the world's five senses employed by humans to perceive the world.
   

        Simultaneously, a faint mist began to form in the cavernous hall. Soon, the mist became thick and heavy, shrouding the hall and its connecting passageways in no time. 
   

        A shadowy figure sporadically emerged from the fog.
   

        The figure stood near the edge of the pond, and its gestures suggested it was peering down at Casio.
   

        With the appearance of the figure, the originally darkened tracks on the floor lit up into a startlingly vibrant red, bathing the entire hall in an illuminated red glow.
   

        Even at the bottom of the pond, Casio saw the red light above him and he quickly looked up, "What's happening outside now?"
   

        "Zzz... live... zzz... zzz... on... zzz... go..."
   

        An abrupt buzzing sound, like an electric current, echoed in his ears.
   

        "What does it mean? Survive???"
   

        Confused, Casio lowered his gaze only to see the carved mouths on the pond wall starting to transform. All sorts of mouths started to open as if they were in mid-roar, "Ahhh..."
   

        Buzz!
   

        Casio felt as if struck by lightning, his mind suddenly going blank.
   

        Starting from the mouths, sculptures of eyes equally spaced apart sprung open, noses lifted, ears spread out, and hands fully extended. All these sensory sculptures simultaneously affected Casio.
   

        Immediately, Casio shuddered. Blood seeped out of his seven orifices and tiny pores on his skin.
   

        In an instant, a flood of fragmented information rushed into his mind, including a series of ever-changing visuals.
   

        It was as if numerous films were being played back in a disorganized and fast-forwarded manner.
   

        The images were chaotic and absurd but incredibly realistic.
   

        Smell, taste, sight, hearing, touch... All the sensory information humans use to understand the world seemed to exist within them.
   

        Casio felt like he was transported into a moment of som eone's life in some era, only to switch to another person in the next second. His brain was overheating as if about to explode.
   

        It felt like he was everywhere—in the past, the present, the future.
   

        As his perspective elevated and soared, Casio seemed to see a river running through the world. Instead of water, this transparent river was filled with fragments of history and images. The river's upstream was narrow until it suddenly broadened at some point.
   

        Out of nowhere, an ancient and powerful civilization appeared in the world. They kept to themselves, not bothering with the mortals on the land, focusing solely on their studies.
   

        This civilization continued for a long time before suddenly disappearing. Thereafter followed a significant period of emptiness.
   

        After the emptiness, specks of black gradually tainted the river. This part of the river was pitch-black and Casio couldn't see a thing. At some point in the blackened section, there was a sudden shift in the river's course, an unknown white fog enshrouding the river.
   

        That was followed by an endless entanglement of black water and white fog.
   

        Until now...
   

        Woosh!
   

        Casio abruptly opened his eyes and sat up with a start from the bottom of the pond. His chest heaved violently as he gasped for breath.
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        Cold sweat covered his back densely.
   

        He didn't know what he was afraid of, but an inexplicable fear crawled over him, causing goosebumps to rise all over his body.
   

        Casio slapped his aching head, the fragmented information he had previously seen quickly blurred, like a dream.
   

        He stood in place, dazed for half a minute, before realizing that the amber-colored pool water had completely disappeared. He was standing on the empty surface of the pool, the carved mouth on the wall in front of him had vanished, replaced by a smooth, cold, black wall.
   

        He tried bouncing and found the suction at the bottom of the pool was completely gone.
   

        Casio immediately jumped up and clawed at the edge of the pool.
   

        With a flip, he stood on the hall floor. He glanced down and saw the hall's surface filled with incomprehensible lines and symbols. However, it appeared to have been destroyed, with large blank areas and lines that abruptly ended halfway.
   

        "Huh?"
   

        Casio noticed a palm-sized black Ouroboros symbol burnt into his chest. The snake's eye and scales were masterfully depicted, reflecting a black-purple light from different angles.
   

        "What is this?"
   

        He reached out a hand to touch it, finding nothing abnormal.
   

        Casio lifted his head and suddenly focused on the top right corner.
   

        An Ouroboros symbol was hanging prominently: ∞.
   

        He paused, then tried focusing on the Ouroboros symbol as he used to. Immediately, a flood of chaotic information surged into Casio's mind, making him sway slightly.
   

        The symbol was known as Ouroboros, the blood chalice that brewed the blood of longevity. It was also a wisdom rune guiding the climb forward.
   

        Ouroboros came from the mysterious Oyon civilization. It was said to be one of the infinite and endlessly distant five keystones.
   

        Then followed a pile of cryptic and tongue-twisting words.
   

        In the end, the icing on the cake was one sentence.
   

        Draw from the essence of disasters, brew the blood of the spirit.
   

        So...
   

        What is the essence of disasters? And what is the blood of spirit?
   

        Is this some kind of riddle?
   

        Casio could guess a bit about the blood of spirit - it should be something beneficial. As for the essence of disasters, he was utterly clueless. Was it the Obsession Energy needed for retrospective ability? The two didn't seem to be the same thing; the difference was somewhat big…
   

        While Casio was pondering, he seemed to hear that vague voice encouraging him to live again. The shadow in the fog, what was it plotting? Guiding him to this relic and bestowing an unknown wisdom rune.
   

        Although it seemed like a good thing, Casio hated the feeling of being manipulated and controlled by others.
   

        It made him feel like a dangerous pawn.
   

        Casio was somewhat worried inside, but quickly brushed off the emotion. After all, he was in the Era of Retrospection.
   

        This was a historical scene from fifty years ago!
   

        Even if there were any schemes or cunning tricks, they would all be ineffective the moment Casio returned to the real world.
   

        Even if he died in the Era of Retrospection, it wouldn't matter.
   

        At most, it would be considered a failed retrospection, one that didn't bring back any strength.
   

        This time, Casio's retrospection was not time-bound. He even reserved enough Obsession Energy for a subsequent retrospection.
   

        The dangers of the Shadow Demon in the future were within manageable limits.
   

        Theoretically, Casio didn't need to have any other concerns.
   

        "Forget it, I'll worry about it after I get out."
   

        He decided on the next goal. This relic was filled with dangerous white beetles running rampant. It wasn't the best time to explore.
   

        Casio did not want to collide with those beetles again. He took a deep breath, found an exit and quickly entered it.
   

        Half a day later, in the middle of a cave. Casio sat on the ground to rest, a bottle and a piece of worn parchment in front of him. He never expected to acquire the secret medicine that he had stumbled upon at dusk. After dodging many traps he also obtained a parchment from the same stone chamber.
   

        The language on it was incomprehensible, but it seemed to be related to the secret medicine.
   

        Casio was delighted to find these two items, as it meant he wasn't far from the cave exit. But the greater the hope, the greater the disappointment. Casio still found himself going in circles in the passageway.
   

        It was like a labyrinth with endless twists and turns. No one could tell where they were, or how far they were from the exit. In such situations, the only option was to keep trying.
   

        Fortunately, Casio was already a master of fist techniques, capable of living without food and sleeping rough for half a month without danger.
   

        He still had plenty of time.
   

        Several days passed, and Casio stood at a crossroad, hesitating. He was on the verge of developing decision paralysis; the environment and passages were the same, without any change.
   

        The path ahead could be a trap, or it could be fraught with monsters.
   

        All along the way, both Casio's spirit and physical body had somewhat exhausted, and his appearance had visibly become haggard. Especially because the ruins were dangerous, he would wake up immediately at even the smallest rustle of wind, which irritated him even more.
   

        He exhaled a breath and looked at the upper right corner.
   

        The Wisdom Rune remained unchanged without any feedback. It just hung there, unnecessarily taking up a slot.
   

        What's the use of this thing? It's annoying just to look at it.
   

        With no outlet for his frustration, Casio slowly stretched out his hand and made a hand knife to carve a cross mark on the wall. This somewhat helped him navigate the ruins.
   

        That was better than doing nothing at all.
   

        Suddenly, he paused his drawing finger. He held his breath and listened intently. A few seconds later, Casio pressed his right cheek against the wall.
   

        His brow furrowed, and his eyes seemed to light up gradually.
   

        Dense blood-red light instantly covered his entire pupil.
   

        Bang!
   

        The rock exploded, and the wall shook violently.
   

        A full-strength Iron Fist, like a pile driver, punched through the hard wall and thrust out like a black python.
   

        His fingers caught an ellipse-shaped object and pulled it in.
   

        The head of a Blood Clan youth got stuck in the hole, his eyes continuously rolling back in his head, looking like his neck was about to be snapped off.
   

        "Excellent!"
   

        Casio laughed loudly and punched the youth's head back in.
   

        The rock-white muscles then swelled up, and his huge figure like a wild cow, charged fiercely at the wall.
   

        Boom! The dust fell like rain, and he ended up in another parallel passage. Three surprised Blood Clan youths were beside him.
   

        Finally… finally… I've taken a big detour...
   

        A relieved look appeared on Casio's face, and the corners of his mouth drew a slight smile involuntarily. Seeing his indifferent look and his companions on the ground, the three Blood Clan youths roared and charged at him, their figures swelling and distorting.
   

        They all turned into red and black bat monsters.
   

        Casio clenching his itchy fist. He didn't know whether it was due to being cooped up for so long, but he found the ugly Blood Clan in their blood-filled state oddly endearing now.
   

        So endearing that it made one want to shatter their bones inch by inch with a fist, to sever those strong muscle fibres with a hand knife, and those three round heads look so much like fragile watermelons…
   

        Casio yearned to vent out the violent killing desire in his heart.
   

        This time, it had nothing to do with the Shadow Demon. It should…
   

        Wham! Wham! Wham!
   

        The wall let out three muffled noises. Several Blood Clan heads were brutally pressed against the wall by the Iron Hand, leaving blood-soaked depressions and cracks. One of them was even directly killed by Casio's immense force.
   

        "Awesome..."
   

        Shaking off the blood on his hand, Casio twisted his neck, making a continuous cracking sound. He was about to pick up the two still alive Blood Clan members when he suddenly noticed a change in the Wisdom Rune at the upper right corner. It was no longer stagnant!
   

        On the right side of the Ouroboros shaped Rune, a blank progress bar appeared. It was long and thin. On close observation, there was a tiny bit of blood-red color at the end of the bar, suggesting a slight progression.
   

        "So, does Disaster Essence have something to do with dark creatures?!"
   

        Casio immediately made connections.
   

        Blinking his eyes, he noticed more changes.
   

        "Stone Armor Skill: Major Accomplisment (Two layers +)"
   

        A barely visible plus sign had appeared after "Two layers," which sent a thrill through Casio's heart and left his mind reeling.
   

        "Ding, your cheat has arrived..."
   

        Dismissing the hallucinatory sound in his ears, Casio felt a little parched in his throat.
   

        A moment later, Casio tried to focus his attention on the plus sign. In an instant, the entire phrase of the Stone Armor Skill became blurred.
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        Meanwhile, a symbol appeared underneath the entry.
   

        The symbol was made of densely packed faint red patterns.
   

        Casio's gaze shifted slightly, and he understood the symbol's meaning.
   

        "Upgrading limit in progress…
   

        There is still room for the Stone Armor Skill to improve…
   

        Lack of Disaster Essence…
   

        Upgrade failed…" 
   

        Casio quickly grasped the meaning of the system's response. The spiritual blood produced by the Wisdom Rune could be used to elevate the limit of one's abilities, for instance, it could raise the two-layered Hard Qigong Stone Armor Skill to three layers. Of course, a prerequisite was that the ability being improved still had room for development.
   

        The failure of the final elevation was quite normal since he only obtained a tiny bit of Disaster Essence. If merely killing a member of Alpha's Direct Bloodline could elevate an ability, Casio would have already established an unbeatable foundation.
   

        Every technique could be elevated to its limit, thus clearing the path. He only needed to cultivate in an orderly manner and follow the path.
   

        Casio sighed softly and shifted his gaze.
   

        "Huh? Why is there a plus sign on Elephant Soul Secret Technique?"
   

        He raised his eyebrows in surprise and refocused his attention.
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Insect Bite 66.7%+ (Three layers in total)"
   

        This time, the plus sign appeared not within the skill layers but within the skill progress. Casio attempted to add a point again.
   

        The entry of Elephant Soul Secret Technique immediately became blurry.
   

        A light blue pattern symbol appeared below.
   

        "Breaking through the bottleneck in progress…
   

        Yet to reach the bottleneck…
   

        Lack of Disaster Essence…
   

        Breaking through failed…" 
   

        Well, it could be used to break through a bottleneck?! Casio's eyes widened as he immediately started to further explore the system.
   

        After a while, Casio discovered another function.
   

        In the top right view, the entries for Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art and Stone Armor Skill were simultaneously blurred and flickered, showing signs of merging.
   

        A pale yellow symbol appeared at the bottom.
   

        "Skill fusion in progress…
   

        Both skills are in conflict, hence poorly matched…
   

        Lack of Disaster Essence…
   

        Fusion failed…" 
   

        Casio immediately decided to retract his previous statement; "What's the point of this thing, it's annoying to even look at." In contrast, the Wisdom Rune was incredibly useful.
   

        Although it couldn't directly enhance Casio's strength, its other auxiliary abilities were undoubtedly game-changing.
   

        First, it could raise the limit of a technique.
   

        Second, it could inspire breakthroughs.
   

        Third, it could fuse highly compatible techniques.
   

        As of now, these were the three aspects that Casio had figured out. Their abilities were indeed related to the Wisdom Rune and Spiritual Blood.
   

        He wondered if there were any hidden features to be found.
   

        Of course, the Wisdom Rune did have limitations.
   

        After obtaining the first strand of Disaster Essence, Casio reinterpreted the information of the Wisdom Rune and got more feedback. In ancient myths, everything cycles unceasingly, like a constantly rotating Ouroboros. And the time taken for the entire world to complete one cycle is one year, which is when Ouroboros circles back to its original position.
   

        That is to say, after the Wisdom Rune produces Spiritual Blood once, it will enter a long cooling period of one year.
   

        In other words, Casio can only use the Wisdom Rune once a year. After storing up enough Disaster Essence, he can choose any one from the three functions, after which the rune will lapse into silence.
   

        His fiery excitement slightly subsided, as he calmed down. Indeed, the Wisdom Rune, being a product of a mysterious civilization, likely wouldn't have incredibly powerful abilities without a cost.
   

        The only thing capable of that would be the Retrospective Ability.
   

        The Retrospective Ability that Casio possessed was incredibly unruly, even able to directly manifest a real era from history. Everything he cultivated there, he could bring back to the real world.
   

        This was clearly unmatched by the Wisdom Rune for the time being.
   

        "Wait a moment…" 
   

        Casio suddenly realized something. He immediately had a question: Which has a higher priority, the Retrospective Ability or Wisdom Rune?
   

        It should be the Retrospective Ability, Casio tended to believe.
   

        Then the question arose, does the world of different retrospective eras count as one world? And what about the original real world?
   

        "In ancient myths, everything cycles unceasingly, like a constantly rotating Ouroboros. And the time taken for the entire world to complete one cycle is one year, Ouroboros circles back to its original position." 
   

        Theoretically, a person resides in only one world, and time is continuous. But what if someone resides in more than one world? With time being haphazard and disjointed?
   

        Would that cause a bug? Continuously refreshing?
   

        For example, Casio is currently in the "Bronze Ring World fifty years ago." He has used up the Wisdom Rune's one elevation opportunity. If he immediately returns to the "Real World", will the Wisdom Rune refresh instantly? And if Casio then enters the "Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant World seventy years ago", will the Wisdom Rune refresh again?
   

        This seems to be a bit out of line with the rules and principles.
   

        But in fact, it should be reasonable, if the Retrospective Ability has a higher priority than the Wisdom Rune. The lower level surrenders to the higher level, the Wisdom Rune surrenders to the Retrospective Ability. And the Retrospective Ability is an unruly game-changer; it does not follow the rules and principles.
   

        It should be this way... this needs further verification through experiments.
   

        Upon thinking this far, Casio suddenly realized that he seemed to have exploited two bugs. Once with the Shadow Demon, and the other time with the Wisdom Rune, if successful. Both exploits were based on the Retrospective Ability, for which Casio was very grateful.
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        He was a man with cheat skills, and that was thrilling!
   

        "Ah..."
   

        Moaning sounds echoed from the ground scattered with rocks.
   

        Casio snapped back to his senses and immediately threatened and intimidated. Five minutes later, only one wimpy Blood Clan youth was left. The other three were all taken down by him.
   

        The progress bar of the Wisdom Rune increased a bit.
   

        Casio was somewhat curious. He thought that the Disaster Essence was the Dark Source after he killed the Alpha's Direct Bloodline and obtained the Disaster Essence, but it now seemed not to be the case.
   

        Black Rain Villa issued missions, targeting the organs of various dark creatures that were most abundant with Dark Source. The hearts of the Blood Clan had the most Dark Source. Casio had just experimented and found that the Disaster Essence had nothing to do with the heart.
   

        These two substances existed in parallel and were unrelated for now.
   

        In the tunnel, Casio half squatted on the ground, weighing the heavy heart in his hand, then stuffed it back into the bloody chest of a corpse. Afterwards, he surprisingly cleanly wiped the fresh blood on his hand onto the cloth of the corpse, leaving a red bloody handprint.
   

        Next to him, a Blood Clan youth watched the whole process with a pale face. Not only was the man in front of him strong, he was also extremely perverse! After killing people, he played with the internal organs of their corpses with an emotionless expression, almost like an inquisitive scholar.
   

        The sight of his comrade's body being dissected and studied greatly shocked the young man. He even felt a phantom pain. This man was absolutely a demon in the flesh.
   

        As for Casio, he was unaware that what he was doing would terrify his captive. He just wanted to experiment with the source of the Disaster Essence, which was a natural curiosity.
   

        The more he understood his cheat skills, the more he could gain an advantage in subsequent developments. A clear plan promised a brighter future.
   

        Suddenly.
   

        "Hisssss..."
   

        Casio swiftly turned his head upon hearing this familiar sound, but thankfully, it was not the army of White Beetles he feared. It was just a lone and wounded beetle on the ground.
   

        Ten minutes later, in the dry greyish-white tunnel.
   

        A tall silhouette flashed across the ground.
   

        Casio was wrapped in a grey cloak, zipping through the tunnel at incredible speeds, his cloak flapping like a rolling dark cloud.
   

        It was garment taken from one of the Blood Clan youths.
   

        The Blood Clan of this world were generally not afraid of light, but they all disliked it. Especially the members of Alpha's Direct Bloodline living in the Alfama Mountains. Unlike ordinary Blood Clan members who hid among humans and had social networks, they had to go out during the day.
   

        Therefore, the members of Alpha's Direct Bloodline detested light more than the average Blood Clan member. Some would wear a cloak, as it made themselves feel more comfortable.
   

        Casio approved of this preference of Alpha's Direct Bloodline.
   

        He too liked cloaks. They were less likely to be torn apart.
   

        In the tunnel, a series of footsteps rushed toward the end. Casio, holding the Blood Clan youth in his right hand, was both vigilant and calm.
   

        "Which way at the intersection up ahead?" he asked.
   

        "To the right." The Blood Clan youth answered truthfully.
   

        "Good."
   

        Casio didn't say a word and immediately turned.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A strong arm pressed down from the corner, and the power and speed created a whooshing sound in the air.
   

        "An expert?!"
   

        Casio reacted swiftly. He immediately tossed the burden behind him. Then, he charged forward and threw a punch.
   

        Bang!
   

        Their arms collided and both recoiled.
   

        Casio's eyes locked on, and a web of blood veins rapidly filled his pupils. Heat radiated from his body, and the working muscles lent him formidable strength.
   

        Finish the fight quickly!
   

        Bam! He stomped his foot on the ground, cracking the hard stone bricks. His body then shot forward covering several meters in a curve around the corner and threw punches like a spearing javelin.
   

        Meanwhile, the tall silhouette on the other side seemed to burst into action in an instant, violently swinging its arms, producing a black afterimage in mid-air, as if ready to burst the very air!
   

        Bam, bam! Their punches collided.
   

        A straight punch and a swing punch met, releasing an eruptive force.
   

        Casio's muscles contracted, his hands closed together and his arms, like pythons, lashed out.
   

        Smack! A sharp elbow hit the joint directly.
   

        Casio's arm shuddered, and his strength was reduced by a third.
   

        He immediately stepped back and saw the man's face. Both of them stopped and asked in confusion, "Is it you?"
   

        "How did you get in here?" Casio asked first.
   

        "Heavy fog, shadow..."
   

        Standing opposite Casio was a figure equally tall and muscular, his face handsome and his body well-built, his blond hair shining.
   

        It was Duomeng who had fought against Casio in the beginning.
   

        "What about you?" Duomeng responded.
   

        "Fog, shadows..." Casio shrugged, "Luckily I pulled my punch earlier, or you'd only be able to talk to me while lying down..."
   

        He was obviously annoyed with Duomeng for suddenly startling him.
   

        "Hehe." Duomeng shook his head mockingly.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Duomeng's formidable lion's claw stopped in front of Casio's chest, the fierce palm wind stirred his black cloak, rolling ripples in the fabric like the waves on a river surface.
   

        "What's the name of that move? It was very fast," Casio asked, his voice calm and his eyes slightly lowered.
   

        "Burning Lion Seal," Duomeng enunciated slowly, "Also, your speed isn't bad either. What's your move called?"
   

        Mid-air, a centimetre away from his forehead, a large vein-wrapped iron fist abruptly came to a halt.
   

        "Elephant Roaring Sound..."
   

        As Casio replied, both of them withdrew their fists at the same time, giving off a strangely harmonious vibe.
   

        "Your Burning Lion Seal is indeed fast, but speed is useless. I can sense the power within your move can only barely cause me slight injuries…" Casio chatted as if he was conversing with a friend, "And my punch, if you had taken it,"
   

        Duomeng's pupils constricted, he didn't refute.
   

        Instead, he asked, "Have you trained in Hard Qigong?"
   

        "Yes," Casio admitted generously.
   

        Across a two-meter distance, they eyed each other for a moment. Duomeng suddenly smiled, extending his hand and introducing himself, "Let's get to know each other again, Duomeng of the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style."
   

        Casio narrowed his eyes slightly, also reaching out his hand.
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate, Casio. It's not a bad introduction to throw some punches together..."
   

        Shaking hands with Duomeng, a plan that Casio had been considering for a while started to fall into place. He was about to speak when,
   

        From a branching path nearby, fast approaching footsteps and sporadic conversations were heard.
   

        "There are people fighting up ahead!"
   

        "Let's go have a look..."
   

        Casio raised an eyebrow and gave a faint smile. He glanced at Duomeng, "I have something important to discuss with you, but before then, we need a quiet environment..."
   

        Duomeng narrowed his eyes and replied, "Of course."
   

        Boom! Boom!
   

        In an instant, their figures disappeared at the branching path. Two black afterimages rushed into the tunnel.
   

        "Who's there?!"
   

        "They are two ordinary human males."
   

        "How did they get in?"
   

        "Regardless, kill them!"
   

        The voices of the Blood Clan echoed through the tunnel.
   

        Then, like tigers entering a flock of sheep, the two figures charged in. Screams, collision sounds, moans echoed back and forth. Large patches of blood splattered across the ground, ceiling, and walls.
   

        "I am a noble direct descendant, how dare you, this mere mortal…"
   

        Thud!
   

        The fist flashed and disappeared, the blood-covered ugly head exploded directly. Black scalp and white brain matter were scattered everywhere.
   

        Casio shook his right hand. He had been a bit lenient with his punch to this Blood Clan's head earlier, so it hadn't killed him instantly, at most causing a concussion. He didn't expect the other party to start babbling nonsensically while disoriented.
   

        Shouting, yelling, threatening to tear him apart.
   

        Casio found it annoying, so he gave him another punch.
   

        Raising his head, he saw at least seven or eight Blood Clan corpses lying in the tunnel. Duomeng, his hands dripping with blood, slowly walked towards him.
   

        Casio glanced at the progress bar in the upper right corner, which had increased.
   

        "It's quiet now. You can speak," noticing Casio seemed a little distracted, Duomeng took the initiative to prompt him.
   

        Casio blinked, then organized his thoughts. Under Duomeng's gaze, he slowly said,
   

        "Do you know about the Power of the Secret Soul?"
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        "What is the power of the Secret Soul?"
   

        It was clear that Duomeng had never heard of such a thing before.
   

        Casio smiled, "Can you guess how old I am now?"
   

        "Thirty-five? Thirty? Twenty-eight?!" For each guess, Casio just shook his head gently. Duomeng couldn't help but exclaim, "You're not in your forties, are you?"
   

        "So this power of the Secret Soul is really useful, huh? Can it actually maintain physical body functions and youthful appearance?" He guessed based on his own imagination, and his guess seemed quite reasonable.
   

        "Surrender already. Didn't you tell me when we first sparred by Mirror Lake that I wasn't even thirty? So naturally, you should guess a lower age." Casio shook his head, looking a bit speechless.
   

        "Holy hell, are you under twenty-five?!"
   

        "Twenty-four..."
   

        Duomeng was instantly shocked with his eyes wide open. After two scraps, he realized that Casio's strength was not below his, but likely on par with his. Duomeng was trained from an early age in the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style and was now thirty-one years old, with his physique at the limit of the second Blood Acceleration Node.
   

        He was just one opportunity away from breaking through this bottleneck and reaching the realm of Major Accomplishment in boxing. By then, his three Blood Acceleration Nodes would form a cycle, able to steady the flow of his body's energy, preventing it from fading with age.
   

        Typically, this decline begins at thirty-five.
   

        Secret Martial Artists must achieve the realm of Major Accomplishment in boxing before the age of thirty-five to be eligible to continue to progress in the next phase and aim for the higher levels of the Secret Martial Arts.
   

        Being able to achieve such accomplishments at the age of thirty-one, Duomeng is viewed as the leading talent within his sect. And yet, the man standing before him has achieved comparable heights at the age of twenty-four – a whole seven years younger!
   

        This can no longer be described as genius; it's monstrous.
   

        One must understand that after breaking through the Inhuman Realm, every phase of human cultivation advancement requires a long time. When Duomeng was twenty-five, he had already broken through the second Blood Acceleration Node, but it took him a good six years to just barely nudge towards the next break.
   

        And this is under the condition where his talent and resources were plentiful.
   

        Duomeng's face looked shocked, and then he took a deep breath: "Have you mutated? Can I feel your bone age?"
   

        No mutation, I just cheated...
   

        Casio thought inside, then extended his sturdy arm. His bone age was indeed twenty-four.
   

        He hadn't lied about that.
   

        After a while, Duomeng pulled his hand back, disbelief all over his face, looking at Casio as if observing something.
   

        "So, did you achieve the limit of the second Blood Acceleration Realm at such a young age because of that power of the Secret Soul?"
   

        Duomeng licked his lips; his heart was racing.
   

        "Yes." Casio nodded lightly, "Also, you made a mistake, I am not at the second Blood Acceleration, but the third!" His eyes turned blood-red in an instant; dense streaks of blood spread like a spider web across his pupils>.
   

        Upon being stared at with those blood-red pupils, Duomeng felt as if a top-level predator had locked onto him. It's dangerous, extremely dangerous.
   

        "Damn!"
   

        He couldn't help but curse inwardly. He wasn't even qualified to be compared with him. The gap of a single node...
   

        If it really came to a battle of life and death, Duomeng would without a doubt, die.
   

        Half an hour later, shock covered most of Duomeng's handsome face, mixed with intense desire, curiosity, and bewilderment.
   

        The power of the Secret Soul could be used to enhance a Secret Martial Artist's three-dimensional physical attributes, including but not limited to strength, speed, and defense. It could enhance the secret techniques mastered by the user; all that's needed is to imagine the cultivation of the secret techniques while utilizing the power of the Secret Soul.
   

        The power of the Secret Soul would automatically dissipate after being used hundreds or thousands of times in the body, to accelerate time, instantly enhancing one's realm.
   

        This was absolutely a super cultivation accelerator!
   

        As long as one's power control realm was in place, their physique could reach the pinnacle! For those with a higher martial realm than their physical realm, this was just divine intervention. And the group who would benefit the most from the power of the Secret Soul wasn't them, but the old boxers and elders of the sect whose energy flow began to decline!
   

        Due to their age, even their three-node cycles could scarcely hold back the energy flow from oozing out. Even though they accumulated martial insight, expertise and sophistication over decades, their power was still severely reduced.
   

        If the physique couldn't maintain, no matter how strong the skills were, the visible limit was set in stone. This was the sadness of the Secret Martial Artists facing the passage of time.
   

        And now, an opportunity appeared before them.
   

        The power of the Secret Soul, an amazing power that could enable the user to reach the limit of his physique as far as one can control. Can you imagine what this means to those old-timers? A chance for revival?!
   

        Revive one's vigor in old age.
   

        A rebirth of their physique?
   

        The hope for the elderly to climb the martial arts staircase again?
   

        Damn! If the elders of his sect found out the use of the power of the Secret Soul, they would be frantic! It's horrifying...
   

        In an instant, Duomeng thought of his master. Now a thin old man, he used to be strong like a bear twenty years ago. Known as the Evil Lion, he roamed the northern regions in his youth, was brave, aggressive, cruel, and dominant.
   

        It was only after his energy began to decline that he started to rein in his temper and gradually look more amicable. Duomeng experienced the entire phase, during which he was often beaten up.
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        If his Master could restore his peak with the power of Secret Soul...
   

        Perhaps the terrifying and domineering Evil Lion of the past would return.
   

        No, he would be even stronger!
   

        With over twenty years of self-cultivation, his boxing realm has ascended several levels. If the Evil Lion were to return, he would only be more powerful, more domineering.
   

        With a deep breath, Duomeng felt tremendous terror.
   

        He believed Casio was not lying to him. Judging from the various reactions, Casio seemed pretty sincere when he spoke. And his tone subtly hinted at a willingness to cooperate.
   

        Regardless, both parties would need to verify and establish mutual trust in the future.
   

        On the other side, Casio was standing silently.
   

        He was waiting for Duomeng to digest the information he had just disclosed, while examining the Shield Mark on the back of his hand. Casio had long noticed that when revealing information about the Black Rain Villa to Duomeng, the Shield Mark on the back of his hand was constantly blinking.
   

        A faint sense of impending danger came over him.
   

        But just as the feeling emerged, it was cut off, as if something was blocking the connection between the Black Rain Villa and the mark. Casio speculated multiple possibilities.
   

        He thought that the most likely scenario was that the Akaba Ruins themselves could block the connection. This also explains why Black Rain Villa had failed to find the Akaba Ruins over the long years.
   

        Of course, other factors might be at work.
   

        The shadow in the fog and wisdom runes, etc...
   

        Next, Casio and Duomeng began discussing their potential cooperation as they moved deeper into the passage. Although neither of them was sure about the cooperation yet, it did not prevent them from settling on the terms and some detailed issues in advance.
   

        An hour had passed.
   

        In the narrow tunnel, two silhouettes flashed in at extreme speed, flicking their cloaks as they vanished into the end. The next moment, a pack of Dual-headed Bone Dogs, with transparent manes covering their bodies, rushed in. The moment their forelimbs touched the ground, they moved several meters forward in a flash.
   

        Half an hour later, in a cavern where water was trickling.
   

        Casio swung a punch behind him. His Iron Fist fiercely struck a stone statue in the chest, unleashing a surge of power. Using the reaction force, he stepped back, did a quick turn, and swiftly disappeared into a side passage.
   

        There, Duomeng's towering figure was waiting for him.
   

        Seeing Casio, he too turned and sprinted. They both ran a distance before stopping. Duomeng handed over the Blood Clan man he had been holding, Casio caught him with his left hand, and his thoughts shifted back to his right hand.
   

        "How much further is the exit?" he asked, looking down.
   

        "Very close, at most half an hour or so..."
   

        The Blood Clan youth dared not to look into Casio's eyes as he nodded obediently.
   

        "Good, let's go."
   

        Casio and Duomeng exchanged glances and started walking.
   

        After ten minutes, at a turn in the tunnel, Casio and Duomeng stopped in their tracks, surveying the entire space before them.
   

        The layout seemed familiar to Casio; it resembled the place where he encountered the sacred beetle. This was a huge gray cavern, a cylindrical cavity. The walls were studded with small triangular holes that were too small for humans to pass through.
   

        Below was a pond, which seemed to be neatly filled with black, rectangular objects.
   

        On the right, individual stairs were suspended on the cave wall, looking rather dangerous. If one were to slip, they would fall from the high altitude, turning into a pile of flesh mud.
   

        Duomeng glanced at Casio; Casio nodded in agreement.
   

        Immediately, the two of them began hopping down the protruding gray platform on the wall. Their movements were neither fast nor slow, very steady.
   

        One minute later, Casio and Duomeng reached the ground.
   

        "Huh?"
   

        They both looked down and detected a few arm-thick grooves on the ground, containing a flowing reddish-brown liquid.
   

        It was extremely viscous. It looked like blood but had no smell.
   

        Duomeng squatted down, touched a bit and examined it.
   

        "It's blood, seems to have been specially treated..."
   

        Casio frowned, he followed the groove all the way to the left. The groove was connected to the wall, clearly indicating a tunnel within. As his gaze shifted to the right, numerous grooves converged towards the center of the ground forming a cobweb-like layout, ending at a square pool.
   

        Upon getting closer, they were shocked to discover the black rectangular objects submerged in the pool were neatly stacked coffins.
   

        The entire coffins were soaked in blood and seeping bubbles.
   

        It was as if something inside was drinking water.
   

        "O great undying ones... disciples who imbibe the source blood..."
   

        "I seek your response..."
   

        "Blood is honey, blood is a curse, blood is poison..."
   

        The Blood Clan youth, who was held by Casio's right arm, was muttering softly. His right finger was bitten, and blood kept dripping.
   

        "What are you doing?!"
   

        Casio reacted instantly, knocking him unconscious with a karate chop. But an anomaly was still occurring in the pool nearby.
   

        The blood in the pool was rippling as if boiling, the bubbling noise from the coffins' cracks was becoming louder. It seemed like a large amount of terrifying aura was awakening. Pure malice and will!
   

        Casio and Duomeng's bodies jolted. They felt as if some evil entity was staring at them. In their daze, a huge black bat's phantasm seemed to be looming over them. Its hideously half-man half-bat face opened its mouth wide, revealing its tusks.
   

        A large mouth came swallowing from top to bottom, engulfing everything within its reach.
   

        Casio's body jerked violently, his muscles bulged fiercely in an instant, while cracking noises were heard from his joints. An immense body temperature spread throughout his body, and his veins were pulsating like steel wires.
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        He suddenly raised his head, his eyes red as blood. Thick veins, like slender serpents, slithered across half of his face.
   

        The bat illusion disappeared, some tens of meters away.
   

        A coffin in the blood pool opened, and a figure elegantly dressed emerged. It was a slightly thin male with a pale complexion.
   

        He brandished a cane, and his whole body continuously emitted blood-colored steam, his aura leaking out massively.
   

        Even from far away, Casio could smell the terrifyingly dark, evil scent. Emanating from it was a blood energy far surpassing that of Alfama's direct bloodline, evoking an abyss-like heaviness, ancientness, and decay. 
   

        "What the hell!"
   

        He immediately sensed the pressure of the aura. Casio understood that this blood clan member was far beyond his ability to fight against.
   

        "Let's go."
   

        Casio landed a heavy elbow hit on Duomeng beside him.
   

        Duomeng snapped out of his daze with a confused expression, "Holy shit!"
   

        Whew!
   

        A black and red shadow appeared in an instant in front of Casio, its white slender palm pressing forward. Mid-air, it swelled, mutated, and transformed into a claw as thick as a torso!
   

        Furthermore, it was covered in a layer of blood-red, thick mane.
   

        "Stone Armor Skill!!!"
   

        Casio's body jolted, his Stone Armor Skill, a major accomplishment of Hard Qigong, operating rapidly. His skin appeared as if it was clad in stone armor, his thick, rock-white color making him look like a marble pillar.
   

        Bang!
   

        The claw smashed fiercely onto Casio's chest, erupting with force.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Casio flew out like he had been hit by a train, his vision rapidly blurred. He could feel his chest crackling, and his muscles conveyed waves of tearing pain. Finally, with a thud. 
   

        His back crashed into a cliff, dust fell onto his head continuously. 
   

        He violently spat out a mouthful of fresh blood. His hard chest had evident signs of indentation, cracks spreading across his skin like a spider's web. Casio knew, two of his ribs had broken.
   

        One strike, verge of severe injury!
   

        Bang!
   

        A silhouette was instantly flung out and crashed into the cliff beside Casio. Duomeng similarly spat out a mouthful of blood.
   

        "Casio, it seems this blood clan member hasn't fully recovered, he is significantly limited. Although his physical strength is far greater than ours, his movements are unpolished, and his reaction will be slightly delayed!" Duomeng reminded while coughing up blood. "Never try to withstand his..."
   

        "Damn!"
   

        Duomeng only noticed then that Casio's silhouette beside him had already vanished without a trace. At an elliptical entrance three meters away from him, a corner of a cloak sparkled and disappeared.
   

        "Damn it, he runs fast!"
   

        Duomeng gritted his teeth in fury, yet his footsteps were similarly rapid.
   

        He quickly charged into the nearby tunnel. 
   

        On the ground, the blood clan member, whose body was emitting steam, stood motionless in the original position as if delayed, his expression slow like a puppet. 
   

        He blinked his eyes, his gaze momentarily returning to clarity.
   

        "Two insects who don't know how they infiltrated, it shouldn't take too long to eliminate them." The man glanced at his smoking body. "The power is decaying too fast, at most half an hour..."
   

        He mumbled to himself as he took a few steps forward, casually grabbing the stunned blood-clan youth from the ground and instantly sucked him dry.
   

        Tossing him to the side, he wiped the corner of his mouth with the back of his hand.
   

        With a kick, he blasted off like a shell. The man's body crashed into a curved wall. After a flip in the air, he stood on the ground again.
   

        "Sigh…" he looked at his palm and sighed.
   

        Subsequently, the dull sound of shells reverberated continuously down the tunnel.
   

        Five minutes later, at the top of a tunnel with an incline.
   

        "Slicing Wind Stream! Splitting Stream!"
   

        The slashing hand knife drew a white current in mid-air, as if a blade hacked towards the probing claws. The two collided, stirring up the airflow, where opposing forces rapidly annihilated each other.
   

        In an instant, several afterimages collided and exchanged blows.
   

        Casio and Duomeng were knocked flying from the top of the slope, then they coughed up blood awkwardly and escaped in a hurry.
   

        At the top of the slope, the silhouette quietly stood still. After a while, he trembled, and his eyes regained clarity. His expression was incredibly gloomy, "If not for..." The man squinted, leaping directly downwards--one stride and he was already in the air.
   

        Eight minutes later, three blurry silhouettes collided abruptly. Two of the shadows were flung far away, while one remained stationary.
   

        Casio painfully crawled up from the ground, and was astounded to see the all-too-familiar scene before his eyes. He glanced sideways, at the center of the elliptical space, a white fountain was gushing water.
   

        "Those beetles..." Casio pinched the side pocket of his left cloak, his eyes shifting: "Duomeng, I've found a way out..."
   

        "Cough, cough... where... I feel like I'm about to be killed..."
   

        Duomeng was even more miserable than Casio, his body was full of injuries, scratches and corrosive tracers, bleeding profusely.
   

        "See those steps on the wall? Keep going up!"
   

        Duomeng and Casio looked up, focusing on a hole.
   

        "Buzz..."
   

        "What's up?" Duomeng turned his head to look at the fountain on his right.
   

        The water in it kept rippling, something seemed to be breaking out from the spout of the fountain. It blocked the entire water flow, stopping its operation.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        At the same time, a silhouette dashed out from the tunnel.
   

        The three instantly fought together, claw shadows, fist shadows, leg shadows flying. The collision of the limbs made a resounding bang.
   

        "Die!"
   

        The man abruptly slashed with his claw, and Casio punched out. With a snap, the two collided, Casio's body quaked violently.
   

        Cracks appeared on the skin of his whole arm.
   

        Blood seeped out from the crevices.
   

        On the other hand, Duomeng was also having difficulty breathing with blood spurting from his nostrils.
   

        "Just need to stay awake once more, and they'll die!"
   

        The Blood Clan sensed the time had come, their lucidity gradually replaced by dullness. He finally curiously lifted his hand. Something had stuck to his palm when he struck Casio just now.
   

        On the palm of his hand, there clearly was a squashed beetle.
   

        The corrosive liquid was producing an unprecedentedly violent reaction with the blood-red energy, and the man's palm was sending up crazy steam.
   

        "Oh no, it's the holy beetle!!!"
   

        He wanted to turn around, but his body froze in place. It was like a machine operating solely on instincts, without conscious thought.
   

        Buzz, buzz, buzz... chirp, chirp, chirp...
   

        A large number of white beetles climbed out of the fountain's spout and split into two groups. One headed for the running Casio, and the other instantly swarmed over the immobilized body of the Blood Clan.
   

        An acidic liquid containing extraordinary substances fell like rain.
   

        The faint red energy covering the entire body of the Blood Clan seemed to have been destroyed, an intense blood-red steam explosively shot out from the opening. Like a balloon leaking air, the Blood Clan man's right hand instantly shrivelled, completely devoid of moisture.
   

        Then other energy enclosed places were also corroded and cracked open.
   

        A blood-red steam column the size of a house rushed into the sky, a terrifying evil aura and energy continuously leaked.
   

        It formed an expanding mushroom cloud in mid-air.
   

        On the steps, Casio who was leaping couldn't help but look over.
   

        A silhouette covered in beetles suddenly quivered, as if conscious again: "Aaaaaaaah..."
   

        An extremely high pitched scream echoed in the cavity.
   

        "No!!!"
   

        The Blood Clan man's body shook, shaking off all the beetles on him. He took strides and sprinted towards the entrance of the tunnel.
   

        But after only a few steps, he fell flat on the ground.
   

        The blood-red steam on his body rapidly faded, as if an unknown demon in the air sucked it away. The man crawled on the ground, at this point he was dried up like a mummy. His arms, like branches, futilely clawed at the ground.
   

        Sounds like air leaking came from his throat.
   

        The steam rising into mid-air also began to rapidly shrink, changing from a massive column to wisps.
   

        This horribly strong Blood Clan was almost drained dry.
   

        The constantly crawling hands stopped at a certain moment.
   

        White beetles, akin to a tide, instantly covered the mummy, their acid indiscriminately corroded the powerless Blood Clan body. Only a few seconds passed.
   

        A piece of black bone fragments, the size of a baby, lay on the ground.
   

        In mid-air, Casio, who was continuously hopping, breathed a sigh of relief.
   

        Suddenly.
   

        He noticed the progress bar in the right corner shooting up by a large margin.
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        In an instant, the progress bar increased by four fifths. Coupled with the original progress, the progress bar of the Wisdom Rune only had one-ninth left blank, which was within reach.
   

        A thrill of joy surged in Casio's heart as he once again confirmed that the essence of disaster and the dark source had nothing to do with each other. Despite being at least tens of meters away from the powerful Blood Clan member, he received the disaster essence upon its death. This seemed to be a form of area absorption.
   

        The high-rank Blood Clan pursuing them was now dead, and Casio had watched its manner of death. He had some speculations in his mind, but this was not the time to be distracted. Escaping from the relic was of utmost importance, and he quickly began forming the Rasengan on the steps.
   

        Ever since achieving blood acceleration for the third time, his power control was becoming more adept. The Wind Elephant technique was further elevated by Casio, making it more applicable in actual combat.
   

        The white vortex gathered in his hand, stirring the air like ripples in water. An apple-sized, flat vortex formed gradually in Casio's palm. Under Duomeng's curious gaze, he threw it out immediately.
   

        The spiral gas ball cut across an arc, exploding where the white beetles gathered. In an instant, many were ripped and killed, and the blown gas flow impeded the progress of a large number of white beetles.
   

        Because of this, Duomeng and Casio got a chance to catch their breath. In two or three steps, they agilely moved to the entrance in the wall.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough…"
   

        As he stood at the entrance of the corridor, Duomeng leaned against the wall, quickly coughing up blood.
   

        Obviously, compared to Casio, his injuries were more severe.
   

        After all, Casio was a small realm higher than Duomeng, and he practiced Hard Qigong, making his physical defenses stronger.
   

        This was also the realm that Casio would pursue in the future.
   

        In the midst of fighting and danger, possessing a formidable defensive body could evade many injuries, increasing the chance of survival.
   

        The two of them were pursued by the high-ranking Blood Clan, but despite being the main combatant, Casio's injuries were much lighter than Duomeng's. If he hadn't killed the high-ranking Blood Clan with the beetles and they continued to be pursued, Duomeng would have surely died in the next collision, while he could have lingered for at least two or three rounds.
   

        Therefore, although he was in danger at the moment, his mind was leaning towards allocating the upcoming Wisdom Rune enhancement to the Stone Armor Skill. This technique had reached its limit and Casio was looking forward to its future breakthrough.
   

        "Follow me, let's get out first."
   

        Casio patted Duomeng's shoulder and immediately led the way down the corridor. Since he's already gone through the traps when he entered, their exit was unobstructed.
   

        "Huff... huff... huff..."
   

        In the corridor, Duomeng breathed regularly. Casio looked at him curiously; this didn't seem like Duomeng's failing, but rather some kind of secret technique similar to the Breathing Method.
   

        After a series of quick breaths, it was clear that Duomeng's face had improved a lot, and his movements had regained their strength.
   

        Casio couldn't help but feel a bit envious.
   

        The Three-eyed Mad Lion Style was indeed more profound than the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        They possessed many secret techniques Casio coveted.
   

        Like the current "Breath-lock Blood Technique" and the Heart-eye Secret Technique that Casio experienced first-hand during their initial sparring. These are good things that can enhance an overall strength of a Secret Martial Artist. He decided that if he truly cooperated with the Crazy Lion Flow, at least these useful secret techniques must be secured.
   

        Tap, tap, tap… tap, tap, tap…
   

        The rapid steps echoed up the slope as the two tall shadows quickly passed by, shooting out of the hole.
   

        "Finally out!"
   

        Duomeng couldn't help but heave a sigh of relief.
   

        Casio also breathed a sigh of relief. The relic was full of danger and monotony. He didn't know how many days he had stayed inside. Breathing in the fresh air mixed with the fragrance of grass and trees upon emerging lightened his mood significantly.
   

         "We're both seriously injured, let's go back to Jinghu City to recover from the injuries first. Conveniently, my master's brother lives here in seclusion, we can discuss while healing." Duomeng took a deep breath, and his pale face gradually regained some color.
   

         "Alright..." Casio agreed. Although he was still a little short on the Wisdom Rune, he was not in a hurry. There were plenty of dark creatures around the world, killing a bunch of them would probably fill it up.
   

        Suddenly, both men raised their heads. As non-human realm Martial Artists, their senses were extremely sharp. Casio and Duomeng faintly heard the continuous gunshots below.
   

        There were also some roars and screams not unlike those of humans.
   

        Just as Casio was about to speak, he immediately looked down at the gap in the tree. Crawling noises were coming from inside.
   

        Duomeng was a step behind, but heard it too. His face instantly grew severe as he exchanged a glance with Casio before uttering a single word.
   

        "Run."
   

        The sky was like a giant, pure black curtain, with no clouds floating in it. The moon had disappeared from the sky on this day.
   

        At the edge, tiny flickering stars in the distance echoed each other.
   

        Under the starlight, next to a stream below a waterfall, many tall and thin shady figures stood silently on the ground.
   

        Their heads hung low, their right hands on their left shoulders. Meanwhile, they muttered scriptures continuously, with a strange tone, like chanting for a play. The language they used wasn't known either. For a moment, the eerie and peculiar atmosphere enveloped the surroundings.
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        "I just can't go on like this..."
   

        Ancient scriptures echoed in the forest, the black, cloaked figures solemn in the frenzied atmosphere.
   

        At one point, the figure in the lead took off his cloak's hood, revealing an aged face. The countless wrinkles bristly like a bark of an old tree. He lifted his head and yelled, and immediately, everyone else removed their hoods too.
   

        Revealing faces so pale they were void of all color.
   

        Their expressions were strange, each face exhibiting bat-like features, white fangs protruding from their lips.
   

        "Offer up your blood…"
   

        The old man held an old black pottery jar, approaching each figure. That person would then raise a small knife they carried, slashed their wrist, and let the fresh blood drip into the jar. Then the wound would quickly heal, and the old man would then move on to the next person.
   

        A few minutes later, the basketball-sized jar was almost filled. The old man carried the jar to a stream, continuously pouring out blood along a curved line. The blood seeped into the ground, the soil suddenly tumbling and rolling.
   

        After a moment of trembling, a huge grey platform sprang forth from the side of the stream. Looking down from top to bottom, it was unmistakably a round altar, with cobweb-like ceremonial tracks all over it.
   

        The rock surface had a lot of blood grooves, and at the very center was a blood pool with a diameter of two meters. It looked somewhat similar to the place where Casio encountered the High Order Blood Clan sleeping.
   

        At the center of the blood pool, a stone column reaching a person's chest stood there, with a dark golden cup on it.
   

        "The ceremony begins, bring forth the sacrifices!"
   

        The elder stepped towards the gray-white altar's center.
   

        At once, several members of the Blood Clan brought over nine individuals with wooden expressions, placing them at nine positions within the altar's inner circle.
   

        Other Blood Clan members walked up the altar with ninety football-sized balls of flesh, placing them at ninety positions on the outer circle.
   

        There were grooves there to stabilize the flesh balls. These flesh balls only have a thin outer layer, like the stomach of an animal, or to put it more vividly, like a water-filled balloon, except filled with blood. Most of these ninety humans had probably been brutally murdered.
   

        "July first...night without the moon...blood of immortality..."
   

        The elder's eyes were profound, with his left hand he held the pottery jar, and with his right hand, a small knife. Starting with the first flesh ball on the outer circle, he pierced it with the knife to let the blood flow out, then immediately dripped the Blood Clan's fresh blood from the jar into it. Suddenly, the blood spread in the ceremonial grooves, reflecting a red spider web pattern.
   

        Some blood overflowed, constantly dripping into the stream beside it, dyeing the clear water red.
   

        The elder started chanting in a deep voice, the tadpole-like black runes on the ground began to glow weakly red, and they lit up.
   

        The ceremony began, and the Blood Clan below was watching fervently.
   

        Distantly, sounds of gunfire and roars seemed to be getting closer. The elder on the altar stopped his chanting.
   

        A silhouette leaped from the forest.
   

        "Report to the elder, it's that darn mixed-race bunch, they've teamed up with humans. All the police of Jinghu and Ming Mountain City police stations are cooperating and are coming here. Our men deployed on the outskirts are engaged in intense battle..." the middle-aged man explained the situation briefly and bowed, waiting for the elder's response.
   

        "Damn it! Those blue-eyed bastards dare to mess around at our blood ceremony that occurs once every ten years. They're really audacious!"
   

        A tall, muscular man stood up: "Elder, I am willing to lead a few warriors to kill them..."
   

        The man's face was ferocious, his eyes were full of bloodlust.
   

        "Good." The elder agreed, nodding his head and then began chanting again, walking around the outer periphery of the blood pool.
   

        The man respectfully retreated a few steps back: "Follow me!"
   

        Some Blood Clan quietly marched from the edge of the crowd, and a dozen shadows quickly disappeared into the dense forest.
   

        Beneath the stream, the battle had begun.
   

        Three forces were engaged in a fierce fight, tens of figures in black trench coats were swiftly advancing in the forest, their crossbows in hand. Opposite them were Blood Clan members flaunting their fangs, their hands coated in corrosive energy, looking like a pair of red gloves.
   

        Behind these two forces, more police officers in deep blue uniforms were continuously firing to assist the Mercury Hunters. Most officers were using handguns, but the special operations department of the two police stations also had shotguns equipped.
   

        The firearms continuously greeted the nimble and ghost-like Blood Clan in the distance.
   

        Bullets hit those Blood Clan members, splashing blood, but the other party continued fighting as if nothing happened. All the officers were somewhat fearful.
   

        Behind a tree, police chief Kenneth was fighting on the front lines. He held a black handgun in his hand, firing steadily. It was fortunate that although there was no moon this night, the light was still bright.
   

        Under the dim light and the torches, the accuracy of the police was not low.
   

        "Ah!!!"
   

        Far off, a police officer in a blue uniform was knocked to the ground and brutally eviscerated by the Blood Clan.
   

        One after another, several officers were either seriously injured or killed.
   

        The Mercury Hunters also suffered not a few casualties.
   

        It appeared the Blood Clan were having the upper hand.
   

        A black figure in a trench coat suddenly appeared next to police chief Kenneth, revealing a young unruly face.
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        "Director Kenneth, a significant number of the Blood Clan members have already been injected with Thorny Mercury. We can start to break through their defensive line now!"
   

        The man in the trench coat spoke while nodding at the female police officer, whose identity was none other than Cathy.
   

        "Alright, we will coordinate with your efforts!"
   

        Kenneth nodded, and then began issuing commands to the officers.
   

        Immediately, the fierce sounds of firearms and crossbows filled the air. Many agile figures weaving between spaces were hit by bullets, howling in pain as they tumbled onto the ground. Their healing abilities significantly weakened by the Thorny Mercury, blood seeped from their wounds.
   

        Mercury Hunters and the police officers began to press forward, showering the area with a volley of bullets and crossbow bolts. Many regular elite members of the Blood Clan couldn't withstand the onslaught, retreating step by step. In the process, they left behind more than a dozen corpses.
   

        "It's Alfama's Direct Bloodline!"
   

        Just as the Blood Clan was on the verge of their defensive line collapsing, suddenly, a group of shadowy figures charged forward. With a resounding roar, at least seven to eight people swelled and morphed in an instant. Their claws ripped apart the clothing on their bodies, revealing their dark red bodies covered in a layer of mane beneath. These towering half-man half-bat monsters charged directly at them.
   

        Despite being hit with crossbow bolts laced with Thorny Mercury, they forcibly killed some nearby Mercury Hunters. Upon the sound of gunfire, these monsters started dodging in a rolling manner.
   

        "We've managed to withstand their initial offensive without allowing these Blood Clan members, who are under the blessing of blood, to break into the crowd!" Among the Mercury Hunters, an elderly man with white hair breathed a sigh of relief. This was already halfway to victory. Collaborating with police stations from the two nearby cities was the right decision.
   

        Bullets penetrate much more than crossbow bolts...
   

        The elderly man couldn't help but think - should the Mercury Hunters evolve with the times? Retaining the traditional crossbow while also utilizing firearms.
   

        Perhaps they could attempt to apply Thorny Mercury onto bullets...
   

        "Will! You lead a portion of the team along with the officers to the Rusa Waterfall region! It would be best to disrupt their ceremony, if the Blood Ceremony of Longevity proves successful, the Blood Clan in the north of the Federation would grow even more rampant!" The elder directed the young man beside him.
   

        Will, who had just delivered a message to Director Kenneth, immediately rushed back into the fray. The final team of around thirty people broke through the defensive line, circled around, and headed in the direction of the waterfall.
   

        Five minutes later, by the altar near the stream.
   

        The Blood Clan elder was loudly reciting scriptures while a red hand knife swung through the air. An instantaneous beheaded corpse thudded onto the ground.
   

        Blood gushed out, splattering over the entire surface of the altar.
   

        The ceremony channels and runes brightened even further.
   

        "It's time..."
   

        "Over here!"
   

        "Stop them!"
   

        Suddenly, from the other side of the stream, a team of more than thirty people emerged. Mercury Hunters and police officers mingled, immediately launching an attack towards the direction of the altar, bullets and bolts flying wildly.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        "It's those blue-eyed bastards!"
   

        "Kill them!"
   

        At once, many members of Alfama's Direct Bloodline transformed into giant half-man half-bat monsters and charged towards the opposing side of the stream.
   

        A battle instantly erupted between the two sides.
   

        The remaining Blood Clan members stayed by the altar's side, vigilantly watching out for enemies from any direction, while the elder continued performing the ceremony.
   

        The Blood Ceremony could only be completed within a specific time frame.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Upstream, two towering figures rushed towards them, one with black hair and the other with golden hair. Their movements were somewhat anxious, seemingly worried about something behind them.
   

        "More people are coming!"
   

        "Don't let them get close to the altar and disrupt the ceremony!"
   

        "Eliminate them in advance, Nathan, Ildan, you two go!" The elder's gaze flickered, steadily controlling the situation.
   

        "Yes!" ×2
   

        Immediately, two powerful figures among those guarding the altar received the orders. They exchanged a glance before charging towards the upstream. Midway through, for the sake of a speedy resolution, they activated their Blood Blessing transformation.
   

        The enormous black-and-red bat monsters sprinted across the grassland, leaving shallow footprints with every step.
   

        One of the bat monsters let out a bloodthirsty roar.
   

        "Inferior humans! Feel..."
   

        "Die!"
   

        The black-haired figure rushing towards him let out a furious roar. His rock white arm swooshed out, turning into a terrifying python!
   

        Bam!
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        A blurry shadow enveloped the bat monster's head.
   

        Crack! Like a python biting food, the ugly skull of the Blood Clan was directly crushed, and blood splashed out from between the fingers.
   

        With a swing of his arm, the headless corpse was thrust away.
   

        On the other side, Duomeng also took action decisively and ruthlessly. Although he was seriously injured, he was still more than a match for these ordinary direct members of the Blood Clan. The martial arts of Crazy Lion Flow are notoriously harsh and violent, with a strong killing intent. He seized the heart of the Blood Clan with a claw through the chest and exploded it.
   

        Under the blood rain, the two rushed along the creek. The hazy blood mist in the air followed their arms, contours, and drew out a series of elegant red traces.
   

        "Nathan, was Ildan killed in an instant?!"
   

        "They are neither Blood Clan nor Mercury Hunters, could they be the Eerie Night Guests who oppose all dark creatures? But not even the strongest Knight Rank could so efficiently defeat Nathan and the others under Blood Redistribution status." An old member of the Blood Clan mumbled: "It could also be those mysterious martial artists. I've seen them once, but never again after that..."
   

        At the altar, the Blood Clan elder was about to sacrifice the second living person. But after seeing the two people rushing in the distance, he frowned, and said with a grim expression: "No matter who these two people are, don't let them get close. The ceremony must not be interrupted!"
   

        "Yes."
   

        The order was immediately given to the Blood Clan guarding the altar.
   

        At least half of the black cloaks rushed out, and more than ten silhouettes ran upstream along the creek, his cloask whistling in the wind.
   

        With a series of roars, like the roars of beasts, the Alpha's Direct Bloodline collectively transformed. Under the status of Blood Redistribution, their muscles expanded, bursting through their trousers and boots. Dark red manes waved, they had transformed into a group of bat monsters.
   

        "What is the Blood Clan at the altar doing?!"
   

        On the other side of the creek, the embattled Mercury Hunters and police officers noticed the commotion at the altar. Will, the leader, shot a crossbow bolt, and then swept away the opponent with a long knife, then stood firmly with a backward roll. Two Mercury Hunters stood in front of him as protection.
   

        "What's going on?" Will asked Cathy, the policewoman leaning against the tree trunk. Mercury Hunters are no ordinary humans, adults of the Blue Eyes family are much stronger than the average human, with extremely quick reaction times. So they were in front, blocking the powerful onslaught of the Blood Clan, and more than a dozen police officers in the rear were providing firepower.
   

        They could see the whole picture and gather more information.
   

        "There are other people coming up the creek, it seems they are enemies of these Blood Clan!" Cathy quickly explained, as she reloaded.
   

        "The enemy of my enemy is a friend..." Will glanced upwards and saw a bat monster knocked into the air by a punch, with its chest collapsed, and its heart smashed to pieces.
   

        Large swathes of blood spattered on the grass and the creek.
   

        The two shadows rushing down, like the sharpest arrows plunged deeply into the Blood Clan's stronghold. Many of the Alpha's Direct Bloodline who were in a frenzied state, were severely injured and sent flying as soon as they rushed up. Some were beaten to a pulp by the fists, crying out in pain repeatedly. Some were knocked unconscious and fell into the creek, floating away.
   

        "Impressive!" Will widened his eyes, as the two people rapidly approached, he noticed one of them looked somewhat familiar.
   

        "It's that cold-faced muscle man from a week ago!"
   

        Upon hearing this, Cathy also turned to look, but her sight was only at normal human level, she could only see more than a dozen shadows mixed in battle.
   

        "The other muscle man, is probably his companion..."
   

        Will squinted, no matter what the purpose of these two men was, at least it seemed beneficial to them for now.
   

        At least half of the elite Blood Clan guards near the altar were sent to intercept the two men, which tied up a large amount of the Blood Clan's combat power. Maybe they could take this opportunity to disrupt the ceremony.
   

        "We charge across the river, don't worry about casualties!"
   

        Will immediately made a decision, his first objective of the mission was to disrupt the Alpha's Direct Bloodline's Blood Ceremony. As for casualties, that would have to be secondary.
   

        "Follow me!"
   

        Will roared and immediately returned to the battlefield. The Mercury Hunters began to advance, seizing this rare opportunity.
   

        Under high morale, the team pushed forward.
   

        Gradually, they were about to press into the creek, pointing in the direction of the altar.
   

        "Block them!" A Blood Clan member guarding near the altar roared, many of the Direct Bloodline members directly entered the state of Blood Redistribution. Becoming half-human and half-bat monsters, they charged over.
   

        On the other side.
   

        Casio and Duomeng were also in trouble, they had been entwined in a life or death fight with the terrifying members of High Rank Blood Clan for at least a dozen minutes in the ruins. Though they managed to defeat the opponent, both Casio and Duomeng suffered heavy injuries, and the encirclement was somewhat hindering them.
   

        If it wasn't for this, they would have easily killed these bat monsters. The two men were desperate to escape in order to avoid aggravating their injuries. Now they were trapped by a large number of Blood Clan.
   

        Bam!
   

        Casio leaned his body and hammered his elbow, which was as hard as steel, into a bat monster's chest. The muscle surface instantly caved in, and several bones fractured with a crack.
   

        His right foot stomped on the ground, a shadow flashed, and immediately kicked it away.
   

        He exhaled a breath of air that slightly smelled of blood, finding that the clothes soaked in creek water on his body were almost dried by the scorching body temperature.
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        As soon as Duomeng and Casio emerged from the relic, they rushed into a nearby brook, trying to wash off the pheromones on their bodies.
   

        However, it didn't seem to be of much help. The swarming army of white beetles was still hot on their trail.
   

        Casio's previous plunge into the amber pool allowed him to escape the pursuit of the white beetles, likely because of the unique conditions there that shielded him from the beetles' sensing. Getting clean in a regular water source was useless.
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        Several meters away, Duomeng swiftly swiped a bat monster on the shoulder, his tremendous strength distorting its joint position.
   

        Next, he threw a hard punch to his left, colliding with another bat monster's claw. He pushed it away with force. His face was slightly flushed, and there was a faint trace of blood at the corner of his mouth.
   

        While Duomeng adjusted his breathing, he suddenly heard hissing sounds behind him. Catching sight of it from the corner of his eye, a vast sheet of white was rushing after him.
   

        The dense pile of beetles resembled a whitewater torrent. Side by side with the brook, under the hazy starlight, it looked almost like two streams rushing down through the woods.
   

        "Casio, the beetles have caught up!"
   

        He immediately cautioned out loud.
   

        "Run!"
   

        With a flash of ruthlessness in his eyes, Casio kept his words short. He and Duomeng charged forward boldly, bursting out with part of their hidden strength. His palm, solid as steel, reached out, overpowering a Blood Clansman with an immense force and tossing him back.
   

        "Roar!"
   

        Mid-air, the thrown bat monster roared, trying to regain its footing. The world was spinning in its eyes, the woods, the sky, and the brook all swirled together. Suddenly, a splash of white appeared in its peripheral vision.
   

        "Bam!"
   

        A half-human, half-bat silhouette plummeted from the sky, crashing into the white torrent chasing from behind.
   

        "Squee! Aaahhhhhh..."
   

        An icy scream tore through the sky.
   

        The sacred beetles aggressively sprayed their tail-end acidic liquid. The corrosive liquid, carrying some mysterious material, seemed to specifically target the energy of the Blood Clan. It was far more damaging than when it landed on Casio's skin.
   

        After just one minor contact, the skin all over this member of the direct Alfama's bloodline was corroded clean. 
   

        The body was a bloody mess, even revealing white bones.
   

        Struggled to get up, but a multitude of sacred beetles were all over its body, innumerable limbs crawling around.
   

        After the energy was completely exhausted, the beetles swarmed on both sides, revealing on the ground smoking black bone fragments, just like reefs in the white rapids.
   

        Ahead, Casio sensed an increase in the progress bar. With both hands, he sent half-human, half-bat monsters flying behind him. Members of Alfama's direct bloodline, like trash, were thrown into the swarm, leaving traces in the sky.
   

        Screams of agony mixed in an instant, like a terrifying symphony: "Aaahhh! Roars! Ahhh!"
   

        Huge clouds of white steam wafted up. The looming beetle horde had protruding humps here and there, which struggled and distorted at first, but then lay still after a short moment. 
   

        Seconds later, clusters of black bone fragments were exposed to the air. 
   

        Perhaps the distractions provided by the Blood Clansmen did the trick, Casio and Duomeng were suddenly able to put some distance between them and the beetle horde. Their feet carved deep pits into the ground as they surged forward at a forty-five-degree angle, quickly nearing the altar site.
   

        "Bang bang bang... bang bang bang..."
   

        Two figures rapidly broke through the blockades of the Blood Clan. Afterward, they bolted further away without slowing down at all.
   

        "Are they not coming for us?"
   

        "Who cares! The ceremony is about to end…as long as..."
   

        The Blood Clan elder on the altar narrowed his eyes but was suddenly interrupted by an outcry beside him. He swiftly turned his head to see a massive white torrent surging toward him.
   

        The beetles' gleaming shells shone faintly under the starlight.
   

        "This is...Holy...Beetles! Damn!" The elder's astonished cry was shrill like a woman's scream, piercingly loud that it echoed to the skies.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        In an instant, the vast army of white beetles surrounded the entire altar. The beetles' crawling sound on the ground was hair-raising, and the acid rain sprayed everywhere.
   

        "Awooo!"
   

        The Blood Clan near the altar began to dance in delight.
   

        Their limbs flailed wildly, giving life to an enthusiastic tap dance.
   

        Across the creek, both sides noticed the happenings at the altar, their comprehension momentarily stalled. Only the elders of the Alfama's Direct Bloodline had some knowledge of the existence of holy beetles in the Relic, while the common Alfama's Direct Bloodline members were completely oblivious.
   

        The mercury hunters and the policemen were even more in the dark.
   

        However, one thing was certain, the beetle army had prevented further progress of the blood ceremony, even seeming to cause significant harm to the Blood Clan. This was advantageous for their side.
   

        The battling Blood Clan elites attempted to regroup, but Will immediately commanded his team to engage them. The fight went on.
   

        "Don't stop them, let them go and meet their deaths..."
   

        Will dodged an attack from the Blood Clan with a roll and was about to shoot his arrows when suddenly, a voice beside him spoke.
   

        "!"
   

        Taken aback, he immediately redirected his crossbow.
   

        Crack! The semi-automatic crossbow in Will's hand was abruptly dismantled into components by two large hands. A massive force tore it apart, turning it into scrap metal.
   

        He looked up to see a cold-faced, muscular man in a tattered cloak, and a blond man standing beside him. They appeared to be in a sorry state, but their aura was still formidable.
   

        Yes, Casio had returned after breaking through the woods.
   

        He had lured the menace away only to discover that the appeal of a large number of Alfama's Direct Bloodline and the blood ceremony altar to the white beetles exceeded that of himself and Duomeng. The beetle army was now attacking the altar, with no time to deal with them.
   

        Casio pondered and stealthily circled back after realizing that he was greatly concerned about the progress bar of the Wisdom Rune.
   

        It was barely missing a smidge to be filled. Though Casio could continue to hunt dark creatures in the future to fill it up, he preferred to finish it today. After all, the Wisdom Rune could absorb the Disaster Essence from corpses across a certain distance.
   

        "It's you... We haven't had the chance to introduce ourselves." Will withdrew his hostility, tossing the remaining bits of his crossbow to the ground.
   

        "Twilight," answered Casio.
   

        Guarding a glance at Casio, Duomeng also spoke, "Mundo."
   

        Will quickly surveyed the battlefield, "If we allow these Blood Clan members to pass, won't the altar there be reinforced..."
   

        Meanwhile, Casio, standing opposite, stretched out his hand, grabbed the arm of an attacking Blood Clan member, and lifted it up with surging strength. In midair, he swung it across, launching it in the air.
   

        "Do not worry, even if the number of Blood Clan members here were to double, it wouldn't suffice for those beetles' appetites..." Casio spoke with a casual tone.
   

        He had just traveled here and noticed some correlations between the Blood Clan and the white beetles. The corrosion liquid from the white beetles can react with the energy in Blood Clan's blood, producing a vapor that seemed to attract the white beetles significantly.
   

        This attraction even surpassed their "grudge" against Casio!
   

        Remember, last time he accidentally stepped on a white beetle, he was chased by the beetle army for half a day.
   

        "That... fine." Will nodded in agreement.
   

        And so, the mercury hunters slowed their impediment actions, shooting crossbow arrows from afar just like the policemen. Some Blood Clan members, in their Engraced Blood State, whose sanity and intelligence weren't high, charged towards the altar, crossing the creek.
   

        A few bloodthirsty ones were directly thrown across the creek to the other side by Casio, as if he was feeding the swarm.
   

        In a blink, about a dozen more silhouettes wailing tragically emerged in the white beetle army. Some were so pained that they fell out of the Engraced Blood State, regaining their sanity, and starting to wail in despair.
   

        Some desperately struggled towards the other side of the creek, trying to cross.
   

        But they were kicked back by Casio and Duomeng standing at the side.
   

        "No!"
   

        The figure covered in beetles plummeted back into the swarm.
   

        Casio glanced at the upper right corner with satisfaction.
   

        Wisdom Rune ∞: ▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆
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        Yes, it's full now.
   

        In his view, the plus signs that appeared behind his secret martial arts and skills have become more solid, no longer so elusive as before.
   

        This should indicate that enough Disaster Essence has been collected.
   

        As Casio exhaled, he moved closer to the creek. Then, below the full progress bar, another progress bar appeared, the second one largely empty.
   

        The red part was slowly expanding, but progress was slow.
   

        As the wailing sounds got weaker and weaker, the progress bar's growth slowed to a crawl. Not until it stopped completely did Casio return to the crowd, his eyes fixed on the altar across the creek.
   

        If there was any sign that the beetle army was starting to approach his side, he would take off in an instant.
   

        But fortunately, the beetles seemed more interested in the Blood Clan's altar for the blood ceremony, constantly swarming over it.
   

        They accumulate in piles, making rustling noises.
   

        "Let's go."
   

        Without the absorption of Disaster Essence, Casio suddenly lost his interest. He glanced at Duomeng next to him and spoke softly.
   

        "Alright."
   

        Duomeng nodded immediately. He was seriously injured. Although it was not lethal for the time being, it would be best to receive treatment sooner.
   

        Immediately, the two of them stepped into the darkness of the forest.
   

        "Er, you two…"
   

        Will wanted to stop them, but he felt that the relationship between them was not that close. So he opened his mouth, but held the words back. Nearby, policewoman Cathy approached.
   

        The delicate white face was somewhat curious.
   

        "Who are these two?"
   

        "I don't know either, but they should be enemies of the Blood Clan…"
   

        "The enemy of an enemy is a friend." Will glanced quietly in the direction of the altar. At least the blood ceremony had been prevented.
   

        They, the mercury hunters, had achieved their first goal!
   

        As for the second objective – to rescue the hostages…
   

        Seeing the unbreakable enclosure, it was probably overwhelming, with nothing left at all. The mercury hunters had been fighting with the Blood Clan for years and were determined, so they wouldn't bear any extra psychological burden. But these brave officers might not be able to accept it. After all, despite the great sacrifice, the hostages still ended up dead...
   

        "Bang bang bang…"
   

        "Roar…"
   

        There were faint sounds coming from the depths of the forest, the battle there was still ongoing, with both sides still confronting and fighting.
   

        Will immediately shouted: "The time frame for the Blood Ceremony has passed, it's impossible for the Blood Clan to succeed again! Our comrades are still fighting the Blood Clan, let's go back and fight with me. Move!"
   

        Immediately, the remaining twenty-man team returned in the direction they had come from, with dozens of shadows swiftly moving through the forest.
   

        It was late at night, the night sky over the Alfama Mountains was pitch black. In the endless darkness of the night, a giant black cloud passed across the sky, obscuring the scattered stars, with no starlight leaking out.
   

        ************************
   

        July 2nd.
   

        Jinghu City, urban area, inside a small blue manor.
   

        The morning sun was slanting through the huge floor-to-ceiling windows, leaving seven or eight long gold patches on the yellow-brown floor. This was the living room, very spacious. There was a black and white checkered leisure sofa in the corner, and the green plant inside the flower pot was slightly refreshing.
   

        In the middle of the living room, a dining table was placed here.
   

        At this moment, two strong men were dining at a distance from each other. One had blond hair, the other black.
   

        The man with black hair used a dining knife to cut a piece of fried egg, then picked it up with a fork to place it in his mouth. He grabbed a glass of hot milk with one hand, while the other hand took a newspaper from the corner of the table.
   

        The newly printed newspaper had a faint smell of ink, the black font was as fresh as if it could be smudged off with a touch.
   

        Jinghu City Morning News.
   

        The first page displayed a huge headline.
   

        "A horrendous villain hiding in Alfama Mountains! Joint forces of Ming Mountain and Jinghu City police departments, still suffered heavy losses!"
   

        Then there was a lengthy text reporting, but there were no accompanying photos. It only contained some fragments of information from informants about last night, without any in-depth details.
   

        Casio glanced at it casually, then placed the newspaper aside. He lowered his head and continued to eat, comforting his stomach that he hadn't fed in ten days. The garlic bread was quite delicious.
   

        At the other side, Duomeng swallowed a piece of bread. Then, he picked up the newspaper to browse, leisurely killing time while dining.
   

        Five minutes later, the sound of someone descending the stairs came from the right side of the living room.
   

        An old man, impeccably dressed, came down the stairs. He had white hair and was skinny, but his eyes were sharp. His movements exuded a certain aura, giving him a spirited appearance.
   

        High waist pants, flannel, also wearing a single-breasted notched collar coat, with fine stripes on the surface. It looked invigorating yet substantial, comforting to the viewer.
   

        "How did you sleep last night, lads?"
   

        The old man seemed very kind, and with a smile on his face, he sat down at the dining table and began to enjoy his breakfast.
   

        "We did alright, Mr. Mian." Casio responded.
   

        "Not great, I'm feeling pain all over. I barely got about five hours of sleep..." Duomeng spoke with a tired look on his face.
   

        "The fact that you were able to sleep last night shows that my healing skills haven't worsened." Mian chuckled and shook his head.
   

        "Initially, when you didn't return for over ten days, I thought you had gone off adventuring somewhere again. I didn't expect you to get caught up in the series of events in the Alfama Mountains. Last night, I healed you without asking too many questions. Now, tell me the details." Mian glanced at the newspaper headline and asked immediately.
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        "Wait a minute, Uncle, let me finish my breakfast first." Duomeng sipped his milk, chewed on a piece of bread and looked up to say. 
   

         "Are you that hungry? You're seriously injured, eating too much is not good, you shouldn't eat that last piece of bread," Mian warned.
   

         Hearing this, Duomeng couldn't help but look a little bitter.
   

         "Uncle, do you know how I've been getting by these last ten days?" 
   

         Bug feast, moss salad, dew sweetness... 
   

         Duomeng tried everything he hadn't tried before, although he reached the second blood acceleration limit, unlike Casio who entered the cyclic phase after hitting three nodes, he still had to eat and drink. But he barely managed to keep his strength above average.
   

         Misled by fog into a cave, then ten days in the relic labyrinth, getting food was a great challenge for Duomeng.
   

         Immediately, Duomeng began to describe his various experiences journeying into the Alfama Mountains. The starting point was the fight initiated by Casio, and the end was their joint escape from the relic last night.
   

         The journey was filled with dangers and twists. Duomeng's experience wasn't much better off than Casio's, and in some instances, it was even more bitter because he couldn't go without food or drink. Even Casio felt sympathetic after hearing about it.
   

         "There is such a magical relic?! The Blood Clan in Alfama Mountains may not be so simple. You mentioned a blood pool filled with coffins, and a Blood Clan with strength overwhelmingly stronger than you two combined constantly chasing you…" Mian paused, "then in the other coffins, there is likely at least a group of such Blood Clan sleeping. This so-called Blood Clan has such a powerful force, but I never heard of them when I was in the Crazy Lion Flow Mountain Gate..."
   

         Hearing this, Casio, who was slicing Garlic Bread on the side, paused, his eyes slightly narrowing. He remembered he also hadn't heard about any such dark creatures when he was retracing the events at Wind Elephant Gate. Even when the Secret Martial Circle gathered for the exchange game, in the mutual discussions among the young generation of core disciples, there was no mention of dark creatures, which seemed a bit strange.
   

         Moreover, looking at those Blood Clan members last night, they seemed surprised that Duomeng and he, being pure humans, could burst out such powerful physical strength. It felt like there was a blurry frosted glass separating the two sides, existing parallel to one another in the same world, but living separate lives.
   

         In theory, two different races with different positions of powerful forces should have a lot of contradictions and intersections. Casio felt it was impossible that there were no Secret Martial Artists who had encountered dark creatures, and there must have been dark creatures who had encountered Secret Martial Artists too. But neither side seemed curious enough to delve deeper? They subconsciously ignored each other? 
   

         As he thought about it, he could feel his hairs on the back of his neck stand up.
   

         Casio felt as though he saw an invisible hand reaching down from the high clouds, manipulating the fate and coincidences of the world.
   

         "Phew..." 
   

         He took a deep breath, not wanting to delve deeper into this horrifying thought for the moment. Casio snapped back to reality.
   

         Meanwhile, Duomeng was chatting with his Uncle Mian about the temporary agreement reached by Casio and Duomeng in the relic passage. 
   

         "Cooperate?" Mian turned his head towards Casio.
   

         Duomeng followed suit and turned towards him as well.
   

         Casio rubbed his forehead to clear his mind, and just like that day, he said, "Mr. Mian, have you ever heard of the Secret Soul power?" 
   

         "What is the Secret Soul power?" Mian asked curiously.
   

         "Guess how old I am now?" Casio, under Duomeng's speechless gaze, repeated what he said in the cave that day.
   

         A minute later... 
   

         "I'm twenty-four this year..."
   

         "What? Stop kidding me, let me check your bone age."
   

         "Truly twenty-four... Made a Major Accomplishment in martial arts at such an age..."
   

         Two minutes later... 
   

         "Black Rain Villa? What a strange place? It seems even stranger than the relic you two experienced ..." 
   

         "Yes, but the Secret Soul power is related to it." 
   

         Five minutes later. 
   

         "Shit!" 
   

         Mian, overwhelmed with excitement, stood up abruptly, slapping the tabletop with such force that he made a hole in it. Duomeng, who was drinking milk next to him, was shocked by the movement; milk in the glass cup splashed all over his face.
   

         "Uncle, calm down, take it easy. Let's sit down and discuss it carefully," Duomeng said as he wiped his face.
   

         "I am not young anymore, how can I not be excited?!" 
   

         Mian gasped for breath, his chest rising and falling erratically.
   

         His old face had become five parts eager, two parts emotional, one part shocked, one part delighted and another filled with anticipation. 
   

        Off to the side, Duomeng seemed to remember something, and slapped his forehead.
   

        His Granduncle Mian, who was nicknamed the Devil Lion in his youth, was the most daring and fierce. He was obsessed with martial arts, and often put his opponents in life-threatening situations. At one point, he went to the secret martial circle in the western part of the Federation, continuously challenging various experts. He was truly a martial fanatic.
   

        He was once known as the Twin Star alongside Duomeng's master, Evil Lion Maro.
   

        Later, as time went by and his realm declined, he gradually retreated behind the scenes. Five years ago, he even stopped managing the affairs of the school and chose to live in seclusion in a tourist city.
   

        Most likely, he had given up because of his declining vitality and no longer had any hopes of stepping into a higher level of martial arts realm.
   

        "Huh…" Mian calmed his emotions and sat down again.
   

        "Casio, you continue speaking. I won't interrupt you."
   

        About ten minutes later, Casio had said everything he needed to say. Mian had a complex expression on his face. He was pinching a newspaper in his hand, seemingly calm, but the corner of the newspaper had already been crumpled by his fingers. His reaction was more extreme than Duomeng's, but it was only natural. Only an old boxer who has experienced a long period of declining vitality could truly understand what the power of Qi means!
   

        "You think about it first, we'll discuss in more detail at noon." Casio planned to return to his room to continue healing his injuries.
   

        "Okay." Mian nodded somewhat absent-mindedly.
   

        Two minutes later, in a guest room in the corner of the second floor.
   

        Casio looked at the shield logo on the back of his hand. It had been flashing constantly. Yet just like in the relic, the imprint seemed to be blocked and isolated by something. That vague sense of threat was kept at bay, unable to affect Casio. He had originally thought this effect was due to the relic, but now he was somewhat confused. Shadow in the fog? Wisdom Rune?
   

        Or, was it still the relic? Does it not only shield the signals inside the relic, but also cut off the signals within a certain range?
   

        He couldn't make sense of this thing.
   

        Casio temporarily withdrew his attention, glancing at the top right corner.
   

        The progress bar for the Wisdom Rune was already full, so he should use it quickly. Casio has never been a ditherer.
   

        Let's begin directly.
   

        'Stone Armor Skill: Major Accomplishment (Total two levels +)'
   

        The plus sign after the total two levels was very solid, very inviting.
   

        Casio directly focused his attention on the plus sign.
   

        In an instant, the entire line about the Stone Armor Skill became blurred.
   

        Dense, pale red patterns formed the rune.
   

        "Raising the limit...
   

        Stone Armor Skill still has room to improve...
   

        Sufficient Disaster Essence...
   

        Starting to upgrade..."
   

        Casio suddenly shivered violently, feeling an extraordinary heat in his chest. It was as if something was continuously secreting material, flowing from his chest towards his brain.
   

        Taking off his upper clothes, the Ouroboros logo on his rock-white chest began to revolve. From the "∞" symbol's two gaps, droplet-shaped substances fell, gradually filling the gaps and then gradually disappearing. Casio figured that this was supposed to be the so-called "Blood of Spirit".
   

        The heated, invisible Blood of Spirit was permeating his body, seeping through his skeleton, internal organs, and muscles, and past his skin. Finally, it traveled up his neck, face, and reached the place it was supposed to be!
   

        The brain!
   

        Hum!
   

        The moment the Blood of Spirit came into contact with his brain, Casio jerked violently, as if a bomb had exploded right beside his ear. His eyes, nose, mouth, and ears all started bleeding.
   

        Dense beads of sweat rapidly formed on his forehead.
   

        But they instantly evaporated into a puff of white steam, rising along the contour of his face and engulfing his entire head.
   

        Casio's body trembled slightly. His thoughts were cycling at an unprecedented speed. He felt that he had never been so good before.
   

        This is great.
   

        I'm starting to understand everything!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        With a tremble in his spirit, Casio's eyes were filled with wisdom.
   

        A sense of harmony spread from his head to his limbs, like a massive spider web extending out, densely covering his arms, feet, waist, and legs.
   

        Whether it was an illusion or reality, he inexplicably felt the muscles and bones on his body becoming more solid, trembling subtly. An unknown transformation was quietly taking shape.
   

        After ten minutes, the white steam that enveloped Casio's head gradually dissipated, and the blood oozing from his seven orifices slowly dried up.
   

        He calmly opened his eyes and glanced at the top right corner.
   

        "Stone Armor Skill: Heavy Armor Fully Developed (Two Layers +)"
   

        The words "two layers" began to blur rapidly, as if a layer of white mist was covering them. After a second, it became clear again.
   

        "Stone Armor Skill: Heavy Armor Fully Developed (Three Layers)"
   

        This Hard Qigong had evolved from two layers to three after enhancement by the Blood of Spirit, but the plus sign afterward disappeared.
   

        This implied the maximum potential of Stone Armor Skill was the third layer; its foundational structure couldn't support higher levels.
   

        The third layer of the Stone Armor Skill, called Rock Armor, was divided into Minor Accomplishment of Rock Armor and Major Accomplishment of Rock Armor. As the name suggested, the three layers represented Light Armor, Heavy Armor, and Rock Armor respectively.
   

        The third layer, Rock Armor, had the defense as heavy as rock.
   

        Casio pondered for a moment, and some fragmented details about the cultivation of the Rock Armor level of the Stone Armor Skill appeared in his mind. But these details were quickly becoming blurry, like a waking person forgetting the content of a dream. After making a leap of thinking with the Blood of Spirit and exiting that sage-like state of rationality, Casio naturally forgot a lot of information quickly.
   

        He immediately went to the washroom to wash his face, then hurried downstairs to ask for a pen and some paper for recording from the manor owner, Mian. He then returned to his room.
   

        "Continuous blunt impact can effectively accelerate..."
   

        "The optimal training times are at dawn and dusk..."
   

        "..."
   

        The Yellow Pages had brief sentences written on it.
   

        Casio put down his pen. He had roughly recorded a small part of the information in his mind. This would be very useful for the cultivation of the Rock Armor level of Hard Qigong. Of course, this was a preparatory measure. He wasn't sure if the Secret Soul power of Black Rain Villa could enhance the Rock Armor level...
   

        This is something Casio still needed to evaluate for his Stone Armor Skill.
   

        While the acceleration of cultivation by Secret Soul power was useful, it could be a double-edged sword - any negligence could lead to an incorrect practice. Not only did it concern the technique itself, but it also hugely concerned the user's proficiency level in the technique.
   

        Casio didn't want to cripple himself after a round of practice.
   

        He closed the notebook only to notice some subtle changes appear in the top right corner again. The state of the "Heavy Armor Fully Developed" looked a bit blurry, as if it was going to change into the "Minor Accomplishment of Rock Armor". But eventually, it failed and reverted to a clear state, firmly indicating his Heavy Armor Fully Developed state.
   

        Casio gave it some thought; the limit enhancement of techniques by the Blood of Spirit seemed to slightly stimulate the state of the techniques. This was most likely because the expansion of his field of view allowed him to view the higher state, which in turn promoted his technique-state.
   

        Without a doubt, Casio was not far from the third level called "Rock Armor". With diligence in his training, he might be able to make a breakthrough.
   

        Gradually gathering his thoughts, he started to apply an ointment to himself in the room. It was a light red paste that Mian made herself. It was an effective healing medicine for external injuries, and for internal injuries, one would need to take a soaking potion regularly.
   

        Casio applied the ointment to all the injured parts of his body, and immediately felt a cooling sensation spread all over himself. Approximately after a minute, the cooling sensation turned into a searing soreness.
   

        Fortunately, Casio was able to bear it all.
   

        Having spent years practising the Elephant Soul Secret Technique with daily agony, his ability to endure pain was quite high. A little bit of stinging ointment wasn't a big deal.
   

        After applying the ointment, Casio placed a few items on the table by the window. Golden sunlight came through the open window, carrying the scent of grass and trees, with fresh air flowing around.
   

        A bottle, a piece of parchment, and a broken piece of stone.
   

        The last item, the broken piece of stone, was the target required for the Atonement Mission. Casio just had to take any item from the relic site, and after he submitted it to Black Rain Villa, the Church would be able to identify it.
   

        As for the first two items, they were the False Death Elixir he accidentally got when he came to Jinghu City on a task and unwittingly entered a cave and a relic site.
   

        It was purely a stroke of luck to obtain the False Death Elixir.
   

        Casio, however, went a step further; he not only got the bottle containing the Secret Medicine but also a piece of parchment that might be related to the Secret Medicine. It probably contained the prescription for the elixir.
   

        He couldn't understand the language written on the parchment, so he would have to go to Warmingda University in Donghai City again to find his old friend, Professor Tennessee.
   

        He believed that Professor Tennessee would be more than happy to help...
   

        At noon.
   

        Casio saw Mian again at the dining table. Surprisingly, she looked more lively compared to the morning. She exuded an inexplicable air of high spirits, as if something delightful had happened.
   

        This happy event, of course, was the Secret Soul power.
   

        They chatted briefly during lunch and began a formal discussion after finishing their meal, sitting on the sofa next to the French window. The main participants of the conversation were Casio and Mian.
   

        Duomeng was there too, quietly listening like a sidekick.
   

        Casio explained in detail about the existence of Black Rain Villa once again and shared some information about the Eerie Night Guest, including the reason why the Eerie Night Guests didn't have Secret Martial Art practitioners.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        At the beginning, he wasn't quite sure until he made the third breakthrough and his blood circulation reached its peak. Afterward, every time Casio fully exerted his body strength, the shield mark on his hand back started to blur, as if it was about to be wiped away by something.
   

        Casio guessed that if he could break through the constraints of the martial artist and reach the realm of the fighter, the mark would disappear.
   

        After hearing this situation, Mian analyzed the differences between a martial artist and a fighter for Casio. The most critical difference is "momentum", or "aura". One's physical body reaches a certain level of strength and nourishes the spiritual will.
   

        A strong spiritual will produces an aura. There is a move in the Secret Martial Arts called direct vision, where one looks directly into the opponent's eyes, shattering their spiritual will and causing their will to fight to crumble. This, in turn, leads to hesitation, making it easier to defeat them given their sloppy defense.
   

        This reminded Casio of the time when he reached the major accomplishment realm of martial artists. His mind seemed to want to reveal something.
   

        Perhaps that was the so-called "momentum"...
   

        At the beginning of the discussion, Casio was explaining about the marks of the Eerie Night Guests, the core of the Black Rain Villa.
   

        This is a kind of qualification, a qualification to serve as a dog of the Black Rain Villa. This qualification requires mutual selection. Even if one is eager to join the Black Rain Villa, if the Villa doesn't think highly of you, you won't even be entitled to the dog's portion. This only happens at the beginning of the Black Rain Villa's resurgence.
   

        At this stage, everything is in a state of recovery, and the Villa needs a large number of Eerie Night Guests to get it up and running.
   

        But obviously, the Black Rain Villa has passed this stage and is in an accelerating recovery period. By the time it reaches its thirties, it has even reached a peak in a certain sense.
   

        People closely related to the Markers will be infected by the power of the Villa, and then killed by the Decayed Knights dispatched by the Black Rain Villa.
   

        Julia was such a painful case.
   

        The information Casio gave points to a clear fact, i.e. accomplished Secret Martial Artists who want to obtain the mark issued by the Black Rain Villa and become an Eerie Night Guest have zero chances.
   

        The fact is indeed true - no one in the Black Rain Villa cultivates secret martial arts. Except for Casio, who forcefully retraced to this era. His retraced body, Dusk, already had a mark, and this is how Casio could grow like a fish in muddy water.
   

        "So we can only gain the power of the Secret Soul through another way..." Mian spoke, his weathered face radiating with a dangerous feeling.
   

        "Yes." Casio nodded, his expression normal.
   

        The two weren't playing dumb; the only remaining method was obvious - attack and take down Black Rain Villa.
   

        Casio once deliberately asked one of the older Eerie Night Guests about the power of Secret Soul and got a rumor that there were two large conversion pools at the bottom of the Baptism Church. One was full of dark sources, the other was a pool of Secret Soul power.
   

        The pool water was the carrier of these two kinds of power.
   

        "According to your description of the Black Rain Villa, this seems to be a powerful and mysterious force. It might even be more profound than the dormant Blood Clan in the Alfama Mountains. This is a tough nut to crack. We, from the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style, are afraid..."
   

        Mian gently tapped his elbow and squinted.
   

        "So, are you planning to give up the cooperation?"
   

        Casio asked in a calm tone.
   

        "Of course... not." Mian suddenly smiled, "How can we remain indifferent when such a great thing is right in front of us? I mean, my Three-eyed Mad Lion Style alone may not be able to take down the tough nut that is Black Rain Villa. We need to find equally powerful allies to join us. Like Bai Shuijian or the Falling Cross Style..."
   

        "Or even bring along the entire Northern Mystery Martial World..."
   

        Mian narrowed his eyes and looked at Casio with a hint of a smile, "I don't mind, sharing the danger after all. It's up to you whether you agree or not, as this will affect your interests..."
   

        Although Casio's face wasn't showing any expression, he chuckled inside.
   

        His interests?
   

        The greatest interest for him was to shut down the Black Rain Villa, fulfill Dusk's obsession, and then return to reality carrying the power he gained.
   

        He had already improved all the techniques he could borrow from the Black Rain Villa, leaving only those with substantial risks. Improving them carried risks, but if he did not, Casio himself could intensify his training.
   

        If the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style really pulled the entire Northern Mystery Martial World over to the East Sea County, all Casio would have to worry about would be guests who were too powerful and would not act according to the host's target.
   

        But, this did not involve his fundamental interests.
   

        Casio's goal was to take down Black Rain Villa, on which both parties agreed. If the Northern Mystery Martial World wanted to obtain the magical power of the Secret Soul, they would have to take down Black Rain Villa.
   

        Furthermore, Casio did have some cards to play.
   

        He possessed the secret medicine that could block the Villa's sensing power.
   

        If the Northern Mystery Martial World truly wanted to take action against Black Rain Villa, they would inevitably need this secret medicine to help them enter the isolated world of rain. Casio already had a picture in his mind where a black horse carriage led the way in front, followed by dozens of steel compartments. Inside the compartments were secret martial arts masters, tightly packed like tinned sardines, sinking into a temporary sleep after taking the secret medicine.
   

        Let's break into the Villa together, my brother!
   

        At that time, Black Rain Villa would undoubtedly suffer a headache. Hundreds of mini superheroes could tear the entire manor apart!
   

        "Do as you wish. If the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style really can persuade the entire Northern Mystery Martial World to move south and work together against Black Rain Villa, I don't mind if I don't get a single benefit. What I want the most is to see the downfall of Black Rain Villa!"
   

        Casio spoke these words sincerely and honestly. Because the body's original owner, Huanghun, truly hated the Black Rain Villa and wanted to break free from the Villa's control, which also led to a series of events in the original trajectory.
   

        "You don't have to worry about not getting any benefits. I just want you to prepare in advance," Mian said after drinking his tea.
   

        "So, we can consider this a preliminary cooperation?"
   

        Casio also took a sip of his tea and asked.
   

        "Of course." Mian extended his palm-covered in rough calluses.
   

        Casio's eyes sparkled, and he also laughed and reached out his hand.
   

        Their hands shook in mid-air.
   

        "Pleasure doing business."
   

        "Pleasure doing business."
   

        On the same night as the negotiation ended,
   

        There was nobody left in the manor located in the urban area of Jinghu City.
   

        All the servants were given a month-long vacation, and Mian and Duomeng rapidly returned to the headquarters of the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style. They wanted to relay this news to the higher-ups and persuade the entire Northern Mystery Martial World, trying to bring as many people as possible on board.
   

        Meanwhile, Casio took a train back to East Sea County in the south.
   

        He had to decipher the medicine formulas on the parchment and create more secret medicine. There was quite an amount of secret medicine in the bottle, but if the numerous Northern Mystery Martial World factions really joined, it would clearly not be enough. Casio did not want to give up any amount of power that could attack Black Rain Villa, the more the merrier.
   

        In addition, he had to revisit Black Rain Villa upon returning to East Sea County. He wanted to first hand in the atonement mission, sustaining his identity as the Eerie Night Guest temporarily. Also, Casio wanted to borrow a huge loan. It was fine if he didn't use it, but he wanted to enjoy the process of taking advantage. He was going to turn hostile soon anyways.
   

        Other than that, things would go smoothly and he would probably have to welcome a wave of representative delegations from the Northern Mystery Martial World. Smuggling this group into the world of rain, he would show them the wonders of Black Rain Villa. The best way to convince people was to let them see it for themselves, and having tangible evidence was the most persuasive.
   

        Casio might have to demonstrate the use of Secret Soul power at that time and showcase its effects. Only when the old fellows saw the power of Secret Soul and its incredible efficacy would they be truly moved, whether out of desire or greed. They would contribute to taking down Black Rain Villa afterwards.
   

        The mysterious Black Rain Villa versus the entirety of the Northern Mystery Martial World in the Hong Li Federation. The Black Rain Villa... Can they withstand it? Casio was eager to find out!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 219: 154 Borrowing High-interest Loans (4100) (Thanks for the 15,000 starting coins tip from the Lakeside Reservoir)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        East Sea County, Anta City, the suburban train station.
   

        On the approximately twenty-meter long rectangular platform, passengers dressed differently held their travel cases, quietly waiting for the arrival of the train. Until a distant whistle sounded, everyone turned their heads.
   

        In the distance, a black and red steam train seemed to breathe, puffing out clouds of white steam. It was coated in a layer of glow under the sunrise.
   

        As the train body approached, the ground began to tremble slightly. White steam continuously gushed out along the track, surprisingly enveloping the entire locomotive. A smell of coal smoke permeated the steam.
   

        Whew~ the square train head approached like a meteor.
   

        The carriage doors opened, and passengers from other cities flowed out continuously. A black boot stepped on the dark gray platform, a man with a cold demeanor looked up at the sky. Then he plunged into the crowd, heading towards the urban area.
   

        Half a month later, Casio was back here.
   

        He traveled from East Sea City to Anta City. During this period, Casio revisited Warmingda University and found Professor Tennessee who had helped him decode ancient information before. Everything was the same as before, as long as you had money, everything was easy to handle.
   

        Casio did a little incentive to speed up the process.
   

        Basically, the quicker the decode, the more money Professor Tennessee could make. Under the temptation of substantial profits, Professor Tennessee would certainly be able to reach the decoding efficiency Casio was satisfied with.
   

        Besides, according to what Professor Tennessee said. The parchment and the map Casio gave him a few months ago seemed to be relics from the same era or a similar era. Decoding the parchment would be faster based on the foundation of decoding the map information.
   

        After getting off the train station, Casio returned to the house he had bought in Anta City. This was one of his bases.
   

        After a short rest, and a meal at noon.
   

        Casio, carrying a beige hand suitcase, arrived at a narrow path in the suburbs of Anta City, a place rarely frequented by people.
   

        Next to the path was a heap of messy weeds and rubble. A straight and thin bronze pillar rested on the rubble, its surface mottled.
   

        He took out the bell and began shaking it as usual.
   

        The world blurred for a moment, and Casio entered the rainy world of the Black Rain Villa. The originally clear sky was replaced by dense dark clouds, and a drizzle continuously fell from the sky.
   

        A black horse carriage drove over, trampling the mud ground.
   

        Casio glanced at the coachman veiled in a cloak, hesitated to step towards the carriage, and then climbed into the carriage.
   

        The two strong black Liuma up front gradually opened their hooves. The horse carriage began to move forward, the car wheels rolling.
   

        A minute passed, and Casio in the carriage let out a breath. This time, the Black Rain Villa seemed not to target him, otherwise, he'd have to bring out the armored carriage he had prepared last time.
   

        An hour later, the Crossbow Station.
   

        Casio, holding an umbrella, stood in front of the door and reached out to knock lightly on the wooden door. Immediately, someone came over to open the door
   

        "Hello... ah, it's Mr. Twilight."
   

        The door was opened by a handsome, golden-curled youth, about twenty years old. It was Iri, who had previously cooperated with Casio, and later was recommended by Casio to Crossbow.
   

        "Mr. Twilight, please come in."
   

        The youth smiled gently, moving to the side.
   

        "Hm." Casio nodded slightly, and walked in.
   

        Taking out the key, he opened the door. The layout inside had not been touched, but there was little dust on the ground, it should have been cleaned by professionals. Casio made the bed, and then holding what he needed, strolled through the streets to the Baptism Church.
   

        This time, there were quite a few people in the church hall. They took brief rests and then went into the vacant secret rooms.
   

        Casio scanned around in the hall, and then walked over the gorgeous caisson, past a large number of black benches, and stood in front of the prayer table. On the table lay a dark, yellowed, old scripture.
   

        Seemingly sensing someone's approach, the candlesticks on both sides of the prayer table were suddenly lit, emitting a strong white light. The Eerie Night Guests looking over from a distance could not see clearly anymore.
   

        But the nearby Casio was not affected by the light.
   

        The scripture in front of him began to turn pages on its own, making rustling noises. The yellowed pages quickly slid to the atonement mission.
   

        The font of the atonement mission turned a blood-red fluid.
   

        Casio expressionless, took out a repaired map and a broken stone piece the size of an earlobe from his bosom.
   

        Both objects were immediately placed on either side of the scripture pages.
   

        Beep...
   

        The blood-red font warped and twisted, finally sliding across the paper like fresh blood, clambering on the map and the broken stone piece, completely enveloping them.
   

        At the same time, it seemed a gale blew, and the scripture began to flip through its pages feverishly. The pages rustled, flipping back and forth, before a few pages suddenly tore off, incinerating midair.
   

        The flames rolled in the air, finally dropping black ashes.
   

        Casio felt a chill on the back of his right hand, looked up, and found that the shield mark had returned to normal. The long spear piercing the shield disappeared. He had successfully atoned.
   

        Rustle... Beep... Rustle...
   

        On the prayer table, the scripture frantically was turning pages in place. This phenomenon created an inexplicable feeling that the villa was in extreme unrest.
   

        Casio's gaze remained flat, he turned decisively.
   

        He didn't care about anything the villa would do after knowing the relic's address because the villa itself might not be safe for long. Moreover, this was just a piece of historical retrospection.
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        Under the gazes of a few, Casio walked out of the Baptism Church.
   

        His next course of action was… to get a high-interest loan.
   

        Casio estimated that if things went swimmingly, the people from the Northern Mystery Martial World would arrive swiftly. Thus, he needed to show them the effect of the Secret Soul himself first. At present, he had no Dark Source left, all having been depleted before heading out to seek the relics.
   

        Taking on another task at this point would be too much of a hassle. It was better to borrow instead.
   

        After leaving the Baptism Church, Casio did not return to the Crossbow base, but instead made his way towards the Eastern region of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Here lay a very famous place, the Iron Blood Bar.
   

        The inside of the bar was as bustling as always, with some downing their drinks and others loudly boasting.
   

        Casio casually chose a secluded table and requested a drink, his eyes scanning the bar, waiting for the message dealer to appear.
   

        Just five or six minutes later, a skinny, short redheaded man walked in, accompanied by what appeared to be a customer. The pair chatted as they picked a seat.
   

        Not long after sitting down, Casio stood up and walked over.
   

        The little man glanced over. Recognizing Casio, he quickly caught on. The two of them made their way towards the secluded alley behind the back door.
   

        "Have any of the five loan sources you gave me last time changed?" Casio asked, scanning the alley.
   

        "Indeed, there is one," the little man recalled after a moment.
   

        "Recently, the Limb Group, a branch of the dark current, seems to have stopped. They're apparently organizing a large-scale group task and won't be dealing with their lending service." The little man was a professional information broker with quick and accurate sources.
   

        "They're not doing it anymore?" Casio was slightly disappointed.
   

        "Yes, the Limb Group is definitely out. But..."
   

        Casio emotionlessly passed over a pile of Federal Paper Money.
   

        "Hehe." The redhead chuckled, a sly expression on his face: "I have another channel here. It's also a branch of Dark Current, the Ghost Face Association. They've recently begun offering credit services. This is the address and business hours of the transaction."
   

        He handed Casio a piece of paper with writing on it.
   

        Casio stuffed it in his pocket.
   

        "Oh, by the way, don't say I didn't warn you. There are some really sick folks in the Ghost Face Association. The aftereffects of their dark surgery are enormous. They can sometimes lose their minds, and their methods of collecting debts can be brutal. I suggest you think it over carefully before borrowing from them..."
   

        The little man reminded him.
   

        Casio chuckled, "They'll thank you."
   

        "Huh?"
   

        "It's nothing."
   

        Casio patted the little man on the shoulder: "It's on you."
   

        With that said, he turned around and left the alley.
   

        "Why would those lunatics in the Ghost Face Association thank me? For bringing them a new customer?" The redheaded little man shrugged nonchalantly, pulling a bill from his shoulder.
   

        He flicked it gently with his fingers and whistled.
   

        "Who cares, let's go have a drink…"
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        Black Rain Villa's Eastern region, the Black Wolf base.
   

        "What's the maximum individual loan you offer here?" Casio was chatting with a freckled middle-aged man across from him.
   

        "Oh?" The man raised an eyebrow: "Is it urgent?"
   

        "It's urgent." Casio came up with some random story. The Dark Source he was about to borrow would never be repaid anyway. All that mattered was getting the loan.
   

        "Well... alright then. Let's discuss it in the room behind."
   

        The man stood up and led the way.
   

        A dozen or so minutes later, at the Grim Reaper's base.
   

        A tall, black-clothed man walked in from the outside of the hall, his initial request being: bring me the luxury loan package.
   

        On the southern part of Black Rain Villa, the Dark Current, Ghost Face base.
   

        Casio stared at a piece of paper pinned to the table which detailed the specific interest rates for loans. Ten days, 20%; twenty days, three-fold; thirty days, forty-fold... Such extortionate interest rates did exist.
   

        As expected of people dealing with frequent bouts of insanity, even the method for calculating interest was insane. However, they seemed to have plenty of Dark Source to loan, probably because they weren't afraid the borrower wouldn't repay…
   

        After contemplating for a bit, Casio lifted his head.
   

        "Give me the maximum number of Shield Rank loans..."
   

        At dusk, he had gone through five high-interest loan channels. The amount of Dark Source he had was unprecedented, proving that the resources obtained from a group were far more than what could be obtained alone.
   

        Cranking up a pile of task certificates, he returned to the way of the crossbow.
   

        Casio's borrowing of so much Dark Source wasn't without purpose, experiencing the fun of profiting at others' expense was just a joke. When the joint representative of the Northern Mystery Martial World entered the Black Rain Villa, this Dark Source material would be useful. Casio's solo use of the Secret Soul's power was still a bit unconvincing, he needed to get a batch of Eerie Night Guests using the power of the Secret Soul for comparison.
   

        Hong Li Federation Calendar, 107th year, 8th of July.
   

        He left the Black Rain Villa and headed to East Sea City.
   

        Casio had made an agreement with Mian, that they would meet at the famous Blossoming Fountain Square in East Sea City. So he rented a house near the high-end apartments opposite the Blossoming Fountain Square.
   

        On average days, he stayed here, and he had to pass through the square when he went out.
   

        If Mian and the others came, Casio would be able to see them at first glance. Also, it wasn't too far from Warmingda University.
   

        He could occasionally check on the professor's work progress.
   

        More than five hundred meters west of Blossoming Fountain Square, an Iron Fist Gym was opened, it was a medium-sized venue.
   

        It was afternoon and the entire venue had been booked.
   

        In the venue, a muscular man with a bare upper body kept his fists on his chest. His body was full of rippling muscles, the skin exuded a hardness like that of marble, as if he was wearing armor.
   

        Sunlight streamed through the window, lighting up his body with a rock-white glow. Casio took a casual glance around.
   

        "Use the greatest strength you have, do not hold back."
   

        Seven or eight equally muscular and robust men looked at each other. Immediately they raised their batons and rushed over. The rain and storm-like attacks hit Casio.
   

        "Good, add more strength! Go all out."
   

        Casio stood still like a mountain, allowing them to strike. He was even constantly encouraging the men.
   

        "Is this all the strength you have?! Soft as a girl! How do you earn so many federal coins!"
   

        The Iron Fist Gym's robust men were provoked and started hitting harder, the sweat pouring out instantly soaking their vests.
   

        "Bang...Bang...Bang..."
   

        The pounding sound echoed across the venue.
   

        Crack!
   

        A muscular arm swung over, directly breaking three incoming sticks. Casio was unsatisfied and patted his chest.
   

        "There's no effect… stop using these fragile sticks, use steel pipes. If you are stronger, pick up the hammer over there."
   

        "Once I'm satisfied, everyone will get a tip."
   

        His hands were folded on his chest, watching the men from Iron Fist Gym throw away their sticks and each picking up a steel pipe and hammer.
   

        "Come!"
   

        Casio's whole body shook, and the muscles surged once more.
   

        The sound of the hammer and steel pipe was continuous.
   

        "Ah~ very good, just like this! I'm feeling it."
   

        "I need this level of intensity to feel good, so comfortable…"
   

        At dusk, at the edge of the Iron Fist Gym venue.
   

        A robust man swung his last steel pipe with all his might, and with a loud bang, the steel pipe visibly bent. The robust man took two steps back, looked back, and the ground was full of bent steel pipes. There were also three or four brothers lying on the ground panting.
   

        Their white vests were soaked through, looking like they had just been fished out of the water. The robust man extended a somewhat trembling hand and wiped the sweat from his face and eyelids that was about to affect his vision. He turned his head towards the center of the venue.
   

        The muscular man called Casio was still expressionless, his hands folded on his chest, standing like a majestic and imposing mountain.
   

        Neither the hammer nor the steel pipe swung at full strength could harm him at all.
   

        It was rumored that he had practiced Hard Qigong.
   

        He had heard of Hard Qigong.
   

        But this was the first time he had seen one so hard!
   

        The robust man took a step to the left, his legs suddenly went soft, and he sat down too. Casio was the only one left standing in the entire venue.
   

        Casio looked at the upper right corner, his expression unchanged.
   

        "Let's stop here for today, inform the next batch of people, tell them to be fully prepared at three o'clock tomorrow afternoon…"
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        Casio patted his chest and picked up his clothes from the metal rack beside him. Glancing at the plethora of exhausted muscular men, he immediately stepped out of the gym filled with the sour smell of sweat.
   

        A dozen or so days later, he was back at the Iron Fist Gym.
   

        Casio and another slightly shorter figure stood in the middle of the rectangular field, divided into large grids by light yellow floor tiles.
   

        "I appreciate the help." Casio greeted his opponent with a fist salute, as always.
   

        The man across, a muscular man in his 30s, returned the salute. He was the master of the Iron Fist Gym and a fifth-rank practitioner of the Federation Fighting Technique. In the boxing circle, being a fifth-rank practitioner was quite an accomplishment, the kind that could win prizes in county level competitions.
   

        "Please."
   

        Casio subtly assumed a combat stance.
   

        "Alright."
   

        The gym master did not become angry. It was a belittling act for one to allow the other to attack first during a spar. Essentially signaling that you're weak, you should attack first, I'll let you have the first move. Normally, the gym master would be extremely irked by such opponents, and this spar would most likely escalate.
   

        What was initially a touch-and-go could potentially evolve into serious physical harm.
   

        But the situation was different this time. This martial artist, known as Dusk, was not from the outer world but from the inner world, among the experts. Over the past dozen or so days, the gym master had witnessed Dusk being beaten by more than 20 of his disciples, each wielding a variety of heavy blunt weapons, for hours on end. And yet Dusk always appeared unfazed at the end.
   

        Faced with such a sparring partner, the gym master naturally placed himself on the weaker side. The spar was initiated by Dusk, who wanted to practice a particular technique and had already paid a sufficient fee. There were no grounds for the gym master to refuse. Even without the fee, he was willing, hoping to witness the robust martial arts of the inner world. This spar was beneficial for him.
   

        "I'll try my best to hold back, I apologize if I accidentally hurt you." Casio slightly steps back.
   

        "Come."
   

        The Iron Fist Gym master adopts a combat stance similar to boxing. His feet push off the ground with strength, and his silhouette quickly shoots out, his footsteps rapidly accelerating, swaying left and right.
   

        He quickly approaches Casio, who is standing still, and suddenly throws a side punch. His long-practiced muscles power his arm to swing out.
   

        Shhh!
   

        A lingering image of an arm flashes before his eyes.
   

        The right fist he throws suddenly hurts, the elbow going numb, as if hit with a small hammer.
   

        He groans and quickly retreats a few steps. He quickly shakes his right shoulder, allowing his muscles and nerves to recover.
   

        The Iron Fist Gym master squints his eyes and charges again. His hands swiftly waving, his footing agile as he shifts left and right.
   

        Shhh shhh shhh…
   

        Directly across, Casio's arms blur with speed and his fists slice through the air. The speed and strength of his punches are comparable to the gym master's, and he does not exploit any tricky attack angles. He simply counters every one of the gym master's punches.
   

        Their fists meet, and the path of the punches thrown by the Iron Fist Gym master continually deviates from the original trajectory, weakening in strength and shifting off course.
   

        He is secretly amazed and immediately changes his punching to elbow strikes, even occasionally executing whip kicks, body checks, and the like. But all parts of his body, upon contact with Casio's fists, are hit at the balance point by a mysterious force, causing the trajectory to shift, and the strength reduces by at least 50%. He poses no threat to Casio at all.
   

        The Iron Fist Gym master feels extremely stifled, as if he had strength but nowhere to exert it. He lets out a soft shout, his feet muscles contract and expand, and with his neck shrunk and shoulders hunched, he rushes forward diagonally.
   

        Swish swish!
   

        Two punches land swiftly on his body, causing a tightness in the chest of the gym master, and unbelievably, he loses his balance instantly. He deviates from the direction towards Casio and falls towards the ground at a high speed.
   

        Thud.
   

        A large hand suddenly reaches out from the side, steadily supporting the chest of the gym master, suspending him in mid-air.
   

        His eyes wide open, his nose only two centimeters from the rough ground, he could even see the dust in the cracks of the floor tiles.
   

        The hand exerted slight force, and the gym master was pulled up by the strong arm, an expression of novelty on his face.
   

        "Is this some unique kind of force dissipation technique?"
   

        Casio looked at the intrigued gym master and shook his head.
   

        The gym master didn't ask any more questions seeing that Casio didn't want to explain.
   

        He stood by the side, adjusted his breath for a while, and then re-entered the field, whispering, "Again…"
   

        An hour later, even though Casio had held back, the gym master had been flustered and beaten, his body showing not a few bruises.
   

        Finally, the two saluted each other with fists, marking the end of this spar.
   

        Casio was practicing the balance disruption technique of the Decayed Knight that he had obtained and was attempting to integrate this skill into his boxing methods. The spar with the gym master was nothing more than a small experiment, which seemed to yield good results.
   

        The balance disruption technique of the Decayed Knight came from the second level minor accomplishment of the Cross Sword of Decayed Knight. It was a skill that rapidly found the balance point of the opponent's blade and broke it. Casio had initially modified the balance disruption technique of the Decayed Knight for use in his boxing, which was somewhat useful. But it was not yet sufficient to use against strong enemies.
   

        His vision was to attempt to utilize the Decayed Knight's balance disruption technique throughout his body. Every part of his body could execute the balance disruption technique, like a kind of special force circulating throughout the body.
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        This was not an easy task, it could take a lot of time. However, Casio had to do it. He couldn't keep walking the path trodden by predecessors. He had to forge his own thorny path, and even turn this small path into a highway that leads directly to the top of the mountain.
   

        This was the first attempt Casio made based on his own combat knowledge, like swinging the first hoe. There would be many more swings to come until he cultivated a fertile field. Then he would fertilize and water this field, and grow his own crops on it.
   

        In the Iron Fist Gym, Casio looked at his fist thoughtfully. He seemed to have completely crushed the gym master just now, but in fact, he made a hundred mistakes. The subsequent actions of Mida's balance destruction technique were quite problematic, and the transformation of various combat movements was rigid and inflexible.
   

        It was forced by his higher martial arts realm.
   

        To master and transform the balance destruction technique, there was still some difficulty. However, luckily, he still had the blood of the wisdom rune's spirit. As long as he could lay a good foundation in advance and to some extent understand its principles, the blood of the spirit could be used to simulate the specific method based on Casio's cognitive realm and knowledge.
   

        Of course, he was not in a hurry. Because the heart-eye secret technique of the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style was not given to Casio. He thought that the heart-eye secret technique and Mida's balance destruction technique were in great harmony to some extent.
   

        Perhaps a new secret technique can be created by merging them together.
   

        Walking out of the Iron Fist Gym, it was dusk outside.
   

        The sky was a little red, the clouds were rolling like golden-red waves, and the lower edge was like traces of fire. Beams of light were projected from the horizon and shone on many spire and dome buildings in the East Sea City, and the neatly arranged tiles slightly reflected light.
   

        Outside the gym was a road, with blue and white residential houses on both sides, most of which were two or three-story buildings. There were small trees planted at intervals along the sidewalk, which seemed to have been planted not long ago. Occasionally groups of pedestrians passed by the road.
   

        Casio headed east to Liren's high-end apartment.
   

        When he passed by the Blossoming Fountain Square, he saw a familiar silhouette. A handsome blond youth was sitting on the black bench, seemingly hitting on a beauty next to him.
   

        "Miss, perhaps you won't believe it, but I..."
   

         Suddenly, a hand rested on the blond youth's shoulder.
   

         "Who is it?" He turned his head back slightly dissatisfied.
   

         It was Casio, standing silently behind him: "Let's go..."
   

         Ten minutes later, Casio was taken to a three-story building with white walls and a black background. Duomeng walked in front, gently pushing open the front door. Following closely behind him, Casio had just stepped inside when he suddenly sensed a strong threat coming from his side.
   

         Swish swish swish...
   

         A black afterimage leaped into Casio's view, and the hissing sound of a snake echoed in his ears. Suddenly, his vision blurred, and a black-winged giant snake was arching its body, revealing its venomous fangs, and its wings, seemingly made entirely of scales, were wide open!
   

         A shocking sense immediately seized Casio's mind, but in the next second, a rage surged from his heart straight into his mind.
   

         Casio roared, and his whole body swelled up in an instant, and rock white muscles like armor covered him. The big muscles twitched like earthworms, and blood vessels spread like tree roots, pumping and squeezing viscous fresh blood.
   

         In his furious state, he instantly entered the third acceleration of blood, and with the violent push of the Qi and blood, the Rock Armor Skill also reached its peak. His shoulder trembled, and a huge black shadow howled across the air, carrying enormous power and speed, smashing towards the strange snake.
   

         Bang!
   

         The straight fist and the swing of the palm collided, and the air shook violently. A circle of dust ripple spread out from the collision.
   

         Thump thump thump...
   

         Thump thump thump...
   

         Two figures, one tall and one short, retreated madly. Casio hit the wall with a thud, and dust fell.
   

         He raised his head sharply, only to see an old man with a goatee standing steadily with one hand resting on the sofa.
   

         The old man looked at his own red right hand, and then at the burly Casio: "Hey, this young man..."
   

         At the entrance, Casio's reddened eyes narrowed.
   

         The more a secret martial artist practices, the higher his realm, the stronger his vision. A secret martial artist master can often spot the opponent's flaws at a glance and attack the opponent's shortcomings with his own strengths. Casio had experienced a lot and considered his vision not bad. He could spot five or six small flaws even when observing Duomeng closely. But this old man in front of him had no flaws at all! He was as smooth and round as a ball.
   

         On the contrary, Casio himself felt being seen through under the old man's gaze. The old man with a goatee's realm and vision seemed to be several levels higher than Casio's?
   

         Is he a school master (fighter)?
   

         "How is it? Hadi, didn't get any advantages, did you?"
   

        A familiar voice resonated, and Mian, dressed in a gray stand-collar coat, came over with a smile on his face.
   

        "Haha, so even the Winged Snake Hadi has moments when he is pushed back."
   

        Several more people emerged from the shadows of the passage - all middle-aged men or elderly. Tall or short, fat or thin.
   

        They each had a different temperament and wore different clothes.
   

        But the only similarity was the pair of sharp eyes each of them had.
   

        Casio took a slow breath. He felt an unprecedented threat from this group of people. It's a stark warning brought by the mutation sense after merging with a Shadow Demon. Any one of these seven or eight people could pose a lethal threat to him.
   

        The numerous powerhouses of the Northern Mystery Martial World sure were extraordinary.
   

        "Just now it was merely a minor test. I hope Mr. Casio won't mind." The goatee man named Hadi smiled.
   

        "This test was quite intimidating..."
   

        Casio shook his head and reached out with his right hand to touch under his left armpit. Sure enough, the fabric there had been torn.
   

        Hadi on the opposite side just smiled and said nothing.
   

        Mian, who was behind the sofa, walked over: "Casio, let me introduce you. This is Hadi, the nine-decade-old Winged Snake Fist veteran. He used to be the fifteenth Winged Snake of his style. But he stepped down from that position more than thirty years ago. He is very good at taking care of his health; he looks younger than me."
   

        Casio raised an eyebrow. This old man with the goat-like beard was ninety-three years old, yet his hair was merely flecked with gray. He seemed full of vitality, looking no more than sixty. He never would have guessed that this man was approaching one hundred years old. As Mian said, he really knew how to take care of his health.
   

        And that slap just now was quite powerful!
   

        Casio's right fist was red, and he felt a burning pain.
   

        Mian paused, then pointed to the bald muscular man next to him: "This is Xuanjin, the head of the Sea Splitting Sect. He's also a fighter, in the same realm as myself. Unlike me, the old fogey, he's under fifty and is in his prime... a source of envy..."
   

        The big bald man nodded at Casio, as a signal of recognition.
   

        Mian then pointed to the next person. This was an old man with white hair and beard, wearing a navy blue training suit.
   

        "This is Elder Auro from the Heavenly Fall Cross Flow school..."
   

        "And this, this is from Bai Shuijian's firm …"
   

        "..."
   

        After being introduced, Casio gradually became familiar with these representatives of the Northern Mystery Martial World. It seemed that the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style had gone all out this time, gathering so many martial arts factions in only half a month. Of course, that also was due to the appealing effects of the Secret Soul that any practitioner of secret martial arts would want to know about.
   

        "Now that we've all met, let's go upstairs and have a chat." Mian waved his hand, and everyone moved.
   

        Duomeng also wanted to follow, but Mian suddenly turned around and said.
   

        "Oh,by the way, Duomeng, you guard the first floor. Casio, come..."
   

        He patted Casio's shoulder.
   

        "..."
   

        Duomeng watched Casio's silhouette, opening his mouth.
   

        Everyone went upstairs to discuss; most of the content was mundane chit-chat, occasionally finalizing some details about the Black Rain Villa. During this time, Casio gradually became familiar with these powerhouses of the Northern Mystery Martial World, establishing closer relationships.
   

        At night, they enjoyed dinner and stayed for the night.
   

        Duomeng felt somewhat neglected because Mian had given Duomeng's room to Casio and asked Duomeng to sleep with him.
   

        On the second day, everyone began to act.
   

        After taking care of some necessary matters on the third day in the morning, about ten people hopped on a train towards the Anta Mountains. By evening, Casio and the others arrived at Anta City.
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        Casio originally planned to rest for a day, but the representatives of the Northern Mystery Martial World seemed somewhat anxious. So as soon as everyone arrived at Casio's suburban house, they briefly freshened up and then collectively followed Casio onto a small path near the Anta Mountains.
   

        Also brought along was an armoured carriage. The carriage was exceptionally weighty with numerous traces of weapons on the metal surface.
   

        This time there is no need for Casio to pull the carriage himself, two strong men in the team take on the task of pulling the carriage. To these two representatives of the Northern Mystery Martial Art, handling this extremely heavy carriage is not a problem.
   

        At least on the surface, it seemed much easier than the last time when that well-built black Liuma had to pull it, moving with the rhythm of the advancing crowd without any problem, and without seeming to breathe heavily.
   

        A fighter who has reached the realm of major accomplishment has three blood acceleration nodes naturally forming a cycle in his body. This cycle will continuously produce abundant energy in the body, making their stamina and strength several times greater than before. It's like this even for a fighter who has achieved major accomplishment, let alone the next level.
   

        With the wheels creaking, the dark iron carriage was pushed to a wild terrain. The surroundings were all weeds and debris, with only a small path almost covered by wild grass running through it.
   

        The silver moon hung high in the sky, with strands of mist travelling through the gaps in the stars. A thin white veil of moonlight was scattered across the earth.
   

        "Stop, here we are," said Casio abruptly.
   

        The two Northern Secret Martial Art elders who were pulling the carriage stopped, and everyone turned to look at Casio.
   

        "Have we arrived?" Mian in his usual gentleman attire, his lean face looked on curiously.
   

        "Yes, the 'anchor point' I mentioned before is here."
   

        Casio stretched out his hand to pinch an old bronze pillar nearby, which was full of mottled traces eroded by wind and rain over the years.
   

        Mian took a deep look at the bronze pillar, waiting for Casio's next move. He is very curious about the mysterious villa, which has never interacted with the Secret Martial Arts Circle.
   

        The information Mian knew all came from Casio.
   

        "Divide these pills and swallow them." Casio took out a bottle from his pocket and poured out several black pills. These were the False Death Elixir found in the Oyon Ruins.
   

        Duomeng took one and sniffed it. It didn't smell bad, but it had a smell of decay, as if it had been stored for a long, long time. He clicked his tongue, looking to everyone around him.
   

        An old man with a goat beard, named Hadi, directly swallowed a pill, smacking his lips: "No poison."
   

        Everyone felt relieved to hear him say that and swallowed the pills.
   

        Hadi, the former gate master of the Winged Snake Fist School in the northern Secret Martial Arts World, retired and is keen on herbal health maintenance, with profound knowledge of pharmacology.
   

        If he says there's no poison, then it's definitely safe.
   

        Seeing everyone else eat it, Duomeng also swallowed the pill, and then a salty sour taste immediately spread in his mouth.
   

        It was like eating a dried sour plum.
   

        Seeing that everyone had taken the Elixir, Casio nodded. He waited for three minutes before taking out the bell.
   

        He swung his right hand to start shaking the bell on the spot.
   

        The bell made no sound, but the originally pure and vast night sky suddenly faded. It seemed like a large cloud appeared out of nowhere, gathering to cover the starlight and moonlight.
   

        In an instant, a thick cloud cover overhead.
   

        A drizzle started falling from the clouds.
   

        plop
   

        Several people had prepared black umbrellas beforehand.
   

        Mian slightly lowered his head, and immediately narrowed his eyes. The original narrow path with dense grass on the ground was unexpectedly widened, becoming a spacious and flat road. It was as if the weeds and debris on both sides had moved to the left and right automatically.
   

        A strange, mysterious feeling suddenly rose.
   

        Ding-dong...ding-dong...ding-dong...
   

        The silent bell in Casio's hand started to make a sound.
   

        In the distance, a horse carriage was moving fast from the vague end, finally stopping slowly next to the fine bronze pillar.
   

        Mian, who was coldly observing the whole process by the side, was emitting an aura that didn't capture the change just now at all. All changes happened silently, and the replacement was completed instantly. From the original world, they were pulled into another rainy space.
   

        He slowly extended his hand, and a few drops of rain fell into his palm.
   

        Mian immediately pulled his hand back: "There's something wrong with this rain. There's a cold aura trying to drill into the skin…"
   

        As soon as everyone else heard this, they immediately started to try it.
   

        Most of them reached the same conclusion as Mian, only Duomeng looked confused, and Casio squinted his eyes on the side.
   

        "Why can't I feel it?" Duomeng shook off the water.
   

        "You have not yet reached the realm of a fighter and cannot wrap your hand with your own aura." Mian paused for a moment: "This rain coming down from the sky is not good. Long-term exposure may severely affect a person's mental state and amplify the negative effects of emotion... Getting caught in it once or twice, five or six times, is nothing. But once it becomes a habit... it's better not to contact it..."
   

        The other high-level Secret Martial Arts practitioners also nodded.
   

        Next to them, Casio was taken aback. What surprised him was not because he had been drenched by the rain a few times, but the method the Baptism Church used to bestow Secret Soul power! It rained heavily in the secret room, could it be that not only did the rainwater contain the useful Secret Soul power, but there was also a cold aura that could drive people mad?
   

        Well, Black Rain Manor obviously was not kind-hearted. It seemed that Eerie Night Guest fell for their traps every step of the way.
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        Casio had originally thought that the power of the Secret Soul had the least side effects among all his paths. Now, it seems he had to put a question mark to that!
   

        He stood in place, quickly reflecting on his recent behavior. Indeed, his temper seemed to have become more volatile, thirsting for the blood of his enemies, and easily provoked by minor irritations.
   

        Moreover, when he killed, his methods had become more brutal.
   

        Either he smashed the opponent's head or tore them into two.
   

        So that was the reason!
   

        Damn you, Black Rain Villa! Influencing his originally gentle and cheerful character to become like this, this act was utterly unforgivable!
   

        Casio immediately shared his experiences.
   

        Mian shook his head, comforting him, "Even if you have been influenced, it's alright. As long as you break through to the level of a Fighter, all the lingering problems will naturally be resolved. Momentum is the key to cultivating the spirit..."
   

        Casio listened attentively.
   

        Half a minute later, a loud bang came from the back of the horse carriage.
   

        Mian and Casio turned their heads to see that the bald and brawny gate master of the Split Sea Gate was bulging with muscles, his arms as thick as iron pillars pulling and tugging. It seemed he was wrestling with the immobile horse carriage on the ground.
   

        "It's useless, Mr. Xuanjin. This carriage is under some sort of regulated..."
   

        The words barely left Casio's mouth when he abruptly stopped.
   

        He saw the black carriage violently shaking, its cast-iron wheels being pulled backwards by a monstrous force, dragging them back about half a meter.
   

        The ground cracked where the carriage had retreated, and a dense web of cracks spread out from the hard black earth surface.
   

        "This setup is not simple... the carriage's energy is connected to the whole ground, and there's some unknown mysterious force affecting it..."
   

        Xuanjin clapped his hands and exchanged glances with the other elders of the secret martial art schools. They all had an understanding look on their faces.
   

        On the grassland, Casio swallowed back the rest of what he was going to say. The realm of a Fighter, which is above that of a martial artist, seemed to be related to mysterious spirits. Therefore, these masters from the northern secret martial schools could perceive some things that Casio couldn't.
   

        He felt a bit of envy but wasn't overly discouraged. Because Casio believed that he could also reach that level, the many wonders of the Fighter realm were just waiting for him to comprehend personally.
   

        Coming back to his senses, Casio immediately started to arrange everything.
   

        Just like the previous time he had smuggled into the world amidst the rain.
   

        He hung the armored carriage at the back of the black horse carriage and asked all the experts from the northern secret martial arts schools to get into the carriage.
   

        He then climbed onto the black horse carriage.
   

        The carriage gradually accelerated on the road, then passed a myriad of bizarre scenes. Hills that were half charred and half covered with white flowers; windmills with human arms instead of fan blades; crowds worshipping around a burning tree; cannibalistic humans...
   

        Bizarre and twisted scenes appeared before everyone.
   

        They contained elements of religious mysticism, spirit and body, life and death, decrepit antiquity, vivid madness, and more. Like a series of absurd dreams without any logic.
   

        Seeing all this, Casio couldn't help but recall what Mian had mentioned earlier about how the rainwater could affect people's minds negatively. Were these absurd scenes deliberately inspired by the rainwater? Multiple mental shocks made people unable to tell whether they were in a dream or reality. This state would confuse them, tempt their inner darkness...
   

        He couldn't help but think back to his first entry into the World in the Rain, when he instinctively sensed something was off and was very alert, quickly snapping out of the disorienting effect brought about by the impact.
   

        Half an hour later, the carriage neared the platform.
   

        This time, the armored carriage wasn't attacked at all. Obviously, the False Death Elixir had played a crucial role.
   

        Everyone quickly got out and looked toward the narrow path on their right. Sparse trees were planted on both sides, and in the distance, they could vaguely see the moss-covered black enclosure wall of the Black Rain Villa.
   

        If they looked up a little, they could see ancient-style pointed-dome buildings. Their roof tiles were wet from the rainwater.
   

        The surrounding light was dim due to the night and the rainwater. If it wasn't for the exceptional eyesight of Casio and his group, who were all accomplished secret martial artists, they might not even be able to see the road five meters away.
   

        "Is that the Black Rain Villa?"
   

        Mian looked up in the distance, her facial expression slightly moved.
   

        "Yes, the villa isn't small. But the Markers can only safely live in a part of it. The rest of the large areas are quite mysterious, and occasionally some dangerous bizarre phenomena will appear." Casio once again recounted the information about the villa.
   

        Mian nodded slightly, "We'll be more careful."
   

        Immediately afterwards, they pushed the armored carriage along the small road heading towards the Black Rain Villa's main gate. A few minutes later,
   

        The carriage wheels finally rolled onto the gray stone-paved road.
   

        At night, there was no Marker on the street. Only the rainwater beating on the bricks in the cracks of the street, creating gray splashes, and the sound of drip-dropping. Duomeng, who was leading the way, suddenly stopped, "Can you hear it? Someone is singing..."
   

        "Close...it seems to be...right beside me!"
   

        Hearing these words, the others paused slightly, then shook their heads. None of them had heard the so-called song, it was as if only Duomeng was favored by it.
   

        Mian glanced at Casio, who nodded in response.
   

        "Don't panic, describe what you're hearing."
   

        Duomeng looked somewhat bewildered: "It's a melodious woman's voice singing a song, very mournful, but I can't make out the lyrics…"
   

        "It's right beside me, like an invisible ghost, running to the front and then to the back. Sometimes far, sometimes near…" Duomeng turned his head. "There it is again. I can hear her singing. This time, it's very close to me…"
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Mian suddenly struck, his lean right hand viciously cut through the air, whistling like a black battle axe that ended up lodged in the wall.
   

        Zing!
   

        The robust wall was split diagonally as if slashed in half by a sword. The piece of the wall fell down, revealing a lane on the other side. A woman in a white dress stood still in the lane. A breeze blew over, and her upper body fell down, smashing into a mass of dark energy.
   

        "What a burst from a single knifehand strike!" Casio was shocked. To outsiders, it's spectacle, but insiders understand the real deal. As martial artists who have cultivated their secret martial arts to a certain realm, he naturally understood how vicious and wild Mian's attack was, the power of it seeming almost solid.
   

        If that had hit him...
   

        Meanwhile, Mian withdrew his arm. He gently patted Duomeng's shoulder: "Can you still hear that woman's voice?"
   

        Duomeng shook his head.
   

        "That's right then! Let's go."
   

        Immediately, the party continued towards the direction of Crossbow Stream.
   

        The next day, at the Crossbow Stream's headquarters.
   

        Iri came out of the dining hall, carrying a heap of food wrapped in black cloth. He greeted people as he passed the spacious corridor.
   

        Last night, Iri accompanied Black Blade to welcome Casio's party. Due to the sizable number of people, they were settled in a small, vacant building about two hundred meters away from the Crossbow Stream headquarters.
   

        Now, Iri was going to deliver their breakfast.
   

        He opened the door and hoisted up an umbrella. Seeing someone walking along the road, Iri turned and walked in the other direction.
   

        After a dozen seconds, a scarred man with a Mohawk constantly knocked at the gate of Crossbow Stream. On the back of his hand was the mark of the Beast Stream.
   

        Meanwhile, Iri arrived at a two-story gray building. He gently knocked on the door.
   

        "Who is it?" Casio's voice came from inside.
   

        "Brother Dusk, it's me, Iri."
   

        Click! The door was opened. Casio looked down at Iri's handsome face, then nodded and pulled the door to the right.
   

        "Come in."
   

        Iri folded his umbrella and walked a few steps forward.
   

        He glanced around the room apprehensively.
   

        At a table on the left, two muscular middle-aged men are arm wrestling, their veins bulging and the table and chairs creaking under the strain.
   

        One old man was sitting cross-legged on the floor practicing his martial arts. A white mist enveloped his whole body, and vortexes rolled and swirled within the mist as he breathed.
   

        Against the wall, another old man with white hair and a goatee was doing a one-finger handstand, constantly bobbing up and down on one finger.
   

        Between the old men, a one-eyed man seemed to be holding a sword-like weapon with his palm loosely grasp and repeated swinging motions.
   

        With each swing, a sharp screech echoed in the air.
   

        Most conspicuous were two muscular men in the living room behind Casio, shirtless and constantly clashing their fists against each other. Each impact produced a sound like beating drums.
   

        Upstairs, there were continuous tremors as if several elephants were running back and forth on the ceiling.
   

        "..." Iri took a deep breath, about to speak.
   

        Suddenly, a hand yanked him to the side. The Mohawk-wearing, scarred-face man barged in with an arrogant expression.
   

        "Who the hell is called Dusk? Tell him to come out!"
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        For a moment, the room fell quiet. The delegates from the Northern Mystery Martial World ceased their actions, turning their heads one after another to look over.
   

        Their sharp eyes projected like lasers, leaving the scar-faced man feeling like he had been seen right through, as if he were standing naked before them.
   

        The hairs on his arms stood on end, inch by inch.
   

        It felt like being targeted by top predators, a whole pack of them. The scar-faced man was momentarily paralyzed where he stood.
   

        His brain went blank, instinctively scared, but the side effects of his beast blood transfusion kicked in. In simple terms, the scar-faced man continued his previous thought abruptly, "It was you who was called Dusk, right?"
   

        He pointed his finger at a lean old man in a striped suit who had descended from the staircase above. Compared to the abnormal crowd around, a white-haired, kindly smiling old man seemed most normal.
   

        Seeing the scar-faced man point at him, Mian, who had been dubbed the Demon Lion in his old days, revealed a warm, hearty smile.
   

        He opened his mouth wide, showing still white, gleaming teeth.
   

        "Do you know this man, Casio?"
   

        "I don't know him."
   

        Casio shook his head, answering the question honestly.
   

        "Ah, wait, I came here to..."
   

        The scar-faced man suddenly felt something was not quite right.
   

        "Good."
   

        After hearing Casio's words, Mian nodded in agreement. Suddenly a strong gust blew through the room, and Mian instantaneously appeared in front of the scar-faced man. His hands were rendered into blurry black afterimages as they streaked past the scar-faced man's left and right scapulae like lightning.
   

        Following that, a palm landed on his chest, and the scar-faced man retreated, knocked back repeatedly while Casio pulled Iri inside.
   

        Then, with a snap, the door was shut.
   

        Outside, the scar-faced man, thrown into disarray by a single palm strike, shook his head and couldn't help but curse, which was soon followed by violent coughing. He felt suffocated in his chest and was about to check his condition.
   

        "Huh?"
   

        "Where the hell are my hands!?"
   

        "Where are my hands!"
   

        "Ahhhhhh!"
   

        The belated excruciating pain hit him like a tidal wave, contorting his face, while sweat poured out from him profusely.
   

        In the drizzling rain, a man stood in front of a small building with both his arms, still dressed in their sleeves, lying on the ground. The cross-sections at his shoulders were a blurry mess of flesh, with blood spraying out from his severed arteries.
   

        "Growls..."
   

        Hearing the horrific cries outside, Mian let out a long sigh and massaged his old waist, "It really is, the older you get, the easier you get mad. Years of self-improvement and cultivation, but all my inner peace is gone just like that..."
   

        Next to him, Duomeng, who was practicing his boxing, rolled his eyes. Does his uncle not understand? This clearly shows that, as there is hope for his body to return to its peak condition, his heart has started to become restless again. Young Mian was reckless and brutal, obsessed with martial arts, he often risked others' lives in battle and liked to constantly challenge masters from all walks of life.
   

        Together with Duomeng's master Maro, they were known as the Two Lions of Evil.
   

        Mian's so-called self-cultivation was nothing more than due to old age and declining energy. He has no hope of stepping into a higher realm of martial arts, so he only seemed cold and indifferent. Once he reignites his passion for martial arts, Mian will certainly not be content with obscurity.
   

        Severing someone else's arms was merely an appetizer. If they hadn't been at the enemy's main base and had to be somewhat cautious, based on the scar-faced man's arrogant demeanor, if he pointed his finger at Mian from the get-go, he would have met a truly miserable end.
   

        There are those who have taken the wrong name, but none who has miscalled the nickname.
   

        The demonic lion in his youth was indeed very domineering.
   

        Meanwhile, Casio chatted with Iri while accepting the food that was brought over. He acted as if the debt-collecting scar-faced man had never appeared.
   

        It was this guy who mistook him for someone else, what does Casio care?
   

        Besides, why should he return the Dark Source borrowed with his own merit? Do you know how hard it was to get loan information from the information peddlers? The distance from the Crossbow base to the Iron Blood Bar is not close at all...
   

        This scar-faced man must belong to the Black Wolf Society. If the Black Wolf Society retaliated against Casio, he wouldn't be afraid. He is just lacking a control group to verify the usefulness of the Secret Soul power to the representatives of the Northern Mystery Martial World.
   

        Wait a minute... isn't there one already available outside the door?
   

        Casio suddenly lifted his head and opened the door. Outside, the scar-faced man had already transformed into a werewolf to protect his life. He was trying to bite his two severed arms together to take away, perhaps he could reattach them using some strange ability. At this moment, the scar-faced man's rear end was sticking up high, and his face was rubbing against the ground like a pig rooting for food.
   

        Hearing the door open, the scar-faced man suddenly looked up fearfully from his kneeling position and, seeing Casio, made a face as if he were about to weep but couldn't: "Damn it, what do you want to do now?"
   

        As it proved, some people's dirty words do not always mean to insult others, they may also be some form of habitual phrasing. Those who are familiar would be okay with it, knowing that this is just how you talk. Those who are unfamiliar would think you are cursing at them.
   

        The scar-faced man is like this: he was overzealous while doing his usual job of debt collection, and then he found himself short of two arms.
   

        And it seemed like he was about to become some kind of dangerous experimental subject.
   

        Truly, trouble lurks in the mouth...
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        The scar-faced man had his arms reattached by the goatee-bearded old man Hadi, a miraculous doctor who appeared to employ some special ability. Of course, the arms that were once severed off were by no means as useful as before.
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        Casio and the others weren't acting out of sudden goodwill, but because of an experiment on Secret Soul. Experimentation necessitated a fully intact subject to eliminate variables and provide a consistent control for comparison.
   

        Next, they sat down for breakfast brought by Iri.
   

        Nothing special, but the taste wasn't bad.
   

        Just as they were cleaning up the table, they heard knocks at the door. A familiar vehement rhythm, a familiar voice.
   

        "Is goddamn Dusk here? Open the door!"
   

        Thirty seconds later.
   

        "I remember, didn't I borrow the loan from The Grim Reaper for a period of twenty days?" Casio calmly asked the visitor.
   

        "Yes...yes it is."
   

        The curly-haired man answered hesitantly.
   

        "Then why are you seeking repayment two or three days early? That's not according to the rules. Don't disrupt the market order, okay?"
   

        Casio appeared affable and smiled.
   

        "Under... understood."
   

        "Good, knowing your mistakes and correcting them is a good thing. However, as compensation, I want you to do something for me, okay?"
   

        Casio looked at him with earnest eyes.
   

        Looking at Casio's eyes, the curly-haired man rolled his eyes.
   

        "Do you agree?"
   

        "Since you're not answering, I'll take that as a yes."
   

        Casio moved his arm contentedly and put down the curly-haired man hanging in mid-air. The strong hand that was holding his neck like an iron clamp relaxed, and the man fell down onto the ground.
   

        There was a clear black palm print on his neck.
   

        He was clutching his neck and panting heavily.
   

        Casio looked expressionlessly at Duomeng who was amused by the scene: "How was that? Pretty convincing by reasoning, right?"
   

        While munching on nuts, Duomeng sneered with disdain.
   

        "Heh, I can reason like that, too."
   

        "Then… how about a match?" Casio raised his eyebrow; he was very interested in Duomeng's Three-eyed Mad Lion Style's Heart-eye Secret Technique.
   

        For this collaboration with the Northern Mystery Martial World, Casio had made some requests. He didn't want to be greedy. Although Casio had a strong background, in front of other fighters representing various Secret Martial Schools, he thought it would be better to keep a low profile. So, Casio simply requested to learn skills like Heart-eye Secret Technique, Breathing Recovery, and Hard Qigong, rather than directly asking for the inherited secret martial arts.
   

        Such a request was definitely within a reasonable range.
   

        Casio believed that as long as he proved the powerful effects of the Secret Soul's power, the Northern Mystery Martial World wouldn't be so stingy as to refuse imparting these external techniques, as there were larger interests at stake. Even if they wanted to burn the bridge after crossing the river, it would only be valid after they conquered Black Rain Villa. And by that time, Casio would have already gotten away.
   

        On the sofa, Duomeng stopped munching on his nuts.
   

        He had been running around for a while, and hadn't fought anyone in a long time. He was now somewhat eager to give it a shot.
   

        "Sure." Duomeng stood up quickly.
   

        ********************
   

        In the end, the two of them never got to spar.
   

        The representatives of the Northern Mystery Martial World wanted to understand the situation of the Black Rain Villa in the morning. Casio had to lead the way and introduce the place, while Duomeng was left to guard the building.
   

        The known areas of the Villa weren't complicated. They consisted of the east, west, south, and north parts. They included the various schools' territories, and some shops supported by these schools. All these details were on a map, with each area clearly marked.
   

        Beyond the known areas, there was the unknown part of Black Rain Villa, which occupied at least three-quarters of the villa's total area. Casio had ventured into it before and the unknown area was full of inexplicable peculiarities.
   

        The space inside it seemed to be problematic, absurd and eerie, like a bizarre, rule-defying dream.
   

        Casio had entered one such space.
   

        With his own personal experiences combined with Dusk's vague memories, Casio was convinced that Black Rain Villa was still in its recovery period, and its total power hadn't reached the terrifying peak it would later on. Aside from the Eerie Night Guests, the power of all other mysterious entities within the Villa would gradually become stronger as the villa recovered its energy.
   

        The anomalies during that phase could lead to instant death on contact.
   

        As for now… it could be said that for first-time Blood Circulation level Secret Martial Arts experts, it wasn't much of a threat.
   

        Of course, Casio wouldn't be so foolish as to underestimate Black Rain Villa's power. A massive entity like this that persisted through different eras definitely had rich and mysterious reserves.
   

        Like the seemingly non-threatening Blood Clan. Who could have foreseen that the truly powerful High Order Blood Clan were sleeping in the Blood Pool relics? Unless disturbed from sleep or faced with life or death, these High Order Blood Clan would never come out.
   

        In fact, it doesn't matter if the Blood Clan faces a life-threatening situation. As long as they are not disturbed from their sleep, it would be fine. After all, as long as the High Order Blood Clan exists just like ones who never age, even if all Blood Clan in the world were destroyed, they could be brought back to life.
   

        Black Rain Villa, that dares to hunt all dark creatures, definitely has something similar or even more powerful and mysterious.
   

        But!
   

        Black Rain Villa would never lay all its cards out.
   

        Even then, it would only use one or two of its reserves. If it deems the situation unfavorable, the Villa might choose to conserve strength, close down, and vanish, only to return stronger in the next era.
   

        Dusk had already experimented with this before.
   

        Time quickly passed and morning ended.
   

        The delegation from the Northern Mystery Martial World gained a general understanding of both Black Rain Villa and the Eerie Night Guests. Everyone returned to the small building.
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        "Beastblood Path: Injection of beast blood, allows for transformation..."
   

        "Mercury Path: Mercury injected into the brain, gifts Telekinesis..."
   

        "Dark Path: Grafting dark organs, absconding abilities..."
   

        "Trap Path, Pill Path, Poison Path, Crossbow Path..."
   

        These middle-aged and elderly people who had practiced Secret Martial Art for a lifetime were truly enlightened today. They had never imagined that there could be so many diverse extraordinary methods. However, each seemed to be flawed, having a tiny bit of weakness. And they couldn't gradually become stronger through cultivation and insight like the Secret Martial Art. All these paths relied on external superhuman objects, viewed as borrowed power.
   

        They can replace external objects, but there's no way to enhance them.
   

        These elderly men from the northern Secret Martial Art factions could clearly see the drawbacks. The numerous factions of Eerie Night Guests were excellent for broadening one's perspective and sparking inspiration. As for trying to cultivate and engage with them, it was not worth it. It's essentially abandoning the root and pursuing the tip.
   

        Ignoring the main road in favor of a precarious shortcut?
   

        After a simple lunch, everyone left the small building to head for the Baptism Church. They came to a roundabout marked by a sculpture. Mian immediately noticed something wrong.
   

        He raised his hand to signal the others, then came to a stop.
   

        Mian gestured towards a bell tower in the distance.
   

        Following Mian's direction, Casio looked over and was startled to find two grey gargoyles carved on its top, about the size of a normal human.
   

        At the moment, these gargoyles were facing this way. The grotesque stone faces were angular and frightful, with their muscular bodies seeming incredibly lifelike. It seemed as though they would flap their wings and pounce the next second. 
   

        Mian pointed his fingers in different directions around them.
   

        Casio followed his lead, finding similar gargoyles on the edges of the domed buildings all around.
   

        Some were standing in combat, some were howling in anger, some were crawling...
   

        The only similarity was that those ugly heads were all staring this way, seemingly watching everyone.
   

        Casio frowned, glancing at the nearby statue which was reduced to only a pair of feet. He remembered when he first came to Black Rain Villa, he assumed that this sculpture was the owner of the villa.
   

        Perhaps these gargoyle sculptures were originally overlooking this way...
   

        He brought it up immediately and everyone cautiously moved forward. 
   

        Just a few steps later, Mian raised his hand again, signaling everyone to halt. Because the heads of the gargoyles on the rooftops began to rotate. They were not locking onto the statue but Casio and his group. Something about them was attracting these gargoyles!
   

        "Could it be the anomalies?"
   

        "Even our master is being so cautious, I suspect we're in trouble..."
   

        With a somber feeling, Duomeng squinted.
   

        "Continue." Suddenly, a voice came from their side.
   

        A few dark things were thrown over and Duomeng caught them reflexively. On opening his palm, he found it was 'mouse droppings'.
   

        "It's likely that your aura leaked out, try some medicine and see how effective it is." Casio closed the bottle and tucked it back into his pocket.
   

        "It's possible." Mian agreed, swallowing the False Death Elixir that had been sealed for who knows how long. Duomeng also consumed it right away. It was just as he remembered – dried sour plums.
   

        They proceeded forward again. This time, the gazes of the gargoyles didn't follow. It indeed was due to the aura. Feeling slightly relieved, the group moved on, only to halt again.
   

        The gargoyle sculptures hidden in the surrounding buildings were looking their way once again.
   

        Casio turned to Mian and said, "The Baptism Church is likely to be one of the core areas of the Black Rain Villa. The attention here can't be compared to other areas. As we get closer to the church, it becomes harder for outsiders to conceal their auras..."
   

        "It seems most of you won't be able to enter the church. We would have to let the test subjects go in with me; indirectly observing the results..."
   

        After some thought and discussion, Mian decided to send Winged Snake Hadi back to the small building to bring over the test subjects.
   

        Ten minutes later, five or six Markers were brought over.
   

        Two of them seemed unwilling. They were the ones who had come to collect on their loans but ended up being taken in by Casio.
   

        Apart from them, the other four were voluntary. Casio's large sum of Dark Source was not borrowed for nothing. Just as money can make ghosts grind mill, having Dark Source could also influence Markers. There wereplenty of Eerie Night Guests who received regular tasks and feared they couldn't survive. Casio could easily gather a bunch.
   

        Cooperating with the experiment not only earned them Dark Source, but the experiment itself also used Dark Source to enhance themselves - double happiness.
   

        Just a minuscule bit of risk was involved.
   

        But this risk was much smaller than undertaking impossible regular tasks. At least that's how it seemed on the surface.
   

        Therefore, these experimental subjects were quite cooperative.
   

        The two remaining test subjects were somewhat unwilling, but it didn't matter. Casio had convinced them reasonably before. Considering this, they probably wouldn't dare to act rashly for now and could be of use.
   

        Next, Casio took them one by one towards the Baptism Church. Afterwards, when the Markers entered the Secret Room and the enhancement was done, Casio quickly escorted them to the roundabout.
   

        "Excellent! Absolutely excellent!"
   

        "Just as we anticipated!"
   

        "The power of the Secret Soul... This power is simply tailor-made for Secret Martial Arts..."
   

        Mian looked excitedly at the man before him. He was an elderly man with a robust build, silver hair, and sparkling eyes.
   

        Who could have thought that this man, who looked barely fifty years old, was of thin body, possessed fully grey hair, and a face full of wrinkles just before entering? The old man was seventy-two years old in reality, and practiced the poison path. After enhancing his basic Secret Martial Art with the power of the Secret Soul, he seemed to lose twenty years!
   

        Among the northern Secret Martial Art representatives, a few elders exchanged looks. They seemed to see the fiery passion in each other's eyes.
   

        The power of the Secret Soul works, and it works very well!
   

        "Good! It couldn't be better!" Winged Snake Hadi stroked his goatee and roared with laughter. He was the oldest among the crowd, at ninety-three. Though he had the means to prolong life, he knew very well that he could only hold on for ten plus years more at most. Decline and death were inevitable. But now... oh, but now!
   

        Observing the excited crowd, Casio prepared to enhance his own Physique Realm with the power of Secret Soul. His realm was close to these northern Secret Martial Art representatives, so the transformation would be more convincing.
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 74.8% (Three layers total)'
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 76.4% (Three layers total)'
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Bug Bite 66.8% (Three layers total)' 
   

        Wind Elephant Fist was about ten percent higher in progress than Elephant Soul Secret Technique, indicating that his physique could still advance by ten percent.
   

        Casio strode forward, heading straight into the Baptism Church.
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        "Marker, present the offering."
   

        In a shabby secret room, a deep, gravelly voice echoed by Casio's ear, as always cold and echoing.
   

        Whoo...
   

        A small tornado formed by the black dense fog covered half of the area, soon the airflow dissipated, the offering disappears.
   

        "Fifteen units of Dark Source have been extracted."
   

        "The exchangeable items are as follows..."
   

        Without taking time to think, Casio directly chose to exchange for the power of the Secret Soul. Instantly, the sound of drizzle enveloped the secret room.
   

        The ceiling of the secret room was covered with a layer of gray-black thick fog, like low-hanging clouds. Cold rainwater was falling, pulling silky streams that landed on Casio's body.
   

        Instantly, a familiar sensation came from the surface of his skin. Currents of air with faint warmth were drilling into his muscles and skeleton.
   

        This was the power of Secret Soul.
   

        However, no one knew whether the rainwater contained anything other than the power of the Secret Soul – perhaps the cold aura that Mian mentioned, which could affect a person's mental state. Casio was very suspicious of the Black Rain Villa's other plans. Since all the supernatural pathways of the Eerie Night Guests had major flaws, it was illogical for the Black Rain Villa to leave a Secret Soul power that had minimal side effects. In addition, according to his own personal experience, the probability that the Black Rain Villa was up to something was quite high.
   

        In the pouring rain, a flicker in Casio's eyes. He directly took out a bottle from his pocket, pre-prepared to collect some rainwater that had the power of the Secret Soul, and let Mian examine it.
   

        This was actually quite difficult.
   

        The Secret Soul rainwater evaporates extremely quickly; even if it is collected in a bottle, it will still vanish. But Casio still wanted to give it a try. He couldn't stand the thought of possibly being influenced by the Black Rain Villa, just like with the Shadow Demon case.
   

        Perhaps it was because he had cultivated the secret martial art of the Wind Elephant, Casio had been persistently pursuing a certain purity within his body. If not for the fact that the Shadow Demon had deeply parasitized him and that he could not find a way to get rid of this parasite, Casio would have disposed of it completely long ago.
   

        The same goes for the negative influence brought by the Villa.
   

        Tens of seconds later, the door of the secret room abruptly opened, a dark shadow flashed across the hall and disappeared in an instant. After another dozen seconds, Mian, who was waiting near the circular intersection, received a bottle.
   

        He opened it as quickly as possible, but regretfully, the rainwater in the bottle still evaporated clean on the way. Casio's face showed a hint of gloom, his body was like a furnace at this moment, waves of fiery hot currents violently rampaged beneath his skin, bringing prickling pain.
   

        This was why the power of Secret Soul needed to be exhausted within the secret room.
   

        Once the human body made contact with such power, the skeleton, muscles, fascia in the body would all get activated; the blood circulation becomes exceedingly active.
   

        A slight movement will cause the blood circulation in the body to go berserk.
   

        If a normal person made a large movement, they might die from bleeding out of their seven orifices. Clearly, Casio was far from a normal human, having already taken three small steps on the path that transcended humanity. But even so, the vigorous exercise from running all the way here had inflicted quite some damage on his internal organs. Beads of sweat, like strings being pulled, trickled down his broad back, soaking his clothes.
   

        Casio slowly exhaled a sigh of turbid air, steadying the tumultuous blood circulation within his chest, and wiped off the nosebleed from his nostrils.
   

        "If it can't be taken out, let's just leave it. Let's go back to the apartment first."
   

        "Wait, there're traces of aura left in the bottle…" Mian quietly sensed for a bit, then stuck out her hand to catch a droplet of rainwater. He opened his eyes and took a glance at Casio next to him.
   

        "Just as you thought… there really is a special aura in the rainwater of Secret Soul's power which can trigger negative emotions in people…" Mian wore a solemn expression. Just as he had expected, not everything goes smoothly. Black Rain Villa had indeed taken precautions in the rainwater of Secret Soul power.
   

        His thoughts slightly turning, he suppressed the mixed feelings in his heart. The power of Secret Soul was something that the Northern Mystery Martial World absolutely couldn't give up. Hence, regardless of whether the rainwater with Secret Soul power had issues, they would have to take down the Black Rain Villa first. The research and separation process could come afterwards.
   

        Mian glanced at Casio's abnormal reddened face.
   

        And then they all returned to the apartment.
   

        At two in the afternoon, despite the rain, the sky was as grey as ever, raindrops lapping outside the window.
   

        On the second floor, inside a quiet and austere bedroom.
   

        Casio sat cross-legged in the midst of the room, bare from the waist up. His muscles, flushed red, rippled like waves, and large beads of sweat, plopped on to the bedroom floor.
   

        The sweat on his body evaporates due to his high body temperature, turning into white vapour, ascending from his neck and shoulders, covering his entire face.
   

        Around him, seven or eight burly men stared at Casio's body with thirsty eyes, their sharp gaze observing intently as they bore witness to the changes in the fibre and veins on his robust muscles.
   

        "A change that usually takes a few days or even months and years has condensed into just a few hours! What an eye-opener. Truly an eye-opener..." The old man with a goatee, Hadi, exclaimed while shaking his head.
   

        "Hadi, I'm aware that you're having an eye-opening experience. But could you possibly not get so close, obstructing mine and Xuanjin's view…" Mian said slightly displeased, the bald and burly man next to him shared the sentiment. Looking at Hadi, he was right beside Casio, his old face was barely a palm's length away from Casio's robust chest, staring at the rapid changes in the flushed muscles as if he was looking at a naked beauty, continuously expressing his astonishment.
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        It was just short of literally feeling the changes with his own hands.
   

        There was this kind of gaze among the seven or eight representatives of the Northern Mystic Martial World present. Only the oldest, Hadi, was the most excited.
   

        "Sorry, sorry. I just…I just wanted to be sure. But now, I have found my answer..."
   

        Hadi's form flickered in a moment, returning to his original position like a phantom. Seven or eight of them formed a circular ring.
   

        He sat cross-legged, continually stroking his own goatee.
   

        In front of him, Casio appeared to be struggling a bit. A massive, burning hot body temperature radiated into the room, immediately raising the surrounding temperature. Accompanied by the sizzling sound of burning grease, it was emanating from the flesh on the surface of the body.
   

        "Mian, we must get this Secret Soul power. Whether it's for us old immortals to live longer, or for the younger generation in our school..."
   

        Hadi spoke very sincerely.
   

        Mian, on the other hand, showed no expression. It was hard to say what the several elders from the Northern Mystery Martial School were here for, but this old man in front of him was certainly here for himself. Winged Snake Hadi was indeed very afraid of death, as his life-preserving medical skills well illustrated. Of course, Hadi's urgency was a good thing, he had a very high status in the Winged Snake Fist school, they would undoubtedly be very active.
   

        More people here, less pressure on other schools.
   

        "Crackle..."
   

        There was a sudden burst of crackling sounds in the room.
   

        Mian looked up and saw that Casio had finished increasing the power of the Secret Soul and was standing up again.
   

        With a height of one meter ninety, a wide and large skeleton, the streamline muscles powerfully condensed in various parts of his body, and rock white skin covering him like a layer of armor. Compared to the Casio of the past, his muscles seemed to have significantly reduced.
   

        While he was still formidable, he no longer had that bulging look that seemed ready to burst out of his clothes at any time. Now, Casio's figure was a bloated streamline, still muscular, but not as muscular as before. It was probably the difference between a brown bear and a tiger. 
   

        "His muscles have become even more powerful and refined..." Duomeng briefly scanned over the several pieces of abdominal muscles, only to feel that the density of those muscles might far exceed his imagination. The power, flexibility, and defense of the muscles did not decrease with the decrease in volume, but had become even stronger.
   

        "How does it feel?"
   

        Mian immediately asked.
   

        Casio slowly exhaled, he did not answer immediately but glanced at the progress bar floating in the upper right corner.
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 76.4% (total of three levels)'
   

        'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Bug Bite 66.8% (total of three levels)'→'Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Bug Bite 72.8% (total of three levels)'
   

        The Elephant Soul Secret Technique had increased by 6%, with only about 4% more room for improvement. It was not that Casio did not want to continue to improve, but he was about to burst if he used the Secret Soul power again. Originally, 5% was already the safety threshhold, and Casio forcibly increased it by another 1% on this basis, which was the absolute limit and could not continue.
   

        He discarded all the remaining excess Secret Soul power in his body.
   

        Extruded from the pores and dissipated into the air.
   

        "Not bad." Casio responded to Mian's question: "But I have experienced more, and can't feel much. I remember how great it felt the first time I used the Secret Soul power to increase..."
   

        "You guys can also try it out later..."
   

        Mian nodded lightly: "Certainly."
   

        He slowly rose to his feet: "Shall we go down to the empty room below to spar? This upgrade was not small, you need some practice to get used to it..."
   

        Casio turned to look at him, their eyes met.
   

        "Okay."
   

        With that, Casio and Mian left the second-floor room. The remaining representatives of the Northern Secret Martial Arts World began to discuss intensely.
   

        On the first floor, in a room on the left.
   

        Casio and Mian sat facing each other, surrounded by silence.
   

        Casio already knew Mian's purpose, which was nothing more than offering a down payment, for instance... the Heart-eye Secret Technique.
   

        The effect of Secret Soul had been proven by Casio already. Now, it was time for Mian to show some good faith in advance.
   

        "Let's skip the small talk and get straight to the point."
   

        Mian began to explain without hesitation: "The Heart-eye Secret Technique is one of the important secret techniques of my Three-eyed Mad Lion Style. Duomeng should have told you that the 'three eyes' of the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style comes from the Heart-eye Secret Technique. Of course, it's essential, but not that critical. As long as the benefits are substantial, it's still tradeable by my school, after all, it's not a Core Secret Martial Art..."
   

        "The Heart-eye Secret Technique is a skill that primarily cultivates the five senses of a person. When the five senses are cultivated to a certain extent, the unclear sixth sense can be opened to a certain extent, thereby achieving the effect of knowing the enemy's movements in advance." Mian continued glancing at Casio.
   

        "The sixth sense is a way of acquiring information beyond the usual logical patterns. It's a method to understand things without using intelligence or the five senses. The sixth sense can take many different forms."
   

        "Such as premonition, physical reactions, enlightenment, dreams, images in the mind, instinct, persistent impressions, kinesthesia, psychic induction." Mian paused for a bit: "The Heart-eye Secret Technique that we cultivate specifically trains our premonition, physical reactions, instincts, and kinesthesia. But it mainly focuses on premonition and physical reactions."
   

        "Premonition? Physical reactions?"
   

        Casio wanted to complain a bit. Mian's explanation seemed quite scientific, as if it had been thoroughly explored.
   

        However, as the era progresses, some secret martial art schools must have tried to explain secret martial arts using modern scientific methods.
   

        Perhaps a mature and effective methodology could be formed.
   

        Of course, success is not guaranteed.
   

        After all, the realm of secret martial arts often defies science.
   

        Afterward, Mian explained to Casio the specific process of the Heart-eye Secret Technique and the key points of the method.
   

        The Heart-eye Secret Technique has three levels exactly: Left Eye, Right Eye, and Heart Eye.
   

        The first level, Left Eye, cultivates premonition, which allows practitioners to sense their opponent's movement. The second level, Right Eye, cultivates physical reactions, allowing one's movements to instantly follow their premonition.
   

        Practitioners of the Heart-eye Secret Technique have some risks in these two stages because the sixth sense is unclear and unreliable.
   

        Therefore, one must never become dependent on the Heart-eye Secret Technique.
   

        Otherwise, it might lead to an unexpected failure.
   

        Lastly, the third level of the Heart-eye Secret Technique is the true Heart Eye as if one has acquired a third eye.
   

        In the mind, practitioners can even imagine the scene behind them as if they have obtained a mini, unclear version of the God's Eye View. They can analyze and counter all kinds of attacks by surrounding enemies.
   

        Casio immediately felt that he had underestimated the Heart-eye Secret Technique of the Crazy Lion Flow. It was not on the same level as the equilibrium disruption technique of Mida. If they were to be merged, the basis would be the Heart-eye Secret Technique, and the equilibrium disruption technique of Mida would be incorporated into it.
   

        Not that the two should carry the same weight.
   

        Furthermore, Mian also talked about some drawbacks of the Heart-eye Secret Technique. Actually, it's not as powerful as Casio thought. The Heart-eye Secret Technique is actually a characteristic state of a fighter: Personal aura formed by Qi and momentum.
   

        One of its functions is.
   

        Within this aura, fighters can instantly perceive the moves of their opponents and make corresponding defenses.
   

        The effect cannot be said to be very similar to the Heart-eye Secret Technique, it can only be said to be exactly the same. Because the Heart-eye Secret Technique was created by the predecessors of the Crazy Lion Flow, based on this aura state of fighters.
   

        So, if a practitioner of the Heart-eye Secret Technique reaches the realm of a fighter, the effect of the Heart-eye Secret Technique will inevitably drop significantly.
   

        Of course, fighters who have practiced the Heart-eye Secret Technique are definitely stronger in premonition than those who haven't.
   

        It's just that because everyone reached the realm of a fighter, everyone has aura premonition. In the realm of a martial artist, you have the ability to forecast, and others don't, the effect is then very prominent.
   

        After a lot of teachings, Casio benefited a lot. This old man not only talked about the Heart-eye Secret Technique but also some knowledge of secret martial arts, mixed with a lot of experience from the predecessors of secret martial arts.
   

        Listening to Mian's lecture, Casio slightly nodded. He remembered the ability Duomeng displayed in the Alfama Mountains, which seemed like the Breath-lock Blood Technique. He decided to take this opportunity to ask about it.
   

        "Mr. Mian, I have another question to ask..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 230: 159 Hot-blooded Elderly (4100)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Soon, Casio obtained the information he desired.
   

        Lion's Roar Breathing Method, a secret technique that can stabilize the turbulence of one's Qi blood when the body is severely injured, and temporarily recover some strength. The general effect is similar to the Breath-lock Blood Technique that Casio understands, which triggers the severely injured muscles and internal organs to burst again by coordinating the breathing frequency and blood circulation frequency.
   

        The advantages are obvious.
   

        In the Alfama Mountains, when Casio and Duomeng were fleeing from the Oyon ruins, Duomenge was severely injured. The high-order Blood Clan had inflicted serious internal damage on him. Casio, who was by his side, felt that Duomeng was between severe injury and near-death, and under normal circumstances, Duomeng would probably die.
   

        However, he used the Lion's Roar Breathing Method, forcibly driving his severely injured internal organs to operate again, and generating circulation in a short period of time, which brought back part of his strength. The effect of the Breathing Method was so significant that he could even join Casio in rushing into the crowd of the Alfama's Direct Bloodline ritualists.
   

        In combat, having such a hidden card that can prevent the injury from getting worse is undoubtedly reassuring. Moreover, this is equivalent to indirectly increasing combat power. Martial artists usually exert 70 percent of their strength and retain 30 percent for defense against unexpected moves from their opponents. But practitioners of the Lion's Roar Breathing Method can exert 80 percent or even 90 percent of their strength, which is undoubtedly a considerable improvement.
   

        Of course, this breathing method has its disadvantages too.
   

        For example, what Casio has seen in person.
   

        When Duomeng returned to his master's disciple Mian's place, the effect of Lion's Roar Breathing Method gradually ended. What came with it was accumulated intense pain, and even more fierce backlash.
   

        Apart from the pain, there was a violent organ failure due to the fierce backlash, and the original injury would be even more severe. Duomeng at that time passed out directly, with blood oozing from the corners of his mouth and was unconscious. If Mian was not highly skilled in medicine, and also seemed to master a kind of secret martial art, Duomeng would have been dead long ago.
   

        Therefore, when using the Lion's Roar Breathing Method, it is best to ensure that you can rush to the hospital before the effect of Breathing Method ends.
   

        Or having someone skilled in medicine as a safeguard nearby.
   

        This secret technique must be used carefully.
   

        It should not be used as a routine method, otherwise the damage to the internal organs and muscles is not small, and it may overdraw the body's potential. Of course, in a crisis like Duomeng experienced, it must be used. Letting the injury delay for a while may find a solution, and not delaying might result in instant death on the spot.
   

        Casio squinted his eyes slightly, thinking.
   

        The two secret techniques promised by the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style are not combat types, but are definitely more useful than ordinary combat secret techniques. The Heart-eye Secret Technique is a combat auxiliary type, and Lion's Roar Breathing Method is a life-saving hidden card type. These techniques can effectively make up for Casio's deficiency in only knowing how to fight, allowing his all-around strength to rise comprehensively.
   

        A secret martial artist who only knows how to attack and defend is useless. How to better respond to attacks and how to survive when faced with dangerous situations is extremely important.
   

        Therefore, Casio is quite satisfied now.
   

        Mian can be said to be very generous. The original deposit was just for the Heart-eye Secret Technique, but now he has taught Casio the Lion's Roar Breathing Method in advance. Obviously, he is also quite satisfied with the effect of Secret Soul Power.
   

        Time flies by, and it's seven o'clock in the evening before anyone realizes it.
   

        The world in the rain is already gloomy, with dark clouds and heavy rain. Now that it's night, it's even darker, with only a faint moonlight penetrating the cloud cracks and falling on top of the buildings.
   

        The platform outside Black Rain Villa.
   

        A group of people, draped in cloaks and holding umbrellas, are waiting.
   

        Ding-a-ling, ding-a-ling, ding-a-ling ...
   

        With the urgent sound of bells, a black horse carriage rushed to the platform. As always, people hooked the steel carriage to the horse carriage. Then Casio went into the black horse carriage cabin, and the rest squeezed into the steel carriage cabin.
   

        The carriage wheels rotated, the carriage gradually accelerated.
   

        The iron wheels of the steel carriage grind out two deep wheel tracks on the ground, mixing with the rainwater, the mud splashed behind the carriage.
   

        The inspection tour of the representatives of the Northern Mystery Martial World has ended. The real major attack on the Black Rain Villa was about to commence.
   

        Martial artists in three figures, fist fighters in the high double-digits, and peak fist fighters approaching four figures, who have reached the human limit realm.
   

        Do not doubt that the Northern Mystery Martial World can't put it out. This is the Hong Li Federation fifty years ago. Technology wasn't overwhelming yet, and there were still many human secret martial artists. Plus, considering the importance of Secret Soul Power to martial arts, the Northern Mystery Martial World will definitely pull out all stops. And what needs special attention is-
   

        The Northern Mystery Martial World is not just a secret martial circle.
   

        These ancient martial arts heritage schools also have intricate relationships with the officialdom. Maybe some old masters are the total combat coaches of some military branches, and some secret martial artists have served as bodyguards for big shots and resisted assassinations, forming bonds of life and death. This is still superficial, the deeper relationship network is complicated to explain. Who knows, when attacking the Black Rain Villa with the Northern Mystery Martial World, the army might be dispatched to help. Machine guns, hand grenades, bombers, cannons ...
   

        Of course, these are just icing on the cake.
   

        Casio feels that if Black Rain Mansion doesn't have the will to perish together with its jade, then the power of the Northern Mystery Martial World is definitely enough.
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        May everything go smoothly...
   

        Inside the carriage, Casio stared absently out through gaps in the gauze. He sighed, just coming back to his senses.
   

        In the distant misty rain, a series of nebulous moving shadows caught his attention. Squinting, Casio was startled to discover that this group of black shadows were Decayed Knights riding war horses.
   

        With clear intentions, they rushed forward. Dressed in their heavy, fierce armor, brandishing their exaggeratedly sharp weapons. The large war horses raced, quickly closing the distance.
   

        "One, two, three, four... nineteen, twenty!!!"
   

        Exactly twenty!
   

        These knights, undying in the rain, boasting half the strength Casio had before he leveled up, had come in multiple small squads!
   

        Casio's eyes widened; he suddenly realized something.
   

        He immediately looked to his left.
   

        Just as he suspected!
   

        Towards the left, another group of black shadows approached at high speed.
   

        Black war horses moving in herds, aged heavy armor, pointy backthorns on their moving joints, and deep red cross patterns on their knight boots. Massive swords, riding lances, battle axes, chain shackles. 
   

        There were twenty Decayed Knights from this side as well.
   

        In total, forty knights!
   

        "Have we been found out?!" Casio furrowed his brows, involuntarily thinking back to the stone gargoyles surrounding the ring road. Had he been detected there?
   

        No matter what, the immediate priority was to fight back.
   

        The last time, when Casio snuck into Black Rain Villa, he faced eight Decayed Knights and overcame the obstacle with the power of technology.
   

        With the Silver Storm Heavy Machine Gun, the P11 model grenade, the Tiger Shotgun combined with the sticky Fierce Oil Potion, along with the protective carriage, he could cross the territory unnoticed.
   

        But now, although these weapons were still in good condition, he was running out of bullets. He had only a small amount of grenades and sticky potions left. And he was facing an enemy five times more challenging than before...
   

        Wait.
   

        Casio slapped his forehead, realizing that he still had eight accomplished masters of Secret Martial Arts in the attached armored carriage. Apart from Duomeng who was just there to make up the numbers, the other seven were all school masters and fighters. Though some were rather old, they were still a formidable force. Casio was suddenly less anxious.
   

        He quickly pulled the curtain aside and shouted to the carriages behind: "Mian, Duomeng, there are about forty Decayed Knights heading our way! You see the black bag on the edge of the carriage? That's full of the military weapons I've stored!"
   

        "...."
   

        After a series of shouts, Casio passed on all the information.
   

        Swish!
   

        A Metal Cross Sword cut through the air towards him.
   

        Casio quickly withdrew his head, and the blade fell into the void. The sound of heavy charging horseshoes and panting horses echoed outside the curtain as the dark shadows quickly passed by the window.
   

        "Wasn't directed at me?"
   

        The Decayed Knights hadn't attacked Casio's black carriage; he immediately realized that. Black Rain Villa wasn't that intelligent yet; it only targeted Mian and the others who had leaked their location. Casio was just an ordinary Eerie Night Guest who didn't do regular tasks, yet he managed to kill three law enforcers and successfully sneak into the world amidst the rain.
   

        He got attacked by the Decayed Knights because his head was exposed outside the carriage and got attacked randomly. Upon returning to his carriage and sealing his aura, he became invisible to the Decayed Knights.
   

        "So… this isn't my problem now?"
   

        Casio shrugged quizzically.
   

        In the carriages behind, a group of old men who had spent their lives cultivating secret martial arts stared blankly at the new-style military equipment in the bag.
   

        They had never seen or used these before...
   

        Just handguns.
   

        Fortunately, the master of the Split Sea Gate, Xuanjin, had used firearms. Under his guidance, these capable martial art masters quickly grasped how to use various firearms.
   

        Except for the flamethrower.
   

        They had figured out how to use grenades, machine guns, shotguns, and handguns.
   

        "Tatatatat…tatatata…"
   

        "Bang bang bang bang bang…."
   

        "Bang!"
   

        For a moment, bullets were whizzing through the air, creating a burst of golden sparks on the bodies of the closing decayed knights. Around the carriage, there were sounds of chopping and collisions, the carriage swayed from side to side, but it wasn't on the verge of overturning. After all, armoured carriages are quite heavy.
   

        However, such high-frequency and high-destructive attacks made the already battle-worn armoured carriage more and more scarred. Occasionally, axe marks protruding from the inner wall of the carriage could be seen.
   

        "Bang, bang, bang..."
   

        Old man Hadi, with a goatee, squinted his eyes at the target, pulling the trigger of his handgun, and a stream of bullets were fired out askew.
   

        "Damn it, you can't even hit the target, what's the use!"
   

        "Adding to that, even if you hit it, it wouldn't make a difference," said the elder of Bai Shuijian, who was also holding a handgun.
   

        "Compared to firearms, I trust the sword in my hand more..."
   

        A slender, sharp Swift Sword began to be drawn from its scabbard.
   

        "My fists are not to be underestimated either!" Hadi's hands slowly moved through mid-air, creating the illusion of a fast-moving Black Phantom.
   

        In the air, there was a faint hissing sound as if a snake were slithering.
   

        "From what I can gather, the speed at which the carriage is moving isn't that fast compared to our burst speed," said the elder of the School of Falling Cross, shifting his gaze back. The rough, thick hands were revealed, and on the back was a cross pattern of muscles.
   

        "I'm not used to these sissy guns either..."
   

        A middle-aged man with a red pentagonal star logo between his eyebrows turned his head, a dangerously strong aura flowing in his nostrils.
   

        "Let's use what we're best at to finish the fight as soon as possible..."
   

        All of a sudden, Mian tore off his black cloak, revealing a casual black and white striped suit underneath. He took out a silver pocket watch from his pocket, glanced at the time, and then put it back.
   

        Creak!
   

        The door of the armoured carriage was flung open, and six figures flew out like lightning. With the power of thunder, they launched a ruthless attack through a flurry of legs, fists, elbows, and swords.
   

        At the right window, Xuanjin turned his head for a glance. Instantly, he threw his shotgun to the side, let out a roar, had his muscles expanded, ripping apart his tight training suit, and he burst out with the momentum of a rampaging whale.
   

        At the left window, Duomeng, carrying an overhead machine gun, became motionless. The muzzle of the gun heated up, he took a breather, looked inside the armored carriage, and was instantly dumbfounded: "Huh? Where is everyone..."
   

        He turned his head through the right window for a look outside, the elders from the secret martial arts spheres were sprinting and on a killing spree against the decayed knights. Especially those few old men were going wild, unleashing a torrent of terrifying destructive moves.
   

        The elder of the Falling Cross school, Auro, his hands moved as swift as sound. Whenever the cross-like muscles on the back of his hand bulged, his arms would disappear in an instant, powerfully smashing into the joints of the decayed knights.
   

        Body parts were tossed up into the sky.
   

        The elder Hadi of the Winged Snake Fist, his technique was exquisite, his hands seemed to have turned into a flurry of black flowers, creating beautiful and deadly illusions in the air. From the countless petals, deadly winged snakes were shot out, going straight for the vital points!
   

        And Mian the Devil Lion was even more rampant, as if he had reentered a state of demonic possession. His eyes were as red as blood, his face contorted like a lion, his head of dry white hair wildly fluttering in the rain. His body moved along, like a roaring lion king on the attack.
   

        Every move he made was grand. Full of demonic Qi!
   

        The forty decayed knights could be instantly killed or injured upon contact.
   

        Even if they could resurrect indefinitely, they were still being suppressed effectively!
   

        Duomeng opened his mouth, promptly put away his small machine gun. These old men are terrifying... too scary...
   

        In the black carriage, Casio took his eyes off the shocking scene outside.
   

        He blinked, coughed a couple of times.
   

        Did these old men get some sort of stimulation? Or has it been so long since they last fought that they are desperate for it? Now they are all so fired up...
   

        Watching the battle outside, it inexplicably left him feeling pumped up.
   

        His blood was boiling!
   

        More than half an hour later, at a carriage station outside the mountain range.
   

        A female marker carrying a suitcase was shaking a bell in her hand, waiting for the black horse carriage to take her back to the villa.
   

        Clink! Clink! Clink! Clink!
   

        "Here it comes." The woman calmly turned her gaze upon it.
   

        Then she was stunned.
   

        A black horse carriage was pulling along a smoke-spewing, battle-scarred armoured carriage. Behind the carriage, dozens of decayed knights on war horses, armed with cold weapons, relentlessly chased them.
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        Whoosh!
   

        A shadow suddenly catapulted out of the black carriage.
   

        Then, with a tap of his toes, it swiftly skimmed across, searching for cracks in the dense offensive of the Decayed Knights. After a few dynamic maneuvers, it slipped into the armored carriage behind. The iron door closed with a bang.
   

        Casio glanced inside the carriage. There were still eight people sitting there intact, though their clothes were severely damaged and a few had suffered minor injuries. But as he looked from left to right, he noticed that everyone's Essence, Qi, and Spirit were particularly strong.
   

        Especially the old men, who looked thoroughly invigorated.
   

        After cultivating one's body and mind for decades, it indeed felt absolutely good to fight vigorously, awakening one's youthful self.
   

        To the far right, Demon-Lion Mian still maintained his elegant gentlemanly appearance, his striped suit remained intact and unscathed. However, his slicked-back hair had been drenched by the rainwater, turning into disheveled semi-long white hair. It gave off an inexplicably wild yet dashing vibe.
   

        Casio could sense the change in Mian's eyes.
   

        When they first met, Mian's eyes bore a hint of the twilight of an elder, but now it was completely gone. In its place was a demonic sharpness that was somber and intense, reminiscent of a young man just entering the world.
   

        Mian sat on a chair beside the carriage, continuously pushing back his dripping hair. Casio felt the urge to offer him a cigarette, but figured Mian would probably prefer an old-fashioned pipe.
   

        "Here yet? Are we almost there?"
   

        Mian glanced at Casio, asking.
   

        "Just about two hundred meters ahead, the carriage has started to slow down..."
   

        Casio casually picked an empty seat and sat down.
   

        Collisions kept echoing from the exterior of the steel carriage, as the Decayed Knights' cold weapons continued to hack at the steel incessantly.
   

        A great number of iron plates were attached to the carriage, but now the majority have already peeled off. Given some more time, the Decayed Knights would also breach the final layer of the steel carriage.
   

        "Casio, did you count the number of Decayed Knights attacking us when you came over? There seem to be three less of them, have they fallen behind?"
   

        The Winged Serpent Hadi, who was shirtless with a black cloak draped over his upper body, casually wiped a bloodstain from the back of his hand and turned his head to ask.
   

        Hearing this, Casio chuckled, "Those three didn't fall behind, but were taken down by you guys one by one."
   

        "Oh? How's that?" Hadi raised an eyebrow in curiosity.
   

        Hadi had previously heard Casio's description of the Decayed Knights. These were undead proficient in various skills; formidable masters of cold weapons; loyal guards of Black Rain Villa; emotionless enforcers before the Eerie Night Guest.
   

        These Decayed Knights could resurrect endlessly within the Black Rain area. Even if they were killed time and time again, they could incessantly return until they wear you out.
   

        Just now, Hadi and the other old friends from the Northern Mystery Martial World had also experienced this. The Knights weren't very strong, but they just couldn't be killed. They were like sticky bugs that wouldn't let go once they latched onto you.
   

        What Casio meant by his words now is...
   

        "The False Death Elixir. I used the secret medicine," Casio took out a bottle from his chest, gently shaking it. You could hear the clattering of pills in the bottle, sounding like it was only a quarter full.
   

        When the Decayed Knights were fighting the numerous Martial Arts masters earlier, Casio had sneakily conducted a little experiment.
   

        At times when some Decayed Knights were killed, Casio shot False Death Elixir pills into the wounds of those who had fallen. He repeated this process, selecting multiple targets. And in the end, it proved Casio's speculation to be correct.
   

        The True function of the False Death Elixir was to shield the perceptions of Black Rain Villa, such as when the representatives of the Northern Mystery Martial World sneaked into the villa. This shield wasn't absolute, as during the journey to the Baptism Church, their presence was sensed by the Gargoyles due to the shielding being inadequate. It was the same case with the Decayed Knights.
   

        If the connection between the Decayed Knights and Black Rain Villa was severed, then they likely wouldn't be able to resurrect.
   

        With half of the False Death Elixir, Casio drew a conclusion.
   

        The connection between the Decayed Knights and Villa could be severed, but this connection was extremely close, requiring a large amount of the elixir to overlap and enhance the effect.
   

        Three knights cost Casio half a bottle of the elixir.
   

        Therefore, the False Death Elixir recipe from Warmingda University remained indispensable. Whether it's sneaking a large number of Northern Mystery Martial World people into the world in the rain, or cutting off the connection between the Knights and the Villa using the elixir, large quantities of the False Death Elixir are required as a foundation.
   

        Clang! Clang! Clang!
   

        The horse carriage finally arrived at the platform.
   

        Nine figures suddenly burst from the armored carriage, sweeping away the Decayed Knights around them. Then, with lightning speed, they disassembled the armored carriage. With several people pulling from the front and others pushing from the back, they quickly made their escape and disappeared.
   

        Not far away, behind a massive tree trunk approximately a hundred meters away, a woman popped her head out and glanced at the black carriage by the bronze pillar and the numerous Decayed Knights wandering aimlessly. She felt that something was amiss today, so she decided not to go to Black Rain Villa. She decided to rest in Anta City for a few more days; after all, there was no rush. It wouldn't be too late to go up to the Villa in a week or two.
   

        A day later, in Eastern Sea City, a large white manor.
   

        Casio stood on the cobblestone road, scanning the surrounding scene. Green grasslands, exquisite flower beds, and many elegant and visually appealing villa buildings. He could not help admiring the strength of these Northern Mystery Martial Arts factions. A large manor had changed hands within half a day. Mian suggested using this manor as a temporary base; people arriving from the Northern Mystery Martial World would be settled here first.
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        A day before, Mian and others had confirmed the importance of the Secret Soul Power. They immediately contacted the people of the Northern Secret Martial Arts World via telegram, instructing a large troop to head south together to attack the Black Rain Villa.
   

        Though the Northern Secret Martial Arts World had selected their elites from various schools as much as possible, there was still overwhelming manpower. They would probably have to be divided into several batches, transported to Anta city one batch at a time.
   

        Until...the day they were to launch the full attack.
   

        On the other hand, Casio only found out last night. The largest horse carriage company in Anta city, Sun Colt, had been bought by the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style. A week ago, they had started fully building armored carriages, with a more comfortable and sturdy carriage body.
   

        Mian and the others were prepared for a rainy day. Even before the power of the Secret Soul was verified, they were already impatiently preparing for the final total attack in every way. It was a bit of a pity for the Sun Colt Company, which once had an old-fashioned aristocratic rigor. Customers looking for high-end customization had to respect its ideas.
   

        Now, they have to work overtime to build some steel carriages, which are devoid of aesthetics and technical content. No sophisticated floral designs, no dazzling gold paint, no high-end luxurious interior decoration. Only steel, steel, steel...
   

        As the people of the Northern Secret Martial Arts World started to move, Casio was also not idle. He came to Warmingda University in the urban area of East Sea County again, wearing very casual clothes.
   

        The sky was as blue as if it had been wiped by a damp cloth. Wispy white clouds floated above, occasionally blocking the hot sun high in the sky.
   

        Casio wore a black hat and a casual trench coat and arrived inside Warmingda University. Just like the last time, passing through the roundabout, along the tree-lined avenue, there was the No. 3 Administration Building.
   

        He looked up at the building mixed with yellow and white ceramic tiles.
   

        He stepped up to the third floor and knocked on the office door.
   

        "Is Professor Tennessee there?"
   

        No one responded.
   

        Casio knocked again lightly, but still, no one.
   

        He asked again, and the door of an office next door opened. A scholarly young teacher poked his head out, "Are you here to see Professor Tennessee? He should be in the library right now, he usually stays there these days."
   

        "Thank you. Where's the library?" Casio asked.
   

        "It's behind the first teaching building, next to Warmingda's largest sports field. When you get there, ask the staff there..."
   

        "Alright, thank you." Casio turned and left immediately.
   

        Stepping down six staircases, he walked out of the door of the No. 3 Administration Building. He followed the white stone path towards the No. 1 Teaching Building.
   

        Along the way, though Casio constantly kept his aura concealed, the vibrant college students he met would still avoid him from a distance as if he were a wild beast like a flood. This phenomenon has occurred since the third time Casio accelerated his blood flow.
   

        And now, this aura that differed from ordinary people became even more serious. To collect it to a normal state, he probably needs to master both aura and momentum, just like Mian and the others. When Casio first saw Mian, Mian's aura was completely concealed. He didn't feel any difference from ordinary people at all.
   

        It wasn't until Casio mentioned the Secret Soul Power, and Mian's emotions fluctuated greatly and lost control, that he revealed the formidable temperament of a fighter. The other representatives from the Northern Secret Martial Arts World were also like this.
   

        The fighters know the secret of controlling their aura freely.
   

        Casio was looking forward to it.
   

        Five minutes later, inside the library of Warmingda University.
   

        He found Professor Tennessee, who looked haggard. Under his glasses were two big dark circles, he had obviously lost a lot of weight. The originally bald top of his head was continuously expanding outward.
   

        Upon seeing Casio, Tennessee immediately became a bit excited, "You should have come this afternoon, Mr. Twilight. It's only a little bit left."
   

        Hearing this, Casio was somewhat satisfied. Professor Tennessee was indeed dedicated. The formula was about to be fully decoded. Of course, the reason for Tennessee's dedication could not be separated from Casio's monetary incentive. After all, the faster the decoding work was completed, the more Federal Coins Professor Tennessee would get.
   

        Since Tennessee said it was almost done, Casio could wait naturally. So he slept in the library by the window for an afternoon, which was a rare relaxation for himself. Over the past few years, Casio used every spare moment to train and rarely had the time to relax like now, falling asleep under the warm sun.
   

        "Hey, student, student... the library is about to close."
   

        A pleasant voice echoed in his ears.
   

        Casio opened his eyes and sat up straight. In front of him was a cute girl with glasses, her lovely face fair and clear, her blond hair swaying like tassels in the sunset. She held a few books and notes in her hands, exuding a faint fragrance of books.
   

        "..." Casio glanced at the girl but didn't say anything.
   

        Beneath the crimson sunset, the table was bathed in patches of light.
   

        "Are you in a daze from sleep? The library is going to close in ten minutes, the librarian will come and clear everyone out soon."
   

        The girl waggled her slender finger in front of Casio.
   

        Casio still didn't respond.
   

        The atmosphere was momentarily silent and awkward.
   

        "You... you're so rude! I'm leaving."
   

        The girl looked somewhat angry and turned to leave.
   

        Casio rested his hands on the table, staring expressionlessly at the retreating figure. It wasn't that he was rude or dazed from sleep. It was just that the prey kept flashing in front of him and trying to communicate with the hunter. He didn't know how to react... bash it into a meat pie? Rip it apart? Or simply walk away?
   

        This is Warmingda University, after all. If he killed that little Blood Clan here, it would not be a problem for him, but Professor Tennessee, who was working for him, would probably get into real trouble.
   

        In his line of sight, the girl disappeared through the door.
   

        Casio touched his chin, oddly feeling that he was rather charming... or maybe it was his blood that was quite appealing.
   

        Two minutes later, Professor Tennessee ran out from the aisle, excitedly handing a notebook to Casio. When Casio opened it, he saw a piece of parchment tucked inside, and a significant amount of translated content on the side.
   

        The content contained many annotated words.
   

        "Good job, Professor Tennessee, you did a great job this time." Casio patted Tennessee on the shoulder and picked up a suitcase from the ground, pushing it into Tennessee's hand.
   

        July 25th, afternoon, Warmingda University. Casio received the translated recipe for the False Death Elixir and began to mass-produce the secret medicine using various means and resources.
   

        July 26th, evening, near Warmingda University city. A girl named Tina suddenly died, her body separated into pieces as if a giant force had ripped her head off.
   

        August 2nd, noon. A message came from Sun Colt Company in Anta City, stating that all the armored carriages were ready.
   

        August 5th, White Manor. With the help of many elders from the Northern Mystery Martial World, Casio successfully broke through to the third level of the Stone Armor Skill. He crushed the bottleneck, stepped up a level, and initiated Stone Armor.
   

        August 6th, dusk. Mian sends a message that the southern martial arts school of Yunquan Fist and the Northern Mystery Martial World are entering into a partnership, promising to use their influence over the Southern government's military forces.
   

        August 7th, early morning, a train station in East Sea County.
   

        All the platforms were empty of passengers, as the entire train station had been temporarily taken over by the Yunquan Fist through their contacts. The only people remaining in the station were those from the Northern Mystery Martial World, as well as an elder of Yunquan Fist. They gathered at the rightmost position of the long platform.
   

        Casio, wearing a black hat, watched the steam train puffing heavy smoke roll in from a distance, its whistle letting out a long, drawn-out sound.
   

        The black and red square carriage finally came to a halt.
   

        The door opened, and there were no carriage attendants.
   

        Only a group of stout, robust men with formidable auras and the imprint of frequent martial arts training on their bodies silently alighted. 
   

        The elite of the Northern Mystery Martial World had arrived!
   

        Black Rain Villa...
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        Cross Fall Style, Three-eyed Mad Lion Style, Winged Snake Fist, Bai Shuijian, Sea Splitting Sect, Steel Fist Tao, Rain Mad Flow, Thunder Plow Knife...
   

        And many more. Every school that had the qualifications to participate in the Northern Secret Martial Alliance Meeting had essentially sent representatives to the south.
   

        They were not just ordinary disciples that these schools had sent, but rather, core members who had made significant progress in their cultivation and possessed formidable strength. These individuals represented the true foundation of a martial arts school and were even more important than the senior elders and leaders of the schools.
   

        The red and black train doors flung wide open, and disciples from various schools, each with strong aura and sharp eyes, kept coming off the train. They gathered around the elder leading their respective school contingents, forming their own teams.
   

        Casio glanced at a team from a martial arts school nearby.
   

        No matter the gender, these youths were all tall and muscular, sporting short hair and slightly tanned skin.
   

        When they moved or talked, an abnormally thick aura resonated from them. Especially their exposed arms, which were sturdy and powerful. Their fists, in particular, were noticeably larger than those of disciples from other schools. Their knuckles were large and tough, and veins coiled beneath their skin. Some fists even faintly gleamed with a light metallic hue under the sun.
   

        Slightly whitish, but turning dark when viewed from a different angle.
   

        Casio knew that this was a result similar to his own Hard Qigong cultivation. The martial arts or skills had altered the properties of their arm muscles, fascia, and skin to better suit combat.
   

        Steel Fist Tao practitioners specifically trained their fists. After decades of cultivation, their fists would become indestructible when fully powered by their martial arts, like pig iron. They could easily parry slashes from cold weapons and use their fists as if they were steel weapons.
   

        Casio withdrew his gaze and looked over to his left.
   

        Those martial art disciples there were relatively slim, compared to other schools. However, they were still tall with well-built muscles. Their palms had many calluses, especially around the base of the thumb. Their eyes were sharp, and when they looked at each other, it was as if they were staring at a sharp blade.
   

        The Thunder Plow Knife, a martial arts school specialized in cultivating knife skills. The knives they used were not common long knives but rather unusual weapons. Their shape was similar to that of a machete with slight alterations, a shape that was referred to as the Thunder Plow Knife.
   

        Their knife techniques were strange and insidious, full of malevolent air.
   

        In the Northern Mystery Martial World, Thunder Plow Knife and Bai Shuijian have always been historical enemies. Each generation of disciples from these two schools have been confrontational, often opposing each other. Many disciples from both schools have died at each other's hands.
   

        Usually, when one of the sects attended a meeting or a covert operation, the other would not attend and might even oppose the operation.
   

        But this time...
   

        Eventually, Thunder Plow Knife and Bai Shuijian agreed to cooperate. The power of the Secret Soul was too great, and neither party was unwilling to sit down and have a good talk. Half a month ago, when Mian and Duomeng were persuading the various sects in the Northern Mystery Martial World, they were somewhat worried about the rigid relationship between Thunder Plow Knife and Bai Shuijian.
   

        Unexpectedly, they only revealed a little information about the Secret Soul to both parties. The next day, Thunder Plow Knife and Bai Shuijian began to get along. It was said that the senior-level members had an overnight joint meeting where they had a major blowout.
   

        By the next morning, they were acting courteous and harmonious towards each other.
   

        At least, that's what it looked like on the surface.
   

        Perhaps until Black Rain Villa was taken down, Thunder Plow Knife and Bai Shuijian would both willingly put up this front and strive not to break the facade. When they attacked the villa, the Northern Secret Martial Alliance needed to be a united front. This was an absolute necessity.
   

        If any school caused trouble, it would simply be cast aside.
   

        Neither Thunder Plow Knife nor Bai Shuijian wanted to be kicked out just yet.
   

        So they complied with the rules.
   

        As the morning passed, the first batch of Northern Mystery Martial World disciples who had arrived in the Eastern Sea City were escorted into the manor.
   

        They would rest here for a night and then continue their journey to Anta City by train. They would be picked up there and taken to do some preliminary preparations.
   

        Prandtl Manor was located on the edge of Eastern Sea City's urban area, partially surrounded by woods. Not far across, on top of a small hill, lay a small town characterized by southern charm. The highest building in the town was a three-story building, square and thoroughly whitewashed. Dense ivy covered the shaded walls.
   

        On the third floor, a semicircular white balcony. A girl with unusual blue short hair stood there, using her telescope to gaze at something.
   

        She was wearing a purple flower-patterned mini-skirt, revealing her slender and tight calves. Above, a brown wide belt was tied around her waist, accentuating her dainty figure. Continuing upwards, her ample bosom was followed by a dainty face with clear, attractive features, her aura astonishing. Her short hair added a touch of competency.
   

        She stood at the edge of the balcony, with the weighty telescope mounted on the balustrade, maintaining this posture throughout the morning, her gaze focused on Prandtl Manor.
   

        All of a sudden, a hoarse voice came from behind her.
   

        "How are things going, Orlin? Have you found that person yet?"
   

        The blue-haired woman was startled and turned to look into the room. A burly man was sitting on the brown sofa, dressed in a black leather jacket, his face hidden behind a shiny black mask with three holes. His brown, curly hair tumbled wildly over his shoulders.
   

        Worth noting was that the black mask only had openings for the mouth, nostrils, and left eye, while the right half was completely smooth.
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        The man appeared to be a one-eyed dragon, having lost his right eye.
   

        Upon seeing his mask, Orlin let out a sigh of relief. She then moved back into the room, making tea for the man with somewhat restrained movements.
   

        "Vice leader, I've found him. He indeed resides in Prandtl Manor. I have seen him coming and going there often…" Orlin slowly spoke, seated on a sofa opposite him.
   

        The one-eyed man referred to as "vice leader" gave a slight nod. "That man, known as Twilight, is qualified to be a core member of our organization. We need to recruit him to become one of us."
   

        The one-eyed man sighed inwardly. The White Wind Organization simply had too few members. Peripheral members, formal members, elite members, they could manage, but they could not cultivate the real core members. This was because each core member was a traitor of Black Rain Villa, a powerful Eerie Night Guest who managed to escape the relentless pursuit of the Decayed Knights. It was impossible to find another one like them.
   

        For this reason, each successful traitor was a target that the White Wind Organization heavily sought to win over. They had somehow traced him to Joachim Manor, and heard about the violent upheaval there one night from the villagers nearby.
   

        Based on the ruins of the manor, they deduced that a powerful imprint user had betrayed Black Rain Villa, and successfully escaped from the area of Black Rain by utilizing various measures to delay the Decayed Knights.
   

        Ever since then, the White Wind Organization had been conducting covert investigations to find him.
   

        Finally, they found the imprint user who had betrayed the villa in the east sea city. This man was an alias, Casio, real name Twilight, who had been active between the east sea city and Anta city recently.
   

        "A core member!"
   

        Orlin widened her pretty eyes in astonishment. Initially an outer member recruited by the Skywind Organization five years ago, she had done a great deal for the development of the organization in those five years, and only after completing numerous tasks was she recognized as a formal member. It was slightly surreal that this man called Twilight had the qualifications to be recruited into the organization as a core member.
   

        This was a jump of three levels, something Orlin deeply envied.
   

        The Skywind Organization was no regular interest group, rather it was a powerful secret society. Ordinary people could obtain wealth and status simply by becoming peripheral members. After becoming formal members, they had the opportunity to learn and control mysterious powers.
   

        Elite members and core members were essentially enigmatic figures, traveling across the entire north-south reef continent.
   

        They were always on the move for a secret purpose.
   

        Orlin didn't know what that purpose was yet.
   

        At her current status, she did not have the right to know.
   

        Orlin just happened to be in the east sea city and was recruited by the vice leader to remotely monitor Prandtl Manor and to observe the movements of this man named Twilight. She had been watching him all morning.
   

        "Is Twilight still in the manor now?"
   

        The masked man took a sip of tea, his mask leaving a sizable gap at the mouth, seemingly designed to allow him to eat.
   

        "Yes, he's still in the manor. He returned about half an hour ago." Orlin nodded, also taking a sip of the tea.
   

        "Very well, then I'll go and have a chat with him now."
   

        The masked man put down his teacup, ready to rise.
   

        "Wait, vice leader!" Orlin suddenly looked up.
   

        "What is it?"
   

        "Well... Prandtl Manor is heavily patrolled by many robust men, at least two to three hundred. And it seems that they are continuously transporting armory into the manor. I saw trucks carrying a large quantities of guns and explosives entering the manor. It looks like a very powerful gang, or... perhaps an army..." Orlin spoke hesitantly.
   

        "A gang? An army?"
   

        The masked man was somewhat perplexed.
   

        "Yes, and it seems like Twilight has a very good relationship with this gang, even possibly being one of its top authorities." Orlin added.
   

        "…" The masked man fell silent.
   

        Half an hour later, on a small hill beside Prandtl Manor, the silhouette of the masked man and Orlin appeared.
   

        Each of them held a telescope, peering into the manor.
   

        At the same time, on a vacant space beside the manor's lawn.
   

        A dozen silhouettes were having a chat, all of them were figures at the elder level in the Northern Mystery Martial World. Some were discussing the plans of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance, while others were simply catching up with each other.
   

        Old friends or feuds seeing each other after a long time would sometimes lead to sparring. For example, Elder Auro of the Gale Cross School and Elder Aomori of Steel Fist Tao would inevitably spar after a disagreement.
   

        Those around them were also happy to relax, and Casio was equally keen to see the diverse range of Secret Martial Art forms from the Northern Mystery Martial World.
   

        It was a way of broadening one's horizons.
   

        A dozen or so elders of the Secret Martial Art schools scattered about the open space.
   

        Only Auro from the Skyfall Cross Mark school and Aomori from Steel Fist Tao faced off to the left and right. Two invisible auras spread out silently. The air in the middle seemed to distort and fluctuate under a certain force.
   

        "The last time we sparred was ten years ago. At that time, you beat me by one move. This time..." Aomori shook his head.
   

        "Heh heh..." Auro chuckled coldly: "Stop dawdling."
   

        "Come on."
   

        Almost the next second.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        Aomori disappeared instantly. The next moment he appeared, he was in a fist-throwing posture. His steel fist, carrying a terrifying force, slammed into the air, resulting in a crisp explosion.
   

        Right where Auro had been standing earlier, he had already shifted like lightning. His hands, originally tucked into his trouser pockets, suddenly reached out. The cross-shaped muscles on the back of his hands bulged, and a massive force simmered.
   

        A flash!
   

        Two strong gusts of force struck at Aomori's back, looking more like a lethal strike than a sparring move.
   

        With a pop, his toe dug a deep pit in the ground. Aomori twisted his body to throw a punch in an instant, his hands turning into a blurry shadow.
   

        A black fist broke through the air and came smashing down. Auro dodged at lightning speed, almost skimming the ground. Then, using some unknown technique, he shifted in a semicircle with his toes as the center.
   

        He slipped behind Aomori as if he had been greased, sliding incredibly smoothly. His hands, tucked in his pockets, suddenly swelled as if he were drawing a sword and quickly pulled out from his pockets.
   

        "Gale Cross Mark!"
   

        Swish! Swish!
   

        A black cross swept through the air.
   

        His palm cut into his back, causing a popping sound akin to exploding beans.
   

        The entire back of his clothing was shattered, revealing the robust bronze muscles below, his back like a rugged bat. A glowing red cross mark was imprinted there.
   

        "You're... even slicker with age!"
   

        Aomori growled, veins crawling over his face like dense tree branches, pulsating menacingly.
   

        His body lurched, his clothes shattering. The muscles underneath squirmed incessantly like a mouse, appearing frightfully black and red. A foot stomped the ground, and his body shot out like an arrow.
   

        Auro too took a step forward. His body, with his face facing the sky, fell backward. But Aomori was evidently faster, and his hands turned into a slew of afterimages, like a spear throwing.
   

        Auro also made a move, with the collision of the four arms. An intense force burst in the air, forming a fuzzy airwave.
   

        At this moment, a third person looking this way would notice
   

        They would see that both of them collided in a peculiar posture; one forward and one backward, one charging forward and the other retreating backward. Skidding at a sixty-degree angle to the ground, the ground seemed as if it had been plowed by a bull, with mud exploded and flew. The rapid afterimages left on the retina appeared as two distinct black arcs, one front and one back.
   

        Where the arcs passed, dust flew, and the floor cracked, and collapsed. Hearty ornamental trees were also brutally broken by the two, their movement like the roar of an elephant herd trampling over.
   

        "Swish!"
   

        Auro extended his arms, and a long tree trunk was thrown out. A cold light flashed in Aomori's eyes, a speedy whip kick from him ferociously sent the heavy tree trunk flying.
   

        The tree trunk passed over the wall, drawing a distant arc in the air. In the end, with a bang, it pierced straight into the ground.
   

        The man in the mask and Orlin felt their feet numb, silently put down their telescopes, and cast another silent glance at the tree trunk five meters away.
   

        "Vice... Vice-leader, should... should we withdraw first...?"
   

        "These gangs seem to be a bit too fierce..."
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        "..."
   

        The vice leader did not speak, the black mask on his face concealed his features, making it impossible to discern his expression.
   

        "Let's go."
   

        He turned and went decisively, seemingly afraid of being discovered by the people inside the manor. After all, this small hill is not far from the manor and could easily be seen by the naked eye.
   

        The group of people in the manor are by no means simple, and the masked man thought it better to take a long-term view and not act recklessly at this time.
   

        Separated by a wall, the sparring of the two elders continued.
   

        Or to say, this was no longer ordinary sparring, but a battle. A battle that is less than life and death. Elder Auro of the Heaven Falling Cross Sword school seems to have had some grudges with Elder Aomori of the Steel Fist Tao school in the past, so when they start fighting, they do not stop, their fists frequently clash rapidly.
   

        However, both of them still hold back.
   

        Neither uses limit bursts or killing moves, because if they really hurt each other badly, it might be a thrill, but the interests of their respective sects would suffer.
   

        The Northern Secret Martial Alliance had set the rules beforehand, so these rules could not be broken, and rule-breakers would be punished.
   

        And the object of punishment would be the entire sect.
   

        On the grassland, each step Aomori took lifted a large piece of turf. His sharp toe movements, fast as a drill, provided him with a strong propelling force. Each of his forward moves was as swift as a lightning sprint.
   

        Especially when he made sudden turns, his feet would dig up the soil like a bulldozer, scraping off half a meter long strips of turf. If you looked down from above the manor, you would see what was once a square patch of green grassland had turned into a mess.
   

        Listless pits and long scratches appeared intermittently, and the yellow-black soil stood out against the grass.
   

        In contrast, Elder Auro caused much less destruction to the surrounding environment. He did not have the high-speed directness and overwhelming momentum of Aomori. His combat style tended towards flexible close-quarters combat, frequently exploiting his enemy's blind spots in the field of view.
   

        Like a gyroscope, he spun around on the spot.
   

        Moreover, their fighting styles were completely different.
   

        Elder Aomori of the Steel Fist Tao was extremely aggressive, his fists swinging like hammers, carrying an invasive aura. Each punch, each kick, seemed as if it was meant to kill.
   

        It was sheer dominance and strength on display.
   

        Unlike Aomori, Elder Auro from the Heaven Falling Cross Sword School was much calmer, resembling a poisonous snake lurking in the dark, waiting for its prey to reveal an opening before striking at its weakest point. His cold demeanor suggested a silent killer.
   

        A typical example of his attack was to keep his hands in his pockets, making it impossible for others to predict his next move. As soon as his crossed muscles bulged, his secret martial art would burst forth. He would quickly draw his hand knife, and then with a deadly whistle, he would attack.
   

        His attacks were usually aimed at the joint where the neck connects.
   

        At the manor, Aomori and Auro sparred for a full ten minutes, and in the end both had only suffered minor injuries.
   

        A battle to the death between top fighters typically doesn't take this long; it often only requires a minute or half a minute, or even a few seconds, to determine the winner. The reason the two of them fought for so long was because they were both holding back.
   

        Without bringing out their real killing moves, given Auro and Aomori's decades of experience in combat, even if they fought for another hour, they would probably still not be able to tell who was winning or losing. This was not a good time for a sparring match, so after a while, the two naturally stopped.
   

        Casio, who had been watching the whole thing, was greatly enlightened.
   

        Just as scholars need to read many different types of books and eventually learn by analogy, the same principle applies to martial artists. You first need to have enough "stones" in hand.
   

        What Casio was doing now was as simple as picking up stones. The sparring of the two warriors, though not a life-and-death battle, was certainly a good "stone". He memorized it firmly and threw it into the pile of stones.
   

        Just waiting for the day when the pile of stones is high enough. A spark of inspiration strikes like lightning, and amidst the explosion of fire and lightning, the stones turn into dust, and a whole piece of jade leaps out.
   

        At dusk, the weather was somewhat gloomy. Cold winds swept up dust and leaves on the city streets. Low-hanging dark clouds in the sky hinted at upcoming rain.
   

        Violet Kite Street, East Sea City.
   

        Two average-looking girls were walking along the sidewalk, both dressed casually and not looking particular. But their stride was unusual. Usually, it was their toes that touched the ground first, followed by their heels.This is a basic technique that makes it easier to dodge in case of danger.
   

        These two girls were disciples of the Bai Shuijian school, and they are currently going out to buy some daily necessities for the people of the school.
   

        There were many pedestrians on the street as it was commuting time.
   

        From time to time, people cast glances at the two girls.
   

        Although they were not particularly beautiful, due to their regular exercise, their legs were straight and their figures enviable. The curve of their bodies outlined by the clothes were appealing. Bai Shuijian wasn't Steel Fist Tao. They practiced the cross sword, not muscles.
   

        So, they didn't end up with men and women looking equally sturdy.
   

        In the crowd, a man in a black jacket glanced at them. He was wearing sunglasses and a common wide-brimmed hat. He was currently walking slowly along the sidewalk in the same direction as the two girls up ahead.
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        Five minutes passed.
   

        The three of them arrived at a remote area.
   

        The few pedestrians on the road were scattered, and the sky grew more somber; the dark clouds hovered as if they were going to touch the ground.
   

        At the corner of the street, the man, watching the backs of two girls, took off his sunglasses, revealing a face with only one eye. He was Hez, the vice-leader of the White Wind Organization. After observing the events of the morning, he decided to gather intelligence and information.
   

        The simplest method was, of course… to ask someone.
   

        In the distance, the two girls turned into a secluded alleyway, chatting and their footfalls gradually fading away.
   

        Hez scanned the street, essentially devoid of pedestrians. He immediately stepped forward to follow, with a cruel expression on his emotionless face. After acquiring the intelligence, these two girls were certain to die.
   

        No one could see the true face of Hez and live.
   

        Speeding up his pace, he turned into the alleyway, which was slightly dim; the silhouettes of two girls vanished.
   

        Hez quickly hurried, passing a corner.
   

        Suddenly.
   

        A black silhouette blocked the corner.
   

        In the dim daylight, Hez could see. The figure was a handsome youth, his features dignified and sharp. His 1.8-meter physique was sturdy and robust, his eyes slightly squinting, flat and complete without emotion. 
   

        What was most noticeable was that this youth had silver-white hair and eyebrows, even with a transparent texture. 
   

        It was not dyed, it seemed to grow naturally.
   

        "You're in my way…" 
   

        Hez squinted slightly, his face slightly darkened. Obviously, he realized that he had been discovered.
   

        "What do you want to do by stalking my two juniors?"
   

        The silver-haired youth asked in a tone that was beyond question, "Identify yourself then surrender…" 
   

        Arrogant!
   

        It was quite a while since Hez had met such an arrogant young man.
   

        That domineering attitude was as if he had him all figured out!
   

        "It really has been a long, long time since anyone has spoken to me like this…" Hez removed his sunglasses. "Even if you've mastered a bit of supernatural power, what of it? You're only about thirty, I see no threat in you…" 
   

        He snorted, and then his jacket suddenly bulged and broke apart. Thick, coarse mane and sturdy inhuman muscles burst out. Hez's body swiftly grew, reaching a height of two meters in no time, and a bloodthirsty aura emanated from him. 
   

        "So, you are the enemy... I had heard a few days ago that in East Sea County, there was a commoner who mastered peculiar techniques, temporarily possessing formidable supernatural power with the help of foreign objects." The silver-haired youth paused slightly, "Sadly, seeing it today, its reputation is undeserved..."
   

        He shook his head, then narrowed his eyes. The sharp corners of his eyes were like the edges of two swords, full of momentum.
   

        "Undeserved? Hahaha!" The half-human half-bear monster laughed heartily. "I hope you can still talk tough when you're dead!"
   

        "Hehe..." The silver-haired youth just chuckled lightly.
   

        "What are you laughing at?"
   

        "Nothing, it's just that I suddenly feel like eating bear's paw…"
   

        A flash of silver cross sword light illuminated the entire alley in an instant.
   

        Boom!
   

        Thunder cracked, and torrential rain poured down madly from the sky.
   

        ************************
   

         The entire East Sea City was shrouded in the grey mist of rain, the water flowed down from the eaves, converging into streams on the streets. The gale swept through the sky, leaving traces like waves in the mist. The rain cut through the air, splashing up crimson splashes on the street bricks. One after another, the bloody flowers bloomed.
   

        At the severely damaged street corner, a tall figure sat half-upright on the ground, fresh blood driping down his neck continuously.
   

        His single eye widened, a look of disbelief on his face. He tried to make a sound, but only a leaky hissing sound came out. His palm, almost shaved to the bone, wanted to lift but trembled unstoppably because half of his shoulder had been cut off.
   

        Hez struggled to lift his head and look at the somewhat staggering figure not far away, hoping in his eyes. But in the end, the white-haired youth didn't fall down. He stuck his broken sword into the wall, supporting his body, and his damp white hair sticking to his forehead.
   

        His body trembled slightly.
   

        In his heart, he roared, "How could I, the second in command of the White Wind Organization, a Knight-Ranked Eerie Night Guest from the Black Rain Villa, lose? How could I be defeated by a no name enemy!"
   

        "I don't even know the name of this white-haired youngster!"
   

        The vice leader's final word was, "Bloody hell!"
   

        After the rush of hot blood and reluctance, came the unceasing wave of coldness, as well as the darkness that was spreading from the distance.
   

        Hez died. Sometimes, life is just volatile.
   

        He didn't die on an epic battlefield. He didn't die from a cunning plot or scheme. Even this death had nothing to do with the Black Rain Manor. Hez just became curious about the Northern Secret Martial Alliance and hence followed two girls.
   

        Then he encountered a white-haired stranger he had never seen before.
   

        And then... he was chopped to death.
   

        To be honest, it was a bit confusing and aggrieving.
   

        But accidents are everywhere in life. The accident that Hez experienced today was a clear example of this. No one can guarantee they won't be hit by a mud truck when they go out one day.
   

        In the alleyway, the white-haired man rested on the spot for a while. Once he recovered his strength, he moved forward and swung his sword. Hez's head fell off, rolling around on the ground.
   

        The only single eye still held an unwilling look.
   

        The white-haired man grabbed the hair and lifted the head. He glanced at Hez's headless body, then swung his sword again. With a plop, the palm fell off and rolled to the foot of the body.
   

        If you boast about something, you have to deliver. If you say you want to eat a bear's paw, then you have to eat it. The white-haired man slightly bent down to pick up the palm.
   

        Goth had always been a man of his word since he was a child!
   

        That night at the Prandtl Manor.
   

        "What? You met a man who could turn into a half-human half-bear monster?" Mian looked at Goth in front of him, who was wrapped in bandages, with a serious expression: "This superhuman approach should be Eerie Night Guest's Half-Beast School. By injecting beast blood, they can gain strength beyond human beings. Their strength is pretty good."
   

        "Of course, this is not the most important point. The most important thing is that this Eerie Night Guest was tracking the two female disciples of Bai Shuijian..."
   

        Mian furrowed his brows, glancing at Casio on the nearby sofa: "This indicates that we might have been exposed..."
   

        "The Black Rain Manor is watching us and noticed our movement. They dispatched the Eerie Night Guest to keep an eye on our every move."
   

        Hearing Mian's words, Casio also frowned.
   

        In the room, the elders from various martial arts schools also had some worries. An early leak of the plan isn't good news.
   

        Perhaps at this moment, a large number of Eerie Night Guests had been dispatched by the Black Rain Manor. They were monitoring the movement of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance at all times and sending information back to the Manor.
   

        The thought of such a scene made everyone anxious.
   

        "We can't continue according to the steps!"
   

        Casio, who had been pondering with his head down, suddenly lifted his head: "The transport plan that was originally divided into four batches over four days, condense it into one day..."
   

        "Don't care if the momentum is grand or not, try to let Yunquan Fist cover it as much as possible. If it can't be covered, there is no other way. Also, those explosives weaponry transported from the army, let's transport them to Anta City overnight, no need to delay." Casio squinted his eyes: "By the way, Mian, about the carriages of the Sun Colt, have they been built yet?"
   

        "Almost, they are mainly finalizing now. How about your side?" Mian looked around at everyone in the room.
   

        "They were ready a day ago."
   

        Casio crossed his arms: "Since we're all ready, let's set off for Anta City first thing tomorrow morning. Within three days, we must make a move on the Black Rain Manor!"
   

        An unexpected incident gave The Northern Secret Martial Alliance a sense of urgency. The originally orderly plan became compact.
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        On the night of August 7, a large number of military supplies were transported out of Prandtl Manor, passing through East Sea City by train overnight towards Anta City.
   

        On August 8, the scheduled arrival of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance disciples in East Sea City over four days was condensed into one. Various schools from the south began traveling to East Sea City by different trains, and disciples arrived throughout the day.
   

        On August 9, some of the senior elders of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance traveled to Anta City to control the plan's progress.
   

        On August 10, many disciples arrived in Anta City. At dusk, Casio and other plan makers conducted the final check.
   

        Anta city, on the outskirts, a newly built large warehouse.
   

        Casio and others stand on the grey and white slab road. The afterglow of the setting sun in the sky still hasn't dissipated, and golden red rays of light shoot through the clouds on top of the warehouse. A large trapezoidal shadow is cast down, and the edge of the shadow reaches the tip of Casio's shoes.
   

        He took a look at this square white warehouse.
   

        "Are the carriages also stored inside?"
   

        "Yes, they've been here since a few days ago. Also, the military weapons and explosives that were transported here the day before yesterday..."
   

        Next to him, Mian slightly lifted the brim of his wide brim hat: "Let's go, let's go in and take a look. I have done a check before..."
   

        "Okay."
   

        Casio followed Mian's footsteps, with several others following. But the number was not many, the senior elders of the other Northern Secret Martial Alliance schools had gone to manage their own disciples.
   

        Only some idle ones followed to join in the fun.
   

        Such as Hadi from Winged Snake.
   

        With a creak, the two large iron doors of the warehouse swung open.
   

        A fresh smell of iron wafted out from inside.
   

        Not particularly unpleasant, but not particularly good either.
   

        Casio looked up and saw an incredibly spacious large warehouse in front of him with a very high dome.
   

        At the first glance at the warehouse, you can see one after another black carriage that forms like a giant centipede on the ground. Dozens of carriages lined up in a row are spectacular, standing still like a black train.
   

        The style of these carriages is basically no different from Casio's first armored carriage. They are all simple and unadorned, piled with steel plates. They look thick and ugly, but are absolutely safe.
   

        At least one armored carriage would take the attack of forty or fifty Decayed Knights to be destroyed, a fact proven through practical experience.
   

        Of course, original mature and reliable things are trustworthy.
   

        Casio took a few steps forward, then suddenly burst out, his fist booming against the surface of the carriage. A ting came from the body of the carriage, with no trace of the steel plate loosening, implying that its welding is extremely sturdy.
   

        "I have checked these carriages many times over."
   

        Mian extended two fingers and tapped the carriage's heavy steel plate with his knuckles: "The strength is about the same as the previous carriages..."
   

        Casio nodded, then took a few more steps towards the right side of the warehouse. There, some black cloths were covering things.
   

        With a swish, the cloth was lifted, revealing the items underneath.
   

        They were all weapons, the most conspicuous being the nearly hundred heavy machine guns. All of them were the Silver Storm Heavy Machine Guns Casio had used before.
   

        The Silver Storm Heavy Machine Gun was not invented for very long. The gun body weighed 25.4 kg, the gun barrel used water cooling, and at first, it shot black powder bullets. After remodeling, it became smokeless powder bullets, making the heavy machine gun even more powerful.
   

        Its caliber was 11.4 mm, it used an ammunition belt made of canvas that was 5.8 meters long and could hold 333 bullets. The belt could be extended, with a theoretical rate of fire of 600 rounds/minute. It could shoot single or continuous fire, or slow down to 100 rounds/minute through a rate of fire regulator.
   

        This type of new machine gun was completely different from previous firearms.
   

        Its power was enough to pose a threat to martial arts masters. Even Casio, who was now in the third stage of blood acceleration and hard Qi Gong, wouldn't dare to withstand too much under the trajectory of the heavy machine gun.
   

        Obviously, it was a valuable aid.
   

        Some disciples of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance who hadn't broken through the human limit could use these guns to damage and obstruct Black Rain Villa. The mobility of martial arts masters above the human limit was stronger, and they would be used for forward charges and decapitation actions.
   

        For example, some key buildings in Black Rain Villa.
   

        Casio took another look at these heavy machine guns. They each had two wheels on their sides, which facilitated moving into position. But for martial arts disciples, something weighing thirty kilograms wasn't too heavy.
   

        They could completely carry them and shoot, without being limited by the heavy gun body. The only troublesome thing was the five or six-meter long bullet ammunition belts, which would likely have to be wrapped around the body to shoot.
   

        Casio stood in place and moved slightly, then took a few more steps forward. He lifted the black cloth piece by piece to check the items.
   

        Shotguns, grenades, explosives, and many other weapons and equipment.
   

        The last piece of cloth was lifted, and Casio was immediately taken aback.
   

        There were seven or eight black cannons right before his eyes, they were improved breech-loading rifled cannons. The gun barrel was wound with wire, made of high-strength gun steel, and high-power smokeless powder. It also used mixed detonating caps of high-explosive powder, increasing the weight of the projectile to enhance the shrapnel killing power of the shell. Clearly, it's a siege weapon.
   

        There was also a sextant on top of the cannon for measurement purpose.
   

        "Ah, this..."
   

        Casio took a shocked look at the cannon, then looked at Mian next to him. Mian just gave a calm smile.
   

        What Casio initially intended was just to remind the Northern Secret Martial Schools not to stick to their old ways and to utilize the ever-changing war technology developed by humanity. But he didn't expect these old antiques to outdo him, having naturally understood and brought over the breech-loading cannons! They really accepted this too fast.
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        Of course, there's a high chance that this is due to the many sects within the Northern Secret Martial Alliance eagerly longing for "attack on the black". They place great importance on this operation, to the point of bringing everything they believe to be effective.
   

        "How about it? Are all the preparations done...?"
   

        Mian stretched out his hand and gently tapped the steel barrel of the artillery gun.
   

        "Mm." Casio nodded slightly: "It's enough."
   

        At once, everyone temporarily left the warehouse. Original members of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance, who were resting in Anta City, all began to stir because the attack on Black Rain Villa was set for tonight.
   

        Tonight at eight, they'll venture on an attack on black with big brother Casio...
   

        As time passed minute by minute, night gradually took over the bright sky. Wisps of cloud circulated among the stars, while a half moon hung high in the sky, casting moonlight below.
   

        The suburbs of Anta City, on the edge of an ordinary small town.
   

        A woman in a trench coat carried a hand suitcase, advancing along the quiet road. The gray surface reflected a dim moonlight, with patches of weeds and pebbles scattered along the roadside. This was the countryside, practically devoid of pedestrians, save for a few drunken farmers.
   

        A drunken man staggered along the side of the road. He shot a blurry glance at the woman passing by him, his eyes lighting up.
   

        "Oh..."
   

        Slap!
   

        The drunken man was slapped and sent flying, the imprint of a red palm marked on his face. He rolled on the ground, his head tilting to one side.
   

        He fell asleep right on the jagged pile of broken stones.
   

        He was as peaceful as a sleeping baby.
   

        The woman retracted her hand, the back of which was branded with a sword logo. She had actually planned to go to Black Rain Villa to submit her periodic task more than ten days ago, but some mishap occurred then.
   

        The sight at that time was honestly a bit demented.
   

        Three to four dozen Decayed Knights!
   

        The woman was so frightened at the time, she almost wet herself.
   

        As enforcers of Black Rain Villa, the Decayed Knights were absolutely feared, being cruel and bloody representatives. Their strength was enormous, able to continually resurrect, their form mysterious and odd.
   

        Generally, encountering a single Decayed Knight would scare any low-level Eerie Night Guest out of their wits, let alone three or four dozen of them.
   

        At that time, the woman didn't hesitate and ran back to Anta City to rest for over ten days, soothing her young, fragile heart.
   

        Today, she's finally recovered.
   

        So, she picked a time at night and planned to summon the black carriage at a place tens of kilometers away from the last carriage point. The deadline for her periodic task is in about two days; she still has plenty of time, it wouldn't be too late even if it's tomorrow or the day after.
   

        However, the woman still decided to set off early to avoid any potential mishaps occurring from delaying too long, better to prevent them two days in advance.
   

        Walking along the country street, she reached an exit at the edge. She took a step forward and subconsciously surveyed her surroundings.
   

        Under the moonlight, to her left, beside the countryside, it seemed like there was a black convoy moving along, but the distance was quite far and she couldn't see very clearly. She walked a bit more towards that direction.
   

        "Wait a minute! This carriage... seems to be the one from last time!"
   

        The woman suddenly realized something and her eyes widened in surprise. She immediately stopped in her tracks and hid behind a tree trunk.
   

        "No way...I can't be this unlucky... I've encountered them again!" The woman was speechless, she peeked out again.
   

        Under the hazy moonlight, dozens of black carriages were rolling forward on the muddy road, evidently very heavy. Light gleamed on them, giving off a strong metallic feel.
   

        In front of and behind the carriages were muscular burly men, all dressed in form-fitting black combat suits, their expressions extraordinarily cold. They silently advanced, exuding an oppressive atmosphere.
   

        Gradually, the convoy passed through the area. The woman, who was covering her mouth, hadn't yet had the chance to catch her breath when she saw numerous black-clothed people rushing this way in swarms.
   

        Some were empty-handed, while others carried weapons. What was common among all was their formidable momentum, the sharp look in their eyes, and agile figures as they ran, signifying they were no pushovers.
   

        The woman even occasionally saw several old men darting through the dense crowd like agile fish, leaving behind traces of black afterimages. They reached the front of the crowd from the back in just a few seconds, their speed was terrifying.
   

        "Holy shit, they've brought out the artillery!" The woman noticed in the middle of the procession that a group of muscular men were marching hastily carrying artillery. Instead of rolling the cannons on wheels, they'd hoisted them up and were jogging.
   

        These "soldiers" were unbelievably strong.
   

        Indeed, the woman was now convinced that the people from the Northern Secret Martial School were an army. These special forces of the Hong Li Federation seemed to be executing a secret operation or conducting some sort of drill. She speculated it might be a siege, as the troops were transporting cannons.
   

        But she had no idea where this secret military exercise was taking place. Or what or who was the target? She reined in her curiosity. Although she found it strange, now was not the time to think about that. It appeared her luck had been bad recently; she'd twice tried to go to the Black Rain Villa, only to be thwarted both times.
   

        Seeing all the commotion on that side, it would be better to retreat for now. She would start early the next morning, just pick a spot for the horse carriage, and hopefully, there would be no more hitches. If the task were not completed in time, the punishment from Black Rain Villa was no joke. With that thought, she made up her mind.
   

        She exhaled, quickly retracing her steps the way she had come.
   

        Ten minutes later, at a carriage stop for the Villa.
   

        Mian glanced at Casio and worriedly asked, "Will it work? After all, we have so many train carriages..."
   

        "Absolutely. Believe in Black Rain Villa's rules."
   

        Casio seemed very confident.
   

        The pair turned to look at the road ahead.
   

        A black horse carriage was parked by a bronze pillar. On its fore were two sturdy-looking black horses, their nostrils flaring and hooves anxiously moving.
   

        Behind the carriage, a massive armored compartment was chained. Further back, another and another and another... Their gazes swept down the chain of armored compartments, forming a long, serpent-like train.
   

        A regular train was powered by a steam engine, and here this makeshift train was powered by two horses. Though they seemed very robust, pulling hundreds of tons of carriages...
   

        It seemed an unbearable burden.
   

        "It's fine, I am certain they can handle it." Casio confidently extended a hand out and stroked the horse's mane-filled neck.
   

        To his surprise, the horse shook its head, throwing Casio's hand off, seemingly disgruntled.
   

        "Hehe..." Casio squinted his eyes.
   

        Five minutes later, every combatant from the Northern Secret Martial School had squeezed into the armored carriages. Each carriage held about a dozen people who had taken the secret medicine provided by Casio.
   

        These accomplished secret martial artists were closing their eyes to conserve their energy, preparing for the battle. 
   

        With satisfaction, Casio gazed at the horse-drawn train, then ascended onto the carriage himself. Instantly, the mysterious figure clad in black who was holding the reins started to urge the horses to move forward. The two black horses trusted by Casio immediately made an effort to move, their hooves indenting the ground.
   

        But, the carriage linked to the armored compartments was inhumanely heavy.
   

        Both black horses were huffing as if having run out of breath, the entire structure was creaking and groaning, as if it may collapse at any moment.
   

        Just as Casio began to frown.
   

        "Crack, crack, crack..."
   

        One of the black horses took a crucial first step forward.
   

        "Roar!" All the armored compartments inched forward, the wheels caused deafening noises as they rotated.
   

        Thump!
   

        The horse's hooves hit the ground and caused fissures to spread out in the ground, leaving a spider web-like pattern. This followed with the second step, then the third, and the fourth...
   

        Like this, the train of black compartments was actually brought into motion. The black horse carriage at the front began to laboriously accelerate, with cracks spreading out wherever it went.
   

        The wheels were grinding against the ground, causing the earth to tremble, like the sound of muffled thunder.
   

        From a bird's eye view, in the drizzling black rain, a colossal black line was advancing unwaveringly. Like a winding, fatal, venomous snake, it opened its enormous jaws to bite at the finish line target...
   

        Black Rain Villa!
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        dripping... dripping...
   

        The world under the rain still looked the same – black rain fog falling from the sky and being swept by the gale onto the ground. The sky was a heap of gray and gloomy storm clouds. You would feel like the sky was about to collapse any moment you looked up into the rainy sky.
   

        "Splat..."
   

        Black combat boots stepped into a puddle with a muddy water mixture splattering to both sides. A robust-looking bald youth stood behind a large tree, looking into the distance towards Black Rain Villa.
   

        He was wearing a tight-fitting black combat suit that was designed to grip tightly at wrists and ankles. On the right side of his breast was a white fist logo indicating his identity.
   

        Casio of Steel Fist Tao, the top-ranked core disciple, Harvey.
   

        His hands hanging by his side, the black fist exuding a faint metallic feel was several times larger than that of an average adult male. Even without any force exerted, the veins on the back of his hand still markedly bulged.
   

        "Splat…splat…splat…splat…"
   

        A series of faint footsteps came from the sparse forest; sixty to seventy black figures were moving forward in the rain. Their uniform black combat suits carried an imposing aura. The logos on their right breasts were all different, representing over a dozen schools from the Northern Secret Martial Alliance. Some had bare hands, some carried swords, some slung knives, and some had graspers...
   

        Everyone in the forest was moving forward in silence, with only faint sounds that were masked by the rustling of leaves under the rain.
   

        When they were less than five meters from the distant white villa.
   

        Harvey raised his right hand, and everyone immediately halted their actions. Several figures swiftly moved through the forest and approached Harvey.
   

        "In this mission we are acting as the vanguard, testing Black Rain Villa's response. It is more dangerous. Everyone has to prepare to sacrifice," Harvey looked to the back.
   

        "Since they have voluntarily joined the vanguard, everyone must be prepared. Let's get started!" An eager youth said, he was the third core disciple of the Winged Snake Fist.
   

        The youth was right. The vanguard that attacked the Black Rain Villa was not compulsorily required. Most of the seventy to eighty people in the forest were eager to take the lead and volunteered. They wanted to capture the Black Rain Villa first! All had a very steady mind.
   

        "..." Harvey paused for a moment, then turned his head and asked: "Are the barrels ready? What about the explosives?"
   

        "They're all ready." One member replied.
   

        "Then let's blow up the enclosure wall in front of us first," Harvey immediately commanded for the wall to be rigged with explosives.
   

        One minute later…
   

        "Three, two, one!"
   

        Boom! Rumbling! Rumbling!
   

        As the explosives on the far left of the wall detonated, a ballooning fireball enveloped the whole wall, followed by the second, third... The intense explosion shattered the entire enclosure wall.
   

        Stone dust was shooting around, digging small pits into the ground. The bricks of the wall collapsed, and crashed onto the street.
   

        Humming…
   

        All members of the vanguard team looked up, listening as if to a low-pitched horn-like sound transmitting through the air. As the sound got louder, its frequency also increased.
   

        A "whoosh" sound, a high-pressure air flow erupted from the centre of the Black Rain Villa, spreading out in all directions like a shock wave. The gale drew traces of waves across the rainwater.
   

        Boom! Thunder rattling the clouds.
   

        Nearly at the same time, all the Eerie Night Guests within the Black Rain Villa ceased their actions. The logos on the back of their hands that represented the Markers were glowing red and flickering. Just when the Eerie Night Guests were taken by surprise, a low and mysterious voice echoed in their minds.
   

        "At the west entrance of the villa, numerous unidentified enemies have appeared and are destroying the villa's buildings. All Markers listen to orders, eliminate these enemies, all of them, start now."
   

        Boom!
   

        At the east side of the villa, the distant rumblings of explosions could also faintly be heard. As all the Eerie Night Guests were still, therefore they all heard the rumblings at the edge of the villa this time.
   

        Next second, the mysterious voice echoed again.
   

        "Enemies also appeared at the east entrance of the villa and they are continuing to destroy the villa's buildings too. Markers, those at the east, move to suppress the enemies."
   

        Boom! Boom!
   

        Two more explosions followed. This time from the south and north.
   

        The vanguard is not just one team, but four!
   

        The Northern Secret Martial Alliance had prepared four teams in total, with each member volunteering with a strong desire to attack and win the top honour. Each team had fifty to sixty people, totaling more than two hundred. It seemed like a lot, but the Northern Secret Martial Alliance kept far more troops in reserve.
   

        Three times the number of the vanguard team of martial artists were lying in wait in the darkness. The assault team, all of whom had surpassed human limits, had not yet begun to move. They wanted to see the real power of the Black Rain Villa, wondering how many hidden cards they had for self-protection?
   

        Not far from the villa, behind a mound, dozens of armoured carriages formed a protective circle that felt secure and robust. Inside the protective circle, Casio and others were gazing at the distant battle.
   

        Mian put down his telescope and glanced around him. Dozens of disciples of secret martial schools were patrolling by the carriage, staying alert to the surroundings and on the ready for any warning signs. The larger force was also not far away, so this side of the protective circle was very secure.
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        "The four vanguard teams have started their attacks, and walls around the Black Rain Villa from all four sides are being razed. Most likely, Black Rain Villa should have realized it by now. I wonder how they will respond?" Mian paused for a moment, "They're probably going to send out the Markers first..."
   

        "Yes, the so-called Markers for Black Rain Villa are essentially disposable goods. If one dies, they can easily replace them with another. It's natural for them to use them for scouting first." Casio glanced at his right hand, where the mark was flashing red.
   

        He had already consumed enough False Death Elixir to cut off Black Rain Villa's perception of him. Casio lowered his hand and patted the black cloak he was wearing; some rain accumulated in the folds falling off.
   

        "The combat team should be well deployed by now, right?"
   

        "They're on standby at all times," Mian responded.
   

        In their assault on the Black Rain Villa, the Northern Secret Martial Alliance is not aimless, they have their own attack plan.
   

        According to intelligence, there are some special buildings in different regions of Black Rain Villa, and these structures matter a lot to the Villa.
   

        The Eerie Night Guests follow the strictest rules when entering these structures. Any transgression could result in punishment or even unexpected death. These buildings not only carry mystery but also serve special functions, representing the core components of Black Rain Villa.
   

        For example, the Dawn Hospital, where the Eerie Night Guests can inject themselves with beast blood to acquire supernatural power.
   

        Then there's the Craniotomy Clinic, capable of infusing mercury into the brain.
   

        The Limb Hall, facilitating the implantation of dark creature components.
   

        The Baptism Church, regular handover spot for tasks.
   

        The Mission Hall, where Markers accept extra tasks.
   

        The Core Clock Tower, a clock tower shrouded in uncertain and odd zones at the center of Black Rain Villa, every strike of the clock seeming to herald a mysterious power.
   

        The Northern Secret Martial Alliance intends to send a vanguard team for preliminary engagement with Black Rain Villa. Afterward, the main combat team, with the majority, will launch a full-scale attack, and the assault team comprised of Secret Martial Art masters will blend in. Once inside the villa, they will target these special buildings and mark the specific locations with special fuel.
   

        Then, the artillery guns outside the villa will come in handy!
   

        Fire all eight, demolishing Villa's special buildings.
   

        Furthermore, the Northern Secret Martial Alliance also has a defense group. When most of their forces move inside the Villa, the defense group will divert a portion of the armored carriages. Then they will set up firepower points around the villa's periphery at intervals, blocking possible arrival of the Decayed Knights from the rainy world, or those unspeakable oddities.
   

        The plans are set in place, now waits the execution.
   

        Black Rain Villa, the west entrance.
   

        A large section of the enclosure wall has collapsed, leaving just the base steaming. Restoration would presumably take a substantial amount of time.
   

        Over sixty dark figures step over the collapsed wall, heading straight into the Black Rain Villa, boots clomping on the solid stone paths.
   

        No sooner had they advanced much further than several Eerie Night Guests, who were close to the western entrance of the Villa, rushed out from the distant street corners and buildings. They had been sent here by the Villa in haste.
   

        The haste implies that if they didn't actively go there, they would be deemed as traitors and executed by law enforcers. Even worse, because the Markers resided inside the Villa, the latter possibly has simpler and more effective ways to punish those traitors.
   

        Eerie Night Guests wouldn't dare to defy Villa's command.
   

        A few scattered figures of more than a dozen Markers appeared on the main road, with many more Eerie Night Guests hurrying to get there from the distance.
   

        "Awroo!"
   

        An Eerie Night Guest hollered while running; his figure suddenly swelled with beast sense, tearing apart the clothes on his body. The half-human, half-beast giant rushed with tousled mane fluttering, the protruding tusks and the bloodshot eyes emanating a wild blood-thirst.
   

        Another Eerie Night Guest ripped the clothes off his body to disclose three large mouths situated on his chest. These obviously supernatural organs—definitely from dark creatures—started to function, ascending with a blood-red writhing motion. The mouths shrieked sharply, waves of sound rippling out in a circular pattern.
   

        Yet another Eerie Night Guest with his finger on his temple, conjured invisible telekinesis warping the air and forming a light blue protective shield around his body. His eyes, turned deep blue, lifted, and several fist-sized globes appeared in the air. Like high-speed rotating bubbles, they hovered up and down.
   

        The sixty vanguard team members halted. Harvey, who was leading them, waved his hand vigorously, all vanguards in front making way. This revealed more than ten members behind.
   

        All of them were strong men, all holding Silver Storm Water-cooled Heavy Machine Guns, nearly the size of their arms. With intimidating mechanical texture, dark gun barrel, sharp metal aesthetics, and heavy canvas bullet chains wrapped around their bodies.
   

        A dozen dark gun muzzles were trained on the end of the street.
   

        Then ...
   

        "Clatter! Clatter! Clatter ..."
   

        The gun muzzle burst into flames, and large-caliber bullets shot directly from the barrel, forming a chain of bullets in the air.
   

        Keep in mind, the theoretical design speed of the Silver Storm Heavy Machine Gun is six hundred rounds per minute, that's ten rounds per second! Its continuous firepower equivalent to hundreds of rifles! And here there are dozens of Silver Storm Heavy Machine Guns, roughly equivalent to thousands of rifles!
   

        Stronger bullets instantly covered the entire street.
   

        "Thump, thump ... thump, thump ..."
   

        The tall running werewolf suddenly sprouted a large bunch of blood flowers, his whole body shaking violently like a sieve. The forward thrust of his body was pushed back by the tremendous momentum of the bullets, and he was pressed against the wall all the way.
   

        Whoa! Blood gushed wildly from his mouth.
   

        The werewolf's eyes widened. His sturdy body was riddled with holes, his innards shredded by nearly a hundred bullets.
   

        His heart was heavy, filled with metal bullets.
   

        He looked down to find that his entire abdominal cavity and half his chest had become holes. Through the broken opening, one could see the wall behind.
   

        "How can there be such powerful firearms!?"
   

        The werewolf, whose concept of weapons had been outpaced, roared in his heart, then fell unwillingly. A pool of blood instantly spilled out.
   

        And he was just one of the dozens of souls under the machine gun.
   

        The dark Markers covered in eyes barely got out, and all the eyes on his body were exploded by metal bullets.
   

        The mercurial Psychic, covered in a pale blue protective shield, tried to escape on his side, but his surface shield was shattered by concentrated fire. The next second, his body, indistinguishable from a normal person's, turned into a pile of broken flesh.
   

        "Ah!" Eerie Night Guests cried out and died again and again. But more Markers poured in from all directions, rushing towards the vanguard.
   

        At this moment, in all four directions of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Shadows dressed in black tight-fitting combat suits were fighting with the Eerie Night Guests with various abilities, fists and bullets flying through the air. Various strange abilities and secret martial arts techniques clashed in close combat, blood exploding in the air, turning into fog as it hit the ground.
   

        Fireballs expanded and contracted, black rain fell silently.
   

        On the western battlefield, in the alleyways.
   

        Two dark figures constantly clashed, with extreme bursts of various attack techniques, limbs rapidly intertwining and swinging. A fist like a sledgehammer swung against the wall, making a loud noise as it smashed a watermelon-sized hole directly. Amidst the flying rubble, Harvey spun around and threw another punch, colliding it with the claw coming from mid-air.
   

        On the claw, a knight's emblem was clearly flashing red.
   

        Thump ... Thump ... Thump...
   

        Both sides retreated several steps, Harvey was about to leap again, but suddenly stopped in his tracks, looking up into the sky.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Seven or eight black objects whistled across the sky, then fell to the ground in everyone's line of sight, causing a strong explosion.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!! Boom!
   

        "It's a sign that the battle squad is about to enter Black Rain Villa!"
   

        After the roar of the artillery, the main force of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance will directly start attacking the villa. This includes the combat squad and the assault team. In a sense, the real full-scale attack has begun.
   

        Harvey withdrew his gaze, his eyes flickering with murderous intent. He showed a grim expression on his face, pouncing like a hungry wolf.
   

        "Kill!"
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        "Charge!"
   

        At the same time, a mass of dark figures emerged from the surrounding woods of the Black Rain Villa. They were rushing toward the villa as if forming a ferocious wave of attack.
   

        Suddenly, the sloppy defense line formed by the Eerie Night Guests in the villa was crushed by this force. The flood formed by the Northern Secret Martial Alliance was not something they could hold back. Large splatters of blood splashed against the walls as many Markers were killed. Although they wielded various foreign abilities, they could only play a partial blocking role against the secret martial elites. 
   

        Not to mention that the Northern Secret Martial School has also applied part of human warfare technology. Along with the cohesion and organization of the Northern Secret Martial School, the Eerie Night Guests that surged like loose sand were naturally sliced open by the impregnable strong force.
   

        On the east side, within the intensely fierce battlefield... 
   

        "Die!"
   

        A slender old man with white hair was moving swiftly along the gray street, his wrinkled face completely expressionless. His hands seemed like a dense dazzling black phantom, containing intricate secret martial combat skills.
   

        Every time the lean figure passed an enemy, a phantom would extend from the shoulder, making a hiss sound akin to a snake's hissing! Subsequently, the Eerie Night Guest who was attacked would freeze on the spot, losing vitality instantaneously. 
   

        Their chest areas strikingly consisted of pitch-black holes. Skin, ribs, and the most crucial heart - all missing, as if swallowed by a fleeting winged snake!
   

        Winged Snake Hadi rushed down a street, and over a dozen people seemed to freeze in time. They then fell to the ground, fresh blood gushing out from the holes in their chests.
   

        "Splat!"
   

        At the end of the corridor, Hadi crushed the heart he had just captured with a squeeze of his palm. Blood instantly gushed out through his fingers.
   

        His palm, dry like a tree branch, was dyed blood red.
   

        "It's been a long time since I've killed so enjoyably...Hehe." Hadi twisted his neck and laughed, a hint of evil in his expression.
   

        He turned his head at the intersection, looking down another street.
   

        A figure was rushing over there as well, his black combat suit covered in blood. His robust figure radiated an explosive aura. On his right chest was a blue whale logo.
   

        Gate Master of Split Sea Gate, Xuanjin.
   

        "Where are they?" Xuanjin shook his hand and asked.
   

        "We came a bit early, so those guys are probably still having a blast on the battlefield. I bet they even forgot about the task at hand." Winged Snake Hadi shook his arm, and the bloodstains on it exploded and fell off.
   

        "I doubt they forgot... But it's true that it's been a long time since we've been able to kill so enjoyably. The opportunities to kill with pleasure haven't been many in the past ten or so years!" A clear voice came from the corner. Unbeknownst to anyone, an additional shadow had seemingly appeared there.
   

        It was fuzzy and the surrounding rain mist automatically concealed it. Looking at it gave one the impression of peering through a piece of frosted glass. Even though it was blurry, it was still clear that this was a woman.
   

        Rain Fury, the Fourth Elder, Ouman.
   

        Rain Fury practiced a very peculiar form of assassination fist martial arts. Her combat style was similar to that of an assassin, and rarely confronted others head-on on the battlefield. Hence, she was extremely skilled at concealing her form and reducing her aura to the lowest point.
   

        If she didn't reveal herself deliberately, then even a fighter of the same level would take quite some time to notice her presence.
   

        "Good, all the team leaders are here."
   

        Hadi clapped his hands.
   

        Half a minute later, over a dozen figures rushed over from both sides of the corridor with great speed. Each person's aura was extremely powerful, temples protruding and eyes sharp. They were all masters of various martial arts styles from the Northern Secret Martial Alliance!
   

        The assault team was divided into six groups, and their group was the second one. Their target was Dawn Hospital on the east side of Black Rain Villa.
   

        The strength was as follows: three secret martial high-level fighters who had mastered their respective arts, and almost twenty martial artists who had surpassed the human limit. They also brought explosives and specially made fuel. Their plan was to first blow open Dawn Hospital with the explosives, then use the special fuel to mark the location for the artillery outside the villa to destroy it completely.
   

        The principal aim was to destroy the critical buildings of Black Rain Villa, thereby halting the villa's operations and eliminating its control over the area.
   

        "No one got left behind, right? Since we're all here, follow me!"
   

        Xuanjin, the muscular man, immediately waved his hand, and the team of around twenty people quickly ran forward, moving decisively towards their target.
   

        After crossing a dismal, wrecked garden, a gloomy black-colored hospital appeared before them all. The hospital covered a large area, all its windows were dark and opaque, and the iron main gate was already rusted. It looked like it was covered in tiny bugs.
   

        Blood-red creepers were climbing up the wall, with protruding spikes that looked like human teeth. The leaves, the size of palms, had veins outlining the shape of a human face. At first glance, it looked as if the creeper was formed from countless contorted human faces.
   

        "It's a bit weird..."
   

        Xuanjin frowned, though he didn't know the specific situation in Dawn Hospital, the dense cold aura in the air was nearly overflowing – ten times more than an ordinary building.
   

        "Gurgle... Gurgle... Gurgle..."
   

        As if corroborating Xuanjin's words, several massive flesh tumors, each at least two or three meters in diameter, grew out of one side of Dawn Hospital. They pulsed in and out. Disgusting membrane and mucus kept falling off the surface of the tumors.
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        From afar, the smell of a strong, putrid odor could be detected.
   

        "Black Rain Villa has indeed been prepared for a while..."
   

        Hadi narrowed his eyes, catching sight of the closest flesh tumor. The outer skin layer was incredibly thin, underneath which lay an embryonic creature that appeared humanoid and yet like a wild beast.
   

        Sharp claws and tusks were growing and maturing rapidly.
   

        It seemed like at any moment the beast would pierce through the flesh tumor and erupt outwards, waging a battle of life and death with the assembled martial arts masters using its formidable physical body.
   

        Whizz, a shadow swiftly arrived from the other end of Dawn Hospital. "We're ready," it called out to Xuanjin.
   

        "If it's ready, light the fuse."
   

        Xuanjin ordered. All the members of Assault Team Two quickly retreated to a safe distance, looking on from nearly a hundred meters away.
   

        Surrounding the hospital was a heap of explosives.
   

        With a hiss, the flame was lit, and the person who set it off started running.
   

        Several seconds later...
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        Several powerful explosions overlapping one another. A huge red flame rose and expanded rapidly, exploding like a sphere. The intense heat and fearsome force of the explosion instantly struck the wall of Dawn Hospital, the blood-red creeper, and the enormous flesh tumor.
   

        Roaring and yelling filled the air!
   

        The flesh tumor was blasted into pieces in an instant, out of which came underdeveloped, deformed monsters. They exhibited both human and beast characteristics – tusks, large mouths, and towering heights nearing three meters. Their crimson fur stuck to their bodies, drenched in blood.
   

        Struggling amidst the flames, they squirmed forward on the ground. The explosion had blown off the lower halves of their bodies, leaving the upper halves drenched with slick blood. Their life force was extraordinarily tenacious. They might've been able to crawl out of the fiery hell if not for the layer of fuel that covered the ground around the hospital.
   

        As the monsters wriggled across the ground, their bodies became covered in fuel and continued to burn even after escaping the flames. Their hardy muscles began to shrivel and warp while sizzling sounds filled the air and charred black marks blanketed their entire bodies.
   

        The stomach-churning scent of burning flesh wafted through the air.
   

        The monsters lay motionless, their hideous heads hanging low. More than a dozen of them died gruesomely, wiped out in one single wave.
   

        "Times have changed... If it were the younger version of me, there would be no alternative but to engage these things in hand-to-hand combat. Judging by their vitality, we would likely pay a hefty price," Hadi remarked somewhat sentimentally.
   

        In the distance, Dawn Manor was hit by an explosion, and a large portion of its wall was damaged. A plume of black smoke wafted out from inside.
   

        So, even peering through the holes in the wall didn't reveal the situation inside. Suddenly, the cloud of thick smoke surged outward. Endless silhouettes of humanoid figures poured out, their appearances identical to the half-man, half-beast Markers.
   

        However, these figures were pale of face and had lifeless eyes. Even their bodies bore the patchy repairs of damage. Black smoke drifted from their features as if they were corpses being manipulated by something.
   

        These half-wolf, half-lion, half-bear beings promptly charged towards the frontlines of the assault team. The leading figure stood imposingly tall, reaching three meters when transformed into its half-man, half-beast form.
   

        Its hind legs, resembling the claws of a wolf, left deep pits in the ground with each step. Its upper body boasted three pairs of arms, that, when swung about, resembled a colossal spider.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        Hadi, without hesitation, struck out. His originally lean body swelled as if inflated, with vein-wrapped muscles bundling at his joints. He catapulted forward as if shot from a cannon with one push from his legs.
   

        Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump!
   

        Fists continuously fly out from the black phantom. Under the control of Hadi's exquisite skill, each accelerating punch traveled a short distance but carried a massive force!
   

        The six-armed werewolf before him madly swung its palms about, exploiting its superior number of limbs to form a cyclone of black shadows in front of its body. As the two blurry figures collided, a series of explosions echoed through the air, sounding like a long string of firecrackers going off.
   

        The two figures wildly engaged in a dance of combat, each step they took left a pit in the ground as fragments of rock exploded outward. Hadi, who possessed formidable skills, quickly exploited several openings in the defense of the six-armed werewolf and landed powerful blows with his fists. But the werewolf did not dodge – its body backed by sturdy muscles and strong regeneration capabilities.
   

        The injuries inflicted by Hadi disappeared within moments.
   

        Thud!
   

        Hadi was sent flying backward. However, with a 360-degree spin in mid-air, he landed lightly beside Xuanjin.
   

        "In terms of physique, it's robust even among fighters. Its regeneration capability is strong, and it's not weak in terms of power. However, it doesn't have any sophisticated techniques, it's only relying on instinct to fight."
   

        Hadi summarized his observations, looking towards Xuanjin, and suggested, "Let's go shoulder to shoulder!"
   

        Three powerful figures in the ruined garden collided. The youthful and vigorous Xuanjin took the lead in the attack while Hadi provided tactical support with his techniques. The six-armed werewolf was immediately put on the back foot.
   

        Roar!
   

        A high-pitched roar echoed in the sky.
   

        The werewolf withstood a powerful blow from each of them, having an arm broken in exchange, and swiftly charged towards the direction of the hospital.
   

        As if to aid the werewolf, a plume of black fog surged out of Dawn Hospital, enveloping its entire body.
   

        Roar! Another deafening roar echoed through the air.
   

        The werewolf's body rapidly expanded, growing from its original height of three meters to three and a half meters. Its already imposing figure looked even more like an iron tower now, with muscles bulging like rocks.
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        The malevolent, bloodthirsty monster fixed its gaze onto Xuanjin and Hadi, who were charging fiercely towards him, its eyes filled with intense hatred.
   

        Moreover, since werewolves have much sharper senses than humans.
   

        It could even perceive a trace of hidden killing intent shrouded in the surrounding mist and a figure lurking in the shadows of the surrounding walls, waiting for the right opportunity to strike a lethal blow.
   

        Unfortunately, there was no more opportunity for that person.
   

        Roar!
   

        The six-armed werewolf let out another painful howl, its body ballooning from three and a half meters to four meters. The original broken arm grew back again, with bloody bones and muscles intertwining and regrouping.
   

        The power in its body surged dramatically! Even if it meant going against three enemies at once...
   

        Huh???
   

        The werewolf suddenly noticed that the two shadows that were charging furiously at him suddenly stopped. Then, they quickly turned back, fleeing in a panic.
   

        The faint trace of killing intent in the surroundings also disappeared.
   

        "Are they afraid?! Afraid of me, who has become so powerful!" The werewolf sneered: "Escape is impossible! The hospital is still charging, four meters, five meters, six..."
   

        Bang bang! Bang bang! Bang bang! Bang bang!
   

        A brutal explosion occurred close behind, and the werewolf only felt a wave of intense pain, quickly being thrust several meters ahead by the blast. It tumbled on the spot and hastily looked behind.
   

        "Where is the hospital... Where is that huge Dawn Hospital?!"
   

        From its back, waves of intense pain shot through, as if large pieces of its muscle and skin had been blown up. Even more desperate for the werewolf was the sight of a pile of ruins emitting thick smoke.
   

        The Dawn Hospital had been directly blasted to ruins by a shell.
   

        It's still recovering, but it will take quite a long time.
   

        And now...
   

        Behind the werewolf, clear sounds of more than a dozen rapidly approaching footsteps could be heard, and among them, three heavy footsteps were particularly forceful and threatening!
   

        ************************
   

        Not just at the Dawn Hospital, a great commotion also erupted at the Craniotomy Clinic, Limb Hall, Core Clock Tower, Mission Hall, Baptism Church. Black Rain Villa unveiled a part of its hidden card, with countless monsters quickly pouring out of these buildings.
   

        And the many fighters of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance braved against these monsters, continually advancing on these special buildings.
   

        Near the Baptism Church.
   

        Casio, who was running fast along the grey street, abruptly whirled back to deliver a punch, and the approaching gargoyle was brought down at once. With a dump, it landed on the ground, body breaking apart an inch at a time from the cracks.
   

        A group of dozens of people advanced rapidly, with a large flock of densely packed gargoyles crazily diving down for an attack in the semi-sky.
   

        On both sides of the street, all kinds of strange phenomena occurred from time to time. Either the ground would suddenly sink, or the wall would turn into a large suction vortex, or bricks and stones would suddenly explode.
   

        Not just that, a large number of Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests rushed to the surroundings of the Baptism Church, starting an offensive against the assault team.
   

        Mian glanced at the numerous enemies around them but there was no hint of panic on his face: "Half of you stay behind to block, the rest follow me to break through. Tricky Blade, Burning Fist, Eastern Cross, the three of you stay, must hold the enemies here!"
   

        Each alias he called out belonged to a well-known figure in the Northern Mystery Martial World, each had once had a legendary experience. All three of them were of a Fighter's rank! They were the top battle powers!
   

        The strongest squad heading toward the Baptism Church had six fighters and more than thirty Boxing Masters. The realm of Casio, as a Boxing Master of Major Accomplishment, seemed worthless here.
   

        After all, this was the essence of the entire Northern Mystery Martial World.
   

        Under normal circumstances, such a large-scale event would never occur – even the presence of numerous Boxing Masters at an event would be considered a large gathering.
   

        Let alone the Fighters who were usually secluded and hiding, controlling the operation of the schools. There were six of them in a single team.
   

        They appeared as if they were headed to slay a dragon.
   

        On the street, the team split into two parts. From the crowd that stayed behind, three powerful figures rushed out, slaying all the besiegers.
   

        Boom!
   

        Casio threw out a punch, blasting a head of Eerie Night Guest. Then he quickly dodged the attack from behind, following which both of his hands swiftly cut through the air much like a water bird taking flight.
   

        The hand knife wrapped in a green wind stream acted like a chainsaw, cutting harshly into the armpit of a gargoyle, severing its two arms.
   

        Casio lunged forward, smashing the gargoyle into pieces. He repeatedly rolled and spun his footsteps, quickly catching up with the sprinting team.
   

        "The Baptism Church is just ahead!" Mian roared.
   

        At the moment, he no longer resembled a frail-looking old man. His tight-fitting combat uniform was bulging with muscles and his white hair was wildly swinging, full of demonic energy. His entire body had turned into a dominant fighting machine.
   

        If the assault team is likened to a long spear, then Mian would be the sharp spearhead. Any enemy that bumped into the spearhead was either split into two or riddled with holes.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The extremely fast slashing hand knife instantly cut through the wall, directly slicing an oddity behind the wall into two halves. Mian quickly withdrew his palm and then smacked the air on his left. Immediately, a burst of blood splattered and a short, ugly figure was forced out. Its facial features collapsed and its neck was broken, it fell to the ground.
   

        "Do you think that I won't be able to sense you if you hide behind a wall or if you know a little illusion art?! A fighter's aura is not made of paper!" A hint of red light suddenly flashed across Mian's pupils.
   

        Three fighters in the team were located in three different directions around them, deliberately. A fighter's aura can sense danger within its range and instantaneously perceive certain abrupt changes. This would avoid unnecessary harm to the elites of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance.
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        If you looked down from mid-air, you would see that battles were taking place in every corner of the manor at all times. The most intense fight, without a doubt, was taking place at the Baptism Church, the core location.
   

        The long spears of the assault team struggled to get near the heart of the Baptism Church, like bullets wriggling in muscular fibers.
   

        Just as Casio and his team were extremely close to the Baptism Church...
   

        The Black Rain Villa sensed a danger that had been unprecedented for decades. A high-pressure current of air spread like a shock wave throughout the rainy world. The horn's sound, coming from an unknown source, echoed in the cloud layer, carrying a weird, creepy aura.
   

        Clop...Clop...Clop...
   

        From all directions, the dense clopping of hooves approached like rain. In the rainy alleyways, hordes of decayed knights riding horses appeared out of nowhere. They were clad in heavy and grotesque full iron armor, holding exaggeratedly sharp, massive cold weapons in their hands and on their shoulders. The iron hooves of their war horses clanged loudly against the ground.
   

        Another hidden card has been revealed.
   

        The Black Rain Villa genuinely felt threatened and summoned all decayed knights through some kind of method to defend the Baptism Church. Currently, the Black Rain Villa was still in a long revival period and was nowhere near as powerful as it had been in its peak period.
   

        Despite being hit with artillery fire and explosions from explosives, the structures were still destructible. The villa lacked the ability to self-recover immediately.
   

        If it were the Black Rain Villa at its peak, all its structures would be tougher than iron. Even if a building was totally destroyed, it could be restored quickly by black steam.
   

        As rigid as iron or steel and virtually immortal, along with the equally immortal decayed knights, it would indeed be an unsolvable disaster.
   

        Except for trying a nuclear bomb, all other human methods would probably pose very little threat.
   

        But now seemed different, the villa was also afraid.
   

        Its enemy was the combined power of the entire Northern Mystery Martial World!
   

        So, when its core area was threatened, all decayed knights associated with it were summoned.
   

        Despite being in the encirclement, Mian and Casio, seeing so many decayed knights rushing to them, didn't panic, but instead, their eyes lit up.
   

        Boom!
   

        The specially prepared fuel was instantly ignited, and unlike other locations, the purple-red flames soared into the sky. Even the black rain could not extinguish these raging and furious flames.
   

        Outside the Black Rain Villa, the artillery position clearly spotted the signal.
   

        Then, they stuffed several specially made shells into the thick pipe, adjusted the direction, and fired with a bang.
   

        Whizz!
   

        The shell drew a long arc in the air.
   

        Instead of falling as usual, it directly exploded in mid-air. A stream of black water was blasted into a mist, quickly mixing with the surrounding black rain, and drizzling down.
   

        A total of eight shells were fired in a row, covering a large area.
   

        Then came the second round, the third round, the fourth round...
   

        In the sky, a raindrop fell trailing a silk thread and was caught by a large palm, splashing out a small water flower.
   

        Casio's mouth curved slightly. He looked up expressionlessly at the decayed knights around him. The pervasive rainwater seeped into the gaps in the knights' armor, and if you looked closely, you'd see many of the decayed knights momentarily freezing, a black current seeping out of their joints.
   

        The False Death Elixir, a secret medicine that could block the perception and manipulation of the Black Rain Villa. If the decayed knights were isolated by the secret medicine, they would no longer be as uniform and obedient as an army. Plus, they wouldn't be able to revive in the black rain that filled the sky.
   

        All the decayed knights would only have one life left!
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        Black Rain Villa, Eastern Side.
   

        Shadowy figures clad in black are locked in a deadly strife with a group of multicolored silhouettes. Judging by numbers alone, the multicolored group evidently holds the advantage, their number four to five times that of the black-clad figures. But looking at the battle, it is heavily inclined towards the black figures, with the opposition continually retreating.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A black crossbow bolt is shot out from the mouth of a crossbow, tracing a distant arc in the air, aiming at a black figure.
   

        Crack!
   

        Just as the arrow is about to hit, the black figure astonishingly swings out a hand, knocking the bolt away! It then smoothly sidesteps the opponent's attack, with both arms bursting out, the palm of its hand, bulging with cross-shaped muscle, imprinting on the back of the Marker.
   

        With a loud thud, the opponent is severely injured, coughing up blood.
   

        The black figure lifts its arm to finish off the opponent, but the arrival of three Eerie Night Guests gives the fallen opponent a reprieve.
   

        "Who are they?!" A shadowy figure muttered from afar. "Why do they possess such horrific physical quality?"
   

        He is lean and fit, holding a semi-automatic crossbow, officially named the Frenzied Steam Mechanical Crossbow.
   

        Surrounding him are similarly equipped figures. Occasionally taking aim and firing, they retreat while standing their ground.
   

        These are all members of the Crossbow school. Due to their closeness to the eastern side, they were all conscripted by the Villa.
   

        On the left of the group, a tall, slender man of about 1.8 meters pulls the trigger, then retrieves his crossbow bolt with a grim expression.
   

        Ever since he studied the "Dentinist Gale Arrow Technique," Black Blade had never felt such frustration. The Villa was suddenly invaded by powerful enemies, namely, these men in black. The power they wield is something the Eerie Night Guests have never encountered before.
   

        If a similarity had to be drawn, it'd probably be the Body Refining Stream, a fallen school within the Eerie Night Guests. Yet these men in black are far superior, it's incomparable.
   

        With incredibly robust physiques that can suppress the semi-beast school, feared for their defensive prowess; a terrifying burst of power surpassing the modified stream; a tenacious martial will unaffected by telekinesis from the Mercury stream, and a reaction speed so staggering they can dodge Crossbow's arrows.
   

        Even going so far as to punch the incoming arrows out of the air!
   

        Too versatile, as if they've got no weaknesses at all.
   

        Compared to them, the different techniques of the Eerie Night Guests seem like erratic strokes of a twisted sword, with each group hobbling along. Against these robust and powerful adults, they are beaten down, just like misfits bullying a child.
   

        Three minutes into the battle, Black Blade has already emptied three quivers. Not one person slain, not even a fatal hit. His greatest achievement so far is merely an arrow lodged in one man's arm; that man promptly pulled it out and continued fighting, stubbornly unaffected as if no injury was sustained.
   

        Thuds! Thuds! Thuds!...
   

        From afar, deafening sounds of shellings could be heard from all over the Villa. It seems every area is under fire.
   

        Attack!
   

        Men in black start their charge, each one like a sharpened dagger. Amidst the rush of footsteps, Eerie Night Guests are continually getting killed. A Marker's corpse falls to the ground, blood spurting out, followed by a second, then a third, then a forth - the defense line is broken.
   

        The combatants of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance seem unstoppable.
   

        Scattering to escape, the Eerie Night Guests all felt an illusion, as if the enemy was intimately familiar with the abilities of every Marked school, perfectly countering them.
   

        As Black Blade dejectedly watches the swarm of black men charging towards the Crossbow school, he cried out in his heart, "Where did these superhuman-like mysterious enemies come from?!!"
   

        "Why are they so familiar with us Markers?!"
   

        Just as the Crossbow school is about to be completely broken and devoured.
   

        In the distance, purplish-red flames light up the sky, one round of shells after another is launched towards the area, bursting in mid-air.
   

        The men in black all look in that direction. Like answering a call, they turn around without any hesitation and rush in that direction.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough..."
   

        Black Blade collapses on the ground, gasping for breath. He survived, despite not knowing why, but he did!
   

        Spitting out a mouthful of phlegm, he noticed that the rainwater falling from the sky tastes salty, as if mixed with salt.
   

        "Huh?! What happened to my Villa Mark…" Someone from the Crossbow school lets out a gasp, followed by more people looking at the back of their hands.
   

        Black Blade, also confused, raises his hand; the Sword Mark on it is beginning to flicker, fading, as if the pigments on a painting board are slowly being washed away by water, almost turning blank.
   

        Similarly, the voice from the Black Rain Villa that was just a moment reaching his ears has become significantly faint, fading in and out until it completely disappears.
   

        "The… Mark… hu…wash… tea… The… sh..."
   

        Squeak! Similar to a radio being paused mid-play.
   

        The voice from Black Rain Villa is gone, and so are the Marks on the back of the hand of the Eerie Night Guests. Confused, Black Blade looks at his rugged skin, rubbing it with his other hand, as if unable to believe the disappearance of the Mark. Perhaps it's just hidden beneath the skin? How can the Black Rain Villa's Mark disappear?
   

        Ah! A shrill scream can be heard nearby.
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        It turned out that a werewolf was ruthless enough to scrape the flesh off the back of his hand layer by layer, just to see if the mark had really disappeared. His palm was instantly reduced to a bloody mess.
   

        "It's gone! It's gone! It's really gone! Hahahaha..." The werewolf was suddenly ecstatic, even though only bare bone was left of his hand. His body was still moving excitedly in all kinds of ways.
   

        The expression on his face was incredulous to the point of madness.
   

        The laughter was as infectious as a disease; in an instant, all the remnants of the surviving soldiers began to laugh. Some were so emotional they were crying on the ground like children.
   

        Those who were seriously wounded were coughing blood but still shaking with excitement. Some were on the brink of death: lying on the ground, feeling the residual warmth being carried away by the rainwater, their expression was one of catharsis.
   

         Eerie Night Guests, being perpetually in the world of rain, had their personalities affected by some unknown substance within the black rain, making them more emotional and prone to mood swings than the average person. However, in this situation, not just one reason could be attributed to their current condition.
   

        This was related to the origin of the Markers; how did the Eerie Night Guests come about? Like the twilight of yesteryears, they were once a group of pitiful people seeking hope. Upon finding the magical and mysterious power of Black Rain Villa, they thought they had found salvation and could change their fate or the fate of their loved ones! Yet, all they were met with was more tragedies.
   

        The mark from Black Rain Villa, seen initially by the Eerie Night Guests as a fair contract, was merely an unequal sign of slavery. They had to struggle to survive, mission after dangerous mission, never getting to enjoy a peaceful life. They were like the mythical bird born flying; the moment they fell was the time of their death.
   

        That wasn't the end of it...
   

        All Eerie Night Guests were cursed, akin to lone stars of death, fated to die in exile.
   

        It was not because they did not want to live a peaceful and happy life, but the voice they couldn't see was telling them that all they deserved was to enjoy the moment before their inevitable death!
   

        Even though they called themselves guests, deep down, they knew they were nothing more than a group of slaves trapped and bound by shackles by the villa. They were like pigs being kept in captivity...
   

        To be without freedom, they would rather choose death.
   

        A thick cloud like laden with lead covered the sky of this world of rain. The salty rainwater, piercing the clouds, slapped onto Black Blade's face.
   

        He looked up at the grey-black sky and never felt better. His face was a mixture of emotions. Full of emotions, Black Blade murmured, "Damn it, stupid Black Rain Villa!".
   

        After that, he raised his right hand and flipped his middle finger.
   

        Then he looked guiltily at his hand for a second and turned his gaze around. He breathed a sigh of relief but found out his companions had already begun running away from the villa. Now that the dog leash was removed, who would continue to put their lives on the line for the villa?
   

        The thin figure was running further and further away in the rain and fog.
   

        If one were to overlook from above at the moment, they would find a rather strange phenomenon. Continuous artillery fire was heard around the area of the Baptism Church, with intense battle underway. The men in black and Eerie Night Guests from other directions were all congregating to this area. However, once the Eerie Night Guests got within the range of the artillery fire, they all froze on the spot.
   

        After pausing for a few seconds, they all decisively turned around and ran away.
   

        Some even ran out of their shoes while sprinting in the opposite direction, eliciting excited shouts. They were cheerful as untamed horses...
   

        The numerous disciples of Northern Secret Martial Alliance, on the other hand, were not surprised by this. They watched coldly from the sidelines: eyeing the Markers like idiots while converging towards the Baptism Church.
   

        Even though these Eerie Night Guests were viewed as a disorderly crowd in the eyes of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance, they did not bother with them when battles broke out at critical points. Wasting time dealing with these people would not help. Assisting the assault team to seize the Baptism Church was the key.
   

        ******************
   

        The Baptism Church, it was now tightly surrounded.
   

        Hundreds of the decayed knights clad in solid armour charged on tall war horses. In the sky, huge white gargoyles were diving like eagles, along with various strange powers being unleashed.
   

        They were trapped in the middle, with dozens of people forming a tight circle, trying to minimize contact with enemies.
   

        In their line of sight, they were surrounded by gleaming weapons hacking their way through. Whether it was cross swords, long-handle battle axes, or knight spears.
   

        Anyone who had ever fought against the decayed knights felt that the power of these knights had been enhanced. This was the interior of Black Rain Villa, the knights home field. Being adjacent to an area as central as the Baptism Church, the knights were naturally strong.
   

        Their combat power had increased by at least thirty percent.
   

        The power is strengthening over time.
   

        Even though the False Death Elixir lacks the immortality of the Decayed Knight, they are still troublesome.
   

        Pfft!
   

        The sharp cross sword scraped across Casio's shoulders, leaving a long slender bloodstain. His clothes had been shredded, filled with numerous white and bloody marks. Relying on Hard Qigong, Casio showed strong survival skills, only suffering minor skin traumas in such a complex environment.
   

        Duomeng, on the other hand, was not so lucky.
   

        Three slashes on his back, blood dripping, the flesh muddled. One of his arms could barely muster strength, presumably due to damage to the muscles or meridians. He could only hide behind his uncle Mian, looking far more disheveled than Casio.
   

        Casio couldn't help but marveling; Protective strength was indeed correct. How do you escape the endless dangers without a robust defense?  In fact, the grandeur of the Wind Elephant's combat style and Hard Qigong matched perfectly, facing opposition head-on.
   

        The battles helped Casio gain further insights.
   

        The situation around them wasn't favorable at the moment. With numerous and powerful enemies, even the strong members of the Assault Team Alpha could barely defend themselves and remained unable to reach the church. 
   

        The church was undoubtedly the core of Black Rain Villa. To stop the villa, all Decayed Knights had to be eliminated, and the special buildings of the villa had to be destroyed.
   

        Casio drew a deep breath and continued to wait patiently.
   

        Half a minute later, a sudden disturbance erupted among the Decayed Knights. As if something has distracted their attention, similar to the monsters in a game getting attracted by players from other places.
   

        Had Black Rain Villa still possessed the capability to control the Decayed Knights, it would never have allowed this, preferring to eliminate the besieged Casio and his group first. But now, there were no ifs.
   

        From all directions, elite disciples of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance flocked towards the scene. Initially, there were only small groups of few individuals. Soon, there were dozens and even nearly a hundred! Along with the high-ranked members of other assault teams, they charged into the battlefield, crying out that the special buildings had been destroyed!
   

        The Craniotomy Clinic, Dawn Hospital, Mission Hall, Core Clock Tower, Limb Hall - regardless of the casualties, they had indeed completed their mission!
   

        With the arrival of the main battle detachment and other assault teams,
   

        The original advantage of the Decayed Knights and Stone Statues was lost in numbers. Casio and the others started the onslaught from all sides, decimating the powerful but disoriented Decayed Knights. The sound of iron husks falling off their horses echoed as they hit the ground.
   

        Large quantities of liquid sprayed onto the ground, fragments of damaged cold weapons flew around, and ownerless warhorses turned into Black Rain.
   

        The number of Decayed Knights sharply decreased, relieving the pressure on Assault Team Alpha. At this point, Casio shared a glance with Mian and Duomeng.
   

        They nodded at each other and made a beeline towards the church.
   

        Due to the need for continuous potion suppression to prevent the vitality of the Decayed Knights from waning, the destruction of the Baptism Church had to be done by them. They had brought thrice the amount of explosives to ensure the thorough obliteration of the church.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh…
   

        Dozens of shadows remained. Like spears, they carved open the line of defense of the Decayed Knights, darting around the periphery of the church like nimble swallows. Skillfully placed, the smell of gunpowder from the explosives was overwhelming.
   

        Hiss…
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The explosive sound shook the sky as the fiery ball expanded rapidly, mixed with pieces of rocks, and sent rippling shockwaves surging across.
   

        Traces resembling waves appeared in the rainwater suspended in the air.
   

        In the fiery skyline, a tall silhouette stood staring.
   

        The black edges of his clothes rustling in the roaring wind.
   

        "This high-temperature flame is much more comfortable than the cold Black Rain..."
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        Amid the continuous explosions, the grand and towering Baptism Church began to crumble. With a resounding rumble, whole walls shattered. Scattered stones rocketed up and rolled across the ground, wrapped in flame until extinguished by the black rain.
   

        The massive glow reflected on the decaying knight's armor, casting a large swath of red light and illuminating the surrounding darkness.
   

        The Northern Secret Martial Alliance receded inward, continually slaughtering the decaying knights, with increasing wreckage of poor iron cans on the ground.
   

        Casio dusted off his body, looking at the rampaging flames of the Baptism Church before his eyes, feeling a sense of relief.
   

        The Craniotomy Clinic, Dawn Hospital, Mission Hall, Core Clock Tower, Limb Hall, Baptism Church. At this stage, all special buildings of the Black Rain Villa had been utterly destroyed. The only thing left to achieve his twilight's obsession was to wipe out all the decaying knights.
   

        However, it was clear that all the decaying knights summoned by the villa had been trapped here by the many elites of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance. Without further ado, the situation was obvious: the nearly thousand-strong forces of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance had completely suppressed the decaying knights.
   

        Killing all the knights was just a matter of time.
   

        Realizing this, Casio finally felt a sense of ease as if a massive rock that had been suspended in his heart had finally settled. A strange sense of relief came over him.
   

        To the point where all over his body, there was a tingling sensation of pain that made him feel as though small insects were crawling across his skin—irresistibly making him want to scratch. Under the dangerous combat state, adrenaline levels skyrocketed, and many kinds of pain would be automatically ignored.
   

        Only when one's psychological state recognizes a safe and relaxed environment, the pain that was initially ignored will gradually return.
   

        Deeply breathing in a breath, Casio was about to turn around.
   

        But ahead, members of the assault team sounded a cry of alarm.
   

        "There's something in that sea of fire!"
   

        He abruptly turned back, rushing towards the direction of the member.
   

        Mian, who had initially begun assisting the other troops of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance in besieging the decaying knights, also rushed over.
   

        "What's happening?!" His eyes swept over Casio.
   

        Casio shook his head.
   

        On reaching the youth's side, the two of them peered into the sea of fire from a distance, while questioning the young man about what he saw.
   

        "It looked like pillars, a lot of neatly arranged pillars. They seemed to have sprung up from the ground; they weren't there initially."
   

        The youth answered briskly.
   

        "Pillars?" Casio stepped closer, nearly getting licked by the scarlet tongues of flame. He could vaguely see a gray-black pillar extending like a lotus from the ground with its hands wide open.
   

        "It's the stone pillar that bears the dark source items! What's the next move the Black Rain Villa has up its sleeve?" Casio furrowed his brows; deep within his heart was a feeling of unease as he felt things might take an unexpected turn.
   

        Half a minute later.
   

        Woooosh! Woooosh! Woooosh! Woooosh!
   

        A total of eight artillery shells crossed several kilometers and directly bombarded the Baptism Church enveloped in roaring flames. Another round of explosions followed, and waves of air surged out, causing the surrounding golden red flames to rapidly expand.
   

        Even from far away, Casio could feel the heat.
   

        Beside him, Mian shielded his eyes with his hands. He glanced at the nearly collapsed Baptism Church, then at Casio, and said, "It should be almost done..."
   

        Half a minute later.
   

        Another round of artillery bombardment.
   

        Eight shells smacked into the flames, stirring up large amounts of dust, which was then washed away by the falling black rain.
   

        Feeling the heat on his face, Mian glanced at the expressionless Casio again, "Now it should be done, right?"
   

        Woooosh! Woooosh! Woooosh!
   

        The third round of artillery fire bombed again with explosive power.
   

        With a slam, the last wall of the Baptism Church finally collapsed, and the surrounding raging fire snakes dimmed significantly.
   

        "Hmm, it should be done now..."
   

        Casio touched his chin and nodded.
   

        The expression on his face was thoughtful.
   

        He wiped the rain off his face, then scanned the vast open surroundings. The once dense and powerful decayed knight group was now nothing but a pile of metal scrap on the ground. The broken cold weapons and the unknown black paste stain were all washed away by the falling rain.
   

        In the center of the battlefield, only about ten or so decaying knights with broken limbs resisted on their war-horses.
   

        The offense of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance also eased, guarding against the attacks from the stone gargoyles in the sky while assisting the injured.
   

        Casio pondered for a moment, then turned to Mian and said: "Just to be on the safe side, let's kill these knights first..."
   

        "Personally."
   

        He added.
   

        "..." Mian was somewhat speechless.
   

        After interacting with him for a while, he thought he had understood this young man, but now Mian was puzzled again.
   

        Sometimes Casio was just like any other muscle-bound man, letting his hot blood take over and rushing blindly into everything. Sometimes he was excessively cautious, even though the battle was essentially decided, he still exhibited a steady demeanor.
   

        "Alright." After a pause, Mian nodded.
   

        Instantly, the assault team took personal action. More than a dozen high-level experts surrounded the remaining defeated soldiers in the battlefield—results were indeed an inevitable conclusion. In a short while, the decaying knights had all fallen, leaving an empty sight in the tunnel as far as the eye could see.
   

        All the executioners that the Black Rain Villa had created over the years were gone, and it seemed that all its special buildings had been destroyed...
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        But the change Casio was expecting did not occur.
   

        He cast his eyes towards the ruins of the church, and Mian also gazed in that direction. Casio moved closer to the fire step by step, making a splash as his black boots hit the ground.
   

        The shattered rocks made the streets rough and uneven.
   

        Crack.
   

        His foot stepped on a triangular tile, Casio stopped moving. He did not get close to the church ruins, but kept a distance of at least several meters. Therefore, if any accidents happened suddenly, he could evade danger by reacting quickly.
   

        Phew...
   

        The smell of the flames burning under the special gasoline was unpleasant, and the hot waves mixed with the cold black rain. The sensation on his face was both cold and hot, making one want to blink.
   

        The airflow blew past his ears, and between the howls of the wind, other sounds seemed to be mixed in. It was as if someone of unknown gender was whispering, telling a story.
   

        In a trance, a flash of white light passed before Casio's eyes. The surroundings brightened suddenly, as if he were transported to another world. There was no incessant black rain, no oppressive dark clouds, only a vast expanse of deep purple sky.
   

        The surroundings were filled with buildings topped with pointed and domed structures; they were in a style Casio had never seen before, and carried an air of unusual charm. Some of the buildings were extraordinarily twisted, like moulded putty, their construction spiraling upward. Other buildings looked like chewed-up cookies, with uneven surfaces, resembling a collage of houses.
   

        Casio turned around somewhat dazed.
   

        Before him stood a grey church with a towering spire. Above the church were three slender metal pillars in a triangle. Floating and humming inside the area encircled by these pillars was a chain-like black halo.
   

        The chain's surface seemed to bear a myriad of intricate, mysterious symbols.
   

        Grandiose, majestic, and divine.
   

        With the beautifully coloured stained-glass windows catching people's eyes, a beam of light descended from the sky, covering the entire church within a huge halo.
   

        Ding!
   

        The distant tolling of a bell echoed from nowhere.
   

        In his moment of epiphany, Casio seemed to see the religious mural on the church window come alive. Numerous beams of light descended from the gaps in the clouds, and the visuals of handsome winged human forms flickered in and out of sight. In the centre, a fiery figure was almost too dazzling to look at, but an inner longing compelled one to do so.
   

        Casio's gaze was irresistibly drawn upwards.
   

        Then...
   

        He realised his martial arts status bar in the upper right corner of his vision was gone!
   

        If every person had something most important to them at their core, then naturally, it would be his cheating plugin for Casio.
   

        And now, the plugin was missing!?
   

        What happened?! Who's responsible?!
   

        A surge of uncontrollable rage instantly incinerated the sense of pilgrimage. Casio's red eyes flared open.
   

        Ding! The entire picture shattered like a broken mirror, each fragment reflecting a different scene.
   

        Like waking from a dream, Casio found himself back in the rain-soaked world. Turning his head to look around, he saw he was now inside the Baptism Church. The flames previously engulfing the ruins had been extinguished, replaced by a layer of gray plasma.
   

        The semi-circular grey plasma flowed like a bubble, isolating the interior from the exterior; he couldn't see what was happening outside. Inside the plasma, a faint black smoke floated in the upper half of the space.
   

        Casio could clearly see that in the smoke were more than a dozen figures dressed in black combat suits. At this moment, they all stood still, each one as rigid as a puppet.
   

        All of them were trembling, their faces showing signs of struggle.
   

        Blood flowed from the corners of their mouths, their faces were pale. Large patches of blisters covered their skin, reminiscent of severe sunburn.
   

        Casio immediately looked at himself and also discovered blisters on his skin. What's happening? Radiation! He instinctively scanned his surroundings and found that the church floor had long since been blown apart, revealing the rugged ground underneath. In some places where the soil was exposed, he could see the uneven traces of rocks.
   

        Meteorite?
   

        Casio's eyes widened.
   

        Although surprised, he knew this was not the time to ponder over these things. The ever-increasing sense of weakness and damage from within was telling Casio that he was continuously being hurt.
   

        Be it the toxins in the air, the meteorite underground, or some mysterious force, what he needed most now was to solve his own predicament. Fortunately, Casio had broken free from the illusion.
   

        He could analyze what he should do next.
   

        Undoubtedly, this must have something to do with the surrounding pillars.
   

        The first thing he did was to suppress the physical weakness, turn around, and slam his fist against the surface of the plasma, only causing a ripple.
   

        Can't get out...
   

        Casio turned his head to look at the closest pillar. At the top of the grey-black slender pillar, two hands were holding up something, from which a wisp of mist was rising.
   

        He quickly rushed towards it, surprisingly not faced with any impediment. However, the sense of weakness inside Casio was growing stronger. It seemed the closer he got to the pillar, the stronger the radiation was.
   

        Tap tap tap...
   

        A series of footsteps quickly approached the stone pillar.
   

        A fierce glint flashed in Casio's eyes. He prepared for the worst and landed a punch on the pillar, his fist slicing through the air with a whoosh.
   

        With a smack it landed on the surface of the stone pillar.
   

        The pillar was abruptly fractured, showing spider-web cracks and then exploded, scattering into small pieces across the floor.
   

        "That's all it takes?!"
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        Casio was somewhat incredulous.
   

        But in fact, it was that simple, because the hardest part was the genuine illusion that had just happened. Apparently carrying a compelling mind-bewildering attribute, even a master of the major accomplishment realm like Casio whose martial will was strong was confused.
   

        The means of killing were similar to the penetrating power of radiation. Secret martial artists lost in the illusion would tremble and die after staying in place for a time. Casio had already seen two elite disciples of the Northern Secret Martial Alliance convulsing on the ground.
   

        Their consciousness was in the illusion, but their bodies were continuously damaged by the real-world radiation, and even their secret martial arts couldn't hold up.
   

        This didn't seem like an active attack measure of Baptism Church, but rather a final passive defense measure meant to protect what was beneath the church. As long as one approached within a certain range of the church, they would be affected by the illusion and automatically enter the layer of gray light.
   

        Casio speculated and thought about it while quickly destroying the pillars within the layer of light. There was no special material contained in these stone columns, a forceful strike from him was enough to shatter them. But the trouble was, the radiating energy around the pillars was extremely strong. Casio had only destroyed ten pillars and he was already coughing up blood.
   

        And inside the gray layer of light, there were at least fifty pillars.
   

        He didn't know if he could hold on, but he had to try. Naturally, Casio wasn't doing it to save the Northern Secret Martial Alliance disciples around him lost in the illusion, but for himself.
   

        Almost all elements required to shut down the Black Rain Villa had fulfilled. All the decayed knights were killed and most of the unusual buildings were destroyed, leaving only the foundation of Baptism Church.
   

        This radiation energy was terrifying, Casio's body, that was akin to a fighter's, couldn't even withstand it. He could even feel that, even if he could survive, it would leave unimaginable sequela.
   

        But, this was the Era of Retrospection!
   

        As long as the original host's obsession was fulfilled, as long as he was still breathing, Casio could instantly return to the real world, leave the original host's body, and regain control of his own healthy physique.
   

        So, he was not afraid.
   

        Even his purpose and fighting spirit were exceedingly intense.
   

        By the twentieth, Casio was already spewing blood in large amounts from his mouth, with every breath it felt as if his lungs were being scorched by fire.
   

        By the thirtieth, his entire skin was densely covered with blisters, his entire body was marked with traces as if burnt.
   

        By the fortieth, his muscles and bones felt like thorny vines growing with spikes, piercing through his meridians, marrow, and nerves.
   

        By the fiftieth, Casio was already staggering like an old man, not a single patch of skin on his body was intact, his face was soaked in fresh blood as if he'd been splashed with sulfuric acid. Most of the strength fled from his body, he could only use his fists to hammer at the last pillar, not stopping even as his flesh split open and his bones were laid bare.
   

        Despite being in a dismal state, Casio's eyes were as bright as ever. Those with a goal and those without, they are completely different when on the brink of death, he only had one left!
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang bang bang bang...
   

        Crack!
   

        The stone column finally cracked.
   

        Crash! The stone fragments from the top flew apart.
   

        Hum...
   

        Almost at the same time, the gray layer covering the church area dispersed. The entire Black Rain Villa began to quiver, a dense gray-black steam was constantly seeping out from the surface of the building.
   

        With the surge of steam, the walls of the villa, houses, and floor all began to fade like illusions. The rain got even smaller.
   

        In Baptism Church, Casio, almost rendered unrecognizable, lay on the ground, his chest not moving at all. All those who had been isolated by the gray layer immediately gathered around: Mian, Duomeng, Hadi, Auro...
   

        They looked at Casio, inexplicably solemn. They looked like companions of the deceased during a burial ceremony at the cemetery.
   

        "Has the rain stopped?"
   

        Suddenly, Casio, who was like a corpse, abruptly asked.
   

        The crowd was startled, Duomeng quickly lifted his head and then stretched out his hand, seriously said, "The rain has already stopped…"
   

        "So, the rain has stopped." Casio's lips moved faintly.
   

        "It was nice meeting you all, but I think I should go now."
   

        "Goodbye."
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        The sky was black, the color of rain.
   

        Cold, painful, fearful.
   

        Casio's mind was now like a puddle of mush, stirred up by a stick from nowhere. He could no longer see the changes in his surroundings, his tears and blood mixed together, as if a piece of glass full of bloody veins.
   

        The sound of the wind and rain were isolated behind this pane of glass.
   

        In the space unseen by Casio, time was retreating from all directions like tide. Everything around him was frozen in that moment, the solemn expression on Ian's old face, the sea-like mist in the high sky, and the splattering water sprouting from the cracks in the ground.
   

        And as a backdrop, the smoky large ruins.
   

        From a distance, it looked like a most lifelike exquisite painting. People of that era doing something.
   

        But in the next second, all the colors and contours began to blur and deform. As if a heavy rain was washing down, destroying the content on the canvas clean. In the end, only a blob of combined colors remained, dappled into the paper.
   

        In a daze, Casio sank into the deep sea.
   

        "Oh, we a bunch of poor bastards..."
   

        "Perhaps, dressed in rags, looking laughable..."
   

        "But we walk side by side, humming a tune."
   

        "Shoulder to shoulder!"
   

        "What will happen tomorrow? Truly, completely unknown…"
   

        "Perhaps there are many troubles, perhaps there is a great deal of sadness..."
   

        The distant jazz music with a light rhythm floated in mid-air, as if even breathing had slowed down. A black vinyl record with a texture of shellac was quietly spinning on the rectangular counter. The twelve-inch black record had stereo sound.
   

        It can perfectly express the music melody.
   

        It was as if sitting by a burning fireplace, accompanied by the crackling sounds of firewood, with flecks of night snow fluttering outside the window. And you are lying on a comfortable sofa, watching the images rolling in the black and white TV while your fingertips disseminate hazy threads of smoke.
   

        In your arms also lies a soft, white cat.
   

        It's very quiet, very easy, too easy.
   

        "Hoo!"
   

        Casio, lying in the recliner, suddenly opens his eyes.
   

        Suddenly, the brilliant and warm noontime sun nearly blinded him on the spot. Casio quickly closed his eyes, like a sun-hating vampire, covering his face with both hands.
   

        Almost half a day later he regained his senses, stood up dazedly.
   

        The sky of Black Rain Villa was too gloomy, the Black Rain of the rainy world had never stopped since it appeared. Suddenly back to the real world, Casio felt very uncomfortable.
   

        He placed his hands on the railing of the balcony, looking up at the distant sky, looking around. The pure blue sky was mixed with white clouds, like tufts of soft cotton candy. The wall around the residence was white, the leaves of more than ten ornamental trees were green and shiny.
   

        A breeze blew in, bringing a warm feeling.
   

        Casio, a little awkwardly, tugged at the corners of his mouth, wanting to release stress with a smile, but he couldn't laugh at all.
   

        Perhaps staying in the dark environment of Black Rain Villa for too long, soaked by the rain, the whole person has also become gloomy.
   

        Wanting to regain his past cheerful and talkative self, it would probably take quite some time to slowly adapt. After all, this time in the Era of Retrospection, he had stayed for many years.
   

        For the real world, it's just a blink of an eye, but for Casio, this time really happened to him, and a few more markings were added to the rings of his life.
   

        These markings are not age, not years.
   

        But experiences.
   

        When a person has completely gone through an experience, he will become different from before. Changes have already happened during the process.
   

        "Crack crack crack..."
   

        Suddenly a series of clicking noises within the body brought Casio back to his senses. A torrent of hot flow wrapped around every corner of his body from all directions. That feeling was as if the whole person was immersed in spring water. Warm spring water slightly brushed over his muscles and skeleton. It didn't bring any pain, just waves of comfort.
   

        Casio blinked. He realized that the effects of the Retrospective Ability were coming. His physique in the real world was about to be enhanced.
   

        The body was slightly sweating, slowly soaking the clothes on the body surface wet. A wisp of faint white steam traveled through the gaps in the sleeves.
   

        After the steam dissipated, Casio didn't swell up like he did the previous times. On the contrary, he became a bit smaller, although the skeleton has remained the same, his hearty muscles had shrunk. At this moment, Casio's figure tends to be streamlined, his arms and thighs are still robust and strong.
   

        Pinching his fist slightly, the familiar feeling arose spontaneously. The third blood acceleration, the physical body of a grandmaster pugilist. Between the eyebrows, the belly button, the heart, three nodes were in blood circulation.
   

        Every moment, the body seemed to have a faint strengthening.
   

        Casio became thinner, but stronger!
   

        He weighed even more than before, and the density of his muscles and bones had automatically completed the compression. Each inch of muscle and meridian formed by Casio will be stronger than his previous self.
   

        Thinking of this, he subconsciously glanced at the upper right corner.
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 76.6% (3 parts total)"
   

        "Soul Secret Art: Insect bite 78.3% (3 parts total)"
   

        If Casio hadn't remembered wrong, when he left the Era of Retrospection, the level of Soul Secret Art was the second part of the Insect Bite at 72.8%. Now, it has increased by about 5.5% in one go.
   

        The later stages of secret martial art cultivation are more difficult. Every one percent in the later stages may be equivalent to ten percent of the progress in the early stages.
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        But, even so.
   

        The advance of 5.5% in the Insect Bite Chapter is still far from comparable to the acceleration from zero to the second blood acceleration. The problem is already quite clear. Casio uses the Secret Soul power of the Black Rain Villa to accelerate his cultivation, which can be brought back to the real world! But the effect will be greatly reduced, and only a fraction of the original increase can be generated.
   

        Casio sighed slightly, it's not as easy as he imagined, after all, the power of Retrospection couldn't give him the opportunity to exploit loopholes and crazily level up. Otherwise, he could keep going back to the era of the Black Rain Villa and use this mechanism to crazily stack his physique. Each retrospection is an overlay, and he should be able to withstand missiles in no time.
   

        Of course, it's a bit regrettable. But this situation is already good, it's just not the best result but an average one. There's just a bit disappointed he didn't meet his expectations.
   

        Casio instantly adjusted his mentality and glanced at the upper right corner again. The biggest gain from this retrospection is not the improvement of his body, but all kinds of strong skills.
   

        And...
   

        With a swoosh, Casio pulled off his clothes, revealing a well-defined upper body. On the surface of the gray-white chest like a stone, the symbol of Ouroboros is vivid.
   

        Wisdom Rune.
   

        Successfully brought back to the real world!
   

        Effect one: Increase the limit of martial arts skills.
   

        Effect two: An explosion of inspiration, breaking the bottleneck.
   

        Effect three: Can integrate the martial arts skills with a high degree of fit.
   

        ∞: □□□□□□□□□□□
   

        The long and thin progress bar is as empty as ever.
   

        Under the rule constraints of the Wisdom Rune, in ancient myths, everything remains unchanged in cycles, with one cycle per year.
   

        That is, the Wisdom Rune can produce a drop of Spirit Blood once a year, which greatly assists Casio's practice in Secret Martial Arts or skills.
   

        When he first understood the Wisdom Rune, Casio had a few questions. Which has a higher priority, Retrospective Ability or the Wisdom Rune? Are the Era of Retrospection and the real world in the same world?
   

        Now, Casio can give himself the answers.
   

        The Era of Retrospection and the Real World are not the same world.
   

        Retrospective Ability has the higher priority!
   

        So...
   

        The Wisdom Rune has been refreshed!
   

        It's reasonable and convincing.
   

        Casio is proud of the fact that he can exploit bugs, and the Retrospective Ability is also his, so it's not too much to say his advantages through exploiting bugs are all his own doing. That's a fact that's right in front of his eyes.
   

        It's indisputable.
   

        The greatest gain from this retrospection, without a doubt, is the Wisdom Rune. It can be called Casio's second external aid.
   

        It even surpasses the Demon Shadow!
   

        Demon Shadow: Tired... let's annihilate...
   

        Seeing that after returning to the real world, the Wisdom Rune's cooldown was refreshed and validated his idea, Casio revealed a smile.
   

        He continued to view the status bar of his Secret Martial Arts with satisfaction.
   

        Stone Armor Skill: Minor accomplishment of Rock Armor (three levels total)
   

        Lion's Roar Breathing Method: Not mastered (one level total)
   

        Mind's Eye Secret Technique: Not mastered (three levels total)
   

        Midek Balance Breaker: Minor accomplishment (one layer)
   

        Sufeng Airflow: Second layer 90.2% (two layers total)
   

        The above are related to the Secret Martial Arts, and have a very close relationship with Casio's combat power. In addition, there are some other additions.
   

        Three types of cold weapon skills.
   

        Canon Slashing Sword: Second level Major Accomplisment (three levels total)
   

        Midek Cross Sword: Second level Minor accomplishment (three levels total)
   

        Yark Bloody Battle Axe: Second level Beginer (three levels total)
   

        Solo defeating three decayed knight executioners didn't have a major impact on Casio's combat strength. At most, it was like a person who'd been riding a bicycle suddenly learned to skateboard; they'd acquired an additional skill.
   

        However, unlike the Heart-eye Secret Technique or Stone Armor Skill that enhanced the performance of the bicycle, making one's main profession stronger, this was different.
   

        Yet, these three cold weapon skills were not useless.
   

        For example, the Middak balance disruption technique was extracted from Middak's cross sword; the stone from another mountain could polish the jade.
   

        The more you accumulate, the better it is.
   

        As long as priorities were distinguished, having many skills didn't matter.
   

        Among the skills useful to Casio, the Lion's Roar Breathing Method and the Heart-eye Secret Technique had just been obtained, he hadn't even had time to begin cultivating them.
   

        The Middak balance disruption technique was still being practiced in order to proficiently use it. He was waiting for the Heart-eye Secret Technique to reach a certain stage so that the two could be combined and upgraded.
   

        The Stone Armor Skill was originally only two-layer. After using the wisdom rune, it broke through the bottleneck and reached three layers. Afterwards, with the help of experts in the Northern Mystery Martial World, Casio stepped into the third layer.
   

        His surface defense strengthened to another level and performed impressively in the subsequent intense fighting at the Black Rain Villa. Except for being affected by the meteorite radiation in the end, Casio was only slightly injured during the continuous combat before.
   

        The usefulness of this Hard Qigong was obvious to all.
   

        In addition, there was the Azure Wind Current. It had broken through ninety percent of the second layer. This was the result of Casio's daily efforts over the years. Because this skill couldn't be improved by the power of Secret Soul, he didn't want to use the power of Secret Soul to improve it.
   

        Fortunately, Casio thought that the help to complete the Azure Wind Current's third to fifth layer for Lixia might be distant, but now the wisdom rune was delivering vital aid in a desperate situation.
   

        It might not necessarily be upgraded right now, but there would definitely be an opportunity later. This was much better than when he had originally lost all hope.
   

        Furthermore, in the Era of Retrospection, Casio had been able to furiously manipulate the Azure Wind Current to perform the Rasengan. His manipulation was quite good with a success rate of about seventy to eighty percent out of ten attempts. This indicated that his control had risen to another level and the strength had significantly improved.
   

        In summary, Casio's strength made several minor leaps.
   

        His combat strength cannot be defined, but his defensive power was certainly the first rank below the fighter level. He was rather resistant, so even endurance under sustained heavy machine gun fire wouldn't be a problem.
   

        A rare cold wind blew in from the east, making Casio's slightly loose pants flutter. He immediately returned to the living room from the half-moon-shaped white balcony and took a quick bath.
   

        His still somewhat dazed spirit gradually awoke.
   

        He changed into a set of tighter casual clothes. Casio was sitting in the living room, listening to music and daydreaming for a while. After a while, he stood up; the spinning record stopped, and silence returned around him.
   

        He took a sip of black tea to soothe his mind.
   

        Honestly, after spending several years in the Era of Retrospection, he even forgot about some things in the real world. Now, he needed to recall a few things and sort out his subsequent thoughts.
   

        For this, Casio had prepared a pen and paper.
   

        After some thought, he began to write on the paper.
   

        Firstly, a few days ago in the real world, he had joined the Black Spade A Organization and became the fourth person in the assassination department known as "J". Moreover, during the welcoming ceremony, the assassination department proposed to retaliate against the Sand Dust Organization and destroy their antique transport route. The location of the antique transit warehouse was unknown, and it was in the northern part of Black Sand City. Once the detailed intelligence was revealed, the assassination department would send Violet to notify him to take action.
   

        Secondly, during these days, he had contact with the Shadowless Organization and Shadow Demon. The real world's day before yesterday, he sold a claw-level Shadow Demon to the Shadowless Organization. Oh yes, he seemed to still have a Red Eye Level Shadow Demon locked up in the basement.
   

        The subsequent possible actions of the Shadow Demon and the exact intentions of the Shadowless Organization were unknown.
   

        Thirdly, during his previous return, he had plundered a batch of antique relics from the Sand Dust Organization, four of which seemed to belong to an obsession category and came from the same place. Further exploration was needed on this matter.
   

        Fourthly, if he remembered correctly, he had just saved Max not long ago. Jason, Max's father, controlled the Kanon Corporation, a powerful company focused on liquor.
   

        Jason's young son, Finn, could be counted as his disciple.
   

        Lastly, and also the most important point:
   

        The current time was two o'clock in the afternoon on July 11th, the 156th year of the Hong Li Federation Calendar. The last retrospective time was on July 3rd. That meant that there were about fifty days remaining until the next demon shadow manifestation.
   

        Safety…
   

        Casio was afraid of miscalculating time and forgetting the manifestation of the demon shadow, resulting in a life-or-death battle with equally distributed chances.
   

        It wasn't worth it.
   

        The Shadow Demon would merely lose a small life, but Casio would lose the honor of having a 100% bug success rate!
   

        Pondering this, he subconsciously pinched his nose bridge.
   

        Suddenly, a streak of black on his arm caught Casio's attention.
   

        "Huh?"
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        Lowering his arm, he subconsciously glanced at the back of his hand.
   

        The surface of the skin was blank, not a mark from the Black Rain Villa. On his forearm, a thin black line wriggled under the skin like an earthworm, swaying back and forth with the movements of the arm.
   

        Casio felt slightly uncomfortable in his heart, and immediately pressed down on his right forearm with his left hand. He figured it out after a careful examination.
   

        The black line turned out to be his own blood vessel!
   

        Not any black pattern on the skin surface, nor any kind of parasite, but his own real blood vessel.
   

        How did it turn black?
   

        Casio could not figure it out, he never experienced this kind of change before entering the Era of Retrospection, the blood vessels turning black happened only after he returned to the real world. Therefore, this change must have come from within the Era of Retrospection. Casio sat on the sofa thinking over and over, only radiation seemed possible to him.
   

        In the final battle at the Black Rain Villa, the black meteorite beneath the Baptism Church seemed to contain a terrifying radiation energy. This energy is invisible and intangible, and humans can hardly defend against it. Even the strong secret martial artists would be eroded by this type of radiation energy, causing some unknown and terrifying changes.
   

        So, was he affected by the radiation energy?!
   

        Was the horrifying radiation effect from before going to carry over into reality? Casio came up with a terrifying thought.
   

        He couldn't help but shudder, despite his high tolerance to pain after years of practicing the secret techniques of Wind Elephant. Casio did not want to experience the feeling of radiation entering the body again, as it was too painful.
   

        "No, the retrospective ability can't possibly carry over the harmful effects from the Era of Retrospection to the real world!" Casio suddenly realized, "That means, this is not a bad result…"
   

        "But..."
   

        He looked down at his wrist. A black artery was aligned parallel to the other arteries, still playing the role of conveying blood.
   

        "A good result."
   

        Casio blinked his eyes, believing this was the only possibility.
   

        He had faith in the power of his retrospective ability.
   

        Immediately, Casio, who had noticed the changes in his arm, started testing. His right hand continuously exerted force, carrying out all sorts of movements. Sensing the strength, speed, and flexibility of the arm.
   

        About five minutes later, Casio came up with a conclusion.
   

        The strength of his right arm had increased slightly, not very noticeable. But what was clear was that the blood flow in the right arm was a bit longer than before. Secret martial art masters at the martial artist realm were able to sense the changes in the flow of blood in their bodies during meditation.
   

        Casio could feel the difference between his left and right hands as a result.
   

        Especially that black artery, which seemed to be twice as effective as the other arteries. Its expansion diameter, toughness, and elasticity were all markedly different from normal blood vessels and arteries.
   

        Simply put, his right hand was now stronger and had better control than before, capable of making more intricate moves.
   

        It was clearly a good change.
   

        Casio had a guess about it.
   

        Like all radiation, the energy radiation from the meteorite in the Black Rain Villa is bound to cause residual effects on the human body, such as mutations or the like. And mutations can be bad or good.
   

        In most cases, they are all bad mutations.
   

        But in rare cases, there might be one or two good mutations among a group of bad ones. These beneficial mutations are insignificant because they are nothing compared to the disadvantages.
   

        But, Casio happens to have an ability called the retrospective ability.
   

        The core function of this golden finger is to retain the benefits that Casio gained from training in the Era of Retrospection while discarding the disadvantages.
   

        So...
   

        All the negative mutation results brought by the radiation energy were filtered out, leaving only one insignificant beneficial mutation. If it is so, Casio could say that he has turned calamity into a blessing, and could not help but let his thoughts wander again.
   

        What would happen if he continues to destroy the Black Rain Villa in each Era of Retrospection, and being radiated by the meteorite energy over and over again?
   

        All the body parts are replaced by beneficial mutations.
   

        Mutated human? Radiation human?
   

        Honestly speaking, this kind of speculation is quite interesting, but Casio does not plan to put it to test personally. The first reason is that it's too painful, he wouldn't be able to endure another round. The second reason is related to secret martial arts, which is a practice that strengthens the body, enhancing one's own martial arts. The training process is universal, meaning that anyone can cultivate.
   

        Healthy humans, with the talent for cultivation, would fulfill two conditions.
   

        But if a person's body structure mutated, will there be differences in cultivating secret martial arts? It is worth noting that practicing martial arts can be very dangerous, even the slightest deviation could lead to danger.
   

        Casio does not take a very optimistic view of the change in his arm's arteries.
   

        However, after exercising all his secret martial techniques for half an hour, he did not find any impact.
   

        This gave him a sigh of relief.
   

        If the only benefit was that his right fist was a little stronger, and his path of secret martial arts would be cut off because of this, Casio could absolutely not accept this. One look would tell what is more important and what is not.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        Putting aside the changes in his body, he continued writing in his diary.
   

        This page wrote of the subsequent cultivation plans.
   

        ①Advance the realm of Hard Qigong. Key point: Practicing the Stone Armor Skill in the morning and at dusk, using blunt weapons to hit all over the body.
   

        ② Familiarize with the first layer of Heart-eye Secret Technique (Foreboding). Key point: The use of props to block the five senses alternately, to train each sensory organ.
   

        ③ Begin learning the Lion's Roar Breathing Method. Key point: None, just need to practice the rhythm of breathing and blood frequency. The only quick way to progress is to frequently experience severe injuries or near-death experiences, practice makes perfect.
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        ④ Applied Midak Balance Destruction Technique in boxing, elbow moves, and foot techniques. Casio had already consulted with those old fellows from the Northern Secret Martial Alliance and had some ideas on this.
   

        ⑤ Exercise Elephant Soul Secret Technique daily with potions and ointments, keep practicing Wind Elephant Fist Style, and realistically strengthen my own foundation.
   

        All the key points are here, it depends on how further practice goes.
   

        But before all of this, Casio felt he needed to go to East Sea County, Anta City, to check out the situation there.
   

        In the real world, has the Black Rain Villa revived again?
   

        Casio felt it necessary to confirm, better to be prepared.
   

        On the sofa filled with shell curves and white cloud scrolls.
   

        He checked the time, it was now three in the afternoon.
   

        There's still time.
   

        Even if there are no tickets left, Casio could obtain a train ticket through Kanon Corporation or the Black Spade "A" organization.
   

        There's no difficulty in this.
   

        Moreover, the trains of this era are not as backward as fifty years ago. As part of the Eastern Six Counties, travelling between North Flow County and East Sea County would be quite fast. Casio estimated that he could be back within a few days.
   

        He is very decisive and curious. Once he senses confusion or danger, he will take action to resolve it immediately.
   

        Better safe than sorry, or you could say he has a touch of persecution paranoia.
   

        Of course, sometimes there's not enough information, and Casio can't do much. The current villa thoroughly has its sources. 
   

        He can observe the situation indirectly.
   

        By half-past three in the afternoon, Casio had already arranged for someone from the Black Spade "A" organization to book his train ticket. Having an organization behind him sometimes has its benefits, at least he doesn't need to trouble himself with minor affairs. He feels that joining Black Spade "A" is okay for now.
   

        At four in the afternoon, in the basement of the new residence.
   

        The strong red-eyed man looked terrified and was constantly retreating. Another tall man walked over emotionlessly, and suddenly, a chilling scream echoed in the room.
   

        Throughout the Era of Retrospection, Casio tried to collect information related to the Shadow Demon, but all attempts ended in failure. 
   

        Whether it was capturing a demon for interrogation, or asking other evil guests of Black Rain Villa for specific information. It's quite apparent that darkness creatures have differences. Some are open, some are quite secretive. Some are weak, but some are extremely powerful. 
   

        Even the forces active on the surface might just be the tip of the iceberg, and a bigger secret lies beneath the deep sea. 
   

        The typical example of this is the Blood Clan.
   

        Who would have thought that a bunch of antiques was sleeping in the Oyon Ruins of the Alfama Mountain Range, showing overpowering prowess when they appeared.
   

        At least on the level of a fighter.
   

        The Shadow Demon, Dead Blood (short for Death Blood), that Casio has a deep connection with is quite mysterious. The force beneath its fog is definitely not simple, and decidedly not like the darkness creatures that seem like mascots. Its information is essential.
   

        A few minutes later, Casio walked out of the basement a bit disappointed. This red-eye-level demon still didn't reveal any useful information.
   

        In the basement, the demon was still in shock, its blood-red eyes somewhat dim. Its wounded body was slowly recovering, but the shadow cast on its mind could not be erased in such a short period. This man's methods are ruthless, and, although it could just be an illusion, his aura today seemed even more terrifying....
   

        At four thirty in the afternoon, Casio was simply packing his luggage in his bedroom and putting it into the suitcase. The trip to Anta City was not far, only a few days back and forth.
   

        There's no need to bring too many things, like moving house.
   

        Coming down from the second floor, he glanced at the basement. The restraints on the red-eyed demon inside were already reinforced with five or six specially made iron chains, basically preventing any possibility of escape. 
   

        Besides, Casio doesn't know if demons need to eat. He put some food near where the demon is bound that can be gnawed on directly, ensuring that if it needs to eat, it won't starve. 
   

        With food and drink sorted, as for defecation… 
   

        Better handle all that when he comes back. 
   

        Hopefully, it won't smell too strong by then.
   

        Casio feels, he truly deeply loves demons.
   

        He is humane indeed, quite empathetic.
   

        At five in the afternoon, Casio walked out of the front door, a black car was parked by the side of the road. A familiar yet foreign beautiful face appeared behind the car window, her long eyes carried a seductive mole.
   

        Violet, the only one working under Casio.
   

        She works as a liaison between Casio and the White bird. 
   

        "Boss, is there something dirty on my face?" Violet touched her smooth white face, asked with some confusion.
   

        Casio snapped out of his daze, he was just unconsciously recalling who the person in front of him was, he might have stared a bit too long, it's not very polite of him. So, he began to explain. 
   

        "There is indeed something dirty, your eye boogers are not wiped clean." 
   

        "Ah?!" 
   

        Violet immediately wiped her eyes. The love for beauty is universal and it's even stronger for such a pretty girl like her. 
   

        It's really embarrassing to have eye boogers in public, especially in front of her new stern boss. 
   

        She carefully examined herself in the rearview mirror. 
   

        Violet blinked her large, bright eyes, and found no inappropriate traces. After checking again for a while, she realized. 
   

        Could Lord Fengxiang be referring to the teardrop mark at the corner of her eye? 
   

        That's not an eye booger! 
   

        Wait! Violet thought of a serious issue. 
   

        Could it be that he thought she didn't clean her eye boogers the first time she saw Lord Fengxiang?! That's too unrighteous. The thought of her boss always looking at her like this made Violet want to vomit blood. The teardrop mark is clearly the best beauty enhancer. 
   

        How could... 
   

        "Let's go, I don't have a lot of time." 
   

        In the back seat, Casio, with his arms folded across his chest, reminded her. 
   

        "Oh, okay." 
   

        Violet immediately started the car. Just as she was about to step on the accelerator, she couldn't help herself but to turn her head and explain to Casio. 
   

        "BOSS, that's not an eye booger, it's a teardrop mark." 
   

        One second passed, two seconds, three seconds, no one responded. 
   

        "It really is a teardrop mark…" 
   

        "BOSS?" 
   

        Violet turned her head fully around, only to find that Casio, who was just talking, had closed his eyes and his chest was rising and falling evenly. 
   

        "Did he fall asleep?" She widened her beautiful eyes, feeling a sense of frustration worse than drinking frog urine. 
   

        Violet, filled with anger, didn't dare to wake Casio up. She could only overtake other cars on the road to vent her emotions. 
   

        A journey that would normally take forty minutes took just under twenty. 
   

        Truth be told, Casio wasn't pretending to be asleep, he was just really tired. Returning from the Era of Retrospection to the real world can cleanse the body, but it can't cleanse the mind. His energy was greatly depleted from the battle between the Northern Secret Martial Alliance and Black Rain Villa. 
   

        The pain from the final radiation exposure nearly exhausted Casio completely. As soon as he got in the car he fell asleep and, in a blink of an eye, found himself at the train station. 
   

        Under Violet's resentful gaze, Casio entered the platform. The train arrived, and he picked up his suitcase and stepped into the carriage. 
   

        ********************* 
   

        Two days later, near the city at the border of East Sea County, Anta City. 
   

        Here, among the Anta Mountain range, many people have been visiting in recent years. Some tour groups even specifically come to the Anta Mountain range to hunt wild boars, which is considered a rural recreational activity. 
   

        On an open space between White Flower Town and Anta Forest. 
   

        A tour group was following the guide along a wide mountain road towards the forest. There was a resort cabin where everyone could enjoy lunch. Then, after a short rest, they would visit the spectacular Moca Lunsa waterfall nearby in the afternoon. 
   

        The tour group consisted mostly of families, with many children, who were chattering away excitedly. One little girl holding a pinwheel suddenly pointed to the side of the road in the distance. 
   

        "Mommy, there's a very tall uncle standing over there..." 
   

        The little girl's mother looked over, there was nothing at the crossroads of the small town. Sunlight shone on the tender green grass, leaving an empty field. 
   

        "Little girl, don't make things up. Lying will get you a spanking." 
   

        "But Annie isn't lying…" The little girl looked innocent. 
   

        "Are you trying to scare your mom? No sweets for you today!" 
   

        "Ah! No, no, Annie didn't see anything." 
   

        Nearly a hundred meters away, at a rural crossroad. 
   

        A tall, dark figure stood by the road, he gently reached out his hand to part the grass and reveal the broken bronze pillar underneath...
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        It's broken...
   

        Moreover, the pillar was severely corroded, full of rust.
   

        Casio took a deep look, reached out and picked up the bronze pillar. The patterns that once existed on it were blurred from exposure to the elements, and where it broke was uneven. With a slight effort, the forearm-length bronze pillar broke into two parts with a crack.
   

        "The power of Black Rain Villa that was originally contained in the bronze pillar has vanished…" Casio casually tossed the two bronze pillars to the ground.
   

        Pity, this is the real world. He does not possess the Carriage Bell like in the twilight, allowing him to summon the black carriage.
   

        If he had the chance to ring the bell now, he could directly observe whether the Black Rain Villa is dormant or in a state of resurgence.
   

        Next, Casio discovered some broken bronze pillars in several places near Baihua Town where the enemies were frequented. Some were deeply buried in the ground, some shattered into many fragments, and others were completely lost.
   

        Perhaps they were taken away by villagers for use as tools.
   

        Without the protection of the power of the Black Rain Villa, the bronze pillars were nothing more than ordinary metal pillars. They couldn't possess superpowers that would automatically shield ordinary human senses as they did in the twilight era.
   

        After wandering around, Casio returned to the vicinity of Baihua Town.
   

        He glanced at the well-paved road to the mountains and took out a pair of large sunglasses from his pocket. Half a minute later, a traveler appeared, wearing a white T-shirt and blue casual long pants.
   

        Taking strides, Casio headed towards the interior of the Anta Mountains.
   

        There weren't many people along the way and the mountain road was very straight. He ran swiftly with hardly any pause.
   

        Fifty years ago, the Anta Mountains were primarily in their original forested state, only penetrated by some hunters. In today's changed times, due to the demand for timber, Anta City has a large number of lumberjacks. Because of the development of the tourism industry, hunting activities are often held near the Anta Mountains. Some high-income white-collar workers in the city would relieve stress by hunting wild boars under the lead of hunters.
   

        Decades of changes have transformed the Anta Mountains. At least a large part of the outer area now shows traces of human activity and has fewer beasts.
   

        Hence, in recent years, some tourism companies have built leisure villas near the Moca Lunsa Waterfall in the Anta Mountain Range. They provide tourism services, summer heat evasion services, and sightseeing services.
   

        The endpoint of this mountain road leading directly from Baihua City is Blue Star Villa, where Casio is standing in front of the intersection now.
   

        At the entrance is a toll booth, which charges a fee if one wants to drive in, but people can pass directly.
   

        Casio glanced behind him where many major and minor roads converged. One side is the gate of Blue Star Villa. The small road he walked on seemed to be prepared specifically for tourists who enjoy walking and sightseeing. In contrast, there were well-paved concrete roads that vehicles could drive directly on.
   

        Next to him, a black goldfish-mouth sedan slowly drove up. The car window rolled down, revealing a lady with a quite elegant temperament. Her wine-red wavy hairstyle covered part of her profound features, and her purple eyeshadow and lustrous red lips complemented each other perfectly.
   

        The delicate white earlobe had a golden crescent moon shaped metal pendant swaying slightly, even reflecting some light.
   

        "Hello, madam. Are you planning to rest at the villa for a while or just stop by? If it's just a short stop, I suggest parking outside the villa. The shade of the trees will make it cooler and easier when you drive away," a staff member dressed in an orange uniform and an orange hat said, gesturing with his hands.
   

        "I plan to stay at Blue Star Villa for a day," the woman responded as she removed her sunglasses and gave a slight smile. Her voice was very pleasant. Even the middle-aged staff member showed some shyness on his face, his eyes reflecting a look of uncontrollable admiration.
   

        Everyone has a love for beauty.
   

        While the two were conversing, Casio quietly withdrew his gaze and walked straight towards the entrance of the Blue Star Villa.
   

        Half a minute later, at the entrance.
   

        The black sedan stopped near the entrance, behind the window of the security room, a young registrar was asking the lady for her details.
   

        "Name."
   

        "Heisha Hiral."
   

        "Can I see your driving license, please?"
   

        "Of course."
   

        After a few seconds, the black sedan drove right in.
   

        Blue Star Villa was rather sizable, with a pure white enclosure wall separating the interior and exterior. Inside there were villas, recreational areas, swimming pools, and supermarkets. There was also a cafe and a souvenir shop.
   

        Clearly, Anta City was currently in the tourism peak season. At least two-thirds of the parking spots inside the resort were filled with many visitors coming in large families.
   

        At noon, Casio sampled some of the signature dishes of Anta City in the restaurant within the villa. Well, quite unpalatable...
   

        It could hardly be called a signature.
   

        He had stayed in Anta City fifty years ago and has never come across this bizarre way of stuffing fish heads into a pizza. Seven or eight white fish heads were crammed onto the soft surface of the pizza, their eerie eyes wide open as if looking up at the stars.
   

        This strange food was likely imported from a foreign country.
   

        Sitting by the window in the restaurant, Casio took a sip of juice. He glanced over at the beautiful lady with wine red hair who was also sitting a few tables away. His gaze was straightforward, not hiding anything. After all, he was just one of the many men in the vicinity who were also covertly observing. His gaze was nothing more than ordinary.
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        At the side of the pale yellow square table, a lady named Heisha dines with grace, cutting a piece of pizza with a silver-forked knife. Every now and then, she takes a slight sip from the orange juice in her glass cup.
   

        Perhaps it's because she's been beautiful since she was a child; she's long immunized herself against the gazes of the opposite sex around her. Ignoring their existence, she casually adheres to the etiquette of the dining table. 
   

        Casio stood a few meters away, frowning.
   

        There was... nothing on the back of his hand.
   

        But that faint cold aura was so familiar.
   

        After lunch, Casio walked out of the restaurant. Just a few steps down the road, he saw a crowd of people watching by the parasol next to the supermarket. The center of the crowd was a man in a tailored suit, tight trousers, and a black top hat, even in the hot weather.
   

        He held a black and white striped wooden cane.
   

        This was a magician, performing magic for the surrounding audience. He took out a deck of poker cards from his hand, took out one of them, gave it a light flick. The poker card actually rotated at a high speed and remained suspended in mid-air, spinning around an axis.
   

        There were exclamations from the crowd.
   

        Some couldn't resist going forward, waving their hands above and below the poker card, suspecting that there was a transparent line strung through it.
   

        The magician simply smiled at everything in front of him, even took a step back to avoid blocking the audience's view.
   

        After the crowd had seen enough, he swiftly retrieved the poker card with a raise of his hand. The next second, he threw the whole deck of cards into the air, and then extended his right hand. All the cards flew back as if attracted by a magnet and, in the order of their suits and ranks, neatly fanned out from left to right.
   

        This smooth operation garnered another round of cheering.
   

        Casio took a long, hard look at the young magician, then continued on his way. Along the way, a group of teenagers dressed as students brushed past him, laughing and joking.
   

        His steps halted, and Casio paused to look back.
   

        A youth with his hands in his pockets walked coldly at the end. His eyes were a rare emerald green.
   

        "Interesting… truly interesting…" 
   

        Casio chuckled slightly, then continued to walk.
   

        Time flew by, and it was now nightfall.
   

        Inside the villa complex, a dark shadow stands on the balcony of the third floor of a yellow-white apartment that is nearly one hundred meters away from the villa. As quiet as a stiff human sculpture, he silently observed the scene below.
   

        Dozens of meters away, the dim yellow light of the streetlights cast long shadows of the trees lining the road. In the shadows of the trees on the side of the road, three people stood there, seem to be discussing something.
   

        Among the three, two were men and one was a woman. The woman was dressed in a white floral dress, with a slim and attractive figure. The two men also had sturdy figures, one with emerald eyes and the other with fiery red hair.
   

        "Ro, if Uncle Soro knew we came to play in the Anta Mountains, we would be done for. Are you sure he's really gone out for three days?" The redhead boy said.
   

        "Of course, and not only is he out, but Uncle Soro has that sort of stuff to attend to, he definitely won't be back soon." 
   

        The boy with green eyes responded coldly.
   

        "Well, That's good." The redhead nodded in relief.
   

        The snow-white skinned girl by the side interjected, "During the daytime, I could feel a lot of people like us in this villa... No, I should say, new humans who transcend humans..." 
   

        Two minutes later, after their chat ended, the trio followed the road and walked in a certain direction. From the shadow of a nearby building, a tall man with an expressionless face slowly walked out.
   

        "New humans?"
   

        ************************
   

        Clouds obstructed the sky, with only a faint moonlight seeping through. The mountain wind blew, and the entire forest of trees rustled.
   

        Near Blue Star Villa, not far from a large waterfall stairs, a dark figure walked along the road into the dense forest. He was dressed in a full black suit, still wearing the top hat. It is the magician from daytime.
   

        Nearly a hundred meters away, three small figures hid behind a large stone on the side of the road. Every now and then they would peek out, and once they found the other party unaware, they quickly followed from afar.
   

        "This way."
   

        "Be careful, don't let him discover us."
   

        "Damn, if I knew I wouldn't have worn a skirt."
   

        The three figures, dressed as students, trailed slowly behind.
   

        Gradually, one ahead of the other, they walked at least five or six kilometers into the forest. The humidity in the air increased, and the tree crowns of the plants grew denser. Occasionally, they could hear the distant sound of gushing water - the sound of a waterfall crashing down.
   

        The magician suddenly halted, turning around, he yelled, "Come out! Stop hiding. You've been following me all the way from the villa!"
   

        Discovered!
   

        Each of their hearts skipped a beat. As they hesitated whether to emerge, a figure in a tight-fitting outfit suddenly sprang out from the nearby woods. It was a woman.
   

        In the moonlight, the woman had a curvaceous figure and long, wine-red hair pulled into a ponytail behind her. It was the elegant and beautiful Heisha, now exuding an aura of fierceness.
   

        Gone was the demeanor of a noble lady.
   

        "You shouldn't have exposed me, darling~ I was just curious where you were going in the middle of the night," The woman's voice was husky and languid.
   

        Just like a Persian cat stretching after getting up.
   

        Indeed, her eyes were cat-like, with pupils similar to those of felines. They were fascinating, yet dangerous.
   

        "Hehe, do you think I'm going to believe that? Isn't every New Human who comes to the Anta Mountains here for the pure dark magic water? Looking for a fight? Pity, you've picked the wrong opponent..."
   

        The Magician squinted his eyes, a dangerous aura leaked from his eyebrows. His right hand moved with an afterimage, somehow pulling out a deck of poker cards. With a whoosh!
   

        A Black Spade "A" was launched into the air, spinning at high speed.
   

        It didn't seem very fast when it was released but as it continued to fly in the air, it sped up, turning into a blurry afterimage.
   

        "Meow~"
   

        A lazy, charming meow echoed under the moonlight.
   

        Heisha swiftly dodged the attack, the poker card zoomed past her and struck the ground. With a muffled thud, it embedded deep, revealing it was made of metal, not paper!
   

        Sharp-edged, great for cutting!
   

        If that heavy blow had cut across an ordinary human's neck, the head would likely have been severed straight off.
   

        "Telekinesis, you belong to the Mentalist Association~"
   

        Heisha was now leaning against a tree trunk in an incredibly flexible posture, her stunning figure even more pronounced. At this moment, she no longer resembled a human, but a half-human half-cat being. Razor-sharp cat claws dug into the tree trunk for support, her ears pointy and her thin, white teeth pressing against her flaming red lips.
   

        "Beastman Transformation?"
   

        The magician raised his eyebrow. However, his hands didn't stop moving, he spread his palm and bespoke metal poker cards flew out one after another, like a celestial maiden scattering flowers.
   

        The metal cards spun at a high speed, drawing dangerous arcs in the air, reflecting the white moonlight. A whistling sound echoed.
   

        Half-human half-cat Heisha's senses were astonishing, and her movements were incredibly agile. She dodged the intensive attacks while rapidly maneuvering through the forest, constantly getting closer to the magician.
   

        Missed metal cards struck the ground, piercing into tree trunks, embedding into stones. "Clang clang clang!" A bunch of sparks exploded on the side of a stone, cutting off several fragments.
   

        "Damn!"
   

        The red-haired boy hiding behind a stone quickly pulled his head back in, a strand of red hair severed by a metal card fell to the ground.
   

        "They're pretty fierce, that's as powerful as a handgun, isn't it?"
   

        The red-haired boy exclaimed in a low voice.
   

        The girl in a dress next to him had a stunned expression on her face. This level of power was definitely of a New Human at the second, maybe even the third phase. A battle between experts indeed.
   

        The green-eyed youth lightly touched a faint scratch on his arm, his already cold face turned even gloomier.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The sharp silver poker card spun rapidly in the air, bisecting a falling leaf in mid-air. From the shadows of the forest, two blurred fingers reached out. Clang! The poker card was caught directly between them, perfectly still.
   

        Casio pulled back his hand and casually squeezed. The metal card creaked and was squished like putty into a ball the size of a fingertip. The small, silver metal ball dropped to the ground.
   

        "This power... so wasteful."
   

        "I thought it was some mysteriously powerful new mutant that had appeared. Turns out it's just a bunch of Eerie Night Guests... looks like it's a watered-down version... Cat People,"
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        Swoosh!
   

        A lithe black figure, continually evading the metallic poker cards, swiftly approaches the Magician like an agile mountain cat.
   

        At this moment, Heisha's body shape has significantly diverged from that of a normal adult woman, especially her limbs. Her shoes had been discarded at some unknown point, unveiling the furry, plump soles of her feet below. Each toe has a soft pad underneath it.
   

        Sharp claws emerge from her fur, gripping the ground.
   

        Providing Heisha with a tremendous burst of speed and grip.
   

        The Magician only perceives a flash of burgundy, and Heisha's figure appears beside him, her hand viciously clawing towards his neck.
   

        "Hmph!"
   

        The Magician huffs coldly; the surrounding air produces a distinct distortion, much like the effect of high-temperature air currents being scorched by a flame.
   

        In an instant, a small, semi-transparent region shields the Magician's entire upper body. Heisha's palm fiercely strikes the empty air.
   

        Bam!
   

        A wave rolls through the air, stirring up the surrounding dust.
   

        Meanwhile, the Magician seizes this opportunity to retreat, once again increasing the distance between himself and Catwoman Heisha. Now, all the poker cards in his hands have been exhausted. Both of his hands are empty.
   

        "Meow~"
   

        In the street, Heisha, repelled by the transparent shield, executes several consecutive backward somersaults. As gracefully and nimbly as ever, she again disappears into the dense forest.
   

        "Hehe... You indeed have considerable strength, probably at the level of a C-grade Psychic. However, you are a C- and you are still inferior to me…"
   

        The Magician lightly adjusts his hat, appearing composed and self-assured. Suddenly, his hands move and with a rustling sound, he tears open the jacket of his suit, revealing a pure white lining inside. Clearly, this suit lining has undergone special modifications, housing almost a dozen neatly arranged pouches.
   

        And inside these pouches, it seems to be loaded with some quite heavy things.
   

        The Magician is a Psychic, possessing a mental ability to move and manipulate objects. At this stage, this ability cannot act on his own or others' bodies, but can manipulate some small hidden weapons.
   

        After substantial training, Psychics can make these metallic hidden weapons fly freely. They can even multitask, simultaneously manipulating two to three weapons with precision, attacking their enemy from various directions.
   

        Perhaps the lethality is not as strong as firearms, but they are sufficiently agile, suitable for various scenarios. Especially when dealing with opponents who are also New Humans, hidden weapons are more practical than bullets.
   

        "Secret Technique: Butterfly Wings!"
   

        The Magician's hands blur in rapid motion, his fingers clicking and clacking as if performing some strange seal. The next moment, his hands form the seal, his index and thumb raised.
   

        Just like a butterfly flapping its wings.
   

        Ding, ding, ding! Ding, ding, ding! Ding, ding, ding!
   

        A crisp metallic collision sound emits from the pockets of the inner lining.
   

        Swoosh...swoosh swoosh...
   

        A large number of metallic hidden weapons fly out from the pockets, drawing arcs in mid-air under the unseen and intangible traction of the telekinetic force. There are needles, crosses, small iron balls, steel discs...
   

        All of a sudden, these objects jet out like the scattering of flowers by heavenly maidens. Several hundred hidden weapons violently storm into the dense forest, their overwhelming scale akin to a swarm of bees.
   

        For a moment, groans emanate from the obscure forest. Apparently, Catwoman Heisha is injured under the concentrated attack. But the sound soon disappears, and Heisha seems to vanish into thin air instantly.
   

        On the edge of the forest road, the Magician glances around the darkness warily. He motions with his hand, and the remaining hidden weapons return to him like homing birds, shaking as they hover in mid-air.
   

        The moonlight falls on the dense, towering tree layers, only the mottled, trembling minuscule white dots remain when it reaches the ground. A cold wind blows over the hillside, making the leaves rustle, significantly hampering one's judgment.
   

        On the other side of the road, behind the shrubs in the forest.
   

        The three individuals who have changed their hiding places all feel a dryness in their throats. They have never seen such a thrilling and spectacular fight. The fluid and vicious movements of the catwoman and the magician during their battle are just like those in the movies. There's absolutely no holding back.
   

        They are also New Humans, possessing abilities different from those of ordinary people. However, all three of them have only just awakened. Even the green-eyed young man, who is the strongest of them, can only bully ordinary people with his Pupil Technique. They have never seen a scenario involving a struggle for life and death.
   

        Especially the Magician, with a wave of his clothes, hidden weapons continuously assault everything around. Battle traces are all over the ground, stones, tree trunks, not extensive damage, but deadly.
   

        "Is this the life that Uncle Soro led before..."
   

        The green-eyed young man sighs heavily.
   

        "That must be really dangerous… yet also thrilling!"
   

        Elsewhere, the Magician continues his stand-off with Catwoman. His gaze is alert, his muscles taut. As soon as there is any unusual rustling around him, the Magician will instantly lash out.
   

        "Not here...""There's nothing here...""Not here..."
   

        He slowly walks across the area covered by the hidden weapons.
   

        "Drip."
   

        "Hmm?"
   

        The Magician touches his face in confusion and abruptly raises his head.
   

        Only to see a figure swiftly swooping down. The beautiful face of the half-human half-cat grows larger, her eyes revealing a predatory bloodlust.
   

        "Swoosh!"
   

        Catwoman Heisha's figure flashes past the Magician's side, the sharp blade formed by her clasped fingers has already swept across the throat in an instant.
   

        The two of them freeze on opposite sides of the forest clearing.
   

        There's not a trace of joy on Heisha's face. She lowers her head to look at her fingernails. On the edges are traces of worn black marks.
   

        Behind her, it is unmistakably the voice of the Magician.
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        "Hehe....the neck is a crucial area that requires maximum defense. An ambush? Impossible."
   

        Heisha abruptly turned around, in surprise to see the magician's lapel was now higher. A sheet of steel painted black was encasing his whole neck, five slender scratches were visible over it.
   

        The magician snapped his fingers, and promptly the steel collar descended through the control of telekinesis, the steel plate on his throat opened at the junction.
   

        This is a telekinetic's understanding of their abilities. Some naive fools do not carry any tools and enter into dangerous situations. Others are deceitful and even carry loads of poisonous smoke. The magician is relatively normal; he manipulates lots of hidden weapons and defends his vital areas with steel plates.
   

        This suit isn't just an ordinary suit: numerous steel plates are hidden all over it. With the assistance of telekinesis, they can quickly move to cover any section.
   

        If one's reaction speed and eye strength are adequate, it can even stop a bullet!
   

        "What a formidable person...."
   

        Casio, from the shadows, thoughtfully stroked his chin in admiration.
   

        Through observing their battles, he began to understand. These two new humans are either descendants of the Eerie Night Guest or are the Eerie Night Guest themselves. Through some strange and peculiar method, after the disappearance of the Black Rain Villa, they maintained their abilities. They had developed and studied their unique supernatural paths, forming the basics of a concrete system.
   

        For example, the magician's refined control over telekinesis.
   

        For example, Catwoman's Meow Fist which blended wildness and skill.
   

        Although it's still crude compared to Secret Martial Arts, it has already shown signs of forming an independent system. This did indeed broaden his horizons.
   

        After some consideration, Casio, standing tall, felt that he had seen enough and thought he ought to attempt capturing them to question.
   

        Just at this moment, two figures suddenly flew backward through the trees, landing heavily on the ground, tumbling and picking themselves up.
   

        It was the magician and Catwoman!
   

        At this moment, they both looked like they were on high alert.
   

        The magician coughed a few times, wiping the blood from the corner of his mouth.
   

        "Steam Demon Puppet!"
   

        In the dark woods, a pair of red eyes floated in the air. Its possessor pushed through the undergrowth, revealing itself under the moonlight.
   

        It was a puppet seemingly built from a mix of rock and steel, the white color of the rock mixed with the black of the steel. The puppet's head was a cylindrical steel helmet, much like a medieval knight's helmet.
   

        In the center of the helmet, two holes emitted a red light.
   

        In addition, as the name suggests, the Steam Demon Puppet constantly emanated grey-black steam from its body, giving off a cold aura.
   

        "Aren't the Anta Mountains a Level One safe zone? How can a Steam Demon Puppet appear here?! Was it attracted by our battle earlier?! Dammit!" Catwoman Heisha glanced at the sky to observe her surroundings; she found that she could no longer see the sky, only fog that resembled a cloud layer.
   

        It was a low pressure, deep-black atmosphere, like it was about to rain.
   

        "I do not know if you have heard a rumor...."
   

        As the magician reached into his pocket to grab a hidden weapon, he explained, "Indeed, the Anta Mountains are currently classified as a Level One safety zone. But decades ago, it used to be a Level Five danger zone! Only later was it gradually downgraded..."
   

        "If the rumors are true, there's nothing surprising about a Steam Demon Puppet occurring in Anta mountains, which usually only appear in Level Two areas."
   

        He pulled out a metal bead, breathing heavily and wiping sweat off his forehead as he spoke. The designations of Levels One through Five were developed by these New Humans over half a century. The earth had regions suitable for normal human survival and additionally, certain other strange regions.
   

        These areas would be associated with various dangers.
   

        Level One: Safe.
   

        Level Two: Dangerous.
   

        Level Three: Trembling.
   

        Level Four: Terror.
   

        Level Five: Hell.
   

        In Level One, the Safe Zone, there's basically no difference from the normal environment and dangers rarely occur. While in Level Two, bizarre scenes start to appear- anomalies defying the laws of physics, roving Steam Demon Puppets, and so on.....
   

        Of course, fortune comes with calamity.
   

        Wherever there are dangers there are also benefits.
   

        The major reason the organized New Humans classified these special regions was not the dangers alone, but also the distinctive treasures and resources found within. One of the most famous treasures was the Pure Black Devil Water- a spring water that surged from cracks in the earth. The Pure Black Devil Water changes location, drying up overnight. Once dry, it would appear somewhere else entirely.
   

        And this spring water is quite useful for New Humans.
   

        Taking it regularly in diluted form will enhance one's abilities.
   

        It enables to increase at a speed several times faster than before.
   

        Pure Black Magic Water exists in different zones from level one to five.
   

        The higher the hazard level of the area, the higher the quality of the Pure Black Magic Water. It's said that the Pure Black Magic Water in level five zones has an exaggerated effect that can cause a complete transformation within a day. A newcomer who has just awakened can become a new human powerhouse.
   

        Before the magician appeared the Steam Demon Puppet.
   

        This thing, like the guards of a special zone, wanders around constantly. Its strength is formidable, using an unknown combat technique. It's enveloped by a corrosive chilly black fog, being keen on tracking and killing humans at night.
   

        It's a killing machine driven by instinct.
   

        The magician glanced at the catwoman Heisha beside him: "If it's just one person, it's impossible to escape the relentless hunt of the Steam Demon Puppet. But there are two of us. As long as we collaborate properly, escaping the pursuit range of the Steam Demon Puppet is not a big deal..."
   

        "Huh?!"
   

        Next to him, Heisha shot out like an arrow. She sprinted at high speed, flying out more than ten meters in an instant.
   

        Sometimes, in the face of danger, you don't need to run very fast, just a little bit faster than others.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        The magician also sprinted away cursing under his breath.
   

        The soles of his shoes have a layer of iron, which is the best material for telekinesis. The magician can control the iron plate to elevate, thereby reducing his own weight and making his figure more agile.
   

        However, his speed clearly could not match that of the Catwoman.
   

        The two, one in front and the other behind, dashed quickly against the mountain path.
   

        Behind them, the red eyes of the Steam Demon Puppet rotated as if locking onto the target. Its whole body was emitting steam as it charged wildly.
   

        As it passed a stone, the Steam Demon Puppet suddenly turned its head, its eyes flashing red. Behind the stone, the hearts of three teenage boys and girls thumped wildly, their palms sweaty. The girl in the dress was even pale with fear, her lips pursed and tugging at the hem of her dress.
   

        Luckily, the Steam Demon Puppet didn't even pause, as if the three targets were not as valuable as the two targets before.
   

        It kept charging wildly, steam trailing behind it.
   

        Suddenly, it stopped as it passed by a big tree.
   

        The Steam Demon Puppet stepped heavily on the ground, creating a deep pit. It turned its head to stare at the tree trunk in front of it, the red light from its head acting like a searchlight.
   

        It faintly illuminated the forest in front of it.
   

        It paused like this for a few seconds.
   

        The three people behind the stone also looked over.
   

        "Thump!"
   

        A hand with wide joints pressed against the tree bark, a man with a cold demeanor and expressionless face walked out from behind the tree.
   

        "Why do you want to seek death? Isn't it good to be alive?"
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A blurry black shadow flashed like lightning in the air.
   

        Casio pulled back his hands nonchalantly, rotating the bronze ring on his finger to shed the stone powder stuck between the crevices.
   

        Just a meter ahead.
   

        The Steam Demon Puppet stood there, stunned and frozen.
   

        Then,
   

        Boom!
   

        The body made of metal and rock exploded on the spot.
   

        From a collapsed chest to shattered limbs, it only took less than half a second for the Steam Demon Puppet to blast into a cloud of shattered stones in the air.
   

        Casio waved his hand, fanning away the dust in front of him.
   

        He glanced sideways at the stone behind him where three stupefied kids stood. Turning to the opposite direction, Casio looked into the distance at the two figures and murmured to himself, "What the hell are they running for? What's so scary about this heap of junk?"
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        Casio, having lived through the era fifty years ago, was the most authoritative to comment. Though both the magician and the catwoman embodied superior skill and finesse in leveraging their powers, it was clear that their energy levels had diminished significantly. They were essentially compensating power with skill.
   

        An action born of helplessness.
   

        Having lived through the Hong Li Federation eras of seventy and fifty years ago, and comparing to the Hong Li Federation now, Casio could distinctly sense a withering wave of supernatural power. Nearly a human inevitability as a result of technological advancements, or perhaps something of a deeper cause.
   

        Brushing the dust from his clothes, he watched as two figures almost disappeared at the end of the road, and he began to follow.
   

        Half a minute later.
   

        Three figures cautiously emerged from behind the stones.
   

        "Yana, Soro, let's go back to the villa... Uncle Soro was right, the Anta Mountains are too dangerous." Under the pale moonlight, the red-haired teenager, Ali, showed a look of shock on his face.
   

        "Phew... luckily that monster called Puppet didn't notice us, otherwise it would have been over." The young girl in a white dress patted her chest, her fledgling figure shifting slightly.
   

        "You're wrong."
   

        Suddenly, the green-eyed teenager spoke in a somber tone, "The Puppet has already spotted us, it was just detracted by the more valuable prey. Moreover, it seriously miscalculated the power of that prey. The original hunter has now become the hunted..."
   

        Soro showed keen observation, at least minutely more careful than his two partners. Rubbing his throbbing temple, his jade green eyes stared at the pit not far away.
   

        That was the mark left by the Steam Demon Puppet's explosion from Casio's attack.
   

        About half a human size in diameter and pitch black. Surrounding the hole were fragments of stone and reflective chunks of silvery metal under the moonlight.
   

        "We need to leave! Staying here may be dangerous!"
   

        Soro recalled his gaze and motioned to his companions, Ali and Yana. Retracing their steps, they headed back to Blue Star Villa.
   

        Meanwhile, on the other side.
   

        Inside the dense forest of the Anta Mountains, the land was full of ditches and covered in fallen leaves. The fragmented white moonlight sprinkled on the ground through the gaps of the trees, creating a cool and quiet atmosphere.
   

        Tap tap tap… tap tap tap…
   

        A series of rushing footsteps echoed through the forest.
   

        An agile silhouette was darting between the dense trees, using her claws to counteract inertia, and ran straight ahead at an ever-increasing speed.
   

        Behind her, another figure was coming to her fast.
   

        The gentleman magician was no longer a gentleman at this point. His clothes were full of scratches, his top hat was gone, dropped somewhere unknown.
   

        Whoosh~
   

        A wind-like cold air brushed over the ground.
   

        In the hazy black fog, a figure emerged. Composed of metal and stone, it was still a Puppet!
   

        Its red eyes were fixed on the nearby magician, bearing a cold will to kill that was distinct from its wild nature.
   

        "Another one! How can there be so many Puppets? Starting from the first one I encountered, I've already met four!" The magician groaned. With his power, he could barely cope with a single Steam Demon Puppet, let alone four. Moreover, his condition was not good, his covert weapons had been over-consumed in the fight against the catwoman, and his combat ability had declined.
   

        So, in this situation.
   

        There was only one way.
   

        That was: Run!
   

        Theoretically, both the magician and the catwoman should not be able to outrun a Steam Demon Puppet, and could only face it head-on. Hence, the magician had earlier proposed to team up with the catwoman.
   

        But the catwoman, Heisha, chose another method. She definitely ran faster than the magician, and the Steam Demon Puppet would definitely catch up with the magician first. If so, even if she couldn't take on the Steam Demon Puppet, the magician would surely be in dire straits.
   

        Even severe injury or death was possible. 
   

        Heisha was a woman who held grudges.
   

        However, from the very beginning until now, the magician had not been overtaken. When he turned his head to observe, his sight was blocked by the grey fog. All he could do was to be grateful that he ran fast enough that even the Steam Demon Puppet couldn't catch up!
   

        Boom!
   

        A fist, as hard as a hammer, smashed forward viciously. A robust Steam Demon Puppet exploded on the spot. It cracked from the chest, scattering rocks that struck trees and the ground.
   

        The stone fragments struck with the power of bullets, deeply embedding into the tree bark, revealing the yellowish-white wood underneath.
   

        Casio glanced at the surrounding dust fog, and a white stream of air immediately surged in his right hand. The air at the center of his palm spun rapidly, gathering like a miniature tornado.
   

        He closed his palm, and a gust of air instantly dispersed with a snap.
   

        The black and grey fog obstructing the view was promptly blown away.
   

        He looked ahead and was startled to see the hasty figure of the magician and a Steam Demon Puppet charging towards him.
   

        "Why do these nuisances keep popping up... they're randomly spawning around here? And the Puppets seem to be getting stronger gradually?"
   

        Casio dusted the chalk off his hands. He had already slaughtered five Steam Demon Puppets, and their numbers were increasing. The attacking mechanism of these Puppets seems to be programmed to target the strongest life essence within range, so Casio was now like a big light bulb.
   

        Constantly attracting flutters of moths and mosquitoes from the woods. 
   

        Then they got burnt and scorched to death.
   

        On the contrary, the fleeing catwoman and the magician up ahead did not face much threat. They basically had brief exchanges with the Steam Demon Puppets before escaping. The repelled Steam Demon Puppets would soon notice Casio chasing after and generously offer themselves to death.
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        Through this process, Casio grew increasingly impressed with the beleaguered magician. The magician was quite a talent, regularly breaking out of tricky situations in unexpected ways. For example, when they encountered the third Steam Demon Puppet, the magician pretended to flee but secretly set up fine metal wires which were difficult to detect at night.
   

        The metal wires were controlled by telekinesis and were deeply embedded in two tree trunks. The unsuspecting Steam Demon Puppet charged directly into it, resulting in a sparkly flash and the puppet's metal helmet-like head directly dropping off. It essentially decapitated itself using its own force. However, there was a slight disappointment.
   

        The Steam Demon Puppet had a strong regenerative ability.
   

        Although it wasn't as extreme as immortality, it did require the destruction of most of its body or dismemberment to fully take it down.
   

        Hence, the Steam Demon Puppet survived.
   

        It was then blasted by Casio, who arrived just in time.
   

        Under the moonlight, Casio strode forward. Several meters diagonally across, a Steam Demon Puppet staggered towards him.
   

        "Why does this puppet have such a strange running posture?"
   

        Casio immediately moved backward with caution. He then utilized the surrounding trees as obstacles to maneuver and pull the Steam Demon Puppet. This tactic was based on the advantage that Casio was much faster. It wasn't something a normal person should try.
   

        After a few seconds, he drew a conclusion.
   

        It was the doing of that magician again. He had manipulated the metal wire using telekinesis to approach the Steam Demon Puppet. He then tied a knot around the puppet's ankle, turning it into something like a shackled chain.
   

        By doing so, he restricted the pace of the Steam Demon Puppet. It couldn't take large strides and therefore, couldn't catch up with the magician. Unlike normal humans, the puppet lacked self-awareness.
   

        It didn't realize the abnormality with its feet and try to free itself.
   

        Next, either the metal wire would shatter under repeated force, or the Puppet's ankles would break.
   

        Either way, it gave the magician a temporary relief.
   

        A few meters away from Casio, the Steam Demon Puppet progressed awkwardly, its ankles entwined by a shiny silver thread.
   

        "Interesting."
   

        Before his words settled down, an afterimage flashed before the puppet.
   

        A hand, strong as iron, lifted the rocky puppet effortlessly into mid-air.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        His arm, like a spear, pierced through the air, it smashed through the puppet's chest amid a howling noise, creating a vortex of stone powder and cold, dark steam.
   

        Casio shook his arms and the puppet split open.
   

        His right hand retracted like lightning, revealing a specialty steel wire as fine as a strand of hair, giving off a sharp and icy sensation.
   

        In the moonlight, Casio rolled the wire in his hand and simply broke it by pulling with both hands. The wire snapped and curled up.
   

        The magician was an interesting character, or it could be said that he thought more out of the box than the usual transcendent beings, rather brilliant.
   

        In the time of the Bronze Ring's retrospection, Casio had seen the power of the masses. Together, they could mercilessly shut down the Black Rain Villa. If it were only Casio left during the final battle, he definitely wouldn't be able to complete the obsession of twilight.
   

        The feeling of having unanimous support was exhilarating.
   

        Back in the real world, Casio happened to be the fourth in command in the Black Spade "A" Organization's Assassination Department. In theory, he should have his assassination team, many underlings. If he really decides to form a team, the Black Spade "A" Organization would gladly fund it.
   

        As for personnel, they would mostly be transferred assassins.
   

        Casio didn't think highly of them, although he could cultivate a foundation over time, he needed one or two capable individuals to begin with.
   

        The magician, a psychic, was quite powerful. His combat style was sly, and his techniques were innovative. Plus, he was quite cautious and adaptable. Perhaps he could be a good asset.
   

        In high spirits, Casio followed once more in big strides.
   

        Five minutes later, in a clearing within the forest.
   

        "Pant...pant...pant..."
   

        The magician was panting heavily, his chest heaving. The lining of his suit was completely soaked in sweat.
   

        After all, his physical quality wasn't like Catwoman's. Being a psychic, his strength came from his telekinetic power rather than physical quality. Naturally, during a high-intensity running escape, his energy drained rapidly.
   

        "Huff..." He gasped heavily.
   

        Looking back, he saw a mass of fog closing in rapidly.
   

        "Goddamn! The puppet is still after me!"
   

        The magician turned around and violently swung his right hand, causing two steel balls to instantly fly out, whirring away as they accelerated thanks to his telekinesis.
   

        He didn't bother to look back at the result, his face turning even more pale as he continued to run. The magician's telekinetic energy was almost depleted.
   

        The grey-black fog lingered in place, only a few seconds later...
   

        A tall silhouette emerged from inside. He held in his left hand a helmet that had been twisted out of shape, while in his right hand, he held the two steel balls. Watching the exhausted figure of the magician, Casio quietly murmured, "Still too weak, is this his limit…"
   

        Throughout the chase, Casio had been doggedly hanging back, neither revealing himself nor giving up. Every so often, as the magician seemed unable to go on, he would approach, drawing the attention of the steam demon puppet, keeping the magician on edge.
   

        Casio wanted to see what kind of character the magician would display under sustained life-and-death pressure, this was the trial Casio had set for him.
   

        If the magician passed the trial, he could become part of Casio's team.
   

        Magician: Thanks for thinking so highly of me, torturing me in this way, and please also extend my thanks to your eighteen generations of ancestors.
   

        ************************
   

        At the same time, somewhere else, close to the Blue Star Villa.
   

        Yana, Ali, and Lo, having finally made it back to the concrete road, were all drenched in sweat and their cheeks were flushed with heat.
   

        The fear had made them run back home as quickly as they could because they were just kids and it was normal to be afraid.
   

        Even adults would most likely have reacted in the same way.
   

        "Phew...finally made it back. I'm dead beat," Yana said, rubbing her slender and fair legs, her long hair stuck to her cheeks.
   

        "Huh? Why is it getting foggy?"
   

        Red-haired Ali looked around and saw grey fog moving in from both sides of the road, spreading in all directions like flowing sea water under the moonlight, creating an obscure scenery.
   

        Blue-eyed Lo also looked up towards the distance. The Blue Star Villa was there, where the entire villa was now shrouded in fog. It was as if it was an enormous entity lying in the clouds, and it looked strange and unfamiliar.
   

        Dense fog layered upon layer, inside the unseen Blue Star Villa.
   

        The grey fog billowed, touching the buildings and the ground as though it whispered while moving along the soft veil.
   

        The villa was very quiet, there was no noise.
   

        In each of the residential rooms, at each of the staff's posts, they were all silently sleeping. Some were laying on their beds, others were slumped next to the toilet, and others were leaning on the floor.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        A pair of black boots broke the silence.
   

        In the fog, a group of people dressed in black entered the villa. They all wore a silver watch with a skull shape on their right hand.
   

        On the surface of their shoulders, there was the logo of a white clock.
   

        At the forefront of the group, a man wearing three silver rings on his hand stopped and looked up. His skin was pale, his hawk-like nose was noticeable, his brown hair was curly, and his eyes were indifferent. He has an aura of grimness that was quite oppressive.
   

        He then lowered his head slowly.
   

        Below him was a man in a security guard's uniform.
   

        "These pig-headed fools are sleeping.... heh heh...." 
   

        The man sneered coldly, then stomped his foot down. A dull thud echoed as dust flew up, causing a tingling sensation on the foot soles of the men behind him.
   

        "How many people are in the Blue Star Villa in total?" He asked.
   

        "Reporting to the captain, there are 219 people."
   

        Someone replied.
   

        "Should be enough, right? If not, we can capture more from down the hill, after all they are all ordinary fools. They are just right to be used as cannon fodder."
   

        A cruel smile spread across the curly-haired man's face.
   

        Immediately, the group continued their march towards the centre of the villa, leaving behind a headless corpse back where they started and a line of blood stains that slowly spread out as if it were the trail left by a devil.
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        Ding!
   

        A metallic pillar about as thick as a finger was firmly pounded into the ground by a tremendous force, sinking about a third of the way in, while the remaining two thirds were just about waist-high to an adult.
   

        The metallic pillar was perfectly black, with extremely fine grooves inscribed into its surface like thorns scaling a pillar.
   

        On the road, black-clad individuals planted these pillars into the ground every few yards. And it wasn't simply done randomly, but in a pattern with a clear rationale. From a top-view, one could see an incomplete black pattern gradually taking shape, like some sort of ceremony rail.
   

        In particular, two muscular individuals clad in black are transporting a peculiar gadget, taking step after burdensome step towards the plaza at the heart of the mansion. After reaching their destination, the gadget was gently settled down.
   

        This machine was a metallic pillar with a diameter about half the size of an average individual, with countless complex patterns covering its surface. Its structure was similar to a pile driver, encased in a framework with a drill pillar capable of moving up and down in the center. The drill bit possessed a transparent color similar to a gem, looking extremely hard and solid.
   

        "Two hundred and nineteen individuals, a third of which are adult males," said the curly-haired man, who had just finished glancing at the guest registration records of the mansion. With a light rub of his fingers, the entire notebook miraculously turned into white dust.
   

        Swish! The dust was scattered by the wind across the ground.
   

        "Number Five, is the magic water ceremony ready yet? Number Two wants you to hurry up," a voice called out from the nearby shadows.
   

        Immediately after, a tall and thin silhouette emerged from the fog. A man around thirty years old with a neat mustache, high nose-bridge, and hazel eyes. Sporting shoulder-length hair tied into a small braid at the back, he gave off the impression of an artistic painter from his art studio.
   

        "I've said it before, don't call me Old Five, call me Number Five, or call me Shockwave. Would you like it if others called you Old Four?" the curly-haired man retorted coolly, his expression revealing his disapproval.
   

        "Also, don't rush me. The position of each blood sacrifice pillar in the magic water ceremony must be extremely precise. The slightest miscalculation could lead to disaster. If any one pillar is misplaced, the ceremony won't proceed, and unknown dangers might emerge."
   

        "Alright, alright, be careful. There absolutely cannot be any problems with the ceremony. This time, we want the fourth level crystallized black magic water. Hopefully, our first attempt will be successful." The mustachioed man shrugged his shoulders, his eyes filled with anticipation.
   

        They are members of an organization called the White Skull Organization.
   

        They represent the radicals among the New Humans, believing that humans are merely degenerate and outdated beings, no better than swine. They disregard life and often treat human lives as expendable.
   

        They had previously carried out several terror attacks across the Hong Li Federation.
   

        The main objective of these attacks was related to the current magic water ceremony.
   

        Decades ago, several special areas displaying supernatural phenomena appeared across the globe. Within these areas, black magic water could be found.
   

        Normally, to obtain black magic water, one would have to enter these special areas and explore, hoping to stumble upon it by chance. Success mostly depended on luck, with experience playing a minor role.
   

        The White Skull Organization differs in their approach. They mastered a nefarious, secret method which used numerous blood sacrifice pillars to form a large-scale ritual. The lives of all humans within the scope of the ritual would be extinguished. The vitality of these lives would then be harvested and collected by the ceremonial rails.
   

        This would repeatedly attract the black magic water present in the special region, forming a fountain of extremely high concentration.
   

        "If there are no accidents, the probability of success is quite high,"
   

        The curly-haired man glanced at the plaza where several muscular men were working to position the largest of the metallic pillars, constantly adjusting its position to ensure no errors occur during the actual ceremony.
   

        "No accidents... heh heh... there will definitely be accidents."
   

        Number Four massaged his chin, squinting his eyes.
   

        "Are you referring to those annoying flies? Heh heh... They've been doggedly pursuing us ever since we killed a bunch of swine. They claim to be New Humans, yet they're willing to mix with ordinary humans. It just proves that they're all base and despicable." Number Five realized what the 'accident' could be.
   

        Number Four slowly shook his head, "The Silver Organization has some experts, like Silver Spear Soro. Number Six's death three months ago is somehow connected to him, or he might even be the one responsible for killing him."
   

        "Didn't they say he was ambushed? If it was truly Soro leading the assault, then he is at least an A-grade New Human. If he fought one-on-one, his ranking could possibly be an A+!"
   

        Number Five, the curly-haired man, furrowed his brows. The White Skull Organization had a total of ten team leaders, each designated a number from one to ten.
   

        The weakest of them was Number Ten, a B+ in the New Human classification. However, Number Ten had a special supportive ability and thus retained his position as team leader despite being the weakest.
   

        The remaining nine team leaders were all 'A' grade New Humans, ranging from A-, 'A', to A+. Number Six, although he had already reached the 'A' grade and had formidable combat capabilities, still met his untimely end during a solo mission three months ago.
   

        This time, for the mission at Anta Mountains, the White Skull Organization had deployed three team leaders. Namely Number Five, Number Four, and Number Two, all of whom were higher-ranking team leaders adept at combat. This underlines how serious the White Skull Organization is regarding this mission.
   

        The deployment of the three combat-focused team leaders also had something to do with the conflict three months ago. The Silver Organization and the White Skull Organization are extremes of each other: one embraces humans while the other despises them.
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        Throughout the world, the Silver Organization and the Skull Organization had been entangled for many years, with the latter maintaining the upper hand. However, in the past year, a powerful newcomer called Silver Spear Soro emerged from the Silver Organization, bearing a wealth of battle experience.
   

        This unexpected adversary delivered a painful lesson to the Skull Organization three months ago when their Number Six team leader fell during a task, which ended in failure.
   

        Therefore, the Skull Organization has become increasingly cautious in the Anta Mountains, as the Silver Organization might be lying in wait, biding their time.
   

        "It's ten o'clock at night. The magic water ritual must be performed in half an hour. You are in charge here," Number Five glanced at the skull dial on his wrist, the hour hand resolutely pointing at twenty-two.
   

        Elsewhere, just outside of the villa, shrouded in fog.
   

        Soro, Ali, and Yana are making their way step by step towards Blue Star Villa. The surroundings obscure their vision, but the cement road ahead leading directly to the villa's side gate is clear.
   

        "Phew... We are finally almost there... "
   

        Red-haired youth, Ali, sighed, already having a distant view of the welded black iron gate of Blue Star Villa.
   

        Next to him, Yana, dressed in a white dress, often turns her head nervously to look back into the fog, her demeanor similar to that of a startled deer.
   

        After what happened just now, who could guarantee that a steam demon puppet wouldn't suddenly pop out of the fog in front of them?
   

        The green-eyed young man Soro at the rear is the most composed of the three. His expression is slightly tense as his eyes periodically sweep around their surroundings. Unlike Ali, who is completely off guard, and unlike Yana, who panics, this young man seems wise beyond his years.
   

        A series of footsteps are gradually approaching the villa.
   

        Suddenly, a low male voice came from the fog around them.
   

        "Where did these brats come from?"
   

        "Doesn't matter, let's just kill them."
   

        Another voice responds to the man.
   

        "Hold on, none of these three look like ordinary humans."
   

        "Oh?"
   

        Immediately, three shadowy figures stepped out from the bushes on both sides of the sidewalk. Dressed in top-quality black combat uniforms, the tight fittings on their wrists and ankles, and the ping-pong-sized white logo on their arms, quite striking against the all-black ensemble.
   

        Each of them wore a grotesque skull dial on their wrists.
   

        "!" "!" "!" 
   

        Ali and the others were taken aback, frozen in place as a cold sweat trickled down their backs. Even though they had no idea who these three men were, they could sense their malicious intent.
   

        "They're three new humans. What do we do?"
   

        "What do you mean, 'what do we do?' Of course, we wipe them out. Have you forgotten what the leader said. Kill everyone who comes near the villa!"
   

        "Ah, such a pity for the pretty little girl..."
   

        "Enough chatter, let's do this."
   

        The members of the White Skull Organization ceased their conversation immediately.
   

        At the same moment, they turned their heads, their eyes fixed on the three people who were terrified and stuck in place, and began to circle them.
   

        One of them transformed into a half-beast man with formidable muscles.
   

        Another removed his glasses, revealing a pure black right eye.
   

        And the last twisted madly under his right arm, which turned into a flesh tumor. The tumor burst and grew another black arm.
   

        "We're done for, we're done for... "
   

        Ali turned pale with fright, mumbling to himself.
   

        The three of them had only recently awakened their New Human abilities. The three individuals in front of them were clearly masters among their kind, brutality etched on their faces. Their violent, bloody aura was genuinely alarming.
   

        "Don't panic, we still have a chance."
   

        Soro responded calmly, but the tremor in his voice betrayed his inner turmoil. At this moment, his pair of green eyes squinted sharply, as alert as an eagle's.
   

        An odd ripple spread through the air. In a hazy blur, the ripple had already enveloped the three approaching men.
   

        "An illusion? A rare psychic ability. Too weak, though..."
   

        The man with the pure black eye spoke dismissively.
   

        The next second, there was a tinkling sound in the air, like something shattering. The green-eyed boy, Soro, groaned; he closed his eyes as a trail of blood trickled from the corner.
   

        "Ah!" Yana next to them screamed.
   

        It turned out that the trio from the White Skull Organization had rushed over in a frenzy, with the bald man with three arms leading the charge. The ugly black arm on his right shoulder stretched out, with sharp claws covered in dense scales.
   

        "Die!"
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        Almost instantly, three gunshots echoed.
   

        Three blooms of blood exploded in mid-air as a blood mist rapidly expanded. The trio from the White Skull Organization was sent flying.
   

        "Ah!!!"
   

        On the ground, the Beast Man, who had only the upper half of his body left, was howling in agony. His intestines grotesquely spilled out, with blood dyeing both his fur and the surrounding ground redder by the second.
   

        The bald man with the three arms grunted in pain. His dark demonic arm, which carried deadly poison, had been blown off! The durable scales hadn't provided any protection at all!
   

        As for the last one, he couldn't make a sound at all. He fell face-first to the ground, his body convulsing and chest continuously bleeding.
   

        "Who is it!" The least injured bald man yelled.
   

        Click, click, click... There were footsteps approaching in the fog.
   

        A silhouette came into everyone's view.
   

        He wore a wide-brimmed high-crowned hat, a tightly fit cowboy outfit with numerous pockets, and a brown leather jacket. A holster was attached to his waist, and he wore knee-high leather boots. Around his neck was a colorfully vibrant large kerchief, making him truly look like a western cowboy.
   

        In his hand, he held a smoking silver revolver.
   

        "Silver Gun Soro?!"
   

        The bald man's pupils contracted. He had seen a picture of Soro. Three months ago, Number Six from the Organization fell. It was suspected that the Silver Gun Soro was involved. Most of the captains in the Organization were 'A' level, so by analogy...
   

        Silver Gun Soro was a strong 'A' level New Human at least.
   

        "Rho, Ali, how did you guys get to the Anta Mountains? Didn't I tell you not to go near the Anta Mountains?"
   

        As Soro was somewhat blameful, he shifted his gun muzzle and fired three shots, instantly killing the three men on the ground.
   

        The firepower of his handgun was unbelievably powerful, nothing comparable to a regular revolver. The bullets that were shot out of the gun barrel exploded upon hitting the target, causing incredible damage.
   

        It should not be called a revolver, but rather a hand cannon.
   

        "Uncle Soro..." Yana was teary-eyed from fright.
   

        "Sigh..." Soro sighed: "It's okay, it's very dangerous here. I'll take you guys to a safe place first."
   

        "Okay." Ali and the others all nodded.
   

        "Hehe... Killed my men and still want to leave?"
   

        Suddenly, a black silhouette quickly swept over. He stopped right in the path of Soro and his group, blocking their escape route.
   

        The man revealed himself to be a thin man with a goatee, carrying a long, thin weapon on his back.
   

        Soro stopped moving, squinting his eyes.
   

        "Number Four of the White Skull Organization, Battle Axe Keigang?"
   

        "Hehe, your Silver Organization has indeed arrived, truly a bunch of persistent pests. Where are the others? I can't believe it's just you, Silver Gun Soro..." Number Four's eyes were filled with killing intent.
   

        "If it's just to deal with you, then I alone am enough." Soro lightly stroked his gun, and the silver gunbody instantly turned golden. Behind the gun barrel was a wing-shaped stamp.
   

        "Big talk!"
   

        As soon as he finished speaking, Number Four's voice transformed into a thunderous growl and a violent surge of energy expanded in all directions from him. Number Four's body swelling dramatically, his muscles bulging inch by inch, tearing his clothes apart to reveal his purple-blue body.
   

        At this moment, he was like a fortress, towering two and a half meters tall. His formidable beast blood continuously provided him with power, the veins under his skin pulsating strongly.
   

        Looking up, a ferocious dog head roared.
   

        Clang!
   

        A giant long-handled metal battle axe was held in his hand.
   

        "Soro, your death has come!"
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        Aargh!
   

        A low roar came from Number Four throat. His footsteps heavily trod on the ground, each step leaving a deep pit.
   

        He charged through the flying cement splinters, his massive body rushing forth.
   

        The gigantic battle axe in his hand swung with tremendous force, its sharp and exaggerated blade seemingly cleaving the air apart.
   

        The dense fog parted down its edges as it followed the axe.
   

        "Impressive momentum… but you're too slow…" Soro, still standing in his denim pants as if Number Four wasn't even on his radar. He just quietly watched the fortress-like massive figure rushing over. His eyes suddenly changed to silver as if spewing white light at a certain moment.
   

        "Telekinetic Speed Engine!"
   

        Soro's gun-holding right hand blurred.
   

        "Telekinetic Shock Bullet!"
   

        "Telekinetic Piercing Bullet!"
   

        "Telekinetic Explosion Bullet!"
   

        "Telekinetic Rotation Bullet!"
   

        "..."
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom, boom, boom!
   

        All the gunshots merged together, as if Soro only fired one shot. But in fact, six bullets hit Number Four's robust body simultaneously, causing a massive explosion.
   

        Thump, thump, thump!
   

        Number Four retreated hastily, each step making a giant crack on the cement ground. He grunted and a streak of blood overflowed from his ferocious mouth. In that moment, six types of bullet effects exploded all at once, channeling a violent firepower onto Number Four's powerful physique.
   

        Furthermore, each bullet hit a different location.
   

        Every hit on Number Four was to maximize each bullet's effects. For instance, the Shock Bullet hit the knee attempting to disrupt balance, the Explosion Bullet aimed at the hand holding the weapon trying to disarm him, and the Piercing Bullet aimed at the throat, a fatal weak spot for most creatures.
   

        If it wasn't for Number Four's robust physique from the rich beast blood within him after transforming into a beast man, Soro's goals would probably all be achieved, leaving Number Four with more than just light injuries.
   

        "Being able to take all of my six bullets at once, you should be quite proud." Soro's eyes returned to their normal state, he said lightly.
   

        The golden gun body in his hand turned back to silver, and the luminous feather-like pattern at the original gun barrel also dimmed down.
   

        With a shake of his finger, the bullet case snapped open with a click.
   

        And it snapped shut again in an instant.
   

        Soro completed the ammo change at a speed invisible to the naked eye.
   

        "Heh heh, you indeed have some skills. However, you're stuck with three slowpokes, whereas my team has already surrounded you."
   

        Number Four burrowed the battle axe into the ground, extended his purplish large hand and casually picked off a bullet shrapnel from his chest.
   

        Behind him, fog surged, and instantly, more than ten black silhouettes appeared on the cement road. A tense atmosphere gradually spread as a number of rigid and fierce faces looked towards Soro.
   

        ************************
   

        "Goddamn it, just let me die already!"
   

        The Magician screamed internally, feeling as if he was on the verge of collapse. He was like char being roasted in a giant furnace, his sweat soaking his clothes through.
   

        There were too many... too many Steam Demon Puppets!
   

        He had lost count of how many Steam Demon Puppets he had encountered. It was like sticking his hand into a beehive. Puppets kept spawning at his sides, then they would charge at him with clear intentions.
   

        The Magician had almost squeezed his telekinetic ability to its limit; if the energy in his mind were likened to a stream, that stream was now dried up. But whether it was because of his intense will to survive, the Magician was still able to squeeze out a bit of telekinetic energy for emergencies on several dangerous occasions. He found it absolutely miraculous.
   

        He even had a vague feeling that his telekinetic power was improving amidst the terrifying danger of walking a tightrope between life and death. He was on the verge of breaking past his bottleneck.
   

        But, given the choice, he would rather not have such an improvement in telekinetic power. He simply wished to survive steadily.
   

        "Phew..."
   

        A patch of cold fog appeared not too far away, and a Steam Demon Puppet walked out from within it. The red light in its eyes was like a spotlight.
   

        "Not again!" The Magician screamed and started running once more.
   

        He staggered out of the forest onto the flat cement road, then kept running towards the villa without stopping.
   

        Behind him, a Steam Demon Puppet was knocked in half by a blunt figure that charged ahead, and stones splashed down like rain.
   

        Casio stopped in a clearing in the trees. He looked left and right; two patches of grey-black fog were gradually forming on both sides.
   

        It was no surprise that there would be Steam Demon Puppets within them.
   

        The entire Anta Mountain range seemed to have undergone some change. These low-grade replicas of the Decayed Knights kept appearing, their number alarmingly high. He had destroyed at least twenty-plus puppets on his journey.
   

        If one were to look down from the sky onto the entire Anta Mountain range, the concentration of Steam Demon Puppets wasn't actually that high. They were spawning within the range of two parallel lines, winding about. And these lines just happened to coincide with the direction that the Magician, Casio, and the others were heading.
   

        In other words, the Steam Demon Puppets were being attracted to their aura.
   

        To be more precise, the Steam Demon Puppets were being attracted by the essence of Casio's life. If it were only the Magician and Catwoman, they would only attract one or two Puppets at most.
   

        How could there possibly be thirty to forty of them like now?
   

        Casio thought that the Steam Demon Puppets were a widespread phenomenon, but he was the real culprit. If the Magician knew that, he would definitely be grateful — breaking through his telekinetic bottleneck time after time amidst life and death, what a dramatic and heroic scenario!
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        Thud!
   

        The sole of a foot gently tapped the ground.
   

        Casio sped off, his hands scratching against the trees, and made a slight turn. Astonishingly, he already appeared on the main road outside, his shoes stepping on the hard concrete.
   

        A glide of ten meters, rather effortless.
   

        Looking up at the sky, tiny stars twinkled and sparkled. The white-jade colored crescent moon hung high in the heavens. The soft, glowing light gracing a man's shoulders, accompanied by the chilly evening breeze, gave a feeling of tranquil peace, an unnamed silence in the heart.
   

        Ahead, a black streetlight stood beside the street.
   

        The dim light vaguely illuminated the leaves scattered on the driveway, as a few tufts of grass struggled to grow in the cracks between the concrete.
   

        Casio took a few steps forward and then stopped.
   

        Around that black streetlight, at the edge of the woods near the driveway, a long-haired man dressed in a grey trench coat leaned against a tree trunk, absorbed in fidgeting with something in his hands.
   

        It seemed to be a silver metallic pocket watch in his palm.
   

        Casio raised his eyebrows. The Anta Mountains had seen a swarm of steam demon puppets appearing, with an astonishing frequency. Almost every hundred meters would reveal a puppet. So why would this man venture out at night?
   

        Was he seeking death?
   

        Gently brushing off the stone dust on his hair, he advanced a few more steps and said, "Hey, it's dangerous here. Don't linger too long. By the way, could you tell me the time?"
   

        "Click."
   

        The man with long hair closed the case of the silver pocket watch in his hand.
   

        "Are you carrying the aura of a steam demon puppet?" He straightened slightly, tall and lean. His features were sharp, his demeanor cold. His long black hair was draped behind the collar of his coat.
   

        A cold wind blew, lightly tossing his hair in the air.
   

        Show-off. That was Casio's first impression of him. The man spoke with an unquestionable authority that suggested a sense of innate arrogance, as if he were someone superior addressing an inferior.
   

        Seeing Casio's silence, the long-haired man glanced at him again.
   

        "Answer my question. Clearly, you are an utterly ordinary human, so why do you bear the scent of a puppet?"
   

        The same tone as before, the silver pocket watch in his hand gently flipped open, and the long-haired man once again glanced at the dial's time.
   

        Casio let out a cold laugh at the man's tone, "You still haven't answered my question. What time is it?"
   

        "Hehehe…" The long-haired man inexplicably began to laugh, seemingly surprised that someone would dare to speak to him in such a manner. Suddenly, he seemed more interested, "If you want to see the time, you should come over and look yourself…"
   

        Without uttering a word, Casio silently walked over, meanwhile taking off his newly bought black coat.
   

        "Why are you taking off your clothes?" The long-haired man was curious.
   

        "Oh, because I like this coat very much, and I'm afraid of getting it dirty."
   

        BOOM!!!
   

        A terrifying silhouette stood under the moonlight, its enormous frame coated in veins that resembled twisted, quivering steel wires. The inflated, rock-white muscles were like the heaviest layers of armor, showcasing the epitome of power and beauty. From afar, it resembled a killing machine, a rock-white giant.
   

        A black coat was tucked under the giant's left arm.
   

        The shadow, seemingly from an ancient behemoth, shrouded the long-haired man in darkness. The man was not even as thick as the giant's shadowarm.
   

        "I…" The long-haired man's eyes were wide open.
   

        Bang!
   

        Raging shockwaves transformed into air currents that swept outwards, rustling the surrounding leaves. The ground quivered and shook as if a road roller had just passed by.
   

        "Quite wealthy, wearing three rings on your hand, showing off like some nouveau riche." Casio straightened slightly, picked up the silver pocket watch from the ground. A skull was engraved on the watch case.
   

        "Nice watch, it's mine now."
   

        Click. The pocket watch case sprung open like a clamshell. The delicate metallic axles and gears inside turned slowly. The dim light from the street lamp shone through the yellowish glass, revealing the intricate mechanics of the pocket watch.
   

        The slick dial showed: 10:20 PM.
   

        "What did he ask me again?"
   

        Casio mumbled to a squirming mass on the ground, then put his coat back on.
   

        Behind him, half of the concrete driveway collapsed, with dense, spider-web-like black cracks spreading out radially for dozens of meters. In the center of the radiating cracks, a pit collapsed deeply, inside which was a mass of bloody flesh.
   

        Near the villa, the intense battle was still ongoing.
   

        But there were a few less people in the battlefield. Including the corpses on the ground, Ali and three others had disappeared. Just now, Soro had made a brazen outbreak, covering these three brats' escape.
   

        On the road, only the White Skull Organization's Fourth Squad was besieging Soro. More than a dozen formidable new humans all unleashed their powers, firmly keeping Soro at a disadvantage.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A dark shadow fell heavily on the ground with a howling sound.
   

        The heavy axe split a huge hole in the ground directly, and the stones at the hole exploded out, hitting the tough jeans.
   

        "Soro, all you do is hide! Do you have the guts to take my axe head-on!" The towering figure with a dog's head shouted.
   

        "If you stand still, I'll shoot a full-power telekinetic bullet at you!" Soro lightly tapped his foot, twisting and turning under the attacks of the crowd like a butterfly flitting through flowers, his coat fluttering elegantly.
   

        Although he was at a disadvantage, he wasn't that unsightly.
   

        Each time Soro moved his foot, his revolver would go off. One telekinetic bullet after another, each with a different effect, whizzed through the air with incredible power. Since the start of the battle, at least three members of the Fourth Squad had been killed by bullets.
   

        This was Soro's self-created telekinetic gunfighting technique, a combination of telekinetic movement and shooting. It allowed each bullet to appear in unexpected positions, having sharp trajectories, and even changing direction at critical moments. The power of the bullets was far from normal.
   

        Amplified by different telekinetic effects, it varied unpredictably.
   

        This was why he could still handle himself with ease under the siege of multiple powerful enemies. Of course, at this moment, Soro still kept a sense of vigilance in his heart. Because he was now entangled with only a team leader and a small team.
   

        In addition to these, the White Skull Organization had at least two more team leaders in action this time, both ranked very high. They were Number Five, Number Four, and Number Two, all stronger than the last Number Six.
   

        If any two team leaders work together, Soro would be defeated immediately. Even, if it were Number Two, he wouldn't need any help, Soro wouldn't be absolutely sure of winning in a one-on-one.
   

        After all, the fallen angel Miguel is the man second only to the number one leader of the White Skull Organization. Miguel's notoriety has risen in recent years, with at least five "A" class New Humans dying at his hands and many more unrecorded. He could be said to have a bloodthirsty nature and was extremely powerful. Five years ago, three "A" class New Humans once attacked Miguel, but they were counter-killed by him.
   

        The other two were seriously injured and suffered heavy losses.
   

        Soro didn't have enough confidence against such a master.
   

        In this trip to the Anta Mountains, the Silver Organization also hid masters in the dark, who were probably starting to take action now.
   

        Hopefully, they won't run into the fallen angel Miguel.
   

        More support from the Silver Organization was on the way. After confirming yesterday that the third team leader was Miguel, Soro had notified the organization. Unfortunately, the Silver Organization wouldn't arrive until tomorrow morning.
   

        "Hahaha, there's no point in hiding, I can see the concern in your eyes! Number Two should be killing those ants from your Silver Organization by now, and he won't take long to..."
   

        Suddenly, from the fog on the right side of the road, a rapid footstep interrupted Four's words. A moment later, a half-cat, half-human slender figure appeared in everyone's sight. After a few seconds, a haggard magician also rushed over.
   

        When the two saw the intense battle scene in front of them, their bodies stiffened on the spot. The clock logo on the sleeves of these men in black was extremely conspicuous, it was the notorious White Skull Organization!
   

        The catwoman stiffly turned her head, looking at the tall figure of the Fourth Squad's leader, "White Skull, Battle Axe Keigang!"
   

        "We're done for… we're really done for this time…"
   

        The magician murmured to himself, his eyes blank. He too recognized the extremist organization among the New Humans, the White Skull. The scene in front of him made it clear, he would definitely be silenced by the White Skulls.
   

        Tap, tap, tap…
   

        From the grey fog, there was another rapid footstep.
   

        A tall youth in a black coat came striding over, playing with a silver pocket watch in his hand.
   

        He glanced at Soro and the people from the White Skull Organization.
   

        Finally, his eyes landed on the magician.
   

        "Hey, what's your name? I'm quite fond of you…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 265: 175 Euler Euler (6000)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Who? Me?"
   

        The magician was stumped for a moment, still reeling from an earlier shock. This new baffling thing occurred: an unknown human suddenly appeared, said he appreciated him, and asked for his name.
   

        It was as suspicious as a street salesman peddling insurance in a city. But this wasn't a human city, but a fierce battlefield of New Humans.
   

        The absurdity of it all left him speechless.
   

        "Yes, exactly, I was talking about you."
   

        The tall youth nodded and then asked again.
   

        "What's your name?"
   

        "I'm Bass." The magician hesitated for a moment, then revealed his name.
   

        At this point, the surrounding scene was somewhat bizarre, or rather, extremely bizarre. Soro and the members of the White Skull Organization, who were fighting fiercely earlier, all stopped and turned their gazes this way.
   

        Those monstrous gazes made the magician and Catwoman feel as if they had needles in their backs, causing goosebumps to rise
   

        They wanted to run away but dared not move.
   

        "Nice name, sounds like a musical instrument I really like. Do you also like jazz?" Casio asked.
   

        In truth, he was just trying to strike up a conversation. Yes, even though it was with a man. Casio wasn't particularly skilled at using words to make friends, and his efforts so far were a result of his trying to be friendly. The long-haired man he met a few minutes ago serves as a typical example of when such efforts go wrong.
   

        "Ah... I... I do like jazz quite a bit."
   

        The magician could feel the goodwill transmitted by Casio. Despite it being somewhat baffling, he scratched his head in response.
   

        "It seems we have a shared interest…"
   

        "You bastard! Where did you come from?"
   

        Casio's words were abruptly interrupted by a mohawked head.
   

        From the corner of the street, a figure in a black combat uniform walked over. He was lean and muscular and sported an audacious hairstyle. Three silver metal rings adorned his ears and nose, giving him a futuristic look.
   

        An aura of violent recklessness radiated from him. Two bloody mouths, each split vertically, scarred both sides of his face.
   

        He could bare his neat and sharp white shark teeth.
   

        This man looked at Casio and said, "You smell like a pure human. Just an ordinary person, what a disappointment…"
   

        He glanced around, taking in the magician and Catwoman: "Two C-class little ones, you've wandered into the wrong place…"
   

        "Hehe, die together!"
   

        Bang!
   

        A sudden shadow swooped onto his face, producing a loud sound. The mohawked man's face rippled as if it were a bloated mass of flesh. All three of his mouths opened to spray out a large amount of blood mist. Several teeth were propelled out, trailing blood, and landed on the ground with a plop.
   

        As he fell back, he was caught by a big hand.
   

        He was clutched by his hair and slowly hoisted up into the air.
   

        His face throbbed with pain and his brain buzzed. He forced his fuzzy vision to focus. He knew he was in unprecedented danger.
   

        Suspended in mid-air, the mohawked man opened his eyes.
   

        In front of him was an angular and expressionless face, its eyes cold and indifferent, as if staring at a corpse.
   

        "I hate it when people interrupt me."
   

        Thud!
   

        Suddenly, the mohawked man felt pain in his chest, which collapsed, revealing a mess of shattered bone beneath. At least half of his ribs were broken, and blood and bone fragments poured out.
   

        "How is this possible? He's supposed to be an ordinary human!"
   

        "Why is he so fast? So strong? Even I, a B-class New Human, couldn't react in time!"
   

        The mohawked man was shocked. He only saw a flash before him and then he was hit by a palm and a punch. Held up as if by a force, like a lamb to the slaughter.
   

        "Besides, don't you think you're ugly?"
   

        Casio looked at the mohawked man's bloody, mashed face. Those three once intimidating mouths were now twisted together, like a lump of paste.
   

        " Ugly people shouldn't show their faces; they pollute my sight…" An intense killing intent rose, flaming like a bonfire in the night.
   

        "Wait!"
   

        From a distance, the deep voice of the team's fourth leader could be heard.
   

        Thud!
   

        The mohawked man's body was sent flying backward. His head exploded in mid-air like a watermelon, splattering in a fan-shaped burst.
   

        What was left of the headless corpse fell heavily to the ground, flesh and muscles splitting apart to reveal hideous wounds. Arteries burst and blood sprayed out as if exploded.
   

        Splatter splatter — the sound of fresh blood hitting the ground.
   

        "You'll pay for this!"
   

        The massive figure of the dog-headed man retracted his gaze. Number Four's ferocious eyes were riveted at Casio, murderous intent boiling over.
   

        He was about to charge over when he suddenly halted.
   

        His gaze gradually settled on the silver pocket watch in Casio's hand.
   

        "Where did you get that watch?!"
   

        "This watch?" Casio wiped some blood droplets off the dial and casually replied, "I ran into a trench-coat-wearing nutcase. This watch was his, but now it's mine."
   

        "Impossible! This silver skull watch is Number Two's favorite pocket watch. He wouldn't just give it to anyone!" Number Four widened his eyes, his ferocious dog face emanating a dangerous aura.
   

        "I didn't say he gave it… were you talking about that effeminate freak who can't even understand human language? If so, I've already killed him."
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        Casio fiddled with the pocket watch casually tossing it back, "Here, this is yours ..."
   

        Number Four reached his hand out, opening the watch to confirm it. He suddenly lifted his head, his long wolf-like face flickered with fierce light.
   

        Arooo!!!
   

        A wolf-like howl crazily resounded.
   

        "All members of team four, kill him together!"
   

        Immediately, dozens of new human elites charged towards Casio, their silhouettes flickering on the road.
   

        "Hey, am I invisible to you?"
   

        Next to them, the muzzle of Soro's silver revolver was aimed at the brim of his hat.
   

        Everything that just happened was extremely sudden, but the one thing Soro could verify amidst all the chaos was that Casio was an ally! Whether his words were true or not, he was obviously in conflict with the White Skull Organization, and the enemy of an enemy is a friend!
   

        Walking with an easy gait, Soro started firing his revolver non-stop, his telekinetic bullets hindering the crowd's advance.
   

        "Get lost!"
   

        Number Four roared, directly threw his heavy, gigantic battle axe, which was covered with a layer of black light. The axe body rapidly rotated, enveloping a two-meter radius.
   

        Soro swiftly dodged, but was still hit by the back of the axe. Suddenly he stumbled back, a bruise on his left arm rendering him temporarily unable to cause any more distractions.
   

        "Hmph!"
   

        Number Four eyed his surroundings and his towering two and a half meter figure ran wildly on the ground, causing the earth to tremble with each step.
   

        "Did you really kill Duo Tian Miguel? Haha, that's the funniest joke I've ever heard in my life! Save such blatant lies for hell!" Number Four sprinted at an incredible speed.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh...
   

        The large figure compressed the air, pushing an air current in its wake.
   

        He suddenly raised his robust arm which was as thick as a tree trunk and smashed it towards Casio. The purple-blue fist was as large as a bowling ball, veins circling it, carrying immense power. The fist tore through the air with a piercing whistle.
   

        The savage fist gradually enlarged in front of Casio's eyes.
   

        "Size isn't everything, it doesn't mean you're the strongest ..." A faint smile appeared on Casio's face: "Let's use double the power then ..."
   

        His left foot suddenly lifted, and like a pile driver, it sunk into the cement floor. A tremendous force as if being drawn from the earth, traveled from his foot, to his knee, and finally to his spine and arm. The wave of force sent currents of air gushing, and his black coat flapped wildly, as if dancing in a sea of gale waves.
   

        The moment he met a boxing master, Casio's strength had already far surpassed human limits. After that, he gradually reached the pinnacle of the boxing path, with the three main nodes circulating, his power surged.
   

        In addition to the unique power deployment techniques in the secret boxing method.
   

        A secret martial artist at this stage is like a bulldozer in a real fight, capable of destroying trees, walls, and stones.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A shrill sound echoed in the air.
   

        Casio's fist hurtled out, flying like a black javelin.
   

        Thump!!!
   

        The muffled sound of thunder rumbled. An air wave burst from the contact point of the fists. The compressed air was projected like a fan, appeared semi-transparent, and leaves on the ground were swept away.
   

        The magicians' heads buzzed from the blasts, among them was Catwoman.
   

        On both sides of the concrete ground, Casio and Number Four stood their ground.
   

        Radial cracks had formed at the rear, a result of the counter force of their collisions being unloaded through their feet to the ground.
   

        The concrete could no longer withstand such colossal forces.
   

        "Not too shabby, tough muscles. Your arms weren't shattered after all, that's surprising." Casio slightly squinted his eyes.
   

        And then, a series of popping sounds rang out, like boiling beans exploding. The sturdy purple arm in front of him trembled repeatedly. The tough skin broke into numerous small cuts, with red plasma gushing out from the cracks.
   

        Among it were chunks of white bone fragments.
   

        "Ahhh!"
   

        Number Four screamed and retreated. His right arm hung limp by his side like a lump of mud, all muscles and blood vessels inside had been destroyed.
   

        "This overwhelming power! At least twice as much as my punch! Could it be that what he said was true? He really killed Miguel and took his pocket watch as if it was nothing...how is this possible..."
   

        Whoosh, in front of him, Casio's silhouette vanished into a shadow.
   

        In the blink of an eye like a ghost, he appeared before him, his bloody red eyes staring him down.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        Number Four cursed, and his intact left fist lashed out fiercely. But the punch was effortlessly diverted by Casio's elbow.
   

        Casio swiftly advanced, forcing himself into Number Four's embrace.
   

        A defenseless chest appeared before his eyes...
   

        And then came a barrage of continuous punches like a storm.
   

        "Ora, ora, ora, ora, ora.."
   

        A pair of fists shrouded in white vapor rapidly struck within a second, releasing all their accumulated power in a series of punches onto Number Four's chest.
   

        Splat! Splat!
   

        Casio's arms penetrated Number Four directly.
   

        Like a pair of iron rods, they passed right through him.
   

        On the back, two white fists wrapped in blood vessels protruded out, fresh blood, and broken viscera continued to flow down.
   

        "Wa."
   

        Number Four spat out blood, his eyes filled with bloodshot lines.
   

        "How... How could I die by the hands of a nobody?"
   

        Rip!
   

        Number Four was ripped in half from his chest, he rained down blood as Casio charged towards the surrounding Skull Organization members.
   

        "Swoosh!"
   

        The white blade cut through a deadly arc in the air, slicing off a person's head. He dodged an attack sideways and in a counter strike, threw a man with a roundhouse kick, sending him flying.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 267: 175 Euler Euler (6000)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        An invisible telekinetic force took the shape of a hammer, striking the back of Casio's head with only a dull thud to announce its arrival.
   

        He turned around impassively, his fist striking into the chest of the telekinetic user like lightning, causing an explosion of blood mist as he withdrew his hand.
   

        His gaze swept over the battlefield, Casio saw the stupefied Soro beside him, but found no sign of the Magician Catwoman. Turning his head, he spotted a silhouette about to disappear in the distance.
   

        "Why are you running? Really, it's not like I'm some man-eating ghoul. My subordinates are too timid; I'll need to toughen them up later,"
   

        Casio shook his hand, thinking to himself. Truthfully, his current appearance didn't exude much reassurance. Blood was drenching his body and his face was spotted with blood. It even seemed as though there were pieces of internal organs in his hair. His enlarged physique resembled a small giant, muscles bulging everywhere, eyes red as blood, filled with demonic Qi.
   

        Especially given the sight of him killing with poise amidst the group attack.
   

        He was without a doubt a killing machine.
   

        "Get out of the way, you trash!"
   

        Casio strode ahead, all the White Skull Organization members who tried to obstruct him along the way were sent flying.
   

        Those who were unlucky were hit in vital areas and died instantly.
   

        Just as he was about to continue his pursuit.
   

        "Ah, my friend..."
   

        Soro lowered his hat brim, blocking Casio's path. But the next second, he quickly tucked and rolled out of the way.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        Soro glanced to his right, where a shadow was tearing across the ground like a bolt of lightning, leaving fractured footprints in its wake.
   

        If he had been hit by that speed and that robust physique, it would be no different from being run over by a heavy truck.
   

        So, the fate of the fourth member would also be his...
   

        "Doesn't he want to communicate? Fine... What a strong and mysterious man..." Soro murmured to himself, glancing at the nearby battlefield. At least half of the White Skull Organization's new human powerhouses lay on the ground, the rest more or less injured. Most of them were wailing, their combat effectiveness nearly depleted.
   

        "The fourth squad is finished, even their leader, Battle Axe Keigang has died here..." Soro's eyes flickered. He suddenly recalled what Casio had said earlier: "The second squad captain of the White Skull Organization, Angel Miguel, has also fallen?"
   

        "That's... such a horrifying display of power."
   

        Bang bang bang bang...!
   

        A series of gunshots echoed through the fog.
   

        Without any equal opponents, the remaining remnants of the White Skull Organization's fourth squad were annihilated.
   

        A silhouette dashed into the fog, heading towards the villa.
   

        Inside the Blue Star Villa, on the gray street.
   

        The Magician gasped for breath, running as fast as he could.
   

        Yes, he was running and had no choice but to run
   

        That inexplicable tall man had approached him in a strange place, telling him his name sounded pleasant and that he was quite taken with him. To be honest, it was a little strange.
   

        It was so strange that it sent a shudder down the Magician's spine.
   

        His thoughts naturally went in a negative direction.
   

        He had been caught in the eye of a man!
   

        Later, this man in a black cloak got into an argument with the White Skull Organization, which instantly escalated into a fierce battle.
   

        Of course, the Magician had to take this opportunity to run quickly!
   

        If the people from the White Skull Organization won, he would certainly be silenced because he had seen their operations
   

        If the tall man won, how could he resist such a muscular powerhouse? He would have no choice but to comply!
   

        (Alas)
   

        So he could only run.
   

        The fog was dense, spreading and flowing along the ground like a living being. Just like a flowing sludge, people floated within it. The Magician ran straight ahead, not meeting anyone.
   

        The only sound on the road was the tap-tap of his own footsteps.
   

        "What are all these metal pillars..."
   

        The Magician saw many black metal pillars along the side of the road, about the height of an adult's waist. The surface was covered with fine grooves resembling thorns which seemed to be crawling up the pillars.
   

        There was a pillar like this every few meters.
   

        "Another one!?"
   

        Suddenly, a person emerged from the fog beside him.
   

        He wore a black combat uniform, with the logo of a wristwatch on his arm. It was unmistakably a member of the White Skull Organization's defense combat personnel.
   

        "Damn it! Why are Skull Organization members everywhere?"
   

        The Magician swore under his breath, then squeezed out the last bit of his psychic strength, thrusting out a steel ball.
   

        Ding! Two steel balls collided with a crisp sound.
   

        "Good! It's a psychic user, and a C-class one!" The Magician was relieved, thinking there might be hope for him after all. If the opponent was a C-class psychic, there was still a chance for him to make it out alive.
   

        Because both sides were ordinary in terms of physical abilities, their speed relied solely on their legs during the chase. The Magician believed he could outrun most of his colleagues, the rest depended on his ability to dodge attacks.
   

        As a fellow psychic, he had a lot of experience in this area.
   

        "Run!" The Magician rolled away, steel balls hitting the ground and causing pockmarks. He got up clumsily and ran to the left.
   

        A few seconds later, another silhouette dashed towards him.
   

        The fog cleared to reveal Casio's face.
   

        He glanced at the grey ground and the road next to it.
   

        "Why are there so many broken pillars?"
   

        Casio casually approached one of them, reached out a hand, and lightly tapped it. It was made of very hard metal. He applied a bit of force with his right hand, pulling upward, and the entire metal pillar came out.
   

        The pillar was about as thick as his arm, and half the length of a person.
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        The patterns were barely noticeable, but a faint brilliance emerged like thorns all over it.
   

        "Boring."
   

        Casio glanced at it, but he couldn't find anything abnormal.
   

        With a nonchalant throw, a clang threw off the two adjacent metal pillars. Suddenly, the glowing pattern on the surface of these pillars dimmed, seeming to undergo a change.
   

        "Where are the people?" Casio withdrew his gaze and looked ahead.
   

        Clip-clop, Clip-clop...Footsteps were heard from the distant fog.
   

        "Are they here?"
   

        On the road, three or four silhouettes revealed themselves. Despite their different looks and figures, they all wore the combat uniform of the White Skull Organization and sported a coquettish skull watch on their wrists. 
   

        One of the bald men instantly noticed the damaged metal pillar on the road, and his anger soared: "Bastard, you dare to..."
   

        Thud!
   

        His chest was impaled by a giant rock-white hand.
   

        Before they knew it, a tall figure had appeared in front of the bald man, and none of them noticed it.
   

        Only when the bald man fell, spurting blood, did the remaining members of the White Skull Organization react and unleash their powers. 
   

        But it was too late.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        In the crowd, Casio gracefully unfolded his hands, as if a water bird grazing across the water surface, gently touching, but his actions were extremely lethal.
   

        Before long, his silhouette swiftly moved through and disappeared into the fog.
   

        All that was left were three men clutching their throats, eyes bulging, and blood seeping from their fingers. They made a choking sound and fell.
   

        Thirty seconds later.
   

        "Phew~"
   

        A refreshing breeze came from behind, a silhouette jumped down from a nearby building and launched a sudden attack like a ferocious tiger.
   

        "Smack!"
   

        Casio instantly turned back and punched. The attacker's skull was directly blasted into pieces as if his head was served on a platter.
   

        Quickly turning around, Casio continued to rush toward the distance.
   

        Along the way, at least eight or nine black-clothed men had died at his hands, most of them had no resistance.
   

        The headless corpse fell at the original location, the flowing fresh blood meandered into streams, gradually seeping into the nearby bronze pillars.
   

        Blood-like thorny patterns crept up the pillars.
   

        Suddenly, more than ten pillars around it lit up.
   

        They emitted a faint red glow in the fog.
   

        In the entire manor area, bronze pillars lit up one after another like connecting lines, the red glow gradually spread, regardless of whether it was a corpse on the path or outside the manor, their blood began to evaporate at this moment, slowly merging into the fog.
   

        An invisible force spread out, absorbing something.
   

        "Gurgle, Gurgle, Gurgle..."
   

        In the center of the manor, a sound of water echoed seemingly from beneath the floor of the plaza shrouded in fog, faintly like a river passing by.
   

        "Buzz~"
   

        The metal pillar suddenly started spinning at the center position, the drill in the support frame accelerated its rotation, slowly pressing down the ground.
   

        "What's going on? Why did the ceremony start all of a sudden?!"
   

        In the shadows next to him, Number Five, who was originally waiting quietly, suddenly opened his eyes, he looked at the white dial on his hand.
   

        Ten twenty-eight in the evening, there were still two minutes before the start of the magic water ritual. Although it was just two minutes apart, it was of great difference. It indicated that the ceremony had mutated, and had gone beyond the control of the White Skull Organization. Could it be that the ritual track had been destroyed?! Or perhaps the position of the blood sacrifice pillar had not been set up properly?
   

        Number Five, the curly-haired man, fiddled with the silver rings in his hands, and his temperament became even colder. His thoughts racing, he suddenly realized something: "Wait, even if there's a problem with the blood sacrifice pillar, the magic water ritual should not have started early. Without a sacrifice, the ritual could not even be initiated, all humans should uniformly be killed at half-past ten, right?"
   

        His eyelids drooped, and he thought of a possibility.
   

         "Unless...our combatants have been killed..."
   

        Bang!
   

        A figure rose in the air over the plaza like a black rag, exploding like a red firework upon opening.
   

        Clip-clop, Clip-clop...A man with a solid upper body, a black jacket tucked under his left arm, walked step by step.
   

        "Hey, kid over there. Yeah, stop looking around, you. You seen a magician pass by?"
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        "Did you initiate the Magic Water Ritual ahead of schedule?"
   

        Number Five emerged from the shadow, his skin a pale color, his hooked nose deep-set; he emanated a sinister aura.
   

        He inquired with a very sombre expression.
   

        "What Magic Water Ritual? Never heard of it." Casio answered truthfully. He found the man in front of him to be speaking nonsense.
   

        "Never heard of it?! Hehehe..." Number Five was reduced to bitter laughter: "How is it that you killed my minions and used them to initiate the Magic Water Ritual ahead of schedule if you've never heard of it?"
   

        "Oh, you're referring to those garbage that blocked the way? It's not like I wanted to kill them on purpose, they just kept buzzing around like flies non-stop. Wouldn't the best way for anyone to silence a fly.... be to just swat it?"
   

        Casio's face remained expressionless, as if he had just casually swatted a mosquito instead of killing a human just now.
   

        "Hehehe...Hahaha!"
   

        Number Five suddenly began to laugh: "It really has been a long time since I've seen someone as arrogant as you, this is extremely interesting!"
   

        Upon seeing Number Five in such a state, Casio rubbed his temples in irritation: "Are all you so-called 'New Humans' a bunch of psychopaths? Breaking into laughter at nothing and loving to laugh so much?"
   

        He faintly recalled that the long-haired man who asked him the time had responded the same way, unable to speak straightforwardly.
   

        "No matter who you are or what forces you represent? If you dare to provoke my White Skull Organization, then be prepared to wish you were dead!" The smile on Number Five's face suddenly faded, revealing intense anger and killing intent: "I will catch you, skin you and..."
   

        Swoosh!
   

        A gust of wind split Number Five's hair right in the middle.
   

        A blurry shadow mysteriously appeared in front of him. The towering figure was only about half a meter away from Number Five.
   

        "!!!"
   

        Number Five ferociously stomped on the ground. A shock wave emanated from his feet, spreading across the ground. It felt as if there were five or six road rollers operating at full power right next to him.
   

        The grey-white bricks around him shattered at the same time. Stone powder and mud were thrown into the air, much like water splashing around.
   

        In the midst of all the dust, Number Five swiftly backed away. He tapped the floor with his toes and quickly withdrew to a distance of several dozen meters.
   

        "Such incredible speed!" His eyes widened, his heart filled with awe. While he had anticipated that enemies who could penetrate the Central Plaza would be formidable, he was still astonished by the speed Casio had demonstrated. It was too fast...
   

        "Enemy's an agility type! And a super-strong agility type at that! I must keep my distance from him and use my large-scale shock thought abilities..."
   

        Number Five's train of thought came to a sudden halt as he profoundly sensed an extreme killing intent from behind, like alluring candlelight in the depths of a pitch-black night. Almost instantly, goosebumps and cold sweat covered his whole back.
   

        "Get lost!"
   

        He roared as he abruptly twisted his body and threw a punch. A rapidly trembling vibrational power was transferred from his arm to his fist.
   

        The fist became blurry and, with a buzzing sound, it exploded in mid-air.
   

        He missed!
   

        There was nobody behind him!
   

        Impossible! I clearly sensed that...
   

        Number Five swiftly turned his head, a giant shadow loomed over him, and the rock-white enlarged fist was in view.
   

        He could even clearly see the bulging veins on it.
   

        "No!" Number Five let out a cry of despair.
   

        Buzz...
   

        In the center of the White Square, the device that had been spinning from the beginning finally broke the surface. Gurgling black spring water flowed out from the cracks, followed by a hazy wave of energy.
   

        From mid-air, the steady advance of the fists, inch by inch, gradually slowed down, as if the action had been decelerated by more than a dozen times. At a certain moment, they completely stopped moving; Casio's figure froze in place on the ground.
   

        A sense of indescribable vagueness enveloped the surroundings, all noise died away, leaving only the silence of death.
   

        It was as if a circular field was rapidly expanding.
   

        The consciousnesses of both Casio and Number Five, who were touched by this vague sensation, began to sway, falling into a dreamlike stupor. The spire of the villa, the black streetlights on the white sidewalk, and the metal benches by the roadside all vanished.
   

        Only a world filled with dense fog remained.
   

        The fog was thick, even becoming denser over time. Its color changed from an original milky white to a dark gray, just like a drop of ink gradually spreading in liquid.
   

        "The Hollow Domain! How could it be the Hollow Domain?! This is clearly a phenomenon that only appears in the fifth-level special region of Hell! Right, the Magic Water Ritual has gone wrong, causing unknown and dangerous changes! That's why..." Number Four mumbled to himself.
   

        Swoosh~
   

        A huge fist suddenly reached out from the fog behind Number Four, its fast movement stirring the fog into a vortex.
   

        Bang!
   

        The two fists clashed, creating an immediate shockwave around the punch. The sharp airflow made Number Four's face hurt.
   

        "Elephant Roaring Sound!"
   

        The straight fist quickly thrust forward, the mighty power roaring like a beast.
   

        Casio's right-hand muscle contracted and expanded.
   

        The arm that was reaching out of the fog was pushed back, and Casio also stumbled back several steps, shattering a brick with each step. He steadied himself and his left hand started rotating with a white airflow.
   

        With a gentle swing, a Rasengan was thrown out.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The rotating airflow exploded, instantly wiping out the surrounding fog.
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        The fog lifts, revealing a colossal beast hidden behind it. It's a puppet made of what seems to be metallic steam. Standing close to four meters tall, it has a protruding belly akin to a bear in a cartoon, pieced together by iron sheets in distinctive hues.
   

        Fog continuously spews from the gaps between its iron plates.
   

        The monster's head resembles that of a typical steam demon puppet, donning a knight's helmet. Its mouth features a grille-like rebar, and its eye slot is a rectangular void, from which fog endlessly streams, accompanied by two fleeting, red points of light.
   

        "What on earth is this thing?"
   

        Casio promptly pulls number five closer.
   

        He didn't save No.5 out of the goodness of his heart, but because No.5 evidently had relevant information about their current predicament. For instance, it was No.5 who coined the term 'Hollow Domain' to describe the recent mutation.
   

        This mutation seemingly arose from an unusual alteration in the magic water ritual. Even Casio sensed danger from it.
   

        "This thing is called a Hell Puppet. It's a particular phenomenon in the Hollow Domain, similar to the relationship between a steam demon puppet and its unique domain. The Hell Puppet indiscriminately kills all living beings in the Hollow Domain, as if … as if it is the guardian of pure black magic water," No.5 mumbles dazedly. 
   

        He was aware that revealing this information was crucial now. Casio was evidently stronger than him, and perhaps their collaboration could help them survive until they exit the Hollow Domain within two minutes. Ordinary humans would stand no chance against the immensely dangerous Hell Puppet.
   

        "The Steam Demon Puppet is a patrol hunter of the special domain, commonly spotted in areas of danger, combat, and even terror (Levels 2 to 4). The Hell Puppet usually only appears in hell-level special districts, and very occasionally in Level 4 - Terror Category. It's an incredibly powerful patrol hunter, capable of easily destroying an entire building. Despite its heavy physique, its defenses are remarkable. Even though it moves slowly, it will swiftly teleport behind its prey upon straying too far away. It possesses exceptional regenerative abilities and practically has no weaknesses!"
   

        Gasping for breath, No.4 quickly adds, "It shouldn't have appeared here, but the magic water ritual underwent an unexpected variation. The Level-4 Crystal Magic Water rarely attracts a Hell Puppet! Our only chance of survival is to hold on for two minutes, after which we can return to reality if we can withstand the Hell Puppet!"
   

        The two-minute mark corresponds to the time taken for the pure black magical water to fully emerge from the ground and turn into a crystal. During this time, the cold, mysterious power of the entire special area will converge at the cracks, temporarily creating a formidable patrol hunter like the Hell Puppet. Of course, No.5 does not elaborate on this.
   

        Casio only needs to understand that the Hell Puppet is extremely powerful and cannot be faced head-on; constant evasion will be necessary for the two of them to counter it.
   

        Although only seconds have passed since they were foes, under the immense pressure, No.5 is still willing to temporarily cooperate with Casio.
   

        Even more, he's considering if, during these two minutes, Casio and the Hell Puppet could weaken each other. No, that's too flattering for Casio. He's hoping the Hell Puppet crushes Casio in the last moments of these two minutes. That way, he could escape the puppet's pursuit and annihilate his enemy.
   

        A win-win situation.
   

        Snap!
   

        Aaahhhh...Ooohhhh...
   

        An unprecedented pain shoots through No.5's legs. His face contorts with agony, mixing snot and tears. 
   

        His legs are twisted at odd angles, evidently broke by a powerful force. Blood trickles down the cracks of broken bone as No.5 collapses onto the ground, his face drenched in sweat. He turns to look towards Casio, who is composedly retracting his hands. 
   

        "Why? Why would you attack me? In these circumstances, even one less person means certain death! Ugh... The Hell Puppet's might is beyond your imagination, aren't we allies?"
   

        No.5 screams hoarsely, plagued by unimaginable agony. He couldn't believe that Casio would suddenly attack him. Shouldn't they cooperate wholeheartedly in the face of the looming danger?
   

        "No... you're mistaken. For you, it's a hopeless situation, but for me…"
   

        Carelessly tossing his black coat on the floor, Casio strides forward, addressing the trembling No.5 behind him, "Whether you live or die depends on your own luck. Even though I have a few questions for you, I won't be holding back in the upcoming fight. Of course, if you can't even withstand the aftershocks of the battle, there's no need for you to live. Brace yourself..."
   

        On the ground, No.5 curls up, his face pale. He yanks the black coat from the floor, shrouding his upper body.
   

        Out of sight, out of mind.
   

        There's barely any difference between an early death or a late one. He even gets a coat at death's door; how incredibly... heartbreaking!
   

        "Let's die together! Dreaming of facing the Hell Puppet alone and surviving is far-fetched. No new human has ever achieved this! There is only one outcome for you. You'll be pounded to minced meat by the terrifying fists of the Hell Puppet, just like me!"
   

        No.5 roars internally, cursing Casio with all his might.
   

        On the other hand, the colossal Hell Puppet steadily shuffles toward them, moving as slow as No.5 had described. The Puppet
   

        Doesn't have human-like feet, rather it has column-like legs that resemble elephant limbs. Each step it takes shatters the plaza's floor, spreading cracks more than half a meter in radius.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 271: 176 Accident Gain (6400)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "The Hell Puppet... its function seems similar to that of the Decayed Knight, or rather, an enhanced version of the Decayed Knight. It does pose a certain threat to me, but it's not enough to put my life at risk. In other words, the strength of this puppet is at most equivalent to the major accomplishment level of a boxing practitioner..."
   

        Casio engages in rapid thought, his face expressionless.
   

        "If our strengths are comparable, there's really nothing to fear..."
   

        "It all comes down to individual ability."
   

        "It can pose a threat to me, but I can also threaten it. If it can beat me to death, I can do the same to it."
   

        Casio shifts his gaze slightly, "Let's test its teleportation range."
   

        With light and quick footwork on the surface, he quickly darts away from the Hell Puppet, creating a considerable distance between them in a short time. Five meters, seven meters, nine meters, and then at ten meters!
   

        The gigantic silhouette of the Hell Puppet in the distance suddenly vanishes.
   

        Casio feels an air wave pushing from behind, much like when a balloon is submerged in water, naturally causing ripples around it.
   

        Boom!
   

        The clenched fist engulfed in grey-black fog slams downwards.
   

        Casio swiftly dodges the attack by turning and moving quickly to the side. The Hell Puppet's fist slightly changes direction, swinging like a sledgehammer.
   

        Rumble!
   

        The concrete enclosure wall of a nearby building is broken in half as the fist violently penetrates it without any resistance.
   

        Crumbling stones fly about, creating a small pit in the ground.
   

        "Such immense strength, it's at least equivalent to 80% of my full strength with my blood circulation working at three times its normal speed!" Casio's eyes narrow in realization.
   

        He doesn't feel overwhelmed, it's normal for an opponent who can make himself feel threatened to have such strength. What Casio finds strange is the change after Black Rain Villa disappeared.
   

        Is the Puppet one of the monsters from the original trajectory of the dusk? Casio has never seen it at Black Rain Villa.
   

        "I was in need of a punching bag, let's consider this a boredom-busting fight..."
   

        Casio cracks his neck, making a series of clicking sounds.
   

        He watches the Hell Puppet as it continues to charge towards him, the muscles in his upper body tense, his whole figure enlarging dramatically within a split second as his eyes turn a bloody red.
   

        The bulges of his rock-white muscles are terrifyingly majestic.
   

        He usually appears rather large, but due to muscle compression, he generally maintains a streamlined figure. However, once he enters combat, Casio goes all out. The three blood nodes in his body accelerate furiously, which instantly restores his muscles to their original state, transforming him into a miniature giant within half a second.
   

        "With my current strength, I'm indeed lacking punching bags that can withstand it, you've arrived just in time..." He lifts his head to look at the Hell Puppet, his teeth glinting eerily in a grin.
   

        As he steps, his shoes crunch against the crushed pebbles on the ground, muffled sounds of crushing fill the air.
   

        "Azure Wind Stream! Wind Owl!"
   

        The incredibly swift hand knife, accompanied by a stream of air, cuts a white line in the air, causing a shrill whistling sound as the air is torn apart.
   

        This strike is neither swift nor brutal, the angle of attack is extremely tricky.
   

        The Hell Puppet doesn't have time to react, its left limb that had just been raised is caught in the white line of the attack. A spurt of fog explodes from the part where the white line made contact, issuing an audible hissing sound.
   

        Thud! The massive metal hand collapses onto the ground.
   

        "That was a bit laborious..."
   

        After giving an evaluation, Casio immediately turns around. One foot in the back and one in the front, his body adopts a bow stance. His hands are lifted to both sides of his head at right angles, reminiscent of a boxer.
   

        An influx of white air envelops his fists, appearing like rising smoke.
   

        "Hum, hum, hum..."
   

        The Hell Puppet, unable to speak, only emits furious puffs of steam from the crevices of its body. It lifts its maimed arm, from which a metallic pipe extends with a series of clicks, restoring itself to its original shape within a few breaths.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The puppet suddenly vanishes!
   

        Casio swiftly senses the air pressure from behind.
   

        "I'm within its ten-meter range, the Hell Puppet can actually teleport proactively, it's teleportation isn't just passive."
   

        Thud!
   

        A fist about a quarter the size of a normal person brutally slams into Casio's back, sending him flying like a javelin, to skid across the ground, leaving behind a long black skid mark.
   

        Smack, a palm forcefully strikes the ground.
   

        Casio spins in mid-air, executing two consecutive 360-degree spins before landing back on his feet.
   

        Though he was at a slight disadvantage, it's not a major issue.
   

        He chuckles, wiping off the trace of blood from the corner of his mouth.
   

        Opening his arms, as if spreading bat wings, he stretches his chest. His back muscles expand and contract with the movement, the skin over them appearing as though twisted steel bars are crisscrossing beneath it.
   

        He had reached the third level, Rock Armor, of Hard Qigong.
   

        Casio's tolerance for mistake in combat is much higher than most martial artists at his level.
   

        "Stone Armor Skill: Rock Armor Minor Accomplishment (three levels total)"
   

        Skin Hardening Level 3: Due to the cultivation of Hard Qigong, the body's surface muscles are extraordinarily tenacious, the hardness of the skin is astounding. Defense ability and resistance to physical attacks massively increase, able to resist sharp attacks such as bullets, as well as the pounding of blunt heavy objects!
   

        The force from the Hell Puppet's punch had been dispersed across the surface of his skin, reaching every part of his body.
   

        By increasing the area of impact, the pressure exerted on each section of his skin and muscles was reduced, effectively slowing down the force of the powerful blow.
   

        "Huh…"
   

        Casio exhales a breath laced with the metallic scent of blood, a difficult-to-imagine body heat radiates from his exposed skin. A deep resonance emanates from his chest, much like the vibration of a bowstring.
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        His heart rate was skyrocketing.
   

        Ka ka ka...
   

        He stretches out his arms, a ka ka sound echoing from his joints. His blood was pulsing rapidly through his veins, as fast as light.
   

        Seeing the advancing Hell Puppet, Casio suddenly turns and throws a punch, his vague shadow whips out like a lash.
   

        Thud!
   

        Their fists collided again.
   

        The Hell Puppet that suddenly moved behind Casio was met with a direct hit. The two forces collided, continually annihilating each other.
   

        "You want a direct confrontation? Bring it on!"
   

        He spreads his arms, his fists raining down like torrential droplets, each carrying its own mighty force, overwhelming like a raging tide during a storm.
   

        The Hell Puppet likewise punched out, stirring up a swirling gale.
   

        The terrifying power between them infuriated and vibrated, their dark foggy aura turned into visible shock waves, radiating out ripples layer by layer, accompanied by deep and dull sounds.
   

        The ground beneath them silently shattered, leaving nothing but dust.
   

        In the corner, Number Five couldn't help but pull down his clothes. There suddenly came a sharp wind, cutting across his face like a knife. It even numbed his face, making him unable to open his eyes.
   

        "What the heck is that?"
   

        He forced his eyes open and turned his head.
   

        At a distance, under the veiled moonlight, two giants - one tall, one short; one black, one white - were fighting horrifically. Large shockwaves were radiating out from where the pair collided, stirring up the air.
   

        At their center, two clouds of fog formed a fast-spinning vortex, continuously colliding, consuming, merging, and annihilating each other.
   

        "This is fucking crazy..."
   

        Number Five's mouth hung open in shock, eating quite a bit of dust along with some pebble fragments.
   

        "Ptui Ptui Ptui..." He spat out saliva, which was blustered back onto his face by the relentless wind. Number Five simply ignored it, transfixed on the two monsters fighting in the distance. He mumbled over and over, "Impossible... Absolutely impossible, how can a human contend with a Hell Puppet?"
   

        "It must be my illusion... I must be dead, I've heard that people hallucinate when they're close to death…"
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Three stones burst out from the battlefield, striking Number Five with great force. Blood sprayed from the impact. The intense pain made him howl out loud.
   

        "It's not an illusion...It hurts so much! Gaah!"
   

        A few dozen meters away, dust was rolling on the battlefield, stone chips scattered everywhere. The terrifying sound, like a road roller's grinding, was coming from the center where the two were clashing.
   

        "Good! This is exhilarating, I feel great! Hahaha…"
   

        Loud laughter could be heard from Casio, his face flushed with battle frenzy and excitement. Fighting an equal opponent fully aroused his battle lust. In simple words...
   

        He got carried away!
   

        "Take this punch."
   

        "Killing Strike! Wind Elephant Torrent!!!"
   

        Casio forcefully lunged forward, a surge of force beyond any before charged into his fist. His punch shot out like a roaring shell!
   

        Suddenly...
   

        Omm...
   

        A wave of dizziness washed over him and the surroundings gradually darkened.
   

        He was frozen mid-air, unable to move.
   

        The next moment, the Hollow Domain dissipated. Casio's lingering iron fist swung down, giving the startled man in black no chance to dodge. The direct punch exploded upon impact!
   

        The remaining force struck a massive metal device in the center of the plaza. It was thrust sideways and crashed against many surrounding walls. Dong dong dong... 
   

        Screech...
   

        In the distance...
   

        The three-story building creaked under a heavy burden.
   

        Eventually, with a rumbling sound, it directly collapsed.
   

        "Dammit!"
   

        The magician, his face covered in blood, was petrified in place. He gaped at the muscular hulk two meters away from him. The murderous and ferocious aura instantly paralyzed the magician, causing him to topple to the ground.
   

        "Huff… two minutes didn't satisfy my bloodlust... it was too short..."
   

        Casio flexed his wide palm, glanced at the terrified magician, then turned to Number Five who was still unable to move. He walked a few steps forward, seeing a small fissure ahead of him.
   

        Around the fissure were a few chunks of rare black crystals.
   

        "So this is the so-called pure black magic water? The goal of the Magic Water Ritual is to get this, and the Hell Puppet is summoned by this stuff..." Casio picked up a small piece, casually playing with it in his hand, wanting to explore its mysteries.
   

        "Don't bother! You're just a human, not a noble New Human. Pure black magic water can only be used by New Humans. It won't work with humans, it's even poisonous to them!"
   

        "Hahaha..." Number Five started to laugh on the ground. It seemed like the last consolation of his impending doom. His smile froze on his face as he laughed.
   

        "Impossible! You're supposed to be a human, how can you...?"
   

        A few meters away, Casio held a black crystal in his fingers. He suddenly noticed his forearm, affected by radiation mutation, was glowing like a long firefly.
   

        The crystal in his fingers suddenly shattered, turning into dust-like particles that were promptly absorbed by his palm.
   

        A cool and comforting sensation spread through his hand, like a black snake slithering up his arm, finally rushing into his brain.
   

        Omm!
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        Casio suddenly shuddered, akin to the relief of a trekker who, having endured long hours, finally has the chance to relieve himself. This feeling burst into his brain, every pore of his skin sprung upright, carrying an intense wave of joyous sensation.
   

        He couldn't shake a sense of déjà vu about his current situation. After some pondering, Casio remembered the feeling, it was the same as when he used the Wisdom Rune's Spirit's Blood. However, the stimulation brought on by the Pure Black Magic Water was far less than that of the Spirit's Blood.
   

        Casio still remembered his visceral reaction to the Spirit's Blood — such a powerful sensation it felt as if he had been baked in a furnace. By the end, when the Spirit's Blood reached his brain, it was a thunderclap. He bled crazily from his eyes, nose, mouth, and ears.
   

        Or rather, he bled from all his seven orifices.
   

        If the Spirit's Blood was an extremely turbulent river, then the Pure Black Magic Water would be a slow, meandering stream.
   

        One acted swiftly while the other had a slow, measured effect?
   

        Casio could now clearly feel a very refreshing sensation enveloping his entire brain, as though a stimulating refresher potion was applied to his temples. It felt exceptionally cool, and his five senses were significantly sharper than before.
   

        Before this he felt like he was severely nearsighted without glasses, but now it was as if he had put on glasses, making everything clear and transparent.
   

        He could even see the tiny dust particles in the moonlight.
   

        Hovering and slowly spinning in the air like tiny insects.
   

        Casio slowly reached out a hand, and lightly waved it through the air. The variations of airflow through his fingers struck him, the direction, force, and so forth...
   

        "Incredible, truly remarkable," he said, his eyes twinkling as he looked at No. 5 on the ground and then at the magician.
   

        "Bass, tell me about the effects of the Pure Black Magic Water..."
   

        "Gulp." The magician swallowed. He had not yet recovered his composure, still flustered by how Casio explosively took down the member of the White Skull Organization who was chasing him.
   

        "Huff..."
   

        Under Casio's calm gaze, the magician deeply inhaled: "Sir...erm...Despite the present circumstances, I feel obliged to remind you, the White Skull Organization is currently active at Blue Star Villa. They are extremely ruthless and every one of their members is a formidable New Human. If a team leader-level individual arrives, we might be in danger..."
   

        "Cough! Cough! Cough!"
   

        Upon hearing these words, No. 5, who was crouched on the ground like a dead dog, gained a touch of red on his ashen face.
   

        "A team leader-level individual? You mean this one on the ground?"
   

        Casio gave No. 5 a casual kick and casually picked up the black coat with three holes poked by broken stones. He didn't seem to mind and threw the coat over his shoulders.
   

        The magician Bass looked where Casio was pointing and once again noticed the deathly-white man on the ground. His prominent hooked nose, disheveled curly brown hair, a complete mess.
   

        His legs were clearly broken and twisted, the fabric of his clothing stained with coagulated blood.
   

        A skull dial adorned his wrist, and the three broad silver rings on his fingers were unmistakably the indicator of a team leader-level status.
   

        Team leader-level individuals of the White Skull Organization were quite infamous amongst the New Humans. Some were known far and wide, while some remained mysterious. It could be said that those who had seen the true faces of the team leaders, whether New Humans or regular humans, were all killed. Although the magician did not recognize No. 5, that did not prevent him from confirming the latter's identity as a team leader-level member of the White Skull Organization. The rings provided the perfect proof.
   

        Such a formidable "A"-class New Human was now lying helplessly on the ground, like a descaled grass carp on a chopping board.
   

        Awaiting the butcher's blade to behead him.
   

        "A real team leader level!"
   

        The magician was shocked again. Sometimes, strength and destructive power require comparisons. When Casio punched a person-sized metal device and demolished a house, it impressed the magician, yet, he couldn't really comprehend it. However, Casio defeating the White Skull Organization's team leader-level "A" class New Human was a very direct performance. In an instant, the magician elevated Casio's image to a level above the White Skull Organization's team leaders.
   

        "Stop stalling," urged Casio.
   

        "Ah...okay, okay," the magician regained his senses, "The main effect of the Pure Black Magic Water for us New Humans is to invigorate the source within our bodies, also known as the power source. For instance, the Beastmen's source is beast blood, and that of Psychics is telekinesis... They are different manifestations of the same power source and are what distinguish New Humans from ordinary humans." The magician took a brief pause.
   

        "Take Psychics as an example, after using Pure Black Magic Water, their brains become extremely active. They can remember every detail of each telekinetic usage. The effect of each training session is several times more effective than usual, and this can last for some time. The higher the level of Pure Black Magic Water, the longer its duration and the more noticeable its effect of training enhancement. Of course, the same level of Pure Black Magic Water would affect New Humans of different strengths differently."
   

        "The stronger the source of a New Human, the greater the consumption of Pure Black Magic Water, but the duration is shorter and the amplifying effect poorer. In fact, some "A" class New Humans are already unable to use low-level Pure Black Magic Water as it does not stimulate their high-level sources at all. Using it would be a waste."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 274: Idea of Establishing Organization (5800)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "This may be one of the reasons why the White Skull Organization pursued refining high-level pure black magic water through blood sacrifices..."
   

        The magician relayed most of the content in one breath.
   

        On the ground, Number Five remained silent, giving no response whatsoever.
   

        Casio rubbed his chin, deep in thought.
   

        If what was said was correct, would he now be considered a new human? After all, technically speaking, only new humans can absorb pure black magic water, but Casio did not have any vital essence of this kind.
   

        The only change the meteorite radiation at Black Rain Villa caused was a mutation of one of his blood vessels, which became blacker, thicker, and slightly stronger.
   

        As for other changes, Casio didn't feel anything.
   

        The realm of a fully-fledged secret martial artist in boxing can allow martial artists to feel changes around their bodies. Any slight mutation could be detected with close attention. But Casio didn't notice any anomalies. The blood vessel mutation was purely a physical mutation, and it truly did not involve deeper levels.
   

        So, what effect could magic water have on him?
   

        Casio immediately began to explore, with no regard for the two people beside him. In his eyes, one was his future subordinate, and the other was already a dead person. Furthermore, most of the so-called members of the White Skull Organization were likely already dead or injured.
   

        The remaining ones weren't enough to trouble Casio.
   

        In the central square, in the fog, on the grey-white brick floor.
   

        He slowly and firmly placed his feet apart, stepping firmly onto two boards. Then he bent his waist in a lunge, one fist clenched behind him and the other hand open in front of him. This was the beginning of the Wind Elephant Fist chapter of the Elephant Herd, which contained the core principles of boxing.
   

        "The mind flows like a stream, the wind and earth are unstoppable."
   

        After a moment of stagnation, Casio began to perform the Wind Elephant Fist style as if no one was present. His feet moved, his waist rushed. His elbows, fists, knees, and spine worked together, mixing all the strength of his body into a tight rope. Swing punch. Straight punch. Stab punch...
   

        For a moment, vague shadows of fists filled the air.
   

        The air hissed, and the dense fog twirled around.
   

        Half a minute later, he slowly turned his gaze towards the upper right corner.
   

        'Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 76.6% (Three layers) △'
   

        Behind the Wind Elephant Fist's status bar, a triangle symbol startlingly appeared, somewhat similar to the plus symbol used before the wisdom rune. Casio tentatively focused on the triangle.
   

        △: Due to the active state of the brain, understanding, perception and information processing abilities temporarily increase. The ability to learn skills improved to "400%~600%!" Additionally, due to improved memory, it is hard to forget insights into skills during this period.
   

        Magic water consumption: ▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆
   

        Good stuff!
   

        A light shone in Casio's eyes. This pure black magic water indeed was a precious resource, highly sought by all major forces of new humans.
   

        It could enable the Wind Elephant Fist to progress at a speed four to six times faster than before. This was very important for Casio.
   

        The further he progressed in the secret martial arts, the closer he got to the realm of the fighter. The more Casio felt the difficulty of cultivating martial arts.
   

        Especially boxing, even with daily hard training, the speed was slow as a turtle crawl. This was different from cultivating the physique, which could not be rapidly enhanced with the sinister methods of Black Rain Villa. He could only steadily accumulate foundation step by step, gaining occasional insights.
   

        Practice and practice again, until the quantity produced qualitative change.
   

        After boxing reached the major accomplishment of the Elephant Herd Chapter, Casio could already feel his difficulty progressing. He could not improve as fast as before. His own core bone is of an upper-middle level, which can be considered genius, but there are not few geniuses in the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        Passed down from generation to generation, there were at least ten or so people.
   

        However, among the whole Wind Elephant Gate, only the Gate Master Belon reached the realm of a fighter. Everyone else either fell short midway or missed the best period for breakthrough in prolonged drilling sessions while they were still at their prime. The toughest part of climbing a mountain is usually the final distance to the peak, which is steep, suffers from a lack of oxygen, and even snowstorms.
   

        With the help of pure black magic water, Casio, as it were, had an extra down jacket, an oxygen tank, plus climbing shoes, and an ice axe. This was far better than other bare, solitary martial artists. His efficiency increased exponentially.
   

        On reaching the summit, the normal martial artist would have to very carefully climb back down, even more perilous than climbing. This process is known as breaking through the bottle neck.
   

        However, he had wisdom runes.
   

        Casio was like he had a glider. He could spring off directly from the peak and swiftly descend to the bottom of another mountain.
   

        Granted, this method left less room for training compared to normal martial artists, but this absolutely didn't mean Casio was weaker than most people in any respect.
   

        He has always firmly believed in one phrase.
   

        The stronger the power, the stronger the heart.
   

        These two are mutually supplementary and nourishing relationships. A skinny, weak boy transforms into a muscular, strong man, his personality changes, becoming more assertive.
   

        A girl with a face full of acne, upon going through a transformation, became a long-haired, beautiful woman. She would have much more confidence than before.
   

        Quick progress has never been a bad thing. If used correctly, it can be marked equal to being brave and industrious.
   

        And Casio, was confident in marking this equation equal.
   

        Several minutes passed, he not only practiced Wind Elephant Fist, but also tried techniques like Heart-eye Secret Technique and Lion's Roar Breathing Method. Except for Elephant Soul Secret Technique and the Stone Armor Technique that exercise the physique, others could all benefit from the amplification of the pure black magic water, but the degree of enhancement varied. The most effective one was the Lion's Roar Breathing Method. Due to its low difficulty and not being mastered yet, the amplification reached a staggering fifteen times. Perhaps after two hours of practice, he could master it.
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        Obviously, pure black magic water is a good thing.
   

        But, the only downside is that there's too little of it. Apart from the one that was absorbed by Casio, there are only eight left on the ground.
   

        Which probably won't last long.
   

        He promptly turned his attention to Number Five on the ground, benignly approached him. A minute later, Number Five, whose body was soft even to the bones, only had a hard mouth. However, here, a hard mouth doesn't refer to refusing to reveal the secrets of the Skull Organization.
   

        He did reveal the secrets of the Skull Organization, yet, he kept murmuring that when Numbers Two and Four heard the noise they would rush over to slaughter Casio. To which, Casio rudely informed him.
   

        Numbers Two and Four had already been killed by him a while ago, they couldn't come to rescue him. If he didn't believe it, he could take Number Five out to see the hideous corpses of his two elder brothers later. One of them was beaten into a pulp, the other torn in half.
   

        Hmm, in comparison, Number Five being disabled was a blessing in disguise.
   

        After obtaining the information revealed by Number Five, Casio had a deeper understanding of pure black magic water and the magic water ritual. He also understood that the pure black magic water in front of him was a fourth-level crystal-grade high-ranking magic water which is not much even throughout the whole federation.
   

        As for the magic water ritual of the White Skull Organization, Number Five doesn't know its origin but only knows certain principles and operating methods.
   

        This ritual track could extract the essence of life from organisms within a certain range, thereby attracting the cold aura of the entire special area to gather and finally surge out of the ground to gather into high-quality magic water.
   

        Generally speaking, it is generally half a notch higher in quality than the magic water normally formed in such special areas, and if the effect is excellent, it will be a higher grade. The Anta Mountains area is somewhat special in this regard.
   

        After understanding these conditions, Casio felt a bit headache.
   

        If he wants to continuously acquire pure black magic water, relying on himself is not enough, there must be an organization to operate.
   

        Otherwise, he would be too busy to keep up with everything.
   

        Moreover, with the Wisdom Rune, Casio has one chance to refresh, which requires hunting dark creatures to obtain the Disaster Essence. It's too hard to slowly find dark creatures by oneself...
   

        Lastly, Obsession Antiques, Obsession Energy.
   

        These three things, pure black magic water, Wisdom Rune, Obsession Antiques. Casio needs a lot of manpower to help him with these.
   

        The Black Spade "A" Organization? He doesn't trust them much. Although Casio has become the "J" of the Assassination Department, the relationship at best is of cooperation. The Shadowless organization? They've only just come into contact.
   

        Casio feels that he should establish an organization in the real world, an organization dedicated to serving himself. Let him be free from trivia, and only need to focus on becoming stronger.
   

        Even, he has a vague idea now.
   

        It should be divided into three departments according to the three needs.
   

        One is specifically to collect Obsession Antiques, one is dedicated to investigating and hunting dark creatures, and one is looking for magic water in special areas.
   

        As for the part about magic water, he already has the best candidate. The captain of Team Five of the White Skull Organization: "Shock".
   

        This person is interesting, or to put it better, very pure. His purpose in joining the White Skull Organization is to become stronger, and he also worships the strong. Upon seeing the terrifying fight between Casio and the Hell Puppet, Shock had already understood. Casio ranks above the "A" class New Humans, maybe at the level of Number One. Even more, he might be even more terrifying than Number One.
   

        The scene where Casio and the Hell Puppet were fighting has been deeply imprinted in Shock's mind, like an inextricable shadow.
   

        He, too, wants to obtain such a powerful strength.
   

        Admittedly, Casio has killed many of Shock's men, and even finished off his two team leader-level companions. But, this is also a display of ultimate power. If Casio can give him a chance to live, he is naturally willing to serve Casio.
   

        Maybe relying on such a powerful person, he can still develop a force that rivals the White Skull Organization. By that time, Shock would no longer be Number Five, but Number Two, a proper Number Two.
   

        That's what Shock has in mind.
   

        In the Plaza.
   

        Casio glanced at the eight black crystals on the ground, and a thought naturally rose. The magic water ritual is a good thing, and the consumables don't necessarily have to be human.
   

        It could be New Humans, or even...
   

        Dark creatures.
   

        Compared with ordinary people, the life essence of dark creatures is unimaginably powerful, one can even offset a hundred.
   

        Would it be possible to replace humans with dark creatures?
   

        That's possible!
   

        In Casio's mind, one of the departments in his envisioned organization would be dedicated to catching dark creatures. Isn't this a perfect left-hand to right-hand, one-stop service?
   

        Directly extracting the value of a dark creature.
   

        First, absorb the essence of disaster, then sacrifice the essence of life.
   

        These two are not the same.
   

        The logic is clear and reasonable, with a considerable feasibility.
   

        After all, Casio still wants to use the magic water ritual. However, there was some resistance to using human sacrifices, as they were of the same kind.
   

        Moreover, the magic water ritual usually requires tens to hundreds of people for the sacrifice.
   

        Which would be more convenient and quicker than carrying one or two dark creatures? All they need to do is to find out where there is a special area suitable for the magic water ritual, and directly send a few experts to escort one or two dark creatures. It's secretive, efficient, and quick in response, and maybe the White Skull Organization couldn't even outperform this counterfeit. After using the magic water ritual in a place once, the effect of the second time in the short term will be greatly reduced.
   

        What could be foreseen was that this yet-to-be-born new organization of Casio already had an enemy -- the White Skull Organization.
   

        Next, the magician Bass was quickly persuaded by Casio's reasoning and emotional appeal. To be honest, just the pure dark magic water mentioned in Casio's mouth was enough for a magician like him, a C-level new human. Starve the timid and stuff the brave. Under gritted teeth, the magician agreed to Casio right away.
   

        Now it was around eleven o'clock at night, the fog in the surrounding environment gradually dispersed, revealing slightly damaged buildings.
   

        The sky was sparsely lit with moon and stars, the dark clouds drifted apart, revealing the bright moonlight. The pale white veil fell like gauze.
   

        Accompanied by a cool breeze, it gave a sense of tranquillity.
   

        This time, the White Skull Organization suffered heavy losses, leaving only a few big and small cats. It wasn't just Casio who had killed, but also Silver Spear Soro, and the Silver Organization that took action.
   

        However, the two did not meet again.
   

        Under the reminder of Number Five, Casio had already pulled out some of the important Blood Sacrifice Pillars. Then, under the cover of the heavy fog, he left the Blue Star Villa with the magician and Number Five, and left the Anta Mountains.
   

        On the way, the three inadvertently encountered the catwoman Heisha.
   

        So, the team became four people.
   

        Number Five's legs were broken by Casio, so he had to be sent to the nearest hospital in Anta City. Casio then prepared a special healing potion in a nearby chemist, specifically for treating fractures.
   

        He had never used it before, so it was a good chance to test the medication.
   

        This is an ancient recipe inherited from the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        Number Five used it for three days, and it was half better. It can be said that the effect is pretty good, it's just that the side effects are quite exaggerated.
   

        There's nothing else, just a crazy growth of leg hair.
   

        Like a monkey, with thick black hair on his legs and feet, growing in a very weird spiraling pattern.
   

        It extended all the way to his crotch.
   

        Both the doctors and nurses in the hospital were surprised. Every time they checked, they had to shave his leg hair, and it grew back by the second time.
   

        Number Five spent three awkward days.
   

        On the fourth day, Casio left Anta City with the three of them.
   

        North Flow Country, Baichuan City, Train Station.
   

        They got off the train, and seeing the familiar scene he had missed for a long time, Casio squinted his eyes. Behind him, a beautiful woman with burgundy hair stood a little awkwardly to the side. A man dressed as a magician carried another man in loose casual clothes.
   

        This was part of the gains from his outing this time.
   

        The other part was in the inner pocket of his clothes.
   

        Those enticing little black things that were crystal clear and exquisite.
   

        Casio was quite familiar with Baichuan City, and he immediately took everyone by car back to his residence where he hadn't been for several days. The black iron gate slowly opened, and the neat and spacious white courtyard appeared before everyone.
   

        The four of them entered the gate and came to the living room on the first floor.
   

        Number Five, whose legs hadn't fully healed, half-leaned on the sofa, and the magician Bass and the catwoman Heisha sat next to him.
   

        Casio put the suitcase on the coffee table, glanced at Number Five and said, "Shockwave, I have something good to show you."
   

        He immediately turned around and walked towards the location of the basement.
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        The Shadow Demon was gone, completely disappeared.
   

        The basement was empty. At a glance, there were no signs of struggle. Casio furrowed his brows and walked over. Near the heavy fitness equipment, strong custom-made iron chains lay on the floor, completely severed into two pieces.
   

        He bent down and picked one up casually.
   

        The cross section of the iron chain was abnormally smooth, as if cut with a sharp weapon. Someone had rescued the Shadow Demon from the basement...
   

        Casio stood in place, taking a quick look around.
   

        There were no clues. Whoever had done this had deftly entered the basement. At the same time, this person was very cautious, not touching anything else in the basement, and there were no footprints on the ground.
   

        Casio looked at the food nearby. The Shadow Demon had eaten, probably about a third of it. Judging from the normal human consumption, it had likely been rescued about two days ago.
   

        Only Casio and the Shadowless Organization knew that there was a Red Eye Level Shadow Demon in the basement of the house. But the two sides had just reached a cooperation agreement, and Casio had sold a Claw Level Shadow Demon to the Shadowless Organization, so they wouldn't be this impatient.
   

        Moreover, the Shadowless Organization was aware of Casio's strength.
   

        They would have to weigh any moves carefully.
   

        Casio thought that it was very unlikely that the Shadowless Organization had taken away the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon. But it was possible that someone in the organization let the information slip, which then leaked to other people.
   

        Apart from that, there was another possibility.
   

        An unknown number of Shadow Demons had appeared in Baichuan City again, and they had sensed the presence of their kind and thus rescued this Red Eye Level Shadow Demon. If that was the case, Casio needed to be on guard in the near future. A group of Shadow Demons could be observing his single house all the time, watching in secret and waiting.
   

        Of course, he wasn't exactly afraid of being ambushed. After all, he had the Hard Qigong, and unless directly hit by a shell, it would be difficult to kill Casio instantly. Even small-caliber sniper rifles wouldn't work.
   

        The disappearance of the Shadow Demon was a bit of a loss for him. After all, Casio had originally planned to use this Red Eye Level Shadow Demon as a sacrifice, or a test subject for the Magic Water Ritual. He wanted to test whether he could substitute the blood offering material for the ritual with a dark creature.
   

        He had prepared this ready-made thing in the basement, but now that the cooked duck had flown away, Casio had to look for something else.
   

        After tidying up the basement a bit, he threw the slightly stale food into a garbage bag and then walked out of the basement. Shock, lying on the sofa, lifted his head with some difficulty and looked at Casio, his eyes slightly curious.
   

        He was quite interested to know what the good thing was.
   

        In the corridor, Casio glanced at him and said indifferently, "There was a thief in the house, and something got stolen."
   

        After that, he walked out the door with the garbage bag.
   

        "Huh? There was a thief?"
   

        Shock was a little dumbfounded. He didn't expect that even the homes of strong people would get robbed. But it made sense, as long as you still lived in society, you were inevitably connected with other people in society. Unless you thought highly of yourself and no longer considered humans as your own kind.
   

        The so-called strong people, high top the above, seemed to have connections only with those powerful enemies, capable friends, and glorious people.
   

        But in reality, such a lifestyle was lonely, hollow, and sad.
   

        Shock was in such a situation himself. There were few New Humans to start with, and he belonged to an even smaller group of radicals.
   

        Much of Shock's adult life was just like that.
   

        In his view, Casio seemed to be an even more ruthless and domineering strong man. But his home was a fairly cozy courtyard. Warm-toned ceramic tiles, warm brown-red hipped roof, a mailbox at the door, stone paths, and a white flower garden.
   

        And there were neighbors and roads nearby.
   

        These two things were somewhat contradictory, or rather, they did not fit the stereotype Shock had in mind. This cold-faced muscle man should be living rough, travelling the world, encountering dangerous and mysterious events all around the Federation. To his surprise, Casio seemed quite normal. Perhaps he was trying to hide the other world he had experienced with a peaceful and stable surface life.
   

        Shock slowly moved his gaze away and lay back down.
   

        That night, Bass, Shock, and Heisha were arranged to stay on the first floor. Casio, on the other hand, was in his exclusive training room on the second floor, practicing his techniques.
   

        The room wasn't just a vacant space. There were rows of black bookshelves in the corner, filled with books related to combat skills. There were even many historical books from the past of the Hong Li Federation, covering but not limited to festivals, customs, and language.
   

        These were resources Casio had prepared for himself. Only by learning about the specific conditions of each era in the Federation could he better blend into the Era of Retrospection.
   

        He was taking advantage of some conveniences that can only be discerned from the perspective of future people.
   

        For example, Casio's use of Blueroot grass was a perfect example.
   

        The room was brightly lit, with a pale yellow halo spreading in every corner. Near the window, a pile of books was stacked on a black desk where Casio was copying something.
   

        The pen tip rustled on the pale yellow paper.
   

        With a light tap of his finger, he lifted his head and quickly scanned the page.
   

        Right, it was a record of all the skills Casio had brought back from the Era of Retrospection, each page filled from left to right.
   

        Canon Slashing Sword, Mithril Storm Cross-sword, Acheron Bloody Battle Axe, Stone Armor Skill, Heart-eye Secret Technique, Lion's Roar Breathing Method.
   

        And also the Mithril Stability Destruction Skill.
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        He was not just straightening out and reinforcing the memories in his mind, but also preparing for the organization he was planning to establish. For the organization to grow, it undeniably needs a foundation, and these things [referring to the memories] were just that - a foundation that didn't rely on Casio's core secret martial arts.
   

        A part of this [knowledge] could be used as rewards for the organization's members.
   

        Perhaps this was a not so bad idea.
   

        After all, an organization needs a core attraction to gradually grow, and Casio cannot always win people over with force.
   

        They must persuade people with both strength and profit, establishing trust in the process.
   

        On the paper was densely packed characters written in unsteady strokes. In this world, there was no one else but Casio who could decipher what was written. Even in the world before Casio's transmigration, only a few could.
   

        Because, his handwriting was really ugly.
   

        It naturally has an encryption effect, a brilliant double-layer encryption.
   

        Half an hour later, in the training room.
   

        A figure was sitting cross-legged.
   

        Casio was quietly looking at the three skills in the upper right corner of his field of vision.
   

        "Dak's Balancing Destruction Technique: Minor accomplishment (Level 1)"
   

        "Heart-eye Secret Technique: Not mastered (Total of 3 Levels)"
   

        "Lion's Roar Breathing Method: Not mastered (Total of 1 Level) "
   

        A triangle logo is displayed behind all the skills.
   

        This signified that they were in the enhanced state of Crystalline Pure Black Devil Water.
   

        During the three day rest in Anta City, Casio did not choose to start with the Lion's Roar Breathing Method, which was the easiest to learn. Instead, he tested all the martial arts techniques he had learned in depth, feeling the different enhancement effects they yielded.
   

        Now, he returned to his residence in Northern Flow City with the intent to retest all the secret techniques he'd already come into contact with that night.
   

        First up was the Lion's Roar Breathing Method.
   

        This was an authentic Blood Locking Secret Technique that could stabilize the circulation of qi and blood in the body when suffering from internal injuries, temporarily restoring some combat power. It worked by matching the rhythm of the breathing frequency and blood circulation frequency to trigger a burst of energy in the severely injured muscles and internal organs.
   

        The side effects were severe organ failures after the effect of the secret technique ended and the intense pain caused by the accumulated energy bursts.
   

        There are no cultivation shortcuts, the only way is through hard training. It's also helpful to train in near-death situations, to inflict severe injuries, and to practice repeatedly. Although this is not really a shortcut, as nobody wants to seek death.
   

        However, Casio's efficiency greatly improved after using the Crystalline Pure Black Devil Water, especially with the Lion's Roar Breathing Method attaining fifteen times the normal speed. Actually, this efficiency was almost indistinguishable from when he was seriously injured, only being slightly less effective.
   

        The feature of mastering the Lion's Roar Breathing Method is that a faint roar of a lion can be heard from the nose and mouth, which is actually the sound of airflow circulation.
   

        "Exhale..."
   

        Casio steadied his breath and focused his mind to start practicing the Lion's Roar.
   

        He sat in a standard cross-legged position, with hands crossed over, left hand resting on the right knee and right hand on the left knee.
   

        His chest rose and fell slightly, followed by the airflow circulation.
   

        "Sniff Sniff Sniff~"
   

        The airflow was sucked into the nostrils in three segments and then exhaled in five. The frequency was three in and five out.
   

        Meanwhile, the thick plasma in his body was slowly circulating in his blood vessels. It would suddenly speed up or slow down after passing three nodes, circulating at different speeds in different blood vessels.
   

        This was where the cheating ability of a martial artist at the Major Accomplishment Realm came into play, as Casio could easily manipulate the frequency of blood circulation to match the breathing frequency, especially now that his vitality was fifteen times more active.
   

        Before long, he entered the training phase.
   

        The airflow tangled around his mouth and nose, and the plasma surged in his vessels. It was as if two auras were echoing each other, one above and one below, gradually converging towards a common point. Casio began to imagine he was critically injured and near death, his body gradually becoming exhausted.
   

        It was as if he had just climbed out of a pool wearing wet clothes, his body and limbs felt as though they were being pulled by iron chains.
   

        If he felt this fatigue and weakness, then it was right.
   

        The Lion's Roar Breathing Method was used under such circumstances.
   

        Casio remained motionless, but the blood vessels beneath his skin were whooshing with fresh blood, slightly swelling. The frequency of his breathing and blood circulation were akin to two iron hammers swinging in the air at different speeds. There would be a moment when the two hammers overlapped.
   

        Every time he achieved a unison, he felt he was one step closer to the rudiments of breathing techniques, while Casio embodied this familiar sensation.
   

        Gradually.
   

        Once, twice, thrice.
   

        The breathing became potent, the chest did not undulate greatly, yet a strong pale air flow swirled around the nose.
   

        Four times, five times, six times.
   

        The blood flow in the vessels didn't need to be intentionally directed anymore, it didn't require Casio to speed up or slow down at three nodes. The blood would automatically slow down or speed up where necessary.
   

        Seven times, eight times, nine times.
   

        A hitherto unknown weakness shrouded his body. At this moment, Casio felt as if he had suffered a severe internal injury, with blood seeping from failing organs. His limbs and muscles were extremely slack, he simply could not muster the strength.
   

        The tenth time.
   

        "Roar!"
   

        A faint roar of a lion mixed with the breath, though fleeting, was lucid. It seemed that Casio had succeeded.
   

        Yet he didn't stop, but continued to maintain the status quo.
   

        The breathing frequency and blood frequency remained intertwined and operational.
   

        Occasionally, the panting sound from his nose and mouth interspersed with the roar of a lion once or twice. Then there were three or four incoherent roars, subsequently a continuous roar. Each breath that Casio took sounded like a low growl of a lion, he was getting proficient with the breathing technique.
   

        His body was shaking, and a tingling sensation spread throughout his skin. Inside, there was a surge of hot air flow, like a small fireball nourishing the internal organs and muscles endlessly.
   

        "Hiss, hiss, hiss..."
   

        A stream of hot air was slowly exhaled from his nostrils.
   

        Casio opened his eyes and glanced at the upper right corner.
   

        "Lion's Roar Breathing Technique: Introductory level (One level in total)"
   

        In fact, the word "introductory" was slightly blurry, as if it wanted to jump into two other words, but in the end, it stabilized.
   

        Casio attempted the Lion's Roar Breathing Method again and the roar of a lion immediately came from his nose and mouth. The breathing rate and the blood flow in his body automatically coordinated, there was no longer a need to do so deliberately as before.
   

        Although he was not very proficient yet, he had the confidence to quickly become acquainted with it. By then, this auxiliary secret technique could quickly assist Casio in handling some difficult situations in battle.
   

        The light was dim, he turned his head and glanced at the time.
   

        It wasn't midnight yet.
   

        Continue.
   

        Next up is the Heart-eye Secret Technique.
   

        This technique cultivates the five senses of an individual with the aim of partially opening the vague sixth sense, mainly focusing on intuitions and body reactions. In simple terms, it senses the opponent's movements and allows one's limbs to instantly follow the predictions made by this intuition. With deep cultivation, it can even form God's Eye View, obtaining a clear insight into everything around.
   

        The drawback is that the Heart-eye Secret Technique has three stages. At the first two stages, there are certain risks as the vague sixth sense can sometimes be unreliable.
   

        At times it may lead to misjudgment and thus cannot be relied upon entirely.
   

        The key to cultivation is to use various methods to alternately block the five senses, thereby strengthening the perception of a single sense.
   

        Originally, Casio needed props or medicines to assist in the cultivation of the Heart-eye Secret Technique. However, he had tested beforehand, that the Crystalline Pure Black Devil Water makes his brain exceptionally active, enabling him to do things that normal people simply cannot - such as, deliberately blurring partial perception and only focusing attention on a particular sensation. Like the increasing audibility he was experiencing right now!
   

        Like a bat receiving ultrasound, Casio was using his pair of ears at this moment to perceive his surroundings. The light has been switched off and it was pitch dark. Casio held his breath, every pore on his skin was affixed to the surface, the tactile sensation was slightly blurred as if veiled by a layer of gauze.
   

        The night was silent, bereft of the hustle of the day.
   

        Only the whistling sound of the air wafting through the alley, the rustling sound of leaves shaking with the wind, the creaking sound of the iron gate when it moved at the rusted connection point. An image of a world composed of sound was formed in front of Casio, who using his common sense imagined it in his mind.
   

        Where is the alley? Where is the cluster of trees? Where is the iron gate? One by one, simple sketches appeared in his mind, like drawing lightly on a sheet of white paper.
   

        "Huh?"
   

        Casio suddenly opened his eyes.
   

        Because an additional human figure has appeared in the sketches on the white paper.
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        The contour was rather blurry, just merely a few intertwined black lines forming an oval, barely resembling a human figure. According to its position, this person was outside the alley of the single house, sticking close to the white enclosure wall.
   

        A passerby? Drunkard? Or perhaps... 
   

        Casio blinked, opening his eyes, his senses, which were temporarily blocked, snapped back instantly. The entire world became three-dimensional.
   

        He stood up and walked to the glass, opening the window.
   

        He didn't turn on the light, he merely stuck his head out in the dimness to look below in the direction he had heard the noise.
   

        There was a patch of green ornamental trees blocking the wall. The human contour that Casio sensed was on the other side of the base of the enclosure wall.
   

        His gaze moved slightly, placing one hand on the window sill, and he jumped directly from the second-floor window. His tiptoe touched the ground without making any sound, not even the sound of a normal person walking.
   

        All that could be heard was the rustling of leaves in the cold wind.
   

        Casio walked step by step, gradually approaching the enclosure wall on the north side of the single house. The shadow of the trees completely concealed him.
   

        Without any hesitation, Casio leaped lightly over the wall.
   

        His gaze met with a pair of red pupils that were looking up. A look of astonishment flashed in both their eyes.
   

        Because... 
   

        The human in front of him was shockingly the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon that Casio had imprisoned in the basement and had escaped. It was completely outrageous!
   

        This thing escaped? And then came back?!
   

        Casio raised an eyebrow, inexplicably feeling like laughing. He knew that some criminals go back to the crime scene to appreciate their work but had never heard of an escaped convict returning to the jail for a visit. Wouldn't that be too stupid?
   

        Or did the Shadow Demon have some backing? Was it confident that it brought a gang to attack him, making him pay the price?
   

        He immediately scanned the surroundings. The alleyway was relatively dim, and moonlight was sparse. There was no trace of anyone else.
   

        So... who gave you the courage to come back?
   

        Casio turned his head again, looking at the Shadow Demon who seemed to be petrified on the spot. This Red Eye Level Shadow Demon's pupils contracted, his claws trembling uncontrollably, as if suffering from a stress disorder.
   

        As if he had Parkinson's.
   

        Under normal conditions, Shadow Demons are bloodthirsty and violent beasts. Their potent life force can even petrify humans on the spot, rendering them helpless to be butchered. But now the roles have reversed, with Casio's unexpected appearance filling the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon with unprecedented horror, like a nemesis.
   

        Because, Casio had displayed a more terrifying violent form during that night's chase and battle. Moreover, he had subjected it to unimaginable torture in the basement afterward.
   

        Training it like a punching bag, ruthlessly forcing confessions with an iron fist, each humiliating slap had completely shattered the Shadow Demon's self-esteem.
   

        After being rescued, it had taken two or three days to recover. It had chosen tonight to approach this single house that gave it nightmares again in order to overcome its psychological barrier.
   

        Oh, and to check up on that man.
   

        But, who would've expected...
   

        On the street, Casio smiled nonchalantly. He could infer some of the reasons why the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon had returned. If it were not for his exercise of Heart-eye Secret Technique, enhancing his hearing when he had blocked out other senses, he wouldn't have detected the Shadow Demon's presence.
   

        One can only say it's quite the coincidence.
   

        Casio's face revealed a smile, a fierce momentum burst from his body, he walked step by step.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        The Red Eye Level Shadow Demon yelled, as if waking from a dream. This tall and strong brown-haired man resembled a child awakened from a nightmare, his pale face filled with panic.
   

        He swiftly moved sideways, his feet like springs, and instantly dashed into the darkness of the alleyway, like a bolt of lightning.
   

        The sudden surge in speed left even Casio a bit in awe.
   

        Indeed, when facing a crisis, whether it's humans, animals, or anything else, they can unleash astonishing potential.
   

        In less than half a second, the brown-haired man had disappeared at the end of the alleyway. But Casio wasn't panicking, he was calm and composed. What he wanted was for the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon to run.
   

        The faster it ran, the more panicked, the more noise it made, the better.
   

        When a fish stirs in a pond, other fish will always be alarmed. Casio's strength had increased by a notch compared to before his retrospection, with the Major Accomplishment strength of a fighter, he had the qualification to fish.
   

        "What's going on?"
   

        Two figures leaped over the white wall, it was the magician and Catwoman. They were likely awakened and drawn by the yell of the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon just prior, showing a bit of vigilance.
   

        The magician was wearing his characteristic black suit, with the buttons yet to be done up. The inside was lined with countless pockets full of various metal hidden weapons and tools.
   

        On the other hand, Catwoman Heisha seemed more hasty, wearing only a set of undergarments. Her well-rounded body was exposed without doubt.
   

        A charming face paired with a pale bosom, plus wine-red wavy hair draping over her shoulders. It was quite seductive.
   

        At least, it had an astonishing effect on the Magician.
   

        Casio, however, did not pay too much attention; he just took a glance at both of them, leaving behind the instruction to watch the house. He then stomped his foot and turned into a black afterimage, rushing into the dim alleyway.
   

        The magician and Catwoman at the scene shared a look, then climbed back over wall, returning to their respective bedrooms through the window.
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        Because they... don't have the key.
   

        Under the sparse moonlight, Baichuan City was doused in the light of the moon. Casio's new residence is still within the urban area, but relatively far from the Central Street District. There should be a station about a few hundred meters away along the main road.
   

        Beyond that is a complex network of alleys, that has scattered buildings and sporadic dim lights through the windows. The Red Eye Level Shadow Demon has now morphed into a half-human, half-dark creature, its power at its peak.
   

        It was clear that it was no longer human. Its arms gradually elongated and extended; its ten fingers were long and thin, with sharpened white nails that appeared like blades.
   

        With every step hitting the ground, its body would catapult five or six meters forward, like a black phantom.
   

        And behind the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon,
   

        another towering shadow was leisurely trailing behind.
   

        It was not that Casio underestimated the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon, but the facts lay before him. Even if he hadn't cultivated speed-focused secret martial arts, just based on his physical qualities, he was faster than it. If he wanted, he could catch up with the shadow in front of him within five to ten seconds. Now he was merely slowing down, intentionally maintaining a certain distance from the Shadow Demon.
   

        The two figures moved swiftly through the alleys, one after another.
   

        After who knows how long,
   

        the streets on either side appeared more dilapidated and quiet than before. Every now and then, a dark street lamp would appear, on top of which was a metal rack protruding upwards like a candlestick, serving as ornaments for the remote alleyways.
   

        This was the edge of the urban area. Faint silhouettes of the black cliffs and fields of grass and trees behind the buildings could be seen. All of the houses had tightly shut doors and windows, no signs of light seeping out.
   

        "No fish biting?"
   

        Casio squinted his eyes and rapidly picked up his pace.
   

        Suddenly, on the balcony of a building on the right of the alley.
   

        A black silhouette fell silently, like a fish plunging from a waterfall into a pond, aggressively pouncing towards Casio's back.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Casio fiercely turned around and threw a punch.
   

        His fist directly penetrated through the silhouette's chest, and shattered fabric and fresh blood sprayed out, alongside which, the silhouette was sent flying backward.
   

        "Finally couldn't hold back?"
   

        Casio shook his arm, getting rid of the blood stains on his skin.
   

        Unfortunately, there was only one shadow demon within his pursuit range. The other Red Eye Level Shadow Demons he had anticipated did not appear, and the brown-haired man in front was merely running away with all his might.
   

        It seemed he had no intention of returning to the base and seeking help from other shadow demons. Could it be that the shadow demons also had a sense of loyalty and that they valued the interests of the group as well?
   

        "Whatever, I'll just reel in this fish bait."
   

        Casio took a step and the ground vibrated. He shot out like an arrow released from a bow. After a few leaps,
   

        he was less than five meters away from the brown-haired man.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Red Eye Level Shadow Demon was hit directly in the chest by a punch without any time to resist. He vomitted blood from his mouth. He staggered and fell, skidding five or six meters on the ground.
   

        He raised his arm to try to get up, but an unusual force was coursing through his body, disrupting his balance and coordination.
   

        The power in the man's wrist dissipated.
   

        This was the Midahtko Balance Destruction Technique...
   

        Casio had made good use of it.
   

        A Red Eye Level Shadow Demon is the equivalent of a weakened boxing master.
   

        The essence of its life was definitely superior to that of new humans.
   

        It was perfect as a sacrifice for the magic water ritual.
   

        Just as he was about to take a step forward, he abruptly stopped. His sharp eyes, faintly tinged with red, swiftly scanned the left alleyway. There was a shadow there.
   

        Boom.
   

        A deep footprint suddenly appeared on the cement road.
   

        In a split second, Casio covered a distance of several tens of meters, crashing into the alleyway like a shell. There was a rapid swirl of white mist.
   

        Hiss hiss hiss!
   

        A hand knife traced a white line in the air, wildly slicing against the wall, causing an explosion. The shards of the wall were propelled out by the hand knife, hitting the surrounding areas like bullets.
   

        There was a sound of continuous collisions.
   

        Hoo~
   

        More than a dozen shards that flew out got shattered by a palm blow in mid-air, and a fuzzy, oval-shaped black mass floated in the air.
   

        That was a visual confusion caused by the rapid swinging of both hands.
   

        "Shi!"
   

        From the oval sphere, a black arm suddenly reached out like a chisel and brutally struck Casio's shoulder.
   

        Bang!
   

        The sound of armor collision came from the place where the fist's skin hit.
   

        Casio's left arm tingled slightly, feeling a clever and roaming force penetrate his skin and muscles, directly hitting his joints. Although it was quickly annihilated, technically speaking, Casio was injured under this punch.
   

        "Such strong Hard Qigong!"
   

        In the shadows, a similar cry of surprise came over.
   

        As the dust cleared, a man in his thirties with black hair revealed his figure. He had an average face, looking no different from a passerby. He was wearing a piece of jewelry around his neck, seemingly jade strung together with red thread. His clothes were a matching set of yellow garb, full of pockets, in the style of an explorer.
   

        "You're very good, able to injure me through the defense of Hard Qigong." Casio never held back his praise for the strong: "That force is very special, what's it called?"
   

        "Razor Wind Force, it's a technique I happened to stumble upon. It allows my fist to carry a unique penetrating power."
   

        The black-haired man across spoke candidly.
   

        "Hehehe." Casio inexplicably chuckled: "Return for an attack is only courtesy.  
   

        Since you just punched me, you should taste the punch I will pay you back in return. Cold Wind Elephant Roaring Sound!"
   

        For a moment, a cloud of white air enveloped Casio's entire arm. His feet sidestepped, assuming a standard combat posture. His shoulders swayed delicately, ushering a circulating power.
   

        The bulging intertwining muscles exuded an elephantine white hue. Hot blood surged through his broad blue veins, transmitting power to his arms.
   

        Lunged forward, with a punch!
   

        Hu...
   

        The fast, straight punch was advancing rapidly in mid-air, with a halo of white air stream seemingly forming a shield on the surface of the punch.
   

        In the air, it seemed like the roar of an elephant was heard. That was the intense noise brought about by the arm breaking through the air.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        This punch directly pierced through the black-haired man's chest and violently hit the wall behind him. The ground abruptly vibrated, and half of the gray wall collapsed.
   

        Dust swirled.
   

        Despite knocking down the wall with a single punch, Casio's face portrayed no joy. Because the force exerted on that punch was too light, as if the punch went through the air and directly struck the wall.
   

        "Such immense power, with astonishing destructiveness."
   

        Suddenly, a voice came from Casio's side.
   

        "Sure enough!"
   

        Casio abruptly turned around and threw another punch, twisting his feet and waist simultaneously, whipping out his right arm like a whip.
   

        Thud!
   

        He could feel the force of the blockage at his fist, it was very light, just like a dragonfly skimming over water. But the black-haired man had vanished again, only leaving behind his afterimage.
   

        "Why are you avoiding me?" Casio spoke slowly.
   

        "You're too strong, I dare not confront you directly."
   

        From the right side came a familiar voice.
   

        "What kind of body technique is this? I've never seen it before." Casio squinted his eyes, not probing any longer, but asked calmly.
   

        "Pendulum Step, or Richard's Pendulum Sway."
   

        The black-haired man replied.
   

        Casio turned to look at the man about ten meters away: "Wind Elephant Gate, Casio, may I ask which school's expert you are?"
   

        "School?" A puzzled expression was on the black-haired man's face.
   

        "No, I'm just an explorer, a treasure hunter."
   

        "This set of skills was all accidentally obtained. I didn't have a master or belong to any school. Besides, you can call me Yun."
   

        "Yun?" Casio's eyebrows arched.
   

        "Yes, Yun. I'm not from the Hong Li Federation."
   

        The black-haired man explained.
   

        "..." As Casio was about to speak, his mouth suddenly tasted bitter. As if a piece of Coptis teeta was stuffed into his mouth at some unknown time.
   

        "This feeling...is...Obsession Antique?!"
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        The exact same aura, the exact same taste.
   

        Casio was one hundred percent certain that Obsession Antique was present in the man called Yun. During their intense fight, his attention was focused on the battle and he failed to notice the bitterness.
   

        Now that things had quieted down, the taste was becoming more apparent.
   

        Casio gave Yun an oblique glance, focusing primarily on the pockets of his outer coat. Eventually, his gaze fixed on Yun's neck. There hung a jade figurine strung on a red thread. It was entirely green, yet seemed to be faintly glowing.
   

        Yun noticed Casio's gaze. He casually lifted the pendant that hung around his neck, an oval-shaped jade. Barely engraved, only the center sported a vortex-like pattern. It was about a quarter the size of a human palm, warm in color and embedded within was a faint green hue.
   

        "I feel I need to explain. When I was hiding just now, I wasn't planning to ambush or anything. Half a minute ago, my Misfortune Jade reacted and I followed out of curiosity," Yun stated earnestly.
   

        "Misfortune Jade?" Casio asked tentatively.
   

        "Oh, as I said before, I'm an explorer. I found this jade in Laien County, Aruk Ancient Country ruins in the northern part of the Hong Li Federation. It's a kind of gemstone with magical powers that can sense misfortune in its vicinity," Yun explained as he continued to watch Casio.
   

        Despite no apparent changes in Casio's expression, this was to be expected. Yun knew that Casio was not ordinary and definitely possessed some supernatural powers after their earlier skirmish.
   

        "Are you referring to this misfortune?"
   

        Casio started to walk to the side, the sharp aura he was emanating began to dwindle. The two rapidly left the alleyway.
   

        On the ground, the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon was shakily trying to get up. Suddenly, a large foot stepped on its back.
   

        With a thud, it was once again forced onto the ground by immense force.
   

        "Oh? A new kind of evil spirit I've never seen before." Yun's voice was slightly surprised. Clearly, this self-proclaimed adventurer had seen something similar before.
   

        "If it's an evil spirit, then it makes sense. The Misfortune Jade is very sensitive to these things," he murmured to himself.
   

        "Evil spirits? Is that what you call them?" Casio turned his head and asked, "I call these things creatures of darkness…"
   

        "If I'm not mistaken, creatures of darkness and evil spirits should be the same," Yun shared the knowledge he had, hoping to show Casio his goodwill. "About ten years ago, I unintentionally became a treasure hunter. People who are passionate about exploring ancient ruins and treasures around the world. We can be considered the adventurers of adventurers. We wander in desolate wildernesses, dangerous jungles, mysterious seas, and parched deserts. We always encounter inexplicable phenomena or strange creatures that have never been discovered…"
   

        "Among these, the most dangerous are what we call evil spirits…"
   

        "Anything with an aggressive nature, or possessing powers beyond the human realm, are all considered evil spirits," Yun said as if recalling the past. "For instance, five years ago, I met a group of extremely ugly black fairies in the dense forest of the southern Alton Duchy. They actively hunted the heads of humans or animals, and used them to build their nests. The brains became the food for these black fairies and their young…"
   

        "Black Elves!"
   

        Upon hearing the description, Casio immediately connected the dots. He remembered the first time he had taken on an extra task during the Era of Retrospection at Black Rain Villa, where one of the tasks was to capture a black elf.
   

        This was the same creature Yun referred to as a fairy.
   

        "May I take a closer look at this thing?" After Casio digested the information, Yun pointed at the Shadow Demon with curiosity.
   

        "Of course." Casio had other thoughts in mind and warned, "But be careful, actually, never mind…"
   

        Crack, crack, crack, crack, four consecutive sounds.
   

        They were the crisp sounds of bones breaking.
   

        The Shadow Demon's red eyes went wide.
   

        Its limbs were severed in an instant, the once sturdy and sharp claws hung limply, as if they had lost all their strength in a blink of an eye.
   

        Casio didn't care. Despite the Shadow Demon's recuperative abilities not being as remarkable as those of the Blood Clan, it could still recover impressively. These privations were just minor inconveniences.
   

        Even more so, creatures of darkness had a unique mechanism akin to human adrenaline. The sensation of pain would be significantly reduced when injured, proving that they seldom felt pain.
   

        "Argh!!!"
   

        The Shadow Demon, that was nearly reduced to a stick figure, bellowed out.
   

        Its body twisted like a fish out of water, sweat pouring out non-stop, soaking its clothes. Its features distorted as it gasped for breath.
   

        "Uh... Mr. Casio, you might have been a little too harsh. This evil spirit seems to be on the verge of fainting," Yun said, hesitating before reminding him.
   

        "Mr. Yun, you should never show mercy to these creatures of darkness. They're cunning! I know them all too well. These beings possess a bloodlust effect that helps them block out pain. Even if I severed all five of their limbs, they wouldn't feel any pain. Right now, it's just putting on an act to gain sympathy," Casio stated firmly.
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        Casio confidently responded, having been an Eerie Night Guest at Black Rain Villa for several years he had already become acquainted with the similar traits and patterns of dark creatures, he couldn't have made a mistake.
   

        "But… it seems to be rolling its eyes back..."
   

        Yun pointed kindly with his finger.
   

        "Huh?" Casio raised his right hand with furrowed brows.
   

        The Red Eye Level Shadow Demon, just like a dead dog, was held by the scruff of the neck, its eyes rolling back, drooling from the corner of its mouth like a moron. Its body trembling, appearing painfully distressed. 
   

        "Gulu Gulu Gulu..."
   

        With a dead expression on its face, the Shadow Demon's mouth was frothy, and then it abruptly passed out with a shudder, similar to the last shake before someone really needs to pee.
   

        "..." Casio was silent for a while, "It shouldn't, could it be that the quality of today's dark creatures is far worse than before?"
   

        "Don't play dead on me! Get up!"
   

        Smack! A huge slap landed on the Shadow Demon's face.
   

        The brown-haired man's cheek displayed a red hand print, but its eyes were still closed as if unconscious, its head swaying a couple of times then it stopped moving.
   

        "It seems to have really passed out... Ahem, but no big problem."
   

        With a cough to cover up his embarrassment, Casio said: "Mr. Yun, or should we go and study this at your home first? Although it's rather secluded here, this is still a residential area after all, and I'm afraid someone might come over with all the huge noises we make." He glanced at the collapsed wall.
   

         "Um… I'm afraid it's a little inconvenient, there are young and old people asleep at home. Why don't we go to your place then..." Yun replied.
   

        Upon hearing these words, Casio immediately thought of something. He had once visited an old antique shop, where there were only two people, an old shopkeeper and a little girl. There was also an Uncle Yun who was a traveling businessman, but he was mostly traveling abroad.
   

        So, this Uncle Yun... Is it the Yun in front of him?
   

        Most likely it is.
   

        Yun even said that he was not from the Hong Li Federation, it happened that the people in the antique shop were all from the Star Blue Empire which is located in Star Blue Rock State.
   

        There were many weird antiques of various styles in the antique shop. Such as half-body sculptures, broken iron swords, ceramic pots, old books, music boxes, etc. They were probably all brought back from various weird relics around the world by Uncle Yun. Including the Cross Star Coins…
   

        Thus, Casio became more interested in Yun.
   

        Or rather, he was more interested in the antiques and relics Yun once visited. Perhaps there were some Obsession Antiques...
   

        There was no expression of change on Casio's face, he simply nodded and agreed. He noticed that Yun was also interested in the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon in his hands, which was a good thing.
   

        Casio and Yun, who had been entwined and fighting, didn't have the same tense atmosphere as before. They walked along the alley to Casio's house, and along the way, they chatted a lot.
   

        Casio stood on the left, so he specifically tossed the Shadow Demon onto his left shoulder, so as not to interfere with his conversation with Yun.
   

        On the way, they both talked a lot.
   

        Casio had also revealed some of his information, saying that he was the sole descendant of a secret school of martial arts, and once understood and contacted dark creatures. Yun also revealed the source of his martial arts, he indeed did not have a master or a specific school.
   

        As a treasure hunter wandering around the world, Yun has had many fascinating experiences, and even caused a lot of peculiar troubles. Some were resolved, while some are still in the process of being resolved.
   

        Part of his secret techniques were acquired from some mysterious relics, whereas the other part comes from peculiar hermits. Like in the YanA United States on the North Reef Continent, Yun met a strange wizard in a village next to the 100,000 Mountains. The wizard requested Yun to help him find something in the mountains, and in return gave him a weird totem.
   

        This totem could grant Yun strength beyond that of an ordinary person.
   

        In addition to that, there was a desolate Gobi desert in the western part of his hometown, the Star Blue Empire, which was barely visited by people for thousands of years. Yun discovered two weird buildings halfway up a cliff during his exploration. Inside the buildings were two feuding old men. They practiced different martial arts and were on par with each other, no one could come out on top.
   

        Yun was used by them as a practice tool, one taught him Sharp Wind Power, and the other taught him Rock Grinding Power. Yun first mastered Sharp Wind Power, causing the other old man to lose. When defeated, the old man jumped off the cliff. The old man who used Sharp Wind Power laughed heartily announcing his victory, then died of extreme joy.
   

        There were many more experiences like this. Yun only chose to tell some of them to Casio because he could feel that this man intended to befriend him, with sincere emotions.
   

        And Yun was also interested in Casio's mysterious background.
   

        Upon arriving back at his standalone house, Casio felt more and more that the man next to him was not simple. His experiences were even more splendid than his own, who has the Retrospective Ability. Yun didn't have any cheats, but he was able to live through several life-threatening experiences, which was nothing short of a miracle. The dangers he went through were no less threatening than Casio's.
   

        In the dim alley, on the left was the white fence of a residential building.
   

        Casio glanced at Yun next to him and casually tossed the Shadow Demon aside, "I'm really sorry, I didn't bring a key." 
   

        A thud was heard from the other side of the wall as a heavy object hit the ground.
   

        Yun: ...
   

        This method of entry strangely resembled a thief.
   

        Thump. Thump.
   

        The two landed with a muted thud and stood in a spacious courtyard.
   

        Yun's expression suddenly changed, he lifted the green jade around his neck. The green light inside flickered at an even faster pace.
   

        "More aura of misfortune?"
   

        Casio's gaze flickered, and he suddenly clapped his hands.
   

        "Come on out, fellas."
   

        Immediately, two figures climbed out from the nearby window. They were the magician, Bass, and Catwoman, Heisha, who were already dressed in normal clothes. They walked step by step in their direction.
   

        "Yun, is the aura of misfortune you sensed from them?"
   

        Casio glanced at the black-haired man beside him.
   

        The piece of jade he held in the palm of his hand was gradually flickering with light at a noticeably faster rate than before. Yun nodded somewhat confused, "Could it be these two… evil spirits?"
   

        "Hahaha... yes, and no."
   

        Casio started laughing then, as if confirming a long-held suspicion in his mind: "They are not the so-called evil spirits, but the new humans who have stolen the power of evil spirits."
   

        Dark creatures and Eerie Night Guest share the same origin!
   

        Originally, during his time in the Black Rain Villa, Casio had some doubts about this, such as the dark stream that grafted the organs of dark creatures.
   

        But other special materials, such as mercury and the blood of wild beasts, do not seem to be products of dark creatures.
   

        Casio now has another idea, the materials to make special mercury and beast blood come from dark creatures.
   

        The Eerie Night Guest is simply an imitator of dark creatures, and is the equivalent of a lab rat enslaved by the Black Rain Villa.
   

        And after the Black Rain Villa disappeared, these lab rats, for some special reason, did not die off like previous generations. Instead, they survived and began to reproduce.
   

        These new humans also possess traits and auras of the dark creatures, so they are being detected by the Misfortune Jade.
   

        About ten minutes later, in the basement of the Single house.
   

        With the lights on, five people gathered there. In the center, the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon who had his limbs removed was lying on the ground with a face like ash, surrounded, observed and examined by everyone.
   

        "Roar!"
   

        The Shadow Demon that had been lying flat suddenly struggled violently.
   

        Casio and the others turned their heads to look at the catwoman, Heisha. Sensing everyone's gaze, she raised her right hand that was groping around and looked somewhat embarrassed.
   

        "I just wanted to see if the structure of this dark creature is the same as that of a normal person? Don't misunderstand... I was just curious..."
   

        "Cough cough." Casio coughed twice and brought the topic back to the previous one, "Mr. Yun, we have told you everything and have even touched it. Can you... cough cough..."
   

        "Go ahead, just give it back to me later." Yun threw the Misfortune Jade from around his neck straight at Casio. He solemnly crouched down again and began to study the Shadow Demon's metamorphosed claws.
   

        Smack.
   

         Casio reached out and grasped the warm jade.
   

        Immediately, the warm sensation turned into a feeling of cold. A trace of cold air started to seep through his palm from all directions.
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        An intense chill surged through him, lasting only a few seconds.
   

        A familiar bitterness filled his mouth, and strands of coldness inexplicably rose in his brain, making his eyes tingle and swell.
   

        Upper right corner.
   

        "Obsession Energy: 3.0→3.5"
   

        His Obsession Energy increased by half a unit. Before Casio's third retrospection, he had 5.4 units of Obsession Energy, directly consuming 2.4 units for the bronze ring.
   

        Opening his palm, the green jade shimmered slightly.
   

        Though the Obsession Energy contained within was only half a unit, Casio didn't mind. Since acquiring Obsession Energy is fundamentally a process of accumulating slowly over time.
   

        He calmed his mind and checked again, finding that this was an antique of Obsession energy, not a legendary antique with an existing node.
   

        Therefore, Casio returned the Misfortune Jade to Yun.
   

        His only need was the Obsession Energy contained within the jade. As for the Misfortune Jade's ability to sense bad luck, Casio wasn't much interested. That's because his own senses had been comparatively altered due to the indirect influence of Shadow Demons, resulting in his exceptional sensitivity to anomalies.
   

        Apart from this, the Misfortune Jade plays an important role for Yun; Casio didn't want to deprive others of their preferences. Moreover, he intended to show goodwill towards Yun for other various considerations.
   

        Particularly, Casio was intrigued by Yun's identity as a treasure hunter.
   

        Treasure hunters are explorers among explorers, scouring the world in search of lost relics and mysterious treasures. And one thing that's inextricably linked to relics and treasures are antiques! The quality of antiques obtained by treasure hunters is undoubtedly superior, with the origin being more reliable.
   

        The probability of acquiring an antique of Obsession Energy could be higher.
   

        It's worth mentioning, Yun, as a treasure hunter, is not a tomb raider but shares similar traits. Essentially, it's a high-risk, high-return investment with the ultimate goal of acquiring valuable treasures.
   

        The Hong Li Federation, and even most countries in the world, currently have no legal constraints in this regard. The relevant provisions are vague and lack systematic planning and differentiation.
   

        So strictly speaking, the actions of a treasure hunter cannot be considered illegal and can obtain treasures around the world.
   

        This is a niche and remote industry.
   

        Hearing Yun's descriptions of his journey thus far, Casio guessed that Yun must be one of the top characters among treasure hunters.
   

        The two didn't have conflicting interests; on the contrary, they had the opportunity for deeper cooperation. Casio already had some ideas in mind.
   

        Of course, there was no need to rush at this moment. The two could first establish a channel of contact and deepen their friendship later.
   

        Among the four people in the basement besides Casio, they all were curiously studying the Red Eye Level Shadow Demon. Yun seemed more professional, carrying a palm-sized brown tool kit with him. This toolkit had a magnifying glass and various metal instruments, and he was crouched on the ground methodically studying the Shadow Demon.
   

        Meanwhile, the other three New Humans began to sense the aura of the Shadow Demon. They felt an inexplicable pressure and attraction from this creature. Although very subtle, that feeling bound their hearts like a string.
   

        "Casio, I'm almost done studying," Yun, standing up from the ground and packing the tools back into the bag, looked at Casio, "Shall we go upstairs and talk?"
   

        "Sure."
   

        Casio understood Yun wanted a private chat with him.
   

        The two left the basement immediately, climbed up the stairs to the second-floor hall, and Casio switched on the electric lamp nearby.
   

        "Please have a seat," he pointed at the soft sofa.
   

        That area was surrounded by a few sofas and a coffee table, usually used for the host to chit-chat with guests.
   

        "No need, let's go to the balcony."
   

        Yun declined with a somewhat mysterious shake of his head.
   

        "Okay." Casio raised an eyebrow and immediately went ahead.
   

        On the semi-circular white balcony, a recliner for sunbathing was placed aside, and three potted plants were planted beneath the railing.
   

        "Casio, the evil spirits you encountered this time might have a big background." Yun, looking somewhat grave, pondered, "Among our community of treasure hunters, there has always been a certain categorization that comes from the ancient Soma mythology of the Star Blue Empire. According to Soma mythology, the foundation of life comes from the mysterious three-tiered gateway…"
   

        "Three-tiered Gateway?" Casio listened attentively.
   

        "Yes, as a powerful martial artist, you must have heard about this three-tiered gateway. Physical Body, Qi, and Soul. These are the absolute elements that make up a person; without any of these, humans will die. The physical body is easy to understand, but Qi is a force that maintains the state of human life—you might understand it as energy, but it's somewhat different. In some places, Qi is also referred to as Blood Qi or Ripple…"
   

        "Everyone has Qi, the only difference being its strength. The stronger the life essence, of course, the stronger the Qi." Yun went on, his eyes full of retrospection.
   

        "In fact, some humans with strong enough Qi can turn passivity into initiative, actively controlling the flow of Qi and even causing it to burst…"
   

        Hearing this, Casio blinked his eyes. It seemed that what Yun was talking about had some connection to the realm of fighters in the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        Becoming a fighter from a pugilist seemed to require mastering a certain force in the body, and then combining it with the external momentum.
   

        Thus forming a characteristic personal aura field.
   

        He continued to listen.
   

        "I have just talked about two of the gateways. The last one left is the most crucial third layer. The Soul, also known as God, or Spirit."
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        "The soul cannot be seen or touched, yet it is the key element that governs a person's actions and is the most mysterious. To be honest, I have once experienced a situation where my soul left my body. The feeling was extremely horrifying. I felt like a blind man falling into the dark deep sea, struggling hard but unable to touch the bottom. Until I opened my eyes... I saw an unprecedented illusion..."
   

        A confused look passed across Yun's face, but his eyes cleared up instantly: "Sorry, I went off-topic. The three Gates I mentioned just now not only relate to humans, but also to evil spirits. Simply put, evil spirits are not complete."
   

        "Physical Body, Qi, Soul. They always lack something! These are a kind of incomplete creatures. Although I don't know why evil spirits can still exist in an incomplete state, they do maintain such a deformed state. And, spirits who lack a certain Gate start to desire the existence of that Gate."
   

        "You mean to say..." Casio had a dawning realization.
   

        "Yes, this is why evil spirits are aggressively attacking humans. They are different from humans, their greatest and most fundamental desire is to reopen that missing Gate. And what if they don't have it themselves? Of course, they seek it from humans!"
   

        Yun directly presented the underlying logic of dark creatures.
   

        "That's exactly it, it completely fits!"
   

        A rare look of shock appeared on Casio's face as he murmured to himself.
   

        Yun was right, dark creatures are extremely distorted and deformed creatures and this is due to the lack of a certain element that constitutes a complete life! Therefore, most dark creatures lack reason, are bloodthirsty and impulsive, viewing humans as food.
   

        Because humans have complete Three Gates! All dark creatures, regardless of the Gate they lack, can find compensation in humans, or it could simply be wishful thinking.
   

        In addition, dark creatures have different forms and abilities, which also relate to the Three Gates of Physical Body, Qi, and Soul.
   

        Which Gate is missing? How much is missing? Or even which several Gates are missing? And how much is missing from each Gate? These complex variations result in the plethora of strange and varied forms of dark creatures.
   

        Blood Clan, Shadow Demon, Dead Blood, Succubus, Black Elves...
   

        And the Ash Bone, Monster Core, Laughing Nightmare and more that Casio had occasionally encountered when performing additional tasks at Black Rain Villa.
   

        Seeing Casio deep in thought, Yun said, "It seems you are beginning to connect the dots. Let me be clearer..."
   

        "We can broadly categorize evil spirits into three types, one lacking a physical body, one lacking Qi, and one lacking a soul. Of course, the specifics are complex and this is just a rough division. Evil spirits lacking a physical body are the most bloodthirsty of all evil spirits, they often greedily enjoy the flesh and blood of humans; those lacking Qi like to absorb the pure energy of human life, some would inhabit a human's body; the last and most mysterious and rare type is the one lacking a soul..."
   

        Yun paused slightly: "These spirits are extremely troublesome and dreaded, with strange and unpredictable abilities, even minor knowledge about them can make people fearful. What evil spirits desire most is to replace the soul of their chosen target..."
   

        "Shadow Demon." Casio intercepted.
   

        "Yes, from my observation. The tall, brown-haired male in the basement is not the main body of the Shadow Demon, but a human body that it has replaced. The reason it shows the characteristics of the evil spirit is due to the influence of the evil spirit's power."
   

        "You were telling me earlier that there seems to be this kind of evil spirit roaming around Baichuan City. They might just be watching you. Direct combat with the possessed body is just a visible tactic. The real danger lies in the abilities of these Shadow Demons which could be silently activated, pulling you into the rules of the evil spirits."
   

        "This is quite horrifying... Casio, your strength is indeed great. But when facing even more mysterious evil spirits, be careful and cautious. I am advising you as a friend, hope you can keep it in mind." Yun then turned his gaze downward.
   

        "Of course."
   

        An odd expression flashed on Casio's face momentarily.
   

        Actually, what Yun said was not wrong, the Shadow Demon is indeed extremely dangerous, its abilities are also truly unpredictable. If an ordinary person gets parasitized, they can only wait for death. It's like the poor guys in the shadowless organization: they established the organization in an attempt to save themselves.
   

        But, that's just a little delay.
   

        Even more parasitized individuals don't even have the time to join the shadowless organization, they just die directly at the initial manifestation of the Shadow Demon. The probability of survival is one in ten thousand.
   

        But Casio is not among the two categories of people mentioned above, the Shadow Demon indeed has strange and unpredictable abilities but he also has an equally mysterious Retrospective Ability. Moreover, it's quite obvious that through two actual events, Casio has proven that the Shadow Demon has no hold over him.
   

        As long as he can progress in every Era of Retrospection.
   

        Though it's dangerous, it's a process that Casio can certainly strive for, he has his fate in his own hands. If he fails to achieve his Obsession, it just means he's incompetent.
   

        The fight with other parasites took on a fundamentally different nature now.
   

        Moreover, only one Shadow Demon can parasitize a human. Casio's body was already full, with no room for other Shadow Demons to parasitize. So, the other Shadow Demons could only physically attack him, simplifying the issue back to the most basic form of battle.
   

        As for battles, Casio did not fear anyone.
   

        The moonlight was cold and clear, and a breeze was blowing on the balcony.
   

        Casio's shadow stretched out diagonally, casting onto the courtyard.
   

        Half an hour later, at the front door of the single house.
   

        Yun and Casio said goodbye, they had just discussed some topics of mutual interest. For example, Casio was obviously enthusiastic about the profession of Treasure Hunter and all kinds of antiques.
   

        "No. 125, Huangshi Street, Old Daddy's Antique Shop. That's my uncle's shop, where I usually rest for a month or two in the summer. If you ever need to, you can find me there."
   

        "Understood," Casio nodded.
   

        "Well, I should get going." Yun immediately turned around and headed back the way he came.
   

        About halfway down the dim alley, there was the sound of an iron gate closing in the distance. Yun walked on, expressionless.
   

        After walking down an entire street, nearly half the way.
   

        He then slid into a small alley on the right, surrounded by darkness without any streetlights. It was late, and no one was out.
   

        With a serious expression, Yun reached into his pocket and after fumbling for a bit, he pulled out a stone from the inner pocket of his exploration suit. It was a grey stone, flat, and reminiscent of a wasp's nest.
   

        Its surface was full of dense dips and holes.
   

        "The Night Bugs are restless...they're very excited..."
   

        Yun muttered to himself, took out a bone whistle from his pocket which seemed like Pandora's box. The whistle, yellowish-white with numerous cracks, looked quite ancient and badly damaged. Even the overall shape of it was eerily similar to a whistle made out of human finger bones.
   

        In the faint moonlight, Yun leaned against the wall and blew the whistle.
   

        Immediately there was a slowly spreading sound, dull and hollow, unlike the sharp sound of a normal whistle. In fact, the sound was very low.
   

        If someone did not specifically listen, they would not notice.
   

        But, as soon as the whistle blew, the grey stone in Yun's palm started to tremble. It was like an agitated wasp's nest. This vibration lasted for about ten seconds before it stopped.
   

        Snip snip snap...
   

        Very faint crawling sounds could be heard on the surface of the stone.
   

        Transparent insects, many times smaller than ants, climbed out of the holes one by one. Accompanying them was twisting smoke, and each bug was shrouded in a wisp of mysterious air.
   

        "From white to completely transparent, the Night Bugs are extremely excited! There must be something on Casio that is attracting them…"
   

        The light in Yun's eyes flickered. He called Casio up to the second floor not only to relay information but also to confirm this.
   

        "It's dangerous, but thankfully the Night Bugs didn't come straight out of the nest. Otherwise, apart from me, the other four…"
   

        Yun shook his head and blew the whistle again to recall these extremely dangerous little bugs. Then, he took a step towards Old Daddy's Antique Shop.
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        In the early dawn, as the sky was just beginning to get light. Wisps of white clouds drifted across the light blue sky, the gentle sunlight evenly sprinkling on the green trees and grassland, occasionally accompanied by one or two bird calls from the trees.
   

        Thump! Thump! Thump!!!
   

        A series of dull thuds echoed from a white courtyard, like someone relentlessly smashing the floor with a sledgehammer.
   

        In the courtyard, a tall figure stood steadily in the horse stance at the center. Two specially made iron rods gleamed in the sun and repeatedly pounded Casio's chest, back, shoulders, thighs, calves, even occasionally his groin.
   

        The strength of his swing was considerable, definitely more swift than any regular human's. The dull force pounded on the surface of his muscles and skin, turning the freshly secreted sweat into a white mist. The place where the iron rod collided with the skin buzzed.
   

        "Put more effort into it! Especially you, Bass. Don't be soft like a woman, do you think you're here to tickle me? These blunt attacks have no effect on me at this intensity."
   

        "Heisha's swing is stronger than yours."
   

        Casio said expressionlessly all of a sudden.
   

        To the left, magician Bass, dressed in casual clothes, had a bitter smile on his face. Being a New Human, he was empowered with telekinesis, not Beast Bloodline like Heisha. A Beast Bloodline user is generally much stronger than a normal human, let alone when transformed. His telekinesis had no enhancing effect on his physical body, at most, he was as strong as a regularly exercising human, it was quite normal that he couldn't sustain the strength.
   

        After all, they had been pounding like this for more than half an hour.
   

        "My lord, my telekinesis is almost exhausted…" The magician's face was pale, he had been using his telekinesis to conserve some physical energy while swinging the iron rod. Therefore, both his telekinesis and physical strength were considerably consumed, even his casual clothes were soaked with sweat now.
   

        "Alright, let's stop here for today."
   

        Casio gestured a bit disappointingly, then turned to his right. Catwoman Heisha was wearing a form-fitting outfit, which perfectly outlined her voluptuous figure. Her red hair ends were wet with sweat, clinging to the narrow slender eyes, glistening with sweat.
   

        This woman appeared to be all fat with no muscles. It was surprising that she was very strong and had good stamina.
   

        The power of the Beast Bloodline had some uses after all.
   

        "You two can go. Put the iron rods back in the utility room, then prepare the potion for me. Leave the wooden tub in the secret room on the second floor."
   

        Casio ordered casually. He now had subordinates to do his bidding. Although he didn't have much interaction with them at this point, Casio believed that his charisma would gradually win them over.
   

        When the two left, only Casio was left standing in the courtyard. The sunlight came down at an angle, illuminating his bare rock-white chest, and reflecting the damp sweat glistening on it.
   

        The Stone Armor Skill had reached the third stage, which was also the ultimate stage, the Stone Armor Realm, equivalent to an evolution from the ordinary Hard Qigong. To make more progress at this stage, it would require endless practice.
   

        Ha...
   

        This hot stream exhaled from the corner of his mouth.
   

        Casio's eyes were bright, and his bulging muscles gradually shrunk.
   

        The whole person was a little smaller than earlier, the contours not too exaggerated. Even though he had a large skeleton, the oppressive feeling was notably weaker.
   

        Pressing his dense hard muscles on the arm, Casio turned and walked towards the main door. In a few moments, he arrived at the secret room on the second floor.
   

        This time was for practicing the Elephant Soul Secret Technique.
   

        He soaked his whole body in the hot potion, the black fluid bubble "Gulu Gulu" emitted a strong smell of medicine.
   

        In no time, the feeling of mosquito bites covered his whole body.
   

        Casio was very familiar with this, despite the pain being unbearable for a normal human, he kept a straight face. He even slowly closed his eyes and sank his head.
   

        The entire person held his breath and completely submerged in the potion.
   

        During cultivation, Casio began thinking about other things. Especially the Heart-eye Secret Technique. He found that he had a deep connection with this technique. It cultivated perception, which Casio's had been made very acute due to the influence of the Shadow Demon.
   

        Theoretically, he had genetic talent for practicing Heart-eye Secret Technique and his results might even be much better than regular cultivators.
   

        With a little more persistence, perhaps he could make some progress in no time.
   

        His thoughts turned abruptly, and he suddenly realized. His whole body was soaked in the potion, wasn't it just perfect timing to block his vision, taste, hearing, and smell, leaving only the touch of the skin and potion?
   

        Perhaps now was the time to try cultivating the Heart-eye Secret Technique.
   

        Just do it!
   

        Casio immediately started to exercise the essence of the Heart-eye Secret Technique in his mind.
   

        The next second.
   

        Aow!!!
   

        A roar, like a tiger's, pierced directly through the room.
   

        The wooden tub filled with potion exploded, and Casio, with a naked body and a ferocious face, stood shivering on the floor of the secret room.
   

        Pain! Unbearable pain!
   

        It felt like millions of ants were crawling around, constantly gnawing his skin, flesh, bones, and even nerves. That instant's intense pain, even the perennially pain enduring Casio couldn't bear it. His body reflexively smashed the tub with a punch.
   

        He guessed it right, soaking in the potion and using the Heart-eye Secret Technique indeed had good results. It immediately multiplied the pain! All the perception was dedicated to experience the pain!
   

        An ordinary adult would probably have a mental collapse and lose control in that moment of pain. Fortunately, Casio recovered quickly.
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        "Phew, I'm never doing that again." He looked at the goosebumps all over his body and the hair standing up on the back of his hand.
   

        Suddenly, the voice of the magician Bass could be heard from outside the secret room.
   

        "Is something the matter, sir?"
   

        "Oh, nothing, just a small mishap during my training," Casio explained casually and quickly dismissed Bass in a few words.
   

        He glanced at the mess on the ground, just about to clean up.
   

        "Hmm?" Casio closed his eyes and sensed the changes in his body.
   

        After a while, he opened his eyes with apparent astonishment.
   

        Without any reason, he had attained the basic level of Heart-eye Secret Technique.
   

        'Heart-eye Secret Technique: Left-eye beginner (three levels in total)'
   

        "Was it caused by the intense pain just now?" Casio speculated reasonably, "The stimulating potion intensely stimulated the skin's senses …"
   

        He wasn't exactly sure, but inferred from the results, cultivating the Heart-eye Secret Technique in the potion seemed to be quite effective. And …
   

        Casio looked at the hardened muscles all over his body, a vague pain emanated from every side. As if the potion had been absorbed into the skin and was now affecting the inside of his body.
   

        "Extreme external stimuli caused the muscle groups to contract, body temperature to rise, and pores to dilate?" he muttered his speculation. However, he might need to try this a few times to confirm it.
   

        If it's as per his conjecture, perhaps it could shorten the time required for his daily cultivation of Elephant Soul Secret Technique. That would indeed be a good thing.
   

        "Damn it, let's consider this as a preparation for the pain of reaching the third level of Elephant Soul Secret Technique..." Casio looked as if he was facing a great enemy.
   

        Today was the 18th of July, and it was now eight in the morning.
   

        That's when Casio started having breakfast.
   

        The golden sunlight shone through the windows of the living room on the first floor, forming eight rectangular light spots of various length on the brown carpet, all slanting. The longest of them just happened to shine on Casio's back.
   

        "Hss~" He drew in a sharp breath and shifted his seat to the left, attracting the gaze of others sitting around the dining table.
   

        Bass looked a bit strange but didn't say anything.
   

        This single house had a standard-sized living room. Two wine-red sofas facing each other with a coffee table in between. On them were brownish-yellow cupboards with small vases, a coat rack with a coat hanging, and a brand-new brass gramophone, as well as decorative oil paintings and clocks.
   

        Next to the sofa was a rectangular table with a wooden finish.
   

        On the table was a delicious breakfast, the aroma of toasted bread and sausages filled the room. It looked perfectly cooked, and even the hot milk had an enticing aroma. All of it was prepared by the catwoman Heisha.
   

        It tasted certainly a lot better than what Casio himself cooked.
   

        He finished his milk in a gulp.
   

        Suddenly, a honk from a car came from outside.
   

        Casio wiped his mouth with the dining cloth and glanced outside through the window. A black car was parked outside the iron gate which looked exactly like the one parked in the yard.
   

        It seemed to be called Black Cloud.
   

        This was a car exclusively for the Black Spade "A" Organization. Casio still remembered how he had just attended a meeting of the assassination department in the real world not long ago. They had discussed the organization's plans to retaliate against the Sand Dust Organization by destroying their antiques route and warehouse transit center.
   

        The situation—did it mean... that the plan was about to be implemented?
   

        Five minutes later, Casio opened the car door and directly sat on the soft back seat. The magician Bass also got in the car.
   

        The driver's seat – a familiarly cold and beautiful face turned to look back.
   

        "Boss, who's this?" 
   

        "You can call him a magician, he's one of my men," Casio said with both hands crossed on his chest, glancing at Violet.
   

        Somehow, she looked particularly charming today. The already seductive eyes were highlighted with black eyeliner, and lipstick was applied on her full and luscious lips. Combined with her lovely face and the beauty spot near her eye, just looking at her face could stir people's hearts.
   

        Not to mention the tight little red dress she wore that perfectly outlined her full and upright figure. One third of her round, fair thighs were exposed and they gleamed dazzlingly under the sunlight.
   

        "Alright." The expression on Violet's face remained unchanged, her eyes only revealed a hint of disappointment after she turned around. Lord Fengxiang didn't pay much attention to her. It was a pity for the dress she wore...
   

        It was a dress she had finally decided to put on with much difficulty.
   

        Violet started the car, and the wheels began to move forward. She took a soft breath and spoke to Casio, who was seen in the rearview mirror.
   

        "BOSS, I'm afraid we'll have to attend another meeting this time. Not only from our Assassination Department, but also the senior level from the Antiques Department will be there. The operation is likely to start soon. As Jack of Diamonds, you should be mentally prepared."
   

        "People from the Antiques Department?" Casio's expression did not change. "Is the venue for the meeting still the same old place?"
   

        "No, we have changed the location this time to avoid being detected by the Sand Dust Organization. It is in the Green Light Park in the east of Baichuan City."
   

        As the two continued their conversation, the vehicle picked up speed.
   

        One streetlight after another flickered through the glass. As the sedan entered the main road, the number of pedestrians and vehicles immediately increased.
   

        One goldfish-mouth sedan after another slowly drove by. Occasionally, there were sightings of classical horse carriages, and even ox carts carrying goods were not uncommon. Ornamental trees planted in the roadside soil thrived in summer, the leaves were bright and verdant, swishing in the breeze.
   

        After driving through several roundabouts, Casio saw a statue being transported in a plaza. The statue was about six to seven meters high and was completely white. More than a dozen workers were moving around carefully.
   

        There was a man in a striped casual outfit holding a dog and watching. Two children on the left bench were playing.
   

        As the car drew closer, Casio saw that the statue was of Duke Hong Li, who was a figure from their textbooks, displaying a mighty presence without anger. It was probably a public image project launched by the city hall of Baichuan. Rumours had it that Baichuan city wanted to vigorously develop the tourism industry?
   

        The car drove quickly passed it, arriving at the destination about half an hour later.
   

        In front of the entrance to the Green Light Park, a brass-colored metal pillar stood on the side of the ground. On top of the pillar was a plate with the address.
   

        In front of this signpost were Casio and Bass.
   

        The windows at the driver's seat of the Black Cloud Sedan were rolled down, revealing a delicate and icy face. Violet glanced at the Magician Bass: "BOSS, the level of this meeting is relatively high…"
   

        "Are you teaching me how to do things?" Casio raised an eyebrow.
   

        "No... I dare not." Violet fell silent instantly, then pursed her lips and continued: "BOSS, I'll take my leave first. After the meeting, there will be a designated driver to take you back."
   

        Casio nodded, then promptly stepped into the park.
   

        The meeting place was deep within Green Light Park. You simply needed to follow the main road straight in, and you would naturally come across the building. Casio and Bass walked down the sidewalk of the park.
   

        The pavement of the park was composed of specially made bricks, which had a bright yellow color and were arranged in a staggered rectangular pattern. It looked quite comfortable to the eyes.
   

        On both sides were dense trees, along with paths branching off at intervals. Occasionally, there were statues with fountains where water gushed down with a gurgling sound.
   

        The streets were sparsely populated, and Casio hardly encountered any pedestrians until a man suddenly appeared in the middle of the path up ahead.
   

        He was a youth in his late twenties with dyed yellow hair and sunglasses. A silver necklace was around his neck, and he wore a white shirt while half of the hourglass logo on his hand was obscured.
   

        Casio stopped and furrowed his brows. He could feel two other presences nearby, along with some intermittent hostility.
   

        "Who are you?"
   

        "Hahahaha..." A man's laughter came from the nearby bushes. "You even dared to sabotage the plans of the Sand Dust Organization when you don't even know who we are. It was you who saved Max, wasn't it? You pathetic runt, hmm..."
   

        A middle-aged man in a trench coat came out in the sweltering weather.
   

        As did a woman wearing a black vest that accentuated her full figure. She wore hot shorts on her lower body, her slender thighs taut, seemingly imprinted with letters.
   

        No, it was an hourglass logo again.
   

        "My subordinates were killed by you?"
   

        The woman began to speak, her voice unusually hoarse, so much so that it was like a man's. It was a severe inconsistency with her appearance.
   

        Casio remained expressionless, "If you're referring to those idiots who only know how to use guns, then yes, they were killed by me."
   

        "Moreover… your voice is unpleasant, I suggest you keep quiet."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "You!"
   

        The woman advanced a step. 
   

        The silent man in sunglasses stepped out. He was clearly the leader of the three. The tank-topped woman halted. 
   

        "Max is the heir to the Kanon Corporation—a subordinate organization to the Black Spade. Why did you get involved in our feud with the Black Spade?" The man in sunglasses seemed to enjoy giving a seemingly reasonable speech before fighting. 
   

        "Sorry, it's not that I chose to get involved, but you dragged me into this." Casio's expression was unchanged, "Your assassins seemed to want to kill me too on that Riverside Road, hence I had to defend myself."
   

        He spread his hands out, continued, "I believe you owe me an apology for involving an innocent person…"
   

        "After all, it was a real bummer to be attacked by a bunch of gun-toting jerks while enjoying a peaceful car ride." 
   

        "Hehehe…" The tank-topped woman couldn't help but laugh sarcastically, "You've killed people from our Sand Dust Organization, and you still dare demand an apology from us?"
   

        "Really ignorant and overconfident!"
   

        "I think it's you who are blindly arrogant." 
   

        Next to Casio, the Magician Bass wore a cold smile. 
   

        He had witnessed Casio's terrible destructive power in the Anta Mountains. A new human of the same strength as him was blasted away. A nearly one-tonne heavy equipment of metal was thrown, collapsing a three-story building. 
   

        Bass admired the strong and despised the ignorantly weak. 
   

        Clearly, in his eyes, these three arrogant humans fit into the category of ignorant and arrogant weaklings.
   

        "Hehe...
   

        The expressionless man in sunglasses began laughing. 
   

        He surprisingly began introducing himself politely. 
   

        "Let me introduce myself, the one about to kill you is the number 15 of the Sand Dust Organization, nicknamed Poisonous Snake, and also, the one before you…"
   

        "Me!"
   

        Suddenly, a shadow flashed past Casio at lightning speed, then swiftly returned to its original position.
   

        "You're not cautious enough, my blade is coated with severe poison. It's from the Cirogu snake in the rainforest of Yan United. It's an instant killer. A slight cut can kill a man within half a minute."
   

        The man threw the dagger in his hand around, it was terrifying to see every catch was on the handle, making people worry he might grip it wrong and die instantly. 
   

        He turned his head towards Casio. Casio had no look of panic, and opened his coat to reveal a pair of swan-white velvety gloves. The man's eyes narrowed at the familiar sight, noticing the black symbol on the back of the gloves—the unmistakable square "J" that represents authority.
   

        "Square J? High ranking in the Black Spade assassination department? Wasn't he recently killed by our Sand Dust Organization? How come there's another one?" The man in sunglasses frowned, "But even if you are square J, what does it matter? Once you're poisoned by the Cirogu snake, you're dead!" 
   

        "Sorry, but even the deadliest poison has to penetrate first. If it can't even get through my skin, how's it going to work?" Casio said calmly. He then showed a small cut on his rock-white muscles, a black mark. A metallic poker card poked there and scraped it off.
   

        The black mark was gone, all that was left was glossy skin.
   

        "Impossible! My knife can cut through thin steel plates, so how can it fail to cut through human skin?" 
   

        The man in sunglasses was shocked. He faltered and almost cut himself with his own poisoned knife. 
   

        "Although it felt slow to me, you were much faster than an average human. Even... further beyond human limits in speed. Interesting, did the Sand Dust Organization bestow some special techniques or powers on you?" 
   

        Casio started to undress. He wanted to test the strength of these people in front of him. The man claimed to be the number 15 of the Sand Dust Organization and seemingly displayed powers that exceeded those of an ordinary human. 
   

        "Haha, the organization's power is beyond your imagination!" The man in a trench coat clapped, "Come out, and kill him directly!"
   

        Suddenly, seven or eight figures darted out from the bushes on both sides. 
   

        They were dressed exactly the same as the Sand Dust Organizational personnel that Casio had encountered earlier—all robust men.
   

        Four or five of them held sharp daggers, two took out black handguns from their waists, which glittered in the sunlight. 
   

        "You have thick skin, right? Let's see if you can withstand bullets! Kill him!" The man in a trench coat motioned to the gunners pointing at Casio.
   

        "Bass, hold my clothes for me. Your morning reading ability is depleted, don't use it for now, stay further behind." 
   

        Casio pulled Bass behind him.
   

        The next moment, several rounds of bullets whizzed through the air toward him, leaving trails in the air. 
   

        Thump!
   

        Casio took a sudden step forward, the ground shook. In an instant, he charged towards the group from the Sand Dust Organization like an arrow shot from a bowstring—even in the face of oncoming bullets. 
   

        These handgun bullets were not threatening at all for him. He could take them head-on since his second blood acceleration phase where they barely broke the skin. Now he was already undergoing the third phase of blood acceleration, and cas hardened his muscles.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Bullets hit the rock-like surface of the muscles, only forming small white spots before dropping to the ground with a clink.
   

        Hisss...
   

        A stream of white air overflowed from between Casio's nostrils.
   

        His silhouette quickly swelled with each step he took, his whole body noticeably enlarged. Although he had not reached the terrifying state of full power, he had already activated Hard Qigong. Lumps of white muscles piled together, forming a robust physique.
   

        In the blink of an eye, Casio appeared in front of the sunglasses-wearing man. His right hand, clawed, reached out towards the man's throat.
   

        Smack!
   

        The trench coat man suddenly punched Casio's forearm. The sunglasses man quickly reacted, surprisingly not retreating but advancing, slamming into Casio's chest at an incredibly high speed.
   

        The sharp tip of the dagger stabbed viciously towards the lower abdomen.
   

        Clang!
   

        The tip of the dagger hit the skin, and no matter how hard the sunglasses man tried, it wouldn't go any further. It was as if he was fighting against an iron man.
   

        "The speed has surpassed human limits, but the strength is only at the level of Federal Rank Five. Even the skill is subpar. It seems that you did not professionally learn the Basic Fighting Technique and only know some scattered combat skills. Perhaps a little higher than Federal Rank Four..."
   

        Casio slowly said, as if unbothered: "I can feel you're hiding your true capabilities. Why don't you use them?"
   

        Bang!
   

        Casio slammed his right foot on the ground and thrust a knee heavily into the stomach of the sunglasses man. He stumbled backwards for a few meters.
   

        At the same time, Casio repelled the fist of the backless dress woman that was about to hit him and swiftly kicked the wandering trench coat man away.
   

        All of this happened within a few seconds.
   

        The rest of the Sand Dust Organization's fighters hadn't even responded. The two gunners were still sluggishly reloading.
   

        "Who was the one that just aimed at my crotch?" Caiso asked coldly, with a gloomy face. He was supposed to attend the meeting of the Black Spade organization later, and already someone's thrown a wrench in his plans.
   

        He had taken off his clothes, exposing his upper body to allow those useless men to aim better. But instead of aiming for vital parts, they targeted his private area. Casio was genuinely angry this time.
   

        "Taste the poison of the Cirogu snake…"
   

        He held a metal card between two of his fingers, and his right hand was instantly blurred. A sharp whistle of a weapon cutting through the air suddenly sounded in mid-air.
   

        Swish!
   

        The poker card cut a dangerous curve, directly slashing the waist of one of the gunners, then spun and lodged itself into the groins of another in the back. It exited his body and stuck into a tree trunk.
   

        Ahh!
   

        The gunner whose waist was cut screamed agonizingly.
   

        But the one behind him fell to the ground without a sound, face a deep purplish hue. Veins bulged on his forehead, his body slightly trembling. Blood pooled from his inner thigh, quickly wetting his pants and the ground.
   

        "Damn it, I have to use that ability! I didn't want to use it, you forced my hand!" The sunglasses man ten meters away took off his glasses, revealing a pair of weird, pure black pupils.
   

        "Black Blood Seal... Liberation!"
   

        The sunglasses man suddenly roared, and black, tentacle-like traces crawled up from his neck. It was like a dense spider web crawling under the skin, in a blink reaching half of his face, forming a bizarre tree branch shape.
   

        If you look closely, those weren't tentacles, they were human blood vessels. The sunglasses man's bloodstream had changed color!
   

        "Under the liberated Black Blood state, my physical functions will be significantly enhanced. Whether it's strength, speed, or defense, all will quickly skyrocket, even my reflexes and dynamic vision will be improved. Now, I have surpassed humans…"
   

        He revealed a ferocious smile, his body quickly swelling, enlarging further in the short span of a second. Black veins as tough as steel ropes littered his body, pulsating under his skin from time to time.
   

        They looked like writhing earthworms.
   

        The now sunglasses man's build surprisingly surpassed even Casio's, his whole body emitting an immense, fiery body heat.
   

        He clenched his huge fist, confidence shining in his black pupils: "I can only maintain this state for a short time, as it consumes a large amount of my lifespan. But, it should suffice…"
   

        "You are indeed powerful, but it ends here!"
   

        Thump! The ground shook under the sunglasses man's foot.
   

        He appeared in front of Casio, laughing madly. His fist, enveloped in black veins, hammered towards Casio's face like an iron hammer.
   

        Bang!
   

        Rather than feeling an indentation on Casio's face, the sunglasses man found himself flying through the air like a loose cloud. His chest creaked, as if hit head-on by a train.
   

        "Cough cough! How is it possible? Just one hit?"
   

        He propped himself up on one hand, feeling the agonizing pain of broken ribs. He couldn't comprehend what just happened.
   

        He had clearly activated the Black Blood Seal, consuming his life potential to exchange for power, completely abandoning human physique. But he was sent flying by the opponent in just one encounter.
   

        Moreover, it seemed to be effortless for Casio.
   

         "Click."
   

        A pair of black boots entered the sunglasses man's field of vision.
   

        "Is this your hidden card? Your speed, strength, defense and even reflexes have indeed surpassed human limits, but your skills are still lacking. Combining all these factors, you're equivalent to a secret martial artist who has just broken into the realm of martial arts, but haven't had time to consolidate their new strengths. And yet, you would be considered to be at the lower end of strength fluctuation for that stage. You don't have the ability to boost blood flow for a burst of power…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio spoke to himself as if no one else was around, evaluating the strength of the sunglass man. The members of the Sand Dust Organization, armed with weapons, swarmed around him, their silver daggers carving trails in the air. However, their onslaught made no impact.
   

        Casio's hands blurred with speed, instantly managing to seize the wrists of two closest. The dagger in their hands was forced towards their own throats by an irresistible strength, stabbing directly through.
   

        A few others who had just gotten close had their heads seized by a hand as big as a sandbag, smacked together like two leather balls.
   

        With a dull groan, they passed out, bleeding from their broken heads.
   

        Whew!
   

        There was the sound of air being squeezed from the side.
   

        Casio spun around like lightning, taking a heavy kick from the vest woman directly to his chest. His steel-like dark arms firmly seized her delicate ankle, and then he snapped it down like a scissor!
   

        Crack!
   

        Ahh!!!!!!
   

        The sound of breaking bones and screams happened simultaneously.
   

        The sole of the vest woman's right foot was completely broken, the sight of her bloody ankle and broken tendons was a shocking scene.
   

        Casio yanked her leg, then slammed a kick into the vest woman, directly booting her away.
   

        She flew back like a broken doll, hitting a tree trunk eight or nine meters away, shaking the tree crown and causing leaves to rustle.
   

        Green leaves fell like rain, covering the body of the vest woman, who curled up like a shrimp. There was a faint whimper from her trembling body.
   

        Casio glanced at the woman's tender back, shaking his head. This technique was even worse, daring to use a kick attack in front of a powerful enemy. In the Secret Martial Arts World, it was equivalent to courting death.
   

        Once an enemy seizes your leg, your balance is lost.
   

        You're basically declaring your own death.
   

        And for someone like Casio, he could even forcibly grab a woman's leg and break it piece by piece with his hand knife.
   

        But he didn't want to be this bloody and violent for now. It would be unsightly to attend a meeting covered in blood.
   

        Casio turned his head again, fixing his gaze on Sunglass Man, who was trembling as he tried to stand up, obviously badly injured. His movements looked somewhat reluctant.
   

        Taking steps forward, Casio approached step by step.
   

        "Stop!"
   

        From a distance behind him came the voice of the Trench Coat Man.
   

        Casio ignored him, continuing to move forwards.
   

        "I told you to stop!!! Can't you hear? I am pointing a gun at your companion's head!" He nearly roared.
   

        Casio finally stopped, glancing back.
   

        The Magician stood calmly, holding Casio's clothes, next to the sidewalk. The Trench Coat Man, with a hideous expression, held up a gun, the gun muzzle tightly aimed at the Magician's head half a meter away.
   

        "..." Casio looked at the Magician, Bass, with a puzzled expression.
   

        The Trench Coat Man continued to roar: "Keep away from number fifteen and twenty-six, or your companion's head will be blown off!"
   

        Seeing that Casio seemed indifferent, he continued.
   

        "Do you hear that?! Are you deaf? Get away from them immediately, or I really will shoot on the spot!"
   

        Casio's gaze still fixed on the Magician, he opened his mouth slowly: "Why not use telekinesis? Is it too depleted?"
   

        "What?" A confused expression appeared on the Trench Coat Man's face.
   

        A smile appeared on the face of the Magician next to him.
   

        "Didn't you tell me not to use telekinesis for the time being?"
   

        Casio raised an eyebrow, giving a thumbs-up. His gesture probably meant 'impressive reading comprehension'.
   

        "What are you talking about? This is a threat to both of you! Don't pretend to be calm to scare me!"
   

        The expression on the Trench Coat Man's face became more and more hideous.
   

        Casio still ignored him, speaking only to Bass.
   

        "Alright then, I command you to use your psychic powers now..."
   

        "To take out this guy pointing a gun at you."
   

        "Yes, sir." The Magician turned to look at the black gun muzzle.
   

        "You want to die? Then I will fulfill your wish!" The Trench Coat Man's pupils were full of rage for being looked down upon, he pulled the trigger directly.
   

        Bang! Flames spouted from the muzzle.
   

        A bullet quickly sped towards Bass' forehead.
   

        However, a black metal piece appeared from nowhere, suspended mid-air and blocking its path. The bullet whizzed through it, and then through the second, third, fourth...
   

        In front of Bass' forehead, ten metal plates covered most of his face, obscuring his entire head. Amid the sparks, the bullet stopped on the sixth piece of metal.
   

        It was deformed and stuck to it.
   

        "Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!"
   

        Three palm-sized rectangular metal pieces flew out like poker cards, accelerating in the air. One piece flew towards the Trench Coat Man's wrist with lightning speed, one sliced towards his neck, while the last piece spun at high speed towards his forehead.
   

        Thud, thud, thud….
   

        Blood splattered everywhere, blossoming like fiery red flowers in the air.
   

        Thud. The Trench Coat Man fell to the ground.
   

        He was lying on his back, a piece of metal stuck halfway inside his neck, and another piece impaled in the center of his forehead.
   

        The Sunglass Man could transform in that strange way, but the Trench Coat Man and the Vest Woman couldn't. Their reaction speed was only slightly faster than normal people, and of course, they couldn't withstand the Magician's full-powered three strikes.
   

        Bass looked somewhat pale and sweaty. But his condition wasn't too bad, his eyes and aura still calm and composed.
   

        Footstep sounds came from the side.
   

        It was Casio walking over.
   

        "You don't have to prove your loyalty in this way. Rather than elusive loyalty, I hate stupid people without the ability even more."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 289: 183 This is my greeting gift (6100) (Please follow) _4

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Do you understand what I mean?"
   

        The expression on Casio's face hardly changed.
   

        "Understood." Bass nodded, lifting the shirt off Casio's upper body and passed it to him: "Sir, your shirt."
   

        A dozen seconds later, Casio Bass walked towards the battle direction.
   

        On the ground were the bodies of numerous Sand Dust Organization combatants, with traces of blood splattered. The only two still conscious were the man in sunglasses and the woman in the vest beside him.
   

        According to the man in the trench coat, one is the Sand Dust Organization's No. 15 and the other is No. 26. Casio's gaze flickered slightly, there was obviously a gap between them. This gap, he speculated, should be at No. 20.
   

        This means that members of the Sand Dust Organization above No. 20 might have the same Black Blood Seal Liberation ability as the man in sunglasses. Probably reaching just beyond the human limit.
   

        The duration is short, and the side effects should be considerable.
   

        Not to mention their insufficient combat skills.
   

        It would probably take two enemies like this to match a regular boxer, and if it comes to a battle of attrition, maybe three such enemies to rival one boxer.
   

        Besides, this sudden bodily enhancement and the turn of blood vessels to black, Casio felt, must have something to do with his speculation about Dead Blood.
   

        Towards these dark creatures that once annihilated the Wind Elephant Gate, Casio only had one thought in his mind - extermination.
   

        An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.
   

        Whether in the Era of Retrospection or in the real world, if he found those Dead Blood creatures, Casio would definitely make them pay a painful price!
   

        ********************
   

        Deep in the Green Light Park, there's a small house hidden in the forest.
   

        Sunlight filtered through the tree layer and scattered onto the ground, creating a golden shimmer. Five or six cold-faced, burly men in black were patrolling around the house, and each of them had a bulge at the waist. It seemed that every one of them was armed with a handgun.
   

        In one of the rooms on the first floor of the small house.
   

        The layout here was not much different from a normal living room.
   

        A white flower vase, a brown rectangular bookshelf, a few warm-colored sofas in the corner. The white floral curtains by the window were tied to one side, allowing sunlight to shine onto the rectangular tabletop with wooden patterns, giving a warm and comfortable feeling.
   

        There were four people sitting by the table and two more on the sofa in the corner. Half of them were familiar to Casio—they were, strikingly, the remaining three senior members of the Assassination Department. A man in all black, dressed in a casual suit style, the red heart "J": White Bird.
   

        A swallowtail suit-wearing man with a wide-brimmed top hat, an old gentleman with elegant and stiff, white hair, black spade "J": Jazz.
   

        And yet there was a tall middle-aged man with a mustache and pointed chin beard, clubs "J": Red Tooth.
   

        These three, being from the Assassination Department, had an imposing aura. The other three were far more amiable, their clothes not purely black. There was even a beautiful young woman wearing a light purple dress with a white, gauzy feathered hat.
   

        Her hands naturally overlapping on her abdomen, although looking no more than twenty years old, she had a demeanor of grace and dignity.
   

        "The meeting time is coming. Has Mr. Wind Elephant arrived yet?" She glanced at the white watch on her exquisite wrist. 
   

        Her voice was as clear and pleasant as the song of the oriole.
   

        "Wind Elephant... that man has no concept of time..." Red Tooth suddenly complained, as they had had an old grudge.
   

        "Oh? Who's been saying bad things behind my back?"
   

        The room's big door was suddenly pushed open, and a large shadow cast inside, which gave a strong sense of pressure against the backlight.
   

        Thump.
   

        A man who had passed out was thrown directly onto the ground.
   

        Casio walked in with his steps, taking a glance around.
   

        " Members of the Antiques Department, nice to meet you."
   

        " This is my greeting gift... please check."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "A greeting gift?"
   

        A middle-aged man on the sofa turned his head. He was wearing a pair of gold-rimmed glasses and his hair was meticulously combed. Dressed like a school teacher, he exuded the refined elegance of a scholar.
   

        "So, this is the newly appointed Diamond Jack, Wind Elephant?"
   

        A young man also looked over, holding a wine glass in his right hand. He wore a slim-fitting floral suit and burgundy leather shoes. On his slender fingers, which held the wine glass, he wore four rings, making him appear as flamboyantly stylish as a playboy.
   

        Including the young girl with the gauze hat, there were three people in total from the Antiques Department. Appearances can be deceiving; the most childlike girl was the second-in-command, the scholarly-looking middle-aged man was the third, while this playboy-looking young man was the fourth.
   

        "This man is..."
   

        White Bird got up from the side of the long wooden table, squatted down and pushed the man in the sunglasses who lay face down. After quickly checking him over, he finally locked his gaze onto the back of his right hand.
   

        The partially obscured hourglass logo was revealed, exposing its complete form. Below it, in the gap of the triangular space, a black number clearly tattooed on it was exposed to the air: 15.
   

        "Sand Dust Organization, number fifteen..."
   

        White Bird turned his head and exchanged glances with the approaching Jazz.
   

        Both parties could see the look of surprise in each other's eyes.
   

        "What does it mean?" asked the purple-dressed young lady curiously, her beautiful eyes shifting between the man in sunglasses and Casio.
   

        "Miss Purple, you may not know since you are exercising your father's rights in his place. The number represents the internal ranking of the Sand Dust Organization. Although it can't simply be divided into a ranking of strength, it is very indicative. The number fifteen on this man signifies his position in the Sand Dust Organization's ranking, very close to the top ten senior level." White Bird gave the lady a look and explained slowly.
   

        "Is that impressive?" said Miss Purple, codenamed Purple.
   

        "If he's a combat personnel, the number fifteen is certainly not to be underestimated." Red Tooth interjected.
   

        Hearing their conversation, two people who initially looked very relaxed on the sofa also got up and walked over.
   

        They found their spots and looked at the man lying on the ground.
   

        Casio closed the door, turned around and exchanged glances with White Bird. It was obvious that White Bird wanted him to explain more clearly.
   

        Casio looked around the room and then said, "I was attacked by the Sand Dust Organization at the Green Light Park..."
   

        "What?!"
   

        The playboy-dressed youth reacted strongly. The news of this joint meeting between the Assassination Department and the Antiques Department was obviously highly confidential, so how did the Sand Dust Organization find out about it? The high-ranking members of the Antiques Department were not all combat personnel, and the young man himself and the purple-dressed girl next to him were just ordinary people.
   

        If attacked by the Sand Dust Organization, even with armed bodyguards for protection, their chances of dying would be more substantial than others'.
   

        "Could it be someone on the inside leaked the information?" White Bird speculated calmly.
   

        "It should have nothing to do with our meeting, they came after me. Doesn't everyone know I saved Max from the Kanon Corporation before? They must hold a grudge because I inadvertently disrupted the Sand Dust Organization's plan, so they sent a few nearby top-notch fighters to retaliate." As Casio spoke, he walked to his spot.
   

        "In addition to this number fifteen, there was also a number twenty-six and a thirty-two. Also, a bunch of nobodies, about ten people altogether, I guess." He crossed his fingers as he spoke.
   

        "And the others?" Red Tooth couldn't help but ask.
   

        "Number thirty-two died, number twenty-six had his right foot broken by me, and is now outside. As for the other Sand Dust Organization assassins, I feel they have no value, so I killed them all."
   

        Casio swept his gaze across the room, "By the way, I dragged those corpses to the woods. The location is about fifty meters ahead of the first roundabout coming into the Green Light Park, in the woods on the right. I have a subordinate watching there."
   

        "White Bird, should you send a few people to take care of it?"
   

        "Alright." White Bird nodded, a smile playing on his lips.
   

        Inviting Casio to join the Ace of Spades' Assassination Department was indeed a correct decision. The combat prowess of Wind Elephant was proven for the second time. The first time was when he took a bullet and killed an assassin from the Sand Dust Organization. This time, he directly took out three head figures from the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        Wind Elephant was far stronger than the previous Diamond "Jack".
   

        Two minutes later, White Bird walked back from outside.
   

        It was obvious he had already sent a few subordinates to take care of it.
   

        Casio sat in a spot near the bookshelf, close to the door. He could feel the seemingly discernible gazes of the others, especially the three high-level members of the Antiques Department.
   

        Obviously, the shock from earlier had a significant effect.
   

        Inside an organization, barring any exceptional circumstances, if one is comeptive, it's best to show it. It saves trouble and brings more benefits. For example, the flamboyantly dressed young man in the floral suit looked at Casio with a hint of respect.
   

        Moreover, people would not take Casio's words lightly and his words would have more weight. Others would also have to seriously consider the suggestions he made.
   

        "White Bird, have you ever seen anyone in the Sand Dust Organization able to burst out, enlarging their size, and have their entire body covered with black veins?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio waited for White Bird to sit again before he asked.
   

        "Yes, the latest news from the Intelligence Department a week ago. Some experts from the Sand Dust Organization have managed to grasp the incredible power of instant Burst. The characteristics are exactly as you just described…"
   

        White Bird pieced it together naturally, guessing, "The number fifteen from the Sand Dust Organization we encountered earlier possesses this kind of ability?"
   

        Casio nodded, "I just tested it out. In Burst State, power, speed, defense, and reaction time are at least twice as high. This isn't as simple as multiplication by two. This transformation induced a qualitative change. Perhaps it would have taken three or four gunmen to take down number fifteen previously, but in Burst State, I'm afraid not even thirty or forty well-trained gunmen could take him out."
   

        White Bird's expression grew serious. He felt it necessary to thoroughly interrogate the two captured leadership figures from the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        Hopefully, they could extract some valuable intelligence from them.
   

        After all, this was the first time they had ever captured a person within the top twenty ranking members of the Sand Dust Organization even after all their clashes with each other.
   

        The conversation continued, and the meeting gradually got on track.
   

        As usual, six poker cards were placed on the wooden table. No need to say for the folks from the Assassination Department.
   

        The rest comprised three representatives sent from the Antiques Department.
   

        A girl in a dress, a queen of hearts card, colored purple.
   

        A middle-aged man with gold-rimmed glasses, a queen of clubs card, denoting a scholar.
   

        A young man dressed like a playboy, a queen of diamonds card, indicating a "Young Wealthy Man".
   

        The card positions of the high-level members were fixed, while the nicknames were flexible. New members joining would naturally have new nicknames.
   

        "Cough cough." White Bird coughed twice.
   

        He was still the host of the meeting this time.
   

        "Let's get straight to the point. In the last meeting, I mentioned that the Intelligence Department was trying to locate the Sand Dust Organization's antiques transit warehouse. Now, we have detailed information about it."
   

        White Bird continued, "The location is still in the northern part of Black Sand City in North Flow Country, but not within the city, rather in the suburbs. It's an abandoned village called Mansa Village."
   

        "There is also an abandoned Mansa Church for worship. The specific location of Mansa Village is about eight or nine kilometers in the suburb north of Black Sand City, not far from the Mime River, and quite close to Lornatack Forest."
   

        White Bird distributed maps to everyone, on which was a simple hand-drawn sketch, clearly showing the specific location.
   

        It was in the upper diagonal direction of Black Sand City, with the entire Mansa Village situated in the angle between the Mime River and Lornatack Forest.
   

        "As you can all see, this place is ideal for a hidden antiques transit warehouse. Since it's right next to a rarely visited forest and the Mime River which facilitates water transport, the Sand Dust Organization can utilize the river for transport. The Mime River runs through three counties."
   

        White Bird made a simple analysis, and then handed out another map to everyone. This one was a transport route map with Mansa Village as the center, covering the two counties entirely.
   

        The key was the waterway. The Mime River was easily accessible. Even though some parts of the river were unfit for passage, the rest were convenient enough. Its effect outweighed that of land transportation by far.
   

        "The Intelligence Organization has been very diligent. They've thoroughly investigated Mansa Village and the nearby villages. Here, take a detailed look." White Bird again retrieved a stack of white files, putting a dozen or so in front of each person.
   

        Casio casually flipped through. The introduction was about Mansa Village, which seemed no different from a regular village. However, there was something interesting in the content.
   

        Mansa Village, a very ancient village. It existed even before the establishment of the Hong Li Federation, during the Imperial Period.
   

        The villagers led conservative, self-sufficient lives.
   

        The interesting thing was, this thousand-people village had an ancient tradition. They worshipped a natural deity called "Great Spirit", even having the existence of priests. The young men in the village would hunt wild animals for sacrificial ceremonies.
   

        Later, The Church established a place of worship there. The implications are obvious, considering that the Great Spirit is a heresy outside of the church's god.
   

        Therefore, several bloody conflicts had occurred in Mansa Village in the past.
   

        After official clampdowns, the turmoil subsided.
   

        But twenty years ago, a strange tragedy occurred in Mansa Village. Personnels of the Mansa Church frequently disappeared at night. Witnesses claimed to have seen ghosts, suggesting that the ghosts took the church personnels away. Mansa Village villagers who worshipped the Great Spirit believed it was a punishment from the Great Spirit to the Church personnels.
   

        The Church, on the other hand, suspected it was retaliation from villagers of Mansa in disguise.
   

        This led to another outbreak of a conflict.
   

        Yet the disappearances did not stop. It wasn't just Church personnels, even villagers of Mansa started to disappear.
   

        Officials and the high-level members of The Church sent people over to investigate the truth, but nothing came of it. As more people disappeared, the villagers of Mansa had no choice but to move out.
   

        The Mansa Church also fell into disuse. 
   

        "The Sand Dust Organization is really bold, setting up an antiques transit warehouse in such a spooky place. No wonder it's hard to detect." said the guy whose code name was "Young Wealthy Man" after he finished reading.
   

        "Let's not forget, they have things similar to Biochemical Humans. Bullets can't kill them, why would they fear elusive ghosts?" Red-Tooth expressed, turning his head slowly with a somber expression on his face. 
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        "Right, speaking of biochemical humans, Fengxiang, the mercury you mentioned last time does indeed prove useful. Tests conducted by Vice Leader Wang's subordinates revealed that mercury can, to some extent, inhibit the biochemical human assassins of the Sand Dust Organization. It's quite beneficial."
   

        The usually reticent Jazz suddenly spoke up. Being the head of the Assassination Department, he naturally had more sensitive intelligence.
   

        He even communicated directly with Big King and Little Wang, the leaders.
   

        The two were rather mysterious.
   

        Only the heads of various departments in the Black Spade "A" Organization had ways to reach them, while the other twelve people did not.
   

        Casio nodded.
   

        With that, Jazz had already hinted that there were indeed monsters in the Sand Dust Organization with regenerative powers akin to biochemical humans.
   

        Everyone's expressions changed.
   

        "That's all the information from the Intelligence Department. We've narrowed down the location of the Sand Dust's antique transportation warehouse to the vicinity of Mansa Village. However, the range is quite large, as they could just as easily conceal it within the Lornatack Forest," Jazz continued. "Nonetheless, we will take action soon. The Sand Dust Organization is increasingly brazen. A heavy blow aimed at their pride is needed to maintain troop morale. Not only will our Assassination and Antiques Departments participate in this operation, but top specialists from our other two departments will also join, and even Wang will send someone..."
   

        "Besides, the operation will not be limited to our side. The organization will simultaneously attack other smuggling or antique transport routes of the Sand Dust Organization. However, our side is the most crucial and cannot afford failure."
   

        He cast a look at everyone present.
   

        Next, Jazz elaborated on Black Spade "A" Organization's detailed plan. The meeting concluded an hour later.
   

        Most of the senior members of the assassination organization and the antique department left, leaving only White Bird and Casio attending to the loose ends. Outside the building, seven or eight gunners in black suits were standing guard, a number that had grown from when they had first arrived.
   

        White Bird and Casio went up to the second floor. The balcony door here was wide open, allowing the sunlight to cast itself onto the living room sofa.
   

        White Bird made a cup of tea for both Casio and himself.
   

        They sat across from each other, sipping tea and chatting.
   

        "How did it go? Did you gain any information?" Casio asked after taking a sip of tea.
   

        White Bird shook his head, "That No. 15 is tough, unwilling to say anything. We haven't interrogated No. 26 yet, planning first to treat her, then interrogate her in a few days. If she indeed divulges something, I'll notify you right away."
   

        He took a sip of his hot tea.
   

        "That works." Casio nodded.
   

        After some random chat, White Bird brought up a topic, "Fengxiang, you should form your own assassination department team. As a senior member of the Black Spade A Organization, you can't not have anyone at your disposal. I know your strength is powerful, but you always need some people to handle the minutiae."
   

        With a clap of his hands, he said,
   

        "Shulan, Sonia, come out."
   

        Instantly, two silhouettes emerged from the stairs.
   

        The one in front was a girl around twenty years old who dressed like a college student. She was wearing a tight blouse that accentuated her chest. Below that was a pair of blue and white jeans that outlined her slender and firm legs.
   

        Looking closer at her face, she was charming and youthful. A cleverly cut short hairdo stopped just above her fair neck, giving her an alluring, poised aura.
   

        The other was a handsome man who looked to be about twenty-five. He had a well-proportioned and slender figure, and his delicate features gave him a somewhat feminine look. His platinum blonde hair was tied back by a black hair band, giving him a butler-esque vibe.
   

        "Who are these?" Casio turned his gaze back to White Bird.
   

        White Bird smiled, "Sonia is under my command; her brother is one of my department's leaders. Sonia is twenty-two years old and just graduated from Muck University. Not only is she proficient in assassination but also in various life skills: cooking, cleaning, massages, and so on..."
   

        "Lord Fengxiang, I will take care of your daily living needs."
   

        Sonia broke into a perfect smile, her plump attractive lips naturally slightly pursed, exuding a sense of fullness.
   

        White Bird continued, "The other one is Shulan, an elite of Jazz's. He became a leader in just one year and is a thoroughly committed assassin. He's known as the Thousand-face Man, and can impersonate anyone with his superb make-up and disguise talents. Be they old, young, or women..."
   

        The handsome blond man also showed a smile, "Lord Fengxiang, I shall be the foundation for your department."
   

        Casio arches an eyebrow at this.
   

        Because the man's words were composed of various different intonations. It began with a child's voice gradually turning into an old man's, with a robust male voice in the middle. Lastly, it ended with a captivating, sultry high-pitched voice, it was seductive and flirtatious to the bone.
   

        Indeed, to impersonate various people, one would need to imitate their voices as well.
   

        Casio took a sip of tea and leaned back. Instantly, he felt an unthinkably soft cushion envelop the back of his head.
   

        A pair of tender, snow-white hands rested on his shoulders.
   

        And then they began to gently massage.
   

        Even without turning his head, Casio knew it was Sonia behind him.
   

        Her hands kneaded skilfully, clearly a result of meticulous training. The sensation was ticklish, like a cat scratching at your heart. However, her strength was just too light. Even when Casio remained normal, the muscles and skin on his shoulders wouldn't deform under Sonia's hands.
   

        Sensing that Casio's shoulders were quite stiff, Sonia leaned forward, her full breasts serving as a pillow for him.
   

        "Fengxiang, it's not just these two people. We are likely going to take action against Black Sand City the day after tomorrow. The leaders of the assassination department, who will be reallocated to you, have already gathered at the Black Sand City branch. You will meet them in person then..." White Bird said with a smile on his face. As Casio did not refuse Sonia and Shulan, it implied that he had tacitly accepted them.
   

        His commitment to the Black Spade "A" Organization deepened by a fraction.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Half an hour later, Casio returned in a car driven by Shulan. The model was still a Black Cloud, but the interior was much more lavish. The comfort level was much better than the previous Black Cloud car.
   

        Shulan drove all the way back to Casio's single house and took the car into the courtyard. Then, she took away the lower-grade Black Cloud Sedan. This might have been specifically instructed by the White Bird.
   

        From noon on, Casio continuously practiced the newly learned Heart-eye Secret Technique and the Lion's Roar Breathing Method. He didn't think the plans of the Black Spade "A" Organization on the day after tomorrow would go smoothly, with things like Dead Blood lurking behind the Sand Dust Organization. Even with his current strength, Casio was still wary of these dark creatures.
   

        The gap between real Dead Blood and the Sand Dust Organization's experts who borrowed special powers to burst was like that of clouds and mud. From the time he got the Golden Finger to now, it had only been a little over a month.
   

        On the contrary, Casio had spent several years in the Era of Retrospection, getting many unexpected encounters. Every time he returned to the real world from the Era of Retrospection, he gained an increase in strength. This imbalance led Casio to appear rather dominant in the real world, often crushing the enemies he encounters.
   

        It was like a player leveling up by fighting monsters appearing in a beginner village, where the surrounding monsters are slightly stronger or equal in strength. But this player has a cheat code, which allows him to level up in another game periodically, and each time returns he advances several levels. In this situation, how could the player not overwhelm the beginner village? But now, this situation had changed somewhat.
   

        Casio was going to step out of his comfort zone and the beginner village, and proactively explore and understand the mysterious and powerful Dead Blood. Because the next Retrospection is the third stage of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant, Li Wei's revenge on Dead Blood. He needed to prepare early and gather information on Dead Blood.
   

        In the evening, Casio once again engaged in the Hard Qigong training.
   

        The tools were two iron rods like wolf teeth rods, and the Magician and the Catwoman were their usual two people, but a vibration assistive tool was added. In simple terms, the vibration uses his telekinesis to give the iron rod a vibrating force. Every time the Catwoman and the Magician hit Casio, there will be a vibrating effect.
   

        As it turns out, the effect was surprisingly good. It was three times stronger than without using vibration power, and the epidermis could be better trained more evenly.
   

        After one Hard Qigong practice, the Magician and Vibrations were almost exhausted. But this was also a way to practice telekinesis, it's just that it's too hard and tiring and few people do it.
   

        For now, though, Casio was forcing the two to do this.
   

        They should be grateful, right...
   

        At dinner time, Casio suggested to Magician Bass that he could try using the metal thread as a weapon, which should be very suitable for someone as precise and intelligent as Bass. The alloy thread is fine enough, sturdy enough, and the sharpness is no less than a knife edge. And it's very light, a few meters long might not be as heavy as a dart.
   

        You can completely wrap tens or even dozens of threads around you before a battle, it's convenient to carry and well-hidden. Compared to hidden weapons that can only be used for shooting, the thread has more comprehensive functions. Including but not limited to strangulation, penetration, setting traps, dividing the battlefield, blocking routes, and winding for self-protection.
   

        You can even apply poison or add backthorns on the thread, etc...
   

        Of course, how to use it depends on the user.
   

        Using it well can make enemies feel difficult, if not used well then it's useless. I don't know if the Magician will be a good fit.
   

        Casio's words gave the Magician some thoughts, and Vibration similarly found it enlightening. He felt he could also try using metal thread, with his vibrating telekinesis he could make the metal thread tremble at high speed like a cutting wire, maybe it could instantly sever limbs.
   

        After dinner.
   

        Magician and Vibration quietly started to discuss.
   

        The next day, Casio made another trip to "Daddy's Antiques".
   

        Yun was indeed in the shop, and he was alone. The old man was out on business, and the little girl was at school nearby.
   

        The two chatted for a while, both sides revealed some information not disclosed the night before last, seemingly trying to earn each other's trust.
   

        Casio mentioned that he was part of an organization, and wanted to establish some contact and channels with Yun. Yun kept some of the treasures and antiques from his adventures, while others he would sell on the black market.
   

        Why not directly sell them to the Black Spade "A" Organization?
   

        Casio subtly suggested this, Yun didn't show any signs of refusal for the time being. Casio took this opportunity to express his desire to see the antique collections that Yun had obtained from various places, but this idea was not realized.
   

        Because Yun stored all his antiques at his friends' places everywhere.
   

        Even many of them were half stored and half given away.
   

        It would be difficult for Casio to see them, their relationship had not yet reached the level of friends, they could be considered somewhat familiar. So after some chat, Casio temporarily gained no benefits and left.
   

        Casio hadn't been gone long before Yun also left "Daddy's Antiques" and went to a phone booth, dialling the number of one of his friends. Soon, a pleasant female voice rang from the other side of the phone.
   

        "Yun, I was just about to look for you, you may be in trouble..."
   

        "What happened?" Yun frowned, he originally called to inquire about the sale of antiques on the black market.
   

        He needs to consider whether or not to cooperate with Casio.
   

        "Someone is investigating you, starting from the United States of Yana in South Reef Continent, all the way to the Hong Li Federation in North Reef Continent. There are traces of those people in several countries along the way, they even found the transoceanic liner you took. The timeline is probably a little over a month ago, and now there are traces of these people in the Hong Li Federation."
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        The woman's voice on the phone was rather solemn.
   

        "Is it Casio?" Yun immediately shakes his head.
   

        The timing simply doesn't match. A month ago, he was still in the United Anan States, totally unfamiliar with Casio. 
   

        Moreover, one month happens to coincide with the end of his last adventure. 
   

        Yun had a fantastical and thrilling experience in an ancient abandoned temple in the Tulum Forest of United Anan states, risky enough to rank in the top three. He even found some items during the experience.
   

        The Night Insect is one of them...
   

        A few minutes later, Yun hung up the phone.
   

        His face was serious as he headed towards the antique shop.
   

        **********************
   

        "Shockwave, your wound is not healed, stay with Heisha to guard the home, don't let the Shadow Demon escape. This time, Bass will come with me."
   

        At the entrance of the residential building, Casio instructed his two subordinates.
   

        Soon after, a black sedan slowly drove away along the road.
   

        Today is July 20th.
   

        At the train station in Baichuan City, Casio met Sulan and Sonya who had been waiting there. Adding Violet and Bass made a total of five people, who all boarded the train to Black Sand City.
   

        On July 21st, they arrived at Black Sand City.
   

        As soon as they stepped out of the train station, three or four sleek black sedans were parked at the roadside. From the leading car, the driver's side window descended, revealing a hand, clad in a white glove, resting on the window.
   

        The back of the hand was prominently marked with a large red "J".
   

        A white bird turned its head and looked over, a cigar hanging from its mouth.
   

        "Want one?"
   

        "No thanks, I don't smoke much."
   

        Casio went straight to the back seat and slipped in.
   

        Bass and the others also swiftly got into the other cars.
   

        Immediately, the convoy of four cars drove slowly, gradually speeding up on the city's main road. They drove past a series of streetlights.
   

        "Here."
   

        The white bird in the front passenger seat suddenly handed over a black object. Upon seeing it, Casio immediately exclaimed.
   

        "Why are you giving me a gun?"
   

        "The equipment of our Assassination Department's assassins is uniformly issued by the organization, and this is yours. Take it... you know, just in case."
   

        The white bird took the cigar out of its mouth using two fingers.
   

        "Alright then."
   

        Casio reached out and took it. It was heavy, probably around two kilograms. The entire body was black, with a long gun barrel.
   

        "Do you know how to use it?" The white bird asked again.
   

        "Yes," Casio had used it in the Era of Retrospection.
   

        "This is a Nikov pistol. The gun weighs 1.75 kilograms and uses an 18-round magazine. It can shoot singly or in bursts—it's quite powerful."
   

        The white bird briefly introduced the weapon, then stopped talking.
   

        He knew that Casio didn't really care about firearms; he was an expert in close combat. However, it was rather peculiar that a new senior member of the Assassination Department was an expert in frontal battle. Was he going to charge directly at his targets, taking the bullets head-on to kill them? This did not seem to fit the image of a conventional assassin...
   

        The convoy rapidly left the city's main roads and headed to a secluded area within the suburbs. The Black Spade "A" Organization branch was located in a secluded manor on the outskirts, mainly for the convenience of carrying out some not-so-reputable activities.
   

        Casio sat in the back seat, rolled down the window and looked at the scenery outside. It was early morning now, with a faint mist drifting in the air. On both sides of the gray road, there were weeds and trees, with leaves full of dewdrops, and a cool breeze brushed past from time to time.
   

        "What, don't like the smell of smoke?" the white bird said from the front passenger seat. "If you don't, I can put it out."
   

        "No..." Casio shook his head.
   

        Immediately after...
   

        Bang!
   

        The Nikov pistol he had just received went off suddenly.
   

        "Accidental discharge?!"
   

        The white bird quickly turned his head.
   

        It could see Casio sitting calmly in the back seat, the muzzle of the gun pointing outside the window, specifically towards the space behind a large tree.
   

        "We are being followed. There are four more in the vicinity."
   

        "What? Goddammit!"
   

        The white bird cursed under its breath, lowering its head immediately.
   

        In an instant, a series of gunshots echoed in the air in response.
   

        Bullets shot from both sides of the woods hit the body of the vehicle, creating sparking golden flashes. Some of the assassins of the Black Spade "A" Organization didn't manage to dodge in time and were directly hit by the bullets, splattering blood.
   

        "Goddammit! Everyone get out and return fire!"
   

        The white bird roared and immediately rolled out of the side door.
   

        He had just steadied himself when he tumbled again. Two bullets hit the spot where the White bird had just stood, and shards of stone splattered.
   

        Bang!
   

        The White bird flicked back to retaliate; he had already identified the direction of a gunner. The black gun muzzle was smoking, a high-speed bullet shot directly at the robust man next to the tree trunk. The positioning was extremely precise, directly in the center of the black-clothed robust man's forehead.
   

        The robust man didn't even have time to cry out before he dropped down without a doubt.
   

        The other assassins from the Black Spade 'A' Organization also reacted.
   

        Eight or nine people stepped down from their vehicles, among them, both Shulan and Bass directly rushed into the forests on both sides. Around a dozen gunshots erupted there, and approximately after a minute, the battle was over.
   

        Shulan dragged a corpse out, while the magician, Bass, had captured an assassin alive. The rest were struck down by collective fire from members of the Black Spade 'A' Organization, moaning in agony.
   

        "Wind Elephant, you have quite a formidable underling."
   

        The White bird retracted his somewhat hot gun barrel and gave a sidelong glance to the magician heading towards him. Upon a comparison, it was apparent the magician, who was adept at capturing enemies alive, was more skillful than Shulan.
   

        "He indeed is capable." Casio replied.
   

        Soon, the magician arrived with a slender young man in tow. The White bird recognized the hourglass logo on the man's hand, evidently an assassin from the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        However, there was no numerical marking, clearly indicating that he was just a minor element.
   

        The White bird's face turned somber, his suspicion confirmed. The Sand Dust Organization had pre-empted the Black Spade 'A's plan and had even dispatched personnel to monitor their movements closely.
   

        The Black Spade 'A's operation was rather unfortunately perceived by the enemy.
   

        Trouble!
   

        The White Bird waved his hand, "Take him back for interrogation."
   

        Consequently, the members from the Black Spade 'A' Organization quickly cleaned up the shooting scene. The convoy arrived at the Black Light Vineyard Manor half an hour later.
   

        This was a rather gloomy and old-fashioned manor.
   

        At least several decades old, its outer walls were covered with mottled black, with thick creepers crawling all over the building's surface.
   

        However, other aspects were quite good.
   

        Facilities like roads and streetlights were all quite complete.
   

        The convoy parked in the open area, and once he stepped off the vehicle, the White bird received another piece of bad news. The members from the Intelligence Department who were responsible for investigating information in Mansa Village were missing. All five had lost contact and disappeared as if evaporated from the face of the Earth.
   

        The member from the Assassination Department who discovered the situation mentioned that they saw no traces of a battle and were unsure of what happened. These five people disappeared last night and lost contact suddenly this morning.
   

        "Damn it, the intelligence may have really leaked."
   

        The expression on the White Bird's face was now gloomier than usual. Currently, only the Assassination Department was stationed in Black sand city. Parts of the members from the other three departments had only arrived. As for senior-ranking members, only one from the Antiques Department had come; the senior members from the other two departments were still on their way.
   

        The arrangements were not yet perfect and launching a pre-emptive strike was difficult.
   

        He glanced at the gunner from the Sand Dust Organization who was unloaded from the vehicle. He directly took off both pairs of gloves and stuffed them into his pocket.
   

        "Take this man to the interrogation room. I will interrogate him personally."
   

        Immediately, a group of people headed towards the building within the manor.
   

        Casio had a rather delicious breakfast in the dining room.
   

        Along with him, there was the Antiques Department's second-in-command, Violet, also the young girl who had taken over her father's position.
   

        The two didn't say much.
   

        Casio was merely not much of a talker around strangers.
   

        Violet was quite interested in Casio and would occasionally throw glances his way, but due to her reserved nature as a young girl, she didn't say anything.
   

        Around nine o'clock.
   

        Casio, who was in the training room hammering the sandbag, stopped.
   

        The door creaked open.
   

        The White bird, wearing a black-brimmed hat, walked in looking rather peculiar.
   

        "There's good news: the Sand Dust has likely not detected our plan yet. These gunners were merely tracking the members of the Black Spade A Organisation, just like the times when the Sand Dust frequently gave us trouble with our antique transport routes across various places. So we misjudged..."
   

        He added another statement.
   

        "We used drugs, he spoke truthfully."
   

        Casio, wiping off the sweat from his neck with a towel, asked,
   

        "And what's the other bad news?"
   

        The White bird fell into silence, shook his head: "The people in the middle of gathering intelligence have indeed disappeared, but we don't know the reason for their disappearance."
   

        "It's possible they were discovered by the Sand Dust…"
   

        He spoke in a somber tone, "RedFang is planning to go and check the situation to decide whether or not we should make a move against the Sand Dust Organization."
   

        "Mansa Village, you mean?" asked Casio.
   

        "Yes, Mansa Village." the White bird nodded.
   

        "Alright, I will go too."
   

        Casio threw the towel behind him, let it hang on the rod.
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        At the entrance of Black Light Vineyard.
   

        A black horse carriage, originally scheduled to depart, was stopped by Casio. He vaulted onto it with a few strides, signaling that the Coachman - a Black Spade from the "A" Organization, could start. Inside the cold-hued carriage, Red Tooth, who had been resting with his eyes closed, opened his eyes.
   

        "Lord Fengxiang? Why did you come on?"
   

        "I am going with you."
   

        Casio found a comfortable position and sat down.
   

        "Alright then."
   

        Red Tooth frowned a little, but didn't object to anything.
   

        Firstly, Casio was also going to Mansa Village, as White Bird definitely knew about and approved it. Secondly, although the two had had some minor disputes before, Red Tooth had to admit that Casio was a strong fighter and definitely not a so-called incompetent teammate.
   

        With him joining, this trip might turn out to be a little smoother.
   

        Soon, the horse carriage began to move forward. At first, the ground was flat and one could leisurely admire the scenery on both sides.
   

        Later on, the road became bumpy. After all, they were already a long way from the urban area of Black Sand City and were heading in a direction even further from the outskirts. Once the artificially paved road ended, there was a pitted dirt road, the kind that gets muddy everywhere after a rain.
   

        Thankfully, they had the foresight to use a horse carriage. A sedan would not have made it here; it probably would have broken down halfway.
   

        Casio kept looking out from the window the whole time. The scenery on both sides transformed from lush trees to a hilly terrain. There was a vast field of eye-catching green grassland, interspersed with various colors of flowers. There were red, white, yellow, and pink ones.
   

        Bees were dancing, butterflies occasionally flying.
   

        The wind blowing against them carried the scent of summer flowers.
   

        About half an hour later, the horse carriage stopped by a slope. Casio and Red Tooth got off, surrounded by a sea of flowers. Their ears were filled with the buzzing sounds of bees.
   

        Looking to the right, one could see a silvery ribbon winding and wrapping around about a hundred meters away; it was a tributary of the Mime River.
   

        Mansa Village was right by this tributary.
   

        Clearly, the village was established relying on this water source.
   

        Casio's current location wasn't in Mansa Village yet. The reason they got off was because the road ahead had disappeared long ago. Dozens of years were enough for all kinds of weeds to cover the original path.
   

        So, the next few kilometers had to be covered on foot.
   

        After determining the general direction, Casio and Red Tooth set off.
   

        When they got close to Mansa Village, the surrounding Assassination Department members would naturally gather. Investigating a village would clearly require more than two people.
   

        Around ten o'clock in the morning.
   

        Casio and Red Tooth arrived at the top of a gentle slope after wading through grass, and they could vaguely see the outline of the distant village from here.
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        Casio suddenly stretched out two fingers and plucked a flying insect from the side. It was a butterfly with alternating black and white pattern, about the size of half a palm. The symmetry of its antennas was quite long, coiling together like an antenna. The pattern on the wings looked like a ghost face.
   

        "What's wrong?" Red Tooth looked up at Casio curiously.
   

        Casio was studying it quite intently.
   

        "Look at it more closely." Casio didn't raise his head.
   

        As Red Tooth looked down again, he let out an exclamation of surprise.
   

        This black and white butterfly had two heads. Where there should have been a tail was another head. The black antennae were as long as a middle finger, and twitched like a snail's.
   

        "This... It's not two butterflies, is it?" Red Tooth asked.
   

        Casio immediately raised his hand and completely ripped off the wings of the butterfly, leaving only the wormlike long body.
   

        It had only one segment but at both ends were heads.
   

        "It seems there's truly something bizarre about this place..."
   

        Red Tooth narrowed his eyes, glancing up at the sky. It had been cloudy, but it had suddenly darkened. The dark clouds loomed low, indicating an oncoming storm.
   

        "Let's have a look at Mansa Village first." Casio casually tossed the butterfly to the ground and both of them once again started walking towards that direction. When they got close, several people gathered around them.
   

        "Lord Red Tooth, Lord Fengxiang."
   

        These were all brothers from the Assassination Department, all wearing black clothing, exuding a sense of deadly sharpness, with right hand joints full of calluses.
   

        They were obviously seasoned gunmen.
   

        "Hmm." Red Tooth nodded in response and then asked, "Have there been any new discoveries so far? Are any brothers inside?" He glanced at the abandoned village as he spoke.
   

        "No new discoveries for now." A gunman replied.
   

        "There are two brothers inside, guarding the two buildings where the five brothers from the Intelligence Department disappeared." Another gunman said.
   

        "Hmm." Red Tooth nodded.
   

        "Let's go in and have a look." Casio suggested from the side.
   

        Immediately, the tall and skinny gunman who spoke first led the way, while Casio and Red Tooth followed.
   

        Mansa Village was located at the foot of a hill, dotted with houses, some single-story, some double-story. The overall appearance was white and black. The white was the wall, the black was the marks of mildew after the wall plaster peeled off due to the wind and rain. One could see that these square little buildings were covered with various creeper plants.
   

        The tender green leaves swayed with the wind, like door curtains.
   

        Not only were the walls covered, the roads that were originally constructed inside the village were also overgrown with weeds. The full seeds of grass were blown by the wind and scattered on the ground.
   

        Mansa Village was very quiet, there were not even birds chirping, only the faint sounds of footsteps from Casio and his group. Some scenes of destruction were noticeable here and there. Some of the buildings' walls had collapsed, while some fences were broken, revealing messy yards.
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        Between the cracks of the creepers, the dark windows occasionally passed through everyone's line of sight, whistling in the wind. An inexplicably creepy sensation, but it was expected in a deserted village.
   

        Ahead was a turn.
   

        Israel glanced in surprise and asked, "Has there been a fire here?"
   

        Signs of a fire had scathed a long stretch of street ahead, blackness crawled over the walls and ground like mold does.
   

        The two large trees beside the road were shriveled, with no leaves despite it being midsummer. The wrinkles in the bark gave a feeling of impending lifelessness.
   

        "Ah? It was fine this morning..."
   

        The gunner also had a puzzled expression.
   

        Casio frowned. Standing on this street, a chilling sensation ran through his pores, it was rather uncomfortable.
   

        "Hmm? There are marks of a battle."
   

        Israel pointed out abruptly, indicating a wall on his right.
   

        Casio immediately moved over to take a look, squatting by the site.
   

        The wall initially was uneven and pockmarked. But now, areas of blackness covered the surface, revealing visible white bullet holes. Upon closer inspection, the entire wall had four to five bullet holes - some having blasted right through, others leaving a dent.
   

        "Looks like they were made not too long ago..." speculated Israel, running his fingers around the edges of the bullet holes whilst raising his head to ask the others, "Did you hear any gunshots?"
   

        "No," replied the three or four gunners unanimously.
   

        "Mansa Village is relatively quiet and desolate, if someone fired a gun, it can be heard clearly within several kilometers. We can't possibly be unaware if someone had actually fired a shot," a tall and thin gunner explained.
   

        "That's strange..." Israel shot a glance at Casio.
   

        Casio wore a puzzled look too.
   

        "Gentlemen, there's another finding here." A gunner at the front called back.
   

        Everyone went over, immediately spotting weird drawings on the wall, looking much like a terrible graffiti.
   

        "It seems to be scratched out with fingernails and extends down to the ground..." Israel flicked away the loose white wall plaster beneath his fingernails.
   

        Casio shifted his attention.
   

        Clear claw marks streaked across the ground.
   

        These stretched diagonally across the street, ending abruptly after about two-thirds the length of the street. It was as if someone clinging desperately onto the ground was dragged away by a monster.
   

        However, there were no traces of blood on the ground.
   

        Or remnants of the monster's claw?
   

        "..." Israel squinted his eyes and scanned around, especially on the dark, hollow windows, but nothing occurred. It had only progressively gotten darker outside.
   

        "Perhaps the sand-dust gang is playing some mischief to buy time for the relocation of the Antiques Warehouse," Israel guessed.
   

        "We can deal with it later, let's first check out the residential building where the Intelligence Department personnel disappeared," he commanded, and the rest followed as the thin, tall gunner led them towards the back of the village.
   

        About three minutes later, they halted.
   

        In front of them was a reasonably intact two-story building, the exterior covered with ivy. A white enclosure wall surrounded the building. The wooden fence had rotted, unable to serve as an obstruction.
   

        They walked right in.
   

        The leading gunner entered the hall first, exclaiming, "Jamie, Israel, and Casio are here."
   

        However, no one answered.
   

        "Jamie! Jamie!"
   

        Only the echoes of the gunner's voice reverberated through the little building.
   

        "Where is Jamie..."
   

        "Let's go upstairs and check." Israel locked eyes with the tall, thin gunner and they immediately led the way up the aging staircase.
   

        The wooden handrail had lost its paint, with a layer of thick dust collected on the surface. Some parts had decayed and torn away.
   

        The second floor was filled with dust. The indoor was rather dim, and furniture lay abandoned by the previous owner, now covered in spider webs and exhibiting a pale color.
   

        "Where's the person?"
   

        Four or five gunmen rummaged through all the rooms but could not find any traces of Jamie. Their efforts of flipping over everything in their path even yielded nothing. Casio slowly paced towards the balcony, casting his gaze over the surroundings.
   

        Silent buildings stood erect with no sign of people whatsoever. Even the chirping of birds had ceased entirely here.
   

        Down below in the courtyard stood one or two gunmen. Gunmen dressed in black patrolled the streets surrounding the residence. They were investigating the scenarios around the house, hoping to potentially find Jamie nearby.
   

        Casio stood on the threshold between the living room and the balcony on the second floor, he glances at his pocket watch. It was approximately half past ten.
   

        *Creak~*
   

        Suddenly, a door-opening sound echoed from behind.
   

        "Redtooth, tell them to stop searching. Go directly to the other building, I have a bad premonition." Casio put down his pocket watch.
   

        "Okay.", came Redtooth's deep voice from behind.
   

        Next was a series of thumping sounds of someone descending the stairs.
   

        Casio stuffed the pocket watch into his pocket, about to turn around. Something in the corner of his eye suddenly caught his attention, startling him.
   

        Casio sharply turned his gaze, two men were talking on the street to the east of the residential building. One was the tall thin man who had led the way earlier, the other was… Redtooth! What about the one just now...
   

        He swung his head around, his eyes staring straight into the dark hallway.
   

        "Redtooth" had agreed and then headed downstairs just now.
   

        Bang!
   

        Casio instantly turned into a Xblack shadow and dashed downstairs at an incredible speed. He pivoted and strode toward the first floor.
   

        At the doorway, a gunner was about to step out.
   

        "Wait!" Casio called him back, his tone was very serious: "Didn't you see Redtooth coming down just now?"
   

        "Isn't Redtooth outside?"
   

        The crew-cut man indicated the direction of the door with a puzzled look.
   

        "..." Casio's brow furrowed deeper.
   

        "Check the rooms on the first floor with me again!"
   

        Several seconds later, he stepped out of a vacant room, his face stern. Nothing, just like when he first came in.
   

        Then who was the one talking to him on the second floor just now?
   

        Casio's perception was extraordinary, enhanced by the fusion with the Shadow Demon and his beginner level Heart-eye Secret Technique.
   

        Even if a somewhat familiar person didn't say anything, just walking behind him, Casio could guess the person's identity roughly.
   

        Moreover, the aura was exactly the same as Redtooth's.
   

        "Shadow Demon?"
   

        The only guess Casio could come up with at the moment was this.
   

        It definitely was not an illusion just now!
   

        But another problem came. Members of the same kind are very sensitive to each other, if it was a Shadow Demon Casio would have detected it earlier.
   

        "Sir?" the gunner beside Casio asked as he noticed Casio rooted to the spot, lost in thought and remaining silent.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A shadow swiftly darted out the door and disappeared.
   

        Casio passed quickly through the wooden fence and arrived at the street to the east of the residential building. Redtooth seemed to be instructing the tall thin man again.
   

        "Redtooth."
   

        At a distance of five meters, Casio suddenly called out.
   

        "Windy? What's up?"
   

        Redtooth turned his head, a chilling gust of wind hit his face. The strong airflow swept Redtooth's hair to both sides of his forehead, and a black fist enlarged rapidly in his line of sight.
   

        "You!"
   

        Redtooth yelled in horror.
   

        Yup!
   

        The fist stopped mid-air just in the nick of time, the well-defined fist was only half a centimeter away from Redtooth's nose.
   

        "Glug."
   

        Redtooth stood frozen in place, swallowing his saliva. He was filled with terror again, the fear of having his head blown off with one punch.
   

        If this punch hits, it'll be lethal!
   

        "What are you doing?"
   

        Redtooth took a few steps back. He had balled his fists to question Casio, but suddenly he lost the nerve to lose his temper.
   

        He was afraid of provoking Casio, scared he would actually be punched.
   

        "Looks like you really..." Casio slowly withdrew his fist. He was about to start explaining to Redtooth when his relaxed fist suddenly clenched again, the veins on his palm gurgled ominously.
   

        It was still the same street, five meters away from Redtooth, a very familiar crew-cut man was scanning the street and walking toward them.
   

        He was definitely in the small building just now!
   

        Casio had just had a half-minute conversation with him!!!
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        "You, come over here."
   

        Taking a deep breath, Casio unclenched his tight fist. He pointed at a gunman dressed in black in the distance.
   

        "Me?" The man pointed to himself.
   

        Jogging over, he quickly reached Casio and Red Tooth.
   

        "Sir, what's the matter?"
   

        The gunman looked ready to follow orders.
   

        Two minutes later, everyone by the street, including Red Tooth, wore expressions of disbelief. Red Tooth found it particularly hard to believe.
   

        "Wind Elephant, you're saying you had a conversation with me upstairs just now and ran into Walker on the first floor?" He glanced at Casio. "You're not hallucinating, are you?"
   

        "I'm sure it wasn't a hallucination," Casio promised, carefully scanning their surroundings before meeting Red Tooth's gaze. "Even if you were hallucinating, I wouldn't be. You should know that I wouldn't joke about this kind of thing." His face was utterly serious.
   

        "Not a hallucination..." Red Tooth touched his beard unconsciously.
   

        "Could it be the legendary ghost of Mansa Village?"
   

        The tall, skinny gunman suggested.
   

        "There's no such thing as ghosts. Don't talk nonsense,"
   

        Red Tooth glared at the gunman, then continued. "Rather than some vague, elusive ghost, I believe it's the Sand Dust Organization trying to scare us with unknown methods."
   

        Casio didn't respond to this, his expression slowly returning to calm. His gaze was as cold and gloomy as before. He spoke slowly.
   

        "Let's not waste time here, let's go to the next location. I have a bad feeling about this, just like before."
   

        Several minutes later.
   

        The group came upon a residence owned by a wealthy family.
   

        It was laid out like a miniature manor with a slightly high perimeter wall around the outside and ornamental trees planted inside. They had grown immensely due to decades of neglect.
   

        The branches ruffled the top of the white enclosure wall, creating a faint, tearing sound in the breeze.
   

        Red Tooth led the way and everyone entered through the rusty wrought-iron gate.
   

        They saw a four-storey grayish-white villa as they looked around in the dim light. The façade bore the signs of being exposed to wind and rain, but it was plain that it had once been brightly and richly colored.
   

        The iron lamp brackets on the building were also badly corroded.
   

        The front cross windows opened to both sides. The joints had rusted shut, and they teetered in the wind as if ready to fall at any moment.
   

        Thankfully, the whole villa had not been overrun by creepers like the other houses, making for a fairly pleasant sight.
   

        Everyone entered the first floor of the villa, shouting once again the names of the Assassination Department's stationed members. But Casio's ominous premonition came true. One of the members had disappeared.
   

        Only their shouts echoed in the hollow hall.
   

        Reaching the second floor, they found the villa was even larger within than it had appeared from outside. The second floor had numerous corridors and countless rooms.
   

        Although covered in dust, they were all mostly intact.
   

        "Squeak~"
   

        Casio looked at the grayish-white wooden door in front of him and slowly pushed it open to enter. Inside was a scene just as he expected: the floor was covered in thick dust. With every step he took, a footprint would be left behind, accompanied by a squeak.
   

        The room had an old-fashioned layout, with a bed, a wardrobe against the wall, a bookshelf, and a decorative vase.
   

        A spider web filled the entire gap of the window.
   

        Casio looked outside through the gaps in the web.
   

        There was nothing unusual.
   

        He turned back around, then abruptly froze.
   

        Before him was a grayish-white room door, its surface adorned with blurred floral patterns, rather old-fashioned in style.
   

        There was nothing especially strange or interesting about it.
   

        But, Casio distinctly remembered not closing the door when he entered the room. However, he turned around to find the door shut, without making any sound of friction on its hinges.
   

        When he had pushed the door open, the wooden door had squeaked...
   

        Casio stepped forward and grabbed the dusty door handle, gently tugging it. It wouldn't budge.
   

        He furrowed his eyebrows and suddenly applied more force to his palm.
   

        With a great pull that far exceeded the strength of a normal adult, the door handle snapped off, leaving half of an ellipse in his hand.
   

        Casio stepped back, his dark face squishing the door handle into sawdust. His already not insignificant fists expanded inch by inch, muscle layers stacked like rock on his bare forearm.
   

        "Playing tricks, open up."
   

        With a firm step forward, he punched out.
   

        His fist slammed into the door with a loud bang, causing the wall to shake.
   

        A white shower of wall plaster fell from the room ceiling.
   

        Boom!
   

        With another punch, his fist hammered down like a mallet.
   

        Crack!
   

        The wooden door finally cracked under the onslaught, letting out a hoarse cry of despair. The door panel shattered and split in two.
   

        Casio, clenching his fists, stormed out of the room quickly.
   

        In the corridor, Red Tooth looked at him with a startled expression from a meter away, seemingly frightened by the aura that Casio exuded.
   

        "What happened?" Red Tooth asked, stepping two steps closer.
   

        "When I entered this room, the door closed on its own, I think it might have been..." Breaking off abruptly, Casio turned to look back at the room, finding the wooden door, whole and undamaged, open behind him.
   

        "How can that be? It was clearly smashed by me just now..."
   

        Casio turned back around, a chill running through his heart. Red Tooth, he'd been talking to just now, had disappeared, leaving the corridor barren and deserted.
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        He sat in silence, listening. There was no sound of the Black Spade "A" organization's gunners rummaging or walking in other rooms on the floor.
   

        Only the whooshing sound of air coming through the window and leaving from the corridor could be heard. The gloomy environment of the hallway was frighteningly dim and silent.
   

        Buzzing...
   

        Casio suddenly heard a sound from outside, similar to an electrical current, coupled with what sounded like snakes slithering on the ground.
   

        He rushed back into his room and stepped out to the balcony adjacent to it.
   

        It was night!
   

        The dim daylight sky had turned into night!
   

        The stars clustered around the moon, emitting a dim, shimmering light.
   

        "This is getting even weirder... It has turned into night all of a sudden?"
   

        Casio's heart started racing involuntarily.
   

        His heartbeat echoed like the ruming of drum.
   

        "Hey! Who are you?! What are you doing on my balcony at this time of night?!" A male voice suddenly sounded from behind him.
   

        Casio turned quickly. In front of him was a room identical to the previous one, but without any dust or cobwebs. The walls were snow-white, the floor new. The previously rotten old bed looked clean and tidy, covered with a sheet.
   

        On the bed, a shirtless man was looking at him angrily, shouting while quickly getting up.
   

        "There's a thief! Catch the thief!  There's a thief..."
   

        Casio leaned on the balcony railing with his right hand, rolled and fell down. His knee hit the ground with a light thud.
   

        Just as he got up, the blurry shadows became clear again. He turned his head and saw that night had turned back into day.
   

        "..."
   

        Casio stood still, silenced by the natural flow of the bizarre occurrences. He began to question whether he was unknowingly succumbing to illusions.
   

        "Lord Fengxiang, are you alright?"
   

        At the villa's entrance, several Black Spade "A" organization's gunners rushed over. They had heard the sound of a heavy object falling outside while they were searching the room, and saw Casio landing when they looked out the window.
   

        "I'm fine." Casio waved his hand dismissively.
   

        "Did someone just fall down?"
   

        The voice of Red Tooth came from the entrance, and he quickly rushed over. But as he saw Casio, he suddenly stopped in his tracks: "Huh? Fengxiang, weren't you just..." Red tooth seemed to have realized something.
   

        "Did I also hallucinate?!"
   

        His moustache twitched involuntarily.
   

        "Someone's spying!"
   

        Casio acutely perceived a gaze from the left side of the high wall. He pushed off with his feet and the whole person swiftly gave chase.
   

        With the lightest touch of his toes, the mud under his foot gave way. He easily cleared an enclosure wall that was significantly taller than an average adult man.
   

        His feet hit the ground and he quickly scanned the alley's end.
   

        A piece of clothing, disappearing in a flash.
   

        Casio immediately took off after it – every stride of his covered several meters. His figure appeared in another alley where a tall figure was running wildly.
   

        "Stop!"
   

        Casio chased him again. The speed of both these men was considerably faster than ordinary people – they could cover the entire length of an alley in less than a second. Casio made a sudden turn at a gray corner.
   

        "Stop right there!"
   

        Whoosh! It was as if an artist had lifted a canvas sheet.
   

        The original daylight suddenly turned to night and the brightness significantly dimmed. The seamless transition made it feel as if the sky was a mere curtain, instantly pulled down from daylight to night.
   

        In front of Casio, a group of villagers carrying torches abruptly halted, shocked. Seeing Casio, however, they cried out and once again charged at him.
   

        "Back off!"
   

        Faced with the bizarre scene, Casio had no intention to hold back. His robust figure, like a charging elephant, knocked back every villager that dared challenge him.
   

        Some villagers cried out in pain, some went silent.
   

        Others were stunned, holding their torches, cautiously leaning against the wall. Their faces illuminated by the firelight, were a picture of fear.
   

        "Hmph."
   

        Casio ignored these entities that he couldn't tell whether were humans or ghosts.
   

        His foot crushed a piece of brick and he dashed forward like an arrow released from a bow. After another turn, the vista changed again. The dim light was replaced by the formerly pitch-black darkness, and Casio saw a silhouette in the distance gradually retreating.
   

        He looked up and could see a conspicuously tall building - a church. It was a typical spire building of classical gray and white style. A broken cross was on top, and beneath the long windows was a statue of the Holy Spirit.
   

        "They headed towards the church..."
   

        Casio refocused, and put all his energy into the chase.
   

        About a hundred meters away from the Mensa Church, in a grey alley, a large figure who'd been running wildly suddenly stopped. A man was blocking his path.
   

        Like a wall, Casio was standing in the middle of the road.
   

        He studied the man before him.
   

        Short hair like steel needles, deep and somber features which emanated a hint of evil for some reason. He had a silver metallic ring in his ear, slightly bigger than a thumb.
   

        Primarily, Casio's gaze lingered on the man's hands.
   

        "Hehe, no point looking. I am number eight from the Sand Dust Organization. I never expected that you lot would track me all the way here..."
   

        The man with the earring wore a cold expression.
   

        "Was all that supernatural nonsense your doing?"
   

        Casio's eyes narrowed ominously.
   

        "What supernatural nonsense?" A flash of confusion crossed the face of the man with the earring: "If you are talking about the disappearance of the assassins stationed here, then yes, that was my doing. I remember, he screamed horribly when he died an hour ago. Tsk, ts.k... I severed his foot tendons. Oh yes, and the tendons of the hands of his upper body too."
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        A ruthless smirk appeared on his face, and his silver earring, still slightly stained with blood, swung slightly.
   

        "So, it really was you lot!"
   

        A surge of fury and fear welled up in Casio's heart towards the Sand Dust Organization. The uncannily realistic illusion from earlier was their doing. He had fallen for it before he could even react, a testament to the Sand Dust's power not to be underestimated.
   

        Clenching his fists slightly, he resolved to unleash all his power in a single instance to kill his opponent. He wanted to prevent the reoccurrence of such an illusion during the heat of the battle, which could put him in a precarious situation.
   

        "Heh, you've got quite some spirit. You must be from the higher ups of the Black Spade Assassination Department. I, No.8, would be delighted to test your abilities..."
   

        He flicked his hands, and a pair of brown leather fist guards had somehow appeared on them. The surface of the fist guards was studded with conical iron pieces, designed to increase punch lethality.
   

        "Elephant Roaring Sound!"
   

        Casio charged forward at full force, his muscles bulking out all at once, making his loose clothing tight. A daunting momentum burst out of him, his right arm swelled twice its size.
   

        Amidst a shrill sound that resembled the scream of an elephant, his fist quickly thrust forward.
   

        "What?!"
   

        The earring man suddenly lost sight of Casio. He quickly activated his Black Blood Seal Liberation State, instantly transforming into a small giant with bulging muscles. His fist, as big as a sandbag, also smashed towards the front vigorously.
   

        Boom! Bang!
   

        The two muffled sounds echoed in the alleyway.
   

        Casio looked down, at the black fist lodged against his chest. His clothing at the chest area had already been reduced to shreds.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough!"
   

        Red-eye coughed, his eyes filled with blood, and he too looked downwards. A rock white fist as thick as half his chest, had pierced through him like an iron bar, the fresh blood oozing out of the hole.
   

        "I…I... No.5 will... avenge me! Cough. It takes him just a few seconds to rush here from the church… wait for your descent into…" 
   

        With a swish, Casio pulled out his blood-stained hand.
   

        The man with the earring collapsed onto the ground, his eyes filled with resentment.
   

        With his left hand clutching his chest, which felt uncomfortably constrained by something hard, Casio had sustained minor injuries from Punch No.8. Flicking his hand, Casio let out a sigh of relief.
   

        Before his eyes, the scene suddenly turned into night.
   

        In the blink of an eye, it returned to day.
   

        "I'm still being affected by the illusion. It was the right thing to go all out and attack just now. If the same situation had occurred in the middle of the battle, I would have been severely wounded if not killed. The gap between victory and defeat in a expert's battle only lies in a split second..."
   

        Casio looked towards the distant church. If he is not wrong, it might be the antiques transport hub of the Sand Dust Organization. Perhaps, the antique is in the basement.
   

        Half a minute later, Casio stood at the entrance of the church. This was a huge white archway, engraved with religious carvings.
   

        Not far from the archway is the main door of the Mensa Church, which surprisingly wasn't shut, but left slightly ajar. Those with keen vision could see what was happening inside.
   

        Casio cautiously took a peek inside.
   

        The hall was in a state of chaos, with black and red liquid and solids strewn about like splatters of blood. Were there remnants of limbs too? From his angle, he could see two or three people lying on the ground, one of them with their right hand flat on the ground.
   

        Fresh blood flowed from the fingertips and kept spreading.
   

        On the back of the hand, the figure "5" was faintly visible.
   

        Casio remembered the last words of No.8 not long ago, but now No.5 from Sand Dust was dead, so who did this?
   

        The sound of someone's footsteps echoed inside the church.
   

        Casio turned his attention towards the sound again.
   

        In the middle of the scattered limbs and severed arms, an old man cloaked in black revealed his aged hands, blood dripping from his fingertips.
   

        He was mercilessly finishing off each fallen individual, and every time his right hand flickered, a member of the Sand Dust Organization was beheaded, splattering blood around. The scene was gruesomely bloody in an instant.
   

        ps: It seems like quite a few book friends don't really like the recent storyline. It's my fault, as my writing skills are not sufficient. The suspense might have significantly fallen, and the disconnection might also be quite serious.
   

        Approximately, half of the readers have dropped off.
   

        I'll try to condense the storyline. Perhaps, we'll delve directly into the next retrospection the day after tomorrow, wrapping up the third stage of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant. Once it's over, it will be a success. That's it… 
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        "Splutch! Splutch! Splutch!"
   

        Those were the sounds of a hand knife slicing through bodies.
   

        Casio averted his gaze, changing his direction and striding some distance away. At an unnoticeable corner, he used both his hands to climb over the wall, landing without a sound underfoot due to his effort.
   

        He stood in the middle of a patch of overgrown weeds, carefully treading through while deliberately avoiding the rubble strewn on the ground.
   

        Near a slightly damaged window...
   

        Casio steadied himself, peering inside from the side.
   

        It was a spacious church; the white marble floor was blanketed with gray dust and debris, cobwebs filled the corners, and an array of black and white objects were occasionally piled up. The originally religious carvings on the church walls were now obscure.
   

        A series of white pillars surrounded the church hall.
   

        In the center, a figure robed in black walked slowly.
   

        On the ground lay a myriad of corpses from the Sand Dust Organization, some with their hands exposed, revealing the hourglass logos and rankings; they were not low-ranking members.
   

        "52, 44, 21, 14, 5..."
   

        As Casio's gaze moved, he murmured to himself.
   

        The antiques warehouse guarded by members of the Sand Dust Organization was indeed formidable, staffed by elite operatives. From the top fifteen ranks of the Sand Dust Organization, three had already emerged, all capable of the Black Blood Transformation Burst.
   

        If it weren't for Casio, the forces deployed by the Black Spade "A" Organization alone would probably not be foolproof. Conservatively estimated, even the probability of plan failure wouldn't be small.
   

        But, it seemed there had been an unexpected turn of events.
   

        A mysterious individual from an unknown power had taken action.
   

        Memebers of the Sand Dust Organization were all annihilated. 
   

        "Taptaptap..."
   

        Footsteps echoed from another corner of the church hall.
   

        A man in a white suit approached; he appeared to be in his thirties or forties - sharp features, an indifferent gaze, of average build, with a well-groomed beard.
   

        "Peacock..."
   

        "Dison, have you found the Mirror of Illusion?"
   

        The man robed in black spoke, his voice eerily reminiscent of air escaping from a bellows, each word strained from his throat.
   

        "I found a basement where these folks probably stored antiques. But it's locked and will require you to personally deal with it."
   

        Dison responded promptly, casting an indifferent glance at the corpses on the ground, seemingly well-acquainted with such bloody scenes.
   

        "Alright."
   

        Without further ado, the two disappeared into the church corridor. An explosion-like sound emanated soon after from within.
   

        After a moment, Peacock, the man in the black robe, and Dison, the man in the white suit, hoisted a large number of antiques into the hall.
   

        The antiques were quite numerous and varied, from oil paintings and sculptures to necklaces and rings. Yet neither seemed to hold much regard for these items as they rummaged through them persistently.
   

        Finally, Peacock, still in a stooped position, suddenly stiffened.
   

        He unearthed a mirror, about the size of a human head, without any mirrored surface but with a frame. The frame was cast from bronze, with a green patina on the surface. The mirror seemed to have weathered many years, the originally intricate surface patterns now blurred.
   

        "Found it..."
   

        Excitement laced the voice of the man in a white suit as he looked over, "The legendary Mirror of Illusion, the mirror from the ancient Soma Myth said to possess the power to invert reality and illusion. It's said to envelop the whole world in profound deceit."
   

        "Do you believe in it?" The black-robed man queried blandly. 
   

        "Well, since it's a myth, it's bound to be exaggerated." The man in the white suit chuckled, "Sir Xiadu implies that the Mirror of Illusion is related to the legendary triple gates — the keystones and mysteries that lead to the roots of the world. Whatever it is, if it's related to the triple gates, it won't be simple."
   

        "It's been over a year. At last, the Mirror of Illusion has been traced to North Flow Country. We can now report back."
   

        "Yes, you can report back."
   

        The voice of the man robed in black suddenly rang out from behind the man in the white suit.
   

        With a swift and forceful hand knife thrust, the white-suited man was impaled right through. Fresh blood and fragments of bone spewed out from his chest.
   

        A mix of pain and disbelief etched onto the face of the man in white. He couldn't comprehend why Peacock would suddenly attack his partner at the end of a mission. The two had been working together for three years, and ever since he joined this organization, he had always been assisting Peacock. Their relationship should be closer than most friends.
   

        "Peacock... You..."
   

        Coughing up blood, the man in white suit struggled to turn his head in agony.
   

        "Now that the Mirror of Illusion has been found, you're of no use. Die in peace." Peacock's voice was both old and cold.
   

        "Why? Are you planning to betray the organization?!"
   

        The man in the white suit was no ordinary person. Despite suffering a lethal attack, he clung onto life.
   

        "Betray? No. I never planned on loyalty to this organization from the time I joined it ten years ago. The organization has only ever been a means for me to gather intelligence and information. Why should that bastard Xiadu do nothing to get the fragment of the door while we toil across the world, uncovering pieces at great pains, to gift them to him?"
   

        The man in the black robe was significantly agitated, like ten years of hidden thoughts were finally unleashed: "What do you think is my purpose in joining the organization? Isn't it for those three doors that dominate? The ones that can give me back my youth and reopen my path to martial arts..."
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        "A fragment of the Gate? What is that..."
   

        The man in the white suit kept coughing up blood, feeling his life force gradually fading away, his body temperature dropping.
   

        "Haha, you don't even know what a fragment of the Gate is, yet you're still foolishly working for that bastard in Xiadu? Do you honestly think the Gate is merely an organization collecting mythical antiques and ancient treasures? If it were just that, how could it possibly attract so many skilled people from around the world to join? That's why... you've never been part of the senior level of the organization; you're just a spy planted by Xiadu beside me. It's time for you to die peacefully…"
   

        The man in the black robe flung his right hand, sending the man in the white suit tumbling to the ground, blood and fragments of internal organs gushing out of his chest cavity.
   

        He convulsed on the ground, his shoulders trembling incessantly. The light in his eyes gradually faded, just like the blood spilling out from his wounds.
   

        The man in the black robe shook his right hand, scattering the droplets of blood. Heslowly took off his hood, revealing a head with gray hair.
   

        It was clear the Peacock was aging, his face covered in wrinkles like bark, and his eyes were turbid and gloomy.
   

        Yet at this moment, he seemed to have regained his youthful vitality. He stooped down to take a compass from the corpse of the man in the white suit. Its design was much like that of a nautical compass.
   

        A triumphant smile surfaced on the Peacock's face; it was apparent he could barely contain his delight.
   

        "Hm?"
   

        He looked down at the compass, uttering a puzzled sound.
   

        The black pointer did point towards the frame in his hand, but the ruby in the center did not light up. This implied that there wasn't a fragment of the Gate on this Mirror of Illusion, but only the aura of the Gate.
   

        "Impossible! The compass clearly lit up before!"
   

        The smile froze on the Peacock's aged face.
   

        He lightly tapped the compass, even wondering if it had broken. However, no matter how many times he tried, the result remained the same.
   

        Turning, the Peacock narrowed down his eyebrows.
   

        "Who is there?!"
   

        A glint flashed in his eyes, and his whole figure instantly moved to the window. His old right hand clenched like a claw, swinging swiftly towards it. The window shattered into pieces with a crisp sound.
   

        Thump!
   

        It seemed like the sound of fists colliding passed through the fragments.
   

        The Peacock stomped his foot, and with a swift motion, he dashed out of the window.
   

        In a field filled with overgrown weeds, a tall man stood still, in an instant switching from a standing posture to a fighting stance. He stepped one foot forward and one foot back. His hands extended outwards, raised to either side of his head, like the horns of a bull.
   

        He appeared incredibly steady just by looking at him.
   

        "Oh? A representative from the Southern Mystery Martial World?"
   

        The Peacock seemed a little surprised, but his expression quickly returned to calmness, "No matter who you are, since you've seen what happened just now, you must die." The old man's eyelids drooped, his lips trembled.
   

        "Northern Mystery Martial World, the sole successor of the Peacock style, Jay."
   

        The moment he finished his sentence, his frail bow-backed figure expanded like it was inflated, revealing an abundance of muscles on his chest.
   

        His stooped back slowly straightened up.
   

        His once intimidating elderly face unexpectedly became distinct with an absolute aura of self-confidence.
   

        He spread his feet apart, lowering his center of gravity. His arms flapped like an eagle spreading its wings, twirled in the air twice before finally settling down.
   

        His hands clenched inward as if grasping a steel ball.
   

        With a quick glance, Casio felt as if an aggressive bird of prey was confronting him. In a trance, it seemed like a white peacock taking flight.
   

        "He is a fighter!"
   

        He had experienced this feeling before, the first time he met Hadi, the fighter who practiced the Winged Snake Fist in the Era of Retrospection. He was pressured by the combined aura, momentum and killing intent emanating from him.
   

        Without a doubt, the old man in front of him is also a fighter.
   

        "Southern Mystery Martial World, wind elephant gate, Casio..."
   

        Casio also introduced himself.
   

        Facing a powerful opponent, he dared not be presumptuous. He had already entered his strongest state in a split second. His stature straightened up like an iron tower, and his marble-white muscles bulged like an armor.
   

        The blue veins on the back of his hands stretched out like a tree fork.
   

        Casio's eyes were filled with bloodshot veins, glaring red. The sound of breathing echoed in a continuous loop, sounding as powerful as a trumpet.
   

        "A major accomplished boxer..." The Peacock's pupil contracted. "Judging by your appearance, you're in your twenties, aren't you? To achieve this level at such a young age, you are indeed a martial arts genius."
   

        His gaze lingered on Casio's sturdy body, "A young body is indeed full of vitality, it's a pity that I'm already old..."
   

        "However, even being aged doesn't make you a worthy opponent!"
   

        As soon as Peacock finished speaking, his body vanished high-speed into a streak of black lightning, the weeds on the ground bending to one side beneath him.
   

        Screech!!!
   

        A sharp bird call resounded next to Casio's right ear.
   

        Peacock abruptly materialized beside Casio, his left hand clenching into a bird beak shape, and fiercely jabbed toward Casio's ear.
   

        Swish!
   

        At the last moment, Casio swiftly dodged to one side. Instead of hitting the ear, Peacock's blow landed on his sturdy shoulder.
   

        With a thud, he only felt numbness and pain on his right side.
   

        Hard Qigong was broken and blood was trickling down his shoulder. His joint was also shocked, which affected Casio's output of power.
   

        "Intense piercing attack... If this hits my critical area, it'll cause massive damage! I can't let him strike my critical area!" Thoughts sped through Casio's mind.
   

        His left foot heavily stomped backward, exploding with force and propelling himself forward. His large left hand clenched into a fist, as if gathering all the surrounding air into his palm. Then, he thrust his arm forward, his fist moving downward in a ferocious strike.
   

        This move is called Wind Elephant Torrent, a mighty swing punch!
   

        It's the most fierce attack among the top four deadly moves.
   

        "So you're attacking me head-on? There's a mountain of difference between a boxer and a fighter. Even though I'm old and can't muster much strength, you cannot…" Peacock's raised fist made contact with Casio's Wind Elephant Torrent and his complexion immediately changed.
   

        Both feet shuddered and he was forced to retreat several steps.
   

        With this receding move, he only took seventy percent of the force. Peacock shook his numb fist and his expression gradually became serious: "Remarkable strength and defense, at least Hard Qigong of great achievement level. However, the speed and skill are still somewhat lacking…"
   

        "I'm still superior in overall strength, as long as I rely on my agility and the instantaneous force of Peacock's combat techniques to hit his critical points…"
   

        As Peacock was assessing the situation, Casio pulled out a dark object from his outfit and Peacock's pupils immediately contracted. He rolled several times on the spot.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        Bullets hit the ground, causing clots of mud to fly up.
   

        On the side of the church, Peacock grimaced: "A gun? You think I don't have one?" He felt his waist area. I don't.
   

        The gun was still with the man in the white suit.
   

        Bang, bang! Another two shots were fired.
   

        The gunfire ceased, seemingly out of ammunition.
   

        Peacock stepped forward, lunging like a bird of prey swooping from high altitude. He swiftly approached Casio and rapidly jabbed his fingers forward and backward.
   

        Halfway through the strike, it was as if springs got attached to his arms, they accelerated once again, thrusting out with greater force.
   

        Once Casio was out of bullets, he threw the gun aside. His hands were wrapped in a white aura, chopping out in a hand knife posture.
   

        The pulsating blood made his arm muscles twitch.
   

        Pat pat pat pat pat!
   

        A series of firecracker-like noises rang out in the air. It was the sound of their hands colliding rapidly, alternating between fists, knife hands, claws, and even elbows. Various techniques struck, forces crazily offsetting each other, and their sleeves got shattered.
   

        Casio made a swift sidestep and executed a roundhouse kick, turning into a shadowy figure.
   

        Peacock countered with a knee to block it. His right hand slapped down to catch the kick, his fingers rapidly tapping three times on Casio's calf, carrying a gloomy force with them.
   

        The moment they touched and separated, Casio's right leg went limp and he almost lost his balance. Seizing this opportunity, Peacock went on the offensive with his claw-like hands, striking with enough force to tear walls apart.
   

        Casio grunted, blood trails appeared on his chest and collarbone area, his clothes also torn to pieces. His situation was quite bad. No matter how old Peacock was, he was a fighter with sophisticated experience and brutal combat skills, and he had gained the upper hand. His techniques connected too quickly.
   

        Besides, Peacock's moves were exquisite. Escaping would be challenging.
   

        "Kid, you're still too inexperienced…"
   

        A cold light flashed through Peacock's eyes. He quickly stepped forward, his fist smashing out like a shell. Casio's robust arms blocked it, but mid-way, the fist became a knife hand, shooting down the defense. Finally, it transformed into a palm and brutally slapped out.
   

        Thud!
   

        Casio felt a sharp pain in his chest, blood seeping from the corner of his mouth, and he stumbled backward several steps. Just as Peacock was about to capitalise on his advantage.
   

        With a whoosh, the sky imperceptibly turned into night without any warning!
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        Thick clouds shrouded the sky, swirling like a vortex in the endless black curtain. At the center of the vortex, a faint white moon floated, casting a bizarre yet tranquil moonlight.
   

        "This is..."
   

        Peacock's aged face showed an incredulous expression.
   

        He glanced around, seeming to realize something in an instant. He quickly took out a compass from his bosom.
   

        The compass needle began to spin, its black tip did not point to the Mirror of Illusion inside the Church, but directly in the opposite direction. It seemed to be at the center of Mansa Village.
   

        Moreover, the ruby in the center began to flash.
   

        "Indeed... Hahaha... Indeed..."
   

        Peacock laughed: "Since the compass has once lit up, the fragment of the door must exist within Mansa Village..."
   

        He now understood what was going on, the legendary Mirror of Illusion, the mirror in the Soma Myth that holds the power to invert reality and illusion. The Mirror of Illusion he just obtained from the basement only had a frame but no mirror surface. The fragment of the door was not in the frame, but was on the vanished mirror surface.
   

        It was precisely that mirror surface that caused the current anomaly.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Suppressing his joy, he dashed out of Mansa Church like lightning, chasing after the fleeing Casio.
   

        The streets within Mansa Village crisscrossed each other, and under the cover of darkness, the village appeared distinctly new. From a dark alley, hurried footsteps swiftly swept past, and Casio's silhouette appeared at the corner street.
   

        His somber face wiped away a bit of blood from the corner of his mouth.
   

        During the rapid exchange just now, Casio understood once again his own strength. He is a fighter who poses a certain threat to boxing practitioners. First, he has Hard Qigong and extremely resilient. Even if a fighter wanted to beat him to death with high damage skills, it would take some time. Second, he is young and vigorous, relying on the power-based moves of the Wind Elephant Fist, combined with Wind Elephant Airflow. If he had a chance, the fighter would be beaten to death.
   

        However, the old man called Peacock, who he just fought, was seasoned and his combat style was cautiously smooth, linking his moves richly.
   

        He dominated the battle, but he wasn't arrogant.
   

        He didn't give any chance to Casio to exploit any loophole.
   

        This type of opponent was undoubtedly terrifying. He knew what his advantages were and hid his shortcomings. He kept expanding his achievements in the battle by relying on his advantage in speed and skill.
   

        If it were an aggressive fighter, Casio might not be so distressed. Perhaps he would be pressed even harder just now and had heavier injuries, but he would always have the opportunity.
   

        To gamble injury for injury, or even counterattack in desperate situation.
   

        "Here he comes..."
   

        Casio glanced over his shoulder, saw a swiftly advancing black silhouette; each of its leaps traveled a distance of several meters.
   

        Just like a water bird lightly jumping over the river surface.
   

        "Whose side are you on?! What are you doing running around during the Great Spirit Festival? Go to the plaza and show your respects!" At the end of this alley, three men carrying torches walked over step by step, wearing old grey-black hemp clothing.
   

        The flickering firelight illuminated the black tattoos on these men's necks. A coiling, open-mouthed black snake. It looked as if it was about to swallow their heads.
   

        "Out of the way!"
   

        Casio had no intention of talking to them, he merely sidestepped and barged past them. Along the way, his shoulder knocked down one of the men, and in a flash, he disappeared at the beginning of the next street.
   

        "Damn it! He dared to rampage during the Great Spirit Festival! It must be those assholes from the Church, the stupid invaders!" The man who had been knocked down got up swearing, looking at the middle-aged man on his right carrying a torch.
   

        There was a white bone whistle hanging around the middle-aged man's neck.
   

        "If it's just one person, let's not make a big fuss, we'll notify the other Patrol Teams to catch him and try him under the Great Spirit!"
   

        The middle-aged man waved the torch in his hand.
   

        "Huh? Over there..."
   

        Crack! Bang!
   

        The man flew out like he was riding the wind and the clouds, his whole body heavily hitting the wall, with fresh blood gushing from his mouth.
   

        His chest had caved in, revealing his devastated internal organs, blood pouring out like spring water.
   

        At the place where the middle-aged man stood, Peacock, who had utilized the situation to divert his force, retracted his elbow and looked at the other two with interest.
   

        "How lifelike... It even has a real sensation..."
   

        Peacock lifted his elbow, glanced over at the other two men's terrified expressions: "Is this the power of the Mirror of Illusion that possesses the fragments of the door? Directly reconstituting a Mansa Village from decades ago, even the dead have resurrected…"
   

        His eyes burned with fervor, with one step his figure flashed and disappeared in the alley. Only the two terrified men around the corner were left.
   

        "William he..."
   

        "Quick use the bone whistle to notify the other Patrol Teams in the village!"
   

        Just as the two were about to run, their heads suddenly fell from their necks. They smacked the ground with a thump, rolling about, spurting a fountain of warm blood.
   

        The blood sprayed all over, gradually seeping into the cracks in the diamond floor.
   

        Unbeknownst to them, the dismembered heads on the ground began to move on their own. A black tail-like thing covered in scales poked out from the split in the skull, making a hissing sound as it began to crawl. Finally, bearing the head, it vanished into the shadows of the corner wall.
   

        Bang!
   

        The punch Casio threw out hit the wall hard.
   

        Immediately, a hole the size of a head appeared, rubble flying everywhere.
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        At his side, the peacock pecked twice with both hands. Each hit heavily on the area stretching from Casio's armpit to his ribs, tearing through the thick skin, drawing blood, and numbing the tough muscles.
   

        Casio spun around and struck out with an explosive Splitting Stream hand knife. The strong wind caused the peacock's clothes to flap and ripple, the fabric tearing as it was ripped apart. There was a bloody mark on its chest, but it was only a skin trauma.
   

        "Kid, your destructive power is indeed good, but the technique is only effective if it hits the person. Your posture is too obvious and there are quite a few flaws in your technique transitions. You haven't yet perfected your Secret Martial Art Boxing ... " The peacock said while punching," To truly master a boxing technique, you need to integrate all the techniques such as straight fists, swaying fists, hand knives, elbows, whip legs, knee tops, etc. One moment it's a straight fist, the next it might be a whip leg, one moment a hand knife, the next a knee top. Switching your techniques at whim, making it appear effortless..."
   

        He didn't know why he was talking so much right now, perhaps it was a vent of excitement, or maybe he wanted to confuse Casio with his words.
   

        "…"
   

        Casio remained silent all the time. There were many injury traces on his body, and at least three of them affected muscle joint movement. The peacock's battle experience was indeed much richer than his.
   

        Swoosh! Suddenly, his face changed once again, from night to day. Then, just a second later, day turned back to night. The night time was getting longer.
   

        With this flicker at play,
   

        The Peacock and Casio were once again colliding. This time the two seemed serious. Roaring, eyes red. When their fists collided, it produced a dull sound like a drum.
   

        Half a street was pulled apart by both sides' brute force, causing a large part of the gray enclosure wall to collapse. Many patrol teams with torches surrounded the area.
   

        The heated battle showed no signs of stopping. The two blurry figures continued to fight while viciously bashing through the street. Any villagers obstructing the path were knocked flying or crushed against the wall like pancakes. Blood and torches filled the broken road.
   

        "Useless! What good is hard Qigong? You're just a punching bag!" The peacock punches out with a resounding yell.
   

        Upon collision with Casio's Iron Fist, both were shaken.
   

        The peacock lunged forward, directly toppling Casio's towering figure into the enclosure wall, tumbling to the ground with a bang.
   

        In the midst of dust and sand,
   

        The peacock's face turned purple and a trickle of blood flowed from the corner of his mouth. He wiped it with a trembling hand and regained his composure.
   

        As the dust and sand dispersed, the peacock looked towards the broken hole.
   

        This was unmistakably an elliptical square, with many white stone columns, fire flickering on top of the columns. The square was filled with many people. There were almost a thousand villagers from Mansa Village.
   

        All the villagers were kneeling on the ground with their heads down. Their hands were crossed over their left and right shoulders like embracing a giant hourglass.
   

        At the very center of all the villagers, the giant snake statue looked lifelike. It was a vicious-looking python opening its mouth to swallow the sky.
   

        A thin old man wearing only a grass skirt and nothing else was dancing around the bonfire. A wooden scepter was in his hand, a tooth pendant was hung around his neck, and black snake tattoos covered his body, densely packed like a swarm of locusts.
   

        The old man kept muttering in some unintelligible dialect, with a strange rhythm.
   

        "Kusasi!"
   

        He roared, raising the scepter in his hand.
   

        All the villagers raised their heads and shouted in unison: "Kusasi!"
   

        Then, everyone turned their gaze towards Casio, who had just climbed up from the ground and accidentally stumbled into the plaza. Casio also felt the malice behind him.
   

        Just when he was about to rush out of the square with all his strength, he was again hit in the chest by a shadow and was pushed backward.
   

        Wow!
   

        Casio spat out a mouthful of blood, looking at the peacock who was scrutinizing the plaza with a compass. 
   

        "There's no mistake... The Shard of the Gate is in that snake statue." The peacock's eyes flickered. "I can feel the danger from there. Let this kid help me scout it out."
   

        "Sss... Sss…"
   

        The injured Casio, who had just steadied his footing, faintly heard the sound from around the square that sounded like a snake's crawl.
   

        Whiz! Whiz! Whiz!
   

        Sure enough, on the square floor, there were about a dozen black snakes moving quickly towards him. But their heads are bizarrely grotesque. They were not thin snake heads, but plump human heads!
   

        Every face was filled with an expression of fear and pain.
   

        They were unmistakably the villagers who were affected by the conflict between Casio and the Peacock earlier!
   

        All the human-headed snakes rushed towards Casio, their coiled bodies bouncing off the ground like springs and pouncing one by one.
   

        Bang, bang, bang...
   

        Casio's fists moved rapidly, exploding each of the flying heads. The broken snake bodies fell helplessly to the ground like seaweed.
   

        "Kusasi!"
   

        Another cry came from the center of the square, the strange word seemed to be something similar to 'Hallelujah.'
   

        The meaning was likely: Praise the great spirit, praise the giant snake. 
   

        All of the villagers on the square raised their heads, revealing weird, lightless smiles on their faces. They started lifting their hands to their heads and with a twist, ripped their heads off. Sss sounds like a wasp nest resounding.
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        Thousands of human-headed snakes surged toward the statue at the center, like a tide of black waves at sea.
   

        Roar...
   

        That was the sound of the colossal snake bodies crushing the stone tablets.
   

        A black python the size of a house slipped down from the wooden rack, its body covered with black scales. Each of these so-called black scales was actually made up of the faces of villagers.
   

        Dull, vacant, with a strange light flickering in their eyes.
   

        As soon as this giant human-headed snake appeared, it opened its massive mouth. It swallowed Casio whole in a single gulp!
   

        The ground was even gnawed into a sunken pit.
   

        "Kusa!"
   

        The huge snake stood upright under the moonlight, and the human-face scales of its body cried out together, forming a deafening resonance.
   

        Not more than a hundred meters away.
   

        The peacock watched this scene with a smile on his face.
   

        He pulled out a semi-transparent eyeball from his bosom.
   

        No, it was a human eyeball sealed in an amber ball as a specimen. The eyeball was blue all over, and surprisingly, it has two pupils. The mysterious light blue was like the vast sea.
   

        The Tear of Blue Eye, a tool of the Organization, handmade by the leader of the organization, Xiadu. It's a tool that can strongly attract shards of the "door", but it can only be used once and is fragile.
   

        The peacock held up the Tear of Blue Eye with one hand, and gently tapped it three times with the other, with a subtle force penetrating into it.
   

        Crack~
   

        The outer layer of amber was shattered, and a burst of blue light gushed out of the broken opening. The amber then peeled off inch by inch.
   

        The peacock timely let go of his hand.
   

        A blue eyeball was thus suspended in mid-air.
   

        Two beams of light, like searchlights, projected out in blue.
   

        In a moment, they lit up the distant climbing giant snake.
   

        The black giant snake trembled suddenly, and its entire body fixed at that moment, unable to move like a statue.
   

        "Hehehe, hahahahahaha!"
   

        Peacock walked over, laughing all the way.
   

        Having been in the Organization for ten years, he was finally about to have his own piece of the Door's shards. He didn't care where they came from, any piece of the Door would do! Peacock isn't picky, any piece of the Door's shards can help him secure his future!
   

        "Let's see where it is?"
   

        Peacock, driven by eagerness, tore open the human-headed scales on the giant snake directly. The giant snake, paralyzed by the blue light, had no defense. Soon, the flesh in the abdominal cavity was muddled. Dozens of human heads were casually thrown on the plaza floor.
   

        "Where is it? Where is it?! The shard …"
   

        Blood dripping from his hands, Peacock followed the compass's directions, digging his way there. He finally locked on to the massive organ that occupied a quarter of the length of the digestive tract, the stomach of this giant snake.
   

        The compass was flashing red light at a rapid pace until it lit up completely.
   

        "It's here, no mistake!"
   

        Peacock was overjoyed.
   

        But the next moment, a puzzled voice came out, "Hmm?"
   

        Something seemed to be squirming inside the stomach wall?!
   

        Gulu Gulu, Gulu Gulu, Gulu Gulu …
   

        Snakes have a very strong gastric acid.
   

        This experience, Casio got to know very intimately.
   

        He was swallowed alive by that python. Inside the python, it was like steel, constantly squeezing and pressing, bringing terrifying force! Casio's body was seriously injured, and his bleeding increased heavily. Fortunately, he had Hard Qigong and held fast.
   

        Until he slid into the python's stomach, the terrifying gastric acid ate away at Casio's body rapidly, it was a more painful sensation than the cultivation of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique. The two combined, unimaginable torture.
   

        Casio knew there was only one way out for him now.
   

        That is to pour all the Obsession Energy into the Wind Ivory Pendant, and enter the third stage of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant, an era of retrospection from decades ago. When his consciousness enters the Era of Retrospection, time from the real world ceases.
   

        "Obsession Energy: 3.5"
   

        An extreme cold energy gushed out from Casio's body like crazy, and then poured into the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant around his neck.
   

        "Eh."
   

        During this process, Casio suddenly let out a muffled hum. He felt as if his chest was stabbed by something, something like a piece of broken glass. But Casio didn't care about the injury now, the retrospect was about to begin …
   

        Buzz!
   

        His entire brain was shaken, a hazy feeling of confusion rose from all around him. In an instant, Casio was isolated from the outside world, and even the pain of being corroded diminished.
   

        In the dark stomach of the giant snake, the whole space underwent a dizzying change. Casio felt like he had been shoved into a washing machine while being silent and blurred, spinning constantly. He was finally flung out by the vortex, crack!
   

        ************************
   

        Federation Calendar Year of 110, May, Day 7.
   

        Crack!
   

        A fork-shaped white lightning crossed the sky.
   

        In a mountain forest in the North Flow Country, a tiny wooden house.
   

        Two half-grown children were busy near the wooden hut, a chubby boy, and a cute little girl. They were skillfully lighting a fire and boiling food.
   

        Gulu, Gulu. Bubbling sounds echoed.
   

        A faint aroma of food naturally triggered the appetite.
   

        Swallowing her saliva, the little girl moved to pick up a small wooden bowl on the side but was stopped by a larger boy's stare.
   

        "Xia La, we have to let the teacher eat first."
   

        "Hmm." The little girl pouted her mouth and obediently nodded her head.
   

        Suddenly, a painful scream came from inside the wooden hut. The hoarse male voice seemed to be undergoing extreme pain.
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        "It's the teacher! His illness is acting up again!"
   

        The boy anxiously stood up and told the girl, "Xia La, take the wooden basin and get some cold water from the river. I'll go in and check on the teacher. Hurry and be careful!"
   

        "Okay."
   

        Xia La quickly disappeared around the corner of the small wooden cabin.
   

        The boy, meanwhile, pushed open the wooden door and entered the cabin.
   

        The layout of the cabin was simple: a table, a chair, and two wooden beds, one large and one small. That was all.
   

        On the smaller of the two beds.
   

        A frail middle-aged man was shaking uncontrollably, his forehead covered in sweat. His face was distorted with pain, and the existing Scar on it made him appear even more terrifying and grotesque.
   

        He appeared to be in his early thirties, definitely no older than forty. However, his hair had turned completely white, devoid of any life.
   

        It was a mess, much like withered wild grass.
   

        The boy stepped closer and immediately heard the man's delirious mutterings, as if he was talking in his sleep.
   

        "It's all my fault, everything is my fault!"
   

        "Why do I keep running? Where can I run to?" 
   

        "Ah!"
   

        "Li Chu, Lixia, Xue Li… I… I…"
   

        "Teacher!" The boy shouted, but the man did not hear him. He continued to mumble with his bloodshot eyes wide open, sinking deeper and deeper into his painful memories.
   

        His pale and cracked lips kept moving.
   

        He called himself a coward for shrinking in the corner like a withered bean sprout when his sister was being assaulted by thugs.
   

        He called himself a scoundrel for running away like a spineless slug the night their clan was attacked!
   

        He also claimed to bring disaster upon those close to him. His beloved woman had died because of him.
   

        He felt he should have died years ago, after Xue Li's death he lost everything. The years since then were nothing but a never-ending nightmare, a nightmare he never wanted to wake from.
   

        The flame of revenge was the only thing keeping his ruined body going, but his life force had already been exhausted by the Forbidden Technique.
   

        He did not want to forget the pain, the memories.
   

        Because forgetting was more terrifying than death.
   

        The boy listened to the man's tragic story without interrupting his painful confessions. Instead, he sat next to him on a stool.
   

        Wiping away his tears, he listened silently.
   

        It was only when the man called himself a waste of space and said he should die that the boy cried out in defense of the man.
   

        "I don't know what you were like before, but how can the current teacher be a waste of space? Weren't Xia La and I saved by you from the monsters? And Na Su, Mr. Sidney, Miss Chiara and more. Look, you've saved more than ten people in half a year. How can you call yourself a waste of space?"
   

        The boy wiped his eyes with his hands, his nose running.
   

        He spoke loudly, recounting everything he had witnessed since the man saved him. These were meaningful events, little steps towards pulling people out of their suffering.
   

        Why was the teacher still struggling in the mire?
   

        The boy suddenly remembered a famous saying from his textbook.
   

        Like a tree, the more a person longs for the sunshine above, the deeper its roots must stretch into the darkness underground. To live or to rot...
   

        "Cough! Cough! Cough! Cough!"
   

        The man started coughing violently, blood seeping out from the corner of his mouth. There was even blood gradually soaking through his clothing from his abdomen area.
   

        At this point, the young girl returned from outside.
   

        About ten minutes later.
   

        The hot water that had been boiled was now placed in the wooden basin.
   

        The boy carefully stripped off the man's upper clothing, revealing a body covered in unsightly scars. Various wounds peppered his body like centipedes.
   

        These were the consequences of frequent battles and using the Forbidden Technique.
   

        The man's figure was skinny and skeletal, and his skin was wrinkled like an old man's. His navel area was bandaged tightly with signs of blood seeping through turning purple.
   

        Half an hour passed, and the boy and girl, both drenched in sweat, managed to help the man change into clean clothing. The wooden basin was filled with purple-red liquid.
   

        The sky was gradually getting darker and the sun had set. Only a trace of the twilight could penetrate the cabin's window and illuminate the bed.
   

        With his eyes closed tightly, the man's eyes under his eyelids were moving and his fists were clenched tightly, his forehead drenched in sweat.
   

        As if he was drowned in a terrifying nightmare.
   

        Just as the daylight was about to completely disappear from the window.
   

        The man suddenly stopped shaking, his breathing returned to normal, and his tightly clenched fists relaxed. In the darkness...
   

        The pair of crimson eyes suddenly opened wide.
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        "The fourth retrospect..."
   

        "The third Obsession Node of the Wind Ivory Pendant..."
   

        "2.9 units of retrospective energy have been consumed..."
   

        Casio took a deep breath, subconsciously glancing at the display in the top right corner. There was only 0.6 units of obsession energy left.
   

        Once this Era of Retrospection ends and he returns to the real world, he must find the Obsession Antiques to replenish his energy as soon as possible.
   

        The ability of Retrospection can be considered his last resort, a lifeline in critical moments.
   

        Coming back to his senses, Casio scanned his surroundings, just as he did every time he entered the Era of Retrospection. He was in a somewhat narrow and simple log cabin, furnished only with some handmade chairs and a wooden bed.
   

        Outside, there was just a sliver of the setting sun's afterglow left.
   

        Subconsciously, he tried to push himself up with his hands.
   

        Instantly, intense pain and weakness washed over him like a tsunami. The most severe pain was in his abdomen, a heart-wrenching kind of pain. Casio wore a puzzled look on his face - he thought it was a continuation of his real-life suffering.
   

        His spirit was still overwhelmed by the previous pain.
   

        Struggling, he lifted his hand and pulled back the blanket.
   

        Before his eyes was an emaciated body, tortured to the bone. If he had to describe it, it was like a piece of rotten water-soaked ribs. The surface of the skin was marred by centipede-like scars, traces left by healed wounds. His physique was far from robust, his malnourished state laid bare the protruding ribs and the valleys they formed.
   

        The most critical area was his abdomen.
   

        It was tightly wrapped in a white bandage, and at the center of the bandage, a purplish-red stain was gradually spreading.
   

        "This body is certainly Li Wei's... He is injured, very severely injured." Casio closed his eyes and sensed subtly.
   

        He could tell that the life force in this body was flickering like a candle in the wind, about to be extinguished by a single blow.
   

        Suddenly, his brain was overwhelmed by a searing pain.
   

        It was as though someone had forced several knives into his temples, stirring and tumbling inside his head.
   

        The relentless, piercing pain was driving him mad.
   

        Involuntarily, Casio grunted, pressing his fingers against his temples, where the veins pulsed as if seared by flames - which, while scorching, also throbbed like a beating drum. "What happened to this body? It's in such a dire state..."
   

        He took a deep breath to calm himself.
   

        The top right corner.
   

        The symbol of the Wind Ivory Pendant immediately came into view.
   

        With a quick thought, the pendant symbol unfolded in an instant.
   

        A surge of information flooded his mind like a tide.
   

        Some people change overnight, while others take more than a decade. Undoubtedly…
   

        Li Wei was a coward.
   

        He feared the dark, even the dawn.
   

        What he did best was: evasion.
   

        On the day his sister Li Chu was brutally murdered, he was hiding in a corner, shivering. On the night of the Sect Destruction War, he disgracefully fled. His feet were not meant for bravery but for fleeing. Until he reached the end of the world, until danger and malice could no longer catch up with him. Yet there are some things in life that one can never run from.
   

        Once you escape that one time.
   

        That moment will torment you ceaselessly.
   

        Post the Sect Destruction War, as Li Wei himself said.
   

        He lived in a never-ending nightmare, a self-inflicted punishment he deserved.
   

        It was also a part Li Wei himself could not let go off.
   

        During the time after the Sect Destruction War.
   

        The successful escapee Li Wei lived in a daze, like a walking corpse, wandering around like a stray dog. Of course, he was not worthy of sympathy, even he thought so. This lifestyle likely continued for more than a year.
   

        Until by chance, Li Wei saw his teacher Lixia once again. Of course, it was not a resurrection, but the Dead Blood had occupied that body! The monsters that killed Lixia did not even spare her corpse - a final desecration of the dead!
   

        Li Wei would never forget that day.
   

        That anger, as though it would burn his brain to ashes.
   

        He had never experienced such a feeling.
   

        As if his heart was not pumping blood, but flaming magma, about to erupt from his chest. Sadness, regret, cowardice, decadence all disappeared, leaving only pure rage. After twenty years of weakness, he finally mustered his courage for once.
   

        Li Wei swung a punch at the monster occupying his teacher Lixia's body, only to be cast aside like trash.
   

        His weak assault was an easy defeat in front of powerful strength.
   

        That monster saw Li Wei as a madman, a vagrant. To this creature that found humans as disgusting and lowly as frog's urine, it had no appetite for him, and found even the act of killing him dirty. Indeed, the dark creatures saw humans as food, but even food had its grades and gourmet dishes.
   

        Dead Blood was not interested in the foul-smelling sludge in the sewers, let alone the contents inside a cesspit.
   

        The first time in his life that Li Wei summoned courage, he was ignored, but the fire ignited in his heart never went out.
   

        While lying in a pile of rubbish that night, he pondered.
   

        He felt that he could not flee anymore.
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        Turns out, the world does have boundaries, and a runaway horse will inevitably be driven to the edge of a cliff, where there's no path ahead.
   

        He awakened.
   

        It was an awakening overdue by over five years.
   

        And all of this, in reality, was already too late.
   

        Nevertheless, isn't it right to take revenge on those who have committed evil deeds? So Li Wei gradually gathered the courage to wield the spear.
   

        Firstly, he had to pick up his weapon.
   

        Secret Martial Art of the Wind Elephant, the will of the Wind, the heritage of the Elephant.
   

        Li Wei began to change. He was acutely aware of the power of the monsters and his own weakness. Therefore, on one hand, Li Wei practiced the Secret Martial Art of the Wind Elephant, simultaneously seeking more potent and useful powers.
   

        During this period, he visited many martial arts schools in the southern Secret Martial Arts World, and also went to cultivate in the deep, old woods. With perseverance, Li Wei broke through human limits, reaching the realm of martial artist who can accelerate his blood circulation — it was a miracle.
   

        Despite his average 'core bone' quality, he broke through his own bottleneck.
   

        Once he mastered part of the power, Li Wei began to investigate the traces of Dead Blood, while searching for other mysterious powers in the world. He knew well that his talent is quite limited and maybe even if he goes step by step until death, he would not have enough power to take his revenge. Therefore, he needed to master even more power.
   

        So, Li Wei joined a loose organization.
   

        The name of the organization is the "Door".
   

        The Door organization is very mysterious and exceptionally loose. There is only the elusive leader, but the other members have no clear hierarchical relationship. They are more like a trading platform that holds many secret messages, exchanging what they each want.
   

        It was through the Door organization that Li Wei exchanged secret information and identified his target. Of course, getting the information is one thing, but gaining power from it is another.
   

        Devil's Horn area in Mororenza, the Hundred Thousand Mountains, the rare 'Immortal Island' that only appears every hundred years, the legendary Black Rain Villa.
   

        He spent years, endured countless hardships to gain the powerful abilities he wanted.
   

        These were several Forbidden Evil Techniques.
   

        While they granted him immense power, they also came with equally massive side effects. Some would drain the potential life from his body each time he used them, while others would cause significant mental consequences, leading to manic, splitting headaches.
   

        It was as if he had fallen into the paths of evil and demonic.
   

        But Li Wei didn't care much because he understood his current purpose of existence — to forsake everything for revenge.
   

        Just like how forgetting can be more terrifying than death, to some people, their goal is more important than their own lives.
   

        Li Wei started his revenge.
   

        However, Dead Blood's tracks were hidden. They showed a higher restraint and intelligence than regular dark creatures. Li Wei could only keep following the clues and wait for the opportunity. During this process, he hunted many other dark creatures. It was at this time that Li Wei met Xue Li, a woman he should never have fallen in love with.
   

        Death, for ordinary people, is simply too easy.
   

        Xue Li died.
   

        Without a trace, without a chance to hold her back.
   

        Xue Li's last wish was for Li Wei to bury her ashes there on the day when his revenge is fulfilled.
   

        From God's Eye View, Li Wei undoubtedly is a character filled with sorrow. Not only because his cowardice caused misfortune, but misfortunes also actively seek him.
   

        After losing Xue Li,
   

        Li Wei devoted himself to tracking down the traces of Dead Blood. He encountered several battles during this time, but lost the clues each time. During this period, he intentionally or unintentionally saved many people. Tom was a boy and Xia La, a girl, both were orphans who Li Wei looked after for a short time.
   

        In the blink of an eye, more than a decade had passed since the Sect Destruction War, and Li Wei was now in his thirties. He continued to chase after the traces of Dead Blood and fight them. Despite occasional victories, he himself was also in a state of exhaustion.
   

         The Forbidden Evil Techniques that Li Wei obtained were not without a price. Some of the powers he borrowed, like the Witchcraft Totem he obtained from the Hundred Thousand Mountains. Some of these were even stolen by unscrupulous means. Naturally, the guardians and inheritors of the Forbidden Evil Techniques would come looking for the thief.
   

        The penetrating wound on Li Wei's abdomen now.
   

        Was caused by the two wizards who had traveled thousands of miles from Hundred Thousand Mountains to kill him – the two wizards were currently chasing Li Wei.
   

        At this moment, he was in the absolute pit of despair mentally.
   

        Firstly, the unaccomplished goal, more than a decade of searching had still not resulted in successful revenge. Secondly, the numerous enemies, that were not only the dark creatures but also those who held the Forbidden Techniques. Finally, the weakening of power, he couldn't make progress anymore.
   

        If Li Wei merely continued to cultivate the Secret Martial Arts in a routine matter, his potential would absolutely not be enough to muster the power of revenge. His only option would be to pursue evil techniques or forbidden techniques that had immense side effects. However, this too, was not a good solution. Such techniques depleted a person's life potential, and even their mental potential. If it wasn't for Li Wei's physique which had barely managed to withstand the second round of blood acceleration, he would have died long ago.
   

        Currently, this body had almost exhausted its potential.
   

        And his enemies were numerous and powerful.
   

        Li Wei again sunk into despair.
   

        The figure of Li Wei struggling in agony that Casio just saw seemed to flash across his eyes, as Casio slowly opened them, emerging from his memories.
   

        "At least he's not weak this time,"
   

        "A person who sees himself clearly is not incompetent ... "
   

        He sighed, understanding the reason for the fragile state of his current body. Casio wiped the sweat from his forehead slowly.
   

        His current situation was also not much better.
   

        This retrospective journey was the toughest among all, especially given that the third stage of Li Wei was no weakling.
   

        The difficulty here was due the numerous external dangers.
   

        And Li Wei's potential was almost completely depleted.
   

        Casio had superior core bones, whereas the original body of Li Wei had only average ones. The difficulties of enhancement were evidently much greater.
   

        And the most crucial point were the forbidden and evil techniques.
   

        Although forbidden and evil techniques brought powerful, immediate combat abilities,
   

        They almost completely drained the potential of this body.
   

        The same point again - the difficulty of enhancement was much greater.
   

        And moreover, all kinds of aftereffects followed Li Wei. For example, the stabbing pain in the head that Casio just experienced, the total body weakness, etc.
   

        "Ah, it's more troublesome than I imagined," sighed Casio, forcing himself to stand up, his frail back leaning against the rough wooden wall.
   

        He stretched out his hands, lightly moving them over his gaunt chest.
   

        There, was a black Ouroboros logo.
   

        If the Wisdom Runes had been brought in, there was still hope.
   

        In such a situation surrounded by powerful enemies, relying solely on Casio's efforts would not be enough. He needed external assistance. However, whether this external help could get him out of this predicament, would require further experiments.
   

        Casio felt apprehensive, he wasn't very confident.
   

        Because the most effective and useful effect of Wisdom Runes was an inspiration burst to break through the bottleneck, which of course was great. However, it was likely that this body of Li Wei, despite practising hard for many years, was still not close to reaching the bottleneck.
   

        There was hope, but it was very distant.
   

        And, the immediate crisis was near. Casio could soon face an attack by those dark creatures and wizards.
   

        As he leaned against the wooden wall thinking, he furrowed his brows.
   

        By then, the sky had already darkened completely. The sun had set, and the moon rose. Soft, white moonlight shone through the window onto the small wooden cabin, gently alighting on the wooden bed and Casio. The cool breeze stirred, bringing a hint of chilliness.
   

        He covered his mouth, involuntarily coughing a few times.
   

        When he let go, there were traces of blood on his palm. It was purple-red blood, perhaps a side effect from the forbidden techniques. Right now, under the moonlight, it emitted a strange, luminescent glow.
   

        Casio's form halted, head hanging low.
   

        His eyes were tightly fixated on his right forearm.
   

        Not at the purple-red bloodstain on his palm, but at the black patch on his wrist. His eyes were tightly fixated on his right forearm.
   

        Not at the purple-red bloodstain on his palm, but at the black patch on his wrist.
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        Casio seemed rather shocked.
   

        He had, in truth, already understood significantly about the power of Retrospective Ability. When he returned from the Era of Retrospection to the Real World, Casio would bring back the gains from his enhancements in the Era of Retrospection. However, when he moved from the Real World to the Era of Retrospection, he couldn't bring anything except his insights, experiences, and Boxing Method realm.
   

        He could still only use the body of the Antique's owner at the Obsession Node point, with only a replacement of the soul and spirit.
   

        However, it seemed an unexpected change had occurred now.
   

        When he returned to the Real World for the third time from Retrospection, Casio had already discovered the mutation in this blood vessel. The conjecture at the time was that the meteorite beneath the Black Rain Villa had emitted intense radiation energy, causing mutations in the body at dusk. When he returned to the Real World, the bad mutations were filtered out, leaving only the good mutation which is represented by a blood vessel in his right hand.
   

        According to Casio's understanding, this should be a physical mutation, specifically reflected in the blood vessel which seemed more robust and more resilient. In a full-out effort, it seemed to allow more blood to flow through his wrist, making his right-hand punches more powerful.
   

        So, it shouldn't have been brought into the Era of Retrospection. Unless, this mutation was of the soul or the spirit, and the physical change was just a manifestation of something deeper! The meteorite at the core of the Black Rain Villa, acting like a foundation, seemed to possess an even more mysterious power...
   

        Casio lightly clenched his fist, that black vein moved like an earthworm, inexplicably making one feel discomfort.
   

        Though he was quite unwilling, he temporarily had no choice.
   

        He shifted his focus deeply onto his body again.
   

        Casio detected at least several obscure and complicated auras wandering within his body, some seemingly left behind due to attacks from powerful enemies outside, and some due to the side effects of Forbidden Techniques.
   

        No matter the source of these auras, they were continually damaging Li Wei's body, hindering the healing of his wounds and the recovery of his life force. Casio will probably have to address this issue next.
   

        A wooden bed, he moved to a slightly more comfortable position.
   

        He glanced again at the status bar in the upper right corner.
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 35% (Total of three layers)" →
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 76.6% (Total of three layers)"
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Worm Bite 36.5% (Total of three layers)"
   

        As expected, there's no change to the Elephant Soul Secret Technique, it was still the level to which this body of Li Wei could just about reach the second blood acceleration. While the realm of the Wind Elephant Fist was brought by Casio.
   

        These are the Secret Martial Arts, and... the Forbidden Techniques mastered by Li Wei.
   

        "Witchcraft Totem: Red Bird Blood Boil"
   

        It came from the Hundred Thousand Mountains, the pattern of the Red Bird Totem imprinted on the back. It possessed the ability to activate the entire back area's blood and muscles for a short duration, enabling a more fierce attack with his fists.
   

        "Demon Worms: Soul Night Ash"
   

        It came from the Demon Horn area, also known as the Soul worm, Night Ash worm. The Demon worms were parasitic in the body, nourished by blood and spirit. They could be used during critical moments to enter an extremely cold state, shutting off bodily perceptions, and achieving absolute rational combat.
   

        "Battle Demon Ring: Avalon's Bloodthirsty Ripple"
   

        It came from Immortal Island, also known as the Ripple Ring. The wearer could, with the use of the Demon Ring, wield a Battle Ripple to amplify one's destructive power and attack range. The elements driving the Demon Ring were the wearer's life energy, and with every use, it required the wearer to kill, seizing the blood of the deceased. If the wearer failed in killing the opponent, the Demon Ring would lash out, devouring the wearer's blood.
   

        There are even more, but the effects of other Forbidden Techniques are relatively minor. The three previously mentioned are what works best and what Li Wei most commonly uses, amongst which the Witchcraft Totem Red Bird Blood Boil is the chief combat power.
   

        The Witchcraft Totem significantly augments power, and the side effects are significantly less compared to the other two. Its side effects are blood and life deterioration after each use, with minor burn damages to blood vessels and muscles. Over time, it would cause the entire back to stiffen, losing all sensations.
   

        Meanwhile, the Demon Worm was the primary cause of Casio's extreme mental instability. Every use of Extreme Cold Mode entailed Demon worms piercing the host's brain. After every use, it would induce mental pain, languor, manic state, even a certain degree of split-mindedness. The influence was quite swift and intense.
   

        The last is the Ripple Demon Ring, every use drained Li Wei's life energy, even potential.
   

        If an ordinary person used all these three Forbidden Techniques once, they would absolutely die on the spot. Perhaps they might not even reach the second Forbidden Technique before they kicked the bucket. The fact that Li Wei was still alive was thanks to the foundation provided by the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art.
   

        Secret Martial Art cultivates human potential, breaks the human limit.
   

        It elevates the essence of life to a higher realm.
   

        This has allowed Li Wei to have sufficient capital to use these frighteningly side-effecting Forbidden Techniques. But it's apparent that even he is nearing his limit.
   

        Casio senses the symbol of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant once again.
   

        Li Wei's Obsession during his last life stage seemed to be on the verge of emerging.
   

        Kill all the Dead Blood participants in the Sect Destruction War!
   

        In addition, two minor obsessions surfaced.
   

        Bring back the corpse of Teacher Lixia.
   

        Bury Xue Li's ashes on the final battlefield.
   

        His gaze flickered, reaching out to touch the pendant hanging around his neck. The bottom of the pendant is a metal ball, seeming to contain something like grains of sand gently shaking inside, giving off a feeling of sandy quality.
   

        Casio touched his forehead, covering his face which was radiating with a prickling sensation with both hands, as if murmuring to himself, "Except for your woman, your other obsessions... I've wanted to do them for a long time."
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        He took a deep breath.
   

        "Good, then it's up to me from now on..."
   

        As time fluttered by, it was the next morning.
   

        A peaceful night.
   

        The sky was clear blue, with wisps of white clouds embracing the floating sun, projecting golden brilliant light through the gaps.
   

        Shining on this green mountain range, it looked like a vast, wind-ruffled green carpet filled with a vibrant lush color.
   

        In the middle of the green carpet, a winding shimmering silver ribbon divided it into two, that was the meandering river.
   

        Near the river, a couple of hundred meters away, inside a small log cabin.
   

        A golden-haired boy was struggling to lift a large wooden barrel which was covered in dust, probably as tall as half of an adult with a large capacity, it seemed to be used for bathing.
   

        Tom moved the barrel bit by bit along the edge, slowly turning it, dragging it outside the house.
   

        By the time the barrel was in position, he already had sweat dripping from his forehead.
   

        Tom wiped the sweat off his forehead, glanced at Xia La who was boiling water next to him, then looked at the sky which was getting brighter with the passage of time. Then, he turned his head and walked back into the house.
   

        A dozen minutes later.
   

        With Tom and Xia La supporting him, Casio, who was trembling, walked out, coughing continuously with blood dripping from the corners of his mouth. His brows were knitted tightly because of the wound in his abdomen.
   

        Not far off, the wooden barrel was already filled with warm medicinal bath.
   

        This log cabin was once a stronghold of Li Wei. Some herbs used for healing and cultivation were stored here in advance.
   

        Excessive usage would be replenished from time to time. 
   

        With the help of the two kids, Casio barely made it into the wooden barrel. This showed how heavily this original body of Li Wei was injured, it was as if he had strolled by the gates of hell. But it wasn't the first time, Li Wei had encountered many near-death situations.
   

        It was these brushes with death that brought about changes in him.
   

        The healing medicine had a strong smell, but it was very effective.
   

        Although Li Wei's injuries looked terrible, they had mostly healed. The healing potion deserves half the credit for this.
   

        It was a result of his experiment - a combination of the Wind Elephant Gate's healing medicine and his own improvements over a decade of wandering.
   

        It could be said to be effective for all kinds of injuries.
   

        Either internal or external.
   

        Of course, there's a tiny little side effect.
   

        Pain.
   

        "Humph…"
   

        In the barrel, Casio's whole body soaked in the black potion was gritting his teeth tightly, his forehead already covered in sweat. His face was pale as if he had lost a significant amount of blood.
   

        Frankly speaking, from an experience point of view. The intensity of this black potion is stronger than the tempering potion of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique. Casio felt that the degree of suffering surpassed the second stage of the Bug Bite Realm of Elephant Soul Secret technique, reaching the third stage of the Wind Burning Realm.
   

        However, it was still less intense than the instantaneous pain produced when soaking in the potion and simultaneously practicing the Heart-eye Secret Technique. Of course, the healing potion was a sustained process, requiring at least half an hour of immersion.
   

        While healing in the barrel, Casio began to sense the exotic aura in his body. As long as the Secret Martial Art reached the boxing master realm beyond the human limit, Secret Martial Artists could sense the changes in their bodies and control their blood qi and muscles.
   

        There are five invading auras, intricate and chaotic.
   

        Three of them were naturally those three dangerous Forbidden Techniques.
   

        As for the other two.
   

        One was a cold aura, like a surging current.
   

        It probably related to some dark creature left by Dead Blood.
   

        The other was a scorching hot airflow, the location was at the penetrating wound in the abdomen, its nature similar to the Red Bird Blood Boiling Totem.
   

        Needless to say, it was left behind by a wizard.
   

        Those two were from a Hundred Thousand Mountain range, one used a long spear inlaid with weird metal, and the other used a gigantic shield similar to a turtle shell.
   

        Possessing the same unfathomable Totemic power.
   

        Naturally, Li Wei, who was already out of sorts, couldn't possibly be their opponent, and was severely injured by one spear. Of course, they were not having an easy time either as they got injured by an extremely calm Li Wei.
   

        Therefore, he had a bit of time now.
   

        Sensing his weak body, Casio couldn't think of a way to exorcise these auras. The two caused by external damage could be dealt with by continually eroding them with human blood qi, provided that it was a healthy Secret Martial Artist's body. As for the internal three auras, the Witchcraft Totem has already fused with the spine, every burn was a fusion.
   

        The Demon worm nested in his body and couldn't be expelled.
   

        The Battle Ring was embedded in his finger, there were bone-like spikes in the inner ring puncturing his flesh and bone.
   

        Comparatively, the ring was the easiest to get rid of.
   

        He just needed to cut that finger off.
   

        All in all, they're all quite troublesome.
   

        Casio's face turned a little grim, he looked to the side. In the courtyard enclosed by a wooden fence, two twelve to thirteen-year-old kids were skillfully cooking a meal.
   

        Speaking of which, the first time he went through Retrospection.
   

        Li Wei seemed to be around thirteen years old too…
   

        A day passed quickly, most of the time Casio was lying on the wooden bed. Although the potion was effective, Li Wei's injuries were very severe. Without a few days of rest, he definitely couldn't get out of bed.
   

        For the next three days, Casio spent them in bed too.
   

        Sometimes at night, his body would twitch suddenly in his sleep, severe pain would come from the muscles, skeleton and tendons of his body.
   

        Sometimes in the daytime, various strange illusions would suddenly appear before his eyes, and occasionally he could even hear someone whispering in his ear. Along with these symptoms came intense headaches.
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        Casio felt the hardship Li Wei was undergoing at this moment.
   

        Being able to persist until now showed his strong willpower.
   

        It was the fourth day since they had arrived in the Era of Retrospection.
   

        As usual, Casio underwent treatment with the black potion.
   

        This time, he didn't need the two children to support him, he could get out of bed and walk by himself and do some simple movements. Power was gradually returning, and the feeling of weakness from all over his body was slightly mitigated. Once again, Casio was immersed in the foul-smelling wooden barrel.
   

        While enduring the pain, his nose began to breathe rhythmically, and his chest slowly heaved in response. This was another function of the Lion's Roar Breathing Method - just a general regulation of energy and healing. It didn't help much, but it was always good to speed up the process.
   

        Casio was now already capable of using simple secret techniques.
   

        Next to the hut, the girl, Xia La, and the boy, Tom, were sitting side by side on a stone, propping their chins and looking over at Casio.
   

        Their faces were dirty, inexplicably innocent.
   

        Casio sensed something and turned to look at them.
   

        The six eyes met, and the surroundings once again returned to quietness.
   

        For some reason, Casio always thought that Xia La and Tom were like two puppies. Puppies that were originally homeless, but were later adopted by their owner. It's not a derogatory term, it's just that their innocent and sincere gaze made Casio's mind wander.
   

        There were no complex emotions in Tom and Xia La's eyes.
   

        Simply worry for Casio.
   

        They wanted their uncle's health to improve.
   

        Another day passed, and Casio's condition improved a little more.
   

        He could already do some tasks now, although he couldn't do any heavy physical work. At noon, Casio came out of the wooden house to sunbathe, sitting on a stone next to the fire pit.
   

        The weather today was very good, the white clouds were piled up like fluffy cotton, harmonizing perfectly with the azure background of the sky.
   

        The sun was partially blocked, and although the sunlight was strong, it was not scorching, combined with the breeze the temperature was just right.
   

        Wherever his gaze fell, the brilliant sunlight filtered through the gaps in the forest, casting golden pillars of light, illuminating the uneven ground. The light shone on Casio, reflecting a somewhat dazzling halo. Casio took a breath of fresh air.
   

        The melancholy and pain of the past five days were slowly expelled.
   

        Things were getting better, everything was slowly improving.
   

        The leaves rustled in his ears, the breeze brushed against his face. White dandelion seeds floated slowly in the air, landing on Casio's nose.
   

        He extended his hand to gently brush them away.
   

        Along the way, he glanced at the black vein on his wrist.
   

        "Hmm?"
   

        He wasn't sure if it was his imagination, but he felt that this vein had grown a bit longer and a bit thicker.
   

        He studied it for a while but couldn't figure out anything.
   

        Casio once again focused his attention to sense the changes in his body.
   

        Besides the aura of the three Forbidden Techniques, a cold current was roaming inside his body while a fiery aura was situated in his abdomen.
   

        He tried to sense them.
   

        The cold current seemed to have diminished a lot, probably from the thickness of a thumb to the thickness of an index finger, and its length had also shrunk.
   

        There were no obvious changes in the fiery flow.
   

        "Perhaps my recovery of life energy and vigor is countering the aura of the dark creature..." Casio conjectured with his head bowed.
   

        Suddenly, he felt a piercing pain in his head, like being stabbed by a needle.
   

        This was followed by an unending sensation of stabbing.
   

        "Hiss. Here it comes again ..."
   

        Casio clutched his head and groaned softly, his back gradually became drenched with sweat. It was as if there were multiple voices whispering in his ears.
   

        The pain worsened, lasting much longer than the usual few minutes, reaching a length of ten minutes. During the final minute, Casio even felt like someone was sawing through his brain, turning it into mud with each stroke.
   

        Finally, the pain gradually subsided.
   

        He lifted his pale face, his forehead and eyelids were covered with large beads of sweat, as if someone had splashed water on his face. Casio's senses were slightly blurred at this moment, his eyes moistened by sweat. He could barely see two children standing at the door of the hut.
   

        Standing on his left and right, both with their hands on the door frame.
   

        Watching him intently.
   

        "Phew......."
   

        Casio took a deep breath and forced himself to stand up.
   

        He walked forward with difficulty, as if the piercing pain in his head had caused him to lose some sense of balance.
   

        Staggering, he veered off course.
   

        It took him an effort to correct his steps and walk towards the wooden door.
   

        These two children were orphans saved by Li Wei, who then temporarily took care of them. Due to certain circumstances, Tom and Xia La couldn't live on their own and had to stay with Li Wei. However, Li Wei didn't allow them to fall behind in their studies.
   

        Both self-study and tutoring were ongoing.
   

        In general, the girl, Xia La, was more obedient, while the boy, Tom, due to his nature, was a bit mischievous. Sometimes, impatient with the monotony of studying, he liked to slack off.
   

        "Xia La, Tom, no slacking off. It's time to study your textbooks." Casio deliberately put on a serious face.
   

        However, the persuasiveness was somewhat compromised due to a pale face full of sweat and a weakly suppressed voice.
   

        "Mm." "Mm."
   

        The two children pursed their lips and agreed, slowly turning their heads back.
   

        At night, it was pitch-dark.
   

        In front of the wooden house, a bonfire was burning brightly.
   

        In the pot was mushroom soup with sprinkled vegetable leaves.
   

        A tang of meat aroma was faintly diffused in the air.
   

        That was the smoked meat previously preserved by Li Wei.
   

        The pot was boiling with bubbles, the aroma was tantalizing.
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        Sitting on the nearby rocks, Xia La and Tom couldn't help but swallow, especially Tom, who was staring intently.
   

        He loved mushroom meat soup the most.
   

        Moreover, it had to be made by his uncle.
   

        That was the authentic taste.
   

        Tom still remembered the day half a year ago when his uncle had carried him out of the fiercely burning house over his shoulder and then made a bucket of mushroom soup on the blackening ruins.
   

        He gulped it down while sobbing.
   

        He finished more than half the iron bucket on his own. 
   

        That was the best soup he had ever tasted in his life.
   

        "Here, one bowl each."
   

        Casio, with some of his mobility restored, handed over bowls filled with Mushroom Soup. The two kids took them cautiously, especially Tom, who was overly careful, afraid that any sudden movement might cause the soup to spill out.
   

        Casio smiled at his caution.
   

        "Drink slowly, especially you, Tom, don't burn yourself."
   

        "Okay, uncle."
   

        Tom replied, holding the bowl with both hands, and started drinking.
   

        Casio touched his chin, realizing oddly that he had been caring about someone else. Probably it was the pre-existing memories from Li Wei's body at work. Surely, it wasn't him.
   

        He took a small sip from his mushroom soup.
   

        He nodded in silence.
   

        Li Wei's soup, his only cooking skill, was indeed good.
   

        He took another couple of sips.
   

        Casio frowned, his heavy breath causing the soup to form a depression. Again, the pain that seemed to be coming from all directions, and the spiritual exhaustion of Li Wei, was severe. The name Demon worm was very apt.
   

        He quietly endured the pain without moving.
   

        Next to him, Tom, who had finished a bowl of soup, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, was about to ask for another bowl.
   

        Just as he was about to open his mouth, he noticed that Casio wasn't moving, he tried to speak but swallowed the words. He rubbed his cheek with his hand, feeling miserable. He knew he couldn't help his uncle and that his uncle had to overcome it all on his own.
   

        He could only endure the continuous torment.
   

        Night fell, and it was time to sleep.
   

        In the wooden hut, Casio was sleeping alone on a small bed, while Tom and Xia La were on the big bed, separated by a textbook.
   

        Casio could still feel some pain in his body, and a feeling of emptiness filled his heart. He wasn't able to sleep for half an hour. Later, when he felt somewhat better, he gradually began to fall into a drowsy state.
   

        Just when he was dozing off.
   

        He abruptly heard the hint of crying.
   

        It sounded like a child.
   

        Casio woke up abruptly. He listened carefully, and it seemed to be Tom from the big bed.
   

        He was sobbing intermittently, and it sounded very sad.
   

        Casio shook his head.
   

        He reckoned that at the end of the day, he was a child, missing his dead parents...
   

        He silently got up and slowly walked to the bed.
   

        Both children were sleeping next to the window, with Tom on the outside. At the moment, his shoulders were shaking, and he was crying badly.
   

        Casio reached out and gently patted him: "What's wrong?"
   

        Tom turned around, revealing a face smeared with snot and tears: "Un...Uncle? Why are you up..."
   

        "Are you missing home? Missing your parents?"
   

        Casio spoke softly, not intending to wake Xia La.
   

        Tom shook his head: "I've missed them for several days. Last night I dreamt that my house was burning down, there were fires everywhere..."
   

        He paused, his eyes fixated on Casio.
   

        "I'm worried about you, Uncle..."
   

        "Worried about me for what?" Casio replied with a faint smile.
   

        "Can you promise me one thing? Just one." Tom looked into Casio's eyes, his expression full of an unadulterated intense emotion.
   

        "Go ahead." Casio replied.
   

        "Please don't die, Uncle...When I see you in so much pain, I'm scared. I'm afraid you'll leave me like my family did, afraid you'll be buried under the ground unable to breathe, unable to speak, unable to see anything."
   

        Tom's words were mixed with sobs.
   

        Casio looked into Tom's eyes, seeing the boy's unguarded fear. He wanted to say, 'I'm not Li Wei who saved you from the fire,' but...
   

        "I promise you."
   

        Casio reached out his lean, wrinkled hand.
   

        He gently ruffled Tom's golden fluffy hair.
   

        "This is, a promise between men."
   

        "This is, a promise between men."
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        Time passed in a blink of an eye.
   

        It has been half a month since Casio arrived in the Era of Retrospection. With the help of the healing potion, most of his injuries have healed.
   

        Undoubtedly,
   

        The healing potion created by Li Wei is remarkably effective, and some of the medicinal ingredients are not difficult to obtain. Casio has learned something precious again, this potion can be used in any Era of Retrospection. His retrospective ability is not only used to bring back the strength gained in the Era of Retrospection to reality.
   

        After experiencing several retrospections,
   

        Casio had developed some insights.
   

        The gains of a person include not only strength but also knowledge and experience, which are as precious as power.
   

        Besides knowledge and experience, there are also abilities.
   

        This is not a supernatural power, but an ability that a person gains after training, which helps in dealing with different situations and achieving certain objectives.
   

        Also, experiences are equally important to a person.
   

        Unyielding will and conviction are more meaningful than mere talent. At first, the Li Wei from the first two retrospections appeared as a coward and useless in the eyes of Casio, until the third retrospection.
   

        Although Casio knew that Li Wei ultimately failed to achieve his goal, he was obviously different from before.
   

        If the Sect Destruction War was despair, meeting Dead Blood who occupied Lixia's body ignited Li Wei's rage, and the subsequent years of wandering and searching were a constant burn.
   

        He, Li Wei, was no longer the ordinary stick at the start, but a blazing flame. Even if he turned into ashes in the end, the light and heat he emitted during the burning process were more valuable than simply surviving. There was no doubt that the weakened Li Wei had an unyielding belief and will.
   

        He hadn't before, but now he did.
   

        Otherwise, he would not have survived the horrible side effects.
   

        This was a triple blow to his physical, spiritual, and potential abilities.
   

        Li Wei endured for several years, more than a thousand days. His obsession that spurred him forward was something Casio was aware of from the start.
   

        In the cabin, sunlight streamed in through the window.
   

        Casio slowly unwrapped the bandage and revealed an extremely unpleasant scar on his abdomen. That was left by the healing of a penetrating wound, the surrounding skin was twisted and wrinkled as if it was a black centipede.
   

        He inhaled deeply, feeling the changes in his body.
   

        This body of Li Wei had recovered to a great extent, and had emerged from a frail physique to a fighter level physique. But for Casio, it was not enough because Li Wei's body had more than one hidden trouble caused by severe injuries inflicted by a wizard.
   

        In his body, a total of five auras of different species were flowing.
   

        Among them, two had weakened.
   

        Both were caused by external injuries.
   

        The burning aura caused by the wizard had diminished by about one third due to the healing of the wound, and roughly two thirds remained, which might need to be slowly eliminated. The cold aura caused by the dark creature was only a little bit left, and it was estimated that it could be removed in a few days.
   

        An hour later.
   

        In the courtyard enclosed by a wooden fence.
   

        As usual, the deep yellow wooden barrel was placed on one side.
   

        Hot water was ceaselessly poured into it.
   

        Finally, a fist-sized bag of medicines was also thrown in.
   

        In an instant, the clear hot water directly turned black, thick, and mucus-like, as if it was a muddy tar. Meanwhile, the barrel also exuded a severe tar-like smell.
   

        This was not a healing potion, but a cultivation potion.
   

        Used to enhance the Elephant Soul Secret Technique and strengthen the physique.
   

        Two minutes later, Casio was fully immersed in it.
   

        As before, the sensation of stimulation came from all around him, as if thousands of ants were biting on his skin.
   

        He was very accustomed to this, his body instantly assumed the special position of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique. He sat with his right ankle resting on his left knee, and his left ankle on his right knee. His hands were extended forward, forming a circular shape as if embracing a ball.
   

        His waist was also not sinking, but was straight as a rod.
   

        Soon, Casio was fully aligned with his state.
   

        As pain was emanating from the surface of his skin, a hot stream gushed into his body, wandering between his muscles. Everything was normal until suddenly he noticed something wrong. The medicinal power of the cultivation potion was not only absorbed by his body.
   

        Something else also extracted a part of it after the drug power was converted, there were four instances in total. They were located in the heart, the back, the left finger, and the right arm.
   

        There was no need to elaborate on the first three, they were, respectively, the demon worm, the Phoenix totem, the battle demon ring. And the last one was...
   

        Casio raised his right hand and flipped his wrist upwards.
   

        A black vein caught his eye.
   

        Originally, the vein started at the wrist and was about half the length of his forearm. But now, it had unconsciously extended to the elbow, just a bit away from it.
   

        Casio tried to focus his attention on his right hand.
   

        Suddenly, he heard a strong pulsation.
   

        He seemed to feel a hidden power contained in his forearm.
   

        Casio felt like he could manipulate it, but it's like there's a veil of glass, vague and unclear. So, he continued to sink his heart and tried to communicate with it.
   

        Until a certain moment.
   

        His right arm suddenly tightened and his hand clenched into a fist. A black vein popped up like a small snake beneath the skin of his hand, followed by extremely conspicuous black filaments dispersing around it like roots spreading into the muscles on both sides, about one to two millimeters higher than the surrounding muscles.
   

        Even more, around this vein, like root system, black fuzz started to spread, extending towards the muscles on both sides.
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        "This is..."
   

        Casio's eyes became very serious.
   

        He could feel a vague force controlled by him spreading, like a liquid trying to envelop his entire arm. But that wasn't a good thing.
   

        As the cold power spread, Casio's control over it weakened, and it might risk getting out of control if unleashed again.
   

        He released his right hand, and the blackness returned.
   

        Transformed into a gently pulsating vein.
   

        "A very strange thing... It carries a very dangerous aura hidden deep within." Casio lowered his head: "But why does the Secret Martial Art's perception of my body control suggests that it is a part of my body, no different from other parts. This black vein doesn't seem to harm me?"
   

        He pondered for a while, then finally shook his head.
   

        Casio gradually shifted his attention to cultivation.
   

        The effect was terrible, not just a little terrible.
   

        The reasons were essentially the same.
   

        In short, if Casio uses the Potion for physical exercise normally, he can only ensure that his body doesn't deteriorate. 
   

        Yes, even the slightest progress is extremely difficult.
   

        Already in his thirties, of average talent, with an excess use of life potential, and his body ravaged by many Hidden Injuries.
   

        Even his comprehension was hindered by an unstable mental state.
   

        For Li Wei to reach the second realm of blood acceleration under such circumstances, you could say it was a Miracle. But this gave Casio a problem, what to do if physical exercise is useless?
   

        He involuntarily cast his gaze again on his wrist.
   

        Could this thing be harnessed as my strength... 
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        Bare-chested, Casio was practicing Wind Elephant Fist in the courtyard. He was getting used to his new body, making mutual adjustments.
   

        Coming from the Real World to the Era of Retrospection, it wasn't so easy to bring out the realm of his Wind Elephant Fist. As usual, Casio started with the basic form of the Wind Elephant Combat Technique, gradually integrating boxing methods like Swing Punch, Straight Fist, Jab, etc.
   

        In the courtyard, the sound of his punches filled the air, with waves of wind passing by.
   

        Later, not only boxing methods, but all kinds of combat skills from all over his body began to coordinate with his training. Later, Casio used all four major killing moves of the Wind Elephant Fist once, and the feel of his hand gradually returned.
   

        A few hours later.
   

        He ended with a standard standing boxing pose.
   

        Under the sun, his somewhat thin figure sweated heavily, sparkling in the crevices of his body. Casio glanced at the door of the cabin and then headed directly towards the river.
   

        He washed his body with the cold river water.
   

        Afterward, he began to wander in the woods.
   

        His luck was good today. He not only found some delicious non-poisonous mushrooms but also caught a plump wild chicken.
   

        Now that Casio's injury was almost entirely healed, he naturally wouldn't let the two children continue to work, well, there was also the fact that Tom's cooking was quite terrible. Entering the Era of Retrospection so many times, especially the last repost... As someone constantly hunting dark creatures during the twilight, he occasionally had to be out in the wilderness, and he had some proficiency in outdoor cooking.
   

        Especially roasting meat, which tasted quite good.
   

        That evening.
   

        The bonfire flickered, its red flames licked the succulent body of the wild chicken. The muscle texture began to turn yellow, a drop of fat gathered and fell into the fire with a sizzle. As the stick turned, the enticing aroma of the fat gradually spread around.
   

        Next to it, bubbles were gurgling in the iron bucket.
   

        The Mushroom Soup was boiling, the surface was covered with chopped mushrooms and a scattering of wild vegetables served as simple ornaments.
   

        Casio lifted the stick, tearing a piece of meat from it with his hand. He tasted it, it was not bad.
   

        Just a bit of Coarse Salt was added, no other seasoning.
   

        He looked at Tom and Xia La next to him, who were holding wooden bowls, eagerly waiting. Casio turned his head.
   

        "You can start eating now, serve yourself some Mushroom Soup."
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        Tom put down an empty bowl, his mouth full of grease as he gnawed on a chicken leg. He looked up at Casio as he ate.
   

        "Uncle, how is it that you also roast meat so deliciously?"
   

        "Drifting around, it's pretty normal to have some Life Skills. If you don't know how to cook, you would starve to death in the wilderness." Casio took a sip of Mushroom Soup:" After finishing your meal, go to bed early..."
   

        Tom nodded, and resumed his attack on the chicken leg.
   

        Another two days passed.
   

        Casio's injuries had fully recovered. He began to research the black vein on his wrist, this thing was quite mysterious. Initially, Casio thought the black vein needed the energy from the transformed Potion for its growth and change.
   

        But ever since its first absorption, the black vein no longer absorbed the power of the Potion. Moreover, it was clearly visible that there were basically no traces of extension, it remained the same.
   

        The initial spread of blackness had stopped.
   

        Casio temporarily didn't know its principle.
   

        Only a simple test of the strength of the black vein was made.
   

        In normal state, his strength was about one level stronger than before. In its Burst state, that is when the vein bulged and the black extended around it, the strength increased by about fifty percent.
   

        The most critical point was this.
   

        The burst of Black Vein has no side effects.
   

        At least Casio had tried to burst it dozens of times and nothing bad happened, only fatigue from over-straining his muscles.
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        The difference is simply astronomical compared to the other three forbidden techniques.
   

        "Huff..."
   

        In the afternoon, Post training in the courtyard, Casio would leave the little wooden house as usual for his daily physical wash and hunt for food. Today, he found traces of human activity just across the river, about a few kilometers away.
   

        The hut that Li Wei had built was nestled in the depths of an old forest.
   

        It was the kind of place that no ordinary villager, not even a hunter, would enter. The appearance of human traces here meant there was a good chance his enemy had caught up to him. Li Wei had too many enemies; Casio couldn't be sure who it was. The most likely were the two wizards, but it could be someone else too.
   

        The night they discovered traces of humans, Casio and the two children had dinner and left swiftly afterward.
   

        Walking in the forest at night might be dangerous, but with Casio leading them, things like poisonous snakes and ferocious beasts were not an issue.
   

        The next morning.
   

        The day was just breaking, and white fog was floating in the forest.
   

        In front of the wooden hut.
   

        Two strangely dressed silhouettes were slowly approaching.
   

        "We're a step too late, the people have already left..."
   

        "Hehe, no matter where he runs to, the totem will guide us to him. It's just a matter of time..."
   

        "Maybe we should seek some help."
   

        "You mean those stinking rats in the sewers..."
   

        ***************************
   

        Federation Calendar Year 110, June 5.
   

        Casio had left the hut more than a dozen days ago. On this day, he brought Tom and Xia La to Northern Flow City, the capital of North Flow Country. Casio had been to Northern Flow City once more than a decade ago, and the city was undoubtedly more bustling now.
   

        Towers rose from the ground, their tea-colored glass reflecting the sun. Posters for different products were plastered on the walls, featuring popular opera house actresses in seductive poses.
   

        Massive chimneys pierced the sky, disappearing into the clouds.
   

        On a street in the city, a nearby mansion seemed to be hosting a social dance for the upper-class people. Gleamingly dressed people can be seen occasionally passing by on the avenue.
   

        Some women sported fashionable hairstyles and wore bright red evening gowns resembling roses that outlined their toned bodies.
   

        They were holding hands with their dance partners.
   

        Similarly, these were handsome men in suits, wearing a pair of white gloves and holding a cane in their vacant hand.
   

        On the sidewalk nearby.
   

        A man in a black trench coat was carrying a yellow paper bag of food, heading forward silently with his hat tipped forward.
   

        His demeanor was somewhat at odds with the surroundings.
   

        Several meters behind, at the corner of an alley.
   

        There was another man in a suit with a walking stick.
   

        He stuck the end of the stick on the ground. His gaze occasionally darted through the crowd and obstacles, always following the back of the trench-coated man.
   

        Whenever the man in the trench coat was about to walk out of sight.
   

        The man in the suit would move to keep up.
   

        Minutes later, the two men gradually reached the residential area.
   

        The road had fewer cars and pedestrians now.
   

        The man in the suit looked up to see the man in the trench coat disappear around a corner and hurriedly followed. But after rounding the corner, he found the road ahead empty.
   

        "Damn, I lost him!"
   

        He was a bit annoyed. Suddenly, from the corner of his eyes, he saw a fleeting shadow on his right. It seemed something was rapidly approaching.
   

        The man in the suit widened his eyes and was about to draw his handgun from his chest.
   

        "Friendly, don't be nervous."
   

        A calm voice came over.
   

        He instinctively hesitated, then felt a pain in his head.
   

        Everything before his eyes turned black instantly.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In the suburbs, inside an unusually dim abandoned warehouse.
   

        A man in a suit is tied to a chair, his body incessantly trembling. Tears, drool, and snot are smeared all over his face.
   

        Next to him.
   

        Casio tucks a thumb-sized potion back into his pocket.
   

        It's straightforward to make an ordinary person talk, but it's not as easy with a trained and resolute assassin. Fortunately, Li Wei has his means.
   

        The Thorny Plant near the Hundred Thousand Mountains, is an exceptionally potent hallucinogenic substance. The Thorny Plant's flowers can cause intense illusions, and its thorny rootstalk can produce toxins.
   

        Those who ingest or get wounded by it will teeter between life and death.
   

        Even the smallest injuries will be magnified hundreds of thousands of times.
   

        Li Wei transformed it into two differently colored pills, which, when used together, can function similarly to truth serums.
   

        The side effect, however, is that if the user is overly stimulated or the illusions become too potent, it will damage the brain, and they will become drooling idiots.
   

        A proper dosage is necessary for interrogation.
   

        However, to obtain results faster, Casio used at least a double dose. Judging by the condition of the man in the suit, he's probably ruined.
   

        But, the specific details were undeniably extracted.
   

        The man in the suit belongs to an organization named Shadow, an intermediary between killer organizations and intelligence agencies.
   

        Seemingly backed by some mysterious forces and financial groups.
   

        He was trailing Casio because the Shadow Organization received a commission. The client provided a specific location and a target portrait, asking them to find this person in the downtown area of Northern Flow City.
   

        "It must be those two wizards... They have some way of sensing my specific location," Casio's eyes flicker slightly.
   

        He left the small cabin in the forest, not only to dodge the two wizards from the Hundred Thousand Mountains, but also to make contact with other Secret Martial Art schools in North Flow Country, looking for a solution to the problems of this body. Li Wei's body is like a sieve riddled with holes. External wounds can be healed, but chronic diseases and old wounds still hide in unseen parts of his body.
   

        He needs something similar to the Hundred Medicine Body Refining Ointment and Wind Elephant Pill from the Wind Elephant Gate, capable of completely ridding him of injuries and even enhancing his life potential and Core bone qualifications. Unfortunately, he doesn't know the formula for the Body Refining Paste and the pills, and therefore, can't make them himself.
   

        Otherwise, Casio would have totally given it a shot.
   

        As the central city of the whole North Flow Country, practically all major schools in the state have branches in Northern Flow City. Just like the former Wind Elephant Gate, of course, the Wind Elephant Gate's branch is now gone. Ten years ago, after the Sect Destruction War, Li Wei tried to investigate. A mysterious force relentlessly pursued and slaughtered the entire Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        That's why he had no choice but to live a life of haze and confusion.
   

        At present, there are at least three forces with branches in Northern Flow City: Black Crane Stream, Golden Rock Fist, Ringing Water Road.
   

        It's unnecessary to mention that the Black Crane Stream had conflicts with the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        As for the remaining Golden Rock Fist and Ringing Water Road...
   

        Casio's thoughts flow as he decides to give them a try.
   

        He slowly steps forward and comes to the side of the drooling man in the suit, gently holding his chin with both hands.
   

        Snap.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        A man in a trench coat carrying a white bag on his shoulder leaves the abandoned warehouse, heading towards the direction of the suburban forest.
   

        North Flow Country, Baichuan City.
   

        Two towering men stride through the old woods of the desolate mountain, each step spanning five to six meters.
   

        Their figures dart through the forest like flickers of light.
   

        They stop at a clearing near the stream.
   

        They wear strange buckskin garments, heavy as if they were armor. Around their neck hangs a necklace made of grass rope, seemingly made of some animal's teeth. Looking at their faces, they are entirely black, with vibrant tribal markings on the skin.
   

        Their hair is tied into several small braids. The ropes used are mostly red and green.
   

        Visible on their bare skin are black tattoos, appearing and disappearing as if they were breathing.
   

        Overall, they evoke a sense of primitive wildness.
   

        "Wolf, he is running too fast, almost out of the range of the Totem Stone's detection," the taller man takes out a palm-sized stone from his bosom, sensing it while speaking.
   

        "Owl, no need to worry. We have already reported the last detected location to the Blood Clan. They owe me a favor and will do their job well," says the wizard with a bone pendant on his ear. His eyebrows are thick, almost joining together.
   

        As they talk, they begin to increase their speed, heading towards Northern Flow City. As they approach, the dense woods around them gradually thin out.
   

        "Damn defector, not only did he break the oath and take the Phoenix Totem, but he also made us chase so hard. If I catch him, I will skin him alive!" perspiring profusely, Wolf comes to a stop, his face twisted in anger.
   

        "No, let him continue to fulfill the oath," Owl halts as well, "Let him serve as our medicine slave in the Hundred Thousand Mountains, exploring until the Totem King devours him."
   

        "Woof~"
   

        Suddenly, there is a loud noise from the edge of the forest.
   

        Wolf and Owl exchange a vigilant gaze.
   

        Three minutes later, atop a hill. The two of them look into the distance to see a steel beast moving through the mountains.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The tip of the strange snake seemed to be spewing out a mist.
   

        "What is that?!" Owl stared with wide eyes.
   

        "I've never seen it either..." Wolf shook his head doubtfully, "Such a long giant snake, even in the Hundred Thousand Mountains there's never been one..."
   

        "Let's go around, don't provoke that thing."
   

        Owl looked a little wary.
   

        "Alright."
   

        Wolf nodded in strong agreement.
   

        At the same time, in East Sea County, one of the six counties in the east.
   

        The police station.
   

        The Chief, Joseph, was grooming himself in front of a mirror. He smoothed out the wrinkles on his dark blue uniform.
   

        Looking at the relatively spirited reflection of himself in the mirror.
   

        He nodded in satisfaction.
   

        Yesterday, he had received a call from Martin Himenis, the director of the Black Mechanism, Chapter 13 of the Federation's Bureau of Special Affairs.
   

        This is a unique mechanism, quite mysterious within the Federation's organizational structure and has considerable autonomous power.
   

        However, this Black Mechanism has little to do with ordinary people and even less with other agencies.
   

        It exists independently outside of the government.
   

        Joseph only learned about all these after the call ended and a second call was made by a council member from East Sea County. Apparently, this 13th Chapter Black Mechanism was highly secretive. Even Joseph, the Chief of the East Sea County Police Department, didn't know and needed someone else to tell him.
   

        The specific details informed in the two calls were that members of the Black Mechanism's Capital would be arriving in East Sea County today to carry out a special task. Joseph would have to receive and assist them with their work and take the necessary precautions for secrecy.
   

        In the office, a hand picked up the police cap on the table.
   

        Joseph put it on properly and briskly walked out.
   

        Half an hour later, at the East Sea County train station.
   

        A black steam-painted train slowly pulled into the station.
   

        The carriage door hissed open.
   

        From within, a group of people in black uniforms got off. They looked well-trained and remained silent throughout.
   

        They stood on both sides of the carriage door, forming a corridor.
   

        Joseph tugged at his collar and looked down the corridor.
   

        A gloved hand rested on the right doorframe.
   

        The sunlight angled onto its surface, shimmering with a metallic silver glow.
   

        ******************
   

        Northern Flow City, June 6th, around eight-thirty in the morning.
   

        The smell of hot milk wafted through the streets. Roadside breakfast shops were open, with quite a number of people gathered around. There were also some mobile vendors selling hot milk.
   

        A few girls in lake-blue combat suits were walking over from a distant street. They bought some breakfast and hot milk.
   

        One of the short-haired girls was the tallest, with well-defined, slender legs, and she was already about one meter seventy-eight tall. She had a pretty face that naturally exuded a cold demeanor, with a teardrop mole at the corner of her left eye that gave a sense of not wanting to be approached.
   

        The eyes of the people passing by occasionally glanced over.
   

        "Senior Sister Mindy, do you want some hot milk?"
   

        From their side, a girl queuing at the small vendor asked while the short-haired girl bought breakfast at the shop.
   

        She turned her head to respond, "Laura, buy a total of five cups of hot milk, I'll buy five servings here too, to save some time."
   

        "Okay." The girl on the other side agreed.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        On the gray-white street, to the right of the black streetlamp, on the sidewalk.
   

        Five young girls with a bag of food in their right hand and a cup of hot milk in their left, were eating bit by bit while hurrying to the martial arts hall.
   

        They were disciples of the Ringing Water Martial Arts School.
   

        But now they are only registered and haven't been straightened out.
   

        If they could become proper disciples, the Ringing Water Martial Arts School would provide three meals a day and a place to stay, they wouldn't have to spend any of their own money.
   

        After covering a street, there were many fewer people around.
   

        Many of the passersby were wearing combat suits, some were lake-blue, some were white, and some were purple.
   

        This is one of the three martial arts streets in Northern Flow City.
   

        Aside from the original shops, many Martial Arts Halls have opened on every street, creating a sort of cluster effect. The Ringing Water Martial Art School on Ringing Water Road is also located here, right in the middle of the street.
   

        It's morning now, and many disciples from nearby neighborhoods are rushing over. Mindy takes a glance and can see at least a dozen familiar faces, all holding some snacks.
   

        Two minutes later, they arrive at the front of Ringing Water Martial Art School.
   

        This building resembles a dojo, with a person-high sign standing at the entrance. A piece of paper is also pasted on it.
   

        The content seems to be the enrollment brochure of the Ringing Water Martial Art School.
   

        "Huh? Senior sister, there are so many people surrounding the entrance," A girl named Laura curiously glanced at the entrance ahead, "And they're not from our school, but are martial artists from nearby schools."
   

        Mindy also curiously glanced at it.
   

        Immediately, all five of them squeezed their way to the entrance.
   

        "Hey, brothers, what are you looking at?"
   

        Some people from other Martial Arts Halls asked as they squeezed over.
   

        "What else could it be, a school challenge," someone who had already been there answered them, "about a few dozen minutes ago, a man came to challenge the Ringing Water Martial Art School, and they are still sparring inside."
   

        "A school challenge at Ringing Water Martial Art School?" The man shook his head, "Isn't Ringing Water Road the backbone of Ringing Water Martial Art School? Despite the fact half of the disciples are females, their actual combat abilities are strong."
   

        His tone made it clear he didn't think highly of the challenger.
   

        "The challenger didn't necessarily come for a spat with the disciples of Ringing Water Martial Art School. The challenger inside seems to be quite strong…"
   

        "Make way, make way. We are the disciples of Ringing Water Martial Art School. Make way." Mindy and her group quickly opened the door.
   

        Before them was a spacious hall. There were quite a few disciples who used to work out near the fitness equipment on the side, but now it was empty. Only two disciples were busy at the counter.
   

        "Sister Baris, sister Ofi, where is everyone else?"
   

        As soon as Laura entered, she asked.
   

        The woman on the left with a ponytail looked up from the counter, "Everyone went over to the combat arena, there's an uncle here to challenge the school."
   

        "Let's go over and take a look."
   

        Having received an accurate answer, Laura glanced at Mindy.
   

        The five of them started walking down the corridor.
   

        Soon, they arrived at the combat arena. It's an open-space area, surrounded by a running track, with the arena in the middle.
   

        At this moment, the track was filled with the school's disciples.
   

        Mindy curiously looked up onto the arena.
   

        Two people were standing on each side of the arena, facing each other.
   

        The one on the left she recognized as the school's vice principal.
   

        Thirty-five years old, male, known as Simon Belmont. As the assistant principal of Ringing Water Martial Art School, Simon's martial arts skills are very strong, at least magically deep in Mindy's view. His strength sets him apart from the other dozen or so instructors. Only the principal could surpass Simon in actual combat according to Instructor Aran who trained Mindy and her peers in martial arts.
   

        Simon, the vice principal, is a pillar of the younger generation in Ringing Water Spirit Road. He is a master of secret martial arts in North Flow County.
   

        He has long achieved the second realm in Boxing Method, Virtual Water, and has gone quite a distance. Apart from the named disciples, entrance disciples, and inner disciples in Ringing Water Spirit Road, there are also several core disciples in each generation, and the second of them was trained by Simon Belmont. They were master and disciple.
   

        Some time ago, many of the cores from the Ringing Water Spirit Road had gone to participate in the martial arts exchange competition in East Sea County and achieved good rankings.
   

        Simon was the team leader of that time.
   

        On the right of the arena stood a thin middle-aged man in black clothes. His face was pale, extremely unhealthy, and he had a straggling beard. Furthermore, ugly traces of scars were left on his face.
   

        The man's hair was white, and his wasted body looked like wild grass.
   

        "He looks so sickly..."
   

        "How could he possibly win against Simon."
   

        Laura murmured to herself.
   

        As her voice fell, the two figures on the arena started to move.
   

        Thud, thud, two dull sounds of feet hitting the arena floor echoed. Two dark shadows collided in the middle like lightning.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, the sound of firecrackers exploding echoed wave after wave.
   

        Sharp-eyed people could see that two groupings of black shadows were furiously colliding, intertwining and merging like two dark clouds.
   

        The two sides had only been fighting for less than half a minute.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        Suddenly, a figure violently retreated from the combat scene.
   

        Mindy fixed her eyes on the sight.
   

        The figure in the lake blue combat suit turned out to be Simon Belmont, the vice-principal!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        On the arena.
   

        Simon retreated several steps to stabilize his frame, raising his head to look fiercely at the white-haired man in the center of the arena, surprise flashing in his eyes. Just ten minutes ago, this man had come to challenge the newly opened Ringing Water Martial Art School, and several instructors had already been defeated.
   

        Simon arrived at the Martial Arts School a few minutes ago and stopped the other instructors who wanted to enter the ring, planning to personally defeat this overconfident martial artist. Against the backdrop of North Flow Country, the Ringing Water School subtly emerged as the number one secret martial art school, not just any Tom, Dick or Harry could challenge it. He would defeat the man in the style of Thunder!
   

        However, Simon sensed something was not right after exchanging a few punches with him a moment ago. The white-haired man was strong, not a brute who didn't know what he was getting into, but rather a determined challenger who had come with confidence.
   

        The last punch had put him on the losing end.
   

        One could say he had already lost half a mile.
   

        Simon looked at the man across from him as if to re-evaluate him. He could not hold back against a skilled opponent.
   

         "Be careful..." 
   

        Simon warned, then posed in the standard combat stance for Ringing Water Secret Martial Arts. Unlike the Wind Elephant's Secret Martial Art's stable and atmospheric combat position, the Ringing Water Secret Martial Art's combat position leans towards agility, and the hands are placed in a position that is always ready to strike.
   

        Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh...
   

        Stepping forward, Simon boldly charged at Casio. His fingertips waved in the air, leaving a series of blurred trails.
   

        The second stage of the Ringing Water Fist Technique was the Solid Water Level, and the first stage was called the Virtual Water Level. Solid and virtual, easy to understand. This stage of Ringing Water Fist Technique advocated complex changes, known for its ability to confuse the enemy with rapid changes and strikes that could be deadly.
   

        Simon has been immersed in the realm of Solid Water Level for a decade.
   

        At this moment, the moment he made his move, he was incredibly skilful. His hands moved quickly, like two flourishing flowers, aimed straight at his opponent.
   

        Casio's hands were set on either side of his head, like a boxer.
   

        His expression was very calm, he wasn't confused by Simon's dazzling tricks, he still followed his own rhythm.
   

        His fist opened and closed, mainly using the Straight Fist and the Swing Punch. Every swing of his arm was like a whip lash.
   

        With every punch, Simon had to defend quickly.
   

        After a few continuous moves, Simon could hardly maintain the changing pace of his hands, and was finding it more and more difficult. His opponent's combat style was different from most secret martial artists. Every move was filled with an overwhelming killing intention, or rather, brutality.
   

        If you had to find a similar style of fist technique.
   

        It would probably be the Assassination Fist.
   

        But, the man in front of him was not using the Assassination Fist.
   

        That could only mean that this kind of combat is this opponent's personal style, developed over a long period of progression.
   

        "Thump!"
   

        There was another rapid exchange of fists in mid-air.
   

        Casio, Fist to fist, landed a punch on Simon's joint. Taking advantage of the numbness and shattered strength in his arm, his next punch broke through Simon's defense, resembling a spear thrown straight ahead, pointing fiercely at Simon's chest.
   

        With a "whoosh," the wind from the punch stirred the ripples in his clothes.
   

        Both of them stopped their movements instantly.
   

        Simon shook his numb right hand, looking at the fist stopped on his chest with a grimace. With just a slight increase in force, he could have been severely injured by the punch.
   

        Worse still, he could have been killed on the spot if luck wasn't on his side.
   

        Simon looked at Casio with a somber expression, though his physique seemed to have some issues, his strength was not up to par with his own. But his combat techniques were well-honed, he had almost completely abandoned any unpractical fancy moves. He was solely driven by lethality and aggressiveness.
   

        As though honed in the place between life and death.
   

         Simon looked at Casio, who was slowly pulling back his fist and asked.
   

        "With such a strong killing intent, how many lives have you taken?"
   

         Casio paused for a moment: "I don't remember."
   

        He then added: "Also, killing intent doesn't necessarily come from killing people, killing other things can be the same..."
   

        The brutal combat style displayed a moment ago was not Casio's, but a combination of Casio and Li Wei. In all previous retrospections, the realm of the antique original owners was not great. But in this retrospection, Li Wei had experienced various battles over a decade.
   

        His mastery of the fist technique and the efficiency of force utilization were even higher than Casio's. Casio had also been gradually digesting Li Wei's memories these past days, integrating their styles. He had even reached the realm of major accomplishment in the Elephant Herd Chapter and began to progress.
   

         There were signs of improving towards 80% efficiency.
   

        On the arena, Casio held his fists in both hands to show a concession.
   

        Suddenly, the sports field under the arena was in an uproar. The fighters present were students of the Ringing Water Martial Art School, all aware of the strength of Deputy Chief Instructor Simon. But he was defeated by a stranger?
   

        "Simon, the deputy chief instructor... lost...?"
   

        Laura shook her head, with an unbelieving expression on her face.
   

        Mindy stood behind the two instructors and was slightly closer to the front she could hear the conversation of the two.
   

        "What a ruthless technique, almost every punch is aimed straight at the vitals. Brother Simon was forced to defend himself, the Virtual Water Level fist technique hardly had any confusing effect..."
   

         "Brother Simon did not lose unjustly, this man is very strong..."
   

        "Do you think he could last a few rounds with the school master?"
   

        "He should be able to..."
   

        Mindy listened to their conversation, raising her head to look towards the arena. The man who had come to challenge was chatting casually with Deputy Chief Instructor Simon, and then they quickly walked towards the hallway.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        An hour later.
   

        At the Ringing Water Martial Art School, there is a room at the back of the building specifically used to entertain esteemed guests. At this moment, three people are in it, having tea.
   

        To the left is the white-haired Casio, to the right is Simon who had just fought with Casio. Sitting between them is an elderly man who looks over sixty. He is wearing a lake-blue combat suit. Embroidered on the back of the combat suit is an elliptical, spiral-shaped, dark stripe, a symbol representing the Ringing Water Road.
   

        "You're a survivor of the Wind Elephant Gate?!"
   

        The old man abruptly stands from his seat.
   

        He stares at Casio in shock.
   

        "Yes, I'm probably the last one left from the Wind Elephant Gate..."
   

        Casio raises his head to look back at the old man, who seems to be at a loss for words. He says, "I know what you want to ask. Yes, a mysterious force did target the Wind Elephant Gate more than a decade ago. But they were not from the martial arts schools or even the Secret Martial Arts World. They were very dangerous."
   

        "Knowing this could bring disaster to the entire Ringing Water Road. Do you still want to know more? I can tell you…"
   

        Casio is very straight-forward, clearly laying out the pros and cons.
   

        This time, unlike the third retrospection, many factors are not in his favor. The leverage that he holds can only earn him some trades from the Ringing Water Road, far from enough to forge an in-depth cooperation.
   

        Casio doesn't wish to pass his troubles onto others.
   

        After hearing what Casio says, the old man falls silent.
   

        After a while, he finally speaks, "Then let's drop it. Let's discuss other matters. You mentioned that you want to trade an extremely precious secret technique for our high-level secret medicine of the Ringing Water Road?"
   

        He pauses for a moment before asking, "Which aspects exactly does it involve?"
   

        Casio puts down his teacup, "I need a medicine that can repair and heal life potential, and improve a person's core bone talent."
   

        The old man slightly knits his brows.
   

        "Such medicines are usually the most valuable. And regarding the repairing and healing of life potential that you mentioned, I'm not sure I completely understand. We do have secret medicine which can repair internal injuries and stabilize the aura. I wonder if it meets your requirements…"
   

        "Furthermore, of course, we do have the secret medicine that can improve your core bone talent. However, most of these are effective only on young martial artists. There is only one called Black Valley Pills that can work on adult martial artists, with a very limited effect."
   

        The master of the Ringing Water Martial Art School explains thoroughly.
   

        After finishing the introduction, he turns to Casio.
   

        "Could you introduce the secret technique you're trading with us?"
   

        Casio nods and says, "The technique I'm offering is called the Heart-eye, primarily focusing on the five human senses…"
   

        "Once a person fully cultivates the five senses through the Heart-eye Secret Technique, a sixth sense that allows one to anticipate the opponent's moves will form. The technique mainly focuses on intuition and physical reactions during its cultivation process. Once perfected, it would be like having a third eye…"
   

        "…"
   

        With Casio's introduction continuing, the spirit of the master of the Ringing Water martial arts school deepens. His technique is strikingly similar to a fighter's aura, a sense of intuition manifested by the circulation of Qi and gravity around him.
   

        Having been defeated easily by a gladiator with his aura during a spar, the old man is sensitive to abilities of this kind.
   

        Based on Casio's description, this secret technique called 'Heart-eye' is essentially a stripped-down version of the distinctive aura of fighters, isn't it?
   

        If fist-fighting masters could grasp this technique, it would be a significant boost for many of those who have already hit a plateau in their abilities. Of course, the improvement would be in combat strength rather than realm.
   

        Moreover, would those prodigies who were originally gifted and could touch the bottlenecks of fist fighters and gladiators be able to experience the unique aura of gladiators after practicing the Heart-eye Secret Technique? Would they have an edge when trying to break through their bottlenecks?
   

        These all remain uncertain.
   

        One can only say that the Heart-eye Secret Technique is as precious as Casio claims it to be. The value of the specifics, though, would depend on the secret techniques themselves.
   

        It isn't until late afternoon, nearing dusk.
   

        In the living room, Casio and the old man shake hands.
   

        Both of them have smiles on their faces.
   

        "Pleasure doing business with you." ×2
   

        The old man claps his hands, and immediately, someone carrying a hand suitcase comes over, standing next to the tea table. He carefully places pills, one bottle after another into the suitcase then closes it.
   

        Meanwhile, Casio, from his pocket, takes out the remaining half of the secret manual.
   

        The final exchange is made between both parties.
   

        The old man nods satisfactorily, quickly scanning the content in the manual to make sure it is complete, then can't resist asking a question.
   

        "Mr. Twilight, you should only be trading with us at the Ringing Water Road… We should have more opportunities to cooperate in the future…"
   

        His intend is rather straightforward.
   

        Casio smiles and nods, "Of course."
   

        Subsequently, the same scene unfolded again at the Golden Rock Fist Dojo.
   

        A bald man with thick eyebrows and large eyes shook hands with Casio.
   

        The two nodded at each other.
   

        "Mr. Dusk, we should have a lot more cooperation...."
   

        By the time Casio finished everything, it was already the morning of June 7th. He carried his suitcase and left the Golden Rock Fist Dojo.
   

        The view was filled with morning mist on the gray-white street.
   

        Casio found his direction and swiftly walked away.
   

        About a dozen seconds later, a silhouette stepped out from the dojo and quickly followed in the direction Casio had taken.
   

        June 7th, at half past eight in the morning.
   

        In a narrow, secluded alleyway.
   

        A large bald man slowly relaxed his palm.
   

        On the wall, a woman, with a sunken face and blood pouring out, collapsed with a thud, and her dagger fell on the ground.
   

        The woman was wearing a red dress, with exposed skin that was unusually fair and a hot figure. She should have been a beauty, now completely disfigured by the fight.
   

        The bald man shook off the blood from his hand, took a glance at the tear in his clothes and the untouched chest below it, and sneered.
   

        "Assassin? Doesn't even have a gun."
   

        "Is this Dusk's so-called mysterious power? It's nothing but..."
   

        His sentence suddenly halted, and his silhouette blinked and charged out of the alley. The entire street was bustling with people, with the occasional car driving by.
   

        But the figure in the trench coat had already disappeared.
   

        "Goddamn it!"
   

        The bald man punched the wall, leaving a dent.
   

        Fragments of rock scattered on the ground.
   

        He walked back into the alley with a gloomy face, casually grabbed the red-dressed woman by the hair, dragging her body away slowly.
   

        At half past two in the afternoon, inside a single house in the city area.
   

        Tom and Xia La were studying in the study room on the second floor.
   

        On the first floor, in a wide empty room.
   

        Three wooden barrels were placed in the corner one after another, each as large as a bathtub, all filled with different contents.
   

        From left to right, they were filled with hot water, ice cubes, and sand.
   

        Next to the barrels, there was a single table placed there.
   

        On the table were two opened boxes.
   

        Bottles of pills were sorted and placed on the left and right.
   

        There were three types of secret medicines in total.
   

        There were two from the Ringing Water Road martial art school. One was a white paste that could heal internal injuries and chronic diseases, and the other was Black Valley Pills which could slightly enhance the core bone talent of an adult secret martial artist. The Golden Rock Fist martial art school had one called Bone Eating Water, which could swiftly increase one's cultivation realm.
   

        These three were said to be the pinnacle of secret medicine within their respective schools, very precious. Even elders had to apply and make contributions in order to use them.
   

        However, this time, Casio obtained quite a few of them.
   

        He had as many as three bottles of white paste, and a total of five Black Valley Pills.
   

        And half a bottle of Bone Eating Water the size of a fist.
   

        He wondered if it could have an effect on Li Wei's body...
   

        After ingesting the white paste, one needs to soak in hot water, stimulate the pores to open, and continuously discharge the stagnated blood in the body.
   

        After taking the Black Valley Pills, one needs to soak in cold water, even in ice cubes. This is because the process of enhancing the core bone will cause body heat to skyrocket, and if not cooled down, one may faint from the heat.
   

        And finally, after drinking Bone Eating Water, the entire body cannot move an inch or all their previous efforts would be wasted. But it also causes excruciating pain, so one has to immobilise their body.
   

        Usually, their whole body except the head is immersed in the sand.
   

        Casio glanced at the three barrels and walked to the table on the left, reaching out to grab one of the bottles.
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        White medicinal paste.
   

        He felt it most urgent to first repair this frayed and broken body. From yesterday's sparring battle in the Ringing Water Road, Casio had already felt the impact of his battered body on his boxing realm, which could probably only exhibit about 50% of its original strength. Even though he could still defeat Simon, the two sparred for quite a while before Simon was defeated.
   

        That is to say, both were at the same fighting level.
   

        Casio was slightly stronger.
   

        He opened a bottle of the white medicinal paste in the brilliant sunlight streaming in from the window. Inside was an off-white, sticky, yoghurt-like paste. However, this paste was slightly more viscous and had a faint fragrance of mint.
   

        He wondered if it contained some kind of mint-like plant.
   

        This paste was not meant to be applied but eaten directly.
   

        The head of the Ringing Water Martial Art School had precisely instructed that martial artists who had not broken their human limit could only eat a teaspoon at a time, and those who had could eat up to a third of a bottle.
   

        Following these guidelines, Casio immediately scooped out some paste and swallowed it.
   

        Surprisingly, the white medicinal paste tasted silky-smooth and not at all unpalatable. The cooling sensation left a refreshing minty aftertaste in his mouth, and the remaining paste was sweet.
   

        He stood and waited for three minutes.
   

        Casio suddenly felt a chill in his chest, as though a cool stream of air was slowly secreting from within, quickly spreading out from his internal organs, mostly through his muscles and blood vessels.
   

        The spread of this cool air was slow, yet it seemed determined to cover his entire body. Casio felt the medicine taking effect, so he quickly plunged into the barrel he was standing in.
   

        The warm water, not hot enough to burn, enveloped his body.
   

        He immediately felt an icy-hot sensation.
   

        The outer layer of skin felt the hot water, while the inside felt the chill from the slowly spreading air. He felt hot one moment and cold the next. Time passed in seconds.
   

        Suddenly, Casio felt a pain within, but it didn't last. The pain quickly transformed into comfort, much like using an iron rod to clear a blockage.
   

        This seemed to be the white medicinal paste healing his internal wounds.
   

        This sequence of pain and relief repeated several times.
   

        This indicated that Li Wei had seven or eight persistent injuries.
   

        About half an hour later, the hot water gradually cooled into lukewarm water.
   

        The pristine water was now tinged with faint red, and some solid black substance floated on the surface. It was dirty blood expelled from Casio's pores when they opened up.
   

        With a splashing sound...
   

        He stood up from the barrel and looked at his body.
   

        It was still as shrivelled as before, covered in numerous scars, much like an extremely unappetizing piece of rib. However, his muscles were no longer pale but displayed a faint red signifying some vitality. Casio suddenly felt much lighter.
   

        Stepping out of the tub, he casually performed a set of boxing movements.
   

        The movements were smoother, and his joints more flexible.
   

        There was no doubt that the white medicinal paste was healing the old wounds on Li Wei's body, but whether or not it could restore his life potential remained questionable. He might need to consume it several times more for the effect to show.
   

        Casio took a deep breath.
   

        His eyes rested again on another bottle lying on the table.
   

        No point talking about it; he had to strike while the iron was hot.
   

        He continued with the Black Valley pills.
   

        Unlike the White medicinal paste, there were only five Black Valley pills.
   

        The headmaster of Ringing Water Martial Art School, the old man, had said that the Black Valley pills could be consumed directly at half-hour intervals.
   

        The thing to note was that the effectiveness of these pills waned significantly after the first use.
   

        With the pill the size of his fingertip in his hand, Casio pondered in silence.
   

        Li Wei's original talent and bone structure were deemed above average. But after exhausting his life potential, his skills and abilities began to falter, hanging on to middle to high standards at best.
   

        It was the kind that would slump after another burst of impact.
   

        Casio was worried about whether the five Black Valley pills could bring his talent to a higher grade. He wouldn't expect it to grow beyond average or exceptionally high, but it would be a fortunate turn if his skills became a tad better.
   

        After all, the headmaster of the Ringing Water Martial Art School had warned him.
   

        The best time to enhance one's potential talent with secret medicine is during adolescence. Once one reaches adulthood, improvement is hard. While Black Valley Pill is the most severe of all potential improving secret medicines, it also has the most minimal effect.
   

        "I hope it works..."
   

        Casio murmured to himself.
   

        Following that, he swallowed the Black Valley pill in his hand.
   

        The Black Valley pill had no distinctive taste.
   

        Just as he swallowed it, Casio walked towards the middle of the wood bucket.
   

        Before he had time to step in, a burning sensation traveled down from his throat through his oesophagus and into his stomach. Immediately, his stomach felt like a furnace; the intense medicinal power filled his gut, covering his stomach at an incredible speed.
   

        He quickly submerged himself in the bucket full of ice.
   

        Since some time had gone by, the ice in the barrel had melted, leaving the water cold, and his skin's hair stood erect upon contact.
   

        But this chilling sensation lasted only for a few minutes.
   

        The heat wave inside Casio was getting broader, slowly but powerfully sweeping his entire body, wildly ricocheting within his flesh.
   

        His skin gradually turned reddish, his blood accelerating within his blood vessels. The heat radiating from his skin was continually carried away by the ice cubes. In the wooden tub, the proportion of water was slowly rising.
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        Half an hour later.
   

        Casio, red as a cooked lobster, opened his eyes and reached out to grab another pill.
   

        The pain should be endured all at once.
   

        Taking the dosage piecemeal made the discomfort worse.
   

        With a 'Gulu' sound, a wave of heat surged from his belly. Casio exhaled slowly, readjusting his position.
   

        Each pill took half an hour, which made it two and a half hours for five pills.
   

        During this time, Casio was in a state of constant heat, like a huge furnace.
   

        Radiating intense heat non-stop.
   

        A bucket full of ice was melted into clear water.
   

        By the time he took the last pill, it was scalding.
   

        Splash~
   

        Casio stumbled out of the wooden tub.
   

        Suddenly, a series of crackling sounds came from his joints. Slowly, he extended his hands, crossed them over, and held them chest-high. He stood in a horse-step stance, feet apart. Once in state, Casio felt his muscles slowly contracting, becoming stronger.
   

        It was as if a healing vitality was licking his wounds.
   

        Slowly brewing, waiting to burst forth.
   

        His innate talent had reached the upper level. Indeed... 
   

        It couldn't match Casio's natural upper-intermediate aptitude, which was a lower class, but it was already praiseworthy.
   

        With this high aptitude, there is hope for the future!
   

        Casio stepped out of the wooden tub, checking the time.
   

        It was nearly six, at dusk.
   

        He planned to rest a while as a tub of sand wouldn't cool down like hot water or melt like ice.
   

        Immediately, Casio began to tidy up the secret room, emptying and washing the two wooden tubs.
   

        Then he went to the kitchen and made dinner himself.
   

        It was around six-thirty.
   

        He went upstairs to call the two in the study to have dinner.
   

        The hall was brightly lit, the windows on the left were open, revealing the sidewalk outside. Occasionally, pedestrians in light clothing would chatter as they passed.
   

        The sound of the passing cars faintly enter.
   

        The table was laid with a sumptuous dinner.
   

        The skin of the pan-fried fish emanated a rich aroma. The crispy skin sprinkled with cumin and seasoning, revealing its tender white meat.
   

        There was also a plate of tenderly stewed beef chunks next to it.
   

        Broccoli cream soup, mashed potatoes, fried pork ham with a sprinkle of vegetables. At the centre lay several large loaves of bread, almost as big as a face.
   

        Casio bought these from a nearby bakery.
   

        Soft and delicious, carrying a faint milky aroma.
   

        Tom and Xia La were very delighted. The meals weren't always great as they were often on the move with Li Wei. They would even find a simple mushroom soup tasty, let alone a table full of dishes. 
   

        Tom took a bite of the pork ham, with grease all over his mouth, a piece fell on the table. He remembered the table manners taught by Uncle and felt a bit embarrassed.
   

        He coughed lightly and raised his head, only to find Casio eating more ravenously than him. A hefty piece of pork ham disappeared in no time. It was as if he was a starving ghost reincarnated.
   

        Caught by surprise, he chuckled in silence.
   

        Perhaps it was his imagination, but Tom sensed that the Uncle's complexion had become more lively and vibrant.
   

        He no longer appeared weak and in pain as before.
   

        I wish this kind of condition could last.
   

        He prayed silently and started sipping the soup.
   

        At seven-thirty in the evening.
   

        Again, in that secret room.
   

        The lights were already on and Casio closed the door behind him.
   

        He walked over to the table, picking up a transparent bottle on the right. Inside was a translucent blue liquid which was only half filled. 
   

        It was the Bone Eating Water-the magic potion of the Golden Rock Fist. It was said that the body's physical realm could be greatly enhanced after the first dose. However, the extent varies from person to person. 
   

        For Li Wei, whose body had already reached the second realm of accelerated blood flow, it was unrealistic to have ambitions of reaching the stars in one step.
   

        Especially to go directly from the second to the third realm of blood acceleration.
   

        It was just a fantasy unless the Golden Rock Fist could give Casio ten to twelve bottles.
   

        He might as well drink it as a beverage.
   

        Gulu Gulu ... 
   

        He popped the cork off and gulped it down.
   

        The taste was like disinfectant; it made him feel dizzy. The taste was hard to swallow, much like drinking soapy water. He couldn't help but let out a loud burp. 
   

        Nonchalantly placing the bottle on the table, Casio stepped into the only wooden tub in the room, covering his entire body with sand.
   

        His eyes were half-closed, quietly awaiting the effects to kick in.
   

        As the name suggested, the Bone Eating Water was ruthless.
   

        Ka Ka Ka… Ka Ka Ka… Ka Ka Ka… 
   

        With his eyes closed, he began to hear sounds from within his body. But it wasn't from his joints, rather from his bones. 
   

        It was as if there were thousands of tiny hammers softly tapping on them.
   

        It was not painful at the beginning, and was even somewhat comfortable. But as time passed, the hammers grew in size and struck with more force. Until at some point, it was like crossing a threshold, and the hammer was swung all at once.
   

        Like ramming the ground hard.
   

        Ka Chik!
   

        Clenching his teeth, Casio's temples throbbed.
   

        It seemed he could hear the sound of his own bones snapping.
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        Illusion?
   

        Upon careful sensing, it's not.
   

        The bone really did break! It was the right leg bone.
   

        Creak!
   

        Another crisp sound.
   

        Casio lets out a muffled grunt, a bead of sweat drips from his forehead.
   

        This time it's the left leg, the leg bone is cracked.
   

        Then, like it was prearranged.
   

        Cracking sounds started erupting from his bones all over his body.
   

        The cracks spread like a spider web across his skeleton, from his leg bone up to his arm, an endless surge of severe pain spreading in an instant.
   

        Casio's heavy breath was becoming heavier, under the onslaught of extreme pain his heart pounded like a drum. The only sound within the secluded secret room was his heavy panting, like a water buffalo. Bone Eating Water was painful, but Casio could still endure.
   

        This was thanks to the continuous stimulation of the training potions.
   

        Which made his tolerance to pain formidable.
   

        The extreme pain brought on by the Bone Eating Water was beyond anything before, but the pain came and went quickly. In just about ten minutes, Casio felt the pain throughout his body noticeably diminish.
   

        After twenty minutes, it returned to the initial level.
   

        After thirty minutes, the effects of the potion completely wore off.
   

        He was about to stand up, but suddenly his head felt dizzy.
   

        The mental side effects of using the Forbidden Technique had kicked in.
   

        Casio forcefully endured for five minutes, shaking his head to stand up.
   

        Dust showered off his body like rain.
   

        He raised his hand and gently swept away the sand on his chest.
   

        However, his palm felt the uneven muscles, they weren't thin ribs but full blocks of meat.
   

        Looking down, his pectoral muscles were now visible.
   

        Below that, six abdominal muscles were evenly arranged on both sides.
   

        Not only that, Casio surveyed his body.  He had grown at least two sizes larger than before, his toned muscles protruded where they should, their lines sharp and distinct.
   

        This was the healthy physique a fist-artist should have.
   

        If the previous Li Wei was a stray cat with protruding bones, Casio now can at least be considered a cheetah.
   

        Inside the secret room, he slowly stretched out his powerful hand.
   

        A strong grip, a familiar sensation of strength surged into his palm muscles, the streamlined contour sprung like rebar.
   

        Casio grinned, his bare teeth reflected in the light. He spread his arms out sideways, suddenly his whole body's muscular contours released a touch of black, flexing with a hard burst.
   

        Ssss...
   

        Raise his tall body like a bent bow, Casio took a ferocious breath, chest swelled up like a balloon. The air twirled around his nose and mouth like three or four white wires.
   

        This inhalation seemed to be endless.
   

        It lasted a full half minute.
   

        Casio's shape also rose inch by inch, the muscles exaggeratedly bulged out more than usual, like a tall barrier.
   

        It was a bit thin, but barriers can always grow thicker.
   

        He casually waved his arms, the bulging muscles on his both arms are extraordinarily fierce, there was a certain sense of power in the light sway.
   

        A few minutes passed.
   

        There was a dull sound.
   

        He couldn't suppress the power in his body, circles of Air Waves sprayed out from his pores, it swirled like a gale.
   

        Muffled roars echoed through the secret room.
   

        Shortly after, Casio's body gradually shrank like it was letting out air, finally returning to a normal toned muscular physique.
   

        He raised his head and glanced at the status bar in the upper right corner.
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 76.6% (Three layers in total)"→
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist: Elephant Herd 78.5% (Three layers in total)"
   

        "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Wormbite 36.5% (Three layers in total)"→ "Elephant Soul Secret Technique: Wormbite 61.8% (Three layers in total)"
   

        Directly increased the training volume by twenty-five percent.
   

        Bone Eating Water is indeed a precious potion from the pinnacle of Golden Rock Fist.
   

        One can equate to two doses of secret medicine from the Ringing Water Road.
   

        In an instant, Casio had reduced the gap to complete 66.7% of the Bug Bite Episode Major Accomplishment realm to only 5%. This 5% might take him a few years of cultivation on his own, but it had saved him a lot of time. The Bone Eating Water's effect had exceeded his imagination.
   

        He had originally thought that the increase would probably be between fifteen to twenty percent, but it had reached twenty-five percent.
   

        Casio twisted his neck, and all the fatigue dragged down by his weak body had vanished in an instance, and the long-lost sense of strength reappeared.
   

        "It's been a half-month of being treated that way, it's time for me to get a refund," he picked up the wooden barrel and slowly headed for the front door.
   

        June 8th, sunny weather, seven o' clock in the morning.
   

        White fog blanketed parts of Northern Flow City's blocks. Pedestrians appeared and disappeared on the sidewalks, while cars traveled with their headlights turned on.
   

        A man in a black trench coat emerged from a single house on the side street, walking out emotionlessly through the wooden gate.
   

        Not far away, at the corner of the main road and an alley.  A man in a suit was wearing a black wide-brimmed hat and held a briefcase, looking at his watch from time to time as though he was waiting for someone.
   

        While scanning the alley, he seemed to casually glance at the trench-coated man approaching but then quickly lowered his head again.
   

        The wide-brimmed hat covered most of his face, obscuring his features.
   

        Click, click, click ...
   

        In the faint fog, the footsteps gradually drew nearer.
   

        Until at a certain point, they suddenly stopped.
   

        The middle-aged man put down his right hand from checking the handwatch and saw a pair of black boots in his lower right vision. Instantly, a whip-like leg, as fierce as a black python sprang towards him, filling his field of view.
   

        A minute later, footsteps echoed in the alley.
   

        Casio brushed off his black hat and adjusted the front and back ends before gently placing it on his head.
   

        His footsteps changed direction, and he went straight down the sidewalk.
   

        Five minutes later, at a corner at a crossroad.
   

        A young boy in brown overalls was shouting here, he had a beret with stripes and carried a box like a backpack on his back, filled with printed newspapers.
   

        "North Flow Country morning news, freshly printed North Flow County morning news!"
   

        "One dollar per copy, only one dollar per copy!"
   

        A man in a trench coat was approaching from the left street.
   

        "Give me one."
   

        "Alright," The boy reached behind him.
   

        "Let me help you. It's not very convenient for you." The trench-coated man's voice was low, immediately followed by his hand resting on the boy's nape.
   

        The boy's body shivered, his head raised up stiffly.
   

        Confronting him was a face as cold as steel.
   

        At seven-thirty in the morning, on Jenny Street, Casio briefly reviewed the newspaper's contents before tossing it into the trash can.
   

        He slowly turned his head, feeling at least three or four discreet gazes projected towards him. The corner of his mouth curled up just a smidgen.
   

        Shadow Organization, a bunch of mice in the sewer. Since they chose to be pawns, they should be ready to be cleared away...
   

        *********************
   

        June 9th, six o' clock in the afternoon, at dusk.
   

        The sunset in the horizon was tinged with red, streaks of rays spread from the sky across the city. The pointed and domed tiles of various buildings reflected the golden red light, dazzling at a glance.
   

        The vast red cloud layer looked just like an ocean.
   

        In the suburbs of Northern Flow City, near the train station on an open space.
   

        Two tall men dressed peculiarly walked step by step out of the woods, their eyes locked onto the metal train parked at the train station. One of them with thick eyebrows turned to the other and said, "Wolf, these human beings created such a thing."
   

        "I can't feel any totem aura or supernatural sense on it. It is just a long horse carriage built from metal."
   

        The taller one pulled out a palm-sized stone from his bosom and began pinpointing something while saying, "Don't concern yourself with these things, we must catch the traitor and bring him back!"
   

        "As a sacrifice for the great Totem King..."
   

        As soon as his voice trailed off, a figure approached from afar.
   

        The figure was entirely dressed in black, with a hat that covered his entire face. He wore black gloves, and black boots.
   

        HIs only exposed feature was a chin as pale as to appear bloodless.
   

        "Lord Wolf, Lord Owl. Earl Andrew asked me to send regards to you two. My name is Robert; I am the leader of this operation of the Shadow Organization." The man in the suit executed a simple ritualistic greeting.
   

        He slightly raised his head, revealing sharp teeth that indicated his identity.
   

        "Robert, huh? How's the situation here? My totem stone can sense that he is still within the range of this city."
   

        The wolf tucked the stone back into his bosom.
   

        "Everything is well. My men are monitoring him all over the city. He cannot escape from our palms." the man replied.
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        "Boss... Boss..." The man stammered: "All of our assassins deployed around the target have been wiped out..."
   

        He glanced at Robert, fear in his eyes.
   

        Robert, the man in a suit, laughed at the sheer audacity, suddenly appearing before the man, his right hand grabbing at his collar: "Didn't I make it clear that this target is not an ordinary human? I told all the assassins to keep hidden and refrain from acting, in order to avoid detection, didn't I?"
   

        The team member was lifted off the ground.
   

        His feet dangling, he quivered and stammered.
   

        "Boss, it's not our fault... The target's perception is just too keen. Our assassins, sent out to track him several times, were all wiped out from a distance. The assassins who were surveilling the target lost contact in an instant, without even the chance to retreat. It's suspected that as soon as they were spotted, they were killed..."
   

        The team member swallowed, telling the truth.
   

        "Useless! What is the point of keeping you around?!"
   

        Rage visibly surged in Robert's eyes, as he suddenly raised his hand, ready to kill his infuriating subordinate to vent his anger.
   

        "Thud."
   

        A powerful hand suddenly blocked Robert's hand knife.
   

        Blue light emanated from the lines on the palm. From a distance, it looked as if the hand was covered with a blue luminous glove.
   

        Robert turned his head to see the Wolf standing by his side.
   

        "There is no need for this, we've only momentarily lost the betrayer's specific location. He is still in this city."
   

        "If we want to find him, it will only take one night..."
   

        The Wolf slowly withdrew his hand and continued, "That betrayer was already severely injured. Now that he can instantly sense and discover our trained watchers, his injury is presumably almost completely healed. I think it's necessary to act tonight."
   

        "To avoid dreaming long dreams..." As he spoke, he looked at the Owl next to him, the two nodding in agreement.
   

        June 10th, 8pm.
   

        Robert received important news from the Shadow Organization. The Federation's Special Affairs Bureau's Division 13, the Black Mechanism, had dispatched several commissioners to the Eastern Six Counties. A few of them had already hurried to Northern Flow City a few days ago, for unknown purposes.
   

        In short, they advised Robert to tread carefully.
   

        To avoid attracting the attention of the hunting dogs of the Black Mechanism.
   

        Upon receiving this intelligence, the Wolf and Owl felt even more strongly that they should undertake action tonight. They had special methods to guide the direction when approaching the target within a certain range.
   

        Perhaps within a few hours, they could flush out the betrayer.
   

        All this required the full cooperation of the Shadow Organization.
   

        After a brief discussion, the Shadow Organization teamed up with the Wolf and Owl to launch the operation, starting at 8:30pm.
   

        They began with a purposeless search across the city, each person carrying a type of stone powder. They sprinkled the powder on the ground at regular intervals, observing the specific changes in the powder.
   

        Around 9:30pm, in the southern district of Northern Flow City.
   

        The powder sprinkled there turned into a luminescent color.
   

        Immediately, the nearby members of the Shadow Organization gathered.
   

        Using that place as the starting point, they continued sprinkling powder on all the surrounding streets. Predictably, the fluorescent effect reappeared on Dinan Main Road. This was followed by repetitions of the same process.
   

        This powder was provided by the Wolf and Owl and came from the vast mountains. It was called Hound Stone Powder, created by wizards to track the movements of totem creatures. When sprinkled on the path where the totem creatures have passed, if the time does not exceed half a day, it will glow. This principle also applies to wizards.
   

        Hound Stone Powder glows when it reacts to Totem Aura.
   

        Around 10 o'clock in the night.
   

        The Shadow Organization confirmed that the target was within the southern district.
   

        It was then time for the two wizards, Wolf and Owl, to step in. They reluctantly ground the precious Totem Stone into powder.
   

        Then they gently scattered the powder on one path.
   

        Immediately afterward, the powder seemed to mysteriously drift towards a particular direction, not because of the wind, but against the wind.
   

        After following the powder for about ten meters, it fell to the ground and lost its effectiveness. The Wolf continued to sprinkle Totem Stone powder into the air while the Owl followed behind, step by step.
   

        This tracking lasted about half an hour.
   

        By 10:30 pm, the night had deepened. Aside from some main city roads, most streets became much less traversed.
   

        Vehicles switched on their headlights, slowly passing by.
   

        In front of a single house.
   

        The two wizards stopped, looking over the enclosure wall at the white building on the second floor. There was a window emitting a soft yellow light, and one could faintly make out a man's figure, seemingly writing something at a desk.
   

        "Is it here?" The Owl narrowed his eyes.
   

        The powder just now drifted towards the front door of this single house. Maybe the target was inside.
   

        Wolf didn't say anything. He merely took another pinch of powder from his clenched palm and gently scattered it in mid-air.
   

        The powder wafted in the air like a wisp of blue smoke, slowly rotating and lingering at the doorway of the single house, then abruptly drifted to the right.
   

        "It's not here," the Wolf shook his head.
   

        "Then let's ignore it and continue the chase," the Owl picked up his pace.
   

        The powder had started to drift ahead. They didn't want to waste the precious Totem Stone. As for why the powder was drifting inside just now, it would have to be put aside temporarily. The powder was undoubtedly pursuing the target, indicating that the betrayer was not in this single-family residence now, but was wandering elsewhere.
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        No need to waste effort on this residential building anymore.
   

        When the two people left.
   

        A shadow moved at the window.
   

        In the second-floor study room, Tom straightened up and stretched as he closed today's homework. He opened the door to the study and walked into the living room. A few minutes later, he opened Casio's bedroom door.
   

        "The uncle hasn't come back yet. He's working too late..."
   

        Scratching his head, Tom finally decided to go to sleep first.
   

        At 10:45 at night, on the streets of downtown Northern Flow City.
   

        The Wolf and the Owl, cloaked in black, were walking unhurriedly down the street. Figures continuously flashed through the shadows on both sides of them, all professional assassins sent by the Shadow Organization.
   

        On the street, an old newspaper was blown by the cold wind around the corner. Next to a streetlight emitting a faint yellow glow, a stray cat was rummaging through a trash can. A few pedestrians wrapped in overcoats hurried past, with the occasional sedan driving slowly.
   

        The Wolf again loosened two fingers, and a small puff of powder wafted against the wind, moving straight towards the street ahead. The two followed again, their black cloaks billowing in the cold wind like dark clouds.
   

        Swoosh...
   

        Bright car lights suddenly illuminated around the corner.
   

        A low-profile, goldfish-mouth sedan drove by.
   

        The Wolf raised a hand to shield his eyes, a frown on his forehead.
   

        The Owl next to him also cursed under his breath. The two large, bright headlights shining from the car were indeed obstructing their view. If this ended up wasting the powder they had released earlier, he would definitely have the car torn to pieces. The Owl turned his face to avoid the light.
   

        Swoosh...
   

        The sedan passed slowly by them.
   

        Suddenly!
   

        The driver from the passenger window shot out, tumbling on the ground and skidding about ten meters.
   

        Because of the obstruction, Wolf and Owl could only hear the sound of someone falling and rolling. As they turned their heads in confusion.
   

        BOOM!
   

        A bright, roaring flame filled their field of view.
   

        The car exploded. The fuel tank emitted a muffled noise, followed by a huge explosion. The golden red flame expanded rapidly with the heat, ballooning like a cloud.
   

        Within the rolling fireball, were flying metal parts like bullets. Wolf and Owl, who were just half a meter away, were swallowed up by the flames, despite wanting to retreat. A series of dull crashes came from within.
   

        The high-temperature flames leapt upwards, slowly sending out a shockwave.
   

        In the shadows, the assassins from the Shadow Organization, who were constantly monitoring this side, were stunned. Everything happened so suddenly, they hadn't reacted at all. The two targets they were supposed to protect were swallowed by the fire in an instant.
   

        The faces of all the assassins flickered with a golden red glow.
   

        In the darkness, someone muttered "Holy shit".
   

        Immediately after, the ten or so assassins from the Shadow Organization rushed towards the direction of the burning car.
   

        Two of the assassins were in the lane to the right of the car.
   

        So they acted fastest and immediately rushed to the entrance of the alley. With a swish, a tall figure blocked their path. The shadow lengthened in the glow of the fire.
   

        "What..."
   

        Before he could finish his word.
   

        A black arm had already violently grabbed the assassin's head, smashing it into the side wall like a hammer.
   

        With two thuds, the other assassin met the same fate.
   

        There were two pools of blood on the wall, and two corpses with collapsed faces lay in the corner, their hands and feet still twitching.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        "Be careful!"
   

        "Watch out! There's an enemy!"
   

        In the darkness, Casio, like a tiger among sheep, effortlessly slaughtered these well-trained assassins. Just ten or so seconds had passed, and eight or nine assassins had been killed by him.
   

        The Shadow Organization didn't even find Casio's position. They were called Shadows, yet they were being killed by an enemy in the shadows, ironic indeed.
   

        "Found him, over here! Look at me!"
   

        Finally, an assassin who had spotted Casio's figure shouted.
   

        In an instant, several assassins swivelled the muzzles of their guns and, without any hesitation, pulled the black trigger.
   

        Thud!
   

        The ground suddenly cracked, the floor exploded, revealing a sunken footprint. Casio rushed through the distance of ten meters and punched through the chest of the assassin that had shouted, lifting him up and hurrying straight ahead, using him as a shield.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang...
   

        Bullets from his gun were continuously hitting the flesh, most of them stayed within the assassin's body. Those that managed to penetrate didn't have enough kinetic energy to inflict damage on Casio's body.
   

        Whoosh! A gust of wind blew through.
   

        Casio's shield-bearing form once again leaped tens of meters, appearing in the midst of the crowd from the Shadow Organization. The blood-stained hands, like the wings of a great bird, threw off the already battered human shield.
   

        Squish squish squish squish...
   

        The sound of bodies being cleaved open, one after another, merged into one.
   

        From amidst the six or seven freshly blossomed blood flowers, Casio emerged.
   

        Behind him, the corpses of assassins continuously fell to the ground.
   

        His gaze swept towards the shadows of an alleyway in the distance, vaguely sensing someone peeking, he was about to dash over quickly.
   

        The place where the flaming wreckage of the car was situated.
   

        A tremendous impact erupted.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The car spun angrily on the road surface as it brutally charged towards him.
   

        The flaming gold and red fires atop looked like a top.
   

        "Boom!"
   

        The roaring car was bisected right at its midsection, its wreckage crashed into the walls on both sides, causing an explosion.
   

        Casio emerged from the flames.
   

        With his broad right hand, he tore away at his already ignited shirt, reducing it to shreds. Soon after, revealed was a body, firm like a sculpture.
   

        He instantaneously entered into his full power burst state, his entire form rising to one meter and ninety centimeters. The contours of the muscles across his body gave off a hint of black light, resembling a heavy wall that pushed forward.
   

        There was still clothing burning around his neck.
   

        Intense red flames rose up from behind Casio, reaching all the way to his head, rolling like a layer of mushroom cloud containing high temperature.
   

        And it finally dissipated with a loud bang.
   

        "Seems like I didn't manage to blow you up, what a waste..."
   

        Casio patted the back of his head where his hair was starting to burn.
   

        Opposite him, about a dozen meters away.
   

        There were two men, almost burned black, standing at the junction of the driveway and the sidewalk, their clothes burned.
   

        So, they were more or less naked.
   

        Even from a distance, one could see the totems imprinted upon their blackened chests. The one in front had the shape of a blue, flickering long spear.
   

        The one behind was of a red shield, similar to a turtle shell.
   

        Even the shining light would flash intermittently with their breaths.
   

        From Casio's perspective, the flashing was rapid. It seemed like these two wizards from the Ten Thousand Mountain range, although they weren't directly killed by the blast, were still injured from the explosion of the car and explosives.
   

        "Cough cough cough..."
   

        The wolf with the long spear totem on his chest coughed violently, his mouth full of a metallic taste, his chest and abdomen burning intensely.
   

        The wolf looked at Casio with a heavy gaze.
   

        "Didn't expect you to have such a move up your sleeve..."
   

        "Why didn't you use it sooner?"
   

        Casio was taken aback, recalling the isolated environment of the Ten Thousand Mountain range, they probably didn't comprehend what a car was.
   

        This was just a move of convenience, and besides vehicles could only travel on city streets. Even with his divine strength, Casio couldn't possibly carry around a car or a road roller everywhere he went.
   

        He shook his head, his eyes swiftly scanning both wizards. Their injuries weren't light and would certainly affect their combat strength.
   

        Today was the perfect chance to get rid of the trouble that Li Wei posed!
   

        "Seeing our injuries, you think you have a chance to take advantage? Ignorant traitor, I will run you through with the Holy Yoke Spear!" Feeling the gaze of Casio, the wolf slowly waved his right hand in mid-air.
   

        The rest of his body, originally unlit totems too started to shine inch by inch, spreading like energy conservation to his arm.
   

        A blue spear, inlaid with metal, emerged soon after.
   

        "Wanting to settle everything here? All the better!"
   

        The owl pressed his right hand against his chest and when he pulled it away, it was as if he had drawn out the red shield tattoo imprinted on his chest. In the blink of an eye, a turtle shell shield as tall as a man appeared heavily in his hand.
   

        Inside its cracked lines, red, reminiscent of magma, flowed.
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        "It seems your injuries have healed well, thus daring to face the two of us alone once again."
   

        The wolf holding a spear in his right hand took a few slow steps forward, the tip of his spear dancing in his hands.
   

        "You were lucky to escape last time, but not this time!"
   

        Upon hearing this, Casio's expression did not change in the slightest, "Don't you think it should be you two running away in this current situation?"
   

        "Hehe... let's give it a try then..."
   

        With two 'pops', the ground trembled slightly. The wolf and the owl charged at lightning speed, leaving a red and blue streak of light in the shadows. These two wizards did not cluster together but spread to the left and right, seemingly aiming to distract Casio's attention and thus defeat the target more swiftly together.
   

        "Wind Stream…..."
   

        Casio silently chanted, invoking a magic technique that had accompanied him for a long time. An ambiguous white mist enveloped both of his hands, and as his arms swung, they left a white arc in the air.
   

        With a sinking in his waist, Casio's center of gravity dropped and his silhouette slightly bulged. His arms were not held up at both sides of his body as in the usual Wind Elephant Combat Technique, forming a solid defensive position. Rather, they swung open widely, one hand clenched into a fist, the other shaped like a claw.
   

        Far more aggressive than a typical stance.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A blue silhouette suddenly appeared to the left of the body. It took less than a blink of an eye for the sharp tip of the spear to pierce through the air and shoot at almost an invisible speed.
   

        In a whoosh, a white line sharply sliced across vertically at the blue glow of the spear at the same swift speed.
   

        Casio's arm shook slightly, catching a glimpse of a red light rapidly approaching from the corner of his eye. His left foot stomped forward abruptly, his body forcibly twisted, and his arm swung like a meteor hammer.
   

        Boom!
   

        Muffled sounds of impact echoed on the street.
   

        A red silhouette quickly retreated, each step imprinting a footprint on the ground and only stopping after consecutive seven to eight steps. The owl swayed his shield-bearing left hand, and charged again.
   

        At that spot, the shadow and the blue silhouette had already collided.
   

        Clink!
   

        Casio twisted his body, dodging swiftly, but he still felt a sharp pain on his shoulder, with a streak of blood spraying into the air.
   

        His eyes solemnly watched the wolf, whose combat style was precisely the same as Li Wei remembered. Normal speed was manageable, but the instant he launched his spear, his hand would accelerate abruptly.
   

        Piercing the opponent's vulnerable points at a speed so fast that it's impossible to defend against.
   

        The penetrating wound on Li Wei's abdomen came from the wolf using some explosive ability, piercing him with a thunderous strike.
   

        The speed was so high that even Li Wei in his full-blown Forbidden Technique mode couldn't catch it.
   

        Casio needed to guard against that strike, or before that strike could be launched, he should take the initiative and kill the wolf first.
   

        Puff...
   

        A fist, whistling and breaking through the air, hit the spear from a tricky angle. The wolf's hand vibrated, feeling somewhat numb.
   

        Casio capitalized on this opportunity and lunged forward with a punch.
   

        However, the owl who had just been repelled charged again, his heavy shield suddenly striking, forcing Casio to curve his body reflexively to resist it.
   

        Both parties were shocked, and the wolf's long spear stabbed over again.
   

        Casio cocked his head, and a new cut appeared on his face.
   

        If it was only the wolf, although prickly, the situation wasn't hopeless. However, there was also an owl, a more defensively oriented player, and a perfect match for the wolf's swift and aggressive combat style. Combined, they could effectively offset each other's weaknesses.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The spear tip, entwined with a blue light, made a ringing sound as it lodged into the wall.
   

        Massive hands pulled it out again. The sharp spear cut through the wall as if it were tofu, leaving a curved line in its wake.
   

        Boom!
   

        The owl slammed his shield into a car door with a thump.
   

        The intense force deformed the metal instantly.
   

        Casio flipped over in the air and landed steadily on the roof of the car. Immediately, he leaped forward, raising his muscular right leg high.
   

        Like a battle-ax, he ruthlessly chopped it from top to bottom.
   

        With his shield raised, the owl was propelled backward as if he were riding a cloud and fog. His back left a black trace on the ground.
   

        "You have healed up quite well. You've even grown a bit stronger... I am curious, how did you manage it?" A spear once again pierced towards him, but Casio, swinging his right hand, jarred it off course.
   

        The deviated Holy Yoke Spear plunged into the car, piercing two-thirds of the metal. Withdrawing his hand, the wolf pulled it out again.
   

        Casio turned around and charged: "Those who are doomed to die should not ask questions. You don't need to know these things."
   

        The wolf flicked his spear and, bounding off both legs, also charged forth.
   

        His braided hair was now loose and chaotic, falling over his eyes in the wind, with blue light flickering between the strands on his forehead.
   

        "Don't be arrogant! You're reaching your limit aren't you! This spear will leave the ninth wound on your body!"
   

        The gale was blowing, exposing the wolf's sharp eyes. He was staring straight at Casio's chest, seemingly aiming right at his heart.
   

        With one step out, the tattoo on the wolf's back began to light up, inch by inch, and quickly spread to his right arm.
   

        The end of the spear, named Sanctus Shackles, was embedded with a special metal which was now melting like a liquid. With a silvery shine, it quickly wrapped around the body of the spear.
   

        The original blue glowing spear turned into a metal spear.
   

        Boom!
   

        The right side street at a ninety-degree angle.
   

        The owl who was just struck and sent flying, came charging back again, wielding the shield like a wall and advancing heavily. 
   

        From the gaps in his turtle-shell-like shield, a flame like molten lava spewed out.
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        Both wizards entered the Totem Burst State simultaneously, much like when Li Wei activated the muscles in his back using the Phoenix Totem.
   

        "It's a shame Li Wei hasn't cultivated Hard Qigong... else I wouldn't need to use the Phoenix Totem again." Casio's eyes narrowed in anticipation. For caution's sake, he had to resort to the forbidden technique once more.
   

        As for the side effects, he could worry about those once he'd dealt with these two wizards.
   

        The whirring sound echoed...
   

        "Boiling Phoenix Blood!" Casio's back suddenly swelled.
   

        From the seams of his distinctly outlined muscles, strands of red lines spread intertwined and eventually formed a glowing Phoenix pattern. In an instant, all the muscles in his back turned red-hot.
   

        White steam began to dissipate from the surface of his skin.
   

        The already robust muscles rapidly tensed up, as if invigorated, becoming even more powerful. Tiny muscle fibers danced and swirled within the crevices of his prominent veins.
   

        A surge of immense force swept from his back to his fists.
   

        Casio, having gained strength from the accelerated blood flow twice, felt a captivating sensation. "This feeling... it's addictive..."
   

        "Wind Elephant Fist, Wind Elephant Torrent, Elephant Roaring Sound!" He opened his hands and simultaneously launched the intensely powerful Swing Punch and high-speed Straight Fist. Casio's explosive force was split in two.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The released airflow rolled like a dust-filled wave.
   

        In just a moment, it engulfed half the street.
   

        Small rubble flew out from the center of the collision.
   

        The whirring sound continued...
   

        The whole skeleton of the car echoed with a trembling sound.
   

        The midsection of the car indented deeply from Casio's impact.
   

        Various small parts and glass pieces clattered to the ground.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough..."
   

        He coughed as both his hands propped up on the metal. His boots stepped back onto the ground, crunching against the glass underneath.
   

        Casio was injured, and severely. His left fist was torn open, bleeding profusely, and his entire arm carried a burnt black hue.
   

        On his chest, a massive injury stretched diagonally across his body. At the wound's opening, the skin and flesh had become a bloody mess.
   

        On his back, the gaps within the muscle strands had ruptured, allowing streaks of blood to drip down.
   

        The blood splattered onto the ground.
   

        Casio's injuries were severe, but his enemies were even worse off.
   

        Ten meters away, a silhouette lay on the ground, quivering as they tried to get up. However, their left hand, along with the shield they held, was crushed from the collision, their shoulder included.
   

        Blood dripped down heavily, forming a puddle on the ground.
   

        Several meters away, a spear-wielding figure knelt halfway on the ground.
   

        Viscous blood continuously flowed from their mouth and chest.
   

        The wolf's eyes were red as they looked toward Casio in the distance. Their lips moved as if they wanted to say something, but they fell the next second.
   

        With a thud, the figure collapsed, face down onto the ground.
   

        From the top down view, there was a big hole running through the wolf's chest. Among the torn flesh and internal organs, half of the heart was visibly destroyed—a situation even divine intervention could not save.
   

        "Wolf!"
   

        The owl, lying on the ground, screamed in disbelief.
   

        But the corpse on the ground could no longer reply.
   

        The sound of footsteps gradually moved closer...
   

        Casio, with cold-blooded killing intent in his eyes, left bloody footprints at every step he took.
   

        "I told you, this time it's your turn to run..."
   

        "You've been chasing me for half a month; it's only right you repay that with your lives."
   

        He swiftly moved towards the owl, who was trying to struggle and stand.
   

        Bang!
   

        A shadow flashed before his eyes. Casio felt an intense pain in his chest. When he came to, he was flying backwards through the air, his surroundings blurring at rapid speed.
   

        He crashed into a wall.
   

        Demolishing it completely.
   

        By the time Casio stood up again, a man dressed in black had appeared in the middle of the street.
   

        The man looked over at him with wicked eyes, locking gazes with Casio.
   

        Boom!
   

        The surroundings appeared to halt momentarily. In his daze, it was as if a giant phantasm of a black bat was closing in. Its mouth, almost half the size of a human, revealing sharp tusks, as it spread out to engulf everything.
   

        Casio fell into a rigid state, but due to previous similar experiences, he quickly recovered from the shock.
   

        "High Order Blood Clan!!!"
   

        "Oh? Unexpected that you'd recover from the mental shock so quickly..."
   

        In the middle of the road, a pale-faced man interestingly looked at Casio. "Your willpower is impressive. Allow me to introduce myself..."
   

        "Andrew... they all call me Count Andrew..."
   

        He appeared quite gentlemanly as he removed his hat, and bending at the waist, with his right hand across his abdomen, he bowed ceremoniously.
   

        Afterward, Count Andrew looked at the gravely injured owl on the ground and the lifeless wolf collapsed on the floor and shook his head. "What a pity, Robert told me too late..."
   

        He turned his gaze back to Casio: "It seems I'll have to capture you alive and hand you over to those annoying wizards."
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Casio's pupils contracted. A figure dispensing an ancient, decayed aroma had already appeared before him. A white palm pressed down, inflating and transforming in midair.
   

        When it hit him, the claws were as big as half of a human torso and were covered in a layer of red mane.
   

        Bang!
   

        The claws swiftly pressed onto Casio's raised hands.
   

        He was sent flying backward like a truck had hit him, passing two black streetlights on either side.
   

        Sharp pain radiated from Casio's left hand. The rattling sound indicated a probable broken bone, intense tearing pain surging through his muscles.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 326: 197 Deviation (4500)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        In mid-air, he quickly racked his brain. Facing a member of the high-ranking Blood Clan, in his current state, he knew he was no match.
   

        He could only resort to using the remaining two forbidden spells, trying to see if he could flee from his opponent. Given the situation, Casio no longer cared about any potential aftereffects - survival was his only concern.
   

        "Demon Worm! Battle Demon Ring!"
   

        In an instant, Casio's eyes turned pitch black. There was only absolute rationality and extreme apathy. At the same time, his ring-adorned hand began to wrap around a blood-red energy. That was Avalon's Blood Wave, capable of amplifying destructive power and attack range.
   

        "Useless."
   

        A voice suddenly rang in his ear.
   

        Bang!
   

        Casio was yet again sent flying by a giant claw.
   

        Afterward, each time Casio was sent flying, this member of the high-ranking Blood Clan swiftly appeared behind him and smashed him back.
   

        He was like a leather ball, being kicked back and forth.
   

        All the while, the man in black looked like he was merely toying with Casio.
   

        Occasionally, Casio, in his state of extreme calmness, tried to counterattack with his fist covered in bloodthirsty ripples. But it was of no use. He was still sent flying, quickly becoming covered in wounds, with hardly a patch of undamaged skin left.
   

        Bang!
   

        Casio was sent flying yet again.
   

        However, the high-ranking Blood Clan member remained still, frozen in place like a puppet. The moonlight bathed him, faint crimson steam rising from the cuff and collar of his black clothes.
   

        It had finally happened: the delay between physical body and consciousness. This was a kind of suppression, which the man in black could not resist. Though he could maintain his normal combat state for longer than the previously encountered recently revived member of the high-ranking Blood Clan, he could not avoid this.
   

        Casio quickly rolled over and grabbed the Holy Yoke Spear plugged in the ground. Strangely enough, even though the wolf who owned the Totem was dead, the spear did not disappear. And it wasn't in a blue light state, instead covered in a layer of metal.
   

        He leaped forward viciously. Under extreme apathy, his subconscious found the optimal solution: running was impossible, he couldn't escape!
   

        His only chance of survival was to attack.
   

        Casio's face was expressionless, but thick blue veins snaked across half of his face like small serpents. His blood surged, muscles swelling. Using his intact right hand for support and his fractured left hand for assistance, he resolutely stabbed forward.
   

        His target was the throat of the high-ranking Blood Clan member.
   

        High-ranking Blood Clan members have significant constraints, if a part of their body is injured, their power will dissipate like steam. Casio was betting his life, striving to kill the opponent!
   

        He was gambling on the duration of the high-ranking Blood Clan's freeze.
   

        Success or failure hinged on this move.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        The tip of the spear aimed directly for the throat of the high-ranking Blood Clan member.
   

        Squish!
   

        It hit. It was the sound of flesh being pierced. This spear called the Holy Yoke was extremely sharp, far surpassing ordinary weapons in deadliness.
   

        But, the spear pierced the arm of the high-ranking Blood Clan member.
   

        A pair of eyes lifted above the arm, imbued with strong bloodthirst and fury, "You insolent insect dare to hurt me!"
   

        Thump!
   

        Casio was once again kicked away, slamming into a wall. The impact caused dust to rain down from the ceiling.
   

        "Lowly thing, food as insignificant as bread, daring to hurt noble me." The high-ranking Blood Clan's face began to twist brutally, tusks protruding, and a hideous bat face emerged.
   

        With a squishing sound, he pulled the spear out of his right hand.
   

        A thick cloud of crimson steam erupted, frantically escaping. An intense, rotten, evil, and terrifying smell was heavily concentrated within the steam.
   

        "You really deserve to die, stupid human!"
   

        The high-ranking Blood Clan glanced at his arm. He was injured, and it was a penetrating wound. Losing a substantial amount of his core energy, he would need to dissipate at least a fifth. He would have to return to his coffin again.
   

        All of this was because of the human before him.
   

        He had changed his mind, he was going to kill this man.
   

        The ground tumbled, the high-ranking Blood Clan appeared in front of Casio like a shifting shadow. His right claw gripped Casio's neck, unimpeded by the injury, its terrifying strength continued to oppress.
   

        In an instant, Casio was lifted up. His face flushed a liver-like color as his injuries were squeezed, spewing blood.
   

        Blood splattered and dripped onto the ground, a sight of unimaginable horror.
   

        "Experience the sensation of choking bit by bit..."
   

        A cruel smile spread across the face of the high-ranking Blood Clan.
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        Casio saw a door.
   

        A door that completely dominated his vision.
   

        Seaweed-like dark red rust covered the door panel, and in the center of the rusty door leaf, a vertical pupil stood upright.
   

        When he locked eyes with the pupil, a rush of whisperings of millions of people emerged in his ear. Subsequently, apart from the vertical pupil, the rest of the door began to peel off inch by inch.
   

        They turned into the indistinct contour of light, without any entity.
   

        Only an irregular piece of iron featuring the eyeball remained floating in the air.
   

        Casio looked around in bewilderment, only to find everything cloaked in darkness, except the shining piece of fragment in front of him.
   

        He tried to glance up at the right corner; the status bar was still there.
   

        He hadn't come under any illusion art, nor was he in the dying throes of a critical injury. It was something else entirely.
   

        Casio fixed his gaze forward again, only the red iron piece carved with the vertical pupil logo was unique.
   

        He attempted to approach, gently stretching out his right hand.
   

        The moment his palm touched the fragment, Casio staggered momentarily, as if he was being whirled in a flushing toilet.
   

        When he opened his eyes again, he had returned to the battle street. His point of view was a bit strange, hovering midair like a ghost allowing him to look over his own body below.
   

        In the street under the nightfall, "Casio" rose from the ground again. He was bare-chested, and his entire right hand had turned into black muscles. Thick blue veins climbed like forks under the skin, continuously extending towards his shoulder.
   

        Even spreading upwards to his neck, and even half of the right side of his face. The thick veins pulsated powerfully at his temple.
   

        However, "Casio's" facial expression was still empty, his pupils were extremely calm black, and under the influence of the demon worm.
   

        "What the hell are you?!"
   

        Some ten meters away, Count Andrew looked surprised and angry. His entire right hand had withered and shrunk like a branch, its exterior wrinkled like the skin of an old man.
   

        During the brief contact just now, he suddenly lost the blood-red energy he expected to dissipate over time.
   

        This human had absorbed it.
   

        Moreover, Andrew caught a familiar scent from him. That was exactly like a dark creature's aura!
   

        In response to Andrew's question, "Casio" standing in place seemed to have no intention of explaining. The black veins enveloping his entire arm were still spreading, slowly encroaching the right half of his body.
   

        He looked at Andrew in silence.
   

        Mide in the air, watching all these, Casio had a strange feeling in his heart. What was controlling his body below? why these strange mutations?
   

        While he was pondering, the fighting had already broken out.
   

        Count Andrew charged in ferociously; he seemed to have given up managing his energy consumption and transformed his body directly. In no time, he turned into a half-human half-bat monster, nearly three meters tall, with muscles bulging and knotted.
   

        Hard red mane covered all over his body, his mouth grew a row of white tusks, which were as fine as saw teeth.
   

        He stretched out his left hand and plucked his withered right hand.
   

        He charged like that single-handedly, his huge claw stepping on the ground, each step seemed to make almost a half-meter depression. In the midst of the gravel flying, he was rapidly approaching "Casio".
   

        And "Casio" didn't seem to intend to dodge at all.
   

        Boom!
   

        The arm the size of half a human torso pushed Casio's body to plow through the ground, leaving two deep tracks on the ground.
   

        The black right arm blocked in front of him, firm and unyielding.
   

        "Casio" might be less powerful than this high-rank blood clan, but the gap was slight and he wasn't sent flying by this brute force.
   

        He turned his body to the side, and swung his giant fist.
   

        It collided with the fist Andrew punched again. One red and one black, their energies were rapidly annihilating each other.
   

        A wave of fierce airflow dispersed from the point of collision.
   

        The white dust just raised was swept clean.
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        The red silhouette and black silhouette collided wildly. Coincidentally, Count Andrew lost one hand and could only attack with his left hand. And with his right arm mutated, Casio's right fist packed a lot more power than his weak left hand.
   

        So the rapid collisions just now, the dozens of fists were always Andrew's left hand against "Casio's" right hand. During the fight, Andrew tended to fight instinctively, while "Casio" perfectly inherited the combat skills of his body.
   

        In a state of extreme coldness, his boxing and evasion were meticulous, just like the textbook fighting moves. Without Casio's consciousness, did this body become stronger?
   

        Under these circumstances, Count Andrew, having lost an arm and 30% of his combat power, strangely failed to defeat "Casio" who despite being at a disadvantage could still dish out substantial counterattacks.
   

        "Casio" was on the losing end, but still had a lot of power to fight back.
   

        In mid-air, the real Casio was a little bewildered. For the sake of differentiation, let's call the body beneath as Li Wei. During the fight, Li Wei maintained the extreme calm state brought by the demon worm for probably three minutes. And used the Avalon's Blood Wave no less than 20 times. To put into perspective, when Li Wei was attacked by two wizards last time, he only used the Bloodthirsty Ripple five times, and the supremely calm state brought by the demon worm only lasted 30 seconds.
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        Even so, Li Wei directly fell into a near-death state afterward. His spirit and life potential were almost drained, nearly depleted.
   

        And now, Li Wei's body below has used at least five times its original amount! Can this really not lead to immediate death?
   

        Thump... Thump... Thump...
   

        The center of the ragged street was full of wind and smoke. Dust and rubble were flying everywhere, and two silhouettes were constantly colliding in the fog. The sound was like that of a road roller, and the invisible air seemed to become a tangible existence.
   

        Because of the dust, one could see ripples spreading in the air.
   

        Bang!
   

        With a loud noise, Li Wei's body was kicked out of the fog. In an instant, he was thrown at least twenty meters away.
   

        And from the fog, a silhouette swept out in the opposite direction.
   

        Count Andrew ran away. He couldn't defeat Casio and, moreover, the stagnation and delay of his consciousness were about to return. This was a limitation the whole world had on these high-ranking monsters.
   

        Whoosh.
   

        In just one second, Andrew dashed almost a hundred meters away. When he reached a bend in the driveway, he suddenly stopped.
   

        In the last moment of stiffness, Andrew turned his head to look back. He saw a figure madly chasing after him.
   

        "Damn it! Once I wake up, I will..."
   

        His eyes quickly dimmed.
   

        Bang!
   

        Li Wei rushed over like a shell. With one punch, he slammed into half of Count Andrew's body.
   

        The count was directly smashed and flung away.
   

        With a push from his feet, Li Wei also followed. Catching up with the Count's retreating body at an extremely fast speed, his right hand, like a black hammer, smashed down fiercely in midair.
   

        The ground suddenly sank, with the count being stacked on it.
   

        Defenses on half of his body shattered, and spider web-like cracks appeared on him. A surge of intense blood-colored steam gushed out.
   

        Li Wei reached out his black right hand and placed it on those cracks. The veins in his arm vibrated rapidly, appearing to feel extremely delighted and delicious. In an instant, a large amount of blood-colored steam was absorbed, and the veins greedily spread like tree branches.
   

        First the shoulders, then the chest, then the abdomen, then the legs. All at once, half of Li Wei's body turned completely black.
   

        Seeing all this, Casio seemed to suddenly think of something.
   

        The black veins were caused by the radiation of the meteorite below the Baptism Church at Black Rain Villa, which is suspected to be the foundation of the entire villa. And Black Rain Villa seems to have a special status among all dark creatures. Its motives are to hunt all dark beings, obtain dark sources, and constantly rejuvenate itself.
   

        Casio had experienced the power of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Combining with the current state of Li Wei's body.
   

        Casio had reason to believe that the meteorite under the Black Rain Villa could radiate and mutate a human's body, that is, transform it into a dark creature! No, the radiation mutation is not in the physical body.
   

        Instead, it is in the soul.
   

        Casio had originally thought that the mutations caused by the meteorite radiation were physical, and the retrospective ability excluded the bad parts and left the good parts: black veins. However, this doesn't explain why Casio's veins came to Li Wei's body during his fourth retrospection. The only thing he could bring into the Era of Retrospection was his soul. His physical body couldn't have made it.
   

        So there's only one reason.
   

        The meteorite's radiation mutated Casio's soul, and the changes in the physical body were nothing more than the result of the soul's mutation. This could also explain why Li Wei's arm also showed black veins.
   

        Casio could also recall that when he was healing, the chill caused by the dark creature inside him disappeared particularly fast.
   

        And this substance is exactly what the black veins crave as a nutrient.
   

        Additionally, Casio confirmed another thing.
   

        In the real world, he had not been completely devoid of contact with dark creatures. The Red-Eye-level shadow demon locked in the basement is one example.
   

        But his own arm did not mutate, there were no accidental incidents. For example, crazy growth like what's happening now.
   

        There are other factors that caused the current situation!
   

        For instance, that light gate just now.
   

        When it came to doors, three words came to mind in Casio's head.
   

        Door Organization, the Three Great Gates, and the Mirror of Illusion.
   

        First were the Three Great Gates in the Soma Myth, which Casio had once heard the knowledgeable Yun mention. Physical body, Qi, and Soul.
   

        Every ordinary human has these three gates, the question is whether they have been developed or not, whether they can be sensed or not.
   

        And Secret Martial Arts seemed to be a way to exercise this perception.
   

        At the same time, Dark Creatures are also related to doors. They can be classified as different types of evil spirits depending on which of the Three Great Gates is missing.
   

        Next comes the Door Organization.
   

        According to the information Casio overheard at the church in Mansa Village.
   

        The Door Organization is constantly looking for the legendary traces of the Three Great Gates around the world, suggesting that the term "door" doesn't merely imply a concept, but something substantial! As the fighter called Peacock said, doors have fragments!
   

        One fragment is hidden inside the mirror surface of the Mirror of Illusion.
   

        The fragment has a mysterious unknown power that can rejuvenate people, regain their youth, and continue their path in Martial Arts.
   

        The vertical pupil fragment that Casio had just seen might be a fragment of the door - he had obtained it accidentally during his chase with the Peacock. He was completely unaware of it even after Retrospection. This fragment had a peculiar reaction with the black veins, which facilitated its absorption of the Dark Source and complete Dark Biological Transformation! In other words, Li Wei's body was becoming a Dark Creature. Moreover, it would likely be a new kind of Dark Creature.
   

        There had never been one before.
   

        And there would never be another like it, a unique Evil Spirit.
   

        Then what about Casio?
   

        Was his consciousness suppressed by the emerging consciousness of the Dark Creature, hiding himself inside his own Gate of Soul? And was it through the aid of some power of the fragment of the door that he could see what was happening outside?
   

        The above were all subjective guesses made by Casio based on the information he already had. They may not be accurate, but were highly probable.
   

        After sorting out his thoughts, the first thing he thought of was whether his consciousness could regain control of his body.
   

        The second was how to prevent his Dark Biological Transformation.
   

        As for the previous crisis, the life-threatening danger caused by Count Andrew, who was comparable with a fighter, was no longer a concern for Casio. Because Li Wei's physical body had visibly become stronger, and a large amount of blood vapor was being devoured.
   

        Black muscles densely covered half of his face.
   

        And Count Andrew on the ground, whose original three-meter-tall body swiftly shrank to two and a half meters.
   

        When he awoke, he immediately felt weak in his body.
   

        "Get out of the way!!!"
   

        Count Andrew's claw hit Li Wei's body.
   

        This time it was different from before, Li Wei didn't get quickly pushed back, but merely staggered back two steps.
   

        "You've become stronger! You've absorbed my power to become stronger!"
   

        Andrew got up, he no longer had any intention of killing Casio, it was he himself who should run now.
   

        Without hesitation, Andrew turned around and charged out. His feet bounced as if they were springs, and he jumped into the air. But his right foot was caught by a big black hand!
   

        His figure instantly stalled in mid-air, just like a kite with a string, and he was directly pulled back by a strong force.
   

        "You!" The expression on Andrew's face was very bad.
   

        He threw a punch backward, clashing with the big hand wrapped with Bloodthirsty Ripple, both powerful forces counteracting each other rapidly. Yet Li Wei's other hand still firmly held Andrew's foot.
   

        The two tangled and collided in an odd posture.
   

        "Farewell!"
   

        Andrew, whose strength was gradually weakening, gritted his teeth and cut off his own lower leg with a Hand Knife, escaping in the opposite direction.
   

        Bang!
   

        Li Wei chased him with an even faster speed, with his arms wide open, his bulky and ferocious muscular chest advancing inch by inch. Just like a thick wall, half black and half white!
   

        Seeing the approaching Macho Man's grapple, Andrew's eyes showed despair, and he screamed in his heart: "Don't come here!"
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        Boom!
   

        Eventually, Count Andrew was caught up with by Li Wei.
   

        With a sudden embrace of his hands, his arms, as solid as steel pillars, snapped, slicing Andrew's waist into two halves with a crack.
   

        The bright red flesh was torn, blood splattered, white bone shards exploded, and some disgusting objects that looked like internal organs flew out.
   

        Under Li Wei's powerful grip, Count Andrew's body was divided into an upper half and lower half. The severed upper body, due to inertia, flew forward and gruesomely rolled on the ground.
   

        "Ah!!!"
   

        A yell from behind his body suddenly approached rapidly.
   

        Just as Li Wei turned around, drenched in blood, he was hit by a red figure with a shield. The owl, for some unknown reason, didn't take the opportunity to escape but got up to continue the fight.
   

        Sizzle…
   

        Flames like molten lava erupted from the gaps in the turtle shell shield.
   

        The high temperatures scorched Li Wei's body, which immediately sizzled like grease on a grill. Casio, who was in mid-air, watched with jumping eyelids. It was like a scorching hot iron brand burning into a man, symbolizing severe pain and injury. However, Li Wei's face remained impassive.
   

        As if he had no idea what pain was.
   

        He retreated two steps under the push, then his black right hand came crashing down on the shield like an exaggeratedly large iron hammer. After a loud noise, the owl met the same fate as before.
   

        The light shield shattered, and his right hand holding the shield was also smashed.
   

        He'd lost both hands, like a severed stick.
   

        A large black hand clamped onto his head, and a strange suction started. The owl shook violently, like a sieve as streams of blue energy burst out of the totem in his chest.
   

        "You... are... dra... dra... dra... wing... my totem!!"
   

        The owl's lips turned white, and his eyeballs looked as though they were about to bulge out of their sockets. The pain of having the totem drained caused him to curl up like a cooked lobster, his facial expression was horrifying.
   

        The wizards of Ten Thousand Peaks are masters of superpowers; they possess the power of Totems. This Totem power comes from within Ten Thousand Peaks, it comes from the Totem King, Cassius. He is the king hidden deep within Ten Thousand Peaks.
   

        It is said that long ago, Totem King Cassius was sleeping in the mountains. The power that he inadvertently emitted changed the environment around him, causing the surrounding animals, plants, and even inorganic matters to possibly mutate and produce Totems. There are many villages near Ten Thousand Peaks, and the wizards come from there. Some wizards have innate totems, others obtain them through prayer.
   

        Or there could be various other peculiar ways.
   

        But one thing is certain, that is, once a wizard obtains the power of the Totem. The only thing that could deprive him of this power was the Totem King, and the only one who could take away the Totem was also the Totem King. Other wizards could only achieve their goals by turning to Totem King for help.
   

        What's more, it's the same with the Blood Clan.
   

        They have a common ancestor, the True Ancestor of the Blood, Umirah. It is said to be a giant, terrifying bat in legend.
   

        The so-called Blood Ceremony of the direct Blood Clan line was left by Umirah; what they pray for is the power of Umirah to purify blood.
   

        Just like the Totem King.
   

        Only the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, among the Blood Clan can deprive others of Dark Source; other Blood Clans are not eligible.
   

        They also do not have the ability to do so at all.
   

        Actually, these two have a common point. The Totem King and the True Ancestor of Blood are the first beings born from a dark creature tribe. They are referred to as Dark Primordials in ancient literature.
   

        Now, his Totem was forcefully extracted by Li Wei.
   

        Doesn't that represent...
   

        For a moment, the utterly terrifying things that he thought of temporarily suppressed his pain, and a shocked expression filled his face.
   

        At the street corner, two silhouettes suddenly ran over.
   

        "Who are you?!"
   

        "Put the person in your arm down! Will pull the trigger if you don't!"
   

        The commotion from the fight just now was very loud, even the sound of a car explosion could be heard. Two patrolling police officers from Northern Flow City rushed over after hearing the commotion. They were wearing a set of blue uniforms, the upper half was a button-up coat to keep out the cold, and each of them was holding a gun.
   

        The standard-issue P55 for police, its power isn't weak.
   

        On the side of the street, a dark streetlight cast a circular halo.
   

        The two patrolling cops could vaguely see a towering silhouette holding another person in mid-air, with a cruel method.
   

        "Hey, didn't you hear me tell you to let the person go?!"
   

        The two policemen said, slowly getting closer.
   

        However, the distant figure still didn't respond, like a rigid, immobile statue, except for the person in its hand, who was struggling continuously.
   

        "Yome, something seems off…"
   

        The other police officer by his side reminded him.
   

        As the two got closer, they quickly saw the devastated street. The road was severely damaged with large and small pits everywhere. Small ones were the size of a footprint and larger ones were several meters in diameter, as if they had been run over by a tank.
   

        The surrounding buildings weren't spared either, with occasional black holes and traces of stones thrown around. Some fences collapsed and broken bricks were piled up haphazardly in the corners.
   

        They could even see two damaged cars, at least seven or eight corpses, and a long-barreled handgun next to the corpses.
   

        "It's a gang firefight!!!"
   

        The two policemen suddenly realized something.
   

        Without hesitation, they directly shot at the silhouette twenty meters away. No one could be sure if this gangster was armed with a gun just like those corpses on the ground, so it was best to be proactive.
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        Bang Bang Bang...
   

        Bullets swept past one by one.
   

        It seemed that at least most of them hit the shadowy figure.
   

        Then came the clink-clank sound of bullets hitting the ground.
   

        Splat, the human in the hands of the dark figure was casually thrown to the ground.
   

        Then, it walked step by step towards here. In no time, it appeared under the scope of the yellow streetlight's halo.
   

        Strands of black veins, like little snakes, crawled all over its body, with at least three fifths of its body completely engulfed.
   

        Add on Li Wei's expanded musculature, he has unconsciously reached a height of two meters, and even more imposing.
   

        At first glance, it seemed like a half-black, half-white muscle-bound dwarf, its pitch-black pupils devoid of any expression and that expanded black muscles gave a feeble feeling of standing in front of a giant ship.
   

        "You...you...you stay away!"
   

        Both policemen gasped, trembling as they back away. Meanwhile, they trembled as they reloaded their guns.
   

        However, Li Wei didn't immediately kill them.
   

        He simply watched in place, seemingly exhibiting some humanistic fluctuation. Until one of the policemen raised his gun again.
   

        With a crack.
   

        Li Wei instantly teleported in front of the police officer, grabbed the arm and twisted lightly, turning it into a bloody twisted doughnut.
   

        White tendons and red muscular fibres broke off inch by inch, along with thumbnail-sized broken bones that shot out rapidly.
   

        Li Wei watched the police officer's painfully contorted face, as if examining this extreme emotion.
   

        Crack crack crack...
   

        After a series of sounds like beans being fried, all the limbs of the two policemen are broken. As for Li Wei, he just squatted nearby with interest and watched this scene, a smile emerging on his face.
   

        In mid-air, Casio quietly observed from below, feeling an inexplicable chill. Li Wei's body showed a sense of curiosity, not the pure instinct as before. This perhaps signifies the birth of a dark creature's consciousness, the splitting of the soul.
   

        With a swoosh, Li Wei stood up from the ground again.
   

        He turned and walked towards where Count Andrew was previously cut in half, his steps were fast, and he returned to his original place in no time.
   

        However, only half a body was left on the ground. Above, a trail of blood led away, traces of dragging and steam swirling around.
   

        Count Andrew's will to live was astonishing. Just looking at the scene, you can kind of imagine the half-bodied Count Andrew crawling on the ground, blood and organs pouring from a cross-section, billowing steam. His only right hand grabbing the ground.
   

        Like a worm longing for a tiny sliver of life.
   

        "To there..."
   

        "As long as I can get there..."
   

        "As long as I can reach that place..."
   

        He gazed longingly at a dirty manhole cover in the shadow.
   

        He tried hard to reach it, trembled as he pushed open the iron manhole cover, and fell into the filthy sewer.
   

        In the stinking sludge, filthy garbage, rats, cockroaches, even human excrement, he headed towards the next manhole. Although he was seriously injured, although half of his body had been chopped off, although a huge amount of Blood Clan energy had been lost. But, Count Andrew could still live, as long as he had a few tiny bread pieces for bloodsucking!
   

        Andrew could recover his body temporarily then leave here. Later, he'll plan out a wide variety of means to deal with this dark creature named Li Wei, who is disguised as an ordinary human.
   

        He vowed, if he really could survive. He would torture Li Wei with the cruelest means, skinning and deboning wouldn't be enough, he would use the Blood Clan's cruellest punishment, the Dissolving Blood Pool.
   

        A Blood Clan would be thrown into it, the body would melt inch by inch in the pool, the feeling of pain would intensify tenfold, hundredfold. And they wouldn't even die early due to severe wounds, they must experience the whole process of their body melting until only a head remains.
   

        In the intense anger and hatred, Andrew arrived at the next manhole, he used his only remaining hand to grab the rusty corroded ladder, swinging himself up bit by bit.
   

        Bang, bang, bang.
   

        In the quiet street, a continuous sound of metal collision echoed.
   

        The old manhole cover that had been stepped on by countless people over the years and had dust and dirt accumulated in the edge seams was slowly lifted. Eventually, with a clang, it was flung away.
   

        "Finally! I..."
   

        Andrew stared at the sky in ecstatic surprise, a sense of joy surfacing from his mud-covered face that spoke of narrowly cheating death.
   

        Immediately following, two pairs of eyes locked on to each other.
   

        The surrounding air seemed to coagulate, the only audible sound being the patter of mud dislodging from Andrew, hitting the ground.
   

        "No!"
   

        He let out a desperate cry.
   

        Only to be cut off by a monstrous hand biting out like a black python, yanking him up as one would a carrot.
   

        With one 'snap', he was crushed to death.
   

        *************************
   

        On June 11th, 8 am, a residential area in Northern Flow City.
   

        Morning sunlight shot through the crack in the clouds, lightly reflecting off the spired city buildings. A few white pigeons ascended from window ledges, moving to perch on the branches above.
   

        The thin fog had dispersed, the moss slightly damp.
   

        Rongta Street had been cordoned off by police, at least more than a dozen officers in blue patrolling the nearby streets. Rongta Street intersection was cordoned off with yellow warning tape, with black-clad officers pacing inside, some holding cameras, capturing the entirety of the crime scene in meticulous detail.
   

        These officers in black were distinct from the ones in blue, their attire more refined and high-end, their movements incredibly professional.
   

        Amongst them, a handsome officer, donning a black police cap, strutted from the far-end of the street towards the entrance. With each corpse, he would pause and gaze in astonishment.
   

        His name was Fritz, the deputy head of the Special Action Group. This morning, he had been called up for a peculiar task.
   

        Fritz originally thought that the so-called 'peculiar' was merely that two patrol officers were savagely murdered, with gang related firefight breaking out last night.
   

        However....
   

        What transpired at the scene of the crime far exceeded his imagination.
   

        He gingerly stepped over a corpse whose neck had been twisted.
   

        Fritz cast a glance towards the wrecked car by his side, a huge dent at the center whose metallic framework was completely twisted out of shape. The dent awfully resembled the imprint of a human body, or rather, it was the imprint of a human body!
   

        He walked a few steps more, eluding a deep pit a meter wide on the ground. On his right, a portion of the white enclosure wall, roughly about 1.5 meters high, was missing - a 3-meter long piece of wall had been cut obliquely. The cut surface was unbelievably smooth as though chopped through by an extremely sharp weapon, just like cutting through tofu.
   

        Fritz drew in a deep breath, his eyes locking on the body on his side - a man with a big hole in his chest - he quickened his pace towards it.
   

        Several tens of seconds later, he reached the entrance of the street.
   

        On that other side, the team leader, donning a large beard, was smoking a cigar. His stare was fixed into the distance, surrounded by a dense curtain of smoke.
   

        Unable to hold back, Fritz walked over and spoke.
   

        "Sir, why do I get the vibe that you are entirely unphased? We have never handled a case like this before..."
   

        The leader blew out a ring of smoke, then turned around.
   

        "We indeed never have. That's why... professionals on this matter are already en route here."
   

        The leader drew near, patting Fritz's shoulder, "They specifically deal with this type of case, we just need to preserve the scene. On that note, each officer of the Special Action Group, and even the patrolling cops outside, must all sign a non-disclosure agreement..."
   

        Whirring...
   

        The loud humming of a car engine echoed from the main road.
   

        The leader paused for a moment and turned to see a black sedan driving up. In no time, it stopped at Rongta Street's intersection.
   

        Fritz exchanged glances with the chief.
   

        Both men promptly started walking towards the sedan.
   

        Click! The sedan's back door was swung open.
   

        A pair of black leather shoes stomped onto the ground. A figure in a black and white suit stepped out, his white gloves faintly reflective.
   

        The chief saw this figure and blurted out a sentence.
   

        "A kid?"
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        Whoosh!
   

        A flash of silver arc disappeared in mid-air.
   

        The chief suddenly found that the cigar he held in his mouth was reduced to a half, its burning end falling rolling to the ground.
   

        He retreated two steps in fear.
   

        The soles of the shiny black leather shoes connected with the road's surface, the figure stepping out of the sedan was indeed a young boy. Judging from his appearance and height, he looked to be about fourteen years old, around 1.5 meters tall, sporting common black short hair.
   

        A pair of circular glasses perched on his nose bridge, reflecting a slight glare.
   

        The black and white suit he wore was not formal or casual, but resembled the attire of a waiter or a steward, designed with a tapered waist.
   

        On his left chest was pinned a brass badge.
   

        The logo was an upside-down sword and a hand holding the sword hilt below it, with thorns entangled around the hand.
   

        It seemed to be a representative symbol of an organization.
   

        The same logo also appeared on the back of the boy's white gloves, surrounded by seven or eight black symbols and letters.
   

        Its meaning was unknown.
   

        Behind him, the car shuddered once more.
   

        A plump white man in a black police uniform descended, his thick mustache hanging below his nose immediately recognized by the head of the Special Action Group.
   

        Alan Krug, the chief of the Northern Flow City Police Department.
   

        "Greetings, Chief."
   

        Fritz and his companion offered a standard police salute.
   

        But Krug merely nodded in a perfunctory manner, instantly following the boy with a smile on his face and began briefing him on the specifics of the situation.
   

        Fritz was also called upon for a detailed supplement.
   

        The boy's attitudes seemed cold or perhaps that was just his natural demeanor. Through the entire conversation, Fritz and his companion did most of the talking, while the boy didn't ask any questions, simply walking briskly through the streets.
   

        Until they reached a corner.
   

        The boy halted, lowering his gaze towards the ground.
   

        There was a pit, half the size of a person. At the bottom of the pit was an arm, a severely dehydrated looking arm.
   

        The wrinkled skin shared the dryness of a tree branch.
   

        The boy gently extended his hand. From the index finger of the white glove a silver metallic thread emerged instantaneously, as if the entire glove was woven from metallic threads. With a swoosh, the metallic thread coiled around the arm on the ground and levitated it into mid-air.
   

        Next to them, Fritz's pupils contracted.
   

        The captain was right.
   

        There would indeed be professionals handling this matter, which is why it was necessary for all members of the Special Action Group to sign a non-disclosure agreement.
   

        The black-haired boy quietly examined the arm as the thread suddenly coiled in a spiral and tugged inward sharply. With a snap, the entire arm was severed into more than a dozen fragments.
   

        Whoosh, a faint red steam flashed into thin air.
   

        "Blood Clan, high-ranking Blood Clan…"
   

        The boy murmured to himself. He took out a small notebook from his breast pocket and jotted down a few keywords on a piece of paper.
   

        About ten minutes later, the palm-sized notebook was filled with keywords, some of which were circled.
   

        "Death of high-ranking Blood Clan", "Totem Wizard", "Strange dark aura", "Keep a close watch on North Flow Country when mobilizing the Black Mechanism"…
   

        **********************
   

        June 11, afternoon.
   

        The second day of Li Wei's uncontrollable state.
   

        In an abandoned house in the suburbs of Northern Flow City.
   

        Metamorphosis was taking place, like a caterpillar transforming into a butterfly, from last night until now, it was constant and relentless.
   

        Casio, floating in mid-air, witnessed the entire process.
   

        Last night, Li Wei's body went berserk, killing all enemies. According to Casio's assessment, the power displayed by Li Wei was incredibly close to the level of a Fighter, with some areas even far more advanced. Even Count Andrew, a high-ranking Blood Clan member on par with a Fighter, was suppressed and killed by Li Wei.
   

        After the battle ended, Li Wei took with him parts of valuable corpses. An hour later, he reached this ramshackle house.
   

        Just like before, he greedily absorbed the remaining Dark Source from the corpses. Li Wei, two-thirds of whose body had already undergone a Dark Biological Transformation, completed the last remaining one-third.
   

        The black veins raged, entangling and fusing together to form a huge cocoon, encapsulating Li Wei's body completely.
   

        The body of the cocoon hidden in the shadows was heaving and contracting rhythmically, pulsating like an oversized heart.
   

        And it went on for at least ten hours.
   

        Casio was powerless to do anything but floated like a ghost in mid-air, watching the giant cocoon in the dilapidated room.
   

        He was constantly pondering the two questions he had previously thought of: how to get his consciousness back into Li Wei's body, and how to stop the clearly terrifying and eerie process of the Dark Biological Transformation.
   

        However, both questions remained unanswered.
   

        At present, the only thing Casio could influence on this body was the Wisdom Rune. Because Li Wei killed Count Andrew and two more Totem Wizards, the progress bar of the Wisdom Rune instantly filled up, absorbing a sufficient amount of Disaster Essence.
   

        But the problem now was that Casio didn't know if he could still use the Wisdom Rune. The Dark Biological Transformation happening right now was from the inside out, manifesting from the spirit onto the physical body.
   

        Put simply, Casio was undergoing a spiritual split. One part of his soul was undergoing a Dark Biological Transformation, while the other part remained normal.
   

        His normal soul possessed Retrospective Ability and could also see the symbols of the Wisdom Rune. Technically, he could try to use them, but whether they would produce any effect, he could not be certain.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        And because of this, Casio found himself caught up in a dilemma.
   

        Are wisdom runes of any use? Who would they benefit after being activated? It would be quite a situation if the dark creatures ended up getting faster after their use...
   

        Crack... crack... crack...
   

        In the room, a strange movement came from the giant cocoon. A section of black veins on its surface peeled off, falling on the ground like burning ashes. The frequent beating of the cocoon's body, like a heart, quickened.
   

        Casio knew he could not hesitate any longer and chose to employ the wisdom runes. In an instant, a dense array of faint red patterns appeared before his eyes, blocking his entire field of view.
   

        The black cocoon in the corner suddenly began to shake violently. There was a searing heat in the chest of the yet unseen humanoid creature within the cocoon, with something continuously secreting out. The Ouroboros logo began to spin, with droplet-like things falling from the "∞" gap in the middle.
   

        The spiritual blood almost instantaneously affected Casio's consciousness, rather than the portion of his consciousness that was undergoing dark biological transformation.
   

        His mindset trembled, thoughts circling around and at a speed he had never experienced before. Casio felt as though he was gradually understanding everything.
   

        Every detail that he had never noticed before, the unclear relationships that he had never cogitated on, were all processed and reflected upon. This included the Wind Elephant secret martial art, the Stone Armor technique, various secret skills, and the capabilities Li Wei had after undergoing dark biological transformation.
   

        It was now that Casio realized how formidable the spiritual blood was. Faced with a crisis, it found a way to cope at an astonishing speed and developed an effective plan in a short period.
   

        He still couldn't fathom the principles and procedures involved, nor did he know what the outcomes of his actions would be. But his soaring spirit seemed like it had a seventh sense, candidly telling him what to do.
   

        That's what you should do! That's right!
   

        Instinct, intuition about what would benefit him most!
   

        All kinds of martial arts terminologies appeared before Casio's eyes. As he skimmed each term, all of its content would flash in his mind instantaneously. For instance, when he glanced over Wind Elephant Fist, various battle positions and skills of the three major chapters flashed before him, shaking like a floating image in the air.
   

        As he scanned more and more terms, various skills and tactics started to categorize into an understandable order.
   

        Casio instinctively sought the perfect solution from among them.
   

        However, merely the power of a progress bar's worth of spiritual blood didn't seem to provide enough energy — there was not enough of the Disaster Essence!
   

        What to do?
   

        Casio, whose spirit was continuously soaring, thought of a good idea.
   

        Draw from himself!
   

        Disaster Essence originated from within the dark creatures, seeming to be a substance even more mysterious than the Dark Source. And now that Li Wei's body was undergoing dark biological transformation, weren't there copious amounts of Disaster Essence inside? Could he resist drawing it from his own body?
   

        Li Wei's body undergoing dark biological transformation didn't seem capable of resisting — the wisdom rune was already imprinted on him!
   

        A side note, a full progress bar only represents the minimum requirement and is also the safest to use the wisdom rune. A privilege of using the wisdom rune once a year doesn't mean that only one full progress bar can be used each time, but rather multiple bars can be employed to achieve upgrades of varying difficulties.
   

        Such an upgrade is not always 100% successful. The lower the difficulty of the upgrade, the easier it is to achieve, and vice versa.
   

        After all, the quantity of Disaster Essence used to break through the second and third levels of the Stone Armor Skill couldn't possibly be the same, right?
   

        And now, the same principle applies.
   

        The frequency of trembling of the black giant cocoon began to accelerate. Inside its body, there was a drawing power incessantly extracting essential substances.
   

        If the Dark Source was the essential source of power for the dark creatures, then the Disaster Essence could be considered their rank.
   

        In other words...
   

        Disaster Essence makes you a dark creature, and the Dark Source gives the dark creature great power. To make a similar comparison, you would have to become a government employee to have public power, and the status of being a government employee is your rank.
   

        In Casio's field of vision, the wisdom rune progress bar was filled up at an extremely high speed. It was then instantly consumed, and a large cluster of spiritual blood once again sustained his rapidly rotating consciousness.
   

        He began to think at a thousandfold higher speed, quickly deconstructing what he had learned from his multiple attempts at retrospection, even combining it with the present phenomenon of dark biological transformation of his body. Casio even attempted to utilize the Wind Elephant secret martial art as the main structural framework to create a brand new secret martial art.
   

        This secret martial art was not only supposed to have the stylistic features of the original Wind Elephant secret martial art, but also incorporate some fitting skills, in order to resolve the predicament of Li Wei's body undergoing dark biological transformation.
   

        Such specific and complex requirements unquestionably put a huge strain on the consumption of spiritual blood, to the extent where even two progress bars weren't sufficient.
   

        But fortunately, Casio could still draw from himself.
   

        Li Wei's body, in the process of undergoing dark biological transformation, could not resist him, and Disaster Essence was continually drawn out.
   

        Casio was also surprised. The nascent form of his dark creature absorbed so much disaster essence. It's worth noting that even a high-ranking member of the Blood Clan only has slightly over half of a progress bar.
   

        And now, he has already extracted two progress bars.
   

        Moreover, he could still siphon even more from Li Wei's body!
   

        Despite his astonishment, Casio's primary focus still lay with the creation of this new type of secret martial art. His consciousness, which was bolstered by Spirit Blood, operated at an exceedingly rapid pace. Shortly after, the embryonic form of an improved Secret Martial Art had been refined, only to be abandoned by Casio almost instantly after its birth.
   

        He was not a master of martial arts who had achieved major accomplishment. The Secret Martial Art created according to his own thinking was naturally flawed. What Casio needed was a process of constant trial and error to find the most perfect and suitable Secret Martial Art for himself, a process that was incredibly draining.
   

        Not even ten minutes had passed.
   

        He had already dismissed seven embryonic Secret Martial Arts and extracted four progress bars of disaster essence from Li Wei's body. Whether it was just Casio's illusion, the huge black cocoon in the corner inexplicably dimmed, like a piece of furniture covered in dust.
   

        The black veins hinted at a sense of antique decay.
   

        Casio didn't care about these things, the various ideas in his consciousness all needed verification. Using Spirit Blood to maintain his state was essential.
   

        The arrow, once strung, could not but be shot.
   

        In addition, the target of the arrow was his enemy.
   

        In the blink of an eye.
   

        Wisdom Rune∞: ▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆
   

        It's full again, pulling the fifth progress bar of disaster essence.
   

        The black cocoon shivered even more violently, its surface veins peeling off layer by layer, as if something inside was struggling to break free.
   

        Casio did not care, and continued to deduce Secret Martial Arts.
   

        After denying two more martial arts frameworks, the recently filled Spirit Blood was once again depleted to the last drop.
   

        His thinking continued to extract without any emotional fluctuations.
   

        Time passed like this, five minutes went by.
   

        The seventh progress bar of disaster essence.
   

        The fifteenth Secret Martial Art form appeared.
   

        Casio focused his mind to its limit, incidentally extracting another progress bar of disaster essence, reaching eight progress bars.
   

        All of them were injected into the fifteenth Secret Martial Art form.
   

        Crack, crack, crack….
   

        In the room, the giant black cocoon was shaky. The surface was densely covered with cracks, like a spider web.
   

        Some viscous transparent liquid even flowed out of the cracks.
   

        And Casio simply didn't have the time to notice these things.
   

        His thoughts had reached the last crucial step.
   

        Numerous thoughts rained down like a torrential downpour, being absorbed by the sponge-like nature of Casio's mind. Various disassembled jigsaw pieces were reassembled again, forming a more stable and efficient combat system between each other. Many skills, like the Midak equilibrium destruction technique, were assimilated into this combat system.
   

        Finally, when all the inspirations accumulated to a certain limit.
   

        Boom!
   

        Thoughts as compressed as a volcanic eruption.
   

        The endless fragments automatically assembled together, inexplicably forming under Casio's gaze.
   

        After the stillness like a congealed pause, his thoughts began to flow again.
   

        A powerful Secret Martial Art quietly took shape within his mind.
   

        "Golem War Art"
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        What followed was the reconstruction of the physical body.
   

        The blood of the spirit is also a form of energy. Last time, Casio broke through the limit of the Stone Armor Skill using the blood of the spirit, reaching an unprecedented third level. Now, he has extracted eight energy bars from Li Wei's body, in addition to the original ones.
   

        A total of nine units of spiritual blood were gathered together.
   

        They all poured back into Li Wei's body, causing another drastic change. There was a premise here: Li Wei's body was transforming into a large black cocoon for dark biological transformation. Much like a caterpillar metamorphosing into a butterfly, Li Wei's original human body would revert to its primal state, surrounded by nutrients containing energy.
   

        It was as if the baby returned to the womb for further development!
   

        Originally, this was preparation for dark biological transformation, but now it directly benefits Casio.
   

        At this moment, the dark creature consciousness split from Casio's soul was also extremely weakened. The disaster essence it contained was being drawn too intensely, even being completely drained.
   

        Its status as a dark creature was on the verge of disappearing.
   

        Naturally, the consciousness that was born from this base was extraordinarily weak.
   

        But Casio's consciousness, stimulated by the blood of the spirit, surged and overpowered the other side, returning to the main body.
   

        Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle.
   

        Inside the giant cocoon, everything was a viscous transparent liquid.
   

        Casio floated in the middle of the liquid. His form was no longer human-like. Instead, he curled up like a large human placenta, surrounded by a layer of transparent keratin.
   

        On the surface of the placenta, strands of black veins densely stretched towards the back, where a terrifying silhouette lingered.
   

        The figure was nearly four meters tall, equivalent to the height of a medium-sized truck. It wasn't slender and streamlined, but a blood-colored mound of muscles. The thighs were as stout as tree stumps, with arm-thick veins winding across.
   

        He had just three huge toes, the nails at their tips as long as daggers. 
   

        The position of the knees and shoulders were both structurally similar—protruding like shoulder plates, as if sheathed in terrifying armor.
   

        The two arms were extraordinarily thick—thicker than the legs. When the arms were put together, they were as big as the torso itself.
   

        Moreover, there was a broad, inverted-triangle back. Numerous spikes densely lined the spine, extending all the way to the tailbone.
   

        A thick tail grew from the tailbone.
   

        Undoubtedly, this was a giant statue! Compared to it, the curled up body of Li Wei seemed as insignificant as a bicycle before a giant road roller.
   

        Additionally, this body exuded a demonic aura.
   

        Naturally, it could be referred to as a demon idol.
   

        The Demon Idol Secret Martial Art created by Casio was undoubtedly related to it in countless ways—this was also the solution to the problem.
   

        The first was imitation.
   

        Various human martial arts techniques have intricate relationships with imitation. Primarily, it imitates elements in nature like animals, plants, flowing water, rolling stones, climate, etc.
   

        Whether it be techniques, inspiration, or even aura.
   

        Take, for example, the Winged Snake Fist, Crazy Lion Flow, Ringing Water Road, and so on. The Wind Elephant Gate's secret martial arts are also in this line.
   

        They mimic natural phenomena like wind and animals such as an elephant.
   

        This is evident from techniques like the Elephant Roaring Sound, Wind Owl, etc. Wind Elephant Gate instills in its disciples a martial will or combat style that advocates strength over finesse, much like an elephant.
   

        Casio's creation, the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, is the same.
   

        What he intends to imitate is not a natural entity.
   

        But the demon idol behind him.
   

        This unique dark creature.
   

        Upon its birth, it had already reached the massive size equivalent to a medium-sized truck. Moreover, Casio could feel that it was not fat but rather, a naturally superior body. Li Wei's physique had already reached the peak state of second-stage blood acceleration.
   

        Its muscle density and endurance were far superior to that of an ordinary person.
   

        On top of that, the black veins signaled an even more terrible mutation brought about by the mysterious power of the broken gate's fragment—a new monster created at the expense of absorbing the entire strength of a high-rank blood clan. Its potential is self-evident.
   

        Casio chose to mimic the demon idol for two reasons. Firstly, it was strong enough, and its potential was immense. Secondly, it was right before his eyes. He could even do as he pleased with the demon idol.
   

        The consciousness of the dark creature had already been suppressed.
   

        Casio definitely couldn't control the body of the demon idol. Dark biological transformation was a mutation and distortion of the biological body. He had already experienced the effect on his consciousness as a result of the shadow demon's parasitic nature.
   

        If it were the demon idol, the impact would only be stronger.
   

        Chances are he'd lose himself.
   

        Thus, Casio opted for another method. Mimicking the demon idol with a human body would prevent him from being influenced by dark biological transformation. There's a concept within secret martial arts known as the life field.
   

        This is a different life vibration frequency amongst creatures.
   

        Animals of similar species would have closer life vibration frequencies. Of course, there would be very small differences amongst them.
   

        There are some typical features of life vibration frequency.
   

        The first is the heart rate, the second is the respiratory rate, and the third is the blood circulation rate. Martial artists often begin with these aspects, creating miraculous secret martial arts techniques. For instance, the Lion's Roar Breathing Method is related to a lion's breathing rate.
   

        For instance, the Ringing Water Road's Flowing Water Seven Stages involves manipulating the body's internal blood flow, accelerating its circulation seven times in a short time.
   

        And now... Casio wanted it all!
   

        The golem is behind me, and I mimic myself!
   

        Both bodies are now linked by black veins, even their blood is interconnected. Being a master of martial arts, Casio is able to sense the golem's internal condition and the surging power within it.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh...
   

        Thick blood is flowing in the veins, starting from Li Wei's body, gradually circulating through the black veins to the golem behind him. Casio's eyes remain closed, a complex 3D map of blood flow gradually appears in his mind.
   

        It is the blood flow path of the golem, incredibly intricate.
   

        But it is such a complex and powerful network of blood vessels that can drive such a strong body of the golem. Casio's eyes remained tightly closed, pushing his consciousness to its max. Following the circulation of blood back and forth in the body of the golem, back and forth.
   

        Until a moment when he felt he had the confidence.
   

        He immediately released his spirit blood, letting that energy drastically transform Li Wei's body. Inside the cocoon, nutrient fluid begins to surge toward the placenta, continuously infused. Under the guidance of Casio and his spirit blood, strands of black veins begin to grow and spread inside the body, much like a 3D spiderweb.
   

        This is what he believes is the highest realm of imitation.
   

        Directly bring over the real body structure.
   

        Casio transplanted the blood circulation map of the golem into Li Wei's body. With the original veins unchanged, a new blood circulation system is added, which is the first step of the Golem Secret Martial Art.
   

        This is also one of the three basic principles.
   

        The growth of these veins is rapid, and they are completely formed in hardly any time at all. The thickest of them all end up growing at the position of the right chest.
   

        Which was empty, missing a heart.
   

        If it was only Li Wei's original heart, it would be absolutely incapable of supporting the blood circulation at two places, its pumping pressure simply not enough. Casio needs to build another heart inside the body, a miniature version of the golem's heart.
   

        Its function would definitely decline and be slightly different.
   

        More suitable for a human body.
   

        This is the perfect modification made under the Spirit Blood state.
   

        Inside Li Wei's body at the right chest area, some organs were slightly moved, some blood vessels were redirected. An average space is exposed in the center, where a deformed heart is peculiarly growing.
   

        Bits of flesh and blood clot together, floating at the end of the veins.
   

        After an unknown amount of time, a complete heart is born, instantly connecting to the circulation frequency map formed by the black veins. Immediately, pulsating sounds come from the chest cavity. Wave after wave of vibration frequencies causes the liquid to tremble.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        The blood circulation between the golem and Li Wei's body begins to accelerate at a faster pace, a new set of blood circulation is added from Li Wei's body. Suddenly, a frequency resonance is formed.
   

        Casio is even using his martial arts manipulation of Qi and blood power to continuously make minor adjustments to adapt, trying to find that most special resonance.
   

        Finally, after his unyielding efforts.
   

        Both Li Wei's body and the golem's body tremble, the powerful heart within the golem resonates with a humming sound, pumping rhythmically.
   

        A huge blood vortex reverses its flow, rushing into Li Wei's body with a whoosh, at this moment the life fields of both are incredibly close.
   

        Squawk...squawk...squawk...
   

        The remaining Spirit Blood played its final role.
   

        Slow and steady body modification continues.
   

        Casio's brain buzzes, a large mass of icy relief like an invisible liquid passes through muscles, skin, and bones, radiating incessantly toward limbs. At the same time, the scorching blood flowing into the black veins inches its way in.
   

        The two collide and merge, initiating a cycle of you in me and me in you. Li Wei's curled up body starts to shake.
   

        The skin alternates from bright red to pure white at moments, sometimes even half red and half white.
   

        A large amount of unknown substances is secreted to various parts of the body.
   

        In the corner of the room.
   

        The giant black cocoon remains motionless, with the sound of circulating water inside.
   

        Outside the window, the formerly bright sun begins to set gradually. The red light of the sunset dissipates, replaced by gentle moonlight, casting white moonlight upon the earth.
   

        It's cold and peaceful, exuding serenity.
   

        Sunrise, sunset, sunrise, sunset...
   

        This scene alternates for three to four days and nights.
   

        Until the morning of June 15th.
   

        The chirping of birds courting on the branches outside the window is heard.
   

        The slightly cool wind carrying the scent of tidewater mud blows in through the window, gently caressing the surface of the large cocoon. Crack, crack...
   

        The existing fissures begin to spread in all directions.
   

        The traces of cracking simply can't be stopped.
   

        Finally, with a crisp breaking sound.
   

        The four-meter-high giant black cocoon cracks on the spot, the surface veins fall like ash, and vast amounts of viscous fluid pour out.
   

        And also falling from the black cocoon is a silhouette.
   

        A slender silhouette that looks like a young boy.
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        The silhouette curled up, encased by a semi-transparent layer of keratin, like an elliptical pouch.
   

        Behind the keratin pouch, numerous blood vessels connected to a larger figure.  The Demon Idol that was about to form ultimately perished, and its originally incredibly strong body dried up. The muscles and blood within the body were sucked dry.
   

        Where once there had been bulging muscles, there was now skin clinging to bone. The black spines had lost their shine as well.
   

        Originally, as per the process of Li Wei's Dark Biological Transformation, the Demon Idol that was nurtured would gradually absorb Li Wei's body. But now it was the other way around. Li Wei's body, modified by Casio, sucked nutrients from the Demon Idol like a vortex.
   

        One could see that blood was being transferred between them through the connecting vessels. Still, air was penetrating in. This meant that the Demon Idol's blood was almost completely being absorbed by Casio.
   

        Sizzle sizzle sizzle…
   

        The final clump of sticky, fresh blood completed its circulation, pouring into the red placenta, quickly devoured by Li Wei's body.
   

        The Demon Idol was like a sunsetted beast, showing traces of decay all over its body, as if coated in a layer of dust.
   

        The next second.
   

        Crack.
   

        A crack formed in the forehead of the four-meter-tall giant statue, quickly spreading cracks around its body, revealing turtle shell-like traces. Another loud sound and the cracks spread densely, like a spider's web.
   

        The final explosion.
   

        Following the black cocoon, the Demon Idol collapsed entirely.
   

        Every part of the body disintegrated, like a marble sculpture that had been smashed, devoid of the muscular stickiness and firmness of ordinary flesh. The fallen organs and tissues were nearly as brittle as dried branches, comparable to the collapse of a large cocoon into ash.
   

        In an instant, the entire room was filled with black ash, covering a thick layer. At the center, the red placenta was gradually fading in color, the last trace of flowing blood also absorbed.
   

        With a tearing sound.
   

        A clean hand reached out from the placenta.
   

        Then a second one.
   

        The hands exerted a small amount of force, and the fragile placenta cracked open.
   

        A figure crawled out from inside and stood in the sunlight.
   

        The light shone upon the fair skin, creating a fine glow like that of porcelain. He was perhaps around 1.7 meters tall, with a slender and elongated body, overall shaped like a streamlined fish. There was not a single wound on his skin, as delicate as a newborn, even women would envy.
   

        Not just his body, Li Wei's face had changed too.
   

        His facial features had become delicate and handsome, eyebrows fine, lips thin, creating a soft illusion. His forehead was covered by mid-length golden hair, with a cross mark barely visible in the center, a shallow indentation.
   

        Perhaps due to the blood vessels below, the cross mark glowed slightly, showing a bloody red color.
   

        This brought an inexplicable sense of charm to the boy standing in front of him, a charm that was different from ordinary people.
   

        Standing amidst the black ashes, Casio's eyes were slightly bewildered. He slowly raised his own arm. Slender and long, without muscle, only the rounded useless fat under the skin. This was completely contrary to Casio's previous belief that muscles were the best clothes, and even went to the other extreme.
   

        But why did such a body have a vitality so huge that it was incredible? Like a sea tiding flowing.
   

        He casually swung his arm, and a stream of red arc suddenly flew out, a violent wind howling in the air.
   

        The wall was instantly cut open, a half-meter-wide crack. The aftereffect of the red light was not abated, and quickly flew more than ten meters outside the house.
   

        Finally, it slashed into a tree, causing a violent explosion. A hurricane enveloped the surrounding diameter of two meters. Inside the white wind wave, there were red ripples like lightning, crackling continuously.
   

        "Cang Wind Qi Flow, Bloodthirsty Ripple, Balance Destruction Skill..."
   

        Casio murmured to himself. His attack just now had integrated three secret techniques, each of different styles and types.
   

        And this arises from the omnipotent Demon Idol Martial Arts.
   

        After consuming the essence of nine units of spirit blood, using Wind Elephant Martial Arts as a framework, augmented by Stone Armor Skill, other skills were also incorporated to complete a new and refined system of secret martial arts. The main body of the skill imitates the life resonance frequency of the Demon Idol. That is a 3D diagram of the Demon Idol's blood circulation route. What Casio needs to do is to make his heartbeat, blood circulation, and breathing frequencies coincide with the Demon Idol's. The Demon Idol Martial Arts would then constantly refine the body.
   

        Skeleton, muscles, blood vessels would all be strengthened by resonance.
   

        It was a kind of oscillating force, creating an oscillating frequency close to the Demon Idol's Life Field in the body through the technique, thereby causing bodily cells to evolve towards the robustness of the Demon Idol.
   

        It even used the Demon Idol's Life Field to influence the human Life Field in reverse, gradually drawing human life essence closer to that of a titan.
   

        Theoretically speaking, the potential of Casio's body after this round of nurturing was enormous. If measured for Core bones, he might surpass the limit of excellent aptitude. After all, he has the heart of a giant statue, a complete blood circulation system of a giant statue.
   

        Meanwhile, under the effect of the spirit blood, Casio ruled out a dozen martial art prototypes. In the final Demon Idol Martial Arts, he integrated various powers. Not only was there human Martial Arts, but also remnants of other exotic powers in his body.
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        These elements are cleverly combined, impacting and constraining each other. Each acting as a piece of its own puzzle.
   

        This is something that Casio cannot achieve under normal conditions.
   

        Firstly, there are two combat techniques.
   

        The Azure Wind's Bloodthirsty Airflow, simply known as Azure Blood Airflow.
   

         The essence of Avalon's Blood Wave, the Combat Demon Ring, had been completely absorbed and eradicated. On Casio's finger, a dense tattoo-like imprint formed, a faint ring-shaped pattern.
   

        The power of its bloodthirsty ripple was recorded, and merged with the Azure Wind Airflow. The ripple, using the airflow as a carrier, had even greater condensed power. This way, Casio's arm had not only cutting effect, but also flesh and blood burning effect.
   

        In addition, the Azure Blood Airflow could be used with the disrupting balanced force. A splitting balance-destroying force would be applied in the spiral air cluster, and when it is released, it will explode like a grenade.
   

        The hurricane carrying the burning ripple attacks the enemy in a range.
   

        The second combat technique is the above-mentioned balance-breaking force, a skill that Casio hadn't fully mastered yet.
   

        Now, however, it can be integrated into every move he makes.
   

        Existing as a special type of force.
   

        Next, there are two secret techniques that are passively-like.
   

        The Golem Breathing Art and the Magic Eye.
   

        The essence of the Golem Breathing Art comes from the Lion's Roar Breathing Method.
   

        However, the Secret Martial Art that Casio now imitates is not the lion, but the golem. Casio's body contains two hearts and two sets of blood circulation, one of which is the golem.
   

        His use of the Golem Breathing Art is as simple as eating and drinking, and each breath he takes even produces a slight effect.
   

        He seems to be in a state of simplified cultivation at all times.
   

        Similarly, there was the Magic Eye, a variant of the Heart-eye Secret Technique.
   

        The original Heart-eye Secret Technique required training of the five senses, strengthening human senses to reach an effect similar to God's Eye View.
   

        And the Casio that was reborn from the placenta is far superior to humans by nature, with his body's five senses being extremely sharp. Coupled with his previous experience of a God's Eye View-like state in soul state.
   

        All get integrated together under the state of the Spirit Blood.
   

        Forming the Magic Eye Secret Technique.
   

        Casio's internal golem-like blood circulation system can be freely operated, stimulating the senses throughout the body with high-quality blood, always keeping in a state where his senses are as alert as a cicada's upon the arrival of autumn winds.
   

        So, as long as Casio has self-consciousness and can manipulate his body, the Magic Eye Secret Technique will continue to be cultivated.
   

        Like the breathing art, it's something similar to a passive skill.
   

        There is no need to deliberately cultivate it, only need to become naturally stronger while walking, sitting, eating, and drinking.
   

        Next is the combat framework.
   

        This framework primarily relies on the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art, but with some adjustments and stylistic changes.
   

        Since there are dual blood circulations within Casio, he can instantaneously execute any of his explosive techniques twice. For instance, the four basics of Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art: straight punch, sway punch, swing punch, and hand knife. After executing the straight punch, Casio's force and blood strength would inevitably stagnate, requiring a moment to change to a swing punch or hand knife. During this transition, a tiny gap in techniques would occur.
   

        But now, that tiny gap can be wiped away.
   

        Casio throws a punch, hitting the enemy. Then changes technique instantly, turning into a hand knife and delivering a second attack at extremely close range.
   

        With this, his transition of techniques would become incomparably smooth and terrifying. His combat techniques would become super compact. Casio could completely integrate shoulder moves, elbow moves, knee moves, and whipping leg moves into a series of four basic continuous combos.
   

        Forming some unimaginable continuous combos.
   

        Of course, this framework of the Golem Dark Martial Art isn't entirely perfected yet. Casio can spar with other secret martial art experts and gradually improve it. Turning it into a violent combat framework.
   

        This needs time and combat experience.
   

        Because of these characteristics, Casio has created a new secret technique and a new skill based on the Golem Dark Martial Art, types that didn't exist before. The secret technique is called Breathless Triple Blow. By borrowing the characteristics of dual blood circulation, Casio's body carries a surprising amount of oxygen.
   

        He can enter a terrifying state of breathless continuous strikes during combat, with his techniques pervasive like quicksilver.
   

        The other skill is also based on the instantaneous attack twice.
   

        It's called the Finger Gun.
   

        By striking with full force with the fingers twice in succession, it creates a bullet-like penetration and burst power, with the ability to even penetrate steel plates.
   

        Finally, is the key to solving the issue of dark biological transformation.
   

        The three heart methods of the Golem Secret Martial Art.
   

        It can also be referred to as the Schizophrenic Heart Method.
   

        Although Casio's dark biological transformation consciousness, created from a split part of himself, has been consecutively weakened with almost all of its disaster essence drained and the new golem body having fully disintegrated, a fragment of consciousness still remains.
   

        Its uniqueness renders it impossible to be completely eradicated.
   

        Therefore, Casio created this heart method belonging to the Golem Secret Martial Art to restrict the consciousness induced by the dark biological transformation. This consciousness is equivalent to an alternative personality of Casio's soul.
   

        The first is Casio's main personality - himself.
   

        The second is the Aloof Personality, which is Casio based on all reason and calculation under the extremely unfeeling state of the Demon Worm.
   

        The third is the Killing Personality, which is the split consciousness after the dark biological transformation. It has a strong killing instinct with not only dark creatures but also humans being nothing more than snacks in its eyes.
   

        This personality is extremely bloodthirsty, with an explosive combat style.
   

        Actually, Casio wants to restrain the incomplete consciousness of dark biological transformation with the Aloof Personality which is opposite to the Killing Personality.
   

        This is a crucial check and balance.
   

        As long as the balance between the two personalities is maintained, Casio's main personality will not be affected. But once the balance is disrupted, whichever personality dominates, his main personality will incline towards that emotion.
   

        Therefore, it is important to maintain this balance.
   

        Originally, Casio wanted to use these three heart methods to solve the problems caused by the dark biological transformation, but they seem to have inadvertently become a method of martial arts cultivation. The main personality embraces a combat style which is bold and grandiose. The aloof personality follows a rational path, specializing in calculations, predicting the enemy's moves, and skillfully utilizing techniques. The killing personality relies on instinct to maximize the destructive power of every move and every posture, following a brutal line of ferocious attack.
   

        He is able to switch to different combat styles depending on the enemy.
   

        Moreover, Casio could practice different types of secret martial arts or secret techniques according to the personality which best suits him, maximizing the results.
   

        He even fantasized about reintegrating these three personalities. In this way, Casio would be able to enter the perfect combat stance.
   

        However, it seems not so feasible for now.
   

        At the moment, Casio's main personality naturally has an absolute advantage.
   

        The emergence of the other two personalities depends completely on the main personality's will, and they can instantly switch even in the case of personality outburst.
   

        In summary.
   

        The overall framework of the Golem Secret Martial Art can be outlined as follows.
   

        ① Combat Techniques: Azure Bloodstream, Balance-breaking Force.
   

        ② Passive: Golem Breathing Art, Magic Eye.
   

        ③ Combat Framework: Upgraded version of the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art framework.
   

        ④ Newly Created Secret Technique: Three Section Breath, Finger Gun.
   

        ⑤ Three Heart Methods: Main Personality, Aloof, Killing.
   

        This secret martial art is complex because it integrates various secret arts and techniques along with supernatural powers. However, all elements above can totally be seen as branches and extensions of the Golem Secret Martial Art.
   

        Its main stem remains imitation which has been discussed in the beginning.
   

        Imitating dark creatures: Golems.
   

        Casio has already completed part of the imitation, including the heart inside his body and the 3D blood circulation frequency chart of the Golem.
   

        This is the foundation and basis of the existence of the Golem Secret Martial Art.
   

        It's known that there are three layers to the Golem Secret Martial Art. They are divided into the Physical Reconstruction section, Manifesting Qi section, and Spirit Integration section.
   

        Now, a large part of Casio's mission to accomplish the Physical Reconstruction section has been completed. The first small stage of blood vessels and the second small stage of heart have been successfully completed ahead of time. Only the third stage of breathing frequency is remaining.
   

        Afterwards, resonance of the three frequencies strengthens the life field, allowing entry into the second layer of the Golem Secret Martial Art, the Manifesting Qi section.
   

        Finally, the overall characteristics of the Golem Secret Martial Art are as follows.
   

        1. It has a strong ability to recover from physical injuries.
   

        2. Strength, endurance, and defense are all raised by at least one level.
   

        3. Practice efficiency surpasses that of ordinary secret martial arts.
   

        4. Incorporates a combat system to form a unique style.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio wasn't sure what the rank of his Demon Idol Secret Martial Art was. Because this set of secret martial arts was based on his physical body's re-development and transformation, normal martial artists wouldn't even be able to grasp the basics of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art. For them, it was useless, with only its combat skills having any value.
   

        However, to Casio, who was completely compatible with the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, it was vastly superior to third-rate martial arts like the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art, and second-rate ones like the Rainwater Secret Sword. It was absolutely top-tier. The Secret Martial Art that suits oneself is the best Martial Art.
   

        Without a doubt.
   

        Even if a top-tier Secret Martial Art was placed in front of him now and offered in exchange for the Demon Idol Secret Martial Arts, he absolutely wouldn't agree to it.
   

        In the middle of the room, Casio gathered his thoughts again.
   

        He glanced at the scene of destruction around him, and then at his naked body. Soon, his figure disappeared in a flash.
   

        This was the suburbs of Northern Flow City. Although it seemed rather remote, there were still villages and towns around. After all, it's the capital of North Flow County in the Eastern Six Counties, with a dense population.
   

        Yunbai Town, a small town in the suburbs of Northern Flow City.
   

        It was early morning, and the white mist gradually dispersed. Dew rolled off the leaves of the plants in the corners of walls, sparkling brilliantly. The streets of Yunbai Town had been arranged neatly with gray and white bricks, making them easy to navigate. There were depressions here and there with shallow pools of rainwater.
   

        Clearly, there had been a light rain last night or early this morning. The temperature this morning was slightly cooler than it had been for the last few days.
   

        Vendors from nearby villages traveled down the roads in horse-drawn carts, the wheels often sinking slightly, making the riding bumpy. The wooden cart was filled with fruits and vegetables, grown in nearby towns and villages, ready for sale.
   

        At the end of the first street on the eastern side of the town was a breakfast diner, which had already opened for business.
   

        The aroma of fish and chips mixed with the smell of hot milk wafted out, and many people had begun to line up. It wasn't long before a blond figure, about 1.7 meters tall, reached the front of the line.
   

        The boss, who was wearing an apron, paused as he served people.
   

        This was because the person standing in front of him was quite striking: fair and tender skin, golden hair framing a distinctive face. Just by looking at the externals, it was difficult to determine his gender.
   

        However, the sharp and dominant charisma revealed through the eyes and eyebrows suggested that he was a male.
   

        Despite his noble-like appearance, the young man was dressed in rough cloth clothes, which were overly wide and ill-fitting — an irony, considering his weak appearance. The outfit made for an odd combination.
   

        "I'll have five portions of fish and chips, fifteen grilled sausages, five eggs, five sandwiches, and five cups of pure milk..."
   

        As soon as the young man opened his mouth, he caused quite a stir.
   

        It wasn't just the surprise at his large order given his slender physique, but also because of his deep, thick, and alluringly magnetic voice.
   

        It had a slight rasp at the end.
   

        If you closed your eyes and just listened to the voice, you'd think there was an aged, rugged-looking middle-aged man with a story standing in front of you, with perhaps a cigarette in his mouth and maybe even a few scars on his face or hands.
   

        But now, standing in front of the boss, there was just a fair-skinned, beautiful boy. The juxtaposition of his seemingly delicate appearance and his deep, rugged voice felt strangely refreshing.
   

        The boss could only pause in surprise again.
   

        The handsome boy frowned slightly, took out a few Federation coins from his pocket, and asked: "I'll pay first. How much is it?"
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        The blond boy, under the gaze of the waiting crowd, picked up a bag full of food and headed towards the other side of the street.
   

        Casio wasn't feeling great about his drastically altered face. This exquisite face, with hints of Li Wei's charm and features from his original self, looked quite different when combined.
   

        This was the perfect human form after the transformation of a dark biological creature, but the transformation process was interrupted.
   

        The changed body of Li Wei couldn't be reversed.
   

        Casio could only modify it according to the requirements of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art. The eventual body he got was normally shaped, without exaggerated muscles.
   

        With a height of 1.7 meters and a youthful appearance, he could easily pass for a 14- or 15-year-old boy. But in reality, he had been a thirty-something man with plenty of scars and a rugged, masculine face.
   

        Having found a spot, Casio ate all the food from the bag, which would have been a family's breakfast.
   

        But this was only enough to make him one-third full.
   

        A more powerful body and two sets of circulatory systems meant Casio needed more nutrients to replenish his body's energy consumption. Right now, he was just addressing his hunger.
   

        To sustain this, he would obviously need more high-calorie foods.
   

        On one side of Yunbai town, Casio got into a black horse carriage. These carriages usually operate in mid to large size towns close to the city center, functioning similarly to taxis.
   

        In this era, not every road was paved with cement.
   

        The journey from Yunbai Town to North City downtown was about seven or eight kilometers in length and was mostly dirt paths. Although not as rough as cobblestone roads, it was definitely hard to navigate with a regular car.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The horse carriage remains the best method of transportation.
   

        Under the somewhat surprised gaze of the carriage driver, Casio paid half the fare and turned around to climb into the rather tidy carriage at the back.
   

        One minute later, the black horse-drawn carriage started to move slowly.
   

        Lifting the window curtain, Casio glanced outside. This was a green lawn on the east side of Yunbai Town. The tender green leaves appeared exceptionally pure in the sunlight. A few scattered trees embellished the area, occasionally shedding leaves which radiated a vibrant green hue.
   

        He took a look at the upper right corner, where the progress bar of his cultivation technique was located.
   

        "Golem Secret Martial Art: Physical Form 95.1% (Level 3)"
   

        Indeed, once Casio created the Golem Secret Martial Art, he almost directly reached the peak of the first level. The minor accomplishment of the Physical Form is the complete transformation of all blood vessels in the body, while the major accomplishment is the transformation of the heart. To reach the peak of the Physical Form in order to breakthrough.
   

        He needs to continuously practice the Golem Breathing Art, causing the three Life Frequencies to respond to each other, forming powerful Life Field frequency vibrations similar to those of a dark creature, the golem. These vibrations subtly change the body and enhance the underlying strength of the physique.
   

        This process is subtle but rather lengthy.
   

        Casio had already experimented and estimated that if he just instinctively operated the Golem Breathing Art, it would probably take two years to breach the final five percent. If exercised consciously, it would take about ten months.
   

        Of course, there are some alternative, faster methods.
   

        The Golem Secret Martial Art, created with the expenditure of nine units of Spirit Blood, is not so simple. It has already explored something as mysterious as the Life Field. One can use the Life Field of the Golem to reinforce his own body's Life Field.
   

        This is similar to the effect of high-concentration energy transferring to low-concentration energy. In other words, Casio can use the Life Field of other creatures to influence and strengthen his own Life Field.
   

        First of all, this other creature cannot be human.
   

        Because Casio himself is a human. Despite undergoing physical reconstruction and rebirth, he is still human. The Life Fields of humans are quite similar, with similar frequencies and practically no effect.
   

        What Casio needs is a vastly different Life Field, and the stronger the magnetic field, the better. In this way, resonance and collision will occur between his field and theirs, and the resulting vibrations will be conducted into Casio's body.
   

        Such as certain giant beasts, certain dark creatures...
   

        This is a significant function of the Golem Secret Martial Art.
   

        Its form is manifested as capturing dark creatures for cultivation, similar to the Blood Clan absorbing human blood to grow stronger.
   

        But the underlying logic is completely different, because the Golem Secret Martial Art is not about absorbing energy or material things, it does not even absorb the Life Field. It only relies on the resonance collision between the external Life Field and Casio's Life Field, creating a type of life vibration, this vibration subtly makes Casio's body stronger.
   

        Just like how he uses heartbeat frequency, blood circulation frequency, and breathing frequency to simulate the Life Field of a Golem.
   

        The Golem Field collides with the body field to produce resonance, and then the following cultivation process is exactly the same as described above.
   

        Also, it is obvious that such resonance collisions will damage the Life Field. Therefore, the life aura of the creatures used by Casio for cultivation should get weaker and weaker until they eventually die off completely.
   

        As for why Casio himself is not affected, it is of course due to the effect of the Golem Secret Martial Art. It directs the vibrations produced by the collision of the two Life Fields into Casio's body, making the physique stronger.
   

        Once the physique becomes stronger, it will in turn strengthen the Life Field.
   

        Consequently, the loss produced by the collision can naturally be accepted.
   

        Lowering the window curtain, Casio felt the carriage shake as he assumed a strange posture. He crossed his legs, placing the back of his right foot on his left knee and the back of his left foot on his right knee. His body leaned back, and his head was lifted up towards the sky. At the same time, his arms made a flexible stretch.
   

        It looked a bit like the yoga he had seen in his previous life.
   

        Thankfully, he was in a young body now, flexible and resilient. This high-difficulty pose was done effortlessly. If he were still in Li Wei's body, it might be a bit difficult. Even if he could do it, he would have to endure the pain of stretching.
   

        This bird-like position was held still.
   

        Thump, thump, thump... thud...
   

        Amidst the continuous heartbeat sound, a dull sound was mixed in. The former came from the left chest, while the latter came from the right chest.
   

        Thump thump thump... thud thud thud...
   

        In the calm state, the two hearts in the left and right were functioning at different heartbeat frequencies, and started to drive blood circulation.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        Casio could hear two distinct water flow sounds at two different frequencies. The left side was a bit brisker, while the right side was slightly heavier.
   

        This state lasted for about two minutes.
   

        Following that, he began to operate the Golem Breathing Art.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        The sound of fierce, intense breathing echoed out.
   

        Casio's slender body bent like a bowstring, a substantial white vortex of air forming beneath his nose and mouth.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A deep breath was exhaled once again.
   

        The Golem Breathing Art was slow but powerful enough—the breaths he took and exhaled were drawn out, like a blower needing pressure. In an instant, waves of air stirred within the whole carriage, accompanied by a faint humming sound.
   

        The coachman at the front needed to control the horses, so he didn't pay this any mind. Instead, the horses seemed somewhat anxious.
   

        "Gary, what's wrong?"
   

        The coachman patted the backside of the black horse on the right.
   

        "Are you hungry? We will get you some hay when we reach the city…"
   

        Inside the carriage, three different frequencies began to steadily align as one.
   

        Hum, Golem Breathing Art.
   

        Hum, miniaturized Golem Heart.
   

        Hum, 3D diagram of Golem Blood circulation.
   

        Once the three frequencies had hit that fixed point and perfectly simulated the frequency of a Golem's body, a faint magnetic field was born inside Casio. It was different from a human's magnetic field and completely different from the magnetic field of Casio's own body.
   

        Two magnetic fields residing within one body.
   

        Instantly, there was no need for him to intervene.
   

        The magnetic fields began to collide with each other. In every corner of his body, every crack, there were two opposing forces from the magnetic fields since a Life Field encompassed the whole body.
   

        In the continuous collisions, resonance occurred.
   

        Hum!
   

        Casio's brain felt as if it had been struck by a hammer.
   

        A vibration radiated from his marrow at a rapid pace, spreading throughout his body, penetrating his skeleton, muscles, blood vessels, and skin. He could feel all the organs in his body subtly writhing, as if in response to the vibration.
   

        His internal organs became more solid, his blood more vigorous.
   

        A powerful vitality was brewing deep within his physical body.
   

        Casio was immersed in his cultivation and was unaware of the passage of time.
   

        "Lady, lady? We've reached Caesar Street, Northern Flow City."
   

        The voice coming from the front awakened Casio. He could hear the sound of the coachman lightly knocking on the carriage. Casio took a deep breath and realized that his clothes had been soaked by sweat, his coarse fabric clothes stuck to his body.
   

        "What a powerful effect..."
   

        Casio flexed his right hand. In terms of physique alone, this body had undeniably reached the level of a fighter.
   

        "Lady? Did you fall asleep?"
   

        The coachman's inquiry came from the front again.
   

        Casio gave a low cough and immediately stepped out of the carriage and handed the remaining fare to the coachman.
   

        He didn't tip.
   

        Under the coachman's surprised gaze, he walked onto the grey cement road of Caesar Street and shook off the clothes that were sticking to his body before leaving
   

        Casio felt the need to buy a long trench coat that would highlight the hard contours of his shoulders, and a black wide brim hat.
   

        A few minutes later.
   

        He stood in front of a single white house. He wondered how the two kids had been doing after four or five days. He had left enough money in the house. With Tom's cunning, it shouldn't be a problem to go out and buy some food and cook.
   

        He scanned the street on both sides, making sure no one was watching him.
   

        Casio lightly pointed his toes on the ground and instantly cleared the enclosure wall. His feet lightly tapped on the edge of the flower garden.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Tap tap tap...tap tap tap..."
   

        Casio lightly tapped his fingers on the red lacquered wooden door. The dull knocks echoed in the hallway on the first floor.
   

        Shortly after, footfalls descending from the second floor were heard. A few seconds later, those footsteps stopped behind the wooden door.
   

        "Who is it?"
   

        Tom's voice came from inside.
   

        "It's me, I'm back."
   

        A faint smile spread across Casio's face as he spoke.
   

        "Uncle? You're finally back!"
   

        The door creaked open, and Tom's head popped out from inside, a look of ecstasy across his face.
   

        Then, his expression froze.
   

        The delight in his eyes turned to doubt as he sized up Casio's height of one meter seventy and his frail body. What drew his attention the most was the refined and fair face.
   

        "This... Miss... May I ask?"
   

        Tom tentatively asked.
   

        "What? You can't even recognize me anymore?"
   

        Casio's lips moved as he spoke emotionlessly. His voice was still the voice of Li Wei, low and slightly hoarse.
   

        Just listening to his voice, one could sense a measure of vicissitude.
   

        "Uncle?" An expression of disbelief spread across Tom's face as he stuck his head out, peering suspiciously at the flowerbeds on both sides of the house, "Uncle, where are you hiding? Please don't play this kind of joke on me, Uncle!"
   

        Casio stood in place, his eyelid twitching. His main personality was gradually shifting towards that of a killer, his gaze sharp.
   

        Recalling Li Wei's memories, he said, "Do you know what I do to discipline you when you've made a mistake?"
   

        "What?"
   

        Tom was confused for a moment and turned his head.
   

        "Ouch!"
   

        Getting hit hard on the head, he started to clutch his head and took a few steps backward, looking at Casio for a second time with a complex and bizarre gaze.
   

        Height, one meter seventy. Uncle, well over one meter eighty.
   

        Small frame, delicate skeleton. Although Uncle had lost weight due to some reasons, his overall frame remained large.
   

        Delicate face, blond hair, looking like a noble girl around fifteen or sixteen years old. No need to say more about Uncle's weather-beaten face.
   

        And that skin, whiter than snow, while Uncle had callouses all over his hands and scars dotting all over his body.
   

        So, there's absolutely no way that the person in front of him could be Uncle!
   

        Tom's acute sense hit him, his gaze was filled with wisdom. Casio nodded, Li Wei had done a good job teaching. The kid was pretty bright. Even after such an extensive transformation, familiar people could still recognize each other's souls.
   

        About to explain the situation, he started saying, "Actually..."
   

        Bang!
   

        The door was closed, the wind messing up his fringe.
   

        "Don't try to trick me. Uncle once taught me, good-looking people are the least reliable! I don't know how you were able to replicate Uncle's voice, but now you're trespassing into someone else's private property by climbing over the enclosure wall, this is illegal! Get out right now, or I will call the police!"
   

        Tom's steadfast voice carried over from beyond the door.
   

        Casio took some time to think, Li Wei truly did teach Tom these life lessons. And suddenly facing a stranger claiming to be your friend, asking you to open the door to let him in...
   

        The average person probably wouldn't believe it either.
   

        Casio smiled, thinking that Tom was rather safety-conscious. Even when he lived alone, he wouldn't be at a disadvantage. It affirmed his previous assessment that Tom was sharp.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        In the hallway on the first floor, Tom was squatting in a corner with a lump on his head, crying. As he cried, his nose also streamed.
   

        Casio rubbed his hands together and began to remount the door he had taken off from the wall. Of course, it was merely blocking the doorway and not restored to its original state as the metal bolts in the door frame were broken.
   

        He turned back, taking a glance at the bitterly crying Tom.
   

        He huffed, "Brat, can't even recognize your uncle. Xia La is sharper, she recognized me instantly."
   

        At the side, the girl named Xia La in a white dress covered her mouth and giggled, looking at Tom with an expression of schadenfreude.
   

        Over an hour later, it was time for lunch.
   

        On the second floor, there was a carpet next to the stair entrance. Next to the carpet was a shoe cabinet, and on it sat a white vase.
   

        There was nothing in the vase. On the surface of the porcelain were engraved patterns, and beneath the patterns were three lines of poetry written in ancient Hong Li language.
   

        What is beauty that you and I long for,
   

        So the loveliness of roses may ever live on.
   

        Just as a blossomed flower withers with time.
   

        Behind the stairs was a living room. The walls were coated with a brown lacquer, emitting an elegant atmosphere. A round teak table sat in the middle of the room, and to the left was a small velvet sofa.
   

        A corridor on the left of the living room led to the study and bedrooms, and another on the right led to the kitchen. Both the east and west sides had square windows, the white curtains with floral patterns tied together by black bands. The windows were half-open for fresh air to flow in.
   

        As usual, Casio donned an apron and began preparing the meal. He glanced at the full-length mirror next to the living room and, after briefly considering, decided not to wear the apron and just cook.
   

        Halfway through cooking, Xia La suddenly ran over.
   

        She helped Casio prepare the ingredients at a rapid pace, and in the blink of an eye, half a head of broccoli was chopped, set to the side.
   

        Casio turned his head in curiosity, asking.
   

        "What's wrong? Craving broccoli?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Xia La shook her head: "It's not me, it's Tom. Uncle has been missing for a long time and Tom has been craving broccoli cream soup these past few days." She scratched her head and laughed: "Uncle, remember to make more soup. Tom loves it; I estimate there might not be enough..."
   

        Casio's hand chopping vegetables suddenly stopped, he slowly turned his head to look at Xia La's smiling face, and shook his head: "Two little rascals."
   

        "They are quite clever."
   

        Bonk!
   

        Xia La's head was also ruthlessly thumped.
   

        "What rubbish about broccoli cream soup, Tom's favorite is the mushroom soup I make. Stop probing, aren't you two tired?"
   

        Casio washed his hands and spoke wordlessly. He had just praised Xia La for being clever, saying she knew him better than Tom did.
   

        Looking at it now, she was indeed clever, but in the wrong way.
   

        Fifteen minutes later.
   

        "Come have dinner, let me explain properly to you both..."
   

        Casio waved his hand, Xia La and Tom looked at each other and then tiptoed over to sit by the table.
   

        Half an hour passed quickly.
   

        All the food on the teak round table was eaten and Tom and Xia La finally believed Casio, who seemed like a different person after transforming.
   

        As for Casio, he simply shared secrets and embarrassing incidents that only the three of them or only Casio and either Xia La or Tom knew. Eventually, among Tom's blushing face, this little drama came to an end; because Casio revealed that Tom had a crush on Miss Chiara, Tom completely believed him.
   

        Not only did he believe him, he was on the verge of kneeling on the spot.
   

        At one in the afternoon, on the white crescent-shaped balcony.
   

        Casio held a cup of coffee, facing the sunlight, gaze overlooking the scene below. A gentle breeze skimmed his wide-open jacket, soft and serene.
   

        The sunlight shone on the white fabric, producing a reflection.
   

        Inside the house, a brass gramophone was operating, the melodious song coupled with the gentle breeze was somewhat pleasant. A coffee pot was still sitting uncleaned on the coffee table in the middle of the sofa. The stylus was against the vinyl record, the deep humming noise continued to flow into his ears.
   

        Casio stopped his breath which had been endlessly hissing like a snake, lifted his hand and took a normal sip of coffee.
   

        As he put it down, his expression suddenly became extremely indifferent.
   

        He lifted the white porcelain cup again and took several small sips in succession.
   

        Once again putting it down, his face changed back to an unusual dominant expression.
   

        He directly picked up the coffee cup, drained it in one gulp.
   

        "Ha..."
   

        Casio exhaled a long breath and returned to his main personality.
   

        He was familiarizing himself with the process of switching personalites and adjusting to the changes that the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art brought to him. Only when he placed his hand on his right chest, feeling the heavy heartbeat, did he recall the thrilling and magical experience of the past few days.
   

        He was really just a tad away from completely losing himself.
   

        Taking a deep breath, Casio suddenly saw a boy in a black and white suit outside the gate, looking up at him, smiling with a cigarette hooked on the corner of his mouth.
   

        Their eyes met, time seemed to freeze for a few seconds.
   

        The boy suddenly made a move and snapped his fingers lightly.
   

        A sharp whistling sound pierced the air directly towards Casio, the air only had a glint of silver light that was imperceptible to the eye.
   

        Ding!
   

        Three centimeters in front of Casio's eyebrows.
   

        Two slender white fingers clamped onto a silver thread in the middle. The thread was taut, straight as a rebar.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The silver metallic thread was suddenly pulled back, the boy in the suit turned around and departed in the direction of the street to the east.
   

        Casio's gaze flickered, he unfolded his two fingers, a slight trace of blood was visible, the skin was broken. Casio's expression didn't change, he braced his right hand on the black balcony railing.
   

        The whole person jumped directly from the second floor; he landed lightly after a roll. Then, with a few steps, he vaulted over the enclosure wall.
   

        Like an agile cheetah, following the trace.
   

        Both of them were extremely fast and seemed not the least interested in concealing their traces. Yet even so, pedestrians on the road didn't notice anyone brushing past them.
   

        At most, they just felt a rush of wind hit them in the face.
   

        When they turned their heads or bodies to look, there was no one to be seen.
   

        Several of the more timorous ones even thought they had encountered a ghost.
   

        Northern Flow City, east, Flower Basket Park.
   

        Compared to other many parks, Flower Basket Park was much more secluded, hence, it was quite peaceful. Ginkgo leaves were swirling in the wind, and the warm afternoon sun shone on the cobblestone path. A white marble statue in the center was spouting water into the pool. 
   

        Everything shone with rippling light, creating an aura of tranquility.
   

        A string of faint footsteps approached.
   

        The flock of pigeons that had gathered by the pool suddenly took flight, alighting on the red roof of a distant church, peering down from above.
   

        On the circular path surrounding the park's fountain, a dark-haired young man halted, looking with interest at something behind him.
   

        Casio engaged in a slow, measured walk on the cobblestone path. 
   

        "Who are you? From a concealed school of the southern Secret Martial Arts World?"
   

        His walking posture leaned slightly forward, taking slow steps on the balls of his feet. In case of any unexpected event, Casio could surge forward. 
   

        Reacting promptly to any situation.
   

        "Secret Martial Arts School? It seems you are part of the Secret Martial Arts World..."
   

        The dark-haired young man lightly squeezed his right hand, attempting to appear nonchalant, as though he had absolute confidence in his own strength.
   

        He sized up Casio: "Li Wei, you should be thanking me. The Shadow Organization's sewer rats had their eye on those two kids. If it were not for my Black Mechanisms stepping in and handling them, those two kids would surely have been captured..."
   

        As the dark-haired young man adjusted his glasses, looking Casio up and down, he uttered, "You don't look like the pictures the rats provided, did you use a disguise? Glass?"
   

        "Even the height, body shape, and gender could be changed, how interesting…"
   

        Casio's eyelid twitched, and he threw back a question.
   

        "Who exactly are you?"
   

        The dark-haired young man smiled slightly, bent over, and performed a gentlemanly courtesy: "Federal Espionage Bureau, Class 13, Black Mechanism..."
   

        "Amos, codename: the Grim Reaper."
   

        "Federal Espionage Bureau?"
   

        Upon hearing these words, Casio frowned. Clearly, it was an agency under the jurisdiction of the official Hong Li Federation. It represented government official power. He had never encountered a supernatural force of the federal government before, so there was a hint of uncertainty in his eyes.
   

        The dark-haired boy named Amos naturally took a step forward, just about to speak, but his expression suddenly changed.
   

        Meanwhile, Casio – positioned about five meters away from him – also looks taken aback.
   

        Right between his eyebrows.
   

        The shallow cross imprint there suddenly lit up with red light.
   

        He could feel something within his head vibrating.
   

        Across from him, Amos's expression cooled instantly. His previously affable demeanor now cold as ice. An aura as somber as an autumn breeze rose, his round glasses reflecting the sunlight.
   

        He suddenly swung his gloved hands forward – whoosh!
   

        Ten-odd metallic threads flew out – some embedded themselves in the cement ground, some wound themselves around the statue, some pierced the tree trunks. Instantly, centered around Amos, a bright silver spider web made of metal threads appeared in sight, with diameter over tens of feet.
   

        The last remaining white pigeon on the ground was scared into flight.
   

        Flapping its wings, it attempted to make its way to the church roof beside them.
   

        Slash!
   

        It accidentally ran into a thread hanging in the air, its body sharply cut into two. It fell onto the ground with a thud, its viscera spilling out from the cross-section.
   

        That thread trembled slightly, blood starting to drip from it.
   

        Amos looked at Casio across from him, blew a smoke ring.
   

        "The resonance occurs when the possessors of 'Pieces of The Gates' are near each other. The Shadows told me that you had contact with the Gate Organization, and this proves they were correct. Not only did you come into contact with them, you possess a piece, which means you're definitely a core member!"
   

        Casio paused slightly. The reason for his sudden change in demeanor turned out to be this. Li Wei had indeed had contact with the Gate Organization, but he was not a core member, but peripheral. 
   

        That kind of peripheral member who benefitted from information exchanges on the platform, without access to the core business and true intentions of the Gate Organization.
   

        "I've been trying to find you guys for a very long time, almost fifteen years. During these fifteen years, I've been training non-stop, developing the otherworldly power within my body, fighting against the strong to hone my skills, all for one thing!" Amos raised his index finger, wrapped by seven or eight metallic threads, "All the tortures you guys did to me, I will return all of it to you. No, I will return it a thousandfold, a hundredfold!"
   

        The clattering sound of the metal wires resonating filled the air...
   

        All the metallic threads began to vibrate, pulled taut by a massive force. They shivered violently, and all the threads were retracted. A large pit broke open in the ground, tree trunks were sawn off, the top half of the stone statue shook teetered about to fall.
   

        The silver metallic thread, like furious rain, with its fierce cutting and piercing force, fiercely attacked Casio.
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        Clang!
   

        A dense metallic explosion rang out in the air, the chilling sound of fifty metal threads trembling and cutting through the air.
   

        Thump!
   

        Casio's foot fiercely stomped the ground. His heel was raised while walking, and there was a moderate distance between his tiptoes and the ground - a distance that allowed power to burst out within a split moment.
   

        Thus, he could quickly react and avoid any threats.
   

        The square floor was directly shattered by the impact of his stepping, and Casio quickly retreated backward. His feet brushed the ground like a dragonfly touching water, but each step sank the ground tile.
   

        Using this reactionary force, he rapidly retreated backward.
   

        Crash! Bang!
   

        Dense metal threads swung from the sky towards the ground, and for a moment the azure sky appeared to be divided into numerous grids.
   

        These threads bore astonishing destructive power, seemingly infused with a strong penetrating force that could cut through all things. Like a wide net flung on the ground, they instantly sliced the gray road into pieces.
   

        Centred around Amos, within a diameter of ten meters and a forward range of ninety degrees, all the ground was segmented by the metal threads. This created a radial fan-shaped crack, and stone dust floated in the air.
   

        In the middle of this fan-shaped crack, five or six gaps appeared. These threads caught up with the retreating Casio and were repelled by his rapidly launched finger gun.
   

        Therefore, they did not create any destruction on the ground.
   

        Ten meters away, Casio looked at the back of his hand. On the back of his five pale fingers, traces of blood from cut skin appeared.
   

        "What a terrifying cutting force, what kind of secret martial art is this?"
   

        He squinted his eyes at Amos, his right chest's heart throbbed, and thick blood instantly accelerated through his body.
   

        It had only taken a short while for the blood to reach his arm.
   

        The wounds on his five fingers healed rapidly.
   

        This was the effect of the Demon Idol's secret martial art. This kind of skin trauma could heal in a few seconds.
   

        If there was a master at a similar level to Casio who wanted a prolonged fight, they would certainly be slowly exhausted by him.
   

        Clang!
   

        All the threads deeply embedded in the ground were pulled back by Amos. They floated around him in circles, like a small asteroid belt slowly revolving around a planet.
   

        Amos flicked the ash off his cigarette and held it again.
   

        "Your physique is quite good. Despite your seemingly weak appearance, you are indeed very deceptive. Being able to handle my Gale Silk head-on is something you should be proud of," he said, smoke swirling at the corner of his mouth, "Now, let's see the Vortex Disk…"
   

        Buzz...Buzz...Buzz...
   

        It was like an entire beehive had gone into a Bee Riot.
   

        The metal threads began to curl and rotate, vortex-like, forming a disk hovering in mid-air.
   

        Amos stepped forward fiercely, and tens of rotating discs flew out from behind him. Each disc followed a different path, drawing deadly arcs.
   

        The final target was every corner of Casio's body.
   

        Under such an attack, even a tough-skinned rhino or elephant would be sliced into mince meat in an instant.
   

        Naturally, the targeted Casio also felt the danger.
   

        His face darkened, cold as a steel slab, his eyes calm and indifferent as an abyss. He naturally entered the Rational State of Indifferent Personality, a cold aura hovering between his eyebrows.
   

        "Huff! Hiss!"
   

        He exhaled sharply, Casio performed a three-stage breath stroke.
   

        The two hearts in his left and right chest started beating at different frequencies, oxygen-rich blood spread throughout his body.
   

        Thump, Thump, Thump, Thump, Thump!
   

        He moved as if time had sped up, his hands swinging out phantom punches, his steps shifting flawlessly. Each fist seamlessly connected to the next, as if he had landed two punches in the time it took for one. This was the horrifying state of Breathless Continuous Strikes.
   

        Every metallic vortex disc flying towards him was blocked and repelled. Some were even shattered out of their vortex state.
   

        But Casio did not retreat, he pressed forward, his feet stepped on the ground. His slender figure shot forward like a sword, pointing towards the enemy in the distance.
   

        His hands hung down, his sleeves had been sliced into pieces in the previous collision, revealing a pair of arms spotted with blood on the white and tender skin. In a split second, his skin trauma healed rapidly.
   

        By the time Casio reached a step away from Amos, the ten-plus cut wounds on his hands had miraculously healed.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Seven or eight metal threads were shot towards Casio by Amos.
   

        But they were either lightly deflected by his fingertips, blocked by the back of his hand, or dodged by his body. Despite the tricky angles, none of them hit the target. The rational personality state of Casio was incredibly analytical. He could quickly decipher trajectories in a fight and form inconceivable reactions in an instant.
   

        It was even better when combined with the Magic Eye's secret technique.
   

        Although both were currently in their early, immature stages, they had already displayed their tremendous potential in the earlier combat.
   

        Casio's figure sank, and a force surged up from the soles of his feet, passing through his tailbone and waist, reaching his arm joints. He flung out a punch, its force rumbling through the air.
   

        This punch flew forward like a javelin.
   

        Clang!
   

        Amos's face stayed expressionless, a smirk playing on his lips, and grey smoke obscured half of his face.
   

        Threads extended from his back and side, eventually reaching his own chest in the pathway of Casio's punch. They formed a square sheet of metal woven in an instant, ten threads on the sides and ten on the bottom, extremely sturdy.
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        Moreover, the power contained in Casio's punch did not apply to Amos. Instead, it was dispersed among each of the fifty surrounding metal threads, whether rooted in the ground, twisted around tree trunks, or on sculptures.
   

        The power transmission only caused damage to the environment.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        Casio's attack had no effect, but in his aloof personality state, he would not feel any discouragement at all.
   

        In an instant, he launched a close-up offensive, enshrouding Amos completely with dense shadows of his fists. Casio still used the Wind Elephant Fist Style, only seamlessly smoother. Swing punch, straight fist, fist swing, and hand knife, these four basic combinations were exceptionally compact, the offense was like mercury pouring onto the ground.
   

        This series of inconceivable smooth continuous attacks directly forced Amos back. A square small shield was formed as webbing continued to weave around every part of his body.
   

        You could almost see the shields had a bloody, viscous fresh blood on the surface. While Amos was constantly retreating, his eyes were firmly fixed on Casio's hands: "Doesn't this man feel pain?"
   

        Swish!
   

        He swung another punch, with a red airflow wrapped around it. It was the gale containing the bloodthirsty ripple.
   

        Clang! The fist and a shield collided.
   

        Sss...
   

        The bloodthirsty ripple was instantly transmitted along the metal thread, crackling all the way down a length of ten meters, returning to its origin.
   

        Which was on Amos' body.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        Amos's face changed, who looked quite relaxed originally.
   

        He gritted his teeth, almost biting off the cigarette in his mouth. His face turned visibly pale, with droplets of sweat dripping from his forehead.
   

        Amos suddenly clasped both hands, and dozens of metal wires wound together, like a whip, they lashed upward from below.
   

        Ground was directly whipped and a ten meter long crack appeared, and Casio was forced to retreat, standing aside with his hands bleeding heavily.
   

        "It appears that, you're quite afraid of pain…"
   

        "If that's the case, you shouldn't be my match."
   

        Casio, returning to his main personality, glanced at his hands and then at Amos. He was not particularly afraid of pain in either personality, as the cultivation of the Elephant Soul Secret Technique grew in pain.
   

        The aloof personality in the previous fight even more so, it completely blocked out the sensation of pain, and pain wasn't even an emotion to consider.
   

        "Shut up!"
   

        Amos took a deep breath, seemingly recalling some shadows of the past. He spat the cigarette onto the ground.
   

        He extended his leather shoes and stomped hard on it.
   

        Then he opened his hands, and one by one, the metal threads jumped out from the surface of his gloves, joining the metal threads from the previous battle. In a short period, the number of metal threads doubled to a hundred and continued to increase without pause.
   

        And Amos himself also began to change. From the original pre-teen cute appearance, he slowly grew up. His face became distinctly angular, his eyes filled with a strong aura.
   

        "Gale Tsunami's three large limits, the first limit Gale, can manipulate a metal thread, instilling the power to cut. The second limit Steel, can manipulate a hundred threads, infusing the power to cut and penetrate. The third limit Absolute, can manipulate a thousand threads, instilling the ultimate destructive power..."
   

        "I spent fifteen years and reached the second limit Steel…"
   

        Amos took a step forward, at this moment he had completely transformed into a young man in his twenties. His clothes were tight and delineated a strong and athletic figure. His hair was long, but it was pulled back and tied into a black ponytail.
   

        The band used was a metal thread.
   

        Amos took out a pack of cigarettes from his bosom, and with a gentle spring of his fingers, a cigarette, spinning, was held in his mouth.
   

        "Killing you is only going to take half a minute!"
   

        Next to a collapsed sculpture fountain, Casio slowly raised his hands, the skin had again become delicate and fair. His body started to emit a muffled sound, one after another.
   

        Those were two heartbeats with completely different frequencies.
   

        One of them was like a drum.
   

        Casio locked eyes with Amos, still with a cold face: "You don't think you're the only one with a hidden card, do you?"
   

        The sentence only had twelve words, but it shifted between three voices in an instant, just like three completely differently styled people mixed together. Steady and grand, cold and indifferent, ferocious and blood-thirsty.
   

        Amos seemed to see, three faces overlapping on Casio's face, crazy calm, bloodthirsty peaceful, arrogant yet indifferent.
   

        A number of contradictions coexisted while bizarrely switching quickly.
   

        One behind the other, one left, one right. Two formidable auras radiated centered on themselves, causing the surrounding leaves to rustle.
   

        "What is this move you're doing?" Amos narrowed his eyes, he could also feel the threat emanating from Casio.
   

        "Just a rudimentary self-created boxing technique..."
   

        Casio turned into an indifferent posture and charged forward. The next second, he turned into a murderous personality, and the corners of his mouth drew a wild laugh.
   

        "Hahaha, but, it's enough to kill you!"
   

        "I think you have a split personality!" Amos instantly pulled all the threads, also charging furiously towards Casio.
   

        The two parties turned into two shadows, approaching at great speed.
   

        Amos in his young form had a reflective mirror surface, exuding a killing intent. Suddenly, his gaze drifted to Casio's shoulders, there were no logos. All core members of the Organization have the Devil's Eye logo on their right shoulders, they were left by some special strange power.
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        Once the Devil's Eye is branded, it cannot be removed. Even if flesh is scraped away, the mark reappears on the flesh underneath.
   

        And even if you would go as deep as scraping to the bones, you'd find the mark.
   

        This is the unmistakable proof of one's identity in the organization.
   

        Only those with the Devil's Eye on their shoulder can be called core members and truly touch the real inner core of the organization.
   

        The core members of the organization and the peripheral members are as different as night and day. The core of the organization is extremely rigorous and orderly while the peripheral members are quite diverse and akin to an information exchange platform.
   

        The organization merely provides such a platform, and those who come to the platform to exchange information can be called peripheral members.
   

        So, this Li Wei in front of him is just a peripheral member?
   

        Then how does he own shards of the door...?
   

        However, it seems like there's no rule that only core members of the organization can own shards of the door. Amos only concluded that Casio was a core member because he had contact with the organization and also owns a piece of the door. His immediate assumption coupled with past grudges, led to a fight breaking out.
   

        But now, he realized he might have jumped to the wrong conclusion.
   

        "Wait!"
   

        Amos suddenly raised his voice, trying to clarify something.
   

        But Casio was already rushing over like a shell, with his two hands striking forward and backward like spears.
   

        Boom, boom, boom…
   

        The two silhouettes tangled fiercely before they broke apart in an explosion, with Amos being forced to take five or six steps back to regain his balance.
   

        He opened his mouth: "Wait…"
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A stream of air twisted with red ripples had already rapidly slashed over, forcing Amos to roll away involuntarily.
   

        The arc slammed into the ground, causing an explosion.
   

        The spread-out ripples, looking like an electric arc, grazed Amos's waist. He let out a muffled grunt, his hands trembling slightly.
   

        "I said, wait…"
   

        Pow!
   

        A fist rapidly enlarged in front of Amos's eyes.
   

        He didn't get a chance to block this strike, and was instantly sent flying backward, with blood spraying from his nose.
   

        Casio stood still, lowering his head to look at a thin bloodstained line on his throat. His punch had been just a bit more forceful, and he would have lost half of his throat.
   

        "Ah! Dammit! Why won't you listen to me!"
   

        Pale-faced, Amos quickly scrambled up from the ground. He wiped away the blood from his nose, his eyelids twitching uncontrollably. Unconcealed rage filled his eyes, causing the metal thread around him to vibrate violently.
   

        Yet again, hundreds of metal threads flew out, their vibration force now accompanied by penetrative power.
   

        All the threads, like a giant spider web, pointed at Casio. The sharp killing intent they carried made one shudder.
   

        "Heh heh heh…" Amos chuckled quietly, taking steps towards Casio: "Over the past three years, you're the first to have managed to hurt me, and made me feel pain twice. As a reward, I will fight you with all I've got!"
   

        "Tremble, you frog at the bottom of the well… you…"
   

        "I surrender." said Casio, his aloof personality taking over.
   

        "What?!"
   

        "I said, I surrender, you didn't mean to kill me."
   

        "I…" Blood seemed to be stuck in Amos's throat. Indeed, after realizing that Casio was not a core member of the Organization, he lost his killing intent. Although, now that the atmosphere had been built up to this point, and now you're telling me you surrender! Amos was quite unwilling. But if they were to continue fighting, Casio wasn't without means to fight back and hurt him.
   

        He definitely had the strength to hurt Amos.
   

        Amos wasn't afraid of anything, except pain. It was a psychological trauma of his childhood that he has never been able to overcome.
   

        Yes, he was a Grim Reaper afraid of pain…
   

        Amos, you don't really want to continue enduring the pain in the coming fight, do you? That would be utterly pointless...
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        "Don't act rashly. The North Flow Country branch doesn't have a reserve of Holy Purification Water. If you use two powers at the same time, do you want to experience the pain of your physical body being rebounded by force for the second time?"
   

        A neatly dressed old man in a full black suit and white hair walked over. Despite his old age and slow pace, an elegant aura still lingered around him.
   

        His beard was trimmed neatly, and each strand of hair was slicked back. A silver watch chain hung in the pocket on his chest.
   

        Casio and Amos both turned their heads to look at the old man.
   

        Amos opened his mouth as if trying to argue with something, but in the end, he flicked his fingers and retrieved more than two hundred metallic threads radiating outside back into his hands.
   

        Meanwhile, Casio was sizing up the old man with squinted eyes.
   

        No threatening aura at all, just an ordinary human. An old man in his seventies who walked slowly.
   

        Was this the rhythm of when a young man loses, an old man enters the fray?
   

        Seeing that Casio kept sizing him up, the old man couldn't help but smile and said, "No need to look any further, Mr. Li Wei, I am just an ordinary human with no combat power."
   

        "The most powerful force in the Black Mechanism of the entire North Flow Country right now is this young man, Amos. He is, likewise, the Black Mechanism's growing third trump card." The old man continued to approach the two without showing any fear that Casio might suddenly attack.
   

        "Let me introduce myself, Franz West."
   

        The old man made a gentlemanly gesture: "I was once the steward of Black Mechanism of the Federation's Special Agency, Section Thirteen, and now, I serve as the operational assistant to Amos, the current steward of the Black Mechanism…"
   

        "Black Mechanism?"
   

        Casio slightly swiveled his hand. The skin, which originally had slight traces of blood, became fair again, leaving no sign of injury.
   

        "Yes." Old Man Franz got closer to Casio, only two or three meters away: "I think we can calm down and have a good talk, just me and you." Amos, who wanted to say something with a frown, was silenced by the gaze of Old Man Franz.
   

        It seemed that the relationship between these two stewards of the Black Mechanism was unusual.
   

        At least, it wasn't merely a professional connection.
   

        Soon, Casio and Franz got into a black sedan outside the park. Meanwhile, Amos was patrolling around with a gloomy face, wiping his nosebleed as he went.
   

        Casio, seated comfortably in the spacious back seat of the car, chatted for more than half an hour. This allowed him to clarify some things that had happened before.
   

        Amos discovered Casio via the Shadow Organization, capturing several assassins and gaining some understanding of the situation. Initially, he didn't have any intentions of attacking when he met Casio, but the reaction of the fragments led him to mistake Casio as a core member of a certain organization, which triggered their fight.
   

        Additionally, they also discussed the Black Mechanism.
   

        The Federation's Special Agency, Section Thirteen, or the Black Mechanism, was not originally part of the Agency, which only had twelve sections. However, twenty years ago, a major serial tragedy occurred in the capital city, Florence, during a holiday period. With high levels of congestion, the incident resulted in numerous deaths.
   

        There were at least a hundred fatalities, and hundreds more went missing.
   

        And the culprit behind this event was dark creatures.
   

        Thus, the Hong Li Federation resolutely decided to establish an organization capable of resisting and suppressing these dark creatures. Given that this institution was built upon the abundant intelligence of the Agency, it was deemed the thirteenth section. In reality, the two operated independently, with the only connection being that the Black Mechanism had access to the Agency's intelligence.
   

        Following the establishment of the Black Mechanism, the Hong Li Federation—a giant country with a prominent secular society presence—was able to mobilize numerous unimaginable resources. Many experts who possessed special powers and were initially hidden among the people joined the Black Mechanism.
   

        Even the Federation's flagship technologies were used, such as biochemical humans and rumored transformed humans.
   

        Most of the experiments failed, but some were successful.
   

        As the Black Mechanism rapidly assembled its combat forces, supernatural organizations across the Federation became much more restrained, some even joining the Black Mechanism and becoming part of its forces.
   

        For instance, the Mercury Hunters, who had been entangled with the Blood Clan for generations.
   

        Of course, many more forces, both good and bad, were lurking in the shadows. Those that interacted with the Black Mechanism, an official entity, were just a fraction of the total. Others were observing from the sidelines. The establishment of the Black Mechanism was to curb the rampant actions of the dark creatures and to monitor dangerous supernatural organizations.
   

        In the nearly twenty years since its establishment, the Black Mechanism had achieved remarkable results. Bloodbaths caused by dark creatures within the Federation dropped by at least sixty percent, and many potentially dangerous supernatural organizations that posed threats to human societal order were subdued and educated.
   

        This is not to say that the Black Mechanism was the most potent supernatural organization. It had the backing of the Federation, which provided its top-tier support in terms of intelligence resources and transportation, even calling in the military for land sweeping and artillery support on occasion.
   

        Of course, such situations were extremely rare. They usually occurred when situations were spiraling out of control and a threat was about to descend upon many humans. That's when the organized military would be deployed.
   

        In twenty years, there were only three such occasions.
   

        Two were related to dark creatures, while the last one involved a particular organization. After that incident, this organization was listed by the Black Mechanism as an extremely dangerous supernatural organization, ranking first among the top ten dangerous organizations and the only one rated as 'S-class'.
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        The Black Mechanism has conducted power and danger assessments for most known organizations and has also made a broad categorization of all sorts of diverse supernatural powers. Although relatively crude, this classification is indeed objectively reasonable.
   

        E-Class, power analogous to a Handgun. It can pose a sufficient threat to a normal adult human, and can fight against at least ten people.
   

        D-Class, power analogous to a heavy machine gun. It can completely overpower ordinary humans who are unable to resist. If committed to killing without hesitation, it could easily kill hundreds.
   

        C-Class, power analogous to an Artillery Gun. It can cause severe destruction to buildings, possessing very strong destructive mobility.
   

        B-Class, power analogous to Rocket Grenades. It can cause large-scale injury, destruction sweeping across a large area. It can at least demolish a small building and drastically affect an entire block.
   

        A-Class, power analogous to a cluster of Bombers. The power reaches half of a city, posing a serious life threat to hundreds of thousands of people.
   

        ...
   

        According to Franz, both Casio and Amos should be categorized as "B-Class" under this assessment, meaning they have the capability to blow up buildings.
   

        This class also has a huge gap in its upper and lower limits.
   

        Casio is currently just barely stepping into the "B-Class".
   

        Of course, this is already an extremely rare level. The Black Mechanism, as a massive organization backed by the Hong Li Federation developed over twenty years, still barely has a number of "B-Class" power holders that could be counted on two hands. This level is indeed very scarce.
   

        Since Casio had earlier revealed that he belongs to the Secret Martial Arts World, Franz began discussing the Martial Arts World within the Federation with him.
   

        This information that can only be collected at the Federal Government level was shared with Casio with good faith.
   

        The Secret Martial Arts World is a rather large and powerful force within the Federation. Practitioners of secret martial arts have physical quality and combat capabilities far beyond ordinary people. They can continuously refine their physical body through martial arts, reaching their physiological limit and even surpassing it, achieving a realm of comprehension that ordinary fighters cannot understand.
   

        Moreover, Secret Martial Arts are designed to tap into human potential; thus they have a very wide base and foundation as compared to other supernatural abilities.
   

        The total population of the Hong Li Federation at the last census three years ago had just exceeded 200 million, and there are at least a million people who are within or associated with the Secret Martial Arts World. There are many martial arts hobbyists among them, and if you count those, the number would be even higher.
   

        Possibly at the level of tens of millions.
   

        It is precisely because of such a large base that there are so many masters in the Secret Martial Arts World. The Secret Martial Arts World is divided into North and South, taking the Northern Mystery Martial World as an example. The strongest group in the Secret Martial Arts World that are known are the fighters who master the energy that is born from the physical body yet transcends it. Neither handguns nor heavy machine guns can pose a threat to them, not even artillery. Some fighters can dodge them, some can even withstand them. Only a large weapon with an explosive force is useful.
   

        This is a solid "B-Class".
   

        According to rough calculations by the Black Mechanism, there are at least thirty such "B-Class" fighters in the entire Northern Mystery Martial World. They are either the leaders of various Schools or elders from the previous generation.
   

        And this is just the known quantity, some powerful Schools are very low-key, and some Secret Martial Arts masters choose to live in seclusion. By comprehensive estimation, the entire Northern Mystery Martial World probably has at least fifty "B-Class".
   

        If you also count the Southern part and double the quantity.
   

        The whole Secret Martial Arts World might have one hundred "B-Class" fighters.
   

        This is already more than ten times the number in the Black Mechanism!
   

        Of course, this can't be calculated specifically in comparison. After all, the Secret Martial Arts World is divided into various Schools, and these hundred fighters are divided among them, each School doesn't have many. In addition, the Secret Martial Arts World is very large and diverse, there are conflicts between the south and the north, between different counties, and even among different Schools within the same county.
   

        It was absolutely impossible to consolidate into a powerful fist.
   

        The Black Mechanism did attempt to engage with this massive collective, but their efforts yielded minimal results. For some unknown reason, most secret martial arts schools are quite resistant to official forces, with their willingness to cooperate being minimal at best.
   

        Only a few C-Class and D-Class secret martial arts practitioners are interested in the terms offered by the Black Mechanism, but their use is quite limited. The Black Mechanism has also tried to obtain secret martial arts from various schools to cultivate their own strength. However, the inheritance of secret martial arts is at the core of each school, making it difficult even for officials to benefit from it.
   

        Sometimes, they do manage to obtain an arcane martial art by chance. For some reason, though, there are often issues when the Black Mechanism attempts to cultivate it. They simply cannot produce true martial arts talents, with the strongest among them only reaching the level of fist martial artists. Some even deviate in their later cultivation and die as a result.
   

        Casio, however, is the very first true martial arts practitioner at the fighter level that the Black Mechanism has encountered who is genuinely willing to sit down and have a proper discussion. Therefore, Franz gave great weight to their conversation, addressing Casio as 'Mr.'
   

        They talked about many things.
   

        Including the organization.
   

        The periphery and core of the organization are completely different, defined as loose organizations and "S" level danger organizations respectively. Li Wei being a former peripheral member doesn't count against him in the eyes of the Black Mechanism. In fact, it even scores him additional points. The Black Mechanism can use this association to learn more about the organization and its surface-level operations.
   

        As for Casio, he mainly wants to investigate the Black Mechanism about the dark creature Dead Blood, which had appeared in the Sect Destruction War fifteen years ago. As an organization backed by the Federal Special Bureau, they may be able to easily pick up leads that Casio has lost.
   

        Moreover, the Black Mechanism's primary purpose is to curb the actions of dark creatures. After twenty years of development, there are hidden branches of the Black Mechanism in practically every county in the country, constantly monitoring movements of various forces within their jurisdiction.
   

        They have detailed knowledge of the recent frequency and locations of appearances of dark creatures, even appointing commissioners to suppress them. Some dark creatures are killed, and some are captured and taken back to their branch for research and detention.
   

        Some special types of dark creatures are generally imprisoned.
   

        For example, parasitic Shadow Demons.
   

        Franz mentioned a man named Olay Carlson.
   

        He is the branch head of the North Flow Country's branch, a very capable cadre in the Black Mechanism. Unfortunately, Olay's daughter has been parasitized by an unknown dark creature and goes berserk every night.
   

        In the black sedan, Casio continued the conversation smoothly, "Mr. Franz, how many dark creatures are typically detained in one branch of the Black Mechanism?"
   

        "The cells for dark creatures are specially made, so they cannot accommodate many. Generally, there would be about thirty to forty cells. Under normal circumstances, the occupancy rate of cells at each branch would range from one third to one half. More dark creatures would normally be killed during operations."
   

        "So roughly a dozen or so dark creatures." Franz looked at Casio, "Why does Mr. Li Wei ask this?"
   

        Casio did not answer this question, continuing to converse with Franz, "Aside from being studied, do these imprisoned dark creatures hold any other significant value to the Black Mechanism?"
   

        Franz shook his head, speaking with a weathered voice,
   

        "Basically, none, on the contrary, these special cases involving dark creatures pose more of a risk. One of the branches was negligent in their management, leading to a breakout of dark creatures which almost wiped out more than half of the personnel there." He continued speaking, "Those used for research form a small part, one in ten."
   

        Franz turned his gaze back to Casio, sensing that Casio had something to say, or maybe a favor to ask.
   

        This falls right in line with his hopes. Having a "B" level strong practicioner owe you a favor, or reaching a cooperation agreement, is clearly a good thing.
   

        Next to Franz, Casio pondered for a moment, his gaze flickering as he said, "I have a method to kill these dark creatures, I wonder... if you would be willing to give it a try."
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        The unceasing traffic was constantly overtaken by a black sedan. The car drove very smoothly and fast.
   

        Both sides of the streetlights passed through areas of black phantasm, and the buildings also receded in large chunks. In no time, the view outside the car window was already the suburbs, mostly undulating hilly terrain, green grass spreading, with flowers blooming occasionally.
   

        Casio crossed his arms in front of his chest, quietly watching the scene outside the car. He had already reached some consensus with the old steward Franz. Franz agreed to let Casio try it. After all, even if it failed, it wouldn't matter if it didn't have the effect Casio mentioned. At most, they would just continue to imprison these dark creatures.
   

        But if it could really succeed.
   

        The Black Mechanism might gain a special executioner, able to deal with dark creatures that are impossible to kill, difficult to kill, or abnormal. This would simply eliminate some of the risks that the Black Mechanism's branches had been accumulating for the past twenty years, which would clearly be a good thing for the Black Mechanism.
   

        Furthermore, Grim Reaper Amos, the new steward of the Black Mechanism, happened to be present. This could prevent accidents from happening on Casio's end.
   

        Therefore, Franz didn't find it troublesome.
   

        He had already notified the North Flow Country branch of the Black Mechanism by a special phone line half an hour ago, and they were now directly driving there. With Amos present, there was no need for any elaborate preparation. If anything unexpected happens, he would be there to pick up the slack.
   

        The comfortable genuine leather rear seat.
   

        The clothes that Casio wore were a bit mismatched. The lower half of his body was clad in a light yellow linen trousers, and the upper half in a large black suit. This was Franz's suit, with a silver watch chain hanging from the pocket, swaying with the movement of the car.
   

        After watching the window for a while, he lowered his head to look at the unscathed palm of his hand. The bloody traces of the battle he had just been cut into were completely gone—it had all been restored.
   

        This was the body recovery ability gained by the Golem Secret Martial Art. The efficiency could be said to be extremely fast. Minor skin wounds heal in just a few seconds, and even large-scale skin damage takes at most one or two minutes. In theory, all injuries except amputations can be quickly recovered.
   

        Although it can't compare to the terrifying recovery power of the Blood Clan, which can recover even if they've had their heads chopped off, it's already very powerful and useful. This is difficult to achieve without a special Secret Martial Art.
   

        And this is just a side effect of the Golem Secret Martial Art.
   

        Also, Casio felt a change in his physique during his battle with Amos. 
   

        His strength, stamina, and defense have indeed stepped up a notch. The power and stamina needed no further explanation.
   

        The defense wasn't as bad as the bloody mess when cut by a metal wire. This was mainly because Casio's body had just been born and his skin was tender, like a cicada that had just crawled out from its molt. It was soft on the outside. He needed time to contact the air, to undergo changes from the inside out a little by little.
   

        This process could take several days, or maybe one or two months. Casio's skin would then become tougher than rhino skin while appearing delicately smooth.
   

        It's very deceptive.
   

        Furthermore, there's another point that's certain. Amos's Gale Silk has strong cutting power, it felt more destructive than bullets.
   

        Casio's skin couldn't block it, but his dense muscles underneath could. His arms were dripping with blood earlier, but it was actually just skin damage, a minor issue. Otherwise, he wouldn't have been able to recover these injuries in just a few seconds.
   

        Casio could feel that there were more potentials to this Golem Secret Martial Art that he created, which hadn't been tapped yet. He even couldn't comprehend the whimsical ideas he had when he was in the state of nine spiritual blood units. Casio put his hand on his right chest.
   

        The dull and powerful heartbeats kept coming and going.
   

        The thick blood was circulating throughout his body like fine nectar in another bloodstream, and some kind of invisible magnetic field naturally spread outwards, tempering his bones and muscles at all times.
   

        A complex 3D circulation diagram of the blood flow, a completely different dark creature's golem heart from humans. How did he take its essence and discard its dregs bit by bit and transplanted them into his own body?
   

        Casio couldn't figure it out now, he couldn't understand it.
   

        "I'm really too strong..." he exclaimed in his heart, then began to guide his Life Field according to the rhythm of the Golem Breathing Art, seizing every moment of practice.
   

        The car quickly drove through a tunnel and entered the eastern suburb of Northern Flow City. After driving for more than half an hour, it finally arrived at a secluded small town. Square, pale yellow and white buildings that looked like building blocks filled the view, the planning was quite regular.
   

        It looked a bit like a unified residential house, not ones built separately by villagers. Obviously, this small town was not as simple as it appeared - it was probably a branch of the Black Mechanism.
   

        Under the disguise of a small town's appearance, it was actually the violent mechanism of the Hong Li Federation deployed in North Flow Country, dealing with supernatural operations.
   

        Casio rolled down the car window, there were people in the small town's outer group of buildings dressed as villagers. Some were working, some were chatting, some were resting under a tree. As the car drove in, some of these villagers immediately turned into the alley and disappeared.
   

        After another minute or two.
   

        The car stopped.
   

        Casio was the first to get off.
   

        The weather was quite clear today, and due to the rain last night, the entire sky was azure blue. Some cotton-like clouds were scattered around, surrounding half of the sun.
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        In front of their field of view was a large circle of white enclosure walls.
   

        The wall extended to both sides, with some slightly reflective things embedded on it. They didn't know if those were nails or something similar.
   

        Inside the whole town, there was another enclosure wall.
   

        This area was probably a branch of the Black Mechanism.
   

        The three of them got out of the sedan. At the gate not far away, a group of people quickly walked towards them. There were about five or six people, all wearing the same black suits, with a brass-colored badge the size of half a palm on their left chest.
   

        An inverted sword, a hand entwined with thorns holding the sword was almost identical to Amos's badge, except there were not any additional letters symbol on it.
   

        Instead, there were two stars.
   

        According to what Franz had said, Amos was the third trump card being cultivated by the Black Mechanism and certainly had some sort of uniqueness.
   

        As expected.
   

        Upon seeing Amos's badge, a middle-aged man in the front immediately stopped in his tracks and offered a special salute.
   

        He placed his right hand on his left shoulder, then on his right shoulder. It was only at the end that he held it up obliquely at his temple as normal.
   

        This must be a kind of salute from a lower rank to a higher rank within the Black Mechanism. They wondered if the military also carried out such a ritual.
   

        In the face of the man's salute, Amos nodded.
   

        At his side, Franz also showed his own badge that he had stored on his person. Its overall shape was basically the same as Amos's, except it was adorned with four stars, not letters.
   

        Upon seeing the badge, the man immediately offered another salute.
   

        The significance of these stars was the internal rank of the Black Mechanism. From one star to five stars represented the strict hierarchical levels. Five stars were for the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. Four stars were for two deputy inspectors and stewards of equal rank. Three stars were for heads of particularly important county branches. Two stars were for heads of most county branches. One star represented the elite backbone.
   

        Especially sharp commissioners or individuals with supernatural power. Ordinary members of the Mechanism didn't even qualify to add stars.
   

        After the salute, the middle-aged man once again looked towards Casio, as if waiting for him to take out his badge as well.
   

        "Branch Chief Olay, this is the new friend of the Black Mechanism I mentioned in our phone call," said the old steward, Franz.
   

        The middle-aged man, Olay, nodded his head, but he still said with a somewhat serious expression: "Mr. Franz, we must still follow the rules. Recently, a mysterious dark creature has been trying to investigate the North Flow Country's branch…"
   

        "Some commissioners have been killed and the danger level of the branch has increased to level three. We need to ensure that anyone who enters or exits does not carry the aura of a dark creature, to ensure the safety of the branch."
   

        Olay seems to be a somewhat rigid man, even lacking intuition. After all, both the former and current stewards of the Black Mechanism were present. How could Casio possibly be a dark creature? Even if he were, Grim Reaper Amos could easily handle it.
   

        But he is a man who strictly follows his duty. Whatever the rules are, Olay always follows them, which is certainly admirable.
   

        Otherwise.
   

        Franz would not say that he is a capable person.
   

        Of course, the reason why Olay has served as the branch chief of the Black Mechanism for many years without having been promoted back to headquarters absolutely had something to do with it.
   

        At his side, Amos looked somewhat annoyed. His mind seemed to operate in a young boy's way when his body took this form. He was fairly arrogant and quick to anger. Otherwise, Franz, the retired old steward, would not have continued to be his assistant. This ability of Amos to switch body forms seemed rather strange and curious.
   

        "I don't mind."
   

        Casio responded to the previous words of Branch Chief Olay.
   

        He didn't carry the aura of a dark creature. The separate circulatory system formed by the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art was simply an abnormal mutation of organs grown by the human body.
   

        Although they were inhuman, they weren't transformed by darkness.
   

        Casio really had nothing to worry about.
   

        Immediately, they moved towards the gate. There were professionals there ready to draw Casio's blood for testing on the spot.
   

        But it was quite awkward.
   

        Casio had already cooperated well, but the special needle could not penetrate his skin. The scientist wearing the white lab coat tried several times in vain.
   

        "That's not right. His skin is clearly so tender... why can't I pierce through it at all?" The woman was sweating profusely.
   

        "Stand back, let me do it!"
   

        A burly man in a white coat came over.
   

        He promptly took the syringe from the woman's hand.
   

        He looked at Casio: "I apologize, sir. I may have to use more force; if I can't pierce your skin, I won't be able to draw blood."
   

        Casio responded with a nod, his face expressionless.
   

        The burly man drew a deep breath, then jabbed down forcefully.
   

        With a squeaky sound, the needle bent.
   

        "Damn..."
   

        The burly man looked at the useless syringe in his hand, speechless.
   

        Casio was equally silent.
   

        The hardening and strengthening of his skin were happening more quickly than he had imagined. It was fragile as a newborn's in the morning, yet by midday it had grown remarkably tough. Now it was afternoon.
   

        It seemed to have toughened by at least fifty percent more compared to when he was fighting Amos at noon; it was no wonder that such a needle couldn't penetrate.
   

        "This is already the hardest specially made needle..." The burly man in a white coat looked at Branch Chief Olay with a helpless expression.
   

        Olay opened his mouth, but didn't know what to say.
   

        However, Casio turned to look at Amos beside him, and Amos got his point. Amos's right index finger flicked out, and a metal thread with a speed comparable to a bullet's whipped out.
   

        With a tiny ding, it accurately nailed Casio's right arm.
   

        Suddenly, a little fresh blood slid down from the wound. Very striking on the snow-white skin, it eventually dripped onto a receptacle from the tip of his finger. Soon, the specially designed receptacle calculated the results.
   

        No trace of any dark creature's aura, pure human.
   

        By the time Casio got up again, the small wound had already healed. Amos, who was beside him, looked at Casio thoughtfully, feeling that his skin had become thicker.
   

        There was a sense of rawness with the penetrating power of Gale Silk.
   

        Although it could still perforate, it wasn't as smooth as before. Amos twirled his fingers, and an incredibly fine, highly resilient special thread spiraled back onto his glove.
   

        "Gentlemen, please come in."
   

        Olay gestured respectfully by the door.
   

        They naturally walked into the area inside the white wall. The architectural style inside was similar to that of a base, with straight roads and grey flat-roofed buildings. Besides the occasional adornment of flower bed plants on both sides, it was basically all shades of grey.
   

        At the intersection, patrols were visible every now and then.
   

        Five minutes later, they passed the tallest building, a five-story spire-like structure. Only Casio and his group, plus Branch Chief Olay, continued to move deeper into the compound, the buildings therein becoming fewer and further apart.
   

        Right until they make a turn.
   

        There appeared a round structure resembling a bunker.
   

        Surrounding this structure was a plaza, occupying a large area, arranged in a spiral pattern. The plaza was barren, with no obstructions, and encircled by an empty swath of land spanning several tens of meters.
   

        This was evidently designed to keep anyone from approaching the cage, or from conspicuously noticing if anyone managed to escape the cage.
   

        Correct, each black mechanism's place for incarcerating dark creatures was called a "Cage", each having an underground component.
   

        Or rather, the main section was underground.
   

        The leading Olay turned his head and said: "This branch's cage currently incarcerates twelve dark creatures, two of which are of the parasitic type and coexist with humans. One is still under research in the laboratory. The remaining nine exhibit no particular qualities."
   

        "May I ask which one Mr. Li Wei would like to choose first?"
   

        He reached his hand into his pocket and took out a booklet, presumably documents pertaining to the incarceration conditions of the North Flow Country Branch's Cage.
   

        Casio shook his head: "Anyway will do, you choose one."
   

        After he said that, he mumbled to himself.
   

        "Afterall, I'm not one to pick and choose..."
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        "Alright, let's go with cage number three then."
   

        Since Casio said so, Olay didn't beat around the bush. He casually took out a pen he was carrying and circled it on his notepad.
   

        Immediately, the group started to walk towards the distant bunker. On the right side of this semi-circular fortress protruding from the ground, a spiral ramp leading downwards appeared. At the entrance of the ramp, dark-clad agency officials were guarding, each with bulging firearms strapped to their waists.
   

        Following the spiral ramp downwards, the four people quickly arrived in a spacious hall. The bottom part of the cage was even larger than Casio had imagined, at least half the size of a football field.
   

        Paths extended on both sides, leading to unknown destinations.
   

        Halfway through, a youth took over as the guide from Olay.
   

        Olay, on the other hand, headed towards the direction of the laboratory.
   

        Swiftly pushing the door open.
   

        An old man with bat-liked hair, bald on top, was fiddling with a test tube in his hands, which contained something sticky like sludge.
   

        He wore a long black coat, designed similar to the white one, but black in color. He also wore glasses, as thick as the bottom of a beer bottle.
   

        "Dr. Tommy, they are here."
   

        Olay closed the door on his way out.
   

        "They have arrived?" The old man quickly put down the test tube in his hand, swiftly tidied up the messy desk. Then he and Olay left together, quickly walking towards the direction of cage number three.
   

        "Dr. Tommy, do you really believe there's someone who can handle these immortal evil spirits? The caged in Cell No.3 is a dark creature codenamed Thin Black Shadow, for years we tried to deal with the Thin Black Shadow using all sorts of ways, but could only make it very weak. Explosives, flame, firearms, electrocution... all useless..."
   

        Olay said as he walked.
   

        "Personally, I believe that there must be a way to deal with any dark creature, for surely they have vulnerabilities. It's just that we have yet to find the correct methods, so we can only imprison them. According to my research over these years, there must be solutions, but the probability of finding the correct weaknesses for certain special dark creatures is just too low. Even if found, these solutions are only specific to one type of dark creature. They cannot be universally effective for other special dark creatures, hence some troubles persist..."
   

        "So, you are not very optimistic about them..."
   

        Olay paused a little, then said.
   

        Dr. Tommy just nodded.
   

        "Well, who knows. After all, they are brought by the chief stewards of two consecutive terms from headquarters, maybe they have some special methods." Dr. Tommy shook his head lightly, then looked at Olay who was silently standing beside him: "You're thinking about your daughter, aren't you? She's parasitized by a dark creature, with her will twisted crazily. Because of the special nature of the dark creature, she can't even die. You can't save her… perhaps you'd better hope that the man called Li Wei can do something..."
   

        "A swift death is always better than a torturous life."
   

        Two minutes later, the prison cage, Cell No.3.
   

        A few people stood in front of the door, glancing through the specially-made glass into the cell. It was a room that was five meters wide and ten meters long.
   

        There was nothing inside, completely empty.
   

        Only in the middle, a white human-shaped statue stood there. Behind the statue, a thin black shadow composed of something like fog was crawling on it, motionless.
   

        Exactly like a crocodile basking in the sun on the shore.
   

        "The types of dark creatures are strange and varied. Besides some numerous groups, there are many rare and special types. Since these dark creatures are too few in number, it's hard to ascertain their weaknesses, so they are usually kept in prison cages."
   

        Olay flipped through the notebook in his hand: "Cell No.3, named Thin Black Shadow, was captured five years ago. Prior to its capture, it had killed at least fifty-two people, and during the capture, five agency officials from Black Mechanism lost their lives. It's an extremely dangerous species."
   

        "It's like a shadow, yet similar to fog. It appears behind living humans, sticking to them until their bodies are drained. Then it would detach itself and look for the next prey."
   

        "If you enter Cell No.3, you would be immediately attacked by Thin Black Shadow reminiscent of a cat's mad pounce and tearing, exhibiting a monstrous strength and speed far surpassing humans. One thing to note, you must not turn your back towards the shadow, or else Thin Black Shadow will latch onto you, entering a semi-virtual state that is hard to get in touch with. It will also continuously hug tighter onto the person it's latched onto, until the person is literally hugged to death."
   

        After explaining the precautions, Olay retreated to the side.
   

        Amos and Franz looked at Casio, nodded, and Franz handed him the keys.
   

        "I will block the door to prevent any accident." Amos adjusted the round glasses in his right hand. The lenses slightly reflected the light.
   

        "Alright."
   

        Casio didn't hesitate. He straightaway opened the door with a click. Step by step, he walked towards the center of the cell.
   

        Meanwhile, Amos was guarding at the entrance, and metallic lines spread from his white gloves, climbing onto the door frame. In a blink of an eye, a spider web made up of fine lines barred the opening.
   

        In the room, Casio walked towards the white statue.
   

        The Thin Black Shadow seemed to have sensed the aura of a human; it trembled with excitement right away, and even its foggy body turned much denser. It startled and turned towards him, its pair of blood-red eyes hovering in mid-air fixated on the approaching Casio.
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        With a thump, the human-shaped statue shook.
   

        A slender dark shadow charged directly, like a nimble cheetah, its twisted claws emerged from the dark fog and swung downward.
   

        Bang!
   

        The shadow immediately flew out, smashing the decently crafted statue to shards as Casio's right foot blurred for a moment.
   

        It rolled on the ground several times, then stood up as if nothing had happened. It quickly rebounded off corners of the room at high speed, resembling a refracting black shadow.
   

        Whoosh.
   

        "Be careful!"
   

        Dr. Tommy, who was at the door, couldn't help raising an alarm.
   

        Behind Casio, a dark shadow sprung up from the ground suddenly, charging forward like a spring.
   

        With a thud, it landed on Casio's back.
   

        Its arms spread out immediately, hugging Casio tightly. It seemed to rest what might be its head on his shoulder, nestling close to his pale neck.
   

        "This..."
   

        Olay, the branch manager, looked at the old steward, Franz, on his side.
   

        A sense of wanting to speak but being unable to, displayed on his face.
   

        "Hiss hiss hiss..."
   

        In the room, intermittent sounds like electrical currents began to rise. The slender dark shadow on Casio's back arched, appearing to breathe like a human.
   

        The electric current-like sound was emitted by it.
   

        This is the hunting method of the slender dark shadow. Each off its deep suckings would drain the blood Qi and vital essence from a human body, leaving behind a shriveled, hollow corpse.
   

        "Hiss hiss hiss..."
   

        The slender dark shadow was very excited now. It could feel the strength of this body and the unbelievably abundant energy it contained.
   

        Consuming one might equate to consuming hundreds of living humans.
   

        And so, the slender dark shadow grew more ardent in its pursuit. It persisted in its sucking motions as though it wanted to indulge in a grand feast after being trapped for five years. However, the epidermis of this body was incredibly tough and extracting blood Qi seemed to take some time.
   

        Thump, thump, thump! Thump! Thump, thump, thump! Thump...
   

        The intermixing of two different heart rates gradually became one, and Casio's breathing grew heavy and abnormal.
   

        He sat cross-legged on the spot and without any hesitation started using the Golem Secret Martial Art. The heart rate, breathing rate and circulation of blood began to move toward a unified rhythm. As Casio had already attempted this once before, it was naturally a lot easier this time. All three frequencies gradually started to coincide.
   

        Hum!!!
   

        The Golem Breathing Art, Miniaturized Golem Heart, the 3D map of Golem Blood Circulation. It birthed a weak but high-density magnetic field within Casio's body which quickly expanded outward.
   

        In an instant, it swept through muscle, skeleton, and epidermis, causing vibrations that spread into the slender dark shadow's body on his back.
   

        Instantly.
   

        The dark shadow's whole body started vibrating at the same frequency.
   

        A life field, strikingly different from normal creatures, was passively stimulated and released, forming a vibrating frequency.
   

        This uncontrollable vibration was wrapped within the weak magnetic field formed by the Golem Secret Martial Art, constantly transmitted to Casio's body. First through the skin, then through the fascia, muscles, bones and marrow. He could distinctly feel the desire from his body.
   

        It was like a thirsty sponge yearning for rainwater.
   

        "This feeling is like gulping down nectar... extremely refreshing..."
   

        Casio couldn't help but moan in his heart.
   

        If his active operation of the Golem Breathing Art, using the Golem Life Field to enhance his physique, could be likened to a tiny stream. Then, absorbing the life field of the slender dark shadow was like a continuous rivulet.
   

        Casio could feel every corner of his body being enveloped by this rivulet, bringing a cool and refreshing feeling to his cells.
   

        There was no other sensation, just pure pleasure.
   

        Even each part of his body seemed to be shouting.
   

        "We want more! More... more... more..."
   

        And so, subconsciously, Casio quickened his breathing frequency of the Golem Breathing Art, and the Golem Life Field became stronger.
   

        The surging vibration engulfed the slender dark shadow completely.
   

        More exotic life fields within its body were being stimulated.
   

        Then they kept transforming into vibrations, being directed into Casio's body. They became the delicious nourishment that added to Casio's life field.
   

        "This..."
   

        Outside the door of the third prison cage, the four of them suddenly didn't know what was happening. The thin, long shadow was clinging to Casio's back, just like it would absorb the blood qi from other humans. However, what was strange was that the thin, long shadow's body was shuddering like a sieve.
   

        It didn't look like it was feasting at all.
   

        Even the black fog on its body seemed to be dispersing.
   

        Especially during the first few seconds, the thin, long shadow's entire body started to shake even more violently. It kept making painful, screeching noises from its mouth. The fog on its body suddenly blinked out, the blackness faded, and it even started to become somewhat translucent.
   

        This was extremely strange.
   

        It was as if... As if the thin, long shadow hadn't absorbed anything from Casio. On the contrary, it seemed like Casio had taken a greedy gulp of it!
   

        "Ah!"
   

        With a baby-like scream, the thin, long shadow wanted to let go of its hands and move away from Casio's body.
   

        However, two hands reached out and firmly grabbed the dark claws. A massive force pulled it down, fixing the upper half of the thin, long shadow's body on Casio, making it impossible to escape.
   

        The force of the vibration was still pouring into the thin, long shadow's body incessantly, stimulating its life field.
   

        "Squeak, squeak, squeak!"
   

        An irritating scratching sound echoed on the floor. The thin, long shadow, with its back leg joints like a cheetah, pawed at the ground, wanting to retreat madly. However, it could only leave a trail of white scratches. And its struggle was getting increasingly weaker.
   

        As the fog spread in large areas, it became extremely weak.
   

        In the end, the thin, long shadow's body flopped over Casio's back. Its body twitched with every breath. It didn't have the ferocious stance it had at the beginning anymore. Now, it was like a pile of mud.
   

        Hiss~
   

        The last vibration was channeled into Casio's body.
   

        The thin, long shadow dropped to the ground with a thud like it had lost all its vitality, curling into a head-sized black shadow. The next second, the black shadow split open, completely vaporized into fog.
   

        Casio, with a grin on his face, slowly opened his eyes.
   

        His body was drenched in sweat, but he felt extremely refreshed.
   

        A feeling of vitality lingering deep within his physical body. His internal organs and muscles seemed to still be immersed in the afterglow, giving the illusion of becoming more solidified.
   

        "As expected, the effect of training with dark creatures is unprecedentedly good." Casio licked his lips, turning his glance to the upper right corner.
   

        "Golem Secret Martial Art: Physical Form 95.1% (Third Layer)" → "Golem Secret Martial Art: Physical Form 95.5% (Third Layer)"
   

        It had increased by 0.4% in an instant, which was the 0.4% in the latter part of the first Golem Secret Martial Art. The difficulty of increasing this percentage was similar to the latter part of the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art. If he was to train on his own, it would have taken a few months. Now it only took fifteen minutes.
   

        And the price for such rapid progress was just a single dark creature. It's unknown if there are any other restrictions. However, no matter what, the Golem Secret Martial Art was genuinely strong and useful.
   

        Casio stood up from the ground with a swoosh. Dr. Tommy involuntarily stepped back, as if he had been scared.
   

        Next to him, the branch manager of Olay murmured to himself.
   

        "It was really a success, in a way that's hard to understand..."
   

        "Did you understand what happened?" The old steward Franz looked at Amos, who was frowning next to him, and whispered as he moved closer.
   

        "..."
   

        Amos didn't say anything but only shook his head.
   

        In the room, Casio slightly stretched his body. The cracking sound from his joints was like the sound of frying beans. He looked at Amos who was blocking the door and said, "I can continue."
   

        Amos flicked both his hands, and the metal wires covering the door were sucked back and wrapped around the surface of his gloves.
   

        He glanced at Franz next to him, "Shall we let him continue? Just now, the way he eradicated that dark creature seemed..."
   

        "Creepy?"
   

        The old steward shook his head, a ghoulish smile on his face, "We don't need to watch the process, as long as it's useful..."
   

        "Manager of Olay branch, please give me the keys to the other eight prison cages. I want to see an executioner against dark creatures..."
   

        "Slowly executing each evil spirit one by one..."
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        "Ahhhhhhhh!"
   

        The shrill screams of agony echoed incessantly throughout the prison cage.
   

        Yet at the entrance, old steward Franz and his companions stood expressionless. For those like them, who spent their years battling dark creatures, none of these entities were worthy of sympathy. Better if they were dead, even better if they died a gruesome death under torturous pain.
   

        Standing at the entrance to the cage, watching the dark creatures inside squirming and struggling to their deaths like maggots, they strangely found some sense of satisfaction.
   

        Olay felt a sense of relief; these undying evil spirits had finally met their nemesis. Tortured, squeezed, inflicted with pain - just like these evil spirits tormented ordinary humans. It was pure poetic justice.
   

        Every scream from the dark creatures was like music to their ears.
   

        Clatter...
   

        A mangled skeleton the size of a human infant fell to the ground, emitting a white mist-like aura.
   

        A black boot stepped on the skeleton.
   

        Nonchalantly grinding it into the ground.
   

        The bones crumbled like mud under the weight, leaving behind a clear imprint of the sole.
   

        Casio loosened his neck and exhaled comfortably. His face was slightly flushed, as if he'd had a drink. Continuous use of five dark creatures for Cultivation yielded great results, noticeably accelerating his Demon Idol Secret Martial Art's advancement. His Physical Form had now reached 97.8% completion.
   

        It was only a tiny 2% away from reaching the Physical Limit.
   

        Using the dark creatures in the Black Mechanism branch's prison for Cultivation was indeed a wise choice. These confined dark creatures were far more than ordinary. Many of them were powerful, and some inherently had the quality of immortality.
   

        If described as food, ordinary dark creatures would equate to a basic meal, whilst these captive dark creatures were true delicacies. High-quality sustenance.
   

        When Casio first utilized the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, he "swallowed" the power of five dark creatures like one who hoofed an entire meal. However, he was now beginning to feel a little indigestion, many of his organs damaged by the constant vibrations. The frequent use of the Golem Heart had produced an unmistakable feeling of fatigue, and there was a distinct burning sensation in his circulatory system.
   

        He decided to rest for a while, then continue after dinner. Casio slowly walked out of the cage.
   

        Seeing him, Amos immediately made way.
   

        Olay and Tommy also instinctively stepped back. While they enjoyed watching Casio execute the dark creatures, they were still afraid of him.
   

        The ghastly sight of the dying dark creatures still lingered in their eyes. One who could brutally kill an evil spirit, must indeed be a more dreadful spirit.
   

        Even Casio's delicate and beautiful appearance couldn't evoke any affection or admiration in Olay and Tommy.
   

        Fear tinged their awe of him.
   

        Casio glanced at the two, showing no change in his expression. He knew that appearance meant little, his will, abilities, and aura mattered far more.
   

        Ever since he began the Cultivation, his life essence had been gradually reaching and even transcending the human limit. This turned into a huge chasm separating him from ordinary humans.
   

        Just the aura naturally emanating from his body alone was enough to make ordinary people feel stifled and suffocating. A single glance from him would make one feel like prey being targeted in a jungle.
   

        Despite his now frail and beautiful physique, his life essence was even more potent due to the integrated circuit of the Golem's blood in his body. His physique had reached a horrifying level comparable to that of a Fighter.
   

        If Casio really wanted to, he could instantly release his aura and possibly cause an ordinary person like Dr. Tommy to drop dead on the spot, his body stiff, heart suddenly stopping, brain crashing.
   

        That was the absolute difference in the essence of life.
   

        Similarly, the Aura of a Fighter was a fusion of Qi and Momentum. Anyone targeted or covered by that Aura would start hallucinating, their willpower being captured, their battle intent rapidly dropping. Feelings of timidity, fear, and dread would consume them, and their confidence in their boxing methods would be suppressed.
   

        They might not even be able to utilize half their strength.
   

        For instance, Casio twice encountered powerful Blood Clan members, each time he hallucinated about a giant bat. This was merely the instinctual release of an entity on that level, and was roughly equal to his current status. The Aura of a Fighter was much more sophisticated and effective; it unified Qi and intention, actively controlled and suppressed the opponent.
   

        He was already on the brink of entering that realm.
   

        The sequel to the Physical Reconstruction was the Manifestation of Qi!
   

        Of the peculiar kind, Casio's physique had already reached the realm of a Fighter, but his Boxing Method was lagging behind. Normally, the physical realm was absolutely limited by the realm of the Boxing Method. However, given his unique trajectory--Dark Biological Transformation, inhuman Secret Martial Arts, Physical Reconstruction, two-circulation systems--his body had inherently potent potential.
   

        All Casio lacked now was the realm of Boxing Method.
   

        Once he thoroughly grasps that willpower with his Boxing Method - successfully blending his Essence, Qi, and Spirit to form his own Aura, and fully stepping into the realm of a Fighter - Casio's strength will surge. It would not be impossible for him, a novice Fighter, to match a veteran Fighter. As for the kind of Aura born from the application of his near inhuman body and the inhuman Secret Martial Art of Demon Idol, he could only wonder.
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        The Winged Snake Fist embodies the winged snake, while the Crazy Lion Flow embodies the lion king.
   

        Does the secret martial art of the Demon Idol manifest itself in the form of the Demon Idol?
   

        If a ferocious, four-meter tall Demon Idol were truly manifested, would not the viewers be scared to death? Casio remained skeptical about whether a fighter's aura could genuinely produce such a large illusion.
   

        Dinner was in the cafeteria of the Black Mechanism branch.
   

        The Black Mechanism doesn't have anything like private guesthouses or villas for entertaining guests, only a unified cafeteria. Both Commissioner Olay and Dr. Tommy usually eat in their respective offices.
   

        This time, however, was a rare occasion to eat in the public cafeteria.
   

        As several people sat in a corner, eating and chatting, Casio began to feel full and didn't eat a lot of food. After a few light tastes, he was merely sipping rose tea with small sips.
   

        The rose-infused tea was delicious, and its semi-transparent red color gave a sense of dazzling beauty.
   

        By the time they finished eating, it was around seven in the evening.
   

        Olay and Dr. Tommy seemed to have some business to attend to, whereas Casio and Amos wandered about within the Black Mechanism. The bright moonlight intermittently reflected off the grey-white buildings, giving an inexplicable reflective quality.
   

        The sound of their hard shoes echoed off the ground. Amos had a fast gait, which sounded like a brisk jog. Casio's steps were not rushed but were clear and firm. Franz, on the other hand, moved slowly and steadily, like an ordinary old man.
   

        On Casio's left, Amos's glasses reflected the moonlight. Opening his mouth, Amos finally asked his question.
   

        "Li... Li Wei, did you use some sort of secret martial art or secret method against the dark creatures this afternoon?"
   

        "Were you... training with them?"
   

        Amos's tone was somewhat hesitant.
   

        "Indeed, it was a secret martial art. Isn't your technique of using thread also from some school of secret martial art?" Casio responded, turning his head.
   

        "No, the 'Gale' and 'Downpour' trefoil limits are a secret technique unearthed from ancient manuals, or according to your terms, a skill. It does not have a complete set of physical enhancement frameworks like a secret martial art. It is simply a pure combat method. My power comes from something else..."
   

        Having said this, Amos closed his mouth. Clearly, certain aspects involved his secret, which he couldn't share with outsiders.
   

        This man, Amos, was quite mysterious too, seemingly capable of fluctuating between the forms of a teenager and an adult during combat.
   

        Undoubtedly, his secrets were not insignificant.
   

        However, Casio wasn't much interested in this.
   

        Everyone has their secrets; if you probe too deeply, it becomes uninteresting, just as he didn't directly answer Amos's question about him training on dark creatures.
   

        As long as both parties have a certain understanding, that should suffice.
   

        Guessing, doubting, and verifying are all acceptable. It's best if the truth, once realized, isn't voiced aloud, and both parties simply need to understand that such collaboration is mutually beneficial. Isn't it a win-win scenario if Casio trains while the Black Mechanism eliminates hidden dangers?
   

        Amos, in his teenager state, was evidently impulsive and straightforward. Franz, the old steward next to him, obviously saw the issue but didn't disclose it.
   

        The three of them chatted casually and strolled around the Black Mechanism branch twice. In about 15 minutes, Casio also discerned the specific structure of the branch, which was an elliptical configuration. At the center, there were two main points, one was the five-story building they saw when they entered, the other was the bunker behind, an inlay-style underground prison cage.
   

        The rest were mostly defensive buildings, training grounds for mechanism commissioners, dormitories, office buildings, and so forth.
   

        There were also places like archives, documentation centers, and such.
   

        The Black Mechanism branch may be small, but it had everything it needed.
   

        After all, it had to oversee all supernatural events in the North Flow Country.
   

        The branch had a designated telephone line connecting directly to the army regiment training in North Flow Country. If there was any unusual emergency, the Commissioner could directly notify the army for assistance.
   

        Such a division was a well-fortified defense, and ordinary supernatural forces or dark creature tribes didn't dare to provoke it.
   

        Clearly, Commissioner Olay was quite good at planning.
   

        Not all branches were like the North Flow Country branch.
   

        Half past eight in the evening, in prison cell No.11.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        In the spacious room, a white statue over three meters tall was repeatedly slammed to the ground, shattering the specially made stone slabs on impact. The fragments that spewed out shot around like bullets.
   

        The entire room kept shaking, large portions of the wall that were hit started to crack, visible dust scattered everywhere.
   

        The cause of all this was a slender and thin-looking youth. He held up the enormous white statue with both hands, swinging it around like a meteor hammer. The stark contrast between their sizes made the scene seem rather comical and absurd.
   

        Just like a comically illogical character from a comic strip.
   

        At the entrance, Commissioner Olay picked up his notebook while listening to the constant thudding from inside the room.
   

        Flipping back to the page marked "Prison Cell No.11".
   

        Giant Stone Monster, possessing a powerful physique that can withstand explosions. When its rocky exterior crumbles, it reveals its inherent regenerative abilities. Even if it gets shattered, it can reassemble itself.
   

        With a total weight of four tons.
   

        "Four tons? He lifts it as if it's light?"
   

        Olay watched as Casio, inside the room, pounded the Stone Monster onto the ground once again. Thrusting the monster onto the ground face-first, instantly creating a large humanoid dent. A fist-sized rock chipped off of the monster and flew towards the entrance.
   

        A bullet-like whistle came with a whoosh.
   

        Silver light crossed paths in the air.
   

        The rock was sliced into pieces by Gale Silk in mid-air, scattered on the ground, and rolled a few times. However, it was as if it were called by some force and started rotating to gather towards the Stone Monster.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Stone Monster was kicked and slid on the ground, leaving a three-meter-wide yellow skid mark. Immediately after, a silhouette landed on top of the monster, stepping on the cracked surface with black shoes.
   

        Some Dark Creatures are resistant, so Casio needs to beat them until they're weak and can't struggle. This way, when using the Secret Martial Art of the Demon idols for training, he wouldn't face obstacles or get interrupted accidentally.
   

        He bent down and placed his hand on the chest of the Stone Monster.
   

        Once again, a shockwave of force began to transmit.
   

        In the blink of an eye, it was past ten at night. The nine Dark Creatures offered by the Black Mechanism Branch for disposal were all cultivated by Casio. The vibration created by the collision of different life fields was all absorbed by his body.
   

        This power was accelerating Casio's cultivation.
   

        'Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Physique 99.3% (Third level)'
   

        His physique had become stronger, the overly formidable body even gave Casio a vague feeling of touching the aura. The Physique, Chi, and Spirit all affect each other. It's quite normal for his Fighter-level physique to make him sense the existence of Qi.
   

        Casio had a premonition.
   

        If he could maximize the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art of the physical form to one hundred percent, he would enter a special state of inspiration. In this state, he would gain manifold effectiveness in comprehending the will of his boxing method and the aura. Perhaps a sparring match with an expert of Martial Art might just be up his alley now.
   

        He walked out of the last prison cell.
   

        His face reflected satisfaction but also some regret. It still fell a bit short, perhaps two to three Dark Creatures short.
   

        However, there's no need to feel too disappointed. With the partnership with Amos Franz, it was just a matter of waiting a little longer.
   

        He could hunt some Dark Creatures himself for a short period, nothing too difficult for Casio.
   

        At the entrance, Olay tucked the notebook back into his pocket. He took a deep breath, his tone somewhat somber and low as he spoke to Casio.
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, I would like to ask a favor from you."
   

        "Could you... Could you... kill my daughter for me…"
   

        "I beg of you."
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        "Alright."
   

        Casio didn't hesitate at all, the old steward Franz had previously mentioned to him the situation with Olay branch's eldest daughter.
   

        Parasitized by some mysterious dark creature, she was more dead than alive.
   

        Sometimes she would go mad, other times she was lucid.
   

        If one had to endure such pain, they might as well just die. Casio glanced at Olay, the branch director whose appearance had noticeably aged a lot. Franz had once told him. Olay's wife passed away a few years ago, and his daughter had an accident in that same incident. It had been quite a tragic experience.
   

        Now, he was personally asking Casio to kill his own daughter. No one could understand how Olay felt at that moment.
   

        Five minutes later, Casio and his group exited the cage that was like a white fortress. Dr. Tommy did not follow them.
   

        So only four of them were left, heading for the central position of the Black Mechanism branch. Due to special reasons, dark creatures that parasitize living humans can be locked up in other places.
   

        The branch directors have the freedom to decide this, they can be locked in cages or elsewhere. However, if accidents occurred, it would be their responsibility.
   

        They walked for about several hundred meters, a small three-story building appeared before their eyes. White walls with black ground, and a yellow-tiled spire.
   

        There didn't seem to be any significant difference from ordinary residential houses.
   

        Just that around it, there were no trees or street lamps as a cover, and the empty surrounding was all low meadows. The nearest building was fifty meters away, and the field of view was very wide.
   

        In fact, it served the same purpose as a prison cage.
   

        Casio looked up at it, the white moonlight shone obliquely, projecting the trapezoidal shadow of the small building on the ground.
   

        He could just make out the half-moon obscured by the rooftop.
   

        **********************
   

        The moonlight, like a gentle white veil, floated slowly over the entire town. Pale yellow, faint white buildings stacked together like building blocks. Occasionally, a faint light passed over the windows, while most houses were as quiet as the night.
   

        In the dark alleyways of the town, shadows hidden in the darkness occasionally watched the situations in the streets outside.
   

        About ten kilometers away.
   

        Several black carriages were parked by the side of the road, motionless.
   

        Only the rustling sound of trees rustling from the cold wind blowing was heard.
   

        The horses responsible for pulling the carriages stood surprisingly in place without a single move, like lifelike sculptures. Normally, when a carriage stops, horses would snort, shuffle their hooves, and slightly wag their tails.
   

        It was already late at night, and there were no cars or people passing by on the road. Several carriages were just parked here.
   

        This was the suburbs, and occasionally some stray dogs and cats could be seen running by the roadside. But without exception, those stray dogs, originally intending to follow the road straight ahead, seemed to be frightened as they approached the carriages by a certain range. Pausing momentarily in place, they bypassed the carriages.
   

        Time passed, moment by moment. From time to time, the croaking of frogs came from the surrounding woods. Two silhouettes were approaching from the side of the road.
   

        Their silhouettes swaying, supporting each other as they walked. One of them was even holding a bottle of wine, apparently they were two drunkards.
   

        One was tall, and the other was fat. Walking down the road while muttering gibberish.
   

        A gust of cold wind blew through.
   

        The two of them suddenly shivered all over.
   

        Their blurry drunken eyes widened. They looked at each other, then at the several carriages not far away.
   

        They moved a little closer.
   

        Only then did they notice that these carriages were parked on the side of the road with no coachman and no ropes to tie the horses.
   

        They moved a little closer again.
   

        The horses attached to the carriages all looked very good, vigorous and sturdy. Although the workmanship of the carriage was not fine or luxurious, it did have many metal decorations, considered moderate.
   

        "Where's the coachman?"
   

        "Is there no one?"
   

        Ideas they shouldn't be thinking of surfaced in their minds. Especially now that they were drunk and their minds weren't clear. They became bolder and suddenly decided to target these carriages.
   

        "Hey, Eddy. What... do you think, how much would we get if we sell these carriages?" the fat one asked.
   

        "Idiot! If we're selling, we're selling the horses, if we sell the carriages directly it will definitely be found out…" Eddy belched, his face all red: "Let's not think about that now, let's go see if there's anyone in the carriage."
   

        Thus, the two drunkards walked directly in front of a black carriage. The tall one looked at the fat one beside him and gave him a signal: "You watch this one, I'll check another."
   

        The fat one nodded, quickly looking around. Then he carefully walked up to the carriage, peeping into the carriage.
   

        The moonlight was blocked, and the carriage was very dim. But he could still see seven or eight figures lying on their sides, motionless.
   

        "Damn!"
   

        The fat man was so scared he didn't move and held his breath. There were people in the carriage, seven or eight of them. If they were discovered, wouldn't he be beaten to death? He slowly backed away.
   

        Suddenly, a scream came from the carriage next door.
   

        It was the scream of Eddy, the tall one.
   

        Upon hearing his companion's scream, the fat one didn't hesitate and turned around.
   

        And ran.
   

        Joking aside, he was stealing. How could a thief go back to save a caught companion? That would be walking into a trap.
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        The fat man certainly didn't want to be beaten up and thrown into the police station.
   

        He ran off as fast as he could, desperate to return the way he came.
   

        Alcohol made his already fat body feel even more sluggish, and he was gasping for air after just a few steps. Suddenly, his head collided with something.
   

        He stumbled back a couple of steps and, clutching his throbbing forehead, he looked up. In front of him was a tall man of roughly two meters, with white hair and a striking, slightly sinister face. It appeared he had some black tattoo on his neck and a gold pendant hanging from his earlobes.
   

        He was staring at him, expressionless.
   

        Feeling an oppressive force bearing down on him, the fat man involuntarily continued to back away another few steps.
   

        Swallowing nervously, he glanced behind and saw a group of individuals in black robes rushing toward him.
   

        There was no chance of escaping now.
   

        Faced with this situation.
   

        He took a deep breath and, surprisingly, smiled. The charging figures did not shake his resolve. With a determined look, he turned to the white-haired man and spoke, word by word, a plea for mercy, "Big brother, could you go easy on me?"
   

        He prided himself on having thick skin and a sturdy frame — he was used to taking a beating.
   

        He wouldn't likely be beaten to death by this mob.
   

        The white-haired man suddenly laughed, his eyes seemed to transform into a creepy snake-like slit pupil. He muttered something about how interesting this was, and then, the fat man was kicked and sent flying.
   

        Minutes later.
   

        The fat man came to, his chest feeling tight and painful, as if something was pressing against it.
   

        After coughing violently, he slowly got up. Looking around, the place was deserted — it seemed the mob had already left.
   

        He lifted his shirt, looking at his chest. He saw a dark footprint there, under which was a heavy bruise filled with clotted blood.
   

        The fat man took a deep breath but didn't feel any other injuries on his body. Had his plea worked?
   

        He wobbled back to the scene, about to return to the road when something caught his eye. Behind a tree was a huddled figure. Going closer, he realized it was Eddy. Upon getting nearer, he caught his breath in shock.
   

        The man was in a horrific state.
   

        Grimy and naked from the waist up, his body was filled with what looked like bites from a snake, leaving clusters of small black holes. Not just that, his body had a strange purplish-red hue, with patches of it spread out sporadically, deeper in shade where skin gave way to indentations as if he had developed subcutaneous ulcers.
   

        The fat man gulped, scanning the surroundings again before carefully crouching next to Eddy.
   

        He slowly reached out, trying to feel for his friend's breath.
   

        He touched the man's nose, but there was no sign of any breath.
   

        Eddy was dead.
   

        Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle...
   

        The fat man suddenly stood up, staring at Eddy's corpse.
   

        The swollen patches of purplish-red skin on the body began to swell further, like inflated bubbles taking on a bloated appearance. The skin all over was covered in this grotesque sight, reminiscent of the bumpy back of a toad, accompanied by the sound of trickling fluid.
   

        Fear swept over the fat man; he didn't dare to stay beside Eddy's corpse any longer. He quickly moved off to a distance of about 10 meters away.
   

        Boom!
   

        Behind him, he suddenly heard an explosion.
   

        Turning around, he saw the horrific sight of purplish-red flesh and blood smeared over several meters, corroding the soil with a hissing noise.
   

        At the same time, in the town where the Black Mechanism was located.
   

        Casio was set to meet Olay's daughter, Xiqin. She lived in a room just like a normal bedroom — it had a bed, a sofa, a bookshelf, and a wardrobe, with thick carpets covering the floor.
   

        The room was well-lit, with warm light spreading to every corner of the room.
   

        "Where is she?"
   

        Casio turned to Olay, who stood beside him, seeing nothing of Xiqin through the glass window in the iron door.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly, an upside-down, plain white face appeared at the glass window, its wide eyes fixating on the side of Casio's face.
   

        "She's in here, still fond of climbing walls?"
   

        Casio glanced over his shoulder, then turned his attention back to Olay.
   

        "When she loses control, she'll destroy everything in the room. She can even climb walls like a gecko, exhibiting a kind of crawling characteristic," Olay sighed. Looking back at Xiqin who was still pressed against the glass, he said, "It's better now. At least she's not mutilating herself like she used to."
   

        Casio nodded, but he didn't rush to suggest going in to deal with Xiqin. He could sense the complex emotions Olay was experiencing; Olay wanted to watch his daughter a little longer.
   

        In the room, Xiqin finally started to move.
   

        From Casio's perspective, she descended from the wall and walked towards the large wardrobe in a loose white dress.
   

        Then she closed the wardrobe door.
   

        A minute later, the closet door reopened.
   

        Xiqin, now in a black dress, stepped out.
   

        It was then that Casio took a good look at Xiqin's face. She had a beautiful, pale oval face, and her softly curled hair rippled in waves.
   

        Her skin was as soft as white jade, her eyes large and bright. Her long legs were exaggerated in proportion, as were her waist and hips, making her look like a woman who perfectly aligns with a man's fantasy. Every step she took, the brilliance of her small feet swinging beneath the black skirt was dazzling.
   

        Her aura was very unique.
   

        It radiated an alluring wickedness.
   

        Like a rich and mellow aged wine, with a hint of women's tobacco. She embodied a rebellious, nonconformist writer who cared for nothing but herself. A proud and mysterious black cat, exuding a slightly lazy and proud air. It's complex, difficult to express. If one were to compare, perhaps she resembled a lonely witch living in eternal life.
   

        "This is your daughter?"
   

        Casio furrowed his brows, looking at Olay again. As far as he remembered, Xiqin, Olay's daughter, should only be eighteen. From where did this mature aura come? This wiccan-like allure?
   

        Olay shook his head, "She's not my daughter. My daughter was that maniac scrambling and running around on the walls."
   

        After a brief conversation, Casio learned about the situation.
   

        Xiqin didn't always look this way, she was merely a lively young girl. But after being parasitized by this unknown dark creature, her body went through a second wave of development.
   

        Height, figure, looks, disposition - all drastically changed.
   

        It was as if she had become a different person.
   

        Moreover, this Xiqin had an astonishing allure towards those around her. Just spending a short amount of time near her would naturally incite uncontrollable desires to occupy her perfect body.
   

        At first, it was a fanatic passion, later pleading, eventually even trying to force her. But all actions would cease when they reached about a meter from Xiqin, falling down. Cause of death, sudden heart failure.
   

        This charm worked on everyone, only those with a firm will could resist. Note, everyone.
   

        Men, women, old, young.
   

        In the room, Xiqin stood tall and straight.
   

        She stared directly at Casio, those bewitching pupils as beautiful as a pair of black gemstones.
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, I implore you..."
   

        Olay exhaled, his eyelids dropping.
   

        Casio nodded.
   

        Half a minute later, the iron door creaked open.
   

        Casio calmly walked in, the thick carpet under his feet was somewhat soft, a slight floral fragrance permeating the air.
   

        He glanced at the 99.3% sign in the upper right corner, and sneered. He hoped the quality of this dark creature would be good enough.
   

        Suddenly.
   

        A slender silhouette rushed in front of Casio, throwing her arms around him. Her long and round legs wrapped tightly around his waist, her head resting unsuspectingly on his shoulder.
   

        The exaggerated softness against his chest and the fragrant aroma in his nostrils left Casio somewhat taken aback. "What are you up to? Trying to drain the essence of a human body like the black elongated shadow?" A cold smile hung on his lips. "You want close contact? The first person to be sucked dry certainly won't be me."
   

        Just as Casio was about to launch his demon idol secret martial art, Xiqin sniffed at Casio's neck like a little puppy, her moist lips parting to say: "There are two other people living in your body..."
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        "What you're saying isn't entirely accurate, they are still me..."
   

        Casio's tone suddenly became eerily cold in an instant.
   

        His whole face also resembled a steel billet, devoid of any emotional color and expression. His icy stare was mildly similar to dead fish eyes, overlaying it was an emotionless robotic demeanor.
   

        Xiqin's complexion drastically changed. She realized that her allure held no power over Casio. If she had to put it into words, he held the disposition of a person void of any desire or need.
   

        Immediately after.
   

        A vibration triggered by the life field passed directly through Casio's body to Xiqin's, its penetrative power extremely strong and non-offensive. It went through her skin, muscles, and skeleton to resonate throughout her body.
   

        She immediately felt as if something within her was responding to it. From the deepest parts of her physical body, it spread out in waves, originating from a certain corner.
   

        Simultaneously, another vibration appeared.
   

        For a moment, three different vibrations appeared in Xiqin's body. One of them was not much different from a regular human, while the other two were significantly distinct.
   

        In Casio's eyes, there were two overlapping fields on Xiqin. The larger life field, spreading like scales, was possibly the parasitic dark creature. The smaller one, which was barely visible and weak, was likely Xiqin's own. The dark creature's field was continuously devouring and replacing Xiqin's life field. It seemed to be nearing completion, and it wouldn't be long before it would fully replace her life field. Xiqin was on the brink of complete dark biological transformation.
   

        It was why Olay had made up his mind to ask for Casio's help.
   

        From her behavior, Xiqin didn't seem as berserk as before. Instead, she was now relatively calm.
   

        Such calmness sent chills down Olay's spine.
   

        It likely signified the culmination of the parasitic fusion.
   

        Xiqin's resistance was weakening while the dark creature was gaining ground. He feared that his daughter would soon be entirely consumed.
   

        Rather than her life ending in the hands of the dark creature, it would be better to liberate Xiqin beforehand and let the despicable parasite atone alongside her. That was Olay's innermost thought.
   

        "Very good, high quality, it should be delicious..."
   

        An icy smirk crept onto Casio's face. Of course, he was not referring to Xiqin's tender and fine body, but the intensity of the life field of the dark creature parasitizing inside her.
   

        It was approximately one and a half times the power of all the dark creatures he had previously absorbed; its frequency was also incredibly unique, something he had never seen before.
   

        Feeling that it was sufficiently triggered, he directly started using the golem heart's secret martial art, trying to guide the vibration from Xiqin's body to his. However, there was an unexpected issue; the vibration was hard to guide.
   

        Each time it nearly reached the edge of the skin, it would revert back in circuits. Its loop made it hard to control. If the previous dark creature's vibrations were clear water, then the current vibration was glue, sticky and difficult to pull apart.
   

        It was Casio's first encounter with such a situation. When he previously used the secret martial art, he faced no resistance. Once he transmitted the Golem's life field as a vibration to the opponent, their life field would obediently collide with the Golem's life field, thereby transmitting a vibration back into Casio's body.
   

        This vibration could gradually strengthen every corner of his body.
   

        He opened his eyes to look at Xiqin. Her body was stiff, and she was slowly trying to move away from him.
   

        A natural expression of horror graced her face.
   

        Escape? Impossible.
   

        Casio immediately wrapped his arms around Xiqin's slim waist, pulling her soft, fragrant body tightly against his own. She was very proactive just now, but regretting it already? Since she was here, they should continue for a bit longer. He didn't believe that there was a life field he couldn't cure!
   

        Taking strides, Casio sat down on a yellow wooden chair while holding Xiqin. His facial expression remained impassive.
   

        His aloof personality eradicated any impure thoughts.
   

        Outside, Olay watched with relief. Seeing his daughter's body so close to another man was actually quite awkward. But the situation now was unconventional, and Casio remained rational, leaving him untroubled.
   

        "Huff... Hiss! Huff... Hiss! Huff... Hiss!"
   

        In the room, Casio began to fully utilize the effects of his secret martial art. The most noticeable sign was his breathing. His chest heaved dramatically, and each breath formed white vortexes around his nostrils, filling the room with the sound of sharp intakes of breath.
   

        In sync with the deliberately intensified heart rate.
   

        The accelerated blood circulation rate could be controlled.
   

        All of a sudden, the initially weak Golem life field was enhanced, and it directly invaded Xiqin's body.
   

        Suddenly, the balance between the two forces that were continuously being pulled back and forth was disrupted. A vibration from Xiqin's body was transmitted into Casio, causing ripples similar to snake scales.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        Xiqin screamed, her neck raising like a swan. The next second, black lines appeared around her clavicle with a fine edge of green scales.
   

        Amos, who was at the doorway, immediately perceived a powerful fluctuation rippling outwards like a shock wave.
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        At the same time, an uncontrollable desire surged from the depths of his heart. However, he quickly suppressed it, turning to look at the two people beside him.
   

        The old steward, Franz, and Olay were unharmed.
   

        Both were strong-willed, and this ripple was significantly weaker. It did not possess the potent charm of Xiqin's proximity, one could say it was diminished by tenfold.
   

        Olay's face suddenly changed, they could easily withstand this, but not necessarily the other members of the Black Mechanism. However, he reconsidered, the building housing Xiqin was specially treated. There were no other buildings within a fifty-meter radius, so this ripple shouldn't reach that far.
   

        He immediately felt at ease, his expression returning to normal.
   

        At the same time, thirty meters away, on the gray road.
   

        Two Black Mechanism patrol members were conducting routine checks with their kerosene lamps. One, on the left, was a tall, strong man, while the other, on the right, was slender and pale. Halfway through their patrol, the stronger man suddenly stopped, glancing around.
   

        "What's wrong?"
   

        "Jack, did you hear a scream?"
   

        "No." Jack shook his head.
   

        The strong man lifted his lamp, suddenly feeling as if a warm breeze had blown by, goosebumps rising on his arm. A tingling sensation lingered in his heart.
   

        He was somewhat puzzled and turned to look at Jack.
   

        Under the light of the lamp, his pale-skinned companion seemed even paler.
   

        The strong man opened his mouth, unexpectedly remarking.
   

        "Jack, your face is so pale..."
   

        The pale-faced Jack also turned his head, inexplicably looking into the strong man's eyes. A sense of warmth involuntarily spread between them.
   

        ************************
   

        On the other side.
   

        The Demon Idol Secret Martial Art began to feed.
   

        The continuous vibrations from Xiqin's body were transmitted into Casio's body. For some strange reason, these vibrations were not instantly absorbed by his physique but circulated several times before gradually settling.
   

        Five minutes passed, and there was eerie silence in the room.
   

        Casio sat on the chair, with Xiqin wrapped around him. The transmission of the vibrations continued in silence.
   

        The people outside the door were closely monitoring the situation.
   

        Another five minutes passed.
   

        Casio's eyelids drooped. He could feel that the life field inside Xiqin was fading, and the vibrations entering his body was slowing. He instinctively glanced at the upper right corner.
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Physical Form 99.8% (Third Layer)"
   

        In ten minutes, it increased by 0.5%, much higher than the previous dark matter. Perhaps the leftover dark living field inside Xiqin was enough for Casio to elevate to 100%.
   

        Another five minutes passed.
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Physical Form 99.9% (Third Layer)"
   

        The digits blurred for a moment, and the next second:
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Physical Form 100% (Third Layer)"
   

        He reached the limit, the bottleneck, of the physical form of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art. Once he breaks the bottleneck, Casio will touch the power of Qi, he will touch the signature aura of Fighters.
   

        He cannot forcibly break this bottleneck using the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art. The role of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art was to speed Casio's arrival to this bottleneck, the rest would depend on him. Understanding the Boxing Method, Boxing Method Aura, Martial Arts Path, all were up to him. If Physique and Physical Body are power, Boxing Method is the way to wield this power. The power is undoubtedly the basis, the most important, but the mode of use is equally critical.
   

        Casio felt that he entered a unique state of inspiration, with countless ideas filling his mind. This might be due to the formidable body impacting the Qi Spirit.
   

        At this moment, his thoughts moved exceptionally fast.
   

        After a brief moment of contemplation, Casio's consciousness returned to reality.
   

        "Hm? There's more..."
   

        His instinct was to manipulate the secret martial art of the demon idol, with faint vibrations still being transmitted from within Xiqin's body. However, this time, Casio could no longer absorb them. The demon idol's secret martial art had reached a bottleneck, and the strengthening of his physique was constrained. The vibrations could only wander around his body.
   

        He estimated that they would dissipate on their own after a while.
   

        Casio sensed Xiqin again.
   

        The dark creature's magnetic field within her body had weakened to the point of a candle's flame, which would be extinguished with just a puff. The human life field was equally frail and despairingly damaged.
   

        Xiqin had long been ravaged by the dark creatures. The dark creatures had become a part of her body, an indispensable portion. If the dark creatures perish, her almost extinguished life field would be unable to support her weak body.
   

        Thus, Xiqin's death was inevitable.
   

        Casio made calculations,
   

        If he were to eliminate the dark creature's life field, Xiqin's life field would probably last about three more minutes.
   

        Three clear minutes, probably enough to leave some last words...
   

        As Casio was about to explain the situation to Olay, sensing the excess vibrations within his body, he suddenly had an idea.
   

        He was currently in a special inspiration state maintained at 100% with the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art's physical form. In this state, strange ideas often flashed through his mind. And now, Casio was seized by a peculiar inspiration.
   

        The effect of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art mimics and creates a demon life field, which collides with the dark creature's life field. This collision produces vibrations, which can be absorbed by the human body.
   

        Then, is there a possibility?
   

        Casio could manipulate the secret martial art of the Demon Idol, directing these vibrations so that they are absorbed by others' bodies, not his own. Casio didn't know if this would work, after all, he had just created the Demon Idol's secret martial art a few days ago and had not fully explored its effects yet.
   

        However, Casio felt it was worth a try now.
   

        The first reason was that he could no longer absorb the vibration ripples, and those that were still being transmitted would soon be wasted. The second was that Xiqin had probably only three minutes left to live and was essentially doomed. Why not give it a try before she dies?
   

        It might work.
   

        Casio did not really have the intention to save anyone. He just had an inspiration and wanted to experiment on Xiqin. Of course, even if Xiqin's father, Olay, knew about it, he would probably agree. So Casio felt neither guilty nor hindered by any psychological barrier.
   

        Without hesitation, he began to activate the secret martial art of the Demon Idol, minutely adjusting the three frequencies. As the frequencies changed, the vibrations within Casio's body unexpectedly changed.
   

        Originally, they darted divergently inside his body. Now, they began to move systematically and even slightly adhered to the direction he wanted. He tried a few more times, and finally attempted to reverse transmit the internal vibrations into Xiqin's body.
   

        Casio didn't know if it would work, but it was worth a try.
   

        Two seconds later, he opened his eyes.
   

        It actually worked!
   

        The vibration ripple slowly passed from where their bodies touched and began to be absorbed by Xiqin.
   

        The vibrations created by the life fields of the dark creatures were transmitted to Casio's body and then to Xiqin's body. Self-sufficient cycle.
   

        He returned to his main personality, his eyes wide open.
   

        Casio could feel Xiqin's human life field slowly strengthening inside her body. As normal people's life fields were weak, a little vibration would significantly enhance their physique. The barely noticeable fluctuations in her magnetic field began to slowly strengthen and gradually return to a normal human level. It even kept increasing to about one and a half times.
   

        Finally, the life field of the dark creature disappeared.
   

        Casio also stopped transmitting the vibration ripples to Xiqin.
   

        Looking at Xiqin's unconscious face before him, her enchanting face now had a healthy flush, and her lips were blood-colored.
   

        The experiment was successful.
   

        Casio had successfully used the vibrations to enhance Xiqin's physique.
   

        What did this imply?
   

        With just a slight mental turn, he had many thoughts.
   

        Doesn't this mean he now possesses the ability to quickly transmit power to others? As long as dark creatures exist as fuel, he can transmit this vibration to other humans!
   

        Although the vibration ripple was greatly spent in the process of being transferred in and out, this was, after all, a power transmission without side effects! If Casio desired, couldn't he create an army of superhumans? An army of powerful and extremely fast experts?
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        At the entrance.
   

        Olay is looking at the situation inside with a gloomy face.
   

        He could clearly feel that the aura emanating from Xiqin had disappeared. Along with Xiqin lying still, her eyes tightly closed, Olay, with a lump in his throat, confirmed his daughter's death in silence.
   

        Indeed, Xiqin had suffered torment and unimaginable pain for the years she had been parasitized by the dark creature. Being alive was perhaps even more unbearable than death. Death might actually be a blessing for her. But, as Xiqin's father, the guilt still plagued Olay for making such a decision even though it was for her own good.
   

        Added to that, the mother of Xiqin had already passed away.
   

        In the blink of an eye, Olay was left all alone. The sense of loneliness and loss overwhelmed him, like being swallowed up by the sea.
   

        He was suffocating, desperate, struggling to catch his breath.
   

        Olay touched his face with his right hand, his eyes still vacant staring towards the room. Inside, Casio was slowly getting up from the chair. He gently put Xiqin on the bed, his arms around her waist and legs. 
   

        Afterward, Casio walked towards him, seemingly lost in thought, his face marked with a slight trance.
   

        Amos, who was blocking the door, retreated two steps. He inexplicably examined Casio from head to toe. The same handsome young man, but now there was an added sense of gentleness. He likened Casio to a plant, radiating a sense of harmony and freshness.
   

        Looking at him reminded one of places like woods or grasslands.
   

        Amos, being a straightforward man, voiced out his thoughts.
   

        Casio was taken aback upon hearing this, and after some thought, he guessed the possible reason. It must have something to do with the special vibration transmitted by Xiqin earlier. The vibration was extremely unique, circulating a few times within his body before being absorbed. Perhaps this altered his aura a bit, making him more attractive.
   

        Upon deliberation, wasn't this the charming aura demonstrated by Xiqin? Although now it was significantly weaker, capable only of creating a good impression, making him more approachable, and less intimidating.
   

        Casio felt pretty good about this. If he could bring this charm back to the Real World, he could blend his fierce temperament with this, making him more like an ordinary person. By nature, he was strong, robust and cold. Hard to approach, people would fear him upon just laying their eyes on him. Now if he were to add a bit of friendliness to this, ordinary people might not be that scared of him. Considering this, he thought about the two bodies.
   

        If he successfully integrates Obsession, would his current gentle and handsome body react chemically with his hard-edged muscular physiognomy in the Real World to create another uncategorized version of him? It might also have a neutralizing effect.
   

        But what was for sure was he would be charming after integration. Although the color of demon idol, Secret Martial Art transformed his body color, it was still handsome. Perhaps, after mixing the two, the result would be a well-proportioned handsome man?
   

        "Mr. Li Wei, may I go in and see my daughter?"
   

        Next to him, Olay asked, his eyes slightly reddened. Although he was the head of the Branch, he still had to ask Casio.
   

        At this moment, Casio was pondering over the problem of merging the two bodies in the Era of Retrospection and the Real World, so he just casually nodded.
   

        "Thank you."
   

        Olay took a deep breath and brushed past Casio.
   

        His leather shoes made no sound as they stepped on the carpet. He carefully moved to the side of the bedroom bed. He didn't move the stool, but knelt on one knee on the floor, silently looking at Xiqin lying on the bed.
   

        How long had it been since he had looked at his daughter up close like this?
   

        Since the day of the accident, it seemed he hadn't been close to Xiqin. Since that day years ago, his smile seemed to have disappeared completely.
   

        Looking at his daughter lying on the bed as if a delicate puppet.
   

        Tears finally slipped down Olay's face silently.
   

        A man's tears ought to fall at the instant of extreme sorrow.
   

        Looking at Xiqin's blurred features, he was reminded of another woman who looked somewhat similar, his deeply loved wife.
   

        "They're all gone... It's my fault... Perhaps I shouldn't have joined the Black Mechanism in the first place. Maybe life would have been better as an ordinary public servant. Then you guys wouldn't have been implicated by me..."
   

        Olay murmured to himself, his eyes blurred with tears.
   

        The new and old Stewards of the Black Mechanism also came in from the entrance.
   

        They quietly stood next to Olay, beside the bed.
   

        Olay gripped Xiqin's hand and continued,  "You always loved lavender. Tomorrow, I'll find the most beautiful lavender field for you to bury you there..."
   

        "Huff...huff..."
   

        A faint snoring sound made him stop abruptly.
   

        Olay blinked hard, trying to squeeze out the blurry tears. Finally, he just pulled back his hand and wiped his eyes hard.
   

        He looked at his daughter Xiqin in disbelief and amazement.
   

        The fair-faced girl, laying on the soft pillow like a baby, had the hint of a smile on her lips and was emitting tiny snores from her nose. 
   

        Whether it was too comfortable or not, Xiqin's mouth revealed a faint smile with a small string of drool hanging on it.
   

        "I... Ah?!"
   

        Olay quickly stood up from the floor. He looked at his daughter Xiqin, and then at the two stewards beside him.
   

        For a moment, he didn't know whether to cry or laugh. Just now he was mourning, and now there seemed to be symptoms of ecstasy. The two contradictory emotions contorted his face.
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        Olay smacked himself.
   

        Then he bent over, carefully placing his fingers near Xiqin's nose. He felt the fluctuating breath.
   

        "She's not dead? She's alright?! This…this…this…"
   

        Olay incredulously looked at the pair of stewards once more, then quickly ran a few steps to the side.
   

        Pulling Casio who was still pondering over how to utilize the effect of the Secret Martial Arts of the Demon Idol, he pointed at Xiqin and said.
   

        "My daughter is still breathing! She, she…"
   

        Olay stuttered a bit, even the strictest and gravest person can still be flustered when it concerns someone they care about.
   

        His emotions were like a roller coaster ride, just recovered from the despair of downhill charged to the peak. Olay was afraid, afraid that after the peak would be an abyss. What Xiqin just showed might merely be the last spurt of activity at the end of one's life.
   

        Seeing Olay point at Xiqin, Casio came back to his senses, his expression didn't change much: "Oh, your daughter is fine..."
   

        Once this sentence was said, Olay's face was a spectacle of expressions.
   

        He still couldn't believe it and asked one more time: "Is she really okay? You told me she had a high probability of death earlier…"
   

        "Ah, that was before, this is now. This is the first time I deal with a dark creature, it's normal not to have experience." Casio perfunctorily said. He was currently in an inspiration state of one hundred percent for the physical form of the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol, with various thoughts in his mind.
   

        After he said that, he said something else to appease Olay: "Don't worry, the dark creature inhabiting your daughter was taken care of. And right now your daughter's body is very healthy, one and a half times stronger than that of an average adult male. The hidden danger is gone, she can live like an ordinary person..."
   

        Casio's words were like a shot of adrenaline for Olay.
   

        All of a sudden, he straightened up, swept the unruly hair to the back with his hand. Then he took out a white handkerchief from the pocket on his chest and wiped the free-flowing tears on his face.
   

        Smoothed his clothes, adjusted his collar. After everything was sorted out, Olay took small steps to the edge of Xiqin's bed.
   

        He took a deep breath, and just as he was about to bend over, as if he suddenly remembered something, he turned his head to Casio and asked: "Mr. Li Wei, it should be fine to wake Xiqin now, right? It won't cause any special problems, will it?"
   

        "No, it won't."
   

        Casio answered quickly, he understood the feelings of a father.
   

        Hearing Casio say this, Olay was reassured.
   

        He patted Xiqin's shoulders.
   

        A few seconds later, a pair of beautiful black pupils opened.
   

        Deep and pure like black gemstones.
   

        Olay was crying tears of joy, with a smile on his face. He sat on the edge of the bed and whispered, "It's okay, it's good that you're awake…"
   

        Xiqin adjusted her position a bit, and in the reflection of her black pupils, four people were mirrored. There seems to be a slight change in her expression as she woke up, with a hint of a smile appearing on the corners of her mouth.
   

        Olay looked at his daughter's smile and laughed in relief.
   

        He opened his arms wanting to give his resurrected daughter a hug, but as the breeze blew, Olay ended up hugging the air.
   

        Xiqin, on the other hand, jumped up from the bed with more speed than an average person, her eyes fixated on Casio, she dashed towards him violently.
   

        Bang!
   

        She clung to Casio's body like an octopus, trying hard to squeeze her soft body into his embrace. Her face was rubbing against his neck as if smelling him like a little dog.
   

        "Your smell is good, I like it…"
   

        Xiqin mumbled in a somewhat wooden voice.
   

        At this moment, she was hanging onto Casio, her dress lifted, revealing her dazzlingly white, full and taut thighs.
   

        Her full chest was also tightly pressed against him, utterly defenceless.
   

        The soft and smooth locks of her hair were releasing a fragrance like that of flowers.
   

        Olay, still at bedside holding a hug pose, turned around to look at Xiqin who had thrown herself into Casio's arms.
   

        He was tearing up and his feelings were complicated.
   

        "I'm your dad, why does someone else get your hug..."
   

        Olay was caught off guard. His feelings had been so invested just moments ago, now he struggled to accept the sudden change. However, the joy of Xiqin being revived ultimately outweighed everything else. He took a deep breath, stood upright, and slowly approached the foot of the bed.
   

        Actually, Casio was also unprepared for this.
   

        He had been contemplating an issue when, all of a sudden, he found himself adorned with a mysteriously fragrant, soft, and squishy pendant.
   

        His once-radiating inspiration was abruptly interrupted.
   

        Casio turned his head and locked eyes with Xiqin - his face merely inches from her delicate, bewitching countenance that bore an air of innocence. She, too, was looking back at him with earnest eyes.
   

        In the next second, her charming and glossy lips tilted towards him. Casio quickly turned his head aside and pulled Xiqin off him to gaze at her curiously.
   

        He reached out a hand, placing it on Xiqin's shoulder. Promptly activating the secret martial art of the Demon Idol, he probed the state of her body.
   

        It was the same as before.
   

        Xiqin was in good health, her life field was one and a half times that of an average adult. However, there was one detail to note - Xiqin's life field seemed to share some similarities to that of the Demon Idol's.
   

        Casio felt a touch of familiarity when he sensed its frequency.
   

        Could it be…?
   

        The answer was apparent, no guesses needed.
   

        Just like how Xiqin's special vibration frequency influenced Casio's aura, the vibrations he created through the Demon Idol's secret martial art had also affected Xiqin. As her life field was incomplete, the area covered by the vibrations was enormously wide. Casio's aura constituted a large part.
   

        Put another way.
   

        Xiqin, who had been saved by Casio, had retained her life. However, she was subconsciously influenced by the life field and naturally felt close to Casio. She deemed Casio as someone crucial in her life.
   

        Based on her state just now.
   

        In Xiqin's heart, it seemed Casio held an even higher place of importance than her father, Olay. Of course, this was an unusual situation.
   

        If he had saved a regular person instead.
   

        They definitely wouldn't be influenced to this extent. They might have good feelings for Casio, or perhaps a subconscious sense of familiarity.
   

        Xiqin's state earlier didn't need further explanation.
   

        With a half-meter distance, Xiqin was still struggling. It seemed that Casio possessed some particular allure for her, she earnestly wanted to get close.
   

        Ten minutes later.
   

        Xiqin lay on the bed, sleeping once again.
   

        Casio withdrew his hand from her arms, imbued with a scent similar to floral fragrance. He glanced at Olay and said, "Xiqin has no physical issues whatsoever. As for her mental state, due to potential aftereffects…"
   

        "She may need intensive care for a while."
   

        Following the test earlier, it was deduced that Xiqin was mentally unstable due to the prolonged torment she suffered from the dark creature. Many memories have vanished, leaving her with a lack of security. Her soul, currently void, was like a helpless child's.
   

        It was no wonder she had lunged directly at Casio earlier.
   

        He was the sole source of comfort for her.
   

        Casio and the others decided to step out of the room to talk further. Outside the small building, the sporadic sounds of the patrol team could be heard.
   

        Included were shocked exclamations.
   

        "Holy shit!" "This big..." "Really?"
   

        "What's happening outside?" Casio glanced at Olay. They exchanged looks and the four of them decided to go find out.
   

        That night, a rumour spread throughout the North Flow Country branch of the Black Mechanism - pretty boy Jack, had squared off against burly Oliver, a face-to-face, one-on-one duel of men out in the open.
   

        The ultimate winner was, surprisingly, Jack!
   

        This event caused quite the ripple. All the male members of the Mechanism coldly resolved to group up during nighttime patrolling. Even men needed to protect themselves.
   

        As for the two joyous competitors, Olay, the head of the Black Mechanism branch, surprisingly did not punish them. He only reprimanded them verbally.
   

        This generosity reduced them to tears, and Olay was regarded as their benefactor.
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        On the following day, which was the morning of June 16th.
   

        In the lush forest that surrounded the small town, occasional chirping of birds could be heard echoing back and forth. The cool breeze, carrying the fragrance of grass and flowers and a hint of moistness, knocked the dew drops off the leaves.
   

        At the Black Mechanism branch, there stood a three-story small building. Around it were more than a dozen Mechanism commissioners dressed in grey uniforms, patrolling back and forth around the building. They were divided into four groups, covering every blind spot.
   

        Inside the building, on the second floor.
   

        The white curtains were open, gently billowing with the breeze. Near the window, a bed was placed where the sunlight gently fell, forming a warm golden area. At the head of the bed, a girl of exceptional appearance and temperament laid quietly, looking like a sleeping beauty. Both her frontal and side profiles were nearly perfect.
   

        Her black eyelashes were long and slightly curled, glistening under the light.
   

        At the foot of the bed, Olay was peeling an apple. His expression was relaxed, void of the usual serious and calm demeanor he usually had in front of others.
   

        The corners of his mouth were naturally carrying a soft radian.
   

        Just after peeling an apple, Olay looked outside the window and immediately stood up and walked out of the room.
   

        Half a minute later, footsteps came from the corridor on the second floor.
   

        Olay was leading the way out front and Casio, along with two others, were following him while discussing the situation. Some unexpected dramas happened last night, two excellent male commissioners from the Black Mechanism had been affected by the unique aura radiated by Xiqin.
   

        This led to a tense and violent confrontation. The incident was later caught red-handed by the second group of patrolling commissioners, followed by the widespread of the news, causing a very negative impact on the whole branch.
   

        Olay spent a long time last night suppressing the incident.
   

        He didn't punish those two, after all, the problem originated from his daughter Xiqin. Rather, it could be said that Xiqin had caused those two guys trouble.
   

        Jack and Oliver had only been part of North Flow Country's branch for two years, both were outstanding young men. They both were only twenty-four years old, with a lot of prospects ahead. However, evidently after this incident and its spread, the two would probably not be able to continue in the North Flow Country branch. Hence, Olay sought the help of two stewards to transfer the two to other branches for employment.
   

        This era was different from the later generations, as news spread was limited to one region. If both were quietly transferred to another branch, they might not be affected by the incident.
   

        Olay was also very considerate in considering avoiding suspicion. He planned to separate Jack and Oliver and send them to different branches of the Black Mechanism, which could effectively avoid embarrassment.
   

        However, to his surprise, the old steward Franz agreed to help, but the parties involved, Jack and Oliver, did not want to! Here, their unwillingness wasn't about not wanting to move to another branch, but not wanting to be sent to different branches.
   

        They were willing to leave the North Flow Country branch, but they wanted to transfer to the same branch. Their request shocked Olay!
   

        He only agreed after confirming their intentions multiple times.
   

        These two young men seemed to awaken something formidable. However, these things had no direct relation with Olay.
   

        He was still immersed in the joy of his daughter's recovery.
   

        Perhaps because he was too happy, he discussed with Casio at midnight and offered to hand over the remaining captive parasitic dark creatures for him to handle. After all, with the success story of his daughter Xiqin, another person affected by the parasite might also live. Olay thought that he was helping the other party.
   

        But, Casio chose not to step in again.
   

        His Demon Idol Secret Martial Art physique had already reached its limit, and the vibration guidance had no effect, it simply dissipated inside his body.
   

        Being in his unique state of inspiration, he was more inclined to sense the momentum, will and path of boxing methods. Having a fighter's physique but without a fighter's boxing method, he felt stuck and struggled to make any progress. Casio needed to change.
   

        The Secret Martial Art was not just about improving the physique.
   

        Like some explosive secret techniques, they could momentarily increase one's strength by several times. Some boxing methods were incredibly skillful, focusing on a single point or relying on skills to overpower strength. Both power and skill complemented each other and could not be neglected. Simply put, different fighters must have their own strengths, for someone may stand out in boxing skills, while others in bodily strength.
   

        However, other aspects cannot be a weak point that holds you back. For instance, if your body is strong, your defense great, then speed and skill must at least be average. Otherwise, even with great strength, if you can't catch up or hit the target it's pointless.
   

        And for those who excel in boxing skills, their strength must at least be average. Otherwise, no matter how skillful you are, you wouldn't be able to break through the defense.
   

        What Casio wanted to do now was to spar with a Secret Martial Art expert.
   

        It would be best if it was a fighter who had mastered aura control. Only by colliding with such a strong opponent could he quickly break through the bottleneck of his Secret Martial Art.
   

        Once Casio reaches the level of a fighter, in both physique and boxing, his strength will inevitably burst forth. By then, he would have the confidence to deal with Death Blood.
   

        However, challenging a fighter wasn't that easy. Secret Martial Art experts of this level were generally elders and masters of the various Secret Martial Art sects, prestigious figures. Whether it was for their own sake or for the sake of their sect's reputation, they would not readily agree to a challenge from an outsider. Casio's best bet for sparring with a high-level fighter would be the reclusive figures. These experts had retired from the front stage and no longer held official positions in their sects. Facing challenges from outsiders, they can be more unfettered.
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        That was indeed the case, and Casio understood it well.
   

        However, based on the Black Mechanism's statistics and estimates, the North and South Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Federation combined had no more than about a hundred fighters. Of these, 60% held public important positions, and 40% were hermits.
   

        The whereabouts of these recluse masters were uncertain. If Casio were to look for them one by one, it would probably take forever.
   

        Therefore, he could only rely on the help of the Black Mechanism.
   

        As the official superordinary power handling institution of the Hong Li Federation, backed by the intelligence agencies of the special affairs department, the Black Mechanism had conducted substantial research and held considerable information on various superordinary powers. The sizable superordinary group of the Secret Martial Arts World was naturally a significant research target. The Black Mechanism knew many of the places where "B"-rank secret martial artists kept themselves hidden. They provided the information, and Casio would go to challenge them.
   

        This laid the foundation for more cooperation between the Black Mechanism and Casio. Casio stands out with his ability to eliminate indestructible dark creatures and has substantial strength himself. If they could collaborate more or even bring him into the Black Mechanism, it would undoubtedly be a good thing. The cooler judgment of the old steward Franz suggested this.
   

        He wasn't without curiosity about Casio's abilities, but everything had to happen slowly. At least for now, the collaborative model of their relationship seemed quite effective and productive.
   

        Therefore, there was no need to seek any other changes in a short period.
   

        At the room's entrance, the footsteps of several people stopped.
   

        Olay, who was in the front, pushed the door open and went in. The old steward Franz and Amos followed closely behind him.
   

        Only Casio was left standing quietly at the door.
   

        The wooden door was left open, and a gentle breeze was blowing. The cool stream of air swept over the window and curtain, carrying a faint scent of flowers past Casio's nose.
   

        Amos glanced back at Casio and asked, "Aren't you coming in?"
   

        Casio shook his head without expression: "No."
   

        Suddenly, a shadow flashed in the room.
   

        A slender silhouette lunged towards the doorway.
   

        Casio was prepared and took a few steps back. A scent brushed past him, then crashed into the wall with a thud.
   

        He looked calmly at the girl who was crashed against the wall. Even a large sick suit couldn't hide her stunning figure.
   

        Next, a pair of obsidian-like eyes met with Casio's. They held no distractions, only a tranquility as profound as the lake water. Her narrow, seductive eyes stared at him unblinkingly, revealing a faintly self-confident air at the corners of her eyes.
   

        She turned to look at Casio, the breeze blowing her soft clothing to outline her curvacious figure, her skin was as smooth and white as snow.
   

        This was a beautiful scene that would make anyone smile. Of course, men appreciated it more.
   

        "Hug... hug..."
   

        Xiqin's tender lips repeated a word like murmuring, then she lunged at Casio again.
   

        Unfortunately, she missed again.
   

        Casio was concentrating, as long as he wanted to. It was impossible for Xiqin with her speed and agility to even touch his clothes.
   

        "Xiqin!"
   

        Inside the room, Olay called out like a father. He quickly rushed out, only to see the two people constantly dodging in the hallway. It was like a game of cat and mouse, one chasing and one fleeing, constantly shifting on the narrow corridor.
   

        Casio evaded while fixating on Olay with a somewhat indifferent gaze, as if to signal him to control his daughter.
   

        Olay had a complex expression and didn't know what to do.
   

        So he took a bite out of the apple he was holding.
   

        In the corridor, Xiqin failed to pounce on Casio several times, immediately revealing a child's expression of grievance, teary-eyed.
   

        Casio sighed and stood still.
   

        A shadow like an octopus then lunged at him.
   

        Like usual, she sniffed him like a puppy. A satisfied smile appeared on her face before she tightened her arms and legs around him.
   

        The next second, Casio gave a hand knife expressionlessly.
   

        Xiqin fainted once again.
   

        He carried the soft form, step by step into the room. Then he placed her on the bed and gently pulled up the blanket.
   

        "Mr. Olay, you should start your daughter's mental recovery work as soon as possible. If there is anything difficult, you can contact Mr. Franz, he will inform me." Casio rose to his feet and spoke to Olay, who was bewilderingly eating an apple..
   

        He had accomplished his goal of testing the Demon Idol martial arts, and even this martial arts had entered a bottleneck period. Of course, he couldn't stay in the Black Mechanism branch forever, and he had made plans.
   

        Today, he would return to his residence in the North City downtown and settle the matters of the two brats, Tom and Xia La. Most likely, he would ask the staff of the Black Mechanism to send them to Li Wei's acquaintance.
   

        After all, Li Wei had saved quite a few humans before and had even formed some deep bonds with them. The things he was going to do next were unsuitable for having two children by his side, endangering all parties involved.
   

        On the 6th day of the 16th, at 8 a.m.
   

        A black sedan drove away from the small town, heading back towards North City downtown on the same route, where other vehicles were relatively scarce.
   

        All you could see was the rolling hills and the thick carpet-like grass covering them. Occasionally, there were beautiful flowers and trees, with bees and butterflies fluttering in the air.
   

        They drove a bit further.
   

        Green woodland gradually replaced the grassland on the hills.
   

        The car moved forward, and suddenly a few muffled sounds came from beneath. The car continued to drive a little further before slowing down and stopping.
   

        "What happened?"
   

        Immersed in an inspirational state, Casio opened his eyes instantly, furrowing his brow and asked the elderly steward who was driving.
   

        "The car wheel's busted," Franz said slowly.
   

        "Bad luck," Amos muttered, lifting his head then continued to pick up the detective novel in his hand. He enjoyed reading them.
   

        "I'll go take a look."
   

        Casio got out of the car to inspect it. Indeed, the two front wheels had burst, seemingly sliced by some metal fragments, with a trail on the side.
   

        This meant they couldn't drive the car anymore and would have to walk back into the city.
   

        Or, return to the nearby branch of the Black Mechanism and swap the car.
   

        "What rotten luck," Casio muttered as well.
   

        He glanced around and saw a black car speed by. Luckily, there was no problem. On the side of the road, a man dressed in black shirt was looking his way, smoking a cigarette, seemingly looking forward to some misfortune.
   

        They locked eyes.
   

        The man suddenly made a move, step by step, he walked towards them. He flicked his cigarette between his index finger, puffing out smoke.
   

        This man had a hedgehog-like buzz cut, roughly one meter and eighty-five centimeters tall, and had a strong physique. He wore an intimidating smile, like a thug, and seemed to have tattoos on his neck.
   

        Soon, he was within a few steps of Casio.
   

        He looked Casio up and down, took a puff from his cigarette, blew out a smoke ring, then asked, "You guys came from Owl Town, didn't you?" His facial expression seemed casual, but his eyes were locked on Casio, sharp as an eagle's.
   

        "Yes, what of it?"
   

        Casio's expression did not change in the slightest.
   

        "What of it?" The buzz cut man laughed, inexplicably shook his head, "Since you did, you might as well all come with me…"
   

        He patted his bulging waist and took another puff of his cigarette. The aroma of nicotine had him happily squint his eyes.
   

        "So, did you cause our car tire to fail?"
   

        Casio squinted his eyes and his tone slightly changed.
   

        The man with the buzz cut sneered, and two streams of white smoke erupted from his nostrils, "Who else is here but me, you tell me?"
   

        "Stop wasting my time～" He again patted his waist.
   

        "Wait a minute." Casio turned around and gently knocked on the door of the black car. The window of the driver's seat rolled down.
   

        "Is it legal for the Black Mechanism to murder someone?" He asked.
   

        Franz quickly replied, "Black Mechanism commissioners have the right to kill, they can judge the dangerous level of the suspect on their own."
   

        "Alright." Casio nodded, lightly pulling up his sleeves. Then he slowly walked a few steps toward the man with the buzz cut.
   

        The buzz cut man gave him a baffled look.
   

        Boom!
   

        His right hand blurred momentarily.
   

        After the loud noise, Casio pulled back his fist and wiped the blood off the back of his hand with a handkerchief. Then he rolled back down his sleeve.
   

        A proper vent can keep a murderous personality stable.
   

        Thud.
   

        A headless corpse fell to the ground, a burning cigarette still clamped in its right hand. The cigarette butt was flickering in the breeze.
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        Casio lowered his gaze.
   

        The black tattoo on the man's neck began to dissipate like fog, eventually disappearing without a trace. All that remained was the gushing blood from the neck, making a splattering sound.
   

        A shoe suddenly stomped on the cigarette, extinguishing it.
   

        "Smoking is harmful to health..."
   

        Casio withdrew his gaze, his sharp hawk-like eyes swept over the surroundings once again. He could clearly see every detail within a hundred-meter radius, including any slight movement or rustle of leaves.
   

        But, he found no trace of the enemy.
   

        He pondered for a moment, then proceeded to inspect the bald man, no, the headless man's corpse. After a few moments, Casio had a hunch. The man was an ordinary human, not a creature of darkness. The only dark aura was what the creature had left behind.
   

        Otherwise, he would not have resorted to using firearms to threaten.
   

        "Was it a test? Or a warning?"
   

        Casio slowly stood up and took a few steps back, avoiding the pool of blood that might stain his shoes.
   

        Earlier, the man had mentioned a place, Owl Town, that was where the North Flow Country branch of the Black Mechanism was located.
   

        Connecting this information to what Olay had mentioned in a previous conversation, there was a mysterious organization recently investigating and keeping tabs on the comings and goings of the North Flow Country branch. Perhaps this man, who just approached him out of the blue, was a member of that organization.
   

        Or, he was merely a worthless sacrifice that was put in the outermost layer.
   

        Casio was not particularly interested in the feud between these two parties. Although he collaborated with the Black Mechanism, he was not one to interfere in matters that did not concern him. As the official supernatural power of the Hong Li Federation, the Black Mechanism should have its ways to combat these other organizations trying to take advantage of it.
   

        He did not wish to get involved in this matter. Casio simply planned to take the corpse back to Owl Town and report what just happened. The North Flow Country branch would then be warned and would naturally take preventive measures in the future. Moreover, his vehicle had broken down so he needed to go back to replace it anyway.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        Casio and the other two slowly retraced their steps on the hill road.
   

        The place where the vehicle broke down was not too far from Owl Town; an average person could walk the distance in about half an hour. This was no problem for Casio and Amos, who could arrive within minutes if they ran. However, considering the elderly butler, Franz, who was just an ordinary human, they could not rush.
   

        Also, carrying the headless man whose blood was still dripping, if they ran too fast, the blood might splatter.
   

        Currently, it was summertime and the weather was hot. However, it was probably only a little past eight in the morning, the temperature had not fully risen yet and the breeze was still relatively moist. Walking down the road was quite relaxing.
   

        Bees frequently buzzed and flew by the side of the road.
   

        Not far ahead, a black dot gradually enlarged, and the sound of a car engine grew louder. A black boxy car drove up a gentle slope and was speeding downward.
   

        In the driver's seat was a middle-aged man operating the steering wheel with one hand. The window was rolled down, his left hand rested on the window sill, head tilted to one side. He was in a good mood and was humming a tune.
   

        The morning breeze, bringing a touch of vegetation, flowed in through the collar of his clothes, cool and refreshing. The weather was also pleasant, with a blue sky and white clouds. He looked at the scenery on both sides and pondered what to buy when he reached the city.
   

        The car moved forward, and three oddly dressed people on the side of the road caught his attention. Two older and younger individuals dressed in black and white butler suits, and a slender girl dressed in an oversized trench coat. Wait a minute! What was the girl carrying on her shoulders?
   

        A person?
   

        No, an "∧"!
   

        Without a head!
   

        Damn it! The man's heart suddenly lurched, and he swerved the steering wheel. The whole car directly plunged into the ditch by the slope.
   

        In the tilted car's driver's seat, he struggled to open the car door. Unfortunately, the door was a bit deformed and wouldn't open. Suddenly, there was a loud bang outside, and the car door was ripped off. Then, a hand pulled him out of the car.
   

        His vision was filled with stars.
   

        The man was a bit dizzy, and his heavy breathing made his sight blurry. But he was grateful.
   

        He extended his hand to shake the hand of his saviour, constantly muttering, "Thank you, thank you so much...".
   

        "No need to thank me, it was the least I could do." a deep male voice responded, "However, it seems like you've shaken the wrong hand...".
   

        "What?"
   

        The man was stunned momentarily. His emotions briefly settled. He blinked, and his vision cleared. Before him was a strangely alluring blond young man, a faint cross on his forehead that seemed to disappear when seen. At the moment, he was carefully observing him.
   

        An "∧" was still on his shoulder.
   

        And what he was holding, was the corpse's right hand that belonged to the "∧"!
   

        Directly facing his mangled neck, the cut-off point was only about thirty centimeters from his slightly forward-tilted face.
   

        "Ah!!!!"
   

        The man let out the highest-pitched scream of his life, even more shrill than the frequent screams of his nagging wife at home. Without any hesitation, the man threw the dead hand away and ran with all his might towards the city.
   

        The polished leather shoes that he wore were left behind after a couple of steps.
   

        However, he did not seem to care and continued to stubbornly head west.
   

        Casio glanced at the "∧" on his shoulder, silently opened his mouth, and watched the silhouette that ran faster than a rabbit.
   

        The Northern Flow City was still more than ten kilometers away. The cement road surface in summer was scorching hot and incredibly rough. He wished him the best of luck.
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        One minute later.
   

        The car that had crashed on the side of the road was pulled back up; this was naturally not a difficult task for Casio and Amos. The exterior was slightly damaged, with shattered glass, but it was still drivable.
   

        Around eight-thirty in the morning.
   

        Casio and the others returned to Owl Town, briefly explained the situation, and then left the corpse there.
   

        They immediately replaced it with a new car.
   

        Once again, they set out from the Black Mechanism branch to go to the urban area.
   

        This time, Casio and the others encountered no obstacles.
   

        They smoothly returned to the downtown of the Northern Flow City, parking the car near Caesar Road. The three of them arrived in front of a single house.
   

        Casio went directly inside and knocked on the door of the residence.
   

        Immediately, Tom came downstairs from the second floor to open the door. Seeing that it was Casio, his face instantly lit up with joy. The uncle had disappeared for a day again, he had thought it would be longer. As soon as his smile surfaced, Tom saw two strangers standing behind Casio.
   

        The smile was instantly repressed.
   

        His eyes were filled with caution towards the strangers.
   

        "Uncle, who are these two?"
   

        "Let's talk inside." Casio patted the bloodstains on his shoulders, planning to take a bath and change his clothes before talking.
   

        Several hours had passed, and the matter was taken care of.
   

        Casio planned to entrust Tom and Xia La to Li Wei's acquaintance to take care of, while the Black Mechanism sent people to help with this matter. Initially, when Casio mentioned this, Tom was adamantly against it.
   

        This kid wanted to firmly stick with the uncle!
   

        But later, Casio explained that the one taking care of Tom and Xia La would be Miss Chiara, Tom's secret crush. Immediately, Tom assured that he would not be a hindrance to Casio, and promised him to go do what he needed to.
   

        He would surely listen well at Miss Chiara's.
   

        What a face.
   

        Casio stayed at home in the Northern Flow City on the 16th of June while the old steward Franz went to check intelligence.
   

        Until the 19th of June.
   

        In these three days, Casio was meditating on the fist methods of the Demon Idol secret martial art, constantly practicing non-stop in the state of inspiration.
   

        In fact, the Demon Idol secret martial art is not perfect. Its foundation is certainly not flawed, nor is there any problem with its training method. Its physique conditioning degree is definitely stronger than most secret martial arts.
   

        But the boxing method has some minor innovations.
   

        In general, Casio is still practicing the Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        The four ultimate moves, Splitting Stream, Wind Owl, Elephant Roaring Sound, and Wind Elephant Torrent. The basics are still hand-knife straight punch, swing punch, a structure that hasn't changed. However, because he has two blood circulations and two hearts, he can attack twice instantly, compressing the moves to the extreme point.
   

        This is definitely much stronger than the earlier Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        But there are no earth-shattering changes.
   

        Casio deliberately created a crude framework to gradually fill it through continuous learning and sparring with secret martial arts experts, to build skyscrapers. The boxing part of the Demon Idol secret martial art still has a large potential for moulding, which he needs to discover himself.
   

        On the 19th of June, around half-past eight in the morning.
   

        In the cleared secret room.
   

        A bare-chested figure was moving back and forth in the open space, fists, elbows, shoulders, knees, and kicking legs.
   

        All sorts of moves, all kinds of parts, continuously forming a storm-like attack forward. It was as if there was another figure in front of it, in a furious fight.
   

        Casio was so fast that he was nearly surpassing the limit that the human eye could capture. His whole body seemed blurred, but in fact, he was rapidly striking forward.
   

        The room echoed with the sound of pitter-patter, it was the sound of the air explosively collapsing. The airflow inside the secret room was continuously rippling, to the point where the dust in the corners was swept into a vortex.
   

        It gently rotated in the golden beam of light projected from the window.
   

        Swish!
   

        A blade-like arm sliced through the air, while fingers entwined in the crimson stream of qi imposed upon the void, sending spiral ripples flying outward. The Finger Gun coupled with the Blood Qi stream.
   

        It looked like a number of red bullets.
   

        They hit the wall, causing rocks to shatter. The enclosure wall of the secret room was already pockmarked, clearly the result of these past few days of practice. Casio's control of his power was quite good.
   

        The Blood Qi stream did not puncture the wall.
   

        He withdrew his arm in one movement, and his whole body arched like a bowstring, followed quickly by a deep inhale.
   

        A white stream of qi formed a vortex at the tip of his nose.
   

        Breath Blowing in Three Stages!
   

        Currently, Casio could only achieve the first stage.
   

        However, the effect was already quite terrifying.
   

        Once the secret technique of Breath Blowing Three Stages was activated, his already smooth moves flowed even more fluidly, penetrating through every gap like mercury.
   

        Explosions like firecrackers rang out throughout the training room, layered with the silhouette of each footprint and fist shadow. It was as if Casio had appeared anywhere within a ten-meter radius at the same time, his entire body shrouded in a large circle of ashy black limbs.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        Casio suddenly stopped, transitioning from extreme movement to extreme stillness. A circle of qi exploded out, hitting the secret room's wall like a shockwave.
   

        He exhaled deeply, releasing a long, hot breath.
   

        Ending that terrifying state of Breathless Continuous Strikes.
   

        With such a hidden card in his repertoire, he felt a bit more confident even when challenging reclusive martial arts masters.
   

        After three days of adjusting and waiting, Casio had maintained his condition at an excellent level. He felt a desire welling up in his heart like bristling spikes, a desire that caused his skin to prickle with anticipation.
   

        Fighting with dark creatures could only improve Casio's combat ability. Only by sparring with Secret Martial Arts masters could he improve his martial arts skills and find the path forward in martial arts. Only then could he cultivate a formidable boxing method and develop an unbeatable momentum.
   

        Taking a deep breath, Casio clasped his hands together.
   

        He still looked like a frail youngster, but some of his muscles had started to appear streamlined. Casio's body wouldn't always keep this pretty-boy look; he could continue to train and become stronger.
   

        However, due to the muscle density, Casio would need to spend several or even more than ten times the normal amount of time to build up this body, and there would also be a significant difference in body size limit. He estimated that even if he trained his muscles to the extreme, he wouldn't be able to turn this body into a terrifying muscle man. At most, he could achieve a sturdy and robust form, which was clearly better than the current frailness.
   

        Casio opened his eyes and glanced out of the window.
   

        He immediately left the secret room, went to the washroom to take a cool shower, got dressed in casual clothes, and went downstairs.
   

        The old steward Franz was already waiting on the couch.
   

        Xia La had kindly made a cup of black tea for the old man.
   

        "Did we get any news?"
   

        Casio, with a white towel around his neck, came down the stairs. His golden hair cascaded over his forehead, along with his exquisite face, giving off a fragile adolescent air.
   

        At first glance, Casio's appearance was drastically different from before. He didn't want it to be, but circumstances were beyond his control.
   

        "Indeed, we have some news."
   

        Franz nodded. He was still dressed in his usual suit and tie, sporting the hairstyle of a traditional gentleman.
   

        There was a stack of white files on the table.
   

        "Go ahead and tell me," Casio walked briskly to the area and sat down on the white sofa across from Franz.
   

        "The East Sea County branch of the Black Mechanism is the largest branch of the Six Eastern Counties, recording a large amount of information about the supernatural. The whereabouts of some reclusive martial arts masters are simply recorded. Some are quite vague, while others are clearer." Franz took a sip of black tea and handed a stack of files to Casio.
   

        Casio looked down.
   

        The thing that caught his eye was three words: Red Vulture Fist.
   

        "Windsor County, in the northeastern direction of North Flow County, or the north of East Sea County. There lies a Roca Mountain Range shrouded in an original dense forest. This forest is home to various dangerous beasts and venomous snakes, treacherous terrains, and toxic miasmas. In the southern part of the Roca Mountain range, there is a Death Valley. The Mata River, which runs through Windsor County and East Sea County, passes through it. According to the intelligence from the Windsor County branch of the Black Mechanism, a martial artist has taken refuge there..."
   

        "His name is..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 361: 215 Secrets of the Southern Dipper (4300)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Does the other party have a backing from Secret Martial Arts School?"
   

        Casio put down the file in his hand and asked softly.
   

        "Yes." The old steward Franz nodded: "The boxing method Feng Liusi practiced is the Red Vulture Fist, and the school behind it is also called the Red Vulture Fist. It is a secret martial force of Windsor County and it does not have a large scale. Even among the third-rate forces, it's considered small." 
   

        As he listened, Casio scanned through the contents of the file.
   

        It catalogued the achievements of Feng Liusi, nicknamed Blood Fist, over the past two decades. In Federation Calendar year of 92, Feng Liusi completed his major accomplishment in secret martial arts and came out of seclusion. Within a month, he challenged two fighters from six counties in the East, with a record of one draw and one victory. The fighter who lost against him had three fingers completely broken and his combat ability was affected, hence he retired thereafter.
   

        In Federation Calendar year of 95, Feng Liusi fought a life and death match against his nemesis on the Roca Mountain Range, successfully executing his enemy after a whole day of drawn-out battle. This is his first recorded kill of a fighter.
   

        After that battle, the nickname Blood Fist began resonating loudly.
   

        In Federation Calendar year of 98, for some unknown reason, the Red Vulture Fist had a run-in with Nightingale, a renowned supernatural killer organization in the eastern region of Red Federation. The disciples of the Red Vulture Fist became the target of the organization. In September, Feng Liusi came out of seclusion and spent two months to annihilate all the living forces of the Nightingale organization before the end of the year. There are records of at least fifty Nightingale assassins being killed by him. No matter what methods Nightingale used, they were caught and killed in the most brutal manner by Feng Liusi. Thus, at over fifty years of age, Feng Liusi earned another gruesome nickname 'Kill Fist.'
   

        In Federation Calendar year 102, Feng Liusi felt that his secret martial arts had once again improved. Therefore, he travelled alone to Northern Mystery Martial World to challenge many secret martial masters. He spent a whole year sparring with dozens of fighters. The secret skill of Red Vulture Fist known as Death Fang, that he understood in one move, is extremely ferocious, hence the nickname.
   

        In Federation Calendar year of 107, Feng Liusi, who was already 65 years old, went into seclusion, presumably retiring his fist. According to intelligence, this was mainly because his vitality and strength declined as he got older. His violent fighting style over the years meant he had numerous enemies. Hence, he chose to live in seclusion in the Roca Mountain Range to avoid his enemies.
   

        From the Federation Calendar year of 107 to the present year of 110, Feng Liusi has lived in seclusion in the Death Valley of the Roca Mountain Range for three years.
   

        If it wasn't for the Red Vulture disciples visiting the Death Valley every once in a while, the outside world would have assumed that Feng Liusi had already died from hidden injuries. According to the intelligence provided by the Black Mechanism, Feng Liusi's peak strength could be considered formidable even among "B" level fighters. In Casio's opinion, his strength has obviously surpassed that of a veteran fighter and is even stronger.
   

        However, because of his advanced age, nearing seventy, and the inevitable decline in vitality and physical strength, his ability to fight has decreased quite a bit. As per Casio's estimate, his strength is now around that of a veteran fighter.
   

        Even if, as the intelligence suggests he has hidden injuries.
   

        His strength could be even weaker.
   

        And this is more in line with Casio's preference. When challenging reclusive fighters, he naturally wouldn't find trouble for himself. The best kind of opponents are those with weak physiques and rich combat experiences, old boxing masters. Casio felt he could fight against the brutal Feng Liusi without sustaining injuries. After all, the recuperative ability of this body he possessed was extraordinary.
   

        The ability to quickly recover from physical damage was his advantage. Casio doesn't have to be as cautious as other fighters during a spar, fearing lingering injuries that might hinder his journey in secret martial arts.
   

        Moreover, Feng Liusi, known by nicknames such as 'Kill Fist', 'Blood Fist', and 'Death Fang', possesses a fighting style tending towards brutal killing.
   

        One of Casio's three major mental methods, the Killer Personality, just so happens to align with it. Perhaps he might learn something from the opponent's skills.
   

        Next, Franz and Casio continued to chat. Casio also gained a comprehensive understanding of the necessary information. Besides Feng Liusi, the entire Red Vulture Fist has no other fighters, and the most powerful Gate Master of Red Eagle Boxing Gate is only an accomplished practitioner of the Boxing Method. There is a disconnect between Feng Liusi and the Red Vulture Fist as evidenced by the significant combat style and overpowering difference between him and other Red Vulture Fist martial artists. 
   

         His style inclined to be bloody and murderous wasn't brought forth by the Red Vulture Fist, instead, it was his personal fighting style.
   

        Besides this, there were some related facts, basically about Red Vulture Fist. Like how the Gate Master would enter the Roca Mountain Range every few months, or how the Red Vulture Fist would bring talented disciples into the Death Valley in Roca Mountain Range, where Feng Liusi stays in seclusion. 
   

        If Casio wants to visit Blood Fist Feng Liusi, the obvious best course of action is to communicate directly with the Red Vulture Fist. However, unfortunately, before Feng Liusi went into seclusion, he had made it clear that he will not meet any outsiders. Thus, there is only one road left he could choose.
   

        To directly enter the Death Valley of the Roca Mountain Range by himself.
   

        The method is simple, follow the Mata River's Main Road upstream all the way, trudge through the dense forests of the Roca Mountain Range and he'll arrive.
   

        For a common person, the poisonous snakes and wild animals encountered along the way would certainly be very dangerous. However, as a "B" level master with a fighter's physique, it wouldn't be difficult for Casio to traverse the dense forest alone.
   

        It would just require enduring a bit of hardship and spending a bit of more time, that's all.
   

        During the process of chatting with old steward Franz, Casio gained a deeper understanding of the martial arts world in Red Federation.
   

        Mainly about the Southern Dipper Martial World, it is divided into the east and the west based on the counties. There are six counties in the east and five in the west. The atmosphere of secret martial arts has been more intense in the six eastern counties for the past ten or more years due to the promotion of the secret martial arts exchange tournament by Yun Quan Fist of East Sea County.
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        Nine of the secret martial art schools dominate in terms of the number of disciples, range of influence, and high-end combat power. They are collectively referred to as the East Nine Gates, a term that has grown increasingly popular in recent years.
   

        The Ringing Water Road in North Flow Country is one of the East Nine Gates. Over the past decade, the power of the Ringing Water Road has grown increasingly formidable, and its gifted disciples have demonstrated their strength, entering the ranks of second-tier secret martial art schools.
   

        Among the East Nine Gates, Ringing Water Road ranks eighth.
   

        The Red Vulture Fist, however, is not among the Nine Gates. It is a sect similar to the Wind Elephant Gate, merely occupying a small corner.
   

        After some chatting, Casio's thoughts became clearer than before. An accurate and comprehensive intelligence report is indeed a valuable thing.
   

        On the nineteenth of June, around two P.M.,
   

        Xia La and Tom, the two brats, were taken away by personnel sent by the Black Mechanism. They would take a train together to East Sea County.
   

        Miss Chiara works in East Sea County.
   

        At eight o'clock on the morning of June 20th,
   

        Casio, alone, took a train to East Sea County, carrying a travel case with a change of clothes.
   

        At two o'clock in the early morning of June 22nd,
   

        A man dressed like a thief broke into the standalone house at 112 Caesar Road in North Flow Country, where Casio and Tom had previously lived. After some exploration, he left empty-handed.
   

        At nine o'clock in the morning, the landlord of 112 Caesar Road received a visit from a stranger who was looking to rent. The visitor had a strange accent, pale skin, and wore a uniquely designed skull ring on his right hand. His face was stiff, and his demeanor, cold.
   

        On June 22nd, at four in the afternoon,
   

        Casio arrived in East Sea County and at six o'clock in the evening, he boarded another train to Windsor County. The next morning, at six, as the sky began to lighten, a white mist enveloped the surroundings.
   

        Maple Leaf Train Station, Sim City, Windsor County.
   

        The tall gray flat-top building appeared faintly visible in the fog. On the rectangular platform, a dozen passengers waited for the train.
   

        With a shrill whistle piercing the thin fog,
   

        A black train, puffing black smoke, rolled in. Like an imminent meteor, the train's head arrived abruptly, tearing the fog apart.
   

        With a roar, it halted, and a great deal of steam spread out from the body of the train. The steam quickly merged with the surrounding white mist.
   

        At the call of the conductor,
   

        The train door opened.
   

        A man, wearing a black overcoat, wide-brimmed hat, and sunglasses, stepped off. He headed quickly towards the station exit.
   

        Out on the gray road outside of the Maple Leaf Train Station,
   

        A blocky black car was parked.
   

        Upon seeing Casio come out, someone immediately emerged from the driver's seat. Two minutes later, the car was smoothly cruising on the road.
   

        The driver was a black-haired youth of about twenty-five years old. He had a handsome appearance, with a few freckles on his face. His name was Jeremy, and he was the commissioner of the Black Mechanism's Sim City branch.
   

        The old steward, Franz, had already arranged everything else for Casio in advance. Casio only needed to focus on the challenge.
   

        Half an hour later, Casio moved into a small white villa.
   

        The environment was nice, and there were even maids and butlers. The food and services were excellent. But Casio's focus was not on these. He practiced his own boxing method without rest, wanting to stay in top form. Challenging Blood Fist Feng Liusi in a stronger state would be the best respect.
   

        This adjustment took a whole day.
   

        On June 24th, mist roiled over the Roca Mountain Range.
   

        At the border between a lush forest and a grassland, a river ran quietly. Looking from above, the green carpet was divided into two by a shiny silver thread.
   

        On one side of the green carpet, three black dots were moving.
   

        "This is the place, Mr. Jeremy."
   

        A man dressed as a tour guide pointed ahead and said.
   

        The freckled youth next to him nodded his head and then glanced at Casio on his right hand side. He did not know why Casio wanted to find this place. However, the order given by the Black Mechanism was absolute.
   

        "How far is it from Mata River up to Death Valley?" Casio asked with some thought.
   

        "At least forty kilometers," the tour-guide-look-alike man answered after a moment's thought. "I haven't been to Death Valley, but some old hunters have approached it. There are many poisonous snakes and fierce beasts in the depths of the Roca Mountains. Even armed with a gun, it's not safe..."
   

        He glanced at Casio, seemingly giving a discreet warning.
   

        However, Casio showed no change in his expression. He looked at the river that was glistening under the sunlight. "Jeremy, you guys go back. Oh, and give me the map of the mountain range."
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        Only Casio was left standing on the whole grassland. The wind gently brushed the drooping grass, and his black coat fluttered around him.
   

        He glanced at the map in his hand, then stepped forward.
   

        The Roca Mountains were mostly dense virgin forests. Now it was summer, the forest was even more humid and stuffy. At first glance, it was all dark green trees. Trees about three to four meters tall were densely packed, with varying thicknesses. The ground was covered with lush shrubs and messy grasses, as well as thick layers of leaves.
   

        Casio stepped on the wet riverbank mud, looking up along the river. The vertical drop was roughly dozens of meters. It was not a waterfall but quite steep. Shrubs grew densely in the gaps between the rugged rocks and the amount of water vapor was heavy.
   

        He had already come around five kilometers into the Roca Mountains.
   

        His pace was fast, it had only taken him about half an hour.
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        Casio, naturally, did not advance cautiously step-by-step like a normal person would. He chose to run at an extremely fast speed. Given his physical fitness and reaction speed, Casio could instantly dodge obstacles when running wildly in the forest. Earlier, he was like a shadow, constantly refracting and darting in between tree trunks.
   

        The sound of rushing water hitting the rocks filled the air, generating a rich water vapor.
   

        A few white birds were circling overhead.
   

        Running ahead with an expressionless face, Casio's feet worked like springs, compressing and releasing against the ground. His whole body suddenly shot up over four meters. With a swift insertion of his right hand into a crack in the rocks, he used it to gently push off downwards and rocketed skywards like a shell.
   

        It took him just four steps to deftly land on top of a cliff that was dozens of meters high. The bank of the Mata River still lay ahead, with the vague appearance of a colossal creature nearby.
   

        A brown bear, over three meters tall, a predatory animal weighing several tons.
   

        "Roar!"
   

        The brown bear in the distance spotted Casio and immediately rose to its full height, revealing its intimidating size reminiscent of dark clouds. Its mane was tough, and it opened its large mouth to reveal its snow-white tusks. 
   

        Compared to regular brown bears, the ones deep in the Roca Mountain Range appeared even larger and far more aggressive. Upon roaring, it immediately charged toward Casio. 
   

        It was as if a small black car hurtled with full force.
   

        "Hiss..."
   

        Casio squinted his eyes. His nostrils flared with a deep, resonant breathing sound, similar to the hiss of a poisonous snake, his black clothes fluttering without wind.
   

        The Life Field of the Secret Martial Art belonging to the Demon Idol was released. Everything around immediately quieted down. The air and movement of the water seemed to freeze for a moment. The strong and unwavering vitality was undeniably present.
   

        Instantly, the charging brown bear got frightened. It abruptly rolled on the ground and scurried off into the woods.
   

        Thump, thump, thump...
   

        Freshwater fish in the river began to jump out of the water.
   

        The rustling sound of small animals fleeing rang continuously from the bushes and trees on both sides. Even the insects buried in the cracks of the mud began to quickly move away from Casio. 
   

        The effect was not bad; perhaps he could continue to keep this power released. 
   

        Casio continued to move along the river, marching dozens of kilometers without encountering any obstacles. All types of poisonous snakes, wild beasts naturally avoided him, even the mosquitoes were unwilling to come within a meter of him. It was until approximately thirty kilometers later. 
   

        That he encountered a swarm of black ants, their size akin to eyeballs. These ants moved in groups, extremely fast. Their exoskeleton was as hard as turtle shell and steel, and they released a scorching acidic liquid. Instead of fleeing upon sensing the aura of the Demon Idol, they swarmed towards him.
   

        Casio fought with them; even a full-force punch in normal state couldn't kill a single black ant. He had to temporarily activate the third stage of 'Breathless Continuous Strikes', progressing through the sea of black ants with defenses quick as mercury. However, several parts of his body were still burned by the acid, and the recovery was slow.
   

        It took half an hour just to heal skin injuries.
   

        Subsequently, he encountered some creatures unique to certain regions. Carnivorous birds with teeth-filled beaks, huge pythons with grey horns growing on their forehead, and disgusting locusts as thick as a forearm. The Roca Mountain Range was indeed somewhat out of the ordinary.
   

        About one o'clock in the afternoon, the sun was shining brightly.
   

        Casio stopped. In front of him was a gray dense fog suspended in mid-air, flowing and climbing as if alive.
   

        He took a slight breath and felt a burning sensation on the tip of his nose.
   

        "Poisonous..."
   

        After contemplating for a moment, Casio decided to enter the fog, relying on his extraordinary physique and recovery abilities. Half an hour later.
   

        He wiped the fresh blood that had flowed from his nose.
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        This was a terrain similar to a basin, with higher surroundings and a lower middle area. Inside the gorge, a narrow lake had formed.
   

        From a distance, Casio could see the green grass and dense trees by the lake. He stood in place and waited for several minutes, allowing his respiratory tract that had been burnt by the poisonous fog to recover. Gradually, Casio adjusted himself to his optimal state.
   

        The sky was blue, as if it had been wiped with a wet cloth, leaving no dead angles. Stacked white clouds floated back and forth under the influence of the wind, blocking the hot sun on one side.
   

        Bright light spread over the dense forests of the Roca Mountain Range.
   

        Casio took a deep breath of the air filled with the fragrance of grass and trees.
   

        He reopened his eyes, which were bright as obsidian.
   

        Next second, Casio stepped forward towards the canyon terrain a hundred meters away. Just after stepping forward for a dozen meters or so, a dull sound of running came from the dense forest on his left. He turned his head to look and found that there were several huge monkeys.
   

        They were taller than an average human and were covered in muscles. Their red fur covered their entire bodies. Their white fangs very prominent, about the length of a normal human's pinky.
   

        Obviously, these were a type of mutated monkeys, with one of them being covered in injuries. Presumably, these were caused by the fighting amongst them. The multiple noticeable scars on his body made him look vicious.
   

        The highest and largest scarred monkey faced Casio, opening his mouth wide.
   

        He jutted out his sharp canine teeth.
   

        Casio stood there motionless, his clothes billowing, and the life field of his Demon Idol Secret Martial Art rippled like waves.
   

        However, this didn't make the red-haired monkeys retreat, instead, it sparked their ferocity. Three monkeys growled and their eyes instantly turned blood-red. The leading scarred monkey wanted to charge forward, however, after taking two steps as if it had remembered something, it stopped and retreated.
   

        Casio's toe dug into the mud, a stone the size of an eyeball bounced up and got caught in his hand. 
   

        With a sweep of his blurry arm, like a black whip slipping through the air.
   

        The stone thudded onto the scarred monkey's chest, tearing his flesh and blood clots formed. This directly irritated the scarred monkey, jumping angrily on the ground while grinding its teeth and waving its arms randomly. But it didn't dare to charge at Casio for revenge.
   

        "Very tough muscles, at least three times the muscle density of an average male," Casio, with flickering eyes, concluded from the casual test he had just performed. The stone that he had thrown was not one an ordinary human could block. A normal human body would only be pierced through.
   

        The power and effect could almost be compared to a bullet.
   

        The red-haired monkey was able to block it, and it was merely a skin wound...
   

        Casio glanced at the furious monkey and then glanced at the gorge less than a hundred meters away, suddenly realizing something.
   

        He ignored the shrieking over there and walked directly towards the Death Valley. About halfway there, a sound of breaking the air suddenly came from behind. Casio turned around and flicked his right hand, a blood wave finger gun directly shattered the flying stone.
   

        Both feet shrank and popped, and he flew towards the gorge.
   

        Ten seconds later.
   

        Casio saw the situation inside the Death Valley. Due to the obstruction of the rocks on both sides, it was noticeably cooler and darker inside.
   

        A few hundred meters in front was a narrow, small lake. The area around the lake was densely covered in creepers and grass, appearing full of vitality. As he moved closer, he saw several white birds slowly walking by the lake, their long claws stirring the clear water.
   

        This scattering a line of light into a rhythmically moving fish scale shape.
   

        The naturally blowing breeze has brought a damp smell from the gorge, causing the hem of Casio's black clothes to flutter slightly.
   

        "Why would such a place be called the Death Valley?"
   

        He felt that the name was not very fitting, he continued moving forward, probably walking half a kilometer into the gorge. Casio stopped in his tracks, glanced behind and then at the front. At about the middle of the lake, the two sides had abruptly formed completely contrasting environments, as if separated by a boundary. One side was lush with grass, trees grouped together, with disturbed water plants and white birds circling.
   

        The other side was lifeless, with some dull, grey dead grass on the ground. Occasionally, shards of rubble-like stones could be seen. Same with the trees, stands of them are dry and gnarled.
   

        The center of the tree trunks all collectively slanted in one direction.
   

        Dry and wrinkled, as if they had been burnt by a fire.
   

        The airflow swirled, the air also emitted a weird unpleasant smell. Casio frowned and continued to walk deeper into the gorge.
   

        About another half a kilometer away.
   

        On the grey wasteland, a small cabin stood.
   

        The cabin was near the lake, and there was also a reflection in the lake. Casio slowly walked along the lakeside, his pace getting slower and slower.
   

        Finally, when he was less than five meters away from the small house, he stopped, suddenly turned his head and looked towards the lake.
   

        The lake water was green and clear, shiny, and rippling. About thirty meters away from the edge of the lake, there was surprisingly a small island.
   

        On the house-sized island, there was a vague figure sitting!
   

        Casio's gaze was piercing; thirty meters away for him was no different from being close at hand. It was a mossy island in the middle of the lake. Between the crevices, there was a small tree as thick as a wrist. Next to the small tree, on a round stone half the size of a person, was an average-looking old man with his eyes closed.
   

        He was wearing a set of gray linen clothes, and his chin was adorned with a long white beard that was braided like a rope.
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        The old man remained motionless, hardly showing signs of breathe.
   

        "Feng Liusi?"
   

        Casio narrowed his eyes, carefully observing the other using his sharp senses. However, he didn't pick up even a trace of leakage aura.
   

        As if the man standing before him was truly just an ordinary old man.
   

        "Creak."
   

        The wooden door of the house beside was suddenly pushed open.
   

        A youthful girl in a white dress emerged from the wooden hut. Her light green hair curled around her striking face.
   

        "Grandfather, the house is cleaned, and the medicine you need to suppress your illness is also inside-- wait..." The girl suddenly stopped speaking, her bright eyes looking at Casio who had suddenly appeared in front of the hut.
   

        The random objects in her hand fell to the ground with a clatter. She wanted to blurt out something, but instead she covered her mouth with her hands.
   

        Seeing that Casio was watching her, the girl rushed to point at him and nervously said in a very soft voice, "Hurry up... "
   

        "Leave Death Valley quickly... "
   

        "What's going on?" Casio was slightly confused.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly, the hair on his back stood up. Even though he was not facing the direction of the island in the lake, Casio could still feel a pair of crazed eyes staring at his back. They were bloody, brutal, murderous.
   

        It was as if he was walking alone in a forest at night.
   

        Suddenly, a pair of bloody red eyes lit up in front of him.
   

        "It's over!" The girl with light green hair became increasingly anxious. She grabbed Casio's hand with insistence, "Run fast! My grandfather has deviated and he will kill you!"
   

        The girl's soft hands pushed Casio away, "I'll try to stop him, I should be able to buy a minute or two. You must run now, leave Death Valley as fast as you can..."
   

        Hearing the girl's well-meaning words, Casio turned to look in the direction of the lake. A seemingly old figure was already standing there.
   

        The pale gray garment fluttered with the breeze. The energy was expanding. Feng Liusi's gaze, across tens of meters, was locked on Casio. His pupils were blood-red.
   

        Visible at the corner of his eyes, were blood vessels spreading like a spider's web.
   

        Simultaneously, an airflow carrying a strange smell spread in all directions, quieting everything around.
   

        The smooth lake surface depicted a radiating ripple pattern.
   

        A bird in the sky flapped its wings in surprise as it circled around.
   

        Casio shifted his gaze, and under the anxious persuasions of the girl behind, locked eyes with Feng Liusi. In an instant, everything fell into a deep silence. The chirping of birds, the rustling of the wind, rolling of the pebbles, human voices, all were drowned out.
   

        Even the surrounding scenery started to blur as if it was shaded by a filter. The only existing presence between them was each other's existence, the distance of nearly forty meters seemed virtually insignificant.
   

        Casio's face broke into a sudden smile, his heart pounding with excitement, as the sound of flowing water echoed through his body. His eyes were gradually turning red.
   

        He thumped his fists onto his chest in a gesture of respect, "Wind Elephant Gate's Casio, here to learn Martial Arts from the respected Blood Fist Feng Liusi."
   

        "I would be grateful for your guidance..."
   

        The next second, Casio's feet thrust against the ground, and like an arrow leaving the bow his figure dashed straight towards the island in the lake.
   

        The girl by his side stumbled back, her ashen face betrayed her emotions. Her name was Niv, grand-daughter of Blood Fist Feng Liusi, and she was twenty years old. Niv had come to Death Valley today to bring medicine for her grandfather. It was a special formulation.
   

        It was formulated to suppress excited, frantic, and bloodthirsty emotions.
   

        As suspected, Blood Fist Feng Liusi wasn't hiding away in Death Valley due to an alleged latent injury, as the rumors suggested. But he had deviated in the later stages of his training, with his killing intent boiling over with intensity. Sometimes, his boxing method would rampage, indiscriminately damaging all the life-forms within its range. The momentum and the aura he emitted were very impactful.
   

        In order to protect the Red Vulture Fist Mountain Gate and suppress these uncontrollable urges, Feng Liusi abruptly secluded himself and stopped using his boxing method.
   

        He became incredibly aggressive in his state of deviation, only recognizing his daughter and grand-daughter. Anyone noticed by Feng Liusi was seen as a target for absolute slaughter.
   

        Two years ago, Feng Liusi's only friend unsuspectingly visited him. The result was that the frenzied Feng Liusi grievously wounded him in under ten moves, leaving him with no choice but to flee valley. It should be noted that although this friend was advanced in years and weakened, he was also a fighter who was defeated within ten moves.
   

        If he had not been quick to escape, he might have died unjustly here.
   

        Naturally, Niv knew this, which is why she tried to convince Casio to run earlier. But obviously, it was too late now.
   

        She watched Casio's figure bolting away, feeling regretful for him, "Such a handsome boy, doomed to die just like that... "
   

        Niv naturally heard Casio identify himself just now.
   

        Both sides belonged to the Secret Martial Arts World, but Casio was too young and too reckless. And with his lithe build and refined face, Niv feared that he would be crushed by her grandfather's fist.
   

        Feng Liusi had a penchant for blowing up heads. What was probably to follow was going to be a gruesome scene. Niv couldn't imagine any other scenario. If one was to encounter any random young man who was a fighter, then a fighter in the Secret Martial Arts World truly meant nothing.
   

        Looking from the lakeside towards the lake surface.
   

        You could see a fast-moving black line heading towards the island in the lake, while the old man on it slowly spread his arms.
   

        In the blink of an eye.
   

        The black line finally reached the small island.
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        Bang!!!
   

        A deafening roar erupted like an explosion, scattering in all directions.
   

        The ripple of the shock wave swept across the lake, forming concentric circles that quickly spread outward. The wave hit Niv's face, blowing her teal ponytail apart.
   

        Whiz!
   

        Out of the corner of her eye, it seemed a thin silhouette flew past, bouncing ceaselessly on the rough stones of the wilderness.
   

        When Niv turned to look, Casio had just rolled up from the ground. His upper body clothing was shattered within an instant, revealing a slightly muscular physique.
   

        Casio shook his numb hands and twisted his neck.
   

        "He's unhurt!" Niv widened her eyes in surprise, then turned to look into the distance, her eyes widening even more.
   

        Her grandfather was no longer on the island in the lake but had appeared diagonally on the opposite shore several tens of meters away. Between the island and the shore, there was a narrow line of water stretched across the lake surface.
   

        So, did their fists just draw equal?! 
   

        Only a fighter can withstand a full punch from another fighter. 
   

        Could it be that this teenager who looks even younger than her is…
   

        Whiz! A shadow passed by her side.
   

        Casio, drifting like on water, quickly approached Feng Liusi on the lake shore. His eyes becoming blood red with lust for battle, he shouted loudly, "Why don't you use your Red Vulture Fist?! Feng Liusi, use all your strength!"
   

        Woosh!
   

        Almost in the next second.
   

        The two people, separated by nearly a hundred meters, collided. Casio's hands came together with a thunderous internal force, bursting like a blooming lotus.
   

        His fists rapidly engaged with Feng Liusi, creating the sound of cracking fireworks around them. Amid the cloudy flurry of punches, Casio charged forward, tilting his body and delivering a fierce punch towards Feng Liusi's shoulder. Feng Liusi swung his left arm, deflecting Casio's punch while transforming into a hand knife slicing towards the neck.
   

        The movements were so smooth and practiced that there were no evident flaws.
   

        Casio dodged the attack sideways and thrust a spinning kick towards Feng Liusi's lower abdomen. Feng Liusi pressed his hands down, but was still forcibly pushed back two meters by Casio's strange power. 
   

        This round, they were slightly falling behind.
   

        Taking advantage of the victory, Casio wielded his enhanced Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        Fist, hand knife, elbow, knee, all aimed at the opponent's vital points and attacked viciously. Relying on his robust physique, he indeed gained the upper hand.
   

        A ruthless light flashed in his eyes, as he quickly plunged in. The air emitted a sharp, narrow screech, the sound of the Wind Owl Fist Print tearing through the air. His fist went straight for the chest: "Use your move..."
   

        "Where is your Red Vulture Fist? Too old to even perform boxing techniques?" Casio pulled back his right hand, with a trace of fresh blood on the back of his hand. The ultra-fast straight punch just now had undoubtedly hurt Feng Liusi.
   

        Hiss!
   

        Two long marks were drawn on the ground by the soles of his shoes.
   

        Feng Liusi lowered his head to look at the wound on his chest, then suddenly raised his head. His initially lifeless eyes seemed to regain a hint of spirit. He muttered to himself, "It's been a long time since someone was able to hurt me... The last time I was injured was seven years ago... Impressive power..."
   

        As he continued to speak, Feng Liusi's previously wooden expression gradually came back to life, as if he had transformed from a puppet back into a living being. He looked at Casio, who had halted on the other side.
   

        "Kid, is it you who broke my self-imposed seal?"
   

        "Self-imposed seal?" Casio instantly understood why 'Blood Fist' Feng Liusi was only relying on instinct to keep fighting.
   

        "Never mind, you want to see the Red Vulture Fist?" A sinister, aged smile appeared on Feng Liusi's face, "Unfortunately, I don't know the Red Vulture Fist anymore. What I know is a different boxing technique."
   

        "A different boxing technique?" Casio was a bit puzzled.
   

        "Yes…" Feng Liusi spread his legs apart, his whole body like a hunting mantis. At the same time, his arms were drawn back like the wings of a bird of prey, with his hands formed into eagle claws.
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        Screech!!!
   

        A harsh and cruel cry of a bird of prey disregarded the distance constraints, directly transmitting to Casio's mind.
   

        The next second, he found himself fully rigid. In his sight, Feng Liusi, posed in a strange battle stance, started to emit steam from his back and both arms. A light-red stream of air started to churn and rise, quickly taking the form of a vortex.
   

        The dangerous fluid combined together, as if being kneaded and compressed by a pair of invisible hands. It eventually transformed into a large, fiery red vulture, with a sharp beak and claws. The fluctuating airflow on its wings resembled both flames and the ripple-like scales.
   

        A suffocating gust came rolling towards him.
   

        The gust enveloped Casio and his surroundings, suppressing them with Feng Liusi at its core, forming a circular field several meters in diameter.
   

        This sphere was plainly visible, because within its boundaries the airwaves seemed to ripple and vibrate under the heat, like fish scales under the sunlight. The dust on the ground was pushed aside by an invisible force, even the small pebbles started to roll on their own, as if trying to escape.
   

        The aura, a fighter's aura!
   

        This was the first time Casio had been targeted specifically by a fighter using their aura. He suddenly felt the difference between the aura of a fighter and the life essence suppression by a high-rank Blood Clan. First of all, he felt like he was engulfed in extremely thick air, sticky like glue. Moreover, the air seemed to be vacuumed and dissipating towards his surroundings.
   

        Everywhere around him, the omnipresent lethal intent wrapped around him like the point of a needle. He felt a stinging sense of danger all over his body, causing his hair to stand on end inch by inch.
   

        "Young one, you're pretty good. But it's unfortunate, there's a world of difference between secret martial artists with and without aura!" Feng Liusi's eyes started to be veined with blood, "You've broken my self-seal. The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist will no longer be restrained! Try not to get yourself killed, kid!"
   

        He then roared, "Niv, run now!"
   

        Before his voice could fade, Casio's pupils contracted. A figure, like a blood-red shell, appeared in front of him, delivering a punch!
   

        Bang!!!
   

        His vision blurred with a searing pain in the chest. Casio was sent flying like he was riding the clouds and mist, with his surroundings flashing by him in a flurry of images.
   

        In mid air, aside from the rustling wind in his ears, the hissing voice of Feng Liusi got even nearer, "One more half minute before deviation! My strength will be fully restored to its peak during deviation, I can freely use my lethal moves and secret skills without any restraint! Escape within a half minute if you want to survive..."
   

        Bang!
   

        Another punch!
   

        Feng Liusi in the air closed his extended hands, like a hammer, slamming down, colliding with the arms Casio had raised in defense.
   

        With a thud, Casio was pushed down directly.
   

        His back slammed hard into the ground, forming a human-shaped pit, surrounded by spreading cracks.
   

        Knocked backward by the reaction force, Feng Liusi was thrown into the air around five-six meters high, and started spinning rapidly, descending to the ground.
   

        Casio pushed the ground with his hand, quickly standing up from the pit. He looked grimly at the conspicuous fist imprint on his chest, the layer below the skin was splotched with purple bruises.
   

        During the past two collisions, Casio was enveloped in the aura surrounding Feng Liusi. His brain and body movements were noticeably slower, failing to keep up with Feng Liusi's fast attacks.
   

        His martial art, although better due to the unusual Golem Physique was nearly perfect, yet he was taken off guard by Feng Liusi's aura which identified a flaw for a split second, broke through Casio's defense immediately.
   

        Is this the function of the aura? The life-and-death fight between secret martial art masters only lasts a split second. The aura can catch that split second. When that flaw is exploited for an attack, the fight can end with a single deadly hit.
   

        "Your muscle density far exceeds ordinary people, you're not as frail as you appear. You have the physique of a fighter without the realm of a fighter, what a freak you are."
   

        The blood vessels in Feng Liusi's eyes increased, his hands seemed to be covered in a rich, red color that would leave a trail of thin, red marks in the air when waved around.
   

        "Five seconds have passed..." Feng Liusi seemed to remind Casio of the time, "Since you have no intention of running, prepare yourself to endure the next twenty-five seconds. Dying under my strongest form won't let your fighter's physique go in vain..."
   

        Swish!
   

        A red crescent moon flashed across Casio's vision, he couldn't seem to spot Feng Liusi's silhouette. Only when the aura suppression was applied did Casio finally manage to turn around, throwing a punch.
   

        His fist brushed past Feng Liusi's shoulders, but the position at his armpit was hit by a red fist. Casio was pushed backward by a tremendous force, and his feet dragged two friction tracks on the ground.
   

        No sooner had he stabilized himself, a red glint suddenly enlarged before his eyes.
   

         The familiar suppression sensation enveloped him from front to back, Casio roared, activating the breathing method, blood circulated and the Golem Heart entered the ready state immediately. The Golem Life Field was forcefully expanded outward.
   

        A kind of momentum actually resisted against the aura, compressed and confined within a few centimeters around his body, assuming a defensive posture.
   

        His eyes reddened, he immediately switched to the state of killer instinct mental method. Instead of retreating, he fiercely rushed forward like an arrow, his right hand swinging as if flinging a cannonball.
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        Boom, boom, boom!
   

        Dust was flying all over the wilderness, both their footsteps creating a dozen or so deep pits in the ground around them. The clash of fists stirred up the dust, creating ripples of shock waves in the air.
   

        "Show me your kill shot! This is nothing! If the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is only at this level, then what kind of Blood Fist is it?"
   

        Casio, in his killer persona, was irritable and frantic. With this state and temporal negation of Feng Liusi's fighter's aura through the demon idol's life field, he managed to speedily recover most of his chest injuries with his exceptional regenerative abilities.
   

        The situation had return to a stalemate of continued blows.
   

        The already arrogant killer persona of Casio became even more haughty.
   

        Feng Liusi was somewhat surprised when Casio neutralised the effect of his aura, and now, even more so when facing the killer persona of Casio. He faintly discerned a familiar scent but didn't voice out anything. Like a ringing alarm clock, Feng Liusi resoundingly warned, "20 seconds left…"
   

        Boom!
   

        An pit exploded under Feng Liusi's feet, his body carved a crimson arc in the air, he rapidly closed in on Casio with a tricky angle.
   

        "As you wish!"
   

        "South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Secret Skill, Blood Reflecting Flower..."
   

        In Casio's eyes, Feng Liusi's hands, positioned on his chest, seemed to suddenly blossom. Morphing into hundreds of crimson arms reaching out, with afterimages of countless palms forming a lotus flower.
   

        Slap, slap, slap, slap, slap...
   

        Countless smacks resonated throughout Casio's body. The tricky blows came like a storm, one after another, relentless like raindrops. He could feel an eerie force penetrating every punch or palm that landed on his body, subsequently burying into his muscles like needles.
   

        Thud! The final blow landed on Casio's chest.
   

        He was sent flying and crashed into a tree.
   

        Amid the flying wood fragments, Feng Liusi's spread arms came together again, forming a crimson lotus in front of his chest and declared, "Detonate!"
   

        Crackle crackle!
   

        Casio shuddered, leaning against the tree trunk. Nearly a hundred forces that were drilled into his body detonated simultaneously, making a sound akin to frying beans under his skin. Some blood vessels and muscle fibres burst, and blood began to seep from his ears and nose.
   

        Casio's face was a grim sight, but he still raised his head to look at Feng Liusi, not far in the distance. In the face of bewildered gaze, he showed a grim smile.
   

        "Very good, very good! A move purely for attack, I can feel the screams of every soul that died under this move!"
   

        "Splendid..."
   

        Casio seemed a bit intoxicated as he took a deep breath.
   

        His tongue licked the scarlet blood flowing from the corner of his mouth.
   

        "..." Feng Liusi frowned, he felt an inexplicable sense that the youth in front of him was even more insane than he was. Feng Liusi felt deeply uneasy about this sense of familiarity.
   

        Next moment, he suddenly appeared at Casio's side. A powerful roundhouse kick sent him flying, with incredible force. Casio, in mid-air, brutally collided with three trees.
   

        Finally stabilising his posture, he adjusted and landed on the ground. His exquisite face dyed with a morbid flush, murmuring to himself.
   

        "This is the feeling... Yes, that's right... "
   

        Casio's right hand lightly traced the air, with a few flips, it actually formed a trajectory similar to that of the 'Blood Reflecting Flower.'
   

        "Ten seconds left!"
   

        Feng Liusi's voice drew nearer compellingly. His feet sprinted across the ground, his eyes becoming redder with each second. "Secret Skill, Deep Red Waterfall Burst!" Whoosh! A large cluster of red mist extended from Feng Liusi's arm, continuously swirling around his weakened fist.
   

        Eventually, it seemed to form an enormous red arm, enveloping the original one. With a swift swing of his right hand,
   

        The red giant hand shot out like eagle claw, ripping apart a robust human-figure-sized tree trunk with a squelching sound. The part of the tree grasped turned into mud.
   

        Casio aggressively lunged forward, ceaselessly attempting to counterattack Feng Liusi. The two of them rolled and dodged about in the sparse forest, causing thick tree trunks to be snapped. The sound of their bodies colliding echoed like muffled thunder.
   

        Boom!
   

        By the lake, in a deep pit, the two of them confronted each other, locked in a standoff. Feng Liusi pressed down with one claw, his arm wreathed in red mist. Casio crossed his arms, like an impenetrable barricade, with a white stream of energy swirling around, occasionally flashing with red ripples.
   

        "Five seconds to go!" Feng Liusi's eyes were almost completely filled with bloodshot streaks; his entire face was distorted with ferocity.
   

        He pushed forward with one palm, the huge red arm covering his real one detached, as if powered on its own, and forced Casio to retreat.
   

        Thump! Thump! Thump!
   

        With each of Casio's footfalls, a downward chasm would form, the sound similar to that of a pile driver.
   

        "Azure Blood Ripple Finger Gun!"
   

        He fiercely spread his five fingers, each one striking the red arm that was pressing down on him. After about twenty strikes, it finally collapsed.
   

        However, a figure that had been ready to pounce came seamlessly swooping in: "Red Vulture Fist, Secret Technique, Wicked Spear!"
   

        Feng Liusi spread his hands, and under the sunlight, they were like two sharp spears radiating red light, swirling his arms in one swift motion.
   

        His firm forearm pointed directly at Casio's throat and the space between his eyebrows. His other thumb tightly gripped, with only his middle and index fingers stretching out like spear tips. The tips of his fingers, like spikes, traced a bloody arc in the air.
   

        Casio tilted his head, and with his body to one side, he dodged the two strikes at the very last possible distance. When he turned around and raised his head, the corner of his eye had been scratched, forming a sharp and alluring curve.
   

        "Again! Here we go, again!"
   

        He swung his hands, his left arm sloping down, his right arm sloping up, forming a parallel equal sign about five centimeters from his chest. His hands fused into a knife shape, with white energy gushing from the surface.
   

        Clang! Clang! Clang!
   

        By the lakeside, the shadowy figures of Casio and Feng Liusi crazily clashed. White and red collided, fists and spears met. It was like a sparring match between two masters wielding cold weapons, their combat power and physical strength pushed to the limit.
   

        Thud! Thud!
   

        The red palm hit Casio's chest, the white fist imprinted on Feng Liusi's shoulder. The two men both retreated with a rhythmic cadence.
   

        Feng Liusi stepped into the lake one step at a time, the water almost submerging half of his body. His eyes retained only a trace of clarity.
   

        A hoarse voice once again resonated, pointing directly at Casio.
   

        "Young man! You are the first and the only one to fight me to this point without a fighter's realm! So I plan to give you a final warning: once there is a deviation, I will automatically switch into the ultimate form of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist: Liberation."
   

        "At that time, all types of explosive techniques, various secret techniques, and even the secret skill Death Fang, can be released freely and at will, as if the physical limits are completely lifted..."
   

        Feng Liusi's voice became increasingly hoarse and low, finally turning into a low rumble like stones rubbing against each other. At this moment, Casio also felt an unprecedented threat, his sensitive senses throughout his body issued warnings, this was absolute danger!
   

        Feng Liusi was exuding an unlike any human, an aura of absolute indifference towards life. Casio had to push himself, igniting every ounce of his strength within him.
   

        He took a deep breath; his Demon Idol Secret Martial Art was pushed to its limit. This was a prototype of a new move Casio thought of in his recent state of inspiration. Continuously amplifying the frequency vibrations of the Demon Idol's life field until it covered the human life field within the body.
   

        Using a stronger field to control his own power, stoking the potential in his muscles. Casio clapped his hands together and the heartbeat of the Idol's heart spread throughout his body. The terrifying muscles he had long been without exploded all over his body, and his blood vessels crawled and twisted like small blackish-green serpents.
   

        At two meters tall, his face indifferent, Casio swung open his hands. Due to the fast speed, it initially seemed like he had eight arms on his body, alternatively spread open, fisted, or in the shape of a blade.
   

        This was the terrifying breathless continuous strikes brought on by the third segment of Exhale.
   

        Casio's power was pushed to its limit at this moment.
   

        Screech!
   

        Separated by more than ten meters, a brutal bird-like screech soared. Feng Liusi's body burst out into clusters of blood-red steam, his human figure obscured. The steam ascended from his arms, shoulders, top of his head into the sky, forming a pair of enormous and ferocious wings.
   

        "Secret Skill, Death Fang…" 
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 369: 218 Comparable to Veteran Fighter (4200)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Feng Liusi lifted his two arms, the left one in front and the right one behind. They naturally formed a bizarre position above his head, similar to a unicorn fairy, or like a bird's beak, or the protruding incisors of a rodent. The surging red steam wafted behind him like a gauze skirt, and a giant vulture with a wingspan of several meters manifested dimly. The position of the bird's beak overlapped perfectly with Feng Liusi's arms.
   

        At that overlapping moment, a momentum that was already huge became even more exaggerated. Visible air vortexes spread out centered on Feng Liusi, stirring up waves of scale-like spray on the lake surface.
   

        At the center of the spray, the previously about one meter seventy-five slender old man had transformed drastically. His gray fabric upper garment was pushed open, solid and swollen muscles squeezed out inch by inch. A ferocious healing scar runs from the left waist to the right shoulder.
   

        Red strands of steam kept gushing out from the hair on his body surface, replacing the function of the clothes torn by the muscles. At that moment, Feng Liusi has reached one meter eighty-five, with his still old face, his body had temporarily returned to its peak state under some secret power, revealing noticeable strength.
   

        In the distance, with the sound of bird calls, five or six white birds playing by the lake all spread their wings and fled, driven away by the aura.
   

        Bang!
   

        A fountain as thick as two people shot up into the sky, and exploded into a spray of water when it reached more than two meters in height. Amidst the misty water, a red shadow rushed towards Casio like a shell.
   

        The silhouette was incredibly fast, and the red steam scattered from his body remained in the air, forming a tail flame that was like a cloud of mist.
   

        Nearly in the blink of an eye, Feng Liusi's strong body abruptly appeared in front of Casio. His eyes were covered with dense bloodshot lines, completely red. On his muscular arm, red strands of light were faintly visible under the skin. Like light flowing through cracks, gathering at the tips of his fingers. Feng Liusi's fingers at that moment appeared as if they were leaking blood.
   

        Swish!
   

        There were ten red lines cut through the air, using a tricky route. Five pointed directly at Casio's eyebrows, and five pierced directly at the temples. He was aiming to end this battle in an instant.
   

        Feng Liusi's move was very fast, under the liberation state he had regained his peak physical body, his responsiveness was terrifyingly high.
   

        But Casio was not push over either, he also bursted out his entire strength just now. With the embryonic state of the Demon Idol, three stages of breathless continuous strikes, personality of slaughter.
   

        Both hands suddenly became blurred, turning into eight arms instantly, striking out like an explosion! A booming strike resounded between them.
   

        Casio deflected Feng Liusi's two arms and lunged towards him. Feng Liusi quickly dodged, still managing to sidestep the incoming blow.
   

        Bang! A tree behind Feng Liusi was brutally snapped by sheer force, as if it had been run over by a charging tank.
   

        Sensing the swooshing sound from behind, Casio turned around and whipped out a leg. The charging Feng Liusi was hit and pushed back, his red hands hanging limply by his side.
   

        Casio winced in pain, glancing at the right leg that was flung out. It was already bloody, five thumb-sized chunks of flesh had been gouged out. At the same time, a weird spiral force was present at the wound, continuing to worsen the injury.
   

        Before he could think further, Feng Liusi was once again charging through the air. With a flash of red shadow, Casio and him traded multiple blows, and all of a sudden, he had numerous wound pits on his body.
   

        Some went extremely deep, piercing into the flesh three to four centimeters. Others were extremely long, just a light swipe, and it almost tore through half of his forearm.
   

        Intense pain continuously surged towards his brain from the wound.
   

        He looked grim: "Is this the secret skill of Death Fang?"
   

        Indeed, the scars that Feng Liusi created on Casio could be considered light. Due to Casio's strong physique, his muscle density and skin density were way beyond those of normal people. The force Feng Liusi used with his Death Fang technique did not have an exaggerated effect, should it be an ordinary fighter, just a wave of Feng Liusi's right hand would make all the flesh on the person's arm fall off.
   

        Skin, muscles, meridian blood vessels were all dismembered by the force, leaving only white bones. Once, when Feng Liusi was at his peak, he gently poked a giant bear with the index finger of his right hand, which was in the state of Death Fang. Five seconds later, the giant bear was left with only a skeleton.
   

        All the flesh and internal organs ruthlessly fell down.
   

        Another name for the secret skill of Death Fang was Butcher's Point Knife, it was a purely bloody dismemberment technique.
   

        "I can't let his hands touch me, I have to avoid his intensity!"
   

        Casio made a decision, his hands were moving even faster. He was using continuous strikes without breathing, when others spent time delivering a single move, he could execute two. Every time he was about to punch, just as his arm was about to collide with Feng Liusi's palm, Casio would swiftly change moves, circling past his fist, attacking the other's forearm, upper arm, chest, and shoulder. The good part was that he did not have to deal with the secret skill of Death Fang, the downside was that his continuous strikes were weakened. He could only punch once when he originally could punch twice.
   

        In other words, he was using half of his punches to solidly offset the terrifying destructive power of Feng Liusi's secret skill, Death Fang. Of course.
   

        Even when weakened, Casio was still faster than his opponent.
   

        Just not as exaggeratedly fast as before.
   

        Bang!
   

        Casio swayed his feet, avoiding Feng Liusi's almost guaranteed punch. He then lightly pressed a palm on Feng Liusi's left shoulder.
   

        With a swish, Feng Liusi was spun to the right and catapulted into the air.
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        Casio charged forward with large strides, launching his opponent with a powerful punch. Feng Liusi crashed into two large trees before hitting the ground, but before he could, Casio rushed over again, beating him down like a sledgehammer.
   

        Their rapid clashes morphed into two intertwined shadows.
   

        One by one, gaps appeared on the surrounding tree trunks. In some places, almost half of the tree trunk was eaten away by these holes, from which a shower of light yellow wood chips fell like rain. More devastatingly, some of the trees, which only had a finger-sized hole in their barks, were split apart in all directions. The entire tree was dismembered by an unknown force.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        Casio was forced back by ten-odd meters. Half of the flesh on his robust hands was ripped away, some grotesquely dangling from his skin.
   

        His arms were completely numb, devoid of any sense of pain.
   

        "Cough, cough!" Blood trickled from the corner of Casio's mouth. However, Feng Liusi was not in a much better state. His body bore countless wound marks, particularly two bloody holes in his neck. In their rapid exchange just two seconds ago, Casio almost impaled him with a jab.
   

        Neither of them had gained the upper hand after almost a hundred rounds of combat. In fact, Casio had effectively reined in Feng Liusi's Fang of Death Secret Art, minimizing its destructive power.
   

        If a fighter of equal strength to Casio had fought with Feng Liusi, he would probably have been severely injured after a hundred strikes. The unique force of Death's Fang was exceedingly destructive and threatening to Secret Martial Artists who relied on close combat attacks.
   

        Hoo...
   

        The humid cool breeze swept away the smell of blood in the air.
   

        Feng Liusi's hands came together in front of his chest, his indifferent eyes full of focus on Casio. The bloodshot in his eyes had receded by half.
   

        From the moment Feng Liusi entered his Liberated State, he had been using his Fang of Death Secret Art without switching to other moves. But it seemed Feng Liusi was about to change tactics now…
   

        A surging red mist enveloped him, forming a vortex that hugged his figure in its center. His feet positioned one in front and one behind, he requested a combat stance like that of a horse stance.
   

        His chin-beard had been soaked red by blood, a droplet falling from its tip. Then, it was instantly crushed by his surging chest, and Feng Liusi's hands came together to form a lotus in front of him.
   

        In the next moment, the lotus that seemed to have instantly teleported in front of Casio bloomed. Dozens of palm afterimages wrapped Casio entirely like a violent storm, from all directions and angles, each with different forces and styles. Fast, hard, and ruthless!
   

        Casio, in his Breathless Continuous Strikes state, showcased his own peak form, his striking arms seemingly multiplied to eight. His defense was as impenetrable as a ground coated with liquid mercury.
   

        Incredibly, he resisted the Blood Reflecting Flower Secret Technique.
   

        But, Feng Liusi's hands swiftly came together: "Detonate!"
   

        Simultaneously, his palms formed a lotus again.
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Secret Technique, Double Blood Reflecting Flower.
   

        The explosion of the internal force that permeated his entire body caused Casio to stiffen for a barely perceptible moment. But Feng Liusi's next Blood Reflecting Flower strike was already right behind it, hammering onto Casio's body with snapping sounds.
   

        "Detonate!"
   

        The thud!
   

        Casio was ejected diagonally from the dark cloud formed by shadows of punches and kicks, shrouded in dust and fog. His whole body skated across the withered grass, carving out a yellowish-grey tunnel-like trace.
   

        Feng Liusi, on the other hand, leaped up, spreading his wings like a roc.
   

        The blood-red steam spouting from him formed ghastly vulture-like wings on his back, which were seemingly dripping with blood at their tips.
   

        A sudden rush sent Feng Liusi barrelling into the half-person-high withered grass. The next second, with a bang, he was sent flying out.
   

        He made two or three rotations in the air before landing firmly on both feet.
   

        From the grass, a black shadow rushed out quickly. Feng Liusi transformed into a blood-red shadow and crashed into the muscular man. The clash between these two muscular men produced a sound reminiscent of striking metal. The ground under their feet trembled from the impact of the Blue Blood Qi Blade and the Blood Spear. 
   

        The surrounding trees vibrated rustlingly, and the sandy sound from the tree trunks was like falling rain. The dust on the ground also jittered repeatedly.
   

        Only a third of the bloodshot remained in Feng Liusi's eyes.
   

        After pushing back Casio with a punch, Feng Liusi assumed a posture similar to that of a Unicorn Fairy. It was Fang of Death Secret Art again!
   

        The raging steam rising from his body coiled up, forming a vortex at the top of his head. With a loud collision, a giant beak protruded from the vortex, aligning itself with Feng Liusi's downward-pressing arms.
   

        Cry! Cry!
   

        Two red arms, like the sharp beaks of a vulture, rushed towards Casio, and in an instant, they burst out at an unimaginable speed.
   

        It's not Fang of Death, it's Beak of Death!
   

        A mutation of the Fang of Death Secret Art, which originally channelled a special force into the palm, is now acting on the arm, turning it into a terrifying burst of speed like a turbine transformer.
   

        At this moment, Feng Liusi's fists were like electric drills. One was aimed directly at Casio's neck, while the other was smashed towards the left chest.
   

        Because the speed was too fast, Casio, who was covered in injuries, couldn't react in time. He could only strike in that instant, one fist against Feng Liusi's left hand, and the other pointing straight at Feng Liusi's chest, like a mutually destructive move.
   

        The sense of threat and pressure at that moment condensed Casio's inspiration to the extreme. The punch he swung at Feng Liusi inexplicably carried a certain rhythm, different from the killing moves of the Wind Elephant Fist like the Splitting Stream, Wind Owl, Elephant Roaring Sound, Wind Elephant Torrent, etc. Instead, it had the shadow of each killing move, this was an explosive jab!
   

        Boom! Boom!
   

        The huge muffled sound echoed within nearly a hundred meters.
   

        The lakeside seemed to quiet down for a moment. There were no birds circling, no leaves rustling, no fluctuations in the airflow. Only the frozen air, and the two people in the frozen air.
   

        Casio's fist was against Feng Liusi's shoulder, and there was a deep fist mark of depression on Feng Liusi's chest. Then a trace of blood extended from the oblique upper part of the fist mark all the way to the shoulder.
   

        Casio didn't achieve his goal, but Feng Liusi did.
   

        The punch aimed at Casio's neck was blocked, while the other one went straight through the left chest, bursting the heart directly!
   

        No matter how strong the Secret Martial Artist's life force is, it is absolutely impossible to survive a burst heart. At most, it can linger for about ten seconds.
   

        The same goes for fighters who master the aura!
   

        This battle, Feng Liusi, won!
   

        Hiss Hiss Hiss~
   

        The blood-red steam on his body dissipated, and Feng Liusi's eyes regained their clarity. He first glanced at the dense wounds on his body, and felt the exaggerated traces on his neck and chest.
   

        He looked somewhat apprehensively at Casio who stood on the other side.
   

        To be able to battle with me close to the point of exhaustion with the realm of a boxer can no longer be described as talent but a freak, an absolute freak. Even though Casio had reasons to resist Feng Liusi, that was not simply a newly promoted fighter, but a veteran one.
   

        But it's a pity.
   

        This kind of freak still died under South Dipper's Red Vulture Fist.
   

        Feng Liusi sucked in a sharp breath and withdrew his arm. Casio's body slightly swayed, and there was a blurred hole of flesh and blood on his chest. A pair of black eyes stared at Feng Liusi, seemingly lingering before death.
   

        "Young man, you're strong, very strong. Just a little bit more, and you could have beaten me in my liberation state." Feng Liusi's heart was throbbing with dull pain, and his shoulder was equally swollen and dislocated: "I no longer have the strength to fight…" he shook his head regretfully.
   

        "Facing my South Dipper Red Vulture Fist with all the three secret arts, secret skills and even mutated secret skills unleashed, and finally entering liberation state. After all this, only then were you killed. You have already reached the strength level of a veteran fighter." Feng Liusi's tone was somewhat regretful: "It's a pity that you broke my self-seal at the beginning of the fight, forcing me into a state of deviation. Otherwise, you would not have died…"
   

        "I can feel that you and the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist are very compatible, even like a natural pair. If I had taught you the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, your boxing realm would have advanced by leaps and bounds in a short period of time." Feng Liusi didn't hide his love for gifted talents at all, he obviously intended to take Casio as his disciple. But it was just a little too late, and Feng Liusi sighed.
   

        He walked forward a few steps, and looked at Casio, who was still standing firm even after death, shaking his head in regret. He then made eye contact with the deceased whose eyes would not close in death, and shook his head again. Finally, he slowly stretched out the only hand he could move and pressed it towards Casio's eyes.
   

        Looking like he wanted to close the deceased's eyes for him.
   

        "I will find you a good grave in Death Valley..."
   

        Splat!
   

        Suddenly a large hand grabbed Feng Liusi's wrist.
   

        Stopping him from pressing towards the face further.
   

        Feng Liusi's eyes widened, he incredulously glance at Casio's black chest hole, and then at his face.
   

        "You...It's impossible...You..."
   

        "Sorry, I won this battle."
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        The voice was deep and powerful, leaving no room for guesswork.
   

        It was indeed Casio speaking.
   

        Feng Liusi shot a piercing glance at the sight in front of him.
   

        A muscular figure standing two meters high, with a handsome and somewhat angular face. Dense bloody wounds were all over his body, his hands almost half detached and raw, especially at the position of his chest.
   

        A fist-sized black hole had been punched straight through him. Through it, Feng Liusi could see the view behind Casio, a large tree felled to the ground.
   

        He looked deeply at Casio once again.
   

        Are you sure you're not in your dying moments now? Maybe, because your physique is robust, your lingering time is a little longer than normal people's?
   

        Feng Liusi, the perpetrator of the wound, could be certain that he had exploded Casio's heart. Thus, possibilities such as the heart misplaced and being abnormally grown were non-existent.
   

        Just ten or so seconds ago, Feng Liusi had used the Death Beak Secret Technique. He used extreme force and a rapid rotation to blow up Casio's heart, and he was absolutely sure about the feeling from that organ collision.
   

        Even if your physical limit far exceeds that of normal people, if a vital organ responsible for blood supply like the heart is destroyed, you are bound to die, almost no exceptions exist.
   

        He shook his head, affirming his judgment.
   

        With a shake of his arm, he brushed off Casio's hand. Feng Liusi coughed twice, blood oozing from the corner of his mouth: "Your heart has been destroyed by Red Vulture Fist, now you are in the final throes of your life. Take a look at your chest, poor boy..."
   

        He knew that when the human body was subjected to fatal injury, in some cases the brain would block out that intense pain, putting the person in a stunned and confused state. Casio might be in such a situation now.
   

        Hearing Feng Liusi's words, Casio reached out to touch his somewhat hollow left chest, successfully picking up a piece of organ fragments from the edge. He looked at it, it was a piece of his heart!
   

        "The heart responsible for blood supply has been exploded. It's quite troublesome. But this degree can only be barely considered a serious wound, a large piece of muscle in the left chest is missing which greatly affects the force of the left arm." Casio lifted his left shoulder: "My power is probably left about fifty percent..."
   

        Upon hearing Casio's words, Feng Liusi's entire being took an instant hit. "What do you mean, 'mere' fatal wound?"
   

        In the new era, can the secret martial artist who had his heart exploded only be counted as barely seriously injured?! Has the Secret Martial Arts World made too rapid a progress while he draped in seclusion for these few years? Was there some revolution in the secret techniques or the foundation of secret martial artistry? Has he grown old and been left behind by the times?! Doubts filled his mind.
   

        Feng Liusi felt that Casio's focus was quite strange, casually glossing over the fact that his heart had burst, but instead focusing on the muscle damage caused by his left chest being pierced through, leading to a decline in his left arm's strength.
   

        His immediate suspicion was that Casio was showing off, or just completely dumbfounded with a brain that wasn't functioning well. But even though Feng Liusi didn't have the strength to fight any more, the aura radiating from his fighter's body still existed. He could sense Casio's steady breathing, as well as his still vigorous physical function.
   

        Is he really okay?
   

        Even better than him, by a bit!
   

        Strange...
   

        Suddenly, Feng Liusi coughed violently three times, and his entire body instantly withdrew from the liberation state, and his muscles instantly withered into the state of an ordinary old man, looking weak.
   

        Casio, on the other hand, didn't revert back. He was still maintaining this shape. The circulatory system in his body was now controlled by the Golem's heart and the 3D circulatory diagram of the Golem, with his body commanded by the Life Field of the Golem. As the human body's heart had been destroyed, if he switched back to the human life field, it might trigger the instant outbreak of his injuries, leading to a chain reaction.
   

        Although it might not be fatal, it would be better not to fuss about it.
   

        **************************
   

        At three o'clock in the afternoon, the sun was gradually sinking to the west from directly overhead. The light was still strong, occasionally blocked by the clouds.
   

        "Ten places on the chest, two serious eight mild. Twelve places on the shoulders and back, one serious, eleven mild. Six places on the lower body, all mild. Three places on fists, one finger in the left hand and two fingers in the right hand fractured. Three places in the internal organs, namely, heart, lung, kidney. The lung is more serious and has started bleeding." Feng Liusi sat cross-legged on the left of the cabin, allowing his granddaughter to use a medical box to bandage his wounds.
   

        At his level of a martial artist, his aura could not only be used to ward off enemies but could also be used to meticulously detect conditions in his body. It's like the advanced version of the boxer, only a bit more precise.
   

        The fight with Casio ended, and Feng Liusi instantly sensed the severe injuries all over his body, he was already seriously injured.
   

        If he was a bit more injured, he would be on the brink of death.
   

        With this one fight done, he had injured his muscles and bones. If he wanted to fully recover, he probably would need at least a few months.
   

        After nearly an hour, Feng Liusi treated most of his wounds with medical tools while operating his secret boxing techniques. The injury around him finally settled down, and some of his external injuries gradually stopped bleeding.
   

        Meanwhile, on the other side...
   

        Feng Liusi looked up at Casio on the right side of the cabin.
   

        The latter was sitting in the same pose, with injuries on his body that were much more exaggerated than his own. After all, Feng Liusi had used the Fang of Death Secret Art for a long time, a bloody secret technique known as the Butcher's Finger Knife that specialized in tearing flesh. Casio had toughed it out and took a hit of Feng Liusi's Secret Skill, Blood Reflecting Flower, and the subsequent force explosion.
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        Casio was hit far more often than Feng Liusi.
   

        But his wounds healed add an incredibly fast rate, something unlike a human could achieve.
   

        Under Feng Liusi's attentive gaze, the bruises and wounds on Casio's body caused by the Blood Reflecting Flower had mostly healed. It's important to note that they didn't just scab over, they had genuinely healed! These two were completely different concepts, with a long period of time usually separating them.
   

        As for his two arms that Niv had temporarily bandaged, the muscles underneath were slowly writhing. The growth was very, very slow, but it was growth nonetheless. What would normally take days to see noticeable results only took him an hour now.
   

        Feng Liusi knew very well the effects of the Fang of Death Secret Art. Once it hits an enemy, the spiraling force left in the wound continues to exacerbate their injury. The injured would bleed continuously for several days, and their wounds would even become more severe than before.
   

        When comparing the two... 
   

        One can feel the horror in Casio's healing power.
   

        Except for the penetrating wound on his chest that didn't show any obvious signs of healing because of the large area of muscle loss, the rest of Casio's wounds healed at an alarmingly rapid rate.
   

        Then half an hour passed, approximately around four o'clock. 
   

        Normal breathing filled the tiny cabin where the pair were healing. 
   

        Casio opened his eyes, meeting Feng Liusi's sharp gaze: "Why is it that even though your heart was pierced, you seemed unaffected, and your healing power is astonishingly extraordinary?"
   

        Feng Liusi's tone was full of confusion and curiosity. He was nearing 70 years old and had never seen a Secret Martial Artist like this.
   

        A long, murky breath flowed gently out of Casio's mouth pressing lightly on his right chest, he responded, "Probably because I'm unlike others..."
   

        Damn, the youth was bold! Being so evasive?
   

        Feng Liusi choked down his follow-up question, annoyed with the response, but unable to rebut it. He couldn't just directly ask Casio if he had mastered any special secret techniques or special martial arts, right?
   

        Both are taboos amongst unfamiliar martial artists.
   

        Unless the relationship is so close that the other party casually reveals their techniques or unless being provoked into a fight, such questions should be unasked.
   

        Feng Liusi knew he and Casio were not yet close, certainly not at the level of friends or mentor and student. Despite their fist fight acquainting them with each other, he did not wish to risk a hostile confrontation with Casio.
   

        After all, he himself was severely injured, and his fighting power was at best only 30 percent. Not a favorable match for this weird youngster. 
   

        "Cough! Cough! Cough!"
   

        Feng Liusi started coughing up blood again. Casio's punch had hit him in the lungs earlier, and the injury was quite serious. Even now, he was having some difficulties breathing, and that internal injury alone would take at least a few months to heal.
   

        "Blood Fist elder, when I moved from the foot of the mountain into the depths of the Roca Mountains, and along the Mata River to Death Valley, I saw many unusual beasts along the way. Can you shed any light on this?" Casio asked, looking at Feng Liusi.
   

        "Beasts?" Feng Liusi stopped coughing. Although he didn't know why Casio was asking this, he still slowly answered, "The Roca Mountains is indeed more peculiar than other ordinary mountain ranges. Many creatures grow extremely fierce and massive here, as if mutations occurred. There are often giant birds, bears, pythons, and some weirdly powerful insects in the dense forest. The closest to Death Valley would probably be the Flame Monkeys. They're afraid of my aura and dare not enter the valley."
   

        He then looked at Casio and added a strange sentence.
   

        "Why do you ask this?"
   

        Casio revealed a baffling smile and slowly stood up.
   

        An hour later.
   

        Flame Monkey bodies were scattered haphazardly on the forest floor. There was no blood and no signs of a struggle. It seemed as though these huge, mutated monkeys had been killed instantly.
   

        Chirp!
   

        A fiery red silhouette, like a rag, fell frantically down from the treetops. Its exaggerated muscular arm swung like a cannonball.
   

        The attacked target's right hand suddenly became a blur, and in a flash, the Cyan-Black arm, like an iron clamp, caught the Flame Monkey's neck. It hoisted the monkey's entire massive body into the air.
   

        The monkey struggled wildly but it did nothing to help.
   

        Next, a terrifying life field enveloped the entire Flame Monkey, passively vibrating the life field of the Mutated Monkey. The collision and interweaving of the two brought out a vibrating frequency. This frequency continued to enter into Casio's body without interruption.
   

        "Elder Blood Fist, turn your back towards me."
   

        Immediately, Casio swung his left hand and pressed it on Feng Liusi's back. Instantly, the vibration circulating in his body was passed to Feng Liusi's body, stimulating his life field.
   

        The vibration spread to every corner of the body. Although there was a serious loss in the process of conversion, it still had a significant effect. A rare expression of intoxication appeared on Feng Liusi's face as he continued to perform his secret techniques.
   

        Half-past five in the afternoon.
   

        Next to a waterfall one kilometer away from Death Valley.
   

        Upstream, the water was pouring down, pulling out a white ribbon in mid-air. Below was an elliptical green pond; occasionally, a white bird stood on a few green stones in the water.
   

        The sky was gradually becoming dusky, the bottom of the clouds burning into a fiery red trace. An evening breeze was blowing leaves around the woods.
   

        On a green stone in the middle of the waterfall, Feng Liusi was sitting cross-legged, his eyes were tightly closed. The sunlight shone on him, reflecting a slightly red halo. The sound of water crashing filled his ears.
   

        Breathing in... breathing out... breathing in... breathing out...
   

        As his chest rose and fell, an aura naturally spread around him. The surface of the pond immediately formed a diamond-shaped water ripple, which spread in all directions like scales.
   

        Breathing in... breathing out...
   

        His chest rose and fell more vigorously, and his breathing frequency was also increasing.
   

        The ripples on the surface of the pond became more and more trembling, and the frequency was getting faster and faster. In the end, it jumped like boiling water.
   

        In the middle of the ten-meter-diameter water surface, water droplets kept bursting and exploding.
   

        With a roar, water splashed everywhere, and Feng Liusi opened his eyes; his frightening aura peaked at this moment.
   

        A cloud of red vapor burst from his body, and everything around him suddenly quieted down. Even the crazily falling waterfall seemed to pause for a moment, missing a beat. Within the whirlpool-like steam above him, the image of a ferocious vulture chick was faintly visible.
   

        Feng Liusi slammed his palm on the ground, and his body floated in the air like drifting. Then he shot up straight and stood firmly on one side of the waterfall upstream.
   

        The huge green stone in the pond left a profound palm print in the center position, then continued to crack. Finally, with a bang, it exploded into fragments, sinking into the deep bottom of the pond.
   

        Above the waterfall, Feng Liusi, facing the setting sun, examined his bare upper body. The dozens of wounds that he had originally had all healed, even the most difficult internal injuries were gone. Moreover, some plump muscles had appeared on his gradually thin and old body, which was a sign of functional recovery.
   

        This is unbelievable and shocking!
   

        There are precious secret techniques that rejuvenate, and powerful secret techniques that temporarily restore peak power. But Casio's secret technique, which allows others to permanently recover their vitality, restore their muscles, and restore their body functions... Feng Liusi had never seen it.
   

        He has abundant experience and had traveled for several years among the various schools of the Northern Mystery Martial World. He had also seen various strange secret techniques.
   

        Casio's ability was the most bizarre that Feng Liusi had ever encountered, it even had an indescribable aura of evil, a demonic nature. It drew the life force from the exotic beast and infused it into a human body!
   

        If seen by a normal member of the Secret Martial Arts World, they would undoubtedly assume this is some form of evil or forbidden technique. However, Feng Liusi was quite accepting, as his reputation had never been good either.
   

        The Fang of Death Secret Art was able to directly cause people's flesh to peel off and die, with a horrifying death state! Casio wasn't much better than that.
   

        They were both in the same boat, the pot couldn't mock the kettle for being black.
   

        Feng Liusi looked at the fiery sky, then again at the deep forest. Casio's figure was faintly visible, running forward; his injuries were heavier, hence his healing time was longer.
   

        A dozen seconds later.
   

        The two of them stood on the edge of the waterfall at the same time.
   

        "Are all your injuries fully healed? If there is any internal residue left, you can tell me." Casio raised his hand to sweep away the leaves that had fallen on him.
   

        Feng Liusi shook his head, not answering this question. Instead, his gaze sharply turned to Casio, and he said word by word.
   

        "Boy, do you want to learn my South Dipper Red Vulture Fist?"
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        Six in the evening, on a vacant patch of land beside the waterfall.
   

        The twilight turned crimson at the horizon, slightly dazzling. As he lifted his gaze, under the sunset glow, the mountain shape became blurred, and the rays of sunlight shot slender beams of light towards the dense forest.
   

        Above the waterfall, the mist was thick, layering it with a luminous haze. It was bright yet hazy like a steaming mist.
   

        The ripples of Bi Tang's water and the reddish beams were framed against each other, relentlessly flickering. A cicada sitting meditatively under a tree and the crowned tree on the plot of land became a silhouette frozen within the dense woods.
   

        Half an hour ago, when Feng Liusi asked Casio if he wanted to learn his South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Casio unpretentiously answered that he wanted to.
   

        One should be straightforward when dealing with a straightforward person.
   

        He actually discovered himself during the nearly life-or-death match in the afternoon with Feng Liusi. Feng Liusi used one of the secret moves of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, the Blood Reflecting Flower, and Casio, who was in a killing personality and an inspired state, caught a hint of symbiosis within just an encounter.
   

        By waving his right hand in the air.
   

        He vaguely perceived the firing arc of the secret technique, Blood Reflecting Flower.
   

        The primary purpose for Casio's challenge to the various fighters in the Secret Martial Arts World on this trip was to comprehend the aura, and fully step into the level of a Fighter. The secondary purpose was to complete the spell of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art.
   

        To flesh out the thin structure of the Demon Idol's Wind Elephant Fist so as to create a secret martial art that suits himself better.
   

        If Feng Liusi is willing to teach him willingly, then naturally it is the best. Of course, even if he doesn't teach, Casio can still perceive some things in combat training. For Secret Martial Art, fighting with the powerful is the best way of cultivation.
   

        The evening breeze brushed past, causing the bushes beside the waterfall to rustle.
   

        On the barren ground, under the tree canopy.
   

        Feng Liusi sat cross-legged, presenting an odd posture with both hands in front of his chest, having a virtual grabbing shape, like a bird's claw. After demonstrating the action, he looked at Casio across from him who appeared very serious. After pondering for a moment, he continued.
   

        "Eighteen years ago, I had successfully reached a level in the Red Vulture Boxing Gate that had never been reached before, after attaining a Major Accomplisment in Secret Martial Art. Even in the following month, I had consecutive fights with two other Fighters from the Six Counties of the East. I won once and drew once." The old eyes of Feng Liusi revealed a reminiscing look: "It sounds powerful, right? Despite having just made a breakthrough, I was able to defeat the Secret Martial Art Fighters who had advanced much earlier..."
   

        After saying this, he saw eye to eye with Casio's calm gaze. He coughed twice, realizing something.
   

        Feng Liusi stroked his beard and continued: "Actually, my Red Vulture Fist is just a minor school within the Six Counties of the East. Even within Windsor County, it is negligible. The overall strength of the school falls within the scope of the third-rate forces. The school has never produced a Fighter, and it is impossible for one to emerge."
   

        "The Red Vulture Secret Martial Art is the core secret martial art of the Red Vulture Fist. The power of this secret martial art is acceptable, but it is difficult to cultivate. It emphasizes sparring and martial arts combat. The combat power is considered acceptable within the same level. However, the Red Vulture Secret Martial Art only has a complete chapter for a Boxing Method major to cultivate in the realm of a Boxing Method master, while it ends abruptly at the Fighter realm."
   

        Feng Liusi reminisced: "More than twenty years ago, I had achieved the peak state of the Red Vulture Secret Martial Art. I felt I couldn't proceed further. I was despondent and considered living in seclusion. Hence, I returned to the ancestral home of Red Hawk Fist Mountain Gate, an abandoned village at the southwest corner of Roca Mountain Range. I spent half a year like this until one day, a dense fog rolled across the Roca Mountain Range, the densest fog I'd seen in my life."
   

        "As I was in the mountains cultivating, I was trapped, lost my way as my field of view was blocked. Not only that, due to a misstep, I accidentally fell into a deep pit. Unexpectedly, this pit led to an underground relic. There were many areas in that relic that had collapsed and rotted, with most of the roads blocked off. Only a few spaces were relatively intact. In one of them, I found the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist."
   

        Feng Liusi omitted a few details and simply stated the final result—he found the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist there.
   

        Casio observing his expression, could guess that the experience must have been intriguing and magical; otherwise, Feng Liusi wouldn't have displayed signs of absent-mindedness. Feng Liusi continued her ordeal.
   

        "The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist and the Red Vulture Fist are two entirely different Secret Martial Arts. I named it South Dipper Red Vulture Fist because when I found this unknown Secret Martial Art in the relic, I only saw the four characters of South Dipper Secret Technique. Hence, I combined it with my original Red Vulture Fist."
   

        "South Dipper Secret Technique?" Casio curiously blurted out.
   

        "Yes, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is part of the mysterious South Dipper Secret Technique. I concluded that this must be one of many South Dipper Secret Techniques that were created to target different characteristics of human's emotional combat, based on my research. It should be some kind of Ancient Assassination Fist."
   

        Feng Liusi continued: "I speculate this way because in the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, there is occasional mention of two other South Dipper Secret Techniques. One is elegant, with both arms spreading like a water bird, hence it's referred to as the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist. The other is indifferent, as ruthless as a silent snake hidden in the dark, hence it's referred to as the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist."
   

        "Surely, you're aware of my South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. It's pure blood-and-gore, pure killing, brutal like a carnivorous bird starved to its limit." Feng Liusi further explained: "But there's another reason. As the South Dipper Secret Technique is an Ancient Assassination Fist, so its content is related to constellations too." 
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        "In the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, there is a star chart for the practitioners to meditate and sense. This star chart corresponds to the constellation Aquila in the sky, and when the stars are connected, it forms a giant vulture spreading its wings. Its claws are spread open, ready to swoop down and prey. If the sky is clear tonight, I might show you."
   

        Casio nodded slightly, he wasn't the impatient type. Knowing the background framework in detail before practicing boxing was actually beneficial for understanding and could help him immerse better.
   

        Feng Liusi glanced at Casio and nodded imperceptibly, continued to say, "It was this unexpected South Dipper Red Vulture Fist that helped me breakthrough my bottleneck and reach the realm of a fighter. Moreover, based on my experience traversing the Northern Mystery Martial World, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is absolutely of first-class Secret Martial Art."
   

        "Moreover, the more a practitioner aligns with the characteristics of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, the more they can unleash the power of the Red Vulture Fist!"
   

        Then Feng Liusi seemed a bit remorseful: "Actually I don't have a high degree of affinity with the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, otherwise, I wouldn't have frequently deviated after practicing to a certain realm."
   

        After he finished saying this sentence, he looked at Casio with bright and valid eyes, "You are different...Kid, the frenzied state you demonstrated in the battle this afternoon has quite a resonance with the characteristics of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. That said, don't blame me for scrutinizing you. Despite your current cold demeanor, your true nature is one of a brutal killer, you are, quite simply, a prime candidate to learn the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist."
   

        Hearing Feng Liusi's words, Casio was somewhat unhappy. He had never considered himself a bloodthirsty killer, not before, nor now. His previous state was due to Demon Shadow Possession, resulting in his character being influenced by the indifferent human traits of dark creatures. Now, it was due to the three mental methods of Demon Idol martial arts, which resulted in Casio having another murderous personality. This purely murderous side naturally aligned with the Red Vulture Fist.
   

        If truth be told, Casio considered himself kind and easy to get along with. He was not bloodthirsty by nature.
   

        Just a few days ago, he saved a girl who was tormented by dark creatures. Feng Liusi's understanding of him was simply too superficial.
   

        But he was too lazy to argue and allowed Feng Liusi to continue.
   

        Feng Liusi eventually began to explain the actual content of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, which was of greater interest to Casio.
   

        "The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is different from the current concept of modern secret martial arts. Rather than being a path for secret martial arts practice, it's more of a state of cultivation. Compared to the rigid secret martial arts techniques, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is freer."
   

        "Firstly, let's start with the fundamental framework. The cultivation of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist focuses on acupuncture points, virtual meridians, and force." Feng Liusi quickly brought up a concept, "I've mentioned the star chart, which represents the constellation Aquila in the sky. The stars are brilliant and bright, and the human body's acupuncture points are equally mysterious. The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is about lighting up each of these acupuncture points in the body, treating them like stars."
   

        "A vast vulture pattern is ultimately formed in the body, and the way to light up the acupuncture points is to infuse them with force. You've experienced this force before, which is the Secret Art of the Fang of Death. I simply refer to it as the Deathfang Power, which is a special force characterized by fragmentation and spiraling."
   

        "The third aspect is the virtual meridians. As a Secret Martial Artist, you should understand the concept of Qi. The Physical Body, Qi, Spirit. Qi travels through the body, serving as a temporary bridge or pathway for a certain special power. By solidifying the path of Qi's movement in between each acupuncture point, you can guide the Deathfang Power to circulate, accelerate and explode!"
   

        Casio understood some of what Feng Liusi was saying, and he had more knowledge. Based on modern medicine, acupuncture points are often densely packed with blood vessels and nerves, involving cycles of secretion and other systems.
   

        As for Qi, he also had some thoughts and insights.
   

        "With the fundamental framework explained, let's move on to what I call the South Dipper State. The so-called South Dipper State is a state of inspiration that you sporadically enter after you've built the complete fundamental framework within your body. Under this state, your moves will be like a whole, the boxing method terrifyingly natural. Moreover, each insight or sparring session with a master will bring in gains. Over time, you may even create your own Secret Skill or technique."
   

        "The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist doesn't really have any sort of Secret Skills. The three techniques I used this afternoon are all the results of my own insights over the past decade."
   

        "Plus, the Liberation State I entered previously was an enhanced version of the South Dipper State. It can temporarily restore the peak state and allow unfettered use of all sorts of Secret Skills and techniques."
   

        Feng Liusi glanced at Casio, "The occurrence of the South Dipper State has no rhyme or reason, it generally depends on the affinity between the Secret Martial Artist and the boxing method traits. Simply put, it depends on whether your inner killing intent ebbs and flows intensely and persistently enough. The stronger the desire to kill in your heart, the easier it is to enter and maintain the South Dipper State!"
   

        Casio contemplated a bit before asking, "Is it possible to maintain the South Dipper State at all times, and keep constant inspiration?"
   

        Feng Liusi shook his head, sounding decisive: "My affinity with the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is average. At my peak, I could only enter the Southern Dipper state for an hour each day. Your affinity is certainly higher than mine, but at most you'd sustain it for two to three hours."
   

        "Only the naturally-born murderous offenders, the butchers, could possibly maintain it for around six hours. Besides, this state would gradually influence a cultivator's mentality. Over time, or as one ages and their willpower decreases, they would deviate as I have."
   

        "There's even a chance of mental confusion, of losing oneself."
   

        A flying bug buzzed towards Casio's face but was casually crushed. As he flicked its remains away with his fingers, Casio continued.
   

        "What about the psychopaths, the ones who know nothing but kill, kill, kill? Those who treat humans like bread, flesh and blood like jam, who disregard the human society, even deny humanity as their own kind, savages like primal beasts?" He looked at Feng Liusi.
   

        "This..." For the first time, Feng Liusi was taken aback. A psychopath couldn't possibly practice the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, let alone secret martial arts.
   

        A psychopath's logic differs from that of normal people; they would likely even struggle to construct the basic framework needed for cultivation.
   

        This was Feng Liusi's response, but Casio continued probing.
   

        "What if there were such a person? What would happen?"
   

        Feng Liusi furrowed his brow: "If such a person existed, one who disregards humanity and is yet capable of cultivation, they would probably be able to sustain the Southern Dipper state all the time, except when they're sleeping. They'd also likely ignore the side effects..."
   

        "After all, they're already mad. Even if they're influenced further or their mental states are disrupted, how much madder could they get? They would still be psychopaths..." Feng Liusi spoke while pondering.
   

        "Ah, I see." The Casio opposite him nodded.
   

        What did you understand? Feng Liusi felt something strange about Casio. The questions he had asked just now were oddly peculiar.
   

        He paused briefly but then continued explaining in detail.
   

        They kept on until past seven in the evening, with the sun already set.
   

        In the pitch black, the two still sat cross-legged.
   

        "Senior Blood Fist, why doesn't the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist have any physical training methods?" Casio, who had heard all the basic contents, asked. All secret martial arts usually include training methods.
   

        "So, as I said before, South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is more like a state than a path. It is simply a combat method, specializing in murderous combat. According to my estimation, all secret martial arts passed down by Southern Dipper only involve this boxing method, pure ancient assassination fist techniques!" Feng Liusi slowly stood up.
   

        He stood tall, shaking off dirt and fallen leaves. Then he looked at Casio, who was also standing, and said, "It's getting late today, we can talk about the rest of the details tomorrow."
   

        "One more thing, I can use a special method to let you experience the Southern Dipper state in advance tomorrow. Be prepared psychologically."
   

        Then, with a tap of his toes, Feng Liusi dashed into the dense woods.
   

        Watching his rapidly receding figure, Casio had a strange thought. What would happen if he entered his killer personality when Feng Liusi let him sense the Southern Dipper state?
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The weather was indeed good that night. There weren't any clouds floating overhead to obscure the dome of the sky. Just a vast expanse of black night, with the moon and stars embedded at its center.
   

        The summer night's starry sky was filled with numerous stars embedded like gems in the dark blue sky, their multitude seeming like countless eyes observing the earth.
   

        The cool breeze carried away the heat of the day, causing ripples across the lakeside under the cover of night. The surface of the water reflected the pale silver moonlight, giving off an indescribable feeling of damp tranquility.
   

        In this scene, a small wooden cabin stood alone by the lake. The shadow cast by the moonlight covered the surface of the water, broken and recomposed continuously by the rippling waves.
   

        At once, the setting was filled with a serene and restful ambiance.
   

        There was a reason why Feng Liusi sequestered himself in Death valley. Surrounded by natural beauty every day, his mood was bound to improve regardless.
   

        Inside the cabin, Feng Liusi's granddaughter Niv had already fallen fast asleep. She usually wouldn't stay overnight in a dangerous place like Death valley. In the past, she would pass through the Roca Mountain Range in the morning to bring some essential supplies to Death valley. Then, Feng Liusi would personally escort her out of the mountains.
   

        But Casio's visit had undoubtedly broken this routine.
   

        Niv could only return tomorrow.
   

        It was now late into the night, around midnight.
   

        On the frosted lake surface was a solitary small island. At a corner was a tree, with two people sitting beside it.
   

        Feng Liusi and Casio sat cross-legged on the rock.
   

        The faintly yellow parchment created using modern techniques lay between them. It was a bit worn and frayed at the edges, not due to age, but from frequent handling.
   

        This parchment was the star map for the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, which Feng Liusi had copied exactly from his memory.
   

        In ancient times, human ancestors walked the earth, often gazing up at the spectacular night sky filled with twinkling stars, which formed the Milky Way.
   

        Astrology, constellation, zodiac, prophecy, boxing theory…
   

        In the ancient assassination martial art of Southern Dipper's secrets, it's not unusual to find content related to stars and constellations. After all, the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist has always been closely associated with the Vulture constellation.
   

        The parchment spread in front of Casio depicted the image of a Vulture, drawn using a series of black dots and connecting lines.
   

        These black dots not only represented the exact positions of stars in the sky but also marked important acupuncture points on the human body.
   

        In the empty spaces on the parchment, each black dot has a small inscription by its side, explaining which acupuncture point it signifies, where it's located, and its function.
   

        Even if it wasn't extremely detailed, it was still very clear.
   

        Casio had studied it for half an hour. There were sixty-six black dots on the parchment, marking sixty-six acupuncture points.
   

        Each one had a different function, and even if they were reconstructed in the body to form a basic circulation, there would be specific requirements on how the "Deathfang Power", resembling flowing water, should move and in what order.
   

        Compared to ordinary Secret Martial Arts, the requirements for learning the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is complicated. Some beginners may not even qualify to learn it. It's best to learn it once the practitioner has had some achievements and insights in other martial arts and when their minds are sharp.
   

        Feng Liusi, who didn't think of himself as unintelligent, spent several months mastering this step. After a lot of trial and error, it took him nearly a hundred days to fully grasp this star map.
   

        Gently tapping the parchment with his fingertip, Casio pulled his contemplative gaze away. He had an estimate. It would take a few days, give or take.
   

        Whether it took three days or five would depend on the circumstances.
   

        It wasn't arrogance, it was simply the reality of the situation.
   

        What are sixty-six acupoints and phantom meridian circulations?
   

        Wouldn't reconstructing the circulatory system within the body be even more daring? The total length of blood vessels in the human body is about 150,000 kilometers, with roughly 250 trillion vessels. Broadly, these can be divided into arteries, veins, capillaries, and others.
   

        Even if we disregard the insignificant capillaries and only consider the important arteries and veins, their complexity is beyond the Vulture star map. Casio had previous experience, and he was now learning at a lower level, so it was natural that he would progress faster.
   

        Besides, he was currently inspired and his thinking was active. Furthermore, having his master beside him for guidance, he was probably estimating conservatively when he thought of grasping things several dozen times faster than Feng Liusi.
   

        "It seems you've got a good grasp of it." Feng Liusi across nodded, his tone shifting. "Anyone can read, but the real test comes with practical cultivation. I know, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is a challenging top-tier Secret Martial Art. It is an Ancient Assassination Fist Technique, which is quite different from the current ones. Learning it isn't simple, even the initiation is hard."
   

        "Therefore, don't get anxious during your subsequent cultivation. I'll patiently guide you from the side." Feng Liusi stroked his beard, "Alright, I could be considered your half-teacher. I'll set a target for you. Try to penetrate the first acupuncture point within five days."
   

        Then, as if suddenly remembering something, he continued.
   

        "No, make it three days. I'll use a special method to put you in the Southern Dipper State tomorrow. In the Southern Dipper State, it will be easier to cultivate the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. In addition, I plan to push you a bit. Let's see if you can reach your limit and initiate within three days…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 376: 221 Deathfang Power(4100)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Feng Liusi spoke frankly, even his challenging rhetoric was straightforward, or perhaps it was not challenging at all.
   

        He smirked at Casio, stroking his white beard with his right hand.
   

        Casio just glanced up at Feng Liusi, and his gaze, facial expression, and tone did not change at all. He just casually nodded his head.
   

        "OK."
   

        "..." Feng Liusi's hand movements stiffened.
   

        Looking at Casio's calm demeanor, he suddenly began to wonder if the three-day period he'd reported earlier might have been too long.
   

        Maybe change it to one day?
   

        No, one day would be too exaggerated. Maybe two days would be about right.
   

        It took Feng Liusi more than ten days to unlock the first of his acupuncture points. In the end, he didn't rescind his words. It was originally just a joking agreement, and, to be honest, Feng Liusi could only count himself as half a teacher to Casio. The reason he suddenly wanted to teach Casio the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was partly because he admired his tenacity, and partly because Casio had used some strange secret technique to miraculously adjust his body to a healthy condition. Not only did it eliminate some old injuries and chronic diseases, but it seemed to have made him feel at least five years younger.
   

        It was partly appreciation and partly gratitude.
   

        The cold wind blew across the lakeside, and the trees on the island swayed.
   

        Feng Liusi suddenly stood up, took off his upper body clothing, revealing an old but still sturdy body.
   

        He planned to demonstrate to Casio the location of the 66 acupuncture points of the Giant Vulture Star Map, even making use of the current good weather to correspond each of them to the stars in the sky.
   

        Parchment illustration, personal demonstration, constellation prototype.
   

        Inhale…. Exhale…. Inhale…. Exhale….
   

        With the rise and fall of his chest, the power started to rotate. Feng Liusi suddenly spread his feet, like a pile driver plunging into the mud. He then arched his back, like a preying mantis ready to attack. His arms aggressively stretched backward, like the wings of a bird of prey, with his palms slightly opening, somewhat like an eagle's claw, also somewhat like a bird's beak.
   

        He suddenly performed the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, a near non-existent roar of a bird of prey seemingly echoed in Casio's sight.
   

        Feng Liusi froze in place, and amazingly, red dots began to light up on his body one by one. It started in a sequence, first from the belly button, followed by the chest, arms, back. In the end, they climbed all the way up to his forehead.
   

        At the same time, Casio looked up at the sky. To the northwest of the moon, there was a nearly invisible constellation. If one observed carefully, they would find it was an image of a predatory bird.
   

        Waterfall sounds… waterfall sounds…
   

        From Feng Liusi's body came a sound like rolling water, and a faint red steam slowly rose from the surface of his skin.
   

        The next day, around ten in the morning.
   

        Casio sat alone on the island, quietly looking at the secret manual that Feng Liusi had given him. It was an old, hand-drawn book.
   

        Feng Liusi had left early this morning with his granddaughter. After all, Death Valley was not a place where the average martial artist could stay for a long time.
   

        At ten past ten, a silhouette suddenly rushed into the valley.
   

        Half-past ten.
   

        "Casio, without me saying, you should also know. The core of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is not the movements, but the force, the Deathfang Power."
   

        "This is entirely different from the foundation of ordinary martial arts methods. I will demonstrate it for you once, observe carefully." Feng Liusi stood next to Casio on a deserted land covered with weeds where a half-human tall stone stood.
   

        The stone's surface vaguely revealed colorful patterns, indicating that it was a relatively hard piece of granite with traces of wind and rain erosion on its surface.
   

        "Deathfang Power has two main characteristics. One, spiral!"
   

        A flash of light suddenly appeared in Feng Liusi's eyes, and his right hand shot forward like a bullet. His index finger tapped on the stone's surface.
   

        Pop!
   

        It was a crisp hollow sound.
   

        When Feng Liusi took his hand back, Casio saw the state of the stone's surface. A rotating black hole had appeared about two-thirds of the way down the stone. At its center was a deep hole, the size of a finger, with spiraled traces radiating from it across the surface of the stone for at least ten centimeters.
   

        Granite is not playdough, where a fingertip could cause the material to spin and twist. It was very hard, but now it had been influenced by a peculiar force, creating a deformation involuntarily.
   

        If this finger were to be pointed at a person, wouldn't it form a concave vortex on the body directly covering half the chest?
   

        Feng Liusi looked at Casio and continued.
   

        "Two, Separation!"
   

        He swept his right hand through the air, creating a black arc. It touched the granite, and instantly a small hole appeared on the surface of the stone. Crack! Cracks radiated out in all directions, completely engulfing the stone.
   

        It was like a large, dark spider web.
   

        With a crash, the boulder shattered into pieces three seconds later.
   

        "Combine these two different forces, and you have the Deathfang Power of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. Because the flesh hit by this force becomes like meat chewed by the teeth—rotten and splitting— it's called the Death Fang." Feng Liusi looked at Casio: "I won't demonstrate the Death Fang Power again."
   

        Casio just nodded.
   

        Another hour or so passed.
   

        After a simple lunch.
   

        The two resumed their previous lessons.
   

        Having explained the basics, Feng Liusi now decisively began to speak to Casio about the South Dipper State he had mentioned the day before.
   

        "As I told you yesterday, I have a way to let you experience the South Dipper State early," seeing Casio's gaze come over, Feng Liusi continued," don't rush. I will explain the specifics first so you can decide whether you want to try it or not..."
   

        "Here's the process, you relax your body, and I send a small amount of Deathfang Power into you. Then I will guide it to the right position with the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist."
   

        "By forcing a temporary foundational structure, there is a certain probability of entering the South Dipper State. Moreover, the risk is not high, thanks to you, I have regained my health, so the success rate of the guidance is at least 99%."
   

        Feng Liusi explained the pros and cons very clearly.
   

        The consequence of losing control is that the force would wander aimlessly and wreak havoc.
   

        Honestly, this method seems promising. However, Casio didn't agree. If Feng Liusi controlled the power wandering within his body, he would most likely discover the secret of the densely distributed Demon Idols.
   

        So, he chose another way.
   

        In this way, Feng Liusi injects the Deathfang Power, and the subsequent handling is left to Casio. According to Feng Liusi, the success rate is very low with this method and Casio will likely be injured if he tries.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        "Alright, let's give it a try then…" Feng Liusi clicked his tongue.
   

        Then he stretched out two fingers and pressed them onto the back of Casio's hand. A surge of force instantaneously penetrated it.
   

        Following that, Casio took over and guided the force forward.
   

        Two seconds later.
   

        Boom! Casio's forearm burst open.
   

        There was a hole the size of a fingernail on the back of his hand, with blood dripping from it. Sticky fresh blood continuously dripped from it.
   

        He said expressionlessly, "Continue."
   

        Five seconds later.
   

        Boom! His upper arm burst open next, blood gushing out.
   

        "Continue."
   

        Three seconds later, another scar was added to his forearm.
   

        "Continue."
   

        Another one on the upper arm.
   

        "Continue."
   

        His shoulder, chest, and abdomen were constantly cracking.
   

        Feng Liusi watched with a pounding heart, now he realized even more how ruthlessly this young man treated himself, just like a masochist who had fear of pain. It reminded him somewhat of his past self.
   

        A few minutes later.
   

        "Boom!"
   

        A muffled sound came from the left of his waist.
   

        "Just the left kidney..."
   

        Boom, the right side followed close behind.
   

        "Two..."
   

        Finally, at one o'clock in the afternoon. Casio accomplished what Feng Liusi had stated before, the cost being a body full of blood.
   

        Including some inconsequential, or rather unnecessary, internal organs. Knowing he could recover gave him the audacity to persist.
   

        Feng Liusi knew that Casio had the means to recover.
   

        So he let him do as he pleased.
   

        After almost half an hour of torment, Casio succeeded.
   

        All of the 66 acupuncture points in his body contained a trace of extremely weak Deathfang Power, his body's surface faintly shimmered with red dots. All the dots connected to form a 3D image of a giant vulture swooping in for prey, exuding an inexplicable sense of ferocity and bloodthirstiness.
   

        Feeling his body's state, an involuntary smile spread across Casio's face as he slowly raised a hand.
   

        He gently tapped his forehead with his index and middle fingers.
   

        Click~
   

        Personality switched, the Killing Mental Method.
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        Casio knew himself not to be a born killer. While his main personality occasionally demonstrated some brutality, for the most part, he was not a man with a psychologically deviant thirst for murder. So, from an objective point of view, practicing South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was not really a suitable match for him.
   

        Even his compatibility might be much lower than that of Feng Liusi's.
   

        However, Casio's murderous personality could play a vital role at this time. This personality, stripped out by his Demon Idol Secret Martial Art Mental Method, was associated with his Dark Biological Transformation. The creatures of darkness, needless to say, were evil spirits that nakedly considered humans as snack bread. Their feelings toward humans were not Killing Intent, but natural hunger.
   

        This was an unconsciousness more horrific than that of a born killer. It was not derived from hatred or disgust, but utterly natural.
   

        The moment Casio switched to his murderous personality, he began to feel vibrations from sixty-six acupuncture points throughout his body. He didn't need to make any conscious movements or deliberately guide it. The Deathfang Power automatically began to circulate in those points.
   

        Hiss Hiss Hiss~
   

        It seemed as if the sound of a current was echoing in his ears, sometimes near, sometimes distant. His vision became blurred, much like the stars one sees after a long period of exercise. Casio took a deep breath.
   

        Hum...
   

        A special Resonance was formed among sixty-six Vulture-patterned acupuncture points, which immediately spread to his entire body.
   

        A red blood thread in the corner of his eyes began to spread from point to point, gradually climbing over his white pupils.
   

        His eyes resembled that of a snake, only horizontal rather than vertical, with traces of blood color.
   

        Casio's' body hair stood on end, he was able to listen to the Deathfang Power flowing in his body like water, circulating gradually according to a regular track. A series of virtual meridians were interconnected within the sixty-six acupuncture points, forming a complex structure similar to an overpass.
   

        Taking a deep breath, he observed Feng Liusi.
   

        Instantly, a keen sense filled his mind. Casio targeted two of Feng Liusi's exposed vulnerabilities, one on his shoulder and the other on his neck. The insights felt vague, more like an animal's instinct for hunting.
   

        Where should he attack his prey, and where would cause the greatest damage?
   

        Next to him, Feng Liusi's aged face was crinkled up, forming an expression like a chrysanthemum. As he stroked his white beard, the surprised expression on his face still hadn't completely faded.
   

        "You just formed your Vulture Acupuncture and instantly entered the Southern Dipper State. Your talent is even higher than I imagined..."
   

        Feng Liusi gazed at Casio's blood-tinged eyes and said, "Very good, keep it up. The period of sustaining the Southern Dipper State is unpredictable. If I'm not mistaken, you have about two more hours. The first time you enter the Southern Dipper State offers the most benefit and can effectively enhance the practice progress of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. Don't waste time, start practicing the fist method I taught you yesterday. I will go and get some healing medicine."
   

        With a single step, he instantly covered more than ten meters distance, heading towards the cabin on the Shore.
   

        On the Island, Casio sat cross-legged, imagining a giant Vulture Star Chart in his mind. This guided map from the secret manual of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist showed the locations of the acupuncture points, their function, and the method and direction of storing and transferring the Deathfang Power. He remembered it all very well.
   

        On the surface of his body, one red dot after another appeared vaguely under his skin, flickering faintly like lights.
   

        Ominously resembling red spots covering his entire body.
   

        Casio steadied his breathing, running through the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist method again and again. Along the way, he ate some of the healing medicine brought by Feng Liusi to aid the healing of his injuries, and before he knew it, close to an hour had passed. The dazzling sun gradually moved westward across the clouds.
   

        On one side, Feng Liusi was seated cross-legged, holding a crude fishing rod made from a tree branch, quietly angling.
   

        However, his luck wasn't so good, nearly an hour had passed without a single fish biting. Another five minutes passed, at the bottom of the clear lake, a palm-sized fish slowly approached the hook.Ripples formed on the water surface, indicating he was about to have a catch.
   

        Suddenly, a faint sound came from Casio's direction; his arm slightly trembled. Immediately afterward, he opened his pale red eyes.
   

        Meanwhile, Feng Liusi instantly collected the rod, with no mood to continue fishing. He frowned, turning to look at Casio.
   

        "It shouldn't be, it's only been an hour. Your compatibility with the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is higher than mine. My prediction was two to three hours. Why did you deviate from the Southern Dipper state in just an hour..." Feng Liusi kept the fishing rod on his knee.
   

        "No..." Casio spoke from the side of the green stone: "I did not deviate from the Southern Dipper state, I just had a breakthrough."
   

        "Oh, so you only had a breakthrough. It's good that you haven't deviated from the Southern Dipper state, the longer the first time maintains, the better..." Feng Liusi suddenly stopped talking, coughed twice, and scrutinized Casio. "Cough, cough, what breakthrough? Please be more specific."
   

        "The first acupuncture point, right above the navel." Casio pointed to his abdomen with his right hand, and his clothing suddenly billowed out.
   

        Like it was blown by an inexplicable airflow, forming wave-like ripples.
   

        "..."
   

        Feng Liusi suddenly fell silent, and only after half a minute did he manage to squeeze out a sentence: "Well done."
   

        "Keep going..."
   

        He then ignored Casio, instead, cast his fishing rod back into the river, like an old man fishing.
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        Casio glanced at Feng Liusi's silhouette and then closed his eyes again, submerging himself into the cultivation of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist acupoint.
   

        "Huh..."
   

        Feeling the gaze behind him disappear, Feng Liusi exhaled. He stared at the water surface, where the blurred reflection of Casio stirred complex emotions in him - shock, envy, jealousy, and even a hint of annoyance. Wasn't the difference between people somewhat too vast? Several days, versus one hour. When compared like that, it wasn't about one being slightly better suited, it was a chasm.
   

        Sure, Casio had the advantage of a teacher, gained early access to the Southern Dipper State, and his talent was naturally better than his. But, wasn't this hundreds of times difference in time a bit too exaggerated? A real freak, indeed.
   

        He must be on some potion, this kid!
   

        Feng Liusi took a deep breath to calm his restless heart. He released his trembling hands, allowing the sweat in his palms to evaporate. Then, he started fishing again.
   

        This time, Feng Liusi's luck wasn't bad. By two P.M., he had caught two fish, which he put into a wooden barrel filled with water on the shore. He didn't use any special technique or force. He was just enjoying the simple pleasure of an older man fishing.
   

        The sunlight was brilliant, cascading golden rays and beams down like a waterfall from the gaps in the white clouds. Some rays fell on the dense forest of the Roca Mountain Range, making it look even more lush, while others landed on the uneven paths in the clearing or sparkled on the lake surface, rippling with the wind.
   

        Feng Liusi gently flicked his rod, and in an instant, a lively fish was hooked up, its tail splashing lake water around as it writhed.
   

        "Lucky day." 
   

        With a movement of his hands, the rod sprang towards the shore. Driven by force, the fish was flung into the air, arching beautifully before it splashed down into the wooden barrel.
   

        Feng Liusi was about to reel in his rod and cast it again to fish for another one.
   

        Then, he heard another "pop" sound.
   

        "Two hours have passed, it's about time..." 
   

        As Feng Liusi thought this, he turned to look at Casio, who was a few meters away. Casio hadn't opened his eyes yet, still maintaining his cross-legged position with his hands raised, as if grasping something. His breathing was steady and his clothes were fluttering without wind.
   

        With his eyes still closed, he suddenly said one thing.
   

        "Broke through." 
   

        "Huh?" Feng Liusi's action of standing froze. He opened his mouth to speak, but didn't want his words to distract Casio and affect his cultivation. So he could only pull his white beard, pulling so hard that he almost plucked two hairs from it.
   

        "This kid..." 
   

        Another hour passed.
   

        Feng Liusi hooked up two more fish, but his mind was no longer on fishing. As it approached three in the afternoon, Feng Liusi's old eyes kept glancing at Casio's reflection.
   

        He seemed somewhat anxiously expectant.
   

        A few minutes later, as expected.
   

        At exactly three, there was a muffled sound in his ear.
   

        Feng Liusi quickly turned his head to look. 
   

        This time, Casio didn't even want to talk, as if he had sensed Feng Liusi's gaze, he just nodded perfunctorily.
   

        The meaning was clear without him having to say anything more: He had made a breakthrough.
   

        "Show-off... Kid..." Feng Liusi's right eye twitched unnaturally: "Back in the day, I...I...I really wasn't a match for you. Damn it, even if I multiplied myself by ten..."
   

        He was unwilling to face up to the reality, unable to even harden his heart. The disparity was too large; there was no point comparing.
   

        Resenting the truth a little, Feng Liusi returned to the shore. He started a fire and began to barbecue the fish. He had seasoning that Niv had brought over in the cabin. Cooking a few fish wasn't a big deal.
   

        In no time,
   

        There was a primitive grill set up on the ground in front of the cabin with a stack of branches, a pile of stones, and a flame burning. The fish skewered on the branches sizzled, and the white, tender fish meat was sprinkled with salt and chili powder. The salt melted, mixed with the juice, and fell into the flame, creating a soft popping sound.
   

        The enticing aroma immediately diffused in the air.
   

        Five minutes passed, and the grilled fish were almost ready.
   

        Suddenly a gust of wind blew by and Casio, unbeknownst when, had moved from the island to the shore, eyes fixed on the grill rack.
   

        Feng Liusi looked up: "Three and a half hours, it's over?"
   

        Casio shook his head, his eyes still bloodshot: "No, just a bit hungry, cultivation consumes a lot of energy..."
   

        "Here, here, here…" Feng Liusi didn't dally, directly handing Casio all the grilled fish in his hand: "Is that enough?"
   

        "If not, I can go around Death Valley and catch a few wild chickens."
   

        "Forget it, it's definitely not enough. You eat first; I'll be back in a while." Feng Liusi was answering his own questions, with no reluctance on his face. He then turned and darted towards the outside of Death Valley.
   

        Sitting on the hardwood by the fire, Casio watched the silhouette of Feng Liusi leaving, biting into his grilled fish again. There was an uncanny feeling of déjà vu, as if he had returned to his training days at the Wind Elephant Gate. Sister, friends, elder brothers, teacher.
   

        By the time he returned to his senses, all that was left of the grilled fish he had been eating were the bones and tail. With a wry smile, he shook his head and raised his hand. White air flow moved like an elf between his five fingers, lively and vibrant.
   

        Four o'clock in the afternoon.
   

        As always, remarkably punctual.
   

        The sound of his acupuncture points being unblocked came from Casio's body.
   

        "Good." Feng Liusi pulled another fish out of the lake, seemingly applauding Casio's breakthrough.
   

        From around twelve noon until midnight. For twelve full hours, there was a surprise every hour. Tired of hearing the sounds of regular breakthroughs, Feng Liusi wondered why this kid found cultivatıng as simple as eating and drinking.
   

        The twelve acupuncture points, nearly a fifth of the cultivation progress was complete. Roughly estimated, it would probably take just three days for Casio to fully grasp the basic structure of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        This was simply terrifying: completing three months' worth of progress in three days.
   

        There was a hint of fear in the way Feng Liusi looked at Casio in the end.
   

        It was not because of his freakish talent, but what his extremely high compatibility hinted at. Don't tell him...does it mean that Casio was a born killer, filled to the brim with violent, bloody thoughts in his heart? More homicidal than a natural-born murderer, desiring fresh blood, indifferent to life, the butcher of the human world.
   

        Only such a person could be this compatible with the lethal Assassination Fist, a thought that sent a chill down Feng Liusi's spine.
   

        He had also asked Casio if there were times when he felt a surge of bloodlust, extremely wanting to kill. Casio was very straightforward, saying that he had had this feeling when fighting against Feng Liusi before. As a result, every night Feng Liusi slept at the entrance of the valley under the pretext of driving away beasts, giving his cabin to Casio for sleep.
   

        Three days passed.
   

        Feng Liusi's guess was quite correct, Casio had indeed completed the cultivation process that had taken him three months. He had directly completed the lower structure inside his body and opened all sixty-six acupoints one by one.
   

        Emulating the constellation map of Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist inside his body, each acupoint now resonated with each other.
   

        These few days have brought more shock to Feng Liusi than his past twenty years, while also arousing some curiosity and doubts.
   

        Because he always had the feeling that once Casio entered into Southern Dipper State, he never stopped, whether it was walking, eating, cultivating, or sleeping. His entire body was covered with a faint layer of killing intent.
   

        Next, Feng Liusi continued to impart his understanding and insights of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist to Casio in the Death Valley.
   

        And like a teacher, he taught him slowly and patiently.
   

        The two occasionally sparred. Not only between the two, but Feng Liusi also occasionally took Casio into the Roca Mountain Range.
   

        To fight against some powerful beasts and changeraces.
   

        This state has lasted quite long, from June to August. That is to say, it's been a full sixty days since Casio arrived at Death Valley in the Roca Mountain Range.
   

        Two months later...
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        August 25th, noon.
   

        The sun was somewhat intense, the sky was filled with white, almost blinding halos, making it unbearable to lift one's head. The light penetrated the dense seaweed-green trees, sprinkling golden fragments over the forest.
   

        The densely arranged trees stood about four or five meters tall, their barks adorned with some grey-green lichen. Swinging around on the lush ground shrubs were unknown white dandelion seeds blowing in from somewhere. Some were stuck to the barks, some fell on the ground, and some were cradled by the leaves. 
   

        Suddenly, the dandelions that were afloat in mid-air started drifting and congregating in one direction. A fragment of white got stuck onto a piece of black fabric, slid across the chest for a brief moment, and then continued drifting backwards.
   

        A silhouette was seen moving through the forest's clearing. Its movements were neither fast nor slow. The sound of crushing leaves can be heard as shoes came into contact with the ground.
   

        On a white-gray tree trunk, what seemed to be furrows like those of an old man's face, shook slightly. On a closer look, it turned out to be a well-camouflaged long snake, its whole body's blotches resembling the color of withered branches.
   

        Coiled tightly around the trunk, bearing a triangular head, it was obviously a poisonous snake.
   

        Whoosh... the figure walked past the tree trunk, causing a disturbance in the air.
   

        The snake suddenly sprung out, its upper body leaned forwards, resembling a slingshot. This movement thrust the snake's head about half a meter forward; the speed was so fast that even a bird would not have had time to react.
   

        In slow motion, the triangular snake head jutted out; the upper and lower jaws parted, revealing two thin, curved tusks.
   

        Just as it was about to bite the silhouette, two fingers surprisingly appeared out of nowhere and blocked the snake's head. The thumb and index finger, one placed on the upper jaw and the other on the lower jaw, clamped shut the reeking mouth.
   

        The fingers then vanished, as did the silhouette.
   

        It felt as though a ghost had just passed by.
   

        In mid-air, the upper part of a black and gray spotted snake hovered stationary like a rod. Its mouth was closed shut as it stiffly remained in place. 
   

        Half a second later, a blink can be seen in the snake's eyes. 
   

        Where was the prey?
   

        It protruded its crimson tongue from its mouth.
   

        Did it just bite something? Or not?
   

        In the moment after it attacked, it seemed that its mouth had automatically closed itself.
   

        Being a snake, it only had instincts; no emotions. It only hovered in mid-air for about a second, sensed a failed attack, and tried to withdraw back onto the tree trunk to rummage for the element of surprise, awaiting the next opportune time to strike. However, the snake's head pivoted left and right.
   

        It wanted to recoil its body but...
   

        The next second,
   

        Crack, crack, crack!
   

        Along the almost one-meter-long snake body, cracks expanded outward like tree branches at an astonishing speed. Not only did the snake's flesh crack, the smooth scales on the surface also broke into pieces. 
   

        Less than half a breath later, the poisonous snake shattered completely. Like a glass artifact, it disintegrated mid-air, leaving only an intact snake head that fell to the ground, and after rolling around a couple of times, its mouth continued to open and close. 
   

        Creaking...
   

        The poisonous snake that had been coiled around the trunk of that tree, left clear traces of its presence. The bark had already decayed, revealing the yellow-white wood beneath. The wooden surface even bore scale-like patterns.
   

        No, they weren't patterns, they were dense cracks.
   

        Whoosh~
   

        A gust of wind blew above the forest.
   

        Like the final straw that broke the camel's back,
   

        A tree trunk, as thick as half a man, fell directly to the ground. The upper part crashed into the ground with a deafening noise, causing a shower of crushed wood to spray out of the broken cross-sectional surface like a small yellow rain.
   

        The bears' roars echoed faintly near the waterfall. 
   

        However, the roar sounded more miserable than intimidating, which was unlike the ferociousness during hunting, or the dominance when marking their territory. Instead, it resembled the threat voiced by an injured beast, or one short of breath when encountering a strong adversary.
   

        In the dense forest, a giant bear over three meters tall was roaring wildly. It was distinctly different from normal bears, as its spine was covered in white bone armor. Even its mane was many times more rigid and shorter.
   

        Standing opposite the giant bear, was a blond youth about 1.75m tall, quietly holding an old, yellowish book. On the open book, the first line was a handwritten bold title.
   

        "Dismemberment chapter".
   

        Yes, this is the chapter of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. It is what Feng Liusi has been teaching Casio continuously for the past two months.
   

        The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is comprised of three main chapters:
   

        "Acupoints Chapter" "Force Chapter" "Dismemberment Chapter"
   

        Unlike the secret martial arts of the secret martial arts world, these three chapters have no particular order. They merely encompass the different aspects that define the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, and are not categorized into progressive stages.
   

        It's not like the Gale Chapter and Elephant Herd Chapter of the Wind Elephant Fist.
   

        One must master all three aspects to master the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. While one could specialize in one, it is crucial to progress on all fronts.
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is an Ancient Assassination Fist, and classifications that are accepted in the secret martial arts world do not do it justice. Feng Liusi directly told Casio that the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is not divided into first or second levels, nor is it categorized into minor or major accomplishments or perfection.
   

        The progress of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist cultivation depends on the acupoints.
   

        Which is to say, the progress of the development of the sixty-six acupoints.
   

        To start learning South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, one must build the underlying structure in their body, which is a Vulture Star diagram formed by the sixty-six acupoints together. The martial artist needs to use the Deathfang Power to gradually connect all acupoints before interconnecting them to form a network of virtual meridians.
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        It should be noted, the acupuncture points here are just pierced through.
   

        That is, a hole has been poked through, and it can store a very small amount of Deathfang Power. This is considered the entry-level of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        Then, the ultimate goal of all South Dipper Red Vulture Fist's cultivation is to store more Deathfang Power in each of the acupuncture points.
   

        Acupuncture points can be compared to a round space filled with mud, and the process of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist's cultivation is like washing the mud away bit by bit with water formed by Deathfang Power until all the mud is gone, and the round space is filled with Deathfang Power.
   

        The strongest state of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is to fill all 66 acupuncture points with a massive amount of Deathfang Power. With a single palm strike, the tidal power will overwhelm the enemy, destroying him to dust.
   

        Feng Liusi once tested this at his peak, where he struck a 15-meter-high mound with all his might. The rock mound was shattered by his Deathfang Power.
   

        The surface of the mound was covered with dense cracks, and it gradually collapsed. Although that palm strike depleted all the Deathfang Power in Feng Liusi's body, it was enough to display the terrifying power of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        At that time, Feng Liusi only developed 33 of his body's acupuncture points to 100% capacity. It is noteworthy that when more than half of the acupuncture points are developed to 100%, a resonance is produced. If a Secret Martial Artist triggers this resonance, they would enter the final state of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist: Liberation, at a certain cost.
   

        This is roughly the progression of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist's cultivation.
   

        Because it originates from ancient times, it appears simple and crude. However, despite its simplicity and crudeness, its combat power is unimaginably strong.
   

        Within the span of two months, Casio, with his murderous personality, managed to maintain the South Dipper State in a very abnormal manner. Although his murderous personality seemed more violent than before, this greatly benefitted his cultivation of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. Consider that when Feng Liusi used to cultivate, he could only enter the South Dipper state for one to one and a half hours a day. As for Casio, he could enter whenever he wanted, spending 16 hours each day apart from the eight hours of sleep and eating.
   

        His daily South Dipper state duration is over ten times that of Feng Liusi. Although this cannot be simply multiplied by the cultivation progress, Casio's two months of training are at least equivalent to more than a year of Feng Liusi's. Four of his body's acupuncture points have been fully developed, with the storage of Deathfang Power reaching 100%.
   

        At the same time, Casio is also studying the secret technique of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. Feng Liusi said that apart from the Fang of Death Secret Art, all other killer moves were created by himself. Bloody Reflecting Flower, Bloody Spear, Deep Red Waterfall Blast.
   

        All of these were secret techniques created by Feng Liusi based on the principles of acupuncture points in the body. Once a killing technique is used, several related acupuncture points will burst. It is just like the muscle memory or a machine program in one's body.
   

        No wonder Feng Liusi's Bloody Reflecting Flower can attack furiously nearly a hundred times within a few breaths. In the past two months, Casio has reflected on this technique and humbly learned the secret art of the Bloody Reflecting Flower from Feng Liusi. Compared with the other two styles, the Bloody Reflecting Flower suits Casio's combat style. If he enters a Breathless Continuous Strikes state, coupled with an inhuman physique, and uses the Bloody Reflecting Flower.
   

        Wouldn't his attacks multiply severalfold once he makes his move?
   

        Bloody Reflecting Flower·Hundred Palms Thousand Hands?
   

        Of course, this is under ideal conditions. The three sections of Sonic Death and the killing technique Bloody Reflecting Flower may not necessarily complement each other, Casio still needs to work on integrating them.
   

        Aside from that.
   

        He is also studying the secret technique of Finger Gun, planning to merge it with the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. He wants to see which acupuncture points can resonate with the Finger Gun when they burst together. If it is indeed successful, then Casio has his second technique of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        Finger · Machine Gun?
   

        Finally, this is a spark of inspiration that Casio captured during his battle with Feng Liusi. His longest and deepest cultivation, the Wind Elephant Fist, with his four main killing techniques, gave him the nebulous feeling of merging the four techniques into one as he deepens his comprehension and improves his realm.
   

        Perhaps it can actually be successfully merged.
   

        It will be the third technique of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        Casio has been integrating his own Boxing Method and Secret Martial Art, hoping to see the result one day and make his boxing technique more reasonable.
   

        In the dense forest, the roar of the giant bear suddenly ceased.
   

        Swoosh.
   

        Large chunks of flesh started to peel off its massive body.
   

        The chunks of meat the size of a palm, with blood and fur, fell with thuds on the mud ground, and two eyeballs also fell out.
   

        They rolled on the uneven open ground and were caught in a groove.
   

        The broken body of the giant bear crashed on the ground with a thunderous noise.
   

        Casio shook the blood-streaked hand, while the other clean hand slowly closed the secret manual of boxing method used for dissection.
   

        "Today's cultivation is over..."
   

        He was just about to turn around and leave, but his heart suddenly stirred. With no signs, a strange feeling abruptly emerged in his heart.
   

        Pop~
   

        The fifth acupuncture point, the development level reached 100 percent.
   

        This breakthrough is no different from the previous ones, but an unexpected linkage response occurred at this moment.
   

        The so-called overflowing when filled, Casio has long reached the realm of the Boxing Method Major Accomplisment, and his physique had surpassed part of the fighters. Over the past two months, he has been exposed to the Ancient Assassination Fist Technique, which is comparable to the first-class secret martial arts. He has been constantly discussing with Feng Liusi, a veteran fighter who was even stronger than the peak period. He was also treated like half a disciple, with all kinds of skills, insights, and experiences being imparted to him.
   

        The accumulation was enough, it was just a lack of opportunity.
   

        And now, this opportunity has appeared.
   

        Casio was frozen in place, as if completely frozen. He could feel that there was an unknown part in his body, continuously casting airflow to the body. It was a very mysterious aura, like both a liquid and steam.
   

        It was extremely hot, just like boiling steam.
   

        Where the steam passes, muscles, meridians, skeletons seem to be responding to it, trembling slightly. If that feeling is specific, it is probably like being wrapped in hot spring water.
   

        Casio immediately sat cross-legged, wanting to retreat from the killing personality to the main personality. But as soon as he had this thought, the surging airflow suddenly stagnated, and he was about to stop. Casio immediately steadied his mind, still maintained the killing personality, and began to operate the southern Dipper's Red Vulture boxing method.
   

        He directly lifted his arms and then slowly combined them at the forearm position. Both hands were like eagle claws, with the back of his hand facing down. The right hand wrapped around the left hand, and the elbow was placed on the knee.
   

        His back was straight, giving off a sense of immovability.
   

        Casio quietly felt the airflow in his body and experienced every change during the breakthrough process. A new feeling filled his heart, even his brain became clearer.
   

        This state lasted for fifteen minutes.
   

        In the mountain forest, the wild wolves with sharp noses had already smelled the bloody smell of the bear corpse and came in groups.
   

        A dozen wild wolves approached the bear corpse under the leadership of the wolf leader.
   

        Just as the wolf's eyes were glowing, and he was about to start gnawing the delicious meat piece, a huge bird of prey cried out suddenly. Immediately after, an aura spread out like a shockwave.
   

        The air twisted visibly like ripples and covered the wolf pack in an instant. And the originator was Casio, who was enveloped in red smoke, almost wrapped in steam.
   

        The terrifying aura unique to the fighters scattered in all directions. In the blink of an eye, it looked like a giant exotic bird of prey plummeted from the sky, its ferocious wings blocking the daylight.
   

        The wolf pack was instantly suppressed by the pressure and crawled on the ground.
   

        The wet mud under the hips of the dozen or so wolves behind them, their heads buried in the fallen leaves whining. Apparently, they were scared to pee by this aura.
   

        And the wolf closest to Casio was scared to death on the spot. With a support of its limbs, it fell to the ground.
   

        It had already lost its breath completely.
   

        Like the steam coming out of a kettle, the red airflow climbed from Casio's back, arms, and shoulders to the top of his head. Finally, it formed a slightly rotating vortex in mid-air. Within the vortex, the eyes of a bird of prey became brighter and more vicious!
   

        Squawk!
   

        Casio suddenly opened his eyes, his eyes red.
   

        He did not enjoy the joy of finally breaking through as a fighter for the first time, but thought of the situation he encountered a few minutes ago.
   

        Why did the breakthrough of the fighter realm seem to stop when he wanted to return from the killing personality to the main personality? Do the three mental methods of Demon Idol secret martial arts have disadvantages or effects that he cannot imagine?
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        Seemingly without wind, the fabric on his body twisted and danced, billowing outwards from top to bottom like waves. Whether it was an illusion or not, the air within several meters of him seemed to be twirling around as Casio moved, subtly changing with each of his breaths.
   

        In a clearing within the forest, Casio stood still, seemingly deep in thought. He then extended his finger to touch the cross-shaped indent on his forehead again, a faint light flickering just below the surface.
   

        The color of his eyes quickly changed from pale red back to their original black.
   

        His murderous personality receded, replaced by the main personality.
   

        Hunar hunar hunar...
   

        Casio had originally been completely enveloped in a red steam-like aura, but now, as he retraced his murderous personality, the steam reversed its course and rapidly flowed back into his body, spreading through his body like a warm wave.
   

        "South Dipper, Red Vulture Fist..."
   

        Muttering to himself, Casio swiftly assumed the starting stance of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. Just like Feng Liusi's previous actions, he spread his feet, leaned his body forward, and stretched his hands forcefully back like the wings of a bird swooping down.
   

        He held this pose for five seconds. 
   

        Unexpectedly, the fighter's aura that he was supposed to release remained perfectly still, still stored within Casio's body. He tried again, from stillness to movement, and started employing the Ancient Assassination Fist Technique with all his might, his movements getting faster and faster. 
   

        The area surrounding his body seemed to be filled with shadows of fists, palms, and elbows. 
   

        Still no use...
   

        Casio stopped, his personality instantaneously changing to the aloof one.
   

        Once again, he performed the test in the same manner.
   

        No effect.
   

        He ceased all movement, standing between two large trees as leaves swirled down all around him.
   

        Casio had come to understand. 
   

        The Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol cost him nine blood essences and was created through great struggles. It wasn't the visible Demon Idol Heart, the circulation of its blood, the Golem Breathing Art, or even the combination of these three things that gave the Demon Idol life a magnetic field that were the most valuable. 
   

        Rather, they were the three key techniques of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art!
   

        Indeed, when Casio first created the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol, his priority was to resolve the issue of Dark Biological Transformation, and those three key techniques were clearly essential to solving that problem. Given his life or death situation at the time, Casio expended the most blood essence and effort on these three techniques. 
   

        However, because these techniques' functions, along with the clear boost they offered to the body of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art dwarfed everything else. As a result, Casio never delved deeper into them. He thought that the three techniques effectively addressed the Dark Biological Transformation and that the check and balance between the two personalities was already quite good. Yet, they actually had other functions. 
   

        Three key techniques, three personalities. Each one was a different individual, isolated by the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art. Theoretically, they could learn different combat skills and have entirely different judgments for the same thing. Therefore, isn't it normal for different personalities to have different Fighter's Auras?
   

        The murderous personality studied the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist and generated the aura of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist when its Qi and spirit reached the level of a fighter. This was akin to the red steam that sprouted from Casio earlier, which formed a vortex with a faint image of a huge vulture in it. 
   

        That was the aura of the murderous personality.
   

        However, the main personality and the aloof personality of Casio couldn't manipulate the aura of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist of the murderous personality due to the segregation. In other words, these two personalities could still have their own auras that corresponded to their own martial arts style. 
   

        In other words, theoretically speaking,
   

        Casio could have three types of Fighter's Auras!
   

        In the clearing, his contemplative eyes shone brighter and brighter.
   

        With a flash of light at the center of his forehead, Casio returned to his murderous personality. With a mere thought, the internal Qi flow naturally released itself and dissipated with a whoosh.
   

        Off in the distance, the wolf pack, which had managed to struggle to their feet at a good distance away and were intending to retreat, were once again forced down. The ground was sodden with puddles of urine.
   

        Casio couldn't care less about these beasts. Instead, he concentrated on exploring the wonders of the Fighter's Aura - the distinctive characteristic unique to fighters. He already possessed the physique of a fighter. Now, with the addition of the aura of a fighter, he had become a true fighter.
   

        This is the realm that the Gate Master of the Wind Elephant Gate, Belon, reached.
   

        Now, Casio had stepped into that same realm.
   

        In the entire Red Federation Martial Arts World, there were only about a hundred genuine masters of Secret Martial Arts who had stepped into the realm of a fighter. This comprised the strongest group among the Secret Martial Arts practitioners. They mastered a power that originated from their physical body yet transcended it. Neither handguns, machine guns, nor artillery guns could pose a threat to them. Only high explosive weapons could potentially harm these monsters. At the same time, they were also classified as solid "B" tier by the Black Mechanism.
   

        These were the pillars of any Secret Martial Arts school.
   

        Casio took a deep breath, slowly extending his arms to his sides. The Fighter's Aura, with his body as the core, seemed to stretch out like an extension of his touch. Casio could perceive every rustle of the wind and every movement within its covering range: the slight trembling of the leaves, the black ants steadily climbing through the cracks of the soil, the fearful heartbeat of the wolves creeping along the ground. Every action, every minute detail, was clearly perceived, as if an eye had opened above his head.
   

        It was gazing at the surroundings in an apathetic and rational attitude.
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        This was something akin to a God's Eye View, allowing one to anticipate the enemy's next move during close-range combat; to understand their situation and even their weaknesses.
   

        Without hesitation, Casio activated the Magic Eye state.
   

        Whoosh.
   

        He opened his bright eyes once again.
   

        They're clearer, more sensitive.
   

        As expected, the Magic Eye, a secret technique, was not entirely ineffective after becoming a Fighter. Though its effect might have been slightly weakened, it could still magnify and stack on top of the Aura. With this dual enhancement, Casio's control over the Aura felt even more natural.
   

        The air in the surrounding area seemed to rise and fall with his breathing rhythm, creating distortions like ripples in the air. It was as if heatwaves were rising over the prairie under the baking sun, a hazy change visible to the naked eye.
   

        He stretched out a finger, and the red steam on his arm immediately swirled over to it, rotating around the tip of his finger.
   

        "Is this Qi?"
   

        After studying it for a while, Casio decided he couldn't figure it out by himself and decided to turn back towards the waterfall to ask Feng Liusi.
   

        He turned and left, his silhouette disappearing into the dense forest.
   

        Back at the original spot,
   

        The shattered carcass of the Giant Bear lay on the ground surrounded by pieces of bloodied internal organs, a very gruesome sight. Dozens of flies sat motionless on chunks of meat, devoid of any sign of life. Beside the corpse, the Gray Wolf, ranked last in the entire pack, stood up, its limbs trembling as it retreated.
   

        It didn't get far before collapsing to the ground.
   

        A mixture of fresh blood and froth leaked from the corner of its mouth.
   

        A few kilometers away, near a small waterfall with not much of a drop,
   

        Feng Liusi sat on a quartzite block in the pond beneath the waterfall. The water fell with a pitter-patter, splashing against the surface of the pond. The air was humid, and the water steam plentiful. When the sunlight above shone on it, a small rainbow naturally formed, quietly hanging in mid-air.
   

        On this note, Feng Liusi was practicing the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, something he hadn't done in a long while. Ever since his physique weakened a few years ago, his spirit was also dragged down. Unable to suppress the side effects of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, he was plagued with the occasional deviation. That's why he went into seclusion in Death Valley, even performing a self-sealing.
   

        It wasn't until... Casio came to challenge him,
   

        what happened afterwards needs no elaboration.
   

        Over these two months, Feng Liusi genuinely treated Casio as his own disciple, imparting various insights and techniques. Casio, for his part, paid back in a strange secret technique that constantly repaired Feng Liusi's body, applied at intervals of a few days.
   

        The cost was the exotic beasts in and around Death Valley; almost the entire ten kilometers radius had been exterminated by the duo.
   

        As time passed, Feng Liusi felt himself getting better every day. Initially, the changes were very noticeable; the wrinkles on his face disappeared massively, and his white hair turned black. Later, the effects were weaker, but a little progress here and there was good too.
   

        The effect completely ceased only a week ago.
   

        On the quartzite, Feng Liusi opened his eyes, looking at his own reflection in the clear pond. His height had increased from 175 cm to 180 cm, and his formerly stooped body was now upright. His shriveled arms were replaced by full muscles.
   

        The most drastic change was in his face.
   

        He had transformed from a near seventy-year-old man to a man in his forties. His face was handsome with hardly any wrinkles apart from around the eyes. His nose was straight, his eyebrows were strong like a seagull's wings, and his black and white hair hung low, covering one sharp eye. He exuded a wild aura of strength.
   

        Only the braided beard seemed out of place.
   

        Feng Liusi felt the vitality emanating from this body at all times. It was completely different from the decaying state he had been in before. It felt like his body had been rejuvenated.
   

        "It's time to sever all ties with the past..."
   

        As Feng Liusi looked at his reflection in the pond, he raised his right hand and gently scraped his chin.
   

        Whoosh, his beard, which weighed at least a pound, fell off.
   

        He rubbed his hand over his face a few more times, shaving off the remaining beard to reveal flesh that hadn't seen the light of day in decades. Feng Liusi looked at the face of the middle-aged man on the lake surface, a face which was both familiar and unfamiliar, and fell silent.
   

        "I've become younger, and the power has returned. I should go down the mountain, wrap up the Red Vulture Fist matters, and then... it's time to conclude..."
   

        Murmuring to himself, he slowly stood up from the quartzite.
   

        Suddenly, a figure rushed out from the thick forest on one side, charging towards Feng Liusi like a cannonball!
   

        Feng Liusi, feeling that familiar aura, was not the least bit surprised. He directly gripped his fist, and with the agility of a spring, leapt out in a sudden burst of energy.
   

        His hands flapped like a roc spreading its wings, and then he launched his extreme offensive. He collided directly with Casio on the shore, who was also charging furiously. A dull thump resonated.
   

        A large swath of water ripples swayed inwards on the shore.
   

        Thump thump thump thump thump...
   

        In a fast-paced series of attacks, Feng Liusi's robust arms swung like car wheels, constantly launching massive fists. His other body joints also cooperated, forming a seamless whole. Hands, elbow, knees, shoulders echoed each other.
   

        He was stronger now than two months ago, by a large margin!
   

        Now that Feng Liusi's physique had recovered, every punch he threw was swift and powerful. Unlike before when he relied primarily on his savvy skills while fighting Casio, now he was equally focused on both skills and strength. This was the perfect combat state of the Blood Fist at its peak.
   

        "Huff!"
   

        A fist tore through the air, emitting a whistling sound.
   

        "Well done!" Feng Liusi's eyes lit up. He stepped forward defiantly and pushed off Casio's punch while striking Casio's right armpit. This caused Casio to stumble back.
   

        His figure closely followed, rotating sharply. His elbow suddenly swung, slashing in the air towards Casio.
   

        Thump!
   

        The elbow was blocked by a fist while another tricky angle punch flew in, striking Feng Liusi in the chest, causing him to stagger back on the pile of rubble, steadying himself with a backstep.
   

        Barely, the heel of his shoe didn't sink into the water.
   

        Feng Liusi glanced behind him and smiled lightly. He spread his arms, and his clothes inflated with the airflow. Pale red steam erupted, and an aura immediately dispersed.
   

        A visible ripple enveloped Casio.
   

        Slowing him down.
   

        Feng Liusi took the opportunity to dash forward, his hands joining in front of his chest like a lotus bud in the air.
   

        No matter what, eat my Blood Reflecting Flower first!
   

        Five meters, three meters, two meters, one meter...
   

        As the distance between the two quickly closed to just half a meter... 
   

        Casio suddenly raised his head within the stalled aura, a smile inexplicably spreading across his face. Suddenly, a familiar sound, like flowing water, resonated. In Feng Liusi's astonished widening eyes, a cloud of blood-red steam spurted from Casio's body.
   

        Immediately after, an aura packed with killing intent and the stench of blood swept over, clashing violently with Feng Liusi's aura.
   

        "This is—The aura of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist!"
   

        Feng Liusi's expression was shocked, and his figure momentarily froze.
   

        He was wrapped up in the sudden explosion of Casio's aura.
   

        Half a meter away, Casio smugly brought his hands together in front of his chest, displaying the same Blood Reflecting Flower secret technique stance as Feng Liusi, then, hundreds of thousands of arm shadows exploded outwards.
   

        Densely packed, they enveloped Feng Liusi completely. This time, Feng Liusi, the creator of this secret technique, experienced its effect for the first time. Strangely, it felt somewhat novel.
   

        "Crackle, crackle…"
   

        Following the consecutive explosive sounds, a shadow was punched straight into the air, arching over before falling into the pond.
   

        With a splash, water scattered all around.
   

        Casio retracted his fists, taking step after step towards the pond.
   

        Splash, an arm suddenly broke through the water surface, an index finger pointing straight at Casio. Then, Feng Liusi's head emerged from underneath the water, a faint smile adorning his face.
   

        Then out came his catchphrase.
   

        "Good kid, you've got three... no, five percent of my past prowess!"
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        Three seconds later.
   

        Feng Liusi leisurely walked out of the pond, then shook the power of his entire body, causing large splashes of water to fly. The wetness of his clothes was similar to that of a freshly washed garment that had been wrung out. He further made a few random stretches, forcing more water out.
   

        By the time Feng Liusi strolled to Casio's side, his clothes were already seventy percent dry. Additionally, the residual force left in Feng Liusi's body from being completely hit by the Blood Reflecting Flower was canceled out by his own Deathfang Power. As long as it doesn't detonate, the Blood Reflecting Flower doesn't really cause much harm to human muscle tissue or internal organs.
   

        At most, it causes some minor bruises to the skin and muscles.
   

        Feng Liusi halted his steps about a meter from Casio, his gaze scanning again, his expression seemed slightly complex. In the end, he sighed, "Ah, if only you were a disciple trained by my Red Vulture Fist… such a shame…"
   

        Casio knew what Feng Liusi was thinking. The Red Vulture Fist was a secret martial art faction in Windsor County and belonged to those at the bottom of the third class. This status was granted due to the renown of Feng Liusi's Blood Fist and peak combat strength surpassing that of veteran fighters. Without an ordinary fighter as the gate master of the Red Vulture Fist, it's doubtful they could even rank in the third class.
   

        The quality of the disciples within the Red Vulture Fist varied greatly. Most were mediocre, and the occasional one or two decent number couldn't really amount to much. For these past dozen or so years, Feng Liusi hadn't passed on the secret transmission of the Southern Dipper to the people of the Red Vulture Fist. Not even his son had been taught. Partly this was due to the stringent conditions for cultivating the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. There wasn't a single person in the Red Vulture Fist who could pass the initial test. Additionally, there were the massive downsides of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, which required abundant martial arts experience and firm determination from its cultivators. Otherwise, cultivators could risk losing control and going mad, one after another, and teaching them could bring greater harm instead.
   

        Beside the waterfall, next to the pond, on a ground scattered with pebbles.
   

        Feng Liusi looked at Casio with a complex expression. He previously thought that he would take the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist to the grave with him. He hadn't expected to encounter an unexpected change of events late in life and that his successor would refuse to become his disciple, leading to a relationship more resembling mentor and friend.
   

        In the end, he sighed again, saying, "Show me your fighter's aura, although I've already given you some pointers before, some things need to be personally experienced."
   

        Right then and there, the two found a flat open space to sit down.
   

        Casio lightly tapped his forehead with his right hand, instantly releasing the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist's aura from his killer personality status.
   

        A wave of air visible to the naked eye spread in all directions of the forest, ultimately forming a slightly deformed circle centered on Casio with a three-meter radius. If anyone could look downwards from above the dense forest, they would see this clearly.
   

        The fallen leaves on the open ground noticeably sunk, forming a discrete line with the fluffy layer of leaves beyond the three-meter radius.
   

        Feng Liusi and Casio were seated in the lotus position within this circle.
   

        Feng Liusi's eyes were half-closed, emitting a cloud of red steam from his body. His aura tightly enveloped his body, while one hand extended out, fingers spread wide and lightly pressed on the muddy earth.
   

        A moment later, Feng Liusi opened his eyes in surprise.
   

        "Your aura is heavy with killing intent, almost like that of a veteran fighter. The killing intent in the air is like tangled and refined cotton wool, far surpassing that of a typical novice fighter…"
   

        He retracted his hand and once again glanced at the boundary behind him, "Even the range is slightly larger, at least a meter more."
   

        Casio listened indifferently, it was no surprise to him that he was very strong. Not just any pugilist could go toe-to-toe with a fighter, with a vast gulf between the two. Naturally, when such a capable pugilist breaks into the fighter realm, they would far surpass average novice fighters.
   

        "Release your qi for me to see again…"
   

        Feng Liusi said after pondering for a moment.
   

        Casio immediately did as told, his body gushing out a large cloud of red steam all at once. Vapor naturally overflowed from his pores, flying up along his shoulders and neck. A vortex about half a person's size formed above his head, rotating around.
   

        "So much qi grasped immediately after breaking through…" Feng Liusi was secretly shocked and fell silent, just watching.
   

        Casio's body continued to gush out steam, warming himself from within. A constant stream flowed into the air above. After a few breaths, a cry of a bird of prey suddenly echoed from the red vortex. Almost the size of a human head was a claw, semi-visible -- not made of flesh, but red scales.
   

        "The embryonic form of the boxing method intent!"
   

        Feng Liusi jumped up in surprise. Just how compatible was this kid with the characteristics of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist? He had even begun cultivating the boxing method intent in two months. He couldn't help but complain to himself.
   

        The aura of a fighter also has different stages. Generally, it has to do with the quantity and quality of qi and vigor in a fighter's body, and it also has various connections to the boxing method intent. Without boxing method intent, the aura is nothing more than loose sand, capable of executing range suppression, oppressing the spirit of secret martial artists and humans below the level of a fighter.
   

        But it isn't as significant in a battle with another fighter of the same realm. If you want it to work, cultivating your personal boxing method intent is essential. The boxing method intent can bind the loose qi and momentum, It can specifically target a single individual within its range. This can result in an excellent effect of mental suppression.
   

        Casio seems to be on the verge of crossing this threshold. The embryonic form of the boxing method intent of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was already present, just waiting for the right moment.
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        Perhaps one day inspiration would strike, or the pressure of fighting with a master would lead him to suddenly break through to a new realm.
   

        Feng Liusi's thoughts circulated as he looked several times at the deep red vortex above Casio's head. The violent and bloody aura that emanated from within it caused him to feel subtly alarmed, as it seemed to be somewhat too intense.
   

        After contemplating for a moment, Feng Liusi chose to remind him.
   

        "Casio, I know you're thrilled about finally making progress as a fighter, and the upcoming period will be one of rapid advancement for you. However, you must take caution - you can use me as a negative example. The cultivation of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist brims with killing intent, leading to possible retaliation, even to the point of deviation."
   

        "Restrained by your own murderous nature, never lose yourself..."
   

        Feng Liusi imparted his words seriously. Having spent two months together, he had come to consider himself as Casio's elder.
   

        Things that needed to be spoken, reminders that should be emphasized. Whether Casio was receptive or not, Feng Liusi felt an obligation to say it.
   

        Next, Feng Liusi unfolded his aura, demonstrating its various uses in front of Casio. With twenty years of experience, some of his techniques were undoubtedly helpful.
   

        At the end, Casio asked Feng Liusi a question.
   

        If a secret martial artist possessed multiple auras at once, could the clashes between them lead to some negative results?
   

        This question stumped Feng Liusi.
   

        He could only provide some speculation based on his experience.
   

        First, bad results and good results are both possible. Different natures of aura may have crashing conflicts, creating clear distinctions. Or they may undergo transformations, meaning the aura doesn't differentiate properties, and as long as you infuse it with martial will, it will become the aura of that particular boxing method. There are precedents for this.
   

        Feng Liusi once traveled the Northern Mystery Martial World, encountering an elderly retired fighter. The secret martial art the man practiced was very peculiar, with the first half and the second half of the boxing method differing greatly. It led to the situation where using the first half of the method required one type of aura, and in using the second half, the original aura transformed to match the property of the latter half, which was quite miraculous.
   

        This situation was similar to Casio's, but there were also significant differences.
   

        Second, based on the conditions described by Casio, Feng Liusi believed that having three coexisting auras was more likely than two. If there were only two auras, the possibility of mutual consumption would be higher, but the addition of a third would create a variable. Perhaps something unexpected could happen. As is well-known, a triangle is the most stable.
   

        Third, ...
   

        ****************
   

        In a blink, another two days had passed.
   

        Having a preliminary grasp on the realm of fighters, Casio expressed his intention of descending the mountain on this morning to Feng Liusi.
   

        "You plan to go down the mountain?" At the door of the wooden house, Feng Liusi looked at Casio, who had a thin wooden fishing rod slung over his shoulder.
   

        "Yes, I have some matters to attend to."
   

        Casio's tone was as indifferent as ever.
   

        "Wait for me." Feng Liusi brushed past Casio and entered the small wooden house. Two minutes later, he came out carrying a cloth bag, and with a hint of a smile said,
   

        "Let's go together; I have some matters to attend to as well…"
   

        A chilling gleam flashed deep within Feng Liusi's eyes.
   

        Casio glanced at Feng Liusi, then at the cloth bag he was carrying. He nodded and succinctly agreed, "Fine…"
   

        Feng Liusi lifted his cloth bag as if to explain.
   

        "I didn't bring anything except a couple of cans of worms from the surroundings of Death valley. These blood-colored worms are fatter than those from other places, very suitable for fishing. I have few hobbies at my old age and just enjoy fishing, haha..."
   

        He laughed heartily. The current Feng Liusi no longer looked the old man, but rather more like an interesting middle-aged man.
   

        The type that mature young women would like...
   

        Without any hesitation or concern, these two high-ranking figures in the world of secret martial arts leveraged their strength and directly descended the mountain.
   

        Not bringing anything else, they resembled unrestrained wanderers in a way.
   

        August 27th, just before three in the afternoon.
   

        Near the Roca Mountain Range, Windsor County, Mia City.
   

        At the Red Vulture Fist Headquarters, in a moderately-sized dojo.
   

        The grounds were trapezoidal, smaller at the front and larger at the back. A portion was a newly built brick and tile building, while another section was an older wooden structure. Dozens of teenagers in light green martial arts uniforms were practicing their boxing on the martial arts field, their movements methodical and orderly.
   

        In the shade of several large trees surrounding the arena, instructors in white combat suits paced back and forth, supervising everyone's cultivation.
   

        Close to the entrance, one teenager looked a bit distracted. His eyes occasionally glanced towards the entrance, and his movements were slightly deformed.
   

        "Val, concentrate!" An instructor's voice rang out from behind him, and Val was struck on the head, immediately stopping his daydreaming.
   

        Minutes and seconds passed, and it was three in the afternoon.
   

        "Bang, bang, bang!"
   

        A knocking sound rang out punctually from outside the wooden door.
   

        Following that, a young man's voice came from outside, "East Nine Gates, Evil Eye Fist, second core Otto... is here to spar."
   

        Suddenly, all the disciples practicing boxing stopped in their tracks. They looked at each other, with some whispering in low voices. "Here they come again, every day at three in the afternoon…"
   

        "Will they ever stop? It's been over half a month..."
   

        "Why does the Evil Eye Fist come to challenge us every day? The Two-finger Flow and other schools also come occasionally. What exactly are they aiming for?"
   

        "It seems to have something to do with East Nine Gates, but I am not entirely sure..."
   

        Hearing the discussion among the disciples, the instructor in the combat suit couldn't help but sigh. Over the past half month, several secret martial art factions had collectively come to challenge the Red Vulture Fist, under the pretense of sparring, of course.
   

        These factions, led by the Evil Eye Fist, sporadically send their core disciples to challenge, resulting in more losses than wins for the Red Vulture Fist. This even affected the cultivation and morale of the Red Vulture Fist disciples, with five or six dropping out consecutively.
   

        In the secret martial arts world, sparring is inevitable. The saying goes, "Better lose a player than the game". The losses in fighters was minor compared to losing face. The Red Vulture Fist had no choice but to accept the challenges, for if they didn't, their reputation would be ruined.
   

        Unless, that is, the Red Vulture Fist stopped accepting new disciples.
   

        So, they had to open the door ...
   

        With a creak, the gate of the Red Vulture Fist dojo swung open.
   

        A dark-skinned young man strode in.
   

        Five minutes later, the sparring session ended.
   

        The three fighters from Red Vulture Fist, all lost.
   

        Outside the door, the dark-skinned young man flexed his fists. He hadn't walked a few steps before getting into a car, driven by a man in his fifties. He still had a muscular physique, with obvious veins on his arms. His face bore a scar, and his eyes were dark and profound.
   

        With a slam, the door was shut.
   

        "Master, we won." The younger man said from the back seat.
   

        "Good. Just as it should be." A cold smile curled at the corner of the middle-aged man's mouth, "We, the Evil Eye Fist, have tried to advise patiently. If they do not heed our advice, they cannot blame us for using force. East Nine Gates' plan to integrate the entire Eastern Mystery Martial World is the trend of the times. As for thorns like Red Vulture Fist, they enable us to kill a chicken to scare the monkeys."
   

        "Master, I remember there used to be a very famous fighter in the Red Vulture Fist, called Feng Liusi. He was known as the Blood Fist."
   

        The dark-skinned youth complied.
   

        "I understand you, don't worry. That old chap deviated from the right path three years ago, and has been in seclusion somewhere in the corners of the Roca Mountain range ever since. With no news for so long, it's likely that he's in a good deal of danger." The middle-aged man paused for a moment before continuing, "Even if this man comes back, it's of no use. We, the Evil Eye Fist, have our Master and old Master, both being fighters. Plus another one from other schools, and there's one who can be transferred from the East Nine Gates. Red Vulture Fist cannot make any waves. We have a total of four fighters on our side, enough to suppress the factions in Windsor County."
   

        "Red Vulture Fist is only a side note..."
   

        The middle-aged man started the car, and the wheels gradually began to spin faster. He glanced out the window, and said in a casual conversation with his disciple, "Sand Elbow, Blackwood Secret Sword, Earth Plow Knife, Mikar Fighting faction, Moon Wind Gate... most of the small factions have been integrated over these past few months. In a few days' time, we'll take down Red Vulture Fist. By then, a county's resources, medicinal materials, and fresh blood will flood into our Evil Eye Fist. At that time, we can hope for further advancement..."
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        Half past three in the afternoon.
   

        A car stopped at the entrance of the Red Vulture Fist Dojo Gate.
   

        The car door opened.
   

        A youthful girl with tea-green hair stepped out from the back seat. She was dressed simply, all in white. Years of regular physical training had sculpted her body into a strikingly proud shape. The curvature of her waist was pronounced, highlighting her chest. Her face was equally exquisite, her pale features inexplicably exuding a gentle aura.
   

        It was Feng Liusi's granddaughter, Niv.
   

        On the driver's side, the door was pushed open.
   

        This was a middle-aged man in his forties, his eyebrows and eyes slightly resembling Niv's. He was robust, with an overbearing overall demeanour, his cheeks full of tea-brown sideburns. He was dressed in a martial outfit, representing his identity as a martial artist.
   

        Rune, Niv's father.
   

        Also, the current Gate Master of Red Vulture Fist.
   

        The two walked into the Red Vulture Fist Dojo. Along the way, numerous disciples greeted them half-heartedly, creating a somewhat lackluster atmosphere.
   

        When they reached the depths of the dojo, a man noticeably older than Rune came forward to meet them. His eyes were tired, and there was a bitter smile on his face, "Gate Master, they have come again. This time it is the second core of the Evil Eye Fist. Our disciples have gone up three times and lost every time. That includes our second core, Chris..."
   

        Seeing Carlo, the Second Elder of the Red Vulture Fist responsible for the on-site operation of the headquarters, Rune also sighed. In the last half month, forces like Evil Eye Fist had stopped their regular activities and took turns sending their core disciples to challenge the Red Vulture Fist. As the biggest Secret Martial Art school in Windsor County, Evil Eye Fist had more resources and fresh blood inflow than Red Vulture Fist. Their trained core disciples were naturally stronger and the Red Vulture Fist could barely resist.
   

        What was even more shameful was,
   

        After the core disciples of Evil Eye Fist sparred and injured the core disciples of Red Vulture Fist, on the surface, they feigned compensation, but behind the scenes, they encouraged the core disciples from other Secret Martial Art Schools to come challenge.
   

        Taking advantage of the injured state of Red Vulture Fist's core disciples, the martial art forces that were usually not as good as Red Vulture Fist came forward to kick them while they were down. Their goal was simple: to rapidly exert pressure on the entire Red Vulture Fist.
   

        To force Red Vulture Fist to join the so-called Eastern Alliance.
   

        More than a decade ago, the Yunquan Fist from East Sea County held the first Eastern Secret Martial Arts Exchange Competition. This led to the increasing activity and closer connections within the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World, subtly forming a Secret Martial Arts group known as East Nine Gates.
   

        Mostly, the top schools in the six counties of the east gathered, held a monopoly over the say, and even integrated resource allocation.
   

        Most of these were not lower than second-rate forces. They were not only powerful, but the young generation and top combat strength also held an advantage. With time, the East Nine Gates started to consider integrating the entire Eastern Secret Martial Arts World. The members of the East Nine Gates in each county were responsible for managing all the Secret Martial Art Schools in their county.
   

        Evil Eye Fist was responsible for the specifics in Windsor County.
   

        As the power of the East Nine Gates was vast and superficially quite respectful, they did not directly wage war in the form of sects or have fighters come forward to consolidate a county.
   

        Instead, they mostly used various means to pressure the smaller schools. They could use money, resources, medicinal ingredients, baiting with secret techniques and so on.
   

        Also, they would instigate the younger generation to challenge more powerful Secret Martial Art Schools, thereby achieving their goals.
   

        Perhaps, only when there was no other choice left, the fighters would make a move. Otherwise, they generally served as backup. Up to now, there had been no major bloodshed in the consolidation of forces by the East Nine Gates, nor had any high-level strengths come forward.
   

        But if necessary, there would be a mutual exchange of top fighters amongst the East Nine Gates. Similarly, some of the promising younger generations would also move around the different counties. They were generally the first core of the leading schools in the East Nine Gates, blessed with outstanding talent and powerful strength.
   

        During this time of territorial division in the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World by East Nine Gates, these individuals who would likely rule the schools in the future naturally wanted to make a name for themselves.
   

        Moreover, this could affect the rankings of top schools in East Nine Gates. So far, three individuals have risen to fame in the entire Eastern Secret Martial Arts World, known collectively as the Three Stars of the East.
   

        All three were top talents trained by their respective schools, the absolute first core. Each of them had at least reached the Major Accomplishment realm of a Fist Master, and with numerous secret techniques at their disposal, their combat strength was even superior to some Secret Martial Art Schools' schoolmasters.
   

        The one of the Three Stars closest to Windsor County was Lance of Soul-losing sword, who was quite famous in the neighboring Kaqiong County. He had challenged one-third of the Secret Martial Art schools in the county single-handedly and had undefeated records, winning two-thirds of the time and tying the rest.
   

        Things have pretty much settled in Kaqiong County, and Lance of Soul-losing sword was likely to come to the neighboring Windsor County. And the thorn in the sides, Red Vulture Fist, would most likely be the target of his challenge, with Gate Master Rune being the one to face him.
   

        Victory could be conceivable, and tying would also be fine. But, what if they were defeated?
   

        That would mean loss of face and a significant impact on the school.
   

        Now, almost all the small schools in Windsor County were nearly consolidated by Evil Eye Fist, leaving only some mid-level schools. There were probably two or three, and Rune was going to negotiate with them today. The situation was not very promising; some schools had already started to waver.
   

        The main reason that some schools resisted joining the Eastern Alliance was that the East Nine Gates demanded that every school disclose some secret techniques, share medicinal resources, and even allow fusion of fresh blood.
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        This is somewhat similar to a pyramid structure, where the top school can constantly draw resources from the ones below. Of course, if the situation turns particularly bleak, the many schools could also compromise.
   

        However, the Red Vulture Fist is a special case. The Evil Eye Fist directly demands
   

        that the Red Vulture Fist demonstrate its Secret Martial Arts heritage, sharing all its secret techniques and skills. The reason for this goes back to an old grudge.
   

        It involves Feng Liusi, of the Blood Fist.
   

        The Red Vulture Fist, of course, refuses to surrender. If they do as the Evil Eye Fist commands, the Red Vulture Fist will effectively cease to exist. After all, if the most crucial part of their Secret Martial Art heritage is handed over to the enemy, they could easily hold their lives in their hand.
   

        That is what caused some of the recent events over the last half month.
   

        In the conference room, the space is tightly enclosed.
   

        The current Gate Master, Rune, is in a meeting with several Elders who had rushed over, their arguments ongoing. The Great Elder's voice is the loudest among them.
   

        "Why hasn't the former Gate Master come down from the mountain? Rune! You should understand the current situation. If we carry on, barely surviving like this, it would be better to simply agree to the requests of the Evil Eye Fist!"
   

        Rune, listening to the other's rant, furrows his brows.
   

        "It's not that I don't want to notify my father, but from July until September each year in the Roca Mountain Range, venomous snakes, insects and beasts enter a frenzy state. Even Fighters armed with special insect repellent powder could face great danger."
   

        "Who could have foreseen in July that within two months the situation would deteriorate so dramatically...," Rune shakes his head, "Hold on one more week, just one more week should be enough..."
   

        "One week, huh ..." The Great Elder, sporting a goatee, scoffs coldly, "I suppose by then it will already be too late. The latest news is that Lance of the Soul-losing Sword, one of the Three Stars of the East, is already on his way to Windsor County. When the time comes, you will be his first challenge."
   

        "I will naturally accept the challenge," Rune replies gravely.
   

        "I hope you still have that confidence when the time comes." With that, the Great Elder stands and, with a cold face, walks straight out.
   

        He is in charge of the resources of the Red Vulture Fist medicine channel, his strength is equally formidable and his status is no less than Rune's. Especially since Feng Liusi's seclusion due to deviation, the elder Great Elder naturally holds an even higher position. Sometimes he would even mock Rune in times of conflict. As soon as he left, many other Elders also got up and left.
   

        Only about half of the Sect Elders remaining in the meeting room.
   

        Rune, with a stern face, continues the earlier topic.
   

        Outside in the corridor, four or five Elders are following the steps of Great Elder, heading towards the exit of the building as they converse.
   

        "Gentlemen, do you think I was being disrespectful to the Gate Master just now?" The Great Elder suddenly stops, glancing at the people around him.
   

        Some Elders look somewhat hesitant, their meaning obvious.
   

        "Actually, I gave him plenty of respect," says the Great Elder in a serious tone, "All he's thinking about is our former Gate Master coming back from Roca Mountain Range to organize things. But given the increasing pressure from the East Nine Gates, we might not be able to hold on for that long. Furthermore, to be harsh, even if the old Gate Master returns, he may not be able to reverse the situation. Let's be mindful of the strength of the East Nine Gates..."
   

        "Windsor County's Evil Eye Fist has two fighters, and another open supporter of the Evil Eye Fist from other schools. Plus there are, very likely, other experts summoned from elsewhere in the East Nine Gates..."
   

        The Great Elder extends his old right hand, showing four fingers, "Four Fighters!"
   

        "The old Gate Master is nearing seventy. His physique will inevitably decline. A few years ago, he even suffered a deviation, lost his sanity. What of his strength from fifteen years ago, at the zenith of his Blood Fist, remains now? How can he advantageously face four Fighters? I'm just saying, facing Lance of the Soul-losing Sword may be the best-case scenario. When the old Gate Master returns, things will get worse, four Fighters, geez. I'm not trying to sabotage us, it's just that the situation is really this dire..."
   

        The Great Elder's expression is tinged with a touch of gloom.
   

        "So it's a dead-end?"
   

        "So we have no choice but to join the Eastern Alliance? Their demands are our Red Vulture Fist Secret Martial Art and a considerable amount of secret techniques."
   

        "If we hand them over, wouldn't our Red Vulture Fist be reduced to a mere name?"
   

        Many Elders voice out their concerns.
   

        Only to see the Great Elder in the middle shake his head, a mysterious glint in his eyes, "Of course our Red Vulture Fist won't just be reduced to a name. The Red Vulture's Secret Martial Art is the foundation of our school. But, doesn't the old Gate Master possess a powerful set of Secret Martial Arts?"
   

        "You should also be able to feel that the old Gate Master's power does not come from the Red Vulture Fist, but from a completely different boxing method. This method is extremely powerful, and is likely a second-class or first-class Secret Martial Art. The abrupt breakthrough of the old Gate Master twenty years ago, the strength he showed after the breakthrough, and the spirited progress he made in the following decade or so. It mostly has to do with it..."
   

        A flash of insight gleams in the Great Elder's eyes, "The old Gate Master lives in seclusion in the Roca Mountain Range. For some reason, he has not passed on this Secret Martial Art, not even to his son. I can understand this, since there may be some unknown drawbacks. But given the current situation, and the fact that he can't cope any longer, we could give the Red Vulture Fist to East Nine Gates, then we all switch to training in the old Gate Master's Secret Martial Arts, and make secret progress. Perhaps after a generation or two we can overthrow the bottom Sect of the East Nine Gates, and we can join the Nine Gates ourselves..."
   

        "This..."
   

        The other elders glanced at each other upon hearing this.
   

        They understood the implication of the Great Elder's words.
   

        In a blunt way, this means that the Red Vulture Fist should surrender their Red Vulture Martial Art inheritance, forcing the old Gate Master to pass down his powerful secret martial art that he practices. Even though there may be some drawbacks, its effect is definitely better than the third-rate secret martial art of the Red Vulture Fist. With several hundred people in various parts of the Red Vulture Fist, they could also recruit more disciples in the future, and there will always be some geniuses who can cultivate it.
   

        Only a generation should endure, and then the future will be bright.
   

        The Great Elder's proposition seemed quite reasonable and feasible.
   

        The other three or four elders discussed among themselves, some were already convinced, and others were still wavering. The Great Elder watched them silently, with no change in his eyes.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        The Great Elder returned to his residence by car. As soon as he entered the hall, a seductive and charming woman greeted him.
   

        She sprang directly into the arms of the Great Elder.
   

        "Pali, I don't have time to play with you now, we'll talk tonight."
   

        The Great Elder lightly patted the soft spot, then turned and walked straight up the stairs to a study in the corner of the third floor.
   

        He looked at the brass telephone on the desk.
   

        He reached out and dialed a number.
   

        ************************
   

        Bang!
   

        A red fist shadow flashed by.
   

        A big tree as thick as two people was directly uprooted.
   

        A fast-moving figure dashed by, its speed was incredible. It was like a shadow reflected in the shadow of a tree trunk.
   

        Near the river, an open area in the forest.
   

        A wild boar king two meters tall with red eyes, it rushed around as if it were mad. It had an exaggerated physique, all muscles and fat, with a layer of mud and bristles forming a hard armor on the surface. The two tusks by its nose were as long as a person's forearm, and yellow at the tip. Its breathing was as loud as thunder.
   

        This, almost two-tonne wild boar king, comparable to a tank, was desperately searching for its prey that had just disappeared suddenly.
   

        Pigs are omnivorous, they also eat meat.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly there was a noise behind the wild boar, and it reacted quite quickly. It turned around and tried to charge.
   

        But then came the sound of movement from behind again.
   

        A figure appeared like a ghost.
   

        Squeal!
   

        The screech of the bird of prey drowned out the sound of swinging arms colliding.
   

        The massive body of the wild boar king was sent flying by a great force, it broke two big trees in succession and crashed into a boulder by the shore. The next second, the wild boar's tragic scream was deafening.
   

        It struggled violently on the ground, its short legs dug two deep trenches in the soil. Then, the part of its body that was hit started to spurt cracks, and blood plasma sprayed out like a fountain. The cracks began to spread, quickly forming a web that covered its whole body, the flesh and bones becoming visible between the red meat chunks.
   

        Blood plasma erupted from all the cracks, resulting in a rain of blood. After the blood rain fell and the bloody wind blew away, only a massive skeleton and the decaying meat and internal organs around it, plus the boulder that the wild boar king had hit, remained on the ground.
   

        That boulder also disintegrated and exploded into a cloud of stone powder after a few seconds.
   

        A breeze blew by, and two figures appeared on the shore.
   

        Casio glanced at the bloody scene five meters away, then looked at Feng Liusi, who seemed to be getting younger and stronger.
   

        He couldn't help but praise: "Turning a body into a skeleton with one move, you are getting closer and closer to your peak state. Blood Fist!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Feng Liusi shook his head with a soft smile.
   

        He instinctively reached out to stroke his beard, only realizing then that the thick beard on his chin had been shaved off. Feng Liusi took a slight breath, and his heightened body temperature caused by his strenuous sprint cooled down, returning to normal.
   

        "The Roca Mountain Range enters an irritable period each year from July to September. We descended the mountain a bit early and are now at the tail end of that irritable period. Had we delayed the descent by about a week, obstacles would have been much smaller," Feng Liusi remarked, glancing at the dense surrounding woods. Various animals and poisonous insects occasionally crawled through the dense shrubbery. With some focus, one could even hear the howling of wolves and growling of bears during the daytime.
   

        "I suspect it might have something to do with the poisonous fog that lingers in the depths of the Roca Mountain Range. The fog frequently appears from July to September..."
   

        As he spoke, Feng Liusi handed over a clean cloth to Casio. "The path out of the Death Valley is more rugged than we imagined, so we probably will have to spend the night in the woods. The fog is more pronounced in the early mornings and it might be poisonous. If necessary, soak the cloth in the river, wet it, and cover your mouth and nose when the fog sets in."
   

        Casio reached out to take the cloth and nodded.
   

        The two went on with their journey.
   

        The route out of the Death Valley through the Roca Mountain Range is known for its danger despite its mere fifty kilometers. Ferocious beasts, mutated giant beasts, and a variety of eerily exotic poisonous bugs and snakes mark the path. Now, being in the irritable period, the danger is even more impending. The two fighters, Casio and Feng Liusi, banded together for the trip.
   

        Even for them, the journey out of the Roca Mountain Range would take more than a day.
   

        They traveled from the afternoon till dusk.
   

        They advanced over a dozen kilometers, encountering five violent beast attacks along the way. Then there was the relentless altercation with a mutated crow flock. The birds had poisonous claws, acted in harmony, and were numerous. The crows chased Casio and Feng Liusi for several kilometers until about a thousand of them had been killed before the rest gave up.
   

        The most dangerous encounter, however, was with the deadly noxious fog.
   

        Casio had experienced the noxious fog when he first arrived at Death Valley. Just breathing the air led to a burning sensation, and eventually, blood seeped from his physique.
   

        The fog encountered this time was more powerful than the previous. The air inhaled not only incited a burning feeling, but simply the contact of skin with the air led to an irritably hot itch on the skin. In no time at all, rashes would appear.
   

        If they had stayed a little longer, hundreds of blisters would have developed.
   

        Casio spotted a bear corpse in the fog. The bear was covered in massive rotting blisters with an eerie semi-transparent red color, each as big as an eyeball, making it seem like the bear was covered in red eyes. It hadn't been dead for long, and its blood blisters were still erupting with a popping sound. Drops of pus splattered on the ground causing a hissing sound as it corroded the mud.
   

        The two sprinted through the foggy patch of woods, and once they reached normal air, the rash on their skin, which had started to bubble, returned to normal. Casio caught a mutated monkey and used its life field to heal himself and Feng Liusi. This little setback, however, brought the darkness of night more quickly.
   

        The two of them chose a clearing to set a fire. They didn't need any tools. Striking a hand knife on a rock would cause sparks. If they wanted a wooden house, they could build one on the spot.
   

        Casio replaced manual labor with a gust of wind. His hands turned into a chainsaw of sorts and quickly felled several trees. He then shaved the logs into wood suitable for a simple shelter to shield them from the wind and rain. The weather in the afternoon hadn't been promising, and there was a chance of rain at night.
   

        So, he drew out about ten branches and wedged the ends of each branch into the trunks of two neighboring trees to create a hanging bed. He easily made two of them.
   

        Feng Liusi caught two wild chickens and roasted them on the fire. After a simple dinner, it started raining as they had expected.
   

        In the pitch-black clouds, the dull sound of thunder echoed like the roaring of heavy artillery, making hearts palpitate at the veiled might of nature.
   

        A streak of white lightning tinged purple streaked across the sky, striking a corner of the Roca Mountain Range with a crack. It looked like a lightning tree growing from the ground with its branches stretched towards the sky. Casio's hair stood on ends and he felt a tingling all over.
   

        The more one knows, the more one has to fear, especially with the increasing realm of martial arts that makes one more sensitive to elements. The rapidly developing steel machinery, the terror of natural forces, and the boundless cosmos make the human flesh seem so insignificant.
   

        "At my level, even among fighters, I am certainly not weak. I can withstand handguns, machine guns, and artillery guns. But what about explosive rockets? Missiles? It seems I am helpless against them…" Casio looked up at the dark sky, feelings stirring within him.
   

        "This is just human technology, but what about the terrifying strike of natural lightning, landslides, tsunamis, earthquakes…" He murmured, and a thought rose in his mind: "How far is the end of martial arts? And where lies the pinnacle of secret martial arts?"
   

        Casio did not know; he could not answer these questions.
   

        Rolling thunder once again crossed the sky as if two massive iron balls were colliding above them.
   

        Then, a heavy downpour struck, the pouring rain droplets, as large as beans, hit the tree crowns, ground, and river surface continuously, and the burst droplets form a blurry veil of water.
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        Some raindrops penetrated through the gaps in the leaves, one after the other, they dullly struck the wooden roof of the cabin. Below, two wooden platform beds were suspended in mid-air. On the left and right, respectively, lay Casio and Feng Liusi. The sound of raindrops striking was all they could hear in their ears.
   

        Feng Liusi crossed his arms over his chest, his slightly worn eyes turned to glance at Casio and said in a deep voice, "You seem to be somewhat lost. If it's no trouble, why not share what's on your mind..."
   

        Casio wrinkled his brows slightly, eventually opening his mouth to speak, "Does Secret Martial Art have a limit? How far does the end of the path of Martial Arts lie? I can't see it…"
   

        "Are you asking about realms?"
   

        "Sort of..."
   

        Feng Liusi nodded, his mind seemingly contemplating something, finally speaking, "There are over 200 million people in the Hong Li Federation at present. Combined, the Southern and Northern Secret Martial Art Worlds have about a hundred Secret Martial Artists who have reached the Fighter level. Do you feel like you've already reached the peak of Secret Martial Art, as though there's nowhere to further progress? Is that why you're confused?" He turned to look at Casio.
   

        "Somewhat..." Casio nodded.
   

        Feng Liusi slowly said, "In the Secret Martial Art World, every variety of peculiar Secret Martial Art eventually points to the realm of the Fighter. Even if there is a follow-up, they only take a few more steps at the Fighter level. It seems as if this has reached the limit of Secret Martial Art..." He paused slightly before continuing, "But that's not really the case..."
   

        "?" Casio's spirit perked up immediately.
   

        "As far as I know, there are even higher realms of Secret Martial Art above the Fighter. It's just that those realms are too mysterious and often only a few people emerge in a century. They push their own Secret Martial Art characteristics to the extreme, hammering one aspect of their physique to the point of Transcendence into the Saint, transforming the Qi in their bodies into a solid state! That's no longer the realm of being human, it's exceedingly overbearing, a Transcendence into the Saint!"
   

        Feng Liusi enunciated the last six words slowly and carefully.
   

        "Saint Fist, Tyrant Fist, Extreme Fist!"
   

        Casio felt a sudden jolt in his mind and froze on the spot. He seemed to glimpse a glimmer of a promising path revealed in the midst of the haze.
   

        "Those with the Saint Fist, proper and unique in use, create a Majestic Atmosphere. A single thought permeates throughout, moving, sitting, and lying down like a Fist of the Saint. Those with the Tyrant Fist, let their Qi out, pressing forward invincibly, suppressing with a grand force. They go undefeated in all their battles, hence, are the Overlord of the Fist. Those with the Extreme Fist, hide their Qi within, seeing nothing but their moves, and boxing methods, they are addressed as the Fist of the Extreme."
   

        Feng Liusi's gaze seemed to become somewhat hollow, "Ten years ago, when I was still at my peak, the maritime industry in the eastern part of East Sea County was developing rapidly. Various routes to different parts of the world were being established. At the same time, some of the usually mysterious coral reefs and islands were also discovered and marked. Even some idle fellows would go up and explore for pirate treasures..."
   

        "This at most could be considered an adventure, and naturally, no so-called treasure could be found. But one day, large numbers of old antiques of an era style never seen before in the archaeological world appeared in the eastern six counties." Feng Liusi suddenly turned to look at Casio.
   

        "Boy, you should remember, I've said that my Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist came from an underground relic in the Roca Mountain Range. I got the Southern Dipper's secret transmission, left the thick fog, and later wanted to find that relic again, but I could never find it. However, I remember the style of that relic matched those antiques exactly!"
   

        "Since I knew in advance that the Southern Dipper's secret transmission was not just the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, I speculated that there would be other places in the world with similar ancient ruins, as well as other Southern Dipper secret transmissions."
   

        Feng Liusi was slowly recounting his story, "Those antiques caught my attention. After some investigation, I discovered that they were antiques obtained by a group of adventurers who called themselves Treasure Hunters, on a mysterious island off the coast of East Sea County. This discovery surprised and even excited me greatly. Because the Southern Dipper secret transmissions are all kinds of ancient assassination boxing methods, not like the ordinary Secret Martial Art that have various different methods of refining the physique."
   

        "This implies that there is a high probability that there will be no conflict or resistance among the different Southern Dipper Fist techniques. Being proficient in the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, I can still learn the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, Sonic Snake Fist…"
   

        Feng Liusi took a deep breath, as if the excitement from ten years ago lingered until now: "After some investigation, I found the location where the antique appeared. That place is isolated by a storm for most of the year, only during a brief lull can it be accessed...
   

        "Its name is Immortal Island Archipelago."
   

        At these words, a glint flashed in Casio's eyes. He involuntarily lifted his hand and looked at the ring tattoo on his finger.
   

        The Immortal Island Archipelago! Immortal Island! A place that Li Wei had once visited, and there, he obtained the Combat Demon Ring, possessing the ability to unleash Avalon's Blood Wave. Casio thought about the memories in his mind, but he could only get a few vague fragments of the contours.
   

        Li Wei's mental trauma was so severe, with schizophrenia, memory loss, and blank mind quite frequent. Casio could barely extract a few images: Storm, sea, fishing boat, unknown island, crowd of strange people in black robes, bone tree full of rings....
   

        On the side, Feng Liusi continued to speak.
   

        "At that time, I was impatient and at the peak of my strength, so I went to find the Eternal Island Archipelago on my own."
   

        "Hard work pays off. It took me two months of searching before I met a treasure hunter who had been to the Immortal Island. After a substantial payment, he agreed to take me to the island."
   

        "Everything went smoothly, without any exceptions. But when I landed on the Immortal Island, I found that others had gotten there first. The island was full of the traces of battle, from two groups of people. One group was full of rings with unknown power, and the other had an eye logo on their right shoulder."
   

        "I followed them all the way into an underground relic. They seemed to be there for that purpose too! Subsequently, a series of thrilling and fantastic experiences happened inside the relic. I was discovered midway. The group with the eyes on their shoulders came from the "Door" organization. This, I overheard later. The leader of this team, a man who looked like a woman, appeared very young, but his combat power was extremely strong. He was blind in one eye and wielded a One-Eyed Long Sword. I have no idea what kind of strange secret martial art or secret technique he used. The light of his sword was extremely sharp…"
   

        "My South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was at the forty acupoint realm, and I had only started learning the Liberation State. I can just barely keep up with him on a scale of 30:70..."
   

        Feng Liusi continued to reminisce, "That man's name is Garoro, apparently, he is one of the core members of the 'Door" organization. His subordinates call him Ghost Knife. I lost badly in that fight, getting severely wounded without even seeing the Southern Dipper secret scriptures. I risked my life to escape the relic, while Ghost Knife was right behind me, ready to kill me…"
   

        "Just then, a very old man appeared out of nowhere. He looked almost a hundred years old, so old that he could hardly walk. He saved me, just by using one glance." Feng Liusi seemed stunned recalling the past, "That old man did nothing, he merely released his qi."
   

        Boom boom! The rain fell ferociously as if it were a waterfall. There were splashes everywhere accompanied by the noise of the rain pattering.
   

        Feng Liusi pointed outside, "Just like now. That man's qi was so vast that it filled the sky, heavy as a rock, and as turbulent as a waterfall. The feeling was as if he filled everything around us, just as the sky is now. The pitch black night sky, the cumulus clouds in the sky, the heavy rain falling from the clouds, the dense forest we are in, the earth under our feet, it all felt like his qi!"
   

        "Do you understand the feeling of this?!"
   

        Feng Liusi took a deep breath, "He has certainly gone beyond a fighter, reaching a higher realm in the way of the Secret Martial Artist!"
   

        "If you ask whether a Secret Martial Artist can compare with the natural forces through human power, then I can confidently say, yes, definitely! Overlord of the Fist, Fist of the Saint, Extreme Fist… The path of Secret Martial Arts is profound and unfathomable, you are still young, anything is possible…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Rumble, rumble...
   

        The thunder was getting louder and the rain heavier. In the obscuring black night, it looked like waterfalls were cascading down from the sky.
   

        Lightning flashed, followed by rolling thunder.
   

        It took Casio a while to digest what Feng Liusi had just told him. A fighter was not the pinnacle of the Secret Martial Arts. Above a fighter, more powerful beings existed.
   

        Feng Liusi had said that the old man had merely released his Qi. Where his gaze fell, everything was enveloped. The Qi seemed as tough as stone, surging like a waterfall. Merely from such a description, Casio could imagine the magnitude of the old man's strength.
   

        If he could reach such a realm, high-explosive materials, rocket grenades, even missiles, might pose no threat to him.
   

        He felt surprisingly calm at this moment, his previous sense of apprehension and confusion slowly faded away.
   

        Casio was not fear of the diverseness and difficulty of Secret Martial Arts, nor of the bottleneck. What he feared was that the ceiling of the Secret Martial Arts was too low—for him to reach it by barely a few jumps.
   

        This, to Casio, was absolutely unacceptable.
   

        Ordinary Secret Martial Arts practitioners work diligently year after year with talent and will. In their lifetime, they may have some hope of passing the threshold of martial arts. They don't need to worry about the peak of the Secret Martial Arts because reaching the level of a martial artist is already a great fortune for them. The later stages of martial artists, the various stages of fighters, are not within their consideration. Not to mention what's beyond a fighter.
   

        But Casio was different. In his heart, he always held a strong belief— that he could reach the peak of Secret Martial Arts. This was his absolute self-confidence.
   

        With his Retrospective Ability, he could enter past eras for repeated learning, training, and sparring, growing step by step.
   

        If he couldn't reach the peak in ten years, it might be thirty, fifty years.
   

        Even a hundred years he spent in the Era of Retrospection.
   

        In the Real World, Obsession Antiques and Legendary Antiques are not that many, but they're not rare either. As long as Casio could strengthen himself in the Era of Retrospection and bring the accomplishments back to reality, making himself more powerful. Then he would have more ability to collect these two types of antiques, either by fighting it himself or by forming powerful forces.
   

        To get more and higher-grade Obsession Antiques.
   

        It was a positive feedback loop.
   

        The path of Secret Martial Art does have a future beyond being a Fighter!
   

        This realization eased Casio's mind. Lying on the hovering wooden bed, he sighed with contentment, no longer looking confused. Seeing this, Feng Liusi by his side nodded.
   

        Young people needed their confusions cleared and to be praised a little more.
   

        With self-confidence, many things became easier.
   

        Seeing Casio silent, Feng Liusi continued with his story. "The old man released his Qi, suppressing the Ghost Knife instantly, but he didn't direct his momentum towards me. It seemed as if he deliberately avoided me. The situation was urgent then, I didn't have the time to think about it. So, I ran straight towards the beach. At the last moment, I looked back and find the old man's aura somewhat familiar. It took me some time to recognize it, it was the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist..."
   

        He sighed, seemingly regretful.
   

        "By the time I remembered, it was already a few days later..."
   

        "I escaped from Immortal Island, boarded a fishing boat waiting for me on the shore. Not long after we left the island, it underwent a violent change. An explosion occurred on the island, like a volcanic eruption. The deafening sound could be heard from miles away. Tons of mud along with tree trunks was tossed into the sky by unknown forces, turning the sky red..."
   

        Feng Liusi paused for a bit, "I was too scared to stay close to the Immortal Islands anymore, so I took the fishing boat back to the East Sea County coastline..."
   

        "After that, I went to Windsor County to recover. This severe injury led me to fall from my peak, slowly losing control of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, my mindset being influenced. Three years ago, I had reached the verge of deviation, I had to seal myself."
   

        "I thought I would spend my life in Death Valley, struggling to maintain my status until I fully deviated. Becoming a madman, turning wild in the Roca Mountain Range. Or to kill myself before I go mad..."
   

        Feng Liusi subconsciously stroked his nonexistent beard.
   

        "So, Casio, I really should thank you again."
   

        "Thanks to you, I was able to rid myself of the deviation of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, and even cured my hidden injuries, allowing me to return to my peak."
   

        However, Casio seemed indifferent and simply remarked, "I've said it many times. I helped you, and then you taught me South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. You could treat this as my tuition fees."
   

        "Hahaha." Feng Liusi laughed, then his eyes lit up, "I actually came down the mountains for two main reasons this time. One is to seek revenge on Ghost Knife, a core member of the Organization, who had severely injured me ten years ago. I heard a few years ago that Ghost Knife and I didn't die in the Immortal Islands, but returned to the Hong Li Federation after a certain sacrifice. I want my revenge..."
   

        Casio looked at Feng Liusi and smiled. The old man's youthful nicknames - Kill Fist, Blood Fist, Death Fang - were all indicative of his fierce and competitive nature.
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        It wasn't so bad being old and weakened, but now at the peak of his physique once again, his spirit naturally returned. Thinking carefully, this plot of having a grudge from ten years ago and avenging it ten years later was somewhat passionate. However, the protagonist wasn't some youthful figure from a fantasy novel, but an old man.
   

        "If you want to take action against the organization, I support you."
   

        Casio suddenly said, "Actually, I too have a grudge against the organization, and sooner or later I will have to deal with them. If you have any plans, you can include me. If one person can't beat Ghost Knife then let's see what we can do together. The purpose of my return to the Secret Martial Arts World is to spar and fight with the strong..."
   

        He was likewise dissatisfied with the organization, in the real world he had been forced into a corner by a member of the organization, the fighter Peacock. If it weren't for the retrospective ability, he would have undoubtedly died.
   

        Speaking of Peacock. The present Era of Retrospection is the 110th year of the Federation Calendar, in the real world, it's the 156th year. Around fifty years ago, the old man Peacock was probably only around twenty, a young kid.
   

        If he had been exposed to martial arts from a young age, he would probably be a knuckles now?
   

        Anyway, he probably hadn't reach the limit of human peak boxing fighter.
   

        If he found the younger Peacock and beat him up... thinking about it did seem interesting, but it would be a bit demeaning.
   

        Casio quietly suppressed this wicked thought in his heart.
   

        Feng Liusi, hearing Casio's support, was slightly moved, though he didn't show it, he merely nodded.
   

        "Fine."
   

        He then stated his second purpose: "I plan on making another trip to the Everlife Islands. The two most memorable events in my life are learning the Southern Dipper's secret teachings in the Roca Mountain Range, and my experience on the Everlife Islands."
   

        "So next, I will probably find an appropriate time to try and get to the Everlife Islands. That old man who seems to be in the Holy Fist Realm, and the Southern Dipper's secret teachings from the ancient underground trove on the Everlife Islands…"
   

        Feng Liusi had quite clear thoughts on what he planned to do next.
   

        He turned to look at Casio, "Casio, after we descend the mountain, I may have some things to do in advance and it might delay me for a week or two. I might not return to Windsor County first, so I'll trouble you to wait for me at the Red Vulture Fist Headquarters for a while."
   

        "I know you came here to challenge the fighters of the Secret Martial Arts World and perfect your own boxing method. Conveniently, I know a bit about the many fighters in Windsor County, whether they're current or retired." Casio perked up when he heard this.
   

        Feng Liousi continued, "There are about five or six fighters in the whole Windsor County, aside from me, there's an old man who's on his last legs. The rest are three or four, two of them are from the same sect, Evil Eye Fist from Mia city! Among them, the Great Elder of the Evil Fist has some skills and is a veteran fighter. His Evil Eye Fist is weird and unpredictable, and his strength is definitely not weak."
   

        Feng Liousi glanced at Casio, noticed that Casio was listening seriously, then continued, "In addition, there's the Gate Master of the Extreme Softness Way, and the Master of the Bloodhand Fist. These four people each show uniqueness in…" 
   

        He spoke confidently, giving Casio some understanding of these fighters. It is best to know some information before the battle. 
   

        There were many cases in the Secret Martial Arts World of overturned ships in the gutter. Feng Liousi planned to make things clear to Casio in advance.
   

        On this night, it was pouring rain. A lot was discussed between the old and young man. Although there is no title of master and disciple, their relationship resembled such.
   

        Early the next morning in the Roca Mountain Range.
   

        The two continued their journey, and it was still treacherous along the way.
   

        It was around midday when Feng Liousi and Casio emerged from the woods, seeing the vast green grassland before them. The blue sky, white clouds, fresh wind, and swaying green grass were all soothing to the senses.
   

        They exchanged glances.
   

        Immediately, they went their separate ways. Feng Liousi headed one way, while Casio set off towards Mia city, his silhouette gradually disappearing.
   

        On August 28th, 3 p.m., Mia City.
   

        As always, the same old scene of outsiders issuing challenges.
   

        There were four matches in total, two wins and two losses.
   

        The disciples of the Red Vulture Fist headquarters dojo were increasingly dispirited.
   

        Gate Master Rune was thinking of ways to unite the other middle-tier factions in Windsor County who were also being oppressed, in order to resist the pressure from Evil Eye Fist. He planned to wait for the irritable period of the Roca Mountain Range to pass, and then send someone to invite the absolute pillar of support, old Gate Master Feng Liousi.
   

        Meanwhile, the Great Elder of the Red Vulture Fist was busy finding other elders for chats, as if he had some other ideas in mind.
   

        At 5 p.m., in a city close to Windsor County in Kaqiong County, Nam City, which is 300 kilometers away from Mia City.
   

        While the sky was still tinged with the red glow of dusk, the sunset looked like a painter's palette, its colors strewn across the lower edge of the clouds. It gave off a magnificent and mysterious color that was fascinating and alluring.
   

        A black train was parked at the station.
   

        Passengers disembarked from the train as if they were a school of fish, leaving none behind. Suddenly, a group of ten or so people emerged from the forward-most carriage. These men and women of all ages were all tall and straight, with sharp eyes like swords, and their demeanor, a strong fortitude. Around their necks, each of them wore a sword-shaped silver clasp.
   

        In the sunlight, it gleamed slightly, a distinct insignia.
   

        A youth walked in the middle of the group. He wore a light-colored trench coat, had shoulder-length purple hair, and eyes which were black and tinged with red. His face was devoid of expression, giving him an aura of cold solemnity.
   

        Attached to his waist was a long object wrapped tightly in white bandages. Even through the wrapping, it could be discerned that it was a sword.
   

        "Lance, this is Nam City, the last stop in Kaqiong County," said a bald, slightly shiny older man as he looked at the spire of the train station, "The Secret Sword Association headquarters is here, and their president is a master who had already reached the major accomplishment realm of a Martial Artist ten years ago, his strength now, might be even more..."
   

        He turned his gaze towards the purple-haired youth.
   

        "So? Are you confident?"
   

        "Haha…" Lance sneered, "Master, that's a question you should be asking them, not me. As long as I have a sword in my hand with which I can deploy the Soul-Losing Sword, there will never be a trace of fear. Even when sparring with a gate master level fighter, I've never been scared..."
   

        "Good." The old man patted Lance's shoulder, "Keep fighting and build your invincible momentum. You have at least a fifty percent chance of entering the realm of a fighter within five years!"
   

        Seven o'clock in the evening, Nam City, nightfall.
   

        In a remote street in the northern part of the urban area, over a dozen Martial Artists with silver sword clips marched forward in a single unbroken line.
   

        It wasn't until they turned a corner and saw a building resembling a Martial Arts Dojo that they halted their steps.
   

        They stood quietly, gazing at what lay ahead of them.
   

        Only a single purple-haired youth continued to approach the building. His face was handsome, yet his demeanor was quite cold. He had a tall physique and even wore a pair of velvet gloves.
   

        The steady cadence of footsteps gradually went further away.
   

        A normal bandage that was initially used to wrap a sword fell from beneath his trench coat, carried away by the cold wind towards the end of the street.
   

        With a whoosh!
   

        The blade came out of the sheath, reflecting a cold, moonlit edge.
   

        The hilt was held firmly by a hand covered in a white glove.
   

        "Who's there?!" The Dojo's gatekeeper was startled.
   

        Lance took a step forward, the light-colored trench coat was tossed up by the wind and in his right hand, he held a reflectively sharp long sword.
   

        "From the Soul-Losing Swordmanship, the First Core Lance. I am here to challenge the president of the Secret Sword Association, Flower Secret Sword, and I hope that the president would not hesitate to bestow me with his instruction!"
   

        *******************
   

        August 29, 1 pm.
   

        In Kond City, a city adjacent to Mia City.
   

        On a bustling street, a man with a hat and sunglasses held a map in his left hand and a newspaper-wrapped squid roll in his right. As he walked along, he casually took a few bites.
   

        Along the way, he even asked a passerby where the location of Bloodhand Fist Dojo was specifically on the map.
   

        "Thank you for your kindness," Caiso folded the map.
   

        "No need to thank me, miss. It is nothing." The young man who had been asked for the directions snapped his fingers and smiled brightly.
   

        Casio nodded, his face breaking into a bright smile as well.
   

        As they passed each other, the young man took a few steps and suddenly felt a tingle in his body, causing him to topple over. Fortunately, he didn't hurt himself too badly, just got a bit of a bruise on his knee without even breaking the skin.
   

        "Snap!"
   

        The young man shook his head.
   

        He seemed to have heard someone snap their fingers from behind.
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        "Trying to find an address on a map can be a difficult task for those who lack a strong sense of direction. Fortunately for Casio, he had some kind-hearted people to assist him. Besides the helpful youth he'd met earlier, he'd sought directions from a few strangers along his journey.
   

        The process had been smooth; Casio had not encountered anyone who ignored him, people were always warm-hearted. It was just that most of them seemed to misjudge Casio's gender, which made them a bit more gentlemanly. After his two-month cultivation in Death Valley, he had become quite strong, and his features had become more robust.
   

        However, this body had developed so perfectly after its second development within the Black Cocoon that it almost reached the pinnacle of human perfection. The changes brought about by the two months of training were not significant.
   

        As Casio continued to follow the directions given by the passerby and referenced the map, he entered a clothing store. It had been two months in Death Valley all while wearing the same set of clothes.
   

        It was time for a change.
   

        A loose, pure black trench coat, a simple white lining underneath. Casio also bought a hunting hat, similar to a future-era baseball cap. Once put on, it was quite effective, easily masking his eyes and half of his face.
   

        All the clothes were quite suitable, but the collar of this black trench coat was hung with a silver chain. The chain was almost as thick as a thumb, which for ordinary people could be slightly heavy. It looked like some kind of non-mainstream design that had recently become fashionable.
   

        "Does the customer not like this style? We can go for something similar, like these," the shop assistant noted, walking over.
   

        "No, there's no need, I like it very much."
   

        Casio immediately put on the trench coat and hat. After paying, he left the clothing store and continued towards his destination.
   

        Having spent two months in the Roca Mountain Range, far from human society, even the cold-natured Casio inevitably felt bored. Now that he was back in the city, he decided to stroll around on foot, deliberately not taking any horse carriages or trams, simply walking under the sun.
   

        Looking at the bustling streets on both sides, endless stream of pedestrians, a wide variety of shops, and a row of black vehicles parked by the Chinese parasol tree, he felt a strange sense of comfort.
   

        This gave him a feeling of returning to ordinary life, and his cold edges were also subtly rounded.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        "Casio of Wind Elephant Gate, here to pay respects to the Master of Bloodhand Fist!"
   

        "As fellow fighters, I hope you do not hesitate to share your teachings!"
   

        His deep voice instantly diffused, and with a unique technique, Casio's voice resonated like a thunderclap.
   

        Standing tall in front of the gate of the Bloodhand Fist Dojo, the disciples who were originally guarding the gate fell to the ground, panting heavily, drenched in sweat, their spines seemingly oppressed by an invisible force.
   

        The weakest among them could only support their body with both hands.
   

        He just barely avoided falling head-first onto the ground.
   

        There were quite a few people rushing from inside the dojo, but as they tried to approach the gate, they were instantly suppressed on the spot by an invisible aura. The feeling was like the surrounding air had turned into lumps of glue, making it extremely difficult to move forward or back.
   

        "Hmm!"
   

        A youth hummed, his neck veined in blue-black meridians, his forehead full of sweat beads. He made a swift retreat, barely managing to escape the range of the aura.
   

        Once free of the aura, the youth breathed heavily. He cast a cautious look at the slightly distorted air in front of him, and the three or four brothers who were frozen within the aura, and hurriedly turned to head back into the dojo. An enemy had come, quickly, they needed find their Master.
   

        Halfway, he looked back again.
   

        It was far too arrogant, this wasn't any ordinary visit, it was a clear challenge to the dojo!
   

        Ten minutes later, inside the Red Hand Fist Dojo.
   

        A group of Red Hand Fist disciples were discussing in hushed tones in the hall and passageway, their gazes frequently casting towards the end of the passageway.
   

        There, two instructors guarded left and right.
   

        Behind the passageway was an open space, similar to a martial arts field. High-level fighters naturally couldn't spar on the arena as usual.
   

        Simply the aura bursting from an individual could cause a shock to the spirits of the surrounding disciples, enough to even risk their lives. Moreover, fighters needed ample space when in full swing – the arena was too small. Full power attacks, when triggered, could shatter the arena.
   

        The martial arts field: an extremely open space. Edges lined with greenery, grassland, and the rest covered in large sandy rocks.
   

        In the center, two lone figures stood facing each other.
   

        Around the edges of the martial arts field, a few figures were planning on watching the fight. Some were elders and core disciples of the Bloodhand Fist, some were the heads of several nearby martial arts halls, branches of other secret martial art schools that were established in Kond City. The commotion caused by Casio had attracted some attention, and nearby martial arts halls had received the message, sending their people to watch the fight.
   

        "How did Windsor County get another fighter? He claims to be from Wind Elephant Gate, but there's no such gate in Windsor County…"
   

        "He must be a top expert from another county, probably wanting to travel around challenging others after breaking through to the Fighter Realm, to solidify his status. So young, I wonder which powerful longstanding school Wind Elephant Gate belongs to?"
   

        "He may not necessarily be young, look at his delicate features, but his voice is quite low. This state might be due to special effects of his martial art cultivation. Some martial arts can slow down a person's aging, he could be in his fifties but look like he's in his twenties. Only at their moment of death will they rapidly age…"
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        The crowd around the martial arts field, men and women alike, were discussing. They were all secret martial artists, with strength usually equivalent to that of a boxing master.
   

        After all, they are the stationed masters of various martial arts school branches, and without some strength, the headquarters of the secret martial arts school would not send them to maintain order.
   

        In the center of the field, Casio's eyes were under the shadow of his hat.
   

        He quietly stared at his opponent ten meters away.
   

        The master of the Bloodhand Fist, Diaz, stepped into the realm of the fighter five years ago and is now fifty-five. Nicknamed Flame Python, his aggressive attack approach and the bloodhand secret art he cultivated made him quite threatening.
   

        He was dressed in long trousers and a long shirt, with white hair. He looked about thirty years old, with an extraordinary appearance. However, he was missing a small part on the lobe of his right ear, which seemed to be a remnant of a healed injury.
   

        Casio's attention was not elsewhere, but on Diaz's two hands. This pair of palms was noticeably larger than an average person's but didn't show signs like wide joints or calluses which could have resulted from cultivation. Instead, they were slender and shiny, perfect. Like a pianist who has been practicing for many years.
   

        However, Casio's sharp gaze still noticed the unusual features on these hands. There was a red dot on Diaz's fingernails, and starting from the red dot, a faint line extended up to the back of his hand. It looked like the meridians, and a bit like the surface of the bones, slowly extending to the wrist.
   

        On the wrist, the red lines formed a closed circle.
   

        "Just like what Feng Liusi said, the Bloodhand Secret Art focuses on the five fingers. His entire martial art skills should be all in his palm."
   

        Casio was certain, then he raised his head and met Diaz's gaze. It seemed as if gunpowder was being ignited in the air.
   

        "You don't seem to be from Windsor County, right? I wonder which county you are from? So, I can visit you later..."
   

        Diaz said word by word, although his tone had no emotional fluctuations, it actually had a touch of gunpowder.
   

        This stranger fighter who came to challenge their gym acted in a style quite different from other fighters of secret martial arts schools. Instead, he carried a sharp force as if he was a sword tip aiming at your eyes directly, giving people a very uncomfortable metallic sharpness.
   

        "No need to visit, there's only me in my school," Casio squinted his eyes, instantly adopted the beginning stance of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        "Just you?" Diaz opened his mouth to speak.
   

        Suddenly, a heavy killing intent like a ripple spread in the air, causing the airflow to visibly distort.
   

        "Stop babbling! I came to Windsor County for a fight, your fighting desire is not strong enough..."
   

        "Then let me force you a bit!"
   

        Casio's eyes turned crimson, a wicked smile appeared at the corner of his mouth. As he entered his killer personality, he became much more arrogant than his primary persona.
   

        Bang!
   

        Gravel exploded from a small pit.
   

        A silhouette rushed forward rapidly in the sand and dust. His arms were spread out, appearing as agile as a bird soaring in the sky.
   

        "What strong killing intent!"
   

        A glint flashed in Diaz's eyes. Since the opponent had taken the initiative, he could not fall behind either. He immediately adopted the fighting posture of the Bloodhand Fist, contracted his body and then surged forward.
   

        Both of them were impossibly fast. Their steps on the ground stirred up a gust of sand and dust. Two swift black lines on the martial arts field quickly closing in.
   

        "They started!"
   

        It was then that the spectators near the greenery reacted.
   

        Casio's footstep quaked again, at the peak of his accelerated speed, he suddenly threw a punch, leaving a distorted afterimage in the air. Diaz wasn't falling behind either, he flared his five fingers on his right hand, and the tips of his nails shone with five sharp red lights.
   

        Squeak! Hiss!
   

        A sudden cry of a bird of prey and a python's hiss filled the air.
   

        Bang! Thud thud thud thud thud!
   

        Their four arms clashed rapidly, using basic moves from their secret martial arts, each simple punch meeting another.
   

        What is at stake is the force and speed of their fists!
   

        Bang!
   

        Casio tilted his body backward as his fist swung out like a spring. Diaz, as if hit by a hammer, trembled and stumbled back three steps.
   

        "Our speed is almost the same, but his strength is far greater!"
   

        He narrowed his eyes seriously. The Red Hand Fist was known for speed, and the strength wasn't weak either. But in the first exchange with the opponent, his two strong points were temporarily suppressed.
   

        Although it was merely basic moves, which can't represent the true strength of both sides, it could still reveal a lot.
   

        Diaz took a deep breath, his hands suddenly lit up, and ten blood dots appeared on his fingernails. His body shot forward like a black line, using his ten fingers as attack points, he launched his offensive relentlessly.
   

        Whir Whir Whir Whir Whir...
   

        A series of grinding sounds rang out from Casio's body as Diaz's ten fingers, sharp as a knife, swiftly slashed across his skin.
   

        The fabric was torn, exposing the white skin underneath. A spark erupted as the fingers scraped across, leaving a faint trace of blood.
   

        Diaz swiftly retracted his move and retreated, narrowly escaping the punch swung by Casio. His eyes were firmly fixed on the wound, his gaze heavy.
   

        "Such thick skin. I originally thought that given his slender appearances, his physique wouldn't be particularly strong, possibly inclined towards agility and skill-based fighters. To my surprise, not only his speed but also his power and defense are strong! Did he practice any powerful external skill secret art like Hard Qigong? My fingers almost got worn out..." 
   

        Diaz perceived his attack just now to have been against a rock coated with ceramic tiles, merely scraping a bit of skin.
   

        "No weaknesses, for now!"
   

        He widened his stance; his muscles quickly adjusted, his hands slightly trembling, entering a peculiar state of exertion.
   

        A stretched black shadow was already rushing towards him rapidly.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A slender arm wrapped in a white current of energy forcefully smashed the air below. Diaz initially attempted to punch but seeing this, he side-stepped to dodge.
   

        The fist landed on the sandy surface with a thump.
   

        A large amount of mud was blasted outward from the tremor released, disintegrating into dust that engulfed Casio.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        Amongst the rain of dirt, a kick as powerful as a battle axe swung around. Diaz leaned back and braced himself with one hand on the ground, then rolled sideways, spinning to elbow punch the incoming enemy.
   

        His elbow collided with another punch from Casio.
   

        In the distance, swish!
   

        The few people watching the fight heard a swooshing sound in their ears.
   

        A piece of rock, accidentally kicked up, whizzed past their ears like a bullet and violently crashed into a wall.
   

        The middle-aged woman who had been speaking abruptly shut her mouth.
   

        Turning around, she saw a large hole in the wall.
   

        Returning her gaze to the field, the two figures in the middle had disappeared, shrouded in the upturned dust. They could only vaguely see two silhouettes swiftly rolling and maneuvering with flying fists and feet. The sound of intense and loud collisions continued to echo.
   

        The ground beneath their feet was also shaking, with tiny ripples of force causing unsteadiness. The feet of the observers felt numb.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        A white-haired figure burst backward out of the dust cloud, leaving a nearly ten-meter-long black skid mark on the floor after a firm step.
   

        Following closely, Casio came out of the dust. His golden hair appeared exceptionally dazzling in the sunlight. He was looking at Diaz.
   

        "Feng Liusi told me that the few fighters in Windsor County aren't worth paying attention to. I didn't believe it at first, but I do now." A manic grin spread across Casio's face.
   

        His red eyes seemed to become even more intense.
   

        Just like a pair of purely beautiful rubies.
   

        "You've been holding back the entire time. It's boring. Aren't you going to use your trump card, the Bloodhand Fist? If you don't use it now, you may not get another chance..."
   

        Casio had a delicate face, but his grin was incredibly hideous. The corners of his eyes, which resembled a fox's, seemed to emit a red gleam.
   

        "South Dipper Red Vulture Fist!"
   

        Whoosh, a formidable fighter's aura suddenly burst forth.
   

        One after another, red steam started rising from Casio's body.
   

        He meant business now.
   

        Seeing this, Diaz took a deep breath.
   

        Since you're so aggressive, I'll have to use the full force of my Bloodhand Fist. Don't blame me if you get hurt or killed! 
   

        He suddenly shouted, and his surging aura exploded out, clashing with Casio's own force field.
   

        Ps: Eager for monthly tickets...(˘̩̩̩ε˘̩ƪ), I have to go to a relative's house for dinner tomorrow. Let me see if I can write a bit more while sitting in the car after the meal. Aargh, I don't want to run around, I just want to stay at home.
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        The two auras pressed against each other, a pure contest of a fighter's aura, where victory depended on aspects such as physical strength, mental strength, boxing will, secret martial arts level, and more.
   

        Diaz had been a fighter for five years, no longer a newcomer. The aura of the Bloodhand Fist, which he had gradually mastered, was quite formidable. But Casio was just as unique, he was naturally compatible with the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist under his murderous personality. The radius of his aura broke through to reach three meters.
   

        At least one third stronger than an ordinary, normal fighter.
   

        Feng Liusi, the Blood Fist, had great admiration for Casio.
   

        The aura of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was a red, scale-like ripple, while the aura of the Bloodhand Fist appeared as radial waves which resembled cracks. When the two clashed, waves of aura exploded from the site of contact.
   

        A series of tumultuous air waves rushed out in all directions.
   

        Those secret martial artists watching from the edge of the martial arts field felt the surging air waves smash against them, carrying sand and dust, obscuring their vision. Their clothes stuck tightly to their chests, and the edges of their clothes rustled constantly.
   

        "Is this the fight between fighters? They are just more than ten steps apart, and merely the collision of their auras creates huge ripples," A young martial artist said, shielding his eyes with one hand and talking to the person next to him. When he opened his mouth, he accidentally swallowed some sand and had to keep spitting to get it out.
   

        "Of course, fighters are among the top people in the Secret Martial Arts World. They have all honed their physical bodies to unimaginable extents, even mastering powers beyond the physical realm," a middle-aged woman replied, glancing at the smoke-filled field. "I just don't know who will win this battle..."
   

        "It should be Gate Master Diaz. Although the visitor who challenged him seems to be strong too, I have seen Diaz use the Bloodhand Fist's killing move, the Ten Flames Finger Knife. With just two fingers, he split a huge boulder into two. The ease with which he did it still lingers in my memory..." a representative of a nearby martial arts hall said.
   

        "The several killing moves of the Bloodhand Fist are quite powerful, much more aggressive than ordinary secret martial arts. Diaz should have a greater chance of winning..."
   

        A few more people began to discuss. Some felt Diaz was stronger, others thought Casio was more formidable. But generally, they all agreed that the upcoming fight between the two fighters would be intense.
   

        The end of the battle was not expected any time soon.
   

        They could also observe more and feast their eyes.
   

        On the field, as the dust and smoke cleared, the two auras continued to confront each other.
   

        On the left, Casio moved his hands in front of his chest, his arms continuously tracing the arc of a bird's spreading wings. His ten fingers came together to form a bird's beak-like gesture. As the tips of his fingers smoothly skimmed through the air, they left behind a trail of red steam.
   

        He stood firmly on the spot, his body slowly emitting red air from everywhere. The air swirled around his chest, underarm, elbow, and neck, like a hazy ribbon encircling him. The ribbons converged and swirled around in different directions. From a distance, it seemed as though Casio had transformed into a human-shaped raptor, with bird calls roaring from his chest.
   

        Diaz, standing several meters away, had a change in expression: "Embodiment of Will!"
   

        Click click click...
   

        In an instant, the aura enveloping him was distorted by huge pressure. From its original spherical shape, it transformed into an obvious ellipse, nearly compressing into a pancake-like shape.
   

        Diaz could only react quickly and recall his disseminated aura, placing it within a one-meter radius around him - this was barely enough to block Casio's invading aura.
   

        He could no longer stand steady, but instead was forcibly pushed back several meters by an inexplicable force. His feet scratched traces on the ground. Diaz's face turned red as he cast another serious look at Casio: "Boxing willpower is a level only veteran fighters can achieve, his aura realm is higher than mine..."
   

        Diaz swiftly changed his tactics. He spread his legs apart, with his left foot in front and his right foot behind. He formed a horse stance with one hand on his waist, while the other hand reached out, fingers looking like a python ready to strike.
   

        "Bloodhand Gate, Diaz!"
   

        He hadn't acted so formally at the beginning of the fight, but now that Casio had shown his strength, Diaz returned the gesture.
   

        Casio's eyes flickered, and he respectfully responded.
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate, Casio."
   

        The next second, two loud bangs resounded from the ground. Two shadows flashed across the martial arts field and fiercely collided with each other.
   

        "Python Swallow!"
   

        During their intense exchanges, Diaz finally found an opportunity to execute the killing move of the Bloodhand Fist. His body curved and sprang backwards, his two arms striking out like pythons, his ten red fingers resembling a python's fangs.
   

        His trench coat flapped in the wind, with Casio's eyes like red flames, peering at the intertwined arms that were about to come crashing down on him. From his mouth came a "Good." His arms suddenly moved, his palms stirring the air, causing a roaring sound.
   

        The phantom-like two hands eventually converged.
   

        Forming the shape of a budding lotus flower.
   

        "Blood Reflecting Flower!"
   

        At the last moment, Casio suddenly inhaled, quickly entering the third stage of breath control, the terrifying state of Breathless Continuous Strikes.
   

        "Blood Reflecting Flower·Thousand Hands Hundred Palms!"
   

        Blood Reflecting Flower was created by Feng Liusi, the Blood Fist, while Thousand Hands Hundred Palms was Casio's attempt to integrate it into his own unique move.
   

        It was a testament to the complementary relationship between the killing move Blood Reflecting Flower and the third stage of breath control.
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        Right now, it's just a prototype, or perhaps it can be called a half-move. Casio has yet to perfect it, and it has a sizable flaws.
   

        It should not have been used in a sparring match at the ranks of fighters, but Casio, entrenched in a murderous personality, was naturally arrogant and audacious, and utterly fearless. Coupled with the previous bout of contact with this murderous persona, he felt that his opponent was not as strong as he is.
   

        Thus, he used his half-formed move directly in battle.
   

        The best way to test whether a killing move and secret technique are useful or not is through combat, which can instantly reveal any shortcomings.
   

        Casio dared to do what others didn't dare to do due to his extraordinary healing abilities provided by the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol.
   

        Hiss, hiss, hiss!
   

        Sounds like an air wheel being driven emanated from Casio's arms. His muscles expanded and flexed. At this moment, they were as tight as a taut steel wire, until his combined palms suddenly exploded.
   

        The bud bloomed, and hundreds of arms grew out from it!
   

        Countless overlapping hands, perhaps a shadow left in the air meant that Casio had struck ten times. Punches and palm strikes piled up into a wave, overtaking Diaz in an open and honest manner!
   

        "!!!"
   

        Diaz's eyes widened. The two arms he extended bit like pythons, boasting formidable power. The python swallow is a fierce grappling technique; no matter if it hits the opponent's joints or catches their limbs, all five fingers can pierce into their skin.
   

        It's like a sharp knife, cutting and biting.
   

        Causing destruction to muscle fibers and even bones.
   

        But now, he felt it wasn't the opponent getting bitten, but himself. The two extended arms were instantly covered by a myriad of attacks, and the massive force of the punches and palm strikes smashed his flesh, bruising his arms and breaking his skin open.
   

        It was like placing his bare hands into a meat grinder.
   

        There were no special techniques or tricky angles of attack. Just speed, and sheer number! Even though there was a large amount of aimless attacks seemingly hitting nothing due to lack of control, the remaining attacks were still enough to envelop Diaz.
   

        Sharp pain coursed through his arms, turning numb almost instantaneously. Diaz violently retreated, but it was too late. He was hit in the chest by a flurry of punches.
   

        Diaz gave a muffled grunt, feeling a surge of nausea almost welling up from his stomach. But he suppressed it and used the force of the punches to leap back several tens of meters.
   

        His feet tore into the ground, forming two deep pits.
   

        The veins in Diaz's neck bulged, and his twitching arms seemed as if they were shaking uncontrollably. He took a deep breath, as if he had invoked a certain secret technique, and then quickly raised his hands.
   

        His arms were extremely red, with spots of blue.
   

        The veins under his skin looked as if they were about to explode.
   

        Looking at Casio, who was still charging towards him, Diaz abruptly drew three large circles in the air with his arms. His muscle fibres returned to their original state. He spread his fingers wide and slowly slid them in the air, leaving behind a trail of red light as he moved.
   

        "Ten Flames!"
   

        Whoosh! The faint orange aura across his body violently receded, returning into his body. This was a fighter's symbol of concentrating all their strength into a single point - going all out.
   

        Diaz suddenly leapt up, taking a step forward.
   

        "Finger Blade!!!"
   

        Unflinching, Casio planted his feet and threw a punch!
   

        "You have a finger blade, I have a finger gun! We'll see whether your sorry blade is faster, or my machine gun is more formidable!" He swung both hands abruptly, pouring incredible continuous power into every joint of his body, including his palms and fingers.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        The sound of a raptor's cry echoed in the air, a sound made by two arms, like long spears, tearing through the air.
   

        The area around his palm blurred as a cluster of air was fiercely forced forward. It eventually collided with Diaz's Ten Flame Finger Blade.
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!
   

        The dense sounds of collision echoed like fireworks.
   

        Their fingers collided abruptly many times in the air.
   

        With each powerful collision, white air streamed from the tips of the two thumbs, briefly hanging in mid-air like a bubble. Bubbles like these were everywhere, as two forces clashed in a rapid, ongoing confrontation.
   

        From a distance, a group of Secret Martial Artists who were watching the fight fell silent at this moment, staring intently at the place where the two had fiercely collided.
   

        The air wave hitting their faces like a sea wave, one layer after another, was enough to demonstrate the terrifying power of the two fighters' moves. Among the spectators, there probably wouldn't be a single person who could withstand any one of the countless finger attacks happening at the moment, those which held such formidable force. The repeated shadow of fingers fluttered into a black cloud.
   

        In the middle of the martial arts field, a surge of red steam rose and hovered in mid-air. Gradually, it solidified and formed into a phantom of a vicious bird.
   

        This was a bloody vulture filled with a murderous aura!
   

        As the battle intensified, the blood vulture became more and more condensed.
   

        Eventually, it seemed to come alive, its ferocious wings suddenly extended with a flourish, and its vicious beak gaped open.
   

        Squawk!!!
   

        The sonic wave exploded like a thunderous roar, sweeping across the entire area.
   

        Not only the martial arts field, but every person in the Red Hand Fist Dojo also shuddered, their hearts skipping a beat. For a second, it was as if their brains went blank, their bodies frozen in place.
   

        Bang!
   

        A blonde figure was abruptly knocked away, crashing through the wall like a flying cloud, landing amidst the rubble of bricks and tiles.
   

        "Gate Master!"
   

        Among the spectators, a disciple of the Red Hand Fist exclaimed, the disheveled figure emerging from the rubble was none other than their master!
   

        "Cough...Cough...Cough!" Diaz was coughing violently, his chest heaving. Eventually, he couldn't help but cough up a mouthful of fresh blood.
   

        "Diaz has lost!" The leaders of the other martial arts halls, who had come to watch the battle, exchanged glances. They were shocked as they turned their heads back to see in the center of the martial arts field, a blonde figure standing in the deep crater caused by a powerful blow, his hands placed together at his chest.
   

        Splat!
   

        Casio swiftly opened his eyes, and the red steam in the air was quickly withdrawn. He could feel something breaking inside his body. No doubt about it; it was his sixth acupuncture point.
   

        Gurgle, gurgle...
   

        There was a sound of flowing water inside his body, which was actually not water, nor blood, but the Deathfang Power. The thick Deathfang Power was naturally generated and rushed into the acupuncture points.
   

        Quickly filling up that natural storage space.
   

        His hands slightly parted, and there was suddenly a crackle heard from between his palms. The air in the center of his palm was incessantly pierced back and forth by the transparent force, making the sound of breaking airflow.
   

        "Indeed, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, an assassination fist with inherent lethality, should grow through fighting. The more you fight, the more you struggle with life and death, the faster you progress..."
   

        Casio murmured to himself. Perhaps Feng Liusi's title of Blood Fist had come from this, as the characteristic of the boxing method was to battle.
   

        Otherwise, why call it Assassination Fist?
   

        He slowly relaxed his hands and glanced at Diaz who was getting up in the distance. Casio didn't kill him. Diaz just had several fractures on his body; not considered a serious injury for a fighter.
   

        From a long way off, Casio folded his hands in front of him.
   

        "Master Diaz, thank you for your mercy."
   

        He didn't care about the shocked spectators near him or the complicated expressions Diaz was giving. He just picked up his hat from the ground by himself.
   

        After giving it a bit of a blow and a pat, he put it back on his head.
   

        With a flick of his index finger on the brim, Casio turned and left.
   

        All along the way, not one of the many disciples or instructors from the Red Hand Fist Dojo dared to block his path. They all moved to the side.
   

        Just the murderous aura and momentum that Casio had left behind from his battle with a top-ranking fighter were not something an ordinary person could approach.
   

        Not to mention that he intentionally released his aura, directly pressuring the ordinary Secret Martial Artists around him, to the point where they were speechless, with cold sweat covering their backs. It was only until Casio left the Red Hand Fist Dojo that this imposing aura gradually disappeared. No one spoke for the next three minutes.
   

        Out on the street outside the dojo, he looked up at the sun.
   

        "There's still time. Maybe I can challenge another top-ranked fighter at Extreme Softness Way tonight, and then directly go to Evil Eye Fist tomorrow."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        August 29, 5:00 p.m.
   

        Adjacent to Windsor County, in Kaqiong County, Nam City.
   

        A white villa, bathed in the warm orange-red hues of the setting sun, its rooftop tiles glinting. The path is covered with a white marble tablet, coarsely laid out but reflecting the sunlight. Lining the path are rows of black streetlights, their tops engraved with beautiful patterns.
   

        Ethereal piano notes drift from the villa as the fountain in the circular plaza occasionally sprays water droplets.
   

        In the center of the plaza, a purple-haired youth sits cross-legged. A light-colored trench coat laid next to him, and a sword rests on his knee.
   

        His eyes are tightly closed, his chest shows subtle movements, and a persistent hissing sound, resembling a rattling snake, escapes his nostrils. It appears to be a certain breathing method, exuding a rather sharp aura.
   

        The youth, bare-chested, exhibited a robust body. His muscles, though not exaggeratedly bulked, are toned. Their explosive potential is beyond question.
   

        However, several white bandages are wrapped around his upper body. Starting from his left waist, winding up to his right shoulder, circling around two or three times.
   

        The youth's breathing continues powerfully, maintaining a distinct rhythm.
   

        Despite his stillness, his exposed muscles react, tight as steel cables. Individually throbbing, colliding, intertwining, and then returning to their original positions. Sweaty drops slide down to disappearing before they reach far - evaporated by his body heat. A thin layer of mist forms around the youth.
   

        About ten meters away, the marble fountain continues to function. A child sculpture on top of a white column does its job diligently, attracting some flying birds from the sky.
   

        Suddenly, another white bird flutters its wings and swoops down, riding on the gentle breeze. Making a few circles before it flies over the youth's head.
   

        A blurred, dreamy silvery moonlight flashes past rapidly. 
   

        The youth on the ground keeps his eyes tightly closed, his long sword in front of him, both hands rest on his knees - motionless.
   

        The white bird above him shows no sign of fright, carries on flying forward, lands by the fountain, and begins grooming its feathers.
   

        Only when a white feather falls from above with a gentle sway, and lastly lands in the center of the sword's sheath.
   

        A smooth but noticeable cut at the edge of the feather catches the eye.
   

        In the far end of the plaza, the sound of clapping breaks out suddenly. A bald, elderly man dressed in white, with a smile on his face, walks over.
   

        "Lance, your kendo improves once again. Striking a feather from a bird in flight without hurting the bird itself. A slight shift in the sword's direction would have made it impossible - it requires the precise control of force..."
   

        The elderly man halts, standing next to the youth, and sighs, "Youth pressed ahead fast, isn't it? You just had a fight with the Flower Secret Sword of Secret Sword Association yesterday, and you've just made another step forward in your swordsmanship today. I probably can't match you anymore..."
   

        A deep voice responds from below, "I am not your rival yet, Master. Otherwise, I would have taken up my sword to challenge you just now." The purple-haired youth slowly opens his eyes, "The head of the Secret Sword Association truly posses formidable strength, though I made a concerted effort, it resulted in a draw, albeit me being a little weaker..."
   

        He looks down at the white bandage wrapped around his chest, and speaks with certain conviction, "However, now the gap between us has vanished. Both belong to Schools of covert Swordmanship, the sparring sessions do help in my progression. An hour ago, I discerned a faint Sense of Qi, but still lack in many aspects..."
   

        "You've detected a Sense of Qi?!" The bald elder exclaims in a cheerful surprise. His face lights up into a smile as he comforts his pupil, "Don't rush, don't rush. The fact that you have detected a Sense of Qi is already your ticket into the realm of Fighters. You still lack a bit in accumulation, and you need more experience and willpower. Maintain this momentum and keep fighting, and perhaps you'll naturally break through the bottleneck..."
   

        The old man looks at his pupil with satisfaction and relief, "Lance, you may well be the first to break through among the Three Stars of our east sector."
   

        He continues as if he remembered something, "Ah, right. I just got the latest intel. Star Ring Fist's Aro seems to be heading towards Windsor County. His intention possibly aligns with ours..."
   

        The Star Ring Fist, along with the Soul-Losing Swordmanship, are among the highest sects in the East Nine Gates. Its highest ranking member, named Aro, together with Lance, is known as one of the Three Stars of the east sector. Known as 'Gleaming Fist', Aro is the only one from the younger generation of the Star Ring Fist to have mastered all three secret techniques of the Sun, Moon, and Stars. Hence, his nickname, due to the multiple secret techniques and the dazzling nature of his Fist Method.
   

        Lance has sparred with Aro previously. Six months ago, he had two wins and three losses against Aro - a slight disadvantage. After six months of training, Lance is confident of at least equal strength. Whether he could have the upper hand, he is not sure. This is enough to prove the strong capabilities of Aro. However, the sudden news of him heading towards Windsor County does not bode well for Lance.
   

        However, the current Lance does not fear Aro anymore.
   

        Lance stands up and says to the old man beside him, "Let him come as he wishes. It's time to reverse the outcome of our sparring six months ago. In the face of my power now, his dazzling secret techniques are futile. One can break a thousand methods with sheer strength, and so does one sword..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Good!" The bald old man cheered for the confidence displayed by his disciple. He nodded his head, his gaze falling on the bandaged Lance, "I will call the doctor to check your injury again..."
   

        "No need, a day's time is about enough."
   

        Lance unfastened his bandage, revealing a long, slim, brown scar. Under the effects of the strong medication applied and the synchronized healing of the breathing method, the injury caused by the president of the Secret Sword Association has basically healed and would not affect Lance's combat power.
   

        He could feel that his spiritual will and emotions were in a heightened state. Continuing to fight under these circumstances was the best choice. Resting for a few more days, on the contrary, would cause his momentum to drop, which would have a negative impact.
   

        There was a rustling sound.
   

        A wide, light-colored trench coat was draped over Lance's back. He took a big step forward, a long scar across his chest, his right hand holding a sword.
   

        "Teacher, time is of the essence, let's go straight to Windsor County..."
   

        Eleven o'clock at night.
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang!
   

        From the battle room of the Extreme Softness Way, a series of explosions were heard, which were the sounds of fists and bodies colliding.
   

        Every now and then, the hard and thick walls would vibrate violently, and dust would fall. The many disciples of the Extreme Softness Way who were guarding the battle room were frightened. It was like two monstrous beasts were fighting inside, the momentum was terrifying.
   

        Tonight, a weary stranger fighter came to challenge the Gate Master. The two entered the combat room half an hour ago, and five minutes ago, violent noises came from inside.
   

        The sound of the explosion, like a road roller working, did not stop for a moment.
   

        "Senior Brother, do you think..." A teenager just opened his mouth to speak.
   

        The wall next to him suddenly exploded, a fist punched a hole straight through, and fragments were violently ejected.
   

        Like a dense barrage of bullets exploding, some hitting the walls, some hitting the ground, leaving small pits everywhere.
   

        The teenager grunted, his back hit by a pebble the size of a fingernail. He lifted it up to see a purplish bruise. It was a good thing he wasn't in the direct line of fire and the stone was small. If it had been a fist-sized stone, he would have been killed instantly.
   

        "All disciples, retreat another ten meters! Do not approach within fifteen meters of the battle room!" An obviously older youth stood up and shouted, and all the people were in the night.
   

        As soon as they retreated, there was a thunderous noise from the wall. Half of the enclosure wall collapsed, and two battling silhouettes soared through the rain of rubble. The ferocious air wave was overwhelming.
   

        Hoo! Hoo! Bang!
   

        Finally, the two figures suddenly stopped.
   

        The image in front froze in the eyes of all the Extreme Softness Way disciples.
   

        A man in a trench coat had his hands held up flat like he was slapping a watermelon, pressing on the temples of the Gate Master. The Gate Master, however, stood stiff in place, his fist frozen in mid-air, blood trickling from his ears and eyes.
   

        This scene was deeply etched in the hearts of the disciples, lasting for five seconds, until Casio lowered his hands to his sides.
   

        The Gate Master then stumbled, regaining his balance before raising his fists, saying, "I lost, thank you for your mercy..."
   

        "No problem."
   

        Casio returned the courtesy, an afterimage flashing in the air.
   

        By the time the disciples of the Extreme Softness Way reacted, Casio's figure had disappeared, leaving only the Gate Master standing.
   

        "Cough, cough!"
   

        The Gate Master suddenly swayed, almost falling to the ground. Fortunately, he managed to support himself on bended knee with one hand.
   

        "Gate Master!" x n
   

        Many disciples surrounded him.
   

        The Gate Master waved his hand and stood up on his own. He then coughed violently, looking up at the clear, cloudless night sky, "Such a ferocious fist, such a heavy killing intent, such a strong aura, Windsor County is in for a storm again..."
   

        Time flew by, and in the blink of an eye, three days passed. September 1st.
   

        Windsor County, Mia City, train station.
   

        A train whistling steam slowly came to a stop at the platform.
   

        Following the conductor's direction, many passengers carrying hand-suitcases from far away got off the train and headed for outside the train station. 
   

        A white-gloved hand rested on the carriage door, and a purple-haired youth stepped off the train, his pupils dark with a hint of red in the sunshine. He was wearing a trench coat, underneath which a long object wrapped in a bandage, forming a sword shape, was half-veiled.
   

        The youth stood aside, watching the members of Soul-Losing Swordmanship disembark one by one. When the last person left the train carriage, he was about to divert his gaze but suddenly turned his head to one side.
   

        A pair of reddish-black eyes narrowed, with sharp corners like a sword. 
   

        A robust, pale-skinned youth came down from the cars behind. He seemed to have noticed Lance's gaze and turned his head back with a hearty smile.
   

        "Stellar Ring, Brilliance Fist, Aro..."
   

        Lance murmured to himself, his right hand involuntarily reaching for the sword hilt at his waist. The loose binding seemed to be unravelling.
   

        "Are you really going to draw your weapon here at the train station?"
   

        A robust tenor voice came through. The pale-skinned youth, Aro, spoke across a dozen meters. He was wearing a black tank top revealing his strong arms, and tight shorts covered the lower half of his body. A white bandage was evenly wrapped around his left forearm, while his right hand was still wrapping. Round after round, it wrapped over the wrist and covered the entire palm. 
   

        "Hmph."
   

        Lance snorted coldly, slowly moving his hand away from the hilt of his sword. The original cold aura around him did become even gloomier.
   

        "What a coincidence for us to meet again like this." The pale-skinned youth raised his thick, black eyebrows, stretched his bulky shoulders back, and scanned the group of Soul-Losing Sword.
   

        "Where are you guys headed in Windsor City?"
   

        "None of your business."
   

        Lance's gaze was as cold as ever.
   

        "How does it not concern me? Little brother-in-law, I..." Before Aro could finish his sentence, he stepped forward with a hee-hee laugh.
   

        Ching!
   

        A gleaming Swift Sword was drawn out, resonating in the air. The flat side was as smooth as a mirror. The sword was long and sharp, and a curvilinear brass handguard at one end resembled the handle of a pair of scissors, protecting the palm.
   

        With the sharp point of the sword aimed directly at the pale-skinned youth, the gloom in Lance's eyes almost turned into water droplets: "You dare say brother-in-law again..."
   

        "Ah, hehe." Aro laughed awkwardly, raising both hands, and said: "Don't be so impulsive, mate. This is a public place. I won't mention your sister... put your sword back..."
   

        "Hmph!" Lance snorted coldly once more.
   

        He then left the train station without turning back, followed by the group from Soul-Losing Sword; Aro, too, left in a car with three or four men.
   

        The two parties, one after the other, surprisingly had the same destination.
   

        Both were heading for the Evil Eye Fist Sect, part of the East Nine Gates.
   

        At this moment, at the dojo of Evil Eye Fist. This was a cluster of villas located halfway up a hill in the suburbs, and also the headquarters of the Evil Eye Fist Sect.
   

        In a spacious meeting room meant to entertain guests, a middle-aged man in a green short-sleeve shirt sat in the main seat, and several other martial artists sat around the red long table.
   

        There were representatives of some small secret martial art schools and the gate masters of most medium-sized secret martial art schools. Among them was a man with a full tea-brown beard on his face, wearing a short combat uniform. On his chest, toward the shoulders, was a bird of prey logo.
   

        Rune, the current gate master of Red Vulture Fist.
   

        And the man seated in the main chair was Justin, the current gate master of the Evil Eye Fist. The Evil Eye Fist had been pressuring many secret martial art schools in Windsor County for half a month, and now it was time to talk.
   

        The meeting had been going on from eight in the morning to eleven and was not yet over. Many issues can't be resolved just by having a meeting.
   

        But there is a loosening of stances from some secret martial art schools.
   

        There was a creaking noise, and someone walked in from the outside of the door and came to Justin, the gate master of the Evil Eye Fist, whispering a few words.
   

        "Someone came here to challenge Evil Eye Fist at this juncture? Asking for a match with Elder Jay by name!?" Justin's eyebrows gradually furrowed: "Besides some minor figure, we should first ignore him and I'll take care of it later. Let's finish the plan of the East Nine Gates first...."
   

        The disciple of the Evil Eye Fist nodded and then quickly stepped out.
   

        Justin cleared his throat twice, placed a hand on the surface of the long table, scanning the room with his eyes, he began to speak.
   

        "I don't want to dilly-dally with you all, let's just get to the point. Who is in favor of joining the Eastern Alliance and who is opposed?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "I object!"
   

        On the left side of the long table, near the head and to the left of Rune sat a man with thick, black eyebrows that almost connected in the middle, suddenly spoke out. Probably in his forties, he had a robust physique and wore a ring on his right hand.
   

        It was an old-fashioned and large ring, with a conspicuous engraving on its surface that read:"Pan Ming Martial Way".
   

        This man was the Gate Master of Pan Ming Martial Way, a medium-ranked force within the Secret Martial Arts World of Windsor County. Although there used to be a fighter from within their ranks, their collective strength was relatively weak.
   

        Out of all the Secret Martial Arts Schools Rune had made contact with, Pan Ming Martial Way was the most explicit and adamant in their resistance. This was primarily because a fighter from the Pan Ming Martial Way was wounded by the Great Elder of the Soul-Losing Sword and succumbed to their injuries after several years.
   

        Now, this Gate Master of Pan Ming Martial Way was the son of the deceased fighter. With the cumulative effect of his father's tragic end and the Soul-Losing Sword's continuous oppression of Pan Ming Martial Way, it wasn't surprising that he was the first to voice his opposition against Justin.
   

        The meeting room was devoid of any background noise.
   

        The voice of objection sounded sharply.
   

        Sitting in the main seat, Justin, the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect, maintained a stoic expression. His elbows were on the table with all ten fingers together. He slowly turned his head to look at the middle-aged man on his left.
   

        Without saying a word, Justin simply shifted his gaze.
   

        He then turned his head to his right, where sat an old man with white hair dressed in a black practice suit: "Elder Lairoel, how does the Blossom Sword Path feel about this?"
   

        Upon hearing Justin address him, the old man shifted his cloudy eyes. Just as he opened his mouth to reply, the recently outspoken Xiu Te from the Pan Ming Martial Way interjected: "Justin, since you don't want to beat around the bush, I won't either. Let's lay it all out on the table!"
   

        "Everyone knows what the East Nine Gates, your Evil Eye Fist, and you, Justin, want to do! We are not children, nor are we imbeciles. Will joining the Eastern Alliance truly yield the benefits you claim? Even a fool could tell you it's impossible. Resource sharing indeed, more like handing over resources!"
   

        Xiu Te sneered, directly exposing the true situation.
   

        He swept his gaze across the other fighters, then looked at the few sitting to his right before continuing: "The reason your Evil Eye Fist is so eager, constantly pressuring the rest of us, is that you have profits to reap. Using the East Nine Gates as a support, you aim to monopolize Windsor County and strengthen your sect."
   

        Xiu Te laughed coldly: "If we all really join this Eastern Alliance, I fear that within one or two generations, the entire Secret Martial Arts World of Windsor County would be left with only your Evil Eye Fist, and its loyal hounds!" He slammed his hand down, causing tea to splash out from the white porcelain cups.
   

        Xiu Te abruptly rose to his feet, quickly scanning the entire meeting room: "Fellow members of the Secret Martial Arts World, you are very well aware of the potential consequences of joining the Eastern Alliance, only that you don't want to be the first to stand up and face the oppression of Evil Eye Fist. Since no one wants to, then let me do it! I, Xiu Te, on behalf of Pan Ming Martial Way, do hereby declare our refusal to join the so-called Eastern Alliance!"
   

        "How we, the Secret Martial Arts Schools and the various Martial Arts Halls, wish to grow, recruit disciples, and operate is our own business! The people of Evil Eye Fist need not concern themselves with it..."
   

        With these words, silence filled the meeting room.
   

        The next moment, several representatives of the Secret Martial Arts Schools jumped to their feet as well.
   

        "Well said!"
   

        "Gate Master Xiu Te has given voice to our thoughts exactly!"
   

        "Evil Eye Fist should better mind their own business..."
   

        In the main seat, Justin, the Gate Master of Evil Eye Fist Sect, displayed no noticeable change of expression, except for a slight narrowing of his eyes. A dangerously deep sensation lingered between his brows, as if another spark could set it ablaze.
   

        Creak!
   

        At this moment, the door suddenly swung open.
   

        A disciple of the Evil Eye Fist Sect quickly walked in and whispered to Justin,"Master, two of the Eastern Three Stars, Lance of Soul-Losing Sword and Aro of Shining Fist, have reached the entrance of the headquarters manor and are being stopped by the Federal Government..."
   

        "They've arrived?" Justin raised his eyebrows.
   

        The Federal Government that the Evil Eye Fist disciple just mentioned was the Hong Li Federation. Ever since the establishment of the Black Mechanism aimed specifically at supernatural phenomena within their territory, the Federation had been intervening in the Secret Martial Arts World. Although the influence wasn't significant, the Secret Martial Arts World, as a huge community, had closer ties with other supernatural forces and ordinary people than the rest. As the official ruling power of the Hong Li Federation, they naturally had to show some courtesy.
   

        This was particularly noticeable in the few years as Black Mechanism rapidly developed. It is worth mentioning that when the Yunquan Fist of East Sea County initially planned to organize the Eastern Secret Martial Arts Meeting, they collaborated with the government. Moreover, if major conflicts took place between the various schools within the Secret Martial Arts World resulting in casualties, it was still a tolerable situation. But if civilians were inadvertently involved, or a large number of public buildings were affected, the impact would be rather adverse.
   

        Thus, in recent years, when significant events occurred in the Secret Martial Arts World, the Hong Li Federal Government would dispatch some police to maintain order in the surrounding roads and areas, or even disperse civilians in necessary circumstances to minimize unnecessary casualties.
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        In the meeting room, Justin's deep gaze swept across several people who had stood up. Suddenly, his somber expression transformed into a smile. He clapped his hands together, "Please, everyone, don't get so worked up. As it happens, I have a few friends from East Nine Gates coming to visit. Why don't we all go and greet them..."
   

        "Which dignitaries from the East Nine Gates are visiting?"
   

        A senior elder of a secret martial arts school seated on a chair asked.
   

        Justin smiled again, then stood, "Soul-Losing Swordmanship, Lance; Star Ring Fist, Aro. Two of the Eastern Triple Stars..."
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        About eight or nine people left the meeting room and came to the entrance of the Evil Eye Fist Manor headquarters. They could see from afar the uniformed police officers in blue who were directing traffic at a barricade down the road. They were neatly uniformed, with black handguns worn at their waists. 
   

        Yellow caution tape was stretched across certain areas and roads. 
   

        Several black cars were stopped outside by the caution tape. 
   

        Justin led the way, and after randomly talking to the chief of police who smoked by the road, the police officers let them pass through the tape. 
   

        The cars drove in and parked in the parking lot at the entrance.
   

        Under the gaze of the masters and elders of the secret martial arts schools in Windsor County, the car doors were opened one by one, and a group of experts from East Nine Gates stepped out. Some of them had strong aura, exuding a touch of danger, which indicated that they could pose a threat to others. 
   

        The elders of some secret martial arts schools had apprehension in their eyes. 
   

        Now it was past ten in the morning, the sun was bright, and the golden light shone slightly on the black cars, producing a bit of a reflection.
   

        A couple of birds occasionally circled back and forth in the sky.
   

        The car door opened, and finally two young men got off.
   

        The one on the left wore a light-colored trench coat, had striking purple hair, and black and red eyes. His demeanor was cold, and at his waist was attached a sword-type tool wrapped in white bandages, concealed by the trench coat.
   

        The one on the right was a fair-skinned youth, who was clearly more muscular than the young man with purple hair. He wore a black vest, revealing his two strong arms. His arms were evenly wrapped in white bandages, which further highlighted the muscular contours of his arms.
   

        The masters and elders of Windsor County watched them as they approached. Suddenly, everyone felt a trance. To the left was the silver moonlight that struck across the air like lightning, while the right was filled with star sand.
   

        Xiu Te of the Panming Martial Way shook off the daze, narrowing his eyes with apprehension, "Such strong aura, they have already found their own path, about to touch the omen of a true fighter..." 
   

        "The Eastern Triple Stars, indeed worthy of being the core batch trained by the top schools of East Nine Gates, they can surely be compared to the older generation now." Someone silently observed and assessed in his mind.
   

        "Ha ha ha, welcome to the Soul-Losing Swordmanship and Star Ring Fist representatives to Windsor County. So these are Lance and Aro, two of the Eastern Triple Stars. Last time at the Nine Gates conference, I missed the chance to meet you two. This time is just right." 
   

        Justin laughed heartily, and stepped forward.
   

        "Gate Master Justin, I have long admired the reputation of the Evil Eye Fist." The fair-skinned youth, Aro, made a fist salute, then swept his gaze over the people behind Justin and asked, "Who are these gentlemen..."
   

        "Oh, I forgot to introduce them."
   

        Justin casually turned to the side: "These gentlemen are the elders and gate masters of various secret martial arts schools in Windsor County, here to discuss the matters of the Eastern Alliance with us at Evil Eye Fist." He half-turned and began to introduce.
   

        "This is Candy Carter, Gate Master of Desert Map Fist; this is Elder Og of Wind Slash Decapitation Blade; this is Rune, Gate Master of Red Vulture Fist;..." 
   

        "And finally, Xiu Te, the Gate Master of the Panming Martial Way." 
   

        "Hmph." Xiu Te responded coldly, expressing his attitude.
   

        The expressions of the other secret martial arts school elders differed. 
   

        Some were indifferent, some clearly resistant, some smiled warmly. All of these were observed by Lance and Aro. It seemed that Windsor County's plan for the Eastern Alliance wasn't going as smoothly as they'd thought, and there were still many obstacles.
   

        But this was perfectly fine. Without resistance, how could they so smoothly initiate a challenge and amass a heap of merit?
   

        The silent Lance suddenly spoke, his gaze coldly sweeping over the few people several meters away, "So, you are the Masters and Elders of the secret martial art schools in Windsor County. At first glance, I thought I was dealing with the old, weak, sick, and disabled. It's an honor to meet you."
   

        Lance's words were quite ordinary, with no trace of sarcasm or emotional fluctuation. But it was this calm tone that felt even more grating, as if what he was saying was the absolute truth.
   

        Indeed, among the eight or nine people present, half of them were white-haired old men, and the rest weren't exactly young. But as for being old, weak, sick, and disabled, that had nothing to do with these fighters for now.
   

        "You!"
   

        Xiu Te was the first to react, his temper was notorious for being explosive. Now, being mocked, his anger rose exponentially, "Calling us old, weak, sick, and disabled? Even if you have that crappy title of the East Three Stars, you are not qualified to judge us!"
   

        "As for you, young and sharp-tongued, hasn't your master taught you to be more humble when outside?"
   

        Another provoked secret martial art school elder said, "Even if you're from the Soul-Losing Swordmanship, you shouldn't be so arrogant!"
   

        As an old man behind Lance was about to step forward, Lance quickly responded, "Sorry, I had just come over from Kaqiong County and based on the aura, you are indeed far inferior to the masters and elders of the secret martial arts schools in Kaqiong County whom I had challenged. My apologies."
   

        While his mouth was apologizing, his expression was unchanging. It gave off an inexplicable sense of dark sarcasm.
   

        "Good boy, indulging in your recent achievement of the Major Accomplishment in martial arts and daring to judge our strength. I'm afraid you're still far from being qualified. If the master of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship were here, it might be more appropriate..."
   

        "Kaqiong County? Three years ago, we from Windsor County's Secret Martial Arts World had exchanges and sparring with them, resulting in neither victory nor defeat. Where did you get this subjective nonsense?"
   

        Suddenly, several elders of the secret martial arts schools chimed in.
   

        Lance's expression didn't change, he glanced subtly at Justin next to him, then spoke again.
   

        "Since you all consider yourself strong, then I will dare to challenge you all. How about doing it right here in the manor?"
   

        A sharp aura surged like an unsheathed longsword, pointing directly at Xiu Te, Rune, and the others.
   

        The crowd was suddenly silenced.
   

        A cold smile curled up on Lance's mouth.
   

        "Why aren't you speaking? You're not scared, are you?"
   

        "What's there to fear!" Xiu Te reacted immediately, shooting a glance at Justin next to him. Xiu Te may be impulsive, but he wasn't stupid. Lance's actions were merely a base form of provocation. His challenge was most likely related to the Eastern Alliance's plan, perhaps even planned in advance.
   

        In the Secret Martial Arts World, fighters found it hard to attack martial artists of a lower level, but it was acceptable for young prodigies of martial arts to challenge the masters and elders of many secret martial art schools. Losing was quite normal, but winning could damage the reputation of the school.
   

        Moreover, it was hard for the secret martial arts schools to refuse this kind of challenge. Even if they did, it would cast a certain degree of negativity.
   

        Hence, since Lance and Aro were here, they must have come with the intention to challenge the secret martial arts schools of Windsor County. Even if they did not accept the challenge today, sooner or later, a match was inevitable.
   

        Xiu Te had confidence in his strength, and he believed he wouldn't lose to Lance, with the worst outcome being a draw.
   

        Without hesitation, they headed towards the fighting field of the manor.
   

        There were more than ten people, making quite a commotion as they moved.
   

        In a three-storied building inside the manor, someone sitting in the reception room and drinking tea heard the noise outside. Immediately, they opened the window and looked down, quickly scanning everyone below.
   

        Lance stiffened suddenly, feeling his entire body's hair standing on end. His right hand instinctively gripped the sword hilt as he abruptly lifted his head, his keen eyes looking upwards.
   

        There, he made eye contact with a blond youth in mid-air.
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        At this moment, everything around became eerily quiet. The sky in front of Lance blurred and the colours of the small building faded, leaving only the window and the pair of eyes in it.
   

        His pupils dilated, his breaths became difficult, and his heartbeat accelerated. It seemed as though an illusion appeared before him. Lance saw red vapor emanating from behind the blond youth. Thin wisps of vapour were continuously pouring out of his shoulders, neck, top of his head, even from the pores of his face. Finally, they converged above the window, forming a vortex that spun faster and faster...
   

        "Hey, Lance, what's wrong?"
   

        Suddenly, Aro's voice came from ahead. Like a wake-up call, it pulled Lance back into reality.
   

        He took a sharp breath of air, closed his eyes briefly and shook his head. The sense of asphyxiation and oppression gradually dissipated. His back was soaked with cold sweat, making him feel chilled at this moment.
   

        Lance looked up again, but found that the once opened window was shut, as if what had just happened was indeed an illusion. He let go of the hilt of the sword he had been gripping tightly, the white bandage on his hand now showed traces of sweat.
   

        Glancing around, he found himself left behind. A group of people, seven or eight meters ahead, their gazes all turned towards him.
   

        "What's wrong? Lance." Lance's teacher, a bald old man walked over briskly, "You look terrible. Is it due to lack of rest from the train ride or a mishap during training?"
   

        Lance shook his head, reached out to wipe the sweat off his forehead. Then, with a gloomy expression, he stepped forward to catch up with the others.
   

        From the crowd, sneering tones could be heard, "The match is just around the corner. Stop pretending you're injured or sick. Are you planning to use that as an excuse in case you lose?"
   

        "You were acting so tough earlier, but now, hmm…"
   

        "..."
   

        Lance's aura turned colder, but he didn't retort. He glanced at those who spoke, but finally set his gaze on Justin, the master of Evil Eye Fist Sect.
   

        What he'd seen just now couldn't have been an illusion. He had only felt that familiar oppressive pressure from the master of Soul-Losing Swordmanship. This means, the blond youth who had a staring contest with him a few seconds ago was a fighter, and a formidable one at that.
   

        He didn't expect the Evil Eye Fist Sect to have such an expert hidden within.
   

        It turned out that any famous and profound School of Secret Martial Art shouldn't be underestimated as they might have some hidden cards up their sleeves.
   

        Originally, Evil Eye Fist of Windsor County was ranked around the middle or lower in East Nine Gates. As for the Soul-Losing Swordmanship that Lance belongs to, it ranked third, obviously having the upper hand in terms of strength.
   

        When he came to the Evil Eye Fist Sect, Lance did feel a sense of superiority. But now, he's on high alert. Evil Eye Fist might not have just two fighters as publicized but three, and the third one is rather young. This secrecy suggested that they might be planning some moves in the ranking of the Nine Gates. The Soul-Losing Swordmanship needed to be vigilant!
   

        Lance looked at the side profile of Justin, who was talking and smiling with others. The more he looked at him, the more he felt a hidden sinister intent beneath that smile, just like an insincere old fox.
   

        As the crowd continued to move along the path, rounding a corner, Lance quietly spoke to his teacher, "Teacher, I just saw a master fighter, in the third-floor window of that three-story building back there. I'm not sure if it's Evil Eye Fist's hidden card they've been nurturing." He glanced at the few people up ahead.
   

        "A fighter? Are you sure?" The bald old man replied.
   

        "I can't be wrong about that oppressive aura." Lance said.
   

        "Did you get a good look at his appearance?"
   

        "Yes, he has blond shaggy hair, and he looks very young. His features are as delicate as porcelain and doesn't appear to be that old."
   

        Lance gave a quick and simple description.
   

        "A beautiful young man, with blond hair, young…" the bald old man mused for a moment before jumping to a conclusion, "He must be a newly emerged fighter, and quite young too! There are hardly any martial arts that when practiced could keep one perpetually youthful, moreover, they're very rare among fighters. And the appearances of these few do not match at all with the one you've described."
   

        Ever since the establishment of East Nine Gates, all nine gates started to intentionally collect information about all fighters in the Hong Li Federation, especially the young ones, whether they're genuinely young or just appear to be, they all received attention and scrutiny. This is because, in the world of martial arts, being young is the greatest asset. No one can tell to what extent a young fighter can grow in the future.
   

        "Then it seems I had guessed it right, that the Evil Eye Fist has been secretly nurturing a new fighter." Lance looked at his teacher.
   

        "This is important intelligence." The bald old man patted his student's shoulder and threw a glance at Justin's back in front, then towards the men of the Star Ring Fist nearby.
   

        Although East Nine Gates is a unified entity in name, it's actually quite loosely structured, with internal competition also prevalent. If Evil Eye Fist indeed has three fighters, and if they continue to evolve in time, they could potentially threaten the positions of Soul-Losing Swordmanship and the Star Ring Fist in East Nine Gates. After all, among the Martial Arts world of the Hong Li Federation, only few schools have three fighters. This alone emphasizes their significance.
   

        The bald old man coughed softly and subtly moved towards Star Ring Fist. After a quiet discussion, Aro's gaze kept glancing towards Lance, his expression very serious.
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        Several minutes later, the crowd arrived in front of the manor's fighting field. It was at this time that the bald man walked back.
   

        He moved over to Lance, whispering to him.
   

        "Lance, later we will…"
   

        Everyone stepped into the fighting field, a specially designed indoor combat space. Multiple white pillars held up the vast space, the battlefield was square and almost the size of half a football field, surrounded by a black railing.
   

        The gate master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect, Justin, said with some showmanship, "This fighting field was just built half a year ago by the Evil Eye Fist. We hired a professional designer to design it with a simple and grand style. This place cost quite a bit of resources and cash."
   

        The bald man glanced around, perceiving an inexplicable familiarity with the overall construction. Suddenly, he remembered something, "Gate Master Justin, this design style of this fighting field seems similar to the large-scale Kendo training field that my Soul-Losing Swordmanship Sect built in Nanjin City. Oh, I was just saying it looks alike, possibly because all beautiful buildings share a common purpose, don't mind too much..."
   

        But Justin burst into laughter, "Yes, it's just like your Soul-Losing Swordmanship Sect's Kendo field. Seems like you saw it. You aren't wrong. Since I visited your branch in Nanjin City two years ago, I was impressed by its grand and practical design, so I borrowed part of the style, and also incorporated aspects from the boxing field I saw when I visited Star Ring Fist headquarters, and the Sports Boxing Hall built by Yunquan Dog in the urban area of East Sea County. I combined them to build this fighting field. As an outsider, I simply took the parts I liked and mixed them to create a hodgepodge. I hope the members of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship Sect will not laugh at me..."
   

        Justin's laughter was hearty, and he candidly admitted that the Evil Eye Fist's fighting field was modeled after three other martial art schools' facilities. This revelation caused no embarrassment, but rather displayed a sense of freedom and openness.
   

        From the perspective of the members of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship Sect and the Star Ring Fist, it was clear that Justin and his Evil Eye Fist were not trying to hide their ambitions. The design of the new fighting field took inspiration from the top three factions within the East Nine Gates. His intentions didn't need to be explicitly stated.
   

        Those who knew, knew.
   

        When they were weak, this act was a display of reverence. When they were strong and hidden in the shadows, this act was a sign of great ambition.
   

        Lance and Aro exchanged a glance, seeming to reach a silent consensus. Their gaze towards Justin became increasingly solemn. This trip to Windsor County was not in vain. They inadvertently discovered a deep-seated competitor within the Nine Gates. They would act according to the plan they discussed earlier.
   

        After finishing his speech, Justin turned back and saw the strange stares from Lance and the others. He was a bit puzzled, thinking that they were probably unhappy that the design of their fighting field had been copied.
   

        He coughed twice and then said to everyone, 
   

        "Please."
   

        Among the secret martial followers in Windsor County, Xiu Te, the gate master of the Panming Martial Way, stood up, his eyes fixed on Lance.
   

        But Lance seemed unconcerned. He walked straight to the fighting field, his longsword under his trench coat swaying slightly.
   

        "Hmph." Xiu Te snorted coldly and stepped forward as well.
   

        Suddenly, only two men were left in the spacious fighting field, facing each other. The rest of the people were gathered around the black railing, watching the impending battle.
   

        "In this round, big brother will definitely win, or at least tie." A beautiful girl with silver hair looked at the fighting field and said. A thin sword hung at her slender waist.
   

        "I think he has a higher chance of winning. Ever since he started challenging others, he has been getting stronger and stronger, improving rapidly. After his challenge against the president of the Secret Sword Association a few days ago, he made a small breakthrough. He's getting closer to that mysterious and powerful realm of a fighter..." A young man standing with his arms crossed over his chest said softly.
   

        "Watch closely..." The bald man looked over from a distance.
   

        On the field, the atmosphere was tense.
   

        "Kid, despite being one of the three stars of the east and having reached the major accomplishment stage of a boxer, if you want to defeat me, I'm afraid you're not ready yet. Let me, representing the martial world of Windsor County, educate you..." Xiu Te stared at Lance.
   

        "You talk too much." Lance removed the bandage from his sword.
   

        "Good!" A flicker of anger passed over Xiu Te's face. His hands crossed in a flash and reached into the pockets on either side of his clothes. With a swish and an afterimage, his palms were already by his sides. A pair of black leather fist guards, studded with blunt conical spikes that reflected a faint light, appeared on them.
   

        "Clang!"
   

        The sound of the sword being drawn from its sheath reverberated in the air. With the afterimage of his trench coat flashing through the air, Lance had already closed in on Xiu Te.
   

        "Fast and furious, I won't hold back!"
   

        His dark red eyes narrowed, and a silvery sword light stretched out from his arm, transforming into a circle of light in the afterimage.
   

        Clang!
   

        The blade of the sword swiftly swept through the air, colliding with the incoming fist guards. The impact of the sword edge and spikes on the fist guards sparked off a stream of golden red sparks.
   

        Lance twisted his wrist, and the Swift Sword in his hand drew a swiftly rotating flower, swiftly launching an attack on three positions around Xiu Te. In less than half a second, he made at least ten strikes.
   

        Clang, clang, clang…The sounds of metal clashing echoed continuously.
   

        The air was full of flashing sparks, all in golden red.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 401: 233 Wolf's Ambition (4400) (Thanks to Book Friend Xuan_Pi for the 10000 Qidian Coin reward) _3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Stone Disk Catapult Fist!"
   

        Like a bird of prey, Xiu Te lunged forward, his fist tracing a semi-circle in the air before crashing fiercely towards Lance's chest. However, Lance reacted swiftly, retrieving his sword to block in front of his chest. Clang!
   

        A silhouette gracefully soared up and backward midair. 
   

        "Done probing? Then I'll get serious..."
   

        Lance's toes lightly touched the ground surface, his body leaning forward, as straight as a sword. The wrist holding the Swift Sword slightly rotated, and the sword point bloomed a gorgeous spin in the air.
   

        "Ghoul Screech!"
   

        The right hand blurring, his sword tore the air apart. Around him echoed a rushed sound of air breaking, akin to the sound of glider planes sweeping across the sky, or perhaps, human screams.
   

        Xiu Te sensed the overwhelming threat, on the verge of launching his fist. Yet, a piercing pain came from his chest, causing him to groan and stagger back several meters. Looking down, he saw a sword scratch at least 20 centimeters long on his chest, trickling with blood.
   

        This sword was incredibly fast. The danger sensed by Xiu Te even occurred after being attacked — which showed the incredible speed of the sword's air-breaking strike.
   

        "Hum!"
   

        Right there, Lance's Swift Sword started to vibrate at a very high frequency, much like a meter stick being plucked. His entire right-arm muscles bulged, transmitting a special power.
   

        With a stomp on the ground, Lance floated into a graceful leap. He approached Xiu Te at a speed that seemed slow but was incredibly fast, simultaneously reaching out with his Swift Sword.
   

        "Waning Moon!"
   

        A silver moonlight dispersed in the air, presenting a curve like a crescent, beautifully sad with an undertone of cruelty.
   

        "Double Partition Stonewall!"
   

         Xiu Te roared, releasing his Secret Martial Art attack.
   

        Zing!
   

        The Swift Sword clamped by both hands let out a series of golden sparks when it was slashed down. Xiu Te's muscles swelled on both arms, wrestling with Lance's sword, but in the end, he couldn't completely block it.
   

        The sword blade slipped out, stopping overhead of Xiu Te's forehead.
   

        Leaving behind a centimeter-long bloody scratch.
   

        "I won."
   

        Lance put away his sword, his face still carrying that cold expression. He walked out of the Fighting Field without looking back, coming to Aro and saying, "Is it your turn next, or shall I continue..."
   

        "I will." Aro tightened his bandage, his muscular arm stretching backwards. A smile appeared on his face.
   

        Striding forward, he announced loudly.
   

        "Martial Artists of Windsor County's Secret Martial Art World, who would like to spar with me? I will be very careful as I do not use weapons."
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        Several rounds of such sparring had taken place.
   

        And, shockingly, Windsor County's Secret Martial Art World lost every single match.
   

        They hadn't even managed a single draw.
   

        Aro and Lance were improving continuously during the series of challenges, their momentum accumulating. Their strength was truly extraordinary.
   

        Half of the Gate Masters and Elders of Windsor County's Secret Martial Art World who were standing by the black railing had injuries, their momentums and moods significantly dampened.
   

        Looking at this scene, Justin was secretly pleased. He then walked over to Aro and Lance who were resting and said, "True to the Eastern Tri-star reputation, you've really earned your fame today! The older generation of the schools in Windsor County are no match for you two. Hahaha, some old fellows that I know must be gritting their teeth right now. Why don't you two stay for a few more days with my Evil Eye Fist after this? Exchange some knowledge with our younger generation. How about giving them some good motivation?"
   

        Joking, Justin casually added a line.
   

        "Alright." Lance suddenly answered. It was on Justin's proposition.
   

        Aro at the side was even more direct. Fixing his gaze on Justin, he said, "Gate Master Justin, no need to beat around the bush anymore. Why don't you call out your new Fighter from Evil Eye Fist for an exchange. As a martial fool, I dare to issue a challenge today..."
   

        Seeing Aro's blazing look, along with the glances from the martial artists of Soul-Losing Swordmanship and Star Ring Fist, Justin was bewildered, taking a while before he could stammer, "Huh?"
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        Witnessing Justin's posture, Lance and Aro shared a look. Subsequently, Lance stepped forward, reiterating, "Gate Master Justin, there's no need to play dumb anymore…"
   

        "Earlier when I passed by the street of the Evil Eye Fist Manor, I unintentionally saw a blond-haired, black-eyed, exquisitely handsome, young fighter. I assume this is the hidden card you at Evil Eye Fist have been training recently, why not bring him out fair and square."
   

        "I don't understand a word you are saying..." A puzzled expression appeared on Justin's face. When did the Evil Eye Fist groom another fighter? As the gate master, he wasn't aware of this. And yet, Lance and Aro seemed so certain.
   

        After pondering, Justin said, "You must be misunderstanding something. Evil Eye Fist is quite influential in Windsor County, and our disciples are not lacking. But our most gifted disciple has merely reached the realm of a major accomplished fighter not long ago. How could we possibly have a new fighter..."
   

        Hearing this, Aro turned to look at Lance.
   

        Lance furrowed his brows, "There's no mistake. I did exchange looks with a blond young man who was also a fighter. The location was the point mid-way between the manor gate and the fighting field, at a little white three-story building—that was where I paused…"
   

        "The three-story building, isn't that the reception room?"
   

        Justin recollected, then spoke. He suddenly remembered that when he was in a meeting with representatives of many secret martial arts schools of Windsor County, a disciple came to inform him that someone came to the main branch of Evil Eye Fist to challenge the Great Elder.
   

        Because he was busy, he couldn't handle it personally. So, he ordered the disciple to leave the person in the reception room. Could that be him?
   

        "Click, click, click…"
   

        Suddenly, from the marble passageway at the entrance of the fighting field, a silhouette gradually walked in, finally appearing at the corner.
   

        Everyone looked over and found it to be a blond youth about 1.7 meters tall. There was a faint cross-shaped indentation between his brows, emitting a soft red light.
   

        For some unknown reason, he emitted an evil charm that attracted attention, bizarrely imbued with a sense of affinity.
   

        Lance turned his head, glancing at Justin beside him: "Gate Master Justin, it's not a good strategy to keep hiding. It's better to, like now, bring him out openly." 
   

        Aro, standing beside them, was even more direct, stepping out from the crowd promptly. Casio's youthful appearance stirred his competitive spirit against peers: "I want to challenge you..."
   

        Aro looked eager, his eyes remarkably sharp.
   

        But, it seemed as if he was being ignored. 
   

        Casio directly bypassed Aro, who was with crossed fists, and walked towards Justin step by step. He had already reached the realm of a fighter and sparring with a martial artist held no meaning for Casio. Even if he were to regress in his realm and fall back to the major accomplished martial artist level, there was no way a martial artist level secret martial art practitioner could defeat him, let alone the current fighter level himself. 
   

        Looking at Casio's retreating figure, a flash of resentment flashed in Aro's eyes for being taken lightly. As one of the Three Stars of the East, just like Lance of the Soul-losing sword, he had challenged many gate masters and elders of secret martial art schools within the county over several months. Aro only lost the very first match, and hadn't lost in any of the bouts since then. His recent momentum was unstoppable, always at his personal peak. He believed he was extremely close to the bottleneck of a fighter. Even if he couldn't win while challenging a fighter at this realm state, he should at least be able to pitch multiple fights. 
   

        At the very least, there should be some back and forth initially.
   

        But now, he was actually being ignored by someone!
   

        A surge of anger rose in Aro's chest. Since you don't want to fight me, ignore me, then I will force you to fight! He stepped sideways on the ground, his whole body quacked, his bulging muscles tight against his clothes, defining his strong contour.
   

        "Star Ring Fist!"
   

        With a push of his hands, a fierce momentum spread out. Aro sprinted forward with a bang, like an arrow leaving an afterimage.
   

        His right hand shot out straight like a long spear towards Casio's back.
   

        Whoo!
   

        His fist drew near at high speed, ripping through the air with a screech.
   

        Aro's vision blurred on both sides, only Casio's back remained clear in front: "Still not turning your head! Still ignoring me?"
   

        "Secret Technique, Three Month!"
   

        The flame of resentment in his heart blazed even more ferociously, immediately displaying the Sun, Moon and Star Secret Techniques unique to the Star Ring Fist. The Three Month Secret Technique could amplify speed, making a punch three times faster in a short time. Moreover, the secret technique could be used during or after a punch. A slow punch could suddenly accelerate at any moment, catching the opponent off guard.
   

        Aro's punch was already fast, and under the enhancement of the Three Month Secret Technique, it turned into a bolt of lightning. His entire right hand was blurred into a beam of black shadow, aiming straight for Casio's back.
   

        Just as the fist was about to slam into the fabric.
   

        Zoom!
   

        A whooshing sound of a palm cutting through the air.
   

        Casio's arm blurred in an instant, and his body naturally retreated a step backwards. Not only did he dodge the rushing fist, but his body also seemed to squeeze into Aro's arms. Then, a seemingly slow but swift palm lightly rested on the right side of Aro's chin. It thrust upwards – Boom! An air wave rolled and burst open. 
   

        Aro's cheeks flushed, and a mix of blood and saliva spouted from his mouth, including two or three shattered teeth. His entire body was lifted by the force, feet off the ground. His body spun in the air with the force, like a rapidly ascending human top.
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        Almost simultaneously.
   

        "Zing!"
   

        A flash of silver light danced around like a broken mirror.
   

        Lance transformed into a swift shadow, his trench coat rustling with movement. Just as Aro took action against Casio, he did too. Facing a fighter, they were ultimately suppressed by the power gap. Attacking Casio together, a two-on-one fight, was the best option.
   

        This would leave room to maneuver in the fight.
   

        Like Aro, Lance executed a killing move from the Soul-Losing Swordmanship the moment he planned to make a move - the advanced third segment of the Waning Moon, the secret technique Crescent Moonlight Arc. In a battle against a fighter, there was no need for testing, it's best to strike with all your might. This blonde youth was from the Evil Eye Fist school, and even if Lance and Aro were a bit rude for not declaring their challenge, he assumed the Evil Eye Fist would not really mind. After all, the schools behind them were both top-tier under the East Nine Gates.
   

        Lance charged diagonally at Casio, positioning himself such that Casio was sandwiched between him and Aro, creating a pincer attack.
   

        When Casio had dispatched Aro with a single move, Lance seized the moment to leap into the air like a shooting star. His sharp Swift Sword spun furiously in the air, the blade sliced a terrifying circular arc about one meter off the ground.
   

        He executed a spin, chopping downward with both hands.
   

        Boom!
   

        Lance was sent flying back like a shell, his clothes shredded at his chest, revealing a glowing handprint.
   

        Crack!
   

        The Swift Sword, his companion for many years, shattered into multiple pieces, snapped in two by a gentle quiver of two fingers.
   

        Bam! Bam!
   

        The sound of their heavy landing, one after the other, echoed outwards.
   

        Behind Casio, the burly white-skinned youth Aro fell headfirst onto the ground, a trail of blood flowing from the corner of his mouth. His sweaty arms trembled as he tried to prop himself up, only to collapse time and time again. In the end, he gave up the struggle and lay gasping on the ground.
   

        About fifteen meters in front of Casio, Lance was huddled up, curled like a lobster ready to strike. His physique was weaker compared to Aro, and he had already lost consciousness. The hilt of the Swift Sword, together with its broken pieces, was scattered around his trench coat.
   

        All of this happened within just two seconds.
   

        The Eastern Twin Stars, one hit each, put the opponent to sleep like a baby. The fighting was over in the blink of an eye.
   

        "Hiss!"
   

        Those who had come to their senses gasped, the temperature in the fighting field seemed to slightly rise. Representatives of the Secret Martial Arts world of Windsor County, who had been injured previously, were especially shocked. They had just fought with Aro and Lance, and had been beaten definitively.
   

        Both of them were deserving of the name of Eastern Three Stars, their secret martial art foundations were deep, their secret techniques were powerful, they had abundant combat experience, and their momentum was unstoppable. Their combined strength had almost reached the unique tier of the fighter, and none of the people from the Secret Martial Arts world of Windsor County were a match for them. But such strong opponents were in turn defeated with single strikes by this unfamiliar blonde youth. No, one strike. One hit per person!
   

        Lance and Aro lost their combat capabilities in an instant. Even in a siege, they were no match for him.
   

        In the blink of an eye, both were defeated.
   

        "Crucially clean fighting actions, instantly identifying fatal weaknesses, and a horrifyingly strong physique..."
   

        "Is this the top-tier fighter from the Secret Martial Arts world?"
   

        "The gap between a fighter and a fist fighter is indeed huge!"
   

        "The Evil Eye Fist is actually harboring such a character, a newly advanced fighter. In the next East Nine Gates Assembly, the Evil Eye Fist will inevitably attract much attention and move up several ranks!"
   

        "..."
   

        The comments of shock and surprise from the crowd echoed back and forth.
   

        Justin's expressionless face twitched a bit.
   

        Defeating the Eastern Twin Stars in an instant without using any killer techniques or secret skills, was not the average level of a fighter as claimed by the fist fighters behind him. Even he couldn't do it so cleanly, facing Aro and Lance, Justin believed that if it was simply sparring, he would need to fight for at least one or two minutes. Only then would he find an opportunity to deliver the final blow with a secret technique.
   

        This blonde youth was way more formidable than he seemed!
   

        "Lance, Lance, are you okay? Wake up..."
   

        "Aro!" "The medical team comes for an emergency treatment!"
   

        The teams from both their schools also reacted at this time, surrounding their primary team core. They began to use their medicines, bandages and emergency pills to check and treat their wounds.
   

        Some people occasionally glanced at Casio with a look full of apprehension. The strongest of both teams were actually their two leaders, the other combatants were less powerful. On Lance's side, a silver-haired girl with a thin sword at her waist was a bit anxious.
   

        "Brother, Brother. Oh? How did your chest get swollen..."
   

        "It's okay, the bones got no problem, it's just that five of the teeth broke off, and the lower jaw is kind of misshapen. We can treat it later..."
   

        This was said by a professional medic on Aro's side after examination.
   

        On the side of the Secret Martial Arts World in Windsor County, a group of people were watching the drama. Some of the wounded elders, seeing the more pathetic state of Aro and Lance, felt a little relief. But they instantly felt gloomy again, Evil Eye Fist had gained another fighter.
   

        This was especially true for Xiu Te, the Gate Master of Panming Martial Way, and Rune, the gate master of Red Eagle Boxing Gate. Both had gloomy expressions, they didn't look too good.
   

        Rune felt even more like a huge stone was pressing on his heart.
   

        Evil Eye Fist had gained another fighter, and he was a rather young and strong fighter. A faction with three fighters, how could Secret Martial Arts World in Windsor County fight against the plan of Eastern Alliance?
   

        Even if in a few days, he brought his father out of Death valley in Roca Mountain Range, that probably couldn't recover the overall situation.
   

        Already withering Blood Fist who had deviated from right path due to aging.
   

        To face three opponents alone… that was tough.
   

        Ah... Rune sighed in his heart, then he suddenly glanced at Casio again.  Just now that vocal attack mysteriously sounded a bit like the sound of Red Vulture Fist ripping through the air, kind of like a bird's call.
   

        He immediately shook his head. What was he thinking?
   

        Could this blond-haired fighter in front of him also have cultivated their Red Vulture Fist? It was a bit too day-dreamy...
   

        Ding!
   

        Casio naturally let his right hand hang at his side, his two fingers loosened the already shattered sword tip, the metal fell on the marble surface, making a clear sound. He glanced at the two men he had just killed in an instance.
   

        Their strength was okay, they could grasp opportunities, they had courage to challenge a fighter. Not bad, advise not to next time.
   

        Casio gradually moved his gaze onto Justin who stood by the black railing. This was one of his targets for today. As Feng Liusi had once told him in the Death valley, for South Dipper Red Vulture Fist to progress quickly, it had to be achieved in battle.
   

        These past few days, Casio had challenged two fighters from Windsor County in succession. Adding the digestion afterwards, he had already broken through two acupuncture points.
   

        In the forming will fire in his aura, the aura inside the red steam vortex was becoming more and more intense. Casio was only one step away from showing the will of the Red Vulture Fist, with two Evil Eye Fist Fighters here today, he may find an opportunity after a series of battles.
   

        Across, Justin was looking at Lance and Aro who were being rescued, his face incredibly grim. The Eastern Twin Stars have been disciplined in the Evil Eye Fist, and the person who made the move was an unfamiliar fighter. Maybe the Soul-Losing Swordmanship and the Star Ring Fist will put this account on the Evil Eye Fist, even if it's only part of it, the relationship will worsen. Offending two top factions in the East Nine Gates, this could not be good for Evil Eye Fist.
   

        What they needed now was to dissociate themselves first.
   

        Justin took a step forward, his eyes fixed on Casio: "I wonder which faction's master you are, to hurt people in my Evil Eye Fist territory, is not the kind of demeanor a fighter should have."
   

        "Hehe…" Casio couldn't help but laugh, he didn't care about Justin's sophistry, he just wanted to try the other's fist now.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        An air wave spread to the surroundings with Casio as center, the air slid like the ripple of the water. He was all over the body emitting clusters of red steam, gathering non-stop above his head.
   

        Forming a slowly rotating vortex, a hideous raptor looming in the vortex, the blood-red eyes becoming brighter and brighter.
   

        Chirp! High pitched bird cry echoing in the surrounding space.
   

        Casio took a step forward.
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate's Casio, I am here today to challenge Evil Eye Fist!"
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        As the voice echoed, everyone present, except for Justin, looked a bit surprised and turned their attention in its direction. 
   

        "Casio of Wind Elephant Gate? Isn't he a part of Evil Eye Fist?" 
   

        "What school is this Wind Elephant Gate? Does the school of secret martial arts exist in Windsor County? If a sect can raise such a young fighter, the power of the school of Wind Elephant Gate must not be small..."
   

        "..."
   

        The practitioners of Soul-Losing Swordmanship and Star Ring Fist were all discussing. 
   

        "We guessed wrong earlier. This newly-emerged fighter is not from Evil Eye Fist, he's here to challenge them."
   

        "It's better that way, if there really are three fighters in Evil Eye Fist, we will definitely be forced to join the Eastern Alliance." The elders and gate masters from the secret martial arts world of Windsor County discussed among themselves, most of them relieved. 
   

        As they relaxed, they cast their eyes on the distorted aura surrounding Casio that expanded for meters and the faintly visible red vortex above his head. A sense of astonishment and fear was born in their mind, even by merely taking one look, they could sense the murderous intent and oppressive feeling radiating from the aura.
   

        The most astonished was Rune, the gate master of the Red Vulture Fist Gate.
   

        His eyes widened. The only thing left in his pupils was the faintly visible red vulture above Casio's head, causing his heart to pound. 
   

        "This is father's unique cultivation, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist!"
   

        During the daily cultivation of the boxing method, Feng Liusi rarely allowed others to observe. Because the killer intent of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was too strong, and its aura, once released, would naturally affect the emotions of people around him. So few people could approach Feng Liusi during his cultivation, or even see him use the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        But Rune, as Feng Liusi's son, had occasionally witnessed his father's South Dipper Red Vulture Fist aura a few times, it left a deep impression. The fighter's aura and blood-red steam that the blond youth now exuded were identical to Feng Liusi's. 
   

        "This..."
   

        Rune opened his mouth wide. The core secret martial arts practiced in the gate of Red Vulture Fist was called Red Vulture Secret Martial Arts, which was far different from the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist mastered by Feng Liusi. Feng Liusi had told Rune about this, he had not passed down South Dipper Red Vulture Fist to the disciples of the Red Vulture Fist Gate due to the high threshold and excessive lethality of this boxing method.
   

        Without paying enough attention, they might even die from deviation during initiation, or the murderous intent would invade their brain and make them insane.
   

        If, like normal secret martial arts, it was taught widely to all the disciples of the Red Vulture Fist Gate, the final result would likely be the extinction of the sect, with most of the people suffering from deviation and living a life worse than death. The best method was to select talents, then Feng Liusi would teach some simple boxing methods to test whether they were qualified to cultivate the heritage.
   

        However, it was regrettable that over the past twenty years, no disciple in the Red Vulture Fist Gate had ever passed the basic test, including Rune himself. He had also undergone the test where Feng Liusi had inserted a trace of Deathfang Power into his body and then operated a simple method. The outcome was that he started to have a confused consciousness and almost went mad before lasting for ten minutes.
   

        It was then that Rune knew what his father had said was correct, the threshold of cultivating South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was extremely high. It required a very firm determination, solid secret martial arts foundation, strong physique, and rich combat experience, only then one stood a slight chance of cultivating it.
   

        Such a person was one in a million in the secret martial arts world. 
   

        Yet this blond youth in front of him could use the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, and was even quite proficient and mature. Could it be that he was the pupil that his own father had hidden for many years? Or he might be the illegitimate child...
   

        Even though the likelihood for the latter was low, Rune still guessed so in his mind. After all, unlike ordinary people, a secret martial artist can procreate even when they are old.
   

        His mind raced, and in a few seconds, he hastily raised his head and looked at Casio, his eyes ablaze, not knowing what he wanted to convey.
   

        By a white load-bearing pillar on the fighting field of Evil Eye Fist,
   

        Opposite to Casio, Justin stayed silent. 
   

        He felt that the young-looking fighter opposite to him had formidable momentum and might be hard to deal with. Moreover, he claimed to challenge Evil Eye Fist at the very beginning, intending to challenge him first and then the Great Elder. Did he regard Evil Eye Fist as a stepping stone?
   

        Justin was irritated in his heart. The other party's confidence made him slightly apprehensive. But since the challenge was made in public, Evil Eye Fist, who did not want to lose face, could only accept it. Justin glanced at the numerous sects in the secret martial arts world of Windsor County behind him, realizing that if he lost to the opponent in front of these people, the plan of the Eastern Alliance might face new obstacles.
   

        Moreover, the people from the Soul-Losing Swordmanship and Star Ring Fist, two of the top sects of the East Nine Gates, were also present. If he lost, he would probably lose great face. Justin couldn't help but curse internally, the opponent really picked a good time.
   

        Although he was an experienced fighter, Justin could not help feeling depressed. He took a look at his core disciples who were standing by the railings, who he had taken there to watch young talented fighters from the Eastern Double Star in combat, and then told them with a bit of heaviness: "Lucas, go to the back hill of the Star Eye Manor and invite the Great Elder over..."
   

        Lucas, the fourth core of the Evil Eye Fist, responded upon hearing the gate master's call, and immediately walked quickly towards the outside of the fighting field.
   

        After doing this, Justin turned to look at Casio: "You're probably not a local of Windsor County, right? I don't recall there being a sect called Wind Elephant Gate either in Windsor County or in the nearby counties."
   

        Looking at him, Casio didn't reply.
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        "I don't know what your purpose is in coming to Windsor County to challenge my Evil Eye Fist, can you please clarify, I don't want any misunderstandings."
   

        After finishing his words, Justin took another look at Casio, seeing that he was still silent, he continued: "You appear young, probably a recent fighter. The forces of my Evil Eye Fist in the eastern Secret Martial Arts World are just mediocre, in our sect there are two veteran fight..."
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A half-meter-long arc of blood flew rapidly through the air.
   

        Justin abruptly turned his head to avoid it, but a strand of his forehead hair was still cut off. The arc whizzed past and finally hit the white marble pillar, bursting open with a crackle. The blood-colored ripples separated from the pale airflow, ravaging the surface of the pillar.
   

        The finely crafted relief was damaged, leaving an ugly scar.
   

        "You..." Justin abruptly turned his head, but was suddenly caught by a pair of pale red eyes. Casio's hands were enveloped in a red and white aura, like he was wearing a pair of hazy, changing gloves.
   

        "A few days ago, the Gate Master of the Extreme Softness Way told me. The Evil Eye Fist has a rich heritage, not only is the Great Elder a bona fide veteran fighter, but the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist, Justin, is also a strong master. Now it seems that this hesitating, fearful appearance is just as it is! It really disappoints me..."
   

        A regretful expression appeared on his face, and he shook his head.
   

        "The duel between fighters is no longer just about physique and boxing skills, but also about that elusive momentum, confidence and even will. Justin, you already have fear in your heart!"
   

        "Once a person's heart is filled with hesitation and fear at a certain moment, he will undoubtedly be defeated!" Casio spread his hands, making a ferocious move like a bird of prey spreading its wings. His whole figure burst out like a meteor.
   

        "You!" Justin's inner thoughts were poked through, he wanted to open his mouth to cover up and rebuke. But facing the raging Casio, he could only swallow his words back into his stomach. He had no choice but to battle with him in the blink of an eye.
   

        "What a bully..."
   

        He sighed and his eyes lit up: "Evil Eye Fist!"
   

        Justin's shoulder expanded backward, his muscles rolled over as if they were folding over in an instant. Then his arm violently reverted like a wooden door pulled by a spring, the originally slack muscles were activated by this action in an instant. Powerful and robust smooth lines rose, green and black meridians moved under the skin.
   

        His right arm swung out, his fist instantly hit a red and white shadow, and a sudden sound rang out.
   

        Like the sharp sound of rapid friction between clothes.
   

        Hiss! Hiss! Hiss!
   

        One after another they merged into a large piece, in just three seconds the two had already exchanged dozens of moves. The fighting range was always kept in a circle with a diameter of one meter, their arms and legs were constantly blurred, occasionally returning to their place.
   

        Pop!
   

        "Swipe!"
   

        Half of Casio's body shuddered, the tendon in his arm shrunk like a spring, and his steel-like right hand was tossed out, like a blue-black python attacking Justin.
   

        His fist suddenly swung out a semicircle of one hundred and eighty degrees in the air, his hand shivered several times in the process, each time it was followed by an acceleration of the fist. It seemed that he had used some unique force technique, and finally, this swipe was smashed out like a big swing hammer. It hit Justin's defensive stance.
   

        Boom!
   

        Justin's face changed instantly, he only felt an unstoppable surge of force, his entire body flew out like a sack.
   

        After two three-hundred and sixty degree rotations in the air, his feet hit the ground with a crack, and then he backed up another five or six steps. He looked carefully, to find that he was standing right in the middle of the fighting field.
   

        Looking up, a red figure had already flown over the black railing of the fighting field, landing fiercely like an approaching meteor.
   

        "This move contained four layers of force, although each layer was weaker than the first, it was already hard to resist..." Justin looked serious, he could feel the bruising in his arm, it seemed that there was a small fracture in an instant.
   

        Directly in front, a hint of disappointment lingered in Casio's red eyes.
   

        He had mastered the boxing method of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist technique, which provides a conceptual framework, not a fixed set of moves. Originally, he intended to perfect three moves first. The first move, called the Thousand Hands Hundred Palms, is derived from Feng Liusi's killer move, Blood Reflecting Flower. The second technique, the Red Mist Finger Gun, is a fusion of finger gun secret techniques and blood streams. The third move, Wind Elephant Fourfold, extracts the essence of the four lethal blows of the Wind Elephant Fist. The aim is for a single punch to simultaneously unleash four distinct forces.
   

        Regrettably, the force he exerted just now was not as effective as expected. The successive layers of fourfold force were gradually weakened, and in total, they were not even twice as strong as normal. Theoretically, the Wind Elephant Fourfold technique is intended to trigger an explosive burst of strength, with one punch delivering four times the usual force.
   

        According to Justin's recent defensive posture, his hands crossed in front of his chest, the complete form of Wind Elephant Fourfold could fracture both of his hands. Moreover, it could imprint such force into his chest that would cause internal damage.
   

        Unfortunately, among the three techniques, Wind Elephant Fourfold was the least polished. Furthermore, Casio was still missing several key acupuncture points of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, so he was unable to perfectly sync his killer moves with his acupuncture points. Hence, the force he can deliver is not very powerful, and can only be considered mediocre. Ideally, this move should allow an arm to whip through 180 degrees in the air each time it is thrown, and with every quarter of the distance from the body, one of the corresponding acupuncture points should trigger a burst of force. Four acupuncture points should flicker in succession, allowing the punch to accelerate four times, overlaying and triggering four types of forces.
   

        "Huh..." 
   

        Suddenly, an enormous aura erupted from Justin. The aura of the Evil Eye Fist, accompanied by surging air waves, pressed against Casio one after another with an impressive momentum. However, the expanding ring of air waves split to both sides as soon as it touched Casio's radius of three and a half meters, just like a solid reef splits the sea waves.
   

        Casio's trench coat fluttered like a wave as he took a step forward. Instantly, the successive layers of air waves were forcibly split apart.
   

        He advanced all the way until the two auras collided.
   

        Swish, swish, swish...
   

        It seemed like a torrential rain pouring loudly in everyone's ears. Unexpectedly, strong winds began to blow in the originally enclosed fighting field, occasionally even revealing blurry vortexes, accompanied by terrifying whistling noises. Those near the black railings were being hit by patches of air waves, involuntarily squinting their eyes.
   

        Aro, who had just been treated and barely managed to stand upright, was making a whistling noise from his mouth, and unknowingly, he had staggered back several steps.
   

        "Hmm, the one who had a slight advantage just now was him!" Aro stabilized his silhouette, with a trace of reluctance in his eyes. "Arising out of nowhere in the Secret Martial Arts World, a young, new fighter..."
   

        He clenched his fist.
   

        "Once I break through to the realm of a fighter, I will definitely find him..."
   

        Whoosh! A wild gust of wind suddenly blew.
   

        Before Aro could finish his firm words, he fell backward with his back tightly sticking to his chest and stumbled backwards. He finally squats down.
   

        "Hiss!"
   

        He, with wounds on his body, couldn't help but shriek.
   

        In the middle of the fighting field, Justin was looking at Casio, who was walking towards him step by step. Instantly, he struck the Evil Eye Fist, holding his left hand straight towards the front, while his right hand was in a flexible state, ready to shoot like a distorted slingshot.
   

        He raised his head abruptly. "The focus of my Evil Eye Fist is to attack the weak points of the human body. Once I make a serious move, it will either inflict serious injuries or death!"
   

        "Are you sure you want to continue fighting my Evil Eye Fist?!"
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A silhouette shot across like a shell, instantly colliding with Justin. In an instant, they both burst into a top-level physical fight, using almost every part of their bodies as lethal weapons to attack each other's vital parts.
   

        Casio lunged forward with a punch, brushing aside Justin's swinging arm, while the remaining force struck into his left underarm.
   

        Immediately following a side hit, it spun and struck onto Justin's arm which was on the right side of his body. Justin's entire body rocked like a rag, swiveling from left to right in quick succession.
   

        Casio followed closely with a relentless close-range attack, the blood mist in his eyes thickening. "Your Evil Eye Fist targets the human's vital parts. Well, I also have a boxing method that's equally aggressive, focusing mainly on attacks without much defense; every move is geared to take a life. Let's see how things turn out!"
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        "South Dipper Red Vulture Fist..."
   

        Outside the black railings, Rune, the gate master of Red Eagle Boxing Gate, murmured quietly to himself. After the fast punches exchanged by Casio and Justin just now, he was nearly certain that the boxing method Casio had demonstrated was his father's South Dipper Red Vulture Fist! Although the techniques were slightly different, the various basic movements were remarkably similar.
   

        Rune was becoming more convinced of his guess, that this young fighter who was fighting with Justin, the Gate Master of Evil Eye Fist Sect in the fighting field, was most likely his father's disciple. This was a gut instinct. After settling on this idea, he looked back at the fighting field.
   

        Casio continually attacked and suppressed Justin, showing a dominant fighting posture, while Justin seemed slightly embarrassed. Rune felt a mysterious sense of excitement in his mind, he subconsciously already considered Casio as one of his own. As for Justin, the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect, who had been causing trouble and pressuring the normal operation of the Red Eagle Boxing Dojo for nearly half a month, Rune had been holding a belly full of anger.
   

        And now, Justin was being taught a lesson by one of his own people, and Rune felt a sense of relief. His hand rested on the railing. The cold of the iron-cast steel ring was just enough to counteract the heat in his palm.
   

        In the center of the fighting field, two silhouettes intertwined once again.
   

        After all, Justin was the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect, he had been a fighter for more than a year or two. Now that he was fully serious, his aggressiveness had become even more intense.
   

        His entire body coordinated, his muscles expanding and contracting with each body movement, providing strong power. The Evil Eye Fist, as a decent secret martial art, naturally had its special features. With every punch Justin threw, his fist was not clenched tightly like a normal person's. Instead, his pinky, middle finger, and ring finger were clenched tightly, while his thumb and index finger were pinched together, resembling a bird's beak.
   

        The oval gap in the middle formed an eye-like shape.
   

        Each time his fist collided with Casio, his index finger quickly retracted and his thumb would hook it in place. His index finger's joint acted like a cone-shaped nail on a fist guard, jabbing into the surface of Casio's fist.
   

        A tactic of piercing through the surface, the moves appeared to be extremely strange.
   

        If a normal person were to fight this way, using Justin's Evil Eye Fist punching action would undoubtedly be suicidal. Likely, after several punches, the bones in the index finger would have been fractured. Yet, the secret techniques of the Evil Eye Fist seemed to contain parts on body strengthening the five finger bones, making Justin's palms and fingers as hard as iron. The joints were also quite thick, the surface covered in calluses, like a blunt nail.
   

        Just now, his fists alternated, constantly exerting force, with his arms chopping down on Casio's body. It was as if there were hammers crashing down from all directions, posing a significant threat, and the afterimages of his fists whirled like the wind.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Justin jumped five meters high, his right hand blurred, his fist hitting hard on Casio's afterimage. It went through and in the end, made a loud bang on the iron railing. The impact was deafening and the intense vibration of the ring-shaped railing travelled all the way to where Rune was standing.
   

        The place that was hit, without a doubt, was completely indented, the dent deep enough to fit half a person's head. Considering that the iron railings used in the Evil Eye Fist fighting field were as thick as a person's wrist and solid, the fact that they underwent such a drastic change from a punch by Justin, made of flesh and blood, seemed like they were almost about to break.
   

        "Huff!"
   

        Justin forcibly exhaled a breath of hot and turbid air from his mouth.
   

        Instantly sensing the aura, he turned around and fiercely threw out an elbow. His body involuntarily stumbled forward as his elbow hit the fist flying towards him in mid-air. His left foot stepped forward, his right foot pressing down on the ground at an angle. He instantly completed a turn, his whole body moving like a compass.
   

        He looked at Casio seriously, knowing that apart from the killing techniques of the Evil Eye Fist, he had used all his strength just now. Yet, even with his thirty-plus years of combat skills and battle experience, he was unable to take any advantage. Did his opponent have more combat experience than him? All his evasive and attacking movements were extremely concise and efficient.
   

        There were no unnecessary deceptive moves, no time-wasting feints. It was purely fast, accurate, and ruthless. He was quick to dodge and accurate in hitting the vital spots, with a fiercely hard punch. Though straightforward, it was like a sharp sword. Even though every move was predictable, he always succeeded. A sharp sword chops down, do you take it or not?
   

        If you take it, well, you're dead.
   

        If you don't, that's fine too, but you have to pay the price of being slightly injured.
   

        Justin was a little annoyed by this oppressive fighting style. Although he did just say some harsh words, claiming that the Evil Eye Fist specifically targeted the human body's weak spots and was a bloody and violent boxing method. But an aggressive fighting style was not like this.
   

        Only attacking without guarding, exchanging injuries in the process, every move risking life. Even if he won, the outcome would only be a Pyrrhic victory.
   

        Moreover, Justin seemed to have faintly sensed Casio's intentions. He wanted to use this violent and bloody fighting method to make him feel fear and restraint. Then the initiative would be in his opponent's hands, and Justin would be led around by the nose by Casio.
   

        If Justin were brave enough, the two sides would engage in a bloody fight where both suffered injuries. If Justin chickened out, then it would be Casio attacking and Justin defending. The end result would either be him getting injured or killed, a simple game.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Looking at Casio's unnerving blood-red eyes, a question appeared in Justin's mind: was he crazy?
   

        His thoughts turned in his mind, and Justin finally decided to show his opponent the killing power of the Evil Eye Fist, even if it meant he would need to recover for a year and a half after the fight! Instantly, he adopted the starting combat stance of the Evil Eye Fist, bending his right arm, tensing it like a drawn bow.
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        Whoosh! Casio's silhouette disappeared in an instant across the arena.
   

        A flash of brilliance crossed Justin's eyes as his figure disappeared simultaneously.
   

        "Three Ring Hammer Mark!"
   

        He suddenly appeared alongside Casio in the center of the fighting field. He rotated his right hand swiftly, using his arm as a metal hammer handle, his fist as the hammerhead, and the knuckle of his index finger as the hammer's tip, slinging it sideways!
   

        Boom boom boom!
   

        The sound of the accelerated fist echoed through the air.
   

        "Are you really going to go all out!? Excellent!" Casio's mouth raised into a smirk, the corner of his red eyes extending out like the wings of a high-flying feather, carrying a wicked aura.
   

        "Red Mist Finger Gun!"
   

        Seemingly sensing his opponent's battle intent, he neither dodged nor avoided this attack. His blackish-green hands extended like two pythons, with his fingers acting as the sharp tusks. The sharp tooth point fiercely collided with the blunt hammerhead.
   

        Pfft!
   

        At the point of collision, the rapidly pressured air formed a white arc, a cake-like air arc that was half the size of a fist.
   

        An air wave burst out with a whoosh.
   

        Craack! The crisp sound of a bone fracture resounded.
   

        Who got injured?
   

        No, both of them got injured.
   

        Justin abruptly pulled back, his right-hand muscles involuntarily trembling slightly. The flesh and blood at the joint of his index finger got rubbed open by Casio's drill-like finger gun, revealing the stark white bone beneath.
   

        Blood flowed non-stop from the exposed wound.
   

        On the other hand, Casio still stood in his place, showing an ambiguous, eerie smile on his face. He raised his just-exhibited right hand, an oddly twisted finger stuck out among all. They were both fighters, and they used the same attack, finger against fist.
   

        Casio's finger, of course, was broken, even though his physique was extraordinarily robust. Under normal circumstances, Casio would never do this. But a murderous personality was not exactly normal. Different ways of responding to the same moves could be called a style.
   

        The Red Vulture Fist took on a bloody and murderous style, and when it was coupled with the murderous personality driving the boxing method, it naturally became even more extreme in this style. Watching the blood dripping constantly from his finger joints, Casio's murderous personality's smile intensified.
   

        Justin felt a chill, didn't this hurt him?
   

        Whoosh, Casio instantly disappeared from Justin's sight. Justin's eyes focused, and he immediately maximized his aura surrounding his body. All at once, he sensed a high-speed human-shaped object violently charging from his back left side.
   

        The speed was extremely fast, bringing with it a gust of wind.
   

        Justin suddenly turned and swung, chopping furiously with a Hand Knife. Surprisingly, Casio did neither block nor evade and took the blow on his neck. Casio then crashed into Justin like a shell and tilted his body.
   

        Bang!
   

        With a loud bang, Justin felt as if he had collided with a rhino and was sent flying back. As the surrounding became blurry, he could only see the black silhouette closely following behind him in mid-air. He flew back dozens of meters continuously.
   

        Clang!
   

        Justin hit the iron railing hard behind him, causing the solid iron pillar to protrude outward abruptly. The rivets embedded into the marble floor loosened considerably, and a few even broke off and flew out.
   

        "Cough!"
   

        A bit of fresh blood overflowed from his mouth, and then he forcefully shifted to the left, brushing past the iron railing and twirling to the side.
   

        The next second, a shadow of a fist emerged abruptly.
   

        Thud!
   

        An intense explosion echoed throughout the fighting field.
   

        The iron railing, almost ten meters long where Justin had just hit, was suddenly blown away by Casio's fist. Even the five or six supporting pillars on the railing, like feet, hit against the marble pillars of the fighting field with a clang.
   

        "Holy cow!"
   

        The audience, over twenty meters away and watching the fight, couldn't help but exclaim, their voices tinted with a hint of fear.
   

        "Shouldn't we be standing further away..." Elder Lairoel of the Blossom Sword Path stared at the deformed steel column, swallowing his saliva, "I have a feeling we might get accidentally injured if we are too close..."
   

        "Yes, it... it is necessary to maintain a safe distance."
   

        Another elder of a martial arts school responded.
   

        Immediately, the people from Windsor County's Secret Martial Arts Schools neatly retreated a dozen meters backwards, fearing they would be affected by the two men's battle.
   

        Rune, the Gate Master of the Red Vulture Boxing Gate, inexplicably seemed somewhat excited and agitated, his fists clenched at his side.
   

        "This is the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, this is my father's South Dipper Red Vulture Fist! Justin is completely under it!"
   

        On the edge of the railing, a middle-aged man from the Star Ring Fist who was a bit slow to react finally came to his senses. "Aro, we should back off too..." he said, looking at a large gap in the railing.
   

        "Aro." "Aro?" "Hmm?"
   

        He turned his head to see Aro, his hands wrapped in bandages, standing as rigid as a puppet. "Has this kid been hit?" the middle-aged man sighed, he was Aro's uncle. He had accompanied him to Windsor County this time to challenge various schools.
   

        The middle-aged man thought of some comforting words and stepped forward to put his hand on Aro's shoulders. Instead, Aro collapsed stiffly. At the same time, a blood-stained nail fell on the marble floor with a clatter.
   

        "Damn, he really was hit!" The middle-aged man quickly knelt down and checked Aro's injuries. Fortunately, the injuries were not serious. There was just a hole in his head, which may leave a scar. He had fainted temporarily and may have a slight concussion.
   

        How could the audience still be in danger while watching a boxing match?
   

        The middle-aged man immediately dragged Aro behind a large marble load-bearing pillar to prevent any following accidents. The two fighters' battle was indeed a bit intense and the aftershocks were strong. But his nephew really had bad luck, being affected several times.
   

        It's better to hide far away.
   

        In the fighting arena, two silhouettes continued to collide fiercely.
   

        Like two whirlwinds, one black and one white, waves of air fluctuated and dispersed. The center of the battle seemed to be decimated by a tornado, constantly sending obstacles in the way of the two fighters flying.
   

        In an instant, the seemingly sturdy circular railing was badly deformed and shattered. There was a hole every few meters, and the marble ground was full of twisted columns.
   

        Bang!
   

        Justin threw a straight punch, landing on Casio's right shoulder like a long spear. Casio, however, didn't care and threw a hook punch at Justin's waist, causing him to stagger badly.
   

        Justin thrust out his left leg and rammed back. His cross-mounted elbow collided with Casio's palm. At this moment, both of their arms were scarred, full of blood. Their clothes were also seriously torn in the fight, like rags.
   

        It's worth noting that Casio only used moves in the recent fight, and did not use the destructive Deathfang Power. He had also not used it when he previously challenged the two fighters in Windsor County. It's not that Casio wanted to save strength, but he just wanted to maintain a good reputation, so that he could challenge more fighters. If he used the grip of Deathfang Power to disable others' limbs, the bloody reputation would scare off potential competitors in the Secret Martial Arts World. As for opponents that Casio was confident of defeating, various moves would do, they could also narrow the gap in strength, serving to polish his skills. Of course, for those he had no confidence in, he would have to use full power.
   

        The intense fight in the center of the arena continued.
   

        "Sinister Hand Knife!"
   

        Justin's right arm swung towards Casio like a large knife.
   

        "Bloody Reflecting Flower, Thousand Palms!"
   

        The lotus at Casio's chest suddenly bloomed, thousands of palms stretched out, leaving afterimages, and covered Justin all around.
   

        In mid-air, a black and a white figure collided.
   

        Boom!
   

        Justin was thrown fiercely, accelerated by the explosion of the Bloody Reflecting Flower, he crossed the railing and hit a marble load-bearing pillar. A muffled sound followed by the sound of falling.
   

        He kneeled on the ground, trembling, blood flowing from the corner of his mouth.
   

        Struggling to lift his head.
   

        Tens of meters away.
   

        Casio stood quietly in the fighting arena, his scarlet eyes staring in this direction, the cross-shaped dent on his forehead glowing with bloody light.
   

        Strangely carrying a trace of inhuman, eerie energy.
   

        "Fear leads to defeat, only unstoppable momentum can lead to victory in a tight confrontation. Feng Liusi, I feel somewhat closer to the Domain of Domination you mentioned..."
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        In the fighting field.
   

        Casio silently looked at Justin, his beliefs and thoughts becoming more determined. Feng Liusi had once spoken of the three paths after a fighter: the Saint Fist, the Tyrant Fist, and the Extreme Fist. Now, it seemed that he was most compatible with the path of the Tyrant Fist.
   

        The Overlord of the Fist is domineering and invincible, crushing the enemies with sheer momentum. It's a straightforward approach that emphasizes aggression and prowess in killing, the most aggressive among the three fist realms.
   

        In fact, Blood Fist Feng Liusi was also on this path.
   

        The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist naturally adheres to the path of the Tyrant Fist. Feng Liusi's challenges over the last twenty years, since his breakthrough as a fighter, have been indicative of this. And now, Casio cultivated the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, which would inevitably align with it.
   

        Casio glanced at Justin, who had barely stood up, then at some people around watching the battle.
   

        Under his gaze, whether the fist artists from various secret martial art schools of Windsor County or the elite members of the East Nine Gates either turned away or lowered their heads.
   

        They didn't dare to meet Casio's eyes at this moment.
   

        The air was somewhat silent, somewhat solidified.
   

        Casio looked at Justin, who was still coughing up blood, feeling somewhat speechless. He had actually held back a lot just now. To avoid accidentally killing, he didn't even use Deathfang Power, and he suppressed his physical quality to enjoy a balanced fight.
   

        He even gave Justin the opportunity to perform his Evil Eye Fist killer move, but it still fell short. In Casio's view, Justin, as the gate master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect, was indeed superior to the Red Hand Fist gate master, but weaker than the gate master of the Extreme Softness Way.
   

        Of course, this may be due to the restraint of the fist methods.
   

        Casio and Justin both use offensive secret martial arts, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist and the Evil Eye Fist. These martial arts attack the enemy's vital points with strong and ruthless attacks. The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, as part of the ancient secret assassination technique of the South Dipper, is at least top-notch secret martial art, which is a level higher than the Evil Eye Fist, a second-class martial art.
   

        So, when the two met, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was more bullish than the same type of Evil Eye Fist. Other types of secret martial arts do not have this kind of restraining relationship with the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. In Casio's heart, the gate master of the Extreme Softness Way was stronger than Justin and stronger than the Red Hand Fist gate master.
   

        However, among the three, Justin might be the strongest in reality.
   

        Casio withdrew his gaze and took a step forward. The people around watching shuddered, feeling as if his foot had stepped on their hearts. This was not only because Casio had defeated Justin, but also because of his bloody and domineering combat style. A ruthless person like him always inspires awe in others.
   

        "Cough…cough…you…you win..."
   

        Justin, one hand propped against the marble pillars and the other covering his mouth, bled slightly from between his fingers. Next to him, the marble surface had a distinct dent.
   

        Despite his reluctance to admit it, Justin knew the man before him was indeed stronger. During their final confrontation, he had not been a match for him.
   

        Justin looked grey and defeated, having lost to an unfamiliar fighter in a grand melee. Worse still, members of the East Nine Gates were present.
   

        This was not good news for him personally, nor for the Evil Eye Fist Sect. As gate master, defeat carried implications beyond just being beaten, as it also concerned the aftershocks caused by failure.
   

        "Gate Master!"
   

        "I'll get a doctor..."
   

        "Master, are you hurt?"
   

        Only then did the few core disciples standing by the side, which had been somewhat invisible until now, reacted. They flocked towards Justin, some reaching out to support him, others calling for a doctor.
   

        Suddenly, from the entrance, a disciple from the Evil Eye Fist Sect hurried in. It was the same man who had delivered intelligence to Justin in the meeting room earlier. He froze the moment he stepped out of the corridor, clearly spooked by the mess in the fighting field.
   

        There were traces of battle everywhere on the fighting field; the iron railings were dismantled, scattered around. Neat marble ground was pitted, and so were the pillars.
   

        As his eyes roved, he locked eyes with Casio on the field, nearly dying of fright at the sight of those still scarlet eyes. Choked with fear, he turned to his own gate master, a middle-aged man who was constantly coughing up blood.
   

        "Gate Master, are you injured?!" The young man had a quick thought in his mind, but the intelligence he carried was somewhat important.
   

        So, he braved himself and approached hurriedly.
   

        He managed to squeeze next to the core disciples: "Gate Master, the latest news. A powerful unfamiliar fighter has recently appeared in Windsor County! A few days ago, he sequentially overthrew the gate masters of the Bloodhand Fist and the Extreme Softness Way! Two battles, two victories. According to specific intelligence, that unfamiliar fighter once mentioned the Evil Eye Fist in his battle with the Extreme Softness Way gate master. He might come to Mia City in a few days to challenge the mountain gate of our Evil Eye Fist Sect headquarters…"
   

        The young man's voice grew lower as he spoke, beads of cold sweat rolling down his back. Everyone in the Evil Eye Fist Sect, including Gate Master Justin, had turned to look at him.
   

        The atmosphere was heavy, but he persisted under the complex gaze of Justin and managed to stutter through with the intelligence: "The unique appearance of that unfamiliar fighter is: blond hair, black pupils, around 1.75 meters, handsome, with a cross-like scar on his forehead…" The young man stopped abruptly as he was speaking.
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        The more he spoke, the more the unfamiliar fighter he was describing seemed to be the man he had seen when he first entered.
   

        As if to confirm, the youth looked up towards the fighting field. A figure that matched all his descriptions was walking step by step towards him, with scarlet eyes shimmering under his golden, tousled hair.
   

        "Damn!"
   

        "It's the exact same one!"
   

        "Could it be?"
   

        The youth widened his eyes, looking from Casio to the injured Gate Master on his side. Justin shook his head, "The intelligence arrived too late. I've already been defeated..."
   

        He let out a deep breath laced with the smell of blood.
   

        He then pushed through the crowd and looked straight at Casio, who was ten meters away, "So you're the mysterious master who's been challenging and defeating several fighters in Windsor County in recent days. Both the Red Hand Fist Gate Master and Extreme Softness Way Gate Master have been defeated by you."
   

        Justin's voice was not too loud or too soft, just right for everyone present to hear his words. Despite being defeated by Casio, he was somewhat thankful for the timely arrival of the intelligence from the disciple of the Evil Eye Fist.
   

        But he wasn't the only one who lost. Two other unfortunate fighters had been defeated before him! In a way, this felt like sharing some of the external pressure with Justin...
   

        In no time, murmurs of discussion arose among the spectators around.
   

        Especially the Gate Masters and Elders from the secret martial arts world of Windsor County.
   

        "So both the Red Hand Fist Gate Master and Extreme Softness Way Gate Master have already been overthrown. They're both fighters in their prime..."
   

        "Together with the Evil Eye Fist, this man has actually toppled three major secret martial sects in such a short time. He's defeated three Gate Masters!"
   

        "His frequency of battles, his desire to challenge, and his highly aggressive combat style remind me of someone..."
   

        "This is definitely beyond the realm of ordinary fighters!"
   

        It was the same for those from Soul-losing Swordsmanship and Star Ring Fist. Many young learners who had come along were shocked. Soul-losing Swordsmanship and Star Ring Fist were major schools in the East Nine Gates, and even within their schools, top fighters were quite rare.
   

        Such a level could not be achieved purely by resources and forces.
   

        Talent, will, and even luck were indispensable.
   

        The blond fighter who had arrived in Windsor County and defeated three people in a row, made the fighters look like cabbages.
   

        This was equally shocking for the people of East Nine Gates.
   

        On the side of Soul-losing Swordsmanship, Lance, who had been knocked out earlier, slowly came around. He felt waves of intense pain from his stomach and an all-over feeling of weakness and nausea.
   

        His eyes opened hazily.
   

        "Lance, you're awake?! Glad you're ok, it's a minor injury..."
   

        The bald elder who had been caring for Lance expressed his relief.
   

        "I'm fine, thank you for your concern, Master..."
   

        Ta-ta-ta...
   

        A series of footsteps passed by. Lance glanced sideways and the prominent blond hair caught his eye. He suddenly realized that he seemed to have been knocked unconscious by this man in an instant?
   

        So instinctively, Lance began speaking in an unfriendly tone.
   

        "Hey, it was you who... um um um um..."
   

        The bald elder, who had just been all smiles, still maintained his inexplicably somewhat fake smile. His right hand, however, tightly covered Lance's mouth, almost suffocating his own disciple in the process.
   

        Lance's eyes widened. There was a moment when he thought his teacher was going to kill him. He was injured, but he still struggled continuously.
   

        "Um um um... gah!"
   

        Lance immediately stopped struggling, and the bald elder lowered his hand.
   

        He knocked his pupil out again.
   

        Shut up.
   

        The kid's brain had been hit earlier, and after waking up, he was spouting nonsense. It's better if he continues to sleep deeply for a while.
   

        On another side.
   

        Upon hearing the reactions of everyone, Justin heaved a quiet sigh of relief. Watching Casio approach closer and closer, he continued, "Your strength is indeed extraordinary. I was previously occupied with the guests over there and wasn't able to see to you straight away, I hope you understand…"
   

        "I don't need any reception." Casio suddenly stopped in his tracks and bluntly asked, "Where is your martial uncle?"
   

        The information conveyed by his casual words was self-evident.
   

        He had come to challenge—having already defeated the gate master of the Evil Eye Fist, he desired the next opponent. There was still a trace of blood in Casio's eyes, his killer personality speaking with a certain dominance.
   

        "..." Justin opened his mouth, ready to reply.
   

        Suddenly, Casio turned his attention towards the passageway, a smile appearing on his face. Unbeknownst to anyone, an old man dressed in grey training clothes was standing there, looking silently in this direction.
   

        Just like any normal elderly person, he was thin and lean, with wrinkled skin and grayish-white hair, an old man in totality. However, he wore round glasses, which gave him an inexplicable scholarly aura.
   

        The old man, looking at Casio, his gaze flat and calm.
   

        "Justin's martial uncle, would be me."
   

        Whoosh!
   

        In a blink of an eye, the old main with glasses as if teleporting, appeared immediately to Justin's left side.
   

        At the same moment, his aura spread out with great authority.
   

        A ripple of energy within a radius of four and a half meters collided instantly with Casio's aura, whipping up a violent gale between them.
   

        The Evil Eye Fist core members, who were closest to them, couldn't maintain their balance and were pushed back nearly ten meters, as if shot away by an airbag. The other onlookers were also wind-battered, their eyes unable to open, with the sound of the howling wind in their ears.
   

        Screech!
   

        From within the air current, unraveled a sharp cry of a fierce bird.
   

        On top of Casio's head, a vortex emerged from the red steam, within which a translucent figure of a giant red vulture could be faintly seen.
   

        At the same moment.
   

        There was no change in the expression on the face of the old man with glasses.
   

        A smoky, dark aura burst out from him like a firework, forming a curtain of darkness, just like the night sky. Suddenly, a giant eye at the center of the curtain opened, as if a god overlooking the universe.
   

        An unprecedented, immense pressure bore down on Casio from all directions, with the air currents inching closer.
   

        In his current killer personality state, there was no way he would retreat in the face of an opponent. His South Dipper Red Vulture aura surged with murderous and bloody intent at its peak, in a bid to withstand the opponent's momentum.
   

        Wave after wave lashed out, incessantly.
   

        Pop!
   

        Casio suddenly heard a shattering sound from within his body, a quick probe revealed it was his acupuncture points.
   

        He had just come from a close brawl with a powerful fighter and now was colliding with the aura of a veteran fighter. His already weakened acupuncture point was completely shattered.
   

        This is…the ninth acupuncture point.
   

        Cultivating through combat, this indeed was the correct cultivation method for South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. Of course, the premise was, not being afraid of getting hurt.
   

        Casio had now reached nine acupuncture points, needing only two more to reach the first phase total of eleven. Much like the Ancient Assassination Fist techniques, the South Dipper Red Vulture didn't have a grade system, just the presence of more acupuncture points. Feng Liusi, being the only cultivator known prior to this, had divided it into six phases, a total of sixty-six acupuncture points, with each phase consisting of eleven points. The interaction between the acupuncture points would increase with each new phase.
   

        Eleven acupuncture points mutually resonating would make the Deathfang Power more orderly and precise, like a disciplined army. Both in terms of quality and killing power, it would be a notch above the rest.
   

        During his peak, Feng Liusi had forty acupuncture points, which is the fourth phase. Casio was currently at the end of the first stage, on the verge of reaching the second. During this time, each challenge he made to the fighters in Windsor County always had yield, nearly reaching a state of one fighter breakdown for each acupuncture unlock. The current Great Elder of the Evil Eye Fist was not an ordinary expert but a veteran fighter. If he were to face him alone…
   

        Would he directly enter the second phase of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist?
   

        Once he reaches the second phase, the quantity of the acupuncture points would be enough to a certain degree. He could then attempt, like Feng Liusi's three major strikes, to rapidly resonate his self-created techniques with the body's acupuncture points, to get a truly complete version of his moves.
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture Fist·Thousand Hands Hundred Palms.
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture Fist·Red Mist Finger Gun.
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture Fist·Wind Elephant Quadruple.
   

        How many acupuncture points would each of these moves need to resonate…?
   

        Casio felt a need to let his killer persona break the previous restrictions of not using Deathfang Power, stop suppressing his Qi, and when necessary, stimulate the Demon Idol life field to use the Demon Idol state. He was ready to face the old chap whose head was decorated with an evil eye!
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        Hiss...
   

        Crackle, crackle, crackle ...
   

        Casio holds his hands horizontally in front of him, continually shattering the air between his palms with special force, producing a distorted air flow effect.
   

        The moment Deathfang Power is released, it instantly merges with the aura field of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, creating an excellent effect where one plus one is greater than two. If it could be said that Casio's aura field was somewhat stagnant before, now it has been revitalized.
   

        A suffocating terror killing intensity is released from the centre of Casio, the faint red bloody smell merging into the air, presenting an undulating wave. Just a glance at this by the Star Ring Fist's Aro, who was already severely injured on the side, causes him to experience a strong mental shock, as if a tide of blood is surging over him.
   

        The overlapping scarlet blood waves are more than ten meters high.
   

        In his blurred vision, Aro feels as if he is immersed in a red world, where the nauseating bloody smell almost suffocates him. He is now completely out of breath.
   

        Tch!
   

        Aro is hurriedly pulled outwards by a pair of hands for a distance of more than ten meters, finally leaning against a marble load-bearing pillar. A middle-aged man fiercely slaps Aro's face.
   

        With a pop, he temporarily snaps him out of it.
   

        Aro shudders violently, feeling a little dizzy and the burning slap mark on his cheek. He begins to gasp heavily. Thankfully his uncle managed to bring him back to his senses.
   

        Otherwise, he, who was already mentally unguarded, might have been oppressed by that terrifying killing intent until he collapsed. The worst-case scenario is that he could have become completely ruined, and at the least, his momentum from challenging a county of boxing practitioners would be completely broken. Aro has seen people like that before, who were originally proud sons of heaven, but were unexpectedly crushed by pressure. And for the next decade or so, they didn't progress at all.
   

        "Phew... that was terrifying..."
   

        Aro is still shaking, his back is covered in sweat and one hand is on his chest, feeling the wildly pounding heart.
   

        The ground on the edge of the fighting field is unexpectedly clean and smooth.
   

        All the stone powder fragments have been blown away by the gale caused by the collision of the two auras, and the whistling sound of the wind can be faintly heard.
   

        In the centre of the turbulent airflow, two blurred figures are observing each other. The Great Elder of the Evil Eye Fist squints at Casio. He can feel that the realm of his opponent's aura and Qi is not as good as his own, and the will of his boxing technique has not fully manifested.
   

        But Casio possesses a strong killing intent that makes people's hearts palpitate. This is not empty posturing, but the murderous aura accumulated from the actual deaths of his opponents. This is almost solidified in their auric field.
   

        This blond youth in front of him is not as delicate and elegant as he appears but is indeed, a butcher!
   

        This level of killing intent, the Great Elder of the Evil Eye Fist has never seen on Blood Fist. Just imagine how many people this youth named Casio has killed? How much blood has he relished?
   

        Did he start learning to kill from the womb?!
   

        The Great Elder Buck of the Evil Eye Fist is cautious. The opponent's momentarily unleashed killing intent propelled his aura, temporarily holding his own. He is not an opponent to be underestimated.
   

        He lifts up his old hand slightly and adjusts his glasses. The reflection on the glasses makes it impossible to see his eyes. The Great Elder Buck stomps his right foot on the ground and the surrounding area shakes. He positions himself in an instant, assuming a special combat stance.
   

        His right leg stretches forward, toes pointing diagonally down. The weight of his body is shifted backward, supported by his steadily planted left leg. His aged arms are raised horizontally in front of his chest, assuming a defensive stance.
   

        The black airflow around him quickly converges towards him like a vortex, and the Evil Eye in the air also gradually descends to his head.
   

        Directly opposite.
   

        Casio is especially excited. He himself doesn't know why he is so worked up all of a sudden, but he just feels inexplicably excited in the collision just now and has entered a special state. It's a bit like the Southern Dipper state, but also a bit different. To put it simply, excitement is constantly overflowing from his heart, and his limbs and palms are itching and hot.
   

        Rustle...
   

        A sound like water flowing in his body faintly echoes.
   

        Having just broken through nine acupuncture points, these dangerous Deathfang Powers are advancing towards the next acupuncture point. The force of separation and decomposition continuously touches the tenth acupuncture point, as if it's eager to try.
   

        Casio has a faint feeling of emptiness in his heart, but it's quickly obscured by the surging desire to fight. His hands rotate and slide across the space in front of his chest, his palm encompassed by the Deathfang Power keeps perforating the air, leaving a faint red trailing flame.
   

        "Come on, boy! Show me how much the fighter who defeated Justin weighs!" The Great Elder Buck pounces forward fiercely. His hands open wide, drawing two massive arcs in mid-air, eventually forming claws, biting from both sides.
   

        "You will find out very soon!"
   

        A glint of sternness flashes in Casio's eyes as his hands instantly fling open. He throws a punch with his left hand, props up a palm with his right, seemingly predicting his position. In mid-air, he simultaneously intercepts Buck's attack route.
   

        Two pops.
   

        Casio's body suddenly thrusts forward, then his hands swing forward in one smooth motion, his fingertips tracing a red arc in mid-air.
   

        Two lines of blood-colored afterimages seem to be left on the retina.
   

        Buck steps back and glances at his chest. His clothes have been torn, along with the aged skin on his shoulders. Two straight and narrow blood lines seem to be constantly expanding.
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        At the same time, he also felt pain searing through his palms. Two forces of tearing decomposition were wreaking havoc there. Buck's eyes bulged, he looked at Casio quizzically, and the next second he confirmed, "Red Vulture Fist! Blood Fist Feng Liusi?"
   

        "How could it be..."
   

        Buck murmured to himself, his shoulders shuddered, and the skin that was in the process of being torn, incredibly, briefly gathered together. His fist trembled slightly, a drop of fresh blood fell from the wound, and when it hit the marble ground, it exploded, leaving a trace of tearing. 
   

        He forcibly pushed out the Deathfang Power with his internal Qi.
   

        "Didn't that old guy Feng Liusi deviate into madness three years ago? He's been hiding in the Roca Mountain Range. Nobody in the Red Eagle Boxing Gate has inherited his unique Red Vulture Fist..."
   

        "Could it be a disciple nurtured by Feng Liusi in secret?!"
   

        Buck looked at Casio uncertainly, hesitating to attack first. But when Buck did not make a move, Casio did.
   

        A blood-red shadow forcibly squeezed into the aura.
   

        Casio's body was like rubber, his feet shrank and sprang on the ground, flinging himself forward at breakneck speed. His arm swung, and in a flash, it twitched.
   

        In mid-air, his fingertips wrapped in spinning red air, like a burning meteor, ruthlessly pierced towards Buck. Red Mist Finger Gun!
   

        Yes, his fractured finger from the fight with Justin not long ago had already healed under the effect of recovery.
   

        This was his real hidden card from the continuous challenges.
   

        Demon Idol Secret Martial Art had always been Casio's firmest support.
   

        Even more important than the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        Buck saw Casio attack him and wanted to counterattack quickly. But he sensed a trace of danger and changed his course mid-way. He dodged this move with a swift slide on his side.
   

        The Finger Gun barely missed his shoulder, leaving a small piece of flesh torn off by the raging force, and finally impaled ferociously on a marble pillar.
   

        The angle was slightly skewed, and his finger slid past with a sound.
   

        Suddenly, half of the marble pillar wound up evenly cleaved, revealing a smooth gap as wide as a finger.
   

        If this hit a human, their internal organs would probably spill out, and the sturdy bone structure would be shattered.
   

        Though his strike did not hit the mark, Casio's excitement only increased. When Buck's blood spilled onto his face, Casio immediately came under the attack of the impending silhouette. A black and a red shadow flickered on the ground.
   

        For the onlookers around them, the duration of contact on their retinas was very brief. Like dropped frames, they would appear at different locations with each frame. The robust physique and fierce battle skill of the veteran fighters burst forth, with punches, kicks, elbow strikes being thrown relentlessly. 
   

        Whoo!
   

        A red fist, like a huge swing hammer, tore through afterimages, and landed on a marble pillar. A human-sized hole appeared on the surface of the pillar, and stone chips flowed down like powder.
   

        Bam!
   

        A black fist retracted and broke free, barely grazing the opponent's blond hair. The pendulum-shaped arm swung, and the knuckles on the index finger protruded like a hammer. With a swish sound, they jabbed into the wall.
   

        Suddenly, a spider-web crack of nearly half a person's area spread out. A few specks of red blood sprinkled on the white wall.
   

        During this period, the two of them collided countless times. Casio just felt the flame in his heart burning more and more fiercely, and suddenly a crackling sound rang in his ear.
   

        In a flurry, the Deathfang Power burst into the tenth acupuncture point!
   

        "Another breakthrough?"
   

        He was just about to carefully sense it when a looming leg shadow rushed from the side. Casio hurriedly stretched his right arm, quickly clashed with the instep.  A strong force pushed him five meters away. 
   

        His soles fiercely rubbed against the marble ground.
   

        "His boxing method is indeed the special style of Justin's Red Vulture Fist, but his secret techniques and other moves differ greatly. He has plentiful combat experience, but his mastery of linking techniques is lacking; his physique is strong, but his instant-burst lethality is insufficient. His overall strength is roughly at the level of a normal veteran fighter, not comparable to those who can fight desperately at full power..."
   

        As Buck fought with Casio, he also tested him. He roughly estimated his opponent's strength. The manifestation of boxing method and will is generally a marker to distinguish ordinary fighters and veteran fighters.
   

        Presently, Casio hadn't reached that level. Even if he had the rudiments, it was only the rudiments. He couldn't add will to his boxing method when fighting at full strength, filling each punch and kick with a terrifying and powerful aura. 
   

        "I can't drag this out any longer. Even though he seems to be out of tricks, if the fight continues my old bones..."
   

        Thoughts raced through Buck's mind. His fighting style was just like that. He would force out the enemy's full strength, formulate a plan in his mind and then suddenly burst into action, defeating his opponent.
   

        Watching the slender blonde figure who constantly wielded his arms, Buck was slightly surprised by Casio's muscle density. But his surprise was only slight. When one reaches the level of a veteran fighter, physique is no longer the most influential factor in determining one's strength. True, the opponent's strength and speed were formidable, but they were not yet significant enough to sway the outcome of the battle.
   

        Years of practicing the Evil Eye Fist made Buck, in addition to mastering the deadly techniques in the centuries-old tradition, create a technique in the last ten years that perfectly fit his martial arts.
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        This was a phantom punch, which could produce a brief illusion in the opponent.
   

        Even against fighters of the same level, it had a noteworthy effect.
   

        He planned to use this move to comprehensively defeat Casio!
   

        Pfttt...
   

        Buck ferociously took a deep breath, the white airflow spiraling rapidly. His aged hands swiftly combined in front of him, and his entire body seemed to instantly inflate two or three times, with muscles swelling inch by inch across his body.
   

        Bloody veins crawled and twisted underneath the skin of his forehead.
   

        Beneath the circular eyeglasses, a strange light flashed twice. Buck's hands suddenly separated, edge of the palms drawing arcs in the air.
   

        All the black airflow within a two-meter radius violently swept back, reabsorbed into his body. The giant evil eye on his forehead unexpectedly elevated, positioned on the jet-black ceiling.
   

        "Eye of Darkness!"
   

        Wow~
   

        Air horn sound flew by his ear, and everything around him seemed to dim in an instant. Like an eye closing, the color quickly vanished, leaving just a pitch-black space.
   

        This was the illusion created by Buck's boxing method and willpower.
   

        It consumed massive amounts of Qi and spirit.
   

        However, it was worth it if it could deliver a decisive defeating blow to the opponent.
   

        He stood outside the darkness, watching the somewhat bewildered Casio enveloped by the darkness. Now, for this brief period, Casio couldn't sense anything; his five senses significantly blocked and weakened.
   

        For a fighter, this was fatal during a battle.
   

        Others could attack you, but you had no idea how to strike back. All you could do was try and find luck by exaggerating your movements.
   

        Buck breathed in sharply, forming the combat stance of the Evil Eye Fist. One foot stomped down, his right hand forming a three-ring seal.
   

        He appeared instantly behind Casio, viciously smashing into his back.
   

        Eating this punch without any defense could lead to severe injury if not death!
   

        A glint flashed in Buck's eyes as he punched fiercely into Casio's back. A dull thump echoed the feeling of flesh colliding with a fist.
   

        Young man, challenging an elder comes with a price...
   

        Huh?
   

        Buck suddenly felt alerted but it was too late. A big hand swiftly slapped across his face, sending him flying through the air, glasses shattering mid-air.
   

        In his place...
   

        A two-meter-tall muscular man quickly turned around, hot breath blowing from his nostrils. His broad chest appeared as an enclosure wall, muscles knotted around his arms, his shoulders resembling tires. Starting from his right chest, the heartbeats resonated fiercely, one after another, as if thunder booming in his ears.
   

        Like a terrifying engine driving this body to explode.
   

        The Demon Idol Life Field could let Casio briefly experience the horrifying physique of a dark being, an Idol.
   

        He had just toughed out that killing punch from Buck!
   

        Moreover, when the force of that punch transmitted into his body, he felt another one of his acupuncture points automatically burst.
   

        Accompanied by a pleasant cracking sound...
   

        Eleven acupuncture points — the first stage of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist had been accomplished!
   

        However, Casio didn't have time to celebrate. Suddenly, he experienced a sense of losing control in his mind. The eleven acupuncture points in his body resonated with each other, with the Deathfang Power flowing through his body like water. His killing persona, stimulated by the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist and the Idol state simultaneously, lost control momentarily.
   

        Bam!
   

        His muscular arm swung, breaking a marble column the thickness of a man's waist easily, lifting it out effortlessly like a regular stick waving back and forth. Successive explosion sounds came from the air.
   

        Surrounding ground and load-bearing pillars were punched into many craters, and walls were easily broken through. Nearby, Buck finally recovered from his brain daze and got up.
   

        He picked up half of the glasses from the ground and looked forward.
   

        He saw a terrifying giant, a blond man with red eyes, holding a marble column, wildly charging towards him through the dust-filled air.
   

        "!!!"
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        The marble pillar that Casio had ripped out was more than two meters long and as thick as the torso of a mature man.
   

        He was easily swinging about this weight of several tons as if it were just a stick of plastic in his hands. With a wave of his arm, the marble pillar fiercely beat and compressed the air, causing the air to make a violent explosion.
   

        Bam!
   

        The pillar flew out, sweeping over several meters in diameter around Casio. It instantly crashed into the solid fighting field columns nearby, showering everywhere with stone powder and fragments. This marble load-bearing pillar was cracked right there on the spot, with dramatic black cracks continuously spreading all the way up, nearly extending to the ceiling.
   

        Everyone still in the fighting field only felt a shake above their heads, dust and powder raining down. Some exchanged glances, both seeing the other's startled emotions.
   

        Looking at Casio rolling over everything in his path like a heavy tank, everyone couldn't help but have a thought.
   

        He's not going to tear down this entire fighting field, is he?
   

        At this moment, listening to the thunderous explosions not far away, whether it was the Windsor County, Secret Martial Arts World people, or the members of the East Nine Gates' three schools. Now, none of them wanted to continue watching the fight. The intensity of the battlefield was escalating, and the fighters were completely let loose. Look at that extravagant hole left by the falling marble pillar, and at the seemingly frantic Casio....
   

        Everyone feared that accidentally, the battlefield would shift towards them, and they would be crushed to death like ants. Being hit by that two-meter-long marble pillar would leave them nothing more than a pile of mud, no better than an ant squashed by a finger. Even though there were many Secret Martial Arts Masters among the spectators, they were nothing compared to this.
   

        They wanted to leave this fighting field, but the location of Casio's fight with Buck was near the exit. Running over there now would be suicide, they'd certainly be swept away by that marble pillar. So, everyone made the sad discovery.
   

        This Evil Eye Fist fighting field had become a cage with two fiercely fighting beasts. And they were the trembling rabbits accidentally locked in the corner, the slightest misstep could lead to being crushed to death.
   

        "We need to move away from the battlefield, and get close to the wall..."
   

        Said one of the fighters from Windsor County, Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        "Great idea!" "Indeed." "Right, right, right... "
   

        Everyone else agreed, or nodded. Immediately, Windsor County Secret Martial Arts World moved as a group.
   

        When Soul-Losing Swordmanship and Star Ring Fist saw it, they didn't dare to put up a front and hurriedly followed.
   

        The core disciples of Evil Eye Fist originally wanted to show off a little bit, since one of the people fighting was their Great Elder. However, after witnessing a hail of shattered stones crashing onto the ground and pillars causing damage like machine gun bullets, they swallowed their saliva and chickened out.
   

        Elsewhere, near the entrance of the fighting field.
   

        It was a mess, filled with holes caused by the pillars, and scattered stones and dust. Buck felt unprecedented pressure, akin to a soldier cornered in a blind alley by a tank, helplessly watching the horrifying gun barrel of the tank advancing bit by bit.
   

        He had just used his hidden card, the Eye of Darkness move that he had mastered after the Evil Eye Fist. He was successful in making his opponent fall into a dark illusion state, dulling Casio's senses and attack.
   

        But unexpectedly, Casio had another terrifying trump card that allowed his physique to explosively enhance in a way that was impossible to imagine. At the moment, he was wielding a marble pillar that he had ripped out, and even though he was affected by the illusion, he was able to force Buck from approaching with the sheer reckless aggression of his attack.
   

        Actually, looking from another angle.
   

        If it weren't for the effect of the Eye of Darkness still in play, and the berserk Casio unable to find his target, just recklessly attacking, Buck's situation wouldn't be one of frantically dodging and finding a chance to counterattack, but rather being pinned down on the ground and violently rubbed by Casio's fists and the marble pillar.
   

        A muffled explosion sound came from the air.
   

        Bang! Followed by another loud noise of a collision.
   

        The marble pillar, already a quarter shattered carrying an immense force and the howling wind, crashed into the ground once more.
   

        The marble floor and part of the pillar collapsed together, producing a pit half a man's size, and a rain of stone dust and fragments.
   

        Buck narrowly escaped, performing a rapid backflip in mid-air, then standing on the ground with his numb legs. He took a deep breath and looked at Casio with extreme apprehension.
   

        Then he reached out his hand, wiping away the two bloody wounds on his forehead caused by the flying fragments. Buck could sense the most unusual conditions of his opponent.
   

        It seemed like a secret technique with exaggerated side effects, causing the user to instantly enter into a state of mad frenzy. Buck guessed that there might be even more side effects, such as the exhaustion of potential...
   

        He guessed that Casio might not be able to maintain this explosive state for long. He wasn't without a chance of winning, what he needed to do was merely to hold on for this period of time, then counterattack.
   

        Hum...
   

        Finally, the Eye of Darkness state that Buck was maintaining by continuously consuming his Qi, could no longer hold on. His entire body was releasing a faint black steam, and the following shadow of the evil eye above his head also began to blur, even to the point of becoming almost invisible.
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        With a snap, his five senses came back into focus.
   

        Casio, who was a dozen meters away, stopped his reckless flailing. After coming out of the Eye of Darkness state, he quickly located Buck. Casio casually tossed away the broken column, punched hard on the massive column next to him, and pulled out a new one.
   

        Buck deeply inhaled. At this moment, his inner tension was at its peak, pressing his palms together in front of his chest. His exaggerated muscular arm lines bulged, with veins popping and twisting beneath.
   

        Releasing his aura to the extreme, he prepared to catch the opponent's every move. His physical body was on standby, ready to make any quick responses.
   

        Looking towards the muscular giant not far away, the glimmer in Buck's half-lens glasses flickered. He roared in his heart, "Bring it on, let's see how long your secret techniques can last! Although I am already old, I can still endure for ten seconds or so..."
   

        Bang!
   

        Before Buck could finish his inner monologue, a sudden huge shadow appeared before him, sending him flying.
   

        Spewing a mouthful of blood mid-air, he was flung headlong towards the entrance of the tunnel, and then, hit the ground hard.
   

        Cough, cough, cough!
   

        Buck spat out another mouthful of blood, but saw a dark shadow enveloping him from above. A circular column weighing several tons was crashing down, squeezing the air into a white mist.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A sharp scream suddenly came from the entrance of the fighting field.
   

        It was like a cry of a proud eagle.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        An air wave spread across the fighting field in all directions, with Buck's position at the center.
   

        The surrounding area fell silent, with the atmosphere congealing as if the air had stilled. The marble column hung in mid-air, underneath was a support of the clenched fist. Its surface was releasing a cluster of red vapor…
   

        Underneath the stone column, Buck's eyes widened in shock. The familiar sound of a punch, the familiar aura, could it be?
   

        He looked back.
   

        Who are you?!
   

        The newcomer was a handsome middle-aged man in his forties, with a high and straight nose bridge, and eyebrows as strong as seagull wings. His black hair hung down in disarray, partly covering his brows and one eye, which inexplicably carried a wild aura.
   

        Just by seeing him block Casio's attack with a punch, one could tell that this person was a formidable fighter!
   

        But, who are you?
   

        Buck was a bit confused. Judging by the familiar sensation earlier, he thought it was Blood Fist Feng Liusi. But apart from the aura, there was nothing similar to Feng Liusi in the middle-aged man before him. Both Blood Fist and himself were old men with long beards.
   

        There was absolutely no comparison between this middle-aged man and them.
   

        Could it be…
   

        A terrifying thought suddenly struck Buck.
   

        Blood Fist Feng Liusi, the middle-aged man before him, and the blond youth Casio – all of them were from the same hidden school!
   

        He had once learned that the Red Vulture Fist executed by Feng Liusi vastly differed from the Red Vulture Secret Martial Art of the Red Vulture Boxing Gate. According to some traces, it was very likely a top-tier Secret Martial Art.
   

        However, he didn't quite understand why Feng Liusi, who possessed such top-tier Secret Martial Art, wouldn't teach his disciples from the Red Vulture Boxing Gate. But now, he somewhat understood that Feng Liusi's Red Vulture Fist probably originated from another sect – a hidden sect with top-tier Secret Martial Art.
   

        Just as Buck was thinking this, a low voice sounded from above, "Get out of there fast. Do you want to be killed by the column..."
   

        Immediately, regardless of his pride, Buck rolled away as soon as he came to his senses.
   

        At the entrance to the fighting field, Feng Liusi, now bearing the appearance of a middle-aged man, slapped upwards forcefully, and the Deathfang Power was instantly imbued into the column.
   

        Crackle, the energy of decomposition and fission began to spread rapidly.
   

        The three-meter-long marble was being broken into powder inch by inch by that special force, peeling and cracking along the fissures.
   

        Feng Liusi glanced at Casio in the state of a demon idol, as well as the chaotic and disordered aura that was in contact with his own.
   

        He realized in an instant that Casio was now in a state of deviation.
   

        His condition resembled his own during his seclusion in Death Valley several months ago, but there seemed to be some differences. Feng Liusi didn't know what the differences were, but the solution was the same.
   

        He merely needed to exhaust all of Casio's Deathfang Power.
   

        He could entirely make use of his own Deathfang Power to counteract and deplete Casio's, achieving optimal results. Feng Liusi estimated that it would only take him about a minute or two to completely nullify the Deathfang Power in Casio's five or six acupuncture points.
   

        No sooner said than done.
   

        Feng Liusi spread out his hands, and the Deathfang Power from the acupuncture points in his body flowed through his muscles and skeletal system to his palms like water.
   

        Then with a strong slap, it collided with the fist that Casio had swung over. At the moment of contact, Feng Liusi's calm expression changed. He abruptly stepped back, instantly unfolding the Blood Reflecting Flower. Casio was sent flying by the layered cascading shadows of his fists.
   

        "The second stage of Red Vulture Fist! Eleven acupuncture points!"
   

        "No wonder, no wonder..." Feng Liusi clenched his fist, a tearing sound was heard from the surrounding air as he squeezed out Casio's Deathfang Power that had intruded into his hand, and there was a slight prickling sensation on his skin.
   

        No wonder Casio was deviating; he originally thought that it was a problem with his cultivation practice like his own, caused by impatience. But he didn't expect it was due to rapid progress! Casio had broken through six acupuncture points since leaving the Roca Mountain Range; his advancement was as simple as eating and drinking.
   

        The rapidly increasing amount of Deathfang Power, plus the quality enhanced by reaching the second stage, will significantly affect the cultivator's emotional state in a short time. The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist requires a cultivator with a matching temperament; it is also a boxing method that can affect the user's emotions and personality. So it's not surprising that Casio, who made quick progress, was affected by it.
   

        But in actuality, there were deeper reasons for Casio's outburst.
   

        The rapid breakthrough of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist had not affected him to this extent, and Casio's will could entirely withstand it. The problem was not with the Red Vulture Fist but the three primary mental methods of the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol.
   

        Simply put.
   

        The original balance among Casio's three personalities was disrupted.
   

        The murderous personality, which was originally suppressed by the primary personality and restrained by the aloof personality, had forcefully carved out a crack. The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is a boxing method mastered by the murderous personality, as well as an ancient assassination fist that greatly complements the murderous personality. They complement each other.
   

        The Qi that Casio mastered was the red steam unique to the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. Qi is the aggregate of essence, Qi, and spirit, which in turn, would also influence the secret martial artist. With all these factors interacting,
   

        During the previous high-intensity battle, his murderous personality broke through the limitations and temporarily overpowered his primary personality. Hence, Casio was not exactly deviating but was in a terrible state of frenzy. Of course, this has both pros and cons.
   

        A frenzied Casio was indeed on the path of pure dominance. If he could wake up from this state, his subsequent insights into the realm of Tyrant Fist may be beneficial to him as a fighter, thus defining his path earlier.
   

        Fighting field.
   

        A dark shadow struck again at lightning speed.
   

        Feng Liusi grappled with it, continuously using his Deathfang Power to collide with and drain Casio's. The two of them crushed their way through the corridor as fast as the wind, leaving traces and footprints all over the walls and the ground. With a bang, a gale wrapped around the two silhouettes and flew out of the entrance of the fighting field, revealing them instantly under the sunlight.
   

        Bang! Their palms clashed!
   

        Boom! Their fists collided again!
   

        Surrounding the two people confronting each other on the open ground, stormy gales erupted. The Evil Eye Fist patrolling disciples who had rushed over hearing the commotion didn't dare to approach. They were terrified enough by the horrific battle scene.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly, from the left backside of Feng Liusi, a slender silhouette emerged from nowhere. His old white hair was braided behind him, revealing a delicate young face.
   

        With a hint of femininity, the aura was somewhat vicissitudinous.
   

        "What's wrong?" A hoarse voice came from the newcomer.
   

        Feng Liusi's expression suddenly changed as he said, "Sheng Feinan, you're just in time, quickly use your Ten Thousand Cold Saint Ice True Skill to give me a hand..."
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        "Let me correct you, it's not Ten Thousand Cold Saint Ice True Skill, but Saint Ice Ten Thousand Cold True Skill. If you think it's a mouthful, you can simply call it Frost True Skill, Saint Ice True Skill or Ten Thousand Cold True Skill."
   

        Saint Feinan repeated somewhat speechlessly, but the movements of his hands did not slow down. A swift swipe of his right hand across his slender waist, and the black belt was drawn. Bright sunlight streamed down through the clouds onto the open ground.
   

        Under the light, the finger-thick black belt flashed with a metallic luster. Upon closer inspection, it wasn't just a simple belt, but a whip over two meters long, made from nearly a hundred finger-joint-length pieces of a material that appeared somewhat like wood or metal and had a matte finish.
   

        Overall, it was like a long black centipede.
   

        In reality, it was indeed a centipede. The title Feng Liusi once held was "Blood Fist, Kill Fist." Due to his combat style and the ruthlessness of his boxing moves, he had offended many people in his early years. To put it another way, he had fewer friends and numerous enemies. Among fighters of his level, Feng Liusi's only friend was Saint Feinan.
   

        He was the unfortunate man who visited Feng Liusi during his seclusion period of deviation, only to be seriously injured by Blood Fist and to spent a half year in recovery. However, luckily, when he later learned about Feng Liusi's situation, Saint Feinan harbored no resentment towards him.
   

        When Feng Liusi came out of the mountain after his recovery, Saint Feinan was the first person he contacted. The things he needed to do couldn't be accomplished by himself alone and would require some assistance.
   

        Saint Feinan is a Northland fighter whose native Lorente County was particularly cold in winter. Especially the Montu Mountain Range in the northern part of Lorente County. The farther north you go, the colder the winds will be. The Montu Mountain Range blocks part of the severe cold winds from the north. However, there are still some gaps in the valleys.
   

        The biggest ain't such gap is the Frost Chasm where gusty snowstorms rage every year. Feinan's school, lived a Spartan lifestyle in the vicinity of the Frost Chasm. This was because the practice of the ancient school's Saint Ice Ten Thousand Cold True Skill required this environment.
   

        In such extreme cold, in addition to the ascetics practicing secret martial arts, a certain species of centipede can easily survive. This species of centipede, which is normally black like a common centipede, emits a blue light like a firefly at night, resembling transparent blue crystals.
   

        The whip used by Saint Feinan is made from the shells of these Blue Crystal Centipedes, clearly a kind of exotic species. Its shell hardness and edge sharpness are even more exaggerated than steel.
   

        Even more so, it matches quite well with the characteristics of the Saint Ice Ten Thousand Cold True Skill. After being triggered by a special skill, it becomes an extremely powerful weapon.
   

        It's not very effective for an ordinary secret martial artist and may not even be as good as a handgun. However, for a top-tier secret martial artist like Saint Feinan, it's indeed a deadly weapon.
   

        Of course, Blue Crystal Centipedes are quite rare and cannot surely be mass-produced. Feinan's school possesses only two of them.
   

        Therefore, after drawing out the Crystal Blue Whip, Saint Feinan was somewhat hesitant. He was afraid of hurting the apprentice once mentioned by Feng Liusi, but under the urging from Feng Liusi.
   

        Saint Feinan still made his move.
   

        Because, the state Casio was in seemed to be the same as the deviation Feng Liusi had experienced. Although his action might harm Casio, stopping him was the priority. Letting him go berserk would only create more severe consequences, which became clear to Saint Feinan very quickly.
   

        Snap, snap, snap, snap...
   

        With a flick of his right hand, the whip hanging on the ground instantly straightened, standing up like a long sword. Saint Feinan's eyes gradually gleamed with a hint of blue light, and the long whip in his hand also turned into a semi-transparent Crystal Long Sword.
   

        This was not the effect of Saint Feinan's Saint Ice True Skill, but a trait of the material constituting the whip. Now, in the raging heat of the clear day, a cold mist rose from this transparent whip.
   

        Saint Feinan took a deep breath, now that he had chosen to use a weapon at the very beginning, he should stop hesitating whether Casio would get hurt. The Crystal Blue Whip has a whip form and also a more aggressive sword form. The latter is more compatible with the Saint Ice Ten Thousand Cold True Skill.
   

        "I'll use the sword form directly, for a quick battle..."
   

        Saint Feinan's voice flashed past Feng Liusi's ears, Blood Fist just took a punch from Casio and retreated, his peripheral vision caught a glimpse of a white silhouette. Saint Feinan's steps lightly tapped on the ground with a unique rhythm, his whole person appeared to be moving and disappearing. Every time he blinked, he seemed to flash closer to Casio, dragging the blue long sword in his hand and leaving a long trail of cold tail flame in the air.
   

        "Don't..."
   

        Watching a tenacious Saint Feinan, Feng Liusi stood at the same spot with his mouth agape, his raised hand falling back to his side.
   

        Two seconds later.
   

        Thud!
   

        A white-haired form flew backward through the air like a sack, barely rolling in mid-air before landing slanted on the ground.
   

        Saint Feinan staggered suddenly, the Crystal Long Sword in his hand limp as a whip, looking dispirited.
   

        He couldn't help but glance at Feng Liusi standing next to him, a burning sensation in his chest, as if he wanted to cough up blood.
   

        Part of the reason was because Saint Feinan held the long sword in front of his chest and was still hit in the chest by Casio's punch. The other part was because the power of Feng Liusi's apprentice was just too strong.
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        Having taken that punch, Casio was inexplicably reminded of the last time he visited Death Valley in search of Feng Liusi, when he also took a punch and was directly beaten into a bloody mess of critical injuries. Sheng Feinan felt he was a bit unlucky.
   

        Feng Liusi noticed the sharp look in his eyes and said, "You rushed in too quickly, I didn't have a chance to alert you. Casio has just defeated a veteran fighter from the Evil Eye Fist Sect."
   

        "He is now in a state of explosive power augmentation, his strength and physique have greatly increased. Don't even think about taking him on in a one-on-one brawl, you could get killed. All you need to do is use the cold air effect from your Saint Ice Realm's True Technique to impact Casio's speed and reactions, I'll take care of the rest." As Feng Liusi's words fell, he rushed forward rapidly.
   

        He stomped his foot on the ground, and a punch blasted out.
   

        Bang!
   

        In an instant, his fist collided with Casio's, which came at him like a rocket. The floor under their feet shattered without surprise, and due to the counteractive force, the floor behind them for dozens of meters rose unevenly, forming an arc like a bridge.
   

        Clink!
   

        Feng Liusi instantly flicked his hand and rebounded, from his fist striking the air came the unique sound of his force piercing the airflow.
   

        Casio violently retreated three steps, the muscles in his right forearm writhed rapidly, followed by two continuous explosions. Four or five bloody cracks appeared on his flesh. It was the result of Feng Liusi's higher level Deathfang Power quickly invading his body.
   

        "Are you sure about hitting your own disciple like this? Be careful not to cripple him with your Deathfang Power…" Sheng Feinan, looking at the injury on Casio's arm, twitched his eyelids. While speaking, he quickly moved. His toes tapped the ground and his whole person flashed rapidly to the side.
   

        The blue whip in his hand made an explosive sound with a snap.
   

        A streak of blood appeared instantaneously on Casio's muscular back, and around this mark, a vague flow of air remained, carrying an insistent chilliness which was soft but persistent.
   

        Sheng Feinan swung his right hand, the whip in his hand kept going in and out like a poisonous snake, flying out and retracting. There were continuous sounds of swatting air and flesh. His attacks were fast and each hit Casio on the joint.
   

        These spots are most susceptible to the frost effect of the Saint Ice Realm's True Art, significantly slowing down the opponent's speed and response movement. Sometimes, when the frost accumulates too much, it will cause the opponent's muscles to go numb, blood vessels to contract, and flesh to freeze to death.
   

        "Extreme Ice Double Arc Line!"
   

        A bright blue light shone in Sheng Feinan's eyes, and his right hand blurred instantaneously.
   

        The next second, two deep blue thin lines, seemingly light and floaty, slid towards Casio. It was slow but actually swift, with the tip of the whip hitting his broad shoulders like a cone.
   

        His flesh tore and cracked, the blood from the wound even turned into frost crystals in an instant, as if a blooming blood-red flower.
   

         Sheng Feinan, watching Casio, who was almost covered in chilliness, wanted to whip him again. However, Feng Liusi, sharp-eyed at his side, dashed forward and shouted, "Sheng Feinan, let go quickly!"
   

        "Huh?"
   

        Sheng Feinan immediately felt an overwhelming force transmitted from the whip in his hand, and he couldn't resist it at all. He stumbled forward for five or six steps. Catching his breath, he saw a giant black fist, like a shell, rushing straight towards his head.
   

        The fist grew increasingly bigger in his vision.  Sheng Feinan could even see the veins and knuckles on it!
   

        A bowl-shaped compressed air current carrying a raging wind roared towards him.
   

        Sheng Feinan: "!!!"
   

        Feng Liusi: "Detonate!"
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        A series of continuous and relentless stifled roars burst from all over Casio's body, it was the Deathfang Power that had been punched into his body during their fight just now detonating. It triggered a series of chain reactions. Casio, under the state of the Demon Idol, was covered in splatters of blood, and his joint areas were no exception. Additionally, with the frost interference, his entire body stiffened up.
   

        That roaring punch suddenly froze in mid-air.
   

        The distance between the surface of the fist and Sheng Feinan's forehead was just half a centimeter. The howling wind swept past him, causing his entire eye socket to numb and weaken.
   

        Five seconds later, Sheng Feinan swallowed, keeping his distance he said, "Feng Liusi, your disciple is far more terrifying than you after he deviated. We barely managed to control him…"
   

        Feng Liusi shook his head and said, "We didn't control him, it's just that the Deathfang Power in Casio's body has been exhausted."
   

        His gaze shifted to the muscular giant who stood like a sculpture, motionless. Casio's eyes were tightly closed at this moment, the cross-shaped indent on his forehead flickering with light constantly.
   

        His body was full of dense injuries, everywhere there were traces of blood and wounds, as well as the signs of frostbite on the skin covering the joints.
   

        Even with his strong body, Casio was left battered and bruised at the hands of the two veteran fighters.
   

        Sheng Feinan took one look at Casio's bloodied body.
   

        "Feng Liusi, what will you do now that your apprentice is in this condition? Can he still accompany you for that task? Without at least half a year…"
   

        "I'm afraid..."
   

        His words suddenly fell silent, his gaze lingering on Casio's body as if he realized something was wrong. Sheng Feinan took a step forward to take a closer look and gasped.
   

        "This regenerative power… this physique… what kind of secret martial art is this?"
   

        Casio, who stood frozen in place, could now be seen visibly healing at a remarkable speed. The robust muscles writhed to close the wounds, and the skin joined and healed itself.
   

        Though the injuries inflicted by Feng Liusi and his partner were severe, they had not damaged any bones or severed any limbs. Casio, in his demon idol state, had dramatically increased self-healing abilities, a trait inherited from the indestructible dark creatures. Just like how his chest was previously hollowed out and his heart blown away in a previous battle against Feng Liusi, he had quickly recovered.
   

        So, naturally, these injuries were minor in comparison.
   

        Feng Liusi glanced at the shocked Sheng Feinan, and seemingly casually said, "This is Casio's unique talent. As I've said before, to learn the Red Vulture Fist from me, one must be the genius among geniuses…"
   

        Sheng Feinan shifted his gaze away, ignoring Feng Liusi's words. This regenerative power was more than a mere unique talent, but everyone has their secrets, and he didn't need to delve deeper.
   

        One minute later.
   

        By the time the members of Windsor County Secret Martial Arts World, East Nine Gates, and others emerged from the fighting field, all they could see was destruction all around, and there was no trace of Casio and his group. Justin, the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect, and the Great Elder Buck, both bore unpleasant looks.
   

        The reason wasn't solely due to their injuries. Everything that had happened was a disaster. Being defeated in their own arena, their fighting field destroyed, and losing face in front of everyone. Their plans for the Eastern Alliance might also be affected. Everything was just awful.
   

        Justin leaned at the entrance coughing. He had a nagging feeling that something was amiss, that he was forgetting something.
   

        But, his severe internal injuries took precedence, and restoring his health was what mattered most.
   

        On the side of the Soul-losing Swordmanship and Star Ring Fist, the Eastern Twin Stars who had regained consciousness were feeling indescribable chagrin. They had challenged others all the way here, only to unwittingly bite off more than they could chew. And what's worse, they had assembled for nothing, as the challenge was directed at the Evil Eye Fist.
   

        So they had foolishly charged in…
   

        They would need to keep their eyes open in the future while in the Secret Martial Arts world. Just because they had the backing of a powerful sect, they should not underestimate the experts of the world.
   

        Last but not least, there were the people from the Windsor County Secret Martial Arts World who had been satisfied with their outing.
   

        They had seen the Evil Eye Fist repeatedly take hits, the previously arrogant Eastern Twin Stars knocked out by a single blow. The terrifying scene of the berserk fighters going out of control would provide fodder for future discussions.
   

        They were speculating among themselves about the identity and school of the unexpected fighter who had suddenly appeared today.
   

        Only Rune, the Gate Master of Red Vulture Fist, remained silent on the journey back, seemingly pondering something. He then left the headquarters of the Evil Eye Fist Sect and drove past the caution line.
   

        Traveling along a secluded road back to the city.
   

        Suddenly.
   

        He hit the brakes.
   

        Several meters ahead, a figure stood firmly in the middle of the road, back facing towards the car. Rune got out of the car, about to say something. But his mind suddenly overlapped the figure in front of him with a silhouette from his memories.
   

        The familiar feeling made Rune's palms hot.
   

        He opened his mouth to speak but no words came out.
   

        At that moment, the figure turned around, revealing a middle-aged man's face with a trace of a smile.
   

        "What's the matter, little Rune?"
   

        "Don't you recognize your old man?"
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        "!!!"
   

        Rune came to an abrupt halt, his eyes were glued forward, he was too stunned to speak. After a long while, he finally mustered out with disbelief, "Father?"
   

        During the previous Evil Eye Fist combat, Feng Liusi had appeared at the last moment to distract the frenzied Casio. However, the encounter was fleeting and it had taken place at the entrance of the combat field.
   

        So Rune didn't see Feng Liusi then, and by the time they had left the combat field, Feng Liusi had already departed with Casio. The outside field was a scene of chaos.
   

        Therefore, right at that moment. The sudden sight of Feng Liusi could be described as an unimaginable surprise for Rune.
   

        Upon hearing Rune speaking, Feng Liusi nodded, slightly lost in thought as he glanced at his son, he spoke slowly.
   

        "I'm back..."
   

        He added a phrase to the end: "I've ended my seclusion."
   

        Rune's lips moved as though there were a ton of things he wanted to say.
   

        In the Red Vulture Fist over the past decades, only Feng Liusi was the only fighter. However, in the recent three years, Feng Liusi had gone into seclusion in the Roca Mountain Range after suffering from deviation. Rune, who was single-handedly supporting the Red Vulture Fist school, faced countless difficulties. Furthermore, Feng Liusi's signs of deviation have been worsening over the years, indicating that he might face death if he fails to resolve his boxing method issues.
   

        This resulted in the Red Vulture Fist's struggling situation in the recent years, especially with the Eastern Alliance's project initiated by the East Nine Gates in the past half year. With the Evil Eye Fist pressuring them from the outside of Windsor County, there were also numerous hidden threats within the Red Vulture Fist. Rune only felt weary and powerless. However, now that his father returned from Death Valley, Rune experienced an indescribable surprise and a sense of relaxation he hadn't felt for a long time. When Feng Liusi was around before, the Red Vulture Fist was still prospering despite being a third-rate secret martial art school. Due to the reputation of the Blood Fist, even the Evil Eye Fist didn't dare to act recklessly.
   

        Rune drew a long breath as he watched Feng Liusi walking towards him. His heart skipped a beat as he looked at the man who seemed to have become younger. He blurted out, "Father, have you made another breakthrough in the secret martial arts? You seem to have become decades younger…"
   

        Feng Liusi took two steps forward, looking at the expectant Rune, he reached out to pat Rune's shoulders, "Smart kid, you guessed right. My three-year seclusion has finally allowed me to break through a bottleneck in my boxing method. Not only did this solve my problem of deviation, it also reverted my body to a younger state. I will no longer need to be in seclusion…"
   

        Feng Liusi was saying this out loud, but he was silently thanking Casio in his heart. If not for this young man who suddenly challenged him in Death Valley, he would have spent his entire life in Roca Mountain Range, dying in seclusion. Feng Liusi told his son in such a way to protect Casio's secret. The same goes for when Sheng Feinan was surprised at Casio's amazing recovery power. Feng Liusi would not reveal the young man's secret, not even to his own kin. After all, the tongue is the least reliable.
   

        The best way to keep a secret is to keep it within oneself, not to tell someone, "I will only tell you this, don't tell anyone else". So Feng Liusi simply made up an excuse.
   

        On the other side, upon hearing his father's words, Rune almost jumped up. Despite being a forty to fifty-year old man, he felt as joyous as a child.
   

        Because, Blood Fist had broken through his bottleneck and ended his seclusion!
   

        What kind of concept is this? When Rune was young, he saw his father breaking through to become a fighter step by step, and then he challenged two fighters within a month, achieving one victory and one draw. Three years later, he killed his arch-enemy, and three years after, he destroyed the infamous execution organization Nightingale in the Eastern part of the Hong Li Federation with a single punch.
   

        After that, he went to the Northern Mystery Martial World to challenge many experts.
   

        Once the Blood Fist returns, even if the Red Vulture Fist was just a third-rate secret martial arts school in the martial world of Windsor County, the whole Eastern Secret Martial Arts World would have to regard them highly. This is the deterrent effect of top-tier combat power. He can foresee the scene of both internal and external conflicts being resolved once his father returns to the Red Vulture Fist Headquarters Dojo in Mia City. Even Rune, who had experienced great challenges and vicissitudes, couldn't help but be excited when he heard Feng Liusi's words.
   

        After taking a deep breath, suppressing the excitement in his heart, he still asked cautiously, "Father, your strength should be back now, right? If there are still hidden issues, perhaps... "
   

        Feng Liusi suddenly laughed and with a slight lift of his right heel, a massive force surged from all parts of his body toward his feet and pounded into the ground with a thud.
   

        In an instant, Rune felt the surroundings shake as if there was an earthquake. Then he saw a crack appear on the highway, which quickly spread across the road surface and extended into the open space next to it, spreading out quickly for over ten meters. With thud after thud, five or six trees in the forest toppled over. 
   

        It tossed up large patches of mud and falling leaves into the sky.
   

        "So, do you think my strength has returned?"
   

        Feng Liusi laughed out loud. He then reached out and tousled Rune's hair as he used to when Rune was young. It looked a bit strange, considering Rune was already a man in his forties or fifties.
   

        Looking at the earth-shattering scene, Rune's smile grew broader. He let out a prolonged sigh of relief.
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        Three minutes later.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        A black car that was driving by plunged into a ditch.
   

        The man hopped out of the driver's seat, cursing as he ran, "What the hell? How can there be such a big ditch on the road! Damn it..."
   

        *******************
   

        Rune did not drive straight back to Red Vulture Fist Headquarters.
   

        Instead, guided by Feng Liusi, he arrived at a small white villa near the suburbs. The villa was surrounded by a low wall and beyond it was a sea of verdant trees, an ideal place for quiet cultivation and convalescence.
   

        This was the residence of Sheng Feinan in Windsor County, a property he had purchased a long time ago. He and Feng Liusi had been close friends for more than a decade. Whenever Sheng Feinan visited Mia City, he would stay here, and naturally, Casio was also brought to this villa.
   

        Upon arriving, Rune was ushered into the living room for tea.
   

        Feng Liusi, on the other hand, went up to a room on the top floor.
   

        Upon pushing the door open.
   

        A strong and unpleasant medicinal smell assailed his senses.
   

        Casio was bare-chested, with Sheng Feinan beside him holding a jar containing a black pasty liquid.
   

        Sheng Feinan knew about Casio's incredible healing ability, but internal and external injuries were not the same. So, he prepared a concoction that could penetrate the skin and reach the muscles and internal organs for use. After Casio depleted his Deathfang Power, he remained motionless, in a semi-sleep state. Therefore, he could not resist the application of the medicament.
   

        Thus, when Feng Liusi opened the door.
   

        He saw a black man whose body was smeared all over with a medicinal paste resembling sludge. Sheng Feinan was next to him, shaping his Crystal Blue Whip into a sword form, releasing a chill, and moving it from side to side. This was to make the special paste smeared on Casio's body adhere and solidify. This method of treatment was from Sheng Feinan's secret school.
   

        When Feng Liusi walked in, he twitched a little. Knowing Casio well, he was aware that this body was probably already healed.
   

        Whether it was the external wound that had been torn and lacerated, or the internal injury caused by force.
   

        The reason Casio had not yet woken up was probably something else.
   

        At this moment.
   

        Casio, his eyes tightly shut, was naturally driven by his body's intrinsic ability to practice the Demon Idol's secret martial arts.  Qi and blood circulated alternately in the two systems while the two life fields were colliding and circulating. The three mental methods belonging to the Demon Idol's secret martial arts were rotating quickly as if thrown into chaos.
   

        Sometimes it was the killing personality, sometimes the main personality.
   

        And sometimes the aloof personality.
   

        Overall, the aloof personality appeared the least in these sequences, with the killing and main personalities appearing almost equally.
   

        The two seemed to be clashing on the intangible plane of will and soul, like a war where no smell of gunpowder could be detected.
   

        Invisible soldiers held their weapons and attacked each other, fighting back and forth. Whoever had the advantage, could claim the final victory.
   

        Just as the armies were at a stalemate,
   

        A sudden appearance of a band of soldiers came to the aid of the main personality.
   

        Although this group of soldiers was smaller compared to the main personality and the killing personality, their appearance clearly disrupted the balance.
   

        The main personality and the aloof personality staged a decisive push.
   

        They suppressed the killing personality in the mind and won the victory.
   

        As one of the soldiers of the main personality threw a long spear and struck down the last soldier of the killing personality, Casio suddenly opened his eyes!
   

        His body trembled violently, feeling an unbearable cold pain all over, and his already exhausted heart sank into an abyss.
   

        What's going on with me? There seems to be something wrong with my body...
   

        Casio was still somewhat confused, but he could feel the anomaly in his body right away—that lingering sensation of cold!
   

        It was very peculiar, distant yet so close. There was a sense of floating in midair, at times cool, yet sometimes chilling to the bone.
   

        "Damn!"
   

        Looking down, Casio realized that the cold he felt came from a longsword floating in midair.
   

        Next to it stood an unfamiliar young man with white hair.
   

        That man was holding a chilling sword, just like an iron smoothing cloth, moving back and forth on Casio's body.
   

        Seeing Casio regain consciousness, Feng Liusi, who was about to leave the room, hurried back to the bedside: "How are you feeling? You alright..."
   

        "I'm fine."
   

        Casio rubbed his aching head, suddenly noticing his dark arm and upper body smeared in mud.
   

        He was instantly not feeling alright again.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        After listening to Rune, Feng Liusi and the others, Casio gradually understood what he had done while in a berserk state.
   

        He knew that it wasn't just due to the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, but also closely related to the three mental methods of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, the main issue being the latter.
   

        There is no perfect secret martial art in the world. If one has a powerful ability on one hand, then there must be an unknown hidden weakness on the other. These three mental methods, three personalities, can draw from three different styles of combat skills in battles, cultivation and sparring.
   

        It's as if one person has mastered three boxing routes.
   

        Is this impressive? Definitely! If each style can be cultivated to the peak, it's like having three boxing masters attacking simultaneously. Their terrifying and comprehensive moves would be as deep as the abyss, as vast as the sea!
   

        Furthermore, they would have three times the Qi after breaking through as fighters!
   

        However, unlike what Casio had initially thought, the three mental methods were not perfect either. The most crucial aspect was balance. Once balance was lost, it would pose significant threats. In short, the killing personality had progressed too fast, suppressing the main personality and the aloof personality. Come to think of it, Casio had been heavily reliant on the killing personality during this time. From the moment he arrived at the Roca mountain range to challenge Feng Liusi, he had been accumulating beneficial skills and experience for the killing personality, the will of its boxing method, as well as the red Qi after breakthrough.
   

        All this caused the killing personality, initially heavily suppressed by the main personality, to grow stronger. Due to the nature of challenges and sparring among secret martial artists being centered around battles, it was indeed an environment conducive to the growth of the killing personality. The main personality and aloof personality had benefitted but to a lesser extent.
   

        At the Evil Eye Fist fighting field, Casio had broken through three major acupuncture points in succession, sparking his loss of control.
   

        After thinking it all through, only two people were left in the room.
   

        Casio then asked Feng Liusi about related questions.
   

        In fact, after spending two months at the Roca mountain range with Casio, Feng Liusi had started to understand and guess about Casio's occasional lapses into his killing personality state, but kept his thoughts to himself.
   

        He didn't expose it.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        Feng Liusi pondered for some time before finding an answer: "Casio, I think you now need other secret martial art boxing methods of different styles to restore balance. Otherwise, what happened today might repeat itself at some point..."
   

        "Moreover, South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is a top-level secret martial art. Therefore, the other two martial arts chosen to achieve balance should ideally also be top tier, at the very worst, second tier," Feng Liusi continued, deep in thought. "In addition, there is one more thing. Training methods of different secret martial arts may conflict with each other, meaning the two secret martial arts you choose must complement each other. This is where it will get tricky, satisfying both conditions will not be easy…"
   

        He looked at Casio: "Or you can abandon your South Dipper Red Vulture Fist now and strive to restore the balance among the three…"
   

        "Of course, knowing your personality, you certainly won't make this choice." Feng Liusi, looking into Casio's eyes, rejected his own suggestion.
   

        He suddenly rose from his chair, slowly moving towards the open window. A streak of red steam continuously spewed out from his pores, circling around the top of his head. The slanting rays of the sun cast a shadow on the floor, topped with a halo of red light.
   

        "I have a solution to maintain your balance without requiring you to abolish your martial arts skills or deal with any conflicting issues," Feng Liusi said, thrusting his hand forward, his fist cutting through the air, emitting a fierce scream of a bird of prey. "I told you the origin of this South Dipper Red Vulture Fist on the Roca mountain range…"
   

        "This boxing method was a form of ancient assassination."
   

        "There are no special training methods, just the art of boxing. Originated from ancient ruins, besides the Red Vulture, there were also Sonic Snake, White Bird and so on…"
   

        "Therefore, Casio..." Feng Liusi looked at him steadily.
   

        "The remaining secret martial art styles of South Dipper are what you need most now." 
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        "The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist focuses on slaughter, its core foundation lies in the development of bodily acupuncture points, and the true means is the Deathfang Power. I am not very clear about the other South Dipper boxing methods, but since they can be compared with the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, they are at least on the same level..."
   

        Feng Liusi and Casio looked at each other. "Of course, one person mastering different styles of boxing methods will inevitably result in conflicts. But these conflicts and influences are minor compared to the impacts brought about by the body training methods. The skills receive the least influence."
   

        "In the Secret Martial Arts World, there are indeed masters of martial arts who have mastered multiple boxing methods and even their styles. They can serve as references..."
   

        Having said that, he folded his arms across his chest. The red steam dissipating was taken back into his body while he basked silently in the sun.
   

        He left Casio alone to reflect and digest this information for a while.
   

        After a moment.
   

        Casio earnestly said, "Compared to other options, the South Dipper Secret Mission indeed seems to be the best solution to my current problem."
   

        Feng Liusi nodded with a faint smile. "I randomly encountered some old friends on this trip, and learned a lot of new information."
   

        "Some of it is related to the South Dipper Secret Mission."
   

        Casio eyed Feng Liusi skeptically. He doubted that this old guy had any friends other than Saint Faisan. But on thinking about it, at his peak, Feng Liusi was indeed a top-notch veteran fighter in the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World, having quite a reputation. It's highly likely that he has established an information network and inside connections relevant to the field. After all, Casio still remembered that a decade or so ago, Feng Liusi had hunted down and destroyed the Eastern Supernatural killer organization - Nightingale.
   

        This required strength and precise intelligence.
   

        So, he cleared his throat and adopted a listening posture.
   

        Feng Liusi moved away from the window and sat back down on a nearby bench. "Leaving the Roca Mountain Range that day, I told you that a decade ago, while I was still at my peak, a large number of old antiques suddenly appeared in the six counties of the east."
   

        "Their ornamental styles were strikingly similar to the ancient ruins from where I learnt the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist in the fog of the Roca Mountains. Since then, I have organized people to keep a close watch on the field of antiques in the Hong Li Federation. Anytime an antique with similar style or patterns appear, they record it and notify me."
   

        "In addition, a few of my friends are treasure hunters. They help me probe for relevant information in this field."
   

        Feng Liusi paused for a moment, before continuing. "During these ten years, two similar cases have occurred, but later they turned out to be simple coincidences. However, two months ago at the Tulip Antique Show in Kula City, the second largest city in East Sea County, the third similar case emerged. This time, it was an unidentified cross longsword with an unknown age. Unique patterns, similar to a spiraling eye, were carved on the sword's hilt and body."
   

        "Later, in the following two months, another four or five antiques with similar stylistic patterns appeared. This reminds me of what happened a decade ago when the relics of Forever Islands were discovered..."
   

        He inhaled slightly. "I am not sure if these antiques are related to the relics of Forever Islands because ever since I narrowly escaped death from the terrifying explosion on the main island of Forever Islands a decade ago, Forever Islands' main island seemed to have been erased from the mysterious sea. I sent people several times to search for it, but to no avail."
   

        "We could only find scattered islands of the Forever Islands."
   

        "It's as if they were isolated by an inexplicable force..."
   

        Feng Liusi voice carried a hint of regret. However, his spirit was soon lifted again. "But what can be confirmed is that the Spiral Eye Cross Sword displayed at the Tulip Antique Show most likely has a connection with the unknown ancient period where the South Dipper Secret Mission resides. This claim is justified by the interest shown in it by the Ghost Knife who identifies himself as a core member of the Door organization."
   

        "Some members of the Door organization have appeared in East Sea County's Kula City. It is suspected that the Ghost Knife is trying to acquire the Spiral Eye Cross Sword while seeking to understand its source and origin."
   

        Feng Liusi's eyes narrowed. "However, the powers backing the Tulip Antique Show are not to be trifled with. It is believed to be an external industry of the Yun Quan Fist from East Sea County. Therefore, Ghost Knife has not made any hasty moves yet, as he is probably planning something in the shadow."
   

        "Frankly, I do wish to compete with this person who triumphed over me a decade ago. We both have our limitations - he lost a hand, while I have yet to regain my peak form. However, with a force like the Door organization backing Ghost Knife, and the Yun Quan Fist from East Sea County having possession of the relics, I alone would probably stand no chance. That's why I invited Saint Faisan, but he alone isn't enough..."
   

        Then, Feng Liusi turned his gaze back to Casio. Casio replied with a smile, realizing the implications of Feng Liusi's words.
   

        "I also happen to be very interested in the core members of the Door organization..."
   

        What he said was true. In the real world, he was dealing with a predicament caused by a fighter from the Door organization named Peacock. And in the Era of Retrospection, Li Wei had also been involved with the Door organization. Despite some interactions, Casio was unaware of the inner workings of the Door organization.
   

        He was not familiar with their core objectives or core members.
   

        To be invincible, one must know himself and his enemy. Now that he is entangled with the Door organization in the real world, it's about time for Casio to have some early contact with them.
   

        Upon hearing Casio's words, Feng Liusi, who had expected this, nodded approval. Now, they had three fighters on their side. To be honest, with such power, they were basically eligible to get involved in any matter in the eastern part of the Hong Li Federation. And being only three people, they were a lot more mobile than the other forces.
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        Those connections from Feng Liusi merely need to provide intelligence from the shadows, and they would carry out the operation.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        Casio, now free of his previous filth and wearing clean clothes, came to the first floor of the villa. He had just briefly used the second stage Deathfang Power, indeed, both quantity and quality had been upgraded, and its power has become stronger. However, it was also harder to control, and Casio was still slightly unaccustomed to it.
   

        Descending the stairs, in the spacious living room adorned with simple white decor, Sheng Feinan with white braided hair was elegantly making coffee. He sat on a brown leather sofa, legs crossed.
   

        In his hand, he held a white porcelain cup, sipping occasionally.
   

        "Where's Feng Liusi?" Casio asked, steam wafting from his head. His training technique was slowly working, achieving the same effect as a hairdryer, quickly drying his damp blond hair.
   

        "Study room." Sheng Feinan pointed to a corridor on the right side of the first floor.
   

        Casio immediately set off. Given that it was noon, the corridor was well-lit. The ceramic tiles on the ground were filled with rose patterns, and every few distances along the white walls were landscape paintings. The villa bore an artistic and elegant finish.
   

        Upon passing the first two doors, he stopped at the third. Lightly knocking, he walked in. As Casio entered, he saw Rune dialing an old-fashioned rotary dial phone.
   

        His finger was turning, continually making clicking sounds.
   

        Meanwhile, Feng Liusi was sitting by a desk, arms crossed as though relishing the sunlight streaming in from the open window behind him.
   

        His gaze scanned a piece of paper on the desk before lifting his head, "Oh, Casio, good timing. Could you fetch Sheng Feinan for ... no, never mind. Can you make a trip to the Red Vulture Fist Headquarters Dojo in the urban area of Mia City, and then ..."
   

        He quickly summarized.
   

        Earlier, he had a conversation with Rune and became aware of the in-depth status of the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World and the Red Vulture Fist. The influence of the East Nine Gates had expanded and even recently proposed an Eastern Alliance. Members from the East Nine Gates of each county were pressuring other secret martial schools to join the Eastern Alliance. Windsor County currently occupies Evil Eye Fist. In recent months, the Red Vulture Fist has been oppressed. Rune had expressed displeasure regarding his father's decisions on many occasions. Therefore, facing such circumstances, the Red Vulture Fist urgently needed a fighter to stabilize the morale of its troops.
   

        Originally, Feng Liusi would have sufficed, but he did not want to expose that he had come out from seclusion and had become younger. This could potentially attract the attention of the organization and Ghost Knife, it was better to hide for now.
   

        Given that Casio had become quite famous in Windsor County's secret martial arts world after challenging others in succession, why not send him to make the trip. Presumably, when those from the East Nine Gates who had been defeated by him saw this, they would not dare to act rashly for the time being. After some time, the affairs on Feng Liusi's end would probably have concluded, and he could announce his return.
   

        While the pair were conversing.
   

        Rune had already gotten through on his call. After a quick discussion, his previously relaxed expression turned into a grimace.
   

        Shortly after, Rune hung up and hastily turned to Feng Liusi, "Father, Elder Dyson is causing trouble at the headquarters dojo. He has forcefully convened a meeting with the assistance of a few elders and temporarily prohibited Niv from leaving the dojo. There's suspicion of a coup! Moreover, at this time, I, as well as many other veteran fighters and representatives of secret martial arts leaders from Windsor County, were at this Evil Eye Fist's headquarters meeting room an hour ago. These two incidents might be ..."
   

        Rune furrowed his brows heavily. He had conflicts with Elder Dyson for awhile. Dyson's strange behaviors have been evident over a recent period, and Rune had held suspicions.
   

        He had not expected Dyson to make a move so hastily.
   

        Before he could finish.
   

        Ding-a-ling, ding-a-ling, ding-a-ling...
   

        The phone rang again, and Rune hurriedly answered. After hanging up, he abruptly turned to Feng Liusi and said, "Father, Dyson has made his move. The Second Elder has started fighting with his people! But astonishingly, Dyson has the support of many gunmen from the Evil Eye Fist's Killer Organization."
   

        "Evil Eye Fist..."
   

        Feng Liusi was sitting on a bench behind a desk. Despite hearing about the tense situation, his expression remained unchanged. Nevertheless, a dangerous aura was inexplicably emanating from him.
   

        After a moment's contemplation, he abruptly stood up.
   

        "Casio, bring Rune, help me deal with those troublemakers at the Red Vulture Fist. If any perpetrators from the Red Vulture Fist resist, at your discretion, kill them," a killing intent suddenly rose like a biting cold wind sweeping through the study room.
   

        "No problem." Casio turned his head slightly, a hint of crimson seemingly flickering in the corner of his eye. He was most proficient at killing after all.
   

        Feng Liusi's gaze returned to Rune: "The subsidiary killer organization of the Evil Eye Fist, it's probably the assassin training camp called White Rose. I know its location, it's in the suburbs of Mia City."
   

        "I will send Sheng Feinan over pronto."
   

        With narrowed eyes, he slowly said: "As for me, I will make another visit to the headquarters of the Evil Eye Fist. That old bastard Buck almost lost his life because of me just now, taking back one of his arms now shouldn't be too outrageous..."
   

        Boldly berating, "Dare to mess with my Red Vulture Fist, if it weren't for the more pressing matters in East Sea County, at least one of the two Evil Eye Fist fighters would have met their maker!" Walking confidently, Feng Liusi was the first to open the door to the study. Casio and the others followed closely behind along the corridor.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        On the highway from the suburbs to the urban area of Mia City.
   

        A boxy car was moving smoothly and swiftly, like a nimble black fish, continually overtaking some sluggishly moving vehicles. Rune was driving, occasionally glancing at Casio, who was sitting on the back seat, through the rearview mirror.
   

        His impression of him could not be deeper, the series of events that had occurred at the fighting field of the Evil Eye Fist just a few hours ago were still fresh in his mind.
   

        Defeating the Eastern Twin Stars, who were stronger than himself, in an instant.
   

        Effortlessly defeating Justin, the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist, who had gone all out.
   

        Taking down Buck, the Veteran Fighter and Great Elder of the Evil Eye Fist.
   

        And even the terrifying rampage towards the end, charging and wreaking havoc in the open field of the fighting field like a tank.
   

        Yet such a powerful individual had unknowingly ended up in his camp. Although Rune knew Casio's boxing method was related to his father, he couldn't help but feel somewhat curious and secretly pleased. His glances at him occasionally carried a hint of awe.
   

        The fury he had initially felt due to Dyson, the Great Elder of Red Vulture Fist, betraying the school, had now involuntarily subsided. Thinking of Casio's terrifying battle scenes in the fighting field, Rune silently mourned for the traitors at the Red Vulture Fist Headquarters for a few seconds.
   

        He even felt a perverse sense of sympathy.
   

        Deeply inhaling, he could feel his palms and soles heating up. Considering Dyson had contributed to the Red Vulture Fist for decades, he had paid his dues. Rune then slammed his foot down onto the accelerator, the car tires gripped the ground, increasing its speed even further.
   

        Dyson was an old bone, it would be better if he kicked the bucket sooner.
   

        Meanwhile, in the back seat, Casio was sensing the eleven acupuncture points within his body. Within the virtual meridians between the acupuncture points, the Deathfang Power was constantly flowing gently like a river. He could feel the tearing power within, at least three times stronger than the first stage.
   

        After Casio reached the second stage of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, the acupuncture points were enough and mutually responsive. Their quality and recovery ability were both a notch higher than the first stage, roughly 30% more. Clearly, he was stronger than before.
   

        If he could maintain this rate of progress and continuously develop the acupuncture points in his body, he could probably reach the third or even fourth stage in no time. By then, the power of Deathfang Power would be 1.7 to 2.3 times of the first stage.
   

        In addition to the massive strength resulting from the breakthrough of the acupuncture points.
   

        The increase in both destructive force and quantity was multiplicative. By then, Deathfang Power might hopefully reach the level of Casio's trump card.
   

        And it would be a trump card that was always ready to use.
   

        As of now, the second stage of Deathfang Power could only reach the level of a killing move. Casio's only trump card was still in the state of Demon Idol.
   

        A trump card with explosive potential.
   

        Yet, Deathfang Power could be used as a regular move.
   

        Unfortunately, Casio still had to first resolve the slaughter personality problem in three of his mental methods. He had to temporarily slow down the cultivation of Red Vulture Fist.
   

        It depends on whether he could acquire new secret transmissions of the South Dipper...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Mia City, Red Vulture Fist Headquarters.
   

        This dojo of martial arts is a mix of old wooden buildings and modern wall structures, occupying a large area. If viewed from high above, the dojo as a whole presents a trapezoidal shape, narrow in the front and wide in the back, with a prevalent light yellow color.
   

        The whole street is neither a residential area nor a commercial district.
   

        Therefore, it usually has sparse pedestrian traffic and the buildings are spaced far apart. However, today, this enduring silence is occasionally broken by the sound of gunfire. On the street where the Red Vulture Fist dojo is located, people clad entirely in black, bearing a white rose emblem on their shoulders, frequently pass by.
   

        They all display severe expressions. Their waists bulged, seemingly carrying firearms and they have sealed off the entire area.
   

        Inside the dojo.
   

        Two groups of people are engaging in continuous close-quarter combat. From their speed and force that far surpass those of an average person, it is evident that this is a group of Secret Martial Artists. The two sides quickly collide in the area, with the side led by the bearded elder gaining an upper hand. Moreover, occasionally sharpshooters clad in black are assisting from this side.
   

        Either providing fire support or inflicting injuries.
   

        It is important to note that ordinary Secret Martial Artists don't hold any advantage when facing firearms. Even Casio had to cultivate Hard Qigong while advancing in the realm of martial arts to be fearless of the firing of a light machine gun. Under an unexpected attack, even a handgun can pose a considerable threat to a martial artist who has normally cultivated Secret Martial Art.
   

        Of course, this refers to when they are hit. The agility and evasion skills of martial artists far beyond human limits can easily dodge a barrage of bullets. If it's just an elite gunner squad, the threat to the martial artist is not significant.
   

        But, if a martial artist of the same level distracts them, engaging most of their attention and energy.
   

        Gunners with precise shooting skills often achieve miraculous effects.
   

        Great Elder Dyson of the Red Vulture Fist has caused trouble; both sides initially had approximately the same number of elders. There may have been a gap in strength, but not a large one. Both sides would likely have been at a stalemate for a long time. However, the gunners dispatched by the White Rose Assassin Camp have disrupted this balance.
   

        Clap! Clap! Clap!
   

        On the white stone pathway, two silhouettes constantly entwine and clash. Similar martial arts techniques collide in the air over and over again.
   

        Great Elder Dyson steps forward and leans to the side before delivering a strong rotating swing. The burst of power breaks the opponent's defense.
   

        The Second Elder of the Red Vulture Fist stumbles backward two steps.
   

        Bang! Suddenly, a gunshot echoes from not far away.
   

        He responds instinctively, sharply tilting his head to the side. A high-speed spinning bullet grazes his cheek, drawing a thin line of blood.
   

        Before the Second Elder could catch his breath, an elbow fiercely smashed over, and from behind came the stomping footsteps of Dyson.
   

        In his haste, he thrusts out a palm, colliding with Dyson's elbow. The force exerted by the Second Elder noticeably drops, and his palm was pushed back. Dyson's elbow, separated by the palm, hit the Second Elder's chest, thrusting him three to four meters away.
   

        There was a muffled grunt, and the Second Elder sprang backward. With several shimmering arcs, his figure quickly disappeared from the end of the road.
   

        Tap tap tap...
   

        The sound of footsteps came from the stone path. Three to four people in black clothes walked quickly. Standing still, Great Elder Dyson stretched out his hand signaling them to not pursue any further: "Charles is injured, let's be cautious. Press them back step by step to the last area, and take control of the rest of the dojo first."
   

        "When the remaining people are surrounded, they won't be able to escape even if they had wings..."
   

        Elsewhere.
   

        The area controlled by the Second Elder and his group was now limited only to the last three or four buildings, which are mostly hostels for students. A silhouette flashed through the shadows of a corner, followed by a sudden leap. The right hand swung, making a mid-air roll, and landed on the balcony.
   

        Cough cough cough...
   

        Under the sunshine, it was a lean old man dressed in a portable combat suit, his hair graying. He raised his hand and looked at his palm and the back of his hand, both of which were covered in bruises. He gently pressed his left chest, where the skin and muscles emitted waves of prickling pain.
   

        It seemed like they heard the sound from above, as a series of footsteps quickly came up the stairs. Several people rushed up to the second floor, and upon seeing the old man, they halted their steps and exclaimed: "Elder Charles!"
   

        The lean old man nodded, coughing again: "Where's Niv? And also, the Fourth Elder, the Sixth Elder, the Seventh Elder where are they?"
   

        "Sister Niv is in the building on the left, and the Fourth Elder and some other brothers are also there. The Seventh Elder is in the building on the right and has been seriously injured. As for the Sixth Elder, we didn't see him." The disciple leading the group responded in a low voice.
   

        Second Elder Charles took a deep breath. Not seeing the Sixth Elder implied two possibilities. Either he was en route while battling, or he had been captured after being seriously wounded.
   

        Or more bluntly, he resisted too fiercely and was beaten to death.
   

        Among these possibilities, Charles was more inclined to believe he had been seriously wounded and captured.
   

        He quickly walked into the second-floor corridor, looking through the window at the area where he had been running just now. Dozens of meters away, some people in black were occasionally visible in the corners, and there were traitors inside the doors, dressed in combat suits, looking his way.
   

        "What does Dyson want to do? Surround this area? Is he afraid that we old folks will fight hard, making him pay a heavy price?"
   

        Charles slapped his chest with his right hand three firm times. The faint pain in his chest area was immediately alleviated. He took a deep breath and pondered for a moment: "At first, I thought Dyson and Rune merely had some disagreements. I never imagined that Dyson would actually resort to violence! Rune is still attending the gathering at Evil Eye Fist..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Now, it's just me and the Fourth Elder, plus a heavily wounded Seventh Elder. I'm afraid we won't be able to hold out much longer."
   

        At this moment, Charles is both worried and somewhat angry. How dare Dyson! If the old Gate Master returns from the Roca Mountain Range, he will surely kill him, twisting his head right off!
   

        Then Charles took a deep breath and murmured to himself, "Evil Eye Fist, East Nine Gates, Eastern Alliance Plan. If the Red Vulture Fist really falls under Dyson's control, even if the old Gate Master returns... alas, the Blood Fist has aged after all…"
   

        Hummm!
   

        At the intersection where the Red Vulture Fist Dojo is located, the sound of a car engine suddenly came from around the corner. Several nearby patrolling gunmen in black hurried over, one hand quickly resting on their hips.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A square-headed black car abruptly charged out from around the corner.
   

        With maximum horsepower, it fiercely thrusted into the street.
   

        The gunmen in black didn't hesitate, quickly drawing their guns and firing. Handgun bullets banged against the sides of the car.
   

        As the car advanced, a trail of sparks burst in mid-air.
   

        The car window was shattered all at once, falling like transparent rain. A bullet cut through the rain of glass shards, creating a high-speed rotating cavity in the air. Snap! It was caught firmly in a slender white hand.
   

        A slight squeeze, and the bullet was instantly deformed under the pressure of the fingers.
   

        Casio glanced at the gunman about ten meters to his right, who was most diligent at firing, deciding to show him what a handgun was.
   

        With a banging semi-circle motion of his right hand, a sound similar to a bursting balloon rang in the air. The twisted and deformed bullet followed the original path it flew in from and flew back, extremely fast!
   

        Thirty meters away, on the gray sidewalk. The assassin, who was busily using his handgun, suddenly rolled his eyes and kicked his legs.
   

        The whole person violently recoiled backward, collapsing stiffly.
   

        A gunman in black next to him heard the thud and quickly turned his head to look: "Ben?" The gunman hurriedly went over and was shocked to see a spray of blood and a deep bullet hole on the wall behind.
   

        Looking down, sure enough. Ben had been shot in the head.
   

        A bloody pitch-black hole was in the center of his forehead.
   

        "Damn, how did he die? Are there other gunmen?
   

        Just as the man in black was cursing, he suddenly felt a buzz in his brain, a violent roar sounded in his ears, and his head tilted to the side.
   

        Everything went black in front of his eyes, and he fell headfirst onto Ben's body.
   

        That's how he died.
   

        In the center of the street, the car charged in all the way. 
   

        With a screech, it abruptly stopped in front of the Red Vulture Fist Dojo's gate.
   

        There was a ring of white walls around the dojo, and in a hidden corner of the wall, a team of four or five gunmen stood guard.
   

        Seeing the unknown intruder drive up so abruptly, 
   

        The squad leader straight away pulled out a hand grenade and threw it out with half of his body extended. A loud explosion soon came from not far away.
   

        The whole squad quickly rushed out from around the corner, drawing their guns ready to shoot and kill the enemy. But a rapidly approaching huge shadow fully engulfed them in the air. It was a car!
   

        The gunmen threw Casio a hand grenade, and Casio reciprocated by gifting them a George square-headed car produced in the year 107 of the Federation calendar.
   

        Boom!
   

        The huge dark shape violently crashed down in the terrified eyes of the gunmen.
   

        Crack, snap, aaaah...
   

        The sounds of bones breaking, of screams, suddenly rose. Several unlucky guys were instantly smashed into pulp, and the only one who stood a bit further was thrown out. He kept coughing up blood painfully against the wall, it looked like he had internal injuries and probably wouldn't live much longer.
   

        At the door of the Dojo.
   

        Rune just opened his mouth but said nothing. Actually, his black squared car was quite expensive, using it to smash people was too extravagant.
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang...
   

        Amidst the continuous gunfire on both sides, a hand was placed on Rune's shoulder. Casio's slender eyes slightly narrowed.
   

        "I'll leave the gunmen outside to you. You should be fine."
   

        "I'm going to go in and have a good time..."
   

        His voice didn't fluctuate, but what he said caused an inexplicable hairs-standing-on-end sensation. Rune nodded his head.
   

        He weakly reminded him, "Don't kill the wrong person."
   

        "I understand."
   

        Casio took a few steps forward, flexed his back, and trembled his muscles. Immediately, seven or eight bullets fell off him, clinking as they hit the ground. His black trench coat had become a hole-riddled garment.
   

        Firearms had absolutely no effect on him...
   

        Rune watched Casio's figure from behind as he strode towards the dojo. With every step he took, it seemed as if a cloud of red mist rose around his boots. In the blink of an eye, his entire body was enveloped in a dense red haze, as if he were traversing through fog. His silhouette subtly distorted, resembling a humongous bird of prey.
   

        Rune took a deep breath.
   

        He knew...
   

        Many, many lives at Red Vulture Fist Headquarters would be lost today.
   

        ******************
   

        Inside the dojo, in the area nearest to the main gate. The Fifth Elder and his disciple were walking on the street, glancing at the passing black-clothed gunner squad. The youth wrinkled his brows and asked, "Master, is it right for us to do this..."
   

        "Collaborating with those from the Evil Eye Fist, what if when the old Gate Master comes back... Besides, the Second Elder and the rest are our own..."
   

        The Fifth Elder abruptly raised his hand to interrupt the youth's words: "Those who fail to recognize the situation's severity will get crushed. The thing is, we are not collaborating with those from Evil Eye Fist."
   

        "We are collaborating with the entire East Nine Gates!"
   

        "In front of East Nine Gates, what does a delusional old fellow count for? Michael, you must understand the situation clearly."
   

        He glanced at his disciple and subtly shook his head. The Fifth Elder was disappointed that he still clung onto past sentiments during the transition of power. 
   

        "Go and get your junior Nava..."
   

        "Yes." The youth nodded, then made his way left along the street. It leads directly to the eastern half of the Red Vulture Fist dojo.
   

        Suddenly.
   

        "Who's there!"
   

        Bang!
   

        Crash!
   

        Ahh!
   

        A series of screams rang out from the gunner squad that had just passed, causing the Fifth Elder to turn his head sharply. He saw on the street in the distance, a dark shadow flashing across the squad like lightning.
   

        It was like a shadow reflected among the gunners, each ricocheting taking away one man's life. The Fifth Elder's eyes widened in shock and his body quaked, his blood rushing with power.
   

        His limbs stretched out, about to adopt a basic combat stance.
   

        Whoosh.
   

        The dark shadow that was still tens of meters away now abruptly appeared before his eyes as if it had teleported. The Fifth Elder's right hand that was slightly extended hadn't even had the chance to form a defensive stance. That man was already quietly standing within the space formed by his arm.
   

        Squish!
   

        A finger drew a thin red line in the air, red silk winding around the Fifth Elder's neck. A head was casually plucked off, its face frozen in a horrifying expression of terror.
   

        The person holding the head took a look and casually tossed it away.
   

        The decapitated body dropped to the ground with a thud.
   

        The arriving White Rose gunner squad witnessed this scene and instantly raised their guns to fire. The team leader even held a submachine gun, bullets rapidly formed a curtain of fire in the air.
   

        All of the bullets were concentrated, burst out from the gun muzzle with unanimous firings, all aiming towards a single point.
   

        Casio remained standing in place, only reaching out with his hands, his index fingertips glistened with ruby-like luster. Gently wriggling in mid-air, two red spots entrancingly sliced through the air.
   

        The bullets hit him all over his body with a pattering noise.
   

        Casio's expression remained unchanged, not even a tremor as he retreated, standing as still as a rigid and heavy statue.
   

        "Does a fingernail correspond to a Death Fang?"
   

        He mumbled some incomprehensible words to himself, then left an afterimage in the next second, traversing more than ten meters with a whoosh.
   

        Within the enlarged pupils of the gunners, Casio's left hand moved like it was conducting a symphony. His fingers lightly prodded, brushing past the arms holding the guns.
   

        With a flash of red light, the arms of three gunners were cut off instantly.
   

        Along with the firearms, they fell to the ground with a clatter.
   

        Before they could even scream.
   

        Casio's right hand moved forward again, pulling a bewitchingly terrifying red line slowly across their necks, spinning slightly.
   

        Squish! Squish! Squish!
   

        Several human fountains burst open, releasing a once-in-a-lifetime spray of blood.
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        A silhouette swiftly flashed across amidst the red rain of blood.
   

        Killing was effortless, an effect any secret martial art could achieve. After all, the purpose of creating the art of secret martial techniques was to forge the human body, surpass its limit, and use it as a weapon for killing and confrontation. Yet, Casio had never seen a secret martial art like the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, which took killing to an eerie level of aestheticism, giving it a bizarre sense of beauty.
   

        It was not about any moves, boxing theories, or the willpower associated with the boxing technique. It was purely about its unique style.
   

        A style that could intoxicate those in the midst of killing with the ecstasy of life ebbing away, drawing them deeper and deeper into a hole they couldn't crawl out of.
   

        Casio could feel that after breaking through eleven acupuncture points and officially proceeding to the second level of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist…
   

        A never before experienced demonic nature started to subtly emit from each move of the boxing technique. That was when Casio understood why Feng Liusi had deviated from the right path and completely shut off his senses for three years. South Dipper Red Vulture Fist will shine with an enigmatic charm as the practicer's strength grows, and their skill deepens. If one doesn't exercise restraint, or if they lack an unwavering will, they might lose themselves in the long road of killing, becoming a slave to this boxing technique step by step.
   

        Casio's understanding of the core of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist deepened a little more while his curiosity for the mysterious South Dipper secret martial arts reached an unprecedented level. Besides the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, there were other South Dipper secret martial arts, ones like Water Bird, and Sonic Snake.
   

        These ancient assassination techniques embodied the various styles and directions of boxing techniques, even encapsulating the ultimate in each of these directions.
   

        When exactly was the South Dipper secret martial art invented? Who was the extraordinary person who created this boxing technique? Or perhaps it had multiple creators.
   

        Casio lowered his head, looking at the palm of his hands lightly stained with fresh blood. The tips of his left and right index fingers were illuminated like rubies. This bizarre phenomenon visible to the naked eye came from compressing an ample amount of Deathfang Power to his fingertips.
   

        He couldn't do it during the first stage of his South Dipper Red Vulture Fist training, neither in quantity nor in quality. But upon reaching the second stage and resonating with the eleven acupuncture points, Casio unintentionally learnt how to use the Deathfang Power.
   

        The "Death Fang Phenomenon" was a particularly symbolic passive skill. The virtual meridians in Casio's body could quickly form an arc circuit in his fingers, while the Deathfang Power in his acupuncture points could circulate at high speed within the circuit. This would result in a short-term burst of abundant power, allowing his fingers to turn into surgical blades.
   

        Just like what happened earlier.
   

        With a light, casual slice, without using much force, those gunmen's limbs and skulls were severed. 
   

        Casio's fingers were sharper than the sharpest sword.
   

        He could effortlessly rip through tough skin and solid muscles, shattering a person's body as though peeling off clothes.
   

        He vaguely sensed that each time he progressed to a new stage in the future, more "Death Fang Phenomena" would appear on his palms.
   

        Starting from the second stage to the end of the sixth stage.
   

        With every advance into a new stage, two more teeth would appear on Casio's hands until all ten fingers had transformed into teeth—ten Death Fangs. He felt that when the time comes, something terrifying might occur. However, this prediction was a hard one since Feng Liusi had only managed to reach the fourth stage after several tens of years. Breaking through each subsequent acupuncture point had been exceptionally difficult.
   

        The feat of opening all sixty-six acupuncture points was as tough as ascending to heaven.
   

        Only Casio, who possessed both the retracing gimmick and the perfect compatibility between his personality of killing and the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, had a chance to try it.
   

        Within the dojo, amid the grey road and the pale yellow building…
   

        One could occasionally hear screams of agony and muffled groans.
   

        Going by order, it wasn't hard to guess that someone had barged into the dojo from the Red Vulture Fist Headquarters and was killing his way toward the interior.
   

        Whoosh…
   

        A strong gust of wind breezed by.
   

        Two gunmen rushing around the corner stopped in their tracks; it seemed like they had seen a shadow flashing by just now.
   

        The youth at the front was just about to say something when he found himself suddenly unable to utter a sound. In a flash, his world began to spin. He found himself floating in mid-air, looking at the headless bodies at the back, spurting blood: "Oh, it seems I've lost my head…"
   

        Immediately, everything went black, and he lost consciousness.
   

        In just over a minute, dozens of people had already fallen to Casio's hands. Meeting him was a death sentence.
   

        Be it the White Rose assassin gunners or the treacherous disciples and elders of the Red Vulture Fist, being lost in the complex labyrinth of paths in the dojo, the mightiest secret martial artists naturally had the advantage. If it were a vast plain, perhaps dozens of elite gunners with heavy machine guns could have inflicted severe damage upon Casio. But here, not even a hundred would suffice.
   

        The layout the Red Vulture Fist traitors and White Rose gunners had set up within the dojo was easily breached.
   

        Of course, Casio's unambiguous advance also immediately attracted their attention. Martial artists and gunners from other parts of the dojo started gathering here. The elite gunners and high-level elders who had initially been besieging the Second Elder faction turned back around to tackle this unexpected external threat.
   

        The sunshine was brilliant today, just perfect weather. A few white clouds hung like veils in the azure sky, spraying golden radiance on the top of the pale yellow dojo building. A strong smell of blood was carried away by the breeze, and the lush ornamental trees beside the road fluttered in the wind.
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        Several mangled arms hung from the branches of a tree, the sharp green leaves tilting downwards, a drop of viscous blood falling with a "ploop".
   

        In mid-air, a fiery red glow swept across a large arc before remaining by one's side. Five drooping fingers dripped continuously with fresh blood, contrasting sharply with the fair skin.
   

        Casio glanced at the three or four corpses around him. This was a corridor-like white courtyard. Past this was the Red Vulture Fist's Central Area, where the gate's master and elders usually stayed.
   

        The courtyard, originally clean and tidy, was now covered with blood. He suppressed the intoxicating feeling brought about by the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist and stepped over a corpse of a martial artist in a combat suit.
   

        Three seconds later, he walked out of the faintly white archway of the courtyard.
   

        "Fire!!!"
   

        Boom boom boom... tatt tatt tatt... whizz whizz whizz...
   

        A series of gunshots exploded simultaneously, and more than ten gunmen aimed their firearms in this direction, their gun muzzles aiming at Casio.
   

        Various types of bullets formed a bullet chain, almost covering a large area around the archway.
   

        There was no escape.
   

        Bullets hit the turf, stirring up the mud. Hitting the stone archway, shards fly. Hitting the wall, white dust scatters.
   

        But when they hit the target, there was no sound.
   

        After passing through the fabric, those metal bullet heads seemed to have been completely swallowed up, without even a trace of noise.
   

        The arms in front of his face spread out, revealing a face covered in bloody steam, like a red mask.
   

        One can't see under the steam, he is either expressionless, extremely excited, or showing disdain for the weak...
   

        Boom!
   

        A violent stomping sound is heard, causing the ground around to shake violently. All the gunmen felt like they were being shocked under their feet.
   

        A shadow, like a raptor in flight, came rushing in violently.
   

        The gun muzzles concentrated their fire, with machine gun bullets shooting non-stop.
   

        Ding ding ding ding!
   

        This time there was a sound, the crisp sound of iron being struck!
   

        Directly coming into the red silhouette, he braced himself against the bullets rushing in, his toes leaping off the ground twice. Like a ghost, he flew into the crowd of gunmen and struck the machine gunner with a punch.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Boom!
   

        The head exploded like a watermelon, with the red and white mixture of solid and liquid inside forming a fan shape, spraying violently towards the back.
   

        Several gunmen at the rear were immediately splattered in the face.
   

        Before they could express their despair and terror...
   

        They saw a bloody hand reaching over like it was squeezing a balloon, rapidly enlarging in front of their eyes. With a plop.
   

        The head with a tough skull was squeezed to explode just like that.
   

        Two people died almost within half a second.
   

        A gunman on the left reacted, hurriedly raising his gun and turned around. Deciding upon a red-colored spear that was lunging in, his right arm in a hand-knife posture pierced through his entire left chest.
   

        Most of the ribs were fractured, and the critical part, the heart, had no chance to escape. This central blood supply organ was instantly minced into pieces.
   

        Three people died, then the fourth, and fifth.
   

        When Casio broke into their formation, the ending was already decided. This elite gunmen squad may be able to hold its own against a powerful Secret Martial Artist from a distance, but once they let a fighter come close, they basically only have one way to go: complete annihilation. After all, though they are elite, they are also ordinary people.
   

        In the blink of an eye, only half of the dozens of gunmen were left. Certainly, these gunmen have received more professional training, and their spirits have always been above ordinary people. However, facing a monster who isn't afraid of bullets, whose killing methods are bloody, and radiates oppressive power, all the gunmen begin to feel fear and terror in their hearts. A few have already broken down and turned to flee.
   

        Boom!
   

        A palm press on a skull, the tremendous force contained in the palm directly exploded it like a watermelon. A gunman witnessing the death of his companion beside him, his widened eyes saw the whole process. The entire person collapsed in an instant, with fear trembling his shoulders, and his nose and eyes streaming.
   

        The trigger of the firearm that was originally aimed at Casio, was pressed halfway but no more. The finger felt limp, devoid of any strength. A terrifying shadow cast over his mind, he muttered with a somewhat dull expression on his face, "Kill me, just kill me..."
   

        "Ah!"
   

        "Monster!"
   

        "Run…"
   

        The sounds of gunfire and shouts that were once around gradually quieted down, for the people who made these noises were all killed.
   

        The sole surviving gunner stood in place like a pole. From behind him came a series of receding footsteps, the sound of boot soles stepping on sticky fresh blood.
   

        A breeze carrying the scent of blood blew by.
   

        The hollow-eyed gunman fell to his knees, his eyes seemingly replaying the scene of red blood flowing through the air. His head hung low as tears streamed down his face. Suddenly, a strange smile appeared at the corner of his mouth, and he raised his handgun.
   

        Lifting his head, aiming at his chin, he pulled the trigger.
   

        Bang!
   

        A silhouette fell to the ground.
   

        In the distant alley, Casio heard the gunshot from behind and stopped in his tracks. The magic of Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist was once again demonstrated. He could feel that the gunner's spirit had been completely shattered.
   

        Infected by the will of the boxing method, he had despaired and committed suicide.
   

        The Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist not only affects the user's temperament but also infects the spectators whose will and personality are not firm.
   

        Heading forward, Casio swiftly moved past the entire corridor.
   

        Suddenly, there were a few holes on the walls on both sides, either fingerprints, fist prints, or claw marks. The next second, there was a sound of someone falling to the ground outside the walls. The aura of a fighter can easily sense the specific location of an enemy within a certain range and even predict their next move. Casio's sharp senses could even detect killing intentions from a considerable distance.
   

        Unless someone has hidden their aura very well, he can easily detect them and prepare for battle far in advance.
   

        Pat!
   

        Halting his steps, Casio gazed forward with an indifferent expression.
   

        Before him, an old man with a goatee led a group of martial artists in tight combat suits blocking his path. Around the spacious sides, there were faint figures in black cloaks flashing by. Casio could feel many gun muzzles pointed at him.
   

        "I don't know who you are, why you want to meddle with the internal affairs of Red Vulture Fist," the old man emanated a dignified and formidable martial artist aura, glaring at Casio with hostility.
   

        "We have a cooperative relationship with the East Nine Gates. You've killed your way here with impressive strength, but have you considered the revenge from East Nine Gates? The entire eastern secret martial arts world will put out a warrant for you!"
   

        "Moreover, you may not necessarily gain an advantage under my hand, under the muzzles of guns. No matter who you are commissioned by, who you are replacing and which school you belong to. Kid, don't overestimate yourself!"
   

        Three minutes later.
   

        In the middle of the scene, strewn with limbs, Casio held the Great Elder Dyson's neck with one hand, easily lifting him into mid-air.
   

        Dyson could do nothing but struggle futilely with his fists and feet. He couldn't even speak, his face growing redder and even turning purple, suffocating under Casio's grip on his neck.
   

        "Not much talent, but a strong will to survive..."
   

        "Futile struggle."
   

        Casio lowered his eyes indifferently.
   

        Snap!
   

        A body with a twisted neck fell to the ground with a thud.
   

        He glanced at the bloody scene around him, then set his sights on the last area. Stepping over with his boots stained with blood, he walked over.
   

        A small dormitory building in light yellow.
   

        All the remaining martial artists from the three or four buildings were gathered in this building, the last force of rebels other than the captives. Among them were three elders, and Feng Liusi's granddaughter Niv, all on the first floor.
   

        In the living room, Niv looked somewhat pale and worried.
   

        The skinny old man with white hair next to her, Second Elder Charles, looked out the window. A few minutes ago, it seemed something had happened outside the building. The forces who were besieging the last area were withdrawn one after another, nowhere to be seen. From a distance, he could vaguely hear screams and sounds of fighting.
   

        It seemed another battle had broken out outside the Red Vulture Fist dojo.
   

        He wondered what was going on...
   

        Charles turned his head and looked at Niv, whose face was pale. He comforted, "Niv, don't be afraid. It's okay. Dyson and the others won't dare to come over for a while, he's afraid I'll fight him to the death..."
   

        As he spoke, a bitter smile appeared on his face.
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        With a firm step forward, Charles propelled his body and without any hesitation, he threw a punch aiming for the face of his opponent.
   

        Smack!
   

        His fast and lightning-like fist was suddenly intercepted in mid-air by an outstretched palm. The momentum of Charles' charging body abruptly ceased, shifting from high speed to complete stillness. His punch felt as if it had landed onto a steel plate, unable to penetrate an inch further. His fist's strength was effortlessly neutralized by the other party.
   

        "You…"
   

        "Don't misunderstand, I'm one of you."
   

        Casio, looking at the wide-eyed Charles, spoke in a calm manner. He then shook his right hand, gave a forward push with his palm.
   

        The Second Elder Charles, who initially planned to launch a rapid attack with his left hand, was forced to step backward. A massive force he couldn't resist had erupted from the palm that contacted him previously. Charles kept stepping back for a dozen steps before he managed to stabilize his body. 
   

        "Elder." "Second Elder, are you alright…"
   

        The members of Red Vulture Fist in the living room gathered around.
   

        Only the green-haired young girl in the corner stood still in place, her almond eyes wide open, looking at Casio with some surprise. She took several glances, confirmed it was him, then stepped forward and opened her mouth to say, "Is it Mr. Casio?"
   

        "Miss Niv."
   

        Casio looked over and nodded. He had a faint impression of this kind-hearted green-haired young girl.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        After listening to what Niv said, everyone quickly believed that Casio was on their side and had come to help. Charles, who kept massaging his right shoulder with his left hand, apologized, "Mr. Casio, I misunderstood. I thought it was the traitors breaking in…"
   

        "It's okay."
   

        Casio leisurely tore a piece of fabric swaying from his shoulder, this set of clothes was not long purchased but after a battle, predictably, it had turned into rags.
   

        Beside him, Charles took a deep breath, "Thank you for coming to help. The mobilization of those traitors outside and the gunshots were caused by you breaking in all the way, right?"
   

        "In fact, Mr. Casio, you didn't need to take such risks. After all, there were a lot of those traitors, together with a massive number of gunners from White Rose." Charles admired Casio's bravery in breaking through the siege, but strategically, such a behavior was unproductive. Ideally, it would be best if there were people outside the Red Vulture Fist Dojo's headquarters, then Charles and his people inside could join forces with them. Of course, Charles didn't voice these thoughts out loud. He slightly adjusted his emotions.
   

        "Mr. Casio, what's the situation in the dojo when you came all the way in?" Charles added after finishing, "If we know roughly how the enemy's martial artists and gunners are positioned, and with Mr. Casio's help, maybe we can break through."
   

        "Killed them all."
   

        "Oh, killed them all. Then we can… What?! Killed, killed them all?!!" The volume of Charles' speech suddenly increased, and his cloudy old eyes widened.
   

        "Yes, wiped them out." Casio nodded truthfully.
   

        "This…" "Is this real?! "" It can't be. "
   

        The other two elders and disciples behind Charles looked at each other in shock. They had personally experienced the overwhelming number of enemies. A third of the Red Vulture Fist Headquarters had defected, in addition to a large number of gunmen from the White Rose Assassin Camp.
   

        There must be at least a hundred people in the dojo headquarters.
   

        Among them were expert fighters such as the Great Elder, the Fifth Elder, and especially the Great Elder Dyson, whose strength ranked first amongst the Red Vulture Fist. Even the Gate Master Owen, a major practitioner of Martial Arts, was barely a match for him and had to concede to him.
   

        Hearing some incredulous voices nearby, Niv said, "Mr. Casio visited my grandfather in Death Valley two months ago. They fought a match with no clear winner…"
   

        As soon as her crisp voice came out, the murmurs of discussion suddenly stopped. Niv's grandfather was the old gate master of the Red Vulture Fist, Blood Fist Feng Liusi. He was a fighter-grade character, and the fact that Mr. Casio here could evenly match against the old gate master made him a top-level fighter too!
   

        A fighter represented the peak realm of the current secret martial arts world, at least it was the limit for those above ground secret martial artists.
   

        The level of fighting strength a fighter can exhibit was unclear to everyone. However, that distinguished title alone could convince people, adding a dose of credibility to anything they do.
   

        Suddenly, everyone looked at Casio with reverence. Second Elder Charles seemed to not have anticipated the sharp contrast between being surrounded one second and easily breaking out the next. The abrupt change left him stunned. After a moment's pause, he immediately asked the question on his mind, "Mr. Casio, what about Dyson…?"
   

        "Who is Dyson?"
   

        "Um...an old man with a goatee…"
   

        "Oh, killed him."
   

        Casio answered the question cleanly.
   

        Five more minutes passed.
   

        Casio, Charles, Niv, and others were walking on the road to get to the dojo headquarters. There were blood stains everywhere, on the stone floor, white walls, green grassland. Their footsteps felt like stepping on semi-coagulated blood, which was as sticky as glue. Every time they lifted their shoes, a horror-inducing squishing sound could be heard.
   

        "You all go over there, check if there are any survivors in the cafeteria. "" You several come this way, there might be some fish that slipped through the net near the sports field. "" Carefully look for those who were captured."
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        The Second Elder, Charles, continued giving orders, with dozens of people divided into several teams following behind him and heading in different directions.
   

        Only Casio and the other two were left on this road, who made their way to the central area where the gate master and elder usually work. As soon as they turned the corner, a strong smell of blood rushed over. Niv looked forward, her face ashen, and she immediately turned her head and vomited on the spot.
   

        Charles also felt a bit uncomfortable, but he had experienced many killings, so he still looked ahead. It was a scene like a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood, with bodies lying all around in pools of red and black blood, limbs severed, their manner of death was incredibly tragic.
   

        Flies buzzed as they sat on the gruesome severed limbs, hopping between the black gun barrels and the red muscle fibers.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        The Second Elder Charles found his long-standing mortal enemy, the Great Elder Dyson of the Red Vulture Fist, a dead body of an old man with his neck broken, without any trace of combat struggle. Just a lethal wound on the neck.
   

        This was even more terrifying than the tragic death scene, it represented that his opponent had no tricks, no probes. Just a clean, lethal blow, Dyson didn't have any chance to resist. A master martial artist of the Major Accomplishment level just died like this.
   

        Charles glanced at Casio, who was standing beside him with a blank expression.
   

        Even though he was one of his own, he inexplicably felt that beneath that fine and delicate youthful face, seemed to hide a fearsome inner being like a demon, likely to jump out and devour people at any moment.
   

        This thought made him shudder involuntarily.
   

        ************************
   

        A few kilometers away, on the outskirts of Mia City.
   

        A manor with a simple design was built in the middle of a dense forest, surrounded by lush green trees.
   

        Branches that extended too far leaned against the top of the two-meter high white walls, rustling gently in the breeze.
   

        Birds occasionally chirped in the forest.
   

        Ah!
   

        A shadow suddenly flew over the wall and heavily smashed the tree branch landing on the ground with a thud. After struggling for a while and rolling a few times, he finally coughed up blood and died.
   

        Inside the wall, in the manor.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        A crystal blue whip, flashing with a semi-transparent luster under the sun, like lightning it wound around a gunman's neck. With a slight upward pull, the whip near the handle hardened.
   

        Like fishing, he casually picked him up.
   

        "It was you who shot me from behind just now, wasn't it…"
   

        Saint Feinan, who looked elegant and cultured, had a faint smile on his face, without any sign of anger. The gunman hanging in the air struggled even more fiercely, with both frost-covered hands tightly grasping the whip, his lower body kicking like a frog.
   

        "Oh? admirable. No answer, then you can go to hell."
   

        Saint Feinan raised an eyebrow, and the whip in his hand retracted like a snake. With a tear, a head was decapitated.
   

        He flicked the whip, and the blood sprayed out. Then he paced forward to hunt down the remaining guards in the manor.
   

        In the open space, more than a dozen gunmen's bodies lay haphazardly all over the place. Some were covered with frost, some had their necks broken, some died with their eyes wide open, and some were thrown and hanged on the tree.
   

        In the middle position, a freshly severed head was neatly placed on the belly of the headless corpse. The corpse's hands were slightly inwardly curved, as if holding its own head. The eyes of the severed head were wide open, with thick bitterness remaining from before death.
   

        The facts prove.
   

        A common man can't speak when his throat is entangled by a rope or a whip, they can only make unintelligible noises.
   

        *********************
   

        Headquarters of the Evil Eye Fist Sect.
   

        The commotion in the morning hadn't subsided for a while.
   

        In the mountains behind the manor, quite far from the main building, an intense fight seemed to break out. A large swath of trees was knocked down by both fighting parties, leaving a blank area on the lush green carpet as seen from above. The result of this conflict was quickly decided.
   

        Five minutes passed.
   

        Justin, the gate master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect who was currently recovering from his injuries, saw the miserable Great Elder Buck. Buck had only sustained minor injuries in the fight this morning, but now he was in a terrible state. Not only was there a deep, bone-visible crack in his chest, but his left arm was also gone, leaving only a gruesome severed limb.
   

        Buck performed some sort of secret technique, temporarily stopping the bleeding from his arm. His face grim, he said to Justin, "Starting from today, the Evil Eye Fist Sect forces will retract in full, with the Eastern Alliance plan also being put on hold for a while. We mustn't make any reckless moves…"
   

        Buck took a deep breath: "Also, I'm afraid it's going to take me at least half a year to recover from this injury. In this half-year time, if any outsiders ask about my condition, just say I'm in seclusion. Especially the other factions of the East Nine Gates, they mustn't find out about my severed arm!"
   

        "Understood."
   

        At the same time, outside the headquarters of Evil Eye Fist Sect Manor. A silhouette made its way along a quiet road, carrying a blood-drenched arm. Halfway through, he abruptly tossed it up.
   

        He threw the severed arm directly into the babbling brook nearby.
   

        Watching as it disappeared into the water, swiftly being swept away from sight.
   

        Two days later, the third of September.
   

        The storm of the first of September had already passed, and due to the collusion with the traitors, the Red Vulture Fist had suffered severe losses. At least one-third of the traitors had been killed, and many disciples had been injured. As a consequence, some personnel from other branches were recalled back to Mia City to replenish the forces, while the damaged buildings of the dojo were restored one by one.
   

        Everything was slowly making a turn for the better.
   

        In the dojo, a pale, wooden fighting field.
   

        Casio was standing bare-chested in the middle of the arena. His youth body that had gone through a rebirth was growing anew. His arms, which used to be frail and soft, were gradually showing hints of muscular definition. Of course, since not much time had passed, the changes weren't very noticeable. His figure still looked quite slender from afar.
   

        He didn't look at all like a martial artist who practices physique training.
   

        However, only the few Red Vulture Fist disciples who were sparring with him knew the terror hidden within this thin physique.
   

        Over the course of two days, they had used all sorts of weapons to attack Casio. From sharp long spears and broadswords to mace and flails. Whether it was a sharp weapon or a blunt weapon, they had no effect whatsoever on this body.
   

        At most, they left a few faint white spots on him.
   

        Yesterday evening, these sparring partners had tried rushing at Casio with a long spear, but to no avail. Casio emerged unscathed, while the all-metal spear was bent forcefully. The spearhead swiveled to the left by sixty degrees, almost making the entire thing resemble a question mark.
   

        What's more, he didn't move an inch even when several strong men charged at him. His thin figure stood as steadfast as a mountain.
   

        Just like tree roots underneath his feet, planted firmly in the ground.
   

        Perhaps they had grown tired of cold weapons, today Casio had them use firearms for sparring. From handguns all the way up to heavy machine guns, he seemed to be testing his physique.
   

        In the middle of the arena.
   

        Casio pointed towards the first strong man on his left, signaling him to go first. The strong man nodded with uncertainty and raised his handgun.
   

        He aimed at the chest, pulled the trigger, and bang.
   

        Sparks flickered across the surface of the skin, but had no effect.
   

        Casio nodded toward the second strong man.
   

        A submachine gun was aimed at him.
   

        Clack Clack Clack! Clack Clack Clack! Clack Clack Clack!
   

        Bullets left white streaks, but there was no significant effect, and the ground was littered with hot shell casings.
   

        Casio looked at the third man.
   

        A heavy machine gun fired off, a barrage of high-power bullets hitting his body. Casio's fair and translucent skin exuded a translucent jade-like texture, acting like a hard outer shell. Even the machine-gun bullets couldn't puncture it completely.
   

        After being showered with bullets from different angles, Casio, covered in the smell of gunpowder, signaled them to cease fire.
   

        "The epidermis' defense is continually getting stronger, much like cultivated Hard Qigong techniques achieving a major accomplishment. But it's not that, this is as a result of the gradual deepening of the body's golemization through the practice of the demon idol secret martial arts. The initial basic golemization characteristics, were the three elements cultivated in the demon idol secret martial arts. Breathing Golemization, Full Body Circulation Golemization, and Heart Golemization. And now, Demon Idol secret martial arts seem to be developing towards a fourth characteristic. My kidneys are starting to feel hot…"
   

        Casio pressed his hands on his kidneys, feeling a burning sensation significantly different from their regular state.
   

        He suddenly had an unpleasant guess.
   

        "I hope I won't start growing a third and fourth kidney anytime soon…"
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        Casio's worries were not unfounded, as the process of cultivating the Golem Secret Martial Art was gradually transforming him into something inhuman. The resonance of three basic elements at a unique frequency could create a life-field of the golem in Casio's body that wasn't his own.
   

        This dark biological metamorphic magnetic field would subtly emit radiation throughout the body, gradually triggering changes in his muscle fibers, his entire skeleton, and connective tissue. It could potentially even impact his cells and genes, causing unknown transformations.
   

        It wouldn't be impossible for a few extra kidneys to grow in his body.
   

        Casio reached out and touched the area where his twelfth rib was, pondering whether his abdominal cavity could accommodate a few more kidneys.
   

        He didn't feel much repulsion or fear for this kind of mutation. After all, Casio himself had almost been unable to be saved from a dark biological transformation. Being able to look like a human on the surface was already an improvement compared to the grotesque golem-like creature inside the black cocoon.
   

        Who would care about what kind of monster lies beneath the exquisite skin?
   

        Moreover, this could serve as a means to an end. Just like when Casio went to challenge Feng Liusi in the Roca Mountain Range, normal people have their hearts on the left side of their chest, while abnormal people have theirs on the right. But he had never heard of anyone having a heart on both sides of their chest.
   

        If any enemy wanted to attack Casio's vital points to achieve a one-hit-kill, they would likely meet a gruesome end.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        The entire pale yellow fighting arena had been cleaned, the gunpowder dispersed. The shells and weapons had been cleaned up.
   

        The wooden door closed, leaving only Casio sitting in silence.
   

        As always, he was practicing the Golem Breathing Art, with a power that was completely different from the human body's magnetic field wrapping around him. It felt like a faint, invisible flow of water washing over every corner of his body. Casio could feel a slight pain and itching everywhere. There was an illusion that something under the skin was swelling, and the muscle fibers were slightly squirming.
   

        From breaking through to the Fighter Realm in the Roca Mountain Range up to now, Casio had been in a period of rapid progress. Frequent battles with opponents of the same level had helped him to actualize this potential. At this moment, Casio felt the rapid pace of progress gradually slow down, transitioning into a state of steady improvement.
   

        The advancement in his boxing method and Qi was naturally the most noticeable. With the unparalleled compatibility of his murderous personality, and the experience of deviation, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist naturally crossed the first stage, and his Deathfang Power reached the second stage.
   

        The unique and emblematic features of the Red Vulture Fist and Deathfang Power gradually revealed themselves. For instance, the phenomenon of the "dead tooth" manifested in Casio's hands.
   

        The Deathfang Power seemed to be automatically remodeling Casio's arms, which were its primary organs for exertion. In fact, the comparison showed that the limit to which Casio's hands could accommodate Deathfang Power without crumbling increased by about 30%. And this level was deepening with the Deathfang Power refining and infecting his arm's flesh and bones, seemingly developing in an unknown direction.
   

        Feng Liusi hadn't experienced such a situation.
   

        On top of this, the greatest improvement for Casio during this time was his physique. He had tested over the past couple of days, and his body's resistance to hits had increased to 1.3 times that of before, regardless of whether it was from sharp weapons or blunt objects. His muscle strength was 1.4 times that of before, his speed was 1.2 times that of before, and his momentary reaction ability was approximately 1.1 times that of before.
   

        In fact, it was largely due to this powerful physique, which had a high tolerance for errors, that Casio appeared so formidable. Forcefully throwing out a punch, even if the technique and moves were slightly off, would still be completely compensated by strength and speed. And his stamina and self-healing abilities made him even more formidable.
   

        He had a significant advantage when facing agile offensive fighters, hence his impressive performance in the previous string of public challenges.
   

        During his time working with Amos and the old steward, Casio had specifically learned about their classification system for "B" level.
   

        There was a set standard to measure the strength of a fighter.
   

        It was a very simple scoring system.
   

        A regular new Fighter would rank approximately as follows:
   

        Speed: B (15)
   

        Strength: B (15)
   

        Defense: B (15)
   

        Qi: B (10)
   

        Skill: B (10)
   

        This was an ideal state. The "B" represented the energy level of "B." Qi included aura and will, and skills included Secret Martial Arts, finishing moves, secret techniques, and so on. Of course, if it were applied to reality, there would inevitably be discrepancies. This was just a rough approximation.
   

        A Veteran Fighter would rank approximately as follows:
   

        Speed: B (25)
   

        Strength: B (25)
   

        Defense: B (25)
   

        Qi: B (35)
   

        Skill: B (25)
   

        Casio, on the other hand, was somewhat unconventional.
   

        Speed: B (40)
   

        Strength: B (40)
   

        Defense: B (45)
   

        Qi: B (20)
   

        Skill: B (15)
   

        If this were converted into a six-dimensional graph, it would show a very exaggerated protrusion in terms of physical quality. It could completely encapsulate both regular fighters and veteran fighters, and still leave a lot of blank space. After all, even before Casio became a fighter and challenged Feng Liusi, he could make Blood Fist feel his incredible strength.
   

        Now that he had become a fighter, his physique naturally improved along with it.
   

        If it weren't for the fact that upon reaching the Fighter realm, the lethality of Secret Martial Arts had a burst of improvement, perhaps even veteran fighters would struggle to cause Casio any minor injuries.
   

        Considering his kidneys were showing signs of mutation, perhaps his physique would have further progression after the transformation ended. He seemed to have embarked on an unusual route of strengthening, but he had no choice. Casio could not just stop and wait for his thin legs to grow thick, he could only continue to strengthen his thick legs until they were as robust as an elephant's, allowing him to rampage on one leg.
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        Of course, he had a vague premonition at this moment.
   

        If he wanted to catch up on the Qi and skill aspects to match his ever-growing physical strength, he would likely have to focus on the three main mental methods and mysterious Southern Dipper secrets. Casio didn't know what path he would end up on right now, but he hoped it wouldn't lead to a dead end.
   

        In the midst of his contemplation, his daily essential training in secret martial art of Demon Idol was nearing its conclusion. Casio slowly opened his eyes amidst his heavy and powerful breaths, his entire body drenched in sweat. Just as he was about to exhale and finish his cultivation, he suddenly noticed residual dark energy on his arm.
   

        He slightly raised his hand, and the stream of energy dissipated immediately.
   

        Casio waved his palm, feeling that this dark energy probably was waste matter from his body. When he first began cultivating the secret martial art of the demon idol, he often expelled this kind of black dirt. It hadn't been there later on.
   

        But now it appeared again, only in the form of an energy fog. Presumably, it was indeed an ominous sign before any changes happened in his kidneys.
   

        In the afternoon, Feng Liusi brought some crucial intelligence.
   

        In a living room, three people casually sat. Casio and Sheng Feinan were drinking tea, while Feng Liusi was lost in thought about something.
   

        He absentmindedly scratched his chin as if looking for his beard, realized he had shaved it off and patted his leg.
   

        Slap.
   

        "What are you doing? Slap your own leg."
   

        Sheng Feinan, sipping his tea, cast him a glance and elegantly blew on the scalding tea. His chilling breath wafted into the teacup emitting a thin mist, instantly lowering the temperature.
   

        Sheng Feinan took a satisfactory sip, he nodded.
   

        It was just the right temperature.
   

        The tea in Casio's cup was also hot, but he was so thirsty after training that he didn't care. Like an animal, he guzzled it down, finishing nearly the whole teapot. The hot water went down into his stomach, yet Casio didn't feel anything at all. No reaction whatsoever.
   

        He suddenly realized, could his stomach also be undergoing a mutation? So Casio turned his head and asked Sheng Feinan, who was still sipping his tea slowly, to blow some air into his teacup.
   

        Casio wanted to try if he could feel anything with ice water?
   

        While the two were squabbling, Feng Liusi, who had been in thought for a while, finally spoke up. "Just received news, last night, the Tulip Antique Exhibition in East Sea County's Kura City was attacked by an unknown force. The defenders deployed by the Yun Quan Fist suffered a loss of one-third." He paused for a moment, then continued, "Moreover, this unknown force seems not to belong to any organization…"
   

        "So…another force has joined the fray."
   

        Casio, having finally got his sip of ice water, said.
   

        "Hmm." Feng Liusi nodded, "And more importantly, it's unclear why Yun Quan Fist acted as they did. Might be they were provoked or they're baiting. This morning, a highly valuable antique appeared in the Tulip Antique Exhibition. The Cupan Magic Box, a legendary treasure. It's said to contain a disastrous energy that brings misfortune to everyone, and all the owners thus far have met unhappy endings. To date, no one has found a way to open the mystery box made of unknown material. It's impervious to burning, cannon pounding, freezing…"
   

        "Hmm, pretty mysterious, but what does that have to do with us? This Cupan Magic Box shouldn't be a relic."
   

        Casio shrugged his shoulders. His goal right now was extremely clear, he just wanted to witness the magical secrets of the Southern Dipper.
   

        As for the mysterious antiques and thousand-year-old treasures, none of them were attractive to him. In the Era of Retrospection, there weren't any Obsession Antiques or Legendary Antiques that could help him absorb energy.
   

        Snap, Feng Liusi suddenly snapped his fingers.
   

        He turned his head to look at Casio," Actually, it does have something to do with us. Because the people from the Tulip Antique Exhibition claim that inside the Cupan Magic Box is a piece of parchment. It could be a map, could be a memoir, could be a secret manual…"
   

        "And the most important thing is, they traced the origins of the magic box. It's suspected to have been passed down from a hidden ancient relic." Feng Liusi gently drummed his fingers on the table, "Whether it's true or not, we need to study this box thoroughly. And that Spiral Eyed Sword that appeared earlier…"
   

        "Let's not worry about the Red Vulture Fist for now, let these rascals handle themselves. We should head to East Sea County directly. We can't wait any longer."
   

        Feng Liusi abruptly stood up.
   

        His gaze slowly swept over Casio and Sheng Feinan.
   

        ************************
   

        The next day, on the train from Windsor County to East Sea County. In the penultimate third carriage, the last row of seats. Three men, wearing sunglasses, hats, and matching black clothes, sat in the seats. They looked oddly like members of some gang.
   

        In the pale yellow wooden carriage, rows of three-seater seats lined up from top to bottom, just like the desks in a school classroom.
   

        Although Casio, Sheng Feinan, and Feng Liusi were in the same row, they were not on the same long seat. He sat alone in the right-hand seat by the aisle, while Sheng Feinan and Feng Liusi were on the left. One close to the window, the other close to the aisle.
   

        In the middle sat a young man who looked rather apprehensive.
   

        His black travel case rested on his lap.
   

        The train bumped along its journey for a while and eventually smoothed out its ride, accelerating forward at a stable speed.
   

        The young man, his knees propped against the travel case, shivered slightly. After a moment's hesitation, he turned to Sheng Feinan and said,
   

        "Um...little brother, could you close the window for me? The wind is a bit cold..."
   

        Suddenly, the young man saw Sheng Feinan freeze in his actions, but he still nodded elegantly with a smile and closed the window.
   

        Two minutes passed.
   

        The young man began to toss and turn in discomfort as he felt a chill on his back. Cold air seemed to attack him from all over, causing his skin pores to stand on end. The young man looked around in bewilderment and found that most of the windows were closed.
   

        How could it be so cold when the sun was still blazing outside?
   

        Two more minutes passed.
   

        The young man couldn't take it anymore. His face was turning a bit white from the cold, his teeth tightly clenched, almost starting to shiver.
   

        "Sir, could I squeeze through? Thanks…" The young man pushed his way from the middle seat to the aisle, his black travel case still in hand. He immediately felt a bit more spirited—the chill wasn't as unbearable. He glanced at Casio sitting beside him and the two empty seats by the window. The young man slowly made his way to the empty seats.
   

        "Miss, could you let me in…" It seemed a bit abrupt to address a beautiful woman like this.
   

        "It was a bit too cold where I was sitting, and there are two seats available here..." he added.
   

        No sooner had he spoken than the young man saw the cool blonde lady next to him shift back a little, opening up the aisle.
   

        He quickly picked up his case with a bit of joy, walked in, and gladly started his second hauntingly profound sit-in.
   

        Lawrence swore, he had never experienced such a torturous journey in his 27 years. Can you imagine the feeling of being stared down by a beast, like your heart being cruelly clutched? Lawrence felt like a prey on a spider web, desperately trying to flap his wings to escape, but to no avail. The ensuing vibrations even attracted the attention of the predator.
   

        That invisible spider contented itself with simply spitting out its tough silk threads to wrap him in a white cocoon in the void. It patiently awaited its prey to give up struggling bit by bit until it suffocated.
   

        Eventually, Lawrence even began to have hallucinations. He saw his mother, and his grandmother who had passed away long ago. Especially his grandmother, who was beckoning to him with a loving smile, as warm and friendly as ten years ago.
   

        He didn't know how much time had passed.
   

        Suddenly, a hand rested on his shoulder. Lawrence blankly raised his head to hear a deep baritone whisper in his ear.
   

        "Young man, we've arrived."
   

        He looked over in a daze, only to see a slender blonde figure walk by him in the aisle, her stride calm, confident, and imposing.
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        Having disembarked from the train, the sky was considerably dark by now. The sky was stacked with dense layers of dark clouds with only a hole at the point where the sun was, forming a pale yellow cloud halo. It was around five in the evening, and it was almost getting dark.
   

        Casio stepped forward, his shoes stepping on the square platform.
   

        Next to him, by the pillar supporting the metal awnings, two people dressed in the same type of clothing as Casio looked his way.
   

        Casio looked first at the gloomy overhead, then walked over with strides to speak. Behind him, a young man wobbled out of the train door, his eyes ringed with shadows, looking weak as though on the brink of death.
   

        He steadied himself with one hand on the train door frame, stepping down gingerly. The mere ten-centimeter height difference nearly caused the youth to stumble.
   

        Behind him, white steam billowed from the yellow body of the train locomotive.
   

        Lawrence took a deep breath of fresh air which immediately made him feel less uncomfortable. His previously disoriented mental state also recovered somewhat. He exhaled a heavy sigh, his gaze inadvertently swept across the rather empty platform.
   

        Then, he locked eyes with the three people to his left, freezing.
   

        Lawrence froze on the spot, his already travel-weary face visibly turning pale. He gasped heavily, stepped forward and began to jog away.
   

        Suddenly, a conductor dressed in a blue-white striped uniform came down from the back door of the train, shouting in a loud voice: "Whose travel case has been forgotten? Black, quite large model."
   

        Lawrence's footsteps faltered, almost causing him to stumble. Finally, blushing intensely, he didn't dare to look at Casio's direction. Forcing his eyes straight ahead, he took his travel case and headed towards the station building.
   

        Looking at the sight of Lawrence making a hasty retreat, Sheng Feinan, with great interest, teased Casio: "What did you do to him? He looks like a rat that just saw a cat. Tsk, you're a fighter, you wouldn't bully an ordinary person, right...?"
   

        At these words, Feng Liusi, who had been silent at the side, glanced at Sheng Feinan, subconsciously reaching up to touch his beard.
   

        He found nothing there.
   

        Casio cleared his throat, seeming to feel that bullying an ordinary person was somewhat inappropriate. He explained, "I didn't really intend to do anything to him, it's just that this kid doesn't quite know how to speak. Also, his discernment is a bit faulty, so I just gave him a little penalty, that's all…"
   

        Sheng Feinan, who looked rather young, nodded in agreement.
   

        "Yes, that's right. He really does lack discernment."
   

        By the side of the train platform was a single-story flat-roofed building.
   

        The area was expansive, with round load-bearing pillars at key positions. Two entrances, one leading to the train platform and one leading to the street outside the station. Security personnel in blue uniforms and hats were standing guard at regular intervals beside the checkpoints near the two entrances, regulating the crowd.
   

        Lawrence entered the train station hall from the platform. When he looked back and saw that those people hadn't followed him in, he immediately let out a sigh of relief. After such a terrible train experience, he felt as if he had developed a psychological shadow for trains. Lawrence didn't understand why he felt so sick, but he was sure it had something to do with those people. Especially the man with short golden hair, it was sheer torture to be sitting in the same row with him. At first, Lawrence thought he was a beautiful lady, which gave him some consolation despite the torment. Unexpectedly, when he disembarked from the train, he heard the man's deep voice. The last trace of beauty in his heart was completely shattered.
   

         He thought to himself, could this person have just kept quiet to avoid reminding him? Even if he missed his stop, he didn't want to be cruelly hit twice unexpectedly.
   

        Complaining in annoyance in his heart, Lawrence weakly lifted his travel case. He wiped his face, trying to pull himself together. Lawrence was on a business trip to East Sea County and had to meet customers that evening. Unfortunately, he looked completely dispirited. It was a pity that there was no place to rest on the train.
   

        It was as if he was bewitched, just staying in his seat.
   

        Much like a magnetic field deeply attracted him, subconsciously dismissing the thought of leaving the seat or standing in the empty space. 
   

        "That's really strange!"
   

        Lawrence slapped his face a couple of times, taking another deep breath. His abdomen was compressed, making his bladder feel disturbingly full. He shivered and took small steps forward.
   

        Past the guarded checkpoint, he fully entered the empty train station hall. There weren't many people in the hall, basically everyone was holding one or two travel cases. Black metal seats were embedded in the corner, with some passengers lying down. A light blanket was draped over their chests, it looked like they had been waiting for the train for quite some time.
   

        He stopped a passerby, holding his case in his hand, he asked anxiously: "Uncle, could you please tell me where the public restroom of the train station is? I've been holding it in for a while and can't hold on much longer…"
   

        But as soon as these words were out, the face of the passerby darkened visibly: "What uncle, I am a sister! What kind of eyes do you have? Do I look like a man to you?"
   

        At this moment, Lawrence just felt like burying his head in his hands as he looked at the middle-aged, short-haired woman in front of him, who had a hearty face. He inwardly cursed the times, wondering why he always met such weird people.
   

        But still, he complied with his urgent body: "Sister, sister... please help, where is the station's public restroom?"
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        "Turn left when you exit, a hundred meters ahead."
   

        The elder sister is still warm-hearted. Even though she was slightly irritated just now, she promptly helped Lawrence.
   

        "Thank you, thank you."
   

        Lawrence spoke while quickly stepping out.
   

        He was so anxious that he completely failed to notice the two strong, fair-skinned men nearby were evaluating him.
   

        "Cherno, how about this one? His height and build are quite good, he looks sturdy, should suit your taste..."
   

        A short-haired strongman whispered as he turned his head.
   

        "He looks good from a distance, but when you get closer you can tell he's kind of weak. Pale face, dark circles under his eyes, panting after walking a few steps, and he shivers slightly. I suspect he has some leg disease. I'm not that fussy about what I eat, but I don't go for absolute crap..."
   

        Another stalwart man with long hair, roughly tied behind him, revealing a scarred face, spoke. He wasn't too pleased.
   

        "After looking around, it doesn't seem like there's any high-quality stuff..."
   

        The short-haired strong man grumbled immediately, "Who told you to dawdle? Most of the desserts here were already gone by the time we got to the train station. You're still being picky, we're lucky to have anything to eat at all."
   

        "Quickly pick a sturdy one to use as bait, feed the Blood Spirit in your body. This way you don't have to eat anything for a whole week, less hassle." The short-haired strong man replied.
   

        But the long-haired man shook his head: "One isn't enough, normally it would be. But now we of the Blood Spirit Association have arrived in East Sea County, we have to deal with those people. Once we use any of our abilities, blood consumption will sky-rocket. A nourished adult male, used sparingly, can last a maximum of three days."
   

        "Well, alright then... hurry up and pick, it's getting dark..."
   

        Said the short-haired strongman, who had already eaten earlier and was just accompanying his companion. So, relatively speaking, he was not in a hurry.
   

        "Alright, alright."
   

        The long-haired strong man squinted his eyes, quickly scanning the train station. He promptly locked on to a few of the best targets.
   

        He was just about to make his decision.
   

        Suddenly, where his throat and chin cover, a blood-red mouth suddenly opened and whispered, "Eighty meters to the left, at the intersection of the platform of the train station." The strong man immediately turned his head and saw three people walking over.
   

        A boy, a girl, and behind them was an old man with white hair carrying a suitcase. The boy wore a pair of black boots that reached halfway up his calves. Above the boots were black straps. The upper body was a delicate waistcoat with a small ceremonial cloak. The collar of the poncho, made of obsidian material, was tied with a circle of exquisite light purple bow.
   

        The girl was wearing a black gown, with lace edging below the waist, the upper part designed intricately giving a sense of depth. She also wore a pair of glossy black gloves.
   

        On their clothes were custom-designed badges made of antique silver. The surface showed a rotating eye-like print.
   

        At first glance, one could sense the distinct classiness of the pair, much like low-profile, restrained aristocrats.
   

        Their outfits were identical, though cleverly designed, were not flashy. Compared to ballroom attire, these outfits were more down-to-earth. The two seemed to be twins, with similar features. Their skin was fair, and their appearance was delicate radiating a unique aura.
   

        "Well, seems like my luck is here."
   

        The long-haired strong man's eyes lit up, and he snapped his fingers.
   

        The short-haired man shook his head and said, "What's the use of looking good? A sturdy man fills you up better when you eat him."
   

        The long-haired man turned his head: "It's different, you don't understand. It's like a delicate meal, smaller portions but absolutely tasty."
   

        "The Blood Spirit inside me loves this kind of flavor."
   

        "We'll go with them then. As for the old man...we can leave him to you."
   

        "Thanks for your generosity, but I've already eaten my fill," the short-haired man sarcastically said, then turned and walked out of the station.
   

        "If you don't want him, we might as well kill him. Wasting food, tsk..."
   

        The long-haired man also walked out full of anticipation. Now that he had chosen his meal, he naturally started preparing the cutlery.
   

        In the station hall.
   

        The boy and the girl looked around curiously, as if they had never been out before, very easy to deceive. The old white-haired man came up behind them carrying two suitcases.
   

        "Young Master You An, Miss Hyman. Our car should be waiting outside, let's go. The family has already found a suitable villa in the suburbs of Kula City, which can be used as a temporary place to stay during the Gold Antique Exhibition." The old man's voice was very low, with a sense of vicissitudes. Although he looked like he was in his sixties or seventies, the suit he wore fitted him well; he seemed to have quite a muscular build.
   

        His hands had calluses as if he had practiced combat skills in the past.
   

        "Very well, Steward Julian."
   

        The girl politely responded, nodding her head.
   

        The boy, however, did not think much of it and continued looking around curiously, "Steward, I heard that the organizer of the Tulip Antique Exhibition is a well-known martial arts school in East Sea County. They supposedly have many Federation Rank 5 martial arts experts. One even won the national martial arts competition last year. I would like to see them in action."
   

        The steward helplessly shook his head, leaning in to say, "Young Master You An, you don't plan on challenging them, do you? I know you enjoy martial arts and watching fights. But we are not like ordinary humans, the power in our body allows us to easily surpass them. Didn't you fight a leopard when you were ten? Remember that feline creature you tore apart? Now you are fifteen years old."
   

        "What's so impressive about Federation Rank 5? It's just ordinary humans' martial arts refined to the limit. Compared to you and the bloodline of our family, they are as different as heaven and earth. What you should be focusing on now is mastering the use of the immense power in your body, not practicing trivial human martial arts. It's a waste of time... The lady of the house has reminded me that you must meditate for four hours every day."
   

        "Ah …" You An, the young boy, tilted his head in disappointment.
   

        The steward knew when to relent, and immediately added, "Of course, if the young master can diligently complete his studies every day, I can also allow you to witness the martial arts of East Sea County's Martial Arts School in person. I hear that the martial arts hall here is quite thriving."
   

        The words of the old man lit up the boy's eyes instantly.
   

        It seemed to have recharged his motivation.
   

        "Hey, excuse us, you're blocking the path."
   

        Suddenly, a voice came from the checkpoint behind them. You An turned his head and it turned out to be three people dressed in black. Their outfits were similar, looking like gang members at first glance.
   

        "So cool," he didn't get angry, instead, he became excited.
   

        Because of his family status, You An has been sheltered at home since birth. Despite receiving a good education, he could not suppress his lively and active personality. Each rare chance to leave the house for "experience" was filled with curiosity.
   

        He took a step forward, gestured a gun-pointing action at the nearest blond figure, and muttered mysteriously.
   

        "Are you guys from the underworld? Bro, bang …"
   

        He even made a sound effect, looking a bit silly. The source of his information probably came from a magazine.
   

        "Apologies, apologies." The old steward rushed over quickly.
   

        "It's okay." Casio didn't mind and led the other two past the checkpoint. Sometimes, looks also play a crucial role in personal interactions. You An's act was silly yet somewhat cute. If it was done by someone unattractive, it would make him look like a fool or a psychopath.
   

        "Young Master, did you forget what you promised when we left the house? You are not to talk to strangers, much less approach them." The elderly steward sighed, "Let's go..."
   

        Then, the two parties left the train station, one leading, the other following.
   

        Outside, the streets were rarely traversed by vehicles, and there weren't many passengers or pedestrians. In a corner beside a black car with a silver frame stands two white burly men glancing at the intersection of the train station from time to time.
   

        Suddenly, the long-haired man's eyes lit up.
   

        "Here they come, here they come, get ready!"
   

        The short-haired man perked up as well.
   

        At the intersection, the group that was just marked as prey in the hall, alongside three other people, came out.
   

        The long-haired man was about to walk forward when suddenly, he was forced to lift his chin, and a red mouth on his neck opened up.
   

        "Forty-five metres to the left front!"
   

        "Intersecting the train station area!"
   

        "Those three people in black!!!"
   

        The frantic voice of the Blood Spirit startled the two burly men into a brief exchange of looks. The long-haired man pondered, "Could there be an unexpected catch?"
   

        The short-haired man replied, "Perhaps they are rare prey."
   

        Just as the two exchanged words, they simultaneously lifted their heads slightly.
   

        Two red mouths simultaneously called out.
   

        "Run!"
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        At these words, both strongmen were stunned.
   

        "Run?"
   

        They had never heard such words from the Blood Spirit before.
   

        In fact, the two men didn't even know that the Blood Spirit could say anything other than food-related words. Since being parasitized by the Blood Spirit and becoming servants, they had acquired superhuman strength beyond that of ordinary humans.
   

        At the same time, they also became breeders, responsible for constantly feeding the Blood Spirit inside their bodies. They remembered that it was a sticky, syrupy substance that looked like sticky mud, and was overall a dark-red colored blood substance.
   

        This was the Blood Spirit, parasitizing their bodies.
   

        It gave the host special abilities, but the parasitized beings had to hunt healthy humans as food for the Blood Spirit in return.
   

        If the quantity was not sufficient or the quality too poor, leading to the Blood Spirit's hunger, the host might face their destined fate, being eaten by the Blood Spirit as a giant dessert.
   

        Therefore, in reality, it was a master-servant relationship between them. That's why the two strongmen would refer to themselves as servants. Naturally, being a servant, there was no room for resisting the master's commands.
   

        Although the order from the Blood Spirit was sudden, the two strongmen reacted quickly. They hurriedly headed for the nearby car, paying no more attention to their original target.
   

        Hum hum hum... 
   

        The engine of the vehicle started quickly, and the tyres were vibrating as they sped up. 
   

        Soon, the silver-framed, black polished car drove to the right of the train station road, advancing quickly on the empty road.
   

        In the driver's seat, the long-haired man, Cherno, stepped heavily on the accelerator under the instruction of the Blood Spirit. The car immediately accelerated to its limit, about forty yards. In this era, this was considered extremely fast.
   

        The limit to a human's running speed was just about that.
   

        And that was short-distance instant speed. If it was a long-distance run, ten kilometers per hour was definitely considered fast.
   

        Cherno, feeling the cold wind blowing in through the car window, casually took a glance in the rearview mirror. However, his view was blocked by a dark figure, the fluttering trench coat like dark clouds covering half of the window.
   

        With a swish, the hem of the trench coat seemed to settle down under some unknown force, revealing a face that was impassive and expressionless underneath it.
   

        Blond hair, sunglasses, a finely chiseled chin. The hat on his head remained in place despite the rushing wind of the high-speed chase.
   

        The short-haired strongman in the passenger seat also looked to his right.
   

        Two silhouettes running in parallel, they kept up with the speed of the car without slowing down. Their pace was not fast, but each stride spanned a great distance. Just watching them, they seemed to be walking leisurely, but in reality, they were moving so fast that they were almost flying.
   

        Now, they were being surrounded by three people on both sides.
   

        Cherno hardened his gaze and jerked the steering wheel. The rear of the car swung to the left.
   

        The silver-framed, black polished car was not light, and now with inertia, it went straight towards Casio.
   

        Thud.
   

        Just as the rear of the car made a big move, Casio reached out and gently pressed the car, making a muffled sound.
   

        Immediately, the direction of the vehicle was corrected to go straight again.
   

        It looked no different from before.
   

        Only on the sleek, black-painted metal body of the car were there fine cracks, with a palm print at the starting point.
   

        Cherno squinted his eyes fearfully, his mind racing simultaneously. These three hadn't made a move yet, perhaps because they wanted to force him to drive the car to a secluded location. He quickly turned his head and exchanged a glance with the short-haired man in the passenger seat.
   

        "We can't shake them off, we have to fight."
   

        "There are firearms in the back seat, use them in conjunction with the Blood Spirit's powers!"
   

        The two nodded to each other, a fierce aura spreading across their scarred faces. They were not easy to deal with and would not allow themselves to be manipulated. With the wondrous power of the Blood Spirit and powerful firearms, both were confident.
   

        "Please spare me... mercy, mercy!" 
   

        In a secluded alleyway, two people knelt on the ground, beaten black and blue. However, their backs remained straight.
   

        That's because in front of them was a moss-covered gray-green wall.
   

        They were kneeling and facing the wall.
   

        Click click click... Ding ding ding...
   

        Behind them, there were sounds of firearm parts being destroyed. And the crisp noise of metal falling on the brick surface.
   

        "I didn't expect that the Dead Blood would keep up with the times and even use firearms." A deep voice sounded from behind Cherno.
   

        Immediately after, the last piece of metal gun barrel hit the ground.
   

        The piece of metal rolled two or three times, eventually coming to rest in a corner of the wall. Cherno could clearly see that on the surface of the barrel, twisted like a doughnut, were two clearly visible fingerprints.
   

        "So, what's your relationship with the Dead Blood?"
   

        A shadow in a black trench coat loomed over Cherno.
   

        "Dead Blood? I don't know what Dead Blood is. I've never heard of it." Cherno lowered his head, his body shook slightly from the recent beating.
   

        "You don't know?"
   

        He heard a snicker from the man behind him, and the next second, his head was lifted up and slammed hard into the wall.
   

        Cherno only felt his head buzzing, and his vision went black.
   

        His head spun as though he had been hit by a truck. After being slammed into the wall two or three times, it finally stopped.
   

        On his forehead, warm blood covered his eyelids.
   

        When Cherno recovered his senses, he could smell the scent of blood, something he had often smelled when looking for bait for the Blood Spirit. At that time, watching others die, watching others beg for mercy, Cherno would get a sense of excitement. But now, when it was his turn, Cherno was overwhelmed by an intense fear, as if numerous hands were reaching out towards him.
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        All were wronged souls from the hell he once harmed.
   

         With that creepy feeling that made his goosebumps rise, Cherno involuntarily shivered, he stammered.
   

        "I know nothing about Dead Blood, only about the Blood Spirit!"
   

        In the next second, Cherno felt a hand lightly tap his head, much like weighing a watermelon, strong and adept.
   

        "Oh? Then let's hear it..."
   

        After ten minutes, the trio of Casio had a basic understanding.
   

        Cherno came from an organisation called the Blood Spirit Association, a supernatural organisation that has been active in the six eastern districts in the past decade. All members of the organisation are chosen by the Blood Spirit to become attendants.
   

        On ordinary days, they follow the commands of the Blood Spirit, and the Blood Spirit grants them magical power, along with robust bodies.
   

        Utterly healthy, never ill, with strong self-healing ability.
   

        As long as they provide regular blood bait to the Blood Spirit, accidents are almost impossible. The Blood Spirit also abides by the same rules.
   

        Cherno joined the Blood Spirit Association three years ago, and he is now in East Sea County to perform tasks for the Blood Spirit Association. About five days ago, members from various eastern counties and other counties were called together by the Blood Spirit Association to head towards East Sea City and the antique exhibition city of Kula.
   

        The Blood Spirit Association did not inform all the members of the specific aim; they were just on standby in these two cities, waiting for the next steps. Notably, a few days ago, the Blood Spirit Association launched an attack on the Tulip Antique Exhibition and clashed with the Yunquan Fist's guardians. Both sides suffered casualties.
   

        Cherno did not participate in that action, he only heard about it. And the reason he was at the train station now was to prepare blood bait for the Blood Spirit in his body in advance and make preparations for possible upcoming battles, searching for suitable sacrifices.
   

        As a result, he unexpectedly bumped into Casio, who has an exceptionally keen sense of intuition.
   

        He was originally influenced by the Shadow Demon, and this retrospection caused part of his soul to undergo dark biological transformation. No high-rank dark creature could hide its aura in front of Casio; he could tell at a glance whether the being in front of him was a human or a dark creature.
   

        "Since you are parasitised by the Blood Spirit and can utilise part of its power, why didn't you use it just now, and only fired ineffective gunshots?" Feng Liusi interjected.
   

        "Ineffective shooting..." Cherno bitter laughed inside. Although they could manipulate blood out of the body through the Blood Spirit, turning it into various formidable weapons and tools, the piercing power, shooting distance, killing speed and force of continuous gunfire were still greater in real terms.
   

        "It's not that we didn't use the power of the Blood Spirit. We just couldn't use it suddenly, and there was no response no matter how we called out in our hearts."
   

        The short-haired man kneeling next to him spoke up.
   

        "Can't use it?" Casio's face changed instantly.
   

        He abruptly reached his hands out and put them on the top of two burly men's heads. A vigorous vibration of particular frequency emanated from Casio and transmitted into both bodies in an instant. The Demon Idol's life field effortlessly covered the human life field.
   

        Cherno and the short-haired man only felt a liquid enveloped every corner of their bodies, screening them through like a sieve.
   

        A few seconds later, Casio withdrew his hands with a gloomy face.
   

        "They ran away. It's just a life field of ordinary human beings infected by the dark creature's aura." He glanced at the two men's backs.
   

        "Moreover, these two people won't live long either. Most of the supernatural powers they have used are borne by the Dead Blood, but a small part is borne by their bodies. In three years time, these seemingly strong bodies have actually been damaged and are full of holes."
   

        "They are merely supporting themselves through the power of the Dead Blood. Once they depart, the accumulated injuries will burst instantly..."
   

        "What?!"
   

        Hearing this, Cherno and the short-haired man were panicked.
   

        They struggled to stand up.
   

        Unexpectedly, Casio did not stop them. Instead, he took Feng Liusi and left towards the intersection, without turning his head back.
   

        "Three."
   

        Just as Cherno got up, he heard a voice coming from the alley.
   

        "Two."
   

        His eyes bulged, his face a picture of disbelief.
   

        "One."
   

        Crack…crack…crack...
   

        The bodies of the two robust men were instantly twisted like a twisted doughnut by an unknown force that exploded from deep within them. Milky-white bones and tendons, bright red muscle fibers, and pale skin were mixed together in an instant. Cherno was stiffened in place, his body quickly shattering, and his skin falling off in pieces.
   

        He died miserably in the alleyway in a horrific state of being half skeleton, half flesh, with his dark red blood flowing through the cracks.
   

        Outside the alleyway, Casio strode out into the evening breeze.
   

        He didn't know why, but his mood was good. The so-called Blood Spirit which actually consisted of Dead Blood mixed into this Gold Antique Exhibition. It seems like some antique at the exhibition attracts them, making Dead Blood collectively gather there.
   

        This was good, very good. His obsession hadn't been completed partly because the Dead Blood had been hiding very secretly and, partly because his own strength was not enough.
   

        But now, almost half of the power of Dead Blood in the east had surfaced. And Casio, after the tempering of this period, learning the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, creating a Demon Idol secret martial art, had broken through to the realm of fighters, even defeating a veteran fighter in a berserk state. The grudge left from the Sect Destruction War could be avenged right here!
   

        Moreover, what was Dead Blood trying to get from the Gold Antique Exhibition? If Casio could get it, he could lay out strategies and be proactive. He didn't have to rely only on himself – Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan were trustworthy.
   

        Three veteran fighters! Plus the Black Mechanism, which might be interested in Dead Blood, the steward known as Grim Reaper Amos and his B-level high-ranked strength. Their joint efforts might be able to take everything down in one sweep! Casio thought quickly.
   

        Now there are only two things to worry about.
   

        First, the mysterious door organization and the secret martial art power of East Sea County, Yun Quan Fist, these two have added instability factors.
   

        Second, Dead Blood's escape, Cherno also may have been used as a chess piece to attract attention. Perhaps the so-called Blood Spirit Association would notice us and thus take more precautions.
   

        But now that it had come to this, accidents were inevitable. All Casio had to do was accurately complete his goal in the following steps.
   

        As for some oversights just now...
   

        Honk!
   

        Suddenly, a sleek black car with rounded edges and a low-key luxury drove by.
   

        The window rolled down.
   

        A somewhat cute boy's face peeked out.
   

        "Bro, are you guys martial artists? You run so fast..."
   

        A smile suddenly appeared on Casio's face, and he walked up in a few strides, barely lifting the body of the car. Under the front tires of the car, two clusters of black and red blood were still squirming.
   

        The face underneath the blood was already flattened by the road surface, it was clearly the Dead Blood that escaped! Dead Blood, detached from its host, was very weak and moved slowly, its combat power was as weak as a lump of glue. They left the two robust men from the Blood Spirit Association, but they ended up being stuck by the spinning car tires on the way.
   

        Then, oddly enough, it was brought to Casio.
   

        All of it, was just a coincidence.
   

        Hum! The Demon Idol's life field was launched instantly, and Dead Blood, a parasitic-class dark creature that left its host, naturally had no room to resist. It was killed instantly by the exhaust from the vibration frequency.
   

        The soft and somewhat disgusting glue-like body turned into a grayish-white stone statue, like dried chewing gum. Casio stood up and crushed it into dust with his hands as if they were millstones.
   

        At the side of the car window, the boy looked at him in surprise and said,
   

        "You're a martial artist indeed with such great strength!"
   

        Casio shook his head: "No, we are gangsters."
   

        He reached for his waist and gently vibrated it. The handgun that the short-haired man had used was instantly shattered, leaving only a long metal gun barrel. Casio slowly handed the gun barrel to the boy: "A little gift, just been used, maybe still has the smell of gunpowder..."
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        A minute later.
   

        The sleek black car quickly drove away.
   

        In the soft, comfortable backseat cushion, the boy was playing with the black metal gun barrel in his hands while the girl looked over curiously from time to time.
   

        In front, the old butler, dressed in a black suit, with white hair slicked back, drove while gradually speaking.
   

        "Young Master, did you see the secluded alley next to those three people just now? There are two fresh corpses in there."
   

        "Dead… people?!"
   

        The boy paused what he was doing and looked up. The girl next to him also looked forward. The old butler nodded as he steered.
   

        "The blonde youth said that the gun in your hand still has the scent of gunpowder on it, which means it has been recently fired. I would guess that the two deceased in the alley were killed by this handgun you hold…"
   

        The butler's face remained impassive.
   

        However, the boy seemed a little frightened. He suddenly felt the gun barrel in his right hand growing heavy, warming up. It was like holding a heated iron bar. Despite possessing an extraordinary power passed down through his family, he had never seen blood before. Now, just hearing about the dead filled him with fear and suppressed excitement that had initially sprung from the curiosity of the man's involvement with gangs.
   

        The corner of the butler's mouth lifted into a knowing smile.
   

        "Young Master You An, there's no need to fear. We came out this time just to broaden our horizons. Not everywhere in this world is as safe and comfortable as our family's manor, the headquarters. But don't worry, with your current abilities, even if you were in danger, your automatic defense alone could resist a handgun attack. The gangs wouldn't possess machine guns, which can actually pose a threat to you and Miss Hyman."
   

        The butler spoke in a comforting tone. He had brought Young Master You An and Miss Hyman to East Sea County to attend the Tulip Antique Exhibition and gain some world experience. According to the lady's orders, if any manageable emergencies occurred, he did not need to remove the two from danger as he had done in the past.
   

        Instead, he could let Young Master You An fully witness the cruel, dark side of society beyond the beauty. This would contribute to the psychological growth of the young boy and girl, preventing them from becoming sheltered flowers. After all, considering Young Master You An's identity, he would have to take charge of the family after a few decades.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        A black car drove down Camphor Boulevard, passing through a bustling commercial district, and arrived at the famous Blossoming Fountain Square in East Sea City, where Leilun high-end apartments were located. The car parked in the parking lot, and a group of people walked towards the square.
   

        At dusk, the sky was turning red. The rolling clouds looked like golden-red waves. You could clearly see streaks of fire in the white cotton balls. Beams of golden red light shone on the rooftops of buildings, creating circles of halos.
   

        The glowing tiles exuded a sense of prosperity.
   

        A moment later.
   

        Another black sedan drove over.
   

        The paint on one side of the car was slightly damaged.
   

        A blonde youth stepped out of the car. One hand resting on the car, he looked around somewhat nostalgically.
   

        The neatly arranged blue and white houses, the small green trees spaced along the sidewalk, the candelabra-shaped streetlights, groups of pedestrians. The familiar scene overlapped with his memories.
   

        The last time the Bronze Ring went into the era of retrospection, Casio had stayed here for a while, accommodating many masters from the Northern Mystery Martial World. Afterwards, he initiated the total attack on Black Rain Villa.
   

        If he remembered correctly, it was the Federation Calendar 107. And now, the era Casio was in was three years later, the Federation Calendar 110. Suddenly, he felt a sense of deja vu as if history was crisscrossing before his eyes.
   

        Three years later, no, four years later if calculated from the inception of the last retrospection era.
   

        Black Rain Villa, the crossbow arrow flow, Northern Mystery Martial World's Crazy Lion Flow, Duomeng, who once fought alongside him in the ancient ruins occupied by the Blood Clan. All kinds of thoughts rushed to his mind.
   

        Of course, there was also the twilight...
   

        If following the original trajectory, four years later
   

        Julia should have already died, and Twilight was most likely resisting Black Rain Villa alongside a group of likeminded comrades and being hunted down by the Decayed Knight and the Pernicious Bystander. It's a pity that he still had his own things to do. The mysterious Dead Blood, the powerful Door Organization, the relic of Immortal Island, other Southern Dipper secret transmissions.
   

        Otherwise, he could have gone to see firsthand the original trajectory of the people, events, and history from the last retrospective.
   

        "Casio, what are you thinking?"
   

        Feng Liusi walked down from the driver's seat and turned to ask.
   

        "Oh, nothing." Casio came back to reality: "Tonight, I suppose I have to go see that temporary Blood Nest they mentioned."
   

        A cold expression appeared on his face.
   

        "To be honest, I actually have a grudge against these things."
   

        "Blood Spirit, no, Dead Blood. Kill one whenever I see one!"
   

        Suddenly, a hand landed on his shoulders. Feng Liusi said seriously, "Kid, what are you talking about? It's not me, but us. Ever since my strength and body recovered, it's been a long, long time since the Red Vulture Fist has tasted fresh blood..."
   

        His usually calm expression turned ominous. Against the twilight sky, his eyes seemed to reflect red flashes. Feng Liusi had his own thoughts. He considered the factors that might interfere with the three of them getting antiques from the ancient ruins to be obstacles. The Blood Spirit Association, which had targeted the Tulip Antique Exhibition before, was one of them. Weakening potential opponents and liberating boxing techniques seemed to be a fun idea, why not?
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        On the side, Sheng Feinan also strolled over.
   

        "Count me in, I want in on the action too."
   

        The three of them journeyed from Windsor County to East Sea County. The train they took went straight to Eastern Sea City, the county's biggest city. The Tulip Antique Exhibition, however, was held in the neighboring Kula City.
   

        This was the second biggest city in East Sea County.
   

        You could take a train or, given the short distance, you could also conveniently drive there.
   

        By the time the three of them arrived in Eastern Sea City, dusk had already set in, so they had to spend the night there. They would head for the antique exhibition in Kula City the next morning.
   

        Instead of having a drink at the bar, or watching strippers dance at a club, Sheng Feinan preferred to join Casio in their quest to kill, no, exterminate dark creatures.
   

        Killing people was too banal. Ever since discovering the deeply concealed darkness of the world from Casio, Sheng Feinan had been intrigued and was itching for a chance to have some fun.
   

        According to Casio,
   

        the two they had encountered near the train station were not dark creatures, but controlled humans. The true dark creatures, the Death Blood, manipulated the corpses with their own blood replacing that of the victims, taking control of every corner.
   

        Being corpses, they felt no pain and, powered by the Death Blood, they had strong healing abilities, making them nearly invincible. Some corpses would even mutate under the dark creature's influence, taking on various forms corresponding to combat styles.
   

        Not easy to fight, but that was exactly what made it interesting.
   

        All of a sudden, the three agreed. Sheng Feinan was keen to satisfy his curiosity, Feng Liusi wanted to vent his murderous intent, and Casio sought to fulfill his obsession and exact his revenge. The aim for the third stage of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant was simple: to kill the group of Death Blood who had once attacked the Wind Elephant Gate. They had to kill them all, not one could be spared.
   

        It was difficult to achieve initially, as the Death Blood group was very secretive. But now that they had come together, it was a ripe opportunity for Casio.
   

        Further, Casio did not need to identify the individuals himself.
   

        If the right target was killed, the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant in his field of vision would light up and flash. The floating number beside it would also reduce.
   

        Right now,
   

        The number of Death Blood that Casio needed to kill was: 75. 
   

        Back then, the number of Death Blood that had participated in the Sect Destruction War had exceeded one hundred. A significant portion of them were equipped with substandard boxing powers.
   

        Some were killed in that war, others disappeared for some unknown reason over the subsequent years. Thus, as shown in the obsession, only seventy-five remained now.
   

        That was the revenge that Casio needed to fulfill.
   

        Given the large number of enemies and their elusive nature, at the beginning of the third stage of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant, Casio was granted plenty of time. In spite of all this time spent, about half the time scale still remained in his field of vision.
   

        Also, after killing two members of the Blood Spirit Association,
   

        Casio gained another two days on his time scale.
   

        It became clear, fulfilling the final obsession was no easy task. He might even need to kill other Death Blood or related entities to extend his time for hunting.
   

        But, the upcoming Tulip Antique Exhibition presented a good opportunity.
   

        Even if it wouldn't lead to capturing them all, there was a significant likelihood that a large proportion could be taken down in one go. He might even trace up the vine to other targets. As for the other two obsessions,
   

        Casio could fulfill them while completing the final obsession. He thought the time was ripe, especially given that Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan were joining him. Particularly the semi-master of his from this current regression, Blood Fist Feng Liusi. At the peak of his form again, he was stronger than any veteran fighter.
   

        Even the recently improved Casio might not be able to defeat him now.
   

        The three of them moved as one.
   

        He could do things he had not dared to think of before.
   

        For instance, right now, he didn't care less and decided to tackle the temporary Blood Nest of the Blood Spirit Association in Eastern Sea City first! According to the confessions of the two men, this gathering point was located in a block in the city's southern area. It was a place rife with bars, strip clubs, and underground boxing rings. A perfect hiding spot amidst the gray chaos.
   

        Moreover, there was a large crowd, providing a free selection of bloodmeal-food.
   

        If he controlled himself, it wouldn't draw attention in the short term.
   

        That place was not a residential area, so it was perfect for Casio and Feng Liusi to release the side effects of the Southern Dipper Fist unreservedly.
   

        Soon, the group quickly rented a room in the high-end apartment complex of Lilun, enjoying a sumptuous dinner.
   

        The sky quickly darkened. In no time at all, nightfall arrived, with faint moonlight hanging down through the veiling clouds.
   

        The later it got, the quieter the streets became. Only the streetlights on Blooming Flower Square emitted a faint yellow halo, illuminating the white marble fountain and the black bench next to the imposing sculpture.
   

        From nearby buildings, a faint light flickered in and out of view.
   

        As though they were mere specks on a pitch-black canvas.
   

        It was now half-past ten in the evening.
   

        From the balcony of a white building on the third floor, Casio slowly withdrew his gaze. His back to the evening wind, he returned to the room. In the warm-toned room, Feng Liusi was standing in an open area, his feet on a black noise-absorbing carpet. He wore a hat, his left hand loosely holding a book, and his right hand extend, the constant crackling sounds from his palm were the sound of high-concentration Deathfang Power piercing through the air.
   

        Next to the bed at an oak table, Sheng Feinan was leisurely having a cup of tea. A rectangle-shaped radio was emitting quiet sounds, playing a calming song. A crystal blue whip was coiled into a loop surrounding the teapot containing steaming tea. It occasionally emitted a cold air, adjusting the tea temperature.
   

        "It's about time, I believe we should be on our way…"
   

        Casio walked to the coat rack, pulling down his black windbreaker. With a slight shake, the hem dropped after cutting through the air.
   

        Amos finished the tea in his cup in one go, slowly standing.
   

        The resident Feng Liusi next closed his book, placing it securely in his inside pocket. He had recently become obsessed with a detective novel from the United Yanah Union called "The Holmes Detective Collection".
   

        "Maybe I can read a bit more in the car…"
   

        For fighters, their sharp senses allow them to read the words on a book clearly even in the dark.
   

        As the door opened, three figures in windbreakers walked onto the road, heading towards the parking lot of the high-end apartments.
   

        They oddly resembled a gang out on business in the night.
   

        "It seems like they're off to kill again?"
   

        On the balcony of the fourth floor of a nearby building, You An excitedly muttered to himself. Even though he was a little scared after running into them in the afternoon, he actually found it quite interesting. His anticipation for their trip only increased.
   

        Because of this, he kept getting distracted during his nightly meditation and couldn't calm down. So, after meditating for two hours, he ran to the balcony to catch a breath of the night air.
   

        He happened to see Casio, also wasting time by waiting on the balcony of the third floor of the building next door. He observed for quite a while, initially wanting to greet him, but Casio suddenly went in. Soon, three figures walked out from the first floor. They were all wearing matching black windbreakers, leaving the apartments.
   

        When he linked this to what happened this afternoon, You An naturally thought that these three gang members were on their way to kill someone. Guess what?
   

        He was right.
   

        Even though the one they were killing wasn't technically human.
   

        On his balcony, You An clenched his fists. He felt oddly excited and his body was heating up. It was like the thrilling sentiment of peeking into someone else's secret and understanding the hidden side of the world.
   

        "Huff…hiss…"
   

        He took in several deep breaths, trying his best to calm himself down. At this late hour, the old steward wouldn't approve.
   

        Suddenly, an aged voice sounded from behind him.
   

        "Young Master, would you like to follow them and see how the gun barrel he gave you works? How bullets kill people?"
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        The Green District is located in the southern part of the city, where if you set out from the Blossoming Fountain Square and proceed straight along Mipola Boulevard, you can easily reach your destination despite a few complicated turns.
   

        But compared to finding your own way, taking a horse carriage is much easier.
   

        On the edge of the bustling square, next to a stone pillar near the main road.
   

        Casio stands at the forefront, his face cold and stern. The cool night wind sweeps through, perpetually flipping the hem of his black trench coat.
   

        In the distance.
   

        A square black metallic carriage approaches.
   

        The driver, wrapped in an overcoat and wearing a top hat, sits behind the horses. In his hand, he holds the reins, gently slowing down the vehicle.
   

        He sees a customer by the edge of the Fountain Garden Square from afar.
   

        One has stepped up to the edge of the pillar, prepared to hail the carriage for a ride.
   

        There are two more, making up a total of three people.
   

        Not a small group; they should be able to pay a decent tip.
   

        The carter consoles himself with this thought as the carriage continues to approach. Suddenly, his face changes color, and he jolts the reins abruptly.
   

        The black horses pulling the carriage start to speed up immediately.
   

        The vehicle swiftly passes by the edge of the Fountain Square. The sound of its trailed bell gradually fades away, swiftly parting the current of air.
   

        Leaving behind the distinctly silent and speechless Casio at the original spot.
   

        Without any change in facial expression, he lifts the arm that was initially raised to hail the carriage, adjusting his collar lightly, before straightening his hat.
   

        Sheng Feinan, who is chatting with Feng Liusi nearby, coughs twice, saying: "Maybe the carriage was full..."
   

        "Hmm." Casio gives a vague nod in agreement.
   

        Two minutes later, another black carriage approaches.
   

        Before Casio even manages to step forward, the carriage swerves around him at a wide angle, speeding away, seemingly in a hurry.
   

        "..."
   

        He remains silent for a while, stepping back without saying a word. He then turns to Sheng Feinan and says: "You try…"
   

        Another two minutes past.
   

        A carriage races by Fountain Square as if fleeing.
   

        A black car follows behind.
   

        As it passes by Casio and his companions, the vehicle significantly slows before continuing ahead, finally halting at the corner up ahead. In the soft back seat, the young master You An looks towards the rear window, curiously asking with a hint of confusion.
   

        "What are they doing? Oh, I understand. Are they planning an ambush as detailed in the magazine, waiting for the target's carriage to pass by before opening fire!"
   

        The steward turns to look at the trio hailing the carriage.
   

        Explaining: "Uh, I don't think so, young master."
   

        "They probably just want to catch a ride..."
   

        Even while saying that, the steward is somewhat left speechless. These gangsters are very unprofessional, all of them donned in uniformly black attire and emanating a cold aura. Any driver would be wary of picking them up late at night, and naturally would avoid trouble when they see it.
   

        This scene, quite unlike how gangsters are usually portrayed, disrupts the atmosphere of the night. The steward had hoped to show Young Master You An the efficiency of gangsters: plotting routes, aiming for their target, cold-bloodedly taking down their marks. Blood, gunshots, smoke, ideally even some broken glass and screams from bystanders.
   

        But looking at the situation now, it seems doubtful whether the steward can leave a lasting impression on Young Master You An and give him a much-needed lesson tonight.
   

        The steward carefully observes for a while and deftly notes that there are no guns, let alone daggers, on any of the three men.
   

        Without any weapons? How are they supposed to commit murder in the middle of the night then?
   

        For a moment, he regrets bringing Young Master You An out to see the world. Right now, the steward strongly suspects that these three supposed gangsters are actually looking for leisure activities. Perhaps they are going to a strip club, a bar, or similar places. After all, such reckless characters need an outlet for their emotions.
   

        The rest of the night may not just be about giving Young Master You An a lesson, but also abruptly opening up a new, fascinating world to him!
   

        But now that they've driven out here, they have no choice but to follow and see what happens. If the trio really end up going to such places, he can always bring the young master back home himself, even if it means the trip would be a waste of time.
   

        For a brief moment, the steward hated the guts of Casio and his men.
   

        Why can't these gangsters just do gangster things, like committing murders?
   

        Either kill or be killed. Spending all their time immersed in wine and beauty, no wonder they're still small-time hooligans!
   

        Right when the steward is busy with his complaints, Casio's trio finally manages to hail a carriage successfully. The operation is simple. The other two men stand far away, allowing Feng Liusi to hail the carriage alone. Once the carriage driver brings the vehicle to a halt, the rest then join him.
   

        Near the square, looking at the three men in front of him, dressed in uniformly black trench coats and hats, and oozing a cold aura, the carriage driver regretfully acknowledges he's walked into a trap. He tries to get the carriage moving again by pulling at the reins.
   

        But the blond youth among the three casually presses a hand on the horse's head. The black horses, Jenny, stands stock-still, not daring to move. Even her usually restless tail, often swishing to ward off mosquitoes, droops towards her behind, limp and lifeless.
   

        In the blink of an eye.
   

        Two shadowy figures darted into the carriage.
   

        The blond youth soon follows briskly.
   

        "To Green District."
   

        His voice is low, oddly conveying an aura of authority.
   

        The driver opens his mouth but finally obeys. Thus, he flicks the reins, and the black carriage slowly starts to pick up speed.
   

        "Finally, they're off…"
   

        Watching the carriage drive off, the steward can't help but feel a sense of relief. The awkwardness of the trio was making him worried. Restarting the car, he lightly presses the accelerator, and by turning the steering wheel, he too starts to speed up.
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        The view on both sides was lined with dozens of bright yellow streetlights, continually retreating into the distance. The horse carriage occasionally turned a corner, startling a stray cat by the trash cans. It followed Mipola Boulevard, and then entered a complex network of lanes.
   

        However, the coachman, who made a living from this, had a mental map of the entire East Sea City, so the carriage travelled smoothly.
   

        After a short while, it reappeared on a spacious road. The interval between the streetlights here was significantly larger than in the core block, but the dim light could still illuminate the slightly dark, grid-like ground. The carriage slowed to a stop on the side.
   

        "Here."
   

        Casio handed several federal coins to the coachman, and as soon as the last person stepped off, the carriage hastily turned and darted away.
   

        "Did he think we're part of the underworld?"
   

        Casio raised an eyebrow, unconcerned. He didn't even get angry because they did indeed look like assassins.
   

        One person was okay, but three made them seem like an organization.
   

        It was inevitable that some people would misunderstand.
   

        "Bloody hell, I'm telling you, that chick's breasts are bigger than my head! Nearly got me killed..."
   

        "Just shut up boasting, with your meagre money..."
   

        On the roadside, two drunkards holding green wine bottles, staggered against the wall, spouting nonsense.
   

        "Excuse me, how do I get to the White Ocean Bar?"
   

        Suddenly, a figure stood in their way.
   

        Before the drunks could lose patience, several somewhat large coins were tossed over. The two hurriedly caught them and exchanged a glance.
   

        Three minutes later.
   

        Green District, Tu'er Street, White Ocean Bar.
   

        Red, blue, white, purple. Amidst the intricate patterns of four mixed neon lights, three people stood quietly.
   

        Casio looked up at the dazzling signboard.
   

        He led the two quickly inside.
   

        The interior was much larger than it appeared from outside, with circular stools placed in front of the oak-colored round counter. Inside the counter were bartenders dressed in black and white waistcoats.
   

        The bar was filled with various customers, either clinking glasses loudly or drinking alone. There was also a quiet stage, where men and women chatted amid the dim lights. Occasionally, some would walk into a dark corner.
   

        Soon, strange noises could be heard.
   

        Compared to the bars in the core district, those in the Green District were undoubtedly more blatant. Those who came here came to have fun.
   

        Bars, nightclubs, underground boxing rings, strip clubs...
   

        And so on and so forth.
   

        With the prosperous economy of East Sea County's largest city and the influx of fresh crowds from the nearby East Sea City port, the service industry in the Green District was thriving, and the grey market was quite developed.
   

        Several new casinos and bars have recently opened up here.
   

        Aside from some nobles, the Green District was one of the first places people in East Sea City thought of when it came to nighttime entertainment. Especially recently, it has been bustling. The underground boxing ring located beneath the White Ocean Bar was particularly lively last night.
   

        Several unfamiliar boxers from outside the county provided high-quality fights, unafraid of blood and frequent injuries. Fierce like beasts, they had at least three people carried out last night.
   

        They were covered in blood, the injuries had reached the bone and they probably wouldn't live much longer.
   

        But isn't that what the audience of the underground boxing ring wanted to see? Therefore, tonight's underground boxing ring was even more explosive.
   

        The entrance of several nearby shops saw an endless stream of people pouring in. There were quite a few people as early as eight in the evening. It wasn't until around ten o'clock that the crowd began to thin.
   

        The bald bartender, who seemingly stood at the highest position inside the counter, glanced at Casio and his group. He probably had an idea what they were here for.
   

        But according to the rules, he didn't voice it out, just continued wiping glasses.
   

        It wasn't until Casio walked over, placed several notes on the oak counter, and said, "Three glasses of Bering's destructive fire, please…"
   

        The bald bartender snapped his fingers and instructed.
   

        "Tom, Gary, give them three entry tickets."
   

        In just twenty seconds, the glass wine cups were pushed in front of Casio and his group. The three didn't hesitate, immediately downing their drinks.
   

        Then, a bartender in a black waistcoat emerged from the side of the counter, leading the three down a corridor around a corner.
   

        Two turns later, a secluded alley appeared in front of them. It sat at the back of the bar. At the entrance of the alley, two men looking like bodyguards glanced over. Seeing the bartender, they let them pass without trouble.
   

        The three of them entered the alley, and a hidden underground entrance appeared before their eyes. Casio and his cohorts were led downstairs.
   

        They encountered several brawny bodyguards along the winding path.
   

        Eventually, the bartender pushed open a door for the three of them.
   

        The restrained light, sound, and smell were suddenly released. The mixture of yellow and white light abruptly appeared before their eyes.
   

        "Vulture No. 11 is attacking! He's attacking! Black Wolf No. 7 can't defend! Is this going to result in nine straight wins?!" A voice cheered from the high platform. "Woo! Nine in a row! The Vulture defeated his opponent; Black Wolf's left arm was torn off!"
   

        A man in a suit was commentating on the arena from a sideline podium, waving his arms excitedly.
   

        "Let's congratulate the Vulture!" He raised a finger.
   

        Immediately, the audience, regardless of their status, began to cheer and shout the Vulture's name. A black-suited man with a polished appearance stood up, laughing heartily, clenching the betting slip in his hand, his face swollen red. Sultry service industry ladies twisted their bodies in seeming resistance to the roving hands behind them, but in reality, were inching closer toward the men beside them.
   

        The resonating voices were deafening, and the smell of blood and sweat lingering in the air served to fuel their excitement.
   

        Just witnessing this scene was enough to make one's heart race.
   

        On the side stage, the host continued loudly, "Also, congratulations to the customers who placed bets on number 11 in the betting pool…"
   

        He suddenly coughed.
   

        "Next, we have the most delightful segment!"
   

        "The defeated, Black Wolf No. 7! His fate will be determined by your cheers!!! This is today's surprise bonus; the fate of a warrior will be decided by you!"
   

        The atmosphere in the underground boxing ring became even more heated, presenting to Casio and his companions an image of chaos, impulsive frenzy.
   

        "Enjoy your stay," said the bartender.
   

        "Of course, we will enjoy ourselves."
   

        A strange, ferocious smile appeared on Casio's face.
   

        The bartender shivered, yet turned his head around and started to return to where they came from.
   

        Meanwhile, Casio and the others stood at the highest spot at the entrance, silently looking down at the entire underground boxing ring.
   

        The begging on the arena, the soft gasps of women in the audience seat, the shouts of men exclaiming "kill him!", the host's exhortations, all these sounds mixed together. Like a vile and rational hand, they incessantly stirred the heartstrings of everyone present.
   

        Only the gazes of the three Casio-men remained cold, unfazed by all the ruckus.
   

        "Now, those in favor of killing the Black Wolf, please make some noise!!!"
   

        The host began to stir the masses.
   

        "Kill him! Kill him! Kill him!"
   

        Even the usually well-dressed have ripped off their genteel masks, turning red in the face from shouting for others to kill, their excitement beyond measure.
   

        Next to the entrance, Feng Liusi glanced at Casio who stood beside him.
   

        "How is it?"
   

        "The infection of the dark aura provokes madness," Casio opened his eyes slowly, "Additionally, I can sense that the aura of the dark creatures in this underground boxing ring is incredibly thick. At least ten percent of the people here are from the Blood Spirit Association. They are selecting their targets for tonight…"
   

        "This many people, even if it's just ten percent, isn't it still a bloodbath?" Sheng Feinan, who was standing next to them, looked around and then commented.
   

        "Yes… yeah, it'll be quite a bloodbath…"
   

        Feng Liusi's hands were slightly trembling. Strands of red vapor seemed to be uncontrollably swelling inside him, desperately escaping from his pores. His expression grew more and more raptor-like.
   

        "Can we start now? I can hardly bear it."
   

        Feng Liusi deeply inhaled the intoxicating scent of blood.
   

        "Kacha."
   

        Casio closed the door to the entrance and turned around.
   

        "Killing is like drinking, always remember not to overindulge. Don't deviate again... If you are mentally prepared, then please carry on..."
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        "Begin..."
   

        Casio's eyelids were lowered, uttering two words from his mouth.
   

        He stepped forward, heading straight towards the two black-clothed bodyguards rushing towards him. At the same time, he unfolded his Red Vulture Fist Aura, compressing it closely onto himself. This locked the residual aura of having slaughtered many dark creatures within his own body, making him seem like an ordinary person.
   

        "Please, come this way, there's a vacant seat over here..."
   

        A cold-faced black-clothed bodyguard spoke, seemingly trying to beckon Casio, Feng Liusi and others to join him. 
   

        But except for Casio who continued to walk towards him, Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan each found a way to go around, blatantly ignoring him. Compared to the fixed menu, the trio preferred buffet style eating.
   

        How comfortable it was to pick and match their own food...
   

        Noticing the other two ignoring him, the bodyguard in black turned to Casio.
   

        "Sir..."
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Casio, the glutton, began to slash his red dining knife at the food that had long been selected. He extended his hands to both sides like a conductor in the stands leading the band with gusto.
   

        Both index fingers left two red lines in the air.
   

        The red lines drifted lightly, seeming slow but actually fast. Like real thread, they softly swished through the necks of the two black-clothed bodyguards. They pulled and tugged slightly, beheading the defenseless bodies which fell rolling on the ground like balls.
   

        A pair of headless corpses stiffened on the spot, due to the sudden death, their muscles hardened. Surprisingly, they stood there for a while before they leaned against the wall, slowly falling down.
   

        Casio cut at the right angle, and the slanting surface of their necks faced the wall, with the gushing blood spattering over it. The audience in the last row, two meters away, was so absorbed by the heated scene in the stands that they didn't notice the sharp sound of flesh being punctured just behind them. They waved their fists, their eyes red as they yelled incessantly: "Kill him!"
   

        Casio lowered his blood-dripping hands and continued his pace, neither too fast nor too slow. He moved through the virtual meridians formed by his palms, so that the circulating Deathfang Power would puncture the surface of the skin, exploding the blood into a fog. A faint layer of blood-red mist covered his hands.
   

        Click, click, click...
   

        The crisp sound of boots treading the ground was drowned by the noise.
   

        He gently patted the backs of the two bodyguards. The men turned around, only to have their heads caught in a vice-like grip, and then forced to collide with each other by a brutal force. The faces of both bodyguards compressed against each other, their facial features interlocking.
   

        Blood dripped from their chins, gradually staining their black suits red.
   

        On the other hand, Feng Liusi was visibly more brutal than Casio.
   

        One hand reached out, aiming right for the heart and lungs.
   

        With one clawing move of his South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, he sent someone's head flying like a ball. The remaining headless corpse spurted blood like an uncapped beer bottle.
   

        It showered the surrounding area like a fountain.
   

        At the last row of seats, a man, half-squatting and clenching his fists, watched the punishing action on the arena without blinking. Suddenly, he felt a warmth on his scalp.
   

        The boxing ring was underground - it couldn't be raining. It was probably someone's spit - which idiot at the back got so excited he sprayed his saliva all over? Damn it! Just as he was about to turn around...
   

        He realized he was in the last row. He reached out to touch his scalp, looked at his palm, and saw it was dripping blood. 
   

        "This...this is blood?"
   

        Turning around abruptly, he saw a body gushing blood, awkwardly collapsing to the ground.
   

        "Ah!!!!!"
   

        Just as he was about to scream, screams had already erupted from somewhere close by.
   

        A member of the Blood Spirit Association, hiding in the audience seats, sensed the danger and fiercely attacked Feng Liusi as he passed by. Before he could react, his arm was ripped off, leaving a bloody stump. A punch filled with Deathfang Power sent him flying out of nowhere. The man saw a shadow flying overhead, screaming while following a parabolic path and landing a few meters above the arena.
   

        An explosion of internal force resulted in a burst of blood mist.
   

        The vulture, who was about to kill the black wolf on the stage, was suddenly swallowed by the rain of flesh, and the host on the side stage was also covered in blood. He screamed in panic and fear. 
   

        "What's happening?!"
   

        "What's going on!!!"
   

        The previously boiling audience was now in an uproar, seeing something unknown and unexpected happening. Someone was thrown up into the air and exploded? What kind of a weird situation was that?
   

        Could it be a gory surprise from the underground boxing organizer?
   

        Or was it just a mannequin?
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        As if in answer to everyone's questions.
   

        Two more human figures flew over the audience, presenting everyone with a grand and bloody rain curtain.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        The high-pitched scream suddenly filled the field, and the spectators' excited mood immediately cooled down in the face of the fear of death. Many people suddenly stood up and ran towards the other exits.
   

        In a flash, the entire spectator section of the venue was in chaos.
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        At the same time, the security personnel in black clothes in the surrounding corridors noticed Casio and his companions and quickly surrounded them.
   

        Also, some of the audience reversed against the crowd and moved upwards. Just now, two members of the Blood Spirit Association were blown away mid-air!
   

        Looking at the suddenly bustling scene, Casio's expression remained unchanged. This was just the first step.
   

        On the corridor edge, five or six black-clothed bodyguards rushed over. They reached for their waists and pulled out black handguns.
   

        The gun muzzles aimed at Casio, continually shooting with a bang, bang, bang, bang.
   

        Bullets were flying through the gun smoke, the nearby wooden seats were shot into holes, and there were many bullet marks on the walls and the floor.
   

        In the thickest part of the bullet barrage, a silhouette was still striding like nothing was happening, without any hindrance.
   

        He slowly raised his right hand, his five fingers forming the shape of a handgun.
   

        His middle finger and index finger, acting as the gun barrel, slightly aimed at the group of black-clothed bodyguards, and he suddenly spat out a word from his mouth.
   

        "Bang."
   

        Sss...
   

        The sound of a howling current rang out, a combined bullet of a torrid air flux and a bloodthirsty ripple streaked across the air, pulling a red trace.
   

        It instantly hit the head of a man. The charred hole on his forehead was as large as a ping pong ball. The next second, the balance of that man's head was disrupted by the explosion force from inside. A blood-red lightning-like ripple covered the surrounding area of several meters, and two nearby gunners went straight into a coma, their bodies trembling.
   

        Casio walked straight past these gunners, charging at the members of the Blood Spirit Association who were charging at him. The five or six black-clothed bodyguards were lying on the corridor in a scattered fashion without making a sound.
   

        Meanwhile, on the vast road outside the Green District.
   

        A black car was parked in the shadow by the roadside.
   

        You An was peering towards the not-so-far distance. There was a place called the White Ocean Bar, its neon lights dazzling.
   

        Just now, he saw with his own eyes those three gangsters walk in.
   

        On the driver's seat, the steward sighed slightly, turned his head to look at the somewhat disappointed You An in the darkness. 'Master, should we go back? These three people should be here for food, drinks and recreation. After all, they are gangsters who live on the edge of the blade. They need to vent at night...'
   

        His old fingers tapping the black leather of the steering wheel.
   

        Inwardly he cursed the three men.
   

        Behaving like gangsters, not focusing on their business.
   

        Making him and the young master come here for nothing.
   

        The master's daily meditation hasn't been completed yet...
   

        Internally muttering that he had lost out, the steward was about to start the car. Suddenly, a few people, with panic written on their faces, rushed hurriedly out of the entrance of the bar. The atmosphere was full of panic.
   

        The next second, even more people ran out. They were coming out of the bar's main entrance and from both sides of the alley.
   

        Gentlemen in suits and leather shoes panicking, their previously slicked hair now messed up. In their haste, they even lost their leather shoes.
   

        An exposed woman was knocked to the ground, revealing a full snowy white chest. Covering her ankle in pain, her face caked with thick makeup was pitiful. But no one around helped her up, only running away as fast as they could.
   

        So as not to be stepped on, the woman had to let tears roll in her eyes. She forced herself to stand up with the help of the wall, limping away.
   

        "What's happening!?"
   

        You An turned his head left and right in curiosity.
   

        The noise from the emerging crowd was loud, people immediately realized something had happened in the underground boxing ring. Soon, some people in black clothes moved against the flow of the crowd towards the direction of the underground boxing ring.
   

        Their demeanor was frigid, bulging waists suggesting concealed guns.
   

        One look and you could tell they weren't ordinary people.
   

        Not only that, the members of the Blood Spirit Association in the temporary blood nest of Green District were also alerted, with some quickly rushing over to this side.
   

        "Steward! The gangsters, those gangsters really have started fighting!"
   

        You An's look of disappointment was instantly replaced by excitement. He could see the distinct silhouettes in the crowd, obviously gunners who had noticed the trouble at the boxing ring.
   

        "I see it."
   

        The steward nodded, and then took the initiative to speak to You An.
   

        "Young Master, do you want to go and see the scene of the firefight?"
   

        The underground boxing ring, this building was filled with an air of bloodshed.
   

        Mix of chaotic noises, screams, as the audience gradually left.
   

        Only continuous gunshots and the sound of fists and feet colliding remained.
   

        Three figures each fighting on their own, surrounded by a dozen or so rapidly moving individuals. A fierce battle broke out between the two groups.
   

        Casio, thoroughly encircled, showed no signs of panic. The index fingers of his slightly raised hands glowed red, as bright as burning candles. After officially clashing with these members of the Blood Spirit Association, Casio confirmed the characteristics of the Dead Blood. The most noticeable was their healing ability, even wounds from severed limbs could be healed.
   

        Apart from their heads being chopped off and hearts being blown up, they basically had no weaknesses. Plus, the physical enhancements beyond human capacity conferred by the parasitism of Dead Blood, and their ability to transform blood into weapons.
   

        Dead Blood was truly troublesome among the creatures of darkness.
   

        If they cooperate well and position themselves correctly, they can completely use a larger number of lower-level fighters to overwhelm a higher-level opponent. This was exactly what happened during the Sect Destruction War.
   

        Such immortality is terrifying. If this is the case for living humans parasitized by Dead Blood, what about corpses completely controlled by Dead Blood?
   

        The performance would probably be even more exaggerated.
   

        Most members of the Blood Spirit Association were living humans parasitized by Dead Blood, and in this gathering, they seemed to play the role of cannon fodder and thugs. The full form of Dead Blood has yet to appear.
   

        For a fighter, the ordinary members of the Blood Spirit Association were naturally not a threat. You just needed to focus on those two vital areas. That's what Sheng Feinan did, swinging his whip to take off their heads. But Casio quickly confirmed his original guess, just like conducting an experiment, repeatedly delivering the Deathfang Power into the attackers.
   

        In a short while, those Blood Spirit Association members who had accumulated a certain concentration of Deathfang Power in their bodies suddenly found that their immortality was rapidly diminishing. Wounds that could be healed in the blink of an eye were now healing so slowly it was like a tortoise crawl. Even worse, the torn wounds were not healing at all.
   

        They were thrown into panic. What made the members of the Blood Spirit Association so uninhibited was not superior physical quality beyond human limits, but this terrifying healing ability.
   

        Without this ability, they too would die if they got hurt!
   

        Severe injuries, organ damage, unstoppable bleeding. These common human fears, they now had to start worrying about. The Blood Spirits inside them were powerless.
   

        That strange special force was not an energy. In their bodies, especially in their flesh and blood, it moved like a fish swimming in water.
   

        Wherever it passed, muscles torn, blood vessels ruptured, bones trembled. This seemed like a power specifically targeted at flesh!
   

        "One twentieth of an acupuncture point, recovery and Deathfang Power are balanced." Casio withdrew his hands, finally reaching a conclusion.
   

        To make the healing power granted by Dead Blood to these members of the Blood Spirit Association disappear, on average, one twentieth of an acupuncture point of Deathfang Power was needed. The Deathfang Power within Casio now was enough to deprive more than two hundred Blood Spirit Association members of their healing ability.
   

        The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist against the Death Blood showed a rare restraint. Perhaps this special tearing force that is specifically targeted at flesh and blood is particularly effective against these immortal dark creatures! Is this a common occurrence or an exception?
   

        This still needed further verification from Casio.
   

        Because of the experiment, not many of the Blood Spirit Association members in front of him had been injured, only three or four had died.
   

        On the other hand, at Feng Liusi's location half a field away, the scene was much bloodier. There were dismembered limbs everywhere, bodies torn brutally and white bones scattered about.
   

        The Blood Spirit Association members who surrounded him were already dead. Feng Liusi had encompassed Sheng Feinan's enemies and was on a bloody rampage. With over forty acupuncture points and the terrifying Deathfang Power of the fifth stage quality, it was dreadfully condensed. Just like the previous Blood Fist, a wave of his hand, a touch on the enemy's body, and skin and flesh fell off automatically, leaving behind a white skeleton.
   

        The Death Fang, the nemesis of immortality!
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        Compared to Casio's still novice Southern Dipper Fist, Feng Liusi's application of Deathfang Power is evidently more terrifying. The specialized force emanating from the ten fingers he directs and orchestrates is neither too much nor too little.
   

        It is precisely enough to entirely dissect his opponent.
   

        His fingers like a butcher's skinning knife, dancing nonchalantly in the air. The members of the Blood Spirit Association are slaughtered and their flesh and skin are striped layer by layer, leaving only a pale skeleton and the thick black and red fresh blood stuck to the skeleton.
   

        Even the source of their immortality, the Dead Blood body itself, shrinks in fear, curling up in the corner of the fallen skeleton.
   

        As if in fear of the remaining force in the other parts of the skeleton.
   

        With a bust of dull thuds, a bloody silhouette dove down from above at extreme speed, his hands spread out like a fierce bird's wings cutting through the air, leaving two red streaks behind. The wooden chairs in the the spectator seats were ripped apart in his destructive path, leaving a shattered tunnel behind. Inside the tunnel lay three or four torn bodies.
   

        At the end of the tunnel, on the tip of the first row of spectator seats stood Feng Liusi. He appeared extraordinarily tall.
   

        He held up a "servant" like a dead dog with one hand...
   

         His eyes were bloodshot, radiating a distinct aura previously absent, confidence, arrogance, and madness.
   

        The suppressed South Dipper Red Vulture Fist of three years was unleashed today, with his blood-soaked hands slightly trembling. As though cheering in excitement at tasting the flavor of life fading away again.
   

        That tingling feeling of resonance gradually spread all over his body, as if his vertebrae had also become numb. Feng Liusi's heart thumped in his chest, feeling a wave of warmth circling within his body, that was the taste of his youth's vitality.
   

        "Ahh…"
   

        He took a long sigh of relief.
   

        Sharp, knife-like forces of energy penetrated his skull from the palm of his hand, shattering the fragile brain in an instant. Tearing through his flesh and blood, his veins and arteries were instantly shattered, turned into fragments.
   

        That member of the Blood Spirit Association trembled and staggered like a pendulum. The endless flow of blood was seeping out of his seven orifices.
   

        Finally, with a jolt, his two eyeballs dropped out of the socket.
   

        After several pats on the ground, it bounced impressively.
   

        Feng Liusi casually threw it away, shattering a wooden chair. According to his experience and feelings from the decades practicing the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Feng Liusi understood that he was about to breakthrough.
   

        This was a sensation he hadn't felt in a long time, the last time was four years ago. As his Essence, Qi, and Spirit gradually declined, Feng Liusi's formerly promising Boxing Method realm also sank due to this burden.
   

        Being stuck at the forty acupuncture points for a long time without any breakthrough.
   

        Staying bottlenecked, was not because Feng Liusi's talent had reached its limit, but because he was introduced to the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist too late, he was fast approaching being old from his middle age. Relying on the last essence of his physique's peak period to reach this stage, Feng Liusi can be considered a late-blooming genius. What he lost to was not himself, but time. Aging is inevitable….
   

        But now, with the advent of Casio, Feng Liusi's physical condition has been rewound by several decades. Once again being in the theoretical peak period of a human's physical fitness, this provides another firm foundation for the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, breaking through is a matter of course.
   

        Forty acupuncture points, to forty-one acupuncture points?
   

        No! The revived South Dipper Red Vulture Fist tells Feng Liusi, with four years of accumulation, and three years of Deviation experiences.
   

        It should suffice for him to attain at least forty-four acupuncture points, that is, leap from the fourth stage of Deathfang Power to the fifth stage!
   

        However, it will take some time to adapt to the progression.
   

        Upon reaching there, the Deathfang Power will undergo another purification transformation.
   

        Feng Liusi's old heart surged unusually. All forty acupuncture points, tion throughout his body were flickering like stars, each resonating with the next.
   

        With every inhalation and exhalation they emanated a bizarre red light.
   

        Building upon that inspiration, his bloody hands performed a slight dance in the air, leaving vapor-like red trails behind. As the bloody arcs multiplied, it ended up resembling a bird's beak. Feng Liusi suddenly froze his arm, his left arm crossing his chest, leaning against his right forearm. His right arm forward, the palm forming the shape of a beak.
   

        Taking on a peculiar muscular exertion posture, no one knowing what to make of it, but they could sense a strong vicious aura emanating from him.
   

        Despite being in embryonic form, it was still incredibly bloody.
   

        The forty acupuncture points flickered in succession, like they were charging up. Red lights darted beneath his skin, converging on his right palm.
   

        After the blink of an eye, his five fingers came together, the wrist raised the palm appeared so bloody it looked as if it had been painted red.
   

        Like a grotesquely made-up Blood Beak Vulture.
   

        "This is…"
   

        Upon seeing this scene, Casio nearby also decided to cease his experiment. He lunged forward abruptly and dashed into the crowd.
   

        Like a tank, completely crushing and blowing away all limbs.
   

        Then, with a step forward, the whole person sprung up like a spring. After two leaps over the seats in the audience area, his feet firmly landed on the metal wire on the edge of the arena, he looked down.
   

        Feng Liusi drew in a breath, his eyes tightly shut. His pores all over his body opening and closing, releasing the red vapor, like strands of hazy ribbon, back and forth. His hands in that strange posture were shaking slightly, as though they were in an excellent state.
   

        "What's happening?"
   

        Sheng Feinan also walked over, with big strides.
   

        "The inspiration hit him, no, more than that, a breakthrough in his realm..."
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        Casio and Feng Liusi were both inheritors of the Southern Dipper's secret transmission. With just a slight sense, he could understand Feng Liusi's current state.
   

        He had been suppressing it for too long, and once he vented, it poured out like a spring.
   

        Thump thump thump... thump thump thump...
   

        Sudden approaching footsteps came from several passages in the underground boxing ring, probably attracted by the commotion earlier.
   

        Sheng Feinan and Casio exchanged glances and nodded at each other.
   

        Next, two silhouettes leaped into their respective alleys, leaving behind a black afterimage at the intersection.
   

        Soon, the sounds of gunfire, shouts, and then the noises of fists hitting flesh, abruptly ceased screams, and the clear shattering of bones echoed in the passageways. One of the tunnels was even slightly trembling, the walls seemingly brutally hit causing a severe vibration. White-grey powder fell from the top.
   

        After a few rounds, both of them returned to the vicinity of the arena.
   

        There was a strong smell of blood on them that was impossible to disguise.
   

        The entire vast underground boxing arena was scattered with blood stains and corpses. Everywhere were traces of destruction. Feng Liusi, standing in the middle, with blood-red steam all over his body, slowly brought his hands together. The figure of the blood-colored vulture behind him gradually faded away.
   

        He opened his eyes again, his aura was drawn back into his body.
   

        Familiar crushing sounds came from his body.
   

        After four years, his boxing method has progressed, 41 acupuncture points.
   

        He even unexpectedly derived half a killing move. Although it was just a prototype, Feng Liusi thought this move might be the culmination of his martial arts career. It was more aggressive and destructive than moves like Blood Reflecting Flower and Blood Spear.
   

        Blood Vulture Beak.
   

        Ripping and tearing of the fierce bird, the ultimate piercing power.
   

        If he could fully derive this move and then break through to the fifth stage of the Deathfang power. Then, he would have two more reasons to be confident in defeating Ghost Knife of the Organization, Feng Liusi thought.
   

        Coming back to reality, Feng Liusi and Casio exchanged glances.
   

        They remembered the plan to destroy the temporary blood nest of the Blood Spirit Association tonight. Besides the White Ocean Underground Boxing Arena, there were also George Poker Casino and Car Light Strip Club where the members gathered.
   

        They were all places densely filled with people.
   

        The members of the Blood Spirit Association needed blood bait to maintain the ability of the Dead Blood, so they had to scatter and cast a wide net to fish. If they hunted in the same area for a long time, they would soon attract the attention of the relevant departments.
   

        That is to say, there were still a lot of members of the Blood Spirit Association. The dozens that Casio and the rest had killed here were just a small part, and the fully formed Dead Blood hadn't even appeared yet. 
   

        Translation- there is still a lot to kill tonight!
   

        Feng Liusi took a deep breath, feeling as if it had never been this wonderful. He had found his peak period feeling again.
   

        So he anticipated and said, "Next location?"
   

        "No." Casio suddenly shook his head, "Wait for me..."
   

        The air at the tip of his nose suddenly spun at an extremely high speed, as if it was sucked into a vortex by his strong heart and lung function.
   

        A vibration accompanied by a special magnetic field quickly emerged.
   

        Sheng Feinan felt the ground trembling slightly.
   

        "Oh." Feng Liusi reacted instantly. He turned to Sheng Feinan and said, "Lend a hand, be quick..."
   

        Soon, the spacious space of the underground boxing ring was filled with cries like a baby being annihilated. All the Dead Blood hiding in the bodies of members of the Blood Spirit Association that hadn't died yet were annihilated by the vibration of the Demon Idol's Life Field. Those trying to wriggle and escape were also caught back and killed.
   

        Casio stood motionless in the center of the main aisle, continuously grabbing the bodies that Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan threw over.
   

        There were more than forty dark creatures here, all of them were incomplete Dead Blood. The strength of the magnetic field varied, but overall it was not high. It was incomparable to the deliciousness that Casio had once absorbed in the black mechanism branch's prison cage.
   

        However, that didn't mean they were useless to him.
   

        Though the vibration was of low quality, the large quantity was enough to fill him up.
   

        Under the constraints of the Demon Idol's life field, traces of faint vibrations gathered together, consolidating into a stream. It carried a warmth that quickly spread to every part of the body.
   

        This caused the epidermis to tremble, muscles to wriggle and the skeleton to soften.
   

        The feeling was as if something deep within the body wanted to come out, as if the entire person was immersed in a hot spring.
   

        The cultivation progress of the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art Qi Chapter was also gradually increasing, and the floating numbers in the top right corner slowly rose.
   

        This easily gave one a sense of fulfillment and joy.
   

        "Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 20.2% (Third Level)" → "Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 22.1% (Third Level)"
   

        It increased by 1.9%, using up the best twenty-five out of forty-five portions of Dead Blood. Although the increase seemed insignificant, Casio was satisfied. After all, the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art had already reached the second chapter: Manifestation of Qi, which was much more difficult. And these not fully materialized Dead Blood were of average quality, having absorbed twenty-five of them negated several months of arduous cultivation.
   

        One could only say that it was still a gain.
   

        Furthermore, when Casio reached the realm of the Fighter and the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art entered the second chapter, he found that the vibration he absorbed was no longer mainly acting on his physique like in the first chapter, but transferred to his Qi. It seemed to be targeted at the characteristics of each realm.
   

        According to the grading system of the Black Mechanism.
   

        Casio's Qi had improved, roughly increasing by 1/10.
   

        Qi: B (20+2)→ B (22)
   

        Because his physique was too robust, there weren't any noticeable changes. However, as Qi increases over time, the associated physique will surely gain a positive increase slowly.
   

        There were still twenty portions of vibration left in Casio's body. Mainly because after the same type of vibration frequency was frequently absorbed by the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art, its efficacy would drastically decrease. Any further absorption would be too ineffective and to be honest, there were quite a lot of impurities in it.
   

        If he wanted to display the ability of the Demon Idol's magnetic field, the next best thing would be a higher quality complete Dead Blood, or some presence above the complete form. That would truly be a delicious delicacy...
   

        Thinking of this, Casio turned his head and looked at Sheng Feinan beside him.
   

        Sixty-one-year-old Sheng Feinan: ???
   

        Two minutes later, Sheng Feinan looked refreshed. He suddenly felt as if his old tree had sprouted new buds, the leaf tips dripping with verdant vitality.
   

        A wave of warmth swept over his body time and time again, seeming to remove some hidden illnesses and old wounds, he's never felt this relaxed before.
   

        His whole body felt heated, his pores stood erect, his skeleton and joints creaked, his muscles felt tingly. On Sheng Feinan's youthful yet vicissitudinous face, an intoxicated expression emerged.
   

        Feng Liusi, standing beside him, rolled his eyes.
   

        Damn, you lucky old man.
   

        Sheng Feinan appeared young because of the martial art he practiced, which could maintain one's youthful appearance. But the degeneration of the body was inevitable, he was now an old man.
   

        At sixty-two, he was already in the mid-stage of Qi and Blood decline.
   

        He almost fell as fast as Feng Liusi.
   

        Unexpectedly, someone suddenly pulled him back from the edge of the cliff, forcibly pulled back halfway up the mountain from the mountain top. The first experience of the transmission effect of the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art's Magnetic Field was great, let alone the addition of the vibrations from twenty dark creatures. Sheng Feinan suddenly felt himself rejuvenated by ten years, becoming a lively fifty-year-old lad again.
   

        That brimming vitality within his body was not false.
   

        All he could feel was that he had improved in all aspects, even his originally dry and old white hair braid became gradually soft and shiny.
   

        Sheng Feinan exhaled a stream of murky air, stretched his limbs to feel the lightness within his body. 
   

        He looked up at Feng Liusi in front of him and suddenly realized something: "Damn, I wondered how you suddenly became so young! And then you fooled me by saying it was something about breaking through a bottleneck, and something about the effect brought by the Boxing Method reaching a certain realm!"
   

        "I sever our friendship, it's ended!" He expressed indignantly.
   

        Feng Liusi rolled his eyes again, in an old man's style.
   

        The next second.
   

        Sheng Feinan turned his head and looked at Casio fervently, with a chrysanthemum-like smile on his face that carried vicissitudes of life: "Casio, you are really reliable and generous, you are my friend for life!"
   

        About two meters apart, Casio smiled awkwardly. He certainly wouldn't tell Sheng Feinan that the vibrations he passed on were the low-quality products remaining from his absorption and selection.
   

        Although they were still quite useful...
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        Click, click, click...
   

        The echo of leather shoes stepping on the ground resonates through the corridor.
   

        Upon close listening, one could discern that two people are walking in the corridor. On the left is a white-haired old man in a black suit, carrying himself with the elegance of a steward. To the right is a boy of about fifteen or sixteen years old, with black hair hanging slightly over his delicate features. He wears high boots that reach up to his calves and a black waistcoat – understated but elegant.  
   

        Their white cuffs bear a vintage silver pattern of rotating pupils - seemingly the family badge of an ancient family.
   

        As they continue down the corridor, the boy appears somewhat excited, his fair and delicate face flushed slightly.
   

        "Steward, those three caused such a ruckus... This should be the gang violence mentioned in the magazines, right? Gangs wiping each other out?"
   

        He uses some not-so-common words he had picked up to express his opinions, "Was there a gunfight?"
   

        The steward silently nodded, and then said, "Young Master You An, you're correct. Given the sight of so many people panicking and fleeing earlier, it appears that a large-scale standoff with firearms might have occurred inside. Moreover, it's probable that there were more than just three people involved. Perhaps there were other gunners from the same gang getting involved... Can you guess where we are?"
   

        You An pondered for a moment, "An underground boxing ring? Or a casino?"
   

        He paused, recalling the attire of the numerous people who had fled from the corridor: "Not a casino, an underground boxing ring…"
   

        The steward nodded and made some further suggestions, prompting You An to continue, "The bosses of these underground boxing rings have undoubtedly powerful forces behind them. They most likely have their own channels for smuggling firearms. Possession of heavy machine guns is unlikely, and light machine guns are also less probable. Handguns predominate, perhaps some submachine guns. Like us, there were quite a few people in black who were heading against the crowd towards the underground boxing ring, at least ten or more by sight, but the actual number could be twice or thrice that. 20 to 30 possible gang members armed with handguns and submachine guns... to protect against potential sudden attacks, I must maintain my bone armor at a metal level…"
   

        The steward nodded again, "Exactly."
   

        In no time, the two of them had reached the last door to the underground boxing ring. Through the door gap, You An could smell the strong scent of blood, which was impossible to mask. He exchanged a glance with the steward, immediately pointing his finger at the middle of his forehead.
   

        Underneath his clothing, on his skin surface, a layer of faint bone armor secreted from his pores like a liquid gradually solidified around him.
   

        In just a moment, You An was encased in a white suit of armor.
   

        The steward, on the other hand, stood in front of him, his face marked with patterns resembling black bone spikes. The two were there to witness a gang firefight from close quarters - pushing open the door would inevitably lead to attacks. To be on the safe side, the steward would stand in front to take the brunt of the bullets, then encourage the young master to counterattack.
   

        This trip with Young Master You An was not just to expose him to society's dark underbelly, gang violence, and murder, nor to hone his logical thinking. Primarily, it was a rite of passage, setting the stage for Young Master You An's debut killing. Unlike ordinary people, cultivating lethal skills would inevitably lead to bloodshed. It was time for Young Master You An to understand the difference between them and ordinary people, only bloodshed can make a flower bloom brightly... 
   

        "Bang!"
   

        The tightly closed door was kicked open, and the steward charged in first, black bone spikes piercing through his clothes menacingly.
   

        However, the anticipated hail of bullets did not occur.
   

        The entire underground boxing ring was eerily silent.
   

        The steward scanned the scene before him and came to a standstill.
   

        Behind him, You An rushed in after him. He took a quick step, his eyes widened, his right hand braced against the wall. "Ugh!"
   

        "Ugh…"
   

        His stomach churned, and he vomited out his dinner. His nostrils took in the smell, intensifying the waves of nausea and vomiting.
   

        "This...this doesn't look like a gunfight…"
   

        The steward also frowned with revulsion - although he had killed his fair share, he had never seen such a bloody scene.
   

        The place was riddled with bullet holes and pits, the neatly arranged wooden chairs were in a state of disarray, corridors that appeared to have been broken down by brute force were everywhere. As far as the eye could see; the main aisle, the audience seats, the space around the arena; all were littered with one corpse after another - approximately fifty in total, all mutilated beyond recognition. Disembodied hands and feet lay scattered about, limp and sticking to the ground.
   

        The ground, the walls, the aisles were all covered in blood, thick and sticky. The feel under leather shoes was utterly nauseating.
   

        This place was like a horrific scene reflected from hell.
   

        Anyone without a strong will would faint at the sight; Young Master You An vomiting uncontrollably was, under the circumstances, quite normal.
   

        After a minute, You An gradually stopped vomiting - not because he had overcome his nausea, but because he had nothing left to throw up.
   

        Gasping for breath, he turned, but the sight of a headless corpse not far from him made him retch again.
   

        "St...steward, wasn't this supposed to be gang violence?"
   

        You An was so nauseated that tears welled up in his eyes.
   

        "Things have taken an unexpected turn, Young Master…"
   

        Frowning, he led You An closer to the center of the main aisle. It wasn't long before they saw more than a dozen stark human skeletons and clumps of red meat stuck together. You An immediately looked away, closing his eyes and merely allowing the steward to lead him.
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        But the bloody stench in his nostrils continued to make him feel nauseous.
   

        The steward extended his hand with a grave expression, inspecting it carefully. To his shock, he found that the skeleton in front of him was devoid of even the tiniest bit of flesh, as if it had been butchered clean like a cow.
   

        "How... how is this possible?"
   

        He was somewhat perplexed.
   

        "Eek!" You An, standing beside him, suddenly cried out.
   

        The steward turned to look and saw two round eyeballs on the ground. One was still intact, but the other had been crushed.
   

        "Steward, let's go, I don't want to be here anymore..."
   

        You An couldn't take it any longer, that sliver of embarrassment at appearing afraid was shattered. He seemed to have developed quite a psychological trauma now. How had the gang firefight turned into a meat factory?
   

        Because the underground ring was signaling unknown dangers, the steward made the straightforward decision to nod his head. He immediately wanted to head back the way they had come with You An, but there were footsteps quickly approaching from within the passageway. They were chaotic, indicating that there were several people.
   

        The next second, seven or eight burly men in black uniforms rushed out of the passageway. They were armed with handguns and began shooting at sight.
   

        "Kill those two!!!" A man who seemed to be the leader shouted.
   

        In an instant, the gun barrels of the raised handguns burst with the smoke and sparks of gunfire. The bullets sped through the air.
   

        The bullets struck You An and the steward, but were blocked by their bony armor.
   

        This created a streak of golden sparks.
   

        "You've got it all wrong. We didn't do this!" You An ducked and dashed while shouting, though his explanations were unconvincing.
   

        The gunners showed no signs of halting their attack.
   

        "Young Master, don't waste your breath on these mortals! Let's fight our way out!" The steward's eyes flashed a dangerous light. He had a vague feeling that they had inadvertently been sucked into a dangerous vortex. Their priority was to get out of here!
   

        "Out of the way!!!"
   

        He thundered, and six sharp claws swiftly grew out of the back of his hands. He burst into the midst of the gunners, brandishing them viciously.
   

        Some of the burly men had their wrists cut in half, blood flowing incessantly, others had disfiguring scars on their faces, and some had lines of blood across their chests. Yet, they continued to charge forward as if nothing had happened, devoid of any expressions of pain on their faces.
   

        They were akin to rigid and numb puppets.
   

        These gunners discarded their firearms, pressed their hands on their torn wounds, and extracted blood-red cold weapons from within. Knuckledusters, hatchets, great swords, long spears...
   

        After extraction, the horrifying wounds healed rapidly. Tissues in the wounds squirmed in a nauseating fashion.
   

        At the same time, a string of footsteps came from the back of the passageway, indicating that enemy reinforcements were still converging on them.
   

        "Young Master, quick, let's move this way!"
   

        The steward catapulted himself backward, grabbed a somewhat bewildered You An, and sprinted towards another passageway.
   

        The men in black close behind, followed suit.
   

        There were also corpses in the passageway, but their deaths were neat, not as bloody and cruel as in the underground boxing ring.
   

        With You An in one arm, the steward ran like a black afterimage. To be honest, he was feeling rather regretful now. He shouldn't have brought the young master out to see the world today, to get some practice. He had seen too much of the world today, so much that even he had never seen before!
   

        So, why would three seemingly bumbling gangs get involved in such a dangerous supernatural event?!
   

        Weren't they straying too much from their main business?
   

        As gangsters, shouldn't they just stick to their usual business of shooting and killing, instead of getting involved in such dangerous supernatural events? Were they asking for trouble? And they had inadvertently dragged him and the young master in too...
   

        The steward swore that if he ever saw those three foolhardy louts, he would use young master You An's leather shoe to kick their asses. Oh, what an utter disaster.
   

        After a few turns in the passage, the steward was slightly lost. There were several forks in the road and he didn't know where any of them led.
   

        He picked one at random and went charging down it.
   

        The speed was so fast that they moved through the underground passage in an instant.
   

        Many crystal lamps hung in the hall, their bright light causing the housekeeper to squint. He swept his gaze around the room.
   

        Then he saw, amidst mountains of corpses and rivers of blood, three foolish moles gnawing and sucking blood. It was a carnage.
   

        The white-haired one was whipping people, hanging them mid-air, strangling them to death, pulling off their heads. The blonde one, his fingers like guns, easily pierced through the enemy's brows and hearts. The black-haired one was the most brutal.
   

        He was like a human butcher, wherever his bloodstained silhouette went, bones and flesh separated, killing like it was some form of artwork.
   

        There was an indescribable and unique alluring beauty to it.
   

        Upon seeing their opponents, they were indeed the freaks who had fought with him before. Now they were being slaughtered like a flock of pigs, like fish on a cutting board without the slightest resistance.
   

        Very good.
   

        While trying to escape, he had arrived at the most dangerous part of the vortex.
   

        Internally, the housekeeper slapped himself.
   

        He instantly wanted to take his young master back along the same route they came, but there was a series of footsteps coming from the passage, apparently those gunmen from before, and their numbers had significantly increased.
   

        There were also two or three mysterious figures dressed in long black robes, clearly the leaders of the group.
   

        Alarm bells started to ring in the housekeeper's mind. He quickly sidestepped to avoid getting caught in the middle of the two groups.
   

        As expected.
   

        The gunmen who rushed out of the passage were attracted by the trio's carnage in the casino, leaving only a few who headed in their direction.
   

        BANG!
   

        A gunman was thrown off course, rapidly spiraling in the air. The blood sprayed from his mouth formed a red mist.
   

        The leader of the robed figures caught hold of him and, upon looking at him, found that the gunman was already dead, his body completely devoid of life.
   

        He uttered a cold huff and casually threw him aside.
   

        Then, with a step on the ground, he rapidly charged.
   

        The closest target was Casio.
   

        A black afterimage carried by a storm arrived in an instant. A fair, thin hand extended from the cloak and harshly aimed at Casio's back.
   

        This attack was unexpectedly made with some sort of explosive technique. The palm instantly accelerated in the air, squashing the air stream as it harshly slammed down.
   

        Casio naturally detected it. His left hand forcefully hit an enemy aside, then his right arm made a big swing. A reverse elbow hit came, colliding hard with that hand.
   

        With one collision, the robed figure staggered back while Casio's rushed response also momentarily halted. Squinting his eyes, he looked over at the several robed figures.
   

        "Having killed so many young bodies of the Blood Spirit Association, have the fully grown Dead Blood finally come?" He used both his hands to push off the platform and flew through the rain of bullets and gunfire just like a shell.
   

        The two frontmost gunmen of the Blood Spirit Association unluckily were kicked into two pieces, the others quickly dispersed, forming a surrounding movement.
   

        It seemed they had realized firearms wouldn't work on Casio, they tore open wounds on their bodies, retrieving weapons from their fresh blood.
   

        But Casio didn't pay much attention to these gunmen's reactions, his main focus was on the robed figures. He extended both his hands and as if Teleporting, he instantly appeared beside the first robed figure who had collided with him.
   

        With a swing of his right arm, he clawed through without mercy.
   

        Unexpectedly, the robed figure was extremely agile and forcefully executed some kind of familiar footwork, dodging this frontal attack.
   

        The sharp claws tore through the black hood in an instant.
   

        A head of messy tea-green hair swayed wildly, exposed under the bright yellow light. Immediately after, a seductive white face was brought into view, the long and charming eyes with a hint of sharpness.
   

        The slender neck had a prominently protruding Adam's apple.
   

        Casio suddenly froze, enduring the unfeeling hits from the two Blood Spirit Association members beside him. He intensively stared at this face, his deep-seated memory seeming to resurface. Casio took a step forward, quickly opening his mouth to speak, Babbling on and on, continuously, blah blah blah. Final words.
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        "It's undoubtedly Third Brother."
   

        I recall the first time I ever met Third Brother Lanxi and Fourth Brother Moses, it was at the banquet held when eldest brother returned from his training in East Sea County. Fourth Brother was a strikingly individualistic one-eyed brute, while Third Brother was a beauty with delicate features.
   

        The two have a great relationship, sort of like a pair of arch-enemies.
   

        After becoming the fifth junior brother, Lanxi and Moses cared for me greatly. On the contrary, it was the Eldest Brother who, due to his high position and busy affairs, would rarely meet with us. The Second Senior Sister was in seclusion for a long time, so I only got in contact with her during the North Flow Country Exchange Competition. You could say, during the Era of Retrospection series, the four people who left the most significant impressions on me were my teacher Lixia.
   

        My sister Li Chu, Fourth Brother Moses, and Third Brother Lanxi.
   

        During my second retrospection that wasn't exactly short, I had a significant amount of interaction and communication with these two. So much so that our relationship had progressed to more than just being martial brothers in name, we had become friends too.
   

        Unfortunately, during the Sect Destruction War, all I could do was give my all to save Teacher Lixia while everyone else from our sect perished.
   

        This includes Third Brother and Fourth Brother.
   

        Memories flashed through my mind like scenes from a movie. My originally disoriented gaze regained clarity, swiftly replaced with icy fury. Having my long-deceased Third Brother Lanxi suddenly appear before me after over a decade, I can't think of any other reason apart from his body being possessed and controlled by Dead Blood.
   

        Dead Blood's attack on Wind Elephant Gate most likely for this, the robust body of a Secret Martial Artist is an excellent vessel for Dead Blood.
   

        An ordinary human's body simply cannot compare.
   

        Every Secret Martial Artist who has broken through the human limit and has reached the level of a martial expert theoretically is a perfect suit for Dead Blood.
   

        Because of this, after the Sect Destruction War, the body of Third Brother Lanxi, who died in the war, wasn't wasted. Instead, it was occupied. Stitched and mended, it has been used for over a decade up till now!
   

        This possibly indicates that the bodies of the other martial brothers, the bodies of the elders, and the Gate Master of Wind Elephant Gate have all been possessed.
   

        Walking around the world with a sturdy shell possessed on the inside by the filthy darkness of Dead Blood, not even sparing the bodies of Secret Martial Artists. This is the greatest insult! The depression on Casio's forehead began to flash uncontrollably. As the scarlet spread across the faint cross indent under his scattered golden curls and into his eyes, his eyes suddenly became as vivid as red rubies.
   

        Blood vessels spread uncontrollably from the corners of his eyes, forming an eerie red eye shadow like dense tree branches. 
   

        Feng Liusi, who was of the same origin not far away, immediately noticed something was wrong. He yelled, "Casio, be careful not to deviate from your boxing method! What's the matter with you?" He then ripped the surrounding enemies with both his hands, sweeping over with a leap, shaking off all enemies around Casio.
   

        He forcibly cleared two positions by his side, and planted his feet.
   

        "I'm good, I can control it..."
   

        Casio's gaze didn't waver, still locked onto the body of Lanxi.
   

        His voice was low, faintly hoarse. With a blank expression, he seemed restrained as he said he would be but Feng Liusi could tell at a glance that it was the calm before the storm. The aura of Casio's Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist had already started to ripple uncontrollably. The more repressed he was, the angrier he was becoming.
   

        "..." Feng Liusi remained silent, then sighed. Having spent two months in Death Valley together, he had basically gotten the hang of Casio's character. Under such circumstances, it symbolized an unparalleled, steadfast killing intent, and he wouldn't stop until he achieved his purpose.
   

        Feng Liusi had previously felt this during Casio's first challenge.
   

        He knew it would be futile to persuade him, and swiftly asked, "Tell me what you want to do, or where you need my help."
   

        "I am going to massacre all Dead Blood in the entire Green District, especially those in black robes, complete bodies, none must be spared! Help me gather all Dead Blood present in this temporary Blood Nest, especially those in black robes." Casio closed his eyes as the fiery breath slowly escaped from his nostrils. When he opened his eyes again, Red Vulture Fist's aura had already enveloped him, floating within his aura.
   

        This was a true sign of entering battle mode.
   

        Feng Liusi lightly nodded, exploding a Blood Spirit Association member who rushed over to meet his death. Lastly, he issued a reminder, "Don't lose control like people who get drunk from too much alcohol."
   

        After delivering these words, he quickly retreated backward. He and the freshly arrived of Sheng Feinan stood shoulder to shoulder, racing out of the pathway. He dealt with the surrounding trash around him in passing.
   

        Meanwhile, Steward's eyes lit up. He immediately charged along with Young Master You An, taking advantage of the broken encirclement, and followed them closely.
   

        Thus, only the encirclement of the Blood Spirit Association and Casio in the center remained in the Poker Casino.
   

        "Do you recognize me?"
   

        The hooded figure, whose hood had been ripped off, slowly retreated into the crowd, with another two people in black robes to his left and right. A rigid smile appeared on his beautiful but pale face.
   

        "No, not my identity, but the original owner of this body. It seems there were some that slipped through the net when we exterminated the sect all those years ago..."
   

        The Dead Blood, possessing the body of Third Brother Lanxi, uttered this sentence.
   

        His tone didn't waver in the slightest, sounding like an emotionless puppet, "For over a decade, I've made good use of this body, it's far more solid and durable than an average human. It even has muscle memories of various martial arts moves and explosive actions..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 444: 254 Organization·Ghost Knife·Garoro(4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Is it Lanxi, right? My name is Cilan."
   

        "Unfortunately, no matter how well a machine is maintained, over time the parts will inevitably wear out. Patching it up can only delay the inevitable decay from within." Cilan looked earnestly at Casio, then turned his gaze to the fifty or so corpses of the Blood Spirit Association scattered around the casino.
   

        "I think your body is quite remarkable! It must be robust enough, why not become my attendant? I can provide you with superior physical quality, reaction ability! Lifespan!"
   

        He stared longingly at Casio's physique, licking his lips with a crimson tongue, as if he could sense the hidden strength within him.
   

        Beneath the seductive eyes lay cunning and deceit.
   

        However, Casio didn't show the slightest hint of wavering. His gaze was icy as he said, "Did you hear what I just said?"
   

        "What?" Cilan frowned.
   

        "Black-robed men, don't let a single one escape!"
   

        As soon as the words left his mouth, he vanished from the spot as if he had teleported.
   

        The entire empty casino echoed with the cry of a bird of prey!
   

        The magnificent crystal chandeliers on the ceiling were shaking violently.
   

        Meanwhile, Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan were rushing down the corridor. The Green District wasn't just a collection of entertainment buildings on the surface, there were also a variety of underground facilities like boxing rings and casinos. These locations connected to each other in a complex maze, each with multiple exits leading to the surface.
   

        The two of them took the main road, the quickest and most direct path, but it was swarming with small squads of Blood Spirit Association members. There were also a number of human gunners who were seemingly there to provide security for the grey market establishments.
   

        Of course, to these two fighters, they were barely worth mentioning. Feng Liusi was like the sharpest tip of a spear, utterly unstoppable. In a narrow encounter, a direct collision. From the moment a five-man squad of the Blood Spirit Association saw Feng Liusi to the time they died, only five seconds passed. That is to say, one person died every second.
   

        This was the terrifying power of Deathfang against immortality.
   

        Sheng Feinan couldn't possibly achieve such a thing. Although he could easily eliminate a five-man Blood Spirit Association squad, it took him quite some time. He couldn't maintain Feng Liusi's relentless momentum.
   

        In the back followed the steward and young master You An.
   

        The steward couldn't really say he regretted his choice now, it was more like he was green with regret. Bringing his young master into the heart of such a dangerous supernatural event is not what a qualified steward should do. His only hope now was to safely escort his young master home!
   

        He had overdone it when he had told the young master that he needed to be steeped in blood to grow strong. A pot of blood might be enough, but a river would drown him.
   

        He had been entirely too confident in the supernatural strength at his and Yao An's disposal, his arrogance had been too great.
   

        As a result, he had stumbled into a supernatural event that he was utterly unprepared to handle, leaving him and his young master at the mercy of their foes.
   

        Based on the steward's own estimation, if he and Yao An were to be encircled by multiple men in black, they would be in grave danger. The super rapid regeneration of their bodies was too tricky and could easily lead to their exhaustion and subsequent death.
   

        But those three he had taken for mobsters seemed to have already bathed in the blood of over a hundred such rapidly regenerating men and appeared to be taking the whole thing in stride, like taking a leisurely walk.
   

        This alone showed that the difference between the two sides was not negligible.
   

        The steward remembered their demeanor as he saw them leave the train station, and he couldn't help but shake his head in self-derision. Luckily, he hadn't demonstrated any arrogance then. Otherwise, perhaps he, young master Yao An, and his sister would have all ended up lying in that alley, in an orderly fashion.
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        There was an explosion sounds along the corridor around the corner, shaking the whole hallway. It sounded like the sound of flesh and blood exploding.
   

        The steward took a deep breath, clutching Yao An tightly and quickly darting into the next section of the passage.
   

        Blood, distortion, limbs, organs, filth...
   

        A few words can describe the disgusting scene, but Yao An, head down, had already passed out from fear. He had already vomited up everything in his stomach.
   

        The steward steadied himself, quickly moving forward amid the filth.
   

        He could not help but feel relieved that the two bosses up ahead had taken care of all the offenders. Otherwise, he would not have gotten out by himself, and his fate would have been sealed.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Under the night sky, the moonlight was as thin as a veil. Two silhouettes, exuding the smell of blood, rushed out of the passage before racing towards a few bases of the temporary Blood Nest.
   

        Fifteen seconds later, another figure emerged and, looking at the deserted streets, let out a heavy sigh. He looked down at the unconscious Young Master You An and murmured, "I don't know whether this experience is good or bad, it was too shocking..."
   

        "I hope the young master won't be traumatized by this..."
   

        ************************
   

        A quiet, secluded villa on the outskirts of the Green District.
   

        On the white semi-circular balcony on the third floor, a man in a black silk robe quietly gazed into the distance, bathed in the moonlight.
   

        There were flickering lights in the distance, as if plunged into chaos.
   

        A figure quickly entered from the entrance of the villa.
   

        He then looked up and said, "Vice president, there is unrest in the Green District. Powerful enemies have attacked the White Ocean Underground Fight Club, the George Poker Casino, the Car Light Strip Club, and other places where our members gather. Should we mobilize the troops currently recuperating in the Dark Blood Nest and the ones who are fully asleep? We currently have eighty at the Incorruptible Level and six at the Immortal Level." He finished reporting.
   

        The Incorruptible Level and the Immortal Level mentioned here were internal levels within Dead Blood. Ordinary members of the Blood Spirit Association, or those who had not fully developed, were at the Incorruptible Level. Fully developed Dead Blood are at the Immortal Level, while the president and vice-president of the Blood Spirit Association are at the Indestructible Level.
   

        This actually corresponds to the root of their healing ability: Immortality.
   

        The more indestructible they are, the more terrifying and powerful Dead Blood becomes.
   

        All members of the Blood Spirit Association stationed in East Sea County were in the Green District, with about two-thirds of them hunting in various entertainment venues every night. The rest, a third of the total, stayed in the Blood Nest to rest and digest, maintaining their combat readiness.
   

        The moonlight was bright and seemed to give off a faint red glow. The cold night wind blew, making the leaves rustle. The man in the black robe was silent for a moment before lowering his head and saying, "You take half the men and round up the brothers feeding around the district. Eliminate those troublemakers directly. I have important guests today..."
   

        "Yes!"
   

        The man who had reported nodded and disappeared into the night.
   

        "What? If you have matters to attend to, you can go ahead and deal with them first. I can wait here for a while. Dino," a voice said.
   

        Through the open balcony door came the moonlight. Among the shadows on the dark living room sofa of the third floor, a silhouette was shrouded.
   

        "No problem. Just a minor incident. My men will take care of it quickly," said the Vice President of the Blood Spirit Association, known as Dino, cradling a glass filled with a thick red liquid that did not seem to be wine but blood.
   

        "Let's not talk about this. Let's continue discussing the Gold Antique Exhibition. We made a preliminary investigation last time and they have considerable forces backing them. For whatever reasons, the Black Mechanism people have set their sights on this half-month-long exhibition. This could be troublesome," said Dino slowly.
   

        "Don't beat around the bush, they are keeping an eye on us because of us. But that's okay. They won't stop us from reaching our goal. You guys only need one Coopers Magic Box, right? We need to be clear about this before we act. I don't want any misunderstandings, it doesn't make sense," said the man, unmoving, like a rigid statue, his upper body enshrouded in shadows.
   

        "Of course, the rest of the antiques can go to your organization..."
   

        "We only need the Coopers Magic Box," the man in the black robe lifted his glass, finishing the blood in one gulp. "Here's to a successful partnership, Garoro."
   

        As if hearing his own name.
   

        The man suddenly stood up from the sofa, walked step by step to the moonlight-drenched balcony, gazing far into the distance. He was a knife wielder with both male and female features. He had lost his right eye and left arm, leaving only his slender right arm.
   

        At his waist side, three swords about half the length of a man were fastened.
   

        "To a successful partnership."
   

        The man named Garoro, Knife Ghost from the Organization, spoke.
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        Green District, George Poker Casino.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        With a scream, a silhouette was blasted by a massive force onto the ceiling, crashing precisely into the side of the crystal chandelier. There was an immediate clatter, and the top of the chandelier swung violently. Eventually it fell together with the figure, smashing heavily onto the floor.
   

        With a clink, the sparkling crystal chains shattered all over the place.
   

        Intertwined in the debris was thick, fresh blood.
   

        The light was broken, darkening the area somewhat. But it didn't matter, for the George Casino had numerous such crystal chandeliers.
   

        People could still clearly see the scenes in each corner.
   

        A few minutes ago, there were over thirty Blood Spirit Association members, either gun-carrying humans or incorruptible-level members or entirely cloaked immortal-level entities. Now, however, they all lay on the ground like dead dogs, their chests showing no signs of breathing.
   

        They had been killed by a single person they had surrounded.
   

        There was an absolute disparity in strength. The substantial firepower of handguns and submachine guns had no effect when used against him. The famed immortality of the dead blood seemed to have met its nemesis.
   

        Wherever he went, allied members were killed one by one.
   

        Even his leisurely and elegant way of slaughter had an artistic touch to it, as if he were painting a masterpiece.
   

        Only, the pigment was the fresh blood of everyone present at the scene.
   

        Overwhelmed by this stark contrast, some of the human gunmen already had their wills shaken and attempted to flee in vain.
   

        But each of them was killed on the spot by him.
   

        He disallowed any adversary to leave the gaming floor of the casino; all enemies were designated targets or prey.
   

        He steadily executed this bloodshed for a few minutes; practically everyone was dead, leaving only a green-haired silhouette in a corner.
   

        The body he possessed was originally named Lanxi, now called Cilan.
   

        At this moment, Cilan was at a loss for words to ask Casio to be his servant. In the blink of an eye, his initial confidence shattered like the broken crystal chandelier on the floor.
   

        Cilan leaned against the wall, staring into the bloody mess of corpses not far away where the scarlet figure strangled the last immortal comrade. His entire form was nearly completely shrouded in a blood-red mist, depriving onlookers of any particular facial features or emotions.
   

        One could only notice that the blood-colored mist around him had become denser and heavier than before.
   

        Thud!
   

        A corpse was hurled into the air and demolished a red and black gaming table before falling onto a nearby brown carpet.
   

        The blood-colored figure slowly made his way towards Cilan.
   

        "Where is the backup!" He strained to gather his scattered strength. For unknown reasons, this man didn't choose to harm him; there was merely a contest of force.
   

        Meanwhile, other Blood Spirit Association members were injured upon contact and died upon touch, torn apart by a weird force that shredded their bodies and muscles.
   

        On the other hand, Cilan was merely struck in the joints and centers of his kinetic force, rendering him temporarily powerless.
   

        This was also the reason why he could survive till the end.
   

        Now, seeing Casio steadily advancing, Cilan felt the impending danger. He was left with no choice but to use the desperate last resort of the Dead Blood, the Homologous Resonance. This meant aggregating a significant number of Dead Blood bodies to form a massive Resonance Body.
   

        There was no need to control a human body, it could still engage in combat directly with the enemy. Its immortality would increase exponentially, coming close to true immortality. Further, since the body was entirely made of blood, it could morph into any shape suitable for combat.
   

        Only a fully transformed Dead Blood, or someone of immortal level or above, could use this gift. However, there was also a cost, the leader would suffer severe side effects, and other component bodies would suffer minor side effects. There were corpses everywhere in the casino now, filled with Dead Blood beings, the latent conditions were already present. With Casio steadily advancing, Cilan gritted his teeth.
   

        Instantly opening his mouth, he let out high-frequency shouts.
   

        This sound was of a high-frequency range inaudible to humans; only other Dead Blood beings could sense the vibration. Following that, they also released high-frequency shouts, creating resonance and swiftly merging into a single entity.
   

        At once, this high-frequency soundwave transferred through.
   

        However, the surroundings were eerily silent. The only sound was the muffled, damp noise of boots stepping on the floor covered in thick blood. The overlapping shouts of comrades which were expected did not occur, let alone the homologous fusion caused by resonance.
   

        Cilan was stunned for an instant; his comrades didn't respond to him?
   

        What was going on?
   

        A pair of black boots stopped right in front of him.
   

        The next second, a large hand pressed squarely onto Cilan's face. Cilan was powerless against it due to his crushed body strength, and his entire body was pressed against the wall.
   

        An unnerving, emotionless, cold voice echoed in front of him.
   

        "Twelve years ago, Federation Calendar year 98, North Flow Country..."
   

        "Do you remember the martial arts sect that you attacked?"
   

        Cilan struggled slightly, seemingly unwilling to answer. But the next second, he felt an intense vibration penetrate his forehead through the burning palm and rapidly spread throughout his entire body. Cilan himself was forced to activate a vibration that violently collided with the invasive vibration.
   

        What was horrifying was that not only the human body under his control but also his own immortal Dead Blood being was forced to activate this vibration, continuously consuming his very essence.
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        At that moment, he knew why his companions surrounding him had not responded. It was not fear, not cowardice, but because they were all dead! Killed by a shock previously unknown.
   

        The absolute extermination, not entangled with the surface immortality, but a direct confrontation with the origin, striking at its core!
   

        This is the ultimate poison for dark creatures!
   

        For a moment, Cilan, who was controlling the human body, felt fear, and his struggling limbs froze.
   

        "Ready to talk now?"
   

        The cold tone rang out again.
   

        Minutes later, Casio got what he wanted, prying it one by one from Cilan who had experienced that event back then.
   

        The first: the whereabouts of the Dead Bloods who participated in the Sect Destruction War. All seventy-five of them should be involved in the operation related to the Tulip Antique Exhibition. The Dead Bloods generally operate in the Eastern Six Counties, with many places that seemed to be their bases. But this time, all of the Dead Blood are deployed in an attempt to get the Cupan Magic Box from the Antique Exhibition.
   

        This box is crucial to the Dead Blood, but only the highest echelons know why, Cilan's understanding was not very clear.
   

        The second: Why did the Dead Blood target the Wind Elephant Gate.
   

        In fact, the Dead Blood's forces and bases in North Flow Country did not know about the Secret Martial Art within humans. This is very odd, despite both sides existing in the same territory for hundreds or even thousands of years, they rarely overlapped.
   

        The flesh of a Secret Martial Art practitioner should have been what the Dead Blood craved the most since it would provide the best armor, the finest vessel.
   

        But, the two worlds had always been parallel and divided.
   

        Until twelve years ago, a human came into contact with the Dead Blood high ranks in North Flow Country - no one knew what they discussed.
   

        After that, like being forcibly informed of a target, the Dead Blood quickly set their sights on the Wind Elephant Gate and acted.
   

        Thus the tragedy of the Sect Destruction War occurred.
   

        Upon further questioning by Casio, Cilan revealed the name of that person. He had only heard it once twelve years ago and took a while to recall. That human was called: Xiadu.
   

        "Xiadu?!"
   

        Casio muttered to himself, a hint of shock in his eyes. He quickly remembered eavesdropping on a conversation between Peacock and his assistant in the Mansa Church of Mansa Village in the Real World. A high-level core member of the Door Organization seemed to be called Xiadu!
   

        The Door Organization! What exactly do these guys want to do?
   

        Designated by the Black Mechanism as the only "S" level dangerous organization.
   

        They are searching everywhere for ancient antiques with grand legends.
   

        And the mysterious three grand doors in the Soma Myth.
   

        All seem to be cloaked in mystery.
   

        But all Casio needs to know is that there is a connection between the Door Organization and the Dead Blood. The Wind Elephant Gate's Sect Destruction War was indirectly related to it! He took a deep breath, his Aura becoming darker.
   

        "Ahhhhhh...."
   

        Cilan, being gripped in his hand, shouted in pain. He stared, wide-eyed, at Casio, "You can't kill me! I know this body belongs to your friend, you don't want to cause any harm! But if you kill me, without my powers to sustain it, this body, which should have died but has been forcibly sustained for over a decade, will collapse! There would be nothing left but ashes!"
   

        "Don't kill me!"
   

        "I understand."
   

        The tone of Casio became somewhat flat, hearing these words Cilan heaved a sigh of relief, feeling the hand on his forehead let go slightly.
   

        Cilan rapidly thought in his heart, it seemed he was contemplating how to escape or even counter-kill in the following threats.
   

        However.
   

        Pop! Pop! Bang! Bang!
   

        The hand on his forehead clenched suddenly, a tsunami-like vibration surged into his right arm, pouring down like a waterfall.
   

        Cilan's entire body trembled violently.
   

        His eyes were full of blood, staring intently at Casio, his lips moved, barely saying the words: "Why...why?"
   

        The next second, Cilan didn't get his answer, he was instantly killed by the intense vibration spreading throughout his body. Lanxi's body went limp like a lifeless corpse.
   

        And, just as Cilan, the parasite on it said, it should have been dead, but the body forcibly kept alive for over a decade began to show signs of collapse. The skin that was previously as delicate as porcelain started to become rough, showing signs of aging.
   

        Casio carried his third senior brother's body silently to the center of the casino and placed him on a gambling table.
   

        After that, he reached out a hand and placed it on his chest.
   

        After the previous fight, his body had accumulated about twenty life forces vibrational units, some of them of high-grade, Immortal Level, all stored in his body.
   

        They gradually dissipated as they circulated.
   

        Casio exerted his Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, instantly conveying the vibration into Lanxi's body through his arm.
   

        This was not a vibration frequency formed by the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, but a life-field vibration that was beneficial to any living entity.
   

        When Casio forcibly invaded Cilan's body with his Demon Idol Secret Martial Art life field just now, he found that there were two life fields inside this body. One was wilted and shattered, barely holding on.
   

        One was strong, and very different from humans.
   

        Obviously, the latter was the Dead Blood's life field, and the former was the life field of the body which was forcibly kept alive by the power of the Dead Blood. Lanxi, his senior brother, was obviously dead, he died more than twelve years ago, and there was no way to save him. Casio could only facilitate keeping his body fresh and intact as much as possible to prevent it from decaying rapidly.
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        He planned to bring all the people he had once been close to and familiar with to the foothills of the Wind Elephant Gate's headquarters, so they could be buried with his sister, Li Chu.
   

        Casio himself knew he was a rather cold person. As a regular human, he would need to compromise and submit to society, maintaining those pitiful relationships. Yet, after gaining power, he had shown his true nature.
   

        The cold nature gradually tore off the mask of pretense.
   

        Nevertheless, it was this solitary nature that made anyone who entered Casio's inner world carry a significant weight. Undoubtedly, teacher Lixia was the one he cared about the most, along with his kind and gentle sister Li Chu, his familiar fellow disciples, and his Mentor...
   

        In the last retrospection of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant, slaughtering all the Dead Blood who participated in the Sect Destruction War was not only Li Wei's obsession, but also something Casio wanted to do himself. He also wanted to bring back all the separated "members of the Wind Elephant Gate" to the main gate.
   

        After all, he was "Casio from the Wind Elephant Gate".
   

        His palm trembled slightly, and the vibration was injected forcibly. The broken magnetic field of the physical body was gradually dissipated and automatically assembled into a somewhat complete puzzle. This process repeated over and over again.
   

        The life field, which was bound to shatter, was forcibly reassembled and completed, and brother Lanxi's body became vivid again, as if he was nearing the end. He looked not like a corpse, but as if he was asleep. But Casio knew he couldn't revive the dead.
   

        What he had just done was merely to prevent brother Lanxi's body from collapsing and rotting, turning him into a living dead without consciousness. To achieve this, Casio spent the life vibration energy of ten people, which he felt was the most appropriate name.
   

        Although it was not energy, just a special vibration.
   

        These ten individuals' life vibration energies were not of much use to Casio. His vibration frequency at the incorruptible level had already been saturated, and what was beneficial for his physique now was the life vibration energy of the immortal level. So it wasn't much of a loss.
   

        After all, according to intelligence, this temporary blood nest still housed many Dead Blood at the incorruptible, immortal, and even the indestructible level. One of them is a vice president of the Blood Spirit Association, called Dino.
   

        As for the other high-level individuals of the indestructible level, most of them had already reached Kula City, where the Gold Antique Exhibition was being held. Only Dino led a portion of the Blood Spirit Association members in East Sea City as a backup, ready to react and adapt according to the specific situation.
   

        "Indestructible life vibration energy…"
   

        Casio pondered slightly and then carried his brother's corpse off the gambling table. He originally intended to kill all the members of the Blood Spirit Association at the George Poker Casino, but realized that the body of Brother Lanxi might be destroyed by the shockwave, so he planned to take him out first. Find a safe and hidden corner to place him down.
   

        He will shift the battleground to the surface, as he will be joined by Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan, two skilled fighters.
   

        He figured out that a blood nest with only one indestructible member couldn't turn things around, the outcome was inevitable when they arrived.
   

        Casio stepped on his heel, the floor instantly cracked. A shadow swept across the spacious casino like a gale, stirring up a bloody vortex before quickly rushing into the tunnel.
   

        After a while, he came out of the twisting underground passage and was surprised to find that he was actually in a cellar.
   

        That's how it is in the Green District. As the wealthiest city in the Eastern Six Counties, East Sea City, along with its thriving economy, also has a large number of underground industries co-existing and developing. The various underground places in the Green District are like rabbit warrens with many passages and hidden doors. The exit of the passage could lead to any place in the Green District, apparently, this was the case for Casio now.
   

        He glanced around, and saw a metal staircase leading upwards and a round metal block at the top. He took a step forward and found that this metal block needed a key to open.
   

        But obviously, Casio no longer needed a key.
   

        His index finger turned red in an instant, carrying a sharpness that was hard to describe. With a light swipe, he managed to open it.
   

        Naturally, Casio quickly left the cellar.
   

        Before his eyes was a dimly lit study, but one could see that the objects and decorations were exquisite. He carried Brother Three's body and headed towards the window of the study.
   

        However, the noise from the other side of the door attracted Casio's attention. He gently placed his brother on the seat.
   

        "Someone is attacking our Blood Spirit Association!"
   

        "Those who have awakened from the Blood Nest, quickly drink the Recovery Water!"
   

        "Then gather in the hall!"
   

        It seemed that someone in this room was giving orders loudly.
   

        Casio's eyes flickered, and he turned around and dragged the chair holding Brother Three into the dark, covering the upper body with a black curtain.
   

        Then, with a click, he opened the door.
   

        Right in front of him, someone hurriedly bumped into him.
   

        Casio remained motionless, but the person retreated two steps back. This was a brown-haired, freckled youth wearing casual attire from top to bottom, emanating the aura of Dead Blood.
   

        He turned his head to stare dumbly at Casio, a newly awakened state of chaos, his slow perception and thinking made the youth somewhat confused. He said, "Let's go, it seems like someone is attacking us. Go drink some Recovery Water to recover status."
   

        Then he beckoned and called for Casio to hurry up and follow.
   

        Casio remained silent without replying, his face frozen with coldness. He seemed rather similar to a newly awakened Dead Blood, nothing particularly noticeable.
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        On the way, they didn't encounter any other Dead Bloods. It seemed like most had already gathered in the hall. The youth had woken up a bit late. The two quickly arrived at a room, one after another.
   

        Inside the room, half of the space was occupied by a pool.
   

        The surface of the pool, both the inner and outer walls, had a dark black sheen. There were mysterious symbols etched all over it.
   

        It was unclear what its purpose was.
   

        Inside the pool was a babbling liquid that looked like human blood, but without the iron-rust smell of blood.
   

        The brown-haired youth quickly ran over and immersed a hand in the pool water. His arm seemed to be taking something in. The rigid and bewildered look on his face relaxed considerably, his condition recovering.
   

        There was a sudden voice from behind.
   

        "Brother, where is the gathering hall?"
   

        "Oh, the biggest one on the right side of the ground floor," the youth answered while still absorbing from the pool, his mind still a bit slow from sleep.
   

        He turned to look at Casio who hadn't come over, his puzzled expression slightly evident, "Brother, quickly come over and drink the Recovery Water..."
   

        Casio nodded, walking over step by step.
   

        "I do not drink that."
   

        "Then what do you drink?"
   

        "I drink this…"
   

        Quickly his hand slammed onto the top of the youth's head, a potent surge of the Demon Idol's life field suddenly pouring in.
   

        Ten seconds later, a silhouette was briskly walking down the tunnel.
   

        Unexpectedly, in the Green District was an assembled team of Dead Bloods from the Blood Spirit Association, and even more surprisingly, he stumbled into them through the underground passage. No need to look for them now.
   

        Standing outside the wide-open doors of the hall, looking at the seventy to eighty silhouettes inside, Casio suddenly belched. He felt a bit full. Just by looking, he felt a bit filled already.
   

        Was he to become immune to the life vibration energy of Dead Blood in one go? Over-absorption of the same type and level of dark creature might occur, resulting in the effect being reduced to its minimum.
   

        Phew...a gust of wind blew in from outside the hall.
   

        A member of the Blood Spirit Association standing near the door looked outside, only to see a figure sneaking in.
   

        And then, he turned around and closed the door.
   

        The closing of the door made every member of the Blood Spirit Association in the hall look towards him. A thin, tall, blond silhouette was slowly walking over, bathed in the warm light.
   

        He raised his head, revealing a delicate, fair, and handsome face, and said with a smile, "Good evening, ladies and gentlemen…"
   

        His bright red eyes scanned the room, "No, monsters is the right word…"
   

        Three minutes later.
   

        "Monster…monster… Don't come over ah… ah!"
   

        A member of the Blood Spirit Association, who had lost a leg, was half-kneeling on the floor, desperately squeezing himself into a corner.
   

        "What are you saying? You all are the monsters... don't slander me, kid." Casio let go of his hand, and a member of the Blood Spirit Association, pinned to the wall and trembling violently, fell to the ground like he had been electrocuted.
   

        He quickly lost all signs of life in his trembling.
   

        He slowly walked on, treading over the corpses along the way.
   

        The last member of the Blood Spirit Association thudded against a corner, his mouth wide open. He looked like a human who had seen a horrifying ghost. All he saw around him were the corpses of his friends.
   

        All the eighty members of the Incorruptible Level, and six of the Immortal Level had all perished here, including their Dead Blood identities that were hidden inside their shell.
   

        Among the gruesome, blood-soaked corpses of his companions, the monster came over, emanating an intense killing intention. Its energy was so thick it almost materialized, naturally terrifying the man to an extreme degree, like a predator in the wild.
   

        With the footsteps drawing nearer, he shook his head desperately.
   

        "No, don't… don't come over, don't kill me!"
   

        "Ah!!!"
   

        The harrowing scream echoed, filling the entire space of the villa, overpowering the insect sounds and frog croaks from outside in the night.
   

        Casio opened the door to the hall, turned and wished goodnight.
   

        He then closed the door and headed towards the study room.
   

        Thanks for the warm hospitality, he was full…
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 449: 256 Seventy Portions of Life Vibration Energy (6000)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Upon entering the study and turning on the light, the room was bathed in a dim yellow glow.
   

        Casio felt a sort of bloating sensation. Not in the stomach in the physical sense, but rather in every cell of his body. The villa housed a big number of the Blood Spirit Association members, on top of the ones that he had already absorbed. Casio now possessed ninety units of Incorruptible-level Vibration Energy of Life, and nine of the Immortal- level energy.
   

        This was the advantage of hunting creatures of darkness.
   

        Secret Martial Art of the Golem met all of Casio's fundamental needs.
   

        Casually, he shut the door behind him, rearranging his third senior, Lanxi, behind the desk. He himself pulled back the curtain and gazed at the moon outside. The hazy white light cascaded like a thin piece of gauze onto the rooftop, the ground, and the leaves of plants. The window overlooked a patch of ornamental timber. And through the gaps in the green leaves, one could see a white wooden fence at the rear of the house and a large road beyond it.
   

        He opened the window, but no noises from outside disrupted the silence. Presumably, it was due to the villa being located a significant distance away from the entertainment centers in the Green District.
   

        Casio closed the curtain once again, searching for a clear space before quickly sitting cross-legged. The carpet was very soft inside the study.
   

        He quickly entered a trance-like state, simultaneously executing the Secret Martial Art of the Golem. Golem Breathing Art, Golem Heart rate, blood circulation rhythm. The three resonated with each other in frequency. The Life Field of the Golem naturally emerged from the physical body, encapsulating the Life Field of a human instantly. 
   

        Huff... puff... huff... puff...
   

        The rhythmic sound of breathing filled the study. Casio's nostrils were swirling with wisps of pale white vortices, reminiscent of low growls of an elephant. And at the same time, his chest was rhythmically rising and falling, much like the waves of the sea. The area around his right heart thumped with a drum-like sound, perfectly complementing the rhythm of his breath. 
   

        He quickly entered a state of cultivation.
   

        Casio's eyes were half-closed, exuding a profound darkness as deep as the depths of a pool. Inside his body, the gigantic Vibration Energy of Life was being driven by the Life Field of the Golem, gradually dispersing throughout his entire body. Gushes of heat flowed into his organs, limbs, and joints, moisturizing and warming him like ripples in a waterbody. 
   

        He could vividly feel that, as the Vibration Energy of Life began to function, the Qi in every corner and cell of his body was being nourished, as if a vital force was sprouting from the deepest crevices, blossoming from a bud into a full bloom.
   

        After a short while, sweat began to incessantly emerge from all over his body, soaking his clothes. His skin glistened, giving off a shine as if smeared with grease, and under the illumination of the lamp, it appeared rather conspicuous. His eyes glanced at the top-right corner.
   

        "Secret Martial Art of the Golem: Qi Chapter 22.1% (Third Layer)"
   

        "Secret Martial Art of the Golem: Qi Chapter 22.2% (Third Layer)"
   

        22.3%, 22.4%, 22.5%, 22.6%...
   

        The numbers in the status bar of his cultivation state leaped continuously. The accumulation and increments presented a certain aesthetic appeal.
   

        It was a satisfying feeling to observe oneself grow stronger steadily. Casio had always loved this feeling.
   

        His eyes closed tightly as he felt the Qi inside his body furiously expand, like a balloon being inflated forcibly.
   

        It gradually became more rounded in shape, slowly expanding in size.
   

        Finally, upon reaching a certain threshold, the rapid ascension ceased. The progress of the Secret Martial Art of the Golem settled at a particular number. 
   

        "Secret Martial Art of the Golem: Qi Chapter 26.2% (Third Layer)"
   

        Compared to the beginning, the progress bar showed an increase of 4.1%. It was evident that the Immortal-level Life Vibration Energy was considerably superior to the Incorruptible-level. The fact that he was able to progress this much, even when he had become immune to some aspects of the Dead Blood's Life Vibration Energy, was quite commendable. Additionally, it was important to note:
   

        0.1% of this progress came from the Incorruptible-level.
   

        The current twenty units of Incorruptible-level Life Vibration Energy provided Casio with only a 0.1% progression, which was even more exaggerated than before. This was an experiment that Casio conducted on the side. Apparently, if he continued to use the Incorruptible-level in the future, the enhancement effect would only worsen. Maybe a hundred units of Life Vibration Energy would provide only 0.1% in the future.
   

        Casio perceived this as resembling genes. Each Dead Blood of different individuals actually had vast similarities, coupled with a small number of unique structures or talents. Naturally, the absorption of the Life Vibration Energy through the Secret Martial Art of the Golem provided considerable benefits in the earlier stages, because he had never absorbed this type of frequency. However, in the middle and later stages, those shared frequencies were no longer beneficial for Casio. His body opted to absorb the unique frequencies that a few individuals possessed. Hence, the improvements seen were natural minimal.
   

        The further he progressed, the more often the overall life frequency of the entire Dead Blood population was being assimilated by Casio, and indeed, the number of singular points that he required decreased, causing the Life Vibration Energy of the Dead Blood to diminish in its efficacy. This was Casio's own conjecture regarding the principle of Secret Martial Art.
   

        The Secret Martial Art of the Golem was a mysterious martial art that he had unconsciously created during his abnormal state. Even Casio himself was at a loss regarding some of its principles.
   

        But no matter, all he needed to know is how to use it.
   

        Not everything needed to be dissected and the underlying logic comprehended.
   

        Now, seventy units of Incorruptible-level Life Vibration Energy remained inside his body. Judging by the rate of consumption, it could most likely last for a week or so, reducing ten units per day. It appeared that he would have to find an opportunity to feed it to Sheng Feinan and Feng Liusi.
   

        After faintly sensing that the Qi inside his body had expanded approximately by a fifth, Casio slowly exhaled a stream of turbid air from his nostrils.
   

        Opening his eyes, he was abruptly met with a dark energy ceaselessly surging before him.
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        Casio bent down to look more closely. What he observed was a black airflow that seemed to be gushing from the pores in his arm. With astute observation, he found that this black airflow shared some inalienable characteristics with his Qi. Rather than being considered body waste or impurities, it held an inexplicable similarity to his physique and secret martial arts. What Casio could confirm was that this was a spontaneous formation within himself and bore no harm to him.
   

        Consequently, he didn't feel the need to further investigate.
   

        Rising from the brown carpet, Casio lifted his third senior brother onto his shoulders. He then leaped from the study room window, vaulting over the white railing and reappeared on the road, promptly fading into the darkness.
   

        A few minutes later.
   

        A high-ranking Blood Spirit member who was sent to urge activity at the Blood Nest discovered the grim reality. As he pushed open the doors of the hall, he was met with a gruesome sea of blood shed by hasn't-yet-mission-started elite warriors who were meant to spearhead this mission. They met an unfortunate premature end within their homes.
   

        About eighty incorruptible-level members, along with six immortals! As per Hong Li Federation's Black Mechanism threat estimation, they were considered a "B" grade threat. Yet all ended up dead. The senior members had just visited this place, implying this elite group was extinguished within a significantly brief span of time.
   

        Who were they? How many of them were there? All those details remained unknown...
   

        The death of every dead blood body within the vicinity appeared bizarre. They all resembled sculptures, frozen in a wax state.
   

        They all wore a pallid, lifeless color.
   

        It was uncannily eerie and hair-raising.
   

        The officer promptly reported the entire matter to Deputy Chairman Dino. This was indeed a significant loss.
   

        In the villa, on the third floor, situated at the balcony.
   

        Dino, entirely engulfed by his black cloak, ensued in a pensive silence. Quickly, he realized the complexity behind this matter.
   

        He had been engrossed in negotiating with the organization member, Garoro, and had divided his attention substantially. As the negotiation concluded, he immediately encountered the news of one-third of the Blood Nest forces being assassinated. Dino's face scrunched up in the darkness as he glanced at his subordinates.
   

        "Such a swift and ruthless attack, and not even one managed to escape. The enemy undoubtedly stands at the level of the indestructible and is likely not just one person. You mentioned an incident earlier at the entertainment spot in Green District, an attack on our organization members. Likely, they used it to divert our attention while they ambushed us! It seems these people have been watching us for quite some time…"
   

        Dino swirled his wine glass; the thick red liquid created a low-pitched sound that was more dull compared to that of clear water or alcohol.
   

        "Are there expert warriors aiming at your Blood Spirit Association?" said a silhouette sitting on the sofa in the dark, a husky undertone in his voice.
   

        Half of Garoro's face was bathed in the moonlight, exuding a sense of refinement yet with a touch of vicissitude. His facial features were as cold as a knife, rendering his eyes somber due to his temperament.
   

        "Dino, you should be aware that it's not just the two of us who are aware of the forces at the Gold Antique Exhibition. Maybe some covert entities are coveting as well, making the first move to take the upper hand."
   

        "What do you mean?" Dino slowly turned around.
   

        "Those forces, aware of the inevitable contention with your Blood Spirit Association, decided to strike first and weaken your forces deployed in the vicinity. The Blood Spirit Association's forces in Kula City are too robust, mainly core members, and too conspicuous to strike. Striking would almost mean an outright declaration of war, rather, it's easier to take action here in the East Coast City…"
   

        Garoro did not complete his sentence, Dino picked it up and said, "East Coast City, with the least indestructible senior members left behind, most of them had to Kula City. I, being the only one left here, would make an easy target. By annihilating this sector, when the direct competition begins, the Blood Spirit Association will be left with one less aid to back them up." His tone gradually cooled.
   

        "Impossible that the Blood Spirit Association has spies, so this group of people must have done their intelligence work very well. So much that they even knew that in this temporary Blood Nest in East Coast City, I'm the only indestructible sitting, and as such promptly took action! Taking advantage of our delayed reactions…"
   

        Dino inhaled deeply, his somber expression swiftly morphed into a smile, "They schemed very well, but unfortunately they still missed a piece of information."
   

        He turned his gaze towards Garoro, who was now standing, "Who would know that the core member of the Door Organization, Ghost Knife, would appear in the Blood Nest of the Blood Spirit Association of East Coast City right now?" Dino burst out laughing. To be honest, he was slightly taken aback as well.
   

        Why had Garoro not gone directly to Kula City for business talks with the core members of the Blood Spirit Association, instead of negotiating with the Deputy Chairman holding the fort at the rear in East Coast City? This was slightly unexpected. However, Dino had some inside information. In recent years, the Black Mechanism had been closely monitoring the Door Organization and tracking the movements of its key members.
   

        Perhaps, this was the reason for Garoro's visit here.
   

        But all these were trivial. The essential factor was that the unknown enemy had misjudged the strength of the Blood Nest. Dino knew that Garoro, the expert, was also very powerful among the indestructible.
   

        With them joining hands, the Blood Nest in East Coast City was invincible.
   

        He thought, Garoro, who had just agreed to the collaboration, would not refuse his offer. Dino turned his head to find his gaze met with a pair of eyes akin to sharp knife blades.
   

        "Garoro, there are two expert warriors battling with my Blood Spirit Association in the center of Green District. I plan on taking a trip there, would you be interested in accompanying me?" Dino invited.
   

        "Am I allowed to kill them?"
   

        Garoro, posited as expressionless, rested his hand on one of his blade hilts.
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        "One, only one to be killed. Leave at least one alive for questioning. Of course, if there are other enemies, feel free..."
   

        Dino put down his glass with a beaming smile on his face.
   

        Whoosh! The black cloak on the balcony fluttered like a dark cloud.
   

        The figure disappeared from its original spot in a flash.
   

        Garoro's gaze was as still as a deep pool, standing at the junction of shadow and moonlight, he took a slow step forward.
   

        Pff...
   

        Like a vague cloud of smoke, Garoro suddenly disappeared. Neither the dark shadows nor the soft moonlight showed his silhouette.
   

        ************************
   

        The Green District, a few main roads gathered with entertainment venues.
   

        The crowd screamed and fled, even dignified ladies when faced with danger scrambled like madwomen, dropping high heels on the pavement. Several shop signboards were shattered, with glass scattered and shining around the stairs. Under the neon lights, numerous cars were either overturned, fragmented, collapsed, or broken beyond recognition. Pieces of torn clothes littered the ground.
   

        There seemed to be faint traces of fresh blood.
   

        In the sparse crowd, a middle-aged man with sturdy eyebrows advanced against the flow. He seemed to be very strong, as people who accidentally bumped into him were pushed away as if striking a wall.
   

        Bang.
   

        A stylishly dressed lady bumped into the man and, unsteady on her feet, fell to the ground. 
   

        It appeared that she had sprained her ankle, she frowned with teary eyes and gently touched her ankle with her tender hand.
   

        "Madam, did you hurt your foot?"
   

        A magnetic voice sounded overhead as the middle-aged man slowly extended his hand. The woman looked up and dazedly extended her right hand.
   

        "Thank you..."
   

        Suddenly, she opened her fingers and her pitiful eyes turned harsh and bloodshot. From the laceration in her fair palm, a spear made of concentrated blood emerged and jabbed towards the man's bent over throat.
   

        Ding!
   

        In mid-air, a blood spear suddenly stalled as a faint imprint seemed to peck at its tip, as if from a pair of fingers.
   

        Creak creak creak...
   

        At the tip of the spear, thin black fissures spread towards the woman at a lightning speed, forming a strange spiral.
   

        The woman still maintained her forward thrust, but no matter how hard she tried, she could not stab the blood spear into the man's throat. Starting from her spearhead to her right arm and beyond, her body...
   

        Shattered.
   

        Completely shattered. 
   

        At this moment, the state of her body was like a stone statue that had been fragmented into hundreds of pieces and forcibly glued back together.
   

        The middle-aged man got up, seemingly not surprised at all. The gust of wind caused by his stride broke the frail adhesion of her body. The woman collapsed instantly, becoming a ground full of crushed flesh.
   

        On the other side of the street, Sheng Feinan with his white braids, had his eyes glowing blue. The whip he'd drawn from around his waist transformed into a long sword, slashing head after head with icy ferocity.
   

        At the top of a nearby building hidden in darkness, a shadow was fixated on the back of Sheng Feinan. Seizing the opportune moment, it leaped forward, resembling a fast swaying piece of dark cloth.
   

        Pff!
   

        The soaring shadow stiffened in mid-air as a blue sword light left a three-meter-long afterimage in the air. The shadow, split into two, had its heart severed in half as well.
   

        "Whoosh!" 
   

        More figures in black robes launched out from the nearby buildings like lightning.
   

        Sheng Feinan, sword in hand, was entangled in a fierce battle. A few black-robed individuals coordinated their attacks, holding Sheng Feinan down with their ruthless, albeit injured, tenacity. Interwoven shades of black and blue danced in combat. 
   

        In a brief reprieve from the high-speed battle, Sheng Feinan swiftly seized another opportunity to cut off the arm of a black-figure. 
   

        But the man in black showed no fear. Despite his severed limb, he continued his onslaught using his remaining hand. Sheng Feinan wanted to launch a few more attacks to ensure his opponent's death, but the other black-robed men came at him with a frenzy of attacks.
   

        Sheng Feinan was forced to shift from offense to defense, first blocking the attacks from the others. When he wanted to launch another attack, he realized that the previously severed-armed man had regrown his limb.
   

        This is the unique, constant fighting advantage of Dead Blood.
   

        As long as they are not killed instantly, they have the possibility to rejoin the fight. Despite Sheng Feinan's strength, the situation was only irksome and not perilous. An ordinary member of the Blood Spirit Association could be killed in an instant using speed and strength.
   

        However, these black-robed men were completely upgraded in every aspect of their physical quality, including their self-healing abilities. They couldn't be defeated in a single strike.
   

        In an group battle, they could somehow manage to restrain him for a while.
   

        At this moment, Sheng Feinan envied Feng Liusi and Casio. Their boxing methods were considerably restrictive of the so-called immortality, with unparalleled destructive power against physical bodies.
   

        In terms of efficiency, they were a lot stronger than him.
   

        In fact, the secret martial art practiced by Sheng Feinan could interfere with the immortality of Dead Blood to a certain extent. The frosty cold caused by his attack could slow down the recovery speed of the injured part of Dead Blood. Therefore, the recovery ability of Blood Spirit Association members was weakened when facing Sheng Feinan.
   

        But, the extent of the decrease was evidently not significant.
   

        If the martial artist practicing a secret art had no effect on Dead Blood, the situation would definitely be thorny. Especially for those types leaning towards defense with insufficient power to severely injure Dead Blood, the result would most likely be death due to depletion during siege.
   

        Whoosh!
   

         Three sharp, blue light arcs flashed consecutively through the air.
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        A man in a black robe had half his shoulder slashed off, and another had two large gashes across his chest. Looking at Feng Liusi in the distance, Sheng Feinan shouted: "Help me out if you're not busy..."
   

        Even though he wasn't keen on asking for help, being attached to a bunch of undying irritating creatures was even more uncomfortable, making his skin crawl.
   

        Feng Liusi casually killed two members of the Blood Spirit Association, with a smile, he sauntered over: "Didn't you want to sever ties with me? You were even talking about ending our friendship. You just toy with them slowly, I'll go look for Casio. I wonder where this kid ran off to kill people... "
   

        And after making that remark, he really intended to leave Sheng Feinan behind.
   

        "Hey, wait. After being friends for over a decade, I never knew you were such a petty person!" Sheng Feinan said, while wielding his crystal longsword to repel the robed men.
   

        "Aren't I just helping you workout and regain your youthful vigor? To adapt to a young body, I had to practice with Casio in Death Valley for over two months."
   

        Feng Liusi claimed, but ultimately, he stopped mid-step, with his index finger poised for action.
   

        However, a silhouette quickly emerged from the darkness in the distance.
   

        Just one look at the familiar aura and they knew who it was.
   

        Feng Liusi laughed out loud: "The kid's back..."
   

        He then crushed a piece of the floor under his foot, launching himself like a javelin towards the robed men who were attacking Sheng Feinan.
   

        At the same time, another figure was rolling in like a tank.
   

        Sheng Feinan, under attack, had bright blue eyes, his crystal cross sword shone brightly as he swung it like lightning at the few men around him.
   

        Thud! Ahh! No! Run!
   

        Clearly, this was wishful thinking. Three veteran-level fighters joined forces. How could they give the enemy any chance to escape! In the moment when time seemed to stop, several decapitated heads spurted blood whilst spinning in the air.
   

        The headless bodies lost momentum and fell onto the ground.
   

        For the Incorruptible level Dead Blood, because they were not fully developed, there were two weaknesses - the head and the heart.
   

        The lethal spots of an Immortal level, however, were fully developed and the heart was no longer a weak point. Only the head remained as a fatal flaw.
   

        And for the Indestructible level, there were no physical defects. Even if the head was detached, combat could still continue. Attacks needed to target the actual Dead Blood. However, the Dead Blood could swiftly move around within the body.
   

        The difficulty of killing it increased substantially.
   

        Casio had received information from Cilan. That year, most of the Dead Blood involved in the Sect Destruction War were elites close to the Immortal level. They had used an unknown substance issued by the senior level of Dead Blood before the operation. It allowed them to raise their total strength by a small level. Moreover, it allowed one to enter the second transformation state when fully bursting with power, providing monster-like improvements to physical quality.
   

        However, the Dead Blood senior level did not treat this substance as a common good. It seemed to be quite precious, and was only issued to members before crucial operations to bring out their full potential.
   

        As Casio fought his way there, he did not find any Dead Blood who had used the berserk-inducing substance. Mostly, they seemed to be concentrated in Kula city; this place was ultimately a backup after all.
   

        On the street, Sheng Feinan buckled on his crystal belt once again.
   

        "I don't feel tired at all, my energy is slowly restoring back to its peak condition, the feeling is really more marvelous than I had imagined."
   

        He clenched and released his fists, seemingly experiencing the youthful power flowing through his body. Although he had only become 10 years younger, Sheng Feinan was already very content.
   

        "There's still room for recovery, give me your hand…"
   

        Casio, who had been silently standing by, suddenly spoke.
   

        "Ah? You mean…" Sheng Feinan paused, excitement soon overcoming his shock. Am I, this old man, really going to become a young man again?
   

        "Seventy portions can you handle it?" Casio lightly tapped his chest.
   

        "Of course," Sheng Feinan's smile became even brighter.
   

        However, a swath of knife-light, incredibly bright and beautiful, sliced through and slashed two cars, with no loss of momentum!
   

        In the distance, a silhouette was strolling forward. The surging killing intent was as fiery as a torch burning in the night.
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        He held one decapitation knife in his hand, and there were two more at his waist.
   

        He had one eye, one arm, and a concentrated black airflow enveloped his entire body like a rope, continuously circling his joints.
   

        Feng Liusi recognized the man at a glance: "Ghost Knife!"
   

        His eyes were grave, and in an instant, his hands formed the attack position of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. His ten fingers cut through the air, lurching forward. Brusquely, he hit the side of the knife light continuously.
   

        It emitted a series of clashing metallic sounds.
   

        Ding!
   

        At the touch of the red index finger at the end, the refined knife light that flew over finally collapsed, falling like a shower of stars.
   

        Feng Liusi waved his hands and returned them to his side. Casio and Sheng Feinan immediately realized this was the Ghost Knife, Garoro, Feng Liusi said had defeated him ten years ago.
   

        Ignoring why this man would appear in Donghai City. Casio heard from Feng Liusi that with the state of forty acupuncture points of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, and simultaneously initiating the Final Liberation State, even a full effort could barely make a draw three to seven with the Ghost Knife.
   

        Three for Feng Liusi, seven for the Ghost Knife.
   

        The two clashed in the relics, and Feng Liusi quickly sustained injuries all over his body, narrowly escaping death under the knife. A mysterious old man who suddenly appeared saved his life, and this old man was the only existence above a fighter that Feng Liusi had seen. According to his guess, it was likely the Tyrant Fist or Saint Fist.
   

        Feng Liusi escaped from the Eternal Main Island, and soon there was a terrifying explosion over there, turning the sky red. He initially thought that the Ghost Knife had died there, but later discovered his whereabouts. The Ghost Knife escaped with his life, but lost his left arm.
   

        Limb damage severely impacts strength.
   

        Even if it didn't make him regress, he probably could only tread water.
   

        But Feng Liusi wasn't much better, after a narrow escape from death ten years ago, his injuries took a long time to heal. Five years ago, he deviated, depleting his Qi and blood. Casio now has only pulled him back to his original realm, and Feng Liusi's strength has not fluctuated much.
   

        He only developed one more acupuncture point than before.
   

        Now the win or lose between the two is probably still between three and seven or four and six. However, these are one-on-one situations! There are three people on Feng Liusi's side, Sheng Feinan is a veteran fighter, and Casio also has a strength comparable to that of a veteran fighter.
   

        Three against one, even the Ghost Knife might not be able to withstand!
   

        Such an idea just began to rise in Sheng Feinan's mind.
   

        On the eaves of the building on the left, a man in a black robe stood quietly, not knowing when he had appeared here.
   

        The evening breeze gently brushed, making the hem rustle.
   

        The moonlight illuminated the deep black robe, and the white and black seemed to merge on the surface. Even though his face was hidden, he could still feel the strange and strong aura emanating from his body.
   

        "Two people..." Casio squinted slightly, this familiar outfit, the person was probably a senior-level member from the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        After all, it's a temporary Blood Nest, which is definitely not just non-corrupt and immortal levels, but strong people need to be stationed.
   

        On the sidewalk on the right side of the street, the three people Casio became a vertex. Casio is on the left and Sheng Feinan is on the right. Feng Liusi is in the front, staring at the Ghost Knife intently.
   

        The aura he suppressed in his body boiled like lava in a volcano, carrying a strong, explosive force.
   

        Some uncontainable Qi radiated crazily from his pores, and steam surged from his back and shoulders to the top of his head. It pulled across a series of trails like cloud fluff, seemingly drifting like a cloud.
   

        "Zzz, Zzz..." The sound of the current like sound echoed in the air.
   

        Feng Liusi gently said, "Ghost Knife Garoro, do you still remember that battle in the relics on the Eternal Main Island ten years ago?"
   

        Suddenly, Garoro, who had walked in the middle of the road, stopped and looked at Feng Liusi's aura as if he was recognizing something. For masters in secret martial arts who have reached the level of fighters, the aura of a counterpart is more representative and profound. Just like an ID, the auras of each fighter differ. Even cultivating the same secret martial art will not result in the same outcome eventually.
   

        Feng Liusi had been rejuvenated by over 20 years and had cut off his iconic beard. Ordinary people could hardly recognize him.
   

        Boop!
   

        Around the corner on the right side of the street, a car suddenly turned and broke the solid atmosphere. And because the speed was relatively fast, and the reaction distance was too short, the car hit the Ghost Knife head-on.
   

        Zing!
   

        A crisp sound of vibrating metal echoed in the air.
   

        In the middle of the road, Garoro gently shook off the blood on his knife blade and slowly rested the sharp tip of the knife back on the ground.
   

        On the right, the black car stopped in place. You could clearly see the slightly fearful expression of the man in the driver's seat.
   

        Puff, a line of red blood quickly spread from his forehead down, nose, lips, chin, neck...
   

        Crack, the driver was cut in half. Even the entire car, following the crimson line, was abruptly split in two lengthwise.
   

        However, the two sides are held together, and it maintains a still posture. Somehow, it didn't immediately collapse towards the middle.
   

        About five meters apart, Garoro's eyes, deep as a pond, looked at Feng Liusi, "Oh, I remember. Is it that defeated general who almost died under my three knives? You actually didn't die on Eternal Main Island. Someone saved you before you died, and you could still escape. You're quite lucky." His eyes became melancholy.
   

        It seemed that seeing Feng Liusi unscathed and much younger gave rise to a swelling resentment. He had lost a left hand in that mission, while measurements of time stirred negative emotions from the bottom of his heart.
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        "Fine, since you're still alive by sheer luck, I'll kill you again." As Garoro declared with frosty indifference, he casually rested his half human-length Decapitation Knife on his left shoulder. The sharp blade pointed straight up, flashing a purplish hue under the moonlight.
   

        This knife is named Decapitation. It was crafted by several professional blade masters using a special alloy formula provided by the organization, forged through countless hammerings and trial materials over half a year.
   

        Garoro, also known as Ghost Knife, has two more knives at his waist.
   

        The blue-tinted one is called Stab, and the reddish one is called Shock.
   

        The different knives vary slightly in shape, blade width, and balance point. The alloy formulas they were made with also differ.
   

        They each have different purposes: Decapitation, Stab, Shock.
   

        Wielded by the Blade-master Garoro, the three styles can be maximized to their utmost potency and continually rotated. When both hands are utilized at the peak period, all three knives can be wielded simultaneously, forming the Three Blade Style.
   

        Feng Liusi was gravely injured by the combined burst of these three blades.
   

        It's unclear if Ghost Knife, now with one less arm, can still wield the Three Blade Style. If he could only handle two or one knife, his lethality would definitely not be as terrifying as before.
   

        Across the way, Feng Liusi showed no drastic change in his aura upon hearing Garoro's words: "You've lost an arm and yet you're still so arrogant." He shook his head, "What a pity, if only I had another month or two. The Deathfang Power would've completely entered the Fifth Stage..."
   

        Before he ended his lament, Feng Liusi abruptly said to Casio.
   

        "We fight shoulder to shoulder!"
   

        "Sheng Feinan, you take on the one on the roof!"
   

        "No." Casio looked straight at the roof, shook his head, "I will deal with the one wearing the black robe..."
   

        Feng Liusi followed his gaze. The man on the eave pushed back his hood, revealing a middle-aged face. His skin was a bronze color and he was tall and muscular, with bulging muscles all over his body.
   

        Casio muttered to himself, "Gate Master Belon of the Wind Elephant Gate..."
   

        "Alright. Sheng Feinan and I will handle the others. You deal with the rest." Feng Liusi said immediately. He had already had suspicions about Casio's background. When Casio claimed to be from the Wind Elephant Gate in Death Valley, hadn't taken a master during his Red Vulture Fist cultivation, in addition to what had just happened at the casino. All of these led to his current guess.
   

        Ting! Garoro slowly raised his knife.
   

        Boom! Feng Liusi no longer divided his attention, flexed his fists, and took a step forward. Sheng Feinan followed suit. The two steps echoed on the sidewalk, creating a muffled thunder-like vibration.
   

        Casio stood still in the same place, gazing across a distance of dozens of meters at the man on the eave.
   

        "Wind Elephant Gate's Casio, bowing to the Gate Master."
   

        He clasped his fists, slowly raised his head and gave a chilling smile under the moonlight. His row of stark white teeth sent chills down one's spine.
   

        whoosh! The sound of rubbing clothes was short and brisk.
   

        In an instant, Casio assumed an opening stance of the martial art, his legs spread like that in a horse stance, his waist bent and his body bowed. His hands lifted in right angles, like a boxer with fists in temple position.
   

        This was one of the opening stances of the Wind Elephant Combat.
   

        Pop!
   

        Driving his powerful physique, his foot came down and provided a massive thrust for the transition from stillness to movement. His steps were ferocious, leaving footprints in the cement ground with each stride.
   

        On top of the building, Dino, the vice-chairman of the Blood Spirit Association, looked down coldly. From a distance, he could smell the strong scent of blood that Casio emitted after releasing his aura. That was the killing intention that came from the countless Dead Blood that died in his hands. In this operation against the Blood Nest in East Sea City, clearly, this man in front of him had been the main force of the slaughter.
   

        The Blood Nest had been nearly wiped clean of Dead Blood by him.
   

        Dino almost lost all his forces.
   

        How could he not be angry?
   

        With a move of his toes, a silhouette fell swiftly from the top of the building. His cloak flipped and fluttered during his descent, like a heavy, dark cloud. Within the cloud, a pair of evil, blood-red eyes fixed closely on Casio.
   

        In midair, he swiftly swung his right hand, and his already robust arm instantly swelled to twice its size. His palm transformed into a monstrous claw that was veined with bulging tendons.
   

        With a fierce swing downward, the air seemed to scream as it was torn apart.
   

        Boom!
   

        From left and right, and from above and below, two black shadows collided at the center of the road, exploding into a blast of shock waves.
   

        Like a tangible white halo, it spiraled and expanded.
   

        Hovering in mid-air, Dino was stopped in his tracks. Casio's knees slightly sunk. The ground below where his feet had pressed down cracked like a spider's web, with dense cracks spreading out for several meters.
   

        "Competing in physical prowess?" Casio suddenly raised his head and instantly transformed his fist into a palm, seizing Dino like a tiger pouncing on its prey.
   

        Dino seemed to be just as confident in his own power.
   

        His feet landed on the ground and he instantly engaged in arm wrestling at the center of the cracks. His muscular body was expressionless. His muscles jumped like steel cables under his skin, generating high heat that caused the surrounding air to become somewhat blazing hot.
   

        This powerful body originally belonged to a Secret Martial Artist who had cultivated up to the Fighter Realm. Along with the power amplification of the Dead Blood, the maximize enhancement of his physical bounds, and extremely high recovery that wasn't afraid of the side effects caused by exerting force, the physical power that Dino could wield was far greater than the original limit of this body!
   

        Arm wrestling? In the past decade, he had never lost once!
   

        Boom! Dino suddenly exerted force. His robust arms resembled pile drivers, and the surging power harshly dragged on Casio.
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        If pushed this hard, even an elephant would be torn in half.
   

        On the ground, Dino's feet had sunk deep into it.
   

        Creak, creak, creak...
   

        Directly opposite him, a series of sounds came from the joints of Casio's arms, which were being pulled, sounding like the operation of mechanical gears.
   

        It sounded like the harbinger of a body about to collapse.
   

        But, in the end, no such scenario happened that Dino wanted to see. Casio's seemingly frail body held out, and the terrifying pulling force vanished like a clay ox entering the sea.
   

        It was abruptly absorbed by this body, leaving no trace.
   

        "Why..." Dino's mouth was slightly open, seeing a cold, pale face staring at him from only ten centimeters away.
   

        Casio's eyes were so red that they appeared hot, like two burning sparks. A heavy roar suddenly exploded from the position of his right heart, like the engine of a heavy machine starting. This exotic heart began to beat at an astonishing rate of five hundred times per minute.
   

        His slender figure swelled violently, shattering his clothes into pieces. Vein-covered dark muscles spread like a gasping bull, and the fair hands that were originally arm wrestling with Dino transformed into palms as big as grinding discs. Small black snakes squirmed under the skin, they were bursting blood vessels.
   

        In the form of the demon idol, Casio was two meters tall, his muscles bulged high, each piece as if cast in steel. The heat radiating from the running muscles in an instant enveloped Dino like a scorching magnetic field, and large shadows cast by the moonlight completely covered him.
   

        "Why? Because looking at me, you think I'm skinny? So you assumed you'd have the upper hand in terms of strength? That's because my muscle density is three times that of an average fighter!"
   

        In Dino's instantly horrified gaze.
   

        Casio's abnormal muscular arms fiercely tore in both directions. The force roared at the speed of light along the muscle lines, like a terrifying flood rushing out of a sluice gate.
   

        "Ah! Damn it!"
   

        Dino screamed, his Dead Blood healing ability advanced to the Indestructible level, but he also had a sense of pain.
   

        This is, in fact, a form of evolution.
   

        He now only felt his shoulders trembling, as if two heavy trucks were racing in opposite directions on either side of the road.
   

        About to rip Dino himself into two halves!
   

        Tear!!!
   

        Two bloody arms were torn off, along with a large part of the shoulder. A few blood vessels still stretched like threads from the side of the white skeleton before ruthlessly breaking apart in the next second.
   

        The Iron Fist, condensed with immense force, slammed harshly into Dino's chest.
   

        He was sent flying diagonally like a skateboard sliding haphazardly on water. The cement ground under his back cracked inch by inch.
   

        He plowed a nearly ten-meter-long dent in the ground along the way.
   

        With a sigh...Casio breathed out white air from his mouth and nose, looking at the other side: "This is the consequence of being overconfident and looking down on your opponent…"
   

        Actually, Dino's thinking was not wrong, he had a strong physique and could heal himself even if he made mistakes.
   

        But unfortunately, he encountered Casio. The Secret Martial Art of the demon idol he mimicked was that of a dark creature, a demon idol. It's a terrifying body-oriented single-combat dark creature, unique.
   

        After the body reshaping metamorphosis, Casio's muscle density reached an exaggerated level. Underneath the deceptive appearance was terrifying brute force, plus a full-out burst in the state of the demon idol.
   

        Even the president of the Blood Spirit Association would have a hard time rescuing Dino.
   

        Cough, cough, cough… From the pit, Dino flipped himself up, he had lost both arms, his chest was sunken, exposing white bone stubs.
   

        "Your strength is indeed far beyond my imagination, but..."
   

        Dino sneered, confidence radiated from his eyes. He shrugged his shoulders, spreading a surge of feverish warmth throughout his body.
   

        "Huh?!"
   

        As expected, two new arms did not grow quickly as he imagined. The scene where the bones and muscles condense into new arms did not appear.
   

        The reality was two flesh buds trying to extend outward but were torn apart by an unknown force.
   

        This repeated, making it difficult to produce new arms.
   

        Casio did not merely rip off Dino's hands, he also punched him in the chest. That punch, he injected all the Deathfang power from the eleven acupuncture points in his body.
   

        The cost was that there was no Deathfang power to use for a short time.
   

        The effect was that Dino's self-healing ability was canceled for a short time!
   

        Dense Deathfang power spread all over his body, countering the super speed healing energy emitted by Dead Blood. This was the force that Casio tested could make two hundred Incorruptibles lose their self-healing power. Even if it met an Indestructible, it could hold on for a while.
   

        And during this time when Dino lost both hands and his self-healing ability. Casio would have the absolute initiative.
   

        He would not waste a single second!
   

        Bang, bang, bang!
   

        Casio turned into a shadow and stormed towards Dino. Dino, who lost his arms, had to forcefully use the power of Dead Blood to form half-transparent red arms in place of his limbs.
   

        Compared to the physical body, these blood arms were very fragile.
   

        And Dino's blood even contained tiny amounts of Deathfang power, resulting in them being even more fragile as if they were infested by bugs.
   

        On the ground, the two figures engaged and clashed heavily. The collision of the forces formed clear, violent shock waves, like ripples on a shimmering water surface, as if the air was rippling.
   

        In the air, continuous blocking sounds exploded. Dino's blood-colored arms shattered upon collision, he had to condense them again, consuming a large amount of source energy. Circles of white air waves scattered in the air, mixed with red debris.
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        Translucent, dot by dot, like blossoms of red flowers.
   

        When two monstrous bodies collide, they easily stir up massive waves, accompanied by a howling gale sweeping through the streets.
   

        The accompanying concrete ground seems to be continuously rocking and shaking.
   

        On the blurred shadow's path of progression, any obstacles are effortlessly torn apart. Whether they are streetlights broken into three parts, collapsed enclosure walls, or cars that are blasted away.
   

        The street is like it has been crushed by several heavy tanks, inevitably bearing pits and cracks, presenting a scene full of wreckage.
   

        Bang!
   

        Two intertwined silhouettes harshly knocked a car away, swiftly tumbling amongst scattered metal parts.
   

        They kept colliding and then separating, colliding and then separating.
   

        In the night sky, the cloud-covered moon faintly reveals itself, casting a soft pearl-white glow onto the ground.
   

        In a flash, the intersections of two black afterimages pass by.
   

        The strong physique of the blond silhouette bore clusters of wounds on his chest, blood trickling and dripping down.
   

        The silhouette with black hair stood rigid, its head tilted to the side, its vertebrae surprisingly broken.
   

        Within the shadow, Casio revealed a bloodthirsty smile. He spun around abruptly, his whole body's strength, like a tide, surging towards his fist, slicing through a faint red airflow.
   

        Screech!
   

        As if in response, on Casio's back shrouded in red steam, a vulture chick stretched out its one claw.
   

        The iron claw and the fist overlapped together brightly in an instant.
   

        Then it drove through Dino's chest.
   

        With a thud, the projected arm was like a metal iron rod. It brutally pierced through him, and at Dino's chest, a tuft of blood mist exploded forward like a fountainhead.
   

        In the palm of his hands, a mass of wriggling black and red blood was tightly clutched. The five fingers, like iron pillars, immobilized it, and after the cruel battle, Casio finally prevailed.
   

        Buzz buzz buzz...
   

        The magnetic field of the Demon Idol's life activated instantly, Casio under the state of the Demon Idol doesn't even need to catalyze the magical technique. The vibrations covered the mass of indestructible dead blood, rapidly eroding and obliterating it. He felt that within his palm, a stream of powerful vibrations were constantly being sucked into his body, being stored in his chest and Dantian.
   

        The frequency of the writhing dead blood's movements slowed down, and it also became stiff. The rich black and red color transitioned to a white and gray, finally harshly turning into a color similar to wall-gray, resembling a sculpture.
   

        It became stiff, completely losing the vigorous vitality. 
   

        That palm fiercely tightened, and the dead blood was instantly crushed into dregs. It's like white sand being gently blown away by the wind.
   

        As defeated as ash that can no longer burn.
   

        Casio withdrew his right hand and braced the about to fall body of Gate Master Belon, quickly leaning him against a corner wall.
   

        Faced with a powerful enemy, he could only give it his all. Damaging the Gate Master's corpse was a helpless move. Casio would never make such a fool of himself by breaking his own martial arts out of fear of being threatened.
   

        "Cough cough... the injury isn't serious... I can still fight..."
   

        Blood overflowed from the corner of Casio's mouth, he lifted his head to gaze at the intense battlefield in the distance. In an instant, his body disappeared from where it was.
   

        Observing down from above, a black phantom could be seen rushing. At the same time, a red phantom and a blue phantom, both swiftly rushed towards Garoro.
   

        Boom!
   

        Three silhouettes arrived at the same second and simultaneously made their move.
   

        Garoro's dual blades were fiercely knocked back, landing his footsteps onto the ground, marking two long, black traces.
   

        He abruptly lifted his head, his eyes filled with anger: "You guys!"
   

        He then saw that three silhouettes had formed a triangle around Garoro as the center. Moving footsteps non-stop and revolving around him. They were Feng Liusi, Casio, and Sheng Feinan, three battling experts!
   

        Tonight.
   

        Three veteran fighters, targeting Ghost Knife Garoro!
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        "What a loser, losing so fast…" 
   

        Garoro was feeling a severe headache, his peripheral vision had already caught sight of the situation on the other side of the street. Dino had lost, fallen to this blond youth, resulting in him now being surrounded by three people. 
   

        This was completely different from Garoro's initial expectations. 
   

        He was cooperating with the Blood Spirit Association, naturally aware of how terrible the high-level Dead Blood's self-healing ability was. If they couldn't find the body's weak point, it would almost be as if they were indestructible. 
   

        This characteristic, allowed the Dead Blood to wear down opponents of similar strength. Even if the overall strength of the opponent is much stronger than the Dead Blood, they couldn't kill it. It was like a piece of sticky candy, a veritable shit-stirrer. 
   

        This time, it was even the Vice President of the Blood Spirit Association Dino, a third stage Indestructible who wasn't weak even among those ranked "B" in the capacities of the Black Mechanism, he was in negotiations with Garoro. 
   

        Garoro admitted that if it were him attacking, he would also need to unleash a terrifying decapitating blow with all his strength in order to defeat Dino. Otherwise, if the power wasn't sufficient, Dino could regenerate using his indestructibility. 
   

        Such a powerful, high-speed regenerative ability was defeated by that blond youth in such a short time! This was completely beyond Garoro's expectations. He originally thought he would hold off Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan, and then let Dino defeat his opponent. After which, Dino would come over to help, and together they would suppress and eliminate Feng Liusi. 
   

        At worst, maintain the current situation. Even with him fighting two alone while elsewhere it was one on one, he could completely accept this. But contrary to his expectations, Dino was quickly defeated, causing Garoro to fall into an unpleasant situation. 
   

        This was a joint attack by three veteran fighters, even the Ghost Knife Garoro could face utter ruin if he wasn't careful! 
   

        In his line of sight, three figures were moving at a high speed, leaving a trail of afterimages in the moonlight. They were constantly shifting and changing their movements and footwork, trapping Garoro in the middle. 
   

        Showing a clear intention to completely suppress and kill him. 
   

        Garoro's single eye was constantly scanning the surroundings, his right arm holding the knife was in a defensive posture. The refined black spirit surging from his body clashed with the exotic spirits pushing towards him from three directions. His aura was simultaneously battling multiple auras. 
   

        "Three against one? You don't even have the courage to face me one-on-one?" Garoro stared at Feng Liusi, speaking slowly. 
   

        "Don't try to sow discord with your bullshit words…" 
   

        "I admit, Ghost Knife, you are indeed very strong. Among those fighters I've encountered during my travels, you would be in the top five, maybe even top three. Even with one hand cut off, you are still much better than me. The three of us attacking you at once shows respect and approval for your strength. Also, if you had additional manpower at your disposal, you wouldn't mind being outnumbered, would you? The permanent main island ten years ago, your subordinates were troublesome enough…" 
   

        Feng Liusi's low voice seemed to be everywhere, one moment it appeared at Garoro's left ear, the next moment at his right ear, sometimes in front, sometimes suddenly appearing behind him. 
   

        "Damn, I'd rather not have this kind of respect!" 
   

        Garoro cursed inwardly, but his facial expression remained unchanged, only his eyes became much darker and deeper. 
   

        "I really want to avenge that arrow from back then, just need to wait another month or so, I will find an appropriate time to challenge you. Of course, that's if you can stay alive to get out…" 
   

        All of a sudden, a sharp whistling sound rushed from behind Garoro. It was the eerie whirring sound caused by a fist quickly tearing through the air, like a bird of prey diving. 
   

        Whistle!
   

        "Want to kill me? Even if there are three of you, it won't work!" Garoro swiftly turned and slashed, the pale purple decapitation knife burstingly sliced through the air, hurtling toward his back. 
   

        Clang!
   

        The sharp, crisp sound of iron striking resounded in the air, followed by more echoing. Feng Liusi's punched ripped the silence, and the three of them immediately launched their attacks with ferocity. Either it was a tricky hand knife, a twisted air fingertip shot, or a cold cross crystal sword. Within 360 degrees, every area had a knife shadow and various afterimages colliding. 
   

        Just like a blacksmith, sparks flew across the field. The ringing cries from the trembling collision of blades almost connected into one sound.  
   

        Like the bronze wind chimes hanging from the eaves jingling. 
   

        Cut, stab, shock!
   

        Purple, blue, red. The three curved glows with a metallic sheen unfolded in mid-air, cutting past shadows. Just like a fleeting rainbow, beautiful yet deadly. 
   

        Although Garoro only has one arm, his movements were quick to the extreme. For Feng Liusi's three different angles and different purposes of attacks, he could always counter with the most suitable knife, and the most suitable style of swordsmanship to break down the three's secret martial art technique. 
   

        He is indeed a genuine master of swordsmanship. 
   

        Casio clashed with him multiple times, but failed to score any hits. 
   

        Instead suffered some minor external injuries. 
   

        "Red Mist Finger Gun!" 
   

        In one of the blind spots behind Garoro, Casio, who had rotated to this position, seized the opportunity to make a fierce move. He forcibly swung his right arm, fingers shot out like bullets. The dark red bloody streams twisted around them accelerated in a spiral. 
   

        Ding!
   

        Like his back had grown eyes, Garoro didn't even turn his head, but just backhandedly quickly stabbed the knife through the gap between his arm and armpit. The tip of the knife fiercely collided with Casio's index finger. 
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        The alloy blade bent slightly before quickly retracting.
   

        Casio's finger throbbed with pain as the blade's tip plunged into the knuckle at its end, narrowly missing splitting it in half. His physique, despite being strong, was no match for the hardness of the alloy. As Garoro jabbed backwards and Casio made a strenuous push forward, he was essentially hurting himself.
   

        Of course, this also showcased Garoro's sharp perception of danger and his precise prediction of strength and angle.
   

        "This is cunning..."
   

        Casio's palm trembled slightly. If he hadn't pulled back in time earlier, he would have severed his right hand with his own forward thrust. The feeling of being tricked by his opponent into fighting against the edge of his blade was terrible.
   

        Fortunately, these were small injuries.
   

        One Fist opened and closed repeatedly. The blood hole caused by the poke on his right index finger quickly healed, restoring its original condition in the blink of an eye.
   

        Although Casio's Demon Idol's recovery ability did not match that of Dead Blood, a pure dark creature, it was pretty formidable.
   

        As long as there were no debilitating limb breaks and only minor wounds, he could swiftly heal during the fight.
   

        In a few breaths' times, Casio, now wielding his techniques with both hands, worked with Feng Liusi and the other two to suppress Garoro.
   

        The clouds swayed in the wind, casting ghastly moonlight over the entire street. The four figures were like a source of chaos, causing destruction wherever they moved.
   

        Concrete was cracked, trees toppled, cars took to the skies, and walls collapsed. It resembled a dystopian scene straight out of an apocalyptic spectacle.
   

        "Tremor!"
   

        Within the encirclement, Garoro abruptly pulled out a pale red long sword. His right arm swung like a pendulum, slicing through the air to strike at Sheng Feinan's lashing whip.
   

        For this attack, he suddenly employed a particular exerting effort technique that he had been concealing from the start. The vibrational frequency of this attack far exceeded the ordinary - once Exerted, it was at least three times more impactful.
   

        The resulting force from the clash between the sword and the whip retaliated against Sheng Feinan's palm through his weapon, reaching his forearm and causing a slight delay in his movement.
   

        "Such a great opportunty!!!"
   

        A gleam flashed in Garoro's single eye as he took a swift step forward, drawing two swords from his waist in the process.
   

        Interestingly, he managed to hold two long swords in one hand. In an instant!
   

        Scintillating light exploded out of the surrounding darkness, one purple, one blue, entwining in a beautiful display of radiance. The swords left luminescent traces in the air like fleeting light, a result of the sharp blade aura.
   

        "Two Sword Style! Scale Flame!"
   

        Garoro's technique exploded into an extremely sharp aura. The scattered pieces of blade aura around him were like a swarm of piranhas, yet also, floating fireballs. Anyone attempting to approach would be shredded by the blade aura.
   

        This was an offensive move, but also a defensive one.
   

        The best defense is a good offense.
   

        In the moment the blade's aura exploded, Garoro took advantage of the gap when Sheng Feinan's limbs froze. His feet shattered the ground, and the reactionary force pushed him out of the encirclement.
   

        His speed was incredible, and Feng Liusi was the first to react.
   

        He took a daring step forward, intending to block Garoro's path. But he was forced to retreat by the dazzling blade light, and the passing blade light scratched the ground, leaving a crack nearly ten meters long.
   

        "You want to trap me? You're still not quite good enough."
   

        The voice was fleeting, and Garoro appeared on the edge of the wall in a second, leaping in his escape. "I swear I will take my revenge for today..."
   

        Crack.
   

        A blood-soaked large hand abruptly grabbed his ankles, and then he was brutally pulled down by a tremendous force.
   

        Garoro turned his head and found, to his astonishment, that it was Casio! He had forced himself through the blade's aura at the cost of his body and his hand was torn to pieces, with at least eight or nine cuts revealing the white bone beneath.
   

        If not for his robust physique and impressive muscle epidermal defense, Casio's entire arm would have been destroyed.
   

        "He's not afraid of being crippled?!"
   

        Just as this thought came to Garoro's mind, he was suddenly lifted like a sandbag by Casio, then brutally smashed onto the solid ground below.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        Moans were echoing from the concrete floor, inevitably cracking under the impact of the terrifying forces, leaving behind human-sized pits. Near these pits were traces cut out by the fine blade light, as if they had been carved by a sawtooth.
   

        The upper body of Garoro seemed ready to fall apart, he could hear his entire skeletal system grieving in pain. A dull ache throbbed in his chest, and a warmth rushed up, causing Garoro to cough up a mouthful of blood.
   

        "Has this man gone mad? Using such a move that harms the enemy as much as himself!" His body was covered by the blade light of the Two Sword Style, and Casio was so close that his flesh and blood were likely to be scraped off!
   

        Even if the overall condition doesn't worsen, he would at least be left with a skeletal hand.
   

        "He's using me as a sandbag, goddamn!"
   

        Garoro slashed a blade fiercely, targeting Casio's head. Finally compelled to action, he was catapulted backwards through the air.
   

        He did a 360-degree turn in midair before landing on the ground.
   

        Just as he regained his footing, Garoro found himself surrounded by three shadows again, re-entering a triangular encirclement.
   

        "Goddamn it!"
   

        Even Garoro, who was usually cold and aloof, couldn't help but burst out a curse. Why did these three prove so hard to deal with? He was almost able to escape but was forcefully attached again. Didn't the blond one fear that his limbs would be damaged, permanently severing his path to the higher realms of Secret Martial Arts?
   

        He turned his head to look at Casio sharply and indeed saw a miserable sight of torn clothes and bloody wounds. What was once a handsome and delicate face was destroyed by scars, looking like an evil spirit under the moonlight. His robust physique also had profound blade wounds, especially his hands where the white bones were exposed.
   

        He could see the fine shreds of meat dripping blood.
   

        Ruthless!
   

        Blood seeped from the corners of Garoro's mouth, it seemed his internal organs were greatly affected. His breath became heavy as he looked at Casio with a mix of anger and a hint of admiration. However, the admiration quickly turned into rage. Garoro's sharp eyes had seen something.
   

        The rapidly healing crimson muscles at Casio's wounds.
   

        So that's why he dared to exchange injuries with me! He was relying on this! His healing speed is too fast!
   

        You're a creature of darkness!" Garoro blurted out.
   

        Unexpectedly, Casio shook his head and earnestly said, "This is a Secret Martial Art..."
   

        Secret Martial Art my ass, I don't believe you! Garoro hadn't seen Casio making any movements to execute Secret Martial Art techniques, this was obviously an autonomous bodily reaction. His self-healing abilities were almost on par with Dead Blood!
   

        Against Garoro's disbelieving expression, Casio responded with a sharp look that said, 'I can't help it if you don't believe me'.
   

        Even though it was an imitation of the Demon Idol, a Dark creature, even though it was a technique he himself did not know how it was formed, it was a Secret Martial Art.
   

        It was just a little bit more peculiar than a traditional Secret Martial Art.
   

        Garoro stared at Casio: "Secret Martial Art then, your healing ability is indeed strong. But if I were to use my Three..."
   

        "Casio, stop wasting words with him, let's face him together!"
   

        Feng Liusi suddenly interrupted from the side, rushing forward at the same time.
   

        Sheng Feinan also attacked at the same time.
   

        With a shrug of his shoulders and a stomp of his feet, Casio plunged forward boldly.
   

        "They saw through me! Won't they even give me a little breathing space?" Garoro felt increasingly pressured. He was finding it hard to breathe under the coordinated attack of the three men. Mainly because he had lost an arm ten years ago, in a normal state he could only employ the Two Sword Style, his most powerful stance the Three Blade Style also required a price.
   

        Even though he had trained harder in these ten years and accumulated experience.
   

        You can't beat the effectiveness of wielding two hands in combat with just a single hand.
   

        On the street, three silhouettes dashed towards the man in the center. The furious momentum lifted the surrounding airflow and swept up the dust and pebbles on the ground like a raging wind.
   

        The wind swirled, the earth rumbled, rising and twisting dust could be seen everywhere.
   

        Garoro closed his eyes slowly as if he had accepted his fate, seemingly making a decision in a fraction of a second. Until Feng Liusi and the others were extremely close, he suddenly opened his eye. Shing!
   

        The three long knives on his waist were drawn at the same time: the Decapitation, Stabbing, and Earth-shaker Knives.
   

        "The Three Blade Style, Prism World!"
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        Hummmmmmm!!
   

        Three alloy long knives resonated at the same time, the sound was like a hive in chaos. Almost in an instant, the air around Garoro twisted rapidly. Purple, blue, and red glows burst forth, like fragments of rainbows. Within a ten-meter radius, a world of bright knife-light was formed.
   

        It looked brilliantly colorful, like dazzling butterflies.
   

        However, each of the brightly colored butterflies was made up of dense, swirling Qi of the blade. Cutting, piercing, trembling...
   

        Combined with different manifestations of power, it formed a complex and dangerous realm of terror. This is the Prism World!
   

        It was the culmination of Garoro's swordsmanship over the past fifty years.
   

        Ten years ago, it was still in its embryonic stage, but now it was nearly perfected. Unfortunately, he lost an arm unexpectedly during a task, he would probably never see the real Prism World in his lifetime.
   

        Even so,
   

        The power of the Three Blade Style's Prism World is beyond terrifying, possessing the same force as ground-wiping hot weapon shells!
   

        In an instant, Garoro swung the three long knives in his hand. The splendidly refined knife light illuminated most of the street.
   

        With his hair flying, he launched this terrifying technique full force at Casio and the other two. The sharp fragments of the blade's aura plowed across the ground on their way.
   

        "Kill!" Feng Liusi, who took the lead, roared loudly, he could feel the terrifying power facing him. The slash that Garoro had severely wounded him with on the Eternal Main Island was about to be used again.
   

        At this moment, Feng Liusi was as energetic as in his youth, atop of that, he had the assistance of Casio and Sheng Feinan. His desire for battle reached its peak, a shriek of a bird of prey echoed through the sky, and forty-one acupuncture points all around Feng Liusi's body lit up at the same time. 
   

        The red light was magnificent, piercing through his clothing. A series of light sparkles coursing over his body like lightning, accompanied by crackling sounds. That's the Deathfang Power madly piercing the air.
   

        Feng Liusi put his hands together, and when he opened his eyes, they were bloodshot red.
   

        "Liberation."
   

        The ultimate state of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, brings out the full power of his techniques, even the Deathfang Power can be deployed freely and without restrictions. It fully lifts the limitations of the physical body.
   

        An extinct aura, unlike any human, crazily dispersed from his pores, it was an absolute indifference towards all forms of life.
   

        Crack!
   

        Feng Liusi lifted both arms, forming a weird pose similar to a Unicorn Fairy. Bunches of bloody mist erupted from all over his body, obscuring his silhouette. A pair of large, ferocious wings formed above his head, that was the bird of prey as depicted in his boxing method. The bird's beak overlapped with Feng Liusi's arms.
   

        On the left, Sheng Feinan's pupils turned blue. His hands clasped in front of his chest holding a Cold Cross Sword with the gloss of a crystal. His white hair danced wildly, with shards of blue light at the ends.
   

        On the right, Casio entered the state of Breathless Continuous Strikes, resembling a small Demon Idol with his height of over two meters, his robust hands unfolded. Due to his terrifying speed, it seemed as if he had eight arms growing out of his rib cage.
   

        Thud... Thud... Thud... Thud...
   

        Three silhouettes rushed out furiously; the Qi emitted from their pores was left hanging in the air and formed a tail flame that resembled fog.
   

        Each bursting out their greatest power, they charged towards the danger-filled, dazzling Prism World moving at high speed.
   

        Boom...
   

        Giant sounds rumbled one after another, their shock waves rippled through the air like they were going to reach the sky. Citizens who had not gone to sleep outside the Green District were drawn by the sound and quickly opened their windows to look into the streets. A middle-aged man who was writing a letter at his desk also looked up at the street, seeing nothing, he tilted his head up.
   

        He froze on the spot, with his mouth slightly open.
   

        He saw a sky towards the Green District that looked much like the aurora. The colors of blood, violet, and blue were mixed as though they were paints on an art student's palette, piled up haphazardly.
   

        Upon closer inspection, one could see that the shock waves visible to the naked eye exploded one after another, causing the air to layer.
   

        One hand resting on the window frame, the other resting on the wall, the man murmured, "Did some chemical factory explode?"
   

        According to the power level division of the Black Mechanism, a "B" level power is comparable to rocket grenades, the destructive power sweeping across a large area.
   

        At the worst, it could demolish a building, at its highest, it could heavily damage an entire city block.
   

        Four veteran fighters or those above that level were demonstrating their most powerful moves simultaneously, overlapping, resonating, and colliding. It was like rocket grenades bombing each other, causing thunderous noises.
   

        The main road in the central area of the Green District was completely destroyed. The ornamental trees planted in the middle of the road were all shattered by the aftermath of the four's battle, woodchips, and leaves flying around.
   

        The whole cement ground looked as if it had been run over by a group of tanks.
   

        Crevices and gaps covered the surfaces of the buildings on both sides. They looked as miserable as if they had been bombarded by airplanes.
   

        And all of this came from those terrifying fighters standing in the middle of the street, their bodies entwined with an intimidating aura. Boom! Another clash.
   

        The invisible air was compressed into real substance, radiating from the center of the battlefield, forming visible ripples in the air. It was as if the wave was simultaneously pushing dust and impurities.
   

        If an ordinary human were to pass by now, they would probably feel like they were being hit by an eight-level Gale and stumble to the ground.
   

        Of course, the greater probability is that they would just step onto this dilapidated street. Cast out by the four, resonating and unrestrained their terrifying life auras would instantly knock them out.
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        At the center of the battlefield.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        An alloy dagger pierced through the air, only to be clamped by a pair of hands as large as grinding stones. The two clashed mid-air, emitting a low, ear-piercing friction sound. The edge of the palm seemed to generate golden sparks.
   

        Zing! Zing!
   

        A purple and a red streak of light flashed across the retinas of Casio and others as the ghostly silhouette of Garoro forcefully broke through the encirclement.
   

        Having been hit in the back by Feng Liusi's palm, he stumbled and escaped, leaving behind a trail of blood, alarmingly red.
   

        "I'm going after him!!! Casio, you take care of Sheng Feinan!"
   

        With eyes filled with bloodshot veins, Feng Liusi abruptly turned his head and then leaped forward with both hands spread out, like a predator soaring in the high sky.
   

        "Cough Cough!"
   

        Casio coughed a couple of times, blood spilling from the corner of his mouth. His body was covered with dense, bone-deep knife wounds. It was more exaggerated than the wounds from forcibly breaking through Garoro's two-sword style earlier. A glance would reveal no flesh that was intact, some were even teetering to fall off. Relative to him, Sheng Feinan was in even bad shape.
   

        A large knife scar had appeared on his chest, almost cleaving him into two. His internal organs were visibly squirming, almost dropping out. If it weren't for a fighter's physique being so robust, such a wound would normally guarantee death.
   

        The Ghost Knife is strong, and is even stronger when he bursts out ignoring the cost!
   

        Casio didn't know if the seven-to-three open fight between Feng Liusi and Garoro ten years ago was true, but what he did know was that the three of them had underestimated Garoro. They originally thought that Garoro had lost an arm, while Feng Liusi had returned to his peak. Together, they should've been between seventy-thirty and sixty-forty. But after reevaluating their full burst, Casio felt they should be more in the range of twenty-eighty to thirty-seventy. Otherwise, Feng Liusi, along with veteran fighters like Casio and Sheng Feinan, should not have let Garoro escape.
   

        Considering the current power of Ghost Knife Garoro, even if Feng Liusi reaches the fifth stage of Deathfang Power, refining the fourth move of his Southern Dipper Boxing Method, he would still likely fall short.
   

        "The Organization... What kind of existence is it..."
   

        Casio's thoughts wandered a bit far because Ghost Knife Garoro is one of the core members of the Organization. Someone possessing such formidable strength represents the existence of similar powerhouses within the Organization.
   

        As expected from an extraordinary organization that the Black Mechanism defines as the only "S" grade threat. It made him wonder about the existence of this organization's leader. Could they also be a Secret Martial Artist?
   

        He slightly calmed his mind, loosened the purple long knife tightly held in his hand. The blade of this dagger was full of fresh blood, some from before, and some from the wounds inflicted on Casio's palm while gripping the knife. 
   

        The steel knife clinked and clattered as it fell to the ground.
   

        Turning his head to look at the pale-faced Sheng Feinan next to him, Casio walked over and slowly helped him to half-lean against the broken wall.
   

        "Heh heh heh... That knife was really powerful." Sheng Feinan's temples gushed with sweat, and he forced a smile.
   

        "Indeed powerful, it got me itching all over." Casio ran his right hand over his chest, which was full of dense pits and knife wounds. There was a tingly and itching sensation at the wound.
   

        His injuries were quite serious, but he seemed unperturbed, and his face remained calm and composed. Sheng Feinan looked at Casio's demeanor and seemed to understand something, so he forced another smile and said: "Casio, you go first, and when you're done, heal me too..."
   

        "Heh heh" Sheng Feinan laughed awkwardly, then burst out swearing angrily: "Shit, my guts are fucking coming out! Casio, help me get them back in."
   

        It's not a good experience to watch your guts slip away right before your eyes. Covered in sweat, Sheng Feinan was gravely injured. A normal recovery would inevitably affect future strength. The scar on the abdomen would definitely be weaker than a healthy fighter's.
   

        Fortunately, Casio, the interim healer was present.
   

        A mass of vitality vibration energy had accumulated and was capable of generating an exaggerated healing effect. Coincidentally, he still had seventy units of Incorruptible Level vitality vibration energy left, so it was not a problem. Casio immediately put one hand on Sheng Feinan's shoulder and began to transmit the energy.
   

        A stream of seventy units of vibration was constantly transmitted.
   

        At the same time, he began to digest the Indestructible Level life shock energy from the deputy chairman of the Blood Spirit Association, Dino. The Cultivation Stat Bar in the upper right corner naturally appeared in his line of sight.
   

        「Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 26.2% (Third Layer)」
   

        His vision flashed, and the numbers at the end changed slightly.
   

        「Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 26.7% (Third Layer)」
   

        It increased by a direct 0.5%, which indicated that this vitality vibration energy was remarkably abundant and of high quality. Casio continued to absorb it with expectation, feeling the tingling sensation of the vibration spreading all over his body. It was as if a vitality was wriggling deep inside his physical body.
   

        +0.5%, +0.5%, +0.5%, +0.5%...
   

        After such change ten times it finally stopped. The absorption of the life shock energy from the deputy chairman of the Blood Spirit Association directly increased the Qi Chapter Cultivation Progress by 5%! This was more than the sum of the six units of Immortal Level life shock energy, along with the fact that the higher the level, the more difficult it is to promote. A unit of Indestructible Level life shock energy seems to be equivalent to ten units from the Immortal Level.
   

        Of course, this scenario happens only on the first use. The more similar type consumed, the faster the effect will decrease.
   

        So, the status of the Magic Core Seed's Cultivation Stat Bar is as follows:
   

        「Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 31.7% (Third Layer)」
   

        Approaching 32%. According to the classification of the Black Mechanism, Casio's level of Qi could reach, Qi: B (32) or so.
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    Chapter 461: 259 Magic Core Seed (4300)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        He's only three points short of the average Qi level of a veteran fighter: B(35). He can already sense the burgeoning boxing method consciousness from between his brows, perhaps reaching level "B" 35, the boxing method consciousness will truly morph into its full form.
   

        Then, his boxing method will become one with his body, existing as an instinct. Like muscle memory, instantaneously activated in various situations. And with every move, every style, he can carry a strong boxing method consciousness, eroding the enemy's desire to fight. He will have true control, acting as he pleases.
   

        He is not far from that realm now.
   

        Casio, feeling somewhat heated all over, opened his eyes. The first sight he saw was the relaxed expression on Sheng Feinan's face, the enormous cut on his chest was quickly healing. Now it only seemed like a thin black line, probably it would disappear after a bit more time.
   

        "Hmm?"
   

        Casio suddenly noticed again, a streak of dark energy flashed through his palm. Unexpectedly, it automatically infused into Sheng Feinan's body along with life vibration energy, silent as a shadow.
   

        His eyes narrowed, his expression turned serious. Having discovered this dark energy three times in a row, Casio could no longer consider it a coincidence. He closed his eyes to feel Sheng Feinan's body through the vibration.
   

        Soon, Casio discovered. This dark energy, entering with the life vibration, began to gather in the abdominal Dantian area incessantly. More and more, gradually forming a tiny shape like a plant seed.
   

        Just about half the size of a pinky nail.
   

        Half a minute later, the black seed fully formed, and a familiar biotic life field spread out, albeit weakly.
   

        Yet, as Casio barely came into contact, he realized.
   

        This life field was remarkably a miniature demon idol life field! Then what was this black energy? He observed and examined it again.
   

        Finally confirmed.
   

        Qi, this dark energy is Qi!
   

        Not the Qi of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, but the Qi of the demon idol secret martial art! The Qi produced by this robust body...
   

        Its effect is to create a magic core seed through Qi, which can be infused into others' bodies. The demon idol life field affects the person it has been injected into, causing them to develop feelings of dependency, intimacy, and loyalty towards Casio.
   

        In the long run, it may even cause the physical body to secretly develop a second persona, turning into a subordinate who is absolutely loyal to Casio.
   

        This discovery left him somewhat startled, so he called for Sheng Feinan, who had already reacted, to cooperate and observe its effect.
   

        One minute later, the magic core seed dissipated.
   

        Casio drew some conclusions.
   

        ① He cannot control the Qi of the demon idol secret martial art because the disparity between his physical level and the Qi realm is too large. If Casio can reach the level of a veteran fighter and officially form his boxing method consciousness, he could possibly manipulate the Qi of the demon idol secret martial art manifested by this body.
   

        ② The magic core seed formed by Qi can be discovered and destroyed by a fighter, as fighters also possess Qi.
   

        In fact, as Sheng Feinan's injuries slightly healed, he noticed something different about his body. He quickly discovered the magic core seed in his abdomen.
   

        ③ It seems the magic core seed also has some effect on the recipient, it's like a miniature demon idol secret martial art. Possible benefits may include: lengthening lifespan, strengthening the body, improving strength...
   

        But Casio isn't too sure about the specifics, because Sheng Feinan is a veteran fighter and also a friend. Many functions can't be tested, and effects can't be shown. He might pick a time to find a few people to study it more thoroughly.
   

        With a long sigh, Casio couldn't help but wonder: what other fascinating aspects are still hidden in this mysterious demon idol secret martial art?
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        Thanks to the magical effects of life vibration energy, the injuries of Sheng Feinan and Casio had been fully healed. In fact, judging from their auras, both of them had grown stronger, especially Sheng Feinan.
   

        Indeed, just as he imagined, he had become a handsome young man.
   

        All fifty shares of life vibration energy had been driven by Casio into the body of Sheng Feinan. Even though the frequent absorption had led to a decrease in its effects, it had still produced significant beneficial impact.
   

        This life vibration energy functions directly on the origin of an organism's life field, aimed at the root cause. It doesn't seem so much to make a person younger but to extend a person's lifespan.
   

        For example, if originally Sheng Feinan was to live for 100 years, then at 50 he would already be an old man. But after the effect of life vibration energy, his lifespan increased to 150 years. So, at the age of 50, he would be equivalent to 30-year-olds in the human race, still in the peak period of such biological species.
   

        Now, Sheng Feinan, nourished by life vibration energy, was like an old tree blooming in spring. Like being soaked in hot spring water, he was rejuvenating. Not only his physical injuries, but also the old wounds and hidden illnesses accumulated over 60 years, all were swept away. He was as fresh and clean as a newborn baby, which was an indescribable feeling of clarity.
   

        He, Sheng Feinan, had turned younger by ten years.
   

        The age of his body now was about forty at most.
   

        The originally stiffer joints had regained their vitality, and the old and decaying mind also became clear. The most noticeable was his appearance.
   

        Sheng Feinan's long white hair had turned into soft black hair, smooth and shiny. Rough and old-looking skin returned to a youthful and elastic state, with fine lines around his eyes disappeared. His light blue eyes were bright and lively, like sapphire. His appearance became more handsome and younger, and with his long black ponytail, exuded an artistic elegance.
   

        This state would continue for a while until his body completely adapted to the recovery. During this process, the life field would irradiate the whole body, undergoing more delicate and slow changes bit by bit.
   

        "Ah~"
   

        Sheng Feinan couldn't help sighing, an excited look on his face. The old air that used to be on him had disappeared too, which was a dual rejuvenation in appearance and essence.
   

        Indeed, it was promising to follow Casio. This guy was righteous and generous. Sheng Feinan didn't misjudge him before.
   

        This decision of his to come from the North to the South was undoubtedly extremely correct. He had become 20 years younger in less than a month.
   

        Where could you find such a great deal?
   

        Under the extreme satisfaction, Sheng Feinan looked at Casio and somehow impulsively said, "Casio, do you want to learn my Ice Sage Profound Art? This secret martial technique is top-notch among the second-rate ones and could reach first-rate level under certain special conditions. Especially in the winter in the North, not even Feng Liusi dares to claim a definite victory over me…"
   

        The Ice Sage Profound Art has clear characteristics. Both its cultivation effects and combat power are related to the environment. In the Ice & Snow places or seasons, it is definitely comparable to first-rate secret martial arts.
   

        Indeed, it's a pretty good secret martial art. According to Sheng Feinan's current status, it seems to have the effect of rejuvenating the face.
   

        However, its pros are also its cons. It's quite strong in winter, and in the Ice & Snow realms. What about summer? What about the scorching desert?
   

        Obviously, the Ice Sage Profound Art is not universally applicable. The fluctuation in its strength is significant, sometimes it may be strong and sometimes it may be weakened.
   

        Casio didn't really like this kind of secret martial art that had limiting factors. On the contrary, the purely martial arts of the Southern Dipper were the most effective. He stated after a little thought.
   

        "There's no need for that. I have the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist to practice, and I don't have the time to practice other secret martial arts. If you're just out of gratitude, why don't we three join forces sincerely and take the antiques in the relic, explore the relic, and get other Southern Dipper secrets. That would be the biggest help for me..."
   

        Sheng Feinan smiled and didn't bring it up again. He had blurted it out impulsively and it was also good that Casio had refused. As for what Casio said, actually it was as if he didn't say anything. He had come from the North to the South to help Feng Liusi and Casio, hadn't he?
   

        The moonlight was hazy and the night was confused. The cold evening breeze kept blowing over the sands on the broken streets, causing small stones to roll on the ground.
   

        Casio started to handle the corpse of Cherno, the Vice President of the Blood Spirit Association, also known as Belon, the master of the Wind Elephant Gate. His severed hand, pierced chest, and twisted neck looked quite miserable. He tried pessimistically to repair the broken life field of this body, and surprisingly it worked. It seems that a fighter's physique indeed possesses a stronger life field, which still existed despite having been delayed.
   

        He repaired it bit by bit, but sadly, there was nothing he could do with the severed hand. All he could do was to bring back the corpse of Gate Master Belon along with his two hands.
   

        In the meantime, Casio was also chatting with Sheng Feinan, mainly about the fighter's Qi aspect. As an old predecessor in the Secret Martial Arts World, Sheng Feinan certainly knew more information and common sense than him.
   

        Casio understood the information he needed from the conversation.
   

        Theoretically speaking, a fighter could have more than one kind of Qi, but generally, they only cultivate one. This is a matter of specialization and conflict.
   

        It's a long journey if you specialize in one thing.
   

        Different types of Qi could cause conflicts and frictions. It's not only very hard to handle more than one at the same time, but they actually hinder each other.
   

        If it's light, there'll be difficulty progressing, if it's heavy, there could be a risk of deviation.
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        In serious cases, life is in danger due to self-contradictions.
   

        It's like cultivating multiple secret martial art techniques at the same time, with completely different directions of physical cultivation. One requires lightness, the other strength and defense. So, how should the muscles develop?
   

        Such a practice will only result in a sickly and distorted creation.
   

        That's why, Sheng Feinan rarely hears of fighters possessing multiple qi at the same time. As for what he just said to Casio about cultivating the Holy Water Absolute Art, it was a momentary slip of the tongue due to exhilaration.
   

        The gradually completed theoretical information, coupled with Casio's own speculation, he gradually realized the peculiarity of the Southern Dipper's secret transmission, a pure ancient boxing method, and the Demon Idol's secret martial art of pure physical training. If a normal secret martial art is the product of multiple aspects of martial arts combined, then the Demon Idol's secret martial art and the Southern Dipper's secret transmission have each picked one direction and taken it to the extreme.
   

        They are drilling into one direction like pushing the bull's horn, parallel to each other, never overlapping. Theoretically, it is difficult to create conflicts or intersections.
   

        The probability of contradictions occurring between different Southern Dipper boxing methods is even greater than the probability of contradictions occurring between Southern Dipper boxing methods and Demon Idol's secret martial art.
   

        Casio was unsure whether this was a good or a bad thing, after all, no one had walked this path before, he could be considered a pioneer.
   

        But since he has reached the level of a fighter, it's difficult for Casio to turn back. He can only stubbornly follow this path to the end.
   

        Of course, at the current stage, it seems to be beneficial.
   

        The two kinds of qi in his body do not conflict.
   

        Qi is a product cultivated from essence, qi, and spirit. The dark energy of the Demon Idol's secret martial art leans towards essence, and the red energy of the Red Vulture Fist of the Southern Dipper leans towards qi.
   

        In this respect, Casio is cultivating both essence and qi.
   

        Next, he cleaned up the battlefield, and harvested 20 portions of incorruptible-level life vibration energy, and 3 portions of immortal-level life vibration energy. Since the incorruptible level was already useless for him, Casio only used the 3 immortal-level portions and increased his progress bar by 0.7%.
   

        The effect has indeed weakened considerably.
   

        Top right corner, secret martial art progress bar display.
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 32.4% (Third Layer)"
   

        He was still 2.6% short, but he moved one step closer to the formation of the boxing intention and the completion of the Qi chapter. Casio could feel that his qi had increased slightly, probably by about 2% out of a hundred.
   

        Bit by bit, he will eventually accumulate enough to cause a qualitative change.
   

        Sheng Feinan waited on the street for a while. Feng Liusi hurried back with several bloody scars on his body.
   

        He said regretfully: "He still managed to run. However, Garoro had suffered greatly and had just been hit by my two punches. In the short term, the organization may lose this top fighter…"
   

        "At least we have one less powerful competitor at the antique exhibition, I hope that the organization won't bring out another core member..." Feng Liusi's body exuded a smell of blood, drifting with the wind.
   

        As the main force of the battle just now, it was natural for him to be injured. But his injuries were hidden beneath his clothes and Casio could see the deep cuts, but they were temporarily closed appearance with his secret method.
   

        So, he looks a lot better than Casio.
   

        But in reality, Feng Liusi might also be seriously injured.
   

        Casio immediately offered the remaining life vibration energy he had, about 40 portions. Feng Liusi could inject it at any time he wanted. However, he politely refused and the three decided to leave first.
   

        The fight just now made too much noise, even in the middle of the night, various forces might have noticed and were coming over.
   

        Soon, three figures left Green District. Casio also took the bodies of Belon, the Gate Master, and his third senior brother Lanxi.
   

        Some time later.
   

        The alarm rang loudly in Green District, police outbreaks in the middle of the night and cordoned off the area, encircled by the yellow caution tape.
   

        At intersections all along the street, police in blue uniforms equipped with firearms were everywhere.
   

        This scene lasted until the next morning.
   

        During this time, silhouettes appeared and disappeared atop skyscrapers and in the shadows, as if some mysterious forces were watching.
   

        In the early morning, on the balcony of a building within the cordoned-off area, a woman in a red dress appeared out of nowhere.
   

        She was stunningly beautiful and alluring, her black belt emphasizing the curves of her body and a rose-like aura radiating off her. She held a floral parasol in her left hand, resting her right hand on the railing. 
   

        Even though patrol officers were visible in the walkway below, they seemed not to notice her presence, as though she were invisible.
   

        In the early morning, occasional white mist filled the alleyways, with the white daylight from the cloud gaps faintly falling and a scent of earth carried in the fresh breeze.
   

        The woman slightly raised the edge of her parasol to look down the entire street on her left. Suddenly, she saw the full view she wanted to see. 
   

        Corpses, corpses, and more corpses.
   

        Ruins, ruins, and more ruins.
   

        The woman's pupils contracted sharply, her breath hitched. The noise last night had been like an explosion, and now it seemed indeed correct, this block had been bombarded!
   

        Most of the nearly hundred meters wall had collapsed, with only a few doors standing tremulous as if they would topple with a gentle breeze. Trees in the walkway, trash cans, street lights, black benches, cars, all had been destroyed by certain explosive force.
   

        A twisted chaos in ruins were laid bare.
   

        The ground was as if it had been plowed, uneven everywhere, with massive pits as wide as four or five meters in diameter. The buildings on both sides were no different, with the sharp edges worn smooth, and the protruding signboards smashed. Some were less fortunate, with massive chunks missing as if they had been bitten off by a monstrous beast.
   

        The buildings' structure had lost a third of its volume and seemed poised to collapse at any moment.
   

        "This... Is this really possible for humans to have caused?!"
   

        The elegant woman gaped in an inelegant manner at the distant structure, at the center of which was a hollow that nearly scraped the insides making it appear like an arch. The hollow's inner arc was extremely smooth, as if it had been trawled and polished by metal. This was the outcome of the impact the Prism World had caused last night.
   

        "Ridiculous, East City truly deserves to be the most prosperous city on the East Coast. There are too many monsters. One look today is enough to know that I had been ignorant previously." The woman took a deep breath and quickly left the Green District with a sense of fear and awe.
   

        Several hundred meters away, on the other side of the block, inside a building on the edge.
   

        An old man and a young boy were also looking at the entire street.
   

        "Steward, weren't we about to get stuck last night if we were any slower..." asked the black-haired boy, delicate as a china doll.
   

        The steward remained silent for quite a while, then finally nodded.
   

        "Young master, given the intensity of the battle, we would likely be killed by the mere shockwave from tens of meters away..."
   

        "You must have also heard the explosion-like noise last night. This is most likely a life-and-death fight between top fighters in the transcendental realm."
   

        You An pressed his slim left chest.
   

        "Those three individuals, what exactly is their origin..."
   

        On a main road outside the Green District, a black car slowly drove up, stopping next to the security tape. A young man in a black and white suit stepped out, his leather shoes tapping on the ground.
   

        He wore a pair of round glasses and a bronze-colored upside-down sword emblem was pinned on his left chest. He had a pair of white gloves on his hands, with seven or eight indecipherable black letters on his back.
   

        The young man had a frosty expression, with an elderly figure following behind him. They squatted down on the battlefield to examine the corpse of a man in a black robe. The young man casually turned the corpse over a few times, then suddenly stood up, looked at the old man beside him, and laughed.
   

        "It's him... He's back..."
   

        Inside a single house in Liren High-End Apartment, Casio and his two companions had just had breakfast. Sheng Feinan seemed somewhat excited and was adapting to his new youthful body in the training room. Feng Liusi was practicing, maintaining a horse stance with his hands combined, as if rehearsing a prototype move of the Blood Vulture Fist.
   

        Meanwhile, Casio was tending to the bodies of his third martial brother and the Gate Master.
   

        At about nine in the morning, he made an unexpected discovery.
   

        Casio found a small booklet in Belon's arms, which contained the Blood Spirit Association's target - the Cupan Magic Box and its function.
   

        The item was a mystical substance known as Immortal Blood.
   

        Incorruptible, immortal, indestructible, unceasing...
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        It seemed that the Cupan Magic Box was somehow connected with the dark creatures known as Dead Blood. However, as Casio continued reading, he found out that this was just a convenient name given by Dead Blood.
   

        It could also be called Immortal Blood or Evolutionary Blood.
   

        Or even The Blood of the Strong.
   

        According to the records, the Cupan Magic Box contained a powerful yet unknown force. Some viewed it as a harbinger of catastrophes, while others considered it a miraculous treasure. The Blood Spirit Association knew much more about it, involving many secretive knowledge.
   

        Firstly, the Cupan Magic Box indeed emitted an aura of disaster, bringing intense misfortunes to its owner. The user's luck would deteriorate significantly over time, causing various life-threatening situations. It sounded quite mysterious, but the circumstances indeed reflected this.
   

        Secondly, the Cupan Magic Box was a special kind of treasure among the ancient relics, suspected to be the tool of a super ancient civilization. It indeed sealed something within, which seemed to be a book in appearance.
   

        Of course, these were not the crucial points. The Blood Spirit Association craved for the Cupan Magic Box mainly for the Immortal Blood.
   

        Somehow, they obtained the true usage of the Cupan Magic Box, and based on this, they sought to seize the magic box displayed in the Gold Antique Exhibition. This was a rectangular box made of an unknown material, about the size of an adult's palm.
   

        It appeared to be gold but was not, and appeared to be wood but indeed was not. Various types of attacks had no effect on it. Its surface was smooth with not a single crevice.
   

        To use it was quite simple. The user just needed to touch the Cupan Magic Box with one hand, and then drip fresh blood onto the top of the box. The blood would mysteriously penetrate through the entire box, seeping out from the bottom, and regather into a single drop of blood.
   

        And this drop of blood was the so-called Immortal Blood.
   

        This involved a concept within mysticism.
   

        "Blood is the currency of the soul..."
   

        The exchange of blood is the exchange of souls.
   

        The theft of blood is the theft of souls.
   

        Taking a person's blood was akin to taking away part of their soul. Casio understood this to some extent.
   

        Because the Qi, a product when a fighter's essence, energy, and spirit become one, is dispersed throughout the body when not gathered, mainly divided into two parts.
   

        The calm part resided in the abdomen and the brain.
   

        The active part circulated all around the body with the blood.
   

        In terms of form, Qi is closest to the soul and spirit, much like how the Ghost Knife, Garoro, could recognize Feng Liusi. In some sense, it could represent a fighter's soul and identity.
   

        Perhaps every ordinary human body flows with this invisible Qi of essence, energy, and spirit, but it's so weak that it's barely detectable.
   

        According to the Blood Spirit Association's records, a person's blood carried their information and was a faint fragment of their soul. Ordinary human blood naturally held nothing of significance, but what about the blood of a strong individual?
   

        Through the transformation and refinement of the Cupan Magic Box, the information in the blood would be brought together and become apparent. The original owner's personality, memory shards, desires, and even skills, secret techniques, and experiences could be partly obtained from it and anyone could attempt to absorb it!
   

        In theory, given enough blood, the Cupan Magic Box could quickly cultivate a group of powerful individuals. It could even be concentrated on one person to rapidly mold a master.
   

        Allowing him to acquire various secret techniques, experiences, and knowledge abilities.
   

        Of course, this comes with a hefty price.
   

        Firstly, for the owner of the Cupan Magic Box, every usage of the magic box would cause his luck to decrease for a short period.
   

        Secondly, for the individual absorbing the Immortal Blood, they would also be affected by the disaster after the absorption process. As the number of absorption attempts increases, the Immortal Blood becomes more valuable and the disaster that they encounter intensifies. In addition to that, the Immortal Blood itself is not without a cost, resembling the side effect of organ transplant rejection.
   

        The conflict between the human body and foreign substances would result in some individuals with strong repulsion finding it difficult to absorb the Immortal Blood. Also, it would cause those with weak-willed to be easily influenced by the blood's original owner.
   

        Personality changes, experiencing illusions, mental disorders, and so on...
   

        In essence, the Cupan Magic Box was a treasure with clear pros and cons. The benefits were huge, but so were the side effects.
   

        However, this would only apply to humans.
   

        What if it was a dark creature like Dead Blood?
   

        After absorption their luck falls and danger ascends, Dead Blood has the ability to regenerate at a fast pace, is immortal, and has strong vitality.
   

        Influenced by the blood's original owner? Dead Blood is a creature of ultimate darkness and evil, assuming the role of a predator in front of humans.
   

        In addition, they have found a source of strong blood. Dead Blood has always been hunting constantly for strong bodies.
   

        Just like the Sect Destruction War of the Wind Elephant Gate in the past.
   

        If they had the Cupan Magic Box at that time and refined all the blood from the corpses on the spot, they probably would have obtained a large amount of skills, secret techniques, and battle experience. With some adaptation, they could control the original owner's body. In terms of Secret Martial Arts alone, they could display most of its original strength.
   

        Added with the abilities that Dead Blood has…
   

        No wonder the Blood Spirit Association has a particular fondness for the Cupan Magic Box. If the records are accurate, they would definitely stop at nothing to acquire it. The compatibility between the two could not be more perfect.
   

        Casio closed the booklet, deciding to focus more on this Cupan Magic Box in the future. Whatever the Blood Spirit Association wanted, Casio would not let them have it. Besides, the Cupan Magic Box was also a product of the ancient relics, within their target range.
   

        There was absolutely no reason to give it to others.
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        Moreover, Casio felt that this thing might be of some use for himself. Especially after he got a preliminary understanding of the new abilities of the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art last night, some speculations crossed his mind.
   

        The Magic Core Seed, the life vibration energy, and the Immortal Blood formed by the Cupan Magic Box might form a strange combination.
   

        Taking a deep breath, Casio placed this booklet into his chest. Then, he began his daily cultivation unhurriedly.
   

        Waiting for the arrival of the intelligence personnel under Feng Liusi.
   

        With the gradual increase of the Boxing Method Spirit, Casio's realm is rapidly approaching the level of a veteran fighter. The will of the Boxing Method, also formed by the spirit, is becoming more and more vivid, almost as if it is about to come alive. Unfortunately, it still lacks the final touch, and the gap between it and Feng Liusi's Boxing Method intent is not small.
   

        In general, it lacks soul.
   

        Once that bit of soul is supplemented, the operation of Casio's South Dipper Red Vulture Fist will undoubtedly go up a notch. The chain use of various techniques, the cyclic transmission of Deathfang Power, and the consumption of killing moves will all be favorably impacted. More useful than enhancing on a single aspect.
   

        A comprehensive increase in overall strength can improve every shortcoming of a fighter, including advantages and disadvantages.
   

        In terms of spirit, Casio is still about 2.6% short. He needs more high-quality Dead Blood life vibration energy, or life vibration energy from other types of dark creatures. Unfortunately, the action of going to the Black Mechanism branch for a buffet is not feasible for now.
   

        Casio has not been in contact with those two stewards for a long time.
   

        However, they are likely to meet again in Kula City. Because the Organization will participate in the Tulip Antique Exhibition, and the Black Mechanism has always been watching this "S" level dangerous supernatural organization.
   

        At that time, Casio might encounter more experts sent by the Black Mechanism. This is not bad for him, after all, he has cooperation with the Mechanism, which obviously makes communication and exchange easier.
   

        When they arrive in Kula City, both humans are at least on the same side. Dangerous organizations such as Door and Dead Blood, as well as other dark creatures, all stand unquestionably opposed to both.
   

        On the warm brown sofa, Casio leaned against the soft cushion. His eyes were half-closed, and his breaths were steady. His eyes revealed a thoughtful look, his entire body's pores were slightly ajar, and a blood-red steam was rolling back and forth.
   

        Exhaling, inhaling, exhaling, inhaling...A small vortex formed in the room, just like the gills of a fish swimming in the water, opening and closing continuously. From afar, the red smoke swirled around.
   

        The fog twirled, Casio's face was half concealed, his expression unclear, making him seem somewhat mysterious. He was consolidating his three mental methods - the Main Personality, Killing Personality, and Aloof Personality.
   

        After each frenzied murder, Casio would take a long time to calm down the state of the Killing Personality, sometimes even staying awake all night. Originally, the three mental methods of the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art would not have any problems, but the successive stimulations have finally upset the balance.
   

        The best situation would be for him to achieve the realm of a fighter first with the Main Personality, cultivating the spirit. In that case, Casio could easily maintain himself and suppress and lead the other two personalities.
   

        However, the will was great but not over the situation, with various circumstances and requirements. The Killing Personality has been developed too much, even to the point of breaking the balance. Worst of all, Casio will have to kill in the next period of time.
   

        As long as he kills, the Killing Personality will be enhanced.
   

        He has no choice but to rely on the lethality of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        At present, it looks like a terrible vicious circle, and Casio can only keep running the three mental methods, applying check and balance during his daily activities. He needs to find the next South Dipper secret as soon as possible to restore the balance point.
   

        Whoosh~
   

        The blood-red fog in mid-air suddenly rolled back, revealing Casio's face as cold as a steel ingot. A cold air circled around his eyebrows, and his eyes were as indifferent as an abyss. While he slowly stood up in the state of the Aloof Personality, he switched back to the Main Personality in a flash.
   

        Casio's face became gentle and calm, and he stepped towards the balcony. He hadn't walked two steps when the red air on his body began to ripple again. Dense blood threads crawled over his eyes.
   

        Irritation and killing intent filled his head like side effects.
   

        On the crescent-shaped balcony, some green potted plants were placed on top of the white railings, and pink flowers swayed in the gentle breeze. It was morning, the sunlight was very soft, and the colors of the trees and meadows in the courtyard had a slight yellowish tone in the green.
   

        Between the grid roads of the apartment complex, some elegantly dressed residents were strolling slowly. There was a woman with a necklace walking her dog daily, a gentleman with a cane heading to the parking lot, and young couples chatting non-stop hand in hand.
   

        And on a long chair next to a statue at a not so faraway roundabout.
   

        An old couple sat together, with a bag in the middle, and occasionally took out some bread crumbs to feed the pigeons.
   

        On the railing of the long bench, a few white pigeons were perched.
   

        Sky, residential buildings, vehicles.
   

        Husbands and wives, lovers, brothers, family.
   

        The old, the young, the strong, the weak, the beautiful, the ugly... All kinds of people were passing by on the avenue in front of the apartment, each busy with their own purposes.
   

        All kinds of different sounds resonated in one's ears, as if through a layer of blurry water, making it seem unreal and hazy.
   

        A sense of loneliness came inexplicably, causing Casio to be slightly lost. It seemed like it had been a long time since he had a good look at the world. His pursuit of strength, the fulfillment of his obsession, had caused his eyes to overlook the social life of ordinary people, just as if it were a backdrop, immense and vague, parallel and without intersection.
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        But Casio knew, he was the rootless leaf floating aimlessly. Hastily navigating through the ordinary world, shadowing the colossal dark shadow beneath the iceberg. Engaging in fierce battles with a handful of existences, until one day he dies and rots into the soil.
   

        What was the meaning of such a life?
   

        He slowly closed his eyes, savoring the cool breeze.
   

        No, there still is some meaning. At least Casio has grasped the freedom of how to die and has seen sceneries he had not seen before.
   

        People always have one or two hobbies or interests in their lives. 
   

        Sports, music, reading...
   

        Power, money, beauty...
   

        Casio is slightly special, he is fond of exploring the unknowns hidden in the darkness. What is the pinnacle of Martial Arts? What is the source of dark creatures? What about the Organization? What about the fragment of the gate? What about the secret transmission of the Southern Dipper? What about the ancient civilization myth pieced together through fragmented information?
   

        He's not without pursuits, they're just a little too grand.
   

        Killing is not the goal, but the means.
   

        Power is not the end, but the process.
   

        A conscious death is better than a confused life, let alone a conscious life. Casio felt his recent slightly restless mood has improved a lot, as he just reacquainted himself.
   

        A horn sounded on the street, and a car passed by.
   

        Slowly lifting his head, Casio met the gaze of a sneaky silhouette on the fourth floor of the neighboring building. As he turned around, his murderous alter ego dissipated, his eyes becoming clear again.
   

        His mind felt as refreshed as if it had been soaked in ice water.
   

        At the same time, another person was experiencing the same thing.
   

        You An and Casio, in his last second of his murderous personality, locked eyes for a moment. Suddenly, You An felt as though his heart had been soaked in icy water, almost stiffening from the cold. Those scarlet, inhuman pupils radiated a total disregard for life, like a butcher in a slaughterhouse, bloodied knife in hand, deciding which pig to slaughter next. Ordinary people, transcendent beings, dark creatures, they all seemed to be inferior beings in his pigsty, prone to being butchered without warning. Perhaps even skinned and eaten, their corpses drained...
   

        When one kills enough, they naturally grow indifferent to these species. That casually revealed attitude of looking down upon them is the most terrifying thing about being watched.
   

        You An clutched his chest, gasping for air, cold sweat running down his forehead and back, yet his heart was freezing. He realized the butler had been right the night before; his curiosity had been too excessive.
   

        He should have stuck to the plan for this outing and not indulged in unexpected incidents, which could potentially involve unimaginable dangers! You An felt as though he had grown up.
   

        The previous night's event taught him a lesson, quite effectively, although it was through terror, not surprise.
   

        It's not about the dark side of society but about living honestly and being a good person. Don't get yourself involved in things you cannot handle, be a flower in a greenhouse.
   

        At least you'd live longer and be happier this way.
   

        Realizing things you're not supposed to realize only brings trouble. Forget about those dark and terrifying entities...
   

        He never wanted to encounter such people or things again.
   

        You An took a deep breath, staggering back into his room. He opened the door and said to the butler in the living room, "Butler, let's depart for Kula City this afternoon. After quickly attending the Gold Antique Exhibition, we'll head home..."
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        "Henry, is everything set up? We're heading to Kula City this afternoon. We need two cars, just in case anything unforeseen happens on the road. Well...good...get them sent over to the apartment…"
   

        Feng Liusi stood in a corner of the living room, slowly hanging up the phone.
   

        He glanced at the sofa next to him, where Casio was sitting with his arms crossed, eyes closed in meditation, his golden fringe covering his eyes.
   

        Sheng Feinan was, as always, enjoying his hot tea. His every move was elegant, leisurely, and calm. He seemed to be in a good mood, a faint smile always playing at the corners of his mouth.
   

        His long, dark hair fell gracefully at the back, obviously well-groomed and neatly bound up with a band.
   

        They say you're only as old as you feel, and Sheng Feinan felt even better than that. Ordinary people struggle to perceive small changes in their bodies, only noticing significant alterations. But for a fighter, every muscle, blood vessel, and organ are within full control. They are aware of the minutest of changes, both good and bad.
   

        Sheng Feinan could feel the vitality radiating from every movement he made, whether walking, sitting or lying down. It was as though there was a perennial spring at the bottom of his heart, continuously refreshing his physique and spirit.
   

        It was a feeling of transparency, of lightness.
   

        He woke up this morning to find that all five of his senses had been noticeably enhanced. The world seemed brighter in his view, as if a layer of dust had been wiped clean. Greens appeared greener, reds seemed more vibrant, and blacks looked deeper.
   

        His hearing and sense of smell had also become more acute, the proverbial ears of a hawk and eyes of an eagle.
   

        Sheng Feinan recalled what Casio had told him, that these changes would continue for a while under the influence of the life field.
   

        "Hmm~ not bad, not bad..."
   

        He took a small sip of his tea, it's unclear if he is praising the taste of the tea or complimenting the meditating Casio.
   

        A moment later, there was a knock on the door of the single house.
   

        Soon, a man, dressed no different from the average office worker, entered the living room. Feng Liusi invited him to sit down, and they soon began discussing information about Kula City.
   

        Things appeared stable for now. There hadn't been any significant conflict in the Transcendental Realm lately. The Gate Organization and the Blood Spirit Association were all standing down. The Gold Antique Exhibition was proceeding according to plan with Yunquan Fist having dispatched even more hands.
   

        They had invited wealthy businessmen, distinguished gentlemen, and many members of the East Nine Gates of the Secret Martial Arts World. Yunquan Fist not only planned to host the Gold Antique Exhibition but also seemed to intend to hold an East Nine Gates meeting in advance. Kula City was the possible venue.
   

        Feng Liusi pondered for a while, suspecting that this was due to the threat of the Gate Organization and dark creatures, Yunquan Fist had made further measures. The situation seemed a bit more complicated.
   

        Half an hour later, Feng Liusi finished giving some orders.
   

        The man nodded, stood up, and placed two car keys on the table. Casio noticed a red logo on the man's wrist. It seemed to be a bird of prey mark?
   

        An eagle? No, a vulture, a blood-red vulture.
   

        When the man had left, Casio asked about it. Feng Liusi gave a small smile: "Remember the Nightingale Organization I once told you about in Death Valley? More than a decade ago, they messed with me. So, I spent two months pursuing and completely defeating them. That's where I got the nickname 'Kill Fist'..." He subconsciously stroked his beard, a bit smug, yet there was only a hint of stubble on his chin. He gave a shake of his head.
   

        "I basically wiped out all the assassins of the Nightingale Organization, but I didn't touch the others. At the same time, the Nightingale Organization's bases and strongholds in the east and throughout the Hong Li Federation were taken over by me. Later, I renamed it the Blood Vulture Organization, and for more than ten years, they have been training members as an intelligence agency…"
   

        He briefly explained without getting into details. After all, the Nightingale Organization will not play a significant role in the trio's upcoming plans.
   

        But Casio seemed quite interested, and the two chatted for a while.
   

        Upon learning that the Nightingale Organization also had a small base in Oak City of North Flow Country, Casio asked Feng Liusi for a favor.
   

        He planned to put the corpses of his third senior brother Lanxi and Gate Master Belon into coffins and have the Nightingale Organization's people transport them back to Oak City for temporary placement. They'd stay in the stronghold until further arrangements could be made.
   

        Oak City's suburbs were where the ruins of the Wind Elephant Gate headquarters were.
   

        By injecting life vibration energy into their seemingly dead bodies, Casio expected it to have excellent preservative effects. The injection would last several months, just enough time for him to return.
   

        For such a minor request, Feng Liusi naturally obliged.
   

        So, he made another call to give proper instructions.
   

        After about half an hour, a Blood Vulture Organization specialist arrived. Casio watched as they carefully carried away the two bodies.
   

        Subsequently, the trio began packing their belongings from their respective bedrooms. As they had spent only one night there, they didn't have much stuff.
   

        As they exited the single house, the sky was gradually brightening. The building on the opposite side cast a warm, golden glow off its ceramic tiles.
   

        The trio, driving two cars, left the apartment.
   

        After a casual lunch at a restaurant nearby, Casio and the others set off for the suburbs, heading towards neighboring Kula City.
   

        At the Liran high-end apartment, the steward, You An, and his sister, set off. They planned to drive directly there, with no need for a train ride.
   

        Kula City isn't too far from the East Sea city, nor is it too close. It's roughly two hundred kilometers away. In this era, the average speed of a car is about forty miles an hour. If driven at full speed, they would reach their destination in approximately five hours.
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        East Sea County is affluent and prosperous, with thriving port trade, and equally efficient maritime and overland transport. Smoothly constructed asphalt roads connect the major cities, allowing for unhindered vehicle traffic.
   

        ***************************
   

        On the boundless green plains, several parallel black ribbons extend towards the ends of the horizon. These main roads are maintained periodically by dedicated staff and are generally elevated slightly from the ground, devoid of any weed growth. Sections of the road even have protective trees planted along the way.
   

        The passing trees cast fleeting, shimmering reflections as the cars drive by.
   

        This gives the passengers a clear sense of forward momentum.
   

        Two identically styled black cars travel smoothly on the road. Their designs are sleek with a rounded body. The black paint looks radiant and brand new, and round the edges of the doors and the handles, there's a ring of silver metallic patterns. Positioned on the hood of the car, a pale golden ring is clearly seen to be a car's brand logo.
   

        Clustered around the base of the ring are black letters.
   

         "Ring Dream, 109."
   

        Ring Dream Cars, manufactured in Federation calendar year 109.
   

        This is a mid-to-high-tier model, providing a very good driving experience; the seats and interiors are comfortable yet understated. The safety features, however, leave much to be desired, a common trait amongst cars of this era.
   

        Beep~
   

        Both cars sounded their horns and quickly overtook a few slow-moving vehicles in front. It was around two in the afternoon, and the sun of September teetered between scorching and mild. The light from the cracks within the white clouds scattered thousands of golden fragments across the roads.
   

        The wind moved the clouds, driving them like invisible sightseeing boats loaded with fluffy white cotton, embarking on aimless round trips.
   

        In the car trailing behind, there was only Sheng Feinan.
   

        The car leading the way had two passengers: Feng Liusi driving, and Casio sitting by the right-side window in the back. The faint black window hadn't rolled down, and he seemed to gaze outside through it.
   

        Without any expression on his handsome face, his golden locks hid his sharp brows and eyes. Casio looked at the window and saw his blurry reflection. It was a man sneering menacingly, his eyes bloodshot, and over his shoulder was a blood-red claw of a bird of prey.
   

        He didn't feel any fear, just quietly maintained the gaze until the shadow in the window completely disappeared.
   

        After a brief pause, Casio rolled down the window.
   

        He let in some of the outside air heavy with the scent of grass, which instantly dissipated the stuffy atmosphere inside the car.
   

        "What's the matter? Not feeling great? Like always..."
   

        Feng Liusi, who had been driving all this while, suddenly broke the silence.
   

        "It's alright, I'm in the best condition possible." Casio gently tapped his temple and folded his arms again across his chest.
   

        He glanced at Feng Liusi's back before continuing, 
   

        "Aren't we on our way to resolve the issue? I have a feeling that we are about to face a fierce battle in Kula City."
   

        "Various forces are gathering there. It's likely that the order of power already has been disrupted and chaos reigns. We'll inevitably have to square off with them, several times over..."
   

        Feng Liusi nodded, having already mentally prepared himself. It had been fortunate encountering Ghost Knife Garoro the night before and delivering a heavy blow to him. If they had to face him in Kula city, where chaos ensues, it would be much harder to seize the opportunity.
   

        Engaging in battle there might draw the attention of three or four different forces. The situation there is volatile and could explode with the slightest provocation. 
   

        Feng Liusi was slightly troubled and said, "It's a pity that we're just a month or two away. I could have reached the fifth stage of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist. I could have also perfected the complete form of the fourth killing move, Blood Vulture Beak. Right now, I control forty-one acupuncture points, and the forty-second one has already loosened. It's not far from being forty-four…"
   

        It was indeed a pity that Feng Liusi's Blood Fist energy hadn't yet fully digested and accumulated. If it were, Casio would count a combatant of Ghost Knife Garoro's level among his allies! Pending that, the odds of Feng Liusi winning against Garoro fell somewhere between 46 and 55 percent.
   

        He'd be at the pinnacle of power among the great masters of his level.
   

        Moreover, due to the Deathfang Power's superiority against the undying, it could be said that a peak Blood Fist user could solo the entire Blood Spirit Association.
   

        Seeing Feng Liusi's expression of slight regret, Casio suddenly said, "I can help. My Vibrational Energy can accelerate cultivation. Your body seems to be in its forties; there is plenty of time for you to grow younger. If your body were at the peak of its prime, say around thirty, we might be able to compress the breakthrough time of one or two months into just one week. Apart from that, I also need a substantial amount of Vibrational Energy in a short period. I'm not far from the qi realm of veteran fighters and can make a rapid breakthrough within a few days. Add a younger Sheng Feinan to the mix..."
   

        With a secretive smile, he added, "We will be the main contenders."
   

        Feng Liusi paused in consternation before asking, "You mean?"
   

        "Blood Spirit Association." Casio answered directly, "Let's take the offensive in Kula City and destroy the Blood Nest of the Blood Spirit Association. The life vibration energy from these ugly bugs is really great for supplementation. They love to hunt and take pleasure in preying on parasitic humans, so let's hunt them for fun."
   

        A somewhat morbid smile appeared on his face. 
   

        Unbeknownst to them, the roles of hunters and prey had been reversed.
   

        What Casio did not mention was that there was another channel on the Black Mechanism side, they'd deal with it when it comes up.
   

        In the driver's seat, Feng Liusi did not even need to think before nodding, "Their form of life makes me sick..."
   

        "We'll do as you say."
   

        A moment of silence.
   

        He glanced at Casio through the rearview mirror: "If there is an issue with your cultivation of boxing method, you must tell me. Don't be like last time..."
   

        "I'm aware." Casio nodded his head, "If I get out of control, you and Sheng Feinan only need to team up to subdue me. Once I'm no longer able to kill and stimulate my personality's qi spirit, the state I'm in will gradually fade, and the other two personalities will react."
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        Suddenly, there seemed to be a noise of impact from behind.
   

        Casio frowned and looked back, only to find the dream car driven by Sheng Feinan was being forced to the right by another sedan.
   

        The cars were constantly swaying left and right, abruptly followed by a hard hit. The door of the dream car was dented inwards, and cracks appeared on the window glass. Meanwhile, all the windows on the right side of the sedan fell down, and two men reached out with black firearms.
   

        They were wearing sunglasses, their expressions cold and stern.
   

        Then...
   

        Bang!
   

        A crystal blue whip, seeming like a living creature, wrapped around half of the car body. The sharp end dug in, and with a vicious flick, the entire vehicle was sent flying into the air, made a 480-degree spin in the air and landed roof-down on the ground. Still moving forward due to inertia, the metal rubbed against the earth creating golden sparks.
   

        It left a long black skid mark before coming to a halt.
   

        The car shook slightly; a hand weakly dangled onto the ground, a handgun dropped nearby. Bright red blood spread amongst the shards of glass on the floor, trace of a tragic aftermath.
   

        Ahead.
   

        Sheng Feinan laughed coldly as he retracted his whip. He flicked off the dirt and the whip transformed back into a belt on his waist.
   

        "They sent these nobodies? Even with guns, they are just trash..."
   

        Inside the other dream car, Casio frowned. The sudden attack could either be from the Blood Spirit Association or another organization. Seems like their movements had caught someone's attention.
   

        Additionally, he had a terrible realization. He always seemed to be attacked while traveling in a vehicle, whether it was in the real world during battles against Shadow Demon or several times in the Era of Retrospection.
   

        Vehicle killer, indeed.
   

        It was almost becoming a curse.
   

        Casio pressed his temples, somewhat headache, his eyes suddenly focused on the front. A blue car was driving at a steady pace, and suddenly a person leaned out from the side with something big and dark on his shoulder.
   

        "Damn, a rocket launcher!"
   

        "Feng Liusi, get out of the car!!!"
   

        Casio directly kicked the car door open, and like a cheetah, tumbled out. Feng Liusi leaped out too, crashing through the passenger side window and landed amidst fluttering shards of glass.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A huge fireball rose, and the dream car exploded.
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        The fiery flame wave expanded wildly, like a blooming lotus, licking at the air around it.
   

        The raging high-temperature airflow lifted the hem of Casio's clothes. His golden hair scattered to the sides, revealing a cross mark on his smooth forehead. Next to him, Feng Liusi slightly lifted his left hand, his two red fingers holding an exploded metal piece.
   

        It was clearly a metal part that had just been exploded and shot wildly.
   

        Both of them managed to dodge this rocket grenade launch in time.
   

        Actually, this level of attack did not have enough power to kill Casio and Feng Liusi. But it could still cause severe injuries, so it was obviously better to dodge if possible.
   

        In the Secret Martial Arts World, fighters are categorised as "B" level in the black mechanism, which is the equivalent of the thermal weapon rocket's level.
   

        A high-ranked fighter will definitely be injured if he takes it head-on.
   

        These untraceable assassins even took out this kind of weapon, but they were still a bit off in ambushing Casio and the others.
   

        Long-range threats could easily be detected by high-level fighters due to their sharp senses. The vision and hearing of this level of secret martial artist far exceeded those of ordinary people. Sometimes, they could detect threats from hundreds of meters away.
   

        They could fully dodge when the rocket grenade was launched.
   

        Easily moving out of the explosion range.
   

        Only a sudden violent attack at a very close distance could possibly hurt a fighter with a thermal weapon. But, if the distance is close enough, fighters also have a sharp sense of danger. The aura and Qi are the products of Essence, Qi, and Spirit, and they have their own strange effects.
   

        Even if they don't release it and converge it in their bodies, they can keep alert at all times and detect some dangers. It's like having a sixth or seventh sense, very strange and wonderful.
   

        In general, it is difficult to target a fighter. Unless a large group of people bomb with rocket grenades to cover a wide area.
   

        Or, use a super-ranged attack, like an anti-equipment sniper rifle or something similar.
   

        Otherwise, have a fair duel with a "B" level supernatural high-level fighter and engage in direct combat with the enemy fighter.
   

        If not, they can generally only serve the purpose of harassment and obstruction.
   

        Next to the blazing metal fireball, Casio and Feng Liusi looked at each other; in the next second, they sprinted forward. Their entire bodies almost turned into a black cheetah on the road. Every time their feet landed, their figures leapt like a flash.
   

        A step spans tens of meters, with gales screaming past their ears.
   

        "They're not dead? Bring the heavy machine gun up quick!"
   

        Someone with sharp eyes in the blue car shouted.
   

        Suddenly, the rear window glass was smashed. A dark and glossy heavy machine gun was mounted on the car's trunk. The thick gun body had sharp edges, with a whole lengthy bullet chain on the side. The tip of the bullet gave off a brass color.
   

        The gunner briefly took aim and pulled the trigger sharply.
   

        "Tutta! Tutta! Tutta!"
   

        Unlike the dull shooting sound of ordinary firearms, it instantly resonated on the open road.
   

        The bullet rampage of ten-odd rounds per second, the 11.5mm caliber killing weapon formed a whole barrage in the air.
   

        In its face, the body is as fragile as mud.
   

        Even if one is dressed in several layers of bulletproof vests or wrapped in iron armor, as long as they are hit by continuous bullets. Ordinary people are mostly dead on the spot, and low to medium level fighters are apprehensive.
   

        But, the heavy machine gun was a threat to Casio who had not reached the level of a fighter. Now, it is not even close...
   

        Each metal bullet hitting his seemingly delicate and fair skin is like hitting an off-the-charts hard alloy.
   

        They could barely leave small white dots, making a ding-ding-dang-dang-like metal collision sound. B (45) of Casio's defense is no joke, it's almost twice that of a normal veteran fighter! He forcefully advanced through the golden sparks.
   

        "TMD! It's useless, the heavy machine gun is useless!"
   

        In the back seat, the gunner who was shooting like crazy was shaking due to the strong recoil and cursing at the same time.
   

        "He's catching up with us! Bill, another rocket launcher! Only this works on him!" someone in the car shouted.
   

        "All the people in Group A are dead, but what about Group C?!"
   

        Amidst the cursing, two grenades were thrown out of the window towards the back. They flipped in the air and flew towards Casio.
   

        With a slap, he raised his hand and blew them apart.
   

        The explosion of shards at close range didn't have much of an effect, only leaving some burns on Casio's palm.
   

        A few breaths later, the charred palm returned to its fair color.
   

        "Grenades don't work on him either. Where is Group C?! They still have a rocket launcher there, they can definitely cover each other…"
   

        "Bill, are you ready? Let's launch one more at the back!"
   

        "Steady the car a bit..."
   

        The people in the blue car from "Group B" all sounded anxious and scared, feeling as if they were being chased by a monster.
   

        "I'll go."
   

        A man carrying a rocket launcher appeared at the back window.
   

        He aimed at Casio, did not hesitate, and fired straight away.
   

        The shell spurted out with flames, and there was a loud explosion at the back. A group of flames exploded on the ground.
   

        The fireball soared, obscuring the view of the people.
   

        The machine gunner looked at the back with a heavy and somewhat expectant look. The man named Bill breathed a sigh of relief, about to put down the rocket launcher.
   

        Then, he saw a darting figure emerge from the flames.
   

        It moved as swiftly as a cannonball.
   

        Bill looked at the sharp face, cold as raw steel, appearing in front of him in an instant, and a thought rose in his head: It's over!
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        Thud!!!
   

        A punch landed on the rear lid of the car like a meteorite. The massive force roared and surged, pressing down heavily like a massive road roller. Unsurprisingly, the metal lid twisted and crumpled under the weight, throwing the entire vehicle off balance.
   

        The front wheels of the blue car lifted off the ground, whereas the rear-end was pressed firmly into the muddy grounds below, causing a streak of flames from the friction.
   

        The high-speed vehicle came to an abrupt stop.
   

        The gunman clung onto the edge to prevent himself from falling out of the hole. He barely lifted his head, only to find a pair of scarlet eyes staring back at him, within which a blood vulture was increasingly magnified.
   

        "Ahhhhhhhh!"
   

        A simple glare fully shattered the gunman's spirit. The aura of a fighter was overwhelmingly intimidating for ordinary people.
   

        Though Casio never practiced techniques like psychological suggestions or hypnosis, a mere eye-to-eye contact from him could make anyone break down in fear.
   

        It was as if entities of darkness naturally emitted an aura that shook the living.
   

        "Who sent you?"
   

        With one hand clutching the underside of the car and the other punching through the metal roof above, Casio questioned the gunman.
   

        "It... was... was... Lord Black Peacock..."
   

        Through his tears and sobs, the gunman began to speak. He felt as though he was engulfed in a blood-red world, filled with a chillingly dense mist of gore. Above the mist, a superior being questioned him, and every word struck right into his soul.
   

        "Who is the Black Peacock?" Casio continued.
   

        "It's the... boom!"
   

        An explosion suddenly went off inside the car — turns out, someone aware of the failed mission tried to commit suicide by pulling a grenade.
   

        Rather unfortunately, owing to the enclosure of the car and the proximity of the explosion, all the members of 'Group B,' including the gunman, were instantly killed.
   

        Casio, with a face as dark as the night, threw the entire vehicle to the ground. The car shook violently upon hitting the ground while the metallic structure let out a nauseating creak. The gunman's corpse slipped from the gaping hole and fell on the ground.
   

        Four dark green grenades were still hanging from his waist.
   

        When Feng Liusi arrived in Sheng Feinan's car, he found Casio leaning against the blue vehicle, toying with a grenade. His clothes were severely torn, and the wind continuously billowed his torn overcoat, outlining a rather lean figure.
   

        "What happened?" Feng Liusi asked.
   

        He hadn't followed Casio to the chase as ordinary human gunmen could not possibly pose any deadly threat to him.
   

        "They should be from the Organization," Casio replied.
   

        There was no residue aura of dark creatures on them, so they couldn't be members of the Blood Spirit Association. The mind-shattered gunman had also mentioned 'the door,' though his words were interrupted.
   

        "They also mentioned something about a Black Peacock, referred to with 'your lordship,' suggesting that he probably holds a high position within the Organization..."
   

        Casio, eyeing the grenade in his hand, slowly continued.
   

        "Black Peacock? I know this person. Ever since that defeat ten years ago, I've been asking the Blood Vulture Organization to keep an eye on the Organization and gathered some intel. Like Ghost Knife Garoro, Black Peacock is also a core member of the Organization."
   

        Feng Liusi's eyes sparkled with a hint of reminiscence.
   

        "He is most likely a strong individual, appearing in the eastern part of the Hong Li Federation five years ago, and participated in a highly dangerous supernatural event. He was among the few survivors at the end. It is predicted that he has at least the skills of a fighter..."
   

        "As to whether he is at the level of a veteran fighter or at Garoro's level, that's unclear. However, my guess is that he is slightly weaker than Garoro. After all, Garoro focuses on attack and damage, which makes him one of the strongest..."
   

        Feng Liusi made a brief analysis, finally estimating the Black Peacock's strength to be somewhere in between that of a veteran fighter and Ghost Knife Garoro.
   

        "Not just one but more than one core member from the Organization has come to the East Sea County. It seems like the Gold Antique Exhibition has something that attracts them particularly! Well... hehehe... they won't get what they want..."
   

        He suddenly started laughing, narrowing his eyes as if plotting something. The group engaged in a short discussion.
   

        They then got into Sheng Feinan's Civic car.
   

        It was good to have prepared in advance, or else they would have had to 'borrow' a car again.
   

        The car slowly moved forward, with Casio sitting by the window, still fiddling with the hand grenades. As the car body passed the damaged blue car, four grenades with the pins pulled were casually tossed over.
   

        Inside the car, a blood-covered corpse suddenly came back to life. With wide eyes, it stared at the four grenades in its arms.
   

        In the last second, it left a mournful dying breath.
   

        "TMD, where is Team C!!!"
   

        The black car moved forward like a streamlined long fish swimming in water. Behind it, the consecutive explosions suddenly rang out.
   

        They were so close that they seemed to merge into one.
   

        With a loud bang, Casio glanced casually over his shoulder.
   

        He saw a car, burning like a fireball amidst the wreckage.
   

        In the red firelight that blocked the view, a hand seemed to be struggling, slowly turning into withered black charcoal in the intense heat.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        The black car continued on its way, quickly passing a vehicle leisurely driving on the side of the road. After a while, until the black car was out of sight, the leisurely vehicle stopped and gradually pulled over to the side.
   

        The car window slowly rolled down, revealing four men inside, all sweaty. Their expressions were tense, their faces uneasy.
   

        From time to time, they looked ahead, as if fearful of something.
   

        A breeze blew by, cooling them slightly and the unease in their hearts disappeared along with the black car.
   

        "Leader, I guess the guys from Team A and B have been killed by the target... What should we do next?" The man in the passenger seat took a deep breath and asked in a relaxed tone.
   

        "What to do? Obviously, go back. The mission failed."
   

        The man, a bald hulk sitting in the driver's seat, spoke bitterly.
   

        "Ah? We abandoned Team A and B and didn't cause any harm to the target, aren't we going back...?"
   

        The man in the passenger's seat opened his mouth.
   

        "Can't you speak properly!?" The bald man smacked the man on the head: "What do you mean we abandoned Team A and Team B? This is called a strategic retreat! Did you see how fierce they were? As soon as they made a move, they wiped out Team A, even flipping the whole car! Motherf**ker, they didn't even use the rocket launcher! Are we going up there to die?"
   

        His fierce gaze swept across the members in the car: "In this situation, I believe our brothers from Team A and B would understand us. There's a big discrepancy between our mission target and the intelligence. Team A got instantly wiped out, Team B got entangled and couldn't get away."
   

        "I'm sure our brothers hope that we, this sole survivor, will live on and relay the information. We can't let them down..."
   

        The bald man's voice was inexplicably a bit sorrowful.
   

        The man in the passenger's seat opened his mouth but didn't retort in the end. It seemed that the illusionary scene depicted by the leader had eased his guilty conscience. Yes, the brothers would definitely understand...
   

        He paused, only to ask another question.
   

        "Boss, we didn't make any progress, though. We didn't even fire a shot, and we'll be punished by the organization when we return."
   

        "Who said we didn't make any progress? Didn't we destroy one of the enemy's vehicles with a rocket launcher? Doesn't that count?"
   

        The bald man slapped him again.
   

        "Ah?" The man sat there stunned, seemingly understanding something. It was a dawning realization. But then he had doubts again.
   

        "But, our ammunition..."
   

        Whoosh~~~Boom!!!
   

        A rocket grenade flew out of the window, gliding all the way. It finally exploded in a faraway place, leaving a red dot of fire in their field of view. The bald team leader put down the rocket launcher on his shoulder, turned around, and patted the man in the passenger seat on the shoulder.
   

        "Teams A, B, and C went on this mission, and due to discrepancies in the intelligence, the battle was extremely tough. Teams A and B were completely wiped out. Only Team C barely escaped, and we used a rocket launcher to destroy one of the enemy's cars, but we don't know if we caused any casualties."
   

        "Do you understand?"
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        Half past five in the afternoon, Kula City, in the eastern suburbs.
   

        The deep blue sky was interrupted by a streak of pale white clouds, allowing the radiant glow of sunset to pour down through the golden-rimmed gap, painting the entire sky a reddish gold. The clouds looked like an expansive ocean while the tree leaves shimmered in the iridescent light.
   

        Far into the distance, the entire plain was enveloped in this golden red hue. At the end of the endless black road, a red sun hung, casting a ladder-like array of stunning colours onto the world.
   

        A black car raced down the side of the road towards the city. The window on the right rear side was rolled down, revealing the face of a blonde youth; delicate, sharp, and indifferent. Despite his soft and neutral features, he emitted an unexplainable sense of dominance, his cold gaze colder than solid ice.
   

        Whoosh~~~~
   

        Casio drew a long breath and with the speed of the vehicle, a white line was etched into the air.
   

        His entire body felt hot, as if he had just escaped from a molten magma pit. It felt as though a great furnace was inside his body, spraying heat to various parts of his body with every heartbeat.
   

        The everyday cultivation of physique allowed Casio to practice the Secret Martial Art of the Golem at any time, blending three frequencies into one, creating a life field of the Golem within the body. As proficiency increased and understanding deepened, perhaps one day, Casio could make body cultivation as instinctive as eating or breathing.
   

        At that time,
   

        he would be able to operate the Secret Martial Art of the Golem all day long.
   

        He gulped down a mouthful of fresh air from the window and gently touched his waist. The further evolution of his body was about to start.
   

        Yes, Casio called it evolution.
   

        The Secret Martial Art of the Golem is a human technique that simulates the transformation of dark creatures into Golems. Its physical cultivation is aimed at evolving towards the terrifying killing machine of the Golems, of course,
   

        such evolution has been modified by the Secret Martial Art to better fit the human race, based on human body mutations.
   

        Therefore, Casio would not gradually transform into a dark creature, but utilize the Secret Martial Art of dark creatures, turning it into a controllable element.
   

        So far, the Secret Martial Art of the Golem has led Casio through a part of the evolution and demonstrated his strong combat power.
   

        ① The second Golem heart.
   

        Just talking about its functional benefits, the golem heart provides a stronger blood flow, like an additional pump. This enables Casio to become more powerful during short-term explosions, specifically reflected in reaction speed, strength, and defense. It could also spare him a life in certain circumstances, such as when Feng Liusi pierced his chest in Death Valley.
   

        ② The second circulatory system.
   

        The specific function is self-explanatory, similar to the Golem heart.
   

        ③ Enhanced muscle density
   

        Reconstructing his muscles led to the formation of much tougher muscles than those of ordinary fighters; the resilience comparable to metal along with super-fast regeneration.
   

        In addition, there are a few evolutionary changes Casio speculated are wrapped within him
   

        ④ Three-kidney drive.
   

        Processing body waste at a high speed, potentially providing a robust fluid and endocrine stability system. Having a stronger adaptability to toxins and a crappy environment. Terrifyingly free bursts of adrenaline could make Casio's instant reaction speed even faster.
   

        ⑤ Magic lungs.
   

        Reconstructing the evolution of lung structure, multiplying the oxygen intake efficiency. Taking a single breath could lead to continuous fighting. When paired with Casio's Secret Technique of Breathless Continuous Strikes, it might have wonderful effects.
   

        Beyond that, there are evolutions involving the skeleton, tendons, skin, stomach.
   

        Even evolutions and influences concerning the five senses.
   

        Casio was currently at his three-kidney stage. He could feel his right kidney area heating up. The more he operated the Secret Martial Art of the Golem, the hotter it seemed. It felt like the magnetic field was resonating with his internal organs.
   

        Honestly, Casio didn't care about the internal changes. Although having two hearts and three kidneys was quite strange, it was part of human evolution, and not the same as the transformation into a dark creature. After cultivating the Secret Martial Art of the Golem, if we only talk about appearance, Casio seemed to have become more handsome and refined than before. As long as he didn't become a monster-looking being, the views and perspectives of others would remain unchanged.
   

        Outside the window, the evening wind gently brushed against his face.
   

        As far as his eyes could see, vast fields of farmland looked like tiny yellow squares, neatly arrayed together like a chessboard, blending with the yellowish sky. In some places, there were seas of sunflowers, creating an intense yellow hue of sunset.
   

        As the car continued its journey, buildings with no protective measures of any kind began appearing by the road. Each was small and quaint, likely farmhouses.
   

        After a while, the number of buildings began to increase.
   

        Every few moments, buildings would zip past the car windows, light reflecting off the top tiles.
   

        "We're almost there. This is the outskirts. Just about one or two kilometers more, I've already booked the hotel. It's near the tulip antique exhibition, which will be convenient to keep an eye on the place." Feng Liusi said as he drove. His thick black hair was wildly dancing in the wind, adding to his wild charm.
   

        "Hey, Sheng Feinan, can you stop checking yourself out in the mirror? I don't know how many times I've been blinded by the mirror on our way here. There were a few times I almost drove into the ditch," Feng Liusi complained.
   

        "What's it to you?" Feinan, sitting in the passenger seat, raised an eyebrow.
   

        "A sixty-two-year-old man acting like a young guy, am I right? You're so vain, it's getting really hard for me to stomach," Feng Liusi added.
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        "What do you know? When I was young, I was actually a pretty boy known for miles around. Can't I reminisce now? Unlike you, who wasn't particularly handsome to begin with, even if you revert back to middle-age, there's nothing impressive about your looks to be nostalgic about or to be vain over."
   

        Sheng Feinan casually delivered a zinger.
   

        "Hey, interesting. That's because I didn't pay attention to my image... I mean…"
   

        The two of them began to argue, each taking a turn.
   

        In the backseat, Casio sat with his arms crossed, watching these two old men trash talk each other — one was 60, the other almost 70. They were as childish as six or seven-year-olds. Apparently, life-vibration energy can truly get to the heart of things, altering the human life field and subtly removing that waning demeanor of old age.
   

        They were like old trees experiencing spring again, becoming lively and youthful in their attitudes.
   

        And so, amidst the tumultuous noise, the Dream Machine car entered Kula City and headed towards the North City district.
   

        As the second largest city in East Sea County, Kula City naturally has a aura of a metropolitan city and is economically prosperous.
   

        The streets are quite wide and flat, with little garbage, showing that it's regularly cleaned up. There were streetlights and trees lining the roads, and occasionally you could see brass-colored metal trash cans and black and white benches.
   

        There were lots of shops on both sides of the street and quite a lot of people. Buildings were piled up like blocks, adding a sense of liveliness and hustle to the city. As it was night time, there was a smell of food in the air, such as a well-cooked meat and vegetable soup or the smell of malted bread.
   

        Casio touched his straight nose and silently closed the window.
   

        His body's further evolution into the Secret Martial Art of Demon Idols had consumed a lot of his energy and, honestly, he was a bit hungry. But looking at the two people in front of him whose expressions had not changed, Casio gently rubbed his fingertips. As Fighters, once they are full, they can go a long time without eating. They eat on a schedule for two reasons; one is to always maintain their energy, and the other is to satisfy their appetites.
   

        Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan probably aren't hungry, so he will just eat by himself. Casio suddenly spoke, "Tell me where we're staying, I'll go get something to eat. I will also take a stroll around the Tulip Antiques Exhibition Hall and check out the situation there."
   

        "Alright." Feng Liusi nodded, gave the address, and then pulled over. Just as Casio was about to get out of the car, he suddenly heard two voices synchronously say, "Get me a portion too, the same as yours."
   

        He turned around and was taken aback to see Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan looking at each other and then both turning their gazes to him. Casio could naturally not refuse, he just nodded somewhat strangely.
   

        As he got out of the car, reality hit him. Right, the life-vibration energy enhancing the human life field does have a lingering effect. Once the body gets younger, it naturally needs more nutrition.
   

        The two of them would also likely get hungry more easily than usual.
   

        Plus, with their youthful mindsets, this trip seems more like an adventure to a foreign county. They probably also wanted to try some local delicacies.
   

        Underneath the twilight sky on the verge of nightfall, the setting sun hung half in the sky, painting the dome of the sky red. Casio averted his gaze, looking at the crowded street. He pulled a pair of sunglasses out of his pocket and put them on.
   

        Fifteen minutes later.
   

        The people in line were wide-eyed, watching as the blonde youth at the front bought most of the food and put it into a huge food bag. He finally pulled out a large-denomination Federal Paper Money, and leisurely left. Looking at his slightly thin figure, it raised the question of whether he could finish all that food?
   

        But then again, he might be buying for a whole family.
   

        Next in line, a youth dressed like a student pulled his gaze away and ordered his favorite snack, "Boss, give me a portion of onion-fried pork leg meat, remember to put in a lot of sauce."
   

        "Sorry, we're out of pork leg meat," the boss honestly replied.
   

        "What about vegetable squid rolls?"
   

        "Out of those too."
   

        "What! What about fried fish and chips?"
   

        "Ah, we have that, uh… sorry, there's only half a portion left."
   

        "..."
   

        Meanwhile, at the end of the street where the aroma of food was gradually dissipating.
   

        A blond youth in a black hoodie was leisurely walking in the direction of the Flower Season Hotel, wearing sunglasses with an expression that never changed, giving off an air of exclusivity.
   

        After turning two corners, the road in front of him was noticeably broader. It was obviously the main road of this city. The layout of the street lights, roadside trees, and so on became more orderly, giving an overall clean feel.
   

        Not far away, a squat but wide rectangular building appeared. It was warm-colored and resembled a flat, giant mushroom. There weren't many corners, and the outer appearance was very smooth.
   

        It seemed to have many designs, like floor-to-ceiling glass windows.
   

        A noticeably large sign at the top of the building read, 'Tulip Antiques Exhibition.' Below the letters was a horizontal tulip flower that connected all the characters together.
   

        In front of the exhibition hall was a huge elliptical grey-white plaza with all the typical elements of a plaza — fountain, sculpture, flower garden, and chairs. The white ceramic tiles were slightly reddish under the sunlight.
   

        Half of the plaza was open, while the other half was blocked off with caution tape-like strips. There were police officers in blue uniforms patrolling around, and some cold-tempered people in black hiding in the corners. In the unopened area, there was a moderate open-air parking lot with rows of exquisite and unique luxury cars parked.
   

        Behind his sunglasses, Casio's eyes were constantly moving, seeming to be scanning each hidden corner and shadow along the alleyways.
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        He continued forward along the sidewalk, his steps not halting in the slightest. The breeze stirred, causing his sweatshirt's hem and golden hair slivers to flutter. Casio mumbled to himself: "One, two, three…"
   

        Until he passed this section of the road, and stood in front of the entrance of the Flower Season Hotel. He had counted up to twelve, at least twelve pairs of eyes had watched him casually from the shadows.
   

        And among them, three or four auras were quite familiar.
   

        Dark creatures, the Blood Spirit Association, Dead Blood, old acquaintances truly...
   

        A hint of anticipation suddenly hooked up on the corner of Casio's mouth.
   

        He stepped up onto the stairs, heading towards the hotel entrance.
   

        The facilities of a hotel from this era were quite complete, invaluable marble flooring, smooth enough to reflect a person's image. A red circular oak front desk, the faces of five uniformed beautiful girls were graced with professional warm smiles.
   

        One of the girls led Casio towards the stairs.
   

        Straight up to the third floor, surprisingly the corridor was even spread with a soft dark red carpet, the air was filled with a lingering floral scent.
   

        Portraits of characters hung on the wall, the appearances of which seemed a bit strange. Most were bare, projecting strength and beauty.
   

        Smooth skin, robust human figures complement each other.
   

        The wallpaper was intricately patterned, with gold and red shades. Combined with the soft light, it strangely gave an ostentatious yet ambiguous feeling.
   

        "What peculiar hotel has Feng Liusi chosen?"
   

        Casio raised his eyebrows, feeling somewhat ill at ease.
   

        "Sir, this is room 3-104."
   

        The receptionist approached and knocked on the door, and soon, there was movement from inside. With a click, the exquisite room door opened.
   

        The door was opened by Sheng Feinan, his silken black hair tied into a braid over his left shoulder, handsome face, a gentle and elegant aura.
   

        Looking further inside, it seemed as though Feng Liusi had just taken a bath. A white towel was wrapped around his waist. His strong and robust physique was covered in scars; chest hair was plentiful.
   

        "Have you arrived?" he asked, towel-drying his hair, looking towards the door.
   

        "I have," answered Casio, removing his sunglasses with a strange expression.
   

        The pretty girl beside him looked even more confused. She glanced at the delicately featured Casio, then the elegant and handsome Sheng Feinan, and the wild robust Feng Liusi.
   

        Then she raised her head to look at the room number plate of 3-104.
   

        In an instant, her face turned red as a persimmon, inexplicably.
   

        Her speech was slightly stuttered, "Sir…Sir, this is room 3-104, I…I have to go now so I won't disturb you…"
   

        "I hope you have fun."
   

        Leaving behind those words, the girl ran away as if flying.
   

        Casio entered with a slightly darkened face. Sheng Feinan leaned against the door frame, touching his chin, looking curiously at the girl's receding figure. A large food bag was placed on the table. 
   

        "Feng Liusi, what kind of hotel did you book? Why do I keep feeling something is unusual about this layout?" Casio walked towards the window.
   

        "Ah, a lovers' hotel. The Blood Vulture Organization has a small bit of shares in it. This hotel's location is optimal from the exhibition hall."
   

        Feng Liusi began to hastily change into his clothes.
   

        "Then…" Casio pulled open the curtains, and the words in his mouth were swallowed down. This room's view could perfectly overwatch the entire Tulip Antique Exhibition, as well as the plaza. The hotel and exhibition were separated by certain buildings, which would block other rooms from the view.
   

        "Enough, let's eat. I bought three portions. It should be enough."
   

        Casio turned his head back, walking towards the food on the table.
   

        "Right, we should eat up and get some energy."
   

        Sheng Feinan closed the door, walking slowly step-by-step over.
   

        Upon hearing this, Casio abruptly raised his head, evidently understanding the implication. He looked towards the fully dressed Feng Liusi.
   

        "The Blood Vulture Organization sent some intelligence just now. The locations of the Blood Spirit Association in Kula City have been fully scouted." Feng Liusi handed over a dossier, then sat down in a chair. With one hand, he ate the onion-fried pork leg meat, and with the other, he held a cup of hot black tea.
   

        An indistinct yet murderous sentence echoed within the room.
   

        "Finish eating, tonight we kill!"
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        At ten in the evening, the moon shone sparse and clear against a backdrop of scattered stars.
   

        In comparison to the daytime, the streets at night were noticeably less crowded. A black car gradually rounded a corner, seemingly heading south along the main road from the North City District.
   

        Roman Hotel.
   

        Ordinarily, this is a high-end hotel, boasting opulent decorations, attentive staff, and a great location. Staying for a night would usually cost a significant amount of Federal Coins. However, for some unknown reason, the Roman Hotel recently began offering significant discounts, cutting prices more than half. This sudden drop from high to medium-low prices was very attractive to customers.
   

        After all, getting high-end service for a moderate price was a satisfying deal for anyone.
   

        The recent discount resulted in the Roman Hotel frequently being fully booked. Yet, somehow, they always managed to make room for new guests.
   

        The Roman Hotel was situated in the South City District, near the crossroads of the Turin District. Its massive, rectangular structure stood out conspicuously. A huge sign on the side of the building flashed in pale blue neon light.
   

        A black car slowly drove into the shadows.
   

        A mere hundred meters away, in front of the entrance to the Roman Hotel.
   

        Three men dressed as security personnel were chatting idly in a dark corner. Judging by their lewd laughter, they were likely discussing inappropriate topics. At ten at night, there wouldn't be any supervisors around to check on them, allowing them to slack off.
   

        "When will it be our turn? I can't wait any longer…"
   

        A somewhat frail-looking young man, with an impatient expression on his clean face, his cheeks flushed.
   

        "Yeah, they're all in there enjoying themselves and the security team has only managed to snag one this entire week!"
   

        A rather hideous middle-aged man beside him grumbled as he pulled a cigarette from his pocket and started to smoke in the dim light.
   

        "Speaking of which, there must be a lot of missing people in Kula City recently, shouldn't the Federal Government and the Black Mechanism be aware of it? Why haven't they laid a hand on us yet?" The remaining security personnel reached out a hand, asking the middle-aged man for a cigarette. Once he'd lit up, the bright glow of the cigarette butt shone through the darkness.
   

        "Who knows, I guess the situation in Kula City has been chaotic recently. From what I've overheard, there are at least four or five forces intertwined here. The Black Mechanism probably doesn't have the bandwidth to deal with us. Those annoying hounds are least effective against the Blood Spirit Association, even if they wanted to turn against the Blood Spirits, how many could they really kill?"
   

        The young man, his face clean, also took out a cigarette. He pinched the heated red tip of the cigarette between two fingers, entirely unaffected by the heat. The charred mark on his fingertips instantly recovered as if nothing ever happened.
   

        "Ugh, I've heard that an incident occurred in the East Sea City. Their temporary Blood Nest was attacked by a mysterious force and suffered heavy losses…"
   

        The ugly middle-aged man suddenly lowered his voice.
   

        "Really?!"
   

        "How did you find out?"
   

        The other two immediately leaned in with curiosity.
   

        "The Immortals were chatting; I happened to overhear them. Supposedly, Vice President Dino might have fallen… Let me tell you..."
   

        The three security personnel chatted while they smoked, sharing rumors they had gathered from God knows where.
   

        Many exaggerated stories did manage to startle the listeners. Half-truths, half-lies, sometimes exaggerated, sometimes believable.
   

        "I don't buy the idea of Vice President Dino falling, not in the least. It's too ridiculous to be true," said the young man, puffing out a cloud of smoke, his expression dismissive: "We have all experienced the immortality of the Blood Spirits firsthand. For just the Incorruptible Levels, regeneration of severed limbs is a breeze, even if they are beaten into flesh mud, it doesn't matter. They only have two weaknesses. The Immortal Level's even more astounding; they have only one weakness. The Indestructible Ones?"
   

        "No weaknesses at all, whether their heads are blown up or their hearts are shattered, it doesn't matter. In just a few breaths, bodies ground into flesh mud could instantly restore themselves. Do you think they could be killed by someone?"
   

        "I might believe if you said they were beaten by someone stronger…"
   

        "Getting killed... Hah…" 
   

        The youth scoffed and shook his head. Then, his head fell off. His face was still frozen in a dismissive sneer.
   

        "!!!"
   

        The other two security personnel abruptly looked up, their faces filled with terror. Behind the young man, a mysterious black figure had somehow appeared. A pair of clean hands had emerged from the shadows, effortlessly slit his throat.
   

        The peaceful, abrupt, and incredibly easy death made the two others feel an unimaginable fear that surpassed even the fear of facing a Blood Spirit.
   

        "Enem…"
   

        The middle-aged man had only managed to utter half a word when he suddenly felt a sharp pain at the back of his neck. His sight instantly blackened.
   

        Thump.
   

        Almost at the same moment, on the other side, the last security personnel attempted to run but collapsed after just one step. Fresh blood poured from a large hole in his chest.
   

        In the city's night sky, the dark veil was studded with twinkling, sporadic stars, the high-hanging bright moon casting a soft glow.
   

        Calm and chilly, the moonlight bathed the mysterious man.
   

        Casio, with an emotionless face, flicked his hands, and the dirty fresh blood splashed onto the ground, his palms returning to their smooth, white jade color.
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        A dozen seconds later, he stepped over the corpse and leisurely headed towards the hotel entrance. Rubbing his right hand, he scattered the greyish-white powder into the air like the ashes of a burned life.
   

        Inside the Roman Hotel, on the hallway. Two men in black were on duty when they heard the sound of a door opening and turned their heads. Slap! Two fingers, like lightning, each pressed against the temples of the men, then slowly retracted to the side of his leg.
   

        The men in black leaned against the wall left and right, their expressions frozen in that single moment. Continuously, from the position of their temples, red warm liquid slid down, even wetting the shoulders with some white.
   

        A pair of hands held on their faces, a terrifying vibration circulated and accumulated between the two, marvelously endless.
   

        Tap... tap...
   

        Although the hotel hallway was carpeted with soft rugs, if someone had walked swiftly, it still made a faint noise.
   

        Especially on a rather silent night, this movement was more pronounced. In the first half of the hall, behind the pale blue oak counter, a male and a female duty personnel looked towards the hallway.
   

        A slightly lean figure in a trench coat was walking towards them.
   

        "Ah, sir, you..."
   

        The youth was about to speak, but seemed to have a terrifying illusion in front of him. He felt as if he was in a place full of thick scarlet fog. From the vortex, a ferocious giant raptor's claws emerged, as heavy as a great mountain.
   

        "Squawk!"
   

        By the time the youth was jolted, his face was pale. The girl who was on duty with him had her entire head mysteriously vanished, as though it was grabbed away by that terrifying bird of prey.
   

        With a peripheral glimpse of the grisly severed neck, just when the young man was about to scream, he felt a pain in his neck and passed out.
   

        Casio silently absorbed the vibration of life energy, shook his head while looking at the oblivious young man. This kid probably didn't even know he was working in a devil's den...
   

        To dark creatures, humans were like tasty pastries moving around, he was lucky to have survived this far.
   

        Bumping into Casio who came to deal with the Blood Spirit Association was even more fortunate.
   

        "This stronghold should at least contain immortals, I hope my trip isn't in vain." Casio murmured to himself as he moved forward.
   

        His aura continuously radiated from his body, a keen sense like a locator detecting the aura of each member of the Blood Spirit Association. As long as they were in the Roman Hotel, there was no escape.
   

        A few meters around Casio were distorted air currents, like a dark red moving sphere.
   

        He paced forward, along the stairs, towards the second floor.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock..."
   

        A knocking sound rang outside the first room on the second floor.
   

        In the room, two young men with fresh blood on their faces were feasting in a dark, blood-filled corner. On the bed, a girl with a severely broken body lay still, long since bereft of breath.
   

        "You go answer the door, there might be something." 
   

        Three seconds later, a young man opened the door.
   

        A twisted humanoid figure, entirely shrouded in a hazy red cloud, stood still, only a pair of eyes floated in mid-air.
   

        "You guys are eating, how coincidental, I also came to eat..."
   

        The door slammed shut, from within could be heard the sound of slicing flesh and a viscous sound mixed with liquids.
   

        Click!
   

        At the end of the second floor, the last room door was carefully opened.
   

        Casio walked out, sweeping his gaze down the entire corridor. All room doors were swung open, fresh blood dripped from the metal doorknobs. The air smelled so strongly of blood it was nauseating.
   

        His face was unchanged as he walked towards the exit step by step. Halfway through, loosely kicked a head that fell on the ground. No one knew to which corner of the room it rolled to. 
   

        Minutes later, on the fourth floor, at the staircase.
   

        Five or six members of the Blood Spirit Association stood there, faces showing madness as if facing a formidable enemy. They all held black submachine guns, their hearts taut to the extreme, and their breaths as heavy as they could be.
   

        As if an old cow was panting heavily.
   

        All the members of the Blood Spirit Association from the first to the third floor had just been exterminated. If someone hadn't accidentally broken in, they wouldn't know that a formidable enemy has attacked. Just the thought of how a single person silently massacred the entire Roman Hotel stronghold...
   

        The gunners present couldn't help but shudder with cold.
   

        "Why aren't they here yet? By their speed, the brothers on the third floor should have been killed by now." One of the gunmen whispered.
   

        "Is there another passage?" one of them asked.
   

        "That's all, there's just two of them."
   

        "There are also five or six brothers guarding the other staircase."
   

        "What if..." was all the gunman could let out before being cut off.
   

        From the other end of the hallway, a barrage of gunshots followed by a massive collision echoed. A second later, only a wretched shriek remained — a pain that seemed to permeate the soul.
   

        "Huh huh, ahhhhhhh..."
   

        "Damn it, the attack is on the other side!" Several gunmen shouted, about to rush over, when suddenly their vision blurred and the surrounding air turned into a red fog.
   

        Thud.
   

        A body with a pierced chest slumped to the floor, a death rattle emanating from its throat. Blood seeped from the hole, quickly soaking the carpet below and trickling step by step down the staircase. Drip, drip — until it finally reached a corner of the first-floor hall.
   

        Casio cracked his neck and proceeded to the fifth floor.
   

        ...
   

        "Die!"
   

        Where the robed figure's forearm had been severed, a crimson ax materialized, its sharp edge radiating an exaggerated curve.
   

        On the left, another robed figure let out a roaring cry. Both his arms had been completely replaced by long spears, making him look vicious and terrifying.
   

        For an instant, both attacked simultaneously. One from the left, one from the right, charging at the silhouette in the middle like lightning. Whoosh, a red flash appeared on the seventh floor of the Roman Hotel, radiating through the glass windows.
   

        It all happened so fast; it felt like an illusion.
   

        "Not bad, two more Immortal Level. More bountiful than I expected..." Casio murmured, releasing his right hand.
   

        The robed figure, now stripped down to a skeleton by the Deathfang Power, fell stiffly to the ground, its osseous frame revealing a sickly grey color.
   

        Clinging to it were traces of black blood and bits of coagulated flesh, eerily gleaming under the moonlight.
   

        Casio opened the window and tossed out the skeletal remains of his left hand.
   

        Then, he leapt straight down from the seventh floor.
   

        His black trench coat billowed in the wind, fluttering like a cloud. Casio rolled once and touched down smoothly.
   

        Right next to him, there was a car hidden in the shadows. After straightening his clothes, Casio opened the door and got in.
   

        "You took ten minutes. It's now 10:15." Sheng Feinan, seated in the passenger seat, glanced at his pocket watch.
   

        Meanwhile, Feng Liusi, in the driver's seat, was reading a detective novel.
   

        "Hmm," Casio replied. He then used his vibration energy to scan his body, "There are quite a few people from the Blood Spirit Association at this base. Thirty Incorruptible Level ones and three Immortal Level ones. The harvest wasn't too bad. What's the next target?"
   

        "Pentium Manor. It's closest to the Roman Hotel and located in the suburbs, so it won't draw any attention. We can attack it more effectively if we all go in together," Feng Liusi unfolded a piece of paper that was moonlighting as a bookmark in his detective novel. On the paper was their next destination.
   

        There are five of them in total, mainly located in the western and southern parts of the city.
   

        At least half of the lower and middle ranking forces of the Blood Spirit Association are stationed in these five locations. As for their leadership, their whereabouts are uncertain. They could be gathered together, or they may be scattered.
   

        Maybe this time, we'll get lucky and run into one or two of them.
   

        If we catch a fat sheep, it's going to be a win.
   

        Even if the leader of the Blood Spirit Association shows up, he'd have to run for his life against the combined force of Feng Liusi, Casio, and Sheng Feinan. Chances are, he'll be left behind.
   

        It'll undoubtedly be a night of hunting, a night of reaping.
   

        As for whether Casio will be able to break through to the Veteran Fighter realm before the great battle, or whether Feng Liusi will reach the Fifth Stage.
   

        That all depends on how bountiful tonight turns out to be...
   

        "Let's go, full speed. Don't give the Blood Spirit Association any time to react. I don't want to let even one cooked duck get away," Casio said, his eyes on the decreasing numbers in the upper right corner of his field of view.
   

        Before: 75.
   

        Now: 45.
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        With the uninterrupted killing, the short-term action against the Blood Spirit Association has proven to be effective. Li Wei's seventy-five targets of obsession had been completed thirty, all of which had participated in the Sect Destruction War of the Wind Elephant Gate. Even if they had changed their physical bodies and auras changed, it was of no concern to Casio.
   

        His initial plan was to wipe out all the Dead Blood he saw. What to do if the assassins are disguised and hidden in the crowd? Of course, beat them all up. If the mice run into the sewer? Naturally, exterminate them all and clear all the dirty sludge.
   

        As for the specific targets, the obsession naturally keeps reminding.
   

        When a person is strong enough, he doesn't need to add any detours. Just clench your fist and march towards the goal, power has always been the sharpest sword.
   

        About ten minutes later, in the outskirts of the southern city, Pentium Villa.
   

        A Phantom car stopped under the shadow of trees.
   

        On the moonlit road, three silhouettes gradually approached the villa gate. Without any concealment, they walked slowly in the breeze, with an unhurried rhythm.
   

        Soon, the members of the Blood Spirit Association patrolling at the entrance of the villa noticed these three people and issued a warning from a long distance. But it seemed to have no effect, so he pulled out his handgun from his waist.
   

        It's just a shift of perspective when pulling out the gun.
   

        In the vision of the Blood Spirit Association members, the three silhouettes that were originally seventy to eighty meters away are nearly as close as ghosts! The pair of eyes is either icy cold or full of killing intent or cruel and ruthless. But there's only one thing in common, that's indifference. Do they think they're fish waiting to be slaughtered on the chopping board?
   

        "Damn it!" A fire of annoyance rose in the youth's heart.
   

        Just about to raise his gun, he saw the three men flash before his eyes and burst through the gap like the wind, breaking the patrol team's defense line.
   

        "Such quick speed…" The youth muttered to himself.
   

        Pat, pat, pat, pat...
   

        The sound of something falling to the ground came to his ears, he turned his head and saw several of his colleagues stiff as puppets in place. Their flesh and blood were continuously peeling off, so fast that it was incredible. In a moment's time, all that was left was a skeleton, under the moonlight, emitting a strange, white light.
   

        "How…" 
   

        The youth tried to speak but suddenly couldn't make a sound. He looked down and saw the same scene—a skeleton, flesh and blood everywhere.
   

        "Oh, that makes sense." This was his last thought.
   

        The heavy iron door of the Pentium Villa was blown open by a massive force.
   

        It crushed a wall while spinning crazily from the dented center. Casio and the other two stormed in.
   

        The Blood Spirit Association stationed quite a few battle members here and naturally reacted quickly. Dozens of silhouettes quickly emerged from every corner, consecutively, quite impressive. Some were burly men, some were youths, some were women, and some were children.
   

        The only similarity was those pairs of blood-red eyes, hanging in the air like a bloodthirsty wolf pack, becoming more and more numerous.
   

        Casio took a glance over them and was somewhat disappointed.
   

        It seemed that there were no Indestructibles.
   

        He spoke in a low voice to the two people next to him, "There are no fat sheep in this wave. Let's finish this quickly and move to the next location."
   

        "Mm." Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan nodded simultaneously.
   

        In an instant, the ground shook as if thunder had struck, leaving three deep, cracked footprints.
   

        In the blink of an eye, three sharp long spears were thrust into the crowd.
   

        Within just five minutes.
   

        Three shadows leisurely walked out of the main entrance of the Pentium Villa.
   

        In the cold wind, Casio shook off the semi-coagulated blood from the hem of his coat, slightly frowned, appearing to be a bit fastidious. Feng Liusi's entire outfit looked like it had been soaked in blood, wet and sticky. But he didn't seem to care much, as if he had experienced situations like this many times before. On the other hand, Sheng Feinan was neat and tidy, still keeping his usual graceful composure.
   

        He used a Crystal Blue Whip, which didn't require close combat.
   

        Feng Liusi looked at Casio, who had drooping eyelids, "There are three more locations. Shall we handle them separately or together?"
   

        "Let's go together. After all, to catch a fat sheep, it's safest to act in a trio. If it's one-on-one, these things with life force like cockroaches might just be able to survive." Casio opened the door of the Phantom car and got in first. His hands resting on his knees were still as white as jade, seemingly untouched by blood.
   

        "Alright." Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan also got into the front seats.
   

        At ten minutes past eleven, at the fifth location, Colin Villa.
   

        A car had stopped by the road for some time, and the villa echoed with screams. Occasionally, there would be human-like shadows flying up and falling down within the black villa behind the wall. A series of thudding sounds of bodies falling.
   

        "Damn, can't we catch even one fat sheep?!" 
   

        Feng Liusi, with a gloomy face, looked at the corpses everywhere, he picked up a Blood Spirit Association member who was still alive.
   

        He slapped his confused face, "Where did the Indestructible-level members of your Blood Spirit Association die?! Don't they have to guard their lair? It's really strange, all of them are just useless prawns..." 
   

        The Blood Spirit Association member almost burst into tears. He was just a small Incorruptible. How would he know where the Indestructible senior level was stationed in Kula City? "I really don't know, there is only a president, and two vice presidents in the Association. Their movements… I really..." 
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        Bam!
   

        A red mist finger gun directly pierced and obliterated its brain.
   

        "We can't find out much from it. It seems that there are only three Indestructible Level members of the Blood Spirit Association in the public eye, one of whom, the deputy president, has been killed by us in Eastern Sea city. The remaining two are hard to find..."
   

        Casio softly sighed. Despite his comforting words, he was somewhat disappointed. In just about an hour and a half, they had attacked five Blood Spirit Association strongholds. Some were crowded, some sparsely populated and weak. All together, there were eleven Immortal level and ninety-six Incorruptible level.
   

        The harvest was not low, but it was still a bit short.
   

        Casio was about 2.6% short of reaching the Qi level of a veteran fighter. And the last time, it took three doses of Immortal level life vibration energy to increase his Qi level by 0.7%.
   

        Even if we calculated simply according to numbers, eleven portions of Immortal Level life vibration Energy could only increase by 2.56%. Not to mention the diminishing returns, these eleven portions of Immortal Level life vibration Energy, once used, probably wouldn't reach 2%.
   

        And, the Incorruptible Level is pretty much useless for Casio. While ninety-six may seem like a lot, it really doesn't add up to much.
   

        Seems like the breakthrough into the veteran fighter's Qi level status is temporarily aborted...
   

        Leaving Colin Villa.
   

        He was a bit depressed, with a slight headache. He immediately started to practice three major mental methods with a gloom on his face, balancing the relationship between his killing personality and the other two personalities. Even if he closed his eyes, he could sense the movements of the car. It was clear that Feng Liusi was already driving back.
   

        Feeling the humming sound of the car engine, Casio slowly adjusted his own mental state to calm down the killing desire in his body.
   

        Gradually, his condition improved a lot, and he slightly opened his eyes.
   

        Realizing the car was driving in Turin district, where the first target, Roman Hotel, was located on the main road of the district.
   

        Going straight ahead, the iconic high-rises at the intersection came into view. The street was very quiet, it seemed that no one had noticed the situation with the hotel. On the side of the intersection, a goldfish-kissing car with bright yellow lights slowly drove by.
   

        The two cars were getting closer and the lights made the intersection extraordinarily bright, even the shadow of the gravel on it could be seen.
   

        Casio, under the status of the demon idol's life field, suddenly twitched his eyelids, and his gaze swiftly shifted to the black car.
   

        Three words quickly popped out of his mouth: "Hit it!"
   

        "Huh? Okay!"
   

        Feng Liusi was slightly startled, but quickly stepped on the gas pedal.
   

        The dream car suddenly accelerated and charged straight forward.
   

        In the goldfish-mouthed car, a handsome gentleman dressed in a majestic and powerful outfit was resting with his eyes closed, holding a gold-wire purple wood stick, emitting a majestic aura.
   

        Adam, the second-ranked member of the Blood Spirit Association, his position and strength are even above Dino, who was stationed in Eastern Sea city. If you think about it, Kula City is the real venue of the Tulip Antique Exhibition, and where the Cupan magic box's contention took place. The temporary blood nest in Eastern Sea city, although important, was slightly inferior.
   

        The real force is in Kula City.
   

        Adam was having a headache recently because they received a bad piece of news this morning. The temporary blood nest in Eastern Sea city was completely wiped out, leaving only a few stray dogs and cats.
   

        Furthermore, Dino, the deputy president of the Blood Spirit Association, was suspected to be missing. His specific whereabouts couldn't be traced, no contact could be established. The forces dispatched by the Blood Spirit Association in Eastern Sea city suffered an unprecedented attack yesterday.
   

        This case also involves Garoro, the senior level of the door organization, and the fight remnants are extremely tragic. The Blood Spirit Association internally has determined that the chances of Dino surviving are only about 30%.
   

        Today, Adam, disregarding the watchful eyes of the Black Mechanism, kept trying to contact the Door organization's forces in Kula City. But no conclusion was reached because Garoro was in a coma from serious injuries.
   

        No one could replicate the full circumstances of that day.
   

        The loss of Blood Spirit at the Immortal level, whose life and death were uncertain, was a significant hit on their power, and that was already bad enough. Another incident occurred tonight, Adam had some instructions for the members of the Blood Spirit Association stationed at Roman Hotel, but no one answered the phone.
   

        He felt a bit uneasy, so he came over himself.
   

        Burdened by annoying details on the way, Adam was contemplating, trying to figure out which mysterious force was targeting the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        In theory, the Blood Spirit Association has always acted incognito, and even when they had to take large scale action, they were ruthless, leaving no loose ends.
   

        There shouldn't have been any significant enemies...
   

        "Could it be that the Black Mechanism has also set their sights on us?"
   

        Just as this thought arose in Adam's mind, he suddenly heard a bang, and the car shook, his back hit the recliner.
   

        "Damn it!" 
   

        The middle-level member of the Blood Spirit Association at the driver's seat cursed.
   

        He rolled down the window, looking severe as he spoke.
   

        "What kind of driving is that?! Are you fucking trying to kill yourselves?!"
   

        No one responded. The sedan that collided with the fish-mouth car was stationary, with only the sound of a cold wind blowing past.
   

        Click, the sound of the door opening came from the rear.
   

        Adam looked up as if feeling something was amiss.
   

        A pristine blond-haired youth walked out from the top, his mouth bearing a faint smile.
   

        Although it seemed cheery, Adam felt a sense of disgust.
   

        He rolled down the car window and immediately smelled the stench of blood wafting over. Very familiar, more familiar than ever. Adam's face changed. It was the scent of dead blood, the scent of death.
   

        The young man had a strong scent of death. Apparently, countless dead blood had fallen into his hands, and recently, possibly within the last few hours!
   

        "Hehehe, unexpected joy..."
   

        The blond-haired youth kept smiling, seemingly indifferent to the driver's curses. He pressed his forehead in excitement. From the pores of his skin, streams of Qi began to burst out.
   

        The powerful momentum rose like a torch, affecting the surrounding air and causing ripples.
   

        In the back seat, Adam's eyelids quivered.
   

        He uncrossed his right leg from atop his left.
   

        "Hehe, so that's why the Roman Hotel went off the grid? Your presence is indeed not too shabby, but…"
   

        Click. A brown-black boot slowly pressed down onto the ground.
   

        Sheng Feinan got out from the passenger seat, slowly pulling out the crystal blue whip from his waist. A terrifying chilling aura burst from every corner of his body, and even his black hair tips were tinged with a hint of blue. Like snowflakes were gradually falling from the sky.
   

        "Oh? Seems we've found our target, not bad luck."
   

        The whip in his hand was inch by inch transforming into a cross sword.
   

        In the back seat, Adam's eyelids slightly quivered again.
   

        He dropped down his folded hands.
   

        He cracked a smile in the corner of his mouth: "Heh, two people again…"
   

        From the driver's seat of the fish-mouth car, a giant scarlet vulture crawled out, its ferocious claws gently closed the door. It's vengefully gleaming eyes were staring straight at Adam.
   

        Feng Liusi's voice was like gravel scraping, "Hehe, indeed good luck, the lambs have come to us."
   

        Rumble...
   

        The air seemed to be humming, the aura of the three veteran fighters released without restraint, colliding and overlapping with each other. This caused the air to form chaotic vortices, a gale was whistling, as if evil spirits were screaming from the sky, it was haunting.
   

        Adam's eyelids were trembling like drum hides.
   

        In the eyes of a real expert, they would see an overwhelming momentum like a wave rolling over, reaching as high as a three-story building.
   

        Heavy like a mountain, roaring like the sea.
   

        Releasing undisguised intent to kill and malevolence.
   

        Even the brash driver who was a member of the Blood Spirit Association felt fear, he turned his head: "Deputy leader, we…" 
   

        "Eh? Where did he go?!"
   

        The soft back seat was empty, with only a cane nearly crushed, slumped on the blanket.
   

        Looking up and through the rear window, they could see a figure, in extreme panic, escaping. A pair of leather shoes twisted, lay on the ground.
   

        "I..."
   

        Boom! Bang!
   

        The fish-mouth car was directly shattered by the three figures, rolling and exploding in mid-air. Three rainbow lights, two red, one blue, burst out like comets.
   

        Rapidly chasing towards an approaching silhouette in the distance.
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        "Damn it, I knew it would come to this, I should never have come!"
   

        Adam felt heavy-hearted. The feeling of regret rose in his mind as he sensed an aura getting closer from behind.
   

        Yes, Adam was afraid.
   

        Well, wouldn't you be afraid if three masters of the same level as you were hunting you down? From the few murmurs of Feng Liusi and his gang, these three people are deliberately setting up a trap, waiting for the Indestructible members of the Blood Spirit Association to appear.
   

        They clearly have an unusually deep understanding of the various characteristics of the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        And they are confident enough to keep Adam around!
   

        As the third stage of Dead Blood Indestructible, his physical body has the ability to regenerate at an incredibly fast pace, and he doesn't even have any weaknesses. If he were to confront an existence of the same level as him, one-on-one, Adam wouldn't be afraid at all, he couldn't possibly get harmed. Two-on-one, he would pay a certain price, but he could still get away. But three-on-one...
   

        The best-case scenario would be paying a tremendous price, the worst being death.
   

        At this moment, however, a bizarrely ominous thought began to creep up within Adam. If he got caught up and entangled, he would surely die! Two of the three people behind him had an aura that he found extremely repugnant, as though they were a fatal threat.
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        "Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh!"
   

        Four silhouettes, one after the other, swiftly skimmed over the wall, much like ghostly shadows chasing each other in the dark.
   

        "There's no other way..... I'll have to use the Fury Potion!"
   

        As Adam sped through the air, he pulled out a thumb-sized potion from his bosom. The bottle had a semi-transparent glass-like texture, and inside was a deep red nectar that looked like blood, which under the faint moonlight, held an enticing allure.
   

        The Fury Potion had once appeared in the Sect Destruction War of the Wind Elephant Gate. It could elevate the overall strength of the user by a minor level and, upon full burst, could enter the second stage.
   

        It enhances bodily defense and physical quality to a certain extent.
   

        This is not a product of the Blood Spirit Association itself, but was obtained from a trade with the Gate Organization, specifically, it was acquired from that mysterious man, Xiadu. Adam didn't know the specific principle and formula of the Fury Potion, only that it could drive people into a rage and could suit different stages of Dead Blood according to its concentration. They only made a trade with Xiadu once more than ten years ago, and after that, they never got anything from the Gate Organization.
   

        The Blood Spirit Association had conducted experiments and found that the Fury Potion only worked for the dark creature group of Dead Blood. It seemed to stimulate a certain essence and cause mutations in the Dead Blood in a short time.
   

        The entire body would sprout mane-like steel needles, the skeleton contour would warp and twist horrendously. Falling into a completely beastly evil appetite.
   

        The advantages have been mentioned above, but the disadvantages scared the Blood Spirit Association. If too much Fury Potion is used, that rage state will be semi-permanent, turning into a beast with muddled thoughts.
   

        Though Dead Blood is a dark creature and not a human, it also possesses precious wisdom. However, Fury Potion seemed to reverse this process, like devolving wisdom into wildness, making them revert from humanoid to beast. So, the Blood Spirit Association dared not use it too many times.
   

        They stored the remaining potions, conducting research while using them when necessary. As the vice-president of the Blood Spirit Association and a third stage Indestructible Dead Blood, Adam naturally had a bottle of high-concentration Fury Potion on him in case of emergencies. Unexpectedly, he really needed to use it today.
   

        In the face of crisis, Adam didn't care about the side effects after taking the potion. He crushed the potion along with the glass and swallowed it, crunching sounds echoing from between his white teeth.
   

        He stomped hard on the ground, blasting off like a black arrow, swiftly darting along the entire alley.
   

        He burst out from the middle of another main road, a passing unfortunate car was sent flying, spinning twice in the air, and miraculously landed back on its chassis. It wobbled a bit, but didn't explode or disintegrate. Only the metal part in the middle of the car experienced significant deformation, caving in about one-third, leaving a substantial dent.
   

        "Damn it..."
   

        Just as the startled car owner was about to curse, he heard three sudden muffled sounds from the rear of the car. The car harshly shifted from an initial half-sideways angle to a vertical position, leaving rubber tire marks on the ground.
   

        "Did…did I just encounter a ghost?"
   

        The car owner who barely managed to get out of the driving seat, looking at the dents on the surface of his car, muttered to himself. His gaze slipped downwards to spot a deep human footprint. That shoe imprint was actually embedded in the cement ground, creating a hole.
   

        Turin District, a mix of residential and commercial areas. There are many winding alleys, which become even more complicated at night.
   

        Adam's body began to release the effect of the potion, and his strength and speed started gradually increasing. Every step he took covered one-third of the distance further than before, yet in the same amount of time. Gradually, Casio and his gang, who had previously been closing in, started to lag behind, leaving only the pursuit in this chase.
   

        "Run, get out of here! Even with the Fury Potion, I'm no match for those three. I have to go back and warn Lian! Only if we work together, can we stand a chance…" 
   

        Thoughts raced through Adam's mind, his plan of action was clear. He wouldn't be reckless. The purpose of swallowing the Fury Potion was to escape, not to turn back and attack the enemy.
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        In the distance, Casio and his companions bolted around a corner, just to glimpse a fleeting black silhouette at the end of the alley. Feng Liusi couldn't help but gripe, "This guy is too decisive, running off at the sight of us. He's getting faster and faster too, like he's on something."
   

        "Let's burst forward and follow him. We can't expect to face our opponents at a normal pace, without paying a price," one of them suggested.
   

        Casio calmly responded, "He's sensible, knows he can't win against us, so he runs. Hoping he would turn back in frenzy is impossible. We need to pick up the pace and catch up to him. He'll definitely try to make it back to the Blood Spirit Association headquarters..."
   

        "It'll be difficult to make a move then."
   

        Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan nodded in agreement, ready to burst forward with their aura. However, a familiar shape suddenly darted back from the end of the alley, firmly standing at the corner.
   

        It was Adam, the one they were chasing!
   

        His face was an intricate mask of guile, half nestled in the shadows, half lit by the sparse moonlight. His entire form seemed to have expanded multiple times, reaching an imposing height of over two meters. A convoluted skeleton of muscles was evident under his stretched clothes, straggling red mane oozed like steel needles.
   

        A mysterious and malevolent aura radiated from Adam's face.
   

        "What's going on?" Sheng Feinan squinted his eyes.
   

        "Someone's backing him, it seems like the true leader of the Blood Spirit Association has arrived, the leader of Death Blood. Heh... I've been curious about him for a while." Casio, after a few moments of thought, came up with a conclusion.
   

        "Looks like we're in for a battle tonight. What's the point in just teasing these misfits all the time, I am so over it," Feng Liusi cracked his neck, producing a series of clicking sounds. His blood-red aura materialised into a terrifying, monstrous Bloody Vulture, its twisted giant claws rested on his shoulders.
   

        The air eddied in layers, as if fearful.
   

        Sheng Feinan remained silent, his body turned colder, like a human ice-making machine. Tiny white snowflakes genuinely began to fall from the air, sticking to his clothes.
   

        The frosty intent of murder transformed into a blue frost on the ground.
   

        Casio extended his senses to their limit, constantly on the lookout for potential indomitable figures of the Blood Spirit Association in the darkness. However, he couldn't detect anything. The enemy's ability to conceal their aura was impeccable. He sighed to himself, "The leader of the Blood Spirit Association does live up to his reputation..."
   

        By allowing Adam to confront them while they waited in the shadows for an opportunity, the enemy had cleverly put Casio and his team on their back foot.
   

        No one could ignore the "B+" power player hidden in the shadows, waiting and watching like a venomous snake. This was a tactic.
   

        Casio, not to be outdone, instantly transformed into his most formidable demon idol state. As his muscles bulged and physique expanded, both his hands came together, chest-high, the deadfang power incessantly pierced the air at the center of his palms.
   

        The three of them maintained a careful triangular formation, engaging in a standoff with Adam at the other end of the street. The air was tense, the surrounding area descended into an eerie silence, where even a pin drop could be heard.
   

        "Roar~~~"
   

        Finally, it was Adam who shattered the quiet. He roared to the sky, his blood-red eyes fixated on the trio. His evil longing could be seen clearly, a simple desire for food.
   

        "Eat . . . eat . . . food . . . delicious!"
   

        Murmuring incoherent words, Adam disappeared from his original position with a whoosh, charging towards the group like cannon fire.
   

        "Watch out!" Casio promptly warned and immediately advanced. In his formidable demon idol state, he swung a punch forward. Boom! His robust arm crossed with Adam's, their collision sparked a burst of flame in the air.
   

        The immense force sent shock waves up his arm; Casio was taken aback, for the first time feeling a physical strength that nearly matched his own. However, it fell just short. Casio was naturally unfazed.
   

        Moving directly forward, he engaged in a close-quarters brawl. He unleashed all his refined combat skills honed from countless fights. Every joint in his limbs was utilized as a lethal weapon, clashing with the brutishly brawling monster Adam had become.
   

        At the same time, Sheng Feinan and Feng Liusi didn't choose to strike together but maintained a vigilant watch around them.
   

        They seemed to be strategizing to draw out the enemy lurking in the dark, but the expected scenario didn't materialize.
   

        On the deserted street, only Adam and Casio kept clashing like battle machines - colliding then separating, separating then colliding.
   

        The huge impact of their strikes made the air around them reverberate, turning the air currents into white rings that exploded with each compression.
   

        Thud, they collided again, rebounded by the recoil. Casio stood tall while Adam slithered on the ground like a beast.
   

        Blood-red eyes, and a mouth full of tusks still drooling.
   

        Persistent mumbling seemingly incessantly.
   

        "Eat! Eat you! Eat... eat!"
   

        Watching this scene, reminiscent of a low-functioning child, Casio's fine brows furrowed deeply as if something was not right.
   

        "Feng Liusi, let's both attack."
   

        He suddenly said, unable to tear his gaze away.
   

        With a whoosh, Adam sprung towards them like a frog.
   

        However, there was no tit-for-tat this time. Casio and Feng Liusi, together, treated Adam like a punching bag. Both were practitioners of the Deathfang Power, masterful at restraining the invincibility of Dead Blood, and it seemed that every attack was effective.
   

        Even though Adam's defenses had improved significantly after going berserk.
   

        But the decomposing effect of Deathfang Power could still have a terrifying impact, especially the fourth stage of Feng Liusi's Deathfang Power.
   

        His ten fingers acted like the sharpest weapons in the world, drawing an arc in the air and freely slicing chunks of flesh.
   

        Berserk Adam couldn't handle it, and swiftly his entire left arm including the shoulder was almost turned into bone. Only a few bits of flesh remained, continuously torn apart by the residual force every time they tried to regenerate, displaying a bizarre state between life and death.
   

        "Still not revealing yourself? Can you really keep hiding?!"
   

        In Feng Liusi's eyes, a murderous light flashed. His hands, like chopping blades, slashed down heavily, removing half of Adam's body.
   

        "Let's attack together." Casio's face turned slightly dark.
   

        He suddenly felt like he might have been fooled by his own caution, imagining an enemy lurking in the shadows and wastefully draining a lot of energy.
   

        During Adam's earlier explosion, he might have used some secret techniques. But the side effects creeped up later, making him deliriously turning and wanting to fight. The trio was fooled by the insane yet exceptionally confident Adam, thus coming up with complicated hypotheses.
   

        Thinking about this, Casio was somewhat irritated.
   

        Looking at Adam, acting like a mad dog, he took a deep breath, "Beat him nearly to death!"
   

        Casio was not being petty and vengeful; he's not that kind of person. However, Adam really needed to be seriously injured before he would be non-threatening, and it would also make it easier to force answers later on, or even absorb Life Vibration Energy. The situation was indifferent whether he had a hand in it or not.
   

        Suddenly.
   

        On the dark street, three veteran fighters encircled Adam and continuously beat him without any martial ethics.
   

        On the surface, it seemed they were getting back at him, but in fact, it was methodical and rational beating which lasted a good five minutes.
   

        Only then did the three leisurely stop, ending their involvement. In the middle of the street, there was a pit of about two meters in diameter. In it, an unrecognizable Adam was curled up.
   

        With his flesh blurred, he looked like a cooked prawn.
   

        Casio exhaled two mouthfuls of white breath from his nose and mouth, slowly walked down into the pit, picked up Adam's head with one hand, ready for interrogation.
   

        However, he found Adam was still deliriously mumbling about delicious food, apparently no useful information could be extracted.
   

        Casio sighed inwardly but was not disappointed. What he needed was Life Vibration Energy, the breakthrough. Everything else could step aside and be second. Power is what's most urgent.
   

        The Demon Idol's Life Field operated, a hand covered with a special vibration frequency was placed on Adam's head, five fingers spread open.
   

        "Come on...I can't wait anymore..."
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        Collision, obliteration, vibration, feedback...
   

        This is how Demon Idol Secret Martial Art works -- the process is very simple but extraordinarily domineering. As the creator of this cultivation method, Casio himself didn't know the limit of this secret martial art. However, one thing is certain, ever since this martial art came into existence, the collision of life fields could affect any dark creature, no matter how peculiar or powerful they are.
   

        Adam, as the third-stage indestructible-level Dead Blood and the second-in-command in the Blood Spirit Association, also could not control a core energy loss in his body. It was a crucial part of life. Any living creature has this fundamental part.
   

        Although he's now not in a clear state due to the effect of the fury potion, he could still feel the groaning from his organs and cells all over his body, a horror beyond description. Just as dark creatures prey on humans, there is something that preys on dark creatures. As if in the depths of darkness, a pair of blood-red eyes are watching everything. They hunt lambs recklessly, thinking that it is safe to walk in the shadows, but they don't realize that they, too, are merely fish meat.
   

        Adam trembled all over, his body instinctively wanting to leave the arm of Casio. However, he was badly injured from being beaten by the three of them just now, and his immortality was restrained by the Deathfang Power. At this moment, he simply had no strength to resist and could only keep his head firmly pressed to the ground.
   

        Casio kneeled down on one foot, reaching out coldly.
   

        Sheng Feinan and Feng Liusi, like two bodyguards, stood one on each side, always alert to possible enemies.
   

        So they stayed, for minutes to pass.
   

        When the cold night breeze took the last leaf on the street...
   

        Adam also lost his last bit of resistance.
   

        Casio slowly rose, seemingly feeling something. The clear moonlight shone on him, giving him a sense of clarity in his mind.
   

        Obedient to that stir, he unpredictably sat cross-legged directly on the broken street, with his hands alternately resting on his knees.
   

        Feng Liusi noticed and immediately realized that Casio had found inspiration and might take this chance for a breakthrough. He promptly moved a few steps away with Sheng Feinan, their vigilant eyes scanning their surroundings.
   

        The aura of their Qi hovered over their bodies. As soon as anyone approached within fifty meters of this lane, they would be able to sense it and act instantly.
   

        Kula City was situated on a plain, the specks of stars in the night sky twinkled with silvery light, occasionally entwined with wisps of white cloud. The bright moon hung high, resembling a shiny pearl.
   

        Casio adjusted the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, his breathing, heartbeat, and blood frequency transforming and slowly operating towards a similar direction.
   

        He felt the surging Dead Blood Life Vibration Energy within his body and picked out the most vibrant strand directly.
   

        The Life Vibration Energy of Adam, with an immortal-level strength.
   

        "Come on, let me see where your limit is!" Casio muttered to himself, seemingly speaking to the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art and also to his own tempered physique and Qi. 
   

        "Elevate me!"
   

        He shouted in his heart, and instantly the strand of immortal-level Life Vibration Energy seemed to be hammered, detonating directly in his chest. The next second, Casio felt as if a gust of wind breezed through his entire body at a rapid speed.
   

        Bone, Muscle, Organs, Skin...
   

        The scorching heat rose, as though circling in every inch of muscle, every blood vessel, every joint. Accompanied by an itchy, numb feeling with a hint of pain, it recurred and cycled continuously. This drove Casio's human life field to automatically stimulate and collide with these special vibration frequencies.
   

        A feeling of both hot and cold was tumbling in his heart, as if two completely different streams were mixed. The fluid matter was chaotically darting about, poking the pain under the skin like sharp needles.
   

        This time, the sensation was obviously different from the last time he absorbed Immortal-Level Life Vibration Energy, as Casio's Qi was clearly approaching the level of a Veteran Fighter. The last difficult breakthrough, the bottleneck, was gradually being conquered.
   

        In the upper right corner of the field of view, inside the Cultivation Stat Bar.
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 32.4% (Third Layer)"
   

        To the naked eye, the end number after the decimal point of the cultivation stat bar suddenly jumped. It quickly blurred and changed into another number.
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 32.9% (Third Layer)"
   

        0.5%, a pleasing increase.
   

        A slight pain coursed through his body, and the end number blurred again.
   

        Casio's attention was focused on the Cultivation Stat Bar, not concerning with the condition of his body. At this moment, he had already failed to suppress the surging Qi in his body, and blood-red steam was continuously and crazily emitting from his pores.
   

        These streams of misty colors effortlessly seeped through his clothes. Rising from the back, shoulders, arms, and the edges of his neck, these looked like red ribbons pulled into the sky by an invisible force. They seemed to be extensions of the human flesh itself.
   

        The surging blood-red fog wrapped around his body, forming a vortex several meters in diameter, enveloping Casio in the middle.
   

        The steam kept fluctuating, and even some dust on the ground was sucked up into the air. Moreover, some rubble started to tremble.
   

        +0.5%, +0.5%, +0.5%...
   

        The end number jumped for the fifth time.
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 34.9% (Third Layer)"
   

        Casio's body shuddered, and the blood-red Qi that had spread out around him seemed to have sensed something and quivered sturdily.
   

        The very next second, it started bubbling like boiling water, the mist-like form giving rise to bubbles within. The bubbles expanded and burst, apparently refining and extracting something. Every time after the Qi formed bubbles and they burst, the Qi seemed to diminish just a little.
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        But the color, it became even more intense.
   

        Leaning towards black-red, similar to Feng Liusi's aura.
   

        "It's starting..." Casio suddenly opened his eyes.
   

        In his field of view, only the changing numbers on the Cultivation Stat Bar could be seen.
   

        34.9%→35.4%
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 35.4% (Third Layer)".
   

        Screech!!!!
   

        An ear-splitting shriek like that of a predatory bird echoed in his mind, outshining everything. In this moment, it was as if Casio had truly lost his mind. His brain went blank, and his heart throbbed violently.
   

        Under the moonlight, the blood-red mist that had almost spread half a block suddenly rolled back in. The air whistled back toward Casio, forming a huge vortex above his head.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        A claw, half the size of a person, reached out.
   

        Then came the wings, body, neck, and the beak. Less than a second later, a blood-red giant vulture was seen hovering in mid-air. It featured scales with a metallic quality, protruding backthorns on the bones of its wings and claws. Its blood-red beak, like a dagger, was sharply hooked and those pair of eyes were extremely vicious.
   

        Grim, terrifying, it was born to kill.
   

        This was Casio's Martial Will for the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist!
   

        Compared to Feng Liusi's, it was somewhat distinct. Even though their overall image was not much different, Casio's was more ferocious, especially those bone thorns that were reminiscent of a bloody beast gnawing its teeth. Whereas, Feng Liusi's Martial Will was brutal yet elegant.
   

        In comparison, Casio was somewhat extreme. After all, being a person of slaughter, his desire to hunt and massacre supersedes everything else.
   

        Screech!
   

        The Blood Vulture spread its grim wings toward the sky and let out another long cry, as if celebrating its birth.
   

        Some of the residents in the surrounding blocks, deep in sleep, twitched their eyelids at the shriek, seemingly hearing the roar of a predatory bird in their dreams.
   

        Casio took three deep breaths in succession, not getting up until the scorching heat spread throughout his body had dissipated.
   

        With a thought, the Blood Vulture instantly echoed his will.
   

        A claw that almost enveloped his entire shoulder rested on Casio's left shoulder and gently tightened. Under the pure moonlight, a huge and terrifying shadow completely cloaked Casio's slender figure.
   

        The breeze rustled his golden hair, his eyelids drooping low.
   

        In the upper right corner of his vision, the Cultivation Stat Bar finally stopped fluctuating.
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 36.4% (Third Layer)".
   

        The progress had increased by 4%, a slight decline as expected.
   

        Managing to break through the bottleneck with the help of Immortal Level Life Vibration Energy was already a gain. It's normal for traditional fighters to get stuck at the Qi bottleneck for years.
   

        Being able to make it in one go was naturally better.
   

        "Congratulations, congratulations..."
   

        Sheng Feinan applauded as he walked over from the alley.
   

        Feng Liusi was studying the Martial Will of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist behind Casio, seemingly comparing their subtle differences.
   

        As they still needed to hide in the dark, the three men quickly left the scene, driving their shabby car back to the Flower Season Hotel.
   

        After casually washing off the dirty bloodstains from his body, Casio picked a spacious spot and began sparring with Feng Liusi.
   

        Both of them had to limit their strength to that of ordinary people. But they layered their Qi freely because Casio was testing his Martial Will of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, planning to quickly master the skills.
   

        On the empty ground, Casio and Feng Liusi stood facing each other, each on one side.
   

        Sheng Feinan sat by the half-open window as if he were watching a show, enjoying the cool evening breeze and a cup of black tea.
   

        He gently took a sip before putting the cup down.
   

        The two silhouettes in front of him were already locked in a fierce battle, even at the level of ordinary humans, the rapid shifts between Feng Liusi's and Casio's moves were terrifyingly fast and difficult to deflect.
   

        Two blood-red figures entangled in battle, constantly rolling and shifting positions. Every joint of their bodies became a weapon for battle, with the sound of frequent fist and flesh collisions echoing in the room. Above their head, two bloody vultures also ferociously battled each other.
   

        The claws of the dagger, the crimson bird's beak were relentlessly entangled.
   

        Initially, Casio felt somewhat uncomfortable, but once properly warmed up, he found himself increasingly adept. He felt as if he had fully understood the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, unexpectedly being boosted by the will of the boxing method in an exaggerated manner. Every punch and every move he made carried his own strong momentum, as if all aspects were amplified. Moreover, the various boxing techniques of the Red Vulture Fist seamlessly integrated with his body, allowing Casio to execute his moves smoothly to the extreme, instinctively determining the most suitable strike for the current situation, and his muscles could keep up quickly.
   

        It was as if it had become engrained as muscle memory.
   

        Casio finally understood that the purpose of boxing willpower is to amplify every single standard strike of a veteran fighter!
   

        Its overall power is almost a multiple of that of ordinary fighters.
   

        The reason Casio did not get a feel for it earlier is because his physical qualities are too exaggerated, which could totally offset this gap.
   

        If it's an ordinary fighter, it becomes really challenging to fight back against a veteran fighter. Moreover, boxing willpower can boost one's spirits and even constantly interfere with an opponent's desire to fight, crowding out any desire to fight back with gradually increasing power, it's almost like an exaggerated divide.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        In mid-air, a pair of fists that were about to collide quickly separated.
   

        Feng Liusi steadied himself with a flash of his body and looked down at the crease on his shoulder. That was a trace left by Casio's fist.
   

        "Your punches are naturally fast. After the boxing will comes together, you can release your moves at will. You have truly reached the point where you can do anything you want, but you are still a little short of getting full control. Take some time to grasp it..."
   

        He looked at Casio, a faint smile playing around the corners of his mouth. The two were half teacher, half friend and as the only two inheritors of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist in the world. Feng Liusi sincerely wanted to see the talent match in Casio continue to climb, see what a real complete South Dipper Red Vulture Fist will look like in replacement for himself, whose potential was already exhausted.
   

        In Feng Liusi's self-understanding, although he returned to his youth because of Casio, there is a limit to his talent. Feng Liusi felt that the Deathfang Power of the fifth stage is basically his limit, but Casio has more potential than himself.
   

        Feng Liusi didn't want Casio to inherit his Martial Will, but he simply wished out of curiosity to see, what the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist look like practiced to its pinnacle? Sixty-six acupuncture points coexisting, operating fully, like a stars dying, surges of power.
   

        What is that?
   

        The King of Power?!
   

        Feng Liusi didn't know, so he wanted to see. If he really can't see it, that's okay too, it's good if someone can see it.
   

        On the opposite side, Casio gradually stopped his movement.
   

        The huge blood-red vulture, like a phantom, gradually disappeared into his back. It felt like it was swallowed directly by the human body.
   

        He squinted his eyes, the ruby-like color gradually faded and turned back to black. As if Casio understood something, he stood still in thought for at least five minutes before gradually coming back to reality.
   

        Bop.
   

        A crisp sound burst open lightly from his chest.
   

        Sometimes a breakthrough comes unexpectedly, Casio did not think about the sixty-six acupoints around his body, but they opened naturally. On his skin, eleven red acupoints were constantly blinking. In the next second, another red dot appeared.
   

        TWelve acupoints shimmered like stars in the white sky.
   

        At this moment, however, Casio didn't pay much attention to this little surprise. On the contrary, he took it upon himself to operate the Demon Idol Martial Art, and the whole person entered the Life Field state of the demon idol. In front of Feng Liusi, he slowly extended his hand. In the palm of his hand, a cluster of black spirit gradually gathered, forming an egg-sized ball. There was a mysterious aura drifting in the mist.
   

        But in Casio's perception as the controller, this black ball was not mysterious at all, but rather had a sense of evil.
   

        "What is this?"
   

        Feng Liusi slightly frowned and stepped forward.
   

        "Magic Core Seed," Casio hesitated.
   

        "Or maybe to simplify it, just called it a Demon Seed..."
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        "Demon Seed?"
   

        Feng Liusi looked at the item in Casio's palm, momentarily baffled, only feeling that it seemed to be a type of exotic spirit Qi.
   

        The darkness inexplicably projected a profound evil aura.
   

        Feinan, standing on the side, shifted his gaze but remained silent.
   

        Casio's five fingers slightly converged, and the egg-sized black spirit Qi began to compress, becoming denser and denser.
   

        In the end, it formed into a small dot, slightly bigger than a sesame seed, spinning between the gaps of his five fingers.
   

        Qi, the cohesion of essence, Qi, and spirit, is believed to exist within ordinary humans as well, though it's too faint to be perceived, like one's personal aura.
   

        Fighters practicing secret martial arts, who cultivate human limits, can strengthen Qi to a certain extent, making it visible to the naked eye as steam, and then shaping it into various forms according to their will.
   

        Theoretically, Qi is an extension of the human body. All species have their limits, constrained by physique, environment, and instinct. Humans also have their limits, but they have learned to expand, create, and control tools. In some sense, this gives them unlimited external limbs, and Qi is the sixth limb of all fighters.
   

        From a knuckle to a veteran fighter, this is a process of exceeding human limits. However, due to environmental constraints, the physique of humans cannot grow indefinitely. There will always be a limit beyond the limit.
   

        As one cultivates deeper into the secret martial art, it becomes harder to enhance one's fearsome physique. Hence, fighters focus their cultivation on Qi. The endless expansion of Qi is akin to the unlimited extension of physical strength.
   

        The strength of a fighter is not judged by their physique, but by observing their Qi, like the elderly man Feng Liusi once talked about who was suspected of possessing the Saint Fist.
   

        The Qi was overwhelming, almost encompassing the field of vision. Objectively, the old man could be seen as a giant, the volume of his Qi corresponding to his power.
   

        And now, it's the same.
   

        The Demon Seed formed by Casio is essentially a part of his body. If he infuses the Demon Seed into someone else's body, it is equivalent to leaving his own eyes there. Although he can neither see nor hear, he can sense the vague location.
   

        Moreover, the faint life field of the demon idol emitted by the Demon Seed will gradually assimilate and transform the human life field - an ominous act. Currently, Casio has cultivated his Qi to the level of a veteran fighter with a boxing method. The Qi formed by the demon idol's secret martial art seems to no longer be suppressed and can be controlled and condensed at will.
   

        After an exchange between Casio and Feng Liusi, Feng Liusi, finding it quite peculiar, immediately informed the Blood Vulture Organization to send someone for experimentation. Casio's ability to control the Demon Seed freely meant that in case of any sudden anomaly, he could immediately retract it to eliminate any influence.
   

        The night was quiet, and after a while, sounds were heard from outside.
   

        The man who walked in was a young man dressed in a suit.
   

        Although the youth was a bit nervous, he quickly walked over. His field of vision soon focused on Feng Liusi, who nodded in acknowledgment.
   

        Casio slowly lifted his hand, and a surge of black energy began to gather in his palm again. It first formed into an egg-sized sphere spinning around, and then quickly compressed into a sesame-sized black dot.
   

        He beckoned with his hand, speaking in a friendly manner, "There is no need to be afraid. There is no danger in this thing. I can retract it at any moment."
   

        The youth looked at the Demon Seed wrapped in black energy, feeling an ominous sense. He swallowed hard, showing some regret. Subconsciously looking up at Casio's deceivingly delicate face and the friendly smile at the corner of his mouth, the youth suddenly felt calm and nodded. If Casio looked like a fierce, evil giant, he would have definitely tried to resist.
   

        But Casio didn't appear ferocious, and his boss was by his side.
   

        The youth gave in.
   

        The next second, he suddenly felt a light tap on his chest. Quick as a lightning, the youth hardly reacted.
   

        He looked up, and Casio still seemed to be standing in the same spot, only the black dot floating above his palm was nowhere to be seen.
   

        "Is it done already?"
   

        The youth moved his limbs, finding nothing abnormal with his body. Even the anticipated intense pain of the injection was non-existent.
   

        "You sit down first; I need to analyze it."
   

        Casio pointed to the specially arranged light yellow wooden chairs nearby and began to test the capabilities of the so-called Demon Seed.
   

        Feng Liusi and Feinan watched with keen interest from the side, their eyes filled with curiosity. They had known for a long time that Casio had other peculiar secret martial arts, such as the mysterious Life Vibration Energy, and the strange three major Mental Methods.
   

        It seemed that the Demon Seed in front of them was somehow linked to such abilities.
   

        The bright yellow light illuminated the entire room, filling the air with a floral fragrance. Casio stood on the soft, dark red carpet, operating the Demon Idol's secret martial arts, seeking to confirm many things lurking in his heart.
   

        As soon as the three frequencies combined into one, he quickly entered the Demon Idol's life field. Instantly, Casio sensed a miniature heart near him, emitting a faint magnetic field.
   

        Upon opening his eyes, it was the youth in that direction.
   

        Well, a positioning ability.
   

        Casio quickly noted it down in his mind.
   

        A subtle change in the frequency of the Demon Idol's life field seemed to occur in his mind, and Casio sent a message to the youth. Instantly, the youth's face changed.
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        From the initial nervousness to rigidity, his whole body was starting to tremble, his rosy complexion gradually turning pale. It seemed like some acute condition was causing distress, something seemed seriously off.
   

        Casio immediately asked, "How do you feel now?"
   

        The youth took a deep breath uncomfortably, "I feel dizzy, nauseous. Like I haven't eaten or slept for days. It's uncomfortable, but I can't pin down where it hurts..."
   

        Casio contemplated, "Can you endure more?"
   

        The youth nodded.
   

        As time passed, about two minutes later.
   

        Sweat beaded on the young man's forehead, the fabric of his suit was dampened with sweat, making him look like he had just been hauled out of the water. Seeing the young man was about to reach his limit, Casio stopped using his secret martial art.
   

        "How do you feel now?" Casio asked again.
   

        The youth, however, was panting heavily, his wet forehead brushing against his hair tips.
   

        "Get him a glass of water."
   

        Half a minute later after drinking, the youth seemed much better.
   

        He took a deep breath and then gave his feedback.
   

        "The discomfort intensified as time passed, especially in the last ten seconds, I felt as if I was suffocating..."
   

        A bit of lingering fear could still be seen in the youth's eyes.
   

        Casio nodded thoughtfully.
   

        It seemed to be a function of a demon seed influencing the host, causing discomfort and intensifying over time. It seems that the life field of the demon idol was stimulated and became stronger in a short time, affecting the human life field. Thus, reflecting the discomfort in the human body.
   

        It appeared to be a function of a demon seed controlling its host.
   

        After letting the youth rest, Casio said suggestively, "I will teach you a technique for controlling your breath, learn it quickly and cooperate with me for the experiment."
   

        About ten minutes later, the youth barely remembered a small portion.
   

        Of course, what Casio taught was the Golem Breathing Art!
   

        The cold wind blew through the window, the three people inside the room were all watching the youth. Casio felt an unexpected anticipation, and after a brief pause, he said, "Start now, what I just taught you..."
   

        The youth nodded, then began to mimic the breathing method.
   

        At first, it was not very proficient, no special effects appeared. However, as time went on, the effects became evident.
   

        "Huff, hiss...huff, hiss hiss...huff huff, hiss..."
   

        The room echoed with weak but rhythmic breaths. The youth's demeanor gradually calmed down, as if this breathing rhythm held a unique magic power. Somehow, he suddenly felt a warm flow rolling in his abdomen. It felt like a small steam ball, slowly baking his internal organs, bringing a warming sensation.
   

        He faintly heard a sizzling sound from inside his body.
   

        Like fat being boiled under high heat.
   

        However, the youth felt no pain, but instead a sense of fulfillment. The airflow continued to circulate slowly between his nostrils.
   

        "Report your condition," Casio suddenly said.
   

        The youth shivered, the cycle interrupted, and he was pulled out of that state of cultivation. The warmth in his chest disappeared, returning to the cold, feeling a strange reluctance.
   

        He frowned slightly, looking up at Casio.
   

        "It feels like there's a warm flow in my body, it's very comfortable wherever it passes, like soaking in a hot spring."
   

        "As expected..." Casio confirmed in his heart.
   

        Miniature Demon Idol Secret Martial Art!
   

        Compared to Casio's cultivation state, the process for the youth was more like a reversal. The demon seed implanted in him contains a faint life field of the demon idol, and the Golem Breathing Art acts as a stimulant, continually nourishing the flesh and blood.
   

        Where did the energy come from then?
   

        Most likely from the daily nutrients that this body has taken in.
   

        Casio stood in place, pondering for a moment and seemed to think of something. The young man sat on the chair and waited for a few minutes. Feeling bored, he took the initiative to speak.
   

        "Can I try it again?"
   

        "Wait a bit more."
   

        Responded Casio, and then he noticed the youth looked a bit disappointed out of the corner of his eye. He stayed silent for a moment and then instructed him.
   

        "You try it again."
   

        "Okay."
   

        The youth agreed promptly and continued without delay.
   

        After this repeated two or three times, Casio abruptly woke him up at the moment when the youth was most relaxed, and slowly looked at the youth.
   

        "What are you doing!?"
   

        The youth was very upset, his angry eyes riveted on Casio. After a few seconds, he realized who the three people in the room were. He lowered his head, a look of fear on his face.
   

        But Casio wasn't upset at all. He made a mental note.
   

        Addictive.
   

        "Don't be afraid. This is the influence of the experiment." He comforted the youth, then asked, "Are you hungry now? Do you feel like eating, are you very hungry?"
   

        "No...not..." The youth answered honestly, but his body, as if reminded, was stirred by gastric acid and salivary secretion. As if every cell was sending signals of hunger to his brain.
   

        "I...I..." He raised his head, looking very uncomfortable.
   

        Casio immediately took out food he had prepared. As soon as the youth smelled it, he pounced on it like a hungry wolf.
   

        He noted this in his heart.
   

        Cultivation consumes body energy, replenishment mode, and hunger still belong to the human. There are no signs of dark biological transformation.
   

        Casio watched the youth, his mouth full of food, suddenly an idea struck him. He stretched out a hand and rested it on his shoulder.
   

        Buzz~
   

        An incorruptible level life vibration energy was transmitted into his body from his arm instantly, causing the youth, who was enjoying his food immensely, to stiffen.
   

        The whole person was as still as a statue.
   

        A few minutes passed, just as Sheng Feinan thought the poor guy was dead. The youth suddenly let out a belch.
   

        And stood up, looking energetic.
   

        "Why aren't you eating anymore?" Casio asked from the side.
   

        "I don't know why, but I'm full. I can't eat anymore."
   

        Not only did the youth felt full, but he also felt that his body was full of energy, and his previous feeling of weakness was gone. He just felt extremely light now, and the surrounding light was particularly bright.
   

        "What did that feeling just now feel like?" Asked Casio.
   

        "An unimaginable feeling of fulfillment. I want to do it again." The youth honestly answered, he found his voice more resonant and his hearing more acute.
   

        "Hmm."
   

        Casio nodded.
   

        Addictiveness ×2.
   

        Next, several people conducted a series of tests. The youth began to distance himself from the Flower Season Hotel. Within a kilometer, Casio could vaguely sense his direction. Beyond a kilometer, it became blurry, and he could only know generally where he was.
   

        But, the punishment Casio imposed was not affected.
   

        Even beyond a kilometer, when Casio changed the frequency of the golem's life field, the youth still felt the discomfort. It was like the telepathy between twins, only one way.
   

        The Demon Seed is the spirit of the golem, a part of Casio's body. When Casio's main body changes, the spirit changes with it.
   

        In the middle of the night, in a room on the third floor of the Flower Season Hotel.
   

        Casio looked at the youth who proposed to work for him, turned his head to Feng Liusi: "What was his personality like before?"
   

        "Reserved, somewhat introverted, but competent."
   

        Feng Liusi said after a moment of thought.
   

        Casio nodded his head.
   

        Two possibilities, or both.
   

        ① The spirit/soul has a fondness and worship for the original body.
   

        ② The Demon Seed influences the host's character, stimulating the subconscious desires. Becoming bolder, more aggressive, and more ambitious.
   

        He let out a slow breath, but was still coldly rejecting the youth's request. He abruptly put his hand up and took back the Demon Seed.
   

        From a preliminary look, there didn't seem to be any changes.
   

        Casio again touched the youth's body to sense the internal situation. This time he sensed for more than half an hour, and finally came to a conclusion.
   

        The youth's power is slowly dissipating, unable to be constrained by the departure of the Demon Seed. This process is slow. It may take one or two months to return to its original state.
   

        "There's another function, the mysterious martial art built up by the nine portions of spirit blood is not as simple as imagined..."
   

        Casio thought about it from evening to the next morning.
   

        The sky gradually lightened, the dawn glow spread, golden and dazzling.
   

        Feng Liusi pulled open the curtains, pointing to the bustling square: "Stop thinking about it. The Gold Antique Exhibition has begun..."
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        On the third floor of the Flower Season Hotel, room 104. The window in the living room gives a clear view of the nearby Tulip Antiques Exhibition. Exquisitely designed cars glide smoothly over the circular plaza, finally parking neatly on the rectangular ground.
   

        The people alighting from the car are either gentlemen in suits, scholars dressed elegantly, or affluent businessmen radiating power and wealth.
   

        Casio gazes into the distance, his eyes landing on the security personnel patrolling near the antique exhibition hall. Although dressed in black suits, their bulging muscles seem to be barely contained. The aura they emit is unusually fierce, definitely not of ordinary individuals.
   

        "Yunquan Fist," he muttered to himself.
   

        Yunquan Fist, a secret martial art school in East Sea County, promoted the Eastern Secret Martial Arts Exhibition exchange match about a decade ago. Now, it has established the East Nine Gates, subtly regarded as the head of the Nine Gates. As East Sea County's economic position enhanced, their influence expanded and grew.
   

        When Casio first heard about Yunquan Fist, it was subtly being recognized as the premier secret martial arts school in the Eastern Six Counties.
   

        After evolving over such a long period, Yunquan Fist has nearly solidified its leading position and is even planning to promote the Eastern Alliance Project, intending to integrate the entire Eastern Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        In their door, there's likely to be no shortage of top-notch experts.
   

        "Casio, take this."
   

        The voice of Feng Liusi next to him interrupted his recollections.
   

        Subsequently, a black envelope with golden lacquer at the edge was handed to him. As Casio casually received it, he saw it was indeed an invitation.
   

        Upon opening it, it was filled with dense white characters.
   

        The contents were concise, mainly inviting the merchant Casio to attend the Tulip Antique Exhibition and examine their antiques. All three present had this merchant's alias; for Feng Liusi, asking the Blood Vulture Organization to acquire three invitations wasn't a difficult task.
   

        "The Antiques Exhibition starts at eight o'clock in the morning, and now it's around seven-thirty, so there's no hurry. Change your clothes and have a breakfast first."
   

        Feng Liusi checked his watch and said. Immediately, the three picked up the bags that the Blood Vulture Organization had sent somewhen.
   

        Feng Liusi was in a black suit, stiff shoulder and rigid collar, pairing well with his serious and reserved demeanor when worn correctly. Sheng Feinan was with a white suit, his braid draped over the shoulder, emitting a gentlemanly aura. Whereas, Casio chose a wine-red casual suit, the tie even had sparkling diamonds on it, giving off an inexplicable flamboyancy. It was so garish that he only wore the suit.
   

        The sizes were a good fit, not appearing overly loose or massive.
   

        "In the past, the Tulip Antiques Exhibition adopted an 'exhibit first, auction later' model. It exhibits for three days first, then comes the world-wide auction of some antiques on the fourth day."
   

        Feng Liusi relayed the information from the Blood Vulture Organization, "Actually, the Tulip Antique Exhibition had already taken place in Kula City a week ago. However, due to the Blood Spirit Association trying to forcefully break into the exhibition hall to steal the antiques, a bloody conflict broke out."
   

        "Both sides suffered losses, and that exhibition was temporarily discontinued…"
   

        "Now, the exhibition is resumed. Yunquan Fist has secretly deployed many personnel and high-level fighters to protect the exhibition hall. I reckon they're playing a waiting game. After all, Yunquan Fist can't possibly tolerate being randomly attacked by a hidden quantity."
   

        "According to the intelligence, Yunquan Fist even wanted to convene the East Nine Gates meeting in Kula City, inviting fighters and masters of styles from the Nine Gates. But for some unknown reason, they temporarily abandoned the initiative and invited some juniors from various schools."
   

        Feng Liusi took a bite of the bread and washed it down with milk. A newly printed newspaper was next to him. He spoke whilst reading through it.
   

        Sheng Feinan didn't seem to be hungry. She was leaning against the window, slowly savoring her coffee, her gaze fixed on the Antique Exhibition in the distance.
   

        Casio was skimming the exhibition list.
   

        The antiques to be exhibited on the first day highlighted a wide range of categories, many varying types tallying in thousands. The antiques related to the ancient relics were minimal, only two or three pieces. More were scheduled to be exhibited over the next two days. An ancient Spiral Eyed Sword was to be showcased on the second day and the Cupan Magic Box on the third day.
   

        "Could we simply snatch it?"
   

        Casio put down the list, looking at Feng Liusi.
   

        "Difficult." Feng Liusi responded with one word, then after a brief pause, he continued, "Since the last attack of the Blood Spirit Association, Yunquan Fist has significantly reinforced its personnel deployment. Moreover, there are top-ranked fighters stationed there. Combined with the unstable factors such as the Blood Spirit Association and the Door Organization, if we were to act then, we are likely to become the target."
   

        "Moreover, what we need the most is not these ancient relics but the secret transmission of the Southern Dipper. This information may be hidden in this batch of ancient relics or even from the source where Yunquan Fist obtained this batch of relics. When the time comes, we could bid for one or two items and try to inquire about the place of origin."
   

        Feng Liusi finished the last sip of his milk, "Of course, the Antiques Exhibition only lasts for four days. After four days, Yunquan Fist wouldn't care anymore. Whether it's stolen or grabbed, all those who got antique relics in the auction on the fourth day would have their own rotten luck. Hehe…"
   

        He chuckled, suddenly freezing up as if sensing something. His entire body stiffened in place, maintaining his hand grip on the porcelain cup.
   

        The gentle breeze blew past, and a shattering sound seemed to echo in the air. Popping sound, the porcelain cup completely cracked.
   

        With a bang sound, it turned into a puff of dust in the air.
   

        "The forty-second one...."
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        Feng Liusi was murmuring to himself, his palm unconsciously emanating an uncontrollable sound of breaking the air, as if his Deathfang Power was in turmoil.
   

        He took a deep breath and clenched his fist.
   

        The Deathfang Power, which was originally agitated due to the breakthrough, calmed down and began to flow rapidly in the virtual meridians like a stream of water, respectively gathered in various acupuncture points.
   

        Last night, Casio had already transferred the life vibration energy to Feng Liusi, including a portion of the immortal-level energy.
   

        In the upcoming plans, enhancing Feng Liusi's combat ability will be an important link. If he can truly achieve the fifth stage of Deathfang Power in a short time, he can single-handedly hold back an expert of the Ghost Knife level. In this case, Casio and Sheng Feinan will no longer need to serve as support, and they can free up their hands to do other things.
   

        Once in Death Valley, Feng Liusi absorbed the life vibration energy of many exotic beasts and rejuvenated a lot. But this time, it was his first time absorbing the life vibrational energy of a dark creature.
   

        Furthermore, Casio produced high-quality immortal-level energy.
   

        The result was indeed good. Feng Liusi unexpectedly broke through to the 42nd acupuncture point inadvertently. If all goes well, he can fully step into the fifth stage of Deathfang Power within four days.
   

        "Huh..."
   

        A ball of fiery white breath swirled around Feng Liusi's nose.
   

        He slowly stood up, put on his black wide-brimmed hat, glanced at Casio who also got up, and said, "Let's go..."
   

        ******************************
   

        Nearly a hundred meters away, in an office behind the exhibition hall of the Tulip Antiques Exhibition, a man in his 60s sat in the sunlight by the floor-to-ceiling window, his white hair was dyed golden.
   

        His eyes were closed and his breath was steady. He sat in a meditation posture, looking almost asleep.
   

        He wore a pure white cultivation suit, on the left chest, there was a logo of a ferocious dog baring its teeth.
   

        Seemingly exaggerated through art, the image was disproportionately large. The dog's head was particularly large, its eyes were flaming, and its tusks were more ferocious than Crocodile's. 
   

        A middle-aged man was reporting to him.
   

        "Teacher, there was a large-scale serial killing in Kula City last night. There were five locations, mainly in the west and south of the city, with hundreds of deaths."
   

        The expression of the old man remained unchanged, and his breathing was still steady.
   

        The middle-aged man continued, "The City Police Station arrived at the scene quickly and sealed off the area. They asked 'those people' to come over overnight, it was a dangerous supernatural event..."
   

        "What's that got to do with me? We don't have much to do with the Black Mechanism lately, and we didn't do this. If there's nothing else, go ahead." There was a pause in the old man's tone before he added, "Don't worry, it won't involve us..."
   

        "No, Teacher, that's not what I meant. I meant to say that some of the people killed last night were suspected members of the Blood Spirit Association!"
   

        The middle-aged man immediately revealed the core information.
   

        "What?"
   

        The old man suddenly opened his eyes, and a faint stream of white energy seemed to flash across his brow and eyes, then disappeared.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        "More than 100 members of the Blood Spirit Association, including many in black robes, are dead. Interesting, so well-deserved. Last time I didn't settle the accounts with them..."
   

        The old man chuckled coldly, exuding a heavy aura.
   

        He asked, "Any idea which force did this?"
   

        "We don't know yet. The Black Mechanism arrived too quickly; we haven't had time to inspect the scene." The middle-aged man shook his head.
   

        "Anyway, it's a good thing that the Blood Spirit Association has enemies, but we must personally avenge ourselves for the last incident." The old man murmured to himself, and then waved his hand, dismissing his pupil.
   

        He circulated his breathing method a few times, and his whole body seemed to be baking by a furnace, his massive body temperature seemed to raise the temperature of the room. When the final breathing cycle stopped, the old man suddenly coughed, spitting out blood.
   

        However, he seemed to breath a sigh of relief, his face looking far better.
   

        Looking at the blood-stained cloth, the old man stood up and changed his training clothes, revealing a lean but robust physique.
   

        In the middle of his chest, there was a deep blood handprint.
   

        A few days ago, the Blood Spirit Association suddenly attacked at the Golden Antique Exhibition. The old man, a fighter of Yunquan Fist based here, responded. He thought they were merely minor opponents, but they turned out to be fearless fighters. He was wounded by a strong man in that battle.
   

        This person should be a senior member of the Blood Spirit Association, and he was referred to as the deputy leader by the other members. He was a handsome gentleman in a suit, holding a cane in his hand.
   

        The old man was even defeated by him.
   

        When they both retreated, the old man asked for the man's name.
   

        Adam.
   

        "Adam, Humph! Wait for it. In a few days, I will take my revenge on you personally," a glint of cold light flashed in the old man's eyes.
   

        Elsewhere.
   

        In a warehouse not far from the Tulip Antiques Exhibition.
   

        The light was dim and the air was filled with the smell of decaying wood. In a corner, a figure stood silently.
   

        He was hidden in the darkness, as fleeting as a shadow, ready to disappear like smoke at any moment.
   

        Shush.
   

        At some point.
   

        A figure was kneeling in front of the man.
   

        "Lord Black Peacock, there seems to be some serious trouble at the Blood Spirit Association. Our requests have not been responded to. Should we try again at noon today?"
   

        "No response..."
   

        A hoarse voice rang out from the shadowy corner, striking a discordant note, like flint against metal.
   

        "Yes, it is said that a mysterious force attacked the Blood Spirit Association's bases last night. At least five bases were successively destroyed, but it is not known who did it. The Black Mechanism arrived swiftly, locking down the site in a very short time," the subordinate quickly reported the information.
   

        "A mysterious force? Could it be linked to that one in East Sea County? Even Garoro was critically injured and unconscious..." The figure in the shadow mused aloud, "By the way...how is Ghost Knife now?"
   

        "Lord Ghost Knife is still unconscious."
   

        The subordinate answered truthfully.
   

        "Never mind...if he is yet to awaken, let him rest. Being injured and awake would be of no use. Romens, contact the core members of the organization who are carrying out tasks in the western Federation..."
   

        "Lord Black Peacock, the core members are scattered in search of fragments. I'm afraid it would be tough to contact them in a short time."
   

        "No matter, do your best to contact them. Any who can come would be helpful."
   

        "Understood."
   

        The man called Romens nodded and disappeared in an instant.
   

        The warehouse returned to silence. After a while, a figure walked out from the shadow, stopping at the boundary between light and darkness. He was wearing a mask, making it impossible to discern his features, save for a pair of deep-set eyes.
   

        "Ghost Knife was gravely injured despite taking action...this time it won't be so easy..." the raspy voice was tinged with apprehension.
   

        "Xiadu..." he murmured the name softly.
   

        "Never mind, I won't inform that monster about this."
   

        At the same time, a stream of black cars were continuously driving towards the direction of the Tulip Antiques Exhibition on the city's main road.
   

        In one car on the soft back seat.
   

        A young man dressed in a light-colored trench coat was squinting his eyes. He had a cold and sharp bearing, with messy purple hair and an expressionless face.
   

        In his arms cradled a long object wrapped in white bandages. Nevertheless, it was clear to see that it was a sword.
   

        "Lance, don't bring your sword into the antiques exhibition hall. This is a Yun Quan Fist territory, and you can't act recklessly..."
   

        The bald elder in the driver's seat
   

        At the same time, along the city's main thoroughfare towards the Tulip Antiques Exhibition, numerous black cars were constantly headed in that direction.
   

        In one of the cars, on the soft back seat.
   

        A young man in a light-colored trench coat sat with his eyes squinted. He had a cold and sharp demeanor, his hair a mess of purple strands, his face expressionless.
   

        In his arms, he cradled a long object that was wrapped round and round with white bandages, which, despite the efforts to conceal it, was obviously a sword.
   

        "Lance, don't bring your sword into the antiques exhibition hall. This place is Yun Quan Fist territory, and random acts aren't allowed..."
   

        The bald elder in the driver's seat.
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        7:55 am, Tulip Antique Exhibition, at the plaza ahead.
   

        Casio slightly lifted his head, looking at the mushroom-like avant-garde building not far away. The white ceramic tiles and large floor-to-ceiling windows of the exhibition hall flickered with white light in the sunlight, and the long signboard on top shined with a metallic luster, with the left half being exceptionally dazzling.
   

        Around the caution lines, strong men dressed in black suits walked back and forth, their stern eyes and aura undisguised.
   

        At the entrance, groups of two or three people or individuals walked into the door. There were also some journalists on the outskirts, tiptoeing from time to time and jotting down keywords in their notepads.
   

        "Do you think there will be people from the Blood Spirit Association or any other organization lurking in the exhibition hall?" Sheng Feinan, dressed in a white suit, walked up to Casio, his suit somewhat shimmering under the sun.
   

        "Definitely." Feng Liusi also came over, looking younger today. Still, he maintained a mature appearance. With his suit, he looked about thirty.
   

        "It's a pity we can't take action."
   

        Casio seemed a bit regretful as he said this, his eyes a bit gloomy. For him, it was like being a lion amidst a flock of sheep, seeing the prey but unable to attack.
   

        "It doesn't matter. There will certainly be a reckoning on the fourth day anyway. Be patient, just wait a few more days. I'm getting there quickly."
   

        Feng Liusi stated.
   

        As the three of them chatted, they headed towards the entrance of the Tulip Antique Exhibition. Despite their suits, they walked quickly, constantly bypassing the bustling crowd.
   

        Those who were inadvertly pushed aside didn't dare to say anything, the natural aura emanating from the trio made them silent.
   

        A minute later.
   

        Casio and his companions were granted passage after showing their invitations and they walked along the carpet laid out to the outside, flanked by security personnel.
   

        They stepped over the stairs and arrived on the platform in front of the exhibition hall.
   

        Feng Liusi whispered.
   

        "There's at least one master of boxing visible..."
   

        Casio's expression didn't change, just narrowed his eyes. An antique exhibition setup, with at least five powerful people who had broken the human limit serving as security personnel, not to mention those who were hidden, it could only be more. It shows the strong foundation of the mid-level fighters in Yunquan Fist.
   

        Entering the gate, they saw a spacious hall. They headed towards the gallery on the right, walked past a 90-degree corner decorated with a porcelain vase, and walked a distance.
   

        They pushed through the ornately patterned vermilion door, which was slightly ajar.
   

        Suddenly, the faint sound of stringed instruments outside was poured in like flowing water. Under the slanting golden sunlight from the floor-to-ceiling window, the white marble floor reflected the light. Various people were strolling around the exhibition hall. Some were dressed in suits, their hair mousse-styled, looking quite elite. Some were slightly fat with beards and glasses, accompanying their partners, dressed as rich businessmen. Others were clad in casual wear, in warm-colored sweaters, with a scholarly demeanor.
   

        The arrival of the three men did not attract anyone's attention and they quickly blended into the crowd, strolling around.
   

        "The antiques related to the Ancient Ruins on the list seem to be grouped together, in Hall 05." Casio pointed not far away.
   

        "Let's go check it out first." Feng Liusi led the way.
   

        In less than half a minute.
   

        They entered Hall 05, a partially open room with floor-to-ceiling windows on one side, that let in sunlight.
   

        Surrounding them were pillars delicately placed at specific points, with antiques placed on them and protected under glass covers.
   

        "How many items are there today?" Sheng Feinan asked.
   

        "Three, they should be a mural, pottery pieces, and architectural ruins..."
   

        Casio slowly spoke, first taking lead to look.
   

        After searching for a while, they quickly spotted the first item. Inside the glass cover was a pottery piece, with vague patterns on it. But due to severe erosion, it was hard to recognize even up close. Feng Liusi leaned over, observing closely. His brow furrowed, as if in deep thought.
   

        Suddenly, his pupils contracted, and his body emitted a crackling sound. It seemed he was so shocked that he could not control the recently broken through Deathfang Power, which went chaos for a moment.
   

        Sheng Feinan and Casio didn't interrupt, but just stood by quietly and waited. This lasted for about three minutes.
   

        Finally, Feng Liusi's brows relaxed, and he slowly straightened up.
   

        Seeing this, Casio asked.
   

        "So? Did you figure anything out?"
   

        "No, just an ordinary pottery piece." Feng Liusi shook his head, his expression returning to impassivity.
   

        "Then why were you looking at it for so long?" Casio was perplexed.
   

        "I only looked at it for a few seconds. The rest of the time, I had to control the acupuncture points that just broke through and suppress the uncontrollable Deathfang's Power." Feng Liusi innocently shrugged, explaining, "You are still in the second stage, so you don't know what I'm going through. The acupuncture points of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist are more refined in the later stages, and the purer the force, the harder it is to regulate."
   

        "Sometimes, after breaking through an acupuncture point, I need to suppress it with my full strength for half a day to regain control." 
   

        "Unlike you, at your stage, breaking through an acupuncture point can be done in less than half an hour." In the end, Feng Liusi jabbed at Casio.
   

        "Damn, we both thought you had figured out something. We thought you had found specific information about the ruins from the first antique." 
   

        Sheng Feinan, standing in the sunlight, grumbled.
   

        "Heh."
   

        Feng Liusi grinned, about to speak, when his body resonated with a faint cracking sound again. He stiffly stood in place, with all his focus seemingly poured into his body again, regulating the Deathfang power in his meridians. He stood there as still as a puppet.
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        "Damn it, I give up."
   

        Feng Liusi rolled his eyes, his refined demeanor completely gone.
   

        "Ignore him, let him adjust himself slowly while standing..."
   

        Casio immediately turned around, looking at the other two ancient antiques.
   

        One of them was a mural, its once vibrant colors now faded to grey with the passing of time. The images on the mural were a bit blurred, but careful observation revealed their details.
   

        As he speculated about the specific shapes, Casio's brow furrowed deeper, and he leaned closer and closer to the glass case. In the end, his pupils contracted sharply, and his face revealed a shocked expression.
   

        The untimely voice of Sheng Feinan rang out at this moment.
   

        "Hey, Casio, don't tell me you broke through too fast and can't control the Deathfang Power from your acupoints either. Quit acting, Feng Liusi is still standing there stupefied, he can't even see you mocking him..."
   

        Casio automatically screened out this statement, concentrating his attention even more on the mural. He indeed found something unexpected.
   

        In the mural, those vague contours, if Casio wasn't mistaken, were united in an oval by five patterns.
   

        The five patterns, starting from the top and going clockwise, were:
   

        Mouth, eyes, nose, ears, hands.
   

        The five senses that humans use to perceive and understand the world.
   

        And in the middle of these five patterns, no matter how Casio looked at it, it reminded him of an Ouroboros, a crude ∞.
   

        The Akaba Ruins from the last retrospection, and the Wisdom Rune.
   

        Several key words immediately linked up in his mind.
   

        He subconsciously touched his chest, the mark of the Wisdom Rune was still there. It was originally known as the Ouroboros, from the mysterious Oyon civilization. It's said to be one of the Five keystones leading to the endless and infinitely great distance. It can extract the essence of disasters and brew the blood of the spirit. The foundation of Casio's current combat lies in the continuous enhancement of the Secret Martial Art from the nine parts of the spirit's blood.
   

        Is this ancient ruin related to Akaba?
   

        Or is the antique ruin where Feng Liusi obtained the secret transmission of Southern Dipper, left behind from the era of the Oyon civilization?! Casio turned his head abruptly to look at Feng Liusi, but soon returned to pondering on the problem.
   

        During his last retrospection, he ventured into the Akada ruins with Duomeng, the chief core disciple of the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style. The ruins were suspected to be the lair of the Northern Blood Clan, with many old creatures sleeping there.
   

        Beetle swarms, high-ranking blood clans...
   

        Long-forgotten memories surged to his mind, and Casio compared the timelines of the two retrospections This retrospection was three years after the last one, so the changes shouldn't be too drastic. That group of so-called direct blood clan members is probably still living in the ruins.
   

        If the Southern Dipper's secret transmission really is there, it's inevitable that there will be a battle. Casio came back to himself, and exhaled deeply.
   

        He was fortunate to have obtained some useful information. Although it wasn't certain, at least had specific directions for reference.
   

        With this thought in mind, he studied the patterns for a while longer, confirming his ideas. Then he turned his gaze to the last antique, a heap of architectural ruins from an unknown location.
   

        It could be a wall, a pillar, or even a statue.
   

        Casio thought for a moment and noticed the word "thorns" seemed to be written on one of the fragments. His interest was piqued. Observing from different angles, he obtained some vague phrases.
   

        "The dead." "Butterflies." "The ashes of the living."
   

        The most complete one was a sentence.
   

        "You are fire, you wear flames..."
   

        Casio muttered to himself, feeling vaguely familiar, as if he had seen it somewhere. He was lost in thought for about two minutes before he suddenly came back to reality, murmuring.
   

        "Falling amidst the blue thorns, sipping the red fever."
   

        "..."
   

        "You are fire, you wear flames."
   

        "Painful flames, incinerating the living."
   

        "The ashes of the living, falling on the love poem of the forehead of death..."
   

        In the Black Rain Villa, along the circular passageway that leads to the Baptism Church, there lies a fragmented sculpture with a verse on its pillar.
   

        A certainty that Casio once held in his expression became baffled once more. How did he get mixed up with Black Rain Villa again? Or could it be that the Black Rain Villa was also formed during the era of Oyon Civilization?
   

        He was momentarily immersed in the contemplation of the unknown.
   

        All these oddities seemed to be connected to that mysterious ancient era, even the Soma Myth and the three fundamental doors of life. There was the organization that knew something about it, but was constantly collecting antique relics from ancient times. All these elements were churning in his mind.
   

        However, due to the scarcity of relevant information, it was not enough to piece together a complete line of relationships. In the end, Casio snapped back to reality, abandoning his intensive contemplation, and suddenly heard the voice of Sheng Feinan.
   

        "Casio, Casio, what's wrong with you? Yo...Don't tell me practicing has caused you some hiccups. Since the last time, Feng Liusi has asked me to keep a close eye on you so you don't deviate."
   

        Casio looked away, shook his head, "I'm fine, just stumbled upon some interesting information. I'll tell you about it when we get back..."
   

        "Oh?" Sheng Feinan's eyes lit up immediately and he nodded, "You're definitely more insightful than that useless old Feng Liusi."
   

        "Hey, hey, hey, who are you calling old? Acting like I can't hear you. You're a sprightly 60-year-old, I can't even say what I'm thinking."
   

        Feng Liusi, somehow, had managed to regulate his Deathfang Power that was lurking within him and was leisurely standing to the left of the two.
   

        He walked up step by step, "The more discoveries, the better. We have three today, there'll be more in the days to come."
   

        "Mm." Casio summarily agreed.
   

        Suddenly his heart jumped, his expression flickered. The shallow cross mark on his forehead suddenly glowed red, and something in his mind seemed to be vibrating. Casio took a stride, teleporting like a ghost to the entrance of Exhibition Hall 05, stopping his footsteps.
   

        A few meters away, a man with black hair stopped as well.
   

        He was pressing his hand against his forehead, his gaze leisurely fixated on Casio. His profound black pupils, much like an abyss, absorbed the light.
   

        The two men said nothing, just stood confronting each other.
   

        It seemed as if an invisible whirl of air was spinning and rising, all of a sudden. Behind the man with black hair, a black peacock spread its tail as if standing in a metal-like posture, and its feathers were filled with an elegant but malicious charm.
   

        Behind Casio, a red figure expanded and tore apart. The twisted airflow formed a giant blood-red vulture with overlapping scales. It raised its head and screeched.
   

        At the same time.
   

        In the exhibition hall, a purple-haired youth in a light trench coat walked forward with a cold expression, in the company of a young girl.
   

        "Lance, after the antique exhibition, can we go to Ice Ripple Lake in Kula City? I've wanted to go there for a long time, but no one ever went with me." The young girl's voice was pleasing to the ear, and her dressing sense was not too shabby either. Her paired with long legs, slim waist, and full bust, she seemed to have a regular workout routine.
   

        She was good looking with refined features, her black top complimenting her milky-white skin. Her combed hair exuded a gentle aura while her eyes held a light of confidence.
   

        "I won't have the time."
   

        Lance was growing impatient, he had made a vow upon coming of age that he would dedicate his life to the sword.
   

        Getting caught up in love would only corrupt such resolve.
   

        The girl before his eyes happens to be Nora, the second core disciple of the East Nine Gates Ringing Water Road. With her remarkable talent and attractive features, she is pretty popular within the core disciples' community.
   

        For some strange reason, ever since witnessing Lance's moves at the Eastern Secret Martial Art Exchange, she developed a liking for the cool and aloof Lance. At every gathering of people their age, she would try to find opportunities to chat with him.
   

        This left him quite irritated, any time he encountered Nora, he would try to avoid her. He ran into her this time by mere coincidence, Lance could only remain cold from start to finish as he tried to squeeze himself deeper into the exhibition.
   

        "Lance~" Nora used her sweet voice again.
   

        Lance's eyelid twitched hard as he halted, "Don't talk to me like that, I'll comply with you, just don't bother me any longer." He then forcefully parted the crowd and made way into the mass.
   

        "Ah, wait up, don't go...wait for me..."
   

        Hearing the chatter behind him, Lance quickened his pace.
   

        Suddenly, he felt his entire body tense up. A dangerous aura from a certain direction made his hairs stand. It seemed like two abominably fierce wild beasts were standing off against each other.
   

        Lance raised his stiff neck, managing to take a glance in that direction.
   

        Suddenly, he felt his entire body tense up. A dangerous aura from a certain direction made his hairs stand. It seemed like two abominably fierce wild beasts were standing off against each other.
   

        Lance raised his stiff neck, managing to take a glance in that direction.
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        The blood shadow grew larger, carrying distorted air and swirling currents, and slammed directly into Lance's eyes.
   

        Yet this scene seemed to go unnoticed by the others, who continued to chat and admire the antiques.
   

        Only one person stood rigidly in place, his eyes empty, his fingers trembling slightly. Lance seemed to be trapped in a terrifying illusion, his senses automatically blocking out the surrounding noise, turning him into a puppet. After about ten seconds, he suddenly grunted.
   

        His face went pale, and his legs almost gave way.
   

        Lance wiped the cold sweat from his forehead, breathing heavily, casting a somewhat fearful glance at the two figures in the distance. As a core disciple of Soul-Losing Swordmanship, his experiences were vast. That strong aura and Qi that could trap someone in an illusion with one glance.
   

        Only a veteran fighter with a concentrated boxing method could easily do that! From that glimpse, Lance recognised Casio, he had been taught a lesson recently at the headquarters of Evil Eye Fist Sect.
   

        The memory was still fresh.
   

        He and Aro had tried to challenge him, but were defeated in two moves as if they were being toyed with, as if they were crushing ants. Indeed, the gap was so big that Lance couldn't even think of catching up. The man before him had defeated the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect and the Great Elder one after another on that day. A fighter, a veteran fighter, this was indeed the top layer of the Secret Martial Arts World in the open.
   

        Now, anyone who could stand against him must be at least a veteran fighter. He himself had received just a glance as the man's attention was diverted and was hit by some of the waves.
   

        Lance gave a bitter smile, it seemed that he could not even withstand the remaining momentum of the other party. He had been thinking about breaking through to become a fighter and then going to challenge and seek revenge after being injured these days.
   

        Suddenly, the feeling of powerlessness that rose in his heart even surpassed the shock he had just experienced. He took a deep breath.
   

        "Lance, huh? Why aren't you moving?"
   

        Nora squeezed through the crowd from behind and came over. Seeing Lance's pale and bloodless face, she quickly showed concern and said, "Not feeling well? We can go somewhere spacious to rest."
   

        "..."
   

        Lance remained silent, letting Nora drag him towards the open area of the exhibition hall. There was a look of despair on his face, as though he was still immersed in the shock of what had just happened.
   

        On the exhibition hall aisle, a burly young man with crossed arms, who was chatting with someone, suddenly looked up and saw the two of them.
   

        The expression on his face was inexplicably brilliant. He smiled slyly, pointing at Lance, who was in a state of trance, and said to his friends on the side,"Do you see? This is what happens when you get entangled with a woman. Love is about mutual affection, just like me and Oliana. My little nephew is too soft-hearted, if it were me, I would just beat up the one I don't like regardless of gender. That way, no one will bother you and waste your precious cultivation time."
   

        His companions listened to Aro's golden words, some nodding in agreement, some retorting, "Lance is soft-hearted? He was ruthless when he was challenging powerful Secret Martial Artists. There must be something fishy..." 
   

        On the other side, at the entrance of Exhibition Hall 05.
   

        The Black Peacock and Casio had been staring each other down for half a minute. The invisible clash of their auras created an oppressive atmosphere.
   

        Some of the people nearby frowned subtly and naturally stepped away from this uncomfortable area.
   

        The smell of gunpowder in the air grew thicker. Casio's eyes grew progressively redder, as if they were being slowly stained into a ruby by a blood-colored paint. The fragments of the Gate in his mind were telling him.
   

        The person before his eyes possessed something similar.
   

        And those who had been striving to collect the fragments of the Gate, were members of the Gate organization! The fighter, Peacock, who in the real world tried to obtain the Mirror of Illusion; The new steward of the Black Mechanism, Grim Reaper Amos, whose tragic past seemed to have a great connection with the Gate Organization; The Ghost Knife Garoro whom they encountered in East Sea County; and the melancholic and evil young man in front of him.
   

        According to Casio's conjecture, those mysterious core members of the Gate Organization seemed to have fragments of the Gate. Combined with the early news of the Gate Organization's interest in the ancient antiques at the Tulip Antique Exhibition. The identity of the man before him hardly needs to be mentioned.
   

        They had just dealt a heavy blow to the Ghost Knife in East Sea County, so Casio had long been mentally prepared to confront the Gate Organization head-on.
   

        He just didn't expect it to happen even sooner.
   

        "Resonance of the fragments..."
   

        The black-haired youth was the first to break the silence, whispering to himself. With a wicked smile, he looked at Casio: "The forces gathered in Kula City recently are just those few, and I have never seen you before."
   

        "Last night, all five bases of the Blood Spirit Association in Kula City were suddenly attacked and destroyed. That must have been your doing," said the Black Peacock, a hint of amusement at the corner of his mouth: "Today is the first day of the exhibition, and there are quite a few members of the Blood Spirit Association in the Tulip Antiques Exhibition Hall. I wonder if they will make trouble for you publicly if they find out the specific news now."
   

        "Hehe, feel free to tell them, but don't mistake the hunter for the prey," Casio replied with an expressionless face, listening to the footsteps behind him, and continued: "Also, you got one thing wrong just now. The Blood Spirit Association thing wasn't done by me."
   

        "It was done by us."
   

        From within the Exhibition Hall 05, two figures leisurely walked out, standing in line with Casio on either side. One in a black suit the other in a white suit. At that moment, their gazes were simultaneously fixed on the Black Peacock.
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        Seemingly memorizing his features thoroughly.
   

        The playful smile on Black Peacock's face was a bit stiff, and the corners of his mouth twitched a couple of times. His body became tense, and his alertness rose to its peak.
   

        Three veteran fighters.
   

        They seemed to be no ordinary ones.
   

        No wonder Ghost Knife failed!!!
   

        Black Peacock cursed under his breath, swallowing back the words he had prepared to say. His eyes fixed on Casio and his companions, he retreated step by step, ready to burst into his full potential at any slight movement, leaving the Antique Exhibition.
   

        "Should we use force directly?"
   

        Sheng Feinan on Casio's left asked.
   

        "It's not necessary to kill them. Also, the Tulip Antique Exhibition is the property of Yunquan Fist. After the last incident, Yunquan Fist has arranged strong forces here, there could be one to two fighters on guard. Let's hold our horses, for now, it is enough to scare him a bit."
   

        "We can see the real power at the end of the fourth day."
   

        Casio spoke neither lightly nor heavily, weighing the situation in a rational manner, deciding the trio's next move.
   

        From afar, the nearly lost-in-the-crowd Black Peacock's ears twitched, his lost smirk returning to his face. He took a step back, disappearing from the vicinity of Hall 05. A few seconds later, within a secluded corner of the Antique Exhibition.
   

        Two people were conversing, their voices inaudible to others.
   

        "Black Peacock, any commands?"
   

        "Send a few men to disguise as ordinary visitors to Hall 05. Also, I will disappear for a while after the Antique Exhibition ends. Complete the tasks that I was supposed to handle today in my absence. I have been targeted…" Black Peacock commanded slowly.
   

        "Yes." His subordinate left the scene as if nothing happened.
   

        Black Peacock stood in his place, frowning while contemplating the earlier scene. He encountered three veteran fighters; his first reaction was to leave the Antique Exhibition and hide.
   

        However, thinking of Casio's subtle demeanor and objective and rational thinking, he felt the three would not take any action. Rather, now was an opportunity to learn about the enemies hidden in the shadows. So, he decided to stay and observe the situation.
   

        On the other side, Casio was uttering completely contrasting words to Sheng Feinan and Feng Liusi, "Once the Antique Exhibition ends at midday, we should find an opportunity to take him out. Feng Liusi, the Blood Vulture Organization's disguised visitors are already following, keep close track."
   

        "If he chooses to leave midway, we also follow." Cold and fierce light flashed in Casio's eyes.
   

        Forget about weighing the situation and staying calm, and waiting till the fourth day was nonsense. It was just deceptive language, if that man believed it, great; if he didn't, no matter. Seeing Black Peacock for the first time, Casio was determined to take down this weapon. To him, the greatest opponent of the Tulip Antique Exhibition was not the Blood Spirit Association or the organizer Yunquan Fist.
   

        It was the Organization.
   

        An organization listed as "S"-level hazard by the Black Mechanism.
   

        He had just experienced the strength of Ghost Knife, holding three fighters to a stalemate with one blade. And Ghost Knife was merely one of the members of the Organization. How about the other core members? They were probably equally formidable.
   

        No one could say how seriously the Organization considered the Tulip Antique Exhibition and whether they would deploy multiple core members. Even if they were weaker than Ghost Knife, having two or more would cause troubles.
   

        Given this chance of a solo Black Peacock, Casio could not let it slip. He couldn't strike at the Antique Exhibition hall without provoking Yunquan Fist's hostility. Once out of the exhibition hall, he would be able to take decisive action.
   

        By the window in Hall 05, Feng Liusi nodded and then shook his head, "You are cunning, with good acting skills…"
   

        "I thought you were genuinely waiting until the fourth day…"
   

        "The fourth day? By then, it's too late. At least we should wound that core member severely in this round!"
   

        As Casio was rubbing his chin, his eyes were still icy cold.
   

        "I'm curious as to how many core members of the Organization can afford to splash out in Kula City." After saying this, he suddenly thought of the Black Mechanism, wondering if he should take the initiative to cooperate. It could be a joint action of catching a turtle in a jar. 
   

        "Cold and ruthless, just the way I like it."
   

        Sheng Feinan patted Casio's shoulder in agreement. It seemed that ever since Casio had infused him with life's vibrational energy, Sheng Feinan had never opposed Casio's opinion.
   

        After all, clothes and food come first.
   

        The antique exhibition was still ongoing. With the sound of classical music flowing through the air, time gradually approached noon.
   

        In Exhibition Hall 01, a young master dressed in black boots, a delicate waistcoat, and a decorative black cloak was curiously looking around. Having never ventured far from home, attending such an exhibition was a first for him. Even the usually uninteresting antiques now seemed intriguing.
   

        You An was strolling around Hall 01, enjoying the serene feel of the melodious music playing in his ears. He found that he had grown to like this kind of peaceful tranquillity at some point.
   

        Thinking about it, it must have been after that day in East Sea City.
   

        Actually, it wasn't too long ago. It seemed like just yesterday.
   

        He had a nightmare. In his dream, there were mountains of corpses and seas of blood everywhere, all enveloped in red fog. He found himself trembling alone on a mountain of corpses, being chased by three terrifying monsters in the fog.
   

        When he woke up the next day, You An shamelessly wet his bed. He was ridiculed by his sister and lost all face. That morning he swore he would never let his curiosity get the better of him again, never take unnecessary risks, and never wet his bed again!
   

        "What shall I have for lunch?"
   

        After a morning of excitement, You An left Exhibition Hall 01, rubbing his belly, planning to discuss lunch with his steward.
   

        As he stepped outside, he saw a dejected-looking young man leaning against the window. The man was dressed in a trench coat, with scattered purple hair. Despite his assertive demeanor, his expression was inexplicably defeated and melancholic, giving off an aura of "stay away".
   

        You An looked at him curiously, but unlike his usual self, he didn't strike up a conversation. He remembered the oath he made that morning. From then on, he would no longer be curious about strangers.
   

        Isn't it good to just be an ordinary transcendent being? He didn't want to understand anything dangerous at all.
   

        Thunk.
   

        A middle-aged man suddenly walked over to the entrance.
   

        He spoke loudly, "Ladies and gentlemen, the tulip antique exhibition will be open until 11 a.m. today. Those who wish to have lunch can dine on their own or enjoy the food we provide in the dining hall at the back of the antique exhibition area. The exhibition will reopen at 1 p.m. and end at 6 p.m. Enjoy your visit."
   

        Immediately.
   

        The bustling crowd moved towards the entrance. A dispirited Lance went there too. You An and his sister were having a quiet discussion beside their steward. It seemed they were deciding what to eat for lunch.
   

        Leaving the antique exhibition hall, crossing the long caution line, and arriving at the open plaza. Among the crowd, a silhouette covertly moved to the right, appearing no different from the others.
   

        Only after leaving the plaza did he suddenly quicken his pace, about to disappear in a blink of an eye. From the sparse crowd, three figures suddenly sprang out, showing off their exceptional speed without any attempt to hide it. They stomped on the ground, causing a booming explosion.
   

        They charged forward, like three long spears thrusting out.
   

        The distant shadow seemed frightened and started to speed up as well. In a blink of an eye, a chase was underway.
   

        You An was attracted by the noise, couldn't help but look over. He saw that shadow in the lead smash his fist into the white stone statue in the center of the plaza. The giant statue – over five meters tall – was pounded and flew straight towards the three men in the back.
   

        Trying to slow their progress.
   

        But, the three didn't dodge or hide. Instead, they abruptly sped up.
   

        Like three spears of war, they pierced through the stone sculpture with a loud bang.
   

        Trying to slow their progress.
   

        But, the three didn't dodge or hide. Instead, they abruptly sped up.
   

        Like three spears of war, they pierced through the stone sculpture with a loud bang.
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        Powder trickled down like a white rain. You An stood there, staring blankly in the direction the four had gone. After a while, he snapped back to reality with a loud sneeze. He turned to look at the statue in the center of the circular plaza - all that was left were two feet.
   

        Suddenly, You An was reminded of the terrifying scene in East Sea City's Green District. These fleshly powerful monsters once fought like this in the night, their fists and feet destroying everything around them, completely ruining a whole main road of a city block!
   

        He had once seen the site with the steward. Now, was history about to repeat itself? You An's mind was inexplicably dazed, much like when he saw the man in the trench coat by the window.
   

        "Whew, that was so scary, it seemed like the statue was flying towards us…" You An heard his sister Hyman heaving a sigh of relief. There was an undertone of lingering fear in her voice.
   

        In the circular plaza before the Gold Antique Exhibition, most people also felt the same. Hence, apart from the initial screams when the statue was blown up, an inexplicable silence hung over the crowd. This was until chatter began to break the silence, and the plaza instantly became lively as people began to discuss what had happened.
   

        Simultaneously, people started moving towards where their vehicles were parked. It seemed that they felt danger and were afraid.
   

        The crowd left like a stream of sardines, only a purple-haired youth in a trench coat remained standing in place like a wooden stake. Lance understood what had occurred in a blink. It appeared that the two opposing sides had started a fight. He didn't know what sort of intense conflict was the cause.
   

        But the only thing he knew was that he had no right to know or interfere. He looked at the shaky white wall with a hole, about to collapse. His eyes flickered as if he had figured something out and muttered to himself.
   

        "Maybe going to Ice Ripple Lake is a good choice…" 
   

        Due to the commotion in the plaza, someone quickly informed the elderly fighter who presided over the Gold Antique Exhibition. He frowned slightly, his face taut as he left the back room.
   

        Under the midday sun, the sky was blue, and the weather pleasant. Light was slightly yellow, and when one looked up, a hazy halo was visible, as if one was in an invisible fog. It gave a warm feeling.
   

        In the center of the plaza, the stone sculpture was in ruins, white dust all over the ground, with some debris piled up. It felt uncomfortable under your shoes.
   

        A white training shoe stepped on half of the shattered face of the statue. With slight pressure, the nearly fragmented stone collapsed completely and was ground into powder. The elderly man stood beside the ruins, his eyes slightly squinting, a white aura seemed to flow through the sleeves of his clothes.
   

        However, due to the bright light, it wasn't very clear.
   

        His gaze lowered, as if he had made up his mind.
   

        "Blood Spirit Association, Blood Spirit Association...you sure know how to cause trouble for my Yun Quan Fist." The words that came out of the old man's mouth were chilling, with a hint of grinding teeth. The Blood Spirit Association had attacked the Gold Antique Exhibition a few days ago, and the old man was injured as a result. They had come once more today - not a sneak attack this time, it looked more like a show of force. Did they want to scare ordinary people participating in the Antique Exhibition? Ruin the reputation of the Gold Antique Exhibition?
   

        Even though in reality, the four individuals had moved so fast that it was impossible to tell which force they came from. But for now, the old man had pinned the blame on the Blood Spirit Association, as they had been the most lively lately and the old man had suffered losses at their hands.
   

        He took a deep breath, turning to the middle-aged man next to him, "Expand the personnel deployment to cover the entire plaza and the nearby streets. If there are not enough hands, call for reinforcements from the main gate."
   

        "Yes." The middle-aged man nodded.
   

        The elder suddenly felt a tightness in his chest and reached out to touch the scar on his chest. His gaze turned even darker and more dangerous.
   

        "Adam, just you wait here, when my senior brother arrives…" 
   

        The revengeful elder was unaware that the opponent he was anxious to face had been reduced to flesh mud last night.
   

        Even worse, his opponent had been cruelly sucked dry in the end.
   

        Elsewhere. 
   

        "Why are you chasing me?!" 
   

        The black-haired man in the suit snorted coldly. He was genuinely angry. Casio had said that he was only going to scare him, and would act on the fourth day. However, just a few hours after they had met, and the end of the Antique Exhibition, he was attacked straight away.
   

        Three veteran fighters ganged up on him.
   

        It was utterly against the principles of martial arts. 
   

        But upon reflection, he was too naive. Or rather, it was not being naive, but the arrogance of being a core member of an "S" level dangerous organization and a flicker of luck. 
   

        Logically speaking, Casio's analysis was correct. Yun Quan Fist had become much more alert after the previous attack and had many more experts stationed on duty. If he provoked the organizer, even a "B" level force wouldn't gain any advantage. The real confrontation would certainly be on the fourth day. 
   

        Furthermore, even though the Black Peacock was wary of Casio and his crew, he still had an inexplicable confidence in himself.
   

        He was not like Ghost Knife Garoro, who was good at offensive battles. Black Peacock's Secret Martial Art leaned towards speed, stealth, and assassination.
   

        In other words, he was great at escaping. 
   

        Even if Casio and his men were hunting him down, he didn't think that he would lose his life here. He might get injured at most. 
   

        Therefore, Black Peacock didn't leave the Antique Exhibition immediately. 
   

        Then the previous situation happened. 
   

        Casio and his men actually made a move immediately. 
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        "There's no need for this, you three. You can't kill me. As we are all here for the Gold Antique Exhibition, why not sit down and discuss it?"
   

        As the Black Peacock fled, he uttered these words. Suddenly behind him there was an intense sound of air splitting, and the Black Peacock flickered to the left like a shadow, looking like a phantasm. 
   

        Boom! There was a two-meter diameter hole left on the spot. Rubble splattered in all directions, creating a spiderweb of cracks.
   

        Casio withdrew his fist and seized the edges of the pit. His shocking burst of strength from all four limbs propelled him out like a shell.
   

        Another punch came.
   

        With a squelching sound, the peak of his fist ripped through the back of the Black Peacock, slicing his whole body in two from the spine. But bizarrely, the Black Peacock seemed to vaporize like smoke, shaking and blurring slightly. He then reformed, collapsing and condensing like flowing water.
   

        Next to them, a body appeared that was completely intact.
   

        This peculiar secret technique was nigh on inexplicable. Even Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan's continuous attacks had no clear effect. As they ceaselessly pursued and attacked, all they could do was rip at his smoky body over and over. Unbeknownst to them, they had already crossed halfway through a city block. The four figures appeared at an incredible speed in a secluded alleyway.
   

        The Black Peacock halted.
   

        He was wearing a black robe, standing at a crossroad. A slight breeze ruffled his robe as his face changed into the likeness of someone else. The next second, his face changed again, becoming a middle-aged man.
   

        The Black Peacock put a mask on his face. His voice became hoarse and sounded like someone striking flint, possessing a certain raw quality.
   

        "You can't kill me. Maybe I can't beat the Ghost Knife, but my survival capabilities far exceed his. You have a shard of the gate," he said, looking at Casio from behind the deepness of his mask, the tone of his voice elegant again, "why don't you join our Gate? With your strength as a veteran fighter, you're totally qualified. The rest of the members would have no objections."
   

        Casio stopped, and said: "I have seen the new steward of the Black Mechanism, Grim Reaper Amos. You should know him."
   

        At the mention of this name, the Black Peacock's expression shifted, as though he felt Casio had learned something from Amos: "That's completely different. Amos was quite weak when he was in the organization, so of course he was used as an experiment specimen. But you're different. For a strong person like you, respect will be given wherever you go. What's more, since you already have a shard of the gate, you qualify directly as a core member."
   

        Seeing that Casio didn't make a move, it seemed like he truly held some thoughts of blending in, and he continued to reveal some information. "I bet you have received the shard of the gate but don't know how to fully utilise it. Within the Gate Organization, there's a detailed usage guide for the shards. It will definitely bring you surprises. This is the secret technique that the leader has researched. It's the major attraction that brought us to join the organization..."
   

        "Wouldn't you be interested?"
   

        The Black Peacock looked at Casio with a smile. Although his whole face was obscured, the glint in his eyes revealed his certain intentions.
   

        "You're just stalling for time."
   

        Casio didn't reply, he just stated calmly. He was able to deduce certain intentions of the Black Peacock. Yes, he had some real intent to draw him in, but the larger part was just him stalling for time.
   

        "You don't really seem as calm as you show. I am sure this secret technique has serious side effects. Are you waiting for the reinforcement from the Gate organization?" Casio shook his head. "Funny enough, I am also waiting."
   

        During the pursuit of the Black Peacock, Casio found that his revitalising energy was incredibly high and his methods were numerous. Their previous plan to take advantage of the Black Peacock's unpreparedness now seemed unlikely. At most, he could be injured and made to suffer the side effects of the secret technique.
   

        While the Black Peacock was attempting to escape, he communicated with Casio. At a glance, it seemed like he was trying to win him over, and though there was some real intent, most of it seemed to serve other purposes. After weighing up his options, Casio thought it better to let the Black Peacock proceed with his intentions.
   

        If they couldn't kill the Black Peacock, then they may as well take down the reinforcements.
   

        As for what the Black Peacock had mentioned earlier about the Gate Organization having a guide to use the shard of the gate, inviting him to join them was out of the question. Not to mention that they had attacked the Ghost Knife Garoro and seriously injured him, let alone cornering him to the ultimate desperation in the real world by the fighters of the Gate Organization. 
   

        Casio showed no goodwill towards this organization.
   

        The mere fact of the destruction of the Wind Elephant Gate during the Sect Destruction War was suggested due to the advice of a senior member of the Gate Organization named Xiadu. He saw the organization in the same light as the dark creatures.
   

        Rather than making such an attempt to align himself with this organization, he preferred to discover its secrets through each retrospection. In front of the extraordinary powers, the so-called secrets were bound to expose themselves eventually. He was confident enough to do this on his own.
   

        Listening to Casio, the Black Peacock's expression shifted. Before he managed to respond, the three individuals didn't wish to hear more from him.
   

        Seizing the opportunity, they surged forward, an incredible aura exploding from them.
   

        All the present were veteran fighters, you could say the cream of the crop of the Secret Martial Arts World. Every move they made was incredibly destructive, in just a moment half of a perfectly smooth street had been reduced to rubble.
   

        The Black Peacock indeed possessed strange secret techniques, seeming to have the ability to turn into a smoky existence that could dissipate a lot of damage. But, when faced with the joint attack of the three, he could only evade passively and was unable to effectively counterattack.  Thus, throughout the chase, aside from that strange secret technique, the Black Peacock did not use any other offensive moves. Whether this was due to excessive consumption or was a side effect of the secret technique, no one knew.
   

        The four tangled and fought all the way to the edge of the city district.
   

        Before anyone realized, a group of seven or eight people sprang out from the alley. Male and female, old and young, each person exuded a formidable aura, their eyes cold and ruthless.
   

        The leader was a bald and strong man, dressed in a black jacket studded with spikes, with one eye covered by a bandage. He had a robust body, his muscles bulging, and wore knuckle dusters on his hands.
   

        As soon as the strong man appeared, he saw the Black Peacock and the three others in a standoff in the distance. He looked solemn, led his squad forward, and loudly shouted, "Lord Black Peacock!"
   

        The Black Peacock stiffened, his worst fear had finally come true. What Casio had said earlier was actually very simple, if they can't kill him, then they would kill the support team from the sect that came to aid him.
   

        Which meant...
   

        They were openly fishing!
   

        The Black Peacock watched the seven or eight figures charging at him. This was his own Viper Squad that he had trained for five or six years. They were the third elite team with a high mission completion rate.
   

        The leader, in particular, was Nailed Fist Haus, a secret martial arts practitioner who had mastered the art of boxing. Initially, he was just a newcomer to the boxing community.
   

        But with considerable talent and under his own cultivation, he had already reached the realm of a higher level boxer and could potentially advance to become a fighter.
   

        "Ahh!!!"
   

        With a painful scream, a bloody figure, like a tiger entering a flock of sheep, began to massacre.
   

        The Black Peacock, however, was entangled by Steward Feng Liusi, unable to do anything but watch his trusted subordinates die before his eyes. The talents he had painstakingly cultivated were slaughtered like pigs, and the Black Peacock felt as if his own heart were bleeding.
   

        He was a little slow, unable to create an absolute gap with Casio and the other two. In a fight between fighters, it's not a matter of who can run faster. As long as the gap in speed is not too big, by suddenly bursting forth...
   

        An enemy could catch up, let alone three.
   

        If one is careless and gets caught up in a fight with someone, it would be difficult to escape subsequently. He could only maneuver within the encirclement, looking for an opportunity. Then, at the right moment, he would burst forth, break through the obstacles, and escape.
   

        The Black Peacock had a strange secret technique that made his body seem like it could become intangible. He was fearless, but the situation had subtly changed.
   

        His subordinates who came to support him, were unaccountably taken down.
   

        Five minutes had passed since the sight of Casio holding Haus's head, but it was still branded in the Black Peacock's mind. He could never have imagined that one day, he too would be used as bait in a fishing expedition!
   

        On the outskirts, atop a vacant flat land.
   

        The Black Peacock once again used his secret technique to dodge a fatal attack.
   

        As he turned back into his smoky form, his face suddenly changed as he looked in the direction of the city. There, a convoy of seven or eight black cars was driving over in orderly fashion, all filled with loyal and elite subordinates he had carefully selected for this mission.
   

        Excluding none, there must have been dozens of them.
   

        All had come to support him, goddamn!!!
   

        The Black Peacock could no longer hold back and bellowed.
   

        "Stay away from me, get the hell out!"
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        "What is Lord Black Peacock saying?"
   

        "Seems like he's telling us to speed up."
   

        "Then step on the gas!"
   

        Several hundred meters away, the black convoy suddenly accelerated, moving faster than before. In a blink of an eye, they were within a hundred meters of the four men. Some of the elite followers were sharpshooters who had already set their firearms on the car windows, aiming at the enemy of the Black Peacock.
   

        Still, it goes without saying that, veteran fighters have unsurpassed physical quality, and have stepped into the realm beyond human abilities.
   

        The four men fought like vicious wolves, their bodies moving like illusions. Their agile movements were dazzling, creating a blur of shadows that made it hard to discern their positions.
   

        For ordinary people, the area where Casio and his men were fighting was simply filled with a fog of chaos. Only faint glimpses of swiftly moving silhouettes were visible, leaving vague traces on the retina. Although the sharpshooters from the Organization had abnormal physical abilities with dynamic visual acuity far beyond normal humans, they also had difficulty focusing on their targets and could only aim roughly.
   

        The firearms they used were specially modified, the bullets were not ordinary either, boasting unimaginable power. Just like Ghost Knife Garoro's three indestructible knives, which were made from a special alloy formula provided by the Organization. The rare special bullets used by the Organization's firearms team were not ordinary products, possessing extremely high penetration, explosive, and concussive properties.
   

        It seemed like some sort of supernatural technique combined with firearms.
   

        This gave the firearms and bullets significant threat to "B" level and above non-human monsters. They didn't come to support Black Peacock out of sheer nervousness but with a certain level of confidence.
   

        On the vehicles, several sharpshooters aimed their gun muzzles at the chaotic battlefield. Their elbows moved slightly, and they were sweating profusely, as if their attention was honed to the extreme. Striving to track the enemy's position.
   

        In their line of sight, the sounds of the four combating incessantly, fists and feet colliding in the air, causing white turbulent air currents. The dust on the ground was also kicked up by the swiftly moving combatants, creating streaks of yellow light in the air.
   

        Bang!
   

        Yet another rapid collision.
   

        Black Peacock was momentarily separated from Casio and the others.
   

        He was struck with a great force that sent him flying in mid-air, panting for breath. Looking at his approaching subordinates, his heart was filled with inexplicable sorrow, which even overpowered his pretentious elegance: "What are you doing? Go away! I have trained for more than a decade, and this is all I have. Do you want to kill me!?"
   

        Before his voice could even fade, the sharpshooters that had been preparing to fire had already squeezed the trigger. Several powerful special bullets whizzed through the air, plunging through the cavities in the air currents, whistling as they advanced.
   

        Ding, ding, ding!
   

        Three crisp sounds merged into one.
   

        In the expectant gaze of the sharpshooters, three silhouettes turned to look back. The man in a white suit had a flexible crystal blue whip spinning and twisting around him, forming a shield in mid-air that easily blocked a bullet. The man in the black suit in the middle had blood-red hands, holding a bullet between his two fingers like an eggshell.
   

        The bullet was still spinning, smoky on its metal surface.
   

        The weakest man in the red suit was enveloped in the fog of the bullet explosion. When it cleared, half of his suit was torn, but his body was completely unharmed, his skin was as white as jade.
   

        Just like being wrapped in a layer of crystal diamond shell.
   

        Three sharp gazes were looking over from a few tens of meters away.
   

        In a trance, the sharpshooter only felt as if the scenery in his sight was blurring and weakening, and the only thing left were three pairs of eyes that were constantly enlarging. They became brighter and brighter, like torches in the dark. In a blink of an eye, the owners of those eyes emerged from the darkness, two monstrous blood-colored birds of prey were diving, and a giant ice-colored centipede was roaring.
   

        In a fraction of a second, they seemed to have already rushed to the front of the convoy.
   

        "Is it an illusion?"
   

        The sharpshooter muttered to himself, but with another blink, he found that one of the bloody birds of prey had transformed into a silhouette, his fists striking like a vice.
   

        Rushing over at high speed, like a shell.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The sturdy left side of the vehicle was directly smashed, as if it had been hit by a high-speed meteor. The figure, like an iron man, smashed the steel car from the middle, not only creating an ear-piercing sound of twisting metal, but also mixing the sounds of bones breaking and flesh being mangled, which sounded absolutely delightful.
   

        Zing!
   

        The car was sent flying, drawing a parabola in the air. Not until it smashed into the ground, excavating a deep pit. The car was squashed to half its size, and there was hardly any chance of survival left inside. 
   

        "Why don't you fight me! Three damn bastards! The elders..." Black Peacock cursed as he charged. It seemed that he wanted to prevent Casio and the other two.
   

        He was so uncomfortable that he nearly coughed up blood. He had used secret techniques beyond his usual limit during his escape, likely to have severe side effects afterwards. He had already paid a big price for his own imprudence. But he was being used as bait, luring out more than half of the elites he had trained over so many years. 
   

        The three old foxes knew they could never kill him, so they changed their targets early on. Deliberately stalling, and drawing his reinforcements over.
   

        By the time most of Black Peacock's followers had gathered, the three men didn't even pretend anymore. They didn't even maintain the ruse of having one of them distract Black Peacock. They completely ignored him, letting him go if he wanted. Their targets instantly shifted towards the arriving reinforcements.
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        The sudden change almost infuriated the Black Peacock.
   

        His figure was blurry, chasing Feng Liusi, whose hands were red, like a shadow. As he was about to close the gap at full speed, a surging deep red waterfall burst from Feng Liusi's body, shocked him in place. Sheng Feinan, who was standing next to him, even lashed out a whip, its power and coldness not only making the Black Peacock retreat several steps but also stiffening his joints.
   

        He had to watch, helplessly, as Feng Liusi, like a blood-red long spear, forcefully pierced through the car door and squeezed into the vehicle.
   

        His hands ruthlessly ploughed through everything in their path like they were sieving lives.
   

        Amid a chorus of screams, he burst through the vehicle, appearing on the other side, and began searching for his next target, his hands dripping with blood.
   

        To the right, Sheng Feinan was not to be outdone. His crystal blue whip claimed lives with ease. First, he raised it in its usual form, then, mid-air, turned it into a cross sword and slashed down mercilessly.
   

        A car was split in half.
   

        Even the steel was cut in two; the people inside were naturally unable to escape, their mangled bodies a horrifying sight to behold.
   

        The Black Peacock remained rigid on the spot, looking somewhat stunned. He wanted to tell them not to kill anymore, but how could these three executioners ever listen to an enemy's words? It was too absurd.
   

        Watching the three, who kept moving and rolling about, and hearing his subordinates' miserable cries, the Black Peacock bizarrely felt relieved: "Kill, kill, I can't wait to see how many you can actually kill! Do you want to wipe out all our organization's members?"
   

        He snorted coldly and turned around to leave the tragic site, appearing as a cloud of smoke. He wasn't stopped by the trio.
   

        Under the glare of high noon, by the main road, in an open area in the suburbs.
   

        Casio was fiddling with a flattened piece of metal, the immense force like a road roller effortlessly reshaping the steel vehicles. The twisting sounds were making his teeth grind, the screeching noise never-ending.
   

        Next to him, Feng Liusi was completing his South Dipper Red Vulture Fist movement. His earlier fight seemed to have allowed him to quickly adapt and master the Deathfang Power within his body. Meaning
   

        Feng Liusi could continue to break through to the next acupuncture point.
   

        To the right, Sheng Feinan was seated on the carcass of a car. A blue longsword was stuck in the car's bonnet, emanating an ever so slight chill.
   

        Like a natural air conditioner, it was able to combat the hot weather.
   

        The surrounding ground and grass were beyond repair, littered with traces of pits and craters as well as remnants and ashes of shattered, exploded cars. One can easily imagine the fierce battle that had taken place earlier.
   

        Although, in reality, it was actually a one-sided massacre.
   

        Despite not achieving their original plan of assassinating the Black Peacock at the antique exhibition, Casio and his team managed to achieve their secondary goal. The Organization, which was always hiding in the dark corners of Kula City.
   

        But this time, they had almost been forcibly exposed by the trio. Looking at how frantic the Black Peacock was, he probably had suffered a significant loss. The goal of weakening their competitor had been achieved.
   

        Additionally, they could make an educated guess. The Organization currently positioned in Kula City probably only had one "B" level entity— the Black Peacock. Because during the baiting process there wasn't a presence of a second "B" level entity, there was only the Black Peacock.
   

        In fact, the Organization originally had a lot of power in this Gold Antique Exhibition. With two core members, Black Peacock and Ghost Knife Garoro were seasoned masters but unfortunately, they were divided and attacked due to some unexpected factors.
   

        Both had experienced the sour joy of being attacked by Feng Liusi and the others.
   

        Casio thought that for the next two days the Organization would definitely take a breather, the Black Peacock surely wouldn't dare to show himself. However, the Organization was still the biggest threat.
   

        Their determination to get the ancient antiques was obvious and the Organization would not be content with just a few setbacks.
   

        On the fourth day, more core members from the Federation would arrive to temporarily replace the weak forces.
   

        Warm winds blew across the suburbs, carrying with them the faint smell of gunpowder.
   

        Feng Liusi had just finished suppressing and controlling his Deathfang Power. He looked at Casio with sharp eyes and asked, "What are we going to do next? Should we find the Organization and try to end them all at once?"
   

        Casio shook his head, crossed his arms and leaned on a vehicle wreck, his golden hair tousling, "They must have hidden like mice by now, we won't find them. Even if we did, it would be small fry; a waste of time. The gains wouldn't make up for the losses. Right now, we just need to wait here for people."
   

        "Wait for whom?" Feng Liusi asked.
   

        "Obviously, we're waiting for the people from the Black Mechanism. All that commotion from earlier. As the Federal Government's supernatural forces, their efficiency can't be that low, surely." Casio glanced at the Organization's dead personnel.
   

        "I have some connections with the Black Mechanism. We can absolutely work together in dealing with the Organization on this matter."
   

        "I can sense that the Black Peacock wouldn't just give up..."
   

        He spoke calmly then suddenly looked at Feng Liusi.
   

        "Fancy a bet?"
   

        "Bet on what?" Feng Liusi raised an eyebrow.
   

        "Let's bet. Among the people from Black Mechanism who will show up later, I bet the newcomer steward, Amos, that brat I told you about last time, will definitely be the first to show up at the earliest hint of trouble."
   

        Casio's expression remains unchanged, his messy fringe in disarray.
   

        "What's the bet?" Feng Liusi continued to ask.
   

        "Simple. If you win, you teach me that new skill 'Blood Vulture Beak' you invented. If I win, I will give you five dark creatures of the same rank as the Immortal Level, along with five units of life vibration energy for the bet."
   

        Casio looks supremely confident.
   

        "What kind of bullshit bet is this..." Feng Liusi muttered to himself. He had already planned to teach Casio the Blood Vulture Beak skill. In the whole world, only two people are practising the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. If Feng Liusi doesn't teach Casio, who else would he teach? Does he plan to let his legacy die out?
   

        And then there's the bet Casio is laying down.
   

        The enormous amount of life vibration energy he had sacrificed earlier to help Feng Liusi rejuvenate, he didn't ask Feng Liusi for anything in return.
   

        Touting it as tuition fees, Feng Liusi had taught him everything he could. Yet, Casio continued to transfer energy to him persistently.
   

        "I don't care, I'll take you up on that bet."
   

        Feng Liusi, of course, didn't hesitate.
   

        Casio snaps his fingers: "You lose."
   

        Then, he looks around and says,
   

        "Come out, Amos, I know you're here."
   

        Crack.
   

        From behind a protecting tree on the side of the road, a pair of polished leather shoes stepped on a dried-up branch on the ground, gradually emerging with slow steps.
   

        Under the sunlight.
   

        A black-haired young man wearing white gloves, his smile gentle.
   

        On the other side, in a secret place of the Door Organization.
   

        In a secret room, a figure that hardly resembled a human form struggled like a wild beast. There were splattered blood stains all over the ground and various cracks and holes. The figure was in tremendous pain, seemingly enduring unimaginable torment.
   

        Boom, boom, boom! Boom, boom, boom!
   

        Fists hitting the walls and ground, causing the entire secret room to shake, a large amount of dust fluttered down in the corner.
   

        Following the final growl.
   

        The figure stopped, kneeling on the floor.
   

        Blood dripped from the chin, making a patter sound.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        In a study room, the window is half-covered with dark shadows cast all over most of the room.
   

        A man dressed in black stands in the corner, appearing to merge and disappear into the surrounding environment. The eyes under his mask are empty and profound. He slowly dials a number on a rotary telephone.
   

        A moment later, the line was connected.
   

        "Lord Black Peacock, headquarters has been informed about the situation of this Tulip Antique Exhibition. Before the end of the fourth day of the exhibition, the nearest Lord Purple will definitely arrive in time to assist you. Furthermore, Lord Purple has brought a vial of Doom's Blood, which can temporarily cure Lord Ghost Knife."
   

        The voice on the other end of the phone comes with a weak current.
   

        "Lord Purple?" Black Peacock's voice is hoarse and dry.
   

        He holds the telephone halfway, seemingly talking to himself.
   

        "Lord Purple, Ghost Knife who temporarily recovers, plus me who has been hugely depleted. Haha, although not at their peak, it seems enough... I'll remember the pain of today..."
   

        Black Peacock lowers his eyelids, his pupils filled with a dark light.
   

        "In three days, I'll repay you a hundred-fold."
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        Under the pure white sun, upon the carpet-like green grassland.
   

        A teenage boy dressed in a white shirt and black suit was walking step by step.
   

        His eyes scanned over the shattered convoy, finally reflecting Casio's silhouette in his pure black pupils. His face carrying a faint, almost imperceptible smile, which gave him an aristocratic air from afar.
   

        Clic-clic.
   

        His leather shoes stepped on a burnt black severed hand, making a noise as the bones shattered. Not sure whose from the Organization it was.
   

        Clap, clap, clap...
   

        Amos started to clap, his arrogant gaze did not pay much attention to Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan. Instead, he only looked at Casio.
   

        "In a short time, you managed to take care of at least five elite teams from the Organization, which is about two-thirds of the force in Kula City. Impressive, impressive…" He slowly withdrew his hands, "We haven't seen each other for about two months, haven't we…"
   

        "Two and a half months, thank you for the information you provided."
   

        Casio corrected him. The intelligence he referred to was the whereabouts of the veteran fighters. The fact that he could learn the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist from Feng Liusi meant that the Black Mechanism had been helpful.
   

        Amos shook his head when he heard Casio's words. It was just a deal after all. His gaze flickered slightly, and the topic shifted suddenly.
   

        "You've confronted the Organization?"
   

        Casio narrowed his eyes, his expression remaining unchanged: "Just a small dispute, should be smaller than your Black Mechanism."
   

        "Then it means a life-or-death feud."
   

        Amos immediately indicated that he understood. Although he didn't know when Casio and the Organization became such bitter enemies, it didn't matter, as long as their goals were aligned. Kula City had recently been unsettled, indicating the possible occurrence of a series of dangerous events. The Black Mechanism had deployed a large number of people, but the high-end combat power was scarce.
   

        Amos had once fought Casio, who was definitely at 'B' level. He could serve as an effective supplement to their fighting power.
   

        He pondered for a moment then made an invitation.
   

        "The Organization has been very active in Kula City recently, information shows that at least two core members have appeared here; top fighters among top fighters. Since you and the Organization are at odds, why not temporarily join our Black Mechanism? As an exchange, the Mechanism will let you choose a batch of precious dark creatures after everything is over."
   

        Amos gradually walked to within five meters of Casio.
   

        "How many?"
   

        Casio, with an unchanged expression, asked.
   

        "All the prison cages in the branches of the three nearby cities."
   

        Amos pondered a moment before speaking.
   

        "Not enough." Casio shook his head. His eyes briefly looked at Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan next to him, "We have three people here, give me triple, all the prison cages in the branches of nine cities."
   

        Amos was slightly taken aback, seemingly surprised by Casio's high demand. Then he glanced at the enjoined Feng Liusi and the others, his eyebrows deeply furrowed.
   

        "No, the prison cages in nine cities' branches, that's equivalent to two counties. I don't have that much power, that has to be reported to the Chief Inspector. Moreover, despite lacking top-tier fighters this time, we have enough mid- and low-level personnel. We don't need external assistance. Tell you what, I'll take the initiative—how about I calculate your two friends as one city's dark creature imprisonment cage? That makes four cities in total."
   

        Amos, while speaking, took out a pack of cigarettes from his pocket. He flicked one out, lit it up, and lightly placed it in his mouth.
   

        The smoke slightly rose, he took a breath. Through the hazy smoke, he saw Casio's expression seemed a bit peculiar.
   

        "Hoo..." Amos blew out a ring of white smoke, raising an eyebrow, "Not happy? But this is the limit of what I can decide on my own. To be blunt, although it may sound a bit rude, your two friends here should only be considered as add-ons."
   

        "If we involve superiors, you might not even get one city…"
   

        His words suddenly cut off, his face instantly becoming cold. The originally somewhat relaxed expression immediately became serious, emitting a murderous aura. His round-framed glasses reflected a slight white light under the sun.
   

        "Some little rat has been eavesdropping on us. The commotion just now really drew out some stuff from the drain…"
   

        While Amos spoke, he slowly raised both hands.
   

        The back of his white gloves, covered in densely packed black letters, appeared slightly blurred. The thorny sword logo that represented the Black Mechanism became increasingly conspicuous, like dripping ink. He flicked both hands outwards.
   

        Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh...The sound of flying arrows seemed to pierce the air as multiple densely packed metallic lines were shot out.
   

        "Thunk!" The threads nailed hard into the ground, without the expected sound of piercing flesh. Amos looked over in surprise.
   

        At the end where a metal thread stretched out to.
   

        A large figure in a black suit had somehow appeared there, his strong right hand lifted, with a struggling figure in mid-air. It was futile, as from the figure, there came a series of chilling crackling sounds. Like a machine rolling and crushing inside the body.
   

        The next second, the figure trembled, and his hands dropped.
   

        Swish, swish, swish...
   

        The skin and flesh of the figure, the internal organs, all suddenly collapsed like flowing water, accumulating into a soft pile on the ground.
   

        The man in the black suit held only a shiny white skeleton. It emitted a chilling glow under the sun.
   

        Seeming to notice Amos's gaze, the man in the black suit smiled towards him, inexplicably exuding an unprecedented sense of brutality. A chill ran down Amos's spine involuntarily.
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        An ominous sign of extreme danger began to form vaguely.
   

        With difficulty, he turned his head to another direction.
   

        A slenderly built youth, dressed in white suit moved with elegant grace. He radiated an icy aura, and around him, in the scorching weather, translucent snowflakes fluttered vaguely.
   

        Slowly, he withdrew his palm.
   

        In the corner lay two bodies frozen into ice sculptures, horrific expressions on their faces, seemingly killed in a blink of an eye.
   

        Last but not least.
   

        Casio handles a head with monstrous strength, one that he seems to have ripped from somewhere. Casually he juggles it for a while, and then tosses it aside. It lands perfectly on a blurred mass of flesh, standing steady after slight shaking.
   

        He mumbles to himself.
   

        "The level of oddballs in Kula City is quite extensive. Apart from the Organization, the Blood Spirit Association, there are so many small factions. I've even vaguely felt the presence of the Blood Clan and the Shadow Demon..."
   

        Next to the car, Amos grimaces, tightly pressing his lips together to keep the cigarette from dropping. He felt inexplicably awkward. Despite being the one who initiated the confrontation, these three disappeared faster than his speed of shooting Gale Silk, disappearing in the blink of an eye!
   

        If that kind of instantaneous acceleration was aimed at him.
   

        Amos contemplates that he would truly become The Grim Reaper.
   

        Smoke wafted around his face, conveniently hiding his embarrassed expression. His fingers twitch slightly, retracting the silk threads.
   

        "Damn it ... Why didn't Casio say it earlier ..."
   

        Suddenly, Amos's body tensed. He felt a strong and burly body appearing out of nowhere behind him. A dangerous aura and self-generated heat like a powerful magnetic field intimidated him.
   

        A hand slowly reached out from behind his neck, in Amos' stiff gaze, two fingers pinched off the burning cigarette.
   

        A deep voice echoed in his ear.
   

        "Hey kid, don't touch the cigarettes, it looks too pretentious ..."
   

        "You are asking for a beat down."
   

        Amos turned abruptly, his eyes burning with anger. The man in the black suit was engulfed in a cloud of smoke, looking down at him from a higher perspective. White smoke slowly sprouted from his nostrils, his fingers lightly flicking off some ash from the cigar.
   

        "Hey kid?!"
   

        Amos almost laughed from the ridiculousness.
   

        What he detested the most was others challenging his appearance.
   

        Ching Ching Ching Ching Ching Ching...
   

        Between the eight fingers of the white gloves, strands of metal thread sparkled like liquid, rapidly pouring out.
   

        The threads twisted and tightened, cutting and producing a sound as if the air was overburdened. In an instant, the number of metal threads increased tenfold, reaching a hundred threads.
   

        Amos, too, transformed. His hair grew rapidly, his body shot upwards. His originally soft and delicate look became more defined, giving him an aura of mature authority. In just an instant, he transformed from a boy to a young man.
   

        "How dare you take my cigarette?" His voice was deep and powerful.
   

        "What's there to be afraid of? Kid, you're still not ripe..."
   

        Laughter rang out next to him.
   

        All of a sudden, Amos felt as if a world of crimson fog was charging towards him, engulfing him entirely without any room for resistance. In the haziness, a massive, sky-enveloping creature lowered its menacing, crimson eyes.
   

        Its gaze met with Amos's raised head.
   

        The world fell silent for a moment, the only sound was his beating heart.
   

        "Alright, it's enough to show off your strength, don't do unnecessary things." A familiar voice sounded from outside the foggy world.
   

        Immediately after, a sound of a snapping finger came from behind.
   

        The blood-red world in Amos' eyes quickly faded, and the surrounding landscape reappeared, iluminated under the bright midday sun.
   

        He stood somewhat rigidly on the spot, seemingly stricken. After a while, he took a deep breath, flicking back his long hair that had fallen to his forehead. A cold smirk appeared on his lips as he muttered to himself.
   

        "Ha, I'm not going to give you guys what you want."
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        "Eight branch prisons, that's the price!"
   

        "Don't threaten me, it won't work. Ridiculous..."
   

        "If you can, kill me. Otherwise, that's the price."
   

        At the unyielding request of Amos, Casio had to give in reluctantly. Nine cities had become eight cities, and it was a bit painful.
   

        He had no choice, he had been a bit too much just now, he had offended Amos. A small step back is acceptable, to appease a child.
   

        Casio and Amos had a little more to discuss. The vehicles of the Black Mechanism were already appearing and disappearing at the intersection of the city and the suburbs. Amos took a look at Feng Liusi and asked.
   

        "Who is he..."
   

        Casio had nothing to hide. He said calmly, "He's a predecessor from the Secret Martial Arts world, Blood Fist Feng Liusi."
   

        "Damn."
   

        Upon hearing this, Amos cursed and spat on the ground: "No wonder I couldn't beat him."
   

        Two months ago, the old steward Franz had collected information on the fighters hidden in the six townships of the eastern region for Casio. Amos was also aware of this. Among them was a man infamous as Blood Fist, Kill Fist, and Death Fang. If "B" level fighters could also be divided into stages, then the stages would be bottom, middle, top, and peak. Blood Fist Feng Liusi could reach the top stage.
   

        As for Amos himself, he was aware of his own ability. The three limits of Gale Storm were Gale, Steel, and Complete, with the thresholds being one metal thread, one hundred metal threads, and one thousand metal threads respectively.
   

        The young Amos was at the first limit, Gale, which could imbue the power of cutting, a threshold around "B" level.
   

        His older self was at the second limit, Steel, which could simultaneously imbue cutting and penetration power, and was teetering between the low to middle level of "B". Only the third limit, Complete, reaching the ultimate power of annihilation, could make his combat power explosively grow.
   

        To roam at the peak of the "B" level.
   

        As for the theoretical incomplete fourth limit, even Amos himself didn't know what power it held, probably "A" level.
   

        At his second limit, Steel, he stood no chance against Blood Fist Feng Liusi.
   

        Which was perfectly normal.
   

        Realizing this, Amos suddenly felt relieved. The four of them quickly agreed to target the Organization together, regardless of when and where the Organization would always be their opponent.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        On the highway from the suburbs to the city, three low-key cars were driving. The window of the last one was slightly rolled down.
   

        Inside, four men with different temperaments were smoking.
   

        They were intimidating, puffing out clouds of smoke.
   

        They looked just like gangsters.
   

        ************************
   

        The second day of the Tulip Antique Exhibition.
   

        After yesterday's incident, the organizer Yunquan Fist has once again increased security personnel. Everywhere from the exhibition hall to the corridors and corners, there were bodyguards. Their strict patrols brought a sense of security to the attendees.
   

        Today, there was still a large crowd at the Tulip Antique Exhibition.
   

        Though not as crowded as the first day, there were still many people. Nearly a thousand types of antique products were displayed in the east and west exhibition halls, a dazzling array. Unfortunately, Casio couldn't absorb Obsession Energy in the Era of Retrospection, otherwise he might have been able to find some treasures.
   

        In the eastern exhibition hall, Casio was wandering as usual, dressed in a brand new casual suit, admiring the collections.
   

        There were scholars with glasses, bent over to observe the patterns on the antiques, marveling and discussing with their peers.
   

        There were pot-bellied rich businessmen and a few friends, stopped in front of a famous gallery. They pointed at the items, visibly satisfied. They seemed to be planning to bid for the whole lot as soon as the exhibition ends.
   

        There were also boys and girls dressed as students, looking around curiously. It seemed that the Antique Exhibition had given out some slots to certain schools, for the benefit of the outstanding students.
   

        Casio leisurely walked a round and then returned to Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan: "The Yunquan Fist sure have a lot of people, they've got three more fist users over, I wonder if there's any elder-level fighter around. If there is, it would be fun..."
   

        "What do you mean?"
   

        Sheng Feinan felt that there was more to Casio's words.
   

        "Heh..." Casio chuckled: "What do you think would happen if those Blood Spirit guys hiding in the crowd got exposed..."
   

        "Would they get wiped out by the Yunquan Fist?"
   

        A moment later, another voice rang out.
   

        "Why don't I help them out a bit..."
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        "What do you plan to do?"
   

        Sheng Feinan raised his eyebrows, he wasn't used to being interested in such affairs, but now his mindset had become much younger.
   

        He began to experience many new and interesting things.
   

        Feng Liusi also looked at him with some curiosity.
   

        Casio gave a smile and from his suit pocket, he took out a silver coin bearing the number '50' and a human portrait on the reverse side. It didn't resemble current money, but rather looked like antique currency from a certain period in the old kingdom's history. The coin's surface was brand new, as if it had been coated with a layer of silver material.
   

        With a flick of his index finger and thumb, the coin spun mid-air reflecting light and was then caught between two fingers.
   

        "It's quite simple, Mercury induces weakness and disgust in dark creatures. Although its use isn't significant, it can easily force them to expose their differences from normal beings..."
   

        Casio had an evil smile on face.
   

        "..." Feng Liusi was silent for a moment before speaking.
   

        "So the reason you had me ask the Blood Vulture Organization on our first day in Donghai City to prepare a batch of mercury-plated coins was for this?" He, who has always been calm, was now speechless.
   

        "Of course not."
   

        Casio pulled out a handful of coins from his bosom. While counting them one by one, he said: "During the previous battle with the Blood Spirit Association, I tested the effect of mercury. Its influence is greater on parasitic dark creatures than on physical dark creatures. These mercury coins could even affect the Immortal Level Dead Blood. Just like people who can't stand spicy food accidentally eating a chili, they can't help but express discomfort."
   

        "After the test, I had a handful of coins left. I thought it would be a waste to not utilize them. Why not give the Blood Spirit Association a little fun?"
   

        Having said that, Casio could not help but crack a smile.
   

        He laughed twice.
   

        Feng Liusi now inexplicably felt that Casio was a little dark.
   

        "I am going to walk around a bit more, I will come back later to look at this Spiral Eyed Sword." Casio, coin in hand, walked off.
   

        Moving on.
   

        In an office at the back hall of the Tulip Antique Exhibition.
   

        An elderly man with white hair was tying his tie, clothed in a brown suit. Although he appeared old, his body maintained robust. Exuding a strong aura.
   

        Next to him, a middle-aged man was waiting quietly.
   

        He hesitated for a moment, finally could not contain himself and asked.
   

        "Teacher, are you sure you want to personally go and look inside the Antique Exhibition Hall? This is something your disciples can handle."
   

        "Leave it to you guys?" The old man shook his head at the mirror propped in the corner: "What about yesterday's events?"
   

        "I feel the undercurrents of Kula City. Multiple forces are clashing in the shadows. Among them is an organization called the Blood Spirit Association, who even has people capable of defeating me, you guys aren't enough..."
   

        "Only if I go and take a look, will it make a difference."
   

        He spoke in a deep voice: "After today it will be better, the Gate Master will be arriving at Kula City tomorrow after handling the affairs of the main gate."
   

        "By then, it will almost be over. The Antique Exhibition will be safely opened as usual, and the Blood Spirit Association's matters will be handled."
   

        Having tied his tie, he turned around. The sunlight beaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows warmed up half of his body.
   

        "Master Auro, your injury..." the middle-aged man cautiously spoke.
   

        "It doesn't matter, after a week of rest, it has gotten much better. Let's go, let's check out the exhibition hall." Auro, the old man, opened the door and disappeared into the corridor with the middle-aged man.
   

        ***************************
   

        The design of the Tulip Antique Exhibition Hall had always been good, spacious and bright. One side consisted of large floor-to-ceiling windows, enabling natural sunlight to enter.
   

        The marble floor reflected the slightest light, corner spots were covered with soft brown carpets. The two main halls, east and west, were connected by a long corridor with audience moving back and forth. Around the main hall were side halls, numbered 01 to 10.
   

        Next to each antique guarded by glass, a brief introduction of its history and estimated value was displayed.
   

        "Three hundred thousand to five hundred thousand federal coins, my goodness, can a stone really be this expensive?" A youthful female voice exclaimed.
   

        "There's an introduction next to it; it's not a stone, but the broken tip of a spear. It belonged to Count Frank during the imperial era five hundred years ago. It's just extremely corroded, and it's edges have been completely blunted, leaving only a blunt piece of metal."
   

        A male student familiar with history explained, sometimes adding more information to show off a bit.
   

        This was outside the 04 Exhibition Hall, located at the edge of the east main hall. About seven or eight young boys and girls dressed as students gathered here, observing with curiosity. Some even took out their notebooks to record diligently, seemingly assignment or homework assigned by the school.
   

        Next to the students, two adults dressed as teachers were chatting. Occasionally, when a learned scholar hurried past, they would go up and greet them.
   

        Unconsciously, the two teachers had drifted quite a distance away from the group of students. The 04 Exhibition Hall was designated for landscape paintings.
   

        A group of sixteen or seventeen-year-old children walked in, their faces filled with curiosity. They were too young to appreciate other types of antiques and at most, they made up for the crowd. However, they could directly appreciate the beauty of the paintings, and there were also one or two art students in the crowd. The unfolding narrative of each painting had a strong sense of immersion, which drew praise from everyone.
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        At the intersection of Hall 04, there's a vibrantly colored oil painting.
   

        By a famous artist, the dusk sky in the painting exhibits gradient colors, layered on by paint, transitioning from red to purple then to yellow. The bottom half of the picture shows a reflection of a river with a splendid feeling in its twinkling waves.
   

        A glance evokes an overwhelming emotion.
   

        "Antonio Hopkins, a famous oil painting master of the Hong Li Federation, born in Windsor County, Federation Calendar 48-75..."
   

        A student reads the information beside the painting.
   

        "He was only 27, such a pity, a genius like a shooting star..."
   

        A girl sighs.
   

        As people gather to appreciate a painting, a man walks in, indistinguishable from other visitors.
   

        He stops behind the students, looking.
   

        It seems as if his gaze is surveying all the paintings in Hall 04, right to left, but in actuality, his eyes are fixed intently on the naive students, a wolfish look in his eyes.
   

        Three parts desire, three parts hunger, and four parts apprehension.
   

        "What delicious lambs, the more innocent and oblivious they are, the purer the fear, I presume." The dark thought crosses man's mind.
   

        Were it not for the formidable forces backing the Antique Exhibition and the abundance of security personnel in and around the hall, he would've acted already. Recently, there had been severe turmoil within the Blood Spirit Association. The senior level barely suppressed several calamities and repeatedly emphasized, urging him not to stir up trouble and reveal his identity for the time being.
   

        A mysterious force is targeting them. Beware of showing a weakness. The man sniffs at such a warning deep down. The Blood Spirit Association has never feared anyone.
   

        But this is an order from the top, which he has to follow reluctantly.
   

        So, even though he's itching to move now, he can only stare at these tender students while secretly swallowing his saliva.
   

        A creature like the Dead Blood has beastly instincts. Afraid that he might act on impulse, he withdraws his gaze from the students before they can react, pretending to look at the painting on the far right.
   

        Out of the corner of his eye, the man catches a glimpse of someone seemingly looking this way.
   

        He turns his sided gaze.
   

        To his great surprise, it's a young man with blond hair standing briskly on the carpet in a black suit. The youth's left hand holds a cup of hot tea obtained from a service officer, while his right hand flips a coin. He seems to have noticed the man's gaze.
   

        The youth looks at him, revealing a friendly smile.
   

        The man hesitates.
   

        He barely manages a smile in return. 
   

        Feeling a slight discomfort, he turns his head away. Just as he is about to take the first step, he feels a cold sensation on his nape. A cold object seems to have fallen into his shirt, sliding down to the waist.
   

        "What's that?" The man looks up at the ceiling.
   

        Slick and clean, with no falling debris.
   

        He's just about to reach out when he feels the thing that fell inside becoming scalding hot like a branding iron. A chilling sensation surges from his spine, repulsion and discomfort rushing to his mind. Goosebumps rise all over his body, breaths becoming labored.
   

        "Damn!"
   

        His throat seems asthmatic, squeezing out a bit of damaged air.
   

        The thing is not dangerous, it just simply agitates the Blood Spirit within him as if it received a great stimulus.
   

        "I can't control it!"
   

        A thud echoes in the man's heart. The next moment, his eyes turn blood red. Blood gushes abruptly from his eyes, mouth corners, nostrils, and ears, hanging mid-air like a ribbon.
   

        His whole body starts trembling, uncontrollably growing red hair. This strong, twisted mane easily pierces through the suit fabric like a steel needle, eerily resembling spikes.
   

        "Wha... what's wrong? Sir?"
   

        A scholarly-looking female student at the back of the group notices the peculiar behavior of the man beside her and kindly approaches to ask.
   

        Upon closer inspection, the girl sees the man's face, covered in the mane, looking just like an uncontrollable monster.
   

        "Ahhhhhhh!!!"
   

        Never doubt the decibel of a frightened woman. The high-pitched scream can be heard throughout the Main Hall.
   

        Suddenly, the nearby visitors glance in this direction with puzzled eyes. But the security personnel, dressed in black suits, robust and imposing, cold demeanor, rush over immediately. They are all disciples of Yun Quan Fist.
   

        As soon as a situation arises, they pick up the pace, fast beyond comparison.
   

        Instantly, four or five silhouettes charge towards Hall 04. The man from the Blood Spirit Association hasn't had the chance to recover from the girl's earsplitting scream, and he already finds himself surrounded by several muscular men, no escape in sight.
   

        "I..."
   

        The man made a raspy noise in his throat, sounding like the low growl of a beast. He was not a fool either and understood that this was Yun Quan Fist's territory, not a place to be trifled with. He instinctively thought of camouflage.
   

        However, looking at his hands full of red mane, and his bone deforming and stretching into claws, he was at a loss for words.
   

        Three subconscious words jumped out of his mouth: "Damn it all!"
   

        Who on earth had thrown such a disgusting thing?
   

        Why was he fine one moment, and afflicted with this the next?
   

        No, he didn't want to be turned into a monster!
   

        In an instinctive move, he glanced towards the nearby stunned students, wondering if he should take a few of them as hostages.
   

        His glaring green eyes were blocked by a bald, burly man with a rough face. The man revealed a smirk with some yellowed teeth and said, "Eyeballing, huh? Boys, let's take him down together!"
   

        The scum of the Blood Spirit Association has been waited for far too long! These parasitic dark creatures had become quite strong and have been extremely low-profile since their last attack. They had been hiding in the dark, making it difficult for Yun Quan Fist to find traces of them.
   

        And yet, today.
   

        A dumbass has voluntarily exposed himself.
   

        How could they let go of such a golden opportunity?
   

        Four muscular men sneered, charging together at once.
   

        "Ugh, aah aah aah aah aah aah aah aah..."
   

        Outside the 04 exhibition hall, amidst the cries of the man being brutally beaten up.
   

        The blond young man took a sip of hot tea. His right hand slipped into his pocket and grabbed a silver coin, which he gently tossed in his palm.
   

        He leisurely walked off in another direction.
   

        Casio felt the presence of the second Dead Blood within a few steps. He stopped, looking subtly in that direction.
   

        Upon second look, he saw someone he knew.
   

        A boy dressed in a black waistcoat, standing amidst the crowd. Unlike others, who were drawn into the heat of the moment, he stood quite far away, showing no inclination to explore the situation.
   

        "What a coincidence..."
   

        Casio smiled a bit, recognizing the boy. He then shifted his gaze to a woman standing next to the boy. A woman dressed in a red skirt, around thirty, heavily make-upped; quite striking.
   

        Unlike the boy, she seemed rather anxious.
   

        She seemed to be holding back a certain level of panic.
   

        Casio squeezed the coin, flicking it with his finger. He then switched his teacup to his right hand and took a small sip. 
   

        His gaze wandered, and several new coins appeared between his fingers.
   

        Within the crowd.
   

        You An seemed unusually composed, an air of world-weariness on his delicate face. He was completely uninterested in the sudden disruption in the 04 exhibition, even feeling almost amused by the delicious lunch he was thinking about in his mind. He has grown up.
   

        The vigorous curiosity of his youth had mostly faded away on that bloody night. What he shouldn't see, he wouldn't look at. What he shouldn't know, he wouldn't know. What he shouldn't crowd around, he wouldn't gather for, and he would stay far from danger.
   

        This was the life philosophy You An had come to understand during his journey.
   

        The old steward applauded it greatly.
   

        Feeling that You An had grown and his mentality had been tempered. Although it was in a shocking way, he had eventually learned some truths.
   

        Amidst the chaos of the exhibition.
   

        Looking at his sister Hyman, who was standing on her toes out of curiosity about five or six meters away in the front, You An felt a wave of disdain and a sense of superiority that he was different from his peers.
   

        Just as he was about to withdraw his gaze in boredom, You An heard a panting noise next to him, not like that of a human, but more like a beast!
   

        He quickly turned his head.
   

        Within the surrounding crowd.
   

        It seemed that four or five spectators were shaking and trembling with their faces in their hands.
   

        The tremors grew larger and larger.
   

        Into their fingers, a large clump of mane was being squeezed out.
   

        Red as blood.
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        You An's heart skipped a beat, a sudden pang of panic filled him. Having experienced something similar not long ago, he recovered very quickly. Forcing his way through the crowd in front of him, he grabbed his sister, who was looking on curiously, and sprinted towards the elderly stewards not far away.
   

        Just as he started to move.
   

        A high-pitched scream of terror erupted, and the crowd immediately descended into chaos, the panic spreading rapidly.
   

        Right where You An had been standing, a woman in a red dress who was almost doubled over shivered uncontrollably. Her form no longer resembled a human, but instead, a red-furred brute.
   

        A guttural growl spiked with a touch of exhilarating joy escaped her throat.
   

        The woman's primal instincts, spurred by Dead Blood, enhanced her sense of smell. Surrounded by people, the air seemed to be filled with the scent of flesh, irresistible and tantalizing.
   

        She slowly raised her head, her snow-white tusks were bare, her lips as res as blood. With her crimson pupils, she scanned the crowd as they receded in terror. A malicious smirk enveloped her face.
   

        In an instant, the woman sprang out like a cheetah, her stream-lined figure embodying a sense of raw power and speed.
   

        This was a natural predator hunting its helpless prey.
   

        "Get away!!!"
   

        A muscular black man emerged from the crowd. His bulging muscles made his T-shirt stretched tight against his skin. His bare arms displayed bulging muscles, streaked with veiny blue lines.
   

        Bang!
   

        His punch, fearsome, and incredibly fast, caught the woman off guard. His fist, as big as a sandbag, landed harshly on her chin. The impact sent her flying, crashing into an exhibition pillar.
   

        The sturdy glass cover exploded upon impact, scattering debris all over the ground. The woman lie bloodied on the ground, her neck and head trembling; her jaw twisted askew by the punch.
   

        Such an injury would be enough to send a normal person into shock, but members of the Blood Spirit Association were immortal.
   

        The woman began to rise quickly from the ground, shaking.
   

        A heavy boot landed on her neck, crushing it down. Her barely lifted head smashed onto the ground once more, a dull thud echoed. The muscular black man towered over her, and then turned to look in another direction.
   

        All other Blood Spirit Association members who had revealed their locations were also halted in their tracks. Prepared disciples from Yun Quan Fist sprang out of the crowd, using their robust bodies and iron fists to isolate these dark creatures, preventing them from hurting the spectators.
   

        "Ahhhhhh..."
   

        From afar, screams and destructive noises continually echoed from the entrance of the main hall on the east side.
   

        "I'll go check it out."
   

        The muscular black man stomped down hard, and upon hearing a crisp snap, his silhouette streaked towards the entrance.
   

        Seconds later.
   

        He saw two people battling in the spacious hall.
   

        The spectators had fled to the side halls, feeling uneasy about the sudden turn of events, they watched anxiously from a distance.
   

        "Fourth Senior Brother?"
   

        The muscular man halted in his tracks, instantly recognizing one of the fighters in a black combat suit. This Golden Trophy Antique Exhibition saw many disciples from their sect, including various core members. The fourth Senior Brother had breached the realm of a Fist Master two years ago, his opponent must be on a similar level.
   

        "Is the Blood Spirit Association really making their move?!" A thought flashed through the muscular man's mind. If it were only the weakest members of the Blood Spirit Association creating chaos, it might be tolerable. But the appearance of a Blood Spirit Association member on par with a Fist Master signaled a significant sacrifice. His mind raced.
   

        With a shout, "Brother Earle, I'm coming to help!"
   

        He charged forth, accelerating within two or three strides. At the same time, he invoked a secret method, the contour of the muscles all over his body suddenly glowed purple, power erupting like an explosion. He violently attacked Earle's opponent.
   

        "Good!"
   

        A glint shone in Earle's eyes, and he immediately counter-attacked. As he adopted the Yun Quan Fist strike stance, he charged forward, his fist landing a blow!
   

        The crimson figure's attention was mainly on Earle, it dodged Earle's blow instantly. But he couldn't avoid the muscular man's punch, which left his head ringing.
   

        His silhouette swayed violently, blood trickling from his ears. He hadn't fully recovered when the two brothers began a coordinated attack again. One with a kick and the other with a punch, both with immense force, landed blows on the critical spots.
   

        "Attack!!!"
   

        Hidden among the crowd, the Blood Spirit Association members could not hold back any longer. Immortal-level Dead Blood Fighters were not common creatures; they were the elite backbone. As the situation seemed increasingly risky, waiting might lead to more trouble. All Blood Spirit Association members hiding in the exhibition decided to strike together, planning to break through the encirclement first.
   

        According to the recent events, it was reasonable to suspect that Yun Quan Fist had developed a method to identify them.
   

        Staying in the crowd was presumably no longer safe.
   

        This information must be relayed to the senior level of the Blood Spirit Association!
   

        Instantly.
   

        Members of the Blood Spirit Association, who were initially hiding, burst forth, rushing towards the three in the thick of battle in the main hall.
   

        They moved rapidly, looking like shadows streaking across.
   

        "Charge!!!"
   

        The muscular man fighting shouted, and countless Yun Quan Fist disciples rushed out, sprinting towards those shadows.
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        In an instant, the entire Tulip Antiques Exhibition was rapidly thrown into chaos. Shadows of individuals fighting each other emerged everywhere, not using firearms, yet their destructive power was no less strong. Their punches could leave a dent in the wall while glass covers could be easily shattered with a kick.
   

        At the entrance, panicked crowds rushed out hurriedly. Screams could be heard one after another, and several high heels were left scattered on the ground. Police from Kula City Police Station, initially stationed in patrol cars around the square to maintain order, started walking towards the entrance, their hands on their waistband.
   

        There was a youth among them, the fastest runner and seemingly a newly recruited eager young officer. As he reached for his handgun, he was abruptly stopped by the team leader of this operation.
   

        "What do you think you're doing?!" The team leader's voice was stern.
   

        "Rescuing people! What else?!"
   

        The youth's tone was frantic, his words defiant towards his superior.
   

        "Rescuing people?" The team leader sneered. "Whatever is happening here doesn't require our involvement, just do your job…"
   

        "Simply evacuating the public is enough, leave the rest to the organizers."
   

        "Isn't it our duty to…" the youth started to argue, but before he could finish, the glass of the ground-level window on the left side of the entrance was shattered. Two figures tumbled out from within, chasing one another.
   

        The figure behind was clad in a tight combat suit. His muscular, robust build and sharp eyes left no doubt that he was a martial artist.
   

        The figure in front was rather frightening—a red-haired monster. It was deformed with twisted skeletal contours, and its mane-like hair pierced through the rags it wore. It looked like twisted bones and wires rolled together.
   

        Upon seeing this monster, the youth instinctively drew his gun and pulled the trigger. Bullets whistled as they fired.
   

        Each one hit the monster squarely.
   

        However, all that could be heard were muffled sounds with no apparent effect on the monster. It only shook slightly before charging at the youth even more fiercely, its blood-red eyes wicked, like a wild beast.
   

        "I'm doomed!!!"
   

        The youth stood petrified in place.
   

        The shadow of death in his heart loomed larger and larger.
   

        Suddenly, just as the monster was about to pounce, it was sent flying with a powerful punch. Its mouth was blown up, rotten flesh and tusks whirled out, and splattered onto the ground with a splatter.
   

        An angry looking elder in a brown suit appeared all of a sudden: "How audacious, the Blood Spirit Association is becoming more and more uncontrollable!"
   

        "Taking advantage due to my injuries, are they?"
   

        His voice gradually became lower, suppressing his rage. Nevertheless, a dangerous feeling emanated from him, flowing between his brows.
   

        "Earle, what's the situation inside?" the elder asked.
   

        The martial artist youth following behind quickly replied: "The Blood Spirit Association attacked without warning, presumably trying to create chaos and disrupt the smooth proceedings of the Tulip Antiques Exhibition. At least four elite black-robed members of the Blood Spirit Association have been sighted, and we are engaging them in combat…"
   

        "Good, very good!"
   

        The elder named Auro did not say a word more, radiating an aura of deep menace as he rushed towards the exhibition hall. As for the severely injured member of the Blood Spirit Association nearby, he left him for Earle to handle.
   

        "Bang Bang Bang…"
   

        From the flower garden next to the circular plaza, came a series of thumping noises. As the monster struggled, the white stone floor cracked inch by inch. Half of the marble flower garden was shattered by a punch.
   

        The police team leader, who seemed middle-aged, walked over to the shell-shocked young officer, patted him on the shoulder, and pointed in the direction of the incident.
   

        "See that? We can't intervene, bullets are basically useless. Evacuate the crowd, let them handle the rest…"
   

        The youth gradually turned his head back.
   

        He observed his surroundings—the streets, plaza, and even the shadows of the alleyways.
   

        Martial artists with a ferocious dog logo emblazoned on their chests began to converge from every corner, their expressions cold, their aura ruthlessly menacing.
   

        Inside the exhibition building.
   

        The disciples of Yunquan Fist were still clashing with the elites of the Blood Spirit Association. They were blocking the Blood Spirit Association from leaving.
   

        Inside the building, Yunquan Fist had deployed three martial arts masters, while the Blood Spirit Association had four. For the time being, Yunquan Fist, despite having a larger number of people, was at a disadvantage.
   

        Multiple figures intertwining, fists and feet continuously colliding.
   

        At the entrance.
   

        Suddenly, a figure with white hair burst in from outside.
   

        He moved faster than anyone else in the fighting crowd. With just a light step, he was able to move at an incredible speed.
   

        In an instant, he appeared before the members of the Blood Spirit Association who were battling with the disciples of Yunquan Fist. In the blink of an eye, these elite backbones were struck flying and severely injured. In just about half a minute, the previously slightly superior Blood Spirit Association was completely taken down.
   

        "Harlin, take care of the injured, treat the wounded disciples in time," Auro pointed to the dark-skinned hunk nearby and slowly said.
   

        Afterwards.
   

        He began to check on the condition of the Blood Spirit Association personnel.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        Auro was clutching a coin in his hand, his eyes flickering.
   

        "Not only the Blood Spirit Association, but another force is also involved, could it be those people from yesterday?" He pondered slightly, "The Blood Spirit Association was also set up, what is the purpose of these people doing this?"
   

        Auro knitted his brow deeply, deciding not to think about it anymore. No matter what, the Blood Spirit Association had taken the losses today. Although the Tulip Antique Exhibition had been disturbed once again, but ever since the last attack on the exhibition hall, the goal of Yunquan Fist was not just to successfully hold the exhibition. It was, in fact, to take revenge on the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        The Gate Master is most likely to arrive tomorrow. All the mischievous tricks of those lurking in the darkness will fail under absolute power. Auro glanced at the shattered glass, the messy exhibition hall, and an idea rose in his heart.
   

        Perhaps…
   

        Elsewhere.
   

        In the darkness of the alley surrounding the Tulip Antiques Exhibition Hall.
   

        There was Casio, tossing a coin and leaning against the wall, waiting. 
   

        After a good while, he suddenly opened his eyes and cursed, "The Blood Spirit Association is really a bunch of cowards, and so is their president. So many elite backbones were planted here, but he could actually bear not to show up?"
   

        Yes.
   

        The real purpose of Casio was not just some pranks, what he really wanted was to lure the snake out of the hole. Unfortunately, the president of the Blood Spirit Association was very cautious, and he must have noticed the situation at the antique exhibition.
   

        But he was still hiding, and did not show up. It seemed that he had sensed the danger due to the successive deaths of the two deputy presidents.
   

        He would keep hiding until the very end.
   

        "Really like a rat in a gutter."
   

        Casio sneered and caught the coin in mid-air.
   

        He tucked it into his coat.
   

        Feng Liusi, who was next to him, glanced at Casio and added 'sly' to the 'dark' label already attached to him. At first, he simply thought it was a bad taste, similar to Sheng Feinan's evaluation of a child's mentality.
   

        Now it seemed that he had just thought too simply.
   

        While pondering in his heart, Feng Liusi suddenly felt that another acupuncture point showed signs of loosening. Immediately, he, along with the other two, returned to the Flower Season Hotel, calmed his mind, and attempted to have another breakthrough.
   

        Around 1:00 in the afternoon.
   

        They received a letter from the Tulip Antiques Exhibition.
   

        It said that the exhibition was undergoing major adjustments. Due to the severe damage to the hall, the afternoon's antique exhibition was cancelled. The next day's exhibitions were condensed to the morning.
   

        The afternoon.
   

        Would proceed directly to the auction.
   

        The sudden change was somewhat unanticipated and both Sheng Feinan and Casio looked towards Feng Liusi. Fortunately, Feng Liusi was as steady as always, and by three in the afternoon, he had already broken through and gained control.
   

        After tuning in to his bodily condition, he made a prediction.
   

        Before tomorrow afternoon, he could break through to the 44th acupuncture point and reach the fifth stage of Deathfang Power. His words were full of confidence.
   

        Sunset, moonrise, moonset, sunrise.
   

        With a turn of time, the antique exhibition suddenly arrived on the third day.
   

        In a bedroom half bathed in sunlight and half shaded.
   

        A blonde young man was slowly practicing his punches, his entire body moving slowly and powerfully. As he stretched his limbs, his speed became faster and faster, eventually creating a whistling sound in the air. His blazing body temperature was ceaselessly radiating, as if a large furnace was baking the air in the room.
   

        It seemed he had reached a critical point.
   

        The youth's strange breathing rhythm paused, almost filling the room, the blood-red aura suddenly contracted, and quickly reversed back into his body. He stood fixed in place in a horse stance, his hands held out flat in front of him, like a rigid statue.
   

        In the hazy shadow, the youth's upper body was bare.
   

        On his waist side, three bright things seemed to be glowing.
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        Burning, fiery, a sense of vitality beyond words.
   

        Casio could clearly feel that this time when he activated the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art, it was different from the previous times. The frequency of his breathing, blood circulation, and heartbeats all formed a special resonance, giving birth to a Life Field in his body.
   

        Today, the Life Field generated was particularly strong. This invisible field surged like ripples in a pond, quietly spreading to every part of his body. Gentle and warm, like a spring breeze.
   

        The transformed magnetic field washed over every corner of his body, especially concentrated in the kidney area. He could feel a slight sense of swelling and growth there, with muscle fibers wriggling, making it somewhat itchy. But this strange sensation was overshadowed by the heat.
   

        Casio knew all too well already that continuous cultivation of the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art would cause the Life Field to silently radiate through his entire body. Every organ and tissue in the body could then evolve, gradually reaching a level of strength that transcended the limits of the human species.
   

        For example, the density of his muscle fibers was three times that of a normal fighter. This was evidently due to the uniqueness of the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art.
   

        And now, the fourth characteristic transformation was about to occur.
   

        The signs had been there all along, it had just been quietly accumulating within his body. Only now, it would finally be unveiled in all its glory.
   

        Of course, Casio would not miss this opportunity. He maintained his solid special stance, while the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol continued to circulate through his body. The magnetic field repeatedly swept over all his cells.
   

        The heat all over his body surged like waves, akin to tongues of fire spreading to every bit of skin, swift and intense.
   

        Visibly, Casio's entire skin turned red. In an instant, he was drenched in sweat; large beads of sweat dripped down from his forehead and temples, pattering onto his black training pants.
   

        In just a short amount of time, they were soaked through.
   

        In half of the room's shadow, three spots around Casio's waist area shone in turn, with one of them considerably dimmer. However, as time passed, that spot too gradually grew brighter. After an unknown amount of time, Casio, who had been maintaining a steady stance like a sculpture, shook his entire body and blood flowed from his mouth and nose.
   

        The blood was exceptionally hot and looked deep red. It didn't look like normal blood, but more like heavy, viscous lead mercury, inexplainably giving off a sense of essence, as though it contained a vast amount of energy.
   

        The smell of blood suddenly filled the air.
   

        Another four or five minutes passed.
   

        Casio slowly opened his bright eyes and stretched his shoulders a little. Then he closed his eyes again to sense the changes within his body.
   

        A more vibrant body, more abundant energy within the cells. His muscles, skeleton, and blood vessels all had been strengthened to some extent.
   

        But the most eye-catching change was the extra kidney!
   

        He sensed it for a while and looked surprised when he opened his eyes again.
   

        The function was not at all what he had thought!
   

        This kidney was not meant to assist, but to explode! A physical explosion inside his own body.
   

        Originally, Casio had thought that triple kidneys would allow him to process bodily waste faster, strengthen internal secretions, and stabilize body fluids.
   

        Even to adapt better to toxins and harsh environments.
   

        However, this kidney didn't have any of these functions. 
   

        It was barely an organ in the strict sense, just a sac filled with unknown glands. Apart from the shape, which was similar to the other two kidneys, everything else was drastically different; it had completely mutated.
   

        These glands were the main purpose of this third kidney.
   

        The unknown glands could secrete something similar to adrenaline. The functions were similar, but the effects were much more dominant. Casio called it the adrenaline of the Dark Biological Demon Idol; it was not something a regular person could use.
   

        Just a touch of this hormone could cause a person's heart to stop and bleed from all seven orifices. Only an inhuman physique could withstand it.
   

        And this kidney was filled with such glands!
   

        Casio could trigger it to explode, exhausting all the hormones in the glands in one go, allowing it to instantly flow throughout his body. At that time, his physique would gain a dramatic boost in an instant. Speed, strength, reaction, all would greatly increase, yielding overwhelming effects.
   

        That was the Secret Martial Art of Demon Idol, a martial art designed to enhance the physique. There was no bias, it focused purely on improving the physical body.
   

        At the level of fighters, martial artists would come to understand "Qi", the unification of essence, Qi, and spirit, which extends from the human body. Martial artists tend to focus more on cultivation and combat in this area, so the difference in physical abilities becomes less meaningful.
   

        Casio was one such example.
   

        After he broke through the realm of the veteran fighter in Qi, he had a simple sparring session with Feng Liusi. He estimated it himself.
   

        In the end, the win rate between the two was approximately forty-sixty.
   

        The peak of the young Blood Fist had surpassed the realm of the veteran fighter, reaching the top fighter level. Not far from that elusive ultimate barrier, it was within sight.
   

        Compared to Feng Liusi, Casio was at least half stronger in physique, but even with all kinds of methods, he was still not the match.
   

        Estimating roughly, he was standing at the threshold of the top fighter level.
   

        It should be noted, when he was a rookie fighter, he was able to defeat veteran fighters. Now, he has improved in all aspects, and his Qi has reached the realm of veteran fighters, but he is still lacking by a considerable margin.
   

        As he progressed further on the path of a fighter, the importance of the physique continued to decrease, while Qi became the main power to cultivate at this stage. Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan had both reminded him of this.
   

        Casio had understood this from the beginning.
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        However.
   

        What if one's physique is strong enough? So strong that it is off the charts?
   

        If being half as strong as others is not enough, what about twice as strong, three times? Punching is the most primal and basic form of power, without any frills.
   

        It is pure strength.
   

        While you can lift a thousand pounds with just four ounces, what about a thousand tons? The battles between fighters are not like machines, they can't accomplish such exaggerated dissipation of force. Even if the physique is not as good as the Qi, it is still the second most important factor in battle, playing a crucial role.
   

        Casio suddenly felt that he had been misled before.
   

        Fighters harness the Qi born within their bodies, strengthening their fifth limb. However, the original four limbs are equally important.
   

        His most important practice is the Demon Idol's secret martial art, a thorough training method. Casio is forever bound to body strengthening, and fighters train their Qi. Why not make progress on both fronts simultaneously, and follow both paths to the end?
   

        Immediately, his train of thought cleared up in his mind.
   

        Ideas of techniques combining unique physical strength characteristics and combat skills also sparked in his mind as his thoughts clashed.
   

        A few minutes passed.
   

        Casio came back to his senses, his newly born third kidney had become a new hidden card. Its purpose was to instantly explode his already formidable physique, making the strong stronger. Ideally, it should be used in combination with the Demon Idol state, which would be his most perfect brute force form. Unaware if it could kill a fighter with one punch, Casio had never used it, but he was planning to try.
   

        The auction of the Gold Antique Exhibition will end this afternoon.
   

        All kinds of cows, ghosts, and snakes will come out.
   

        The three of them will face tremendous challenges, and this breakthrough undoubtedly gives Casio a shot of adrenaline.
   

        He stretched out his hand and gently touched the scorching side of his waist.
   

        This kidney, transformed by the Demon Idol's secret martial art, would probably take some time to recover if used up.
   

        He lifted his hand again and touched the right side of his Demon Idol heart, feeling the slow and powerful beat. This was his second chance at life, and he hoped he wouldn't have to use it in the destined great battle today.
   

        At dawn, the entire city was covered in a faint golden color. The lush green plants outside the window exuded vigor.
   

        Gray sparrows were courting in rows on the tree branches.
   

        In room 104 on the third floor of the Flower Season Hotel.
   

        Bang!
   

        A punch was thrown, and Feng Liusi backpedaled three steps.
   

        Even though it was a casual spar, he almost crushed the floor. Heeling his foot, Feng Liusi halted.
   

        He looked somewhat surprised at Casio and sighed.
   

        "Your strength seems to have increased again, with noticeable changes every once in a while. I really don't know what bizarre secret martial art... " Feng Liusi shook his head, lowering his somewhat numb arm that had been blocking his chest, with a red mark on his skin.
   

        "Is this strength okay? It's about 30%." Casio, recalling his fist, spoke as he slowly drew open the curtain.
   

        Outside the window, the bright sunlight, blue sky, and white clouds were very comfortable.
   

        "If you go all out, this physique will give me quite a bit of trouble. Especially the strength, each of your punches would probably make my muscles and joints numb. Although I can dodge and dissipate it with skills, it would also put me in a passive situation."
   

        Feng Liusi analytically rationally, not letting his emotions get in the way.
   

        "Yeah." Casio listened carefully, then continued, "What if my strength doubles? Could I break your defensive posture with one punch?" He casually picked up the breakfast on the table.
   

        "Double? That's not just breaking the defensive posture, facing such strength with a punch, I'm afraid the bones will be shattered."
   

        "There's such a gap in strength that it forms a chasm, I can only dodge with skills, and work around with experience. Why are you asking these questions?"
   

        Feng Liusi asked with some curiosity as he spoke.
   

        "I had a breakthrough yesterday and have a new hidden card, the effect is roughly what I just described." Casio explained openly.
   

        He's not a fool, with the coming battle, why should he hide it? If he doesn't tell his teammates and then shows off on the battlefield, won't that be a joke?
   

        Knowing oneself and knowing the enemy ensures victory in every battle. Information about enemies and ourselves is a major factor in measuring decisions during battles, if Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan make some wrong decisions because they don't know about Casio's strength, then it's really dog days.
   

        Moreover, this is the Era of Retrospection.
   

        Casio is not afraid of secrets being leaked out or anything like that.
   

        He even revealed the life vibration energy to Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan. What's to fear about a consumable explosiveness hidden card?
   

        "Can it really reach one-fold?!"
   

        Feng Liusi was slightly startled by Casio's words. If it was true, then their ensuing actions would likely be much more leisurely. Plus, he himself was on the verge of a breakthrough.
   

        Feng Liusi's confidence about the afternoon increased.
   

        In the golden sunlight, Casio nodded and said, "Of course. So if there's any sudden situation, do not hesitate to remind me. I'll be ready to explode at any moment, delivering a surprise strike to our opponents…"
   

        "Alright."
   

        A confident smile appeared on Feng Liusi's face.
   

        Sheng Feinan's anxiety was also greatly reduced.
   

        *************************
   

        "Toot~~~"
   

        The distant sound of a horn echoed in the train station.
   

        A blockheaded train rattled in. The car wheels continuously ran over the rails, causing the brownish-yellow body of the train to sway slightly. Finally, it came to a halt amidst a cloud of white steam, and the train doors slowly opened.
   

        A black leather shoe treaded on the hard platform surface with a clatter. A tall, slender man slowly stepped out. He was wearing a simple pair of casual long pants and a white shirt. The top button was unhooked, revealing his robust chest muscles.
   

        The man brought nothing with him except a purple ring on his index finger. His face was extraordinarily handsome and his hair was slightly curly, but his demeanor carried a sense of languid fatigue.
   

        His tired eyes scanned the platform slowly, finally resting on the edge. There, a man wearing a suit was looking in his direction, leaning on his cane, seemingly lurking in the shadows.
   

        Their eyes met, and the man in the suit slowly walked over, stopping only when he was about five meters from the train door: "Long time no see…"
   

        "The Purple General."
   

        On the other hand, before the opening of the Tulip Antique Exhibition…. 
   

        A black car lumbered down the street, into the refurbished plaza, unimpeded by the patrolling security personnel. Ten seconds later, the car came to a stop in an open space.
   

        Inside the exhibition hall, a white-haired old man in training gear came out with the core disciples of the Yunquan Fist.
   

        With a clack, the car door opened.
   

        Among the respectfully spoken salutations of "Gate Master" from all around, a man with grey hair descended from the car. His physique was robust, the sleeves of his shirt were rolled up to his elbows, revealing his bronze muscles, which had veins running on them, resembling cement pillars that had been watered.
   

        A dignified gaze swept over everyone present and a voice slowly rang out: "I am greatly disappointed in all of you, especially you…"
   

        "Auro".
   

        The eyelids of the white-haired old man twitched, maintaining a silence.
   

        The Gate Master continued: "I will take over from here. After it ends, you will go to the main gate and accept your punishment obediently."
   

        "Yes."
   

        The old man did not dare to defy.
   

        Meanwhile, in a villa close to the antique exhibition...
   

        A man dressed in a black tuxedo enjoyed some red wine on a third-story balcony. He swiveled his fingers, causing the thick wine to roll around in his glass.
   

        It looked less like alcohol and more like blood.
   

        The man seemed to be contemplating something. He stood quietly for a while. Then, he suddenly said to the air, "The plan remains unchanged, we must acquire the Cupan Magic Box this afternoon."
   

        "Yes." Several cold responses came from the shadows.
   

        "Strange, why do I feel uneasy? Is it because those two wastes died that I also feel fear..." The man muttered to himself, his lips a bloody red after sipping the wine.
   

        He pondered for a long while and then took out a potion from his bosom. Compared to the thumb-sized bottle owned by Vice-chairman Adam, the one in man's hand was as thick as half a wrist.
   

        The fluid inside was so red that it was almost black, oozing a dangerous yet alluring charm, intoxicating like fine nectar.
   

        The man lightly tapped the bottle, listening to the sound of the liquid swishing inside.
   

        He laughed inexplicably.
   

        There's no one who could stop him from having what he wants. If the Yunquan Fist continues to hinder him incessantly, then everyone involved should perish...
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        At eight o'clock in the morning, the sun was shining brightly, and the weather had been clear for the past few days. The oblique light sprinkled through the city, and through the floor-to-ceiling windows, it shone on the marble floor of the Tulip Antiques Exhibition Hall. The faintly reflected light made the reflections of a few people by the window somewhat blurred.
   

        This was Hall 09, located at the far end of the main hall to the east.
   

        So, there were only a sparse few people, around five or six in total.
   

        One reason was its peripheral location; another was the impact of yesterday's incident.
   

        Except for those truly interested in these antiques, at least half the people had cancelled their third day at the antique exhibition.
   

        After all, no one wanted to be inexplicably caught up in an attack that could pose a danger to their personal safety and property.
   

        Therefore, on the third day of the Tulip Antiques Exhibition, the number of visitors visibly dwindled. What was once a bustling hall now seemed emptier, other than a few higher profile antiques halls, the rest were somewhat deserted. The melodious classical music echoed in the spacious hall, inexplicably bringing a touch of chill.
   

        "Spiral Eyed Sword..."
   

        In Hall 09, a blond-haired youth murmured to himself.
   

        In front of the wall in the center of the exhibition hall, a longsword hung on the wall, half of it bathed in sunlight, making it clear. Unlike the large knight longsword, the Spiral Eyed Sword was not exaggeratedly 1.5 to 2 meters long, but only 1.2 meters overall.
   

        It presents a cross-like appearance with strange flames like waves on both sides of the blade. The black contours on the edge seem to spiral, creating an illusion at first glance.
   

        The hilt of the sword has a standard ball-shaped ornament to balance the blade. However, this ball-shaped object is shaped like an eyeball, although its contours deep inside are somewhat vague and dim due to erosion over time, its overall appearance is still visible.
   

        Below the sword hilt, two small branches, each with a blade, extend outward.
   

        The edges seem to have fine serrations.
   

        Combined with the grooves on the blade, it gives a grim and bloody feeling that screams deadly weapon at first glance.
   

        Casio took a careful look, even though he was a boxer, it didn't prevent him from appreciating the savage beauty of cold weapons. After all, in the last retrospective, he also mastered a skill, Mida's Cross Sword. If he were to use it, he would be no less proficient than masters who have mastered swordsmanship for decades.
   

        Of course, this only applies to ordinary people.
   

        Secret sword techniques are not considered within this range.
   

        He took another look at the Spiral Eyed Sword and looked down at the text description beside it, which had no information. The information was blank.
   

        Turning his head, Casio walked towards the main hall.
   

        In the center of the hall, some of the most precious antiques were on display, surrounded by security personnel. They were dressed in black, their eyes occasionally sweeping over the visitors.
   

        Casio approached and focused on a pillar.
   

        Inside a glass cover, a palm-sized rectangular box sat in the middle, seeming both golden and wooden. Under the natural light, it emitted a metallic luster.
   

        The surface is exceptionally smooth with no cracks.
   

        This was indeed the Cupan Magic Box that the Blood Spirit Association desired deeply.
   

        Casio narrowed his eyes slightly, clearly sensing the veiled gazes from the crowd around him and the dark and biological aura emanating from the bodies of several members of the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        Over time, although the Blood Spirit Association had suffered numerous setbacks and both deputy leaders had fallen, their target had not changed. The Cupan Magic Box was a must-have. Not only because of its function, but because it was a hidden key.
   

        The association's leader's ideas were clear; even if all the Dead Blood in Kula City were to be sacrificed, as long as he could get the Cupan Magic Box, it would be considered a gain. Both for himself and for the entire Dead Blood Clan. As a result, he had made up his mind to use the concentrated Fury Potion, side effects be damned!
   

        The Dead Blood sent in the morning were real death row inmates here to observe the specific situation inside the antique exhibition. Even if they were discovered and killed, there would be no problem. The real fight would be in the afternoon.
   

        Casio didn't want to pay attention to these small fries; there was no other activity for the whole morning. He occasionally speculated in his heart about Feng Liusi, who was cultivating in the hotel with Cat, and whether he had made a breakthrough.
   

        Sheng Feinan was also at the hotel, and only he came to the Tulip Antiques Exhibition to investigate the situation. This was mainly to guard against some forces making their move early since the situation was changing rapidly, and no one could tell for sure.
   

        Close to noon, Casio ran into a familiar face.
   

        At the corner of the hallway between the east and west exhibition halls, the two who accidentally met stopped their footsteps. While the Black Peacock had a handsome black hair appearance, and he was wearing glasses today, his eyes were very dim and deep.
   

        His gaze fixed on Casio, his aura mysteriously gloomy.
   

        "What, didn't get enough beating the other day?"
   

        With a faint smile, Casio took the initiative to start the conversation.
   

        The Black Peacock hummed coldly: "You're in the way!"
   

        In a low voice, there was a chill that felt like a autumn breeze cutting through.
   

        "No, you're in my way."
   

        Casio stared at the loser in front of him, his gaze quickly cooled. He did not have a good temper for the Organization.
   

        The two are in conflict, their eyes seemed to spark fire in the air, even the surrounding air flow seemed to freeze.
   

        In a vague sense, it seemed as if illusions were emerging. Dark currents rolled and revolved, like a dark black peacock spreading its tail. The red aura expanded and tore apart, condensing into a giant Blood Vulture.
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        "Click, click, click..."
   

        A series of footsteps broke the suffocating stalemate.
   

        Looking sideways, it was quite obvious a group of young men and women were chattering away, walking towards the west side while talking.
   

        "Hehe, I hope your attitude this afternoon can still be as arrogant as it is now. Regardless, you are a fighter, I will prepare a funeral for you well."
   

        The Black Peacock threw down a harsh word and turned to leave. He was the only one present at this morning's antique exhibition, while the just awakened Ghost Knife needed rest, and Purple General was held as a hidden card.
   

        Therefore, although his attitude was arrogant, he was still afraid of Casio and his gang disregarding everything, to directly attack him inside the antique exhibition. After all, based on the situation last time, they could resort to brute force as a means of attack.
   

        The side effects of the last secret technique hadn't dissipated yet, and if he were to be besieged by three people again, he would definitely die under their fists.
   

        Black Peacock had made his strong statement and left.
   

        Only Casio remained, thoughtfully watching his receding silhouette. He rubbed his chin, muttering.
   

        "Brave yet cowardly, did the Organization get reinforcements?"
   

        "There are so many core members of the Organization, and it's not impossible for a few to join at their summons. I need to be cautious.."
   

        Casio sensed the inexplicable confidence of the Black Peacock. He made some reasonable guesses or perhaps inevitable outcomes. The Organization was highly concerned about the Tulip Antique Exhibition, with the executioners of this task being Ghost Knife Garoro and Black Peacock.
   

        With one severely injured and the other having certainly paid a significant price in the siege, how should they complete their objective next? Surely they would have to summon more nearby core members of East Sea County. This was expected by Casio.
   

        In the preparation phase, thinking of the enemy as stronger was never too much.
   

        The sun hung high in the sky as the temperature gradually became scorching hot.
   

        The Tulip Antique Exhibition ended at 11:00 AM, and Casio returned to the third floor of the Flower Season Hotel. As he was about to enter the room, he felt a suppressed yet majestic aura inside. Like an about-to-erupt volcano, with molten rocks rolling fiercely within.
   

        It could burst forth at any moment.
   

        Casio's eyes flashed, instantly standing at the door.
   

        Before long..
   

        He could sense Feng Liusi's familiar, aggressive aura suddenly contract, and then burst out as fiercely as a spring. The rushing wind knocked onto the door, permeating through the gaps.
   

        Sounds like Ding, Ding, Dong, Dong came from inside.
   

        It seemed that some items on the table had been toppled over by the airflow.
   

        Screech!!!
   

        As if in a trance, Casio seemed to hear a raptor's cry in his ears.
   

        His intrinsic energy was spurred by this sound and sprayed out from his pores. It seemed to echo with its kin not far away, with red steam gushing out from his cuffs and collar.
   

        This situation lasted for about three minutes.
   

        Casio stood at the door the whole time, repressing his intrinsic energy.
   

        It was until five minutes later when the aura inside seemed to have finally stabilized. He then pushed open the door and walked in. Within three steps of entering the living room, he saw a naked silhouette. The clothes had been shattered by the turbulent Deathfang Power, while the vital parts were covered by the aura.
   

        There was a red airflow twinning around his nostrils, exhaling and inhaling.
   

        This physique contained an immense and terrifying power.
   

        Casio noted that there were forty-four dark red acupoints twinkling on the surface of Feng Liusi's body, much like the stars in the sky.
   

        They corresponded to each other, alternating between bright and dark, as if there existed a hidden order behind them.
   

        Every eleven of the acupoints represented a stage in the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, signifying the perfection of a level. Feng Liusi had been practicing this martial art for decades, during which he had made rapid progress, encountered difficult bottlenecks, and deviated from the normal course. Now, he had finally reached the fifth stage, and the Deathfang Power presented unprecedented solidity.
   

        Unlike the vague force used to punch through the air previously, it was now similar to a physical entity and presented a gorgeous color like blood.
   

        Inside Feng Liusi's body, and within his virtual meridians, a rowdy ocean of energy roared past, resembling an irrepressible mudslide.
   

        Dominant, violent, powerful...
   

        He subconsciously stretched out his hand, executing the South Dipper Fist. The Deathfang Power in his body poured out towards his hand, with each eleven acupoints forming a red chain, twisting around his arm.
   

        On his right forearm, it seemed as though four tattoos had grown beneath Feng Liusi's skin. When still, it appeared like a red saw, while in motion, it resembled a blood-red snake, with its scales roiling on the surface.
   

        He stood up, feeling slightly amazed.
   

        "Congratulations."
   

        Casio sincerely said as he walked in.
   

        "Hahaha..." Feng Liusi burst out laughing, utterly delighted at the moment. He was about to say something but felt a chill running through his whole body. He then turned and walked towards the wardrobe.
   

        "I'll get dressed first, wait..."
   

        Crash!
   

        Boom! A loud noise.
   

        It drowned out the sounds behind Feng Liusi.
   

        His right hand had barely pressed down when the heavy wooden wardrobe seemed to succumb to time, quickly disintegrating. A loud creaking sound indicated it couldn't bear the pressure anymore and collapsed.
   

        Casio caught a broken wooden board mid-air, and gently pinched it with his fingers, it instantly felt as soft as wooden sawdust. Rubbing it between his fingers, the wood dust fell off like gravel.
   

        The thick and solid wood had been disintegrated and torn apart.
   

        An invisible force had destroyed its structure in an instant.
   

        Casio raised his eyebrow and directly turned around, pulling off the metal door handle and casually throwing it in Feng Liusi's direction.
   

        The door knob was caught.
   

        No trace of force was applied.
   

        Spread out in the palm of the hand, the metal silently shattered into particles as small as dust.
   

        Just like fayground into dust by friction.
   

        "..."
   

        Fifteen minutes later.
   

        Feng Liusi, dressed in neat clothes, looked at Casio.
   

        "I've just had a breakthrough. Practice with me and let me adapt."
   

        "Sorry, my belly hurts a bit, I need to go to the toilet," Casio emotionlessly responds, turning around to push open the slightly ajar room door.
   

        "Then, Sheng Feinan..." Feng Liusi turned to look at the other side.
   

        "Ah, my belly is a bit hungry, I'll come back before the auction starts at one in the afternoon," Sheng Feinan disappeared instantly.
   

        Feng Liusi sat somewhat vexed in his position, he shouldn't have shaken hands with Casio. The Deathfang Power of the fifth stage is as violent as a piranha, even though he tried his best to restrain it, the flesh and blood of Casio's right hand that came into contact instantly broke down halfway.
   

        Know that that is the muscle density of a three-times Fighter.
   

        Tougher and more flexible than steel.
   

        Bullets, small-scale explosions, none could penetrate it.
   

        Fortunately, the healing ability of Casio's Demon Idol Secret Martial Art is quite good. Coupled with the fact that he also practiced the Deathfang Power of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, the two forces cancelled each other out, and it finally healed.
   

        However, immediately after, Casio resolutely refused to agree to Feng Liusi's request to spar. His reason is that he didn't want to lose a battle force before the real fight, that would be a foolish act.
   

        "Well, I cannot do anything if both of those bastards refuse to help me. Then, I can only try my hand with the Organization and the Blood Spirit Association…" Engulfed in sunlight, Feng Liusi was sitting half submerged, speaking to himself with his eyes squinted.
   

        Four bloody tattoos on his right arm appeared monstrous and ferocious.
   

        Time flew by.
   

        The afternoon auction of the Gold Antique Exhibition began.
   

        It was held in the same old place, only not inside the exhibition hall.
   

        It took place outside, in the lobby of the entire building. The entire environment resembled a stepped classroom, accommodating quite a few auctioneers.
   

        Casio and his companions sat in a secluded corner. They could feel an ominous feeling of danger stirring amidst the crowd.
   

        Calm on the surface, but underneath, the undercurrents were turbulently flowing.
   

        The mouth of the long dormant volcano was on the verge of eruption.
   

        Surrounding rows of black chairs, at the very center, near the wall, a bit elevated from the ground was an arc-shaped platform. Professional auctioneers clad in pure black suits continually prepared for the auction.
   

        Backstage, numerous conveniently placed antiques were displayed. Sorted out separately and placed in different locations according to their numbered labels.
   

        Time passed by every second, and the formal auction began.
   

        The official organizer of the Gold Antique Exhibition took the stage to exchange pleasantries and, after speaking for about two minutes, retreated amidst warm applause.
   

        Amidst round after round of applause.
   

        Casio glanced at Feng Liusi beside him and whispered,
   

        "What do you think? Can the money we prepared overrule the Organization and the Blood Spirit Association? I think that blade is not bad. Maybe we can bid for this one when we are sure to get the Magic Box…"
   

        Feng Liusi fell silent for a while before looking at Casio with a weird gaze: "What are you thinking?"
   

        "?"
   

        Casio raised his eyebrows.
   

        "There's no such thing as money, I prefer a more violent approach…"
   

        Feng Liusi laughed: "It's what I learned from you..."
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        "Really?"
   

        Casio chuckled awkwardly, rubbing his chin. This was not the topic to dwell on- he should pay attention to the auction instead.
   

        It was about half past one in the afternoon. A soft golden light poured from the high windows, casting a reflective glow on the marble ground.
   

        The sweet scent of a lady's perfume lingered in the air.
   

        There was a decent crowd at the auction, neither too sparse nor too dense, all dressed in resplendent suits. Some richly-dressed individuals, walking with the aid of canes and the support of beautiful women, had a gleam in their semi-closed eyes, as if already confident about their winning bids for the items.
   

        Before the auction officially began,
   

        Waiters dressed in black and white waistcoats gracefully walked down the aisles. Each of them was handpicked for their impressive physique and handsome face. Some had trays with drinks held steadily in their arms and a white cloth draped over their wrist. Others held a stack of pamphlets, placing one with a smile on each occupied seat, their demeanor impeccable.
   

        Casio asked for a cup of black tea, then picked up the pamphlets that were provided to everyone. Freshly printed, the pages carried the scent of ink and featured pictures of the items. Details about their description and base price were provided below each image.
   

        He flipped through the pages, soon spotting the artifacts related to the ancient ruins. His eyes stilled on the image of a cross sword. He flipped the page once more, and there was the picture of the Cupan Magic Box.
   

        Casio closed the pamphlet and saw Feng Liusi sitting beside him, eyes closed in contemplation, perhaps trying to handle the force within his body.
   

        Changing focus, he saw that the auction had officially begun.
   

        Starting with lot number one, antiques were continuously brought up from the backstage. The auctioneer introduced each item's background, and then people interested in the lots would start bidding.
   

        Casio sat with his arms crossed, unaffected by the rising calls for bids around him, until about half an hour later.
   

        "The next item we have is a cross sword of an unknown era but quite ancient. The total length is 1.19 meters, with a sharp blade. This sword is put up for auction on behalf of an elderly collector from Ming Mountain City. The base price is 10,000 Federal Coins," the auctioneer calmly announced.
   

        "Those interested may now begin bidding..."
   

        Suddenly, the circular seating area bustled with sword enthusiasts starting to place their bids, although the increments weren't significant.
   

        "Ten thousand." "Eleven thousand." "Thirteen thousand." "..."
   

        In his secluded corner, Casio paid no heed to the flurry of voices around him. Instead, his mind echoed with the auctioneer's comment: "From an elderly collector in Ming Mountain City..."
   

        Ming Mountain City.
   

        He had been there.
   

        Mirror Lake of Ming Mountain.
   

        The Alfama Mountains.
   

        There, Casio had encountered the direct Blood Clan members and stumbled upon a relic deep in the mountains, where he inadvertently acquired the Wisdom Rune. Was it possible that these ruins were associated with the ancient Southern Dipper's teachings?
   

        When he first saw the mural at the antique exhibition, he was doubtful. Now, the emergence of certain evidence seemed to increasingly confirm this suspicion. However, these clues still seemed insufficient for the time being.
   

        Casio waited patiently, and soon, the Spiral Eyed Sword was bought by a middle-aged man in a suit.
   

        Not a practitioner of the Secret Martial Art nor a creature of darkness.
   

        He just seemed like an ordinary person.
   

        He was probably going to regret his purchase soon.
   

        Of course, it couldn't be ruled out that he might be manipulated like a puppet by the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        Time passed by.
   

        Soon, the Cupan Magic Box came up for auction.
   

        "Twenty thousand."
   

        The first bid came from a brown-haired young man in a grey suit who put his finished drink on the table in front of him.
   

        "Thirty thousand."
   

        A refined elderly gentleman sitting nearby raised his bid. As soon as he finished speaking,
   

        Several other interested parties chimed in.
   

        The price of the Cupan Magic Box quickly rose to the level of a hundred thousand.
   

        In this era, the buying power of Federal Coins was still quite formidable.
   

        A minute later, the bidding still continued.
   

        The price of the box had reached three hundred thousand, and the number of bidders had decreased from dozens to just five. Casio scanned them, wondering who they were representing.
   

        In the end,
   

        The price of the box was raised to seven hundred thousand, and it was won by an old man with a goatee. The auctioneer banged his gavel on the podium.
   

        "Seven hundred thousand! Congratulations to the participant in seat number 9..."
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!!!
   

        Suddenly, a series of violent explosions shook the hall. Bright yellow flames expanded rapidly, as a wave of intense heat swept through. The glass on the walls rattled, unsurprisingly shattering and showering the floor.
   

        "Ah..." "Run!" "Terrorist attack!!!"
   

        Shrill screams filled the venue. The once calm and composed upper-class attendees, all suited and booted, now wore fearful expressions. Some unhesitatingly fled, abandoning their female companions, while others huddled together, their faces horror-stricken.
   

        In the face of danger, their true nature revealed itself.
   

        Whizz!
   

        Through a gaping hole in the wall made by the initial explosion, a rocket grenade whistled and whirred, exploding with a loud bang, blasting a large hole in the marble floor, and sending shards in all directions.
   

        "Who made the first move? Couldn't they hold back?" Casio muttered, a shrapnel fragment caught between his fingers, his expression grim.
   

        This situation was beyond his expectations. He had anticipated that the Organization and the Blood Spirit Association wouldn't make a move until after the auction. Yunquan Fist, as the organizer, was a formidable force that could not be ignored. Whoever acted out in their territory would certainly be targeted.
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        Other watchers would reap the benefits without intervening.
   

        But, in reality, was there really some greenhorn who went straight for it?
   

        "Gate Organization, Blood Spirit Association, you certainly have the audacity."
   

        On the other side, in a similarly hidden corner, the Black Peacock in a black wide-brimmed hat suddenly stood up, his gaze sharp and deep.
   

        "What does that mean!"
   

        He unconsciously turned his head to look not far away, where there was also a pair of scarlet eyes looking at him. Their eyes met.
   

        As if to say, "I didn't do it..."
   

        At the same time, outside the circular plaza, from the shadows.
   

        The power of Gate Organization and Blood Spirit Association, who had been waiting since the morning, heard the sound of an explosion from inside.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough, what's happening?"
   

        In the darkness, a man with three knives hanging from his waist turned flush, coughing and frowning as he asked.
   

        "An unforeseen situation has occurred."
   

        Next to him, Purple General, always droopy-eyed and listless, abruptly opened both eyes: "The plan can't keep up with the changes..."
   

        "Let's take action directly!"
   

        "Action!" Ghost Knife slightly furrowed his brow and agreed.
   

        Suddenly, silhouettes flashed through the originally narrow and quiet alley nearby, and the hurried sound of footsteps gradually spread.
   

        In the Tulip Antiques Exhibition, in the meeting hall.
   

        A man in a black tailcoat came out of the secluded shadow. He was slim and thin, his skin white as a corpse. He wore a hat, and skull-length strands of hair were red, the color of fresh blood.
   

        "Lotus..."
   

        The spectacles of the black peacock reflected a slight light. He looked at this temporary collaborator: "Someone made a move before us..."
   

        Lotus walked slowly, his voice frosty, seemingly not carrying any warmth: "So, I'm also making my move."
   

        The foot he stepped out was on the hard ground, and suddenly a large amount of blood-like thick fluid gushed out from inside his trouser legs.
   

        It wrapped around his feet and then snaked up like a creeper. To his calves, thighs, torso, and hands.
   

        Even to his head, eventually.
   

        In an instant, Lotus turned into a bizarre bloody creature. He took another step forward, and more blood gushed out from inside his body, ridiculously secreting it on the surface. This fluid with a special sweet and stale fragrance accumulated more and more, layering up like armor. It made his slender body swell.
   

        In the space of a few breaths.
   

        He had turned into a bloody armored figure, two and a half meters tall.
   

        The surface was coated like rubber, and the blood vessel-like things at the joints were exposed, the thickness of a thumb. The contours at the edges of the shoulders were fierce, strangely revealing shark-like sharp spikes.
   

        The Cupan Magic Box, he had to get it!!!
   

        Bang!
   

        The marble ground suddenly collapsed, forming a spider web-like crack. The blood armor person transformed by the Blood Spirit Association president Lotus disappeared from the spot, jumping down from the top. The terrifying acceleration turned into a red afterimage, like a shell.
   

        He violently rushed forward, and the indoor airflow transmitted a supersonic boom. Lotus grabbed the Cupan Magic Box on the high platform in one swoop.
   

        The process was incredibly easy.
   

        The attackers rushing in from the wall hole outside were still halfway through, and the security personnel near the high platform were knocked away one by one.
   

        The Cupan Magic Box just like that.Taken so easily?
   

        Before everyone could react.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The entire platform underwent a violent explosion, as if many high explosives had been buried underneath. Terrifying, orangey-red flames engulfed and exploded outwards, carrying with them the thick scent of gunpowder and an intense heat.
   

        The flames merged together to form a mushroom-like shape - they devoured nearly half of the meeting hall in an instant.
   

        The silhouette of the Blood Armor Man was naturally swallowed the by spectacle and vanished without a trace. This seems to be a premeditated trap!
   

        "Hahaha, they've finally been baited out, the Blood Spirit Association!"
   

        Suddenly, outside of the giant hole occupying most of the wall, two strong figures burst in with an intimidating aura. The one in front was an old man dressed in white martial arts attire, with white hair and a face flushed red. Behind him was a burly man with grey and white hair, his bronze arms were as muscular as cement piles.
   

        The so-called terrorists who had just attacked the meeting hall with rocket grenades each paused in their actions, respectfully standing to one side.
   

        That's right, this was all a pre-planned charade.
   

        It was personally approved by Tom, the Gate Master of Yun Quan Fist. They were willing to destroy half of the exhibition hall and sacrifice the reputation of the Tulip Antiques Exhibition. What all secret martial artists vie for is face.
   

        They intentionally set a trap, a fishing law enforcement strategy. Quietly waiting for the mischievous forces with ulterior motives towards this Tulip Antiques Exhibition to take the bait. The two were hoping the Blood Spirit Association would not have the patience to hold back.
   

        In reality, that was exactly the case.
   

        The white-haired old man, Auro, looked at the raging inferno, his face slightly heated from the hot air. His gaze shifted towards the circular seats, where about one-fifth of the audience still remained seated. Some were frightened, almost scared to the point of urination. Others, however, maintained an unfathomable calmness like they were waiting for something to happen, seemingly undisturbed by the recent events.
   

        "Master, there are undoubtedly remnants of the Blood Spirit Association hidden among these people. Why don't we hold all of them and interrogate each one by one?"
   

        The old man with white hair replied indifferently with a cold gaze. The disciples of Yun Quan Fist are not afraid of these so-called upper-class people. After all, they are only inspecting, not kidnapping for a ransom.
   

        "Hmm, arrest all those who stand out from the crowd, without letting a single one escape. We must interrogate each and every one of them properly." The burly man with grey and white hair shifted his gaze, an unfamiliar box appeared in his hands - a material that looked like gold but not gold, looked like wood but not wood.
   

        It was undoubtedly the Cupan Magic Box!
   

        "This object must be quite valuable, it has significant use..."
   

        "Those who wish to own this box certainly know its uses." Tom, the Gate Master of Yun Quan Fist, slightly squeezed the box. It appeared effortless, but he applied a tremendous amount of force. Even if it were an ordinary steel box, it would be distorted and deformed under his grip.
   

        However, the Cupan Magic Box showed no reaction at all. With the sunlight shining from behind, the surface of the magic box shimmered with purple and green hues.
   

        It presented an eerie allure, a sense of enchanting yet sinister temptation.
   

        "Seal off the entire area! No one is to leave!"
   

        Auro loudly commanded, and soon, a large group of Yun Quan Fist disciples appeared from all directions, assisting the onsite security personnel to entirely block off the Tulip Antiques Exhibition Hall. Along with the many individuals stationed on the perimeter of the circular plaza.
   

        The power of the lower echelons of the Yun Quan Fist is incredibly formidable.
   

        Just the fist-artists of a visible level numbered seven or eight, each exuding a formidable aura, along with numerous gunners equipped with heavy firepower.
   

        They encircled the building in the manner of wrapped dumplings.
   

        "A bunch of rats hiding in dark corners, finally caught all at once!" Auro's face expressed an anger that he had seemed to suppress for a long time, as if he intended to take action personally. A group of Yun Quan Fist disciples followed behind him, each equipped with firearms, exuding an oppressive aura.
   

        Before they could act, footsteps came from the burning platform. Auro, realizing something, looked towards the source of the sounds in disbelief, his fists clenched instinctively.
   

        In the bright yellow flames, a figure slowly emerged.
   

        It was charred all over, barely resembling a human form. Multiple holes were blasted onto it by the explosion, the crackling sound of burning grease could be heard.
   

        But this monster didn't die. It seemed to have a shattered potion bottle clenched in its claw, as bits of glass fell through its fingers onto the ground.
   

        "Hahaha... I knew you wouldn't be so easily killed by an explosion!" A dark figure appeared off in the distance, looking similar to a bat.
   

        The Black Peacock appeared near the platform at some point, his aura radiating around him, his gaze fixated on a secluded corner.
   

        "What's the matter? Are you too scared to show yourself?"
   

        "Hold your tongue, it should be you who is afraid..."
   

        From within the crowd, three strong and upright figures stood up.
   

        Their Qi surged like raging waves.
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        Qi, qi, qi, it's all about qi…
   

        Shining brilliantly, radiating outward like a light source. Inside the meeting hall alone, there were four powerful auras completely unleashed.
   

        The air, disturbed by these auras, became chaotic and disordered. Strong winds whirled around, pressing down the blazing golden flames on the high platform.
   

        For fighters, there's nothing more sensitive than the released qi. Tom, the gate master of Yunquan Fist, and Elder Auro, both at this realm, naturally sensed the four auras and qi nearly filling the entire hall. They were overpoweringly concentrated.
   

        Four fighters, just how extraordinary!
   

        Not only that, these four individuals were not ordinary fighters in Tom's perception. The intensity of each of their qi could reach that of veteran fighters, which was simply unbelievable.
   

        Even more than that.
   

        There were two rapidly approaching auras behind them. Although they were a great distance away, they were conservatively estimated to be at the fighter level.
   

        What did this mean?
   

        Eight fighters have appeared at a Tulip Antique Exhibition?
   

        At least five of them were veteran fighters.
   

        This was even more exaggerated than the gatherings of the East Nine Gates...
   

        Tom instantly felt a sinking feeling in his heart, the information they had was too sparse that they completely underestimated the strength of potential enemies. Thinking that the only apparent enemy was the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        As a result…
   

        Tom immediately regretted not insisting on holding the East Nine Gates meeting in Kula City, which could have been a countermeasure.
   

        Just the two of them, himself and Auro, in the meeting hall, how could they stop four fighters and a monster, along with the two fighter-level individuals outside. Regret filled his mind right away, but in the blink of an eye, Tom suppressed it.
   

        Facing the current crisis, regretting or panicking serves no purpose. Instead, he should calm down to figure out, what exactly do these people want from the Tulip Antique Exhibition?
   

        Was it just for an antique box?
   

        A thought flashed through his mind, and to others.
   

        Tom's face briefly turned pale before quickly returning to a calm state. He composed himself, calmly lifting his head.
   

        Suddenly, he saw five pairs of eyes staring at him intently.
   

        Immobile, like sharp swords aiming to pierce his heart, their gazes were as vicious as wolves.
   

        Tom's pretended calm facade stiffened for a moment, but the next second he realized the root of the problem. His eyes flashed, as he directly threw the Cupan Magic Box held in his hand. Not a random throw, but specifically toward Casio and his companions' direction. If their real purpose was indeed the Cupan Magic Box, then they would fight among themselves. The sharpest conflict between Tom and these people would disappear, with no chance of being attacked by seven or eight people at once.
   

        He could vaguely see that these people were divided into several forces, not actually together. The blood-armored man and the man beside him wearing glasses were one force, Casio and his two companions were another, and the two rapidly approaching people in the square perhaps formed another.
   

        Given the sharp past conflicts between the Blood Spirit Association and Yunquan Fist, Tom naturally would not give the Cupan Magic Box to his enemies. Therefore, his first impulse was to toss this hot potato to Casio and his companions.
   

        Tom threw it hard; the box traced a fast arc through the air. Under everyone's gaze, it flew towards the seating area.
   

        "Attack!!!"
   

        The Black Peacock roared, and beside him, the President of the Blood Spirit Association, Lien, let out a roar like a beast, his silhouette flickering.
   

        With one black and one red, two arcs of light rushing towards the box.
   

        A few meters apart.
   

        "Snap!" The box was grabbed directly by Casio as he reached out for it.
   

        He cracked a somewhat terrifying grin, his white teeth inexplicably invoking a chilling sensation: "Now that the box is in hand, next is the fight. We can't avoid a battle today…"
   

        A high-pitched call from a ferocious bird echoed around the room.
   

        Heat radiated from Casio's body, every organ inside responded with a tremor. Muscles, veins, skeleton, a liquid-like substance shot out from his pores like boiling steam, causing the air to distort like water ripples.
   

        In an instant, red mist rolled, the aura was terrifying. A giant, exotic bird of prey swooped down, its menacing wings blocking out the sky.
   

        With a slight push of his feet, he shot out like a cannon, showcasing his terrifying physique to the fullest.
   

        "Hahaha, I'm in too!!!"
   

        On the side, Feng Liusi didn't want to be left out either. He had just broken through to the fifth stage of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, and his itching hand was beyond control.
   

        As the eruption began, a volcano-like force roared out from his body. Compared to Casio, Feng Liusi's deep red qi was suffocatingly sticky, like glue.
   

        The blood vulture wings he opened behind him also looked more elegant.
   

        Spreading his hands simply and unpretentiously, his four red chains on his arm started spinning rapidly, like snakes coiling around a pillar. Immediately, a crackling sound could be heard between his arms.
   

        Visible red lightning-like force hopped wildly.
   

        Bearing a power that sends shivers down one's spine at just a glance.
   

        With a whoosh, he vanished on the spot, his body quickly parting the air in front. The sweeping airflow cleared all the debris.
   

        Compared to them, Sheng Feinan was unhurried. He simply silently pulled out the crystal blue whip from his waist.
   

        In half a breath, the whip turned into a longsword. Along his downwardly trailing arm, the chilling tip of the sword slightly tilted towards the ground.
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        Sheng Feinan strode forward, each step leaving a trace of white frost on the ground, like the trace of a centipede crawling.
   

        Boom boom boom! Boom boom boom!
   

        In the middle of the meeting hall, several shadows collided abruptly.
   

        They perfectly represented the power, speed, and destructiveness of high-level fighters, like missiles exploding in a head-on collision. Five figures clashed and then quickly intertwined again, causing the surrounding air to display a foggy white scene.
   

        It seemed that the confrontation of enormous power caused the airflow at the center of the fight to be pushed out, creating radiating arcs. The white mist shot out all at once, its lingering momentum causing shallow dents in the walls as if it were bullets.
   

        "Master... Master, we..."
   

        The disciples of the Yunquan Fist who were supposed to play the role of the attackers stood dumbfounded, at a loss of what to do.
   

        The plan was to follow the plan set by the Gate Master, setting a trap and then ambushing the intruders. How did it end up like this?
   

        Should they still proceed according to the plan...?
   

        "Huh..." Tom, the Gate Master of Yunquan Fist, exhaled a hot breath.
   

        As he was about to speak, another explosion was heard outside!
   

        "It's those two!"
   

        He promptly rushed out with Auro, quickly piercing through the hole in the wall to witness the scene in the circular plaza.
   

        A melee of white, black, and red was occurring amongst the crowd, like a jumble of colors smeared on a painting canvas. Each region was in battle.
   

        The white uniformed multitude were disciples of Yunquan Fist.
   

        The black were elite members of the Organization, and the red, the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        The sheer number of white uniforms ought to be the advantage, but they were still struggling to gain the upper hand, constantly being entangled. Especially in the middle passageway, white figures standing was a rare sight.
   

        Obviously, the two strong auras Tom sensed earlier bulldozed their way through, killing and sending all obstructers flying.
   

        "You're courting death!!!"
   

        Tom and Auro were immediately enraged. Those five in the meeting hall were fighting each other, they could do as they please, but the two outside were wantonly slaughtering disciples of the Yunquan Fist. Even a docile person would lose patience.
   

        Just as they were gathering their strength for a counterattack.
   

        One the sides of the Antique Exhibition building, suddenly four or five objects could be seen dragging red tail flames, whistling towards the middle.
   

        In the circular plaza, two auras erupted suddenly. With the sound of metal humming, three sword glows cut through the air like mirrors. While plowing the marble floor they rushed towards the rocket grenades.
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        Two of them exploded mid-air, creating billowing air waves.
   

        But three were not stopped, and bombed near the two auras. The overlapping explosion caused the fiery air to surge outward. The expanding orange-red flames scattered metal debris and shattered rocks.
   

        In Tom's view, a large group of professionally trained men in black lined up on both sides of the plaza. They were stern and cool, with a badge on their chest of an inverted sword wrapped in thorny vines.
   

        Most of them had guns, and there were even quite a few strong men carrying rocket launchers. It was clear they were well-trained.
   

        "Keep bombing, aim at that area!"
   

        A slightly deep young voice suddenly gave an order.
   

        "Yes!"
   

        Immediately, a bunch of rocket launchers aimed at the center of the plaza, and without hesitation, they began bombing. The whistling sounds filled the air, as eight or nine red arcs flew over.
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom...
   

        The grenades drilled into the expanding fireball, making the already fierce flames resemble a mushroom even more. The loud noise was ear-piercing.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        On the edge of the plaza wall, the final red arc flew out. Carrying a tail flame, it mercilessly bore into the flames.
   

        Tom turned his head and saw a black-haired youth in a steward's uniform jumping down, with a rocket launcher over his shoulder.
   

        He casually threw it, and a subordinate came over to catch it.
   

        The young man sauntered along, the round glasses on the bridge of his nose blocking the sunlight. From other angles, only a reflection of white could be seen, as if it wasn't glass, but a mirror.
   

        There was a cigarette between his lips, the end of it burning red. A white-gloved hand with unknown letters inscribed on it reached out, pinched the cigarette and took it off.
   

        Smoke swirled between the fingers, gently rising.
   

        "Black Mechanism?"
   

        Tom's gaze hardened, filled with caution. As the gate master of Yunquan Fist, he had had several encounters with the governmental force, the Black Mechanism. He had even worked with them under some circumstances.
   

        "Nice to meet you."
   

        The youngster raised his hand and bent over in a gentlemanly gesture.
   

        "Federation Special Affairs Bureau, Section Thirteen, Black Mechanism."
   

        "Amos, code name: Grim Reaper…"
   

        He straightened up, lit a cigarette again, and his face was immediately shrouded in a white mist. A voice came from inside.
   

        "Mr. Tom, in the face of the current situation, I think…"
   

        "We should cooperate for the time being, shouldn't we?"
   

        ************************
   

        Ghost Knife's knives were broken.
   

        He had three sharp combat knives, the decapitation knife, stab knife, and shock knife. Provided by the gate organization, these knives were forged with a special alloy formula by professional casting masters over numerous years. The knife bodies are incredibly hard and tough, capable of effortlessly tearing steel.
   

        In the past, without these combat knives, every battle the Ghost Knife had involved his knife body suffering serious wear, often becoming unusable after four or five sparring sessions or one full-force battle. Part of the reason was the knife body collision, and another part was that Ghost Knife's knife usage skills were very consumptive of the knife.
   

        But since more than ten years ago, he obtained these three beloved knives.
   

        Ghost Knife Garoro never changed them, only needing to polish them from time to time. The knife bodies were hard and hardly worn. They had accompanied him through thousands of battles over the past ten years.
   

        However, just now.
   

        The shock knife used for blocking was completely blown apart.
   

        It was split into two parts from a position 1/3 from the blade tip, falling to the ground.
   

        Rocket grenades, a double-digit number of rocket grenades!
   

        Even if Ghost Knife is among the best of the "B" level fighters, he could not escape injury. Because the Black Mechanism's definition of a "B" level is a power comparable to rocket grenades, causing widespread damage, and destroying a wide area.
   

        "B" level masters are akin to autonomous rocket grenade launchers who can move freely. At least at a building demolition level.
   

        This level is all about destructive power.
   

        If they are hit by rocket grenades, they will suffer from shockwaves, high-temperature shrapnel injuries. Unless they have an unmatched physique.
   

        Ghost Knife and Purple General were hit by several rocket grenades during their advance. Even for top "B" levels, they had to pay a price. Garoro's shock knife shattered and he could no longer use any three blade style prism world techniques. Purple General was also shabby, suffering minor injuries due to the shockwave and in a rather embarrassing state.
   

        In the center of the plaza, the raging flames were split by a sword.
   

        Two figures came out from inside.
   

        Garoro looked gloomy, with a trace of blood at the corner of his mouth. He was not concerned about not being able to use the three blade style prism world, just because his beloved knife was broken. The temporary recovery made it impossible for himself to use prism world; using it would cause his injuries to explode all at once. In his best condition, he could only hold onto the two sword style scales of fire.
   

        Next to him, Purple General dusted off his tattered clothes.
   

        He looked at Amos and Tom with gloomy eyes, and as if sensing something, he suddenly looked at one side of the wall.
   

        Boom!
   

        The wall exploded outright.
   

        The five people fighting inside all rushed out.
   

        Among them, one figure was incredibly miserable. Lotus, the chairman of the Blood Spirit Association, was surrounded and attacked by Feng Liusi and Casio, while the Black Peacock was temporarily held back by feinan, unable to provide support for the moment.
   

        The fight didn't last for more than half a minute.
   

        The tough-looking flesh armor of Lotus was nearly completely devastated, especially by Feng Liusi. In his hands, Lotus' strong physique was like tofu, breaking and crumbling easily with his blows.
   

        Even the immortality was of no use!
   

        You should know that Lotus drank the concentrated fury potion in the explosion, which brought his healing ability to another level. He even planned to fight against three people like Casio alone, to display his unrivaled combat stance.
   

        In the end…
   

        ""
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        As the president of the Blood Spirit Association, Lian had previously interacted with the Organization a few times, therefore he was acquainted with some core members. Of these, Ghost Knife Garoro, who frequently appeared in the Federation's eastern territories, left the most profound impression on him. The memory mostly stemmed from his theatrical and top-tier combat prowess, along with the three blades he wielded, each honed to an extreme sharpness.
   

        They seemingly could sever anything that stood in the way of his objective.
   

        His strength was undoubtedly formidable.
   

        After taking the berserker potion, Lian's mind had become somewhat chaotic. However, even under the relentless attacks aimed at his immortality by Feng Liusi and Casio, he still sensed potent danger.
   

        If they continued fighting, he could die...
   

        Therefore, while Lian's mind still held a shred of clarity, he busted through the enclosure wall at the cost of two gaping holes in his body, hoping to seek other members of the Organization for help. Besides, he still had some aces up his sleeve...
   

        He could not simply stand there, accepting his death in the meeting hall.
   

        Under the sunlight, on the square, five figures emerged, engaged in a wild brawl as they furiously emerged from the hall.
   

        Lian's call for help instantly reached Ghost Knife's ears.
   

        His mood wasn't good as one of his blades had broken, but he didn't have a choice. Given the situation, he had to save his ally.
   

        In Ghost Knife's eyes, there were three formidable forces on the field. One was a trio that had attacked him in Donghaishi's temporary Blood Nest. The other was an unexpected alliance between the Steward of the Black Mechanism and a Yunquan Fist fighter.
   

        Unfortunately, both of these forces harbored some resentment towards the Organization. If they teamed up, their combined force, including mostly veteran fighters, would easily outnumber the three fighters from the Organization.
   

        Therefore, it was crucial to have support from Lian, a veteran fighter and president of the Blood Spirit Association. With his undying resilience, he could easily hold off two fighters of the same level.
   

        Even though he was currently heavily injured, given enough time, Lian, as an Indestructible Dead Blood, could quickly recover.
   

        And add substantial combat strength to the fray
   

        "Purple General, let's go together!!!"
   

        Without any hesitation, Garoro pulled out his sword and advanced. His entire silhouette resembled a sword drawn from its sheath, opening up a path straight ahead. His right hand traced an ambiguous radian around his waist.
   

        A dangerous blue flicker violently shimmered in the sunlight.
   

        "Okay."
   

        The Purple General, normally lazy, had warmed up after the rocket grenade incident and was now ready for battle. His white shirt was full of holes, showing signs of being scorched by flames. The underlying solidly built muscle group gleaming under the sun emitted a faint purple glow.
   

        This seemed to be the effect of some secret martial art that reinforced the body.
   

        With a ripping sound, his already tattered shirt was torn off. Half-naked Purple General revealed a tattoo completely covering his chest. At the center of his chest, just where his iron plate-like pectoral muscles were, a purple ring the size of a human head appeared, with what seemed to be pathways that extended towards every part of his body.
   

        "Ring of the Earth, Thousand-Pound Arms!"
   

        Like a floodgate had been opened, a surge of power flooded out. The glow from the Purple General's chest ring was intense, and the paths connecting to his arms instantly brightened.
   

        The contours of his muscular arms swelled up, emitting a deep purple-red light, and grew substantially in size. The ferocious veins underneath his skin spread to every corner like tree branches.
   

        Boom, a piece of the marble floor beneath him was instantly pulverized.
   

        Similarly, the Purple General disappeared, following Ghost Knife.
   

        A black and purple silhouette darted out with a speed imperceptible to the naked eye, aimed straight at the five men chasing each other around in the plaza.
   

        "Stab!"
   

        The blue long knife that Garoro had been holding vanished instantly as a bright meteor suddenly appeared in the air.
   

        Carrying a wave of golden-red flame.
   

        Only upon a closer look could one realize that it was actually a knife blade speeding forward. The tip rubbing against the air and moving alarmingly fast, it illustrated the power the knife held when it was launched!
   

        "Screech!"
   

        A raptor screamed, overshadowing the humming of the blade.
   

        A crimson figure rushed out. It put its hands into a ferocious posture, preemptively charging towards the knife.
   

        With a flash, claws and the knife clashed.
   

        Ten red fingers, akin to shark teeth, dinged against the blade. An intense wrestling of two powerful forces caused a golden-red spark on the blade.
   

        The sound of metal resonating was utterly teeth-clenching.
   

        "Ghost Knife, hehehe..."
   

        The deep laughter was filled with an abstract mockery.
   

        Feng Liusi tightly gripped the stabbing knife and casually said, "I don't know how you managed to recover, but I can tell, you have weakened, while I...have grown stronger." He added confidently, "Today, you may not necessarily win against me..."
   

        His words faltered as he seemed to notice something, "Oh, you lost one of your knives. I'm sorry, you're dead..."
   

        He straightforwardly announced Garoro's death sentence, not entertaining any refutation.
   

        "Haha, how ridiculous!!! Even if I can't use my Three Blade Style, with just my Two-Sword Style I can still defeat and kill you!"
   

        "Sub-par loser..."
   

        In Garoro's eyes, only coldness and confidence remained.
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        When he called him a defeated soldier, he was, of course, referring to the battle on Immortal Island the first time he met Feng Liusi.
   

        Zing!
   

        Garoro drew his sword, and then unsheathed it. The slash from the purple blade was drawn directly out, a cut falling like a waterfall. The silvery arc of light fell from the sky like a mirror shard.
   

        This sword split the air, creating a tearing shriek.
   

        Quick, accurate, ruthless. His unwavering combat style.
   

        If it were that day in East Sea County, without Casio and Sheng Feinan to distract, Feng Liusi would be alone in defending against it. This single blow from Garoro could deliver a direct injury and instantly break her defense.
   

        However, today...
   

        Ding!!!
   

        An arm, probing out like a swimming dragon, directly grabbed the blade in mid-air, the white strands of air exploded between the fingers, creating a transparency after severe compression, blurring the vision.
   

        One can see on that strong, steel-casted arm, four red, shark-tooth-shaped chains spiraling up, encasing the hand like a tray of thorns, creating a bizzare feeling.
   

        Hiss hiss hiss...
   

        An unpleasant metallic friction sound came from the contact point, the purple blade that was grabbed seemed to be struggling in violent vibration.
   

        Garoro's face darkened, his blade was caught, caught twice by his opponents! It's not that his sword isn't fast enough, but...
   

        "Garoro, do you feel it? Let go of your arrogance. Now, you are enough for me to deal with alone."
   

        Feng Liusi's voice came from afar, her vague silhouette suddenly appeared beside Ghost Knife, her fists drew thick red lines in the air. She launched an invitation with a brutally combative posture.
   

        One on One!
   

        The two strongest people present.
   

        Boom!
   

        The wild power diffused in the air, turning into a blurring shockwave. The two intertwined fighting figures distanced themselves within the circular ripple, the powerful sword aura and fist-imprint exchanging further and further.
   

        "Is that... Blood Fist Feng Liusi?!!"
   

        Oro, standing beside Steward Amos, widened his eyes, seemingly remembering something in an instant. Wasn't this powerful veteran who's been living in seclusion in Windsor County claimed to be deviated? He had heard of this person before, but not very familiar, just recalling it now. Moreover, her appearance and aura were so young, completely unlike the state of a seasond fighter in her seventies he'd imagined.
   

        "So she is Blood Fist Feng Liusi? It is said that her realm and strength have reached above that of the veteran fighters, indeed so. No, even superior to them…" Tom, stronger than Oro, felt a sense of danger rise in his heart as he looked at the two fighting figures. They are definitely top-tier fighters.
   

        They are much stronger than everyone else present.
   

        "You guys plan on just standing here and watching?" A voice suddenly sounded beside them, Amos spoke calmly.
   

        He tightened his white gloves, pointing towards Casio's direction: "Those three are ours, don't hurt them. Since your opponents are the Blood Spirit Association, clean up these menials on the field."
   

        "Hurry up."
   

        Before Feng Liusi's voice fell, her figure instantly turned into a fleeting shadow. Both of her hands spread out, fingers flexing. Between her fingers, strands of metallic silver lines were fluttering and spinning in the wind.
   

        Like a puppeteer spider falling from the sky. 
   

        She, joined the battlefield! 
   

        Boom boom boom! Fist collided against palm, instantly kicking up airwaves at the point of contact. Two figures separated, each step seemed to shake the ground, the floor was rumbling with vibrations.
   

        Casio was stopped by one person, he was a bit surprised.
   

        Because rarely anyone could match his strength even slightly. Although there was still a big gap, short-term resistance was still possible. The skin of the young man in front of him is exquisite with superb fighting skills, his timing is excellent, his fists and feet repeatedly blocked Casio's heavy attacks.
   

        "Ring of the Earth, Violent Dragon Step!"
   

        The circular ring on the purple general's chest blinked, and his leg strength suddenly increased enormously. A leg sweep came out and went head-to-head with Casio's whip-leg.
   

        The lower leg bounced back to the original place, directly shattering and sinking the ground.
   

        "Ring of Earth, Armor Body!"
   

        The ring shimmered, his chest muscles bulged, intensifying his already inverted triangular physique, his pectoral muscles seemed like an upside-down armor.
   

        The unavoidable punch landed, causing waves of rippling muscles.
   

        Zijiang grunted and blood oozed from the corners of his mouth. However, he managed to withstand Casio's punch, leaving just a fist imprint on his chest.
   

        "Ring of the Earth, Python waist!"
   

        In mid-air, he twisted in a bizarre fashion, performing a maneuver impossible for a normal human's muscle and skeletal structure. Casio's punch brushed past him, as Zijiang successfully gained the upper hand.
   

        A sharp elbow strike landed heavily on the clavicle.
   

        The continuous sounds of blocking erupted, with surges of white air currents tainted by red and purple due to their auras. Dust flew swiftly, bringing with it a touch of dazzling color.
   

        "Interesting! A very unique secret martial art, a strange technique…" 
   

        Casio squinted, faintly discerning Zijiang's method of fighting. The secret martial art he cultivated seemed to be able to temporarily divert the energy and blood in his body, explosively stimulating a certain muscle group. The regular martial art cultivators focus on strengthening the specific part that they practice.
   

        These practices are usually balanced and fixed and act as the basic foundation. The burst of various secret techniques is also based on these foundations.
   

        But Zijiang's secret martial art was different, he could quickly transfer power within his body. Theoretically speaking, if such transfer could be seamlessly connected, there would be no weak points in Zijiang's body. Every part would be in its strongest state when facing an opponent's punch!
   

        Quite magical, an unprecedented original thought.
   

        Moreover, Zijiang had already practiced this secret martial art to its peak. At least, so far Casio has been unable to find any weaknesses, unable to break the balance in this fight.
   

        Therefore, he decided to shake things up.
   

        Casio's figure suddenly flickered to the left, a whistling sound of piercing air appeared behind him. Separated by more than ten meters, Amos flipped his hand knife. Dozens of intertwined metallic threads extended from his pinky finger, like sharp blades.
   

        The thrown metallic thread plowed a twisted mark on the ground, it swept fiercely towards Zijiang like a whip or a war blade.
   

        Caught off guard, Zijiang had been fully focused on Casio during their fierce battle and hadn't been paying attention to anything else. He now stared in surprise at the quickly approaching Gale Silk...
   

        Zijiang forcibly activated the Ring of the Earth, and his entire body shifted a meter backward in mid-air. He grunted as he hurriedly steadied himself.
   

        Under the bright sunlight, a red line almost bisected Zijiang who stands strong - his skin was torn, his muscles burst open, with faint traces of blood seeping out. He grunted and spat out a mouthful of congealed blood. There was a price to pay for his forced maneuver.
   

        "Cough...cough..." Coughing, Zijiang stared at the dark-haired youth now standing next to Casio: "You're in this together!"
   

        "Stop wasting breath on him, let's go together!"
   

        Transformed into a young man, Amos looked cold. His hands were wrapped in silver threads, constantly flashing a metallic luster under the sun.
   

        His presence was sharp yet cold.
   

        "Bang! Bang!"
   

        As Zijiang's face was changing colors, two figures charged out.
   

        He was very strong, but he couldn't simultaneously defend against a master whose strength was equal to his and another fighter.
   

        "Has that bastard Lian recovered yet?!"
   

        Zijiang's gaze swept over the Black Peacock who was entangled with Saint Feinan nearby, to see the head of the Blood Spirit Association, Lian, who was hobbling in battle whilst recovering. 
   

        Lian seemed to have recovered considerably, with a final glimmer of clarity in his eyes, as the effects of the berserk potion started to show.
   

        In an instant of lucidity, Lian seemed to have made a decision.
   

        Hum, hum, hum... A specially pitched vibration quickly transmitted through the air and triggered an instant resonance among all the present Dead Bloods.
   

        "Ah... ah..."
   

        Some Dead Bloods started screaming, blood seeping from their seven orifices. The continuous blood pooling on the ground formed a dollop of living red liquid.
   

        The viscous liquid meandered from everywhere, leaving a trail of red traces like a track on the ground.
   

        At the center was Lian, who had his head thrown back with his hands held open.
   

        High-rank Dead Blood talent, Homologous Resonance. In a short period, it gathered large amounts of Dead Blood bodies to form a large Resonance Body.
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        Blood drips from the body, spilling like water from a burst pipe. The viscous liquid of life escapes from the already dead shell, heading towards its summoner.
   

        From an aerial view of the plaza, a crimson figure can be seen at the center of expanding circles of bright scarlet lotus. Life is withering, the soul is blooming, all with a touch of the eerie.
   

        Many disciples of Yunquan Fist, who were engaged in close combat with the Blood Spirit Association members, did not have time to react when their opponents had fallen first.
   

        Regardless of whether the body, parasitized by Dead Blood, had died long ago, once they leave, all strength would be drained from the living body, leaving the skin as pale and dull as a corpse's.
   

        Many humans coexisting with Incorruptible Level Dead Blood revealed looks of terror, attempting to flee but were killed by something within their bodies before they could even take a step. All their strength was drained and became a part of their blood.
   

        Usually, their bodies would stiffen, becoming immobile. Then, blood would pour from the seven orifices - the eyes, nose, mouth, and ears. The steaming viscous liquid would slide down, heading towards the place emitting a special resonant frequency.
   

        This eerie scene made everyone involuntarily freeze, a sense of disgust welling up from deep within their hearts.
   

        Of course, the battle continues.
   

        All members of the Blood Spirit Association on site were decimated, leaving only the members of the Organization remaining. The defense was made up of a large number of Yunquan Fist disciples and the executors of the Black Mechanism.
   

        In almost an instant, the members of the Organization were overwhelmed. Though they were elites, there were just as many capable opponents outnumbering them by multiples. They were now on the back foot, beleaguered by both close-quarter combatants and firearm support.
   

        However, the core members of the Organization present at the site hardly showed any signs of panic. Because in truth, the actual turning point of this battle fell to them. With superior combat power on their side, a win would enable one or two of them to kill all of the enemy combatants.
   

        The president of the Blood Spirit Association, Lian, had undoubtedly used some sort of potent forbidden technique. A single powerful individual like him was far more valuable than all members of the Blood Spirit Association present combined. This was absolute.
   

        The position where Lian was standing had amassed so much blood that it had formed a solid-liquid mixture similar to a blood pool. A rich, sweet stench filled the air, causing dizziness.
   

        A few nearby Yunquan Fist disciples even fainted on the spot, collapsing onto the snaking blood trails. Their bodies eerily lost weight at a visible rate, gradually becoming shriveled.
   

        By the time Oro had rushed over to pull them away, they had already stopped breathing completely, completely reduced to skin and bones.
   

        Their essence, Qi, and spirit had been completely drained from their bodies. 
   

        "Damn it!" Oro roared outright: "All disciples of Yunquan Fist, heed my command, stay away from the western side of the plaza, keep a distance!"
   

        With that, a grey-haired figure appeared beside him. Tom, the Gate Master of Yunquan Fist, looked solemnly towards the distance.
   

        With a glance, they understood each other's intentions.
   

        With two heavy thumps, deep footprints were left on the ground. Tom and Oro, two Yunquan Fist Fighters, charged directly towards the source.
   

        The force from their waists and abdomens exploded, continuously transmitted to their hands through their dragon-like spine. The left hand held diagonally forward, the right shoulder drawn back, the compressed arm joints bulged, the power concentrated.
   

        The two of them moved extremely fast, and when they were less than ten meters away from Lian, they accelerated even more. Like long spears, they thrusted fiercely, their straight arms serving as the points of the spears, and they pierced directly!
   

        Their fists whistled through the air, causing the air to compress into a white mist around the surface, making it look like two white flashes gliding by in the blink of an eye.
   

        Boom! Boom!
   

        The white flashes exploded onto the armored figure standing in the center of the blood pool, one after the other, like meteors, generating a sound like a rocket grenade exploding. The pool water rolled and gushed, forming a blood mist in the sky. The shock wave spread out, stirring up dust.
   

        Neither Tom nor Oro paused for a moment, fully manifesting the posture of fighters who had studied boxing for decades. Their combat techniques flowed like mercury, one punch following another, one kick following the other. Their figures moved elusively like shadows, circling the President of the Blood Spirit Association and launching potent attacks.
   

        This situation continued for a few seconds, during which time Tom and Oro released no less than a hundred moves in an instant.
   

        Bang!
   

        A cloud of blood exploded, expanding violently like a mushroom cloud.
   

        There were two muffled grunts in the mist, and the figures of Oro and Tom were sent flying. They spun in the air and landed on their feet, stumbled a dozen steps, crushing a large area of the floor before finally coming to a stop.
   

        One had a bruised chest, the other had a twisted left arm. Both looked grimly towards the spot where they had just been.
   

        Under the sunlight, a pair of blood-red armored giant hands slowly opened, and the meridian joints were in a mess, like vigorous wild weeds. The massive muscles, larger than a human head, were stacked on each other and the edge of the armored contour was ferociously sharp. One hand was as large as half a person!
   

        Lian's lower half was covered by the blood pool at this moment, and his upper body, including his head and torso, was covered by rolling liquid on the surface of his body. Only his two hands were exposed, and it seemed only these two hands could move.
   

        Judging from its full shape and size.
   

        The large Resonance Body it formed was likely more than four meters high, a terrifying human-shaped tank.
   

        From afar, everyone on site could feel the strong aura emanating from there. It did not feel like a fighter's, but more like a primal sense of life. It was as if a weak creature in the dark jungle was being stalked and hunted by a powerful predator.
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        "The damage we inflicted was healed in an instant..."
   

        Auro shook his broken left hand and said, "Just like the deputy chairman of the Blood Spirit Association we encountered that night, they possess powerful immortality."
   

        "Damn! This is problematic!" Tom suppressed the turmoil in his blood and essence.
   

        The secret martial art was activated, quickly restoring his strength.
   

        "Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!"
   

        Suddenly, the sound of rocket grenades being launched into the air was heard.
   

        One after another, they traced a red arc in the sky, leaving a trail of flame, finally slamming violently onto the blood pool.
   

        The bombastic explosions roared like a thunderstorm. Flames swirled and expanded, causing a large amount of blood to evaporate. The hot air that was blown away was extremely unpleasant. It smelled of burning fresh blood and was mixed with the heavy smell of gunpowder.
   

        With seven or eight rocket grenades bombing in succession, even a house would be demolished. But when the smoke cleared, what emerged were two gigantic armored arms held tightly together, providing a shield for the body. Severe burn marks were visible on them; almost half of the flesh and blood were disrupted, and the surface of the armor showed traces like spider webs.
   

        Lian spread his hands, revealing a head that resembled a serpent-belly style helmet. The crown of his head was twisted together like a crown of bone. He let his arms fall, plunging them forcefully into the blood pool. In a split moment, by the time he raised his arms,
   

        They had miraculously healed completely, as shiny as new.
   

        "This is absurd!" Tom cursed.
   

        Even the Ghost Knife Garoro and the Purple General, despite their joint efforts, had to pay a price when facing the bombardment of rocket grenades. Lian, who was temporarily immobile, took all the hits and recovered completely in just one second,
   

        "Can't we even stop it?" Auro felt a sinking feeling in his heart.
   

        He had a very bad premonition.
   

        Bang!
   

        A purple silhouette was blasted past them.
   

        His feet plowed through the ground, grinding and sliding harshly for a distance of more than twenty meters. He staggered to a stop and kneeled down on one knee. Blood fell from his skull, trickling over his knee.
   

        The Purple General had several injuries and was no longer lightly wounded. Casio Amos didn't give him a moment to breathe; the Purple General was struggling to counterattack, the Ring of the Earth almost broken.
   

        The power he was so proud of was shattered and suppressed by Casio.
   

        That's why the fight was so difficult.
   

        On the other side, Tom Oro once again issued an order. The final batch of rocket launchers fired, pounding the blood pool.
   

        Smack.
   

        A hand rested on Auro's shoulder, and a voice sounded,
   

        "It's no use. The immortality of dark creatures makes them resistant to common physical damage, especially high-level dark creatures. Only special powers can disrupt this balance of immortality. Otherwise, it's all futile."
   

        Behind Auro, a blonde youth approached. Beside him, the Young Reaper, with threads whirling around his shoulder.
   

        "Switch. You guys deal with that one. Amos and I will handle the chairman of the Blood Spirit Association." Casio stared at Tom and Auro as he said this, an air of utter certainty about him that mysteriously carried a sense of issuing orders.
   

        "Alright."
   

        Tom immediately responded, void of any feelings of being looked down upon. He knew Casio was right; they couldn't handle the chairman of the Blood Spirit Association, but the near critically injured Purple General on the other hand was a different story. Although he was strong, if Tom and Auro joined forces, he would be easier to handle.
   

        They turned their gazes towards the distance.
   

        At the edge of the plaza, among wall and building debris, silhouettes of the God-given Fiend Liu Sui and the Ghost Knife Garoro were faintly visible, only occasionally noticing the flash of a blade or the shadow of a destructive punch.
   

        Near the ruins of the Antique Exhibition building, a blue figure entwined in frost tangled with a black figure, like a shadow.
   

        The movements of these speed-type warriors were exceptionally fast, barely registering on the retina in the sunlight. By the time one looks again, they have already appeared dozens of meters away on another side.
   

        Both sides appeared to be in a deadlock, and the key to breaking the stalemate still rested on his side. Tom immediately said, "Do you need the firepower support from my Yun Quan Fist disciple? We still have some bombs..."
   

        Before he could finish his sentence, he was interrupted.
   

        "No need."
   

        Casio flippantly left behind a sentence and headed toward the direction of the Blood Spirit Association's chairman in his transformed armored giant form. Tom naturally turned his head, and together with Auro beside him, they cast their eyes on the nearby Purple General. They accelerated in silence, their footsteps leaping toward him.
   

        Thud.
   

        The tip of the foot lightly touched the ground, causing a slab of marble floor to suddenly be swept up by an explosive imbalance of power, scattering mud in all directions.
   

        Casio had blurred into a black line.
   

        On the right side, Amos followed closely.
   

        "Amos, do you know the characteristics of parasitic dark creatures?" Casio suddenly asked Amos while they were swiftly moving.
   

        "Huh?" Amos was somewhat taken aback by the unexpected question, but instinctively answered: "They depend on life absorption, coexist with the human body, and are weak when separated from the host."
   

        "That's right."
   

        He suddenly tore off his clothes and broke into a wildly enthusiastic grin.
   

        "I'm going to take a bath!"
   

        With that, a dense black light erupted all over Casio's body. Billowing steam exploded and rose into the air from behind his body, vaguely forming a towering and eerie figure.
   

        Inverted triangular broad dorsal armor, a spine bristling with thick spikes, a tail growing from the backbone. Legs as robust as tree stumps, three massive toes like an ostrich, muscles draped like a mountain in heavy armor. A giant statue exuding demonic Qi!
   

        Hum!
   

        The illusion trembled and instantly receded back into Casio's body. It was just like a giant idol, over four meters high, whose massive size contracted abruptly and overlaid itself onto Casio's frail body.
   

        Crack, crack....
   

        His entire body was making sounds of bones breaking. Muscles writhing into hills, veins coiling up like small snakes, and arms unfolding like armor. Every movement exuded a formidable momentum.
   

        Within an instant, Casio had entered his demonic idol state, and in the next instant, entered the three-segment Breathless Continuous Strikes. His nearly two-meter tall figure, with more than half of his face covered in bulging veins, resembled both earthworms and tree branches.
   

        He pushed against the ground impressively as a crane would, and a formidable force exploded beneath his feet. The ground silently cracked. Bang! As the dull sound of an explosion rang out, a crack extended over ten meters. Utilizing this sudden burst of force, Demon Idol Casio accelerated once more, in his stage two propulsion.
   

        In that moment, he was like a tank running at sports car speeds!
   

        He forced his way into the blood pool where Lian was present.
   

        An ox plowing the field, a python splitting the sea!
   

        Casio plunged into the pool, hitting the near four-meter tall armored figure with the force of a shell. The erupting pillars of blood burst into the air with a loud boom, reaching dozens of meters in height before dissipating into a misty rain.
   

        The massive commotion could be heard almost half a block away. Those fighting on the edge of the square had to cover their ears.
   

        Even worse, some had their heads buzzing from the shock, giving their opponents, who were in better conditions, the opportunity to take advantage and land serious blows.
   

        In the fiercely churning blood pool, the armored giant originally located in the middle was violently blasted to the side. Casio took his place, boldly occupying the other side, his robust body wrapped in dead blood. He spread his arms wide, exposing his broad chest.
   

        Hum, hum, hum, hum, hum, hum...
   

        Casio's secret martial art technique, the Demonic Idol's Life Field. It brought about a total annihilation, vibrating as it absorbed life. Where it encompassed, Exotic Species trembled, and giants crumbled. Casio wasn't wrong, he had come to take a bath — a bath in this pool filled with pure Dead Blood.
   

        The president of the Blood Spirit Association, Lian, has done such a good job, summoning the bodies of the members right there and consolidating them.
   

        Wasn't this blatantly enticing Casio?!
   

        You can absorb power, and I can too. It's just a fight over a meal. Casio had never been scared of that.
   

        He decided: he was going to have a satisfying soak.
   

        Roar!!!
   

        The frenzied armored giant let out a roar in anger, snapping out of its dazed state. It lowered its fist with the force of a siege hammer.
   

        "Come at me!"
   

        Casio let out a loud howl and his iron fist violently shot up into the sky.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Two silhouettes, one on the left and one on the right, two fists. They were frozen in sunlight, as if the air and time were solidified.
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        Pop!
   

        It was as if a massive bubble cavity had been burst.
   

        In an instant, a spherical transparent wall suddenly appeared around the Blood Pool, expanding dramatically outward. With a blink, it expanded to cover a good portion of the plaza before abruptly collapsing.
   

        The next second, it turned into a ferocious, howling gale, lifting up the pebbles on the ground and the petals and leaves in the flower beds alike.
   

        It scattered in all directions.
   

        The violent assault was as intense as a typhoon. The numerous fighters caught in the crossfire were affected. Some were blown away, some rolled on the ground, some were crouched against the wall, their hair wildly fluttering, their facial skin trembling under the force.
   

        The mouth opened wide in the wind, and saliva was thrown from the mouth.
   

        The amazing commotion attracted the attention of everyone present. Even the far-off battlefield, where blade lights and fist shadows were flying around, paused for a moment.
   

        There were sharp and dangerous glances cast this way.
   

        In the center of the gale, two menacing and towering silhouettes were still maintaining their punching stance, like sculptures. They were not elegant, but only powerful. The smooth and exaggerated muscular lines resonated with power. The hardened physique left no doubt that they were two fighting machines, the kind of monstrous beasts most suitable for close-range combat.
   

        "Roar Roar Roar!"
   

        Breaking the silence, the Armored Giant form of the Blood Spirit Association's leader, Lien, let out a beast-like roar. From the gaps in his armor, deep red mane pushed out, looking like resilient weeds. 
   

        Within the helmet, the crimson eyes were filled with a single strong intent to kill.
   

        It lowered its head, meeting another pair of identical eyes.
   

        Lien roared again, like a mighty beast king encountering its kind, its territorial consciousness and murderous desire surging. White steam-like hot fluid was sprayed all over its body, its hands raised skyward, crossing its head. The two fists, as fierce as a meteor hammer, smashed down.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang bang!
   

        The moment those paired hands hammered down, Casio, who had been standing like a statue, moved. His upper body blurred instantaneously, like a high-frequency vibrating string. His hands punched out, turning into a cloud of black. The dense, mercury-like attack all hammered up. This was the effect of a hundred-handed machine gun attack by the Demon Idol state! It was like a suffocating mud pool.
   

        Lien was unstoppable. The punch that nearly caused a sonic boom was getting slower and slower. The sounds of thousands of roiling waves came from the armor-covered arms, one wave after another. The heavy weight of thousands of kilograms was slowly being offset.
   

        In the end, it was blocked by a single punch, hanging mid-air.
   

        Blood was dripping from his armor, Lien's arms were broken. Of course, the pair of hands that punched were no better off. All the flesh and blood on Casio's fists were completely eroded, revealing the stark white bones beneath.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Lien punched out at an angle only to be intercepted by another punch mid-air. The power of the two fists exploded, shaking Casio's form.
   

        The Resonance Body created by the Blood Spirit Association's Chairman Lien was indeed a terrifying physical monster, but it was not fully formed yet and could only operate his arms. Casio's physique was already unique amongst the fighters and coupled with the explosion of the Demon Idol state. The two of them were evenly matched, with Lien just a bit stronger.
   

        It wasn't much superior, let alone overpowering.
   

        It seemed to have sensed the power in this counterpart.
   

        Lien plunged his fractured arms directly into the pool, seemingly wanting to use the abundant Dead Blood energy for high-speed regeneration.
   

        Unexpectedly, Casio had the same idea.
   

        He immersed his entire body into the Blood Pool, feeling the warm and scorching liquid enveloping every inch of his skin. The Life Field of Demon Idol automatically operated under the Demon Idol state, and Casio could feel the Life Field of the surrounding Dead Blood, clustering together, densely stacked even without closing his eyes.
   

        It was as if he was standing at the top of a mountain, looking down into a night as dark as ink, seeing lights everywhere throughout the hills.
   

        "Since I'm here, why not indulge in a good soak?"
   

        He followed his gut feeling, operating the Life Field within his body in the most active state, and in a blink of an eye.
   

        Casio felt as though his body was being burnt by flames, being chopped by thunder. For a moment there was a hissing sound, the next moment there was a crackling sound.
   

        That was the result of the Life Field of Demon Idol and Life Field of Dead Blood rubbing against each other at the skin's surface, creating a continuous erosion.
   

        And the vibrations they created naturally seeped into his body through every inch of his skin. It was like electric water permeating every inch of Casio's flesh and blood.
   

        In the upper right corner of his vision, that number was jumping rapidly.
   

        「Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 36.4% (Three layers)」
   

        「Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 36.9% (Three layers)」
   

        「Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 37.4% (Three layers)」
   

        +0.5%, +0.5%, +0.5%, +0.5%...
   

        Jump after jump, so fast it was unbelievable. A blink of an eye and the numbers after the decimal point were a blurry jump. Another blink, the non-decimal number also climbed up by one.
   

        It was too abundant, he hadn't soaked in this much ever before.
   

        Normally, Casio would use his palms to absorb the Life Field of a Dark Creature but now, he was using every part of his body. The contact surface area was not comparable to that of a palm, naturally, the creation of Life Vibration Energy was dramatic and rapid, so fast that it made one's eyelids jump   .
   

        While he was indeed immune to the Life Vibration Energy of an Incorruptible Dead Blood, there were too many Dead Bloods here, not to mention the presence of Indestructible-class Dead Bloods summoned by the Resonance. He felt as though he was soaking in magma, yet oddly comfortable.
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        "Rooooar!"
   

        Not far away, Lien let out a deafening roar. It felt that the blood pool teeming with energy had dimmed slightly just in the process of regaining its arms. The presence it exuded was disgusting; it was as if a baleen whale was opening its mouth wide, waiting for phosphorus shrimp to pour in.
   

        He was snatching food from its mouth!!!
   

        How could it bear this? Even the instinct of a beast made Lien so furious that there was no room for more. It swung its fists again, its massive arms blocking the sunlight, casting a terrifying and heavy shadow.
   

        "Get out of the way!"
   

        Casio raised his arm, the turbulent force in it reached its peak. He actually flung the four-meter-tall Armored Giant off his feet, causing a violent stagger.
   

        He stood up from the blood pool and revealed a perfect silhouette of muscles. Casio had grown taller, even reaching a height of two and a half meters, each inch of his muscle radiating exaggerated power. White mist danced around his nostrils, his breath sounded like an elephant's trumpeting. The area around his kidneys was emitting a blazing light.
   

        Like a brilliant light bulb, it was ejecting phosphorus glowing fluid all over his body, his strength was soaring.
   

        "It takes so long to form a resonant body, such a waste of an ability, it might as well give it all to me!"
   

        Casio's voice rumbled like a muffled thunder.
   

        Actually, until now Lien had not spoken for long.
   

        It took roughly about ten seconds, and to form a resonant body in full form probably needed about fifteen seconds. For ordinary people, it was but a fleeting moment, but for a fighter, it was too long. However, Lien, in his resonant form, had a strong defence and healing power. Though he could not move, his arms could strike.
   

        Even if he were besieged by many, he could hold on until the formation was complete.
   

        The normal situation was the previous besiege by Tom Oro.
   

        But, it had met Casio. Not only was he brazenly snatching its food, but now he even intended to flip it out of the blood pool while it enjoyed it by himself. Who was the one to conjure the Dead Blood Resonance Body? Who was the rightful chairman of the Blood Spirit Association?
   

        "Get out!"
   

        Casio's expression turned fierce, his fists clenched, and with a strike, his figure burst into the air. Boom! The blood red vapor exploded.
   

        The crazy Qi squeezed and rushed towards the Dead Blood Resonance Body, like a mud rock flow howling past. As Casio threw his punch, a giant steel claw emerged from the bloody Qi.
   

        The two overlapped, and the power exploded to its extreme in an instant.
   

        His arm seemed to be a large spear, slamming onto the body of the Dead Blood Resonance. The explosive force poured out all at once.
   

        The body of the Resonance, comparable in size to a truck, was punched into the air. With a splash, it was thrown out of the range of the blood pool.
   

        Casio took advantage of the situation, spread his hands, and absorbed the last remaining life-force vibration energy into his body. The blood pool collapsed immediately, leaving only a field of black and red muddled mud.
   

        Exhale...
   

        He stood tall in the sunlight, exhaled a breath of warm air from his nostrils and the corner of his mouth. His skin all over was tinged with red, white steam was faintly dissipating, ascended and lingered around his neck and facial contours.
   

        Casio looked at the top right corner, for some reason his face was lacking excitement. Like in sage-mode, free from both sorrow and joy.
   

        'Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 36.4% (three layers)' → 'Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 44.1% (three layers)'
   

        He gained 7.7%, a satisfying feast.
   

        If it weren't for his own immunity, coupled with the fact that the Resonance body, Lien had also absorbed quite a bit, the results would have been better. This stage's 7.7% was the equivalent of the previous 10%.
   

        Casio wiped the fresh blood off his face, casting his gaze far away. There was a collapsed wall, clearly where the Resonance Body, Lien, had been thrown out earlier. He couldn't see its form, but Casio could still feel its presence.
   

        With a push off his feet, he charged straight in.
   

        That location was no longer where the Tulip Antique Exhibition was, but another building. The others could not see what was happening inside, only hearing one dull thump after another.
   

        The ground trembled, rocks shook, like thunder exploding.
   

        Sometimes, an entire load-bearing wall of two meters long would fly out. It would howl and whirl for about thirty to forty meters before landing on the ground.
   

        Blowing up a big hole.
   

        A stone column suddenly protruded from the top of the enclosure wall and slammed down heavily, sending a silhouette whirling through the air. Yet, that silhouette dashed back just as quickly, barely leaving an image behind.
   

        All was blurred into obscurity; dust and debris swirled in the air in a whirlwind of chaos.
   

        It was as if two tanks were rumbling over, generating massive sounds. Constantly colliding against each other or exchanging volleys of artillery fire.
   

        The six-story building opposite the enclosure wall was ceaselessly shuddering, occasionally teetering on the brink of collapse. Now a load-bearing pillar protruded from its second-floor wall, then its third-floor balcony was entirely wiped out.
   

        It was as though it had been bitten off by an untamed monstrous creature.
   

        Until one moment, when the building could bear no more.
   

        With a thunderous crash, it collapsed as if a mountain were crumbling. A reverse-flow of dust and debris fiercely gushed out like a gale through the broken walls and swept through the entire plaza. It was impossible to stand without covering the mouth and nose, coughing uncontrollably.
   

        Bang!
   

        Two beast-like figures, entwined in fight, shattered the wall and rolled onto a few parked cars, rumbling over them with steel-like muscles and landed on the concrete ground, unscathed.
   

        But those cars had been crushed as if they were mere aluminum cans, their shattered glass and twisted metal frames intertwined.
   

        There were no windows left.
   

        "Had you been in your perfect form, you might have stood a chance against me, but now, you're much too weak! Far too weak!" The two-and-a-half-meter-tall mini Demon Idol grabbed onto the head of the three-meter-tall Resonance Body, a grim smile spreading across its face. Its trunk-like legs stomped on the ground, exerting a force as if it were a crane.
   

        The massive body slightly sunk down, like a spring forcefully compressed. Bending its knees and leaning forward, it rocketed into the air!
   

        The mini Demon Idol hurled the Resonance Body into the air, and like two cannonballs, they hurtled towards a building on the side of the street.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Resonance Body, with its head held by Casio, smashed into the third-floor wall.
   

        The great force burst through the wall, plunging in as if it were a drill bit. Its momentum unabated, it shattered seven or eight walls in its wake. Finally, it broke through the opposite side of the building.
   

        It busted through and flew out from the other side of the building's third floor.
   

        Casio performed a spiral flip in midair, his entire body arching backward as if he were striking a tennis ball. His waist stretched like a charged slingshot, his arms extended to meet above his head, merging into a single fist.
   

        Just as the Resonance Body had hit him previously.
   

        Releasing the tension like a snapped bowstring, his combined fists slammed onto the Resonance Body.
   

        He blasted it into the ground like a cannonball, shattering every inch of the ground in its wake, with dust rising into the air. Casio performed a flip in the air, landing from his high jump with the impact of a meteor.
   

        Boom!
   

        The walls on both sides crumbled down from impact.
   

        Casio was flung out from the dust and fog, a red imprint of a fist on his shoulders. "You still have the strength to resist! The Blood Spirit Association's leader, who has the power of half the Dead Blood, has a life force more tenacious than I imagined!" He was nowhere to be seen; all that was left was the thundering sounds echoing down the street.
   

        In the fog, the battered Resonance Body was revealed with the dispersing air which gradually unveiled his figure. The armor covering his body was entirely cracked like a spider's web; there were even large wounds that pierced right through him. The gaping crimson holes were wider than a human head.
   

        And because of some kind of special force interference, the wounds were healing slowly. You could see the feeble attempts of the flesh within to knit itself back together.
   

        It lay in the pit in the center of the street, still holding the pose from his punch. It was trembling, seeming ready to rise at any second.
   

        "Stop wasting your strength struggling!"
   

        "I've brought you a parting gift!"
   

        Casio's figure appeared once more, standing alone on a rooftop.
   

        On his shoulder, he carried an old-style Road Roller, seemingly dragged from somewhere. Its massive silhouette shielded the sun, casting a heavy shadow that covered the Resonance Body entirely.
   

        "Off you go!"
   

        Casio launched himself off of the rooftop, his body entirely hidden by the Road Roller. All that could be seen was a massive metallic structure plummeting, its surface surrounded by the crimson aura of Qi. It looked terrifyingly like a meteorite hurtling from space, sparks flying as it rubbed against the air!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 514: 285 dead dead dead dead dead (4000)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Roar!!!"
   

        The Resonance Body let out a roar as we would expect from a beast, a sound that seemed to be formed from hundreds of overlapping voices.
   

        Under the serpentine helmet, the entire pit was almost shrouded by a black shadow, rapidly enlarging within his crimson vision.
   

        In the face of a strike akin to a meteor falling from the sky, the Resonance Body felt a threat it had never experienced before. Each cell in its body screamed resistance, or face absolute death. At this moment, all the potency of the Fury Potion coursing through its body was unleashed.
   

        Thick layers of viscous fluid quickly seeped out from the spaces within the armor, covering the cracked surface. In the blink of an eye, the liquid began to solidify, forming a thick layer of osseous armor while still secreting more fluid.
   

        The secretion piled up rapidly on the cracks, providing extra thickness and power to the armor. The body of the Resonance Body was almost entirely covered by fast-growing fur, transforming it into an intimidating red-furred monster.
   

        Thump! Thump! Thump!
   

        The heart in its chest started beating like an exploding engine.
   

        The Resonance Body raised its hands, throwing powerful punches at the descending Old-style Road Roller with destructive strength.
   

        "Too slow, too late!"
   

        The hefty road roller plummeted and made contact with the Resonance Body's fists, causing a loud bang. A white airwave instantly burst, sweeping the surrounding debris away.
   

        Casio, perched atop the road roller, was bare-chested, flaunting a physique resembling a classic sculpture. His back muscles rippled, creating an exaggerated relief that resembled a rock formation. Between each muscle lay the distinct features, a symbol of power. His arms spread out like a scallop, parallel to his body as he gazed upwards.
   

        It was like gazing at the Demon's Horn symbolizing the source of power.
   

        With his waist acting as the slingshot, his spine as the spring, and his fists as indestructible hammers, Casio's lower body remained stationary while his upper body, reminiscent of a meteor hammer, smashed down hard onto the top of the road roller.
   

        The terrifying surge of strength was channeled straight to the Resonance Body!
   

        Thump, Thump, Thump! Bang, Bang, Bang!
   

        The overlapping of gigantic thrashing sounds was enough to shatter eardrums. The surrounding air tumbled violently, and the dust-filled air vibrated rapidly, akin to the most dangerous areas of a sea. Everywhere, fierce winds and tumultuous waves roared!
   

        Within the hazy mist, a large, heavy, old-style road roller could be seen suspended mid-air, bursting with red sparks all around its contour. The metals deformed from the impact, and the structure's frame twisted rapidly, providing clear evidence of a fist's impact.
   

        Beneath it, the Armored Giant laying in the pit was resisting like a beast, swinging its arms upwards as if working hammer springs.
   

        At the top, Casio's eyes reflected a scorching murderous intent. His iron fists rained down like a shower where each droplet was capable of squashing a car!
   

        His punching speed was so fast that it was almost impossible for the naked eye to see. All one could see was a cloud of dust rising and falling in front of his chest, causing visible dust swirls in the air each time Casio drew back his fist to prepare for the next punch. In the blink of an eye, the swirling dust cleared as a terrifying punch tore through the air once more, and this process repeated itself ad infinitum.
   

        From a distance, it almost looked like a muscular figure sitting atop a mechanical creation, with gray tornadoes hovering horizontally on either side of it.
   

        It indeed left one with a sense of unfathomable mysticism.
   

        "Die!!!"
   

        Feeling the resistance of the Resonance Body beneath him, Casio decided to end it once and for all. His eyes flickered with red flames, and within those bloodthirsty, frenzied pupils, a scarlet raptor emerged, flapping its wings.
   

        It grew larger, more tangible, and more ferocious!
   

        The next second, it dashed out of his eyes.
   

        It appeared behind Casio in an instant, as though it had descended upon Earth from hell connected by a red aura! Its claws were as hard as iron, its scales were jagged, its wings covered the sky, and its beak dripped with blood. The Blood Vulture, a formidable fantastical predator.
   

        At this moment, Casio's will to fight outmatched what it was before the battle. It was stronger, more focused, and more brutal. His nearly 45 points of Qi boiled fiercely, maximizing his intent to fight and kill.
   

        As the scarlet steam spread out, the colossal Blood Vulture soared freely, exuding a terrifying aura of a superior predator.
   

        Not until Casio took a fierce breath, his chest swelled, and his upper body leaned back like a spring, did he throw his fists down. Simultaneously, the Blood Vulture dove from the sky, launching its iron claws in line with his fists.
   

        "I'm going to grind you and the road roller into dust!"
   

        "Hahaha!" Murderous Casio was truly insane.
   

        A horrific strike, unclear whether it was a fist or a claw, slammed onto the metallic machine, causing a terrifying hum. Just as one punch ended, the next followed in an ocean-like wave of relentless onslaughts. With an irresistible vigour, it came pounding down!
   

        "Die, die, die, die, die, die..."
   

        Bellowing, trembling, going wild, and totally mad.
   

        Casio's murderous persona assembled all his resentment, anger, and desire, and released it wildly in the battle!
   

        "Crack, crack, crack..."
   

        Beneath him, the road roller emitted a sound bearing signs of an overwhelming burden. Below it, there seemed to be signs of collapse. "Roar!" "Boom!" That faint final roar was completely overshadowed by the deafening sound of the road roller hitting the ground.
   

        The surrounding ground sunk simultaneously with a "thud," being noticeably lower than the brick ground around it. Centering on the road roller, the streets within roughly 20 meters all around were fragmented in a radial pattern.
   

        Deep zigzag cracks spread out like slender black snakes. The smaller ones were arm-sized; the larger ones could fit a person.
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        The shock wave rippled across the ground, forming a rapidly expanding white ring that flew nearly a hundred meters.
   

        "Ha..."
   

        The youth enshrouded in the blood-red steam slowly exhaled a turbid breath, his face grimaced, and he threw an aggressive punch towards the road roller. Leveraging the reverse force, the young man flipped back and somersaulted gracefully in the air before landing on both feet.
   

        Behind him, the nearly shattered metal machine seemed to receive the last straw that had broken the camel's back. Inside, the sound of metal shattering and warping could be heard.
   

        Crash!
   

        The road roller collapsed all at once, with metal parts and debris exploding and landing halfway down the street, like a fairy scattering flowers.
   

        Casio walked by, his skeletal hands constantly dripping blood, landing on the ground with a patter.
   

        He reached the center of the road roller's collapse.
   

        He stomped on the ground, causing a huge rumble. Numerous small parts flew up from the ground but were swatted away by him. He then bent down to lift off the deformed huge axle of the road roller.
   

        The pit created by the battle was revealed in an instant.
   

        This was a massive black hole, its diameter reaching up to three to four meters. The edge was jagged, revealing bricks and deep yellow mud. Now, it was filled with a jumbled mess of shattered bones, blood, and fleshy mud. Occasional clusters of mane hair that resembled weeds stood out like steel needles.
   

        When inhuman monsters meet other inhuman monsters.
   

        One is bound to die miserably.
   

        Casio slowly stared at this pile of objects reeking of blood. He could sense that the resonance body formed by the Blood Spirit Association's chairman had truly died. Its immortality and origin sparked by the potion, causing it to burn furiously with powerful energy until exhausted.
   

        With the death of the resonance body, all the Dead Blood resonating with it undoubtedly perished together. Casio stood still, quietly watching the upper right corner of his field of view. There, numbers representing the Obsession Task were jumping.
   

        Remaining Dead Blood count: 25
   

        A blur appeared.
   

        Remaining Dead Blood count: 3
   

        Some of the Dead Blood that participated in the Sect Destruction War weren't dead; they were probably the remaining few who had stayed behind at the Blood Nest base.
   

        Since Casio had even killed the resonance body formed by the chairman of the Blood Spirit Association, the remaining three targets would naturally be easy to handle once the battles were over. With the support of the Blood Vultures and Black Mechanism Intelligence.
   

        It won't be hard to completely end the Obsession.
   

        He slowly withdrew his hand, the life vibration energy on the Blood Spirit Association's chairman wasn't much. It seemed like during the previous fierce battle, the rampaging potion had completely drained and burnt it.
   

        Casio only received a progress bar increase of 1.5%.
   

        「Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 44.1%（Three Levels）」
   

        「Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 45.6%（Three Levels）」
   

        Having absorbed so many of the similar dark beings, Casio's immunity to Dead Blood was almost saturated. The objective of using the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art was obviously going to switch directions.
   

        He still remembered the deal he made with Amos, hoping the dark beings in the Black Mechanism branch's prison could meet the requirements. Even though it seemed that there were a lot of branches in the eight cities, in total it was just a bit more than one county. Few but fine, Casio didn't harbor much hope for it.
   

        As long as the total improvement is no less than 5%.
   

        After all, progressing gets tougher towards the end-stage.
   

        Amidst the engulfing smoke and dust, Casio clenched his fist, the wounds on his hand were rapidly healing, it was almost unnoticeable that it was once injured. He could feel the cool breeze passing through the street.
   

        He took out a pendant from his trouser pocket, the bottom was a bronze metal ball, resembling the texture of sand.
   

        Slowly raising his hand, Casio pressed his thumb against it. The metal ball twisted and crumbled, white dust poured out from the inside. Like gravel, it was swept up by the cool breeze, drifting off into the unknown.
   

        "Li Wei... with this, you can finally rest in peace..."
   

        Such words drifted in the wind.
   

        In the ruined street.
   

        A robust silhouette, against the chilly wind, walked off into the distance.
   

        ****************************
   

        Zing!
   

        A blue arc of light, like a spear, pierced through half a building, aiming straight for the figure that was stretching out like a bird of prey. Clink! The tip of the blade was deflected by the iron claws that could pierce through anything, causing a streak of golden red sparks to burst in the air.
   

        "What a pity, such a pity..."
   

        The deep voice of Feng Liusi rang out, seemingly filled with profound regret. He shivered his legs slightly, his body floating in a red tail flame, directly flying from the first floor to the second floor balcony.
   

        From his high vantage point, he looked down at the figure with a knife amidst the rubble.
   

        "The decapitation knife and the stab knife are still intact, yet the vibration knife is broken,"
   

        "I planned to experience the Prism World alone today, to see whether your three-blade style is stronger, or if my Blood Vulture's secret skill is superior. As it seems now, there won't be an opportunity in this lifetime…" 
   

        Feng Liusi exposed his robust physique, his hands slightly sagging. Twin globes of deep red qi, like gloves, covered his hands, radiating an air of extreme danger at a glance.
   

        "Hehe, check the knife wounds on yourself before you speak…"
   

        A few tens of meters away, on the wall of a block of ruins. The Ghost Knife Garoro gently tapped the ground with a blue stab knife in his hand.
   

        Without exerting any strength, merely relying on the weight of the knife itself, the sharp point pierced the ground as if slicing through tofu.
   

        He had several fist prints on him, smeared with blood. Clearly, he was not mildly injured from the previous battle. Feng Liusi had two slash marks on him, skin and flesh separated, and fresh blood trickling down.
   

        "Even with two-sword style, I can beat you!"
   

        The Ghost Knife's eyes glinted sharply, a fighter should never lose confidence in himself. Once the will is lost, the fear of retreating comes to mind, indicating an impending defeat.
   

        In a clash of momentum, there can be no retreat.
   

        For the brave, every road narrows to victory alone.
   

        Zing! A crisp metallic hum echoed on the ruins.
   

        Garoro unsheathed his purple decapitation knife, which disappeared into the air after letting out a long drawn out hum. It reappeared, along with its master, on the second-floor balcony and came slashing down from mid-air.
   

        A sudden purple arc of light slashed through the air, causing a violent roar and trembling.
   

        With a crack, the entire semi-circular balcony was severed with a single strike. The cross-section was so smooth it resembled a mirror.
   

        However, the target, Feng Liusi, was nowhere to be found.
   

        "Whistle!"
   

        Suddenly, from behind Garoro, a rapid noise broke through the air, like a bird of prey swooping down, but in reality, it was the eerie sound caused by the rapid tearing of the air by a clenched fist. It sounded like a warning of impending danger.
   

         Ding! 
   

        Whirling around, his decapitation knife transmuted into a stab knife. A low growl in his throat, and a blue metallic arc flew out at blazing speed, as if the knife blade was enveloped by a thin layer of white aura. It was quick and fierce!
   

         Shhh... Shhh... Shhh...
   

        Golden sparks splattered off the knife blade, suppressed by a pair of blood-red hands pressing on it, causing rapid vibrations to burst between them.
   

        Wrestling with each other, the metal and fingertips rubbing against each other.
   

        Garoro fiercely drew back, switching from stabbing to decapitating. A line of purple light danced, falling like a waterfall from the sky.
   

        A dazzling flash, the purple light turned into blue! Multiple two-colored afterimages flew through the air, like torches waving in the dark.
   

        Beautiful, yet lethal.
   

        In the hanging time, two old players, immersed in the world of knife and fist methods for decades, showed terrifying skills. Each clash was dangerously extreme, yet carried a kind of elegant beauty.
   

        A sickening contrast that made one feel nauseous.
   

        The humming of the knives clashing echoed through half of the block.
   

        Both of them landed together, each bearing their own injuries.
   

        Garoro took three steps back, only to charge forward again. His aura was at its peak in an instant, his edges sharp and visible.
   

        "Two Sword Style! Scaly Fire!"
   

        A dazzling light exploded in the ruins, a blue and purple knife light intertwined, and the shattered knife qi seemed like a dense school of piranha. The blade's tip wielded a series of colorful afterimages as it swung.
   

        Like scales, like fire.
   

        Where the knife points, Scaly Fire Burns!
   

        On the other side, Feng Liusi stepped onto the top of a wall.
   

        A hint of reminiscence on his face.
   

        "I've figured out the limits you can reach now. Let everything end today, avenge the grudges from ten years ago."
   

        "I will end you with the Blood Vulture Beak…"
   

        Whistle! A bird of prey descended from the sky, flapping its sky-obscuring wings, its iron claws resting on the shoulder. A pair of blood-red eyes, identical to Feng Liusi's, indifferent, elegant, and dead.
   

        "After today, there will be no more Ghost Knife in this world…"
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        Under the golden halo, out of the red fog that spread from his back, Feng Liusi made the basic stance of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. His right hand pushed forward horizontally, forming a claw shape. His left hand leaned to his right side as though it rested on his right arm, making a clenched fist.
   

        His strong arm stretched out as forcefully as a seagull spreads its wings.
   

        The upper part of his clothes had been tattered in the battle just before, revealing his lean body. His muscles weren't distinctly bulging like rocks but rather, they were hammered and refined like long rods. Occasional bloodstains from old wounds could be seen above them.
   

        With Feng Liusi stretching his body at a pace that seemed slow yet was actually fast,
   

        Various parts of his body were illuminated by an unknown force. His abdomen, his chest, his back, his arms, his neck.
   

        Glittering red starlights began to flash, resembling clusters of stars echoing each other in the dense night sky. Embodying a sense of dazzling mystification, they concealed intense danger within their haziness.
   

        Not more, not less, a total of forty-four blood-red stars.
   

        Every eleven stars reflected each other, seeming to connect on Feng Liusi's robust body, as if traversing virtual meridians. At first glance, it appears as a chain-like tattoo piercing through the body.
   

        It also resembled a scarlet-scaled poisonous snake baring its tusks.
   

        There were four in total, all their snake heads gazing steadily at Garoro, who was like a unsheathed sword rushing towards them, flickering in the aura.
   

        A purer, stronger and more concentrated Deathfang Power roamed throughout his body, roaring within his blood vessels.
   

        Feng Liusi's whole person seemed to blur momentarily. The air all over his body twisted, carrying sounds of sharp resonating impacts. Illusive red arcs, like lightning, could also be perceived shooting across, transmitting through the aura, resembling a lightning tree growing inertly from the dense clouds towards the ground.
   

        All of these, along with his promptness, seemed to have simultaneously clashed against Garoro, as if a slice of heaven and earth had been thrust upon him.
   

        Clang!!!
   

        A brilliant radiance of blue and purple swiftly traversed over the ruins, harshly scratching the surface of the ground, leaving a long trail of destruction behind. It finally crashed violently into that bloody world.
   

        Crack! Crack! Crack!
   

        The long knife, carrying an indomitable conviction, fell down. Its surface was intertwined with a mysterious flame, trailing damaging forces as it zigzagged through the air. Each strike on its body let out a concentrated power carrying a terrifying strength. Just like undergoing hammering and tempering once again, sparks sprung out from every part of the knife.
   

        Sizzle!
   

        In the midst of metal bursts, an intensely distorted airflow exploded, leaving behind high-speed rotating white rings.
   

        Boom!
   

        A figure flew back from the center of the collision.
   

        One-armed, wielding a knife, coughing blood.
   

        The fog cleared, Feng Liusi opened his right palm with a complex expression, and a slash mark could be seen on the ball of his hand.
   

        Neither deep nor shallow, it was oozing out sticky, fresh blood.
   

        "You're already so weak... I didn't even use Blood Vulture's beak, relying only on the burst of Deathfang Power from the Fifth Stage and other three secret techniques." His voice carried a touch of inexplicable regret. He paused, seeming to ponder something.
   

        Across from him, Garoro stood leaning on a knife, blood was gushing down from his chest. There, a deeply sunken fist mark had broken his bones, even injuring his internal organs. And the terrifying Deathfang Power was spreading radially, as if it was going to thoroughly dissect his flesh body. But it was temporarily suppressed by his qi.
   

        It didn't explode like an unstoppable bomb.
   

        His hair was messy, his eyes were filled with bloodshot. His sharp features dropped, like a seriously injured beast about to die.
   

        Garoro was slightly shaking, he looked at his defeated underling with bloody eyes and nose, and his voice was somewhat harsh and hoarse.
   

        "Feng Liusi, I did not loose to you alone. I lost to the three of you." He took in a deep breath: "Now, as a pure Secret Martial Artist, I want to ask you. Do you want to experience my last strike..."
   

        In Garoro's tone, there was no trace of doubt or request. It was merely a statement of a fact.
   

        He reached out his hand to the back, and a refined long knife was thrown over from mid-air. In the distance, was a member of the Organization.
   

        Ghost Knife Garoro naturally had a spare knife, but just now he and the Purple Knight were hit by Rocket Bomb Group, and the Vibrating Knife exploded. Almost seamlessly, in the next second, he engaged Blood Fist Feng Liusi.
   

        In front of an equal opponent, there's simply no chance for him to get his knife.
   

        Now, it's the same.
   

        This knife flying in mid-air could've been struck away by Feng Liusi with his quick reaction and strength. In short, as long as he was willing, Garoro would never get this knife. But Garoro still reached out for it. He gambled that as a Secret Martial Artist, Feng Liusi would certainly want to witness a complete Three Blade Style.
   

        So he would let the severely injured him take this knife.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        The long knife drew a parabolic arc in the air. The silver-sharp knife body reflected sunlight, just like a beautiful, dangerous mirror surface.
   

        Click!
   

        A well-defined, powerful hand gripped the spiral knife handle. Garoro won his gamble, but he felt neither joy nor sorrow in his heart.
   

        Because, whether he caught that knife or not didn't change his fate. He wanted to see the Vibrating Knife, just to show Feng Liusi the true Prism World.
   

        The horror and desperation that a person faces when confronted with the Three Blade Style.
   

        This is the insistence and pride of a Secret Martial Artist, irrelevant to position, right or wrong, and nature of one's evil or not. It's merely a statement on what he had learned and practiced for decades.
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        This was not any manifestation of noble sentiments, Garoro was not that type of person. It was just the characteristic of a Secret Martial Artist. He knew Feng Liusi would understand his meaning at this moment.
   

        Clearly, Blood Fist really wanted to experience the Three Blade Style alone, Garoro figured he might as well allow him to fulfill his wish.
   

        Boom…
   

        The momentum caused by the frenzy caused a reversal in the airflow over the ruins, sweeping and rippling like a fierce tornado. The earth rumbled, and the fog of dust spiraled and rolled on.
   

        In the center of the vortex, Garoro sheathed his three blades. Even though he had done nothing, around him numerous cracks appeared in the ground, as if invisible blades had slashed the earth, cutting it into a grid-like pattern.
   

        Corresponding with the blue sky.
   

        Garoro slightly tilted up his head, closing his eyes. His right arm swiftly moved across his waist, a purple light spinning like a dragon.
   

        "One Sword Style..."
   

        Draw again!
   

        A dazzling blue sheen corresponding with the sky's color.
   

        "Two Sword Style..."
   

        Draw again!
   

        A blade's brilliance passed by, carrying a faint redness.
   

        The slashing sword, the stabbing sword, the trembling sword.
   

        Purple, blue, red.
   

        Garoro suddenly opened his eye, the blinding light within his pupil nearly making it impossible to look directly at him, as he roared softly.
   

        "Three Blade Style, Prism World!!!"
   

        His voice rumbled, as if a god from the clouds was passing judgment.
   

        Hum, hum, hum, hum, hum, hum!
   

        Riot, tremble, resonate. The alloy bodies of the three War Blades shivered at an unprecedented frequency, as if the blades were about to shatter. Garoro leapt up, wielding the three blades simultaneously.
   

        In an instant, the surrounding air rapidly twisted and expanded.
   

        The blue, purple, and red brilliance seemed to burst from an alternate space, becoming a series of rainbow waterfalls cascading around. The area within a tens-of-meters radius transformed into a world of blades, carrying the gleam of star sand. It looked like vibrant butterflies flapping their wings, sprinkling a toxic powder.
   

        Yet, in reality, every fluttering butterfly was composed of numerous scattered blades. The accumulation of Garoro's sword techniques and skills over the past fifty odd years were all contained within, combining various methods and power displays into a dangerous and complex domain.
   

        Prism World! Truly deserving of the title 'World'.
   

        In his trance, Feng Liusi seemed to see the old man from the Main Island, whose aura shrouded the heavens, and similar to the Saint Fist. Garoro's Prism World had obtained that aura within an instant!
   

        In that moment, fear crept up from the bottom of his heart.
   

        "Hehehe... Hahahaha..."
   

        The sinister laughter from Feng Liusi's throat turned into a mad, hearty laugh. He was too happy, with the happiness of a lunatic.
   

        In Death Valley, why would Feng Liusi unreservedly pass on the Red Vulture Fist of the Southern Dipper, even without the name of master and disciple? The exchange of benefits was one part, the continuation of inheritance was also one reason. But deep down, there was another reason.
   

        Because Casio was like him, even better than him!
   

        Concealed beneath the human exterior was extreme insanity, the obsessive pursuit of the Secret Martial Arts. The thrill they enjoyed was brought on by the shiver of fear towards the unknown, curiosity, and excitement.
   

        This was Feng Liusi's ultimate pursuit!
   

         Facing this sword, he felt fear, and even more so, excitement.
   

        As if every cell in his body was revitalized.
   

        So, Feng Liusi laughed wildly, without hesitation, he grounded himself and initiated Yunquan Fist. Blood-red steam roared from his arms and back, swirling into a whirlpool. As the threatening fluid condensed, it seemed as though an invisible pair of hands were kneading it. Ultimately, taking the form of a fire-red vulture, its flapping wings resembled both flames and scales.
   

        In the center of the vortex, Feng Liusi's eyes cornered with blood vessels, dense and connected, like a spreading spider web.
   

        "Liberation..."
   

        He murmured to himself, breaking the shackles on his body. His arms, accompanied by the surge of blood-red waterfall, were raised. With his left hand in front and the right hand at the back, he appeared like a giant Unicorn Fairy. The surging and ferocious red steam was hanging over his head like a veil.
   

        "Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Deathblow Secret Skill, Blood Vulture's Beak!"
   

        Whistle!!! A bold and fierce bird shrieked with an ear-piercing sound.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        From the thick fog spreading behind Feng Liusi's body, a giant creature pounced out. It was an extremely big bird's skull, its beak opened wide, large enough to swallow him completely.
   

        The bird's head was ferocious, covered in scales, and its eyes were violent. The terrifying beak shimmered with a metallic shine, carrying a bloodred hue!
   

        With a boom, the giant skull swallowed Feng Liusi whole. Carrying him, it crushed the ruins, charging at his opponent like a tank.
   

        From a distance, the world seemed to be divided into two halves.
   

        On the left, the blood mist surged; on the right, prismatic light filled the skies!
   

        Ding!
   

        In that moment, the world fell completely silent. The sounds of battle, the explosions of rocket grenades, the howling gales - it was as if all had been muted, with white light taking over one's sight.
   

        The backdrop of the world blurred incessantly, like a filter gradually saturating. The azure sky, white fluffy clouds, black-gray ruins, crimson mist, and the three-colored blade, all seemed to meld violently together. Neither the colors nor their unique forms could be distinguished.
   

        Until a certain moment.
   

        The droning noise gradually became clear from the murkiness, as if someone regained consciousness from a stupor, redeveloping the perception of the world.
   

        Boom!
   

        A black tornado, like a straight line, brutally connected the ruins to the high-altitude cloud layer, spreading to an unknown place.
   

        The next second, the tornado collapsed.
   

        The debris that had been swept up into the sky came crashing down.
   

        It seemed like a rainstorm that engulfed everything with pitch-black raindrops.
   

        On the ruins, amidst a large, deep crater, two figures were visible—one kneeling, the other lying down.
   

        Debris fell on his head, and the figure that was half-kneeling stood up.
   

        Turning around, he revealed Feng Liusi's sharply defined face.
   

        He remained silent, his expression neither gleeful nor sorrowful. The debris falling from the sky disintegrated into powder as it hit his body, shrouded with the percolating 'Deathfang Power,' dispersing along with the gusty wind.
   

        In the process, he pulled out a faintly dark feathered robe from his shoulder and coat corner.
   

        It fell to the ground along with warm blood dripping from his fingertips.
   

        Feng Liusi quietly looked at Garoro, who was lying on the ground, devoid of both arms. Next to him were two broken war blades—one purple Decapitation Knife and one blue Stab Knife. A meter away from his right shoulder, the purple substitution knife surprisingly remained intact.
   

        It was obliquely stuck into the ground, with a hand firmly gripping the handle of the knife. For someone who practiced knife skills, they would rather die than let go of their blade.
   

        Garoro had done it.
   

        He lay on the ground like a corpse, his body's 'Qi' unable to suppress the horrific injuries. His body was starting to split in different directions, and blood began to gush out from the seams.
   

        In an instant, the surrounding mud was soaked wet.
   

        Garoro faced upwards, seemingly admiring the torrential black rain with his sole remaining eye.
   

        Heavy footsteps echoed next to him.
   

        Without looking, Garoro already knew who it was, and he remained still. Suddenly, his dry and cracked lips moved, and he asked,
   

        "How was that last blade?"
   

        "Not bad."
   

        A low voice came from above.
   

        "Not bad?"
   

        "Yes, not bad. So good that it nearly cut open my chest and my heart. Quite good indeed..."
   

        Feng Liusi gently pressed his chest. An exaggerated cut diagonally crossed his upper body, almost cleaving him in two. From the red wound, his white bones and a pulsing heart could be seen—the blade was that close. That last bit of distance.
   

        The blade was a hair's breadth from slicing open the atrium, shattering his internal organs.
   

        This was the price Feng Liusi paid to witness Garoro's final attack—an outcome where both almost annihilated each other.
   

        On the ground, after hearing Feng Liusi's reply, Garoro suddenly burst into laughter, blood constantly overflowing from his mouth and nose.
   

        "Hahaha, good, good. Then it was indeed not bad."
   

        After a short period of silence, Feng Liusi spoke up,
   

        "You just asked me a question, and I have a question for you as well. Why is your nickname 'Ghost Knife'?"
   

        Despite the continual coughing and spitting of blood, Garoro still managed to answer, "It's just a title. Every inheritor, who can comprehend their own 'Three Blade Style' secret martial arts, is known as 'Ghost Knife' after their death."
   

        "Cough cough, I can't be called 'Ghost Knife' yet, but I will be soon... Unfortunately, there will be no successors after me."
   

        "I should have known better, and trained a disciple...dammit."
   

        As he continued cursing, his voice grew weaker and weaker,
   

        Until it finally dwindled to a whisper.
   

        "After...After my death, there will no longer be a 'Knife Ghost' in this world..."
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        Crack...Crack...Crack...
   

        Sounds of bones cracking echoed like firecrackers in an instant, as Garoro could no longer suppress the rampages of Deathfang Power.
   

        His aura collapsed dramatically, eradicating the last vestiges of life and energy in his body. The light in his pupils gradually dimmed as if a brilliant gem had lost its sheen.
   

        "Now, Garoro can truly be called a Ghost Knife," Feng Liusi thought to himself as he watched everything unfold with a detached gaze.
   

        For some reason, instead of feeling joy at having avenged a grave wrong, he felt a faint sense of regret. Perhaps it was due to witnessing a top-tier fighter, devoted to the martial arts, fall before his eyes, causing a resonance in his mind.
   

        "Heh, how melodramatic of me to feel pity for the enemy," Feng Liusi laughed ironically at himself, his mind filled with countless thoughts. At least he had the privilege of feeling regret; such sentimentality was a luxury of the victor. He had won, so he could afford such pretenses.
   

        If he had lost, his eyes would be closed, and there would be no space for such niceties.
   

        Victory, battle - these are two words that a Secret Martial Artist could never avoid.
   

        There's no second place in martial arts. If you lose, you lose; if you win, you win. Anything could happen on the path of the pursuit of martial arts, and all difficulties must be faced. All one can do is just one thing - to win.
   

        To win all the way, until reaching the peak.
   

        The road ahead is perilous, and the journey is arduous, but he found it sweet.
   

        Boom!
   

        Not far behind him, structures that were teetering in the aftermath of the terrifying combat clash had finally collapsed.
   

        The four-storey building crumbled, the concrete and iron bars hitting the ground, sending chunks of rubble and dust flying like a grey wave.
   

        The dust storm swept by, with only Feng Liusi, glowing red and standing tall like a post in the middle of the stream. Around him was a circular area a few meters in diameter, as if an invisible hand had kept out the rain of rubble and the dust.
   

        Even a head-sized piece of debris flying towards him would instantly shatter upon contact and bounce away effortlessly.
   

        The air around was turbid, filled with a hazy, dim sense of gloom and defeat, akin to low visibility in dense fog.
   

        Thud...Thud...Thud...
   

        In the fog, the sound of approaching footsteps echoed.
   

        Alike with a red glow, a circular area was confidently advancing against the wave and soon appeared in Feng Liusi's field of view.
   

        "Done?" Feng Liusi lifted his head slightly.
   

        "Done."
   

        Casio came walking over from afar, now back to his normal form - a blonde youth about 175 cm tall. His physique was at the pinnacle of perfection, with a face so delicate it barely seemed human, his lips red and teeth white exuding elegance.
   

        It was hard to connect him with the muscular monstrosity he had transformed into just moments ago, as if the bloody battle of machines had nothing to do with him. It was as if they were completely unrelated.
   

        "What about you?" Casio asked in response.
   

        "Hmm, he's handled too."
   

        "Ghost Knife has become a real Ghost Knife..." Feng Liusi replied.
   

        "The wound on your body?" Casio frowned deeply.
   

        "Ah, this is the result of wanting to experience the Prism World of Three Blade Style. It's not too serious; the heart is still beating."
   

        Feng Liusi's expression did not reveal excessive pain, as though the sword wound that had nearly half of his body exposed did not exist at all.
   

        "A wound like this would normally take a year and a half to heal and might leave severe aftereffects. We'll have to use life vibration energy. All the Blood Spirit Association people have been killed by us, and I'm afraid that the small fish and shrimp in the Blood Nest won't be enough." Casio reflected for a moment and finally said, "However, it's not a problem, the Black Mechanism had promised us eight captured dark creatures."
   

        "As long as you're not dead, even if you're clinging to life, you can still survive if I infuse you with my life energy."
   

        This was the bottom line promise that Casio had made to Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan before the battle. No matter when, it always acted as a heartening medicine.
   

        The strength of a fighter who doesn't fear death can be imagined, and their mental quality would significantly improve. 
   

        When necessary, they could even adopt an injury-for-injury approach.
   

        "I understand. I've already forcibly closed this wound by controlling my muscles. As long as I don't engage in intense battle during this time, it doesn't matter if it takes one or two weeks," Feng Liusi said.
   

        "We won't need that long. In at most a day or two, we can get those dark creatures detained by the Black Mechanism."
   

        Casio came to Feng Liusi's side and took a glimpse at the wound.
   

        He slightly turned his head and, despite the thick fog, his face was still looking in the direction of the Tulip Antique Exhibition, "You rest for a bit. I'll go. What about the two core members of the Door Organisation?"
   

        "Capture them alive," Feng Liusi suggested.
   

        "Alright, I'll try."
   

        In a flash, Casio vanished from the spot. From afar, it looked as if an invisible vacuum passage was speedily extending towards the square in the fog, a vacuum in the dusty air.
   

        He had used up his burst technique, but it didn't matter. Casio in his normal state was also a top-notch combatant capable of influencing the battle. Not to mention the two core members of the Door Organisation were being besieged four to two. His joining the battlefield would be destructive.
   

        And indeed it was.
   

        The Circular Plaza in front of the Tulip Antique Exhibition had been completely destroyed. Sheng Feinan and Amos were up against the Black Peacock, while the two Yunquan Fist practitioners were dealing with the Purple General. The fight had been at a stalemate but the Door Organisation was clearly at a disadvantage.
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        The Black Peacock, after being besieged by Casio and others the last time, had overused his Invisibility Technique and was still suffering from the aftermath. Meanwhile, Purple General had just been attacked by Casio Amos and was dangerously close to being critically injured.
   

        Neither of them were in good condition.
   

        Now that they were both under siege, they were forced to pull themselves together.
   

        The reason why they were still gritting their teeth and fighting on was because they had faith in the top-notch fighting ability of Garoro Ghost Knife, a core member of their organization. They believed in the terrifying momentum brought about by the Blood Spirit Association leader's consumption of all the Dead Blood. They believed that they could achieve breakthroughs and victories on the two battlefields. As long as one of them could kill their opponent and rush over to help, they would be able to turn the tide and tip the scale of victory in their favor.
   

        "Ring of the Earth, Violent Dragon Step!"
   

        A foot, as sturdy as iron, stomped on the ground, shattering a thick brick beneath. A robust purple figure sped up, lashing out with a kick as heavy as a sturdy steel column, relentlessly repelling Tom, the Yunquan Fist Gate Master. The collision between leg and fist produced a fierce thud.
   

        Both sides were forced to retreat two or three steps back.
   

        Tom gazed at his opponent with a serious expression. Purple General's clothes were torn and faded, looking like mere rags. His trousers were split at the calf, the torn fabric hanging loosely, making them look like beach shorts.
   

        However, the exposed muscles displayed his robust physique, gleaming faintly in the sunlight as if they were coated with honey.
   

        A purple ring intricately patterned with lines extended across his chest, connecting to each of his robust muscles.
   

        It would have been a perfect physique if it hadn't been for the many bruises and scrapes left from violent punches, constantly seeping with blood. Clearly, he had been wounded significantly. A small part of these new wounds were caused by the combined efforts of Tom Oro, and more substantial ones were from the previous brutal attacks from Casio.
   

        Though Purple General was now being attacked by the two of them, he felt less pressure than when he was facing Casio alone. At the moment, he was not completely at ease, but he was still capable of continuously fending off their attacks and occasionally counterattacking.
   

        With the ring of the earth in operation, he was maintaining control over his entire body. Any vulnerabilities exposed a second ago could, in the next second, be eliminated or even turned into an advantage. While it wasn't as consistently powerful and unassailable as the Hexagonal Warrior, it still had a unique touch.
   

        At least, Oro Tom wasn't strong enough to destabilize the Ring of the Earth. To unravel this secret martial art, the opponent either had to be brutal and experienced, like a boxing master.
   

        They should be able to capture the vulnerability in the fleeting moment of transition.
   

        Alternatively, like Garoro Ghost Knife, they could use a terrifyingly destructive knife technique, disregarding the opponent's transition and using just one strike.
   

        Or peculiar enough like Casio to completely overwhelm Purple General's physique, rendering him unable to counter-attack even with the Ring of the Earth's transition.
   

        Unfortunately, neither Tom nor Oro could do this, so they could only slowly wear him down without the possibility of a decisive victory. If the previous master of Yunquan Fist, the current Great Elder, were here, he might be able to defeat Purple General through the first method.
   

        "Ring of the Earth, Python waist!"
   

        Purple General's figure bizarrely shifted, with his muscles and skeleton contorting in ways no ordinary human could. Surprisingly, he dodged the fierce attacks of Oro and Tom, both experienced fighters, and pulled himself up.
   

        He did not retreat, rather, he charged furiously towards the two.
   

        "Ring of the Earth, Armor Body!" As the ring on his chest flashed furiously, his upper body muscles bulged wildly, and his body lines folded inwards like an armor. Releasing the strength within his body, Purple General shouted, "Ring of the Earth, Mighty Arm!"
   

        He raised his arms, which looked like mighty purplish-black columns, and sliced through the space ahead as if he was unleashing the roaring power of a flood.
   

        "Yunquan Fist, Dog Bite!"
   

        This time, Tom did not dodge but chose to face it head-on. Twisting his body on the ground, he sprang forward like a rubber sling, pulling his right fist over his head, his knuckles clenched like a claw, ready to take a bite from the flesh with the fierceness of a savage dog.
   

        With a whistling sound, the Dog Bite seal punched out, ripping the air.
   

        Oro followed up with an attack at the same time, his hands swinging like a spear, one after the other, aiming precisely at the vital points on Purple General's body.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang! The sound reverberated as the powers clashed, with purple and white streams of air rolling and spreading outwards. The three of them were in a whirlwind of moves, barely seen through the chaos.
   

        Until there was a crack, the sound of bone breaking.
   

        Tom's left collarbone was horrifically broken by a punch, the skin bloody. He endured the pain, and with a ferocious counterattack, smacked his punch onto Purple General's chest, hurling him backward.
   

        However, Purple General had already activated the effect of Ring of the Earth Armor Body, thus his injury was reduced by at least 70%. As he was flung backward in mid-air, only a bit of blood overflowed from his mouth, and no harm was done to his chest.
   

        "Hehe, just wait, Ghost Knife and the president of the Blood Spirit Association will be back soon. I'll get back at you for these injuries"
   

        Purple General laughed coldly in his heart. In midair, he managed to regain his balance and was about to land in a feet-down stance.
   

        There was a loud thud.
   

        His back suddenly slammed into something hard and heavy.
   

        It was like a wall, a metal-cast alloyed iron wall.
   

        "Wha..." Purple General was just about to turn around when he felt a terrifying pressure enveloping him. It was like a vast magnetic field manipulating gravity, pinning him in place.
   

        At the same time, a pair of iron hands reached out like giant pincers from behind, slightly distorting the air with the pressure.
   

        New fear widened the general's eyes. He instantly activated his python waist, trying to use a violent dragon step to escape. But it was too late.
   

        The arms closed, as if a million-ton heavy iron gate brutally fell. With the terror of hydraulic pressure, they clenched together.
   

        Crack-ck-ck...
   

        Ahhhhhh!!!
   

        The sound of breaking bones and screams resonated, carrying agony that tore the heart. The python-strong waist of the Purple General was suddenly squeezed by a strong force, instantly reducing its diameter by half.
   

        With another squeeze, there was only one-third left.
   

        It was thinner than the waist of a sickly noble lady.
   

        The tough muscles beneath the skin, as strong as steel bars, and the elastic organs, were all crushed clean.
   

         The Purple General spit out a mouthful of fresh blood, and his body collapsed weakly. The ring of the earth on his chest had dimmed to its limit.
   

        Behind him, Casio slowly brought his hands back to his side. He remembered Feng Liusi's advice on capturing alive, so he held back at the last moment. Otherwise, Purple General would have been cut in half.
   

        He would have been cut in two, brutally, by arms strong as hydraulic pillars.
   

        Casio looked towards the distance, nodded at the bleeding Tom. The direct collisions and the injuries from punches were all part of Tom's strategy, in cooperation with Casio.
   

        Anyone with a lick of combat sense knew what to do when they saw Casio's victorious return.
   

        As expected.
   

        Tom merely broke a clavicle, but Purple General's waist was nearly snapped in two, utterly losing his ability to move or fight.
   

        He could only lie on the ground, at the mercy of others.
   

        At this moment, the only one who still could fight in the plaza was the Black Peacock. Even the elite members brought by the Door Organization were either dead or injured, with most lying on the ground.
   

        Either lifeless or moaning in pain.
   

        Almost at the same time, Casio, Tom, Oro, and Feng Liusi, who had just walked out of the fog, all focused their intense gazes on the last battlefield—the Black Peacock.
   

        "!!!!!!!!!!"
   

        The Black Peacock's heart skipped a beat as he dodged and rolled in the distance. His heart was pounding, and sweat poured down his face. Subconsciously, he looked up and saw the figures looking at him.
   

        "One, two, three, four...six!!!"
   

        At that moment, the Black Peacock had a vague sense of familiarity in his mind. It seemed he had encountered a similar situation not long ago — being surrounded and hunted — except this time, it was even more brutal. It had doubled from three to six!
   

        How was he supposed to fight this?
   

        Even if the invisibility technique didn't have side effects, it was too much to handle!
   

        Seeing the Black Peacock's sudden change in expression, Sheng Feinan and Amos' eyes narrowed, instantly sealing all his exits. At the same time, they let their momentum burst out, preventing the Black Peacock's attempts to break through.
   

        Thud.
   

        The figure before them abruptly knelt down on one knee.
   

        The Black Peacock raised his hands, his attitude resolute and without hesitation.
   

        "I surrender!"
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        Black Peacock was a person with a strong will to survive, always prioritizing his own safety above all else. His fear of death could be gleaned from his mastery of the Invisibility Technique.
   

        He was a core member of the organization, and there was no hierarchy between him and the other core members. Including the elusive leader, they all hold equal rankings. Joining the organization as a core member didn't have many explicit restraints, so Black Peacock had no qualms about surrendering.
   

        Despite no core member of the organization having been captured by other forces since its establishment, he had no intentions of being the first. Needless to say, his life certainly held more value.
   

        Kneeling on the somewhat intact gray floor, Black Peacock held his hands high in a sign of surrender. As he was under no pressure or any scheming whirling in his mind, his gaze was strangely clear and candid. He was clearly expressing to everyone that he wanted to surrender.
   

        He had no interest in matching wits for a mutual ruin.
   

        A glance around revealed six silhouettes standing tall on the plaza like towering structures. The farthest being a dozen meters away, and the nearest just behind him. They loosely formed an inescapable encirclement.
   

        Mingled dense auras, the stifling heavy air.
   

        Black Peacock took a deep breath after surveying the group around him.
   

        "Understood..."
   

        He violently thrust his palm onto his own chest. With no guard up, the thrust injured his vital organs, lung, and heart.
   

        He coughed up a mouthful of fresh blood. With his mouth edges smeared crimson, Black Peacock's vitality was at this moment severely weakened.
   

        After a strong bout of coughing, he once again looked at Casio and the others.
   

        "Is this good enough? Could I stand up now?"
   

        Looking at Black Peacock's face, surprisingly sincere, the six exchanged glances, obscuring their boiling auras.
   

        ************************
   

        A few hours later, in the evening at seven, the war subsided.
   

        The daytime heat gradually stabilized, becoming refreshing. The brilliant blue sky had now turned into black, like a gigantic curtain. Mounted over it were weighty clouds, the sparkling mass of numerous stars, and the moon emitting soft moonlight.
   

        Moonlight and starlight intermingled into a frigid silver hue. As if a thin veil, the night breeze gently brushed the faces of passersby. The serene moonlight casting tranquility over their hearts.
   

        The nightlife of vibrant Kula City had begun, the streets sprawling out to all directions, crowded with lively people.
   

        The neon lights are brilliantly colorful, like streamers.
   

        Only the street where the Tulip Antique Exhibition was held remained pitch-dark, not a speck of light, and full of desolation.
   

        It had been sealed off by the Black Mechanism. All the residents and hotel guests were evacuated. The entries to alleys and streets were marked off with yellow police caution tape. Armed officers from the City Police Station forbidden the public from entering.
   

        On the street opposite the Tulip Antique Exhibition was a standalone four-story building. Policemen dressed in black and blue uniforms were busily working around the area. Some officers were holding a pen and notebook, seemingly recording the damages to the building and the streets.
   

        Two or three police cars with flickering lights were also present nearby.
   

        "The impact point is on the third-story taunting wall toward the street. The bricks and stones were shattered open, forming a hole. It seems to be an extremely inertial and high-speed object. 12345...eight walls, consecutive holes punched through eight walls. Coming out from the other side of the building went straight through."
   

        A police officer's shocked voice could be heard from the third floor of the building.
   

        The same was being reported upon from the street behind the building.
   

        "The crash site is this large hole, creating a hole with a diameter of four meters, two meters deep. The impact was highly powerful, causing a fifteen-meter radius section of the ground to sink and fracturing more than half of the pavement. The object used is... A road roller?"
   

        "The road roller structure is twisted, metal skeletons and wheel axles show signs of being punched. From the number, position, and shape of the dents, it should be a result of a fight between two individuals..."
   

        "..."
   

        A police car with blue and black stripes wobbled past on the street. Its wheels struggled on the bumpy road.
   

        After a while, it pulled up near the building and stopped.
   

        A slightly overweight middle-aged policeman opened the car door. On one hand, he wiped his forehead sweat and slowly walked over. Seeing him, the officers on both sides greeted him: "Good evening Deputy Edwin...Hello, sir..."
   

        Edwin nodded, making his way to the back of the building.
   

        He approached several officers jotting down the scene and glanced at the Special Action Group leader talking to his subordinates not far away. Striding out with short legs, he quickly moved forward.
   

        "Charlie."
   

        "Hello, sir."
   

        After exchanging a look, they both walked to a secluded corner.
   

        Edwin whispered: "In today's case, the situation inside the sealed area, all members of the Special Action Group shouldn't reveal anything to anyone. This includes family members, colleagues at the police station."
   

        "Understood?"
   

        The ever gentle deputy commissioner was unusually stern
   

        "Understood, all members of our Special Action Group have signed the confidentiality agreement, we will not reveal the details of the operation to outside." 
   

        Charlie nodded earnestly. Besides being tasked with dealing terror attacks and serial killings, the Special Action Group occasionally worked with the Black Mechanism on cleanup missions. If it involved supernatural events, naturally every member of the team was tight-lipped.
   

        "Yes, I know you all have signed the confidentiality agreement. But this time it's different. Before, if the content was leaked, the whistleblower would be warned or fired. This time, if there is a leak, the violator will be handed over to the Black Mechanism for handling. You understand the implication, right?"
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        Edwin's tone grew increasingly stern as he continued.
   

        "The action records and event analysis of this special action group will be documented in the A-level secret archives. It's highly confidential."
   

        "A-level!"
   

        Charlie's pupils shrank. He had been the leader of the special action group for ten years, and most of the supernatural events he dealt with were "E" level. He only had three encounters with "D" level events. There were only two dangerous "C" levels events ever recorded in the supernatural archives of Kula City, without any "B" events.
   

        And now, he was handling an "A" level case. Charlie felt a lump in his throat, somewhat unnerved by the unexpected pressure.
   

        He drew a deep breath of cool air and nodded heavily, "Sir, I will remind each member of the Action Group repeatedly. The Action Archives will be written and handed in by them on the scene…"
   

        "Well, once you are done with the records here, go ahead to the heavily destroyed Circular Plaza for further records. The Tulip Antiques Exhibition Hall and the dozen or so buildings on both sides were all affected…"
   

        "It should be fast, I just went there. Hmm, they've all been levelled to the ground, be careful not to trip over the ruins."
   

        "You guys have worked hard."
   

        Edward patted Charlie's shoulder lightly.
   

        "No…" Charlie was about to speak, when suddenly a shrill scream echoed from the darkness of the alleyway, followed by a dull thud.
   

        From the shadows as thick as ink, a bulky man with black hair in tight shorts stepped out. He was dragging a silhouette by his right hand like a dead dog. It was a woman, judging by the long, yielding hair and the graceful figure. Her shoe tip dragged on the ground without making a sound. 
   

        She seemed as lifeless as a corpse.
   

        "Who's there!"
   

        Charlie blurted out anxiously, his right hand quickly reaching for his waist. But Edwin seized his hand mid-way.
   

        "Mr. Feng Liusi, are there other forces spying on us? Please let us know if you need any assistance."
   

        His tone was sincere, and he appeared to be lowering his posture. However, Edwin's grip on Charlie's wrist was so tight that his knuckles turned white from the strain.
   

        "There's no need, they're just some ants with too much curiosity. Just focus on your duties, I must go."
   

        The short-haired man responded indifferently.
   

        He dragged the woman away, silently disappearing into the darkness.
   

        Only half a minute after Feng Liusi had left did Edwin, drenched in sweat, finally breathe out a sigh of relief and let go of Charlie's wrist. He turned to glance at Charlie who seemed somewhat bewildered.
   

        "That Mr. Feng Liusi is a VIP of the mechanism. Sir Amos from the Black Mechanism who we met this afternoon also maintains a respectful attitude in front of him," Edward wiped his forehead with a handkerchief, "I came here a step ahead of you. Two hours ago, I saw Mr. Feng Liusi catch a spy. The spy resisted fiercely, knocking down two or three enclosure walls in a row."
   

        "Mr. Feng Liusi grew impatient, I saw him with my own eyes, gently pressing his finger against the person's forehead like this..." Edwin mimicked the motion, his eyes wide with fear.
   

        "And then..."
   

        Charlie swallowed hard, pressing the spot on his forehead that had just been touched.
   

        "And then, the man split apart, shattered into pieces. It started with the skin, spreading like a spider's web. The flesh fell off in chunks as if it had been stewed until tender and the internal organs couldn't hold without the muscles and gushed out with a swoosh. Finally, all that was left was a silver human skeleton. It makes me want to..."
   

        Edwin pulled a face as if he was about to vomit.
   

        Charlie hastily touched his cheek as if he expected his skin to drop off all of a sudden.
   

        His eyes reflected a lingering sense of fear.
   

        Edwin, looking at Charlie's shocked expression, inexplicably felt at ease, almost cheerful. Disgusting things had to be shared, or else they would continue to churn inside your heart.
   

        Whether this nausea would spread to Charlie was not Edward's concern. After sharing the story, he felt much better anyway.
   

        Stashing the sweat-soaked handkerchief back into his pocket, Edward turned to leave. But as if suddenly remembering something, he turned back around.
   

        "Oh, by the way. You shouldn't venture into the back hall of the Tulip Antiques Exhibition for now. Mr. Amos and his associates are resting there."
   

        "Oh, understood." Charlie nodded a little confusedly.
   

        Elsewhere, in the back hall of the Antique Exhibition, the lights were significantly bright.
   

        In the center of the living room laid two corpses — one in pieces and the other resembling a puddle of mud. Each one was shrouded in sheets of plastic similar to a death shroud.
   

        Off in the distance, on a brown leather sofa, a blond figure sat. He took a sip of hot tea before placing it back onto the coffee table.
   

        In the numerous hours of the afternoon, Casio had primarily done three things: examine the two bodies, discuss with the Yunquan Fist about the information related to the ancient relics of the Tulip Antiques Exhibition, and simply interrogate the fairly cooperative Black Peacock.
   

        The first matter dealt with the bodies of Garoro and Lian. Naturally, little needed to be said about Lian whose resonance body had been completely drained. Garoro, a core member of the Organization, possessed a Shard of the World Door. Casio tried to operate a sense of induction, but was unable to exert any effective influence.
   

        The second matter was as it sounded. Casio and the others found that most of the antiques came from an elderly collector in Ming Mountain City. After his death, his grandson entrusted a portion of the antique collection to the Antiques Exhibition for auction.
   

        The third matter concerned the information revealed by the Black Peacock.
   

        Due to certain reasons, the Black Peacock refrained from mentioning some aspects, refusing to speak about them or disclose the reasons.
   

        But in other respects, he responded to all queries.
   

        Among them was the purpose of the Organization's trip this time: the Devil's Book from myth and legend, the book known to bring misfortune and curse to people. Recorded within it are evil forbidden techniques, maps of ancient relics.
   

        It also had the capability to refine and transform fresh blood, enabling the manifestation of information within the blood. It could extract a part of the original owner's personality, fragments of memory, desires, skills, secret techniques, and even combat experience, and infuse this blood into any human body.
   

        The side effect, however, was to bear the unfortunate curse of bad luck.
   

        It's important to note that this seemingly tempting ability was meant for lower-level Transcendent Beings. At the level of fighters like Casio and the others, the cluttered secret techniques would indeed be a fatal weakness. What they pursued was a pure and single-minded Qi. If they were to ingest the refined blood, it would contaminate their own Qi.
   

        The losses would outweigh the gains.
   

        Only a monster like Dead Blood would have no concerns about it.
   

        The Devil's Book's ability was particularly suitable for rapidly training a batch of minions with combat abilities, rather than assisting the cultivation of strong beings.
   

        Upon hearing this identical effect, one could tell.
   

        The so-called Devil's Book of the Organization was in fact the Cupan Magic Box that the Blood Spirit Association wanted to acquire. The indestructible Magic Box contained the Devil's Book, the actual functional item.
   

        Casio inquired about how to open the Cupan Magic Box from the Black Peacock.
   

        But the Black Peacock feigned ignorance; he was not lying. The only person who knew how to open the Magic Box was the leader of the Organization. The Black Peacock and his ilk were only tasked with acquiring the Cupan Magic Box, not with opening it.
   

        This left Casio somewhat disappointed.
   

        Upon hearing the Black Peacock's details about the Devil's Book, his interest in the contents of the book was even higher than the ability to draw fresh blood. There must be some important information recorded in it, related to the Dark Age he vaguely sensed through various indirect information several times in his retrospection.
   

        On the sofa, as Casio pondered and fiddled with the palm-sized Cupan Magic Box in his hand, he suddenly felt some unevenness where his fingers touched and immediately stopped moving.
   

        He gently flipped the Magic Box over.
   

        Under the sunlight, the surface of the box was still smooth.
   

        But when Casio changed his viewing angle, he discovered a faint purple pattern gradually appearing at the center of the bottom of the box.
   

        It could only be seen when light was shining at it from a specific angle.
   

        Casio's gaze swept over the details, causing him to furrow his brows gradually.
   

        "Hmm? Why does it look a little like a Wisdom Rune?"
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        The lamp glowed with a yellow brightness, and the patterns on the magic box in his hand gradually became clear, as if they were symbols cobbled together from the ripples on the water surface.
   

        Casio thought of the Wisdom Rune on his chest, a black Ouroboros about the size of a palm, shaped like an "∞". With scales that lightly reflected a dark purple glow.
   

        The patterns on it were similar to those on the bottom of the magic box.
   

        He couldn't help but recall the information of the Wisdom Rune.
   

        It was called Ouroboros, the Cup of Blood that brewed the Blood of Eternal Life, and also the Wisdom Rune that guided forward climbing.
   

        Ouroboros comes from the mysterious Oyon Civilization, rumored to be one of the Infinite, Greatness, and Distant Five Keystones.
   

        "So, the patterns on the Magic Box might be related to the Five Keystones in the legends of the Oyon Civilization? Or, it simply a product of that era, possessing a unified aesthetic pattern?"
   

        Casio muttered his guesses, but the intuition in his heart inclined him more towards the former. Hence, Casio directly lifted his upper garment.
   

        Revealing a body that was somewhat slim and weak in its normal state, the skin possessed a jade-like quality, as if it was coated with a transparent shell. Under the conditions of converging his aura, no one would regard this body as a violent fighting machine.
   

        In front, on his chest, the logo of the Wisdom Rune was visible.
   

        Under the light yellow halo of the lamp, it faintly emitted a dark purple color.
   

        Casio glanced at the upper right corner, behind the Ouroboros logo of Wisdom Rune, was a long charge progress bar, which was already full now. He had killed countless dark creatures during this period, especially the Dead Blood, almost wiping out a Blood Spirit Association. The absorption of Disaster Essence had long been sufficient.
   

        However, Casio had already used the annual enhancement opportunity of the Wisdom Rune when creating the Golem War Art.
   

        So, the function of the Wisdom Rune temporarily fell into cooldown.
   

        On the sofa, Casio took a careful look at the symbol pattern on the back of the Cupan Magic Box, and then looked at the logo on his chest. The more he mused, the more similar the two seemed, and the more connected they appeared.
   

        Under the light, the Wisdom Rune faintly flickered. Quietly, the dark purple Ouroboros logo seemed to move a little.
   

        Casio sharply captured this moment of change, a fighter's observation and reaction capabilities are far beyond that of ordinary people. He was confident about his judgment, just now the Ouroboros logo slowly rotated.
   

        With narrowed eyes, he was quickly thinking in his mind. Casio suddenly thought of the Cupan Magic Box in his hand, so he moved the hand holding the box a little closer to his chest. As expected, the Ouroboros logo on the chest, which had been stable, began to rotate.
   

        The scales on its surface began to slowly move, and the node where the snakehead bit its tail also began to shift on a fixed track, at a very slow speed.
   

        Casio's gaze became strange.
   

        Usually, the Wisdom Rune does not make a move, neither during normal times nor during the absorption of disasters. Only when he has fully accumulated the Disaster Essence, for his once-a-year enhancement,
   

        Does the Ouroboros logo start to rotate quickly in cycles.
   

        "..."
   

        Casio couldn't reach a conclusion for the moment, so he decisively pressed the bottom of the box directly towards his chest. Visibly, as the distance between the two decreased, the Ouroboros began to rotate violently.
   

        The black and purple glow on the surface suddenly became dense.
   

        The pattern at the bottom of the magic box also lit up, as if responding to it. The flickering cyan-purple brilliance was dazzling and mesmerizing.
   

        Snap.
   

        The two runes finally came together.
   

        Casio shuddered violently. He felt as if a scalding-hot branding iron had been pressed onto his chest. High temperatures pierced through the flesh and seemed to quickly sweep through his entire body.
   

        In his trance, it seemed that some sort of liquid was being secreted ceaselessly from the location of the Wisdom Rune, it was scorching hot, invisible. It seeped through the body, passing through bones and internal organs, across muscles and the epidermis.
   

        Finally, it flowed out from the skin and was absorbed by the Cupan Magic Box.
   

        The moment the change occurred, Casio clenched his fingers around the magic box, and with a single thought, he could pull it off.
   

        But for some reason, he felt in his heart that this change should not be stopped. A faint voice was telling him,
   

        The current situation was beneficial.
   

        So Casio obeyed his intuition, he believed that a fighter's instinct of seeking profit and avoiding harm could absolutely not harm himself.
   

        Time passed, second by second.
   

        Casio gradually moved his gaze to the upper right corner of his line of sight.
   

        Behind the Wisdom Rune, the progress bar for Disaster Essence accumulation was noticeably shortening, as if it was being used up by something.
   

        He didn't know how long it had been when there came a click from his chest.
   

        He looked down and found that the rugged body of the Cupan Magic Box had cracked. Those materials which were somewhat like metal fell one by one, disintegrating and dissipating in the air. Under the light, they looked like a trace of fleeting silver-white fog.
   

        A palm-sized page fell into Casio's hand with a soft thud, the protective outer shell of the Cupan Magic Box had been unlocked.
   

        He immediately connected it to the Wisdom Rune.
   

        There must be an important connection between the two, which led to resonance, and the Devil's Book fell out of the box.
   

        Casio took a deep breath and looked at the Wisdom Rune on his chest again. Luckily, there weren't any strange changes.
   

        He pulled his clothes back down.
   

        He examined the legendary Devil's Book in his hand.
   

        It was a book with a black hardcover, extremely smooth to touch, the hardcover material was like an animal's carapace.
   

        On the surface of the Devil's Book, a grotesque skull logo was vividly engraved, seeming to showcase the evil contained within the book.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 523: 289 Ranked Fifth Dark Ultimate Form (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        At the top of the skull are five differently colored gemstones.
   

        All of them are diamond-shaped, each about the size of a pinky fingernail.
   

        Of the five gems, three are very dim. Only the two in front light up, revealing an irresistibly warm and charming color.
   

        Casio examined the exterior carefully and finding nothing else, he then slowly flipped open the pages. Flap… flap...
   

        Blank, blank, and still blank.
   

        All the pages retained their original colors, with no content at all. The pages were as thin as cicada wings, yet surprisingly tough. Casio tugged hard at them, but these thin pages showed no change, which was quite astonishing. However, no matter how miraculous the materials of the book, without any content it would be useless. Was this just a blank notebook?
   

        He clearly recalled the Black Peacock saying that the Devil's Book in mythical legends contained evil forbidden techniques and maps of ancient ruins. As a result, although he had obtained the Devil's Book, reality was a huge disappointment for Casio. A twinge of regret began stirring in his heart.
   

        All of the disaster essences he had accumulated seemed to have been consumed. Although they couldn't be used originally, Casio still felt a great loss. He began to question his own intuition and couldn't help but flip through the book several times.
   

        Yet, all of the pages remained blank.
   

        Unwilling to give up, Casio tried to burn it, soak it in water, freeze it, and employed all sorts of methods. He even asked Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan for help.
   

        After an hour of fiddling, there was still no progress.
   

        Just as he was about to temporarily give up, the image of the Devil's Book cover surfaced in his mind. If anything was unusual about this book, it would probably be the skull and the gemstones. So, Casio ended up studying the cover for another half hour.
   

        Hard work pays off, as he finally found a way.
   

        The method was...
   

        To press the two glowing gemstones with a finger and channel Qi into them. The person who made this book was simply a genius.
   

        Who could have thought of such a premise to unlock the book's content!
   

        After Casio channeled the Qi, the two glowing gems dimmed again, and the first two pages of the blank book finally had some content. Before reading it, he tested the other three dim gems with Qi again.
   

        No effect. The content of the book did not increase.
   

        Casio rubbed his chin, quickly deducing that the Devil's Book might need to be charged to unlock its content. And the charging of energy was obviously related to the wisdom runes he had been using.
   

        Given the drain of the disaster essence progress bar in the field of view status bar…
   

        Casio thought that the energy the Devil's Book needed was probably the disaster essence or the spirit blood transformed by the disaster essence.
   

        All the disaster energy he had obtained from nearly annihilating the entire Blood Spirit Association had only charged two gems. While this left Casio somewhat annoyed, it also piqued his curiosity about the contents of the Devil's Book. The higher the price, the more valuable the object, isn't it?
   

        Casio kept his curiosity in check and continued pondering on the Devil's Book's stringent user conditions. Having only disaster essence wasn't sufficient for one to see the contents of this book - the user necessarily had to be a fighter from the Secret Martial Art practioners.
   

        Or in other words, fighters and above who could freely control Qi among humans. So dark creatures wouldn't work. They naturally couldn't master Qi and could even be considered as enemies of Qi.
   

        "Dark creatures can't read this Devil's Book..."
   

        Casio made a simple conclusion, thoughts scrolling rapidly in his mind. He noted this speculation and took a moment to calm himself, sipped some hot tea, and opened the book.
   

        The Devil's Book only revealed two pages of content after charging.
   

        The first page.
   

        Casio took a careful look and froze in place.
   

        Demon Idol!!!!!!
   

        How could it be?!
   

        His breath hitched, and his heart nearly leapt out of his chest. His dark biological transformation resulted in a dark creature which was a Demon Idol, and its origin was the blood vessel mutation caused by the meteorite during the last retrospective of the Black Rain Villa. This time the mutation seemed to be stimulated by the fragment of the door during the retrospective, causing Casio to evolve out of control in the midst of the fight, almost transforming into the Demon Idol.
   

        Normally, the Demon Idol should have been a unique creation born of chance. How could it be mentioned in the Devil's Book?
   

        Suppressing his astonishment, Casio continued reading.
   

        The contents on this page appeared to be about the Demon Idols, monstrous beings from the darkness, with a ferocious and enormous diagram of a demon idol on the side.
   

        It was identical to what Casio saw in the Black Cocoon.
   

        Next to it was the introduction.
   

        Demon Statue: A powerfully monstrous creature birthed from the Endless Calamity, measuring four to ten meters in size and endowed with terrifying brute force. It is the epitome of a combat machine that combines speed and strength.
   

        It ranks fifth among all dark creature ultimate forms.
   

        "Dark Creature Ultimate Forms?!"
   

        Casio immediately caught onto the key, integrating some of the previous information he had and consolidating certain Intelligence.
   

        Then, based on the contents of the Devil's Book, he reached a conclusion.
   

        Dark creatures belonged to various clans, each theoretically ruled by a king. However, not all clans were able to give birth to an ultimate form; only ones with substantial power may have the chance to transcend evolution over millennia.
   

        These entities could be referred to as ultimate forms or original dark forms.
   

        For instance, the Blood Clan had the mythical Umirah, the True Ancestor of Blood.
   

        Her image was supposedly a tremendously frightening bat. The so-called Blood Ceremony of the direct descendants of Blood Clan was left behind by Umirah. The power invoked was also hers, which could be used to purify primal blood.
   

        Beyond that were the Totem Wizards of the Hundred Thousand Mountains.
   

        Their power stemmed from the king hidden deep within the Hundred Thousand Mountains, the Totem King Cassius. The aura inadvertently emitted during his slumber in the mountains altered the surrounding environment, leading to animals, plants, and even inanimate objects mutating and developing totems.
   

        Then, there's The Blood Spirit Association, their state of resonance bodies condensed from high-rank dead blood, closely resembled the form of an ultimate form.
   

        Throughout his retrospections, Casio had traversed the expanses of the earth and sea, yet he had never caught any signs of these dark creature ultimate forms.
   

        He recalled the Totem King who was rumored to be in deep slumber and the True Ancestor of Blood who was nowhere to be found, along with the death state of the high-rank Blood Clan he encountered during his last retrospection. He temporarily formed a speculative theory about the changing of the environment – didn't the world allow an original form to present freely?
   

        Or, obtaining formidable power came with a cost.
   

        Was the cost a long sleep?
   

        He took a deep breath and continued to scan the contents.
   

        The content on the page detailed the various attributes of the dark creature Demon Idol, including but not limited to its physiological structure, living habits, diet preferences, various combat states, and innate instincts.
   

        It was an encyclopedia of sorts, being very comprehensive in its dissection.
   

        At times, as Casio read the material and felt a thrill in his heart, his core of the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol seemed to mimic the state of the Demon Idol, whether in terms of combat outburst or physical reconstruction. His fighting style was something he had figured out himself, primarily by combining his sturdy physique with his boxing method.
   

        But now, he had the elucidation and explanation from the Devil's Book.
   

        Could he try to stimulate various combat states and even the various innate instincts of the Demon Idol under the Demon Idol state of the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol? Like the Fresh Blood sense mentioned in the book.
   

        This was an innate instinct of the Demon Idol, as long as the enemy got itself stained with its blood during a fight, it could be tracked down by the Fresh Blood sense no matter where it hid. Unless the distance was too far or too much time had passed.
   

        Casio continued to read until he finished the contents on this page, still unsatiated. For someone like him who lacked knowledge about the Demon Idol, he really needed this kind of supplementation. To know thyself and to know thy enemy ensures success in a hundred battles.
   

        Now, Casio obviously understood himself better.
   

        He lifted his head, his eyes vacant, seeming to be relieving the pressure from the overload of information in his brain. After a brief rest, Casio turned the page, revealing the second page of the Devil's Book.
   

        "The Secret of the Southern Dipper", the map to the relic where the secret resides.
   

        Slap!
   

        He slapped his thigh directly.
   

        Feeling sleepy but getting a pillow, even if Casio was slow, he understood what was happening. The contents revealed by the Devil's Book were the important information he had wanted to know most recently!
   

        Could this be a wish-granting encyclopedia?!
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        "If this is true, it couldn't be better..."
   

        Casio, in an instant, elevated the importance of the Devil's Book in his mind by several levels, almost on par with the Wisdom Rune.
   

        Obtaining crucial information at the right time, place, and circumstance. Its role is no less significant than the Wisdom Rune, capable of extracting the blood of the spirit, and is even superior in some aspects.
   

        His gaze upon the book started to hold more reverence.
   

        Settling his mind, Casio carefully read the second page.
   

        The Southern Dipper's secrets were mentioned repeatedly within.
   

        The boxing method described was the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist!
   

        Indifferent, ruthlessly fierce, quiet, transforming stillness into motion, a single fatal strike! Its combat style mainly seeks to exploit the opponent's flaws.
   

        Just like a silent snake hidden amidst chaotic bushes, waiting for its prey to pass by, then suddenly launching out, and swiftly sealing its victim's throat upon drawing blood!
   

        Contrasting with the aggressive strikes of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist leans more towards passivity. It waits for the enemy to expose weaknesses in their offensive and defensive moves, seizing this opportunity to ruthlessly kill.
   

        Thus, using a snake to describe it is not misunderstanding at all.
   

        This is indeed a cold and venomous snake.
   

        The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, like the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, corresponds to the constellation of the Star Python in the sky, the object of cultivation and meditation. All stars connected together form a poisonous python ready to prey with its mouth wide open. The complete star chart comprises sixty-six stars.
   

        Akin to the Red Vulture Fist representing the constellation of the giant vulture.
   

        Furthermore, the Devil's Book records. The main body parts cultivated in the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist are also the acupuncture points, with a focus on special forces. Various skills and techniques are all designed to maximize the destructive force.
   

        The Secret Skill of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist: Deathfang Power, causes decomposition and tear-up.
   

        The Secret Skill of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist: Echo Strength, causes explosive resonance.
   

        In simple terms, the place where Deathfang Power is applied will form cracks. The place where Echo Strength is applied will cause an explosion.
   

        The force can not only explode on the body surface but can also penetrate inside the objects. Imagine during a battle with a secret martial artist, a hand grenade suddenly explodes in their chest.
   

        This situation is extremely dangerous for fighters. After all, compared to their hardened epidermis and muscles from their training, their internal organs and veins are still fragile. While they are much more tenacious than ordinary people, they still cannot withstand the damage from the explosion.
   

        Casio continued to read, garnering even more information.
   

        The second page of the Devil's Book mentioned that the secrets of the Southern Dipper are the culmination of many ancient assassinating fists. While they may conflict with each other, they also have deep thematic connections.
   

        If a person cultivates two Southern Dipper secrets at the same time, they will either perish explosively, or resonances will occur, echoing each other.
   

        To put it in understandable terms.
   

        That means, there is no situation where one cultivates two Southern Dipper secrets peacefully. Either the situation gets worse, bad enough to result in deviation leading to explosive forces, or the situation gets better, aiding in faster cultivation through resonance of the two skills.
   

        All of this depends on the cultivator's level of compatibility.
   

        Casio deeply imprinted these words in his heart and continued to read. The following content was mainly about the location of the ancient ruins where the Southern Dipper Sonic Snake Fist resides, and even a map of the ruins was attached.
   

        As he sat on his brown-tan sofa, looking at the map of the ancient ruins, the more he looked, the more familiar it felt.
   

        Medieval style paintings, the old names of major regions, or rivers and mountains, none of the distances are drawn to scale.
   

        Isn't this the Akaba Ruins?!
   

        During the last retrospection, Casio undertook a punitive final mission from the Black Rain Villa. The task was to locate the Akaba Ruins within 180 days, for which Casio hired a professor from Warmingda University.
   

        They finally located the site.
   

        In the north of the Hong Li Federation, Shire County, the Alfama Mountains.
   

        Located between Ming Mountain City and Jinghu City.
   

        Seeing this, Casio instantly confirmed his target.
   

        During the antique exhibition a few days ago, he obtained some related information and had suspicions about the location of the ruins being in the Alfama Mountains. However, there was information about the Black Rain Villa, which made Casio unable to confirm the location.
   

        As it turns out, his initial intuition was correct.
   

        The location of the Southern Dipper Silent Fist is the same Alfama Mountains ancient ruin from his previous retrospection.
   

        Casio's eyes flickered, and he suddenly started mulling over the connection between this map in the Devil's Book and the torn map provided by the Black Rain Villa.
   

        Their styles and paintings are practically identical.
   

        Another little mystery.
   

        He didn't want to delve deeper, and continued looking at the map of the inside of the ruins. It was quite complex. The ruin covered a wide area and had many layers both above and below. Casio had only explored a small part of it during his last visit, which was one of the safer upper three floors.
   

        The map showed that the secret manual for the Southern Dipper Silent Fist was located in the lower three floors. Those areas were extremely dangerous, fraught with countless traps and occasionally lurked by various bizarre creatures.
   

        Just like the holy beetle swarm that Casio encountered.
   

        Even High Order Blood Clan fled when they encountered them.
   

        Speaking of the Blood Clan, Casio pondered that the Dark Creatures nesting in the ruins should be due to the unusual nature of these ancient relics. He remembered that the Black Rain Villa's control and sensing of the Eerie Night Guest marker would be cut off near the ruins.
   

        Following some more contemplation, Casio closed the Devil's Book and walked out of the room, informing Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan of the information he just obtained. He even showed them the pages directly.
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        In the living room, Casio spread out the Devil's Book on the coffee table, while Sheng Feinan and Feng Liusi sat on either side of the sofa watching.
   

        After about half a minute of silence...
   

        Casio crossed his arms and leaned back into the sofa, meeting two puzzled looks from either side, their emotions a bit complex. 
   

        Sheng Feinan sipped his hot tea, his tone elegant.
   

        "Casio, the content is still blank. Stop beating around the bush, tell us directly how to read it. Do we need to look at it from a certain angle? Or does it require a certain angle of light refraction?"
   

        "Huh?"
   

        Casio immediately sat up halfway, slightly confused, "I can see the content though, the pages contain a map of the Ancient Ruins."
   

        Hearing Casio speak with such certainty, Feng Liusi, who was next to him, looked at the blank paper again and joked, "The Emperor's New Book?"
   

        One minute later.
   

        "It seems that only I can see the content of this book..."
   

        Casio stretched out his hand and pinched the Devil's Book on the coffee table. It turned out that this thing had the function of preventing others from peeping.
   

        It seemed that only those who provided the energy and Qi could see it. To others, it was just a book without words.
   

        So this meant...
   

        Casio had to manually draw a detailed map of the relic.
   

        "Damn it." He cursed silently, for him, a martial artist, to pick up the pen again was a bit difficult. Although not much time had passed in the real world, Casio had spent several years in the Era of Retrospection and had long forgotten his drawing skills.
   

        But there was no choice, he still had to draw the map. The Ancient Ruins were complex and dangerous, so it was impossible to explain everything verbally.
   

        Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan were going to explore with Casio, so they also needed to understand the various escape routes, traps, and mechanisms. 
   

        He certainly didn't want to slack off and get them both harmed. 
   

        Therefore, Casio asked Yunquan Fist, the host, for paper and drawing tools, planning to complete drawing the relic map overnight.
   

        Meanwhile, Feng Liusi was resting in his room, waiting for Casio to communicate with the Black Mechanism the next day, while he healed his injuries. 
   

        As the one in the best condition, Sheng Feinan was studying the Spiral Eyed Sword. He said he always felt that the sword was not simple and might contain immense and mysterious power. He planned to increase his combat skills and hidden cards before going to the Ancient Ruins.
   

        The Black Mechanism's new steward, Amos, was dealing with all kinds of affairs. These included but were not limited to observing the movements of Gate Organization, temporarily blocking the news of the fall and capture of several core members of the Gate Organization, requesting reinforcements from the headquarters, and contacting the cages in eight branches.
   

        It could be said that he was the busiest person. However, Amos was very happy and even delighted. He had revealed during his fight with Casio that he had a deep grudge against the Gate Organization.
   

        The results of today's battle, one death and two injuries to three core members of the Gate Organization, made Amos's mood extremely satisfying.
   

        As for Yunquan Fist, his mood was neither good nor bad.
   

        The good news was that the Blood Spirit Association's surprise attack had been avenged, although not by them. The bad news was that many disciples of Yunquan Fist had been injured or killed, the buildings and reputation of the Tulip Antique Exhibition had been damaged, and all the mysterious ancient relics had been taken away by the group of three, Casio and others.
   

        Despite many dissatisfaction...
   

        But, Yunquan Fist didn't dare to act rashly for the time being.
   

        Yunquan Fist's Gate Master Edwin had seen the terrifying strength of Casio's group, and also the Black Mechanism was on Casio's side.
   

        He had to weigh the pros and cons if he wanted to cause trouble.
   

        All of Yunquan Fist's fighters might not even be enough!
   

        As for the East Nine Gates, it was a shared interest community in the eastern secret martial arts world, and not something Yunquan Fist could control unilaterally. The other eight gates had their own judgments and positions. It was not easy to persuade them without involving related collective interests. A bunch of ancient relics was not enough to go to war. 
   

        Under the combined influence of various factors.
   

        Kula City was strangely calm tonight, as if all the undercurrents, surging waves, had ended in the battle this afternoon. All the intrigue, plots, or desires were buried.
   

        Only in a study room on the third floor of the building behind the Antique Exhibition...
   

        Casio's incessant cursing could be heard.
   

        "Damn it, I've wasted another sheet!"
   

        He held up the paper in his hand, on which there was a noticeable trembling mark. The original straight line had turned into a wavy line.
   

        With a stern face, Casio crumpled the paper into a ball and threw it into the trash can next to him with a whoosh. The trash can shook a bit.
   

        A dozen or so crumpled paper balls inside almost fell out.
   

        Since the evening, hours had passed. He hadn't succeeded in drawing the map even once, failing more than a dozen times.
   

        This would be normal for an average person, but not for Casio. While he hadn't seriously touched paper and pen for years, a martial artist was still a martial artist. With a little familiarisation, a Secret Martial Artist's absolute control over muscles could easily complete the drawing action, like a machine.
   

        However, Casio was indeed a little unfortunate. No matter how he drew it over the past few hours, it was never good enough, always falling short. Sometimes he would be lost in thought halfway through, other times he would hit his hand just as he was finishing.
   

        Fumbling, it was so frustrating it could kill.
   

        He took a deep breath, deciding to suppress his inner frustration and draw again. After a few breaths, Casio opened his eyes.
   

        Raising the pen in his hand, the nib was placed back on the sketch paper.
   

        His arm moved slightly.
   

        Crack!
   

        The pen broke!
   

        "Fuck!"
   

        Moved by his emotions, he clenched the pen, exerting more force than necessary. It was crushed into a heap of wood shavings.
   

        They fell between his fingers like trickling streams of water.
   

        "I can't draw anymore, I'll do it tomorrow!"
   

        Casio got up feeling downcast, walking towards the window. Outside, the moon was sparse and the cold wind chilled. The window was half-open, and the creamy-white curtain at the edge was gently fluttering.
   

        He stuck his head out, glancing outside.
   

        At that instant, Casio froze, his Deathfang Power was shaking uncontrollably inside of him. Unexpectedly and without warning, his thirteenth acupuncture point broke through.
   

        Without any signs, quietly and stealthily.
   

        Pitter patter, his special force wildly dissipated.
   

        Half of Casio's body was hanging out of the window. Suddenly, he lurched forward, falling straight out like a wooden stake.
   

        Before falling, he stretched out his hand, trying to grab the window.
   

        But after touching it, he was still unable to stop the fall.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        Under the bleak moonlight, a dark shadow fell from the third floor.
   

        Unfortunately, head first, hitting the cement floor directly. His explosion of Deathfang Power caused the ground to crack and shatter like tofu. His skull dug into the ground.
   

        At this moment, he looked like a giant tree planted on the floor.
   

        "Damn, good thing my head is hard."
   

        Casio managed to suppress the turmoil in his body, flipped over and jumped up. Scrunching his brows, he slapped the stone dust off his hair.
   

        His eyes became gradually dark as he muttered to himself.
   

        "My luck seems to be getting..." "Bang!"
   

        A heavy window fell freely from above, hitting Casio's head hard. The glass shattered with a clatter, scattering in all directions. Under the pale moonlight, Casio's face was as dark as steel, standing still on the spot.
   

        A wooden window frame hung around his neck like a collar.
   

        He reached out, took off the window, looked at the hole in the glass made by his head, and then at the hole in the ground.
   

        He was lost in a deep silence.
   

        Every single hair on Casio seemed to be radiating fury.
   

        "Is this the consequence of the so-called Devil's Book?"
   

        "The user and the owner will be cursed and have bad luck for a while. Like falling from a building or being hit by a window..."
   

        Suppressing his raging fury, he tried to make a rational analysis: "It is unlucky, definitely lethal for ordinary people, but for me, these two things are not..."
   

        "Zing!!!!!!!!!!"
   

        A Spiral Eyed Sword broke violently through the wall, its blade radiating a terrifying glow. The patterns on it seemed to flow like crystal.
   

        The dazzling light from the sword was like the brilliance of a supernova explosion!
   

        Zoom...
   

        A streak of golden-red sparks frantically rubbed against the air.
   

        Casio's eyes bulged, his muscles bulging. His millstone-like hands pressed against the blade, clamping it tight as steel plates.
   

        His muscle fibers twitched, like coiled steel bars.
   

        Inside the building, two familiar voices suddenly could be heard.
   

        "How did we lose grip?"
   

        " "
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        Amidst a string of conversations, Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan emerged from the hole in the wall torn open by the sword's brilliance. They were taken aback to see Casio holding a sword in front of him, hands clasped together as if he was facing a formidable opponent.
   

        In the dim moonlight, Sheng Feinan wore a loose black overcoat, his right palm wrapped in a white bandage used for sword practice.
   

        He looked in disbelief at Casio, who seemed a bit flustered.
   

        "When did you get down here?" He asked in confusion. Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan had been studying the Spiral Eyed Sword, an antique, near the living room and had just gone to the nearby training room for a demonstration.
   

        Unexpectedly, Shen Feinan had just become familiar with the Spiral Eyed Sword and found the key points to stimulate the hidden power in the sword's body. However, the sudden increase in the sword's glare was too fierce and unexpected, causing the spiral sword to slip from his hand.
   

        In one fell swoop, it shattered the robust wall of the antique exhibition hall's backroom.
   

        Poor Casio, who had just fallen down, was the unfortunate victim. If he hadn't reacted in time, he would likely have been injured by the sharp sword blade.
   

        "I fell a few seconds ago," Casio responded gloomily to Sheng Feinan's question.
   

        Sheng Feinan paused, "From the third floor?"
   

        His gaze involuntarily swept over the faintly reflective glass shards on the ground, the adjacent window frame, and the potholes in the cement floor.
   

        "Why can't you take the normal path?" He said instinctively. Casio's face visibly darkened even more.
   

        "This is a side effect of using the Devil's Book, or it could be called a misfortune curse. It's making me unlucky. I fell head-first from the third-floor window. That sword you just let slip, may have a lot to do with this side effect..."
   

        As Casio spoke, he handed the Spiral Eyed Sword, whose glow was slowly disappearing, to Sheng Feinan. But halfway through, he stretched his hand back and with a serious expression said: "Let's not study the Spiral Eyed Sword today. I'm afraid you might have a muscle spasm and strike me again. It's better if I keep it for now... "
   

        "I'll give it back to you for research once my streak of bad luck is over." The scenes from a little while ago flashed before Casio's eyes causing him to feel a bit uncomfortable. Suddenly, a ray of sword light burst through the wall, enough to scare anyone to death. He was more fortunate. The Spiral Eyed Sword, a battle secret treasure imbued with special energy, could easily smash through walls and ceilings.
   

        He feared that while he was diligently drawing a map in the study room on the third floor, a large cross-shaped sword would suddenly protrude from beneath the chair he was sitting on. The chair with him in it would be hurled upwards... Just thinking about that scenario was eerily thrilling, so he had to guard against the slightest misstep.
   

        "Um… alright. If you need any help during this period, just let Feng Liusi and me know. How long will this misfortune last?" Sheng Feinan reluctantly glanced at the Spiral Eyed Sword in Casio's hand. He had just started to understand it a bit, but now Casio had temporarily seized it. However, he was afraid he might lose control of the sword's light and end up splitting Casio during practice.
   

        "Most likely, you won't need to..." Casio seemed to recall something, quickly changing his tone, "No, I will need your help. Please keep your distance from me, as the only foreseeable threats to me are you two..."
   

        He had no idea how powerful the side effects of the Devil's Book were so he decided to be cautious. Hence, with utmost sincerity, Casio said to Sheng Feinan, "No more sword practice for now."
   

        He then turned towards Feng Liusi, who was eagerly watching the scene unfold, with an even more stern and dignified expression, "Please restrain from experimenting recklessly..."
   

        Feng Liusi's smile froze. He wondered if this kid was cursing him? His words seemed weirdly unsettling.
   

        But since Casio seemed quite serious, both of them nodded.
   

        Casio now seemed satisfied. He stepped forward, intending to go inside through the hole in the wall. But a sudden instinct made him quickly retract his step. He glanced at the thick sturdy wall that had been slashed diagonally yet still seemed solid and robust.
   

        Two seconds later.
   

        Bang! Half of the wall just collapsed without warning. The rubble and dust flew, pouring down like water. 
   

        Casio nodded, a knowing look in his eyes. He decisively turned around and began walking towards the entrance of the antique exhibition.
   

        His pace was steady, exuding an air of composure.
   

        Upon walking for about dozen meters, Casio's foot moved to the left, his entire body shifting more than a meter away in an instant, like a ghost.
   

        Thud!
   

        A terracotta flower pot, the size of a head, suddenly fell from the sky and smashed onto the ground. The terracotta pieces scattered, and the dirt and green plants inside spilled out, covering the ground.
   

        "That's... a balcony above there."
   

        Casio looked up to see a semi-circular balcony on the fourth floor. Seven or eight pots of lush foliage were arranged on the balcony railing. They seemed to have been blown down by a gust of wind.
   

        "What kind of wind can blow down such a heavy flower pot..."
   

        As he was muttering to himself, he heard a whooshing sound above. A gust of strong wind seemed to have swept across, and the red terracotta pots were shaking again before falling down, aiming for his position.
   

        "Damn it."
   

        Casio cursed under his breath and prepared to dodge quickly. However, the foot that he extended stepped on the shattered pieces of the pot, causing him to slip. His movements delayed, the two pots hit their mark.
   

        Thud! Thud!
   

        Both pots landed squarely on his head. The collision shattered the pots, leaving only two clumps of green plants and black soil sticking on Casio's head, resembling two topknots.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "..."
   

        Wiping a handful of murky, earthy soil off his head, Casio took a deep breath and quickly walked towards the open plaza.
   

        There was not much clutter on the square, basically, it had been cleaned up in the afternoon. Only a few police cars parked in the corner, and some unlucky cops still working at night.
   

        Whirr, whirr, whirr...
   

        A police car drove in quickly from the straight street, apparently aiming to park beside the other cars. But for some reason, it was speeding up more and more, and the direction was obviously off-course.
   

        It charged at Casio with a feverish speed.
   

        Bang!
   

        The car plowed directly into a load-bearing column. The entire hood flipped and distorted as plumes of black smoke escaped from the cracks.
   

        Casio stood to one side, stroking his chin. The glass of the police car was already shattered, revealing a cop in the driver's seat who was sweating profusely and looked terrified. He was still desperately wrenching the steering wheel.
   

        "What happened? Car failure?" asked Casio.
   

        "Ah? Oh. The… the brakes suddenly failed, and the steering wheel… is also useless," the young cop was still as pale as a ghost, swallowing repeatedly as he spoke, his mind still reeling from the sudden turn of events.
   

        "Interesting. The side effect of the Devil's Book is to worsen my luck, causing all sorts of bad things to happen around me…"
   

        Crash!
   

        A huge signboard overhead fell right onto Casio's head, causing a loud metallic clang. This signboard measured three to four meters in length, presenting the words "Gold Antique Exhibition" in the art form of solid steel. It was large and heavy, and when it fell, Casio's feet shook, causing the steps to crack.
   

        "Are… are you alright, sir!"
   

        The cop got out of the driver's seat with a terrified look on his face. The head of the young man was stuck in between the signboard, fitting perfectly between the gap of the words "Gold" and "Antique".
   

        At first glance, Casio seemed like a flesh-and-blood pole stuck on the ground, blocking the moonlight above his head and casting a large shadow, somewhat resembling an urban legend's creepy figure.
   

        "I… I'm fine, you should get out of here first, it's dangerous…"
   

        With his head buzzing, Casio uttered these words, then after a few seconds, bewilderment turned into rage. Why? He could accept the bad luck curse being aimed at his body, as it was the price to pay for the valuable knowledge obtained from the Devil's Book. But why was his head the primary target of the curse?
   

        A free fall from the third floor, windowsill smacking his head, flowerpot smashing his head, and now a billboard crashing onto his head! What the hell? Even though such attacks posed no major threat to Casio, they were surely infuriating. On recollecting, that sword strike by Sheng Feinan seemingly was aimed at his head too, thankfully he managed to block it in time.
   

        "Damn it, show me that you can really injure my head!" Casio pulled down the billboard and spit out a mouthful of saliva.
   

        He raised his middle finger towards the misfortune that seemed to come from nowhere.
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble!
   

        Half the front hall of the Gold Antique Exhibition collapsed, the load-bearing pillar slanted, and the wall free-fell. The whole building structure crumbled like an avalanche in a short time.
   

        Bricks, flooring, and walls formed a dilapidated flow of gray rubble. It immediately swallowed up the position where Casio stood.
   

        The khaki dust roared past like a wave, and the middle finger was lost in a flash, instantly disappearing in the smoke.
   

        "Fuck!"
   

        This plain emotional catharsis was drowned in the collapsing sound.
   

        Two minutes later, under everyone's gaze,
   

        A hand reached out from the rubble, forcibly clawed open the marble load-bearing column on top, and a grimy Casio crawled out.
   

        His casual and elegant expensive clothes were torn and he looked like a beggar. His originally shiny and soft blond hair looked like a chicken coop rolling in the dust, and on his fine face, blood was dripping down his forehead.
   

        Sliding down from the corner of his eye and the wing of his nose, all the way to his chin.
   

        Casio's eyes were lifeless as he reached out to touch the Devil's Book hidden within his robe, entertaining the idea of throwing it away for the first time.
   

        *************************
   

        He had been struggling for the entire night, and it wasn't until the sunrise of the following day that Casio truly felt that his bad luck had disappeared. According to the records, the entire duration was around ten hours.
   

        The first half-hour of bad luck was the most intense, where all kinds of environmental factors would accumulate to create weird and fatal factors against Casio. However, after the most intense initial half-hour, the level of danger from the bad luck decreased significantly. It could only reach the extent of causing injury to an ordinary person, which naturally didn't pose a problem to Casio.
   

        Throughout this period, the only time Casio was injured was during the collapse of the Antique Exhibition building. He was hit on the head by a violently falling marble pillar which caused some bleeding, accompanied by a short period of concussion. The most dangerous time was when the control of the Spiral Eyed Sword was lost and it violently ripped through the wall.
   

        Given these circumstances, the side effects of the Devil's Book weren't yet uncontrollable. As long as he's careful, these are acceptable to the robust Casio. Besides, he suspected that the side effects wouldn't be this severe from normal use of the Devil's Book. It seems that he had poured in a large amount of Disaster Essence all at once, directly reading two pages of crucial information, hence resulting in some extraordinary bad luck.
   

        In the morning, the sky flickered with a golden halo, the dome of the sky was clear and blue, filled with soft and dense white clouds. The air carried a hint of freshness.
   

        Training Room.
   

        Cleaning up himself, Casio leaned against the wall with his eyes half-closed, appearing somewhat soft with his sharp eyebrows and eyes covered by slightly damp blond hair. Feng Liusi, dressed in black, stood next to him.
   

        With his arms crossed, he watched Sheng Feinan practicing swordsmanship.
   

        Sheng Feinan came from the northern part of the Federation, and his training in the Holy Ice Profound Technique mainly consisted of three parts. The most fundamental body training method, whip technique, and sword technique. When he fully unleashed his battle power of the Holy Ice Profound Technique, his strongest form was the sword form.
   

        This Spiral Eyed Sword happened to match his training weapon.
   

        The sword was a meter and two in length, forming a cross shape with wave-like flames running down the blade on its two sides. When it was swiftly swung in the air, the blade seemed to give off an illusion of spiraling.
   

        In the center of the field, Sheng Feinan slightly closed his eyes. With his right hand gripping the hilt and the four fingers of his left hand gently touching the blade, he seemed to be sensing something. His movements were gentle, his aura stable. Until one moment, he suddenly opened his eyes, his body and the blade's sharp edge burst forth simultaneously. In an instant, his finger slid across the blade's groove, drawing blood.
   

        "Release the power!"
   

        With one step forward, Sheng Feinan hacked out with the sword in his hand. For a moment, the sword shone brightly. The steel blade was surrounded by a fiery, black contour roiling and extending out, making the sword suddenly stretch longer and wider, reaching one meter eight in length, and doubled in width.
   

        Clang!
   

        The cross sword heavily struck the steel dummy in front of him. Sparks flew out, and the grating sound faded almost immediately. The flame-like contour on the surface of the Spiral Eyed Sword rotated like a chainsaw, directly cutting the dummy in half, leaving traces of friction on the cross-section.
   

        There was a flash in Sheng Feinan's eyes, then he sheathed his sword and drew it once again.
   

        The spherical ornament at the end of the hilt of the Spiral Eyed Sword, a metal ball resembling an eyeball, suddenly lit up, emitting a strange red light.
   

        Feng Liusi's eyebrows twitched, and Casio opened his eyes at the same instant. Both of them sensed a huge, terrifying energy pressure expanding and exploding, engulfing the entire training room. The surroundings were plunged into a void in an instant, colors faded, and pure darkness took over.
   

        It was as if they were in an obscure cosmic space. In front of their field of vision, a crimson pupil appeared, growing larger and larger.
   

        The horrifying oppressive feeling was almost palpable.
   

        "This sword …"
   

        "Its power has increased by at least 20% from its limit!"
   

        In Feng Liusi's eyes, a strong sense of admiration flashed.
   

        Casio's eyes were also filled with the same emotion, except the thoughts that emerged in his mind were different. What he was thinking was,
   

        "Good thing the sword that went berserk last night wasn't this one ..."
   

        Morning passed quickly, and soon it was afternoon.
   

        Amos finally finished his communication, bringing back good news. The Black Mechanism Headquarters has communicated with East Sea County and its eight nearby city branches. They will send all the Dark Creatures in the prison cage to Casio for a series of harmless destruction.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 528: 292 Teacher......Goodbye......(4000)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        110th year of the Hong Li Federation Calendar, September 10th, morning.
   

        Under Amos's leadership, Casio and his companions had a brief tour around the East Sea County. The entire county had six city branches whose prison cages could be drawn upon. With two more from neighbouring counties, it was sufficient to meet their agreed requirements.
   

        The economy in East Sea County was prosperous, with well-developed transportation routes. Whether it be railways or highways, there were plenty of connections between the main cities, thus Casio's travels were rather swift.
   

        They would travel by transport to the train station in each city, where personnel from the local Black Mechanism branch would pick them up and escort them back to the branch headquarters. Casio would absorb life vibration energy, deal with dark creatures, and then be driven straight back to the train station once finished.
   

        With the Black Mechanism privileges, as long as their shift direction coincided, they could get on any train without tickets. Wrapping up everything in about three or four days, the agreement between Casio and Amos was completed, and the three of them returned to Kula City.
   

        During these few days, Sheng Feinan grew more familiar with various characteristics of the Spiral Eyed Sword, understanding them more deeply.
   

        Feng Liusi's chest wound, inflicted by Ghost Knife's attack in the Prism World, gradually healed due to Casio's provision of ample life vibration energy, which shortened the recovery period originally estimated to last half a year.
   

        As for Casio himself, he gained considerable benefits from devouring all the dark creatures imprisoned in the eight branch cages by the Black Mechanism.
   

        Although the quantity could be a bit lower, the quality was several tiers higher than the norm. The dark creatures jailed in the cages were generally rare and precious, or difficult to deal with.
   

        Thus, the life vibration energy that Casio absorbed during this journey rarely encountered enhanced resistance. Altogether, the cages could roughly increase the progress bar by 6%.
   

        But since a part of it was used for Feng Liusi's healing,
   

        Casio ultimately gained an increase of 5.3%, which was not too far from the original goal of over 5%.
   

        The Cultivation Stat Bar displayed in the top right of his field of view.
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 45.6% (Third Layer)"
   

        45.6%+5.3%=50.9%
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 50.9% (Third Layer)"
   

        The initially robust and plentiful Qi of Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist subtly harbored countless images, which were becoming more potent. In terms of Qi alone, Casio's total amount even surpassed that of Sheng Feinan, who has immersed himself in the senior level of fighters for over a decade.
   

        Simply put, Qi no longer was his weakness.
   

        If Casio was compared to a typical veteran fighter according to the Black Mechanism's standard for a "B" rank fighter, it would be as follows.
   

        Speed: B (45)→B (25)
   

        Strength: B (50)→B (25)
   

        Defense: B (51)→B (25)
   

        Qi: B (51)→B (35)
   

        Skills: B (20)→B (25)
   

        It is evident from the data that Casio's physique and Qi are nearly twice that of an average veteran fighter. By practicing the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art and using life vibration energy to enhance human Qi, his physical body is also stimulated.
   

        This, coupled with the ongoing evolution and enhancement of the physical body,
   

        significantly boosted his physique in this period.
   

        With both physique and Qi scores around 50, they became Casio's sharpest advantages in battle.
   

        As for skills, indeed, there seems to be no easy solution.
   

        Casio's skills level has improved from 15 to 20 due in part to Feng Liusi's teaching the secret skill Blood Vulture Beak bit by bit during this time. Even so, Casio's skills still fall short of a typical veteran fighter. After all, this is something that requires time and battle experience. It can't be achieved overnight.
   

        Casio has had enough fights, yet lacked a bit of experience. Many fighting skills and secret moves cannot be performed perfectly, but fortunately, his Three-stage Breath can compensate for the speed of his moves.
   

        This allows him to avoid exposing weaknesses in skills during fights with powerful enemies and to win by overpowering them with his physical strength and Qi.
   

        According to previously obtained information, fighters in the Secret Martial Arts World are also divided into a few unclear tiers. They are generally classed as:
   

        Newbie Fighters, Veteran Fighters.
   

        Top-notch Fighters, Peak Fighters.
   

        This classification is very broad, and the outcome of a fight between fighters isn't solely determined by their level. It also depends on the state of the fighters at the time, their determination, resistance between secret martial arts, environmental factors, whether they have hidden cards, and so forth. But excluding some interference factors, these categories do provide some reference to a certain extent.
   

        In the previous battles against the Blood Spirit Association and the Door Organization, Casio's strength was fully demonstrated. Along with his recent progress, Casio's combat power in his normal state should be in between that of a veteran fighter and a top-notch fighter. However, when fully unleashed, such as in the Demon Idol state, Three-stage Breath, and Kidney Explosion, Casio's strength clearly exceeds that threshold and reaches a higher level.
   

        He could even momentarily contend against a healed and rejuvenated Feng Liusi.
   

        Feng Liusi, in his restored youthful state, was already a top-notch fighter. Added to that, his breakthrough in Deathfang Power from the fourth stage to the fifth, and creating the secret skill Blood Vulture Beak, he stood on the threshold between top-notch and peak fighters, confirmed by his victory over Ghost Knife Garoro, a fighter of the same realm, in a duel. This proves that Casio is more than capable of going toe-to-toe with Feng Liusi when he unleashes his full capabilities, attesting to the exemplary strengths Casio currently possesses.
   

        Upon returning to Kula City, they didn't go to the Tulip Antique Exhibition but instead, went to the Black Mechanism branch to gather intelligence.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        During this period, not a single member left Kula City, all were blockaded within the urban area. They vaguely guessed that danger was imminent, yet not a single senior returned to the Blood Nest, leaving them without leadership. Therefore, they could only hide, they didn't even dare to gather blood food, reducing their existence to the bare minimum. Luckily, at this time the Black Mechanism did not seize the opportunity to launch a search, allowing the Blood Spirit Association to avoid complete annihilation.
   

        September 14th, 8 PM.
   

        Clouds obscured the sky, casting a gloom. The city was bustling with nightlife, with the main roads full of traffic. Streetlights were everywhere, emitting a halo of light. Pedestrians of all kinds came and went. Multicolored neon lights from shop signboards vaguely flickered across passersby's faces under the shop signboard, giving off a surreal feeling.
   

        At the intersection with a famous night snack street, the darkness was just a turn away from the bright and bustling streets. Three figures in trench coats stood quietly, not saying a word as if they were waiting for something.
   

        Shortly afterwards, a youth with short brown hair mingled amongst the crowd at the snack street. His face was plain with a hint of freckles.
   

        He seemed to have business to attend to, not even noticing the eye-catching storefronts or the delicious food by the road.
   

        He walked on his own, inconspicuously making his way to the middle of the snack street, before entering a dim alleyway on the left.
   

        The youth walked at a steady pace, looking over his shoulder every few steps, as if wary of someone following him. After crossing the dark alleyway and looping around, roughly hundreds of meters later.
   

        He arrived at a regular residential district. Dim moonlight splayed over the tops of the houses constructed like building blocks, with distinctive local architectural styles of square and rectangle spire houses.
   

        Walking among the shadows, the youth slowly approached the front gate of a house and fumbled in his pocket for the keys to unlock the door.
   

        He went through the courtyard and stood in front of the house again.
   

        He turned around cautiously and took a glance behind him. The street outside was silent, with only leaves falling stirred by the wind.
   

        The youth reached out his hand, knocked on the door first, and waited until someone came. Then he took out the keys to unlock the door.
   

        Click.
   

        As the door opened, the brown-haired youth looked at the two companions who had come out as if to report the situation as usual.
   

        However, those two people suddenly widened their eyes, looking horrified at something behind him, their faces shocked.
   

        "Wha..."
   

        He lowered his gaze and was shocked to see the shadows cast by the moonlight in the corridor of the room, leading all the way from the door.
   

        Three large, human-like shapes blocking the light, with twisting shadows that grew longer and larger, reminiscent of hideous, mutated monsters. They gave off an indescribable, spine-chilling dread!
   

        ...
   

        The lunar shadows shifted, and the bright moon gradually hung high in the sky.
   

        In a dark alley, a tall figure in a black robe darted back and forth. He was incredibly fast; his boots only touched the ground for a second before he propelled himself forward like a fired arrow.
   

        He was clearly not an ordinary human.
   

        But at this moment, this towering figure was showing signs of panic and disarray, as though terrified of something chasing after him. A deeper shadow flashed past in the alley wall's shadows behind him, reflecting the pursuit like a shadow.
   

        Finally, at a corner, the shadow caught up with the burly man.
   

        His world turned black and, in an instant, he lost consciousness. The last thing he saw was a fierce wing, covered in scales and flickering like burning flames. The next second, a hand lunged out from amongst the flaming feathers and grabbed onto the man's shoulders as he fell.
   

        Feng Liusi just knocked him out, using a rare gentle method. He reached out and lifted the man's cloak to reveal a face full of meat, somewhat savage.
   

        The burly man was blind in one eye, with a black band tied around it, giving off a rugged, wild brute, like a bear in the woods.
   

        The Wind Elephant Sect, Fourth Senior Brother, Moses.
   

        At the same time, elsewhere, on the Ring River Road.
   

        A slender figure was also wearing a black robe, unmistakably female, and a member of the Blood Spirit Association cornered on the riverbank.
   

        The even moonlight fell overhead, making the surface of the river shimmer with a silvery glow. Several ships were moored on the slowly flowing wide river, and the dense buildings on the opposite bank emitted faint lights, compressed into a line between the sky and the water surface.
   

        "Who exactly are you guys? Why are you targeting us, the Blood Spirit Association? Aren't you afraid that when the Blood Spirit's seniors return, Chairman Lian will kill you all?"
   

        A hoarse female voice emanated from the shadows under the black cloak. It may sound like a threat, but there was a sense of vulnerability underneath.
   

        Opposite the figure in the black cloak, from behind the shadow of a large tree by the riverbank, a blonde silhouette in a black trench coat walked out.
   

        The halo of a nearby streetlight cast a dim yellow glow, making the silhouette's golden hair shine more brilliantly, adorning the delicate face with a layer of radiance.
   

        "Which force do you belong to?" The man in the trench coat gradually walked over, a look of reminiscence on his face, "Do you remember the Wind Elephant Gate? The sect to which this body you've occupied belongs. Ten years ago, it was completely destroyed by the Blood Spirit Association..."
   

        The tone in the air grew heavier, laced with a thick killing intent. It was like a bright candle burning in the darkness of the night.
   

        Subconsciously, the figure in the black cloak stepped back. Casio, who was approaching, continued to respond to the latter part of the cloaked person's previous statement: "The seniors of the Blood Spirit Association? Chairman Lian? Well, it so happens that I killed them all..."
   

        "You!"
   

        The person in the black cloak groaned in pain. For an unknown reason, a palm as white as jade had rested on its shoulder.
   

        The explosive life field of the Demon Idol enveloped its entire body, reaching every nook and cranny. 
   

        The dead blood's life field was instantly crushed and shattered, offering no resistance. It transformed into traces of life energy known as vibration energy.
   

        This energy entered Casio and then returned to the body of the person in the black cloak, beginning to nourish the human life field that was so frail and worn it was on the verge of collapsing. As dead blood possessed the human body, it would use the essence of life as its rent.
   

        Time passed minute by minute, the hand on the shoulder was withdrawn.
   

        The paralyzed figure in the black cloak fell down and was caught mid-air by Casio. The cloak fell from its face, revealing a pale one.
   

        It was a good-looking face, with a scar on the left side. Short hair added a sense of crispness and competence.
   

        Looking at the familiar face under the moonlight, Casio murmured: "Lixia... My teacher..."
   

        The moist evening wind from the riverbank blew past, causing his trench coat to flutter. His silhouette gradually disappeared into the shadows. 
   

        September 16th, 5:30 in the afternoon, at dusk.
   

        North Flow Country, the outskirts of Oak City, headquarters of the Wind Elephant Gate. 
   

        The place was a picture of abandonment. The iron gate had long since rusted under the assault of rain, bedecked in the red-brown color of sea algae. The enclosing wall had broken down, the buildings had collapsed, and rubble and weeds were strewn everywhere. This place had clearly been desolate for quite some years. 
   

        The Youth Training Camp, Wind Elephant Gate headquarters, up the hill behind, each level was successively climbed. There were newly opened paths with footprints visible on their mud tracks. 
   

        The back-hill, a gentle slope. Thorns had crept up, weeds were rampant. Surrounding it was a thicket of shrubs, and tall tree trunks draped in green creepers. 
   

        An open ground, grey tombstones neatly aligned. Each tombstone bore the name of its owner and their time of death. 
   

        Several elders, the Gate Master. The first senior brother, the second senior sister, the third senior brother, the fourth senior brother. And that grave in the middle. 
   

        Password='Lixia' was etched onto the tombstone.
   

        Casio stood in the chilly wind, dressed in solemn black clothes. His eyes were downcast as he took out a pocket watch from his pocket.
   

        Gently, he put it on the black coffin that had not yet been buried.
   

        Silver, slightly worn. The cover bore a large carved image of rhubarb leaves and the dial had two blurred letters etched onto it: NZ.
   

        Standing up again, Casio personally buried the coffin with dirt.
   

        He then stood next to the tombstone until the sun was about to set. It was only then that he and his two partners turned around and walked resolutely down the hill. 
   

        "Goodbye... my teacher..."
   

        Behind him, the sun was setting, its golden red afterglow illuminating the grey tombstone. A white flower, seemingly having drifted over from nowhere, gently landed on the right side of the tombstone. It was like a girl who loves fragrant flowers, tucking a white flower behind her ear.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Federation Calendar, Year 110 of the Hong Li Federation, September 17, midday.
   

        The yellow and black carriages joined together to form a complete train, the steel wheels rumbling over the tracks, creating sparks when turning corners. As an inevitable result of coal-powered trains, steam continuously emerged from the crevices of the power plant compartment.
   

        A long trail of white fog was drawn out in mid-air, fluttering and swaying like the wings of this yellow-black steel serpent.
   

        This train from the Eastern North Flow County to the Northern Shire County set off at 6 a.m. on the 17th, estimated to reach its final destination in four days. From the last window of the eighth carriage counted from the front, the white curtains flapped in the gentle breeze.
   

        A golden-haired man who looked somewhere between a youth and a young man sat with his eyes closed, seemingly taking a nap on the seat.
   

        Time passed.
   

        The train gradually changed direction and the golden sunlight, carrying warmth, spilled onto the man. The mid-September sunlight was not as harsh as it was in midsummer; it was instead rather soft and gentle. The breeze blew over his hair, revealing a smooth forehead with a shallow cross-shaped indent, giving off a sacred aura.
   

        The scene of the young man bathed in light was inexplicably beautiful.
   

        The eyelashes trembled slightly as Casio opened his eyes; the previously soft and innocent air of the beautiful young man was destroyed in an instant. Closed eyes were now stretched open, revealing a dangerously icy arc. There was a hint of dangerous red gleam in his pupils.
   

        The balance of the three mental methods was suppressed and restored again.
   

        Since he accidentally broke through the thirteenth acupuncture point of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist a week ago, his mental state occasionally fell into the influence of the murderous personality, prompting a surge of a bellicose and tyrannical aura. His muscles entered an excited state, itching to fight anyone at random.
   

        However, he could control such an influence at this stage, unlike last time when he fell directly into a rampage.
   

        That said, such a threat lurking in his heart was not ideal. No one knew when this bomb would explode. Therefore, it was essential for him to acquire other Southern Dipper secrets, to use the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist to check and balance the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        To use the aloof personality to check and balance the murderous personality.
   

        Hopefully, all the following actions would go smoothly.
   

        Taking a whiff of the fresh grassy aroma from outside the window, Casio checked his bodily conditions again. His Qi and physique were robust and balanced. Deep within his frame, he felt lively and vibrant, epitomizing formidable vitality. Beneath his skin, every inch of his muscles had a degree of hardness and toughness rivalling that of steel wire.
   

        And, at his waist, the third kidney gland that was drained during the explosion of battle had been healing during this period. Casio estimated it would take a few more days.
   

        All in all, a kidney explosion followed by recovery took around ten days. After ten days, a rampage could occur again.
   

        This was under normal physiological self-recovery.
   

        If he used vibrational energy of life, the recovery process could be greatly expedited. However, Casio did not do this mainly for the sake of understanding the normal recovery time of the kidney.
   

        He needed to understand every detail of his body, master the details of every hidden card to avoid misjudgment in perilous situations, which could lead to adverse outcomes.
   

        Lost in thought, Casio glanced at the information in the upper-right corner.
   

        That was the simplified symbol of a pendant, with a long scale beside it like a thermometer. The pendant was the legendary antique, the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant, representing Li Wei's obsession.
   

        By now, Casio had completed all three stages of Li Wei's life. The pendant was glowing slightly, signifying that Casio could choose to end this retrospect at any time and take all the power back to reality, but obviously, he wouldn't do that for the time being.
   

        The scale next to the pendant was the time of retrospection. Accounting for the time added by Casio when he killed those participants of the Sect Destruction War, he could still stay for more than 160 days.
   

        About five months.
   

        During these hundred days, Casio planned to invest all his time into acquiring the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. If he could get his hands on this Southern Dipper secret, spending the remaining time would be worth it.
   

        In the armchair, Casio quickly ran through the issues he needed to ponder this period, then his mind went blank, falling into a rare lazy state. He relaxed his body against the chair back.
   

        The wind outside the train brushed against his temples and ears. Unlike the knife-like chill of winter, or the fiery tumble of the summer, the current airflow was just right, like a 37 degrees celsius palm, bringing a touch of warmth over the face.
   

        Casio felt strangely relaxed. Perhaps because all three stages of obsession of the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant had finally ended, perhaps because he had finally avenged Li Wei.
   

        Or rather, it felt like having completed a stage of his journey, bidding farewell to all the people and sceneries he encountered. There was an inevitable sense of loss.
   

        After all.
   

        Li Wei's teacher, who was also Casio's teacher.
   

        From the beginning to the end, he was not a bystander, but a participant. A participant who was emotionally involved.
   

        Opening his eyes again, Casio slowly raised his hand. The white currents on his palm danced between his fingers like an elf.
   

        Lively and vibrant, it carried a light-hearted taste.
   

        Sdate current, the last heirloom of the teacher. While practicing the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, he created a move called the Red Mist Finger Gun.
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        The bloodthirsty ripple and the Finger Gun secret technique, together with the graying wind aura, formed a lethal assassination skill. It was counted as one of Casio's three killing techniques of Red Vulture Fist, along with Hundred Palms Thousand Hands and the Blood Spear.
   

        However, this was not a development in the repair of the incomplete technique of Graying Wind. Casio couldn't master it to the extent he wanted at his previous level, but now he had enough strength. He planned to dedicate time and energy to perfect the Graying Wind technique once he returned to the real world, elevating it from a secret technique to a secret martial art.
   

        Casio was confident in this.
   

        *********************
   

        At 9 o'clock on September 21st, the weather was clear.
   

        A train rolled into the platform of Ming Mountain City in Shire County. Various colorful tourists emerged from the carriages. There were couples holding hands, families with smiles on their faces, and a few tour groups of about ten people, who left under the guidance of their tour guide.
   

        Shire County is a large county with a population close to twenty million in the northern part of the Federation and stretches from east to west. It lies on the eastern coast and is adjacent to the Alfama Mountains in the west. Ming Mountain City and Jinghu City are two cities on the western side and their main industries are timber material and tourism.
   

        It was now early September, the continuation of summer. Although the number of tourists in the two cities was slowly decreasing, the tourism industry had not yet entered the off-season. Many foreign tourists came here to enjoy the slow pace of life in this summer resort city.
   

        At 10 o'clock in the morning.
   

        A single house in the city, a car arrived from the train station, gradually stopping in the open space.
   

        The car door opened with a click.
   

        From it, three extraordinary figures descended.
   

        Time swiftly passed and three days later, it was the morning of September 24th.
   

        The fog was hazy and the air slightly cold. Breakfast shops that had been closed began to open up, starting their morning hustle. The rich aroma of hot milk and food wafted in the air, extremely tempting.
   

        At the corner of a gray-white street next to a street lamp stood a man who had just walked out of the snack street with half a squid roll in his mouth. He opened the newspaper in his hand, reading while walking.
   

        The man was dressed in black, wearing sunglasses, and his brows and eyes emitted a cold aura. If it wasn't for his hair, which looked like a messy bird's nest, he would otherwise look very cool at first glance.
   

        He unfolded the daily issued Ming Mountain City morning newspaper, skimming through the recent events accompanying the smell of ink. After taking a bite of his squid roll, the man gently flipped the newspaper.
   

        "Hm?"
   

        His eyes narrowed, and his lazy gaze became serious.
   

        This was a not so small news report.
   

        "Shocking!!! A major homicide occurred in Falk Town on the outskirts of Ming Mountain City last night, and the state of the victim's death is absolutely horrific!"
   

        Below were some pictures. There were no photos of the corpse, instead were some buildings and traces left on the ground, looking very ominous.
   

        The man looked carefully at the pictures, his expression growing progressively serious, and the food he was chewing in his mouth also stopped.
   

        There seemed to be signs of a clash in the gray picture, and he could see some faint claw marks. The man was certain that these were the claw marks of the Blood Clan. Looking at the corrosion marks on the wall, it was clearly the energy of the Blood Clan's blood. So, it was not just a simple major homicide, but an abnormal case involving the Blood Clan.
   

        It seems like there were quite a few of them?
   

        Could it be that a large number of Blood Clan were hunting and dining in the town?
   

        According to the report, many innocent residents of the town must have died. The tragic death was no surprise because humans drained of their blood by the Blood Clan would become as withered as if they lacked moisture. Their skin would wrinkle, resembling a mummy that had weathered a thousand years.
   

        "Damn vampires, one day I will wipe you all out!" The man crumpled the newspaper into a ball and threw it into a trash can. He quickly finished his breakfast and left in a gloomy mood.
   

        He made a decision to advance the hunting plan scheduled for this evening. Nathan was not an ordinary person, he was a Mercury Hunter who had been trained since childhood to track the traces of the Blood Clan.
   

        The direct lineage of the Blood Clan was hidden in the Alfama Mountains, which could be regarded as the center of the entire northern branch of the Blood Clan. Although the direct lineage of the Blood Clan was not very active, there were many branch Blood Clans bouncing around here. After all, this was a tourist city with a huge influx of people.
   

        Nathan was a relatively independent lone Mercury Hunter.
   

        He had found his target ten days ago, a low-level branch of the Blood Clan. After observing for a few days, Nathan had a good grasp of the house address and the Clan's usual routes.
   

        If he made a move, he was at least seventy percent sure of success.
   

        And just like that, he got to work.
   

        Nathan returned directly to his temporary residence, donned his battle gear. A yellow arrow quiver on his right hip and a sharp long knife hung at his left waist. Tied around his chest was a band carrying several vials of a solution similar to mercury. He took a deep breath and draped a large loose trench coat over himself.
   

        It concealed all his equipment.
   

        He then headed to the washroom, splashed cold water on his face. When he lifted his head, a fleeting pure blue flash traced across his eyes. He put his sunglasses back on, slipped a semi-automatic crossbow into a single shoulder bag.
   

        Once everything was checked, Nathan stepped out of the room.
   

        He had to be cautious. Although mercury hunters are referred to as hunters, against the Blood Clan, they do not have the overwhelming strength matching a hunter and its prey. At best they are mutual prey.
   

        Although the success rate of this operation could reach 70%, he still had to be careful. The slightest mistake could cost him his life.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        Nathan lay low in a tree, taking in the details of the building not far away. Now he was only less than fifteen meters away from the house, where a low-level sub-lineage of the Blood Clan was residing. At this time, the Blood Clan member should be sitting by a single-seater sofa near the French windows, savoring a morning drink brewed from fresh blood. Most of the time they would close the curtains, but not on cloudy days. This Blood Clan member, with his fairly regular routines, exuded an old-fashioned aristocratic aura.
   

        The times, locations, and matter of his routines were all somewhat fixed. This provided Nathan with a great opportunity for a targeted attack.
   

        He took a deep breath, aimed his modified semi-automatic crossbow at a calculated spot corresponding to the French window.
   

        Pulled the trigger.
   

        Whiz whiz whiz whiz whiz whiz…
   

        A series of shooting sounds rang out, and the crossbow arrows smeared with thorny mercury and his fresh blood swarmed out like a wasp.
   

        Amidst the sound of glass shattering, several dull sounds of arrows piercing flesh could be heard. A surge of joy washed over Nathan. It seemed he'd hit the target.
   

        He swiftly flipped down from the tree and bounded forward.
   

        With a crash, the French windows were directly smashed. Nathan squeezed in through the curtain riddled with holes, his feet landing on the floor.
   

        His blue eyes lit up in the dim environment.
   

        The crossbow in his hand pointed at the direction he had just aimed at.
   

        With the sliver of daylight seeping through the lifting curtain, Nathan briefly assessed the situation. His body stiffened, his heart pounding and fear seizing his chest, as a sudden chill broke out at the roots of his hair.
   

        Not one, four silhouettes!!!
   

        Surrounding the coffee table were three sofas, each seated with one person. The only beings that could interact with the Blood Clan had to be the Blood Clan themselves. The plan had gone terribly wrong, a fatal mistake! He was going to meet his end here! Numerous thoughts flashed through Nathan's mind.
   

        Just as he was about to grit his teeth for a desperate fight, he suddenly noticed something odd. These four figures seemed to be motionless, like wooden dolls. Nathan held his breath, and waited in place for three to four seconds. Eventually unable to hold back, he turned around and lifted the curtain.
   

        Sunlight streamed in, instantly illuminating the room.
   

        Nathan turned his head back around, his pupils contracting, breath caught.
   

        Dead people, four of them. No, they should be called four Blood Clan members who were killed. They stiffly sat on their sofas, devoid of vitality. Their skin bore the traces of wrinkles, looking pale as a statue.
   

        Nathan drew closer and was taken aback at the sight of a skull deformed by a crushing force. Five finger imprints were deeply recessed, as if someone had tried to squeeze the brain out like a vise. The others also had grisly death states, as if they had been brutally interrogated.
   

        He turned to his target who was sitting on the single seater sofa to his left.
   

        Through the glass just now, one arrow did indeed hit the vital area, at the temple. However, not the right temple, but the left. This Blood Clan member's head had been forcefully twisted 180 degrees by an eerie strength, neck contorted like a twisted doughnut, face twisted.
   

        The expression on his face at the moment of death was shockingly a malicious grin, inexplicably evoking a haunting sense of horror.
   

        Nathan retreated two steps subconsciously, leaning against the wall. The firm sensation at his back provided him a sense of security. 
   

        "Is there a force targeting these specific Blood Clan members?!"
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        Nathan felt rather disoriented while leaving his target location. During his subsequent exploration, he discovered that there were more than just four members of the Blood Clan in the building. On both the second and third floors, there were figures of the Blood Clan who had fallen to their deaths, totaling about seven or eight.
   

        It seemed like there was a little gathering of the Blood Clan the day before.
   

        This was unexpected for Nathan. If these Blood Clansman had not run into trouble, Rob Williams could have met with a group of low-ranking Blood Clan members after barging in through the window on his hunting mission.
   

        This could have been a deadly situation.
   

        He was self-aware that he couldn't even take on a low-ranking Blood Clan member in a head-on encounter without a surprise attack, let alone face a group of them.
   

        Thinking about this, Nathan was quite scared, his cold sweat dampening his clothes. Although each member of the Mercury Clan was prepared for a certain death, it did not prevent the innate fear of death.
   

        He preferred to live rather than die a heroic death.
   

        With these thoughts bouncing around in his mind, Nathan recalled the question that had been plaguing him. What force was hunting these Blood Clan members?
   

        Looking at the way the low-ranking Blood Clan members died in the building, they didn't show any sign of resistance. They were brutally tortured and killed, as simply as crushing an ant.
   

        None of these corpse of the Blood Clan members had signs of weakening after contact with Thorny Mercury, and they didn't even seem to have had a chance to display their robust, undying nature. Because there was no damage or tear in their clothes, they ended up dead in their neatly pressed suits.
   

        Moreover, the most critical point was that these low-ranking Blood Clan members were all pale-faced and rigid, similar to mummies.
   

        It seemed like they had their Essence, Qi, and Spirit sucked out of them.
   

        This was eerily similar to how humans turned into mummies after having their blood drained by the Blood Clan. So, was this a kind of retribution?
   

        Nathan was not calm in his heart. The scene he had just witnessed left a profound impact on his spirit. He quickly left the crime scene, his heart anxious the entire way, and inadvertently arrived at an underground bar.
   

        This place was, of course, a place for drinking, though the location was quite secretive and entry required a pass.
   

        Nathan took a deep breath and descended into the darkness along a staircase around a corner. After a few turns, he quickly saw the doorway to the underground bar. At the door, two bodyguards in black sunglasses stretched out their hands to stop him.
   

        Nathan removed his sunglasses, revealing his pass. His deep blue eyes were exposed, as if they were pure sapphire. In the dim environment, they faintly emitted a beaming glow.
   

        This was the identity logo of the Blue-eyed Hunters.
   

        "Hmm." "Go in." 
   

        The two guards at the door nodded their heads and moved back to their original position.
   

        Nathan opened the door and walked in; inside was the layout of an ordinary bar, albeit slightly more elegant.
   

        It was more like a combination of a café and a bar, with load-bearing pillars and partitions separating the space. Every once in a while, there were tables and recliners set up. At that moment, there were quite a few people gathered in groups, chatting or going to the bar to get a cocktail.
   

        There were roughly twenty people, which was quite a lot for this time. Because everyone present had blue eyes.
   

        This underground bar was actually an important base for the Mercury Hunters. It was used for exchanging information, fixing equipment, posting notices, and so on. The Mercury Hunters were divided into the strict and the loose parts, just like the Blood Clan's main branch and sub-branch.
   

        One group was militarized from a young age, almost like the most elite army. The other group wandered alone after training, becoming lone wolves tracking the Blood Clan. The goal of the two groups was the same, but the methods were different.
   

        This base in Ming Mountain City was a large one, due to its proximity to the Alfama Mountains, where the main branch of the Blood Clan resided. Thus, the Mercury Hunters had a permanent deployment here for observation.
   

        At the same time, it was used for regular cleanups against the massive amount of sub-branch Blood Clan members that came to Ming Mountain City in admiration. It maintained the order in the darkness.
   

        At least they wouldn't let these vampires become too arrogant.
   

        Nathan was very familiar with this base, so he went straight to the bar and ordered a cocktail at random. Holding the glass, he approached where the crowd was gathered, listening to others brag, trying to calm his nerves.
   

        "Drink, finish it at once!"
   

        One of the men in the crowd, a burly man with a full beard, was the most generous. He held a glass of liquor in his hand, calling others out while tilting his head back to drink. After finishing the glass, he would pour another from his bottle.
   

        After downing three glasses, the strong alcohol aroma started rising.
   

        "Kort, why are you drinking so much today?" A man who had just walked in and ordered a drink seemed to recognize this burly man, so he strolled over and sat next to him.
   

        "Feeling bad? Did your hunt fail?"
   

        He took a sip of his drink and continued speaking.
   

        "Neil, you guessed it," the bearded man named Kort shook his head, burped a long burp, and seemed a little annoyed. He exhaled a breath of alcohol and continued, "But I'm not here drinking because I'm upset about the failed hunt..."
   

        "I was scared shitless! I almost pissed my pants!"
   

        Kort put down his glass, rubbed his furry face forcefully, his drunken eyes sobering a bit. He started cursing, "Damn, last night I was nearly scared to death. Couldn't sleep, every time I thought of that image..." 
   

        Kort's eyes flashed a look of residual revulsion. Nearby, Nathan who was listening couldn't help but stroke his chin, finding the story oddly familiar. He seemed to have also come to the Hunter's gathering bar instinctively to let off some steam after a scare.
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        This would make him feel a little more secure...
   

        "Stop beating around the bush and spit it out." The crowd around him jeered.
   

        "Let me take another drink to calm my nerves." Kort rubbed his slightly reddened nose and poured himself another glass of liquor. He downed half of it before continuing, "Are you familiar with turtles?"
   

        "?" A few hunters around exchanged glances and nodded.
   

        "What I saw last night was a turtle." Kort clenched his teeth tightly, pressing a hand to the throbbing vein in his temple. "A low-rank vampire was dead, its limbs and head hammered back into its torso at the joints before its death, looking exactly like a turtle!"
   

        He paused slightly, then started to describe in detail the horrifying sight of the Blood Clan's death he had witnessed.
   

        "There were some other blood clan members nearby, all showing signs of torture and questioning. Honestly, I first felt great when seeing these non-human monsters dead in such a gruesome manner. But, when I took a careful look at the traces, I felt nauseous and had to take a break."
   

        Kort picked up his wine glass and drained the remaining liquor.
   

        Seemingly due to him breaking the ice, some of the hunters around him began sharing their experiences from the past few days, which seemed oddly similar.
   

        "The day before yesterday, at dusk, a target of mine was killed prematurely at Fania Boulevard, in the eastern suburbs of Ming Mountain City. That blood clan member didn't even have the chance to resist before it met its demise..."
   

        "The same happened to me. I was following a target yesterday afternoon that suddenly disappeared. On my way back, I shockingly found the body in a river by the highway. It was the same blood clan member I had lost..."
   

        "When you put it that way, it seems I also..."
   

        "..."
   

        Between their words, a mysterious force was vaguely outlined, seemingly targeting the Blood Clan of Ming Mountain City furiously and brutally in the recent days. They didn't attempt to hide their actions at all, almost as if they were deliberately leaving a message for the high-ranking Blood Clan.
   

        Nathan listened quietly to the conversation, secretly shaken.
   

        Suddenly, the door of the bar opened again. A team of four people walked in, the leader was a one-eyed bald man, with an eye patch and radiating a fierce and cold aura.
   

        "Brother Osi..."
   

        "Brother Osi is back."
   

        "How are things in Falk Town in the western suburbs?"
   

        The many hunters in the bar greeted him enthusiastically; clearly, the bald man was quite reputed. Nathan had also heard of him; during the past two years, the team led by Osi had been quite active in Shire County, with a successful hunting rate of over 70 percent - quite formidable.
   

        They were a team of Mercury Hunters with some renown in the region.
   

        "Brother Osi, what's going on? Are those subordinate blood clan members holding a blood feast? The newspapers reported that many people died there, possibly half the town's population...damn it..."
   

        A Mercury Hunter spat, not concealing his disgust towards the blood clan, the enemies of humanity.
   

        "Are there a lot of Blood Clan members? Or have higher-ranking blood clan members appeared? If there aren't enough people we can join in..."
   

        Someone expressed concern about the development of the situation and volunteered to join the fight.
   

        The bald brute, Osi, ignored everyone's questions. He simply walked to the bar, ordered a glass of strong liquor, and guzzled it all in one go.
   

        He wiped the back of his hand across his mouth to clear the alcohol before speaking, "Indeed, there were many Blood Clan members in that town and vampires above the rank of lower Blood Clan were present too. However, they were among the dead ones. The mass murders reported in the newspapers, all the dead were vampires!"
   

        "!!!"
   

        Nathan's pupils contracted. All the Mercury Hunters present fell silent, and the air suddenly carried an inexplicable feeling of oppression.
   

        "Wh...What does it mean?" A hunter muttered to himself.
   

        "What does it mean? Just as it sounds. I even saw Count Andes in that pile of bodies!"
   

        The stout man, Osi, turned to place his glass on the counter for a refill, exerting too much force in the process.
   

        "Count Andes?!"
   

        "Damn! A subordinate Blood Clan leader just died like that?"
   

        "That's already a high-ranking subordinate Blood Clan member… this…"
   

        Suddenly, the underground bar became as noisy as a market, filled with voices intermingling and buzzing like flies.
   

        "Enough!" Osi suddenly shouted. "These people seem to be targeting only the Blood Clan, they are powerful and mysterious. This is good news. I believe we need to report this to the headquarters as soon as possible and attempt to contact these individuals... "
   

        "What do you all think?" His single eye swept over the crowd in front of him.
   

        "Agree." "I concur." "I think so too." "..."
   

        Nathan also voiced his agreement, his eyes flickering. He felt that some undercurrents were brewing recently and that a significant event seemed imminent.
   

        The current series of shocking incidents appeared to merely be the ripples preceding a full-scale volcanic eruption.
   

        ************************
   

        These past days, Casio had been busy stocking up on supplies, not food or weapons, but medical products - the miraculous healing elixir originating from the life vibrational energy of the Blood Clan.
   

        This was a fantastic item.
   

        Indispensable for venturing into the ancient ruins.
   

        Who knows if these dangerous places could pose a threat to veteran combatants? Traps, ancient poisons, dangerous exotic species, sleeping high-ranking blood clan members - one must always be prepared. Thus, Casio thoroughly swept through the Dark Creatures in Ming Mountain City, most of which were low-ranking subordinate Blood Clan.
   

        Although they weren't much use as cultivation materials, they were excellent for healing wounds.
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        Aside from this, there's another embarrassing issue.
   

        Casio doesn't know the way.
   

        The Devil's Book showcases a map with only a rough location of the Akaba Ruins and a route through them. However, the expansive Alfama Mountains are hard to navigate, and finding the ruins would likely take a lot of time.
   

        During his last Retrospection, Casio entered the mountain amidst heavy mist, guided by a strange dark shadow.
   

        Upon leaving the ruins, he only remembered the route from the exit to the Blood Clan's longevity blood sacrifice site.
   

        At the time, Casio and Duomeng were being chased by the holy beetles, quickly leading them astray and ducking into the woods to descend the mountain under the cover of darkness.
   

        So much time has passed, and the woods show no distinctive features; how could they remember the exact route? So they planned to capture some Blood Clan members for interrogation, but these lower-ranking members didn't know anything either. Even the occasional higher-ranking members they caught knew next to nothing when questioned.
   

        The Alfama Direct Bloodline seemed to be very secretive.
   

        But this makes sense, given that the ruins are home to a bunch of sleeping immortals. This is where the Blood Clan's true foundations lie.
   

        There is no way outsiders would know its location.
   

        So later, Casio and his crew figured it might be a good idea to stir things up a bit. Let the Alfama's Direct Bloodline who secretly oversee Ming Mountain City lose their cool. If they showed even a hint of their location, it would be easier to deal with them. Both interrogation and trailing would become feasible options.
   

        September 21st, 6 PM.
   

        In a villa in the suburbs, within a modestly luxurious building.
   

        Thump!
   

        A Blood Clan member's cheek flesh rolled and his head was ruthlessly knocked flying, smashing through a floor-to-ceiling window. Amid a shower of gleaming glass pieces, he fell heavily to the ground, debris was scattered all around.
   

        Though he attempted to struggle, nearly a hundred cuts opened up on his skin in an instance, as if something wanted to break out from within. Pop! His blood vessels burst, and fresh blood sprayed out like a fountain, staining the surroundings red.
   

        Bang!
   

        Bricks and stones cracked, and a hole exploded in the thick wall.
   

        The blond man casually stepped out from the hole, his black boots crunching on the shattered glass. His right hand dangled, clutching a Blood Clan member as one would grab a dead dog.
   

        Dragging him by the hair, a winding trail of blood was left behind.
   

        "Slap."
   

        With one slap, the Blood Clan member was forcefully awakened.
   

        "I ask, you answer."
   

        "Resist and you'll die, lie and you'll die, equivocate and you'll die…"
   

        With a solid arm, he lifted the vampire's entire body.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        With a light press of his palm, the head exploded like a watermelon, spraying a splash on the ground that formed an oval shape.
   

        "His survival instinct was strong, but his lies were too poor." Slowly standing up, Casio gazed towards the clear sky.
   

        "These direct bloodline cowards are really good at holding back, aren't they? They don't even dare to take a look at the crime scene? Nothing but a bunch of shrinking violets." With a light tap of his foot, he shook off the drops of blood from his shoe.
   

        Just as he was about to return, a silhouette suddenly appeared, jumping over the wall.
   

        It was none other than Sheng Feinan. He took a few strides and was next to Casio: "Good news, found our guide."
   

        "Interrogated it out of them?" Casio raised an eyebrow.
   

        "No, not the Blood Clan. Instead, some mercurial hunters who came forth voluntarily. They say they know where the Direct Blood Clan performs the longevity blood sacrifice. They said they could act as capable guides, and asked for nothing in return. They just like leading others and have long held a grudge against the Blood Clan..."
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        An hour later, at the underground bar of the Blue-Eyed Hunters.
   

        The lighting was dim, creating the unique haziness of a bar, with its minimalist decor lending an ambiance neither ostentatious nor dull. A soft melody flowed through the air, laced with the faint fragrance of alcohol.
   

        At this time, The Blue-Eyed Hunters' Bar would usually be raucous. They were hunters, bread from a young age to live life on the edge. With skills far surpassing ordinary people, they nonetheless had inner turmoil that never ceased to accumulate.
   

        The Blue-Eyed Hunters' Bar was both a gathering place for intelligence and a place to vent. Many hunters would take a drink before a mission and a bottle afterwards. They would mingle and chat, sometimes singing loudly or getting a bit rowdy. However, today, it was unusually quiet.
   

        Half the seats were occupied, a rare congregation of hunters that moved with unfamiliar subtleness.
   

        Shadows bunched in the dimness, silhouettes seated and drinking in silence - staring at each other in silence.
   

        Draped in large, uniform black trench coats, distinct outlines of their battle gear could be traced from their legs, torso, and chest. Everyone had a dark bag by their side, heavy and bulging, seemingly filled with weapons.
   

        The atmosphere in the bar was eerily tense, subtly hinting a chilling draft of an impending crisis.
   

        Like the eve of a major, dangerous mission.
   

        A creaking sounded.
   

        Someone energetically strode in through the entrance of the Blue-Eyed Hunters' bar. The dim lighting revealed their figure.
   

        The woman was tall, with delicate brows and eyes. She was clad in a large black trench coat, revealing only her legs clad in tight, black knee-high boots. From her hair down to her attire, everything was black. Her short hair coupled with her firm, sharp gaze gave her a cold demeanor.
   

        In terms of style, she was a cool and intimidating woman.
   

        "Ice Blade..."
   

        A hunter mumbled from the shadows.
   

        Ice Blade was her nickname; executing her hunting missions like a cold, ruthless blade — efficient and ruthless. Unlike Osi's four-man team, Ice Blade worked alone.
   

        However, her mission completion rate was a staggering 75%.
   

        She had once killed a mid-tier member of the Blood Clan single-handedly.
   

        Even though it was achieved through various tactics and calculations, it was enough to reflect Ice Blade's strength. She had been tracking a target in the neighboring Jinghu City, and presumably rushed back after hearing the news. The hunter Osi had initiated contact with those mysterious forces, exchanging preliminary intents. Now both parties were discussing in the Blue-Eyed Hunters' Bar's conference room on the next floor, seemingly planning a major action.
   

        "Where's Osi and the others? Are they in the meeting room?"
   

        Ice Blade stood under the dim light and asked.
   

        "Hmm." At the bar, a middle-aged hunter responsible for maintaining order nodded, answering Ice Blade's question.
   

        "I'll head down."
   

        Ice Blade immediately turned and headed towards the stairs.
   

        She passed two hunters guarding the staircase and moved down to the second floor, arriving at the closed meeting room door. She took a deep breath, her calloused hand lightly knocking.
   

        "Knock... Knock... Knock..."
   

        "Who is it?" Osi's voice came from inside the room.
   

        "It's me, Ice Blade."
   

        "Come in and close the door."
   

        The door creaked open, Ice Blade quickly closed the heavy door behind her before shifting her gaze towards the room.
   

        The lighting here was markedly brighter than the bar, practically well-lit. A long conference table sat at the center of the space, but no one was around it. Rather, they were sat around the corner, near a bookshelf and a set of casual sofas.
   

        A small group of people were sitting there, engaged in conversation.
   

        Ice Blade recognized the hunters on her side.
   

        However, the three strong unfamiliar figures on the opposite sofa immediately drew her attention.
   

        The man on the far left had a sturdy physique and athletic figure, much like a ferocious cheetah. With deep-set, brooding eyes and rugged facial features, his eyes had a deep, fish-in-the-dark-sea kind of blackness, with a hint of red.
   

        He sat with his arms crossed, listening silently to the explanation from the other side.
   

        The young man in the middle was handsome and elegant, carrying a scholarly air. He wore a long braid, casually draped over his shoulders.
   

        He sat with one leg crossed over the other, sipping his slightly hot tea.
   

        The last one was somewhere between a teenager and a young man. His soft, delicate features contrasted with his demeanor. His gaze seemed to be swept by icy-cold, blade-like winds.
   

        Golden-haired, like the scattering light of the sun. He had a cigarette in his mouth, the blue and red flame on the end flickering.
   

        Ice Blade made her way over, overhearing their conversation.
   

        "Mr. Feng Liusi, do you understand the direct bloodline of the Blood Clan in the Alfama Mountains? Those of the Blood Clan have the special ability of the Blood Blessing, which allows them to transform into bat monsters, possessing the combat power of the second phase. They are incomparable to the Blood Clan branches outside, and sometimes their combat power can even cross levels." Osi explained.
   

        Feng Liusi glanced at Casio by his side, who shook his head and explained, "Those direct bloodline of Blood Clan from the mountains are indeed stronger than those outside, but even the strongest is only at Major Accomplishment Level in boxing. You don't need to pay too much attention, they're just a bunch of minor obstacles..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 536: 295 You just lead the way (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Although Casio's voice was soft, Osi still heard him. He furrowed his brows, feeling slightly uncomfortable in his heart, but continued to speak: "Gentlemen, I know that the strength you possess is quite formidable. But the direct bloodline of the Alfama Mountains is not to be trifled with, and their numbers are vast. Three years ago, they completed the Longevity Blood Ceremony, causing the number of their powerful clan members to skyrocket. Plus, it's suspected that some of the old monsters of the Alfama direct bloodline are slumbering away, and these old beings are all of monster tier ..."
   

        "I know." Casio suddenly interrupted Osi.
   

        He glanced at the hunters, including Ice Blade who had just walked over to the sofa, and said: "Just say it straight, what is your purpose? There's no need to beat around the bush, it's a waste of time."
   

        Osi hesitated for a moment, then finally said: "Actually, I just wanted to confirm your strength. I don't have any conditions or goals in mind. In fact, we not only know the location of the relics of the Longevity Blood but also the specific location of the Alfama's direct bloodline's lair. We're just worried that you three wouldn't be able to handle ..."
   

        Well now, Casio's eyes lit up immediately.
   

        He watched as Osi babbled a load of nonsense, thinking that he was going to back out or set some condition. Turns out they remained steadfast in their original intention of being guides, and outing the location of their bloodline's lair.
   

        Persistence and integrity in guiding, no doubt about that.
   

        Casio snapped his fingers, a smile appearing on his face: "You should have said that earlier, just lead the way, we will do the killing ..."
   

        At 9 o'clock in the evening, everyone immediately sprang into action. The Mercury hunters, each draped in a trench coat, disappeared into the darkness, scattering in every direction. Like a surge of tidal waves rolling in the dark, they headed towards the Alfama Mountains. During their assault, Ice Blade and Osi were communicating.
   

        "Are they really up to it? Every direct bloodline that has the Gift of Blood is hard to deal with, they are the most adept at physical combat. Not to mention the powerful blood clan elders, and even those slumbering high-rank direct bloodlines... if they awaken..."
   

        "And there are only three of them, perhaps each one of them is not considered weak. But three against a whole clan, even with our assistance, I'm afraid they'll be drowned in a sea of blood clan members..."
   

        The cold female voice echoed softly in the dark forest.
   

        "That's okay, those slumbering Blood Clan elders won't wake easily. From what I've observed, the strength of these three could perhaps rival the direct bloodline elders, and that is enough. We never expected outsiders to eradicate the Alfama's direct bloodline completely, it is just that, now happens to be an opportunity to weaken the middle and lower ranks."
   

        Osi's reply was calm and composed. He made the most rational analysis, not imagining that things would turn out crazier than they seemed.
   

        Bang!
   

        A cloud of blood mist exploded in front of Casio's body. He stepped forward without expression. His boots stepped over a headless corpse that had collapsed in front of him. Its limbs were slightly twitching, the nerves not yet dead.
   

        After a few steps, he suddenly lunged forward.
   

        Casio's outstretched hands, like those of a baleen whale, brutally bit into a hideous bat's skull and twisted it lightly!
   

        Cackling… His head, along with the spine, were plucked out together, splashing blood like a fountain.
   

        Looking to his sides, a silhouette draped in a red gauze-like garment was gliding through the woods, leisurely strolling around. His downcast hands were emitting a transparent red light, pulling out streaks of tail flame-like light in the darkness. Inside the dense forest, members of the Alfama's direct bloodline, with their Gift of Blood activated, kept charging, only to let out screams.
   

        As Feng Liusi was stepping, his hands danced, like a conductor of a symphony. His fingertips cut through the air, also cutting through the sturdy bodies of these Blood Clan members. The concentrated Deathfang Power was as formidable as a physical object. Once touched or grazed, the Blood Clan member was doomed. Occasionally, nearby trees were accidentally affected.
   

        The result was that occasionally trees would rumble and fall to the sides.
   

        The momentum was overwhelming, like a bulldozer moving forward.
   

        Next to Feng Liusi was Sheng Feinan, who was currently familiarizing himself with his Spiral Eye Execution. The cross-shaped longsword in his hands reached an astonishing length of 1.8 meters at the second stage. The black outline of the flame-like ripple coiled and rolled on both sides of the blade.
   

        With a light swing, a direct bloodline that pounced was instantly cut in half at the waist by Sheng Feinan. Blood and intestines spilled everywhere, dying in a gruesome state. He then spun around and, with another swing of his sword, cleaved a bat monster that flew down from the tree, slashing it from the crotch all the way up to the skull. It was directly cut into two halves, each side splitting apart.
   

        A mission that seemed solemn and tense in the eyes of the Mercury hunters suddenly turned into an elegant aristocratic fox hunt.
   

        ...
   

        "Is that... a Blood Clan elite?"
   

        "Doesn't look like it, more likely some sort of underling..."
   

        The two hunters emerging from the dark forest saw the scene in the clearing. A monster, half-man, half-bat, roared to the heavens, radiating brutish animosity. Its face was ugly, its tusks grotesquely protruding, its robust body covered with a layer of dark red mane.
   

        It charged madly at the golden-haired figure in the middle of the clearing, but was kicked off, flying more than ten meters away, with nearly half its body obliterated. Flesh bubbled and rolled, revealing gleaming white bones.
   

        The next second, the bat monster was grabbed by a hand and lifted up with brute force, twirling around like a windfire wheel.
   

        Thud thud thud thud thud...
   

        The body was swung around in a large circle in the air before it was ruthlessly slammed into the ground, half its body sinking into the mud. The next second, it was lifted again, whistling as it crashed into another spot. A boulder half the size of a man was shattered, blood and stone dust sprayed in all directions.
   

        With a flash of red light in his eyes, an aura of brutality swept across Casio's face. The monster was violently thrown, its shin snapped clean off. Its broken body was flung in an arc, closely followed by a knee bone piercing through its chest, nailing it to a tree.
   

        There was a resounding thump.
   

        Three meters away, Ice Blade and Osi felt their hearts tremble, as if the blow had landed on their own bodies. They exchanged glances.
   

        In each other's eyes, they saw shock and fear.
   

        Because the one who was just brutally beaten was not some underling, and not even a Blood Clan elite, but an Elder of the direct Blood Clan lineage. Just half a minute ago, he appeared mysteriously in a black robe, positioning himself in front of the rampaging Mr. Casio, his demeanor cool and haughty.
   

        Half his face concealed in shadow, he radiated a formidable aura. He started by announcing his intention to kill Mr. Casio, even talking about torturing him.
   

        Then... there was nothing.
   

        He was batted around like a leather ball, kicked to and fro. Finally, as if for fun, Mr. Casio put an end to his life.
   

        "Are we there yet?"
   

        A golden-haired figure suddenly emerged from the shadows behind them.
   

        Single-eyed and burly, Osi was almost scared to death. One second the man was fifty or sixty meters away in the open, blink an eye and he's right behind you. That speed, the thought of it killing someone...
   

        He inhaled deeply with difficulty: "Almost, the stronger Alpha's direct Blood Clan's obstruction, the closer we are to the location of the Longevity Blood Sacrifice. The nest of these Alfama Blood Clan is also nearby, it's a dark cave with its inner wall hollowed out..."
   

        "A cave?"
   

        Casio slightly raised an eyebrow, as if remembering something. He received the False Death Elixir in a cave in the Alfama Mountains at dusk, vaguely sensing danger, seemingly another entrance to the Akaba Ruins. He didn't expect the Blood Clan's nest would be there.
   

        "Lead the way, let's head to the Sacrifice spot first."
   

        Casio's hands instantly grabbed their shoulders, his figure disappearing on the spot. Like an obscurely refracted shadow under the moonlight, he raced at a speed far beyond one's imagination.
   

        From two other directions.
   

        Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan also noticed that Casio started to accelerate, and they decided to eradicate the Blood Clan surrounding them.
   

        Pushing off with their feet, they shot forward like meteors, breaking through the obstruction of the direct Blood Clan, heading in the direction where Casio had left.
   

        Looking down from the sea of trees.
   

        Three figures can be seen as straight as arrows, pointing in the direction of Akaba Ruins where a large number of Alpha's direct Blood Clan were gathered.
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        Pitter-patter… Pitter-patter... 
   

        The wind whistled in their ears, blurring the vision before them.
   

        The black woodland mixed with the white moonlight seemed like an unfinished oil painting. Tree trunks flashed past at an astonishing speed. One second, their vision was filled with dense undergrowth, the next, they found themselves in a grassy clearing.
   

        As they sprinted at high speed, the blast of wind on their faces felt like a knife's cut. Osi could hardly keep his eyes open. Attempting to speak, a gust flowed into his mouth, making him drool.
   

        He couldn't utter a word.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh, three shadows flickered across the open space.
   

        The bright moon hung in the sky, surrounded by tendrils of white clouds which rippled like water. The oval-shaped porcelain dish was bright, casting a soft moonlight onto the mountainsides.
   

        The shadows of the fir trees and the soil mixed and intermingled, forming a large flat black contour. The shadow pierced the creek and was immediately shattered by the glimmer of reflected water.
   

        Plop.
   

        Boot suddenly halted, deeply sinking into the mud next to the tree trunk. The three silhouettes finally stopped, standing quietly.
   

        Everything around them was quiet, only the sound of flowing water and insects chirping could be heard.
   

        "Blech~" "Blech~"
   

        Two sounds of dry heaving broke this rare serenity. Placed down by Casio, both Osi and Ice Blade looked pale, even faintly green. Leaning against a tree, they hung their heads, distress evident on their faces.
   

        After a while, both finally recovered. They glanced at each other, their eyes empty and puzzled.
   

        The woods were lush, and during their high-speed run, they inevitably got hit by branches. A good hunting trench coat had been turned into rags, red marks evident on Osi and Ice Blade's bodies.
   

        The two took a deep breath and walked towards Casio.
   

        Osi, catching his breath, said, "This is the place. Following this stream upward, we will reach the location of the Alpha's Direct Bloodline's Ceremony of Longevity. But I'm afraid that there are probably heavily armed guards there by now. We've undoubtedly alerted them."
   

        "Is the ceremony site far from here?"
   

        "Not far, probably one or two kilometers away."
   

        Osi looked carefully around before answering truthfully.
   

        "Good. Our three will go ahead and eliminate all the Blood Clan there; you two follow at your own speed. Be quick, though. I don't like my time being wasted when executing plans, understand?" Casio didn't want these burdens, but he was interested in the direct bloodline's lair.
   

        They needed a guide.
   

        "Under…. Understood." responded Osi absently.
   

        Boom... Boom... The earth shook. The three figures vanished in a flash, like ghosts. He turned his head to look upstream and was shocked to see three black figures slowly disappearing under the moonlight.
   

        "No… no way, did they just leave?"
   

        Ice Blade, gradually coming back to his senses, rubbed his wind-blown eyes, his hand leaving the support of the tree.
   

        "Considering the situation before, it seems like the three of them don't need us. We're more of a burden…" Osi wiped the drool from his mouth, "Even an elder-level member of the Alpha's Direct Bloodline was killed, we might have underestimated their strength. They massacre the Blood Clan like a cat hunts a mouse…"
   

        Ice Blade was silent for a long while after hearing Osi's words. After a moment he said, "Does that mean, we're useless?"
   

        "Who said that!" Osi reflexively retorted, but soon hesitated. He stood there, stuttering for a long time, "At the very least… At the very least, we can lead the way, right?"
   

        "…" Ice Blade pursed his lips, saying nothing.
   

        "Forget it. Let's hurry up and follow them. Judging by their speed, a brawl must have already started over there."
   

        Osi coughed twice, bringing the conversation back.
   

        Without delay, the two, who had just recovered a little, sprinted upstream. Their speed was much faster than a normal person.
   

        One minute later, halfway through their run, Osi was startled. Reflected in the shimmering blue moonlight on the water was a black-robed corpse. He lay flat, his face serene, hands crossed over his belly as if he were peacefully asleep.
   

        If one could ignore the big hole in his chest.
   

        They hadn't run more than a few steps when they saw more bodies drifting down one after another. These weren't as aesthetically dead as the first one. Virtually each one was maimed; either an arm had been ripped off, or a neck twisted like a twisted doughnut, or only the upper body was left, or simply without a head. The waterway was entirely dyed red with their blood.
   

        Under the moonlight, it felt eerie and bloody.
   

        Both men's eyelids twitched involuntarily, quickening their pace. The further upstream they went, the more accumulated bodies there were in the water.
   

        For a moment, they almost blocked the creek.
   

        "Look! What's that?!" Ice Blade suddenly pointed to the surface of the water. Osi turned and saw, reflected in the depths of his blue pupils, a head bobbing in the water.
   

        The face of the severed head was ugly, not the attractive countenance typical of the Blood Clan. Half of it was scarred as if burned by fire.
   

        "Elder of the Alpha's Direct Bloodline, Bloodburn!"
   

        Osi's face showed shock. He'd taken part in the battle between the blue-eyed hunters and the Blood Clan three years prior. The elders of the Alpha's Direct Bloodline that had appeared left a deep impression on him. Each of them was very powerful, lethal with every move they made.
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        It would take several closely coordinated Elites Hunter Brigade working in harmony and willing to make sacrifices, just to barely contend with them. A slight mishap, and they'd be completely defeated. As easily collapsible as a castle built from building blocks.
   

        The scar-faced Elder Bloodburn from that occurrence was the strongest of the Blood Clan's Elders. He single-handedly massacred a quarter of the elite hunters. Guarding in front of the ceremony altar like a mountain, anyone who wanted to disrupt the smooth progress of the longevity blood ceremony would be killed. The hunters lost that battle three years ago.
   

        But now.
   

        This severed head that appeared in front of the two of them...
   

        Osi with his ice blade had his breath caught and lapsed into silence again.
   

        The next second, the ice blade started to speed up suddenly.
   

        Osi hurried to catch up and asked, "What's the matter?"
   

        "Nothing, I just feel like we should run faster."
   

        "The three gentlemen should still be waiting for us to lead the way..."
   

        Half a minute later.
   

        The two of them made it two kilometers away, wheezing with exhaustion. Even though they were very far away, they could faintly hear several high-pitched screams of agony.
   

        By the time they completely arrived, all the screams had stopped. They could only hear the hoots of screech owls coming from the woods.
   

        Ice Blade looked in front of him and unconsciously covered his nose. Osi also stopped, his nose twitched, and he felt slightly uncomfortable.
   

        The soil in the grassland ahead was completely different from the surroundings; under the moonlight, there was a distinct red dividing line.
   

        The soil inside the dividing line, filled to the brim with fresh blood, was like a sponge swollen with viscous liquid in each pore. The grass was similarly dyed scarlet, and the blood droplets on the drooping leaves were sparkling with a seductive color.
   

        Everywhere there were limbs, everywhere there were corpses. In some places, the dead bodies were piled up forming a mound.
   

        At the top of the mound, a blond silhouette sat there. His eyes were slightly closed as if he was taking a nap. The delicate face was even more pure under the moonlight, exuding nobility. The bloody aura occasionally disturbed from around his body was so intense that it formed an illusion of a ferocious bird on his shoulders. Menacing and evil, its scarlet eyes looked in the direction of the two men.
   

        Buzz!
   

        Their minds went blank, as if struck by lightning.
   

        Osi and Ice Blade felt like their hearts were gripped tightly by an enormous hand, almost bursting. The veins on their foreheads throbbed wildly, fists clenched, and their backs were soaked with cold sweat.
   

        "Are they here? They're ten seconds late, but it doesn't matter."
   

        From the nearby shadows, Sheng Feinan, wielding the Spiral Eyed Sword in his hand, came out. The blood-soaked grooves on the blade made it look more ferocious. The pupil on the sword hilt shone slightly, as if it had come to life.
   

        Leaned against a tree trunk in the darkness behind him, a tall figure emerged. He held a flickering cigarette between his fingertips.
   

        That dot of red and blue flame was conspicuously bright.
   

        Osi and the rest were pulled back to earth only after taking a deep breath without caring about the strong smell of blood that the air held.
   

        "Huff..."
   

        A whooshing sound came from the air. It was the blond figure who had just jumped down. His feet landed on the ground with a 'plop'.
   

        The fresh blood soaked into the ground splashed out.
   

        A few drops of blood rolled off the surface of the black leather boots.
   

        With a flicker, he appeared behind Osi and the others.
   

        Osi seemed to have sensed a dangerous aura and instinctively twisted his shoulders. But he was still gripped tightly by an iron-like hand.
   

        "Wait..."
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh...
   

        The wind howled, and the flesh in their mouths rolled. The state they had just recovered from went back to being a blur, and they couldn't even open their eyes.
   

        Every once in a while, however, Casio would stop to allow Osi and the others to give directions.
   

        Five minutes later, they arrived at the entrance to a canyon.
   

        "There is a cave at the end of the canyon, where Alfama's direct bloodline nests. However, they have set up many traps and alarms in the canyon. It's as difficult as climbing to the sky to infiltrate without making any noise, and there are many hidden sentries in the bushes..."
   

        Ice blade expounds on the considerable information that the numerous Mercury hunters traded with their lives three years ago. That failed battle was not meaningless.
   

        "Is that cave conspicuous? Is it straight ahead?" After hearing some of the information Casio pondered, and asked.
   

        "Just straight ahead. It's quite noticeable, a bare mountain wall with only a large cave..." Ice Blade said.
   

        "Fine," Casio nodded, and leaned slightly forward.
   

        The tips of his boots sank deep into the mud.
   

        Osi's eyes flickered in realization, instantly understanding what the three men standing in front of them intended to do. Based on their usual way of proceeding…
   

        It wasn't hard to guess.
   

        Charge in, kill. They walked in a straight line, eliminating all obstacles in their way. In fact, all they needed to know was the location. Traps, scouts, and alarms were meaningless to these three men…
   

        "Ah!"
   

        "Boom boom boom!"
   

        "Slop! Clatter! Rip!"
   

        "No…"
   

        Noises echoed sporadically throughout the canyon, gradually fading into the distance. Osi and Ice Blade exchanged a mute glance.
   

        ***************
   

        Inside the thick forest in the canyon, a straight trail tore through the ground, extending directly from the canyon entrance to the end of the rock wall.
   

        Many traps were destroyed by brute force, dozens of trees fell and shattered along the way, and several corpses were randomly scattered amongst the fallen bushes. Mosquitoes crawled around, waiting for the bodies to decompose in the damp environment.
   

        In front of the rock wall, the three men, Casio, slowly paused their steps.
   

        In front of them was a bare shadow wall with oddly shaped rocks under the moonlight. Only at the five-meter-high spot, an almost dead giant tree grew between the cracks.
   

        The tree trunk's skin was wrinkled, like scales, full of traces eroded by time. The entire tree was twisted, and the roots looked like pythons, entwining and rooting in the crevices of the rocks.
   

        Underneath the tree root, there was indeed a cave in an arch shape.
   

        The shape did not appear natural, rather as if it were manually excavated. However, after years of weathering, the traces had basically integrated with the stone surface. Casio approached and extended his hand to touch the surface of the cave wall.
   

        His fingers could faintly feel the lines and patterns.
   

        It seemed like there could be patterns of the archway on it.
   

        Casio took out the Devil's Book from his chest and turned to the page where the map was located. It depicted the entire layout of the ruins. There were six levels in the Akaba Ruins, shaped like an inverted pyramid. The first level was the largest with an area of over a thousand square kilometers.
   

        Gradually, it became smaller from the top to the bottom. 
   

        The overall structure was divided into three floors each for both upper and lower halves. The upper three floors were relatively safer in comparison to the lower three, where dangers doubled. The latter was fraught with traps, exotic species, poison, and much more.
   

        The Southern Dipper secret treasure Casio sought after was in the lower three floors.
   

        During this time, they had planned two routes according to the map, from the first underground level to the fifth. The first route was somewhat longer, bypassing many dangers and unknown areas. The second route was much faster, choosing mostly areas with dangers within the acceptable range.
   

        In the moonlight, Casio examined the map for a while, and soon found the location of the passage on the map. It turned out to be located on the west side of the ruins, while the passage he had entered last time was in the southern end. The relative positions of the two were clearly visible in his mind.
   

        That's the advantage of having a map.
   

        This way when they entered ruins it would not be like walking into a labyrinth, resembling a headless fly. Moving with purpose, avoid danger.
   

        It could make the searching efficiency increase exponentially.
   

        "Tap tap tap … Tap tap tap …"
   

        In the cave passage, the hurried and powerful sound of footsteps echoed faintly. It seemed that the Blood Clan stationed in the nest responded and sent elite support outside.
   

        Planning to flank the intruders, capture or kill them.
   

        "Move faster, some scum has broken into the canyon!"
   

        "It must be those blue-eyed thieves who are not afraid of death!"
   

        "Kill them all, take off their heads! Hahaha..."
   

        About ten Blood Clan members were running wildly in the passage, the hem of their black robes flapping noisily. The excitement of hunting permeated the squad.
   

        Crack!
   

        Suddenly, a black boot crushed a stone.
   

        The corner position.
   

        Three figures stood like a wall, blocking the path.
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        In the eyes of the Blood Clan, the three stood with their backs against the moonlight, firmly blocking the intersection. Despite their bodies not moving, a layer akin to the physical ice-blue scarlet airflow could be seen wildly swirling around them. It was as if three phantasmal shadows were baring their claws and teeth like demons.
   

        "Intruders!!!"
   

        "Not the Blue-Eyed Hunters?"
   

        "Kill them all..."
   

        "No, don't kill them, capture them alive..."
   

        The speech of that Blood Clan member abruptly halted, with a loud bang!!!
   

        A robust arm grabbed his skull, pressing it into the sidewall. The cave wall shook violently, and the powdery dust that had weathered from the top tumbled down.
   

        Boom Boom Boom!!!
   

        A figure rolled through the tunnel intersection like a bulldozer, every inch of the ground under its footsteps cracked. A series of straight footprints were reminiscent of those left by an elephant herd.
   

        There were more than twenty members of the Blood Clan in the tunnel to support, all were battle elites. However, they were ruthlessly crushed and bumped into the cave wall as though they were mantises trying to stop a chariot. There was nowhere to hide, they couldn't resist, they died instantly upon contact!
   

        At the end, Casio abruptly halted. He stood in front of the only unharmed black-robed Blood Clan member and slowly turned around.
   

        Behind him, the Blood Clan member grabbed his throat, his face the purple hue of asphyxiation. The blood vessels in his eyes clambered like spider webs, becoming denser. Foam dripped from the corner of his mouth, like a fish stranded onshore, unable to breathe.
   

        "Hehehe…"
   

        The gurgling sound of losing air echoed from his throat.
   

        Thud! He fell to the ground, and his whole body convulsed. After a while, his legs kicked out one last time, and he breathed his last.
   

        This Blood Clan member could say he died of fear. Just now, he had directly looked into the eyes of Casio. His spirit, extremely concentrated, had formed a blood vulture phantasm that struck directly at the spectator's soul! Coupled with the faint demon idol life field emanating from Casio's body and the power of a top predator, the Blood Clan youth was scared to the point of sudden cardiac arrest.
   

        Under the dual oppression of mental and physical, his personhood broke down.
   

        Click, click, click...
   

        The footsteps of the two approached, Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan came over. Feng Liusi glanced at Casio, who had resolved the nuisances in just a few seconds, and nodded: "Your efficiency beats both me and Sheng Feinan." As he spoke, he took out the map.
   

        He recorded the route again in the dim environment.
   

        "This is a narrow, enclosed space, which is the best place for physically strong fighters to exert their strengths." Casio reached out his hand and wiped the fresh blood on his palm onto the black robe of the Blood Clan hanging on the wall surface. His words were extremely accurate. The combat power of a fighter is affected by many factors, and the environment is a key one.
   

        In this kind of tunnel, fighters wielding long weapons would be restricted, and their overall strength would inevitably decrease. But hand-to-hand combatants are less affected, especially those potent in physical strength and defense, their overall strength becomes indirectly reinforced.
   

        "We are entering the Akaba Ruins from the western intersection. It is closest to the starting point of the first safe route. The starting point is here…"
   

        Feng Liusi pointed at the map, it was an enlarged proportional map Casio had painstakingly drawn. It had red dots and lines, representing the starting point of the route, the end of the route, and the whole path.
   

        The three pinpointed the starting point location, which was about two areas away. If they went full speed ahead without interference, it would take about three hours. Considering the part of the western entrance occupied by the Blood Clan, it might take four to five hours.
   

        "Let's go. I'm the strongest, I'll lead. Sheng Feinan, your long weapon will be restricted, stay in the middle. Feng Liusi, you bring up the rear..."
   

        Casio reorganised their team formation. Despite each of them being elite fighters in the outside world, the Ancient Ruins was fraught with danger. A moment of arrogance could lead to death.
   

        A little caution didn't hurt anyone. Plus, armed with a map, they could all reach the fifth level safely.
   

        "Let's go."
   

        Casio took the lead, and the three figures quickly left the narrow tunnel. The only thing remaining was the corpses of the direct Blood Clan members, who didn't even have the time to transform. Their black robes resembled a pile of tattered sacks.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        "Aaaaa…"
   

        A member of the Blood Clan's face was pressed against the wall of the cave. A huge force grinded against it, causing his flesh to be torn and mangled. When he hit the ground, half of his forehead bone had been ground off.
   

        "57, shame we didn't meet any high-ranking Blood Clan, only a bunch of small fry." Casio dusted off his hands, counting how many Blood Clan members he had killed along the way. The three of them had only brought their map and battle equipment, not even food. Although fighters could go long periods without food or drink, heavy fighting diminished their energy. They had to replenish it to stay in top condition.
   

        The life field energy from his vibration could replace it.
   

        Though somewhat wasteful, the life vibration energy of such low-level dark creatures could no longer bring a significant improvement to Casio.
   

        It would have greater utility in wound healing or energy reserves.
   

        One hour passed.
   

        The three had ventured deeper into the Akaba Ruins and gradually moved away from the area occupied by the Blood Clan's nest. In this time, they occasionally encountered elite patrols or guards sent by the Blood Clan. Needless to say, they dealt with them swiftly. All in all, Casio took care of at least a hundred bats.
   

        That was nothing major. They had originally captured a rather timid guard to question, and found the location of the Blood Clan's nest.
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        However, the location was quite remote, effectively in the northwestern part of the first layer of the Akaba Ruins, far off the intended route. Casio had no choice but to temporarily let them go, the Southern Dipper secret teachings were the priority.
   

        Firstly, acquiring the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist from the fifth layer was the most important, as for other things, they were just icing on the cake, items that could be substituted.
   

        Two hours after entering the ruins.
   

        Clang!
   

        Casio bent a metal spear protruding from the cave wall with one punch, darting his hand out and grabbing the handle. He yanked forcefully, causing the entire channel wall to crack. The long metal device inside was pulled down and twisted inch by inch into a twisted doughnut by his hands.
   

        It was rolled into an iron ball and thrown away.
   

        "We should now be in the relatively dangerous area of the first level. From three minutes ago to now, we've encountered five traps in a row," Casio recalled the map in his mind. The information did not specifically specify the dangerous locations. It just generally annotated some areas or a single narrow corridor with traps or exotic species.
   

        "Move."
   

        The three walked around the corner and advanced hundreds of meters further. At a turning point, a steep upward slope suddenly appeared in front of them.
   

        Casio's eyelids twitched, seemingly guessing something. Sure enough, a heavy boulder started rolling down from the top of the slope. Friction against the tunnel, it made a rumbling noise.
   

        The boulder accelerated down the slope, rolling faster and faster.
   

        It came down mercilessly with almost ten tons of crushing force.
   

        Bang!
   

        An air wave exploded in the air. A two-meter-tall blond strongman held up the boulder with both hands and instantly absorbed all its kinetic energy.
   

        Cloth waves rolled over his body like sea waves, his powerful aura surged out. Casio forcibly held it up with his arms, which were like two rock white marble pillars. He took a slight breath with his steel-built body, then the man surprisingly progressed upwards against the force.
   

        Pushing the boulder, he headed towards the top of the slope.
   

        The movement got faster and faster, and his walking turned into running. Behind Casio, Feng Liusi and the others followed.
   

        The three persons and the boulder fiercely ground down the tunnel ahead.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh ... whoosh whoosh whoosh ...
   

        As the boulder passed by, a large number of small holes suddenly cracked open on the walls on both sides. The mechanism operated, and deadly crossbow arrows were violently shot out like a downpour, no less lethal than bullets. Arrowheads hit the stone, making a continuous clinking sound.
   

        The surface of the stone ball was covered with golden sparks, moving slowly forward. A third of the tunnel distance was passed, and the corners of the ground piled up witn no less than ten thousand arrows, all of their arrowheads rendered useless.
   

        Squeak! Squeak! Squeak!
   

        A series of teeth-grating metallic bending sounds rang out.
   

        It was the sharp ground spikes that sprung from the tunnel floor all of a sudden. The spikes were all black, with the thickness of a baby's arm at the root. The force of their ejection was fierce, if it were a normal person, they would undoubtedly be penetrated. Neither feet nor buttocks could be spared, resulting in a tragic death.
   

        But, now the ground spikes were against a nearly ten ton boulder.
   

        It was quite awkward, they could not push it up. On the contrary, it was forcefully run over along the way, just like a road roller flattening the ground.
   

        The straight steel spikes were instantly bent to the point that they couldn't be bent any further.
   

        Some of them were even bent to ninety degrees, tightly adhering to the ground.
   

        Others, which were more fragile, directly snapped off from the root.
   

        Casio proceeded without any expression. Just his arm muscles were contracting and relaxing, the veins bouncing, and he was unleashing the frightening strength of his body.
   

        The boulder steadfastly rolled over, and there was another crisp cracking sound from the walls on both sides and the ground, which was obviously the mechanism having failed.
   

        Only after passing through this dangerous tunnel, did Casio nod in approval, the boulder was useful at times.
   

        Moreover, pushing was not as taxing as lifting, he did not have to be in a state of explosive strength all the way, he could run with the ball by applying a few thousand pounds of force to his arms. Unexpectedly, there was a sense of contentment.
   

        The standard dimensions of the Akaba Ruins' channels were relatively fixed, this boulder was in a perfectly suitable diameter, it wouldn't be too small or get stuck.
   

        So, Casio played with the ball for another half an hour.
   

        During the journey, they encountered many traps, but all were successfully cleared.
   

        The surface of the boulder was pitted with occasional signs of corrosion. However, its overall structure remained intact and could still be used.
   

        ************************
   

        The first floor of the Akaba Ruins, a relatively dangerous area. In a dark corner, a demonic dog hovers above the ground. It measures one and a half meters in height, with robust muscles that resemble chunks of granite. It boasts three heads on its upper body, drooling saliva and revealing monstrous tusks as long as daggers. Its lower body emits a strange smoke, and its limbs appear in a bizarre ethereal state.
   

        The black fog three-headed dog wanders aimlessly in this area.
   

        Any object trying to intrude would be ruthlessly torn apart. These three-headed dogs possess a strong physique, bloodthirsty desire to attack, and a crazed determination to not rest until the intruders are killed.
   

        "Rumble, rumble, rumble......" "Rumble, rumble, rumble......"
   

        The ground of the surrounding area suddenly began to shake. Dust fell from the walls, much like when a train passes over tracks.
   

        The black fog three-headed dog instantly sensed the intruder. It swiftly turned its body, its six blood-red pupils fixed on the corner position.
   

        The mist around its body surged, and a dangerous aura dispersed in all directions. Raising its three heads, the dog let out an excited howl like a hunter sighting its prey: "Awoooo...GA!"
   

        In the dark corner, a massive shadow suddenly thunderously rushed by, practically filling all the space in the tunnel. Its speed was frighteningly rapid, with the corner ahead leading to a decline.
   

        The black fog three-headed dog was crushed to death without even activating its battle mode. Its entire form, like a water bag, was instantly exploded by the boulder of about ten tonnes charging over. With a "splat," it turned into a swirl of black fog, merging with air and shadow.
   

        As the boulder passed, a puddle of black ashes stuck to the ground.
   

        The three men briskly passed through the dim tunnel.
   

        Casio looked up, somewhat perplexed, and asked, "Did you guys hear anything just now? Was it a foreign beast from far away?"
   

        "It seemed like it, I heard a wolf howl, no... a dog howling..."
   

        Feng Liusi pondered for a moment.
   

        "What wolf's howl, clearly it was a duck, I heard a 'gah'," Sheng Feinan disagreed, expressing his own opinion.
   

        "Nevermind, just be careful hereafter. This area is marked as a relatively dangerous zone with exotic species activity on the map. The first exotic species we encountered, we don't know how dangerous it will be. We can't afford to be careless now, we have to give it our all if necessary!"
   

        Casio looked at Feng Liusi and the others with a solemn gaze.
   

        "Hmm."
   

        The trio all looked somewhat cautious, naturally forming an aura around their bodies to prep against any possible attacks. However, until they left the area, they did not encounter any exotic species' ambush.
   

        Three and half hours after entering the Akaba Ruins.
   

        A subtle rumble resonated as Casio shook his arms. The battered boulder furiously flew across the entire tunnel, violently colliding with the frenzied wooden rhino charging towards it. With a "bang," the weather-worn stone ball finally exploded under the heavy weight.
   

        The explosion filled half of the tunnel with clouds of stone dust.
   

        At the entrance of the tunnel, a powerful figure dashed into the stone mist like an arrow, striking the rhino that had already been grievously wounded with more speed than the boulder. The rhino was sent flying, heavily crashing into the end of the tunnel.
   

        A minute passed. Casio crouched at the corner. A wooden rhino was ripped apart on the ground. Instead of flesh, there was green vegetation inside its body. This enormous creature wasn't an animal but an unusual plant creature.
   

        "It's getting stranger... the Oyon Civilization..."
   

        He slowly stood up, his eyes flickering, murmuring to himself.
   

        Four hours after entering the Akaba Ruins.
   

        Casio and his companions came to a halt at the end of one corridor, looking ahead. It surprisingly led to a large cave wall that opened up into a wide, cylindrical cavity about the size of a basketball court.
   

        The entire cave wall was grayish-white featuring oval passages leading in different directions, densely packed, making it feel eerily like a beehive or ant nest.
   

        This was the starting point of our route, and also an important transfer station in the Akaba Ruins. There were steps on the cave wall, and at the bottom, there was a fountain.
   

        Not only would this fountain spew water, but it would occasionally spit out bugs.
   

        These bugs are called holy beetles!
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        "Be careful, there's danger below."
   

        Casio issued a warning.
   

        There were plenty of white holy beetles in the fountain, capable of spraying a highly corrosive liquid, and were particularly vindictive. As long as your body was marked with pheromones, they would chase relentlessly. He found this out the hard way during his last retrospect, ending up being chased around for four to five hours.
   

        Furthermore, these hordes of holy beetles seemed to be more complex than they appeared. There was an instance when a high order blood clan member that had awakened, ended up here, and succumbed to an enemy-like fear.
   

        He was corroded to a weakening state and died due to an energy leakage.
   

        The three of them stood on the edge of the cave wall, took a glance at the dim empty cavity inside, gradually shifting their gaze towards the flight of stairs next to them.
   

        It was a rectangular stone slab, three meters long and two meters wide, large enough to accommodate three people side by side. Yet, for safety reasons, Casio and the others decided to separate and maintain a certain distance while descending.
   

        Casio led the way. He hopped lightly at the end of the tunnel.
   

        He landed solidly on his feet, standing on a suspended stair.
   

        It's sturdy, as if the slab was originally carved out with the entire cave wall in one piece, no need to worry about it shaking loose and falling.
   

        He took a slight breath and started accelerating. With a light tap of his toes, his figure leaped up and landed on the next stage.
   

        His tattered trench coat was constantly rolling and floating around him, like a rapid descending dark cloud, or like the raging waves in the deep night.
   

        As Casio quickly descended along the stairs on the cave wall, hopping like a dragonfly touching the water, he felt more composed and confident than during his last retrospect. After all, his strength was ensured. Even if he fell, he would still be able to use his hands to dissipate his momentum on the cave wall, and land unscathed at the bottom.
   

        The three silhouettes descended rapidly. The surrounding air temperature also began to drop dramatically. Casio and others could distinctly sense the temperature change, their hairs standing on end. After nearly hundreds of rapid ascents and descents, the temperature had dropped about twenty to thirty degrees compared to the starting point.
   

        The surroundings were as cold as winter.
   

        The warm breaths Casio and others exhaled through their nostrils instantly turned into faint white fog, like two winding thin snakes. On the uneven surface of the cave wall, traces of white frost could also be seen.
   

        The abrupt change in temperature had made Feng Liusi and Casio uncomfortable. Only Sheng Feinan was in an unprecedentedly good condition, for he practiced the secret martial art 'Sacred Icy Cold True Skill' of ice attribute.
   

        The cultivation environment was in the stormy canyon present in the far northern ice field.
   

        The mere temperature at the bottom of this cavity was nothing to him. He was highly resistant to cold, being able to withstand temperatures as low as minus 50 degrees.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        Everyone finally reached the bottom. It was still the same as what Casio remembered. There were five large holes on the cave wall. The middle featured a formation similar to a plaza with a rough white rocky ground. A grey-white fountain spouted at the core, with its bicolored water flowing through the pond in a cyclic manner.
   

        Instead of a hasty move, Casio took out the map for study. During his last retrospect, he was completely in the dark, fleeing like a headless fly. But this time, he had obtained some crucial information.
   

        For instance, the five huge passages at the bottom each led to different crucial areas on the first floor of the Akaba Ruins. Taking the hole directly opposite Casio as a starting point and rotating clockwise, they were the Earth Rock Area, Fire Fluff Area, Wind Departure Area, Water Vortex Area, and finally the Ullopolos Area. During his last retrospect, Casio was unable to determine his exact position after entering the ruins. However, the place where he obtained the wisdom rune was most likely the Ullopolos Area, which represents eternal life and spirit.
   

        "The route we've chosen is to enter through the Fire Fluff Area. After covering one third of this area, we'll move on to the Wind Departure Area. The intersection for the passage to the lower level is located over there, and we need to enter that tunnel... "
   

        Casio pointed at a pitch-black intersection. He was about to continue speaking when he noticed something tiny moving at the corner of his eye. Looking more carefully, he found that there were seven or eight beetles crawling aimlessly on the surface of the plaza, somehow having strayed from the fountain.
   

        They crawled around aimlessly.
   

        They were the size of a thumb, and covered in a white carapace. Their overall shape looked somewhat like a seven-star ladybug, only larger.
   

        At the sight of the familiar holy beetles, Casio initially planned to alert Feng Liusi and others to instantly proceed to the Fire Fluff Area passage without interacting with these pests. But for some reason, he found his eyes glued to the beetles. His heart was pounding furiously, as if gripped by a sense of desire emerging from the deepest recess of his subconscious.
   

        This was a physical instinctual reaction. The holy beetles were attracting Casio. Although they were just beetles, they sent signals to his brain that they were delicious, just as bees are to a brown bear, just like a dog seeing... 
   

        This throbbing sensation racked up an unbearable itch inside him.
   

        Casio took a deep breath and told the two people next to him.
   

        "Wait for me..."
   

        Having said that, he walked straight up. His fingers flashed across the ground like lightning. With two fingers firmly catching a white holy beetle.
   

        "..."
   

        Casio found his mouth involuntarily watering.
   

        He frowned, recalling that he didn't have this feeling during his last retrospect. Therefore, one explanation could be the influence of the wisdom rune, or...the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art!
   

        With a thought from Casio, the micro demon idol life field was autonomously activated, enveloping the palm of his hand. The holy beetle, which had been struggling fiercely, suddenly lost vitality as if frightened by a natural enemy. Its inner life vibration energy was rapidly pulled out by the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, flowing into Casio's body.
   

        "It's different... very special life vibration energy..."
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        He noticed the difference immediately, the life vibration energy of this holy beetle was different from many of the dark creatures and mutated beasts Casio had encountered before. Even though the amount was small, it brought a refreshing coldness to his body, very nourishing.
   

        The energy in his body was drawn, the lung area of Casio slightly lit up.
   

        It seemed to be ready for the next transformation after the kidneys.
   

        "This…"
   

        In his confused eyes was a hint of bewilderment, the holy beetle had a special effect on the Secret Martial Art of the demon idol, speeding up the rate of physical evolution and transformation? Could it be that the holy beetle is the constant food of the Ultimate Dark Entity, the demon idol that ranks fifth in the Endless Calamity?
   

        With Casio's understanding of the Secret Martial of the demon idol, coupled with the detailed related content in the Devil's Book, the dark ultimate body of the demon idol can be classified into juvenile, evolutionary, adult, and peak periods. His current degree of transformation is probably in the evolutionary period, with the heart, blood vessels, muscles, and kidney transformation already completed. He still has the lung and skeletal transformation left…
   

        After all the transformations are completed, Casio can transform into a real miniature demon idol when he displays his idol state, and form his energy state. Perhaps he could reach the level of an adult demon idol.
   

        That is the ultimate dark entity recorded in the Devil's Book.
   

        Although he doesn't know how to compare it with the realm of martial arts practitioners, it can be said that it definitely has a terrifying physique beyond imagination. The limit of a fighter? Or the legendary Saint Fist?
   

        A thought flashed in his mind, and Casio instantly felt the abnormality in the distant fountain. The water in the grey-white pond was churning and rippling, cold air constantly emerged from the mouth of the fountain, something was about to come out.
   

        Casio weighed the pros and cons in his heart and quickly made a decision.
   

        He sprinted directly in a few flying leaps, the Secret Martial Art of the demon idol inside his body operated rapidly, and the three frequencies of heartbeat, breath, and blood circulation became one.
   

        All of his body muscles bulged and swelled, and the edge contour gained a touch of Rock White. Casio's body shape suddenly increased to over two meters high, he directly entered the idol state, and the life field inside his body was stimulated to the maximum.
   

        "Buzz buzz buzz... buzz buzz buzz..."
   

        The fountain burst, and fist-sized white beetles sprayed out from the top. Because their numbers were too many and too dense, at first glance, it looked like a bunch of ivory liquid had burst out.
   

        The swarm of holy beetles gushed out like a current.
   

        At this moment, Casio stood straight in the middle of the pool, like a tall and silent white statue. His body was motionless, but his eyes were swallowing black light, and strands of shadow-like black mist flowed out from the gaps in his clothes, rising and floating like burning flames.
   

        Squeak! Squeak! Squeak!
   

        A large number of holy beetle swarms had just been sprayed out, and they immediately encountered the demon idol's life field enveloped around. As a group, these holy beetles are very powerful, tirelessly hunting down their prey, with astonishing kill power and destructive power. They were like a swarm of piranha in the rainforest streams, ripping apart any blood-dripping predator passing through.
   

        But each holy beetles as an individual is not very strong, even a man can kill them without being injured if he is careful. Their life field is quite fragile.
   

        At this moment, Casio was using his powerful life field of the demon idol with full force, reaping the insect life as if it were a scythe. As each holy beetle was very weak, almost losing its vitality at contact with the idol's life field.
   

        As soon as they climbed out, they became corpses, falling with a plop.
   

        In the span of one or two breaths, nearly a hundred holy beetles had been killed, and their life vibration energy was absorbed by Casio nearby.
   

        This, a unique frequency of energy, naturally nourished the lungs.
   

        It drove the Secret Martial Idol to operate.
   

        The life vibration energy of a single holy beetle is very small, although special and effective, it could only stimulate lung transformation bit by bit. Casio had absorbed nearly a hundred frequencies in an instant, one after the other, they went on relay, the entire lung area suddenly lit up.
   

        He could feel that a ball of refreshing and cool liquid wrapped his whole respiratory system, including but not limited to his lungs and respiratory tract. A subtle change was quietly taking place.
   

        Buzz buzz buzz...
   

        The inside of the fountain looked like a wasp nest, with the swarm of holy beetles scrambling to crawl out. The number of bugs that appeared in one second not only didn't decrease but rather exploded, crazily gushing out.
   

        This was just what Casio wanted.
   

        He embraced the fountain with his whole body, his giant hands crossed together. Black fog crazily surged from his body, and in an instant, he enveloped the entire fountain, blocking the view of Feng Liusi and the others.
   

        Splash splash splash...
   

        Wave after wave, the corpses of the dead holy beetles rhythmically fell. They quickly filled the pond and overflowed onto the plaza.
   

        Casio was feeling incredibly invigorated, he was so excited he couldn't help but burst into song, He was really having the time of his life!
   

        The refreshing feeling in his lungs was like gulping down an entire bottle of mentholatum. Even his breath had a damp water vapor-like scent.
   

        Along with the refreshing sensation, there was also the tingling pain of accelerated body transformation. His entire lungs were glowing, like a lightbulb gradually increasing its brightness. The evolution that required long durations of grinding was being accelerated by a hundred times, cells were dividing, functions were being upgraded.
   

        The lung bronchial tree extended again, thrusting out dense branches and leaves, spreading and sprawling in all directions. It formed a complex and vast intricate system, like the roots of a banyan tree. At the end of the branches hung countless air sacs, which were immersed in a wave of black energy.
   

        They contained even more efficient and robust functions.
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        This kind of evolution will accelerate the lung's gas exchange process by tens of times, drawing oxygen from the air and expelling waste gases such as carbon dioxide from the body. The transformed cells and energy, like a sieve, will filter out toxic gases. They can function normally in any harsh environment and have strong survivability.
   

        In addition, the lungs are no longer fragile. Even if 90% are destroyed, the remaining 10% can maintain the body's normal functioning.
   

        Casio has a technique called Breathless Continuous Strikes, which can explosively increase his speed of attack in a short time. Now, if the lung transformation is completed, Breathless Continuous Strikes will see an epic upgrade. He is expected to remain in a state of Breathless Continuous Strikes at all times in combat, as a normal state rather than a burst state.
   

        More and more insect carcasses pile up on the plaza, covering a whole layer on the ground. The commotion at the base of the fountain is still violent, the swarm of holy beetles seeming endless. Moreover, with Casio continuously reaping like a scythe, the emerging white beetles are getting larger and larger.
   

        They grow from the size of a fingernail to the size of an entire finger.
   

        When colliding with the demon idol's life field, they no longer die instantly, but after half a second. As time goes on, beetles the size of half a fist occasionally appear in the swarm. It takes Casio a moment or two to kill them.
   

        If they grow any larger, they might be able to fly out of the range of the Demon Idol's life field, becoming the ones that got away. Utilizing all his power to stimulate the secret martial art of the Demon Idol, he finally completes the last evolution just before the situation spirals out of control. His lungs flash fiercely like a white-hot lamp.
   

        He has thoroughly completed the transformation of Secret Martial Art Demon Idol.
   

        Without time to check his physical condition, Casio shoots out from the black fog, shouting at Feng Liusi and others at the edge.
   

        "Run!"
   

        He had been enveloping his body with an aura, not knowing how much it would block pheromones. At the moment of completing the Demon change in his lungs, Casio felt something enormous hitting the bottom of the fountain, emanating a dangerous aura.
   

        That's why he, the troublemaker, had to run first.
   

        Three silhouettes just vanished at the entrance to the fire fluff zone.
   

        The entire fountain suddenly shook with a clatter, as if some mechanism was operating. The base of the fountain lifted upwards, revealing a pitch-black hole beneath with a diameter of five or six meters. From it emanated an intense cold, and teeming swarms of insects crawled out.
   

        Clattering...
   

        Their limbs scraped against the ground as if they were made of metal, and a few huge insects that were two meters long crawled out, their antennae swaying slightly.
   

        The hole was filled with a tsunami of holy beetle-induced flooding in every direction, seemingly enraged by the earlier slaughter. Thousands and thousands of beetles flooded into the five holes.
   

        Casio's aura isolation did have a certain effect.
   

        ***********************
   

        "Rumble, Rumble, Rumble..."
   

        In a water vortex zone, the tranquility of the ash-grey cave wall, which had been silent for decades, was shattered, and dust began to fall from the corners.
   

        Underneath the space, there was a blood-red pond, in which black coffins appeared to be laid out. The ground was covered with dense grooves connected to it, from which a reddish-brown fluid flowed.
   

        It seemed to be a special form of ritual track.
   

        The vibrations grew louder, and the entire cave wall trembled.
   

        One of the coffins at the top made a crack sound as it opened, waking up an aristocratic-looking man. His face was pale, his lips protruded with two tusks, and his body flickered with a powerful aura.
   

        Swoosh, the man suddenly opened his eyes.
   

        Like a ferocious bat monster, his ferocious gaze swept across the entire cave wall as if trying to hunt down the intruder.
   

        He would suck them dry!
   

        However, there were no other living creatures in the cave wall.
   

        The man leaned forward in confusion, the cave wall started to vibrate fiercely again, and the dust falling from the top covered his face. There was a rumble in his ears, punctuated by something else?
   

        The man, still groggy from waking, was somewhat sluggish.
   

        It took him a good while to suddenly change his expression.
   

        The sound was made by the friction between the limbs and the cave wall!
   

        It's beetles, it's holy beetles, it's a tide of holy beetles!
   

        Damn it!!!
   

        The young man laid down without hesitation.
   

        He closed the lid of his beloved coffin heavily.
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        Buzzing…Rumbling…
   

        A large tide of rock-white "stream" rushed out from the side passage, about taking over half of the space. It was a terrifying insect tide composed of a gigantic amount of holy beetles, bringing along a sweeping momentum.
   

        The insect tide hit the rock wall, creating a booming sound. It caused a noticeable tremble in the entire cave space, with dust falling from the walls.
   

        Atop the blood pool, the coffin to the uppermost left. In the darkness, a high-ranking member of the Blood Clan, dressed like an aristocrat, was in a panic.
   

        He tightly clenched his fists together, his sharp nails digging into his flesh, not stopping. At this moment, he was incredibly tense, but due to the danger outside, he closed his eyes and suppressed his bodily functions to the lowest level possible.
   

        The rumbling sounds brought about by the crawling insects outside made the youth's eyelids twitch each time. He displayed no elegance of an aristocrat and instead resembled a prisoner in jail.
   

        He was afraid that someone would suddenly call him out to announce his death penalty.
   

        Plop, plop, plop, plop…
   

        Above the coffin, suddenly there was a sound like rainfall hitting on the surface. That was the movement of insect limbs continually crawling.
   

        The young Blood Clan member's eyelids twitched as he prayed in his heart. He had been startled awake by the noise, and he had opened the lid of the coffin with a sealing effect. There was probably a trace of his aura leaking out, he hoped these holy beetles did not have such a sharp sense and would leave here quickly.
   

        Squish!
   

        The youth felt unbearable pain in his abdomen. He abruptly opened his eyes and saw an insect's limb, resembling a rock-white dagger, piercing through the coffin and stabbing into his body.
   

        "This is..."
   

        Crackling... Half of the coffin was violently torn apart.
   

        The high ranking Blood Clan member clothed as a youth was hoisted into mid-air, looking in terror at a two-meter long holy beetle.
   

        Its whole body was covoured in heavy, thick wrinkles similar to a turtle shell that was covered in intricate patterns. Its joints were spider-like, with ends sharp like a blade, its surface covered in dense, bristly fur. 
   

        Especially their heads, the magnified image of the insect's mouthparts was simply the most horrifying and revolting thing in the world!
   

        "No!!!"
   

        The youth roared, attempting to transform into his true Blood Clan form. Yet his cries suddenly ceased, as his head was bitten off in one mouthful by the giant holy beetle, leaving only a headless bloody corpse. 
   

        Splash!
   

        The beetle's limb, sharp as a battle blade, fell, splitting him in two. The surrounding swarm rushed forward en masse, enjoying the special vapors produced by the corroding liquid and the contact of the Blood Clan's energy.
   

        Half a minute later.
   

        The tumultuous insect tide swept past, getting further and further away. The space returned to tranquility, but the ground was left in utter disorder.
   

        Then, after about ten minutes.
   

        There was a slight tremble in one of the coffins in the blood pool.
   

        Half an hour later.
   

        Creak, the lid of the coffin opened, and a dark figure suddenly shot out as though it was a shell, flying into mid-air, its fists firmly grabbing onto the cave wall, almost like a giant human gecko.
   

        It turned its head, revealing a face as pale as a corpse. Its body was clad in a luxurious evening gown, the chest area pinned with a decayed flower. It was obvious that, like the youth, it too was a high-ranking member of the Blood Clan.
   

        The man deeply scanned the insides of cave wall.
   

        Only after confirming that there was no danger did he slowly descend.
   

        The first thing he laid eyes on was the ripped apart coffin next to the blood pool, marks of the holy beetles' gnawing clearly visible. When he turned to look at the ground, his pupils contracted. There lay three pieces of decaying bones, as if they were soaked in sulfuric acid. It was so severely corroded, one could barely make out its shape. Only upon careful observation could one realize that they were two halves of a body and a head.
   

        "Dead?!"
   

        That was his first reaction.
   

        "A holy beetle tide!!!"
   

        That was his second reaction.
   

        The man immediately realized the seriousness of the situation. After observing the body for a bit, he realized the situation seemed even graver than he initially thought. It was not merely a holy beetle rampage, even the giant holy beetles had been brought out. This indicated that it was not a typical beetle outbreak.
   

        Rather, someone had invaded the Akaba Ruins, angering the swarm of holy beetles!
   

        The Blood Clan had some understanding of the Akaba ruins, merely the first level's five regions were full of dangers, traps, poisons, and exotic species. Not to mention the later levels.
   

        Among them was a particularly special entity, namely, the holy beetle. They were also part of the danger, but they had another identity - the cleaners.
   

        It seemed like the ancient civilization of the Akaba Ruins had designed it during the construction. Every once in a while, the holy beetles would unleash a horrific insect tide. They would sweep every corner of the upper three levels in a short period, killing the relentless birth of exotic species.
   

        This could be called the terrifying natural disaster of the ruins.
   

        As for the lower three levels, they were different. The upper three levels were underground structures built by humans. The lower three levels were a mysterious and eerie labyrinth. The whole labyrinth seemed to be alive, capable of self-healing, changing structures, and releasing exotic species.
   

        These sleeping high-ranking Blood Clan members had once explored the Akaba Ruins by relying on their immortality. Eventually, they suffered significant losses on the fourth level, with one-fifth of their numbers dying on the spot. They had to retreat to a key point in the vortex area on the first level, transforming it into a blood pool, allowing all high-ranking Blood Clan members to indulge in a deep sleep to recuperate.
   

        The man contemplates facially, his eyes flashing. He was actually very curious about the people who had broken into the Akaba Ruins, however, going outside to investigate at this time should be out of the question. His curiosity was indeed high, yet he absolutely didn't want to end up as beetle droppings.
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        Every time the man caught sight of the ghastly bones on the ground, his eyelids twitched involuntarily. He wanted to clean up the mess without getting any pheromones on him.
   

        Finally, with a sigh, he quietly returned to the blood pool.
   

        After a brief delay, a grave decision took shape in the man's mind. He moved those coffins previously squashed beneath him aside, and placed his coffin at the bottom.
   

        His movements were incredibly fast, taking advantage of the buoyancy of the bloody water, he slipped into his own coffin before the ones piled on top could fall.
   

        The man didn't do this out of fear that the holy beetle swarm might kill the sleeping blood clan member above him first. He simply preferred the peace and security of lying at the bottom. Yes, that must be the reason... he convinced himself.
   

        The man closed his eyes once more.
   

        A peaceful smile, the likes of which could be seen on a sleeping child, graced the corners of his mouth.
   

        At this very moment.
   

        In the Wind Departure Area of the first floor of the Akaba Ruins.
   

        Three black forms flashed around a corner, leaving behind only a blur of black fabric. The gale swept through the corridor, filling the cavity with waves of air, carrying a noticeable sensation of wind.
   

        "Finally got past it, what hellish place was that?!"
   

        At a fork in the road, the trio stopped. Sheng Feinan murmured complaints as he smoothed, somewhat possessively, his well-kept braid. The once lustrous black strands were now dry and split, with traces of heat damage at the tips.
   

        Next to him, Feng Liusi was looking distinctly ashen. Literally, his face was black, having taken the brunt of a sudden burst of flame from the walls. If not for the aura's protective shield, Feng Liusi's hair would probably have been burnt clean off, leaving him bald.
   

        Both of their faces were a touch red, beads of sweat dotted their foreheads, and their breathing was notably ragged. The only exception was Casio. He looked remarkably refreshed.
   

        About an hour ago, they had upset a swarm of the holy beetles and ended up in the Fire Fluff Area, at which point they got their first glimpse of the true nature of the Akaba ruins. The previous traps and exotic species they had encountered seemed like child's play in comparison.
   

        As the name suggests, the Fire Fluff Area boasted walls that were entirely covered in a moss-like fluffy substance. At times, the air in the tunnel would fill up with a white fog that looked disturbingly like dandelion seeds.
   

        These substances were extremely flammable and had an exaggerated ability to latch onto and fuel a fire. Casio and his companions learned that the hard way when they activated a trigger that caused the walls to spew fire; there was an instant explosion of the air-borne fluff and the fire surged and roared uncontrollably.
   

        Boom after boom echoed in their ears, the ground was shaking, and it felt as though the whole area would be reduced to rubble.
   

        Yet, they were fortunate to have made it out with only minor injuries. It turned out that the explosions had created a gap in time and space that allowed them to lose the pursuing beetle swarm. It was a rather twisted stroke of luck.
   

        "What on earth were those insects? I have a feeling there is something even more dangerous lurking beneath that plaza..."
   

        Feng Liusi wiped his ashy face and said gravely. Being the most accomplished among them in terms of Qi cultivation, he had a sharp sense of perception.
   

        He could sense that something exceedingly dangerous was lurking underneath the plaza.
   

        A single mistake could prove fatal, even for strong fighters like them. The Akaba ruins were proving to be indeed very dangerous. Their smooth journey earlier had been nothing but an illusion.
   

        They were indeed in a dangerous situation! There might be even more dangers of the same or higher intensity further in the ruins!
   

        They absolutely couldn't let their guard down.
   

        "Ah, who cares, at least we have temporarily lost them. Let's head to the next level. Once the ruins are fully explored, these insects will probably retreat," said Sheng Feinan. As he lamented over the state of his hair, he emitted a chill to cool everyone down.
   

        To the side, Casio remained silent. The holy beetle swarm had startled him a bit more than it had the previous time, this time the swarm was more intense.
   

        Such a massive uproar. A commotion that could be compared to a tsunami.
   

        Perhaps the upper-rank blood clan members sleeping in the unknown blood pools were awakened. They might start looking for the intruders, and he and his companions should be prepared to face these formidable dark creatures. The upper-rank blood clan was no simple adversary.
   

        In the Fire Fluff Area earlier, Casio had quickly experienced the effects of the lung idol transformation. His lungs could filter a variety of foreign substances during inhalation and even oxygen deficiency caused by the explosion and combustion of air didn't affect him. The powerful bronchial tree in his lungs was able to provide him with ample oxygen and was capable of filtering out poisonous gases.
   

        So there was no difference between breathing in fire and in a normal environment. When they had emerged from the Fire Fluff Area,
   

        Feng Liusi was breathing irregularly and was significantly weakened. On the other hand, Casio was virtually unaffected.
   

        The power of Lung Devil Transformation became effective for the first time.
   

        After a brief rest, the three quickly took out their map, starting to study the intersection to the next level in the Wind Departure Area.
   

        "Hurricane Garden? What a peculiar name?"
   

        Sheng Feinan pointed out an area on the map.
   

        In Casio's hands, the Devil's Book displayed an unknown area in the southwest corner of the Wind Departure Area called the Hurricane Garden. No traps, poisons, or exotic species dangers were marked on it. Instead, there was simply a highlighted reminder: "There's wind."
   

        "There's wind? What does that mean?"
   

        Casio frowned. For a Combatant whose physical functions were inhuman, wind hazards up to the hurricane scale were not a problem. Unless it was a natural disaster like a tornado.
   

        The Devil's Book simply reminded casually,
   

        But the more the brief, the more suspicious it probably was.
   

        Soon, ten minutes later, the three arrived at the Hurricane Garden.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        With his back against the cave wall, Casio was somewhat dazed looking at the roaring gap not far off. Worthily named Hurricane, the jet of air manifested in a semi-white, semi-transparent state. At first glance, it looked like a massive waterfall with millions of tons of water surging down.
   

        "The entrance to the next level is here?"
   

        Sheng Feinan was embarrassed.
   

        The gap was extremely loud, glad that the surge was air and not water, or they might not have been able to squeeze in at all. But, speaking of which, how is such a strong wind wave functioning? Was there a device deep in the Hurricane Garden?
   

        "Shall we enter?" Sheng Feinan looked at the two people beside him.
   

        "Three, two, one!"
   

        At the end of the countdown, the three rushed into the air wave waterfall like three fast-moving long spears. Casio was at the forefront because he had the strongest physique. Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan stayed closely behind, reducing wind resistance. If the area was not vast, Casio could always be in the lead. If not, they would take turns, which should be enough to sustain them until they reach the entrance.
   

        Click, click, click, click ...
   

        The footsteps were swallowed by the whistling wind.
   

        The three made it to a hall, moving laboriously, at a pace like that of normal walking. Surrounding them were threads of white air currents, carrying a strong forward thrust. If hit by such a wind wave, an ordinary person's face would likely be blown away.
   

        Casio crossed his arms in front of him, blocking half of his view. Through the gaps on either side, he looked at the blurred road and scenery. The advance direction recorded in the Devil's Book had already been memorized.
   

        "Cross the hall, turn left, forward. At the intersection, the third passage, forward. Right turn, straight corridor, circular cavity ..."
   

        Casio's feet were rooted to the ground like tree roots, stubbornly bracing against the gale. His muscles and tendons seemed to be tensed steel ropes, each contraction and relaxation brought powerful force.
   

        He slowly led the two to the left turn.
   

        Just left the hall.
   

        From the corners of his eyes, he saw something rapidly fly from the pathway ahead. It looked like a translucent blade shaped like a crescent moon.
   

        Ling!
   

        The blade was too fast and suddenly slashed on Casio's arms. Blood spattered. He staggered, almost being blown away by the violent wind. Fortunately, by spreading his hands, he firmly held on to the cave walls on either side of the passage, retreating several metres backwards.
   

        "What happened?" Sheng Feinan from behind asked.
   

        "An Attack.. it's coming again!"
   

        Casio's eyes narrowed. He saw a series of transparent, rapidly spinning blades in the air flow. Each spinning blade moved like a piranha in a rainforest river.
   

        The scene was dangerous, with the danger becoming imminent. He was supposed to be on alert, yet a thought inexplicably flashed through his mind.
   

        "How good it would be if the Wind of Sky was as strong as this..."
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        Hisss...
   

        The surrounding airflow converges and turns into white spiraling streams around Casio's nose and mouth. His entire chest cavity swells, the demon idol lungs operating at high speed, squeezing the oxygen inhaled and continuously transporting it into the capillaries.
   

        Thump thump! Thump thump! Both hearts were beating violently at the same time.
   

        A sharp light flashed in his eyes, and a rocky white touch suddenly appeared in the contour of his back and arm muscles, bulging inch by inch.
   

        Breathless Continuous Strikes: Three stages!
   

        Killing Technique: Hundred Palms Thousand Hands!
   

        Both are secret techniques to increase hand speed. Now combined, it's like being fast on top of fast. Casio's arm muscles fiercely swung forward, and both forearms disappeared into the air.
   

        Turning into two clusters of blurred and misty clouds in front of him.
   

        Bang bang bang! Bang bang bang!
   

        The Spiral Wind Blades swarmed towards him, colliding madly with the clouds formed by the combination of fists and hand knives. Each collision creating dull echoes, accompanied by shock waves spreading around.
   

        However, the howling gale and intense fluctuations vanished in an instant.
   

        "Break!"
   

        Casio's well-built deltoids suddenly swelled, with veins popping. The hand knife he swung out was like a mantis limb, carrying massive strength and ruthlessly slashing on top of the wind blade.
   

        The wind blade shattered as ordered, and exploded into a white glow.
   

        Behind, Sheng Feinan watching a hint of blood quickly float past on both sides, said, "Are you injured? Do you need to switch?"
   

        Casio glanced down at his arms. There were crisscrossing blood wounds on the outside of his forearms, a price paid for the collision just now. He controlled the surrounding muscles to barely seal these wounds. At first glance, there were only blood lines attached.
   

        "No problem, it's a minor injury. These wind blades are too sharp and fast. If you get hit unintentionally by them, they are likely to go straight through your bodies." Casio was telling the truth. His muscles, with three times the density of a combat athlete, were cut like this. If an ordinary combat athlete were to face this, they would most likely be crippled.
   

        Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan definitely have better physical quality than ordinary fighters, but they are still much weaker than Casio.
   

        This howling gale situation in front of them restricts maneuverability. Casio, with his superior physique, is most suited to be at the front. His eyelids droop with vibration energy operating within his body.
   

        A liquid as warm as a hot stream quickly enveloped the injured parts of his arms, rapidly repairing and nourishing the damaged areas.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh...
   

        "They're coming again!" Feng Liusi reminded from behind. In the howling wind came a large group of revolving wind blades, like a flock of swift swallows. They were accelerating in the air current, getting faster and faster!
   

        "Charge through at our fastest speed, all in one go!"
   

        Casio immediately made a decision. Rather than advancing slowly and being hit and consumed by wind blades, it would be better to directly endure the damage, bring Feng Liusi and the others with him, and forcefully squeeze through the tunnel to reach the next level.
   

        After all, his physique is strong enough, and he has plenty of vibration energy.
   

        "Stay close to me!!!"
   

        Casio roared, his fists opened flat in the air, and the robust muscles on his back were piled together like rocks. A clear straight muscle gap appeared at the spinal position.
   

        Bang! His arms came together like a spring door, blocking the important areas such as his face and neck. It was like a solid shield.
   

        His forearms swelled, strands of steel wire-like muscular lines crowded under the skin, resembling two thick metal plates.
   

        There was a resounding thud on the ground.
   

        Casio exerted a silent force under his feet, and the monstrous power roared into the ground. His entire body accelerated instantly, charging forward.
   

        Behind him, Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan could also coordinate tacitly.
   

        Keeping up with his rhythm, neither too slow nor too fast.
   

        Crack... Crack... Crack...
   

        Noises came from the surface of Casio's body, with ripples spreading out in the air and fragments of clothes disappearing in an instant. The group of storm blades fiercely sliced onto his stout body creating puffs of white mist.
   

        "Go!"
   

        His silhouette swiftly darted into the corridor. The horrifying howling gale was forcefully parted by a monstrous force.
   

        It was like a reef standing firm in a stream, boldly parting the waves.
   

        Bunches of substantial white airflows howled, surging over Casio's shoulders, neck, face, and head, forming long white streaks. A transparent cavity was forcibly isolated behind him where the wind speed was reduced to the lowest, and even ordinary people could survive in there.
   

        Pitter-patter! Pitter-patter!
   

        The trio, amidst a series of crackling air explosions, worked their way up against the tide, following the map directions through the intersection, leaving the straight corridor and finally reaching a circular cavity.
   

        Here, the storm was so intense that it was almost overwhelming. It was all white everywhere, with the ear almost unable to hear any sound.
   

        Because there was such a loud noise around like an explosive detonation!
   

        "Stay close to me!!!"
   

        Casio roared, immediately forcing himself into the terrifying tornado in the cavity. The three of them could barely find a large hole on the ground, which was continuously gushing out a terrible gale. The inner wall of the hole was made of a special material similar to obsidian.
   

        "There are stairs going down over there! Let's go!"
   

        Feng Liusi noticed a long escalator firmly embedded on the surface of the hole's inner wall, made from an unknown material.
   

        The trio rushed there, directly going down the stairs against the direction.
   

        Why is it against the direction? Because Casio and the others were heading towards the ground with their heads down, their hands firmly grasping the railing. In this eye of the storm, if there's any negligence, if the palm relaxes, they would be directly blown and float up, even accelerating to the speed of a shell.
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        With a loud bang, he was hurled into the air and smashed into the upper wall of the cave, flattening like a pancake.
   

        As the three of them ventured deeper into the eye of the storm, the gale force winds they were met with grew more terrifying, carrying a white hue that resembled cow milk.
   

        Casio took the lead, with Sheng Feinan in the middle. Out of the corner of his ear, he could faintly hear Feng Liusi saying something from behind.
   

        "Sheng... Feinan, can't you... Stop... screw your...!"
   

        Sheng Feinan: "? What the fuck are you saying?"
   

        After they descended a certain distance, Sheng Feinan could finally perceive what Feng Liusi was saying. It turned out that his long hair had been completely disrupted by the wind, covering Feng Liusi's face like seaweed. He couldn't avoid it, having to match his pace with theirs.
   

        That led to his irrepressible refined lament.
   

        The earlier incident was but a slight inconvenience. Among the trio, Casio was under the most pressure. As he faced the flow of air head on, he felt as if his scalp was ready to fly off, as the resistance continued to multiply.
   

        Just as they reached a critical point.
   

        That resistance suddenly eased, decreasing precipitously by an order of magnitude. They progressed a few more meters downhill, and the strength of the wind fell significantly. After advancing another thirty something meters, a dense mist abruptly appeared before them, and the surrounding air once again became clear and transparent.
   

        The surrounding air flow also receded from a monstrous level to that of a normal gale, and the trio sighed a breath of relief.
   

        Two minutes later, they reached the bottom of the eye of the storm, a boundary known as the Second Layer of the Relic.
   

        Casio lifted his head to gaze upon the thunderous cylindrical dome overhead. The surface of the dome displayed a series of enigmatic patterns that carried religious significances, with a complex and imposing aura. Embedded within the patterns were clusters of transparent flowers.
   

        The leaves and petals of these flowers were bundled together, forming a cavity that resembled a teapot. Every second, a pale stream of air would gush from the mouth of the 'teapot', merging with the surrounding air.
   

        The entire wall of the cave was densely covered with these transparent flowers.
   

        All the pale air streams gathered and ascended, seemingly on a special trajectory delineated by the cylindrical dome. The cryptic patterns engraved on its surface would light up inch by inch as the air streams rose, as if they were storing energy. This process seemed to accelerate the white air streams further.
   

        The closer they got to the top of the eye of the storm, the faster and stronger the wind.
   

        It was as if they were witnessing an upward flow of a white waterfall.
   

        In addition, there were peculiar plants crawling along the surface of the dome that resembled vines. Every now and then, these plants cracked open, and a translucent crescent-shaped blade of wind would emerge. Yet these blades of wind did not rise instantly, rather they teetered and rotated amidst the white air streams, much like leaves.
   

        Their rotational speed and momentum gradually build up during the process.
   

        Only when they reached a certain extent would they ascend together.
   

        Thereby unleashing a fearsome strike against intruders.
   

        Casio observed every moment and sensation, inner insights stirring within him. He faintly predicted the potent destructive power of these wind blades.
   

        Gaps, the wind blades traveled within the gaps of the air flows. Not with the wind, nor against it, but in between two different speed streams of air. The pressure difference from the air flows accelerated the wind blades' spin. They acted like sponges, absorbing the kinetic energy within the chaotic interspace of fluctuating air flows, storing it in their rotation.
   

        Until the wind blade could withstand a certain critical point.
   

        It then begins to ascend, rapidly striking towards the moving target.
   

        Indeed, in the previous tunnel, when Casio braced against the surging air flows, his wind speed suddenly slowed down, allowing the wind blades to home in on him due to the pressure difference. All focus was centered on him.
   

        Furthermore, their destructive force was considerable. Casio had experienced it firsthand.
   

        It could be said that it was almost comparable to the bullets of an anti-equipment sniper rifle.
   

        He had gained quite a bit of insight from his recent experience.
   

        Upon the previous insight, Casio had been pondering over its feasibility. The Wind Gap, wind pressure difference accelerates the rotation.
   

        The Azure Wind Energy Flow he was cultivating seemed to satisfy these conditions.
   

        He just needed to manipulate two Rasengans with different rotational speeds on his hand, collide them together, and the pressure difference in the gap can provide the kinetic energy for the wind blade. Moreover, by controlling the combination of high and low-speed rotations of the Rasengans, he can manipulate the destructive power of the wind blade.
   

        This move, which is sufficient to threaten fighters, could very well serve as the ultimate killing technique of a secret martial art. Although Casio now had a vague structure in his mind, he still needed time to reflect and polish. The completion of the Azure Wind Energy Flow may have to be carried out in the real world, and maybe also the utilization of something like the Spirit Blood.
   

        "How are you recovering?"
   

        Next to them, Feng Liusi, who had been resting with his eyes closed, opened his eyes and asked. His pupils were full of bloodshot veins, caused by the wind.
   

        "I've almost fully healed." 
   

        Casio collected his thoughts and looked at his body which had regained its sleek composure.
   

        The Life Vibration Energy stored in his body proved effective in healing his injuries. He had been a bloody mess with his flesh turned inside out just moments ago, but after a short period of rest, he had completely recuperated. 
   

        "Hmm," Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan nodded in the affirmative.
   

        Only with a secure supply line can soldiers on the front lines dare to forge ahead and fight. The same principle applies now. They were not afraid of getting injured.
   

        "We need to further study and confirm the route."
   

        Feng Liusi took out a map and the two gathered around.
   

        The structures of the top three layers of the Akaba Ruins were basically the same. All contained five important areas, with other less significant ones varying somewhat. The Earth Rock, Fire Fluff, Wind Gap, Water Vortex, and the Ouroboros areas all concealed unspeakable dangers.
   

        According to their previously planned route, the trio needed to pass through the second layer of the Akaba Ruins, cutting through the Earth Rock and Water Vortex areas, and the third layer's Ouroboros area. Only by doing so would they be able to reach the fourth layer of the Akaba Ruins.
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        The secret of the Southern Dipper lies on the fifth level.
   

        The journey is long and arduous.
   

        A short rest then several hours later, the earth rock sector on the second level.
   

        In a broad cave hall, the ground is not covered with tidy stone slabs but is deserted, like the Gobi terrain.
   

        Crack…crack…crack...
   

        A mound rising rapidly from beneath the gravel enlarges to almost the size of a car. The stone layer bursts open, and a huge shadow within, like an elephant stomping, charges towards the trio.
   

        The ground cracks inch by inch, like tortoise patterns. These traces suddenly extended from a hundred meters away to right before Casio.
   

        The shadow appears in the blink of an eye, its entire body shrouded in a howling storm.
   

        A huge mouth opens and closes as if attempting to bite Casio's body in half. Whoosh! A tearing sound caused by rapid limb acceleration rings out. Lower legs stepping onto the ground like springs compressing to the maximum before releasing kinetic energy in an instant! Casio's foot shot up like a shell, drawing a crescent moon trace in mid-air.
   

        Bam!
   

        The car-sized shadow is sent flying. Casio pushed off with both legs, leaping five meters into the air. His right leg limberly lifted above his head, then viciously fell.
   

        A mighty force cascades down as if a floodgate has opened, transferred from the spine to the waist to the leg bones to the muscles.
   

        A flash of red appears in his eyes, and with a cold snort, the taut battle axe was brought down, striking viciously towards its head like a guillotine.
   

        Bam! Boom…
   

        The shadow's head crashes onto the ground like a shell, creating a two-to-three-meter diameter deep pit. Casio's single leg stands, his left leg stomping ruthlessly onto the beast's spine.
   

        Crack!
   

        Several hours later, the water vortex sector on the second level.
   

        The trio climbs out, soaking wet, casting uneasy glances back at the unfathomable pond. Casio looks down at his body, his muscles encrusted with rows of ferocious, tusked cannibal fish. No matter how much they were pulled, they refused to loosen their jaws. Even if the fish body was torn off, the fish's head would stubbornly remain clamped on. He could only activate the demon idol's life field to suck these exotic species clean.
   

        The energy generated was faint but could be used for healing.
   

        "Ah! Fuck! Casio, give me a hand!"
   

        An anxious call came from behind.
   

        He turned to look, and saw Sheng Feinan's long hair masking his face, resembling a female ghost. His movements were awkward and unsettled, one hand even anxiously reaching into his groin.
   

        "…"
   

        Half an hour later, the trio—having taken a break—entered the Ouroboros sector on the third level. To their great surprise, this mysterious area was exceptionally quiet, even devoid of traps. Just endless deserted corridors and intersections.
   

        Armed with a map, they found navigation easy here.
   

        In just an hour, they had covered two-thirds of the sector. Their progress was incredibly swift.
   

        Click… click… click…
   

        The echoes of their footsteps resonated through the corridors. As they passed a certain intersection, white fog began to rise in the surrounding air.
   

        It started out thin but gradually thickened until Casio's visibility was limited to a mere three meters.
   

        Unbeknownst to them, the trio rounded a corner.
   

        Casio abruptly halted, feeling the two auras behind him vanish instantly. The sound of breathing and footsteps that he could previously sense ceased abruptly, almost as if it had been a figment of his imagination.
   

        Turning back, there was no one in sight. Had Feng Liusi slipped and fallen behind? 
   

        With a swift step backward, Casio returned to the corner he'd just passed. Suddenly, he sensed two familiar auras again.
   

        In the corridor, Sheng Feinan and Michael appeared to be utterly oblivious, still clutching their maps as before.
   

        Upon seeing the solemn look on Casio's face, Michael lifted his head and asked in confusion, "What's wrong?"
   

        Having said that, he quickly approached.
   

        "…"
   

        Casio remained silent, looking down at the wisdom rune on his chest that started glowing out of nowhere. He then looked back at the two disgusting creatures in front of him, covered in oozing tentacles and grotesque scales, acting as if they were normal.
   

        One of them attempting to shorten their distance.
   

        Casio clenched his fists in silence, hardening his resolve!
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        "Let's hurry, the entrance to the fourth level is not far ahead..."
   

        The Scales Monster spoke in a familiar tone. It was about to get within a meter of Casio, its ugly appearance more distinct than ever.
   

        A humanoid creature, its body adorned with blue scales of a fish or perhaps, a snake. Its eyes, no bigger than green peas, squeezed together and giving off a greedy gleam, oddly resembled nostrils more than eyes. 
   

        From the joints on its back, a series of tentacles grew out like tree roots, hanging low and drooping, giving off a feeling of sliminess, while a stench of decay hit the nostrils.
   

        These two ugly creatures had grown right into Casio's field of vision, like a collection of all the elements he despised.
   

        Rotten, stinky, greasy, slippery...
   

        Tentacles, scales, fish, snakes...
   

        "God, that's disgusting!" Casio couldn't hold back anymore, looking at the Scales Monster still squeezing itself beside him.
   

        Bang!
   

        The tunnel wall suddenly shattered as a heavily muscled hand suddenly grabbed a head and fiercely hit it against the rock.
   

        Its strength was both fierce and ruthless.
   

        It was decisive, with no hesitation.
   

        The Scales Monster had a surprisingly hard head. Even when hit with a great force, it only slightly deformed, but did not explode on the spot. Its limbs moved frantically, as if it still had room to resist.
   

        The tentacles on its back began to flutter like a snake.
   

        Casio's temple throbbed, and he quickly made up his mind.
   

        His palm tightened, his veins bulged. His right hand was like a mallet, the hard muscles on it even more exceptionally swollen. Its fingers were like an eagle claw, lifting and pressing, lifting and pressing... In a short time, repeatedly using a great force to press the Scales Monster's head into the wall!
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!
   

        The tunnel was filled with rumbling noises, dust billowing.
   

        The wall, due to the repeated hits in the same spot, now had a deeply recessed mould of a face.
   

        Crack!
   

        Its body broke, the Scales Monster's tough neck collapsed after repeatedly being swung around, its headless body fell to the ground. Its head fitted perfectly into the recess in the wall.
   

        Casio sucked in a breath, his right palm still retaining the disgusting slippery sensation of earlier. He swung his hand vigorously, his fist making a hole the size of a head in the wall, the location mirroring the pit of the head.
   

        He turned slightly and the second impostor of Sheng Feinan, another Scales Monster, was frantically running away. The tentacles at its back were swinging wildly, like a hilarious octopus fleeing in panic. Three seconds had passed.
   

        Bang-
   

        The second head arrived at where it belonged.
   

        Since it was forcibly pressed into the wall, it fitted perfectly. It looked as though it grew from the tunnel.
   

        "These two creatures were not very strong, just had unbelievably hard bones and skeletons. Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan could have dealt with them on their own," Casio quickly summarized the battle, pondering on the actions of the two Scales Monsters.
   

        "An illusion?"
   

        A moment ago, the Scales Monster had unmistakably disguised itself as Sheng Feinan and Feng Liusi, even making the same sounds. Even the aura Casio sensed was imitated flawlessly.
   

        The Wisdom Rune on his chest lit up at that moment, probably to help him shield himself from part of the illusions. That's how Casio was able to see the disgusting, real form of these two impostors at a glance.
   

        He took a breath... The surrounding fog flowed as if it was alive.
   

        Casio waved his hand casually, feeling that something was strange. But his demon-transformed lungs did not react when he breathed in the air, indicating that this fog did not contain any poisonous or hallucinogenic substances.
   

        Was its only function to obscure vision?
   

        After a brief rest, he took out the Devil's Book from his chest. His eyes quickly scanned the Ullopolos Area on the third level of the Akaba Ruins, locating a crucial path that must be crossed.
   

        Then, Casio didn't hesitate and turned around, disappearing into the fog.
   

        About a dozen minutes later, somewhere in the Ullopolos Area.
   

        The grey fog was churning, making the entire tunnel extremely dim. Only the white unquenchable flame that spread on the ceiling was silently burning.
   

        A blond-haired figure stood at an intersection, holding a Map in his hand, seemingly studying something. Not far from that, two steady footsteps were getting closer from a tunnel.
   

        Click, click...Click, click...
   

        The people showed up, and it turned out to be Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan.
   

        "Casio!"
   

        Both seemed pleasantly surprised but there was a touch of doubt and suspicion in their eyes. They both stopped, and Feng Liusi said, "Five minutes ago, we also ran into a 'Casio'. However, that turned out to be a bizarre illusion! Its true form was a humanoid creature covered in scales and tentacles. It was formidable in battle, and after death, it dissipated into black smoke after a while."
   

        "So?"
   

        About a dozen meters away, the blond-haired youth raised his head and asked with a smile.
   

        "So you should stay away from us for a while. No one knows if you are an illusion created by those humanoid creatures."
   

        The figure of Sheng Feinan abruptly spoke up.
   

        "Ha, ha, ha...You think I am an illusion, and I think you two are illusions," the blond youth suddenly chuckled in a low voice, his eyes boring into them, "In fact, I have a better way to verify authenticity. If you can survive my fist, then you must be real, otherwise you are fake..."
   

        "I think this method works fine, it's simple and efficient..."
   

        The figure of the youth suddenly vanished. While uttering the word 'simple', he was still at his original location, but by the time he said 'efficient', he had already appeared behind Feng Liusi like a ghost. His arms were spread like he was about to do some stretching exercises, fiercely stretched out to his sides.
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        Then he quickly closed in on the target, like a horrifying hydraulic clamp.
   

        "!!!"
   

        Feinan and Feng Liusi scrambled to dodge, but they were a step too slow and were forcefully enveloped by overwhelming strength.
   

        Crack...crack...crack...
   

        Scales, skin, muscle, and bone all shattered at once.
   

        The figure was broken in half inch by inch, finally falling to the ground, revealing its true grotesque form.
   

        Casio stepped on the head of the creature and forcefully ground it underneath his boot.
   

        He looked down at the dull wisdom rune on his chest.
   

        During his journey over the last fifteen minutes, he had encountered seven or eight monstrosities like this. Initially, the wisdom rune worked, allowing him to see through these inhuman creature's appearances.
   

        Later on, the wisdom rune lost its effect. The tiny remainder of spirit blood within it was completely drained.
   

        Therefore, Casio could no longer simply judge a creature's identity. Moreover, these scale monsters did not follow a predictable pattern, but rather changed with each encounter.
   

        Initially, they pretended to be studying a map, then slowed their pace.
   

        Then, they pretended that there was something strange about a path, and split up when the road turned. It continued to move according to the map, coming to a required entrance, where it finally met Casio.
   

        The last time, its act was even more elaborate, complete with a pre-plot, ghost catching. It said that they had previously encountered illusions disguised as Casio, and needed Casio to prove his own identity.
   

        It could be said that each layer built upon the last, with the position of power constantly shifting.
   

        Fortunately, although Casio did not have the keen observational skills of a detective, he was resolutely unyielding when things were confusing. When unsure, he would resort to action with his iron fist.
   

        Anyone who could survive his full-force attack was obviously genuine, and those who couldn't were clearly the imposters. Moreover, this wasn't rashness, but a profound understanding of his compatriots' strengths. Feinan and Feng Liusi were both top class fighters, so how could they not withstand a punch from him? It was laughable.
   

        His seemingly reckless actions were actually bon courage combined with prudence.
   

        Glancing at the two corpses on the ground, Casio returned to his original position, silently watching the scale monster turn to black ash.
   

        This place was the necessary passage to the fourth floor entrance. He rushed here at full speed, believing that he was definitely faster than Feinan and Feng Liusi.
   

        He stood guard here, determining the truth of each newcomer's identity with simply a punch.
   

        Time quietly passed, with a white flame flickering at the top of the cliff, burning in the vague grey fog, creating a mysterious atmosphere.
   

        Whether or not it was due to being close to the entrance of the fourth floor, the fog here was noticeably thinner.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        A series of footsteps echoed from the previous tunnel.
   

        The steps were numerous, and steady.
   

        Whoosh. The grey fog was gently moved aside by three shapes. Around the corner, the figures of Casio, Feng Liusi and Feinan appeared. They immediately spotted a silhouette blocking the intersection, with golden hair flitting wildly like firelight.
   

        Among them, Feng Liusi's face furrowed, and a fierce light flashed in his eyes momentarily. Violently opening his hands, like a powerful wing of a bird of prey, his fingers bent like an iron claw!
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Two vibrant red curves appeared in the air.
   

        Feng Liusi surprisingly chose to attack his two fellows who had walked with him all this way, in one swift and decisive movement.
   

        "Turns out it was two counterfeits, unable to even dodge an attack of this speed, die!" He swiped lightly with his ten fingers.
   

        The "Casio" and "Feinan" who were struggling had their eyes pop wide open, almost jumping out of their sockets. A crack appeared on the surface of their throats and black mist spewed out of it.
   

        Splat, splat...
   

        A total of four instances of the sound of flesh falling to the ground.
   

        Two were from the bodies, and two came from the decapitated heads.
   

        Just as Feng Liusi raised his head, he saw the golden-haired youth there suddenly soaring towards him, ruthlessly scorching two black marks on the ground and attacking with great speed and ferocity.
   

        His body was accompanied by an unstoppable and domineering aura.
   

        As he soared into the air, his right foot swirled around like a spinning top. The tip of his shoe scraped across the wall, sparking an ambiguous glint of flame. This was an all-out blow indeed!
   

        "Good lad! You read my mind! Hahaha..."
   

        Feng Liusi erupted with laughter. Both of his legs suddenly sprang forth, propelling him off the ground like a spring. He showcased his astonishing flexibility and explosive strength, took a few strides, spun around, and swept his leg.
   

        His long leg transformed into a whip-like weapon as he lashed out with it.
   

        Boom! First, there was an explosion-like noise.
   

        "Bang bang bang…" Then, it was like a string of firecrackers. Two blurry figures quickly engaged in combat, as if a pair of elephants was running wild in the tunnel. In between, a faint bird cried could be heard.
   

        Bam!
   

        Two straight fists collided in mid-air.
   

        Feng Liusi and Casio each stepped back a few paces, one loosening his fingers, the other rubbing his wrist. Then they looked at each other and smiled.
   

        As a result,
   

        There were now two figures standing side by side on the path they had to take.
   

        Time flew by, and four or five minutes passed.
   

        The surroundings were silent, with only the substantial fog flowing over the cave wall, making noises similar to pebbles rolling and rubbing each other.
   

        Tap tap tap...
   

        The footsteps of a person in the distant tunnel were getting closer and closer.
   

        Coming around the corner, it was a long-haired figure with a map in his hands. He was handsome and elegant, it was Sheng Feinan.
   

        As soon as he saw Feng Liusi and Casio leaning on the left and right walls of the tunnel like door gods from afar, Sheng Feinan began to walk swiftly towards them with no chance of suspecting anything. Confused, he asked: "Were you... about half an hour ago?"
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The blond figure leaning against the cave wall with his arms crossed suddenly moved. As soon as he made a move, it was strikingly fast, like a shell from a cannon. His muscles tightened and then released, throwing his whole arm out. The air was torn apart in a second, making a whistle-like tearing sound.
   

        It was like a javelin being fiercely thrown at its prey!
   

        "You!"
   

        Sheng Feinan was slightly taken aback, he hadn't anticipated Casio's sudden move. He hastily threw a punch in defense.
   

        Upon contact, Casio's fierce and intense punch, filled with tremendous power, immediately broke through Sheng Feinan's defensive pose.
   

        After deflection, it landed heavily on his chest without losing any momentum.
   

        Sheng Feinan grunted and was thrown backwards into the air. He did a quick roll and landed on his feet before he stepped back several times.
   

        "Casio, have you lost your mind! Why did you suddenly strike me?"
   

        The emotionally charged tone carried a hint of fury.
   

        The two figures on the other side, however, were calm. Casio, who had just thrown the punch, turned around and said to Feng Liusi leaning against the wall.
   

        "He failed to block it, it must be an illusion disguised as the Scales Monster."
   

        "Hmm," Feng Liusi stood up, "Well then, let's kill it..."
   

        His words were brief, yet revealed a strong killing intent. Like a butcher in a slaughterhouse, there was no emotion in his heart as he swung his knife.
   

        Humming...
   

        Two figures were slowly advancing from the fog, their bodies emitting dangerous red Qi. Their faces were stern, their eyes locked onto Sheng Feinan who was looking terrible not far away.
   

        The boiling killing intent was roaring and surging like layers of sea waves.
   

        "What the hell is a Scales Monster? What illusion?" Sheng Feinan involuntarily stepped back, although not sure what had hit Casio and the other, he had already prepared to run at the first chance. The Spiral Eyed Sword was drawn from behind and activated in an instant, its contour swirling in black and flame-like waves.
   

        "Hmm? A battle-secret treasure?" Feng Liusi raised his eyebrows.
   

        "The Spiral Eyed Sword? Is it really you? That's impossible, how come you couldn't block my punch just now!" Casio didn't believe it, he advanced and engaged in close combat, "Stop playing stupid, you ugly thing..."
   

        Bam! The image of the punch and the sword flashed past.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        Casio, with a slightly embarrassed expression on his face, placed his hands on the back of Sheng Feinan's chest.
   

        He was transferring life vibration energy to heal the injuries caused by the punch.
   

        Thinking back on their conversation earlier.
   

        "How could you fail to block my punch that I just threw at you?"
   

        "I used the sword."
   

        "So you fight back with your sword!"
   

        "Did you give me time to draw the sword?"
   

        "Damn!"
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        In short, it was a small misunderstanding.
   

        Sheng Feinan and Feng Liusi's encounter with Casio was different. After the three of them got lost around a corner, Sheng Feinan had been alone all the time.
   

        He never ran into the Scales Monster in disguise.
   

        So all along, he thought that the relic's mechanisms had inadvertently separated the three of them, leaving each of them isolated.
   

        He remained on guard throughout the journey and encountered no dangers. The only issue was getting a bit lost due to changing passageways. After wandering around for half the day and finally finding his bearings, he met up with the others.
   

        Unexpectedly, Casio suddenly attacked, unleashing almost a full-strength punch.
   

        His specialties were swordsmanship and whip handling, and his strength and speed could not compare to Casio's, not to mention his rushed attempt at blocking. As a result, he was unable to block the first punch, leading to a deeper level of misunderstanding.
   

        Luckily, Sheng Feinan's injuries weren't severe. It was just that the first punch that he failed to block hit his chest, causing some internal injuries.
   

        Casio only needed to channel a bit of life vibration energy, and the minor injury was healed completely. While healing, the three of them exchanged what they had each experienced over the past half-hour. Casio's experiences were undoubtedly the most bountiful. At least four or five groups of Scales Monsters had tried to deceive him by disguising themselves as illusions, even adjusting their approach based on the circumstances.
   

        They were not stagnant but seemed to possess intelligence.
   

        The exotic beasts the group had previously encountered were driven purely by instinct, but now things seemed to be changing.
   

        The trio became even more attentive.
   

        There was only a small distance left to the entrance of the fourth layer, and within this period, no illusions or dangers approached them.
   

        Casio and the others quickly found their target, an underground cavern resemblant of a botanical garden. The top was full of grotesque rocks and moist moss in the crevices. The lower part was covered by a large swath of luxuriantly growing creeper-like plants.
   

        Large heart-shaped leaves clustered together, densely covering the ground. Yellow-green weeds grew in the gaps.
   

        The place was considerably damp and carried the heat reminiscent of summer. The air was filled with a strange mix of the odors of rotting roots and fragrant leaves. It wasn't foul-smelling, but it definitely couldn't be said to smell nice. Casio took a deep breath and opened his eyes.
   

        "There's a certain amount of poison in the air, but very weak. It can only affect ordinary people. The spikes on the leaves of these creepers might also carry poison, be a bit careful..."
   

        He warned. The lungs transformed by phantom image not only filtered out poisonous impurities but could also act as an air quality detector.
   

        "It's better to play safe. Let's hold our breath," Feng Liusi said. He glanced at Sheng Feinan and both of them quickly entered a turtle-breathing state, their chest movements slowing down. By the time they reached the inhuman realm of fighters, their breath holding ability could easily last for tens of minutes whilst maintaining normal physical actions.
   

        However, that time would be significantly shortened if it involved intense combat.
   

        "Let's go."
   

        Sheng Feinan signaled to Casio and nodded.
   

        "Wait a moment."
   

        Casio raised his hand and abruptly clawed at the cave wall next to him, digging down like a bucket, removing a large piece of rock.
   

        He weighed it two or three times before flinging it.
   

        The stone accelerated in the air and hit the ground of the cavern covered by plant roots, creating a low, muffled sound.
   

        Several more stones quickly flew over, smashing the dense green leaves and exposing the black-yellow soil underneath.
   

        "There should be no traps, and the ground beneath is not hollow." Casio slightly nodded his head, and then spoke to the two behind him, "Let's go...".
   

        The group entered this botanical garden of roughly a few football fields in size, creating a small path in the sea of green leaves.
   

        Going forward, approximately reaching the middle position.
   

        All of a sudden, the roots on the ground started to squirm as if they were snakes. They moved quickly, emitting deep green flashes in the air. These creepers, with the position of Casio and the others as the center, rotated to form a spiral cone. On the inside, poisonous spikes grew out.
   

        They were finger-length, and the tips were suffused with a purplish-red color.
   

        The cone contracted as if it was about to crush inward quickly.
   

        Zing!
   

        A spiral longsword with black flames burning on its surface slashed out, and the sword light quickly spread to a distance of several meters.
   

        It cut off the dense creepers and roots, causing juice to splatter.
   

        Zing! Zing! Zing! Zing!
   

        From the surface of the room-size cone, four rays of sword light blasted out from within, instantly shredding the brittle cage.
   

        Swish, swish, swish...
   

        Three figures effortlessly leapt out from the light of the fire.
   

        One of them was holding a sword that was wide and impressively 1.8 meters long. Its blade was traced with a flickering silhouette of black flames, subtly vibrating, and spinning at high speed like a chainsaw.
   

        Every swing of the massive cross-sword produced a concentrated ray of sword light that sliced through the air, severing the surrounding plants.
   

        The usually sturdy creeping roots were like tofu against the edge of the sword. They shattered upon impact. They couldn't slow or cage the three of them at all. The trio easily left the cavern.
   

        Leaving a mess behind.
   

        At the end of the cavern was a pitch-black cave. Without hesitation, Casio and the others entered it, sprinting in the darkness.
   

        The sound of their footsteps faded while the sound of flowing water got closer.
   

        "Whoosh, whoosh...", the clear sound of water reached Casio's ears, and the air held a humid smell. There must be an underground river ahead.
   

        The trio quickened their pace, and abruptly stopped after several turns.
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        A stone at the end of the exit was pushed by the tip of a shoe.
   

        With a plop, it fell into the ever-flowing underground river, making no significant ripple with the water it displaced.
   

        Casio looked to the left and right, it was a rock layer tunnel eroded by the underground river, with a diameter of more than ten meters.
   

        The river rushed from left to right, flowing fervently.
   

        "According to the map, this is a river that runs through the bottom three layers of the ruins. We can reach the fourth layer by following its flow," commented Sheng Feinan after a glance at the map.
   

        "No, skip the fourth layer and go directly to the fifth one," replied Casio, his eyes flashing.
   

        "Straight to the fifth layer? But, the map indicates that where the underground river meets the fifth layer is the most dangerous area."
   

        Sheng Feinan slightly furrowed his brows.
   

        "I know. But behind us, there's something even more dangerous catching up. Do you hear it?" Suddenly, Casio pressed his left ear against the cold cave wall, glancing at Sheng Feinan and Feng Liusi.
   

        Feng Liusi also moved forward and pressed against the wall to gauge the situation.
   

        "Chh-chh-chh...chh-chh-chh..."
   

        Current noise? No, it's friction. It's beetles' limbs scraping on the cave wall. Those holy beetles are up to us!
   

        They are like a white river sweeping through Akaba Ruins!
   

        As exterminators, they periodically get rid of any anomalies.
   

        At the sight of their faces, it appears that the trio had delayed their progress for too long in the third layer, and eventually got caught up.
   

        If they opt to proceed gradually into the fourth layer, they will face various exotic species and traps ahead and an even more insane insect tide behind!
   

        Even though Casio's team comprises of the strongest fighters, they might still succumb to repeating perils.
   

        Therefore, it's best they skip straight to the fifth layer.
   

        With the entire fourth layer acting as a barrier, they needn't worry about the terrifying bugs from the nest for a while, instead, they can wholly focus on the dangers of the fifth layer. Even though the area on the map indicating where the underground river enters the fifth layer is the most hazardous in the fifth layer, but the trio considers the holy beetle tide even more dangerous!
   

        "Let's not bother about it, go through it as quickly as possible," advised Casio.
   

        Post haste, the trio jumped at the exit position, bouncing to the cliff wall opposite. Their bodies climbed like spiders. Five fingers were easily inserted into the uneven rock seams, pulling upward.
   

        This is nothing unusual; even some rock-climbing enthusiasts can do it. Hence it was naturally not a big deal for Casio and his team.
   

        They wouldn't want to go into the river unless it was necessary.
   

        Not because they are scared of what may lurk in the darkness below, but because throwing a punch underwater would be restricted by the current, and there would be no foothold. This doesn't make for a friendly situation for fighters.
   

        Therefore, they chose to cross by jumping from side to side.
   

        Whiz...whiz...whiz...
   

        Above the underground river, there were three figures, like shadows, reflecting back and forth on the cave walls. They were quick, their legs spring-like, their ten fingers mimicking climbing picks. Even though they were making a difficult up and down action, their speed was faster than running.
   

        Thus, three minutes passed.
   

        Casio estimated they had descended a considerable distance.
   

        Click, click, click!
   

        The trio suddenly stopped, holding on to the cliff with one hand. They turned to look at an entrance on the opposite cliff, which was pitch black. That was the passage to the fourth layer, and their original planned entrance.
   

        But now, they could only abandon it temporarily.
   

        There are more than one passages to the next layer in Akaba ruins, the routes chosen by Casio and his team were suitable for their journey. However, they had experienced an abrupt change in circumstances which no longer suited their plan, thus it had to be altered.
   

        "Keep going down."
   

        Casio took one last glance, then immediately led the way down the river tunnel. Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan, followed suit.
   

        After two minutes.
   

        The trio stopped. The path ahead had narrowed down, its diameter had shrunk by half. As a result, the tunnel got fully submerged.
   

        In simple terms, they needed to get into the water.
   

        "The entrance to the fifth layer is about seventy meters below, which should be a cliff submerged by the river's flow, stay focused," Casio reminded shortly before diving into the water.
   

        But Sheng Feinan and Feng Liusi stood frozen.
   

        A dozen seconds later, Casio surfaced from the bottom of the water.
   

        "The river water is temporarily free of poison, come on down."
   

        Plunk, plunk two sounds.
   

        The three of them followed the flow, carried by the rapidly rolling river into the tunnel. After a while, Casio occasionally reached out to grab the cave wall, slowing down his movement.
   

        Half a minute later.
   

        Casio and the others found the underwater entrance.
   

        The sound of splashing water!
   

        Above them, a dark current surged as if a huge object had accelerated down into a barrel-sized shadow collision.
   

        In the water, Casio gave Feng Liusi and the others a push, signaling them to leave first. He grabbed the edge of the hole with one hand and clenched his other hand into a fist, striking the river bottom with tremendous force.
   

        The speed was both violent and fast, directly creating a cavity two or three meters long. With one heavy punch, he smashed the sturdy scales on the shadow's head.
   

        Green blood spread throughout the water as the shadow writhed in pain. Its tail lashed wildly against the cave wall, making loud banging noises.
   

        Casio didn't bother to follow up with a second punch after the first one landed.
   

        He turned and swam directly toward the fifth layer entrance.
   

        The water, after all, restricted some of his strength. If he had been in the air, one punch would have been enough to break the opponent.
   

        Following the passage up through the entrance, Casio swam for several meters and saw the silhouettes of two people waiting around the corner. The trio nodded at each other in the water and swam upward.
   

        "Whoosh..."
   

        A room-sized pond's surface suddenly bubbled up. Then three figures broke through the water surface and landed on the ground.
   

        Their clothes were wet, dripping with water. Just as Casio and the others were about to harness their power to dry themselves off, their faces changed abruptly.
   

        The burning sensation of heat, the painful feeling of being pricked with needles. Their entire bodies, every bit of skin, felt a similar sensation.
   

        Casio saw that flames had erupted and spread from Feng Liusi's chest toward his face.
   

        Instantly, he guessed the reason.
   

        The underground river was not poison-free, but in contact with the air in the fifth layer's relic, it triggered a special venom flame.
   

        It burned every corner of the skin.
   

        Meaning there was no shortcut like the underground river from the third to the fifth layer. Taking shortcuts required a price.
   

        "My eyes are on fire now..."
   

        Beside him, Feng Liusi calmly said. He silently kept his eyes open, a faint black flame quietly burning on the surface of his pupils.
   

        Was it painful for his eyes to be burned? Of course, it was painful.
   

        But for the three of them, it was not unbearable. It was just a physical punishment. There had been some ascetics in the Secret Martial Art school who enjoyed suffering.
   

        Feng Liusi and the others hadn't reached that level, but as fighters. They were anything but ordinary with the perseverance and resilience they've developed throughout their journey, and they could continue to fight even when severely injured.
   

        Of course, with Casio there, fighting while injured wasn't necessary.
   

        The three quickly sat cross-legged, each operating the Vibration Energy within their bodies to repair damage. The nourishing liquid and burning flame confronted each other in a tug-of-war that lasted for two minutes.
   

        In the end, the flame from the venom gradually died down.
   

        The Vibration Energy swept over them, repairing the damage.
   

        Another minute or two passed, and Casio and the others opened their eyes.
   

        The pupils that had been burned blind were miraculously restored to their original state. They even became clearer because of the regeneration. The pain in the body and skin disappeared, leaving a feeling of freshness and clarity.
   

        Sheng Feinan stopped the actions he had been doing. This was the second time he had lost his composure. Once when a fish entered his body, and now with the fire. Among the three, Sheng Feinan was undoubtedly the most unlucky.
   

        After a brief rest, Casio and the others recalibrated their maps. Having confirmed their exact location, they saw a passage in front of them.
   

        Leaving the passage would put them face to face with the most dangerous area on the fifth level.
   

        The location of South Dipper's secret transmission was near this area. It was the only good news the group had encountered so far.
   

        Clip-clop, clip-clop...
   

        The sound of three footsteps left the cave where the pond was located.
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        Whoosh…Whoosh…Whoosh…
   

        Three silhouettes darted rapidly through the labyrinth passageways of the fifth level of the Akaba Ruins. Different from the top three levels, this level was architecturally more like an ancient miniature city, rather than any sort of subterranean structure. At a glance, the entire fifth level of the Akaba Ruins was nestled within a hollowed-out cavity in the cliff.
   

        The space was immensely large, presenting a flattened elliptical shape.
   

        The peak of this structure was cloaked in a bioluminescent moss that casted a hazy phosphorescent illumination over the entire level.
   

        Under the shroud of this celestial glow, the dense and overlapping silhouettes of buildings cast a domino effect on the miniature city. There were round mushroom-like huts, tall and pointed religious church-like structures, and ordinary flat bungalows.
   

        All of these buildings were composed of a special kind of white stone.
   

        Their surface was rough, as if weathered by time.
   

        Spaces naturally formed between these large buildings, resulting in a series of narrow, winding lanes. In combination with the planned main roads of the city, a complex network of routes formed a massive maze.
   

        As Casio pressed onwards, an eerie sense of deja vu overwhelmed him, akin to the illusion of being back in the Black Rain Villa. But this was not the known regions of the Black Rain Villa that had been explored, rather, it was the unknown region he had accidentally stumbled into.
   

        It was silent, eerie, and gloomy, with a hint of decay hanging in the air ...
   

        They had already entered the fifth level for three minutes, without encountering any danger, but Casio could already sense that danger was imminent. It's a sensitivity honed by countless instances dancing on the edge of peril.
   

        Click, click, click...
   

        On one of the city's main roads...
   

        Three silhouettes were moving briskly towards their predetermined direction.
   

        "Hold up!"
   

        Casio abruptly halted, his arm outstretched to halt his trailing companions. His face was as cold as steel, with his eyes riveted on a tall spire building not far ahead reminiscent of a church.
   

        "What's wrong?"
   

        Before Sheng Feinan finished speaking, a fountain of bloody water sprung from the top of the stone church. The thick fluid cascaded down like a waterfall, rapidly flowing down the surface of the building.
   

        It was as if these blood droplets were alive, as they swiftly consumed the road ahead and started crawling up the floors and buildings.
   

        The surrounding buildings were bathed in a scarlet hue, resembling bloody rain.
   

        Hum hum hum…
   

        The air vibrated, and humanoid figures began to rise from the surface of the bloody water. Their forms took shape quickly. Muscles layered one after another, skeletal structures unfurled, and layers of armor were overlaid upon one another.
   

        A pair of blood-red armored arms were bathed in the phosphorescent glow.
   

        A knight on a horse quietly appeared, its shape matched that of a human's, except for being clad in a layer of armor.
   

        Through the gaps in the armor, one could observe the vigorously growing meridians, their edges were jagged and carried a dangerous edge.
   

        Within a short span of time, over a dozen blood-red knights had appeared, some on the main roads and some towering on top of the buildings.
   

        The eyes of the men and the eyes of the horses; over fifty pairs of numb and icy eyes were glaring at Casio and his two companions - the red gleaming more and more fiercely.
   

        "Ji!"
   

        The knights simultaneously issued a strange rallying cry which resembled a battle cry. As they yanked at their reins, they leaped down. Like a perfectly coordinated elite team, all of them moved as one, just like they were copying each other's movements.
   

        The main road was engulfed in a wave of red flame.
   

        "Dead Blood?! Resonance bodies?!"
   

        At this moment, Casio was stunned. Because these blood-red knights were strikingly similar to those that the Blood Spirit Association's President, Lian, had summoned in the battle in the Tulip Antique Exhibition.
   

        Many features matched up perfectly.
   

        This prompted him to draw a connection between the two.
   

        "Charge! Directly ahead!"
   

        Faced with the charging enemies, Casio quickly snapped back to reality. He instantly charged into the battle, his body growing several folds, his slender body transforming into a muscle-bound powerhouse.
   

        An overwhelming sense of power cloaked his robust limbs.
   

        His feet stomped on the ground like a hydraulic press, the force exploded outward thrusting his body forward like a shell.
   

        Bam!
   

        A gust of white air abruptly exploded in mid-air, the hazy semi-transparent air flow spread out, covering half the street like a dense fog.
   

        Clang!
   

        A line of scarlet knights burst out like a wild snake, they simultaneously lifted up a massive lance!
   

        Indeed, a gigantic lance over thirty meters in length. Its body is blood-red with a viscous liquid churning and transforming on its surface.
   

        This terrifying weapon was more formidable than a siege hammer. The lance was hoisted upon the shoulders of a dozen knights, its tip was aimed at a giant silhouette and pierced straight forward!
   

        The crimson streak was unimaginably fast, in a split second it resembled a charging train, crashing headlong into a building.
   

        Boom!
   

        The four-story high building was blasted into ruins, its sturdy structure crumbled, white rubble raining down.
   

        Dust instantly spouted from the ground like a waterfall spilling down from all sides, enveloping the area in a sea of ash.
   

        "Casio!!!"
   

        From the side building, a figure descended like a bird of prey, its hands drenched in red with a worried tone echoing in his voice.
   

        Feng Liusi was also taken aback by that magnificent lance that resembled a dazzling meteor, its destructive power was undoubtedly astonishing. Even with Casio's robust physique, to withstand such an attack would undoubtedly lead to severe injuries!
   

        As he hastily moved closer, ready to strike the knights ...
   

        "Retreat!!!"
   

        This command roared like thunder echoed from within the cloud of dust.
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        It felt like a wild beast gathering strength, a whale turning over. The surrounding dense fog instantly rolled back inward like a vortex. More than a dozen blood red knights recoiled all at once, their fierce horses reeling from the terrifying force transmitted by the enormous lance.
   

        A giant statue-like figure burst out with some desperation, its body resembling a white iron tower, tinged with a rocky hue. However, its perfectly contoured muscles in the abdomen were all iron blue, covered densely in a web-like network of cracks.
   

        These cracks were not merely superficial, but extended deep inside, and one could vaguely see the blood-red muscle texture within. Blood was slowly seeping out, moistening the cracks.
   

        It was close. If this knight group had a few more blood-red knights, that sudden meteor lancing earlier could have actually pierced Casio in his demon idol state! A genuine piercing through-and-through!
   

        Penetrated by a spear thirty meters long...
   

        Luckily, the worst did not happen. Casio looked cautiously at the blood-red knights who had managed to regain balance.
   

        A neat charge, the united power all gathered together, the sudden fusion and surge of the knight's giant lance. This team seemed like a war weapon artificially created, specially designed to combat and slaughter irregularly large monsters. Its form looked more like that of a weapon puppet, in stark contrast to the chaotic Dead Blood.
   

        While they resembled each other, there were still many differences.
   

        "Screech!"
   

        A bird of prey's roar broke through the silence, and a pair of monstrous red wings spread open in the sky, the blood vulture swooped down from above.
   

        Just like a fighter plane, it violently collided against the group of knights.
   

        Seeing Casio's predicament with his own eyes, Feng Liusi wasted no time in asking questions. He immediately took action, executing the Southern Dipper Fist Technique. 
   

        An unknown sound rang through the air!
   

        Closely following behind, Sheng Feinan wielded a spiral-eyed sword in his hand that was 1.8 meters long, the blade of the sword expanded explosively. Its surface was covered with an outline of flames, as he slanted a stroke generating an air wave of sword light.
   

        Just like a black crescent, it sliced through the air forcefully.
   

        "Bang bang bang …" "Ting ting ting …"
   

        The two sides instantly clashed, and the aftershocks from the fighters-level combat spread inch by inch, devastating the still intact street enclosure walls. 
   

        For the first time since his body had morphed into the demon idol state, Casio used consecutive breath attacks without breaks. After creating the demon idol secret martial technique, his body was restructured to have dual blood circulation.
   

        Based on this advantage, Casio's body had double the oxygen content. He could activate the first stage of the breathless continuous strikes, gaining considerable acceleration in his attacking speed, entering a breathless continuous striking state. Combined with his original basic speed, it was almost as if mercury was pouring down the earth.
   

        Not long ago, he accidentally completed the demon idol transformation of the lung part of his body, which enabled him to absorb more oxygen. The endurance capacity, explosive power, and attacking speed of the breathless continuous strikes were increased significantly. It could be said that he had already reached the second stage of breathless continuous strikes, with increased attack frequency. 
   

        He swung his fists without any pause — he was constantly swinging both his hands, carrying the force, pounding against the surface of the riding lance. 
   

        The colossal spear was trembling, emitting a tearing hum.
   

        One after another, the sword light was dancing, lashing against the blood-red knight's armor, bursting forth sparks as metal was grinded against metal.
   

        At the backline of the knight group, the blood vulture was constantly making savage maneuvers, using its steel claws and sharp beak to hunt and tear its prey.
   

        The situation immediately fell into a stalemate where Casio's side had a slight upper hand. The sudden attack had made them unprepared. Now, all three have regained their composure. The Blood Red Knight group did not have the overall advantage in terms of strength. 
   

        In this way, the violent clash continued for another minute or two.
   

        "It seems they have a special energy connection! The force inflicted on one blood red knight appears on other blood-red knights, evenly shared!" After experiencing half the battle without a single knight dying, Feng Liusi finally noticed some details.
   

        "It's that lance, the riding lance. Cut off their hands!"
   

        Just as Casio noticed a possible flaw and was about to call on his companions, a threat came from the corner of a passageway.
   

        Another huge riding lance had directly knocked down a house on the corner and came towards them, enveloped in a flame-like red color.
   

        Fortunately, Casio was alert and sensed the sudden danger beforehand. He made a quick leap to dodge.
   

        He turned over two or three times on the ground, jumped up instantly, and without looking back, dashed straight to the top of the building, his figure flickering.
   

        Two figures followed closeby, they didn't need to be called. They formed a 3D triangle subconsciously.
   

        Yes, they ran away...
   

        This wasn't just one group of blood red knights, now there were two. Perhaps, even a third or a fourth one might be forming as they speak. An earlier attempt to crush the enemy had been moronic. This place was extremely dangerous, it was the danger zone of the fifth layer.
   

        The best plan had always been to fight while pressing forward when coming across an enemy.
   

        Until they managed to shake them off.
   

        Not like the wrong example they previously showed. Because a battle due to mere bravado that lasted for a minute or two might just attract more fatal dangers.
   

        Casio calmed down, his anger from almost being penetrated by the huge riding lance quickly dissipated. He took a deep breath and gently pressed his eyebrow recession. The killing personality could not dominate, otherwise, not only would it affect reasoning.
   

        But it would also lower the IQ in key moments of combat.
   

        After quickly reflecting, Casio activated his life resonance and began to heal his injuries. The group headed in one direction.
   

        Several hours later.
   

        On the corridor bathed in green luminescent light, a gust of wind roared by. Three silhouettes galloped more agile and swiftly than cheetahs.
   

        The buildings on both sides cast oblique contours, shadow upon shadow. It seems like an even deeper amount of dark fluid is spreading rapidly, like shadows leaping and darting. Continuously chasing after the three human figures ahead.
   

        At a crossroad, Feng Liusi Sheng Feinan sped past at an extremely high speed, while Casio made a sharp turn and stood his ground.
   

        Behind him, the green luminescent light covered the crossroad, blocking the shadows of the buildings along the main street. The clusters of black that swept in as expected all leaped out one after the other.
   

        Transforming into hunched and twisted humanoid forms in mid-air.
   

        Their claws made them most distinctive, up to three to four times the size of a normal human, the sharp nails like a plethora of tusk daggers.
   

        Casio suddenly took a whale breath, the air flow spiraled and contracted into a thin white strip at the sides of his nose, then he curled them into his lungs. He spread his hands, a dense and terrifying array of fists pushing upwards together.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang...
   

        One after another, the clawed black shadows descended in droves, ruthlessly smashed by the violent force. For a moment, a large number of shadows were killed.
   

        However, figures continuously leaped out from the darkness.
   

        Like a black waterfall that gushed, there was no end in sight. In Casio's eyes, the blood glow surged. He suddenly threw out a punch, his arm friction in the air actually igniting a terrifying flame, the compressed air flow caused a horrifying bursting sound.
   

        A translucent air mass the size of half a human exploded like a shell and went on a rampage, shattering the black shadows along the way and smashing them into another end of the street.
   

        By the time the dust had settled, Casio was nowhere to be seen.
   

        An hour later.
   

        "The blood red knight with a resonance body similar to Dead Blood, the jumping shadows similar to Shadow Demons, a half-bodied mantis man with the mark of a totem track on his arms..." Casio vaguely caught onto something at the moment, but he wasn't daring enough to connect them for sure.
   

        "We're almost there, focus." 
   

        Feng Liusi, who was sprinting side by side with him, reminded.
   

        The three of them gathered their minds and rushed through the gray archway into the church-like high-rise building.
   

        This was the location of the Southern Dipper's secret tradition indicated on the map.
   

        Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist... ancient and mysterious secret tradition...
   

        Crack! Crack! Crack!
   

        The heavy metal door was pushed open by the three of them.
   

        The green light shone in through the crack, the air was turbid, and from a certain angle, one could see debris floating like tiny insects. And in the center of this huge hall. 
   

        A mummified human figure stood with its back to the three of them. 
   

        He was dressed in a black robe that was already torn and tattered.
   

        "..." The atmosphere suddenly became silent.
   

        Casio and the others unconsciously slowed their steps and walked in. With a click, the iron door behind them closed automatically. 
   

        Boom! The mummy stood up, as if supporting the sky and the earth, endless waves of air rolled and beat.
   

        It enveloped everything! It blocked the sun! As heavy as a rock, as surging as a heavy rain, like a heavenly net and earth cage. It was all Qi materialized! 
   

        "Saint Fist!!!" Feng Liusi shouted incredulously. 
   

        He stepped back two steps, his posture unconsciously went into the most conservative defense posture, the look in his eyes unreservedly showed his awe.
   

        "No, it's not Saint Fist."
   

        "It's... Extreme Fist!!!"
   

        "It's a corpse of an Extreme Fist!!!"
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        "Extreme Fist!!!"
   

        A flash of horror flickered in Casio's eyes. He once discussed the existence of a level beyond the normal Fighter with Feng Liusi on a stormy night at the Roca Mountain Range. These were beings who had maximized their secret martial arts, perfected their physical bodies, and honed their Qi to the point of transcendence into the saintly realm. They could already subtly break free from the constraints of their Boxing Method, reaching a mystic state.
   

        Transmuting Qi into solidity, ultimate domination, transcendence into the saint.
   

        Often, only a few arise every hundred years. During some eras of decadence in secret martial arts, even several hundred years may not produce an individual.
   

        The mummy before Casio was indeed an Extreme Fist practitioner!
   

        Extreme Fist practitioners, with Qi hidden within, focus only on technique and boxing methods, seeking the most precise peak damage within the slightest millimeter.
   

        To reach the very limit, is to be the most extreme of Fighters.
   

        Casio took a deep breath and unhesitatingly entered his strongest combat state. His hands were joined together, his rock white muscles bulging inch by inch, like stacked armor.
   

        His back muscles tense, like intertwined steel cables, flexing and relaxing with each movement. Exuding an incredible sense of power and flexibility.
   

        His Qi surged, ever-overflowing from every pore in his skin, like clouds of steam billowing off his body.
   

        On the other side, Sheng Feinan was also fully prepared. He held the Spiral Eyed Sword in his right hand, as if he was shouldering a cross.
   

         The eye-like orb at the end of the Cross Sword began glowing strangely bright.
   

        To his left, the Crystal Blue Whip that doubled as a belt was quickly pulled out, turning into a Crystal Long Sword inch by inch in midair.
   

        The Crystal Sword radiated an icy chill, rippling like water.
   

        The spiral sword's black flame outline swelled and flared.
   

        There was a stark contrast between the two.
   

        Sheng Feinan wielded both swords at once, his surging Qi already affecting the surrounding environment, causing tiny snowflakes to fall silently from the air above and around him.
   

        The auras of all three fighters burst out simultaneously, causing a turbulent surge in the surrounding air flows, making their clothes rustle.
   

        However, these were nothing compared to the nearby mummy. The barely discernible remnants of the Extreme Fist's aura scarcely dispersed and yet it stirred their hearts and even blurred their vision, causing a vague illusion. Casio saw a majestic waterfall tumbling down from an unfathomably high mountain, crashing into a pond below. The impact was like hundreds of bombs exploding simultaneously.
   

        Surrounding the waterfall, steam rose, forming a thick white fog.
   

        Realizing it was an illusion, he bit his own tongue until it bled, hoping the pain would snap him out of it.
   

        All was a blur before his eyes.
   

        The Waterfall Jungle and the dim church seemed to overlap.
   

        It was faint and indistinct, yet it was there.
   

        Through the haze, Casio saw a beam of eerie light emitted from the church-like structure. Dense circuit patterns spread like a spider web, forming patterns rich with mythological characteristics.
   

        All these patterns converged at a single point in the great hall.
   

        Like it was being manipulated, the mummy of the Extreme Fist walked slowly to that central point and then slowly sat down cross-legged.
   

        His empty eyes glowed with a black light, staring intently at the trio with robotic stiffness. All of a sudden, a purple glow exploded from the mummy, similar to the aurora cast across the sky during sunrise, incredibly dazzling.
   

        The purple light spread, resembling a remaking of space. A World of Qi quietly unfolded centered around the Extreme Fist.
   

        It extended inch by inch until all three of them were completely enveloped.
   

        A blazing sun, white clouds, blue sky, flying birds.
   

        In front of him, was an expanse of forest concealed by branches and leaves. Layer upon layer of green leaves blocked the sun, leaving an impression of lushness. When the wind blew, the dense foliage swung gently like umbrellas of green velvet.
   

        Casio stood blankly in the open space. The sunlight cast a long halo upon him. He quickly snapped back to reality, his eyes becoming sharp instantly and his body taut at its extreme. If even the slightest rustle occurred in the next second, whatever caused it would encounter Casio's swift and unstoppable attack! He stood ready to spring up at any moment, like Mercury falling from a height!
   

        But, half a minute passed and no danger appeared.
   

        Instead, the roar of the nearby waterfall was hurting his eardrums. Casio looked up through the gaps in the foliage.
   

        He saw a towering mountain range not far away.
   

        "What is this...?" he frowned, quickly recalling the situation he previously encountered: "Is this an illusion? Is this an occlusion method arranged long ago within the relic? My true body is probably still in the church..."
   

        With a violent punch, Casio shattered a tree that took two men to surround. With a crack, the tree trunk snapped in half.
   

        The splinters and wood chips inside burst out like water.
   

         "This feeling... is it real?! The real world?"
   

         He clenched his fist, somewhat at a loss. Casio cleared his mind of chaotic thoughts and instinctively headed towards the waterfall.
   

        Passing through the forest and treading on the brittle branches and leaves underfoot.
   

        The closer he got, the stronger the misty air he felt. The roaring sound was as loud as thunderous howls.
   

        After passing three massive trees blocking his view, a spectacular scene unfolded before Casio. A massive waterfall carrying millions of tons of water was roaring and splashing down into a pool. The pool was half-round with large green stones standing on it.
   

        The splashed water spread over the surface of the pool, appearing like a thin layer of white mist. When Casio looked up, he could see a rainbow refracted in the air.
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        His gaze penetrated deeply, towards the area where the waterfall continuously bombarded. Amidst the spraying water, a black silhouette faintly appeared. The silhouette was seen sitting cross-legged on a huge bluestone, remaining motionless.
   

        Enduring the relentless battering of the water flow like a solid rock.
   

        "Waterfall training? An ascetic?"
   

        Mumbled Casio. There once existed a school in the Secret Martial Arts World that advocated ascetic practices, surviving in all kinds of harsh environments, forcing the physical body to reach a state of spiritual refinement. This method is said to have a long history, with such groups of secret martial artists existing a long time ago. However, with the passage of time, the number of such rugged ascetics near the present day gradually dwindled.
   

        "Huh?"
   

        Just when he was thinking, the silhouette in the waterfall moved.
   

        Roaring...
   

        Without any signal, the terrifying water dragon roaring down was held up by an unknown barrier. It suddenly rushed out obliquely, like refracted light. Hundreds of tons of water flow bombarded a nearby woods with a loud bang, shaking the earth and the mountains.
   

        Healthy ancient trees were toppled by the powerful water flow, collapsed, their roots bringing up sweeps of mud. At that moment, nearly a hundred trees were overthrown and swept away.
   

        Looking down from above, a large patch of green mountains was bald.
   

        Casio unnaturally took a step back, beginning to contemplate the most effective route for a strategic retreat. But the silhouette did not take action, but lightly leapt more than a hundred meters and landed on a vacant spot by the pond side.
   

        It was an old man, an elder with completely white hair, eyebrows, and beard. His figure was skinny, slightly hunchbacked. His eyebrows drooped, as if squinting, only revealing a small slit.
   

        He gave off an inexplicably laid back vibe.
   

        It seemed he would be easy to talk to.
   

        But Casio did not dare to act rashly, because he kind of understood what was happening. The elder in front of him was the mummy of the Extreme Fist! And on his thumb was a bronze ring, exactly the same as the one encountered in the church earlier.
   

        So, the environment surrounding Casio now might not be an illusion, but a qi that is so substantial it eclipses the sun and sky?!
   

        His hair stood on end, stunned by his daring hypothesis. A surge of indescribable terror flooded his heart. The Extreme Fist realm could actually reach such a magical level, wasn't that equivalent to creating a world? Beyond human imagination!
   

        Feng Liusi once experienced the release of qi by the Saint Fist, and Casio engrained that description in his mind: the pitch-black night sky, the accumulated clouds, the howling gale, the pouring heavy rain. Even the dense forest that we inhabit, and the ground beneath our feet. Everything was his qi, all composed of that surging qi!
   

        This was the power of nature accomplished by one person.
   

        Casio recalled the vague scene he saw before. The entire church was filled with a large number of engravings, as if some kind of mechanism. And the Extreme Fist corpse was sitting at the eye of the formation, maybe with the help of the mysterious mechanism, all of this could be created.
   

        He comforted himself a bit, his gaze cautious.
   

        Although he had some understanding of what was going on, Casio still didn't know what would happen next? What was the purpose of dragging him into the world of qi?
   

        At a distance, the white-haired old man seemed to completely ignore Casio. With his hands behind his back, he leisurely walked onto an open area. He took a deep, slow, profound breath.
   

        Without thinking, Casio came a few steps closer.
   

        The old man moved.
   

        The whole person's center of gravity was raised, the left foot straightly jabbed at the ground, the right foot moved back in a tiptoeing posture. This way, the old man's entire center of gravity was placed on his right foot, his back leaned against a wall. His entire person, his straight spine, resembled a large python.
   

        Creak, creak, creak….
   

        The friction between bones brought about a sound like the operation of a mechanism. The old man reached out with both hands, moving very slowly.
   

        This was a shake-off move, the power gradually moving from the shoulders to the arms, then from the arms to the forearms, and finally to the fingertips.
   

        Since his movements were slow, what appeared in front of Casio was a fluctuating python's tail, gently swinging out.
   

        Soft yet fierce, tenacious yet firm!
   

        With a somewhat strange trajectory of exertion.
   

        Casio moved a few steps closer again, but saw the old man who had just finished the move suddenly retracted and threw out his punch. The right arm swung out like a python's tail instantly, a series of actions compressed in a flash.
   

        Poom!
   

        A collapse appeared on a nearby tree, but it did not fall, instead, it stood as if it had not been attacked at all. The branches and leaves swayed gently in the wind.
   

        Casio squinted his eyes to look over.
   

        A white bird that was hovering in the sky flew down, its claws lightly rested on the tree trunk. The moment it touched, there was a roar, and the tree that could be hugged by two people exploded directly.
   

        From the inside out, it was as if dozens of high-explosive bombs had been stuffed in.
   

        A mass of wood chips surged towards the sky like sand, even igniting into fire, as if clusters of red flowers were falling in profusion.
   

        "This…" Casio clenched his fist, "Echo Strength!!"
   

        Just as Deathfang Power is to the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Echo Strength is the secret skill of Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. It represents explosive shockwaves!
   

        Where the Deathfang Power touches, cracks appear, whereas Echo Strength directly causes explosions – like a surging wave of energy.
   

        He calmed himself down and suddenly noticed something different about the old man. The python-strike had no sound this time! The only noise was from the tree trunk and the subsequent explosion. The action of the old man throwing a punch, however, was totally silent—like a voiceless poisonous snake, its every move hidden.
   

        It appeared as though he used a special technique to minimize his movement and noise to the point where it was silent.
   

        Quietly, quietly, killing invisibly.
   

        It seemed to fit the definition of Ancient Assassination Fist perfectly.
   

        Casio's thoughts spun as he observed the old man training again. He demonstrated another basic move, the same as before. First, he demonstrated it slowly and then struck quickly at the end.
   

        It was a Spin Hand Knife, executed precisely and ruthily.
   

        Bearing a cruel disposition of ending a life with a single blow.
   

        After observing for a while, Casio couldn't restrain himself and started practicing. He noticed that the old man had no killing intent towards him, and there was no danger around. Moreover, what the old man was performing appeared to be the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, just what Casio wanted.
   

        Since it was offered right before his eyes, how could he decline?
   

        For the following hour, the old man practiced the moves like a robot. Occasionally slow, next showcasing its power.
   

        Joint techniques, elbow strikes, knee jabs, whip kicks, integrated boxing, etc., as if showing a large framework of basic contours.
   

        It looked slightly similar to the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        Trying it for an hour, Casio managed to remember about ten percent of it. After all, the old man only demonstrated it once, and the stance was too peculiar. It was hard to replicate the moves perfectly.
   

        "So this is the passing down of boxing method, isn't it?" He thought about it over and over again, and momentarily, that was the only conclusion he could draw.
   

        Woosh.
   

        Not far away, the old man ended the last move and slowly turned his head. His gaze, devoid of any fluctuations, fell upon Casio.
   

        "What does he mean?"
   

        Casio's neck tensed, his muscles contracting.
   

        Just then, the old man attacked. His right hand-blurred and vanished, morphing into a python strike, advancing quietly and swiftly.
   

        "Is he going to attack?!"
   

        Casio responded instantly, having anticipated this.
   

        Thus, he instantly assumed the stance of the Red Vulture Fist, meeting the old man with a clawed hand. Unexpectedly, the moment Casio was about to unleash his South Dipper Red Vulture Fist technique, the old man's expression changed, his squinted eyes suddenly opened, and it was as if a purple skylight was erupting from within.
   

        The strike, which originally showcased a power similar to the previous demonstration, instantly exponentially augmented in strength, as if it encompassed an entire hundred-meter waterfall in the palm and was swung down. The air rapidly evacuated, all tree leaves within a hundred meters swaying, rustling and falling.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Casio was sent flying like a shell, directly smashing into the forest. His back repeatedly slammed onto several large trees.
   

        "Cough, cough... I can't use the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist? Cough, cough…"
   

        "No, it's that I can't use other techniques, I can only use the basic swing form he just taught me!" Casio instantly sobered up.
   

        His entire chest caved in, and he spat out blood from the corners of his mouth. His right hand, originally outstretched to counterattack, was broken and hanging limply by his side.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough, I almost got killed with one punch... it's been a long time since I was this battered." Casio muttered to himself, but his face held an inexplicably excited expression. Perhaps it was because the person who hit him was an Extreme Fist grandmaster, it felt like a disguised form of sparring. As he was about to get up, Casio froze as if he had remembered something, his face turned pale.
   

        "I wasn't almost killed by a punch, I was...already dead…"
   

        Crick-crack, crick-crack, crick-crack…
   

        In his body, the prelude to a series of explosions suddenly roared — Echo Strength!
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        Hiss hiss hiss...
   

        There was a ringing noise from within his body. His body, forged through pain and struggle, was trembling uncontrollably. For the first time, Casio felt the shadow of death looming over him.
   

        Unlike the previous times, he was crushed completely. A single fist shattered his highly robust defensive stance, making the whole process seem simplified.
   

        There was no back and forth. Either one could take the blow, or they couldn't. It was brutally straightforward.
   

        He, Feng Liusi, and Sheng Feinan, could hardly withstand ten strikes from him. A realization dawned upon Casio.
   

        Supporting his body, the echo strength inside him finally broke free and exploded. A force resembling a shock wave was swelling within in his fragile body, going through his muscles, bones, internal organs, and arteries, like a sieve, eventually all rushing to his skin.
   

        Bang!
   

        A brutal, human explosion echoed through the secret forest. Hundreds of cracks burst open on Casio's skin in an instant, his arteries ruptured. It was as if a substantial amount of high explosive had filled his body and exploded simultaneously.
   

        The thick bloody pulp was spewed out, saturating a large area of the ground.
   

        In the center, under a broken tree, a strong body filled with holes lay still, seemingly lifeless.
   

        On the clearing, the white-haired old man was looking at the forest passage created by the body. The purple light in his eyes gradually faded.
   

        Subsequently, he slowly turned around, hands behind his back, hunching his back. He took his leisurely leave heading towards the waterfall at the end of the pond.
   

        As he left, everything seemed to become fuzzy. It was as if a freshly painted oil painting was doused in water; the colors were instantly mixed and blurred together, gradually disappearing to reveal the underlying blank canvas.
   

        The rustling of the leaves, the whispers of the wind, the intermittent chirping of the insects in the soil, the cries of the birds at the pond, and the roaring waterfall.
   

        All the sounds retracted at the same moment.
   

        Even the towering and lush mountain under the sunlight turned into a black and white silhouette, leaving only the basic contours.
   

        In the end, the world was left only with an old man and a sitting azure stone. The azure stone was dull and seemed to disappear as well.
   

        But just as the stone was about to vanish completely.
   

        "Cough, cough, ...."
   

        A death-ridden cough suddenly echoed.
   

        Suddenly, the world's canvas unfolded once more and moved rather quickly. Just in the blink of an eye, the pond, the waterfall, the mountain, and the secret forest were back.
   

        Everything seemed to be restored to this lively world.
   

        Not only that, but the large area of the forest that was initially destroyed by the waterfall was also restored to normal. A figure in the waterfall was faintly discernible, moving exactly as it did when it all began.
   

        The sun shone brightly with a golden hue, falling upon the vast green vegetation, revealing a glistening green. Occasionally, sparse halos penetrated the trees, casting speckles of gold.
   

        In the sky, a white bird was circling, flapping its wings and descending.
   

        Its claws clutching the branch, it folded its wings and lifted its head, looking down.
   

        A broken and blood-soaked body was reflected in its pupils.
   

        He was leaning against a tree trunk, looking miserable.
   

        "Cough, cough...cough, cough..."
   

        Amid the rapid gasping and coughing, the corners of his mouth kept spewing blood. Casio looked agonized, but his eyes gleamed brightly.
   

        He thought he was going to die, but he didn't.
   

        He was hit by the old man's fist, severely wounded. The echo strength infused into his body exploded, causing terrific secondary damage.
   

        But, it came up a tad short.
   

        If he had to describe it, it would be a near-death state. The brain retained the last thoughts, the final moments before death.
   

        And this gave Casio the opportunity to catch his breath and save himself.
   

        He had life vibration energy!
   

        He had been storing up along the way, ready for emergencies.
   

        It was a good gesture of precaution.
   

        Casio had cultivated the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol. Although the ability for self-healing in the Demon Idol state was not as good as the dark creatures, it was definitely not weak. However, his body was completely crushed by that blow, reaching a state of complete breakdown.
   

        He needed external force for activation and guidance.
   

        And life vibration energy was that robust external force.
   

        While it activated the body's functions, it also exerted its healing abilities. It yanked Casio back from the doorstep of death, accelerating the healing of his wounds by a thousand times.
   

        Within the span of a moment, Casio had returned to a severely injured state. The broken muscles in various parts of his body twitched, with flesh climbing up.
   

        His internal organs were also rapidly healing.
   

        He felt as if he was encompassed by a warm spring, with a tingling substance secreting into his skin, bones, and muscles.
   

        It brought about a feeling of sour itching but was an incredibly delightful experience.
   

        "Hehehe…" 
   

        Casio breathed deeply, his throat channel echoed with a hoarse sound like an old blower, "I have almost figured it out..."
   

        His eyes flashed as he recalled the recent events. The white-haired old man could have killed him without a problem, he didn't need to hold back. When the echo strength exploded, Casio could feel a part of the energy escaping, it didn't serve as the final straw that broke the camel's back. In other words, the old man of Extreme Fist had deliberately held back!
   

        He wouldn't kill Casio in the inheritance process, he would only beat him to a near-death state, gradually separating him from this world of Qi.
   

        This may be a basic logic of existence.
   

        Based on previous observations, he didn't think the old man had any wisdom at all. Instead, he seemed to hold onto the last trace of obsession before death, making him appear like a wooden puppet.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        He was methodically executing the last orders issued by his original body.
   

        Practicing the basics of Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        Testing the progress of the inheritor's cultivation.
   

        The inheritor could only use the basic moves; any transgression would result in a near-death state. Slowly, he began to extricate himself from the World of Qi.
   

        A good idea.
   

        However, he encountered the cunning Casio.
   

        If you killed him directly in the World of Qi, it would be over. But you missed by just a hair's breadth. After ten minutes, Casio was back in full spirit!
   

        First, he hunted the branch of the Blood Clan in Ming Mountain City, then he entered the Alfama Mountains to kill the direct line of the Blood Clan. In the Akaba Ruins, he fought with exotic species in the four levels. He had stored a large amount of life vibration energy in his body using the secret martial art of the Demon Idol, although it didn't help much in enhancing strength due to its low quality, it was great for healing wounds!
   

        As long as Casio didn't die on the spot, he could have hundreds of lives. Revive full of blood every ten minutes.
   

        It's all about foresight and preparation.
   

        Eight or nine minutes passed.
   

        The half-dead body on the ground stood up again, unscathed, but much paler.
   

        You couldn't tell that he had just been pulverized by a punch.
   

        Casio dusted off the mud on his clothes, his nerves in the limbs still tingling slightly. He adjusted himself on the spot, taking a few deep breaths.
   

        "The guess might be right, or it might be wrong. We need to test it again." Casio walked towards the direction of the pond waterfall.
   

        Due to someone's constant near-death experiences.
   

        The World of Qi refreshed.
   

        The old Extreme Fist boxer was still sitting cross-legged on the blue stone, bearing the massive waterfall pouring down from above.
   

        Casio stood at the edge of the pond looking at the old man showing off again.
   

        He stood up, the waterfall shot out at an angle, and a piece of forest was destroyed. The same as the first experience.
   

        Then, the old man flew to an open space next to the pond.
   

        He started practicing the basics of Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist without a word. Casio didn't want to waste it, so he studied it carefully again.
   

        An hour later, his proficiency had reached about 18%.
   

        When the white-haired old man taught the last move.
   

        The muscles of Casio's entire body were tense, with wire-like lines coiled under the skin. His body, in the state of a Demon Idol, expanded inch by inch, evolving towards an inhuman monster. Dense, blue, vein-like lines snaked all over his body like tiny snakes.
   

        As he took in a normal breath, the airflow around him suddenly spiraled back, forming a spiral white vortex. The immense body heat emanating from him incessantly baked the surrounding air.
   

        "Come on! I'm ready!"
   

        Casio split his mouth into a grin, his smile wicked. Although he faced an Extreme Fist, he couldn't bear to be beaten by a punch. It really hurt his pride and confidence. Casio wanted a full burst.
   

        He hoped to struggle for two or three moves under the terrifying pressure.
   

        Whoosh! The white-haired old man completed the final move.
   

        A flash of ferocity in Casio's eyes, it seemed like there were two red shadows floating in his pupils. His whole body lunged forward, making a loud noise of friction with the air, like a falling meteorite.
   

        "Come on!"
   

        The ground cracked with a bang, and the power gushed out like a flood.
   

        He rose, he charged, he was knocked out by a punch!
   

        Bang!
   

        Casio flew out like a storm, smashing into the mountain and creating a deep human-shaped hole in it.
   

        His entire body was stuck there, with his limbs and head drooping.
   

        It seemed that all the bones in his body had been shattered by the punch.
   

        The South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist carried out by the old Extreme Fist boxer was essentially an explosive punch; all the sounds that had been retracted during stretching were added to the final Echo Strength, and its power was astonishing.
   

        "Such a domineering force, cough...cough...."
   

        He cocked his head slightly, blood flowing from seven orifices, breathing was weak.
   

        Barely prying open his eyes through a slit, enduring the pain.
   

        Casio glanced at the rainbow in the sky: "It's coming..."
   

        Pattering, Pattering…Bang!
   

        History repeats itself. Same old trick.
   

        Ten minutes later.
   

        Casio got up from the ground, feeling refreshed. He quickly mobilized his body joints, twisted his neck, and stood at the edge of the pond. His eyes stared through the mist at the silhouette under the waterfall.
   

        Murmuring to himself.
   

        "Very well, so now I have hundreds of lives..."
   

        Casio didn't feel blissful about finding loopholes or shortcuts at all, because this itself is a part of his strength. Why should he feel as if he had taken advantage of something undeserved? The vibration energy from life comes from the secret martial art of the Demon Idol, and the Demon Idol martial art is his own creation, the logic is clear.
   

        Deeply inhaling, Casio stepped up to the edge of the pond in a few strides.
   

        He watched the terrifying force of the Extreme Fist again.
   

        Casio had already found the best position and waited quietly. He was standing beside a large tree, two meters away was a bluestone, and in front of him was a large flat area good for performing movements.
   

        Ding.
   

        The white-haired elder lightly wafted over, paused for a while, and started performing basic moves of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        Casio's gaze was fixated, with a sudden thought.
   

        Just like what Feng Liusi had revealed to him when they were in Death Valley, South Dipper Red Vulture Fist relies heavily on the integration of the boxing method and the cultivator's understanding of it as an ancient boxing method. If there is no integration at all, even a fighter can't get started.
   

        The higher the integration, the faster the cultivation process, and the more terrifying the power displayed. Casio is a case in point.
   

        In fact, his main personality is not a bloodthirsty person, he is essentially gentle and elegant, "live and let live". The slight deviation is due to the Demon Shadow Possession, causing influence from the dark characteristics of dark creatures.
   

        This is why he sometimes seems a little brutal.
   

        Later, due to his creation of the Demon Idol secret martial arts, the three main mental methods divided his personality emotions. Among them, the killing personality came from the remnants left by the dark creature - the Demon Idol. So, in essence, they desired killing. A naturally suitable person for the cultivation of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, a good sprout!
   

        The effects have been obvious during this period.
   

        And the other aloof personality comes from the extreme indifference of demon worms, which also lies at the extreme end of an emotion.
   

        Casio felt for no reason, the aloof personality might have a certain degree of integration with the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. Because both have the characteristic of being good at calculation, like a poisonous snake, quietly waiting for a loophole.
   

        He had tried his main personality for the first two times, and the efficiency was not high. While the killing personality obviously rejected, incompatible. Only the aloof personality which could just be tested on the third round.
   

        The cross-shaped dent on his forehead glowed slightly, Casio's eyes quickly turned cold, like a piece of ten thousand-year-old mysterious ice just dug out.
   

        His originally slightly fluctuating respiratory rate naturally came under control, each interval was fixed. The muscles of the body stretched and moved, each strength was perfectly consumed. The steps were like the measurement of a ruler.
   

        He was like a robot, executing his mission target.
   

        The gently clouded daylight, the emerald mountains paved with a layer of fuzzy gold. Thin lines of light spread from the top of the mountains to the dense forest.
   

        The waterfall had an unusual amount of moisture, steaming up as if it was covered in a layer of light fog. It was hazy and bright, just like a brightly steamed dome of light.
   

        The semi-circular pond, beneath a green tree, at one side of a bluestone.
   

        Two figures stretching their bodies slowly appeared, like a beautiful silhouette frozen in the forest. Under the state of the aloof personality, Casio was indeed more compatible with it than the main personality. He was like the best imitation machine, replicating the elder's moves.
   

        Raising an arm, circling the body, retracting a leg, turning, punching...
   

        A series of basic movements strung together into a harsh move. An hour later, Casio was fifty percent skilled in these movements, the efficiency was far apart from before.
   

        It wasn't just three times more efficient than before on the surface. After all, the combinations were complicated as the number of movements increased, the latter parts would be much more challenging than before.
   

        The aloof personality and the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist had a relatively strong integration. Of course, without comparison, Casio didn't know how good the integration really was. But, it's definitely excellent.
   

        This point, he was absolutely certain.
   

        Swish.
   

        The white-haired elder retracted his fist, it was time for the assessment.
   

        Without changing his expression, Casio stretched his palms a little, sending out a grating sound of steel. He decided to use himself, who was fifty percent proficient in the basic movements of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, to challenge the elder.
   

        With the same strength, the same speed, and the same simple moves. Even if Casio couldn't overcome the Extreme Fist, he should be able to hold on for a dozen moves, right? Maybe even twenty moves.
   

        "Let me learn once more."
   

        "Your explosive power..."
   

        He assumed a stance, like a python ready to strike.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio's movements were slightly immature, but he had at least learned two-thirds of the Essence, Qi, and Spirit. He extended his curved fingers, transforming into the bulky tusks of a python, subtlety consuming the air between his fingertips.
   

        He spread his feet powerfully, lowered his center of gravity, adopting a purely defensive stance rather than showing an offensive momentum.
   

        It's better not to be too arrogant in the face of an Extreme Fist.
   

        Casio had learned his lesson the first two times, and although he now wanted to taste the elder's Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, he also understood the specific enemy strength situation. The gap between them could not be bridged with force alone.
   

        He decided to change from motion to calm, and cautiously explored first.
   

        While the thoughts crossed his mind, the white-haired elder had already adopted his stance, like he did the last two times. It was indeed the starting posture among the combat styles of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. His left foot was forward, and his right foot was pulled diagonally behind. His waist slightly bent like a bowstring, and his arms slowly crossed in front of his chest.
   

        Next to the pond, in the mist, the old and the young locked eyes deeply.
   

        At this moment, they had a strangely similar temperament. Both exuded a cold mechanical sense, devoid of humanity.
   

        Neither side made a move, like two poisonous snakes in a tense standoff before an explosion. The atmosphere in the air gradually solidified.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        In Casio's chilling gaze, the elder moved! He took a big step forward, entering within the one-meter range.
   

        "Retreat, dodge, rush in, elbow attack..." The Aloof Personality completed the combat calculation in an instant and executed it rigorously.
   

        Casio's muscles shuddered slightly, retracting his stance instantly. Power emerged from the lumbar spine, and his body was ready to dodge silently expecting an in-coming punch. Bang! A striking sound echoed from the left waist.
   

        He winced at the side of his waist and his body instinctively dodged it to the right side.
   

        Just then, a hand knife swiftly tore through the air, like the fierce strike of a swinging python's tail, fiercely slapped on his right waist! Bang! The tough flesh under the clothes churned, and an Echo Strength violently drilled in.
   

        A feeling of surprise rose in Casio's heart as he was preemptively anticipated twice in quick succession, his moves and locations. The elder's fist and knife seemed to know exactly where he would be, waiting for him in advance.
   

        Does this mean that he has been reckoned?
   

        In the moment of retreat, this Extreme Fist calculated his position through his muscles' movement and his gaze.
   

        No! Even earlier than that.
   

        And it wasn't passive, but active.
   

        When the elder stepped forward within a meter of Casio, everything that followed was inevitable! He was forcing Casio to make a pre-anticipated next move.
   

        A meter's distance is neither long nor short.
   

        It just so happens to be on the edge of a threatening category.
   

        Casio judged that he needed to retreat, so he was at a disadvantage.
   

        Thump! Thump! Thump!
   

        On the open ground, two silhouettes collided three times. Elbow versus fist, knee versus palm, knife versus knife.
   

        The elder's boxing technique and skill were indeed far beyond Casio, but both used basic moves.
   

        Casio was not so bad as to be unable to defend himself.
   

        Bang!
   

        Once the hands touched, they parted. The blond silhouette took a spinning step to stabilize. "The moves that are blocked don't get hit with Echo Strength?"
   

        He frowned slightly, the thought struck him instantly, this must be the elder's test method. First, the successors must use the basic moves of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, second, during basic moves sparring, each punch from the elder accumulates an Echo Strength in the body until it reaches a certain level and then bursts it.
   

        Third, the elder would not repeat the basic moves when attacking. Each move was different until the basic moves of Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist were completed. So, the test time was limited.
   

        A few seconds later.
   

        Boom!
   

        Another collision, mid-air currents seemed to explode into a Dense Fog. Casio's this block resulted in a collapse, and a handprint lightly marked his chest, the force surging into his body.
   

        Boom! Crack!
   

        The tall figure fell back, drawing a straight line over ten meters, and heavily hitting a tree the size of a man's embrace.
   

        "Cough, cough... eight moves... couldn't I even hold up ten moves?"
   

        The blond youth clutched his collapsing chest; blood spilt from his mouth like a fountain. The Echo Strength inside his body rolled and boiled like magma, ready to explode, bringing intense secondary damage.
   

        In this final moment, Casio shifted his body back a bit, lifted his back, and chose a more comfortable posture. As soon as he stabilized, his chest burst like an explosion. The internal pressure shattered the blood vessels and skin, and a hundred bright red blood flowers bloomed.
   

        World of Qi restarted for the third time, ten minutes later.
   

        A blond corpse rolled over on the ground and jumped up like a fish.
   

        Stretching his limbs slightly, Casio's pupils looked somewhat darker.
   

        After personally experiencing just now, he had basically noticed the most important characteristics of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        Brutal and flawed.
   

        Calculation and anticipation.
   

        Like a precise and calm machine, it's a static snake. Unlike the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, it doesn't exhibit a frantic invasion or a sense of domination. All aspects reveal a sense of calm and rationality, leaving multiple ways out when striking.
   

        It didn't feel like a fight, more like a calculation.
   

        Fists run forward in the middle of a block, hand knives cut points of balance, and footsteps firmly predict the dodge position.
   

        Like a spider weaving its web, driving the prey step by step to the corner, forcing it to make the next move. It won't make mistakes, won't give any loopholes, won't give any chances, it's cold and ruthless.
   

        "Now I've only learned half of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist's basic boxing methods, which is far from enough. After learning, I'm afraid I still have to improve my proficiency step by step, until I can support it until the end of the time under the Extreme Fist... I don't know if hundreds of lives will be enough..." For the first time, a sense of worry arises in Casio's heart.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        He took a deep breath, step by step, walking to the edge of the pond.
   

        The third inheritance was activated.
   

        ****************************
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom... 
   

        Within the forest where green leaves blocked the line of sight, two silhouettes were rapidly maneuvering. Their foot strength was terrifying, able to bolt out dozens of meters in one stretch, or to twist their bodies and change direction in an instant. The ground was filled with deeply sunken mud footprints and holes.
   

        The blond silhouette and white-haired silhouette chased each other, their hands and fists colliding hard. Knees, tiptoes, elbows, shoulders; every part of the body turned into a weapon for a fight. At this moment, both sides unleashed their combat techniques completely, like two battle machines. 
   

        "Wrap Form!!!"
   

        Dodging a fist, Casio instantly closed the distance. His strong arms suddenly crossed, fiercely lunging out. Like two rock-white pythons intertwined together, vortexes were stirred in the air.
   

        Bang!
   

        An old fist lunged out of the air, quickly colliding with this move. Whether it was because it was hard to support it alone or a fist was weaker than two hands, the elder's fist was vibrated open, and a momentary gap appeared in his chest, taking a hit from Casio's remaining force.
   

        "It's worth it even if I don't pass this time!"
   

        A cold gleam flashed in his eyes, Casio's rear foot directly kicked on a giant tree, using the reaction force to leap forward.
   

        "Dance Form!"
   

        His entire person violently spun mid-air, his arms wildly whipping out like the wind blade of a spinning top. Rapid and flexible swinging of the arm, as if a large round snake tail was swung.
   

        Bang!
   

        A palm lunged from below, and collided with this fist. 
   

        From top to bottom, two mighty forces violently collide. The airflow exploded all at once, and about a dozen surrounding trees shook. Leafs scattered like rain. The elder's feet deeply sunk into the ground.
   

        "Stinger Form!"
   

        Casio's hands spread out, not knowing when he appeared by the older man's side. His footsteps edged forward, throwing continuous straight punches.
   

        Fierce, short, and ruthless!
   

        In the blink of an eye, they exchanged more than a dozen blows. A large number of surrounding trees had already been struck down, revealing numerous broken stumps.
   

        "Bite form!"
   

        With a thrust of his foot, the blond figure rushed over like a shell, colliding with the white-haired old man flying in the air.
   

        The next second.
   

        Boom! The figure quickly flew back again.
   

        But this time he still had energy to spare, his body making three consecutive rotations in the air, spanning a distance of twenty meters. Both hands extended towards the rear, his thighs slightly bent at the knees, his back against the tree bark.
   

        He astonishingly landed on a ten-meter high tree, using the friction of his spread arms and feet against the tree to steady himself.
   

        Casio slightly squinted his eyes, seemingly sensing the state of his body. A moment later, a smile curled up at the corner of his mouth.
   

        His pitch-black pupils looked down at the white-haired old man from a high position, who was standing still and not continuing to attack like before.
   

        He glanced at the upper right corner, the scale had dropped by thirty.
   

        A whole thirty days, a month's time. He had finally passed the basic boxing method test of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist of the elder Extreme Fist!
   

        During this time, Casio had no idea how many times he had been beaten to death. The feeling of the Echo Strength exploding in his body was indescribably thrilling, just thinking about it could make one sing a song at the top of their lungs.
   

        Although he died many times, the vibratory energy of life within him had not been exhausted, and even had some to spare.
   

        Because, Casio had learned to throttle.
   

        The life vibration energy he had stored could indeed only maintain a few hundred lives, but that was the case for a full recovery. If it was only recovered enough to move and practice, it would not take that much life vibration energy, the consumption is greatly reduced.
   

        Anyways, he would get killed, a full dose of life vibrational energy was too wasteful. Might as well divide it into three and become three critically injured Casios, which indirectly increased the number of times.
   

        Besides, he could choose not to trigger the inheritance.
   

        He could completely hide in the forest and recall the contents of last time to practice for a period of time, and then go back up when the inspiration was almost consumed.
   

        During this time, Casio was optimally frugal.
   

        It is worth noting that in the World of Qi, he doesn't seem to need to eat, and not even sleep. There seemed to be a special force in the air that maintains the body's status.
   

        All Casio needed to do was to learn, and then fight.
   

        Click...
   

        His feet softly landed, he jumped down from the tree.
   

        His eyes were tightly watching the old man, observing his subsequent movements.
   

        In one month's time, the Aloof Personality state of Casio mastered the basic techniques of Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. Based on the characteristics of various boxing techniques, coupled with the Red Vulture Fist, he classified them into four specific forms. Wrap Form, Dance Form, Stinger Form, Bite Form.
   

        Quite characteristic of a snake.
   

        These are the foundational structure of a boxing technique, only with a solid base can a more complex and precise structure be built.
   

        Crack...Crack...Crack...
   

        The white-haired old man moved, crushing leaves under his feet, and returned to the open area by the pond. He slowly sat cross-legged on a bluestone.
   

        Casio followed step by step, with a somewhat puzzled expression.
   

        His ears filled with the roaring sound of the waterfall.
   

        "Sit."
   

        The hoarse voice rang out, falling in Casio's ears like a thunderclap, almost instantly drowning out the sound of the water splashing.
   

        "So you can talk!"
   

        Casio widened his eyes. The old man had been like a mute puppet for a month, only working and remaining silent.
   

        "Sit."
   

        The old man muttered a word as if it were gold.
   

        He stretched out an aged finger and pointed at the ground.
   

        "Alright, it seems to be the same obsession as a program."
   

        Casio slapped his forehead, suddenly understanding. He followed the old man's instructions and sat in a hole punched out by a fist.
   

        There was originally a bluestone here, which had been shattered during their fight. So Casio could only squat in the pit.
   

        The white-haired old man paused as if he was stuck, then slowly began to speak, all about the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist!
   

        "Sixty-six acupuncture points…"
   

        "Virtual meridians between the acupuncture points…"
   

        "Echo Strength…"
   

        "Star Python Constellation star map…"
   

        "Southern Dipper State…"
   

        As he spoke, he sometimes used his finger as a pen and carved the overlap between the human body and the Star Python Constellation on the ground with his force.
   

        The locations of the various acupuncture points and virtual meridians were marked accordingly.
   

        As Casio had previous experience in cultivation of the Southern Dipper's secret techniques, his ability to comprehend was very strong and he quickly grasped the information.
   

        A moment later, Casio understood the upcoming inheritance.
   

        First, he needs to enter the Southern Dipper State, build virtual meridians in his body, and activate the sixty-six acupuncture points of the Star Python Constellation star map.
   

        This was completely different from that time in Death Valley.
   

        He was to complete himself alone.
   

        At the beginning of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist in Roca Mountain Range, Feng Liusi assisted Casio by injecting his Deathfang Power into Casio's body, guiding and activating it, allowing the force to reach the correct positions.
   

        It forcibly constructed a temporary basic structure.
   

        This saved Casio a massive amount of trial and error time.
   

        If he were to do it himself, he probably needed to whittle away a long time, activating the body's acupuncture points bit by bit. Moreover, there are certain risks in such activations, such as force convulsions. This is in the body, a slight accident can result in serious injury.
   

        Taking a deep breath, Casio looked at the remaining time in the top right corner. There were still 120 days left in this retracing.
   

        About four months, he wasn't sure if that would be enough.
   

        He continued focusing on the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. According to what Feng Liusi said, different Southern Dipper secret techniques might conflict with each other. If cultivated simultaneously, they either explode due to contradictions or amplify effects by resonating with each other.
   

        The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist seemed to be two extremes, one as hot as fire, the other as cold as ice. Although he has the personality of the Three Great Heart Methods as a barrier, he couldn't guarantee it's 100% safe. He was somewhat apprehensive.
   

        However, at this point, he's got to try.
   

        Learning the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist alone has already impacted the status of the Murderous Personality, even affecting the Main Personality. Who knows when, Casio could turn into a madman in the heat of battle.
   

        The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist is currently the best solution.
   

        He gritted his teeth and started the real cultivation.
   

        There is no day and night alternation in the World of Qi, it's always daytime. It presents a beautiful scenery of green hills, clear waters, and ponds at all times.
   

        Only the scale in the upper right corner of the vision records time.
   

        Little by little, the scale markers are decreasing one by one.
   

        A blink of an eye, four months later…
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        Boom...
   

        A white wisp of intense workout hangs in the mountains, wide and long, suspended in the air and falling. Several miles away, one could hear the thunderous roar of heavy rain, like an angry silver dragon pouncing down from its peak.
   

        One head smashed into the center of the pond, stirring up waves of water mist.
   

        The turbulent and surging movement does not stop for a moment, with thousands of tons of water rushing down. Sometimes splashed mid-way, turning into a wisp of white smoke winding around the verdant mountain peaks, impressively spectacular in its unnamed state.
   

        Below the waterfall, by the pond.
   

        A stooping white-haired silhouette quietly gazes at it all. His hands are behind his back, looking up at the cascading water from heaven.
   

        Under the sunlight, in the rapidly rushing waterfall, there's a faint black dot. Like a reef rising from below, stubbornly parting the water and bit by bit climbing towards the mountaintop.
   

        The flow of this waterfall in the world of Qi is tremendous, with several tons of torrential water crashing overhead every moment.
   

        This brings a continuous and extremely dreadful difficulty.
   

        Yet, that black figure is still persisting, even if it could only climb half a meter in a minute. Its body unyieldingly immovable, stubborn like a rock. The water soaked the clothes, revealing an underneath physique like that cast of steel, as perfect as a sculpture.
   

        Boom... buzz...
   

        Casio could no longer hear any sound in his ears, only the roaring water remained. His steel pillar-like hands extended, ten fingers forming claws. The veins bulged, muscles popped, both hands using brute force to deeply insert into the pit hole of the mountain peak blocked by the water flow.
   

        Normally, such a hand-climbing behavior isn't considered difficult, while it's near, but ordinary humans could do it when exerting all their strength. But the situation is utterly different right now, as this place is beneath a waterfall.
   

        All the time, there's fallen water rushing against his body, bringing almost a ton or even several tons of downward force. Ordinary people don't even need to mention climbing, just standing on the bluestone underneath the waterfall one would be crushed, with necks and spines instantly snapped.
   

        Just like one after another sedan coming from the sky.
   

        Even though it's a liquid, it's equally deadly.
   

        And what Casio is doing right now is climbing the rocks upstream. Starting from the position of the pond, climbing all the way to the top, scaling a kilometer in height.
   

        This behavior, even for him possessing a terrifying physique, is extremely difficult, and can be called a trial. It requires terrifying arm strength, copious physical strength, and amazing endurance. It's a kind of torture and also a dual cultivation of mental and physical strength.
   

        This is also a part of the inheritance cultivation of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        The Echo Strength manifests as explosive shock waves, the surge of the waterfall aligns with this characteristic shock wave. Furthermore, placing oneself under the heavy pressure of the waterfall for cultivation, or climbing upstream. Both benefits the cultivation of the Southern Dipper State and acupuncture points of Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        Exerting external forces to stimulate inner strength.
   

        This is a very advanced and dangerous cultivation method.
   

        Only a cultivator with a strong physique and profound realm can slowly try a little by little. Otherwise, if one is just a beginner, they probably would die prematurely as soon as they start.
   

        Even a secret martial art master like Casio struggled tremendously in these four months. At the beginning of his attempts, he could not even climb ten meters. Only later on, after slowly getting used to it, did he gradually improve. Sometimes, while climbing to a few hundred meters high, his hand wasn't steady, leading him to fall freely and crash into the pond with heavy injuries. In the past few months, occasionally, he could climb to eight or nine hundred meters, but also with physical exhaustion, shaky hands, and feet, he could only climb down.
   

        Throughout this process, he tried to build the Southern Dipper State of Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. Finding sixty-six acupuncture points, following the rules to connect the virtual meridians, forming a complex structure like a highway overpass. Slowly manifesting the 3D Star Python Constellation pattern in the body, forming a stable special resonance.
   

        However, it's unfortunate that hundreds of attempts have all failed. Either the path was slanted, collapsed halfway, or there wasn't enough surplus strength and all previous efforts were wasted. While fitting is the most important for starting The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, luck is sometimes even more crucial.
   

        Casio asked himself, during the first three months of the four months journey, he was still a little immature and not really proficient in all aspects. But by the last month, he was actually good enough to get started.
   

        However, he was just that little bit away and the opportunity hadn't come yet.
   

        Therefore, he climbed the waterfall twice a day and spent the remaining time actively sparring with the old extreme fist man. Hoping to find that one thread of inspiration to enter the Southern Dipper State of the Southern Dipper Sound Snake Fist.
   

        "There are still seven days left. If I still can't comprehend it by then, I'll have to look for other Southern Dipper secret transmissions. If I obtain it, it's fortunate, if I don't, it's just fate..." As the water flowed down, the tightly held rope in Casio's heart for a hundred days finally loosened and he suddenly felt the world widen.
   

        "Crackle... crackle..."
   

        Suddenly, an unusual sound came to his ears, different from the noisy and heavy waterfall, this sound was more like the sparking of electricity. And it came from within, suddenly far and suddenly near, blurry as if it was an illusion. Casio's vision blurred and besides the clear water flow, he's seeing stars, just like one's state when exhausted.
   

        Crack!
   

        Subconsciously, he stretched out his arm and grabbed an upstream pit hole with his hand, his body forced upwards.
   

        Suddenly, the illusionary sound in his ears became even stronger.
   

        "Opportunity!"
   

        Such a thought quickly floated in Casio's mind, but he remained calm. His whole body maintained the original rhythm, like a gecko slowly climbing up bit by bit, his figure gradually getting higher.
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        This entire cliff face contains countless pits dug out by enormous manpower, accumulated over hundreds of climbing sessions.
   

        He had become accustomed to it, securing holds hidden beneath the waterfall each time, defiantly ascending under tons of pressure.
   

        From a distance, a black dot could be spotted within the white curtain of water, positioned two-thirds of the way up at a height of six to seven hundred meters.
   

        And it was climbing at a speed of two meters per minute.
   

        Casio's condition at this moment was somewhat strange. His robust physique was resisting the external pressure of the water currents, while inside his body, the construction of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist's Southern Dipper state instinctively operated—it was as if there were two currents, two pressures battling each other, both inside and out.
   

        And the barrier standing in the way of all this was his own body.
   

        His mind was somewhat befuddled. The star python guide map flashed continuously in his mind, recording the locations, functions, storage, and transfer directions of the echo strength in the acupuncture points, and the combination of virtual veins.
   

        Ka ka ka ka…
   

        Each swing of Casio's arm splashed up water, as if he were swimming against the current. Except the direction was vertical, and the resistance was far more terrifying than the river.
   

        After one hour, he reached a height of eight hundred meters.
   

        His arm hesitated, trembling. At this moment, twenty-two acupuncture points had been activated inside his body, one-third of his virtual meridians were interlinked—and his momentum was still fierce and overwhelming.
   

        Another hour later, the altitude was nine hundred meters.
   

        His fingers trembled, weak from exhaustion. Casio almost fell from the high altitude due to the massive energy consumption. Fortunately, his other hand held firm. He dangled from one arm for two minutes before he mustered the strength to lift the other hand upwards.
   

        Another hour and a half later, the altitude was one thousand fifty meters.
   

        Casio held onto the last step, hanging on for five excruciating minutes. His body trembled, his face alternated between pale and flushed, but his skin was a fiery red, like a furnace. It was as if a ferocious stream was raging beneath, with the magma rolling, releasing a great amount of heat.
   

        The ceaseless water stream quenched this phenomenon.
   

        But the temperature still surged, rapidly evaporating into white steam, which formed a layer above his head.
   

        Suddenly!
   

        "Bang bang bang bang!"
   

        The top of the waterfall exploded with white water splashes, transforming into several skewed jets of steam.
   

        Within the misty water, a silhouette spiraled upward with magnitude. 
   

        It elegantly somersaulted in mid-air and lightly landed on a bluestone by the river, standing firm.
   

        "Southern, Dipper, Sonic, Serpent, Fist!"
   

        Each word was articulated clearly. The blonde figure stood with his left foot forward, right leg set back. His spine arched slightly as if it were a sturdy bowstring. His center of gravity lowered, his arms crossing in front of his chest.
   

        South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist's battle starting stance!
   

        Right in front of Casio, astonishingly, was another massive bluestone, upon which was the silhouette of an elderly gentleman in black.
   

        Cross-legged, hands clasped, brow lowered, gaze following.
   

        The azure sky above, pure white clouds, golden halo. On the lush mountain peak, a white stream trickled through the dense forest.
   

        Two figures stood idly above the water, with water birds circling overhead.
   

        It was as if it were a serene silhouette of landscapes and people.
   

        Hum hum hum...
   

        Two auras slowly spread, the area shrouded by their presence became silent, even the deafening sound of the waterfall seemed muted.
   

        "Bang."
   

        An explosion suddenly resounded from within Casio's chest.
   

        Accumulated over a long time, the build-up finally burst forth. At this moment, the structure of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist's Southern Dipper state was completed, the acupuncture points were activated, the virtual meridians were entirely established. The four months' worth of inspiration finally broke through the obstacles.
   

        The first acupuncture point of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, had broken open!
   

        Pei li pa la...The sound similar to frying beans emitted from within his body, the sound of echo strength quickly filling the acupuncture points.
   

        At this moment.
   

        The second Southern Dipper secret track, the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, was complete!
   

        Ripples of refreshing and exhilarating emotions washed through his chest. After nearly six months of hard training, stumbling along the way, he finally saw a glimmer of hope.
   

        The hundreds of restarts and numerous brushes with death had paid off!
   

        "Huff..."
   

        Casio exhaled a burdensome, hot breath.
   

        His body naturally stretched out like a coiled python.
   

        His muscles brought about a sense of indescribable flexibility and strength.
   

        "Today I have mastered two Southern Dipper secret teachings. Whether the slaughter personality and the aloof personality can reach a balance depends on today..."
   

        Casio clasped his hands together and sat down, bent over. His damp blond hair was dried by his body heat and was blown to the sides to reveal his forehead.
   

        A faint red light blinked on the shiny skin of his cross-shaped impression.
   

        In the three mental methods of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Arts, two extreme secondary personalities were split from the main one to deal with the darkness that polluted him.
   

        The slaughter personality cultivated the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, which became stronger and stronger with a series of intense battles, indicating a potential power shift.
   

        Initially, Casio just needed the aloof personality to suppress it, but now it barely stands up to the aloof personality and the main personality. Moreover, under intense emotional circumstances in battle.
   

        He could even lose his judgement under the influence of the slaughter personality.
   

        Now, the aloof personality had mastered the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist! Theoretically, it already had the foundation to counteract the slaughter personality.
   

        Whether practicing the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist at the same time will result in a rejection is something Casio is slightly apprehensive about.
   

        Ding ding ding ding ding...
   

        On his body, the thirteen acupuncture points belonging to the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist light up one by one. Deathfang Power flows within the virtual meridians that resemble an overpass, like a school of piranhas.
   

        Ding...
   

        The newly lit acupuncture point of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist also lights up.
   

        It looked solitary and rather lonely.
   

        Casio took a deep breath, all the hairs on his body stood up due to the tension, and a warm stream slowly flowed past his heart.
   

        He closed his eyes, circulating the three Martial Arts mental methods of Demon Idol.
   

        The Slaughter personality, Main personality, and Aloof personality. Various cluttered emotions took turns, creating a bizarre sense of separation.
   

        The next second.
   

        The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and South Dipper Red Vulture Fist start to operate at the same time!
   

        The two forces, each distinct in nature, began to circulate. One was as rapid as a raging fire, and the other was as cold as ice. Both contained a sense of opposition.
   

        In an instant, the two fist techniques collided inside his body.
   

        Bang bang bang!
   

        It seemed like there was a huge hammer savagely striking inside his body!
   

        Casio's eyes widened in shock, a mouthful of blood mist sprayed from his mouth. Half his body felt cold, and half hot; half was red, half was white. The clash of the two forces was not harmonious, instead they viciously butchered each other.
   

        The quick clash and embittered destruction across every corner of his body immediately led to serious internal injuries.
   

        "It's not possible!? Are all the different methods of the Southern Dipper teachings inherently contradictory, existing in isolation and opposition?"
   

        Casio's mind was in turmoil; he had already lost control of the conflict between the two forms of martial arts. He could only forcibly push to stimulate the life vibration energy to repair his body. But his energy was also depleted, most of it being used up in the five months of cultivation, barely leaving him with seven or eight strands of energy!
   

        At this rate of collision.
   

        He could only hold out for three minutes!
   

        "Alas..." Casio let out a sigh of regret.
   

        "Alas..."
   

        An elderly voice seemed to overlap with his at this moment.
   

        Casio blinked abruptly, his vision obscured by fresh blood. He could only see a blurry silhouette of a figure sitting cross-legged and standing up. That old figure stepped across the water without a hint of sinking, each step bringing him closer to Casio.
   

        "You...ughh..."
   

        Just as he was about to speak, another gush of blood surged up his throat.
   

        Casio felt his skeleton couldn't take the burden anymore, his muscles continuously being torn apart. The skin seemed to flicker as if about to crack open.
   

        Whoosh! Bang!
   

        The blurry silhouette disappeared in an instant, and Casio was flung away. He wasn't far from the edge of the mountain peak, so he fell directly from midair, plunging down like a rapid waterfall.
   

        Another figure followed closely, akin to a falling meteor.
   

        The old man of the Extreme Fist unleashed an unimaginable purple glow at this moment, possessing an aura comparable to the sun. His body, dragging a long tail of fire, reached out to grab Casio.
   

        Thump thump thump thump thump thump!
   

        The moment his fingers reached out, a series of explosions sounded through the air. With his fingertip brushing past, the roaring and surging echo strength howled. Instantly crossing several meters, it targeted Casio.
   

        Below his left chest, at the last rib.
   

        That was the second acupuncture point of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist!
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        Ding!
   

        The tip of the finger that was protruding seemed like metal, piercing into Casio's body, going half a finger knuckle deep. The power that condensed within was poured in, instantaneously driving it into the virtual meridians and acupoints of the body.
   

        This was an extremely refined echo strength, which, in a domineering fashion, rushed into Casio's Southern Dipper state system. Regardless of his will, it directly charged aggressively towards the acupoints!
   

        Fast, accurate, and ruthless.
   

        Crackling... A series of faint explosions sounded instantly at the acupoints. The external echo strength was directly destroying all obstacles, immediately opening the acupoints.
   

        Boom.
   

        A noise emanated from Casio's body, shockingly the second acupoint of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist had connected. The echo strength in the virtual meridians rushed in immediately, quickly filling this new hole.
   

        "This is..."
   

        In mid-air, Casio was falling freely, facing the sky.
   

        He could barely sense the Extreme Fist elder's actions.
   

        Was he helping himself!? The elder was using his own power, the echo strength of the same origin, to forcibly open the acupoints!
   

        This action was in fact dangerous and difficult, requiring the practitioner to have a solid foundation, and the helper to have an extremely deep realm. Moreover, it consumes greatly, severely depleting the helper's spirit and Qi.
   

        Casio had stayed in the World of Qi for over 150 days, not knowing how many times he had sparred with the elder, not knowing how many times he had challenged and honed himself. Especially because his Martial Method was extremely compatible, one could say he was well-rounded. You should know, he had been cultivating the secret transmission of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist for less than half a year.
   

        However, due to luck, the opportunity was not yet here. He had always been stuck at the threshold of the entrance, unable to take a single step forward.
   

        Therefore, Casio himself met the conditions.
   

        As for the helper, he was an Extreme Fist, an Extreme Fist specifically cultivating the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist! He had this capability.
   

        "Why? Inheritance?" Casio had just this thought raised in his mind when he found the answer. The Extreme Fist elder's obsession was for the final inheritance. Since Casio had already learned the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, he was the only inheritor.
   

        An Extreme Fist would never allow the inheritance to cease before his own eyes.
   

        As his thoughts raced, the elder pointed out two more times, instantly punching two holes in Casio's body, blood gushed out.
   

        But at the same time, the acupoints located at those two positions were both pierced through. The echo strength in the virtual meridians rushed crazily into them.
   

        In a short amount of time, the just initiated Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist had four acupoints. Casio's chaotic and divided brain suddenly quieted down, that intense fiery feeling got some relief, and another cool and cold state was intensified.
   

        The promotion of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist naturally led to an amplification of the Aloof Personality, which better resisted the aggression of the Killing Personality. Casio's Main Personality immediately gained deep insights.
   

        Not all the martial techniques of the South Dipper secret transmission belong to the inherently contradictory side, but there is a gap between the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. One just initiated, while the other already stepped into the second stage, the gap in their realms made it impossible to achieve a balance.
   

        Thus, the real solution to the problem of the three mental methods is to put the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and South Dipper Red Vulture Fist in a relatively equal realm to achieve a balance of contradictions and mutual restraints.
   

        If the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is in the second stage, then the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist also has to reach the second stage, this is considered a check and balance.
   

        Otherwise, it would still be a one-sided situation.
   

        "So that's how it is..."
   

        Lifting his head from the dense forest, he could see two silhouettes plummeting down with the waterfall. One was falling freely without any movement, while the other, wrapped in purple Qi, kept hitting out.
   

        Blood from burst flesh mixed with the mist and was immediately diluted away, leaving only a vague hint of red.
   

        Ding ding ding ding...
   

        With each touch of the fingers, there was a little less purple Qi wrapped around the Extreme Fist elder as though it was all infused into the fingertip.
   

        The muscles in Casio's body trembled, acupoint after acupoint of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist was forcibly broken through. The echo strength in the virtual meridians seemed to be boiling with excitement, flowing freely like magma.
   

        Each breakthrough of an acupoint brought about a surge in echo strength.
   

        Both in terms of quality and quantity, they progressed rapidly.
   

        It was as if everything that needed years of hard work had been compressed into a moment, bringing Casio indescribable joy and satisfaction.
   

        From a kilometer-high mountain all the way to the bottom of the pond.
   

        One acupoint, three acupoints, four, six...
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Two figures compressed the air, whistling, just about to land on the pond's surface. The Extreme Fist elder pointed out the last time. His finger, like a steel nail, plunged into the middle of Casio's clavicle, drilling a hole.
   

        Immediately, a sound of explosion and leakage resounded.
   

        The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, the eleventh acupoint, achieved!
   

        The echo strength condensed and ascended, entering the second stage.
   

        The force in Casio's body flowed like a winding stream all over his body, automatically carrying a tremor, as if affecting the surrounding muscles slightly.
   

        The strong and abundant sense of force quickly filled all acupoints.
   

        The Aloof Personality resonated instantly in response, receiving an unimaginable amplification. It shockingly wrestled the situation from a defensive position, confronting the representative of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, the Killing Personality.
   

        Opposing each other, cancelling each other out, entangled in balance.
   

        Instantaneously, the drawbacks of the three Martial Methods got greatly reduced.
   

        Casio's Main Personality immediately freed himself from the influence.
   

        Simultaneously, the South Dipper state of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist within his body achieved a stable resonance.
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        No longer in confrontational interaction, but developing in a positive direction. Both adhered to their own paths, distinct from each other, yet subtly echoed each other.
   

        If the virtual meridians of the two systems in the body are close enough, like magnets, the Deadfang power and Echo strength in their respective meridians will start to accelerate! Some of the virtual meridians even overlap, almost touching each other, offering an incredibly quick acceleration effect.
   

        Such touchpoints were scattered all over the body, creating a steady acceleration of both boxing methods. It was rather peculiar.
   

        "Is this the resonance state that Feng Liusi mentioned?"
   

        Thud!
   

        Finally, two figures plunged into the pond, a huge water column rose into the sky, and glowing water droplets fell like rain.
   

        When the transparent fog that blocked their vision dissipated...
   

        Two figures appeared on the surface of the pond. A white-haired old man sat cross-legged on a bluestone, and a blonde youth stood quietly.
   

        You could see that the old man's eyelids were drooping, and his aura was incredibly weak- the thick purple light had entirely disappeared.
   

        At this moment, he seemed just like an ordinary old man, taking a nap. His wrinkled skin conveyed a sense of having weathered many storms.
   

        Casio remained silent with no change in his expression- it was still the cold, impassive poker face. He stretched out his palm and lightly brushed his chest. The ten holes punctured by his fingers healed quickly.
   

        Within a moment, they were as good as new.
   

        Hum, hum, hum…
   

        Suddenly, a humming sound echoed throughout the earth and the sky. Everything around him began to fade, just like a heap of paint splashed on a canvas. As the colors mixed and dripped away, only the white paper was left.
   

        This was the sign that the World of Qi was dissipating.
   

        Casio had experienced this hundreds of times before.
   

        The thunderous sound of the waterfall quickly weakened, as if separated by a layer of frosted glass. The sounds of the wind, the birds, the insects, they all faded away.
   

        Nothing was left but the black and white silhouette of the mountain ahead, and the water pond at the foot of the mountain. On the bluestone sat an old man cross-legged.
   

        The outline of the old man blurred, and the lines gradually dimmed.
   

        "Even though I don't know your name, but..."
   

        Thud, Casio knelt down and slowly lowered his head.
   

        This was a half-master's salute.
   

        In the Secret Martial Arts World, it represented the torch of inheritance, the legacy.
   

        It was his token of respect.
   

        Hum, hum, hum…
   

        The mountain shook, trembling as it crumbled to pieces. Finally, it collapsed with a bang, turning into countless fragments of black and white lines in the air.
   

        In the World of Qi, only Casio remained, along with the vague silhouette of the old man before him. The shadow trembled as if it was about to dissipate too.
   

        At the last moment, a faint purple Qi streaked across and traced a gentle arc across the sky. Casio could have stopped it, but he chose not to. Instead, he allowed the purple point to imprint on his forehead. Instantly, he felt a current pass through his mind.
   

        In front of him, fragments of a desolate memory emerged.
   

        A blood moon hung over a battlefield.
   

        Perhaps it was from the era of the empire, or possibly it hailed from an even more ancient epoch. Corpses were strewn all over the vast plains; fresh blood and upturned mud and grass roots blended together, forming a marshland.
   

        A knight, clad in heavy armor, knelt on the ground, with four or five weapons pierced into his joints, blood dripping from the edges of his helmet.
   

        Another soldier was impaled by a long spear, his whole body suspended mid-air. He seemed to have been skewered by a charging cavalry.
   

        A metal staff bearing a red flag stood crookedly on the open ground.
   

        It was a chaotic scene left by warring powers, their soldiers engaged in fierce combat. Countless bodies piled up on the plains, and fierce birds of prey feasted to their hearts' content.
   

        Yet, they only dared to linger on the outskirts, for at the very heart of the battlefield, where the stench of blood was most potent, a densely packed swarm of twisted, half-human and half-beast indescribable monsters were feasting. Backthorns, venomous fangs, scales, dark fog, manes…
   

        Each presented its unique inhuman characteristics, weird and horrifying.
   

        At the heart of all these monsters, a human in a black robe stood unharmed, even emanating an aura of leadership. Enveloped by black fabric, only his hands as white as freshly fallen snow were visible, blood dripping slowly from his fingertips.
   

        Although the specifics of his appearance remained unknown, a sudden sense of absolute evil arose in Casio's heart.
   

        The grotesque exotic species around him, each with their frightening forms, were not comparable in the slightest to the man in the black robe. He only had to stand there, and one would naturally feel that he was the source of all sin, the embodiment of evil, the will of nightmares.
   

        Thud thud thud thud thud thud!
   

        In his field of view, a figure, as swift as a meteor, suddenly accelerated from one side of the plain and violently slammed into the swarm of monsters. His strength was unmatched, and any exotic species obstructing his path burst into shreds. A tumbling aura eclipsed the sky, overshadowing the Blood Moon!
   

        At the same time, the field of view from the emerging memory started to blur rapidly, an effect of high-speed forward motion. A pair of aged hands reached out, swinging with terrifying force in the air, forming fists, palms, and knife-hands, resonating explosive tremors!
   

        He brutalized and paved a path littered with corpses.
   

        At one point, the exotic species around him disappeared momentarily, leaving only an open space before him and the man in the black robe.
   

        "Monster, you've lived long enough! Die!!!"
   

        The figure that was initially as swift as a meteor roared fearlessly.
   

        The owner of the memory, an old Extreme Fist master, also roared like thunder. His white hair wildly danced, resembling an aged majestic lion.
   

        "Xiadu!!!!!"
   

        Whoosh! Everything in his sight turned black. All images had vanished.
   

        Casio remained frozen in place. The old man's roaring resonated in his mind: "Xiadu, Xiadu, Xiadu, Xiadu..."
   

        It was laden with a fiery rage that could incinerate everything, accompanied by an inexpressible hatred, even resentment.
   

        Casio didn't know what the man in the black robe had done to warrant such hatred from the Extreme Fist Master. However, it must be something outrageous; otherwise, it wouldn't be this severe.
   

        Additionally, the name of the man in the black robe was Xiadu!
   

        Xiadu!!!
   

        Casio had explored various pieces of information, and knew that the organization's elusive leader was named Xiadu! Moreover, the Sect Destruction War was related to this man named Xiadu!
   

        However, based on the era represented in the just-revealed memory,
   

        The century in which the old Extreme Fist master existed is presumed to be very long ago. Compared with today, it has at least hundreds, if not a thousand or more, years difference. Did the leader of the Organization, Xiadu, live for a thousand years, from that era until now?
   

        Or, is Xiadu merely a code name,
   

        Being passed down through generations?
   

        Casio was suddenly plunged into a state of confusion.
   

        His thoughts quickly shifted to the real world, forty or fifty years later. So, in the real world, does the Organization also have a Xiadu, an immortal, ancient creature?
   

        Casio practices Demon Idol Secret Martial Arts and through gradual body modification, he has ventured into the realm of the non-human. His life expectancy constantly improved, and theoretically, he could live up to 150 years.
   

        If he could thoroughly master the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Arts, he might live for more than two hundred years.
   

        This was fundamentally different from a dark biological transformation and was merely a mimicking of it through Secret Martial Art, which was deeply rooted in the human magnetic field.
   

        Despite this, normal Secret Martial Art practitioners who have obtained powers far beyond ordinary humans, still struggle against aging. Being forever young might be only skin deep, despite claims otherwise, the body still weakened.
   

        Even at the Fighter level, they only live five to six or seven to eight years longer than ordinary people. If one reaches the Holy Fist Realm, there might not be much increase in their lifespan. At most, twenty to thirty more years.
   

        Basically, it's impossible to live beyond one hundred and fifty years.
   

        This is the limit of the human species, to cross this line, one needs to evolve, like Casio has done. But this was an accidental coincidence; the birth of the Demon Idol is unique, the result of multiple factors combined. It could be said that luck played a significant role.
   

        Could it be that the head of the Organization, Xiadu, mastered a bizarre secret martial art, transformed himself to live until the modern times?!
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        This wasn't entirely impossible.
   

        Casio had an unexpected encounter, others might have the same. The history of this world was long, and there were even mysterious and powerful civilizations in the distant past. Just like Feng Liusi accidentally obtained the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist in the Roca Mountain Range, lucky fellows were never in short supply.
   

        Maybe Xiadu really was as he had imagined.
   

        However, Casio was still exceptional. The unexpected encounters of others were unpredictable, but he could control his own.
   

        Traveling back to different eras, he explored and discovered with purpose. Even if he failed, it was just a retrospection failure.
   

        It did not jeopardize his life in the real world.
   

        "Xiadu... Xiadu..."
   

        Casio muttered in his heart, unforgettably etching this already impressive name deeper into his mind. According to the fragmented memories of the elderly Extreme Fist practitioner, Xiadu was at least on the same level of strength to be his opponent, which meant above the realm of the fighters.
   

        Extreme Fist? Saint Fist? Tyrant Fist?
   

        He pondered, but his understanding of this mysterious Xiadu was still too limited, only a few snippets of information.
   

        To truly understand, he might need to conduct a dedicated investigation.
   

        And he should be careful for now and avoid confronting the Door Organization directly. Casio may attempt to contact the Door Organization in the Era of Retrospection and investigate its leader, Xiadu. With the added layer of protection, the risk of being discovered and endangered would be mitigated.
   

        Of course, these were all just spontaneous thoughts. How to actually implement these thoughts into action depended on careful planning and seizing the moment.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough...."
   

        "Argh...."
   

        Two familiar sounds suddenly reached his ears.
   

        Casio snapped back to reality, finding himself in a large, open hall. The light was faint, with only soft green glows spilling onto the floor from small gaps. The air in the glow was murky, with debris floating like tiny insects.
   

        It was a church-like building, towering in stature and with ample interior space. The dome had uninterpretable black patterns that resembled religious murals.
   

        Stone columns in the four corners supported the weight of the building.
   

        On the straight walls and rough floors, dense circuits like spider webs gradually dimmed and concealed within the walls. At the crisscrossing nodal points of the circuits, a mummified corpse sat cross-legged, bereft of all peculiarity.
   

        It appeared to be nothing more than an ancient corpse ready to crumble to dust.
   

        Casio recalled everything he had experienced in the World of Qi over the past half-year, that painful yet oddly fulfilling cultivation experience. Sighing deeply, he slowly reached out a hand, wrapped in a purple glow between his fingers.
   

        "Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist... I have begun to grasp it...
   

        "And, with the help of the others, it has directly reached the second stage..."
   

        "This time, I got the better end of the deal..." Casio murmured, and then abruptly turned to look behind him.
   

        Instantly, the severely wounded Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan appeared before his eyes. He was very familiar with the injuries on their bodies.
   

        They were unmistakably inflicted by the internal explosion caused by the Echo Strength, with holes all over their bodies and their clothes saturated with blood.
   

        "Cough, cough... The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist is incredibly powerful! I couldn't even withstand two of its strikes, cough... I guess it's already at the level of the Great Achievement Level of the South Dipper's secret transmissions. I'm nowhere near ready..."
   

        Feng Liusi lay on the ground, blood seeping from his seven orifices. His eyes were wide open, ominously bright, and void of any fear of death.
   

        There was even a hint of excitement in his eyes. A zeal and thrill revealing his fascination with the commanding power of the perfected South Dipper secret transmissions.
   

        "Argh..."
   

        Sheng Feinan, leaning against a pillar nearby, coughed up another mouthful of blood. His face was full of frustration and he seemed a little defeated.
   

        His injuries were just as severe, on the verge of death as Feng Liusi. Any moment of carelessness could end his life.
   

        Without hesitation, Casio rushed over.
   

        With one hand forcefully grasping each, he infused the remaining vibrational life energy from his body into theirs. Fortunately, he had conserved approximately seven to eight full-repair vitality vibrations.
   

        Otherwise, neither Feng Liusi nor Sheng Feinan would have a chance of survival.
   

        Warmth spread throughout their bodies from the palm of his hand, and the therapeutic effects of the life vibration energy began to take effect almost immediately.
   

        The two, who were on the brink of death, were stabilized and stopped deteriorating. As time passed, a strong vitality began to emerge from deep within their bodies.
   

        Spontaneously spreading throughout their bodies, it felt like warm spring water enveloping the injured parts of their bodies.
   

        Burst blood vessels, shattered internal organs, damaged skeletons, torn flesh. All began to visibly heal at an accelerated rate.
   

        Flesh granules squirmed, growing and connecting at a thousand-fold speed.
   

        This continued for about five to six minutes on the spot.
   

        Casio withdrew his hands, terminating the transmission. After briefly sensing the vitality vibration energy in his body, he estimated there were about three portions left.
   

        Just enough for three more chances of revival.
   

        Looking at the two sitting cross-legged on the ground, recuperating from the residual energy, a question inevitably rose in Casio's mind.
   

        According to the time scale, he had stayed in the World of Qi for over a hundred and fifty days, a total of five months. How could he exit at the same time as Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan? Judging by Feng Liusi's self-proclaimed statement earlier, he must have made the same mistake as Casio did at first, being educated by the Extreme Fist elder.
   

        Gradually escaping the illusion while on the verge of death.
   

        But, the reality was that their exit times were the same.
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        "Could it be the effect of the array on this building?"
   

        Casio guessed secretly, patiently waiting for the two of them to recover.
   

        After ten minutes.
   

        When Feng Liusi recounted his encounter, it indeed matched exactly what Casio had just speculated. Naturally, he used the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist against his enemy, only to be fatally wounded by the bursting power of the old man using the Extreme Fist.
   

        What sets him apart from Casio is that Feng Liusi resisted one more punch with all his strength. As soon as he sensed danger, he used his ultimate killing move, the Blood Vulture Beak. Its terrifying burst power blocked the first punch, but he was still defeated by the second punch.
   

        Of course, being able to stand a move under the Extreme Fist is already an enormous honor. When Feng Liusi spoke of it, he did so with a somewhat boasting tone and also asked about Casio's experience.
   

        However, after hearing that Casio did not even take a single punch, he simply laughed. Yet, as Casio continued his account, Feng Liusi found himself unable to smile.
   

        "You could do that? Hundreds of chances to start over?"
   

        Feng Liusi widened his eyes, rubbing his smooth chin.
   

        "More accurately, it should be thousands of times. Because I learned later that every time I restarted, I didn't fully recover my injuries. Instead, I learned the boxing method while severely injured because I was going to die anyway. This way, I could save 2/3 of my energy..."
   

        Casio nodded, calmly narrating. The existence of life vibration energy was no secret to Feng Liusi, and here in this Era of Retrospection, he was about to leave anyway. There was no need to hide anything. It was interesting to see Feng Liusi's surprised expression, yet he felt somewhat reluctant to leave...
   

        "And then? With those thousands of..." Feng Liusi suddenly laughed, understanding what Casio remaining unharmed implied.
   

        "Sneaky fella. You're trying to show off, aren't you? No need to pretend, you must have mastered the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, haven't you?" Feng Liusi eyed Casio, the piercing gaze implying that he had seen through his guise.
   

        "It's good that you have mastered it. It really hasn't been easy coming this far, fraught with danger. Even my old bones are aching from this journey. Even though my body has returned to its youthful state, my mindset can't..." His voice carried a hint of poignant sentiment, expressing sincere acceptance and well-wishing.
   

        "Since you've acquired the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, take good advantage of it. It's laziness to know how to become stronger but do nothing about it. Remember this, it's something my master taught me."
   

        "Show me the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, give me a taste of it." Feng Liusi's voice and gaze were filled with curiosity.
   

        "Okay."
   

        Casio's upper body clothing had been tattered long ago, failing to conceal his robust physique. He started to perform the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        Ding ding ding ding ding ding...
   

        From top to bottom, left to right, eleven purple acupuncture points lit up, like a dazzling constellation in the night sky.
   

        With an enchanting and captivating fantastical color.
   

        "What are you doing? I told you to perform the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, not the South Dipper Red...What the hell? This is..." Feng Liusi's eyebrows trembled uncontrollably, his face full of varied expressions.
   

        "The second stage of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist! Eleven acupuncture points! Are you doped?!" He reached out and harshly poked the acupuncture points on Casio's body, speaking in disbelief: "Did you find the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist easy to cultivate, thus breaking through the acupuncture points easily?"
   

        "Um...no. Actually, this is how it happened..."
   

        Casio promptly explained the specifics, resulting in Feng Liusi's expressions becoming even more varied, murmuring to himself.
   

        "Getting tutored by an Extreme Fist practitioner...this treatment..."
   

        "You managed to break through the realm which others struggle for years, even decades to reach in a moment, sigh..." Feng Liusi shook his head.
   

        He suddenly noticed the silent Sheng Feinan at the side and curiously asked, "how about you?"
   

        Sheng Feinan opened his mouth, looking a bit embarrassed: "I didn't experience what you guys did. I just saw the old man under the waterfall, and after a flash of his shadow, I was sent flying by one punch."
   

        "That old man also said: 'Why learn boxing as a swordsman?'"
   

        "..."
   

        "..."
   

        Feng Liusi and Casio both fell silent.
   

        Apparently, there was someone worse off...
   

        After exchanging some more information, Casio also talked about the time issue, but they still didn't reach a conclusion. They could only attribute it to the mystery of the array and the uniqueness of the world of Qi.
   

        "Over fifty days have passed, the holy beetle tide must have subsided by now. We probably won't encounter them on our way back..."
   

        "We need to be careful, I suggest we hunt some exotic species on the fifth level first, building up enough life vibration energy before moving on..."
   

        "Let's find some weaker ones, so we don't have any accidents..."
   

        The three quickly formulated an evacuation plan, they had already achieved their initial goals, now it was time to return.
   

        A day passed and Casio and the others quickly gathered the necessary life vibration energy to cope with any accidents.
   

        The cave was filled with a green glow, as if a layer of fuzzy moss had been spread on the surface of the building. At the top of the building, three silhouettes quietly watched below, projecting long, angular shadows down.
   

        "It's time to leave..."
   

        Saint-Feinan wiped the fresh blood from his sword and sheathed it.
   

        "Yes... It's time to leave..."
   

        Casio stood quietly, like a human sculpture in the dim background. His expression was complex, with rare emotional fluctuations.
   

        "With six days left... Ending the Era of Retrospection now would be the safest choice, avoiding potential accidents on the return journey. But since we still have some time, we might as well see it through to the end..." Casio thought to himself, glancing at his two comrades beside him.
   

        His lips twitched slightly, then he turned around and took the lead in leaving.
   

        Time sped by, and six days and nights passed.
   

        Compared to their journey there, the return was much smoother than expected. Casio and the others didn't take the same path back, instead, they took a different route which was quite short.
   

        Perhaps it was because the Beetle Tide had swept over the relics, most of the exotic species had disappeared. Only some terrain traps required the three of them to dodge. With their fighter-level reaction speed, it was of course not a problem.
   

        Therefore, their return journey was much quicker.
   

        It took two days to move from the fifth level to the fourth level and four days from the fourth level to the first level. They didn't purposely try to provoke the Blood Clan's Lair or the Holy Beetle, but proceeded methodically.
   

        "Click, click, click..."
   

        A series of footsteps echoed through the dim corridor. Around a corner, three figures emerged one after another. They moved quickly, like a gust of wind sweeping through the corridor.
   

        Swoosh! Swoosh! Swoosh!
   

        On the rugged mountain wall, below a giant tree root.
   

        A five-meter tall cave entrance.
   

        At some point, three silhouettes appeared there, quietly looking at the dense green vegetation of this valley.
   

        Thump…
   

        The individuals jumped down together, landing on a green grassland. Casio looked up, watching the sunset.
   

        The sky was tinged with a rust color, the fog and clouds rolled and churned, forming a series of white rings. At the center of the rings, the sky was clear, bathed in red twilight and golden sunlight.
   

        A fiery red color began to emerge on the deep blue horizon.
   

        "I didn't expect it to be good weather when we came out. It's just a bit late..." Saint-Feinan murmured sentimentally, looking at the sky.
   

        "The bright weather is an omen. The sky is high and the birds are flying..."
   

        Feng Liusi watched a bird flying past the white clouds.
   

        Casio, with a faint smile on his face, glanced at Feng Liusi and Saint-Feinan. The two old bones had experienced many hardships for him, just as Feng Liusi had said, their bones had dislocated.
   

        The journey had been dangerous, it wasn't easy to make it to the end.
   

        The experiences of the Era of Retrospection surged up in his heart, most of them accompanied by these two old guys, sharing the same progress and retreat.
   

        Both teachers and friends, it was indeed rare, a pure friendship!
   

        Casio stretched out his hand and rubbed his face. Then under the puzzled gaze of Feng Liusi and Saint-Feinan, he walked straight over and gave them a big hug. Casio, two meters tall in his demon idol form turned around, his large hand patting their shoulders and backs forcefully.
   

        Thump. Thump.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 567: 310 Ultimate Creature (6000)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Trembling, shattering, spinning...
   

        The entire world became blurred in his senses, converted into a haze as if enfolded by a dense fog.
   

         Memories flooded his mind, causing the most significant emotional upheaval in Casio, leaving him with a sense of loss.
   

        Suppressing these feelings, Casio started to scrutinize the gains and losses of the Retrospection. Before entering the fourth Era of Retrospection, his strength was at the Major Accomplishment Realm, with three Blood Acceleration Nodes activated in his body, and his muscular strength was substantial. A Major Accomplishment in Hard Qigong.
   

        In terms of specific combat performance, his level was just below a fighter. Of course, he was still unable to defeat the veteran fighter, the Peacock, from the Organization. The opponent did not give Casio any chance to seize the opportunity and manipulated him skillfully with experience.
   

        Casio was pushed step by step into a desperate situation.
   

         As of now, after a series of magical experiences, the improvement Casio has gained can only be described as terrifying, possibly the largest strength increase throughout the four consecutive Retrospections.
   

        Before practicing and mastering Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, his combat power was roughly between a veteran fighter and a top fighter, an ambiguous threshold. However, in the last period of Retrospection, Casio thoroughly learned the second secret transmission of Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and was given the 'Extreme Fist' by the elder.
   

        Suddenly, he broke through from the entry-level Acupuncture point to as many as eleven, and the Echo Strength reached the second stage from the first one.
   

        The South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was also at the second stage, and the strength executed by the killer personality could be considered for reference. Now that he mastered both, Casio's strength has indeed and thoroughly entered the top Fighter class. The realm of Blood Fist Feng Liusi and Ghost Knife Garoro, leaving only a peak Fighter level above them.
   

        Nevertheless, there are as few peak Fighters as Saint Fist, which Casio had never come across. Only the last strike before Ghost Knife Garoro's death could vaguely touch it.
   

        It is safe to say, the strongest level in the Secret Martial Arts World which is active at face value is only the top Fighter. For instance, the Gate Master of Yun Quan Fist, the top figure of East Nine Gates in the six states of the east, the Elder's strength was on an ordinary Fighter level, and the gatekeeper was a Veteran Fighter. Furthermore, there is an old gatekeeper who has stepped down from his position, reaching the top Fighter level.
   

        By this estimation, one can quickly figure out the status of the top Fighters in the entire Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Federation. Remember, this was forty or fifty years ago. As technological development progresses, the Secret Martial Arts World is in decline, and the number of powerful figures is decreasing.
   

        Probably by now, the entire Hong Li Federation wouldn't be able to count, on one hand, those who reached the level of top Fighters.
   

        Of course, the Hong Li Federation is not the only superpower in the world.
   

        Perhaps the other three superpowers also retain the powerful lineage of Secret Martial Arts, hiding many experts within them.
   

        This is the change in combat strength.
   

        Besides, there is also the martial art technique.
   

        After creating the Golem War Art, his body went through a transformation like Rebirth. Moreover, gradually modified and evolved through subsequent cultivation, he diverged further and further from the path of being a human.
   

        Also, he can absorb life vibration energy, to enhance his technique's realm or use it as medicinal treatment for injuries.
   

        He successively learned the "South Dipper Red Vulture Fist" and "South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist," each of them top-notch first-rate Secret Martial Arts, containing the hidden Ancient Assassination Fist. Mastering two unique killing forces, one being Deathfang Power, the other Echo Strength. Apparently, they seem to have a specialized attacking effect on dark creatures with immortality.
   

        All said, Casio has drastically changed compared to before the Retrospection, altering every aspect like shedding skin and changing marrow.
   

        He has become stronger, much stronger!
   

        Many desperate situations previously seemed inescapable, but now they can instantly be crushed. With power comes the solution to all problems!
   

        Buzz buzz buzz...
   

        In his ears, it seemed like thousands of bees were buzzing their wings.
   

        All senses were conquered by silence and obscurity, then replaced by an undefinable sound. Gurgling, gurgling, gurgling...
   

        The python's stomach was slowly wriggling, instinctively squeezing.
   

        "Swoosh!"
   

        In the darkness, Casio opened his eyes again. The left pupil emitted a strange red glow, while the right one emitted a purple radiance.
   

        Killing and indifference, contradicting emotions were forcibly fused together, inducing a chilling and terrifying quality.
   

        Click click click click...gurgle gurgle...
   

        The muscles in the python's stomach were like steel, inch by inch squeezing Casio's body, bringing about a terrifying force. In the darkness, terror gastric acid eroded the surface of the skin, causing a series of strange spots to appear.
   

        "I am back..."
   

        He murmured to himself. As his words fell, a terribly fearful Qi exploded from his body, like magma erupting outward. The Fighter's Aura forcefully supported the stomach constantly wriggling inward, instantly forming a space as big as a car.
   

        The man, who was just on the brink of death due to severe injuries, was now sitting cross-ankled on the stomach wall, with a vast and scorching magnetic field firmly settled around him, solidifying the air. His heart was thundering like a drum, producing a powerful echoing sound.
   

        "South Dipper Red Vulture Fist..."
   

        Casio slightly lifted his left hand, fingers formed into a fierce beast claw. The left side of his body instantly erupted with surging crimson Qi, appearing like smoke or steam, beautiful yet eerie.
   

        "South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist..."
   

        He stretched out his right fist; the palm formed into a python swallowing shape. The purple airflow exploded instantly, forming a large vortex on the right half of his body.
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        That was the Aura of the Sonic Snake, birthed from the unification of Essence, Qi, and Spirit!
   

        "Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art..."
   

        Casio slowly stood up, bit by bit, the strength he had cultivated from the Era of Retrospection flowed into his body. His power expanded like an inflating balloon, reaching a terrifying level.
   

        His black hair gradually grew longer, turning golden from root to tip.
   

        Meanwhile, in Mansa Village, at the elliptical square.
   

        A Black Python, composed of nearly a thousand Human Head Snakes, reared up under the moonlight. The entirety of its body was motionless as if a lifelike, menacing sculpture. Hovering midair, was a blue eyeball, as transparent as a crystal, projecting a spotlight-shaped illumination from its pupil, forcibly freezing the Python's body in place.
   

        Beneath the eyeball, a figure in a black robe paced anxiously, his visage gloomy and malicious. His hawk nose added a powerful sense of brutality.
   

        Blood dripped from his hands. A large hole had been dug into the python, revealing its internal organs, with scales of human faces scattered on the ground.
   

        "The compass points here correctly, the shard is in the stomach..."
   

        An unrestrained smile crept up on Peacock's face. His fingers fused into a blade-like shape, ready to forcefully puncture the python's writhing stomach.
   

        "Huuh...."
   

        The contracted tissue suddenly expanded, enlarging the entire stomach to its maximum. It was as if something inside was about to explode.
   

        "What's going on!?"
   

        "Bang!!!"
   

        The organ exploded straight into his face. Flesh torn into thread-like tatters, along with blood, it created a rainstorm.
   

        Peacock abruptly rolled backwards, retreating several tens of meters before halting against a stone column.
   

        Wiping the disgusting flesh off his face, he immediately directed his horrified gaze towards the Black Python, his brows furrowed tightly.
   

        Indeed, a rain of blood was falling. From the massive wound within the python's body, two streams of air gushed out from the hole like a tornado, sweeping across half the plaza.
   

        One stream exhibited a bloody red color, while the other was a deep purple. The air was stirred, creating wave-like fluctuations. A terrifying aura spread out.
   

        "What is this?!"
   

        Peacock raised his arms to shield himself, blocking the stones and bloody flesh swept up by the gale. He unleashed his aura, stabilizing the surrounding air currents.
   

        He had just lowered his arms.
   

        "Click..."
   

        A clear footstep echoed in his ear. All other sounds seemed to be muted, as though separated by a glass barrier. Only the slow footsteps remained as they shared space with Peacock.
   

        "Click, click, click..."
   

        One after another, each sounded as though a small hammer, hitting Peacock's heart. He was targeted, a gaze that penetrated the rain of blood from afar, locking on him. It was like a terrifying beast, recklessly exuding malice and desire for destruction.
   

        "!!!"
   

        Peacock unconsciously clenched his teeth, the zygomatic arches on both sides of his cheek distinct. A sudden rush of sweat dampened his hair, sticking it to his aged skin, unexceptionally disgraceful. Although he didn't want to admit it, when he fell under that unknown gaze, he felt as if he had slipped off a cliff, the momentary panic as if death gripped his heart.
   

        Only the hefty stone column at his back provided a sense of reality.
   

        Since entering the realm of a martial artist, it had been a long, long time since Peacock had felt this way. This sudden experience was like suddenly returning to the days when he was a child, scared of the dark.
   

        Huddled under the blanket, fear of the monster passing by the window...
   

        "Click, click, click..."
   

        The footstep sound became clearer and clearer, a silhouette slowly advanced against the rain of blood. He was immensely tall, as if a thick wall gradually pushing forward. He was terrifyingly tall with a height of two and a half meters, his rock white muscles distributed across his body like armor, the contours perfectly refined to the extreme.
   

        The Mini Giant inhaled slowly, the air whistling between his nostrils formed a substantial white mist and whined as it passed.
   

        Majestic, towering, domineering!
   

        Like a mountain peak, akin to an iron tower. This muscular outline was a piece of art that even the world's finest sculptor could not carve. It bore pureness, strength, and beauty.
   

        "Ding! Dong! Ding! Dong…"
   

        In the line of sight of martial artist Peacock, with each step that silhouette took forward, a red dot lit up on his inverted triangular torso. As he took another step forward, a purple light appeared.
   

        On the robust chest and abdominal muscles, a string of twinkling spots emitted a bewitching glow, luring with fatal attraction. Starting from two, then four, six, eight…
   

        The silhouette's black hair grew wild, dancing frantically in the air like tiny serpents. From root to tip, it gradually turned into a brilliant gold, as if a splendid ray of sunshine!
   

        The gentle moonlight slowly spilled from behind, but was blocked by his towering body, casting a thick shadow on the ground. The black shadow covered Peacock completely.
   

        As if an Ultimate Creature crawling out of Hell.
   

        "He… He was the one who was swallowed by the Python earlier..." Peacock's eyes almost popped out of their sockets: "No, not possible…"
   

        Bang!!!!
   

        What does it feel like to be hit by a train at full speed?
   

        Peacock didn't know, but he guessed it was probably similar to this punch. The explosive impact instantly broke down any fancy defenses, breaking his raised arms, piercing through his abdomen!
   

        A human-sized hole blasted open in his back, blood and flesh spurted out in a fan shape spray, like a blood-red Peacock spreading its tail.
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        He was flung out instantly, his entire body contorted in a manner that suggested it was about to break apart. He collided with three or four heavy stone pillars in the plaza, and finally toppled over the perimeter wall of a building.
   

        "Ugh!"
   

        Peacock spat out a mouthful of bright red blood.
   

        His eyes were white, pupils dilated, he didn't have time to recover. Suddenly there was a sharp pain in his hair, and he was hoisted up by a pair of large hands, his body suspended in mid-air like a broken doll.
   

        Peacock groggily regained his consciousness, only to face horrifying features magnified in front of his eyes. That face opened its mouth wide, revealing its ghastly white tusks, its veins crawled across half the face like tree branches.
   

        The dark pupils appeared to be a vortex leading to Hell.
   

        "Monster... Monster!!!"
   

        Peacock yelled in despair as if he had seen a demon.
   

        "Monster? What are you babbling about?" The face before him showed a puzzled expression, the smile faded, and then said in a bewildering voice, "I'm a human, can't you tell?"
   

        Five fingers, thicker than carrots, embedded Peacock's head into the palm, fitting perfectly like a grinding stone.
   

        The other empty large hand slowly reached out.
   

        "You! What are you going to do!" Peacock's proud will as a fighter had been thoroughly smashed by that punch earlier.
   

        His current fearful performance was even worse than an ordinary person.
   

        "Low purity..."
   

        The man's sharp brows dropped, as if he had suddenly lost interest, "At least put up a fight. How could you surrender so quickly? Oh, perhaps, I've grown too strong..."
   

        The blond creature was mumbling to himself like a madman, the red light in his pupils gradually increasing, forming a bloody web.
   

        "Hey...hey...you..."
   

        Peacock suddenly felt a creeping unease.
   

        "Ah...ah..ah..ah..ah..ah!"
   

        The next second, excruciating pain erupted from every corner of his body. A pair of large hands grabbed both ends of his body, twisting and applying force as if wringing a towel. Crack crack crack, his bones and muscles shattered, flying out together.
   

        Peacock's body was twisted into a twisted doughnut, blood cascading down. Three hundred and sixty degrees, seven hundred and twenty degrees...
   

        In the end, he was stretched into a red and white rope, flung casually onto a stone pillar. It was unclear where the head was and where the foot was. The sight of his grotesque death was appalling.
   

        Although Peacock was a fighter, his body had aged and weakened to the point of nearly falling from his realm. Casio, when he had achieved major accomplishments as a pugilist, could barely touch him, let alone now as a top fighter. Killing him was as easy as having a meal or drinking water.
   

        "Dare to defame me as a monster, because of fear, even cognition can't distinguish clearly? Such people who can't make basic judgments have no right to live..." Casio shook his head and murmured, a strong sense of disappointment in his eyes.
   

        Suddenly, a whooshing sound came from behind.
   

        His eyes sharpened, and he threw a punch with a roar. He forcefully stopped the black python that charged at him like a truck!
   

        "Beast!"
   

        "Pow!" Casio delivered an uppercut. The terrifying power instantly flung the huge python into the air, suspending it mid-air.
   

        "You're the real monster!"
   

        He pointed his toes and, like a shell, twirled in the air and delivered a roundhouse kick. His right leg, like a steel pillar, directly flung the python, large as a house, out, and it heavily collapsed a building. 
   

        Using the reaction force, Casio landed on a stone pillar. He glanced at the gray pillars standing on the plaza.
   

        He turned over and gently pulled out a pillar with both hands.
   

        His muscles bulged, and with a sharp exertion, he flung it. The pillar, seven or eight meters high, soared out, aiming at the python in the ruins.
   

        "Huff huff huff..."
   

        Pillars were hurled one after another, smashed out as shells.
   

        "Boom boom boom!"
   

        The plaza's ground trembled continuously, stones flying about. The impact of one pillar after another falling caused vibrations that numbed the feet.
   

        "Roar!!!" "Roar!!" "Roar!"
   

        The python's roar gradually weakened, and finally, "Ga!!!"
   

        The entire body of the snake burst open, exploding all at once. Nearly a thousand human-headed snakes dispersed, each with bizarre human faces. However, they were all unable to move, already becoming powerless corpses.
   

        Casio stood in the very center of the elliptical plaza.
   

        His blond hair swayed wildly.
   

        "Crack!"
   

        A sound, like a mirror breaking, echoed from the sky. The black-as-ink night sky split open, and a beam of golden light flooded in, directly enveloping Casio's body.
   

        Afterward, the darkness completely disappeared. The sky returned to the brightness of daylight, emanating a deep blue color, clouds floating aloft.
   

        As the environment became brighter, it was obviously a plaza. All kinds of traces of animal damage were left behind, except there was no eerie human-headed snake, as if it was just an illusion.
   

        On the pillar, in mid-air, Peacock's corpse floated.
   

        Like a ribbon, fluttering in the wind.
   

        Casio could have questioned Peacock about the door organization, but he didn't. Almost everything that could be known was already known. During the Era of Retrospection, Black Peacock's status was obviously above Peacock's. Casio earlier just wanted to release his inner violence, using Fighter Peacock as a tool to vent his frustrations.
   

        Having derived brief pleasure was enough.
   

        A light breeze blew, he looked up at the sky. The previously somewhat gloomy weather inexplicably brightened, now it was morning.
   

        Casio stood in place, quickly recalling the information prior to retrospect. An abundance of experiences during retrospect, time passed too long, he had somewhat forgotten the affairs of the real world.
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        After a moment of contemplation, some memories came to mind.
   

        He joined an organization called Black Spade "A", which had a business dispute with the Sand Dust Organization. Behind the Sand Dust Organization, there was possibly the figure of Dead Blood, a type of dark creature.
   

        Like those rumored indestructible biochemical humans.
   

        Black Spade "A" Organization recently discovered the antique warehouse of the Sand Dust Organization, located in Mansa Village, Black Sand City, North Flow Country.
   

        So, they dispatched the senior level and personnel of the Antiques Department and Assassination Department to destroy and seize this antique warehouse.
   

        Casio had already seen the warehouse, it was in the Cathedral at Mansa village. The Sand Dust Organization's guards who were originally stationed here had been killed in advance by the Fighter, Peacock, because occasionally there was an ancient antique in the antique warehouse that contained a fragment of the door. This attracted the greed of experts from the Door Organization.
   

        Of course, that fragment was absorbed by Casio. This also triggered a mutation of dark biological transformation in the Era of Retrospection.
   

        He struggled and managed to turn a disaster into a blessing, and created a new Secret Martial Art.
   

        Bit by bit, his thoughts solidified, and Casio was finally able to figure out the general outline. He also tried to plan his next moves.
   

        Unlike before, now he was highly purposeful.
   

        Door Organization!!! Xiaodu!!!
   

        These two names were deeply ingrained in Casio's heart, and they could be regarded as pressing or threatening. Because his mind contained a fragment of the door, while the core members of the Door Organization could vaguely locate the fragment through means such as a compass pointer.
   

        There might be other bizarre methods as well.
   

        In addition, Casio held a grudge against them. The Fighter, Peacock, who belonged to the Door Organization had almost forced him into a desperate situation. Behind the Sect Destruction War of the Wind Elephant Gate was also the figure of Xiaodu, the leader of the Door Organization. Furthermore, there was the memory of an old man with extreme fists at the end of Retrospection....
   

        All together.
   

        Naturally, Casio stood against the Door Organization.
   

        Although he has now become a top-level fighter, it was still not enough. Only when Casio had the power equivalent to that of the Saint Fist level would he be able to face the Door Organization without fear.
   

        Besides the Door Organization, there was also the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        It was highly possible that they had the support of Dead Blood!
   

        Based on the development trajectory of the era of retrospection, Casio estimated that the Cupan Magic Box might finally fall into the hands of the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        If the two deputy leaders hadn't died, and if the leader of the Blood Spirit Association, Lotus, demonstrated resonance, her strength might have dominated the entire scene, including the Door Organization represented by the Ghost Knife Garoro. The Cupan Magic Box contained the Devil's Book, from which precious knowledge could be obtained.
   

        Casio couldn't take it away when he returned from the era of retrospection, but he could snatch it in the real world and hold it in his hand again.
   

        He slowly exhaled.
   

        He glanced at the upper right corner of his field of view. He was running low on Obsession Energy.
   

        He touched the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant. All three stages of Obsession were completed. This meant that he no longer had any Legendary Antiques.
   

        He needed to gather a large amount of antiques and constantly go through Retrospection.
   

        Above all, all his goals required Casio to establish a force of his own. He needed to create a powerful, large, and loyal organization. Finally, he would take rapid control over the underground world of North Flow Country, or even the entire East Six Counties. He needed to build a territory of his own.
   

        With forces, subordinates, money, and power. Efficiency in everything would be drastically improved. If Casio wanted something, he just had to give an order and hundreds or thousands of people would gather it for him. Resources, intelligence, everything was possible!
   

        And what he needed to give in return...
   

        It might just be the Magic Core Seed that could change one's destiny.
   

        The Magic Core Seed as the foundation of supernatural power.
   

        The Life Vibration Energy as a precious reward.
   

        Pure black magic water could greatly increase the enlightenment in Cultivation.
   

        The Devil's Book could be used to transfer and infuse secret techniques and skills.
   

        A fictitious, enormous organization with amazing cohesion, rapid expansion, and strong combat power was gradually taking shape.
   

        Casio slowly turned his head and looked towards the distant street. The high-level Red Tooth from the Assassination Department and several gunners were rushing over.
   

        The corners of his mouth couldn't help but reveal a slight smile.
   

        'The control over the underworld begins with the recapture of the Black Spade "A" Organization'
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Huff! Huff! Huff!"
   

         The air currents surge, crashing like waves. Centered on the plaza, they rushed into all the surrounding streets. 
   

         The members of the Black Spade "A" Organization just came out of the corner were hit head-on. The debris carried by the wind scratched painfully on their faces. They quickly raised their hands to block their eyes, and their black trench coats rose parallel to the ground, like floating dark clouds. 
   

         After pausing for awhile, everyone could clearly see the situation. 
   

         They started walking towards the elliptical square. 
   

         Leading them was a tall middle-aged man wearing a uniform black trench coat and leather boots. He had a black beard on his face, which was a sleek mustache, with slightly pointed hair on his chin. 
   

         The hair at the corners of his ear and his beard merged together. 
   

         He wore the organization's distinctive white gloves. 
   

         The organization's logo, the Plum Blossom "J" was imprinted on his back. 
   

         Red Tooth was at the forefront, looking at the plaza. A slender silhouette with blond hair turned its back against them and slowly turned its head around. 
   

         The sunlight was blocked, causing the contours of the entire person's face to dim.  They could only see a pair of deep and dark eyes.  
   

         "Wind Elephant?" Red Tooth asked tentatively. 
   

         "It's me..." 
   

         ************************* 
   

         The mission of the Black Spade "A" Organization's Antiques Department and the Assassination Department working together was a success. Although there were some unexpected twists and turns, the final result was very good. 
   

         As expected, the Sand Dust Organization's antique transit warehouse was hidden in Mansa Village, where the church was located. It seemed that it had just undergone a supply replenishment, and there were quite a few antiques in the transit warehouse, ranging from nearly a hundred pieces in total. 
   

         Among them were many priceless paintings and porcelain pieces. Based on their value, it can be said that the Sand Dust Organization has made a big loss. 
   

         But, this was not the biggest gain. 
   

         What's more valuable was that the Sand Dust Organization's assassin was dead. 
   

         A group of them died, including some high-ranking members. 
   

         There were six members of the Sand Dust Organization who ranked within the top 60 and three who ranked within the top 15. The assassins who died from bottom to top were: 52, 44, 21, 14, 8, 5. 
   

         This was a severe personnel loss, especially those in the top 15. They were powerful figures who could transform and burst into action. They were the main battle force of the Sand Dust Organization. Now that a fifth of them are gone, it's really serious. 
   

         Among them, the 8th ranked assassin of the Sand Dust Organization was killed by Wind Elephant, a senior member of the Black Spade "A" Organization's Assassination Department. 
   

         The other members were killed in advance by an unknown mysterious force. According to the intelligence provided by Wind Elephant, that was a master with extremely strong combat skills. He wore a black robe; his age, appearance, and organization were unknown. Only knew that he seemed to have a grudge against the Sand Dust Organization and came to retaliate by killing. 
   

         That person was not interested in antiques and did not show killing intent to spectators. After killing the people of the Sand Dust Organization, he left. 
   

         His whereabouts were unknown. 
   

         The huge commotion caused in Mansa Village and the various destructions of the venues seemed to be left by this master. 
   

         It didn't have much to do with Wind Elephant. 
   

         In the following time, Red Tooth and the rest of the Black Spade "A" Organization contacted each other. The Black Light Vineyard quickly sent a large number of people to Mansa Village to start moving the war spoils, the antiques. 
   

         As for Casio Red Tooth and a group of people, they got onto a black horse carriage returning back. The bumpy road in the suburbs didn't allow for a car to travel on. At this moment, it was one o'clock in the afternoon. 
   

         On the country mud road, there were lush woods on both sides, with birds chirping crisply and pleasantly. A black horse carriage with traces of modern metal craftsmanship drove smoothly, at a speed neither too fast nor too slow. 
   

         Sitting on the right side of the horse carriage, Red Tooth felt the wind slapping his face, but that could not stop the discomfort in his heart. 
   

         He took a deep breath and looked to the right. 
   

         That silhouette was resting with its eyes closed, sitting in the seat with crossed arms. The strands of golden hair fluttered like a lion's mane. 
   

         He did not know why, but Red Tooth always felt that the Wind Elephant in front of him was completely different from the one yesterday. The temperament he exuded underwent an earth-shattering change, he was aloof and contemptuous. This contempt was not subjectively produced, but instinctive, as if a gap existed between species. 
   

         Naked, survival of the fittest, a bloody rule of the jungle. 
   

         Sometimes, he even felt an illusion that Wind Elephant was not a human but a terrifying monster wearing human skin! 
   

         That terrifying aura, revealed unintentionally, was simply horrifying, making his heart pound. 
   

         Especially after getting on the horse carriage. Two senior members of the Black Spade "A" Organization were sitting in the enclosed space of the carriage. Red Tooth could more clearly feel this change, as if sitting on pins and needles. 
   

         If it wasn't because Wind Elephant was also a companion of the Black Spade "A" Organization, Red Tooth would have pointed a gun at his head long ago! 
   

         He felt really insecure! 
   

         "Why do you keep staring at me? Are we almost there?" 
   

         Casio, who had been resting with his eyes closed, suddenly spoke. 
   

         Red Tooth retracted his gaze embarrassingly and coughed twice. 
   

         "I remember your hair used to be black..." 
   

         "That was a disguise, my hair has always been golden." Casio answered without any emotional fluctuation. 
   

         "Is that so?" 
   

         "Yes." 
   

         "But why do I feel like even your appearance has changed…" Red Tooth chose his words carefully: "Hmm, you've become a lot more handsome and refined…" 
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        "Perhaps it's your illusion. Maybe my face just suits for this kind of blond hair." Casio remained still, his hair grew by half a centimeter when it reached the edge of his ear.
   

        "Ahhh you..."
   

        The look in Red Tooth's eyes seems to have noticed it, but just about to speak, he saw a half-open eye, like a sleepy tiger.
   

        The pupils are flickering with a slightly suppressed blood-red light.
   

        For a moment, he felt his heart skip a beat!
   

        "Oh, we're almost there, about half an hour or so."
   

        Red Tooth decisively transferred the topic.
   

        "Hmm, wake me up when we arrive..." That eye closed once again.
   

        "..." Red Tooth quietly swallowed, his stiff body instantly relaxed, and he didn't know when his back was drenched in cold sweat. He didn't know why he was so afraid of the Wind Elephant, but instinct told Red Tooth never to risk his life.
   

        So even if he had many doubts in his mind, he could only hold them back.
   

        He wet his cracked lips, Red Tooth gave a final glance at Casio. It was as if an illusion appeared, he clearly saw the flesh of that face twitch slightly. The nostrils contracted, the nose bone rose slightly, from the original ruggedness to much more delicate and pronounced.
   

        "This...."
   

        Red Tooth blinked fiercely, suddenly saw Casio frown. He forced himself to look away, looking at the scenery outside the window.
   

        "I didn't see anything...."
   

        The horse carriage swayed, heading straight ahead into the distance.
   

        Federation Calendar, the year 156, July 21, 3 PM.
   

        Black Sand City, Suburb Organization Base, Black Light Vineyard.
   

        A horse carriage slowly entered this building that seemed to have a history of several decades, the spacious White Stone Road was simple and straight, with streetlights on both sides. Beside the empty flower bed, the black carriage stopped, and two figures walked down, one in front of the other.
   

        Tap.
   

        Black boots stepped on the hard floor, the blond figure in the trench coat stood in front of the flower bed, glancing at the villa.
   

        "I'm a bit tired, I'll go to the room to rest for a while."
   

         Guided by a vague memory, Casio strode over directly.
   

        "Ahh, Wind Elephant." Red Tooth called to Casio from behind: "Those two of yours that got moved from the other senior levels arrived at noon. Also, the other seniors of the Antiques Department should also arrive soon, and a banquet will be held in the evening. The time is probably around eight, if it's convenient, do attend... "
   

        He didn't even realize that the tone of his voice had somehow weakened, unlike an equal senior level, but more like a subordinate.
   

        "Are you talking about Esulann and Sonya? Hmm, tell them to come to my room at five. As for the banquet in the evening, I will attend. The senior levels of the Assassination Department and the Antiques Department should all be there, right?" Under Casio's gaze, Red Tooth, who was somewhat hostile to him, nodded, inexplicably behaving obediently.
   

        He then stood in the same spot, watching Casio leave.
   

        At three-thirty in the afternoon, a room on the right side of the manor.
   

        The sunlight slanted in from the window, creating irregular long columns of light on the white floor. Instantly reflecting a bright glimmer, it lit up the whole space.
   

        A king-size comfortable soft bed, white bedside table, black bookcase, brass gramophone, sofa coffee table, brown carpet.
   

        All the furnishings were there. The only pity was that not even a potted plant had been placed, taking away a point of freshness.
   

        On the carpet near the window, under warm sunlight.
   

        A blond figure was sitting cross-legged, sweat was seeping continuously from all over his body, like broken pearls wetting his black training pants. His skin was bright red, and faint streams of steam were constantly evaporating from the surface of his body.
   

        "Crack crack crack crack...."
   

        A series of exploding bone sounds could be heard from deep within his body.
   

        His muscles continued to compress, organs squirmed, and even his face was undergoing obvious changes. His features were enveloped in plumes of steam, seemingly engaged in the process of reintegration and reshaping.
   

        The power he brought back from the Era of Retrospection to the real world had been in a constant state of fusion and transformation with his body. The substantial gains from the fourth retrospect had sustained these changes. Add to this the fact that Casio had been deliberately suppressing them along the way.
   

        Thus, these changes have not yet concluded.
   

        White mist churned, and the figure of Casio, encased within, gradually began to shrink. Before the fourth retrospect, he was about 1.9 meters tall, a hulking man of muscles that anyone could recognize at first glance.
   

        At this very moment, his robust body was being compressed in its entirety.
   

        His height shrunk gradually from 1.9 meters to about 1.8 meters.
   

        The exaggerated muscle contour, previously reminiscent of piled-up rocks, swiftly disappeared, transforming into a collection of smooth and slender muscle lines.
   

        They weren't too exaggerated, nor did they look weak. They were in a state that was about right, much like the body of a swimmer.
   

        Harmonious and powerful, it possessed a sense of beauty.
   

        The muscle density, thrice that of a fighter's, made his seemingly shrunken body far more formidable and powerful than his previous gigantic form!
   

        Over an hour passed.
   

        At half past four in the afternoon, Casio opened his eyes and walked into the washroom. He took a shower with cold water, washing away the filth and sweat from his body. The fluid trickled down his hair, splashed intensely upon his mighty body, just like an ascetic cultivating beneath a waterfall.
   

        He wiped the water off his face and approached the mirror.
   

        His waist was sturdy, his stature tall, and muscle lines smooth, like a cheetah. Flecks of sunlight danced upon his body, creating an impression of magnificent beauty.
   

        He then regarded his face. High brows, deep-set eyes, straight nose, wide forehead. His eyes were delicately elongated, blue like lake water. His nose was tall and straight, emanating a ruggedly beautiful aura. Under his dazzling golden-silky hair, his sharp features cast shadows on his eyebrows and jawline.
   

        In a word, handsome.
   

        The body in the real world was overly masculine, while his slender body in the Era of Retrospection tended towards feminine elegance. The combination of both resulted in a look that possessed both aesthetics and the sense of power. These changes were significant, but anyone familiar with him could still recognize him through his brows and eyes.
   

        There was roughly a fifty percent resemblance to his previous appearance.
   

        Such is the evolution and transformation through the Golem Martial Art, making the physical body develop towards perfection, including the addition of several organs.
   

        Casio tugged at the corners of his mouth while looking at his reflection, but there was absolutely no trace of a smile. His aura was intense and cold, as if draped in ice, radiating an aura that warned others to stay away.
   

        "Roar..."
   

        White steam erupted from his entire body. He instantly evaporated the moisture on his skin and slowly walked out of the washroom.
   

        For Casio's current realm, physical appearance was irrelevant. Of course, no matter how handsome the faces were during the normal state, they would inevitably turn into a ferocious fear-inducing countenance in a battle state.
   

        It was just a matter of aesthetics in daily life.
   

        Dressed in clean and neat clothes, Casio soon thought of his subordinate Bass, nicknamed "Magician". He claimed to be a New Human, a descendant of the Eerie Night Guest after the annihilation of the Black Rain Villa. He possessed the super-telekinetic ability to manipulate small metallic items.
   

        Seemingly, he was from some Mentalist Association.
   

        Standing in place, he pondered for a while and decided to firstly experiment on his subordinate. During the Era of Retrospection, Casio had already known about the effects of the Magic Core Seed, which had three main points.
   

        First, Casio could locate the position of the demon seed, remotely manipulate the golem life field, thereby influencing the state of those who were injected.
   

        Second, those injected could rely on the demon seed to cultivate the Golem Breathing Art, stimulate the Golem Life Field to harden the physical body. It was akin to a weakened version of the Golem Martial Art. This process would deplete nutrients from the cultivator's body and could be addictive.
   

        Third, those injected would crave life vibration energy and would have their personalities influenced by the demon seed, triggering desires. They would become more daring, more aggressive, and more ambitious. At the same time, they would feel intimate and admiring towards Casio, who housed the demon seed.
   

        It was as if they were offsprings separated from the mother entity.
   

        Casio planned to repeat the process with Bass and two other subordinates a few more times to make sure no details were overlooked or unusual.
   

        If all goes well, he will give the senior members of the Black Spade "A" organization from the Antiques Department and Assassination Department a surprise at tonight's banquet at eight. Surely, no one would refuse...
   

        If someone really doesn't know what's good for them, Casio wouldn't mind beating them with his fists non-stop until they gladly accept.
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        Without further delay, Casio didn't want to waste more time.
   

        He directly knocked on the door of the room next door.
   

        "Who is it?" A voice came from inside the room.
   

        "Me."
   

        With a creak, the door opened. A man in a black tailcoat and top hat came out. Through the crack, he could see behind him, the table was strewn with metal poker cards and long, finger-thick cones. They were all suitable for telekinesis and were probably being maintained.
   

        "Lord Fengxiang?" Bass looked at Casio with a touch of confusion in his eyes, his voice a little uncertain. The man in front of him was alike and yet unlike Casio. Whether in height, appearance, or even aura, there was a certain change.
   

        "It's me." Casio walked right in.
   

        Bass hesitated for a moment, then turned around and closed the door. Then he asked uncertainly, "Your appearance, your height, How..."
   

        "It's quite normal for things to change due to a breakthrough in strength." Casio's tone didn't change at all. He didn't need to prove himself to his subordinates. His gaze turned to the tailor-made metal props on the table, and he walked over.
   

        "Then... congratulations on your breakthrough, sir..."
   

        While Bass was puzzled by Casio's changes more than anything, he felt something familiar. So he didn't doubt Casio's identity.
   

        Casio's sudden visit probably meant that he had some things to discuss.
   

        So Bass took the initiative to ask.
   

        "My lord, is there something..."
   

        Click-clack-clickity-clack...
   

        The harsh sound of metal tearing interrupted his words. Bass turned to look and saw that Casio had reached out a hand and grabbed a stack of metal poker cards on the table. His fingers flexed slightly like an eagle's claw, and the tough alloy astonishingly began to warp and deform inch by inch. It was as fragile as if it was made of paper. After a few kneads, a stack of metal cards was turned into a ball.
   

        "..." Bass opened his mouth but couldn't say anything. These metal poker cards were custom-made for him, made of alloy, which is both hard and tough. Even using all his strength, Bass couldn't bend even one, let alone a whole stack of dozens.
   

        Just as he was thinking, a sharp gaze turned his way. Looking directly into it, all Bass saw was deep, inky blue.
   

        Like a bottomless vortex, it was frightening.
   

        "Bass, you're a New Human, born with the telekinetic ability to manipulate and move objects. Ordinary humans pose no threat to you, just like rabbits. Your telekinesis can accelerate metal cards, metal balls, metal cones. You're basically carrying a high-powered handgun, and yet it's much more convenient and covert. Quite useful..."
   

        Casio's speech broke off, and he sat straight down on the nearby sofa, leaning back, his arms crossed. His imposing aura and bewitching eyes were quite the scene.
   

        "But, that's about it..."
   

        Listening to this, Bass wanted to retaliate subconsciously but honestly couldn't muster the strength. Because he knew in his heart that what Casio was saying was true. His telekinetic power, as fancy as it sounded, was barely equivalent to the destructive power of firearms.
   

        Maybe it was much more powerful than the top gunners, but that was about it. If a group of over ten people ambushed him with gunfire, Bass would likely get shot dead on the spot.
   

        Of course, if he attacked first, that group of gunners might just get ambushed instead. A classic case of strong offense but weak defense.
   

        "Let me make you some tea."
   

        Standing still in silence didn't seem right, so Bass got up and took a metal tea canister from the bookshelf. He scooped a few spoonfuls of tea leaves into the pot, added hot water, and somehow produced some milk.
   

        He set it aside, to be added later for flavor.
   

        Casio watched all of this without stopping him and continued, "It's not that I look down on you New Humans, but this is the fact. Although you arrogantly call yourselves 'New Humans,' being born with powers that are easier for ordinary people, as if you were above humans, the potential of this power is too low."
   

        "New Humans categorize their strength into grades ABCD. You are C-ranked, Shockwave is A-ranked, as is that Silver Gun Soro we encountered last time. Yet none of you could defeat even a me from that time. Let me think... Oh, at that time, I had just broke through the Major Achievement in boxing and mastered the Hard Qigong. With such power, none of the White Skull Organization members could defeat me, there must have been three or four A-ranked members."
   

        Casio spoke without fluctuations in his tone, not even a hint of mockery. He was merely stating a cruel fact.
   

        "Judging by my power, your so-called A-ranked New Humans are just about the strength of a boxer accelerating from the first to the second node. Perhaps only the legendary S-rank could reach the Major Accomplishment of the third node of boxing, but according to the information you provided, there are no S-ranked New Humans right now." He continued with a slight smile on his lips.
   

        "All along, you've been taking the wrong path, all that nonsense about telekinetic power, ridiculous abilities. The human body is the most powerful and miraculous thing. In my view, choosing the twisted little paths instead of the broad daylight is simply putting the cart before the horse."
   

        "Bass, listen carefully. My cultivation is in the realm of Secret Martial Art. First, there's the ordinary human level, amateur-professional level. The Federation's five ranks are included in these two levels, with the peak of the fifth rank equivalent to the mid-level professional. The next level significantly surpasses the human limit, which we call a 'boxer'."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Having initially mastered the core secrets of martial arts, and honed the physical body to a certain degree with secret techniques, the blood circulation in the body can be sensed and controlled by the spirit, accelerating the flow of blood. There are three nodes in the human body, each breakthrough of a node can accelerate the blood flow once. By completely unlocking them, it's possible to burst forth instantly, accelerating blood flow by four times." Casio accepted a cup of tea from the other side.
   

        "In addition to this, there is the fourth stage fighter. This level starts to transcend physical limitations, developing in a more mysterious direction. The destructive power is comparable to a salvo of rocket grenades, with the weaker ones blowing up a large building, and the stronger ones destroying an entire city block."
   

        "There is also the fifth stage of secret martial arts!"
   

        Casio's words came to a halt, he took a sip of the milk black tea from the white porcelain cup. A rich aroma of milk ascended, the taste was exceptionally silky.
   

        He put down the cup, his eyelids drooping low.
   

        "Saint Fist, Tyrant Fist, Extreme Fist... the human spirit influences the world, shaking the local environment, controlling the weather."
   

        The bottom of the cup bumped against the tea table, making a crisp sound.
   

        Casio looked at Bass, who was somewhat restrained across from him: "The reason I'm telling you all this is because I admire you. This world is fraught with undercurrents and danger can strike at any time. I need to assemble a powerful force as my intelligence network. Next, I will try to take control of the Black Spade organization first."
   

        "And you, are one of the few subordinates I appreciate and trust. I need your help to control Black Spade, as my public spokesperson. As for how the organization operates, the people who originally held that position will teach you..."
   

        Casio toyed with the increasingly round metal ball in his hand.
   

        Being the overt leader is not a good thing. Even if you keep a low profile, you will still be eyed and probed by other forces. It's better to hide in the dark and stealthily extend the network into the entire underworld."
   

        "Gururu."
   

        Bass swallowed the black tea in his mouth, feeling somewhat insecure. Inside, he carried an admiration for the powerful secret martial arts that Casio just mentioned, and a strong desire sprang up in his mind. In fact, Bass had been thinking about this for a while, especially during the various events in the Anta Mountains, where Casio appeared out of the blue like a god!
   

        With his fists, he hammered and exploded the White Skull Organization.
   

        He mastered even more powerful paths of strength.
   

        And now, he suddenly told him these things and also outlined the specific follow-up plans. Could it be that Casio..."
   

        "Bass, you are too weak right now." Casio saw Bass's restless emotions, the metal ball spinning back and forth between his fingers: "So, I plan to give you real power..."
   

        Pop.
   

        Bass's motion of slowly putting down his white porcelain cup trembled.
   

        The bottom of the cup hit the tea table, emitting a clear sound.
   

        He suddenly raised his head, his eyes lighting up instantly. Bass opened his mouth, wanted to say something but was at a loss for words.
   

        "Are... are you serious? But... but aren't martial arts like those of the Federation, the younger you start practicing, the better the results? I'm almost middle-aged, can I still start cultivating?" Bass said.He has an extreme longing for secret martial arts. Growing up among the New Humans, this is a dark and chaotic circle. Every time a large amount of pure black demon water appears, it causes unrest and fighting in a whole region. Without some strength, one could not stand a chance.
   

        Bass's obsession with seeking power can be said to have been seared into his heart since childhood, second only to survival. Casio left a deep impression on Bass in the Anta Mountains, simply rolling over unbeatable. If he could command such powerful strength, wouldn't that be...."
   

        He was lost in thought.
   

        "Age is not an issue. The secret martial arts I master can be practiced even by a seventy or eighty-year-old. It doesn't even require the methodical training of ordinary secret martial artistry, saving a large amount of useless time." Casio picked up the cup on the table. The demon seed is so amazing, it possesses abilities beyond ordinary secret martial arts.
   

        Just by teaching a Golem Breathing Art, it can utilize the life field stimulated by the demon seed, achieving the training effect of a downsized version of Golem Secret Martial Arts. There's no need for precious medicinal materials, and the physique can be nourished and strengthened, gradually achieving the breakthrough of the human limit.
   

        Of course, it would be faster if medicine baths were added.
   

        On top of that, if Casio was willing, he could even confer a coronate to his subordinates. Cultivating strong physical experts in a short period of time using life vibration energy to serve as crucial combat power.
   

        However, this isn't a method suitable for mass dissemination.
   

        Regardless of whether there is enough life vibration energy, merely the issue that this method of cutting corners exists is a problem. Not everyone is as naturally gifted as Casio. If one's original talent in martial arts and willpower are not strong, then elevating it would just result in a bloated person. Casio's energy is not yet abundant enough to be wasted, so the best way is to use it as a reward.
   

        Outstanding completion of a task can come to collect periodically.
   

        This way, it would be easier for Casio to control his subordinates both physically and mentally. As a capital to contend with the door organization in the future.
   

        This part is about physique power enhancement, in addition to fighting skills. In fact, secret martial artists who have reached the level of a fighter already have the qualifications to create their own secret martial arts. As a top-level fighter, Casio has mastered two Southern Dipper secret traditions and fought with dozens of fighters. It is not difficult to create a considerable killing technique. He can completely simplify the essence of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and South Dipper Red Vulture fist, and give it to his subordinates in the future.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The ancient assassination fist, it's perfect for those who lurk in the darkness.
   

        "Bass, from now on, you don't have to spend so much time training your telekinesis. Just view it as an auxiliary means. The key is what I will teach you later, that's the most important. Moreover, the cultivation of secret martial arts can indirectly improve your spiritual strength. Likely, your telekinetic abilities will be enhanced unconsciously." Casio slowly stood up.
   

        "I understand, sir!" Bass was so excited that he wanted to stand up too.
   

        "Stay seated and don't move." Casio walked over step by step.
   

        "Yes!" Bass promptly sat back down, feeling inexplicably that the sofa was rather hot and he shuffled anxiously and excitedly on it.
   

        Suddenly, a dark energy began to surge on Casio's entire arm, coiling around like a snake floating in the air. Gradually converging onto the palm of his hand, it condensed into a spherical object the size of an egg. The sphere fluctuated amidst the mist, radiating a mysterious aura.
   

        This was formed by the dark spirit of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art.
   

        Not only did it look mysterious, but it also seemed somewhat malevolent.
   

        Casio's five fingers slightly drew in, suddenly compressing the black spirit into the size of a sesame seed. It was slowly rotating in the gaps between his fingers.
   

        This is the Demon Seed, essentially a part of Casio's body. When implanted into someone else's body, it's like leaving one's eyes there, allowing one to vaguely sense the location.
   

        Bass swallowed nervously, watching the tiny black spot.
   

        "Sir, what should we do next...?"
   

        Slap!
   

        A palm suddenly pressed onto Bass's chest at an extremely rapid speed. It vanished in an instant before Bass barely had time to react.
   

        "Sir, what is this?"
   

        Bass, belatedly realizing, rubbed his chest and looked up.
   

        "This is a secret martial art seed that I have created. With it, even those at their senile age can cultivate it. Moreover, it has other miraculous effects…"
   

        Casio didn't mention the Demon Seed mainly because the original name sounded unpalatable, with a negative connotation. It's a great thing that can change a person's destiny. If it is misunderstood because of its name, that would be very unfortunate. He really had made painstaking efforts to consider the feelings of his future subordinates.
   

        However, he was sure they would understand. Anyone who uses the Demon Seed for cultivation would likely become addicted to such a feeling.
   

        It would be hard for anyone to stop after trying it once.
   

        "I will now teach you a set of secret martial arts breathing techniques. Breathe in and out following this frequency and perceive the secret martial art seed within your body." After taking a sip of tea, Casio proceeded to the next step.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        "Huff...hiss...Huff, hiss hiss...Huff Huff, hiss..."
   

        The sound in the room carried a unique sense of magic. Bass gradually calmed down as he entered the state. At one particular moment, he suddenly felt a warm current slowly stirring in his chest. It was like a gentle steam, nourishing his heart, liver, lungs, and spleen. Even his veins, muscles, and skin all over his body, were being nourished.
   

        Gradually, the warmth of the flow escalated. It felt like a slow roasting flame. He could even hear the sizzling sound like fat boiling, giving him an indescribable sense of fulfillment.
   

        "This feels so good..." Bass was in a very relaxed state.
   

        Casio shook his head. Of course, it feels comfortable at the beginning of each cultivation session. The harder it gets towards the end, the more exhilarating yet painful it feels. It is hard to persevere, but if one does, there's more to gain from each training session.
   

        "It's a shame that life vibration energy can't be brought back, otherwise, I could give you some benefits in advance." Casio sat on the facing sofa, activating his Demon Idol Secret Martial Art at the same time. He quickly sensed Bass, who was about two meters away from him.
   

        "The effects and abilities are not much different from the last test..."
   

        "After a few more tests on a couple more people, it should work..."
   

        Casio slowly stood up and left Bass alone in the room to cultivate. As he touched the doorknob, he suddenly turned his head to remind him.
   

        "Remember to eat high-calorie food after your cultivation. Cultivation consumes a lot of energy, so don't starve yourself to death."
   

        After hearing Bass's response, Casio walked out.
   

        He returned to his own room.
   

        About fifteen minutes later, there was a knock at the door.
   

        "Lord Fengxiang, we're here…"
   

        A man and a woman's voice sounded.
   

        "Come in, the door isn't locked."
   

        The door was instantly opened, and two figures slowly walked in.
   

        The girl on the left was around twenty years old, with a challenging and delicate face. Her clean and short haircut was slightly tilted on her fair neck, giving off a calm and charming vibe. Coupled with a slender figure and exceptional taste in clothing, she was quite a sight to behold.
   

        The man on the right seemed about twenty-five years old, looking like a steward. He had soft and beautiful features. His hair was platinum-blond, lightly tied back with a black hair band.
   

        The girl's name was Sonya, she was skilled in assassination and all life skills and she was under White Bird. The man was named Shuran, also known as Thousand-face Man, he was highly skilled at disguise and makeup and his vocal tone could also change. Child, elder, man, woman, etc.
   

        Casio was the newly appointed senior member of the assassination department, "J".
   

        Without having his own team, these two were transferred from the other senior ranks for the transition, all with deeper purposes.
   

        "Is there anything you called us for?"
   

        Shuran glanced at Sonya, their eyes met before they both turned their focus towards the figure with his back facing them.
   

        "Close the door."
   

        Immediately following the command, Shuran quickly shut the door.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The room fell into silence once again.
   

        "Sir?" Sonya spoke up.
   

        "Don't worry, I'm preparing your gifts..."
   

        The low voice echoed from afar, behind the curtains.
   

        "Gifts?" A hint of confusion painted Sonya's delicate features as she turned towards Shulan. Shulan also looked clueless, uncertain what their superior was up to.
   

        "Indeed, gifts for my new subordinates."
   

        The figure turned around abruptly, with dark energy slowly emanating from its palms. The twilight light poured from the edge of the clouds, spilling miles across. The intense golden red light fell into Casio's eyes through the glass window, like a burning flame. With his handsome three-dimensional face directed away from the sunlight, his facial contours were engulfed in shadow.
   

        The palms were slightly raised, with two black dots hovering at the fingertips.
   

        "Do you like it?"
   

        Three hours later.
   

        Eight p.m., Black Light Vineyard, the rectangular dining room.
   

        In contrast to the other buildings, this dining room was newly built by the organization's employees. Hence, it presents a modern metal structure, piece by piece of a glass window composite.
   

        Plants are arranged around the exterior, offering a touch of elegance.
   

        Today, six senior members from the Antiques Department and the Assassination Department of the Black Spade "A" organization will be gathering here. The original plan was to formulate specific strategies, but it turned out to be a celebration dinner. Everyone was taken aback by the unexpected victory achieved during an intelligence operation, where Sand Dust Organization's antique transfer warehouse was unexpectedly destroyed. Moreover, many of Sand Dust's masters died during the process, resulting in severe personnel casualties.
   

        Hence, the meeting evolved into a victory celebration.
   

        It was a pitch-black night with only a faint moonlight hiding behind the clouds. The entire Black Light Vineyard wasn't dark, as every certain distance was accompanied by a glowing streetlight. The rectangular dining room was the most illuminated, with warm yellow light radiating from the floor-to-ceiling windows.
   

        In the dining room, the décor was subtly luxurious, with occasional gold sculptures of flowers on the white walls. Several crystal lamps hung from the roof, with sparking crystal chains dangling, much like raindrops falling from a roof's edge.
   

        In the middle, on a brown carpet, a long, narrow table took up most of the space, surrounded by wooden single chairs with soft upholstery. The table was adorned with shiny silverware and cutlery, and a large plate of delicious dishes was placed in the center.
   

        The air was tinged with a tantalizing aroma of cooked food.
   

        Well-spaced out were bouquets rooted in vases.
   

        Thus, there was also a rich floral fragrance.
   

        The site was filled with handsome male servants dressed in black and white uniforms, their large arms tied with wide, firm belts. Their arms were covered in white cloths, palms supporting silver trays.
   

        Gracefully moving around with a smile decorating their faces, they looked very elegant.
   

        After ten minutes, everyone was seated.
   

        Members from the same department were mostly seated on the same side.
   

        To the left, White bird, the Heart "J," and Red tooth, the Club "J". As the members of the Assassination Department, they were dressed in black and white, exuding an aura of sharp seriousness.
   

        To the right, the Heart "Q" Purple, Club "Q" Scholar, and Diamond "Q" Rich young man. From the front to the back were a beautiful young girl dressed in a light purple long dress, looking much younger than her actual age but possessing an elegant demeanor. A middle-aged man resembling a teacher with his gold-rimmed glasses. And lastly, a flashy young man wearing a floral suit, stepping into wine-red leather shoes, and donning four rings.
   

        Six were expected, but only five had arrived.
   

        "It's really surprising how swift the plan against the Sand Dust Organization has been, with not even half a day taken. What a rare smooth sail."
   

        The Scholar shook his head and sighed.
   

        "The Sand Dust Organization has lost numerous masters this time, and I heard that the eighth-ranked assassin was even killed by the Wind Elephant. Incredible!"
   

        The flashy young man's face didn't show any frivolous expression. Instead, he earnestly praised, "When Wind Elephant arrives, we need to ask him about the details. I really enjoy hearing thrilling experiences... "
   

        "The task this time was completed exceptionally smoothly. I'd say we've already won half the battle against the Sand Dust Organization. The two leaders, the Big King and the Little King, must be feeling quite pleased. After all, it's rare to have someone as skilled as Wind Elephant at their disposal... "
   

        Purple poured praises in between sips of her drink, her lips an exceptional gloss.
   

        "Haha, yes indeed..." White bird raised his glass in agreement. Turning his head, he quietly told Red tooth, "It's already past eight, Wind Elephant still hasn't come. Why don't you use going to the toilet as an excuse and go fetch him... "
   

        Creak, the door to the dining room was slowly pushed open.
   

        A tall and slender figure draped in the faint moonlight stepped into the hall. As if he had brought along a cloud of dark fog that blocked the incoming light, his entrance carried an eerie presence.
   

        "I apologize for being late, had some things to deal with..."
   

        A mysterious smile plated his handsome face.
   

        "As compensation, I present each of you with a gift."
   

        "I believe you will like them..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Wind... Wind Elephant?"
   

        "You... How did you...?"
   

        White Bird suddenly stood up from his seat, his eyes on Casio whose appearance and demeanor had drastically changed. He left his chair, intending to approach him.
   

        He had only taken two steps when his sleeve was quickly grabbed by Red Tooth. White Bird turned his head to see Red Tooth looking as though he was holding back his words. He tried to yank his sleeve away, but Red Tooth held him firmly.
   

        "You'd better not ...," Red Tooth stifled a warning. His intuition told him that if anyone tried to interrupt Casio at this point, they would pay a painful price.
   

        "Wind Elephant? You look even more handsome than the last time we met," said the youth with codename Rich Kid as he eyed Casio confusedly. "Is there fog outside? It's so dark. Close the door. Our senior-level meeting needs to be closed-door."
   

        "You... You've changed a lot..."
   

        Nearby, a frowning Purple stared at Casio who now stood at the door. She had just had breakfast with him that morning and had a rough impression of his features. But the Casio she saw now only bore a fiftieth semblance to the Casio she had breakfast with; his height, appearance, and demeanour had all changed, and they looked more like brothers.
   

        With a click, the door of the rectangular dining room was closed.
   

        Casio, dressed in a plain black trench coat, slowly made his way to the dining table. Only then did everyone realise that the black fog that had enveloped the room was not coming in from outside the door, but was constantly streaming from Casio's body. The black airflow followed his sleeves, neck, clothing corner as though steam was steaming.
   

        Sometimes, it would slowly rotate in the air, forming visible vortexes that were about half a human size. They exuded an eerie darkness.
   

        All five people at the table had their eyes wide open, their bodies tense. Although they were all high-level members of the Black Spade "A" Organisation, they were still ordinary humans after all. Confronted with this obviously magical sight that was well beyond the ordinary, they couldn't help their shock and awe.
   

        The playboy Rich Kid was still looking for a scientific explanation. "Have you gone mad? Setting off a smoke bomb in a closed space?"
   

        "Smoke bomb? You mean this black stuff?" Casio was unusually eager, as he stretched out a hand and quickly patted the Qi, "And red one." Suddenly, a thick stream of Red Vulture Fist Qi that was as thick as plasma surged out.
   

        Like a large reservoir floodgate opening, the waters that had accumulated inside for many years rushed out, filling the space with their roaring.
   

        In just two to three seconds, the entire rectangular dining room was submerged, completely engulfed in a blood-red world. Even the light from the crystal chandelier above turned into a deep, saturated red.
   

        "..."
   

        Rich Kid could no longer sit still. He gulped and attempted to stand up, but his legs were so wobbly that he fell back into his seat.
   

        "Wind Elephant, what are you trying to do?"
   

        White Bird finally couldn't bear it.
   

        "What am I doing? I said as much as soon as I walked in. I'm here to give each of you a gift. You'll thank me for it later. Here you go, one for each of you, restricted to one per person..."
   

        Casio stopped five meters from the table, the red Qi curled around him like tiny snakes. On his shoulders, five fist-sized clusters of dark energy gently floated and rotated.
   

        They danced like enchanting flames.
   

        Then it suddenly shrank and in an instant changed from the size of a fist to the size of a sesame seed. Transformed into five seed-like dark spots.
   

        Casio raised his right hand and gently pushed forward.
   

        The five demon seeds floated out as if sliding on the surface of water, leaving a dark trace behind them. Finally, they stopped neatly in front of the five people at the table and hung silently in the air.
   

        "Actually, I didn't plan to force you to accept. A gift, after all, depends on whether you want to accept it or not... Come on, make your decision. To accept, or to reject? 
   

        Casio strolled to the head of the long table and took a seat. His deep blue pupils slowly scanned the five people, each with a different expression.
   

        Half an hour later, everything had settled down.
   

        Fortunately, all five senior-level members of the Black Spade "A" Organization voluntarily accepted Casio's gift, with no one voicing any objection at this point.
   

        Although Casio had stated in advance that it was a gift, and it was up to them whether or not they accepted it - that they could either accept or reject it.
   

        However, he only confirmed that they had the right to choose, but didn't clarify what would happen after they made their decision. If they rejected his offer, then what? Would they be punched to death? After all, this man known as Wind Elephant had just killed the number eight assassin of the Sand Dust Organization that morning. On top of that, he had demonstrated a supernatural ability that was both mysterious and bizarre at this moment.
   

        Going against Casio's will was not a good choice.
   

        So even the seemingly most frivolous and arrogant Rich Kid among the five senior-levels couldn't afford to be willful or impulsive. After all, life is but one, and only by preserving it does one have future possibilities. 
   

        At nine in the evening in the rectangular dining room.
   

        "Alright, now that everything is clear and understood, start breathing in the frequency that I just told you," Casio said, spreading his hands to indicate that everyone could start. He then reached for a white plate, holding a knife and fork, and started to enjoy the delicious spread on the table.
   

        He ate slowly, savouring the rich fragrance of the fat. Casio's desire to satisfy his palate didn't mean he was hungry or needed to eat.
   

        He looked at the five people sitting on their chairs.
   

        Several minutes had passed, and most of them had entered the desired state. Like the previously mentioned magician Bass, they were constantly inhaling and exhaling.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The rhythmic and regular sound of breathing carried a unique magic power. It gradually calmed the previously restless and unsettled expressions of everyone, replacing them with sleep-like tranquility.
   

        Time bit by bit passed.
   

        Some Senior levels were the first to experience the effects of the Breathing Method, their bodies generating heat, sweating profusely. Their faces reddened as though baked by bright flames, veins bulging on their foreheads. They seemed ferocious with their distorted appearances. But their expressions were oddly enjoying.
   

        Their eyebrows drooped, the corners of their eyes relaxed, and their eyelids trembled.
   

        It was as if the person was indulged in it and couldn't pull themselves out.
   

        Casio gave a faint smile. After ordinary humans experienced the cultivation of Demon Seeds for the first time, their will found it hard to resist the desire to cultivate for the second time.
   

        Every cultivation session could increase their strength, but it would also make the Demon Seed stronger and deepen its connection with Casio.
   

        The bond grew tighter until it was inseparable.
   

        Most of the Antiques and Assassination Departments of the Black Spade "A" Organization had been taken down, leaving only two department heads. This did not matter as he could come up with some excuse to meet them.
   

        As for the two leaders of the Black Spade "A" Organization, they had always been elusive, and it was almost certain he could not make an appointment with them. But after gaining control over all the Senior levels of the four departments, Casio could directly go to their headquarters. The Big King and Little King would inevitably come out to meet him.
   

        At that time, he would allow them to voluntarily accept his "gift".
   

        This task would take about a week.
   

        Casio intended to control the Black Spade "A" organization not because he was interested in their assassin force but their Antiques Department. The mundane assassins were fairly useless to him, and even those with burst secret techniques were not significant. However, the channel through which the Black Spade "A" organization acquired antiques and its extensive intelligence connections were valuable. It also saved Casio the trouble of establishing his organization.
   

        If there was something ready at hand, then he would use it, saving time and energy.
   

        The Black Spade "A" Organization was merely the first step in Casio's plan. Next came the new humans, Sand Dust Organization, Shadowless Organization, the Black Mechanism and so on. How could he become a competent puppet master without a vast ambition?
   

        "Thump, thump, thump…"
   

        Gently tapping the top of the table with his fingers, Casio drained the last sip of red wine from the glass and slowly turned his gaze to the left.
   

        "White Bird, find an excuse to meet with Jazz. He's getting old, probably won't last much longer. When the time comes, give him a Secret Martial Art seed. Consider it charity."
   

        At his command, White Bird silently nodded.
   

        Casio then looked to the right, "You find some excuse to summon Spade Q. There should be no problem in it. After all, it's an opportunity. You've experienced that lucid feeling of getting stronger. This will be a precious opportunity to touch the supernatural path. Whether the benefits outweigh the disadvantages or the other way round, who knows until tried…" he smiled, then gave further instructions.
   

        "When Spade J and Spade Q have joined us, we can use the name of the Antiques and Assassination departments to call out the senior levels of the other two departments to discuss a plan. Keep the process simple and don't complicate matters... "
   

        "If you can't handle this small matter, well..."
   

        Casio wiped his mouth with a clean white napkin and slowly stood up.
   

        He casually tossed it aside, turned around and left. The five people left beside the table were silently lost in their thoughts. The environment became unusually quiet. Only the sound of the slowly opening and closing front door creaked.
   

        Lastly, a reminder from outside came.
   

        "Don't forget to eat some high-calorie food right away. Cultivation consumes a lot of energy from your body, don't starve yourself to death…"
   

        When the Senior levels came back to their senses, they lowered their heads to look at the luxurious dining table. The various delicacies were in a complete mess, dozens of carefully prepared dishes seemed as if swept clean by a tornado.
   

        They dully lifted their heads and were immediately at a loss for words.
   

        The food was all gone, so what would they eat?!
   

        *************************
   

        At ten o'clock in the evening, in a room on the right side of the manor house.
   

        The lights were not turned on. Pale moonlight streamed in through the window at an angle, casting a layer of white frost on the ground. A figure sat cross-legged, his body enveloped in a dark fog.
   

        Casio slowly opened his eyes and exhaled a long breath.
   

        The Demon Seed is not infinite; it is formed by refining the pure qi of the Demon Idol. Theoretically, it's akin to cutting off a part of one's own body. Thus, Casio couldn't possibly provide a Demon Seed for all of his subordinates. He could only select the important ones, or those who showed talent.
   

        Therefore, the gift he previously mentioned in the rectangular dining room was not nonsensical. Ordinary subordinates are not yet eligible to receive the Demon Seed. For now, they could only cultivate the lethal combat skills which Casio was trying to create. How could an opportunity to visibly and rapidly enhance one's abilities not be considered a gift?
   

        The sadness is not in being a beast of burden but in not even having the qualifications to be used as such. Hence, Casio had to work harder to cultivate secret martial arts of the Demon Idol and condense more Demon Seeds, striving to give everyone the chance to be beasts of burden.
   

        The moonlight was hazy. He slowly rose from the carpet, his gaze sweeping across the shadow on the ground. He smiled, a cunning look on his face.
   

        It might have been an illusion.
   

        The shadow slanting towards the room seemed to wriggle a little, stretching out longer, as if it wanted to shrink back into the darkness of the room.
   

        A little further from the golden-haired figure.
   

        "Shadow Demon..." Casio muttered under his breath.
   

        Since the wake of his retrospective ability, this unique dark creature had been entangling him. It was, perhaps, the driving force behind Casio's quest for strength, because there was a fifty percent chance of being killed and replaced by the Shadow Demon if he slowed down.
   

        From the first to the fourth retrospection, he had experienced three instances of Demon shadow manifestation. If not for his peculiar retrospective abilities, he might have perished among the one-in-eight survival odds. In fact, the Shadow Demon was pushing Casio forward.
   

        All this time, he was never really careless. Because there is always a chance of failure in retrospection, and the failed power cannot be brought back. In such a case, Casio would have to fight the Shadow Demon for his life.
   

        But now, a subtle opportunity had emerged.
   

        He created the secret martial art of the Demon Idol in his fourth retrospection, transforming and evolving his physical body, gradually moving towards the ultimate dark form.
   

        Moreover, the secret martial art of the Demon Idol possessed an overbearing ability. It could deplete and absorb the life fields of other dark creatures through its life field, creating life vibration energy that enhanced cultivation realm. In effect, it was a nemesis of dark creatures. In the course of battle, there was no exotic species that it couldn't absorb.
   

        The Shadow Demon, naturally, fell in this category too.
   

        Although the Shadow Demon had already parasitized Casio, it didn't mean it was immune. On the contrary, this was akin to walking into a trap, like throwing itself into Casio's embrace.
   

        No different from a bull rushing headlong into a fire.
   

        In fact, ever since he had disposed of the fighter Peacock, he had been contemplating whether he should deal with the Shadow Demon. After researching for most of the day, Casio had pretty much understood the situation.
   

        Firstly, the Shadow Demon possibly posed no threat to him anymore. Its replication manifestation had a limit; it was just that Casio was not stronger than it at the time, so he didn't reach that limit. That's why it appeared as though the Shadow Demon could replicate rules.
   

        Casio had already examined the strength of the Shadow Demon's life field through the Demon Idol's life field. Any dark creature has a fixed fundamental strength in its life field. The particular Shadow Demon inhabiting his body could replicate up to the peak of a pugilist, but once it reached a phase where it could produce qi, its high-level life essence was hard to replicate.
   

        Lord Fengxiang
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        After some deliberation, Casio's thoughts became lucid.
   

        Perhaps, there really is a certain possibility.
   

        Dark creatures have a means of parasitizing humans, such as the Shadow Demon and Dead Blood that Casio has encountered. Take Dead Blood as an example. He massacred and absorbed large amounts of Dead Blood during the Era of Retrospection, so he has a certain understanding of its unique life characteristics.
   

        In the Blood Spirit Association, lower-level members generally shared a symbiotic relationship with Dead Blood and human. By the middle tier, the Dead Blood had completely taken over the host body. This is even more so at the senior level, where the original human has become a walking corpse, a mere vessel.
   

        When absorbing the life vibration energy, Casio noticed a common phenomenon. That is, the assimilation of the 'Life Field'!
   

        The human life field of the human body is gradually influenced by the life field of Dead Blood, their frequency fluctuations becoming similar.
   

        The higher the rank of the member in the Blood Spirit Association, the more apparent this phenomenon is. Casio speculated that there was a substantial relation between the control and assimilation of human life field by the life field of Dead Blood, and the gradual parasitism.
   

        This transformation presented itself as steps up a staircase, gradually rising from bottom to top.
   

        Casio also considered the way a Shadow Demon replaces its original host.
   

        Every once in a while, it creates a body that's exactly the same as the original host in terms of power and skill, and then a fight to the death ensues between the two. Wouldn't the life field of this identical body also be the same as that of the original host? This would allow it to complete the replacement entirely.
   

        Casio felt that there was a good chance he was correct in his guess.
   

        In short, the life field must have a significant connection with parasitism.
   

        The act of dark creatures parasitizing human bodies mostly involves the assimilation of life fields. And Casio is familiar with life fields; one can even say he's an expert at manipulating them.
   

        One of the most crucial abilities of the Demon Idol's secret martial art is to obtain life vibration energy through the Demon Idol's life field. Known as a high-level life field with a strong essence, no exotic species can resist the process of having its life energy drawn out by it. The Devil's Book states that the Demon Idol is one of the ultimate dark entities in the Endless Calamity, and it ranks fifth in the hierarchy.
   

        Theoretically, only four exotic species can resist the Demon Idol's life field. The Shadow Demon is clearly not among them.
   

        So, if Casio activates the Demon Idol's secret martial art and stimulates the Demon Idol's life field around his body, there's a high probability it will affect the Shadow Demon parasitizing in the shadow, inducing an assimilation.
   

        Therefore, his shadow had appeared as if it wanted to escape when he was practicing the Demon Idol's Qi!
   

        Casio was a person who liked to get things done quickly. Once he had made this guess, he immediately took action. He sat cross-legged and launched the Golem Breathing Art, starting to cultivate the Demon Idol's secret martial art.
   

        Black fog spewed slowly from his pores, forming a creepy aura as it curled around him under the pale moonlight, like numerous small snakes winding densely around him.
   

        When the three frequencies merged into one, the life field spread out automatically.
   

        A mighty and solemn momentum spread instantly, covering the surrounding area. It was like a predator at the top of the food chain inspecting its territory, bringing a strong sense of oppression. The air in the room seemed to freeze, falling silent all of a sudden.
   

        Only the drumming beats of the heart remained.
   

        With every heartbeat, the momentum grew richer, and the air became more solid. Several seconds later, the air became viscous as if it was glue, mixed with a perilously dangerous aura. Casio looked down slightly at his shadow, a slow smirk creeping up his face.
   

        The black shadow, stretched by the moonlight, appeared to overlap on the ground as if it was a twisted demon. Within it, something darker than liquid was slowly squirming as if trying to burrow into the darkness of the left half of the room. It expressed disgust, fear, and apprehension towards Casio's life field of the Demon Idol, just like the last time.
   

        "It was you who came to me, who wanted to merge with me. Now you want to escape?" Casio muttered to himself like a lunatic, his eyes mysteriously blurred. He gently extended his hand, his fingertip drawing slowly through the air to touch the shadow.
   

        "Where would you get off with all the good stuff? It is because you were subtly influencing me, changing my good and orderly character with the dirty nature of dark creatures. It led me to have blood on my hands and for people to look at me as though I were a monster. It's all because of you! I have nothing to do with this…"
   

        Casio's eyes gradually lit up, as if he had figured out something that had long troubled him. That's right, he had been the good boy in this world for more than twenty years, and he was still a naive college student before awakening to his Retrospective Ability. How could his character suddenly become so violent? Wasn't it because he was parasitized by the disgusting Shadow Demon when he was awakening his Retrospective Ability!
   

        Otherwise, he wouldn't be capable of such bloody and violent acts in battle as thrusting someone's head into their chest, cutting a person in half with a hand knife, pulling out a person's head along with their spine, and twisting a person into a twisted doughnut-like figure. With this thought, he immediately felt relief.
   

        A second later, Casio pressed his palm down.
   

        In an instant, he closed his eyes to sense the life field of the Shadow Demon. His vision was pitch-black, and his mind was filled with the images of two life fields, one large and one small. The large one was like a cascade of black waves, spreading across the room in circles. 
   

        The smaller one looked like a sandcastle on the beach being washed away by the waves, continuously losing sand and gravels, on the verge of collapsing. It looked pitiable as it shuddered and shrunk into a tiny ball.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 580: 314 Undercover agent, Mole! (4200)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        As if, it was the one that was weak and innocent.
   

        Every time a wave surges, liquid seeps into the gaps within the Gravel Castle. Taking away some sand while leaving behind some sea water, this process repeats over time. One day, the castle will be completely saturated with seawater, just like Casio.
   

        "My conjecture was correct, there indeed is a phenomenon of assimilation..."
   

        Casio gently stroked his chin, continuing to ponder.
   

        The confirmation a moment ago resolved whether the host could influence the Shadow Demon, and indeed, it could.
   

        Then comes the second question.
   

        Can Casio's personality and will be infused into the body of this dark creature, functioning as a second physical entity?
   

        Firstly, this involves the three main mental methods of the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art.
   

        After all, the extraction and transfer of personality seem too abstract, intrinsically involving the spirit, which cannot be directly manifested.
   

        However, there is something that could represent personality and will.
   

        That is, Qi!
   

        Qi is a product manifested when a Secret Martial Artist reaches the realm of a fighter, where essence, Qi, and spirit merge. Just as previously mentioned in the Era of Retrospection, a fighter's identity is determined by their Qi.
   

        This thing is an extension of a fighter's limbs and is greatly related to the spirit. For example, a clear point is that Casio's three personalities distinctly produce different types of Secret Martial Art Qi!
   

        Main Personality: Demon Idol Qi (Pure Training Method)
   

        Killing Personality: South Dipper Red Vulture Fist Qi (Pure Boxing Method)
   

        Aloof Personality: Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist Qi (Pure Boxing Method)
   

        Just as blood is the currency of the soul.
   

        Qi is also the bargaining chip of personality.
   

        Can he use his own fighter-level Qi to infiltrate the Shadow Demon, and thus achieve the goal of controlling its actions?
   

        Firstly, we need a major presumption, that the fighter's Qi would not cause harm to the Shadow Demon. However, Casio has fought with the leader of the Blood Spirit Association, Lotus, in the Era of Retrospection. Qi has strong damage potential against dark creatures, although it cannot be said to be a natural nemesis, there definitely exists antagonism between the two.
   

        If Casio injects his Qi into the Shadow Demon, it could result in an immediate explosion and death, ruining all his efforts.
   

        So, another component is needed, or rather, another type of energy. This energy must cover and encase the Qi, achieving the goal of isolation.
   

        This energy requires good conductivity, and it must also be harmless within the dark creature. Words like Disaster Essence, Blood of the Spirit, and others appeared in Casio's mind, eventually settling on Vibration Energy of Life. This energy is primarily obtained from dark creatures, which can be simply understood as the energy transformed from absorbing the life field of a dark creature. Therefore, it can certainly be injected back into a dark creature, completely harmless.
   

        Because it originates from their sacrifice of life, flowback will naturally not pose any problem. It might even be possible for a dark creature to absorb the Vibration Energy of Life to become stronger...
   

        The wool comes from the sheep itself, and in the end is used on the sheep itself.
   

        Casio's logic gradually became clear.
   

        To sum it up.
   

        First, turn the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol, influencing the life field of the Shadow Demon gradually through the life field of the Demon Idol, achieving the goal of assimilation.
   

        After assimilation, Casio's subsequent operations won't face rejection and resistance. This is equivalent to directly refining the Shadow Demon into a puppet, an already formatted robot.
   

        This is the basis of everything, having a solid foundation can lead to a skyscraper.
   

        Second, inject the fighter's Qi, using the unified Qi of Essence, Qi, and Spirit to represent Casio's personality and will, and guide the Shadow Demon's actions.
   

        Based on the circumstances, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist Qi represented by the Killing Personality should be the best selection. This is because the Killing Personality itself is the product left by Casio's spirit dark biological transformation.
   

        Having the same brutal and barbaric characteristics as dark creatures.
   

        It should have a higher level of compatibility with the Shadow Demon.
   

        Of course, there is no need to inject all of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist Qi, just a portion would suffice. Otherwise, if Casio's Killing Personality loses the support of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, it could result in an imbalance in the three main mental methods, causing the danger that was just resolved to reappear.
   

        That would be a bitter loss indeed.
   

        Third, use the Life Vibration Energy as a lubricant, filling it between the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist Qi and the shell of the Shadow Demon's body.
   

        This not only acts as a layer of encasement but also as a source of energy for the Shadow Demon's actions. He certainly can't have his second body hunting humans like dark creatures do to maintain their survival. That is something Casio utterly despises. What does it mean to hunt weak humans? Real men should hunt brutal exotic species!
   

        Given the above, this idea is beginning to show initial feasibility.
   

        Casio just needs to completely assimilate the life field of the Shadow Demon during this period, and kill some dark creatures to absorb the Life Vibration Energy. Then, he can start attempting to control the Shadow Demon in reverse.
   

        As for, why he is so persistently bent on this, it is mainly because he wants to extend his reach towards the dark creatures.
   

        For a long time, dark creatures have hidden in the shadows of human society, with few channels for gathering intelligence. Because they are a closed internal group, their communication naturally only occurs within their own kind.
   

        It's impossible for humans to gather intelligence by sending spies or bribing the other side. The only option is indirect observation.
   

        But the movements of dark creatures are concealed. Some can even become invisible and parasitic, making indirect observation extremely difficult.
   

        Only a large force like the Black Mechanism that is supported by the federal government can gather partial useful intelligence through a large quantity of human and material resources, and the accumulation of time and experience for research and so on.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Such as the other forces, especially underground dark forces like the Black Spade "A" Organization which lack knowledge or insight. They directly perceive the unyielding immortality of the Dead Blood behind the Sand Dust Organization as Biochemical Humans. Seemingly believing, as in the recent popular superhero comics throughout the Federation, that the Sand Dust Organization has mastered some kind of dark tech.
   

        In Casio's personal assessment, he could not afford to be in a passive position.
   

        Furthermore, the characteristics of the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol made it difficult for Casio to ignore these dark creatures hidden within human society.
   

        Life Vibration Energy, whether used to boost his own strength, or to expand the formation of forces, plays a significant role.
   

        His idea was to infiltrate the Dark Creature Tribe with the Shadow Demon as a sort of second body, a mole among them, and an undercover agent. It would serve a great purpose.
   

        As for the Shadowless Organization, it might also come in handy. Ideally, control them completely using the Demon Seed. In that case, Casio the Shadow Demon could execute some double-handed operations.
   

        Aligning himself between the increasingly robust Shadowless Organization supported by the real Casio, and the Shadow Demon Tribe, ascending step by step.
   

        The plan is coming together.
   

        He had even mapped out the whole script in his mind.
   

        Just the actors needed to be in place.
   

        "It seems that as long as I become strong enough, the previously almost insurmountable deadly threats will instead serve as aids for me…"
   

        With a full-faced smile, Casio retrieved his palm and glanced at the once-loathed Shadow Demon with even a hint of uncommon amiability.
   

        Then, for the whole night, he exercised his Secret Martial Art to speed up the assimilation of the Shadow Demon Field by Life Field of the Demon Idol.
   

        The next day, at seven in the morning.
   

        After ending his cultivation and accounting for simple personal hygiene, Casio pushed open the door, descended the stairs, and promptly made it to the dining room. A servant who had been waiting for him rushed to the kitchen and served piping hot milk.
   

        On the gleaming white plate were garlic bread, Khmeli Suneli sausages, pepper fried eggs, and other simple but delicious dishes.
   

        He sat quietly at his place for a while, enjoying his meal.
   

        A middle-aged man wearing white gloves walked in, none other than White Bird. Looking at Casio, White Bird had a complex expression, seeming almost like looking at a stranger. Though Casio was indirectly dominating them, White Bird could not, by any means, forget the experience of Demon Seed cultivation. The feel of one's physical body gradually growing stronger was fascinating to the point of madness.
   

        So, at this very moment, his eyes were full of bewilderment. He was unsure whether he was following a false lead or on the right path...
   

        "White Bird, you're here? Sit, the breakfast today is not bad..."
   

        Casio lifted his head, pointing to the plate across.
   

        White Bird nodded, and quickly sat down. But instead of touching cutlery, he thought for a moment and then passed on the news to Casio: "This morning, I received a report from Headquarters. The Biochemical Humans from the Sand Dust Organization have appeared in Fengnan City, and our personnel had an intense gunfight with them. The Transportation Department was hit hard with serious losses, resulting in the death of numerous brothers."
   

        "This seems to be a form of retaliation. 'Little Wang' commanded our Assassination Department and Antiques Department to leave for Fengnan City today, to join hands with the masters from the other two departments. To be on guard for the next step by the Sand Dust Organization, or even to retaliate. Besides, Jazz and Spade Q are both on their way; we might meet in Rain Mountain City, and then head to Fengnan City together." He paused awhile after speaking.
   

        Casio's eyebrows twitched, as he took a sip of warm milk.
   

        "Isn't it a coincidence? I can take care of two things at once..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Wait a minute, Fengnan City…" 
   

        He muttered this familiar name, his thoughts swiftly drifted back to when he first awakened his Retrospective Ability.  Due to the long time he spent in the Era of Retrospection and his experience was so rich and colourful from its start, Casio's memories of the first twenty years were somewhat blurry.
   

        But now that he thought about it carefully, many things came to mind.
   

        The orphanage, Zexi University, the Klamora Mountain relic.
   

        The Shadow Demon, an organization made up of the Ebony hunters.
   

        That archaeological event was a little strange, it seemed to involve a confrontation between different forces. Many students and tutors from the Antiques Department of Zexi University became innocent victims, and Casio was one of them. If it weren't for the awakening of his abilities spurred by the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant, his corpse would probably have decayed by now.
   

        Forever laying in that corrupted and dimly lit relic.
   

        Over a month ago in the real world, Casio, out of fear, temporarily left Fengnan City. But he swore on the train leaving the city that he would one day return.  It seems that the time has come.
   

        Suddenly, numerous plans and calculations emerged in his mind.
   

        In Fengnan City, Casio not only had to completely control the bosses of the Antiques Department and the Assassination Department, but also grasp the senior level of the Transportation Department and the Sales Department.  He would then use the intelligence network and connections of the Black Spade organization to fully investigate the archaeological event that occurred over a month ago. He needed an explanation.
   

        "How many senior members of the Transportation Department and the Sales Department will be meeting with us in Fengnan City?"  Casio said thoughtfully.
   

        "It should be all of them... if we successfully strike the Sand Dust Organization this time, there will be a summary meeting among the higher-ups..." 
   

        "Perhaps, the Vice leader, Little Wang, might even show up."
   

        The White Bird picked up the shiny silver fork and took a bite of the fried egg.
   

        Casio listened quietly without making any comments. His blue pupils deepened, turning darker.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        Outside the restaurant, the rising sun cast light through the green trees. Strips of golden light and clusters of tree crowns' shadows burst through the transparent floor-to-ceiling windows, softly illuminating the dining table. Three on the left, three on the right, six silhouettes in total.
   

        Among them, a blond man was taking his time drinking a cup of hot tea. As soon as he finished his tea, Shulan, who was dressed in a tight black and white uniform, put down a freshly brewed cup of tea, replacing his empty cup on her silver tray. 
   

        Casio picked up the second cup, took a sip and then set it down. Relaxing his body against the back of the chair, he immediately felt a soft wrap against the back of his head. Raising his eyebrows slightly, a fragrant aroma lingered on the tip of his nose.
   

        "Sir..."
   

        The gentle voice overhead lingered in the air, as Sonya extended her tender hands to massage Casio's shoulders.
   

        "Interesting... Is this the effect produced by the influence of the Demon Seed? Shulan and Sonya feel a natural closeness to me, not just the simple relationship of subordinates like before..."
   

        He thought to himself, his gaze slowly sweeping over the other high-level figures at the dining table. Almost all of the high-level figures retreated under his gaze, avoiding eye contact and daring not to look directly at him.
   

        Last night, Casio not only demonstrated the benefits of cultivating the Demon Seed, but also used a punitive ability. In a few seconds, all the high-level figures felt dizzy and nauseated.
   

        Their hearts pounded, and their palpitations reached a peak. It was as if someone had grabbed their hearts and could crush it with just a little effort.
   

        A sweet jujube and a big stick, it was quite effective.
   

        All the high-level figures were deeply impressed and felt a sense of awe. Not only that, but some of them continued to practice Golem Breathing Art  after returning to their rooms. They were like children who had got a new toy, full of the excitement of novelty.
   

        After all, this is a path to the supernatural...
   

        Most of the high-level officials conducted experiments on themselves, and they quickly received positive feedback due to the excellent initial results of the practice.
   

        The rich young man dressed like a playboy, and in reality, he was a playboy as well. He was often involved in debauchery and frequently attended high-end wine parties.
   

        Youthful, but so depleted. He often felt a faint pain in his kidneys at night, a clear sign that he had endured more than the average person could handle. He practiced Golem Breathing Art  for half the night yesterday, sleeping only four hours. He woke up this morning feeling refreshed and vigorous!
   

        The surprised rich young man immediately changed his clothes and ran around the manor. When he got back, he was only slightly out of breath, and didn't sweat much at all.
   

        His physical stamina had significantly improved from before.
   

        His heart was then even more eager for the Secret Martial Art Seed.
   

        This was a good thing.
   

        Similar to the rich young man was White Bird, as the actual controller of the Assassination Department, he was a former assassin himself. He had Hidden Injuries in his lungs and often coughed in the morning when the temperature changed drastically.
   

        But this morning, there was no usual phenomenon. His chest felt like he had eaten a throat lozenge, inexplicably comfortable.
   

        The scholar was similar, he suffered from headaches, and when handling too many files, he often felt a stabbing pain in his temples. It seemed the Demon Seed had solved this problem. The scholar found something strange while processing the files of the Antiques Department last night, so he deliberately took out all the files that needed to be handled for the next two days. After finishing, he was still full of energy.
   

        Compared to the above three, the young girl, Purple, was much more straightforward. Casio casually mentioned that frequent cultivation of Secret Martial Art Seed could greatly slow down aging, keeping one forever young and beautifying one's appearance.
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        Purple had paid special attention, even staying up all night. This morning, looking in the mirror, his whole person was glowing even though he hadn't slept a night, and he was in much better shape than when he'd had a regular sleep schedule.
   

        The small blemishes left by adolescence on his skin had faded and disappeared, and his originally fair complexion had become more like porcelain.
   

        These were their transformations, clearly presented before their eyes.
   

        So, when they came to the restaurant for breakfast today and saw Casio, a subtle change took place in their heart again.
   

        The resistance from being forced to convert into a Demon Seed and being controlled was weakened again. They were already willing to accept it somewhat.
   

        Some of them changed their minds quickly, and already started racking their brains, thinking about how to club the other senior members of the Black Spade "A" Organization and its two leaders with the same black color. That is to say, Casio's color.
   

        At the dining table, White bird relayed the information he had previously shared with Casio to the other senior level members. They planned to depart early, travelling from Black Sand City to Rain Mountain City, to meet up with Jazz and Black Spade "Q".
   

        Then they would all go to Fengnan City together to confront the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        As for the men gathered in Black Sand City, some of the elites would be taken along. The rest would be tasked with transporting antiques, moving numerous artifacts from the Sand Dust Organization into their own Antique warehouse. This was an important task.
   

        Therefore, the Antiques department and Assassination department needed to each leave behind a senior-level member to oversee and ensure the smooth progress of the work here.
   

        After some discussion,
   

        The person from the Assassination Department who eventually stayed behind was Red Tooth.
   

        The person from the Antiques Department who eventually stayed behind was Scholar.
   

        As for White bird, Purple, and Kuo who were going to Rain Mountain City with Casio. This time, he also brought along his subordinates, Bass, Pivot Orchid, and Sonya. They left at ten in the morning on July 22nd, boarded the train. The eighth and ninth carriages were all filled with members of the Black Spade "A" Organization.
   

        Two P.M.
   

        "Clang, clang, clang..."
   

        A black-green double-decker train whizzed forward on the metal tracks. White steam billowing from the top and it accelerated rapidly.
   

        Casio pulled back the white curtain, watching the fine rain hitting the glass, splattering layers of mist. The scenery outside the window was blurred into a cluster of greens and blacks, and he could barely make out the passing trees lining the road. Cold wind blew in through the half-inch-wide gap in the window, and faint splashes of water splattered in.
   

        The blonde youth propped his elbow on the edge of the window, his thumb pressed on his temple, and his index finger pressed on the cross indent on his forehead. For some reason, he didn't feel well now. There was an inexplicable sensation of palpitation in his chest, in both hearts.
   

        Something important seemed to be going to happen soon.
   

        He didn't know whether it would be good or bad, it was just an intuition.
   

        However, for fighters at this level, whose Essence, Qi, and Spirit had been honed beyond the limit and even possessed Qi, sometimes they really had premonitions of things that were going to happen in the future, quite accurately.
   

        Some fighters liked this wonderful premonition, but Casio disliked it. Because that meant something out of the ordinary would happen in the future, out of his control, it was an unknown variable.
   

        If possible, he would rather dispel all the mists before him, flatten allinstabilities, now, past, and future. This would give Casio a greater sense of security.
   

        Only then would he be able to live a peaceful and stable life.
   

        He slightly turned his head and glanced at the train carriage glass. The surface reflected Casio's face, with the indent on his forehead glowing faintly.
   

        "If there is anything that I completely don't understand about myself, it would probably be the shards of the door..." He reached out his finger, knocked on his forehead, where the shards were located.
   

        "What is the function of the shards of the door? Why are the core members of the Door Organization so eager for them? The Peacock mentioned at the Mensa Church that the shards of the door seemed to allow one to return to their youth, and continue on the path of martial arts..." Casio frowned, "The information is too scarce..."
   

        During the Era of Retrospection, they had also attempted to pry relevant information from the captured Black Peacock. But they achieved nothing, only some indirect information. For example, the ages of the Black Peacock and the Purple General, both of them were around forty.
   

        A forty-year-old fighter, no, a peak veteran fighter at forty. This was an extraordinary speed of cultivation.
   

        Furthermore, the Black Peacock revealed that he did not start practicing Secret Martial Arts from a young age. Instead, he converted halfway, studying secret techniques.
   

        All the information pointed to one thing.
   

        The shards of the door had hidden uses, and the Door Organization should know the specific information. It certainly not only had the negative effect of inducing Casio into Dark Biological Transformation, but it also must contain positive effects. He was looking forward to the moment he unveiled the veil of the shards.
   

        July 22nd, exactly at six in the evening.
   

        "Whoo~"
   

        A shrill whistle drifted into the train station as a black-green metal python belched black smoke. Twilight dispersed at both ends as the train headlights, like an oncoming meteor, arrived abruptly.
   

        Six-oh-five PM.
   

        Four senior officials from the Antiques and Assassination Departments of Black Spade Organization left the station, hitching rides on several cars headed for the Rain Mountain City branch.
   

        Six-thirty PM.
   

        Casio arrived at the Black Spade Organization's Rain Mountain City branch, warmly received by the already present Black Spade Jazz, who couldn't sing Casio's praises enough. He was quite pleased with Casio's formidable capabilities and high efficiency, even jokingly vowed to let Casio succeed him as the head honcho of the Assassination Department.
   

        Six-thirty-one PM.
   

        Casio became the head of the Assassination Department.
   

        Six-thirty-five PM.
   

        Black Spade Jazz was warmly welcomed by people like White bird, Purple, and Kuoshao, and joined the new Black Spade Organization group.
   

        Seven PM.
   

        The de facto leader of the Antiques Department, Black Spade Professor, sauntered in late, immediately inquiring about several hundred antique items confiscated from Sand Dust Organization. He was in high spirits, particularly admiring Casio who contributed the most to this raid. After few drinks, he proposed, in front of Jazz, that Casio join the Antiques Department as he believed such talent should shine in that department.
   

        Everyone was having a grand old time.
   

        Seven-oh-five PM.
   

        Casio became the head of the Antiques Department.
   

        Seven-ten PM.
   

        The dining room of the Black Spade Organization's Rain Mountain City branch.
   

        The scholarly, cultured professor was sobered up with wake-up tea. He blinked open groggy, flushed eyes to find everyone looking at him, with his old friend Jazz conveying a strange, complex look. The professor sat up on the sofa.
   

        He asked in a slurred voice,
   

        "What happened? Why... why are you all staring at me?"
   

        Then a handsome blond youth walked over from afar. White bird, Purple, and Kuoshao abruptly yet crisply addressed him as 'sir.' His old friend Jazz opened his mouth, displaying a conflicted expression before quietly uttering the 'sir' title.
   

        Tap tap tap…
   

        The clear footsteps grew closer before stopping.
   

        The professor lifted his head to see a man in a black trench coat standing two meters away, expressionless, his blue eyes tinged with red. He emanated an inexplicable oppressive strength and deterrence.
   

        Cold and aloof.
   

        His aura compelled people to want to bow in submission.
   

        Perhaps due to the effects of alcohol, the professor swallowed uneasily, following suit in addressing him as 'sir.'
   

        The blond youth suddenly smiled, nodding his head. There seemed to be a spark of admiration in his eyes, as if he was recognizing a stalwart figure who knew the score.
   

        He turned on his heel, leaving.
   

        Only his words were left echoing in the dining room,
   

        "The train leaves at eight-thirty tonight. Get ready by seven-thirty to leave the branch. Should arrive in Fengnan city by eight tomorrow morning…"
   

        Outside the dining room, there was a heavy moon, casting mottled shadows on the trees.
   

        Bursts of evening wind slapped against Casio's face, as he slowly opened his palm, a tricolor aura of red, purple and black dancing and ascending from the center of his palm.
   

        Almost like a multicolored ember.
   

        "Sand Dust Organization, Blood Spirit Association, the Devil's Book... none of what passes through my hands can be taken by anyone else..."
   

        snap! His palms joined tightly, gripping fiercely.
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        That night.
   

        Fengnan City, a group of buildings known as the Water Cloud Guild Hall.
   

        From the outside, it looked like any normal guild hall with its tall white walls, cast iron gates, nestled among green trees and having a majestic roof. A few people, garbed like security personnel, were stationed at the entrance.
   

        In the veil of the night, the red and blue embers of lit cigarettes flashed intermittently.
   

        If one were to look beyond the tall walls from the bird's eye view, they would realize that the Water Cloud Guild Hall was not ordinary. Its layout was lax on the outside yet strict within, unlike any regular guild hall.
   

        Inside the building complex, streetlights cast their warm yellow glow evenly across the ground at regular intervals. Men dressed in snug black uniforms patrolled back and forth, their eyes cold and alert, immediately investigating any trace of movement in the darkness.
   

        Each of these men had a handgun at their waist and well-muscled bodies. One look was enough to reveal the nature of their work, the same as the color of the uniforms they wore.
   

        The complex housed many buildings, some pitch black, others lit bright. The street outside was patterned with trapezoidal pieces of bright yellow light, illuminating even the small pebbles on the pavement.
   

        The largest building of them all, however, was brightly lit as always.
   

        On the second floor was the meeting room.
   

        Several silhouettes huddled beside a long dark red wooden table, their respective discerning gazes interlocking. The tension in the room was palpable, a dense and frozen air engulfing the chamber.
   

        Their glances darted about, eventually settling on the man seated at the head of the table. He sat tall and upright in a red leather recliner as if his spine were made of iron. Both his hands rested on the table, fingers intertwined. His gentlemanly hat partially covered his face, leaving only the sharp contours of his nose and his stubble-covered chin visible. His thin lips, pressed together lightly, emanated an aura of stark intensity.
   

        Something to pay attention to was the pair of white gloves he wore.
   

        A distinctive velvety texture, branded on the back.
   

        They bore a spade-shaped "J".
   

        He remained as still as a statue, waiting a good five minutes before finally lifting his head, revealing his deep blue eyes. His gaze leisurely swept across the room, laying eyes on all the men present.
   

        "According to the telegraph news received this afternoon, the Antiques Department and the Assassination Department have made excellent progress in their counterattack against the Sand Dust Organization. You know what? In just one day, no, strictly speaking, less than a day, we've taken over an important transportation node in Black Sand City — an antique transit warehouse belonging to the Sand Dust Organization. We've seized a hundred priceless antiques," the man paused briefly, before continuing.
   

        "Not only that, but they also inflicted heavy losses on the Sand Dust Organization in yesterday's operation. Several high-ranking assassins were killed. Six members within the top sixty ranks of the Sand Dust Organization were taken down. Three among the top fifteen. Even the fifth in rank met his end."
   

        At this news, the men on either side of the long table shared glances, their tensed eyebrows seeming to relax a bit as they breathed silent sighs of relief.
   

        "Hehe…" Spade "J" chuckled softly, observing reactions from the crowd.
   

        "Do you know why I'm sharing this news? It's to compare the successes of these two departments against the mess of our Transportation Department! Once again, we've been robbed, with both transportation teams wiped out. They even had the audacity to attack us yesterday, causing us to suffer dozens of casualties! All of them were trained gunners, losing men and resources…" he tilted his head back.
   

        "The gap is just too big…" Spade "J" remarked, clearly disappointed.
   

        At this point, one of the men retorted.
   

        "Sir, we were ambushed by the biochem squad of the Sand Dust Organization. These biochemical humans are superhuman, fearless, and are regarded as the ace of the Sand Dust Organization. Some losses were inevitable…"
   

        Almost instantly, other subordinate voices chimed in.
   

        "Exactly, those biochemical monsters are too brutal, they are not even afraid of bullets and firearms, how are we supposed to shoot? The Firefox Organization was taken down by them, our gunners, no matter how skilled they are, can't beat those monsters…"
   

        "In my opinion, given the current situation, it's best we maintain our defenses or consolidate them. We should wait for reinforcements from the Antiques and Assassination departments. This is the only way we can withstand the ace of the Sand Dust Organization…"
   

        The room erupted with discussion, immediately filling the air with a flurry of voices.
   

        Zing!
   

        Suddenly, a flash of metallic glimmer gleamed across the meeting room, as a throwing knife whizzed through the air, plunging itself into the table.
   

        It landed right in the center of the wooden table, standing erect with the end slightly trembling. The blade was buried two-thirds deep into the table.
   

        Under the bright yellow light, its surface reflected a muted glow. You could tell from the look of it that this throwing knife was a custom alloy, designed specifically for aerodynamic spinning and sliding in the air. The point and edges were exceptionally sharp, a faint trace of a blood groove reflected along its edge.
   

        The silence that ensued was almost instantaneous, everyone in the room immediately held their tongues, casting fear-filled glances towards the head of the table.
   

        Spade "J" held his left elbow up on the table, balling his hand into a fist. Between the spaces of his clenched fingers, protruded the tips of three throwing knives, gleaming brilliantly in the light.
   

        "Have you all quieted down?" With a flick of his fingers, the blades vanished as if swallowed by his black sleeve. It appeared as if there was some sort of mechanism within his sleeve that could readily retract or dispense the throwing knives.
   

        Spade "J" tapped his fingers on the thick desk, his deep voice slightly hoarse, "I understand the significant impact of Spade Q's unconsciousness from serious injuries during the transportation task. However, now that I'm in charge, there's no room for defeatist talk. And furthermore, I refuse to believe that these so-called biochemical humans are truly invincible. It was merely due to the inadequacy of the handguns and submachine guns carried during the previous transportation task…"
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        "I've shipped a batch of high-power heavy machine guns from the sales department, along with hand grenades and other lethal weapons. There are also rocket grenades, but they're still en route."
   

        "The day after tomorrow... no, tomorrow... the rocket grenades should arrive in Fengnan City. Then, if the Sand Dust Organization tries anything, we can let them experience the power of explosive hot weapons. All fear comes from insufficient firepower. With sufficient firepower, anything can be killed."
   

        Plum Blossom "J" slowly stood up from his seat, as if about to give an inspiring speech. Suddenly, there was gunfire outside. 
   

        Bang bang bang...bang bang bang...
   

        It was a continuous sound, not just an accidental discharge.
   

        "Something's up! Let's go!"
   

        Plum Blossom "J" rushed out the door in an instant, followed by several middle-ranking subordinates. They all headed towards the Guild Hall entrance.
   

        Under the nighttime veil, thick clouds obscured the bright moon, engulfing everything in darkness.
   

        Suddenly, bursts of gunfire and shouting echoed from the entrance of the Water Cloud Guild Hall, occasionally punctuated by the muffled groans of bodies being torn apart.
   

        "Can't kill it! Can't kill it!"
   

        "It's them, it's the biochemical humans of the Sand Dust Organization!!!"
   

        "Those immortal monsters!"
   

        "Handguns are useless! Are the patrols here yet?"
   

        The gunfire abruptly ceased, leaving behind only the breathing of the dying humans in the dark, hissing like a leaking water pipe.
   

        From the shadows beside the gate and high wall, a sturdy man emerged. His muscular arm held a gunner from the Black Spade "A" Organization by the throat, suspending him mid-air. 
   

        The man's legs struggled, and his face visibly reddened. His right hand still clutched a firearm, while his left hand reached for his waist, as if trying to pull out a spare magazine and replace the empty one in his handgun.
   

        The moonlight was faint, revealing that the man was dressed in a tight leather jacket. His shirt gallantly displayed a deep "V", revealing his bulging, rock-hard pecs.  
   

        He had long brown hair that draped over his shoulders and had a wildness like a lion. Deep eye sockets, erect hawk-like nose. His eyes were a light red, indicating a numbness and contempt for life. 
   

        His lips were inexplicably coated in a bewitching purple.
   

        "Click, click..."
   

        The sound of the firearm parts colliding could be heard, and the man just watched the gunner load a new magazine, shakily aiming the pitch-black muzzle at him. He wasn't afraid in the slightest, only sneering.
   

        "Bang, bang, bang! Bang, bang, bang! Bang, bang, bang!"
   

        The gunner, almost out of strength and clutching his own throat, as if being squeezed by an iron vise, couldn't aim properly and just wildly fired at the man's body.
   

        Bullets flew and blood splattered. The gunner's eyes were bloodshot, his confused mind filled with one thought.
   

        Kill him! Kill him! Kill this monster!
   

        He fired all his bullets in one breath and mechanically kept pulling the trigger, even though the gun didn't respond.
   

        "Hehehe...hehehe..."
   

        The man, covered in bloody blotches and head bowed, began to shiver with chilling laughter. His laughter grew louder and even more frenzied.
   

        "Five in the lungs, three in the kidneys, two in the liver, the rest in the heart. You aimed quite well... Unfortunately, the heart is no longer my weak point. You should aim for the head, right here."
   

        The man lifted his left hand, his index finger bearing sharp nails dug into his own temple as if drilling. Blood spurted out, but his face showed an expression of virtually neurotic pleasure. It seemed as if he was soaring into heaven.
   

        "No, aiming here won't work either. The frontal bone of an immortal-level is impervious to even machine guns. Only the temples will do…"
   

        He started to mutter to himself, his state quite abnormal. He seemed like a severe patient who had escaped from a mental institution.
   

        Suddenly, the man's head violently jerked, and his eyes changed from a sick state to a bloodthirsty one. He applied more pressure on his hands.
   

        "Hehehe…" The gunner's legs kicked wildly as if he were a frog.
   

        "Die, puny, weak humans! Food should know its place as food, yet you dare hamper our operations!"
   

        "Who gave you fools the guts!"
   

        Crack! This was the sound of a neck bone being snapped.
   

        The man let go, and a corpse fell to the ground.
   

        Black boots mercilessly stepped on the corpse, pacing over it. The man in the leather jacket continued along the path towards the interior of the Guild Hall.
   

        From the shadows of the high walls, several black silhouettes emerged, their red pupils cold like snakes. They moved forward, shadowing the man in the leather jacket like marionettes on strings.
   

        A minute later.
   

        A strong silhouette is seen sprinting down Water Cloud Manor Road, carrying a dozen of guns and charging headlong into a crowd.
   

        "Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!"
   

        "Ah!!! My hand!"
   

        "No!"
   

        "Retreat, retreat!"
   

        The man in a leather jacket is like a tiger among sheep, his hands savagely tearing through bodies, reaping lives one by one. He makes a forward leap, and with one punch, he breaks a gunner's spine.
   

        With a slanted body, he crashes into a person, caving in their chest.
   

        The man in a leather jacket is not afraid of bullets, even if his black leather jacket is perforated like a wasp nest, he does not flinch.
   

        With a splutter, a hand knife coated with red energy abruptly slices through a person's neck. An artery bursts, and blood cascades down like a fountain. The man in the leather jacket throws his hands in the air and tilts his head, as if bathing in this warm liquid.
   

        "Click, click, click, click...."
   

        Footsteps echo from all directions, as all the black spade "A" organization members in the Water Cloud Manor converge on this location.
   

        He lowers his head, licking the delicious blood from his mouth corner. His lips, painted like a toxic purple, are stained with a hint of crimson.
   

        The man in the leather jacket claps his hands, smiling.
   

        "It's time to eat, tonight's dinner is quite abundant~"
   

        Suddenly, a vast number of shadows charge from behind. Like a wolf pack, they rush at the numerous gunners of the black spade "A" organization.
   

        "Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!" "Whistle! Whistle! Whistle! Whistle!"
   

        Handgun and submachine gun bullets create a barrage, completely covering the multitude of shadows.
   

        Yet, despite the blood splattering and flesh rolling, the shadows merely stagger backward under the impact, without being killed.
   

        "Use the machine gun! Use the heavy machine gun I brought in!"
   

        Plum "J" and several middle-level personnel rush to the scene. Immediately, about ten heavy arms are aimed at the approaching monsters.
   

        "Fire!"
   

        "Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop!..."
   

        Flames burst from the gun muzzle, like a dozen blooming flowers of golden red. A string of metal bullet chains rapidly fly out.
   

        There are immediate results, with some shadows being split in half.
   

        But the unfortunate thing is, they still do not die. Amazingly, they prop themselves up with their hands, moving as if their hands were feet. The ends dripping blood and organs, eerily terrifying.
   

        "Throw grenades, throw grenades!"
   

        Plum "J" directly pulls out a grenade from his arms and throws it.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Explosions echo one after another about several meters away. Flesh and dust explode, obstructing everyone's sight.
   

        In a trance, a shadow manages to charge through.
   

        Like a spear driven into a crowd, a bloody path is made, as gunners fly to either side like broken bags. The shadow is none other than the man in the leather jacket from earlier, his goal clear, directly aimed at Plum "J".
   

        "Fire! Drive him off!"
   

        Gunners protecting Plum "J" take action. While retreating, they try to use the impact of bullets to slow the man's approach.
   

        "Damn!!! Are heavy machine guns also useless? Is the Sand Dust Organization's biochemical human team really immortal, as the rumors say?" Plum "J" eyes glare angrily, his teeth clenched as he roars.
   

        "Of course! To you mere mortals, we are indeed immortal! You insignificant ants, thinking that with some toys, you can kill us? Hahaha…" The man in the leather jacket steps forward, defying the hail of bullets. His body is riddled with bullet holes, half of his body white with exposed bone.
   

        Flesh and internal organs hang from his surface, crazily regenerating.
   

        The man's face is in ruins from the gunfire, his face onlooking like a demon. His protruding teeth dripped with blood, he says, "You shouldn't have… provoked us…"
   

        "The audacity to raid the antique transit warehouse in Black Sand City, I don't know where you got your courage! According to intelligence, that group of despicable humans also headed towards Fengnan City. Just right, just right..."
   

        "The other squads are also near Fengnan City, call them all over for a hunting feast, they would surely thank me!"
   

        "Hahaha...hahaha!"
   

        Laughing wildly, a bloody figure violently charges at everyone. Embracing the rain of bullets with bare bones and rotten flesh.
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        At one in the morning, the Water Cloud House was completely overrun.
   

        Nearly all the Black Spade "A" Organization's gunners stationed inside the guild hall were wiped out, with only a few managing to escape. The senior-level transportation member, Rose "K", was severely injured and has been protected and carried away by his men.
   

        At 1:05 am.
   

        In a suburb of Fengnan City, there's a hidden manor halfway up a hill. In a brightly lit large building in the manor, a three-story high-rise, a meeting had been going on from 11 pm and is still underway.
   

        In the large meeting room, there were six towering silhouettes.
   

        All dressed in uniform black attire, there was a sense of austerity and solemnity. They wore white gloves signifying their identities.
   

        Each word and action exuded an aura of superiority.
   

        Apart from the Rose "K", who was stationed at the Water Cloud House, and Diamond "K", who was unconscious due to a serious injury from a transportation task,
   

        All other senior-level members were present.
   

        The entire sales department was represented, along with two from the transportation department.
   

        The atmosphere in the meeting room was somewhat tense. They are currently discussing the Assassination and Antiques Departments. From successfully seizing the Sand Dust Organization's antique warehouse two days ago to rushing forward to support now. The Assassination Department was mentioned most because what they needed most now was combat power.
   

        Over the past few days, the Sand Dust Organization was clearly showing a relentlessness and determined to stand against the Black Spade "A" in Fengnan City.
   

        This was a cause of both joy and worry for the Black Spade "A" Organization.
   

        What gratified them was that the Sand Dust Organization finally stopped hiding in the darkness and willingly exposed themselves, taking them head-on.
   

        From the understanding of the Black Spade "A" Organization's senior management, although it's true the Sand Dust Organization had seen rapid development and had powerful forces
   

        It still lacked the maturity of a well-established organization like Black Spade "A", which controlled a district's underground forces. This was a perfect opportunity to expose and heavily damage the Sand Dust Organization. An opportunity to remove their biggest obstacle.
   

        The worry, however, came from the Sand Dust Organization's Biochemical Humans.
   

        Because they hadn't experienced it themselves, a part of the senior management didn't believe in the existence of immortals, suggesting increased firepower to completely obliterate their enemies. However, others believed using mercuric compounds could be the answer.
   

        Some even felt that both methods should be used together.
   

        In summary, many of the top leaders in the Black Spade "A" Organization were quite apprehensive about the Sand Dust Organization's immortal Biochemical Human team.
   

        And for now, there is no good countermeasure.
   

        The only consensus they have at this point is to wait for support from the Antique Assassination Department and coordinate with the many gunmen already stationed at the Water Cloud House in Fengnan City. They were prepared for a decisive attack against the Sand Dust Organization, depending on their advanced weaponry and the number of human resources they had.
   

        Although the Biochemical Humans' team of the Sand Dust Organization was powerful, from the intelligence they'd gathered so far, only a couple of small units had made appearances. While they could indeed play a significant role, it was doubtful they'd have a decisive impact in a large-scale gunfight. The plan was to overwhelm any evil tactics with superior force and numbers.
   

        At 1:10 am
   

        "Ding-ding-ding…""Ding-ding-ding…"
   

        The brass telephone on the blackwood table in the corner of the meeting room suddenly rang. All the top-level officials stopped discussing and looked at both the Black Spade "K" and Black Spade "A".
   

        "Squeak," the chair shifted slightly backward.
   

        The closest to the brass telephone, Black Spade "K", got up and walked over, slowly reached out, and picked up the hefty handset.
   

        "Hello?"
   

        "Hehehe…"There was a low chuckle from the other side of the call.
   

        "Who are you!?"
   

        Black Spade "K" narrowed his eyes. He could hear the contempt and hostility in the caller's laughter. He was sure he didn't know the caller.
   

        "Please don't kill me… don't kill me!"
   

        Suddenly, there was interference on the phone, as if someone was begging for their life, accompanied by thudding sounds. The face of Black Spade "K" changed drastically — the voice sounded familiar. It seemed to be one of the Diamond "K's" key subordinates, a middle-management member of the transportation department.
   

        He was quite competent and as of now was stationed at the Water Cloud House.
   

        Could it be that something has happened at the Water Cloud House!?
   

        Rose "K" immediately asked in desperation, "Who exactly are you?"
   

        The person on the other end was silent, aside from agonizing screams.
   

        He immediately signaled the other executives that something had happened at the Water Cloud House. They needed to dispatch someone to investigate immediately.
   

        Then a voice from the other end came close again:
   

        "Who am I? Hasn't your Black Spade A always been against us? Now I just came to collect some interest in advance…" 
   

        The voice was wicked, with a fluctuating tone and volume. The caller sounded mentally unstable.
   

        "Sand Dust!!! What have you done to the Water Cloud House?"
   

        Black Spade "K" immediately recovered and questioned the caller. The other five executives at the conference table also stood up to listen closely. 
   

        "Water Cloud House? Hahaha! Of course, we killed them all cleanly. Ripped them open and spilled their guts, blood flowing like a river! This is the price you pigs who dare offend us have to pay! Sadly, your apology is too trifling, far from satisfactory. Tomorrow, I will come to collect more and more..." 
   

        Screams suddenly came from the other end of the phone, followed by the gasping breaths of someone on the brink of death. On the other side of the line, there seemed to be a bloodthirsty beast in the midst of a meal, the sound of tusks grinding against raw meat.
   

        Sticky, nauseating, it gave one an indelible chill from the depths of their heart.
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        Black Spade "K" trembled in his right hand, his eyelids drooping. He knew that transportation department backbone who had just made the static noise had been brutally killed.
   

        Across from him, members of the Sand Dust Organization were issuing a challenge letter, or perhaps they simply didn't think much of them, only wanting to deter and mock them.
   

        Black Spade "K" immediately counterattacked with his words and momentum.
   

        "Are you upset and flustered because a key antique warehouse in Black Sand City was completely raided?"
   

        "When the time comes, it'll just be about who has the bigger gun! Right now, a lot of my Black Spade A assassins and gunners are gathering. We'll see who has the bigger fist! Do whatever you want, Sand Dust Organization. In the underground world of Northflow Country, there will only be one voice!"
   

        Facing this kind of assertive tone, the other side erupted into a wild laugh, like a psychopath, amused by Black Spade "K"'s words. They replied: "Sand Dust Organization? It's nothing more than a dog we've raised! We granted them power and stirred them into action. We thought they had enough support to sweep through Northflow Country. It turns out…"
   

        "They're a bunch of trash who can't stand up straight. Despite having the Black Blood Seal, they were killed by ordinary humans! But it doesn't matter now. When the master wasn't at home, a wild dog had to do the work. Now that the master is back, all the jumping clowns can be eradicated! The mission of Sand Dust Organization now is completely over."
   

        "Remember our name, Blood Spirit Association! Hehehe..."
   

        The line was abruptly cut, leaving a sinister and chilling laugh echoing in the meeting room that took a while to recede.
   

        "Blood Spirit Association…."
   

        The senior members of the Black Spade "A" Organization, sitting around a long table, mulled over these three words. Their eyebrows were knitted tightly, a nameless dread overcame them.
   

        The Sand Dust Organization, who had always been at odds with us, is just a dog of the Blood Spirit Association? Based on what was revealed earlier, even the secret techniques of the Black Blood Seal used by the top fifteen assassins of Sand Dust Organization were granted by the Blood Spirit Association? What are they, really? 
   

        The atmosphere in the meeting room became severe to the point of the intolerable. A few minutes later, a subordinate came in to report that they lost contact with Water Cloud House. An investigative team had been sent out.
   

        Another ten or so minutes passed.
   

        Several senior members received an update that Club "K" had barely survived, escaped serious injury, and was now in urgent medical treatment at a branch manor. They left the meeting room and rushed to him.
   

        As the door opened, they saw Club "K", missing one hand, laying on the bed. His hair was disheveled, clothes stained with blood, his face showed signs of despair and ruin, his dull eyes stared blankly at the ceiling.
   

        "What exactly happened at Water Cloud House?"
   

        Black Spade "K" stood beside the bed and asked, trying to suppress his anxious emotions. He had never seen Club "K" in such a soulless state, so he kept his tone as gentle as possible.
   

        "They're dead... all dead... all of them…"
   

        "Handguns are useless, submachine guns are useless, grenades are useless, heavy machine guns are useless... they are truly immortal! Even if they're blown to pieces, they can still crawl and continue to fight with their hands and teeth..."
   

        Club "K" resignedly closed his eyes and mumbled to himself.
   

        "We can't win against them, the Sand Dust Organization has monsters who won't die! How can humans possibly kill these monsters?"
   

        "I was so naive before. Fifty-six brothers were killed in a few encounters, and those monsters even eat people!"
   

        Club "K" suddenly became agitated and stretched out his one good hand, grabbing hold of Black Spade "K". His eyes were filled with bloodshot, his face a picture of terror, a complex mix of pain and fear.
   

        He seemed to be on the verge of a mental breakdown.
   

        "Alright, calm down, calm down. Rest for a while, and then we'll talk slowly. We'll step out for now." Black Spade "K" reassured Club "K", and with a multitude of senior members, they left the medical room.
   

        More than half an hour later, they received the full details.
   

        Far beyond normal human speed, power, and reaction!
   

        Bodies that wouldn't die even if they were shot to pieces!
   

        Eating people!!!
   

        Is this the Bionic Army of the Sand Dust Organization?!
   

        No, it should be said that this is the Blood Spirit Association. The so-called Bionic Army is just the lower-ranking fighters of the Blood Spirit Association, assisting their subordinate forces, the Sand Dust Organization. The thought is terrifying. If the Sand Dust Organization is such a challenge, how powerful is the Blood Spirit Association behind them? 
   

        All of a sudden, everyone was filled with trepidation. The confidence they had had in the assistance from the Antique Assassination Department that was supposed to arrive that morning vanished in an instant.
   

        Black Spade "K" and Black Spade "A" contacted the vice leader overnight, hoping to receive a specific plan based on the current situation.
   

        Should they continue to fight or retreat immediately?
   

        The ultimate response was, continue to fight!!!
   

        Vice leader Little Wang pledged that he would round up the experts around Fengnan City overnight to provide strong support. Additionally, these experts weren't from Black Spade "A" organization, but an extra force. All of which possessed power beyond normal human limits.
   

        They could work with several departments to take down the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        Little Wang emphasized on the call that the assembled experts were extremely strong; they must be treated with respect. And during the fight, it's best to coordinate with their actions and let them take the lead. If all goes well, the opposing force could be quickly neutralized, achieving the direct decapitation goal.
   

        "Understood."
   

        Black Spade "A" hung up and let out a deep sigh.
   

        They didn't expect that the mysterious vice leader could even mobilize such externalities. They weren't helpless against the Blood Spirit Association either. With the supernatural aid, everyone was looking forward to it…
   

        Time passed, the darkness of the sky gradually turned into daylight.
   

        Fengnan City, Water Cloud House, had now become a territory controlled by the Blood Spirit Association. Not just the team that attacked last night, afterward, numerous Dead Blood has gathered and approached.
   

        Just among the team leaders of the same level as the man in leather jacket, there were quite a few, all stood quietly waiting at the door.
   

        It seemed like someone of importance was about to arrive.
   

        Seven o'clock in the morning.
   

        A black sedan smoothly drove across the street towards the front gate of the Water Cloud House. Finally, it slowly stopped in the open space.
   

        Click.
   

        Black leather shoes stepped on the ground, a dignified and powerful, stunning gentleman stepped out. In his hand grips a gold thread purplewood cane, exuding a certain aura of majesty.
   

        "Vice President Adam."
   

        Several team leaders of Dead Blood backbone immediately spoke with respect. The man in the leather jacket lowered his head, without a trace of arrogance.
   

        Because the man before them was Adam, the vice president of the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        Adam is one of the most formidable powers of the Blood Spirit Association, and also one of the highest-ranking indestructible power, standing atop the food chain of the transcendental realm. Half a year ago, he had just awakened from his slumber and took a few months to adapt to his new body, and is now beginning to be active.
   

        The man in the leather jacket only found out recently that Vice President Adam was going to intervene in this action against the Black Spade "A" organization. It seemed he wanted to use this victory as a proclamation of his return.
   

        "Hmm, how are things here?"
   

        Adam glanced at the unfamiliar face before him, during his long sleep, some subordinates changed bodies, and he could no longer recognize them.
   

        "Everything is going well. We took down one of Black Spade A's bases yesterday. It's where we are right now: the guild hall. We know the location of their other branch here in Fengnan City..."
   

        The man in the leather jacket immediately started reporting, laying out all the frontline intel that had been obtained, with not a single detail concealed.
   

        "Hmmm, good job. Come for half a drop of Immortal Blood..."
   

        Adam's casual comment was met with the man in the leather jacket's intense reaction. His breathing grew heavier, eyes glowing red, responding excitedly in the face of the envy from the team leaders nearby, "Yes!"
   

        The two of them then walked into a building, one after the other.
   

        Adam pulled out a palm-sized square box from his pocket, emitting a smooth and planar glow. It seemed like gold but not exactly, and like wood but not exactly either.
   

        The Cupan Magic Box, a treasure that has always been held by the Blood Spirit Association. It can draw the blood of the strong, transferring their knowledge and skills to others!
   

        This is a quite amazing special ability.
   

        However, what the Blood Spirit Association doesn't know is that, hidden inside the Cupan Magic Box is a book, a book called the Devil!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        At seven-thirty in the morning, wisps of fog rose over Fengnan City.
   

        Like a swarm of pale white, fluid pulp, it slowly seeped into the city streets in all directions. Pedestrians walking in the fog seemed as if their bodies could float away.
   

        Dreamily, as if falling into the clouds.
   

        At the foothills in the suburbs, an isolated manor, the Black Spade "A" branch.
   

        At the gate, several gunmen dressed in black uniforms slowly scanned the road ahead. On both sides of the road, the dense foliage peeked out intermittently, with the space filled with a thin fog, surging like a tide. At first glance, the whole open space seemed like an island in a white ocean.
   

        "Brothers, have you heard about what happened last night?"
   

        A gunman whispered, attracting the attention of others.
   

        "Do you mean the incident where Lord Plum Blossom K was seriously injured and returned?"
   

        A well-informed person quickly replied.
   

        "Yes, it seems there was a problem at the Water Cloud House; last night, the Sand Dust Organization made a surprise attack. Our losses were heavy; probably, dozens of our brothers were killed there. Lord Plum Blossom K barely escaped, losing an arm in the process..."
   

        The original speaker sighed, his voice tinged with worry and confusion. The Sand Dust Organization has been in conflict with the Black Spade "A" for years, and this has escalated quite a lot in the last month. A full-scale war is likely not far off.
   

        If a complete battle were to break out, all the brothers would have to fight desperately.
   

        "The Water Cloud House! Damn, I almost got sent there just a week ago. So lucky... otherwise, I might have been one of those dead…" A gunman appeared shocked, his eyes filled with lingering fear.
   

        He had initially wanted to go to the Water Cloud House. The Fengnan City branch located in the hillside suburbs was remote and lacked entertainment. On the other hand, the Water Cloud Guild Hall was located within the city limits, with convenient transportation. It was very easy to visit nightclubs or bars.
   

        After comparing the two, the Water Cloud House seemed more comfortable.
   

        But he didn't expect such a thing to happen last night.
   

        The gunman could only be grateful that he accidentally cheated death.
   

        "You are indeed quite lucky." The first gunman looked at his companion with a complex gaze, his voice low: "Do you know? The brothers at the Water Cloud House last night were not against humans! But against monsters that no matter how much you shoot, they won't die! Neither handguns nor submachine guns, even heavy machine guns or grenades, nothing worked!"
   

        "A fortunate brother who survived said he saw an attacker being split into two by a heavy machine gun. Yet, the upper half was still dragging a blood-soaked gut and fighting, using his hand as claws to crawl on the ground! Another one who had his arm shattered picked up his rotten arm from the ground, attached it back to his shoulder. Hell, it healed!"
   

        "Damn!" The gunmen cursed in unison. This was a fear stemming from a sense of unease, the fear of the unknown.
   

        With a gun in hand, there was always a bit of confidence. Because there was an understanding at that time— the enemy was also made of flesh and blood, and it only took a few shots to kill them.
   

        But now, the opponent was not human, but a monster. A monster that bullets could not kill. The gunmen instantly lost their trust in firearms, and uneasiness filled their minds instantly.
   

        "How can we contend with such monsters?"
   

        "The Water Cloud House had five or six dozens of elite gunmen…"
   

        "They were crushed so easily!"
   

        The gunmen were full of concern as they spoke animatedly.
   

        Suddenly, the dense white fog on the road ahead stirred slightly, creating a small vortex. From the vortex, three silhouettes slowly emerged, shoulders touching, their specific appearances unclear.
   

        The gunmen on guard were still chatting, but they quickly noticed the anomaly in the fog and turned their heads to yell out.
   

        "Who are you?!"
   

        "Stay where you are!"
   

        The three figures, however, seemingly ignored, kept approaching directly, instantly stepping out of the grayish-white fog.
   

        The leader was a youth of about twenty, with his hair dyed dark blue, curled at the ends, resting on his shoulders.
   

        His features were handsome but feminine, his gaze was exceedingly sharp.
   

        He was wearing a slim white trench coat, which made his figure appear slender, bordering on thin. Interestingly enough, the man in the white coat wore a black fingerless glove on one hand, its surface inlaid with brass. The glove featured an odd imprint vaguely forming a palm shape.
   

        The other two wore similar outfits, one gloved hand and the other bare. To the left of the man in the white coat was a tall woman dressed in black leather pants and a tight jacket. Her chest bulged against her waistcoat. A diamond earring hung from her right earlobe, gleaming slightly.
   

        To the right of the man in the white coat was a man wearing a black suit and a monocle, a wide-brimmed hat obscuring half his forehead.
   

        There was a subtle touch of danger about all three, with the man in white looking down on the many Black Spade "A" gunmen pointing guns at them with mocking superiority. A sneer formed at the corner of his mouth, full of disdain.
   

        "Is this how you Black Spade A conduct your hospitality? Get lost!"
   

        The man in the white coat didn't break his stride, the trio advancing in unison.
   

        "Click." "Click." "Click."
   

        The numerous gunmen's fingers twitched, ready to pull the trigger. But they found, oddly, that they just couldn't do it!
   

        They wanted to move, but found their limbs rigid. It was as if their bodies were bound by a pool of frozen air, every joint squeezed and wrapped. That invisible force was immense, as if a few liquid walls were restricting their movements.
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        "Damn, how could this happen..."
   

        The gunman gritted his teeth, using all his strength. Veins stood out on his forehead, sweat in beads from the heat, and his face became flushed, but all to no avail. 
   

        He looked at the three who were getting closer. Shockingly, he saw the man in the white overcoat reach out his empty left hand, slightly claw-shaped. 
   

        "Such weak humans, they're unable to even resist basic telekinesis. It's no wonder they can't beat that group of damn biochemical humans, and had to ask us from the Mentalist Association for help…"
   

        Just as the words fell, the man in white swung his arms to his sides. The air instantly rippled, as if two invisible giant hands separated the four or five gunmen blocking the doorway. Their feet mysteriously shifted on the ground, maintaining their rigid postures.
   

        It's just like they're gliding as if wearing ice skates on a rink. 
   

        Suddenly, a path leading to the interior of the manor was cleared. 
   

        "Let's go, let's meet the underworld forces of these humans. It's been a long, long time since I've been involved in the low-level disputes of the human forces. So boring, so uninteresting, nothing stimulating…"
   

        The man in white put his hands in his pockets, the whole person leading lethargically. The other two followed behind him, one on each side. 
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        As the leaders of their respective departments, the Black Spade "K" and Black Spade "A" met the three men in white and expressed their apologies. They were busy this morning, contacting all the Black Spade "A" organization's forces in North Flow Country, hoping to gather enough strength. 
   

        To gain an upper hand in the confrontation with the Sand Dust Organization.
   

        As such, they were unable to greet the men in white immediately. Moreover, due to yesterday's incident, the organization's gunmen were panicky, reacting to the slightest disturbance, causing the earlier rudeness.
   

        In a simply designed, spacious office, the light is bright.
   

        At this moment, the two leaders of the Black Spade "A" organization are humbling themselves a bit, as they just saw how tough the white-overcoat-clad men are. With just a wave, they immobilized all the senior officials in the meeting room—it was as if they were frozen.
   

        Black Spade "K" saw his own sidearm floating in midair, the gun muzzle pointing directly at his forehead, the trigger automatically being pulled. With a flash of firelight, he closed his eyes in fear. When he opened them, he saw a bullet hovering half a centimeter from his nose. 
   

        In an instant, Black Spade "K" witnessed the power of the high-level official's guest, truly a supernatural being.
   

        "I do not know if the vice leader has told you three about the characteristics and strength of the biochemical humans of the Sand Dust Organization? If not, I can have the people involved explain in detail..." 
   

        In the office, Black Spade "K" said after some thinking.
   

        "No need, just proceed according to your original plan. As for those so-called 'undying' biochemical humans of Sand Dust Organization, we will naturally handle it. It won't take much time."
   

        "We aim to end all matters today. I do not have the time to meddle in the petty disputes of human forces..."
   

        On the sofa, the man in white lazily leaned on the cushion.
   

        With legs crossed, he had a rather casual air.
   

        "Okay." Black Spade "A" and Black Spade "K" had complete confidence in the three who had been invited by the vice leader, and immediately exchanged glances.
   

        Black Spade "A" said, "We have already sent someone to the train station to meet the gunmen from the Antiques Department and the Assassination Department. Along with the personnel dispatched from nearby strongholds, and the assassins available from various branches, we will launch a three-pronged attack to recapture the Water Cloud House!"
   

        "The specific plan is like this…"
   

        As Black Spade "A" continued to speak, elsewhere.
   

        ************************
   

        Fengnan City, train station, on the platform in the early morning.
   

        About a dozen passengers waited for the train, some in warm overcoats to fight against the cold, others in just T-shirts, unafraid of the chill.
   

        "Whoo~"
   

        The train whistle sounded in the distance through the fog. 
   

        Soon, a steel train emerged through the mist, like a gigantic python leaping into the station, and the wheels gradually came to a stop.
   

        With the conductor's call, have the many passengers came out like sardines in a can. Numerous stern-looking men clad in coordinating black suits walked out from the last few carriages.
   

        Quietly waiting in a corner of the platform, they cleared a straight path through the crowd. A few seconds later, the senior management of the Antiques and Assassination Department walked out, while White Bird glanced behind him. 
   

        A blonde man clad in a black trench coat stepped onto the platform. His chiseled muscles could be seen as the wind blew against the fabric. He exuded an aura that had a sense of detachment, as if he and everyone else were in two different worlds.
   

        "Wind Elephant... he has changed so much..."
   

        White Bird murmured to himself. He barely recognized Casio. This man seemed to have gained unprecedented growth in an instant, and had a faint aura of being an unrivaled ruler.
   

        Even the person who used to be Wind Elephant was so different.
   

        Moreover, he had also acquired that strange power. Even though he had only been in contact with it and practiced it for two days, White Bird had already felt the horrific and formidable strength of this Secret Martial Art. 
   

        If the "Ace of Spades" organization had caught Casio's eye, assimilation was only a matter of time. Any struggle was futile.
   

        "The Transportation Department and the Sales Department have most likely sent people to come to get us. Let's go..." White Bird got back to her senses and announced to the other senior personnel. Thus, a large group of people from these two departments departed from the platform.
   

        They headed out of the train station.
   

        Sure enough, parked in the right-hand corner of the exit was a line of black cars, all of them were of the Black Cloud series. The car windows were tightly shut, giving a mysterious vibe. It was clearly that all the cars were sent by the organization.
   

        "Quite a number of cars, they've thought of everything..."
   

        The affluent playboy murmured and overtook the group, heading towards the cars. He had many friends amongst the upper echelons of the Sales and Transportation Departments and wanted to chat with them.
   

        He approached the leading black car.
   

        He moved out his hand and knocked on the driver's window.
   

        "Open up, this time…"
   

        Suddenly, with a creak, the window rolled down. A man covered in blood was sneering and tried to grab the playboy.
   

        The action was unexpected and swift. The playboy, as a normal upper-level member who had never practiced combat skills, could not react in time.
   

        Slap!
   

        The man's hand was caught by another large hand!
   

        Coarse, heavy, his contour was masculine and extensive.
   

        It felt as heavy as a brick and was as hard as an iron plate.
   

        The man paused in surprise, while the playboy took a step back in shock, revealing a blond youth behind him.
   

        The youth's face was impassive; his pupils were slightly red. For some strange reason, the man could see that the air around the youth was distorted as if it was blurred by intense heat.
   

        A terrible sense of oppression, like facing a natural enemy, passed on to him.
   

        The youth looked at him, much like the way this man looked at normal humans when he was hungry; extremely chilling!
   

        "Are you full?"
   

        Suddenly, the man heard a voice near his ears. He saw the blond youth glancing at the gunner corpses in his car.
   

        Their lips moved as if asking him.
   

        "I...I am full..." The man stuttered. It was strange, he was soaked in blood and appeared even more horrifying. But in front of the blond youth, he was gripped by an unparalleled terror that made him forget even to escape or attack.
   

        He even responded to the youth's questions without thinking.
   

        "Well, since you're full, it's my turn to eat..."
   

        Bang!
   

        Just as he finished speaking, the jetty exploded. The bloody man along with the entire car door was ripped out.
   

        His arm was broken instantaneously due to the immense force; blood and flesh were splattered everywhere. The remaining part of his body was thrown out and he began to scream in mid-air.
   

        His whole body then started to rip apart, and his flesh swelled up.
   

        Bang bang bang…!
   

        "Aaaaaaaaah…!"
   

        The man's body exploded, blood sprayed into the sky, the fragments of flesh raining down like drizzles.
   

        "Click, click, click, click, click, click..."
   

        All the car doors of the black fleet opened, and members of the Blood Spirit Association quickly emerged. They were all powerful, their eyes bloodshot, and their hands wrapped in bloody energy.
   

        "Kill these humans! Tear them apart!"
   

        A huge shadow was cast as they charged forward in a frenzy with the roar echoing.
   

        Like a hunting wolf pack, they charged straight towards Casio.
   

        "A bunch of low-grade Dead Blood, the dirtiest bugs. They don't even arouse my appetite for testing the echo strength of Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. How dull. Well, I'll make do anyway..."
   

        Casio slowly pushed his right hand forward in the air. Like a series of firecrackers exploding, shock waves filled the atmosphere with explosive power pouring out.
   

        "Southern Dipper Star Snake, Southern Dipper Explosion, Southern Dipper Echo..."
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        One, two, three, four, five ... a staggering eleven acupuncture points lit up brilliantly, flickering across Casio's body. When they were all connected together, it looked like a long serpent coiled up on the surface of his skin. The tail of the snake was wrapped around his sturdy waist, while the fanged and grinning snakehead overlapped with his palm.
   

        Casio's right hand stretched flatly in mid-air, as if the snake-body was slightly bent and prepared to strike, exuding strands of extremely dangerous aura.
   

        Tap, tap, tap ... tap, tap, tap ...
   

        Forward, steps came rushing in. Deadblood rushed with the speed of a cheetah, demonstrating a speed far beyond the human limit. All the assassins were like this; in the eyes of everyone in the Black Spade "A" organization, they were all flying black afterimages.
   

        "A bunch of sheep trying to hunt a majestic lion? Ridiculous!"
   

        Boom!
   

        The entire street suddenly made a loud noise; it was like a muffled thunder exploding on the ground, which made the bystanders' feet go numb.
   

        The concrete where Casio originally stood was directly crushed into powder by a tremendous force, setting off a cloud of stone dust. His robust body squeezed the air, like a train roaring into the station.
   

        "!!!"
   

        Bam, bam, bam, bam!
   

        The train rolled straight down the street, and the black shadow that rushed wildly either flew backward or spun around in mid-air free fall. As if they were hit by a shell.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        Casio's spine trembled slightly, and his arm swung out like a spiral wind blade. The whole move was like swinging a giant python's tail in mid-air, soft yet powerful.
   

        This move was extremely fast and fiercely lashed onto the black figure that jumped towards him in slow motion. It directly stopped the impact of his wild charge, causing a momentary pause before he rapidly flew away. The entire chest, abdominal skin, muscles, and bones were all exploded. The internal organs inside were shaken into blood powder and a red mist exploded in the air.
   

        It did not end there. The Echo Strength exploded again, causing a second injury from the inside. It directly ripped the torso apart.
   

        By the time the black figure fell.
   

        There were only scattered limbs, a head, an arm, two legs. Scattered all around, the muscles were still twitching.
   

        One arm was not known where it had flown off to.
   

        Splat.
   

        Not far away, a wealthy young man was trembling and rigid in place. His face was incredibly pale. He reached out a trembling hand to touch his head and instantly touched five wriggling fingers. The fingers were gripping his hair, seemingly still covered with warm fluid.
   

        The wealthy young man gritted his teeth, took it down and looked. It turned out to be a bloody severed hand, with tendons and blood vessels hanging down from the cross-section. The five fingers trembled disorderly due to muscle memory and nerve endings, seemingly trying to bend inwards to grab something.
   

        "Fuck!"
   

        He was so scared that he threw the severed hand away. The whole person retreated frantically for five or six steps. His lips, which were originally somewhat bloody, were incredibly pale, and his face was full of panic. He looked haggard - even more so than after a sleepless night.
   

        The one-sided massacre on the battlefield was still ongoing.
   

        In slow motion, Casio leisurely crossed the streets. His face was indifferent and cold, with no emotional fluctuations. He lightly flapped his arms, unfolding the basic flapping, entangling, piercing, and biting forms of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist in the air.
   

        Every attack he made was done precisely, blocking the direction where the black figure would advance in the next second. Not a single bit was off; not even slightly deviated. It was as if the Deadblood had committed suicide by hurling their vulnerabilities at him, none of them was able to even touch Casio's robe.
   

        "It seems that the Echo Strength's internal second explosion is more effective on the undead creatures like Deadblood than the Deathfang Power..."
   

        Casio pondered in his heart, turned around, and swiftly punched three black figures flying off. Those shadow figures slid away at high speed, hitting the wall of the street like a stack of arhats. Firmly sticking to the surface, it looked like a hanging painting. Before the shadow figure could struggle, the Echo Strength exploded, and blood burst out immediately.
   

        The splashed flesh and internal organs smeared across an entire wall.
   

        With a puff, a claw-like arm directly pierced a black figure. It came out from the back of his chest, still clutching a bloody heart in his hand. With a slight squeeze, it instantly burst.
   

        Casio withdrew his right hand. His muscles vibrated slightly, and all the viscous blood droplets were shaken off. The skin became clean and tidy again.
   

        Thud, the lifeless Deadblood fell to the ground.
   

        Boom, boom, boom ... Gunfire came from behind. It seemed that some fish that got away were afraid and chose soft targets.
   

        Swish! Casio disappeared from the spot like a flash of light.
   

        When he appeared again, he had leaped tens of meters and stood behind two black figures who were pouncing towards the crowd. One of the Deadblood, either sensed with acute perception or simply wanted to divert target towards another crowd. Like a cheetah, it changed directions, its face was ferocious as it was about to rush to the left.
   

        However, a large hand with fingers spread wide came out from the corner of the eye, covering the entire face of the black figure. An irresistible force pulled inward, smashing the black figure's head against another skull that was also grabbed.
   

        Crack!
   

        A red and white paste exploded in front of Casio's chest, like a burst water balloon. The two heads were pressed together, the skull collapsed inch by inch, and the cracks fit each other. In an instant, two heads were kneaded into one by a terrifying force, and it was impossible to tell whose head was whose. The blood-stained hands were released, and what fell to the ground turned out to be two bodies sharing one head.
   

        With a splat, the right leg disappeared from the spot and lashed heavily on the last black figure who had been scared silly on the side. The Deadblood flew wildly, smashing a dent into the body of the Black Cloud Sedan. The wheels wobbled from side to side, almost flipping over from the tremendous force.
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        "Hiss..."
   

        Casio turned slightly, exhaling two trails of hot air from his nostrils.
   

        "Ambushed, it seems the situation isn't so great for the Fengnan City branch." He began to stride forward, his shoe stepping over the corpse of a Shadow Demon as he approached the flabbergasted crowd.
   

        The entire battle shockingly lasted only a few seconds!!!
   

        The members of the Black Spade "A" organization witnessed a battle so brief it was unbelievable, so decisive it bordered on fantastical. The general flow was overwhelming waves of enemies charging in, then one by one exploding in the air as if struck by a train. Any stragglers who managed to get through towards the crowd were no sooner met with surprise, than they were instantly crushed by Casio as he appeared.
   

        This left some people with expressions of panic frozen on their faces. The anxiety stuck somewhere between rising and falling, leaving them uncomfortably suspended. Of course, others were simply shocked, awed by Casio's extraordinary, terrifying strength.
   

        They had never seen such domineering crushing force before, similar to a tyrant dragon preying on its meal, charge in and bite them to death! Two steps were sufficient, any resistance futile.
   

        He moved so fast that they could hardly perceive his silhouette, the likes of White Bird were clueless as to how Casio had suddenly appeared behind those two Shadow Demons. His strength easily overturned a car, one demon was kicked away, almost bursting the Black Cloud car parked by the street.
   

        "So this is the power of a trained Secret Martial Art Seed?"
   

        "He's practically a superman!"
   

        "If I practice diligently, could I reach this stage too?"
   

        "If I could command such power."
   

        "If I could run faster than a train…"
   

        "If I could smash a sedan with one punch…"
   

        All senior members of the Black Spade "A" organization descended into their fantasies, captivated by these four 'ifs'. The first-hand visual impact was vastly different from any verbal description. Clearly, they were deeply shocked.
   

        In their minds, the brutal image where Casio played with the two crushed heads was replaying. Both horrifying and fascinating.
   

        Instantly, all senior members showed a universal eagerness. Including those who had already adjusted their mindset, like the rich youngsters.
   

        "Boss… the boss is as terrifyingly strong as a superman!"
   

        "All enemies were wiped out within seconds…"
   

        "Too scary, like a monster…"
   

        Several top executives muttered to themselves, some were excited, some dazed. Casio, whose hearing was sharp, caught the last remark and shifted his gaze towards Purple.
   

        His face was as hard as steel, his eyes deep, his eyebrows shadowed. He began to stride over, blood splattered across his face, giving an eerie grin. The scent of blood was pungent.
   

        "Sir, what…what's wrong…"
   

        Wearing a purple dress, the beautiful young lady looked somewhat fearful. She was taken aback by Casio's unexpected attention and involuntarily retreated two steps.
   

        At that moment, she had the feeling of being targeted by a menacing beast.
   

        Sweat sprang from her pores as a chill ran down her spine.
   

        Casio looked at the cowering Purple and wiped the blood from his face: "Remember, this isn't called monstrous. This isn't the power of a monster, but the power of a human, a Secret Martial Art cultivator! We develop our bodies, push through limits, hone every muscle, and temper every bone. We are truly human, so how can we be called inhuman monsters?"
   

        "If, in the future, you cultivate a Secret Martial Art Seed and your body evolves, with muscles exaggeratingly distorted, don't feel like you are not human. On the contrary, only being truly human, can one evolve to this extent. In fact, real monsters are those just eradicated by me. They are the dark creatures lurking in the shadows of human society. As you are following me, sooner or later, you will engage in battles with these creatures…"
   

        "In the future, I will explain it to you slowly…"
   

        Casio stopped speaking, his eyelids slightly lowered. What he said was absolutely correct. He was not a monster, but simply a pure human who had journeyed far on the path of Secret Martial Art Physique.
   

        Sometimes, the explosive demeanor of putting forth one's full strength in a battle can exceed human cognitive imagination, deliberately mistaken for a monster by the opponent. As for those dark creatures who cried out 'monster' before their death, obviously, they were not speaking the truth. Most likely, their spirit was disordered due to being beaten, falling apart emotionally before death, hence maligning and slandering Casio on purpose.
   

        Attempting to shake Casio's will in such a way can be said to be quite malicious.
   

        As for whether they could succeed, obviously, they could think again. Casio's mind was extremely firm, no matter the form of his body. As long as he felt in his heart that he was a human, then he would remain a human!
   

        Besides, he said these words in preparation for those who would cultivate the secret martial art seeds subsequently. The demon seed comes from the demon statue's secret martial art, the life field of the demon statue could potentially alter the cultivator's life form, an unavoidable mild side effect.
   

        What Casio wanted to say was, even if the future Demon Seed cultivators cultivate their combat forms beyond resembling a human, looking even more like a dark creature than a dark creature themselves, they should still grip the enemy's head with resolution and confidently shout, "I am a human!"
   

        On the streets, many high-ranking members of the Black Spade "A" organization watched Casio's serious figure, nodding in bewilderment and unconditionally agreeing. They didn't fully understand, but they could learn.
   

        In the future, whatever the grown-ups did, they would follow suit!
   

        Only in this way can they become genuinely powerful humans.
   

        "Let's go, to the Fengnan City Branch. The Blood Spirit Association behind the dust storm has already made its move, they are likely to take action today."
   

        Casio said after contemplating for a while.
   

        Immediately, the high-level officials and gunners of both departments got into the Black Cloud car. The convoy headed towards the branch.
   

        On the other side, Black Spade "A" organization Fengnan City branch manor.
   

        A team composed of assassins and gunners had already set off dozens of minutes ago, heading towards the Water Cloud House.
   

        The Black Spade "A" and Black Spade "K" initially planned to wait for the personnel of the Antiques Department and Assassination Department to gather at the branch before counterattacking. However, the three masters providing support expressed that they did not want to waste time. Their presence was sufficient, and the so-called support was not of much use. They claimed that as long as they joined the fight, seemingly troublesome enemies would naturally be defeated.
   

        On this matter, Black Spade "K" originally wanted to argue. But he thought that it was indeed on point, these three masters who came as support held some magical mental powers, and were likely to play a major role in the fight.
   

        Furthermore, the vice leader Wang once stated on the phone that they should obey the three's opinions. Therefore, he eventually raised no objections.
   

        At 8:15 in the morning, urban area, Water Cloud House.
   

        Inside the guild hall, many members of the Blood Spirit Association gathered, already prepared and waiting to slake their thirst with the enemy's blood.
   

        A few team leaders, wearing clothes vastly different from ordinary Blood Spirit Association members, stood at the very front, checking the time periodically. A hefty man with heavily purple lips stated: "The Vice President seems to have friends coming over, the upcoming operation will be carried out by us alone…"
   

        "Proceed according to the originally agreed plan, just set off."
   

        The rest of the team leaders nodded, announcing the operation to their subordinates in the same manner. Immediately, the numerous Blood Spirit Association members formed their teams, departing in batches. Leading the group at the forefront was the man with purple lips and leather clothes. Just as they had left the main road nearby the guild hall, footstep sounds came from the crossroad ahead. 
   

        The man in the leather jacket raised his hand, motioning his subordinates to stop.
   

        The next second, three sturdy figures appeared from around the corner, all wearing black brass fingerless gloves.
   

        Upon facing each other, they confront one another at the turn of the road.
   

        "Inferior human beings without any talent, daring to initiate an attack, who gave you the courage? Not hiding inside your turtle shell, but actually coming out to court death?" The curly-haired man with seemingly lazy aura stretched out his right hand.
   

        His eyes were full of arrogance and contempt.
   

        "Hehe, hahaha!" The man in the leather jacket burst into laughter instantly, his mouth growing wider and the crimson in his pupils almost appearing to liquify and fall: "It's been a very long time since a human dared to speak to me like this...it's quite nostalgic..."
   

        "Inferior humans!" "Abject mortals!"
   

        The voices of the two reprimanding each other resounded almost simultaneously, their eyes met, the murderous intent burning like fire: "Go to hell!"
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        Two arrogant beings, upon disagreement, have no alternative but to battle.
   

        The man in the leather jacket suddenly lunges forward, instantly accelerating his speed far beyond the norm. He quickly extends his right hand, retracting his sharp nails into his palm, instantly tearing open a wound. A rich, blood-red energy suddenly emerges.
   

        It lengthens inch by inch, taking shape inch by inch. It eventually forms into a longsword with only a blade, measuring about half a meter long.
   

        He keeps his eyes locked on the curly-haired man, with a vicious glare. He swings his red sword, turning it into a red line aiming towards his opponent's body.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        A gust of wind blows across, stirring the fallen leaves and sand on the ground.
   

        The leaves are swept upward, as if they have encountered a sturdy wall of air. Strangely suspended in midair before gently falling, behind this wall of air, the curly-haired man's hand in the air makes a grasping motion. He directs his icy gaze towards the oncoming man in the leather jacket.
   

        The overly rapid Dead Blood captain, who was so fast he left afterimages, suddenly slowed down. The surrounding air seemed to congeal into a viscous glue, offering great resistance. Every action requires tremendous effort.
   

        The man in the leather jacket, who was originally quick and fierce, now seems to be trotting, with the motion of his right hand swinging the sword unbelievably slow.
   

        "Hmph! You are indeed a transcendent being with some unusual abilities. But it's far from enough!" the curly-haired man sneers. He slowly closes his left hand, compresses the air, trying to make a fist.
   

        The air in front of him responds to the curly-haired man's action, becoming even more viscous in an instant. Its state shifts from mildly fluctuating to transparent, then from transparent to semi-transparent. Visible to the naked eye, it seems to have become a gelatinous object.
   

        The man in the leather jacket is trapped in this pile of gelatin, with unceasing pressure from all directions. Like a pulsating stomach, it grinds and digests its food!
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        The skin on the surface of his body suddenly cracks, torn open by the external pressure revealing nearly a hundred wounds. His blood gushes out, instead of falling to the ground, it spreads along the original trajectory in the air, like winding blood snakes.
   

        "Just that." The curly-haired man's lips curl into a mocking smile, his left hand's five fingers are about to clench tightly.
   

        However, a roar rings out in the air, and the man in the leather jacket is enveloped in a red light. It seems that a layer of liquid is gushing out of the wound and spreading to every part of his body.
   

        In an instant, his strength and speed skyrocket. The man in the leather jacket takes a step on the ground, and his entire person almost breaks out of the range of telekinesis.
   

        The curly-haired man is taken aback and immediately takes off his right glove.
   

        His two hands come together with a clap, making several complicated hand signs, dragging out an afterimage. Finally, his ten fingers intertwine, forming a fist.
   

        The next second, a great force from the air exerts pressure on the man in the leather jacket, making him stumble in his mad dash.
   

        His whole body is bent like a bow, as if he's bearing a large truck on his back. His feet sink deep into the ground, his body cracks open with hundreds of wounds, blood spurts out of his physique like a ruptured water bag.
   

        The man in the leather jacket roars deeply, like a beast.
   

        His eyes bulge out, his tusks bleed, glaring fixedly at his opponent.
   

        The curly-haired man's face is calm, but he breathes a sigh of relief inwardly. The next second, he is infuriated by his own reaction. He glances to both sides, his two companions have already made a move, using their telekinetic powers to crush the entire squad of Dead Blood on the ground.
   

        "How can mere physical strength possibly rival great telekinesis? Die!" The curly-haired man's blue hair flies about like a veil. He maintains his original gesture of his hands clasped in front of his chest, slowly raises his right index finger, activating his Seal Technique.
   

        This can be referred to as a type of psychological hint, connecting the hand sign and the telekinetic wave through relentless training over time.
   

        Thus, during battle, specific gestures are quickly made. One's telekinetic powers execute mental memory like programming, achieving instant explosion and amplification.
   

        This a special technique passed down by the Mentalist Association.
   

        The crossroad, in pale fog under faint sunlight.
   

        Three silhouettes face different directions, their hands held up at chest level, forming different seals. Waves of invisible force spread out in the air, pouring down like a waterfall, ruthlessly slamming into the Dead Blood squad, causing a terrible effect.
   

        One after another, the shadows wearing black are frozen in the viscous air, like bugs in amber. And then, they are bent by the enormous force, kneeling on the ground bit by bit. Their bodies rupture, bleeding red.
   

        For a moment, the entire scene fell into eerie silence.
   

        Only the sporadic sound of cracking bones can be heard.
   

        Boom!
   

        Finally, a member of Dead Blood is completely crushed to the ground, his entire skin cracks open with hundreds of wounds. The blood inside is compressed and squeezed out by the enormous pressure on his body.
   

        What should have been splashed out a dozen meters is instead wrapped and restricted by the surrounding solidified air. Ultimately, it forms a blood-red flower about two meters in diameter. A cruelly gorgeous bloom.
   

        Boom, Boom, Boom, Boom, Boom, Boom...
   

        The explosion of the first Dead Blood member seems to have triggered a chain reaction.
   

        In an instant, other members of the squad also explode under the pressure, one blood flower after another blooming. Only the man in the leather jacket remains, still advancing towards the edge.
   

        "Let's take him down together!"
   

        The curly-haired man with his hands clasped whispers, his face somewhat pale, with a few beads of sweat visible on his forehead.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Suddenly, the other two also exerted their telekinetic powers on the man in the leather jacket. At the same time, three powerful forces pressed down from the air. 
   

        Craaack... 
   

        The tiles under the man's feet gradually crumbled, turning red in the next second. He was unable to resist the suddenly increased telekinetic power and was literally crushed by the pressure from all directions.
   

        Thump, thump, thump, blood wildly spurted from his wounds.
   

        The curly-haired man let out a sigh of relief and relaxed his hands that were kept in a seal. His back was slightly cool, evidently, he had broken into a sweat. It may have looked like a one-sided fight from the outside where the opponent was controlled by telekinetic power until he was crushed.
   

        In reality, it had been extremely dangerous. Had the curly-haired man not used the seal to burst his power in time, he could have been outrun by the other's telekinetic range. If it came to close combat, the outcome would have been uncertain.
   

        In fact, if the two companions hadn't been there, it would have been hard to predict the outcome between the curly-haired man and the man in leather jacket. Because despite the curly-haired man's use of the seal bursting, he did not display an overwhelming posture. The man in the leather jacket was injured but could still advance. It would have come down to whether the curly-haired man's use of telekinesis drained him first, or if the man in the leather jacket's stamina was completely worn out.
   

        It seemed like a dangerous gamble where both parties were risking their lives.
   

        Fortunately, he won in the end.
   

        The curly-haired man withdrew his somewhat stiff fingers and glanced at the bloody corpses on the ground, especially the one in front of him.
   

        He snorted coldly, ultimately not speaking the arrogant words he had uttered before the fight. Turning to his two companions, the curly-haired man said, "According to our intel, there should be another team of biochemical humans from the Sand Dust Organization. The moment we encounter them, we launch an all-out attack. Don't give them time to gather their strength!"
   

        "Let's go!"
   

        Three silhouettes made their way along the street towards the Guild Hall.
   

        They had not gone far when they stopped. Shadows wearing neat black uniforms rushed out from the corner of the street ahead. Among them, there were strong individuals dressed differently from the rest, each radiating a dangerous aura.
   

        One, two, three, four...
   

        There were four of them at the same level as the man in the leather jacket they had just encountered!
   

        The hand gestures the three of them were about to form froze in place, and a fierce expression flickered on the curly-haired man's face. They wanted to retreat.
   

        From behind, scattered footsteps could be heard.
   

        A man drenched in red, with a ferocious look on his face, reappeared in their line of sight. He was cloaked in a blood-soaked leather jacket and his mouth was dripping with blood, "Heeheehee, surprise..."
   

        The man in the leather jacket's tusks continued to grow, "I'll have the Vice President drain every drop of your blood! I'm sure it will be quite delectable..."
   

        **********************
   

        Half a mile away, in another direction of the Water Cloud House.
   

        All the gunners of the Black Spade "A" Organization in Fengnan City were engaged in this battle, along with some assassins who had come to help from nearby branches. They had promptly formed an elite team of over a hundred people.
   

        They carried firearms and moved efficiently. Under the command of the senior-level of the Transportation Department, they managed to get close to the Water Cloud House before being discovered by the Sand Dust Organization. The two sides quickly engaged in a firefight.
   

        There were sudden bursts of gunfire, bullets whizzing, and debris flying.
   

        Inside the Water Cloud House, there weren't just members of the Blood Spirit Association, but also many summoned gunners from the Sand Dust Organization and even some seniors.
   

        Among them were some recognizable figures from the Transportation Department, who gritted their teeth in hostility. The frequency of their gun triggers seemed to have increased significantly, and their ears filled with the buzzing of gunshots.
   

        A wave of bullets came flying, and Black Spade "K" quickly dodged, hiding behind a corner. Cement splattered, sparking golden sparks.
   

        "It's the fourth-ranked Gun King from the Sand Dust Organization! He's aiming at us senior members!" Black Spade K shouted loudly, warning the others. Be careful, or we could all be taken out!
   

        "Splat! Aaaaahhh…" a scream echoed from not far off.
   

        "The third-ranked Blade Master! He's rushing over from the side..."
   

        "He's too fast!"
   

        "Quick, focus your aim and suppress him with fire!!!"
   

        A cry of excitement came from the right, the voice commanding was Diamond "A" from the Sales Department. As soon as the commotion on that side quieted, a cry of alarm came from the left side of the battlefield: "The Vice Leader of the Sand Dust Organization, "Warhammer", has appeared. Bullets have no effect on him!"
   

        "Use the grenades, throw the grenades! Hurry!"
   

        The sound of explosions filled their ears.
   

        Black Spade "K" felt a sinking in his heart, it turned out that so many seniors from the Sand Dust Organization had silently arrived in Fengnan City. Their original strategy of striking directly at the heart failed and quickly escalated to a stand-off, locking both sides in a stalemate.
   

        No, the Black Spade "A" Organization was at a slight disadvantage. Because a significant number of highly-ranked assassins from the Sand Dust Organization were present, they posed a considerable threat. Meanwhile, the Antiques Department and Assassination Department had not arrived yet.
   

        Their position was relatively passive.
   

        Everything was going south.
   

        The only consolation was that the Sand Dust Organization's immortal team of biochemical humans was nowhere to be seen on the battlefield. They were likely being kept busy by the three powerful fighters brought in by the Vice Leader. Given their impressive telekinetic powers and infectious self-confidence displayed this morning, they were probably dealing with the biochemical humans at the moment. They should be able to join in and support their own battlefields soon!
   

        If someone with the amazing power to stop bullets instantly appeared, the situation, currently hanging by a thread, would surely be rapidly overturned.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The assassins ranked in the top five of the Sand Dust Organization were indeed formidable, but they were still within the realm of humans. They would undoubtedly be crushed if they encountered those three individuals who were like superhumans, with no power to fight back.
   

        Therefore, what the Black Spade "A" Organization needs to do now is to sustain the situation, wait for the three men to show up, and clean sweep their enemies. Suddenly, realization dawned on Black Spade "K", who immediately took command, weakened the offense, and switched into a defensive countering posture.
   

        The Main Road in front of the Water Cloud House had been utterly reduced to rubble. The cars parked at the edge of the road had been shot into a terribly damaged state, with shards of glass strewn all over the ground.
   

        The cars hit by hand grenades were engulfed in raging flames, igniting the trees on the roadway's sides and instantly radiating intense temperatures around.
   

        The shops on both sides of the road hadn't escaped the calamity, as their buildings had different degrees of damage traces. This was due to the on-going combat between the two forces in the buildings within the alley, involving bullets or hand-to-hand combat.
   

        "Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!"
   

        Black Spade "K" held two guns firing crazily towards the other end of the alley, his footsteps never halted as he darted towards the wall behind him. The next second, a barrage of bullets shot past, kicking up rings of dust where they hit the ground. He groaned lowly, leaning his back against the wall.
   

        He was eventually shot, but the location of the injury was relatively off-centre.
   

        He still had over seventy percent of his combat power.
   

        Black Spade "K" exhaled a long breath, sharing glances with one of his subordinates about five or six meters away, signaling him to synchronize their movements and jointly rush into the side alley to fire madly.
   

        "Three, two, one..."
   

        For each number he mentally counted, one of the three fingers on his right hand gripping the black gun handle would squeeze it, until he had fully grasped it.
   

        Shush! Black Spade "K" darted out instantaneously, just as one of his subordinates did. However, his comrade suddenly collapsed with a thud, falling to the ground.
   

        Black Spade "K"'s pupils contracted as he executed a roll on the spot, evading the enemy's bullets in the alley. After a few jumps, he rushed into a building by its wall. He peered from the edge and saw his bloodied and reliable subordinate at the end of his line of sight, clenching his fist tightly.
   

        That elusive Gun King had already killed no less than ten people from the Black Spade "A" Organization in the battle just then. He posed a greater threat in the chaotic battlefield than any other higher-ranking assassins.
   

        Just within a few minutes of gunfight, the Black Spade "A" Organization showed signs of collapsing and was already in a situation dominated by the enemy. The Transportation and Sales Departments were fundamentally not combat-specific; both the number and quality of their gunners were somewhat lacking. Given the current circumstances, if it continued this way, the full collapse was imminent within ten minutes.
   

        Black Spade "K" suppressed his melancholic feelings, swiftly darting in a certain direction. Half a minute later, at the street end's corner.
   

        Three senior members suddenly converged, they were Black Spade "A", Black Spade "K", and Diamond "A". As for the other three members, two were still directing the battle, and one had already fallen to an assassin.
   

        "We have suffered heavy losses; there is already thirty percent of our personnel down! If this continues, I'm afraid it'll lead to a total collapse..."
   

        Diamond "A" was a Youth with a buzz cut, looking very spirited, but his face was now full of anxiety and worry.
   

        "Don't panic, stay calm! It's eight fifty now, the Antiques Department and Assassination Department must have already received specific news at their branches and are rushing towards the Water Cloud House. They will be here soon!"
   

        Black Spade "A," as the head of the Sales Department, reassured.
   

        "It's okay, we just need to hold on for a little longer. The strong individuals the vice leader invited will definitely..."
   

        Bang! A dull sound interrupted Black Spade "K"'s words.
   

        A silhouette fell into the street like a plummeting swift, first crashing into the wall and then falling to the ground.
   

        The two pools of blood that splattered were extremely eye-catching, a bright scarlet color.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough... cough, cough, cough..." The figure on the ground struggled and coughed. He barely managed to flip himself over.
   

        "It's the powerful psychic leader!!!"
   

        Black Spade "K" instantly recognized him, but the powerful and majestic image he had of him this morning had collapsed right before his eyes. The man lying on the ground was extremely disheveled, like a proud eagle with its wings broken, his pride, and confidence utterly shattered. The lower half of his slim-fitting white trench coat was torn, and the upper half was full of bullet holes and blood stains.
   

        His seaweed-like curly hair was matted in chunks of blood, tangled together like wild unkempt grass.
   

        His chest was caved in, three of his fingers were fractured, and five were twisted in irregular shapes. Only his thumb was still intact.
   

        "Hehe… it turns out… there really are immortal monsters... that can't be killed no matter how much you try... I have no qualms in losing..."
   

        The curly-haired man murmured aimlessly, his complexion deathly pale, evidently in a state of severe injury and nearing death.
   

        "The strong individuals the vice-leader invited... lost, they lost!?"
   

        The three senior members of the Black Spade "A" Organization were all equally shocked, they looked at each other, disbelief in their eyes.
   

        They're so powerful, how could they have lost?
   

        Are Biochemical Humans truly unkillable in the real sense?
   

        "You... you... hurry up and go.... those Biochemical Humans... are coming to kill..." The curly-haired man gave his last warning before his death.
   

        "Want to run? Too late!"
   

        A formidable figure suddenly appeared in the street, holding a headless body of a sexy, fiery woman.
   

        It was startlingly the only female among the three psychics.
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        "Jinli..." The curly-haired man coughed out fresh blood from his mouth.
   

        Tap tap tap tap...
   

        In an instant, a large number of silhouettes blocked the exit of the street.
   

        Shadow upon shadow, their eyes gleaming red, they resembled a wolf pack hunting their prey in a dense forest in the night. Brutal and ruthless.
   

        "It's over!!!"
   

        A sense of despair rose in the hearts of the trio. Even the three powerful experts with mystical abilities who were brought by the Vice Leader had all been defeated. How could they, ordinary humans, turn the tide?
   

        Black Spade "K" stiffened, his teeth chattering. His entire body broke out into a cold sweat, his clothing instantly soaked with sweat.
   

        He could feel that he had been targeted by the burly man in the leather jacket with purple lipstick. It was as if he was in the sights of a large sniper rifle, his heart firmly seized in a huge hand.
   

        Life or death was now merely a thought in the opponent's mind.
   

        "Hahaha, you're still the same weak humans, your despicable nature is not elevated by your powers. You actually thought you could kill me? It was simply child's play..."
   

        The burly man in the leather jacket burst into maniacal laughter. His blood-stained tusks resembling a wild beast more and more. He carried a strong oppressive aura as he slowly approached: "After I've completely devoured the three of you and sucked you dry, I'll turn you into mummies for my collection..."
   

        "Right, where is my head?"
   

        The burly man in the leather jacket pressed on the neck of his headless torso and instructed the subordinate who had taken his head away to return it and reattach it.
   

        "It's here..."
   

        Suddenly, a hoarse male voice rang in his ears.
   

        The burly man in the leather jacket turned his head rapidly, a fine line of blood blooming on his neck. Surprisingly, he twisted his own head off with a vigorously. His head teetering and about to fall off.
   

        But a pair of hands suddenly reached out and grabbed it in mid-air.
   

        The burly man in the leather jacket felt his vision spin, before locking onto a handsome face that suddenly enlarged before him. The vortex-like pupils were filled with an ominous color as if a blood vulture, a fearsome monster, was rushing out from it.
   

        It grew bigger and bigger, and finally opened its mouth.
   

        It swallowed all the light in its field of vision!
   

        "Aaah!!!"
   

        A severed head that had lost all signs of life was reinstalled on the headless body with a scream of terror.
   

        However, it couldn't be pieced back together at the seams.
   

        "Dead...he's dead!?" The curly-haired man, who was leaning against a corner waiting for death, had his pupils contracted. His mind was in a daze.
   

        He redirected his gaze towards the blonde man who had suddenly appeared. Just as he was about to take a closer look, he realized that the blond youth had disappeared like a ghost. Almost at the same instant, a dazzling golden afterimage appeared behind the stunned members of the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        A hand lightly tapped on top of each and every head.
   

        It was just like an elder reprimanding a youngster, a gentle pat.
   

        Pap pap pap pap... the sounds merged into one.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the blond youth was standing in front of the three seniors of Black Spade "A", with a blank expression.
   

        He slowly opened his mouth, his tone seemingly questioning.
   

        "Why did you act prematurely, deviating from the plan? I think, the three of you owe me a reasonable explanation..."
   

        As soon as his words fell, a series of explosions rang out. The three leaders and the curly-haired man all looked behind Casio.
   

        In their sight, dozens of undying Biochemical Humans stood in place like puppets, rigid as statues. Suddenly, the head of a Biochemical Human deformed and swelled before exploding with a bang.
   

        This sparked a chain reaction as one after another, heads exploded. It was as if a grenade had been stuffed into each of their heads!
   

        Bang bang bang bang...
   

        The rhythmic sounds formed a symphony of life fading away. Flat crimson flowers bloomed in mid-air, bringing about a bizarre, thrilling rain of blood. Each beautiful splash of blood represented a life paid in return. It was like a magnificent finale of a feast.
   

        In the end, only around twenty headless corpses were standing in place, akin to stump-like wooden stakes with their branches chopped off.
   

        "Hehehe...hahaha...cough cough cough..." The curly-haired man who had been knocked to the ground began to laugh. His laughter grew crazier and crazier, as though he was squeezing out the last bit of life in him for a mad laugh. Eventually, he broke into a fit of coughing and spitting blood.
   

        "As it turns out, you guys aren't immortal either!"
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        The rich smell of blood mixed in the wind, a handful of people felt as though they were in the midst of a slaughterhouse, witnessing the beheading of more than twenty pigs.
   

        The pungent smell of blood violently spurted out, spraying the bodies of Black Spade "A" and Black Spade "K", drawing trails of bloody streaks across their stunned faces. Yet, they stood motionless, as the horrific scene before their eyes was far more shocking than the nauseating smell.
   

        Amidst the rain of blood, Casio stood tall. A current seemed to form a film around his body, preventing the blood drops from touching him, his clothes remained as clean as before.
   

        "Heh heh heh…" An occasional dying laugh echoed from the corner.
   

        Under Casio's scrutinizing gaze, Black Spade "K" suddenly shivered, pulling himself together from the shock.
   

        Meanwhile, Black Spade "A" from the Sales Department was muttering to himself.
   

        "Did they really die? Were all those twenty Biochemical Humans slaughtered in one go? They are not going to resurrect, are they...?"
   

        "Aren't these monsters immortal?"
   

        "Immortal?" A deep, hoarse voice came from Casio, followed by a light laugh. "There is nothing in this world that is immortal, be it monsters or anything else. Even if God exists, it is likely to be killed! The immortality you believe in is simply an illusion, you have yet to find the right method. These things are called Dead Blood, from an organization called Blood Spirit Association, they are not Biochemical Humans. These low-level Dead Blood have two weaknesses: the heart and the skull. Higher level ones only have one, the skull. Of course, their bodies will mutate to protect these vital parts, such as hardening the skull or turning the bones in front of the heart into a plate…"
   

        "Oh... I see."
   

        Black Spade "A" muttered to himself, his gaze suddenly rested on Casio's hands which were wearing a pair of velvet gloves, the symbol of the Black Spade "A" organization's senior level, with a print of "J" on the back of the glove.
   

        "Are you Lord Fengxiang!?" Black Spade "A" cried in surprise.
   

        "Heh heh... that title needs to be changed..."
   

        Casio squinted and laughed, shaking his head slightly. Suddenly, a series of rapid footsteps came from behind him. It was the arrival of many members from the Antique Assassination Department. Leading them were Gentleman Black Spade "J", and Professor Black Spade "Q", along with four other senior level members of the organization.
   

        They all wore velvet gloves, and stood solemnly behind Casio, making their hierarchical position very clear.
   

        "Lord Fengxiang!"
   

        All the Assassins from Black Spade "A" organization shouted in unison, including the senior level members from both the Antiques Department and the Assassination Department.
   

        Black Spade "A" and Black Spade "K" paled and involuntarily stepped back. Their throats tightened as if they had choked on their saliva and couldn't speak. The back of their necks turned cold and they felt goosebumps all over their skin. It seemed that there had been some unexpected changes within the organization. Had the control of the Antiques Assassination Department changed hands?
   

        "Did you hear that? So..."
   

        The next moment.
   

        "Lord Fengxiang!!!" x2
   

        The voices of Black Spade "A" and Black Spade "K" were robust. They seemed not too young but had full energy when shouting these words. They looked remarkably spirited with their eyes shining with loyalty, as if they had efficiently served under Casio for many years.
   

        The dimwitted Diamond "A" who had unknowingly followed the two took his time to respond. His tone was dull and his expression confused.
   

        Behind Casio, Gentleman and the Professor raised their eyebrows. They admired the cunning ones who were at the top of their respective departments for their sharp judgment and ability to adapt quickly according to the situation.
   

        On the other hand, Diamond "A" appeared hesitant and green. He was the type that often found himself cornered.
   

        A few minutes later, Casio quickly understood the situation.
   

        It turned out that the vice leader of the Black Spade "A" organization had sent three subordinate nobodies urging them to expedite the plan. But their strength was insufficient and they were nearly beaten to death by a large group of Dead Blood.
   

        This incident had also resulted in heavy casualties in transportation and Sales Department.
   

        It was an absolute display of arrogant stupidity.
   

        Casio turned his head slightly to look at the curly-haired man in the corner who had passed out. His breath was faint, like a dying dog.
   

        If left unattended, he would bleed to death in a few minutes.
   

        "Saving such a fool would be a waste of my Vibration Energy..."
   

        He turned his head back, showing no hint of regret.
   

        "Alas, I didn't expect that the three experts sent by the vice leader could not fight against the Bio...no, the Dead Blood. They were so strong this morning, they are supposedly the top Psychics from the Mentalist Association and can even ward off bullets. I didn't think..."
   

        Black Spade "K" continued reflecting on the previous topic.
   

        "Wait, did you say the Mentalist Association? Are they the ones who hold an invisible psychic power, which they can freely deploy?"
   

        Casio suddenly asked, casting a glance at the Magician.
   

        If he remembered correctly, Bass came from the New Humans' Mentalist Association. There shouldn't be a second one of its kind in the world.
   

        "Yes, my lord," Black Spade "K" nodded in confirmation.
   

        Half a minute later.
   

        The curly-haired man's vision was pitch black. He felt his body heat being drained gradually, as if he was sinking into a dark icy lake.
   

        Suddenly, he felt someone pulling at him.
   

        He abruptly woke up and opened his eyes.
   

        Golden halo-like streaks of morning sunlight cast down, brushing past the sides of the man's face, outlining his godlike, handsome contours.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        That swirl of golden hair danced in the air, dazzling as the Lion King in all his glory. Powerful and majestic, exuding an indefinable sense of justice.
   

        "You're finally awake, tell me your name..."
   

        A deep voice echoed in his ears, like the whisper of a seraph. The face of the man before the curly-haired man blurred, veiled with a mystical gossamer, both remote and grand.
   

        It made one unable to resist following, wanting to voice one's innermost feelings.
   

        "Ray, my name is Ray, sir." The curly-haired man said hastily, as if he had seized a glimmer of hope to escape from hell.
   

        He blinked in surprise, seeing a hand slowly descending amidst the radiant halo, appearing to reach towards his forehead.
   

        One minute later.
   

        Casio tossed the unconscious curly-haired man, Ray, to his subordinates, his palm shook slightly, shaking off a speck of fresh blood from his fingertips.
   

        He had just used the Qi intimidation, and overlapped it with the Demon Idol's life field in an instant. Reaching a similar effect to hypnosis, he had firmly imprinted an image of a person in Ray's mind.
   

        If all goes well, even when Ray wakes up and recovers for the second time, he would instinctively feel awe and worship towards Casio. He would superimpose the majestic figure in his mind onto Casio, as if fixing the power of a particular scene and overlaying it onto every encounter between the two.
   

        This was his experiment on the essence of life. Casio, of course, had also implanted a seed of Secret Martial Art in Ray.
   

        This man still held some usefulness.
   

        First, regarding the Black Spade "A" organization, who knew the old king still had connections to obtain New Humans of caliber, it was slightly unexpected. The recaptured Ray can make things easier, saving Casio the effort of duping people into joining.
   

        In addition, Ray was one of the five "A" level psychics in the Mentalist Association, that is, an "A" level New Human. The Mentalist Association was a renowned force among the New Humans. Although the magician Bass was also in the Mentalist Association, his status was too low. Ray, on the other hand, was the perfect candidate to take control of the entire association swiftly, and even exert a substantial influence on the New Humans. 
   

        In Casio's plan, Pure Black Magic Water was also a crucial factor in the establishment of the organization. Perhaps the highest grade of Pure Black Magic Water could even aid in accelerating his cultivation. He would decisively intervene in any area that he needed to get his hands-on.
   

        It was as if he was making an early move to lay down his pieces on the chessboard.
   

        "Lord Fengxiang, the Sand Dust Organization is still in a firefight with our people. According to the previous situation, the top five assassins of the Sand Dust Organization are all..." Black Spades' "K" was abruptly cut off mid-sentence.
   

        "Enough with the nonsense, let's tear through their lines."
   

        Casio started walking towards the other end of the street.
   

        Instantly, the members of the Antique Assassination Department followed him without hesitation, the air carried a murderous aura.
   

        On the other hand, the sales department gunmen were ruthlessly being pushed back by the Sand Dust Organization, with casualties exceeding forty percent.
   

        Corpses were everywhere, blood flowed, and gun smoke filled the air.
   

        Bang!
   

        A gunshot suddenly rang out, it was the sound of a sniper rifle.
   

        A Black Spade "A" organization assassin who was shooting had his chest torn open by the bullet, he fell face first onto the ground.
   

        "Lino!" His friend on the side yelled out.
   

        Another bang of a gunshot, and his companion also fell to the ground.
   

        His head was blown open.
   

        "Damn it, the influence of the Gun King is too strong!" From a nearby building, two or three gunmen hiding from sight muttered curses under their breath.
   

        A hundred meters away, on the rooftop of a building, a tall, thin man sat immobile with his gun set up, his expression indifferent as he sought his next target. He slowly stretched out his hand, using a small stone nearby to etch onto the ground. Fifteen white traces, and a small one added to the right side.
   

        It represented that the Gun King had claimed sixteen prey.
   

        Now, he was seeking his seventeenth.
   

        The sniper rifle swiveled ever so slightly. The view in the scope moved from around the corner of the street, sweeping past a burning car, before finally focusing.
   

        From the other end of the street, a man in a black trench coat walked nonchalantly towards him, his dazzling blond hair was very conspicuous.
   

        "With that speed, that hair color, if you aren't going to die, who else would? Heh..."
   

        The Gun King sneered in his heart, ready to pull the trigger. However, he saw the blond youth in the crosshairs seemingly sensing that someone was aiming at him, suddenly turning his head to look in his direction.
   

        A pair of eagle eyes stared back against the distance of a hundred meters.
   

        "Fuck, you scared me! Die!"
   

        The Gun King immediately pulled the trigger, a bullet shot out.
   

        The bullet streaked through a hundred meters in the air, heading straight for the smooth forehead of the youth.
   

        If it hit, he would be able to witness the spectacle of a head explosion. This was the Gun King's vile taste, he enjoyed blowing people's heads off the most.
   

        Whoosh! Ding!
   

        The scene froze, a hand suddenly blocked the forehead of the blond youth. It slowly lowered, revealing a smiling face.
   

        In the sniper scope, the youth spread his palm and intentionally put it in front of his chest. It seemed like he was trying to show something to the "Gun King". Upon the relaxed palm, there was actually a brass-colored sniper bullet!
   

        He pinched the bullet with two fingers, almost vertically inspecting it in front of his face, as if making a crude aiming action.
   

        "Did he catch the bullet? What is he going to do?"
   

        Two doubts rose in the Gun King's mind.
   

        In his line of sight, the youth suddenly lowered his palm, aimed in front of him and flicked his finger. Whoosh! A sharp screech sounded in the air.
   

        A bullet followed the original direction, the original trajectory, and with a stronger force, burrowed into the sniper scope, exploded an eyeball, busted out a big hole from the back of the Gun King's head, and rushed out at an extreme speed.
   

        Thud, a bloodied head hung low on the ground.
   

        It was the Gun King's favorite way of dying: death by headshot.
   

        A hundred and fifty meters away, in the middle of the street.
   

        A man, smoking a cigarette, carrying a long knife, was leaping through the building like a cheetah. He wore a waistcoat, exposing his muscular arms, which bore the tattoo of a poppy flower.
   

        The man with the knife had sharp eyes, locked onto his target. Leaping into the air amidst the terror in his opponent's eyes, he grabbed the hilt of his blade, ready to execute his favorite and most violent cutting action.
   

        With one swift move, the body was cut in two, an act he found quite enjoyable.
   

        "Die!!!"
   

        The man plummeted down rapidly, his beast-like, blood-red eyes suddenly reflecting a giant black shadow.
   

        A black car on the right side of the building seemed to have suddenly flown in like a shell. It crashed through the glass and was plummeting towards the knife-wielding man at an incredible speed. The car's front glass was also reflecting the ever-nearer face of the man and his stunned look.
   

        Boom!!! Crash!
   

        The car crashed into the man and hit him against the wall. The impact was so strong it seemed to cause the entire building to wobble. The car was compressed to one-third of its original size; the body of the vehicle contorted into waves.
   

        There was no chance of survival after being hit with such force and speed.
   

        Five meters away, the gunmen of the Black Spade Organization who had initially been terrified and awaiting their deaths stood there dumbfounded, their unkempt hair a mess.
   

        "The man with the knife... was he killed by a car crash?"
   

        At the intersection of the street, near the entrance to the Water Cloud House, a defensive tree was burning fiercely, with flames and black smoke climbing into the sky.
   

        This brought about waves of intense heat to the surroundings.
   

        "I have heard that you are called Warhammer, that you are very strong. You like to use a hammer the size of half a person to smash people's bodies."
   

        "How about we see who has the bigger hammer..."
   

        Warhammer was dumbfounded as he looked at the blond man in front of him who was talking to himself, carrying a hammer on his shoulder.
   

        The blond youth also had a hammer on his shoulder, a marble load-bearing pillar taken from a building. It was twice the diameter of a person, more than four meters long, towering over the top, blocking out the sunlight, and casting a large shadow on Warhammer's face.
   

        This can also be considered a hammer?
   

        Why not just carry the whole building over?
   

        Damn it! Boom! A huge marble pillar struck the position where Warhammer had just been standing, completely erasing any trace of his existence. The ground vibrated, and cracks spread along half of the street.
   

        Casio calmly walked over and patted the standing pillar in the middle of the street. Without looking back, he moved towards the guild hall.
   

        He left behind a crowd of people who admired his strength.
   

        At the same time, at the back door of the guild hall, a young man in a suit and leather shoes bid farewell to his guests, lightly touching the black top hat on his head.
   

        He was holding a purple wooden cane, looking elegant with a somewhat old-fashioned demeanor. Adam couldn't help but mutter in his heart, "What does a core member of the Sand Dust Organization want with the information on the population density of North Flow Country's city?"
   

        "Are they planning a big move?"
   

        Boom! An explosion outside the guild hall interrupted Adam's thoughts.
   

        Adam frowned and lightly tapped the ground with his cane, "Did they get humans to attack them? How come they haven't taken care of them after such a long time?"
   

        "What a bunch of useless beings, I should make a move myself..."
   

        He walked out showing no emotion, his steps graceful.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The battlefield between the Black Spade 'A' Organization and the Sand Dust Organization saw little participation from Casio, who simply extended a hand to deal with a few people.
   

        The remainder would be left to the gunners from the Antiques Department and the Assassination Department who were rushing to provide support. After all, he had already ripped out all of the poisonous fangs of the Sand Dust Organization. If Black Spade 'A' couldn't handle this alone, they might as well disband.
   

        Click, black boots crunching on rubble around the corner. A silhouette entered the Water Cloud House, moving neither hurriedly nor sluggishly, seemingly at leisure. Almost as if he was coming into a battlefield riddled with bullets for a vacation.
   

        The man was dressed in a black trench coat, his erect and slender figure sketched out by the gentle breeze. He held a stone in his right hand, his fingertips like a grinding drill, sharpening the broken stone bit by bit into a pointed shape.
   

        From between his fingers, stone powder drifted out slowly like flowing sand.
   

        The light fog dissipated and dawn enveloped the Water Cloud House; its various passageways were crisscrossed. Some of the gunners who were supposed to protect it began to move, heading towards the outside in twos and threes.
   

        "Who are you!"
   

        "There's no distinctive clothing or emblem, so it's the enemy!"
   

        "Take him down!"
   

        Four gunmen stopped at the entrance of the lane, staring towards the light in the tunnel. A blonde, resplendent silhouette strolled towards them.
   

        They were about to pull the trigger, but they saw that figure wave his hand lightly. Suddenly, their thoughts and expressions were frozen in that moment! They were stiffened like robots.
   

        Hot, fresh blood dripped from their chins.
   

        Following the trail of blood upwards, passing their lips, nostrils, eye sockets, and finally reversing to the bleeding wound. A hole the size of an eye bulged right in the center of their forehead. Looking through the hole, one could see the back of their skull, completely pierced through.
   

        On the wall, there were also blackish pits. Inside them was a half-crushed stone, a mixture of red and white.
   

        Casio used two simple factors, a stone and a finger.
   

        Effortlessly he achieved the formidable effect of a bullet. Killing the average human was as simple as eating or drinking for him.
   

        In his realm, and with his physique, anything could be a weapon, and anything could be used to kill.
   

        Even a lump of water, applied with a huge force, could lethally strike the vital parts of a human body.
   

        For these mere human gunners, Casio maintained a playfully nonchalant demeanor from start to finish. Even the previously encountered Dead Blood could pique his interest to test his Echo Strength. Now, facing the lower-tier Sand Dust Organization, Casio couldn't find the interest.
   

        Looking at the four unflinching human sculptures, he continued forward at the same pace. Casio nonchalantly pulled the gun from a fallen assassin's grip, gave it a light squeeze and it promptly disintegrated into components. Another squeeze, and he was left holding a row of bullets.
   

        Brass-colored, cone-shaped, about the size of a pinky finger.
   

        Handgun, of course, meant he would shoot it with his hands! Casio can confidently say that his handgun's power was definitely greater than the original firearm. These gunners from the Sand Dust Organization were even fortunate to experience it.
   

        Half a minute later, in front of the Water Cloud House parking lot. This was an open field with a cement road on the meadow.
   

        Woosh! The sound of bullets cutting through the air roared past the ear. A gunner running for support paused, his eyes widening, the right side of his face splattered with blood. Stiffly turning his head, one of his comrades who had rushed over collapsed onto the ground. He had half of his skull flipped open, exposing the red and white insides.
   

        "Who's there! There's an enemy sniper!!!"
   

        He whirled around, looking out over the entire green meadow.
   

        On the various roads extending from the buildings, pairs of gunners wearing Sand Dust organization clothing could be seen. Each held firearms, their strides strong, their demeanor icy cold.
   

        Woosh!
   

        A sprinting gunman dove headfirst onto the ground.
   

        Boom!
   

        The gunman's partner turned to raise his gun, just as he sidestepped; there was muffled sound in his chest. A crimson Rose of Blood blossomed.
   

        Woosh woosh woosh...
   

        The whistling of bullets blended into a cacophony, and gunmen who had been sprinting on the meadow fell one after another. Some were shot in their eye sockets, some their hearts, others their temples, and some right through their skulls. Their corpses looked as if they were murdered by an unseen demon, easily reaped by the Grim Reaper's scythe.
   

        Blood gushed out, staining a large part of the meadow red in an instant.
   

        "Run quickly!" "Find a place to hide!" "Don't stay out in the open!"
   

        The gunmen scattered in all directions, trying to escape from the open field. But any prey that strayed too far from the edge was sought out by the Grim Reaper.
   

        The faster they ran, the quicker they died.
   

        By the streetlight, the gunman who had just lost his comrade was almost numb with fear by the sight unfolding before him. Suddenly, he heard footsteps fast approaching from the right rear. He numbly turned his head and saw a man in a trench coat walking slowly down another cement road, just two meters away.
   

        His left hand was pocketed, and his right hand was holding something. His bright blond hair was tied back and his eyelids were drooping, exuding a sense of lethargy.
   

        The man in the trench coat would flick something with his thumb each step he took forward, much like someone with a habit of tossing coins.
   

        However, it didn't seem like he was holding a coin.
   

        But rather… it had the gleam of bullets! And amazingly, the bullets, when tossed up, did not fall back down. Instead, they vanished in the blink of an eye.
   

        Where did it go?
   

        Woosh! A gunner on the left cement road fell to the ground.
   

        So... it was here.
   

        Click, the man in the trench coat suddenly stopped walking right next to the gunman. The entire meadow fell silent. Over twenty corpses lied motionlessly on it, their trails of blood forming a strange pattern.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The gunner trembled, trying to raise his handgun, but for some reason, his arm had lost its strength. He didn't even have the courage to aim the gun muzzle at the enemy, let alone pull the trigger!
   

        Two meters away, the trench coat man suddenly looked over, holding up a row of brass bullets with two fingers, offering them to the gunner, "Only four left, why not, I'll give them all to you..."
   

        Bang bang bang bang! Four muffled sounds, overlapping at the same moment.
   

        The last gunner was pushed backwards by the force of the bullets, retreating five or six steps, staggering, and then falling backward.
   

        One between the eyebrows, one in the Adam's apple.
   

        One in the chest, one in the belly button.
   

        Creating a perfect blood red line dividing the body.
   

        A few seconds later.
   

        A silhouette in a suit and shoes walked out of the buildings onto the main road. He leaned on a cane, exuding elegance and rigidity.
   

        He stopped, looking at the corpses strewn around his line of sight.
   

        Raising his eyebrows slightly, he seemed interested. His gaze swiftly moved, locking onto the only blond man standing among the corpses. The young man was also looking at him, the corners of his mouth carrying a faint smile, as if seeing an old acquaintance.
   

        At that moment, fifty meters apart, their eyes met. The hem of their coats swayed gently in the breeze.
   

        "Interesting ... very interesting!"
   

        Adam squinted and smiled. He could feel the surging vital energy of the opponent, even though it had been concealed. That is the aura of the strong, but also a tempting aroma. Adam had been asleep for more than twenty years, and he didn't expect to encounter such a delicious feast so soon after waking up. Though he appeared calm on the surface, his heart was full of greed. Like a drunkard who hadn't been able to drink for twenty years suddenly coming across a fine wine upon release.
   

        Adam was already pondering in his heart how many times he would have to eat the young man in front of him, or perhaps he could use him as his new body?
   

        "Hehe, what a pleasant surprise…" He raised his cane.
   

        "We meet again."
   

        Suddenly, the cryptic statement came from the blond young man.
   

        Adam looked at him puzzled: "What?"
   

        "Hehe..." The young man laughed and suddenly, the left half of his body seemed to heat up like a boiling furnace, crazily jetting steam. Scarlet color, viscous like splattered fresh blood.
   

        The blood-red steam condensed and rotated into a vortex, from which a claw covered in scales suddenly reached out, landing on the young man's left shoulder. A brutal body slowly emerged, it was a blood vulture, slowly spreading its wings that could cover the sky and sun.
   

        "It's…interesting, seems like a human fighter..."
   

        Adam, with his dignified demeanor, trembled with his eyelids and put down his cane.
   

        "I said…we meet again, Adam. I remember the last time you were beaten into a pulp, and then turned into a dust..."
   

        The blond young man slowly stretched out his right hand, a bunch of purple Qi suddenly surged from his pores. It formed into chains, winding over his palm to his shoulder, like ivy climbing over a tree trunk.
   

        The next second, the purple air flow burst. A black python wriggled on the right side of Casio's body, slithering silently, like a ghost assassinating life in the night. A snake head was resting on his right shoulder, and the scarlet snake tongue cut through the air.
   

        In an instant, two tremendous auras mixed together, rising like a torch. Like layers of waves rippling outward, the mixed air hit Adam's face.
   

        "Looks like not just any fighter... indeed, not to be underestimated. But if you want to keep me here... hehe, I'm afraid..."
   

        Adam's eyelids began to jump wildly. He sensed danger, a different kind of danger from the boastful words. Maybe, he really would be forever trapped here.
   

        Boom!
   

        The fluctuating aura around them rose to another level, more turbulent like a tsunami, rising up to three stories high.
   

        Fervently releasing unmistakable malice and killing intent.
   

        In Adam's vision, a ray of black light burst behind Casio, whose red and purple eyes shone. The overwhelming Qi exploded, forming a vicious and sinister face, followed by a shadowy figure.
   

        It was a monstrous elephant over four meters high, brimming with demonic Qi!
   

        A broad shell, spiky spine, sharp tail bone, ostrich toes. All these combined into a terrifying mountain of muscles.
   

        "Indestructible Dead Blood has no flaws in its body, and can constantly regenerate before its energy is exhausted. How wonderful, how wonderful..."
   

        "You are indeed qualified to be the connoisseur of Echo Strength!"
   

        The blond youth took a bold step forward, and the massive phantom behind him shivered and instantaneously recoiled and merged with his body. The Blood Vulture on his left shoulder and the Star Python on his right shoulder immediately disintegrated, turning into red and purple tattoos.
   

        They wound around his muscular arms like splendid floral patterns.
   

        "I hope you'll like it..."
   

        With a swoosh, he flew out at manic speed, the ground silently splitting and sinking. Casio seemed to have entered a silent domain.
   

        Despite his dominating and ferocious momentum, there was no grand uproar when he took action, only utmost restraint!
   

        Within extreme restraint, lay an extreme sharpness!
   

        He rampaged across the meadow, chasing that silhouette in front of him that has already started to desperately run away. It must be said that.
   

        No matter in which space and time, which period. Adam, the Vice President of the Blood Spirit Association, is still so concerned about his life and kindhearted!
   

        The plot seems to have deviated little from that fifty years ago.
   

        Looking down from above, two black lines cut through the cluster of buildings.
   

        It flees, he chases, it cannot escape even it has wings!
   

        Suddenly, a huge collision sound came from behind Adam as he shot past the corner. It turned out to be a silhouette ruthlessly crashing into the enclosure wall, blasting it apart, and continuing to chase him in a straight line.
   

        "Damn it, I'm not going to fall here today..."
   

        "What kind of monster has the Sand Dust Organization picked a fight with!!!" Adam initially thought that when he opened the door, he would see a delicious delicacy set on the table. Unexpectedly, the door was a mouth, the building was a stomach! He was the one to become the delicacy!
   

        "No, I can only use the Fury Potion! If I don't use it now, it will be too late!" In the midst of his frantic run, Adam took out a thumb-sized potion from his waistcoat. His strength had actually greatly increased over the years, but now he had just awakened, and had not even finished reshaping his new body. His strength was almost the same as fifty years ago, and he was using his head to fight against Casio, of Feng Liusi's level.
   

        Therefore, Adam could only use the potion with side effects.
   

        His speed was fast, but he was still a step late. Adam could already feel the oppressive aura from behind, drawing ever nearer.
   

        A tall shadow completely enveloped him.
   

        However, somehow, the shadow didn't make a move. Adam seized the last chance, directly stuffed the entire bottle of potion into his mouth and crunched it down. He performed a ground-roll and widened the distance.
   

        His eyes turned blood-red, and the effect of the medicine quickly sets in. His entire person swelled to an imposing height of over 2 meters, ferocious twisting bones and muscles bulged out, forming a contour as solid as steel. Red fur as stiff as steel needles wrapped around his body.
   

        Adam could vaguely see the silhouette in front of him. He did not make a move, instead, he crossed his arms and silently watched him.
   

        With an interesting, yet superior demeanor.
   

        "Could it be that he is waiting for the drug in my system to take effect?!" A horrifying thought rose in Adam's mind: "Impossible!"
   

        The sanity in his mind began to be invaded by his madness.
   

        "Roar!"
   

        Adam, in his inhuman form, let out a roar in rage.
   

        Straight ahead, stood a terror-inspiring figure, as tall as 2.5 meters, his muscles as sturdy as marble pillars, gazing down upon the monster.
   

        Two hands as large as millstones rubbed together lightly, creating a sound like that of metal plates grinding against each other. His palms gradually opened up, creating a gap between them. Immediately, a series of firecracker-like explosions echoed in the air, shattering the airflow crazily.
   

        As the distance between his palms increased, clusters of round cavities began to form in the air between his palms, attaining greater density. They resembled the clusters of air bubbles rising from the depths of the water.
   

        A series of refined forces accumulated more and more within these air bubbles, becoming stronger and stronger. The cavities even transformed from their original semi-translucent state to a thick purple color, with a small snake coiled in each bubble, circling and accelerating with its tail in its mouth.
   

        "During this time, I've developed a move, exclusive to Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. It's a pity that I haven't used it in actual combat, but now it will do..."
   

        With a swift move, Casio molded a whole layer of bubbles into a spear, a deep purple air spear.
   

        "Secret technique, Roaring Sonic Spear!"
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        Whoosh!
   

        There were no fancy tricks or false moves to distract the eyes. Casio simply raised his purple lance in front of Adam, made a throwing motion, and in the next second, Adam's chest was pierced directly.
   

        The attack was unstoppable, charging forward like cutting bamboo.
   

        Its speed was like lightning, leaving no room to dodge.
   

        By the time Adam reacted, his body was already flying backward. A lance was embedded in his broad, armor-like chest, sunken deeply into his flesh. The Roaring Sound Lance didn't pass through him, but after stabbing into his body, it spread like dense tree branches, entangling itself within his muscles.
   

        It was like the root system of a banyan tree, wildly growing in Adam's body.
   

        In mid-air, a towering figure over two meters high traced an arc, like leaping through the clouds. Purple lines appeared on his twisted muscular chest, resembling a glowing spider web.
   

        The lines flickered slightly before suddenly lighting up intensely.
   

        Bam! Bam! Bam! Bam! Bam! Bam! Bam!
   

        Art is explosion, the vice president of the Blood Spirit Association, Adam, had become a purple firework in the air. The powerful echo strength infused in his body exploded violently, like hundreds of hand grenades detonating simultaneously.
   

        Purple light mixed with blood spread in the view, forming a lightning tree over two meters high, astonishingly powerful.
   

        The air violently vibrated, turning into gales that blew away the dust and gravel on the ground. Like a sea wave, it battered against Casio's strong chest, but it couldn't shake the sturdy reef.
   

        Thump, a piece of black bone the size of a child fell from the purple light, still smoking. It rolled right behind the enclosure wall.
   

        "Again!"
   

        In the wind, Casio made a violent beckoning motion. His two hands gently stroked in front of his chest, creating another purple intention lance out of thin air. At the end of the lance, the echo strength entwined like a chain, resembling a scale-covered long snake. It carried a lethal threat.
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        He swung his right arm, and the Roaring Sound Lance flew out directly.
   

        Trailblazing a purple tail flame in the air, it shattered the enclosure wall with a howl and erupted into a lightning tree amidst the ruins.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        The next second, three more purple beams dragging flames bombed forward one after the other. The endless booming of explosions resonated in the ears, as if enduring a barrage of rocket grenades.
   

        Light and heat were everywhere, debris and bricks flying all around.
   

        The immense noise was like a giant going on a violent rampage.
   

        Casio slowly lowered his hands, with faint wisps of white smoke rising from his palms. Being at the second stage of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, he could fire five Roaring Sound Lances in a short span of time. Each lance was as powerful as a rocket grenade bombardment.
   

        Moreover, the echo strength contained within had a special attack bonus against dark creatures.
   

        It was a move with notable power and destructive capability.
   

        However, the consumption was indeed large. Casio's series of actions just now almost depleted the echo strength in more than half of the eleven acupoints in his body. It could be said that the consumption was proportional to the power of the move.
   

        Furthermore, he also noticed. The Roaring Sound Lance's state was not very stable, possibly due to proficiency reasons.
   

        If the distance exceeded ten meters, there would be a certain probability of a self-detonation, and the probability of self-destruction reached half at fifteen meters. Basically, it couldn't fly more than twenty meters away. It couldn't be used as a long-range measure like a sniper rifle. It could only erupt in a short time under mid-range distance or when being besieged, causing explosive damage.
   

        As Casio contemplated, he took steps towards the building ruins. His footprints were clearly visible on the ground because of the layer of powder. That was the dust from the bricks and stones structurally shattered by the crazy explosions, falling with the wind.
   

        Tens of meters apart, in the crack between two buildings, a pool of fresh blood was slowly squirming like a living creature. It looked very weak, but it was still lively, it had a feeling of lingering life.
   

        Tap, tap, tap...footsteps gradually approached from the dust.
   

        The fresh blood seemed to sense something and tried hard to move downward.
   

        More than half of the body had already shrunk into the crack, leaving only a puddle of blood the size of a knuckle. Thud, a black boot stepped on the tail, preventing it from hiding any further. The blond youth leaned down, slowly reaching out his hand towards the crack in the building.
   

        Indestructible Dead Blood, truly deserving of its name Indestructible, had already reached the third stage. It had no physical weaknesses. He even survived Casio's barrage of five consecutive lances after taking a Fury Potion.
   

        Thinking back on the last time, when Feng Liusi, Sheng Feinan, and Casio joined forces to surround Adam. His survival ability and undying nature were unimaginable.
   

        In fact, if Casio activated the Demon Idol's Life Field, it would have been much easier. But his aim just now was to test the power of the newly comprehended Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist secret technique, so naturally, he didn't kill Adam right away.
   

        But this was just as well, as Casio needed to learn more about the various situations in the real world fifty years after the Era of Retrospection.
   

        Including, but not limited to, the Blood Spirit Association, the Gate Organization, and so on.
   

        With the Demon Idol's Life Field, he was confident that he could pry some useful information out of Adam's mouth.
   

        Twenty minutes later, in the Water Cloud Guild Hall, on the vast plaza.
   

        A slender figure stood quietly, slowly extending his hand.
   

        Between his fingers, the greyish-white powder poured down like quicksand.
   

        Fifty years before, fifty years after. The Era of Retrospection, the real world. The vice president of Blood Spirit Association, Adam, in the end, could not escape his fate of being reduced to ash. He fought to his death, swiftly and decisively!
   

        Casio couldn't help but feel a little pity for the guy.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 601: 323 Battle Skill Realm Doubled (4100)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Why do I always run into him? Perhaps it's fate…
   

        Casio seems to have quite a bit of fate with the entire Blood Spirit Association.
   

        He sighed, his expression melancholy, perhaps overwhelmed by the intersection of characters due to the change of eras. After a brief sense of his inner body, Casio started to smile again.
   

        An Indestructible Level of life vibration energy, four or five pieces of Immortal Level life vibration energy, and dozens of Incorruptible Level ones.
   

        The lowest tier, the Incorruptible Level, was of no use to him, so he could give it away when the time was right. The Immortal Level was useful and he could keep it for now. Whether to accumulate a large amount for boosting his stats, using it as healing energy or giving it away, it was quite suitable. The last, the Indestructible Level, was valuable cultivation resources for Casio. Just one piece could increase few percent of the Cultivation progress of the Secret Martial Art, Demon Idol, Qi Chapter.
   

        He liked to see the actual improvement in strength right in front of him, so he directly used the Indestructible Level life vibration energy in the plaza. This was the most lively, enormous and passionate kind of energy.
   

        The frequency of his breathing, heartbeat, and blood circulation converted and finally stabilized at the same stage. The Demon Idol's Life Field was released.
   

        All of a sudden, it seemed like a hammer had smashed into Adam's life vibration energy. Exploding it into tiny pieces, the firelight scattered into every part of his muscles and skeleton.
   

        The immediate heat and burning sensation, the uncomfortable tingling sensation in his blood vessels, joints and skin were all coming back. A cold yet hot current of air flowed around in his body, darting under his skin. Casio was used to this and simply opened his eyes to look at the upper right corner.
   

        In his field of view, lay the Cultivation Stat Bar.
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 50.9% (Level Three)"
   

        Under his naked eyes, the digit at the end of the decimal started to blur. It was slowly increasing.
   

        Until the blur entirely disappeared.
   

        "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 50.9% (Level Three)" → "Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 53.5% (Level Three)"
   

        His progress had increased by 2.6%, which was expected. Previously when Casio absorbed Indestructible Level life vibration energy, the progress of Qi Chapter made was 20%, 30%, and the increments were 5%, 4%. This was partly because the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art became harder to improve as it got to later stages, and partly because the effects of absorbing Indestructible Level life vibration energy got diminished after the first time. Him currently being at 50% of Qi Chapter, it was the fourth time absorbing Indestructible Level life vibration energy, it wouldn't be too exaggerated.
   

        Casio tried to compose himself and did some self-comparison.
   

        Compared to the average veteran fighter, his stats were as follows:
   

        Speed: B (46)→B (25)
   

        Power: B (50)→B (25)
   

        Defense: B (51)→B (25)
   

        Qi: B (54)→B (35)
   

        Skills: B (40)→B (25)
   

        While his Qi Stat improved slightly, his physique remained largely unchanged. The most drastic improvement was actually his skills.
   

        His original skill level was 20, but now it had doubled.
   

        Thanks to the World of Qi from the Extreme Fist in Akaba Ruins.
   

        Casio had stayed there for half a year, practiced his martial arts for half a year and been beat up there for half a year. Despite the struggle, he cherished it. After all, the person he was sparring with was an Extreme Fist! Even if it was a lingering will of the Extreme Fist, they were a supreme existence among fighters!
   

        That period of time benefited Casio a lot, and on top of that, he mastered another secret technique of Southern Dipper, the Aloof Personality Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        His shortcoming in martial arts skills and tactics had been addressed.
   

        Otherwise, Casio wouldn't have been able to realize a technique called Roaring Sonic Spear in just a few days after returning to the real world from the Era of Retrospection, based on the framework of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. This was the accumulation of his experience.
   

        He now completely qualified to create secret techniques and secret martial arts.
   

         Suddenly, there were fast footsteps approaching from the edge of the plaza.
   

        "Lord Fengxiang, most of the members of the Sand Dust Organization have been dealt with. A portion of the middle-management members chose to surrender and we have them captive." The person who had just arrived was White bird, covered in blood and looking a little ragged, but he wasn't severely injured.
   

        Casio collected himself, slightly nodded his head, stretched out his palm, and lightly patted White Bird's shoulder: "Well done, you know what to do next without me telling you, right? Proceed according to plan…"
   

        "Go, deal with the remaining forces inside and outside of the Water Cloud House…"
   

        Casio's gaze was calm as he watched White Bird walk away.
   

        Technically, the plan was simple. Generally speaking, it was to lure the leader and the deputy leader of the Black Spade organization to Fengnan City and resolve all hidden dangers once and for all.
   

        The incident at the Water Cloud House was not small, nor was the destruction of the Sand Dust Organization. The Little King and the Big King will most likely show up.
   

        Later, I'll secretly fan the flames with Ray from the Mentalist Association, the Little King will have no doubts and jump right into the trap. With the Little King turning from darkness to light, will the Big King be far behind?
   

        Casio was calculating in his mind, but his thoughts drifted to another matter. This matter was forced out of Adam's mouth, about the Door Organization. And it's quite hot and happened today.
   

        About half an hour ago, Adam had a meeting with a core member of the Door Organization. The person goes by the name Jilan, a woman, her figure masked within a black robe. Her purpose was somewhat strange, she wanted information about the dense population distribution in the cities of North Flow Country. Including elaborate details, such as the ratio of men, women, and children, including their health conditions.
   

        The Blood Spirit Association, as a dark creature tribe that has been entrenched in North Flow Country for a long time, naturally had analyzed the delicacy of their food.
   

        That information was likely more detailed than that of the Hong Li Federation authorities.
   

        After all, they were the local snakes.
   

        This event seemed ordinary. However, Adam's suspicions and Casio's associations made it extraordinary.
   

        In Adam's mouth, every core member of the Door Organization held a secret. After a period, their strength experienced a noticeable improvement. Suddenly and for no reason, they became stronger. Adam, as a Dead Blood, had sat in the vice leader position of the Blood Spirit Association for many years, gradually seeing the clues. Due to the core members of the Door Organization coming to North Flow Country to visit the local snake-like Blood Spirit Association, with whom they had cooperated before, Adam faintly guessed.
   

        Perhaps the secret held by the core members of the Door Organization had something to do with the information they constantly requested, and related to population density?
   

        Of course, this was merely a guess and does not necessarily represent reality. But this gave Casio some inspiration
   

        Door Organization, core members, Three Gates…
   

        The purpose of them collecting the fragments of the door might be simple, to get stronger? The fragments of the door can make them stronger!
   

        So, through what approach and way do they become stronger?
   

        Casio was thinking in his mind.
   

        In the Era of Retrospection, they had captured the Black Peacock and Purple General, two core members of the Door Organization. They indeed revealed some useful information, but they did not speak about the most critical content.
   

        I don't know if it was for the sake of survival, or some other reason.
   

        Among the information disclosed by the Black Peacock, some were useful in the current situation. Firstly, the identity of a core member of the Door Organization were confirmed by two things, one was the logo of the Devil's Eye branded on the right shoulder by a special force. Second was the Tear of Blue Eye and the relic exploration compass personally made by the organization's leader, Xiadu.
   

        The third was the fragments of the door.
   

        The core members of the Door Organization generally rely on these three features to recognize each other. Because, the Door Organization is actually quite loose and mysterious. Its members are not only in the Hong Li Federation, but also in the other two superpowers, and even the members of the Door Organization exist all over the world.
   

        Some members may not have seen each other in their entire lives. Some members might hide their bodies and keep their tracks secret due to their identities.
   

        Therefore, sometimes for a large-scale task, the members of the Door Organization temporarily summoned from a large area nearby might not know each other. The only thing they all know is their leader.
   

        That man named Xiadu...
   

        Casio stood there and thought carefully.
   

        One, the Devil's Eye logo on the shoulder. He could control the muscles of his body and create a similar visual effect with bruises and veins. As long as it's not touched or seen closely, it's hard to distinguish.
   

        Two, the Tear of Blue Eye and exploration compass. He had just killed the Peacock two days ago, and luckily these scraps hadn't been thrown away.
   

        Three, the fragments of the door, coincidentally, he just happens to have.
   

        Doesn't that mean...
   

        He is a genuine core member of the Door Organization!
   

        He needs a codename added at the last minute.
   

        Fengxiang? No, no, no, Peacock, let's call it Peacock.
   

        Door Organization, core member, Peacock Casio, finished.
   

        He can now go and fool people.
   

        Conveniently, there is a core member of the Door Organization named Jilan staying in Fengnan City. Sharing information and feelings between partners is a normal thing.
   

        Therefore...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        July 25th, Year 156 of the Hong Li Federation.
   

        Two days have passed since the battle.
   

        The Water Cloud House, the main battlefield, has already been restored and doesn't look too different from before the combat.
   

        However, the entire street where the guild hall resides has suffered significant damage. Streetlights, benches, guard trees, buildings, the ground - at least a third of them have been destroyed, turned into a rubble.
   

        The battle that day naturally caught the attention of the official authorities in Fengnan City. Yet, they only dispatched a portion of the police force to investigate without contacting the Black Spade "A" Organization. Casio wasn't too surprised by this as the Hong Li Federation Government seemed to always have this attitude towards supernatural events—as long as they didn't cause mass casualties, they wouldn't probe too deep into it. As for economic losses, compensation would suffice.
   

        This way of responding seems both reactive and powerless, and somewhat weak, not dominant enough. Perhaps the forces within the Black Mechanism are simply not strong enough to go against the entire supernatural realm of the Federation. Or the Black Mechanism is being distracted by a powerful organization, hindering them from dealing with other matters.
   

        Nine a.m., Water Cloud House.
   

        Fluffy clouds gently drift in the azure sky, forming cotton-like trails. Golden sunlight filters through the gaps, casting yellow rays in the air. The ornamental trees seemed more verdant under the light. The reflective tiles of the spired dome architecture glimmers, as white doves flew over the high walls and roofs.
   

        Inside the temporary training room in the building on the right of the guild hall.
   

        A group of people is sweating profusely, white towels hung around their necks. Some are robustly tugging at the fitness equipment, making loud sounds. Others swaying in boxing stances, relentlessly pummeling punching bags. Some sparring, fists against fists, elbows against elbows.
   

        Golden sunlight beams from the outside, outlining squares of bright yellow on the floor. The training room bustles with a lively and spirited ambiance.
   

        It's like a regular gym filled with fitness enthusiasts. However, upon closer look, it seemed that all these people are seniors of the Black Spade "A" Organization. Normally they are dressed in suits, but now they are all donned in sportswear, busily training day in and day out.
   

        Especially an old man amongst them who is also shirtless like the rest. Unlike most people of his age, the old man's body is remarkably sturdy, with full muscular lines.
   

        At this moment, he's in a boxing stance, his legs constantly shaking and hopping agilely. His arm muscles twitch as he throws a punch. Each one hitting the half human-sized punching bag sending it rocking backward. The force is powerful, causing a creaking noise at the joint of the equipment.
   

        With an explosive punch, the elder man stopped and turned around.
   

        Sure enough, it's the former assassin from the Assassination Department, Black Spade "J" Gentleman.
   

        The first time Casio saw him, the man was squinting, about to doze off, exuding an aura of exhaustion and decline. Like an old tree infested with a rotting core.
   

        Now looking at him, the scene from months ago is nowhere to be found.
   

        Gentleman's spirit is now radiant, his eyes open wide, full of vitality. The wrinkles on his face seem to have lessened, and the age spots have disappeared. His short hair stands firm.
   

        Compared to before, he seems to have rejuvenated by a decade or two.
   

        "Phew, that was refreshing! These old bones haven't been this energetic in a while! Indeed, it's been a long time since I sweated so much during a workout..."
   

        Gentleman exhales a hot breath, wiping his face with the towel on his shoulders. He looked at his biceps, now remarkably prominent on his skeletal arm, and couldn't help but flex to make it appear even more pronounced. This is the transformation in just four days.
   

        The speed is unbelievably fast.
   

        The effect is unbelievably good.
   

        All of this was brought about by Lord Fengxiang.
   

        Especially two days ago, Lord Fengxiang seemed in a good mood and gifted all the seniors of the Black Spade "A" Organization a reward. It was a surprising something called Vibration Energy of Life.
   

        After it was integrated into the body, it felt like a warm flow that continuously nourished the chest cavity and spread the warmth throughout the body.
   

        Under such circumstances, the effects of practicing the Secret Martial Art seed were dramatically improved. The difference between their physical condition in the morning and afternoon was almost like night and day. After two nights of rest, the changes were substantial.
   

        Even the Gentleman's elderly, loose body quickly became firm again. It didn't take long to return to the state of a young adult, even resembling a fitness enthusiast at the beginning level.
   

        As for the White Bird and Red Tooth from the Assassination Department, both of them were trained assassins. Their originally lean and strong bodies, like inflated balloons, swelled up and looked like muscular men.
   

        Still, it wasn't too exaggerated, just like ordinary macho men.
   

        Their physical quality and spiritual state were greatly improved. Whether it's speed, strength or reaction speed, there were all noticeable changes. The two of them just had a sparring match, forcefully punching each other's sturdy bodies. The blows were so loud, almost as loud as when Gentleman hammered the punching bag. They seemed unscathed.
   

        Upon this thought, Gentleman glanced to his right.
   

        Under the sunlight, Purple, having shed her frail girl image, was wearing a tight training suit. She was also rapidly attacking a punching bag, making the frame shake. Her muscles resemble an aggressive female cheetah.
   

        "Hope this little lass doesn't bulk up like White Bird and Red Tooth later on. Her current physique and body form are actually quite good..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        ************************
   

        Elsewhere, within the infirmary of the Water Cloud House.
   

        Spade "K" was discharged, and so was Psychic Ray.
   

        Spade "K" had lost an arm in battle, Psychic Ray's chest collapsed with only two of his ten fingers intact. Yet these severe injuries had mysteriously recovered.
   

        Spade "K" had grown a new arm, and Ray's fingers were all there. They didn't know why, just that it was the doing of Lord Fengxiang.
   

        Hence.
   

        Those who worshipped him worshipped him even more, and those who didn't, began to.
   

        Water Cloud House, main building, fourth floor, a semi-circle balcony.
   

        Casio had placed a recliner there, with a small table beside it. On the table was a cup of tea and a palm-sized book. After much ado, the Devil's Book had returned to him. This, it seemed, was fate, divine destiny.
   

        Without the Wisdom Rune, the Blood Spirit Association remained unaware of the even more remarkable book hidden within the Cupan Magic Box. They were merely using the Magic Box as a tool, utterly wasting its potential.
   

        In his seat, Casio savored his tea in the sunlight.
   

        His gaze moved away from the Devil's Book.
   

        He was temporarily unable to use it because there wasn't enough Disaster Essence accumulated in the Wisdom Rune. Yet, even if there was enough, Casio would opt to use the Blood of Spirit first.
   

        Without any unexpected circumstances, he would only use the Devil's Book later.
   

        What weighed on his mind currently was the Shadow Demon. All these days, Casio had been acting according to his original guess. The Demon Idol's Life Field was operating, continually assimilating the Shadow Demon's Life Field.
   

        Additionally, he occasionally attempted to operate his Qi, enveloping the trembling Shadow Demon. He wanted to see which color of Qi it was least resistant to. As expected, it was the Red Vulture Qi.
   

        Now, having slaughtered a bunch of members from the Blood Spirit Association, he had Life Vibration Energy in his pocket again. Perhaps he could try to accelerate the refinement of the Shadow Demon, incorporating it as his second division.
   

        Buzzing…
   

        Centered around Casio, the whole spacious balcony seemed to be cloaked in a blurred halo, blocking out the outside world. Leaves falling from the neighboring tall trees, blown in by the wind, seemed to fall onto an invisible barrier when they hit the balcony.
   

        Magnetic Field, Aura, Qi, the three intermingled and resonated.
   

        The Assimilation degree of the Shadow Demon's Life Field was rapidly increasing, and by the time the halo retreated, two-thirds of the frequency had been assimilated.
   

        "It will only take about two or three more days…" Casio finished the tea on the table, slowly stood up, casting his eyes on the plaza bathed in the midday sun, "The small king and the big king should be here by now, everything is ready for their grand feast..."
   

        "I believe they will be very moved."
   

        At half-past eleven in the morning, Water Cloud House, central dining hall.
   

        A dozen meter-long mahogany square table, lined with neatly arranged white cloth recliners on both sides. Floral water vases, dishes, and cutlery, delicious dishes full of color and aroma. The rich fragrance of oils wafted through the air.
   

        All the attendants had left after setting the table.
   

        In the entire dining hall, only the organization's senior level leaders, all wearing black suits, sat side by side. Wearing gloves, they were solemn and serious.
   

        The air was a bit stiff; they were waiting for the guests to arrive.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        With a creak, the dining hall door was slowly pushed open.
   

        Two figures clad in black robes entered from the outside, their bodies concealed by their wide robes. They both wore masks.
   

        One gold and one silver, giving off a mysterious aura.
   

        "Everyone has worked hard."
   

        The figure in the silver mask said upon entering, their voice hoarse and strangely mechanical, gender indistinguishable.
   

        "After the battle in Fengnan City, we can say that the Sand Dust Organization is thoroughly destroyed! The fourth ranking Gun King, the third-ranking Knife Warrior, and the second-ranking Warhammer are all slain. More than a hundred elite gunners are either dead or captured. I heard that even the Bionic Army has been dealt with properly, well done. Starting today, the entire underground world of North Flow Country will entirely belong to us. We might even have a chance to expand beyond the borders…" 
   

        The figure with the golden mask began to speak, still in that mechanical tone.
   

        However, you can hear the emotional fluctuation in it.
   

        Obviously, defeating the Sand Dust Organization was also a cause for celebration for the two leaders of the Black Spade "A" Organization. It held great significance.
   

        "Please, have a seat..."
   

        The White Bird who was seated closest suddenly stood up and spoke.
   

        "Alright." The Big King and Little King replied in unison, and sat down successively.
   

        Perhaps because they were a bit excited, they didn't notice the change in the White Bird's tone. They should have been addressed as two lords.
   

        Not just 'you two'.
   

        As soon as they sat down, the man in the silver mask cast his gaze at the only person in the room that was not a part of the Black Spade "A" Organization. It was the backup he had called for, Ray, one of the five "A" class New Humans from the Mentalist Association.
   

        "Mr. Ray, thank you for your help, for taking care of those damned Biochemical Humans for us. Without you, the outcome could have been uncertain..."
   

        "The top assassins from the Sand Dust Organization were taken care of by you as well, right? I want to express my gratitude towards the Mentalists Association,"
   

        "This is a toast to you." Little King stood up, one hand gripping her mask, the other raising a wine glass, she took a direct swig.
   

        The shine of her lush, bright red lips was fleeting.
   

        She put down her wine glass, only to see that Mentalist Ray still hadn't stood up. Instead, he blushingly avoided eye contact with the row of executives, and awkwardly smiled.
   

        "Mentalists are indeed arrogant, these New Humans lack respect." Little King was a bit angry, but didn't flare up. After all, it was normal for someone with strength to be a bit arrogant, she heard that Ray was as arrogant as a Lone Wolf.
   

        Underneath her mask, her gaze shifted slightly. Startlingly, Little King found that the dozen executives in front of her seemed somewhat different from before.
   

        Hmm, how to put it? They looked stronger, larger.
   

        Their Essence, Qi, and Spirit were extraordinarily bountiful, even the gentleman who often dozed off was shining with spirit, staring at the two of them.
   

        The look in their eyes strangely unsettled her.
   

        Her gaze swept hastily across, finally settling on a somewhat unfamiliar figure. It was a young blonde man of extraordinary appearance, arms folded across his chest, he looked over with a quasi-smiling expression.
   

        "When did there start to be such a handsome man among the executives?"
   

        Doubt instantly rose in Little King's heart. Just based on appearances alone, he was charmingly attractive. After a moment of hesitation, given that everyone's attention was still on her, she said,
   

        "Who is the man on the far left?"
   

        "Oh, that's Lord Fengxiang." White Bird chuckled as she spoke, a sense of admiration seeping from her tone that she herself didn't detect.
   

        "Fengxiang... Lord???" Little King repeated.
   

        "Yes, Lord Fengxiang. Our Lord Fengxiang amongst all of us here, and soon to be your Lord Fengxiang as well…"
   

        White Bird smiled faintly, possessing a mysteriously strange expression. Simultaneously, all of the executives present directed their eyes at them.
   

        They stared at the Big King and Little King firmly, like a pack of wolves.
   

        Their pupils held an indisguisable fanaticism.
   

        The atmosphere suddenly solidified, as if transforming into sticky rubber, leaving one breathless. Their piercing stares felt like needles penetrating through their cloaks.
   

        Everyone seemed as if their minds were possessed, their spirits were excessively ecstatic.
   

        They seemed to get overly excited every time they mentioned Casio.
   

        It was as if they were a group of zealots referring to the holy spirit.
   

        "You…you all!!!"
   

        The Big King and Little King sensed something was off in an instant. The two of them abruptly stood up from their seats. They were just about to edge away when they suddenly felt a treacherous burden on their shoulders as an invisible hand pressed down.
   

        Little by little, the force embedded the two back into their original positions.
   

        Little King looked over and astonishingly saw that Mentalist Ray had reached out a hand towards them, implying a vague crushing force. His face bore a cold expression. It seemed that if the Big King and Little King lacked sense in that moment, they would be crushed to death by his telekinesis in the next second.
   

        "Alright, Ray, don't be so crude. It wouldn't be good to scare off our future comrades, reel it in," said a deep, magnetic voice. The blonde man slowly rose from his seat.
   

        "Yes," responded Ray, humbly bowing his head in obedience. He didn't look like an arrogant Lone Wolf at all, but more like a domesticated dog.
   

        From his body to his heart, he had completely been tamed by his master.
   

        "Tap tap tap..." A series of footsteps echoed around the dining table, arriving behind the seats of the Big King and Little King. Two hands caught hold of their cloaks, along with their masks, lightly pulling them. The radiant blond and silver hair immediately cascaded down, carrying a faint floral scent. Their seductive frames were revealed, their swan-like fragile white necks exposed.
   

        "So it turns out, the Big King and Little King are actually a pair of sisters…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Under the sunlight, two faces as beautiful as flowers come into view. Their features well-defined and striking, invoking a sense of a fiery rose. They embody a burning potency yet concurrently exhibit a frigid elegance reminiscent of windswept snow and ice cubes.
   

        There's an inexplicably aloof yet heroic aspect to them.
   

        Originally, this was the case. Now, however, Big King and Little King are being forcibly held in their seats by telekinesis. Their cloaks, which had been concealing their forms, have also been pulled away. A flicker of panic flashes in their bright, striking pupils, and they bite their glossy lips in frustration.
   

        "Dual-Coloured Roses!? The leaders of the Black Spade Organization are you two!?" A surprised voice cuts through the atmosphere at the dining table.
   

        This outburst is from Ray, the psychic who had been utilizing his abilities.
   

        "..."
   

        Upon hearing this, both Big King and Little King are taken aback.
   

        "Oh? Ray, you know them? Explain..."
   

        Casio stands behind the two beauties like a statue. His hand rests softly on their shoulders.
   

        With a slight pressure, his five fingers sink into the soft and tender flesh. The sensation is pleasant, but he is not doing this for enjoyment.
   

        The life field of the Demon Idol has been activated in an instant, enveloping both of them. A quick scan of their bodies and Casio comes to a conclusion. They are not creatures of darkness, but New Humans.
   

        The leaders of the Black Spade 'A' Organization are New Humans.
   

        Then, Ray elaborates more in detail.
   

        Apparently, the New Humans who have emerged over the past half-century awaken their inherent unique abilities through their bloodline, granting them power far beyond ordinary humans. Casio is aware of this, the origin of the New Humans stems from the newly annihiliated Black Rain Villa. In the original historical trajectory, Black Rain Villa was heavily damaged by dusk and suddenly disappeared.
   

        The Eerie Night Guests, originally bound by the mark, regained their freedom, with various schools of thought being passed down. These rapidly evolved to form a group known as New Humans.
   

        With an increase in numbers, the circle broadens. Some abnormal abilities have also gradually shown. These are mutations based on the original bloodline; some are benign, others malignant. The Dual-Coloured Roses mentioned by Psychic Ray are benign.
   

        However, the benign ones focus not on combat, but on support.
   

        The skill the Dual-Coloured Roses awaken is a psychic skill, but their combat power isn't strong. Its primary power lies in assisting others in cultivation.
   

        The voices of the two sisters carry a special psychic frequency that can incredibly soothe people's minds. The more emotional or excited a person is, the better the effect. When a person's emotions would be most exciting, you understand. Singing can also achieve a similar effect, albeit a weakened version.
   

        After being soothed by such psychic abilities, the recipient enters a state akin to a wise man's mode. Any further cultivation or contemplation will yield significant results. One can say that this is an incredibly valuable and useful ability.
   

        Not to mention, the wielders of the ability are two beauties.
   

        As expected, the Dual-Coloured Roses soon attracted the attention of the stronger individuals within the New Human circle. However, just when those powerhouses prepared to make their move, the Dual-Coloured Roses disappeared suddenly.
   

        They vanished like fleeting meteors, completely concealing their tracks.
   

        Several years passed, and they reemerged as the two highest leaders of the underground force known as the Black Spade 'A' Organization in North Flow Country, intriguing indeed.
   

        Ray didn't provide a comprehensive explanation of this series of information. He simply narrated some of the things he had heard and learned over the years. Many logical events and reasons were only known to Big King and Little King. For example, how did the mental effects of the two sisters' psychic abilities get revealed? They knew they were a hot commodity among the New Human circle, so why expose themselves? Also, how did they silently overthrow Big King and Little King?
   

        That's right, the Dual-Coloured Roses were not the original Big King and Little King.
   

        The Black Spade 'A' Organization is a force that has a lengthy history.
   

        However, these things weren't a concern for Casio.
   

        In his eyes, the Black Spade 'A' Organization and all the New Humans don't warrant the investment of too much attention. This is due to the absolute gap in the realm and strength.
   

        At present, those worthy of Casio's special attention are the Door Organization and the Black Mechanism.
   

        Therefore, upon hearing the intelligence, he simply took note of the psychic abilities of the pair of sisters. The ability to soothe people's minds, and the more emotional a person is, the better the effect?
   

        He wonders if this would be useful for his triplet personalities.
   

        When Casio obtained the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, he balanced the aloof personality with the killing personality. He had solved the most important problem of his three mental methods. At least, he doesn't have to worry about deviating into endless slaughter someday while fighting.
   

        You could say the most dangerous difficulty has been eliminated.
   

        However, besides that problem, other side effects exist. Put simply, the main personality is oppressed by the aloof personality and killing personality, resulting in periodic headaches.
   

        Furthermore, he occasionally falls into a state of mental trance.
   

        These side effects are obviously much better compared to before, not having to worry that his main personality will be replaced by another personality. However, he still can't consider them perfectly sound and healthy, and the potential for danger remains.
   

        Actually, in Casio's view, the ideal state of the three methods and three personalities is a balance between them all: an equilateral triangle.
   

        The Killing Personality, the Aloof Personality and the Main Personality have the same level of spiritual sovereignty. The three mutually restrict each other while also progressing together.
   

        At present, the Killing Personality possesses the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist while the Aloof Personality has the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. However, the Main Personality is still lacking something.
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        If the main personality could master a secret technique from the South Dipper...
   

        Not just the three main mental methods would become utterly robust.
   

        Even the South Dipper secret techniques might resonate. Casio could sense that the resonance between the South Dipper Sonic Snake Fist and the Red Vulture Fist could greatly increase the speed of his cultivation. If another was added, and all three resonated together, wouldn't that be…
   

        An hour passed, the Hongmen Banquet in the restaurant was over. King Size had no chance to resist before everything was settled, wholly becoming subordinate to Casio.
   

        At half-past one in the afternoon, the sky was clear and the sun was shining brightly. The windows at the end of the hallway were wide open, letting in the refreshing breeze. Sunlight poured in obliquely, making the dark corridor suddenly bright.
   

        The glass cover of the decorative oil painting on the wall reflected the light softly.
   

        At the entrance of the brown door.
   

        A pair of sisters, similar in appearance, stood quietly, looking somewhat uneasy. But recalling the words in the restaurant just now, they finally reached out and knocked gently on the door.
   

        Inside the room, Casio, who was sitting cross-legged, opened his eyes slowly.
   

        "Come in."
   

        With a creak, the wooden door opened, and golden light poured in like water, illuminating the entrance area. The duo, a pair of roses of different colors, stood right in the beam of sunlight, their skin flawlessly white. 
   

        Whether it was a misunderstanding or not, the clothes they wore were hard to describe. The blonde was dressed in a brain red skin-tight miniskirt that emphasized her sexy figure. Her legs were long, straight, and voluptuous, with the curve extending to her waist and hips.
   

        The silver-haired wore a soft, navy blue silk robe. The curve from the slender waist extending to her chest was as graceful as the mountains in spring, modest yet bold. The exposed skin on her neck and ankles was as white as floating ice on the sea surface.
   

        Both had a sensual, tender face with distinct, icy features; juicy lips, red and charming.
   

        At this moment, they both set their sparkling eyes on Casio.
   

        Despite the light, their eyes seemed affectionate. 
   

        "Close the door." Casio squinted his eyes and stood up.
   

        "Yes."
   

        Five seconds later, Casio slowly walked in front of the two sisters.
   

        As he inspected them again, he felt a somewhat familiar aura, appearing and disappearing like a fleeting fragrance.
   

        "Sir… Your mental state seems a bit terrible…"
   

        "Do you need us, to soothe you a little?"
   

        The Golden Rose spoke suddenly, her voice husky and coquettish. Naturally, it carried a rich allure, like red wine.
   

        "Heh… let's try then…"
   

        Casio smiled faintly, intending to test whether the so-called psychic abilities of the duo were effective. As for the Golden Rose saying his mental state was poor, it was because Casio just exited from the killing personality, his eyes still tinged with bloodshot.
   

        One minute later, the blond youth sat in the middle of the soft sofa. To his left was an icy, elegant lady draped in a silk robe. To his right was a fiery, seductive beauty dressed in a hip-hugging miniskirt. They both sat on either side, bodies featuring graceful contours.
   

        Casio crossed his arms over his chest, his eyelids drooping. The sunlight from the window cast a shadow on his profound facial contours.
   

        The next second, the duo started humming a song, beginning to sing lightly. Without a doubt, it was a contemporary popular tune.
   

        Both had beautiful voices, each with a distinct texture.
   

        The final note at the end of each lyric seemed to have an inexplicable provocation, just like a subtle hand gently scratching the chest.
   

        Not just pleasant to the ears, their voices carried special mental frequencies. Like ripples in water, they blended into the air, lingering and sparkling, their light shining.
   

        It felt like a ball of moist water gradually approaching Casio from both sides, subtly stirring the surging Qi within him.
   

        Well, it turned out to be somewhat useful.
   

        Casio's headache, which he had been experiencing after his cultivation, soothed slightly, and his previously suppressed mood lightened significantly.
   

        His stern eyebrows gradually relaxed, the facial expression becoming serene.
   

        On both sides, the sisters exchanged a look. They started singing more industriously, their voices imbued with an alien force. They were making their last desperate efforts, refusing to merely become subordinates.
   

        Neither was implanted with demon seeds. They intended to use their psychic abilities for one last try, targeting Casio. Their psychic abilities could not merely soothe; if fully utilized, they could reach the extent of mental hypnosis, influencing the will of an individual's personality.
   

        Enchanting songs echoed, hovering in the room.
   

        Casio's eyelids were steadily drooping, his breath becoming more and more even and gentle, the rise and fall of his chest slowing down. It was as if he was about to fall asleep.
   

        A glimmer of delight flashed in the eyes of the twin sisters, as they slowly moved close to him. They were almost leaning on Casio's strong shoulders, red lips whispering into his ears as if sharing a secret.
   

        A faint floral scent lingered at the tip of his nose.
   

        Simultaneously, the two sisters gave each other a nod. Seductive tunes slithered out from between their teeth, softly stimulating the brain.
   

        The enchanting harmonies were so incredibly dream-like; they were irresistibly seductive.
   

        Casio completely closed his eyes.
   

        "Success!" A beam of radiant joy flashed briefly across the face of the Golden Rose. In the next second, however, the smile froze on her face.
   

        She astonishedly watched as a plume of fierce fire-like red vapor erupted from the left side of Casio's body. It filled half the room like a raging wave.
   

        The vortex swirled around, something was descending from the dark abyss above.
   

        Screech!!!
   

        A piercing screech from a fierce bird of prey rang out. A terrifyingly vicious blood vulture swooped down from the sky, its colossal wings blotting out the sun.
   

        The bird landed before the Golden Rose, its crimson pupils staring back at her. Reflected in them was her own panic-stricken silhouette.
   

        Over at the other side, the Silver Rose suddenly wanted to retreat.
   

        A purple python had wound around her thigh without her noticing, its grip leaving red marks on her smooth, pale skin. The soft flesh beneath her skin was squeezed out like tofu. The snake continued to climb upwards, slow but steadfast. It seemed to be constricting its prey, wrapping around it ring by ring until death.
   

        "What the hell have we summoned!?"
   

        "How could this happen!?"
   

        The twin sisters paled and their bodies went limp with horror.
   

        In the center of the sofa, the blonde youth that had been sleeping deeply opened his eyes. His gaze was pitch dark, dull, and lackluster. His whole body was wreathed in a swirling dark energy that resembled fierce flames.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        Casio's entire form began to expand, growing from a height of 1.8 metres to 1.9 metres. His muscular physique also transformed, from a slender and sleek form to a distinctly and rigidly angular shape.
   

        His white, rock-like muscles flexed impressively. His muscular arms were smooth and sleek, shining as if they were coated in a layer of golden ointment under the sunlight. They were eye-catchingly radiant and lustrous.
   

        Quite an attraction.
   

        His upper body clothing had ripped apart, revealing the twenty shining constellations on his chest. Half were red, half were purple. Additionally, at his waist and kidney area, three clusters of lights were brightening up.
   

        Casio had entered an unusual state, his mind was unusually clear, while his body was driven by the primal instincts of secret martial arts. Personas of killing lust and aloofness surged forth, his Qi dissipated outwards.
   

        The dominant persona in his mind fell into a most primal state.
   

        His body would only act on its basal instincts.
   

        Under the sunlight, Casio glanced at the sisters stationed at the ends of the sofa. His lips curled into an involuntary wicked smirk.
   

        He abruptly stood up, his towering figure blocking the sunlight from the window. The massive shadow crept closer to the two women in the room.
   

        ***************************
   

        At dusk, the red sunset scattered across the room.
   

        On the solitary bed, a fair, smooth back was revealed, a narrow crevice was squeezed out in the middle. More than half of it was covered gently by a thin blanket, the sunlight lingered on the delicate butterfly bone.
   

        In the center of the bed, a blonde youth was leaning against the headrest.
   

        Broad shoulders, sharp jawline, his deep gaze were like dark abyss. It was obscured by the slowly drifting smoke.
   

        A veil of mystery.
   

        He was holding a cigarette in his mouth.
   

        The bluish-red flame flickered, bright and dim in turns.
   

        Suddenly, the youth cursed under his breath, murmuring to himself.
   

        "What the hell just happened?"
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        Utterly bewildered, it could truly be described as utterly bewildered.
   

        He indeed wanted to test whether the psychic abilities of the Bicolored Roses were effective, so he purposely relaxed a bit, allowing the South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist Qi to synergize a bit.
   

        But what he did not expect was that the all-out efforts of Bicolored Roses were genuinely effective. In his indulgence, he brought out all of the two impulses - the killing personality and indifferent personality were at their lowest, and Casio's main personality regained control.
   

        His mind achieved a state of pure clarity.
   

        The Demon Idol's secret martial art began to act on its own, and the Demon's Qi took control of the body instead of the South Dipper Qi, stimulating the body's instincts as a result.
   

        As Casio fell into this strange state of consciousness, his physical body began to act on its own, unhesitatingly 'devouring' the sisters...
   

        Luckily, not in the physical sense.
   

        Starting from half past one in the afternoon until six o'clock, a full four and a half hours. He didn't feel tired at all; instead, the sister flowers couldn't withstand it and kept begging for mercy before falling asleep.
   

        His unconscious self was merciful, a testament to his gentlemanly nature. After all, with Casio's top-notch combat realm and his thrice-enhanced muscle density, he wouldn't have any problem lasting for days.
   

        Let alone, he now has three glowing kidneys.
   

        "I still have human desires. I enjoy good food and beautiful women. It seems that no matter how the Demon Idol's Secret Art remolds my physique, I am fundamentally still a human…"
   

        "Otherwise, my unconscious self wouldn't have instinctively done what it did." Casio took a deep, thoughtful drag on his cigarette, slowly breathing out a puff of smoke. His belief became even more steadfast.
   

        Recalling the frenzy of the moment, a thoughtful Casio partially closed his pitch-black eyes, looking melancholy.
   

        He turned his head to glance at the fair-skinned bodies of the princesses on both sides of him who were snuggling against him, resembling seductive mermaids.
   

        Their forms were beautiful, their lines even. Their arms over his shimmered with a glowing fairness. The partially covered lower halves of their bodies with their firm, slender waists and smooth curves bore a few red marks.
   

        This was Casio's first time.
   

        It was also the Bicolored Roses' first time.
   

        Casio has always considered himself as detached, able to get along with very few people. Most of these relationships were that of master and student or friendship, formed through combat and sparring.
   

        As for women, as for love, it was his first time.
   

        Slightly naive, but he knew when he needs to be firm.
   

        Their confused beginning shouldn't end as confusingly. Casio found it hard to say words like love to the sisters, but his protectiveness and possessiveness were absolute.
   

        He had included Bicolored Roses within his circle.
   

        And for his people, Casio was always definitive. Be it teacher Lixia, Blood Fist Feng Liusi, or Sheng Feinan, he may be indifferent, but he was not heartless. He knew to take care of his own women.
   

        Casio quickly made up his mind. With that, he slowly extended his hands, gently placing them on the shoulders of the two beauties. Their golden and silver hair, fragrant like flowers, rippled like dense seaweed in water.
   

        The demon seed passed through his palm, slowly entering Bicolored Roses' bodies. These two demon seeds, compared to the higher-ups of the 'Black Spade "A" Organization, were darker and more profound. They evidently concentrated to a degree. If there were levels to the demon seeds, these were of the highest.
   

        This was the maximum concentration of Qi that Casio could achieve currently.
   

        One such demon seed is equivalent to three ordinary ones.
   

        Subtly, the demon seed reached the Dantian. Casio slowly closed his eyes and transferred the two Indestructible level life vibration energies inside his body over. It was as if a glowing ball of hot liquid enveloped the demon seed within the sisters' bodies, radiating heat like a furnace.
   

        The volume and concentration of the Indestructible level life vibration energy wildly surpassed that of the Immortal level. The sisters, only a bit stronger than ordinary people, would probably need more than half a month to fully absorb this life vibration energy.
   

        Casio felt that their physiques indeed needed to be enhanced.
   

        After everything was over, he slowly got off the bed.
   

        Pulling the white curtains apart, the fierce sunset outside was revealed. The golden-red firelight poured down from the edge of the clouds, illuminating thousands of miles around it. The beautiful clouds at sunset sat at the edge.
   

        The burning red light fell into his eyes, tinting blue deep pools of his eyes a torrid crimson. The corona shone on Casio's robust and muscular body, sprinkled with bits of setting sun's golden light.
   

        Add with it a rugged male charm.
   

        He suddenly thought that what he had done just now was like paying for a prostitute. But on second thought, he decided such a thought was pretty sensitive and pretentious.
   

        To use an analogy from his past life.
   

        The big brother was not educated, but he loved you nonetheless.
   

        The big brother had money, which he would spend on those he liked.
   

        It all began in a fluke, so instead of mere sweet talk, why not give something tangible, something substantial. Casio felt what he did was right.
   

        "Huh…"
   

        Slowly breathing out, Casio shut the window.
   

        He could not tell if it was due to the effectiveness of the Bicolored Roses' psychic abilities or because it was his first time doing that. But he now felt refreshed, as if his brain had been rinsed clean with clear water.
   

        Compared to his usual state, he felt much better.
   

        His mood also felt bright and clear.
   

        "Tomorrow, it's about time to visit the orphanage…" 
   

        Casio pulled the curtains together and turned to walk towards the washroom.
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        ******************************
   

        The second day, seven thirty in the morning.
   

        Casio awakened and moved the ivory arms resting on his chest to the side. He gently patted their shoulders.
   

        "Xiqin, Jil. Time to wake up..."
   

        "Hmm~" The elder sister with seaweed-like blond hair, Xiqin, lazily hummed. The seductive trailing sound was a bit hoarse.
   

        On the other side, Jil also woke up. Her slender body lean backward, revealing a delicate white clavicle.
   

        Silver hair covered half of her face, and the expression was a bit bewildered from just waking up. The uncannily clueless look was adorable in contrast to Jil's cold and stunning temperament.
   

        After ten minutes, on the vacant ground near the sofa...
   

        Casio stood in front of a full-length mirror as Jil put a black lightweight trench coat on him. Golden hair moved at his chest front while Xiqin arranged and folded his collar.
   

        Casio didn't need the two to serve him, but Xiqin and Jil insisted on it. So, he simply went along with them.
   

        A minute passed. Under the sun, Xiqin, dressed as a red-dressed beauty, crossed her arms around her chest, encircling her voluptuous figures. She looked satisfactorily at the blond man wearing a trench coat across her.
   

        His body was tall and straight, his brows and eyes handsome and indifferent, his golden hair exuded a radiant authority. There was no denying, Casio was seriously handsome since his transformation.
   

        Jil's first reaction when she saw Casio back then...
   

        "When did the senior level get such a handsome man?"
   

        And within two days, the handsome man became hers.
   

        Casio was powerful, domineering, and mysterious. If you were his enemy, you'd be restless and scared, but once you're part of his side, his overflowing sense of security could make you intoxicated.
   

        Jil and Xiqin were both infatuated and loved this feeling of security.
   

        "Let's go. Have breakfast downstairs and head to the northern area..."
   

        Casio glanced at the full-length mirror and slowly took out the silver pocket watch from his pocket, pulling its chain to hang it around his neck.
   

        At eight in the morning, at the central restaurant in the Water Cloud House...
   

        Casio had a delicate breakfast and met with some of the senior levels. Alongside it, he issued orders and asked about the progress of things.
   

        By the time breakfast was finished and the reports were done, it was already half past eight.
   

        He glanced at his pocket watch, took Xiqin, and left the Water Cloud House. A discreetly luxurious black car slowly sped up.
   

        Additionally, three or four black cloud cars followed from a distance.
   

        July 26th, 156 Federation Calendar, breezy, sunny.
   

        Fengnan City, North District, Public Cemetery.
   

        On either side of the road, a few sparse trees swayed as the wind blew the leaves, all bathed in a green light under the sun.
   

        The sky was pure blue as if painted on a blank canvas, with a few strands of cloud drifting around the edges, stirred by the breeze.
   

        The sunlight was dazzling, spilling its golden light onto the grassland. Large patches of green cemetery were covered with golden hues, and the vegetation bathed in the glowing green light, filled with vitality.
   

        This gave the entire cemetery a less desolate and grim impression.
   

        In the center of the cemetery, a spire church with grey walls and red tiles stood aloof as always, its spire reflecting the sunlight.
   

        "Ding!"
   

        The sound of the church bell wafted from above.
   

        In front of a tombstone on the left of the church, three silhouettes stood quietly. Some burly men in black clothes waited with their heads down a few tens of meters away, glancing around from time to time.
   

        "Fourth of June..." 
   

        The man in the trench coat muttered, a sense of reminiscence gleamed in his eyes. He slowly bent down, looking at the recently erected tombstone. His fingers gently swept over the surface of the tombstone.
   

        Above it, two simple lines of words were inscribed.
   

        "Casio Kaneki."
   

        "Born 131, Died 156."
   

        The palm of his hand paused and rubbed over the character "die" for a while. It seemed as if he wanted to erase this brand newly engraved mark.
   

        "Cough cough ... cough cough ..."
   

        Suddenly, a cough from an elderly man could be heard not far away.
   

        Casio looked up, and it was a seventy-year-old man with a crutch. That wrinkled yet kind face was very familiar to him. It was the head of the Peace Orphanage, a man filled with a sense of justice and compassion.
   

        "Excuse me, cough, excuse me, are you friends of Casio?"
   

        The elderly director with white hair came staggering.
   

        Casio raised his hand slightly, signaling the gunners from the Black Spades "A" organization to stand still. He took a deep breath and strode over.
   

        He reached out his hand and caught the director.
   

        "Yes, I am a friend of Casio. My name is Li Wei..."
   

        "That young man once helped me a great deal..."
   

        Casio lied, he did not reveal his true identity to the elderly director. It's better not to involve ordinary people in some matters. He could operate more freely behind the scenes.
   

        After five minutes, Casio, posing as a friend, talked to the elderly director for a while and gradually steered the topic towards his health issue.
   

        "Director Lin Te, what's with your cough?"
   

        "Ah, it's an old problem. It all started with a cold ten years ago..."
   

        The elderly director started to narrate, coughing lightly from time to time.
   

        "Oh, I see." Casio laughed: "I happen to have a special medicine for lung diseases here, it will be cured after a period of medication. I will send it to Peace Orphanage later. Also, Casio once helped me greatly. Now that I'm successful and he's gone, I plan to regularly donate some money to Peace Orphanage to fund its maintenance, operation and to cover the cost of children's food, clothing, shelter, and transportation. What do you think?".
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        "Really? You truly are a good Samaritan! Possessing a benevolent heart, resembling an angel with such wonderful qualities. I thank you on behalf of all the children in the orphanage!" The old director was moved to say, attempting to bow, but Casio supported him with one hand.
   

        "Don't thank me, you should be thanking Casio. He is the one who possesses this benevolent heart and these fantastic qualities that resemble an angel."
   

        So said Casio.
   

        An cool breeze blew, ruffling the thick skin of his face.
   

        His expression remained unchanged.
   

        "Director Lint, this special drug will take effect very quickly. Just a day or two and the cough will be eliminated. But you can't stop the treatment, taking the medicine fully until completion is necessary. I have something I must attend to, I will let my secretary and a few people accompany you..." Casio turned and shared a glance with Xiqin.
   

        Smart people naturally know what to do next, what attitude to take. The bi-colored roses, this pair of sisters, are certainly not stupid.
   

        After all, they are capable of controlling an underground organization.
   

        Five minutes later, Director Lint is being guided by Xiqin to the Peace Orphanage. The whole public cemetery is completely sealed off.
   

        Casio had silently transmitted a life vibration energy to the old director, which was enough to eliminate the old wounds hidden within his body. It might even make Director Lint's body functions slowly regenerate a few years of youthfulness.
   

        Nine-thirty in the morning, in the west of Fengnan city, in the public cemetery.
   

        A figure dressed in a formal suit was pushed forward by two sturdy men, clothes disheveled, face swollen and abnormally miserable.
   

        He was still trying to struggle, but it was futile.
   

        "Damn it! DO you know who I am?!" 
   

        The man wearing gold-rimmed glasses was usually cultured looking but now his face was fierce. Blood was dripping from his mouth corner, fury filling his pupils.
   

        There was a slap on the man's left cheek.
   

        The stalwart man escorting him sneered, "Aren't you a director of Fire Deer Antique Company? Did you think I wouldn't know? The entire Fire Deer Antique Company has been captured, and now is potentially in the hands of our Black Spade A…" 
   

        The stalwart man said no more. He raised the glasses-wearing man as if he were a chick, and dragged him to a gray tombstone in front.
   

        "Kneel!"
   

        "Bang!" "Ah!"
   

        The stalwart man kicked the glasses-wearing man's kneecap and roughly made him kneel on the ground. Then he turned respectfully to the trench-coated man in front of the tombstone and said," Sir, the man has arrived …" 
   

        The blond-haired youth turned around indifferently, staring down at the glasses-wearing man with the gaze of one inspecting a lamb ready to be slaughtered.
   

        "On June 4th, over a month ago in Klamora Mountain, a relic from the Karenka era. The three antique commissioners from Fire Deer Antique Company were your subordinates? The plan was consequently made by you?"
   

        The man's voice was deep, carrying an edge of coldness.
   

        The glasses-wearing man could feel a terrifying pressure descending slowly from above, the cold sweat completely covering his forehead.
   

        His gaze darted around, completely unable to meet Casio's eyes.
   

        Even if he wasn't the brightest, he could sense that something wasn't right.
   

        In front, a blond-haired youth that had been waiting for a response for a long time, gave a cold chuckle. He reached out slowly and placed a hand on top of the tombstone.  
   

        "Do you recognize this name? Casio Kaneki…" 
   

        The glasses-wearing man trembled as he looked up, as though he had some memory of this name. It seemed to belong to a student from the Zexi University Antiques Department who had participated in the archaeological expedition. He had taken a glance once before.
   

        The blond young man ignored him and continued to speak, "Your men killed a person with a benevolent heart, beautiful qualities resembling an angel. You forced him into darkness, to be in sync with evil. The influence gradually turned him brutal, gradually made him bloodthirsty, gradually changed him into a monster!" 
   

        A hand suddenly reached down from above, gripping the glasses-wearing man's hair like a iron clamp and half-lifting him.
   

        The glasses-wearing man looked up in terror, only to see a pair of crimson pupils set in a cold, hard face. And the large handgun, its black barrel almost pressed against his forehead.
   

        "Do..."
   

        The plea for mercy was abruptly interrupted.
   

        There was a loud bang and a bullet blew up a head.
   

        The body of the glasses-wearing man thudded onto the grass. From above came a voice, "So it is to say, all of this is your fault…" 
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        Blood gushed from the bullet holes, leaving a scarlet mark on the grass, gradually absorbed by the soil.
   

        The expression of terror on the bespectacled man's face was fixed in that instance, with blood from his forehead staining his lenses scarlet.
   

        From the day he returned to Fengnan City, Casio had begun investigating the Klamora Mountain relic incident that occurred a month ago. It was no simple matter: the Fire Deer Antique Company who had been collaborators but suddenly betrayed him, an organization named 'Hunter'.
   

        And the explosives planted by unknown forces.
   

        At that time, his strength wasn't much, arguably one of the most dangerous situations Casio had ever encountered. After escaping, he decisively left Fengnan City, hiding his identity to avoid being involved in potentially dangerous affairs.
   

        Now, Casio's strength was far beyond before. Upon his return to Fengnan City, he naturally intervened in the incident.
   

        The Fire Deer Antique Company was the first to be dealt with.
   

        He had a senior member of the Black Spade "A" handle it, and in less than two days the entire Fire Deer Antique was overthrown. After all, even when facing supernatural forces, the Black Spade "A" was a violent black organization.
   

        Controlling a small and medium-sized antique company, whose businesses are confined to a few cities, was not a time-consuming task.
   

        After the high-ranking official interrogated all that should be asked, the director of the Fire Deer Antique Company, who was responsible for the plan, was presented to Casio. He simply killed the bespectacled man right away, in front of his own grave.
   

        It was a complete farewell to the past.
   

        With blood as a dividing line.
   

        As for his tutor and fellow students who died in the relic, Casio planned to re-excavate the Klamora Mountain relic, retrieve their remains for reburial and secretly provide some financial assistance to the families of his fellow students. After all, there were once teacher-student and comrade relationships. Especially the fellow student who gave him the Wind Elephant Ivory Pendant. If it wasn't for him, Casio might not have known that he had supernatural abilities until his death.
   

        Although unintentional, he still wanted to return the favor.
   

        In addition, Zexi University and the Fengnan City Government, which were involved in the matter, the Black Spade "A" had already launched their networks to investigate. Casio believed that the most valuable clues were the corpses and relics he saw when he crawled out of the relic soil.
   

        A pure white badge in the shape of a shield, with a golden grain pattern around the edges, and a black cross sword embedded in the middle of the devil's horned skull. There are also tiny letters arranged on it: Hunter.
   

        In addition to a large-caliber handgun, it was almost half the length of a forearm, with silver letters on the body, Ebony.
   

        These two items pointed to a force that likely stood against the Shadow Demon. The intertwined forces caused the vortex to stir, leading to a series of events.
   

        Casio had considered whether the force called 'Hunter' had anything to do with the Shadowless organization, but soon this was ruled out. If he wanted detailed information, either the two forces would surface, or he would wait to completely refine and subdue the Shadow Demon.
   

        Casio, having a limited focus, decided to let nature take its course and chose the latter. His attention was mainly on Jilan, a core member of the Gate organization, which appealed to him even more.
   

        Since obtaining the intelligence from Adam's mouth, he had mobilized the forces to search for traces of Jilan in the city. The target was locked last night and he was just waiting for his next action.
   

        At twelve noon, at the end of lunch, in Water Cloud House.
   

        In the living room, Casio looked at himself in the mirror.
   

        In a black robe with a cloak that concealed his silhouette. Inside was a tight-fit combat uniform, with the fabric being sturdy, especially reinforced at the joints. It would not be damaged in any less than intense battles.
   

        He moved his hands and feet and nodded with satisfaction.
   

        Though once he gave his all, this suit would surely burst. But it should be fine for normal battles.
   

        Casio removed his robe, revealing his broad and sturdy shoulders.
   

        Two streamlined hunks of muscle were covered with bruises and twisted veins intertwined, forming a mark under the skin.
   

        It looked like a devil's eye.
   

        With his eyelids drooping and a faint smile at the corners of his mouth, a compass suddenly appeared in his hand, holding a gem-like blue eyeball between his thumb and index finger.
   

        Casio looked at his cold demeanor in the mirror.
   

        He muttered to himself.
   

        "Now, I am a core member of the Gate organization, Peacock…"
   

        He believed that he was perfect in disguise.
   

        Glancing at the time, Casio turned around and slowly walked downstairs.
   

        ****************************
   

        With the sunset and the rise of the moon, a bright silver disc was embedded in the dark night sky. Like a thin layer of frost, the bright white light gently poured over the whole plain, covering all the buildings in Fengnan City.
   

        The tiles on the spires and dome buildings glowed slightly white.
   

        On the outskirts of the city, in an abandoned church, a brass spiral staircase spiraled upwards from the bottom to a height of about ten meters.
   

        About the second floor, under the stained glass window, on the platform of the stairs,
   

        A figure dressed in a black robe sat cross-legged in silence.
   

        The moonlight passed through the stained glass window, casting an elongated patchy trace. The irregular blocks of color were joined together, like ripples under the water, giving people a sense of illusion.
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        "Phew..."
   

        From under the shadow of the cloak, two streams of warm breath slowly flowed out.
   

        The figure standing still as a statue seemed to come alive, he pulled off his hat, revealing an icy cold face.
   

        With narrow and skinny facial features, short eyebrows, the corners of his mouth and eyes gave people a sense of bitterness. On his left cheek was a thorn-like scar as long as an index finger, right next to the temple.
   

        Slowly, the man extended his palm. Astonishingly, a mist-like vapor rose from the surface of his skin, draining away the color bit by bit. His once ruddy palm turned to a ghastly blue in an instant.
   

        It was as if his entire body had been frozen like a corpse.
   

        "The Hand of the Dark Demon...But why is it a fragment?"
   

        He clenched his fist with gritted teeth.
   

        On the path of martial arts, Jilan was no genius. If he cultivated step by step, he would have faded away long ago. But he had his own encounters. Accidentally, he inherited an eerie Secret Martial Art. It was known as the Hand of the Dark Demon, which, as the name suggests, cultivated a pair of palms with great destructive power.
   

        It could drain the vitality of living creatures by touch.
   

        It was a wicked and powerful technique.
   

        Jilan leveraged the Hand of the Dark Demon to progress rapidly, gaining a power he had never imagined before, successfully progressing to the Fighter rank. But after achieving the Fighter level, he discovered the potential danger of this technique. The Hand of the Dark Demon not only devours the opponent's vitality but also incessantly drains his own vitality.
   

        The higher the level of cultivation of the Hand of the Dark Demon, the more lethal it is in battles, and the shorter one's lifespan!
   

        Jilan had already depleted much of his lifespan. After attaining Fighter rank, he had less than five years left to live.
   

        This was only because after breaking through the life realm, his lifespan was extended. Otherwise, in his previous realm, he might not have survived even a year or two.
   

        He had mastered such immense power, and yet, he couldn't live for a few years. This injustice instilled in Jilan both anger and fear. Therefore, he was desperate to find a method to prolong his lifespan, eventually seeking the Organization, a secret and powerful entity with a global reach.
   

        Allegedly, becoming a core member can gradually restore one's youth, and even forcibly pave the way for martial arts progress.
   

        Jilan joined without hesitation, his immense strength as a Fighter recognized. After spending three years moving from one country to another, he constantly faced dangers and fought battles.
   

        Finally, a month ago, he obtained a fragment of the Gate.
   

        It can be said, it was a fluke within flukes. Because of high-intensity, high-frequency battles, Jilan's vitality was draining even faster. He didn't have five years left. At most, he had two to three months left.
   

        However, it was all worth it. Half a month ago, Jilan successfully became a core member of the Organization. Moreover, he gained the true method of using the fragments of the Gate. Of course, Jilan also took on a task: to find another fragment of the Gate and hand it over to the leader, Xiadu, within five years. Otherwise, the Organization will stop providing him with the necessary tools to use the fragments of the Gate regularly.
   

        His thoughts flowed, and Jilan slowly laid his hand on his knee.
   

        He could feel the burning blood in his body continuously rushing towards his arm, only to be devoured and consumed in his palm. The Hand of the Dark Demon was like a bottomless pit, accepting all incoming, voraciously.
   

        Jilan knew that the secret martial art he practiced was incomplete and risky. If it were complete, there may still be side effects, but not as exaggerated as they are now. He had even tried to find the complete version of the Hand of the Dark Demon secret martial arts.
   

        But, to no avail.
   

        The era when the Hand of the Dark Demon was created was suspected to be very long ago, possibly before the Federation era and the Imperial era. Perhaps a thousand years...
   

        Such a long time span, combined with the fact that they are already lost secret martial arts, make it difficult for Jilan to get his hands on them despite his best efforts.
   

        Therefore, he had to give up solving the problem from the root.
   

        Instead, he reluctantly set his sights on the fragments of the Gate.
   

        In fact, a long time ago, there was another method to completely solve the problem, which is more fundamental than the fundamental method. That was to abandon the Hand of the Dark Demon martial arts and turn back into an ordinary person.
   

        But how could Jilan easily give up the immense power he had acquired after so much effort? Even if this path is dark, he'd still persist to the end. The Hand of the Dark Demon, which has taken up most of his life and effort, cannot be discarded. On the contrary, he longed to go further. If the effects of the fragments of the Gate are as miraculous as the Organization said, then it is indeed possible!
   

        "The 30th of July, four days left..."
   

        Jilan murmured to himself. Even though he had long gotten used to this kind of premonition, his eyes still held a hint of awe. The fragments of the Gate acted like a clock in his head, giving him constant reminders.
   

        They conveyed the exact time.
   

        As for the correct place...
   

        Jilan took out a stack of population density distribution maps of North Flow Country from his bosom, filled with circled areas and annotations in pencil. It was evident that he had spent a long time studying it.
   

        In fact, the whole of North Flow Country is the correct place.
   

        But the area covered by a fragment of the Gate is limited; it can only pursue the maximization of benefits. Even Jilan, when faced with such a perfect opportunity, started crunching numbers like a penny-pincher.
   

        He calculated the vague area covered by the fragment of the Gate, overlaid it on the population density distribution map, and kept drawing circles for a demonstration.
   

        To find the optimal position for himself.
   

        During this process, Jilan had to consider the working hours and different commuting patterns of the people in that area. It could be said he had never studied mathematics so diligently in his life.
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        However, hard work pays off.
   

        After two days and two nights of calculation, Jilan had found the location. It was on East Fania Avenue, in Northern Flow City, North Flow Country.
   

        He would depart tomorrow and take the train to Northern Flow City.
   

        "Open that door, and enjoy the divine fine nectar..."
   

        Jilan slowly stood up, recalling what the other core members of the Door Organization had said to him half a month ago, and took a deep breath.
   

        "I hope the feeling truly is that wonderful."
   

        He glanced at the eerie abandoned church, slowly descending the staircase, each of his footsteps echoing clearly.
   

        At the fighter's level, the Black hand's daily training would affect the surrounding environment, spontaneously stealing the vitality of living things.
   

        That was the reason he had chosen such a secluded location.
   

        It's not out of concern, but rather because he didn't want unnecessary troubles. If the people around are affected and the Black Mechanism identifies it as a supernatural event, it would be a hassle.
   

        The right time was about to come, and he didn't want any complications.
   

        Click...
   

        The sound of a twig snapping under his shoe.
   

        Jilan, draped in black robes, slowly walked out of the main gate.
   

        "I didn't expect your vigilance to be so poor..."
   

        Suddenly, a man's voice came from the corner.
   

        "Who is that?!!"
   

        Jilan spun around sharply, his muscles taut like bowstrings. His hands appeared claw-like from the sleeves of his robe, tangled with purple-blue meridians.
   

        At this moment, he was startled. Someone had managed to approach him to this extent without him noticing. This was seriously dangerous.
   

        "Peacock, you can call me Peacock. No need to be so tense, we are on the same side..." From the other side, a man, also dressed in black robes, leaned against the wall. His right hand was slowly tossing a glass-like object, that emitted a soft blue light under the moonlight.
   

        "Tear of Blue Eye? You're actually using such a valuable thing as a glass toy? Be careful, or you'll regret it if it's damaged..."
   

        Jilan raised an eyebrow, relaxing. He immediately revealed the Demon's Eye logo on his shoulder, and the man opposite moved in synchrony with him. The logo was a bit blurry under the hazy moonlight.
   

        Normally, if a core member of the Door Organization was cautious enough, they would proceed with the next step to confirm their identity, by touching the logo to sense other forces. But Jilan practiced the Black Demon's Hand, touching a living thing would inevitably steal its vitality, so forget it.
   

        Besides, the other man had a Tear of Blue Eye, so there was no doubt about his identity.
   

        Wait, that Tear of Blue Eye has traces of secret techniques being used. Could it be...that this core member called Peacock, like himself, had just received a shard of the Door, waiting for an opportunity?
   

        Jilan looked at Casio, slightly squinting his eyes. The surrounding darkness made his face seem deep and cold.
   

        A few meters away, Casio had a flat, indifferent smile on his face, appearing casual. However, his right hand hidden behind his back was clenched into a fist, his veins bulging. Twenty-three acupuncture points in his chest lit up at the same time but were concealed by his clothes.
   

        If Jilan showed the slightest suspicion...
   

        Casio vowed; the next moment, he would be turned into mud!
   

        Even the large arched gate and the entire enclosure wall behind him would be wiped out by his terrifying burst of Qi energy.
   

        "Peacock, have you also just received a Shard of the Door?"
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        For a moment, Jilan felt a freshness in the air around him. It was as if the nighttime breeze had started to flow again, lightly caressing his neck and face, bringing a sensation of coolness.
   

        He stood in place, watching as Casio approached.
   

        As they got close to a certain degree, a rumble echoed in both their minds. It was the fragments of the doors emitting a sense of perception and resonance.
   

        Jilan felt a certainty in his heart, confirming at this moment Casio's identity. He was a new core member of the Door Organization!
   

        The moonlight was faint, and the cold wind rustled. They exchanged a glance.
   

        Then they turned around and walked back into the abandoned church.
   

        Five minutes later, under the window adorned with flowers, on a metallic platform.
   

        Jilan and Casio, while not deep in conversation, were getting familiar with each other. Casio cunningly produced an identical map to Jilan's that depicted the dense distribution of the population in North Flow Country's city. He directly placed it on the open platform.
   

        Both recently joined as core members of the Door organization, both for the first time using the fragments of the doors, and coincidentally, the correct locations were also in North Flow Country. Under such shared circumstances, Jilan inevitably felt a sense of closeness. Moreover, having just become a core member not long ago, he has been traveling around the world. Now his needs require him to make friends and connections.
   

        Helpful assistance within the core members' circle of the Door organization would be beneficial. After all, it's hard to stand alone, regardless of how strong one's strength is, one will always encounter danger or difficulties. At this time, help from a friend of the same rank is particularly important—having more friends is necessary when one is outside.
   

        Although Jilan was naturally cold and slightly aloof, he still knew the basics. Besides, based on the few minutes of contact just now, this core member, Peacock, was quite talkative, sincere, and perhaps worthy of deeper friendship.
   

        "Jilan, I see your face is somewhat pale, and you seemed a bit distracted just now. Have you been injured or affected?"
   

        Under the colorful flower window, Casio spoke when the time was ripe.
   

        "Hehe…" Jilan forced a laugh. The paleness of his face was, of course, due to the practice of Dark Magic Hand just now that drained part of his Blood Qi. But he obviously couldn't say this.
   

        Thus, Jilan vaguely gave an excuse.
   

        "It's just a side effect of practicing Secret Martial Art."
   

        "Oh, struck by the same plight, I am. The Secret Martial Art I practice has a huge side effect; it almost pushed me into a corner. But luckily, under a fortunate coincidental opportunity, I found the Door Organization, and only then got glimpses of hope in the darkness."
   

        Casio shook his head, his face somewhat nostalgic. His eyes had a hint of memory—as if recalling some past events.
   

        "Oh? I see my friend, your physique holds no issue, rather teeming with Blood Qi, may I rudely ask: what's the side effect?" Jilan wasn't very curious, but he felt some resonance due to Casio's similar fate.
   

        "My physique has no problem, the problematic part is here..."
   

        Casio extended his right hand, tapping the temple with his index and middle fingers, a smile revealed on his face. The moonlight through the flower window cast colorful shadows onto his face, dividing it into irregular sections, making the smile somewhat eerie.
   

        "I am mentally ill, and it seems eradication is impossible…"
   

        This sentence has two drastically different weird tones. The first half was frantically bold, tone was high, like a madman in frenzied ecstasy. The second half was uttered very clearly, each word spaced evenly, as if measured by a ruler. The tone was flat and cold, devoid of any ups and downs.
   

        Like a lifeless robot.
   

        The abandoned church was spacious, with the echo of Casio's words lingering in Jilan's ear like an enduring refrain.
   

        "Damn, turns out he's a madman!"
   

        Staring into Casio's eyes, he noticed the instant change of expression. From composed → frantic → cold, wasn't this the unquestionable symptom of schizophrenia? There's no need for a hospital diagnosis, one glance and it's clear this person has a mental problem.
   

        Jilan was initially astonished, then wary, and finally, he felt a hint of sympathy and comfort. The astonishment was a natural first reaction, caution was due to the fear of Casio, core member with a psychiatric issue, might suddenly become violent. After all, you can't reason with a psychopath.
   

        The final sympathy and comfort were related to Jilan's own experiences. He joined the Door Organization to solve the intense side effects from practicing Secret Martial Art, the same plight as Casio's. Besides, Casio's symptoms seemed more severe, involving one's mental state and personality. Cultivators of Secret Martial Art all had a strong will and a monopolistic desire for the control of power. Imagine if one day there was an extra person in your mind, wanting to wrestle control of your body every day.
   

        Jilan found that idea terrifying. He would rather the side effects be shortened lifespan, but not mental related ones.
   

        So, compared to Casio, he felt better. Sometimes, misery needs a contrast.
   

        "Jilan, there's no need to worry. I can still suppress them. Plus, this situation would soon be over, wouldn't it?"
   

        Casio fully removed his cloak, and his eyes became calm again.
   

        "Hmm, indeed. I'm scheduled for July 30, and you're the 31st. It's just a matter of four or five days... Sigh..."
   

        Jilan sighed with a tinge of sentimentality, "I've waited three years for this day and finally... the correct time, the correct location, the fragments of the doors, the Tear of Blue Eye, everything is ready…" 
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        "Tears of Blue Eye?" Casio's heart skipped a beat. After probing the conversation with Jilan, he had already gained quite a bit of knowledge. For example, the shards of the gate impart a premonition that vaguely reveals the right time and place to its owner.
   

        This is where the temporal and spatial position can bring the shards into play.
   

        What Jilan lamented earlier was obviously the various elements required for the shards to function, including the Tears of Blue Eye.
   

        Could it be that the Tears of Blue Eye not only restrict the shards of the gate but also play a role in the subsequent ceremony?
   

        Casio felt the need to delve more into this, taking advantage of Jilan's sympathy for his previous plight.
   

        Thus, he talked more and made various indirect inquiries.
   

        Ten minutes passed.
   

        Finally, he had basically made sense of the shards of the gate.
   

        This was a ceremony widely spread among the core members of the Gate Organization.
   

        "Open the gate."
   

        As long as one owns a shard of the gate, the premonition will tell you the right time between heaven and earth, and the right area corresponding to a shard. This area may sometimes be in the northern part of the Federation, sometimes in the south, or even overseas.
   

        But, without exception, the vague area pointed out is where human cities are located.
   

        At the right time and place, the core members of the Gate Organization need to bring out the consumable given by the leader, the Tears of Blue Eye. It's okay if it has previously been used with strange powers, as this is just a superficial feature of the Tears of Blue Eye. The material itself is the most important thing.
   

        You need to place the Tears of Blue Eye on the pineal position on your forehead for a brief moment. This way, the third Eye of the Soul will open, revealing the gate that exists between illusion and reality!
   

        Then all you need to do is push it open.
   

        Inside the gate lies the truth, the eternity, and the essence of this world.
   

        So, what does this gate have to do with humans?
   

        Humans, as the essence of all things and the spirit of heaven and earth, have a physique, Qi, and soul. They are the origin, the spiritual species. Moreover, they are the protagonists of this era, influencing the whole world.
   

        A core member of the Gate Organization once described it using the Soma Myth of the Star Blue Empire - the essence of life and the source of mystery.
   

        The realm enveloped by the shards of the gate, the moment when time freezes.
   

        All human physiques integrate to form the Gate of Physique.
   

        All human Qi steams to form the Gate of Qi.
   

        All human souls ascend to form the Gate of Souls.
   

        Once you push open the gate corresponding to the shard, you may see the Lake of Physique, the Lake of Qi, and the Lake of Soul.
   

        Then, just take a scoop!
   

        This is the greatest function of the shards of the gate!!!
   

        "Collective cultivation! Essentially taking away the power of nearly a million people in an entire city! It may be just one-thousandth or even one ten-thousandth, but when aggregated, it is hundreds or thousands of people!"
   

        Casio was shocked, is this the real purpose of the shards of the gate? At its core, it's a brutal plunder, the harvesting of the weak by the strong. Although, spread out among everyone, it can be described as minimal.
   

        One could probably naturally recover from it after a night's sleep.
   

        But when examined at the root, it is indeed bloody.
   

        "Wait, one shard of the gate has a limited coverage, what about hundreds of shards?! What if someone could piece together a complete gate! When pushing open the gate, the range directly covers the whole world? Taking a scoop from the power ocean of the whole world?"
   

        Casio shivered abruptly, feeling the hairs on the back of his neck rise.
   

        The whole Hong Li Federation has 250 million people, the other two major powers are similar, adding up to 700-800 million. With the addition of various medium and small countries, over a billion people. The total global population is close to two billion.
   

        One ten-thousandth of two billion people equals 200,000 people.
   

        If the combined strength and physique of 200,000 people are added to a person, they could transform into a superhuman with the power to move mountains.
   

        If the Qi of two hundred thousand people converges on a single person, that person can transform into the Saint Fist—a deity depicted in the Saint Fist. He could envelop an entire city with the World of Qi, like a God in the clouds.
   

        If the spirits of two hundred thousand people merge into one person, that person can see through the essence of the world, understanding the laws governing most things. They could even, by quantity turning into quality, transform into a horrifying telekinetic ability, capable of flying, controlling objects, and killing without a trace.
   

        Is this what the Door Organization has been pursuing all this time?
   

        Indeed, it is the profound gateway to all mysteries.
   

        No wonder, during the last Retrospection. People like the Black Peacock and the Purple General were so youthful yet exceptionally powerful. Some of them seemed to have gotten half-way into the journey but, in reality, their true cultivation time might not even be half their age. This is clearly the result of the fragments of the Door.
   

        If the initial level of their Secret Martial Art is not bad, even if they were a pig, after ten or more years and surviving several Door opening ceremonies.
   

        They might be able to become powerful martial artists.
   

        These are the core members of the Door Organization. So, where is Xiadu, the elusive leader? Core members of the Door Organization obtain the Tear of Blue Eye from him. In exchange, they need to hand over a fragment of the Door. This organization has existed for quite some time. Over the millennia, how many fragments have been accumulated in Xiadu's hands?
   

        Could it be enough to piece together a complete Door?
   

        Casio recalled the ancient Extreme Fist he encountered in the Akaba Ruins, and the final image seen in the World of Qi.
   

        Xiadu might have lived for a very, very long time.
   

        By a thousand years ago, he had at least reached the level of Saint Fist.
   

        No, perhaps the timeline could be pushed back a little more. Because the elderly Extreme Fist was also howling, "Xiadu, you've lived long enough!"
   

        So, perhaps Xiadu had already been collecting fragments of the Door back then? The question is whether he has been able to move around freely for these thousand years or has had to sleep a lot. Most creatures that live long have some side effects, like the high-ranking Blood Clan in the Akaba Ruins, or the Totem King of the Hundred-Thousand Mountain.
   

        Casio tried not to show his feelings, still behaving as calmly as possible. His thoughts, however, were flying like a train, digesting this shocking information without stopping for a moment.
   

        Obviously, there are different types of Door fragments.
   

        Fragments of Physique, fragments of Qi, and fragments of Soul.
   

        The fragment of the Door that Jilan acquired was a Body Fragment, which coincidently countered the side effects of the Black Hand. It can strengthen the body, fill it with vitality, and quickly prolong the lifespan.
   

        As for Casio's own.
   

        He speculated that it must be a Soul Fragment. Whether it was the illusory landscape of Mansa Village or the dark biological transformation of the Spirit during the Era of Retrospection, the type of the fragment was being demonstrated.
   

        After opening the Gate of Soul with a Soul Fragment, a person's perception can be greatly enhanced. Producing some strange soul/spiritual abilities is secondary. Perception is very important for martial artists, especially at the later stages. It is even more crucial than the Core bone.
   

        Some bottlenecks, once comprehended, can be overcome.
   

        If not, they can never be surpassed in one's lifetime.
   

        Always stuck at that level.
   

        Take Blood Fist Feng Liusi for example. While he has reached the fifth stage of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, his potential and perception are almost exhausted. Even if Casio restores Feng Liusi to his youth, and he spends several more decades, he probably won't be able to master the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. However, if Feng Liusi has undergone multiple baptisms of the Soul Fragment, it would be different—the limiting upper limit would be raised.
   

        Mastering boxing methods, challenging the Tyrant Fist, is not without hope.
   

        Casio pondered for a while, then glanced at Jilan again.
   

        This person possessed a Body Fragment. If he put himself in that situation.
   

        If he could open the gate using a Body Fragment, what kind of scene would that be? A crazed increase in the level of his physical reconstruction, advancing a great deal towards the direction of a miniature Demon Idol? A comprehensive upgrade of his skeleton?
   

        Or would his muscle density continue to increase, progressing from the initial triple the muscle density of a fighter to five times, six times, or even ten times that?
   

        Or would another waist grow out, turning into four kidneys?
   

        Casio didn't know what would happen, but the one thing he knew for sure was that opening the gate with a Body Fragment would bring his already formidable physical advantages to a terrifying level!
   

        Could he, relying solely on his physical strength, forcefully thrash top-notch fighters?
   

        Casio felt that a Body Fragment was something he needed to have!
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        "What's wrong?"
   

        Jilan saw Casio staring at him, seemingly entranced. She wrinkled her eyebrows in confusion and asked.
   

        Casio slightly shook his head, his eyelids low. He hid the greed that was about to burst out from his gaze within the blue-black deep pool of his eyes.
   

        "Nothing, I'm just a bit excited that the mental issue I've been dealing with is about to be resolved. I was rather lucky that the fragment of the door I obtained just happened to be a soul fragment, which can effectively eliminate the side effects of Secret Martial Art," he spoke confidently, his tone slightly fluctuating, "If I had obtained a fragment of physique or Qi, I really wouldn't know what to do."
   

        "Yeah, a few months ago when I obtained a fragment of the door, I was also praying for it to be a physique fragment. I suppose what they say is true, if you think about something all the time, it will eventually come to you. It seems like God has been kind to both of us…"
   

        A rare smile surfaced on the cold face of Jilan.
   

        Casio laughed along with Jilan.
   

        Suddenly, the air around them was filled with a joyous atmosphere.
   

        Jilan felt that this core member known by the codename Peacock was worth befriending.
   

        With a twinkle in his eyes, Casio thought Jilan had a good eye for people.
   

        What a spot-on judgment!
   

        After some casual chatting, they finally decided to continue their discussion at Jilan's temporary residence.
   

        The house was not far from the abandoned church, a somewhat remote small inn that looked rather irregular.
   

        That's because The Door Organization has been rated as the most dangerous "S" level organization by the Black Mechanism of the Hong Li Federation, with all members as wanted criminals. Jilan had appeared publicly before and was officially recorded on the wanted list. Therefore, it's better to keep a low profile.
   

        The inn, on the second floor, in the room located at the farthest corner.
   

        The room was somewhat crude, dimly lit, and the quality of the light was not very good. The yellowish glow cast on the floor and the surrounding walls had a frosted feel, making one feel a bit dazed.
   

        At the side of the only brown rug, on the wooden table.
   

        Two almost identical map documents were displayed.
   

        Casio and Jilan each pulled up a stool, sitting on opposite sides, studying the paper materials in the light.
   

        In fact, Casio had more detailed information with him, but didn't show them. The population density map of Northern Flow City given to Jilan by the Blood Spirit Association was not the latest version, it was from five years ago. Although they are on good terms with The Door Organization, the Dead Bloods have their own will and intentions.
   

        Northern Flow Country has always been the base of the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        Even though they were unaware of what the core members of The Door Organization were doing here, it never hurt to be cautious. After all, this was Blood Spirit Association's territory, they were already doing a favor by providing it.
   

        As for Casio, after suppressing the branch of the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        He acquired the latest version of the Northern Flow City's population density map, which had considerable changes. After all, the past few decades have been a rapidly progressing era, especially in the six eastern counties, where coastal trade flourished and the economy was prosperous. The population kept pouring in.
   

        The changes in the density of city residential areas were undergoing rapid changes.
   

        The map that Jilan had was actually outdated.
   

        In the room, next to the table, under the dim lamp.
   

        Jilan was circling and drawing on the map with a pencil, occasionally erasing with an eraser. Looking very much like a high school student doing homework with seriousness.
   

        As he was checking for any missed spots, he was also thinking about how to win over Casio. Finally, Jilan came up with a method.
   

        He suddenly stopped his pencil, flipped to the page of Northern Flow City on the map. There was a circled area on it, the center was a black dot, which was where they would be standing at the time.
   

        He pushed his palm forward, placing the map in front of Casio.
   

        Casio was taken aback for a moment, looking up at Jilan perplexed.
   

        "Based on my calculations over the past two or three days, the area with the largest population density in North Flow County is this area of North Flow City. It's a bustling night market, where every night, there's a large crowd…"
   

        "If the door ceremony is performed there, it could cover hundreds of thousands of people in an instant. You could say it's the best location…"
   

        Jilan pointed at the map with his pale finger: "On the 30th of July, I plan to perform the door opening ceremony here."
   

        Casio paused for a moment, replied, "Why are you telling me the location of your door ceremony?" His tone was a bit puzzled.
   

        "Under normal circumstances, we, the two fragment holders of the door, should avoid each other, so we don't interfere with each other. But you have a soul fragment, and I have a physique fragment. Also, I'm on the 30th and you're on the 31st. It won't cause any major interference, we can totally perform it in the same area."
   

        Jilan showed a slight smile: "I have already calculated the other areas in Northern Flow County that have high population density, and they are an order of magnitude different from this area of Northern Flow City. Even if my door ceremony on the 30th does affect the next one slightly, the effect of the next door ceremony will still be much better than other places. If you don't mind, we could together…"
   

        His words were already clear, he was extending an invitation to Casio, and in some sense, it was even an active peace offering.
   

        "Oh?"
   

         Cazio's eyes brightened, his expression gradually becoming more collected.
   

        "Thank you."
   

        Although his reply was short, it was very powerful, which clearly showed that he was the kind to remember a favor.
   

        Jilan turned her right hand, adjusting the direction of the map.
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        "Give it a careful look..."
   

        Casio swept his gaze over the map and suddenly reached into his pocket.
   

        "Jilan, the population distribution map of North Flow Country's urban areas that you have is actually from five years ago. Look at this one..."
   

        He took out a stack of paper materials from within his coat and tossed it over.
   

        Jilan raised an eyebrow, a flash of surprise visible on his face. He reached out to catch the documents and rapidly flipped through them from start to finish.
   

        "Indeed, it's different... Has it been updated?"
   

        In this most recent version, there were no significant changes in less populated, economically underdeveloped areas. However, the changes in economically advanced cities, especially Northern Flow City, were phenomenal. It was even more prosperous than it was five years ago.
   

        Several new buildings sprung up like mushrooms after the rain, and the division of city blocks had been revised, resulting in larger night market areas.
   

        He would probably have to make some adjustments to the central location he had previously calculated. Clearly, based on the current population distribution of Northern Flow City, it was no longer the best option.
   

        The thought reminded Jilan of the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        "Damn, these bastards! They've been hiding information and haven't informed me of the latest situation. Are they trying to guard against my organization? Interesting, very interesting!" Anger surged in Jilan as he recalled the image from two days ago. Adam, the well-dressed, elegant vice president of the Blood Spirit Association, swearing that the intelligence he provided Jilan was the most complete and current, a promise of honesty towards both young and old.
   

        Honesty my ass, they were just deceiving me!
   

        If not for Casio bringing this up now, Jilan would still be in the dark. He would probably still be self-satisfied, content with the "best location" he spent two days trying to find.
   

        Casio, on the other hand, is straightforward.
   

        Jilan offered a peach and Casio returned it with a plum.
   

        It was clear that Casio must have exchanged some benefits with the Blood Spirit Association to get this real information. As for why he didn't reveal it at first, Jilan could understand. After all, it's not possible for two strangers to trust each other instantly.
   

        Didn't he also initially hide the specific side effects of the employment technique? He just vaguely glossed over it.
   

        Now that he took the initiative to share the results of his strenuous research from the last few days, it made sense for Casio to reveal the real intelligence now. It seemed more logical and sincere. Jilan felt more and more that this core member was not bad and indeed worth getting closer to.
   

        He pondered for a moment, looking at Casio, only to meet his gaze. The two locked eyes.
   

        "It appears that the Blood Spirit Association withheld some information from me."
   

        "Peacock, you must have paid a price to get this latest population distribution map of North Flow County."
   

        "Now, you're letting me look at it for free."
   

        "I can only say, thank you..."
   

        Jilan's eyes showed a trace of appreciation. Then he bowed his head and quickly started studying the latest intelligence.
   

        On the other side, Casio stroked his somewhat stubbly chin.
   

        He pondered for a moment, but he didn't seem to have paid any price. He just barged in and killed all the way. As he charged and killed, the enemies fell one by one, all his problems were solved, and the so-called latest intelligence was just a bonus.
   

        The only loss he could think of was when he used the Roaring Sonic Gun, his vigorous force accidentally shattered the sleeve of his suit, so he had to change into a trench coat afterward.
   

        But for him, clothes were consumables anyway. He didn't feel right if he didn't shred his clothes once during a battle. It was as if the whole process was incomplete.
   

        Five minutes later, Jilan slapped the table.
   

        Leaving a deep handprint on it.
   

        "The Blood Spirit Association truly harms people. The changes in Northern Flow City over the last five years have been significant. If we were to perform the door-opening ceremony based on the old population distribution map, we'd probably lose a quarter of the effect!"
   

        He placed the map in front of Casio, pointing out several places.
   

        "Look, this is East Fania Avenue, this is East Ray Main Road, and this is the Southern Night Market. Fania Avenue was the best location five years ago, but now both Ray Main Road and the Southern Night Market's population densities have surpassed it..."
   

        "The best location now is...the Southern Night Market."
   

        Jilan circled a part of the map with his pencil, then pinpointed a small black dot: "The intersection of Beni Avenue and Camphor Street."
   

        "It's most likely here..."
   

        Based on his past experience, he quickly determined a new location.
   

        Soon after, he sat back down in his seat, a deep look in his eyes.
   

        "Those bastards of the Blood Spirit Association, using their status as local nuisances to deceive me, I'll confront them tonight!"
   

        Jilan's face darkened, his aura was like that of a poisonous snake. His both arms naturally radiated an intent to annihilate all life.
   

        If he had been deceived under normal circumstances, he would not have been so angry. The main reason was that Jilan's lifespan was nearing its end and he urgently needed fragments of physique to prolong his vitality, the more vitality the better. Because he doesn't know when the next opportunity to open the door will be.
   

        If the interval between opening the door twice is too long, he may die prematurely due to exhaustion of his lifespan. Therefore, adding a bit more vitality to the door-opening ceremony is very important to Jilan. Otherwise he wouldn't have exhausted all his strength to calculate in two or three days.
   

        Therefore, the Blood Spirit Association deceived him at this critical moment.
   

        Jilan was quite angry.
   

        "Hehe, it seems they want to experience the power of the Black Mist Hand. From a characteristic point of view, my secret martial arts is somewhat restrained against these things with immortality..."
   

        His eyes became deep, showing an eager to try something.
   

        "Jilan, are you going to settle accounts with the Blood Spirit Association? Then you are a step too late, they have already dealt with their opponents and retreated..."
   

        Seeing the situation was not right, Casio immediately opened his mouth to speak.
   

        Joking, the Blood Spirit Association was wiped out by my single hand two days ago, and the vice president of the Blood Spirit Association, Adam, was also slaughtered by me. What could you see if you went there? Dig up other people's ashes to vent their anger? You might as well just proceed with the door-opening ceremony.
   

        "They have already retreated?"
   

        "Didn't Adam just wake up and come back?"
   

        Jilan clicked his tongue, somewhat unhappy.
   

        Yes, they retreated, all the way back to heaven...
   

        Adam did wake up, just to be slaughtered as soon as he woke up. He died twice at Casio's hands, each time giving a generous experience reward.
   

        Unsure if he will be encountered again in more Eras of Retrospection, Casio is looking forward to this. He decided to call the Adam from the last Retrospective Era Adam I, and the Adam that he just killed in the real world Adam II. He will call each iteration of Adam in subsequent Eras of Retrospection Adam III, Adam IV, Adam V...
   

        To commemorate the tragic fate between Casio and him.
   

        Casio thought in his heart, but didn't say that out loud.
   

        "Don't worry about the Blood Spirit Association for now, the door-opening ceremony is more important. Since we already have the latest intelligence, let's study it first. After the door-opening ceremony, you can go settle accounts with them..."
   

        He comforted Jilan.
   

        "Hmph, they got off easily. You're right, it's not urgent. After the door-opening ceremony, I'll go find them!"
   

        Jilan exhaled deeply, his killing intent gradually weakened.
   

        Casio laughed lightly. Yes, after the door-opening ceremony.
   

        Then you can go and settle the accounts... Jilan.
   

        "I'll help you when the time comes!"
   

        Under the lamp, Casio spoke righteously.
   

        "Thanks." Jilan got up and patted Casio on the shoulder.
   

        He wasn't wrong about him, despite only knowing him for a few hours, Casio was ready to fight with him side by side.
   

        This guy, he's worth getting to know!
   

        Sitting in the chair, Casio felt the force on his shoulder, his eyelids drooping. If it weren't for the artificially high failure rate when trying to snatch someone else's fragments under normal circumstances, he would've killed Jilan on the spot. Based on the information gleaned through indirect probing, once the door fragments become 'owned', it became much harder to snatch them.
   

        The best time to do so is during the opening-door ceremony.
   

        When the door fragment resonates with heaven and earth, it gradually manifests itself.
   

        If the owner is killed at this time, the door fragment can be decisively seized. At that time, Casio could open the door that originally belonged to Jilan, and enjoy the enviable rewards.
   

        For some reason, this seemed to add another layer of fun to the situation.
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        Next, Jilan began studying the latest population density map of North Flow Country. Although the general direction was already known, it was only the most meticulous and accurate that could yield maximum returns.
   

        Meanwhile, Casio did nothing, just waiting to reap the benefits.
   

        Since Jilan was researching, that was equivalent to him completing it as well.
   

        Throughout the night, the two of them were in the room. Casio was closed-eyed in cultivation, quietly stimulating a magnetic field to further resonate and refine the Shadow Demon.
   

        On the other hand, Jilan kept his head down, mapping out the area.
   

        The latest intelligence report was soon filled with a myriad of circled regions and markings.
   

        Not until the next morning broke, when the dawn's light cut through the cloud barrier, did they rest. Several golden rays of light were cast over the entire city.
   

        The morning light leaking through the curtain gaps made the dimly lit room brighter. Casio stood up from the sofa and glanced outside. There were already single and separated citizens moving along both sides of the street, and some breakfast shops had already opened their doors.
   

        "Phew… It's finally over…"
   

        At the wooden table, Jilan slowly put down the paper and pen in his hands. He stood up and checked all over again, finally confirming the location.
   

        "It's a bit off from the previous estimate, but the best location is still in the Night Market in the south district. However, the center point should be at the end of Beni Avenue, where the crowd is the thickest at night."
   

        Casio slowly walked over and scanned over the paper documents.
   

        Listening to Jilan's words, he silently nodded. After pondering briefly, he said: "Jilan, I have some things to sort out first. You head to North Flow City first, I should arrive a day earlier, probably on the 29th, then I will protect the law for you."
   

        Casio's tone was calm, devoid of any emotional fluctuation. 
   

        Jilan smiled faintly and said, "Okay, when you get to North Flow Country, you can find me at the Red Leaf Inn on Camphor Street. As for protecting the law for me, I'll thank you in advance, hahaha…"
   

        By the time his laughter ended, Casio had already vanished from the room. Only the window was left open, the cold wind blowing in caused the curtains to flutter, adding a hint of coolness. 
   

        Jilan's countenance abruptly changed, his previously friendly and cheerful smile turned back into its original somber expression. He wasn't an amiable person in the first place. His affable facade was merely for Casio.
   

        The main goal was to foster closeness and goodwill in Casio.
   

        Jilan wanted to win Casio over, at least as a superficial friend for the time being.
   

        Of course, even a superficial friend could count as one of Jilan's closest relationships.
   

        "The latest version of the population density map of North Flow Country..." He rubbed the paper document on the table with his fingers, his eyes somewhat opaque. "It did help me quite a lot, a quite interesting person, one of the rare warm-hearted members in the organization…"
   

        Jilan pondered for a while, then his thoughts turned to the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        "Damn things, neither humans nor ghosts. Wait until I finish opening the door ceremony, solving my lifespan issues. I will certainly give you a lesson with my hand of dark magic, just wait for me…"
   

        He laughed gloomily, turned and closed the window.
   

        On the 27th of July, at 10 a.m., the weather was clear.
   

        A few thin clouds were hanging in the blue sky, being blown hither and thither by the high altitude winds, like several ships on the waves.
   

        Sunlight shone on the motionless tiles, reflecting a faint light.
   

        In the spacious living room, an upright figure reclined on a striped sofa. The sunshine streaming in from the floor-to-ceiling window rested on his shoulders, illuminating half of his blond hair, making it appear as resplendent as a lion king's.
   

        Before Casio, by the delicate transparent tea table.
   

        Jil was keeping a metal tea can, using a spoon the size of a ping-pong ball to scoop a few spoonfuls of tea leaves into a small pot. He added pure milk from time to time and put it on the stove to boil.
   

        In a while, the scent of tea milk curled in the air.
   

        Casio slightly narrowed his eyes and turned his head to look at the professor waiting by his side. The professor, who was once old with greying hair and a hunched figure, was now full of vitality. His hair was getting darker, the white had almost disappeared. He bent slightly, but showed no signs of stooping, instead exuding an aura of straightforwardness. He seemed to have gotten a lot younger.
   

        "How have you been feeling lately? Is your cultivation going smoothly?"
   

        Casio asked, casually choosing a topic.
   

        "Very good, my condition is improving. It's all thanks to you, sir. My colleagues and I are all very grateful…"
   

        The professor replied, revealing a respectful expression in his sentences.
   

        "Alright, focus on laying a solid foundation for now. Once the foundation is firm, I will teach you the art of killing that transcends the ordinary…"
   

        Casio, looking at the green trees outside the window, said slowly.
   

        "Thank you very much, sir!" The professor's tone became more respectful.
   

        "No need to thank me. Since you have gained strength and power, you will have to work for me. This is a kind of exchange…" Casio moved his gaze from the birds on the tree branches and continued speaking.
   

        "By the way, the other day I asked you to send all the antiquities of the Black Spade A organization to Baichuan City, what's the situation now?"
   

        "Part of the ones close by have arrived. About half of the antiques are located far from the warehouse and will take some time to be transported. It would probably take around three to four days."
   

        The professor, after considering it for a moment, spoke up. His thoughts turned and he remembered something else, "By the way, sir. The forces of the Sand Dust Organization in North Flow Country have been completely defeated. We are gradually taking over the channels, strongholds, and forces of the Sand Dust. Among them, there are also several transport warehouses that store antiques, and I have ordered people to send them all…"
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        "Hmm, well done." Casio nodded in approval.
   

        "From today, set the core transit warehouse of the organization in Baichuan City, find a large warehouse in the suburbs as a key base. All future antiquities transportation and trafficking of the organization must pass through that warehouse, and notify me regularly to carry out inspections."
   

        "Do you understand?" Casio turned his head and glanced at the professor.
   

        "Understood! I will instruct my subordinates immediately..." The professor's words were suddenly interrupted as Casio raised a finger towards him.
   

        "No, you will handle this personally. Go straight to Baichuan City and select the best locations, then call me. I will decide. Receive the antiquities converging to Baichuan City carefully, and avoid accidents during transportation."
   

        "The White Bird from the Assassination Department will assist you throughout the operation…"
   

        Casio crossed his hands over his chest, instructing.
   

        "Yes!" The professor had no intention of dissatisfaction.
   

        "Hmm, you may leave." Casio waved his hand.
   

        Upon dismissal, the professor leaves lightly opening and closing the door.
   

        In the living room, surrounded by the rich milky aroma in the air, Casio slowly closed his eyes. He contemplated the layout of this period.
   

        First, on the New Human side, the magician Bass has already accompanied the Psychic Ray to Baichuan City. At Casio's residence, Catwoman and Shock are still guarding the house. These four will serve as the vanguard of Casio's outreach to the New Human group.
   

        Furthermore, the Black Spade "A" organization has inherited the legacy of the Sand Dust Organization. It has begun full-scale involvement in the underground antiques market.
   

        According to Casio's intention, valuable antiques are to be selected.
   

        In addition, the intelligence network of Black Spade "A" has been strengthened. It keeps a close watch on the covert traces of the Black Mechanism, Door Organization, and dark creatures.
   

        The middle one might be a little difficult, but for the Black Mechanism and the dark creatures, one could find some clues with prior vigilance. For Black Mechanism, they can monitor government personnel and police stations. For the dark creatures, murder and disappearance cases. The unusual occurrences are mostly their handiwork.
   

        The outlines of Casio's ambition are beginning to form. He intends to control a small secret martial arts monastery, and once again participate in the secret martial arts world in the east. He also plans to contact treasure hunters and form teams.
   

        To go to the mysterious Eternal Islands in the eastern part of the federation.
   

        All of this is part of Casio's long-term future plan.
   

        Of course, small steps towards a big goal. His main objective now is collecting antiques such as Legendary Antiques, Obsession Antiques. While expanding his forces, he is also secretly performing Era Retrospection.
   

        At this moment, Casio has refined more than fifty percent of the Shadow Demon - thus essentially eradicating the parasite crisis. 
   

        Untethered by time, under no threat of substitution. He could act more freely, utilizing his Retrospective Ability even more arbitrarily.
   

        With enough Legendary and Obsession Antiques, it is likely that he could, on a whim, engage in uninterrupted Retrospection two to three times. Neither the fighters nor the Saint Fist can hinder Casio's pace.
   

        "Gulu Gulu Gulu…" The tea is ready.
   

        Jil pours a cup and gently pushes it towards Casio.
   

        With a slight sip, Casio contentedly enjoys teatime in the morning. No amount of food is too much for his physique, and excessive eating does not affect his appetite for lunch.
   

        As time flew by, lunchtime came to a close and it was now afternoon.
   

        After taking care of a majority of the Black Spade "A" organization's tasks, Casio decided to retreat. He instructed Jil not to allow anyone to disturb him. 
   

        As for when he would re-emerge, it would probably be the evening of the twenty-eighth.
   

        At one in the afternoon, inside a secluded chamber of the Water Cloud House.
   

        In the open space, only a man sat quietly.
   

        A window on the left wall cast sunlight into the room.
   

        The man's shadow was distorted, gradually elongating, extending into the darkness in the corner of the wall. If one closely compares, this man's shadow is much denser than that of an ordinary person.
   

        It was as though it was stained with ink, black and dim, mysteriously creepy. It seemed as if something was hidden within the shadow.
   

        "Don't struggle anymore... The assimilation rate has exceeded fifty-five percent. From the moment yesterday when it surpassed fifty percent, your body no longer belongs to you, but to me…"
   

        A cold smile surfaced on the man's face. He suddenly lifts a hand, opens his fingers, and pushes forcefully towards his own shadow.
   

        "Gulu Gulu Gulu..."
   

        Like boiling liquid, the ink-like shadows rolled as thick as rubber, resembling clumps of silt.
   

        It gave a feeling that was both illusory and three-dimensional.
   

        With Casio's palm as the center, the surrounding black shadows seemed to fearfully retreat, leaving a hollow the size of a fist.
   

        "You're being naughty," Casio's eye color gradually deepened.
   

        "Let me help you to behave better." He slowly closed his eyes, the frequency of his heartbeat, breathing, and blood circulation all blending into one. A strong illusory force field originating from his body slowly wafted through the air, ripple upon ripple.
   

        In an instant, it enveloped half of the secret room. The shadow was naturally included, with nowhere to hide. Since the life field was released along with the aura, it became visible to the naked eye.
   

        The distorted currents of air whistled and circulated around him, dancing around Casio. Like ghost fire jumping around a demon lord.
   

        The air was filled with a sinister aura and myriad demonic shadows. Casio's handsome face became inexplicably terrifying, as if something horrifying was hiding beneath that skin. Even the creatures of the dark began to fear him.
   

        His pores opened and closed, strands of black spirit floated like steam. Gradually sliding over the folds of his clothes, the fabric on his shoulders, and the ends of his hair, they gathered behind him.
   

        An illusory colossal figure slowly began to take shape.
   

        With a height of almost four meters, black spirit quickly filled in its skeleton and flesh, drawing the contours of scales and armor. Within seconds, a pure killing machine stood erect.
   

        It stepped towards Casio, gradually passing through him.
   

        The demon idol reached the shadows, its large hand opened. Pressing down like an iron vice, an immediate shrill scream erupted.
   

        The pain was so intense it felt as though it was being sliced by a thousand blades.
   

        But the demon idol showed no mercy, it was ruthless. It gripped as though it had caught something, squeezed its fist tightly, and hoisted a black object out with sheer force.
   

        It was pulled out of Casio's shadow, much like pulling a carrot out of the ground.
   

        Casio himself slowly opened his eyes and looked up.
   

        He was indeed watching a pitch-black shadow being hoisted into the air, struggling like a hanging man.
   

        It had not completely left Casio's shadow, its legs were stretched long, still deep in the shadows, barely clinging on.
   

        "Just like a stubborn plaster, let's finish you off all at once!" As Casio empowered the demon idol with all his might, his body swelled to a terrifying size of two and a half meters. He might have been talking to himself, but his voice resonated throughout the chamber, causing it to rumble.
   

        "Swallow it!!!"
   

        His eyes flared with a demonic light as he issued the command.
   

        The demon idol, filled with spirit aura, immediately received the order. The other hand of the demon idol reached down and firmly grasped the shadow's shoulders.
   

        Despite the shadow's frantic struggle, the demon idol gradually opened its mouth to reveal a pitch-black maw. Its cheekbones twisted like a snake, and it shut its mouth, swallowing the shadow in one gulp.
   

        The demon idol stuffed the shadow into its mouth in one go.
   

        Thus, the shadow was firmly enveloped by the demon idol's highly condensed spirit aura. Immediately, the hybrid force from both aura and life field ignited like a furnace, the flames suddenly surging.
   

        "Aaaaaaaah..."
   

        A cry of pain, piercing to the soul, echoed within the secret room.
   

        The cry lasted for a whole day and night.
   

        On the evening of July 28th, in a secret room.
   

        All was calm again, as if nothing had happened.
   

        On the ground, Casio, standing motionless like a wooden man, got up. He moved his shoulders and slowly walked towards the door.
   

        Three seconds later, a black silhouette slowly emerged from the darkness where he had been. As if delayed, it mimicked Casio's every move perfectly, following behind him at the same pace.
   

        It was like a mysterious shadow substitute.
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        The Shadow Demon, a born hunter, a bloody pursuer, is not to be considered weak among all the dark creatures that Casio has encountered.
   

        However, it pales in comparison to the Demon Idol. Ranked fifth in the Endless Calamity, a dark ultimate creature, it inherently has a huge difference. This can be seen from the collision of their life fields, the life field of the Shadow Demon is simply not a match.
   

        With a little serious effort, Casio, after burning himself for two or three days, can assimilate the Shadow Demon all at once through the life field of the Demon Idol, turning it into a puppet without intelligence.
   

        At this moment, the Shadow Demon is still parasitic on Casio.
   

        However, it no longer has subjective consciousness. It seems like there are countless invisible threads in its life field, connected to the life field of the Demon Idol, reacting to every action accordingly.
   

        After the assimilation rate reached one hundred percent, Casio attempted to inject life vibration energy into the body of the Shadow Demon. After many failures, he succeeded in covering the Shadow Demon all over with life vibration energy as if it was a layer of water film.
   

        Then he seized the right moment to release the southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist Qi into the body of the Shadow Demon.
   

        Due to the importance of Qi, it was risky. Casio slowly infiltrated the Qi bit by bit and forcefully controlled the Shadow Demon not to reject it at all. After about two or three hours, a portion of Red Vulture Qi was finally transported in.
   

        Around six o'clock in the afternoon, all three conditions were met.
   

        Just now, he had a magical experience, as if a part of his soul had been cut into another body.
   

        That kind of feeling was very novel, and very strange.
   

        It took Casio quite a while to get used to it.
   

        He left the secret room, took a shower and stood in the room wearing new clothes. The slanting sunset stretched the man's shadow, as dark as ink.
   

        Casio glanced at the shadow and slowly raised his hand.
   

        The shadow, as if manipulated by some magical force, surged and coagulated like glue, gradually forming a black figure.
   

        Thin and tall, the only difference was its arms. When they were hanging down, they could reach the knees, and the palms were awfully big.
   

        They were clearly the black claws capable of grasping a human head.
   

        Casio could feel the power of the Shadow Demon's body. This was a Red Eye Level Shadow Demon, and not the usual kind. According to the Shadowless Organization, Shadow Demons are differentiated into the Claw Level and the Red Eye Level. All the Red Eye Level Shadow Demons Casio has encountered were at the low-level Fighter level, without exception. But the one before him was copied the second time his blood accelerated. Therefore, its physique naturally followed the same pattern.
   

        That is, a Shadow Demon at the second stage of the Red Eye Level.
   

        According to previous estimates, such a high-level Shadow Demon belongs to the elite of the elite. Compared with Dead Blood, being equivalent to a Fighter level is quite rare, with only a few examples.
   

        The masters beneath them could barely compare to the Realm of Fighters.
   

        Casio's Shadow Demon is very special, perhaps the natural talent is very high. Even so, the limit of what it can replicate is the Major Accomplishment of Fighters. Those who grasp the Qi of Fighters have transcended the common level, which is not easy to achieve simply by parasitic replication.
   

        In other words, if the Shadow Demon substitute of Casio can reach the third stage of the Red Eye Level, that is, it has reached the limit of the Major Accomplishment of Fighters.
   

        If it returns to the nest of the Shadow Demons, it might be able to mix up a high-ranking position, maybe even get to a top-three position.
   

        Even if it is not as strong as the Shadow Demon equivalent to a Fighter, it stands out among a multitude. Casio thought it's worth a try.
   

        So, he placed one hand on the forehead of the Shadow Demon.
   

        All the remaining Incorruptible Level life vibration energy in his body was transmitted at once, forcefully being injected into it. The Red Vulture Fist's Qi controlling the Shadow Demon's body also cooperated, starting to absorb the energy.
   

        Yes, dark creatures can also accept the enhancement of life vibration energy. However, Casio normally wouldn't do this.
   

        But now, there are conditions for him to give it a try.
   

        Originally, he wanted to reward his meritorious subordinates with this, but it seems that will have to wait until next time. As long as the Shadow Demon substitute can truly blend into the dark creature circle, why would it matter if it is not the strongest? Casio needs an undercover agent to provide information.
   

        Waves of energy containing vitality spread throughout the Shadow Demon's body via its skull, continuously strengthening its life field. Under Casio's perception, the Shadow Demon substitute rapidly received amplification, its aura gradually becoming profound and increasingly stronger.
   

        "It's not enough, let's do another round of Immortal Level..."
   

        Casio slightly frowned and transmitted another.
   

        This time, a higher quality of life vibration energy exploded within the body of the Shadow Demon, nourishing every inch of its body. This was more direct than when the Shadow Demon parasitises the host's life force.
   

        One is like eating, with food entering the stomach, being digested for nutrients and entering the blood vessels through numerous organs. The other is like directly injecting glucose into a vein, pouring in the energy needed for life.
   

        It was simple and crude, the effects can be said to be notably significant.
   

        The originally thin and tall Shadow Demon started to expand, signaling a change in its physique. It was approximately 1.85 meters tall just now but gradually grew to 1.95 meters, nearing two meters. Not only was there a change in the vertical aspect, its width also changed. Its shoulders rapidly widened and thickened, and its two arms became thick and long, resembling tree roots.
   

        Its originally sharp claws were smeared with a layer of tough keratin, bearing a sharp gleam like a metal weapon.
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        He had transformed from a frail, skinny dog into a robust, muscular man in an instant.
   

        A faint, horizontal crimson slit appeared on his forehead, as if an additional eye that was about to open had grown out.
   

        Yet, he ultimately fell short due to insufficient strength.
   

        The eye closed, still maintaining a blood-coloured, slit-like shape.
   

        Casio closely studied it and roughly understood. If the Shadow Demon's substitute manifested a third eye, it would reach a level comparable to a human fighter. This was a characteristic marker.
   

        He took a small step back, observing the drastically morphed Shadow Demon substitute before him. Its aura remained wicked, even at least twice as dense and profound as before, with its power skyrocketing.
   

        "Strike me with all your might!" Casio commanded.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The Shadow Demon acted immediately. Its tree stump-like thick black arm stirred a gale, causing a howling noise in the room.
   

        Thud!
   

        The fist as large as a human head stationary mid-air. Intercepted by a slender arm with distinct joints, it could advance not an inch.
   

        The fist slightly trembled showing signs of an arm-wrestling match. The surrounding air rippled like water waves, almost like a white tide.
   

        Bang!
   

        A slender palm lightly trembled, and the two-meter-tall Shadow Demon was sent flying backward. It clumsily landed on the ground after a mid-air spin.
   

        Casio slowly retracted his arm and placed it at his side. After pondering for a moment, he commented, "At the level of a Grandmaster of Fist Arts, you surpass in strength, have an instinctive rapid striking speed, and have a reaction time far greater than a wild beast. Unfortunately, you cannot utilize secret martial arts, and can only manage to use some burst art, assassination art, combat art…"
   

        "So generally speaking, you are still on par with a Grandmaster of Fist Arts. Such a pity… if you could utilise secret martial arts, I might have an extra helper who can barely compete with a fighter. I will pay attention to this going forward, looking for any special secret martial arts not requiring the constitution of a human, ones that creatures of darkness could also use…"
   

        "If all else fails, I may have to customise a more powerful and ultimate killing technique for the Shadow Demon to use… what a hassle…"
   

        Casio snapped his fingers, and the Shadow Demon instantly reacted.
   

        Like diving, it leapt and rushed into the shadow with a swoosh. Like diving underwater, it disappeared without a trace. However, Casio's shadow looked significantly bulkier, as if two people overlapped, appearing both dark and obese.
   

        "Uh…" Casio touched his chin, took one look at his shadow, and murmured, "Hopefully nobody will notice anything strange…"
   

        "If they inadvertently did, then…"
   

        Time sped by, and it was the twenty-ninth of July, seven o'clock in the evening.
   

        A train whistled past the track and stopped at the platform.
   

        A man in a trench coat casually disembarked, not carrying any luggage and appearing much more relaxed compared to other passengers.
   

        The man donned a black hat, half obscuring his face. He glanced around before striding away from the platform and out of the train station.
   

        On the street, some taxis were parked, waiting for passengers.
   

        The man leisurely approached and randomly chose a car. Nearby, a mother was loading luggage into a car, accompanied by her daughter who, sucking on a lollipop, curiously looked around.
   

        She looked left and right, finally fixing her gaze on the man.
   

        The traffic lights at the intersection slanted the light, casting the shadows of a car and a person. The elongated shadow stretched out to the girl's shoe.
   

        She licked her lollipop and gave a mischievous smile.
   

        She stepped forward, intending to step on the man's shadow.
   

        But to her surprise, as soon as she moved, the shadow suddenly shrunk and formed a hollow. Her foot stepped into emptiness, with an edge a centimeter or two away from the sunken shadow.
   

        A five or six-year-old child wouldn't understand what's abnormal.
   

        Her mischief got the better of her.
   

        She abruptly took two or three steps forward, forcing the shadow to continually retreat. Like a tall figure apologetically crouching down.
   

        The girl held the candy in her mouth, leaped forward with a giggle.
   

        Just as the shoe was five centimeters above the ground, a hand grabbed the girl's leg. With a gentle tug, she found herself on the ground. Another large, black hand moved swiftly, sweeping past the girl's face and snatching away her lollipop.
   

        The next second, the little girl sat on the ground, dazed.
   

        She clutched her sore behind and began to sob.
   

        "Annie? Why are you suddenly crying? Did you fall?" Her mother immediately turned her head, reaching out to support and comfort the girl.
   

        With a hum, a taxi nearby picked up speed and drove away.
   

        In the hind seat of the car, with the window half-open, Casio sat, with his arms crossed on his chest and leaning against the recliner. Dressed in black, the shadow of his hat concealed half of his face. His countenance was cold, expressionless.
   

        The streetlight to his right shone on his face, constantly flickering across it. The shadow from the recliner on his left was also faint and elusive, veiling and revealing. Occasionally, one could catch sight of a strange black shadow affixed to the seat, a hand holding a lollipop, crunching candy pieces with a "crack-crank" sound.
   

        Even the plastic stick was not spared, which seemed quite enjoyable for him.
   

        "Sir, are you eating something? I hear a crackling sound, is it possible that something is wrong with my car..."
   

        The driver in front asked, looking in the rear-view mirror.
   

        Casio raised an eyebrow: "Just some small snack I bought at the station."
   

        "Oh, that's a relief then." The driver did not speak further.
   

        In the back seat, Casio cast a scornful glance at the left side. The Shadow Demon seemed like a fool, happily crunching on the lollipop stick. He could feel its joyfulness through the aura. For a moment, Casio felt as if the car were filled with an air of low intelligence, so he moved a little closer to the window.
   

        He was wondering, did he turn the Shadow Demon into a mindless thing?
   

        After all the assimilation, it became a blank state.
   

        Which other normal fearsome dark creature would tease a five or six-year-old child and even steal someone's lollipop? Either it has the mind of a playful child, or it has developed a profoundly sinister sense of humor.
   

        Casio instantly regretted transforming the Shadow Demon into his substitute.
   

        But on second thought, he remembered that when the Shadow Demon had parasitized and assimilated him in the past, his own personality would gradually become vicious, brutal, and cold. Now, in turn, with his assimilation of the Shadow Demon, could it be that he had influenced its nature and behavior, transforming a once vicious creature into a playful, sinister joker? Impossible, absolutely impossible!
   

        Casio promptly stopped such absurd, illogical speculation.
   

        Without giving the Shadow Demon another look, he turned his head to gaze out of the window.
   

        It was July 30th, six in the afternoon, at dusk.
   

        Casio had arrived at Camphor Street the night before and met Jilan at the Red Leaf Inn. They did some preparatory work together.
   

        They planned to perform the ceremony to open the Gate of Physique at seven in the evening.
   

        Underneath a high wall of a residential house, where the moonlight was dim, two black figures stood still, as motionless as tree roots.
   

        "Peacock, there's a certain chance of failure in the opening ceremony. Many factors play a role, but the main one is whether your strength is sufficient or not."
   

        "To open the Gate of Physique, you need to have a certain level of physical strength to push the door open. More than once, core members of the Organization have failed to open the door, resulting in a missed opportunity." Jilan looked somewhat worried: "Although I'm not weak, I still don't have a hundred percent confidence in successfully pushing the door open. If I fail this time, I'm afraid..."
   

        "No! There will be no failure." Casio said, cutting off her words.
   

        "Trust me, the Gate of Physique will definitely be opened..."
   

        He looked at Jilan sincerely, exuding confidence.
   

        Jilan met Casio's gaze, somewhat moved. She laughed a little, seemingly relieved, as if a burden had been lifted off her shoulders.
   

        "You're somehow confident in me, even more than I am in myself... Regardless, thank you, Peacock. I'm feeling a lot better, this time, the opening can only be successful, it cannot fail!"
   

        Looking at Jilan, who was inspired, Casio gave a shy smile.
   

        It wasn't that he had confidence in Jilan, but he was confident in himself. With Casio's robust physique, the ceremony to open the Gate of Physique would undoubtedly not fail, it could only lead to success!
   

        The treasure would belong to those predestined to have it.
   

        Casio firmly believed that he was the only predestined one!
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        Time ticked away slowly. The beautiful glow of dusk started fading away, losing the fiery reflection of the sunset. A crescent moon cast its light intermittently through the clouds.
   

        It was a cool color, resembling a thin veil.
   

        The cool evening breeze swept across the high altitude, carrying a refreshing aura that dispersed the accumulated heat of the afternoon. The ornamental tree branches rustled, and the fallen leaves tumbled on the ground.
   

        Northern Flow City is the core city of North Flow Country has experienced rapid economic development. Various buildings sprung up from the ground. The streets were revamped with streetlights, benches, trash cans, and road signs. There was a sense of simplicity and orderliness in its appearance. 
   

        A group of black vehicles slowly passed by. As the temperature dropped, the pedestrians put on their coats and continued on their way.
   

        The streets were bustling with people and vehicles, full of vitality.
   

        North Flow City, South Zone, Night Market, Beni Avenue.
   

        This area, recently remodelled over the past five years, had the semblance of the Commercial Street. It wasn't just the densely packed shops and the ceaseless crowds of people. There was also the nearby Yale University and the food street near the university.
   

        It was nearing seven o'clock now. The streetlights were lit, and the shops' glass windows also cast out a warm yellow light. The entire street was as bright as daylight.
   

        At the end of Beni Avenue, there was a dim alley around a corner.
   

        Two figures in black robes quietly waited as time passed.
   

        "Five more minutes, it's finally about to begin…"
   

        A rare hint of anticipation surfaced on Jilan's typically grim face. He had been waiting for this day for a long time.
   

        For three years, over a thousand days, he roamed and fought. He was displaced and lived a vagrant life. Finally, he got what he wanted: the shard of the door. Jilan could finally continue to ascend to higher peaks in the martial arts world.
   

        Power, it was all for the sake of acquiring greater power.
   

        It was something he had coveted since his childhood. The more difficult it was to obtain, the more he pursued it like a madman. Jilan was of average talent, he wasn't a prodigy, or even above average. If he continued on his usual routine, he would perhaps never achieve the realm of a martial arts practitioner in his lifetime.
   

        He would just be a knuckler who could only arm wrestle with a Federation tier five.
   

        Jilan wasn't satisfied. He had higher ambitions, but the innate conditions limited his potential. No matter how hard Jilan worked and sweated, he could not surpass the gains of a prodigy merely practicing for an hour a day. Gradually, he had become obsessive and increasingly fanatic about power. 
   

        Until one day, Jilan obtained Black Devil's Hand. The surviving chapters of an ancient secret martial art offered a unique martial art technique.
   

        There were no requirements regarding talent or cultivation to cultivate it. Unlike other secret martial arts, it did not involve training methods related to the physical body, such as blood vessels, skeletal system, muscles, or skin.
   

        The cultivation requirement of Black Devil's Hand was that you simply needed to be alive.
   

        As long as there was vitality in your body, you could cultivate this method.
   

        It was with this method that Jilan managed to come so far, even achieving the realm of a fighter. Black Devil's Hand has enormous power and is incredibly devastating, capable of extracting vitality from creatures it comes in contact with.
   

        Each extraction increased the operation speed of the Black Devil's Hand.
   

        Jilan has two dark vortices of Black Devil's Hand in his palms. As soon as he placed his hand on a living creature, it would drain away their life force. This life force transformed into fuel and fed into the vortex, causing the vortex to rotate faster. The faster the vortex rotated, the stronger it would suction.
   

        However, there was a serious side effect. After Jilan reached the realm of a fighter, he discovered that the faster the Black Devil's Hands rotated, the more uncontrollably it absorbed the cultivator's vitality.
   

        It was like a glutton who never discriminated against its food.
   

        Meaning the more he stimulated the Black Devil's Hand to extract other's vitality and the stronger the realm of Black Devil's Hand became, the quicker his life force drained. Like a speeding car that consumed more fuel as it accelerated, until it sputtered to a stop at some point.
   

        Jilan was not far from running out of fuel after years of bitter cultivation.
   

        The body, living but almost lifeless, was practically a walking dead.
   

        He lost a substantial amount of lifespan as a significant part of his vitality was entirely absorbed by the black devil vortex and transformed into enormous power. It was a double-edged sword. But Jilan had to tightly grasp this double-edged sword, even if it were to leave him bleed and suffer agonizing wounds, he could not let go.
   

        "Once that door is opened, everything will be different! As long as I can extend my lifespan, I can continue to search for other shard of doors. Gradually ascend towards the summit, the pinnacle!"
   

        Jilan's heart surged with emotions, and his breathing became heavier. He glanced at the time again, only the last minute remaining.
   

        He took a deep breath, quickly calming his excited mood. He hightened his mental state and attention to their peak, preparing his physical body for what was to come. Suddenly, he thought of something.
   

        He turned towards Casio, who stood in the shadows of the alley.
   

        Casio sensed Jilan's gaze. He also turned his head, his mouth slightly smiling and gave a slow thumbs up.
   

        It was a gesture that implied: Relax, I've got this!
   

        Jilan nodded in response, slightly moved. Then he sat cross-legged, quietly waiting for the final moment to arrive.
   

        Tick-tock… Tick-tock… Tick-tock…
   

        The second hand on the dial slowly moved towards the top.
   

        Casio's eyes were fixed on it, occasionally glancing at Jilan.
   

        Finally, the hand hit the mark, and it was seven o'clock.
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        His head suddenly shook, a violent stabbing pain burst out. The world before him seemed to pull away, streaked with a flash of white light.
   

        Resonance originated from the fragments of the gate.
   

        Jilan's fragment of the physique began the gate opening ceremony, Casio, relying on the soul fragment, could also see the entire process.
   

        He abruptly closed his eyes amidst the white light, yet it was as if a third eye opened on his forehead, suddenly presenting the real world before him.
   

        A world of black and white…
   

        Everything became lines, like drafts from comics—only the contour of objects and people remained, with no texture, no shadow, no crease. Everyone seemed to transform into a flat picture, exuding a bizarre 3D feeling.
   

        The scenery remained the same, the streets remained the same, and the night remained the same. People moved back and forth, loud and noisy, bustling, but devoid of all color.
   

        It was as if everyone, despite their various bodies, faces, emotions, and personalities, became identical.
   

        It's as if you're walking down the street and suddenly squat down to examine a row of ants climbing near the tree root by the roadside. Each one of them looks the same, black and indistinguishable.
   

        You watch the ants, but the ants can't see your existence.
   

        Casio looked around; it was all grey emptiness. When he lifted his head to gaze at the sky, he felt a sudden shock, pupils constricting.
   

        His lips moved as he muttered to himself, "Ouroboros?"
   

        In the dark sky above, the silver-white lights formed a cycle, like a bizarre giant snake biting its tail. Occupying a small part of the sky, it reflected in Casio's eyes. A string of shredded flares scattered around the rotating body.
   

        The fragments burned, decomposed, and eventually extinguished, disappearing.
   

        "Wisdom Rune, five keystones, world cycle… what does this all mean?" Casio said, pressing his hand to his chest.
   

        He seemed to grasp some things that barely pieced together, but couldn't combine them.
   

        In this strange world, Casio had experienced several Era of Retrospections. Many mysteries remained unsolved in his heart. For instance, what were the origins and provenance of the creatures of darkness? What was the ancient civilization behind the relics? And the origins of Black Rain Villa and Secret Martial Art, there was so much more...
   

        One by one, he would unveil the mysteries. But exploration of dangerous places required strong strength. Casio was strong, but not strong enough! He wanted sweeping power, absolute power, overwhelming power.
   

        Saint Fist! He must at least reach the level of Saint Fist! Then, Casio could think as he wished, do as he wanted and use his abilities as he pleased.
   

        Only then could Casio explore all the unknown and secret aspects that disturbed him. And live a peaceful and happy life.
   

        "Sorry, Jilan. You didn't provoke me, and I hold no grudge against you. Leaving the natural opposition between your group and me aside, I deceived you, I hunted you down!"
   

        "That's who I am — someone who sometimes resorts to unscrupulous means for peace and power! Ha-ha-ha... Compared to you guys, it seems like I'm more of a villain…"
   

        It appeared that Casio had figured it all out. The corner of his mouth hooked up in a somewhat neurotic smile, his shoulders trembling slightly.
   

        Bang!
   

        The ground burst open, and a rapidly expanding figure flashed in and out of sight, appearing behind Jilan.
   

        At this moment, Jilan had already stood up from the ground. With a bewildered and eager gaze, he stared ahead, about 100 meters away. Over there was an illusory yet faint, giant gate.
   

        A white stone gate frame with religious decorations and a jade-like heavy door. It emanated a majestic and dignified grandeur.
   

        It seemed that everything in front of this gate would become insignificant.
   

        Jilan was enchanted and thus failed to notice Casio's outburst in the first instance. By the time he reacted, it was too late. A robust silhouette encompassed Jilan in its arms.
   

        Giving him a breath-taking and deadly embrace.
   

        Crack! Crack! Crack!
   

        The sound of skeletal fracture was like firecrackers, erupting in an instant.
   

        Jilan's physique at fighter level couldn't withstand Casio's terrifying strength. His bear-like arms closed in, unleashing a roaring force that seemed capable of destroying even a steel pillar. Jilan was caught off guard, and his entire chest and shoulders were compressed to be narrower than his waist. Bones exploded, the muscles ripped, skin crumpled.
   

        The three mixed together, akin to a puddle of mud.
   

        The arms he used to deploy the Black Demon Hand were also squeezed flat, turning into a hunk of meat only three centimeters thick. In this state, how could Jilan manipulate his arms to attack?
   

        His only countermeasure was nullified in the very first go.
   

        The entire person was ruthlessly squeezed and turned into a human rod.
   

        "You!!! Peacock, why!!!"
   

        A roar bellowed from Jilan's only somewhat intact head.
   

        "Why? Actually, we are somewhat alike…"
   

        From behind him, came the deep voice of Casio: "I am not from the organization, and I am not Peacock. In fact, if it wasn't for our inherent opposition, I would be very happy to be friends with you - you and I are a bit alike."
   

        Casio repeated a similarity between him and Jilan for the second time.
   

        "However, unfortunately, we are enemies. Since we are enemies, I absolutely can't let someone like me live."
   

        As the voice from behind stopped, Jilan yelled out emotionally.
   

        "You're lying to me, you've been lying to me from the beginning! I cannot accept this! I was just one step away from that door…"
   

        "I haven't lied to you completely; I've also told you the truth. I said that after the opening ceremony, I would help you settle the score with those things from the Blood Spirit Association. Do you know? I have killed all of them before I met you, that's why I was able to get the latest population density map. So, now I am fulfilling your wish, sending you to hell to settle the score with them…"
   

        Casio's tone was strangely gentle, but it carried a frightening and chilling sensation, like a flexible poisonous snake.
   

        While whispering softly, it had already bared its poisonous fangs.
   

        "Crack crack crack…" His arms tightened again, the gnarled muscles swelling as if they were pieces of metal.
   

        "No!!! Open the door! I want to open the door!"
   

        Jilan was suspended in mid-air, his eyes locked on the gate not far away. Blood tears erupted from the corners of his eyes.
   

        That was a sign of his body collapsing under immense pressure.
   

        "Stop shouting, that door will be pushed open. After you die, I will help push it open and see the scenery inside for you."
   

        After Casio finished speaking, a cold glint flashed in his eyes, and his huge scapulae slammed together like heavy doors.
   

        Crack!!!
   

        Jilan, along with his robe, was split into two in an instant.
   

        A jet-black hand suddenly reached out from behind Casio, the rootless fingers plunged into the skull,with blood dripping. The fingers moved at extreme speed, extracting a brilliant fragment.
   

        Then he pinched it between two fingers, instantly putting the fragment against Casio's forehead.
   

        The broken cross-shaped indentation on his forehead shimmered with a red light, and the fragment quickly resonated.
   

        He released Jilan's corpse, his gaze falling on the blurry dreamlike gate in front of him. Its frame was beginning to fade.
   

        The "door" could only remain open for a specific amount of time.
   

        Once the window passed, it would quickly vanish.
   

        Casio felt the fragment slowly melting into his forehead, gritted his teeth, and smacked his hand hard against his forehead.
   

        A tremendous force forced the fragment inside.
   

        In the middle of the cross-shaped indentation, there was a bleeding pit.
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        The entire street shattered inch by inch, and large footsteps cracked open the ground. The airflow suddenly reversed, and dust rolled. Casio was running at the speed of a race car, his stature increasing inch by inch until he reached two and a half meters tall.
   

        The muscles were cast from steel, strong and unparalleled, majestic and imposing.
   

        In an instant, he reached the full power explosion of the Demon Idol's secret martial art.
   

        The black spirit left a roaring tail of flame behind him.
   

        "Open for me!!!"
   

        He roared loudly, turning himself into a meteor sparking against the air, hitting the Gate of Physique heavily.
   

        Bang!!!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 622: 333 Double Top Fighters (4200)_1

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        It sounded as if muffled thunder rolled in the sky, like two heavy iron balls constantly colliding at high speed on the ceiling. The surrounding clouds of the bright moon quivered, on the verge of dissolution.
   

        High above, amidst swirling fog, a vortex began to form.
   

        Slowly, it transformed into an archway, suspended between the realms of illusion and reality. The frame of white stone bore imprints of clouds, waves, and rocks.
   

        The top of the gate was a chaotic mix of feathers, scales, and carapaces.
   

        All sorts of patterns intermingled, culminating in a bizarre beauty that resonated with harmony and cohesion.
   

        Bathing in the lunar radiance, the gate exuded a sense of sanctity, as if pushing it open would grant a glimpse into the highest heaven.
   

        Bang!
   

        The stone gate suddenly shook. Someone inside was pushing it open!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A black meteor fell from heaven's gate. Trailing a long streaking tail, it darted across the sky at breakneck speed.
   

        Below, in Northern Flow City, people raised their heads to catch a glimpse of the sporadic meteor in the clouds, their fingers excitedly raised.
   

        Rumble!
   

        Thunder echoed once more; a roar of cataclysmic proportions. Yet none among the city's populace seemed to hear it.
   

        They maintained their original activities, some wearing expressions of laughter, engaged in jovial conversation, or savoring delicacies.
   

        The city remained brightly lit, its splendour unaffected.
   

        However, the thunder among the clouds intensified. The meteor traced across the sky from south to north, gliding over the entire cityscape of Northern Flow City.
   

        High above, Casio was the meteor. Well, not in the physical sense, but spiritually. His entire physique was made of Qi as his colossal figure shrunk into the shape of an infant. The golden red flames around him formed a faint film, akin to an infant's amniotic sac.
   

        From his bird's eye view, Casio noticed something extraordinary amongst the black and white lines of the city. Streaks of red, akin to willow catkins, soared into the sky.
   

        At a single glance, it resembled beautiful fireworks exploding against the pitch-black curtain. The sight brought about an astonishing and captivating sensation.
   

        Upon close observation, each red line could be traced back to a walking citizen in the city. They went about their usual business, oblivious to the red tendrils extending from them, fluttering into the high sky like confetti.
   

        If it were just a single thin red thread, it would be inconsequential.
   

        But what about tens of thousands? As these multitudinous threads ascended towards the heavens, they looked like a forest of kelp from the sea bed. Meandering among the threads felt like strolling through a dense jungle.
   

        With the meteor slicing across the sky, the endless influx of red silk was attracted and pulled, chasing after the meteor. Their speed increasing, forming a colossal shocking red tail flame.
   

        Casio experienced an unprecedented satisfaction, as the warmth continuously merged into him - each wave tiny, but abundant. It was too much, overwhelmingly so.
   

        He felt as if he was surrounded by a warm lake.
   

        Thousands of droplets rushing towards him, each jostling to share their comforting warmth with him.
   

        It was a form of enjoyment, one that could easily make one drown in pleasure.
   

        Whoosh! The red meteor traversed the final distance.
   

        At the edge of the clouds, a blurry gate sprung open. The meteor entered the gate with a whistle, leaving no trace behind.
   

        Ding!
   

        The crisp sound of shattering glass exploded next to Casio's ears. He shuddered, snapping back to reality from his daze.
   

        Roused, he shook his puzzled head. Stone dust sprinkled from his hair, covering his face. A screaming sound suddenly pierced the night.
   

        The focus in Casio's eyes returned. Before he could familiarize himself with his surroundings, a heavy weight swooped down from above, crashing onto his head with a powerful thrust.
   

        Crack!
   

        His head was unharmed, but the falling object split into two upon impact, clattering onto the ground. On closer examination, it turned out to be an entire balcony - a crescent-shaped structure about three to four meters long. It was made of reinforced concrete, covered in white ceramic tile.
   

        If such a massive structure fell, even a car would be flattened. But Casio seemed more or less unscathed.
   

        His head just buzzed slightly, causing minor discomfort.
   

        "What's going on?"
   

        Only when the dust from the fallen balcony had cleared, did he see the actual situation. It seemed that he had crashed into an archway in a mad chase. His Qi had entered the gate, but his body continued to ricochet, plowing through an entire street, smashing through four walls, and impacting a building like a human shell, causing it to collapse.
   

        Now, he was stuck halfway into a wall.
   

        Realising the situation, Casio exerted force with his hands, pulling himself out of the concrete and stretching his arms and legs.
   

        He glanced around to find a woman, dressed in household clothes, looking frightfully in his direction. Her arm trembled, her finger pointed at him, her face pale as a sheet, her lips quivering.
   

        It seemed that the scream he heard earlier had come from her.
   

        Had he nearly destroyed her home?
   

        A thought ran across Casio's mind; he was not one to incur debts. He decided he would compensate her later - about two or three times the cost should make up for the damage.
   

        No sooner had this thought crossed his mind, he heard a creaking sound from behind him. It seemed to be coming from the points where the building was joined.
   

        Creak… creak…
   

        In the moonlight, the three-story building began to tilt noticeably.
   

        The collapse was inevitable, and it was happening rapidly.
   

        The woman from the courtyard suddenly ran towards the building, her shouts filled with urgency, "Tommy! Richard! Get out, get out now!"
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        After speaking, the person ignored the collapsing house. Without any hesitation or doubt, they charged directly into it.
   

        The white wall to the right side of the stairs cracked and expanded like giant tree roots. The metal twisted and deformed, producing a sharp sound that grated on the nerves. The woman rushed to the second floor, not caring about anything else.
   

        On seeing her husband and child who had just rushed out of their room, the three of them immediately turned around, intending to run down the stairs.
   

        But, it seemed like time was running out. The entire building moaned like it was crashing down, and stone dust fell like rain.
   

        It seemed like it would collapse completely in the next second.
   

        Bang! A loud noise suddenly came from outside. The entire building abruptly shook, and the collapsing rhythm suddenly stopped.
   

        It was as if someone had forcefully pressed the pause button.
   

        "Run!"
   

        The husband, pulling his wife and child, quickly ran down the stairs. They rushed to the edge of the yard as fast as they could.
   

        They hurriedly glanced back.
   

        In the bright moonlight, a terrifying figure three meters tall stood proudly. Its strong arms opened and pressed on the second-floor wall. The tree stump-like feet were rooted in the ground, deeply entrenched.
   

        His arms, like rocks, were bulging with muscles. Veins wriggled like small snakes under the rock white skin.
   

        This person was supporting the collapsing building effortlessly!
   

        The moonlight seemed to have added a cloak to him, making the broad and thick muscle frame of his body even more distinctly defined.
   

        The family had already escaped to the street and looked back at his home. Only to see the giant slowly release his right hand, clutching it tightly into a fist. Rising shoulder blades and contracting muscles sketched out a powerful curve full of force. He threw a punch!
   

        There was a sudden sound of a shell exploding in the air.
   

        Boom!
   

        The three-story building that was about to collapse forward did not continue to press down, nor did it tilt in any other direction. Instead, it was directly shattered in mid-air by a strong force, the blasting power roaring.
   

        The building collapsed, but no part of the structure or broken bricks flew out, causing secondary damage.
   

        Those stone powder and dust only enveloped the core area, like a heavy rain falling. It pattered on the giant's body, either being repelled by the incredibly tough skin or being automatically shattered into powder.
   

        From the outside, there was a giant black human silhouette in the powder rain curtain. It stood motionless, towering like an iron tower.
   

        Like a demon idol, a giant god.
   

        Casio lowered his head slightly, looking at his rough hands as coarse as a metal grinding plate. He felt an indescribable terrifying power from within them. Beneath the skin, within the muscles, the force was like a tsunami.
   

        It gallopped violently and unceasingly like a mountain flood.
   

        "My skeleton, my muscles, they've upgraded again!"
   

        First the bones. They seemed to have been fortified by a force impalpable, making their surface as smooth as porcelain. Air continuously merged into them, making them tougher than rebarred steel.
   

        Compared to the gradual grind and upgrade of the Secret Martial Art previously, this was incredibly rapid. It was as if Casio had swapped his whole skeleton, providing him with a powerful and solid support structure.
   

        His body's defensive ability, his toughness, had seen a significant improvement. Whether it was against blunt objects or sharp ones, this skeleton would be able to protect the key organs in his body well.
   

        Second were the muscles.
   

        The muscle density had once again been enhanced, shifting from a previous three times the density of a standard fighter's to now five times as much. More arduous, harder, the last two times density increased were even more difficult to ramp up than the initial three times.
   

        Not just that, other parts of the body also saw comprehensive enhancements. The heart and stomach were the most prominent changes of all, the heart being that of a human.
   

        That heart had become robust and energetic. Although it couldn't be compared to a golem's heart, it could be referred to as a miniature engine capable of bursting with power instantly, driving blood circulation.
   

        As for the stomach, a powerful transformation had also been undertaken there. However, it seemed to be only half completed and had not been thoroughly made into a Golem organ. Its primary change was a significant increase in digestive strength.
   

        A lot of things that humans couldn't eat could now have their nutrients extracted and essence squeezed out. Perhaps, further evolution would enable Casio to gnaw on trees and crack stones. Even the ubiquitous mud could have its minerals absorbed.
   

        It's the best ability to survive in desperate situations.
   

        He didn't know if he would ever use it, but it was better to be safe than sorry.
   

        Now, comparing Casio's physique to an average veteran fighter.
   

        Here's the scale.
   

        Speed: B (60) → B (25)
   

        Strength: B (70) → B (25)
   

        Defense: B (69) → B (25)
   

        This was an overall boost, with speed seeing a 14-point increase from the previous "B" level figure. For defense, it was 15 points, and strength had reached an astonishing 20 points. All three attributes had crossed into an area above 60, with strength and defense even around 70.
   

        At this moment, disregarding Qi and skills, which fighter dare claim they could handle a punch purely driven by Casio's physical strength?!
   

        Even if they used the all-powerful Qi as a way to reduce the impact, they would likely still have to evade its deadly edge, scrambling to dodge instead of trying to withstand it.
   

        The strength that Casio possesses at this moment, purely counting his physical body, is enough to engage in a life-or-death fight with top-level fighters.
   

        Add on top of that, the Boxing Qi which can rival the top-tier fighters' skills.
   

        A double-tier top-level fighter!
   

        Could he go head-to-head with the peak Ghost Knife?
   

        Yes! He definitely could!
   

        "Maybe, I could achieve the Saint Fist of the Flesh?!"
   

        The thought abruptly flashes in Casio's mind.
   

        If he were to cultivate the demon idol secret martial art to its extreme, turning himself into the ultimate dark demon idol, might he then rival the Saint Fist? Could he contend with the surging World of Qi, using his body that has been repeatedly tempered?
   

        Advancing his body's strength, defense, and speed to B(100) and stepping into "A" class. This is what Casio would pursue next.
   

        In addition.
   

        He slowly extends his right hand, a raging black airflow suddenly erupting from his palm. The next second, black vapor continuously emerged from all over his skin, whirling and howling.
   

        Casio appeared like a giant pillar of black light.
   

        The demon idol Qi he released rushed to several tens of meters high in the sky.
   

        "The stronger the physique, the stronger the demon Qi will naturally be. I can now create a large number of secret martial art seeds. Even, there is a tighter connection between the demon seeds and myself as the host. New function..."
   

        "Power descends, choosing an individual, injecting a large amount of demonic Qi into the demon seed. In the event of crisis, it actively stimulates the demon seed, enabling my dispersed consciousness to briefly override personality..."
   

        "So as to unleash terrifying power at different time and places..."
   

        He pulled back his focus, his gaze becoming clear again. Slowly stepping away from the dust, Casio suddenly looks towards the end of the dark street.
   

        There, a thin figure is standing quietly. It had appeared at some unknown time, and its aura was almost imperceptible.
   

        "Come out, friend."
   

        Casio didn't know who it was, but he could feel the threat of that person's sharp eyes on his back. This person could make him, whose strength had improved further, feel danger. Such a level of power would be extremely high.
   

        "Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap..."
   

        A series of leather shoe stepping sounds approached.
   

        A voice came out from the darkness.
   

        "What is your relationship with him?"
   

        The voice is very young, a pleasant prepubescent boy's voice.
   

        The quality of the sound is that, but there is an old-fashioned feel in the tone. It inexplicably seemed like a kid pretending to talk like an adult.
   

        Gululu, a leather ball rolled over on the ground.
   

        Casio slightly bowed his head, it was Jilan's head: "I think you've figured it out, I killed him and took some stuff."
   

        He narrowed his eyes slightly, speaking the truth directly.
   

        "It seems you are not from the organization, good, very good…"
   

        Buzz buzz buzz buzz...
   

        From all sides suddenly came a buzzing sound like a beehive riot.
   

        Unknownst to Casio, countless shiny and sharp metal threads had been spread around a large area, like a heavenly net and an earth cage, enclosing Casio. Threads were embedded everywhere; the roof, the enclosure wall, the ground, the ornamental trees, the streetlight. They were everywhere.
   

        The silvery sheen was flickering under the moonlight, like deadly and dangerous fireflies. They contained a horrifying alien power.
   

        It seemed like if the enemy wished, he could reduce every building in this street to dust in an instant.
   

        Click, the leather shoes stopped. A lovely prepubescent dressed in a black and white steward's waistcoat stepped out of the shadow, his neck adorned with a bow tie.
   

        He looked harmless, with an elegant smile on his face. His squinting eyes were almost closed into a seam.
   

        He was sizing up Casio.
   

        While Casio was sizing him up as well.
   

        "Long time no see, Grim Reaper Amos…"
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        These were Casio's inner thoughts that he didn't voice out loud.
   

        However, the look in his eyes created some confusion in Amos, who slightly furrowed his brows: "Do you know me?"
   

        In the moonlight, Casio neither affirmed nor denied it and kept a faint smile on his face, casually scanning the thick metal lines expanding out from behind Amos, like a giant spider web.
   

        "Want to give it a try?"
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Over a dozen metal lines flew out at an astonishing speed and nailed into the ground where Casio was standing moments ago, churning up a cloud of stone dust and turning the heavy stone tablet into a wasp nest.
   

        Amos didn't change his expression when his attack missed. He slightly turned his face and looked to his right.
   

        At some point in time, a tall and straight silhouette had appeared on the wall. The moon shone down, casting a slowshadow.
   

        "Hehe..."
   

        Amos's frost-like face suddenly broke into a smile. He slowly stretched out his arm, fingers spread wide. Underneath the white gloves, countless threads started to move about, swaying like seaweeds in a storm: "As you wish..."
   

        Swiftly swinging his right hand, the sound echoed through the air and dozens of metallic lines glittering in silver light shot out. They slashed at the enclosure wall, causing a burst of dust to fly up.
   

        Powder sprayed out, making deep and numerous cuts on the wall which was as thick as a person. The exposed surface exhibited silky traces of the slashes.
   

        The wall managed to stay upright for a moment before it finally crumbled down. One part of the enclosure wall was chopped into finger-wide bars, clearly demonstrating the sharpness of the metal threads.
   

        "Too slow, your movement is too slow..."
   

        From behind Amos, a voice echoed from far away.
   

        With an abrupt twirl, Amos had his hands dancing in the air like butterflies. Almost instantly, hundreds of metal wires separated into two groups and intertwined with each other, forming two sleek, long whips that left a crisp noise as they cracked the air.
   

        The metal whips left two winding trails on the ground, several dozens of meters long, and slammed into the area where the voice had come from.
   

        Boom!
   

        Three to four ornamental trees were chopped in half there, along with an innocent black street light. All of them flew out spinning, either sticking into the ground or rolling over the wall.
   

        "Not enough, not enough! Your power exceeds this! Are you holding something back? Then let me give you a hand!"
   

        In mid-air, a floating voice was as elusive as a shapeshifting phantom. One moment it was in front, then it was behind him the next.
   

        Crow!
   

        Suddenly, a cry of a bird of prey tore through the sky. In the corner of Amos's left eye, a red light erupted like boiling magma, engulfing a powerful fist and bringing with it an intimidating force!
   

        With a whoosh, it broke through the air and directly aimed for his head.
   

        Zing zing zing!
   

        Amos clenched both his hands that were in front of his chest, causing all the metal wires to vibrate. They were then pulled rapidly by an immense force, causing the ground to crumble, tree trunks to split, and streetlights to tilt.
   

        Hundreds of metallic wires quickly gathered and wove into an iron net in front of him, layered upon each other.
   

        A fist carrying a puff of firelight brutally hit it.
   

        Around the immediate area, an ear-piercing screeching sound of metal echoed, and radiating cracks appeared densely over many buildings. As it turned out, the metal lines that Amos had thrown out had wound themselves around every corner, and they could, therefore, channel the impact force away.
   

        This method allowed Amos to divert the force that he would otherwise had to bear by himself and distribute it to his surroundings. It was a combination of his skills and wisdom in combat. Despite releasing it with exceptional smoothness, he wasn't affected in the slightest.
   

        All that force ended up channeled into the walls, houses, and ground around him.
   

        "What a brutal force!"
   

        Amos stood half a meter behind the metal net, although he had blocked Casio's tricky punch, there was no sense of delight or contempt. He carefully squinted his eyes, looking at Gale Silk that had slightly deformed. This material was a special metal forged through secret methods. Even a fully loaded truck going at full speed couldn't damage it.
   

        The end result would simply be the truck splitting into half due to its own inertia upon hitting the wire. Now, Gale Silk had deformed.
   

        The magnitude of force required was self-explanatory.
   

        In fact, the surrounding environment was a testament to it all. Casio's punch made almost half of the block tremble. The ground, walls, and buildings all showed fine cracks.
   

        More than ten ornamental trees were ripped apart by the wires.
   

        Faced with such an opponent, merely the first transformation was not enough!
   

        He slowly took a step forward, his black leather boots gently stepping on the ground. His index finger was held out to his chest, and over a dozen shining metallic wires were coiled around it, carrying an inexplicable force: "As you wish!"
   

        Ding ding ding ding!
   

        From the surface of his gloves, numerous metallic wires shot out, joining the already existing Gale Silk. Due to the drastic increase in numbers, they all burst open, blooming like a flower.
   

        A silver flower whirled and spun around Amos.
   

        The metal wires crazily multiplied, once, twice, thrice...
   

        Then they reached an astounding nine times!
   

        The number of metal wires increased from the initial hundred to even more than nine hundred.
   

        At the center of it all, the originally 13 to 14 year-old, adorable-looking Amos had now grown up. His face had distinct features and sharp eyes, his nose was as aquiline as an eagle's.
   

        He slowly spread his arms revealing his robust figure. Healthy and full of vitality, he was definitely in his twenties. His long, black hair was tied into a ponytail with a metal wire.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 625: 334 Fully Completed Grim Reaper (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Crack!
   

        A lit cigarette popped out of his chest, twirling in the air for a couple of seconds before being caught in the mouth by Amos. Two silver sparks flickered at the cigarette end, the rapid friction igniting sparks instantly.
   

        Thin tendrils of smoke concealed the youthful butler's face.
   

        From afar, Casio, with his arms crossed, watched Amos with interest, his pose akin to someone showing off. He knew that Amos's personality would change depending on his age group.
   

        Youthful Amos was apparently quite flamboyant.
   

        He radiated a disdainful arrogance, as if he was looking down on everyone.
   

        Moreover, he had nearly a thousand metal threads on him. Casio knew from his experience during the Era of Retrospection that Amos practiced the mysterious secret techniques of Gale, Heavy Rain, and Forces Limit. The first Limit, Gale, could control a single metal thread, infusing it with cutting power. The second Limit, Steel, could control a hundred metal threads, infusing them with both cutting and penetrating power. The third Limit, Absolute, could control a thousand metal threads capable of infusing cutting power, penetrating power, and destructive power.
   

        Amos was currently in the peak state of the second limit- Steel, with over nine hundred threads, a little short from thousand threads.
   

        He still recalled that during the Era of Retrospection, Amos, who was also at the second limit at the time, had just barely reached it, with only around two hundred threads or so. In the decades since, he had clearly made progress.
   

        Moreover, Casio felt that there was more to it. Although the current Amos radiated a strong aura, it was still not enough to pose a threat.
   

        It was a kind of danger that truly threatened one's life.
   

        So, Amos was still holding back!
   

        "Still hiding your skills? Then I'll have to force you out!"
   

        Casio slowly raised his hands, which were hanging by his sides, forming fists overall but with two index fingers raised, lightly piercing the air. 
   

        On the left, a purple glow was reserved and concentrated.
   

        On the right, a fiery red thread was wild and crazy. 
   

        Two completely different auras appeared on either side of his body. Although they should be at odds, they strangely coexisted harmoniously.
   

        "South Dipper Red Vulture (Sonic Snake) Fist!"
   

        Casio articulated the name of the boxing method one word at a time.
   

        It was as if at that moment, two people completely overlapped.
   

        Hisss! Squawk!
   

        The hiss of a snake and the cry of a bird exploded simultaneously in his ears.
   

        A silhouette was already racing out like a cannonball aiming straight for Amos. The metallic threads guarding behind Amos, howling and rushing over like a peacock spreading its tail. 
   

        They turned into iron nets, steel hammers, longswords, and giant hands, colliding wildly with Casio.
   

        At that moment, Casio turned into a pure combat machine, every joint in his body working furiously, every part transforming into a weapon. Punches, elbow strikes, knee strikes, spinning kicks...
   

        It was as if he had eight arms and eight legs for battle at that moment, firmly blocking the torrential onslaught of the metallic threads, which were like a waterfall of mercury. He even kept advancing and attacking.
   

        Deathfang Power and Echo Strength coated his every strike, colliding and clashing with the cutting and penetrating force on Gale Silk, resulting in sparks flying with every impact. 
   

        At a glance, it looked like weapon forging.
   

        Clusters of firelight dazzled in the air, both brilliant and risky.
   

        At the same time, outside the city block in the shadows, there were two or three cars parked with five or six youths intently watching the center of the battlefield.
   

        "Damn, so this is a top-level fight?"
   

        A freckled-faced youth stared in a daze. 
   

        "Mr. Grim Reaper is serious! To think he could push this big butler to nearly go all out, worthy of a core member of the Organization. I'm familiar with one of the names, it's called Jilan, isn't it?"
   

        "This fight is going to destroy half the city block. Luckily Mr. Butler ordered us to evacuate the crowd beforehand..." said a round-faced, white-haired young man. As he finished speaking, a colossal object flew towards them, landing a few hundred meters away, breaking into shards. It was half a roof, red tiles scattered about with a clatter. 
   

        Shards hit the car, knocking a small hole in it. 
   

        "Guys, I think we're not very safe here either... should we retreat even further into the city block?"
   

        Suddenly, the headquarters commissioners of the Black Mechanism hurriedly fled. They weren't permanently located at each branch, rather they held positions similar to Interpol. They helped the headquarters track the activities of dangerous forces or individuals. Occasionally, they would follow the real experts of the Black Mechanism in action, assisting in hunting down and eliminating threats.
   

        As for battles, they generally wouldn't partake.
   

        Elsewhere, the fierce battle persisted.
   

        In the nearly destroyed centre of the street, two silhouettes clashed furiously. The collision of limbs and weapons resulted in deafening blasts like a continuous burst of fireworks in mid-air.
   

        "Screech!"
   

        After a roar, Amos was propelled back, pulling on the threads. He rotated in mid-air then stumbled upon landing.
   

        Unknowingly, the white gloves he wore were stained with blood splatters and marred by bright red marks. It's clear that the Gale Silk power had reached its limit and he was unable to channel it into his surroundings in time. Some of it had rebounded back into his body.
   

        This resulted in his hands sustaining damage.
   

        If he continued fighting, his hands might be worn away by the threads, exposing his bones and leaving him unable to fight.
   

        Underneath the moonlight, Amos stood quietly. The figure gaining the upper hand didn't take advantage of his vulnerability. His eyes were half-closed, seemingly understanding the true purpose of the sparring request.
   

        "You want me to go all out? As you wish..."
   

        Under normal circumstances, Amos wouldn't transform into the second or third form. As it would put his body into a state of overload, inevitably causing bodily harm.
   

        Especially when it comes to the third form — his full strength.
   

        At that moment, Amos would become the true embodiment of The Grim Reaper.
   

        However, his advanced age meant that his body might not be able to withstand the strain. Each use could potentially pose great danger.
   

        What's more, fighting for an extended period could also result in his demise.
   

        However, he could not comprehend why. He could have chosen to launch a short burst of power then retreat to minimise the cost. Yet, facing Casio's challenge, he felt a sudden surge of battle desire within him.
   

        He wanted to show the terrifying majesty that only belongs to the Grim Reaper.
   

        Hiss, hiss, hiss, hiss...
   

        That was the sound of metal threads slowly rubbing against the ground.
   

        Amos's figure started to hunch, from a tall, striking young man, he gradually turned into an older, haggard person. His face was full of wrinkles, hair turned white, and body emaciated. However, his eyes were as sharp as stars, carrying an awe-inspiring dark light.
   

        His movements slowed, his joints stiffened, and his posture changed. The motion of swinging the metal thread was no longer as forceful as in his youth, but instead gentle and slow.
   

        It was as if he was elegantly plucking the strings of a musical instrument.
   

        The Player looked up fleetingly to lock gazes with Casio.
   

        At that moment, Casio felt the hairs on his body stand on end, and goosebumps on his back. He could feel it; it was the familiar threatening sensation that was extremely sharp and had previously emerged briefly before hiding again!
   

        Casio thought he heard a soft, melodious sound as if the wind was gently singing. Upon a closer look, it wasn't the wind! It was clearly the traces of thousands of metal threads slicing through the air from all directions, flowing with the wind, undulating gently.
   

        No murderous intent in movement, yet extremely dangerous!
   

        The Gale isn't far from the wind. The Gale Silk was the same, it was also wind silk!
   

        Boom, boom, boom!
   

        Looking up, it seemed as if there was a metal waterfall roaring down from the dome of the sky, obscuring the stars and covering the moon and clouds.
   

        The air suddenly started to escape, bringing a spread of white, like it was being torn apart by the terrifying destruction.
   

        Upon seeing this, Casio finally conveyed a hearty laugh. A column of roaring fire that was a blend of purple, red, and black aura arose from him, instantly painting the hundred-meter-high sky with brilliant colors.
   

        He raised both fists, one above the other, forming a resemblance to a bird's beak. A thick red light radiated as if it were the sun.
   

        "South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, secret skill!"
   

        Behind Casio,
   

        "Blood Vulture Beak!"
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        Boom, a gigantic skull, over a dozen meters long, rolled over the ground, charging wildly like a high-speed train.
   

        The bird's head looked gruesome, covered in scales, with savage aura. Its huge beak gleamed with a metallic luster, tinged with a faint hint of red.
   

        In comparison to Feng Liusi's Blood Vulture Beak, Casio's secret technique was definitely lacking. During the battle between Blood Fist and Ghost Knife, the beak of Feng Liusi's Blood Vulture was so red it seemed to be dripping blood, incredibly intense. Naturally, Casio was ill-equipped to rival that now.
   

        However, the Blood Vulture Beak was still his most potent single-target move at present. It was, one might say, a peak burst from Casio.
   

        His normal combat style was actually quite different from other fighters; strictly speaking, Casio wasn't of the burst type.
   

        As his Physique was extremely robust, and he had a variety of means at his disposal, he typically fought in high-intensity, close-quarters combat, being able to sustain it for a long time. Though he might not possess a terrifying burst ability like Ghost Knife's Three Blade Style Prism World, he still maintained a powerful advantage. That was, under the blessing of his physique, every punch he threw could rival a secret technique of a fighter.
   

        In other words, each of his basic attacks contained terrifying power.
   

        Moreover, both Casio's punch speed and reaction speed were incredibly fast.
   

        You could say that he had a unique combat style to himself.
   

        Indeed, Casio could still fight in the same way as before, slowly wearing down the opponent's stamina bit by bit. He was keenly aware of the weak points of Amos in his third stage.
   

        However, Casio didn't do that, instead choosing to meet force with force.
   

        Rumble!!!
   

        The left half of the city block roared red mist, the right half shone silver. It seemed as if the entire world was instantly divided straight down the middle.
   

        Hum...
   

        The high-frequency vibrating sound caused people's ears to ring.
   

        As the black mechanism commissioner had already retreated outside the city block, his head suddenly shook with a dazed look in his eyes. He promptly pressed his hands to his ears.
   

         Ding ding ding...
   

        A huge, visible shock wave rolled out like a sea wave in all directions, slapping against the surface of the buildings and making snapping noises. The window glass in half of the city block shattered all at once.
   

         The shattered glass fell to the ground, making a crisp sound.
   

        In the collision point, the stone dust exploded like a fog, obscuring the view of what was happening inside. A few seconds later, a surge of air currents blew the dust away.
   

        The street view came into sight.
   

        Gone, all gone, all the buildings were gone!
   

        An enormous hole, nearly a hundred meters in diameter, shockingly appeared in the image centered at the end of Beni Avenue. If observed from a high altitude, it would be evident that this was a typical radial ruin caused by an explosion. Buildings, enclosure walls, streetlights, ornamental trees were all twisted and broken, laying askew in every direction from a single focal point.
   

        What a terrifying instant destructive power!
   

        Even in wartime, the damage caused by a bomber dropping explosives would be no more than this.
   

        The clouds of dust swirled, and the rushing air whistled past one's ears. Visible dust spun around, falling along with the broken stones from the high altitude.
   

        It formed a rain of stones on the ground.
   

        In the ruins, on the flat surface of the land where everything had been razed. two figures stood undeterred, statue-like, completely stationary.
   

        It was as if they were confronting each other like before.
   

        As the view zoomed in, the taller blond figure could be seen, blood flowing from the back and chest. The blood, heavy as lead-mercury, dripped onto the ground.
   

        The figure was bulkily built, like a bear, with over a dozen wounds on the skin, but none of them were particularly serious. The truly lethal wound was a bowl-sized pit on the left chest, starkly visible.
   

        The contours of the hole's edge were smeared with blood and flesh. Upon closer inspection, one could even see the scenery behind it. The man had been shot clean through.
   

        His body remained motionless, appearing like he was already dead.
   

        On the other side, ten meters away.
   

        An old man with a hunchback trembled slightly. The aged wrinkles on his face marked with blood from his seven- orifices. Amos hadn't gotten into a full-blown burst state for fifteen years since his last deathmatch against the three core members of The Dojo Organization. At the crucial moment, Gale Silk ripped apart everything.
   

        That battle, he survived. Two of The Dojo Organization's three core members were killed on the spot, and the other one was severely injured and fled. Amos himself had lain in bed for two years, barely recovering.
   

        He had originally thought that he would never have to enter such a state in his life, again. Unexpectedly, he encountered another formidable opponent. Strong, domineering, with almost no apparent weaknesses.
   

        Possessing a terrifying strength that nearly approached the limit of fighters!
   

        A desire for battle ignited in Amos's heart, and he made an all-out attack without any hesitation, using the Gale Waterfall, the ultimate killing move in Three Blade Style.
   

        Finally, he gained the upper hand in the last clash, and killed his opponent. Due to the opponent's formidable physique, the Gale Waterfall, renowned for its obliteration of anything in its path, couldn't be dispersed; it could only be concentrated together. Only by focusing on a single point could he break through the defense thoroughly!
   

        Therefore, if you looked from a high altitude, you could see that the destruction behind Casio in the ruins was fan-shaped. More than a thousand metal threads pierced through countless buildings and walls and faintly shone under the moonlight, Like tiny stars embellishing the night sky.
   

        "Cough cough cough... Ultimately, it's this old man who won.
   

        Amos' thin figure staggered a bit, a relieved smile on his face. The aged lines on his face instantly changed and he seemed to transform from an old man to a young man, then to a boy in the blink of an eye.
   

        Amos found it somewhat strange for some reason.
   

        He always felt that the man in front of him knew him very well, always able to rile up the fighting spirit and anger inside of him. As if he deliberately wanted to take him on all-out, to have a decent battle.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 627: 335 Cooperation (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Perhaps there was no ill-intent, just the pure passion of a martial arts enthusiast wanting to spar. However, the sparring between Secret Martial Artists is not just a slight touch, especially at the Fighter level.
   

        Once they fall into an excited state with this level of strength, it cannot be contained. You can only follow your body's instinct to fight madly.
   

        It's very common for one side to get killed in these bouts.
   

        "I'm sorry, but you're the one who came to provoke me..." Amos coughed, covered his mouth with his left hand, blood seeping between his fingers. He took a step forward but stumbled over a rock, his body leaning forward.
   

        Suddenly, a large hand reached out and grabbed his right hand.
   

        Allowing Amos to regain his balance.
   

        "Thank you," said Amos instinctively, his mind feeling like a mush after the fight. A second later, he felt something was off.
   

        "No need to thank."
   

        A familiar voice, deep and hoarse, sounded in his ear.
   

        "You!"
   

        Amos hurriedly raised his head, his youthful face full of disbelief. He was staring at the man in front of him.
   

        Wasn't that Casio, whom he had just killed?!
   

        How did he come back to life all of a sudden?
   

        Amos glanced at the hole in the left side of his sturdy chest, still dripping with blood, and then at the smackable smile close at hand.
   

        He took a deep breath: "You...you have a heart on the right!"
   

        His tone was very urgent, with a hint of regret and relief. He had been cunning all his life, but he didn't expect to fall here.
   

        "That's right."
   

        Casio paused for a moment, then admitted it straightforwardly.
   

        Of course, he wouldn't mention that he had a heart in each side of his chest, and if one was destroyed, the other could continue to function.
   

        Besides, as long as he waited for a certain amount of time, the life vibration energy could repair the broken heart and restore it.
   

        In a sense, Casio has two lives in battle. Moreover, they are not expendable, they can be restored. In a real-life fight, they can be construed as three, four, or even five lives.
   

        His greatest strength is this tenacity to survive, effortlessly getting through a deadly fight like a cockroach.
   

        "I admit defeat, do as you please," said Amos, slighting his head in dejection under the moonlight.
   

        He is now in his youth, naturally having the mentality of a child, yet he has the experience and knowledge of a mature man.
   

        Which creates a uniquely weird mix of maturity and naivety
   

        That forms a special temperament.
   

        Smack!
   

        A large hand suddenly pressed on Amos's head, applying slight force as if intending to crush the skull in a bloody and brutal manner.
   

        Amos closed his eyes, waiting for death to arrive.
   

        But, the hand didn't move. The next moment, it started messing up Amos' fluffy hair, like playing a prank, with both hands, like rubbing a dog's head.
   

        "I've wanted to squeeze your head into a pulp for a long time,"
   

        "Pretentious kid acting like an adult,"
   

        "Finally, I got this chance... "
   

        Amos's ears were buzzing from the poking, occasionally he heard the man in front of him mumbling to himself, saying some strange things.
   

        Casio vigorously squeezed Amos's slightly chubby face, then it suddenly occurred to him that the guy in front of him was already an old man.
   

        All of a sudden, his hand shook, and Amos managed to escape.
   

        He looked at the young steward with messed-up hair in front of him, his eyes somewhat blurred. It was as if he was not looking at a person, but at that distant era. In that era, Casio remembered only three people: Feng Liusi, Sheng Feinan, and Amos. Although Amos was more of a fringe member, he could still be considered half a friend.
   

        Their encounter was due to a fight that lead to a friendship.
   

        So he decided to rekindle that tradition back in the real world.
   

        Honestly, he felt a bit sentimental. Amos was the only person Casio had seen from the real world in his four retrospections.
   

        Furthermore, what's rare is the face of Amos.
   

        Due to certain characteristics of his body, he still looks the same as he did fifty years ago under normal circumstances. A bratty little kid.
   

        Upon suddenly meeting face-to-face with Casio, he is reminded of people from the past.
   

        It's as if the Era of Retrospection and the real world have merged.
   

        There's a surreal sense of fantasy intertwined with reality.
   

        "Let's go, have a good chat. As they say, 'no discord, no concord,' actually I'm also an enemy of your organization, which you should have seen before. The enemy of an enemy is a friend..."
   

        Casio folded his arms and narrowed his eyes as he looked at the man in front of him.
   

        "I think we should go to our Black Mechanism branch in Northern Flow City for a chat, how about it?" Amos quickly straightened his hair, making himself look immaculate again.
   

        At this moment, he's already sensed that the man in front of him doesn't have killing intent but genuinely shows the intent to cooperate.
   

        'No discord, no concord' is a phrase that makes a lot of sense.
   

        It's only when both sides fight with all their might that they can truly gauge the other's strength, and even personality. Casio defeated Amos, using his fist as a display of strength, showing off his muscles. He spared Amos, showing goodwill and willingness to cooperate.
   

        That way, it wouldn't seem as if he's being taken lightly.
   

        Of course, the real reason Casio wanted to fight was a spontaneous decision. He wanted to teach Amos a lesson, and probe how much his strength had improved over the past fifty years.
   

        "Not much."
   

        Casio shook his head indifferently, his big hand directly reaching for Amos. Amos wanted to dodge, but being severely injured, he couldn't avoid it. Casio directly grabbed the back of his neck.
   

        One palm tightened, one arm clamped, and the body swung sideways.
   

        Amos was lifted by Casio and hung over his right arm like a piece of clothing, with no room to resist.
   

        "Bastard, put me down!"
   

        "Are you trying to humiliate me? Don't let me catch an opportunity!"
   

        "Just you wait, once the old man..."
   

        Casio directly gave a hand knife to Amos's neck, knocking him out and putting an end to his long rant.
   

        He took a deep look at the boy's face that had fallen into a deep sleep.
   

        It suddenly occurred to him that there must be something wrong with his cultivation technique.
   

        It seems that the more he practices, the more apparent the split becomes. Three states of boy, youth, and old man. Three stages in life, yet different personalities and emotions share the same memory.
   

        Each stage seems like a different person, the stronger the strength, the stronger the sense of independence and completeness at each stage.
   

        For instance, Amos who's lived for seventy or eighty years still possesses that bratty character. Foul-mouthed, arrogant, proud, impulsive, likes to pretend to be mature and act like an adult.
   

        Right, his actual age is seventy or eighty years old, but he still speaks like a child trying to act mature.
   

        When he gets emotional, he keeps referring to himself as 'old man'. As if he is constantly emphasizing that he's older, and is your senior.
   

        On the ruins, Casio carries Amos with one hand, while his other hand rests on his chest. Life's vibration energy is working rapidly.
   

        A warm current is continuously repairing the damaged organs and muscles.
   

        He took a deep breath and vanished on the spot.
   

        At nine in the evening, in the brightly lit third floor of the Water Cloud House.
   

        "Windsor County's Red Vulture Fist? Lorente County's Sheng Feinan?" Amos, sitting on the sofa, repeats the two names Casio just mentioned, gradually recalling some of the intelligence in his mind.
   

        Across him, the blond man changed into a new comfortable outfit. He leaned into the soft sofa, holding a teacup in his hand.
   

        It was a freshly brewed cup of milky black tea, emitting steam.
   

        "As for the Red Vulture Fist, it's already declined... Fifty years ago it was quite famous. A top fighter called Blood Fist emerged from their ranks, almost unbeaten in the six counties of the East. Unfortunately, he failed to break the death seal and passed away in the mountains…"
   

        Amos recalled and explained.
   

        "Since then, the already not-so-strong Red Vulture Fist gradually declined. Twenty years ago, it was completely swallowed up by Evil Eye Fist from the East Nine Gates."
   

        Amos recalled and explained.
   

        "Since then, the already not-so-strong Red Vulture Fist gradually declined. Twenty years ago, it was completely swallowed up by Evil Eye Fist from the East Nine Gates."
   

        Fengnan City Fengnan City Fengnan City Fengnan City Fengnan City
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        Amos looked up at Casio, suddenly realizing that what he was saying was not a joke. He was serious!
   

        Evil Eye Fist is the most famous school of Secret Martial Arts in Windsor County, been inherited for several hundreds of years and has never declined in the past half century.
   

        About five or six decades ago, they joined the East Nine Gates Alliance, and reshuffled the Secret Martial Arts World in the eastern part of the Hong Li Federation with the other eight schools.
   

        And, during these three generations. They've always maintained a foundation of an old gate master, a new gate master, and two fighters. Even within the East Nine Gates, they're considered middle to senior level.
   

        Casio intending to extinguish the Evil Eye Fist likely presents a certain degree of difficulty. Of course, the so-called difficulty here isn't because Amos thinks Casio lacks strength, but rather due to some external factors.
   

        He had just had a full-on exchange of hands with Casio and was well aware of the terrifying strength of this blond man. He was clearly on the verge of surpassing top fighters, reaching the realm of ultimate fighters. It could be said that, apart from those at the level of Saint Fist, no one could be certain of defeating Casio.
   

        Especially with this strong physique and terrifying ability to recover and survive. Killing Casio would be far more difficult than defeating him. Amos estimated that if there were two of him attacking Casio at the same time, they should be able to achieve victory. But if they wanted to kill him, they would probably need at least three to four masters of the same level for it to be considered safe.
   

        This makes it clear how profoundly strong Casio is among fighters.
   

        In contrast, Evil Eye Fist, although not conforming to the general decline in the Secret Martial Arts World of the Federation, has barely maintained its overall strength. If Casio really intended to make a move against Evil Eye Fist, they might not be able to withstand it.
   

        However, Evil Eye Fist is a member of the East Nine Gates. Although there are complexities and rifts within the East Nine Gates. Conflicts of interest and internal competition may arise between them. But, they are ultimately an alliance, bound to protect their common interests.
   

        If one member of the East Nine Gates were to be annihilated, regardless of whether it was due to disputes of interest or the apparent preservation of face. The other eight gates would likely turn their spears in unison towards Casio.
   

        Deploying many fighters to maintain their dignified image.
   

        This almost represents the power of more than half of the Secret Martial Arts World in the East!
   

        Even if Casio is strong on his own, can't support the burden alone. He might find himself on the run, attracting massive trouble. At the same time, he would be excluded by the entire Secret Martial Arts World in the East.
   

        Unless...
   

        Unless Casio has a much larger force backing him up.
   

        Like... the Black Mechanism!
   

        "Are you... are you sure you want to do this?"
   

        Amos squinted, picking up the black tea on the table.
   

        He gently rubbed the porcelain edge of the cup with his fingers, took a sip of the warm tea. His eyes seemed to be flowing with thoughts.
   

        In fact, the Black Mechanism, as the official transcendent force of the Hong Li Federation, has always wanted to infiltrate the Secret Martial Arts World. Because, the Secret Martial Arts World is the largest gathering place for transcendent beings in the world.
   

        Even though Secret Martial Arts has requirements for Core Bone Enlightenment, it allows for everyone to cultivate. So naturally, the base is huge, and there are many top powerhouses born from its long-term development.
   

        Unfortunately, although the Secret Martial Arts World has a certain tacit understanding with the officialdom on the surface and there is occasional cooperation. But overall, it is exclusionary, resisting the intervention of governmental forces. And over the decades the Black Mechanism has tried, but every time there is progress, it ends prematurely, unable to achieve key accomplishments.
   

        Therefore, the Black Mechanism and the Secret Martial Arts World have always maintained a somewhat peculiar state. The Black Mechanism closely monitors and collects information about the Secret Martial Arts World, but finds it difficult to take action. The Secret Martial Arts World has its own system of operation, excluding outside forces from intervening.
   

        Amos quickly went through the content in his mind.
   

        He suddenly felt that Casio's intention to make a move against Evil Eye Fist, one of the East Nine Gates, was an excellent opportunity. It was a golden chance for the Black Mechanism to interfere with the Secret Martial Arts World in the East. Casio, this top-class fighter, was like a sharp sword, stabbing hard into the Secret Martial Arts World, causing a series of chaotic reactions. And the Black Mechanism was the hand holding this sword, fishing in troubled waters in secret.
   

        Sometimes, fortune and misfortune come hand in hand. Destroying Evil Eye Fist would indeed incite collective opposition from the East Nine Gates, but it would also be a chance to make a name in the Secret Martial Arts World in the East. Although the East Nine Gates officially controls the Secret Martial Arts World in the East, there are still forces resisting in secret.
   

        Even within the East Nine Gates, there are internal conflicts and complexities.
   

        If at this time, a mighty top fighter emerged. Raising the banner of rebellion, challenging the authority of the East Nine Gates.
   

        Perhaps many small and medium-sized schools would choose to affiliate with them, leave the Eastern Alliance, and switch sides. Coupled with the support of the Black Mechanism in secret, the addition of various manpower, material resources and resources.
   

        It's not impossible to challenge the East Nine Gates in the arena.
   

        Even, with good luck. They could directly form a bi-polar domination in the Secret Martial Arts World in the East, taking a substantial share of the decision-making power.
   

        The Black Mechanism could then achieve its goal of intervening in the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        In that case, the Mechanism could acquire a large number of top-tier fighters. If they maintained a good relationship with Casio, they could borrow some top Martial Art masters for important tasks. Especially in the six counties of the East, it would become a backyard.
   

        No matter what the Mechanism did there, they could get the support of the Secret Martial Arts World, and when the Secret Martial Arts World spoke up, the Transcendental Realm would naturally behave.
   

        Amos, after all, is an old steward of the Black Mechanism, although his personality in his normal form is more capricious and prideful, his experience and perspective are there. He just relied on one of Casio's intentions, and in a short time, he thought of many subsequent developments.
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        And whether the Black Mechanism can profit from it.
   

        This is the kind of thinking a qualified Steward should have.
   

        "The Evil Eye Fist, I've encountered their Secret Martial Art before, it poses no threat to me. I can wipe it out with a flip of the hand!" Casio revealed a cruel smile, "As for the potential reaction of East Nine Gates, I have anticipated it, I am not afraid..."
   

        "I've been wanting to experience the Secret Martial Art of the nine gates..."
   

        His expression became cold again, his eyes as dark as ink.
   

        How can a Fighter fear a battle? Progress is made faster in more intense fights! Every punch, every kick with a high-level expert is nourishment. Every injury received, every person killed, can be integrated into their Boxing Method and become a part of their will!
   

        The reason why he planned to wipe out the Evil Eye Fist not only involved Feng Liusi, but also the idea of improving his own skills. Compared to other attributes, though his skills were also experienced, they were not a significant advantage.
   

        Especially compared to Physique and Qi, they were lacking.
   

        Of course, one can't blame Casio. After all, he only practiced Secret Martial Art for a few years. Despite frequent battles, how could his skill and experience compare to veteran boxers who had been training for decades?
   

        So, Casio planned to do what he did last time he retraced, challenge all the Secret Martial Art schools in Windsor County that have Fighters. However, this time, the scope is not just Windsor County, but extends to the entire Secret Martial Arts World of the East. He would use them as a whetstone to temper his own Boxing Method, triggering a resonance state of the two Southern Dipper secret transmissions.
   

        Thus, allowing his body's acupuncture points to break through quickly during battle.
   

        It should be noted that there is a precedent for this. Before Casio challenged the Secret Martial Art schools of Windsor County, the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist had four acupuncture points. After the challenge, he directly entered the second stage with eleven acupuncture points.
   

        The progress was so rapid that it proved the correctness of nurturing through battle.
   

        Although there were dividends from just starting to practice, and accidental factors of deviation, Casio now has the amplification of the two Southern Dipper Boxing Methods resonating. The situation isn't too different.
   

        Perhaps that period of rapid progress could be reenacted in reality.
   

        This is in regard to his own strength improvement.
   

        The reason why Casio bluntly stated in front of the Steward of the Black Mechanism that he wanted to destroy the Evil Eye Fist, naturally, also had other intentions.
   

        Amos had actually guessed these intentions.
   

        The Black Mechanism wanted to use Casio as a nail to be hammered into the Secret Martial Arts World of the East. And Casio himself also wanted to become a nail.
   

        To intervene in the Secret Martial Arts World of the East.
   

        He had just finished the opening ceremony of the Gate of Physique. His Demon Idol's Qi surged, allowing him to create more Demon Seeds and expand his forces. Not taking advantage of this exclusive advantage would be a waste.
   

        After all, his potential for development was not slack, and his foundation for progress was solid.
   

        If he could cooperate with the Black Mechanism at this time and receive official support, his forces might really skyrocket. Expanding his forces could also bring positive feedback to Casio himself, giving him more capital to face the mysterious Gate Organization.
   

        As for whether the Black Mechanism will turn things around once he has served his purpose, Casio was not afraid. All worries stemmed from a lack of strength. As long as he was powerful enough, he would have peace everywhere. No dirty tricks would dare to come to the surface.
   

        He was confident that he could maintain a relatively good relationship with the Black Mechanism, and not just be a pawn in their game.
   

        Casio, possessing the Retrospective Ability, considered himself to be a chess player.
   

        And moreover, a chess player with a game hack.
   

        After dealing with the disadvantages of Shadow Demon, he began to plan to collect a large number of legendary Obsession Antiques in the Era of Retrospection to enhance his Strength.
   

        To thus establish himself firmly in the turbulent Real World.
   

        If being a top Fighter wasn't enough, then he would become an Ultimate Fighter!
   

        If an Ultimate Fighter wasn't enough, then he would become Saint Fist!
   

        He believed that with his unparalleled natural Core bone, unparalleled understanding and will, sweat and blood all the way.
   

        And the Retrospective Ability that offers certain auxiliary benefits.
   

        He would stand at the pinnacle of the Secret Martial Art World, turning things around at will!
   

        In the living room, the two men sipping tea began to exchange views.
   

        Without the riddle man, they spoke openly. Their discussion on cooperation was sincere. How should they proceed? How should they provide support? Casio Amos was very clear about these points.
   

        Both of them may have their own deep intentions and potential benefits, but they did not set traps when it came to the specifics of collaboration.
   

        They managed to maintain a degree of harmony and friendliness.
   

        After all, both Amos and Casio had the ability to overturn the table and work independently, though it would be much more difficult.
   

        Their collaboration would eliminate many difficulties and obstacles.
   

        It was a win-win situation! It was in line with their respective core interests.
   

        Therefore, this negotiation went smoothly. Casio and Amos talked straight until midnight, still full of energy.
   

        The black tea in the living room teapot had also been changed four or five times.
   

        Both of them briefly described some of their demands, and a framework for the intention of cooperation was reached, with specific details to be supplemented later.
   

        Next, Amos began to tell Casio about the Holy Ice Stream.
   

        It was a unique school from Lorente County, located in the cold and remote northern part of the Hong Li Federation. Due to harsh conditions, there have always been a few disciples of the Holy Water Stream.
   

        At its peak, there were only fifty to sixty people.
   

        At its weakest, there were only one or two disciples.
   

        The veteran fighter Sheng Feinan, mentioned by Casio, who practiced the Holy Ice Absolute Cold True Skill, had records in the Black Mechanism, which Amos, as a steward, had also read. He was mysterious and not very active in the secret martial arts world.
   

        Therefore, not much specific information was obtained.
   

        Casio knows some of the things Amos talks about, having been closely in touch with Sheng Feinan. However, one piece of information caught Casio's attention, which was his ending.
   

        Sheng Feinan did not die of old age or in battle in these records but disappeared in the icy abyss of the Montu Mountain Range. It is said to be a part of the content of the secret manual of the Holy Ice Absolute Cold True Skill. This True Skill is very old, and its inheritance time may have exceeded a thousand years, even before the Imperial era.
   

        The True Skill of the Holy Ice Stream is not complete and lacks an important part of the content. The secret manual records that the missing part of the Holy Ice Absolute Cold True Skill fell in the Extremely North Land, that is, behind the icy abyss of the Montu Mountain Range. Sheng Feinan had refined the True Skill to the highest level and therefore went into the Extreme North Land.
   

        Searching for that elusive, one in a million path.
   

        As for life or death, it is probably the latter. Because after Sheng Feinan disappeared, he never appeared again, completely vanishing without a trace.
   

        The reason why the Black Mechanism understood this information was related to an operation the organization carried out in Lorente County.
   

        As for what the operation was, Amos did not tell Casio.
   

        "Lost trace after entering the Extremely North Land?"
   

        Casio took note in his mind and thought of the current state of the Holy Ice Stream that Amos had just mentioned. Similarly decayed, although it did not completely disappear like the Red Vulture Fist, there were only two or three cats left. After all, this was the overall decline trend of the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        Moreover, the environment required to practice the Holy Ice Absolute Cold True Skill was too harsh and difficult. The decline was foreseeable.
   

        "This era should already have relatively cheap and complete ice-making technology. It is not necessary to stick to natural cold conditions. The Holy Ice Stream can try to practice in ice stores..."
   

        Casio was dispersing his thoughts, not knowing what he was thinking. After a while, his eyes refocused, and he exchanged a few more words with Amos. Only then did they end this round of talks.
   

        Amos left the guild hall quickly and disappeared into the darkness.
   

        He had to return to Benny Street to alleviate the commissioner's fear of the Black Mechanism for a longer time. Meanwhile, Casio returned to his room step by step, taking out a blood-stained secret manual from his arms.
   

        The moonlight was cold, slanting down through the French windows.
   

        The lights weren't on in the room, making it appear dim.
   

        On the carpet, a blond youth was sitting cross-legged, with a black silhouette looking exactly like him on his left. The silhouette had a secret manual placed in front of its legs.
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        Without a doubt, this was a Secret Martial Art, a rather unique one. It came from a personal item that Jilan carried with him at all times.
   

        There was a high probability that it was the Secret Martial Art that Jilan had been cultivating.
   

        Unfortunately, he didn't even get the chance to show the power and efficacy of this martial art before he was promptly taken down by Casio.
   

        All of Jilan's possessions naturally fell into Casio's hands.
   

        The moonlight was cold and clear, and the secret manual slowly opened on the ground. He leafed through the pages, spending more than half an hour to finish reading through it.
   

        The blond silhouette facing the window fell into deep thought.
   

        This was a very peculiar martial art, as unconventional as the Southern Dipper secret tradition. The two Southern Dipper secret traditions that Casio practiced both relied solely on boxing, with the core being the breakthrough of acupuncture points and specialized force. Yet this Secret Martial Art known as the "Hand of the Black Demon" did not involve physical training method either. Its core was to condense and plunder vitality.
   

        The entire process described in it seemed incredibly simple.
   

        The aim was to condense a black demon vortex in the palms, and keep making this vortex stronger, larger, and faster, until the vortex completely covered the palms and merged with them.
   

        With that, the Hand of the Black Demon would have reached the realm of Major Accomplishment.
   

        Every time one's fists made contact with another person, they could voraciously plunder their life force. The touch would mean an instant death, an impact, instant oblivion. It was a type of martial art that appeared exceptionally simple, yet its power was extremely dominant.
   

        Based on the descriptions, it seemed stunningly perfect. It was quick to cultivate, the practice conditions were easy, and its combative power was great.
   

        However, Casio did not believe that such benefits could come without a cost.
   

        Every powerful Secret Martial Art has its downsides. Even the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, created by Casio himself, which was as solid as a rock foundation, versatile in functions, and outstanding in effects had severe hidden dangers at its very core.
   

        Casio had nearly exhausted all his energy in the previous retrospection to barely handle the problems related to the three core mental methods temporarily.
   

        He managed to establish a relative balance between the killer personality and the aloof personality.
   

        Consider the two Southern Dipper secret traditions.
   

        Their effects were undoubtedly powerful, but the cultivation conditions were extremely stringent. They required cultivators to have a high degree of aptitude.
   

        It was the martial art that chose the person, not the person who chose the martial art.
   

        Furthermore, practicing the Southern Dipper secret tradition had cultivation requirements as well. The Deathfang Power and Echo Strength were too dominant. A Secret Martial Artist with less than a Fighter's strength would find it hard to handle, even a Boxing Method Major Accomplishment realm could barely manage, with a high risk of dying from overexertion.
   

        This was also why Feng Liusi found it challenging to pass on this secret tradition of the Southern Dipper to the Red Hawk Fist Mountain Gate. The basic requirements were too demanding.
   

        Besides, having entered the secret tradition of the Southern Dipper did not guarantee smooth sailing ahead. Feng Liusi himself was an example. He got deviated while practicing the boxing method, and his personality had been subtly influenced by the boxing art. In the end, he even sealed himself and fell into emptiness.
   

        What about this Hand of the Black Demon? Even while reading through it, Casio had felt something was off. It was too simple, too smooth, and too powerful. This was not how a normally strong martial art should look.
   

        After all, he was a top-class Fighter who had once journeyed with Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan, both high-level Secret Martial Artists. His vision and experience had been gradually improving, and many things could not escape Casio's eyes.
   

        Under the moonlight, he carefully read through the secret manual once again.
   

        Finally, he was able to find some hidden clues within it.
   

        "Form a Black Demon Vortex at the center of the palm, like a spinning gravitational wave that naturally attracts and absorbs the life force energy from the outside. The energy absorbed makes the vortex spin faster..."
   

        "The faster it spins, the stronger is the suction force, setting up a positive cycle..."
   

        Casio's eyelids drooped, as he seemed to have recalled something, "There's some missing information here. If the Black Demon Vortex can attract energy from outside, wouldn't it also indiscriminately attract energy from inside?"
   

        "The vortex absorbs external life force energy just as it absorbs internal life force energy. The faster the Black Demon Vortex spins, the stronger it is, the more it consumes the cultivator's life energy. It will probably severely weaken the cultivator's physique and reduce their lifespan." He muttered to himself.
   

        Just a few days ago, when he had made contact with Jilan and had a brief heart-to-heart in the abandoned church, Casio had learned that Jilan had joined the organization to deal with the strong side effects of his own Secret Martial Art.
   

        Moreover, when they first met, Casio felt that there was something wrong with Jilan's body; his aura seemed quite weak.
   

        Most likely, his suspicions were pretty accurate.
   

        "In this case, I'm afraid I can't practice. The Black Demon Vortex is a double-edged sword; the deeper the cultivation, the faster the death."
   

        "Moreover, biting off more than you can chew is never wise; the two Southern Dipper secret traditions are already enough for me to study devotedly. This Hand of the Black Demon is quite special and powerful, but it still falls short when compared to the Southern Dipper secret traditions. The yield from investing the same amount of time into the Black Demon Hand is less than that from the Southern Dipper secret traditions, not to mention the drawbacks of the Black Demon Hand. Moreover, it seems like the final part of this martial art is incomplete..."
   

        Casio read through it carefully a few more times and discovered more information.
   

        After much thought, he decided the gains wouldn't outweigh the losses. He was just about to put away the Hand of the Black Demon, when suddenly a thought flashed through his mind. Casio turned his eyes slightly, looking at the shadow on his left.
   

        "I can't cultivate it, but can the Shadow Demon cultivate it?"
   

        "This Hand of the Black Demon does not have any training methods, nor does it involve anything about the human body or acupuncture points. The most crucial thing is the Black Demon Vortex. In theory, any living creature with hands should be able to cultivate it. Of course, there is a prerequisite: the creature must be capable of thinking and should at least have the intelligence of a human child..."
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        Casio stared at the Shadow Demon, which turned its head to look back at him.
   

        Their eyes met.
   

        "Why not try cultivating it?" Casio thought it unnecessary to overthink. He could directly manipulate the Shadow Demon to give it a go.
   

        As for whether this might lead to the destruction of this clone.
   

        Casio felt the problem wasn't significant.
   

        The Shadow Demon clone was in fact just a casual move he thought of on the spur of the moment. Its existence, or lack thereof, wouldn't affect his main actions.
   

        Without further ado, Casio flipped the secret manual to the first page.
   

        He began to cultivate in accordance with the details and instructions depicted in the illustrations.
   

        Using the Qi of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, he controlled the Shadow Demon to sit cross-legged like a human, continuously adjusting the energy within its body.
   

        Casio himself sat leisurely on the sofa, sipping tea.
   

        From time to time, he would glance at the situation through the window.
   

        Half an hour passed, and a change finally took place.
   

        The Shadow Demon's arms trembled, as if something was moving underneath the swirling dark energy, gradually rushing toward its broad palms.
   

        The Shadow Demon's body differed from a human's, particularly its powerful arms, which could dangle almost down to its knees. Its mutated skeletal claws could easily grasp an entire human head. It appeared thin yet muscular, and was exceptionally strong — a primary combat limb.
   

        Thus, when it practiced the secret martial art for the hands, it appeared to hold an advantage.
   

        This was the benefit of its innate base.
   

        Casio could see dark energy winding its way like little snakes up the Shadow Demon's arms, all rushing towards its palms.
   

        A stream of energy began swirling in its palms, lazily.
   

        Attempting to form a vortex about the size of an eyeball.
   

        The Black Demon's Hand secret manual didn't indicate that such a phenomenon would occur. It was probably due to the particularity of the Shadow Demon's physique. After all, it's a dark creature that could transform into a shadow, and such anomalies were expected.
   

        Time passed, second by second, and the change continued to unfold.
   

        The Shadow Demon's arms seemed to bulge with thick veins, reminiscent of creeper vines wrapped around a tree trunk. Its universally ink-black body had faded a lot, but its arms were incredibly dark. In particular, its palms were like two pieces of obsidian.
   

        Any light that shone on them would be swallowed up.
   

        After what felt like forever, everything finally came to an end.
   

        Casio slowly opened his eyes on the sofa and stood up.
   

        He walked step by step to the Shadow Demon, sat down cross-legged.
   

        He manipulated the Shadow Demon to reach out its palm and pressed his palm against it. Mid-air, both palms fiercely gripped each other's.
   

        Casio immediately felt a suction force emanating from his palm.
   

        It wasn't particularly violent but was rather weak. However, it was resolute, slowly drawing away traces of his vitality through his skin. Considering the bigger picture, it's as insignificant as a strand of hair in nine bulls.
   

        Nevertheless, it was a successful plunder.
   

        Remember, Casio's current physical body was as terrifying as that of a top-ranked fighter. His blood and Qi were sturdy and consistent. That the Black Demon's Vortex managed to forcibly absorb a trace of life force was quite impressive.
   

        If it were an ordinary secret martial artist, I'm afraid it could absorb a substantial amount of life force. If it was a normal person, they would have been drained dry.
   

        "The effect is good, but the intensity isn't quite there..."
   

        Casio reached out and stroked his chin in thought when suddenly, his eyes brightened as though he had thought of something interesting.
   

        "What would happen if I infused the Vibration Energy of life into the Black Demon's Vortex? Is the life force needed by the Vortex the same as life energy? Perhaps we can try it now, Shadow Demon…"
   

        He immediately gave the order.
   

        The Shadow Demon clone instantly did as told, pulling out the life vibration energy that served as a barrier within its body and feeding it to the vortex in its arms. Immediately, the dark vortex hummed and its sucking power surged dramatically. The slowly rotating vortex spun wildly in an instant.
   

        The skin where Casio and the Shadow Demon's palms touched began to slightly itch.
   

        He could clearly feel a sucking force several times larger than before reaching out to him, plundering his life energy.
   

        "It actually works?"
   

        Casio sensory connected with the Shadow Demon clone. The spin speed of the dark vortex in its palm had increased by four or five times. This situation maintained for several tens of seconds before gradually reducing, reverting to its original state. If observed closely, the vortex was rotating slightly faster than before. "There is some effect, but it's not significant."
   

        After contemplating for a while, he speculated that the life energy and life vibration energy needed by the dark vortex were both similar and dissimilar.
   

        They differed more than they were alike; similarity was only a small portion.
   

        Therefore, speeding up cultivation through life vibration energy is a waste of resources. It would be better to use it as a means of burst.
   

        The Black Mechanism Vortex was like a gear, and life vibration energy was like a consumable fuel. It could make the gear spin rapidly in an instant and after fuel combustion, the gear would return to its original state.
   

        Casio didn't expect such a transformation, but it seemed not bad. The Shadow Demon's Dark Mechanism Hand was able to burst out with incredible power beyond its apparent capabilities. If used to ambush similar kinds, it could have extraordinary effects. If he can cultivate this special secret martial realm to a higher level, and invest in the life vibration energy of the immortal or even indestructible levels, an instantaneous eruption might have significant effects in battles at Casio's level.
   

        "The Shadow Demon is a creature of darkness, and the Dark Mechanism Hand siphons off life. It's quite fitting for a dark creature to cultivate such unorthodox techniques..."
   

        Casio self-mockingly mumbled before turning to go to bed.
   

        Only leaving the shadow practicing diligently by the window.
   

        Before bed, he recalled some events that happened in the past few days and increasingly realized the importance of life vibration energy – it could be useful in many places. Casio thought, since he was already about to cooperate with the Black Mechanism, might as well benefit from it first.
   

        Ask them for some traces of the Dark Creatures' movements.
   

        Kill a group first, and stockpile some life vibration energy.
   

        Just in case.
   

        The next day, Casio woke up from the soft bed. Sunlight shone into the room through the half-open window blinds, making the room exceptionally bright. The floor reflected a subtle glow.
   

        A single glance made it seem somewhat dazzling.
   

        Slowly rising, he saw the Shadow Demon practicing beside the window, still maintaining the posture from last night and immobile.
   

        "Creatures of darkness like the Shadow Demon don't seem to need rest, unlike lazy humans who need sleep. They're really a natural candidate for practicing secret martial arts. They can spend twenty-four hours a day practicing without feeling tired or frustrated or other negative emotions. This should be exploited well..."
   

        Astonished, Casio summoned the Shadow Demon to merge back into his own shadow. He rewarded it by allowing continuation of the cultivation in the shadows, utilizing every second possible.
   

        In reality, the Shadow Demon wasn't as untiring or untroubled as Casio said. Intrinsically, they were lazy creatures, inherently impatient, and prefered effortless gain. After all, becoming stronger for a Shadow Demon essentially meant consuming more humans.
   

        Casio's obedient Shadow Demon of course had been thoroughly mind numbed by the Demon Idol Magnetic Field. Its self-consciousness was completely wiped out, turning into an idiot.
   

        It would only follow its master's orders and complete the given tasks.
   

        Even things it disliked, it had to pretend enjoying.
   

        That being said, Casio is a bit of a domineering character who puts himself first. It didn't matter what others thought, but what he believed.
   

        Of course, he had always been this way and showed no signs of remorse.
   

        For instance, blaming his brutal side on the Shadow Demon numerous times for peace of mind, deceiving himself.
   

        However, you can't really blame Casio. It was probably the intense side effects of the Three Methods that made him somewhat neurotic.
   

        As is well known, neither psychopaths nor the strong are particularly fearsome. The truly scary ones are psychopaths with great strength.
   

        On the path to power, there is always something to lose. Be it sanity, initial aspiration, or emotions.
   

        This, will become the loopholes in the strong's mentality.
   

        To fill in these loopholes, you either have to be at a high realm and let go completely or be like Casio, having his own line of thinking and action logic, convincing, forgiving, and touching himself. Finding a solid reason for his actions, even if it appears psychopathic, is irrelevant. All for peace of mind, then it can be justified.
   

        That way, one can become a mentally strong person.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Today is July 31st, the second day after Casio had finished his door pushing ceremony. Last night, he had obtained the physical strength he desired and unexpectedly reconnected with his butler, Amos.
   

        Although Amos didn't recognise Casio, they quickly agreed to cooperate. This was both due to their previous sparring and similarities. 
   

        Perhaps, they had different objectives. But the ways to achieve their goals were the same, and also the results. 
   

        Strong cooperation could achieve what both sides wanted in a short period of time. Casio considered this to be a good deal.
   

        Upon returning from the Era of Retrospection, he gained power that could overturn the existing order. In a short time, he had taken control of the Black Spade "A" Organization, defeated the Sand Dust Organization, and reacquired the Devil's Book.
   

        He even uncovered the core secret of the Organization, and reestablished cooperation with Black Mechanism. Everything was progressing in a good direction.
   

        But any progress requires time. 
   

        That was the only way to discern the changes.
   

        The sun rises and sets, the moon takes its place, the clouds float, and the blue sky remains unchanged. In the eastern part of the Hong Li Federation, the temperature shifted from scorching heat to cooling. Most of July was clear skies, while August began to see frequent rainfall. Particularly near the end of August, a heavy rain rapidly changed the region's temperature.
   

        By mid-September, it was no longer hot or even warm. The attire of most pedestrians gradually changed from short sleeves showing bare arms to long sleeves or thin sweaters.
   

        The neatly arranged rows of lush trees in the city streets were hinting at a bit of yellow. Every now and again, a leaf would be blown off and slowly cross the road, landing on someone's shoe.
   

        Time flew by.
   

        Unbeknownst to everyone, one or two months had already passed. 
   

        In these several dozen days, the underground forces in North Flow Country had reshuffled once again, in an unstoppable force.
   

        Many black organizations initially heard rumors that the newly-emerged Sand Dust Organization and long-established Black Spade "A" Organization had ended up in mutual destruction, planning to take advantage of their predicament.
   

        Upon learning the truth, they discovered that the Black Spade "A" Organization had overwhelmed and consumed the Sand Dust, displaying a formidable strength in Fengnan City. This caused them to back off and temporarily keep in line.
   

        However, just because they didn't confront the Black Spade "A" Organization didn't mean the latter wouldn't confront them. After taking care of the Sand Dust Organization, the Black Spade "A" Organization was without anycompetition in the North Flow Country. They set out, logically, to unite the underground world of North Flow Country.
   

        The Black Spade "A" Organization dispatched a large number of gunners, specifically targeting the large black gangs in various cities. They didn't accept any threats or pleas, and straightforwardly began a gang war, exhibiting an utterly dominant attitude. 
   

        Moreover, in this series of operations, a few individuals in the underworld of North Flow Country with keen perceptions noticed something unusual. 
   

        The gunners sent by the Black Spade "A" Organization were all the cream of the crop, as if they had been trained for ten to twenty years. Their marksmanship was superb and their reaction ability and close combat skills were second to none. It was absurdly as if a group of Federation arena boxing champions had joined a black association, submitting to orders. From the start of the operation till the end of September, not a single gunner from the Black Spade "A" Organization died.
   

        Only a few unlucky ones got injured initially. 
   

        After more than a month, the Black Spade "A" Organization had finally finished their operations. Most mid to large scale black forces in North Flow Country had been wiped out, only leaving behind small organizations that were as difficult to remove as weeds. Moreover, throughout this process, local police stations from various cities in North Flow Country seemed to be inexplicably cooperating, merely arriving in the aftermath to clean up.
   

        In the process, they gleefully picked up their share of achievements.
   

        Aside from that, companies and institutions in North Flow Country involving the antique industry had been infiltrated by a mysterious force. Either taking ownership forcibly, planting personnel, or engaging in cooperative trades. The antique industry was thus in some turmoil.
   

        At the same time, martial art training bases, similar to martial art halls, appeared in the suburbs of all cities in North Flow Country. It was said that they belonged to a mysterious force and were for internal use only, not open to the public for admission. This left those in the Secret Martial Art World of North Flow Country somewhat puzzled.
   

        This was the situation in North Flow Country.
   

        Moving over to East Sea County, the coastal city of Anta.
   

        A major incident had occurred recently in the new human community - one of the top strengths of the new human community, Mentalist Association has changed hands.
   

        The birth and development of the Mentalist Association can be traced back to one of the sources of power during Black Rain Villa era – the Mercury Flow. 
   

        Therefore, after the villa disappeared, a significant portion of new humans awakened powers related to spirit and telekinesis related to Mercury Flow. The Mentalist Association is the largest force among those with telekinetic abilities, with five "A" level new human psychics.
   

        Among these five psychics, one of them was named Ray.
   

        He undertook a task in July, disappearing for over a week. Yet when he reappeared, it was as if he had had an unexpected encounter and his strength increased continuously. In a short period of time, he defeated the other "A" level psychics, securing his place at the top.
   

        Moreover, on the day Ray defeated the president of the Mentalist Association, he brought along a few of his friends. Two of them were rather unfamiliar, but the last one was known to most people.
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        Vibration, Captain of the White Skull Organization's Fifth Tier, a wanted criminal among the New Humans. An evil class "A" Psychic.
   

        With their combined forces, they daringly opposed four with just the two of them, directly dismantling the main forces of the Mentalist Association. They then took over the Magpie's Nest.
   

        Instead, they became the new president and vice-president of the Mentalist Association, and for some unknown reason, the four original psychics who were defeated changed their attitudes and stayed on, causing a bit of a stir.
   

        However, this can only be considered as an internal dispute within the association, other top-tier forces have no right to intervene. Only Soro of the Silver Spear was somewhat concerned about this because Vibration was originally a member of the White Skull Organization.
   

        Under his secret investigation, he indeed discovered a connection between the new Mentalist Association and the Silver Skull Organization. However, the situation was different from what Soro had expected, the Mentalist Association was not showing a cooperative attitude, but rather one of assimilation.
   

        They seemed to want to swallow up the Silver Skull Organization and acquire all its channels, information, technology, and content related to Pure Black Magic Water. All signs indicated that they were up to no good.
   

        Furthermore, they were fully confident, just waiting for the right opportunity.
   

        This discovery made Soro shudder. Although he has a strong reputation as a Silver Spear and is powerful, and he always stands against the White Skull Organization, Soro is fully aware of the strong strength of the White Skull Organization after years of entanglement. There are a total of ten captains, all but the supportive Captain Number Ten are of class "A". They could be called the most ferocious villains among the New Humans, all aiming to acquire high-level Magic Water.
   

        Especially the Number One Leader, who is vaguely beyond class "A". One of the top among many strong new humans, his bloodstained hands infamous for decades.
   

        With the title "Demon Man".
   

        The Mentalist Association dares to make a move on the Silver Skull Organization.
   

        Either stupid beyond measure, or... behind the scenes there is an even larger and more terrifying dark hand reaching towards all new humans!
   

        The focus shifts again, to an organization called the Shadowless. This is a force formed by a bunch of wimps, all of whom had once been hosts of the Shadow Demons. They needed to resist the assimilation of the Shadow Demons on one hand and recruit new partners on the other, struggling to survive.
   

        While it is a force that fights against the Shadow Demons, in reality, it is just a small group formed spontaneously under the threat of death. Casio had contacted them once and was shocked by their weakness.
   

        The forces of the Shadowless Organization in the six counties in the eastern part of the Hong Li Federation could only amount to two Red Eye Level Shadow Demons and ten Liguas Level Shadow Demons.
   

        That is to say, two fighters and ten knuckles, which is a bit too shabby. With this conversion, the total strength of the whole Hong Li Federation together is just seven or eight fighters.
   

        Even less, because the six counties in the east are relatively prosperous.
   

        The forces deployed here are definitely more.
   

        By comparison, the entire Shadowless Organization is even weaker than the Wind Elephant Gate, excluding the gate master who is a fighter class, pitiful in its weakness.
   

        With such strength, how could they develop successfully under the heavy pressure of the Shadow Demons? So Casio gave them a hand, and took over.
   

        At the same time, he also took over the long-term research conducted by the Shadowless Organization on the race of Shadow Demons, obtaining a lot of important intelligence.
   

        Setting the foundation for the subsequent undercover agent mole plan.
   

        Moreover, Casio was very interested in the Shadowless Organization.
   

        It seemed that he wanted to try to recreate the process of refining and controlling the Shadow Demons on those who had been parasitized by them.
   

        Through numerous superficial experiments, Casio actually started to figure out something, the phenomena quite intriguing.
   

        He himself refined the Shadow Demons, used the idol's life field to assimilate the Shadow Demon's life field, clearing away their consciousness. Then used the energy of life vibration as a barrier and fuel, and used the Qi as his own divided consciousness, injected it into the Shadow Demon to control it.
   

        Thus truly achieving the goal of making the Shadow Demon serve as a substitute and part of himself. This process is pioneering, as well as reproducible.
   

        Because Casio's Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol has the magical ability to condense the Magic Core Seed. The Magic Core Seed can also emit a miniature Demon Idol aura to train the physique, and the seed itself is a kind of Qi. If the hosts of the Shadowless, who are parasitized by the Shadow Demon, could proficiently use the Demon Seed, plus help from Casio, couldn't they roughly replicate what Casio had done a month back?
   

        After all, theoretically, it seems feasible.
   

        After one or two months of experiments, and with Casio's interested follow-up, a few semi-finished products actually appeared.
   

        These original hosts of the Shadow Demons astonishingly turned things around, with Casio's help they used the Demon Seed to reverse assimilate the Shadow Demon, though the speed was a bit slow. It could be said that they slowly wore it down. Once the Shadow Demon was successfully assimilated, the energy of life vibration was injected into it. These several test subjects struggled to control the Demon Idol's Qi and infused it into the Shadow Demon. However, they failed, and Casio had to do it for them. The Shadow Demon was surprisingly refined into a separate part of him!
   

        The human hosts have a certain level of authority to use the Demon Seed, and could even barely drive the Shadow Demon, but they were nowhere near Casio's level. In any case, the plan for the hosts to reverse control the Shadow Demon was successful. Even though there are various limitations, this method is obviously much better than directly killing the Shadow Demon.
   

        It can even help ordinary people acquire the power of the Shadow Demon!
   

        Also, it's worth noting that. The hosts of the experiments seemed to be able to control the Shadow Demon to practice the Secret Martial Art of the Black Magic Hand!
   

        Because the Black Magic Hand doesn't require a threshold, it's simple enough!
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        As long as one has the intelligence and mobility of a child about seven or eight years old, it will do.
   

        The only thing required to cultivate it is life span!
   

        But what has this got to do with the host? The one who cultivates the Dark Demon's Hand is the Shadow Demon, and the one whose life force is sucked out is also the Shadow Demon. Dark creatures have immortality and ridiculously long lifespans. Isn't it a perfect match to let them practice the Dark Demon's Hand? It's as though they were made for each other.
   

        Anyhow, you can kill them in training, and the host doesn't feel any pity.
   

        When the Dark Demon's Hand becomes powerful, the host's disadvantage of controlling the dull and clumsy Shadow Demon can be resolved. Because the Dark Demon's Hand combat style doesn't require much flexibility, all I need to guarantee is that the hands can touch the enemy and absorb their vitality!
   

        The pair of arms that the Shadow Demon possesses are indeed extraordinarily gifted.
   

        It is difficult for any enemy to completely avoid the touch of the Shadow Demon.
   

        Over the past month or so, Casio has been closely following the experiment because he feels a sense of achievement in creating a new power system with his own hands. Even though this power system is a bit strange.
   

        Moreover, it's a patchwork creature where enemies and we share the same origin.
   

        But no matter how awkward it feels, as long as it's useful, it's fine.
   

        He has already begun daydreaming about his Shadowless organization, with hundreds of members all able to use the Shadow Demon's replacements. And it can continue to grow by absorbing new people parasitized by the Shadow Demon. They may even cultivate the activity, deliberately placing Shadow Demons in their bodies.
   

        Then, when the time is right, they directly cultivate them to serve as secondary bodies.
   

        The more he thought about it, the more he realized how innovative he was in cobbling together different parts and haphazardly opening up new avenues to explore.
   

        Who knows, he may one day create a hybrid monster.
   

        All in all, these are all the simple gains Casio has made during this period.
   

        He was back in Baichuan City, dealing with some previous matters including the Phil family of Kanon Corporation which he had introduced out of courtesy.
   

        Casio openly kept in touch as friends, but secretly he asked the Black Spade "A" organization to substantially support Kanon Corporation.
   

        He gave them more opportunities to make money and expand their market.
   

        Besides, he was still working in the Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall. However, the whole Martial Arts Hall, unbeknownst to others, has already become an asset of the Black Spade "A" Organization. Casio took some time out once or twice a week to continue teaching those three kids the Secret Martial Art of the Wind Elephant.
   

        Not that he wasn't willing to teach higher-level martial arts, but the Secret Martial Art of the Wind Elephant was already enough for these beginner martial arts students of this age sector. Compared to the Demon Blood Killing Technique that Casio created and taught to the Black Spade "A" organization, it's much better, with a better foundation.
   

        When their strength gets a bit profound, it won't be too late to immerse in powerful martial arts. Furthermore, Casio also has selfish intentions. He wants the martial arts of the Wind Elephant Gate to continue to be passed down to someone in the modern world. Casio didn't forget the words his teacher Lixia once told him.
   

        Whenever he had spare time, he started to perfect the technique of the Azure Wind Current, trying to promote this skill to the fifth level, even enriching the structure, bit by bit, to the level of Secret Martial Art.
   

        Of course, that would take some time.
   

        The 156th year of the Hong Li Federation Calendar, September 20, fine weather.
   

        A black boxy Fortune Car was driving along the road, turning slowly, and eventually entered a warehouse in the urban area of Baichuan City.
   

        This area is not remote; in fact, it is not far from the city center.
   

        Building a warehouse in such an expensive area shows a substantial financial backing from the company, perhaps it is a large enterprise.
   

        The Fortune Car drove into the enclosure wall and finally stopped in the open area. Ahead lay an enormous rectangular warehouse blocking out the sunlight.
   

        Staff members clad in black emerged from both sides.
   

        Some people were heading towards the Fortune Car while others were opening the warehouse door. Changing shapes and colors, a large amount of antiques appeared in sight. Various categories, numerous shelves, and the scene vaguely resembled densely populated woods.
   

        The men in black walked into the warehouse and pulled out a huge trolley from inside, which was filled with boxes for packing goods. The group worked together to unload and store the antiques from the Fortune Car.
   

        Then, the trolley was placed in the designated position inside the warehouse.
   

        A senior member of the men in black went directly to a corner of the warehouse. There was a brass telephone that was connected directly to a certain part of the Guild Hall's interior.
   

        Clip, clop, clip, clop, clip, clop…
   

        After a series of ringtones, the call was connected.
   

        "Sir, the fifth batch of antiques this month has arrived. They are arranged in the designated position, a total of sixty-nine pieces, all accounted for."
   

        There was some silence on the other end of the phone.
   

        A moment later, a concise yet low-pitched, powerful voice came through.
   

        "Alright, I will be there in one minute."
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        "Yes."
   

        The backbone responded promptly, awaiting the person on the other end of the phone to hang up. Then, softly putting down the receiver and turning around, he left with his men.
   

        Only two black-clad men who had been tasked with guarding the warehouse from the start remained standing on either side of the main door, their movements and expressions as still as sculptures.
   

        Yet their eyes were sharp; like eagles, roaming slowly over their surroundings without missing the slightest detail.
   

        As the newly established headquarters of the Black "A" Organization, North Flow City's each and every stronghold was under strict security. The antique warehouses on the outskirts and in the urban area were of core importance.
   

        Firstly, every antique that the Black "A" Organization acquired from North Flow Country would be sent here. It was a significant hub.
   

        Secondly, Lord Fengxiang had a deep fondness for antiques. He would occasionally pick a few out of every batch, purely for his personal collection.
   

        Hence, the safety level of the warehouse for antiques was very high. Although only two security personnel seemed to guard the warehouse, in reality, at least a dozen pairs of eyes were watching every move in the vicinity. Any anomaly would trigger an ear-piercing alarm.
   

        The combat members from all guild halls would reach the scene in a flash.
   

        A breeze blew gently, bringing along a hint of chill. Tender yellow leaves fell from the ornamental tree planted in the flower garden. They whirled in the air and gently landed on the shoulder of the blond man.
   

        As he walked, leaves slid off the smooth fabric of his trench coat's hemline.
   

        They settled in a clear, little puddle left by the roadside after the rain.
   

        "Sir!" "Sir!"
   

        The two security personnel by the warehouse door respectfully lowered their heads. They were quite tall with burly physiques, their hefty muscles strained against their suits, as if ready to burst out.
   

        They seemed less like bodyguards and more like bodybuilders.
   

        The blond youth glanced at the two men. His gaze then swept over the shadows around the warehouse and the flower garden concealed by tree branches and shrubbery. He shook his head imperceptibly, did not say a word, and walked right in.
   

        Since Casio defeated the Sand Dust Organization two months ago, he had begun to sow the Demon Seeds. Dozens of days had passed, and the results were quite significant. Members of the Black "A" Organization had seen a substantial improvement in their combat abilities. Whether gunners, fighters or assassins, all had transformed from ordinary to elite, even the cream of the crop.
   

        Of course, they are considered elite when compared to ordinary humans.
   

        The assassins of the Black "A" Organization had gradually developed towards pushing past human limits, becoming more formidable.
   

        Some had uncanny aiming skills, earning the title of Gun King. Some had extraordinary reflexes, capable of evading bullets. Some were brutal in close-quarters combat, with every move being potentially deadly. This was just the beginning of the changes.
   

        In Casio's anticipations, only by surpassing human limits would they be able to assist him in a series of upcoming battles.
   

        They would battle against the Secret Martial Arts World, fight the 'Door' Organization... Currently, the Black "A" Organization could effortlessly crush average underground forces.
   

        Generally, there were no surprises or challenges.
   

        After thoroughly crushing the entire underworld of North Flow Country, the Black "A" Organization plunged into a craze of cultivation. Each member - assassins, gunners, even the senior personnel - was obsessed with mastering greater power.
   

        They either practised the Breathing Method or the Demon Blood Combat Technique, underwent intense physical training or sparred with others.
   

        The atmosphere of martial arts cultivation was so intense, almost reaching a fever pitch. Even during leisure time after meals, they would compete to see who practiced the most intensively. Holding their breath for a longer time had strangely become a matter worth boasting about. It seemed both fervent and distorted.
   

        But it was expected. After all, the Demon Seeds were addictive.
   

        Addicted to cultivation, they would feel uncomfortable without practicing daily. One could say that if they continued to practice this way, every member of the Black "A" Organization would reach the extent of being martial arts fanatics.
   

        Of course, being fanatical about practicing doesn't mean they would act foolishly in social situations. On the contrary, the Demon Seeds subtly influenced one's character. Some people became more domineering, aggressive, fierce, even more arrogant.
   

        The overriding character traits were greater ambition and extroversion.
   

        Cultivators of the Demon Seeds usually displayed these traits, which oddly enough reminded people of a certain blond man.
   

        However, there was no direct correlation between the two. It was mostly a coincidence. The Demon Seeds were merely like this, what did it have to do with Casio? Even though he was the source of the Demon Seeds, even though the Demon Seeds were condensed from the Qi of the Demon Idol, and even though that Qi came from the Essence, Qi, and Spirit of a fighter, representing one's identity, character, and will.
   

        Regardless, in summary.
   

        The Demon Seeds had brought about positive changes in the Black "A" Organization.
   

        After all, this was a dark underground force. They preferred a fierce and domineering character over a timid and fearful one.
   

        This was generally a positive development.
   

        Additionally, something that left people speechless was that some cultivators of the Demon Seeds became more muscular with practice, and their muscles swelled enormously. They often wore their combat uniforms like tight-fitting clothes. At times when using excessive force during missions, their uniforms would awkwardly rip at the seams, resulting in a bared chest, exposed armpits, torn pants, or even a bare bottom. This even caused some mishaps in battles.
   

        To conclude, their uniforms were wearing out extremely fast.
   

        This was somewhat reminiscent of Casio's style in the past.
   

        Sometimes, when inspecting his subordinates.
   

        Looking at the muscular men was indeed a pleasing sight. However, there was a limit to everything. Too much of anything was not good.
   

        Therefore, Casio went to great lengths to include some special moves in the Demon Blood Combat Technique, which could help tone and contract the muscle groups.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Keep the subordinates' physique robust but never bloating to avoid trouble in life and battle.
   

        Five minutes passed, a silhouette came out from the warehouse.
   

        The figure was still holding a couple of delicate antiques.
   

        The two people standing at the door pretended not to see, and watched the figure leave the warehouse.
   

        September 20th, ten o'clock in the morning. A heavy rain fell last night, and today the sun is bright. The azure sky, just like it has been washed by clear water, is exceptionally transparent and bright. Soft white clouds float above it, and thousands of golden rays of light sprinkle through the gaps.
   

        At the top level of a villa building, large panes of tea-colored glass have replaced the wall, allowing the sunlight to pour in beautifully.
   

        The light is divided into pieces by the window frames, casting rectangular golden imprints on the ground, making the brown-black carpet hot to the touch. The burgundy double seater sofa is also enveloped by the light.
   

        On it sits a blond man with crossed legs, chilling.
   

        His ten fingers are intertwined, gently resting on his lower abdomen. His head is reclined, leaning on the protruding headrest of the sofa, seemingly in a light sleep. His handsome and bright face softens as he relaxes.
   

        His superior looks have a certain elegant and exquisite attraction.
   

        Whoo...
   

        The man's eyes suddenly open, revealing a pair of eyes as deep as a pool. This sweeped away his previous demeanor in an instant.
   

        Cold, domineering, tightly suppressed violence.
   

        Gave you a feeling that he could end you in the next second.
   

        The man took a few deep breaths, seemingly suppressing his violent emotions. His gaze telescoped out through the window, looking outside the villa and into the guild hall. On the grey white street, cars flowed and people hustled and bustled. Shops were opening, presenting a lively and bustling scene.
   

        He raised his gaze and saw above the sky, beneath the clouds. A flock of black birds fluttered their wings, forming a 'V' shape as they flew from the north to south. They flew across the entire city in an instant.
   

        "Such a leisurely and peaceful way of life isn't too bad..."
   

        The low voice came from the blond man, seemingly feeling a little melancholy. He fell silent for a moment, then muttered again.
   

        "It's a pity, the time agreed with the Black Mechanism is almost here..."
   

        Casio shook his head, undid the single white shirt he was wearing, suddenly revealing his smooth and robust muscles.
   

        His body is rock white overall, like a piece of smooth marble.
   

        Under the sunlight, it was reflecting a faint light.
   

        On the surface of his skin, as Casio exerted his power, a series of red and purple acupuncture points lit up, forming a line.
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture Fist: 13+1=14
   

        Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist: 11+2=13
   

        This is the fruit of his steady cultivation over the past month or so, basically consuming almost all of the foundation he had built previously. The advantage of Casio mastering two Southern Dipper secret techniques is that when he cultivates one of the techniques, the other one would resonate and increase in strength as well.
   

        It's equivalent to achieving the power increase of two techniques while only needing the time to cultivate one technique, greatly increasing his training efficiency.
   

        Theoretically, if Casio could master a third Southern Dipper technique, he could add it to the resonance. Thus he would get the power increase of three techniques by just cultivating one.
   

        Therefore, he has great expectations for the next Southern Dipper Secret. He is also closely monitoring relevant information.
   

        Such as the Eternal Islands.
   

        However, this place is isolated by storms all year round, and can only be entered during a short period of cessation, and it requires local people who know the shipping routes to lead. There are also many dangers on the islands.
   

        Casio does not dare to act rashly for now, he's just keeping an eye on things.
   

        Especially the old man of the Saint Fist mentioned by Feng Liusi when he narrated his experiences fifty years ago. Even after fifty years, Casio is still somewhat wary of him. Therefore, he prefers to explore the Eternal Islands in the Era of Retrospection, rather than investigating in the real world.
   

        If you die in the Era of Retrospection, you would not really die.
   

        If you die in the real world, then you are really dead.
   

        Speaking of the retrospective ability, in the past one or two months, Casio had collected a large number of antiques in North Flow Country, yielding generous results. It was much more efficient and convenient than searching alone as he'd done previously. Getting involved in the antique industry through leading the organization "Black Spade" was the right decision.
   

        During this process, he obtained quite a few obsession antiques.
   

        Some contained one-time-use obsession energy that was exhausted once tapped into, and others harbored deep energy reserves that required multiple attempts to gradually absorb.
   

        All added together, the energy that Casio obtained was as follows:
   

        "Obsession Energy: 35.4"
   

        Once, the maximum obsession energy he had obtained was 5.4, merely the decimal portion of his current energy. Sometimes, it is necessary to have an organization serving you, and Casio found it to be quite handy.
   

        An energy of 35.4, one ordinary Obsession Antique can provide approximately 0.5 to 0.6 energy. A simple calculation reveals that Casio absorbed about sixty to seventy Obsession Antiques.
   

        He collected ten batches in August, five in September, and adding them together, he got the present result. It can be said that he temporarily does not need to worry about obsession energy. Casio believes that his consumption speed cannot outstrip the speed at which energy is replenished.
   

        Besides obsession antiques, there were also Legendary Antiques.
   

        These were the primary tools Casio used to activate his retrospective ability.
   

        The quantity of Legendary Antiques was even more scarce than the Obsession Antiques.
   

        Despite sifting through thousands of antiques, Casio discovered only two. One of which he just acquired recently.
   

        The first Legendary Antique was a gun, not a cold weapon spear, but a handgun. It seemed to be something that a Hong Li Federation soldier would carry, with an age of about three or four decades. Tracing its history, the timeline coincided with the time when the Hong Li Federation and the three Western countries waged war over interests.
   

        The second Legendary Antique was a mask, although worn by time, you could still see the traces of magnificent engravings that once adorned it. Looking at the patterns, it appeared to be a product of the Hong Li Empire period, most likely originating from the royal court.
   

        Perhaps it was the masterpiece of a courtly master sculptor.
   

        Casio had come into possession of these two Legendary Antiques in the past half month, so he did not hastily initiate the retrospection. Now that he had power and channels of information, he naturally intended to maximize his gain.
   

        Casio planned to directly trace the origins of these two antiques, collect the life story of their original owners, and even investigate the era they lived in. This allowed him to take control during the retrospection.
   

        Complete the obsession of the antique's original owner with a thunderous momentum.
   

        Then, Casio can use the remaining time to do what he wanted. Like cultivating the Southern Dipper's secret arts, exploring the ancient relics of the Eternal Isles, or conducting a thorough investigation of the Gate organization.
   

        Before the detailed information is gathered, he planned to eliminate the Evil Eye Fist first. The preparations had been almost completed, with the Black Mechanism mobilizing resources and personnel towards this end over the past one or two months.
   

        They intended to help Casio establish a foothold in the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        It just so happened that late September and early October is the time for the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition. It occurs once every four years with the goal of honing the young talents from different martial arts styles and facilitating exchanges through sparring.
   

        It even serves to prepare the core disciples of powerful schools for their breakthrough to the realm of fighters. They defeat opponents of the same realm in the competition, building an unbeatable momentum and honing their will.
   

        They will then find it easier to cross that difficult bottleneck.
   

        There have been many previous examples where the core disciple who became the champion of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition directly broke through to the fighter realm and became the new top combatant of their school.
   

        Thus, the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition got more and more popular, drawing a majority of the martial artists from the six eastern counties. Numerous prodigies, geniuses, and monstrous youths, both male and female, flocked to contest for the championship.
   

        At that time, all eyes would be upon this grand gathering. It could arguably be the best opportunity to make a name in the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        Something noteworthy is that East Nine Gates took turns hosting the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition. Successfully hosting each competition would bring fame and prestige to the host in the entire Secret Martial Arts World. After all, attention to the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition wasn't restricted to the eastern part of the federation.
   

        Other regions of the federation's Secret Martial Arts World, and even foreign Secret Martial Arts Worlds, watched each Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition closely, sometimes even imitating it.
   

        Sometimes they even sent core disciples and elders to participate.
   

        The host of this year's Martial Arts Exchange Competition, coincidentally,
   

        Is the Windsor County, Evil Eye Fist!
   

        If the Evil Eye Fist is eliminated at this critical juncture...
   

        As Casio thought about it, his fist slowly clenched while a cruel smile tugged at the corner of his mouth: That should make things interesting, right?
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        September 23rd, Windsor County, headquarters of the Evil Eye Fist Sect.
   

        Over fifty years, the Evil Eye Fist, which was originally one of the top schools in Windsor County, has grown even more formidable, especially since it is the only Eastern Nine Gates force within the county. Its development proceeded unhindered and completely outstripped the other schools of Windsor County.
   

        Since ancient times, martial arts have never been separated from conflict. As such, many influential figures from both the legal and illegal circles in Windsor County have sought to befriend the Evil Eye Fist Sect. Indeed, some heads of underground forces, directors of commercial groups, and government officials have even trained in the martial arts of the Evil Eye Fist. The gate master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect was their martial arts coach.
   

        Actually, there's a sense of mutual gain among these parties.
   

        The Evil Eye Fist served as a platform, drawing together an array of individuals, each with their own unique status and background. They exchanged resources or formed alliances for mutual benefits, sometimes even collusion.
   

        Even when conflicts occasionally arose, reconciliation would happen here.
   

        As such, the growth of the Evil Eye Fist Sect has been incredibly positive, perfectly adapting to the times, and it remains in its heyday.
   

        All over Windsor County, many talented beginners suitable for practicing secret martial arts flocked to the sect, bolstering fresh blood into the sect.
   

        This allowed the Evil Eye Fist Sect to maintain its current state and hold its power, even amidst the general decline in the global atmosphere of the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        Simply put, Windsor County is under the rule of the Evil Eye Fist Sect.
   

        This time the Eastern Secret Martial Arts Exchange Meeting will be hosted by the Evil Eye Fist Sect, and it is undoubtedly the most important event in recent decades. The Eastern Secret Martial Arts Exchange Meeting attracts attention from domestic and even international Secret Martial Arts World, offering a golden opportunity to boost reputation. As long as it's well organized, the name of the Evil Eye Fist Sect will spread throughout the entire federation for the next four years. Moreover, their reputation will also bring multiple benefits.
   

        It will greatly benefit the further development of the Evil Eye Fist.
   

        Therefore, this time. Ugo, the current Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist, is making great efforts to ensure the Martial Arts Exchange Meeting is the best it can be.
   

        Over the past three months, he has been contacting his network and funds in Windsor County to prepare for the Eastern Secret Martial Arts Exchange Meeting. First were the government officials, the two sides have reached an agreement. A week before the meeting starts, the Mia City Police Station will dispatch a large number of police forces and vehicles to maintain local order.
   

        Moreover, certain areas will be cordoned off.
   

        Next, Ugo contacted his business connections and managed to find a reliable and efficient construction and decoration company to renovate a building in Mia City owned by the Evil Eye Fist Sect into a large integrated combat arena, similar to a boxing building. He even rented a high-end guild hall near the building to accommodate the competitors from many other martial arts schools. The guild hall has a training room, medical room, large dining hall, bathhouse, lounge, and various sports facilities. It is perfect as an exchange venue.
   

        In addition, Ugo sent out private invitations to important figures from Windsor and surrounding counties to attend the matches, and made arrangements with print media outlets and influencers for proper coverage.
   

        Lastly, the rewards for the exchange meeting were extremely generous. Not only were there monetary and material prizes, but there were also awards of precious medicinal materials. There were even some rare and powerful secret techniques offered as rewards.
   

        While this may not mean much for the core disciples from first or second-rate schools, it's very attractive for the disciples from third-rate or even lesser schools. This can effectively increase their numbers.
   

        The more people, the livelier it will be, the more it will thrive.
   

        It's worth noting that after more than fifty years of development, the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting includes more than just competition between the core disciples of the major schools. Now it is an exchange of grand proportions involving ordinary disciples, core disciples, and elders of the gate.
   

        At the level of the elders or gate masters, their participation is often just for entertainment. Willing elders would invite willing opponents for a sparring match, and sometimes they don't even declare a winner. It's merely to the point of having a fair fight and both parties withdraw when they consider it enough.
   

        The majority and most complicated of the matches are those involving ordinary disciples. Their purpose is to discover potential talents and, moreover, to extend the duration of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting in order to maximize the benefits of all parties involved.
   

        Last but not least, the competition among core disciples remains the main event. It's the real battleground where the prodigies of each school compete and polish their will through fights, resulting in the emergence of the winners.
   

        All over the six counties of the Eastern Region, many "Junior Boxing Kings" and "Young Masters" who have made their names during the four-year hiatus are already eager and ready for the time to show their talents.
   

        They only need to await the time to make their mark in this Exchange Meeting.
   

        September 24th, Mia City, headquarters of the Evil Eye Fist Sect.
   

        In the Quiet Cultivation Room exclusive to the Gate Master.
   

        Ugo stood by the window, looking at the high-rise buildings in the sprawling urban area, the bustling and lively streets. No matter what he did, he couldn't calm down and felt inexplicably flustered and restless.
   

        This has been happening for a few days now; his mind was a mess. Perhaps it's because the formal beginning of the exchange meeting was imminent, the closer the event, the more anxious people tend to get.
   

        He couldn't help but worry about potential flaws and accidents that could occur during the exchange meeting, even though he believed that his preparations were quite thorough.
   

        He glanced at the gloomy clouds outside the window.
   

        In his mind, Ugo went over every detail of the procedure one more time to ensure everything was flawless and wouldn't go wrong. Moreover, many aspects had contingency measures and backup plans in place. Even if an accident did occur, they could quickly respond and save the situation.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "The third inspection of the exchange meeting venue has been completed and approved."
   

        "Accommodations for all schools have been prepared."
   

        "We continue to maintain contact with the government and media..."
   

        "There are no mistakes in my private invitation list."
   

        "All the major schools have been sent their invitations..."
   

        He nodded silently to himself, feeling significantly more relaxed. He returned to his seat on the sofa and brewed himself a small pot of hot tea.
   

        Just as he was about to raise his white porcelain cup for a sip, Ugo recalled an incident from a few days ago. Reportedly, a mysterious secret martial arts school popped out of nowhere in the North Flow Country, wishing to participate in this Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting. However, everything about this school was unknown. It had emerged too recently, leaving many details undiscovered. No other secret martial arts schools from North Flow Country had interaction with it.
   

        Moreover, the timing proposed by this school was a bit tight.
   

        Including them would require adjustments to seating and accommodation arrangements, necessitating a redo of the invitation list.
   

        Hence, Ugo eventually rejected their request.
   

        He suggested that the school wait for the next exchange competition.
   

        Once this message was relayed, there was no response from the other side. It seemed they had tacitly accepted the decision, so Ugo didn't pay further attention.
   

        "What was the name of that school again?"
   

        He took a sip of tea, pondering as he stroked his chin.
   

        "Ah, The Magical Golem Sect."
   

        Ugo muttered to himself as he placed his tea cup back on the table.
   

        "Quite a majestic name, although I've never heard of it. Probably some insignificant school hidden away in some obscure corner..."
   

        He shook his head, crossed his arms on his chest, and leaned back.
   

        He closed his eyes, ready to catch a brief afternoon nap.
   

        Having gone through everything in his mind again, he was confident everything had been taken care of. Even if unexpected issues arose, backup plans existed. This eased quite a bit of Ugo's stress. He planned on sleeping all afternoon to recharge, since he would stay up both following days, straight up to the beginning of the exchange meeting on the 25th.
   

        At the same time, at the Star Ring Fist—one of the East Nine Gates.
   

        On a spacious fighting field, squares of pale yellow tiles formed a grid, juxtaposed against the sky full of clouds.
   

        In the centre of the field, an old man and a young man in black combat suits were quickly exchanging blows, limbs flying. Each strike landed with explosive force, so powerful that their collisions kicked up clouds of dust.
   

        As their feet touched the ground, the intensity of their force caused the tiles to crack. Each swift turn created a sound akin to a muffled thunderclap. If there had been anyone watching around the field, they would surely feel their legs trembling as if in an earthquake.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        The tall youth, with a red band around his forehead, launched an attack with hands that emanated dazzling light.
   

        His body folded, his arm sprung like an arrow. A whistling wind spun through the air, forming a lethal crescent moon shape.
   

        The speed was extremely fast – it seemed to be some sort of secret technique.
   

        An ordinary boxer would have likely been defeated in an instant.
   

        However, the neatly dressed old man on the other side merely lifted his palm and effortlessly deflected the heavily-loaded punch. The explosive power was completely swallowed up.
   

        In fact, he remained motionless, the tiles under his feet undamaged. This display of his astounding ability to dissolve attacks was quite impressive.
   

        "Pow!"
   

        The elder suddenly threw a punch that hit the youth's abdomen, sending him flying across most of the field.
   

        Just as he was about to land, the youth exerted control over his body.
   

        His landing was somewhat clumsy, but he quickly got back to his feet and stumbled back to the elder.
   

        "Shaq, your mind is in chaos."
   

        The elder, with his eyes almost shut and a face full of wrinkles, appeared to be in his seventies or eighties, and his body slightly hunched.
   

        "I'm sorry, Elder Aro, I just really want to beat Simonyi. Each time I think about leaving for the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition today, I get so excited. In the world of Eastern Three Stars, it's always Thunder Dog Simonni, Moon Fist Shaq, and Death Soul Sword Suede. I am always second to that guy Simonyi."
   

        "In all official and private sparring sessions, we each win half the time, he is not stronger than me!" Shaq's face revealed his discontent, obviously he was not satisfied.
   

        "This time, at the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition, I will defeat him in front of everyone! I will let the entire Secret Martial Arts World of the East know who is the strongest among the Three Stars of the East!" He took a deep breath.
   

        "Don't get excited, don't get flustered, and don't be impatient. You are the only one among the younger generation who has learned all the secret techniques of the Sun, Moon, and Stars. You are even younger than I was at your age. Simonni will not be your match. Let this old man accompany you on this trip..."
   

        The old man reassured him with a smile, his eyes slightly squinted.
   

        "Second Elder, you're going? What about the Gate Master..." Shaq asked.
   

        "I'll talk to him. When you get old, sometimes it's good to think in peace." The elderly man spoke slowly, extending a hand to pat Shaq's shoulder: "I am eagerly looking forward to the day you win the Exchange Competition..."
   

        He looked at Shaq with his cloudy eyes, his gaze slightly blurred, as if he were looking past this young man to see himself in the past. Fifty years ago, when he was young and energetic. Back then, he seemed to be called one of the Three Stars of the East as well.
   

        Yes, there was also a nickname, what was it again?
   

        Shining… Shining Fist.
   

        Elsewhere, atop a high mountain, the maple leaves were fluttering. The woods spread for tens of miles, seemingly ablaze with vibrant reds. The wind would blow, and the flames would roll.
   

        And it made a sound like the crashing waves of the sea.
   

        Within the Maple Leaf Forest, beneath the tallest and largest tree.
   

        A man in a plain trench coat sat cross-legged, his back straight as a pine, a longsword that had already been removed from its sheath across his knees.
   

        Fiery red maple leaves frequently fell, landing on his head, shoulders, and legs. The man seemed to have turned into a red maple tree, with lush leaves.
   

        His brows and eyes were lowered, his features sharp, his aura extremely cold. Like a killing machine that had been nurtured since childhood, he sat in silence.
   

        "Rustle rustle rustle…" "Rustle rustle rustle…"
   

        The autumn wind blew, making the red light flicker all over the mountain.
   

        Buzz buzz buzz...
   

        On the youth's knee, the narrow cross sword suddenly began to vibrate, causing a series of clear sounds.
   

        Suddenly, a jade-white hand reached out to grab the black-rope sword hilt. In an instant, the man had disappeared from his spot.
   

        A resonant slashing sound resounded through the air.
   

        For a while, it even drowned out the rustling of the leaves.
   

        A stunning sword light burst out from the Maple Leaf Forest, wrapping around a flow of air full of maple leaves, tracing a fiery arc in the sky.
   

        It was as if a Flaming Fire Sword was shooting straight up into the sky.
   

        Ding!
   

        The sword returned to its sheath, and the youth turned around and walked down the mountain.
   

        "After a hundred days of hard cultivation, I have finally mastered Violent Maple One Sword."
   

        "Thunder Dog Simonni, Moon Fist Shaq... It's about time someone else took your place. I'll nurture my Soul-losing sword intent with you..."
   

        The silhouette of the youth disappeared amidst the falling maple leaves that were like a rain of fire.
   

        Suddenly, a series of thunderous rumblings sounded from behind him.
   

        Astonishingly, a circle of over a dozen trees around him had broken. The cross-sections were smooth. The tree trunks fell, causing a flock of birds to flee.
   

        East Sea County, East Sea City, Yun Quan Fist.
   

        At the train station platform, a group of youthful and beautiful girls were surrounding a young man, chattering away.
   

        "Senior Brother, you must bring back a first place trophy…"
   

        "Senior Brother, I believe in you, you must give it your all!"
   

        "Senior Brother, both Senior Sister Berenice and I believe that you will definitely be the strongest at the Eastern Exchange Competition if there are no accidents! You must give Suede a good beating for us! Last time we sparred, he nearly ruined Berenice's face! So irritating..."
   

        "Senior Brother..."
   

        Curious passengers looked over, partly because these girls were exceptionally beautiful, with well-proportioned figures and unique auras. There was a radiance of youth in their words.
   

        "Phew~" White steam sprayed out from the gaps in the train carriage.
   

        "Alright, alright, whatever you want to say, I understand. I will do my best at this Eastern Secret Martial Arts Exchange Competition. The train is about to leave, and my junior brothers and the Elder are still waiting for me. Goodbye."
   

        The young man squeezed out from the group of chirping girls and hurriedly boarded the train.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        On September 25th, various forces converged in Windsor County.
   

        At three o'clock in the afternoon on this day, the "Evil Eye Fist" guild would hold the opening ceremony for the Eastern Secret Martial Art Exchange Meeting. This would then be followed by a grand banquet and a series of song and dance performances in the style of an opera theater.
   

        In other words, the official competition would take place on the 26th.
   

        For some martial arts schools that might be rushing due to tight schedules, it would be acceptable to miss the opening ceremony as long as they arrive on the second day.
   

        Of course, most reputable schools would want to save face for "Evil Eye Fist" by arriving before the afternoon of the 25th. After all, they would have to settle into their accommodations at the guild hall.
   

        As the top-ranked amongst the East Nine Gates and the undisputed leader of the Eastern Alliance, Yunquan Fist had meticulously calculated their journey times.
   

        Their train from East Sea County to Mia City in Windsor County was scheduled to arrive at half-past six in the morning on the 25th. As there was no direct train, they had to change trains several times during the journey. However, Yunquan Fist had powerful connections, and each time they booked an entire carriage for their disciples to rest.
   

        Hence, no one felt fatigued throughout the journey.
   

        With the imminent Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition, both the ordinary and core disciples of Yunquan Fist were eager to participate. The elders were also a little moved and planned to seize this opportunity to reunite with old friends they hadn't seen in three or four years.
   

        Of course, it was also possible that they might end up having a confrontation with a rival group.
   

        So, even though it was six in the morning and typically a time of grogginess, everyone in the fifth carriage of the express train from Kond City to Mia City, all twenty-plus members of Yunquan Fist, were full of vim and vigor.
   

        Some were chatting softly, some were having the breakfast provided by the steward, and some were sitting by the window reading the city travel guide available at every seat. They were all wearing the same casual clothes, which looked indistinguishable from regular clothes. But in reality, these black and white outfits had reinforced areas at the joints, like under the armpits, knees, and groin.
   

        Also, the fabric used was very comfortable and durable, highly suitable for physical activity or stretching the body. These were the standard-issue clothes provided by Yunquan Fist, apart from meditation and training clothes. They also had summer, fall, and winter clothing for all occasions.
   

        They even had custom-made suits for important occasions.
   

        Regardless of the clothing type or the season's attire, there was one constant element: a logo imprinted on the left chest area.
   

        A fierce, baring-teeth, vicious dog.
   

        This image had been artistically exaggerated and deliberately out of proportion. The ferocious dog's head was huge, almost covering half of its body. Its eyes were spouting flames, and its tusks were uneven and ferocious.
   

        It was as though it had a crocodile's wide, bloody mouth.
   

        Its aggressive appearance was striking at first sight. In fact, the logo originated from the Hong Li Empire period, akin to a family crest. It depicted a beast of fantasy.
   

        In recent times, after being artistically modified, it had become the symbol of Yunquan Fist. Yunquan Fist had intentionally sought the advice of several master painters for modifications to achieve the desired effect.
   

        At the back row of the carriage, by the window, a black-haired youth sat quietly. One hand rested on the window ledge; the other held a cigarette. Listening to the chirping around, his face was expressionless. His demeanor was lazy, as if he didn't care about anything. He gazed at the row of trees whizzing past the window, his eyes vacant, covered in a layer of gloom.
   

        Tap, tap, tap... a series of footsteps slowly approached.
   

        A man who looked to be in his fifties or sixties, with silver hair, walked over and sat down next to the lazy youth.
   

        He glanced at the youth whose demeanor was markedly different from usual and sighed, "Simonyi, don't always smoke. Even though the impact isn't significant, it's still detrimental in the long run..."
   

        "Hoo…"
   

        Simonyi exhaled a puff of smoke, which was quickly swept away by the cool breeze wafting from the window, disappearing without a trace after a brief twirl.
   

        "Uncle Feis, tell me, why would the Holy Spirit create a person with a defective body and then grant him extraordinary talent and perception? Isn't it like intentionally subjecting him to hardships when two contradictions are concentrated on one person?"
   

        He flicked the ashes, letting them fall onto his clothes.
   

        "…" Feis opened his mouth, but in the end, he didn't say anything.
   

        Simonyi was the child he had taken in, a child with a physical disability. He had been abandoned because of his congenitally deformed curved spine.
   

        Such a physique was hardly suitable for heavy physical labor, let alone martial arts. But Simonyi unexpectedly possessed an extraordinary talent and perception for secret martial arts. He had a near-photographic memory and could sometimes deduce insights from a single observation. Feis simply went with the flow and taught him the ways of martial arts.
   

        From the Yunquan Fist's Basic Combat Art, explosive secret techniques, to the Yunquan Fist's secret martial art. None of these was a challenge for Simonyi.
   

        His talent was so high that it shocked all the elders of the Yunquan Fist at the time, and he naturally became the eldest senior disciple.
   

        However, the physical defect was ultimately a difficult obstacle to overcome.
   

        Simonyi's determination to endure severe pain for decades to improve his physique and grandstand the boxing movements despite his deformed spine was undoubtedly commendable. However, when confronting the threshold of becoming a fighter, even he was despondently defeated.
   

        That was one threshold that Simonyi could not cross and dared not cross. Once he fully cultivated his spirit, his body would collapse. A series of chain reactions might even paralyze him.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In fact, he had attempted to break through the threshold of becoming a fighter two years ago. He had nearly stepped over that threshold, but ended up severely injured. He lay weak on the patient bed for six months before he could barely recover.
   

        The so-called top three in the east, Simonyi didn't even consider himself on the same level as the other two. In reality, the strengths of Moon Fist Shark and Dead Soul Swordsman Ugo were comparable to him four years ago. If Simonyi were to fully unleash his strength, he could defeat either of them within ten moves. The reason he only showed seventy percent of his strength to the outside world was because his body couldn't handle it. He could burst with all his strength once or twice occasionally, but if he did it too often, his health would suffer.
   

        To be honest, Simonyi's current realm was at the critical point between being a boxing master and being a fighter. He had been at this point for two years. Because of the lessons from last time, he dared not take the next step. He feared the slight negligence could lead to his death.
   

        Breaking through to the level of a Fighter was extremely difficult for him.
   

        However, Simonyi was a martial artist with strong determination and great dreams. Feis knew him since they were children, and he was a stubborn and obstinate child. Once he chose a path, he would stubbornly stick to it, even if it meant banging his head against a wall until it bled.
   

        This meant that Simonyi was eventually going to try to break through the bottleneck of becoming a Fighter again, and that attempt could result in life or death...
   

        Feis stayed with Simonyi all the time. After that attempt two years ago, Simonyi seemed to have two personas. In front of the sect elders and their disciples, he acted just like he used to.
   

        But when he was alone, or when only Feis was with him, he showed a sluggish and lazy appearance.
   

        The impact of that failure was tremendous.
   

        "Muka, wait a little longer, just a little longer. You're still young, your vitality flourishes, there's still time. The sect has always been looking for ways to heal your body, let this Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition be a diversion." Feis called out Simonyi's nickname, a phrase he often repeated when he was younger.
   

        "Huff..."
   

        Simonyi took a final puff, flicked the cigarette butt out of the window, turned to look at Uncle Feis who had raised him since childhood, and exhaled a slow stream of smoke from his nostrils, "Uncle Feis, what if a mysterious person suddenly appeared and said that he could solve all your problems, and at this time you're desperate and have no way out, would you believe him?"
   

        "..."
   

        Feis felt that there was a hidden message in Simonyi's words, as if he was hinting at something. So, he took a little longer to ponder about it.
   

        Just as he was thinking, Simonyi spoke again.
   

        "After this Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition, I should try to break through the threshold of a Fighter again. Uncle Feis, notify the Mountain Gate to start selecting the next chief disciple..."
   

        He looked over, just in time to meet Feis' gaze, who had suddenly turned his head. Their eyes met, and Feis seemed to see a raging flame burning in Simonyi's dark pupils.
   

        There was no despair, no defeatism.
   

        Instead, he had a new goal and had made a decision.
   

        Feis opened his mouth in silence. He knew Simonyi was the type of person who, once having made a decision, would not change it.
   

        As a result, numerous words he wanted to say never made it out of his mouth, but died in silence in his belly. He nodded silently, reaching out a hand.
   

        Just like when they were children, he gently patted Simonyi's head. For the rest of the half-hour journey, Feis just sat quietly, without speaking. Simonyi didn't need comfort.
   

        Or rather, being left alone to digest his own decision in peace was the greatest consolation he could receive.
   

        Whoo~~~
   

        The long whistle echoed in the air.
   

        Everyone on the platform could hear this sound clearly.
   

        Looking around, a steel python shrouded in white steam roared into the train station, slowing down inch by inch until it stopped.
   

        The conductor descended from it, maintaining order. The train doors hissed open and from the steam, passengers swarmed out like canned sardines. Some were carrying wooden travel cases, others wore sun hats for tourism.
   

        A moment later, a line of Yunquan Fist disciples dressed in uniform descended from the fifth carriage. The last one off was a handsome young man. Unlike the other disciples, who looked excited and curious, he looked up at the sky with a look of utter boredom.
   

        At this moment, the sun was just rising. The pale horizon was brilliantly illuminated by a ball of red flames peeking through the cracks in the clouds, casting countless brilliant rays of warm, red light in all directions.
   

        It gave off a sense of vitality, brimming with life.
   

        "The weather is quite nice today..."
   

        Simonyi murmured. Suddenly, his muscles grew taut. It felt as if a gust of wind swept across his back, his hair standing on end, goosebumps popping up all over. His heart pounded as if in the grip of a giant hand.
   

        "Phew..."
   

        It seemed as if a silhouette passed by Simonyi, the swaying edge of the trench coat lightly brushing against his pants.
   

        The sense of suffocation came quickly and left just as swiftly.
   

        He shivered on the spot, instantly releasing himself from the terror of being targeted by a top predator.
   

        Quickly turning his head, he saw a tall figure disappearing into the crowd. Black trousers, trench coat, hat, white gloves.
   

        Swoosh!!!
   

        A vague aura twisted and roared from the figure, transforming into a bloody vulture exuding a fierce aura. Its wings almost covered the entire platform, blocking the sunlight.
   

        The blood-red eyes projected as two beams!
   

        This fantasy-like afterimage flashed across his retina and vanished in the blink of an eye.
   

        By the time Simonyi came to his senses, the surrounding crowd was still bustling — chattering and laughing as they walked outside.
   

        His throat felt a little parched as he swallowed.
   

        "A real master, the most formidable I have ever seen..."
   

        Simonyi is a genius. While his body was frail, his mind was exceptionally sharp and intelligent. This was why he had a high level of natural comprehension. After the failure of breaking through two years ago, Simonyi learned many secret techniques during his free time, including aura perception.
   

        He was innately sensitive and had a high level of natural comprehension. He quickly dove into one of these techniques— using it as a complement to his martial arts training. Simonyi always thought about mastering this technique to the point that it could rival the aura of a fighter.
   

        With that, he might have a chance of winning against opponents of higher ranks...
   

        As a result, his proficiency and understanding of this aura perception technique were very high. As long as others weren't deliberately hiding, even if they were at the level of a fighter, he could perceive their auras easily.
   

        He had felt the aura of two fighter-level beings from Yun Quan Fist sect, which enabled him to make a simple judgement of their strength. One was the Gate Master, the other was the Second Elder. The Great Elder was always in seclusion, so Simonyi had no chance to meet him. He had also been in contact with the fighters from other sects and had a mental ranking of auras.
   

        The strongest was a mysterious person in a black robe that he suddenly came across half a year ago. That person had a very formidable aura — unfathomable like an abyss — and belonged to some mysterious forces.
   

        That person was trying to persuade Simonyi to join his organization.
   

        And today, he accidentally encountered a master even more powerful. Judging solely by his aura, he was even more formidable than the mysterious man in the black robe. His aura was incredibly powerful and savage!
   

        It seemed as if no one could stop him from moving forward.
   

        That was unparalleled confidence!
   

        "Is it because of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition? Even such a high-level master has appeared in Mia City. I wonder if I will encounter him during the competition. This kind of powerhouse should be sitting in the VIP seats. I must remember to look out for him..."
   

        Simonyi thought secretly, his expression still somewhat dazed.
   

        "Right, I promised the mysterious man that I would see him again in Mia City. It's tonight then, he should come to see me." "Is it because of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition? Even a master of this stature has appeared in Mia City. I wonder if I will encounter him during the competition. This caliber of powerhouse should be sitting in the VIP section. At that time, I must remember to look out for him..."
   

        Simonyi thought quietly, his expression still somewhat dazed.
   

        "Right, I had promised the mysterious man that I'd see him again once I arrived in Mia City. Let's make it tonight; he should come to see me."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        A black and silver sedan made its way slowly through the streets of Mia City, gliding like a sleek black fish.
   

        The sun had already risen from behind the clouds, peeking shyly over the horizon, its golden body half submerged. It seemed like a round, tumbling egg yolk with white clouds scattering around it, like egg whites.
   

        The warm orange sunrise seeped through the car window, scattering on the soft, sand-colored speckled blanket. Its light also cast upon the side of a young man's face, sculpting a rugged and profound contour.
   

        His eyes were downcast as he folded his arms. At first glance he appeared relaxed. His stiff trench coat, wide-rimmed gloves, and cold aura however, emitted a very clear sense of distance, making people feel reluctant to approach upon encountering.
   

        The hum of the car engine was barely perceptible as the wheels turned to the right, turning a corner and entering the city's main road. 
   

        Casio, sitting in the back seat, slowly opened his eyes. His dark blue pupils shifted towards the window, quietly observing the cityscape. 
   

        The neatly paved roads, rows of ornamental trees and streetlights, and the towering buildings of ten or even several tens of meters kept casting intermittent shadows through the sunlight reflecting on the window glass. Some buildings used tea-colored glass, upon looking from certain angles, one could see the light refracting like incandescent bulbs. 
   

        Windsor County had a very good development, and Mia City was even better.
   

        At a glance, numerous black cars were parked on both sides of the street. Fashionably dressed pedestrians walked confidently, exhibiting great vitality. Especially noticeable were the young women wearing the recently popular silk stockings.
   

        Their sheer black stockings outlined their glossy slender legs. Under the sunlight, they looked extremely pleasant.
   

        This place was even more prosperous than Northern Flow City of the North Flow County.
   

        Casio had once been to Mia City and even the East Sea City. However, those were experiences from dozens of years ago in the Era of Retrospection. In the real world, he had never left the county.
   

        Therefore, after witnessing the modern ambience of the city, Casio couldn't help but took extra glances, slowly surveying the edges of the streets.
   

        Shortly after, the car sped in a certain direction.
   

        Seven-thirty in the morning, an abandoned dojo in the old city district. 
   

        An understated luxury black sedan was casually parked on the side of the street.
   

        The backbone of the Black Spade "A" organization waited in the driver's seat, vigilantly observing the surroundings. Casio vanished from the back seat.
   

        Within the dilapidated old dojo, a silhouette slowly meandered. The stone path was severely damaged, with weeds growing from the cracks, obstructing the way. Rubble dust was scattered everywhere. Some wooden buildings had already decayed, a sight of crumbling neglect was everywhere.
   

        Only some brick and stone buildings remained, their red lacquer surface had already peeled off due to the weather, resembling skin ailments.
   

        Casio reached out a hand, and his fingertips traced the wall. Immediately, large patches of wall ash fell off like scattered mist.
   

        "Although it's not the Red Vulture Fist... but..."
   

        He heaved a sigh, filled with a sense of nostalgia. Time had swiftly swept by, and the renown power of the Blood Fist, Feng Liusi from half a century ago in the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World was long buried in the river of time.
   

        Even the Secret Martial Arts School which he belonged to had been swallowed by decline. 
   

        The whereabouts of his descendants were unknown.
   

        The name Feng Liusi was on the verge of being completely forgotten.
   

        Casio's gaze fell, lost in thought. He had arranged to meet with Amos at the old site of the Red Vulture Fist this morning, that party should be arriving soon. Casio turned his head slightly, his keen ears seemed to have picked up a subtle movement. He vanished in an instant.
   

        Not far away, from within dense vegetation, an old woman dressed in grey walked in, through a hole in the collapsed wall. 
   

        Leaning heavily on her cane, she slowly shuffled her way in.
   

        She was shrivelled, her face full of wrinkles, and her eyes were dull. Despite her age, she sported a full head of white hair tied up in a braid. The end of the braid still contained remnants of the teal color which marked the hair of her youth.
   

        The woman was carrying a basket in her right hand. Inside were two bunches of freshly-plucked white flowers, still bearing some dewdrops.
   

        She slowly made her way through the ruins and reached the backyard of the dojo. There was a not so small martial arts training ground with a spread of sand soil right beside a sparse cluster of trees.
   

        The woman walked into the woods and stopped at a clearing.
   

        Two graves stood surprisingly there, with tombstones in front of them.
   

        No inscriptions were visible on the surface, only the traces of wind and rain.
   

        The old woman leaned on her cane and took a break at the spot. After calming her breath, she stepped forward and took the two bunches of white flowers from the basket. One was placed in front of the older tombstone on the left, and the other in front of the tombstone on the right, after which, she brought herself into a posture of prayer.
   

        "Grandfather... Father..."
   

        She bowed her head. It wasn't clear what she was saying. Due to her advanced age, her mumbling was not clear.
   

        One could only hear her addressing two familial relations.
   

        As she continued to speak, a tear rolled down the old woman's cheek. Her gentle face appeared somewhat sad. 
   

        Today marked the era of the Evil Eye Fist. Banners welcoming the Eastern Martial Arts Event could be seen everywhere in Mia City, and many residents were excitedly participating in the discussion. This scenario made the decline of the Red Vulture Fist all the more tragic.
   

        The remains of the once powerful Red Vulture Fist was just this lonely old base. 
   

        Moreover, in half a year's time, the Evil Eye Fist would remodel the last decaying dojo of Red Vulture Fist into a new branch of the Evil Eye Fist. 
   

        It would serve as a base for training and cultivation of young talents.
   

        The old woman babbled unintelligibly in front of the tombstones about recent affairs related to the Evil Eye Fist. As she recounted her memories of the past, the time when her ancestors were still alive, reminded her of the glory days of the Red Vulture Fist. The name Blood Fist was well-known to everybody. 
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        What a pity, time is relentless, and everything ultimately ends in solitude.
   

        In the Secret Martial Arts World today, hardly anyone remembers the turbulent years of that remote era. A new generation has replaced the old.
   

        The Red Vulture Fist was merely a fleeting phenomenon. Nowadays, in Windsor County, over the last fifty years, it is the Evil Eye Fist that dominates.
   

        As for Feng Liusi of the Blood Fist, who once made the Evil Eye Fist wary, who knows? His nickname still sounds quite dominant, suggesting that he was somewhat famous in his time. But compared to each generation of dazzling Gate Masters and Elders of the Evil Eye Fist, he's no match. This is the thinking of everyone in the Evil Eye Fist.
   

        Who wouldn't, when for half a century they've been the strongest school in Windsor County? The victor has the right to turn the page of history.
   

        "Whoosh..."
   

        Suddenly, the old woman felt someone passing by her side. The fabric of a garment brushed against her, causing the edge of her clothes to sway slightly forward.
   

        She blankly raised her head.
   

        She saw a handsome, cold young man in a black trench coat, filled out by broad and powerful shoulders. The fabric at the back shaped out his erect spine. His hands, encased in white gloves, held a bouquet of white flowers, their petals delicate, sparkling with dewdrops. 
   

        The youth slowly bent over and placed the bouquet in front of the tombstone to the left. His expression was solemn and serious.
   

        After finishing, he put his hands together in front of his chest in a gesture as if praying for loved ones, then stood up and turned around.
   

        The young man looked at the old woman not far away, as his gaze seemed to pass through her aged contours to see her beauty from fifty years ago when she was a vibrant, radiant youngster. For an instant, it seemed as if the lively, tea-green-haired youngster of then overlapped with the white-haired, old woman of the present. Time intersected at this moment.
   

        "Niv..." Casio murmured a name in his heart.
   

        But he didn't utter it. His face, seemingly as cold as a mask, oddly contorted to force out a rigid smile.
   

        This was actually Casio's way of expressing kindness.
   

        But his strange smile somewhat frightened the old woman, causing her to involuntarily step back. For a moment, the intended questions of "Who are you?" and "What is your relationship with my grandfather?" were forgotten in her mind.
   

        "Rustle... rustle..."
   

        The morning breeze brushed past, creating a noise like waves crashing as it rustled the leaves. Thousands of golden fragments of light slipped through the gaps and shone on the ground, creating a spectacle of scattered, patchy traces of light resembling ripples on the water. The young man, who observed the somewhat scared old woman, removed his hat, bent over, and performed a gentleman's bow.
   

        The glossy, velvety hair sparkled in the sunshine.
   

        After giving his respectful salute, the young man put his hat back on. His movement was so quick that it was like he vanished from her side, his low voice echoing.
   

        "Please pay close attention to the upcoming Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition."
   

        "The Evil Eye Fist of the Eastern Ninth Gate will be completely eradicated in the near future..."
   

        "The name of the Blood Fist will once again sweep through the entire Secret Martial Arts World of the East, like a storm! The first generation Blood Fist, named Feng Liusi..."
   

        "The second generation Blood Fist, named Casio..."
   

        "Goodbye, Niv."
   

        Startled birds, a flock of black crows, furthermore took flight in the woods.
   

        "Caw... caw... caw" Their long calls echoed.
   

        Squawk! Suddenly, a sound similar to a bird of prey's call pierced the clouds, soaring towards the high altitude.
   

        Instantly, all the crows fell silent, one after another returning to their perch.
   

        With their feathers trembling slightly, they dared not soar in the sky.
   

        A tall figure appeared out of nowhere in the middle of the ruins of the dojo. His shadow cast a long, narrow trace on the ground.
   

        Casio looked at his bare right hand and withdrew the other life's vibration energy that had flooded into his palm. The next second, he put his glove back on his right hand. The fabric was unexpectedly soft.
   

        "Luckily my true body never cultivated the Black Demonic Hand, or else whenever I transferred life vibration energy to others, I would have to take away a bit of their vitality. I wouldn't even be able to touch another's body..."
   

        He shook his head and glanced at his shadow.
   

        "Come out, why are you still hiding when it's already time?" Casio slowly turned around, facing the shadow not far away.
   

        "Hehe, your physical senses are too keen..."
   

        A youthful voice rang out. A boy in a black and white tight-fitting butler uniform walked out, his face wearing a harmless smile. The lenses of his glasses reflected a faint light, similar to white.
   

        The two shared a glance, then immediately headed towards a secluded corner of the Red Vulture Kendo Dojo, carrying on their conversation as they moved.
   

        "Now, we have a piece of good news, and a piece of bad news. Both could introduce some variables to the plan…"
   

        "Speak."
   

        "The good news is, the effort that Evil Eye Fist has put into promoting this Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition is unprecedented. They have invested a lot of funds, manpower, and resources. This will be an excellent stepping stone…"
   

        "And the bad news?"
   

        "The bad news is, our people have discovered traces of the Gate Organization's activity in Windsor County. And several clues seem to point towards Mia City, possibly related to the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition…"
   

        "What level? Does it involve the Gate Organization's leader, Xiadu?"
   

        "How could it be, Xiadu hasn't shown himself for five years already…"
   

        "Hmm, then it's not bad news." Casio looked to his left: "You brought good news. Two pieces of good news…"
   

        On the twenty-fifth of September, at three in the afternoon, representatives from all invited schools across the six counties in the eastern part of the Hong Li Federation have arrived. They were settled in their guild hall rooms by noon.
   

        They were guided to tour the dining, bathing, and fitness facilities one after another. And now, they all gathered near the Black Pupil Building next to the Golden Leaf Clubhouse. This is a newly renovated modern-style combat arena which retained a touch of modern atmosphere after several months of reconstruction.
   

        Everyone gathered in the second-floor main hall, where a large stage akin to those in opera houses was pre-arranged. There were three-tiered steps, a crescent-shaped platform, a soft red carpet, and two huge curtains on each side. The stage was decorated with numerous props, under a glow of multicolored neon lights.
   

        A passionate and rhythmic music echoed throughout the hall as the band on each side played fervently. On the red carpet, a row of sexy girls dressed in vivid rose-red dresses were performing the Foxtrot. Their high heels clicked against the floor to match the rhythm of the music, their skirts fanning out to reveal their long, shapely legs wrapped tightly in black silk stockings. They were all tall and slender with heavy makeup, their faces adorned with vibrant smiles.
   

        They gave off a vibrant feeling, much like blooming red roses.
   

        Below the stage, each Secret Martial Arts school had their own designated area. They sat in comfortable spots similar to cafe booths, eating snacks laid out on the tables, watching the performance. Occasionally, they would engage in excited chatter, creating a lively atmosphere.
   

        On the left side, in the frontmost row of seats, sat the representatives from the Yunquan Fist dojo.
   

        Unlike the other dozen or so young disciples, the highest-ranking black-haired young man seated in the middle bore no change in expression. He simply leaned back in his seat, eyes half-closed, appearing to have fallen asleep. The enthusiastic dance on the stage, the rhythm-bound music, and the electrifying atmosphere were all irrelevant to him.
   

        Though he was in the middle of the crowd, the young man seemed to exist within his own world, indifferent and separate from those around him.
   

        Two scarcely discernible gazes flickered towards him from both sides.
   

        One came from the Soul-Losing Swordmanship school, and the other from Star Ring Fist.
   

        But the dark-haired young man seemed oblivious to it all.
   

        The performance on the stage came to an end, and a new act was introduced. A famous, sensual star from an opera house in the six eastern counties stepped forward, her provocative figure dressed in a stylishly designed tight lace miniskirt. With her arms spread out like the petals of a flower, her songbird-like voice filled the air.
   

        Encouraged, the audience broke into applause, with some even shouting and whistling in admiration.
   

        Unconsciously, time moved into the evening. After a sumptuous dinner, the grand musical performance resumed.
   

        In the midst of the performance, a silhouette emerged from the Black Pupil Building, disappearing ghost-like into the darkness.
   

        In Saka Park, in front of the slowly spraying White Stone Fountain, the black-haired young man walked forward step by step, listening to the sound of flowing water.
   

        "I'm here. What about you?"
   

        Whoosh…
   

        A shadow abruptly appeared from behind the fountain.
   

        "I've been waiting for you for ten minutes, Simonyi…" 
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        The visitor wore a large black robe that completely concealed his figure, blending into the surrounding night. The cloak covered his face, with only a few wispy strands of fire-red hair falling from the edges, gathering around his fair chin.
   

        "Eye Demon..." Simonyi muttered to himself.
   

        This was the nickname of the man in the black robe in front of him, a title the man had revealed himself the last time they met. 
   

        "Hehe..." The Eye Demon let out a vaguely amused chuckle. A sharp gaze seemed to be scrutinizing Simonyi from within the shadows of the cloak. After a while he asked slowly, "How's the atmosphere of this Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition? Still the same old rhetoric?"
   

        "The atmosphere is excellent. The Evil Eye Fist spared no expense in hosting the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition. Everything ranging from the venue, accommodations, catering and the entertainment lineup, is all well arranged," Simonyi answered, suspecting the Eye Demon wanted to gather information about the internal procedures of the Martial Arts Exchange Competition. However, the Eye Demon didn't probe further. Hearing Simonyi's response, he simply nodded, making a sound of acknowledgment.
   

        "Wait a minute, the same old rhetoric? You've participated in the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition before?" Simonyi asked suddenly.
   

        "A long time ago, many years back..." The Eye Demon's voice was very clear and crisp, lacking any raspiness or depth. Yet there was an inexplicable sense of vicissitude in his tone, a stark contrast to his youthful voice.
   

        "..." Simonyi scrutinized the Eye Demon, not suspecting any falsehood. During their previous meetings, when they had discussed the Secret Martial Arts World, the Eye Demon seemed intimately familiar with the rules and secret codes. It was as if he was once a student of some Martial Art School who later joined a mysterious organization.
   

        Hidden within the Secret Martial Arts World, he traverses the even deeper darkness.
   

        "Don't look at me like that, I wouldn't deceive you over such a matter for garnering favor. I do admire your comprehension and talent, but it's not a necessity for me to win you over." The Eye Demon took a few steps forward, approaching Simonyi slowly, "And I think I should make it clear. It's not that our organization desperately needs you. It's you who desperately need our organization. I just can't bear to see a potential genius, hindered by a physical deformity, unable to progress in Martial Arts. For you, the ability but the inability to cross that threshold must be painful. It's even more pitiful than not having the ability to cross it at all. The heavens have gifted you incomparable talent, but has bound you to a deformed body that limits your strength. Are you genuinely content with remaining that way?"
   

        The Eye Demon stepped in front of Simonyi, the closest they have ever been, with only a meter between them. The dim yellow light from the park streetlights cast a hazy glow onto most of the Eye Demon's cloak. Simonyi suddenly noticed that across the bridge of the Eye Demon's nose, a black cloth band completely covered his eyes. Judging by the thickness of the cloth, it was impossible for him to see through it. Was the Eye Demon blind?
   

        Where did the sharp gaze he felt earlier originate from?
   

        "You... you can't see?!" Simonyi asked, furrowing his eyebrows.
   

        "Hehe..." The Eye Demon suddenly laughed, "No, I can see, even clearer than you. Although I've lost my physical eyes, I still have two even brighter eyes."
   

        He extended a slender, pale hand and lightly tapped a spot on his left chest. "One eye is here, and the other is here," he finished, letting his fingers rest on the hilt of a longsword hanging at his waist and rubbed it lightly.
   

        The moment when the Eye Demon withdrew his arm from beneath his cloak, Simonyi caught a glimpse of the longsword. The sheathed blade revealed only the metal spiral-shaped hilt with two bronze twigs on each side, ending in a ball ornament for balance, designed in the bizarre shape of an eyeball.
   

        Unsure if it was an illusion or if the light from the streetlamp was playing tricks, he saw the metallic eyeball-shaped ball light up briefly, flashing a ray of red light. It started rotating like a human eyeball, casting a cold gaze at Simonyi.
   

        A sense of unease suddenly rose within Simonyi, and it took him a few seconds to squelch it. He tried to compose himself, thought for a moment, and then spoke.
   

        "I, of course, understand that I need you, but I still don't know anything about your organization. At the very least, you should provide me with a detailed introduction. More than that, I'll need an effective solution for my physical condition."
   

        The Eye Demon "looked" at Simonyi, and nodded slightly.
   

        Next, they engaged in some detailed discussions near the White Stone Fountain in the plaza. The Eye Demon seemed to hold Simonyi in high regard, and patiently answered all his queries.
   

        "I never knew such organizations existed in this world... Every core member is at least at the level of a fighter. Why have I never heard of this before?" Simonyi marveled internally, revering the global-scale massive forces of the Door Organization.
   

        According to the Eye Demon, apart from the leader Xiadu, no one knew the total combined strength of the Door Organization across the globe. But through the Eye Demon's own experiences over decades, at least more than ten core members exist within the Hong Li Federation. Usually scattered across the Federation, some in seclusion, while others explore relics or develop their secondary forces.
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        They've tended to keep a low profile, spending most of their time away from the local Secret Martial Arts World, so they're not well-known.
   

        As time ticked on, Simonyi was all ears and in deep thought. 
   

        Splash, splash… clear water cascaded down from the top of the White Stone Fountain, falling into the round stone basin like a celestial maiden scattering flowers. The Eye Demon reached out a hand, his handkerchief skimming over a line of falling water. Then he delved his hands around his waist, washing the sword hilt.
   

        He rubbed it earnestly, polishing the metallic eye until it was glossy and shiny. 
   

        "So, after hearing all that, what's your choice?"
   

        His head was slightly lowered, facing Simonyi side-on. He seemed to be intently studying the sword hilt, not seeming overly concerned.
   

        "Of course I'll join, do I have any other choice? From the moment I asked for more information about your organization, I had no other choice. All this time you've been cleaning that sword of yours, planning to kill me instantly if I declined, right?"
   

        Simonyi stared straight into the eyes of the Eye Demon and said quietly. He was fully alert and unprepared to let anyone call the shots. He was clear about the situation and understood where he stood.
   

        "Ha, ha, ha..."
   

        Hearing that, the Eye Demon detonated in a fit of laughter. He revealed his pearly white teeth, perfectly aligned, but in an odd shape. They were as sharp as a shark's.
   

        Regardless, they looked nothing like human teeth. 
   

        "Simonyi, you're smart. And that's what I admire about you, in addition to your talent and understanding. You're right, but not completely. If it was about any other organization, your statement would hold, but I am more domineering. Put simply, you had no other choice from the moment you accepted my invitation and stepped into Saka Park…"
   

        "You either join us or… die…"
   

        The Eye Demon lifted his head, and his broad cloak concealed the Cross Sword. Only a few subtle traces on the handle remained visible.
   

        Simonyi neither agreed nor disagreed with this statement. 
   

        "I can join, but a bit later. After winning the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition and sorting out the matters with the Yunquan Fist, I will follow you." His gaze locked onto the splash of the fountain.
   

        "Agreed," the Eye Demon nodded. "Besides, here is some good news. If you join us now, it's the perfect timing. There is a significant event coming up which can earn you the core member status without the hardship of wandering in search of fragments..."
   

        "Oh?" Simonyi hesitated a moment before saying. "I wonder…" 
   

        But before he could finish, the Eye Demon had already deduced Simonyi's thoughts. "It wouldn't hurt to tell you, it's just a piece of critical information. Whether you get it or not will depend on whether you are strong enough when the time comes. Of course, I'll do my best to help you." 
   

        He stopped talking for a moment, then continued. 
   

        "East Sea County, Anata City by the sea, Anata Mountains. The long-lost Black Rain Villa, forgotten forty years ago, is about to reopen!"
   

        "That's a splendid place, there are precious treasures inside," the Eye Demon remarked with a jovial smirk. It was clear in his tone that he harbored a hint of greed. He didn't delve into details yet had successfully aroused Simonyi's intense curiosity. For whatever the Eye Demon, a mighty fighter, coveted was doubtlessly valuable.
   

        Simonyi opened his mouth, about to say something.
   

        From the dark woods in the distance, a series of footsteps rang out. The Eye Demon slightly tilted his face, appearing to detect something. He waved at Simonyi promptly, "I have a slight matter to attend to, you can leave first. I will get in touch if necessary."
   

        "Okay," Simonyi glanced subtly towards the woods before turning and promptly heading back the way he came. 
   

        "Tap, tap, tap..."
   

        In the darkness, the rhythm of the footfalls was a little disjointed and hasty. 
   

        Two seconds later, a man frantically rushed into the light of a street lamp. His clothes were in disarray, his face streaked with blood. Upon spotting the Eye Demon, he ran over panting heavily, running out of breath.
   

        "What happened?"
   

        The Eye Demon knitted his brows, his gaze darting to the blood stains on the man's clothes. It was evident that some accident had occurred.
   

        "Sir… sir! The Black Mechanism has found our base in Mia City, they've amassed a significant force! Our men suffered heavy casualties, and…it… it's likely that I'm the only one left!"
   

        The man was panic-stricken as he spoke, causing the Eye Demon's face to darken with each word. By the end, his brows were tightly furrowed. 
   

        "So you're saying that you're the only one of us left in Mia City, are you?" He slightly turned his head, looking at the panicked man.
   

        "Ye...Yes."
   

        "Fool!" The Eye Demon's lips curled into a chilling smirk, his right hand whooshed through the air, leaving a blurry afterimage. Two of his fingers, sharp like sword tips, slit the man's throat directly.
   

        "Ma... H... Man... H... "
   

        The man's eyes widened, his palm covering his throat. The sound of leaking air emanated from his mouth, and blood seeped uninterruptedly through his fingers.
   

        "Tracked all the way and you didn't even notice, what a waste!"
   

        The Eye Demon's arm hung down, his fingertips cleaning themselves in the fountain pool. Then, he wiped his nails clean with a clean handkerchief.
   

        "To think that the mad dogs of the Black Mechanism found my location because of you, you deserve to die." He said coldly, facing forward. The man's clothes were soaked in blood, and he collapsed weakly on the ground. His life was ebbing away.
   

        The moonlight was chilly, casting a soft white veil over everything in Saka Park. Mesh tiles, layered leaves, the White Stone Fountain, the circular intersection. Only the bright red stain on the ground where the man lay expanded gradually, tainting its surroundings.
   

        Whoosh... rustle ...
   

        Autumn wind blew, rustling the leaves.
   

        The hem of Eye Demon's wide trench coat lifted, revealing a metal cross sword at his side and the fair palm gripping the sword. He faced the woods where the man had come from.
   

        "If you don't want to show yourself, then I'll force you out!"
   

        Silence!!
   

        The cross longsword was drawn in an instant, an alarming screech echoed through the air, a strong wind pressure surged. Behind the gale was a huge chain of black flame swords.
   

        The black light wave glided through, swallowing the moonlight.
   

        Thump... thump... thump...
   

        Over a dozen trees were cut by the lethal blade and sloppily fell, forming a crescent-shaped blank area.
   

        Ding!
   

        The unstoppable black light originally intended to expand but was stopped in mid-air by a densely clustered metal net.
   

        After a series of intense vibrations and collisions, it returned to calm.
   

        Next to the fountain, the Eye Demon suddenly looked up. Through the gaps among many branches and leaves, he seemed to gaze at a silhouette floating in mid-air. Immediately, a surging momentum roared and spread in all directions from him.
   

        His black robe rolled crazily, like a black cloud.
   

        "It's rare to see the old steward of the Black Mechanism has time to visit Windsor County. Speaking of which, this is the first time we have met. I've long wanted to witness the reputation of the Grim Reaper... "
   

        The Eye Demon slowly raised the longsword in his hand, the cross sword seemed to have fresh blood flowing on it. Boom! The sword glowed brightly, and a flame-like black outline rolling on the steel blade extended, transforming the sword from the original length of one meter and two to one meter and eight.
   

        "Spiral Eyed Sword, it's in your hands... "
   

        The voice muttered the name of the Battle Secret Treasure. Under the moonlight, a silhouette surrounded by dense metallic lines floated in mid-air.
   

        The Gale Silk expanded like a spider web and was fixed at various corners of the park, supporting Amos's body.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Two robust auras collided in the air, making visible white mist as if waves of air. A gale swept across half of the park instantly, sweeping away all the fallen leaves on the ground.
   

        In the dark corner. Despite having left, Simonyi kept watching everything intensely. Even though he had suppressed his aura and presence to the lowest level, the heart in his chest was thumping like a drum causing his limbs to go numb. Simonyi forced himself to keep calm despite the ragged breathing, his Adam's apple bobbed slightly.
   

        It seems like the Eye Demon got into a fight with another power player!
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        Ding-ding-ding! Ding-ding-ding!
   

        The crisp, pleasant sounds of metal resonated like spring water, the metal lines scattered across half the park like droplets. They penetrated the surroundings with a tenacious firmness whether embedded in concrete, drilled into a tree trunk, or wrapped around benches and streetlights.
   

        Encompassing the surrounding darkness, countless web-like strands ensnared the prey.
   

        The dim streetlight occasionally illuminated small areas, revealing the glint of the slashing threads floating in mid-air, glowing like hundreds of fireflies. 
   

        By the fountain, something out of a nightmare took an arrow-step stance, its body slightly askew. The cross-like large sword in its hands was held vertical in front of his chest, and the emanating black flame obscured most of its body. 
   

        The creature's cloak had been swept away by the gale, revealing wildly flowing blood-red hair. A black band covered its eyes, blinding it physically but a chilling gaze never ceased to project towards its foe: Amos.
   

        In the air about three meters away, a boy had transformed into a youth. Growing to a height of one meter eight, his body was sketched with well-grown and perfectly proportioned muscles. His half-long black hair was tied back by metallic silks into a ponytail. His round, gold-rimmed glasses were reflecting the moonlight, appearing white.  
   

        Amos stood on two gleaming metal threads, his feet apart. Adjusting his white gloves leisurely, he looked condescendingly at the nightmare from above.
   

        "I sense your killing intent. Do you wish to kill me? Hehe! The reality will be quite the contrary…"
   

        The corners of the nightmare's mouth curled up slightly.
   

        "Of course we desire to kill the renowned Grim Reaper. At your peak, you made our organization suffer terribly. You hunted down five of our core members in the span of ten years, impressive indeed. But unfortunately, you're old now. 
   

        Can this body of yours still support reaching the third phase? I bet it'll crumble the moment you step in." He squeezed the sword hilt a little tighter, "Furthermore, the Spiral Eyed Sword is in my hand now. As for its ability to enhance the strength of an equal opponent, surely you haven't forgotten..."
   

        Clang-clang-clang!
   

        There was a sudden clattering of metal in the air. Amos launched an attack without warning. He leapt down from a height of three meters, shaking his hands viciously in front of his chest like a wolf's claws.
   

        "Secret technique, torrential rain!"
   

        The silver metallic threads swarmed like a violent rainstorm, carrying an incredibly fierce vibration and cutting power. They sliced through the air, cutting fiercely towards the nightmare! This force could even demolish buildings!
   

        "Secret technique, red flame flower!"
   

        The nightmare swiftly retracted its footstep, slightly tiptoed and swung into a turning sway, resembling a dance, with the cross-like large sword joining the swing.
   

        A spiral of sword flower formed above it.
   

        Black as ink, dancing like fire.
   

        Each petal was a sharp blade scathing through the air. Numerous blades joined together, forming a flaming flower.
   

        Despite the color of the flower being black, its prefix is red because under normal circumstances, anyone hit by the nightmare's sword would be dismembered by the frenzied sword light, turning into a chunk of flesh, meridians, and a burst of red blood fog.
   

        Consequently, this technique is extremely lethal.
   

        Ding-ding-ding-ding!
   

        The Spiral Eyed Sword and hundreds of Gale Silks collided rapidly, creating a series of harsh frictional noises. The dense sword light clashed with the dense metallic silk mass, negating each other. The formidable cutting vibrations and the eerie black flames intertwined.
   

        The nightmare's figure seemed to be obscured in a golden smoky light. His hands swung out afterimages rapidly, creating arcs in the air as they did so. The nightmare emitted a high-pitched sonic boom, slicing the very air around it. Suddenly, one of its feet crushed several cobblestones, propelling it forward in an arrow-step charge.
   

         At once, the nightmare turned into a black streak, charging straight at the actual Amos controlling hundreds of metallic threads in combat.
   

        "Secret technique, Bone Devourer!"
   

        The nightmare's spine curled like a stretched bowstring, accumulating a tremendous amount of power in the charge.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        It jabbed its sword forward, transforming into a shooting star.
   

        The moment its body rebounded, the nightmare's arm, along with the hand holding the Spiral Eyed Sword, turned into an arrow.
   

        Ding!!!
   

        A dense metallic net blocked its path.
   

        The sword continued to stab forward, and an intense, ear-piercing noise of metal scraping emanated throughout the park. Thousands of silk threads tensed up at the same time, quivering violently, pulling and retracting toward Amos at the center. The ground was ploughed with long and deep traces. Streetlights and seats were dragged and broken off, and the White Stone Fountain was damaged on one side, spilling out water. A dozen trees snapped at the same time.
   

        In a secluded corner, Simonyi, hiding in the shadows, narrowed his pupils. A mere ten meters in front of him, a metallic thread was wrapped around a two-meter diameter flower bed. In the previous collision, the silk thread had cleanly severed the flower bed into two halves, aligning it into two mispositioned rings.
   

        On the left, two more threads were being pulled back, slicing a parked black car at the roadside into three large parts.
   

        Concrete, metal —it seemed as fragile as tofu.
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        If it were to cut into human flesh, it would be even easier.
   

        Yet, this is merely one percent of the destructive force shared in a collision between the two fighters. It is hard to fathom the terror of their combat power when they confront each other directly on the battlefield.
   

        "Is there really such a vast difference between a fighter and those below a fighter's level? I have sparred with the elders of the sect who are at the fighter's rank, but the gap has not seemed as insurmountable as it does now. So, there are only two possibilities..."
   

        Simonyi swallowed his bit of pride: "Either the elders in the sect were holding back due to my status, or those two fighters are the best in our ranks, the cream of the crop..."
   

        "Judging from past experience, it's clearly the latter."
   

        He abruptly looked up to see the two intertwined silhouettes being thrown apart, seemingly having finished a bout.
   

        The man in the black robe glided low to the ground, turning into a meteor flying at the ground. His longsword suddenly plunged into the ground, sinking a third of its length into the earth, offering considerable resistance, yet the Eye Demon still skid more than twenty meters away. The Spiral Eyed Sword also plowed a long trail into the cement floor.
   

        On the other side, Amos was caught in a large metal net behind him, the silk thread stretched to its limit. Two tree trunks that served as support pillars couldn't hold on and were yanked apart directly.
   

        Clang!
   

        The Spiral Eyed Sword was pulled out of the ground and tilted to one side. The Eye Demon stood tall, each step moving toward the opposite side.
   

        "That's why I say, Grim Reaper Amos... You've really grown old over the years. Even after fighting with me for so long, you still won't enter your third phase. My guess is correct. Your body can't bear it anymore. Once you try to recover to your peak state, you'll collapse!"
   

        He slowly moved forward, two unusual eyes staring intently in Amos's direction. His body emanated thick black smoke, like an outpouring rain.
   

        That's the profound Qi of a top fighter, which spreads like a liquid in all directions to reveal an imposing posture. As a fellow fighter, one can easily sense the opponent's emotions from their Qi. Now, the Eye Demon's Qi reveals three pieces of information: Impatience, Excitement, Killing Intent.
   

        "Amos, today, I'll send you on your way!"
   

        With his words falling, he brazenly sprinted forward. The great sword in his hand dragged a black arc through the air.
   

        Thirty meters away, Amos's body was pulled up by dense silk threads. His head drooped slightly, and there seemed to be a trace of blood at the corner of his mouth. It seemed that during the clash with the Eye Demon, the Grim Reaper, in his imperfect form, was ultimately at a disadvantage.
   

        One party was injured and in a slump while the other was full of killing intent and high in spirits. The winner was already almost clear.
   

        Simonyi held his breath, excitedly watching the scene.
   

        The Eye Demon charged at Amos like a ball of black light.
   

        Suddenly, Amos curled his lips in a smirk and abruptly looked up, "Your analysis is good, next time don't analyze..."
   

        His body visibly curled up at an observable speed.
   

        In an instant, he turned into an elderly man with his face full of wrinkles, thin body, and white hair. He looked like he barely had any energy left. His hands were slow to pull the silk threads.
   

        Despite being hunched and nearing death, the Eye Demon felt an alarm go off in his heart, with all his muscles tensing up.
   

        "The Grim Reaper's third form! The peak state of Black Mechanism Steward! He clearly could have entered it, why didn't he use it in the fights earlier! Something's wrong, something's fishy!"
   

        At this moment, the Eye Demon's sense of alarm gushed to the forefront of his mind. That sense of unease and danger was approaching rapidly.
   

        "Eye Realm!"
   

        He instantly triggered the maximum power of the Spiral Eyed Sword. The spherical ornament at the end of the sword hilt, which looked like an eyeball, emitted a strange red light. The horrendous energy exploded and expanded like a mushroom cloud, covering a large area.
   

        The night quickly fell into emptiness, the moonlight faded, leaving only pure darkness, as if they were in an empty space of the cosmos.
   

        Only a single crimson pupil hovered in mid-air.
   

        Those were the eyes of the Spiral Eyed Sword, and also the eyes of the Eye Demon. Under the gaze of this illusory pupil, everything around became slow motion, all the noise was filtered out. 
   

        Pebbles rolling, leaves rubbing, air swirling, threads colliding, all these disappeared in an instant. Only one sound was getting louder, that was the dull and heavy footsteps.
   

        It was as if a giant elephant was running recklessly in the wilderness.
   

        Every step he took seemed to cause an explosion on the ground.
   

        The red eyes in the sky suddenly looked in that direction, and because of the bird's eye view, the Eye Demon could see the entire scene. Someone had smashed a huge hole in the park enclosure wall at the outer edge, and a straight tunnel had been mercilessly dug through the entire woods by what seemed to be a bulldozer. Mud violently splashing, trees falling, where footsteps stepped, pits as large as millstone.
   

        Because of the slowed-down time in the eye-field view, one can clearly see that the splashing mud, fallen leaves, and the howling air flow form a human-shaped cavity. Tracing back along the cavity, the Eye Demon saw itself and the raging Muscle Demon Idol fifteen meters away.
   

        The man is in full sprint, the entire figure has reached a terrifying height of two and a half meters. White muscular clusters all over his body spread like heavy armor, perfect in contour, and his limbs carrying the force of movement look like four robust marble columns.
   

        In slow motion, the giant's blond hair was wildly fluttering, and the airflow from his nostrils even formed two long white streaks. They howled in the air, emitting a sound like an elephant's trumpeting.
   

        He had already locked onto the Eye Demon not far away, it seemed like substantial flames were spewing from his eyes. His facial expression was a strange smile, his eyes glistened with an impatient hunger. His mouth wide open, revealing his gleaming tusks.
   

        It was clearly the expression of a beast that couldn't wait to eat someone!
   

        Excitement, joy, combined with a sickly sense of hunger!
   

        Watching him approach like a tank, the Eye Demon's robust body tilted to the right, his strong arm compressed backwards like a bowstring. Huge chunks of muscles around his scapulae were stretched to the limit, tree branch-like veins, like black snakes crawling around. 
   

        This was the most simple and unadorned punch posture. 
   

        A straight punch!
   

        But, the Eye Demon knew. If he was hit, his body would explode on the spot. Just like being hit by a dozen Red Flame Flowers, his skin, muscles, and even bones would be completely obliterated.
   

         "So, the reason why Amos did not enter the third stage, but continued to fight with me in the weaker second stage, even at the expense of injuries, was to delay time! Another top-notch fighter is on the way from the Black Mechanism!"
   

        How despicable!!!" The Eye Demon cursed in his heart.
   

        While the eye field time was still effective, he quickly analyzed the current situation. The attack of a top-notch fighter was imminent, and it seemed that Amos was brewing a killer move. The Eye Demon couldn't figure out, no matter how he calculated, how he could survive the pincer attack.
   

        From all angles and factors consideration, he is almost certainly to die!
   

        Unless, unless he had a real near-death experience! 
   

        But that would also mean openly giving away a piece of the Door to someone else! And really experiencing the feeling of death! He didn't want to, and didn't bear to. The Eye Demon felt that he can still give it another go, bet on the slim chance of survival. Find the most likely escape route, then use all means, and do his utmost, there may still be hope.
   

        If it really doesn't work, it won't be too late to use that one secret technique at the last moment. In any case, survival is the most important thing!
   

        Hum!
   

        The field of vision of the Eye shrunk dramatically, from almost covering more than half of the park to a point, instantly retracting into the Cross Sword.
   

        A red light glowed on the metal ball with the pupil on the sword hilt.
   

        The Eye Demon quickly raised his sword, bending his knees and waist. The Spiral Eyed Sword in his hand, exhaling terrifying black light, spun and slashed out.
   

        A line of light dozens of meters long devoured the light, gliding rapidly. 
   

        "Ultimate Secret Skill, Abyssal Eradication!"
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        This move is one of the Eye Demon's hidden cards, the culminating work of decades of swordsmanship, performed without the aid of any external powers.
   

        Abyssal Annihilation is not intent on creating widespread destruction; rather, it focuses its energy on a single target. It combines the user's Qi, the light projected from the sword, and the energy contained within the Spiral Eyed Sword to form a stable, yet potent killer strike with devastating single-target damage!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The Eye Domain disappeared, and time flow returned to normal.
   

        The Eye Demon had launched his Abyssal Annihilation. A terrifying shriek echoed in the air as it tore. The Sword Light, potent enough to easily slice through refined iron, headed straight towards the charging Casio.
   

        The sword tip spat out a spiral-shaped black flame, concealing terrifying energy.
   

        Even top-level fighters of the same grade would likely choose to momentarily evade such attack. After all, this was a lethal secret technique, a hidden card used by a high-grade opponent. To take it head-on would surely result in injury, perhaps even severe injury.
   

        If they were to make the rational choice, they would initially dodge this attack and then partner up to tackle the Eye Demon. However, complete evasion was impossible. At most, they would endure some minor injuries from the aftermath of the attack rather than face a severe injury from an aggressive counter-attack. This is precisely the outcome the Eye Demon sought.
   

        If it managed to push one away, it would have some leeway. Just dealing with Grim Reaper Amos in the short term, the Eye Demon had a chance to escape. After all, his first priority in practicing the Secret Sword Technique was to hone his swordsmanship, with speed as the secondary priority.
   

        Hence, with the right opportunity, there was still hope to turn things around.
   

        Generally, if two top-level fighters were to gang up on another top-level fighter, it would be easy to defeat them, but much harder to kill them. If they were determined to leave, they could escape at some expense.
   

        However, the Eye Demon's current situation was rather unique.
   

        One of the top fighters was Amos, who wielded the special weapon Gale Silk and had strong binding and obstacle abilities.
   

        The other was Casio, who turned out to be a close-range fighter with a strong constitution. Even though he had the build of a bulky guy with bulging muscles, his speed and strength were unparalleled.
   

        The Eye Demon had analyzed all of this during the time of reflection provided by the Eye Domain.
   

        The Demon knew it could not let Casio get close and had to maintain a medium to long distance. However, Grim Reaper Amos, manipulating the silk thread, stood as a deterrent. The characteristics of the two somewhat complement each other.
   

        As long as he was caught in Amos's Heavenly Net Earth Cage, constrained within a small space, and Casio, the muscle-bound beast, was released...
   

        Wouldn't that be a deathmatch in close-quarters combat?!
   

        Eye Demon glanced at Casio's terrifying 2.5m stature and massive shoulders and fists, the size of car tires. It was certain that it would be crushed, even if the Spiral Eyed Sword was in hand.
   

        The logic in his mind was very clear.
   

        First, he would launch his most potent individual attack, the Abyssal Annihilation, and repel the charging Casio. Then, he would turn around, energy exploded, and escape, fending off Amos's silk thread. In this process, he would certainly end up with numerous injuries. He had to protect his vital organs and joints. Once he had escaped the range of the park covered by Amos's Gale Silk, he would have the opportunity to manoeuver.
   

        And, of course, if he's really backed into a corner, he still had the Shard Secret Method.
   

        The Eye Demon's thoughts whirred. His arms swept sideways after delivering the strike. His entire body shifted its centre of gravity. He dashed on the ground and sprinted towards the park's exterior as though he was flying.
   

        Objects on both sides of the road seemed to retreat at high speed under the cloak of night. The Eye Demon hurtled like an arrow, his black cloak almost stretched into a straight horizontal line parallel to the ground.
   

        Clang, rumble, rumble, rumble!
   

        A gigantic sound of metallic clashing echoed from the back, like two speeding trucks colliding. The high-frequency sound waves hurt his eardrums. A series of explosions followed when the intense Sword Light burst.
   

        The significant air wave filled with debris and expanded instantaneously, scattering in all directions. Amidst the sound of rustling leaves, the Eye Demon could hear the sounds of cutting air. Those were the Metallic Cutting Wires!
   

        "Here they come!"
   

        His back tensed, causing the veins on his palm, tightly gripping the hilt of the Spiral Eyed Sword, to bulge, whitening his knuckles.
   

        "Secret Method, Heart Pupil Reflection!"
   

        Swish, swish, swish!
   

        The Eye Demon's joints flexed and revolved, brandishing the massive Spiral Eyed Sword with remarkable speed. As a seasoned master of Kendo, he managed to make the massive 1.8-meter cross sword seem as light as a leaf, guided by subtle movements of his wrist and hand.
   

        The sword's tip, edge, body, back, hilt, and even the two straight metal branches serving as handguards, could all be used as parts of his defense. Eye Demon acted as if he had eyes on the back of his head, accurately detecting the angle, position, and force of every incoming Silk Thread. With a thought, the Spiral Eyed Sword in his hand whirred around and slashed towards it.
   

        All his movements flowed together seamlessly, like a clear stream of water.
   

        Clusters of golden red sparks constantly burst on the large sword whirling around Eye Demon, standing out against the dim black night.
   

        "Whoosh!" "Whoosh!" "Whoosh!"
   

        There were too many Metallic Cutting Wires, they were everywhere on the path. They were buried in the earth, wrapped around flower beds, nailed into tree trunks, or tied around street lamps. As Eye Demon passed these areas, the wires would tremble lightly and suddenly shoot out, whipping viciously towards him, like a whip.
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        Among the hundreds of thread attacks, there were also a dozen or so metal threads intertwined to form a spiral compass, shooting out like a whip. Each top-level fighter is a master in their own weapon field. Even if they fight unarmed, they're still a damn expert at hand-to-hand combat.
   

        Some unique and unusual weapons can be used in even more ingenious ways.
   

        Amos is a master of this technique.
   

        Despite the Eye Demon's best efforts to block them, the hundreds of threads still inflicted extensive wounds all over his back, with his flesh turning over in pain. His cloak and the clothes underneath were torn into shreds, hanging around his neck. Dozens of bloody wounds crisscrossed his body in a chaotic mess.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A flying metal thread hit the sword, sparking an explosion before it drifted away. It directly cut into the Eye Demon's left shoulder, extremely sharp, slicing off a piece of flesh in a swift motion.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        The Eye Demon cursed as a sudden sense of danger prickled at the back of his neck. He quickly rolled forward to avoid a oncoming whip slash. With one hand on the ground, he flew out, like a swallow diving down in the rain.
   

        With a rapid move, he rushed towards a round intersection in front of a flower bed. He had already moved tens of metres from his original position in just over a second. The Eye Demon's eyes were cold and calm.
   

        Suddenly, he felt an inexplicable panic from deep within. Entirely on instinct, he threw himself to the side. Boom! A giant shadow came down like a shell, blowing up the flower bed.
   

        The five or six ornamental trees planted inside were sent flying into the air by a great force. Bits of soil and rubble scattered in all directions.
   

        The Eye Demon quickly looked back. A giant was charging out from the rain of mud, towering above the rest. The debris that fell on his shoulder was instantly blasted away and crushed into dust.
   

        With a wave of his palm, one of the ornamental trees that was blocking his view was knocked aside.
   

        It spun quickly and with a snap, was cut cleanly in half.
   

        "It's you, impossible! It would take at least five to ten seconds to recover your breath and accelerate again after narrowly escaping my Abyssal Annihilation! Even though your physique is far beyond the ordinary..."
   

        The Eye Demon's voice abruptly stopped. He looked in disbelief at the white demon idol bathed in moonlight in front of him. A massive gash ran right across the front of his body, from his right shoulder to his left hip, running right through his chest and abdomen.
   

        Thick, sticky blood spurted out and was still flowing crazily.
   

        "You! You took my Abyssal Annihilation head-on!"
   

        The Eye Demon's breathing hitched. He had never imagined that a top-level fighter would choose to take a deadly attack from a peer head-on. This was almost synonymous with serious injury or even certain death!
   

        The Eye Demon asked himself and even he would not dare to take his own strike, even with his Spiral Eyed Sword as a shield. Let alone using the physical body to directly withstand the weapon.
   

        Even if there were three copies of him stacked together, they would all be cut through by the Abyssal Annihilation! And yet, this man in front of him managed to withstand a full-powered blow with his bare physique. Though the wounds seemed rather alarming, it didn't seem like he was at death's door.
   

        He still had more than half of his fighting power, the injuries might not even be severe! Absurd, he had never seen anything so absurd!
   

        Just how strong is this physical body? It must be tougher than modern alloy made with a special formula.
   

        Actually, it wasn't that Casio had taken the strike head-on, he had used a secret technique to quickly collide with the blade. After weakening the Abyssal Annihilation, Casio thought he could handle the strike. After all, his body had reached five times the muscle density of a regular fighter at the Gate of Physique. His modified skeleton was much more durable as well. He had just fought with Amos from the third stage and survived being stabbed through the heart by the Gale Waterfall, a move claimed to annihilate everything.
   

        Moreover, the Eye Demon's killing strike was clearly weakened due to being launched in a hurry. Casio had analyzed himself and thought the only strike he couldn't handle would probably be from Ghost Knife in peak condition. His Three Blade Style Prism World was the epitome of destructive power.
   

        In the very last moment, he seemed to have reached the limit of a fighter, truly a terrifying killing strike.
   

        If it wasn't for Ghost Knife being injured, and his war blade being ruined, Feng Liusi's ultimate skill of the Red Vulture Fist, the Bloody Condor Beak, might not have been able to overwhelm Ghost Knife's Three Blade Style Prism World in the pinnacle fight.
   

        If Casio dared to take the Prism World attack with his bare body, he would definitely be cut down to the bone. Of course, his decision to withstand someone else's ultimate killing strikes was always a rational analysis and he would never intentionally overdo it.
   

        It's just like the current situation.
   

        Casio was able to withstand the Eye Demon's attack and save five to six seconds in exchange. His form only paused slightly from the massive impact force, allowing him to chase after Casio and somewhat making up for the diversion.
   

        Splash, splash, mud rained down from above.
   

        "Spiral Eyed Sword, such a weapon of war is in your hands. You must have relied on the special ability of the Eye Sword to escape the pincer attack by Amos and me. But, you've run out of chances..."
   

        A cruel smile hooks the corner of the mouth of the Stone Giant, ignoring the injuries on his chest and charging directly at the Eye Demon.
   

        He swings his fists gently, and the air compresses into semi-transparent arc ripples that spread out, which appear terrifying.
   

        It's hard to imagine the outcome if such speed and strength that can compress the air with every move were to hit a person!
   

        Obviously, nobody wants to try it, nor does the Eye Demon.
   

        He raised his head looking at Casio, two invisible eyes seemed to remember his face deeply. The Eye Demon stretched out one hand, two fingers on the forehead, uttered in a hoarse voice, "I will remember you, boy. You've made me waste a fragment, sooner or later..."
   

        BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG!
   

        Layers of terrifying phantom fists carrying immense power, all at once exploded where the Eye Demon stood. Casio appeared in front as if teleporting, his burly figure blocking the moonlight. His muscular fists swung, forming numerous afterimages.
   

        Like a hazy black cloud, it shrouded the area in front.
   

        It's no use trying to stall for time by babbling.
   

        DING DING DING!
   

        The Eye Demon clenched his teeth, blood seeped from the corner of his mouth. He had already activated an overdrawing secret technique to resist Casio's attack.
   

        The Eye Demon knew that the opponent was not martially righteous, but he didn't expect him to be ruthless as well. He originally wanted to leave with dignity. Now, he had to pay the price of using the overdraw secret art, which greatly annoyed him.
   

        "BUZZ!"
   

        The fragment of the Door in his mind was fully activated, leaving two tear lines of blood from the bandaged eyes. Behind him, a phantom of a cathedral-style arch appeared, only one person high. The door swung open instantly, a suction pulled the Eye Demon in.
   

        "Sooner or later, we will meet again!"
   

        He stuttered, leaving the last threat.
   

        CRACK!
   

        A large hand reached out suddenly, the angle is tricky, chasing the palm of the Eye Demon. It was like an iron clamp, but the flesh seemed virtual, visible but untouchable. Hence, that palm directly reached down and grabbed the Spiral Eyed Sword!
   

        "How dare you!?"
   

        You should know that a sword to a swordsman is like his wife. Especially a famous sword that's been with him day and night for decades, that's equivalent to an alluring beauty he's been deeply in love with for half his life. Casio wanted to snatch the Spiral Eyed Sword!
   

        The Eye Demon exclaimed, pulled his arms forcefully backwards. However, the sword did not budge, as if it were embedded in the opponent's hand.
   

        He took advantage of the final stage of the overdrawing secret technique, pouring all his strength into his hands, and viciously ripped in his direction.
   

        SWISH!
   

        He managed to pull off the cloth binding on the hilt of the Spiral sword.
   

        His eyes were bloodshot and he felt a suffocating rage in his chest that almost made him cough up blood.
   

        Looking up, under the hazy and cold moonlight, there stood a man with the Spiral Eyed Sword, scrutinizing it.
   

        Like a child with a new toy.
   

        "Damn it! That's mine! My sword!"
   

        The Eye Demon roared in anger. In the last second of his sight, he saw the man lift his head, smiling at him.
   

        As if to say, your sword is my sword!
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        Crash!
   

        The door closed again, and the illusory archway shattered into a fog of light. The Eye Demon was swallowed up, nowhere to be found.
   

        Mia City, suburbs, a lake in the mountain forest.
   

        Buzz! An archway suddenly appeared in mid-air. A human silhouette dropped from it and splashed into the lake.
   

        Slosh, slosh, slosh...
   

        Underneath the shimmering moonlit water surface, a faint red trail of blood led to the shore. A weary figure leaned against a tree trunk, his face a mask of twisted agony, not just from the bloody wounds on his back, but also from heartache - a piece of a door and a Spiral Eyed Sword.
   

        He hadn't paid such a horrific price in decades. The disappearance of the door piece was expected, as the Eye Demon was prepared for it. He knew he couldn't escape from two top fighters without some sacrifices. But the loss of the Spiral Eyed Sword was an unexpected mishap.
   

        The Eye Demon never expected his attendant sword to be stolen!
   

        It was like a wild boar had wrecked a cabbage field he had nurtured with relentless effort, utterly disappointing.
   

        Most importantly, the Spiral Eyed Sword was not just an ordinary attendant sword for the Eye Demon. Ordinary attendant swords could be replaced when lost or damaged, but there was only one Spiral Eyed Sword, an ancient war treasure, that was crucial to the Eye Demon's combat efficacy.
   

        Although the loss wouldn't reduce his power below that of a top fighter, it was a significant weakening. After all, the Spiral Eyed Sword's power during the recent battle was evident. It could also exhibit the mystical power of the Eye Realm at crucial moments.
   

        Besides, the Spiral Eyed Sword was also one of the Eye Demon's eyes.
   

        He had a particular condition with his eyes. He couldn't open them or expose them to light. He could only rely on his other senses to locate enemies.
   

        His Mind's Eye and Sword's Eye complemented each other, achieving the effects of normal vision, even sharper than a human's.
   

        Now, having lost his Sword's Eye, he only had his Mind's Eye left.
   

        The Eye Demon wouldn't be affected in daily life, but his sharpness and alertness would drop during evenly-matched battles.
   

        All in all, the Spiral Eyed Sword was very important to the Eye Demon. He must get it back from Casio!
   

        As for the piece of the door: it was rare, indeed. But with the upcoming opening of Black Rain Villa, if the Eye Demon had the Spiral Eyed Sword in his hand, his combat power would remain intact and he could still secure more pieces.
   

        "Black Mechanism! Getting increasingly brazen before our Organization. You're overreaching. Beware of getting crushed whole! Wait until our leader awakes again, let's see if you dare act so arrogantly..."
   

        A hint of hatred flashed across the Eye Demon's face, followed by hesitation and fear. It seemed he both longed for and feared the awakening of the leader of the Organization — deeply wary of that mysterious man.
   

        "So you're relying on your larger numbers and picking on one person?"
   

        The Eye Demon regained some of his strength, slowly getting up, "Just as information about the Black Rain Villa is surfacing, all members of organizations in the Hong Li Federation are starting to gather in the eastern six counties, even those core members from overseas. I'll nurse my wounds and summon my allies. Let's see how you guys like being surrounded and beaten up!" He took a deep breath, the air filled with the scent of blood.
   

        "Damn it! My sword!!!"
   

        The Eye Demon was reminded of another misfortune. Gritting his teeth, he slammed his fist against a tree trunk, turned, and disappeared into the darkness of the forest.
   

        Crack!
   

        By the lake, a big tree old enough to be hugged by a person shook and fell over. With a splash, it crashed into the lake, water splashing everywhere.
   

        At the same time, at Saka Park, on a shattered road.
   

        A tall and sturdy figure stood unmoved, as the waves created by the intense fight crashed into him, much like crashing upon a reef.
   

        Casio glanced down at his palm under the moonlight.
   

        In the middle of his palm lay a shining piece.
   

        It was a piece of the door left by the Eye Demon, left after the illusory portal shattered.
   

        Clear as crystal, this was the price the Eye Demon paid to perform the secret technique.
   

        One piece of the door at a time, quite an extravagant price indeed.
   

        But compared to one's life, it was worthwhile.
   

        Casio carefully held the lustrous piece, no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't damage it. This was the first time he scrutinized a piece of the door this closely. The previous two times he was forced to swiftly absorb them due to various circumstances. Having obtained an untouched piece, Casio decided to study it first this time.
   

        "Hey, hurry up and use it. Door pieces quickly dissipate if they aren't attached to an antique or don't have an owner. They re-merge with the environment and appear elsewhere." A melodious yet arrogant voice of a young boy sounded.
   

        Amos slowly made his way over, pulling his strings with both hands. He had a slight bleeding on the fingertips of his white gloves, clearly a result of over-exertion. Even so, Amos was mostly in good condition, having only been in the third stage for a short amount of time.
   

        Moreover, he didn't use any strong finishing moves or secret skills and only used his strings to wrap around the Eye Demon and restrict his mobility during the third stage. The side effects were minimal.
   

        "Yes, thanks."
   

        Casio expressed his gratitude for Amos's reminder and proceeded to immediately absorb the third piece of the door. The process was smooth, but right after the absorption was complete, a mutation occurred.
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        This fragment of the door did not overlap with the previous two.
   

        Instead, it's a fragment of Qi.
   

        So, the three fragments that Casio owns are Physique, Qi, and Spirit. They resonated mysteriously in an instant, a force melding them together.
   

        Gradually, a phantom gateway formed in Casio's mind. Strikingly similar to the arch that the Eye Demon had previously escaped through.
   

        However, this phantom gateway was even more condensed.
   

        If one concentrated spiritually, one could even see intricate patterns on the portal, similar to those of a religion. Be it flowers, birds, insects, fish, mountains, rivers, the sun, moon, ripples of water, feathers of wings, or scales of animals. Much information was condensed in these patterns.
   

        It encompassed everything, extremely complex.
   

        After hesitating for a moment, Casio tried to push the gate open, but he was unsuccessful. Instead, information was obtained from the gate — a new result of the resonance and mutation of the three fragments.
   

        The Gate of Heaven, the Gate of Origin, the Sacred Gate... It could even be called the Gate of the World. The name isn't important, what's important is the ability of this phantom gateway—it's an enhanced version of the fragments.
   

        With this gate in his mind, the restriction of the correct location disappears, leaving only the correct time. In other words, what Casio needs to do in the future is freely choose a bustling city with heavy pedestrian traffic before the correct time comes.
   

        He can then proceed with the opening ceremony directly.
   

        Furthermore, originally the correct time for the three different fragments was different. But now, after being combined into the phantom gateway, they share the same time. Casio performing one opening is equivalent to simultaneously conducting an opening for the three fragments - Physique, Qi, and Spirit.
   

        He can receive a potent, comprehensive enhancement.
   

        The most critical point is that the phantom gateway can convert the three human attributes. Casio doesn't have to go with the flow and improve overall, instead, he can opt to focus on one attribute.
   

        For example, if he carries out an opening ceremony through the phantom gateway, and chooses Physique, that's equivalent to opening the Gate of Physique three times simultaneously, stacking the flesh until there's no room for additional enhancements.
   

        Choosing Qi or Spirit follows the same principle.
   

        Moreover, there's one thing to take special note of. Casio's next opening will only have two layers of enhancement, Qi and Spirit. Because the fragment of Physique was used a few days ago, he needs to wait until the time after next to have a full stack of tri-attribute enhancements.
   

        "There's a stabbing sensation in my mind, a feeling of swelling..."
   

        Casio woke up from the information of the phantom gateway, slightly furrowing his brows, and pressed hard on his temples with a hand.
   

        "You... you have three fragments!"
   

        Off to the side, Amos let out a surprised and astonished voice.
   

        "That's right, but, how did you know?"
   

        Casio readily admitted it.
   

        "Your forehead, you have a triangular mark on your forehead."
   

        Amos took off his reflecting glasses on his nose bridge and explained.
   

        Casio self-examined for a while, then indeed discovered such a mark on his forehead. Or rather, three small marks forming a black triangle, which collectively formed a triangular pattern. It wasn't very noticeable, looking somewhat like a mole.
   

        "Your soul can bear three fragments, this is very rare even within the Organization of Doors." Amos stared as he spoke.
   

        "Oh? There's a limit to absorbing fragments of the door?"
   

        Casio revealed an expression of interest, so Amos gave him a brief rundown. Fragments of the door are not infinitely absorbable, rather, there's a carrying limit to the soul. For fighters, generally, one fragment is the norm. Top-notch fighters can absorb two fragments. This is related to the strength and quality of the soul, some of it is innate, but the majority is acquired.
   

        Therefore, there are occasional exceptions. Being able to carry three fragments in one's mind is considered prodigiously gifted.
   

        Besides, one thing needs to be clarified. Those below the level of a fighter cannot bear the fragments of the door, the soul that hasn't undergone Qi cultivation is too fragile. Forcibly absorbing could bring about shortcomings.
   

        "I see, so three is my limit?"
   

        Casio appeared slightly disappointed. He originally planned on collecting a large number of door fragments to terrorize the strength increment.
   

        But on second thought, the fragments of the Gate surely can't be absorbed limitlessly. Otherwise, the Gate Organization would have been invincible long ago.
   

        By this logic, there must be core members with more than a dozen Gate fragments in their possession. They could pulverize Casio with a single punch. The Black Mechanism wouldn't dare to confront the Gate Organization continuously if this was the case. They would have been eradicated long ago, and a standoff wouldn't exist at all.
   

        "Maybe I can bear three fragments because I've traversed realities..." Casio reflected deeply, ultimately not deluding himself into thinking his soul was innately prestigious and superior.
   

        "Hold on, Schizophrenia, personality split, can it be considered as soul splitting?" A blind spot suddenly occurred to him.
   

        Hanging his eyelids low, Casio immediately switched to his murderous personality.
   

        In an instant, the swelling sensation in his mind disappeared, as if separated by a layer of water film. He could see it all from afar, yet remain unaffected by it.
   

        Switching to his aloof personality again, he felt the same.
   

        "Isn't the effect of the Demon Idol Martial Art a bit too wild..."
   

        Casio couldn't help but grumble to himself. These three mental methods of his surprisingly divided his personality and soul, and each portion of his soul seemed to be of the same quality. What kind of monstrous method did he invent in the process of his Dark Biological Transformation using spiritual blood!
   

        Casio felt that if he delved deeper into the Demon Idol Martial Art, and developed its various abilities, it would not be inferior to the Southern Dipper Secrets!
   

        Here, he refers to the aggregate of all Southern Dipper Boxing Methods.
   

        The Demon Idol Martial Art could potentially be renamed as Demon Idol Secret.
   

        "So, three fragments are not my limit, the real limit is nine!" Casio broke into a grin.
   

        "Tell me, do you have some sort of mental illness? If you can't control yourself, tell me in advance so I can run..."
   

        The childish Amos who was nearby, watched Casio's shift in expressions, from composed to frenzied, from frantic to indifferent. The subtle changes in his eyes and expressions, alternating between calm, bloodthirsty, and cold, were not those that a sane human being could perform instantaneously.
   

        Amos felt a shiver down his spine just by looking at Casio's current laughter.
   

        "No worries, they are just minor side effects of my mental methods." Casio replied while once again switching personalities.
   

        By repeating the experiment, he became certain his conjecture was correct.
   

        Hearing the overlapping of three voices in the air, Amos felt a chill: "I think you have identity displacement disorder."
   

        "Hahaha, you've discovered it." Casio turned back, showing a broad and hearty smile, only to darken his face the next second.
   

        "Hehehe, since you've discovered it, then I can only..."
   

        He launched the Spiral Eyed Sword in his hand, which brushed past Amos and stabbed into the enclosure wall with a jingling sound.
   

        In the dark corner of the wall, a shadow who was just about to stealthily retreat stood frozen. A solid, cold, and gleaming Cross Sword was towering right before the shadow's nose.
   

        Simon's whole body tensed up and he subconsciously turned his head.
   

        Two silhouettes appeared on the ruins in the distance, walking under the moonlight.
   

        ************************
   

        Simonyi was a principled man, with his own moral code and pride. When Casio confronted him about his relationship with the Eye Demon and what they discussed in the park. Initially, Simonyi refused to answer. He could have maintained this resolve till the end. However, Casio brandished his massive fist, possessing an overpowering menace. Under the overwhelming pressure, Simonyi accidentally spilled all the information.
   

        Then, Casio interviewed Simonyi about his origins and personal circumstances. Simonyi initially intended to deceive Casio and die by his hands if necessary. However, Casio spun some tales. Promising anything that the Gate Organization could offer and even what the organization couldn't. Casio claimed to admire him greatly and labeled any issues concerning his body as a non-problem. He could even fix Simon's scoliosis that limited his martial arts prowess. He assured Simon that even if an arm is severed, he could put it back for him!
   

        Under the moonlight, in the park.
   

        "How do you feel about it? Join me..."
   

        The deep voice echoed down from above. Simonyi looked up diagonally to find a tall shadow stretching out its palm towards him. From this angle, it looked exceptionally majestic and formidable in the moonlight.
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        "Join my Magical Golem Sect, I'll help you advance to a Fighter…"
   

        This sentence echoed like a curse in Simon's ears, which sounds so tempting to the practitioners of Secret Martial Arts who are dedicated to their cultivation. After all, it is the pinnacle of the Secret Martial Arts World, equal to the levels of masters and elders in medium-to-large sized schools. 
   

        Once he crosses that line, he can join the elite ranks of the Federal Secret Martial Arts World, a circle of only a hundred individuals.
   

        Hasn't his ongoing communication with Eye Demon, a mysterious master from the Organization, been for this very purpose?
   

        Simon sees no difference between the Organization and the Magical Golem Sect. All he needs to do is break through to becoming a Fighter.
   

        Besides, there's another important influencing factor right now.
   

        Due to the circumstances, he had no choice but to proceed.
   

        Simon had witnessed the entire exaggerated series of battles between Casio, Amos and Eye Demon. Half of Saka Park, looking like a ruin, indicated their destructive power. Casio and Amos are undoubtedly powerful, strong among the Fighters!
   

        Compared to the Fighters Simon has encountered, none of them are as dangerous as these three he just encountered.
   

        If the Magical Golem Sect possesses two such experts, then it undoubtedly represents a significantly powerful school! Furthermore, it seems from Casio's intention that they dare to oppose and contend with the Organization, obviously possessing power and influence comparable to or close to that of the Organization.
   

        Previously, the Eye Demon had spoken about the strength of the Organization. By comparing the two, Simon made a decisive decision.
   

        "Greetings, Gate Master!"
   

        Under the moonlight, he called out without any psychological burden. There was no pretense or regret in his expression.
   

        "Very good, such spirit! Come here, I have a greeting gift for you." Casio squinted his eyes and gave a slight smile, gesturing him over.
   

        The greeting gift he was referring to was of course the Magic Core Seed, one of the measures Casio uses to control his forces and subordinates. That said, this seed is useless for Fighters.
   

        Fighters can use their Qi to gradually dissolve the Demon Seed.
   

        If Simon breaks through to the Fighter realm, he can also do this with his own Qi. However, this would be detected by Casio. Moreover, injecting a Demon Seed directly into a Fighter, and injecting it into a fist master who then advances to a Fighter, are two different things.
   

        The latter makes the Demon Seed more closely connected to the person.
   

        Eliminating it is not as easy as the former, it requires a certain toll, consuming the person's own strength. This acts as an insurance, making Simon not easily think about getting out of Casio's control. Of course, if he insists on escaping, he can. However, considering the series of interactions he had, Simon seems intelligent, he knows what to do.
   

        For instance, right now, Casio directly outlined the function of the Demon Seed.
   

        Simon accepted it without hesitation, and put it to use.
   

        For this, Casio admired Simon. He transferred a small amount of Life Vibration Energy to Simon, who immediately tasted the sweetness.
   

        This special warm energy moved around his body, surprisingly healing many hidden injuries and chronic diseases left in his body. Since his failed breakthrough to Fighter a few years ago, he had had a dull, oppressive feeling in his chest due to an injury. Yet, as soon as the energy circulated in his chest, the gloom suddenly dissipated.
   

        A sense of smoothness and comfort filled Simon's breath.
   

        Unfortunately, this energy was too little. It was sweet, but just like a tiny, juicy red jujube.
   

        Casio took in Simon's changing expression, while the corner of his eye glanced at Amos standing next to him. It was time to showcase some things to his allies, although Casio believed Amos had thoroughly investigated the Black Spade 'A' Organization. It was impossible to hide many things, it would be better to be straightforward.
   

        This way, he could gain ground by retreating and show sincerity.
   

        Moreover, the Secret Martial Arts World is not without special secret techniques of a similar effect. It's just that what Casio has mastered is more powerful, more mature, and more operable. Isn't Amos an example himself? His Gale and Heavy Rain, three major limitations are not even Secret Martial Arts but an ancient secret technique.
   

        He can even have three forms of old, middle-aged, and young.
   

        Even though he's already seventy or eighty years old, Amos still looks as young and immature as a boy. Therefore, the ability shown by Casio is rare, but not shocking.
   

        Moreover, such special secret techniques usually have strong limitations and side effects in training. Otherwise, the Black Mechanism wouldn't have only Amos cultivating the Gale and Heavy Rain three major limitations. There must be some condition or the side effects are too strong.
   

        The secret revealed by Casio follows the same logic.
   

        The moon hung in the corner of the sky, and shadows of the trees were fickle in the breeze.
   

        Simon was released by Casio. The performance at the banquet of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting hosted by the Evil Eye Fist should be almost over.
   

        In Saka Park, Amos and Casio seemed to be discussing something. They moved ahead along the broken road, walking towards the undamaged artificial lake in the distance. At the entrance to the park, personnel from the Black Mechanism and government had already poured in. They were cleaning up as part of their usual protocol.
   

        The moon disc was partially blocked by floating clouds, revealing its brilliant figure. The soft white light shimmered on the surface of the lake.
   

        One tall, one short, one older, one younger, the two walked leisurely along the lakeside path. Their shadows stretched and cast onto the lake surface.
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        "Casio, I suspect your decision to take in Simonyi as your underling is more than just admiration... Even though the lad possesses the potential to become a fighter, your attitude seems a bit excessive. Do you have some scheme regarding him?" Amos pondered for a moment, his glasses flashing slightly as he tested the waters.
   

        "Do you see me as that kind of person? Can't it just be a benevolent act of extending a hand to a genius with a tragic past?" Casio retorted, appearing somewhat injured.
   

        "Stop pretending, you can't fool my eyes. We've only met a few times but there's this inexplicable familiarity I have with you. You rarely exhibit any kind of benevolence—it's more like you're inherently cold-blooded. Not to say that you're completely out of sync with the whole world, but there is a certain barrier there. I suppose you hardly have anyone you consider confiding in..."
   

        Amos suddenly shifted the topic towards Casio. Fifty years had passed, refining his keen and experienced eyes.
   

        "Heh heh... It's not about being naturally cold-blooded, it's just that you always lose something on the path to getting stronger. The fact that I have not turned into a monster and managed to maintain my current state is already quite commendable." Casio said coldly with a hint of reminiscence in his eyes, "As for someone I trust, there have been some, maybe around three. Unfortunately, they're probably all gone now..."
   

        He glanced at Amos beside him, intent on not following his line of discussion, and stated his intentions frankly, "I plan for Simonyi to win this year's Eastern Martial Arts Exchange competition. He has the strength for it. Afterwards, I will elevate him to the level of a fighter and instruct him to challenge the head of the school in the Martial Arts Exchange. Let's choose the organizer's Evil Eye Fist sect…"
   

        "Next, we'll strike together on that day, placing our blades towards the whole Evil Eye Fist sect. You'll kill the only two fighters of Evil Eye Fist face-to-face, announcing the emergence of the Magical Golem Sect. And Simonyi's betrayal, once the top student of Yunquan Fist—the foremost school of East Nine Gates—is standing behind you, having ascended into the ranks of the fighters!"
   

        Amos interrupted Casio's words, his eyes lighting up with excitement, mumbling something about losing and seizing opportunities under his breath.
   

        "Even the excuse is already there. You can present yourself as the mysterious successor of the extinct Red Vulture Fist, oppressed and exterminated by Evil Eye Fist sect, seeking revenge after diligently training your secret martial arts!"
   

        "Brilliant, brilliant... If we add the Black Mechanism's support from behind, we can absolutely build you up as the symbol of resistance against the oppression of the East Nine Gates in the Secret Martial Arts World, a beacon to others." Amos grew more confident as he spoke, giving a nod towards Casio.
   

        It seems as if he is praising the man's devious and cunning schemes.
   

        "Don't look at me like that, it was all you the one who said all that. I never thought that way. But you are truly sly, Amos, you even designed the subsequent script. If you really put your plan into motion, it would definitely cause an uproar. I admire, I admire! You are totally deserving of your fifty years as the Mechanism Steward..."
   

        Casio squinted and laughed while applauding, his expression mischievous and his voice a bit sarcastic.
   

        "You..." Struck dumb, Amos was flustered by Casio's audacity. Are you not aware of your own thoughts?
   

        "Forget it, say whatever you wish, as long as the plan can be executed smoothly. I just want to see a good outcome in the end."
   

        He shook his head, abandoning the idea of arguing with Casio.
   

        "Oh? As long as the plan can be executed smoothly, that's what you said." Casio complimented Amos with a nod.
   

        "What do you mean?" Amos stoped in his tracks.
   

        "That sequence of plans we just discussed, didn't you make up most of it? When the time comes, you will explain to Simonyi about the role he plays in this plan. Whoever makes the plan tells it, sounds reasonable right..."
   

        After Casio finished speaking, everything around them suddenly fell silent.
   

        Only the rustling of leaves could be heard.
   

        Amos stared into his eyes, his face a picture of frustration.
   

        "You son of a..."
   

        Ultimately, after a stroll around the entire artificial lake, Amos accepted the task while bearing a scowl. It was just his luck to be so straightforward.
   

        Casio only broached the topic, and Amos filled in most of the following details voluntarily, thus cornering himself with his own words. Although he could have refused, he thought it unnecessary to do so.
   

        Casio intended to speak indirectly about the next plan with Simonyi for good reason. After all, the role Simonyi played in the plan was not entirely favorable. It was equivalent to being a traitor who betrayed his master openly in public.
   

        Although it could enhance the shocking and powerful image of the Magical Golem Sect, making a name for it in the Secret Martial Arts World of the east, it seriously harmed Simonyi's own reputation in a very negative way. The entire Secret Martial Arts World would talk about his betrayal of his master, which could be unbearable for him.
   

        Therefore, discussing this matter with Simonyi was certainly not a good thing, as it could potentially create resentment. Casio didn't want to foster any rifts or conflicts with his own future top-ranked fighter.
   

        At least, not for the time being. He still needed Simonyi after the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition concluded.
   

        With that said, the only one who has the appropriate stature, strength, and insight into the plan was Amos, the planner himself.
   

        Let him play the villain, then.
   

        When the two parted ways at the entrance of Saka Park, Amos glared at Casio for a long time, eventually blurting out the same phrase as Night Demon: "You're really despicable..."
   

        In the dead of night, in Mia City, at a villa in the urban area.
   

        On a semi-open moon-shaped balcony, a handsome blond youth half-leaning on a recliner, a drink in his hand. The LP in the living room slowly turned, playing a melodious song.
   

        He closed his eyes slightly, seemingly savoring the coolness of the autumn evening wind. Almost a hundred meters away, a thick shadow weaved through the city's secluded corners, moving so swiftly it was invisible to the naked eye. In a flash, the Shadow Demon entered the villa, scurrying up to the third floor along the enclosing wall like a spider, landing soundlessly.
   

        The elongated shadow stood by the young man and slowly melded into the ground.
   

        "He's quite obedient, didn't do anything irrational..."
   

        Casio opened his dark blue eyes and murmured, "But then again, Simonyi must have practiced some secret techniques for detecting auras. The Shadow Demon almost got caught by him."
   

        The Shadow Demon's stealth was very efficient, and even Casio could only sense it because he was infested by it.
   

        This time he sent out the Shadow Demon, not only to inspect Simonyi's situation but also to survey the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition. Gathering information on different schools, specific competition rules, venue layouts, and so on. The more thorough his understanding, the better he would look.
   

        Yes, the only thing Amos asked Casio to do was to play the part well. It would be best to present a tyrannical image upon his first appearance, intimidating all the schools present.
   

        Only then could Magical Golem Sect establish a strong image.
   

        Although it was a bit embarrassing, when Amos spoke about it, Casio asked how he should put on a show, he didn't know how. The more deliberate the performance, the more likely it was to backfire. Amos looked at Casio, opened his mouth to speak, but suddenly paused. It was only then that he finally said slowly.
   

        "Just act as you normally do, remain consistent."
   

        At the time, Casio assumed Amos wanted him to act naturally. Only later did he realize that Amos was insinuating that he loved to show off in his everyday life. How could that be? Casio was not that kind of person, Amos's malicious conjecture was pure slander!
   

        He's more than likely taking revenge for him having to play the bad guy. So petty. He should consider the bigger picture.
   

        On the white ceramic tiled balcony, Casio slowly rose from the recliner, picked up a glass of liquor from the low wooden table beside it.
   

        He took a generous sip, savoring the wonderful sensation as if a flame was burning down his throat, then looked into the distance.
   

        His eyes seemed to penetrate through numerous towering buildings, gazing at the Black Pupil Building, home to the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition.
   

        "The script is written, Evil Eye Fist, you're dead…" 
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        September 26th, a cloudless day.
   

        The Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition, held once every four years, officially began.
   

        On this day, banners of welcome were hung all around Mia City, and the citizens were busily discussing the Martial Arts Exchange Competition. Although they didn't understand specific details, they knew it was an event not to be taken lightly. Mia City, being the host, shared in the glory.
   

        On the city streets, one could see patrol officers wearing blue-black uniforms, either patrolling the main roads or stationed beside police cars at established points to maintain order. This was all a part of Mia City government's cooperation with the Evil Eye Fist sect.
   

        The Evil Eye Fist, being the reigning local power, had profound and extensive connections.
   

        Even the gangs gave them face, with several of their leaders promising not to stir up trouble during the Martial Arts Exchange Competition. You could say Evil Eye Fist had pulled out all the stops for this, arranging everything impeccably.
   

        In Mia City, an urban area around Black Pupil Building was enclosed by police lines, leaving only one main road open.
   

        The road was decked in festive colors, and young men and women dressed in Evil Eye Fist uniform lined both sides to welcome guests. Chosen for their exceptional looks and demeanor, their role was to make representatives from other schools feel the Evil Eye Fist's warmth.
   

        Much like cheerleaders, really.
   

        "Interesting, this display is almost comparable to the last Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition hosted by Star Ring Fist. Evil Eye Fist seems determined to make a name for itself this time; they must have invested quite heavily."
   

        "Quite exciting, it feels like a formal match…"
   

        "I wonder if they'll achieve a good ranking this time."
   

        Murmurs from the crowd echoed low, as representatives from various secret martial arts schools led by their sect elders headed towards Black Pupil Building. All were uniformly dressed in combat suits that represented their respective styles, emanating a distinct aura.
   

        Nearby, on the balcony of a towering building around the police lines.
   

        A middle-aged man dressed in a high-ranking police uniform admired the layout of the Evil Eye Fist in the distance while praising their efforts.
   

        "Evil Eye Fist sure is generous, transforming their city-central Black Pupil Building into a fighting field. Even if they manage to revert it back after the exchange competition is over, it'll result in a significant loss. The renovation cost alone must add up to millions of Federation Coin…"
   

        "Not to mention the total expenses for hiring out the entire Golden Leaf Clubhouse, launching a banner campaign all across Mia City, and renovating and cleaning the main city roads. This must amount to tens of millions of Federation Coin..."
   

        The man shook his head, his mouth vocalizing admiration for the significant financial strength of Evil Eye Fist, but his heart marveling at their profound connections. As the deputy chief of Mia City Police Station, he understood the complex network of the Evil Eye Fist's local influence.
   

        Its power even affected the city government, enabling the smooth running of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition with the cooperation of the city police.
   

        With half a century of growth, the Evil Eye Fist had become a formidable force within Windsor County. It's hard to imagine who could resist the Evil Eye Fist's will in Windsor County.
   

        Suddenly, footsteps echoed from behind on the stairs.
   

        A officer hurriedly ran up the stairs.
   

        "Chief Marcko, the Special Action Group at the police station has suddenly sprung into action. They have begun to take over our officers stationed around the police lines." Apparently he had run all the way here, as he was slightly winded.
   

        "Special Action Group? Isn't that specifically for..." The middle-aged officer paused mid-sentence and mumbled to himself, "Who ordered the Special Action Group to come here? In theory, the entire police station can only be..."
   

        "That would be me."
   

        A deep, resonant voice came from behind the gasping officer.
   

        A tall man wearing gold-rimmed glasses walked up. He was wearing a uniform higher in rank than Marcko's.
   

        "Chief Ruben!" Recognizing the man, the officer turned and called out.
   

        The man before them was the chief of Mia City Police Station.
   

        Chief Marcko's superior.
   

        "Marcko, I'll take over from here, and the Special Action Group will provide adequate cooperation. From this moment on, the two of you stay by my side," Chief Ruben said, his sharp eyes sweeping over Marcko and the gasping officer.
   

        "What... what about the Evil Eye Fist?"
   

        Marcko sensed something amiss; the sudden change and the Special Action Group's appearance seemed to hint at something.
   

        "Evil Eye Fist?" Chief Ruben laughed, "No need to worry about them, we just need to do our job well. From this morning until the competition ends, no matter what happens around Black Pupil Building, I want you two to stay firmly around the police lines and not interfere there."
   

        "But..." Marcko seemed to want to say something more.
   

        But Ruben held up his hand to cut him off. "What we need to do is to show up at the right place at the right time and clean up... "
   

        "Do you understand?"
   

        Marcko looked at the stern and authoritative gaze Chief Ruben directed at him, nodded slightly, and replied, "I understand..."
   

        This was just a minor incident on the day of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition. More undercurrents were surging from all directions. It was as if an invisible web was being woven, waiting to trap any misguided insects while accomplishing all their objectives in one go.
   

        On the first day of the competition, at Black Pupil Building's grand hall.
   

        The first, second, and third floors went through extensive modifications. Floors were completely removed, creating an interconnected circular design.
   

        Even from the second or third floor, one could look down at the arena in the center of the grand hall on the first floor, and see even more clearly.
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        The entire first floor of the building has four circular arenas, similar to boxing rings, but somewhat different. The arenas specially made by the Evil Eye Fist school for the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition are larger in diameter and made of tougher materials. The surface is covered with a special layer of rubber, underneath which is hard concrete, and below that, steel.
   

        The protective net surrounding the arena, is made of a steel wire alloy, with iron pillars as thick as a normal person's thigh for support.
   

        This is because this is not a normal competition, but an event in the Secret Martial Arts World! Compared to ordinary people or even common boxers, any participant here could be regarded as a monster, and practitioners who have even broken through human limits are not uncommon.
   

        Once their blood acceleration kicks in, their strength and speed surge along with explosive secret techniques. It's not impossible to smash concrete with a stomp or bend an iron pillar with a punch, in fact, it's highly likely.
   

        The toughness and protective level of these four arenas are more than ten times that of normal boxing rings. Even so, after a whole day of fighting, the arenas may need to be repaired overnight.
   

        Beyond the arenas, there is a circle of seats for the representatives of different schools to watch the competition. The seating layout is similar to that at the opening ceremony yesterday, stylized like a cafe.
   

        There are yellow wooden boards around the cafe-style sitting area, creating a semi-secluded space. Basically, each school is in one of these spaces. The seats in the space are arranged in a U shape, akin to a leisurely sofa area for having discussions with guests. A table is in the middle of the U, for placing fruits, snacks, and tea.
   

        The wooden barriers are not high; when sitting down, one can see other attendees from the shoulder up. The distance to the arena is just right, roughly within five to fifteen metres.
   

        Observing the fight from such a close distance gives quite an accurate view for a Secret Martial Artist.
   

        A passage is left between each area, convenient for the serving staff to pass through. One could say the Evil Eye Fist School has taken care of every detail.
   

        Arena One, the Yun Quan Fist area, is quite quiet.
   

        The competition hasn't officially started yet, but a casual glance reveals a dense crowd of heads. Most are disciples and core disciples of various schools, hence they have younger faces.
   

        Most of them are participating in the Martial Arts Exchange Competition for the first time, and young people are prone to impatience, unable to hold their excitement. Hence, there are many bubbling discussions, making the entire first floor as lively as a marketplace.
   

        Only the Yun Quan Fist area is not so.
   

        A dozen disciples appear frightened and even the instructors are somewhat silent. In the middle, a black-haired youth is smoking a cigarette indiscreetly, devoid of any expression. His mood is very bad, or rather, extremely bad. The strong aura released from his body is affecting the surroundings.
   

        "Simon, what's wrong with you? You've been upset since you returned from the guild hall this morning. The Martial Art Exchange is about to begin, adjust your state of mind. And withdraw your aura, it's scaring your junior classmates..."
   

        An elderly man with white hair walked over from the second-floor seats designated for elders of various schools. He obviously noticed the abnormal atmosphere in the Yun Quan Fist area and saw that Simon was the problem.
   

        "I know, Uncle Fis..."
   

        Simon took one deep final drag from his cigarette before grinding it out in the metal ashtray.
   

        "Be careful..."
   

        The old man opened his mouth, longing to pull Simon out and have a heart-to-heart talk. But the Martial Arts Exchange Competition is about to start, and now is not the time. Simon's emotional instability may be related to his inability to break through to the Fighter realm. He will have to ask at dinner what happened this morning.
   

        He turned and left, returning to the second floor to watch the competition.
   

        Back on the ground floor, Simon's eyes were lowered, his pupils filled with a trace of melancholy. The price to pay for his breakthrough into the Fighter realm, with the help of the Magical Golem Sect, turned out to be quite substantial. After meeting that young lad with the strength of a Fighter this morning and hearing part of the plan, including the role he was to play, Simon realized he would be seen as a person blatantly betraying his own school. Simon didn't care much about his reputation, but he didn't want his betrayal to be presented in such a blazing manner; he would prefer to deal with it quietly, as if he went missing.
   

        Even though Amos promised that Simon would once again receive Casio's life vibration energy reward, Simon was not very willing.
   

        Nevertheless, he was in a situation that forced his hand.
   

        Simonyi had no choice but to go along with it even though he was reluctant.
   

        He even found himself wishing he had joined the original gate organization. But Amos, as if he saw through Simonyi's thoughts, pointed out the flaws in the gate organization's approach directly. Simonyi had talked with the Eye Demon before, and according to him, the way the gate organization helped was by obtaining a fragment of the gate, then letting Simonyi try to break through. As he became a fighter in the blink of an eye, he would perform the Gate of Physique opening ceremony and bear the aftermaths once it was done.
   

        According to Amos, this approach was more remedial rather than curative.
   

        Indeed you can withstand your body's breakdown with this method, but the fact of your spine's curvature will not change, and the pain brought by each explosive fight will still be there. The more you fight with all your might, the quicker your body will collapse, and you'll end up starting from scratch. Unless you keep performing the opening ceremony of the Gate of Physique.
   

        However, the right time for the gate fragments wasn't fixed, and sometimes it took a long time. What if the interval was too long? Then you could only wait for your body to collapse again. The so-called solution of the gate organization was just to let you strengthen your physique and bear the aftermath. Sooner or later there would come a day when you couldn't hold on any longer.
   

        Furthermore, the back pain, the side effects such as the inability to use your full strength frequently, still existed. The Magical Golem Sect's method, on the other hand, was completely different. They solved the problem at its root with a spine-straightening surgery.
   

        Casio would be the surgeon, and a group of top-notch doctors would assist him. If luck was on your side, the operation would take a few hours; if not, a few days. If you were lucky, you would have one or two surgeries, but if not, up to a hundred. But you don't have to worry about dying at all. As long as you have a breath left, Casio can save you. You'll be under anesthesia throughout the whole procedure without a post-operative recovery period. When you wake up, you will see a healthy body.
   

        Simonyi believed it and accepted the order. But that didn't mean he was willing to do it, nor did it mean he wasn't angry.
   

        "I should have suspected it from the start, at our first meeting in Saka Park. This cocky boy didn't seem like a good guy at all!"
   

        "The Gate Master agreed to this plan probably because he was deceived. Otherwise, given the Gate Master's admiration for me, he wouldn't have made me do such a vexing thing that tarnishes my reputation!" Simonyi remembered the image of Casio extending his hand in the moonlight, inviting him to work under him with a hearty laugh.
   

        His manner was frank and direct.
   

        His thoughts shifted, and he remembered the ugly face of Amos wearing glasses this morning. Who was he trying to show his reflection-laden glasses to? Was he trying to conceal his shifty eyes?
   

        If the gap in their abilities wasn't so significant, Simonyi would have confronted Amos long ago. If not physically, he would have at least verbally retaliated.
   

        Ding dong, ding dong….
   

        The clear sound of the electric bell echoed through the hall on the first floor.
   

        Suddenly, the noisy venue quieted down.
   

        Apparently, it was nine o'clock on the dot, it was time to start.
   

        On the four arenas, four referees appeared one after another. After scanning the surroundings, they each pulled out a match list.
   

        On arena one, the referee with a goatee spoke out loud, "The Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition officially begins. The first match on arena one is between Yunquan Fist and Moon Fist School."
   

        "The format is tug of war, until all of one side fall."
   

        "Contestants have one minute to prepare, gather at the arena after one minute." The goatee referee moved back to a corner of the arena.
   

        "Finally, it begins! The first match is mine." Among the disciples of Yunquan Fist, a young boy with a somewhat childish face was looking excited. Just as he was about to stand up after taking a deep breath.
   

        A powerful hand suddently pushed him back down.
   

        "Otto, your senior brother is not in a good mood today and needs to let off some steam. I'll take care all of the Moon Fist School..."
   

        The young boy looked up, only to see Simonyi's deep and inexplicably grim-looking face.
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        "Wow, it's Yunquan Fist against the Crescent Moon Martial Guild!"
   

        "Are they going to be this exciting right from the start? They're both members of the East Nine Gates. Yunquan Fist is a top-tier school, while the Crescent Moon Martial Guild is a second-tier one. Their core disciples are a cut above those from the common schools, there are surprises to come..."
   

        "I did not expect members from the East Nine Gates to compete on the very first day. This match should be today's highlight."
   

        "Crescent Moon Martial Guild is so unlucky. They drew Yunquan Fist during last night's draw. They only have five slots for this tug-of-war, and all of their choices are powerful core disciples. Crescent Moon Martial Guild would not likely win in terms of overall strength, so the question is how many slots from Yunquan Fist they can take down before losing. As a fellow member of East Nine Gates, I predict three..."
   

        "Two." "I think one." "None!"
   

        "Zero is impossible. This is a tug-of-war, there won't be much time for rest. To defeat all five opponents, in this high-quality competition, even if you're the number one among the top three stars of the East, it's not possible. To be conservative, I guess two or maybe three…"
   

        The area around the first arena was buzzing with talk. The disciples of many different schools turned their gaze towards the arena. Even spectators from other sectors began to shift their attention here, because the opening ceremonies at the other arenas were just matches from ordinary schools.
   

        Apparently, the first arena was more eye-catching.
   

        Whoosh.
   

        On the left of the arena, a youth wearing a blue uniform with a crew cut got into the stage, standing on one side. He was not particularly handsome, but his muscular form was perfect, radiating a cheetah-like formidable aura. There was a crescent moon logo on his left shoulder.
   

        Klin, the second core disciple of the Crescent Moon Martial Guild, a fist-fighter on his second blood-accelerating stage. He was sent out first to test Yunquan Fist. If he was lucky enough, he might even score the first win. This was their strategy.
   

        Standing on the circular arena surface, Klin felt the springy rubber sensation under his shoes and took a few deep breaths. His heart was pounding, one might even say surging.
   

        Klin could feel many pairs of eyes watching him, including those from the second and third floors. If he performed well and demonstrated his strength, his reputation would soon spread far and wide.
   

        At least, the secret martial arts schools from the East would remember that in this martial arts exchange competition, there was a Klin from the Crescent Moon Martial Guild.
   

        He touched the back of his tooth with his tongue tip, smirked slightly, and started to warm up with small stepping movements. His excited gaze turned towards Yunquan Fist, and his whole body suddenly turned ice-cold.
   

        His chest filled with excitement turned cold instantly.
   

        "Thunder Dog Simonni?! Are you kidding me? They're sending their ace at the very beginning?" His expression was a bit flustered.
   

        There was also a lot of discussion below the arena.
   

        "One of the top three stars of the East? Thunder Dog Simonni is the lead?"
   

        "Doesn't he want to give his juniors a chance to show off..."
   

        "Does he intend to defeat them all on his own? Interesting. This opening match on the first arena has become quite interesting. There's a good show coming." 
   

        Other sectors, especially the Star Ring Fist and Soul-Losing Swordmanship.
   

        Two youths with formidable auras had stern expressions on their faces. 
   

        On the first arena, Klin blinked, and before he knew it, Simonni had disappeared from the aisle and appeared at the other corner of the arena.
   

        His face was stiff, and the slight ambition in his heart was instantly crushed. After all, his opponent had changed from an ordinary core disciple of Yunquan Fist to one of the top three stars of the East. How could he possibly win? His only option was to try to deplete Simonni's strength and condition as much as possible and hand Simonni over to his fellow disciples.
   

        Klin heard the discussions around him. Although he was somewhat afraid of Simonni, he couldn't help but sneer: "He wants to win all five fights by himself? Even if you're one of the top three stars of the East, it's still wishful thinking! I'll be defensive and keep you wrapped up. If I don't throw over a hundred moves at you and drain half of your energy, then I'm not Klin!"
   

        He took a deep breath, lowered his center of gravity, and activated his blood to its active state. He waited for the one-minute preparation time to end. The referee walked to the edge of the arena and suddenly leaped down.
   

        "The match begins!"
   

        Immediately, Klin sank his body and set up a flexible defensive position, his waist bowed like an archer's bow: "I first..."
   

        Whoosh!
   

        "So fast!!!"
   

        Klin's pupils contracted quickly. Simonni, who was several metres away just a moment ago, had flown over like a ghost. His cold eyes on his pale face were pressing him like hooks. It seemed like a predatory tiger attacking its prey in the mountains.
   

        "Crescent Moon!" 
   

        In a hurry, Klin immediately attacked with his secret technique. 
   

        Bang!
   

        The powerful straight fist he threw was knocked away by a fierce tiger claw.
   

        Klin's face changed, and he immediately brought his left elbow forward. However, the punching fist hit the joint, numbing his whole arm. His chest defense was wide open. 
   

        He could do nothing but watch the fast and violent approach of his opponent who rushed into his arms, rushed again and then jolted!
   

        Klin was hurled into the air, flying as high as three meters from the arena platform before falling down. The referee swiftly leaped up and caught Klin as he fell.
   

        "Wow! Cough, cough, cough..."cough, cough, cough..."
   

        Klin spat out a mouthful of blood and started to cough violently. His eyes were a bit dazed. Had he already lost? It seemed to pass only after two moves. Simonni rushed over in a burst of speed, his tiger claw deflecting his straight fist, and then his sweeping punch hit his elbow joint. Then, with one rush and one jolt, he was sent flying.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        ""Is... is... the gap too wide? Is this the power of the Eastern Three Stars? They're not on the same level of strength at all..."
   

        His confidence shattered, leaving him in a state of great desolation. What about draining half of the opponent's energy? He probably hasn't even drained one percent.
   

        A few seconds later, Klin was led away by the medical staff. The gap before the second tug of war sparked an even more intense discussion around the arena.
   

        "Clean and smooth, really clean and smooth. He only used three moves from start to finish, the second core of the Crescent Moon Martial Guild wasn't even his match. Thunder Dog Simonni of the Eastern Three Stars is truly deserving of his title…"
   

        "Impressive, his level is close to that of a fighter now, isn't it..."
   

        "Eastern Three Stars, Thunder Dog Simonni, Moon Fist Shaq, Ghost Sword Suede. These three are on the same level, far surpassing the younger generation. It's truly a case of the latecomers surpassing the formers..."
   

        On the arena, Simonni, hearing these words, remained expressionless as if dead. But inwardly, he sneered at these praises. What Eastern Three Stars rubbish! If not for his bodily deficiency that prevented him from exerting his full power daily, how could those two mediocre fighters even be mentioned in the same breath as him? The same level? There were never Three Stars in the East, only One Star!
   

        As for this clean and efficient victory of defeating an opponent in three moves, Simonni didn't find anything to be proud of. He felt that a true strongman should win battles without any fighting, and be able to crush opponents merely by exuding a monstrous aura of terror!
   

        This is called a gap! A chasm-like gap!
   

        When you stand in front of such a person, you lose the courage to throw a punch! Because you know the moment you react, you are doomed!
   

        Simonni had deeply felt this from the head of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        What if he's close to becoming a fighter? He wants to dwarf ordinary fighters and bring out his talent on a much grander stage!
   

        For this moment, Simonni cast away his usual languid attitude and displayed an unprecedented ambition.
   

        He'll compete! He certainly will!
   

        He was an orphan picked up from the streets with only Uncle Feis as his sole anchor, nothing else.
   

        After cultivating the secret martial arts, he found out he was born with scoliosis, not only limiting his potential but also causing extreme pain during normal practice. When facing enemies, he couldn't unleash full strength, only about sixty to seventy percent. This implied that he had naturally lost thirty to forty percent of his cultivation results, what preposterous cruelty! But under such adversity, Simonni managed to break through, becoming the leading core in Yunquan Fist, one of the Eastern Three Stars.
   

        Without his persevering will and ambitious pursuit of strength, this wouldn't have been possible. His will, however, was extremely hurt by a failed breakthrough years ago, leaving Simonni in bed for an extended period. After that incident, he appeared to be sunny on the surface but was lazy and nonchalant underneath.
   

        Now, an opportunity has emerged!
   

        The head of the Magical Golem Sect, Casio, admires him! This mysterious organization is willing to perform a completely successful spine correction operation for him! Moreover, Casio, the head of the Magical Golem Sect, would be performing the surgery himself!
   

        If the operation is successful, Simonni is almost entirely sure he'll break into the realm of fighters. It would be a brand new world then!
   

        He doesn't doubt that Casio is lying to him, because the magical seed and life vibration energy injected into him are already quite amazing. Firstly, the magical seed. Simonni has only had a short contact with it and knows only one breathing method. However, its results were extraordinary when he tried it the previous night, able to enhance physical quality without any side effects.
   

        This fact must be coupled with Simonni's own physical condition.
   

        His spine was deformed, and most drugs and training methods were ineffective for him. If he forced himself to practice, it would only increase his physical burden, causing severe side effects. However, the Golem Breathing Art was peculiar. Rather than moving from outside in, it moved from inside out.
   

        As if there was an invisible magnetic field within the body, nourishing physical strength in all directions. It caused no stimulant side effects on Simonni's body.
   

        Furthermore, there was life vibration energy. The Gate Master only gave him one type of it; nevertheless, Simonni already felt its huge benefits.
   

        With the presence of this life vibration energy, he could finally unleash his full power without any fear. The excessive burden and side effects from his spine deformity were counteracted by the life vibration energy. It was as if one element was destructing while the other was repairing.
   

        With these two magical elements, the Magical Golem Sect had Simonni's great interest. He thought, being an orphan, he was already free and unrestrained. Except for Uncle Feis, there was nothing in Yunquan Fist he cared too much about.
   

        So, if he had to betray, he would.
   

        That man named Amos told him to go all out, to demonstrate an overwhelming strength. If he performed well, the head of the Magical Golem Sect Casio would perform a spine correction surgery for him ahead of time, helping him breakthrough to the level of a fighter midway through the Martial Arts Exchange Competition.
   

        After that, the championship was practically his.
   

        Finally, shockingly, the crazy challenge against Evil Eye Fist!
   

        The target was the Gate Master of Evil Eye Fist Sect!
   

        Under this normal procedure, Simonni's name would probably be famous everywhere. Even if there were drastic turns later on, it couldn't overshadow his previous popularity. After thinking about it, Simonni finally felt relieved.
   

        His right hand covered his face, hiding his features, but the unrestrained smile curving up at the corner of his mouth could not be concealed. Simonni felt that the mask he had worn for over twenty years seemed quite nice to take off today. He needed to be a bit more wild, a bit more arrogant, even a bit more domineering.
   

        Just like the Gate Master of the Magical Golem Sect!
   

        "The match begins!" The referee once again jumped off the arena.
   

        The third core disciple from the Crescent Moon Martial Guild tightened his muscles, his powerful fists opened quickly and he took a deep breath while standing still.
   

        Boom! A dark shadow flashed by, and a silhouette took flight.
   

        He lay on the ground and forcefully spit out a mouthful of blood. The last image in his pupils was a rapidly enlarging fist right in front of his eyes.
   

        "Such fast speed, such a fast fist!"
   

        "One punch!"
   

        "The gap is getting wider!"
   

        The whole first floor of the Black Pupil Building was astir. In martial arts sparring, what could possibly have more impact than defeating an opponent with a single punch? I charge at you, swing my fist, and then you're gone!
   

        There was a sense of exhilaration and clean decisiveness.
   

        Next, two more core disciples from the Crescent Moon Martial Guild took turns on the stage. However, they were both easily defeated by Simonni.
   

        In the seating area for the Yunquan Fist, half of the disciples excitedly stood up. They looked at the figure standing proudly on the arena, his face cold, silently waiting for his opponent. Although they didn't know why their usually somewhat lazy senior brother was so unrestrained today, watching the senior brother defeat four opponents was thrilling!
   

        The fifth match, the opponent was the first core member of the Crescent Moon Martial Guild.
   

        They, too, was a master at the major accomplishment realm of a boxing-style martial artist.
   

        Simonni used to hold back, after all, he would generally exert only 60% of his strength. But now? He's going full power, he intends to bulldoze straight through!
   

        Let the other two so-called Eastern Stars see what being crushed looks like! Even among the top geniuses of the East, there is still a gap!
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom, boom, boom!
   

        A series of hitting sounds came from the round arena, that white figure, like lightning, crazily suppresses the figure in blue.
   

        The surrounding ground began to vibrate intensely.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Simonni swung a claw, ferociously tearing through the air. It passed through the opponent's arm defence, directly pressing against his chest.
   

        Crack! The first core member of the Crescent Moon Martial Guild was sent flying backwards.
   

        "First stage of the arena, the winner of the first match is Yunquan Fist!" The referee did a flip to get up, loudly declaring the result of the match.
   

        Simonni cast a disdainful glance at the audience seats filled with noises as bustling as a market, then suddenly raised his eyes to look at the third floor.
   

        On the railing on the edge of the circular hollow, a blond youth in a trench coat was smiling at him, nodding in his direction.
   

        "Gate Master..."
   

        Simonni's eyes flickered, his gaze suddenly shifted to the youthful boy next to the youth in the black suit, "Damn..."
   

        Black Pupil Building, third floor, next to the metal railing.
   

        "Casio, that kid is imitating you. Have you noticed?"
   

        Amos adjusted his glasses, reflecting light off his lenses.
   

        "Ha ha..." Casio chuckled, "Let him imitate whatever he wants. After all, having an extremely outstanding role model so close at hand, who wouldn't be moved? If he can be one-third as good as me, won't he be a genius with the heart of a strong man?"
   

        Amos sighed, "No wonder in our fight, you were covered in injuries. Even your heart had been pierced through, but your face didn't have a single scratch. This face of yours, really is amazingly thick."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio and Amos appeared in the Black Pupil Building, not as members of the Magical Golem Sect as before, but as friends brought by wealthy government officials. The invitations sent out by the Evil Eye Fist Sect had three types, the first naturally being the major schools of the Six Counties in the East, the second were those with specified names, and the third was similar to the second, except they could bring along an extra person.
   

        In fact, from here one could already tell that the second and third types of invitations were for ordinary spectators. However, these ordinary people held significant power and wealth in the real world.
   

        In this way, Casio and Amos were ushered in, with the Black Mechanism casually finding two officials to cooperate, and they were admitted.
   

        Upon entry into the Black Pupil Building, the ceilings of the first, second, and third floors were all linked, forming a three-tier viewing deck similar to a circular atrium. The first floor mostly consisted of disciples of competing schools and accompanying instructors, while the elders of various schools and high-ranking businessmen and officials from nearby counties were on the second and third floors.
   

        Ugo, the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect, was currently on the second floor of the building, chatting with familiar school elders. He held a glass of wine brought over by a waiter, sipping from it from time to time.
   

        His face was flushed, a wide smile on his face and the look of one brimming with confidence. Indeed, this year's Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition organized by the Evil Eye Fist was arguably the biggest staged over the past twenty years, with excellent service and a warm atmosphere. Whether it was the brand new battle arena, comfortable lodging conditions, or thoughtful and meticulous service, they were all highlights of this year's competition.
   

        All of Ugo's hard work and dedication over the past six months had not been in vain.
   

        Judging from these two days, the Evil Eye Fist Sect had done a good job in hosting the exchange meeting. Today, as the tournament officially commenced, something unexpected happened – Thunder Dog Simonni, facing five opponents at once, emerged victorious! And his opponent wasn't just anyone, but one of the East Nine Gates, the Crescent Moon Martial Guild. After today, Simonni's name and his exploits will likely be widely circulated once again. Consequently, the exchange meeting will also benefit from this, making the event even more effective.
   

        While all aspects and basic elements of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition were of course crucial, even more important were the stories unfolding at the meeting. Just like the martial arts exchange competition hosted by the Star Ring Fist sixteen years ago, where younger generations directly broke through to the realm of Fighters during the exchange process, creating widely spread tales.
   

        Anyone who recalls this story would immediately think of that grand martial arts exchange competition held by the Star Ring Fist sixteen years ago.
   

        "What a great start!"
   

        Walking to the metal railing, Ugo looked at the triumphant Simonni and suddenly laughed, taking a sip of his wine. He hoped that this round of Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition organized by the Evil Eye Fist Sect would become a topic of lively discussion in the Secret Martial Arts World of the East for the next decade or more.
   

        Such a vision is daunting and requires a huge spectacle.
   

        Simonni's victory over five opponents was good, but it's not enough. Unless, unless he could do the same when faced with top-tier schools at the same level as the Soul-Losing Swordmanship and the Star Ring Fist! Or if he could break through to the realm of Fighters at this competition!
   

        If Simonni could truly do this, even though he was from the Yunquan Fist sect, Ugo would still spend a considerable amount of manpower, material resources, and energy promoting this. That way, this round of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition hosted by the Evil Eye Fist Sect would become even more grand with a touch of storytelling.
   

        "The former is possible, but the latter is unlikely..."
   

        Ugo shook his head, having heard some rumors. Simonni had attempted to break through the realm of a Fighter a few years ago but failed and had a lengthy recovery period from injuries. In that case, if he wanted to make a second attempt to break through to the realm of a Fighter, the obstacles Simonni will face would only become greater.
   

        Crossing that threshold would likely require several more years of training.
   

        "It's a shame, having a contestant break through to the realm of a Fighter during the exchange meeting would be the biggest spectacle! It would be even more legendary if he could break through during the battle process. Of course, it would also be a good script if the disciple challenges the Sect's Master after breaking through..."
   

        Ugo couldn't help but let his imagination run wild, eventually laughing and shaking his head, thinking he was being too whimsical. He lifted his wine glass, and noticed a gaze coming from above.
   

        Looking in that direction, it turned out to be a blond man in a black trench coat. His features were extremely handsome, and he possessed a distinct, attractive presence. At this moment, his hand, gloved in velvet, was also holding a glass of red wine, gesturing with a smile to Ugo.
   

        A professional smile appeared on Ugo's face.
   

        Raising his wine glass, the two remotely clinked glasses.
   

        Ugo's glass was almost empty, and he downed the rest in one gulp. The blonde man on the third floor, however, finished his full glass in one go.
   

        The two exchanged another laugh, with Ugo sensing respect in the other's gestures. His mood, already elevated from the successful opening ceremony, became even more cheer-filled as a result.
   

        "Gate Master, Gate Master, Elder Aro from the Star Ring Fist is looking for you, probably has something to discuss," a disciple from the Evil Eye Fist Sect approached.
   

        Ugo nodded, giving apologetic smile towards the young man up on the third floor. He then turned and walked away hurriedly.
   

        Black Pupil Building, Third floor, Metal railing.
   

        Having observed everything, Amos gave Casio a cold laugh/sneer and rolled his eyes: "You really do have a thick face, coveting others' heads yet still laughing and greeting them. After the exchange competition ends, are you going to behead Ugo? Then, whilst looking at his face frozen in a death experience, pat his face with one hand, while saying, 'Good friend, lend me your head for a bit…' "
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio snapped his fingers, "Great idea! Why didn't I think of that? You truly are the one for psychological warfare... "
   

        "Tsk tsk tsk..." Amos made a sound filled with ambiguous meaning; it seemed he was disgusted with Casio's inner darkness. No, it should not be called inner darkness, but blackness inside blackness. Just looking at the exterior, he seems dark enough, but to think even darker lies within. Dark as pitch, black as charcoal!
   

        "Although the specific plan against Evil Eye Fist was first proposed by me, right now, I feel a bit sorry for Evil Eye Fist..."
   

        The first day of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition, the morning matches were from nine to half-past eleven, and the afternoon matches were from one to five.
   

        There were two and a half hours in the morning, so not many matches were actually held. A total of four arenas, at every moment, young disciples of each generation were sparring. They were dressed in characteristic combat suits of their respective schools, demonstrating different combat techniques and secret martial arts. The battles were fierce with bodies intertwined.
   

        Regardless of viewing or professional aspects, it was much better than the so-called Federation Fighting Championship and the Underground Boxing League. As they were all out, injuries and bleeding were unavoidable. Every arena had mottled bloodstains, black footprints made during bouts, and indentations from the fights.
   

        At noon, professionals would come to clean immediately.
   

        Worth mentioning was that the Evil Eye Fist kept a professional medical team in the Black Pupil Building. However, in reality, what was really useful were the medical personnel brought by the martial arts schools themselves. They were skilled in acupuncture, bone setting, blood activation and stasis removal, acupuncture, and so on.
   

        There were also various precious medicine patches and medicine pills as supplements.
   

        This was the foundation of a truly strong martial art school.
   

        Those who needed the Evil Eye Fist's medical team, on the other hand, were the non-mainstream small schools. But anyway, it's better than nothing.
   

        In the past Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competitions, unless the body was injured or the injuries were severe, the injured ones would be able to recover their conditions through one or two days of treatment.
   

        Return to the competition field with 80% to 90% of their full strength at their peak period.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the first day of the Martial Arts Exchange Competition went by. The most talked about throughout the day was Thunder Dog Simonni's feat of defeating five opponents from the Crescent Moon Martial Guild in succession.
   

        Whether at lunch or dinner time, many disciples in the Secret Martial Arts World were discussing this topic.
   

        The night, Golden Leaf Clubhouse, the Star Ring Fist living area.
   

        On the third floor, a balcony facing the distant man-made lake.
   

        "He has become even stronger than he was two years ago..." A tall young man with a red bandana on his forehead said, his eyes deep as he looked distantly at the shimmering artificial lake under the moonlight.
   

        "But you've also become stronger than you were two years ago, haven't you, Shaq?" The elder by his side, with his hands behind him, slowly spoke, "As a practitioner of secret martial arts, you cannot lack confidence in yourself. To exert all your strength in battle, that's enough..."
   

        The wind rustled the leaves.
   

        "Thunder Dog Simonni..." Shaq murmured to himself. Without a true encounter, he did not know to what extent Simonni's strength had grown. But one thing was certain, if he could defeat five fighters in a row, Simonni certainly had made quite some improvements.
   

        The first three days of the exchange meeting were team battles, the next three days were individual battles, followed by performances by ordinary disciples. The last day was the friendly sparring between elders of various schools. If he wanted to defeat Simonni head-on, it would be in this individual battle.
   

        One on one, see who is stronger? Who is qualified to be the brightest star among the Three Stars of the East! He was looking forward to it.
   

        Elsewhere, Golden Leaf Clubhouse, Soul-Losing Swordmanship living area.
   

        Soul-Losing Sword Suede was still training in the secret room as usual.
   

        He sat cross-legged, a sheathed sharp longsword lying across his knees. Moonlight came in through the window and scattered in front of him.
   

        The young man sat motionless like a wooden man. His eyes were closed, blind to everything around him. His breathing gradually became steady, and his heartbeat became regular. Suede suddenly stood up, holding the longsword he stepped forward towards the sword training stake in the distance.
   

        This was a special prop similar to a wooden stake, just twist it, the blade spikes bound to it with chains on top would spin out, constantly attacking the area within a five-meter radius around it.
   

        The sword training stake started spinning at high speed!
   

        The blades on top swung out like a whip.
   

        In an instant, the youth was completely enveloped.
   

        Ding Ding Ding Ding Ding Ding!
   

        The cross sword in the youth's hand instantly blurred, becoming gliding black lights in the air, so fast that they left afterimages. The sword blades were precise and powerful, clashing with each incoming attack.
   

        In an instant, a series of metallic collision sounds were made.
   

        A series of golden-red sparks also burst out in the air.
   

        The youth was completely enveloped by these sparks, walking and stopping within the five-meter attack range of the sparring stake, as if he was in a no man's land. His long sword swung, turning into an absolute barrier of sword light. With the last slash, his massive force directly halted the sparring stake.
   

        Suede slowly exhaled, his eyes still tightly closed.
   

        From the beginning to now, he unexpectedly shielded his own vision the entire time. He used another method to see the chaotic blade attack, then accurately caught and neutralized it with his long sword.
   

        This exquisite skill, this way of practicing the sword, Suede has in fact surpassed many elders in the Soul-Losing Swordmanship.
   

        In the secret room, he slowly opened his eyes and suddenly extended the index and middle fingers of his right hand, lightly placing them on the position of his heart.
   

        "The Heart-eye Secret Technique, I have minorly accomplished. And the sword-eye... Eye Demon said he would contact me and teach me during the Martial Arts Exchange Competition..."
   

        "Why hasn't there been any news till now."
   

        Suede showed a somewhat puzzled expression.
   

        He joined the organization two years ago, was invited by Eye Demon to become a prospective core member of the organization, and was taught the Heart-eye Secret Technique. This technique is not simple. Suede did not grasp it until a few months ago, finally reaching the minor accomplishment. It is not only a secret technique but also a state of mind. With the help of the Heart-eye Secret Technique, he mastered the Violent Maple One Sword a few days ago.
   

        His overall strength has skyrocketed compared to half a year ago.
   

        This time in the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition, he came to go for the individual championship. His former opponents Thunder Dog Simonni, and Moon Fist Shark were not regarded by him. But today, Thunder Dog Simonni showed even more formidable strength, and Suede felt a sense of crisis. He wanted to practice the Sword-eye Secret Technique. With the minor accomplishment of the Heart-eye Secret Technique, it would be quick to start reaping the benefits of the Sword-eye Secret Technique in resonance with it. This is what Eye Demon once told him.
   

        "As long as you can practice the Heart-eye Secret Technique to minor accomplishment, you can come to me to learn the Sword-eye Secret Technique. It takes half a month at the slowest and two or three days at the fastest. Your second eye will enter the threshold soon..." 
   

        That was what Eye Demon said, and Suede wanted to do the same. But weirdly, after arriving in Mia City, he couldn't find him.
   

        The special contact channels that were originally there also had no responses.
   

        "No matter, with the minor accomplishment of the Heart-eye Secret Technique and the recently mastered Violent Maple One Sword, Simonni may not necessarily be my match!"
   

        Suede tightly gripped the sword hilt in his hand, his eyes fierce.
   

        He was looking forward to the individual matches in three days' time.
   

        As time flew by, the Martial Arts Exchange Competition came to its second day.
   

        It was still in full swing, and the battles between the different schools had reached a white-hot stage. It was quite spectacular to see the hands and fists in combat.
   

        There were also some surprise dark horses and surprising cold game results. But overall, the competitions in all four arenas maintained a high standard and were full of clashes.
   

        On the third day, the exchange competition tug of war was in the final stage.
   

        From morning to night, it finally ended at half-past six. All the disciples from the different schools, who had been tired all day, returned to their guild halls to clean up. Over at the Yun Quan Fist side, Simonni suddenly thought he'd go around Mia City, notifying the leading elder that he'd return the next morning.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Inside the operating room, bright lights shone down on an alloy iron bed situated at the center. It was covered with a white sheet, only revealing a corner.
   

        Surrounding the iron bed were medical cabinets and racks, holding trays filled with myriad kinds of potions, and various surgical tools like scissors, drills, medical scalpels, etc.
   

        The ceiling lights reflected on the metallic surfaces of the instruments, producing a chilling cold sheen that inexplicably incited fear.
   

        Simonyi took a deep breath to regain his composure.
   

        The door of the operating room swung open, allowing a team of seven or eight people to enter. The youngest were middle-aged, the oldest had white hair and a face lined with wrinkles. They were all in uniform surgical attire, sporting rubber gloves, emanating an inexplicable aura of seasoned professionalism. These were well-known orthopedic doctors from various regions, experts in the study of human skeleton and blood vessels.
   

        In this operation, they would be assisting Casio with correction.
   

        The door to the operating room squeaked open again.
   

        Casio walked in, clad in a trench coat, looking weary as if he had just finished some significant task.
   

        "Get ready, we're starting right away," he said as he locked the door behind him, signaling the man in the center to reveal the iron bed. With a rustle, the truth of the bed became visible under the bright lights.
   

        It was thick, solid, with metallic edges, looking like a giant shield. On all four corners, there were contraptions that resembled sword guards, capable of locking a person's limbs.
   

        Depressions and grooves ran across the surface of the bed, possibly used for draining blood in procedures.
   

        "This... this doesn't seem right... It doesn't look like a surgical bed, more... more like a torture device!" Simonyi stiffened, shooting a tentative glance at Casio.
   

        "You're right, it's indeed repurposed from a torture device."
   

        Casio nodded in confirmation, making no attempt to hide the fact.
   

        "You admit it just like that?! I must've got myself in deep trouble..."
   

        "They are going to use me for human experimentation!"
   

        A terrifying image suddenly flashed in Simonyi's mind.
   

        "Don't get the wrong idea, we're not interested in your body. But you might struggle in pain during the procedure. So, we can only administer a certain amount of anesthesia. If the surgery finishes within the effect duration of the anesthesia, you won't feel any pain. If the effect wears off before the procedure is over, the pain might be unbearable."
   

        Casio discerned Simonyi's thoughts without hesitation: "I purposefully acquired this repurposed bed. It's modified with an added layer of sturdy alloy. Once bound, one won't be able to struggle free and it wouldn't be damaged either."
   

        "Don't overthink, lie down."
   

        Simonyi swallowed hard. Under Casio's intense gaze, he nervously lay down on the bed, feeling an indescribable panic clash against his flesh with the cold touch of the torture device.
   

        "Maybe I should back out, wait until the exchange meeting is over…"
   

        Just as the desire to retreat rose in his heart, distinct clicking noises from the cuffs binding him shattered it completely.
   

        Simonyi looked up anxiously, only to a bald, middle-aged doctor walking towards him. He held a massive syringe about the size of an adult's wrist in his hand, his expression was blank, his glasses reflecting light.
   

        "Mr. Simonyi, stay still. I am going to give you the shot..."
   

        "I..."
   

        September 29th, 6 a.m., at the break of dawn.
   

        A detached villa, third floor, the east-facing room. Its window was open, the cool breeze gently swaying the white curtains.
   

        A young man was sleeping soundly on the clean white hospital bed. He seemed to be having a nightmare, his facial expression contorting in distress and his eyelids twitching wildly. His body went through sporadic convulsions, resembling a severe epileptic patient.
   

        "..."
   

        Soft sobbing sounds broke the silence, tears streaming down the corners of his eyes. His lips were moving as if instinctively calling out for help.
   

        "Ah!!!"
   

        With a loud cry, he woke up abruptly, sitting straight up, his gaze blank as he took in the blurry sight of the ward.
   

        After a moment, his pupils refocused, and Simonyi finally regained his senses. As soon as he did, he caught sight of Casio standing at the door of the ward.
   

        "Gate Master!" Simonyi's outcry came reflexively like a knee-jerk reaction, its tail end trembling. He shook his head, furrowed brows showing his confusion. Even though the Magical Golem Sect's Gate Master was powerful, it didn't warrant the fear that seemed to seep from every body cell, making his hairs stand on end.
   

        "You're awake, Simonyi. It's already the second day..."
   

        Casio, standing in the doorway, smiled and started walking towards Simonyi.
   

        "The second day?" Simonyi glanced at the dim morning light outside the window, and realization dawned on him. He subconsciously moved his hand to his back, pressing down on his spine. There was no sting of needles nor the distorted bend. Instead, he felt a robust, upright dragon!
   

        "My bones, my spine, it's healed!"
   

        An elated smile spread across his face. He turned to Casio, "Thank you, Gate Master! Just like you said, after the anesthesia, I woke up, and everything was fine!"
   

        "I didn't feel any pain throughout!"
   

        Simonyi couldn't wait to get out of the bed, pacing back and forth in the ward in front of Casio, flexing his body using his boxing methods.
   

        Testing the healed state of his new spine.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio stood still for a while, looking at the elated Simonni: "Was it really because the memory was too painful, unbearable for the personality, and the brain automatically shielded it?"
   

        Last night, the scene was on par with a slaughter! To operate on someone's spine, they'd literally have to be skinned and deboned! Blood was splashing and meat was rolling, bones were pulled out one after another.
   

        Casio repeatedly cut and fiddled with Simonni's body, and then repeatedly repaired it with life vibration energy. Following the advice of the expert group, with modifications, everything went smoothly.
   

        Just that it had taken a bit long, and Simonni had woken up halfway through.
   

        He screamed first, then fainted. A minute or two later, he woke up again, screamed, and fainted again. There was quite a rhythm in it.
   

        His high-pitched screams almost pierced through the concrete and mud covering the basement ceiling and shot straight upwards. It was like an air-raid siren and comparable to a jet plane gliding. Simonni struggled madly, and the torture device came in handy. Even if his entire joints of his limbs broke, and his five fingers were stuck into the iron sheet, he couldn't break free.
   

        Luckily, Casio and the expert group got a hold of the situation.
   

        Eventually, they succeeded once, helping Simonni out of his misery.
   

        After waking up this morning, Simonni didn't remember that part. It is likely the brain's automatic protection function to prevent a breakdown.
   

        Casio opened his mouth, faced the grateful look in Simonni's eyes, ultimately couldn't share the brutal truth.
   

        "Ah, consider it a white lie then, who told me that I'm soft-hearted." He shook his head and stepped into the hallway.
   

        A doctor came around the corner of the staircase at a quick pace.
   

        "Sir, how should we handle the things in the basement?"
   

        "Basement?" Casio recalled a space like a slaughterhouse, with blood splashes, shattered bones, dirt everywhere.
   

        There were three big buckets full of fresh blood, several dozens of Simonni's brand spines were completely removed. Even the specially made iron bed, the torture device, was damaged and deformed, traces of struggles everywhere. It looked exactly like a haunted house meant to scare people.
   

        "Clean the entire place, throw away everything that should be thrown. Oh yes, keep the operating table, it can still be used after a little repair," Casio said while rubbing his chin.
   

        "Sir, do we have a new patient to treat?" The doctor asked curiously.
   

        "No, I mean it can be used as a torture device."
   

        Casio waved his hand, indicating the doctor to leave. But added just as he was about to go: "Wait, clean up those things after Simonni leaves. Don't let him be sentimental about them, it's not good for him…"
   

        So considerate, warm as oil, I could die crying.
   

        September 29th, 8 a.m., Golden Leaf Clubhouse.
   

        After disappearing for a night, Simonni appeared again.
   

        "You look great today, seem to be in a good mood..." On the way to the Black Pupil Building, under a lush sheltering tree at a street corner, Feis said to Simonni.
   

        "I feel the same, it's getting better, everything is getting better..." Simonni muttered to himself, with an extremely rare smile on his face. He looked up at the clear blue sky. The leaves rustled in the breeze.
   

        Feis patted Simonni's shoulder, he could feel the deep-hidden melancholy and decadence was gone.
   

        "Uncle Feis, for the upcoming competition, I will do my best. Let everyone in the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World know that there is only one star among the younger generation, not three..."
   

        Simonni stopped smiling and said seriously. He is the strongest one among the younger generation; no one else is on par with him. As long as his body is intact, he should bulldoze his way through the individual competition.
   

        And indeed, it went just as Simonni thought.
   

        First day of the individual competition.
   

        The random draw elimination, Simonni's luck wasn't good, drew the first two core members of the East Nine Gates in a row. Then he stuffed them five fists each and knocked them down with a furious posture.
   

        The entire process was smooth and easy.
   

        As for others who encountered Simonni, the strong ones could withstand three moves, the weak ones couldn't even receive one. Some even surrendered at the referee's signal to start.
   

        Second day of the individual competition.
   

        Simonni really wanted to draw Moon Fist Shark or Dead Soul Sword Suede, to teach them a lesson, to let them see a clear difference in strength! What bullshit was the Eastern Three Stars? Worthy enough to be on par with me? There has always been only one star!
   

        But unfortunately, the eager Simonni didn't encounter his prey early on. So, he had to use some little birds and rabbits as a warm-up. The biggest one among them was the first core of the Red Wrist Fist, one of the East Nine Gates. Previously an unknown, this dark horse showed up in this exchange meeting. He had defeated the first core of the Ringing Water Road, another of the East Nine Gates, in the individual competition on the first day. His strength was not weak, apparently aiming for a good rank.
   

        Unfortunately, he met the buoyant Simonni.
   

        Three moves! Only three moves! He was directly knocked out.
   

        Why could other first cores last five moves while he could only last three? That's because Simonni was serious, and so he was out.
   

        Time went to the third day of the individual competition, October 1st.
   

        The last eight people will compete for the championship here.
   

        To extend the time, the final few matches will not be held simultaneously. Instead, they would focus attention on one match at a time.
   

        At 8:30 in the morning, the first match was full of suspense.
   

        The collision of the two stars in the East.
   

        Thunder Dog Simonni versus Moon Fist Shark!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In Arena One, the referee stands on the edge, two silhouettes confront each other. One, dressed in a tight-fitting combat suit, a red kerchief tied around his forehead. His bare arms, home to coiling and powerful muscles.
   

        The other, resplendid in a white robe, strikingly handsome. His demeanor relaxed and casual, eyes slightly shut, a smile playing on his lips.
   

        "Ah, have you guys noticed? Our eldest brother has changed a lot these past few days, he's become more cheerful, it feels like his whole aura has...has…"
   

        "Relaxed and unrestrained, always calm and composed," someone added.
   

        "Yes, yes, that's exactly what I meant."
   

        Distracted chatter from the disciples of the Yunquan Fist School could be heard under the stage, while warriors from other schools were engaged in hushed whispers and discussions.
   

        "The second-rated versus the first-rated, what do you think?"
   

        "How many moves do you think they'll need before there's a clear victor?"
   

        "Hard to say, based on their past records, they both have had their share of victories and losses. Two equally matched opponents won't be able to determine the odds till after a hundred moves or so, I guess it will be around a hundred moves."
   

        "Sounds about right, I think so too."
   

        "Similarly, all three stars from the East each have their strengths…"
   

        On the stage, the expressions of the two combatants remained unchanged amid the discussions beneath them. Shaq's gaze was locked onto Simonyi, the fighting spirit in his pupils was strong and burning, his powerful arms tensed and ready.
   

        "Simonyi, I've been waiting for this day for a long time! You've improved, and so have I. Today, I will definitely defeat you!"
   

        "Ah, ah, ah..." Simonyi laughed lightly, much like an adult humoring a child, "I originally planned to have both you and Suede challenge me together, but the rules don't allow. So, I'll set a target for myself. Ten moves, no, no, no, let's call it seven, that should be about right. I should be able to defeat you within seven moves, yes, most likely." He cracked the comment casually, clearly not considering Shaq as a worthy adversary. Shaq, at this moment, was seething with rage, his eyes almost aflame.
   

        "Combatants, prepare yourselves, the match begins!"
   

        Instantly, Shaq charged. Amassing the energy of three blood accelerations throughout his body, his heartbeat was deafening, as if an engine had come alive within him. With his gaze locked on Simonyi—who stood unwavering—he launched himself forward, arms wide.
   

        Boom!
   

        His fist, large as a sandbag, cut through the air describing a powerful arc, and was intercepted mid-air by another fist. Stunned, Shaq's pupils abruptly narrowed and he fell back, initiating the Sun, Moon and Star Secret Techniques, and swung another punch!
   

        It was a savage blow, like the sweep of a massive swinging hammer. Roaring, a fierce beast echoed around him.
   

        Suddenly, Simonyi's right arm disappeared, the five fingers of his hand formed a claw, or more precisely, looked like the open fanged mouth of a ferocious dog. Despite moving slower, he was the first to strike, tearing into Shaq! A tearing sound echoed as the combat suit on his chest was ripped open, four parallel gashes ran from his left chest to his right waist, blood gushing out!
   

        "So fast!!!"
   

        Shaq, shocked, roared as he charged relentlessly towards Simonyi, aware of his frail physique.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A whip-like fist whistled through the air and landed on Shaq's shoulder. The enormous force sent Shaq staggering back several steps, his footsteps faltered as he struggled to find balance. Another wave of shock ran through Shaq. Simonyi's strength was even greater than his own!
   

        Something's wrong, Simonyi was hiding his actual strength, a lot of it! At least thirty to forty percent!
   

        "I..."
   

        Something's wrong, Simonyi was hiding his actual strength, a lot of it! At least thirty to forty percent!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        At arena one, one figure stood silently, another lay on the ground gasping for breath. Elegance was contrasted sharply with disgrace at this moment, branding itself into the minds of the spectators, leaving a profound impression on everyone.
   

        Moon Fist Shaq versus Thunder Dog Simonyi.
   

        The second-best of the younger generation in the east against the first.
   

        As many expected, this was supposed to be a evenly matched competition. A clash between fighters of the same level, a fight between techniques of the same caliber, would have created a very exciting contest!
   

        Yet, the actual result left everyone shocked.
   

        Moon Fist Shaq lost, lost cleanly and thoroughly. He couldn't even last ten moves against Thunder Dog Simonni! What does this mean? It means that Moon Fist Shaq and Thunder Dog Simonni are not on the same level at all!
   

        Discerning disciples and tutors could see clearly, the series of collisions initiated by the two were totally dominated by Thunder Dog Simonni. Shaq's every move was completely suppressed!
   

        One must understand, Shaq being honored as the Eastern Tri-Star is not without reason. He has mastery over the Sun, Moon, and Star Secret Techniques of the Star Ring Fist, especially the Moon Secret Technique, which he is very attuned to. He has even refined these techniques to perfection over many years.
   

        The core disciples of East Nine Gates occasionally exchanged techniques.
   

        With the Moon Secret Techniques, Shaq defeated the first and second highest ranks of many schools, hence he was given the name of Moon Fist.
   

        His strength is evident and beyond doubt. However, he lost to Simonni so simply, like a stepping stone to further elevate Simonni's fame and status.
   

        The top talent of the younger generation in the Secret Martial Arts World of the East!
   

        Not just any Eastern Tri-Star.
   

        In the ten or so seconds after Simonyi's defeat of Shaq, the surrounding scene was silent. It wasn't until the referee reacted and climbed back onto the arena that murmurs arose from the watching disciples of various schools.
   

        "A victory was determined instantly! It was too fast... it didn't even last five seconds, did it? Or was it three? This is just too unbelievable."
   

        "The two exchanged seven attacks. At first, Moon Fist Shaq showed some offense, but couldn't accomplish anything. Then, Simonni counterattacked, and Shaq was defeated by four moves! It was a complete suppression, an overwhelming lead in terms of raw strength. Moon Fist Shaq didn't lose unjustly..."
   

        "I didn't expect the gap between Shaq and Simonni to be this vast, I initially thought all of the Eastern Tri-stars were on the same level with similar capabilities. Yet, Thunder Dog handles Moon Fist and wins over the leading members of those schools just the same..."
   

        "Moon Fist Shaq must not be weak, it can only be that Thunder Dog Simonni is too powerful. He is one to two levels ahead."
   

        "..."
   

        Diverse discussions sprung up among the crowd, most of them expressing both shock and admiration towards Simonni's sudden display of power and the clear understanding that not every member of the Eastern Tri-Stars was of identical caliber, but there was a prominent disparity. Thunder Dog is not in the same league as the other two!
   

        In contrast to the clamor on the first floor, the second and third floors did not exhibit much shock. There were some casual discussions occasionally heard, particularly in the Yunquan Fist area.
   

        "Feis, congratulations. Simonni's ability to defeat Shaq in such fashion, he seems to have reached the limit of the boxing practitioner realm and is already half a step into the fighter level. He should take the top spot in this Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition."
   

        "It's not just the victory in the competition, with Simonni's strength, he will soon be able to attempt breaking into the fighter realm. After this Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition finishes, Yunquan Fist will have another Fighter. Envy is the only word…"
   

        "..."
   

        Four or five elders from small schools were gathered around a few people from Yunquan Fist, chatting and congratulating with cheerful expressions. Feis, who was standing next to the metal railing, felt both happy and worried, happy that Simonni seemed to have suddenly broken free from his defeatist state, rediscovering his ambition and drive. His worries focused on Simonni's physical condition. He was fearing the strain that this uninhibited full force fight, though short, might have left on his abnormal system - with the serious possibility of paralysis being the consequence.
   

        Furthermore, as the person who knew Simonni best, Feis felt that something was off with Simonni's recent changes. But he wasn't sure if it was a good change or a bad one. He was waiting for Simonni to come and confide in him. He believed that the kid would let him know in advance, even if it was just an indirect mention, no matter what he was up to - even if he was planning something rebellious or destructive.
   

        At the third level of the Black Pupil Building, two figures were looking down at the arena.
   

        "This kid does have some talent. It won't be a problem for him to advance to B-level. However, it remains to be seen how far he can go..." Amos made a comment while holding his wine glass, sounding rather skeptical about Simonni. But in fact, Amos was telling the truth.
   

        Typically, each martial arts practitioner who had achieved the Fighter's Realm possessed genius-level talent, whether in terms of aptitude, insight, or tenacity. They may have been some of the best within the Boxing Practitioner Realm. But once they advanced to the Fighter's Level, the challenges they faced would be of similar, if not higher, caliber. It was anyone's guess if Simonni would fade into obscurity once he steps into the Fighter's Realm.
   

        Of course, even if he does become just another Fighter, it is still a tremendous achievement.
   

        At the Fighter's level, the factors that come into discussion are one's determination, battle experience, and the accumulation of technique refinement, all of which take a long time to develop.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "I actually think highly of him, this young man is not bad..."
   

        Casio silently took a sip of his wine, his face expressionless.
   

        He's a bit like Simon.
   

        First, they're both orphans!
   

        Secondly, they both carry a sense of isolation from those around them. Perhaps for different reasons, but similar in expression.
   

        Then, they both put themselves at the center. In other words, they were cold-hearted enough, rarely affected by emotional bonds.
   

        Once a decision is made, they would follow their heart's will.
   

        For such a person, if they could grasp a good opportunity, they wouldn't do too badly. Casio was willing to provide this chance.
   

        "By the way, from the observation in recent days, can you confirm the number of fighters who have arrived at the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition?" Amos scanned the second floor and asked casually.
   

        "Fifteen, with eight from the East Nine Gates and seven from other schools. Two of the East Nine Gates are unable to attend due to particular reasons, but there are two fighters from Evil Eye Fist."
   

        Casio reported some of the findings he'd noticed over the past couple of days.
   

        "Fifteen? More than expected... These figures will make it more difficult to manage the situation eventually."
   

        Amos frowned thoughtfully, speaking in a low voice.
   

        "Actually, there are six. The fighters from other schools won't rashly get involved. Our target is the Evil Eye Fist, and our real helpers are the people from East Nine Gates. All together, they make up eight fighters. We can ignore the two from the Evil Eye Fist, so a total of six." Casio replied calmly, with a faint coldness playing about his mouth.
   

        "You mean to ignore the two from Evil Eye Fist? What does that mean?"
   

        Amos responded, somewhat puzzled.
   

        "Well, to ignore means just that... If they pose no formidable force in battle, why not just suffer them no attention?"
   

        "You plan to?"
   

        On the first floor of the Black Pupil Building, the battle was still raging.
   

        Though the first bout had been quite startling, the next three, though intense, paled somewhat in comparison. At this moment, most onlookers had their eyes on Simon, with only a few observing Suede of Dead Soul Sword.
   

        As time trickled by, Simon and Suede each defeated their opponents and progressed to the finals of the Eastern exchange meeting.
   

        After a ten-minute break, amidst the expectant eyes of the crowd, the finals were held in Arena One.
   

        Casio watched the entire process from the third-floor balcony.
   

        The Dead Soul Sword of Suede was indeed very strong amongst the younger generation, even stronger than Moon Fist Shark, who used to rank the second in the Eastern Three Stars. He took Simon's twenty-one punches, some of them head-on, others while evading.
   

        Suede seemed to have mastered a unique skill that allowed him to accurately predict his opponent's next move - as if he had grown an extra eye.
   

        However, the gap in power was too large, and Simon inevitably won the fight. After all, he had spent several years attempting to break through as a fighter. Once a player's strength can be fully deployed without any considerations, a solid foundation can eliminate any surprises.
   

        In the center of the arena, Simon stood proudly, exhaling a sigh of turbidity through his nostrils slowly. A sense of excitement suddenly surged in his mind. His body was sound, and his strength was like a massive torrent. Some thresholds that he should have crossed a long time ago appeared before his eyes again.
   

        "Fighter, Fighter!" His heart surged with emotion.
   

        For a moment, he didn't even hear the referee announce his victory clearly. When he came back to his senses, the surroundings were filled with uproarious cheers. The eastern martial arts exchange competition's champion was already crowned - he was Thunder Dog Simon!
   

        Many people were shouting his name. For a moment, Simon felt an ethereal sense of being hoisted high into the air amidst a sea of people. He took a deep breath, lifting his head. First, he saw Uncle Feis on the second floor, smiling and nodding at him in salute.
   

        Then he looked up at the third floor.
   

        Just as the sculpted-face master of the Magical Golem Sect turned around.
   

        "Simon, what's there to be proud of in winning the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition? You could have achieved this two years ago! You must step into the realm of a fighter and witness the magnificence and magic of Secret Martial Art!" It was as if something inside Simon was reminding him, and at this moment he seemed to realize his true nature.
   

        Becoming the fourth elder of the Yunquan Fist after breaking through the fighter's realm? No, that's just too boring! The days that follow are predictable, stable, but utterly monotonous. It's like sinking into a stagnant pool.
   

        What he yearns for is a life shrouded in mystery and thrill, a life of tumultuous ups and downs, even a life of fierce intensity! Rather than living a mundane life tilling the fields, Simonni would rather live the life of vagabond. And at present, only the Master of the Magical Golem Sect could achieve this.
   

        He can feel it from the instructions that Amos gave him.
   

        The Master of the Magical Golem Sect is planning something big, something really big!
   

        Just looking at the part he's responsible for.
   

        It is thrilling, in two words!
   

        Let alone what the Master of the Magical Golem Sect himself is going to do!
   

        Moreover, Simonni has come to realized that the Magical Golem Sect harbors deep resentment against the Gate Organization! Through the Eye Demon's narrative, he has come to understand just how formidable the Gate Organization is. It is a worldwide force to be reckoned with. The Golem Sect clearly wants to go head-to-head with them and the information he revealed about the Black Rain Villa is more proof of that.
   

        Being up against such power, it could be both dangerous and exciting.
   

        After recovering from his injuries and rekindling his hopes for the secret martial arts, Simonni's mindset changed, he wanted to live his remaining days for himself, he wanted to live a more exciting life!
   

        Uncle Feis, I'm sorry....
   

        On the morning of October 1, the individual battle of the core disciples came to an end.
   

        The next three days would be for the regular disciples. The atmosphere was not as thrilling since the main event had already passed. The only thing worth looking forward to was the sparring between the elders on the last day. And during this three-day period.
   

        Simonni went into seclusion immediately after the individual competition ended. The spark of inspiration that led to his breakthrough to a fighter was precious and not to be wasted.
   

        Days went by, with the sun rising and setting, and in a blink of an eye, it was October 4.
   

        Boom....
   

        It was as if a thunder had erupted within the secret room, followed by the sound of air waves crashing against the walls, like the roar of the ocean waves.
   

        Immediately after, a formidable aura penetrated through the concrete, enveloping all those of the Yunquan Fist gathered near the door.
   

        At this moment, the air seemed to freeze over, as if it had turned into thick glue. Some of the Yunquan Fist disciples tried to struggle amidst their fear, only to find that the air resisted their movements and made them look like they were moving in slow-motion, that was until the aura retreated.
   

        With a click, the secret room reopened and Simonni stepped out. He seemed to be a completely different person from three days ago.
   

        His gaze was intimidating as he looked around.
   

        The disciples who made eye contact with him were somewhat frightened.
   

        "Se... Senior Brother, have you become a fighter?"
   

        A disciple asked timidly.
   

        "Yes, I am going to see Elder Feis."
   

        Simonni nodded in acknowledgement and turned to leave, leaving behind his confused and somewhat excited fellow disciples.
   

        Five minutes later, Feis sighed as he watched the door to his office slowly close. Simonni was asking for Yung Quan Fist to reselect a chief for the school, his intentions were quite clear.
   

        Feis had already guessed what Simonni was planning.
   

        "Go ahead, and show your talents and willpower. I don't know who helped you break through to the fighter's realm, and what price you will have to pay. All that doesn't matter as long as you never doubt your choices and live your life to its fullest..."
   

        Feis glanced at the rising sun outside the window with his white hair tousled.
   

        October 4th, 8:20 in the morning, weather, clear.
   

        In the lobby of the Black Pupil Building, all the participants for the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition gathered. As the time drew near, some elders from the second and third floors came down to stretch their bodies and wait for the exchange match.
   

        Among them, a young man dressed in a black trench coat also slowly descended and began to take off his white swan velvet gloves.
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        The elder-level sparring began at half past eight in the morning.
   

        Note that this is just a sparring match and not a full-on fight. It isn't even as intense as the previous Core Wheel Battle and the individual fights. After all, the elders of each school are very powerful. Once they start fighting seriously, they may not be able to stop. Therefore, it's better to keep the atmosphere friendly.
   

        As for the real fights, let the disciples handle them.
   

        On the first floor of the Black Pupil Building, sunlight poured through the tea-colored glass and dropped onto the floor, as if creating golden rectangular patches one after the other.
   

        Sometimes, the mottled shadows of trees would sway gently as they were cast inside.
   

        The audience seats were packed with disciples and instructors from various schools. They were all fixated on Arena No.1, eager to see how these usually low-key elders fight. Even if they do not go all out, it would still be quite a spectacle.
   

        This time, there was no referee for the sparring match nor there were any specific rules. It was simply two elders going up onto the arena and having a go at each other, whenever they felt like it. Or, when an elder issued a challenge.
   

        And the one being challenged would always accept it.
   

        "Parsi, let's see how much you have improved in these four years." An elderly man with completely white eyebrows suddenly issued a challenge.
   

        His gaze fell on a middle-aged man dressed in a black power suit. He had an average face, short hair that looked like steel needles, and emanated a deep and dangerous aura.
   

        "If Elder Obi challenges me, how could I refuse..."
   

        The middle-aged man abruptly stood up, his gaze profound.
   

        From their conversation, it was evident that there was some personal grudge between them, but it wasn't too serious. However, if they were to settle it with a private fight, the feud that wasn't too big to begin with could escalate due to someone getting injured and losing. 
   

        However, this Eastern Exchange Meeting turned out to be the perfect place for this. There were a dozen other fighters keeping an eye out for any unexpected incidents. Coupled with the fact that the final day of the meeting was merely a friendly sparring session, both parties would refrain from going all out in terms of strength as well as temperament. Therefore, this elder-level sparring on the last day of the meeting carried some significance. It sometimes helped resolve conflicts.
   

        "Elder Obi of Red Wrist Fist fighting against Elder Parsi of the Void Sun Sect, this is going to be interesting to watch…"
   

        In the audience seats reserved for elders of each school, an elder commented on the duel, while someone else chimed in with the history of clashes between Obi and Parsi.
   

        On the arena, two silhouettes stood on either side, facing each other. A slow yet significant momentum seemed to rise around them, distorting the air slightly, imbuing onlookers with a sense of pressure.
   

        "This... this seems like the aura of a fighter! Our Gate Master had mentioned it once. It allows pre-emptive strikes within the area of aura coverage - it's a very special kind of Martial Arts sense."
   

        "Our Great Elder once demonstrated this, the first through seventh Core Disciples went against him together, only to be made fools of. No matter what tricky angle they chose, they couldn't even touch a corner of the Great Elder's clothes, instead, they got hit on their mistakes and lost their ability to fight..."
   

        Core Disciples were discussing in low voices.
   

        BOOM! BOOM!
   

        Two thunderous noises erupted from the arena - the result of both men rushing forward from both sides and clashing in the center of the arena - just like an arrow shot at lightning speed. They moved so fast in the air that they left afterimages, leaving fuzzy shadows in the viewers' eyes.
   

        "The fight has begun! But I can't see anything clearly..."
   

        "It's too fast, too fast. It's making my eyes blurry."
   

        Some of the disciples lacking in strength and eye sharpness commented. Most of the Core Disciples, however, watched intently, with their eyes glued to the arena.
   

        Despite the slightly blurring speed, they could see clearly.
   

        The old man with the white eyebrows came from the Red Wrist Fist school. Once he started engaging his full strength, a red mark the thickness of a finger would appear on his elderly wrists. His hands then started to swell rapidly, and the twisted yet powerful muscles would surge with powerful waves of strength.
   

        Every time the old man's hands cut through the air, they made a powerful whooshing sound that was very expressive.
   

        On the other hand, the middle-aged man in the black power suit was from the Void Sun Sect and practiced the Void Sun Fist Seal. Whenever he swayed his body, his tightly-clenched fist would create an illusion of displacement.
   

        It's as if seven or eight fists were stacked together to create overlapping images.
   

        BANG-BANG-BANG-BANG-BANG!
   

        As the Red Wrist Fist clashed against the Void Sun Fist Seal, the surface of the arena echoed with crackling sounds of impacts. These were the sounds of fists hitting each other. Because their movements were too fast and their rhythm too rapid, it sounded like bursts of firecrackers. Both men were experienced fighters. Sometimes they exchanged powerful blows, testing each other's speed and strength. Sometimes they countered tricky moves, showcasing their control over their power. Sometimes they defended while attacking, demonstrating their ability to seize opportunities and find each other's weaknesses during a fight.
   

        It wasn't just boxing, there was a large portion of elbow strikes, kicks, and body movements. They moved at high speeds on the arena, their shoes scraping against the rubber floor, leaving black traces behind.
   

        Fighter was a realm of its own. The speed of their moves was far beyond a boxing practitioner. In just one second, they probably mustered seven or eight blows, striking as fast as lightning. Therefore, even though the fight lasted only half a minute, both of them might have exchanged hundreds of blows. This was a pure contest of physical strength and skills.
   

        Neither participant used any secret techniques or exerted their Qi.
   

        On the arena, two black whirlwinds irregularly bounced around like lightning amidst dark clouds. Occasionally, the iron pillars serving as railings would get knocked out, bearing deep footprints.
   

        "Is this what a fighter looks like? Such astonishing destructive power..."
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        "This is just a sparring session. The two elders on top probably didn't even use half their strength..."
   

        "Wow, I can't imagine what a fully unleashed fighter can do. I'd really like to see it... too bad..."
   

        "See for yourself! Witnessing a fight to the death between fighters is suicide, ordinary people can't even handle the aftermath! If you see a fighter going all out, run for your life!"
   

        "..."
   

        The audience seats were buzzing with astonishment.
   

        Boom! A loud noise suddenly came from the arena.
   

        Two figures flew out from the center, spun two or three times in the air, and landed firmly. Their vision cleared again.
   

        They revealed two slightly disheveled men on the arena.
   

        One had a black shoe print on his belly, the other had a fist print on his chest. It was a hard collision, with no clear winner.
   

        "In these four years, your progress has been significant. Without using Qi and secret techniques, you are almost on par with me..."
   

        The right hand of the elderly man with white eyebrows trembled slightly at his side.
   

        "The Red Wrist Fist is indeed formidable, I have learned a lot."
   

        The middle-aged man wiped away a trace of blood from the corner of his mouth.
   

        Whiz!
   

        Suddenly, a figure leaped onto the arena from below.
   

        It was Ugo, the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist. He intended to play the role of referee this final day of the exchange meeting, not to adjudicate who won or lost, but to stop the fight from escalating.
   

        Now that the two people on the arena had finished sparring, someone needed to ease the atmosphere, allowing both sides to step down in the aftermath of the fight.
   

        After some sighing and boasting, Ugo sent away the two elders from the Red Wrist Fist and Void Sun Fist Seal. He stood at one corner of the arena, looking in the direction of the school elders in the audience seats, waiting for the sparring to continue.
   

        Unexpectedly, a clear and powerful voice came from the disciple audience: "Gate Master Ugo, I wonder if I qualify to participate in the sparring amongst the elders on the final day of the exchange meeting?"
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Unforeseen waves arose, as a headstrong momentum billowed out.
   

        The young man at the center of the commotion, handsome with piercing eyes like a sword, walked step by step from the passage, his hair tousled and flying.
   

        It was Simonni -- Thunder Dog Simonni!
   

        Simonni was not wearing the combat uniform of Yunquan Fist, but a simple trench coat. The hem fluttered like gloomy clouds.
   

        "You... You are a fighter!!!"
   

        On the arena, Ugo's pupils contracted sharply. As a fellow fighter, he could easily sense the aura emanating from Simonni. Although still inexperienced, there was no mistake – it was the aura befitting a fighter. That aura was exclusive to fighters!
   

        "Simonni has broken through to the realm of a fighter?!"
   

        "He has crossed the threshold of the martial artist!"
   

        "..."
   

        The audience seats erupted in surprise, including the elders of various schools who were murmuring among themselves. Gazes flickered towards Simonni, filled with admiration, appreciation, shock, and envy.
   

        He was so young, and had already reached the realm of a fighter.
   

        His potential was indeed limitless.
   

        In the crowd, two pairs of complicated eyes fixed on Simonni's upright silhouette. One belonged to Moon Fist Shark, the other to Dead Soul Sword Suede. From this moment on, the reputation of the East's Three Stars fell short, as Simonni became the number one amongst the young generation!
   

        The gap was widening, almost to an irreparable extent.
   

        A fighter, a title that even Shark and Suede dared not claim for sure they would reach. Yet Simonni had done so, setting foot on the highest level.
   

        In the face of Simonni demonstrating the strength of a fighter, the reactions from spectators of various schools were varied. But for Ugo, this was a moment of joy. Wasn't this exactly the sensational news he was hoping for?
   

        A participant in the East's exchange meeting had broken through to the realm of a fighter!
   

        It's an event that people within the Secret Martial Arts World in the east will talk about enthusiastically for the next two or three decades! The Evil Eye Fist was guaranteed to gain fame from this! Once today was over, he would have to get in touch with some media contacts. The news could soon...
   

        With a smile on his face, Ugo was lost in his thoughts.
   

        He looked down at Simonni and met his gaze.
   

        "Of course, you're qualified!"
   

        "You've just broken through to the realm of a fighter. Do you want to spar with so many elder fighters? After all, it's a hard-earned chance to consolidate your realm. So, which elder would you like to challenge?"
   

        Ugo roughly analyzed Simonyi's thoughts.
   

        "I wonder if Gate Master Ugo would be willing to spar with me..."
   

        Simonyi looked up, revealing a smile.
   

        "Challenge me? No problem. But this is a sparring match, we cannot use lethal secret techniques, and it's best not to use Qi, but you can use auxiliary auras..."
   

        Ugo described the consensus, then moved to one side of the arena. Watching Simonyi spring up to the other side below.
   

        "Simonyi wants to challenge the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect! This is getting interesting..."
   

        "Who do you think will win?"
   

        "Nonsense, definitely Gate Master Ugo. How could a newly-promoted fighter compete with an experienced one? There is no comparison..."
   

        "But they can't use lethal secret techniques in sparring."
   

        "Even without lethal secret techniques, Gate Master Ugo's battle experience and physique are certainly stronger than Simonyi's."
   

        The discussion in the audience seats didn't cease.
   

        On the arena, the two had already assumed their stances.
   

        Simonyi stood with his legs apart, sinking his weight downwards, his right arm inclined forward, and his left hand loosely clenched across his chest. His sharp gaze was firmly fixed on his opponent, and his breathing began to grow heavy.
   

        On the other side, Ugo had also assumed the starting stance of the Evil Eye Fist. His fists were clenched, and the veins on the back of his hands twitched.
   

        Whoosh! Swoosh!
   

        The two instantly dashed out, their feet stamping hard on the ground. The entire platform shook and their silhouettes clashed.
   

        Bang!
   

        Simonyi's Tiger Claw shot up from below, tearing through the air with a piercing sound. Ugo's shoulder muscles snapped, and his arm hammered down like a shell.
   

        It collided directly with the palm imprint, creating a loud noise.
   

        Simonyi's palm tingled, but he swiftly spun his body around.
   

        Using the force of his spin, he swung his left arm like a windmill. It was both fast and fierce, making a loud humming noise.
   

        Ugo moved with incredible speed, his gaze sharp and experienced. He evaded the swing by bending low, then lunged.
   

        He took advantage of Simonyi's overexertion and delivered a direct elbow strike. Simonyi blocked with both hands across his chest, but was still knocked back several meters, his feet scraping harshly against the ground.
   

        A very unpleasant and sharp sound of rubber friction rang out.
   

        "You've built up a sturdy foundation in the realm of traditional boxing, stronger than a typical beginner in the world of fighting. But it's only just that, a bit stronger. At the level of a fighter, what truly sets individuals apart is the accumulation of time and battle experience..."
   

        "Watch carefully, let me show you my Evil Eye Fist!"
   

        Ugo delivered a palm strike to Simonyi's chest, forcing him to retreat over a dozen steps. Then his entire body crouched like a spring, legs bent, back arched like a bowstring. His arms were raised flat on both sides, muscles on them bulging and twitching.
   

        "Shah!"
   

        A gleam sparked in Ugo's eyes, and he vanished from his spot instantly. The next second, he appeared in front of Simonyi.
   

        He thrust out his arms, balls of fists and palms or claws interchanging swiftly. The motions were incomparably smooth and flawless, blindingly quick.
   

        The burst of attack combinations unleashed by Ugo instantly enveloped Simonyi, like a black whirlwind. Simonyi struggled to defend, and at least half of the moves landed, causing a series of dull thudding sounds upon contact.
   

        "Can't stand it any longer? Then let's call it a day..."
   

        Just as Ugo sensed the strain on Simonyi and was about to back off.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        A fist came out of nowhere, like an iron bar, and smashed into Ugo's chest.
   

        Ugo's pupils contracted, and while shocked, he felt danger from his left. He rapidly lifted his arms in defense.
   

        Bang! A ruthless kick like a battle axe came from the side.
   

        Ugo felt a numbness in his arm, his feet sliding across the ground. He drifted back over a dozen meters, almost losing his balance.
   

        "You!"
   

        He whipped around, looking back towards Simonyi.
   

        He saw a young man with pitch-black eyes, his face expressionless as he resumed his stance. It was not Yunquan Fist but a new, unfamiliar starting pose for combat.
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        Wooosh wooosh wooosh.....
   

        The air resembled blades, frantically leaking out from the seams of Simonyi's sleeves. He held a pose similar to a bird of prey spreading its wings, arms outstretched, fingers claw-like. Hot, turbulent airflow spewed from his pores.
   

        Bulging under his clothing, his entire figure seemed to inflate, his trench coat rustling.
   

         Black light radiated from Simonyi's pupils, his skeleton rattled, resounding like a series of firecrackers.
   

        "Underestimated him? This explosive momentum isn't weak at all!"
   

        Ugo's brows furrowed. Externally, Simonyi appeared to be using his Qi, but it was not released.
   

        The Qi circulated within his body, it wasn't reaching the point of violating the consensus of sparring. Ugo snorted coldly, and likewise, ran the Evil Eye Fist Qi within his body, his strength filled his limbs instantly.
   

        "Simonyi, having mastered the basic application of Qi shortly after breaking through to be a fighter, you truly have exceptional talent..."
   

        "However, if you want to fight me in hand-to-hand combat, I'm afraid you're still not up to it!" 
   

        No sooner had he spoken than Ugo vanished from his original position. His interaction with Simonyi before was done without much effort. More so, it was the perspective of guiding a junior. But now, Simonyi seemed to have become more interesting.
   

        His interest had been piqued completely, he began taking the challenge seriously.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The moment he vanished from his position, a silhouette appeared before Simonyi. Ugo's foot blasted off the arena; his silhouette surged, his fists struck like meteors. Because of the speed, a hasty white line split in the air from his fists as if it was a tail flame.
   

        "Screech!"
   

        A flash of an high-pitched bird of prey's screech -0 a weird sound emitted by the fist tearing through the air. Simonyi stood his ground against the attack, meeting Ugo's blasting fist with a punch!
   

        Bang!
   

        The entire Alloy Arena shook violently, the airflow becoming chaotic.
   

        Ugo's Evil Eye Fist and Simonyi's Red Vulture Fist struck hard against each other, their forces colliding fiercely. Then the shadows of the fists flashed, turning into a series of hard-hitting blows.
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        The sound of flesh colliding with flesh echoed throughout the arena, the frequency quick and brutal, sounding almost like a barrage of artillery. 
   

        The spectators under the arena tried to capture the motions of the two combatants, but the high-speed movement of Ugo and Simonyi made this impossible. Only the first core of a school like the East Nine Gates could catch a glimpse of one or two fleeting shadows with their sharp eyesight. Obviously, both sides were getting serious.
   

        Smack!
   

        Palms collided, separating upon touch. Ugo's feet slid along the ground, forming a long black scratch mark. Simonyi staggered backwards, only stopping when his heel hit a metal guardrail, letting out a sigh of relief.
   

         With this separation, the spectators could finally see the two's conditions. Neither had been injured, but the sleeves of Simonyi and Ugo's upper arms were completely shattered in the duel, exploding into fragments. Their muscular arms, full of bulging veins, were exposed, their skin flushed.
   

        "Is this a Rookie Fighter?! Why do I feel that his combat skills are even more practiced than mine, as if every move is a deadly blow." 
   

        Ugo sensed something was wrong. But what he needed most now was to save his own face. Otherwise, if he indeed ended up in a stand-off with Simonyi - where would he put his old face? He didn't want to become the stepping-stone for Simonyi's rise to fame. 
   

        At first, Ugo agreed to Simonyi's sparring request because he was confident in himself. How could Simonyi, who had just become a fighter a few days ago, be his opponent? Under these circumstances, beating the other side was easy. After landing a few punches, he would give some encouragement and advice as a senior - it would be a good tale. 
   

        However, all of these preconditions required Ugo to show a completely effortless demeanor. The spectators beneath the stage needed to see it clearly. Otherwise, it would backfire. It would then become a tale titled with 'The Eastern Prodigy could go toe-to-toe with the Gate Master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect right upon breaking through to become a Fighter'.
   

         "This little brat, just broke through but became so tough..."
   

         A sharp light flashed in Ugo's eyes, and he pushed the secret martial art of the Evil Eye Fist to its extreme, his aura consolidated into a black glow.
   

         He takes a big stride forward, his arms swinging like hammers.
   

         Directly opposite, a figure also plunged in. Simonyi's face was cold, unaffected by Ugo's imposing aura. 
   

        Both of his arms spread out, the arena suddenly boomed. Both collided again, barraging each other with true-hearted blows. The elders and spectators felt a shiver in their eyelids, inexplicably feeling that this went beyond the scope of a spar. However, both sides did not use lethal secret techniques, and remained within a vague definition, continuing to watch.
   

         Whoosh!
   

         The hand made into a knife, clasping the five fingers together, slammed into the fiercely incoming elbow with force. The fabric ripped apart, the afterimage shifting. Simonyi seized the opportunity to take the initiative, swinging his arms forward and backward like two javelins, rudely breaking Ugo's arm barrier in front of his chest, going straight to his chest!
   

        "Kid, you!"
   

         Ugo was somewhat outraged by his embarrassment. Simonyi's continuous strikes were connected perfectly, and he seemed to be attacking him too fiercely! He had to protect himself with only his physique and technique, and felt somewhat inadequate against Simonyi! 
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        In the heat of the moment, Ugo let out his Qi, resulting in the full power of Evil Eye Fist exploding. A deep black steam roared as it burst out.
   

        It spread out like an exploding firework, creating a starlit sky filled with black luminescence. With a closer look, at the top of the sky, a gigantic eye seemed to open and shut.
   

        An oppressive force started bearing down on Simonyi.
   

        To everyone's surprise, Simonyi remained unmoved, stubbornly throwing a punch as if he was an obstinate young man!
   

        Ugo was completely infuriated. His intention of releasing his Qi was not to counterattack, but to suppress Simonyi, forcing him to stop. By releasing his Qi, Ugo had actually violated the mutual understanding of the arena, indirectly conceding defeat. But he did it this way to appear less humiliated.
   

        Moreover, this act demonstrated his profound strength, indicating that it wasn't that he couldn't defeat Simonyi; instead, it was the restrictive rules of the arena holding him back.
   

        This way, at least his defeat would not seem overly embarrassing.
   

        However, to his surprise, Simonyi persisted, seeming inclined to take things to the bitter end. He had absolutely no sense of propriety!
   

        Ugo, who initially had a good impression of this eastern three-star, now held strong resentment. Angered, he decided to teach him a lesson. With a jolt of his Qi, the gigantic black pupil descending from above swiftly aligned with his right shoulder blade.
   

        His entire arm suddenly turned a thick black, with what looked like an illusory eye opening at the center of his palm.
   

        "Simonyi, you must not overstep!"
   

        Ugo thundered a palm strike with a lethal force. The surrounding air exploded with a frantic sound.
   

        "Ugo!"
   

        From the audience seats belonging to various sect elders, several silhouettes abruptly flew out, sweeping swiftly towards the first arena.
   

        But, from another side, there was a silhouette that was even faster!
   

        Though appearing further away, the figure was actually closing in with speed. It looked like a frenzied fiery red meteor descending rapidly.
   

        Crrrash!!!
   

        The fierce expression on Ugo's face suddenly froze as the front of his chest burst open, sending him flying out like a rocket.
   

        As for his arm that was thrown out in attack, it had been twisted into a different form, barely held together by ruptured muscles and broken bones. As for the extraordinary phenomenon of his Qi above his head, it was completely obscured by an even more terrifying scene. A monstrous prehistoric bird with bloody wings, covering the sky, descended, swooping down and swallowing up the evil eye amidst the night sky.
   

        "Ugh!"
   

        Caught in mid-air, Ugo coughed up blood, his physical body and Qi encountering a terrifying double attack in a split second. He didn't have the slightest resistance. The intruder was too fast, his strength too fierce, his Qi too overwhelming. The fear Ugo felt was indescribable!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A silhouette dashed towards him, a rather old man with a long white braid, dressed in a striking Evil Eye Fist combat suit. It was Akide, the Great Elder of the Evil Eye Fist Sect.
   

        A veteran combatant who was even stronger than Ugo.
   

        With a jolt of his entire body, he caught Ugo in his arms. He stumbled a few steps upon landing, managing to resolve the enormous force.
   

        "Ugo!" Akide frowned, noticing Ugo's critical condition. His chest was deeply concave from the punch, and at least three to five ribs were broken.
   

        Also, Ugo's eyes were somewhat unfocused, indicating an injury to his Qi. It had been greatly depleted in a short span.
   

        "Damn it, who are you!"
   

        Akide's face was as black as iron, and his strong Qi set off. He turned abruptly, gazing furiously at the arena.
   

        Just a few steps in front of Simonyi, in the very center of the first arena, a tall man in a billowing trench coat stood tall.
   

        He was handsome, he was robust, his eyes held a cold and dominating aura. Large torrents of blood-red steam erupted from him, casting his eyes in a bloody red. His trench coat, billowing like the cape of a battlefield lieutenant, rose and fell in the sea of blood.
   

        Just at a glance, everyone thought the same: This man was no ordinary person!
   

        Faint-hearted people dared not stare longer, for the domineering presence of the man was enough to destabilize their state of mind.
   

        "Ugo, the current twenty-sixth leader of the Evil Eye Fist Sect. Akide, the twenty-fifth leader of the Evil Eye Fist Sect. Fifty years further back, Justin, the twenty-second leader of the sect. Buck, the twenty-first. It has been passed down generation by generation…"
   

        The man's gaze slowly swept around him, pausing the footsteps of some of the elders who initially wanted to rush up to the arena.
   

        "What do you mean?"
   

        Akide desired to lash out, but the man who suddenly appeared on the arena appeared to be incredibly strong. Even though his words were vaguely ambiguous, they seemed to be connected to the Evil Eye Fist Sect someway.
   

        "What do I mean? Fifty years ago, Windsor County wasn't dominated by the Evil Eye Fist Sect alone. Have you all forgotten the name of the renowned fighter who once echoed throughout the secret martial arts world of the east, Blood Fist Feng Liusi? To be even clearer, you should be familiar with Red Vulture Fist..."
   

        The trench-coated man gradually walked towards the edge of the arena, a suffocating aura of terror radiating from him. The stench of blood in the air swirled and roared like waves relentlessly lashing out in every direction. Those in the audience closer to the first arena felt as if they were in a grim world blood-red from horizon to horizon, finding it almost suffocating from the scent of blood in the air. The surging crimson tidal waves of blood seemed to be ten meters high.
   

        "Red Vulture Fist? Blood Fist Feng Liusi!"
   

        Akide's pupils shrank. He had been a teenager then, just hearing about the notorious Blood Fist! The Gate Master and the Great Elder of the Evil Eye Fist Sect were extremely wary of this, and they dared not easily provoke the Red Vulture Fist despite being only a third-rate sect. It was not until news of the failure of Blood Fist's breakthrough in Death Valley surfaced that the Evil Eye Fist Sect dared to strike secretly against Red Vulture Fist, gradually usurping them by crafty schemes.
   

        Until now, Red Vulture Fist had completely disappeared. The dilapidated dojo was the last trace of it. Moreover, it seemed like the Evil Eye Fist Sect's Youth Training Camp branch would soon establish itself over the Red Vulture Fist's dojo, completely replacing it.
   

        Now, this man was mentioning Red Vulture Fist, and Feng Liusi, the Blood Fist.
   

        Could it be that he was...?!
   

        Thinking of a possibility, Akide exclaimed, "You are a successor of Red Vulture Fist? No, you are a successor of Blood Fist Feng Liusi!"
   

        "Correct." Casio nodded approvingly. A terrifying smile spread across his face: "Allow me to reward you with a move that neither Buck nor Justin have ever withstood—the technique of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist."
   

        "Final Secret Skill, Blood Vulture Beak..."
   

        There was no excitement, no roaring, just a touch of reminiscence. Casio lifted his hands, and it seemed as if he was looking at Feng Liusi, who was laughing wildly in the blood-red swirls.
   

        He was the only fighter Casio truly admired.
   

        Casio could hardly keep up with Blood Fist's tenacity and ambitions!
   

        "What are you doing!" Numerous fighters in the audience surged out, some rushing toward Casio, others toward Akide. They had a vague sense that a feud existed between the two, and they might trigger a battle. Naturally, they wanted to intervene.
   

        Even a dragon would have to bow before a dozen or so fighters in the field.
   

        But Casio didn't care. The moment he lifted his arms, two blood-red waterfalls surged up. Steam swirled and churned, forming a dangerous vortex at his shoulders and above his head.
   

        Feathered wings, resembling both flames and scales, spread out towards the sky.
   

        With his left hand in front and right hand behind, Casio stood firmly with his feet on the ground. The surging red steam fell down like a sheer garb from his head.
   

        His blood-red eyes stared at Akide and another man, along with two other fighters who were going to intervene. His smile was eerie.
   

        "So eager to seek death? Then I'll devour you all!"
   

        "South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Final Secret Skill, Blood Vulture Beak!"
   

        The next second, over a dozen acupuncture points on his chest lit up simultaneously. A high pitched screech of a ferocious bird tore through the air, its cry piercing and sharp, resounding through the metal arena.
   

        A tremendous boom!!!
   

        An incredibly huge head of a fierce bird charged out from the dense fog behind Casio. It was immense, almost twice the size of a train's front. It opened its beaked jaws inch by inch, revealing a terrifying sight. Its eyes, wet with drops of blood-red color, were fierce.
   

        With a fierce high-pitched screech, the gigantic head dived down and collapsed half of the metal arena. It ground forward just like a super heavy tank would.
   

        Those who stand in my way, die!
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        A terrifying aura had already remotely locked onto Akide and Ugo. The sensation bore an eerie resemblance to being singled out by a ferocious beast. A horrifyingly oppressive force and momentum materialized instantly.
   

        Suddenly, the air in the entire Black Pupil Building burst into violent vibrations, while gales pounded against the tea-colored French windows, causing a clanging noise.
   

        The powerful pillar of aura exploded and soared into the sky, causing everyone present to feel a sudden pang in their hearts, as if they had been fiercely squeezed.
   

        "!!!"
   

        The fighters who were originally charging towards the two Evil Eye Fist practitioners were horribly frightened at this moment. He could sense the horrific power of the roar coming his way. He could not withstand it! He couldn't even withstand the aftermath!
   

        Even if four people united in resistance, it would not help!!!
   

        At the critical moment, the man unleashed a powerful overdrafted secret technique due to side effects. He violently stomped his foot into the ground, creating a pit with a diameter of half a meter, while using the recoil to halt his dashing figure. He even forcibly moved backward by a certain distance!
   

        From extreme motion to extreme stillness, and even forcibly reversing his position.
   

        The man evidently suffered internal injuries and coughed up a mouthful of fresh blood. Just then, the beak of the Blood Vulture zoomed past his front like teleportation, causing the blood he spat out to shatter and evaporate.
   

        "Ahh!"
   

        A horrific scream came from his right hand side. It was a fighter elder from the East Nine Gates. He acted a step slower than the man and hesitated for a moment, then the ever-speeding beak of the Blood Vulture slashed past him, crushing half his body. Only his other half remained.
   

        One hand, one leg, and most of his head. The cross-section was a gruesome sight, with a large amount of intestine hanging down in bloody mess. Moreover, a peculiar force invaded, decomposing his muscles, skeleton, and flesh like an electric current.
   

        This elder of the fighters from East Nine Gates was doomed!
   

        "That was close!"
   

        The man let out a stifled breath, feeling an unparalleled sense of relief. If he had hesitated slightly, his fate would not have been much better than the elder, who was left with half a body. Looking at the twitching East Nine Gate elder on the ground, the man could only feel relief for the instinctive reaction he had made earlier.
   

        Actually, it was not that he reacted quickly, it was Casio who deliberately slowed down this killer secret skill. Akide and Ugo were locked by the aura and couldn't escape. He wanted these two to understand the terrifying scene they faced, comprehend how terrifying this move was. Then, struggling for survival, they would expend all their efforts but still die helplessly.
   

        Otherwise, if he directly used this ultimate move, Akide and Ugo would not even feel the pain when they instantly died. That would be too kind to them!
   

        Just as Casio expected, Ugo and Akide were terrified. They instantly exploded with all the Qi and strength of their bodies. A double layer of dense, black night sky formed above their heads, their pupils glared wide-open, exuding a dark light, instantly enveloping their surroundings in darkness!
   

        But, the Blood Vulture's beak still plowed straight in without any change in speed, forcefully opening up a wide path.
   

        Moreover, the monstrous bird's beak grew bigger and bigger, revealing its pitch-black throat, seemingly leading to a hell that decomposes everything!
   

        "He uses his kill move right after meeting up! Gives no room for reprieve!"
   

        Ugo was on the verge of collapsing, and Akide also felt the deadly danger. After their attempts to resist proved fruitless, they wanted to split up and escape. Yet, the Blood Vulture's beak seemed to sense their intentions, its speed suddenly increased, it roared and whistled its way through.
   

        "We'll fight!!! Together!!!"
   

        "Eye of Darkness!"
   

        "Eye of Darkness!"
   

        Akide and Ugo shouted in unison, pushing their Qi to peak at the same time, and using all of their strength to cast two fist prints, one ahead and one behind. They turned completely red due to exerting their limits, their powerful force shattered their combat suits, revealing their robust bodies. And those hugely protruding veins that seemed to be entwined like old tree roots, with hot blood surging through them.
   

        It was the last-ditch struggle of the Evil Eye Fist!
   

        The coming of the double darkness, and from within the shadow, it was as though a one-eyed beast was born, with stout limbs and a burly body. Most of its head was an eyeball, pure black, swallowing all light.
   

        A beast the size of a mammoth, with only one eye, leaped out from the darkness of the ground and roared wildly. Then, it was swallowed whole by the beak of the Blood Vulture, which was the size of a train's head, with a swift gulp.
   

        "Puff!" "Puff!"
   

        Ugo and Akide spat out a mouthful of fresh blood at the same time. Blood vessels spread in their eyes as they looked in terror at the giant bird's head charging towards them.
   

        Have you ever been hit by a high-speed train?
   

        Ugo was experiencing that now. There was a buzzing sound in his brain and everything in front of him turned blank. It was as if his soul had broken free.
   

        Ambition, desire, and emotions were meaningless at this moment.
   

        No matter how scheming you are or how full of ambition, if you have to die, you will have to die. There is no difference from the common people. Death is the fairest thing, it does not change due to status or wealth.
   

        Inside the Black Pupil Building, on the first floor, a massive booming sound shattered large expanses of glass, the entire building structure began to vibrate.
   

        It was as if the building was undergoing a demolition explosion.
   

        Although it wasn't, it was pretty close. The Blood Vulture's beak was twice the size of a train's head, it caused the metal arena to collapse, the passageways squashed, and roared its way through, smashing through three to four solid walls in a row. The Black Pupil Building was pierced straight through by the force.
   

        Its force remained undissipated. Like a long dragon, it wreaked havoc in the city blocks, creating a tunnel over a hundred meters long. All obstacles were crushed and devoured by the bird's beak!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        On the balcony of a building at the edge of a cordoned off street block.
   

        Two men wearing high-ranking police uniforms stared into the distance, their mouths agape, not even noticing the burning ash from their cigarettes falling onto the backs of their hands. What on earth had just burst out?
   

        It seemed to be a terrifying monster, that with its physical body had bulldozed a straight path through the block, splitting it violently into two.
   

        The roar, akin to the cracking of gold, echoed over Mia City for a long time. Was it a bird of prey? No, it was a monster that sounded like a bird of prey!
   

        The sting in Deputy Chief Mark's finger snapped him out of his shock. The cigarette he had been holding had burned down to his skin, causing considerable pain. However, at this moment, his internal shock far exceeded this minor discomfort. The direction the noise had come from was right where the Black Pupil Building was.
   

        Next to him, Chief Ruben took a deep breath and shook his head, "Do you understand now? Mark, this is what I was talking to you about a week ago. However, this time, it seems like the scope that needs cleaning up is a bit large. Prepare yourself. Judging by the looks of it, we will start working by noon." He patted Mark on the shoulder.
   

        Suddenly, the fierce air waves brought on by the horrifying attack came crashing layer upon layer, especially on the rooftops where the airflows were even swifter, with gusts as strong as a category eight or nine wind.
   

        Both Ruben and Mark were so blown about that they could hardly stand.
   

        They could only lean on each other to steady themselves, staggering across the balcony and heading downstairs to announce the follow-up work.
   

        At the same moment, in the Black Pupil Building, various noises were tangled together. The shattering of glass, the scraping of tables and chairs against the floor, people's shouting, gasping, and footsteps.
   

        Although everyone present was not ordinary, they were all practitioners of secret martial arts. But the attack that had just exploded was not from an ordinary master, but a deadly secret skill of a top fighter!
   

        In an instant, all the major schools began to retreat, rushing towards the various exits of the Black Pupil Building. Their speed was not ordinary, considering they were all martial artists with extremely excellent physical quality.
   

        In no time, more than half of the people had run away. Only those of elder level among the major schools stayed on the first floor, confronting danger.
   

        "Ugo, Akide, those two..."
   

        The wind and dust caused by Blood Vulture's mouth were dispersed, revealing two silhouettes. They were indeed Akide and Ugo. Their bodies held the pose of punching, creating a sense of dynamic tension. Yet they seemed to have been immobilized, standing still like statues.
   

        Hu…
   

        A gust of air gently poured in from the hole behind them.
   

        "Whoosh..."
   

        The flesh and blood on Ugo and Akide collapsed like powder, like pink dry sand. The wind blew them away, and they merged directly into the surrounding air.
   

        In their stead, only two white skeletons stood, their pose intact.
   

        They're... They're dead!"
   

        The hearts of the fighters present shook, and a sense of horror inevitably rose in their minds. One hit! Two fighters from the Evil Eye Fist were killed in an instant, one close to being a veteran fighter and the other one a veteran fighter himself. The force was so precise that it left the skeletons intact even after it had killed them.
   

        It was as if a bone-scraping wind had blown away their flesh and blood, leaving Akide and Ugo in a bizarre state of death!
   

        This sight sent a chill down anyone's spine. 
   

        "Hehehe..."
   

        On the marble floor, the fighter from East Nine Gates, whose body was cut in half, finally couldn't hold on any longer and died in pain.
   

        It was as if invisible insects were crazily gnawing at his half-body, eating away most of his remaining physique. This reduced the fighter to just a left arm, half a backbone, and less than half a skull. The rest decomposed into a pool of liquid on the spot.
   

        One hit! Three fighters killed!
   

        Merely coming into contact with the aftermath was enough to kill...
   

        "A top-tier fighter! The ultimate attack of a top-tier fighter!!"
   

        All the fighters present instantly thought of the reason.
   

        In fact, an ordinary top-tier fighter might not even be able to reach this point. Casio, in his prime, with his blood at its peak and possessing top-tier abilities in both his physique and Qi, performed the Blood Vulture Mouth.
   

        It is a striking move reaching the limit of power that a top-tier fighter can muster.
   

        With such a lethal move, it's not surprising that he killed three fighters at once. Of course, this doesn't mean that Casio can simply kill a large number of fighters. The ultimate secret technique, Blood Vulture Mouth, consumes a lot of Qi and spirit and is often only usable once in a single battle. Afterward, the user often falls into a state of weakness.
   

        Of course, the weakening of his Qi doesn't have a serious impact on Casio. He still has a strong physique, and his fighting power remains firmly at the top-tier fighter level. This is the benefit of developing both physique and Qi to its full capability, allowing for stable full force output.
   

        Click, click, click…
   

        Outside the hole at the back of the Black Pupil Building, a series of footsteps gradually approached. In the sunlight, a blond man in a trench coat walked back in, with his hands slowly dripping blood.
   

        Drip, drip, drip…
   

        The drops of blood fall on the marble floor, making a sound.
   

        The environment on the first floor of the building gradually grew silent.
   

        After the initial shock, the fighters of the East Nine Gates regrouped. There were five of them left. Since the Evil Eye Fist was wiped out, and the elders of both the Ringing Water Road and Yun Quan Fist had other matters to attend to, and another elder from the East Nine Gates also died.
   

        So, the five fighters present were from:
   

        Star Ring Fist, Soul-Losing Swordmanship, Red Wrist Fist, Void Sun Sect, and the Heart Tiger Sect. Among them, the elders of Star Ring Fist and Soul-Losing Swordmanship are veteran fighters. The elder of the Heart Tiger Sect, that middle-aged man who narrowly escaped death, is just one step away from being a veteran fighter.
   

        The other two, who once revealed themselves in sparring matches, are ordinary fighters. All five of them stood together.
   

        Energy surged from their bodies, as dazzling as torches in the dark night. The five streams of momentum intertwined and clashed against Casio who was approaching step by step.
   

        This is the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting, a part of the prestige of the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World. Casio outright killed the Evil Eye Fist, who hosted this meeting, in broad daylight! What audacity!
   

        The Evil Eye Fist is one of the East Nine Gates, and Casio's actions are also a direct slap in the face of the East Nine Gates. As the incident happened so suddenly, others didn't have time to gather and prevent this, which resulted in the death of three fighters! And all of them were from the East Nine Gates, which is an unacceptable loss!
   

        Of the five fighters from the East Nine Gates present, there are a total of twelve fighters, still occupying an absolute advantage.
   

        Whoosh~
   

        The wind constantly rushed in from the hole, causing Casio's trench coat to flutter, with his blond hair dancing wildly.
   

        On the other side, the elder of the Star Ring Fist, Aro, was standing in the forefront. His old but sharp eagle-like eyes were locked on Casio.
   

        "Young man, state your name... Disrupting the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition, killing three fighters from East Nine Gates. Even if you are a top-tier fighter, you will face the relentless pursuit of the entire Eastern Secret Martial Arts World!" His voice was hoarse, but his tone was decisivingly firm.
   

        Even if there are so many fighters present, perhaps they can detain the opponent, at a cost. The strongest several schools of East Nine Gates are each held by top-tier fighters. Not to mention anything else, but if the old Gate Masters of the Star Ring Fist and Soul-Losing Swordmanship step out, they would have the combined strength of two top-tier fighters.
   

        Two against one, it's hard for the opponent to survive!
   

        "Haha, the entire Eastern Secret Martial Arts World hunting me down? You ask those elders from the major schools standing behind you how many of them are willing to stand up with you and fight against me?" Casio suddenly laughed. Amos had already been in contact with the elders of the non-East Nine Gates fighters, having long secret conversations with each of them. They have shown the background and promises of the Black Mechanism as an extraordinary power of the federal government. Plus, at the end of the exchange conference, Casio made a strong appearance with the Blood Vulture Mouth. Instantly killing three fighters in a stunning display of the strength of the Magical Golem Sect!
   

        Hardly anyone is still on the side of the East Nine Gates.
   

        Hearing Casio's words, Aro abruptly turned his head around: "Don't listen to his lies, as long as we take action together, then..."Then the other seven fighters who were already a step behind the East Nine Gate fighters collectively took a step back. Their meaning was clear.
   

        Don't think of using us as a shield. If you want to kill, do it yourself!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "You lot!"
   

        Aro's expression changed suddenly, apparently not anticipating such a swift disconnection from the major fighters of the Eastern Alliance. He had thought that while some School Elders might not get involved, there would certainly be Elders from the fighting community who, due to the accumulated prestige of the East Nine Gates, would stand with them. However, the current situation was unexpected.
   

        There was not a single one willing to join them against the enemy.
   

        A sense of unease subtly arose in Aro's heart, but he forcibly suppressed it. The actions of these seven fighters from various schools might influence the situation in the Secret Martial Arts World in the future, with far-reaching effects. But the threat in front of him was more direct and imminent.
   

        The man in the trench-coat on the other side was not concealing his killing intention, which was so thick as if it would solidify into liquid. His eyes were cold, and his pupils were full of malice. It seemed that he was very eager to kill now!
   

        He was a top-level fighter, a young and robust top-level fighter. He killed three opponents instantly with a single deadly move.
   

        However, Aro's people could not retreat, nor show any signs of submissiveness. This was the reputation of the East Nine Gates, this was the prestige of the East Nine Gates. As soon as Casio appeared, he directly took out the Gate Master and Great Elder of the Evil Eye Fist within the East Nine Gates; it was utterly outrageous!
   

        All his actions completely disregarded the East Nine Gates.
   

        This was no longer a challenge or contempt. It was an outright declaration of war! Since it's a war, it could only be fought, with no room for retreat. Especially in front of the Elders from the other factions of the Eastern Alliance, if the East Nine Gates were to back down, their prestige would be shattered.
   

        It could be said that the other party picked a perfect time.
   

        He made a strong appearance on the last day of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting.
   

        It seemed that he had a plan from the start, hoping to use the prestige and fame of the East Nine Gates as a stepping stone to ascend the heights.
   

        What Aro and his people could do next was only to fight! Although the opponent was a top-notch fighter, executing a secret deadly technique once would significantly drain the Qi Spirit. Moreover, releasing such a massive power would also inflict internal injuries on his physique.
   

        In the aftermath of the secret deadly technique, even a top-notch fighter would enter a relatively long period of weakness, and the general fighting power would drop by two or three levels, or even four or five in severe cases. Under these circumstances, the five fighters of the East Nine Gates working together would indeed have a chance to defeat the opponent, and the probability of success was not small either. That's because two out of the five fighters were veteran fighters, and one almost reached the threshold of being a veteran fighter.
   

        So, even though the fighters of other schools in the Eastern Alliance were all standing aloof watching the drama unfold, the five fighters from the East Nine Gates still did not back down.
   

        "Are you a person from the Red Vulture Fist?"
   

        Recalling Ugo's last words before his death, Aro was already somewhat suspicious in his heart. That Red Vulture Fist faction probably used to be rivals with the Evil Eye Fist faction and was just defeated and extinguished. However, a successor unexpectedly emerged now for revenge.
   

        This led to a deep hatred and full-blown killing attempts under everyone's eyes against Ugo and Akide.
   

        Upon calculation, according to the rules of the Secret Martial Arts World,
   

        what he did was reasonable and legitimate with a valid purpose.
   

        However, East Nine Gates didn't care if he respected the rules. Since the establishment of the Eastern Alliance, many rules in the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World were made by the Nine Gates. Even fighters are no exception!
   

        "No, I am not a person from the Red Vulture Fist, but have some association. I come from the Magical Golem Sect, an obscure small school." Casio smiled faintly and said, "However, after today, the Magical Golem Sect should be known to everyone in the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World. Thanks to the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition…"
   

        Aro narrowed his eyes at the mockery in Casio's last sentence.
   

        "The five of you, ready for battle, are planning to besiege me?" Casio swept a cold look at the first floor of the Black Pupil Building and flung off the trench coat he was wearing.
   

        "Since you're eager to try, what are you waiting for? Come on!"
   

        With two crisp sounds, he tore off the long sleeve of his shirt, revealing marble-like perfect bicep muscles with textured lines.
   

        This would facilitate the rotation of joints and muscular force.
   

        "Attack!"
   

        Aro shouted out loud, leaned forward, and stamped hard on the marble ground. Like an afterimage, he flew forward.
   

        At the same time, the other four fighters from the East Nine Gates rushed out, thereby forming four black lines parallel to Aro's black line. Looking down from the ceiling of the first floor, five afterimages can be seen charging towards Casio from various directions.
   

        "Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist!"
   

        Casio shuddered his legs, took up his position, and firmly fixed his entire skeleton together, completely immobilizing himself. Only his arms, like iron bars, stirred the air, with white vortexes appearing around him. There was neither sound nor movement, yet it contained danger.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The first to approach within three meters of Casio was Aro, the Elder of the Star Ring Fist. He compressed his body, sprung forward like a spring, and punched out with added acceleration.
   

        Bang!
   

        A fist pierced the air silently and clashed with the fist Aro swung out.
   

        Swipe!
   

        Overpowered in strength, Aro, despite stamping his shoes hard on the floor, was thrown back several meters.
   

        The fist was aching, and there was a numb feeling in the bones and meridians.
   

        "What a massive strength!" A sense of caution flashed in his eyes.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The other fighters had already joined in the scrum with Casio. This was an ambush, not a duel. When facing a top-level fighter, there is no discussion of martial arts spirit.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 671: 356 Against Five (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        In the midst of the intertwining shadows of fists and legs, Casio had completely entered a state of aloof personality. His eyes were black, cold as if they were a machine. His moves displayed a painstaking precision, not using more or less force than needed. Like a pre-set program, he calculated and locked onto the combat trajectories of all those around him.
   

        Bang! Casio shifted his body to the right, avoiding a whip kick to his left waist. At the same time, his right arm became an elbow, crashing hard against the fist of a fighter on his right. Then he extended both arms and rotated his body to increase the forward momentum. His fist, like a wind fire wheel, collided with a straight punch from behind, causing a thudding noise.
   

        Against four foes, he was surprisingly at ease. His swinging fists blocked all attacks, preventing any harm to his torso.
   

        Thud!
   

        The hand knife sliced through the air, rapidly moving diagonally. It just missed the opponent's blocking gap and firmly struck the chest. The elder of the Red Wrist Fist groaned as he was forced back a dozen steps, barely able to catch his breath.
   

        He held his chest, blood slowly oozing from the corner of his mouth.
   

        The elder took a deep breath and rejoined the battlefield.
   

        Five afterimages circling Casio rapidly spun while launching fists, whiplashes, knee strikes, and elbow strikes in their path.
   

        Even the elder of the Soul-Losing Swordsmanship, a veteran fighter, held a cross longsword in his hand, drawing dangerous arcs in the air and continuously launching tricky slashes towards Casio's vital spots.
   

        As their speed was getting faster and faster, their coordination improved as well.
   

        They seemed to be on the verge of suppressing Casio's momentum.
   

        Clang!
   

        The sharp alloy longsword vibrated rapidly. While Casio's two arms were entangled with two fighters, it slashed against his back. A sound ripped through the air and a giant tear appeared in his tight combat clothes. A trace of blood was faintly seeping out from it.
   

        "What a tough body, it seems like he has worn an alloy armor inside his clothes. My Soul-cutting sword could barely break his defense!"
   

        The elder of the Soul-Losing Swordsmanship warned, as he exerted force on his arm to withdraw his sword, another sword light flashed in the air.
   

        This time, his attack was futile as Casio dodged it.
   

        Once again, the battle became deadlocked, but overall, the East Nine Gates seemed to have the upper hand. Casio seemed really exhausted. His fists hitting the five fighters only caused moderate injuries instead of overwhelming damage.
   

        At the corner of the first floor of the Black Pupil Building, seven fighters from other schools of the Eastern Alliance were watching the battle. Seeing that Casio appeared to be on the losing side, some of them started to regret. It seemed that the top fighter had indeed fallen into a state of weakness after releasing his secret killing technique.
   

        If things continued this way, he was likely to lose to the East Nine Gates.
   

        If he lost and the East Nine Gates won, would they cause trouble for those of them who were watching from the sidelines? It was very likely...
   

        If only they had sided with the East Nine Gates in the beginning.
   

        Looking at the current situation, it seemed that adding another one or two fighters would give a decisive advantage and directly defeat the Magical Golem Sect Master.
   

        On the other side, unlike those seven fighters, Simonyi, upon observing the current situation, did not sway in his judgment.
   

        Having achieved the realm of a fighter, his vision had improved. He vaguely realized that the Magical Golem Sect Master seemed to be practicing in the fight. From beginning to end, he was only using one boxing method. His other Red Vulture Fist technique, and his terrifying physique weren't even utilized.
   

        Simonyi had secretly watched the battle between the Magical Golem Sect Master and the Eye Demon. What left the deepest impression on him about Casio was his monster-like physical body and his terrifying power. His punch was so terrifying that even the Eye Demon, also a top fighter, avoided its edge and did not dare to collide with it head-on.
   

        In addition to defense, the Eye Demon's Swordsmanship secret skill, Abyssal Annihilation, was directly withstood by the Magical Golem Sect Master!
   

        How utterly terrifying was such a physique?
   

        At this point, in the chaotic battlefield up ahead, the Magical Golem Sect Master was still maintaining his normal size, showing no intention of unleashing the dominance of his physical power. Instead, he was simply competing in skill with the other five fighters using another exquisite boxing technique.
   

        Yet, even as such, even with the Magical Golem Sect Master deliberately foregoing his strongest attribute, the five fighters of the East Nine Gates still found it hard to defeat him. The gap was just too great.
   

        Simonyi knew all this in his heart and quietly shook his head.
   

        It seemed he was mourning the inevitable fate of those five men from the East Nine Gates.
   

        Bang Bang Bang Bang Bang!
   

        Like firecrackers, a series of explosions echoed from the center of the battlefield.
   

        The silhouette of a figure and ten shadowy beings divided directly.
   

        Casio stood in the middle, his clothes tattered, obviously torn in the fierce battle. A powerful body was faintly visible within the gaps of the fabric, radiating a rock-like white color.
   

        From various directions around him, five shadows stood, locked in place. Some were pale-faced, some had trembling fingers, clearly all had sustained some injuries. However, all five radiated confidence.
   

        Alone, Casio was no match for their combined strength.
   

        "Rock white tight soft armor?" The Elder of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship squinted his eyes. His left arm swing across the front, a cross longsword perched in his elbow, the sword's tip aimed directly at Casio. Everyone's attack had proven to be effective. Despite Casio's armor protection, the blade of the elder's sword had still drawn blood.
   

        "Wait, that doesn't seem to be soft armor! That is..."
   

        The elder's eyes widened in shock, his previously smug demeanor disappeared:" It seems to be the skin!!"
   

        "He didn't wear armor, he took my sword secret technique with his bare body!" 
   

        "Impossible!"
   

        His mind was horrified, interrupted by the shouts of other elders.
   

        "Don't let him catch his breath, go together!"
   

        Suddenly, the four figures once again rushed forward in fury. The elder of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship was a bit distracted, thus slower to react than the others.
   

        Not far away, Casio, despite his tattered clothing, seemed calm. He pointed two fingers to an acupuncture point on his chest, remarking, "Indeed a boxing method created of natural combat. The greater the pressure, the faster the progress, the stronger the force."
   

        Hiss... hiss...
   

        The two acupuncture points were connected, a large amount of echo strength surged in. He was able to push the boxing method to its limit in this situation of encirclement.
   

        Of course, Casio's goals were not only these. He also wanted to be familiar with the boxing traits and flaws of the major schools under the East Nine Gates. 
   

        To know yourself and your enemy is to win every battle.
   

        He lifted his head and glanced at the five figures rushing towards him. His eyes were indifferent, his palms came together in front of him with a bang. The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist had another name, Casio called it the Southern Dipper Explosion Fist.
   

        In the series of collisions just now, these five people's bodies had already been filled with ample echo strength. Although some had been resisted and drained by qi, the remaining echo strength was enough to leave a deep impression on them.
   

        "Echo strength, explode!"
   

        Sudden bursts of blood exploded from the bodies of the five who were charging towards him, as if there were tiny bombs buried beneath their skin.
   

        When the time came, they exploded abruptly, tearing apart flesh and blood.
   

        Boom boom boom... crackling... Ahhh!
   

        All five fighters were thrown out. Some were rolling on the ground, some were on their knees, some were constantly vomiting blood. The ground was ringed with blood stains, the result of the explosion's shockwaves.
   

        "What kind of boxing is this? I've never seen such an aggressive special force!" a fighter whose chest was bloody and blurred spoke. He glanced around, some of his companions were severely wounded, some were close to being heavily injured. The situation wasn't good.
   

        "To be able to put pressure on me under the state of Sonic Serpent Fist, you five are quite good," Casio commented, his mouth slightly curled into a cruel smile, obviously in a good mood.
   

        He walked step by step, the cloth on his body was blown and torn apart by his swelling muscles. The dense black meridians were like thin snakes crawling all over his body, and his rock-white muscles looked like heavy metal armor. His height gradually increased from 1.85 meters to 2.1 meters.
   

        With each breath, the air flow reversed, forming a white spiral vortex around his nose and mouth. His enormous body heat slightly warmed the surrounding air, as though an ancient giant beast had descended.
   

        The wound caused by the elder of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship was on his back, a tiny seam barely half a finger long. A casual glance might miss it. But now, as Casio's body recovered, that small seam was instantly healed.
   

        Boom boom boom boom...
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        "To go one against five, exchanging hundreds of moves, and emerge without a scratch! His physique... is the most formidable of all the fighters I've ever seen in my life!" muttered an elder in the crowd watching from afar, his eyes filled with an unmistakable shock.
   

        The others also wore similar expressions, their faces mostly full of astonishment. They had thought that the Gate Master of the Magical Golem Sect would fall into a weakened state after unleashing his deadly secret skill, suppressed by the five fighters of the East Nine Gates. Yet, the situation turned around in an instant, making what the crowd saw as an intense battle seem like a mere warm-up to the Gate Master.
   

        He has been at ease from the beginning without going all out. The combat scene just now, to put it nicely, was the gate master of the Magical Golem Sect deliberately restraining his strength and honing his boxing skills. Put it in a harsher way, it's fooling around, playing with the five from the East Nine Gates like a cat playing with a mouse.
   

        Having had enough fun, he could effortlessly break the toy into pieces. The whole situation was entirely under his control.
   

        The primary reason was his overly formidable physique, capable of steadfastly withstanding the burst of secret techniques of a fighter-class and even enduring the Cross Sword of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship elder. Consequently, the gate master of the Magical Golem has a high tolerance in any battle, superior survivability, something most fighters cannot achieve.
   

        Fighters were generally high in attack but low in defense, with the terrifying destructiveness of Qi combined with secret techniques far surpassing physique. Therefore, if the five fighters from East Nine Gates were attacking any top-notch fighter, that top-notch fighter would still have to dodge and evade. Because both sides can break each other's defenses.
   

        A top-notch fighter facing a full-force kill from an average fighter would still be seriously injured. Unless they rely on superior Qi boxing skills to offset the forces or evade. Accordingly, if the Magical Golem Gate Master were not the target of the attack from the five of East Nine Gates, but another top-notch fighter, that fighter would find it very difficult. This was the source of the five's confidence.
   

        Unfortunately, Casio did not fall behind in both Qi and physique and boosted them to a formidable realm. After opening the Gate of Physique, he could match a top-notch fighter with just the power of his flesh.
   

        Blocking one or two small weapons is simply more than enough.
   

        Only an opponent of the same level can break his defense.
   

        So, Casio was simply a low-level assassin. Unless he stood still without defending even vital points, full-strength shots from the five would have a chance of killing Casio.
   

        Black Pupil Building, first floor, outside the hall.
   

        Five elders of the East Nine Gates, each with some injury, were already exerting their secret method, forcefully suppressing their discomfort, and barely regaining their combat effectiveness.
   

        Directly opposite, that burly and muscular figure had already started sprinting, faster with each step, giving a feeling of being unstoppable, as if anyone who tried to confront him would crash and break.
   

        Aro, the Elder of the Star Ring Fist, drew in a breath of bloody air through his nostrils, extending his limbs to instantly form a combat posture. He had already used a burst secret technique, and his entire body stood upright and robust. His withered muscles had once again become full and strong, his limbs flexible and powerful. His pupils were sharp like an eagle's.
   

        "Roy, I'll block the first wave, and you aim for his vitals with a full-force slash! Everyone else, flank and harass!" Aro instantly made a judgment and spoke to Elder Roy who was beside him.
   

        "Got it!" Roy squinted.
   

        This emergency plan was simple, but the roles were clear, and it was feasible. Aro was the only one among the five who could exchange a few punches with Casio, while Roy, armed with a sharp weapon, had the highest burst and attack power.
   

        To defeat Casio, they would have to rely on these two.
   

        "Charge!" Aro yelled out, and the five rushed out together.
   

        Directly opposite, a figure was already crushing everything in its path like a tank. The cold eyes stared at Aro, and from a distance, a brutal, violent, and strong aura charged straight at them.
   

        It was like the gaping maw of a giant beast, roaring.
   

        Casio strode forward like a meteor, leaving deep footprints on the marble ground with every step. He could feel the calculations of the opposite side, but he didn't care. The surging power filled his fists, and dared anyone to experience it.
   

        Bang!
   

        For the final acceleration, he crushed the thick bricks under his step.
   

        Casio's massive body squeezed the air and forcibly punched a way through. His eyes seemed to harbor flickering flames as he looked down on his opponent. Facing the incoming Aro, he struck out with a punch!
   

        Bang!!!
   

        A burst of sound and air exploded together, Elder Aro, now transformed into a muscular man of a meter and ninety, shook. His coat burst open in an instant, ripped into pieces by the surging power.
   

        The next second, he was sent flying, trailing a straight line in midair. Parallel to the ground, he flew out like a missile, crashing through the door with a bang.
   

        Block the first wave of attacks? You can't even block the first punch!
   

        "Red Wrist Fist, Scarlet Ring!"
   

        "Void Sun Fist Seal, Phantom Demon Palm!"
   

        "Heart Tiger Sect, Biting Claw!!!"
   

        From both sides, the three fighter elders of East Nine Gate launched their attacks. They were casting their respective school's combat secret techniques as soon as they made their move.
   

        They made their moves before Aro was sent flying. Unexpectedly, Casio's final acceleration was too fast. He directly punched Aro and sent him flying before the attack of the three could arrive. They were a step too slow.
   

        The elder with the Red Wrist Fist leaped, and more than half of his forearm turned reddish-brown, especially the fists which were such a deep red they looked like they might start bleeding. The middle-aged man of the Void Sun Sect was even faster, his outstretched palm forming a blurry group of overlapping shadows.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The Elder of the Heart Tiger Sect leaped like a fierce tiger pouncing on its prey in a mountain stream, his clawed hands rapidly ripping through the air.
   

        Three attacks, three secret techniques, three styles of boxing.
   

        From different angles, left and right, they simultaneously blasted onto Casio.
   

        Thump! Bang! Sizzle!
   

        Fists, palm prints, and claw shadows all hit that robust body. The formidable spirit and powerful force they carried also brutally poured in, bringing a terrifying momentum that threatened to tear him to pieces.
   

        In response, the iron tower-like sturdy body staggered forward four or five steps, each step crushing the hard floor tiles beneath him. Casio turned around, only to see the three of them charging towards him again.
   

        His face wore an expression of slight annoyance.
   

        These three people, while their attacks didn't hurt him much, were like flies buzzing around him, rather annoying.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The Elder of the Heart Tiger Sect suddenly appeared next to Casio, his arm spread out, his claws pressing against Casio's shoulders and elbows, seemingly trying to apply joint techniques!
   

        The Heart Tiger Sect wasn't always an Eastern native faction, but rather came from overseas, migrating to the Hong Li Federation a hundred years ago. This made their techniques completely different from those of the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World, creating an entirely unique set of skills. Especially their joint grip skills, extraordinarily fierce. If given the opportunity, they could even overcome stronger opponents and disable them completely. It's a fairly powerful school.
   

        The man's hands, acting like a strangling cord, directly locked Casio's two joint locations, constructing a simple scaffold with his own hand bones. This increased his power, like a lever's principle.
   

        "Quickly attack his right side! His left arm is held by me..."
   

        The Elder of the Heart Tiger Sect suddenly exerted his strength, his arms twisted like chains. The bursting strength was so resilient, it could crush steel. However, he found himself locked and Casio's left arm stood firm, unmoved.
   

        Exerting strength again, to no avail. Once more, snap!
   

        This time it was useful, only it wasn't Casio's bones that broke, but the Elder of the Heart Tiger Sect's. Because of overexertion, his right arm fractured, hurt by his own joint technique.
   

        "Hey, are you here to give me a massage?"
   

        A deep rumbling voice came from above, and Casio ward off the two elders of the Void Sun Sect and Red Wrist Fist single-handedly, as if he was free to act now. He glanced at the Elder of the Heart Tiger Sect who tried to use a joint technique on him with a mocking expression.
   

        He wasn't afraid of the man's joint techniques, because their arm strength couldn't compare to his. Casio's arm was now thicker than a regular person's thigh.
   

        A muscle density five times that of a normal fighter!
   

        What does that mean? The bones of a normal fighter might not be as hard as Casio's muscles. His whole arm at the moment was like a solid alloy leg bone. Did the Elder of the Heart Tiger Sect really think his small arms and small legs could compete with his using joint techniques? That was simply courting death!
   

        Since the opponent rushed in, Casio naturally had a somewhat ferocious smile. He grabbed the man's arms backhandedly and brutally exerted strength in his horrified eyes. The two darkish arms were brutally snipped off like steel columns, turning the Elder of the Heart Tiger Sect's arms into blood red twisted doughnuts.
   

        Zing!
   

        Suddenly, a sword light flashed from behind, finding the most appropriate opportunity to cut towards the back of Casio's neck.
   

        The Elder of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship finally made his move, he had been accumulating his strength and waiting for the right moment until now. His spirit burned furiously, concentrated into a single point, then burst forth like a compressed bomb, pouring into this single sword stroke.
   

        "The only chance!"
   

        The airborne sword master vigorously swung his longsword.
   

        Clang!!!!!!!!!!
   

        The massive fist came across like a meteor, just as a swinging hammer, delivering an irresistible force that slammed into the sword.
   

        The Elder of Soul-Losing Swordmanship felt his head buzz, blood splattering from his hand, from his arms to his shoulders-numb and in pain. For a moment he couldn't grip the longsword in his hand, which was casually seized by the enemy.
   

        He spat out a mouthful of blood in astonishment, staggering back. Looking up, he found Casio holding his beloved cross longsword of over twenty years, wearing a twisted smile. Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang! The continuous metal beating sounds echoed, as if this place was a blacksmith's shop. The Elder of Soul-Losing Swordmanship watched helplessly as Casio treated his fist as a hammer, repeatedly pounding the cross longsword until it bent from the tip.
   

        The tough alloy sword curled up, finally turning into a spring sword with only the hilt intact. This scene happened ten meters away. The elder of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship was numb and powerless, watching hopelessly as Casio dishonored his beloved sword in such a nefarious manner! It was more agonizing than killing him!
   

        Ding!
   

        The wrecked Cross Sword was casually thrown to the ground by Casio.
   

        The elder from the Soul-Losing Swordmanship's eyes were as red as a ghost, his heavy breaths like a panting cow. The look he gave Casio was as if Casio had killed his wife. No, even more serious.
   

        "You actually destroyed the slashing sword that has accompanied me for twenty years!"
   

        "I will kill you and tear you to pieces!"
   

        He charged forward like a madman. As a master of the sword, he had no sword in his hand and still charged towards Casio. As expected, he was kicked away by Casio.
   

        After kicking him, Casio shook his head and reviewed.
   

        "You're too unstable and impulsive. This accompanying sword is only twenty years old and you went crazy. I know another guy whose accompanying sword has been with him for three to four decades and it's a special battle secret treasure. He didn't go crazy when I took it. It is the gap in your realms."
   

        Yes, even the demon did not go so far when someone took the great beauty that had accompanied them for half a lifetime. You can't stand having your little family jade, which is barely above average, taken away after just twenty years?
   

        No wonder others are top fighters and you're just a veteran. You're far behind in terms of tolerance and capacity. That's how Casio thinks. But in fact, the demon was almost spitting up blood in anger. He was just too shocked and surprised at the time, and the next second he was teleported away. That's why he didn't go insane in front of Casio and show his ugly side.
   

        "Retreat!"
   

        Taking advantage of Casio dealing with the elder of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship, the old man of the Red Wrist Fist and the middle-aged man of the Void Sun Sect had already fled in a wild run, wanting to escape. The gap was too big, big enough to make resistance almost impossible.
   

        Two silhouettes flew past quickly, crossing half of the hall in an instant. They wanted to leave from the back door of the Black Pupil Building. Casio was at the front door. They could never make it past him.
   

        Swish!
   

        A figure suddenly appeared in the path ahead.
   

        It was Simonyi, who had been watching the battle for a long time. He burst out of the shadows, trying to prevent the two from leaving. Because the old man of the Red Wrist Fist was closer, Simonyi attacked him first.
   

        The old man cursed under his breath, tried to rapidly increase his strength, and fend off Simonyi. Although he had been severely injured by the Echo Strength, his power was still in serious decline.
   

        After a few exchanges, he was actually caught by Simonyi.
   

        On the other side, the middle-aged man of the Void Sun Sect decisively abandoned his teammate.
   

        After all, he and the old man of the Red Wrist Fist had some disputes. They only teamed up to fight because they were pressured by a strong enemy.
   

        Now escaping, of course, it's every man for himself when disaster strikes.
   

        With a contraction and relaxation of the powerful leg muscles, the middle-aged man rushed out, turning into an afterimage heading for the back door of the building.
   

        He didn't feel anyone chasing him from behind and was overjoyed.
   

        The next second, with a bang, the middle-aged man's face hit a thick and hard wall, almost breaking his nose. He looked up in stars, it was not a wall, but the robust chest muscles of Casio.
   

        With his back to the sun, he stood at the back door, his wild and tumbling blond hair framing his handsome and deep face, exuding a lion-like aura. The sun shone obliquely on his shoulders.
   

        "Get back!"
   

        A kick was delivered, and the middle-aged man's abdomen was hit. He was kicked up into the air like a cloud, his spine arching up like a lobster, forming a less than sign bent at the break.
   

        Whizz! Bang bang bang... Whoosh~
   

        The man knocked down a bunch of things in a row, including the barricade seats in the audience. Finally, he hung on the metal net of the second arena, limbless like a boneless body, his limbs hanging down limply.
   

        He rocked back and forth, as if he was swinging in a swing.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        From the end of Casio's warm-up to the defeat of all five fighters from the East Nine Gates, less than a minute had passed.
   

        The previous suppression was nothing more than an illusion. The situation changed in the blink of an eye. The arrogant instantly became prisoners at the bottom rung. The five from the East Nine Gates suffered a miserable defeat.
   

        On the first floor of the Black Pupil Building, the Eastern Alliance observers in the corner were dumbfounded. Especially the school elders who were regretful after seeing Casio at a disadvantage, they were secretly terrified. If they had really stepped up, they probably wouldn't be much better off than the five lying crumpled on the ground ahead. They had still underestimated the powerful strength of the Demon Idol Sect's gate master.
   

        Some school elders even began to doubt that Casio was a top fighter, but had reached the limit of a fighter.
   

        He might have touched the legendary Sacred Fist.
   

        The reason is Casio's defeat of the five from the East Nine Gates was too easy, too effortless. His powerful physique, comparable to the fighting power of top fighters, demonstrated an impressive performance.
   

        The scene of a group of people attacking Casio, like confronting a final boss, and Casio retaliating effortlessly, easily throwing them out, was shocking. Then swatting fighters aside as if swatting flies.
   

        For a time, Casio left a deep impression on the seven fighters of different schools in the Eastern Alliance. He established a formidable and domineering image of the Demon Idol Sect's gate master, evoking fear in their hearts.
   

        This man was definitely not to be challenged.
   

        Moreover, the impression of the Demon Idol Sect suddenly emerging and daring to oppose the East Nine Gates was also deeply rooted in people's hearts. After all, as soon as the Demon Idol Sect's gate master appeared, he unleashed a terrifying move that directly annihilated two from the Evil Eye Fist, indirectly causing the death of another, and severely injured the five remaining fighters from the East Nine Gates, leaving them unconscious.
   

        The Demon Idol Sect had absolutely no fear towards the East Nine Gates. The Demon Idol Sect's gate master, with his strong fighting power alone, was an outstanding pillar of strength.
   

        There was also Simon, the core of Yunquan Fist, who broke through to the realm of top fighter at the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting.
   

        The fact that he was secretly part of the Demon Idol Sect further demonstrated their strength. After all, it would be extremely difficult to entice someone from Yunquan Fist, the first-rate school from the East Nine Gates. This would require a huge allure and the capacity to challenge Yunquan Fist.
   

        In addition, Amos, the steward of the Black Mechanism, had numerous conversations with the elders of various schools in the Eastern Alliance. This clearly showed the stance of the Hong Li Federation's government, which was evidently backing the Demon Idol Sect, and encouraging a direct confrontation between the Demon Idol Sect's gate master and the East Nine Gates at the Arena.
   

        Top martial strength was present in Casio, the gate master of the Demon Idol Sect.
   

        They had the allure.
   

        Capable of causing Simon, the core of Yunquan Fist, to defect.
   

        They also had the resource background.
   

        Representing the federal government of the Hong Li Federation, the Black Mechanism.
   

        They held the fame.
   

        Having made a splash at the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition, this topic would be brought up in the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World for a month or two.
   

        The Demon Idol Sect, which was originally an elusive ship, unexpectedly appeared to be gradually assembling into a major battleship.
   

        Confronting the battle fleet represented by the East Nine Gates from afar.
   

        This was good news for other schools in the Eastern Alliance. The monopoly of the East Nine Gates for half a century had oppressed the living space of common schools and the overall decline of the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        Other schools in the Eastern Alliance were not developing well.
   

        However, now, a force has appeared in the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World intending to challenge the hegemonic position of the East Nine Gates. As the two sides confront each other, the situation for common schools will improve considerably, offering them some choices at least.
   

        Well, it should be that they felt they had choices.
   

        In the Black Pupil Building, all fighters of the East Nine Gates had already been defeated. Simon blocked an elderly man from Red Wrist Fist and they began to fight. After Casio kicked a fighter from the Void Sun Sect, he just watched the battle on the side without intervening.
   

        Although he didn't get involved, his quiet presence alone exerted on others a feeling of incredible pressure and danger.
   

        It's as if a ferocious tiger was getting ready to pounce.
   

        The elderly man from the Red Wrist Fist was terrified. His whole body was already chilled to its core. But he had no choice but to fight Simon.
   

        Because Simon also understood, this was the Demon Idol Sect master giving him a chance to have a one-on-one battle. There was nothing better than having a heavily injured fighter as an opponent.
   

        After all, Casio was watching from the side, providing reassurance.
   

        Simon slowly displayed his talent and foundation, his fighting style becoming more and more aggressive. On the other hand, because he was constantly watched by Casio, the Red Wrist Fist elder was distracted. His moves were restrained. Sometimes he clearly had opportunities to wound Simon seriously, but he was too scared to make a move due to the icy gaze behind him. He had to abandon plans at the last moment.
   

        One became more and more fluent in his fight, while the other became more and more frustrated.
   

        The Red Wrist Fist elder, a fighter with extensive battle experience, was actually suppressed by Simon, who had only broken through to the fighter realm not long ago. This fight, which was so frustrating for the Red Wrist Fist elder that he almost vomited blood, lasted for about five to six minutes until he could no longer suppress his injuries, started coughing up blood, and fainted.
   

        On the other hand, Simon gained a lot. Not only did he initially adapt and master the fighter's power realm and combat style, he also gained a certain level of confidence. If this continued, it wouldn't be long before Casio would have another capable lieutenant.
   

        A fighter, in any situation, could serve as an independent general. Casio was strong, but he couldn't always fight alone. It was necessary to cultivate forces and subordinates to some extent in order to nourish oneself.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        That's why he helped Simonyi with patience.
   

        Under the fragments of sunlight, Casio stroked his chin, recalling the face of despair and collapse on the elder of the Red Wrist Fist just before he fainted.
   

        He suddenly felt as though he had inadvertently humiliated someone.
   

        The Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition concluded completely in the morning. However, not with a perfect ending, but an unexpected shock. A school known as the Magical Golem Sect emerged, completely disrupting the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition.
   

        The Evil Eye Fist, the hosts, suffered the most.
   

        Both their fighters died within the sect. They died before nearly a thousand pairs of eyes.
   

        The powerful Golem Sect Master, the terrifying Blood Vulture Beak, the shocking scene of the competition day was firmly imprinted in people's minds. It spread widely as the major sects disbanded and returned.
   

        They were all discussing this arrogant top-ranked fighter.
   

        Golem Gate Master, Blood Fist, Avenger, Mighty Body. These are nicknames that have appeared in the circulation of fame. The first two are easy to understand. The third and second are similar, as it's said that the Golem Gate Master is a second-generation disciple of Blood Fist Feng Liusi fifty years ago, also known as the second Blood Fist. He exterminated the Evil Eye Fist, memoriaizing the extinction of the Red Vulture Fist. The last nickname was spread by the seven elders of the Eastern Federation. It's about Casio's terrifying physique.
   

        He withstood the siege of five people like an unshakeable mountain.
   

        Between his palms, he crushed the attackers with pure force.
   

        In short, the events of the last day of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition were completely spread, and the competition was ended hastily.
   

        The Evil Eye Fist was destroyed, permanently eliminating one of the East Nine Gates.
   

        Simonyi rebelled, and the senior level of Yun Quan Fist was helpless and furious.
   

        Five fighters from the East Nine Gates were severely injured and captured, now in the hands of the Golem Gate. Casio, representing the Black Mechanism, was in contact with the East Nine Gates for negotiations, planning to gain some benefits and buy some time.
   

        Some of the other factions in the Eastern Federation were anxious, and some were eager to move. Some factions that had been tamed by the East Nine Gates issued a joint statement with the East Nine Gates condemning the Golem Gate, calling for the entire Eastern Secret Martial Arts World to unite and annihilate the Golem Gate. More factions remained silent. Some might maintain a neutral attitude, while others might have secretly contacted the Golem Gate early.
   

        In addition to the major sects, there are many master-apprentice inheritances in the Secret Martial Arts World, or those who have been fortunate to have unexpected encounters.
   

        They are not considered sects. Some open martial arts halls, some live like ascetics, and some rely on martial arts for assassination or protection. These people are not few in number, but they are not as cohesive as other sects and have a low presence.
   

        In the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World, they have no right to speak, and they are at a level lower than the major sects of the Eastern Federation. The Golem Gate values these people and proactively extends an olive branch. In only half a month, many talented and special people have come to pledge allegiance. The empty Golem Gate is slowly beginning to be constructed.
   

        October 18th, clear weather, a pleasant day.
   

        Windsor County, urban area, Black Pupil Building, top floor.
   

        A tall figure sat cross-legged by the floor-to-ceiling window. Underneath was a soft black mat, and tea was placed next to it on the tea table.
   

        The sunlight passed through the glass, bringing a warm feeling. It cast on the silhouette's shoulder, outlining a broad and solid contour. The rock-white body appeared even thicker and stronger.
   

        Casio slowly opened his eyes, exhaling a long breath. Every day after practice, he would feel refreshed.
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture Fist: 14+2=16
   

        Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist: 13+2+1=16
   

        The two Southern Dipper boxing techniques have come to 16 acupuncture points, and both Deathfang Power and Echo Strength have improved. Battle is the best cultivation.
   

        Besides these, the development of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art and the evolution and transformation of his physical body were still progressing tirelessly day and night.
   

        The development of the Magical Golem Sect had fallen into place with the help of the Black Mechanism. The East Nine Gates were temporarily restrained due to their captured elder and had not taken action against the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Currently, Casio had his focus on three aspects.
   

        Firstly.
   

        The two Legendary Antiques; a gun and a mask. These are related to the use of the Retrospective Ability which he must thoroughly explore. He had ordered someone to investigate it, and he had even contacted Treasure Hunters through Uncle Yun to investigate the origins of these two antiques. With Uncle Yun's assistance, information was being quickly gathered. It would be completed in approximately a week.
   

        Once Casio gathered enough intelligence, he would not hesitate to perform retrospections. He needed time to grow stronger, at the very least to be strong enough not to fear the Organization. Casio was a very insecure person, to seek the stability that would comfort him, he had to constantly pursue power.
   

        Secondly.
   

        The changes in the Black Rain Villa. According to Simonyi's information from half a month ago, the Black Rain Villa was about to rejuvenate after a long period of recuperation, and this strange entity was making a comeback.
   

        This would bring new changes to the eastern situation.
   

        Moreover, the intelligence divulged by the Eye Demon vaguely confirmed one thing. There was a piece of the Gate present inside the Black Rain Villa.
   

        So, the Organization would prepare for a major battle.
   

        Casio had once experienced the Black Rain Villa firsthand during the Era of Retrospection, and he had his own thoughts about it. The Secret Soul power beneath the Baptism Church, the foundation of that meteorite moment...
   

        There were undoubtedly many secrets and unknowns in the Black Rain Villa. Even if the Organization wasn't involved, Casio would still probe into it. If the Organization was involved, he would definitely try. Additionally, the Black Rain Villa was also involved with the New Humans. What would the group of New Humans, the descendants of Eerie Night Guest, do when the villa revived? He felt that he could activate the few chess pieces he had left behind among the New Humans, changing the situation before the revival of the villa.
   

        Thirdly.
   

        Hunting the dark creatures. Casio had been continuously collecting and looking for traces of dark creatures in the Eastern Federation, and this had produced some results.
   

        The intelligence came from the surveillance of the Black Mechanism, the exploration of the Shadow Demon, and the information from the subdued Shadowless Organization. Although the channels were diverse, they were not very significant when added together. The main reason was that the dark creatures were incredibly elusive, able to hide among humans. Casio was somewhat hopeless about this. The Black Rain Villa was more effective, like it had a radar, capable of locating a large number of dark creatures. Then it would assign tasks to the Eerie Night Guest, hunting the dark creatures and extracting the Black Essence.
   

        Sometimes, he would think how wonderful it would be if he could control the Black Rain Villa. At that time, the dark creatures would have nowhere to hide, completely exposing themselves within Casio's field of view.
   

        He badly needed dark creatures. Whether it was the Life Vibration Energy required for the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art or the Disaster Essence needed to brew Blood of Spirit through Wisdom Runes, all of it could be obtained from dark creatures. For Casio, they were a valuable resource.
   

        Dark creatures could prey on humans, and Casio could prey on dark creatures. It was fair, all in all, both were ways for one to become stronger.
   

        Speaking of Wisdom Runes, Casio felt there was a bit of a problem. But because the conditions for using Wisdom Runes were not met yet, he didn't know what the problem was. He only knew that after extracting Blood of Spirit nine times and creating the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, the overall color of the Wisdom Runes had become somewhat dim.
   

        It looked as if it had been overdrawn in a short period.
   

        Returning to the real world, the Wisdom Runes should refresh once. But Casio had an inexplicable bad feeling.
   

        But he decided to wait until the Disaster Essence had filled up again.
   

        However, no matter what, the ability of the Wisdom Runes to store Disaster Essence still existed. Casio could use this to review the Devil's Book, acquiring critical secret information. As long as this point existed, the Wisdom Runes would still serve a significant purpose.
   

        Casio was on the top floor of the Black Pupil Building, seated on a sofa bathed in sunlight.
   

        With thoughts racing in his mind, Casio, who had been resting for half a month, was deep in thought, preparing to go outside and exercise his muscles.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Three days later, on the twenty-first of October.
   

        East Sea County, East Sea City, it is now the morning, a white fog diffuses, covering the city streets. As the morning sun gradually rises, the fog becomes a thin layer.
   

        At the dock, the surface of the water glistens with golden light, the cries of seabirds circling in the sky are crisp. With a toot, a steel ship blows its whistle, like a gigantic beast heading out to sea. Workers begin to busy themselves, in and out of the metallic sheds and warehouses around the dock, continuously moving heavy cargo.
   

        Further afield, the residential buildings appear and disappear like building blocks. They are in sync with the dense ships at the harbor.
   

        At the southern end of the residential area, there lies a coastal mountain range, the level of development is not very high. Only occasionally on some flat terrains, there are railways built upon them, or villass and manors of rich people.
   

        This place can also be loosely referred to as the suburbs of East Sea City.
   

        Half a kilometer to the left of a main highway, covered by greenery. A large warehouse is constructed here, with a set of associated buildings at the back, it seems to be some sort of manor base. The location is hidden and difficult to explore without careful attention.
   

        Vroom...
   

        A black sedan glides along the road, entering the set of buildings on the right. It slowly comes to a stop in an open area.
   

        The car door clicks open, a man steps out from the back seat. He is tall and muscular with broad, elongated limbs. His black trench coat, draped over his shoulders, gives off a cold and stern aura.
   

        Just as he steps out of the car, two men in tight-fitting combat uniforms greet him, their attitudes exceptionally respectful. One leads the way, the other speaks to the man in the trench coat, seemingly reporting the recent situation of the base.
   

        The three of them, two behind one, gradually reach the front of the building.
   

        It is a large rectangular warehouse.
   

        The morning sun slants upon the roof, casting a metallic sheen. The shadow casts over an open area in front.
   

        The footsteps gradually approach and the warehouse door is forcefully pushed open.
   

        Inside is darkness, shadows seem to turn into dense black fog, floating and rippling in the air. The light passing through the entrance could only illuminate a distance of five or six meters.
   

        Further ahead is pitch black, the view is unclear.
   

        Suddenly, one of the combat personnel next to the man in the trench coat, takes a large step forward and claps loudly. "Clap! Clap! Clap!" Immediately, a pair of floating blood-red eyes light up in the dark.
   

        Violent, bloodthirsty, and filled with the scent of blood, the pupils conveyed such horrifying emotions. They were like a pack of wolves hunting in the dark, yearning for juicy prey, ready to quicken their teeth in blood.
   

        The hundreds of pairs of eyes combined in the warehouse creates a sense of oppression and shock, giving the feeling of being targeted by a violent beast. Even for the two combat personnel who were part of them, they felt their scalps prickle in fear, as if their hearts were being entwined by a huge hand.
   

        On the contrary, the man in the trench coat didn't seem panicked at all. Faced with the bloody aura rushing towards him, the corners of his mouth gradually rose.
   

        Revealing a somewhat inexplicably wicked smile.
   

        "Stand up and let me see you all."
   

        The muffled voice echoed, the tone seemed to be giving an order.
   

        Swish swish swish!
   

        The sound of fabric rubbing against each other suddenly rang out in the warehouse.
   

        At the same time, the lights were turned on.
   

        In front of them, were hundreds of combat personnel wearing tight black clothing. Crowds upon crowds of people.
   

        They moved uniformly, well-trained. They possessed a ruthless aura different from ordinary people, somewhat like killers.
   

        The man in the trench coat gave them a cold glance and spoke again.
   

        "Show me your claws and tusks!"
   

        As his words fell, the shadows of all the combatants present began to strangely writhe. Like a pool of mud, or a cloud of mist. They grew upward like vines, twisting and coiling together, and finally turning into a humanoid black creature.
   

        The arms were stretched and extended, standing straight, yet the ends could reach halfway down the calves. The sharp claws seemed like daggers, flashing a shallow black metallic luster.
   

        This was the Shadowy Demon! A kind of dark parasite!
   

        Now, they stood behind all the combatants present like alter egos. Motionless, wooden, and silent, like a puppet that only obeys commands.
   

        "Operate your Hands of Black Evil..."
   

        Click click click!
   

        All the Shadowy Demons inside the warehouse opened their claws, revealing the life energy vortexes in their palms. It was a martial art power that was incompatible with the dark creatures, yet at this moment it was eerily integrated into them.
   

        Seeing this, Casio finally nodded.
   

        The process of replicating his reflection cultivation of the Shadow Demon on the Shadowless Organization had preliminarily succeeded. His demon seed was injected into every member of the Shadowless Organization, and a micro demon idol aura was emitted when cultivating the breathing method, deliberately guiding the assimilation of the Shadow Demon's life field. Then, the life vibration energy was used as a lubricant and energy source, entering the Shadow Demon's body with the demon idol's Qi. The host manipulated the Shadow Demon by stimulating the Demon seed.
   

        In addition, the Shadow Demon, as a dark creature, could also cultivate the special ancient martial art, the Hand of Black Evil, to enhance its strength.
   

        These were some of Casio's ingenious ideas put into practice.
   

        The only drawback is that it consumes a bit of life vibration energy.
   

        It was only after repeated entanglements with the Black Mechanism that he procured a large amount of lower-level life vibration energy. Because of this matter, Amos had been giving Casio the cold shoulder recently.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        However, it's all worth it.
   

        Casio has summoned yet another Shadow Demon troop, the majority of which are at the Claw Level, but there is also a small portion at the Red Eye Level.
   

        They may prove to be markedly effective in dealing with dark creatures.
   

        The aura from one creature of a kind is most sensitive to another of the same kind.
   

        Just like how Casio, being infested by a Shadow Demon, has become particularly sensitive to the aura of dark creatures. The same logic applies now.
   

        The soldiers of the Shadow Demon troop have better abilities to detect and track dark creatures, which is very helpful once the general area has been determined. To hunt dark creatures with dark creatures, Casio sees this as a stroke of genius.
   

        He's generally very satisfied, except for two flaws. Firstly, the Shadow Demon troops consume too much vibration energy of life, although they are all low-level and useless for Casio, the sheer number is overwhelming. To control a Shadow Demon, life vibration energy is needed as the source of power. However, this is some necessary initial investment. When the Shadow Demon troops are truly operational.
   

        They can hunt and capture dark creatures on their own, obtaining life vibration energy, and possibly even have a surplus. This can form a cycle of sustainable development. Even as the cultivation of the Hand of Darkness deepens, the Shadow Demon troops control stronger Shadow Demons, and the quality and quantity of dark creatures captured increase, becoming more efficient. This provides Casio with a large amount of life vibration energy that he himself can't ignore.
   

        Secondly, there is the issue of controlling the Shadow Demon troop's manipulation distance. The distance at which these fighters can control the Shadow Demons is not limitless.
   

        Once they exceed a certain range, the Shadow Demons might become motionless like a disconnected link, thereby losing their ability to fight. Therefore, it's not good news that the physical bodies of the Shadow Demon troop's fighters need to maintain an appropriate distance from the Shadow Demons.
   

        However, there is a solution to this. The muscular assassins from the Black Spade organization can act as close bodyguards. They are capable of flexibly using powerful firearms, explosives, and close combat arts to protect the physical bodies of the Shadow Demon troop's fighters. This wouldn't be a problem at all.
   

        At noon, Casio had lunch at this combat base, in the cafeteria. The menu was packed with meat dishes, which some fighters seemed to struggle with.
   

        It's not that they don't like meat, but that they are tired of it. The cultivation of the Hand of Darkness is best conducted with vibrant beasts and anomalous creatures, with humans coming second, and typical livestock third. If they want to cultivate the Hand of Darkness, they have to buy a lot of live animals as tools for sucking vitality.
   

        After the livestock dies, it can't go to waste. Although it can be sold to the meat factories in the city, some of it can also be left to prepare dishes. Therefore, the members of the Shadowless organization have been oil-mouthed everyday for a period of time. Initially, they enjoyed the indulgence and it seemed quite fortunate. But as time went on, they started to feel nauseous and wanted to throw up at the sight of it, yet they had to eat it anyways.
   

        Upon learning of this, Casio promptly exchanged a few words as a representative of the Shadowless organization's members with those in charge. Essentially, the organization is not short of money, so it's pretty important to frequently change the menu.
   

        At the same time, in Northern Flow City, at the headquarters of the Black Spade organization.
   

        In the center of various buildings, there is a wide training arena. At the entrance, a sturdy man about 1.8 meters tall strides briskly through the corridor. He is wearing a black uniform which is bulging with his inflated muscles, creating quite an oppressive sight. When the sturdy man walks into the training arena, the clanging sound of metal shelves, the thudding sound of punching sandbags, and the friction of shoes against the marble floor, combined with the scorching air filled with the stench of sweat, come rushing at him.
   

        Looking around, this place is exactly like a huge gym, complete with all kinds of modern equipment, and ancient equipment for secret martial arts training. Over a hundred well-built men are sweating profusely, adopting boxing postures and continuously throwing punches at the sandbag in front of them.
   

        This makes the human-sized heavy bag swing in long arches, causing the metal frames attached to the walls to sway unsteadily. To the left, there is a sudden bang.
   

        A giant man over 1.9 meters tall accidentally burst a sandbag with a punch. The black iron sand inside pours out and scatters across the floor. Some men around whistle in admiration, while others mockingly joke.
   

        "A sandbag made out of Sanka wild bull skin has been busted..."
   

        "Savage Bull, you've burst another sandbag, White bird had just warned you last time, and now you can't control your strength again. The punishment this time might not be like the last time, just an 80-kilometer sprint and 1,500 squats. Maybe White bird will drag you to the alloy training room to act as a sandbag!"
   

        "Hahaha..."
   

        The giant man known as Savage Bull blushed, and stubbornly replied, "It's not like I wanted to burst it, it's definitely because the person who used this sandbag yesterday punched too hard! As for the alloy training room? Am I, Savage Bull, afraid of that? At worst, it's just..."
   

        With a creak, the door at the end of the corridor in the distance was pushed open.
   

        A burly man with a bare upper body slightly lowered his neck, and had to lower his head to walk out from the training room. He was two meters tall, and his trapezoidal shoulders were like a city wall. His muscles were like stacked rocks, showing a bodybuilder-like physique.
   

        "Hey, look, White bird is out. Savage Bull, do you dare to say it to White bird's face?" A group of instigators stirred up some trouble from the side.
   

        However, the boisterous Savage Bull suddenly seemed to lose heart, like a deflated leather ball. His eyes darted this way and that, and his towering figure, nearly 1.9 meters tall, seemed to shrink and dodge to the side. He was like a dejected, victimized buffoon.
   

        Over in the distance, White Bird paid no heed to him but instead brought a messenger who had trotted over all the way into the training room and shut the door.
   

        Five minutes later, the messenger finished the report.
   

        White Bird's eyes began to brighten, and he exhaled heavily through his nostrils, "Finally, there's something to do, killing those so-called creatures of the darkness? What a precious opportunity to test the progress our Black Spade organization has made! The only pity is that we're not acting alone; we need to cooperate with the Shadow Demon Troop." He shook his head in a tinge of regret.
   

        "It doesn't matter. Once the battle begins, Lord Casio will naturally see which side has played the larger role!"
   

        "I have faith in you, brothers!"
   

        "What do you say?"
   

        White Bird looked around at the senior level of the "A" Black Spade organization.
   

        Off to the left, a burly man in workout shorts cracks an easy grin. Casually, he sets down the 500-kilogram barbell he'd been supporting with one hand, which still thuds on the ground. His name is Red Fang.
   

        On the right-hand side, an old man with white hair busts a metal pole support with a punch. Turning his head, he reveals a formidable physique that completely contradicts his ancient face. His eight-pack abs form two square grids, and perspiration trails down the crevices of his muscles.
   

        He is the gentleman.
   

        In the corner, a woman is doing handstand push-ups, and what's different is that her feet are supporting a half-ton barbell.
   

        Her arms flow up and down for five to six rounds, the muscles of her back and shoulders smoothly contouring. She possesses a great sense of strength.
   

        She is Purple.
   

        Further along the edge, two more men bare their upper bodies as they spar. Fists fall against muscled bodies, thump-thumping and making reddening marks. Sweat flies in watery mist.
   

        Their names are Rich Young and The Professor.
   

        As White Bird posed his question, all the senior-level people pause and stare this way one by one. Their pupils burn like flames.
   

        "Of course!" ×n
   

        Two days pass by. It's October 23rd, night-time.
   

        North Flow Country, Northern Flow City, a guild hall on the outskirt of the urban area.
   

        Streetlights dimly glow, shadows in the street. Two teams, front and back, stand still attired in grey and black combat uniforms respectively.
   

        The ones in grey are all muscular men, faces aglow with barely suppressed excitement. Their burly bodies disappear into the shadows.
   

        Those in the black combat suits seem more like assassins, their aura deadly cold and numb. A barely perceptible shadow follows closely behind each one.
   

        "Hunt, crush, capture!"
   

        "Let's begin as soon as possible..."
   

        "We can't wait any longer!"
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        At the scene, the Black Spade "A" Organization had a total of twenty people, with the Shadowless Organization having ten, respectively. When the operation began, the Black Spade "A" Organization needed to leave ten people to guard the Shadowless Organization itself. The remaining ten were to fight alongside the ten Shadow Demons under control. This arrangement was relatively safe, given that the organizations were still adjusting. Maybe once they got more accustomed, they would figure out a more efficient way to allocate resources.
   

        A group of thirty people constituted a standard hunting team.
   

        More than twenty such hunting teams were scattered throughout the eastern part of the Federation. In total, they were over six hundred strong and spread across six counties, with at least a hundred members in each county. They weren't ordinary gunners or assassins. Over the past few months, both the Black Spade "A" Organization and Shadowless Organization had gleaned plenty of information about dark creatures via the intelligence provided by the Black Mechanism. Furthermore, under Casio's planning, members of both organizations had made considerable progress in their strength.
   

        First was the Black Spade "A" Organization. The changes brought about by the demon seed over the past month had already become quite significant, which could be proven by their increased muscular physique. In addition to this, the Demon Blood Combat Technique created by Casio also brought about unique changes to the Black Spade "A" Organization. It was a Basic Combat Art, and also a Burst secret technique. It was very extreme compared to the norm.
   

        Strength! The Demon Blood Combat Technique only amplified physical strength!
   

        There were four stages in total, involving all four limbs of the body. Left arm, right arm, left leg, right leg respectively. There was no specific cultivation order, but the changes were caused by the number of limbs.
   

        This was a combat technique integrated from the essence of the 3D diagram of the circulatory system affected by demon blood, the Virtual meridians of the Southern Dipper Fist, and the realm of secret martial art boxing techniques. It was based on accelerating blood flow in three spots via three different nodes. Generally speaking, its goal was to refine the blood vessels and meridians in the limbs until they could be fully controlled.
   

        Successful cultivation of a single limb allowed blood to accelerate through the blood vessels and meridians, resulting in a burst of power.
   

        First stage of the Demon Blood Combat Technique – refine a single limb.
   

        For instance, if the right arm is refined, you could overdraw and burst, allowing the strength to instantly reach twice its original capacity!
   

        Second stage: refinement of two limbs.
   

        Both of the two refined limbs could burst, allowing each limb's strength to reach thrice its original capacity in combat.
   

        In summary, anyone who could cultivate the Demon Blood Combat Technique to its highest, fourth stage, would be able to exert explosive power through all the limbs of their body, each one reaching five times its original power!
   

        Additionally, one needed to note this - although the Demon Blood Combat Technique only improved strength, physical strength was always related to speed.
   

        If someone refines both legs, the instantaneous burst of power would also lead to an explosive increase in speed. One complemented the other.
   

        This was the secret technique that Casio came up with to cultivate members of the Black Spade "A" Organization. It was basically made for them. The cultivation of the Demon Blood Combat Technique brought quick and impressive results but came with enormous side effects, putting a severe strain on the body.
   

        Those with thin arms and legs could not use it more than a few times - they would end up with broken meridians, dissolved muscles, shattered skeletons, and die on the spot. Only these stout men, who had been injected with the demon seed, and whose bodies had gone through Heteromorphism, were capable of withstanding frequent bouts of such explosive bursts. Of course, this was not a permanent solution.
   

        In Casio's vision, the Demon Blood Combat Technique was only the first step in preparation for a higher path. Following further research, a secret martial art could be created based on the structure of the Demon Blood Combat Technique, raising the upper limit.
   

        Aside from the Black Spade "A" Organization, the Shadowless Organization also had something to consider. Though they weren't overly strong at the moment and the Black Magic Hand had only just begun cultivation, if they managed to capture dark creatures and use these heterogeneous beings to practice the Black Magic Hand,
   

        The progress of the Black Magic Hand secret martial art would flourish dramatically.
   

        Because the vitality of such creatures would have the best effect on the Black Magic Hand - possibly a single creature equivalent to the effect of dozens or even hundreds of humans.
   

        Once this hunting mechanism was in a positive cycle, the overall power of the Shadowless Organization would increase at a flying pace. The only cost was the vitality of the puppet Shadow Demons - it was perfect.
   

        What they needed was a bottle of lubricating oil to get the mechanism working. And tonight, the first opportunity had arrived!
   

        Internal intelligence of the organization showed that the Golden Coral Club in the South District of Northern Flow City was a secret base of the dark creature, Dead Blood. Unlike ordinary dark creatures, Dead Blood was quite organized and had formed an organization called the Blood Spirit Association. This was the force behind the Sand Dust Organization, which often opposed the Black Spade "A" Organization.
   

        Casio had killed a vice president of the Blood Spirit Association.
   

        However, the Blood Spirit Association still had a president and vice president, at least two Indestructible-class Dead Bloods. Moreover, no one knew how much the Dead Blood – being the local snakehead of North Flow Country – had developed in these fifty years. Were there any new Indestructibles in the making?
   

        Therefore, the operations in North Flow Country were led by Casio personally.
   

        He was using his forces to squeeze the living space of the Blood Spirit Association and force their president and vice president to appear. And once such Indestructible-class Dead Bloods emerged, Casio would personally intervene in his own hunting operation. Humans eat bread and drink milk. Dark creatures eat humans. He eats dark creatures, which seemed quite reasonable.
   

        The moonlight was thin, and the shadows of the trees were mottled and shimmering. The branches rustled in the evening wind. Withered, yellow leaves swept across the street, crushed into pieces by a black fighting boot, turning into dust and blending into the wind.
   

        Clip-clop... clip-clop...
   

        A series of swift and powerful footsteps were getting closer and closer.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 679: 360 Five-fold Strength Enhancement (4200)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Golden Coral Club, this is a hunting base of the Blood Spirit Association in the city by the East Sea. The Dead Bloods mingle in human society, hunting and devouring life; this place serves as a rest and digestion point for them. There are several other similar bases in the city by the East Sea, so the number of constant Blood Spirit Association members in each club is not many. There could be as few as single digits or a dozen Dead Bloods, or as many as thirty or forty.
   

        Tonight, there are twenty-one Dead Bloods at the Golden Coral Club.
   

        Fifteen are in the process of digesting and sleeping, while six are tasked with patrolling and guarding the club. Two on the door, two patrolling inside, two handling daily affairs. In the normal course of events, there would be no such thing as a patrol and guard duty - at most one Dead Blood would watch the door while the majority of them would be asleep.
   

        After all, who would attack dark creatures?
   

        It was their job to hunt humans!
   

        However, the event that took place in Fengnan City over a month ago alerted the Blood Spirit Association. A vice-chairman had disappeared.
   

        During this period, the Blood Spirit Association attempted to investigate and research the Black Spade "A" organization, but, as luck would have it, some of their senior members were sleeping, and others had temporarily disappeared. The Blood Spirit Association had received some intelligence, but they did not dare to act rashly for the time being. After all, even vice-chairman Adam had fallen prey, so they could only wait for a senior member who could take command.
   

        Now, instead of waiting for their senior members, they were being besieged by the Black Spade "A" and the Shadowless Men who were from the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        "Who's there!!!"
   

        At the Golden Coral Club, in front of the cast-iron gate, two members of the Blood Spirit Association suddenly turn around, looking coldly towards the darkness ahead.
   

        Click-click-click...…Click-click-click...
   

        Twenty strong figures suddenly emerge from the shadows.
   

        Ten of them on the left are all muscular men, whose vital energy is robust and vigorous. Their black tight combat uniforms outline their sturdy figures.
   

        The ten on the right seem to be of the same kind! They are like numb war machines, emitting black smoke all over their bodies, with blur silhouettes.
   

        Shadowed figures are slender, and in their pupils, there is a scarlet sense of hunger.
   

        "Kill their bodies! Don't destroy the core! Again, the common weaknesses are the heart and skull, the stronger ones' weakness is the skull!" The captain of the muscular squad speaks loudly.
   

        "Yes!!!" "Understood!!!"
   

        The other nine men roared, then pounced like a herd of beasts. Their footsteps pounded on the ground, causing a thumping sound.
   

        The two Blood Spirit Association members guarding the door were taken aback.
   

        Just forming weapons with the blood on their hands, they were surrounded by a group of muscular men. They waved their blood weapons ruthlessly, drawing a red radian in the air, trying to drive back their opponents.
   

        Bang-bang-bang! Bang-bang-bang!
   

        One powerful fist after another came over, colliding with the blood-red weapons in mid-air, rubbing out golden sparks. The members of the Black Spade "A" organization were not wearing tactical gloves, but alloy fist guards under the leather, with conical blunt spikes on the surface.
   

        They directly punched over one by one, shattering the blood weapons of the Blood Spirit Association members with sheer brute force.
   

        As the two tried to resist, four muscular men had already squeezed over, their muscular arms reaching out. By using joint techniques, they seized the arms of the two, thus immobilizing them on the spot.
   

        Then, two more muscular men took out two specially made shotguns from behind. In the terrified eyes of the Blood Spirit Association members, they pointed the black hole muzzles, even bigger than eye sockets, directly at their chests. With a bang, the bullets pierced through their bodies.
   

        This kind of high-powered shotgun shooting at such a close range, even if the Dead Blood's heart was protected by a bone plate, it would still be penetrated and shattered.
   

        With two thumps, members of the Blood Spirit Association fell to the ground, filled with hatred.
   

        But, the captain of the muscular squad took out a bottle, thinner than a little finger, from his bosom, and poured the liquid inside onto the bodies.
   

        This was a characteristic liquid soaked in the aura of the Demon Idol. It can effectively restrain the Dead Blood core from escaping from the shell of the corpse.
   

        Although the Dead Blood's core is very weak after leaving the host and can't move far, it would be troublesome to find it afterward, so it's better to deal with it now.
   

        "Move!"
   

        The ten members of the Black Spade "A" organization did not hesitate and headed directly towards the tall iron gate not far away. After a few bangs, the door of the Golden Coral Club was physically opened, and a group of muscular men rushed in with excitement.
   

        In contrast to the Black Spade "A" who dallied for a while at the door.
   

        The Shadowless Men acted more quickly, with ten Shadow Demons leaping up at a corner of the wall, easily jumping over the three-meter high enclosure wall.
   

        Then, as soon as they landed, they melted into the darkness like a pool of ink, moving rapidly through the shadows of the Golden Coral Club.
   

        Inside the club, there were occasional streetlights illuminating, leaving bright gaps between the shadows of each building. Thus, one could sometimes see a streak of black shadow leaping from one shadow, swimming into the shadow of another building like a fish.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh!
   

        In the depths of the clubhouse, the Blood Spirit Association members who were originally sleeping were awakened by the gunfire. They streamed out of the buildings, converging towards the gate.
   

        Their arms were stained with blood as if a red trace was climbing upwards, forming tattoos like the root system of a tree.
   

        This was the energy of the Dead Blood's blood, which could transform into various weapons. Their hardness and sharpness far exceeded those of ordinary weapons.
   

        Moreover, if one was injured by these weapons of blood, the wound would bleed severely and be hard to stop.
   

        "Who dares to fire a gun in the Golden Coral Club, seeking death!"
   

        "Bloody hell, woke me up! I'm going to suck him dry of his flesh and blood, so he begs for life and yearns for death!"
   

        "What misfortune, another gang firefight?"
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        Five or six members of the Blood Spirit Association strode forward like meteors, grumbling loudly as they hurried towards the entrance.
   

        Their recently awakened dull nerves failed to perceive the abnormality in their surroundings until it was too late. From the shadows along both sides of the street, emanated a series of slender dark shadows, ten in total, their blackened claws shimmering with a metallic sheen.
   

        The Shadow Demons charged at them at an astonishing speed, their claws whipping through the air, creating a mesh of claw shadows that enveloped an enormous area.
   

        The members of the Blood Spirit Association were severely wounded upon contact, claws tearing deep into flesh and scraping away large chunks of it. Some unlucky ones had their entire arms severed and torn into shreds in an instant.
   

        "Counterattack!"
   

        Although they did not know why they were being attacked by the dark creatures known as Shadow Demons, the situation dictated that their only option was to fight. Wielding blades made of their own blood, they struck back at speeds and with powers far surpassing those of normal humans, quickly scoring impressive victories.
   

        One of the Shadow Demons got too close, and half of its body was torn apart.
   

        The other Shadow Demons were also injured.
   

        But the seemingly severely wounded Shadow Demon dissolved on the spot into a black liquid. It blended into the shadows and reassembled. By the time it had reformed into a human-like shape, its injuries had already disappeared.
   

        Only the overall color of the creature had lightened slightly.
   

        This is the nature of the Shadow Demon, which possesses the undead attributes of dark creatures. It has two forms: the host form, which is a mutated human overlaid with layers of physical bodies, though more powerful, it could be easily slain; the other is the entity form, which posses a vaporizing ability and unless a single attack exceeds its limit, the Shadow Demon can use its own power, reconstructing and repairing its body until its energy is completely depleted.
   

        Clang, clang, clang! The sounds of weapons clashing with claws were incessant.
   

        After the intense fighting, traces of battle littered the area. Shadows on both sides of the street writhed as ten fully intact Shadow Demons emerged once more, while the healing speed of the besieged Dead Blood had slowed noticeably. This was not only due to being outnumbered, but also because every time the Shadow Demons' claws struck, the vortex of their black magic forcibly drained away every trace of vitality from the Dead Blood. The damage of hundreds of attacks accumulated during the chaotic fight was substantial.
   

        The stolen vitality accumulated was significant.
   

        "Kill!"
   

        Not giving their enemies a chance to breathe, ten Shadow Demons dove back into the fray after their bodies fully healed. The Blood Spirit Association's Dead Blood let out a cry of despair, swallowed in a sea of claw shadows.
   

        One minute later.
   

        Five broken bodies lay on the ground, and around them, ten dark figures squatted. Extending their long claws, they laid their palms on the corpses. The air reverberated with a gurgling, Gulu Gulu sound.
   

        It seemed as if an invisible monster was feasting nutrition vigorously.
   

        The Dead Blood, a peculiar entity, was an exquisite delicacy for the black magic vortex, a veritable nectar and ambrosia. Even with ten Shadow Demons feasting on five bodies, the black magic vortex's momentum noticeably accelerated, rotating faster and drawing in more energy.
   

        It was as if a huge mouth was constantly pulling in vitality and chewing on the surrounding air, crying out its hunger and demanding more.
   

        Drip, drip, drip…
   

        At the entrance of the passage, more members of the Blood Spirit Association arrived. They halted in their tracks, their pupils contracting, their breath catching.
   

        The broken bodies of their comrades lay scattered on the ground. Ten indistinct black figures rose up, thin and tall, their blood-drenched claws almost dragging on the cobblestoned ground. These monsters turned their heads, eyes glowing crimson in the black shadows.
   

        "Hehe, more food delivered to our doorstep…"
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        On the other side, the Black Spade 'A' organization stormed in.
   

        Bang!
   

        A silhouette flew out of the darkness, shattering the iron streetlight with a crash that rang through the still air.
   

        A grievously wounded Dead Blood rolled three times on the ground, unveiling a battered chest marked by a bloodied fistprint on the fabric.
   

        This was clearly the explosive result of the Demon Blood Combat Technique. The strapping male member of the Black Spade 'A' organization had nearly pierced through the Heart's cover of the Dead Blood with one strike of doubled power!
   

        This defensive cover, safeguarding the crucial heart, is extremely robust. Even a gunshot couldn't penetrate it.
   

        Use this as a comparison, you can imagine the power of this punch.
   

        If it was a normal human, it would be just like bursting a water-filled balloon, probably piercing straight through it.
   

        That Dead Blood could withstand it is a testament to its robust defense. Of course, it was also due to the relatively short amount of time the member of the Black Spade 'A' organization had spent cultivating the Demon Blood Combat Technique, most of them are still in the first stage.
   

        Only some of the senior-level can reach the second stage.
   

        Given another three or four months of practice for the Black Spade 'A' organization, it's likely that each member would possess the power to tear the Dead Blood apart with their physical strength. The early progress of the Demon Blood Combat Technique is just that fast. Compared to the extreme efficiency of gaining power in a short time, its drawbacks and intense side effects don't seem so prominent. Moreover, the potential for further development of the Demon Blood Combat Technique isn't exhausted. Casio plans to extrapolate it to a secret martial art.
   

        Thud... thud... thud! Thud... thud... thud!
   

        On the edge of the dimly lit street, two muscle-bound men assumed combat stances in sync and hurled fast and fierce punches forward. They treated the Dead Blood before them as a punching bag, relentlessly hammering its physical body with thunderous blows.
   

        This member of the Blood Spirit Association had his arms specifically targeted, twisted and broken at the joints with chunks of bone dripping blood.
   

        Dead Blood's death-defying healing required some time, even if it was just a brief intermission of a few seconds, an opportunity was seized. Two musclebound men, one landed a whip kick with the other delivering a powerful follow-up kick.
   

        A silhouette was kicked abruptly to the ground with a thud.
   

        The two from the Black Spade 'A' organization immediately swarmed in, brutally stepping on the opponent's shoulders. Giant black shotguns were produced once again from behind their back, one pointed at the heart position and the other shoved above the groaning eyes. With no hesitation, the triggers were pulled twice!
   

        The crazed struggle of the Blood Spirit Association member was held down until completely immobilized, unable to break free from the two strong legs.
   

        His just-recovered arm grabbed a few patches of the combat uniform fabric showing the sturdy muscle as well as the black leg hair dense enough to knit a set of trousers.
   

        "Damn, they won't go peacefully, these damn pests."
   

        "Wasted a good pair of combat pants on me, shit!"
   

        One member of the Black Spade 'A' organization kicked the Dead Blood's corpse, holding a large shotgun, cursing and swearing as he charged off.
   

        Five minutes later, the Golden Coral Club, Central Square.
   

        This hunting operation ended with a total of twenty-one Dead Bloods of the Blood Spirit Association ruthlessly killed. The corpses were dragged to the square, with the central unit of Dead Blood securely trapped within.
   

        Long, narrow traces of fresh blood stretched across the greyish-white surface of the floor, bathing in the dim yellow lamplight. It looked like a messy doodle of bloody lines, akin to a giant spider's web.
   

        In a corner of the square, ten burly men stood in a line in front of a group of corpses. They had some rips in their combat uniforms, barely revealing their toned muscles beneath the dim light.
   

        The occasional wound only served to enhance their fierce, bloody charm.
   

        Not a single member of the Black Spade 'A' organization present had sustained serious injuries. It was initially a calculated surprise attack. Two were taken down straightaway and the Shadow Demon puppet squad charged in first to draw fire. This made the fight much safer for them.
   

        This operation sparked a novelty excitement amongst the members of the Black Spade 'A' organization. After all, it was their first encounter with man-eating, eerie creatures of darkness, which likely instilled a little fear and trepidation in some. However, these fears and doubts were swept away in the face of the real showdown just now. Regardless of how bizarre or monstrous they might be, weren't they afraid of my fists empowered by the Demon Blood Combat Technique? Weren't they afraid of the thick, hard, wild, and hot shotgun in my hand?
   

        A gunshot through the heart, a gunshot that burst a head, those who should die, should die.
   

        Frankly, from the beginning to the end of the operation, the performance of the Dead Blood was somewhat disappointing for the Black Spade 'A' organization. It was their shadowy Invisible Man who caused a spooky danger feeling.
   

        For instance, now, a line of burly men from the Black Spade 'A' organization silently watched the opposite side. Ten slender black shadows were semi-squatting amid the pile of corpses. Beneath their twisted, bloody claws, seemed to be a large mouth packed with tusks, gnawing at the surface of the corpses, making sounds like slurping jelly. 
   

        It later turned into a gurgling sound as if someone was drinking water through a straw.
   

        The burly men from the Black Spade 'A' organization twitched their eyelids, feeling like these skinny black shadows were actually sucking brains out of the corpses. The atmosphere gradually became more dangerous, giving off an extremely fierce vibe.
   

        This was actually the sound of the Black Demon's Hand spinning at high speeds.
   

        Normally, it wouldn't be like this. When we extract vitality from livestock, the Black Demon Vortex in our palms only makes a slight hissing sound similar to fabric friction. Now, the Black Demon Vortex was making a sound louder than normal human conversation. This is undoubtedly due to the vitality concentration of the corpses being significantly higher than livestock.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Two minutes passed, with the Shadow Demons finishing their meal.
   

        Only then did the Black Spade "A" organization begin to clean up the battlefield, cooperating with the colleagues who arrived later to transport the captured Dead Blood entity away.
   

        What happened in North Flow Country tonight was merely a small-scale representation of the overarching trend across the six eastern counties. Almost simultaneously, some Dark Creature Tribes in the eastern part of the Federation were heavily targeted in public, left in an embarrassing state of unpreparedness.
   

        When had these tribes, who considered themselves superior to humans by several ranks, ever suffered such humiliation? Stunned, some reacted mindlessly, hitting out in all directions. Theye were easily dispatched.
   

        Originally, the intelligence only located a minor minion, and the hunting target was just this single Dark Creature. Unexpectedly, the whole family on the other side willingly exposed themselves, protesting they had never been treated like this before. This led to more entities being discovered and dealt with.
   

        Every single one of them, the whole family guilt by association, was terminated.
   

        Thus, the first hunting operation against Dark Creatures by the Magical Golem Sect was very successful, capturing more than Casio anticipated. Countless of them were sent to their headquarters in Baichuan City.
   

        The only minor regret was that Casio's baiting plan failed. He intended to leverage the Black Spade "A" and Shadowless organizations as threats to the Dark Creature Tribes in the six eastern counties, trying to lure out unique entities capable of matching the level of Fighters. However, after several days of hunting operations, no entity at this level appeared. The count was zero.
   

        Only a few insignificant ones comparable to the pinnacle of Boxing Masters sporadically showed up, only to be casually slaughtered by Casio who had nothing else to do.
   

        His original hope lay in the Blood Spirit Association, a Dark Creature Tribe called Dead Blood that housed an Indestructible level entity within. Even with the blatant attack on the Blood Spirit Association's stronghold by the Magical Golem Sect, the president and vice president didn't appear? Not a single trace of them.
   

        He wasn't sure if they had detected Casio's intent or were just slow to react. Or perhaps, they were too cowardly to confront them? Several days passed without the emergence of worthy opponents, despite Casio being raring to flex his muscles, he nearly rusted from waiting. His enthusiasm also dropped by several notches.
   

        Three days later, on the 26th of October, the weather was sunny.
   

        In a top-floor building in Baichuan City, a silhouette was slowly swinging his fists in the sunlight. His powerful arms extended, resembling the wings of a seagull in flight. Large beads of sweat flowed down his perfectly contoured muscular body from his bare upper half.
   

        The bottom half of him was clothed in loose, black training pants, which became wet with sweat.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The fist rapidly flung out, leaving a blurred afterimage in the air. Sweat droplets on his arm seemed to be left behind due to their speed, forming a hollow contour of a misty arm.
   

        "Hah..."
   

        Casio let out a long breath, maintaining his forward punching posture for a second before retreating three steps back.
   

        He sat down again on the large, black cushion able to hold two people comfortably.
   

        The hunting operation this time was quite fruitful.
   

        Firstly, was the life vibration energy contributing to the development of the Magical Golem Sect's organization. To facilitate classification, it corresponded directly with the realm of Secret Martial Artists. The total harvest from the attack conducted over three days is as follows:
   

        Over 1200 Knuckle-level life vibration energy.
   

        44 Boxing Master-level life vibration energy.
   

        As for the Fighter-level life vibration energy, there was none.
   

        Although there was a huge amount of Knuckle-level life vibration energy, they were of little use to Casio. Except for some truly rare Dark Creatures, Casio didn't absorb any of the others.
   

        Instead, the majority were reserved as energy storage for the rapid expansion and strengthening of the Magical Golem Sect. Life vibration energy for people cultivating Demon Seeds was equivalent to a miraculous elixir, a precious resource. The same applies to the Shadowless organization. If they intended to continue manipulating Shadow Demon puppets for combat, life energy was an essential source.
   

        From this view, the importance of life vibration energy is apparent.
   

        Casio didn't take much of the Knuckle-level life vibration energy, but he utilized all 44 paths of Boxing Master-level life vibration energy, using them just made a while ago. When a large number of Boxing Master-level life vibration energies disintegrated and integrated into his body, Casio's chest felt as if it was on fire, an invisible, intense flame burning and rapidly spreading to all parts of his body, incinerating his muscles and fasciae.
   

        In that instant, he even had an illusion.
   

        His skin seemed to be spouting out magma from every pore, with the magma encased in a scorching, boiling flame.
   

        Luckily, Casio was accustomed to enduring pain and didn't show much distortion in expression. He gritted his teeth through the pain for over ten minutes until it subsided and he gradually became able to move. He actively practiced boxing to drive his body's muscles and blood circulation.
   

        Accelerate the function of life vibration energy.
   

        Previously, Casio's progress in the Magical Golem Sect of the Secret Martial Art was as follows.
   

        "Magical Golem Sect: Qi Chapter 53.9% (Level 3)"
   

        Around 0.4 percent was improved through his cultivation for these days, yet each subsequent stage of top-notch secret martial art got harder and harder. 
   

        After using up all 44 Fighter-level life vibration energies, the accumulation of quantity led to changes no less than using a few Fighter-level life vibration energies consecutively.
   

        "Magical Golem Sect: Qi Chapter 59.4% (Level 3)"
   

        The last two digits quickly jumped, blurring into a black shadow.
   

        Until they finally stabilized completely.
   

        "Magical Golem Sect: Qi Chapter 60% (Level 3)"
   

        The increase was around six percent, almost on par with using Fighter-level life vibration energies two or three times. Now, a simple calculation shows that ten Fighter-level life vibration energies will increase 1.4%. The rate of growth of the Magical Golem Sect was less than when it was between 30% and 40%. At that time, ten Fighter-level life vibration energies would raise by 2%. 
   

        This all made sense since it happened when absorbing Knuckle-level life vibration energy. The effect diminished as life vibration energy of the same type and level increased. Meanwhile, it's clearly harder to increase the progress of Secret Martial Art in the later stages. 
   

        It's difficult to appreciate the scenery at the peak of martial arts.
   

        Even for someone as advanced as Casio, let alone ordinary people. 
   

        He now thinks that his decision to establish his own forces was quite correct. Others are collecting Obsessed Antiques and life vibration energy on his behalf. From an efficiency perspective, it is obviously much better than Casio fighting alone.
   

        This three-day comprehensive hunting operation in the east directly increased his cultivation progress by six percent. The next time? If it could maintain at six percent, no, an average of around five percent, after eight more hunts, he could consider the final chapter of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Although a bit speculative, it is still a beautiful vision. He longed for the day when he reached the Spirit Unity Chapter.
   

        Today, evaluating Casio's overall strength,
   

        According to the Black Mechanism level classification, the specific data is as follows:
   

        Physique: B(71)
   

        Qi: B(60)
   

        Skill: B(42)
   

        Physique, the average composite data of speed, strength, and defense, was clearly Casio's highest attribute. He opened the Gate of Physique and jumped directly from around 50 to 70. Qi changed from 54 to 60. After practicing skill for more than one month, it slowly increased by two points.
   

        Double top-notch fighter Casio, even after this round of enhancement, still belonged at the fighter level. But, he is getting closer and closer to the limit of the fighter level, almost within reach.
   

        "Hiss..."
   

        Casio, who was meditating with his eyes closed, exhaled two warm heat from his nostrils.
   

        "The revival of Black Rain Villa might be about to start. This is a large-scale operation by the Sect. The situation in the eastern world of secret martial arts maintains a dangerous balance, maybe not for long. Also, the leader of the Sect, Xiadu, might wake up suddenly anytime..."
   

        Casio opened his eyes, his black pupils exceptionally bright.
   

        "My strength is not enough. After all, I haven't been cultivating for a long time. Although I possess two secret arts from the Southern Dipper, both of them have only reached the second stage, far inferior to Feng Liusi..." He slowly stood up: "It's time to start the retrospection of Legendary Antiques..."
   

        Casio strode over to a corner of the room and took down a file wrapped in yellow paper from the black bookshelf. After opening the seal and pinning it open, the first page of the data was a detailed report on an antique!
   

        The fifth retrospection...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The present era is called the Hong Li Federation. But one hundred and fifty-six years ago, this land was a vast empire.
   

        The Hong Li Empire, the empire was divided into two periods, a monarchical system in the early days and a constitutional monarchy later on. The Dawn Revolution marked the dividing line between the two.
   

        After that revolution, the Hong Li empire was no longer ruled by the royal family, but became a form of power divided among the king, the prime minister, and the council. It achieved a de facto republic, while nominally not being a republic. A greater revolution occurred later on.
   

        The royal family disappeared completely.
   

        The Hong Li Empire became the Hong Li Federation.
   

        This is the change on the timeline. Since Casio has the ability to look back at the past through antiques, he naturally needs to understand some of this knowledge, such as the customs and power situations of the era he is about to look back, as well as changes in language.
   

        Otherwise, if he goes back to a time too long ago, Casio won't even understand the ancient language, and that would be completely embarrassing.
   

        But the good news is that this land of the Hong Li Federation has always used a certain script, with thousands of years of history.
   

        He can at least express his intentions through writing.
   

        Of course, this is just a joke. Now that Casio has established a force and has an organization specifically for collecting Obsession Antiques and Legendary Antiques, he naturally has more choices.
   

        Under normal circumstances, he won't go too far back in time. When he arrives in the Era of Retrospection to fulfill obsessions, at the very least, Casio needs to be able to communicate normally with others. If even that is impossible, he would just be making trouble for himself.
   

        Anyways, since he has Legendary Antiques that are closer on the timeline, he can choose. When comparing the two, there's no need to say who he would choose.
   

        The sky is blue-clear, and the thin white clouds are like petals gathered together, blocking almost half of the scorching sun. Today is a rare sunny day in a month's time.
   

        The sunlight is intense, but it doesn't sting when it hits the skin. Instead, it feels relatively warm because of the cold air. Casio sits shirtless on the sofa, showing his strong upper body.
   

        The contours of his sweat-soaked muscles vaguely carry a hint of honey color, giving a full texture. But these sweats soon start to evaporate, instantly turning into a mist and dissipating.
   

        Casio's rock-white body becomes dry and comfortable again.
   

        He pondered for a moment, and went through the information once again.
   

        The information was about that mask, as for the other Legendary Antique firearm, it's still being processed. Compared to the conspicuous mask, a standard firearm is undoubtedly trickier.
   

        The information describes..
   

        The mask's name "Dark Hunt", coincidence has it that there's another name: "Black Mechanism"
   

        Attention should be paid, this Black Mechanism is not that Black Mechanism. The Black Mechanism of the Hong Li Federation era is just an inheritance of the name from the Hong Li Empire era, used as the title of an institution.
   

        To avoid confusion, Casio prefers to call the organization of the mask "Dark Hunt", which is the original nickname of the organization.
   

        But because its official name can be confused with the present Black Mechanism, he made a substitution for differentiation.
   

        This organization, Dark Hunt, like the present Black Mechanism in the Hong Li Federation era, are both official supernatural forces.
   

        In the early stages of the Hong Li Empire, Dark Hunt only obeyed the orders of the imperial royal family. In the later stages, it was governed by the king, council, and prime minister, playing the role that the Black Mechanism does now. Its main responsibility is to battle with dark creatures and to a certain extent, supervise the supernatural powers within the Hong Li Empire.
   

        The mask that Casio acquired belonged to a combat member of the Dark Hunt organization. Some of these members were personally groomed by the Dark Hunt organization from a young age, while others were outsiders who passed an examination.
   

        The design and logo on the masks of these two types of members are different.
   

        The one Casio has is from an outsider who joined the organization.
   

        It's notable that the Dark Hunt Organization seems to have a supernatural method to raise its own members. It's not Secret Martial Art, but a kind of holy spring water. The spring water seems to hold extraordinary power.
   

        After drinking it, one can greatly nourish their physical strength.
   

        This birthed various unimaginable abilities.
   

        With this, combined with the secret techniques recorded in the ancient books in the Royal Library for hundreds of years, the organization's overall strength is very strong.
   

        However, according to the data, at the end of the Hong Li Empire, the Dark Hunt organization entered a noticeable period of decline, and the strength and number of members decreased drastically over several decades.
   

        This also planted a hidden danger for the complete downfall of the empire.
   

        Here, Casio analyzed the reasons personally. He thinks that it is mostly due to problems with the holy spring under the control of the empire.
   

        This kind of external thing is the easiest to fluctuate.
   

        Borrowing external force, borrowing external objects, perhaps they can achieve explosive power for a certain period, but over a long time, it will inevitably rebound. Of course, unreasonable cheats are an exception.
   

        The holy spring of the Dark Hunt organization is not as simple as external objects or external forces, but it is directly considered as a foundation. When the foundation is not solid, the house built on it naturally becomes shaky. Casio speculates that the holy spring of the later empire most likely entered a dry period, or the effectiveness of the spring water had weakened.
   

        Moreover, this conjecture could even be extended to the Black Mechanism of the Hong Li Federation era. Why was there no Black Mechanism when the Hong Li Federation was newly born? But appeared later on.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Perhaps it was because at the birth of the Hong Li Federation, the Holy Spring had worn out and could not serve as the root source of power. After decades, if not the hundreds of years of renewal, the Holy Spring gradually restored its vitality, allowing the Black Mechanism to re-emerge.
   

        This is also the reason why the Black Mechanism of the Federation borrowed the name of that extraordinary organization from the Imperial Period; they originated from the same source of power.
   

        Besides, Casio made another discovery. He had dealt with the Black Mechanism in two different stages spanning a gap of fifty years.
   

        By observing the abilities of regular officers of the Black Mechanism, one could conclude,
   

        The Holy Spring Water which they used was scarce and weak. At least the quantities weren't really ample, possibly only being supplied to a part of the personnel.
   

        This is also why the combat strength of low-ranked members of the Black Mechanism was not much stronger than ordinary people. Grim Reaper Amos is an exception here. He was not cultivated by the Black Mechanism but joined it later. From the bits and pieces Casio heard, Amos had enormous grudges against the Door Organization with his Door Fragment possibly originating from that feud. Only after that did he join the Black Mechanism, which was opposed to the Door Organization, to seek revenge.
   

        The triple limit secret techniques of Gale and Storm that Amos cultivated may have been in his possession before, independent of the Holy Spring's power. What needs to be noted is that Amos did not draw on the power of the Door Fragment. He may possess the fragment, but he did not utilize it.
   

        In other words, the Grim Reaper Amos had the strength that could rival the top fighters, all of it painstakingly cultivated by him.
   

        All of the above are Casio's speculations based on the intelligence on the Black Mechanism and Dark Hunt Mask collected during this period.
   

        Some of the information could be erroneous as it was his subjective judgment and may not be one hundred percent correct.
   

        That's all the information about the mask.
   

        While it seems detailed, in reality, there is much that is still unknown.
   

        That can't be helped, as the mask comes from the Dark Hunt Organization of the Hong Li Empire. Such state secret institutions involving supernatural forces are difficult to investigate, even if they are from the past. Casio had to wrack his brains, along with his men and the Treasure Hunters, to scrape together some half-true half-false information from history.
   

        Some Treasure Hunters had even tried to interpret the different patterns on the Dark Hunt Mask to determine its precise timeline, but there weren't enough masks of the same type for comparison.
   

        The only tentative conclusion is that the mask was a product of the late Hong Li Empire period.
   

        The timeline being roughly one hundred and sixty-five to three hundred years ago, in the final hundred or two hundred years before the collapse of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        As for who the owner of the mask was, finding this out was even more challenging.
   

        However, it was enough for Casio to have the general identity and era of the owner of the antique mask.
   

        After all, other details were just icing on the cake; real strength was what truly mattered. Once one's strength reached a certain level, everything else would fall into place.
   

        After careful contemplation, Casio stuffed the data about the mask back into the file bag and placed it on the intermediate layer of the bookshelf.
   

        Before going back in time, he still had two things to do.
   

        First, wait for the information on the Legendary Antiques of Firearms.
   

        Casio could only wait for another three days at most. If it still doesn't arrive, he won't wait any longer. He originally intended to compare the information on both legendary antiques to determine which one to enter first.
   

        However, the intelligence on the mask arrived earlier. The progress on firearms was slower, and it was uncertain when it would be successful.
   

        Of course, Casio couldn't keep on waiting. Three days was his limit.
   

        Second, the Wisdom Rune that had accumulated energy again.
   

        This was bad news. Casio had a premonition about it, and it turned out his intuition was accurate.
   

        During the three-day hunting mission, Casio had ordered that creatures were to be captured alive as far as possible, with killing as a last resort.
   

        He could have issued a universal command to capture alive, but doing so would drastically increase the casualty rate among the Black Spade Organization and the Shadowless Organization. Weighing the pros and cons, Casio decided against it.
   

        Nevertheless, many Dark Creatures were captured alive by the Magical Golem Sect. Casio personally killed them.
   

        The Disaster Essence from the large number of Dark Creatures was absorbed bit by bit by the Wisdom Rune.
   

        It quickly reached its full capacity, and even exceeded it.
   

        It has astonishingly reached two and a half full progress bars.
   

        According to the original rules, when returning to the real world from the Era of Retrospection, the Wisdom Rune will be refreshed once again. So, Casio directly tried to use the Spirit Blood of the Wisdom Rune.
   

        However, unfortunately, the whole process failed.
   

        The reason is that the Wisdom Rune had been operating overload for some time previously, and it is now overloaded and needs time to recover. After all, the Wisdom Rune of the Era of Retrospection and the Wisdom Rune of the real world are the same thing. Casio could cleverly exploit the loopholes of the software, but he cannot exploit the loopholes of the hardware.
   

        The hardware is there, it's the basis of everything. Once it's worn out, it's worn out, it can't be refreshed like software.
   

        The Wisdom Rune is now in this condition.
   

        During Casio's last retrospection, he used the Wisdom Rune too savagely. If it were two or three full progress bars, that would be okay, it wouldn't affect the reuse in the real world.
   

        At that time, he was in a life and death crisis, recklessly deciphering the Secret Martial Art of the demon idol almost hysterically. By constantly absorbing the impending disaster essence of the demon idol embryo, he quickly filled up the progress bar of the Wisdom Rune. The demon idol is one of the five ultimate forms of darkness in the timeless disaster, and its disaster essence is very rich. It directly filled the nine progress bars of the Wisdom Rune.
   

        This has led to nine super overloads of the rune, and Casio used nine units of Spirit Blood.
   

        Returning to the real world, the Wisdom Rune is already worn out and temporarily unable to extract Spirit Blood, It requires time to recuperate.
   

        Casio had no choice but to take the disaster essences to the Devil's Book for absorption, in exchange for a question. And using the Devil's Book will bring bad luck to the owner, Once Casio asks his question, he will fall into an extremely unlucky state. This condition would last for quite a long time, possibly about half a day, or it could be a full twenty-four hours.
   

        He hated the feeling of being targeted by the world.
   

        However, the question Casio wants to ask this time is very important.
   

        That is, the specific location of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist?!
   

        Just like when he asked about the Southern Dipper Sonic Snake Fist previously, Casio felt that if he asked the Devil's Book the same type of question, there would likely be an answer. He was about to enter the Era of Retrospection, even if he encounters danger, it won't necessarily be fatal, it's the perfect opportunity to find the third Southern Dipper Boxing Method. Casio highly values the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist.
   

        Even though the lethality and aloof personalities in his body have achieved balance through the Southern Dipper Fist, this is not the perfect state that Casio imagined. The perfect form of the three methods and three personalities should be a triangle, with each corner very strong.
   

        Rather than the current situation where the two split personalities are strong but the main personality is weak.
   

        This is a deformity, and it might be risky in the long run.
   

        Casio needs the third Southern Dipper Fist to support the foundation of the main personality, thereby achieving true balance in personality.
   

        In addition, the Resonance of the Southern Dipper Fist is another reason.
   

        He reached twice the normal cultivation speed of Southern Dipper Fist through the resonance of the South Dipper Red Vulture and Sonic Snake Fist. What if he masters another one? Perhaps it can be enhanced to three times.
   

        You have to know that when Casio reaches twice the speed, he can break through the body's acupuncture points steadily in one to two months. If the two-fold is increased to three-fold, this time will be directly halved.
   

        If he practices for two or three years in the Era of Retrospection, he might be able to reach the fourth and fifth stages of various special forces.
   

        Which is the level that Feng Liusi once reached.
   

        The force is so strong that it can't be suppressed, where the palm touches, it decomposes. It was not until he forced himself to adapt for a long time that he stabilized.
   

        As a cultivator of the Southern Dipper Fist, Casio naturally longs for it. In fact, he has an advantage over Feng Liusi. That is, after the resonance of the Southern Dipper Fist, they all rise together, if his Deathfang Power reaches the fifth stage, then the Sonic Snake Force will naturally reach the fifth stage. If he gets the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, then it would be three special forces reaching the fifth stage together. Just thinking about this terrifying scenario makes one's heart tremble, as if a surge of blood is rushing through one's body.
   

        Leaving the fantasy and returning to reality. The first step to acquire the third Southern Dipper Fist is to get information about Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist. Casio plans to use the Devil's Book for this, for that, he needs to choose a good place.
   

        A desolate suburb, with sparse population, flat terrain, and a wide field of view. Casio wanted to see how he could still be unlucky when he had come this far?! Let the Devil's Book give him more natural disasters and man-made calamities!
   

        Casio thinks that he will surely win this round!
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        Two P.M., Baichuan City, a plain on the eastern outskirts.
   

        Lifting your eyes, the distant mountain contours roll beneath the azure sky. Closer by, a green forest stretches before your eyes.
   

        At the edge of the woods is a shimmering lake, not very large, but its water is clear and beautiful. Abundant water plants sway, fish and shrimp swim around, and white birds circle above. If you look down from the sky, the lake looks like a tear-shaped gem.
   

        Half of its area is enclosed within the forest, while the other half is nestled in the green prairie. The terrain of this plain is flat without much undulation, even to the naked eye one can vaguely see several kilometers away. Occasionally, cattle and sheep can be seen grazing on this small prairie, gnawing on fresh and juicy leaves.
   

        In the middle of the plain, a motionless black dot can be seen. As the view zooms in, it is revealed to be a man sitting with his legs crossed.
   

        His figure is robust and slim, his features are handsome and noble, his half-long hair as smooth as golden velvet glistening under the sunlight. Swaying with the breeze, it brings to mind a lion's mane.
   

        The hair on his forehead parts to reveal his gaze directed towards the distant horizon. The corners of his mouth turn up slightly, as if wearing an inexplicable confidence.
   

        "Green Lake Prairie, located fifteen kilometers away from the eastern outskirts of Baichuan City..."
   

        "There are no hills or mountains within an eight-kilometer radius, so there is absolutely no possibility of landslides or rolling stones appearing out of nowhere. Since Green Lake Prairie is an undeveloped area, the industrial zone has not extended here, and the main road is more than five kilometers away from my location. Thus, it's impossible for a train to suddenly show up and trample me! Moreover, Baichuan City should not be in an earthquake-prone zone. Over the past century, Baichuan City has never experienced an earthquake!" Casio muttered to himself, his blue-black eyes gradually brightening.
   

        "So, this time, the advantage is mine!"
   

        He looked around, his fighter-level physique enabling him to clearly see objects several kilometers away on the flat terrain. There were no surprises, just some cattle and sheep leisurely grazing as they munched on grass.
   

        "It's time to begin..."
   

        He calmed his mind and removed a palm-sized book from his bosom. The Devil's Book had a black hard shell similar to the texture of animal carapace, and its surface had a lifelike macabre skull head, giving it a sense of evil.
   

        At first glance, it doesn't look like something good.
   

        But for Casio, this was a great thing, it was simply a matter of whether the user could withstand the price of using the Devil's Book.
   

        He was strong enough to ignore the cost. The benefits of obtaining secret information could easily be reaped without payment.
   

        Casio was very confident in himself, mainly because he had experienced two strength boosts since his return to the real world. One time was after opening the Gate of Physique, and the second time was the harvest of vibration energy from three days of hunting.
   

        Now with the strength of a top-level fighter, he had progressed several levels compared to his previous borderline strength. Casio believed that with his current robust strength, he could handle the bad luck as when he used the Devil's Book for the first time. After all, the information about Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, which he wanted now, and the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist should not differ greatly in importance. The bad luck associated with both should be on the same level.
   

        Unless... unless bad luck would be affected by the strength of the user. The stronger the strength, the more dangerous the bad luck that needs to be borne.
   

        Casio felt that his luck should not be that bad.
   

        To be safe, he looked around again. After confirming that there were no errors, he directly pressed the Devil's Book close to the Wisdom Rune on his chest. Instantly, the stationary snake logo began to rotate rapidly, its scales shifting.
   

        The node where the snake head bites the snake tail circled round and round on the fixed track, and the black and purple light grew denser. It seemed as though something was being squeezed out. At the same time, the Devil's Book also lit up with green-purple light, as if answering the Wisdom Rune.
   

        It was inexplicably dazzling, full of a bizarre color of fantasy. 
   

        Familiar high temperatures rushed forth. The Devil's Book seemed to turn into a scorching branding iron, its red-hot branding searing on Casio's skin.
   

        The Disaster Essence stored in the Wisdom Rune was being drafted unceasingly, like a liquid, emerging from the skeletal epidermis, being devoured by the Devil's Book. Time ticked by.
   

        With a click, the Devil's Book automatically fell from Casio's chest.
   

        It was caught by Casio. He looked down at it.
   

        On the hard shell cover of the Devil's Book, at the top, five gemstones the size of little finger nails, the front two lit up.
   

        They gave off a charming yet somewhat weird warm glow.
   

        With the experience from last time, Casio did not have to try over and over again like a fool on how to unlock the pages of the Devil's Book. He directly pressed his finger on the two lit up gems, infused his Qi, and the glow of the gems dimmed instantly.
   

        Casio's fingers moved slightly. As soon as he thought about the detailed information of the third Southern Dipper Boxing Method inside, his heart grew hot. He took a deep breath and instinctively looked around again.
   

        Good, no unexpected circumstances had occurred.
   

        With a rustle, the book opened, revealing blank pages. Sliding backwards, about a third from the front, there was densely packed black content on two pages. Casio took a quick glance and found out that these two pages were entirely about the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, rather than each page corresponding to two different questions like last time.
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        "Could it be that information about the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist is more difficult to get?"
   

        He wondered in the sunlight as he carefully read on.
   

        Sharp, elegant, grand and magnificent, perfectly balanced with an understated deadly power. It was elegant, yet deadly!
   

        It was like a water bird spreading its wings at the lakeside, sometimes soaring up into the sky, or diving down to prey on snakes and insects. It possessed a charm of being calm and unhurried.
   

        In an instant, Casio felt that the traits of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist were completely different from the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist and the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        Did this boxing method have a certain sense of arrogance?"
   

        An elegant arrogance.
   

        It was balanced, walked in the middle. It was the most majestic boxing method! Carrying a sense of divine elegance and arrogance.
   

        He continued to read on.
   

        The Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist was similar to the other two Southern Dipper Fists.
   

        It corresponded to the constellation Cygnus in the sky. Once all stars were connected, it depicted a gracefully diving water bird.
   

        There were a total of sixty-six stars, corresponding to sixty-six acupuncture points.
   

        The master technique, known as the Death-bringing Force.
   

        Its characteristic was devouring and annihilating, with a simple and overbearing effect.
   

        Anywhere the Death-bringing Force touched, it would disappear as if gnawed by an invisible mouth. In reality, those things didn't disappear, but were annihilated by the force.
   

        They turned into powder not visible to the naked eye and blended into the air.
   

        It was horrifying. From the effectiveness, it seemed slightly more overbearing than the Deathfang Power and Echo Strength. Those affected by these two forces could at least see how they died and guess the principle. But those hit by the Death-bringing Force would suddenly find parts of their body missing, and then another part! As if their bodies were slowly being consumed by an invisible mouth.
   

        In terms of manifestation, the Death-bringing Force was more shocking.
   

        "Elegant, grand, but brutal?"
   

        Casio murmured to himself as he continued to read. The following information was about the Eternal Isles! As Feng Liusi guessed, one of the Southern Dipper Fist techniques was buried in the ancient ruins of the Eternal Isles. That technique was the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist! He sighed as he reminisced.
   

        He would fulfill Feng Liusi's regrets.
   

        Reading on, Casio was taken aback by the dangers of the Eternal Isles. It was far more dangerous than the Akaba Ruins where the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist had been hidden. The dangerous areas and species on the islands alone were cause for considerable caution.
   

        The Bone Ring Tree, Bloodthirsty Ripple, were highly dangerous forces born on the Eternal Isles. In addition, it seemed the island harbored a mysterious force capable of using these powers. Notably, the Devil's Book was considerate; it did not provide the current state of the Eternal Isles, but information about the Isle during the upcoming Era of Retrospection, which is from three hundred to one hundred and sixty-five years prior. At that time, the Eternal Isles were even more dangerous than during Feng Liusi's time.
   

        First were the storms and sea monsters, then the powers on the island itself.
   

        Lastly, there was a series of terrifying defenses within the ruins.
   

        Casio took a deep breath, feeling both worried and relieved. The Devil's Book did not mention the Saint Fist, which meant there was no threat from the old man Feng Liusi once encountered. Casio believed the true threat to the Eternal Isles was that old Saint Fist user. After all, one could not rely on the mercy of others for their own survival.
   

        Without the Saint Fist, even if the Eternal Isles were dangerous, Casio still felt confident enough to explore it, despite the numerous difficulties.
   

        In his previous retrospection, he learned that Feng Liusi had encountered the Saint Fist user about sixty years ago. The information provided by the Devil's Book about the Eternal Isles was from the period one hundred sixty-five to three hundred years ago. The so-called Saint Fist user was probably not born then, hence he did not exist.
   

        As he continued to read on, Casio finally understood why the question in the Devil's Book this time was so expensive, costing two gems.
   

        The book provided two pieces of crucial information.
   

        First, the Dark Hunt Organization treasury of the Hong Li Empire housed an unidentified bronze key. No one knew what it was for, but the Devil's Book did. This key could open another passage leading to the ancient ruins of the Eternal Isles.
   

        A pathway much safer than the regular route.
   

        It could directly bypass some of the dangerous areas in the ruins that one would normally have to go through, even crossing an entire layer. The road would end near the location of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist's heritage.
   

        This was a very important message for Casio.
   

        Because, the Ancient Ruins are genuinely dangerous.
   

        Back then, when he, Feng Liusi, and Sheng Feinan had ventured into the Akaba Ruins together, they had barely managed to inherit something through myriad dangers and difficulties. A single step later and they might have been devoured by the Beetle Tide. The relics of the Everlasting Isles could be even more dangerous.
   

        Casio couldn't assure that he would find two such strong and trustworthy allies in his next Retrospection. He had to prepare for exploring alone and the intensified dangers. The appearance of the Passage Key would greatly enhance Casio's chances of success.
   

        This intelligence is very valuable.
   

        He continued to read the second piece of information.
   

        Black Rain Villa, this eerie and eccentric building, harbors a palm-sized ancient tree. This ancient tree is the progenitor of all Bone Ring Trees on the Everlasting Isles.
   

        If Casio could obtain this ancient tree and bring it to the Everlasting Isles, the perilous Bone Ring Trees wouldn't target him, instead, they could be utilized by him.
   

        Making the forest environment of the Everlasting Isles Casio's home ground!
   

        Everyone knows that those mysterious supernatural forces use Bone Rings as their power source. These rings are the products of the Bone Ring Tree, similar to its fruit. When Casio steps onto the island with the progenitor of all Bone Ring Trees, wouldn't those magically powerful Bone Rings be affected and even turn against their own users?
   

        The Devil's Book didn't explicitly state this, only hinting that if Casio obtained that ancient tree, it would greatly smooth his path. The rest were his own speculations, probably a fifty-fifty chance.
   

        Two pieces of intelligence, the Passage Key, the Ancient White Bone Tree.
   

        Casio believed that these two gems were indeed worth the price. The Devil's Book had proven very useful. His primary objectives for the next Retrospection were exceedingly clear - three places. The core treasure vault of the Dark Hunt Organization, inside the Black Rain Villa, the relics of Everlasting Isles.
   

        Among them, Casio was familiar with Black Rain Villa, and the dangerous Everlasting Isles won't be much of a problem once he obtained those two items. Now, all Casio needs to focus on is how to get the Passage Key from the core treasure vault of the Dark Hunt Organization. Luckily, his identity in this Retrospection was closely related to a member of the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        It's akin to striking from within, which offers a distinct advantage.
   

        However, the core treasure vault is a vital place, only the senior level personnel with a very high status in the Dark Hunt Organization could enter and exit freely.
   

        The Devil's Book describes some very stringent conditions.
   

        They are all measures put in place by the Dark Hunt Organization to protect its vault from theft.
   

        Casio now has two choices.
   

        The first is to quickly fulfill the Obsession of the original owner after entering the Era of Retrospection and then forcibly break into the treasure vault when the opportunity arises.
   

        Snatch away the bronze key and then get hunted by the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        This choice is direct and rough. The advantage is that it might be relatively quick, the downside is certain side effects.
   

        Like being hunted by the Dark Hunt Organization, for instance.
   

        Moreover, there's a second choice.
   

        Casio could try to operate within the original owner's identity, gradually ascending to a higher position within the Dark Hunt Organization. His fighting prowess and battles won are excellent tools for promoting his status. Perhaps, while rising through the ranks, he might eventually reach the stage where the core treasure vault is wide open to him, warmly welcoming the leader of the Dark Hunt Organization - Casio!
   

        Well, he quite liked this choice.
   

        However, the decision between the two would depend on the specific circumstances of the Era of Retrospection. Casio was just doing some preliminary planning.
   

        As he was deep in thought, he gradually snapped back to reality, suppressing his excitement. A satisfied smile tugged at the corners of Casio's mouth as he found the Devil's Book to be very effective this time.
   

        Whirr…Whoosh!!!!!!
   

        Suddenly, a long roaring sound passed through the sky.
   

        From far to near, from slow to fast, as if right above his head!
   

        Casio suddenly thought of something and his face froze.
   

        He abruptly looked up.
   

        A fighter plane spewing black smoke was plummeting down like a dying giant mechanical bird, dragging flames along with it.
   

        "Damn, you can't afford to play, can you?!!!"
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        The metal fighter jet apparently experienced some sort of mechanical failure. One half of the plane was on fire and it was clear that the pilot had completely lost control. At this moment, it was like a large missile, crazily hurtling towards the ground at a shocking speed.
   

        The force behind it was not to be doubted.
   

        From afar the fighter plane seemed small, but in reality, it was fifteen meters long, with a wingspan of nine meters, and nearly four meters in height. It whole weighed six to seven tons.
   

        Not to mention the inertia brought on by the speed of a thousand kilometers per hour.
   

        Even with the strength weakened due to loss of control, it was still quite dangerous. The instantaneous destructive power when this thing landed, was comparable to a rocket launcher sweeping the ground, or a missile that would appear in the later generations.
   

        Cursing inwardly, Casio vibrated both of his hands onto the ground, and using the force from his palms, he amazingly horizontally moved and flew out instantly.
   

        While mid-air, a substantial surge of Qi, as rich as a lake, roared from within him. His specially designed sturdy combat uniform was torn apart by his physical body, revealing the terrifyingly exaggerated muscular contours of his upper body, as well as the blue-black veins entwined like roots. He amazingly transformed into a towering 2.5-meter rock-white giant.
   

        Underneath the state of a demon idol, a substantial black light almost materializing, spurted out from all pores of Casio. The deep black vapor, looking like heavy fog, surged from his chest, shoulders and back into the high altitude, forming an even larger giant. That was the phantasm of the original 4-meter demon idol. It glanced at the sky, then lowered its head, extending its wide arm that was like a city wall.
   

        Putting up an indomitable defense in front of Casio.
   

        Whiz!!!!!!
   

        The piercing sound of breaking the air only lasted for a second.
   

        The next moment, Bang!!! Hum Hum Hum...
   

        After the loud noise, the whole world suddenly fell silent.
   

        It was not that there was no subsequent explosion, but that the prior bang was too intense, causing the eardrums to stop functioning properly. There was only a humming noise in the head, as if a beehive of a thousand horseflies flapping their wings had been stuffed inside.
   

        The fighter plane plunged into the ground like a missile.
   

        It instantly turned into a huge explosion of fire and a mushroom cloud.
   

        A diameter of several dozens of meters, the aircraft broke apart massively, all kinds of metal parts crazily sprinted out from the fire at a speed faster than bullets, destroying the surrounding environment. The air flow hit out like waves, layer upon layer, bringing forth a feeling of intense heat.
   

        "Whoosh, Whoosh, Whoosh...."
   

        The golden-red flame jumped up and ignited instantly, reaching nearly a hundred meters high. There was a crackling sound within the flame group, as if something was exploding a second time, a series of sympathetic explosions.
   

        If one were to observe carefully...
   

        The place where the fighter plane fell was exactly where Casio had been sitting cross-legged earlier. This was absolutely preposterous!
   

        Is this how the Devil's Book brings bad luck to its users!?
   

        This was a murder attempt! This was far from ordinary bad luck!
   

        If it were not a fighter plane, it would probably have been a meteorite or something. It was targeting Casio to kill him outright!
   

        In reality, it was mostly Casio's own fault this time. He was too curious and competitive. He was eager to see how the Devil's Book would manifest its misfortune in a safe surrounding environment? The fact proved that there are some prices that can't be avoided with smart tricks, avoiding risk only leads to worse consequences.
   

        The so-called bad luck of the Devil's Book was achieved through accidents and coincidences created by the environment. So, the danger level of misfortune is linked to the danger level of the nearby environment. If Casio were staying in an urban area like the last time he used the Devil's Book, he would simply get hit by a car, get buried by a building, or get blasted by an explosion of sewer biogas. Those situations are at most, a period of frustration.
   

        But this time, with the curiosity of research rising within him, coupled with confidence in his strength increase, he chose an extremely safe and stable environment where misfortune could find no opportunity to strike.
   

        He had to forcefully increase the degree of the accident, and forcefully brought out of the clouds a out-of-control fighter plane to blast Casio.
   

        Such a heavy fighter plane diving straight into the ground would be equivalent to a large-mass missile. Even if Casio was a double peak fighter, it was still somewhat dangerous. If he were to get hit directly, he would probably die instantly.
   

        Fortunately, although the bad luck this time was very dangerous, the larger the bad luck was, the larger movement it would cause. So Casio had a reaction time, enabling him to move rapidly away from the crash site.
   

        For the first time, he got out of the range of the core explosion and only suffered peripheral injuries. But even so, he was still hurt.
   

        The fire scattered, the ground got burnt black, green-yellow blades of grass ignited, crackling. Within a radius of fifty meters, only a section of about ten meters long "U"-shaped grassland was left, presenting a green color. Under the sunlight, a silhouette stood in front of the grassland, wearing clothes that were on fire.
   

        That 2.5-meter silhouette had his fists together in front of him, blocking his chest, neck and face like a city wall. His tough skin was torn apart and there were sporadic wounds on his muscular arms. Though few in number, they were all deep cuts.
   

        Bright red blood seeped out and dripped from his elbow.
   

        "What a powerful force, did that fighter jet carry a large amount of gunpowder ammunition?" Casio slowly lowered his hands and deeply inhaled the air that carried the scent of gunpowder. At the same time, the 4-meter phantasm of the demon idol that had been bending over and extending both arms as a meat shield, collapsed instantaneously. The black qi dissipated.
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        The explosion just now had directly caused the upper body of the Demon Idol Phantasm, acting as an outer armor, to shatter and collapse. The forearms and upper arms at the very front were destroyed, along with a large portion of the shoulders.
   

        This was why Casio only suffered minor skin injuries.
   

        "What a ruthless Devil's Book; it actually varies its level of danger based on the strength of the user! It seems that next time I use the Devil's Book, I must choose a safer place, a fortress with perfect defense..."
   

        He murmured to himself in place, seemingly caught in a misunderstanding. If Casio really did as he thought now, the misfortune brought by the Devil's Book next time might not be a fighter plane, but a meteorite bombardment from outer space! Or there might be a leak in the testing of a high-powered explosive weapon by the Hong Li Federation. Anything could happen.
   

        However, not being able to understand it for a moment didn't matter much. Casio would always carefully consider before using the Devil's Book each time, and he would certainly think of another factor affecting the risk of misfortune. Thus, he would make some degree of contingency planning.
   

        Splash, crackle...
   

        Fifty meters away, the fire was burning the wreckage of the plane, slowly turning the metal black. A large area of grass around was also faintly exuding red flames, showing a tendency to spread outward under the influence of the wind.
   

        Especially now in autumn, the withered grass was perfect for ignition.
   

        When Casio's life vibration energy had restored his arms, he quickly took action, creating a spiral air mass with his Green Wind Aura, exploding large pits at the edge of the flame. This rapidly cut off inflammable materials.
   

        If viewed from the sky, one could find a large number of pits about one meter in diameter forming a large ring.
   

        An area of grassland within a hundred meters in diameter was encompassed within.
   

        As the fire continued to burn and spread, easily half of the grassland was soon occupied. The other half was utterly charred black from the burning. At the center, the wreckage of the plane stood like a tower.
   

        At a glance, it looked as if it was some sort of evil demonic ritual. It would be fine if one was on the ground as they wouldn't be able to see the whole picture, but from high above, one could see absolutely everything. This brought an instant shock and horror.
   

        That was exactly how Marven was feeling now.
   

        He was the unfortunate pilot of this fighter plane. An accident occurred during his mission, and the fighter plane completely ignored his commands.
   

        All he could see was the sky turning over and was about to nosedive into the prairie.
   

        Marven could only save himself by parachuting.
   

        Now, as he floats in the sky and finally calms himself down, he catches his breath and looks down.
   

        He was shocked to see such a scene of demonic worship.
   

        His eyes nearly rolled back and he almost passed out.
   

        Barely managing to stabilize his mind, Marven is horrified to find that he seems to be drifting towards the site of the plane crash by the high-altitude air flow.
   

        At that moment.
   

        His heart nearly jumped out of his throat.
   

        In mid-air, Marven is thrashing about like a frog, hoping to swim through the air like a liquid with the resistance of his arms and move away from this suspicious fire ring with a diameter of a hundred meters. Still, he is getting closer and closer to that area.
   

        Ten seconds later, he stopped struggling and almost gave up.
   

        After half a minute, Marven began to struggle violently again. He saw an unknown human figure standing in the fire ring, unknown whether it was a demon or a monster, but certainly not a human! Because that humanoid creature was tossing chunks of heavily weighted aircraft rubble far away, throwing them as far as fifty or sixty meters, even out of the ring, a hundred meters away.
   

        Those chunks of metal debris, larger than two or three doors put together, hit the ground with the noise of a shell.
   

        Marven was nearly scared into urinating himself, his hands and feet were slightly weak. He watched as the blurry humanoid figure threw the aircraft's half-house-sized tail cabin into a lake seventy or eighty meters away.
   

        The water column shot up into the tens of meters high sky with a loud bang.
   

        Marven stopped struggling and fell silent. He closed his eyes and made the sign of the cross, touching his left shoulder, right shoulder, forehead, this was a sign of prayer to the Holy Spirit. Marven was murmuring names, presumably of his family. Later, he mentioned some monsters, evil spirits, evil gods, and the Holy Spirit. Probably trying to self-hypnotize and comfort himself.
   

        Down below, at the center of the fire ring, Casio stopped.
   

        Maybe it's a bit childish, but he threw those pieces of aircraft wreckage so far away, actually to vent his anger.
   

        Casio thought he had the upper hand this time, but he was slapped in the face. Even though the blow was neither light nor heavy, it was enough to be a slap in the face. It was truly disrespectful.
   

        Swhoo, he threw the last large fragment.
   

        Then stood in front of a large, pitch-black pit.
   

        Casio had flung aside the plane wreckage not simply out of anger, but because he sensed something strange underground.
   

        They were still under the curse of the Devil's Book, making Casio believe that any coincidence could potentially be dangerous. So he took the initiative to approach the pit, peering into it.
   

        "A tomb? No, it seems like a relic?"
   

        Casio scowled on the spot, suspecting there might be a problem below.
   

        He did not expect to randomly choose a relatively safe open area, only to be sitting on an unstable factor beneath his buttocks.
   

        But then again, who would build a tomb or a relic by a lake? Wouldn't it be easily infiltrated?
   

        Of course, it could also be that the relic is ancient, and there was no lake when it was built. An old relic? This reminded Casio of the Akaba Ruins left by the Oyon Civilization. Could the relic below also be associated with that ancient era?
   

        A desire for exploration suddenly emerged in Casio's mind.
   

        However, this impulse was quickly squelched. There must be danger below, and the sudden appearance of the relic was likely an effect of the curse of Devil's Book. It would be a rash and probably unwise decision to barge in at this time. There could be unknown dangers lurking.
   

        He quickly suppressed his curiosity.
   

        At the same time, along the dark pit, a long tunnel extended into the ground, with over a dozen branching paths scattering off.
   

        The one on the far left led down through some underground buildings to a hall at the end. This was a hall with wall patterns and designs from the Hong Li Empire era.
   

        In the large space, a pool occupied half the area, inside was a nearly dried-up, viscous liquid.
   

        It looked like it had been there for a long time. No one knew what it originally looked like, but now it looked more like sludge. And in this sludgy liquid, two silhouettes laid quietly.
   

        They had awoken, stirred by the racket above. The noise from the top, like a missile explosion, penetrated the soil layers and reached the depths of the relic. The whole hall even trembled a bit, breaking the silence.
   

        "What's going on above?"
   

        "I don't know…"
   

        "Adam is missing."
   

        "Hmm, he probably woke up earlier and left."
   

        The conversation between the two was a bit raspy and awkward, as if they hadn't spoken in a long time and were re-acclimating to their bodies.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, more vibrations came from above.
   

        The sound was much quieter, as if something had fallen to the ground?
   

        "Should we go up and see what's going on? It seems like someone is causing destruction…" 
   

        "Hmm, let's go together. Anyone who disturbs my sleep, must compensate with blood and life...It's been a long time since I've tasted flesh…"
   

        In the dark, the two conversed. As they mentioned devouring flesh,
   

        Their four eyes lit up, filled with greed and bloodlust.
   

        Shhh, two figures stood up from the pool. On the left was none other than the chairman of the Blood Spirit Association, Lien, and on the right was the vice-chairman, Dino. Both were Indestructibles.
   

        Above, Casio was sitting cross-legged at the entrance of the dark tunnel.
   

        Flipping through the Devil's Book in his hand, he looked a bit dangerous as if contemplating whether to burn or tear up this damned book.
   

        While he was deep in thought, Casio suddenly sensed movement in the relic below. Before he could close the Devil's Book, he looked down the tunnel. There were footsteps abruptly stopping.
   

        Two pale faces, ferocious and wicked, looked up at him.
   

        Looking at those familiar features and aura.
   

        For a moment, Casio couldn't help but burst into laughter.
   

        Well, isn't this a familiar face?
   

        He remembered these two got themselves killed pretty miserably…
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        The Vice President of the Blood Spirit Association, Dino, had fallen during the first battle between Casio's trio and the Ghost Knife. It was Casio who had personally killed him.
   

        The President of the Blood Spirit Association, Lian, had absorbed all the Dead Blood during the last Retrospection's final battle, forming a powerful Resonance Body. He fought fiercely alongside Casio, who was in his Demon Idol state, until Lian was finally crushed to death by a road roller.
   

        Lian's death was, indeed, the most miserable among them. His entire body was blasted into mud by brutal force, with his muscles and skeletal system mushed into a lump.
   

        Casio, however, had benefitted from the battle, absorbing life vibration energy collected from the Dead Blood of the entire Blood Spirit Association. One could say he had used President Lian as a stepping stone.
   

        No, it's not just Lian, but the entire Blood Spirit Association. In the previous Retrospection, Casio's rapid strength gain after surpassing the Fighter class was largely due to the sacrifices of the Dead Blood.
   

        There was the temporary Blood Nest in Eastern Sea City and the final battle in Kula City once more. The entire Blood Spirit Association, from the newly attached Incorruptible Level Dead Blood to the three Indestructible Level executives, had all been slaughtered by Casio at some point.
   

        The abundant life vibration energy they provided allowed Casio to quickly leap from being a newbie to reaching the stage of a Veteran Fighter.
   

        In one fell swoop, he reached the threshold of the top Fighter.
   

        Therefore, there was indeed some underlying gratitude between them!
   

        After returning to the real world, Casio wanted to repay the favor. After all, one should not forget those who helped them when in need!
   

        As he thought about this, the smile on his face never stopped. His reckless and fearless state was taken by the two as a hard-to-conceal mockery and arrogance.
   

        Dino's face turned cold, as he prepared to take action. But his gaze suddenly locked onto the Devil's Book in Casio's hand, staring intently.
   

        He felt a familiar aura!
   

        That seemed like…the Cupan Magic Box!
   

        Impossible, the Cupan Magic Box would have been safely stored in the deepest part of the relic since the trio had fallen into a collective slumber in the relic.
   

        How could this be?
   

        Right! Adam woke up and left, and judging by his remaining aura, it probably happened one or two months ago.
   

        That meant Adam took the Cupan Magic Box after he woke up to reorganize the Blood Spirit Association. But somehow, the Magic Box ended up in the hands of the blond youth above and was accidentally opened. The hardcover book is the item in the Magic Box! Dino, as the Vice President of the Blood Spirit Association, had close contact with the Cupan Magic Box for over a decade. Even after such a long period of sleep, he would not forget this familiar aura.
   

        Therefore, even if the Magic Box had changed its form, he could still recognize it. At the same time, Lian, who was next to him, also sensed something unusual and kept his gaze on the book in Casio's hand.
   

        "What did you do to Adam?"
   

        "How did the Cupan Magic Box end up in your hands?!"
   

        Lian was speaking sternly, his tone more like an interrogation. The dangerous aura around him grew stronger, as if there were waves of magma-like, blood-colored ripple flowing under his pale skin. It seemed like the spread of scarlet tree roots, a sign of the blood power belonging to the Indestructible Level Dead Blood, almost ready to burst out.
   

        Facing the two fierce gazes, Casio's expression didn't change at all. His smile grew even more unrestrained, and his tusks were fully exposed.
   

        "How come a corpse is talking?"
   

        With a clap, he snaps the Devil's Book closed and tucks it into his chest.
   

        Two loud bangs suddenly come from below. It was Dino and Lian rushing up, and in a single leap, they were dozens of meters up in the air.
   

        Dust was flying, and the air was quickly compressed and sprayed upwards.
   

        A cold light flashed in Casio's eyes, and his shoulders rose as his rock-white muscles rapidly swelled. There was a cracking sound coming from his body as if his joints, as hard as fine steel, were moving quickly, producing the noise. Almost instantly, a bloodthirsty and tyrannical aura suppressed and charged down towards the pit.
   

        "Get back down!"
   

        The ground silently cracked, and the burly body had already half-appeared in the air. Casio's muscular contour fiercely burst, inch by inch. He lifted his arms, his spine forming a large curved bowstring, which then snapped back the next second.
   

        The fist, formed as a shell, blasted down brutally.
   

        Bang!
   

        Three silhouettes, one above and two below, collided fiercely.
   

        A semi-circular airwave instantly spread out within a radius of ten meters.
   

        A ferocious smile appeared on Casio's face, and the terrifying power contained in his sturdy arms rushed out like an unleashed dam, irrepressibly smashing down.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Two black shadows were shot back, the speed at which they hilariously retreated was as fast as they had initially rushed forth.
   

        In mid-air, Casio, whose body was wrapped by the blood-red Qi, performed a somersault in place. He landed back on the ground with a thump.
   

        At the same time, two loud bangs came from below.
   

        "It seems that you two haven't made much progress after so long. I guess my previous expectations were in vain…"
   

        Casio twisted his neck, and there was cracking sound from his skeleton. He suppressed the two with ease, using only one against two, and he still had energy to spare.
   

        This was mainly because Casio had become too strong. From touching the threshold of top Fighter in the Era of Retrospection to now having twice the strength of a top Fighter, this was a huge leap.
   

        Dino and Lian, though they had made considerable progress in this half-century, had just woken up from their slumbers and were in a weak period. Without the Dead Blood of the Blood Spirit Association to form a Resonance Body, their overall strength was weaker than during the Era of Retrospection.
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        Even two against one, they were no match for Casio.
   

        Two veteran fighters, challenging a double-topped fighter? How dare they?! Not long ago, Casio fought five opponents single-handedly, defeating three ordinary fighters and two veteran fighters. The two from the Blood Spirit Association pose no threat!
   

        Since they pose no threat to Casio, it is now their turn to feel threatened by him. What goes around comes around, reciprocate pleasantry for pleasantry.
   

        Casio travelled from afar, a meeting is as good as fate. Without taking anything valuable from the relic, he decided to take these two lives again. After all, seeing once brutally defeated opponents jump around in front of one's eyes tends to soil the view. Casio is a bit of a clean freak.
   

        "Crunch, crunch, crunch..."
   

        The sound of moving rubble came from beneath the tunnel.
   

        "Since you've come back from the dead, let me send you off again!"
   

        Casio stood in place, suddenly took a deep breath, his muscular chest bulged, and his body bent backward as if storing energy.
   

        Between his mouth and nose, the airflow had already formed visible white streaks, disappearing into the air as invisible whirls.
   

        "South Dipper Red Vulture Fist!"
   

        He leaped up swiftly and charged toward the dark tunnel, like a fast-moving meteorite, the friction with the air causing an exaggerated sound. Vaguely, the blood-colored Qi Shaping behind Casio could be seen, forming a ferocious red vulture.
   

        Fists with spiny wings spread wide, the bird of prey soared and dived.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        In the depths of the earth, the sound of intense combat soon got conveyed, its echo resembling an earthquake, the grass shaking crazily.
   

        Occasionally, cracks would spread across the ground.
   

        In the sky, Pilot Marven was gliding closer and closer. At this moment he was less than fifty meters from the ground. Coincidentally, the escape parachute had brought him within the circular range.
   

        Therefore, Marven could clearly hear and feel the movements beneath the ground. Each thud echoed as if a giant, imprisoned below, bit a fist as large as a knoll, thumping the earth.
   

        His eyelids twitched, and he managed to see a plume of dust rolling out of the dark pit, wave after wave, like a fountain. Radiating cracks sprung from the center of the hole, spreading across dozens of meters, showing signs of destruction yet carried a hint of strangeness.
   

        "Is the evil god summoned by the ceremony at the bottom of the pit?"
   

        Marven quickly thought.
   

        Suddenly, a black object flew out from the hole, like a javelin shooting straight up into the sky, its speed extremely fast. It slowed down at forty meters and then it fell back from fifty meters.
   

        Marven dumbly floated in mid-air, as he just saw what was flying up. It was a severed human head!
   

        A jagged cross-section, a face filled with astonishment and fear, a head brutally twisted off by brute force!
   

        He had even made eye contact with those terrified, dead eyes.
   

        It was a fleeting glance, indeed a lingering one.
   

        What a thrill! So thrill! Facing death, Marven was no longer afraid. He already knew his end. He was allowed to see some bizarre scenes before death.
   

        Worth it.
   

        Splat.
   

        Marven landed on the ground, tumbled a few times. He managed to extricate himself from the parachute. His eyes turned and focused on the hole ten meters away.
   

        Swallowing, Marven was about to walk over to investigate.
   

        However, a sudden sound of scrambling came from inside, as if a beast was frantically running on the rock wall with its sharp claws.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A tall, robust figure shot out.
   

        Standing at the edge of the hole, covered in blood, he held in his left hand a head that cracked and dripped a thick scarlet fluid.
   

        The figure slowly turned his body, taking one step after another, the sound of his footsteps seeming to stomp on Marven's heart.
   

        His breath hitched, his supposed readiness to face death was nowhere to be seen. Fear gripped Marven anew, his body hairs inching up. This was an innate response of the human body, it had nothing to do with strength of will, or preparedness to face death.
   

        Seeing this cold blond man, his human body felt fear, and every cell exuded anxiety.
   

        "You... you... just kill me..."
   

        Marven's teeth chattered, barely managing to utter a few words. He meant to add the word monster, but the pressure from the other party was too strong.
   

        "Clack, clack, clack..."
   

        The towering figure slowly moved to within half a meter in front of Marven.
   

        He raised his hand, wiping the blood off his face.
   

        "What nonsense are you talking about? As humans, how can we be so brutal to each other? Can't you see I'm actually a good person?"
   

        His voice was low, yet it carried a note of undeniable certainty.
   

        "Huh?"
   

        Marven just had time to express his confusion before he blacked out. He had managed to hold on for about ten seconds in the aftermath of Casio's battle, which was quite remarkable given he was an ordinary human.
   

        "Hmph."
   

        Casio snorted coldly, not bothering with Marven who had fainted on the ground. Instead, he stepped forward, picking up a skull that was lying at some distance. He held the skull in both hands and walked off into the distance across the prairie.
   

        Time flashed by. Three days passed, 29th of October.
   

        In a leisurely white manor by the lake, Casio stood on the half-moon-shaped balcony on the third floor, gazing at the shimmering blue-green lake in the distance. In the upper right of his field of view, the cultivation stat bar.
   

        'Demon Idol Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 60% (Third level)'
   

        After absorbing the vibration energy of two indestructible lives — Dino and Lian — Casio's martial art progress increased by about 4%.
   

        His Qi had improved and was even more robust and vigorous.
   

        While moving or resting, his pores opened and closed. It seemed as if an invisible Qi circulated around his body surface, like a thin layer of smoke, either seeping out or slowly being absorbed—this was a characteristic of Qi reaching a certain level.
   

        The calamity on the 26th could be described as a blessing in disguise. The plane crash exploded two indestructible Dead Bloods, which gave Casio a bargain. He got a 4% progress in his martial art cultivation for free.
   

        In this light, not all side effects of the Devil's Book were harmful. Under certain circumstances, it even had miraculous effects.
   

        He decided not to tear this book yet but to study it further.
   

        Yes, he needed to be more careful the next time he used it…
   

        A breeze, carrying the dampness of the water, brushed against Casio's face. He glanced at the sun barely visible through the white clouds and the water bird circling over the lake. He sat down on the sofa, turning back.
   

        He drew a soft breath and picked up a mask from the table next to him. There was still no significant development regarding the Legendary Firearms, so this retrospection was bound to revolve around the Dark Hunt Mask.
   

        For the fifth retrospection, Casio had enough Obsession Energy.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 35.4 → 49.6'
   

        14.2 units were added over a period of time. His total Obsession Energy was about to break past fifty barriers, enough for many retrospections.
   

        This was the benefit of building forces. Casio didn't need to exert himself. Subordinates delivered resources to him.
   

        This could save a lot of time.
   

        When the time was right, he didn't hesitate anymore. He slowly put on the mask on his face and activated the Retrospective Ability at the same time!
   

        The blood soaked through, and a numbingly cold aura emerged.
   

        Casio's body froze, and everything around seemed to be frozen like insects trapped in amber. The white bird circling in the distance was frozen mid-flight, its spread wings full of dynamic tension.
   

        "Fifth World Retrospection, here I come..."
   

        Boom! Bang!
   

        It felt like a giant hammer hit the back of Casio's head. His skull throbbed with pain.
   

        The world before his eyes spun and shattered. When his senses and awareness came back, he had unknowingly changed locations.
   

        Lying flat on a white bed shrouded in bright sunlight.
   

        The reclined young man woke up, rapidly opening his eyes, revealing a pair of deep, cold ones. A strange color suddenly flashed in his blue-black pupils.
   

        The young man closed his eyes for a moment to sense his surroundings, then opened them again. He turned his head in puzzlement and murmured to himself.
   

        "Why did this retrospection bring the Qi along with it as well!"
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        The situation before Casio's eyes was somewhat unexpected, an occurrence he had never encountered in his previous four retrospections. However, it was indeed so. From the first to the fourth retrospection, Casio had not broken through to the realm of a Fighter. He had only successfully harnessed his Qi during his fourth retrospection. So, the fifth retrospection was Casio's first time entering the Era of Retrospection with a Fighter's level strength.
   

        He had just closed his eyes and sensed his body's condition, which was indeed not his own body, but the original body of the Mask's owner. The only difference was, Casio's mighty Qi also got carried along. At this moment, it was compressed in the limbs and bones of the body, existing in every inch of flesh, every cell. He had just tried to mobilise it, but found it somewhat difficult; this physical body could not withstand it.
   

        Setting aside the issues with his Qi, Casio pondered why his Qi was brought back to the previous era by the Retrospective Ability.
   

        The Qi essentially embodies the Essence, Qi, and Spirit. The Physical Body, Blood Qi, and Soul form the three pillars, and the product of their convergence is Qi. Every normal person has Qi, although it's significantly weak. But a martial artist who cultivates Secret Martial Art exceeds an ordinary person in all three pillars, resulting in a visibly condensed Qi. 
   

        It's like an invisible limb, which, under the martial artist's volition, changes and imbue him with incredible abilities.
   

        Qi and soul are inextricably linked; you could say the former is the most solid of the two. This is because one of the differences between Veteran Fighters and newly promoted Fighters lies in the will of the Boxing Method, which is manifested through the transformation of Qi.
   

        The will of the spirit can manipulate the changes in Qi.
   

        Thus, it revealed the deep-rooted relationship between the soul and Qi.
   

        Therefore, after breaking through into the Figher's realm and mastering Qi, could he bring the Qi into the previous era every time he uses the Retrospective Ability? This is fantastic news!
   

        A slight joy rose in Casio's heart. He glanced subconsciously at his status bar, and his joy dampened a little.
   

        "Obsession Energy: 49.6-3×4.5=36.1"
   

        In a blink of an eye, 13.5 Obsession Energy was deducted, and a quarter of his seemingly ample reserves were depleted. Casio quickly felt the Retrospective Ability, trying to work out what had happened.
   

        After a minute, he understood more or less.
   

        While Qi and the Soul are closely connected, the two are not equivalent. Instead, they maintain a kind of derivative relationship. The original Retrospective Ability only allowed Casio's soul to travel back in time. Now, with the addition of Qi, naturally more Obsession Energy would be consumed.
   

        This Obsession Energy is three times the normal amount used to initiate retrorospection.
   

        That is: 3×4.5=13.5
   

        Initially, the Dark Hunt Mask's retrorospection consumed 4.5 units of Obsession Energy. Although it seemed much more than before, it was within a normal range. With the addition of Qi this time, the retrorospection consumption directly broke into two digits, and Casio could only use it four times with his current reserves.
   

        A three-fold increase in consumption seemed at first glance to be a bit of a loss.
   

        But in reality, it wasn't a loss. In fact, it turned out to be a great gain.
   

        Bringing a complete amount of Qi into the Era of Retrospection meant that Casio could bypass the slow and dangerous early accumulation phase of each retrospection and quickly regain his original strength.
   

        This would save a lot of time, eliminate a large number of unstable factors, and avoid dying halfway through the early stages of retrospection.
   

        Also, Obsession Energy isn't like money to Casio which he needs to accumulate; it's to be used! Having a large pile of Obsession Energy accumulating on the panel is not ideal, compared to how little he uses in each retrospection. In this case, it's an ineffective accumulation, as the number of Legendary Antiques is far too small compared to the Obsession Antiques.
   

        Although the soul carrying Qi into the Era of Retrospection costs three times as much, the cost is still within Casio's tolerance.
   

        As long as the speed of Magical Golem Sect collecting Obsession Antiques is greater than the speed of Casio using the Legendary Antiques, everything would be perfect.
   

        On the bed, the youth bathed in sunlight, lost in thought.
   

        Since his Qi was brought along, the plan had to change.
   

        He had initially planned to take it slow and steady for a while when he first entered the Era of Retrospection, taking chances after he'd built up some strength. Now it seems that the plan has to be altered as the plan can't keep up with the changes, and some of his original ideas have to be overturned.
   

        Of course, even if the soul brought the Qi, the strength was not instantaneous. It would still need a period of adjustment.
   

        This current body belonged to the original owner of the Mask and compared to Casio's original body which had the physique of a top fighter, it was inevitably weak. If he forced this body to use Qi, he would likely cause severe internal injuries immediately.
   

        More seriously, it could collapse entirely!
   

        What Casio needed to do now was to nourish and adapt. The Essence, Qi, and Spirit form the Qi, and the Qi can also nourish the Essence, Qi, and Spirit in return. Of course, if there were external forces to help with this process, it would be even quicker. He immediately thought of the Holy Spring the Dark Hunt Organization possessed.
   

        This spring water could moisturise and enhance an ordinary person's body.
   

        Allowing them to master a variety of inexplicable abilities.
   

        Now, his identity was with the Dark Hunt Organization, as long as he completed his tasks perfectly, using a few handfuls of spring water shouldn't be a problem.
   

        Another thing to note.
   

        With the change in Casio's body, the transformation effects of the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art had disappeared, and the many hidden acupuncture points of the Southern Dipper's secret transmission were also gone.
   

        But this is only temporary.
   

        Throughout history, the essence of Secret Martial Art has always been Qi. A Secret Martial Artist who practices different Secret Martial Arts will shape their Qi into the form that intensely complements their practiced Secret Martial Art after they break through to the Fighter's realm. The Qi records the limits, status, form, experience, and so on of the Fighter's practice of Secret Martial Art.
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        In other words, as long as one has Qi, they can inversely impact their physical body, constructing a body that suits the execution of secret martial art techniques. Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist and Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist are both pure ancient boxing methods without the usual secret martial arts training methods.
   

        Hence, they are the easiest to replenish.
   

        One just needs to remember the state within their Qi, repeatedly unblock the Southern Dipper acupuncture points in one's body, and build several virtual meridians. Deathfang Power and Echo Strength will naturally form.
   

        As for the Demon Idol martial art, it is indeed a bit weakened.
   

        After all, Casio's second Golem Heart and the 3D illustration of the Demon Idol's blood circulation were born under coincidental circumstances.
   

        They were forcibly extracted from the Demon Idol itself.
   

        Therefore, it's inevitable that these things cannot be replicated. He can only construct simulators within his body through the Demon Spirit, maintaining the normal functioning of the Demon Idol martial art, and they can still be used. However, their burstiness and endurance while in combat may not be as formidable as they are in the real world.
   

        Of course, while slightly weakened, Casio believes that after he regains his strength, his physical prowess should not fall below that of top-tier fighters, thus maintaining an overwhelming advantage.
   

        After exploring the abrupt changes in his retrospective ability, he returned his attention to this Era of Retrospection itself.
   

        He closed his eyes, digesting the information in his brain.
   

        Time: 159 years ago.
   

        Date: July 2nd, 969 of the Hong Li Empire Calendar.
   

        Location: Imperial capital, Florence, 7th District.
   

        Person: A novice hunter who had just joined the Dark Hunt Organization for two and a half years, codenamed Bai Kui, number C.11451, aged 26 years old.
   

        Also, this novice hunter named Bai Kui was the only surviving "C" rank Shadow Hunter combatant in the Dark Hunt Organization three years after the collapse of the empire and the fall of the royal capital.
   

        Moreover, his exploits continued into the Hong Li Federation era. In the early 20-30 years of the federation, he forcibly rallied and formed an official supernatural organization as their leader, helping the federal government through the initial turmoil of wild beast disturbances.
   

        Until the 25th year of the Federation Calendar, he was besieged and fell.
   

        The reorganized Dark Hunt Organization of the Hong Li Federation, due to losing its pillar, disbanded after the Holy Spring fully lost its effectiveness.
   

        Until 60-70 years later, when the federation's capital, Florence, was again attacked by dark creatures, causing a major tragedy. The officials made up their minds, restarted the Dark Hunt Organization, and named it the Black Mechanism.
   

        They formed the 13th class based on the original 12th class of the federal secret service bureau, and they began to recruit Transcendent Beings within the federation.
   

        This, is the Black Mechanism that Casio is familiar with.
   

        After briefly sorting through the information in his head, he found out that the owner of the Legendary Antique this time rarely used his real name, and was always called by his nickname, Bai Kui. Most people would call him that because the name was a visible and unforgettable impression on the owner of the Antique's face.
   

        It was a slim and semi-transparent, shallow black line that tangled up from his neck, blooming a Kui flower.
   

        The position didn't cover his face, it was below the auricle.
   

        If the hair was longer, it could be covered completely.
   

        Bai Kui did just that, his hair was rather long.
   

        The Kui flower on his side face seemed like a decorative tattoo, but it was actually an ability, an ability that can cause illusions.
   

        Bai Kui named this ability Phantom Kui.
   

        Once Phantom Kui is activated, it can affect and confuse the five senses of enemies within a certain range, causing various misperceptions and hallucinations.
   

        Furthermore, if it elevates to a high and deep level, it can even make illusions real. For example, imagine enemies being amidst a sea of blood-sucking Kui flowers, having their blood drained by roots. If the enemy is affected, scared, and believes it's reality, when the illusion ends, the actual enemy becomes a mummy.
   

        This is similar to the self-deception of human senses, the brain thinks it's dead, hence the body dies too. It's like someone being locked in a freezer, even though the freezing effect wasn't turned on, they're found dead the next morning due to frostbite.
   

        Phantom Kui ability, Bai Kui has reached the first major stage.
   

        Humans have five senses, which can be divided into two categories.
   

        They are, respectively, sight, hearing, and smell.
   

        Touch, taste.
   

        The first three senses make up the first major stage, the last two make up the second major stage. This is the difficulty progression of creating illusions, the higher the level the harder it gets. In addition, there is a third major stage, which is the profound level just mentioned. Turning illusions into reality, killing without a trace.
   

        Bai Kui went through all three stages and is a master of illusions.
   

        Of course, not the current him.
   

        Actually.
   

        Astonishingly, Casio initially rejected the skill of the Antique's original owner, but in hindsight his attention became increasingly focused.
   

        Because it was mentioned during the subsequent experiences of Bai Kui.
   

        Illusion art is a contest of spirit and will.
   

        The foundation of its strength fundamentally comes from the concentration level of the Illusionist's spirit and the degree of resilience of the will. Any subsequent techniques and inducements are just icing on the cake.
   

        Spiritual will is something Casio is familiar with.
   

        The realm of a fighter talks about the will of boxing, not to mention Qi which involves much of the spirit and soul. This body contains the vigorous Qi of a top-notch fighter.
   

        If an illusion art like Phantom Kui is used on the basis of such intensity...
   

        Well...
   

        Probably it will bring out the three kinds of monsters, the dark creature demon idol, Southern Dipper Blood Vulture Bird, and Southern Dipper Sound Python, in the illusion. Then devour them? Smash them into crumbs like robbing food?
   

        Think carefully about that scenario, the enemy that gets dragged into the illusion will probably cry. Yes, not only from the top but from the bottom also.
   

        Casio was intrigued. He had no intention to develop in the direction of illusion art; he just planned to learn the basics of using it. Relying on his robust spiritual will as a basis, to use it as a supplementary tool.
   

        Then he could torment the enemy's spirit in the illusion and overpower the enemy's body in the real world to achieve a double knockout effect.
   

        Thinking about it, it's not bad at all.
   

        Reining in the divergent thinking in his mind, Casio shifted his attention back to the upper right corner of his field of view – a mask icon was there.
   

        Clearly, it represents the legendary antique, the Dark Hunt Mask.
   

        With a slight touch of thought, the information of the obsession was relayed.
   

        There were two, plain and simple.
   

        First, become one of the senior members of the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        These five high-ranking positions are Chief Inspector, Steward, Holy Spring High Priest, Workshop Chief, Holy Light Hunter, representing four different responsibility divisions within the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        The Chief Inspector is the leader of the Black Mechanism, they are eliminated first.
   

        The entire logistics of the Dark Hunt Organization is handled by the Steward, including funding sources, administrative notifications and personnel replacements, etc.
   

        One can tell from the name Holy Spring High Priest that it has to do with the Holy Spring.
   

        Responsibilities include upkeep of the Holy Spring and regulation of its usage amongst the organization members.
   

        Also, it has a soothing function similar to that of a priest.
   

        Then there's the Workshop Chief, naturally associated with the workshop. In simple terms, they develop supernatural weapons and research high-power explosives.
   

        Providing support for combat equipment to the members of the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        Lastly, there is the Holy Light Hunter, which is an honorary title, akin to the Shadow Hunter. There are only five Shadow Hunters, but only one Holy Light Hunter.
   

        The Holy Light Hunter possesses the strongest combat capabilities and holds the most distinguished achievements among all hunters. He is the sharpest knife, a killing machine.
   

        It goes without saying why this became Bai Kui's obsession. Although the Dark Hunt Organization is in its twilight years, it is much more comprehensive and prosperous than the Dark Hunt Organization formed by Bai Kui in the early days of the Hong Li Federation. He lived through that upheaval, being one of the few survivors, still has a strong sense of belonging to the Dark Hunt Organization back then, and yearns for the power of Dark Hunt.
   

        It is not surprising that he yearns to be a high-ranking official of the Dark Hunt of those times.
   

        Besides, the second obsession is quite straightforward.
   

        Witnessing the Dark Hunt Organization's destruction during the Empire's collapse.
   

        And in that frenzy, finding the real mastermind behind it all. He desires to know a very specific answer!
   

        Bai Kui later realized that the collapse of the Dark Hunt Organization was not an unfortunate run-in with powerful enemies, but a conspiracy.
   

        Someone, some forces, were involved in the entire event.
   

        They or he is extremely secretive, yet omnipresent...
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        Truth be told, when Casio saw the second Obsession, the first thing that came to his mind was the Door Organization, with a high probability of being right.
   

        Why would he think so? Upon deeper examination, the reasoning becomes clear. The Dark Hunt Organization is an official superhuman force from the era of the Hong Li Empire, an absolutely strong and enormous existence. Its status can be compared to that of the Black Mechanism in the era of the Hong Li Federation.
   

        Besides, the Dark Hunt Organization is much stronger than the Black Mechanism.
   

        After all, even in the late Hong Li Empire era, the Holy Spring was only declining but not depleted. The Dark Hunt Organization had a stronger foundation, more experts, and greater forces.
   

        Such an overtly strongest superhuman organization of the Hong Li Empire was schemed and destroyed, the mysterious force behind it must be extremely strong.
   

        Among the information Casio can access now, the only superhuman force that can achieve this level of strength is the Door Organization.
   

        He learned about the Door Organization's intelligence in the real world. There are dozens of core members of the organization in the obvious aspect of the Hong Li Federation! The core members of the Door Organization are all fighters.
   

        From this, one can imagine the strength of the Door Organization. Not to mention that it also has significant forces outside the Hong Li Federation. If all combined, it is indeed an absolute behemoth. Although the organizational form may be somewhat loose, its top combat power is indeed a world-class organization without a doubt.
   

        Only a force of this degree can strike against the official superhuman organization of a top powerhouse nation and win.
   

        Of course, these are all Casio's own speculations. They can only be considered a suspicion and not taken as definite facts.
   

        The mysterious driving force behind the destruction of the Dark Hunt Organization might also be another force. Like a powerful Dark Creature Tribe with wisdom, or the official superhuman organizations of other powerful nations.
   

        Or some strange existences, like the Black Rain Villa, and so forth.
   

        Without personally experiencing that drastic change, Casio probably can't be 100% sure of the real reason. To complete the second obsession, he still must wait until three years later, which indirectly shows that Casio can stay during this retrospection for at least over three years. It should be noted that the initial time of this instance is only 365 days.
   

        Casio has counted the scale beside the Mask symbol.
   

        One year's time cannot be equated with three years. This means Casio has to complete the first Obsession within a year, and after succeeding, he will naturally gain more staying time. This staying time will definitely be over two years, up until the collapse of the Empire.
   

        Taking a deep breath, he has already figured out his goals for the coming period. Complete the Dark Hunt task→ Exchange for the Holy Spring in the Organization→ Boost physical strength quickly→ Release Qi power.
   

        This time, since Casio brought his Qi here.
   

        So he doesn't need to start from scratch, all he needs is a body that can withstand the Qi of his own top fighter.
   

        And in the Dark Hunt Organization, the Holy Spring is such a wonderful thing with this type of ability. It's very useful, effective even for the powerful. Purification of essence, marrow cleansing, improving aptitude, enhancing understanding, strengthening the physique, prolonging life, and maintaining eternal youth, a series of effects.
   

        Why does the Dark Hunt Organization have many hidden powerful people from the public and newcomers continually joining? The Holy Spring is one of the reasons, and it can even be said to play a crucial role.
   

        Based on the information in Bai Kui's mind, Casio could see.
   

        There are two types of members within the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        The first is the hunters who the organization has been cultivating from a young age. They are naturally the real deal, with unquestionable loyalty. The second type is those who joined later, quite capable, who came for the miraculous effects of the Holy Spring.
   

        For the first type of hunter, the Dark Hunt Organization would regularly let the Saint's Sanatorium allocate a certain amount of spring water, which is free. As for the second type of hunter, if they want to get Holy Springs Water, it all depends on completing tasks from the Organization's headquarters or various county branches of the Empire, and they get rewarded.
   

        After all, one pays with effort, and one pays with money; it's quite fair.
   

        This form is somewhat like an adventurer's guild.
   

        To be honest, this is good for Casio. Based on his strength, he can complete a large amount of tasks in a short period.
   

        Thus step by step to complete the first Obsession of the original host.
   

        As for how to explain the rapid upgrade of strength? The large quantity of Holy Springs Water that Casio obtains is the best excuse. After all, the effects of the spring water vary from person to person, and those with heavenly gifts always achieve unimaginable improvements. Plus some mysterious unexpected encounters during the task execution, having such strength is also quite normal, right?
   

        Regardless of the other stuff, you first need to adapt to your identity.
   

        Bai Kui, a rookie hunter, C-level code. Half a month ago, she went on a highly dangerous team mission. A total of seven "C" level hunters infiltrated a Dark Creature lair. As a result, due to an information discrepancy, the enemy was stronger. The hunters paid a heavy price. Out of the seven "C" level hunters, only two survived.
   

        One is the severely injured Bai Kui, and the other is the lightly injured Hebu.
   

        Among them, Hebu is an old hunter who has been in the Dark Hunt Organization for over twenty years. He is experienced and has a keen sense.
   

        The original host Bai Kui was rescued by Hebu in the chaos.
   

        Since the end of the mission half a month ago, Bai Kui had been in a coma for a long time, and it was always the old hunter Hebu who had been taking care of her. The room in front of her is a sanatorium of the Dark Hunt Organization located in the Seventh District.
   

        It is now around eight o'clock in the morning, and the old hunter Hebu should appear on time in ten minutes. Casio went over the information in his mind, and he had already somewhat understood the current situation.
   

        Next, he first moved his limbs while lying on the bed.
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        Nothing seemed to be seriously wrong.
   

        It wasn't until he opened his shirt that he saw the numerous scars adorning his body.
   

        After all, it had only been half a month since he was severely injured, so he hadn't healed completely. Casio needed to be cautious with his fragile body.
   

        He hadn't thought for long before a steady footstep echoed from outside the room, and the door opened with a creak. A small old man walked in.
   

        A slanted stream of morning sunlight entered through the partially opened window, casting large, golden patches on the brown floor and the white bed. Dust particles floated haphazardly within the beam of light.
   

        Casio looked upward at his visitor.
   

        The man was thin with prominent cheekbones, sunken eyes, and a lackluster appearance.
   

        His hair, a mix of black and white, resembled withered grass, giving him a bit of a disheveled look. His clothing was earth-toned and simple – at a glance, he could easily be mistaken for an old farmer.
   

        This man was none other than Hebu, the old hunter known by the nickname of "Blood Axe." 
   

        Despite his current appearance, this was just Hebu in his relaxed state. When it comes to battles, he's more like a savage dog – with sharp senses and a capacity for violence.
   

        Furthermore, he had an instinctual sense of danger.
   

        These factors made Hebu the experienced hunter he is today. Sometimes, just surviving a battle is considered a skill on its own.
   

        Casio watched as the elderly and frail-looking Hebu emerged from his thoughts, and he remembered Bai Kui's images from the last mission when they fought against the creatures of darkness.
   

        Hebu was donning an old black and crimson suit, a dark red top hat, and a crumpled white bow tie around his neck.
   

        Suddenly, he unsheathed a fierce battle axe from his chest, barked ferociously, and charged violently towards the enemy like a mad dog.
   

        With his axe, he sliced and diced through flesh and bones alike, causing arms and heads to fly off bodies and screams to echo throughout the battlefield.
   

        Soaked in blood, Hebu dashed straight towards their target.
   

        This sight made a lasting mark in Bai Kui's mind.
   

        Casio returned from his memories, viewing the old farmer-like Hebu in front of him, he felt an enormous contrast between the past and present.
   

        "You're awake?"
   

        At the entrance, Hebu spoke. His voice was hoarse.
   

        It sounded as if he had once damaged his vocal cords. His voice had a unique tone, like the rough rubbing of sand. Nevertheless, his pronunciation was clear, so his voice wasn't too unpleasant to hear.
   

        "Yeah, I'm awake," Casio replied to Hebu, doing so with his natural speaking style rather than emulating Bai Kui's. He was colder and more reticent towards strangers.
   

        Hebu glanced at Casio but didn't say much.
   

        After all, the last mission's failure and subsequent serious injury were a harsh lesson for a novice hunter like Bai Kui. These experiences could provoke a transformation. Changes in personality after a major event were normal.
   

        This was why Casio hadn't bothered to imitate Bai Kui's personality. Here was a perfectly reasonable explanation for his change.
   

        After a brief conversation, Hebu called the sanatorium's doctor to examine Casio's condition.
   

        The doctor said Casio would need to stay in bed for another two months.
   

        But the old hunter, Hebu, disagreed. Since Casio had two doses of Holy Spring Water, he could recover quickly.
   

        One unit of Holy Spring Water equals approximately fifty milliliters. Therefore, Casio had a hundred milliliters.
   

        And how come they got this Holy Spring Water? Well, they were compensated by the Dark Hunt Organization after they managed to escape back to the headquarters last time despite the failure of their mission. They provided information about the inaccurate intelligence they had received and corrected it with new information.
   

        The organization compensated them with four units of Holy Spring Water in total, two units for each person.
   

        The old hunter, Hebu, decided not to monopolize it. Today, he brought Casio his deserved two units of Holy Springs Water.
   

        Holy Springs Water serves as a cultivation potion and is equally effective in treating injuries. However, ordinarily, people don't use such precious water for minor wounds and illnesses. It is only used in a severely injured and near-death scenario, which may hinder hunters from performing tasks.
   

        In Casio's case, where he needs to rest for a couple of months, it is ideal to use spring water for healing. Naturally, healing his injury would not consume more than two units of Holy Springs Water, and there would be plenty leftover.
   

        Perhaps he could witness the effectiveness of the Holy Springs today.
   

        On the pristine bed, Casio was partially reclining, slightly squinting at the two glass bottles in his hand. At the bottom of the transparent glass, a thin layer of pale-golden liquid emitted an uncanny hue.
   

        Under the morning sun, it shimmered like gold. At first glance, it seemed remarkably precious.
   

        It was now half-past eight in the morning.
   

        Hebu, who had been sitting for half an hour, stood up. There were diced white pear and apple, and a bouquet of flowers on the bedside table.
   

        "Think about when you want to use it... Healing the injury would only consume half a bottle at most, and you still have one and a half bottles left."
   

        Hebu looked at Casio and said, "Also, take a good break. Young people should relax. Don't stress so much and always wear a stern face. You are already lucky to be alive. Think of these as payback for the help you've given me before..."
   

        In the last group task, Hebu risked being left behind to save Bai Kui because, during the task, Bai Kui, with his illusion arts, had saved Hebu from the risk of losing an arm. The Holy Springs are not effective in such cases.
   

        "Ah, by the way, someone might come to see you later..."
   

        "He seems to be an acquaintance of yours, also an illusionist."
   

        "I'll go now."
   

        Hebu succinctly stated a few phrases and then left the ward. The sound of his footsteps outside became fainter and fainter.
   

        "This old man... He's not so bad..."
   

        Casio looked at the closed wooden door and thought to himself. He recalled what Hebu had mentioned about his acquaintance, the illusionist.
   

        He wasn't planning to develop in the direction of illusion arts, but understanding the basics wasn't a bad idea, he could use it as a support.
   

        He could ask when that acquaintance arrives.
   

        Ten minutes later, the wooden door was abruptly pushed open.
   

        Casio glanced up, and standing before him was a beautiful pony-tailed girl. She had a hint of red eyeshadow at her eye corners, a ruby earring hung from her white earlobe. She had a tall and elegant figure and wore clothes that looked like an aristocrat's hunting attire.
   

        "Bai Kui, your qualification review is likely to be suspended."
   

        "We need to reassess your level of illusion arts..."
   

        The girl stood at the entrance and briskly came in. Her beautiful eyes intently gazed at Casio, seemingly expecting his reaction.
   

        "Oh."
   

        Casio understood what was happening. The Dark Hunt Organization's hunters are categorized into two types: childhood trainees, and outsiders with various abilities. Illusionists were a group of hunters who could perform illusion abilities. The group served as a resource experience sharing meeting.
   

        Joining the group had its own requirements but also had many benefits.
   

        Bai Kui had previously applied for membership and passed the illusion arts level audit. But because of his severe injuries from the last task, his application was suspended. This was not unreasonable. They couldn't let an incapacitated person occupy a spot in proportion so Rose had come.
   

        She was a member of the illusionist group, having already joined two years ago. Her most sophisticated and proficient illusion technique was the Rose Realm.
   

        She was almost touching the second stage of illusion arts which influenced taste and touch.
   

        In the room, the girl, nicknamed Rose, moved to the foot of the bed.
   

        She began to speak: "Your core ability has not been affected by these severe injuries, has it? … If it has become a hindrance to you using illusion arts, let's simply put it out there and terminate your application process."
   

        In the room, the girl, nicknamed Rose, moved to the foot of the bed.
   

        She began to speak: "Your core ability has not been affected by these severe injuries, has it? … If it has become a hindrance to you using illusion arts, let's simply put it out there and terminate your application process."
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        Casio wasn't being pretentious when he said that. He merely wanted to find a subject for his experiment. Because, from the information in Bai Kui's mind about Illusion Arts, he discovered that he seemed to be able to use Bai Kui's Phantom Kui ability in a special way.
   

        Illusionists are a group of illusion users. Their abilities are manifold, but the essence is the same. The Illusion Arts affecting the enemy rely on the user's soul and spirit.
   

        Normally, these spirits are featureless like water or fog and can't be used as an offensive tool. But illusionists can change their shape, transforming it through their illusion power, endowed with their imagination and will, so as to achieve the purpose of killing people with illusions.
   

        For instance, Bai Kui's Phantom Kui ability, achieved through years of deep meditation, constructs concrete illusion structures. Thereby, it can directly take effect in a battle, creating a realistic environment.
   

        Also known as the Illusion Space.
   

        This is the primary stage of Illusion Arts, the illusion environment constructed is just superficially deceptive, lacking in soul. The intermediate stage of illusionists is where they add will to the illusion, and by doing so, the false items briefly come alive, becoming extremely close to reality.
   

        The advanced stage for illusionists is, of course, making the false into reality. They envelop the enemy with illusions, conjuring harsh dangerous surroundings or formidable beings to kill the enemy. When the illusion ends, the enemy will die in reality in the same way.
   

        The above-mentioned is roughly the progression of an Illusionist. Now Casio has a problem, as he previously tried and found that he seems to be able to use the forbidding and terrifying Qi sealed within his body to substitute for soul spirit, acting as the source for the illusion power to be applied.
   

        What would the result of using Qi to create the illusion be?
   

        Casio turned to look at the young girl sitting by his bed, staring at him.
   

        "Go ahead."
   

        Rose raised her delicate and good-looking eyebrows, seemingly surprised by Casio's calm and confident attitude. After considering for a few seconds, she nodded. To join the Illusionist Exchange Meeting, hunters must pass a qualification review, which can only be submitted three times. If Casio wants to waste one of these attempts, it's not Rose's problem. Even if he is confined to a bed in poor health.
   

        The Illusionist Exchange Meeting has a minimum requirement for its members to fully master basic illusion techniques, which include sight, hearing, and smell.
   

        If one can drag their enemies into illusions using all three, then they can be considered an intermediate Illusionist. Bai Kui had just reached this stage not long ago, meaning he has only just touched the threshold.
   

        "Release your illusion ability directly at me, I am an intermediate Illusionist and can resist and judge the level of your illusion to a certain extent." Rose crossed her arms over her chest, propping up her soft peaks, and added at the end: "Your current physical condition is not good, you may not be able to reach your previous level, so try your hardest. If you can't maintain it for long because of your weakness, that works too…"
   

        "Okay."
   

        Casio replied in just a word and then raised his right hand.
   

        He drove the Phantom Kui illusion according to Bai Kui's memory. A patch of Kui flower pattern on his chest lit up suddenly, projecting a luminous blue light, spreading all the way to the skin near his ears.
   

        Just as he was about to activate his ability, Casio replaced his spirit power with Qi. Boom! Suddenly, the whole room shook, as if the air collapsed and something powerful squeezed out.
   

        Window curtains swirled and doors banged; objects trembled.
   

        Rose's eyes widened as a dangerous feeling surfaced from her heart, it seemed as if a terrifying beast had been released from a prison cage, slowly opening its giant bloody mouth.
   

        However, after a few seconds, the abnormality ceased.
   

        Rose blinked her bright eyes, but found nothing unusual. Where's the illusion? The illusion was supposed to cast on her, where is it?
   

        It's a false alarm.
   

        Her heart skipped a beat as if it was hung on a thread, but nothing happened.
   

        "Uh…" Rose opened her mouth: "Bai Kui, did you hurt your brain during this task? Or because you just woke up, your mental energy has not recovered to the optimal state..."
   

        She was actually being quite tactful. Rose suspected that his ability core must have been damaged. Otherwise, even the lowest level of illusion cast on others could not have zero effect. Although Casio's initial attempt caused quite a stir.
   

        "You..."
   

        Mid-sentence, Rose was caught off guard; she froze on the spot. Her neck felt as if it were caught by a hand, unable to speak, her brain lost the ability to think.
   

        Because, at this moment, to the left of Rose, at the window of the ward, a massive scarlet pupil was blocking the entire window frame!
   

        Violent, savage, bloody, extremely cruel killings.
   

        Those were the strong emotions and will expressed by the pupil. With a brief contact, it could crush an ordinary person's spirit.
   

        In a short time, they would break down into an insane shell.
   

         Squawk !!!
   

        The horrifying shriek of the bird of prey echoed like a hail of shells; it enveloped the entire building like a shock wave. The walls seemed to tremble.
   

        Ash fell from the ceiling, and there was a buzzing sound in the ears.
   

        When Rose came back to her senses, the giant pupil blocking the view of the window had disappeared. She also saw a wider scene, a bloody world that seemed connected to hell. The cotton candy-like scarlet mist was drifting in the air.
   

        The sun seemed to have turned red, transforming into a Blood Sun.
   

        Across the window, the fog was so dense that it seemed about to liquefy, forming roaring vortexes. In the middle of all the vortexes, a terrifying vulture hidden most of his body in the blood mist revealed its huge skull that was more than ten meters long and gave a long squawk to the sky. Its beak, red as blood, seemed to be about to swallow the Blood Sun in one gulp.
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        Judging from this monster's head alone, its entire body was likely over 50 meters long. Despite the distance, Rose could feel the terror brought by this behemoth, as a sense of insignificance rose within her.
   

        This bird of prey could swallow the whole room in a single gulp!
   

        This thought involuntarily emerged in her mind.
   

        What Rose didn't know was, there was more than just one monster in the Illusion World. Due to her field of view, she couldn't see the other two. If one were to look down from the sky, a hundred-meter radius had remarkably transformed into a stunning world of alternating red, black, and purple hues.
   

        In the black fog, an enormous humanoid life form was slowly moving forward. Their footsteps landed on the ground, creating sounds akin to explosions. The occasionally revealed arm was covered in backthorns and scales.
   

        It was indeed a ruthless machine best suited for physical combat.
   

        In the midst of the purple fog, a huge python was coiling and winding itself around a high-rise building, its head clinging upwards.
   

        The two ridges on its nostrils seemed like a pair of sharp knife tips.
   

        Indeed, Qi could be utilized as a power source for Illusion Art. Even its effect can be surprisingly good.
   

        Well, it was so good that Rose was close to being frightened out of her wits.
   

        "Is this really Illusion Art!? How can it cover such a huge range? Is it possible to conjure up a monster with such a terrifying stature out of thin air?" Rose's mind went blank; the situation before her was beyond her comprehension.
   

        Who am I? Where am I? What should I do next?
   

        Five minutes later, Casio passed the qualification audit. He also won an additional bottle of Holy Springs Water and successfully gained a junior admirer eager to become his apprentice.
   

        Having sensed the terrifying range and aura of the Illusion Art.
   

        Rose foresaw her own defeat. She believed that Casio was actually a highly concealed master of illusion techniques, and joined the Illusionist Exchange Meeting with an attitude more akin to seniority, eager to see what the younger generation of illusionists in the hunting group were capable of.
   

        Occasionally offering advice to likable juniors and the like.
   

        Rose believed she was one of those favored juniors.
   

        After currying favor for a while, Rose left, leaving Casio alone in the ward. After the previous experimental phase, he had a general understanding of the effects of utilizing Qi to perform Illusion Art abilities.
   

        To be honest, the skill was rough, but the power was dominant.
   

        The crudeness referred to the fact that at this stage, Bai Kui was just a Primary Illusion Techniques artist, and the Illusion Space created was not very realistic and the structure was not clever. An astute enemy would see through it in a glance.
   

        However, the power was quite straight-forward.
   

        When Casio used Qi as the source of illusion, the power of Phantom Kui immediately surpassed that of a Primary Illusionist, skipping the Intermediate Illusionist rank. It reached, and even surpassed the level of a Senior Illusionist.
   

        Because the illusions of a Senior Illusionist were also not real.
   

        Regardless of whether they could kill an enemy in the Illusion Space, they were still intangible spiritual energies.
   

        However, Qi was different. It could materialize! It is akin to a fifth limb for fighters, embodying the will of their boxing method.
   

        The beak of the Blood Vulture under the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist is a prime example.
   

        It possesses the dual attributes of spirit and physical damage.
   

        If a Blood Vulture Bird swallowed you in the Illusion Space, it was a real swallow! A physical one at that.
   

        Therefore, whether she knew it or not, Rose considered Casio an Illusionist master, which was well deserved.
   

        In a ward on the second floor of the sanatorium.
   

        Casio got up from the bed and stood by the window for a glance outside. This place wasn't the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters but a separate sanatorium for treating injured hunters.
   

        This time, taking advantage of Bai Kui's Illusion Art ability was an impromptu measure. The fifth time of retrospectively returning to the body of the antique owner did bring Qi, but for a short time, Casio still needed to use this frail body to carry out tasks.
   

        Even though he had a powerful boxing combat experience, he was still handicapped. This level of combat efficiency would be quite low while acquiring Holy Springs Water at first, delaying the process severely.
   

        Because Bai Kui's physique was so weak that Casio couldn't even use the Qi in his body to a certain degree. Any attempt to engage his body would lead to its collapse.
   

        However, Illusion Art could act as an intermediary. The overwhelming Qi could be released in another form for high efficiency.
   

        Casio's combat potency has been indirectly enhanced. He has evolved from a physically weak combat expert to a master illusionist.
   

        This will provide him with a stronger starting point, enabling him to take on high-level tasks and collect plenty of spring water in no time.
   

        His physical strength will be readjusted to outperform the standard fighter.
   

        Thereby, his combat strength can be completely unleashed in a short time.
   

        It's important to note that illusion arts are simply an assistive tool for Casio. The illusion constructs an illusory realm by manipulating Qi, yet it doesn't pose as much potent power as the secret martial arts and secret techniques which use the physical body to drive Qi.
   

        This is a workaround used in the early phase of retrospection.
   

        With a clatter, the window was half-closed. Sunlight peeked in through the other half, maintaining brightness inside the ward.
   

        A silhouette was half-lying on the bed, holding three transparent glass bottles, each filled with one unit of Holy Spring Water.
   

        The liquid shone like flowing sand with a faint golden glow, effusing an indescribable booming life force. It was definitely a great stuff.
   

        Casio didn't hesitate and decided to give it a try.
   

        Opening up one of the bottles, he drank it all in one go.
   

        A warm sensation traveled from his mouth down his esophagus, slid into his stomach, dispersed around, and was absorbed by his body almost instantly.
   

        All of his pores opened and closed, giving him a sense of transparency.
   

        White steam emerged from Casio's body, appearing rather conspicuous under the sunlight. If you looked closely, you could see impurities mixed within the steam, with occasional grey streaks fleeting across the white steam.
   

        Then, black and red steam slowly surfaced.
   

        It was the blood stasis and damaged tissue and organs, which have all turned into minute powdery substance, being expelled from the body through the pores.
   

        The spring water was incredibly effective, comparable to life's vibration energy. It didn't take long for Bai Kui's wounded body to be healed.
   

        The remaining half unit of the Holy Spring was at work, starting to fundamentally strengthen this rather weak body.
   

        Casio didn't waste any time and uncapped the remaining two bottles right away. He poured them into his mouth, using up all the water.
   

        Immediately, a heat surged through his body, as if he was soaked in a hot spring, cleansing and restless with the water.
   

        It was as if both his body and spirit were being cleansed.
   

        Gradually, as time passed, a faint trace emerged on the back of Casio's right hand. 
   

        It was pale gold in color, slightly thicker than a hair strand, and perfectly straight.
   

        Lowering his head, he murmured to himself.
   

        "Is this the so-called Holy Mark?"
   

        After a certain level of consumption of Holy Spring Water, the body will reach the first stage of saturation, resulting in a miraculous effect called the Holy Mark. It acts like an amplifier, selectively amplifying and evolving one of the user's abilities.
   

        Now Casio's condition is of initial saturation, leading to the formation of the first Holy Mark. Further consumption of spring water, leading to another saturation, would induce the formation of the second Holy Mark, then the third one, and so on....
   

        Bai Kui was not sure about the limit.
   

        Lying in the patient bed, he looked at the golden Holy Mark on the back of his hand. Casio sensed that the Phantom Kui's ability seemed to be automatically amplified.
   

        He could construct more sophisticated illusions over a larger scope.
   

        "Phantom Kui is an ability, so could secret martial arts also be considered an ability?" Casio rubbed his chin, pondering.
   

        "Peel off the Holy Mark, transfer it to the Southern Dipper Boxing Method..."
   

        With a flicker of his mind, a flash of light on the back of his hand, his body was jolted with the explosion of purple and red Qi. Casio's attitude instantly changed from casual to serious, as he sat up straight.
   

        Because at that split second, the Qi of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist and South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist seemed to have signs of merging!
   

        "I need to unlock the acupuncture points and check the condition of the Dead Fang Mirror and the Echo Mirror."
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        Unexpected things happened.
   

        Casio originally thought that the Holy Springs Water was just a unique life energy, which could be used to strengthen the body and nourish the spirit. But unexpectedly, the Holy Mark condensed from drinking a certain amount of Holy Springs Water had an effect on a fighter's Qi!
   

        Although it's still unclear what's going on, one thing is certain. He must get more Holy Springs Water.
   

        Likewise, it isn't just for restoring his strength.
   

        It's also for the higher-level transformation of the Secret Martial Art boxing method.
   

        Casio has a premonition that this Holy Mark, which originated from the Holy Spring, is absolutely a good thing, at least, it is for the Southern Dipper Fist.
   

        In the end, he conducted some research and tests. Then, he called the doctor from the sanatorium and expressed his intentions to leave.
   

        After some checks, Casio left the ward successfully.
   

        Before leaving the sanatorium, he found a mirror.
   

        In front of him was a youth around 1.75 meters tall. He had a slender physique and appeared frail, a common weak trait among illusionists.
   

        The appearance of Bai Kui was extraordinary. You could say he was exquisite. His almond-shaped blue eyes were narrow and long, like a lake rippling with gentle waves. With a straight nose and naturally upturned corners of his mouth, he gave one a half-smiling profound impression. His facial contours were soft and yin.
   

        Especially the blue Kui flower pattern below his right ear, which stood in sharp contrast with his pale skin, gave a sense of enchantment.
   

        His semi-long hair, with a golden sheen, had already covered his earlobes.
   

        Bai Kui was blessed with good looks, no wonder he had several female friends in subsequent memories. Of course, Bai Kui was not as handsome as Casio, after all, Casio was the perfection created after a demon idol secret martial arts transformation.
   

        Five minutes later, a figure slowly walked out of the sanatorium entrance. It was currently 9 AM, and the sunlight was very strong.
   

        The summer temperature was high, and the deliberately planted green plants on both sides of the road were thriving, with occasional traces of wilting leaves.
   

        Casio walked in the direction of the organization headquarters as per his memory.
   

        It was the late period of the Hong Li Empire, and the enclosure walls and buildings on both sides were strongly indicative of that era. Such as a uniform color trend towards bright yellow and blue, and a stripe pattern that favored squares.
   

        At a glance, there were often buildings with sharply rising roof corners, or religious symmetric patterns on doors and windows. Shifting his view to the street, people in old-fashioned clothes were hurrying past, with occasional horse carriages passing by.
   

        Casio moved forward towards his destination as he observed the surroundings.
   

        Soon, he came deep into the Imperial Capital's sixth district. Like a barracks, a large group of buildings were divided into a restricted area.
   

        Only by showing membership credentials of the Dark Hunt Organization could one enter.
   

        Casio naturally had a smooth entry and continued to proceed along the main road. As he got closer to the headquarters, the small yellow-gray bricks turned into large floor tiles, and the enclosure walls also got higher.
   

        One minute later, he passed through a semi-circular arch.
   

        The environment ahead was suddenly bright and open. It was a neatly manicured Fountain Square, with a flower bed planted with green trees and red flowers.
   

        This was one of the four intersections of the Dark Hunt Organization headquarters.
   

        Besides this square, the headquarters center also had another plaza. That was the traffic hub, with main roads leading to different areas. They were: Mechanism Logistics, Holy Baptism Cathedral, Weapon Workshop, Hunter's Hall, and the Mechanism Building.
   

        These were the five most important buildings. There were also other areas like the Training Camp's Exercise room, etc.
   

        Additionally, the area where the Hunters' Hall was located had a temporary living space provided for hunters to rest while settling accounts or waiting for tasks. The first place Casio visited upon entering the headquarters was this area.
   

        He wanted to thoroughly understand the internal situation of the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        Arriving at a building that resembled an apartment, Casio took out Bai Kui's Hunter Badge, registered for a room at the front desk. Then, he went directly across from the Hunters' Hall.
   

        As soon as he stepped through the front door, a youth came face to face with him. Casio saw the other person's gaze fixated on him and slightly furrowed his brows.
   

        He initially thought an inexplicable trouble was about to occur.
   

        To his surprise, the youth was amiable and asked about the situation of his last group task. As well as how a female hunter named Sana died? What did she die from?
   

        It was a simple task, and Casio naturally answered them one by one.
   

        The youth nodded his thanks and then stepped out of the Hunters' Hall. It seemed he was someone close to the female hunter Sana, asking these questions to Casio perhaps out of revenge, or merely wanting to know an answer. Nevertheless, it was none of Casio's business.
   

        He came to the Hunters' Hall intending to take on some tasks.
   

        Soon, Casio arrived at a large hall. In the hall, more than a dozen hunters stood quietly, looking at a wall. The wall was covered with white papers.
   

        The papers listed various tasks, the degree of danger, and the rewards.
   

        If you wanted to take on a task, you only needed to take off the paper and register at the task exchange place. The staff there would give you the detailed intelligence information of the task.
   

        Casio glanced over at the left side of the ground floor hall, where he had just entered. There was a spiral brass staircase that obviously led to the higher floors of the task hall.
   

        Bai Kui was a "C" rank hunter, and naturally hung out on the first floor, taking on the simplest tasks together with the lowest-ranked "D" rank hunters.
   

        "C" rank and "D" rank Hunters were collectively known as Black Copper rank hunters.
   

        "B" rank hunters were known as White Luminance rank.
   

        "A" rank hunters are known as Dark Gold level, there were a total of fifteen. Among them, there were six special ones - five Shadow Hunters and one Holy Light Hunter.
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        Casio speculated based on past experience that the so-called Dark Gold Level hunter might have approached the level of a combat fighter. He suspected the six Shadows and Holy Light Hunters to be of the fighter caliber too.
   

        The rest was easy to deduce.
   

        White Luminance Level hunters corresponded to late-stage punch artists, while Black Copper Level hunters matched with knuckles and early-stage punch artists. This was a rough estimate Casio made based on Bai Kui's strength.
   

        The accuracy should be quite high.
   

        As he thought, his eyes scanned over some of the task details on the mission wall. All the titles were highlighted in bold.
   

        "Investigate the serial murder case in Florence's Fourth District!"
   

        "Nighttime pedestrian disappearances in Florence's First District!"
   

        "Suspected appearances of dark creatures in the sewers of the Third District..."
   

        These tasks primarily involved supernatural events within Florence, not including other regions. The difficulty was obviously low, as the headquarters was located in Florence's Sixth District.
   

        Casio casually glanced over these, focusing on the rewards at the end of each task. One unit, half a unit, one unit... There were rarely any tasks offering more than two units of Holy Springs Water. Some didn't even offer spring water, but other things instead.
   

        Like money, for instance.
   

        Some were exceptions — they were team-based tasks, normally spanning an entire grading system. This meant they encompassed both Black Copper and White Luminance Levels, making up a small hunter squad.
   

        This was the case with Bai Kui's last mission.
   

        Casio stood there, reading line by line, without any expression. Hunters shifted about him, yet he remained as still as a statue. Not until a female silhouette appeared at the entrance of the Mission Hall did Casio turn around.
   

        The newcomer was none other than Rose, the young girl he had recently met.
   

        As a Black Copper Level hunter, he couldn't pick up any highly rewarding tasks at the Mission Hall. Even if he could take on three tasks at once, that bit of Holy Springs Water wouldn't suffice for Casio. He was particularly interested in the Holy Marks now.
   

        The Holy Mark was a phenomenon that occurred when the body reached a certain level of saturation after drinking Holy Springs Water. Each Holy Mark appearing on the back of one's hand represented the equivalent amount of spring water consumed.
   

        So, the volume of Holy Springs Water certainly had to be large.
   

        Casio didn't want to waste time dawdling with Black Copper Level tasks. So, he directly opted for another approach.
   

        Rose was a White Luminance Level hunter and could take up missions at the second floor of the hall, where the rewards were more substantial.
   

        Of course, Casio did not mean for Rose to take up single-player White Luminance Level tasks on his behalf, just so he could complete them. Rather, he suggested her to accept a White Luminance Level team task, then recruit team members – a team of just Casio.
   

        In essence, the two of them would finish the task meant for a larger team.
   

        This would maximize efficiency and the reward. Rose would still get her share; Casio would take the rest. If the team task originally required a nine-member squad, the reward would be the Holy Springs Water for nine. Now split between two, Rose would take one share and the remaining eight shares would belong to Casio. This was beneficial to both parties. Rose, seemingly at no advantage, would essentially benefit tremendously from merely completing the task safely, without lifting a finger. Besides, their task completion speed would be rather fast in this way.
   

        Casio had proposed this arrangement to Rose an hour prior.
   

        Of course, Rose agreed as she had been planning on becoming Casio's disciple and taking up missions was no trouble for her.
   

        "Master Bai Kui, just give me ten minutes," Rose said at the staircase of the Mission Hall, one hand on the brass railing.
   

        Her bright, wide eyes were fixed on Casio.
   

        "Just call me by my name, get to it," he said.
   

        Casio ended the conversation and again addressed the issue of formality. He noticed that the girl called Rose appeared to have a keen interest and desire in mastering illusion arts.
   

        So much so that she held a very enthusiastic and respectful attitude towards Casio, whom she suspected was a master of illusion arts. Who knows what her reaction will be when she finds out that Casio simply manipulates illusions in a crude and straightforward way?
   

        Nine minutes later, a figure reappeared down the stairs.
   

        Fifteen minutes later, Casio and Rose left the Hunter's Hall. They had received the most rewarding White Luminance Level team mission, twenty units of Holy Springs Water for eight people.
   

        Excluding Rose's two-and-a-half units, Casio, if he completed his mission, stood to gain seventeen and a half units of spring water. In terms of rewards, this was a world apart from the first-floor tasks. 
   

        The first floor necessitated the completion of several tasks to match the second floor.
   

        Back at the Hunter's temporary residence, Casio recalled the content of that White Luminance Level team mission. Coincidentally, it was the new version of former host Bai Kui's previous mission right after the reset.
   

        "Abandoned Knight's Castle"
   

        Location: Fal County, Rika City, ten kilometers to the east.
   

        Time: Within twenty days.
   

        Information: The Knight's Castle was occupied by Strain of dark creatures with aberrant bodies which included numerous White Luminance Level entities. A mixed seven-member squad was defeated there half a month ago. It was recommended that new Hunter squads be fully comprised of White Luminance Level hunters.
   

        Reward: Twenty units of Holy Springs Water
   

        In the room, Casio recalled the scenes of Bai Kui encountering these dark creatures. They weren't particularly powerful, nor did they possess any unusually eerie abilities — just extraordinary physical strength. Casio was confident presently that, even with his strength not yet recovered, he could easily settle them. 
   

        By completing the Dark Hunt Organization's mission, Casio could earn not only Holy Springs Water but also Vibrational Life Energy. In a short while, his physical body should be able to recover enough to harness Qi. When he's able to use Qi, his strength would recover even faster. It wouldn't take long to regain his full strength.
   

        In the blink of an eye, noon arrived. 
   

        Equipped, Rose appeared in the central square of the Dark Hunt Organization. Contrarily, Casio, barehanded and unprepared.
   

        The two did not waste time and proceeded directly to Fal County by horse carriage. Florence was near Fal County.
   

        The distance between was just short of sixty kilometers. 
   

        If the carriage was on a main road, it would only take several hours.
   

        In the harsh noontime sun, the dark horse carriage sped along a spacious dirt road through the woods, heading for the distance. 
   

        Around five in the afternoon, approaching dusk. 
   

        Casio and Rose had arrived at the eastern suburbs of Rika City. There used to be a small village here, but it was gradually abandoned when dark creature sightings became prevalent a year ago. 
   

        Reddish sunset clouds were reflecting on half of Casio's face. He tilted his head upwards, gazing at the ruined castle halfway up the slope. His eyes reflected a blazing red hue.
   

        In the real world, Casio needed to form his own forces and collect intelligence to locate dark creatures to hunt and devour.
   

        In the Era of Retrospection, the Dark Hunt Association he had joined was an official Supernatural Force led by the Empire mainly targeting dark creatures. There was an abundance of available intelligence on that class of creatures.
   

        It seemed that in the period ahead, he would have plenty to kill.
   

        Next to him, Rose looked at the dim evening sky and the setting sun, then turned to Casio and said, "Master Bai Kui, the sun is setting, and in half an hour, it will be completely dark. Illusion art may not execute well when the light is inadequate. Shall we find a place to stay overnight, or should we make do in the abandoned village…" 
   

        Illusionists had such limitations. Their main approach was to cast illusions that confused their enemies' visual perceptions. This was the most direct approach. Other senses like hearing and smell were far less affected.
   

        Once it grew dark, and vision was impeded, enemies would struggle to see the Illusionist's form, and their illusions would fail to direct the opponent's cognition, let alone cause them harm.
   

        That's why Rose suggested they resume tomorrow.
   

        But Casio didn't want to waste time. He cast illusions directly using Qi.
   

        That's why Rose suggested they resume tomorrow.
   

        But Casio didn't want to waste time. He cast illusions directly using Qi.
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        In the end, Rose still went up the mountain with Casio.
   

        She said: It is a hunter's duty to complete a task without retreating. Besides, she was a white-luminance level hunter. Helping Casio deal with a few small fry would not be a problem.
   

        Casio trusted her, and didn't care whether Rose was with him or not. Although he had just arrived in the Era of Retrospection, his Qi was already able to unleash power through a special method. According to his own estimation, he was proficient enough to match the skill of a great fighter, comparable to a peak white-luminance level hunter or an ordinary dark-gold level hunter, putting him just below the top six hunters.
   

        If he, as the seventh-ranked hunter in the Dark Hunt organization, couldn't handle such a minor task, then he might as well end his retrospective journey now. Moreover, he still had an ace up his sleeve. If he encountered any real danger, Casio could burst all his Qi once, restoring his peak condition momentarily.
   

        The strength of a top fighter was enough to wipe out all forms of danger that seemed unsolvable. But using that strength might result in severe damage to Bai Kui's body, bringing it to the brink of failure.
   

        Unless absolutely necessary, Casio wouldn't use this power.
   

        At 5:10 PM, the sun dipped below the horizon, leaving only orange afterglow filtering through the atmosphere, dying the clouds. A row of flying birds passed by, foretelling the imminent arrival of dusk.
   

        On the small path up the mountain, two silhouettes gradually disappeared into the woods. Five minutes later, the contours of the castle appeared before their eyes.
   

        It was a typical old castle, with a common dome and spire structure. However, weathered and deteriorated with age, many tiles were damaged or fallen off, and moss was everywhere. The whole castle seemed tinged with darkness, some of the paint already faded.
   

        At the entrance, Casio withdrew his gaze. Rose, by his side, reminded him, "Master Bai Kui, it's now the twilight hour of both day and night. If there are dark creature tribes inside, they might be close to waking up…"
   

        "They might have sensed our approach."
   

        "Hm?" Casio's brows furrowed upon hearing this. He was quick to catch the key information in Rose's words.
   

        "Day, night, awaken?"
   

        Bai Kui's memories, which Casio had inherited, did not contain these details. During each of his retrospective journeys, he only had access to some vague fragments of the former host's memories.
   

        He was aware of some major events and some deeply ingrained memories. But the rest was like a dream, impossible to recall no matter hard he tried.
   

        As if covered by a thick layer of black gauze.
   

        They didn't enter the castle directly. It took Casio a minute of indirect conversation to understand what Rose had said. During the period of the Hong Li Empire, dark creatures didn't go out in daylight! They were only active at night!
   

        This was entirely different from the period of the Hong Li Federation.
   

        In his time, the dark creatures could move freely under the sunlight, even though they disliked sunlight, they were not bound by the restriction of not being exposed to the sunlight or weakened by daytime.
   

        He initially thought he had heard Rose wrong and assumed that this characteristic of only being active at night belonged to a specific dark creature species only. But after understanding in depth, he realized every dark creature was like this!
   

        Fearful and drawing back in the presence of light, they were seriously weakened in the daytime.
   

        Some were even turned to ash with a single touch of sunlight.
   

        This was the case for the Blood Clan!
   

        Why did such a drastic change occur in the dark creatures within a span of about two hundred years? According to the records of the Hong Li Empire, for nearly a thousand years, all dark creatures were afraid of light and feared the daytime! There must have been an event that led to such a drastic change.
   

        Was it the downfall of the Hong Li Empire?!
   

        Or was it due to a major event that transpired in an unknown place?
   

        Casio immediately became alert. He thought that this retrospective era might not be simple, he might experience a world-changing historical process in the transcendental realm. Not just the Hong Li Empire, the change in the characteristics of the dark creatures would affect the entire world.
   

        His thoughts were fickle, only taking a moment. Casio quickly snapped out of it, striding towards the archway with Rose.
   

        The towering archway was the entrance to the castle. It was formed by the adjoining of two buildings, similar to arrow towers, on the left and right. Not only was there an archway at the top, but there was also a corridor between the two buildings, with three windows.
   

        Due to abandonment, there was an inexplicably eerie atmosphere.
   

        Crossing the archway, they entered the castle. The space inside was larger than they had imagined. The castle was not just a single building, but a small group of buildings with simple and narrow passages in between.
   

        The lifeless, decayed trees lost their vitality, their dry branches looked like black claws.
   

        Despite it being a vibrant summer, the wild grass in the open ground within the castle was a lifeless yellow, lacking any vibrant color.
   

        Casio stood in front of a bunch of broken stones, his gaze slowly sweeping across the surroundings, he could see some clear signs of fighting and blood. These were remnants from half a month ago, the last mission had ended in failure.
   

        Only Bai Kui and an old hunter were left out of the seven-man squad.
   

        After escaping with their lives, they gathered some useful information.
   

        One: The strength of the dark creatures in the castle was underestimated.
   

        Two: This was a rare type of dark creature that had never appeared before: the Abyss Knights, each one clad in plate armor.
   

        Three: What were these dark creatures, simply termed as Abyss Knights, guarding? They would not leave in a short period of time.
   

        It just so happened that Casio had stumbled upon the mission that had caused the original host to be severely injured and bedridden for half a month. Conveniently, he could finish this matter once and for all, signifying a brand new beginning for Bai Kui.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 700: This goddamn 370 is Illusion Art?! (4200)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Click, click, click…"
   

        Two sets of footsteps softly echoed through the dilapidated corridor.
   

        A surprise emerged around a corner.
   

        At the end of the other corridor, a towering figure astride a warhorse suddenly turned around. No, it was not astride a warhorse, but a dark creature with a half-man, half-horse body. It stood about three meters tall, draped in heavy armor with intimidating scales. There was faint, gloomy, blue smoke swirling around it. 
   

        Its lower half was the shape of a horse, robust and powerful. The upper half was an equally burly figure, gripping a terrifyingly bloody axe in both hands.
   

        Just judging from its external appearance, it was quite oppressive. However, in reality, this Abyss Knight was the lowest-level dark creature, roughly on par with the Incorruptible Level of Dead Blood.
   

        Casio didn't even spare it a glance before preparing to annihilate it. However, Rose next to him took the initiative to make a move, seemingly wanting to make good on her earlier promise to help Casio deal with such small fry. Her right hand swiftly traced a symbol in the air, and she emitted a syllable from her mouth.
   

        Her eyes instantly turned red, with rose patterns creeping out from the corner of her eyes, intertwining and winding around. Almost immediately, a wave of mystic fluctuations surged forth. Wrapped around was an invisible domain that was imperceptible to both sight and touch.
   

        This was the Illusion Space of an Illusionist, similar to a Secret Martial Artist's Aura. If the Fighter's Aura is released through Qi, the Illusion Space is a domain based on spirit. It's both similar and dissimilar to a Psychic's telekinesis.
   

        The Dark Hunt Organization was an official force of the Hong Li Empire, having controlled the Transcendental Realm for hundreds of years. Over this lengthy period, they have conducted many research studies and made summaries.
   

        In addition to the Secret Martial Artists who practiced Secret Martial Arts, there were also members of the Dark Hunt Organization itself who received power from drinking from the Holy Spring, and they were the Eerie Night Guests of the Black Rain Villa. The Dark Hunt Organization classified all powers attained by other Transcendent Beings as Source Energy, which they viewed as gifts different from those of ordinary people.
   

        Source Energy, the term was simple and clear—abilities derived from the source.
   

        And what they referred to as the source, there were only three kinds in humans: physique, Qi, and spirit.
   

        Some people were naturally gifted from birth, with one aspect of these three sources being particularly strong. As they grow older, they naturally stimulate the capabilities belonging to that source.
   

        This was innate, but there were also acquired situations.
   

        It could be that they had encountered some mysterious artifacts, or been to some bizarre places, or experienced some inexplicable things which invigorated their bodily strength, enabling them to master Source Energy.
   

        The Hong Li Empire, known for its vast territory and large population, had Source Energy awakeners with myriad abilities. All could merely be classified into several categories under XX series.
   

        Such as under the spirit source's domain, there were categories like the Illusion Series, Psychic Series, and Soul Ghost Series. It was a motley array of powers.
   

        In fact, Source Energy Users and dark creatures seemed to be mirror images of each other. Source Energy Users had one of the three sources exceptionally strong, while dark creatures lacked one source.
   

        Whereas those drinking from the Holy Spring and the Eerie Night Guests were different again. One had the Holy Spring, and the other had the Secret Soul power integrated into rainwater. Both could use foreign substances to enhance the three human sources, leading to flexible development and more choices. 
   

        Lastly, regarding the Secret Martial Artists, they had the most balanced and accurate path according to Casio, and seemed to be the most ancient.
   

        The world, still in its savage era, seemed to have seen the emergence of ancient boxing methods. Passed down from one generation to another, their upper limit was extremely high.
   

        Physique, Qi, spirit. Secret Martial Art regimen focused on all, commensurately practicing every aspect with each cultivation. Indeed, the essence of Secret Martial Art was to develop all three sources of power in parallel, intensifying the inherent sources within the powerful physique.
   

        Thus, unfolding a person's hidden potential and adapting the most comprehensive combat power.
   

        Generally speaking, Secret Martial Art was the best thing to practice. Though unstable, the powerful Holy Spring and Secret Soul powers came next. The multifaceted Source Energy comes afterwards, as it's extreme to develop only one of the three primary gateways.
   

        However, Source Energy Users had profound accomplishments in the one gateway they focused on. This was something that even high-level secret martial artists couldn't catch up to.
   

        For example, Rose had now demonstrated the power of a White Luminance Level Illusionist. The moment she released her Illusion Space, the galloping Abyss Knight in the distance was instantly frozen in place. It was caught in an impressively dynamic running posture, the axe poised in mid-air.
   

        Its entire figure was as rigid as a sculpture, its pupils already dim.
   

        Evidently, its consciousness had been pulled into the Illusion Space in an instant.
   

        "Snap."
   

        Rose snapped her fingers, her right hand rapidly shifting into a different handprint, emitting a corresponding syllable. The Abyss Knight's aura immediately subsided, light fading from its pupils.
   

        "Even though it's evening now and the light in the castle is quite dim, my Rose Space can still operate at more than 70% effectiveness. Now, this dark creature has lost its ability to move, its consciousness dragged into the Illusion Space. It just needs another five to ten seconds. Its consciousness will sink completely, and correspondingly, this dark creature's physical body will die…" 
   

        Rose thought privately. She was more than capable of dealing with this kind of dark creature that was weaker than herself. It was getting dark soon, and the battle had to be ended before nightfall. Otherwise, the dark creatures would become active, their desire to kill heightened, combined with the obstructed vision due to darkness. Even if Bai Kui was a grandmaster Illusionist, he would likely not fare well.
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        "Master Bai Kui, we..." The words of Rose were cut off by the sudden sound of galloping hooves at the end of the path ahead.
   

        This was obviously attracted by the running of the Abyss Knights just now.
   

        "Whooosh, whooosh, whooosh..."
   

        About four or five silhouettes leapt out from around the corner one after the other. All of them looked like heavily-armed knights, running full pelt like small cars.
   

        The gravel on the ground was constantly vibrating.
   

        Sparks flew where the tips of their weapons scraped against the walls.
   

        "Twilight Rose!"
   

        Rose took a step forward, her fingers drawing afterimages in front of her chest, and a string of syllables spilling from her mouth simultaneously.
   

        They carried a special rhythm, like singing.
   

        Her fingers fluttered around, overlapping to execute complex moves, as if performing a fundamental technique after prolonged practice.
   

        Stronger mental fluctuations came with the unfolding illusion art.
   

        The Abyss Knights exuding bluish gases in front were about to be drawn into an illusion. Unexpectedly, two more Abyss Knights, about four metres tall and giving off faint blue lights, burst out from around the corner.
   

        These two knights were formidable enough to rival White Luminance Level hunters.
   

        Rose felt a sense of dread. The next moment, the Illusion Space crumbled due to backlash, too many enemies' consciousness had been dragged in, especially the two from her own level, causing the Illusion Art to fail.
   

        Moreover, these two blue Abyss Knights were much more formidable than average creatures of their level from the darkness, leading to the backlash.
   

        A trickle of blood cascaded down from the corner of her eyes, Rose swayed, about to warn Casio, but heard a roar instead.
   

        It was the eerie shriek of a carnivorous avian creature, as if it could pierce through golden cracked stone.
   

        In the darkness, Casio remained unmoving like a statue. Yet a giant blood-red silhouette leapt out from behind him, its terrifyingly massive wings shrouding half of the corridor in an instant.
   

        The truck-sized head of the creature opened its mouth wide and swallowed, biting off the upper body of one Abyss Knight. The ancient robust armor was torn apart like paper, blood sprayed everywhere and their carcass ended up in a gory mess. The remainder of the horse body charged forward a little further before it toppled to the ground.
   

        The monstrous bird opened and closed its huge beak, its blood-red pupils filled with greed, a craving for blood.
   

        It let out two caws, reopening its considerably large blood-red beak. A strong suction force emerged.
   

        The air flowed backwards into its mouth, the three centaurs couldn't maintain their balance. Their three-metre-high bodies were dragged forcibly and swallowed into the gaping, black-hole-like maw in despair.
   

        Crunching noises of metal skeletons being chewed echoed out.
   

        Blood sprayed out from the gaps in the bird's beak like a fountain.
   

        "!!!"
   

        The remaining two blue Abyss Knights who just managed to steady themselves were horrified, frantically attempting to escape. However, the terrifying sound of violent blasts came from behind them. It was the neck of the Blood Vulture Bird which retracted like a spring before it shot out, its huge bloody beak snapping!
   

        Crack! the two knights and half of the building were swallowed at once. The smooth cross-section left a massive "U"-shaped indentation on the marble wall, with crumbs of stones trickling down.
   

        Not far off, Rose rubbed her eyes. Monitoring the gigantic blood-red bird feasting amongst the ruins and then Casio, who remained still, her expression gradually twisted.
   

        A voice seemed to roar within the depths of her heart.
   

        "Is this goddamn Illusion Art? It can even swallow buildings whole? Not even the Illusion Master in our organization is this absurd! Theoretically, this isn't feasible!"
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        Of course, this isn't an illusion art technique, but an illusion art technique boosted by Qi!
   

        Using the Qi of an elite fighter as a basis, serving as the source of power for the illusion art technique. Naturally, this brings about a power that is beyond imagination, capable of directly interfering with the physical reality.
   

        Because Qi exists as an entity, contrary to being merely spiritual. Boxing willpower can solidify Qi into a technique with immense power, the same applies to illusion art. The illusion that Casio crafts shouldn't be deemed a mental illusion technique, but rather a physical illusion technique - a direct attack from reality against the caught enemy.
   

        This kind of illusion art technique, others can't and won't be able to learn.
   

        Essentially, the illusion technique is simply a vent, similar to employing a stick to leverage Casio's colossal Qi.
   

        Thus allowing the Qi to manifest its power without going through the body.
   

        However, such power has its limit and can't surpass the combination of physical strength and Qi. But in certain situations, the illusion technique can help Casio survive the initial stage of weakness.
   

        It can even be said to be incredibly effective!
   

        "Don't just stand there looking stupid, follow me closely."
   

        Casio lifted his foot, walking towards the end of the ruins. Despite his casual gait, his speed surpassed that of a normal person running, hinting at a hidden explosive power.
   

        Rose, trailing behind, looked slightly stunned. Casio's figure had already taken a significant lead. She quickly followed, not stopping her steps.
   

        "Ah, Master Bai Kui, wait for me."
   

        Rose had many doubts, eager for answers.
   

        Twenty seconds later.
   

        A straight gray-white tunnel piercing through, surrounded by dilapidated buildings, giving off a sense of confinement. At the end of the tunnel is a small plaza filled with rubble and weeds.
   

        In the half-human-tall weeds, a dozen Abyss Knights lie in wait under the dim surroundings, waiting for the setting sun to vanish completely.
   

        Within the dark shadow, ten or so eyes, either ghostly green or blue, floated mid-air like erratic ghost fires. Occasionally, a horse's hooves would hit the ground, metal weapons clanking against armor, along with a beast-like heavy panting.
   

        Palpable oppressive and evil feelings filled the surroundings.
   

        This caused the weeds to darken further, even turning black at certain spots, forming freckles across the leaves.
   

        At this moment, if a common person were to barge in, they'd surely be scared to death on the spot. Even seasoned hunters from the Dark Hunt Organization would dare not confront them head-on, but instead, approach with caution.
   

        Hum...
   

        The ground seemed to tremble, sounds of distruptions echoing from far away.
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble...
   

        The sound grew louder, the rubble on the ground jolted, and the weeds seemed to be pressed towards the side by an air wave from the tunnel.
   

        The Abyss Knights swiftly shifted their attention, projecting their ghost fire engulfed eyes towards the plaza entrance. They raised their person-sized iron-scaled battle axes, their bodies started releasing vapor, either green or blue.
   

        The surrounding weeds withered instantly, while layers of blue and green mold, akin to frostbite, spread rapidly.
   

        Some unlucky soul is about to intrude.
   

        They will receive a warm welcome by dozens of enthusiastic axes!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The guest has arrived, one that's larger than expected! It was an at least fifty-meter-long purple scaled python, squeezing through the tunnel like a high-speed train. The steel-like scales rubbed against the ground and walls, creating a golden-red spark.
   

        Two bangs later, it was clear that the passage walls were too narrow. The python that was forcefully thrust in caused the walls to collapse. This instantly stirred up a dust-filled air wave.
   

        From the grey wave, a figure strolled out leisurely.
   

        With a hand placed on the corner of the python's mouth, that was as large as a house, he spoke with icy-cold sternness that seemed to originate from hell, "Wipe them all out, not leaving a single one."
   

        Hissss~
   

        The crimson tongue of the python retracted, revealing its venomous fangs. It rolled over the ground, bringing its entire enormous body into the plaza, taking up nearly one-third of the area.
   

        The next instant, the python began its hunt.
   

        At the entrance of the plaza, two figures watched discreetly.
   

        The scene before them was akin to a game of snake. The python's menacing body, like a high-speed moving train, its mouth foaming with blood, hunting for delicious and chewy snacks.
   

        Nothing satisfies more than eating an Abyss Knight covered in armor. The toughness of the muscles and skeleton mixed with the metallic armor, creating a delightful crunch, while remaining snappy.
   

        In an instant, half of the Abyss Knights were gone, into that enormous dark maw, leaving a large fountain-like round blood splatter on the ground. Occasionally, severed limbs and fragments of armor flew in all directions. A massacre was taking place.
   

        The Abyss Knights were undoubtedly thinking of fighting back. With their tank-like bodies, immense strength, and them hacking their axes furiously, they barely even scratched the scales of the python. The most damage they did was leave a white scratch on the surface of the steel scale.
   

        On the contrary, the Sonic Snake Python displayed absolute dominance. A slight roll of its body would take out a group of them. A small opening of its maw, and more than ten Abyss Knights were swallowed up, vanishing without a trace.
   

        After half a minute, the plaza was eerily quiet, empty. Weeds had been cleared, ruins crumbled to dust, leaving a peculiarly smooth surface, revealing only traces of a snake slithering past.
   

        The dozen or so Abyss Knights had all vanished, none escaped. The blood-stained ground was the only proof of their past existence; the air carried traces of a blood scent.
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        At the edge of the plaza, the young girl's expression had turned numb, deeply impressed by the physical illusion technique displayed by Casio.
   

        Now, this is what you call an illusion technique! Simple, violent, direct!
   

        Rip your enemies to shreds, smash them into a meat pie, roll them into a twisted doughnut. No flashy effects, just pure brute force.
   

        Rose rubbed her tender cheeks and suddenly asked, "Master Bai Kui, why can't I feel any illusion space?"
   

        "Is it a master-level illusion technique? Making the activation of the illusion space subtle and low-key, preventing enemies from seeing its full range, thus making it impossible for them to escape your illusion."
   

        Casio turned his expressionless face to look at Rose. He didn't understand what she was saying. What was this subtly low-key master-level illusion technique? Hadn't she noticed the violent noise earlier?
   

        The moment the Qi left his body, it was like a bomb explosion, frantically scattering in all directions. Did Rose think the gales sweeping through the air earlier were naturally occurring? That was actually the sound of the illusion being activated, it was just so loud and vast that it was mistaken for a natural phenomenon.
   

        Moreover, Casio made no attempt to hide the full range of his illusion space. As soon as he launched his illusion, the illusion space, amplified by the terrifying Qi, enveloped the entire Knight's Old Castle, and even spread beyond, still having strength to spare.
   

        Three minutes later, in a church-like spire building.
   

        "Drip, drip, drip..."
   

        A silhouette stepped out of the shadows, followed by a five-meter-high phantasm of a demon idol, hulking and towering, like a killing machine born to slaughter. With a bony spine long tail, backthorns that were like hooks, sword-shaped scales, camel-toe-like enormous feet, terrifying physique piled up with muscular blood vessels.
   

        The demon idol's hands were dripping with blood, a hideous grin on its face.
   

        Appearing satisfied because of the carnage it caused.
   

        Behind the silhouette, inside the church, was a hellish scene of revulsion. Bloody limbs were strewn about, piles of internal organs oozing out, half bodies here, bodies torn in two there. All sorts of deaths had taken place, quite artfully.
   

        Casio gently brushed a drop of blood that had accidentally stained his collar, looking at the pale-faced girl, Rose, in front of him.
   

        Just as he was about to speak, Rose suddenly turned around and propped herself up against the wall.
   

        "Blech~"
   

        She began to retch, her stomach churning. As a hunter, Rose naturally had seen bloodied scenes, but none were as gory as this. It was pure discharge of violence and rampant killing.
   

        Bringing endless torment and fear to enemies and bystanders alike.
   

        Looking at Casio, in Rose's eyes, besides awe, a hint of fear was added. She immediately swallowed her doubts, sometimes curiosity and talking too much can bring trouble.
   

        Especially when the one you're conversing with doesn't seem like a good person.
   

        "What's wrong? Did you think the method I demonstrated was too bloody? Hehe... sometimes, you have to be more vicious, more brutal, bloodier, and more decisive than your enemies, to make them feel the fear deep down in their bones. Evil people only fear people who are more evil... not to mention dark creatures that eat humans. Only by being more monstrous than monsters, can you truly hunt in the depths of the shadows." Casio slowly walked up to Rose, the red gleam in his eyes gradually fading away.
   

        "Of course, this might cause some misunderstandings among companions, and even make them feel scared. It's quite a big drawback..."
   

        He glanced at the girl from the corner of his eyes and continued walking towards the outside of the church. The demon idol followed him, gradually reducing its five-meter-tall enormous figure, until it was the same size as a normal person.
   

        In an instant, it shrank into Casio's body, completely overlapping.
   

        Sixteen minutes past five.
   

        Only five minutes had passed since the two of them entered the Knight's Old Castle. Most areas of the castle had been ransacked, and there were traces of destruction by large creatures everywhere.
   

        The armada of Abyss Knights that caused Master Bai Kui's team to nearly be wiped out last time he was on a task had been almost completely slaughtered. Casio had undoubtedly crushed them with sheer force, but it had to be said that these Abyss Knights were not weak. This newly appearing tribe of dark creatures, their individual strength could be compared to Dead Blood of the same realm.
   

        They were only slightly weaker than the Blood Clan.
   

        In other words, these were upper-middle level dark creatures.
   

        Emerging from god knows where, the Dark Hunt Organization had never heard of the existence of such large dark creatures as the Abyss Knights before Bai Kui's last task.
   

        Sometimes, unknown dark creatures represented unknown abilities and information, making the missions of hunters more dangerous.
   

        Of course, Casio didn't care. Might as well be stronger, since all he came to do this time was to familiarise himself with the ability to draw Qi into his illusion techniques.
   

        That was also why Casio had changed three different Qi formations to execute killings. Among them, South Dipper Red Vulture was the most easy to use.
   

        It is the most cost-effective and lethal.
   

        Deep in the knight's old castle, behind the dilapidated courtyard, there was a small path leading to the forest on the hilltop. The sky was quite dim, with the shadows of the trees speckled and swaying. The breeze blew, bringing a rustling sound.
   

        Casio stood on the path, vaguely noticing the unusualness in the forest, a dangerous aura was revealed.
   

        He looked at Rose next to him who seemed quite interested and said, "You go down the mountain first and wait for me by the horse carriage, set up a bonfire." 
   

        Rose opened her mouth, but eventually nodded. 
   

        She obediently turned around and left. Meanwhile, Casio took large strides towards the forest. A couple of defeated Abyss Knights had run there just a moment ago. His silhouette gradually disappeared along the path.
   

        This was a dense forest; summer leaves were lush, blocking the already dim light overhead. This resulted in heavy shadows cast across the ground, obscuring the ravines.
   

        Ah! Roar!
   

        Two screams came, only lasting for an instant.
   

        The fleeing Abyss Knights were dead, but it was not Casio who killed them, rather a mysterious figure dressed in a heavy black robe.
   

        He or she, wore a pure white mask, the surface of which had twisted patterns like tree roots. The eyes revealed were not like those of normal humans. Instead, the pupils were white, surrounded by black.
   

        It gave off a mysterious and eerie feeling.
   

        The black robe covered the entire figure, only a dark golden pattern was inlaid at the end of long sleeves, emitting a hint of splendor.
   

        He extended a hand, a pure black glove, gripping a huge scythe. The scythe was dripping blood slowly.
   

        On both sides were Abyss Knights separated from their horses, physically separated. That is, the human-like upper body was cut down, the lower half of the horse body collapsed, and blood was gushing out.
   

        The figure in the black robe slowly moved the scythe, plunging it into the ground.
   

        Ahead, a large dead tree stood tall, nearly half the thickness of a room. The wrinkled bark twisted, like wrinkles on an old man's face, or like dense scales.
   

        Right in the center of the dead tree trunk, rings of traces similar to tree rings spread out, forming an elliptical ring.
   

        At first glance, it looked a bit like a vortex of two people's size.
   

        Now it's sunset, the dim light shined on the vortex, revealing a thin layer of grey mist.
   

        It seemed like the tree rings indeed had formed a vortex passage.
   

        Waiting for the night to come completely, it led to an unknown place.
   

        Tick Tick Tick…
   

        A series of distinct footsteps gradually approached.
   

        The figure of Casio just appeared ten meters away.
   

        Whoosh! The man in the black robe disappeared in an instant and reappeared behind Casio in the next second, swinging his scythe into a full moon arc.
   

        The blade tore through the air, giving out a sharp scream.
   

        Just as the scythe was about to reach Casio, a huge monster had already hit the figure in the black robe like a shell.
   

        The blood vulture bird dived, breaking a dozen trees in a row.
   

        The figure in the black robe grunted and disappeared on the spot again, reappearing next to the dead tree as if he hadn't just made a move.
   

        However, the black glove on the right hand holding the scythe was already torn. This showed that the previous collision was not just an illusion.
   

        Casio, ten meters away, cast his gaze over.
   

        Much to his surprise, he saw the back of the man in the black robe's exposed right hand.
   

        The mark of Black Rain Villa was crystal clear…
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        It was a circular pattern of pure black lines. Two rings tightly joined together constituted the periphery. Inside was the silhouette of a knight sitting on a horse, holding a lance in hand.
   

        Knight Rank, the highest rank of the Eerie Night Guest.
   

        Shield Rank, Sword Rank, Badge Rank, Knight Rank...
   

        Casio encountered the Black Rain Villa during his third Retrospection. It was a mysterious and bewildering domain. Stepping into the range shrouded by Black Rain Villa was like entering another world.
   

        Dawn Hospital, Craniotomy Clinic, Limb Hall, Baptism Church, Mission Hall, and the Core Clock Tower, these were the special buildings within the Black Rain Villa, constituting important areas of the villa.
   

        Aside from these, there were still many dangerous areas in the villa that were not open to the public. The reason was that during Casio's period of Retrospection, the Black Rain Villa was still in its revival phase, gradually regaining its strength bit by bit.
   

        Whether it was the Black Rain Villa itself, the Decayed Knights who trotted amid the Black Rain, or even the quantity and quality of Markers signed by the Villa, none of them had reached the peak. At that time, Casio was able to destroy the Black Rain Villa once due to a combination of various odd coincidences.
   

        The most important one was benefiting from the impressive power of the Federation's Secret Martial Arts World in the north. More than ten, perhaps even dozens of schools of Secret Martial Arts masters besieged the Black Rain Villa, with six or seven brave School Masters joining the battle.
   

        Among them, there were some old guys who were also famous in the field of combat. They barely suppressed the counterattack of the Black Rain Villa.
   

        The present era was the late period of the Hong Li Empire. The Black Rain Villa operated silently according to its own rules, and had possibly reached its peak period. The Markers under its command had arguably surpassed the quantity and quality during the twilight era.
   

        For instance, this Eerie Night Guest of the Knight Rank.
   

        Casio suddenly felt a bit of danger. It was a gut feeling brought on by the powerful Qi of a top fighter.
   

        It showed that the Knight Rank Eerie Night Guest, unlike the weaker ones during the twilight era, was likely a cut above the boxing artist if Casio was not wrong.
   

        As to whether they were equivalent to a Fighter.
   

        Unclear.
   

        Because only engaging them in an all-out battle would allow him to find out. However, once the battle escalated to the Fighter level, Bai Kui's body might not be able to withstand it and would pay a heavy price.
   

        "A hunter from the Dark Hunt Organization? You're quite skilled..."
   

        The black-robed man who wore a tree pattern mask spread out his five fingers, letting the shattered glove fabric fall off, exposing his sturdy palm.
   

        He turned his head to look at Casio, standing not far away.
   

        His pupils suddenly shrank.
   

        A giant python covered in scales rushed over, like a high-speed train; the ground was even squeezed into a large downwardly concave dent. A dozen trees were fiercely flung away.
   

        The Ghost Man instantly swung down his gigantic scythe in his hand, hacking at the incoming python's head. An explosion of air waves spread out instantly, blowing up a whirling rush of sound in the entire grove of trees.
   

        Leaves and dust were swirling around, dancing wildly in the forest gaps.
   

        A figure was suddenly flung out in a spiral. Mid-air, he suddenly arched his body and stabbed his scythe directly into the ground. For a moment, the soil rolled, the tree roots were severed one after another, and the dark figure neutralized his immense momentum. Skidding for about ten meters at low altitudes, he finally stopped and planted his feet on the ground again.
   

        Having just found his footing, a figure emerged amid the colorful leaves.
   

        You dealt me a blow, and I return your favor."
   

        "Quid pro quo..."
   

        The black boots stepped on the fallen leaves, and a figure stood distantly. The frail and slender shoulders appeared somewhat delicate. But at that very moment, a domineering aura surrounded him, and he seemed to tower over everything.
   

        A gigantic purple snake pushed through the woods, circling around Casio. Its massive body curled up in circles,
   

        Only the reared neck and head protruded, like a massive scale wall, obstructing the scant remaining sunlight in the sky.
   

        The Ghost Man squinted at the figure in front of him, slowly propped up the metal scythe on his shoulder and said, "You may refer to me as the Ghost Man, may I know which Shadow Hunter are you, sir..."
   

        "Or perhaps, a Dark Hunter?"
   

        His voice was slightly low, carrying a trace of hoarseness, as if scorched by fire. The Ghost Man, who referred to himself as such, didn't have an immediate intention to fight against Casio to the death. His initial strike was more like a probe. Mediocre opponents didn't have the qualification to appear here.
   

        "Hm? A Black Copper Badge? This belongs to a Black Copper Hunter..."
   

        The Ghost Man squinted once again. The badge that represented the member level of the Dark Hunt Organization was hung on Casio's collar, easily visible upon close observation. The Black Copper Hunter of the Dark Hunt Organization included both C rank and D rank, corresponding one-to-one with the Sword Rank and Shield Rank Eerie Night Guests of the Black Rain Villa. Opposite him was someone wearing a low-level badge but exhibiting a serious mismatch in strength, far exceeding Black Copper's.
   

        Either it's a crafty expert who loves fishing all over the place.
   

        Or, it's a recently joined expert from the civilian world.
   

        No matter what, this formidable hunter suddenly appeared near the location where the Calamity Tunnel was about to open. Perhaps like him, this guy was also interested in the tunnel.
   

        However, none of this mattered to the Ghost Man. His mission is simply to get hold of one thing from within the tunnel. Once he obtains it, his task would be fulfilled. As for Casio's undertaking, as long as it does not conflict with his objectives, Casio could do whatever he pleases.
   

        After all, the result of his recent probe was that the opposite party was a high-level fighter. Although the Ghost Man could handle the strength displayed, he could still sense an elusive sense of danger lurking within Casio.
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        Once that danger erupts, it would be earth-shattering.
   

        Even though the ghost man has confidence in his strength, honed through numerous life-or-death trials, he might still have to pay a heavy price. Therefore, he does not want to be completely at odds with Casio just yet.
   

        Just like now.
   

        Maintaining a delicate balance of mutual vigilance is enough.
   

        The setting sun's reddish-glow cast upon the treetops, and a cool mountain breeze rustled their clothing.
   

        Though they had just launched fierce attacks at each other, peace returned to the woods as if their brief clash had never occurred. Their silhouettes gradually lengthened and blurred into the distance.
   

        The sun finally set, merging with the shadows and darkness.
   

        The last ray of sunlight on the horizon intertwined with the moonlight already hanging in the high altitude. When it shone on the vortex patterns at the base of the dead trees, something strange happened.
   

        The stagnant patterns unexpectedly began to rotate, accelerating clockwise and forming a pitch-black spiral vortex. It was enveloped by a layer of hazy fog, like a dim waterfall.
   

        In the boundary between day and night, a portal appeared.
   

        Casio's gaze hardened; he detected an airflow emitted from within the tunnel and felt an inexplicable sense of familiarity. It was similar to the eerie, decayed smell of Black Rain Villa, and slightly like the dark essence and disaster essence typically produced within a dark creature's body.
   

        "You first? Or should I?"
   

        The ghost man spoke first, drawing his scythe from the ground.
   

        "No need, I'll go first."
   

        Stepping forward, the ghost man walked straight towards the tree-root vortex.
   

        The moment he entered, he was swallowed by the fog.
   

        Casio remained silent. After a careful minute of waiting, he took a step forwards, attempting to enter the tunnel.
   

        As the grey fog spread, a chilling sensation enveloped him. 
   

        For a moment, he felt as if he'd been split into two, a new body leaving his physical form. 
   

        His footing faltered abruptly, and Casio left the tunnel. 
   

        As his vision cleared, his surroundings gradually brightened. 
   

        He opened his eyes and surveyed his surroundings carefully. 
   

        Ruins — the black ruins — everywhere was ruined. The collapsed walls, the crumbled high-rise buildings, the shards of bricks, and tiles. 
   

        This was a city, a dead city. 
   

        Glancing up at the sky, it was gloomy as if a smudge of ink spread across the canvas of the heavens, the sun nowhere to be found. It seemed the lights were blocked by a mix of dark clouds and dense fog.
   

        The visibility around him was even dimmer than a rainy day.
   

        Black snowflakes fluttered down, thread by thread. Casio caught one and found that it wasn't a snowflake but ash — the ash of something that had been burnt, still warm to the touch.
   

        "Where on earth is this..."
   

        Standing atop a small hill in the city, he found a circular white altar, heavily damaged. Some buildings had collapsed, their original appearances obscured.
   

        Once he regained his composure, Casio checked his body, only to discover he was no longer in Bai Kui's body!
   

        He was in his own body from the real world!
   

        Moreover, it was not a physical body but a spirit.
   

        Recalling the earlier sensation of his being split, he understood.
   

        His Qi and his physique had separated. His Qi had formed a new body and entered a bizarre realm.
   

        Casio immediately composed himself and looked for the ghost man who had entered the tunnel with him, but he was nowhere to be found.
   

        Boom! Suddenly, a powerful disturbance echoed from afar.
   

        He turned to look. To his right, there seemed to be a violent explosion engulfing the ruins. Dirt was hurled into the sky and rained back down.
   

        Next came flickers of firelight and gusts of wind.
   

        Casio's gaze flickered, preparing to head in that direction. Suddenly, a burning sensation surged from his chest — the Wisdom Rune!
   

        Looking down, he saw the endless Ouroboros symbol spinning, consuming and recycling itself.
   

        A glint that shimmered like a metallic scale flashed.
   

        Suddenly, a vague guide appeared in Casio's mind.
   

        A location, resonating with the Wisdom Rune. It was in the direction of his left hand, and the location didn't seem too far away.
   

        "Otone?"
   

        He muttered these two ancient syllables, pressing his right hand to his chest. Taking a deep breath, he went in the direction of his left hand.
   

        A minute later, he was in the ruins of the city district.
   

        A blurry figure quickly traversed like the wind.
   

        Casio's power had returned. The Qi of a top-notch fighter was detached from the frail body of Bai Kui and formed a body on its own. Rather than being constrained, his combat power had instantly recovered.
   

        This was the only thing worth rejoicing about since he had landed in this weird and unknown situation. The return of his power also meant the return of his confidence. This would make him considerably composed while facing potential dangers.
   

        "Tap Tap Tap...Tap Tap Tap..."
   

        A series of footsteps darted across the damaged road, suddenly stopping at the corner. Casio's pace faltered slightly then his black boots blurred. The ground exploded, creating a pit.
   

        A red fog surged from his entire body, transforming into a blood-red silhouette. His arms widened as if they were two straight war blades. He went straight to meet the dried up bodies wrapped in dark red bandages.
   

        This was a type of dark creature that Casio had never seen before. They looked like mummies, but between the gaps of the bandages were rows of jagged mouths or sinister eyes. The mouth would spit out black spiky tongues, each around seven to eight meters long. The speed of a powered spit was comparable to a bullet!
   

        The eyes were strange too. The place it stared at would have a small red dot, like an infrared ray. Once multiple red dots appeared on the body, Casio's actions would become slow and numb. Even the skin surface would itch, as if eyes were about to grow out.
   

        However, although the abilities of this dark creature were novel, they couldn't pose a threat to Casio who was regaining his strength.
   

        Facing about twenty mummies on the road, Casio spent thirty seconds exploring the capabilities of these unfamiliar dark creatures. Then he only took ten seconds to chop these dried bodies into pieces.
   

        The dark creature temporarily named as a mummy also had immortality, but the Deathfang Power was a perfect counter to this!
   

        The cross-section of the mummies cut in half by Casio's hand knife couldn't heal. Instead, they crumbled and corroded due to the special force.
   

        It was quite amazing. His body composed of Qi was identical to the physical body in the real world. All the twenty-plus acupuncture points of the Southern Dipper Fist had been opened, and the physical transformation of the demon idol was synchronized.
   

        Therefore, Casio could use the Deathfang Power and the Echo Strength. He could also absorb the life vibration energy from these mummies and store it in his body made of Qi. The downside was that he couldn't use the vibration energy.
   

        Perhaps he had to return from the tunnel to restore the normal status.
   

        After getting rid of the mummies, Casio headed in the direction of the guide. In a mere five minutes, he encountered seven or eight types of unfamiliar dark creatures. Their abilities were weird and they were numerous. Although he hadn't encountered any individual who could compete with a fighter, these creatures were already dangerous enough for Casio who could only use Illusion Art.
   

        Bang Bang Bang Bang Bang Bang!
   

        A series of explosions advanced rapidly within the tunnel.
   

        The Echo Strength rippled in waves with occasional roaring sound guns ejected, causing the exploding air waves to shroud an area of ten meters.
   

        Swarms of filthy insects were blown to death and green juice splashed on the walls. These maggots, magnified ten times, were still fearless. Their bodies curved upwards on the ground and then shot towards the charge coming their way like a spring, one after another.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Casio broke through the encirclement and vanished at the end of the tunnel.
   

        A few minutes later, he finally reached the destination guided by the Wisdom Rune. It was a tower, a white tower whose upper half was completely collapsed. It had circular metal patterns on the surface, but it was unclear whether they served a specific supernatural purpose or were just decorative.
   

        Casio took a deep breath, shaking off the dirt from his body.
   

        He walked straight into the entrance of the first floor of the white tower.
   

        This was a metal door about two meters high, with an engraving in the shape of angel wings, quite exquisite. However, due to the passage of time, there was a layer of grey dirt on the surface, making it look quite vague. On the center of the door, there was a disc-shaped logo with a pentagram inside it.
   

        Each point of the pentagram corresponded to a rune.
   

        Among them, at the very bottom was the Wisdom Rune: ∞. 
   

        Casio pressed his hand onto it. Suddenly, the logo on the door and the Wisdom Rune on his chest resonated. The metal door opened.
   

        A wave of murky air rushed towards his face, quite pungent.
   

        With slight hesitation, he stepped in.
   

        The metal door closed abruptly behind him, and a voice rang out.
   

        "Welcome to the flip side of reality, the World of Calamities..."
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        Clatter...
   

        Darkness is suddenly illuminated by flaming light, spiraling around the walls as if vines were climbing. Pale fire float in the air, gradually illuminating the interior of the tower.
   

        This is a vast space of several hundred square meters, devoid of any fancy decorations, just hard and thick greyish white walls. The environment is completely barren, a pentagonal altar located in the center, about the size of a room.
   

        At each point of the pentagram, there is a metal pillar, half a man's height. Under the glow of the flames, they flickered with subdued light.
   

        Standing next to the altar is a human-shaped statue. Its surface is full of cracks and its features blurred. It was this that had made a sound in the darkness, seemingly welcoming Casio.
   

        After a quick glance around the first floor of the tower, Casio walked towards the statue. It was the only entity here that he could communicate with.
   

        "Holder of the Wisdom Runes..."
   

        "My energy is nearly depleted."
   

        "Everything you want to know is in the Library of Calamities on the second floor..."
   

        The statue suddenly spoke. The next second, it fell into silence. The cracks in its body seemed to multiply.
   

        Casio's gaze flickered, and he finally headed towards the stairs.
   

        He swiftly reached the second floor. The pale fire lit up once again, illuminating the entire second floor.
   

        It was filled with densely-packed bookshelves, row after row, column after column. Many of the ancient and weighty hardcover books were piled up there.
   

        After a search, Casio found a desk at the very end on the right side of the second floor staircase. On the desk, there was a metallic-feeling diary covered in dust.
   

        After cleaning it, he opened it and read its contents.
   

        1. Theories on the origin of the World of Calamities and map...
   

        2. Classification of calamitous creatures...
   

        3. The Soul Holders and the Wraiths...
   

        4. Comprehensive usage of the Shelter Tower...
   

        Each topic was followed by the location of the corresponding book.
   

        All Casio needed to do was find them on the bookshelves.
   

        Five minutes later, he sat before the desk, flipping through the books.
   

        Initially, Casio thought he had entered a twisted realm, one of the special regions defined by the New Humans.
   

        Only after reading did he realize that the two were incomparable. The World of Calamities is the reverse side of the real world. If the real world is day, then the World of Calamities is night.
   

        Similar to the relationship between the Surface World and the Deep World.
   

        The Surface World representing human rationality, while the Deep World was filled with bestial madness. This place was more like a mysterious, terrifying dream, as well as a bizarre and grotesque Hell.
   

        Beasts roam, the blood moon rules the sky, it is a forbidden zone for the living.
   

        However, there was no World of Calamities in the beginning!
   

        The planet proceeded along its evolutionary development peacefully.
   

        It was not until a certain ancient era that the calamities descended. The world was plunged into turmoil and chaos, with a series of strange events occurring one after another. That bloody era lasted for a long time, until humanity paid a heavy price and temporarily suppressed the calamities.
   

        But, the danger was still looming in the dark, silently accumulating power.
   

        It's worth noting that the books mentioned that the appearance of calamities seemed to be related to Black Rain Villa. In addition to Black Rain Villa in the real world, there was also one in the World of Calamities.
   

        The reason why Black Rain Villa couldn't be completely destroyed might be because its true form was in the World of Calamities!
   

        Casio also looked at the map of the World of Calamities. It was a piece of parchment tucked in the book, with an antique pale yellow color.
   

        Very tough, completely undamaged, and easily portable.
   

        The World of Calamities was immense, an infinitely immense, bizarre mainland. It was divided into several representative areas.
   

        Pale Land, Dead Rain Zone, Despair Bone Forest, Black Hills, Crimson Lake, Rotten Swamp, Crystal Sand Sea, etc...
   

        Altogether, there were at least dozens.
   

        This was an extremely wide environmental coverage. Within these areas, there were representative locations. For instance, Ash City, where Casio currently resided, was located on the northwest side of Pale Land.
   

        The Black Rain Villa in the World of Calamities was located in the Dead Rain Zone.
   

        As for these, Casio just quickly glanced over them, thinking to read some of the following information. The calamity creatures, or dark creatures, were essentially deformed and broken in quality.
   

        The Physique, Qi, and Spirit are the three doors that represent the world's three fundamental laws. Every life being in this world should possess these three fundamentals, which are the pillars that support life. If any one of these is missing, life ceases to exist.
   

        However, with the advent of calamities, the World of Calamities was formed. The life forms born in the World of Calamities have been distorted by the calamities and are missing one of the three fundamentals; thereby presenting an unusual form of life, constantly influenced by the calamities of the world.
   

        They became more extreme, more chaotic, and more animalistic.
   

        Yes, the origin of dark creatures is the World of Calamities.
   

        All dark creatures in the real world initially came from the World of Calamities, reaching the surface from the deep through gaps.
   

        The book contained classifications of the strength levels of the dark creatures.
   

        The lowest level are the beasts, which rely solely on instinct for slaughter and combat, without reason. They are dominated by the chaotic laws of the world.
   

        Next are the wild beasts, more aggressive, more desirous of killing. They possess anger and madness. Although they do not seem to be rational, they do have simple emotional changes.
   

        Then come the Hazard Spirits. They have begun to regain their reasoning capabilities and are no longer disorderly or chaotic. But this means they're far more dangerous and terrifying!
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        The last one is the Ultimate Dark Entity, also known as the Origin of Darkness.
   

        It possesses unimaginable terrifying abilities, the power to change terrains, to move mountains and seas. Some are even the Progenitors of a group.
   

        In addition to the Ultimate Dark Entity, beasts, wild beasts, and Hazard Spirits all have divisions of lower, middle, and upper ranks, which differentiate their strength.
   

        The dark creatures Casio encountered can all be categorised within this system. For example, the Incorruptible Level, Immortal Level, and Indestructible Dead Blood correspond to beasts, wild beasts, and Hazard Spirits.
   

        Worth noting is that the dark creatures in the World of Calamities have greater aggressiveness, are more dangerous, and are stronger. The dark creatures in the real world escaped from the World of Calamities; they are generally more rational and wiser. After leaving the influence of the World of Calamities, the dark creatures in the real world, although they still retain their twisted nature, are more rational.
   

        However, rationality in the World of Calamities represents weakness.
   

        The more insane a dark creature of the same rank, the stronger it is.
   

        Based on the unique areas of the World of Calamities, dark creatures in these areas have some environmental characteristics and are divided into different groups. Such as the Scarlet Group, Corrupted Group, Crystallized Group, Evil Insect Group etc, dark creatures are everywhere.
   

        Casio feels a bit restless seeing this. Although it is very dangerous here, it is a good place to hunt the dark creatures, gain massive life vibration energy and rapidly increase strength.
   

        Without further consideration, he continues to watch the third type of information.
   

        Soul Holders are those who, like Casio, enter the World of Calamities in the form of Qi. First of all, to become a Soul Holder, one must have a sufficient amount of Qi. That is to say, the minimum threshold is to be at the level of a fighter to be able to condense a physical body capable of action.
   

        To resist the omnipresent influence of the Endless Calamity in the air.
   

        Corresponding to the Soul Holders are the Wraiths.
   

        These are the fighters who died in the real world, whose Qi entities far exceed those of ordinary humans and are difficult to dissipate. They gradually fall from the Surface World to the Deep World, and become mindless Wraiths.
   

        They walk aimlessly on the ground, following their inborn Secret Martial Arts instinct. Either fighting, sleeping, or cultivating. They are each powerful entities, comparable to the Hazard Spirits in strength.
   

        These Wraiths are immortal; even if they are defeated, they will re-condense in a corner of the World of Calamities. But they will be weak and will lose some fragments of Qi, which contain hundreds of years of pure combat experience. Both Soul Holders and other Wraiths can absorb them. However, it is precisely because of this characteristic that Soul Holders and Wraiths will attract each other and attack each other.
   

        Casio continues to think while reading the last book.
   

        This White Tower is called the Shelter Tower, built by the Oyon Civilization in the World of Calamities. Each special area has such a tower that serves as a safe house and provides guidance.
   

        The Shelter Tower possesses miraculous abilities.
   

        The first layer, the Altar of Resurrection.
   

        Succinctly put, the user can resurrect himself using this.
   

        However, it is limited to those who possess five Keystone Runes.
   

        Additionally, each time the possessor resurrects, they need to provide energy.
   

        The energy represented by the Wisdom Runes is also the Blood of Spirit, a full progress bar of Blood of Spirit can let Casio resurrect once.
   

        The energy needs to be injected into the Altar of Resurrection in advance.
   

        Casio isn't entirely clear on the mechanism inside, it probably has something to do with the bodies composed of Qi and the Wisdom Runes. Qi isn't the physical body; even if it dissipates, it can still be recollected.
   

        The Wisdom Runes on the Qi body have a connection with the Altar of Resurrection, and can correspond with each other even from a long distance.
   

        It is likely that the Altar of Resurrection attracts the dispersed Qi back little by little, taking a certain amount of time to re-condense a body.
   

        With the existence of the Altar of Resurrection, obviously, Casio can feel much more at ease. After all, exploring the World of Calamities is quite dangerous.
   

        Dark creatures are everywhere, and the environment is hostile.
   

        It can't even be guaranteed that a Wraith at the fighter's level won't be attracted and come over to fight Casio to the death without saying a word.
   

        The second level, the Library of Calamities.
   

        Which is where Casio is now. It stores some intelligence about the World of Calamities, including the detailed information about various dangerous areas and evil groups. It also plays a guiding role.
   

        The third level, the Defense Array.
   

        Its core is a transparent crystal that's half a person high, and the entire tower body is lined with array trails. Once activated, it can produce a gray protective layer similar to an enchantment barrier, enveloping the White Tower.
   

        To prevent the most important revival altar from being damaged.
   

        As long as there is enough energy, even if the Ultimate Dark Entity appears, the protective gray layer can resist it. This can make the White Tower as safe as a shelter, allowing the Soul Holders to rest assuredly.
   

        It must be noted that entering the World of Calamities with a Qi body will be affected by the endless calamities in the air. If too much time passes, they can lose their sanity, gradually turning into a mad beast. But inside the White Tower with the activated Defense Array, calamities will be filtered out, allowing Soul Holders to return to a state where they can act normally.
   

        Spirit Blood can serve as the energy to maintain the Defense Array.
   

        In addition, the crystal at the core of the Defense Array can also function as a locator, which can be used in conjunction with the map that Casio just obtained.
   

        No matter where Casio is in the World of Calamities, there will be two red dots on the map. One is fixed, which is the position of the Shelter Tower. The other is moving, which is Casio himself.
   

        With this, one can discern location and direction.
   

        So, one won't lose themselves in various strange environments.
   

        It should also be noted that there isn't just one Shelter Tower. Every special area in the World of Calamities has a tower that provides safety and purification of calamities.
   

        The towers do not possess the power to teleport between each other, but there are two wonderful ways that can allow Casio to quickly travel back and forth between the special areas of the World of Calamities, without having to take dangerous journeys.
   

        First, leaving a measure of Spirit Blood on the revival altar of each tower. This way, after death, one can choose which tower to be revived and re-form the Qi body.
   

        Second, the third floor of the tower possesses a magical token called "Proof of the Soul Holders." After obtaining it, Casio doesn't need to enter the World of Calamities through a fixed tunnel. He only needs to activate the Proof of the Soul Holders, allowing him to enter the World of Calamities anywhere in the Real World. Also, the initial location of the Proof of the Soul Holders is selectable.
   

        Casio can designate any activated Shelter Tower.
   

        With a clap, a pair of hands closed the ancient book.
   

        Casio took a deep breath, digesting the content in his mind.
   

        Suddenly, he found something strange. In his third retrospection, Casio was played the Eerie Night Guest of the Black Rain Villa, and he had killed many dark creatures. However, he had never heard of or encountered a tunnel leading to the World of Calamities.
   

        In the face of his severe torture, all the dark creatures behaved as if they were species from the Real World.
   

        The Black Mechanism also had no information relevant to the World of Calamities.
   

        Something was off.
   

        From the Imperial Period of the Hong Li Empire to the Federal Period of the Hong Li Federation, something must have happened in between that caused a gap in information.
   

        No, this didn't seem like just an information gap, but rather a conceptual one. Everyone, including the dark creatures themselves, had forgotten the concept of the World of Calamities. It was like during his third retrospection, he faintly felt as if a pair of mysterious hands were preventing the Secret Martial Arts World from interacting with other supernatural forces. The Secret Martial Arts World seemed to be an independent entity, disconnected from other forces.
   

        Moreover, Casio had always wondered whether the Secret Martial Arts World had been in steady decline for centuries simply because of technology advancement and changes in eras? It seemed that these two things didn't necessarily correlate absolutely. For instance, scientific exercises could provide martial arts practitioners with a better foundation of technique and power.
   

        Behind all of this, it seemed as if a mysterious force was in control. Like the eyes in the fog, watching the world from a high vantage point, occasionally intervening, stirring the threads of the era.
   

        Was it the Organization? Or the immortal Xiadu?
   

        Casio didn't know.
   

        He only knew that he currently needed to go to the third floor to take the Proof of the Soul Holders. Then he would go to Ash City to hunt down dark creatures, use a portion of Spirit Blood to activate the tower's Defense Spell Layer, and then formulate the next move.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Moving the map to his chest, Casio went straight to the third floor.
   

        As the light shone, densely packed spider web-like black patterns crawled all over the space. The floor, the walls, and even the ceiling were covered with these ancient and exquisite tracks.
   

        These patterns were not only on the third floor but had also penetrated into the walls, covering the entire Shelter Tower. All it needed was Casio's spirit blood as energy to turn it into a safe house.
   

        Standing at the entrance to the stairs, Casio turned to glance at the path to the fourth floor. The upper part of the Shelter Tower had collapsed and been destroyed, and naturally, some of its original functions could not be used.
   

        However, luckily, the three main functions of the Shelter Tower are on the first three floors. The resurrection altar on the first floor is the most important; the Library of Calamities on the second floor directs the newly arrived Soul Holders; the defense array on the third floor provides protection and filters out the calamities in the air.
   

        As long as these three functions remain.
   

        Most of the functions of the Shelter Tower would be complete.
   

        Casio walked forward, reaching the center of the third floor. Here was a diamond-shaped crystal the size of a person, showing a deep blue semi-translucent texture. At the top of the crystal, a metal disc about half the size of a palm floated in the air, remaining still.
   

        He reached out and grabbed the disc in the air.
   

        The disc's surface had spiral-shaped patterns, similar to a silvery-white vortex flowing from the outside to the inside. At the vortex's center, a carved eye was tightly closed.
   

        Casio gave the disc a glance, then followed the method mentioned in the Library of Calamities on the second floor, placing the Proof of the Soul Holders on his chest.
   

        It conveniently overlapped exactly with the position of the Wisdom Rune.
   

        Instantly, a flash of scorching hot sensation passed by.
   

        Looking down, the metal disc was already gone. Only at the center of the clavicle below his neck, an evenly centered vortex pattern could be seen. The tightly closed eye in the center of it was now open.
   

        It resembled the eye of a living person, exuding a deep blue light.
   

        The Proof of the Soul Holders is the imprint of the Qi, not a physical item to carry around. This means that even if Casio finishes this retrospection and returns to the Real World, he can use the Proof of the Soul Holders to return to the World of Calamities, serving as his admission ticket.
   

        The Proof of the Soul Holders resonated with the already activated Shelter Tower.
   

        It could forcibly drag the Qi of Casio in the Real World.
   

        What needs to be noted is that entering the World of Calamities is best at night in the Real World. Because the calamities and reality are reversed, the darkness of reality is the day in the World of Calamities. During daylight in the World of Calamities, the omnipresent calamities in the air will be reduced to the minimum.
   

        The Qi body can function for longer periods without going mad.
   

        Also, the danger in the World of Calamities during the day is reduced. Many strong Dark Creature Tribes in special areas would fall into a lazy slumber, and only a few not so strong wild beasts come out.
   

        After taking the Proof of the Soul Holders, Casio returned to the second floor.
   

        Using the map of the World of Calamities in his hand, he looked for information about the Pale Land area. About half an hour later, Casio finally found some intelligence about Ash City among the avalanche of books. Ash City is located in the northwest direction of the Pale Land.
   

        The city is adjacent to the Despair Bone Forest, so the dark creatures born there possess two characteristics. One is the bonification of the Despair Bone Forest, and the other is the burning characteristic of the Pale Land. It is worth noting that Ash City is a special region in the Pale Land, and its burning characteristic is different. It is more similar to the residual heat produced after burning.
   

        Black smoke, poisonous fire, progressively increasing erosive high temperature.
   

        When these two characteristics mix together, naturally, the dominant tribe in Ash City forms and can be referred to as the Ash Clan.
   

        There were pictures and details in the intel that Casio obtained.
   

        Wild Beast Level: Ash Warrior, Archer, Spearman.
   

        Wild Beast Level: Vertebrae Blade Warrior, Dark Fire Sorcerer.
   

        Hazard Spirit: Poisonous Smoke Giant, Ash City Lord, and his nine phantasms.
   

        Firstly, one thing must be clear. The World of Calamities is not the Real World; the body is made up of Qi, and damage or consumption of Qi will lead to the weakening and decrease in strength of the Soul Holders.
   

        That is to say, this is more like a game with life points.
   

        Casio cannot disregard the low-level wild beasts. Once they hold a numerical advantage and use the terrain to hinder and focus their attacks, Casio probably won't be able to get the upper hand. This is equivalent to weaklings attacking stronger beings in the real world, which can't break the defense, while in the World of Calamities, it definitely will. Even if it can only cause a little hurt.
   

        After contemplating for a moment, Casio returned to the first floor.
   

        He followed the information from the Library of Calamities and unlocked another function of the resurrection altar. Showing the time. The day and night here are fixed, twelve hours of daytime, twelve hours of night time. Now, two hours of daylight had passed.
   

        The resurrection altar's clock-shaped phantasm in mid-air faithfully recorded it.
   

        Casio touched his chest, the Proof of the Soul Holders had another function, that was to record the madness value of his body.
   

        There are five stages, each stage would alert once.
   

        In the middle and later stages of the third stage, Casio can consider returning to the Shelter Tower, using the defense array to filter the calamities.
   

        Once the concentration reaches the fourth stage, his Qi body will involuntarily start to lose sanity.
   

        Emotions become more impulsive and easily angered, more aggressive.
   

        By the fifth stage, the Soul Holders will inevitably start to turn into beasts. If one has strong willpower and is decisive in the early stages, rushing back to the Shelter Tower can still save them. Any individual reaching the middle of the fifth stage is completely beyond saving, certain to fall into the beastly state.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        What demands vigilance is that the change in five degrees of Madness Value is not only related to time but also linked to the Soul Holder's state. When injured or overly exhausted, the rate of Madness Value increase would see a significant surge.
   

        "Ten hours left, that should be enough…"
   

        Casio retrieved the map of Ash City and slowly departed from the tower.
   

        At the same time, in another corner of Ash City, collapsed stone columns and enclosure walls constituted large swaths of ruins. Dense clusters of buildings blocked the light, casting giant shadows. 
   

        In the shadows, a figure cloaked in a black robe moved stealthily. 
   

        The Ghost Man arrived to execute the task of Black Rain Villa, which was located at the mansion of the Ash City Lord. Undoubtedly, this central area was rather hazardous and could potentially encounter the Ash City Lord, the most powerful hazard spirit in the Ash City region, it was extremely difficult to deal with. There were ten Ash City Lords in total, one being the main body and the other nine were avatars. Each Ash City Lord possessed strength of the Hazard Spirit level!
   

        If any of the avatars encountered an enemy, the nearby avatars would rush to assist. Depending on the situation, they would either choose to besiege or merge to become a more powerful Ash City Lord. 
   

        It could be said, that the Ash City Lords would only grow stronger throughout the fight. Eventually, it might end up with ten Hazard Spirits besieging you alone. Or even worse, the ten would merge as one, unleashing the Ash City Lord's full combat power.
   

        Therefore, he must tread lightly. The Ghost Man would depart immediately after obtaining the item without making any prolonged stops. If he encountered any troublesome dark creatures along the way, he would choose to take a detour to avoid them. 
   

        Click.
   

        His footsteps suddenly stopped, and he leaned against the back of a building.
   

        On the open main road of the city area directly ahead, the dull sound of colliding bone armor was heard. In the distance, a team of Ash Warriors slowly walked by, their posture somewhat slackened. Clearly, this was due to daytime, when the activity of dark creatures reached its lowest point. 
   

        However, even so, the streets were still permeated with a bloodthirsty and ferocious aura. These Ash Warriors were typically over two meters tall, approximately between two to two-and-a-half meters. They wore heavy full suits of armor, which were osseous growths, and within the gaps of the armor, a hunk of meat and blood vessels could faintly be seen. The massive contour was dotted with harsh angles. The Ash Warriors each held a great cross sword, revealing a grayish white hue of bone. The sharp blade was marked with streaks of blood. 
   

        Aside from the Ash Warriors, there were also several archers. They, too, were clad in full suits of armor, albeit significantly lighter.
   

        Most peculiar was the bone bow in the hands of the Ash Archers—that was directly grown from their arms, forming the shape of a longbow. The surface of the bone bow was wrapped with skin and blood vessels, with the entire bowstring formed by a tangle of tough blood vessels. Inside the forearm had a channel with bone arrowheads resembling the pile. In battle, they could be directly snapped off for use.
   

        What was worth noting was the entire arm of the Ash Archers was emitting black smoke, with the surface showing cracks resembling lava. 
   

        It's uncertain whether this would empower the fired arrows.
   

        The Ghost Man stood in the shadows, hesitated for a moment, and was about to dash out to swiftly slaughter these beasts when a commotion was heard from the streets—a sudden appearance of four to five three-meter tall figures.
   

        Their entire physique resembled werewolves, with strong legs adopting the bearing of an inverted joint, their claws deeply embedded into the ground. 
   

        The upper body was swollen with developed muscles. Half their body showed a spider web-like fissure, underneath which it seemed as though the glow of flames was flickering. These were Wild Beast level Vertebrae Swordsmen. As for their blades, they were naturally concealed within their bodies. The Vertebrae Swordsmen had an outstanding bone handle at the back of their necks, while the entire hulking blade was embedded in their bodies, turning their spines into a scabbard.
   

        They were panting heavily from their nostrils, exhuding black smoke. Their eyes were filled with blood and were a fiery red, containing an undercurrent of roaring rage.
   

        They looked quite provocative.
   

        The Ghost Man halted his steps. It was not easy to deal with four to five Wild Beast level dark creatures, especially in the World of Calamities. He decided to play it safe, as careful as he had been earlier. He would wait for them to pass. 
   

        Three seconds later, the Ghost Man commended his choice.
   

        A vague figure wreathed in black mist and ash appeared, hovering in mid-air, emanating a dangerous aura. 
   

        It turned out to be an avatar of the Ash City Lord! Hazard Spirit level! 
   

        The Ghost Man admitted to himself that if it were a one-on-one fight, he could win by using all his tricks. But the problem was that there were many avatars of the Ash City Lord. Once a fight erupted, the other avatars would rush to assist.
   

        Anyone entangled with them, would likely meet their end soon.
   

        As the silhouetted figure shrouded in black fog appeared, the Ghost Man immediately lowered his presence and aura to its minimum. He silently waited for the dark creatures to leave the street before looking for an opportunity to move stealthily. 
   

        In Ash City, never engage with a Hazard Level.
   

        That was the principle set by the Ghost Man for himself.
   

        While he was deep in his thoughts, a rumble was heard from the main road of the city area, as though a road roller drove by. The massive vibration was almost visible as the rubbles on the ground were shaken several centimeters high.
   

        "Such a loud running sound, it could only be from the Poisonous Smoke Giant..."
   

        The Ghost Man once again felt grateful; otherwise, he would have instantly encountered two Hazard Levelled Spirits. He turned his gaze towards the intersection of the street.
   

        A large group of Ash Warriors and Ash Archers hustled, like a large tin of sardines. They no longer possessed the violent behavior they usually did, but instead displayed the instinctive fear of beasts.
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        Whoosh!!!
   

        A gust of wind swooped down the street, its massive figure blocking the sun, casting a shadow over the ground. The Ash Warriors masked by the shadow furiously bulged their eyes and charged like they were possessed.
   

        However, it was a step too late.
   

        Bam!
   

        The ten-meter-tall Poisonous Smoke Giant crashed down after thrashing a huge swath through the air, and it seemed someone was using it as a weapon.
   

        Splatter, splatter, splatter...
   

        The two-meter-tall Ash Warrior was brutally flattened, just like a can being hammered, the flesh and juice inside exploded out.
   

        The Ghost Man squinted at the scene, only to find the two-metre-tall silhouette had seized one of the Poisonous Smoke Giant's legs, swinging it down like a club. His movements were composed, with seemingly no effort even lifting the ten-meter-tall giant, demonstrating indomitable strength.
   

        After the thunderous crash, Casio once again hoisted his makeshift weapon.
   

        Dragging it along, he charged towards the direction of the dark smoke figure.
   

        He had gotten a map of Ash City in the Shelter Tower. The area with the most and densest of dark creatures was undoubtedly the city lord's residential area. Casio planned to quickly accumulate the first batch of spirit blood to activate the tower's defense array, naturally, he couldn't be shy and reserved like a cat. Therefore, after understanding the situation, he chose direct confrontation.
   

        The Library of Calamities' information indicated that Ash City did not house the ultimate form of darkness, which gave Casio a layer of assurance. As long as it was a fighter-level matchup, he would not fear any opponent.
   

        Bam!
   

        The weapon made out of the giant's corpse was swung out again.
   

        Double-digit dark creatures were crushed on the spot.
   

        "Dare you, in my presence, slaughter the Ash Clan..."
   

        "You!" "Bang!!!!"
   

        The city lord, appearing as a dark smoke figure, charged while roaring. His body swelled with black smoke to four or five meters high.
   

        Just as he was about to attack, he was sent flying by a sudden massive force.
   

        The Ash City Lord, like a baseball, was swept by the body of the Poisonous Smoke Giant and shot out like a cannonball.
   

        A trail of dragged smoke appeared in the air.
   

        His body rammed a huge hole into the surface of a mighty building and with an unreduced momentum, flew wildly towards the other side of the district.
   

        Boom! It took a couple of seconds before a muffled sound reached from afar.
   

        "Roarrr!"
   

        A furious roar accompanied by a terrifying aura surged into the sky hundreds of meters away. Without a question, the Ash City Lord had descended into a frenzy.
   

        On the main road, Casio, the one who had sent the Ash City Lord flying, paid no heed to this. He just continued to wield his weapon, crushing the remaining dark creatures on the street like they were mere rats.
   

        Bloodshed everywhere, a thunk here and a thud there, it was strangely relieving.
   

        In the shadows, the Ghost Man secretly swallowed saliva.
   

        This hunter who entered the tunnel of calamity with him was no ordinary person! Based solely on what he had seen, the hunter was undoubtedly more than just a street expert who had just joined the Dark Hunt Organization. At the least, he must have been a Shadow Hunter of the Dark Hunt Organization! Or maybe even...
   

        It wasn't impossible he was a Holy Light Hunter, the strongest among the hunters!
   

        Despite his shock, the Ghost Man turned his gaze to the billowing dark smoke pillar in the distance and shook his head.
   

        Even if he were a top-notch Holy Light Hunter, provoking the Ash City Lord in the World of Calamities at Ash City was not a wise choice.
   

        When ten disaster spirits swarm in, the only choice was running for dear life. Just in case, the Ash City Lord gets too enraged, and decides to merge separate entities into one. The chase would be even more brutal!
   

        Nearly certain death.
   

        This audacious hunter, I fear, is facing great trouble...
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        "This is a good opportunity!"
   

        The Ghost Man immediately thought of his mission target. Ash City Lord was being distracted by this powerful hunter. Consequently, his focus on the core area would naturally drop. In the chaos, he could fish in troubled waters.
   

        With that thought, the Ghost Man immediately took action.
   

        He quietly retreated, gradually disappearing among the buildings.
   

        Bam! Bam! Bam!
   

        On the main road, stone fragments exploded, and dust was flying. Gusts of strong wind swept the ground clean of debris. A huge vortex appeared intermittently in the pale-yellow fog, accompanied by the thunderous noise reminiscent of tanks.
   

        Casio raised his fist, with a heavy thud, he sent the shadow of the dark energy, which had just rushed forward, flying again. He no longer had the Weapon, the Poisonous Smoke Giant. After hundreds of clashes, even the giant's sturdy flesh could not withstand it and broke into several sections, being casually thrown away.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        A silhouette cut a black line in the air, hundreds of meters long, aggressively pushing forward. The dark energy on the Ash City Lord flared up like a flame.
   

        Bam!
   

        A side kick from Casio sent it flying backward again, like a shell.
   

        A four-story grayish-white building on the left collapsed with a thunderous noise, bricks and rubble poured down like a mudslide. But, amidst the rubble, thick black smoke still lingered. The ruins burst open, and Ash City Lord stood up again, turning himself into a shadowy figure completely engulfed in flames.
   

        It was clearly a full-scale, ultimate battle state.
   

        An explosive aura of terror swept the ground clean of the dust.
   

        Casio narrowed his eyes slightly. Was it due to the seriousness of facing a formidable enemy? Not entirely, he was just fishing. If anyone paid attention, they would've noticed that Casio never moved from his spot.
   

        He stood his ground, waited for Ash City Lord to charge at him, and then repelled him.
   

        He didn't use his overwhelming power, nor did he display his Southern Dipper Boxing Method, which has a strong killing effect on dark creatures. Because, simply killing a Hazard Spirit-level division of Ash City Lord wouldn't be very profitable.
   

        The divisions of Ash City Lord share a sense of each other. Once it recognizes that Casio is much stronger, it will definitely hide. In this case, Casio could only hunt down a Hazard Spirit-level division. On the contrary, if he demonstrated a power level that was just slightly stronger than the Ash City Lord's division, the other divisions of Ash City Lord were likely to gather and try to gang up on Casio.
   

        This way, the Defense Array for Shelter Tower, and even the initial activation of the Resurrection Altar, which requires spirit blood, could be solved in one fell swoop.
   

        Casio wouldn't have to go through the hassle of gathering lesser warriors.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        In mid-air, a black meteor flies past, falling with extreme speed. It was an emergency division of Ash City Lord from other areas of the Ash City.
   

        Immediately, two Ash City Lords locked onto Casio simultaneously, emitting excited roars. Thick black smoke billowed, carrying a slow-burning fire poison, eroding a large area around them, burning everything to ashes.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        Ripples that could be seen with the naked eye spread in the air. That was the airwave caused by the battle among three figures, the illusion created by the rapid push of air.
   

        Swoosh! Swoosh!
   

        Two Ash City Lords were thrown back, directly collapsing two buildings.
   

        They were still in a disadvantageous position, but it seems to have been slightly different. At least, they were no longer like in the beginning when they faced Casio and were sent flying hundreds of meters away with a single punch, kicked like a leather ball.
   

        Roar!
   

        The horrible roar went straight to the sky.
   

        It was the Ash City Lord urging the other divisions to hurry.
   

        One minute later.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Four figures flashed and quickly separated on the main road.
   

        Three Ash City Lords retreated in unison, their smoke bodies leaving a dragging trace that's over a dozen meters long on the ground. The debris and mud were burned red hot.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        Five figures collided at high speed, causing a large section of the surrounding ruins to collapse.
   

        Bam!
   

        After a loud noise, four Ash City Lords retreated in the dark mist. The ground left behind was so red with footprints that they seemed to want to merge into one and flee the battlefield.
   

        Three minutes later.
   

        Casio was under siege by five smoke-like figures, and was starting to struggle. His defense was barely holding up against the attacks that were coming from all directions like a flood. The main road had cracked everywhere, and more than half of the block had been completely destroyed.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        In a fight against six opponents, Casio displayed some signs of fatigue. Several wounds could be seen on his body, with a dark burning color, that was the Ash Fire Poison.
   

        The phantom-like black fist prints blocked the attacks from all around.
   

        "It's about enough..."
   

        The always expressionless Casio had a flash of sharpness in his eyes, and blood-red steam rushed out, like a volcanic eruption, instantly engulfing everything around him.
   

        Within a hundred-meter radius, it seemed to have turned into a scarlet hell.
   

        The ground, stones, bricks, high walls, ruins seemed to be enveloped by an unknown power and began to decompose quickly. The grey, black, white fragments evaporated into smoke and flew up into the sky.
   

        The Ash City Lord then realized something was wrong. Casio, who was initially at a disadvantage under their siege, was emanating an aura that was several times stronger.
   

        The rich, blood-dripping killing intent weighed like a mountain.
   

        Lava-like cracks suddenly appeared on the chests of the six Ash City Lords. The dark smoke billowed as they tried to merge and flee the battlefield.
   

        "Thinking about running now? Too late!"
   

        Hiss!!!
   

        Casio didn't make a move lightly, but once he did, it was the final secret skill of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, the Blood Vulture Beak. The terrifying bird's beak rushed out of the bloody vortex!
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        It was as if a high-speed train was barreling towards Ash City Lord.
   

        Everything in its path was disintegrated into fragments.
   

        Bam bam bam!
   

        Ash City Lord, united in six, released its full power in emergency.
   

        It transformed into a five-meter-tall Obsidian Smoke Giant, with a grotesque, enormous right arm as large as half of its body, covered in flame patterns.
   

        The arm punched out, landing firmly on the rushing Blood Vulture's mouth.
   

        Bam! Crack, crack, crack...
   

        The punch only held on for a mere half a second, then the colossal arm started to shatter inch by inch. The Blood Vulture's mouth whizzed past with a crash, consuming a large portion of Ash City Lord's body. Casio followed closely; in the air, he bent his waist and spread his arms, his legs curled up, resembling a bird of prey diving down for a hunt.
   

        Whoosh! Casio swiftly dashed past the side of the Ash City Lord, like a gale.
   

        The half-meter-high Obsidian Smoke head, exploded just like a watermelon.
   

        "Three and a half spirits worth of blood, it's absolutely enough…"
   

        Casio smoothed the surging Qi in his body and checked the progress in his wisdom rune. His mood was immediately lifted. He killed six Hazard-Spirit-level dark creatures by exploiting Ash City Lord's sense of presence in its clones. His ultimate technique wiped them all out in one go.
   

        Not only had they resolved Shelter Tower's pressing danger, but Casio also garnered six Hazard-Spirit-level life vibration energies. That's six! Even though due to having the same source, its efficiency might decrease after a few times of absorption, it's still equivalent to three to four regular Hazard-Spirit-level life vibration energies. Along with the one he initially killed, the Poisonous Smoke Giant, he had at least four or five.
   

        This should provide a decent increase in the progress of his magical golem secret martial arts Qi chapter.
   

        Hence, to Casio, the World of Calamities is a treasure land.
   

        It's full of dark creatures, and there're many of Hazard Spirit level. Although it's extremely dangerous, danger and opportunity coexist. As long as his strength is strong enough, his mind is clear and his judgments are decisive, he can thrive here and enhance his strength to a new level.
   

        Currently, the progress of Casio's magical golem secret martial arts is 64.1%. The process is harder as it approaches the end, the remaining 35.9% might be more challenging than the completed 64.1%. Casio, in the real world, might need to hunt from now till kingdom come if he still relies on various pieces of intelligence to trace the signs of dark creatures and kill them one by one. For Casio, exterminating dark creatures isn't difficult; he himself is mighty, and he's from the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        The real difficulty is how to find those dark creatures hiding in cities, remote countryside, deep forests. That's a big issue.
   

        Now, Casio doesn't need to scout about. He's in the dark creatures' world, the World of Calamities. There's life vibration energy everywhere, readily obtainable. As long as he doesn't die during his frantic hunts, Casio is confident in maximizing his potential, which means, 100% magical golem secret martial arts proficiency!
   

        This time he returns, though he may not reach the Holy Fist realm, he at least needs to elevate himself to the pinnacle among fighters, the ultimate limit.
   

        Not only the magical golem secret martial arts, but also the two Southern Dipper boxing methods. In a life and death battle with secret martial art masters, his Southern Dipper acupuncture points will break through rapidly.
   

        In the World of Calamities, there's a special unit called the wraith. The highly concentrated Qi of the dead or meditating high-level fighters over the thousands of years can't dissipate like normal human beings. They fall from the surface of the real world into the deep World of Calamities, transforming themselves to spirits abundant in battle skills but lack intelligence. Undoubtedly, these are perfect opponents.
   

        "What a place, I need to come more often…"
   

        Casio instantly established the goal for his return this time. Enhancing his strength is the key, accomplishing the original owner's obsession is just a side deed.
   

        When he came back to his senses, he was about to leave. Yet not far away on the crowded buildings, four silhouettes appeared, one fleeing and three chasing, darting towards him.
   

        Shadows jumped between different buildings, extraordinarily fast.
   

        Casio narrowed his eyes.
   

        Surprisingly, that fleeing figure looked familiar. That was Ghost Man, whom he met a few hours ago for a trial of strength. 
   

        As for those chasing from behind, Casio knew them even better.
   

        Three Ash City Lords, their bodies shrouded in flame-like dark smoke.
   

        They seemed extraordinarily furious, their bodies full of thick, red cracks. Within the cracks was the color of high-temperature magma. Their fists swung rapidly, dragging smoke along, colliding with Ghost Man's metallic scythes, and smashing high-rise buildings. Ghost Man seemed to be in a desperate situation. 
   

        His defense was like walking on a tightrope. 
   

        A slight blunder would lead to utter collapse, a ten thousand feet fall into an abyss.
   

        Clang!
   

        The scythe collided with a black smoke hand that reached out. Ghost Man blocked the frontal attack but failed to guard his back and was heavily hit by a punch.
   

        He spat out a mouthful of fresh blood and was knocked back close to a hundred meters.
   

        Rolling on the ground, dusted with powdered stone, face dirtied.
   

        The Ghost Man indeed seized the perfect timing but underestimated the strength of the Ash City Lord and the weight he placed on the mission target.
   

        That was a sapphire-like crystal. The Ash City Lord could make nine duplicates of himself, and could reform even after being destroyed, all due to this natural crystal. This was the core of the Ash City Lord's power.
   

        Once the Ghost Man stole the crystal, the Ash City Lord predictably gave chase, hell-bent on killing him.
   

        On the main road that had been leveled by Casio's previous battle.
   

        "Dammit, I was so close! The Ash City Lord's reaction was even faster than I anticipated! I have no choice but to use the Forbidden Technique. Even if my strength significantly decreases afterwards, it's still better than dying here! I was so close to winning, almost had this mission completed, which would've given me the highest authority in Black Rain Villa and a significant boost in power…" The Ghost Man's face was buried in the dirt, blood trickling out of his mouth, teeth gritted in reluctance as he rose.
   

        His eyes glowing red, he roared, rapidly deploying the Forbidden Technique.
   

        "Ah!!! Come on, you think you can kill me!?"
   

        Huh?!
   

        The Ghost Man panted heavily, half his mask shattered, veins bulging on half his face, giving him a ferocious appearance. At this moment, he wore a look of stupefaction.
   

        The anticipated fierce attack from the Ash City Lord did not happen.
   

        Quizzically, the Ghost Man saw three smoky figures glaring at him from hundreds of meters away atop a building roof. They lingered and hesitated, seemingly afraid to approach him for some reason, yet were begrudging about letting him run away with the crystal.
   

        They could only utter a few threatening growls, never straying too far from the edge.
   

        The Ghost Man swallowed hard, clearly feeling the furious staring from the pair of red eyes a hundred meters away. But they simply didn't dare to come closer.
   

        "Cough, cough…"
   

        Suddenly, a low cough sounded from behind the Ghost Man.
   

        The menacing growls from the mouths of those Ash City Lords considerably weakened.
   

        They even started to whimper like small beasts.
   

        "Tap, tap, tap…" the slow, rhythmic sound of footsteps gradually approached.
   

        The Ash City Lords took a synchronized step backward, an unmistakable apprehension in their distorted faces. In the end, they cast a meaningful glance at the Ghost Man, abruptly turned, and scampered away, giving up their frenzied chase.
   

        "They've retreated…" Standing still, the Ghost Man exhaled.
   

        Just as he was about to turn around, a hand clapped on his shoulder. A burst of tremendous strength flowed into him, subduing the explosive aura of his Forbidden Technique instantly and restoring his state to the pre-technique condition.
   

        This required a dominating strength and precise power control to accomplish!
   

        The Ghost Man immediately felt the hot, painful energy in his body subside. Since he had just activated the Forbidden Technique, he only needed to bear a minuscule part of the backlash. He would fully recover with at most half a month of rest.
   

        "Thank you for your assistance!"
   

        He turned around and sure enough, faced the handsome countenance of Casio. Although he had a different appearance from his real-world persona, his aura was unmistakably the same.
   

        Casio shook his head, withdrew his strength, and pointed to the crystal in the Ghost Man's hand, inquiring, "What is this? Mind if I take a look…"
   

        A minute later, Casio tossed the crystal back. While the object was somewhat intriguing, it was of little use to him.
   

        Upon receiving the crystal, the Ghost Man heaved a sigh of relief and gratefully said,
   

        "I owe you my life, friend. What should I call you?"
   

        "Call me Wind Elephant..." Casio glanced at the Ghost Man nonchalantly.
   

        Memories of his third era of retrospection began to flood his mind.
   

        The young man in front of him was a high-ranking marker of Black Rain Villa. Casio wondered whether he could finagle a few Black Rain Villa qualification markers from him. On further thought, Black Rain Villa's mystical Secret Soul power could also be quite useful...
   

        Casio had never seen Black Rain Villa at its peak period.
   

        Now, it seems, the opportunity had arrived.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Nearly ten hours had passed.
   

        The night of the real world, the day of the disaster world.
   

        The daylight had darkened to the utmost, and in the thick cloud-like black-grey mist above, ash was continuously falling like snow.
   

        At the southwestern corner of Ash City, not far from the city gate, sat an enclosing wall.
   

        Two silhouettes stood amidst the ruins.
   

        In front of them, the surface of the thick enclosure wall was gradually growing a swirl-like pattern. There was a faint tendency of forming a mysterious tunnel.
   

        According to the task intelligence from Black Rain Villa, markers would arrive at Ash City through a disaster tunnel from the real world. Then, after twelve hours, when day and night once again interchange, the disaster tunnel would appear in the area of Ash City. Markers would return to the real world through the tunnel.
   

        This is the generally normal way to travel between the surface world and the deep world.
   

        With the Proof of the Soul Holders in hand, Casio has undoubtedly made many things easier, and the security level is not on the same par. Upon arrival in the world of disasters through the Proof of the Soul Holders, he would definitely appear on the resurrection altar of the Shelter Tower. This ensured that he would not face danger immediately, avoiding an enemy attack.
   

        Whew...
   

        The wind of the ruins stirred the gravel, bringing a burning smell.
   

        The world suddenly darkened, the line between the day and night.
   

        The disaster tunnel appeared.
   

        Ghost Man turned his head to look at Casio next to him, and they nodded at each other.
   

        Then, he walked towards the high wall and disappeared into the tunnel.
   

        Casio silently watched everything, then turned and walked towards the Shelter Tower.
   

        In a sense, he now had a new partner from Black Rain Villa. Casio and Ghost Man had chatted a lot in just a few hours. Ghost Man was quite astonished because Casio seemed to know a lot about Black Rain Villa, even the rule that markers should not reveal detailed information about the interior of Black Rain Villa. Therefore, the conversation between them was full of indirect references, like gang jargon.
   

        The Secret Soul power is called: something good like Holy Spring water.
   

        The Decayed Knight is referred to as: an iron canned food.
   

        The Baptism Church is referred to as: the sacred bathroom.
   

         These were their types of conversations. Although they might seem puzzling normally, once you slowly decipher them word by word you can understand each other.
   

        Casio made two main requests.
   

        The first was for the marker qualification of Black Rain Villa, and the second was for the Secret Soul power.
   

        For the first request, Ghost Man said it was quite difficult, but not impossible. He needed some time to plan before he could obtain it.
   

        For the second request, Ghost Man said it was entirely possible. The Secret Soul power didn't have to be absorbed on the spot at the Baptism Church, and he had a way to bring it out of Black Rain Villa. He was originally going to have to pay some price, but his marker privileges had increased after the mission.
   

        What was difficult before has now become easy.
   

        Additionally, Ghost Man and Casio discussed some cooperative content. The Black Rain Villa in its peak period, compared to the Black Rain Villa in its twilight period, had both similarities and differences. Now in the late period of the Hong Li Empire, the top markers of Black Rain Villa can freely hunt dark creatures, not limited by tasks. Of course, regular tasks still have to be done. However, in addition to this, Black Rain Villa offers top markers who dare to fight another channel of danger and gain - the Hunter's Badge.
   

        The Hunter's Badge can absorb the dark source of the dark creature's corpse.
   

        It's equivalent to a single outing, which can store a large amount of source all at once.
   

        After the hunt is over, you can exchange the badge for the Secret Soul power.
   

        Casio intends to get Ghost Man to go to Black Rain Villa and exchange for the Hunter's Badge.
   

        Then Casio himself would use it, hunting dark creatures in the disaster world with the unrestricted strength of a top fighter, maximizing benefits. After all, Casio was already planning to deal with the dark creature tribe in the disaster world.
   

        Upon reflection, it seems every part of a dark creature is a treasure.
   

        Black Essence → Can be exchanged at Black Rain Villa for the Secret Soul power.
   

        The Disaster Essence → Can be brewed into Spirit Blood through Wisdom Runes.
   

        Exotic Species Magnetic Field → Can transform Life Vibration Energy through the illusion of Secret Martial Arts.
   

        This is a win-win-win, Casio wins three times by himself.
   

        Of course, the last two are unique abilities of Casio. The first one requires cooperation with Ghost Man. Although he has been kind to Ghost Man, a model where one person reaps all the benefits is not sustainable. Casio plans to split the account 9 to 1, Casio takes nine, Ghost Man takes one. After all, the other party only needs to enjoy the fruits without taking any risks.
   

        Giving Ghost Man one share, Casio is already being extremely generous.
   

        The Gale blows over the high altitude of Ash City, and black snow falls. A strange red moon appeared at the top of the sky, shining with a crimson light.
   

        Suddenly, the whole city was dyed red. A sense of barbarism, chaos, and even madness filled the air. It made the omnipresent disasters which were previously inactive in daylight, exceptionally active.
   

        Casio's eyelids twitched as the Proof of the Soul Holders transmitted a madness value alert.
   

        The erosion of the disaster on his Qi body had reached the third stage.
   

        After some quick calculations, he drew a conclusion.
   

        The limit of his stay in the disaster world was about fifteen hours. Beyond this limit, his thinking would gradually lose sanity.
   

        Tick, whiz...
   

        Casio leapt up and continuously flew across the tops of the buildings.
   

        About ten minutes later, at one corner of Ash City.
   

        The surface of a white tower, which had already collapsed halfway and only had three levels of space left, suddenly emitted a faint fluorescence. A semi-transparent film like a water wave slowly seeped out from the inside of the building, covering the surface of the walls. As the light membrane touched the air, it fizzed lightly.
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        Something seemed to be undergoing an intense annihilating reaction.
   

        Inside the Shelter Tower, on the third floor.
   

        Casio placed one hand on the blue crystal, and a unit of spirit blood was depleted. The Defense Array was activated, wiping away the calamities in one sweep.
   

        He backed off a few steps, suddenly noticing a blurred symbol floating above the crystal. Casio hadn't ever seen it before, but he could immediately understand its meaning. It represented the number twenty, meaning a dose of spirit blood could power the Defense Array for twenty hours.
   

        Admittedly, the consumption was quite substantial.
   

        But fortunately, Casio could control the Defense Array twice a day. That is, once when entering the World of Calamities and once more when leaving it, avoiding wasting energy when he was not in the World of Calamities.
   

        Considering this, the consumption of the Defense Array was still acceptable.
   

        A few seconds later, Casio returned to the first floor from the third.
   

        The calamity that had infiltrated his Qi body was gradually evaporating.
   

        This made him emit a faint gray mist as he walked.
   

        He moved to the center of the first floor, at the pentagon star-shaped altar, in front of the metal pillar representing the wisdom rune. He transmitted a dose of spirit blood into it.
   

        Instantly, the dim pentagon star altar lit up like an incandescent lamp, emitting a faint glow. A flame was lit at the top of the metal pillar representing the wisdom rune. It was the size of a fist and floated in mid-air. Casio suddenly felt a force of suction from the altar. He could resist it, but he didn't.
   

        Immediately, he felt a part of his Qi was forcibly extracted from his body.
   

        Casio felt somewhat weak, and his body became somewhat ethereal. Looking ahead, at the center of the pentagon star altar, a Qi heart was slowly beating. Thump, thump, in sync with Casio's heartbeat.
   

        He could explicitly feel the connection between himself and that Qi heart.
   

        If Casio died in the outside world, he would be reborn with the aid of this heart.
   

        Having relieved himself slightly, he walked down from the altar. Two units of spirit blood were used, leaving one and a half for emergencies, depending on the situation.
   

        Standing still and waiting for about five minutes, the calamities in his Qi body were completely expelled. Casio immediately felt relieved.
   

        "It's time to leave..."
   

        He activated the Proof of the Soul Holders, and the whole world hummed.
   

        A flash of white light, and he stepped out, his foot landing on the ground.
   

        When his vision restored, he was unmistakably in a forest.
   

        Behind him, the dead old tree remained lifeless.
   

        The sky was barely lit, the morning glow spreading, bringing a soft warm color to the blanket of white clouds. The light from the dawn filtered through the sky full of clouds casting myriad golden fragments, falling on the tree layers and open ground, exuding a brilliant green luster.
   

        Casio took a deep breath of refreshing air filled with the smell of moisture.
   

        In his body, seven Hazard Spirit-level life vibration energies were slowly flowing.
   

        He turned around with a slight smile on his face and headed down the hill.
   

        An empty horse carriage was parked near the abandoned village, but Rose was nowhere to be seen. Just as Casio furrowed his brow, rapid footsteps approached from the village. Turning around, Rose appeared with a pale face.
   

        "Master Bai Kui, you've finally returned..." She seemed somewhat relieved.
   

        "Just call me Bai Kui or Mr. Bai Kui," Casio corrected.
   

        "What happened? You look like you didn't have a peaceful night."
   

        "I encountered a top-tier Marker from Black Rain Villa..." Rose's expression was still somewhat blank as she recalled and narrated.
   

        Apparently, last night, Rose had always remembered Casio's instruction to wait here. But when the day was almost breaking, and Casio didn't return, she went up the mountain to find him, only to bump into a ghost man who had just returned from the World of Calamities. Rose was merely glanced at by him, and a shadow of death appeared before her eyes. It felt as if a giant hand was clutching her heart.
   

        The top-tier knight-rank Markers and the Shadow Hunters are on the same level.
   

        If the ghost man wanted Rose to die, it would be simple; one scythe blow would do it.
   

        However, the ghost man ignored Rose, instead turning to raise his scythe in search of the fish that slipped through the net last night. The knight's old castle is built halfway up a hill, with a set of abandoned buildings at the top that were surprisingly inhabited by a large number of Abyss Knights. So, the ghost man went up there and chopped them all down with one stroke of his scythe.
   

        It took about ten minutes to clear the area, after which he swiftly descended the mountains.
   

        Only Rose, perplexed and bewildered, was left behind, watching the corpses of dark creatures scattered all over the mountain. She nervously descended the mountain and hid.
   

        Hearing Rose describe this, Casio knew that the ghost man had merely happened to lend him a slight favor. Moreover, this knight's old castle is their pre-arranged cooperation point, and the calamity tunnel here can be maintained for a period of time.
   

        It is only natural for the ghost man to clean out irrelevant trash and sweep the building clean.
   

        At noon, the two of them returned to Florence, the capital, from Fal County.
   

        Rose submitted this team task, which originally had a time limit of twenty days, but was completed in less than a day. All twenty units of Holy Springs Water were exchanged.
   

        Rose kept 2.5 units for herself, and Casio received 17.5 units of Holy Springs Water. His reward for this was equivalent to the earnings of a normal White Luminance Level hunter from seven continuous tasks, considering the time and rest periods for each task. Casio's gain in one day was equivalent to the half-year income of a White Luminance Level.
   

        At two P.M., a private room set aside for hunter's rest.
   

        Casio had already finished eating and washing up, adjusting himself to the best condition. In the World of Calamities, not only did he gain six Hazard Spirit-level life vibration energies, but also many Wild Beast-level life vibration energies.
   

        These two grades of life vibration energies will not bring much special benefit to a Fighter Rank, but they are great spirit medicine to strengthen and enhance the bodies of ordinary people. The results are almost instantaneous, making them as highly effective as the first and second time he used Hundred Medicine Body Refining Ointment and Wind Elephant Pill during retrospection.
   

        The body of Bai Kui, in which he currently inhabits, has an awakened source energy leaning towards the spirit. His physique isn't too robust, at best about average for an adult male.
   

        His combat style is Phantom Kui Illusion Art, which involves plunging the enemy into the illusion, unable to find the location of Bai Kui's physical body. In Casio's view, this style of fighting is like handing your own life into the hands of the enemy, hoping that they will be confused by the illusion and unable to break free, having weak willpower. If the enemy has area attack capabilities, they will put themselves in a dangerous position.
   

        In Casio's view, the development path of Illusionists is somewhat deformed and their ideas about combat have not been developed. Illusionists have the ability to block the enemy's five senses, so why not cultivate their physical bodies to be strong enough?
   

        With a face-to-face confrontation with the enemy, the illusion shields their five senses at the first chance, then fist fight, aiming at the enemy's weak point.
   

        A combination punch will leave the enemy either dead or handicapped!
   

        It's not important if the ability is elegant or high-profile, what's important is how to kill the enemy. If it was the real world, heavy firearms and Illusionists could have been perfectly compatible. Snap the fingers to induce hypnosis, then pull out a machine gun from behind and start shooting. Everyone below the Fighter Rank would be in awe and fear!
   

        In this era without firearms, they can sculpt their body muscles!
   

        Create a macho man physique, either by using fists, swords, or knives. Meet the enemy and shield their five senses with illusion, then start slashing. Most enemies will likely encounter death.
   

        Even better, this can be confusing. The enemy might think that as an Illusionist, your physical body is weak, so they will do everything they can to engage in close combat with you. But once they successfully manage to break free from the illusion with a splitting headache and charge at you, you simply burst open your clothes on the spot, revealing a body of classical well-built muscles. Leisurely and cheerfully, you hammer the enemy with your fists until they are half-dead.
   

        This is the ideal development path for Illusionists, with spiritual and physical strength supplementing each other.
   

        Casio plans to persuade Rose sometime in the next few days to help her onto the right path.
   

        Drip...
   

        A large jar of Holy Springs Water was placed on a mahogany table, totaling 875 ml, close to a liter. The light golden liquid shimmering slightly in the sun, shining like gold, exudes a strange color.
   

        First, take in the Wild Beast-level life vibration energies, then drink seventeen units of Holy Springs Water. Casio doesn't plan to use the seven Hazard Spirit-level life vibration energies just yet. He wants to wait until his strength is fully recovered, then store all Hazard Spirit-level life vibration energy together so he can use it all at once.
   

        "Mysterious Elephant Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter, 64.1% (total of three layers)"
   

        Casio plans to elevate this pillar-level martial art technique to at least,
   

        "Mystic Elephant Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter, 80% (total of three layers)"
   

        At this time, he'll no longer be a Double Top Fighter, but enter the fourth stage of a fighter, becoming an Ultimate Fighter! This is the level that the Ghost Knife barely touched at its most brilliant moment before dying!
   

        As an Ultimate Fighter, he will only be one step away from the Holy Fist Realm...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "The life vibration energy of the Beast-level plus the Wild Beast-level, I now have about six hundred points." Casio sat cross-legged in the afternoon sun, the light green curtains were drawn halfway through, allowing light and a light breeze into the room.
   

        He still had Bai Kui's frail body that was 1.75 meters tall and as skinny as a bamboo pole. Although his appearance was outstanding, Casio didn't like it.
   

        He always believed that only a powerful physical body with strong muscles and hard limbs like rebar could carry the energy and spirit of the strong. The stronger one's body is, the more confident and comfortable one feels.
   

        However, Bai Kui's body, which was just about as normal as the average person, naturally greatly restricted Casio's abilities. He felt as if the soul was wrapped in a layer of tofu and could fall apart at the slightest knock.
   

        This wasn't a good thing for Casio.
   

        He decided to start consuming a large amount of life vibrational energy to enhance his physical body.
   

        But Casio had never tried to raise a base body to the level of a fighter in a short period. He could only probe step by step.
   

        "Let's try with two portions of Beast-level life vibration energy first..."
   

        Casio undressed, revealing a delicate body with a clearly visible spine. He was so thin, he could have been a bean sprout.
   

        He wore only a pair of black training pants and sat in the middle of the floor.
   

        His waist was straight, with both hands resting on his knees.
   

        "Hoo... Let's get started..."
   

        As Casio exhaled, the two portions of life vibration energy at the position of his Dantian dispersed automatically, passing through his internal organs, muscles, and epidermis like an invisible fluid. He instantly stiffened all over, his pores opened and heat erupted.
   

        In the sunlight, a white mist coiled around the figure sitting cross-legged.
   

        Five minutes later, as the fog gradually dispersed, Casio's figure emerged.
   

        There was no emotional fluctuation in his blue eyes, disregarding the slightest hint of pain brought by the earlier body strengthening.
   

        "Like training in the Basic Fighting Techniques for two or three months..."
   

        Casio could feel the upgrade in his body, his eyes slightly glinting.
   

        "The level of enhancement was too low, let's start with ten portions."
   

        He breathed out a mouthful of hot air and closed his eyes again. The next moment his body suddenly shook, and his white skin turned visibly red at a pace discernible to the naked eye.
   

        Like a boiled lobster.
   

        Sweat dropping down like pearls falling off a string, dropped from his chest, the tip of his nose and chin, hitting the floor and dampening a patch of it.
   

        In the mist, his body gradually became stronger. His muscular contours swelled and his bones cracked. The changes that would normally take years were compressed into just over ten minutes.
   

        Things...
   

        Long white vapors exhaled from his nostrils like snakes winding around.
   

        His blue eyes opened, and Casio flexed his torso. A series of crisp sounds transmitted from the joints. The strength gradually returned. After resting for about half a minute, he decided to apply thirty portions directly.
   

        A stronger body can withstand a more rigorous upgrade. As for the intense pain that accumulated and struck at once, Casio had no regard. If an elite fighter's spirit and will can't even withstand this little pain.
   

        Then it would be better to give up and commit suicide.
   

        "Enhancement with thirty portions of Wild Beast-level life vibration energy..."
   

        Huala Lala.
   

        Casio seemed to hear the sound of flowing water in his body. That's when a large amount of life vibration energy instantly exploded, like a fountain shooting towards every corner of the body. Initially it was like a transparent liquid, but later it was like specks of flame, completely igniting the body inside and out.
   

        It was as if there was a furnace burning and roasting the flesh in his body.
   

        Thud, thud, thud...
   

        The pores of Casio's body were abruptly stained red. The capillaries under the skin exploded, and blood spurted out of the pores, making him a man of blood. The rate of increase was a bit high, and the flesh couldn't bear it much.
   

        "What a waste of a body that can't even withstand such a small degree of enhancement!" Casio's bloodshot eyes suddenly opened.
   

        At this moment, Bai Kui's flesh was like an inflated balloon. While the gas was still being injected, the balloon itself seemed to be on the verge of collapse.
   

        Boom!
   

        There was a sudden muffled noise in the room.
   

        It wasn't Bai Kui's body exploding, but rather Casio had lifted his arm and delivered a punch to his left chest. The fist forcefully battling the muscles, which caused a wave of robust flesh. The spirit precisely guided, collapsing the life vibration energy in the left chest area, causing it to disperse to various parts of the body.
   

        If balanced, Bai Kui's physical body wouldn't explode. What Casio had to do was to beat this disobedient body with his fists until it obeys!
   

        Boom Boom Boom! Boom Boom Boom!
   

        One after another, the muffled sounds echoed in the room.
   

        A man who was drenched in blood stood in the living room, constantly punching his own body. The blood splashed wildly, splattering on the bed, floor, coffee table, and walls. The air had a deep smell of blood.
   

        At first glance, it looked like a gruesome murder scene.
   

        There were cracks on the surface of Casio's body like a spider web spreading across his skin. In the cracks, you could see red muscle texture, with blood brewing in it. He looked miserable, but his eyes were as deep as a lake, impassive, showing no signs of pain or fear.
   

        His fists didn't stop, continuously punching like self-harm.
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        Twenty minutes later.
   

        Casio's body finally gave in completely under his own harsh beating.
   

        His body was covered in blood scabs, resembling a red sculpture, but his condition was beyond ordinary. Due to the enhancement of life vibration energy, Master Bai Kui's body had increased in height from 1.75 meters to 1.80 meters. The contours of his muscles were clear on his body skin, and while he was not extremely burly, he was broad-shouldered and sturdy. His six-pack abs represented the strength of his waist and abdomen, and his arms were tough and long.
   

        He jumped on the spot, supporting himself with his palms on the ceiling.
   

        This prevented his head from hitting it directly.
   

        Just as Casio was about to test other body data after landing with a "pah" sound, a knock on the door and a familiar girlish voice of Rose came from outside.
   

        "Master Bai Kui, as you instructed, I found two suitable tasks for the White Luminance Level team. I brought the task information over..."
   

        Casio understood, and was about to open the door when he paused in his steps. He picked up a bathrobe from the side, wrapped it directly around his body, and walked over.
   

        The door opened with a "click," and Rose walked in.
   

        The smell of blood struck her immediately, causing her to frown. Her eyes scanned the interior of the living room, and every bloodstain on the floor, the furniture, and the walls made her heart jump. The bright red splatters seemed glaring and humid, revealing that they were freshly formed.
   

        "This..." Before she could say anything more, a hand reached out to her.
   

        "Give me the task information."
   

        "Oh..." Dumbfounded, Rose handed over the material in her hands.
   

        As she watched Casio take the material, his bathrobe naturally opened, revealing a body covered in blood scabs. Rose shrieked in surprise and asked, "Master Bai Kui, what happened?"
   

        Casio glanced at the task information, then at Rose.
   

        "Just daily cultivation, overdid it a bit with the training…"
   

        Rose opened and closed her mouth in disbelief. Does such a large blood volume also count as a cultivation error? Didn't this look more like a serious deviation? Rose was worried deep inside.
   

        Moreover, wasn't Master Bai Kui an illusionist? Illusionists cultivate Mental Origin Energy, the most they suffer are severe headaches, so why would they bleed?
   

        And such a dramatic amount of blood!
   

        The large pool of fresh blood could convince Rose that someone had butchered a pig in the room.
   

        "Eh? Master Bai Kui, you seem to have grown taller and bulkier..."
   

        Rose noticed another thing.
   

        "Hmm." Casio responded casually to the intensely curious girl, but suddenly thought of the muscle-based illusion art he had pondered over before.
   

        He felt that he should pull Rose back onto the right path.
   

        Having a formidable physical body combined with illusions that block one's senses, dual-core development undoubtedly has more potential and stability than single-core. Illusionists tend to develop one core because their talent is mostly spiritual, and it is natural for them to master one aspect. Since it was already not easy to implement the illusion art at a high level, where would they have the energy to cultivate other aspects? This was understandable.
   

        Most illusionists did this, and Rose was no exception. However, Casio could use the Demon Seed to give everyone the talent for physical training.
   

        Rose might be a tool, but her performance over the past two days has been decent.
   

        Perhaps it was time to give her some sweetness and at the same time, observe and experiment a little.
   

        At the same time, this satisfied Casio's twisted humor.
   

        "Rose..." Casio placed the information on one side and suddenly started speaking.
   

        "Huh?"
   

        Rose returned from her thoughts, her eyes, adorned with crimson eyeshadow, looked at him.
   

        "Do you want to gain power?"
   

        Five minutes later, Rose left looking baffled. She felt as if something was added to her body, and a lot of strange knowledge was added to her mind. For example, close-combat illusionist, muscle-based illusionist...
   

        She strayed from the path at the Illusionist Exchange Meeting and she must not deviate from it!
   

        The dual-core development described by Master Bai Kui is the righteous path.
   

        At three-thirty in the afternoon, Casio felt the explosive increase in strength in his body, and nodded satisfactorily. He got up from the ground, flexed his limbs, and rubbed his palms together. The blood scabs fell off immediately.
   

        "I've used sixty life vibration energies and reached my limit... I need to adapt for a while, about five days... too long. This body's foundation is too weak." He shook his head and spread his arms.
   

        The contours of the muscles on his entire back and underarms resembled a bat.
   

        They exuded a sense of condensed strength.
   

        "However, if I combine it with the Holy Springs Water, the body strengthening adaptation period seems to be greatly shortened..." Casio picked up the jar on the table.
   

        He drank about one-tenth of it, and the warm flow slid into his stomach.
   

        Casio's whole body relaxed, his pores opened and closed, giving a strange sense of transparency.
   

        Black and grey vapors slowly evaporated. Within them was moisture, as well as impurities and stagnant blood in the body, which were expelled as minute particles.
   

        After resting for two minutes, he found that the body strengthening adaptation period did shorten quite a bit as expected. Today's boost meant that he could continue tomorrow.
   

        Casio immediately made a plan. Every day he would absorb sixty life vibration energies, then drink ninety milliliters of Holy Springs Water. By alternating, he was confident that in just ten days he would return to the level of a Grandmaster Fighter.
   

        If he could rampage happily in the World of Calamities, he might return to the level of a combatant.
   

        Once he reached the combatant level, Casio's Qi would not be restrained by his physical body, and he could freely play out the power of a top-level combatant in the real world.
   

        Once he had come and go as he pleased, it would be a natural course of action to restore his body to the level of a top-level fighter.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        July 3, 969 AH in the Hong Li Empire, the day after the retrospect.
   

        Casio returned from the World of Calamities and went back to the headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization. He used the life vibration energy and Holy Spring water alternately to enhance Bai Kui's physique.
   

        July 4th, it was a sunny day, not a cloud in the sky.
   

        He underwent a second body strengthening, the muscle density was considerably increased, the skeleton grew to 1.82 meters, and the physique was two to three times larger than before.
   

        Old hunter Hebu visited Casio after two days, he was surprised at Casio's rapid recovery and the fast growth of his body. Hebu didn't say much, but after hearing that Casio was suddenly interested in close combat boxing, he left an exercise prescription.
   

        Casio looked at the prescription after the old hunter left and was surprised to find it was a very exquisite medicinal bath method. He narrowed his eyes, thinking Hebu was not simple.
   

        July 6th, it was raining, light rain.
   

        After four rounds of enhancement, under the power of 240 units of life vibration energy and 7 units of Holy Spring water, Bai Kui's body broke the limit of the human physique.
   

        He formed the Blood Acceleration Node, astonishingly reaching the realm of a boxing expert.
   

        Old hunter Hebu visited again, staring thoughtfully at Casio, who had grown from 1.75 meters to 1.85 meters. During their conversation, Hebu suddenly mentioned a combat secret technique called "Blood Axe" and asked if Casio was interested in learning about it. It was a bloody close quarters combat technique involving cold weapons.
   

        Casio happily accepted and demonstrated the Yaka Bloody Battle Axe Secret technique he had acquired from Black Rain Villa. He was a boxing fighter who relied on his fists, but understanding both your enemy and yourself always leads to victory in a multitude of battles. The strong must remain humble in their quest for knowledge.
   

        July 9th, it was cloudy and gradually getting warmer.
   

        Casio beat his body every day, forcing every cell to absorb more life vibration energy. Once he had accumulated enough, the second Blood Acceleration Node was unlocked. Bai Kui's body reached the realm of minor accomplishment for boxing experts.
   

        The old hunter Hebu visits daily, and since Casio demonstrated the Yaka Bloody Battle Axe Secret technique three days ago, Hebu became keenly interested. After interacting for a few days, Hebu astonishingly discovered that the young hunter's rich combat and fighting experience was comparable to, if not surpassing, his own.
   

        Often, what was said could awake his own realizations, enlightening him. He felt that Casio's vision and talent was profound and unfathomable.
   

        The old hunter, who initially wanted to take Casio as an apprentice, put that thought aside, preferring to treat him as an equal instead. He subtly revealed his extraordinary past, but Casio didn't seem to be interested, so Hebu stopped sharing.
   

        July 12th, ten days had passed since the rain cleared.
   

        Inside the secret room, a robust figure was sitting cross-legged, facing the sunlight. Even though he was seated, he still exuded the aura of a hibernating bear.
   

        A powerful and heavy aura filled the room, his breath heavy as a bull's.
   

        Casio abruptly opened his eyes and slowly stood up. His 1.89 meters tall figure seemed like an iron tower, his muscular contour tight and perfect, reminiscent of a classical sculpture crafted by a master sculptor, combining strength and beauty. His clothes were stretched tight over his body, his broad shoulders alone were like a tall wall.
   

        A dull sound echoed from within his body.
   

        The third Blood Acceleration Node was completed, his blood now circulated naturally!
   

        His physique astonishingly recovered to the realm of a boxing expert's major accomplishment.
   

        Casio glanced at the mirror in the room. The man in the mirror was a robust man with dazzling golden hair, emanating a strong and cold aura. But his face was still gentle and yin-like, carrying a delicacy that was more akin to femininity. A blue Kui flower pattern was under his left ear and on his skin, giving him a kind of sinister charm.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        With a creak, the door opened.
   

        A haggard old man walked in, his hair as messy as withered grass. His cheekbones protruded, his eyes were sunken, and his gaze looked slightly tired. He was wearing an old black and red suit, without a top hat.
   

        "You're here?"
   

        Casio turned around after opening the door and picked up the bath towel on the chair.
   

        The veteran hunter Hebu looked at Casio's broad back, which was as solid as a wall, and thought about the changes of the past week. Every time he saw Casio, he felt that Casio's body was much stronger, visibly bulking up.
   

        The faint sense of danger radiating from him was becoming more intense.
   

        It was a domineering force emanating from the source of life.
   

        With a snap, Old Hebu closed the door and lamented.
   

        "Your physical body has become much stronger in just two days..."
   

        Casio clenched his fist, where veins popped out, and shook his head: "It's not strong enough yet, it's just barely usable..."
   

        Hebu glanced at Casio and remained silent. He had guessed that Casio was a practitioner of Secret Martial Arts, hailing from the mysterious Secret Martial Arts World of the Empire.
   

        Those Secret Martial Art masters wielded terrifying powers, capable of simultaneously advancing in physical, Qi, and spirit. They also had a variety of ancient secret techniques and martial arts, which could produce miraculous effects at various stages.
   

        Therefore, the dramatic and considerable changes to Casio's body in a short period of time didn't alarm Hebu too much. Because Bai Kui, the identity Casio used, was originally a hunter who joined the Dark Hunt Organization from outside. He wasn't grown from scratch with an understood background. It only made sense for there to be some secrets about him.
   

        As long as Casio is not a creature of darkness, Hebu doesn't care about his origins. In fact, knowing that Casio was a secret martial art practitioner spiked Hebu's interest even more. Moreover, through their recent interactions, Hebu found Casio to be quite to his liking. Perhaps, he could use his Shadow Privilege. Hebu already felt that his time was running short.
   

        The sound of bathing came from the washroom.
   

        Casio had finished his enhancement procedures, drenched in sweat, he went to bathe.
   

        Only old Hebu remained, sitting on the wooden chair on the balcony. The sunlight shone on half of his body, deepening the weather-wrinkles on his old face.
   

        Hebu was a veteran hunter, ranked the same as Bai Kui, C level.
   

        But ten years ago, Bloody Axe Herbert was a well-known figure within the Dark Hunt Organization. The Dark Hunt Organization consisted of four departments with different roles. Undoubtedly, the Hunters Association, which oversaw fighting, was one of them. In total, the Hunters Association had fifteen Dark Gold Level hunters, with badge levels all at "A".
   

        Among them, six hunters were special and served as the pillars of the association.
   

        Five Shadow Hunters and one Holy Light Hunter. Their combat abilities were roughly equivalent to fighters and represented the pinnacle power.
   

        As the strongest hunter of the Hunters Association, the Holy Light Hunter naturally also held the position of Chairman of the Association. Moreover, he was also the leader of the Dark Hunt Organization, the heir apparent to the Chief Inspector. Thus, if the Chief Inspector of the Dark Hunt Organization retires or dies accidentally, the Holy Light Hunter would take over.
   

        The five Shadow Hunters, on the other hand, were ranked from one to five based on strength.
   

        When Bloody Axe Herbert was at his strongest, he was the number one Shadow Hunter and was also the first heir to the Holy Light Hunter. By this logic, old Hunter Herbert had a chance to potentially become the leader of the Dark Hunt Organization. Of course, that was ten years ago. As a hunter, fighting dark creatures always came with a price. Herbert got severely injured in a large operation while covering for his team and allowing a significant number of hunters to retreat safely. The result was a severe injury that shook his foundation.
   

        Although he barely survived, his strength started to decline continuously.
   

        Within one or two years, he had fallen from a Shadow Hunter to Dark Gold Level.
   

        Old Hunter Herbert was a well-intentioned man. He felt that his strength was no longer worthy of the Shadow Badge and didn't want to unjustly occupy a position. So, he took the initiative to downgrade his level in the association. Over the next ten years, he plummeted from a Shadow Hunter to a Bronze Hunter. The Chief Inspector of the Dark Hunt Organization personally promised Herbert a compensatory pledge. Herbert could nominate a promising hunter for intensive training and could compete for a Shadow Hunter position. Without a doubt, this was prepared for Herbert's apprentice.
   

         Intensive training is easy to understand, it merely provides large amounts of resources.
   

        Competing for a Shadow Hunter position calls for understanding of the entire Dark Hunt Organization, and even the Royal Family and the Council. The Hunters Association, as the violent institution of the Dark Hunt Organization, was naturally very important. The Five Shadow Hunters and one Holy Light Hunter were the essence of the association. Various interests intertwined, representing the various forces of the empire. There were Shadow Hunters supported by the Imperial Royal Family, those supported by the Council, and those supported by other institutions within the Dark Hunt Organization. Besides, there was a minority without a faction.
   

        For example, at present, the No. 4 Shadow Hunter, "Soul Scythe Yevica", received severe injuries in an operation half a year ago and was still unconscious in his patient bed.
   

        A position for a Shadow Hunter was vacant.
   

        In order to compete for this position, one not only needed to have strength but also needed the support of a force behind them. Be it the Royal Family, the Council or other departments in the Dark Hunt Organization. There was one special case, like old Hunter Herbert.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Dark Hunt Organization personally promised to reserve a competitive spot.
   

        Now, half a year had passed since the vacancy of the Shadow Hunter position.
   

        All the forces were eager to move, putting forward their candidates.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        There were three Dark Gold Level hunters, each representing the strength of three parties.
   

        Imperial Royal Family: Lion King · Soss
   

        Hong Li Council: Thorns · Solomon
   

        Within the Dark Hunt Organization: Sea Demon · Claire
   

        All parties have placed their bets, fiercely eyeing the vacant position. After all, a shadow hunter is more than just a shadow hunter, the position even involved the selection of Holy Light hunters and the Chief Inspector of the Dark Hunt Organization. The old hunter, Herbert, who held a nomination, had always attracted attention from all sides.
   

        Some forces wanted to bribe the old hunter to gain this spot from Herbert, thereby increasing the chances of their side securing the Shadow Hunter position.
   

        Some forces wanted the old hunter dead because as long as Herbert died, they would face one less competitor. Still, they only dared to wait for Herbert's natural death and did not dare to make a move. Because if Herbert died, the Legion commander would certainly investigate his cause of death. If it was normal, they could reason, but if any party was deliberately involved, the Legion Commander would dig three feet into the ground to find that party and make them pay a heavy price. This was crucial to the stability of the organization.
   

        Sitting on a wooden chair, Old Herbert half-squinted his eyes, appearing drowsy. In reality, his brain was deliberating whether or not to grant this authority to Casio. Herbert was a man of real temperament as evidenced by his voluntary renunciation of the Shadow Hunter identity. He never valued benefits when making acquaintances but favored who suited his taste.
   

        After "Bai Kui" woke up severely injured, he changed dramatically. His determined and confident appearance, the formidable aura and talent he could hardly hide, were all appreciated by Herbert. He wanted to give the authorization to Casio. However, if Casio accepted this gift, he would inevitably be caught up in the vortex of the coveted shadow hunter position. This was a calculation of multiple forces.
   

        Although Herbert's strength has declined, his perception still maintained some level of his peak phase. Since the Shadow Hunter Soul Sickle was injured half a year ago, one or two voyeuristic eyes would occasionally appear around him, hiding in the dark.
   

        It seemed that other forces were watching his actions closely.
   

        If Casio stepped in, he would undoubtedly become the primary target. Not merely a normal competition, it could also involve hidden perils. After all, Bloody Axe Herbert was an impulsive man who upset several others. Especially the royal family, with whom he had tangled relations.
   

        Even when Herbert's strength decreased to that of an ordinary man, the royal family dared not lay hands on him due to the Chief Inspector's promise. However, the case with Casio was different. The royal family might resort to a clean and swift strategy to eliminate him, the competitor.
   

        Casio, if he accepted Herbert's gift, would soon receive substantial resources. Simultaneously, he would also be placed in danger.
   

        This double-edged sword would be determined by Casio himself.
   

        After all, Herbert didn't have the habit of making decisions for others.
   

        Half an hour later, on the living room sofa near the balcony.
   

        "Bai Kui, if you accept this honor badge, all the forces will know the next day, and you will soon be targeted both openly and secretly..."
   

        Herbert, with a teacup in his hand, was suddenly interrupted.
   

        "I don't care." Casio put down the teacup. His face didn't reveal any expression, but his brows expressed extreme confidence in himself.
   

        "Whether it's open or hidden, I'm not afraid at all. By the way, old man, you're talking about the Imperial Royal Family that you're not on good terms with, right? They have chosen to support Lion King, Soss?"
   

        "It seems to be a Dark Gold Hunter with royal blood." Casio showed a smile on his face, "This kid, I'll find some time to slaughter him. Consider it a return gift for your generous present..."
   

        Casio spoke these words casually, even nonchalantly, as if Lion King Soss's death was inevitable.
   

        Herbert was dumbfounded. He didn't expect Casio to show no fear or retreat upon hearing about the dangerous situation he described. Instead, Casio was equipped and eager to take action, even planning to kill the royal family's supporter.
   

        Using it as a small return gift to himself.
   

        If any ordinary person boasted like this, Herbert would laugh and shake his head. But Casio was too calm, his tone unwavering, and assertive. Combined with his slightly overwhelming and mysterious sense, it made people contemplate whether Lion King Soss would genuinely be defeated by him. This was the first time that Herbert encountered such a situation, so he laughed helplessly and directly took a golden honor badge from his bosom.
   

        "Here, do as you please. If you can really manage to kill Lion King Soss, then it's indeed your ability," he said, tossing Casio something.
   

        Whap.
   

        Casio grabbed the mid-air badge, examining it closely.
   

        The badge was half the size of a palm and shaped like a shield. On the left and right were embossed patterns of lions, and in the middle was a sword of judgement.
   

        On the edge were traces of olive branches and rice ears entwined upwards.
   

        Under the sunlight, the sword of judgement shimmered with a metallic luster. Upon closer inspection, one could spot the intricate thorn pattern etched on the sword's body.
   

        "Submit this honor badge to the Hunters Association, and they'll document your name," Hebu said, picking up his porcelain teacup once again.
   

        Casio's eyelids drooped, and he nestled the badge into his breast pocket.
   

        In this retrospective, Bai Kui has two obsessions. One is to become one of the five senior members of the Dark Hunt organization within a year. Casio inherited Bai Kui's hunter identity, and the Holy Light hunters were undoubtedly the easiest for him to encounter. You have to eat your meal bite by bite, walk your path step by step. Becoming a Shadow Hunter under the Holy Light Hunters is undoubtedly Casio's first goal.
   

        This requires not only strength, but also a quota recognized by the association.
   

        Since he was still part of the Dark Hunt organization, obtaining the Holy Springs Water through this channel required adherence to the organization's rules. The gift from the veteran hunter Hebu undoubtedly helped Casio through a key phase.
   

        Additionally, the significant resources this authority could bring, there's bound to be plenty of Holy Springs water among them, which Casio takes a keen interest in. The Holy Mark condensed from this stuff seems to influence the unique force of Southern Dipper boxing method and exhibits faint signs of fusion.
   

        He planned to study it thoroughly and clarify the cause and effect.
   

        If Casio could truly understand the principle, the greatest gain from this fifth retrospective might not be the massive life vibration energy from the World of Calamities, but the special force after fusion with Southern Dipper!
   

        Deathfang Power, Echo Strength, and the yet-to-be-acquired Barbed Feather Energy.
   

        Just by talking about one of these special forces, they are already incredibly formidable. If they were combined into one, who knows what kind of monster would be produced. It's important to note that the special forces of the Southern Dipper's boxing method are specifically tailored to kill the immortals. If the three forces, which restrain the immortality of dark creatures, are stacked, then Casio will become the nemesis of the calamities.
   

        Returning to his senses, the daydream in his mind gradually settled down.
   

        Old Hunter Hebu stood up, apparently ready to leave. Casio also rose, just about to see Hebu out when he suddenly turned his gaze towards the balcony.
   

        Opposite the Hunter's apartment was the Dark Hunt organization's public building.
   

        Further afield, it's no longer the Hunter's Association's area.
   

        One hundred meters away, in the workshop area, a man on top of a clock tower-like building holding a telescope almost dropped it in shock. Just now, in his sight, the hunter named Bai Kui suddenly turned his head, his eyes staring directly at him. Pupils seemed to lead to a scarlet world filled with endless killing intent and violence.
   

        He was like a ferocious monster wearing a human disguise, grinning maliciously this way, full of malice, and immensely impactful.
   

        "Bloody psycho, a lunatic coming out of nowhere..."
   

        The middle-aged man uttered a silent curse, he didn't think that Casio, a hundred meters away, could detect his secret surveillance. The middle-aged man muttered another curse, he could not believe that Casio, a hundred meters away, could see his secret surveillance.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Half an hour later, in the most upscale Pleasure Street of Florence District.
   

        This is a place for revelry, especially vibrant at night. You often witness the carefully crafted high-end horse carriages come and go. Sometimes, even aristocratic horse carriages with family emblems parked nearby. Wealthy businessmen, flamboyant noble heirs, even thrill-seeking married individuals frequent here.
   

        Of course, revelry is only part of it. As certain demands have developed, the space has gradually transformed into a site for conducting businesses, networking, and gatherings for the younger generation. Especially popular among the young aristocrats, whose parents control vast amounts of money and power, they prefer to play in such places.
   

        When the crowd increases, those who uphold their integrity instead seem out of place.
   

        In the middle of Pleasure Street, there is a vibrant four-story building, on its top floor...
   

        In an upscale spacious private room, the air is filled with subtle fumigation, pleasant and elegant. The floor is covered with moderate thickness, notably soft pure colored fur, collectively forming a large light brown carpet.
   

        On the walls, stickers similar to gold foil form intricate floral designs. They creep up along the corners of the walls, eventually masked by pristine curtains.
   

        In the center of the room, a group of young men and women are drinking. Handsome men and beautiful women all exude a subtle air of nobility. Among them, a towering man is undoubtedly the focus of everyone. His expression is cold and arrogant throughout, speaking no more than five words at a time, yet the surrounding aristocratic men and women enthusiastically swarm around him, leading the conversation. Some are flattering, subtly expressing their favor.
   

        The sunlight streaming through the window gaps illuminates the man revealing his dazzling semi-long blond hair. The man's handsome, deep and aggressive face, appears exceptionally wild. Coupled with his towering and powerful physique that exudes an arrogant, dominant demeanor, he truly resembles the king of lions at rest.
   

        Soss, a dark gold level hunter from the Hunters Association, a master raised by the Imperial Royal Family from a child. He masters the Source Energy related to physique, possesses exceptional body strength and is proficient in boxing. If he gets the chance to close-in and wrestle, any dark gold level hunter of his grade would hardly withstand five moves. Moreover, Soss has a formidable defence. There have been instances where he took the full onslaught of three Obsidian Level wild beasts at once. Although heavily injured, Soss's robust physique was commendable, with Source Energy being part of the reason.
   

        The more important factor is a fragmentary boxing method owned by the Royal Family.
   

        Its name is Mad Lion Fist, half of it has been damaged, but the remaining half of the boxing method has forged Soss's reputation as the 'Lion King', qualifying him as a competitor for the Shadow Hunters. Clearly, half of Soss's strength is based on this Mad Lion Fist.
   

        If Casio was to observe this Mad Lion Fist, he would quickly recognize its familiarity. Indeed, the Mad Lion Fist and the Three-eyed Lunatic Lion Style seemed strikingly similar. The boxing method that Soss practices is the secret martial arts of the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style from the Northern Secret Martial World. The lineage of the Three-eyed Lunatic Lion Style has a long history, and losing or leaking of the martial arts in the long history is common.
   

        This Mad Lion Fist is a second-tier secret martial art and lacks the most important Three-eyed secret techniques. It only has the most basic boxing moves. If compared comprehensively, it might not be better than an average intact third-rate secret martial art.
   

        Of course, this is an internal evaluation of the Secret Martial Arts World, obviously outsiders are more than eager to learn it. The 'Lion King' Soss became a dark gold hunter because of this boxing method.
   

        His nickname originated from this boxing method.
   

        The pseudonym 'Lion King' would surely rage Duomeng, who Casio met during his third retrospective journey and who is a core disciple of the Three-eyed Crazy Lion Flow.
   

        The title 'Lion King' is not casually used. Duomeng's mentor is known as Evil Lion Maro and his Mentor's Brother is known as Devil Lion Mian. Their names were made in the Secret Martial Arts World. And the title 'Lion King' can only be used by every generation's Master of the Crazy Lion Flow. Only by defeating all competitors of the same generation, you can be called 'Lion King'. But Soss had only learned a remnant of the Mad Lion Fist.
   

        He dares to adopt the name 'Lion King' while being less than a regular core student. If the Three-eyed Crazy Lion Flow during this period hears about this, they might come out in droves.
   

        Of course, the likelihood of this scenario occurring is zero. While the Secret Martial Arts World may indeed interact with other supernatural forces, they will always be veiled in a thick dense fog by the tides of time, forming a vast gap.
   

        Knock knock knock…knock knock knock…
   

        Amidst the laughter and joy inside the room, a knock on the door was heard outside.
   

        With a creak, the door was pushed open and a middle-aged man walked in.
   

        In the corridor corner, where the walls are adorned with numerous oil landscape paintings, Soss's towering silhouette was standing with the middle-aged man, looking out of the window and sipping fine wine from a glass cup. The man slightly bowed his head as he recounted the recent happenings.
   

        "Oh? After half a year, that old man finally used his quota..."
   

        Soss takes a sip of wine his gaze gradually deepening: "Is he his disciple? What's his background? What's his hunter rank? How strong is he?" 
   

        "He should be that old man's disciple..." The middle-aged man recalls: "He is a newly joined hunter of the Hunters Association, at the Black Bronze level, he is a Mental Illusionist..."
   

        "Illusionist?"
   

        Soss turned around, his expression somewhat odd: "Isn't that old man adept with the Blood Axe? He's taken a disciple who possesses a Mental Origin Energy? He intends to train a physically weak illusionist into a close-range cold-weapon master? Bloody Axe Herbert has truly faltered with age, haha..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        He spoke with an air of contempt. He had thought that Bloody Axe Herbert would select a Dark Gold Level Hunter as a formidable competitor or perhaps cooperate with the council to trip him up since he had the backing of the royal family. If there were two Dark Gold hunters from council vying for the Shadow Hunter's spot, even he would have a headache. Yet, to his surprise, a greenhorn at the Black Copper level was chosen.
   

        And the greenhorn was a mental origin energy manipulator - an Illusionist, the kind Herbert was least afraid of.
   

        He practiced the Mad Lion Fist, his spiritual will was beyond ordinary people's. Even an illusionist of the same level wouldn't be able to trap him in the Illusion Space for long.
   

        Let alone a Black Copper, someone of that level would only end up getting bitten back on the spot.
   

        The middle-aged man next to him opened his mouth, but in the end, didn't correct his master's words. That Illusionist was not weak at all, completely a burly man. However, no matter how strong his physical build was, it was just at the level of an ordinary person. The attainment of mental origin energy was the standard to measure an illusionist's strength. 
   

        The difference between a stronger and a weaker illusionist wasn't significant. In fact, a weaker illusionist is seen as stronger, this signifies that they put more energy into honing their spirit, with no leisure time to cultivate their physical body.
   

        By the window, a gentle wind blew. After a moment of thought, Soss spoke.
   

        "The old man finally uses his quota this late, and his disciple is merely at the Black Copper level. He's probably resigned to his fate, no longer competing for the Shadow Hunter's qualification, but just aiming to make use of the generous resources that can be exchanged for the Honor Badge. In that case, that Black Copper grade illusionist really is a disciple of Bloody Axe Herbert. Is he voluntarily giving up his qualification to show weakness and trying to reduce the risks facing his disciple? If Solomon and Claire heard about this, they might even let you off. But for me..."
   

        He started to laugh, and there was an unexplained cruelty in it, "You dared to offend the Royal Family back in the day. How could you expect to turn over a new leaf so easily? You need to pay a painful price, old man." Soss suddenly turned around. His intimidating gaze fell on the middle-aged man. "Find someone, take out that illusionist. Keep an eye out, the minute he leaves headquarters, take action..."
   

        "Right, tell the assassins to bring back his head. Put it in a box and send it to the old man. Let him see his disciple's expressions at the moment of his death..."
   

        "Yes." The middle-aged man answered and walked quickly toward the staircase. 
   

        The corridor was left with only Soss. He chugged his drink and headed back to the luxurious private room. The tasks he just assigned were not on his mind. In his view, the two opponents he needed to pay most attention to at this stage were Thorn Solomon and Sea Demon Claire without a doubt. 
   

        At the same time, in Florence District 2, where the Hong Li Council was located.
   

        A youth dressed in black was cultivating in a secret room. He seemed to be one with the darkness, appearing profoundly deep and elusive. Thorns crawled across the floor, spreading along the walls, covering the inside of the secret room and poisonous spikes sprouted from the surface. 
   

        Black smoke, deadly poisonous, erupted from the leaves and even corrupted the air with a hissing sound.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock…"
   

        The sound of knocking came in, Solomon opened his eyes.
   

        Ten minutes later, he was back in the state of cultivation. As for the recent intelligence about Bloody Axe Herbert, Solomon did not take it to heart. Such minor matters would be handled aptly by his minions. What he needed most now was to adjust his state and get ready to face his two old rivals, Claire and Soss.
   

        Dark Hunt Organization, Headquarters building, the Commander's office on the top floor.
   

        A deep magnetic voice sounded, "Claire, do you understand?"
   

        "Understood, understood... Uncle, you've told me twice now, my ears are getting blisters. Protect that kid called Bai Kui, don't let the factionless and retired hunters in the organization feel cold..."
   

        Claire was lounging on the sofa with no ladylike pose at all, rolling her eyes in annoyance. Far from her usually seductive goddess demeanor, she was exceptionally unrestrained. 
   

        Her leg was crossed, her round and plump thighs overlapped, her skin glowing white. Although her posture was as crude as a man's, her enchanting eyebrows, and full, red lips added a unique charm to it. Her curvaceous figure naturally exuded an alluring aura which drew people's attention her way. It was a passive mental ability.
   

        Like a siren's song, it entices sailors passing by.
   

        "Get serious, don't be as reckless as you used to be. Your Uncle Hebu once saved your dad's life..." The Legion Commander's voice was slow and rhythmic, inspiring a sense of reason and trust as soon as it was heard.
   

        "Understood, understood, I'll go ahead."
   

        In this serious office atmosphere, Claire was as uneasy as an eel, squirming restlessly as if she were sitting on pins and needles.
   

        "Get out, I really don't know how your mother raised you with such a lazy attitude. If you were under me…" The Legion Commander's words were interrupted by the slamming of the door. In the entire Dark Hunt Organization headquarters, there was probably only Claire who dared to do this.
   

        Within the headquarters building, a gorgeous figure moved from the top floor to the ground floor.
   

        Those who crossed paths with her couldn't help but cast their gaze, their eyes filled with astonishment. Their hearts pounded in their chests, as if they had fallen in love at first sight, finding their true love.
   

        Claire walked quickly amidst the stares, maintaining her cool and perfect face. Although she cursed constantly in her heart, she awakened a mental origin energy known as Sea Demon, with strong power, but it involuntarily attracted the opposite sex. After being stared at too much by those disgusting eyes, she chose an unusual path, which she called the Love Path.
   

        This affair almost drove her mother to her death. But, the strong always control their own destiny and choose the life they want to live.
   

        As long as Claire wished, and did not violate the rules of the Dark Hunt Organization, no one could force her ideas. This is the happiness of the strong, irrespective of gender.
   

        Time swiftly passed, and it was already afternoon.
   

        In the hunter's apartment, Casio braved his chest, experiencing the amplifying effect of the second Holy Mark on the Southern Dipper Fist. The signs of the Deathfang Power and Echo Strength merging were a little more noticeable than before.
   

        When Casio sensed, he faintly had a guess. The Holy Mark is the life energy condensed after the cells in the body reach saturation. It is without any characteristics, just a basic power node without any properties.
   

        So, it could indiscriminately amplify the abilities mastered by the hunters.
   

        It is equivalent to a power amplifier.
   

        When a hunter uses three types of source energy, a part of the life energy contained in the Holy Mark is consumed for extra amplification. Although two Southern Dipper Fist techniques mastered by Casio differed, they had the same root in concept. When the force burst, the Holy Marks overlapped, giving the feeling of mutual attraction.
   

        However, there were only two Holy Marks at present, and this attraction seemed weak. More Holy Marks were needed for further changes to appear.
   

        Casio exhaled a hot breath and thought about the changes in the past ten days. Because his body had grown from zero, and the degree of improvement was too large, it was easy to collapse without the suppression and restriction of Qi. So, he did not frequently enter the World of Calamities, just two or three times, and each time for a short duration. Also, the dark creatures in Ash City had been hunted once, and they hibernated for a while, not so easy to come across in the streets as before.
   

        Therefore, the life vibration energy Casio hunted was not much.
   

        Yesterday night, he entered the World of Calamities again and came across the Ghost Man for the second time. The Ghost Man asked Casio to meet outside Florence City tonight.
   

        He brought some good things from Black Rain Villa to give to Casio.
   

        "It's about time, about four thirty. If I take a carriage out of the city, it will be a little past six, I should go." Casio stood up, putting on a jacket. He found that Bai Kui's original clothes were too small. He could only shake his body, his skeleton clattering, and his figure shrinking. He transformed back into a slender youth of about five feet seven inches and easily put on the jacket.
   

        The door to his room opened and closed with a click, and Casio left the hunter's apartment.
   

        In the shady corner, the gaze slowly retreated, and a silhouette followed.
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        Be it the Hong Li Empire or the Hong Li Federation, Florence is their capital. Boasting a history of over a thousand years, this ancient city isn't outdated but rather brims with vitality, much like an old tree rejuvenated in spring.
   

        Aside from some buildings of memorial significance or special structures, the districts of Florence undergo regular refurbishment. Infrastructure, wall finishes, underground water pipelines, smooth streets, all are maintained by dedicated personnel. 
   

        Florence is divided into seven districts. The first one, the heart of Florence, houses the Royal Palace of the Hong Li Empire. Occupying no small area, it's the residence for the royal family. The second district, situated next to the central city, houses the Council Hall as its key structure. It's the power hub of the entire empire, with ten upper council members and dozens of lower council members.
   

        These council members are mostly high-ranking aristocrats, half of them being nouveau riche with financial backing, the other half being old aristocracy representative of feudalism.
   

        The administrative buildings in the second district are quite centralized, serving the officials of the Imperial Capital.
   

        The third and the fourth district are dominated by commercial streets. The third one is classier with libraries and museums as well as luxury goods stores such as jewelry shops and clothing boutiques. The fourth district is rather common with all sorts of shops. All of Pleasure Street in Florence is located here.
   

        The fifth and the sixth districts serve as residential areas, covering the largest area, probably accounting for more than half of Florence's city area. The seventh district is home to some special organizations, such as army barracks, a sanatorium, and the headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization. However, there's actually a hidden eighth district in Florence.
   

        That would be the extensive underground sewage system.
   

        Here hide all things filthy, and everything dark about the Imperial Capital lies here.
   

        At five in the afternoon, as the sky grew dusky, a black horse carriage embarked from the metallic post at the station, gradually picking up speed on the broad main road.
   

        Through the carriage window, Casio went over the Era of Retrospection intelligence he had gathered recently. Florence consists of seven districts, so where could the source of the Holy Springs Water be? Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters? No. In the Palace? The residential district? The commercial district? Or even not within Florence at all...
   

        All of these possibilities were valid; the location of Holy Springs Water was well hidden. Only the Chief Inspector and the Holy Spring High Priest would know about it within the Dark Hunt Organization. The reason Casio was trying to uncover the Holy Spring's location had a lot to do with the Holy Mark's promising effect. He had never been the type to play by the rules, let alone the fact that three years from now, the Dark Hunt Organization would be obliterated, leaving the Holy Spring ownerless.
   

        Rather than letting some mysterious force seize it, it was better for Casio to take possession. Casio's death in the Era of Retrospection wasn't a true death, so it wouldn't hurt to be a bit more ambitious and a bit more greedy.
   

        "Thrum, thrum..."
   

        The carriage wheels rolled steadily forwards, with the carter guiding their direction by pulling on the reins.
   

        The carriage rounded a corner and a piece of paper discreetly fell onto the ground.
   

        A few seconds later, a shadowy figure emerged from the alley and picked up the slip.
   

        An address on the outskirts of Florence city was clearly written on it.
   

        After five minutes, four silhouettes waited silently in a concealed building. With a creak, the door opened. The middle-aged man nearest the door took the slip of paper and smiled after a brief glance over it.
   

        "The kid does have some other forces behind him, as expected. I guess, it's those old guys from the Dark Hunt branch divisions…" the middle-aged man said.
   

        By 'old guys', he was talking about old hunters like Bloody Axe Herbert. Either due to age or injury, they had no choice but to put down their weapons. At least, they all once held the rank of Dark Gold level hunters in the Hunters Association.
   

        Now retired, some of them became instructors, training qualified new hunters for the Dark Hunt Organization. Others became managers in the branches of the Hong Li Empire counties. They supported neither the Royal Family nor the Council, and they could hardly care about the internal intrigue within the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        These old hunters held no allegiance, they only supported the Black Mechanism Chief Inspector. Their sole and pure intention was clear: eradicate all dark creatures within human society, ridding it of all sin and disaster.
   

        Bloody Axe Herbert was one such old hunter, only slightly more relentless. Despite his decline in strength and advanced age, he was still fighting on the frontline of the hunts, exhausting the last bit of his life energy.
   

        The middle-aged man, a representative of the royal faction, speculated that these non-aligned old hunters seemed to be stirring. They appeared to be actively cultivating a potential Shadow Hunter candidate to wrestle for shares of power in the Hunter's Association.
   

        Bai Kui was nothing more than a Bronze level hunter, sure, posing no threat to the current competition for the Shadow Hunter quota. However, he could wait for the next opportunity. As long as Bai Kui didn't join the competition, his qualification wouldn't be consumed.
   

        "These old guys can't sit still anymore…"
   

        The middle-aged man's eyes flickered, planning to report his speculation to his superior shortly. For now, he needed to allocate tasks to the three assassins who he had specifically invited. These three assassins were not trained by the Royal Family, but were from an assassin organization named Shadow Sting. Each industry has its professionals, the job of assassination should naturally be left to the professionals. Besides, Bai Kui was after all a hunter of the Dark Hunt Organization, it wouldn't be appropriate for the Royal Family to lay their hands on him.
   

        It would cause a significant problem if discovered.
   

        Glancing around the room, the middle-aged man noted all three individuals were Gold Medal assassins from Shadow Sting. All were Source Energy Users suited for assassinations, their strengths ranged from White Luminance level hunter to Dark Gold level hunter, certainly enough to kill a Bronze level hunter.
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        On the left, stood a tall, skinny man in a hooded jacket, his icy gaze emanating a ruthlessly cold expression, akin to a lone wolf. He was missing his left middle finger, making it easier to shoot the sleeve sword tucked away in his sleeve.
   

        The man was known as Shadow Wolf, a possessor of Qi Source Energy, capable of moving in dead silence while maintaining incredible speed, following his targets like a shadow.
   

        On the right was a woman wrapped in bandages from head to toe, half of her face obscured by a mask, making it hard to discern her features. Her wrists were tightly coiled by rolls of bandages, looking almost like big bracelets.
   

        Her codename was Bonecrusher. She took great pleasure in blowing her mission targets' heads to smithereens with a single punch. Given the chance, she reveled in exploding others with a blow. Bonecrusher loved the sound of bones shattering beneath her fists.
   

        In the middle stood a man of slight and hunchbacked physique, clad in a black cloak that hid his deformed body from view. Based on appearances alone, he was the grossest and least noticeable member of the trio. Yet, ironically, Bloody Hand was one of the strongest assassins in the Shadow Stab Organization, a master of Qi Source Energy.
   

        Once activated, his hands would ooze a dark red power that would spread and consume upon contact with any flesh.
   

        Slowly, it would erode the target into a puddle of blood.
   

        The three assassins each had their unique abilities and formidable strengths. To deploy them to assassinate a mere low-ranking youngster was indeed somewhat of an overkill. Hence, the middle-aged man dispatched Shadow Wolf to check on the address that Bai Kui was supposedly visiting, in order to validate his suspicions. The other two assassins were instructed to take action as soon as night fell and the horse carriage left the city.
   

        "Clang..."
   

        A wooden box the size of a human head was placed on the desk.
   

        The middle-aged man glanced at Bonecrusher and Bloody Hand, slowly speaking.
   

        "Bring me back the head, intact. The other parts are irrelevant. Oh, and make sure his face contorts in agony before dying. Is that understood?" He concluded, as Bonecrusher and Bloody Hand exchanged glances.
   

        Making people suffer was a simple task. Bonecrusher's favourite thing was to shatter someone's limbs with her fists and let them experience the agony of their bones splintering inch by inch. Bloody Hand was even more brutal; the spreading Dark Red power devoured the flesh, as painful as countless insects gnawing the body from within, a torment that penetrated the marrow.
   

        "Understood."
   

        Both immediately responded, their faces twisted into cruel smiles.
   

        "Then go now. It's five o'clock. Return before seven, any problem?" The middle-aged man cast a glance at the pocket watch, slowly lifting his head.
   

        "Certainly not. You must trust the strength of the Shadow Stab Organization, sir…" 
   

        As the voice trailed off, three silhouettes had already disappeared from the room.
   

        The area of Florence City was extensive. Casio's horse carriage took half an hour of zigzagging just to get out of the bustling commercial district. After reaching the spacious residential area, the carriage was finally able to speed up.
   

        By around six o'clock, they should be able to leave Florence.
   

        At five fifty-five, in an abandoned church on the outskirts of Florence.
   

        The ground was strewn with withered grass, the stone path was covered in shattered stones. Inside the church, cobwebs thrived in every corner, the dim light offered by the red sunset barely providing any illumination.
   

        In the courtyard, a broken stone table and two silent black figures awaited, a dilapidated stone table sat between them.
   

        One wore a heavy black robe, a white mask twisted like tree roots concealing his face. His pupils were a sinister white encircled by pitch darkness.
   

        He sported a black glove, holding a sharp, massive scythe.
   

        The other person was clad in heavy armor - not a shiny white, but rather a dull, dangerous black. The armor was rugged and intimidating, its cracks showed signs of dried blood.
   

        The machine had an ominous look, with a shadowy reflection and brought out a sense of danger with its thickness.
   

        Next to the armored figure, a cross greatsword that's as tall as a man stood erect.
   

        "Ghost Man, are you really going to collaborate closely with that man called the Wind Elephant?"
   

        "Do you trust him that much?" The man in armor suddenly spoke. His voice had a rich quality to it, sounding as though it was the clashing of cold weapons, powerful and resonant.
   

        "..." Ghost Man remained silent for a moment: "I owe him a life..."
   

        "Besides, my collaboration with the Wind Elephant holds plenty potential. The reason I asked you to meet me on the outskirts of Florence this time, is that I actually want to recruit you, Iron Knight." Ghost Man took out two things from his pocket and placed them on the desk.
   

        The left object is a metal bottle half the size of a fist. Despite being made of metal, it had a wooden texture, even retaining mystic ring-like patterns on the surface. The bottle contained a highly concentrated Secret Soul power.
   

        The right object was a badge in the shape of a triangle, engraved with patterns resembling the steps of a solar stairway. Once black essence was absorbed, each step would light up, until the pinnacle of the pyramid-like stairway was filled up.
   

        "A Hunter's Badge? You intend to enter the World of Calamities? That's considered the most hazardous area in all of the Black Rain Villa's missions; staying there too long might lead to severe beastly mutations. Even purging the calamities invading one's body at a Baptism Church once would cost quite a bit of black essence." Iron Knight frowned slightly. He was friends with Ghost Man, having known him since the Sword Rank.
   

        Ghost Man proposed a cooperation plan, he probably wouldn't let him suffer losses.
   

        Iron Knight thus turned his head to look at Ghost Man, waiting for his answer.
   

        "The things you mentioned are part of why I'm cooperating with Wind Elephant..."
   

        The corners of Ghost Man's mouth, hidden beneath his dress, tugged slightly. It was clear that he had been in contact with Casio over the past ten days: "Wind Elephant owns a sanctuary in the World of Calamities that can regularly remove calamities in a Soul Holder's body. This way we can hunt and rest intermittently, and the cycle can just go on and on…"
   

        "Oh?" Iron Knight seemed interested immediately. After contemplating over the matter thoroughly for a minute or two, he asked," What do you have to sacrifice in this collaboration?"
   

        "Help Wind Elephant get a new Hunter's Badge, and serve as a free middleman to help him exchange for Secret Soul power. Then, we will absorb all the dark creatures we hunt in the World of Calamities using something called the demon seed. Every time we seek refuge, we need to submit this demon seed to him…."
   

        Ghost Man began to explain slowly. However, he didn't mention some private deals he agreed to with Casio. First, to repay for saving his life, he promised to secure Casio a Marker level from Black Rain Villa. The other was to search inside the Black Rain Villa for an ancient white bone tree the size of a palm.
   

        "If it's just that, I am certainly willing to cooperate..."
   

        After deliberating for a while, Iron Knight readily agreed. Compared to the benefits obtained, the sacrifice required for this cooperation seemed insignificant.
   

        Although it was a win-win situation, Iron Knight felt that he gained more than he invested, fostering a sense of having taken advantage. In reality, Casio wasn't bothered by this. As he had an ace up his sleeve to allow Markers to escape the Black Rain Villa's control, the False Death Elixir. This both Iron Knight and Ghost Man would find strongly tempting, as well as the Eerie Night Guest. Casio, being new to the place, could not possibly organize a powerful force from scratch. However, he could certainly cherry-pick top Knight Rank agents from the Black Rain Villa. They were comparable to Fighters in combat ability.
   

        Casio didn't plan to climb his way to the top by playing by the rules of the Dark Hunt Organization. It was like a juvenile playing house, he would rather turn the tables by establishing a strong, esoteric force outside the Dark Hunt Organization. This way, Casio could transfer resources from one to the other swiftly, achieving his first obsession. Should anyone attempt to hinder him, he could order Ghost Man and the others to discreetly eliminate them, framing the Black Rain Villa. After all, it wouldn't be strange for a place like the Black Rain Villa, which was associated with malicious activities, to be involved in such incidents.
   

        Moreover, this force was preparing for the collapse of the Dark Hunt Organization three years later. It might have to face the hidden mysterious organization.
   

        Casio already had a plan in his mind, it's not about the number but the quality. Why not establish an extraordinary force made up entirely of individuals with Fighter-level strength in this Era of Retrospection. This would also be a great help in subsequent trips to the Immortal Island.
   

        As the sun set and darkness began to envelop the high walls, Ghost Man and the Iron Knight were sitting at the stone table, reminiscing, chatting, and waiting for Casio's arrival. Suddenly, Iron Knight turned his head, his eyes sharply focused on the dark corner of the wall of the courtyard, and asked, "Did Wind Elephant send you?"
   

        "!!!!!"
   

        The Shadow Wolf, who had just located this place, was stunned; he did not expect his location to be exposed within a split second! As he prepared to flee by scaling the wall, he suddenly realized that the other figure sitting at the stone table was gone.
   

        "Jing!" A sharp scythe with gleaming cold light was placed on his neck.
   

        "Hey, I asked you a question, kid. Why aren't you answering..."
   

        A black figure had already emerged behind the Shadow Wolf in the darkness; he was as silent as a ghost. The set of glowing red eyes slowly lit up.
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        As an assassin, the Shadow Wolf has always stood in the darkness behind others. Yet now, he was silently approached from behind by another individual, a sharp weapon pressing against his neck. He was completely unaware throughout the process, only realizing what was happening when the massive scythe rested on his shoulders. A chilling sense of danger, like being pricked by countless sharp needles, covered his back.
   

        At this moment, he dared not move. His body was covered in cold sweat and his heart seemed about to surge out of his chest. The Shadow Wolf, having been an assassin for over two decades and his hands stained with countless blood, prided himself on his aura of blood and killing intent strong enough to terrify any ordinary person. But compared to the person behind him, he was far less daunting, their killing intent was so intense it felt almost tangible, filling the air with a horrifying smell of blood.
   

        In a daze, he imagined a large and ghastly blood beast revealing its head in the darkness, its gaping mouth releasing a puff of air that passed over his neck.
   

        Clink!
   

        The sharp scythe shimmered slightly, reflecting the impatience of the person behind him. The terrified Shadow Wolf immediately raised his hands and repeated tremulously, 'Don't kill me, don't kill me…' As an elite assassin of the Shadow Stab Organization, he didn't even have the courage to trigger his hidden wrist blades against the two individuals in front of him. Suppressed by the heavy scythe, he fell to his knees.
   

        Elsewhere, at 6 pm, the sun gradually sank below the horizon.
   

        The sun's glow spread across the edges of the clouds, painting a fiery red sunset. The sky was darkening, a few birds glided by.
   

        Florence, the city gates.
   

        A black horse carriage slowly made its way out on the main road.
   

        The carter cracked the reins, urging the two black horses to run faster.
   

        The carriage wheels clattered forward over the smooth city roads. Inside the carriage, Casio, clad in common grey hunting gear, sat with his eyes slightly closed.
   

        The Deathfang Power and the Echo Strength circulated within his body, tracing their respective virtual meridian routes. The power flowed like water, illuminating every acupuncture point it passed, resulting in two colors, red and purple.
   

        Casio had returned his physical condition back to the peak of a boxing master with his Southern Dipper Fist. This unique tension beneath the skin brought a sense of substantial satisfaction. Filled with strength, he felt invincible.
   

        Cirulating the Secret Martial Art within his body, raw well-refined blood qi coursed through his muscles, providing a hot, continuous, all-encompassing feeling of strength. From the outside, Casio seemed as delicate as when Bai Kui was an illusionist. Except for those who also trained in the Secret Martial Art, everyone else would think he was nothing but a weak scholar at first glance.
   

        If they dared to approach, he could easily tear them into shreds.
   

        "Clop-clop, clop-clop…"
   

        The carriage was heading to some direction in the countryside. Suddenly, the carter jumped down from his seat and tucked into a roll into the grass.
   

        The runaway carriage continued forward for some distance.
   

        The pace gradually slowed down, and the two horses finally halted.
   

        Under the dim light, a man in a black cloak blocked the middle of the road. He had a thin and hunched figure and his aura was exceptionally gloomy. His face and shoulders were obscured by the cloak's shadow, only revealing his claw-like hands hanging on his sides.
   

        Drip, drip, drip...
   

        A dark red substance similar to thick blood fell onto the ground, emitting a sizzling sound of corrosion, as if sulfuric acid was dropped. The ground turned black instantly, and a plume of white smoke quickly rose.
   

        "Blood Hand…" A woman entirely wrapped in bandages attempted to speak, but swallowed her words under the gaze of Blood Hand. It was clear to her, the prey, and his toy, belonged to Blood Hand.
   

        Bone Crusher knew better than to interfere, she simply stood on the side.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        Blood Hand instantly disappeared from the spot. When he appeared again, he was already in front of the carriage. His seemingly blood-dripping hands resting on the heads of the two horses.
   

        "Neigh! Neigh!"
   

        The black horses immediately cried out in pain. Before they had a chance to struggle, the dark red energy, as fluid as plasma, had already spread over half of their faces. Their skin cracked, muscles snapped, their skull was exposed. Just after three or four seconds, the two black horses fell to the ground with a final cry.
   

        Half of their heads had been swallowed by the dark red force, they had no chance of resistance.
   

        "Sizzzz…"
   

        It seemed as if thousands of insects were feasting, the robust black horses were rapidly corroding, and a large amount of white smoke emerged from their bodies.
   

        "Heh, are you too scared to come out? You should have seen how those two horses died, darling…"
   

        Killing the two black horses nonchalantly was his way of showing Bai Kui the consequences of being engulfed in his dark red energy. In this way, when Bai Kui's body was gradually swallowed by the dark red force, his fear would intensify. Blood Hand savored this taste of despair most of all.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A claw, as if coated in red paint, went for the carriage door.
   

        Click, the carriage door opened at the same moment.
   

        A slender hand reached out from the darkness inside, meeting Blood Hand's claw, clasping them together. It was so fast it left afterimages!
   

        "Roar, how bold! You really should come out and see how those two horses died!?" Blood Hand was surprised at first, admiring Bai Kui's courage to shake hands with him directly! With a savage grin, he tightened his claw-like hand like a vise, his forearm coated in a dense dark red energy.
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        Szzz... Sizzle... Sizzle...
   

        Listening to this corrosive sound, Bloodhand's smile broadened. He slowly retracted his right hand, waiting for the person inside the carriage to scream and run out.
   

        "Bloodhand, Bloodhand … your... your hand!"
   

        Bone Shard, who had been silent all this while, suddenly exclaimed loudly.
   

        "What?" Bloodhand furrowed his brows, he hated to be interrupted while killing. But in the next second, Bloodhand staggered back in shock.
   

        "My hand!!!"
   

        He held up a naked forearm where his deformed claws had vanished, leaving a small piece of bone melting slowly like hot chocolate. Bloodhand's pupils massively dilated as he noticed the even more scarlet spots spreading over the red energy covering his arm.
   

        These scarlet spots seemed like sharp teeth silently gnawing his skin, muscles, blood vessels, and bones. They didn't spare the dark red energy under Bloodhand's control, decomposing all them into bits!
   

        The dark red energy with powerful corrosive and decomposing ability was reversed!
   

        "Impossible! How could this happen! Aah!!"
   

        Pain hit Bloodhand like a tidal wave. It felt like there were bugs gnawing at his nervous system, climbing up his blood vessels into his body.
   

        Within a mere second, his right hand was completely decomposed. Steam billowed from his shoulder, where blood dripped incessantly. 
   

        With a creak, the carriage door opened.
   

        Out of the darkness came a youth in hunting attire. He had a gentle demeanor, a slender, and lean figure. His deep blue eyes resembled a deep pool with a vortex leading to an unknown abyss.
   

        "Did the royal family send you?" The youth seemed to be asking a question.
   

        "Heh…" As a top-class assassin of the Shadow Stab organization, Bloodhand would never disclose information about his clients. Despite the intense pain and beads of sweat cascading from his face, he refused to confess. 
   

        With a light thud! Bloodhand's eyes widened, seemingly in disbelief.
   

        A slender arm pierced clean through his chest. Like a red-hot iron bar piercing through a lump of fat, it moved in an unbelievably smooth manner. Blood sprayed onto Bone Shard who was standing nearby. 
   

        The youth, standing at 1.75 meters, held Bloodhand as if they were old friends. He wore a radiant smile and said,
   

        "I really detest those fools who mess up other people's schedules..."
   

        He gently pushed forward, and Bloodhand fell to the ground, his eyes bulging in fury.
   

        Steam billowed from the hole in his heart, growing larger by the second. Evidently, the invading Deathfang Power started to frenziedly decompose his body.
   

        Thud, dust flew up, Blood Shard disappeared.
   

        "Damn it, this is totally different from the information! The opponent is not a bronze-rank at all. Bloodhand was killed in a flash. He has similar powers to Bloodhand, and even superior!" Bone Shard started to run, his waist contracting powerfully, making him leap towards the Florence area. 
   

        However, he had barely made it a hundred meters.
   

        Bone Shard was forced to stop, glancing nervously at what lay ahead.
   

        Casio was already silently standing under the shadow of the tree like a ghost. His eyes pulsated with a bloody red glow.
   

        In the twilight, he stood there like a cold, stern statue.
   

        "Damn it, risk it all!"
   

        Bone Shard was a hard-core criminal, always willing to put up a fight in the face of danger. Moreover, she wasn't without chances of winning, as long as she could evade the target's ability and avoid hand-to-hand combat like Bloodhand. Up close and personal, the victor was uncertain!
   

        The target, who was lean and frail, was even thinner than an average adult man. Her full-force blow could cause serious injury or kill him.
   

        Thud! The ground shook as Bone Shard accelerated her leap.
   

        Like a shell, she shot out, the white bandages on her body exploding open to reveal her well-trained muscles. The right forearm that threw the punch swelled to double its size, even thicker than her upper arm. 
   

        Whoosh! Her fist left a white streak in the air.
   

        Like a javelin, it directly aimed at Casio's vulnerable chest.
   

        Thud!!!
   

        The dull sound of fists and flesh instantly exploded. A tree behind trembled violently, shedding leaves. Delight instantly appeared on Skeleton's face. He was just about to smile, but to his shock, the man before him remained steady and unyielding!
   

        His fist met resistance at his chest, struggling to make any progress.
   

        Witnessing Casio, whose feet were firmly rooted into the ground, tilt his head back, Skeleton's eyes widened in shock. As Casio's neck made cracking sounds, his whole body suddenly began to expand, almost like blowing up a balloon.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the lean man of 1.75 meters transformed into a muscular giant reaching almost 1.9 meters. The muscles beneath his clothes strained against the fabric until it ripped apart, leaving torn strips just barely covering his bronzed skin.
   

        Casio looked just like a tall iron tower, his shoulders as wide as a security door, as he slowly lifted his thick, vein-covered arms.
   

        Panting heavily, he exhaled two solid streams of white air through his nostrils.
   

        Skeleton felt like he had just punched a thick city wall. Above him, a voice rang out, deep as a cathedral bell: "You've ruined my outfit…"
   

        "You shall pay with your life."
   

        Skeleton's pupils shrank.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        He felt like he had been harshly hit by a high-speed train. He flew backward, tracing a straight line parallel to the ground.
   

        As Skeleton flew, his shattered body continued to break apart, leaving a trail of blood and scattered bones behind him. Like a scarlet tail flame, he skidded over hundreds of meters, eventually crashing into an unsuspecting horse carriage.
   

        Among the debris of the carriage, a single severed head with a gaping mouth displayed an expression of utter terror and despair, now frozen on the face forever.
   

        From a hundred meters away, Casio rotated his shoulders, looking at the now-risen moon. Shaking his head, he murmured to himself, "Seems I'll be late…"
   

        Two hours later, at eight in the evening, in the city area of Florence.
   

        Inside a hidden building, a middle-aged man was waiting brightly lit room, pipe in hand. Frowning, he checked the time on his pocket watch. It was already eight, an hour later than scheduled. Was it really necessary to take so long to deal with a Bronze-level target? Or had there been some unexpected complication?
   

        The middle-aged man shook his head, seemingly dissatisfied with the efficiency of the Shadow Stab Organization's assassins. Just as he was about to take another puff from his pipe, there was a knock at the door. The man got up to answer it.
   

        When he opened the door, a tall, slender figure in a hooded cloak walked in.
   

        "Shadow Wolf? You've finally returned, one hour late."
   

        The middle-aged man was clearly not pleased. Looking at the lone Shadow Wolf, he asked, "Hey? Where are Skeleton and Bloodhand?"
   

        Swish...
   

        Shadow Wolf, his face hidden by his hood, held up a wooden box.
   

        "Oh? You killed them? Even brought back their heads intact?" The middle-aged man put his pipe aside, taking the heavy wooden box with one hand.
   

        As he opened the box, the stench of blood came flooding out.
   

        Borrowing the light from the lamp, he squinted at the contents of the box. His head jolted back in surprise. Inside the box were the severed heads of Skeleton and Bloodhand! Due to limited space, the heads had been squashed together, their painfully desperate expressions quite unsettling.
   

        "This! This!"
   

        The middle-aged man stood up, completely lost for words.
   

        Only then did he notice something was off about Shadow Wolf. His entire body, hidden beneath the cloak, was shaking as if he was sobbing. His head slowly lifted, revealing a split face. The skin and flesh was intact above the nose, while everything below—his jaw and tongue—had corroded into bare bone.
   

        Shadow Wolf was unable to speak. His eyes reflected pain, deathly stillness, and terror.
   

        Crackling and popping echoed throughout his body as if he was laden with firecrackers.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        His entire body suddenly burst from the inside out. Fresh blood, internal organs, muscle fragments, and bones splattered everywhere.
   

        The thick smell of blood filled every corner of the room.
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        Florence, District Seven, inside a single house.
   

        "What? All the assassins sent to kill have died?"
   

        A tall figure with blond hair, Soss, sat on the sofa. Upon hearing the report from his subordinate, his motion of raising the wine glass halted in mid-air.
   

        A thud, the glass filled with wine was heavily placed on the coffee table.
   

        A portion of the red-purple liquid sloshed out from inside.
   

        Five minutes later, Soss leaned against the backrest. His arms were folded across his chest, his brows slightly furrowed. To be honest, he hadn't anticipated such a minor matter to go awry. The royal family had investigated the Bronze Level hunter, who was favored by Blood Axe Herbert, and found that he was not remarkable in strength. However, the overall strength of the three assassins hired through the Shadow Stab Organization this time ranged between White Luminance Level and Dark Gold Level. The combination of the three was even enough to assassinate a Dark Gold Level hunter.
   

        However, the final outcome was completely different from what was expected.
   

        All three assassins were dead, and the manner in which the last one died was somewhat particular - he self-destructed right in front of Soss's subordinates. It was like he was trying to intimidate the forces behind the assassination of Bai Kui in this way.
   

        "Did that hunter named Bai Kui conceal his strength?"
   

        Soss picked up his wine glass again and took a sip of red wine. He let the tart taste of the wine trickle down his throat and spread into his stomach. After a bit of contemplation, he quickly shook his head, directly ruling out this possibility on the spot.
   

        The probability of Bai Kui concealing his strength was the lowest. Because twenty days ago, Bai Kui had just carried out a team task and had a narrow escape from death.
   

        Afterwards, he lay on the patient's bed for half a month before barely eking out survival.
   

        This fact couldn't be falsified. The royal family had specially asked the sanatorium about this. Therefore, the failure of the assassination could only be due to other two possibilities.
   

        The first one was the interference of the Red Li Council and the Dark Hunt Organization, especially the latter. Bai Kui presented the Honor Badge, which was sure to attract animosity from various forces, a fact certainly known to the Hunters Association and the Chief Inspector.
   

        They might have secretly deployed strong individuals to protect Hunter Bai Kui.
   

        Secondly, the branches of the Dark Hunt Organization in various places mobilized once more. The senior hunters who held local authority regrouped to groom Bai Kui as a representative of the younger generation. This was the most likely possibility because Blood Axe Herbert was one of those senior hunters with substantial influence. Furthermore, the qualification to become a Shadow Hunter doesn't necessarily have to be used immediately. It's entirely possible to train Bai Kui for over ten years, waiting for a second opportunity when the position of Shadow Hunter becomes vacant. In the meantime, the senior hunters will undoubtedly send people to protect him.
   

        Thinking about it this way, it seemed the failed assassination wasn't unjust.
   

        "You're lucky, boy."
   

        The vicious glint in Soss's eyes gradually receded. He didn't plan to take further action against Bai Kui in the near future. However, this didn't mean he had let things slide. Soss had confidence in representing the royal family and becoming a Shadow Hunter. This position would have a winner within the next two months. He planned to settle accounts with Herbert and Bai Kui once he became the new Shadow Hunter.
   

        Elsewhere, Florence, in a dim street of District Two.
   

        A black figure moved leisurely, advancing through the shadows at the corner of the wall, as if a silent shadow. His steps were quick and he was familiar with the street environment. After a dozen turns, he arrived in front of a small house.
   

        The moonlight shone obliquely on the tiles at the top of the tall building. A huge shadow sloped down, instantly covering the small house, making it appear darker.
   

        The black figure stood under the moonlight and slowly let down his cloak.
   

        It was a young man with black hair and black pupils. His face was handsome, but his eyes were exceptionally sharp, giving a somber and cold impression. If one had to describe him specifically, he might be compared to a black dagger, a drawn black dagger.
   

        The moonlight draped over the youth like a thin veil, and a human-shaped shadow was cast obliquely on the wall. Next to the silhouette were numerous black strips looking like tentacles.
   

        On closer inspection, you would find these were actually thorns. They densely surrounded the shadow.
   

        It was as if a thorny flower blooming with deadly poison was in full bloom throughout the path.
   

        The man was none other than Solomon Thorn.
   

        He glanced at the moon above, then walked straight towards the small house.
   

        Standing in the shadows, he raised his hand and lightly knocked on the door five times.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock, knock, knock ..."
   

        "Come in."
   

        A voice came from inside, clearly this was the agreed-upon secret code.
   

        Solomon immediately pushed the door open and went in, closing the door behind him. The inside was very dim, and only a faint moonlight came in through the cracks in the window.
   

        In the corner of the room, a tall figure shrouded in a cloak slowly emerged.
   

        "Candle Soul, what's the reason for calling on me this time?"
   

        Solomon was the first to speak, his footstep halted in its place.
   

        The man called Candle Soul didn't utter a word but directly walked out of the darkness and threw something at Solomon.
   

        Solomon caught and looked at it, his pupils contracted slightly. It was unmistakably a secret manual, one he was very familiar with. It was the second part of the Sinful Thorn Technique, detailing how to use the poison from the Sinful Thorn to stimulate physical training.
   

        Moreover, there was a powerful secret method inside. It could reverse-infiltrate the Sinful Thorn into the body, coursing between the epidermis and flesh. It could absorb the vitality of fresh blood, explosively enhancing the physique's strength.
   

        "What is this?"
   

        Solomon stifled the joy in his heart and asked tentatively.
   

        "This time, you must become the Shadow Hunter of the Dark Hunt Organization..."
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        Candle Soul began, "Only Shadow Hunters and Holy Light Hunters within the thousands of hunters in the Hunters Association headquarters have the privilege to go to the source of the Holy Springs Water. There, hunters will have the opportunity to immerse in the Holy Spring water. We'll need you to do something for us then, rest assured, the means we provide will certainly not be discovered by anyone..."
   

        "What is it? Can you be more specific?"
   

        Although Solomon asked, he had already suspected something. The Dark Hunt Organization has remained prosperous for thousands of years within the Hong Li Empire, serving as the official supernatural suppressive force. The Holy Springs have played an indispensable role.
   

        If there were any issues with the Holy Springs, the entire organization would be shaken.
   

        "I can't tell you yet. The day you become a Shadow Hunter, I will naturally tell you." Candle Soul continued, "I have given you the second part of the Sinful Thorn Technique. I believe your strength will experience a phased increase within the next month. You need to become a Shadow Hunter without any doubt. We will help you with that..."
   

        Hearing his somber voice gave an eerie feeling.
   

        "What do you mean?" Solomon frowned slightly.
   

        "Don't worry about whether it's honorable or not, becoming a Shadow Hunter is the most important. There are three candidates in total, I will try my best to eliminate one for you. After all, it's not so easy to act against Florence in the Imperial Capital..."
   

        Candle Soul suddenly changed his tone: "Oh, right. There should be four places, including a hunter named Bai Kui. I won't help you with this one. After all, a Black Iron Rank isn't much of a threat. You can leave now..."
   

        Solomon nodded and carefully put the secret manual into his bosom.
   

        With a creak, the door opened and closed again.
   

        Candle Soul stood beside the window in the shadows, gazing out into the unknown.
   

        "Obtaining power through external forces is the most dangerous and the easiest to falter. The Dark Hunt Organization, though successful because of the Holy Springs, may also fail because of them..."
   

        Within the Dark Hunt Organization, there has always been an unspoken fact. Hunters use the Holy Springs Water to enhance their power, and fight against the dark creatures on the empire's territory. Over time, these battle-hardened hunters gradually would show symptoms of headaches, irritability, and loss of reason. It's like the after-effects of war, but in reality, it's more like transformation into a dark creature.
   

        Some hunters believe that this is due to injuries from missions and the corrosion of the dark creatures' power. But in fact, this only contributes to a very small part of the reasons. The deeper cause lies within the source.
   

        The Holy Springs Water, contains both power and the potential for disasters.
   

        Although minuscule, under the accumulation over time, the day of eruption will surely come. Candle Soul and the organization behind him, merely wish to make this eruption more violent.
   

        After all, an organization that has existed for nearly a thousand years is not easy to deal with. Not to mention that the organization is an official imperial force.
   

        Time returned to today at seven o'clock in the evening.
   

        In the quiet of the night, in Florence, an abandoned monastery in the suburbs.
   

        Casio met Ghost Man and his friend, the Iron Knight. The subject of their discussion revolved around the World of Calamities and Black Rain Villa more than the minor episode about the assassination. These were worth talking about.
   

        Upon meeting, Ghost Man gave Casio the promise of the Hunter's Badge and the densified Secret Soul Power. He then began to enthusiastically introduce his friend, also a top-tier Knight Rank Marker.
   

        His intention was simple, he had found another person to join the team.
   

        Having someone capable of doing work for him, especially a strong Fighter, Casio naturally accepted. After all, Casio was the only one who could absorb the life vibration energy from the corpses of the dark creatures that Ghost Man and Iron Knight hunted. 
   

        Ghost Man and Iron Knight had to pay an entrance fee each time they wanted to use the Shelter Tower to purge the disasterous aura from their bodies. That was the Demon Seed that Casio had dissolved in order to absorb the life vibration energy. He had already studied it carefully and had discovered a special method to refine the Demon Seed using a large amount of Demon Idol Qi.
   

        By injecting the Demon Seed into a certain fixed part of their bodies, such as a finger. 
   

        This way, the Demon Seed can absorb and temporarily store the life vibration energy. This type of Demon Seed has a time limit. If it doesn't return to the body within twenty-four hours, it will automatically dissipate.
   

        This way, Ghost Man and Iron Knight don't have to worry too much about the exotic Qi in their bodies.
   

        This demon seed could be treated as an externally attached tool, similar to the hunter's badge. Once you kill the dark creature, you can absorb it with ease.
   

        The operation process is not difficult; it is simple and easy to implement.
   

        During their conversation, Casio did not reveal any information about the False Death Elixir, as it was not the right time yet. When their cooperation had reached a degree of familiarity and tacit understanding, and after he had recovered to the level of a Fighter.
   

        He can confidently expand his external forces.
   

        Casio believes, no top Knight-Rank Markerholder from Black Rain Villa will be unaffected. This is the only chance to break free from the control of Black Rain Villa! If this opportunity is missed, there may not be another chance.
   

        Rarity has its advantages, so he is not worried about attracting strong individuals to join.
   

        After the three finished talking, before leaving, Casio asked Ghost Man for a favor. To take down the headquarters of the Shadow Stab organization, and to find out who was planning to assassinate him. In this respect, Ghost Man is quite professional.
   

        Casio doesn't plan to take action himself. After all, his physique hasn't yet recovered to the level of a Fighter and can't bear Qi power. In addition to that, he had just acquired the power of the Secret Soul and wanted to study it thoroughly.
   

        Thus, he had to ask Ghost Man for a favor, which he saw as a way of repaying a favor.
   

        Ghost Man expressed that there was no problem at all and that this little matter did not equate to favor. In fact, he was in Florence timed with an assignment in Black Rain Villa and had to stay for a few days. In his spare time, he was fully capable of eliminating a single assassin organization.
   

        At the latest in three days, at the soonest in one day, Casio could hear the news of the Shadow Stab Organization's destruction. As for revealing the forces behind it, Ghost Man also had some confidence. To him, even an iron mouth can be pried open sometimes.
   

        The Shadow Stab Organization was indeed known for its tight lips, but under the threat of death, some cowards would kneel down and spill intelligence.
   

        Hoping that Ghost Man would spare them.
   

        These kinds of people, he had seen plenty.
   

        In the abandoned monastery, the three had a fruitful discussion and planned to meet in Ash City in the World of Calamities, at the boundary line between night and day tomorrow.
   

        Around eight-thirty in the evening, Casio returned to Florence alone.
   

        He entered the Hunters Apartment, into a specifically assigned covert room.
   

        The oil lamp lit up, illuminating the entire living room with a soft, yellow glow.
   

        Casio sat in front of a table on which lay a triangular-shaped badge. It looked like metal but inexplicably gave off a stone-like feel.
   

        On the other side of the badge was a bottle, about half the size of a fist.
   

        Casio reached out and uncorked the tightly sealed bottle.
   

        Immediately, a familiar scent wafted out. It was a faint sense of chill, like the cold, deep water beneath the moonlight.
   

        This was the power of the Secret Soul, a specialty of the Baptism Church in Black Rain Villa.
   

        Casio had become very familiar with this substance after his third retrospect. It was an energy with unique properties that could enhance the power of various schools within the Black Rain Villa. In fact, Casio had used it to enhance Hard Qigong and Secret Martial Arts related to the Wind Elephant. This meant that the power of the Secret Soul could influence the human body's three fundamental elements i.e. physique, Qi, and spirit, and was of a high order.
   

        It was quite a coincidence when Casio found that the Holy Spring Water of the Dark Hunt organization also had properties similar to that of the Secret Soul. Newly joined hunters had bizarre Source Energies, either bodily, Qi-related, or related to spirit. Yet, all of them could have their Source Energy enhanced through the Holy Springs Water.
   

        Therefore, Casio was somewhat curious. What would happen if the Holy Spring Water and the Secret Soul were fused together?
   

        Casio was quite intrigued.
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        Without any delay, Casio took out a bottle of Holy Springs water, equivalent to fifteen units or 0.75 liters. He had spent the past ten days not only recovering his strength, but also completing several White Luminance level tasks with Rose. Those tasks were usually shared among nearly ten people. But since Casio did them alone, he naturally kept all the rewards, hence the significant supply of spring water.
   

        The reward was on par with that of a Dark Gold Level hunter carrying out a task.
   

        As for the Honor Badge given to him by Hebu, Casio had yet to submit it to the Hunters Association. Consequently, he hadn't received the resources it represented.
   

        The oil lamp hung on the wall, silently burning with a steady light. On the black round table, the Secret Soul and Holy Springs Water were placed next to each other.
   

        Under the lamp light, the Secret Soul appeared to be faint black, radiating a hazy light gray fog, just like a special kind of ice water.
   

        The Holy Springs Water, on the other hand, seemed far more divine, as if it were gold completely melted at high temperatures, emitting a peculiar color, sparkling brightly.
   

        Casio took a metal plate and poured approximately ten milliliters of the Holy Springs water into it. After a moment, he dripped an equal amount of Secret Soul. However, the two liquids in the plate did not have any surprising reaction. Instead, they were clear-cut and occupied each side of the plate.
   

        After waiting a little while, nothing unusual happened.
   

        A frown creased Casio's brow, and he picked up a metal spoon and began stirring. Yet, even after a few minutes, the fusion still failed. It was quite evident, just like how oil does not mix with water.
   

        "Perhaps it needs to be taken in together, to become effective inside the body?"
   

        He hesitated for a moment and directly swallowed the mixed twenty milliliters of Holy Springs Water and the Secret Soul. All of a sudden, cold and hot, two streams of Qi flowed down his throat into his stomach. From there, they spread in all directions throughout his body, wandering among his internal organs. The alternating chill and warmth caused considerable discomfort to every muscle in his body. Casio's limbs slightly tensed, but his focus was fixed on the changes happening inside his physique.
   

        These two contradicting energies infiltrated from inside out and finally converged together, spiraling towards his heart.
   

        "Splurt!"
   

        "Wow!"
   

        In the room, Casio instantly coughed up blood, eyes wide open.
   

        Luckily, his physical body had been restored to the major accomplishment realm of the martial artist. Plus, the birth of the three Blood Acceleration Nodes had considerably strengthened his blood vessels and heart. Otherwise, he might have had severe internal bleeding due to heart damage. This was a clear indication of the risk he had just taken.
   

        Of course, high risk, high return. Casio had basically caught the key point of the fusion of Secret Soul and Holy Springs Water—it was the blood in the body!
   

        Under the internal view of Qi, the moment the two special energies drilled into his heart. Casio felt a part of his blood was annihilated before it was replenished. This feeling was as if the Secret Soul and Holy Springs Water devoured a portion of the Heart-derived Blood and then transformed themselves into blood.
   

        Joining into the entire blood circulation system.
   

        Quite evidently, blood, or Heart-derived Blood, was the key.
   

        Casio immediately wiped the bloodstains off the table, then went to the washroom to rinse his mouth. At last, he came back with another identical metal plate.
   

        He poured ten milliliters of Secret Soul and ten milliliters of Holy Springs Water into each of the metal plates. They remained distinctly separate in each plate.
   

        Casio waited for a while before breaking his index finger with a nail.
   

        He dripped some regular blood into the left plate first. Next, he controlled his blood circulation, and dropped some Heart-derived Blood from his heart into the right plate.
   

        Immediately, violent reactions ensued within both containers.
   

        Human blood acted as a catalyst, breaking the inert tranquility of the Secret Soul and Holy Springs Water and causing a dramatic reaction within them.
   

        A flash of platinum flames rose and burned on the surface of the plate.
   

        Casio's eyelids twitched. No wonder he had coughed up blood before; could he stand the heat of a flame grilling his heart? Roughly two seconds later, the flames gradually dissipated.
   

        The cold and profound ice water-like Secret Soul, coupled with the high-temperature liquid gold-like Holy Springs Water, eventually formed a small dish of blood.
   

        The blood still looked like sticky, crimson fresh blood, but had some scattered, shiny platinum liquid specks mixed into it.
   

        Casio looked at both sides and found no difference in the final product of the two different blood types. That is to say, any blood would do.
   

        After studying for a while, he consumed the outcomes of both sides.
   

        This time, he was not as uncomfortable. That's probably because what he drank was a finished product. The discomfort last time was due to the violent reaction happening directly in his body. Casio felt that his blood was once again replaced by a portion of those platinum liquids!
   

        Approximately one point five milliliters, a really tiny amount.
   

        Casio pondered for a moment. He suddenly thought of the Holy Springs Water he had previously consumed. If he were to absorb only the Secret Soul now, would a reaction occur between the two? Casio took a deep breath and continued his experiment.
   

        He poured out ten milliliters of the Secret Soul and consumed it directly.
   

        "Wow!"
   

        Yet another mouthful of fresh blood spurted out, spraying half of the table.
   

        Casio took a deep breath, filled with the smell of blood, feeling it was quite intense. After he recovered a bit, he started coughing up blood in batches.
   

        Each time with ten milliliters of Secret Soul, many such cycles were carried out.
   

        Not until his angina reached an intense level, Casio was sweating profusely, his nerves twitching slightly, only then was the Holy Springs Water completely reacted.
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        Under the orange light, Casio's right hand with bulging veins was placed on the table. The two gold Holy Marks on his hand surprisingly gradually turned platinum in color.
   

        They now appeared even more mysterious and luminous than the Holy Marks initially.
   

        Half an hour later, when the Holy Springs Water had been completely consumed, there was about half a bottle of the highly concentrated Secret Soul power that the Ghost Man had given Casio remaining. The two platinum Holy Marks on the back of his hand had notably transformed into three.
   

        After multiple exposures, he somewhat understood what the platinum liquid that could replace blood was. This stuff was strikingly similar to the blood of the spirit brewed by the Wisdom Rune, a remarkable creation of the Oyon civilization! Based on its characteristics, it could perhaps be called the Blood of Life, or the Blood of the Spirit.
   

        The Wisdom Rune of Ouroboros from the Oyon Civilization!
   

        Could it be? The source of the Holy Springs Water and the Secret Souls power could also be the Life Rune or the Spiritual Rune, one of the five Keystone Runes of the Oyon Civilization?
   

        If it were so, it would explain the miraculous power possessed by the Holy Springs Water and the Secret Souls power. After all, Casio had created the enigmatic secret martial arts of the demon idol using the Wisdom Rune.
   

        The characteristic of the Demon Idol Martial Arts to absorb life vibration energy was too abnormal, even gave a vague sense of surpassing the structure of the secret martial arts.
   

        However, if the Holy Springs Water and Secret Souls Power belong to the Dark Hunt Organization and Black Rain Villa respectively, how could this be? Could it be that both the Dark Hunt Organization and Black Rain Villa each possess half of the Spiritual Rune? Based on Casio's experiment to transform Holy Springs Water and the Secret Souls power into platinum-colored Blood of the Spirit, this seems likely.
   

        This possibility is not slim, even may be quite high.
   

        Startled by this revelation, he sat on the sofa and thought for a while. He reminisced about the internal news of the Dark Hunt Organization and some hidden facts he had learned from the veteran hunter, Hebu, during these days.
   

        First of all, the Holy Marks that are brought about by the Holy Springs Water are the aiding core of the hunters. Why are the hunters of the Dark Hunt Organization different from the average Source Energy Users, and why are they so much stronger? Even comparable to fighters at the top level. It all comes down to the Holy Marks!
   

        The Holy Marks are a weakened version of the Blood of Spirit, their core power is to greatly enhance the source energy mastered by the Source Energy Users, making it several times, even more than ten times more effective. The maximum number of Holy Marks one can have is one hundred, which is the theoretical limit. But in reality, no one has ever been able to fully saturate their body cells with Holy Marks. Even the most powerful leader of the Mechanism Corps could only reach seventy-nine Holy Marks, branded on his arm.
   

        The main reason is that the Holy Springs contain a trace amount of toxin that can cause one to lose their rationality and become a Wild Beast. Every hunter has their limit of tolerance, once the toxin concentration of the Wild Beast exceeds this limit, he will fall.
   

        Therefore, each hunter has their limit to the number of Holy Marks.
   

        Once the limit of Holy Marks has been reached, they can no longer be increased. At this point, the role of Holy Springs Water for this hunter is no longer to increase strength, but to maintain the stability of the Holy Marks' energy and number. Using the Holy Marks to enhance their power consumes energy. After each battle, hunters need to continue drinking spring water to restore the power of the Holy Marks.
   

        This is why it is inevitable for hunters to lose their sanity and transform into Wild Beasts. This is the price to keep the number of Holy Marks and maintain combat strength.
   

        Rumor has it, if someone could reach the theoretical limit of one hundred Holy Marks. Then they would not need Holy Springs Water to maintain the limit number of Holy Marks, as the energy of the Holy Marks in the body would automatically restore itself. But, this is destined to be unreachable. Over the last thousand years, no one has ever achieved this.
   

        The side effects of maintaining the Holy Marks are very high, but in contrast, the amplifying effect is extremely dramatic. After half a month of exposure, Casio found that the variety of Source Energy awakened by these hunters was not very strong. Most of them didn't even meet the standards of third-rate secret martial arts in the Secret Martial Arts World and are only mediocre. After all, they are only developed from a single core, they don't have the comprehensive strength of a triple core.
   

        However, under the amplification of the Holy Marks, these source energies have undergone qualitative changes, remarkably capable of being comparable to third-rate secret martial arts. Those with higher energy potential, reaching a certain degree of Holy Marks, could even be comparable to second-rate secret martial arts. As for the number one Shadow Hunter, the Holy Light Hunter, the leader of the Mechanism Corps, their Source Energy is probably already at the level of first-rate secret martial arts.
   

        This system, while maintaining the Holy Marks' energy at set times after the battle and suffering from the side effect of transformation into a Wild Beast, the combat ability and power limit are undoubtedly formidable, with a promising future.
   

        Why do the Dark Gold Hunters fight for the quota of Shadow Hunters? The forces behind them are one reason, but the bigger factor is their personal interest. As long as one can become a Shadow Hunter, they would get a chance to bathe at the source of the Holy Spring. This is equivalent to absorbing a large amount of Holy Springs Water in one go.
   

        Until they reach their limit. Some with strong willpower even directly increase the amount of Holy Marks to the extreme, greatly enhancing their combat power.
   

        Ten days ago, Casio tried to amplify two Southern Dipper Boxing Methods with Holy Marks. It had a bit of a foreboding effect, but not too much. He initially thought it was because he didn't have enough Holy Marks and that only a certain amount could take effect. But after today's experimentation, he realised this was not the case. The Southern Dipper Boxing Methods, being two top-notch Ancient Secret Martial Arts, are of such high rank that an abundance of Holy Marks wouldn't help. After all, Holy Marks were initially meant to amplify Source Energy, which even the third-rate Secret Martial Arts could not reach.
   

        If Casio wants to amplify the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, he needs something at the level of Blood of Spirits, represented by the Platinum Holy Marks visible on his hand.
   

        He needs the resources of both Secret Soul force and the Holy Springs Water.
   

        Now it seems, he has a way to acquire both. One is through the connections with the Ghost Man, and the other is to become a Shadow Hunter and suck up as much as he can from the source.
   

        It's worth pointing out that Casio might be able to break through the limit of seventy-nine Holy Marks set by the Mechanism Corps commander, even reaching a full hundred shouldn't be a problem.
   

        Because he discovered that the toxin of Wild Beast Transformation found in the Holy Springs Water is not actually a toxin, but rather, it's the Essence of Disasters! No wonder hunters from the Dark Hunt Organization gradually lose their sanity, it's clearly a Dark Biological Transformation.
   

        Although the Essence of Disasters is in minute amounts, it builds up in the human body over time. Naturally, this will lead to erosion phenomena, and eventually to Wild Beast Transformation.
   

        Conversely, there is also a substantial amount of Disaster Essence in the Secret Soul Force, but it seems to have been absorbed by the Black Rain Villa mark during the enhancement process.
   

        That's why the Eerie Night Guests, despite their eerie and weird abilities and seeming more like the ones to lose their sanity, have been fine all along.
   

        Casio does not know why these two forces contain such impurities as the Disaster Essence. But he's certain that he can filter it out!
   

        Even if the Disaster Essence in the Blood of Spirits, produced from the Secret Soul Force and the Holy Springs Water, is extremely high and virtually poison for the hunters of the Dark Hunt Organization, Casio has the Wisdom Rune of Ouroboros.
   

        Its function is to absorb the Disaster Essence and brew the Blood of Spirit.
   

        Although it's been overloaded due to the creation of Demon Idol Secret Martial Arts, it can still be used in the Shelter Tower in the World of Calamities, acting as the activation energy for the defense ceremonies and the resurrection altar. Casio can use the Disaster Essence that is poisonous for others to his advantage, creating value for it.
   

        With the filter of the Wisdom Rune, he can effortlessly reach the complete saturation state of the Blood of Spirits. He can even replace all his blood with the Blood of Spirits, thereby freely utilizing the amplifying effect of Platinum Holy Marks Secret Martial Arts.
   

        In this way, it seems Casio's immediate goal is clear.
   

        Defeat all competitors and win the only quota for becoming a Shadow Hunter.
   

        That being said, the Ghost Man is currently investigating which party ordered the assassination of Casio through the Shadow Stab Organization. As expected, it must be related to the Lion King Soss, Thorny Solomon, and Sea Demon Claire. Since one of them is not following the rules, Casio doesn't want to follow them either.
   

        Once he finds out who it is, he'll chop off the idiot's head.
   

        However, the night is deep, and all this will have to wait until tomorrow. Casio now wants to test the effect of the three Platinum Holy Marks on the two Southern Dipper Boxing Methods. What will happen if Deathfang Power and Return Fang Power are combined?
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Taking a deep breath, Casio focused his attention on himself.
   

        He sat cross-legged, gradually adjusting his state. When he thought he was ready, he began to operate the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist and Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. His Qi surged tumultuously within his body and seeped out through his pores.
   

        At this time, Casio was like a fully soaked booth being roasted by flames. The turbulent steam enveloped him, making him resemble a boiling kettle.
   

        He slowly raised both his arms, parallel to the ground, and extended forward. The Deathfang Power spread rapidly within his body, reaching his right palm instantly. A scarlet, illusory light, giving off a strong sense of danger, flickered intermittently.
   

        In contrast, Casio's left palm was softly clenched, with a deep purple airflow winding between his fingers, resembling a miniature python.
   

        The Platinum Stigmata, representing the blood of creatures, instantly radiated a scorching light.
   

        He narrowed his eyes and his palms suddenly joined in front of his chest.
   

        Puff!
   

        Like a pin puncturing a balloon, the air flow gushed out violently.
   

        In the center of Casio's palms, a black speck the size of a rice grain floated in mid-air where the red Deathfang Power and the purple Echo Strength intersected.
   

        All the energy gushing from the Southern Dipper acupoints was swallowed by this black speck in a flash. Simultaneously, the black speck began to slowly expand, ultimately reaching the size of an eyeball. Its shape was irregular, resembling a mouth.
   

        Even with all Casio's concentration, he could only see a flat, deep blackness, as if all perception was being swallowed by that mouth. The unavoidable blackness always brought to mind the cracks in space.
   

        Hum, hum, hum...
   

        The air in the entire house suddenly began to vibrate, as if a pot of boiling water was distorting visibly like heatwaves. The airflow turned pale white and rolled like waves.
   

        Casio's hands were trembling, the black dot in his palm extremely unstable. His brows furrowed, beads of sweat emerging on his forehead, and his arms' skin showed traces of cracking.
   

        "The energy is too dense, it can't dissipate, it must be unleashed!"
   

        Casio swung out a palm, at a speed so fast it almost tore the air apart.
   

        Whew...Boom!! Thundering sounds...
   

        The black energy flew out wildly. After losing control and suppression, it expanded rapidly within the room. From its original size of an eyeball, it turned into a black mouth taking up a third of the room's width. Half of the room in Casio's Hunter apartment was instantly shattered, the air blasting. The black shadow continued to fly out, destroying a public building across.
   

        Finally, it rushed towards the pitch-black night sky, accompanied by a violent explosion.
   

        Debris rained down, striking the tiles atop the buildings. Air waves rolled and continuously battered the nearby glass surfaces, making a loud thundering sound.
   

        It was as if a long-accumulated storm had suddenly arrived in the middle of the night.
   

        In the room, Casio spat out a mouthful of fresh blood, looking drained. Both of his arms dangled at his sides, his skin split open in a spiderweb pattern, with fresh blood constantly dripping from the cracks. He seemed as if he had been injured in an explosion.
   

        "I was careless. The special energy formed by the Amplification of the two top-ranked Ancient Secret Martial Arts is much harder to control than I imagined. At least a body at the level of a fighter is necessary to control it within a short period. Suffered a minor injury..."
   

        Casio glanced at his clothes torn into rags, then lifted up his ruptured hands, "But, this merged energy is quite powerful!"
   

        He walked step by step to the broken wall, looking at the opposite side. The six-story public building now only had the lowest floor left. The sky seemed like it was filled with flashing thunderbolts, with howling winds sweeping large chunks of debris onto the ground. Soon, a large number of hunters rushed out of the apartments. Members of Dark Hunt Headquarters carrying torches for their patrol also arrived one after another.
   

        Two minutes later, the patrol members pushed the door open, seeing a figure badly injured and lying on the carpet. They immediately ran over to provide emergency assistance.
   

        The next day, a rumor spread wild within the Hunters Association.
   

        Bronze-ranked Hunter Bai Kui was favored by the former Shadow Hunter, Bloody Axe Herbert, and was given an Honor Badge, along with a chance to compete for the position of Shadow Hunter.
   

        Therefore, some competitors originally supported by other forces wanted to eliminate him as soon as possible. They even boldly attempted to assassinate him at Dark Hunt Headquarters!
   

        The explosion last night was the work of one of the competitors.
   

        The news even reached the ears of veteran hunters in other branches near Florence. Immediately, several veteran hunters rallied their friends, picked up their long-neglected weapons, and rushed towards the Headquarters.
   

        They didn't know who Bai Kui was, but they knew who Bloody Axe Herbert was! These veteran hunters from the neutral camp were not easy to bully! They felt that it was too arrogant and absurd to assassinate competitors at Headquarters. Some of the veteran hunters retired from the Shadow Hunters have experienced how disgusting the methods can be used by the Council and the Royal Family.
   

        All to secure a seat for the Shadow Hunter they support.
   

        The familiar sanatorium, the familiar room, the familiar bed.
   

        The cool morning air flowed in from the outside window, bringing with it a taste of mud and the fragrance of grasses and trees. Casio leaned against the patient bed, his upper body wrapped in bandages, his gaze empty. He seemed to be contemplating something.
   

        Yes, after accidentally making such a big fuss last night, Casio directly shifted the blame onto those three Dark Gold hunters. In reality, he didn't say much. Just pretending to faint and then wake up, handing over the Honor Badge Herbert gave him to the Hunters Association. The rumors naturally started to float around.
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        As for whether the power of the explosion was too exaggerated, it was none of Casio's concern. After all, suspicion wouldn't fall on him, who would suspect the severely injured victim? The final investigation determined that even if it were a bizarre sudden supernatural phenomenon, Casio wouldn't have blown himself up.
   

        On his patient bed, Casio moved his hands casually. The surface cracks had long since healed, just unseen due to the bandages wrapped around them.
   

        For him, carrying out the Hunters Association's task to get Holy Springs Water wasn't that important anymore. What Casio needed now was to become a Shadow Hunter and directly absorb enough from the source of the Holy Springs at once.
   

        With the wisdom rune, he, who could filter, was highly confident.
   

        Since he could acquire it all at once, naturally he didn't need to waste time on tasks. You need to know, the Holy Springs water Casio needed is a substantial amount. If he is to reach his limit, he also needs a corresponding amount that can saturate his body cells with a vast quantity of Holy Springs water.
   

        Casio, being 1.9 meters tall, had about 6000ml blood in his body. Combined, the Secret Soul power and the forty milliliters of Holy Springs Water can yield one milliliter of Blood of Life, a twenty to one ratio.
   

        If he wished to entirely transform all the blood in his body, he needed 2400 units of each mystical force. The Holy Springs Water acquired by Dark Gold Level Hunters through tasks is approximately four to five times that of the White Luminance Level, or ten to twelve units of Holy Springs Water. About 200 to 240 tasks are required, and if these are done once a month, it'd take around twenty years to completely acquire.
   

        It's clear that slowly executing tasks isn't worthwhile. Even if Casio could sweep through, completing tasks at the fastest rate, that would still require a few months to half a year. Unlike the Holy Springs Water, acquiring the Secret Soul power doesn't take nearly as long because Casio collaborates with others.
   

        The Ghost Man is a top-level Knight Rank Marker, and there is no substantial restriction on exchanging Black Essence for Secret Soul power at the Black Rain Villa.
   

        Unlike the Hunters Association side, where hunters of differing levels can only take on corresponding level tasks and acquire corresponding level amounts of Holy Springs Water.
   

        However, Casio's way of acquiring the Black Essence comes from the World of Calamities. That place is filled with dark creatures, as long as one is strong, massacring them is the end game.
   

        Just think of his first trip there. He directly killed six alter egos of the Ash City Lord, plus a Poison Flaming Giant. It was equivalent to hunting seven fighter-level dark creatures, so you can imagine the quality of the Black Essence that could be obtained. If it wasn't for Casio and the Ghost Man's collaboration being delayed for a few days, Casio could have gathered most of them in just one night.
   

        In summary, he could use his injuries as an excuse to lie in the sanatorium. With the Proof of the Soul Holders, he could venture into the World of Calamities.
   

        Then just quietly wait for the real competition for Shadow Hunter to begin.
   

        At this critical juncture, no one from any forces would come to bother him. If any parties came, the fecal matter from the explosion would be dumped on them whether they were involved or not.
   

        'Knock, knock, knock...'
   

        Knocks were suddenly heard from the outside of his room.
   

        Casio frowned slightly, pausing momentarily before saying: "Come in."
   

        Immediately, a seductive tall silhouette walked in. She had delicate features, fair skin, and between her brow, carried a natural charm.
   

        In the air, a faint alluring melody seemed to echo, resembling a mythical siren, enticing sailors.
   

        Casio looked at the newcomer, his brow furrowed even deeper. This type of spiritual power reminded him of the two sisters, Silver Rose and Golden Rose.
   

        "White Rose, am I right?" The woman suddenly started speaking, her gaze sweeping over the upper half of Casio's bandaged body. "Nice to meet you, my name is Claire. I have been assigned to protect you for a while by the order of the Chief Inspector..."
   

        "..."
   

        Casio was silent for a moment. He knew the woman in front of him was Sea Demon Claire, a strong competitor for the position of Shadow Hunter. She possessed formidable strength among dark gold level hunters and was stunningly beautiful. 
   

        However, Casio only wanted his peace at the moment, wishing to be left alone. 
   

        Moreover, according to rumors, Claire seemed to be the niece of the Chief Inspector. Her sudden arrival could mean she was here to supervise him, or rather, the Chief Inspector of the Dark Hunt Organization had noticed his change. 
   

        Seeing Casio remain silent, Claire squinted her eyes slightly. Her first impression of him was quite good. This hunter called White Rose seemed to have an extraordinary will, able to resist the allure of sea demons. Although it was only a passive reaction to the lowest degree, it was enough for Claire to see him in a new light. Surprisingly, she started explaining herself. 
   

        "Don't worry, we're actually from the same faction. The group of old hunters represented by Bloody Axe Herbert has always been supporting my uncle..." 
   

        She casually found a chair nearby and sat down slowly. 
   

        "Yes, I am competing for the position of Shadow Hunter, but I do not see you as a rival." As she spoke, she suddenly felt that her words might hurt him, so she immediately explained, "What I mean is, my enemies are only Solomon and Soss, not you..." 
   

        As Claire saw her explanation getting more convoluted, she quickly changed the topic, her expression suddenly turning serious: "The assassination and explosion last night were most likely done by the royal family. I know Soss. Although he appears to be a lion-hearted man, he is in fact extremely ruthless, imitating the style of the royal family. As for Solomon, despite looking gloomy all the time, he's never been known to use tricks or deception..."
   

        "The reason my uncle sent me to protect you this time is mostly to guard against the power of the royal family. Even though they didn't succeed last night, they might still attempt to assassinate you further." 
   

        She continued, "You must be careful during this period. The royal family has trained suicide soldiers since they were young and can even use the assassin organization in Florence. Once targeted by them, you will face endless assassination attempts..." 
   

        "So, from now on, I will do my best to protect you. Until the competition for the Shadow Hunter is over and the royal family's attention towards you naturally decreases. Rest assured, as long as you stay within twenty meters from me, any assassination attempt against you will be ineffective..." 
   

        Claire gave a rare smile, making her look refreshing. 
   

        Casio shook his head, looking straight ahead: "So it's the royal family?"
   

        Meanwhile, in Florence's fifth district. 
   

        The Shadow Stab Organization's headquarters, hidden within the residential area. 
   

        A bloody massacre had been taken place from early morning until dawn. 
   

        Being a top assassin organization, the Shadow Stab naturally had numerous powerful assassins, and some could even parallel the dark gold level hunters. Broken Bones, Shadow Wolf and Dark Red, who were sent out to complete tasks, were the golden assassins of the Shadow Stab Organization. With over ten golden assassins, the Shadow Stab Organization was indeed formidable for being able to station in Florence. But today, this well-known organization met its doom. 
   

        At the break of dawn, a man in a thick black robe, wearing a mask and resembling a ghost, came in killing. He held a giant scythe like Death himself. With each swing of his scythe, he lopped off numerous heads. The ground was dyed with blood, and the air was filled with the stench of butcher. 
   

        All the golden assassins stationed at the Shadow Stab Organization's headquarters were no match for the grim reaper, failed to last even three minutes, and were brutally sliced in two by the scythe. Whenever an assassin tried to beg for mercy, they were only greeted by a ruthless blade...
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        The Ghost Man, upon hearing the name of the power behind the Shadow Stab Organization, did not feel a shred of fear. To an average person, the Imperial Royal Family of the Hong Li Empire was undoubtedly an imposing entity. But for the Markers of Black Rain Villa, it was nothing more than a decoration. Even more so considering the Ghost Man was a top tier Knight Rank, with strength equivalent to a Fighter. Even the prime royal family before the revolution, let alone the now decadent royal family, held no fear for the Ghost Man. He was not scared of an unseen vengeance.
   

        Under the shadows of the high wall, the Ghost Man donned a black cloak, as if he wanted to perfectly blend into the darkness. His right hand held a scythe, its sharp tip slowly dripping blood. With a slight tremble, the drops were repelled by a force, and the blade of the scythe returned to its silver-black sleek surface.
   

        The sunlight shone on the tip of the scythe, flickering with a white light.
   

        Zing…
   

        The enormous scythe subtly swayed, completely disappearing into the shadow.
   

        Half an hour later, at the headquarters of the Shadow Stab Organization.
   

        Upon the return of an assassin who completed his kill, all he could see upon entering the headquarters were mutilated corpses scattered in the courtyard. Splatters of black and red blood covered every corner, on the walls, trees, and floor. Most of it had congealed into a thin layer within the trenches.
   

        The pungent smell of blood was incredibly strong, even seasoned killers felt it unbearable. They cautiously navigated through the courtyard.
   

        Those assassins who had made a name for themselves within the Shadow Stab Organization were strewn everywhere. Occasionally, one could even see a top-ranked Gold Medal Assassin among the dead. Their heads severed, their faces drenched in blood. Yet the twisted expressions of unwillingness and terrified eyes were still visible. It seemed as if these Gold Medal Assassins had witnessed some unimaginable horror before their death.
   

        The returning assassin noted this as he pushed forward, eventually discovering the leader of the Shadow Stab Organization dead in a corner. That mighty cold man was now lying misshapen on the ground, flesh and blood blurred. His hand gripped the gap between the floor bricks, nails digging deeply into them, as if he had suffered enormous torment before death. His surroundings were covered in blood from his struggle.
   

        The assassin understood everything upon seeing this scene.
   

        The top-tier assassin organization in Florence, the Shadow Stab had been utterly destroyed!
   

        Another half hour went by, Florence, third district.
   

        Gary, an underling of Lion King Soss, looked incredulous. He asked the man in front of him, who came to report the news, to repeat it.
   

        "The Shadow Stab Organization's headquarters was attacked last night, all assassins stationed at the headquarters were killed. This includes six Gold Medal Assassins, and the leader of the Shadow Stab Organization." With a stammering tone, the man repeated his report. He was clearly shocked, sipping water from time to time.
   

        "The Shadow Stab Organization... is finished?!"
   

        Gary still couldn't believe it. He shook his head, slumped on the sofa, and poured himself a glass of water, taking a moment to catch his breath.
   

        "Is this... related to what happened last night?"
   

        Gary couldn't help but connect the two incidents. Last night he had issued an assassination contract on the hunter Bai Kui to the Shadow Stab. But they failed.
   

        Moreover, the Shadow Wolf exploded in front of him, nearly scaring him to death.
   

        The failed assassination attempt last night involving the Gold Medal Assassin, then this morning, the utter destruction of Shadow Stab's headquarters. To say the events were unrelated, Gary wouldn't believe it himself. He suddenly had a strong sense of crisis. As the point of contact for the contract, he felt he might be the next target! Soss was a member of the Royal Family, strong in his own right, protected and backed by forces. Even if he was discovered, he would likely be fine.
   

        But not him. He was merely someone doing jobs for the others, a dog for the Royal Family to speak bluntly, a loyal dog.
   

        The mysterious power that destroyed the Shadow Stab would fear the Royal Family, but certainly not him. If they followed the trail back to him, he was afraid...
   

        When he thought of that terrifying outcome, Gary shivered uncontrollably. His hair stood on end, and his heart thudded wildly in his chest.
   

        "I can't stay here! I need to go to Soss, it's safer near him!" Gary downed the cold water in one gulp and stood up abruptly.
   

        Then, thud! He knelt down, his knees hitting the floor.
   

        A scythe, about the height of a man, was pressed against his shoulder. The weight was akin to a mountain, forcing Gary to kneel. The cold, sharp sensation on his neck along with the smell of blood from the blade made him shiver uncontrollably. He swallowed, barely raising his head to see.
   

        A tall figure in a heavy black cloak stood quietly opposite him.
   

        He held the giant scythe with his right hand, pressing it against Gary's shoulder. His left hand gripped the face of one of Gary's men, lifting him into mid-air with ease.
   

        Despite the man's struggles, he could do nothing to break free.
   

        "So, you are the client from last night's operation, correct?"
   

        From under the cold mask, a deep, hoarse voice rang out.
   

        "Yes... Yes, sir."
   

        Gary lowered his head, not daring to look into the fearful eyes under the mask.
   

        Another half hour passed, it was now past eight in the morning.
   

        The sun was now completely high in the sky, its half face covered by rolling white clouds while the other half emitted light and heat, illuminating the clear blue sky. Florence, the giant city, began its operations anew. In residential and commercial districts alike, crowds flowed like an endless river.
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        Florence, Zone Two, this where the Hong Li Council is located, with a large number of public government buildings. It is quite close to the Imperial Palace in Zone One.
   

        In a dark alley, a tall figure appears like a ghost.
   

        He takes a step forward, as if emerging from the dark shadows. His heavy boots step on the ground, silently. The handle of his scythe leans against the corner of the wall.
   

        The sharp tip slightly droops, piercing a fallen leaf in the air.
   

        The Ghost Man always operates steadily and responsibly. He will do his best to fulfill the promises he made to Casio. For example, attempting to assassinate King Lion Soss.
   

        He is a Marker of the Black Rain Villa, a top Knight Rank. According to worldly divisions, The Ghost Man is unattached, like a reckless, lawless madman who is most dangerous and leans towards the Evil Camp.
   

        Of course, Ghost Man wasn't always thus. He once had an unforgettable experience as well. Every Marker chosen by the Black Rain Villa is unfortunate; trials and tribulations are but a regular part of their lives. These past matters need not be brought up again, for Ghost Man wishes not to reminisce.
   

        At this stage in his life, he only yearns for two things.
   

        One, pursuing power, the power over his own fate.
   

        Two, to be free of the control of the Black Rain Villa. If possible, to destroy the Black Rain Villa! The stronger the power that a Marker gains from the Black Rain Villa, the more they resent the Villa. The internal struggle and rebellion have never ceased, especially for top-ranking Markers like Ghost Man.
   

        Ghost Man cooperates with Casio in pursuit of power. The World of Calamities is immensely dangerous, but it is also a treasure trove. As long as the problem of calamity invasion and infection of the Soul Holders can be solved, Ghost Man can constantly drain the power of Secret Soul, maximizing his skills.
   

        Only then would he have some means to rebel against the Black Rain Villa.
   

        In this process, Casio is indispensable, being the leader of the cooperation. Additionally, he has considerable strength, earning him the right to make the rules. Ghost Man is pragmatic, willing to please Casio for power! Not to mention, it's also a way of repaying his debt for Casio saving his life.
   

        Therefore, Ghost Man eagerly brought in the new partner, the Iron Knight, for Casio's plan and actively investigated the mastermind behind the assassination.
   

        Even the idea of assassinating members of the royal family in the palace of Florence didn't scare him.
   

        In the shadows of the walls, Ghost Man stood still like a statue. The Eerie Night Guest of Black Rain Villa has always been an elite assassin.
   

        On the other hand, within the palace, King Lion Soss was bidding the princess farewell.
   

        Ahead, the Ninth Princess, Angela, dressed in a light green gorgeous court dress, was enticingly alluring. She was nineteen years old, beautiful and youthful. The lace on the bodice of her dress bulges, revealing two patches of white. Her neck, slender as a swan's, her taut, slim legs, each bear the delicate, white flesh, reminiscent of striking icebergs under the sun's glow on the sea surface.
   

        Ninth Princess Angela, Soss's pursuit object in recent times.
   

        Or perhaps, just a close female friend of late. After all, in these past six months, Soss has gotten quite close to three princesses. Why six months, you ask? This is undoubtedly due to the vacancy for a Shadow Hunter in the Hunters Association caused by the severe injuries of the fourth Shadow Hunter Demon Reaper.
   

        Soss possesses formidable strength and has the royal family's support. He stands at least a 50% chance of winning the Shadow Hunter position just based on numbers. This represents a win-win situation for Soss and the royal family.
   

        Once Soss can triumph in the competition, he is sure to wed one of the royal princesses in the near future. As to which princess, that's his choice.
   

        This is the change in power and status brought about by strength.
   

        In the back garden of the palace, colorful flowers abound. The deliberately selected ornamental trees are neat and tidy, thanks to the daily grooming by gardeners. The precious flowers are nestled amongst them. The fragrance of flowers mixes with the fresh scent of grass and trees, creating a pleasant ambiance.
   

        Soss, with his large physique, slightly bent down, held the ninth Princess's slender and fair fingers, gave a hand-kissing gesture. Then, with a perfect smile on his face, like a handsome and valiant gentleman, he left the back garden.
   

        As soon as he turned around, Soss's smile faded instantly, not a single trace of affection in his eyes. He is obviously not a pure-hearted gentleman, nor is he an aristocrat's son fearful of the royal family. He is a prospective Shadow Hunter, one of the future top forces of the Dark Hunt Organization. Soss knows this well.
   

        His marrying a princess is but a binding of mutual interests, consolidating his position. Even if the princess were beautiful, full of grace, this relationship cannot escape the fact that it's a political marriage. Could Soss fall in love with a princess? Of course not! Although he's not a playboy, he often visits Pleasure Street to play games with a group of so-called friends.
   

        Soss is very clear about the foundation of everything he sees before him. He is determined to secure this position of Shadow Hunter!
   

        The pace quickens as he walks through the palace.
   

        Soss looks at the armoured guards patrolling or standing guard, his eyes unwavering. At about half-past eight, he leaves the palace.
   

        Walking on the spacious avenue from the city center to the second district.
   

        Soss's blond hair shines, his mighty upper body easily upholds the noble decorations, making him look heroic and upright. He looks to the side of the road, where a luxuriously decorated noble's horse carriage is parked, with the strong horses standing restively.
   

        A grey-clad carter stands by, waiting respectfully.
   

        Soss immediately walked over, about to board the carriage. A strong sense of threat pricked at his back, making his skin crawl.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The heavy cold weapon traced a semicircular arc in the air, its edge slicing the space. Bringing with it a whistling sound, it directly lunged towards the carriage.
   

        "An expert!!!"
   

        Under the threat of death, Soss exploded with power. The fancy aristocratic garments he wore shattered into scraps, revealing his huge muscular body. His source energy refined physique seemed to possess a sturdy shell on the surface of the skin, carrying the usual gleam of an armor. Soss flexed his arms, and the stance of Mad Lion Fist was immediately provoked. He roared out a punch at the looming danger by his side.
   

        "Roar!"
   

        It seemed like a majestic lion was roaring.
   

        However, the next second, the majestic lion was crippled by the icy blade, losing a leg!
   

        Soss groaned, falling back several steps. His solid left arm fell to the ground with a clatter, blood spurting from the severed end.
   

        If he wasn't infused with dozens of years worth of physical source energy, combined with the agility and reflexes honed by the Mad Lion Fist, he would have been dead by that scythe's first attack.
   

        Soss would have undoubtedly died!
   

        "Eh?"
   

        The abruptly appearing figure wrapped in black robes and covered with a mask, wielding the scythe of the Grim Reaper, seemed astonished that Soss managed to block the attack.
   

        "He didn't die? Well, let's try another..."
   

        He slowly raised the scythe in his hand, blocking the noon sun.
   

        "Run! I will hold him off!"
   

        Suddenly, the seemingly ordinary coachman charged forward, bursting forth with the aura of a Dark Gold level hunter, heading directly towards their enemy.
   

        Soss was pale but quickly reacted. He violently burst out with physical strength, his feet crushing the stones as he sprinted towards the palace.
   

        Whiz! Whiz! Whiz!
   

        The Ghost Man's scythe swung three times. The man who looked like a coachman but was actually a royal family's loyal warrior was suspended mid-air. Also, the sturdy metal-framed carriage behind him snapped into several pieces with a crisp sound.
   

        "What a shame, I should have acted later..."
   

        The Ghost Man stood there, watching Soss flee. He shook his head and chose not to pursue. The palace had significant forces inside.
   

        The gentle breeze swept past, and the figure in the black cloak had already disappeared.
   

        At 10 in the morning, in the Seventh District of Florence, in the sanatorium.
   

        Casio was still in his original room, alone. The Merman "Claire," who was supposed to protect him, was in the room next door. After all, it would be somewhat awkward for a man and a woman to share a room, and Claire was more comfortable being alone.
   

        Anyway, if someone were to assassinate him, she would be able to perceive anything within a 20-meter radius with her keen spirit energy.
   

        Well, that's the theory.
   

        But the situation in front of him is quite different from Claire's oaths. A dark figure, not knowing when, appeared in the shadowy corner of the room, slowly stepping out, scythe in hand.
   

        This terrifying and dangerous aura; this was indeed a top-tier assassin.
   

        Yet the young man in bed showed no sign of panic. His previously half-closed eyes slowly opened, his pupils resembling deep, endless pools.
   

        "Has he come?" the young man asked familiarly.
   

        "Yes." The shadow nodded.
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        Like a light breeze had just passed, the Ghost Man appeared beside the patient bed in an instant. His footsteps made no sound at all, and his aura was completely concealed.
   

        If not observed physically, Claire might not have noticed the assassin even if they were back-to-back, relying solely on her perception.
   

        Not to mention that, at this moment, they were a room apart.
   

        Casio, on the patient bed, was quite nonchalant, casually picking up a fruit from the side to eat. The Ghost Man paused for a moment before whispering.
   

        "I've found out. The assassination last night was commissioned by the royal family to the Shadow Stab Organization. This morning, I eliminated the headquarters of the Shadow Stab. Unfortunately, I didn't manage to kill Soss. He was protected by the royal guards which bought him time to escape. I just managed to cut off one of his hands..."
   

        Casio had no expression on his face: "That's fine, forget it if he wasn't killed."
   

        After a moment of pause, Casio continued: "Tonight, bring the Iron Knight to Ash City, to experience the effect of the Shelter Tower. Also, I plan on leaving Ash City to explore the Pale Land. I don't know if you two are interested, perhaps, we can embark on this journey together..."
   

        The Ghost Man nodded: "I had the same intention. I have accepted some dangerous tasks at Black Rain Villa, tasks that can only be carried out in the World of Calamities. All the task locations are in the Pale Land region, an area that's probably as large as several provinces of the Hong Li Empire combined..."
   

        Upon hearing the words of the Ghost Man, Casio's eyes flicked with intrigue. Because the Ghost Man directly mentioned the name of Black Rain Villa without any evasion. Could it be because his authority had significantly increased after the completion of the last task? Therefore, he wouldn't be penalized for some information related to the Villa.
   

        Thinking of this, Casio did not hesitate to directly inquire about the task content of the Ghost Man. Unexpectedly, the Ghost Man was prepared and handed over a booklet.
   

        Casio took it, looking through the content in the sunlight.
   

        1. "Undead Cemetery."
   

        Introduction:
   

        The dark creatures are a twisted race with powerful immortality abilities. They lack the nourishment of one of the three primal doors and are considered deformed. They have vulnerabilities during the Beast and Wild Beast stages. Once they reach the Hazard Spirit level and are in the World of Calamities, these dark creatures become immortal monsters that are almost invincible at the same level.
   

        However, for some unknown reason, a mysterious force had once entered the World of Calamities in an ancient era. It hunted and imprisoned these immortal dark creatures in the Undead Cemetery wildly. Using the extreme destructive force to wear down their immortality, a large number of Hazard Spirits were successfully eradicated.
   

        The Undead Cemetery is an experimenting field, slaughterhouse and burial ground. Located in the southeast corner of the Pale Land, with dark energy and blood light rising to the sky, it can be seen even from a distance.
   

        The Undead Cemetery, with a high degree of danger, has a large number of Hazard Spirit level corpses that are immortal, giving birth to a new dark creature "Blood Butcher".
   

        Task Requirements:
   

        Enter the Undead Cemetery, successfully excavate ten Hazard Spirit level skeletons.
   

        The above is the minimum requirement, the limit is fifty.
   

        Task Rewards:
   

        Exchange Secret Soul Power at the Baptism Church based on the quantity and quality of Hazard Spirit level skeletons. Also, the Marker's permissions will receive a small upgrade.
   

        ...
   

        4. "Wailing Valley"
   

        Introduction:
   

        The extremely condensed Qi practitioners, after death in the real world, their Qi will sink into the World of Calamities and turn into a wraith. They retain their battle skills from when they were alive, most of them lack consciousness, wandering aimlessly across the Pale Land like a rule. Wraiths cannot be killed but can be defeated. After a wraith is broken, its Qi will merge with the world, reappearing at a random corner of the Pale Land. But at the moment when a wraith is broken, its Qi will rain down like a baptism, and the combat experience engraved within can be absorbed by humans.
   

        The Wailing Valley is located in the southwestern corner of the Pale Land, at a bulging mountain crack that looks like a bull's horn. It has a peculiar terrain and there appear to be caves along the inner walls of the valley. Every so often, a Soul Jade that nurtures Qi will appear in these caves. The wraiths of Pale Land will be instinctively drawn here, occupying a cave. After absorbing Soul Jade, they continue to leave.
   

        When wraiths enter a cave, they enter a silent state. Unless another wraith or soul holder enters, they will become enraged and have to fight for the outcome.
   

        Task Requirements:
   

        Find Wailing Valley, defeat a wraith, and obtain a Soul Jade.
   

        The above is the minimum requirement, with the limit being five.
   

        Task Rewards:
   

        Exchange for equivalent Secret Soul Power based on the weight and quality of Soul Jade.
   

        Marker's permissions will receive a small upgrade.
   

        ...
   

        7. "Eternal Burning"
   

        Introduction:
   

        After being burned, grass and trees turn into black ash, but life burns into white ash. The Pale Land is a layer of white ash covering the earth after eternal burning. It's the remaining ash after the burning of life force.
   

        A very long time ago, the Pale Land was engulfed in eternal undying flames. But over long periods of time, the undying flames gradually receded. The land was covered in ash, and sporadic flames were still burning quietly.
   

        The undying flames are the raging fires of calamity, extremely dangerous. But with danger comes opportunity. If you can obtain a strand of undying flame and burn your soul, you will endure a pain of terrifying magnitude, but your entire being will undergo an ultimate refining process. Evaporating impurities, condensing its volume.
   

        By this, those who have reached their limit can break through an unreachable barrier.
   

        Task Requirements:
   

        Find the home of Eternal Burning, obtain a strand of undying flame.
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        The above is the minimum requirement, with the limit being three strands.
   

        Task Reward:
   

        Exchange the power of the Secret Soul for the number and heat of the Undying Flames.
   

        The authority of the Marker is slightly elevated.
   

        8. "Pale Origin"
   

        The Undying Flames burn the Pale Land, and the ash all over the ground is the remnants of life's combustion. But in fact, all the ash comes from a massive plant. The Undying Flames are hard to extinguish, and the immortal massive plant can grow indefinitely. Thus, eternal burning was born.
   

        The Pale Origin is a giant plant that burns forever, positioned at the boundaries of destruction and rebirth, constantly repeating the death and resurrection process.
   

        The seeds born from this plant in the Undying Flames have magical characteristics, and they can parasitize a Cliff body and grant it certain immortal features. If someone swallows a pale seed and then uses the Undying Flames to burn it.
   

        Then he will have a more than half chance of successfully refining and sublimating.
   

        Task requirement:
   

        Find the Pale Origin and obtain a pale seed.
   

        The above is the minimum requirement, with the limit being two seeds.
   

        Task reward:
   

        Exchange the power of the Secret Soul for the number of pale seeds.
   

        The authority of the Marker is slightly elevated.
   

        ...
   

        10. "Meteorite Fragments"
   

        Pale Land, Dead Rain Area, Despair Bone Forest, Black Mountains and Rivers, Crimson Lake, Rotten Swamp, Crystal Sand Sea. At the core of every special area in the World of Calamities, there is a unique piece of meteorite.
   

        Know that every piece of meteorite is near a disaster hole. That area is a heavily invaded area of disaster, a breeding ground for dark creatures, and a gathering place for undying hazard spirits. Even the Ultimate Dark Entity has been spotted there.
   

        The World of Calamities also has day and night, with night being divided into three levels. The most common is the Blood Night. During Blood Night, dark creatures are restless, wild beasts are rampaging, and their aggressiveness far exceeds the usual. The second stage is the Moon Halo, where the inside of the moon seems to be swallowed by darkness, forming a glowing ring that emits dim light. In this state, it is likely to cause a tide of beasts on the Pale Land. Undying hazard spirits go berserk, attacking all living things within sight. The activity of disaster in the air greatly increases and will produce a phenomenon of disaster fog in certain specific areas. Those who enter must become rampaging beasts!
   

        The third stage is the Lightless Night. The Ultimate Dark Entity appears!!!
   

        During the Lightless Night, the small meteorite fragments scattered in the Pale Land will glow. These meteorite fragments are generally only the size of a fingernail to a palm, but they still have a fatal attraction for dark creatures. Dark creatures will try to swallow the meteorite fragments, but if they are not qualified, an explosion phenomenon will occur. Other dark creatures eat the exploded flesh, causing another explosion. Thus leading to a large-scale phenomenon of "Blood-eating Martyr Explosion".
   

        Task requirement:
   

        Find a meteorite fragment during the Lightless Night.
   

        That is the minimum requirement, with no upper limit.
   

        Task reward:
   

        Receive a mysterious reward from the Villa based on the quantity and size of the meteorite fragments.
   

        The authority of the Marker is greatly elevated.
   

        ...
   

        On the patient bed, Casio fell deep into thought. The amount of information brought by the task introduction of Black Rain Villa is somewhat significant, it could even be said to reveal part of the rules of this World of Calamities. Some of the things can be linked to the secret information Casio has learned, mutually confirming each other.
   

        First, there is the task of the "Undead Cemetery". It explains that the Hazard Spirits of the Disaster World are almost immortal, and they can't be killed by a being of the same level. It goes on to tell that during the ancient times, a mysterious force entered the Disaster World, hunting Hazard Spirits on a large scale. They used ultimate damaging force to continuously erode the Hazard Spirits, finally succeeding in killing them.
   

        Casio immediately thought of his two Southern Dipper secret transmissions, whether this series of ancient secret martial arts came from that period? There was a mysterious force experimenting with immortal Hazard Spirits, continuously improving and enhancing the effectiveness of their damaging force. Eventually, they took each characteristic of force to its very extreme.
   

        In turn, becoming the nemesis of immortality, like a natural enemy.
   

        Secondly, the task of "Crying Gorge" is not simple. Wraiths are strange phenomena born after the death of a fighter, formed by the condensation of Qi. Often, a fighter's understanding of the secret martial arts is imprinted on their Qi.
   

        Therefore, even if a wraith has only instinct, it should be a master of martial techniques. Casio once wanted to perfect his boxing skills in the Disaster World, and wraiths were the ideal opponents he had in mind. Now, a large number of wraiths are gathered in the Crying Gorge on the Pale Land. Rather than encountering wraiths by chance on the land of a few jurisdictions, it is better to go to the gathering place of the wraiths to find out more.
   

        Moreover, he is very interested in the Soul Jade, which can nourish Qi.
   

        "Eternal Burning" and "Pale Origin", these two tasks can be linked together, involving the origin of the Pale Land. An immortal giant plant was burned by Undying Flames, the white ashes that fell covered the entire land, enduring for thousands of years. If someone gets the Pale Seeds, they can try to withstand the refinement of the Undying Flames on their Qi.
   

        Thereby breaking through natural limitations and reaching an unattainable realm.
   

        Last is the "Meteorite Fragments", the task description is very thought-provoking. It can't help but make one suspect if the meteorite is the source of all disasters?
   

        Casio still remembers clearly that, on the third retrospection, when he led the Northern Mystery Martial World to assault the Black Rain Villa. Deep beneath the core building of the Baptism Church, it turned out to be a giant meteorite with strange radiation. Casio was exposed to the radiations from the meteorite, causing an inevitable dark biological transformation in his body.
   

        So much so that in the fourth retrospection, he almost sank into the darkness.
   

        The information available now is very limited and cannot be definitively confirmed. All his guesswork may not necessarily be correct. But these piece of information, undoubtedly, have given Casio inspiration. They have a guiding effect on his exploration of the Disaster World so that he does not need to blindly hit walls like a headless fly.
   

        Out of many tasks at the Black Rain Villa, only five have intrigued Casio. Among them, the first task's feature was most apparent. At the southeast corner of the Pale Land, the dark energy and blood-red light shot up to the sky, visible from afar. As for the others, even with a rough boundary, they might be quite challenging to find.
   

        However, Casio has a way, the Devil's Book seems like the best choice.
   

        He wanted to see where the limit of the Devil's Book lies? Since this book could even reveal the exact location of Souther Dipper's secret transmissions, the clues of the few tasks above should not be a problem either. Casio's epochal retrospection couldn't bring about the Devil's Book. But he had planned it in advance. During his time in the Real World, he kept an eye on Panku's Demon Box and investigated its hundreds-year trajectory.
   

        If Casio is willing, he can retrieve it at any time.
   

        "Are these your upcoming tasks?"
   

        A moment of silence passed before Casio closed the book and asked.
   

        "Yes, even with the permissions I have now, I can't bring task information out of the Black Rain Villa without accepting the tasks. Of course, there's no penalty for failing these tasks, and no time limit. I plan to complete them in order from easy to hard, and all tasks in the Disaster World are highly dangerous. If it wasn't for your cooperation in eliminating the disasters, I would never take on these tasks..." Ghost Man said monotonously.
   

        "Has the Iron Knight also completed these tasks with you?"
   

        "Hmm."
   

        "Then count me in as well. I wonder if you're okay with that?"
   

        Casio raised his head, looking at the Ghost Man.
   

        "Of course, I'm happier. This way, we will be more assured." The corner of Ghost Man's mouth curled under his mask. Casio's strength was more apparent to him than anyone else. The safety and success rate would greatly increase if he could assist in completing the tasks. In fact, Ghost Man held a tiny stratagem for showing Casio the tasks he had taken from Black Rain Villa. The introductions of the exotic treasures from the tasks would undeniably allure a strong fighter. From the looks of it, this act was very clever.
   

        "Click, Click, Click..."
   

        There were suddenly footsteps outside the room coming in this direction.
   

        Casio and Ghost Man looked at each other and said, "Well, see you tonight..."
   

        "See you tonight, I'm leaving now..."
   

        The moment the Ghost Man's voice fell, his entire figure seemed to blend into the surrounding air. By the time the room door opened with a creak and the sanatorium's doctor walked in, only Casio was left in the patient's ward, resting with his eyes closed.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The noon sun was blinding, shining through the windows of the sanatorium. The enclosure wall was white and gleaming, the trees were green and luxuriant, and the pedestrians were all dressed in cool clothes.
   

        Claire had left because something big happened this morning.
   

        The Dark Gold Level Hunter, a candidate for the Shadow position, Lion King Soss was attacked.
   

        Moreover, it wasn't just a simple ordinary attack. An assassin of the Shadow Hunter rank struck! If it wasn't for the royal guards dispatched by the Royal Family to delay at the critical moment, Claire might now be hearing about Lion King Soss's death.
   

        In this assassination attempt, Soss did not die, but he paid a heavy price. His left arm was cut off, the injury was not light. Even if a brilliant supernatural doctor in the Royal Family could reattach the injured arm, it certainly wouldn't be as good and flexible as before. After this morning's assassination, Soss's power and threat are greatly reduced. Thorns Solomon and Sea Demon Claire have emerged as the biggest winners and suspects.
   

        Yes, as soon as the news of Soss's injury spread, many theories about the assassination began to circulate within the Dark Hunt Organization. Without exception, at least two-thirds of the suspicions pointed to Claire and Solomon.
   

        Even if they weren't the ones who did it, it must have been the forces behind them. As for Casio, who had just submitted the Honor Badge, barely anyone suspected him. After all, what could a Bronze-level hunter do?
   

        Even if the Royal Family explicitly said that Casio did it, no one would believe it. Furthermore, the Royal Family is currently confused about this morning's assassination incident. Which forces are driving this?
   

        Florence, Central City Area, within the Palace.
   

        In a palace building filled with the smell of medicine, Soss, with bandages wrapped around his left arm, walked out of the room with a gloomy face. Following him were a dozen Source Energy Users capable of healing. There were men and women, young and old, and all of their faces were slightly pale from overusing their abilities.
   

        They had tried their best. Soss's severed left arm was saved, but its flexibility was much worse than before. I'm afraid it only has a third of its original strength. If it were just an ordinary severed arm, a full recovery would not be a problem with so many Source Energy Users working together. However, a cut from the Ghost Man Scythe is not just a physical cut, it also carries a spiritual cut.
   

        Powerful fighters at this level imbue each strike with Qi and will. Physical injuries can heal, but the soul cannot.
   

        Half an hour later, in a quiet secret room.
   

        Soss burst the iron sandbag in front of him with a punch. The iron sand inside exploded with a bang, turning into a rain of particles falling on the ground, making a pitter-patter noise.
   

        "Damn it! Claire! Solomon! Who the hell is it?!!!"
   

        He vented his anger, raising and lowering his right arm like a hammer. He bent the iron bar in front of him, punch by punch, until it curled into a ball.
   

        His thick fingers gripping the iron ball, his bones creaking.
   

        Soss knew that he had been targeted, and by an organization that understood him quite well. First, there was the Shadow Stab Organization, this top-notch assassination organization has always had a close relationship with the Royal Family, acting as half of Soss's backup. But this morning, the headquarters of the Shadow Stab Organization was raided, numerous Gold Medal Assassins and the leader of the Shadow Stab Organization were all killed. At the same time, Soss's most trusted subordinate, a middle-aged man named Gary, was also killed by the assassin.
   

        In addition to his own failed assassination, the three events combined together. The planner of this operation was undoubtedly an organized force with premeditation. The force was very familiar with the situation of the Royal Family, extraordinary in intelligence. Not afraid of the Royal Family's retaliation, and in the end, they were able to dispatch an assassin of Shadow Hunter level! The only ones Soss could think of were the Council and the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        In other words, his old rivals, Claire and Solomon.
   

        As for Bai Kui, and the possible veteran hunters behind him. Soss doesn't underestimate them, but this neutral group is far inferior to the Council and the Dark Hunt Organization. Could the veteran hunters send out a Shadow Hunter level assassin? Don't joke, Soss defiantly ruled them out.
   

        "Can't compete with me, so they resort to underhand tactics?!" Soss's teeth clenching, as though a lion chewing on a piece of meat. His eyes turned vicious: "As soon as my wound heals, I will surely retaliate!"
   

        On the other hand, in the second zone of Florence, in a dark training room.
   

        The news just reached Solomon, whose face was blank.
   

        The efficiency was incredibly high! He had only spoken about eliminating his competitor last night, and by this morning, Soss's arm had already been chopped off! Candle Soul and the forces behind him were really on the ball!
   

        The only thing unfortunate was, Soss was left alive.
   

        With just losing an arm, Soss, although his threat level came down, was still one of their two competitors. Solomon suddenly felt that Candle Soul was too hasty, he should have come up with a detailed plan and choose the best time to make his move. The plan was discussed last night, and this morning he planned to assassinate Soss. Would Candle Soul plan to assassinate Claire in the afternoon? This won't do, he thought, he needed to persuade him to plan for the long term.
   

        Solomon thought of this and promptly left the secret room.
   

        By the time he contacted Candle Soul via a special channel, Candle Soul was dumbfounded. He was still in the early stages of planning and was preparing to collect information on Soss's daily routine. Soss had already been assassinated?
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        For a moment, he felt a surge of energy with nowhere to let it out.
   

        If this wasn't a self-orchestrated act by the royal family, the only other entities capable of an assassination would be the council or the Dark Hunt Organization. Since Solomon was nominated by the council, the only possibility left was Claire!
   

        Solomon and Candle Soul exchanged glances, their minds on high alert.
   

        At one o'clock in the afternoon, in District Seven, the headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        "The council must have done this! One hundred percent certain!" A white-haired old man at the long table stood up and declared firmly.
   

        "Of course, we cannot rule out the possibility that the royal family orchestrated this themselves. But this probability is smaller, as Soss and the others would have been exposed once they engaged each other."
   

        Next to him, a man dressed in a suit speculated aloud.
   

        "Regardless, this is good news. Even though we don't want to admit it, Soss was indeed the most promising candidate to become a Shadow Hunter. Now that he's injured his left arm and shown a weakness, his strength must have declined. This increases our chances..."
   

        Another one of the old men cast his eyes towards the end of the long table as he spoke.
   

        Claire was sitting there, a far-off look on her face. Every time such a serious conference took place, she couldn't help but let her mind wander.
   

        If she had the choice, Claire would rather be carrying out her uncle's task of protecting Bai Kui. She was starting to see the benefits of this task: it gave her a legitimate excuse to be lazy and slack off in the room next door, all by herself.
   

        Claire had already prepared her snacks and biographical novels.
   

        She was ready for an unforgettable short vacation at the sanatorium.
   

        The sun gradually dropped from its high noon position, the light grew dimmer as it was swallowed by the clouds and darkness, eventually turning into night.
   

        Casio opened his eyes, finding himself in the World of Calamities.
   

        He was standing on the resurrection altar, his feet feeling solid on the ground.
   

        The pale flames swirled up to the ceiling from the top of the space.
   

        The consequent illumination revealed the entire first floor of the Shelter Tower.
   

        Casio opened his right hand, revealing a pyramidal, triangular badge—a Hunter's Badge which Ghost Man had exchanged for him.
   

        After placing the badge in his pocket, Casio headed up to the third floor.
   

        He activated the Defence Array immediately, letting a light membrane cover the walls of the tower.
   

        The disasters in the air were driven away and filtered out at once.
   

        Half a minute later, Casio left the Shelter Tower, traversing a route through Ash City, and arrived at the city wall where Ghost Man had last left the World of Calamities.
   

        After waiting for a moment,
   

        A vortex-like black pattern on the city wall formed an illusory passage.
   

        Two figures slowly walked in.
   

        One was holding a huge scythe, draped in a heavy black cloak, exuding a gloomy aura.
   

        The other bore a mighty knight's sword, clad in heavy armor, towering like a mountain.
   

        "Ghost Man, Iron Knight... let's go. I'll take you to the tower..."
   

        Casio cut straight to the chase, speaking directly and efficiently.
   

        He leaped into the air, with Ghost Man following closely. Only the Iron Knight unexpectedly began running through the alleyway, seemingly intent on taking the land route.
   

        "Flying so high and running atop buildings, aren't you afraid of attracting a lot of dark creatures' attention? I am familiar with Ash City. The Ash City Lord is a very dangerous hazard of Spiritual Level dark creature. There are ten replicas of it. Once caught by one of those, it's extremely hard to get away."
   

        All three of them stopped. The Iron Knight looked up, his voice resonating from beneath his metal mask as he turned to observe the two figures atop the neighboring roof.
   

        On hearing this, Casio turned back and looked at Ghost Man.
   

        Ghost Man shook his head, "I apologize for my oversight. I should've made things clear to the Iron Knight earlier, considering his previous non-committal attitude..."
   

        "You two should be cautious. After all, this is the dangerous World of Calamities. A small mistake could lead to irreversible consequences..."
   

        The Iron Knight continued with friendly advice, clearly cautious.
   

        A minute later, three silhouettes dashed over the top of the buildings in Ash City. Although their movements weren't major, they were definitely impossible to ignore. In the past, dark creatures would have already been swarming them.
   

        However, the dark creatures on the streets below were just about to try their luck before they felt a familiar aura from the leader and immediately bowed their heads and hid.
   

        A few of them even hid in dark corners, shivering in fear.
   

        This was because Casio had discovered the clever use of the aura of Demon Idol. If he drove the Secret Martial Art of Demon Idol in a particular way, he could mimic the terrifying aura of the Ultimate Darkness. This aura was a terrifying deterrent for the dark creatures, and it read like the dangerous scent of a top predator.
   

        Except for the Hazard Spirits and Wild Beasts, all would probably turn tail upon encountering Casio.
   

        This was a fear ingrained deep within their genes.
   

        Moreover, Casio discovered a miraculous phenomenon. If he wrapped his body with the aura of the Demon Idol, the rate of calamity erosion would dramatically decrease.
   

        He could only achieve one-third or even one-fourth of the original effect.
   

        In other words, Casio could spend much more time in the World of Calamities - approximately forty-five to sixty hours, two to two and a half days. This meant he could explore much deeper areas.
   

        Such as the Pale Land and the Shelter Towers in other regions.
   

        About ten minutes later, the group safely arrived at the location of the Shelter Tower.
   

        The expression on the Iron Knight's face, hidden behind his mask, was complex. His current collaborators, Casio and Ghost Man, were exceptionally strong. As they journeyed, he clearly witnessed the transformation in the dark creatures who, upon sensing Casio's aura, became docile, their eyes clearing with terror.
   

        Moreover, as the Ghost Man had said earlier, there were now no longer ten Ash City Lords—only four remained, hiding like fugitives. The crystalline core that allowed the Ash City Lord to regenerate was stolen by the Ghost Man. The six that had disappeared had all been slain by a single person—Casio.
   

        Since Ash City was a remote area in the Pale Land, besides the Ash City Lord, there were no real dangers. Having dealt with the Ash City Lord, Casio was unstoppable in Ash City.
   

        The Iron Knight initially assumed that when the Ghost Man said Casio had saved his life, he meant that Casio had rescued the Ghost Man from a powerful enemy. He didn't imagine it was because Casio had charged in and chopped off the tiger's head, naturally saving the Ghost Man in the process.
   

        The two scenarios were completely different in terms of significance.
   

        The stone door opened, and everyone entered the Shelter Tower.
   

        Both the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight immediately felt the calamities within their bodies gradually being expelled. The protection Casio had mentioned was real.
   

        And so, they both accepted the infusion of Casio's Demon Seed. The location was the pinky finger of their left hand. Even if there were any accidents, the cost of amputation wouldn't be too high.
   

        After a brief rest, under the pale light on the first floor of the tower,
   

        The trio clarified the main objective of this exploration into the World of Calamities.
   

        "The Undead Cemetery
   

        As for the reason, of course, it is because the Undead Cemetery is located in the southeastern corner of the Pale Land, which is relatively close to Ash City. In addition, the rising black air and bloody light from afar are easy to spot. This conspicuous feature makes it simple to locate.
   

        The only thing to be wary of is that the Undead Cemetery is frequented by the Blood Butcher, a creature of the dark. It is a battle-strong Hazard Spirit.
   

        The Real World is not the same as the World of Calamities. The undead nature of the creatures here is greatly enhanced, with the Hazard Spirits near indestructible. Any Hazard Spirit is a considerable challenge for a Soul Holder of the same level.
   

        This is why, when Casio killed seven Hazard Spirits, the Iron Knight was greatly shocked. Such feats require overwhelming strength and special methods.
   

        The two types of force in the Southern Dipper Fist technique are undoubtedly the nemesis of the undead nature.
   

        The reason why Casio planned to explore the Undead Cemetery was that this area was possibly connected to the ancient sage who had created the Southern Dipper Fist. Perhaps, he may be able to find some secrets left behind by him.
   

        If he could find other traces of the Southern Dipper Fist in that place, that would be even better. Casio had a hunch that he would most likely make some gains.
   

        Descending from the second floor of the Shelter Tower, Casio held a parchment in his hand. It was a simple map of the Pale Land. By using his Proof of the Soul Holders and the sensation from the Shelter Tower, he could ascertain his location and direction.
   

        With everything ready and set, it was time to go...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In the Pale Land, there were hills and rivers, but overall, it's a plain. An average person with normal vision could vaguely see the scenery two or three kilometers away. Casio and the two others, all being expert fighters, could naturally see further and clearer. However, as the planet was spherical, the horizon of their vision wouldn't extend indefinitely.
   

        In other words, their field of view was naturally restricted.
   

        However, in the Pale Land, the limit of one's vision was essentially meaningless. Because the ash falling from the sky blocked one's sight, preventing any prolonged visualization.
   

        Even for people like Casio, they could barely see one to two hundred meters away.
   

        Any further, and they could only rely on sounds. Furthermore, only sufficiently loud noises would be noticeable due to the sound of falling ash.
   

        Three silhouettes stood outside Ash City, appearing as solitary bamboo poles on the flat land. The dense fragments of ash fell from the sky, resembling willow catkins fluttering in the breeze, yet also akin to diverse snowflakes. As the air currents high above lightly rolled, they could carry large swathes of ash into visible wave-like trajectories. Upon settling, the ash rustled, evoking a poignant sense of solitude.
   

        Casio glanced out as a vast expanse of plain, blanketed in a snowy white, stretched to the ends of the plain. Pillars of stone, weird trees, small hills, the flat ground, all coated in a silver-white layer, as if suddenly transitioning into a harsh midwinter. But, the Pale Land didn't bear the cold of winter, rather it bore an inexplicable sense of dry heat.
   

        Similar to a toxic fire, it was insidious, flourishing, and spreading.
   

        A hand slowly reached out to catch a bit of the white ash falling from the sky.
   

        The ash immediately dispersed, and two bursts of air rushed towards Casio's hand.
   

        One can be described as Pale Firetoxin, while the other was a denser concentration of calamitous aura. Yes, compared to the innumerable dark creatures on the Pale Land, the powerful Hazard Spirits or Wraiths, the environment of the Pale Land itself was more lethal, with more intense calamities present here.
   

        If Energy Bearers were to walk directly in the Pale Land's environment, the time they could endure would only be half of the original duration. In this context, Ash City could indeed be considered a Beginner Village.
   

        The concentration of calamities there was relatively low, and the level of danger was not too high either.
   

        "Sizzle, sizzle, sizzle..."
   

        Sounds, as if grease was being scorched by flames, suddenly emanated from the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight. In their hands, they held a green stone about the size of a finger joint, faintly glowing, seemingly resisting the calamities within the ash.
   

        Casio naturally knew what it was, as the Ghost Man had disclosed it to him earlier. It was the Shelter Stone, a mission tool provided free of charge by the Black Rain Villa, which could protect Markers in environments with a high concentration of calamities. However, each Shelter Stone could only last for ten hours, and the quantity was extremely scarce.
   

        This was a costly one-time consumable item, incomparable with the reusable Defense Array of the Shelter Tower. The Ghost Man had given Casio a stone just five minutes ago, albeit somewhat reluctantly. Clearly, his own Shelter Stones were in short supply, providing Casio with one for free already induced a twinge of regret.
   

        As the pale ash fell, Casio held the Shelter Stone in his hand but stashed it away in his pocket. A warm gust of air gently exhaled from his nostrils, the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol was automatically in action, and the life field of the Demon Idol radiated out in circles from the core of his body. It permeated through his bones, muscles, and epidermis like a liquid.
   

        Upon reaching the surface of his body, it resembled black scales.
   

        When the ash fell on the scales, the fire toxin was expelled, and half of the calamitous air stream was also eliminated. It already had no difference with the environment of Ash City.
   

        The Ghost Man and the Iron Knight looked at each other, both seeing surprise in each other's eyes. They both stared at Casio simultaneously, who now appeared as if his body was covered in large pieces of black scales, akin to an ancient sacrificial totem.
   

        "Still not enough, the resistance to calamities can be higher..."
   

        Casio murmured to himself. He activated the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol at full power, following the triple rhythm of his breathing method, heartbeat frequency, and blood circulation.
   

        Suddenly, the Demon Idol's Qi boiled up in his body, then sprayed out like bobbles in boiling water from under his skin. It enveloped Casio entirely like steam, forming a black pillar of air shooting straight into the sky.
   

        The Ghost Man and the Iron Knight involuntarily retreated nearly a hundred meters.
   

        They could sense a powerful threat imbued with a demonic aura.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        The black steam swirled, forming a vortex. Within the vortex, a huge silhouette flickered in and out of existence until it was fully revealed on the Pale Land.
   

        A Bony Spine Long Tail, hook-shaped back thorn, sword-shaped scales, a colossal foot resembling a camel's hoof, terrifying muscles full of blood vessels. The Demon Idol, standing in the ash rain, was four meters high, not sleek and streamlined, but a magnificent, towering tank. Its knee and shoulder prominences stood out as if they were ancient knights' steel shoulder guards. Inverted triangle back, the surface of the spine covered with numerous densely packed spikes, like interlocking teeth, inexplicably ferocious.
   

        You could see the sharp and rigid radian of the joints, and the heavy muscular armor.
   

        This was clearly a terrifying war machine born for killing.
   

        The Ghost Man gripped his scythe warily, his whole body charged with power, suppressing the fear deep in his heart. The Iron Knight also adopted a full combat stance, his left arm crossed in front of his body, with a heavy greatsword resting on his arm.
   

        "Whoosh..."
   

        Two hurricanes rushed from the nostrils of the Demon Idol, meandering like snakes.
   

        "Don't be nervous, both of you. It's just another form of my boxing method's will. Here is the World of Calamities, and our bodies are made up of Qi. The will of the boxing method, combined with the solidity of the Qi, can alter forms..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The Demon Idol suddenly opened its mouth to speak, its voice reverberating like a grand bell.
   

        Upon hearing this, the Ghost Man gradually let his guard down. He was once fortunate enough to have a brief encounter with a Fighter from the Secret Martial Arts World, and had witnessed his moves firsthand.
   

        Weaving his Qi into a frenzy, it naturally formed the phantom vision of his Boxing Method when he unleashed his punch. The same was true for Casio; though his phantom vision was eerily malevolent and filled with an unsettling Demonic Qi.
   

        It was as if it were an immensely powerful dark creature!
   

        Thud, thud, thud...
   

        The four-meter tall Demon Idol took one step after another, causing the ground to tremble slightly.
   

        The face of the Demon Idol bore an expression of human-like contemplation.
   

        Casio discovered that the Demon Idol's secret martial art was exceptionally well-suited for the World of Calamities. He used all his energy to drive the technique and condensed his Qi to form a phantom vision of the Demon Idol. Surprisingly, he was able to maintain this phantom vision with very minimal consumption of his powers.
   

        Only around one percent or even one-thousandth of what would be expended in the real world.
   

        Furthermore, in the state of the Demon Idol, Casio's resistance to the highly concentrated calamitous aura had increased by several stages. Incredible as it was, it was twenty times what it was initially! This meant he could comfortably survive in a low-intensity disaster zone like Ash City for two hundred hours. He could last about four days or one hundred hours in the Pale Land. Given the speed at which Casio was able to move, four days was more than enough for him to reach another special area.
   

        "It seems that the magic idol's secret martial art has also inherited some of the characteristics of the dark creature it's imitating while mimicking it. For instance, the robust resistance to calamities and the intimidating effect it has on lower-level dark creatures." Casio thought, "But after all, it's merely a secret martial art, not a real dark creature. It still can't survive directly in the World of Calamities like real dark creatures can..."
   

        After he had made simple adjustments and became familiar with it, he turned to face the Ghost Iron Knight, directing, "Let's go. I'll lead the way."
   

        Thud.
   

        The Demon Idol stepped forward, leaving a deep footprint. After a few strides, he had covered dozens of meters and was making his way into the ashen rain.
   

        Behind him, the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight exchanged glances, a bitter smile appearing on their faces. Casio's demon-like demeanor was admittedly a bit intimidating.
   

        However, having seen and experienced much, they didn't let it affect them. After making a few adjustments, both the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight quickly followed suit and ventured into the Pale Land.
   

        The ash whirled in the sky before turning into white flakes as they touched the ground. The World of Calamities was not the Real World and yet, survival of the fittest still applied. Dark creatures that had lost their sanity and regular beasts had few differences.
   

        Vast withered trees spread across the lands. The trunks weren't made of one solid log, but consisted of liana-like branches twisted together, a crisscrossed mesh of hand-width vines. The surface was covered with black spines, densely packed.
   

        Atop the canopies, which strangely were not made up of leafy branches but madly waving roots resembling tendrils. At the tip of these roots, what looked like human baby arms were flailing against the wind, emitting a faint shimmer.
   

        A group of bat-like dark creatures hovered in the sky. They had the bodies of human infants, deformed skulls, and wings formed by overlapping layers of flesh. Droplets of black water dripped from the tips of their wings.
   

        The black droplets hit the ground and instantaneously burst into flame.
   

        These creatures flew in groups above the woods, headed towards the burning river. A few flew too low, triggering an uproar in the barren wooded area. Black tentacles shot out like serpents, thrashing wildly in the air, resembling seaweed swaying with the tide. The disturbance from one single tree led to an uproar across the entire forest.
   

        At first glance, it looked like a churning black ocean. Amidst the turmoil, countless struggling claws thrashed in their desperate attempts to stay afloat.
   

        A dozen or so bat-like dark creatures were grabbed and dragged under. Within a few seconds, they were annihilated.
   

        The remaining fortunate ones flew higher, quickly disappearing into the rain of ash. In the distance, the bats descended towards what appeared to be a river. Only, it was a river not of water but of flame.
   

        It was white fire, in a liquid state, silently setting the air ablaze.
   

        The black fire atop the wings of these bat-like creatures needed this kind of white fire in liquid form for replenishment. Many of the dark creatures in the Pale Land required this liquid fire. Some bathed in it, others drank it. Yet others laid in wait for prey near the source of the fire.
   

        For example, right now, fifty or so bats were soaking in the Flame River.
   

        By the side of the river, fire thorn grasses densely populated the area. Lurking within them was a lizard two meters long, ready to pounce. It also had a peculiar form, with a head on either end of its body. The bumps on its back formed contours resembling a human face screaming.
   

        Out of the holes in the bumps, wisps of green smoke slowly fused into the air.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The lizard hurtled out like a maniac, leaping into the Flame River. The tumor on its back fired green poison darts, piercing straight through two bats. Both of the lizard's heads opened wide, snapping at the bat babies.
   

        Its sawtooth scythe-like jaws tore apart, eager for a hearty meal.
   

        However, it assumed the bats were prey, while in reality, the bats were merely bait.
   

        A towering silhouette suddenly erupted from the fiery liquid beneath, its gigantic maw ripping the lizard into two. Its colossal body rose to stand, its carapace dotted with eyes gleaming eerily. Hand claws akin to pincers gripped the two halves of the lizard's body, preparing to feed them into its gaping mouth.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        Sounds resembling a tank relentlessly crushing everything in its path rapidly drew near from afar.
   

        The dark creature, resembling an armored millipede, halted and turned its head in confusion.
   

        Thump!!!
   

        It seemed as though it had been struck head-on by a train, the upper half of its body flung out, leaving only the lower half sinking into the Flame River. The detached upper half tumbled on the ground, still clinging to life. A gigantic foot, similar to a camel's toe, stomped down heavily, squashing it into meat paste and grinding it into a well.
   

        In the midst of the ash rain, a towering iron tower-like figure stood tall.
   

        As soon as it appeared, a domineering and dangerous aura rapidly spread along the riverbank. The dark creatures lurking in the grass or the river were startled, letting out whimpering roars a few times before hastily fleeing in all directions.
   

        The demon idol in the form of Casio slightly lowered his head and casually absorbed the life vibration energy of the centipede. He was clearing the way for the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight — his presence left lingering traces of his aura where he passed, preventing wild beasts from approaching. Moreover, he was also testing the deterrence power of the demon idol.
   

        After encountering numerous situations, Casio had almost figured it out. The aura of the demon idol was more intimidating than even the strongest hazard spirit, but he was definitely not on par with the ultimate dark creature. It could only intimidate wild beasts.
   

        He felt that this ability was actually quite useful. He didn't have to waste time and Qi on some trivial creatures, avoiding excessive wastage before the real hunt began. Casio released his palm as the absorption of life vibration energy ended.
   

        The demon idol began to stride towards the heart of the Tentacle Forest.
   

        Everything was as usual, with the trees being their usual static selves. As Casio made his way through the forest and departed, the Tentacle Forest didn't react at all.
   

        That is until a few minutes later when the Ghost Man and Iron Knight entered. The tentacles immediately began a wild dance, lashing out like flames, seemingly transforming into a frenzied hell of dancing demons.
   

        Taken by surprise, the two were somewhat taken aback. The Ghost Man's clothing and mask were somewhat damaged, and the Iron Knight's armor was marked with traces of the black flame whip's thrashing. After barging through the Tentacle Forest and catching up with Casio they looked completely disheveled.
   

        "You two..." 
   

        Casio looked at the disheveled Ghost Man, at a loss for words. It seemed like it would be best if he didn't take the lead in exploring the path, but rather guide like a nanny.
   

        "Stick close to me. I sense the Undead Cemetery is nearby…"
   

        The demon idol began to step forward, advancing at a measured pace.
   

        The Ghost Man and Iron Knight shared an awkward laugh and quickly followed along.
   

        Time ticked away, and it had been five or six hours since they left Ash City. They had now ventured deep into the Pale Land.
   

        This was the southeastern corner of the Pale Land, at the top of a hill.
   

        Three silhouettes stood atop it, looking into the distance.
   

        There, black lights and Blood Qi spiraled upwards, like two pythons.
   

        A dangerous and decayed aura could be felt even from a considerable distance.
   

        "We've arrived… the Undead Cemetery," Casio declared.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Bang!"
   

        A large hand, clad in scale armor, pressed a dark creature against the wall, crushing it into a flattened pulp, like stepping on a cockroach. The four-meter-tall demon idol retracted its arm, gazing out in silence.
   

        This was a cluster of structures, the size of a small town, all in terrible disrepair. Stone houses, gray predominant with some faded black. The countless spots and patches seemed like traces of erosion, showing signs of the passage of time. The stone buildings carried a medieval architectural style, with irregular gaps and holes. Some houses even had strange shapes, like large globs of melted chocolate. Roofs sagged, and doors were twisted out of shape.
   

        Casio could clearly smell the scent of decay in the air, coming from the large open area surrounded by cliffs and woods behind the town.
   

        He glanced back at the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight behind him and took the lead.
   

        With each step on the ground, the sound of sand scraping echoed. The roads were severely damaged, as if eroded by sulfuric acid, full of honeycomb-like pits. Stepping into one invoked a slight feeling of weightlessness.
   

        Casio glanced at the street that was no more than three meters wide, then immediately stimulated his demon idol Secret Martial Art, shrinking his entire body to the size of a normal person.
   

        The surface of his skin still had black scale-like patterns, which was the normal state when using the demon idol's Qi, capable of resisting half of the Disasters' invasions.
   

        The three of them ventured deeper into the town.
   

        The town was quiet, hollow. The windows of the buildings were dark as night, coated with layers of thick dust, making it clear this place had been abandoned a long time ago. Casio's steps gradually slowed, his gaze scanning the surroundings from time to time. If the task in the Undead Cemetery was related to the ancient secrets of the Southern Dipper, then the place that should hold the most traces would be the town next to the Undead Cemetery.
   

        "Hm?"
   

        Casio's gaze suddenly fixed on something, his footsteps halting. His eyes peered through a gap between houses, staring at a tall building in the distance.
   

        It was similar to a bell tower, but half of its roof had been ripped apart by some unknown power. The break showed traces like a decomposed spiral, and the building's surface was also covered with whirls formed by distorted stones.
   

        "That is... Deathfang Power!"
   

        Casio recognized it at a glance.
   

        "Is anything wrong? Is there danger nearby?"
   

        The Ghost Man stepped forward, asking in a soft voice.
   

        "No, I've just found something interesting. You go ahead to the Undead Cemetery to collect the skeletons. I will stay here for a while and will soon catch up. Should danger arise, call out for me. The Undead Cemetery is in an open area behind the town, your voices will carry far…"
   

        Casio suggested, his gaze still fixed on the distant town.
   

        "Alright, we will head off first."
   

        The Ghost Man agreed immediately and left with the Iron Knight. Clearly, Casio had his own agenda. His aims might involve concealment, making it inconvenient for them to be present. Besides, the Shelter Stone, a precious task tool, had to be used as efficiently as possible. It would be more efficient for the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight to go straight to the Undead Cemetery.
   

        As soon as the two of them left, Casio dashed off towards the direction he was gazing at.
   

        Several seconds later, he was standing in front of a three-story building. With a leap, he soared up onto the top. Crouching, he lightly brushed his palms across the broken surface of the building. The hard rock, decomposed into sand, fell in layers, scattering in the wind. Casio narrowed his eyes as though he had discovered something.
   

        At first, he had thought this was caused by Deathfang Power, but it seemed to be different. Deathfang Power had two characteristics: spiral and decomposition. The destruction caused by force in front of him only showed signs of decomposition. Casio jumped down to a spot with spiral damage and examined it again, yielding the same results.
   

        This force only had one characteristic, spiral but no decomposition.
   

        Casio landed and entered the building. Even though it was dim inside, he could still clearly see his surroundings. This was not a clock tower at all, but an ancient fighting arena. The floor was similar to marble, walls of grayish white, and ceilings made of large rocks. There were fighting traces everywhere, carving marks from powerful forces.
   

        It appeared that what he had once thought to be damage from an external attack was actually caused by internal sparring.
   

        Casio paused for a moment, then tentatively tested the solidness of the building's wall with a punch. The strike landed with a thud, but the wall was completely unscathed. Casio hit harder, but there was still no visible mark. After a moment's thought, he wrapped his fist in Deathfang Power for another strike.
   

        Thud...
   

        Immediately, a shallow fist imprint appeared on the wall. At the same time, the entire first floor of the building lit up. That was the light emitting from the numerous battle marks on the walls, the floor, and even the ceiling, all resonating with each other.
   

        Casio took a step back, looking around with a curious gaze.
   

        Several red imprints projected light and gathered at a corner of the arena, slowly forming into a glowing humanoid figure. It had no facial features or body characteristics and stood around one meter eighty-five tall, standing in one spot like a wooden mannequin.
   

        "What is this?"
   

        Casio tensed up, feeling the intense Qi and strong boxing will emanating from the red figure.
   

        For some reason, Casio was reminded of his acquisition of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist when his fourth retrospection ended. Within that realm of Qi.
   

        The form and aura of the Holy Fist Incarnation felt somewhat similar to what was in front of him.
   

        Casio cautiously neared the figure, which showed no reaction. After actively studying it for a few moments, he figured out the functions of the red figure. When Casio touched the fist imprints of past battles left on the walls with Deathfang Power, the red figure was triggered and would reproduce the fighting style of that moment.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In other words, this place seemed more like a branding field for forms of martial arts. Specific boxing imprints were activated by the Deathfang Power, and the red figure would then execute the moves of that imprint. It attacked Casio and crossed blows with him.
   

        "Let's test it out first..."
   

        He extended his index finger and lightly tapped on one of the fist imprints on the wall.
   

        All of a sudden, the blood silhouette rushed towards him. It spread its arms and began spinning rapidly. Its right hand, like a cleaver, traced out a large radian in the air and a streak of blood light traced out a graceful line.
   

        Boom!
   

        A fist, similarly wrapped in Blood Qi, collided with the hand knife.
   

        Casio did not retreat half a step, while the blood silhouette pivoted its footsteps, adjusted its position like a spinning top, and another blood-colored hand knife slashed towards him from behind.
   

        Boom! Casio blocked it again, their hand knives striking each other.
   

        The blood shadow sent itself spinning around Casio, with each high-speed movement and maneuver attacking him. Boom boom boom boom!
   

        The shadows of fists and the hand knives clashed, creating a series of dull thumping sounds. The air exploded and formed visible white shockwaves.
   

        Casio shook his right arm, creating an afterimage, and exploded the head of the blood shadow with one punch, he then slowly lowered his arm as he breathed out softly through his nostrils.
   

        Taking a brief moment, Casio tested a few more imprints.
   

        He had figured it out.
   

        This place was very likely the birthplace of the original version of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        When the ancient sages were trying to create a martial art that combined decomposition and spiral characteristics, this was one of their experimental fields. The imprints Casio touched all contained the rudimentary moves of the original version of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist. They were at a stage of exploration, working towards establishing a structural framework step-by-step.
   

        Most of the martial art imprints couldn't manage a good balance between the decomposition and spiral characteristics, only being able to employ one over the other. Although a few martial imprints contained both characteristics, they were contradictory. Only three or four imprints seemed designed to seamlessly blend the two characteristics together.
   

        Casio tested quickly, trying out these three or four imprints one after another.
   

        He was shocked to find that the power of these few martial art forms could match, and even surpass, the three forms he had created, namely Hundred Palm of Thousand Hands born from Blood Reflecting Flower, Spiral Finger Gun, and Red Waterfall Explosion.
   

        The Finger Gun was especially striking in comparison because one of the martial imprints it tested also had a Finger Gun move, but it was far more powerful.
   

        After repeatedly activating it several times, Casio finally found a clue. This form created by the ancient sages astonishingly used spiral force as the main component and decomposition force as auxiliary to create the Finger Gun. Its penetrating power was extremely strong!
   

        On the other hand, the form he created himself barely amalgamated the spiral and decomposition characteristics together. With no clear distinction between the primary and secondary forces, the result appeared chaotic and contradictory.
   

        Casio tried to execute his other two moves and found them suffering from the same problem. They were not refined enough, lacked emphasis on the primary and secondary, and were overly neutral. An insight suddenly hit him that the moves of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist needed to be streamlined into two moves.
   

        One that primarily shows the spiral characteristic and secondary, the decomposition characteristic. 
   

        The Spiral Finger Gun could be used as the framework for refinement.
   

        There should be one form with decomposition as the primary characteristic and the spiral as the secondary.
   

        He had started thinking about this but hadn't developed a framework yet. Perhaps after practicing with these imprints on the wall for some time, he would have some insights.
   

        If Casio could completely comprehend these martial arts imprints recording the creation process of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, he might greatly benefit from it. It was as if he understood the underlying principles of the martial arts, knowing why it was the way it was.
   

        In this way, he could perhaps reach the thoroughly enlightened state of a martial art creator.
   

        After further research, Casio realized the final secret skill of Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist that Feng Liusi passed down to him, the Blood Vulture's Beak, had a perfect structure.
   

        Astonishingly, it pushed the spiral and decomposition characteristics to their extreme limits.
   

        Indeed, the 'Beak of the Blood Vulture' technique possesses two primary characteristics that, surprisingly, do not contradict each other. On the contrary, they complement each other, just like in a chemical reaction.
   

        Which, in turn, unleashes an explosive, terrifying force!
   

        It must be said, Feng Liusi was a genius. Even though he only started practising the 'South Dipper Red Vulture Fist' in his forties, he demonstrated astonishing compatibility and creativity.
   

        The 'Beak of the Blood Vulture' alone can be considered a masterpiece.
   

        What a pity, he was just a little too late. Precisely at the time when he was aged and weakened, he finally found the right path only to lack a successor, which resulted in deviation.
   

        If Feng Liusi had mastered the 'South Dipper Red Vulture Fist' from the start, there would not have been a limit to his potential. Ultimate Fighter? Saint Fist?
   

        In the first floor of the building, Casio slowly opened his eyes, feeling that this place was truly remarkable. This trial ground for the 'South Dipper Red Vulture Fist' was clearly meant for refining techniques and skills. It was of great significance to Casio filling in his shortcomings.
   

        He glanced around and realized that the building has three floors.
   

        Casio immediately went to the second floor. There were still markings of the boxing method here, but far fewer. He tried to stimulate them in the same way but to no avail. A moment later, Casio went up to the third floor. The boxing method marks here were meager, but the destruction traces left behind were profound.
   

        He almost understood. Different intensities of 'Deathfang Power' correspond to different floor levels of the 'South Dipper Red Vulture Fist' trial ground. With his current sixteen acupuncture points, Casio naturally could only provoke the first floor of the trial ground.
   

        It would take reaching the third or fourth stage to get to the second floor.
   

        And the fifth and sixth stages for the third floor.
   

        Regrettably, he could only go back to the first floor and leave the trial ground building. Casio then swiftly explored the town, looking to see if there were any other 'South Dipper Fist' trial grounds. Unfortunately, this town only had one 'South Dipper Red Vulture Fist' trial ground, and the traces left in other places were also 'Deathfang Power'. This indicated that this was the birthplace of the 'Red Vulture Fist'.
   

        As for other 'South Dipper Fist' methods, perhaps they would select a place like this to progressively test, refine, and perfect their ultimate force. Perhaps, there's more than one 'Undead Cemetery' in the 'World of Calamities'.
   

        Casio's eyes gradually deepened. Up until now, his 'South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist' had only created a roar as a killing blow. Not to mention, he was not very satisfied with the move and seldom used it.
   

        If he could find the 'Undead Cemetery' of the 'South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist,' Casio would obtain the insights and inspiration of the ancient sages, which would probably lead to rapid advancement.
   

        Creating two killing blows might be quite smooth. Moreover, creating his own final secret skill may not be impossible. After all, 'Wailing Valley' was swarming with wraiths, which were natural sparring partners. The boxing method is thus honed and sublimated in battle.
   

        The prerequisite being: don't overdo it and die too many times.
   

        Always ensure that one life is left in the resurrection altar.
   

        After all, each battle against the wraith of a fighter who has mastered Secret Martial Art is a very dangerous undertaking. They aren't mindless and feral beasts. If these martial art masters catch any shortcomings in Casio, they might defeat him. If he encounters a powerful enemy, death could even be possible.
   

        At this moment, he suddenly felt that the 'Pale Land' held great potential.
   

        Even without any 'Soul Jade' or 'Pale Seeds,' just the 'South Dipper Fist' trial ground and the ample fighters' wraiths as sparring partners were more than enough. Casio felt his visit to be worthwhile.
   

        "Roar!!!"
   

        Suddenly, a massive beast-like roar came from behind the town.
   

        Casio took a light step, flickered a few times, and immediately rushed over. 
   

        Standing on the rooftop, he looked towards the 'Undead Cemetery' from afar.
   

        Two figures were running towards the town, chased by a large expanding mass of 'Blood Qi'. Whoosh! A six-metre tall figure shot out from the 'Blood Qi,' its limbs heavily landing on the ground with a thud.
   

        Its lower body was like a wolf-like wild beast, with powerful claws showing a reverse joint curvature, covered with blood-red fur. The upper half resembled the shape of a human, as if made up of linked skeletal segments.
   

        The horns on top of its head were like winding tree branches, merging to form a twisted shape. There were black holes at the end of the horns, with 'Blood Qi' wafting from them.
   

        "Is that... a Blood Butcher?"
   

        On the rooftop, a figure fell like a meteor.
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        With a tap of his foot, Casio sunk deep into the ground, like a chisel.
   

        He made a sudden leap forward, and the tidy bricks of the street behind him flipped up, coming together like grey waves.
   

        A black line on the ground sprinted towards the Undead Cemetery.
   

        The Undead Cemetery was not a graveyard, but more like a desolated area akin to an ancient battlefield or a mass grave, filled with odd-shaped rocks, dead trees, and the large number of skeletons of dark creatures deposited on the ground. It revealed a kind of ashen color, traces of the passing of time.
   

        In the pile of bones, the Iron Knight and the Ghost Man kept running. Occasionally when a giant gust of wind attacked from behind, they would dodge to the left or right, or raise their hands to block it.
   

        They separated from Casio, each entering the Undead Cemetery to collect skeletons. Both of them were experienced Knight Rank Markers, adding in with the danger of the World of Calamities. The Ghost Man and Iron Knight were always on guard for the dark creature known as Blood Butcher mentioned in the task description, such a creature was likely extremely dangerous. Otherwise, Black Rain Villa wouldn't have specifically pointed it out.
   

        Thus, after the two entered the Undead Cemetery, they suppressed their auras to the lowest level. Their movements very cautious. While looking for the required skeletons for the task, they were constantly aware of their surroundings. It took them quite a bit of time before they finally found an area where there was a dense cluster of skeletons, among them, shockingly, were Spiritual Level ones.
   

        The Ghost Man and Iron Knight were a bit delighted and immediately began excavating. But as soon as they started, the pile of skeletons in front of them suddenly exploded. A six-meter-tall half-man, half-wolf dark creature rushed out from inside. It was clearly the disturbed Blood Butcher. After a brief battle, they were sent fleeing in defeat.
   

        The Blood Butcher was too strong and quite fast too. Moreover, it was of a multiform characteristic; its speed and strength increased rapidly with the fight.
   

        Both the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight fought it together. They only managed to leave two scars on the creature at the beginning of the battle, thanks to the massive and heavy weapons they wielded. Afterwards, they found themselves in the current predicament. Instantly, the Ghost Iron Knight began to retreat towards the small town to avoid bringing in other dangers.
   

        "Jing!"
   

        The Ghost Man suddenly spun around and swung his enormous black scythe like a windmill. The blade hissed as it hacked on to the Blood Butcher, creating a string of sparks on its pale skeleton. The impact sounded like metal striking metal.
   

        Thud!
   

        A paw formed from bone seemed to crash heavily, colliding with the scythe the Ghost Man was swinging. The massive force caused his weapon to tremble.
   

        The Ghost Man's arms went numb and his palms under the gloves were cut and bleeding.
   

        "Dang!"
   

        The Iron Knight beside him wasn't faring any better. He was hit by the Blood Butcher's pounce and flung over twenty meters away. He staggered as he landed. Blood was oozing from the gaps in his armor, which looked like a tin can.
   

        The Ghost Man's eyes narrowed. The gap was apparently felt. The Blood Butcher, this dark creature, was far from being an ordinary Hazard Spirit; it was quite tricky to deal with. Black Rain Villa's tasks about the World of Calamities were indeed daunting and never easy.
   

        He had teamed up with the Iron Knight and had barely begun to complete the first task when they hit a wall. Fortunately, the Ghost Man had brought along a strong helper.
   

        "Wind Elephant!!!"
   

        He dodged the attack from the Blood Butcher by rolling forward. After flashing a long distance, he directly started to shake people. The sound was loud and spread far away.
   

        The sound made the Blood Butcher even more furious. It let out a roar of provocation that echoed, creating a fan-like ripple visible to the naked eye. Blood smoke was wildly gushing out of the holes in its horn, flowing like a ribbon. Within a hundred meters, streams of crimson fog rose from the dense pile of skeletons.
   

        It was clear that the Blood Butcher was about to trigger some special form or ability.
   

        The increasing fog was like a massive spiral of blood with a diameter of nearly a hundred meters, revolving around the domineering Blood Butcher.
   

        The airflow suddenly congealed and the liquid-like substance began to compress towards the center.
   

        Boom!
   

        The roaring Blood Butcher was struck by an irresistible force, leading to its six-meter-tall body being lifted up into the air. The crimson airflow that had gathered around it exploded instantly, almost like a hurricane blowing.
   

        The Ghost Man squinted, a loud rumbling was ringing in his ears. After a chaotic two seconds, he turned his gaze to the distance. The five-meter-tall Blood Butcher crawling on the ground, supporting itself with one arm, was starting to rise again. Its thorn-like horns, wrapped up like creepers, had been cleanly broken off. This meant its special ability could no longer be used, and its height had been reduced by one meter.
   

        "Roar!!!"
   

        The Blood Butcher gave another roar, this time directed at the small human in front of it. Even though its height was less than a third of its own, the force it had exploded with in that instant was akin to a mountain's pressure.
   

        It had been flipped over and the horn had been forcefully torn off and broken.
   

        It had also lost an arm in the course of the collision.
   

        "Crack, crack, crack..."
   

        The Blood Butcher made a sound similar to bones scraping against each other, rapidly regrowing from the original wound, and its arm and horn were quickly restored as well.
   

        Just as it was about to roar and attack the three of them again...
   

        Thud!
   

        The arms and half of the body of the Blood Butcher were shattered. A bloody silhouette appeared behind it, with arms slashing like fast knives.
   

        Ching, Ching, Ching!!!
   

        Like a spinning red top, revolving at high speed around the giant dark creature, the Blood Butcher. His arm, imbued with the second phase of Deathfang Power, seemed like a sharp turbine, inch by inch turning the Butcher's body into mincemeat. In just two to three seconds, the Butcher shrank from its original height of six meters to one meter.
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        The entire upper half of his body disappeared, leaving only a pile of pale horns.
   

        The top stopped, revealing Casio's form. The trick he just used came from a boxing method imprint in the trial field of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        This Hand Knife consecutive slashing method worked surprisingly well in some situations. Casio lowered his arms, one hand resting on a horn.
   

        He activated his sixteen Southern Dipper Red Vulture acupressure points, unleashing the Deathfang Power.
   

        Hisss...
   

        The power of Spiral Decomposition, like liquid, covered the remaining part of the Blood Butcher's body, quickly causing damage. However, when only half a meter of his body was left, a furious rush of blood fog surged from beneath the cemetery grounds.
   

        It began to stubbornly resurrect the Blood Butcher's body.
   

        A sharp light flashed in Casio's eyes as he instantly drove the Deathfang Power with all his might.
   

        The bloody fog and Deathfang Power clashed for two to three seconds before being completely defeated. The only remaining horn of the Blood Butcher broke down into a large pile of powder.
   

        On the sideline, the Ghost Man who had been watching from a distance exhaled a sigh of relief, exchanging a glance with the Iron Knight. Choosing the right partner was important. In the World of Calamities, Casio, having both a Shelter Tower and mighty weaponry, was the optimal choice.
   

        While the two Iron Knights were celebrating, Casio furrowed his brows.
   

        The Blood Butcher, a creature of darkness, was born from countless dead bodies in the Undead Cemetery. Its strength had probably reached the limit of a veteran fighter and was naturally no match for Casio. However, the stubborn immortality it displayed at its last moments alarmed Casio. True, the Southern Dipper Power was the nemesis of immortality, but that depended on the degree of immortality.
   

        In the Real World, Casio's Southern Dipper Power was invincible, it could even kill the Death Blood Resonance Body created by the Blood Spirit Association's president Lian. 
   

        That Resonance Body was certainly stronger than the Blood Butcher who had just died. 
   

        But, that was in the Real World, this was the World of Calamities. Calamities, omnipresent as a foundational element, greatly amplified the immortality of dark creatures. Or rather, immortality at its normal strength was in the World of Calamities. The darkness creatures in the Real World are actually weakened, their immortality reduced to a level that humans could kill.
   

        When Casio was killing the Blood Butcher, he could already feel that the Deathfang Power had obvious difficulty, unlike the earlier smooth progress. Apparently, in the World of Calamities, the second stage of Southern Dipper Power couldn't deal with top-level Fighter of darkness. Although there was still a restrictive relationship, it could suppress, it could defeat, but it couldn't kill.
   

        After all, the World of Calamities was the home ground of dark creatures.
   

        Casio estimated that dark creatures that were on par with top-level Fighters and Ultimate Fighters, it would require the third or fourth stage of Southern Dipper Power to destroy.
   

        And fifth and sixth stages, they were probably at an even higher level. 
   

        Thinking about it made Feng Liusi truly terrifying. Still at the peak fighter stage, he'd already reached the fifth stage of Southern Dipper Power. He had the ability to kill powerful dark creatures in the World of Calamities. 
   

        Unfortunately, his opponents were mostly fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World. No matter how strong the Deathfang Power was, it couldn't express its specialization, it was just a powerful ancient secret martial art. Casio now understood that the many Southern Dipper secrets were created by ancient sages to kill immortal dark creatures. Fighting with the top fighters from Secret Martial Arts World was secondary, their real intention was to confront these immortal dark creatures.
   

        "I need to hurry up, sixteen acupressure points, six away from the third stage." Casio suddenly felt a sense of urgency.
   

        He subtly felt that, as a Southern Dipper inheritor, he would eventually confront these dark creatures. By that time, higher levels of Southern Dipper special power would be the only thing he could count on.
   

        Switching thoughts, Casio desired the Platinum Stigmata more. This thing, born out of the blood of living beings, may change the Southern Dipper Power. If Deathfang Power could blend with Echo Power, wouldn't that be a four-fold attribute stack? Its destructive force against immortality might undergo a qualitative change.
   

        In the upper right corner of his field of view was the Cultivation Stat Bar.
   

        "Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist: Deathfang Power Second Stage (16/66)"
   

        "Attributes: Spiral, Decomposition."
   

        "Primary Immortality Injury: With the extreme dual-characteristics, it eradicates the root of immortality in dark creatures, even capable of briefly opposing and negating the Endless Calamity..."
   

        Casio took another look at the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, apart from replacing its characteristic with explosive shock, there was basically no difference between it and the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. These two Southern Dipper boxing methods didn't have the percentages typical of secret martial arts, they were simply divided into six stages. Or to put it another way, the number of acupuncture points broken by the Southern Dipper represented its progression.
   

        His gaze shifted, taking note of the status of his body.
   

        Life Vibration Energy of Hazard Spirit Level:
   

        6 Ash City Lord+1 Poisonous Smoke Giant+1 Blood Butcher
   

        Having accumulated eight, Casio didn't feel satisfied. Considering the increasing difficulty of the Secret Martial Arts World's demon idol later on, eighty combined might barely be sufficient.
   

        Five minutes later, the Ghost Man and Iron Knight had returned to the small town under Casio's lead and had rested for a bit. They had discussed in detail, what just happened was outright bad luck, not every pile of Hazard Spirit Level skeletons would have a Blood Butcher lurking beneath it. If it really was so outrageous, the task information for Black Rain Villa regarding the collection of Hazard Spirit Level skeletons specified a minimum of ten and a maximum of fifty.
   

        Doesn't that mean, the Undead Cemetery contains fifty Blood Butchers?
   

        Clearly, that's impossible.
   

        Half an hour passed, Casio emerged from the trial field. Along with the Ghost Iron Knight, he set out again for the Undead Cemetery. Unexpectedly, the trio's bad luck resurfaced. They dug up two tumuli and Blood Butchers surged out from both.
   

        The first time was easier; Casio was quick and ruthless. Before the Blood Butcher could react, he severed its neck at first contact. Afterwards, a barrage of ruthless attacks followed and he utilized the Deathfang Power to forcefully eliminate the second Blood Butcher.
   

        During the second time, the battle was too intense. Two more charged out from the surrounding heaps, a total of three Blood Butchers began fighting with Casio. The Ghost Man and Iron Knight sensibly ran a good distance away, trying their best not to be burdens.
   

        Casio fought against three alone, surprisingly fighting till his Deathfang Power was exhausted. He switched to the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist midway, employing the formidable explosion ability of the Echo Strength to end the battle in one go. After the intensely fierce fight, Casio had consumed nearly a third of his Qi. He sustained a not too large or small injury on his shoulder.
   

        However, the gains were not small either.
   

        Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist and Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist each broke through one acupuncture point, both reaching seventeen. Furthermore, he collected four strands of life vibration energy from the Blood Butchers. The abilities varied, but most were at the veteran fighter level. The quality was evidently much superior to that of the Ash City Lord.
   

        Five Blood Butchers were dispatched in the Undead Cemetery, and surprisingly, half of the task from the Black Rain Villa had already been completed. The Ghost Man and Iron Knight searched the surrounding area, sporadically finding five to six Hazard Spirit Level skeletons. This time no Blood Butchers charged out, clearly, the Blood Butchers of this area had all been taken care of. The rest were inhabiting further regions.
   

        The group briefly got themselves together at the small town and decided to return.
   

        Firstly, more than half of the daytime hours had already passed; if they delayed any further, they would have to face the dangerous Blood Night. Secondly, all three individuals were injured to varying degrees; Casio, being the main powerhouse, had expended the most and needed rest. Thirdly, they had already collected the eleven Hazard Spirit Level skeletons, enough to meet the minimum task completion requirements.
   

        After resting briefly, Casio made a note of the small town's location. Upon leaving, he transformed into the demon idol state and led the others back as the pathfinder.
   

        Since they had already traversed the route once, the return journey went quite smoothly.
   

        Before the Blood Night could fall, the trio returned to the Shelter Tower. The calamities were expelled from their bodies; the Ghost Man and Iron Knight left to return through the tunnel.
   

        Casio, however, used the Proof of the Soul Holders and directly returned to the real world.
   

        As he opened his eyes, the morning light shone onto the patient bed, creating a spotless white sheet.
   

        With a slight perception, he felt no trace of Claire's aura. Clearly, the little miss had been called to the Dark Hunt Organization headquarters and hadn't yet returned; the timing couldn't be better.
   

        During Casio's long journey through the vast lands, although he didn't purposefully hunt any creatures, he still encountered many dark creatures along the hundreds of miles. Any that proved worthy, he directly killed, like the Ironclad Centipede near the Flame River. Thus, he had accumulated quite a bit of the Wild Beast Level's life vibration energy. It was time to start attempting the breakthrough to the fighter level for his physical body!
   

        Having had prior experience, for Casio, it was a matter of course...
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        From a pugilist to a boxing master, and then from a boxing master to a fighter, there exists a stage of promotion within the Secret Martial Club, hence the appearance of the bottleneck.
   

        If a peak pugilist wants to advance further, they must break through their own human limits to become a boxing master. Similarly, a boxing master must break through their limits, sensing and manipulating their Qi to become a fighter.
   

        This process varies from person to person. Some people can never break through the bottleneck in their lifetime, while others can surpass their limits in just a few months. But what is universally true is that breaking through the bottleneck requires an opportunity, falling into a state of insight.
   

        Casio had sensed this opportunity once before, familiarity breeding greater understanding. He got directly off the patient bed, sitting cross-legged in a quiet and cool corner of the room.
   

        After three deep breaths, his entire body's muscles relaxed completely.
   

        Casio unleashed all the wild beast-level vibration energy restrained within his body. Immediately, waves of heat began to race erratically beneath his skin.
   

        This heat coursed over and over again through his muscles, skeleton, blood vessels, and epidermis, leaving behind a nourishing residual warmth. These residues were absorbed by his cells, making their energy stronger, fuller, and more robust. This grand achievement level body of a boxing master began to march towards the limit beneath the bottleneck. It was like a bucket already filled to four-fifths, with additional clear liquid being poured in.
   

        Sweat overflowed from the reddish skin's sweat glands, but evaporated into white vapor not long after it rolled down. Steam rose from Casio's head, causing the strength and vitality in his body to surge unceasingly.`
   

        "Almost there…" Casio muttered.
   

        His eyes suddenly burst open, a ray of light seeming to flash in the darkness.
   

        Boom!
   

        A penetrating dull sound emitted from within his body.
   

        The sound of a flowing river began to echo faintly past his ears.
   

        His entire body began to tremble, as his muscles, veins, and bones started resonating at the same frequency. Casio could sense that, with the vibrations, impurities were continually being expelled.
   

        Mixed with the murky sweat, they were quickly evaporated by his high body temperature.
   

        In an instant, a familiar feeling of transparency appeared. It was the sensation of every limb, organ, and tissue in his body merging into one. A fighter can master the changes in their body.
   

        They can gather most of the unused energy in their body to a single point to achieve an astonishing burst, which could be three to five times that of a peak boxing master. This is just for the average fighter, not to mention the top fighters and ultimate fighters. This is why the destructive power at the fighter stage leaps up dramatically.
   

        Casio took a deep breath. The bottleneck was broken, and his flesh had re-entered the fighter level. His body temperature slowly came down.
   

        With a singular thought, the Qi sealed within his body could finally move freely. Instantly, billows of fog-like steam erupted out.
   

        They couldn't wait to dart beneath the skin and burst out of his pores. It formed a substantial Qi flow visible to the naked eye, creating a U-shaped arc in the air before being reabsorbed by the body.
   

        A long, large circulation between external and internal occurred. 
   

        The air within the room was stirred, drawing in winds from outside the window, causing the curtains to slam against the wall madly, making a slapping sound.
   

        Having broken through to the fighter realm, fighters can sense the existence of Qi through their intention. Therefore, they can accumulate Qi, control it, and nourish the flesh. This nourishment is gentle, long-lasting, but slow. This is because a newly breakthrough fighter cannot accumulate too much refined Qi.
   

        But now, an exception occurred.
   

        Qi of a top-level fighter, no, nearly ultimate fighter level, was unsealed from the depths of his body. It surged out like a river, achieving an effect of submerging his entire body in it. If the nourishment from Qi for a newly breakthrough fighter is likened to a sprinkler, then the Qi nourishment that Casio brought could be referred to as a waterfall. Plus, the flow was extremely clear.
   

        This also meant that this Qi nourishment was explosive, swift, and violent. Casio only felt a heat in his body; it was as if he jumped into a heap of fire. The surging flames violently burnt his entire body.
   

        The skin, which had just cooled down, instantly turned translucent red. One could vaguely see the veins and skeleton beneath it, which was somewhat terrifying.
   

        Excruciating pain spread deep within his heart, yet Casio's countenance showed no changes.
   

        During the fourth retrospection, he could endure the pain and fear of watching his biological transformation into a dark creature bit by bit. And so, he could definitely bear what was happening now.
   

        Casio maintained his cross-legged posture, his form exuding a sense of unshakeable stability. He was sensing the changes within his body, filled with many insights as he experienced the mystery of the breakthrough process for the second time.
   

        In such a manner, an hour passed.
   

        Compared to the fifteen minutes of his first breakthrough, the time for Casio's second breakthrough extended by a resounding four times. The Qi nourishment had also ended.
   

        He lightly stood up with a slight push of both legs. Without needing to stretch his hands or legs, Casio could sense the resurgence of immense power within his body. At this moment, even without using his Qi, he could single-handedly demolish this large sanatorium. Humorously, Casio's body had now advanced not just to the level of a newly initiated fighter, but to the level of a seasoned fighter.
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        Note that the body of a veteran fighter is not in question here.
   

        Rather, it's about reaching the combat strength of a veteran fighter solely by means of the flesh!
   

        The two concepts are completely different.
   

        At the fighter level, all fighters boast Qi that is significantly superior to their physical bodies. Even the ultimate fighters' flesh is probably on par with Casio's current state, or even weaker. How did Casio manage to corner Ghost Knife alongside Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan? It was his physical endurance and resilience, although his destructive capabilities came in handy too.
   

        "Finally, I have recovered most of my strength..."
   

        Casio slowly placed his right hand on his stout chest, and the echoing sound of his joints resonated through his body. His height had shrunk a bit, from 1.89 meters to 1.85 meters. His physique no longer resembled a hulking giant, but an optimally strong figure. This did not denote a decline in strength, quite the contrary, it signified his power's concentration. The defensive and endurance abilities of this physique had greatly improved. 
   

        "The ultimate fighter's Qi and a veteran fighter's flesh." 
   

        "Such power…it should be enough..." 
   

        Casio had learned about the Dark Hunt Organization through Hebu. He knew that even among the organization, ultimate fighters were rare.
   

         Officially known were only the Holy Light Hunter and the Black Mechanism Chief.
   

        Whether there were any hidden ones was unclear. 
   

        Furthermore, the Black Mechanism Chief's strength was ambiguous. He had reached the strength of an ultimate fighter twenty years ago, as a Holy Light Hunter. Whether he progressed or regressed within the past twenty years remained a mystery.
   

        Half an hour later, after a brief wash and a change of clothes, Casio decided to head to the Dark Hunt Organization's headquarters to claim the resources awarded upon handing in his honor badge. Although he was confident enough to have a full meal at the source of the Holy Spring, he would never pass up the resources available in front of him.
   

        It is always beneficial to have a few more Platinum Stigmata on the back of your hand, as a precaution.
   

        Having donned his hunter attire, he applied for departure from the sanatorium. The nurse gave Casio a longer glance but recorded his leaving without saying anything.
   

        When he walked out of the sanatorium's gate, Casio was a bit surprised that no one was watching him covertly. It turned out that the royal representative, Lion Soss had been assassinated, and the two Shadow Hunter candidates also fell under suspicion. The three forces probably did not have the time to monitor him recently.
   

        He made his way straight towards the Dark Hunt Organization's headquarters.
   

        About ten minutes later, he entered the headquarters and located the house allocated to Bloody Axe Herbert by the Hunters Association. It was situated in the southeast corner of the association.
   

        He knocked gently on the door and waited for a moment on the grassland in front of the house.
   

        With a creak, the door was opened.
   

        A face appeared, seeming surprised when its owner recognized Casio. Moments later, Hebu opened the door wider and welcomed Casio in.
   

        "You're recovered so quickly?"
   

        "Yes, those were just minor injuries, nothing more."
   

        "Your incident caused quite a stir. But the Dark Gold level hunter supported by the royal family, Soss, has been ambushed. An assassin of the Shadow Hunter level cut off his entire left arm, almost killing him..."
   

        "I've heard about it."
   

        "Did you come back to the organization's headquarters to claim resources?"
   

        "Yes."
   

        "So... you have intentions to compete with those three for the position of Shadow Hunter?"
   

        As Casio and Herbert walked towards a house, their conversation carried on. Suddenly, Herbert paused and looked at Casio. He could faintly feel that Casio's aura had become more restrained and profound, displaying an unspoken sense of power.
   

        "Indeed," Casio said, making eye contact with Herbert. He had long since stopped caring about maintaining his Bai Kui persona and temperament. After all, Casio was never an actor. All Herbert needed to know was that Casio was not a creature of darkness, and joining the Dark Hunt Organization did not stem from malicious intent towards other hunters.
   

        The Dark Hunt Organization welcomed powerful transcendent beings from the civilian populace, and the masters of the Secret Martial Arts World were no exception. What Casio needed to demonstrate now was the identity of a master of the Secret Martial Arts World, a sort of typecasting for Herbert's sake.
   

        Herbert remained silent for a brief moment, his expression returning to normal as he earnestly said, "Wanting to compete for the position of Shadow Hunter isn't just about having a slot and the strength alone, you'll also need the support of powerful backers. Soss has the royal family, Solomon has the council, and Claire has the Chief Inspector. Let me introduce you to some old acquaintances. They rushed from the Dark Hunt Branch to the headquarters because of your situation, preparing to cause quite a ruckus at the Hunters Association. They are currently upstairs in my house..."
   

        Five minutes later, on the second floor of the house, in a living room bathed in sunlight.
   

        Four or five elderly men and women, as well as a young face, were sizing each other up.
   

        "Let me introduce you. This one is the person in charge of the Fal County Branch. Butcher Krogg, he used to be the number one Shadow Hunter," Herbert said, pointing at an old man with a burly figure in a gray coat, sitting at the far left. His hair was white and disheveled, and his facial features were rough. Although he seemed quite old, his physique displayed no signs of frailty, and his eyes were as sharp as an eagle's.
   

        "And this one, the person in charge of the Lorente County branch. Warblade Kames, he used to be the fourth Shadow Hunter." To the right of Krogg, a spry old man was sipping tea, looking to be in his sixties. He was missing both his left ear and arm, his sleeve sagging hollowly. In his right eye, there was a sort of blackness, as if the eyeball were crawling with numerous pebbles.
   

        "This one is the person in charge of the Ford County branch. Iron-face Jim, the former fifth Shadow Hunter." In the center of the room, a man in his forties or fifties sat quietly. He was adorned in a neat black suit with its joints impeccably tailored and wore a wide-brimmed hat. A gray mask covered his face.
   

        "Finally, this one, the instructor of the Fal County branch. Wind Whispering Eileen, who once competed with me for the position of Shadow Hunter and failed. So you can say we're old rivals..."
   

        A hint of nostalgia was present in Herbert's voice as he said these words.
   

        At the far right sat an old woman in a floral dress with her white hair neatly tied into a ponytail. Judging from her facial features, she must have been quite beautiful when she was younger. She quietly watched Herbert, seeming displeased at the content of his previous introductions about this old rival of hers.
   

        Casio glanced at everyone present, feeling their respective strengths. Both Butcher Krogg and Iron-face Jim possess auras comparable to dark gold level hunters. Warblade Kames and Wind Whispering Eileen barely made dark gold level. Their power had long waned from their prime, further hampered by injuries and disasters. It was admirable that they still managed to maintain such strength.
   

        Of course, the strength of these old hunters wasn't the key point, but rather their prestige within the Hunters Association. Some dark gold level hunters in the current ranks were their disciples, and even Shadow Hunters had received their kindness.
   

        If these old hunters were to unite, although they would still be the weakest faction, they would qualify to participate in the competition.
   

        For Casio as he was now, this would be a momentous boost.
   

        Furthermore, he had an idea. These old hunters had been ravaged by age, injury, and disaster, causing their abilities to seriously decline. If Casio could solve this problem for them, he might just amass a considerable power.
   

        Casio's goal was to become a Holy Light Hunter, but the Holy Light Hunter and Shadow Hunter were not in a superior-subordinate relationship, and the Shadow Hunters had a lot of freedom. He needed a force that would obey his command to control the entire Hunters Association and prepare for the collapse of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        Casio wanted to attempt a collision between the Hunters Association and the Door Organization of this era. He would see what the organization backing the Door had to offer!
   

        Would Xiadu show up during the collapse of the Hong Li Empire?
   

        As his thoughts turned, Casio slowly averted his gaze.
   

        The old hunters around him were studying him as well. Seeing that Casio didn't appear timid, they secretly nodded in approval. These former Shadow Hunters had heavy killing intention and aura. Facing them without flinching demonstrated Casio's strong willpower and potential.
   

        On the sofa, the burly Butcher Krogg suddenly spoke up.
   

        "Impressive lad, your aura is refined and restrained. I can't even see through to your strength level, you're certainly beyond the black copper level. We all here are your master's friends, so feel free to let loose. Show us your true strength...
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        Casio calmly picked up the teacup, took a sip, and slowly put it down.
   

        He turned his head to look at Hebu, who gave a slight nod.
   

        "That's fair enough, indeed it is time to measure one's strength."
   

        Casio rose directly from the sofa, looked at Butcher Krogg, and made a gesture inviting him to a fight: "This gentleman, please."
   

        "Oh?" Krogg was surprised and raised his eyebrows. He didn't expect Casio to directly challenge him, and he was calm. It seemed not as if Krogg was testing Casio's strength, but the other way around.
   

        "Challenging big brother Krogg? Hebu, your disciple is really confident...I haven't seen such a confident young man in a long time…" 
   

        Wind Whispering Eileen couldn't help but speak. She didn't finish her sentence, which was whether he was a bit too confident?
   

        All present were elderly hunters whose strength was long past its peak. But they were once Shadow Hunters of the Hunters Association. Especially Butcher Krogg, who was the number one Shadow Hunter twenty years ago, and was almost the most powerful Holy Light of the Hunters Association.
   

        During his twenty years as a Shadow Hunter, he led the team to suppress four super-class supernatural events, hunting down three Hazard Spirit-level dark creatures. And in the Battle of Dawn Valley, he actually succeeded in capturing a Hazard Spirit-Level alive.
   

        Even though he is now aged and weakened, Butcher Krogg can be said to be the strongest among all present. Those three Dark Gold Level hunters chosen by various forces for support may not necessarily benefit from Krogg. Casio wanted to spar with the seniors, but he chose the strongest. 
   

        "Good, let's have a try. My old bones haven't been active for a long time. Let's go directly to the closed combat field of the Association."
   

        Krogg smiled. His thinking was not the same as Eileen's. Krogg admired young people with vitality. In his view, young people should be prominent in order to become a good hunter.
   

        All the old hunters present stood up. They all rushed to the Hunters Association this time. They were there to back Hebu's disciple and it was also a rare gathering. Nothing is more interesting than testing the juniors. 
   

        Iron-face Jim and War Blade Kames also showed interested expressions.
   

        In their view, this was a teaching from the elders to the juniors, passing on their experienced skills to these young men who were new to the world. If possible, after Krogg finishes, the two of them also wanted to go up and impart experience.
   

        To test how much weight do these young hunters carry?
   

        Krogg walked in front leading the way, with Casio following him. Jim and Kames are in the middle, with Hebu and Eileen at the back. When descending the stairs, Hebu suddenly said to Eileen: "You were wrong just now. He is not my disciple. I can't teach him..."
   

        Having said that, Hebu went straight down the stairs, his gray hair swaying slightly.
   

        Leaving Eileen standing there, somewhat astonished: "What does that mean?"
   

        Five minutes later, the building next to the public gymnasium and across the street from the mission hall. Six people went straight to the innermost part.
   

        This is a wooden dojo. The walls are made of yellow wooden boards, and the surface is painted with a layer of glossy palm oil. At the center of the dojo, the arena is spacious.
   

        On the left, a burly old man in grey clothes stood still.
   

        Opposite him, a youth dressed as an ordinary hunter stood quietly.
   

        In a corner of the dojo, four silhouettes gathered together.
   

        Jim, dressed in a suit and wearing a top hat, gave off a mysterious and dangerous air. He was the youngest of the old hunters and did not exude the air of late maturity. Jim was quite interested in this spar.
   

        "Kames, how many moves do you think this kid can hold under Krogg's attacks?" Jim turned his head and asked Kames who had been silent.
   

        "Within twenty moves, probably." Kames' voice was hoarse and low.
   

        "Oh? So high praise? In my opinion, at most ten moves..."
   

        Jim raised his eyebrows, seemingly not very agreeable. 
   

        "Krogg will show mercy. There is no need to use the killing skills used against dark creatures for teaching juniors." Kames slowly said.
   

        "That's true." Jim nodded: "By the way, do you want to go up afterward and teach the juniors with me? I haven't taken a disciple yet, just perfect to use one of Hebu's disciples to try out, to prepare for the future..."
   

        "No." Kames shook his head, his right eye as black as an ink.
   

        "You know me. I find it hard to hold back when I spar. I can't control my strength like you. Maybe I would accidentally kill the person..."
   

        After he finished speaking, he stretched out his only intact right hand and pointed at the temple.
   

        Obviously Kames has been severely invaded by disasters. He is fine usually, but once he enters a battle mode, he will lose his mind and frenzy. 
   

        "Alright." Jim shrugged and looked at the arena in the distance. 
   

        In the center of the dojo, the sunlight pouring in from the high windows was particularly abundant.
   

        Krogg looked at Casio. He was not in a hurry to do it, but opened his mouth to speak: "That old fellow Hebu had never taken disciples before. I thought he was planning to take his battle skills to the grave. Unexpectedly, at this time, he has a legacy and even gave you the Honor Badge..."
   

        "I'm sorry, although I don't want to explain it. But Hebu is not my teacher, nor have I inherited his legacy." Casio stepped slightly forward, and he stood halfway in the sunlight. 
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        "Really?" Krogg narrowed his eyes, suddenly smiled, "How about I become your master then? I just happen to have never had a disciple..."
   

        Krogg was not joking, his tone was quite serious. He was genuinely moved. The moment Krogg first saw Casio, he felt that he had come across a real talent. It was a keen intuition of the strong, which told Krogg: Casio was no ordinary person, and could even be described as mysterious.
   

        Casio shook his head with a smile, "I think it's more likely that I'd be your teacher rather than the other way around..."
   

        Losing his temper, Krogg only found this young man quite interesting. He no longer delayed and similarly took a step forward.
   

        "Come on, attack me. I'll give you three moves."
   

        "Are you sure?" Casio looked calm as water.
   

        "Heh, how about you give me three moves then?" Krogg ripped off the tie on his sleeve and tossed it aside. He felt more and more that Casio, like himself when he was young, was unapologetically arrogant, looking down on everyone else.
   

        "Sure." Casio nodded.
   

        Krogg didn't expect Casio to really accept, he subconsciously glanced at Hebu, not far away, and then muttered to himself with a laugh and a curse.
   

        "Good lad, even more arrogant than I was when I was young!"
   

        "Then stand firm, take this punch."
   

        As Krogg finished speaking, he shook his foot and his figure rushed forward. He rolled up his sleeve to his elbow, revealing a sturdy, muscular forearm. A black substance rapidly spread across the surface of the skin.
   

        Giving Krogg's entire arm a hard, metallic feel.
   

        Boom!
   

        Accelerating as he sprinted, his muscles springing into action, a straight punch pierced through the air ahead. Crossing a distance of over ten metres, it directly approached Casio's chest.
   

        "Five percent of my strength and speed, you should be able to handle that."
   

        Krogg thought to himself, his hands not stopping for a moment. His arm swung back hard, suddenly drawing a white arc in the air.
   

        "Hmm? Still not going to attack?"
   

        "If you don't take a defensive stance, you're going to get punched."
   

        "Is your reaction speed that slow?"
   

        In Krogg's somewhat surprised gaze, his punch ended up hitting Casio's completely defenseless chest. There was a muffled 'thud' in the air, and the fabric on Casio's hunter attire burst apart on both the front and back, turning into two holes.
   

        "What the hell? Is it over?" Iron-face Jim was taken aback.
   

        The war blade Kames frowned slightly, clearly seeing that Casio didn't make any defensive posture, it seemed like he hadn't reacted in time and got hit.
   

        "This..." Wind Whispering Eileen looked at Hebu with a strange look.
   

        However, Hebu just shook his head.
   

        On the arena, under the golden ring-shaped sunlight area.
   

        Krogg withdrew his fist and looked at Casio, "So when you said I could have three moves, you meant standing still without any defense..."
   

        "Hahaha, it seems you really underestimate me."
   

        "Meteorite Punch!"
   

        He spread his arms, and his clothes were directly stretched open, revealing the sturdy muscles underneath, not at all like an elderly man. At Krogg's chest position, a clump of black liquid the size of a heart was wriggling slightly.
   

        The next second, the liquid gushed out, about half of it. They ran under the epidermis, forming a tree-fork pattern of black metal tattoos in the gaps between the muscles of the arm. This gave off an irresistible sense of power.
   

        "This punch, with all my strength, take it!!!"
   

        Krogg took an arrow step forward, his body turning and swaying, his powerful back muscles fully extended. The entire arm and fist crossed a 180-degree fan-shaped contour, and the black and white swinging fist blew up the air in an instant.
   

        Boom!!
   

        This punch once again accurately hit the center of Casio's chest!
   

        The upper half of the hunter outfit completely burst, turning into cloth fragments the size of a fingernail that fell. The expected flying out did not happen in Krogg's imagination. The youth opposite was still motionless, as if his feet were deeply rooted in the ground. This full-strength Meteorite Punch was actually blocked by him, and the surging power was swallowed up without a trace.
   

        The sun was shining brightly, illuminating golden lines onto Casio's bare upper body from various directions. Strong! Robust! Perfect! Every muscle group was ideally bulging and every contour line appeared exactly where it should. It was like a sculpture crafted meticulously by a world-renowned sculptor, representing the city wall and the towering tower of the classical realm. Underneath this body, each cell was overflowing with life force.
   

        Krogg remembered his prime time, when he was at his strongest. Compared to the man in front of him, he felt a notch behind. No!
   

        A few notches behind.
   

        Seeing the composed and indifferent look in Casio's eyes, he suddenly laughed.
   

        "Ha ha, you're worthy enough, I'll give you three moves!"
   

        With a fleeting shadow, all the black liquid in Krogg's chest erupted, dyeing his entire right arm a deep black.
   

        Even further, the black material, resembling metal, extended out, using his entire arm as a skeleton, and instantly solidified into a gigantic slaughter knife in the air.
   

        An oppressively dangerous aura spread out like a wave.
   

        "Does my slaughter knife make you step back even one step, Bai Kui!"
   

        There was a glimmer of excitement in Krogg's eyes, the blood in his old veins, which was almost extinguished, burned again. Unconsciously, Krogg resorted to his signature technique, the Slaughter Knife. He had once single-handedly battled two Hazard Spirits in Dawn Valley and won.
   

        He slaughtered one and captured one, showing the power of this technique.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The slaughter knife slashed through the air ahead, like lightning. The residual shadows formed a wall, as if a jet-black wall was forged in the air.
   

        The black wall heavily chopped down, splitting the circular light into two.
   

        Boom!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Two explosions, one light and one heavy, burst apart one after the other.
   

        A gale screamed, sweeping across the entire fighting field. A grand figure flew backward, like a shooting star, leaving behind a long trace.
   

        With a trail of black fragments, it headed straight for the quartet of old hunters observing the fight from the sidelines. With slight deviation, it crashed into the wooden enclosure wall next to them. With a bang, a human-size hole appeared instantaneously, causing the entire wall to tremble fiercely, while wood chips fell like rain.
   

        "Damn, Krogg's been pushed to fight seriously, he even brought out his Slaughter Knife!" Iron-face Jim said with his mouth wide open, his eyes full of excitement.
   

        Too bad his mask was blocking his face, making his facial expression undecipherable.
   

        "I hope that kid's okay, getting hit by the Slaughter Knife is no joke!" Wind Whispering Eileen said, pointing towards the hole nearby.
   

        The whole wall on this side had fissured, stretching all the way to the main beams. The hole looked like it was blown out by a shell.
   

        "I don't know if he's okay, but I know that the person in the hole is not him." War Blade Kames spoke up, his voice as always was raspy.
   

        "If the person who flew out wasn't him, then who was it…" Ilian was instantly stumped.
   

        She followed Hebu's pointed direction, where stood the arena.
   

        In the center, under the circular sunlight, a strong figure slowly turned around. It was Casio! There was a huge black Slaughter Knife stuck in his shoulder, looking like it could sever his entire arm. Unexpectedly, Casio reached out, pulled out the knife, and tossed it away lightly.
   

        The Slaughter Knife drew an arc in the air spanning dozens of meters before plunging into the ground.
   

        Obviously, at the blade's edge, there was a deep shoulder-shaped indentation. The Slaughter Knife had struck, but it did not penetrate! In fact, it wasn't even as hard as the opponent, creating a massive gash instead.
   

        The four old hunters fell silent. They quickly turned their heads to look at the hole in the wall. A coughing sound came from behind. A sagging old face appeared in everyone's eyes. Five seconds later, Krogg, whose clothes were ragged down to a pair of shorts, limped into the dojo.
   

        Looking heartbroken, he gently stroked the severely damaged black Slaughter Knife on the ground.
   

        "Gem, come on, weren't you saying you wanted to try earlier?"
   

        t was unusual for the usually serious Kames to be teasing Iron-face Jim.
   

        "Ahem… ahem…"
   

        Gem coughed a few times, barely moving his lips.
   

        "Forget it, I suddenly remembered that I'm still injured. I trained too hard recently, my old bones can't take it anymore..."
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        A single punch, only one punch was used!
   

        As agreed before the fight, Casio let Krogg have three moves. And then, at the very instant the third move ended, Casio delivered a counterpunch.
   

        Butcher Krogg lost, overwhelmed by irrefutable, unostentatious strength. A direct and unambiguous defeat, the most devastating kind.
   

        This revealed the vast gap between the two fighters.
   

        At the edge of the dojo, Krogg heavily pressed his right hand onto the hilt of his pitch-dark slaughter knife. A sense of helplessness welled up within him, the realization that he had indeed aged. If he were still at his peak, the outcome would have been uncertain. He hesitated for a moment, suddenly realizing that he had inadvertently equated Casio's prowess to his own at his prime.
   

        This was a subconscious recognition.
   

        Simply put, Butcher Krogg was wholly convinced by a single punch.
   

        Not far away, a tall figure was walking step by step towards the arena.
   

        With the circular sunlight behind him, the black silhouette of his neck and shoulders appeared more rugged and trong, which further highlighted his sturdy inverted triangle physique. This was the embodiment of perfect body construction.
   

        Including Hebu, all five people watched in surprise.
   

        Hebu had always known that Casio was not weak, this Dark Hunt member concealed potent power. Yet, he had no idea circumstances like today's would present itself.
   

        He thought, at most, Casio would spar a bit with a reserved Krogg to show some talent and win the appreciation of many veteran hunters.
   

        Unexpectedly, Butcher Krogg, the former first-rank Shadow Hunter, and representative of the neutral older hunters, was defeated by Casio outright.
   

        This greatly surpassed Hebu's initial expectations.
   

        Meanwhile, Wind Whispering Eileen was still stunned. Watching Casio, who looked like a celestial being, step forward, she muttered in her heart.
   

        The rumors from the Dark Hunt Organization headquarters are becoming increasingly baseless. Fear an assassination from the royal family with a master of Casio's caliber?
   

        Moreover, this Black Bronze level hunter's identity left one speechless. Able to face down and break Butcher Krogg's slaughter knife in a one-on-one sparring match, what else could this be if not the level of a Shadow Hunter? Black Bronze level hunter, White Luminance level hunter, Dark Gold level hunter, Shadow Hunter.
   

        Almost spanning more than half of the hunter levels in the Hunters Association.
   

        Who hides their strength like this? A Shadow Hunter disguised as a Black-Bronze level hunter, just for fishing? Eileen was slightly annoyed, as she too almost ended up being the fish. Changing her train of thought, Eileen remembered what Hebu had earlier said on the stairs and suddenly everything made sense. Hebu had said he could not teach Casio, which was indeed the case.
   

        Even Krogg, the once strongest, could not be Casio's teacher.
   

        Within the entire Dark Hunt Organization, perhaps only the Holy Light Hunter and the Chief Inspector of Black Mechanism were qualified. As for the other powerful components, at most they were equals.
   

        From under his iron mask, Gem's expression slowly solidified.
   

        "With such strength now, the seat of Shadow Hunter is certainly his. Even, in five to ten years, he has the hope of becoming a Holy Light Hunter. Twenty years later, occupying the only seat of Chief Inspector of Black Mechanism and commanding the entire Dark Hunt Organization of the empire is not impossible."
   

        War Blade Kames shared similar opinions, narrowing his right eye slightly.
   

        "Smack."
   

        Shoes footfall on the ground, Casio stopped before them like a statue.
   

        Butcher Krogg put his slaughter knife away, his expression pale as he approached, "I indeed can't be your teacher, you're much stronger than I imagined…"
   

        "A month later, the position of Shadow Hunter will certainly be yours."
   

        He spoke with certainty, his expression a mix of disappointment and satisfaction. He was satisfied because the young man whom the older hunters support would most likely become a Shadow Hunter. But, of course, he was disappointed too, as no one likes to be defeated by someone younger.
   

        At the moment when Krogg's expression was complex, Casio suddenly said.
   

        "Did you feel it?"
   

        "What?" Krogg looked slightly bewildered.
   

        He glanced down at the bruise made by the punch on his chest and asked, confused.
   

        "You just just spared some strength? I know that... Huh?"
   

        Realization dawned on Krogg as he abruptly looked down at his heart, where the black liquid that had once been the slaughter knife was quietly pooling.
   

        "The side effects of going all out is gone!?"
   

        Krogg was once a Shadow Hunter, powerful but also carrying massive disasters within his body. During his youth and prime, it wasn't a problem, but as he aged and weakened, it became harder to suppress these disasters.
   

        Especially when Krogg fought with all his might, the wild beast transformation triggered by the disasters was nearly unbearable. Just now, not only had he fully exhibited the Meteorite Punch, but he also used his most powerful skill from his peak period: the Slaughter Knife. After the battle, his ability to suppress the disasters within him should have dropped to its lowest, even with a strong will, he could not avoid a short period of violent and irritable behavior. But, now, he didn't feel anything at all.
   

        He felt a quiet calmness in his heart along with a hint of bitterness that came with defeat. The tendency to be covered in black liquid, turning into a metal destroyer, and raging in destruction did not appear. He quickly scanned his body.
   

        "The Disaster accumulated in your body, has it decreased?!"
   

        This was an astoundingly surprising discovery! The Dark Hunt Organization had conducted research on hunters' beast transformations and wild beast transformations, but no solutions had been found for the root of the problem. They only had some suppressive treatments that did not solve the fundamental issue.
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        And with the reduction in disasters, this was undoubtedly a fundamental way to curb beastification.
   

        "You..." Krogg looked ahead in shock.
   

        "I don't know... have any of you heard of Secret Martial Art?"
   

        ******************************
   

        Half an hour later, Krogg and Casio changed into new clothes.
   

        And they discussed many things with each other, Including but not limited to the Empire's Secret Martial Art World, dark creatures, Dark Hunt Organization, Holy Spring Water...
   

        It was necessary for Casio to show his ability to expel the disasters accumulated in these old hunters' bodies. However, he did not say it was the effect of the wisdom rune. Instead, he credited it to the magical Secret Martial Art techniques.
   

        Anyways, the effects of Secret Martial Art techniques vary. Some mysterious ancient inheritances are even stranger, such as the Black Hand that can absorb vitality.
   

        The emergence of a Secret Martial Art capable of expelling disasters isn't strange.
   

        After all, people in the Secret Martial Art world of the Hong Li Empire don't know how many Secret Martial Art techniques are inherited and what their effects are. Not to mention the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        Also, Casio made the conditions under which Secret Martial Art works more reasonable. He said that he must spar with the old hunters there is no innate suppression of the disasters in the body of the old hunters and they are automatically stimulated. Casio can then intervene and blast them out with every move.
   

        In fact, the premise of this statement is correct, but the process is not. Old hunters don't need to spar with Casio to stimulate disasters, they just need to exhaust their strength to no longer suppress the disasters. When Casio makes a move, he does not blast the disaster out with the force of Secret Martial Art, but directly absorbs the disaster gas overflowing from the body surface.
   

        In any case, Casio has gained the trust of this group of old hunters.
   

        Throughout the afternoon, there were constantly shadows sparring on the arena deep in the dojo.
   

        Iron-face Jim, War Blade Kames, Wind Whispering Eileen, and even Bloody Axe Hebu had friendly sparring with Casio as seniors and juniors.
   

        At the beginning, they went up one by one, taking turns to recover their strength.
   

        Later, a group of people entered together for higher efficiency.
   

        Without a doubt, whether it was one by one, or five people attacking, the result did not change. At the end of the fight, the only figure standing on the arena was always Casio, like an unyielding peak.
   

        Being surrounded by four Dark Gold Level hunters, the explosive growth of his body's strength is not bad. Don't get me wrong, it's not that the five old hunters united pose a threat to Casio and can compete with him. It is about how Casio defeated these old hunters hundreds of times in an afternoon while still controlling his strength. So as not to use too much force and directly shatter one of the old guys' skeletons and accidentally kill him.
   

        In the dojo, five figures fell around the arena.
   

        Only Casio's tall body stood firmly in the middle.
   

        "Is this your limit? It's a bit disappointing…"
   

        His calm eyes scanned the people on the ground, and he spoke seriously like an instructor. Casio did not hesitate to criticize, even though these people were elderly and were seniors with a glorious past. The opportunity to remove the impact of disaster beastification was in front of them, but they couldn't continue to fight. Know that concentrated will can pierce through stubborn stones. Is it just the sparring in the afternoon, and their strength is almost not holding up?
   

        What Casio did in the afternoon was what these old hunters asked for. Krogg and others said that they wanted to spar until Casio had no strength, and they even proposed strategies such as tug of war and group fights.
   

        At that time, the five old hunters were very excited, after all, they finally saw hope of removing the disasters from their bodies. Their eyes were quite excited.
   

        But now, they were like a pile of dead fish, losing their highlights.
   

        "Cough cough cough…"
   

        On the ground, Krogg twitched his limbs and took a deep breath.
   

        "Give us another five minutes…"
   

        On the side, Kames clenched his teeth and quickly recovered his strength. Being trained by a junior was really embarrassing. But who told them to boast a few hours ago, and even shamelessly used the strategy of encirclement afterwards.
   

        Their old faces were all lost, and they still couldn't end it decently.
   

        On the side, Eileen grumbled in her heart.
   

        Who would know that Casio's strength is endless like a monster.
   

        Five or six hours of high-frequency fights without rest showed no fatigue.
   

        It can only be said that there are too many "surprises" with Casio.
   

        The next day, the sun was bright, and the air was filled with a faint smell of grass. In the southeast of the Hunters Association, Bloody Axe Hebu's house.
   

        An elderly bald man with a cane appeared at the door.
   

        He gently knocked on the door.
   

        With a squeak, the door swung open.
   

        A gnarled face peered out, a dark bruise still visible around one eye.
   

        It was none other than Butcher Krogg.
   

        "Oh, what happened? Did you get beaten up?"
   

        The old man with the cane asked curiously, a look of surprise upon his face.
   

        "Well, Rudy, just come on in..."
   

        Krogg shook his head and led the way.
   

        The two men arrived on the second floor where Rudy took in the sight of the remaining elderly hunters.
   

        All of them appeared half-dead, lying motionless on the sofas. Some tried to reach for a cup of tea to wet their parched lips, only to lower their hands again.
   

        "What's the matter, everyone? Haven't seen you in years and you all look like you're knocking on death's door?"
   

        Rudy himself was an old hunter. In fact, he was the oldest in the room, nearing eighty years old. It was surprising to him that they all looked even more frail and worn out than he did.
   

        Being very familiar with these people, he didn't hesitate to jest.
   

        "Hahaha, Eileen, how did your face get so swollen? Who dared to disrespect an elderly person this way?" Hearing his comment, Eileen grimaced and turned her head.
   

        "Oh, Kames, why are you hobbling? Hope it's not because you broke a leg. You're too old to be running around like that." Kames stayed silent.
   

        "Gem, aren't you just under fifty? The last time we saw each other, you were still agile. Now, you can hardly pour a cup of tea?"
   

        Gem looked at Rudy, his expression hidden beneath his mask.
   

        In a short time, Rudy managed to tease everyone in the room.
   

        Everyone except for Herbert. It wasn't that they weren't close; in fact, they were very close. Just last month, the two old friends were drinking at a pub in Florence.
   

        Leaning on his cane, Rudy slowly walked to the center of the living room, his gaze gleefully sweeping across his companions. "Well, well...the old, weak, sick and feeble...what a group we've got here..."
   

        Near noon, on the second floor...
   

        An old figure took up the entire couch, sighs and moans filling the living room. "Oh, my hand, my back, and my foot. My body feels like it's falling apart. This blasted boy..."
   

        "Four hours of sparring like he promised — sticking me with it the whole time! I'm eighty, how can I keep up with his beastly physique... good Lord, it's more intense and exhausting than our youthful years..."
   

        The other two sofas were filled with the other weary old hunters.
   

        Although they were also sore and miserable, their mood significantly improved watching Rudy about to pass out and the endless complaints. Suddenly, they felt rejuvenated and full of energy again.
   

        After taking a break, the old hunters finally regained some strength.
   

        They either ate or slept or bathed.
   

        Suddenly, another round of knocking echoed from the first floor.
   

        Eileen had just finished her meal on the first floor and happened to be available, so she went to answer the door.
   

        As the door opened, she was greeted by a somewhat alluring face.
   

        "Claire? What brings you here?"
   

        Eileen was somewhat surprised. She knew Claire. Or rather, she knew Claire's grandmother. In terms of seniority, Claire was supposed to call her great aunt.
   

        "Great aunt? What are you doing here?"
   

        Claire had a surprised look on her face. She had met Eileen many times when she was little and still remembered what to call her, "I came here to find Bai Kui. He's left the sanatorium? I heard from others that Bai Kui has come to visit Grandpa Herbert, so I came over today. My uncle has told me to take good care of  Bai Kui and not let another accident happen..."
   

        Claire had a surprised look on her face. She had met Eileen many times when she was little and still remembered what to call her, "I came here to find Bai Kui. He's left the sanatorium? I heard from others that Bai Kui has come to visit Grandpa Herbert, so I came over today. My uncle has told me to take good care of  Bai Kui and not let another accident happen..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Come in..."
   

        Ilian hesitated for a moment, but eventually opened the wooden door wide.
   

        The two walked in, passed the corner, and the first floor living room was in sight. The air was still filled with the delicious scent of food – lunch had clearly just ended. In the corner, against the wall, three silhouettes were helping each other with physical massages, focusing on the waist, shoulders, neck, and knees, the thumping sounds constant. Squinting, they realized the three were Jim, Kames, and Hebu.
   

        "Grandpa Hebu... Uncle Jim..."
   

        Claire was slightly stunned, then greeted them. The elderly hunters were neutral in the Hunters Association and typically only supported the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. As the niece of the Black Chief Inspector, Claire naturally knew many elderly hunters.
   

        "Uncle Jim, weren't you in the Ford County branch? Why have you come back to headquarters?" Of all the elderly hunters present, Claire was clearly most familiar with Jim. Iron-face Jim had been her father's good friend, and before his transfer to the branch, he would regularly drop by for visits.
   

        "Oh, it's little Claire. Yeah, all of us decided to gather at headquarters for these few days, so I came as well. I was planning to visit the Chief Inspector and your place tomorrow." Jim was mid-sentence when he suddenly shrank his neck.
   

        "Hiss, take it easy..."
   

        "I'm already being light, you've got a big bruise here."
   

        Kames shrugged helplessly.
   

        Claire approached curiously and discovered a thick and dark bruise on the back of Jim's neck. It looked like a swift hand knife chop, leaving a blunt and direct trace of a battle's abrupt end.  
   

        "Uncle Jim, did someone hit you?!" Claire exclaimed, "This should be reported to my uncle. Someone is attacking veteran hunters in the Organization?"
   

        "No, no, no, it was just us old guys… Well, we were just sparring. A bit of an injury is normal for this sort of thing…"
   

        Jim seemed to want to say something, but he ended up letting it go, his expression under his mask hinting at embarrassment.
   

        He picked up the hemorrhoid medication, smeared half of his palm, and applied it to Hebu, who was partially undressed. On Hebu's back was a clear slap mark on his skin. It looked severe, but it was actually one of the less serious injuries. Hebu and Ilian were the least beaten of the elderly hunters.
   

        The grouping on the sofa with the elderly hunters was at best mediocre. The ones who got it worst were upstairs: Rudy, who had just arrived that morning, and Krogg, who was the strongest and received most of the sparring. Their bodies were covered with traces of physical therapy, luckily it was just exaggerated skin trauma.
   

        "Alright…"
   

        Smelling the scent of the medication in the air, Claire didn't know what else to say. These guys were all old bones, yet they still loved driving themselves so hard whenever they gathered every few years. 
   

        "Hmmmmmmmmmmmm..."
   

        Suddenly, a horrible scream erupted from the second floor, as if from a swamp gas explosion. The very sound sent chills down one's spine.
   

        "What...what happened now?"
   

        Claire couldn't hold back; she went over and proceeded to the second floor.
   

        In the second-floor living room, on the sofa, an elderly silhouette had his entire upper body covered in medicinal plasters that resembled dog skin. The pungent smell was mind-numbing.
   

        On closer inspection, wasn't that Grandfather Rudy?! Claire had just met him at yesterday's meeting that was called due to Soss' attack. 
   

        "Grandpa Rudy, ah..." you're…"
   

        Claire took a few steps forward and headed straight for the living room. Suddenly, she spotted another silhouette on the balcony. The figure was exceptionally bulky, and his skin was dark and black-like healthy bronze within bronze. On a closer inspection, Claire realized that this wasn't a tan - it was a heavy bruising.
   

        Yes, the entire back of the man was covered in bruises.
   

        The silhouette slowly turned around, revealing Butcher Krogg.
   

        "Why did all the famous elderly hunters in the organization return to headquarters? And why are they all injured?" Claire asked, puzzled. 
   

        "Ah, Claire. Am I hallucinating because of the beating I took?"
   

        Rudy opened his old, blurry eyes and murmured to himself.
   

        "No, Grandpa Rudy, it's not a hallucination."
   

        Claire waved her hand in front of Rudy's face.
   

        "No, it must be a hallucination!" Rudy's gaze grew smug. He mumbled in a confused manner, "Bai Kui, don't even think about fooling me! I'll keep fighting you, four hours ain't nothing; I can take you on for ten hours without tiring! If I was as young as I used to be, I wouldn't even be scared of forty hours..."
   

        "Ha ha ha..."
   

        He burst into laughter and commenced murmuring to himself.
   

        "Claire, don't mind him. There's something wrong with his..."
   

        Krogg came over and pointed a finger at his temple.
   

        Claire nodded silently. She had already known about Rudy's occasional headaches and his unbearable suffering. However, she never expected them to be this severe with hallucinations, and causing himself to sustain such injuries.
   

        "Ah…" Claire sighed momentarily, praying that such a day would come later rather than sooner.
   

        "Bai Kui is on the third floor, you can knock if you need anything."
   

        Krogg reminded her. When Claire had left, he turned to look at Rudy, who was still mumbling to himself. Rudy indeed was hallucinating, but it was not due to going wild. The hallucinations were caused by decades of accumulated disasters being expelled at once, stimulating his aging brain.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        After a few more bouts, the seizures should stop completely.
   

        Krogg glanced at the stairs below, the Hebu family had gathered six veteran hunters, almost all the old survivors of the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        They have spent two days at the organization's headquarters and have developed unprecedented unity. Not just because of the joy of having the disasters within their bodies expelled, but also because of Casio. They wanted to promote Casio to the position of a Shadow Hunter, which might bring about positive changes to the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        Krogg took another look at the stairs above.
   

        As for Casio's hidden strength that rivals that of a Shadow Hunter and the magical effects of his Secret Martial Art, what does it matter? All they need to know is that Casio is here to help the Hunters Association, he can solve the issue of hunters transforming into beasts!
   

        "I hope the time for the trial assessment comes sooner…"
   

        On the third floor, Claire gently knocked on the door to a secret room.
   

        Because of the nonsense Grandfather Rudy had been spouting on the second floor earlier, she became increasingly curious about Casio. What does playing for four hours mean? And why would they continue to play? Could it be that the slender, emaciated, handsome youth had an unknown side to him? In fact, was he a very violent battle maniac?
   

        However, Bai Kui used Illusion Art, so how could he be violent?
   

        While Claire pondered, the door in front of her suddenly clicked open. The curtain on the balcony behind her fluttered, and gusts of wind blew.
   

        She squinted against the sunlight coming from inside the room and looked inside.
   

        A towering wall of rock white color filled the hallway.
   

        Half a second later, the wall turned around.
   

        Oh, it wasn't a wall, but a person. A burly muscleman who was shirtless, exposing the steel-made contours of his muscles. His arms were like cement posts, with blue and black veins coiling around them, seemingly like sturdy and robust rebar. The skin glistened with a honey-colored sheen, clearly the sweat from the recent exercise. His golden long hair lay on his shoulders, carrying a wild and unbridled aura.
   

        His black trousers and leather belt gave off a peculiar mix of civilization and savagery. All in all, he had the aura of someone powerful. One glance told that he was not an ordinary person.
   

        "Uh, hello. Is Bai Kui here? I need to talk to him…"
   

        Claire said reflexively.
   

        "Claire?" The muscleman in front of her spoke in a deep voice, as if his entire skull and chest were resonating, conveying a sense of strength.
   

        "Yes, that'd be me. Who might you be?" Claire nodded.
   

        "I'm Bai Kui. You don't recognize me after just a day?"
   

        The muscleman took a heavy step forward.
   

        "Bai... Bai Kui?!"
   

        Claire's eyes widened. Apart from his facial features somewhat resembling the Bai Kui she knew, there was no resemblance elsewhere.
   

        This nearly one meter ninety tall, tank-like physique, and muscular arms like cement pillars, in no way matched the slender feminized adolescent around one meter seventy whom she knew before! At least, Claire couldn't accept it.
   

        "You are Bai Kui? That's impossible!"
   

        Claire instinctively stepped back. Although she was very reluctant to harbor ill thoughts about others, this person's aura was truly ominous.
   

        She had already prepared herself for a possible attack.
   

        "This is your badge. I'm returning it to you."
   

        The muscleman in front suddenly extended his hand, offering a wooden badge.
   

        Claire was taken aback. The badge was indeed the one she had forcefully given to Bai Kui, which could be crushed to signal danger, allowing her to sense it instantly.
   

        She hesitated for a moment, looking at the massive palm spread out in front of her, which was big enough to grasp her entire head. Ultimately she reached out to take it back.
   

        "Bai Kui, how did you end up looking like this?"
   

        Ten minutes later, Claire reluctantly accepted the reality before her.
   

        "From the beginning, you were a seedling secretly nurtured by the old hunters, even before you joined the Dark Hunt Organization? You've kept a low profile and feigned weakness within the organization, never revealing your true strength until you possessed dominating power! Until today, you and your six teachers decided to stop hiding…"
   

        "Good heavens... good heavens..."
   

        Claire was shocked. She had not anticipated such a turn of events.
   

        Just a moment ago, she had firmly stated that she would protect Casio. Now, it seemed that Casio hardly needed any protection. If anything, his enemies needed protection from him.
   

        Claire could not gauge Casio's strength. This was an indication that the other party had similar or possibly even greater strength than her, that had been kept hidden all along.
   

        So, does that mean she has just acquired a formidable competitor?
   

        On the sofa in the living room downstairs, Claire was seated face-to-face with Rudy, Gem, and Ilian. Their facial expressions were swiftly shifting, creating an extraordinary spectacle. Each of the three old hunters seated across from her held a cup of tea, sipping leisurely.
   

        "Young Claire, your grandparents and uncles here have their difficulties too. The royal family and the council are keeping an eye on us. We simply couldn't afford to expose the talents we old folks have nurtured prematurely. Once exposed, the fate of Soss would befall upon Bai Kui, perhaps even worse, the assassination could be more rampant. After all, we're old folks now, it's inappropriate to have the legion commander stand up for us…"
   

        Rudy was leaning on his cane, speaking in casual tones.
   

        "Yes, indeed. Therefore, we have to take things slowly. Even after joining the Hunters Association, Bai Kui has kept a low profile. He has had a hard time requiring to compress his body daily with techniques similar to bone shrinking method, pretending to be weaker than he really is. He has always despised the way he looks after performing the bone shrinking method. What you saw earlier is the true form of Bai Kui when he releases his strength..."
   

        Gem adjusted his mask upwards, then took a sip of his tea.
   

        "Uh..." Claire was silent. She thought that Casio should maintain his bone shrinking state. The muscular form he exhibited earlier was too horrifying and carried an oppressive weight.
   

        "Hmm... Dear little Claire, in Auntie's opinion, it's best you avoid confronting Bai Kui. This young man doesn't hold back when he strikes. He definitely won't offer any mercy, even against old men and women…"
   

        Ilian gave a tsk three times and shook her head.
   

        "That's right, Claire. In short, In the upcoming contest for the Shadow Hunter position, it's best to avoid Bai Kui. Let him deal with Solomon from the Council and Soss from the royal family, while you remain a bystander."
   

        Rudy twirled his cane and mused aloud.
   

        Claire found it hard to keep calm. Just yesterday, Rudy had been urging her to strive actively in the upcoming days. Since Soss had been assassinated and lost an arm, his strength had greatly reduced, and so had his competitive edge. Claire saw an opportunity and she could possibly succeed in one go!
   

        However, now he was advising her to avoid Bai Kui's path.
   

        Claire was one of the topmost Dark Gold-level hunters and considered a genius since childhood. She was also proud. So, when three of her mentors showed such lack of confidence in her, she felt somewhat upset.
   

        "I am willing to admit that I cannot yet gauge Bai Kui's aura completely, but that doesn't mean I won't compete! I don't believe that my Sea Demon is weaker than his muscles." Claire pouted, "Due to the assassination of Soss, the Shadow Hunter qualification battle has been moved forward to a week from now. Each of us has been allocated a dangerous task. When the time comes, it will depend on our individual skills..."
   

        "Fair competition," she added at the end.
   

        "It's not fair... How is this fair..." Rudy shook his head.
   

        A competitor who had already achieved the strength of a Shadow Hunter had a crushing advantage over the others still at Dark-Gold level.
   

        If Claire wanted to compete against Casio, she would need to immerse herself in the Source of the Holy Spring until her limit, to greatly improve her strength. She would then need several months to master this surge of power and several years of battle experience to be proficient.
   

        Only then could she stand a chance of winning in this competition.
   

        Rudy sighed, unwilling to reveal Casio's true strength.
   

        "Anyway, don't be hasty to make a move. Let Solomon and Soss go first. You can observe the situation and then make a decision..."
   

        Rudy stood up and patted Claire's shoulder. With Claire still somewhat dazed, he left the living room and climbed the stairs to the second floor.
   

        In the living room on the second floor, Casio, having freshened up and now fully dressed, was preparing to go to the Hunters Association to claim the resources that were rightfully his.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters, Hunters Association.
   

        It's a building shaped like an onion, with grey-white tiles reflecting a hint of light. The tiles are densely stacked together. The whole building only has three floors, but covers a large area, with various sections divided inside.
   

        On the street, Casio looked up and stepped inside.
   

        Following him, Hebu, Gem and Krogg also came in.
   

        Apart from Hebu, the other two were here to report their progress at the Hunters Association. As branch directors of the Dark Hunt Organization, they would irregularly return to the headquarters once or twice a year. Since they were here, they decided to submit this year's tasks ahead of time and accompany Casio for a tour.
   

        Two minutes later, Casio and the others were led into a rest room.
   

        The badges had been submitted, and someone had gone to notify the relevant departments.
   

        In an area of the oval building where the logistics management department is located, two silhouettes are sitting on a sofa in a spacious and bright room, drinking tea and discussing matters. The man closest to the window is a middle-aged man, slightly bald. He had an aristocratic look, yet still a bit pudgy.
   

        The person further from the window is easy to distinguish.
   

        He had a handsome and deep face, and emanates an aggressive wild aura. His tall and strong body exudes a somewhat subtle aura of dominance. Coupled with his semi-long blond hair, this person is easily recognizable as Soss from a distance.
   

        "Mr. George, it's a pleasure to work with you."
   

        "A Pleasure."
   

        The two laughed and shook hands, seeming quite harmonious. They had just reached some agreements mainly regarding the Holy Springs Water. The royal family exchanged equivalent Holy Springs Water with George using other resources and favors.
   

        The Holy Springs Water has always been in the hands of the Dark Hunt Organization. Even the Imperial Royal Family or the Red Li Council can't get involved. This is a balance between the three parties. Within the Dark Hunt Organization, the Holy Baptism Cathedral undoubtedly has the most Holy Springs Water, but those priests are quite unsociable and only serve according to the rules of the organization. Apart from the Holy Baptism Cathedral, the logistics management department of the Hunters Association is undoubtedly the second most abundant in supply.
   

        The Hunters Association, as a violent organization, consumes a lot of Holy Springs Water daily and naturally has its reserve. The middle-aged man named George who is in charge of the logistics management department has some extra authority. He can take out some of the surplus reserve for secret trading.
   

        This is also the reason why Lion King Soss came here today.
   

        Having rested for two to three days, his recently reattached arm had finally stabilized. Originally, Soss was a strong contender for the position of Shadow Hunter, even the most promising among the three competitors. However, the assassination a few days ago destroyed everything. Soss, though still competitive, is no longer the front runner. His chances are at best equal to the other two, or even less since he was injured.
   

        Soss cannot accept what has happened and is trying to remedy it.
   

        The best way is undoubtedly to enhance his own strength.
   

        For example, drinking a large amount of Holy Springs Water in a short period of time can result in a significant increase in the number of Holy Marks. This can bring him back to his former strength or even go a step further. Of course, this is not without a cost. Using Holy Springs Water at a high frequency in a short period of time can greatly affect a hunter's personality and sanity.
   

        Negative impacts may arise, which can even affect future progress. The source of the Holy Springs Water is an exception. Inside its range, a magical force reduces the negative impact to a minimum.
   

        Soss knew there would be strong side effects, but his pride would not allow him to fall behind the other two. If he could become a Shadow Hunter, a small price would be worthwhile. After all, everything Lion King Soss has now, the princess's favor, the admiration of the aristocracy's children, the royal family's favor, is all based on his becoming a Shadow Hunter. Once that fails, these auras will fade away.
   

        This cost is far more painful than any side effect.
   

        Therefore, he sent his men to find George, the assistant director of the Hunters Association's logistics department, yesterday. Although George's identity was a hunter of the Hunters Association, in reality, he was an aristocrat, naturally leaning towards the royal family, and has cooperated with the royal family multiple times in the past.
   

        So, Soss was not worried that George would refuse the business.
   

        He came in person today to negotiate for the goods and, as expected, they got along well.
   

        "Thank you, Mr. George."
   

        Soss smiled and took a sip of his strong tea.
   

        "It's my honor to serve the future Shadow Hunter …"
   

        George said in a teasing manner, and the two broke into loud laughter.
   

        "It's two P.M. now, I'll take you to get the batch of Holy Springs Water."
   

        George said as he stood up.
   

        Suddenly, there was a knock on the door.
   

        "Come in …" George put down his teacup without turning his head.
   

        With a click, in came a hunter in a grey uniform.
   

        He glanced at Lion King Soss by the window and walked over to George.
   

        He whispered something into his ear.
   

        George's face changed slightly, and he asked the person to wait outside. He stood up and said to Soss, "Mr. Soss, please wait here for me for a moment. I have some business to tend to. I'm sorry, I'll be back shortly." With that, he left the sofa area and walked out the door.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Underneath the sun, Soss's brows furrowed slightly, a sense of unease looming over him.
   

        Just outside, at the end of the corridor, around a quiet corner.
   

        One of George's men pulled out a badge, half the size of a palm and in the shape of a shield. In its center was a Judgment Sword surrounded by olive tendrils and wheat patterns along its edges. The sword was engraved with detailed thorn patterns.
   

        Upon receiving it, George knew in an instant that it was genuine.
   

        This was an Honor Badge issued directly by the Legion Commander. Imitation was not only impossible but also a risk no one dared to take. He immediately thought of the recent tumultuous events.
   

        "Was it that Dark Bronze Level Hunter named Bai Kui? The one who was once the disciple of the Shadow Hunter, the Blood Axe Herbert? The least noticeable contestant for the fourth spot in the Shadow Hunter rank..." George's mind raced through all of this information.
   

        He recalled how much Holy Spring Water this honor badge could be exchanged for in the Hunters Association: 800 units! Equivalent to the total sum of the task rewards that a Dark Gold Level hunter would receive over six or seven years, this was by no means a small number. It is just a little less than what the resources management department has in reserve.
   

        If offered as payment, it would take at least two to three weeks to replenish even a little bit of the Holy Springs Water in reserve. If that was the case, then the Holy Springs Water just promised to Soss might… George's face revealed an expression of dilemma because maintaining the Royal Family's reputation was truly costly.
   

        He rubbed the uneven surface of the badge with his fingertips for a moment.
   

        After some contemplation, he asked his subordinate,
   

        "Where is he now?"
   

        Five minutes later, George walked up the stairs and arrived at the second-floor hallway.
   

        The rest room was just at the end of the hallway.
   

        He thought of what to say for a moment, then nodded with satisfaction.
   

        Indeed, George had decided to continue honoring the deal with Soss. After all, he was a noble, and there were certain things out of his control. Offending Sos - who is backed by the royal family, would not be wise. Moreover, there is a future possibility that Soss might become a Shadow Hunter. As for Bai Kui, he could still provide what was promised, just with a bit of delay. Whether it's given now or in a month doesn't make much difference...
   

        After all, what could a Dark Bronze Level hunter possibly do with so much Holy Springs Water? 
   

        He wouldn't be able to use all of it in such a short amount of time.
   

        George had it all figured out. Bai Kui was definitely the easier one to deal with - a Dark Bronze Level hunter and another old hunter, whose strength had also fallen to the level of Dark Bronze. Reason and emotions would suffice to make them understand.
   

        "Ahem ahem..."
   

        He cleared his throat, practicing a smile in front of the door. Keeping up appearances was necessary, especially when dealing with a badge issued by the commander himself.
   

        The door wasn't locked, so George adjusted his hair and walked in.
   

        "Mr. Bai Kui, I apologize… the reserve of the resources department might…"
   

        "Ah…"
   

        The fluent words suddenly got stuck in his mouth. George was petrified, holding onto the doorknob, feeling like ants were crawling on his back.
   

        Ahead, the rest room seemed to darken. The curtains shut out a third of the sunlight. On the sofa, an older man with a strong body was hidden in the darkness. He was missing his left arm, but his right arm was still robust. His facial contours were extremely intimidating, with faint black eyes exerting a pressing force.
   

        With just a casual glance, he gave off a feeling of being threatened with a blade, causing goosebumps to raise on George's neck and chest area.
   

        Beside the sofa, another muscular older man had his back facing him. It was as if George was standing before a wild and strong brown bear. The older man turned to face George upon hearing the door opening, revealing his rugged and exuberant face. His shirt was partially unbuttoned, revealing a patch of black on his bulky chest.
   

        It wasn't body hair but a peculiar fluid metal, extremely menacing.
   

        It was as if an eerie heart was pulsating outside the body.
   

        A forceful aura was rapidly approaching, intertwined with a barely repressible killing intention. George felt like he was locked onto by a bear.
   

        "Ah…"
   

        He instinctively wanted to retreat from the room. Suddenly, his eyes caught sight of the badges on each man's chest. The shape of a hand holding a Judgment Sword, made of a silver color. Only the branch leaders of the Dark Hunt Organization possessed such a badge.
   

        Both of these old men are branch leaders?!
   

        "Come on in, don't stand by the doorway,"
   

        The older man, who was as robust as a wild bear, spoke with an undeniable aura of authority. Unconsciously, George did as he was told and shut the door.
   

        Immediately, he regretted it. The door closed, leaving the room air-tight, and the aura and pressure seemed to intensify. It was not only from the two old men on the left but also the domineering aura that filled up half the room on the right. It was a young, burly man dressed in a white shirt and trousers.
   

        This man was nearly 1.9 meters tall, with a body even larger than the previous older man. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing muscular forearms as solid as granite. The upper part of his shirt was wide open, revealing a triangular-shaped muscle at the back of his neck.
   

        Like Soss, the man also had blond hair, even longer. Paired with his ruggedly handsome facial features, his eyes screamed of a domineering vibe.
   

        There was a certain resemblance between the auras of these two, but to be honest,
   

        Soss seemed like a child in his presence.
   

        George was willing to recognize him as Big Soss!
   

        The gaze of this man came across, inducing a substantial sense of oppression. He was backlit by the sunlight, accentuating the grandeur of his physique.
   

        "What were you saying about the resources department? Clarify it."
   

        His deep voice echoed in George's ears.
   

        George hurriedly said, "No... Nothing..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        He didn't know who the man before him was, nor what he intended to do. But instinctively, George immediately denied his previously prepared excuse.
   

        "Don't have any?" The towering figure of Soss in George's eyes stood up, his footsteps heavy and slow: "I'm Bai Kui, here to collect the resources for the Honor Badge..."
   

        "Bai Kui?!"
   

        George was gobsmacked, he couldn't see any similarity between the domineering brute before him and Bai Kui. Just five minutes ago, George had just looked at the full-body portrait in Bai Kui's file. It was definitively a frail Youth.
   

        How did he turn into what he looks like now which is the complete opposite?
   

        Isn't Bai Kui an illusionist? Is this what an illusionist!?
   

        "You...are you really Bai Kui?" George couldn't help but ask.
   

        Casio furrowed his brows slightly, and replied.
   

        "Yes, I was very skinny when I first joined the association."
   

        Hearing the affirmative answer, the shock in George's pupils faded halfway, but still his heart continued to surge. The momentum of the youth in front of him was not just at the Dark Copper Level, but at least at the peak of the Dark Gold Level! George himself had a White Luminance Level hunter's strength, so he could make a simple distinction. The momentum displayed by Bai Kui was even stronger than the Lion King Soss he had just met. He was unsure if the other party deliberately revealed his momentum to intimidate him, or if it was just the usual state displayed like Soss.
   

        If it's the latter, the Shadow Hunter's seat might be in jeopardy!
   

        This is what George thought, but in reality, Casio was neither of the two. On the contrary, he was actually suppressing the surging aura within his body. Suddenly escalating to a level comparable to a Veteran Fighter, the life field automatically emitted by his physical body would put an intense pressure intimidates those around him.
   

        In a sense, it could even be considered as a type of attack.
   

        So Casio was continually suppressing his aura to a normal level. 
   

        "Bai Kui…" George murmured to himself: "Sigh, alright…you…"
   

        He coughed a few times and suddenly switched to a friendly tone.
   

        "Mr. Bai Kui, please wait a little longer in the rest room. I have already called for someone to go and fetch it, twenty minutes, no, it will arrive within ten minutes!" George vowed confidently, but his gaze slowly sweeping over the entire room.
   

        A Bai Kui who appeared to be hiding his true ability, backed up by the old hunters serving as county heads in the Empire returning to the Headquarters for support. This was definitely not a soft persimmon!
   

        After weighing the pros and cons, George made the right decision.
   

        He exited the rest room with a smile on his face and let out a heavy sigh of relief. Two of his subordinates were passing by, and George immediately called them over and instructed them to rush to the warehouse and fetch eight hundred units of Holy Spring Water.
   

        Once it's properly packed, they should urgently deliver it to the person in this rest room.
   

        And then George hurriedly left.
   

        Ten minutes later, in a spacious room meant for office work.
   

        Lion King Soss had been waiting impatiently, almost twenty minutes.
   

        He held a teacup in his right hand, his gaze deep. He was thinking about how to digest this batch of Holy Spring water, and how to swiftly crush Claire Solomon with an irresistible force. The Shadow Hunter would soon be within his grasp! There was also that Bai Kui from the failed Shadow Stab Organization's assassination...
   

        Once he became a Shadow Hunter, he could easily manipulate the ants.
   

        Just as Soss was fantasizing about the wonderful future, the door was pushed open from outside. His expression immediately switched to a smile as he turned to greet the newcomer.
   

        However, contrary to expectation, the previously jovial Mr. George wore a serious expression.
   

        "I'm sorry, Mr. Soss, our stock of Holy Spring water may not be sufficient. Our deal will have to be postponed, maybe for two or three weeks..."
   

        The smile on Soss's face instantly froze.
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        "Postponed? Why?"
   

        Soss slammed his teacup down, his face as dark as iron.
   

        George sighed, turned to close the door, and then walked over to the sofa as he explained: "Just now, Hunter Bai Kui submitted his Honor Badge, wanting to withdraw eight hundred units of holy spring water from the resources management department. This badge was personally issued by the Chief Inspector, so I had no choice..."
   

        He sat down on the sofa, shaking his head as he poured himself a cup of tea.
   

        "Bai Kui..."
   

        Soss's eyes narrowed, emitting a dangerous aura.
   

        If Bai Kui took away eight hundred units of holy spring water from the Hunters Association, it would be nearly half the reserve. No wonder George said it would take another two or three weeks to replenish. This would have been tolerable under normal circumstances, but right now, Soss urgently needed the holy spring water to forcefully increase his strength. He could not afford to wait for another few weeks. Soon, the struggle for the seats would begin.
   

        "I know of the hunter called Bai Kui, but isn't he only a Black Copper level? How could he need so much holy spring water in such a short time?"
   

        In a deep voice, Soss suggested, "Can't we find an excuse to delay his resource exchange? I think, that kid wouldn't dare to suspect anything..."
   

        "Well..." said George, who was drinking water on the other side, he clicked his tongue, somewhat speechless. He had initially thought the same, but well...
   

        "I'm sorry, Mr. Soss. Our transaction must be postponed. After all, this Honor Badge was given to the veteran hunter by the Legion Commander. If Bai Kui really files a complaint, I'd be the first to go down. Please understand..."
   

        George professionally laughed.
   

        Directly opposite him, the aura around Soss became dangerously threatening. His lion-like eyes were fixed on George, creating a strong sense of suppression. Unfazed, with a smile that didn't change, George gently placed his teacup on the table. It was clear that his stance was decided.
   

        "Hmph."
   

        Soss grunted coldly, standing up and walking straight out of the room.
   

        Left alone, George let out a slow sigh. Soss's intimidation was indeed terrifying, but it paled in comparison to before.
   

        He didn't want to offend Soss and the royal family, but George was even more reluctant to offend the four people in the rest room. His instincts told him that these four were more dangerous.
   

        In the hallway outside, Soss looked coldly at the door before heading straight for the staircase. He had never imagined that a mere Black Copper-level hunter would cause him such a huge hassle at this crucial moment.
   

        The Shadow Stab Organization was useless, as several Gold Medal assassins failed to take care of one Black Copper-level hunter. No wonder it was wiped out by an unknown force before.
   

        He should have taken action personally at that time.
   

        The more Soss thought about it, the angrier he became, and his footsteps quickened. At a corner, his hair fluttered like a lion's mane. He was about to leave the association quickly.
   

        However, he suddenly saw two staff members in the hallway carrying a metal container in the opposite direction. His gaze swept over the container, raising an eyebrow. This was the large iron container used by the Hunters Association's resource management department to store holy spring water, carrying up to four hundred units.
   

        With a total of eight hundred units, it matched the resources obtained from the Honor Badge.
   

        Soss's footsteps faltered slightly, and he turned and followed.
   

        A minute or so later.
   

        In the hallway where the rest room was located.
   

        Two people ahead, and one behind, three silhouettes walked past the corner.
   

        The two staff members were somewhat out of breath. They had promised to deliver within ten minutes, but it was actually almost fifteen minutes now. The main issue was that the warehouse was quite far from the rest room.
   

        They took a few relaxed breaths, then knocked on the door.
   

        "Mr. Bai Kui, your resources are here."
   

        There were footsteps inside, then a click, and the door was opened.
   

        A strong young manappeared at the door, his face impassive.
   

        "This is your holy spring water, a total of eight hundred units..."
   

        The two staff members were about to walk into the room with the metal containers. Then, unexpectedly, a gust of wind came from the side, and a tall figure squeezed through.
   

        His speed was swift, as if he was going to knock them out of the way.
   

        "Whoosh..."
   

        Casio furrowed his brows, put his hands on the shoulders of the two staff members, and shoved them back. He then positioned himself in the doorway.
   

        "Hmph!"
   

        Soss was initially planning to enter the room for a talk. But since the other party was so unappreciative, he had to take the hard road. With a hard stomp of his right boot, his figure accelerated, and he launched himself at them like a charging lion.
   

        Boom!
   

        The entire door frame shook, and the dull sound of the collision echoed in the hallway.
   

        Soss felt a pain in his right shoulder. He felt like he had run into a towering iron wall. His powerful physique was incapable of moving it. If one were to make a comparison, it was like a lion rushing at an elephant. No, it was more like a lion charging at an even larger whale.
   

        The former could be moved slightly, but the latter was impossible to shift.
   

        "Can I take that as an attack on me, kid?"
   

        The burly man, who was half a head taller than Soss, slowly cracked his neck, with a cracking sound. The collision just now didn't affect him at all.
   

        "So, I suppose my next punch can be considered self-defense."
   

        As soon as his words fell, Soss felt a chill run down his spine. His eyes hastily caught sight of a black arc cutting through the air. Along the edge of the arc was a stream of white air, being rapidly compressed and releasing piercing shrieks.
   

        Bam!
   

        A tall figure was sent flying as if shot from a cannon, crashing through the hallway window. He then soared straight out of the Hunters Association.
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        A few seconds later, the sound of a body hitting the ground could be heard from afar.
   

        Casio glanced at the broken window, extended his left hand, and completely tore the rag on his muscular right arm. He then closed the door with a backhand swing.
   

        "Alright, give me the eight hundred units of Holy Spring Water."
   

        In the rest room, two staff members looked at each other in bewilderment.
   

        At four in the afternoon, a rumor started circulating within the Hunters Association for a week.
   

        It was said that Lion King Soss had started suffering from a mental disorder after being assassinated a few days ago. Today, at the headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization, he actually jumped out of a second floor window. He fell dozens of meters, in an extremely embarrassing manner.
   

        It seemed that the previously most powerful competitor for the position of shadow hunter was no longer up to it. Now all eyes were on the competition between Thorn Solomon and Sea Demon Claire.
   

        That afternoon, Casio took eight hundred units of Holy Spring Water from the Hunters Association and punched Lion King Soss all the way out. He was not punished in any way, not even questioned. It seemed, Soss also understood that he was wrong then, and that being punched out was indeed humiliating.
   

        Moreover, the two staff members carrying the metal cans were potential witnesses. Since Soss had initiated the fight within the Hunters Association, even if he had the support of the royal family, he would inevitably face certain punishment.
   

        ****************************
   

        Having obtained eight hundred units of Holy Spring Water, Casio's research on the Platinum Stigmata had begun in earnest. He cooperated with the Ghost Man in the World of Calamities to exchange Secret Soul power for Black Rain Villa. Then, the two forces merged.
   

        A week passed.
   

        The Platinum Stigmata on Casio's arm had reached as many as thirty-three.
   

        As his real body was in the Dark Hunting Association in the real world, he usually tested the combination of Southern Dipper Force in the World of Calamities. There were countless immortal dark creatures there, which were ideal for testing. After experimenting for a few days, Casio found that the dark creatures killed by the Southern Dipper Force developed four-tiered immortal damage characteristics, overlapping and merging with each other.
   

        Characteristics: Spiral, Decomposition, Explosion, Shock.
   

        The damage it caused was undoubtedly stronger than that of a single type of Southern Dipper Force. However, at the current stage, it had not yet reached perfection. The four-tiered damages did not work together, nor did they create a wonderful reactions. They merely stacked on top of one another, brutally damaging the dark creatures. This needed to be improved, and he could see what would happen with the addition of more Platinum Stigmata.
   

        Today was July 22, almost a month back in the past.
   

        At eight in the morning, the leader of the Mechanism Corps gave an order to the Hunters Association. The vacant position of Shadow Hunter should now be contested.
   

        There are a total of four candidates confirmed for participation.
   

        Lion King Soss, supported by the royal family.
   

        Thorn Solomon, supported by the Council.
   

        Sea Demon Claire, supported by the Dark Hunt Organization internally.
   

        Bai Kui, a Copper-ranked hunter supported by the old hunters.
   

        Once the list was out, the Hunters' Association was abuzz. They had not expected Bai Kui to actually participate in the contest for the position of Shadow Hunter this time. According to the original idea, he should have been accumulating power in secret waiting for the next competition. After all, he was young and had plenty of chances. But the reality was far from expectations.
   

        "Isn't he just handing this to them?"
   

        "I don't understand, even if that Copper-ranked hunter Bai Kui has a mental disorder, how come those old hunters have also become muddle-headed."
   

        "Sea Demon Claire, Lion King Soss, and Thorn Solomon, each and every one of them is a top-tier Dark Gold-ranked hunter. To insert someone of Copper-ranked among them, isn't it like inserting a stray dog among a pack of wolves?"
   

        "Hey, the first phase of the contest for the Shadow Hunter position is a dangerous mission assigned by the Hunters Association. The minimum requirement for the mission is Dark Gold, and it's even considered dangerous in Dark Gold rank. That kid may just be eliminated in the first phase, the Hunters Association won't pity him for being weak... "
   

        Discussion among the hunters in their gathering places went back and forth.
   

        Hunters Association, Central Hall.
   

        Four silhouettes were quietly waiting for the arrival of the Holy Light Hunter. As the president of the Hunters Association, only he could assign the tasks fairly.
   

        In the hall, three silhouettes were gazing at the person on the far right with veiled intent. Thorn Solomon, who was seeing Casio for the first time, had an apparent look of surprise on his normally calm and melancholy face.
   

        Is this towering man Bai Kui? He's evidently even larger than the lion king, Soss? Although his aura was restrained, making it hard to gauge the degree of his strength. But it's certain that he's far beyond a mere black bronze level, he is at least a master of the dark gold level. It seems that those old hunters indeed hid a lot, very cunning!
   

        Apart from Solomon, Soss was also intensely watching Casio. There was anger concealed in his eyes, with a trace of humiliation. A week ago, he was punched off at the Hunters Association, Soss almost lost his confidence.
   

        The plan to get the holy spring water from the resources management department was also thwarted.
   

        Plus, the previous arm amputation was like adding insult to injury.
   

        However, the royal family ultimately bailed him out. They paid a great price to trade for enough holy spring water from the Holy Baptism Cathedral.
   

        Soss drank the holy spring water to his limit over this week, and his physique's source energy was strengthened, moving up a notch.
   

        His strength has returned to its original peak state.
   

        The recovery of his strength swept away the gloom in Soss's heart. Whether it was his old rival, Solomon Claire, or the sudden appearance of Bai Kui.
   

        He still had full confidence in earning the title of Shadow Hunter.
   

        Five minutes passed, and a slim figure walked into the hall. He appeared to be in his forties, cultured with a refined air about him, and dressed in a black suit. A pocket watch hung on his chest, and he wore a monocle over his right eye.
   

        Lei Yu Dilixiate, the president of the Hunters Association.
   

        He's also a hunter who succeeded the title of "Holy Light" for over ten years.
   

        His face held a gentle smile, giving one the impression of a spring breeze at the first glance. This was Dilixiate's normal state in life, but once in his identity as a hunter, he would be the most terrifying and bloodthirsty sword.
   

        "Good morning, you four. Let's get to the point, each of your tasks has already been assigned yesterday, all here."
   

        Dilixiate gestured with something like a file in his hand.
   

        It was marked with categories one to four.
   

        A danger sign was stamped onto the surface of the file in red ink.
   

        Clearly, these were not just ordinary tasks.
   

        "These tasks can only be completed by you alone, if it is found that someone else has assisted, eligibility will be immediately revoked. Moreover, there is a time limit for the tasks, failure to complete within the time will also disqualify you from the competition…"
   

        "Furthermore, if any other special circumstances are found during the course of the mission, you can choose to report immediately. After all, accidents can happen at any time, and cases that far exceed the difficulty of the task can be understood. For this, I'll prepare an extra task for you."
   

        As Dilixiate spoke, he distributed the four files to the people present in order. Casio was given the number four file.
   

        He didn't know if it was an illusion, but he felt Dilixiate's gaze linger on him a little longer. Casio pondered for half a second, releasing a small amount of his aura. Dilixiate quickly shifted his gaze away.
   

        "Alright, ladies and gentlemen, you may leave now."
   

        As Dilixiate's voice rang out, the four people slowly left the hall.
   

        Casio, expressionless as always, returned to the hunter house where Hebu resided.
   

        As soon as he went in, a group of old fellows eagerly greeted him.
   

        Surrounded by the crowd, Casio opened the task in the file.
   

        Mission: Investigate the malignant cannibalism event in the Florence Commercial District.
   

        Difficulty: A
   

        Information: Fifteen days ago, a serial killing occurred in the Florence Commercial District. The murderer was brutal, active at night, and took parts of the victim's body. After investigation by the Hunters Association, it was found that a dark creature was responsible. Thus, a hunting operation was launched ten days ago. The operation failed the next day, with the loss of one dark gold level hunter and three white luminance level hunters. The dark creature was confirmed as an "A" level danger target, extremely cunning, powerful in battle, and has assassin-like stealth abilities. It is suggested that two or more dark gold level hunters carry out the operation and kill it on the spot.
   

        Deadline: Ten days
   

        Note: For detailed intelligence, you can ask the relevant personnel.
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        "A Dark Gold Level Hunter is seriously injured, and three White Luminance Level Hunters are dead. Tsk, the first stage of the competition for Shadow Hunter qualification this time is not easy. It's much more difficult than our time..." Gem clucked his tongue.
   

        "Of course, that was twenty years ago. In the recent decade, the activities of dark creatures within the entire Empire have seen a significant increase, with the emergence of dangerous individuals almost 1.5 to 2 times higher than before. Being a branch head, you should know this. Don't tell me you've actually retired after going to the branch," said Kames, who was quite familiar with Gem, in a teasing tone.
   

        "Hey, can't I enjoy my retirement? Besides, the Ford County branch I'm leading seems relatively calm. The activity and danger level of dark creatures in recent years is just one or two notches higher than before..." Gem defended himself.
   

        Seeing the conversation going off-topic, Krogg pointed at the task file and said.
   

        "The Hunters Association failed in its last operation. This ghoul-like dark creature shouldn't be underestimated, it's even fairly dangerous for a Dark Gold Level Hunter. Of course, Casio, you don't need to worry about this. The difficulty of the task lies in how to find this dark creature hiding in Florence. If it doesn't show up in ten days, it will be troublesome..."
   

        Casio nodded slightly. That was indeed something worth noting.
   

        However, he already had a solution. In the past half-month, Casio had frequent contact with the Ghost Iron Knight in the World of Calamities. He had learned more about the Black Rain Villa in its peak period, for instance, there was a kind of Black Bait Wood in the villa, which could emit a peculiar fragrance.
   

        A piece the size of a thumb could attract dark creatures. Of course, the range of the fragrance was quite limited.
   

        He planned to first learn about the specifics of the serial murders and the locations, and roughly infer the area where the ghoul was.
   

        Then, he would use the Black Bait Wood to catch the fish.
   

        "I'm going." Dressed in hunter's clothes, Casio left Hebu's house. After inquiring about the details at the Hunter's Association, he got detailed info about the whole process of the task. There were a total of seven murder cases, all in the Fourth District of Florence where all Pleasure Streets were located. Therefore, two of the victims were prostitutes from Pleasure Street.
   

        Since this task was rated as dangerous "A" level, the crime scene was still preserved, guarded by soldiers from the Security Department. Casio decided to take a look first and contact the Ghost Man through a special channel on the way.
   

        Leaving the Hunters Association, he boarded a black horse carriage.
   

        Twenty minutes later, he arrived at the Fourth District of Florence.
   

        114, Simpson Street was a meat factory.
   

        This place was the first of the series of murders, which occurred fifteen days ago.
   

        Outside the light blue rectangular warehouse, four guards in blue and black were watching the entrance. Seeing Casio coming, they hurriedly greeted him.
   

        Showing the Hunter Badge and the investigation brief issued by the Hunters Association.
   

        He went straight into the warehouse.
   

         It was almost nine in the morning and the sunlight was bright. But the inside of the warehouse was exceptionally dim. White walls were speckled with black spots, and there seemed to be solid grime and green moss in corners. Rows of shelves were smeared with a layer of unrefined oil, showing a dark yellow color. Beside the shelves were metal hooks hung on the bars above, used to hang hunk of meat.
   

        Casio saw that there was an enclosed area at the darkest part of the warehouse. Clearly, all traces were there. He walked over, and gradually caught a nauseating, acrid smell. It was like the smell of squashed bugs mixed with rotting meat.
   

        With an unchanged expression, Casio walked over. Suddenly, he stopped and lowered his head to look at the ground. It was a footprint, a footprint that was deeply embedded in the ground, twice the size of a normal human foot, with four claw-like toes sinking into the cement, a visible indentation.
   

        He walked around the footprint and looked up. A semi-destroyed wooden workbench seemed to be damaged by something gigantic. Next to the workbench was a bent iron rack that had marks of scraping on it. It seemed to be caused by some sort of metal instrument, almost like sharp scales. Casio checked all traces, and his gaze finally landed on the wall.
   

        There was a large pool of blood, with a splattered edge. The color had turned black-brown, looking like a big blotch on the wall surface. 
   

         He stepped forward and narrowed his eyes. 
   

         Extending his arm, he pressed against the wall. 
   

         With a humming sound... 
   

        He exerted his strength in rapid succession, stripping off a large piece of wall plaster along with the bloodstains. The wall underneath was exposed, revealing a spiral pattern similar to a seashell. 
   

         The pattern was about half the size of a body, deeply engraved into the wall. 
   

         "Disaster Tunnel?" 
   

         Casio's expression became grave. The spiral pattern in front of his eyes was almost identical to the one on the ancient tree beside the Knight's Old Castle. 
   

         The only difference was that this pattern was too small and coarse. 
   

         "Did the dark creature come from the deep disaster world to the surface world to hunt for food?" He frowned slightly and left the warehouse. 
   

         In the next few hours, until noon at twelve o'clock. 
   

         Casio traveled to seven places, inspecting all the crime scenes. 
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        Some discoveries were made, but the spiral pattern was missing.
   

        Perhaps, that was a one-way calamity tunnel. Some dark creature must have run out from the World of Calamities, subsequently embarking on a hunting massacre.
   

        Based on the movement trajectory of the dark creature codenamed Ghoul, Casio circled several areas on the map of Florence's fourth district. He believed these were the places where the dark creature would most likely reappear, and there were three in total.
   

        The investigation in the morning ended, and Casio, standing at the end of the lane of Pleasure Street, decided to go to the sanatorium to ask the severely injured dark gold-level hunter.
   

        Perhaps he can gain some information about the Ghoul from him.
   

        Moving his steps forward, Casio had just walked about the distance of one street when he saw a building in front of him was cordoned off, and guards in a blue-black uniform were standing around. They were directing the building's guests out.
   

        The expressions on the faces of the guests were all fearful, and their complexions were pasty white.
   

        Clearly, something horrifying had occurred inside.
   

        Casio walked over, displayed his hunter's badge to the guard, and asked what had happened. The young guard brought his superior officer over.
   

        The officer was a middle-aged man with a slightly rotund figure and a goatee.
   

        "Honorable Mr. Hunter, a homicide case occurred on the second floor. Two adult males have died. Both are in a horrific state, half of their bodies have been eaten away. We have already reported to the Hunters' Association..."
   

        "Which room on the second floor? I will have a look."
   

        Casio said, his face devoid of any expression.
   

        "The last one in the hallway on the second floor," answered the captain of the guard truthfully.
   

        Casio nodded and set off towards the inn without further delay.
   

        He had a faint feeling that he might be lucky today; maybe the mission target had come to him. This inn happened to be in one of the three areas Casio had previously marked on the map - the most likely hiding spot for the Ghoul to strike again. Coupled with the description the guard had given earlier-
   

        There were traces of gnawing on the victims. It genuinely seemed like the work of the Ghoul.
   

        The chances of this being the target Casio was after was more than fifty percent.
   

        With his strength now fully recovered, Casio wasn't afraid, no matter how dangerous the mission target was. Not just an A-rank mission, even if it was S-rank, Casio wouldn't bat an eye. The only hassle was how to locate the creature.
   

        Moving steadily forward, he passed through the lobby of the inn and climbed up the stairs.
   

        The faint smell of blood hung in the air on the second floor. Guarding the corner of the staircase were several soldiers standing upright. They only gave Casio's hunter's badge a glance before retracting their glances without making any movements.
   

        As Casio walked through, he felt the smell of blood getting stronger.
   

        He stopped in front of an open room.
   

        He saw a puddle of sticky blood slowly spreading out on the floor.
   

        Entering the room, he was met with a horrific sight.
   

        There were two bodies in total; one lying on the bed, the other rigidly sitting on a chair. The lower half of the body lying on the bed was gone, with rough traces of violent tearing at the cross-section, and the bedsheet was dyed red with fresh blood. The head of the person sitting on the chair has been clawed off, with half of the upper body gnawed clean.
   

        White bones stained with tooth marks and teeming pile of internal organs struck a visceral image. Ordinary people would probably vomit on the spot. Casio remained expressionless as ever.
   

        He examined the wound, all clean and lethal from a single strike.
   

        Narrowing his gaze, Casio went to the window and slowly drew the curtain.
   

        Light in the room dimmed significantly as the door closed. The room had now become an enclosed space, filled with the strong smell of blood.
   

        He looked at a puddle of blood accumulated in the corner of the room, slowly raised his head, and looked at the ceiling. It appeared no different from any other room, but as he fixed his gaze, a drop of blood unexpectedly fell from it.
   

        With a soft 'plop', it landed on the floor.
   

        Although the sound was light, it was still audible.
   

        There was a rustling sound, as if something invisible moved where it came from the ceiling. Eventually, it fell down and revealed its complete form.
   

        It was a dark creature that looked half-human and half-lizard, its skin was a mossy dark green color, with rings of cornified protrusion around the joints.
   

        Its whole body was like a stretchy version of a human, standing a full two meters tall.
   

        Its two arms were not thick, but rather slender. However, the palms at the ends were three inwardly curved claws, their sharp tips hooked into the flesh and skin.
   

        The head of the dark creature was indeed a magnified lizard's brain, the eyes spaced quite wide, and they were very large, giving off a sense of indescribable horror.
   

        "Heh heh heh...."
   

        The lizardman made a strange cry, revealing a humanized expression on his face.
   

        "Such a pity to have been found. Just a Black Bronze Level appetizer, a mere morsel, is far from enough!"
   

        Its lizard-like mouth split open, revealing serrated teeth with strings of flesh stuck between them. Its bright red tongue probed the air, its surface full of tumorous bumps. Ugly, and emitting a foul smell.
   

        Casio watched it quietly, concluding from its previous words.
   

        This dark creature had intentionally committed homicide, then ambushed the Dark Hunt Organization personnel at the crime scene with exceptional proficiency.
   

        "Heh heh heh...why aren't you afraid? Little snack..." The lizardman's eyes were full of blood vessels and exuded a sense of madness. As if there was something wrong with his nerves, he talked to himself: "You hunters are the most delicious food! Much more delicious than ordinary humans! Let me count..."
   

        "I've eaten two White Luminance Level hunters, and more than a dozen Black Bronze Level hunters. It's such a pity that I've never had a Dark Gold Level one, I think that would be even more delicious! Heh heh heh...heh heh heh..." The lizardman began to laugh.
   

        Then, step by step it walked heavily towards Casio. It didn't attack right away, but instead picked up a corpse nearby and started gnawing slowly.
   

        Blood gushed from its large mouth, as if it had swallowed a whole orange.
   

        The lizardman looked questioningly at Casio, who hadn't moved a step. A disappointed expression appeared on his face: "Why are you not the least bit scared? Show some despair! Hunters at the Black Bronze Level are no different from ordinary humans in front of me, they are all food. My favourite is the smell of despair just before death, such food is the most delicious, the sweetest..."
   

        "So you're the ghoul that's been lurking in the Fourth Quadrant of Florence for the past half a month?" As Casio stared at the lizardman, his aura remained unchanged.
   

        "Ghoul?" The lizardman was taken aback. Today was its second crime in half a month, the previous one was in a residential area. But if it could instill fear in the hunter before him, the lizardman didn't mind admitting it.
   

        "Of course it's me, heh heh heh... So, are you scared now?"
   

        It persistently asked this question, and was exceptionally mad.
   

        "Since you are that ghoul, then tell me what the deal is with the spiral pattern on the wall of Vic's Meat Slaughterhouse. If your answer satisfies me, you might be able to live a little longer." With a slight pull of his right hand, Casio closed the curtain completely.
   

        "Heh heh heh, interesting hunter..."
   

        "I've decided to savor your brain!"
   

        With a rip sound,
   

        The corpse in the lizardman's hand was torn in half by brute force, sending a spray of blood and internal organs flying. The whole room shook and a charging figure materialized.
   

        Six terrifying and deformed hook claws ripped powerfully through the air!
   

        With uncanny speed, it charged towards Casio's position.
   

        With a bang, the entire wall of the second floor of the inn vibrated violently.
   

        Stone powder exploded, sunlight poured in through a man-sized hole.
   

        The silhouette of the lizardman loomed in the mist, but Casio was nowhere to be seen before him. It wore a dumbfounded expression as it lowered its head to its left shoulder. An entire arm and part of the torso were torn off haphazardly by a massive force.
   

        A large pool of green blood accumulated on the ground.
   

        "You!!!"
   

        The lizardman turned his head violently to look at the other corner of the room.
   

        There was a tall figure standing on the edge of the sunlight, holding a bloody limb. The man was expressionless, like a statue.
   

        He slowly extended his right hand, the limb of the lizardman gripped upside down in it began to decompose. Small fragments of dark red fell like snowflakes.
   

        "Answer my question, I don't want to say it a third time, reptile..."
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        "Hehehe... indeed, you're much stronger than the hunters I've killed before." The lizardman's eyes, the size of ping pong balls, bulged out, looking terrifying: "But the stronger the prey, the better it tastes..."
   

        "I can already smell the mouthwatering aroma of your body! Hehehe..." It continued to laugh grotesquely, seemingly unafraid of the brute strength that Casio just displayed when he ripped apart its left arm. Amidst the gruesome laughter, pieces of flesh bubbled up around the lizardman's left shoulder, wriggling under the green skin like mice.
   

        All the tumours stacked up at the bloody stump of its severed arm, the lizardman's smile exaggeratedly wide, its tusks grinding subtly.
   

        "Gurgle..."
   

        The muscles and veins swelled at the location of the severed left arm. A hunk of meat about five centimetres long sprouted but instantly collapsed into a pool of flesh mud.
   

        It was as though there was an invisible, high-speed rotating blade in the space at that spot, pulverizing all the regrown flesh and blood into dust. A huge spray of blood exploded outward, splattering against the walls.
   

        "What?!"
   

        This time, genuine panic crossed its face. The lizardman's dark green pupils contracted to a tiny dot. Its strength was one reason for its audacity, but more importantly, it had a formidable regenerative ability! Its regeneration abilities were vastly superior to those of most dark creatures in the real world.
   

        This was its most crucial ability and the source of its arrogance.
   

        And now, this pillar-like ability had been invalidated by the man before him.
   

        A sense of danger it hadn't felt in a long time overwhelmed the lizardman. It abruptly accelerated forward, its two solid legs swelling up even more.
   

        The room shook with a loud bang, and a flash of green light charged towards Casio.
   

        The silhouette hurtled towards Casio, seeming like it was prepared for a fight to the death, but suddenly it veered and darted towards a hole in the wall.
   

        The lizardman was trying to escape!
   

        If it could increase its distance from Casio, leave the inn and enter the bustling streets, it could disappear among the crowd immediately. 
   

        "Once I recover, I will make you pay!!!"
   

        This thought flashed across the lizardman's mind, but suddenly, it felt a searing pain shoot through the right side of its body, followed by its left leg, and finally, its right leg.
   

        It lost balance and tumbled to the ground, gushing green blood as it rolled, not stopping until it hit a corner with a thud. The lizardman struggled to lift its head, only to see the cold-faced youth standing under the sunlight, silently watching it. In his hand, he was holding a muscular leg, dripping with fresh blood.
   

        "I guess we need to try a different approach to questioning, Ghoul..."
   

        "Ghoul?" The lizardman's frenzied mind sobered up instantly, "Wait! Wait! You've got the wrong guy! I'm not a Ghoul! I've only been active in this area twice in the past two weeks, and today is the second time. So, I'm not the one you're looking for..."
   

        "Oh?" Casio squinted slightly, "Such a cunning dark creature, huh? Even now, when I've rendered your limbs useless, you're still trying to deceive me? Anyway, whether you are or not, let me interrogate you first..."
   

         In the information provided for the Florence Ghoul investigation, certain details were made very clear. A Ghoul was described as a "Level A" dangerous target, exceptionally cunning, with formidable fighting abilities and stealth akin to an assassin.
   

        Every single one of these points corresponded perfectly with the lizardman before him.
   

        Not to mention that this lizardman also liked to eat humans.
   

        Just earlier, right before the fight started, it had been eating human while simultaneously threatening him. This was clear evidence of its greed for human flesh. The probability was very high!
   

        Casio felt lucky for once. He had chanced upon the target of his mission soon after he set out.
   

        Now, all he had to do was to torture out the information about the spiral pattern in the meat factory, and he could hand it over to the Dark Hunt Organization. Casio's first phase of the mission would be completed.
   

        With these thoughts in his head, he stepped forward. Behind him, the black spirit rose in the sunlight, quickly outlining a monstrous humanoid silhouette. A ferocious, evil, demonic giant.
   

        "No, you, you! You're not even human!"
   

        The lizardman's eyes were about to pop out of their sockets. It stared fixedly at Casio and the giant shadow behind him, a look of despair and fear etched on its face.
   

        ...
   

        Rita was a White Luminance Level Hunter in the Hunters Association, newly promoted six months ago. She had been temporarily assigned to the Special Action Department in Florence to handle the supernatural events that occurred in the commercial district of the royal capital. Two other White Luminance Level Hunters were serving in the same capacity, each forming a squad with five Black Copper Level Hunters. It was a hard job.
   

        Being the largest and most prosperous city within the Empire, Florence had a high population density, therefore the quantity and quality of dark creatures were undoubtedly high. Although the Dark Hunting Association headquarters maintained some control, preventing large-scale incidents, frontline Hunters faced unavoidable risks.
   

        For example, the infamous Invisible Assassin, who liked to hide at the crime scene and ambush the hunters who arrived, had already caused the deaths of two White Luminance Level Hunters. Rita could face this problem too if the Invisible Assassin were to strike in the commercial district. However, there had recently been a breakthrough. The mission related to the Invisible Assassin had been withdrawn from the Hunters Association two days ago, likely taken over by a high-level Hunter. Results were expected soon.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Today, Rita was at the Special Action Department, processing morning duties.
   

        However, she suddenly received a message. In Florence Quarter Four, Chuck Street 214, Reed Hotel. A murder case had occurred, with two victims. Half of the corpses were gnawed away, confirming the involvement of creatures from the darkness.
   

        Upon receiving the notice, Rita immediately led her team to Chuck Street and arrived outside the hotel in about five minutes.
   

        She wore a slightly tight blue hunter's uniform and stood in front of the guard captain to inquire about the situation. When she was told that a hunter had arrived for an inspection of the crime scene on the second floor just a minute ago, Rita subconsciously gazed at the hotel.
   

        At that moment, there was a sudden explosion in one of the rooms on the second floor, as if there was a bomb inside. Afterward, rubble was flying and a hole the size of a person appeared at the side of the window. Traces of blood splattered faintly from it.
   

        "This is bad! Creatures from the darkness! It might very well be an invisible assassin..."
   

        Rita's face drastically changed as she immediately rushed towards the hotel. It was clear that evidence of a battle had just taken place. Concealed within the crime scene was undoubtedly a creature from the darkness. The ones who enjoy doing such things are none other than invisible assassins!
   

        The fate of the hunter who had gone ahead to inspect the situation seemed dire!
   

        An invisible assassin had killed two White Luminance Level hunters, and probably it would take the intervention of a Dark Gold Level hunter to kill it. But the Dark Copper Level hunter who had gone earlier, was just another prey to the shadowy assassin.
   

        Rita's heart had already resigned that hunter to a death sentence.
   

        Zip, zip, zip...
   

        A White Luminance Level hunter was leading. Five Dark Copper Level hunters followed hastily. They burst into the lobby and ran up the stairs, flying past the flustered guards, straight to the room at the end of the corridor. Just as they were about to reach it:
   

        An extremely eerie wail of agony echoed from the room.
   

        It was not only the physical strain of the vocal cords but also the anguish of a soul crying out. It was as if a living person was watching themselves being chewed inch by inch by numerous teeth, powerless to do anything about it and suffering a hopeless death.
   

        "Damn it! The invisible assassin!"
   

        Rita quickened her pace, grit her teeth and led her team to crash in.
   

        As the door broke, she caught sight of the scene in front of her.
   

        There was no bloody mastication scene or crazy demon with its mouth full of blood. Instead, a strong youth crouched on the ground with a few drops of green blood on his expressionless face and cold eyes. He reached out a strong arm and pressed it on the skull of a lizard, slowly turning and pressing down his five fingers. Bit by bit, he stuffed the deformed metal head into the chest of the dark creature. Chunks of meat around the hole looked like a squeezed sponge. Green blood gushed out continuously, drenching the floor!
   

        "..."
   

        Rita and her crew were stiffened in place, the rooms seemed dead silent.
   

        A scream broke that silence.
   

        "Ah ah ah ah ah ah! I genuinely don't know what that spiral pattern is! I swear, I'm not the ghoul! I was just messing with you! Believe me, believe me ah ah ah ah ah ah ah!" Nonsensical words were eventually drowned out by screams when the lizardman's head was brutally twisted three hundred and sixty degrees by the steel clamp-like fingers.
   

        "Monster! Kill me, just kill me! Gah gah gah..."
   

        The lizardman seemed to have gone crazy from torture, his mind shattered.
   

        Casio slightly furrowed his brows, sensing something off. It wasn't the first time he tortured a creature of darkness, but such creatures, having wisdom, behaved more like cold-blooded animals. The lizardman before him, on the other hand, seemed more human-like. Quick to show emotions, but also fast to have a mental breakdown.
   

        Compared to the creatures of darkness Casio had encountered before, this lizardman behaved more like a mental patient. He had distinctly human-like terror and despair.
   

        At the doorway, Rita and her comrades didn't dare say a word, for fear that the slightest commotion would attract his attention, and they'd wind up just like that lizardman.
   

        Rita looked at the scattered limbs and upper body of the lizardman, now recognising the characteristics of the invisible assassin. She found it mortifying that such a creature from darkness, capable of hunting down multiple White Luminance Level hunters, was now reduced to a begging, armless mess on the floor.
   

        The air reeked of blood, it was so intense that it was nearly suffocating.
   

        Reluctantly, Rita had to admit that she was truly afraid now.
   

        Her gaze slid downwards, her eyes catching on something, and the very next moment, her whole body relaxed. Rita had seen the Hunter Badge on Casio. He was a comrade! He must've been dispatched to handle the Invisible Hunter mission!
   

        From the side of the room, a deep gaze was cast over. A man slowly stood up, a dismembered body of a lizardman in his hands. He asked politely.
   

        "Madam, do you happen to have a wooden travel case? Preferably a large one..."
   

        *******************************
   

        At twelve-thirty in the afternoon, the sun was shining brightly.
   

        At the entrance of Reed Hotel, Rita's six-member team watched the tall figure in the distance walk away. He was carrying a large travel case.
   

        Something viscous was slowly dripping from the bottom of the travel case.
   

        "Phew, another supernatural event resolved. That was really dangerous just now. If that man hadn't stepped in before our team, I'm afraid none of us would've survived..."
   

        Cold sweat trickled down Rita's back.
   

        The man, though aloof, having uttered only one sentence the entire time, had saved her life indirectly for which Rita was grateful.
   

        At one in the afternoon, at the sanatorium in Florence's seventh district.
   

        Baro was lying on a soft, white patient bed, three of his limbs wrapped in bandages, immobilized. Only his right hand was free. He slowly reached out to grab some fruit from the bedside table.
   

        His movements were shaky, much like those of an elderly person.
   

        Although Baro currently looked incapacitated, he had been a Dark Gold Level hunter at the peak of his prime, known as the Sword Ax, just ten days ago. But their ghoul hunt had failed miserably. Three White Luminance Level hunters had perished on the spot, and he was the only one who barely escaped. It was the worst defeat he had ever experienced. They were utterly dominated by the ghoul, as if it was a cat playing with a mouse.
   

        If the ghoul hadn't been toying with them, he wouldn't have even had a chance to escape. According to his estimations, it would take at least two Dark Gold Level hunters to contend with a ghoul, and three would have the best odds.
   

        Or, perhaps the top Dark Gold Hunters who were just a step away from becoming Shadow Hunters. They would be eligible to undertake the task alone.
   

        While lost in his thoughts, Baro heard some voices outside his door. Then, a handsome young man carrying a hand suitcase walked in.
   

        "Hello, Hunter Baro. I am Bai Kui, one of the four contenders for the seat of the Shadow Hunter in this round. The first phase examination mission is related to the ghoul which has been unusually active recently. The Hunters' Association said that I could get more detailed information here. Sorry for the disturbance..." the young man said in a deep voice.
   

        "Bai Kui? A Shadow Hunter seat?"
   

        Baro gradually remembered. He had heard some rumors from the Hunters' Association about ten days ago. The Bai Kui in front of him was a disciple of Bloody Axe Herbert.
   

        But, wasn't Bai Kui just of a Bronze Level? And he's really participating in this round of competition for a Shadow Hunter seat? Baro cast a glance at the badge on Casio's chest and saw it was indeed of Bronze Level. His eyes showed some displeasure.
   

        It's not a game to carry out the hunting missions from the Hunters' Association! How could they assign such dangerous missions to a hunter whose strength is clearly inadequate? Baro had personally experienced how terrifying a ghoul was, and only top Dark Gold Level hunters would qualify to be involved. Was this Bronze Level Bai Kui here for a suicide mission?
   

        "I'm sorry, my wounds are not stable yet and I need some alone time to rest. Come back to me when I'm feeling better..."
   

        To reject Bai Kui was Baro's indirect way of saving Herbert's face.
   

        "Hunter Baro, I won't take up much of your time, just five seconds will do. I just want you to identify... whether this reptile really is that ghoul." Casio suddenly opened his large travel case. Inside was a twisted, quivering mess of flesh.
   

        In the middle of it, a lizard's head stared wide-eyed, utterly desperate and in pain.
   

        "!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Baro's pupils contracted. His right hand trembled slightly, almost spilling the water from the cup. He looked at the mass of rotten flesh in the travel case, then again at the expressionless Casio. He suddenly felt that he seemed to be losing touch with the younger generation of hunters. This was too cruel! To hammer a dark creature into the size of a travel case, and then bring it to another for identification.
   

        This brutal method seemed even more savage than the dark being itself.
   

        At the very least, the head inside the case had lost the gleam in its eyes.
   

        It was covered in a layer of gray, as if it had suffered a spiritual collapse.
   

        And yet, with Baro's keen eye as a Dark Gold Level hunter, he was sure the dark being inside the case wasn't just any ordinary creature, it'd have to have been dangerous.
   

        The young man brutally subdued it, savagely stuffing it into a case. His strength was undoubtedly beyond the Black Copper Badge rank that his chest indicated. Baro's thoughts raced, finally nodding his head, saying: "Put that lump on the ground. Spread it out a bit, it's mushed together, I can't see its distinctive features clearly." Saying this, in his heart, he was already mostly certain the creature was not a ghoul. Baro wanted to see which exotic species Casio had caught.
   

        With a rustling sound, the wooden travel case opened up. Casio took out the Lizardman, which was still dripping with green blood, and laid it on the surface of the case. A strong, putrid smell filled the room, covering almost everything.
   

        Baro moved closer to the foot of the bed, squinting to examine the creature's features. Seeing this, Casio lightly applied his palm to the Lizardman's body, removing its Deathfang Power. Immediately, the fleshy tumor wriggled and grew, the creature's undead nature kicking back into action. The pile of rotten flesh gradually lengthened into something the size of a young human.
   

        The creature's lower half still hadn't grown back, only leaving behind a misshapen upper body.
   

        "Green skin, scales, a lizard-like head..."
   

        Baro had some impressions, and immediately said: "Hunter Bai Kui, this creature is not a ghoul, but likely an invisible assassin. It has been active in the commercial and residential areas of Florence over the past two months. It likes to linger at the crime scene after committing a crime, using its ability to hide its aura and shape to launch surprise attacks. It has killed two White Luminance Level hunters, it is an A-grade danger…"
   

        His tone paused slightly, ignoring the stench of blood in the air, and continued: "The ghoul is about two meters tall, its entire body is covered with a shark-like grey, smooth skin, and its entire back has densely packed bone spines connected to its tail. The ghoul's mouth is huge; two-thirds of its head is just mouth, which results in its eyes being exceedingly narrow..."
   

        After Baro finished speaking, he looked again at the Lizardman. Its legs had already grown past the knees, the red flesh buds and white bones entwined.
   

        It had a sinister and nauseating bizarre sense of vitality.
   

        "So, it wasn't a ghoul, hmm... Seems like I was deceived…"
   

        While Casio spoke in an indifferent tone, his hand resting on the Lizardman's head was as crimson as blood. The Deathfang Power raced out, spreading all over in a way that resembled a spider's web covering its entire body.
   

        With a loud bang, half of the Lizardman's body exploded into a concise and clean mist of blood. There were no impurities, all were turned into dust. A gust of cold wind blew in from the window, blowing all of the mist away. Casio was only left with a lizard's head, its expression twisted, its mouth wide open, silently screaming. Apparently, a mental collapse did not mean it wouldn't feel physical pain.
   

        He casually threw the head into the travel case like it was just garbage.
   

        Casio picked up the case, heading towards the door while saying: "Sorry to have interrupted your rest, Hunter Baro. I wish you a speedy recovery."
   

        "Ah..."
   

        Baro stretched out his right hand, intending to say something, but the door was banged shut. He was a bit lost. Wasn't I supposed to provide him with detailed intelligence? Why did he leave after hearing the description of a ghoul? Didn't he need to know about its abilities or power levels?
   

        At last, he just shook his head on his patient bed, leaning back.
   

        He let out a long sigh.
   

        "The younger generation nowadays sure are brave, ruthless and confident."
   

        "Speaking of which, this invisible hunter is no pushover. The fact that Bai Kui was able to hunt it so easily means there could be unexpected changes in the fight for the Shadow Hunter's seat. It remains to be seen how the three forces will deal with this black horse…" Baro's eyes flashed with interest as he muttered to himself.
   

        Five minutes later, outside the sanatorium, underneath the scorching and blinding sun.
   

        Casio was slightly disappointed. He originally thought that he was in luck today, but it turned out to be a fake ghoul. The centrally named invisible killer had experienced a mental breakdown and was worthless. He would leave it to the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters to handle.
   

        He turned slightly, heading towards the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters.
   

        Elsewhere, in the city of Florence, the other three Dark Gold Level hunters were also in action. They, like Casio, were obtaining detailed information and investigating the crime scene. Some of them were progressing slowly, while others were moving quickly.
   

        Like Solomon of the Thorns, for instance.
   

        The Sinful Thorn Technique that he cultivated had the effect of tracking aura. As long as Solomon used the Thorns to feel the residual traces of energy at the crime scene, he would be alerted the next time that specific energy aura appeared. He had just stepped out of a building on the streets, this keen-eyed young man with black hair.
   

        His black pupils were deep, his eyebrows sharp. His facial features were delicate, yet there was a distinct sense of brooding coldness about him. One glance and you could tell that he was a ruthless, reticent character. His hunter uniform clung to his form, his hands covered with fingerless gloves, made from black leather.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        It was one o'clock in the afternoon, with intense sunlight filtering down. Solomon squinted slightly as he walked towards his next destination, simultaneously pulling out his dossier.
   

        Under the sun, the text at the top of the dossier stood out prominently.
   

        Investigate and eliminate the invisible assassin hidden in the Florence residential area!
   

        Below was a list of text information.
   

        For instance, the extreme threat posed by the invisible assassin, classed as an "A" level threat. Capable of concealing his aura and form, he is a natural master of ambushes. He often strikes in the commercial and residential areas of Florence.
   

        "It's not going to be an easy task… especially that invisibility ability…"
   

        Solomon frowned a little, feeling that he was given a rather challenging mission. He has no doubt that he can defeat the opponent, but dark creatures are not so easily killed. They can very well sacrifice a portion of their structure, burst through his defenses, and bite into the crowd.
   

        In that case, attempting to hunt them for a second time could prove more troublesome.
   

        "Take it slow, first investigate the situation for the next two days, analyze the target's location. Then think about what means to use to restrict its movement…"
   

        With this thought in his mind, Solomon had already walked through four or five streets. As he was about to round the corner at an intersection, the Sinful Thorn in his body suddenly twitched as if sensing a familiar aura.
   

        "Mmm?"
   

        Solomon abruptly lifted his head, looking in the direction of his right hand. Over there was a spacious greyish-white street. A wooden sign stood firmly on it, written in black paint: Chuck Street. He didn't hesitate at all, quickly walking in.
   

        Small ripples arose in his black pupils.
   

        A hunch told Solomon that he might get lucky today. He had only just started the investigation a few hours ago, and already he had stumbled across traces of his mission target. This was the fourth area of Florence, the commercial district. The invisible assassin had committed a crime here twelve days ago, killing three black copper hunters.
   

        Perhaps, it would come back here again for a stroll.
   

        Quickening his pace, Solomon headed towards the other end of Chuck Street.
   

        Sure enough, at the entrance of a four-storied inn, a dozen guards had cordoned off the crime scene. Evidently, something had happened here.
   

        Eagerly, Solomon headed over, his gaze quickly scanning the scene.
   

        At the end of a room on the second floor of the inn, a human-sized hole was visible in the wall, even traces of blood could still be faintly made out. His eyes narrowed, and after showing the insignia of the Hunter Badge, he dashed into the building as swift as an arrow.
   

        First, it was the hall, then the stairs.
   

        The Sinful Thorn quivered slightly in his body as the scent left behind by the mission target in the air became increasingly strong. A rare excitement emerged on his usually cold and gloomy face, a surge of warmth coursing through his chest. The Sinful Thorn Technique instantly activated, it felt as though countless thorns were entwining beneath his skin.
   

        The sense of pain from his muscles brought Solomon an intense stimulation. He swiftly entered a state of utmost focus, his strength gathering continuously.
   

        Facing an "A" level threat meant he had to take it seriously.
   

        Whoosh, he rushed up to the second floor. Before the guards could react, Solomon was already at the end of the hallway like a gust of wind. By the door of the room, Rita and her team members were collecting fragments of two corpses and placing them in a box resembling a black coffin. An air wave approached, and Rita was the first to react. She turned her head and was surprised to see Solomon. Of course, she recognized this face as a strong competitor among the shadow hunters.
   

        "Lord Solomon? You…"
   

        Before Rita could finish speaking, she was suddenly pushed onto the hallway above. The other members of the team were likewise swiftly moved aside, in a chaotic mess.
   

        "Clear this room! The invisible assassin is in here!!"
   

        Excitement flashed in Solomon's eyes as he charged in. The strong scent emanating from this room made Solomon one hundred percent certain that the invisible assassin was still concealed in there! It seemed that it felt Rita and her group were not a big enough catch, and it wanted to snag bigger fish! Well, Solomon would give it what it wanted, he would see who the real shark was?!
   

        His figure disappeared in a blink, and Solomon instantly appeared in the inner room. Countless black thorns erupted from under his skin, engulfing the young man like a mass of tentacles. The Sinful Thorn shot out in all directions, lodging in every corner of the room. It was like a massive sea urchin at the bottom of the ocean.
   

        "Thump, Thump, Thump, Thump, Thump, Thump…"
   

        A series of collision sounds rang out, but there was no sound that Solomon wanted to hear.
   

        "Come out!"
   

        He shouted, and with a swish of his right hand, the wildly swirling black thorns turned all the furniture inside the house to shreds, leaving dappled traces on the walls.
   

        "Hmm? How could there be nobody here, impossible..."
   

        Solomon looked puzzled. The aura in this house was the strongest, but there was not a trace of the invisible assassin.
   

        Just as he was about to inflict damage again to force the assassin out, he heard a faint voice at the door, "Master Solomon, are you looking for the invisible assassin? He has already been defeated and taken away by another master."
   

        "What?"
   

        Solomon looked a bit flustered, so he had just been wildly attacking at thin air. With a splash, all the thorns returned to his body. Solomon walked towards Rita, starting to ask for the detailed account.
   

        Five minutes later, he understood.
   

        A murder did occur here, and there indeed was an invisible assassin waiting for his prey. However, a strong young hunter had passed by, directly charging in the upstairs room and blowing the assassin to pieces. He even asked Rita for a travel case, packed up the remains, and left.
   

        Rita didn't see the course of events. By the time she entered the room, the body of the invisible assassin had already been reduced to less than half. As Solomon listened to Rita's description, he increasingly felt that this hunter sounded like a particular person.
   

        Almost 1.9 meters tall, burly and strong, with handsome blond hair.
   

        That's right, it must be Lion King Soss! However, it was Big Soss. Because the young man was wearing a Black Copper Hunter Badge, undoubtedly Bai Kui.
   

        How did he capture my target before me?!
   

        Solomon was a bit stunned, not knowing what to do for a moment.
   

        After a while, he decided to return to the Dark Hunt Organization headquarters first.
   

        Time passed, and it was about half-past one in the afternoon.
   

        Florence's Seventh District, Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters, Hunters Association.
   

        As soon as Solomon returned, he was notified to go to the Hunters Association Hall.
   

        He pushed open the door and saw two tall figures standing on either side. On the left was a refined gentleman in a black suit, Lei Yu, the Holy Light Hunter. On the right was a towering young man who Solomon had just met earlier in the morning, Bai Kui, the Black Copper level Hunter, and a disciple of Bloody Axe Herbert.
   

        Looking at the burly physique and the cold unexpressive contour of his face, Solomon found the Black Copper Badge on Bai Kui's chest even more annoying.
   

        It would have been better not to wear it. Top Dark Gold strength is hidden behind a Black Copper shell. This is not how you hide your true strength and keep a low profile.
   

        Solomon approached the two step by step, squinting his eyes.
   

        "I'm sorry, Solomon. You probably will need to find an alternative task. The A-level dangerous target Invisible Hunter was accidentally caught by Bai Kui. This is an exceptional circumstance," said Lei Yu.
   

        "..." Solomon was silent for a while: "Can I take a look?"
   

        Lei Yu turned to look at Casio, who picked up the travel case at his feet, opened it, and revealed a lone head inside.
   

        A bloody and grotesque Lizardman's head, undoubtedly the "A" level dangerous creature — the Invisible Hunter.
   

        Solomon took a deep look at the miserable state of the Invisible Hunter, then fixed his eyes on Casio. The deep and serene eyes of the man before him seemed to be holding a blackened pond, devoid of any waves. Yet the more one looked into them, the more one got an eerie feeling, as if a monstrous creature was sealed under that pond.
   

        You never knew when that creature would rush out and massacre mercilessly.
   

        He slowly took a breath. Solomon's intuition told him that the greatest threat in this Shadow Hunter seat battle was not the other two old opponents, but the mysterious man in front of him who had suddenly emerged...
   

        Is he really the Bai Kui from the past?
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        On the first day of the Shadow Hunter seat competition, mission targets were already being hunted down. However, it was unfortunate that Casio caught the wrong one. He accidentally completed Thorn Solomon's task, which was a bit of a blunder.
   

        He had overestimated his luck.
   

        Since he couldn't rely on fortune, Casio could only proceed with his original plan. The Black Bait Wood from Black Rain Villa that can attract creatures of darkness should be able to lend him a hand. Casio originally planned to contact the Ghost Man through special channels at noon, but he was delayed by an invisible assassin.
   

        He dismissed it, since he could meet again at dusk.
   

        At two P.M., Casio returned to the old Hunter Hebu's house.
   

        As he entered the hall on the first floor, he saw all the elderly hunters waiting silently for him. Hearing movement from around the corner, their eyes turned to Casio.
   

        "What a pity, it turns out it wasn't that ghoul. Otherwise, you could have completed the assessment by noon on the first day." Gem said, shaking his head.
   

        "It doesn't matter, since we have the strength, it makes no difference when we complete it. If we can deal with an A-level target like the invisible assassin, we can naturally deal with the ghoul hiding in the commercial district."
   

        Krogg said in a low voice, his tone full of confidence. Or rather, it was full of confidence in Casio's strength. After all, he was the main contender in previous sparings with the elderly hunters, hence had the clearest understanding of Casio's power.
   

        An authentic, professional Shadow Hunter-level expert performing tasks to compete for the Shadow Hunter seat was like an adult bullying a child. If not for the strict and important procedures within the Hunters Association, Casio could have risen in hunter rank by showing his true abilities.
   

        "Yeah, whether it's early or late, there's not really a big difference. After all, this examination is designed to select individuals; being the first won't give you an advantage. It might only add a bit more pressure on others." Kames said.
   

        "Either way it doesn't matter, the next Shadow Hunter is certainly you."
   

        Sitting on the sofa and holding a cane in his hand, Rudy was certain.
   

        Just a few days ago, he was supporting the Sea Demon Claire. Now he has switched to supporting Casio and has begun to discreetly persuade Claire to give up. It was beyond doubt who would be named as the fifth Shadow Hunter.
   

        There were six old hunters in the hall on the first floor, none of them showing the tension held by other Forces. Instead, snacks were piled on the table, tea was served, and they were all chatting away as if the Shadow Hunter competition hadn't started yet.
   

        Their support for Casio would not waver, not just because of Casio's absolute strength, but also because Casio had helped them eradicate the disastrous aura accumulated in their bodies for many years. To these elderly hunters who have been battling with creatures of darkness all year round, they could endure physical wounds, but mental madness was unbearable. They hated creatures of darkness the most. Hence, becoming a confused Wild Beast in their later years due to the constant use of Holy Spring Water was nothing short of an insult. The elderly hunters would rather die than turn into such creatures of darkness.
   

        Therefore, many elderly hunters feeling that they could no longer hold on to their will would arrange their own affairs and end their lives.
   

        To avoid turning into the form they hated the most from going berserk.
   

        And Casio's physical therapy combat method, undoubtedly, resolved this issue. The elderly hunters are grateful for him and hold high respect for him.
   

        They want Casio to become a Shadow Hunter and hold a high position in the Association.
   

        That way, this physical therapy might be able to be implemented on a larger scale.
   

        Helping more hunters in the Hunters Association desperately needing to resolve the problem of turning into Wild Beasts. So these distinguished fighters don't have to pathetically commit suicide.
   

        Of course, until Casio decides himself to reveal his physical therapy method, the elderly hunters would keep it a secret. It all depends on his will. The elderly hunters have the intention to disclose, yet would never overstep the order.
   

        Time whisked by, and soon it was dusk.
   

        A tall figure stood on the half-moon balcony, quietly looking down at the green grass and trees, and the white enclosure wall. This was a single house near the Hunters Association, originally belonging to the elderly hunter Rudy. These past few days, Rudy had given it to Casio, as it was not very convenient for him to stay all the time in the hunters' apartment. Having a private space, Casio could obviously be more comfortable.
   

        The warm breeze from dusk brushed through his hair, leaves rustling in the wind. The red and yellow sky was gradually dimming, and at the edge of the clouds, the sun was setting.
   

        Casio turned back into the room and relaxed on the sofa.
   

        His eyes closed, the Proof of the Soul Holders in play.
   

        His eyes opened, the world transformed. This was the World of Calamities.
   

        He paused for a while, then left the Shelter Tower directly. After about twenty minutes, Casio met the Ghost Iron Knight in a corner of Ash City.
   

        As soon as they met, he asked the Ghost Man to do something for him.
   

        Black Bait Wood, the more and the sooner the better.
   

        Florence was in the north of the Hong Li Empire, and Black Rain Villa was in the Anta Mountains, in the southeast region of the empire. There were no trains in this age, and transportation was not that convenient. A round trip might take a fair amount of time.
   

        Of course, without the technological advantage of commuting, they could use supernatural powers to shorten the travel time. It might even faster than the train. The Ghost Man was a top-ranked Knight. He had his own connections and methods.
   

        Their conversation lasted less than five minutes.
   

        A moment later, the three of them left Ash City and went to the southwestern corner of the Pale Land. A few days ago, they had completed the task of the Undead Cemetery and achieve the minimum limit of ten Hazard Spirit-level skeletons. Although the task was completed at its lowest tier, their mark authority was still upgraded.
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        In addition, a large amount of Secret Soul energy was also exchanged.
   

        A total of one thousand units!
   

        To earn this much Secret Soul Energy by completing a mission with minimal effort, points towards the value of each mission from the World of Calamities. As the main force exploring the Undead Cemetery, Casio received six hundred units of Secret Soul energy, while each Ghost Iron Knight received two hundred units.
   

        Though Secret Soul energy was of use to them, it wasn't considered precious. Among the mission rewards, the most coveted thing was the authority increase, without a doubt.
   

        The Ghost Iron Knights had stolen the crystal from the Dreadnought City Master and submitted it to the mansion. The authority increase they'd received that time had given the Ghost Iron Knights tremendous benefits, these upgrades covered every area. More missions, more exchangeable items, extension of the mansion's services, access to the mansion's secret areas… and so much more.
   

        Therefore, the Ghost Iron Knights anticipated cooperating with Casio.
   

        They wanted to maintain a good relationship and continue this partnership.
   

        Meanwhile, the six hundred units of Secret Soul energy that Casio received were already used. He used it to neutralize the eight hundred units of Holy Springs Water that he had obtained.
   

        The Pale Land was shrouded in ash as usual, falling like white snow. The trio began heading toward the southwest corner to find a mountain protruding like a bull's horn. There lay the undead's nest, likely housing half the undead in the entire Pale Land. Casio wanted to find the Wailing Valley, not only for the Soul Jade that could nourish his Qi, but also because he always desired to battle the fleeting Qi of the dead fighters from ancient times to the present. Every sharp blade is born through countless bloody battles and countless tempering.
   

        Casio intended to achieve the Holy Fist Realm through fighting countless battles.
   

        So, he spends his days tracing the traces of the ghoul, his mission target in the Real World, and his nights searching for the Wailing Valley in the World of Calamities. He also encountered a few hiccups, such as running into the Lion Soss while tracking the ghoul in the real world. They met face-to-face in a narrow lane.
   

        Both parties hesitated for a few seconds, but ultimately did not engage in a fight.
   

        Casio could feel it, Soss seemed much more confident, and his aura had become much stronger. However, his aura was somewhat disrupted, and his eyes were slightly clouded.
   

        It was unclear what he had been up to for the past half month.
   

        Of course, Casio didn't want to know. What did it matter if Soss had the backing of the royal family? Could he rapidly ascend to become a Holy Light Hunter?
   

        Even if he becomes a Holy Light Hunter, he might not necessarily be a match for the current Casio.
   

        Once Casio's physique returns to its peak period, he will undoubtedly outmatch even the Holy Light Hunter. According to his sense, the current strength of the president of the Hunters Association, Lei Yu Dilixia, hasn't reached the Ultimate Fighter level. However, it was unclear where the leader of the Mechanism Corps stood.
   

        While this was the situation in the Real World, Casio also made some progress in the World of Calamities. During his search for the Wailing Valley, he encountered an undead.
   

        After a round of combat, Casio's South Dipper Red Vulture Fist advanced to the eighteenth acupuncture point, and due to the resonance, the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist also advanced to the eighteenth point. He took another step closer to the third stage of Southern Dipper Force.
   

        Time flew by, and five days had passed since the Shadow Hunter Qualification Competition. That night, Casio received the Black Bait Wood the Ghosts had sent. It was a large piece, as thick as a normal person's forearm.
   

        He was impressed by the Ghosts' serious and proactive attitudes.
   

        According to what the Ghosts had described, a thumb-sized piece of Black Bait Wood would be enough to attract dark creatures simply with its scent.
   

        Now, the piece he had was the same thickness as a forearm and as long as a hand bone.
   

        If this stuff were lit, it could undoubtedly lure a ghoul to him. Casio secretly nodded in approval, thinking that the Ghosts seemed to have put some thought into this.
   

        Today was July 27th, Two P.M., a heavy rain had just ended. The cool rainwater washed away the heat of the Florence city, dust was washed away into the gutter, and the air carried a fresh scent.
   

        The sky was as clear as a polished blue cloth.
   

        A few white clouds floated and swayed, blocking a part of the sunlight.
   

        In a single-family house, Casio retracted his gaze. He thought it shouldn't rain today, so he could finish the task tonight.
   

        As a big city, Florence harbors quite a number of dark creatures. However, they certainly wouldn't dare venture into the seventh, second, or first districts. These were respectively the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters, the Hong Li Council, and the Imperial Royal Family. Therefore, the activities of the dark creatures were primarily limited to the four major commercial and residential districts.
   

        According to intelligence, the ghouls were active in the third and fourth districts, and several regions with dense crowds had been identified. Casio planned to use the thick black bait wood to make torches, burning them while carrying them around those areas. This was his approach to broad daylight fishing.
   

        Anyone who dares to approach, certainly couldn't escape.
   

        At the same time, in the residential area of Florence, District Five.
   

        Soss's investigation was at a critical moment. After five days of gathering intelligence and investigating on-site, he gradually found the activity pattern of the mission target. That dark creature once operated in the fourth and fifth districts, hunting at regular intervals. According to the last hunting event, the mission target was currently in the fifth district and would enter the bustling night market of the fourth district tonight or tomorrow night for its next prey.
   

        And what Soss had to do was to patrol the main roads back and forth.
   

        In this way, he had a thirty to fifty percent chance of catching the target!
   

        As for the fight with the dark creature, Soss had no worries. His strength had been greatly improved by avid consumption of the Holy Spring Water over the past half a month, despite the side effect of his sanity being affected.
   

        He was certain he would be the first to complete the assessment task.
   

        Elsewhere, Sinful Thorn Solomon was also in action. On the first day of the assessment task, he had bad luck when Casio took down his mission target unexpectedly. Therefore, Solomon had to switch to another task.
   

        Compared to the Invisible Assassin, this dark creature was evidently much more cautious. The aura it left behind in several districts was pitifully sparse, rendering Solomon's Sinful Thorn secret techniques almost useless. Unable to find any other leads, he had to painstakingly look for clues and eliminate areas bit by bit. It wasn't until today that he had some gains, the dark creature was likely hiding in the fourth district.
   

        Solomon planned to work harder in the next few days, even using his rest time. He did not want to be eliminated without even passing the first round of the exam.
   

        He was even ready to ask Candle Soul for help. After all, both parties had reasons to compel Solomon to become a Shadow Hunter on his own.
   

        In the third district of Florence, Claire stood on the balcony of a building, staring intensely at an area in front of her. Among the four candidates, her progress in the task was the fastest, almost pinpointing the location of the mission target.
   

        It was hidden in those structures up ahead.
   

        Now, what remained was to lure the snake out of its hole. Claire planned to wait until the evening.
   

        At that time, dark creatures would be active and show themselves.
   

        Each of them had their advantages, and their plans.
   

        As time passed to eight o'clock in the evening with the rise and set of the sun and moon, a waning moon hung amongst the branches, half hidden by the clouds. The night sky was pitch black, void of stars. Within the hazy darkness, a silhouette left the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters. He had a clear target, heading straight towards the fourth district of Florence.
   

        A dozen minutes later, on the bustling streets of the Florence commercial district, the night market was still thriving. Candlelight shone bright, and stores were open for business. Occasionally, ornately framed horse carriages passed by, parking by the open space next to Pleasure Street.
   

        At night, the sex industry was always at its most active.
   

        Secluded in a dim and quiet alley several streets away, a robust silhouette leaned against a wall, his arms crossed and concealed within the shadows.
   

        The figure did not move an inch, his eyes firmly shut.
   

        He resembled a sharp-contoured, hard-lined human statue.
   

        Suddenly, the man opened his eyes. He glanced at the waning moon above concealed by the dark clouds, and took a black torch out from his bosom.
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        The night sky overhead was pitch black, as if a massive curtain was hiding the myriad of stars. Only the silent moon hung, half-covered by threads of cloud. The moonlight that fell was as cold as the evening wind.
   

        This was a central garden, a small circular white stone plaza. Surrounding the plaza were steps of varying heights, with rows of flower beds filled with clustered floral arrangements on the edges. A subtle fragrance permeated through the cold wind.
   

        The central garden served to divide the area, the west side leading to bustling places like Pleasure Street and such night markets, while the east side was adjacent to places providing daily necessities such as inns, restaurants, tailoring shops, and clothing stores. The north and south ends connected directly to the main road, making it a transport hub of the northern part of Florence's Fourth District.
   

        This was also the likely area that Casio marked on the map.
   

        Under the dim moonlight, a robust silhouette clad in black appeared on a section of the staircase, holding a torch that had not been burning for long.
   

        The all-black torch was topped with an unusual flame.
   

        This was a faint green glow, similar to wolf eyes, giving people an inexplicably eerie feeling. Especially when it moved, the faint green flame stretched and jumped back into the air, producing a narrow tailflame, which looked somewhat frightening. But in reality, that was only the aromatic vapor produced after Black Bait Wood was burnt. It was ignited by the flame, burning briefly in the air.
   

        Casio stood at the highest part of the staircase, quickly scanning the area in front of him.
   

        The location here was indeed good, accessible from all directions. The aromatic vapor emitted from the Black Bait Wood wouldn't take long to attract the dark creatures.
   

        He strode forward, planting the torch with a stone right in the middle of the plaza.
   

        A faintly unpleasant smell similar to burning paint spread out. Although it didn't smell good to humans, dark creatures found it irresistible.
   

        Especially the thick and large piece of Black Bait Wood given by the Ghost Man, the quality was self-evident. The richer and more pungent smell it exuded was extremely tempting.
   

        Casio took a step back and was completely engulfed by the darkness. He leaned against a wall corner, quietly waiting for the ghoul to deliver itself into his hands.
   

        At eight-thirty in the evening, in a quiet street in the Fourth District of Florence.
   

        A cold and dark-looking youth stood under the candlelight. This was a crossroad, with forking candle holders silently burning like street lights.
   

        The monstrous and frightening shadow cast by the youth on the ground resembled a collection of tentacles. Upon closer inspection, each tentacle was covered with spikes.
   

        Sigh… A gust of breeze blew from afar, causing his clothes to sway.
   

        Solomon furrowed his eyebrows slightly, feeling a faint stench in the air. Turning around and tilting his head, Solomon started walking towards another street.
   

        Five minutes later, at the entrance of a dim alleyway, he abruptly stopped in his tracks. His gaze, slightly flickering, lifted slightly. The Sinful Thorn reacted; that dark creature was indeed in the Fourth District, and acting tonight. The fresh and pungent energy aura left in the air indicated that the dark creature had passed by no more than half an hour ago! This thrilled Solomon.
   

        Five days had passed, and the task finally had some significant progress. If he was lucky, he could conclude the first round of the test tonight.
   

        Solomon lifted his foot and instantly dashed towards a direction.
   

        On the other end, at the junction of the commercial and residential districts, four or five major streets were acting as the main road. Among them, two adjacent streets were separated by a row of buildings. At the top of the highest building, Soss, the Lion King, sat cross-legged. While practicing the Mad Lion Fist, he stayed alert of his surroundings.
   

        His body's aura roiled and his eyes were filled with bloodshot streaks. After about ten minutes, the chaotic aura gradually calmed down and most of the bloodshot streaks faded.
   

        One important reason for Soss's daring to drink a large amount of Holy Spring water in a short time was his decade-long rigorous practice of the Mad Lion Fist. The boxing method has the function of regulating body aura, balancing the spirit, and steadying the will. Although it couldn't solve the fundamental problem, it could still temporarily suppress the onset of side effects.
   

        This gave Soss the capital to vie for the position of Shadow Hunter again.
   

        He had already figured it out. The Shadow Hunter's position was a sure bet. After the baptism at the source of the Holy Spring, the side effects caused by the large intake of Holy Spring water now would be suppressed. At that time, he would use the strength of the Shadow Hunter's level and the royal family's connections to find the other parts of the Mad Lion Fist. Once complete, the effects of the side effects would be minimized.
   

        This was Soss's ideal state of mind.
   

        Right now, the most important thing was to catch the dark creature, the Laughing Nightmare.
   

        "Hmm?"
   

        Suddenly Soss perked up, his eyes sharp. His gaze projected through dozens of meters of distance, landing on a house shadow in a street. An exotic species, about the size of a dog, quickly darted forward.
   

        The entire process was silent, hard to detect for ordinary people.
   

        "Just an ordinary beast-level creature…"
   

        Soss retracted his gaze, deciding not to make a move. He didn't want to startle the grass and alert the snake, giving his target, the Laughing Nightmare, a heads up.
   

        After calming his breath for about a minute or so,
   

        Soss suddenly turned his head and looked down another street. A cloud of gray fog, about the size of a human head, floated at a low altitude and flew by. The shape it mimicked looked like a skull. If someone happened to encounter such a thing at night, they would probably faint on the spot. This was a beast-level dark creature, the Gray Fog Skull, which loved quietness and disliked movement, and loved to find a place to hide and hunt for food.
   

        "..."
   

        Soss glanced at the Gray Fog Skull, slightly furrowing his brow.
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        Half a minute later, another dark creature scurried by. This time, Soss felt something was off. One after another, the dark creatures seemed to be heading toward the commercial district. 
   

        Something seemed to be happening there.
   

        Doubting in his heart, Soss waited in place for another two to three minutes. During this time, two more beast-level dark creatures passed by, hurrying with clear destinations. He stood up immediately, leaped from the rooftop, and followed the trail of the last dark creature.
   

        Florence's Third District, buildings near the Imperial Museum.
   

        Under the dim moonlight, a half-man, half-wolf dark creature suddenly leaped out of an alley. It landed on an enclosure wall with its bent back legs, its dark body fur flaring wildly. Opening its long, ferocious wolf mouth, it greedily sucked in some air. Its fur puffed up all over its body, faintly glowing.
   

        The werewolf set its sights on a direction and sprinted off.
   

        Behind it, other dark creatures were enticed out by the commotion.
   

        About a hundred meters away, Claire watched all this in silence. She extended her slender fingers to pinch the crystal earring on her right ear, and it gradually turned red. Claire silently turned around, following the tracks of the werewolf.
   

        Florence's Fourth District, the Central Garden; a torch made of Black Bait Wood had already burned a quarter down. Casio covered his surrounding space, watching and waiting. Ghost Man claimed that Black Bait Wood was highly effective — a big chunk as Casio had now should be even more effective. Casio wanted to see just how effective it could be, although he felt that if it could lure the ghoul out tonight, it would be considered a success.
   

        Time ticked away, and it was about eight forty at night. 
   

        In the far corner of the Central Garden, hidden behind some flowers, a young man dressed like an apprentice tailor was crouched. He hunched over, pushing aside the branches to peek through the leaves. His eyes were fixed greedily and hungrily on the middle of the plaza.
   

        The youth blinked, each blink producing another black pupil in each of his eyes. After blinking dozens of times, his eyes were full of black pupils crowded together, making his eyes appear like disgusting bug eggs.
   

        He breathed heavily, greedily inhaling the fragrant scent around him. His mouth opened wider and wider, and a coiled, crimson tongue dropped down, resembling a chameleon's tongue full of flesh tumors, the end of which ended in a sharp mouth.
   

        "So fragrant... So fragrant... I must... I must have it!"
   

        The youth muttered to himself as if in a trance. He took another deep breath and backed away a couple of steps. With a thud, his back seemed to hit a thick wall. The wall gave off warmth as if under some immense magnetic field. 
   

        "Eek..."
   

        The young man felt the air around him fleeing under pressure, unable to move. The voice from behind him said,
   

        "Smells good, doesn't it? Too bad it's not prepared for you... Hehehe..."
   

        Before the young man could react, he felt a sharp pain in his skull and his vision spun 360 degrees. He saw a sturdy arm gripping his hair, and a headless corpse. The next moment, a frightful vibrato penetrated deep into his skull. 
   

        Everything in front of him suddenly turned black, and there was no more light.
   

        A minute later, a two-headed hunting dog leaped down from the top of the stairs, ferociously charging towards the torch at the center of the plaza. Mid-air, a spiral purple spear whizzed through the air and pierced through it. 
   

        The hunting dog was thrown to the other side by the massive force, followed by a rumbling sound.
   

        That dog was blown to pieces by the explosion contained in the Roaring Sound Gun. Its bones and flesh scattered, falling like a bloody rain.
   

        All these trivial creatures were merely of the beast-level. Having the ghoul not yet arrive wasn't a problem, but at least some wild beasts would give Casio a warm-up.
   

        In the next few minutes, dark creatures continuously made their way from all directions. Without exception, none of them escaped their doom. Some were nailed to the flower bed and were turned into fertilizers, others had their flesh evenly spread out on the plaza.
   

        Casio raised an eyebrow, surprised at how many dark creatures the fourth district had been hiding. In fact, they didn't just come from the fourth district. If one viewed from high above, they could observe how the dark creatures from the third, fourth and fifth districts of Florence were all stirred up, all rushing towards the central garden.
   

        The Black Bait Wood with the thickness of an arm had a much better effect than he anticipated.
   

        At this point, Casio didn't bother to hide. He stood proudly in the center of the plaza, surrounded by the corpses of the dark creatures. The smell of the Black Bait Wood had a greater pull on the dark creatures than their instinctive fear, so they still continuously came to offer themselves up.
   

        The smell of blood was thick in the air. As Casio looked at the slow-burning torch, he thought about the source of it all. It was no wonder that such a valuable resource required a high level of authority to exchange for in the Black Rain Villa.
   

        If Ghost Man didn't complete two World of Catastrophes tasks to level up, he probably wouldn't have enough authority to purchase this arm-thick Black Bait Wood.
   

        Casio thought to himself that next time he sees Ghost Man, he must asked him to exchange for a few more pieces. It's best to be prepared since he never knew when he might need them.
   

        Suddenly, at the west side of the Central Garden, a fast-moving figure floated across the ground. She was dressed in tattered white robes, with a gray hair that was one to two meters long. Her exposed skin was covered with green scales, her face ugly as a hawk and her eyes hollow. Her left hand was normal, but her right hand was a round flesh tumor that looked smooth like a crystal divination ball.
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        The green witch extended her right hand, the flesh tumor on her claw-like fingers shedding blue blood with a swipe. Suddenly, the plants in the many flower beds of the Central Garden sprang up, growing at hundreds of times their normal speed. They transformed, their surfaces covered with spikes and scales.
   

        They didn't look like plants anymore, but rather like venomous sea snakes.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The roots of the plants in four or five of the flower beds around Casio burst up through the soil.
   

        Hundreds of mutated stems whipped through the air like iron, hissing past any corner around them, weaving into a net of branches.
   

        "The party is getting started…"
   

        Casio stood still, slowly raising his hands. His ten fingertips were glowing with a fiery scarlet light. He traced two large circles in the air, the residual blood-like light dancing in the wind.
   

        Crack, crack, crack, ting, ting, ting...
   

        All the mutated roots were cut into pieces, falling to the ground with a metallic clattering sound.
   

        Apparently, under the control of the green witch, these plants were as hard as steel. And, it seemed there was poison on the spikes too.
   

        Among the rain of plant stems, Casio turned and looked distantly at the green witch.
   

        The green witch screamed, waving her left hand, intending to control the mutated roots to attack again. However, the plants that had just been attacked made no response. The green witch waved her hand in confusion again, only to see the mutated plants in the four or five flower beds explode into splinters on the spot.
   

        Even the root systems had been torn to shreds by the Deathfang Power.
   

        "!!!"
   

        The green witch seemed enraged as she dug her five fingers into the flesh tumor on her right hand, scratching five bloody lines. She then pointed her hand at the largest tree in the Central Garden, which was over eight meters tall and would take two people to wrap their arms around.
   

        Suddenly, the tree mutated, its bark turning to a steel-like color, and strange twisting patterns snaking around its body.
   

        In the center of the trunk, an old, savage face gradually emerged.
   

        The entire tree grew, in one breath reaching one and a half times its original height. The flower bed was gradually cracked open. The roots at the base twisted into feet, the branches distorted to look like hands, and the old face on the tree trunk became clearer. It was about to roar.
   

        Thud! A fist suddenly smashed into its open mouth.
   

        Rumble! The punch broke the whole tree around its face.
   

        Casio's entire arm plunged into the tree trunk, yellow wood chips gushing out around it. His broad shoulders drew back a little, and his arm turned into a blade. With a strong push, he cut the giant tree in half horizontally. The ten-meter-long trunk fell and hit the ground, stopped by Casio's shoulder. The earth buckled under the impact, and he lifted his feet again.
   

        Casio turned around and looked at the green witch about fifty meters away, his face breaking into a grim smile. He stomped the ground, and the whole flower bed broke under his powerful feet.
   

        He hugged the tree trunk and hurtled forward like a giant siege hammer, charging at her at full speed like a speeding train!
   

        The green witch looked terrified. She tried to gather all the mutated plants around to stop him. But either they couldn't catch up, or they were smashed to pieces by the impact.
   

        The tree trunk didn't slow down, crashing directly into her.
   

        "Spare her!"
   

        Suddenly, a stern-faced youth far away looked horrified. It was Solomon. He had just caught up with the mission target, the green witch, only to find that this exotic species, who they had been trying to trace, was about to be killed by Casio again.
   

        "No…"
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        Boom!!!
   

        Just like a 10-meter-long metal spear, the heteromorphologic tree trunk violently smashed into the Green Ghoul. Her two green arms shattered inches by inches, whether it's the scales, veins, or muscles and skeleton, all has turned into a scattering of dust. The trunk slammed obliquely into the floor, driving the ghoul into the underground with sheer monstrous force.
   

        The gray stone slabs constituting the street turned over and shattered everywhere, leaving behind a deep ravine about two-person-wide and more than twenty meters long at the center. Debris was ejected in all directions, some hitting the very face of the transfixed Solomons.
   

        He opened his mouth, looking down at the spectral figure a short distance ahead.
   

        The mission target, the Green Ghoul, was pinned to the ground by a wooden panel. From her knees up, including her whole torso and head, was ground deep into the soil, leaving only the two fragile, bursting legs apparently about to rupture. It's dire to imagine the state of her upper body after being ruthlessly rolled over by the heteromorph tree trunk. Probably flattened. Solomon could vaguely see the blue blood seeping into the soil around.
   

        He felt instant constriction in his chest, a sensation of suffocation rushed to his brain.
   

        Twice!
   

        Nothing good ever happened whenever he encountered this Bai Kui!
   

        The first time, their mission target, an invisible assassin, was mistaken by Bai Kui as his ghoul target and taken away. Now, the second mission target, the Green Ghoul, was crushed and killed in front of him by Bai Kui.
   

        Solomon was very angry. He felt that Casio was singling him out. But he dared not show it, because the strength Casio demonstrated was overwhelming
   

        He did not see the previous battle, but he witnessed Casio crushing the Green Ghoul with a trunk.
   

        His previous evaluation of him was correct.
   

        Casio is indeed a mini-Soss!
   

        His explosive power, his swift running speed, all vaguely reflected his formidable physique. From the Solomon's previous sparring and interactions with Soss, Casio's performance undoubtedly surpassed him.
   

        Therefore, Solomons swallowed down all his anger. His face, already saturnine, now bears the expression of constipation. He took a deep breath and was about to speak. But then, a cold gaze met his.
   

         "Do you need something? If not, please leave. I need to deal with my spoils...", said Casio, twisting the tree trunk in hand. A gurgling sound of flesh sticking came from the hole as blue blood silently overflowed.
   

        Solomons's fists clenched slightly, the Sinful Thorn in his body was already raring to go, its spiky vines screeching as they rubbed around his veins. But ultimately, he turned and walked away, casting a deep look at Casio.
   

         "Hehehe... what a despicable look."
   

         A smile appeared on Casio's face, eerily bizarre. When his strength was still puny, he loved to completely eradicate. But now, after stepping into the ranks of top experts, his personality has increasingly turned obscure.
   

         Like the kind of villain in literary films, playing with geniuses, giving them chances, and then messing it up in the end. Of course, Casio did indeed have some of this wicked interest, but he never played fair.
   

        Enemies who dare stand up against him end up in one place, death.
   

         Casio believes that only the dead are nice.
   

         Within a few minutes, dark creatures flocked from all directions, as if half of the exotic species from Florence were rushing here. Facing the hordes of so many dark creatures, even the seasoned and formidable dark gold level hunters would end up in headaches, their caution shooting up high.
   

         But Casio rejected no one, as no one could break his defense and hurt his steel-like physique. Hence, there was no existential threat of ants killing the elephant by piling up numbers against an expert.
   

         As for stamina, Casio can stand here and kill for three days and three nights. Let him rest for a while, and he can kill for another three days and three nights.
   

         Therefore, the flocks of dark creatures were doomed to deliver.
   

         All in all, the entire Florence government should thank Casio for what he did tonight. If he massacres all the dark creatures attracted by the scent of Black Bait Wood tonight, it would be equivalent to killing off all the species from the nine layers of the city of Florence. Not only can it keep the citizens and aristocrats safe for a long time, but it can also effectively alleviate social security pressure.
   

         Of course, Casio doesn't care about these empty names. He's just working to fulfill his purpose of attracting ghouls, irrespective of whether the process inadvertently brings about good or bad, Casio would not care. He lives by his heart's desire like a clear mirror and lives for himself.
   

         After a series of thorough massacres, the surface of the Central Garden Square was covered with a thick layer of blood. The smell of the blood mixed with the strange odor of burning Black Bait Wood was extremely nauseating. In one corner of the square, the corpses of the dark creatures piled up, and in just ten minutes, they accumulated into a small hill.
   

         Casio killed a massive number of wild beast-level creatures, and quite a few wild beast-level dark creatures suddenly emerged. But he couldn't find the ghoul that should be hiding in the fourth sector of Florence, making him furrow his brow.
   

         Did that ghoul head to a farther district of Florence?
   

         Or has it left Florence to feed elsewhere?
   

         Meanwhile, in the fourth district of Florence, within the foul-smelling sewer, a creature with shark-like gray skin bolted from the dark brown sewage. Bone spurs extended from its spine all the way down to its tail. While the powerful tail whisked away water, it went ahead in the sewer, finally crawling out of one exit. Barely peeping out, it was hit by a tempting aroma.
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        Though faint, it was extremely enticing.
   

        Without hesitation, the ghoul stretched out its forked tongue, long and crimson. It leaped up and darted along the shadowy corners, heading at breakneck speed towards the source of the intoxicating scent.
   

        Florence's Fourth District, eastern side of the Central Garden.
   

        A sullen-faced youth with fierce eyes reached out his hand into the darkness, capturing a humanoid black creature's skull. From the tips of his five fingers, black thorn-like spikes emerged, gnarling ferociously like tentacles. They burrowed into the creature like parasites, mangling flesh and blood.
   

        Then, a terrifying injection of venom was enforced, wildly destroying all signs of life.
   

        Within moments, the struggling dark creature had turned into a puddle of pus and blood. Solomon lowered his arm, fully retracting the thorns on his palm.
   

        He took a step forward but soon spotted a blond figure.
   

        It was Soss, apparently tracking something. Judging by his direction, he seemed to be heading towards the Central Garden as well. Solomon realized that Casio must have used some special means to lure all the dark creatures in the city towards the Central Garden area. That way, he could take advantage of the situation and complete his mission.
   

        But wasn't he afraid of being overwhelmed by swarms of ants?
   

        Playing this game could have dire consequences if he lost.
   

        Thought sprung upon him.
   

        Solomon watched Soss closing in, guessed what he was about to do, remembered his own recent encounters, and immediately plotted a wicked plan.
   

        If I failed my mission, there's no way you're going to succeed!
   

        With a darkened look, he took a light step, disappearing in an instant.
   

        ...
   

        By the time Soss managed to shake off Solomon, two or three minutes had passed. They didn't engage in a fight but stood tensely apart, exchanging hostile auras. Since both of them were not directly competing in the first round of the assessment, fighting would bring no benefits. Solomon simply wanted to delay Soss, whereas Soss wanted to gauge the abilities of his old opponent. It was not until the match that he realized Solomon's aura had grown significantly stronger over the past six months.
   

        He was nearly matching him in strength, despite conserving part of his own.
   

        While Soss still had faith in his abilities, he became more cautious. He held off his original plan for the night, patiently dealing with Solomon for a few minutes. This was precisely what Solomon sought.
   

        As the two started to pass by each other, withdrawing their aura,
   

        Soss suddenly asked, "How far have you progressed in the first round of the assessment?"
   

        Solomon kept a straight face, half his visage hidden in the darkness. He glanced at Soss with dark pupils: "Perhaps, not too far from you."
   

        "Oh? Not too far? You're fast... I'll be done with my mission target by tomorrow at the latest. Looking forward to your good news…" Soss stared at Solomon provocatively.
   

        He snorted coldly and moved away, his large stature disappearing into the distance.
   

        From behind, Solomon watched till Soss disappeared at the end of the street. 
   

        "Fool, by saying 'not too far', I meant we're back at the starting line. We will start the mission from scratch tomorrow, dumbass..."
   

        He felt much more relieved, disappearing into the shadows with one step.
   

        Three minutes later.
   

        In the Central Garden, Soss's roar echoed in mid-air.
   

        "You !!!"
   

        He was standing at the top of the stairs, looking down. Right in the middle of the square, a blond burly man stood proudly, looking formidable. Under his foot was a basketball-sized mop of dishevelled hair. His left hand was holding a half-man-half-beast dark creature. His right arm, forged like steel, was tightly holding an eerie and large snake about four meters long. The upper half of the snake took a humanoid form, with an eerie face that was deviously grinning. But now, it was a face of despair and suffocation.
   

        "Bang, bang, bang..."
   

        Powerful arms, like hydraulic machines, retracted inch by inch while the bones and scales of the dark creature named Laughing Nightmare were easily crushed. Its strong snake-like lower half struggled violently, recklessly lashing out, smashing the plaza with man-sized pits. Yet when it hit the muscular blond man, there were nothing but dull thuds, without any impact. It was as if he was simply being tickled.
   

        This was no help at all in stopping the brutal slaughter of the Laughing Nightmare.
   

        "Ah ah ah ah ah ah!"
   

        Laughing Nightmare died, abruptly and without resistance. Its whole intestine was squeezed out by the enormous force, the blood flooding half of the plaza.
   

        Casio looked at the long worm in his hand and casually tossed it onto the mountain-like pile of corpses next to him. With a little force applied to his left hand, he yanked off the head of another dark creature. He contemplated for a moment, then threw it as well.
   

        In one corner of the square, various arms and legs, heads and limbs were scattered about, creating an impression of unspeakable brutality. Casio wasn't actually a sadistic person; he just wanted to test out the effects of the Platinum Stigmata, which turned the place into a slaughterhouse. There was a reasonable purpose behind this, even if every time he confronted an enemy, there were limbs and internal organs strewn everywhere.
   

        At the centre of the square, Casio glanced at Soss, standing stiffly on the staircase.
   

        "What are you doing standing there? Go wherever you need to go, but don't block my path." He reached out and wiped the blood from his face.
   

        A deep snort came from Soss' nostrils as he clenched his fists. He seemed a bit restless, he was not the same after being punched away by Casio the last time. The enhancement of the Holy Mark had boosted Soss' confidence.
   

        He took a step forward, ready to confront Casio.
   

        Suddenly, there was a rushing sound from the left side of the Central Garden.
   

        Both men looked.
   

        On the roof of the building over there, a half-wolf-half-man monster howled at the moon. Its whole body had turned into a semi-transparent lunar hue.
   

        The werewolf pounced down, aiming straight at the Black Bait Wood in the centre of the square.
   

        At almost the same time, the silhouette of Claire appeared in the laneway. Seeing Casio and Soss, she froze for a moment and then her face changed. The surge of a thick smell of blood into the lane was inconceivably strong.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        Another dark creature rushed out from the east side of the central square.
   

        Casio ignored the charging werewolf and turned to look. Suddenly his eyes lit up. That greyish white figure, resembling the skin of a shark wasn't it the ghoul he had been looking for? It was hiding in the shadows of one of the two laneways behind Soss, chattering its teeth.
   

        "Finally, you're here. I almost killed all of Florence's dark creatures waiting for you! You bug, you're rather cautious." Casio disappeared from the spot as if teleporting; he bumped Soss with his shoulder and strode like a meteor towards the ghoul. His intention was not at all concealed, like a predator in search of prey.
   

        Soss stumbled a few steps to the side, feeling horrified. Casio's instant startup speed was too fast, he hadn't reacted before he was approached. Thankfully he was only hit by his shoulder, if Casio had taken direct aim at such close range, Soss would likely have paid a heavy price!
   

        This brief contact felt like a bucket of cold water poured over his head.
   

        Most of the confidence boosted by the increase in power was extinguished. 
   

        It seemed, perhaps, that he and Casio were not of the same power level. What to do? Maybe he should try to set his pride aside and team up with the other two old foes to fight this mysterious new powerhouse...
   

        Howl!
   

        A howl from the square echoed, clearly expressing the fury of the Werewolf being ignored by Casio.  But quickly, the howl was drowned by sounds of battle. Claire, who had been trailing the werewolf all the way here, was finally preparing to make her move. Suddenly, the square echoed with melodious chants.
   

        On the other end, just as the Ghoul had surfaced from the shadows without making a single move, a towering man about one meter ninety tall forced it into the dark alleyway, with the blond man closely pressing him, expressionless.
   

        Gradually, a somewhat fierce smile curved upon the corners of his mouth.
   

        "This has almost cost me half of my Black Bait Wood, do you know how expensive you are?"
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        Roar!
   

        A growl gushed out of the ghoul's wide mouth which practically took up its entire face. Its mouth spewing repugnant fumes, the next second it rushed forward, all four limbs at once.
   

        As it had no hair, only a skin as smooth and streamlined as a shark, one could clearly see the large muscles under the ghoul's skin, bulging and swelling, and the joints of its limbs protruding and rotating like car wheels.
   

        It was like a magnified, enhanced cheetah, quick and vicious.
   

        Its limbs clawed at the ground, leaving deep holes the size of fists. The ghoul streaked by, leaving an afterimage, its face ferocious as it lunged at Casio.
   

        Boom!
   

        The ghoul hit Casio's body at high speed, then after a brief pause of a tenth of a second, it flew backward even faster. Its silhouette darted through the air as if riding the clouds and mist, its body forming a curved shape.
   

        Thud!
   

        Its massive two-meter body crashed into the enclosure wall, causing bricks and stones to fall. 
   

        The ghoul was stuck in a crack with its neck twisted at an odd angle as if the entire spine has been snapped. Its wide mouth moved askew, with ferocious shark-like teeth crushed in its mouth.
   

        Crimson blood filled the gaps in the flesh of the split muscle skin.
   

        Splash... the ghoul squirmed as the grey bricks on its body fell off. It trembled as it was about to get up, but a huge foot in a black boot stomped heavily on its chest. With a thud, the surrounding dust billowed out and the debris scattered. The ghoul was pressed to the ground by a massive force, feeling as if all the organs in the chest were about to be squeezed out of its throat. The enormous force made it completely unable to struggle or resist.
   

        Looking down from above, the blonde stout man looked at the ghoul with indifferent eyes. For some reason, the ghoul's wild brain trembled and a trace of fear trickled in. This man was not like the regular hunters, his eyes were those of viewing prey!
   

        In the ghoul's vision, a large hand reached down from above.
   

        It grabbed the top of the ghoul's head, but there was nothing to grab there except a bald surface. The next moment, the man's thumb started to put pressure as if it were going to drill into the skull and burst the ghoul's head like a bowling ball and carry it away. But, the hand stopped and instead moved to grab the ghoul's nape.
   

        Lifting it into mid-air, the second hand swung and sent the ghoul into unconsciousness.
   

        Casio turned around and left the dim alleyway.
   

        The moment he stepped out, he could see the silhouette of Soss in the distance. He was silently watching Casio, his eyes filled with a mixture of caution and reluctance.
   

        Casio took steps towards the Central Garden, his gaze first resting on the burning Black Bait Wood in the plaza and then meeting Soss's eyes. His gaze became increasingly dangerous as he approached. 
   

        Soss's heart skipped a beat, feeling this was not the place to stay for long. He retreated a couple of steps, turned around quickly, and left through an alley.
   

        Casio's expression remained unchanged, standing on top of a staircase.
   

        He glanced lower, to where the fight between Claire and the werewolf had begun. The two of them continued to fight and move the battlefield until they disappeared. The Central Garden was silent once again, only the Black Bait Wood burnt quietly in the center of the plaza, only a quarter remaining.
   

        Dragging the ghoul along, Casio strolled off.
   

        He couldn't waste the remaining Black Bait Wood, it could be used next time. After all, such valuable resources are not something that the ghost man could exchange easily.
   

        The flame extinguished, leaving half a palm-sized piece of Black Bait Wood.
   

        Stowing it into his chest, Casio was about to drag his spoils back to the Dark Hunt Organization's headquarters. Unexpectedly, another group of dark creatures was attracted to the scene. Approximately seven or eight of them, all of the lowest beast level.
   

        Casio surveyed his surroundings, letting these dark creatures greedily inhale the aroma and draw near. He slowly raised his hand, but then put it back down. The dust wavered, and Casio already stood before the leading dark creature. He locked eyes with the three-eyed exotic species, his arm cutting through the air leaving an afterimage. A dash of fresh blood flew through the air, and in his hand was an eyeball.
   

        The size of a normal human eye, it had a translucent hue. Situated in the center was a pupil, radiating a mysterious azure hue of the sea. This eyeball seemed just like a special prop exclusive to the Organization— the Tear of Blue Eye.
   

        However, the Tear of Blue Eye was sealed in amber and had two pupils, which marked a slight difference from the eyeball before him.
   

        Casio grew solemn, his right hand drew a bloody radian line in the air. All the heads of the surrounding dark creatures fell to the ground. Casio seemed to have remembered something and turned back to check the pile of corpses. After some digging, he made a further discovery.
   

        Eyeballs identical to the previous one, only some were hidden in the bodies of the dark creatures and even in their brains. In no time, Casio held ten such eyeballs in his hand and there were definitely more left in the pile of corpses. What was the connection between these exotic beings and the Organization?
   

        He was instantly on alert.
   

        Currently, it was the end of the Hong Li Empire era, in two or three years the Dark Hunt Organization would collapse completely, the fall of Empire would follow suit. Seeing creatures seemingly connected with the Organization appearing in Florence at this critical juncture, it was hard not to link these two events.
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        Moreover, what was the Organization doing by stuffing the Tear of Blue Eye into the dark creatures? Experimentation? Monitoring? Positioning? There must be a reason. While Casio was pondering, the ten Tears of Blue Eye in his palm actually began fusing with each other, emitting a faint blue glow. Then a moment passed…
   

        The ten Tears of Blue Eye became one, a single Tear of Blue Eye with two pupils. This confirmed to him that it was the work of the Organization.
   

        Casio regrouped after the confirmation.
   

        He held tight the eye in his palm and then he fled from the plaza.
   

        About five minutes later, a shadow draped in a black cloak unknowingly appeared in a corner of the square. His presence was minimal, just like a plant growing in the corner's shadow, completely inconspicuous. The cloaked individual walked forward, his gaze scanning over the Central Square, now stained with fresh blood.
   

        He paused for a moment, eventually settling his gaze on the towering Corpse Mountain in the distance.
   

        "Tick, tick, tick…"
   

        He approached, stopping at the edge of the Corpse Mountain.
   

        A bloody, cold wind blew past, causing the hem of his black cloak to sway slightly.
   

        "More than half of Florence's dark creatures had been stirred up...with the majority here. All the test subjects have been wiped out?" The cloaked figure took from his bosom a sealed eye, identical in shape to the Tear of Blue Eye. Except, its original blue color had turned to red.
   

        He tapped it lightly three times with his finger, the Red Tear Eye floating in mid-air.
   

        A beam of red light was projected from the pupil of the eye, illuminating the Corpse Mountain in front of him.
   

        It was as if it were a laser, scanning from top to bottom.
   

        Three seconds passed, the scan was finished. There was no blue light detected in the heap of corpses.
   

        The mood of the cloaked figure quickly sunk. The absence of any traces of the Tear of Blue Eye was not good news. This meant that someone had taken the rough form of the Tear of Blue Eye! It was acceptable if the experimental subjects were killed, even having a few rough forms being taken wasn't that big a problem. However, now all the rough forms had been taken. If the number of rough forms exceeded ten, a fusion reaction occurs.
   

        The one who took the rough forms must have noticed the anomaly of the Tear of Blue Eye.
   

        This suggested that a part of the Organization's plan might have been revealed.
   

        "Who was responsible for the massacre in the Central Garden tonight?"
   

        The cloaked figure glanced around, drew a deep breath and reached out to grasp the Red Tear Eye, then he disappeared into the dark alley on the left.
   

        He needed to report what had happened to Candle Soul as soon as possible and cover the loss.
   

        As the cloaked figure disappeared into the alley, after five seconds, a tall silhouette stepped out from another dark alley.
   

        It was Casio!
   

        He apparently left five minutes earlier, but in fact he was just hiding to one side. He wanted to see whether other forces would come to investigate the root cause of the riot of the dark creatures in Florence that night.
   

        As expected, he caught one.
   

        The Organization must be greatly related to these dark creatures.
   

        Casio concealed his aura to the lowest level and followed into the alley.
   

        Although the members of the Organization are all skilled fighters, there are differences among fighters. If Casio made an effort to hide his aura, unless it was an Ultimate Fighter of Qi, most of them wouldn't be able to detect his presence.
   

        Following all the way. One ahead and one behind, they moved through several alleys, darting back and forth in the shadow. They moved so quickly as if they were flickering.
   

        In a few minutes, they arrived in the second district of Florence.
   

        The location was where public buildings such as the Red Li Council were located.
   

        Turning a corner, the pace of the cloaked figure slowed. Ahead was a very dim hut, covered by the shadow cast from nearby high-rise buildings.
   

        The cloaked figure glanced around the surroundings and quickly walked forward.
   

        The door was opened, a figure in a cloak was standing at the door.
   

        "Yan Yang? What brings you to me suddenly?"
   

        "Let's talk inside."
   

        With a creak, the door was shut.
   

        Almost at the same time, Casio appeared next to the small house as if he were a ghost. His leisurely appearance, slowly emerging from the darkness, made it seem as if he'd been there for a while. When he was tracking the man in the black robe, Casio always kept a certain distance, avoiding getting too close to the fragments of the door and creating resonance.
   

        However, the moment the man in the black robe met his companion, Casio entered the resonance range at high speed. As a result, the two members of the Door Organization would only assume the resonance came from each other's door fragments and wouldn't suspect someone hidden nearby was spying on them. Of course, this tactic had the potential to fail, for example, if the man in the black robe was not meeting a comrade, but a subordinate who did not possess a door fragment, Casio would be exposed on the spot.
   

        Then he had no choice but to dispose of everyone present.
   

        Abandoning the trace-following plan, he switched to the interrogation mode.
   

        The room was as dimly lit as ever. The candlestick on the table was neatly arranged, but it was not lit, seemingly because the master of the house preferred the darkness. The man in the black robe, who had just entered, frowned slightly and snapped his fingers.
   

        A candle was lit on the candlestick, casting dim light.
   

        Yan Yang did not light any more candles, knowing Candle Soul's preferences.
   

        "What's the rush? Why are you here?"
   

        Sitting at a desk in the corner, with papers and ink on the table, Candle Soul spoke, his voice low and dark.
   

        "There is a problem with the test subjects." Yan Yang said, standing by the door.
   

        "Oh? How many?" Candle Soul asked tersely.
   

        "All of them..."
   

        "What?"
   

        Candle Soul suddenly stood up from his seat, dropping the pen in his hand.
   

        He looked at Yan Yang: "What happened? Did the Dark Hunt Organization perform a massive sweep of the whole city of Florence? How come I didn't get the message...?"
   

        Yan Yang shook his head: "I don't know why, but more than half of the city's dark creatures were drawn to the Central Garden in the fourth district, where a mountain of corpses lies. Over ninety percent of the dark creatures accumulated in Florence over the years have been wiped out all at once."
   

        "Over ninety percent..." Candle Soul paused for a moment before hurriedly asking.
   

        "What about the Tear of Blue Eye?"
   

        Yan Yang shook his head again: "Not a single one was retrieved. By the time I arrived there, all the rough blanks had been taken away by someone."
   

        "..." Candle Soul was silent for a moment, unusually.
   

        "Find out who did this! Have you... No, investigate it yourself. Also, get the old guys in the royal family and the council to help. If our experimental plan is exposed, it doesn't affect us much, but they are bound to die as traitors. They will do their best to help you..."
   

        Yan Yang nodded, thinking before speaking, "Should I go to the experimentation field in the sixth district, supplementing some dark creatures?"
   

        "It's up to you. Most of the wanderers in Florence have been captured in the past month, so I'm afraid the transformation experiment can't continue. So, I'll have Qi Snake replenish from the nearby counties."
   

        "Okay." Yan Yang agreed and then asked, "What's going on with you? Did the people you sent out find the source of the Holy Spring yet?"
   

        Candle Soul slowly shook his head: "Finding the source of the Holy Spring won't work, those two old guys in the Dark Hunt Organization are too cautious. As for the Shadow Hunters who have been to that place before, they don't know the way or the location. So the only plan is to root for that boy I'm supporting, hoping he will succeed in the competition."
   

        "The competition for the Shadow Hunter's spot has been going on for five days now."
   

        "I don't need to interfere in the first phase, Solomon will pass the assessment without a problem. When it comes to the external action stage later on, I can assist Solomon in securing his victory in advance." Candle Soul's tone was one of absolute confidence.
   

        "Hmm, the most important thing is your matter, so I will go to the experimental field first."
   

        The two conversed a bit more before Yan Yang promptly pushed the door open and left, heading in the direction of the sixth district of Florence. Within the shadows of the house, Casio's face was as rigid and cold as a terrifying statue. He left the house in sync with Yan Yang and tracked him from afar as before.
   

        Based on their conversation just now, the Door Organization could surprisingly transform humans into dark creatures. Casio wondered how they did that? Even the senior hunters of the Dark Hunt Organization were only transformed into beasts, not dark creatures. The Door Organization was playing a large-scale game. 
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        In the dead of night traversing the city, the white moonlight above and the black shadows of the buildings interlacing with each other. As he moved at high speed, his field of view fluctuated between light and dark. Images on either side retreated quickly, until they were far off in the distance.
   

        Casio trailed the Organization member, Yangyan, his mind spinning quickly.
   

        Just as he had guessed, these dark creatures embedded with the crude Tear of Blue Eye were the Organization's test subjects. Even more so, a hidden experimental site was located in Florence's sixth residential area by the Organization.
   

        This allowed Casio to connect the information about the Organization he had previously encountered. The correlation between the Organization and the dark creatures was particularly close. During the third retrospection, the Wind Elephant Gate faced the Sect Destruction War, and the actions of the Dead Blood were subtly linked to the involvement of the leader of the Organization, Xiadu, behind the scenes. Especially during the fourth retrospection, when the Organization and the Blood Spirit Association engaged in direct cooperation.
   

        The Organization even offered a Fury Potion to the Blood Spirit Association. It could make the Dead Blood frenzied, raising their power dramatically in a short amount of time! This elucidated the thoroughness of the Organization's research on the dark creatures, as without extensive testing they could not have produced the enhancing effects of the Fury Potion.
   

        Added to what Casio just heard.
   

        The Organization started researching dark creatures long ago.
   

        Even according to Yangyan and Candle Soul's vague remarks, the Organization seemed to have mastered a method to transform normal humans into dark creatures!
   

        This organization has always been keen on researching some bizarre things. In addition to the technology of transforming humans into dark creatures, there were also experiments studying the action of Gate fragments. For instance, Grim Reaper Amos was once one of their subjects, only he managed to escape by a stroke of luck.
   

        With his gaze slightly narrowed, Casio continued his contemplation.
   

        There were some hidden messages in Candle Soul's words just now. For instance, his intention to ask a few of the old men from the Royal Family and Council for help, and the mention of the experimental plan for dark creatures. Apparently, problems have arisen within two of the three major forces in Florence, and they have even started clandestine human experiments with the Organization. It was almost like consorting with a tiger.
   

        No wonder the Hong Li Empire collapsed almost instantaneously three years later.
   

        There were serious problems among the senior level of the empire.
   

        And the obliteration of the Dark Hunt Organization, such a massive official force, overnight was probably one of the vital reasons. And another even more crucial reason related to Candle Soul's plan to find the source of the Holy Spring. Casio had researched the Holy Spring Water, a unique pillar-level resource of the Dark Hunt Organization. Although it contained strange power, it also concealed disasters. All hunters who drank the spring water were inevitably affected.
   

        Beastification, wild beastification, and then falling into an uncontrollable state.
   

        There was a sub-division within the Hunters Association called the Clinic, filled with elite hunters who specialized in fighting other hunters, dedicated to purging fallen hunters who had gone through beastification and wild beastification to prevent them from becoming like dark creatures and causing widespread killings and destruction. The head of the Clinic was even one of the five Shadow Hunters, which indicated its importance.
   

        This indirectly reflected that beastification and wild beastification were quite severe within the Dark Hunt Organization. If a fire was added to the existing severity, and it was done simultaneously, it would be like the raging magma that had been accumulating underneath the earth's crust suddenly erupting violently, destroying everything in its path.
   

        After all, all hunters of the Dark Hunt Organization, even if the number of Holy Marks had reached the limit, still needed to replenish their supply of Holy Spring Water after each battle. If there was a problem at the source, the entire tree would quickly rot.
   

        Hence, the Organization was searching for the source of the Holy Spring. And secretly supporting Solomon of Thorns to participate in the competition for the Shadow Hunter seat. If he could win, he would gain access to the hidden source of the Holy Spring and poison it?
   

        Casio had finally thoroughly figured everything out.
   

        In addition to this, he made other discoveries. For instance, how the Tear of Blue Eye was manufactured by the Organization. There must be a reason for embedding the Tear of Blue Eye in the body of dark creatures, perhaps it was absorbing something? Once the absorption was completed, the crude embryo would be extracted for synthesis one by one. Casio speculated that the Tear of Blue Eye was created at the end of the Hong Li Empire era. By the time of the Hong Li Federation, the resource of the Tear of Blue Eye was completely controlled by Xiadu, used as a means to control members of the Organization. Or rather, there were particular members responsible for producing the Tear of Blue Eye.
   

        Other members were not aware and only knew the surface of the Organization.
   

        From this perspective, unlike what they said, there was a hierarchy within the Organization. Some senior members certainly knew more secrets and would do things for the leader Xiadu.
   

        As he reflected, Casio's thoughts became clearer, even connecting the situations from several rounds of retrospection and the real world. He immediately thought of the World of Calamities and felt a connection between the Organization and it.
   

        Even the so-called disaster tunnel, which had never appeared in the data of the Dark Hunt Organization, showed up these years! Casio found it hard to believe that this was a coincidence. He preferred to consider the worst-case scenario.
   

        Exhale...
   

        The cold wind swept past his ears, but Casio's swift movement was silent. A shadow flickered before his eyes, but the drunk man sitting on the park bench with a wine bottle didn't react at all. The Black Spirit surged from his body, forming a thin layer on his skin, creating an incredibly peculiar effect.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Reducing air resistance, absorbing sound, concealing one's form…
   

        This was merely Qi's application in sprinting, yet it was already comparable to the three worthless types of low-stage source energy. The comprehensive improvement of the secret martial arts system is evident. Its upper limit is high, and so is its lower limit. If it hadn't been for the blessing of the Holy Mark amplifying the effects of their source energy, the hunters possessing source energy would have found it hard to compete with the secret martial arts. If secret martial arts practitioners could be likened to tanks capable of both offense and defense, then the hunters of the Dark Hunt Organization and the Markers of Black Rain Villa would be nothing more than glass cannons.
   

        It's important to note that these comparisons are relative. For instance, in front of Casio, even ordinary secret martial arts practitioners would be glass cannons.
   

        No, perhaps, the term "glass cannon" is a little exaggerated.
   

        The term "high attack and low defense" may be more appropriate.
   

        After all, all secret martial arts practitioners have their physical body refined as a basic framework.
   

        Those who can become master fighters have bodies as sturdy as elephants. Casio is even more terrifying, his physical strength akin to a rampaging dinosaur.
   

        He has already regained the combat power of a veteran fighter. His return to the peak is imminent. Once he is able to drink from the source of the Holy Spring and complete his Platinum Stigmata, Casio plans to intervene in the Dark Hunt Organization at his zenith. He will use the stage provided by the massive force of the Dark Hunt Organization to continually explore the cards the organization holds. He needs to understand his enemy…
   

        For example, right now, the Experiment Field in the sixth district of Florence is an opportunity.
   

        As Yangyan headed down the complex lanes of the residential area, Casio cautiously followed from afar. The rectangular buildings made of various bricks and wood piled up like uneven light-yellow building blocks. The lingering scent of soapnuts in the air mixed with the pungent smell of damp clothes.
   

        With a step forward, a beautiful landscape suddenly revealed itself.
   

        There was a wide river running abeam multiple residential buildings. The gleaming moonlight showered down, causing the surface of the river to shimmer murkily.
   

        Yangyan proceeded along the riverside until he reached a very remote corner of the residential area. There were only two or three houses scattered about, the rest was all woodland. The terrain was uneven with cliffs and hills, making it unsuitable for housing. Therefore, it was not used as urban land.
   

        Without hesitation, Yangyan walked straight into this area, moving around in circles.
   

        Casio followed him closely.
   

        Using the big trees and the dim environment to conceal himself.
   

        Suddenly, Yangyan seemed to stop ahead. Shortly, the sound of heavy objects being moved resonated, followed by silence.
   

        Casio waited at his spot for half a minute before peeking out.
   

        The area ahead was dim, but his eyes were sharp. While following Yangyan, he could still perceive his silhouette amongst the shadows of the trees. Casio quickly shifted his gaze, confirmed Yangyan had disappeared after checking several different spots.
   

        Only then did he step forward, stopping beside a large tree. The tree roots were covered with moss and dead leaves, and dense creepers. In the gap, there was a stone about half a person's size, weather-beaten on the surface, and covered with wet, slippery green moss.
   

        Casio glanced at it, then lifted it with little effort.
   

        Beneath, astonishingly, was a piece of sturdy wooden plank that sealed an underground tunnel.
   

        After gazing at it for a while, he put the stone back in its place and turned around to leave, silently heading towards the Central Garden.
   

        Knowing the location of the experiment field was enough. Now was not the time to confront the organization directly. Even if they discovered that it was him who caused a great disturbance tonight, he would still be able to handle the situation calmly for a while. However, if he chose the latter, it would mean they would need to confront each other head-on sooner. Casio's strength has yet to reach its peak, he needs more time to develop.
   

        As for now, it was naturally best to first bring the mission targets back.
   

        It was around nine-thirty at night.
   

        The Dark Hunt Association headquarters was brightly lit, with many hunters who were not yet asleep gathered in some public places, chatting and drinking. This was because of the unexpected situation that arose during the first round of the Shadow Hunter competition. The missions of both Thorn Solomon and Lion Soss were nullified, and they could only return to the headquarters with gloomy faces. On the other hand, Sea Demon Claire and another relatively transparent competitor, Bai Kui, had completed their missions ahead of others.
   

        This surprised those hunters who had placed bets based on their predictions.
   

        They just couldn't believe it as they paid up their losses.
   

        Secondly, the night hunter in Florence discovered that the dark creatures suddenly went berserk, thus the Hunters Association issued a warning. According to observations, the dark creatures from as many as three districts surged out and gathered at a certain location in the fourth district of Florence, akin to a tide of beasts. The Dark Hunt Organization found that place to be a central garden, with a plaza at its core.
   

        The scene there was basically hellish, but it's not a hell for humans; rather, it's a hell for dark creatures. The bloody smell of the plaza reached the sky, with limbs and blood everywhere. Particularly in a corner on the west side, the corpses of dark creatures piled up into a small hill. Based on calculations, hundreds of dark creatures perished that night.
   

        A lot of them were of the Wild Beast level, and even the fearsome Wild Beast Level was present! According to the intelligence from the scout, they even found dark creatures comparable to dark gold level hunters. For example, Laughing Nightmare, the target of Soss the Lion King and Green Ghost Woman, the target of Thorn Solomon. So, this is how these two people's tasks became invalid!
   

        Their mission targets had already been smashed to pieces by some mysterious invisible high hand.
   

        As for their assessment tasks, they naturally had to start from scratch.
   

        Some dark gold level hunters, who had fairly good relations with Thorn Solomon and Lion King Soss, asked about it and were met with cold faces and were driven out of their residences. However, this also indirectly confirmed the reliability and authenticity of the information.
   

        There was an official tavern in the Hunters Association area.
   

        Because of the warning and unable to sleep, hunters started to banter in the tavern. The malt beer in the wooden mugs never stopped flowing.
   

        "Thud."
   

        A big hand, covered in sweat, held a cup and placed it on the table.
   

        The dark yellow liquor spilled out.
   

        This robust man, doing as he pleased, let out a satisfying breath and began to laugh heartily. Several drinking buddies around him started to tease the robust man.
   

        "Henry is so happy because he won the bet, the next round is on you..."
   

        "Hahaha, who would've thought that the first one to complete the evaluation task is not Thorn Solomon or Lion King Soss. Henry bet on Sea Demon Claire and made a small fortune. Hey, he's lucky."
   

        "That's not all, Henry used to clashed with Soss, and also couldn't see eye to eye with Solomon. He's happy that these two fellows are having a tough time."
   

        The few drinking buddies were drinking while chatting lively.
   

        Not too long after, an excited middle-aged hunter walked into the tavern from outside. By looking at his eager face, he must have some new gossip.
   

        "What? Solomon and Soss's mission targets were casually killed by Bai Kui! That mountain of dark creature corpses was also left by him..."
   

        "Really or not?"
   

        "definitely real, Claire said it herself."
   

        "Damn, that's amazing."
   

        "This kid hid so deep? I heard he used to be a black copper level hunter, tsk tsk... Solomon and Soss have been surpassed by him..."
   

        The tavern became increasingly noisy, but it had nothing to do with Casio.
   

        After he handed in the ghoul, which was his mission target, he had already returned to his single house. And the veteran hunters did not choose to disturb Casio at this time, clearly thinking he needed to rest now.
   

        Casio was happy for the peace, he started preparing to enter the World of Calamities.
   

        He interrogated the ghoul on the way back, unfortunately. The intelligence of this dark creature was even lower than that of the lizardman, full of primitive needs like eating flesh. There was no answer to the spiral pattern of the meat factory.
   

        Casio didn't want to dwell on these things. He accelerated his actions in the real world, and the exploration in the World of Calamities had also reached a critical point. In the exploration the day before, Casio and the rest had searched many areas in the southwest corner of the Pale Land. Moreover, they found a strange rocky mountain terrain.
   

        If nothing unexpected happens, Howler Canyon should be inside here.
   

        The special mountain structure, Soul Jade that can nourish Qi, the spirit battle bodies left behind by fighters of past generations... Casio was becoming eager to take action.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Just ahead, there is no more than five kilometers to go..."
   

        "Get out of this swamp mire as quickly as possible, the mud is already getting into my armor cracks. Damn, too clumsy, too heavy..."
   

        Around a cluster of trees and swamps, three shadows were advancing in a single direction. This was the remote southwestern corner of the Pale Land, adjacent to the decaying swamp. Hence, some areas manifested swamp characteristics, creating a crevice feature similar to Ash City.
   

        Thump, thump, thump...
   

        Splotches of dark mud were blasted open by metallic footprints. The noises of the Iron Knight's sprint were equivalent to an elephant charging, indiscriminately opening a path downwards in the swamp. Ghost Man and Casio were much lighter, leaving no trace in the mud, their speed extremely fast.
   

        The Iron Knight actually wanted this too, but he had no choice, the armor on his body was related to his power system, he wouldn't take it off unless absolutely necessary.
   

        Just like the peculiar habits of Ghost Man, who always wore a mask on his face.
   

        Strangely enough, two top Knight Rank Markers have known each other for many years and have engaged in many collaborations, yet they have not seen each other's true face.
   

        "Shush shush....."
   

        If you looked from above, you would notice three figures like parallel black lines, clearly dividing the entire swamp into two parts.
   

        "Get away."
   

        The stoic Casio suddenly said to the knight beside him. As soon as his words fell, he sprung into action swinging his palm, both fast and fierce.
   

        A chilling red arc cut through the air, carrying an extremely dangerous aura, it slid close to the Iron Knight's metal mask towards the swamp mud.
   

        Splash! The sludge churned, forming a vortex all of a sudden.
   

        From within the vortex, a greenish-black python as thick as a water barrel leapt out. With a gaping mouth and its tusks exposed, spiral teeth can be seen in its mouth.
   

        Thousands of little snakes came out of the snake's mouth, just like countless tongues.
   

        Thanks to Casio's warning, the Iron Knight had already retreated a step back, dodging quickly.
   

        The python missed the hit and ended up opposing Casio's arm that he swung with unstoppable force. The arm, which was wrapped in a dreadful red halo, was just like the sharpest slicer, slicing the python into two halves beginning from its ugly mouth.
   

        It's as if Casio had placed his knife there and the python had leapt out of the swamp, cutting itself into two halves. Smoothly, like a hot knife through butter. A huge amount of blood and entrails gushed out.
   

        The arm vibrated with a hum, and the blood flew off into a mist.
   

        Casio looked at the python, which was still struggling and twisting like an eel. He wasn't surprised to find that the dark creature had such a vital force. He signaled the other two with his eyes to continue moving towards the target.
   

        "Hisss Hisss Hisss..."
   

        A series of climbing and burrowing sounds came from beneath the swamp, then numerous poisonous insects and strange snakes started crawling out from the holes. They were stimulated by the strong smell of blood, and they all started to eat the python's corpse heartily. Within seconds, the corpse was gnawed to half of its backbone. However, these insects and monsters had just feasted, then they all died next to the python's corpse. The insects and snakes accumulated in large numbers, a dark and crowded patch, motionless.
   

        If observed carefully, one would notice that each of these small insects seemed to develop little teeth, slowly gnawing through the shell and internal organs.
   

        Breaking them down to their most basic form.
   

        This was the Deathfang Power of the Southern Dipper Fist. Casio gained a lot from that combat trial arena and saw the process of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist being gradually created. Hence, his understanding of Deathfang Power further deepened.
   

        What Casio just used was the transmissibility or reproductive ability of Deathfang Power. The Power residue remained in the python's corpse, and even if it died, it could still be preserved for quite a long time. During this process, anyone who touched the corpse would become a target for the transmission of Deathfang Power. Just like a plague, it propagated outward. Further, he was researching, making the transmissibility of Deathfang Power one step further, into reproductive ability.
   

        That is, during the process of killing the opponent with Deathfang Power, part of the energy can be obtained as feedback, thereby extending the duration of Deathfang Power. It existed indefinitely, grinding down immortality. This was one of the ideas of the ancient sages in the markers left on the first floor of the Combat Trial Arena, but it is difficult to realize.
   

        Casio found this interesting.
   

        Many impressive powerful moves sometimes start with such small inspirations and thoughts. If he were to carve out his own path of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, he would need to carefully ponder over and polish it with experiments and real combat to gain skills. Like Feng Liusi's Blood Vulture Beak Secret Skill.
   

        "Finally left that damned place, there's about two kilometers left..."
   

        The Iron Knight stood on the ground scattered with fragments of stone, gazing in the distance. There lies a bull-horn-shaped Mountain Gorge, nearly a thousand meters high.
   

        "Be careful. The Wailing Valley is full of wraiths. The wraith that we encountered before, you should know how dangerous it is." Ghost Man reminded, squinting his eyes slightly, obviously not at ease.
   

        "Woo~"
   

        As the wind blew past, from a distance of thousands of meters, the three of them heard a faint eerie wail hiding in the wind. As the distance got closer, the crying noise got louder and clearer, just like it was whispering in their ears.
   

        Standing at the entrance of the gorge, Casio felt the Yin wind blowing from the inside.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The wails echoed endlessly, as though men, women, elderly and children were all crying out in unison. It created a terrifying and spine-chilling feeling of dread.
   

        The Ghost Iron Knight felt a shiver in his heart, yet Casio boldly went ahead. Seeing Casio's decisive demeanor, both men inexplicably gained confidence.
   

        They hastened to follow him, entering the depths of Wailing Valley.
   

        At first, it looked like any ordinary valley; the ground was littered with bizarre rocks, pebbles, and overgrown weeds. On the sides were the cliffs of ashen mountains, unusually steep, with indiscernible moss occasionally attached. As they went deeper, the cliffs around them gradually began to show bizarre changes. There were black lines on the stone surface, appearing and disappearing like patterns, wriggling like parasites underneath.
   

        The color of the stone surface also took on a semi-translucent quality, akin to jade. Casio glanced over it and quickened his pace.
   

        He had probably walked about two to three hundred meters into the valley.
   

        He suddenly stopped, his gaze sharpened towards the position of the cliffs.
   

        Caves, countless black caves, sprawled over both mountain sides like a wasp nest. Inside these caves, humanoid figures appeared and disappeared. Their poses varied widely, resembling statuesque puppets.
   

        Wraiths, they were all wraiths. All the souls of fighters in the Pale Land for thousands of years would gather here to rest and recuperate.
   

        "Good!"
   

        A word popped out of Casio's mouth, his cold expression changed, and his eyes revealed a touch of excitement. Secret Martial Artists found joy in combat with heaven, earth, and people. But in Casio's view, the most enjoyable battle is a duel with a high-ranking fighter - a life and death sparring of skills!
   

        A genuine aspiring Secret Martial Artist must have a strong will. Regardless of frenzy, dominance, or even arrogance, they would never admit defeat. Sweeping through all the competing talents and challenging the older generation often led to rapid progression to becoming a Fighter.
   

        For instance, this was the credo of The Eastern Three Stars and others like them.
   

        Although Qi is an independent force, it is influenced by spiritual will. The higher and more confident the spiritual will, the greater the aspiration, and the broader the ambition. The stronger one's Qi is, the more powerful they are, and they can even break through their own limits. In addition, the richer a person's experience, the stronger their Qi. This experience is primarily composed of battles between life and death.
   

        How does a Fighter hone their skills? It is nothing more than giving it their all, fighting a strong enemy, and facing a mortal enemy. But in the real world, there aren't many mortal enemies, most are friendly sparring matches. Even for a warmonger like Feng Liusi, the number of Fighters he has fought with all his might can be counted on ten fingers. After all, it's unreasonable to expect people to fight life-and-death battles for no reason. In the same era, there were not many such martial lunatics in the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        However, now, Casio was presented with countless sparring partners.
   

        From the ancient times to the end of the Hong Li Empire, all the Fighters and their special Secret Martial Arts, various strange combat moves, and experienced and fierce skills, he wanted to experience them all.
   

        "Would you like to try?"
   

        Casio glanced at the Ghost Man and The Iron Knight beside him. Seeing them shaking their heads and retreating to a safe distance, he turned back around.
   

        He raised his palm and directly shattered the jade-like film on the surface of the nearest cave. Immediately, the standing humanoid inside was disturbed.
   

        He blinked open his empty eyes, showing only a grayish hue. With a thud, the entire cave shook and the Wraith exploded out.
   

        A burst of dust surged from the ground, as though a gray fog had risen. From within the fog, a silhouette suddenly darted out, its arms crossed and slightly open. At first glance, it was as if an eagle was majestically soaring in the sky.
   

        "Raptor Fist! Just right!"
   

        The light in Casio's eyes flashed, and his whole body's bones clicked into place, opening up like an umbrella. The muscles under his skin became twisted like steel cables, rising rapidly with his combat stance.
   

        He stepped on the ground, and his entire shape disappeared from its place.
   

        The Wraith and Casio were both incredibly fast, like two black rays converging together. In the midst of his mad rush, the Wraith hunched its upper body, and the muscles and bones at its back surged towards its right arm like a wave, swiping with a claw.
   

        How could Casio possibly back down? Naturally, he stretched out his fingers, and his large knuckles and bulging veins popped up violently. He plunged into the air and took the Wraith's blow head-on.
   

        Bang!
   

        The air rippled like a wave, and one could vaguely hear the two cries of raptors. Casio took a half-step back, while the Wraith, with the appearance of a middle-aged man, staggered back five or six steps. Each step hammered a deep pit into the ground.
   

        But he squat slightly, lowering his center of gravity, and adjusted himself back in an instant. His hands were held diagonally in front of his chest, forming a misaligned cross. All ten fingers were in the shape of eagle claws, with curved knuckles, as if they were daggers.
   

        He took a step and charged forward, with his hands swinging and gliding like the wings of a raptor. In a flicker, he had rapidly closed the distance to within three meters of Casio.
   

        "What a fast move."
   

        Casio threw a punch without intending to dodge. It seemed that the wraith wanted to fight close quarters with quick moves, so he decided to go along with it.
   

        Bang! Fist and claw clashed, followed by a series of sounds like firecrackers going off. Bang bang bang bang bang... Four arms moving rapidly in the air, both using the basic moves of their respective secret martial arts. However, the more basic the move, the more straightforward it is, and the more it comes down to foundation and combat experience.
   

        Casio didn't use his full strength with the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, nor did he use his South Dipper Force. He only used the most basic moves to fight against his opponent, but still firmly controlled the situation. He showed absolute domination, with the wraith having to retreat whenever he advanced. The opponent would have to dodge when he launched his tricky moves. And all these reactions were compressed into a very short period of time.
   

        So, at first glance, all one could see were two blurry silhouettes wildly exchanging blows. The ghost man and Iron Knight at a distance squinted their eyes and quietly retreated a bit more. This is the difference between the fighting style of a fighter and other systems — speed, strength, defense, and reaction are all indispensable.
   

        Like high-speed moving human-shaped tanks.
   

        A regular car would break apart not only from a main cannon shell hit, but even from a light bump. Although both the ghost man and the Iron Knight possess the fighting strength of a fighter, they wouldn't want to confront this kind of tough opponent with almost no weaknesses. For instance, this wraith who uses Raptor Fist...
   

        And this level fills the entire hundred-meter cliff face of Wailing Valley.
   

        One could say that this is definitely the most dangerous area in the entire Pale Land! However, as mentioned in the task information, as long as the jade-like film outside these caves is not broken, the other wraiths will not swarm over.
   

        One-on-one, it's not too scary.
   

        Squawk!!!
   

        Just as he was thinking, a vicious bird shriek came from the nearby battlefield.
   

        The ghost man looked up to see what looked like two giant birds entwined in mid-air, jockeying for supremacy. One was bloodthirsty, violent and ominous red, a ferocious bird of prey. The other one was entirely dark, weighty and ferocious, an Iron Feather Eagle. Both were nearly ten meters large, their wings spread out to block a large amount of light.
   

        As though the sky over this area of the valley was completely black.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Iron Feather Eagle plunged, diving headfirst into the ground. The wraith's kick slashed down like a battle axe, blasting a deep pit in the mud.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        The Blood Vulture Bird pushed its claws forward and cracked them onto the eagle's chest. It was Casio's flying knee strike, fiercely hitting the wraith's chest. They both flew backwards for over ten meters, crashing heavily into the cliff.
   

        It was as if the bloodthirsty vulture had glided forward, grabbing the Iron Feather Eagle with its claws and smashing it into the cliff. Boom! The ground fiercely shook, stones splintered, and a cloud of gray dust dispersed like fog.
   

        The earth shook and the mountains moved, like a battle between gigantic beasts.
   

        Casio extended his arms, forming a parallel line. The large muscles on his back bulged, and the contours of a terrifying face appeared.
   

        His hands swiped fiercely, smashing the wraith's head with a bang.
   

        Mid-air, the beak of the Blood Vulture Bird was raised and fell, as if it pierced the skull of the Iron Feather Eagle like an arrow shot from a bow. And it gulped down something.
   

        Casio released the corpse in his hands, a satisfied look on his face. He extended his right thumb and gently pressed it onto the skeletal chest.
   

        "Pop..." "Pop..."
   

        One after the other, two sounds like uncorking bottles were heard.
   

        A shower of dark, dissolving Qi fell, shrouding Casio in mist.
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        One, two, three... seventeen, eighteen, nineteen, red acupuncture points around Casio lit up one by one, flashing like brilliant stars. At the same time, purple acupuncture points also lit up. If all these points were connected into a 3D image, it would resemble a scene of a giant bird and a star python vying for supremacy. The Blood Vulture spread its iron feathers, and the Sonic Snake opened its tusks wide.
   

        They seemed to be adversaries, but there was an unmistakable sense of understanding and response between them.
   

        Casio swung his left hand in the air, and the surface of his palm unleashed a series of explosive shockwaves, sounding like firecrackers exploding. His right hand clenched into a fist, and from the gaps between his five fingers spilled a crimson light. A screeching sound filled the air.
   

        As if something invisible was being decomposed and gnawed away.
   

        He exhaled a long breath, feeling the flow of force within his body.
   

        Three more acupuncture points were needed to reach the third stage of Southern Dipper power.
   

        At this point, Casio and Feng Liusi had embarked on completely different paths. Casio was fighting to nurture his fights, actively stimulating the ferocity of the Southern Dipper Fist.
   

        He planned to use a large number of wraiths, each with the strength of a fighter, to feed enough refined Southern Dipper power and build it to a significantly high level. This method differed from Feng Liusi's decades of accumulation and training—it was more adventurous.
   

        Of course, it was worth it. Casio didn't have that much time to accumulate.
   

        And he was in the perfect position to do so.
   

        There were numerous wraiths in the Wailing Valley that Casio could choose to single-handedly fight.
   

        The resurrection altar in the Shelter Tower could save his life.
   

        Casio was practicing two methods of the Southern Dipper Fist, each one balancing the other. This balance prevented him from indulging in the ferocity of one method and falling into deviation.
   

        With the right time, place, and people, this place was his combat training ground.
   

        If Feng Liusi knew about such a good training ground, he would surely envy Casio. Blood Fist was combative and well-known for challenging many masters. Unfortunately, the circle of fighters was too small and the people too few. Moreover, they often couldn't go all out during sparring; these high-level matches could only end in life and death. This indirectly limited Feng Liusi from advancing further in the Southern Dipper Fist during the peaceful years. Only in chaotic times could a practitioner of the Southern Dipper Fist soar and make rapid progress.
   

        The world of disasters that Casio found himself in now was undoubtedly a chaos within chaos, a brutal place of survival of the fittest. His training in this place was as natural to the Southern Dipper Fist as returning home.
   

        Only through blood and flesh could the skeleton of the Southern Dipper Fist be forged. The stronger the will to fight, the stronger the refinement. Casio could feel that after each significant battle, the Southern Dipper state of both Southern Dipper Fists would become incredibly active, inspiring an endless flow of thoughts.
   

        At these times, breaking through the acupuncture points and creating moves often came with doubled effectiveness.
   

        He opened his eyes, his energy having dissipated by now. As Casio had defeated a wraith head-on, some residual battle experience was naturally absorbed. Although no significant benefits were apparent, small gains would accumulate to yield substantial results one day.
   

        Click, click, click...
   

        Casio walked towards the opened cave.
   

        The space inside was enough for five or six people and wasn't cramped. In a corner, a dark green piece of jade the size of a thumb had grown on the cliff. Inside the jade, a big tuft of cottony green light radiated into the mountain, looking like a plant's root system.
   

        He reached out and broke off the jade.
   

        According to the tasks given by the Ghost Man, this Soul Jade nurtured in the Wailing Valley had the effect of nourishing one's energy. Casio grabbed the stone with his right hand, which immediately produced a stream of energy that touched the jade's surface.
   

        Suddenly, the dark green substance inside the stone was drawn out.
   

        Casio stopped after only absorbing a small portion.
   

        He furrowed his brows slightly. The effect was not as good as expected. The biggest drawback was the poor quality. Those dark green substances became impurities after being absorbed into the energy, reducing its effectiveness. While the size of the energy had increased, its purity and refinement had been compromised. Casio glanced around him.
   

        But he was neither disappointed nor discouraged.
   

        Because there must be differences in the quality of Soul Jades, just like stronger wraiths could occupy better caves, the Soul Jades incubated in those caves must be purer. Casio slowly walked out.
   

        As he did so, he nonchalantly tossed the Soul Jade to the Ghost Man walking towards him.
   

        "Try its effect," Casio said.
   

        The Ghost Man nodded and absorbed it using his own energy. In an instant, his eyes lit up with joy: "Excellent resource, this is quite rare..."
   

        Casio let him savor the effect, while he continued on deeper into the valley.
   

        About a hundred meters away, he shattered another cave with a punch.
   

        An old man inside was immediately startled awake, opening his greyish white eyes. His legs split and stabbed into the ground like blades.
   

        With his arms held high, he twisted his wrists and slightly lifted his palms. He looked like a giant mantis in human form, with his gaze fixed on Casio.
   

        Boom!
   

        The ground shook, dust raised. The old man had somehow appeared behind him, his arms bent and swinging down hard. It was like two large curved knives, and dark green energy spewed from his back.
   

        At a glance, he looked like a dark green mantis with wing sheaths.
   

        Swish!
   

        Two hand knives chopped down on Casio's neck and shoulders, sending him flying. He performed a low roll and punched the ground, leaving a narrow trail of over ten meters before finally steadying himself.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 777: Beginning of Ascetic Practice (4000) _2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Extraordinary speed, average power. But the average power, amplified by the lightning speed, can indeed result in formidable strike strength..."
   

        An interested look came into his eyes. The cave walls of Wailing Valley are like blind boxes—you can never predict what style of combat a wraith lurking inside might adopt, what secret martial art it excels at, or how strong it is.
   

        The swift and vicious attack by the elder in front could catch anyone off guard. Even veteran fighters on the cusp of becoming top-tier fighters might be slain by the first strike upon encounter. Yet, the comprehensive strength of the elder might just be at the same level as an average veteran fighter.
   

        Casio flexed the muscles on his back and shoulders, causing the two bloodstains there to gradually fade until there was no trace left. He eyed the human-shaped mantis in the distance. The air around him shuddered. He had already assumed the stance of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. His knuckles gently moved, much like the opening and closing of a python's mouth.
   

        Bang!
   

        The ground shook, and the elder in the distance had disappeared.
   

        Casio instantly whirled around, throwing a punch with his arm, swinging with the strength of a python's tail.
   

        Thud!
   

        The hand knife clashed with the swing punch, causing air waves to explode around them. The elder's right hand was blocked, but his left hand immediately swung down, emitting a screeching sound.
   

        Casio's other hand moved upward, gripping tightly onto the attack trajectory.
   

        He suddenly grinned, a dangerous glint flashing in his eyes. His right leg exerted power, crushing the ground beneath, and his knee shot upward like a shell, covered in a semi-transparent, bowl-shaped air current that collided with the elder's chin.
   

        Thud!
   

        The human-shaped mantis was sent flying, its body bending backward as its head tilted upward, its jaw shattered by the impact.
   

        Casio strode forward, delivering a fierce elbow thrust as the elder's backward bend became a forward one, but he continued to fall backwards.
   

        After flying for about five meters, Casio's silhouette popped up unexpectedly. A punch came flying like a meteor hammer, knocking him back. Mid-flight, Casio forcefully chased after him, turning into a residual image that appeared along the flight path.
   

        Then another punch was thrown.
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang...
   

        It was as if the elder was a baseball being battered around by Casio. At last, he exploded midair, vanishing into a cloud of green qi.
   

        Casio stood as the qi rain fell, his face impassive.
   

        To obtain exaggerated reinforcement in one dimension, a secret martial arts move was bound to have weaknesses and loopholes elsewhere. Like this elder's mantis-like boxing method, the instantaneous speed was really too fast, especially for the first strike. It was almost like a terrifying assassin.
   

        But during head-on combat, the weakness of this boxing method showed. The elder had two arms, which meant two fierce attack opportunities. Once they both got blocked, he found himself powerless, and defeat was immediate.
   

        After two strikes, it's either you die, or I perish.
   

        "What an extreme boxing method! That was enlightening..."
   

        Casio discovered that he should never underestimate a master of secret martial arts. Even at his strength level, the moment he slightly lost focus when he first opened the cave, he was almost slash twice from behind by the elder's terrifying explosive first attack. Although he could have dodged at that time and only chose to withstand the attack to experience the force intensity, this demonstrated the advantages of the mantis-like boxing method were quite remarkable, capable of producing ferocious attacks despite its weakness.
   

        "Huh..."
   

        After absorbing the combat experience left in the qi, Casio entered the cave. Inside was a Soul Jade, only about half a palm's size. After absorbing a little, he tossed it to Ghost Man when he was still short of the amount he needed. Without any hesitation, he moved on to the next cave.
   

        On the side, the Ghost Man and Iron Knight were flashing their eyes, full of astonishment. Secret Martial Arts truly was a fascinating power that allowed the human body to surpass its limits.
   

        The two wraiths that Casio just crushed, neither the Ghost Iron Knight dared to say they could reliably win against them. Especially against this old man with Mantis Fist no, his opening hand knife strike was too quick and ruthless, if you're too slow to react, you die.
   

        According to the requirements of the Black Rain Villa mission, it is necessary to defeat at least one wraith in the Wailing Valley, which is tantamount to staking your life on one latent gamble. The limit is five Soul Jades, equivalent to five chances at life, which is exceptionally difficult.
   

        Without Casio as a powerful collaborator, the Ghost Man would not dare to accept this task. Going it alone, is as good as seeking his own death.
   

        With that, the Ghost Man and Iron Knight became two spectators, watching Casio enter each cave and challenge its occupant. However, sometimes being a spectator does not free them from danger. During the intense fight between Casio and the wraith, the beaten wraith was thrown out in their direction. The Ghost Iron Knight was suddenly hit, getting beaten black and blue by the severely wounded wraith. The Iron Knight's armour was heavily damaged and even the beloved scythe of the Ghost Man was bent by a punch.
   

        It was Casio who came to their rescue, pulling the wraith back into the battlefield and thus saving the two. That night, Casio fought with blazing spirits, asserting his dominance in the fights.
   

        He picked six caves consecutively, challenging six master fighters.
   

        It's not that he did not want to challenge more, but the consumption of his Qi was too great.
   

        Casio felt that whenever there was a sign that his strength would fall out of the top-tier fighter level, he would stop, rest a while, and then continue to fight.
   

        After all, who knows when a top-tier fighter's level wraith might suddenly appear in the cave, he must have the bare minimum insurance measures. However, after these fights, Casio started to understand the pattern of the cave wall. The deeper into the valley, the higher the caves, and the stronger their inhabitants.
   

        Theoretically, if he were to reach the innermost part of Wailing Valley and climb to the top of the cave wall, perhaps he would come across an Ultimate fighter or even a Saint Fist?
   

        However, whether or not there are Saint Fist level wraiths was something Casio was unsure about. After all, during the exploration of the Akaba Ruins, that old Saint Fist managed to retain his Qi inside his body after his death, maintaining his obsession for thousands of years. Moreover, he could still set up what seemed like a real Qi training world. The level and realm of that was something Casio couldn't predict.
   

        Regardless, the exploration of Wailing Valley this night was quite fruitful.
   

        Fighting six fighters in a row, he gained combat experience, and even broke through three acupuncture points. Both the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist and South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist reached a resonation at twenty-one acupoints. All Casio needed to do was to digest for a while, and the Qi of these two Southern Dipper styles would reach the third stage, increasing their power.
   

        When he opened his eyes, it was early morning in the real world.
   

        Casio had just returned from the World of Calamities, but he didn't have any intention of going out. He calmly planned to finish digesting the gains of the night.
   

        He was attempting to see if he could break through the twenty-second acupuncture point as well.
   

        The effects of any training are most effective when first encountered. It will probably be impossible to break through three or four acupuncture points overnight in future fights in the Wailing Valley. Casio sat cross-legged and started circulating his internal Qi.
   

        At the same time, public areas in the Hunters Association were bustling.
   

        Clearly, the news from last night had spread this morning, causing the hunters to discuss. Particularly, Bai Kui, who was suddenly a dark horse.
   

        Of course, there was also the unfortunate matter of Romens and Soss having their mission reset.
   

        Hunters Association Hall, a familiar place, same old scene.
   

        The Holy Light Hunter Dillixia handed the files in his hand to the two youngsters in front of him, and gave a special warning to Romens.
   

        "The opportunity for the first ring of the mission is at most three times, no matter what the cause. It is now your third time on this mission, and failure this time will put an end to the competition." Dillixia said with a serious tone...
   

        Romens clenched his fists tightly and his eyes were stern. The last two mishaps were both related to Bai Kui; this was truly intolerable. He was embarrassingly on his third task, while Bai Kui become everyone's topic of discussion last night. However, Bai Kui won't be strutting around for much longer. After last night, Candle Soul seemed to be thinking about making their move early. It seems they won't even wait for the second ring of the mission, they'll try to kill Bai Kui now.
   

        As expected, standing out too much always invites misfortune.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Florence, District Six, in a quiet subterranean spot nestled within a mountain forest.
   

        The dark creatures' experimental field planned by The Organization has existed for seven to eight years, and throughout these years, it has produced many results. This field was set up single-handedly by Candle Soul and Yangyan, members of The Organization, according to their boss, Xiadu's preference. It maintains a high level of secrecy. Even many members who have joined The Organization are unaware of it.
   

        In addition to Yangyan and Candle Soul, there are many testers present in the trial field. Some of them are talent from the secondary forces under individual members of The Organization; others are coerced into coming. Still, others are provided by those old fellows in the Royal Parliament who are secretly cooperating with The Organization.
   

        Interestingly, although high-ranking members of the Royal Parliament knew what was going on in the trial field and that they were dealing with The Organization, they still expressed a willingness to cooperate. They even help cover up the existence of the dark creature's experimental field in Florence and provide conveniences at times.
   

        Why so? There are essentially two reasons.
   

         Firstly, the Royal Family and the Council attempt to harness the power of these dark creatures.
   

        Dark Hunt is a supernatural force officially supported by the Hong Li Empire, but over a long period, it has developed its independence. Perhaps it was quite obedient during the era of the Hong Li Imperial Royal Family, and it kept a low profile when the Hong Li Empire Council first started. But now, it has somewhat escaped control from both factions, especially given their lack of unity.
   

        Dark Hunt has subtly hinted at being on equal terms with both the Royal Parliament. Although both the Royal Family and the Council are training talent and feeding them into Dark Hunt to maintain a certain influence, ultimately, birds of a feather flock together. Once transcendent beings join such supernatural forces, they inevitably realize their identity and gradually break away from the control of the Royal Parliament.
   

        Gradually, these talented individuals developed by the Royal Parliament have evolved from being their lap dogs to collaborators with equal standing. This is a transformation of their status.
   

        So, both factions have always been seeking methods to replace the hunters in Dark Hunt. That is, to identify a stable and potent source of power, apart from the Holy Spring water, as an alternative cornerstone for their strength.
   

        Such as in the early times of the Hong Li Imperial Royal Family.
   

        They were very eager to cooperate with the Secret Martial Arts World, always coveting the mighty power of secret martial arts. However, for some reason, their cooperation was always bumpy and was interrupted by various accidents before they could start.
   

        In the end, the Imperial Royal Family only managed to collect some broken secret martial arts techniques to place in their library, unable to truly infiltrate the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        The research by Yangyan and Candle Soul targets these dark creatures. It is, in a sense, a fundamental solution to the problem. Whether it is to better understand the weaknesses of these dark creatures or to create controllable dark creatures, both uses are beneficial. The casualties? They are merely common folk.
   

        Deep down, it's because some high-ranking members of the Royal Parliament covet the formidable power of these dark creatures. They believe they have the ability to keep the situation under control. Cooperating with a tiger for its skin? Between the cooperating parties, it's still uncertain who's the tiger.
   

        The second reason is the temptation of longevity.
   

        Everyone has to die eventually, especially those old fellows holding massive wealth and power. The closer they are to death, the less willing they are to leave.
   

        The dark creatures' experimental field is currently researching the technology to convert humans into dark creatures, and it has been quite successful. Many dark creatures roaming in Florence were reshaped from tramps caught on the roadside.
   

        However, this technology is not yet perfect. After humans are completely converted into dark creatures, they lose most of their memory and face issues with their self-recognition. They become like beasts, instinct overpowers rationality, consuming raw meat and blood.
   

        Most old fellows cannot accept turning into dark creatures in this manner. However, this technology clearly shows great potential. If we could solve the problems related to the loss of self-recognition and the animalistic consciousness, it would provide the perfect way to prolong life: giving those who are already on the verge of death once again a surging life force, a sturdy body, a long life, and even powerful supernatural abilities.
   

        Everyone has selfish desires, and the high-ranking members of the Royal Parliament are no exception.
   

        In the depths of a secluded forest, thirty meters below ground, lies a vast experimental field. Sturdy tunnels extend in all directions like a giant spider, connecting with different areas in the field.
   

        In one space to the left, there is a jail enclosed by alloy bars. Each bar is thick as an arm and shines with a deep black luster.
   

        Inside the jail, there are various dark creatures imprisoned, including humanoid figures, wild beasts, and even exotic species in liquid form and shadows. All of them crouch on the ground and hide in the corners.
   

        In the center of the jail, a fist-sized purple eyeball floats in mid-air, three meters off the ground, sealed by amber. But streaks of purple light emanate from it, like the sun, ceaselessly illuminating day and night.
   

        All dark creatures touched by the light are listless and spiritless. They lose their strength, and their abilities are weakened to a bare minimum.
   

        At the entrance of the jail, two black figures slowly approach. One is draped in a broad black cloak; the other one wears a black robe. Both of them emit a chilly aura, like poisonous snakes slithering in a decaying forest.
   

        "Tap tap tap tap..."
   

        Yangyan and Candle Soul slowly step into the jail, quietly observing the terrifying exotic creatures inside. After a quick glance around, Candle Soul begins to speak.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "That hunter called Bai Kui is not simple, even Solomon entangled in thorns is likely no match for him. There were rumors before that he had clashed with the Lion King, Soss, and with one blow, he managed to strike him down in physical combat. Added to that, last night alone, he hunted hundreds of dark creatures across three districts of Florence. This Bai Kui is probably the most powerful individual below the shadow hunters who are at the fighter level. He may even have the strength equivalent to that of a fighter..."
   

        "This youngster has been cultivated by the elder hunters. He has likely been trained since he was a child, his strength hidden until the competition for the position of Shadow Hunter began. If there are no unexpected events, he will likely become the fifth Shadow Hunter..." The gaze of Candle Soul became increasingly profound.
   

        "Without eliminating Bai Kui, Solomon will essentially have no chance at becoming a Shadow Hunter, nor will he have the opportunity to see the Holy Spring Source. Furthermore, Bai Kui has taken the Tear of Blue Eye from those corpses, it is likely he has discovered something. If he reports this to the Dark Hunt Organization, we'll run into serious trouble. So you have no other choice but to take him out."
   

        Yangyan didn't deny it, but his eyes brimmed with killing intent. His test subjects from a year's worth of experiments were wiped out overnight. Not even the specific data were recovered, equating to a year's wasted effort. How could Yangyan not be angered? Among the entire organization in Florence, there were only himself and Candle Soul. Candle Soul was currently dealing with some members of the Royal Parliament and monitoring the situation, leaving himself as the best option to act.
   

        "Okay." He nodded.
   

        "I will help you draw him out of the Dark Hunt Organization's headquarters. I might even be able to lure him out of Florence. Everything else will be left up to you..."
   

        Candle Soul spoke after contemplation.
   

        "If it happens outside the city, I'll bring along some of the latest subjects from my recent experiments to test their effectiveness. He seems to enjoy killing dark creatures, so let's see how he handles an overwhelming number. Heh... The four newest subjects I've been working with are exceptionally fierce. Just be sure he's not already torn to pieces and eaten before you get to him..." Yangyan curled his lips into a smile.
   

        In their judgement, according to the divisions in the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        The strength that Casio has shown at this point is estimated to be around the peak level of a martial artist and the level of a newly advanced fighter, which means the threshold of the organization. To Yangyan and Candle Soul, who have been members of the organization for decades, this isn't significant. Yangyan possesses strength close to the pinnacle of fighters.
   

        Even in the Hunters Association, there are only a scarce few who could compare.
   

        In the jail, under the purple light, Yangyan and Candle Soul observed for a while and then proceeded towards another important place in the experimental field. This was the key location, the Transformation Pool of Dark Creatures. 
   

        Here, staff dressed in white coats were busy moving around. Various counters were scattered around, the surfaces holding various glass containers, distilling instruments, metal tools, and so forth. There were also dark creature organs and various strange herbs and minerals preserved in the liquid within glass vials. Some looked as if they were not even from the real world.
   

        "Whoo, whoo, whoo..."
   

        On one side of the corridor, a tramp with messy hair was brought forth, bound and gagged. His eyes filled with fear as he tried to struggle, but to no avail and he was carried directly to the conversion pool, bound with shackles to an iron bed. His neck, hands, feet, waist; all were restrained.
   

        Yangyan and Candle Soul walked over and stood outside the conversion pool.
   

        The staff nearby instantly quickened their movements. They first filled the pool with an unknown liquid, similar to mucus and exuding a pungent smell like formalin. Then, they added a variety of prepared mineral powders and strange herbs.
   

        Within a few moments, the entire pool of liquid had turned to a dark yellow, like amber. The tramp was completely submerged, except for the part of him above the nose and mouth, as the upper part of the iron bed was inclined. At this moment, he stopped struggling and only looked around in fear.
   

        The staff members continued to operate, and the entire bottom of the transformation pool suddenly lit up, emitting a faint blue light. Upon closer inspection, it was found that the surface of the conversion pool was studded with countless Tears of Blue Eyes. These tools, resembling human eyes, rotated back and forth, mysteriously unnerving.
   

        Followed by that, a staff member carefully took out an ancient stone tablet.
   

        Considerably antiquated, it looked like a product of the ancient times, its surface rough and riddled with scratches. A large string of blurred text was inscribed on the back of the tablet, as if recording something. On the front, however, was a palm-sized engraving of a huge eye, the lines of which are rough and brutal. At the very center of the eye, instead of a pupil, there was a delicate spiral pattern.
   

        It looked like a profound vortex.
   

        The staff put the stone tablet face down and threw it directly into the conversion pool.
   

        Surprisingly, the stone tablet did not fall down, but was hoisted up by an inexplicable force and rotated mid-air. Looking down at the water in the pool, it was found that the light from each Tear of Blue Eye was focused there. Strands of blue light pierced through the amber-colored pool water and gathered at the eyeball pattern.
   

        The fist-sized eye pattern was as if it had been activated.
   

        Gradually it stopped rotating and found the correct position. It floated all the way to a meter above the tramp's head, and traces of blood began to ooze out from the gaps in the pattern, winding around until the entire pattern was dyed red.
   

        In a fleeting moment, the vortex in the eye's pupil began to rotate rapidly, and the color became darker. As though the entire space of the stone tablet had collapsed, a low humming sound resonated, making everyone present feel a brief leap in their consciousness. As if one space had successfully connected with another space.
   

        Yangyan and Candle Soul both stared sharply towards the stone tablet.
   

        It seemed like a view into another space where the entire land was covered in layers of a black substance as dense as sludge. On top of this liquid substance, numerous flesh tumors protruded densely, with no end in sight. Occasionally, a tumor would twitch, the black membrane would shatter, and a terrifying grotesque exotic species would crawl out and fly away, beating its wings.
   

        The stone tablet was like a mirror, an invisible eye, floating towards the depths of the black fluid carpet. As they delved deeper, the exotic species became more terrifying, more ferocious, gradually becoming indescribable. Until a certain boundary, these species suddenly disappeared as if vanished into thin air. The view ahead reverted back to the layered black fluid carpet. As they continued forward, there stood a small mountain between the heaven and earth.
   

        Upon a closer look, that wasn't a mountain, but an incomparably massive dark creature. It appeared to be a giant stone ghost with a bronze-colored body surface covered in various dense patterns, forming numerous small runes. These runes were based on the totems that amassed into this massive body. At the place where it stood, the black carpet was eroded by the totem, like a dense spider web spreading outwards.
   

        However, the spread was halted midway by a scarlet crack. These cracks seemed to be jagged teeth, covering the surface of the black fluid, like boiling magma spreading across half of the region.
   

        In the center of this region, an elder man sat cross-legged. He was as silent as a dried-up corpse, his head drooping and one hand on the ground. A thick scarlet, like a tide, gushed towards all directions. His body was covered in cracks, but 66 red stars twinkled amidst the dim light of extinction.
   

        The bronze giant statue and the withered elder man seemed to have standoff against each other in this black land for who knows how long. In the center, there was a deep, inwardly concave hole, from which black mud gushed ceaselessly.
   

        The shape and depth of this hole, the radial cracks surrounding it.
   

        It seemed as though it was created by the impact of a meteorite...
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        Inside the Experimental Field, everyone was silent, obviously captivated by the grand yet grim scenario before them. An immense feeling of desolation, epicness, and insignificance spontaneously arose. It was the first time they had all witnessed such a scene.
   

        They had conducted experiments on this black mud-like land before, yet they had never probed this deep, almost reaching the source. Not to mention the ordinary test subjects, even Flame and Candle Soul were immensely shocked. Their realm and strength were unquestionable, but as they peered into this endless darkness through a mirror surface, they saw two entities seemingly standing in opposition since antiquity. An irresistible sensation of fear and dread still inevitably arose.
   

        Hum…Hum…Hum…
   

        The field of view from the stone tablet froze onto this area, hanging in mid-air.
   

        Below, two immense forces were colliding, the totem and the scarlet mutually engulfing each other in a frenzy. A large column of white vapors rose high into the sky where both forces collided.
   

        A second later, the conversion stone tablet came into play, as though it had transformed into the vortex passage the size of a fist. Inside, a sizable quantity of pure, black mud gushed down, instantly transforming into a stream that enveloped the Tramp.
   

        "Aaaaaaaaaah..."
   

        Immediately, a piercing scream echoed through the entire conversion pool. It was similar to the struggling of a live pig being submerged in boiling water prior to being slaughtered. In the pool of dark amber-colored liquid, ripples of thick, scarlet-red blood began to flow.
   

        Impurities such as skin, flesh, and bones could be seen within it.
   

        This transformation lasted for three long minutes.
   

        Finally, the stone tablet stopped releasing black mud, its pupil-like engraving was restored to its usual state. The stone tablet started spinning and flew towards the edge of the pool.
   

        An experiment subject stepped forward, intending to retrieve it. Unexpectedly, as soon as his fingertips made contact, a series of pitch-black patterns like tattoo lines started spreading upward along his fingers and palm, parasitically bypassing his elbow.
   

        "Fall back!"
   

        A shadowy figure clad in a black robe flashed behind the subject. It reached out with both hands, their surface layered with fierce, red light, as though they were burning.
   

        'Splurt! Splurt!'
   

        The hand knife slashed down, swift as the wind, directly cutting through the subject's shoulder. Blood splattered as the two severed arms, holding the stone tablet, dropped onto the ground with a thud. The subject screamed painfully, feeling unbearable pain and promptly fainted. He was promptly carried away and given basic treatment. Fortunately, the instantaneous high temperature had stopped the bleeding at the severed arms.
   

        There was no excessive loss of blood.
   

        Flame stood still, the red hue in his hands gradually fading. Candle Soul walked over, casting a solemn gaze upon the floor below. The two limbs of the subject were densely covered with black patterns, appearing like a vibrant, venomous python slithering around his limbs.
   

        This was a sign of the Dark Biological Transformation...
   

        It seemed that the disaster consumed in this experiment was refined and high-grade. Even the leftover part could cause a transformation in normal humans. Flame and Candle Soul were delighted as, based on previous experiments, the more refined and high grade the disaster, the more reason and personality one would retain after their Dark Biological Transformation. This also meant that the more memories and personal characteristics they could retain after the transformation.
   

        Suddenly, a red Qi emerged from Flame's hand, completely covering his skin. He bent down to pick up the stone tablet, and a strand of dark energy collided with the Qi, annihilating each other until the whole stone tablet was wholly restored to its normal state.
   

        "Don't touch those two severed arms. Keep at least three meters distance. I will handle them later," said Candle Soul to the other experimental subjects.
   

        'Huu...'
   

        In the center of the conversion pool, on the iron bed, the dark energy gradually dissipated.
   

        Flame and Candle Soul exchanged glances, their gaze all looking towards the same direction.
   

        The Tramp still maintained his human form, showing no signs of transformation. It was as if everything that happened was just an illusion. However, a moment later, black lines appeared all over the Tramp's skin, twisting and turning into runes the size of a fingernail. Numerous such runes accumulated, forming a totem enveloping his whole body.
   

        It was a gargoyle, grotesque with gigantic wings and sharp claws.
   

        An indescribable sense of bloodlust and ferociousness emanated from the totem.
   

        "A parasitic Dark Creature? Or should I say, symbiotic?"
   

        Flame's eyes brightened, immediately sensing what made this experiment different from the previous ones. For many years, they had conducted experiments on parasitic Dark Creatures, but most were failures. Whether humans transformed into a parasitic Dark Creature, or were parasitized by one, it was all riskier than transforming into any other type of Dark Creatures.
   

        And the probability of retaining reasoning and personality was even lower.
   

        However, the current situation differed slightly from that of a parasitic Dark Creature.
   

        'Whoosh.'
   

        The Tramp, lying on the iron bed, suddenly opened his eyes, immediately looking around. Surprisingly, he felt a surge of potent strength emanating from his body.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        The Tramp roared. A gargoyle forcefully grew out of his flesh and blood and lunged at Flame and Candle Soul who were not far away.
   

        Ten minutes later, inside a solitary room.
   

        Flame concluded the test, glancing at the Tramp lying on the ground.
   

        He pushed the door open and walked out, leaving Candle Soul waiting outside.
   

        "What is the situation?"
   

        "It's indeed not parasitic but symbiotic in nature. This man is both a Dark Creature and not a Dark Creature. His life rotation and the Dark Creature are interconnected. However, his mental cognition is independent," After pausing, Flame continued, "Sadly, the entire process was not perfect. The experiment subject was still affected. Part of his memory was lost, his character transformed, and his rationale had decreased. Of course, compared to the previous experiments from the past few years, this was the closest we've got to success."
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        "Hmm." Candle Soul nodded, "Looking at the totem on his body, it seems to be related to the bronze giant statue seen through the stone tablet. Let's study and observe for a while, and find an opportunity to handle it as soon as possible. I'm going back to the second area first..."
   

        "Alright."
   

        Yangyan stood still, watching Candle Soul leave hastily.
   

        His gaze was slightly profound. Just right, it was time to resolve the variable, Bai Kui. Might as well include this test subject as well.
   

        On the other side, in the seventh district of Florence, the Hunters Association.
   

        In a single house, Casio was contemplating the series of battles from the World of Calamities, especially the secret martial art techniques of the six wraiths he had encountered.
   

        His thoughts were racing fast in his mind, reaching a state of absolute clarity. Like a movie, he replayed each battle in his mind, deepening his understanding.
   

        Unknowingly, half a day had passed. The morning sun outside the window had turned into the setting sun, and in two or three hours the sun would set.
   

        Suddenly, Casio opened his eyes, two dull sounds echoed from his chest. He had made another breakthrough in the Southern Dipper Fist, adding one more acupuncture point.
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture Fist: 22 acupuncture points (third stage)
   

        Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist: 22 acupuncture points (third stage)
   

        Finally, his Southern Dipper strength had reached the third stage, which can be officially acknowledged. There are a total of sixty-six acupuncture points in the Southern Dipper boxing method, with twenty-two accounting for a third of the total. If it was calculated according to the normal stages of secret martial arts, Casio had now reached a minor accomplishment in the Southern Dipper boxing method.
   

        And both boxing methods had reached a minor accomplishment together.
   

        Compared to before, his Southern Dipper strength seemed to have changed dramatically.
   

        Casio slowly rose, his bones cracking as he did so. He left his bedroom and walked straight into the specially prepared training room.
   

        The training room was equipped with various training tools and striking tools.
   

        Casio moved to a counter in the corner, picking up a solid iron sphere the size of his fist. He appraised it briefly, holding it aloft. Then, he clenched his hand and gently pressed it against the surface of the iron sphere.
   

        A vermillion color flashed on his palm.
   

        Opening his fingers, the iron sphere shattered to pieces with a dull sound, quickly turning into a pile of sand-like iron powder. It slowly fell from the edges of his palm.
   

        This was the usual power of his Deathfang Force, no different from before.
   

        However, Casio was still staring intently at his palm.
   

        Before his eyes, the pile of iron dust began to tremble again, floating in the air like fog. On closer inspection, each grain of iron dust was being decomposed once again by a force. The iron dust became finer, like clear water, and because the frictional force became smaller, the pile of iron dust, once the height of an apple, fell from his palm. As it became more and more level, it dwindled until it was only a small pile in his palm.
   

        "Double decomposition!"
   

        Casio spat out these words from his mouth one by one.
   

        Finally, he understood the gap between himself and Feng Liusi. Feng Liusi's South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was probably already at the stage of triple decomposition or even quadruple decomposition. No wonder when they fought side by side, Feng Liusi was able to kill the dark creatures more decisively than Casio, killing them with a simple flick of his finger.
   

        The undead nature of the dark creatures was terrifying, especially under the empowerment of the World of Calamities. Some mighty undead creatures could still recover completely even after being decomposed into a pile of rotten flesh. However, that was still because the number of decompositions was not enough. If the creature was decomposed into sand-sized pieces and was able to come back to life, what about decomposing it into water-like powder? Or even decomposing it into individual cells!
   

        The upper limit of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist was even higher than Casio had imagined.
   

        He dropped his palm, letting the powder fall on the ground, and looked towards an iron post in the distance. He took three strides forward and swung a punch.
   

        Thud, the sound of a punch hitting the iron dummy.
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        Two consecutive explosive noises ring out in quick succession, almost merging into one. A man-high heavy iron stake was blasted into mid-air, where it exploded again.
   

        Pieces of broken metal rained down from mid-air.
   

        "Double explosion..."
   

        Casio pulled back his fist, turned around and left the training room. He returned to his bedroom and once again sat cross-legged. That's right, Casio planned to expend all the vibration energy he had acquired from the real world and the World of Calamities. He was going to push his physique realm back to the peak of a fighter.
   

        Of course, he wouldn't use the Hazard Spirit level vibration energy just yet.
   

        After regaining his peak strength, he needed some time to regroup. Then he would expend the accrued higher level vibration energy to assault a higher realm. In Casio's plan, this retrospection was his opportunity to break through to the Ultimate Fighter and touch the threshold of Saint Fist with all his might.
   

        With a tranquil mind, his thoughts disappeared and his brain gradually became empty.
   

        Inhaling and exhaling, he released all the vibration energy in his body. Waves of scorching body temperature gushed from his colossal physique, gradually heating up the sealed room. An aura of a wild beast began to resurrect.
   

        At six in the evening, at the Hunters Association, in the home of the old hunter, Hebu.
   

        Casio sat on the sofa, drinking tea as usual. It was the old hunters around him who were restless, glancing at Casio from time to time. Finally, Krogg couldn't hold back any longer and put down his teacup to speak.
   

        "Last night..."
   

        Casio suddenly raised his hand, interrupting Krogg: "I know what you all want to ask, how I was able to attract more than half of the dark creatures in Florence. It's actually because of this..." He reached into his chest.
   

        A chunk of pitch-black wood, only as long as a palm, was placed on the table. It smelled of a mixture of the burnt scent of a flame and a faint stench.
   

        "What's this?" The old hunters all showed curious expressions.
   

        "Blackwood, the scent produced when it burns is quite enticing to dark creatures." Casio removed the middle character and didn't hide the effects of Black Bait Wood. You should know that even a top Knight rank marker like Ghost Man has to level up his authority twice in succession to exchange for Black Bait Wood. This rare material is so uncommon that even inside the Black Rain Villa, few know about it, and even fewer use it.
   

        Let alone the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        "Good thing, much stronger than the bait from within the organization..."
   

        Krogg picked it up, carefully examining it for a while.
   

        "If you want to take it for research, then consider it a gift." Casio took a sip of tea, basically understanding the thoughts of these old hunters.
   

        "No...we couldn't possibly..."
   

        Krogg said though his mouth while decisively stuffing the Black Bait Wood into his pocket. They, the old hunters, are truly concerned about the prosperity of the Hunters Association and care about all the hunters. Just as they support Casio because he can expel the calamity within hunters. If they could thoroughly research this Black Bait Wood, find its origin, hunters would have a powerful way of luring monsters.
   

        It can effectively reduce casualties, and design traps to exterminate exotic species.
   

        "I'll hand this Black Bait Wood to the Chief Inspector." Krogg's eyes met Casio as he spoke: "We old fellows will definitely not let you suffer a loss. This thing can strive for quite a few benefits. Have you ever heard of the Clinic, a secret institution of the Hunters Association? It's filled with Elite Hunters who specialize in fighting humans, and they hold quite a bit of power. After you become a Shadow Hunter, you might even be able to directly become the head of the Clinic."
   

        He paused for a moment and then explained: "Although the Clinic is an affiliate of the Hunter's Association, it's actually directly controlled by the Black Chief Inspector. The position of the Clinic head is currently vacant, with only two vice heads. You could step right in, immediately have a group of elite and fierce subordinates, and insert yourself into the supervision of all the Dark Hunt branches throughout the Empire..."
   

        "How does that sound? We old fellows do have a bit of ability, don't we? As long as you can become a Shadow Hunter, the road afterwards is all laid out for you..."
   

        Casio nodded, a slight smile on his lips: "It looks like in just a few days, I'll be taking my position as the head of Clinic."
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        Casio had heard of the Clinic, which he considered as one of the powerful affiliated organizations within the Hunters Association. It operated throughout the territory of the Hong Li Empire, with personnel and bases established in many counties. After becoming a Shadow Hunter, Casio's sights were not likely to be limited to little Florence. The Clinic was a good stepping stone for him.
   

        Whether it was the overt and covert clashes with the main organization, or the current targets of retracing Black Rain Villa and Immortal Islands, having an organization with access to well-sourced, capable individuals at his disposal could undoubtedly provide significant assistance.
   

        "Thank you."
   

        Casio thanked Krogg and took a sip of the tea in his hand.
   

        "Who should be thanking whom is yet to be seen."
   

        Krogg patted his chest made of Black Bait Wood. If the original habitat of this material could be confirmed, its value could tremendously benefit the entire Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        In the living room, people casually chatted for a while. Casio took advantage of the daylight not completely fading, and slowly returned to his single house.
   

        Instead of going back to his bedroom, he went to the training room.
   

        After casually bursting two or three test iron piles, Casio closed his eyes. The Proof of Soul Holders within him took effect, and a valiant spirit rose up to his heart.
   

        When he opened his eyes, the obscure scene was familiar to him.
   

        With a splash, the pallid flame light shone bright.
   

        Casio nonchalantly descended from the resurrection altar, then followed the way to the third floor, activating the Defense Spell Layer. He had hunted many creatures of darkness lately, and his spirit blood was enough to support the daily use of the Shelter Tower. Casio came to the second floor and started reading some of the valuable books in the Library of Calamities. This was somewhat helpful in understanding the World of Calamities.
   

        About twenty minutes passed, and he returned to the first floor from the second floor.
   

        He opened the main door of the Shelter Tower, two silhouettes just appeared at the doorway. The Ghost Man and Iron Knight walked in, retracting their powers.
   

        The three of them came to an ancient desk on the second floor, discussing the plans for today while sharing their own stories. After venturing into the World of Calamities together for a period time, they had a deeper understanding of each other. They could be considered friends tied by their interests.
   

        Regarding many matters about Black Rain Villa, the Ghost Man and Iron Knight would discuss openly in front of Casio as their permissions were already very high.
   

        This time, the two mentioned the grudge and duel between two masters in Black Rain Villa. One was the Beast Bloodline's Cruel Black Dragon, and the other was the Mysterious Ripple Master. Both were top knight rank characters in the Eerie Night Guest, albeit they had become famous earlier. When the Ghost Man and Iron Knight joined Black Rain Villa, both were already well-known. But now, they were inscrutable and their permissions were overly high.
   

        The Cruel Black Dragon and Ripple Master could both enter the mysterious area in Black Rain Villa that was usually off-limits, unlocking more functions. No one knew how high their power thresholds were and how much resources the Villa had spent on them.
   

        If compared simply, their powers would roughly be equal to the power that Ghost Man would possess after another ten or so years of growth. Unquestionably, they were the best of the best among the Eerie Night Guest, at least within the top five or even top three.
   

        The feud between the Cruel Black Dragon and Ripple Master had lasted for a long time, so every time they coincidentally met at the Villa, they would have to fight before departing. Some Markers tried to spectate, but they would often be shredded by the aftermath of the battle. However, this time, an unusual situation occurred. It was said that a Marker saw these two mortal enemies drinking together at the same table.
   

        And, they conversed in an unprecedented way and seemed to be discussing something.
   

        This was indeed a big piece of news. The Ripple Master was mystery personified, and known to be very taciturn. The Cruel Black Dragon was domineering and impatient, always straightforward and spoke with his strength. Unexpectedly, these two incompatible individuals started to communicate with each other.
   

        The cause seemed to be that they both received the same dangerous but highly rewarding task in a mysterious area of Black Rain Villa. This made the incompatible duo choose to join forces. Rumors had it that the task location was somewhere in the southeast sea area of the Hong Li Empire. Nobody knew what was there, but it must be something significant to have them be so serious about it.
   

        In the Library of Calamities, Casio silently listened, holding a book in his hand.
   

        His eyelids slightly hung low. He thought that perhaps it was time to extend his tentacles in Black Rain Villa deeper. That Ancient White Bone Tree was inside the Villa, and it seemed that the Villa had even issued tasks in relation to Immortal Islands.
   

        This made Casio somewhat vigilant.
   

        In this era, there should still be no Saint Fist elder on Immortal Islands. Although the environment and relics were dangerous, the Cruel Black Dragon and the Ripple Master they just talked about were not ordinary people. They may possess the strength of a veteran fighter, or even a near-top fighter. After all, now was the prime time for Black Rain Villa. It's not impossible for it to have nurtured a few unconventional monsters with exceptionally great combat abilities. If these two were allowed to enter Immortal Islands with the Ancient White Bone Tree possessed by the Villa, Casio was not exactly sure what the end result would be...
   

        At the moment he was frowning, Ghost Man and Iron Knight continued to chat. The Ghost Man mentioned that a friend of his had also been invited to join the Cruel Black Dragon and Ripple Master's team.
   

        In fact, the Cruel Black Dragon and Ripple Master had been inviting many friends, specifically those genuine masters of knight ranks. It seems they want to form a strong team to complete the dangerous task issued by Black Rain Villa. With the conversation coming to this point, Casio seemed to have some new ideas.
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        He suddenly spoke up: "Did these two mention when that task is supposed to start? I have a feeling that they might still invite you two..."
   

        "It seems to be in two or three months, after all, a lot of preparations are needed. Besides, the top knights of the Knight Rank are basically carrying out tasks everywhere in the Hong Li Empire. It might take this long to inform and invite most of them." The Ghost Man glanced at the Iron Knight beside him: "As for us two, forget it. Even if they invite me, I will not go..."
   

        The words of the Ghost Man were certainly comforting for Casio. He thought that Casio, who suddenly spoke, was worried that they would not be able to cooperate with him if they returned to the Black Rain Villa to carry out the task, which is why he explained. The Iron Knight and Ghost Man looked at each other and nodded at Casio.
   

        Going back and executing the task with these two strongmen indeed had some benefits, but the cooperation with Casio was more comfortable. Just following Casio when exploring the World of Calamities is enough—someone to guide and someone to save them. The efficiency was high, and in less than a month they completed two precious tasks to promote their markers' rights, which was almost effortless.
   

        What they had to do was just to act as a middleman channel to exchange the resources Casio needed. They knew it was far better than the dangerous task masterminded by the Ripple Master. A task that required the assembly of the Black Dragon and Ripple Master was clearly perilous. If no knights died during the mission, the cautiousness of the two would be in vain. The Iron Knight and Ghost Man definitely did not want to be the knights who died.
   

        In response to the two's words of loyalty, Casio showed no relief, but instead said, "No, if they invite you two, you should go. Actually, I would go too..."
   

        "Huh?" The Ghost Man was stunned and didn't understand what he meant.
   

        Casio's eyes narrowed slightly: "Do you remember I asked before if there was an Ancient White Bone Tree in the Black Rain Villa?"
   

        "The place where the Black Dragon and Ripple Master perform their tasks should be where I need to go. I was worried about how to get that Ancient White Bone Tree out of the Black Rain Villa—I even thought about launching a direct attack. Turns out, it is less troublesome. The Ancient White Bone Tree, being inside the Black Rain Villa, probably became a task prop and was taken out by them. Hahaha..."
   

        Casio wore a somewhat cold smile on his face: "I was planning to take things slow at the Black Rain Villa. But since things have suddenly changed, let's speed up the process these next two or three months. Both of you, listen up..."
   

        His voice stopped, and his gaze slowly swept over the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight. The Library of Calamities fell silent, with only Casio's words echoing.
   

        "I have a way to let you markers completely escape the control of the Black Rain Villa, and you won't be perpetually pursued by the Decayed Knights..." As these words left his mouth, two heavy breaths abruptly sounded.
   

        The Ghost Man wobbled, and his scythe-holding right hand's veins bulged, the tips of his fingers turning somewhat pale. There was a clear sound of swallowing saliva from the Iron Knight's Armor mask. Both were extremely excited.
   

        "Really or not? Wind Elephant, you... don't lie to us..."
   

        The Ghost Man's words were somewhat incoherent.
   

        "Lie to you? I never lie to my friends." Casio slowly stood up from his seat and closed the book in his hand, placing it on the table. He looked at the two and said: "There is something in this world called a False Death Elixir, it can put a person into a completely breathless, deep sleep..."
   

        "You just need to accept a task from the Black Rain Villa where the penalty for failure is imminent death and then intentionally fail to complete it. When the Decayed Knights appear, take the False Death Elixir—you can deceive the Decayed Knights and Black Rain Villa."
   

        The Iron Knight came out of his shock and asked a silly question.
   

        "What if you're lying to us?"
   

        As soon as he finished, he realized how idiotic the question was. Of course, anyone who got their hands on this kind of false death elixir would first test it on others! He could just find a few more Eerie Night Guests to try it out, even at different strengths, and ensure it was safe before taking it himself. The Iron Knight laughed awkwardly, "Err, sorry, what I meant to ask is, do you have more of this potion?"
   

        Casio nodded, "Don't worry, I have plenty, and it's been tested to be effective. However, this potion is currently in a relic…"
   

        The eyebrows beneath Ghost Man's mask twitched faintly, evidently noticing Casio's claim that the potion had been tested. But he didn't believe that Casio tested it. Perhaps a marker friend of Casio, who once attempted to escape the control of the Black Rain Villa, really found a way out amidst the numerous difficulties.
   

        And Casio was involved throughout, knowing the most core information.
   

        Ghost Man's attention was here, while the Iron Knight's attention was on the latter part: "Relic? So we need to enter that relic first and retrieve the potion…"
   

        "No rush, first let me weed out the other little ones in this half month and become a Shadow Hunter. Once I'm free, I'll take you guys along," Casio paused, "And, about leaving the Black Rain Villa, we don't need to rush. We could profit a lot from this final stage first, at least to complete some of the tasks Ghost Man accepted. My idea is, you guys could leave Black Rain Villa after the mission of the Ripple Master terrifying Black Dragon is over. This way, we should have two to three months of ample buffer preparation time."
   

        He picked up a book from the desk, placed it back in its original spot on the shelf, and continued, "There's actually a lot of the false death elixir. We need more comrades, more friends…"
   

        Casio gave a slight smile, looking at Ghost Man, "As markers who have broken away from the control of Black Rain Villa, undoubtedly we have common interests and topics. Perhaps, we should form an organization using the false death elixir to invite top Knight Rank individuals to join us. From what I see, the markers that the terrifying Black Dragon and Ripple Master want to invite are good. Why don't you guys be the first batch to join their team and then volunteer to undertake the task of inviting other top Knight Rank individuals? What do you think?"
   

        Ghost Man was initially taken aback, but then he suddenly laughed. He knew what Casio meant, it was nothing but a move in secret. Ghost Man and Iron Knight inviting other top Knight Rank individuals could entirely be like Casio tempting the two of them right now, using the false death elixir to tempt others. If they conduct a character study in advance and then select candidates, the success rate would be high. For those who didn't succeed, naturally, they would be killed to prevent the news from getting out.
   

        After doing this for two or three months, by the time the terrifying Black Dragon and Ripple Master lead the team to the Southeast Sea, half of the entire team might turn out to be undercover agents, plus a forcibly inserted Casio.
   

        The hardworking terrifying Black Dragon and Ripple Master eventually might just be feeding a bridal outfit to Casio. In this process, Casio achieves his goal of exploring the Forever Islands, and the nascent form of an organization inviting top Eerie Night Guests also appears. It can be said to be killing two birds with one stone, no, three birds. Because the Ancient White Bone Tree was also brought out by those two.
   

        In this way, Casio only needs to get that bronze key to the relic from the Dark Hunt Organization's treasure vault, and all his extra goals for this retrospection would be achieved. After that, he just needs to focus on dealing with the original host's obsession.
   

        Inside the Library of Calamities, Casio looked at the bookshelf, his eyes flashing slightly.
   

        So, every time during the Era of Retrospection, apart from strength, the most important thing was the information difference unknown to others. Whether it was a piece of unknown Orchid Root Grass producing area or the current false death elixir in the Akaba Ruins. If used properly, both could provide him with great convenience...
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        On the second floor of the Library of Calamities, Casio gave Iron Knight and Ghost Man a task. To recruit as many elite Eerie Night Guests of Knight Rank as possible...
   

        And to undermine the strength of Black Rain Villa, as much as they could.
   

        If they could pry away half of Black Rain Villa's top combat forces, and combine them with the elite hunters of the Dark Hunt Organization under Casio's lead. Could they launch a high-profile formal declaration of war against the gate organization?
   

        He had long realized that he would inevitably confront the gate organization in the future. Why not do it during the Era of Retrospection and see what hidden cards the gate organization has? How much top-tier combat power could it leverage? And what exactly was the leader, Xiadu? A cultivator of secret martial arts who had cracked the secret to eternal life and immortality? Or was he some sort of ultimate existence among the dark creatures?
   

        Casio would test it after the completion of all of the host's obsessions.
   

        After a discussion, the trio quickly left Shelter Tower. Today, they did not go to Wailing Valley, but instead returned to the Undead Cemetery under Casio's guidance. There was the training field for the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist!
   

        Upon reaching twenty-two acupuncture points of South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Casio naturally entered the third stage. He could use this opportunity to reach the second floor of the training field.
   

        On the second floor, there were even more exquisite imprints of boxing methods left by ancient sages.
   

        Boxing training has always been about more than just fighting. It also involves drawing from the wisdom and experience of one's predecessors. Otherwise, it would be incredibly difficult for someone to master the martial arts on their own. Casio had long thought about refining the boxing moves of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist he had created. It was time to go to the second floor of the training field to learn about different techniques and find his path.
   

        After several hours of journey, they returned to the small town for the second time.
   

        Casio went directly to the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist training field, while Ghost Man and Iron Knight hunted dark creatures around the small town. If they faced danger, they would retreat back to the town and wait for Casio's support.
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture Fist training field, second floor, in the dim light.
   

        Two red figures, like extremely savage humanoid raptors, wildly flew and fought in the vast space. Whenever their limbs collided, there would be a sound of metal hitting metal, causing the air to vibrate with a bang.
   

        Screech!
   

        A piercing bird scream soared high into the sky.
   

        Casio's silhouette flew obliquely, pointing out with a finger. His scarlet index finger ended up on the forehead of an imprint of the boxing method, and spiral force pierced straight down.
   

        Popping!
   

        It was like popping a bottle cap off a beer.
   

        The personification of the boxing method imprint froze in place in its attacking posture. Its entire head had been penetrated by the finger, and a large hole could be seen from the forehead to the back of the head.
   

        It disintegrated with a sudden ripple into red mist in the sky.
   

        Casio took a gentle breath, slowly retracting his finger down alongside his right leg. Even though the light was dim, it was clear that the red spiral on his right index finger had vanished, but the surrounding air was still swirling around his finger due to the powerful rotating force, forming a small whirlwind.
   

        It slowly dissipated after persisting for three to four seconds.
   

        "Phew..."
   

        He let out a soft breath, and once again raised his left hand. His left index finger began to turn slightly red and the next second, scarlet spiral force began to wrap around it.
   

        It looked like a high-speed rotating drill, quite ferocious.
   

        "This is a sophisticated application of the Deathfang Power, which can be called the Spiral Finger Gun, or the Scarlet Fang Gun. Its piercing power is at least twice as powerful as the original version of the Spiral Finger Gun. Indeed, as long as you understand the primary and secondary characteristics of the power in a basic deathblow move, you can significantly increase the power by making one primary and the other secondary..."
   

        "As for the ultimate secret skill, how to integrate both primary characteristics of the powers, it requires a great deal of experiential insights and a deep understanding of boxing methods. I hope that one day, I could also create the ultimate secret skill of South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, reaching a level comparable to Red Vulture Blood Vulture Beak..."
   

        Casio seemed to have gained some insights, and his red aura rolled for a while.
   

        On July 29th, at 7:30 in the morning, the dawn broke through the wisps of clouds and shone on the city of Florence, the capital of a country. The shiny tiles reflected the golden light, and the canopy trees were lush green.
   

        Pedestrians in cool attire hurried along the roads, and shops opened for business. Horse carriages whooshed past, making the whole scene orderly save for the traffic congestion at the Central Garden in Florence's fourth zone. The area was cordoned off and vehicles were not allowed to enter, as there had been a murder case reported there.
   

        Guards were stationed outside the caution line, and cleaners from the Dark Hunt Organization were within. After a day of cleanup, more than half of the pile of dark creature corpses had been cleared up, and the rest would be done by early morning.
   

        In the plaza, personnel with the Hunter Badge lined the remnants of the corpses in wooden boxes. Not far away on the steps, a blond female recorder with a braid was counting with her finger.
   

        "Thirty-seven, thirty-eight, thirty-nine..."
   

        She lowered her head and wrote in her record book.
   

        "Humanoid dark creatures: 39
   

        Wild beast level: 36
   

        Wild beast level high rank: 3."
   

        Additionally, there were other record sections on the side for beast-type dark creatures, parasitic dark creatures, exotic species of dark creatures...
   

        And so on, all in detailed records.
   

        In the end, all the data in the center of the paper was added up. The female recorder glanced at the final data and filled it in. 
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        Three hundred and thirty-four.
   

        She was slightly startled, realizing such a number of dark creatures actually lurked in the shadows of Florence, the capital city. She couldn't imagine how it might pan out in other cities apart from Florence. Three hundred and thirty-four, plus the small portion that happened to escape, probably amounted to four hundred. Each and every time these creatures feed in Florence, four hundred people must die! No wonder the cases of disappearance have been increasing over the recent years...
   

        "Three hundred and thirty-four..." 
   

        Suddenly, behind her, a captivating female voice echoed.
   

        The record keeper quickly turned around. Before her eyes was a woman wearing a dark golden hunter's badge. She had an elegant physique, snow-white skin, and her facial features carried a subtle allure, immediately making people fond of her. 
   

        "Sea Demon, Claire."
   

        Of course, the recorder recognized this person right in front of her, blurted it out accordingly.
   

        Claire smiled and nodded, but she didn't say anything else. Her captivating eyes began to scan the numerous black wooden boxes piled up in the plaza. All of it was the work of that person from earlier, two nights ago.  
   

        That nightmarish scene of a sea of corpses and rivers of blood flashed before her eyes. 
   

        Savage, domineering, brutal...
   

        Bai Kui, seemed so ruthless, akin to a shark. All of Florence's dark creatures swarmed him, yet he refused none! Regardless of the diverse and eerie abilities of those exotic species, he devoured them all. He had absolute confidence in his own strength, and shockingly turned an entire ambush into a slaughterhouse. 
   

        Among them were many powerful dark creatures.
   

        Moreover, there were the targets Soss, from the Royal Family, and Solomon, from the Council. Both were equally famous for their ferocious, wild beast-like exotic species, and yet they were slaughtered on their very first encounter. Claire's target was a werewolf, who was lured by the Black Bait Wood. If it weren't for Casio realizing his own target had already arrived, leaving him no time to deal with the werewolf, Claire too may have begun the tragic procedure of retaking the exam. 
   

        Claire just happened to run into Soss and Solomon going on a mission as she was leaving the headquarters this morning, both their faces were as dark as the bottom of a burned pot. They looked utterly defeated...
   

        At that moment, Claire suddenly remembered the warning words of Aunt Ilian, when she went to veteran hunter Hebu's house.
   

        "Never face off directly against Bai Kui. He never holds back, he's ruthless and merciless to everyone..."
   

        Now, looking at the many corpses of dark creatures before her eyes, Claire remembered what Grandpa Rudy said: "In any case, it's best not to engage Bai Kui in the upcoming Shadow Hunter position competition. Let him deal with the likes of Soss from the Royal Family and Solomon from the Council, and you can just play it safe on the sidelines..."
   

        With this thought in mind, she felt a significant burden lift.
   

        Previously, Claire was somewhat nervous. On the one hand, she feared Casio's overwhelming strength, and on the other, she was afraid of failing the people who were counting on her...
   

        Now, she had figured it out. Claire was naturally a bit carefree, without a strong ambition. Being a Shadow Hunter may boost her strength and status, but also meant taking on more responsibilities and workload. The future would be filled with relentless turmoil, and an ever-increasing danger.
   

        Perhaps retreat might be a better strategy, just get through this fight and give a face-saving performance to the forces behind her and that would suffice. After all, she had accepted the fact that she wouldn't be able to defeat Bai Kui. 
   

        Claire's gaze flickered, she turned around and started heading towards the Headquarters. 
   

        Meanwhile, in another part of the Central Garden, thorn encased Solomon stood under a dim shadow with a gloomy face, clearly reflecting sentimental sorrow.
   

        He had been an orphan since he was a child and was raised by the Council. He had always understood one thing- that everything in life is a fight! There wasn't only one Transcendent Being who had been nurtured by the council since childhood. Amid such a group of people, intense competition was inevitable. Resources provided by the Council, teachers' guidance, practice in actual combat- everything depended on ranking through competition. Without competing, nothing could be achieved!
   

        That's how Solomon had fought his way up to become the first representative from the Council for the Shadow Hunter Association. His ambition and drive were on a whole different level compared to Claire's. What if Casio's strength was overwhelmingly dominant? Solomon still insisted on fighting! If he couldn't beat him fair and square, he'd have the people in the shadows strike to seize the advantage. 
   

        He might not trust the integrity of Candle Soul and the forces backing them, but he certainly can't ignore their strength. They weren't even afraid of confronting the Dark Hunt Organization, what else would frighten them? When Solomon failed his second mission and met with Candle Soul, the latter outright made a promise to him. 
   

        Candle Soul's companion would personally take action and send Bai Kui to his death.
   

        Just one sentence was enough to put Solomon's worries to rest. Solomon knew that Candle Soul's organization was almost omnipotent, and the organization's membership threshold was extremely high, which meant each of them was an elite master. With this, Bai Kui's demise was certain.
   

        "Heh,heh,heh..."  Solomon chuckled coldly from the shadows: "To survive, one needs power, one needs a backing. A lone ranger can't go far..."
   

        Time flew by, and it was dusk again. The setting sun descended westwards, spreading a radiant halo at the edge of the clouds, spreading waves layer after layer. The temperature fluctuated dramatically at the turning of day and night, causing strong winds blow at high altitudes. 
   

        The clouds moved quickly, fluttering southwards. 
   

        In the sixth district of Florence, near the river, stood a single house. The house was simple and elegant, albeit not particularly luxurious, but it possessed a certain refined charm.
   

        Surrounded by a short white wall, green trees shadow the wall. At the entrance, there's a circular wooden fence, winding their long green roots. A few green leaves dotted with pink flowers quivered in the wind. 
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        The gateway opened onto a stone path, lined with three or four flower beds and a lawn. In the very center stood two houses of varying sizes and heights. Clad in blue and white ceramic tiles, they exuded warmth even in the twilight.
   

        This was the property of Iron-face Jim, the person in charge of Ford County's branch of the Dark Hunt Organization. Back when he was the No.5 Shadow Hunter, he bought an elegant house near the river in the Sixth District of Florence for his residence.
   

        Whenever he returned to Florence for work, he would stay here for a week or two, keeping in touch with old friends. Today, this ordinarily quiet residential property was unusually bustling. The reason was that, thanks to Casio's meticulous and intimate diagnosis through his fists, the scourge in the bodies of the retired hunters had finally been entirely eradicated. How could this not cause jubilation? The process might have been a bit fierce, a bit painful, but the ultimate result was undoubtedly good!
   

        Butcher Krogg, War Blade Kames, Bloody Axe Herbert, Wind Whispering Eileen, Iron-face Jim, and Executioner Rudy all felt an unparalleled sense of relief as the mental will they had held taut against the Disasters relaxed.
   

        In the black and white striped ceramic-tiled hall on the first floor of the residence, the six old fellows were either chatting or munching on fruits, engaging in lively conversation.
   

        "In my opinion, Bai Kui should definitely go to the clinic. There are many extremely powerful and dangerous crazed hunters confined in the basement cells of the clinic." Krogg, casually swinging his arm, said it rather lightly.
   

        "Indeed, he would be the only one capable of handling the situation." Kames nodded.
   

        With a hint of a smile on his aged and rosy face, Rudy said: "He should go to the clinic; it's his specialty. The clinic arrests and inspects hunters who have started to overly beastize. They used to be thrown directly into prison, but now they can be purified on the spot by his fists. Those hunters, once purified, have to be grateful. Either way, they will be full of gratitude..."
   

        "In this way, his reputation and power can skyrocket quickly."
   

        Jim's eyes narrowed slightly beneath his mask.
   

        "We might as well push him to an even higher position."
   

        Eileen's face wore a smile, making her appear several years younger.
   

        No sooner had she spoken than all the old hunters present broke into soft laughter. They showed Casio the way, which not only served their own interests but also benefited him and the Dark Hunt Organization - a sure-win deal.
   

        "Krogg, how has your strength recovery been?"
   

        Amid the laughter, Rudy suddenly asked.
   

        "After all, senility has caught up to me, and I have only recovered to the level of a regular Shadow Hunter." Krogg shook his head, regret lined his words, but his face was smiling. He glanced around at the other five old hunters.
   

        "Never mind me, you all are the same. Although the hidden injuries accumulated within our bodies and the decline of vitality due to aging are unavoidable, what truly limits our strength is the influence of the Disasters. Forget other things, reaching the threshold of the Shadow Hunter level again is a piece of cake…"
   

        Krogg, brimming with vigor, spoke proudly and exuding a powerful aura. He seemed to have returned to his prime decades ago, back to the Butcher, the No.1 Shadow Hunter.
   

        The evening breeze whirled past, taking with it a wisp of scorching heat. It was around five in the afternoon, the sun was overcast. In the crowded and secluded alleyways of the Sixth Residential District in Florence, a tall figure draped in a black robe walked slowly.
   

        The robe was wide, exposing only a pair of palms that seemed to burn like flames.
   

        Yangyan, expressionless, was walking towards the river. Behind him, in the shadows, followed more than a dozen oddly-shaped latest test subjects.
   

        To kill a snake, aim for its vital parts. If one were to look at the entire Dark Hunt Organization, who is closest to Hunter Bai Kui? Of course, it would be those aged and weakened old hunters!
   

        Undoubtedly, they are Bai Kui's Achilles heel and weakness...
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        Under the light of dusk, a tall man clad in a heavy black robe stands quietly in the shadow, at a secluded corner of a street.
   

        He took out a round jade slab from his bosom, about the size of half a palm. Amidst the slab, an eye was engraved.
   

        The semi-transparent slab shimmered lightly in blue, looking like glass, or perhaps a certain type of crystal, somewhat like the material of the Tear of Blue Eye.
   

        Yangyan gripped the jade slab, giving commands to all the dark experimental subjects lurking in every corner to attack the single house in front of him.
   

        Suddenly, over a dozen exotic species surged out of the darkness. Each exuded a ferocious aura and possessed a grotesque and terrifying appearance. Their faces were dull, saliva dripping continuously.
   

        Without any hesitation, they all climbed over the enclosure wall and fences, rushing towards the house from all directions. It looked like a round-up.
   

        Yangyan quietly watched all this, his right hand spread open, the disc in his palm emitting a faint glow. This was the result of one year's worth of experiments in the Florence experimental field. Through this tool, orders could be reluctantly given to test subjects. However, the orders had to be very concise and precise. Anything too vague or complex would not work.
   

        The disc tool had been tested many times within the experimental field. The success rate of giving orders was above ninety percent. Today was the first time for the tool to be used in actual combat. The strength of these old fellows was neither strong nor weak, perfect for the controlled test subjects to practice on.
   

        Yangyan glanced at the time on his watch, it was five past five.
   

        People from the Royal Family and the Council should have started to take action already.
   

        A few dozen meters away, a three-story building made of blue and white ceramic tiles, on the first floor.
   

        Butcher Krogg sat in the corner, one hand holding a steaming cup of black tea while the other reached for the stack of cookies on the table. Suddenly, the wall behind him cracked open with a bang, a four-armed gorilla, resembling a suit of black armor, charged in, its eyes glowing scarlet.
   

        It lunged forward, its arms, thick as a man's thighs, made into a fist as if delivering a meteor hammer blow towards Krogg's back!
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang bang bang!
   

        Each blow was heavy and violent. Upon impact, the gorilla's muscular arms shook like waves, frenzied.
   

        It sneered, as if laughing maliciously. Its eyes were filled with the excitement and violence of crushing the enemy into pieces. Until Krogg stood up.
   

        He still had his back turned against the gorilla, while the upper half of his clothes had been blown into rags by the blows, revealing his strong broad back muscles. On the surface of his skin, an intense, mysterious black fluid covered his entire upper body, emitting an eerie metallic sheen.
   

        The thick black liquid rapidly spread along his arm, completely enveloping his large palms. Krogg abruptly turned around and smacked it with his palm.
   

        Boom!
   

        The massive force shattered the gorilla's head on the spot!
   

        Only a small, bloody part of the neck remained, still spurting blood.
   

        "Had enough scratching? Idiot..."
   

        Krogg flexed his back muscles and turned to look at the other direction of the first-floor hall. Surprisingly, a dozen or so exotic species broke through the walls one after another, rushing towards the six old hunters at the table. They had an arrogant aura about them.
   

        "Do they take us for soft persimmons?"
   

        Iron-face Jim narrowed his eyes dangerously under his mask.
   

        "Hand-delivered? This is a good chance to test how well our strength has recovered."
   

        A glint of cold light flashed beside Kames. Dangerously sharp. At some point, his remaining one-armed grasp held a black war blade.
   

        "Interesting. More than a dozen wild beast-level dark creatures are besieging us with organization and planning. This isn't something ordinary exotic species would possess..."
   

        Old Rudy also stood up. He lightly tapped his cane, and suddenly from the end of the cane shot out a sharp blade, razor-sharp.
   

        "First, let's deal with them, then figure out what's going on."
   

        Krogg said in a low voice while striding towards the door. There was a dark creature as big as a brown bear there.
   

        Outside the enclosure wall, on the secluded street.
   

        Yangyan was standing alone in the empty street, midnight wind stirred his cloak. Yangyan looked at the red dots inside the disc in his palm. Judging from the battle he saw from the single house, both sides had started fighting. He slowly stepped towards the main entrance. Suddenly, a red dot in the center of the disc went out. Yangyan's eyebrows flicked up. This indicated that one of the test subjects had died.
   

        "Great combat power. Although these old creatures have aged, their short-term burst of power is much stronger than I imagined." He was about to step forward when another few red points extinguished.
   

        "Huh?" He frowned deeply.
   

        Roooar!!!
   

        There was a roar from inside the wall, followed by a loud bang. A massive object flew out from inside, sprouting blood wildly. Another strong silhouette jumped out in mid-air, following closely behind. He had tight and firm muscles, on his chest, a clump of black fluid as large as a heart was pulsing and expanding like a heart. The man's long black and white hair, fluttered wildly in the wind, his face was rugged with distinct features.
   

        He spread out his arms, the black metal liquid flowing like thorny vines, covering his arms. His fingers came together to form a blade, with a black metal gushing from the edge of his palm and fingertips, instantly forming a huge butcher's knife. The frightening dual blades swung down, drawing a chilling, wild wind.
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        Squish! Squish!
   

        The colossal dark creature in mid-air was chopped into four pieces by the dual blades right in front of Yangyan. Its internal organs poured out like water, along with the stinky, viscous, and red blood. It splattered all over the ground.
   

        Krogg's gaze was as sharp as an eagle. He dove down, aiming directly at Yangyan. His body spun at extreme speed, with his arm swinging a 720-degree spin in the air. The enormous slaughter knife descended with a mighty strike!
   

        "Well done, Butcher Krogg! After withdrawing from the number one Shadow position for many years, he still retains the strength of a Shadow Hunter level!" cried Yangyan.
   

        With a sigh of admiration from Yangyan, he flicked his sleeves, raising a hand that looked like a blaze of fire. The trajectory in the air brought out a streak of red flame.
   

        "Lava Palm!"
   

        Clank!!!
   

        The black slaughter knife and the blood-red palm fiercely collided.
   

        A few minutes ago, in the 7th Florence District at the Hunters Association.
   

        Casio slowly walked out of the training room. Through the gaps between people and doors, one could see the floor inside was strewn with silver iron powder. There were also a few bald iron stakes that had been flattened by his palm.
   

        He shut the door behind him and walked towards his bedroom.
   

        Upon opening his room door, he spotted the previously closed window was now open for some unknown reason. A cold wind blew in in streams, causing the white curtains to flutter sideways. On the originally empty desk by the window, there was a note weighed down by a stone.
   

        Casio walked over emotionlessly and casually picked it up. The note read: 'Florence District No. 6, 25 Fal Street, Iron-face Jim's Residence. All your masters are there. Go have a good chat.'
   

        He glanced at it and immediately crumpled the note and tossed it into the trash can. Then, with a light jump, he leapt straight from the third floor to the ground.
   

        A spin in the air, head first, falling freely. He aimed for the pile of twigs and dead leaves next to the ornamental tree and threw a punch.
   

        Thud!
   

        The ground shook fiercely, and the whole house seemed to sway. Dirt and leaves scattered and blasted upwards as if from an explosion and sprayed towards the sky.
   

        The earth and the grassland for several meters around rolled like waves.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        A horrible scream came from underground, then there was no sound anymore. Only sticky scarlet blood oozed out from the gaps in the dirt.
   

        With a prop of his single arm, Casio flipped his body and then fiercely pounded his fist towards the ground. This time there wasn't much of a commotion, his arm only plunged into the dirt like a spear and then he yanked it outwards.
   

        A black-clothed man, already misshapen from the immense pressure, was twitching and convulsing. His skin was split open at nearly a hundred places, bleeding crazily like a burst hot water bottle.
   

        Casio's gaze remained icy as he hoisted the critically injured man over his shoulder. With a tremble of his foot, his body shot off like lightning.
   

        Even at the headquarters of the Dark Hunting Association, there weren't many who could catch a glimpse of his fleeting silhouette. As for the commotion just now and the rolling dirt, he would deal with it when he returned.
   

        *********************************
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Krogg swiftly retreated, his feet scraping out a black trace several meters long on the ground. His eyes filled with deep solemnity as all sixty of his Holy Marks on his hand back lit up, amplifying his physique's Source Energy to the extreme.
   

        "Slaughter Blade Technique, Nine Consecutive Slashes!"
   

        Krogg charged forward, his arms swinging like a windmill. The exaggerated bulging muscles hinted at his immense strength.
   

        Hum!
   

        Yangyan steadily walked forward, the flaming red in his pupils immediately filled his entire eyes. A massive Qi pressure bore down, like a wave-formed giant hand, pushing against Krogg.
   

        Boom...
   

        Krogg swayed as if his skull had been struck, his vision slightly distorted. The next second, a palm, looking as though it was covered in molten lava, suddenly appeared in his peripheral vision and heavily slapped towards him.
   

        At the critical moment, he quickly transformed his offense to defense, blocking the attack's path with two butcher knives. With a snap, a dark metal knife was forcefully shattered, and the other one was also covered in black cracks from high-temperature burning. Krogg was sent flying backwards, crashing into the wall.
   

        Yangyan had a slight smile on his face, his stride uninterrupted.
   

        The overwhelming Qi was a unique method for fighters, but it required great Qi. With powerful and plentiful Qi, it could be used to suppress and immobilize a weaker opponent instantly, just like insects trapped in amber.
   

        This method was also effective against other superhuman systems. It could be even more effective if the opponent's essence, Qi, and spirit cultivation were lacking. This was an extreme contest of spiritual will and Qi.
   

        Pop, pop, pop...
   

        Krogg emerged from the hole in the wall, dust and stone powder falling off him. With a trace of blood at the corner of his mouth, his gaze was grave.
   

        After being treated by Casio, his strength had recovered to the level of an ordinary Shadow Hunter, but he was still no match for that man. Krogg searched his memory and couldn't match any of the powerful figures he remembered with him.
   

        Behind him, the battle between the old hunters and these Wild Beast leveled dark creatures had entered a fierce phase. Apart from Bloody Axe Hebu, whose injuries from previous years were too severe and whose strength had declined too much to take part, the other four hunters all had near Shadow Hunter-level strength after Casio's disaster expulsion. Moreover, their combat experience against dark creatures was far higher than that of these younger fighters—they were veteran and professional.
   

        The old hunters supported each other and often managed to outnumber their opponents locally. The dark creatures often launched collective attacks, but as soon as one of them slightly separated from the main force, two old hunters would suddenly appear to launch a joint attack, executing smooth and sharp combinations.
   

        They managed to kill these exotic species right on the battlefield.
   

        A few dozen seconds passed.
   

        The four old hunters, with their burst and exploits, had already killed half of the test subjects. The remaining six or seven beasts didn't seem to concern them much.
   

        However, the real danger was not these creatures. It was the man whom Krogg was currently staring relentlessly at, the man who entered the hall as though he owned the place.
   

        Looking at the bodies of the dark creatures and the upper-handed old hunters, Yangyan shook his head and said, "After all, exotic species that fail to cooperate with their sanity aren't suitable as elite fighting forces. The best method is to control a large number of dark creatures and use them as cannon fodder... "
   

        With a flip of his thoughts, he ordered the disc to let the rest of the dark creatures retreat from the hall. Yangyan needed to keep some test subjects and couldn't let all of them perish here. Immediately, the exotic species who had been entangled with the old hunters hastily retreated, clearly trying to escape.
   

        The four old hunters all tried to land hard hits on the wounded.
   

        A trace of ferocity flashed through Yangyan's eyes as he stepped forward. A surging, fiery-red Qi flooded in, instantly filling up the entire hall.
   

        "Stay right where you are!"
   

        "As baits, you should be prepared to be baits..."
   

        Click, click, click...
   

        A great force seemed to press down from the ceiling. All the old hunters felt their shoulders weigh down at once, and their steps became difficult. Every time they moved their joints, there was a clicking noise, as if the air around them had turned into sticky glue.
   

        "Ha ha, good experimental tools... I've never tried using Shadow Hunters as experimental materials before, I wonder what interesting results there will be..."
   

        With a casual stride, Yangyan stepped forward, his eyes sweeping over Krogg with apparent interest. He raised his arm, and the red halo on his palm brightened.
   

        Boom! Crackling sound...
   

        It felt as if a hurricane had passed, a colossal air current surged from outside the enclosure wall layer by layer, compressing the air into a ring of transparent waves.
   

        Screech!!!
   

        A bird of prey shrieked, bringing with it an oppressive savagery.
   

        Yangyan's face suddenly changed. The whole house was shaking under the continuous beating of that surging aura, and the air in the hall began to solidify.
   

        Tick, tick, tick, tick...
   

        A tall figure wrapped in crimson steam crushed the railing of the fence and arrived in silence. At this moment, he seemed to be manipulating the raging air flow in the entire area around him. If the powerful aura pushing layer upon layer outward was a hurricane, then this man was the eye of the storm.
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        The entire courtyard was silent, with only the howl of the wind.
   

        The older hunters, held in place by an overwhelming aura, all turned their eyes towards the sudden intruder, Casio. Yan Yan stood there, his cloak in wild tussle beneath him, as he squinted at what laid ahead. At the entrance, Casio's face bore a faint smile, whilst in his hand, he held the head of a human.
   

        "Is it you who had this fool deliver the message?"
   

        Casio's voice, filled with a touch of chill, echoed. Suddenly, he extended his free right hand, like a hungry python, biting into a dark creature attempting to retreat in the shadows. With a slight exertion of force in his palm, he dragged this humanoid exotic species to the front. He struck it with a palm, forcing the creature's head into its chest with a "thump".
   

        Suddenly, the dark creature, who had been struggling violently was silent, as stiff as a stake.
   

        With a snap.
   

        A pair of large hands placed the head onto the headless creature's neck.
   

        From the uneven gaps at the point of attachment, thick and scarlet blood dripped. The strange body of the dark creature and the human skull filled with fear, when combined, gave off an eerie beauty. With the blood on his hand flung away, Casio calmly spoke.
   

        "I almost killed all of Florence's dark creatures two days ago, I didn't expect so many insects now, they are disgusting…"
   

        Having said that, his sapphire-blue eyes turned into a deep red.
   

        His gaze met directly with Yan Yan!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        In mid-air, two large auras coalesced at once, wrapping waves of air currents, slamming into each other. Immediately, the entire courtyard was filled with wild gusts, swirling debris, flowers and leaves being ripped off.
   

        Previously, the older hunters pressed down by Yan Yan's aura, suddenly felt lighter, staring at the center of the courtyard. Two semi-transparent and visible auras formed a semi-circular air collision ring.
   

        The two arcs intersected for less than half a second, Yan Yan's facial expression changed dramatically, the veins on his neck bulging, his skin was bright red due to the exertion. In comparison, Casio remained expressionless, even leisurely stepped forward, and with a "snap" advanced forward by a step. Just as this step was taken, the arc aura on Yan Yan's side was directly crushed and scattered.
   

        The dominant airflow on the other side swept in, like a tidal wave rising ten meters high on the sea surface, layer upon layer, endless. A tremendous aura hit Yan Yan's shoulder, forcing him to retreat two to three steps backwards.
   

        His last step even crushed a hard gray brick.
   

        This was a confrontation between the momentum and spirit of fighters, involving the clash of a fighter's boxing philosophy and individual will. In the process of collision, the suppressed or weak side would be mentally harmed. Their response speed in the following battle would significantly decline; even if opportunities appear, they would hesitate.
   

        Without a doubt, it was a serious weakening in a battle of the strong.
   

        "What a surging aura, filled with a sense of domination that is almost unresistable. The opponent is still above me, a top fighter?!"
   

        Yan Yan was appalled, as fleeting thoughts ran through his mind.
   

        Without a doubt, there were serious issues with the intelligence. According to Solomon of thorns's narration, the investigation from the side of the Royal Parliament, Casio exhibited the strength of a common Shadow hunter at best, even counting the slaughter of hundreds of dark creatures two nights ago. A typical shadow hunter could do that too as these dark creatures were just Wild Beast level. The truly dangerous Hazard Spirit level didn't show up at all.
   

        Therefore, it is rational that, in the intelligence, Casio's strength is just at a common Shadow hunter level. After all, who would have thought that he had hidden strength? There is even a fighter of a top-tier level among those only competing for the seats of Shadow hunters. This level of mastery was already sufficient to replace Lei Yu Dilisha as the President of the Hunter's Association.
   

        One would never know without trying, but when you do, it gave a real shock!
   

        A glint of sharpness flashed in his eyes, Yan Yan made his decision instantly. He vanished on the spot as he crushed the brick beneath his feet. With tremendous explosive power, Yan Yan, like an arrow, charged towards the old hunters.
   

        His target is very clear, it is the weakest Hebu. As long as he can capture Hebu, he would be able to regain the initiative.
   

        Krogg who was beside him also instantly thought of this loop, he rushed towards the right urgently, defending with his body wrapped in dark metal.
   

        "Move!"
   

        Yan Yan shouted, striking out with his palm. The intense heat accompanied his palm burned the air, leaving a curl of white smoke.
   

        Krogg stood firm, intending to take this palm with a defensive posture.
   

        Unexpectedly, a voice suddenly followed from afar.
   

        "You should be the one to move, dare to act recklessly in front of me!?"
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A tall black afterimage rushed towards the human retina.
   

        In just a blink of an eye, Casio's tall figure of nearly 1.9 meters had appeared in front of Krogg. Red steam continued to gush out from the mesh of the fabric, as if it was soft gauze or a blood-red cloak. There were feather-like folds overlapping on the surface of the cloak.
   

        Yan Yan's eyes focused, and his heart hardened, the power of his palm increased by five percent.
   

        "Lava Punch, Boiling Blood Seal!"
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        The fiery red palm print turned a deep crimson, drawing a brief arc of light in the air before solidly colliding with the punch thrown by Casio. The black and white tiles around them shattered all at once.
   

        The ground shook violently, with sparks exploding from the point of collision and wave after wave sweeping them away. Yangyan staggered back over a dozen steps before he could neutralize the great force within his body. His palm trembled slightly, blood dripping from the split in his tiger's mouth. As it fell in midair, it was decomposed into a blood mist by a certain force, looking like a layer of red cloud.
   

        The Qi that enveloped his arm started to break down, showing a spiral tear, even showing signs of spreading towards his torso.
   

        Yangyan immediately formed a fist from his palm and clenched it tightly. The Qi from his palm to his forearm exploded, causing the Deathfang Power within to disperse. With a sizzling sound, a large area of needle fog-like holes appeared on the ground. They were finer than hair, giving a creepy feeling.
   

        "What a vicious Secret Martial Art! It's almost as if it was born to tear and slaughter the physical body!" In Yangyan's eyes was a deep dread - he always considered his Secret Martial Art, Lava Palm, to be highly aggressive. Just a slap on someone's body could instantly ignite the blood beneath their skin, making the liquid within boil and cook the muscle.
   

        But comparing it to this bizarre force, it was like comparing a lesser witch to a grand wizard.
   

        If he hadn't used Qi to cover his palm, the result wouldn't have been simply that. Instead, a large chunk of flesh and blood would have been cut off directly. Even if he had not immediately decided to let that force spread wildly, getting rid of it would have cost him a lot of Qi. His Essence, Qi, and Spirit would have all been damaged.
   

        "I'm not his match alone, I need to go find Candle Soul!"
   

        Just as this thought flashed through Yangyan's mind, his face changed drastically. A black shadow charged over, its robust arms splitting the golden cracked stone.
   

        As it swung rapidly, there was a sound of an explosion in the air.
   

        Boom!
   

        Two red fists collided fiercely. The spiral decomposition force and the incendiary high-temperature characteristics were fully utilized, causing the airflow to distort rapidly. Yangyan felt an overwhelming force, and he involuntarily retreated backward frantically.
   

        "The enemy isn't just strong in Secret Martial Art, his physical strength has also reached a terrifying level. I'm not even qualified to withstand him..."
   

        He felt his right arm go numb and hurt. The skeleton of his right side made cracking sounds after being hit by this punch. If it wasn't for the Qi filling his flesh and bones, providing support, and forming a defensive cushion on his skin, Yangyan would not have been able to take this punch. His arm would have been ruined on the spot.
   

        "Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump...." A figure in a black robe rapidly retreated backward.
   

        "Whizz!" A tall figure chased after him, suppressing him with its dominance.
   

        Boom! Boom!
   

        The low enclosure wall was completely shattered, torn apart with ease, just like a block of tofu. All the bricks on the street were trampled and crushed.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        Just as Yangyan was about to regain his balance, another terrifying fist came smashing from the front. He pushed out a palm, and with a crackling sound, his wrist was obviously fractured. His body, which had not yet dissipated its excessive energy, was once again blown away like a cannonball. Yangyan's teeth clattered sharply, and blood seeped from the corners of his mouth.
   

        "Three punches!!! He could kill me in three punches!"
   

        Although he didn't want to believe it, the strong sense of crisis in the realm of a fighter told Yangyan that he might be beaten to death by the next punch! Even among the various levels of powerful fighters in the organization, they were few and far between. He didn't expect to be so unlucky to run into one. Damn it!
   

        Facing the threat of death, he suddenly hardened his heart and pulled out a red eyeball from his bosom - it was the Red Tear's Eye sealed in amber.
   

        The two fingers crushed the amber, and the Red Tear's Eye looked directly at the rushing Casio. A ray of red light, like a beam, converged onto a single point, bringing about a horrifyingly fast and piercing force, forming a red line.
   

        "Scarlet Tusk Gun."
   

        The red rays in the air collided with a finger wrapped in a spiraling, scarlet force, resulting in a huge explosion of brightness.
   

        The red light expanded, forming a disc perpendicular to the ground. With a squelch, the ground was forcibly split into a mud trench fifty meters long. The trench was only two fingers wide but it was so deep that its bottom couldn't be seen.
   

        By the time the red glow had disappeared, the energy of the Red Tear Eye had exhausted and shattered on the spot.
   

        Of the two fingers that Casio pointed out, one disappeared while the other was ground down to half its size. The cross-section was bloody, stinking of a burnt smell. His palm was significantly injured, but he remained unfazed.
   

        With a leap, his right arm transformed into a flinging hand knife and swung down.
   

        Yangyan blocked with his arms in front of him, letting out an angry roar. His entire right wrist was cut off, creating a long and narrow gap from his left shoulder to his right waist. His face was ferocious, and he was in extreme pain, but not due to his injuries, but because he had swallowed the disc that controlled the dark creatures.
   

        Right now, fragments of the disc were inside his body, intensely hot. The seven or eight Wild Beast Level dark creatures that still lingered around cried out in pain.
   

        It was as if something in the air was siphoning their life force! The skin of these dark creatures gradually dried up, their flesh quickly shriveled. In less than half a second, they all turned into mummies.
   

        Contrarily, Yangyan's wounds were healing rapidly, and his physique was rapidly expanding and becoming more robust, bursting his heavy black robe. However, his face started to distort and elongate with an aggression different from that of humans.
   

        His tusks bulged out, his eyes were blood-red, and veins appeared all over his face.
   

        This was the latest research achievement of the Florence experimental field over the past two years, with the core provided by leader Xiadu. It was up to Yangyan and Candle Soul to generalize this technology. Simply put, this rudimentary disc could not only control and manipulate dark creatures but also feedback to the disc's wielder.
   

        The more and stronger the dark creatures controlled, the disc's wielder would receive some unknown blessings, continuously increasing power. The disc also had an emergency mode, which could drain all the power of the controlled dark creatures and infuse it into the wielder's body, reaching a Burst State.
   

        However, once this happens, the precious disc would be completely destroyed.
   

        Yangyan didn't want to do this, but he had no choice, the threat from Casio too intense. The fear of being killed by a mere three punches far outweighed the loss of the disc and the forced side effects of the Burst State. He felt his body ballooning like an inflating balloon, with his strength inching higher.
   

        "Such surging strength... My physique now has..."
   

        Boom!
   

        A black shadow slammed into him, completely knocking Yangyan back to his senses. His punch, powered by the surge in energy, was returned by the opponent to the point that it made his entire skeleton numb, throwing him back in a miserable state. The strength he had paid for by destroying the disc had barely allowed him to hang on for a while longer against the opponent. At this very moment, Yangyan was completely devoid of any ideas.
   

        Taking advantage of the counteracting force, he smashed through a building, his whole person splashing into the river with a plop. He then started sprinting wildly in the water, trying to make his way towards Florence's experiment field district six via the river. Today, Candle Soul was in that place, showing members of the royal family and high-ranking council leaders the latest advancements in their experiments. Those ancient beings were undoubtedly protected by highly-skilled individuals. Factor in some extremely dangerous exotic species held captive in the cells, and Yangyan and Candle Soul standing together made for a formidable defense!
   

        Boom!
   

        A silhouette on the roof fell into the river water like a meteorite.
   

        Water splashed up like a fountain reaching a height of over ten meters, and a dark figure rushed out from the water curtain. Casio was in hot pursuit of Yangyan.
   

        With his relentless pursuit, the cards the Organization held hidden in deeper places were being revealed one by one. Turning dark creatures, controlling dark creatures, and even using dark creatures to enhance themselves! It got interesting with their progress. In this era's Florence, he held a local strength advantage against the Organization, which was suitable for digging into their secrets.
   

        It was as if an elephant was leisurely pursuing its enemy, the vast pressure making the opponent use all their moves trying to live. Every now and again, the one being pursued would leave behind some bait, and Casio would slow down, giving them a chance to catch their breath. Only when the bait of the pursued had been completely bleed out would he take that helpless creature's life.
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        Boom! Splish-splash...
   

        After a column of water exploded, Yangyan's silhouette quickly flew backward, skidding across the surface of the water. Each contact left behind a pool of blood, only stopping when he could hardly balance his figure, before spewing a large mouthful of fresh blood. Since joining the organization, Yangyan had never been as miserable or weak as he was today.
   

        His qi seemed crushed, his speed and strength unable to compete. Even the secret martial art he had cultivated seemed to be overshadowed. What's even more absurd is his combat experience: appearing to be in his early twenties, Bai Kui's moves were incredibly experienced. He had his own streamlined structure.
   

        With each punch thrown, it was like invasion and plunder, essence, qi, and spirit merged into one. Every action carried a certain domineering sense of boxing and spiritual will.
   

        It's unmistakably a realm of a boxing master that could only be achieved after decades of practice.
   

        By using the disc to explosively enhance his physical strength, and increase the power of his boxing by at least fifty percent more than before, Yangyan still was repeatedly beaten by Casio and forced into a flee. His skeleton was numb, his muscles constantly trembling. However, Yangyan could not avoid those tricky attacks.
   

        As long as he couldn't withstand one punch, he would die!
   

        This recurring suspense of teetering between life and death caused an unstoppable tremor in Yangyan's heart, further combined with his Qi getting crushed by Casio's power.
   

        He now felt a deep sense of fear in his heart, the idea of escaping was infinitely magnified, his initial confidence totally gone.
   

        "Thump, thump, thump..."
   

        The sound of pursuit came from behind, like a large elephant running through the water, its steps heavy and terrifying. Large sprays of water splashed all around.
   

        Yangyan's neck hairs stood on end, his body trembling.
   

        He felt a numbness in his tailbone, a strong sense of danger rushing from his back directly to his brain. Yangyan urgently threw himself forward—where he had been standing, a giant fist was landed, causing a blast.
   

        Bang! Mud, water, and debris exploded, some even reached up to five or six meters in the air. It was the time of dusk, the orange setting sun shining diagonally, casting a rainbow on the river surface.
   

        The rainbow vanished in a flash amidst the rain and mist, the two figures swiftly chasing each other in the river were like two hippos causing a huge commotion. On the banks of the river, residents pushed open their windows, craning their necks to look down below. Upon seeing the two intertwined water dragons swimming upstream, they cried out in astonishment. Meanwhile, some unlucky ones, despite being far away, were hit on the head by flying debris, causing minor injuries, they quickly closed their windows out of fear.
   

        If you look down from a high altitude, a portion of Florence's silver inner-city river now appears murky.
   

        As if a mud-yellow python was winding towards the end of the sixth area.
   

        The physique of fighters of their level was beyond human, even moving upstream was faster than ships sailing with the wind.
   

        The scenery on both sides of the river bank had changed from the original square wooden residential buildings to remote woods. There were river banks filled with sand and stones, green grasslands, and steep cliffs.
   

         Bang!
   

        A blood-red silhouette burst out from the water, like a nimble flying fish, drawing a long arc, directly grabbing the uneven cliff and climbing up swiftly like a spider.
   

        Leaving behind a stain of rich and winding blood trace on the cliff surface.
   

        In just a second or two, another column of water shot into the sky. With two leaps, Casio reached the top of the cliff, standing at the end, he quietly gazed into the woods.
   

        Behind him was the sunset of the dusk, his face with distinct features was filled with deep shadows. His gaze was indifferent, as if watching a dying man's struggle. He stepped forward, the temperature around his body became so hot that his clothes started to steam, with white vapor rising into the sky.
   

        Just by walking five or six meters into the woods, Casio's clothes were already dry. He stepped again, charging straight in.
   

        At this moment, inside the forest, Underground Experiment Site of the Organization.
   

        Under the guidance of Candle Soul, two old gentlemen were visiting the latest research results of the experimental field. One of the old men was bald, and the other was in a suit.
   

        The bald man, Louis, was a senior council member. By his side stood a middle-aged man with white hair, tied into a small braid at the back of his head. While his looks were ordinary, his sea-blue eyes shimmered with a mysterious glow.
   

        The elderly gentleman in the suit, Belly, was a duke from the royal family, and by his side was a burly young man dressed in aristocratic attire with a shiny silver rapier at his waist.
   

        The hilt of the rapier was adorned with intricate patterns, resembling branches and buds.
   

        It looked incredibly stunning and refined.
   

        Both the white-haired man and the rapier man were undoubtedly high-level experts—the Shadow Hunters nurtured by the Red Li Council and, respectively, the Imperial Royal Family.
   

        "This way."
   

        In the grey rectangular corridor, torches were set up on the wall, the burning red flames providing light. Candle Soul was leading the way, around and around they walked to a single jail cell which had a part of the wall substituted with something made of a glass-like material. From outside, you could see the inside, whereas from the inside, you couldn't see out.
   

        The five of them stopped walking, the bald and the suited old men looked at Candle Soul. Candle Soul knocked on the semi-transparent wall, and suddenly its state transitioned from fuzzy to clear. Inside was a neatly dressed human, judging by his body shape and appearance, he could be recognized as the tramp who had been experimented on. Except for now, his beard and hair were all shaved off, wearing new clothing, he looked like a regular citizen of Florence city.
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        Yangyan originally planned to exhaust this test subject, but the collaborators of the Royal Parliament proposed to come to the test field to check the situation since Casio had cleaned up a large number of dark creatures from Florence not long ago. As a result, the tramp was not taken away but was planned to be used as a display.
   

        "Is this the newest test subject?" The bald old man narrowed his eyes: "It doesn't seem to have any noticeable changes; it looks like an ordinary person..."
   

        "Yes, in appearance. I carefully checked after the experiment, the flesh of the subject codenamed Gargoyle has not undergone any changes, and the internal structure has not changed either. However, there is a new totem in him, a totem that releases extraordinary power."
   

        Candle Soul slightly smiled, took out the key right away, opened the door, and walked in. The remaining four continued to quietly observe from behind the transparent wall.
   

        As soon as Candle Soul entered the room, the test subject immediately stood up. The next second, Candle Soul directly attacked, and the subject's shoulder was injured. His eyes turned red, and the totem on his body suddenly lit up.
   

        A two-meter-tall gargoyle sprung up from his body, revealing a terrifying and tall stature like an iron tower. Under its wide wings, the spurs carried a metallic sheen. It rushed towards Candle Soul, and its claws launched a savage and powerful attack.
   

        Bang bang bang...
   

        Candle Soul stood still, occasionally raising his hand to fend off the gargoyle's attacks. After showing off for about a minute, he directly squeezed the neck of the gargoyle fluttering around his body like a fly.
   

        The test subject in the distance groaned, blood flowing from his nose and ears. His face was pale, and his expression was vacant, clearly somewhat mentally damaged.
   

        Candle Soul promptly took out a healing item and continued the experiment demonstration.
   

        The process included reading, language communication, intelligence tests, and desire tests. During this process, the subject showed very good conditions. He was quite sensible, had good intelligence, but demonstrated a manic tendency to attack. Of course, this level of aggressiveness was much better than the brutality of the Dark Creatures.
   

        In addition, the subject also had human desires. He was fond of delicious human food, and was not averse to the beautiful woman used for the test.
   

        Although he also had the desire to eat people, surprisingly he possessed restraint. For example, after the beautiful woman test, he chose not to eat her. This was a significant improvement compared to the previous hundreds of experiments.
   

        If this pace continues, in half a year to a year, the technology the senior level of the Royal Parliament wants will be perfected.
   

        The bald old man and the old man in the suit were both very satisfied, nodding frequently.
   

        Next, Candle Soul invited the two to watch the transformation experiment. The five people walked towards the conversion pool, where the staff members had already taken their positions.
   

        The same was followed - same scenario, same test subject, same stone tablet.
   

        With the many Tears of Blue Eye embedded underneath the conversion pool lit up.
   

        The whirlpool on the surface of the stone tablet turned into a mirror, starting to advance from afar to near, from outside to inside, revealing the terrifying other world...
   

        "All.... all of these are dark creatures?!"
   

        Shock was palpable in the bald old man's pupils, this was the first time Candle Soul revealed the true secret of the transformation experiment to them. Now he could see layers upon layers of ground like muck, black fluid like sheets of fungus. There were fleshy tumors bulging on top of it that stretched as far as the eye could see. Once in a while, these tumors would crack open and horrifying, ugly exotic species would crawl out. Some would spread their wings and fly away, while some would massacre each other.
   

        "Is this somewhere hidden in our world? Are the dark creatures born there?" The old man in the suit murmured to himself.
   

        As the view advanced, the exotic species became more and more horrifying, more and more ferocious, more and more indescribable. They incited an indescribable fear.
   

        Candle Soul looked at the two's reactions, the corner of his lips curving up slightly. The scene unfolding before them would undoubtedly strengthen the Royal Parliament's determination to research the power of the dark creatures.
   

        They wanted to free themselves from their dependence on the Dark Hunt Organization through powers from other channels, they wanted a long lifespan, they wanted to master the extraordinary powers that were once beyond their grasp. They were very ambitious and had a large appetite, and they seemed quite confident. The organization loved collaborating with such individuals, in the end, they just needed to let their inflated ambitions consume them. From beginning to end, Candle Soul never considered either side as a worthy opponent, not even the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        His only fear has always been the world of Secret Martial Arts. Those who are out of place, self-contained, inheriting the old world of Secret Martial Arts. The people in his doors organization, most of them, more or less, have ties with the world of Secret Martial Arts. They naturally knew how terrifying this group could be...
   

        If it weren't for their internal contradictions and their lack of enthusiasm for contact with the outside world, there would have been no room for the Dark Hunt Organization and the fame of Black Rain Villa in the Transcendental Realm. One must know that for thousands of years, there have always been masters of Saint Fist level training in seclusion within the world of Secret Martial Arts. It's as if, every certain period of time, whenever the destiny is prosperous, a Saint Fist master would emerge.
   

        However, similarly, after masters break through the limit and reach the level of the Saint Fist, their whereabouts would become elusive, and they would often go into seclusion. They exhibit reduced interest in the outside world, rarely walking amongst people.
   

        Boom boom boom boom...
   

        Suddenly, a series of dull noises came from above, causing the entire cavern space to tremble. It sounded a bit like footsteps, and a bit like hitting sounds. Candle Soul suddenly looked up, his gaze was sharp as he looked around.
   

        A few frantic footsteps hurriedly ran in from the nearby passage. A combat staff in uniform looked horror-stricken, his face pale.
   

        "What's the matter?"
   

        Candle Soul instantly appeared in front of the man, grabbing him by the collar.
   

        "Sir, an enemy has broken in and they are very powerful! Mr. Yangyan has been chased all the way and seems to be seriously hurt!" The combat staff took a deep breath and continued, "The enemy has broken through all kinds of traps and killed all the guards along the way."
   

        "Now, he is charging towards the direction of the conversion pool…"
   

        "Yangyan was chased down!?"
   

        Two green sparks of ghost fire seemed to appear in Candle Soul's pitch-black eyes.
   

        "How is that possible? Yangyan, like me, possesses a strength close to that of top fighters. Coupled with the Red Tear Eye, a life-saving gift from the leader, and the temporary power surge after destroying the disc, how could he possibly be beaten to such a state? Could it be the Holy Light hunter, Lei Yu? No, could it be the personal action of the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism!?"
   

        He was perplexed, but still made an immediate decision. Candle Soul took the bodyguards of the two senior members of the Royal Parliament and quickly rushed upwards.
   

        Having just walked about two levels towards the surface, the sounds of fighting, as thundering as a tank rolling, echoed continuously in the enclosed space of the hall. Airflow and dust formed a vortex in the hall.
   

        The next second, Yangyan, his face covered in blood, rushed out from the passage and knelt down on the ground. Then, a strong silhouette nearly one meter ninety tall appeared imposingly. The large palm of his hand moved towards Yangyan's head, the sound of the air being torn apart was heard, showing the great force of the hit.
   

        "Stop it!!!"
   

        Candle Soul yelled, his whole person blurred, flying out with a whoosh. Moreover, behind his body, a half-transparent figure composed of green flames mimicked Candle Soul's movements, as if the soul had separated from the body.
   

        "Soul Extinguishing Double Strike!"
   

        The two bodies suddenly accelerated in mid-air and finally overlapped, their fists hitting Casio's shoulder.
   

        Bang!
   

        A black boot shattered the ground's bricks and stones.
   

        Casio didn't back down by a step, pouring all the force into the ground. He looked at Candle Soul who was sent flying back, his punch just now actually went through the man's arm and body, ultimately hitting the air. On the contrary, his opponent's punch on his shoulder was solid, the double force was exceptionally sharp.
   

        This reminded him involuntarily of Black Peacock, who was a master of the Invisibility Technique.
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        Casio originally didn't want to rattle the cage and confront the Organization at this current stage. After all, if Yangyan and Candle Soul were to die, there would still be many other members of the Organization carrying out that plan. What was meant to come would still come. His confrontational attitude would only draw more attention from the Organization. However, the plan cannot keep up with changes, things naturally developed to this point, hence Casio would not back down halfway. 
   

        He had decided to demolish this experimental field today.
   

        A sharp gleam flashed in his eyes, and Casio glanced at the three people in front of him.
   

        In the middle was Candle Soul in a black cloak, on the left was a white-haired man with mysterious eyes, and on the right was a man in aristocratic clothing wielding a rapier. They all exuded a formidable aura, all above the Shadow Hunter level. Candle Soul was the strongest, the Rapier man was the second, and the white-haired man was the weakest. 
   

        In addition, there was Yangyan, who was heavily wounded and had just staggered to his feet.
   

        A total of four experts appeared in the underground hall, adopting a fan-shaped defensive formation. Four auras were subtly locking Casio in place.
   

        The air in the hall was continuously swirling, making a low whistling sound in the corridor. Waves of wind kept slamming against the walls, making a pattering noise.
   

        Casio's blond hair was dancing wildly in the wind, the airflow sliding past his distinct facial features. As he looked at the scene in front of him, he was suddenly reminded of the last retrospection. He, Feng Liusi, and Sheng Feinan, all three were surrounding the Ghost Knife Garoro!
   

        The Ghost Knife then and his current self surprisingly resembled each other. Unconsciously, he also became so powerful that he was the one being besieged by others. However, he believed that he would never become the second Ghost Knife. Even though danger was lurking all around and powerhouses were gathered, he would, regardless, only win, never lose! This was not Casio's arrogance, but if he didn't have an invincible mindset, his fists would not be invincible either.
   

        The Overlord of the Fist, dominant and unrivaled, possessing immense power, undefeated and superior.
   

        "Tyrant Fist, Tyrant Fist..." Casio murmured to himself. Sometimes the insights of the boxing method come in unexpected moments, such as the current fighting atmosphere and fighting beliefs where he still strongly believes that he can dominate over his four opponents.
   

        Boom! Clang! Whoosh! Whistle!
   

        In a daze, the four men positioned in different directions launched their attacks at the same time! They had already sensed Casio's formidable aura, so their first move was an all-out strike, an ultimate killing move.
   

        Even though Yangyan was severely injured, he forcefully activated his Lava Punch with his mutated body! In an instant, the high temperature incinerated the air, sending his entire body up in flames, his clothes burning fiercely. An invisible transparent flame enveloped his whole body, turning his entire skin red. 
   

        Yangyan leapt up, slapping out a palm, seemingly compressing the rich magma energy and heat into this one palm, bringing out a puff of terrifying firelight!
   

        Candle Soul also made his move at the same time, as soon as his feet hit the ground, he bolted out like a cheetah. And behind him, there were two semi-transparent shadows repeating his actions closely following him. 
   

        Once they were in mid-air, they continued to accelerate, catching up with Candle Soul's body, and united into one. When his palm was pressed out, it seemed as if there were several palms merging into one, producing a rich black afterimage.
   

        There were three successive explosive sounds in the air, each one accelerating forward. 
   

        The two men from both the Royal Family and the Council were equally competitive, they were both trained to be powerhouses through painstaking practice! The white-haired man suddenly stuck out his arms, his clothes directly bursting at the seams. It was clear to see that two huge blue veins extended from his heart to his left and right arm on his strong chest. And those two arms had already swelled to twice their original size, the epidermis was suddenly turned blue-black, and the skeleton was as hard as iron. 
   

        The protruding joints at the elbow position like the head of a hammer! His entire body was moving forward with the elbow on top, swinging his arms at Casio. 
   

        Right next to the white-haired man, the rapier man made his move elegantly yet lethally. 
   

        With his jade-like hand gently touching his waist, a sharp rapier slashed through the air, producing a silver beam. The rapier man's feet, one front and one back, his right hand spun, thrusting the tip of the sword straight out, propelling his whole body forward. The tremendous force carried by the rapier was advancing rapidly in the air, triggering a terrible metal tremble and hum. 
   

        At this moment, time seemed to freeze. Four high-level fighters were all in mid-air, each locking onto four vital points on Casio with their strongest moves. Kill intent burst forth from their eyes, their aura surged like waves, it was extremely dangerous.
   

        "Releasing the Qi outwardly, it's like this!"
   

        Scarifyingly red light gushed from Casio's eyes, his entire clothing expanded in an instant, a torrent of intense red Qi flowed out. It was as if a balloon filled with water had burst, with the water spurting out wildly in all directions.
   

        "Leave nothing behind, put all pressure outwards ... I see..."
   

        He muttered to himself, and then the ground burst open, and his whole body shot up into the sky. Whoosh! A black silhouette darted out of the red fog, appearing in front of Yangyan in the next second. Under his horrified gaze, a fist swung out. With a bang, Yangyan's head was directly blown to pieces in mid-air. 
   

        In another flash, Casio was already standing in front of Candle Soul, who was rushing forward. A fist wrapped in red fog, unbeatable and forceful, directly met the Destroying Soul Triple Palm. The terrifying power was like a landslide and a tsunami, directly penetrating the triple force and pushing forward. Crackle and rustle...
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        His fist steadily shattered Candle Soul's arm bones, and even blew away half of his shoulder! Behind him, a fan-shaped blood mist formed!
   

        Suddenly spinning, Casio confronted the attack, pushing forward with his palms. His right arm and strikes from the extreme elbow combat art collided together, and with a crunch, it broke the white-haired man's steel-like joint bones. His left arm forcefully broke and shattered the rapier, and he pushed forward, striking the opponent's chest.
   

        With a crunch, ribs fractured, blood spurted out, and the body rapidly flew backwards.
   

        Thud, thud, thud...
   

        The air was full of exploding blood mist, and the airflow was whistling into a vortex. Casio gently landed, moving on both feet, his blood-soaked palms steadily standing.
   

        Behind him, the four strong enemies were awkwardly thrown to the ground. Unbelievably, one was dead, three were injured! Yangyan, who had been severely injured long ago, died instantly. Candle Soul lost his entire right arm, and the white-haired man's forearm broke off in alignment with the elbow. The Rapier man was also violently vomiting blood, his chest collapsed, his internal organs damaged.
   

        "I finally understand... the way of the Tyrant Fist..."
   

        "To give it your all, no holding back. There's no such thing as attacking the enemy with seven parts and conserving three parts with caution. When you throw a punch, it's supposed to be with all of your power, or even more..." Casio stood in the swirling red fog, his eyes growing brighter and brighter.
   

        "*cough cough cough*"... "*wheeze*..."
   

        The three people still alive on the ground struggled to get up, their faces filled with pain. Some were coughing non-stop, others were spewing fresh blood.
   

        They all looked towards Casio, who was standing tranquilly like a statue, their eyes now filled with fear. Four top-class fighters, all-out, were actually crushed in just a few seconds. Without a doubt, this was the dominance of power. That overbearing belief had filled the entire hall.
   

        Firmly suppressing the aura and spirit of everyone present.
   

        The rapier man of the three people had bloodshot eyes, and was trembling uncontrollably at the sight of the towering figure shrouded in red mist. He shouted, and actually ran away towards the passages behind! His will to fight had been completely destroyed by Casio's palm.
   

        "We've lost..."
   

        Candle Soul gave a bitter smile, feeling gloomy. He felt that he had failed the mission entrusted by the leader. Amid the despair, Candle Soul looked at his long-time partner, Yangyan's corpse. Huh? The corpse was actually starting to melt, turning into mist and floating into the passage.
   

        On the wall, dense black patterns started to appear and spread, like tree roots, resembling a spider web. At a glance, they were in a cave about to collapse.
   

        And the wall paintings on this primitive cave were filled with various totems.
   

        Candle Soul's face suddenly changed: "There's a problem with the conversion pool!" But in the next second, his face turned pale again. He was about to lose his life, and Yangyan was already dead. Even if the experiment failed, would it really matter at this point?
   

        "A totem?"
   

        Casio's eyes sharpened and he immediately thought of the two wizards from the Great Mountain he had met during his last retrospective. He instantly disappeared from the spot, knocked out the white-haired man, and controlled Candle Soul, holding one in each hand, he rushed down towards the underground experiment field.
   

        The level with the conversion pool and the dark creature cells.
   

        A few minutes ago.
   

        Just after Candle Soul, the white-haired man, and the rapier man had left, two big figures from the Royal Parliament continued to observe the progress of the conversion pool experiment.
   

        The otherworldly scene in the stone mirror became increasingly terrifying, with black muddy fluid getting thicker and overlapping layers appeared. Until all dark creatures were gone, a short blank period appeared. Then a mountain peak appeared, a colossal bronze stone gargoyle stood between heaven and earth. Various complex patterns and mini runes covered it.
   

        Finally, these pattern runes formed totems one after another, overlapping and layering the body of the gargoyle. It was too shocking...
   

        The bald old man and the man in a suit held their breath on the spot. In their eyes was the fear of the unknown. But in an instant, the fear turned into greed. If they too could possess this kind of power...
   

        'Dark Hunt Organization'? There's no need for it to exist at all! 
   

        'Longevity' as they call it, is within reach...
   

        Ahead, the vision in the mirror continued to push forward. The scene that appeared the last time has once again emerged. The whole world was split into two sides around a hole, on the left was the bronze giant elephant, its body covered in intricate totems on a carpet of flowing black substance. On the right was an old man, kneeling in meditation, looking as lifeless as a mummy, with sixty-six red stars flickering in and out of visibility. The richness of crimson red expanded outward, holding back the black totem.
   

         Feelings of desolation, eeriness, epicness, and insignificance filled their hearts. Just as they were about to look at each other, they realized that something odd had occurred within the mirror. The deep hole in the center started to spew black mud wildly, a black substance gushing out at ten or even a hundred times the speed.
   

        Like a fountain, it surged around in all directions like a raging tide.
   

        In an instant, the situation had changed. This black mud seemed to act as an amplifier to the bronze giant elephant. The sudden eruption caused all the black totems on the ground to light up as if absorbing energy. On the other side, the situation was quite the opposite for the old man. The flowing black substance continuously collided with the magma-like rich crimson red, causing the entire red region to dim instantly.
   

        The sixty-six stars on the old man trembled fiercely, as if they were about to go out. The situation, which was previously balanced, became heavily one-sided. The black totems aggressively pushed forward; the crimson receded, with only half of its original range remaining. It was half because the old man was situated at the dividing line between the two, nearly surrounded by the totems.
   

        And at this moment, the view from the stone slab was fixed and started to take effect.
   

        Almost at the moment it drew in the black fluid, the bronze statue, which had seemed ancient and immovable, suddenly raised its head. Boom! Boom! Boom! A pair of ancient, gigantic eyes stared directly at something in mid-air.
   

        That direction was precisely where the image on the stone slab was.
   

        Roar!!!
   

        A roar that shook the earth echoed throughout the world!
   

        Countless totem patterns lit up at the same time, turning the dim world into daylight, making everybody's sight suddenly clear.
   

        The next second, the stone tablet went out of control and started to spin. The vortex in the pupils of the eyes opened up to the size of a fist, then a skull, then a bucket... finally enveloping the entire conversion pool with a dangerous grey mist along the edge.
   

        Through the haze, it seemed as if a giant eye was peeking through the vortex at this place. Sploosh! Black mud poured out like a reservoir discharging sediment.
   

        It instantly filled most of the independent room within the conversion pool.
   

        Almost everyone in the room was engulfed by the black mud, only a young man at the very edge was squeezed by his companion's body and luckily escaped the calamity. He let out a sharp yelp and stumbled backwards in panic.
   

        The mud in front of him began to make gurgling noises as if it were boiling. Screams of extreme horror came from it, but a second later everything fell silent. Confused and lost, the youth stood still not knowing what to do. He looked towards the entrance of the passage.
   

        In an instant, he realized that he should go to Lord Candle Soul to report the situation.
   

        However, just as the young man was about to move, the mud in the conversion pool went down as rapidly as a whale swallowing, almost as if something had sucked it all clean. In a moment, the space that had been filled was now empty, revealing the scene inside. More than a dozen workers were still standing in their places; their clothes were unharmed. They all stood still like statues.
   

        The youth hesitated, feeling that something was off and started to back away.
   

        Swish, Swish, Swish!
   

        All the people there turned their heads at the same time, their eyes fixed on the youth.
   

        A strange and fanatic smile appeared on their faces. Black lines began to spread from their necks to their faces, and even to their eyes. The walls too started to have the same totem patterns like tree roots growing all over the underground building. It seemed as if countless creeping vines were growing.
   

        "No, no, no!!!"
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        The youth shouted as if he was having a mental breakdown, his back pressing against the cold wall. He took a step forward, running towards the passageway outside of the hall.
   

        At this moment, several battle personnel guarding the passageway heard the commotion and hurried over. They met the youth head-on. The youth, his face full of panic, stumbled and almost fell to the ground. But he quickly straightened up, leaning one hand against the wall and racing towards the outside of the passageway.
   

        "What's going on?"
   

        The several battle personnel looked at each other. They decided to check the conversion pool first. Only a few dozen steps forward, the battle personnel entered the hall, only to see the research staff in their characteristic uniform leaving the conversion pool. There were about a dozen, clumsily moving towards them. Their faces were expressionless, their gaze dull, like puppets. The movement of their limbs was uncoordinated, as if they were just adapting to their bodies.
   

        "What the…"
   

        The four of them froze. Even a fool could tell that something was wrong. They swiftly turned to the left, hoping to escape this eerie atmosphere. But it seemed to be too late. The research staff, who were heteromorphized by the black clay, gradually became familiar with their bodies. They rushed towards them in a grotesque posture.
   

        The one leading them had a totem on his neck and cheeks that was alternately bright and dark. Vaguely, it seemed to have pulled out several semi-transparent threads behind his figure. These threads were as thin as cicada wings and barely interwoven as if forming a half-skull sized eyeball.
   

        The eyeball was always closed until the surrounding semi-transparent threads were enough, then it suddenly opened, revealing its pupil. The four battle personnel who were being stared at by the eyeball suddenly felt as though they were being electrocuted, their bodies showing an eerie semi-transparent texture, their skeleton and internal organs even visible. The next second, the movement of their sprint froze.
   

        Stiff in place, like they had turned into sculptures. But their eyes were rotating rapidly, filled with despair and fear. Some even started crying, bloodshot eye corners. With a series of approaching footsteps, the heteromorphized research staff surrounded the four battle personnel, and all showed eerie smiles on their faces.
   

        In a matter of moments, all that was left on the ground were four bloody uniforms.
   

        The heteromorphized totem master seemed to have fully grasped their bodies, and then started to kill each other on the spot. It was an orderly one-on-one, the victor kills the defeated and takes their totem. In a short time, the passageway was bloodstained, full of severed limbs. Only half of the heteromorphized were left, but each person now had two totems.
   

        This means that they could use two abilities in a short time.
   

        The passageway returned to silence again, the remaining heteromorphized quietly advanced along the passageway, showing amazing cooperation and discipline.
   

        Elsewhere, the youth kept running upwards and was almost exhausted. He felt as if there was a group of flood beasts chasing him from behind, setting his hairs on end, only thinking of running away. The youth never felt this before, fear, great fear! Even though he had many encounters with heteromorphized test subjects and even executed some.
   

        Today, however, the fear of the experiment gone wrong has far exceeded what one could imagine. In an instant, everyone turned into monstrous creatures in human skin. He was the only survivor, the only lucky one! The youth was panting heavily, feeling like he had run out of lung capacity. His body was soaked in sweat, his heart pounding.
   

        "Cough cough cough…"
   

        The youth leaned against the gray wall and coughed violently, feeling as if his heart was going to jump out of his throat after a fierce run. He wiped the sweat off his face, feeling it soft and sticky. After taking a few deep breaths, he immediately fled upwards.
   

        On the level above the conversion pool, at the intersection of the passageway, two patrol personnel were quietly waiting. They faintly heard the rumbling sound from above, sounded like a battle, or the sound of someone running.
   

        The intruder made too much noise. It didn't look like he had any other purpose. It seemed like he was here solely to destroy the experiment field.
   

        "Boom, boom, boom..."
   

        "It's really noisy up there."
   

        "Lord Candle Soul has gone to take care of it. It shouldn't take long..."
   

        The two spoke a sentence, then suddenly heard footsteps coming from the slope next to them. A man in a science personnel uniform appeared from around the corner. The two patrol personnel relaxed their guard, planning to shift their gaze away. However, one of them suddenly screamed, pointing to the other side.
   

        They saw a youth with a distorted face staggering towards them. His nose was almost horizontal, twisted like an eel. His mouth was compressed tightly with no expression, but the corners of his mouth were almost stretched to his ears. His entire face was as rough as a kneaded mud ball.
   

        "He... He! Did a test subject escape?"
   

        Amid their shock, the two patrol personnel immediately drew their weapons.
   

        Seeing this, the other man hurried over even more excitedly, mumbling with a touch of confusion, "We're on the same side, why are you pointing your knives at me..."
   

        "Monster!"
   

        "Die!"
   

        The two rushed forward, their long swords raised high.
   

        After ten seconds, the two patrol personnel were completely absorbed into the youth's body. His body started to swell, becoming more and more grotesque and disgusting. His feet stomped on the ground with a bang, while he himself seemed oblivious. All the way he was muttering: "These two patrollers have also been controlled, caused by the large-scale impact of experiment failure? Too dangerous…" 
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        "I'm afraid most people in this underground lab have turned into monsters, leaving me the only human left..." a terrified expression showed on his ugly face, "Wait, how did I escape those two patrolmen earlier...I can't seem to recall clearly..."
   

        In the span of a minute, Casio, facing four foes in the hall, finally grasped the essence of the tyrant fist technique. The Candle Soul and others were defeated, with the sword-wielding expert, a representative of the royal family, severely wounded. His will shattered, he fled deep into the experimental site. But he hadn't got far before his path was blocked by a colossal, grotesquely malformed creature at a turn.
   

        Casio strode into this spacious alleyway, holding the white-haired man in his left hand and the Candle Soul in his right. He saw that the sword-wielding expert was stumbling backwards, while in front of him was a mountain of flesh embedded with human faces. It resembled a vermilion-wrinkled worm, its head had a prominent young face, albeit upside down.
   

        And that inverted face was muttering things, speaking with resolution.
   

        "How could I possibly be a monster, do I look like a monster to you?"
   

        "I am human, a genuine human..."
   

        "Psychopath!!!"
   

         The sword-wielding expert cursed under his breath. Just like a lunatic never admits they're mad, why would a monster say it looks like a monster?
   

        "Monsters always claim they're human, but the truth is evident..."
   

        He blurted this out, but suddenly felt a chill run down his spine, as if a cold gaze was piercing through him.
   

        The sword-wielding expert only then realized that while he was hesitating whether to fight the flesh mountain, Candle Soul and the remaining white-haired man were already falling apart under Casio's power. Once that was done, Casio had come after him...
   

        "I am a human! The only human who survived in this entire lab... Everyone else is a monster! Yes, every patrol team I came across were monsters! And you are a monster too!" The flesh mountain rolled hypnotically, its emotions seemingly intensifying, and the suspended young human face suddenly turned to Casio, exclaiming.
   

        "That's right… and so are you..."
   

        "Nonsense!" — Bang!
   

        The hunk of meat that had blocked the passageway exploded and within a split second, an overwhelming force obliterated it completely!
   

        Bang, Bang, Bang, Bang, Bang!
   

        A blurry silhouette was seen repeatedly throwing punches, producing a translucent arc-shaped energy shield around the body, which was actually the compressed air trails left by the punches. The flesh mountain's body detonated as if it had a string of time-delayed bombs planted inside it, shattering into fragments inch by inch.
   

        This all looked as effortless as snapping a few withered twigs.
   

        In actuality, this totem variant did not resist without fight, the totems on its body erupted into light at the very instant they came into contact with Casio's fist.
   

        However, it was all in vain. In the face of absolute power, they were nothing but jokes. The array of totems was crushed, along with the body's defenses.
   

        The flesh mountain naturally disintegrated like a water bag that couldn't bear any more weight, bursting into chunks of flesh and blood under external pressure. 
   

        Standing in the rain of blood, Casio remained expressionless. Yet, his latent, dangerous aura was like a simmering volcano that appeared peaceful but was rife with explosive magma underneath.
   

        Casio's right boot was stepping on a face twisted in pain, his gaze swept coldly over the sword-wielding man nearby. Those who slandered him, shall die...
   

        The man holding the rapier shivered, Casio had attacked without warning and the monster, who hadn't even finished speaking, was blown up. It seemed as if a sensitive spot had been touched inadvertently. He was still thinking when he found himself locked in a gaze with those deep blue eyes which made him feel like he was plunging into an ice cellar.
   

        His legs quaked and the sword-wielding man raised his only intact hand to give himself a karate chop, knocking himself out.
   

        He knew he couldn't defeat Casio, and the opportunity to run had passed.
   

        So he gave in. If Casio wanted to kill him, he would kill him, if he wanted to capture him, he would capture him.
   

        After all, as long as his eyes could open and close, it meant he was alive and had some use. If his eyes were closed and never opened, it was just a painless send-off.
   

        Casio looked at the man who had fainted from a rapier wound and was surprised by his decisiveness. He thought for a few seconds, and then hurriedly threw another unconscious man with white hair in the same direction, while sealing his acupuncture points with his Qi. Casio only took the still sober Candle Soul and dashed straight towards the depths of the experiment field.
   

        Tap, tap, tap... tap, tap, tap...
   

        A series of footsteps sped through the grayish-white corridor.
   

        At every corner, sheets of blood and torn clothing were scattered. Clearly, the guards inside the experimental field had been killed.
   

        Guided by Candle Soul, Casio arrived at the level where the jail for dark creatures and the conversion pool was situated. He slowly crossed the corner, the entire hallway was covered in a blood mist and scattered limbs. It was as if a bloody massacre had just occurred, the air was filled with a nauseating smell.
   

        Without any change in his expression, Casio directly entered the hall.
   

        Immediately, he could feel the concentration of disaster in the air was much higher than elsewhere. Casio looked around the room and went straight to the conversion pool. There was nobody, and the converted pool water had vanished. Only a stone tablet was floating in mid-air, continuously spinning. Around the stone tablet was a grey mist vortex, half the size of the conversion pool, exuding a sense of extreme danger.
   

        "What happened?" Casio asked Candle Soul directly.
   

        Candle Soul honestly shook his head: "Honestly, I don't know much about the current situation, such a big experimental failure has never occurred before. This vortex leads to somewhere mysterious and dangerous, I advice to stay away from there, don't encounter unknown danger."
   

        Casio carefully discerned and confirmed that he was telling the truth. Candle Soul sincerely advised Casio to stay away from the vortex because he was carried on Casio's shoulder. Without any hesitation, Candle Soul was sure that if any particularly dangerous situation arose, he would be thrown at it first, to probe the danger.
   

        After about ten seconds, Casio temporarily moved away from the dangerous conversion pool. He was looking for the experimentation data and records of the dark creatures being experimented on by the Organization.
   

        These documents were stored in the jail cell where the dark creatures were held.
   

        The same level, jail area, central corridor.
   

        A black figure flashed by, slowing down gradually. Casio looked at an open room, inside were human-sized glass containers. They were filled with a thick, transparent liquid similar to formalin, and various exotic organs and specimens were quietly floating in the liquid.
   

        A few rooms further were experimental tables and operating rooms filled with cold machinery. Many skeletons of dark creatures were arranged together.
   

        Finally, Casio arrived at a spot similar to an archive room.
   

        As he was about to enter, he noticed a room not too far away with a heavily damaged door. He immediately quickened his pace and boldly walked in. After scrutinizing the room, he found out that a deadly fight was ongoing between two monsters, and the outcome was already clear.
   

        The gargoyle could hardly defend itself, both its wings had been torn off. Against it was a humanoid creature, almost three meters tall. It had an even physique resembling a human woman, but with three pairs of dragonfly-like transparent wings on its back. It also had numerous arms, each in a peculiar position.
   

        Every time it attacked, every pose seemed to possess a peculiar ability. It looked like an Evil Mother, with a dangerous yet strange beauty. Her body was covered in interwining black totems, exuding a savage and primal aura. She sensed someone had intruded.
   

        She immediately jumped down and shredded the Gargoyle to pieces, snatching its totem in the process. She turned around abruptly, her crimson eyes locked onto Casio.
   

        Then two pairs of intense, blood-red eyes stared each other down in silence.
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        In this vast solitary room, two auras were constantly surging, making the surrounding air stick like glue. The open doorway was continuously squeezed by the airflow, as if desperately trying to escape.
   

        Directly opposite, the Evil Mother's form slowly swelled, a heatwave rippled across her body surface, causing the surrounding air to feel slightly scorching. But her limbs became even thinner, embodying an elegant curve.
   

        The black patterns on the surface of her skin twinkled like stars, like many little snakes winding and moving incessantly, making one's head spin. Finally, they turned into mysterious runes, transforming into a set of shiny black armor. The dangerous aura they emanated left no doubt about the power they held.
   

        "You...you..."
   

        A captivating voice with a hint of charm resounded. The Evil Mother seemed to want to communicate. It wasn't an ignorant creature, it clearly had significant intelligence. However, this was its first time having a body, so its speech was quite awkward.
   

        Casio's eyebrows slightly furrowed as he began to accumulate power in his arms.
   

        His sharp gaze looked over, the Evil Mother had the face of a human female, and her features were extremely exquisite. Compared to the Sea Demon Claire, she was even more profound and charming, and her blood-red pupils seemed more sinister.
   

        A pair of seemingly blood-dripping lips slightly opened, unveiling teeth like a sea shark's: "You...your aura...not human..."
   

        "We... do not need to oppose each other...we could cooperate..."
   

        The Evil Mother sent a friendly message to Casio, she didn't take a fighting stance. Instead, her eyes, like rubies, were fixed on Casio, "We...work together...together, we will eat humans, four for you, six for me..."
   

        The language was straightforward and powerful, the emotion sincere and pure.
   

        The Evil Mother was so desperate in her plea that Casio couldn't help but get angry! Why did people always misunderstand him? During his third retrogression to the Black Rain Villa, his fourth retrogression to the Battle of Revenge, and even now. He has lost count of how many people thought he wasn't a human but a monster.
   

        Now, the one smearing his identity wasn't a human anymore, but a dark creature! Casio felt that the world was somewhat biased against him.
   

        A surge of anger shot through his mind from his chest, the thunderous rumbling in his chest started off with a boom, like a drum. Two hearts began to accelerate their beats one after the other, rapidly reaching two, three, four times their normal rates.
   

        The muscles in his arms and back slightly bulged, winding together like steel cables. In his dark blue veins, the blood circulated at the speed of light, transporting the power throughout his body.
   

        Apparently, the Evil Mother seemed to have noticed Casio's killing intent rising, showing a puzzled expression on her face. She questioned, "Four not enough? Can make it five then. Like this, we work together to eat humans, halves..."
   

        "Ha...what are you thinking about! Proposing to cooperate in eating humans in front of me, smearing a human of such high purity as a monster? I will tear you to pieces!" Casio's voice roared like a beast.
   

        The aura of his golem form was wildly surging around him, like a black waterfall pouring down overhead. Once the waterfall-like black airflow dissipated, a silhouette over three meters tall appeared in the room.
   

        Majestic, tall, robust and powerful, the muscles seemed to be cast from steel.
   

        Casio slightly spread out his arms, the shoulders formed a protrusion similar to shoulder armor, which seemed to be a product of his flesh tumor and exoskeleton. His body skin revealed a metallic color, as though he was dressed in a set of fierce, heavy armor. Down his back was a series of sharp bone spurs extending to the coccyx, protruding outward to form a spike-like tail. The tail end scraped the ground, causing sparks to fly.
   

        Golem Form, it was his physical body and secret martial arts' ultimate outburst.
   

        The Evil Mother was very dangerous, far more dangerous than common threats. He had never seen such a unique dark creature before. It even exuded a feeling of nobility. Casio who practiced the golem secret martial arts' life field was veering towards a dark creature in its ultimate form. 
   

        Its base level was very high, almost standing at the top of the food chain.
   

        Once the aura was released, it could easily intimidate most low-level dark creatures and even suppress many high-level dark creatures. But now, even when Casio entered his golem form, he couldn't affect the Evil Mother. The dangerous auras of both sides still occupied half of the room each, in a stalemate.
   

        He had undergone retrospection five times, and this time, he met the most formidable dark creature he had ever seen. It was many times more powerful than the Dead Blood Resonance Body of the Blood Spirit Association's President. Hence, he planned to go all out when he made his move.
   

        Boom!
   

        His feet smashed the cast-iron floor, leaving behind an indentation going down more than ten centimeters. Casio launched himself out, his upper body's bulking dark green muscles gave the impression of an unstoppable tank charge! The room was swaying, the airflow slamming against the wall.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Evil Mother also acted instantly. Although she wondered why Casio, also a top predator in the dark creatures, couldn't communicate and seemed to be angry out of embarrassment, when danger approached, one could only go all out. 
   

        Swish, a totem on the Evil Mother's body began to glow. This totem was a delicate flying bird, and immediately, a feeling of agility filled her entire body. Next, the totem which looked like a blood beast also illuminated. Blood gushed out of the pores of the Evil Mother's arms, forming a heavy shield in front of her just in time to block Casio's punch.
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        Boom!
   

        The terrifying black silhouette crushed over, directly shattering the Blood Shield to pieces, but the punch missed the Evil Mother, just brushing past her. It struck the iron-cast wall, causing the entire room to violently shake. The iron wall emitted a crumbling tearing sound as spider-web-like traces spread in all directions. At the center, there was a half-man-sized hollow.
   

        You could even see outside the hollow was a large expanse of mud, compressed by that force into a nearly ten-meter-wide cavity.
   

        Casio, his face expressionless, pulled back his arm. For the first time, he took a deep breath with some apprehension, his burly chest swelling up. Whoosh, a knife-like gale swept past. In an instant, Casio crossed a distance of over ten meters, appearing like a ghost right in front of the retreating Evil Mother.
   

        His fingers grabbed at the air, dragging down a dark Qi in a furious bombardment!
   

        Boom! The ground shook, and the surrounding air seemed to ripple apart.
   

        Behind the Evil Mother, both of her palms pushed out. At the start, close to her body, they were as slender and pale as a woman's arms, but they swelled and became rougher further out. Extending over a meter, they had become grotesque and muscular giant hands, clashing with Casio's fist.
   

        The two colossal forces continuously neutralized and surged against each other, like tumultuous water currents.
   

        Although they seemed evenly matched, the skin at the root of the Evil Mother's arms had begun to crack, blood dripping down onto her back.
   

        At this moment, she suddenly counterattacked. Her other four arms blasted out simultaneously, compressing the air fiercely with a bang.
   

        Strike after strike directly hit Casio in the chest right over his heart.
   

        But Casio didn't dodge or avoid it; he withstood it hard! The muscles on his upper body rolled like waves, creating four fist-shaped air waves on his back. The strength from his feet erupted, silently cracking the ground.
   

        The surging colossal strength instantly overwhelmed the Evil Mother's opposing force.
   

        She whooshed backwards, slamming hard against another metal wall. Casio swallowed the blood in his mouth and went against the momentum, the air in the room rolling back out. A robust body, bringing a stream of air with it, heavily smashed into the wall the Evil Mother had been thrown against, blasting open a large piece of metal.
   

        In the chaotic view, two silhouettes charged out of the enclosed jail, their movements in the hallway sounded like a tank pursuit.
   

        In a corner, only a barely alive Candle Soul was left, affected by the residual energy.
   

        His face, usually cold and calm, now showed a bitter smile. What kind of monster had this accidental experiment unleashed? He, along with Candle Soul, probably couldn't match this Evil Mother. Moreover, what was more terrifying was that a mysterious outsider had actually firmly suppressed the Evil Mother, who had just defeated four united fighters a few minutes ago.
   

        In such a chaotic situation, probably only Leader Xiadu coming in person could smooth everything over and restore the experimental field to its original state.
   

        But that was ultimately unlikely to happen. Leader Xiadu was elusive as a ghost, and even Candle Soul didn't know where he might be, or he might have entered seclusion. Meanwhile, Casio and the Evil Mother were close threats. Suffering from a severe injury himself, he could not even get up and flee like a normal person, at least not for a while. Candle Soul could only hope these two monsters would injure each other, allowing him an opportunity to escape.
   

        In the experimental field, the two silhouettes continued to clash and warp. Despite already possessing immense strength, their speed still terrifyingly formed two black afterimages in the rectangular hallway, which refracted like light at the corners.
   

        Wherever they passed, the ground cracked, and the walls were full of fist-sized holes.
   

        Casio unleashed his combat skills to their fullest, using every part of his body as a weapon. Knee, elbow, kick, grappling, punch, ram… All his moves integrated into a whole, bringing a terrifying synergy and burst. His boxing technique became even more perfect, each move unleashing the limit of his strength.
   

        Yet the Evil Mother was also formidable. She had a total of six arms, holding the advantage in the number of limbs. Moreover, the Evil Mother had dozens of different functional totems on her body, yet formed a perfect whole. Each punch she threw lit up two or three totems at the same time, powerfully amplifying that strike. Maybe doubling the size of a fist, or speeding the punch past the sound barrier, or hardening the arm to incredible toughness, or carrying intense heat in the palm. Such abilities were leisurely used by the Evil Mother.
   

        This was completely different from the Totem Wizards Casio had understood before.
   

        During his fourth retrospection, he met two wizards who claimed to come from the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains and possessed weapon totems. One used a spear, the other a shield.
   

        At that time, Casio was only cultivating the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art. The battle was extremely difficult, and he was even forced to undergo a Dark Biological Transformation. It was evident that a wizard with a single totem already had considerable fighting strength, let alone this Six-Armed Evil Mother who possessed dozens of totems and could use them simultaneously. Moreover, from the previous situation, it also had the ability to strip and absorb other totems. It not only had strong current strength, but also high potential for development. If the number of totems reached hundreds, or even several hundred...
   

        By then, it would be uncertain who would be chasing whom...
   

        Since the fight had already started, Casio's first thought was to kill his opponent right here, turning the entire experimental field into the Evil Mother's burial site.
   

        Whew!!!
   

        He pointed his finger like a long spear, his index and middle fingers together like the tip of a scarlet-dripping spear. He directly pierced through one of the Evil Mother's arms!
   

        She screamed, and the edges of her other five arms took on a black color like metal, then slashed fiercely towards him like spring-loaded knives.
   

        They forced Casio to step back slightly.
   

        The Evil Mother's silhouette flew away, and her totems flickered, driving her arm muscles to grow and recover. However, the rich Deathfang Power had been injected, hindering the recovery speed of her physical body. Continuous sounds like teeth gnawing emanated from the severed limb, sounding somewhat grating. Clearly, the Evil Mother had lost an arm in a short time. This was the result of Casio continuously enhancing his acupuncture points, as the Deathfang Power reached the third stage, capable of erasing effects on top-tier fighter level dark creatures, killing their undead nature.
   

        Of course, he could also use the fusion force of the Platinum Stigmata. That kind of power was particularly enormous, but it was still in the experimental phase and somewhat unstable. In a peak battle, instability often proved fatal. Until he thoroughly researched the fusion force, he would never use the Stigmata in battle unless it was a desperate and dangerous situation.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        The two of them, one chasing and the other fleeing, suddenly rushed into the hall next to the conversion pool.
   

        Casio's body suddenly propelled forward, a punch!
   

        The Evil Mother's feet scraped out two long scorch marks on the ground, retreating over a dozen meters before her back slammed into a wall, stabilizing her form.
   

        Casio's gaze became even more dangerous; the Evil Mother was indeed a top-notch dark creature, capable of high tolerance during a life-and-death fight.
   

        He stepped forward slightly, his footsteps making a noise on the ground.
   

        Buzzing...
   

        To the right, in the hall next to the conversion pool, there was sudden activity. The dim vortex began spinning again, gradually becoming as transparent as a mirror.
   

        The inside scene cleared up, still under a gloomy sky and a black swamp-like ground. On the ground stood two silhouettes, one as majestic as a mountain, the other frail and slender, confronting each other for a long time. Totems and scarlet collided.
   

        The bronze giant statue, seemingly a totem incarnate, lifted its head, gazing at the position of the mirror. Totems peeled off and floated, and through the interaction of deep and superficial spaces, appeared in the experimental field, assisted by a stone tablet.
   

        As soon as the totem Pu Yi appeared, all of them flew towards the Evil Mother.
   

        In an instant, the number of totems doubled, and the Evil Mother now controlled a hundred totems!
   

        She threw a punch, and all the air in the hall flowed backwards, a massive sonic boom assaulting Casio! At the critical moment, screech! A scarlet giant vulture unfolded its wings behind him, his fist and bird's beak overlapped. South Dou Red Vulture Fist burst out with full force, delivering a strike with all his strength and force.
   

        The two forces collided swiftly, driving the air currents to beat wildly. With a hundred totems erupting simultaneously, they even pressured Casio's feet to drag deep traces on the ground. His eyes glittered fiercely, planning to execute his ultimate secret skill in the tight space, or to propel the Stigmata to release the fusion force.
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        Boom...
   

        The elder suddenly raised his arm, a finger pointing toward the sky. A dense scarlet, like a meandering little snake, wound its way through the air, initially as fine as a hair. As the distance grew, it became wider and more numerous. Eventually, it resembled a torrential red river surging upward!
   

        Part of the sky in that area was obscured by it.
   

        Aooo!!!
   

        The bronze giant statue suddenly issued a roar at this moment, and a huge rune on its body surface dislodged, instantly transforming into a ten-meter-tall muscular giant. The giant leaped up, crashing into the scarlet river like a shell. At the moment of contact, a massive explosion occurred.
   

        Sssss...
   

        The terrible forces canceled each other out, and the totem giant was ultimately erased.
   

        But the scarlet river in the sky was now only half its size, plunging into a hidden spot mid-air and vanishing without a trace in an instant.
   

        At the same time, Casio, who was posed to attack with the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, shuddered, suddenly lifting his head. He saw a scarlet waterfall rushing down directly, enveloping his entire body and absorbing him.
   

        "Nan Dou Successor..."
   

        This phrase echoed repeatedly in his mind, as if carrying melancholy and bitterness. The illusionary sounds by his ears disappeared, and he immediately felt the difference in his body.
   

        A force, a high-quality force of the same origin, took its place in his abdomen. It was like an abyss, like an ocean, seemingly capable of spirally decomposing everything. Casio was shocked upon contact: this force was also the South Dou Red Vulture's Deathfang Power, but it was infinitely stronger than his own third-stage Deathfang Power, and even Feng Liusi's fifth stage couldn't compare. It was a sense of completion, at its peak and unable to advance further.
   

        This was the Deathfang Power's most perfect and powerful stage.
   

        It carried a strange vitality, not like dead objects, but more like microscopic living things such as bacteria, almost as if it could reproduce on its own.
   

        While he was in a daze, the Evil Mother had already launched another attack. At the moment, her body was augmented by over a hundred totems, every motion she made carried terrifying destructive force. A hand extended from behind her, and dense totems climbed upward, entwining like black rebar.
   

        In the end, a plethora of totems formed an arm the size of a person.
   

        The palm aimed at Casio from afar, and with a sudden flicker, a fleeting black shadow streaked through the air. The slap had already appeared in front of Casio, the condensed gale enveloping his entire being.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        A loud noise echoed in the hall, shaking the entire walls and floor.
   

        At the center, a violent airflow surged to both sides, stacking up like waves, the white crest visible to the naked eye.
   

        In the midst of the airflow, in this collision, Casio stood his ground without stepping back. The dark totem giant hand was held back just a meter away from him, hovering in mid-air. And what stopped the Evil Mother's attack was, shockingly, a blood-colored giant mouth composed of dense fangs.
   

        Casio held out his palm as if cradling, and pure Deathfang Power, like a ruby, gushed out from his pores, forming a huge mouth spontaneously. At a glance, it seemed as if it had grown out of Casio's right side. It carried an indescribable savagery and bloodthirst.
   

        Its appearance was extremely vicious; compared to the Evil Mother's three-meter stature and six arms, this blood mouth seemed even more ferocious, striking even more fear.
   

        Rumble rumble...
   

        The totem and the blood mouth began a fierce battle in the vast space.
   

        The cores of the two were Casio and the Evil Mother. They performed various combat techniques and totem powers, clashing at their peaks time after time. However, due to the sheer size of the totem giant palm formed by over a hundred totems and the vicious blood mouth formed by the complete Deathfang Power, the high-speed dodging left only the giant palm and blood mouth visible in their retinas.
   

        The hall was battered with loud bangs, with countless cracks appearing on the walls. Occasionally, massive inwardly dented palm prints or huge pits as if gnawed by a mouth emerged. Rubble and dust mingled together, swept into vortexes by the extreme winds of the battle.
   

        Much of the furniture and experimental apparatuses were destroyed, turned into scrap metal.
   

        Likewise, on this same floor and not far away, the dark creatures in the jail felt earth-shaking movements. These creatures, driven only by instinct, began to panic, striking their prison cages, trying to escape. They seemed to sense two dangerous auras.
   

        Regardless of who won, the exotic species would be brutally preyed upon.
   

        In the sixth district of Florence, by the river's shore, a slender figure in a black suit appeared at some point. He seemed refined, about forty years old, with a pocket watch on his chest and a monocle over his right eye.
   

        The president of the Hunters Association, Lei Yu Dili Xiaoti.
   

        Due to the series of chases and battles previously between Casio and Yangyan, the Hunters Association was alerted. After all, the battles took place on the expansive river surface and stretched across nearly half of the sixth district. The apartments and residential buildings established along the river's bank weren't few, and there were many onlookers as well.
   

        The Hunters Association soon received the news, and due to the severity described by the witnesses, the Holy Light Hunter Dili Xiaoti took action himself, following the traces of the battle all the way along the river towards the north of the sixth district.
   

        Dili Xiaoti's expression was extremely solemn, especially after seeing various exaggerated traces of fighting along the way. For instance, he just passed by a confrontation that collapsed half of a single house with tile structures built by the river, its edge contoured as if struck by a giant fist.
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        This meant that the warring parties were certainly not at the level of ordinary Shadow Hunters.
   

        Considering the traces currently on display, at least the power of a second or even a first-ranked Shadow Hunter was involved. Of course, Casio didn't rule out the possibility that they could match him in combat. This was a matter worth paying attention to, as it was sudden for Florence to have two top masters engaging in battle.
   

        If handled carelessly, it could lead to a vast loss of both lives and property. Moreover, it was very intriguing that two masters had started fighting in the city.
   

        Dilixiati pondered for a moment and then dashed towards the upper part of the river.
   

        At the Underground Experiment Site, there were hardly any survivors left.
   

        Only Casio and the Evil Mother were left to clash; they had demolished the walls around the conversion pool hall layer by layer. Simply put, rooms were blasted by immense strength, causing the fighting space to continuously expand. When a room exploded, regardless of what devices, or what exotic species were confined for research, they perished on the spot without a trace.
   

        Strictly speaking, the combat strength of the two had already surpassed the realm of top fighters. The enhancement from the blessing of over a hundred totems and the full mastery of the sixth-stage Deathfang Power was frighteningly immense. Although it could only be sustained for a short time, it displayed the grace of an Ultimate Fighter, a realm just below that of the Saint Fist.
   

        Boom!
   

        Casio unleashed a ferocious sidekick, his iron leg entwined with scarlet Qi.
   

        The Evil Mother pushed forward fiercely with her arms, dozens of assorted totems lighting up simultaneously, providing a massive increase in force. As a collision akin to that of a shell ensued, both were jolted. The Evil Mother shifted five meters to the right, while Casio staggered slightly to the left. But then he lunged forward on one leg, his entire Qi surging with a punch.
   

        A scarlet waterfall smashed down onto them, carrying a force that was both savage and violent. The Evil Mother, fist against fist, swung her six arms in a flurry, continuously clashing against the oppressive waterfall bearing down upon her.
   

        Air Waves surged wildly in the space, carrying strands of scarlet debris.
   

        Within Casio, the full mastery of sixth-stage Deathfang Power continuously surged out, fiercely clashing and annihilating with the Evil Mother's Totemic power.
   

        Both of them rapidly depleted their energies, with shockwaves of power rippling out, causing the once solid wall structures to become pockmarked with corrosion. Cracks spread directly to the ceiling, which looked ready to collapse if the battle continued.
   

        Casio struck out with a palm, colliding with the Evil Mother's fist once more. He used the recoil to spin and land, instantly assuming the position of the Death Fang. Raising both arms, one above the other, he resembled a colossal Human-Shaped Rhinoceros beetle. Scarlet Qi burst forth from the summit, forming a cloak-like transparent energy that resembled both wings and a gossamer veil.
   

        South Dou Red Vulture Fist, the ultimate Secret Skill, Beak of the Blood Vultures!
   

        A killing intent so thick it seemed to bleed, burst forth like an erupting volcano. A dense Red Mist formed behind Casio, giving rise to a huge, bloodthirsty Vortex. Suddenly, a terrifying bird's beak emerged, gaping widely and charging forward like a high-speed Train!
   

        Wherever it passed, it seemed as if even the Air itself was forcefully decomposed.
   

        This Beak of the Blood Vultures was the most terrifying display of power Casio had ever unleashed!
   

        Because the beak, seemingly condensed into a Ruby, was composed of the full mastery of sixth-stage Deathfang Power, with the rest of the bird's head constituted by Casio's own Deathfang Force. Once this move was launched, it was bound to determine the victor!
   

        Rumble!
   

        The colossal Beak of the Blood Vultures ruthlessly crushed through the air, bringing an indescribable sense of dominance, delivering the final judgment on the Evil Mother. At that moment, the Evil Mother made a very irrational decision. She didn't curl up to defend but instead channeled her strength into over a hundred totems for one last attack.
   

        A Totemic hand whooshed forward from behind the Evil Mother, shaping into a fist as though cast from Steel. The fist collided with the Beak of the Blood Vultures, causing a buzz, and everything around became silent at that moment, even the wind seemed to stop. This silence was then broken by the sound of cracking.
   

        The Beak of the Blood Vultures resolutely advanced, shattering the Totemic hand bit by bit.
   

        As the giant hand crumbled, with every instant a totem dimmed, turning into scrap. In the blink of an eye, all the totems given by the Totem King to the Evil Mother faded, including a Core Totem.
   

        The Beak of the Blood Vultures, with its momentum unabated, sent the vastly weakened Evil Mother flying through the air. With a few crisp snaps, only two of her arms remained unbroken, and her stature shrank from over three meters tall down to around two meters.
   

        A cold light flashed in Casio's eyes, as he intended to end the battle right then and there. With both palms raised, Casio disappeared on the spot, his entire arm shooting straight out. The finger gun formed by his index and middle fingers resembled a terrifying, scarlet tooth.
   

        This was not just an ordinary move.
   

        This was the finger gun secret technique, empowered by the perfected Deathfang Power!
   

        Casio's arm, like a long spear, pierced straight through, intending to run the Evil Mother through the brain. Unexpectedly, the Evil Mother cried out, "I am willing to submit!"
   

        And with that, she retreated in a frenzy.
   

        But Casio remained indifferent, his killing intent at its peak.
   

        "Wait! You have already caught the attention of the Totem King! It will surely send wizards from the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains in the Real World to kill you, but I can help you!"
   

        The Evil Mother shouted desperately, her tone not seeming to carry lies.
   

        At that moment, Casio's fingertip was already nearing the Evil Mother's forehead.
   

        His mind shifted slightly, and the scarlet tooth of his finger gun grazed her forehead, slashing down the temple and striking emptily into the air. The spiraling force within burst forth instantly. It turned into a concentrated red light that pierced through the wall behind her. It even shot upward, tearing through four or five layers of the underground building.
   

        Boring through several meters of mud, it ran through the heart of a large tree.
   

        At last, it shot up into the sky, the scarlet force starting to disperse due to the centrifugal force of the spiral. Suddenly, it swept up the air, forming a short-lived red hurricane at the top of the woods, reaching tens of meters in height.
   

        In the distance, the Holy Light Hunter standing at the riverbank beneath the tall cliff had his expression change drastically. He gazed solemnly at the scarlet tornado raging and then dissipating in the woods, his internal alarm raised to the maximum. It signified danger.
   

        In other words, the previous assessment by Dilixiati had underestimated those two mysterious figures. This distant force was enough to threaten him!
   

        With wariness filling his heart, Dilixiati quietly walked towards that place.
   

        In the Underground Experiment Site, the battle had already ceased.
   

        The last-minute plea from the Evil Mother saved her life as Casio retracted his killing intent. The Evil Mother immediately laid out everything she had not yet said.
   

        "In fact, I could have chosen to flee. Your terrifying killing move could have indeed gravely injured me, but it would not have been enough to completely crush me..."
   

        "I deliberately faced your hundreds of totems head-on. Among them was a Core Totem used by the Totem King to control me. Unless the Core Totem is destroyed, no matter where I flee or how strong I become, even if I hide in another world separated by the deep surface, I cannot escape its control..."
   

        Seeing Casio becoming impatient, she quickly got to the point.
   

        "The Totem King is not the origin of totems. It's simply the most powerful individual among them. However, the Totem Wizards of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains in the Real World have come to regard it as the symbol of totems, the origin of all totems, and thus heed the Totem King's commands. Everything that has happened here today, it has sensed from the Deep World, until the moment you destroyed the Core Totem. In its eyes now, I have been defeated and killed, while you have triumphed. The Totem King will definitely order the wizards of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains to come to Florence and totally annihilate you because not only did you ruin one of its schemes, but the strength you possess also shares the same root as a powerful adversary it has contended with for hundreds of years..."
   

        "I can help you deal with those wizards from the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, and even all your enemies can be at your service," the Evil Mother said, knowing that these promises were not enough. So she added, "You can control me with your methods, and all I ask is a promise that you will let me go in ten years' time, granting me back my freedom." Her scarlet eyes looked intently into Casio's.
   

        Casio fell silent for a moment, darkness swirling in his palm.
   

        A Demon Seed seemed to be on the verge of coming to life.
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        "Demon Seed is an extremely condensed form of Demon Idol Qi, accompanied by a micro Life Field of the Demon Idol. It has a good deterrent effect on the ordinary human and Exotic Species Life Fields. However, the Demon Seed is difficult to affect Fighter-level Secret Martial Art masters because it is naturally ground to nothing by the Fighter's Qi. As for dark creatures, its effectiveness is still unknown."
   

        "Especially since the Evil Mother, even without relying on the hundreds of Totems granted by the Totem King, still possesses the strength of a top martial artist. Moreover, it seems to have a high essence, capable of resisting the deterrence of my Magic puppet secret weapon. It seems that ordinary Demon Seeds would hardly be effective in controlling her."
   

        "At most, they would allow Casio to vaguely sense where the Evil Mother might be."
   

        "Therefore, he decided to use the Platinum Stigmata to amplify his Magic puppet secret weapon. Not just to control the Evil Mother but also as an experiment. Casio slowly raised his right hand, the back of which bore thirty-three hidden Traces. These were the blood of living beings composed of Holy Spring Water and Secret Spirit Power."
   

        "With a slight movement of thought, all thirty-three Holy Marks lit up simultaneously, carrying a tint of platinum. In the depths of his being, the Demon Idol Qi within his body boiled and became active, scorching like Magma, furiously circulating."
   

        "Suddenly, the Demon Seed being condensed in the palm underwent a tremendous change."
   

        "A point of dark light formed a Vortex; at first, it was only the size of a marble, but it soon grew larger than an Apple. Black Spirit emanated continuously from Casio's pores, being sucked into the Vortex strand by strand. About half a minute passed, and what was held above the palm was no longer a Demon Seed, but a slowly beating black Heart, exactly the size of a normal human heart."
   

        "Thump, thump, thump..."
   

        "The heart beat rhythmically and with exceptional strength."
   

        "Its frequency was precisely the same as that of Casio's Heart, and even when Casio attempted to slow down his heartbeat, this heart synchronized by lowering its beat. Clearly, there was a significant connection between the two."
   

        "With a slight sense, Casio understood the function of this Demon Seed heart."
   

        "Placed on the chest, the Demon Seed heart would enter the other's body and merge with their central power hub. Note, it's the power center that's crucial to merge, not just any organ. Some dark creatures don't have a heart as a weakness, or even lack such an organ altogether."
   

        "The power center is different, for example, the Evil Mother's is undoubtedly her own Core Totem. If the Totem is manipulated by the Demon Seed heart, Casio can make her suffer unbearably or even kill her at will. This is a very domineering control method, hardly any different from the Totem King himself. Of course, the cost of this one Demon Seed heart was significant, with no less than eighteen Platinum Stigmata being exhausted."
   

        "Now only fifteen Platinum Stigmata remained on the back of Casio's hand."
   

        "This also meant that the Demon Seed heart could not be used as a routine method."
   

        "It could only be used occasionally to control targets of high value and formidable strength."
   

        "Across from him, the Evil Mother, whose appearance had almost no discernible difference from a normal human beauty, had a slight change in expression. She evidently sensed the special danger of the Demon Seed heart's Aura, a control method comparable to that of the Totem King. But the Evil Mother showed no intention to resist, clearly understanding her situation and ready to accept the reality of defeat."
   

        "Firstly, she had been defeated and was gravely injured, while her opponent had retained a considerable fighting capacity. Forced by the situation, it was time to acknowledge defeat decisively."
   

        "Secondly, she had made a promise, agreeing to a ten-year term with her opponent. In the fight against the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains Totem Wizards, she was very valuable."
   

        "Lastly, faced with similar levels of control, one naturally chooses a slightly weaker master and a better environment. Casio versus the Totem King, The Deep World versus the Surface world, it was a matter of choosing the lesser of two evils."
   

        "Therefore, the Evil Mother, looking at the Demon Seed heart handed to her by Casio, accepted it without hesitation. She directly pressed it against her ample Chest."
   

        "The heart instantly disappeared, taking direct control over the Totem Core. The Evil Mother's expression turned unnatural, a sense of danger and shame stemming from another person controlling her life. Casio, on the other hand, felt a novelty; he could sense an individual several meters away and effortlessly decide their life or death."
   

        "Crash, pieces of stone fell from the cracks in the walls and ceiling, the surface cracks seeming to deepen. The battle was over, and it was only now that Casio had the leisure to sense the changes within his body, especially in his lower abdomen."
   

        "There, the peak stage Deathfang Power that had been gifted to him was still present in abundance. The recent fight with the Evil Mother had consumed about two-thirds of it, leaving one-third lingering inside his body. It was harmless, like an ownerless energy, ready for Casio to wield at will."
   

        "However, whether it was due to being separated from its origin or not, this Deathfang Power was slowly draining away. He needed to use it quickly!"
   

        "The best method was undoubtedly to use this peak-condition Deathfang Power to strike at the South Dou Red Vulture Fist Acupoints. The peak stage Deathfang Power was admittedly powerful and dreadful, but it was essentially rootless, adrift like duckweed. It would last for maybe one or two more uses as a Hidden Card before being completely exhausted, not to mention that it was also fading on its own. Faced with such a situation, transforming an uncontrollable and uncertain force into one's own power was obviously the best choice. And Casio was certain that using this highest-grade Deathfang Power to strike would surely lead to successfully breaking through many of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist's acupoints."
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        It should be noted that Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist are currently in a strange state of resonance. When one breakthroughs, the other will soon sense it and breakthrough as well. The effects of the highest level of special force that can be exhibited by Casio need to be multiplied by two.
   

        Pondering slightly, he redirected his gaze towards the Evil Mother.
   

        "Can you completely transform into a human's appearance?"
   

        The Evil Mother nodded, initiating the transformation on the spot. The remnants of the totem on her lit up, and as the firefly-like glow faded, the Evil Mother astonishingly became a red-haired beauty about 1.75 meters tall, with a curvaceous and sexy figure, a delicate and enchanting face, and snow-white skin. And she was not wearing any clothes, thus exposing herself to the air in such a bold manner.
   

        "..." Casio fell into a somewhat silent state.
   

        The Evil Mother thought he was not satisfied and, in an instant, flashed another light. This time, she transformed into a muscular, burly middle-aged man about 1.9 meters tall, with dark, shiny skin like an iron tower.
   

        A signature bald head and a face wearing a confident and hearty smile.
   

        And once again, without any clothes.
   

        "..." Casio grew even more silent.
   

        With a slight frown, the Evil Mother flashed repeatedly. She soon transformed into a pretty and slender melancholic youth, a gentle aristocratic miss with curly hair, a hunched old gentleman, a bright and healthy young boy, and even more ludicrously, she turned into Casio's current form, striking a pose.
   

        Her muscles twitched slightly as she cheekily winked at Casio.
   

        "Enough!"
   

        Casio stopped the Evil Mother's ever-changing display with a stern face. After all, no one likes to see another bare-bodied person looking exactly like themselves. But to be honest, the Evil Mother's ability was very useful and could even mimic most of a person's aura. The Evil Mother had just transformed into him, and if it weren't for someone very familiar, it would be tough to tell them apart. This was clearly a kind of particularly advanced totem disguise ability.
   

        Moreover, this ability could now be put to use.
   

        The Florence Experiment Field had been destroyed by Casio, Yangyan had died, Candle Soul was severely injured, and the two fighters from the Royal Parliament had been captured. He could entirely replace one of them with the Evil Mother. It was impossible for a member of the Door Organization like Candle Soul, as the Door Fragments served as a unique means of identifying comrades. Thus, the Evil Mother could only replace someone from the Royal Parliament.
   

        After a bit of thought, Casio decided the Royal Family would be better. The environment of parliamentary voting was not very conducive to manipulation, while he could quickly seize real power in the Royal Family. Besides, the Royal Family liked to pull off covert moves, which was just the opportunity for the Evil Mother to infiltrate and cause some disruption.
   

        So, as they walked towards the conversion pool, Casio gave instructions. A few seconds later, they saw the scene around the conversion pool.
   

        The gray vortex mirror image had already dissipated, leaving only a stone tablet in the middle of the pool. Casio immediately walked over and took the stone tablet. Its use could be understood after interrogating Candle Soul later.
   

        Then, he quickly found the dying Candle Soul on this level, took away the important experimental records of the dark creatures, and swiftly brought the Evil Mother to the upper levels. They carried away the bodies of the two Royal Parliament masters and Yangyan. They moved so quickly that they even searched the entire Underground Experiment Site again, finding no survivors.
   

        Thus, they completely left, emerging from a hidden tunnel leading to the ground. Casio breathed in the fresh air and suddenly turned his head towards a direction in the woods, squinting his eyes. He said to the Evil Mother beside him, "Someone's coming, and they're a master...
   

        "You handle the people, and you lead him away. I can't show my face."
   

        At the end, Casio also added, "Be at number 25, Fal Street, in the sixth district of Florence by nine o'clock tonight. I'll be waiting for you there."
   

        After saying that, he vanished into the woods, carrying the group of captives on his shoulder. Only the Evil Mother was left behind to take care of the aftermath.
   

        Sometimes, having a capable assistant has its advantages.
   

        They can handle emergencies with clear division of labor and in an orderly fashion.
   

        Under a large tree, the Evil Mother now wore the appearance of a woman, dressed in the white coat of an experimental staff member, looking like a nurse.
   

        Her blond hair was slightly curled, forming wavy shapes, and the sunset cast a beautiful glow on her slender and tall figure. The Evil Mother turned around, and her face revealed a grimace as ferocious as that of an evil spirit, her smile unnaturally violent.
   

        Indistinctly, one could see teeth like saw blades inside her mouth.
   

        Although what she had done a moment ago was intentional, in fact, she had ultimately been defeated and controlled by Casio, and naturally her mood was not good. Now was a good time to vent, even though her opponent was also a formidable master.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The ground suddenly exploded into a deep mud pit, and the Evil Mother transformed into a black afterimage, darting through the woods and rushing madly toward the Holy Light hunter.
   

        Meanwhile, in the deep layers, the World of Calamities.
   

        This was a vast expanse of black muck, like a marsh, layered thickly over the mountain ranges and plains, where no plant could survive. If one had to describe it, this substance resembled a blend of oil and mud. Atop it were egg-like flesh tumors, slowly writhing.
   

        From time to time, exotic species would emerge from cocoons and scatter in all directions.
   

        And in the most central, most dangerous, and most indescribable area of this region, the balance that had lasted for thousands of years seemed to be collapsing step by step.
   

        Totems and crimson stood in opposition; one side had obviously gained the upper hand.
   

        The totems densely surrounded the crimson, leaving only a quarter of its area exposed. It resembled the filling within a sweet dumpling.
   

        At the center of the totems, the towering Bronze Giant Elephant was not as silent as inanimate objects as usual, but unusually, it showed anger. It gazed directly at the tiny, seated old man, its voice booming like the Grand Bell.
   

        "Why do you continue to struggle in vain?! You have already failed!"
   

        No one responded.
   

        "Blood Vulture, you won't last long. The power you've accumulated is draining away at every moment, while I grow stronger with each passing second. This place is one of the sources! From the moment you foolishly came here to confront me, you were destined to lose!" The Bronze Giant Elephant turned its head slightly, its massive mouth agape.
   

        "…"
   

        Still silence, the old man seemed just like a puppet.
   

        The Bronze Giant Elephant knew the will and determination of its opponent, but it enjoyed mocking its old rival, "Xiadu is still alive, surviving well from ancient times to the present. It is truly immortal; your efforts are futile. Through the vicissitudes of time and changes of eras, even if the entire surface world were to be destroyed, the World of Calamities were to collapse, it would still live on…"
   

        At that moment, the withered old man suddenly raised his head, his voice hoarse.
   

        "No, we had already succeeded back then, albeit only halfway. Xiadu can no longer claim immortality, for it has transformed from a concept into a person. And a person, however long-lived, dies once killed! Now, all that's left is for someone capable of killing him to appear…" The old man's eyes hinted at an indescribable hue: "You think I dragged you here to fight a fruitless battle? To act out of spite? Totem King, you are still just as foolish as you were those years ago, with not a shred of progress in a thousand years…"
   

        The Totem King was enraged, a massive totem behind it slowly lit up. The huge wings detached, as if turning into an Ancient Dragon of mountainous size. However, directly opposite, the withered old man spread his five fingers and pressed them onto the ground, the crimson covering the mire formed a terrifying vortex. A beak as large as the vortex itself slowly probed out.
   

        It was a size too immense to fathom, akin to a star!
   

        Even the mountainous physique of the Totem King paled in comparison, shockingly only half the size of this head, let alone the entire body.
   

        "…"
   

        In the end, the Totem King exercised restraint. The old fellow still possessed strength enough for mutual destruction; the Totem King stepped back after all, as being gravely wounded and falling into a deep sleep was an outcome it could not accept.
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        Hong Li Empire, the south, next to the dense rainforest, the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains.
   

        Here, nominally the land of the Hong Li Empire, but in reality, it was rarely visited, and the central control had been unprecedentedly lax. The nearest city that could be called such was at least nearly a hundred kilometers from the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains.
   

        Beyond that, there were only sporadically a few villages.
   

        The largest of the villages was built right beside the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, or rather, at the mountain foot. The densely packed buildings could almost be termed a small city, except that this settlement had a unique style. The surface of the walls bore various totem patterns, exuding a strong sense of primitiveness.
   

        And next to the village, at a mid-mountain position of a peak.
   

        Above the steep cliffs, there stood an austerely majestic dark golden temple.
   

        The temple was not isolated from the world; a flat and wide winding path stretched all the way down the mountain, as if it was made of a single slab of grey-white rock. There was not a single crack, and it was extremely sturdy. If one looked down from above, they could occasionally spot some wizards in ethnic outfits coming and going along the path.
   

        Inside the temple, in a courtyard closest to the cliff's edge, at the back entrance. There was a half-human-sized flat stone, next to which stood an ancient tree with gnarled and aged branches, its canopy green and bright.
   

        Under the ancient tree, on the white stone, a gaunt wizard elder sat cross-legged. Facing the distant sea of clouds, he let the high-altitude airflow brush across his face, bringing with it strands of coolness and fog. His seat was less than half a meter from the cliff's edge, perilously dangerous, yet it conveyed a different kind of mood. In the distance, at the end of the sea of clouds, the dark yellow sun gradually sank.
   

        Whoosh... inhale...
   

        The wizard elder's chest rose and fell slightly, and beneath the colorful fabric of his clothes shone a faint bright light. On the skin of his neck and arms exposed to the air, the totem tattoos seemed alive, moving like little snakes.
   

        With the power slowly activating, the totems moved even more swiftly.
   

        Odd and hideous heads began to emerge on the surface of the elder's body, whether they were pythons, two-headed dogs, stone faces, or smiling visages… An eerie and terrifying aura circulated in the air.
   

        "Tap tap tap tap..."
   

        In the courtyard, all of a sudden, footsteps could be heard slowly approaching. It was also a wizard dressed in similar attire, though he appeared much younger. Moreover, his clothes were only yellow and blue, lacking the red of the wizard elder's. He stepped out of the courtyard, treading ever more lightly.
   

        "Teacher..."
   

        The wizard bowed his head and continued speaking softly.
   

        "Recently, we've discovered traces of the Eerie Night Guest in Rain Land County, near the Anta Mountains. They might extend their forces to our area; should I lead some wizards to give them a warning..."
   

        The surroundings fell silent, followed by a pause.
   

        The wizard elder still had his eyes closed, but then he spoke, "Let your junior brother handle that matter, I have another task for you."
   

        "The Ripple Masters in Bone Ring Forest are our collaborators; they've discovered that along the coastal areas, someone has been inquiring about the Everlasting Isles. It seems someone is planning to make a move on them..." The wizard elder paused slightly, then continued, "Lead ten Wild Beast Wizards to assist them, and while you're at it, bring back the Bone Rings the Ripple Masters promised us last time. Remember, exactly fifty, not one less..."
   

        The middle-aged wizard standing promptly nodded, indicating he understood.
   

        "All right, don't disturb me any further, you may go."
   

        The wizard elder waved his hand, intending to dismiss him.
   

        Suddenly, from behind the peak, deep within the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, in the direction directly opposite the wizard elder, a thunderous roar echoed, powerful enough to scatter the layered clouds in the sky and reveal the blue beyond.
   

        Suddenly, air currents surged wildly, birds and beasts scattered in flight, seemingly frightened away by that dangerous and terrifying presence. Vaguely, one could see some gigantic exotic species running through the mountain range, causing a commotion like a beast tide!
   

        "Totem King!"
   

        The wizard elder's eyes snapped open, as if emanating a blazing light. He leaped up, his entire figure suddenly jumping from the cliff, his posture turning slightly as he spread his arms. Black totemic patterns covered his arms, transforming them into bat-like giant wing membranes.
   

        "The King is calling me..."
   

        Overcome with excitement, the elder flapped his wings and soared with his fastest speed toward the depths of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains. At the same time, another elder flew out from the temple. Below, in the village, a middle-aged man shot up into the sky like a massive eagle, heading straight into the mountains.
   

        More than an hour passed, and it had gone completely dark, with the moon hanging in the high altitude, casting its cold light over the towering stretch of mountain range.
   

        Due to the recent disturbance, the middle-aged wizard had been waiting next to the large tree on the cliff. Until, in the distance, a black shadow drew steadily closer.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The shadow traced a semicircular arc in mid-air, landing steadily on the ground of the cliff, lifting currents with flaps of its wings.
   

        "Teacher..."
   

        The middle-aged wizard quickly went to meet him, only to be met not with a wrinkled, aged face, but a young and fierce one. His complexion changed at once, and he instantly tensed for battle, shouting sharply.
   

        "Who are you!!!"
   

        "Hahaha..." The person across laughed heartily, his voice strangely familiar, "Ange, do you not even recognize your own teacher anymore?"
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        "Teacher?" The middle-aged wizard finally realized, the face before him indeed very similar to that of his teacher, almost like a younger version.
   

        "Teacher, how did you suddenly become so... so young?"
   

        "Hahaha..."
   

        The elder wizard burst into laughter again: "It's naturally the reward of the Totem King! Who would have thought that after achieving the position of the Hurricane Wizard for over thirty years, I would actually have the chance to witness a Totem King. Moreover, I was even entrusted with a significant mission..."
   

        The position of Hurricane Wizard that the elder wizard mentioned is actually a special title in the Temple. The Totem Temple has a total of ten Great Wizards, and among these ten, three hold particularly revered positions, overseeing all matters. These three Great Wizards are the Hurricane Wizard, the Lava Wizard, and the Beast Wizard.
   

        Wizard Ange's teacher, the elder wizard before him, is the Hurricane Wizard.
   

        "Teacher, you've actually seen the Totem King!!!"
   

        Ange was utterly shocked, even to the point of incredulity. This was because the Totem Temple where he had lived since childhood worshipped the Totem King!
   

        To all Totem Wizards, the Totem King is a deity-like existence, the faith of their lives in spirit, and also the source of their strength.
   

        The Totem King is the source of all Totems, the origin and the end of Totemic power. According to legend, all Totems used by wizards, all Totem creatures they have seen, were all created and nurtured by the Totem King.
   

        "Not exactly seen..." The Hurricane Wizard shook his head: "That should be an incarnation of the Totem King, not the true body. What I and the Lava and Beast Wizards saw was a mountain peak, an imposing peak with a face that could speak. But that aura was certainly the Totem King without a doubt, just a brief contact and I was so intimidated that I knelt on the ground, with all the Totems within me expressing emotions of submission and fear. There's absolutely no mistake about that..."
   

        "An entire mountain peak is just an incarnation! My heavens..." Ange wore a look of longing, for in his heart the Totem King was a god, and nothing was more exciting than a believer facing god himself. Ange gasped intensely for air.
   

        "Let's not talk about that for now, I have important business to attend to..."
   

        The Hurricane Wizard, feeling the youthful vitality of his body, gave instructions to his chief disciple: "Now, immediately gather all the direct line wizards of our lineage and return to the Temple. We're going to Florence in the day after tomorrow..."
   

        "Going to Florence, what for? Isn't that the Royal Capital of the Hong Li Empire?"
   

        Ange was somewhat confused.
   

        The Hurricane Wizard shook his head but didn't blame his disciple for being too curious. He clenched his fist, as the surging strength within his body kept gathering.
   

        "This time, I will join hands with the Beast Wizard..."
   

        "To go to Florence, to kill a person!"
   

        Meanwhile, in the Royal Capital Florence of the Hong Li Empire, at the Hunters Association Headquarters.
   

        In the Medical Room, a silhouette sat with his upper body bare, and his skin bore various traces of battle. Especially conspicuous was the dark palm print on his chest, deep and noticeable, looking quite severe. However, fortunately, after examination, it turned out to be merely skin-deep wounds without any serious damage to the tendons or skeleton.
   

        The doctors in the Medical Room were sweating profusely, double-checking the man's body with the help of two other medical practitioners, finally confirming that there were no serious issues. It wasn't that they were overly cautious or professional, but the pressure of the gazes around them was simply too immense.
   

        Into a small room had squeezed in three formidable experts all wearing Shadow Hunter Badges on their chests, numbered one, two, and five. Besides number four, who was seriously injured, and number three, who was out on a mission, all the Shadow Hunters of the Hunters Association were present. Because the man receiving medical attention and checks for his injuries was the President of the Hunters Association.
   

        It was the Holy Light Hunter, Ray Yu, Dili Xiati.
   

        Dili Xiati let the doctor apply special healing medicine to him, then turned his head to look at the other three Shadow Hunters: "If you have something to ask, go ahead."
   

        Immediately, the doctors behind quickened their work. In a matter of seconds, the remaining wounds were treated with ointment, and with their two assistants, the doctors promptly left the room.
   

        After the door closed, the fifth Shadow Hunter finally spoke.
   

        "Lei Yu, did you... did you go to spar with the Chief Inspector again?"
   

        "Do you think these injuries and the Chief Inspector's way of fighting are similar?" Dilixiati took a deep breath and said directly, "In the sixth district of Florence, I encountered a top-tier Disaster Spirit-level exotic species. We both suffered injuries..."
   

        "Top-tier Disaster Spirit-level!"
   

        The three Shadow Hunters present all showed a startle in their gaze, revealing a wary expression. Back when Butcher Krogg was still the number one Shadow Hunter, a battle had taken place in Dawn Valley. It was the toughest battle fought by the Dark Hunt Organization in nearly fifty years, triggered by two top-tier Disaster Spirit-level exotic species appearing in Dawn Valley. Although the organization emerged victorious from that battle, it suffered heavy losses, with more than half its Shadow Hunters perishing there, and half its core strength dying. A major overhaul followed within a year after the battle ended, leading to rampant exotic species among the civilians.
   

        It was because the old could not join forces with the new; the newly promoted hunters were obviously weaker than before the Dawn Valley battle, unable to control the situation.
   

        It took almost twenty years of recuperation to recover.
   

        And now, the silhouette of a top-tier Disaster Spirit-level dark creature had appeared in Florence! It was like a bomb hidden within one's resting place.
   

        "Not only that..." Dilixiati went on to say: "The top-tier Disaster Spirit-level creature was already injured before it fought me, which means there's another entity as strong as a top-tier Disaster Spirit-level out there. For the time being, it's unclear whether it's a human master or another top-tier Disaster Spirit-level dark creature. I encountered this Disaster Spirit-level exotic species precisely because I got news of two silhouettes fighting and moving upstream on the inner city river in district six..."
   

        "So, it's certain that there's another entity comparable to a top-tier Disaster Spirit-level." Dilixiati analyzed, but there was one thing he didn't mention, planning to report it separately to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. And that was the injuries on the exotic species he fought somewhat resembled those left by Secret Martial Art.
   

        Of course, this was just a guess, for reference only.
   

        "Two top-tier Disaster Spirit-level... Could it be a repeat of the Dawn Valley battle?"
   

        The three Shadow Hunters looked at each other, feeling worried and shocked.
   

        "Now is not a good time at all. Soul Sickle is seriously injured, and the new Shadow Hunter has yet to be chosen, meaning we are down a combatant. Although other departments of the Dark Hunt Organization have experts at the Shadow Hunter level who can serve as reinforcements, the best at battling and killing are the Shadow Hunters, those are selected through competition from hundreds of other hunters..."
   

        Someone expressed their concern.
   

        Dilixiati felt a sense of crisis too and planned to discuss immediately with the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. He intended to compress the Shadow Hunter seat competition process by skipping the two complicated steps in the middle, following the commencement of the first task, and moving straight to the final round.
   

        That would be a fight - the better fighter would naturally become the Shadow Hunter!
   

        Normally, it wouldn't be like this. Although combat capability is the most important, it's not the only consideration. Because a Shadow Hunter also needs to command their subordinates, manage department operations, and need to have a top-notch hunting awareness...
   

        Teamwork ability and support from powerful backers are also crucial.
   

        But the situation clearly couldn't wait any longer.
   

        Holy Light Hunter Dilixiati immediately dressed and left the Medical Room. Alone, he walked swiftly under the moonlight, heading toward the Mechanism Building.
   

        Florence district six, Fal Street number twenty-five, a single house.
   

        Casio did not return to the Dark Hunt Headquarters; instead, he found a secluded warehouse to confine Candle Soul and others, then went to Iron-face Jim's residential building. Various traces of the battle had been cleaned up, although there were still a few holes in the walls that needed repairs in the next couple of days. After exchanging information with the older hunters for a while, Casio went up to the wooden attic on the fourth floor by himself.
   

        Just two or three hours ago, he was bolstered by the full power of the sixth phase Deathfang Power and fought fiercely against the Evil Mother. He had many insights during the fight, and even now, his mind was still roiling with inspiration. Casio did not want to let go of this opportunity and decided to set aside other matters to calm his mind and focus.
   

        He focused on the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, as well as the enhancement of Red Vulture Fist Acupoints.
   

        The residual Deathfang Power of the sixth phase in his body was undoubtedly the most important thing!
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        If Casio's third-stage Deathfang Power could be compared to wood, then, without a doubt, his sixth-stage Deathfang Power was steel, even Fine Steel. This was because it marked the completion of the sixth stage, not just the entry into it. Undoubtedly, this was a gift from a South Dou Red Vulture Fist practitioner who had mastered the Saint Fist level, albeit remotely. No, considering the style of the Red Vulture Fist, this path wasn't one of the Saint Fist but rather the unobstructed path of the Tyrant Fist.
   

        According to Evil Mother's description, in the Deep Space, or rather, a Calamity Source in the World of Calamities, there was a Tyrant Fist elder who practiced the South Dou Red Vulture Fist confronting the ultimate Dark Totem King. They mutually restricted each other's movements, both locked at the source, for thousands of years.
   

        Yangyan and Candle Soul's dark creature transformation experiments required a magical item like a stone tablet. It could open a hole between the Deep World and the Surface World, allowing the purest dark guide from the Calamity Source to be released. However, evidently, something went wrong this time around; the Totem King had noticed the stone tablet. It utilized the hole to project its power into the Surface World, consequently releasing Evil Mother, who clearly had multiple schemes in mind.
   

        Unfortunately, at that time, Casio was also present, and the newly arrived Evil Mother was no match for him. Hence, the Totem King transferred additional power, boosting Evil Mother's strength. However, the Tyrant Fist elder was not to be underestimated; sensing the moment Casio practiced the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, he also transferred his power. A substantial amount of sixth-stage Deathfang Power was both a temporary combat power boost and a traditional offering, which was greatly beneficial to Casio.
   

        It's just unknown how the Tyrant Fist elder, who had split some of his power after confronting for a millennium, was holding up at the Calamity Source. After all, as Evil Mother explained, the Calamity Source was the main battlefield for dark creatures, and the Totem King had grown stronger over the centuries. Even though the vitality and force of the Tyrant Fist elder were perpetual and overwhelming like the sea, it inevitably has a day of exhaustion.
   

        Thinking of this, Casio then recalled another existence of an ultimate dark entity, Umirah, the True Ancestor of Blood, the progenitor of all Blood Clan. Was it active, or was it still asleep? Or, like the Totem King, trapped by some existence, unable to escape for thousands of years?
   

        With myriad thoughts in his mind, he took a deep breath, emptying his mind. All this was too far removed from Casio; his current goal was to fully elevate the level of the South Dou Boxing Method to break through to the Ultimate Fighter. Only in this way could he reach a higher realm, stepping closer to the Holy Fist Realm.
   

        "Inhale… Exhale…"
   

        There were whirlwinds wrapping around his nostrils, leaving two white streaks. Casio quickly entered the state, instantly assuming the stance of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist.
   

        His arms crossed in front of his chest, his back straight, his scapulae stretched outward, his muscles subtly twitching and gathering. He resembled a fierce bird at rest with folded wings. Gradually, Casio felt a pain within him as a series of scorching sharp forces were released, like tiny, flame-seared blades. As it passed through his muscles and bones, it brought waves of pain.
   

        This was partly because Casio's body had long adapted to the force of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist and also due to his extremely robust physique. If it were an ordinary third-stage practitioner of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, their insides would most likely have been blood-soaked by now. Hence, whether one could seize the opportunity depended on one's prior accumulation. Without the necessary foundational conditions, even a pie falling from the sky couldn't be caught. But now, Casio had quite smoothly caught it.
   

        He could hear the crackling of his bones and joints, accompanied by a series of escalating water sounds, and his blood vessels throbbed with a painful, prickly sensation. The completed sixth-stage Deathfang Power was forcibly guided by Casio into the virtual meridian framework of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist. This process was not very friendly, feeling as though a thorny branch had been stuffed into fragile blood vessels.
   

        Fortunately, Casio had long grown accustomed to enduring pain.
   

        So aside from some distortion at his brow, his other facial features remained relatively unchanged. His body's muscles were taut, bouncing like rebar. Soon, sweat trickled down his distinctly featured muscular contours, falling like a thread had been cut, quickly drenching his lower trousers.
   

        "Swash... Sss…"
   

        Suddenly, a sound like the friction of wires came from within the room, emitted by Casio's body. His eyes tightly shut, he used the third-stage Deathfang Power to manipulate and accelerate the sixth-stage Deathfang Power through the virtual meridians. He aimed to use this sharp spear to pierce through multiple South Dou Red Vulture Fist acupoints in one go, like a train rapidly passing through several tunnels.
   

        Casio's arms were stable, giving off an unshakable impression of hardness.
   

        Because he was wholly focused, massive Qi escaped from his pores, like steam from a boiler, flowing along the edges of his clothing and ears, rising above his head. It appeared as a turbulent column of mixed colors.
   

        "Push through in one go!"
   

        With a hardened resolve, he then vigorously activated all his Deathfang Power, propelling the sixth-stage force ruthlessly towards various acupoints around his body. Like the second-stage acceleration of rocket fuel, it threw the arrowhead forward.
   

        Bang! Buzz...
   

        Following a loud noise, Casio's body surface instantly burst open with a dozen small wounds, blood spurting from the split skin like a fountain. His whole mind went blank, as if someone had smacked him on the back of the head with a hammer, briefly losing consciousness. In a daze...
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        Casio awoke, feeling an unparalleled pain throughout his body, as if he had been forcibly tied to an anvil and hammered mercilessly with a quench-hardened hammer thousands of times. Even his skeleton was emitting a grating groan. When he opened his eyes, everything around him was blurred, and there were even tiny, bright stars in his peripheral vision. It took a short while for his eyes to adjust and refocus.
   

        On the attic floor was a radiating splash of blood. His body also had skin cracks. Especially at eight spots, which were deeply dented, exposing the cross-sections of flesh. Some were so deep that the moving internal organs inside could almost be seen.
   

        It was quite disgusting, frightening, and fearful.
   

        But Casio was not afraid but rather pleased. His furrowed brows relaxed and his lips curled into a satisfied smile. The eight deep pits were located exactly over the acupoints of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist. It goes without saying what this represented—breaking through eight acupoints!
   

        In the recent past, in the Valley of Howlers in the World of Calamities, Casio had reached twenty-two acupoints of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, namely the early third stage of Deathfang Power. But now, in the blink of an eye, he had reached thirty acupoints, just three short of breaking through to the fourth stage of Deathfang Power. This was not just an acceleration, but a leap forward. The gift from the elderly Tyrant Fist of the sixth stage of complete Deathfang Power lived up to its reputation, fundamentally related, bringing exaggerated benefits!
   

        Previously, Casio's Deathfang Power and the unbroken acupoints had worn each other down.
   

        It was like using a wooden bow to shoot at a wooden wall. It required the persistence of water dripping through stone, shooting pit by pit to finally break the wall.
   

        The gift from the elderly Tyrant Fist was like giving Casio a refined hand cannon loaded with a high-impact armor-piercing bullet. One shot and the wooden wall was blown apart, along with the next seven walls.
   

        Of course, Casio's method of taking injuries in exchange for a burst through also played a significant role. Otherwise, if it had been slowly wearing down as before, at most, he would have only managed six acupoints; eight were out of the question.
   

        "I have taken some injuries, but gaining two extra acupoints is not a loss at all..."
   

        Casio was still sitting cross-legged and began circulating the low-level life vibration energy stored within his body. His injuries visibly began to heal faster.
   

        He mastered not only the Southern Dipper Boxing Method but also the Demonic Idol Secret Martial Art, which has bizarre healing effects. This was what Casio had relied on to force his breakthroughs. As long as he didn't explode on the spot, even if he was seriously injured and dying, he could still save himself. Various secret arts complemented each other.
   

        About ten minutes later, Casio exhaled a breath of hot air tainted with a blood scent. His body reverted back to its muscular form and smooth skin, and only the bloodstains on his clothes and pants proved that someone had been injured and bled earlier. Casio slowly stood up and began to execute the South Dou Red Vulture Fist. Immediately, all thirty acupoints around his body shone like stars, bringing forth strong forces. The Deathfang Power accelerated with each acupoint passed, progressively refining the force.
   

        Then, he activated the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, and quickly, twenty-three acupoints lit up. Clearly, the two boxing methods had begun to resonate, and the Sonic Snake Fist naturally broke through an acupoint in a short time. However, to catch up with the progress of the Red Vulture Fist, he needed more resonance. Casio planned to visit the Valley of Howlers more often to battle wraiths, which would allow the Sonic Snake Fist to quickly align with the Red Vulture Fist. This way, he would also quickly stabilize and familiarize himself with his power.
   

        Half an hour later, he had cleaned the blood in the attic and took a cold shower. After changing into clean clothes, Casio went downstairs.
   

        At the stairwell, Krogg's large silhouette stood there, watching Casio descend the stairs: "Your aura has become more domineering..."
   

        "I have made some breakthroughs," Casio replied. But in reality, this was not just due to the recent breakthrough in the boxing techniques. It was more about his deeper understanding of the Tyrant Fist Path in the experiment field.
   

        So, in his every movement, naturally, there was a subtle trace of domineering presence. As this feeling grew stronger and more aligned with his true self, when this combat style and philosophy were fully established, Casio would fully tread on the Tyrant Fist Road. If his strength had reached a critical point,
   

        he could naturally break into the Tyrant Fist Realm.
   

        When he reached the first floor, six of the old hunters were already there, and none seemed inclined to sleep. After pondering for a while, Casio initiated a conversation with everyone. He did not go into details but simply described the identity of today's attacker—a member of the Door Organization. Casio said he had previous grievances with the Door Organization, and the attacker had come for him, which had inadvertently involved everyone else. As for why the Door Organization could control dark creatures, Casio admitted he did not know. All the old hunters nodded in understanding.
   

        They simply wanted an answer and did not intend to probe further. Besides, the Door Organization was already an enemy of the Dark Hunt Organization. The dim presence of the Door Organization in the battle of Dawn Valley years ago was apparent! The Door Organization was undoubtedly a common enemy of Casio and the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        After providing an explanation to the old hunters, Casio left Gem's single house. He disappeared into the darkness of the night, heading towards the warehouse.
   

        In a secluded boundary, in front of the abandoned warehouse, within a vast shadow.
   

        A tall silhouette silently passed by.
   

        Inside the warehouse were three figures, all in a state of unconsciousness at the moment. Especially the middle-aged man from the royal family, dressed as an aristocrat—his clothes were stripped off, and his rapier was nowhere to be seen. Clearly, it was the work of the Evil Mother, who intended to impersonate this man and infiltrate the royal family following Casio's plan.
   

        Casio's expression remained calm as he woke all three men. The rapier-wielding man had a foolish look on his face and was hardly of any value for interrogation anymore. He had just been hypnotized by the Evil Mother using totemic power to extract critical identity information, and the side effects had ruined him. As for why the Evil Mother did not use the totemic hypnosis on the other two? Naturally, it was because the totem had a usage time limit. Moreover, it was difficult to hypnotize masters who possessed strong Qi, such as Yangyan and Candle Soul.
   

        When it came to interrogating members of the Door Organization, it still had to be Casio.
   

        Under the gaze of the two men on the ground, he twisted his neck, making his skeleton crackle. His hands gradually turned crimson, and as he smiled, he squatted down.
   

        Elsewhere, in the second district of Florence, in the council area of the Hong Li.
   

        A black figure quickly moved through the shadows among the buildings, soon arriving at the entrance of an alley. His features, bathed in moonlight, revealed a handsome yet somber young face. Solomon of the Thorns came again to seek Candle Soul, because Candle Soul had previously promised to help him find clues to his mission target. After all, this was Solomon's third and final attempt.
   

        If he failed, it would mean an early elimination.
   

        To be safe, Solomon had no choice but to rely on the strength of Candle Soul's organization. Candle Soul had also promised that Solomon should come to him tonight. Based on their numerous collaborations before, Candle Soul had never broken a promise. So, Solomon felt assured and had now arrived.
   

        Slowly breathing in the cold air, he walked towards the cabin.
   

        For this battle to win a place as a Shadow Hunter, victory would certainly be his. Claire might have the support of the Dark Hunt Organization and Soss might have the support of the Royal Family, but he had both the council and the powerful forces behind Candle Soul betting on him, enough to clear all obstacles. Even if Casio already possessed the strength of a Shadow Hunter, Solomon believed that Candle Soul would definitely make a move, either crippling or even killing Casio!
   

        After all, Candle Soul's support for him becoming a Shadow Hunter had a significant purpose. Any obstructer, even a Shadow Hunter, would only become a skeleton. A temporary setback was nothing; the overall situation was still in his favor.
   

        He had come now to get the news of the mission target's location, and next time it might be the good news of Casio's demise. Solomon was confident and optimistic.
   

        He took a breath and knocked on the door. All around was silence.
   

        Solomon, with a smile on his face, knocked again.
   

        Still, no sound came from inside.
   

        The smile on his face froze as he pushed the door open and walked in; it was quite dark inside. Every time Solomon came for an appointment, Candle Soul who should have been in the room was missing. It was emptily shadowy inside.
   

        Solomon's footsteps faltered, and he inexplicably began to panic.
   

        He had a very bad premonition...
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        "Candle Soul?"
   

        Solomon whispered, but no response came. The anticipated image of Candle Soul emerging from the shadows in a black robe failed to materialize. Instead, there was only the faint sound of summer insects from outside the house.
   

        "Nobody here?"
   

        He closed the door behind him, as if asking a question or murmuring to himself. Still, no response; the house remained filled with the quiet of the night.
   

        Solomon searched the entire cabin, but it was empty.
   

        "That's odd, we agreed I would get the mission details tonight..."
   

        His eyebrows knitted slightly with an uneasy feeling, yet he reassured himself internally. Perhaps Candle Soul had other important matters to attend to tonight and had left temporarily. He'd probably be back by this time tomorrow.
   

        Solomon could only leave, feeling somewhat disappointed.
   

        After all, if he could have gotten the exact location of the mission target tonight, he could have completed the first stage of the Shadow Hunters competition by as early as dawn or by tomorrow night at the latest. Since Casio had intercepted and killed his targets mid-mission twice, resulting in failures, Solomon had a shadow in his heart. The longer he went without capturing the mission target, the more he feared the probability it would be accidentally killed by someone else. He definitely did not want to be eliminated in disgrace after failing three times.
   

        That wouldn't just be a failure; it would make him the butt of the joke.
   

        Taking a deep breath, Solomon left the cabin and dissolved into the darkness of the alley. He looked back once, planning to return the next day. By then, Candle Soul should already be sitting and waiting at the desk.
   

        In the deep night, the sky resembled a black curtain with stars embedded within. The moonlight was somewhat dim, with a single cloud silently obscuring the moon. As a result, the brilliance of the stars outshone, seizing the stage.
   

        The cold night breeze passed through a secluded corner of the city, bending the overgrown weeds on the mud ground slightly. There was also a scent of blood in the wind.
   

        Faint, but persistent.
   

        It seemed to emanate from an abandoned warehouse not far away.
   

        The rectangular warehouse was a patchwork of bloodstains amidst the dark shadows.
   

        Casio was an adept interrogator. Or rather, practitioners of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist were all skilled interrogators. The Deathfang Power barely brushed the skin and muscles, and in an instant, flesh would tear open down to the bone. It was as if a myriad of dense teeth were climbing and gnawing until the physical body was consumed entirely.
   

        Candle Soul's arms were already stripped of flesh and blood, leaving only the white outlines of bones forming a crude palm structure.
   

        But he was still tough, keeping his lips sealed and not divulging the information Casio wanted to know. Instead, the white-haired man trained by the Council, having lost just half of his right arm, began to scream and cry out, without pride, answering every question asked.
   

        He spilled all the concealed information about the Council that he had access to, even including some matters on internal cooperation between certain senior council members and the Door Organization's experiments on transforming dark creatures. Although it wasn't much, it was enough to get a grasp on what the experiment field was all about.
   

        The establishment time of the experiment field, the progress of the experiments, the source of the experimental materials, the duration of cooperation between the imperial Royal Family and the experiment field, and so on...
   

        Casio listened quietly, finally understanding the situation.
   

        No wonder the Dark Hunt Organization, an official supernatural force and such a behemoth, fell into ruin and collapse alongside the Hong Li Empire just a few years later.
   

        It turned out that internal discord already existed, with some traitorous allies dragging down and even stabbing in the back! The Council and Imperial Royal Family of Hong Li were clearly playing such roles, and some of their members had already fallen, lured by the promise of extended lifespan.
   

        With the unsuspecting being schemed against, the Dark Hunt Organization was inherently at a disadvantage.
   

        The current Florence was a complex mesh of the Dark Hunt Organization, Hong Li Council, Imperial Royal Family, Door Organization, and dark creatures, each with their intricate agendas.
   

        Clearly, the seeds of future chaos were already present.
   

        Whoosh... A cold wind blew through the crack of the iron door. Casio slowly stood up, not bothering with the white-haired man rolling on the ground in pain. Instead, he fixed his gaze on Candle Soul. Over the next few days, he would be dealing closely with this member of the Door Organization, hopefully to both their likings.
   

        Moonfall, sunrise, days and nights alternated, and several days passed in a blink.
   

        Every night, Casio would enter the Shelter Tower in the World of Calamities, taking the familiar paths to the Howler's Valley, to challenge one wraith after another.
   

        This kind of actual combat between fighters was doubtlessly the best way to consolidate the rapidly inflated and somewhat unstable strength. Within a few days, he had fully mastered the breakthrough of the eight acupuncture points of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. The resonant state of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist had also come to an end, reaching the same level. Moreover, through continuous battles, Casio managed to break through another acupuncture point, reaching a total of 31.
   

        Now, with 31 points for the Red Vulture Fist and 31 points for the Sonic Snake Fist, he had a total of 62 points.
   

        His body seemed like the stars in the heavens, red and purple lights intermingling, like a chessboard match, or a fierce bird and python caught in a deadly embrace.
   

        Casio's cultivation had entered a period of rapid growth.
   

        It's worth mentioning that Ghost Man and Iron Knight did not act alongside Casio anymore, and they didn't even come to the World of Calamities. They took the largest number of Soul Jades back to Black Rain Villa to submit their mission and also completed Casio's request. They infiltrated the Knight Rank group formed by the tyrannical Black Dragon and the Ripple Master, also taking the opportunity to recruit qualified Markers.
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        ***********************************
   

        August 3, the weather was clear.
   

        Florence, Commercial District, Special Action Department.
   

        This was a building similar to a Police Station, only more secretive, and the entrance had no conspicuous signs. If one didn't look through the white enclosure wall, it would just seem like a private manor at a glance.
   

        Inside the enclosure wall, Rita, a White Luminance Level huntress, yawned as she walked into a building to locate her team's designated area. She arrived early, and her team members had not yet arrived; only a few others were scattered throughout the Hall. These colleagues were all yawning wearily.
   

        Rita's gaze swept through the Special Action Department, recalling the unusual activity of the past few days. For some reason, the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters suddenly began to pay great attention to the royal capital of Florence, deploying a large force of hunters for patrol duties. Half of them were operating within the Special Action Department, causing a swift and significant increase in personnel.
   

        Logically, with so many people, it almost doubled.
   

        Patrol tasks had frequently overflowed severely.
   

        But the orders from above were to only allow splitting into two shifts, to maximize coverage of every corner of the Royal Capital. Thus, Rita had patrolled with her squad members until late last night and had a long rest, but still felt lackluster when she got up this morning. However, this was an unavoidable issue, being the highest command from the headquarters.
   

        Rita patrolled the Commercial District with her own squad, encountering patrol teams led personally by Dark Golden Level hunters more than once. Before in the Special Action Department, a total of only three patrol teams were responsible for two Commercial Districts, and the leaders were only White Luminance Level. Rita had only seen the Dark Golden Level hunter badges on the chests of the Chief and Deputy Chief of the Special Action Department.
   

        But now, the situation was clearly different.
   

        Even three days ago when the headquarters sent a large number of people, she spotted two silhouettes wearing Shadow Hunter badges! Clearly, there was a severe issue in the Florence Royal Capital; otherwise, the headquarters wouldn't have made such a big fuss. But unfortunately, after persevering for three to four days, it seemed there were no significant results. Only the dark creatures were completely wiped out.
   

        They had already been fiercely killed by Casio the previous night.
   

        Now, with the Dark Hunt Organization searching nonstop day and night, the remaining dark creatures had been eradicated. After all, exotic species also need to feed.
   

        Sometimes, they had to commit acts against the odds, and naturally, the outcome doesn't need much explaining.
   

        Rita sat in her seat, and her squad members quickly arrived one by one. Shortly after, a commissioner came over to assign their patrol tasks.
   

        Everyone immediately adjusted their attire, equipment, and weapons.
   

        She patted the hunting outfit she was wearing and led her squad out. It was unclear how long this situation would continue.
   

        Elsewhere, Solomon of the Sinful Thorn was completely panicked.
   

        When he couldn't contact Candle Soul on the first day, he thought the other party had important matters to handle and that they would soon meet again. However, when he went on the second day, the hut was still the same as yesterday. The interior furnishings hadn't changed at all, indicating that Candle Soul had not returned.
   

        Solomon held on to a stroke of luck, so he waited another day.
   

        This time, he left a conspicuous note on the table.
   

        On the third day, the destined disappointment occurred. The note hadn't been opened, and no one had come into the house. Did Candle Soul disappear completely?
   

        For a moment, Solomon was at a loss for words. How could someone who was cooperating well just disappear? This was too illogical. This mysterious organization was definitely pushing him to become a Shadow Hunter because they wanted to confront the entire Dark Hunt Organization. Yet, the other party had vanished out of the blue.
   

        With Candle Soul gone, what would happen to their previous cooperation? Who would he approach for the advanced version of the Secret Techniques of Sinful Thorn? Where was the residence information of the Mission Target?
   

        For a moment, Solomon felt choked up; he suddenly hated this secretive form of contact. If something happened, he was completely clueless. If there was a problem, he couldn't contact this mysterious organization…
   

        He could only wait anxiously, spinning around like a headless fly.
   

        This waiting had turned into four days, and more than half of the mission period had elapsed.
   

        It was only then that Solomon forcibly suppressed the impatience in his heart, intending first to handle the initial mission phase relying on his own strength. Unexpectedly, as if misfortune liked company and it never rained but poured, large patrol teams, all dispatched from the headquarters of the Hunters Association, had inexplicably appeared all over the Florence district.
   

        The patrols went on incessantly, morning and evening, with numerous members checking even the most secluded corners. Whenever there were signs of activities by dark creatures, they would chase like mad dogs, either killing or capturing them.
   

        These were instructions from the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism!
   

        Solomon couldn't help but start worrying about his mission target.
   

        Could his luck truly be this bad? This was his third time...
   

        Solomon had no doubt about the patrol teams' ability to kill the mission target, having seen many led by hunters of the Dark Gold Level. Moreover, whenever a fight broke out in one place, hunter teams not far away would converge upon hearing the call, ganging up on the strong exotic species.
   

        If his target's whereabouts were exposed and these patrol teams found it first, whether it was killed or captured, it would mean Solomon's third mission failure. That meant immediate disqualification from the competition.
   

        Lion King Soss shared the same worries. Although he was not at risk of direct elimination, no one liked to face complications during assessments.
   

        This way, both lingered in worry for another three days.
   

        Whether by sheer fluke or some other reason, Soss and Solomon concurrently found their targets and managed to complete the first phase of the mission. Before they could even rest, they were summoned to a secretive Hall by the Hunters Association and received significant news.
   

        "The initially set second and third phases of the mission are now canceled due to certain reasons. You will move directly from the first phase to the fourth phase, and the victor will be the next Shadow Hunter..."
   

        Hunter of the Holy Light, Dilixia, said to the four people before him.
   

        "Directly entering the final phase?" Solomon was taken aback. What about the plan he and Candle Soul had made to assassinate Casio?
   

        His expression shifted in the next second. Candle Soul was nowhere to be found, and without him, there was no assassination plan. Solomon slowly lowered his head, his eyes flickering.
   

        "I remember, the final phase of competing for the Shadow Hunter seat used to be an actual combat, confined to a specific area, where all competitors would brawl…"
   

        Claire said calmly, her expression unchanging.
   

        "A brawl..." Soss muttered under his breath, his gaze first shifting to Casio and then moving to Claire and Solomon at his side.
   

        Undoubtedly, in this battle, it was clear who the most formidable enemy was. The others would have to band together to defeat him...
   

        Next to him, Solomon's gaze also shifted back and forth.
   

        Casio, feeling the gazes from beside him, showed no change in expression. Everything had been predetermined when his Qi had returned to the Fighter's Realm. With his physique also restored to the top Fighter level, almost no one in the Dark Hunt Organization could prevent his intent from advancing.
   

        If not for the need to adhere to a procedural justice, to fulfill Bai Kui's obsession and become one of the true seniors of the Dark Hunt Organization, he would have ceased playing house with a few youngsters, which he found utterly boring.
   

        Even interrogating Candle Soul was not enough to pique Casio's interest.
   

        The source of the Holy Springs Water had always been a must-have for him.
   

        With a click, the Hall doors opened, and four silhouettes quickly stepped out. Casio, the last to leave, walked steadily and powerfully. By the time he was outside, he had already left the headquarters area of the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        By the direction, it appeared he was headed towards the woods in the northern section of the sixth area of Florence.
   

        Seven days flickered by, and it had been a week since the Experiment Field was destroyed. With Yangyan dead, Candle Soul captured, and the Door Organization unable to contact its leader, they would definitely send out a master to investigate the Experiment Field. Casio had left a piece of fish bait there, and beside the bait, a sharp enough fish hook, just waiting for a fat fish to bite...
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        Half an hour later, remote forest, Underground Experiment Site.
   

        Near the conversion pool in the Hall, a silhouette dressed in a black robe sat cross-legged, eyes tightly closed, looking as hard and cold as stone. The fish bait Casio mentioned naturally referred to the captured Candle Soul, who now appeared quite free, but in reality, his limbs had all turned into white bones.
   

        He was incapable of movement and was in extremely poor condition.
   

        Beside him, from the shadows of the side corridor, a deep darkness slowly flowed, exhibiting a semi-transparent texture. Clearly, this was the Evil Mother. She disguised her form with a totem, waiting for the fish to bite. A top-tier Combat Fighter concealed nearby would launch a sudden attack...
   

        Even masters of the same realm would be caught off guard and suffer!
   

        Yesterday, when Casio returned to the Experiment Site to check as usual, he suddenly noticed that someone had visited this hidden place. Suspecting that the members of the Door Organization had realized something was amiss, today, he had directly instructed the Evil Mother to prepare for combat. No matter who came, they would first be subdued by force.
   

        Tap, tap, tap...
   

        Footsteps approached gradually through the corridor in front of the Hall.
   

        The Evil Mother in the shadow seemed eager to try her hand.
   

        A tall silhouette appeared at the doorway, "It's me."
   

        The Evil Mother, who was about to leap out, halted her movements. Her entire being, like a pool of black liquid, detached from the shadows and took on a human form. She walked over slowly, assuming the most common female appearance.
   

        Casio stood at the doorway, looking at the Evil Mother and Candle Soul, clearly aware that there had been no gains. His gaze lowered slightly as he glanced at Candle Soul, who was as silent as a puppet. This member of the Door Organization was particularly tight-lipped, and Casio had basically obtained no useful information from him. He had also wanted to inquire about a certain experimental stone tablet...
   

        Compared to other members of the Door Organization, such as Black Peacock and Purple General that Casio had encountered before, Candle Soul was undoubtedly more resolute, even to the extent of embracing death.
   

        He would not expose any crucial information, especially regarding the leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu. Casio had speculated before that the Door Organization claimed to be a loose and equal entity, but there was definitely a hierarchy among its members. Members like Yangyan and Candle Soul, who were responsible for transforming dark creatures in experiments, were certainly core members, directly accountable to the leader Xiadu. The attitude now displayed was undoubtedly a loyalty to Xiadu.
   

        So, did the leader Xiadu possess a charismatic personality? Or were some of his ideologies deeply accepted and followed by people like Candle Soul?
   

        During the fourth Retrospection, Casio had interrogated Black Peacock about the situation in the Door Organization. It was mentioned that the official members within the organization were also divided into several factions, one of which closely followed the leader Xiadu. Moreover, their movements were mysterious, much like a secret cult with a doctrine. Orders issued by Xiadu would be carried out relentlessly by them, even at the cost of their lives. In contrast, the other factions seemed somewhat incongruent, all joining for various reasons or benefits.
   

        It looked rather like a recruitment of professional outer-ring fighters.
   

        After a few days of interrogation, Casio had clearly felt the difference between Candle Soul and other members of the Door Organization. Thus, he decisively gave up on the possibility of obtaining useful information from Candle Soul, deciding to use him merely as bait. Let's see if any more fish could be hooked out of the darkness.
   

        "Today seems to yield no results, we'll continue tomorrow..."
   

        Casio shifted his gaze to the Evil Mother.
   

        "I must remind you, last night in the Florence district, I sensed the aura left by the totem. You should know what that means..." the Evil Mother paused, her expression deepening slightly.
   

        "It doesn't matter, I'm about to become a Shadow Hunter in the Association..." Casio said emotionlessly, "Those Totem Wizards from the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, if they attack a Shadow Hunter from the Dark Hunt Organization, the Dark Hunt Organization will definitely not ignore it. After all, this is Florence, the Royal Capital of the Empire, and the Headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization. The Door Organization wouldn't dare to start an easy battle with the Dark Hunt here, they can only sneak around using despicable methods..."
   

        "What I know is, the combat department of the Dark Hunt Organization, the Hunters Association, apparently has two top-tier Combat Fighter level strengths. Holy Light Hunter Dili Xia is definitely at that level, and you just had an encounter with him a few days ago. And this session's number one Shadow Hunter seems also to possess strength close to a top-tier Combat Fighter. Apart from the Hunters Association, the Dark Hunt Organization has multiple other departments; though not specializing in combat, they definitely have reserves of combat strength, with figures like the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism firmly in place..."
   

        This was not Casio exaggerating his strength, but the Dark Hunt Organization genuinely had such a foundation. It was not like the Black Mechanism of the future Federation which had even lost the most crucial constant power source, the Saint Fist Spring Water. The Dark Hunt Organization, since the establishment of the Hong Li Empire, had been handed down for at least a thousand years.
   

        In addition to the reclusive and massive Secret Martial Arts World led by Xiadu, the Door Organization, and the peak-era Black Rain Villa, no other supernatural forces were a match for the Dark Hunt Organization, including the Totem Temple of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains. It was just that, because that group of Totem Wizards was too far away and located in such a remote place, the Dark Hunt Organization did not bother to intervene. Yet, the infiltration of Totem Wizards into the Royal Capital Florence was a different matter; there was a plot, a conspiracy!
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        As it so happened, the Door Organization's headquarters had dispatched a large number of hunters to various regions of Florence in search of that dangerous top-tier Hazard Spirit Exotic Species.
   

        "If we rile up the nerves of the Dark Hunt Organization now, the headquarters will definitely come out in full force, fighting a do-or-die battle with the Totem Wizards who've sneaked in."
   

        Even the Imperial Royal Family and the Hong Li Council might intervene,
   

        After all, the safety of the Royal Capital of Florence concerns everyone. A Totem Wizard sent by the Totem King to target Casio obviously represents an extreme danger. The appearance of such a dangerous wizard in the Royal Capital means all forces would fear being targeted themselves and would feel compelled to eliminate the threat in advance.
   

        Casio had in fact already planned to use the force of the Dark Hunt Organization to deal with the trouble from the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains. The reason, naturally, was that the situation with the Door Organization was more thorny and dangerous. Casio had put an end to the Door Organization's dark creature experiment plan, which was obviously a core part of their agenda.
   

        The Door Organization would surely send a large number of experts over.
   

        Even Solomon, if he hadn't fallen into a slumber and was still awake, might come over to investigate. This was quite dangerous.
   

        Casio, even though he already possessed strength nearing that of an Ultimate Fighter,
   

        did not have enough energy and capability to deal with both the Door Organization and the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains at the same time. He could only choose, letting the Dark Hunt Organization withstand one side.
   

        Then he would wait for the right moment to make a move and achieve the desired outcome amidst the chaos.
   

        After a conversation, the two immediately left the Experiment Field with Candle Soul.
   

        Casio's short-term goal had now become very clear, which was to make a trip to the Source of the Holy Spring, draw a sufficient amount of Holy Springs Water, and condense Holy Marks. The Secret Spirit Power prepared by Black Rain Villa was ready, just waiting for a large amount of Holy Springs Water to merge inside the body, forming a lifeblood with special secret power. With this, Casio feared his burst strength would be greatly enhanced again.
   

        Time flew, and the next day came with bright sunshine.
   

        Outside the city of Florence, in a ring canyon with its rocky recesses,
   

        a gentle breeze passed by, carrying the mixed fragrance of mud and grasses and trees. The green grass swayed, with the hems of the clothes of four silhouettes trembling slightly.
   

        In the canyon, it was the competitors for the Shadow Hunter positions. This recessed area was chosen by the Hunters Association as the final battlefield, with the size of the valley being about three to four soccer stadiums.
   

        To ensure that the four competitors could utilize all their tactics.
   

        Above the canyon, on some protruding rocks or in recessed areas. Several formidable silhouettes stood, gazing down at the valley from a high vantage point.
   

        There were a total of five people, Shadow Hunters number one to three, number five, and the Holy Light Hunter. They were the spectators for the last part of the Shadow Hunter assessment and also ensured the fair conduct of the competition as referees and examiners.
   

        "Hoo... whoo whoo whoo..."
   

        Bouts of wind howled above the canyon, as if someone were weeping. Suddenly, Shadow Hunter number five turned to Shadow Hunter number three beside him and said, "Among the four people below, who will emerge victorious in the end..."
   

        "Hmm..." Shadow Hunter number three was a brawny man with an unruly mop of salt-and-pepper hair. His face bore Distinct Features and was marked by a Scar, which rather than making him look fierce, added a hint of charm.
   

        The Shadow Hunter number three hesitated for a moment before finally saying based on past judgments, "Objectively speaking, the last victor should be Lion King Soss from the Royal Family. Although I don't like this guy's arrogant character, his strength indeed is the strongest among the supporters of the three forces. Sigh, in a few days, I'll have to work with that annoying guy again..."
   

        As soon as he finished speaking, he saw that the people around him all had strange expressions on their faces, especially number five Shadow Hunter, whose face was wearing a smile: "You've been out on your mission for too long, your news is outdated. The so-called Lion King Soss you mentioned just recently had an arm severed by an assassin and was punched flying by someone. He's arguably the most unlucky among all the competitors..."
   

        "An arm severed?" Shadow Hunter number three looked down at Soss's silhouette: "It seems he paid a huge price to have it reattached, but his combat effectiveness must have decreased. You said Soss was punched flying, was that the work of Thorn Solomon? Only he has strength comparable to Soss. If it were Claire, she leans towards psychic powers, and her direct combat ability isn't that strong. Tsk, I didn't expect such an accident; Solomon really lucked out..."
   

        Number five Shadow Hunter laughed again upon hearing this, as he always enjoyed the kind of information advantage this presented. Others didn't know, but he did. Seeing others seriously and logically analyze, only to be utterly irrelevant to the reality, it made him particularly happy, enjoying every moment of it.
   

        "All right, Golden, stop teasing Aaron." The number one Shadow Hunter next to him could not stand it and said, "The one who will win this melee is neither Lion King Soss, Solomon, nor Claire. It's that guy you don't recognize below, the one supported by the old hunters, Bai Kui."
   

        "Bai Kui? Who's that?"
   

        Shadow Hunter number three, Golden, was completely clueless.
   

        "The one who punched Soss flying in the association's building, it was him…"
   

        Number five Shadow Hunter, Aaron, picked up the topic and then rattled off like a machine gun: "You still remember the first round of the task for competing for a Shadow Hunter seat years ago, right? The Hunters Association provided a hunting target, then we had to find clues and hunt down the prey. Three chances per person…"
   

        "Guess what happened. Thorn Solomon failed both his first two mission opportunities, and it wasn't a normal failure. It was that the exotic species which were his mission targets were found by his competitor, Bai Kui, and were killed off before he got to them. Both times, purely by chance. Solomon's just another unlucky fellow..."
   

        "By the way, Lion King Soss's mission target was also killed off once..."
   

        A smile hung on Aaron's face, a sense of unexplained joy. He was a well-proportioned young man with brown, medium-length curly hair and delicate features. His eyes were pitch black and radiant, with a cheerful and optimistic temperament, a born optimist.
   

        "This hunter named Bai Kui is something else. Who knows what means he used, but in a single night, he gathered nearly all the dark creatures hiding in Florence and massacred them clean. The next day, the battlefield was piled into a mountain of exotic species corpses. If nothing unexpected happens, he'll be the winner..."
   

        As Aaron spoke, he looked down at the tall silhouette below. Golden also looked down, and his thoughts suddenly caught up.
   

        "Wait a minute, even a Dark Gold Level hunter couldn't pull off such a feat. He... already has the strength of a Shadow Hunter? If he goes to the Source of the Holy Springs Water with this power foundation, the association might gain another top expert..." Golden murmured to himself, his gaze growing strange.
   

        "The battle has begun..." Aaron uttered softly.
   

        Sure enough, as the announcer declared the start of the battle, the four individuals standing separately below split into two camps. Casio, with his towering figure, stood alone while Soss, Solomon, and Claire joined forces on the opposite side.
   

        Claire's expression was complicated; she really didn't want to stand against Casio. But given that the forces backing her had already partnered with the Royal Parliament, no matter what, she had to put up a front.
   

        Who the winner was, Claire was actually very clear in her heart.
   

        Amidst the rubble, Thorn Solomon's skin was entwined with strands of thorns dragging along, the veins on his forehead bulging, clearly pushing himself to the limit. A big cluster of dense black tentacles surrounded him, bringing a chilly and fierce aura. The rubble was swept clean, forming a smooth ring. Strength was gradually accumulating and rising in the surrounding space.
   

        Lion King Soss was not to be outdone, he unleashed the Mad Lion Fist technique and his physical Source Energy all at once. His entire flesh swelled, straining and tearing the foreign bodies on his skin's surface, revealing contoured, bulging muscles. In the faint outlines, it seemed as if golden hair was growing from the surface of the skin, wildly fluttering in the wind. An aura, like that of the king of beasts, rippled outward.
   

        Lion King Soss was not to be outdone, he unleashed the Mad Lion Fist technique and his physical Source Energy all at once. His entire flesh swelled, straining and tearing the foreign bodies on his skin's surface, revealing contour, bulging muscles. In the faint outlines, it seemed as if golden hair was growing from the surface of the skin, wildly fluttering in the wind. An aura, like that of the king of beasts, rippled outward.
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        In the canyon, Solomon and Soss had ramped up their momentum inch by inch to its peak, with explosive power ready to burst. The Shadow Hunters on the cliff had not been wrong—Claire was the weakest of the three. The Lion King Soss was already formidable in strength, and though the loss of his arm affected the dexterity of his left hand, the subsequent overconsumption of Holy Spring water made his strength not diminish but increase instead. His physique-based Source Energy, combined with the Mad Lion Fist, was perfect synergy.
   

        Then there was Thorn Solomon, who had obtained the Sinful Thorn secret techniques funded by the Door Organization. These effectively raised his strength's upper limit and compensated for his frail body to some extent. If they really came to blows, both Thorn Solomon and Lion King Soss were clearly at the pinnacle of the Dark Gold Level.
   

        They were just a half step away from the position of the Shadow Hunters.
   

        If some aged and weakened Shadow Hunters were to fall and face either Solomon or Soss alone, it would be hard to say who would win or lose.
   

        Under normal circumstances, Solomon and Soss could have easily defeated all competitors to become the next generation of Shadow Hunters. Unfortunately, they encountered Casio, which was destined to lead to their failure.
   

        What Solomon and Soss were competing for was a seat among the Shadow Hunters, but for Casio, that position was merely a stepping stone. And now, even this stepping stone was about to be used up as capital to challenge other Shadow Hunters. The position Casio wanted was, at the very least, the chairman of the Hunters Association, that is, a Holy Light Hunter. If circumstances allowed, he wouldn't decline being the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism either. Thus, the ambitions and capital of both sides were not in the same league. This melee was more of a play-fight.
   

        But clearly, both Soss and Solomon were serious. Soss pushed his physique-based Source Energy to the limit and instantly assumed the starting stance of the Mad Lion Fist, with a surge of strength coursing through his limbs. He truly seemed like a majestic lion treading the earth, baring his fangs and bracing for the moment of the kill.
   

        Bang!
   

        The ground shook slightly, and dozens of pebbles flew into the air. Amidst the ring-shaped dust and fog, Soss leaped out, his body strong and healthy. His hands reached out and pressed down, his muscular palms bursting with power, and each thick bulging vein underscored the force within. Soss's fingers bent like metal rebar and Iron Claw, his palm wind whirling, and air crazily leaking between his fingers.
   

        In a moment of inattention, he had already pounced in front of Casio.
   

        Boom!
   

        A sound exploded in mid-air, dull and forceful. An astonished expression spread across Soss's face as he looked downwards, realizing his lion mark strike had been blocked.
   

        And what had blocked the lion mark was another lion mark!
   

        A rock white palm spread wide open, its hard joints bulging, with lines sharp and firm, as if they were the stiff joints of machinery.
   

        Casio thrust one palm upwards, expressionless. His other hand, in an instant, formed another lion mark and aggressively propelled it forward, shattering the air. With a roar, Soss hurriedly slammed down another palm mark.
   

        Boom!
   

        Lion King Soss flew, quite literally.
   

        His entire body shot straight up, not crazily flying backwards but soaring directly into the sky like a human shell.
   

        Soss felt his entire left shoulder numb, hardly sensing the existence of his skeleton, muscles, or meridians anymore. That enormous force sent him soaring directly upward; Casio's figure rapidly shrank in his vision.
   

        "How can he also know the Mad Lion Fist... That's impossible!"
   

        This was the only thought that raced through the dazed Soss's mind.
   

        Casio glanced at the sky and retracted his Mad Lion mark back to a fist. Naturally, he did not know the Boxing Method of the Crazy Lion Flow. However, a Secret Martial Art practitioner at the realm of a top Combat Master would find the fundamental techniques to be universal. After all, various techniques were just combinations of many basic skills.
   

        Casio had once fought alongside Duomeng, a Core Disciple of the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style, for some time and was familiar with the Mad Lion Fist. With Soss repeatedly demonstrating his broken Mad Lion Boxing Method in front of him, Casio mimicked the cat, effortlessly mastering about seventy to eighty percent of the essence of the move.
   

        Using the Mad Lion Stamp to deal with Lion King Soss was just a matter of following his inclinations.
   

        The clash had lasted only a second, and as Lion King Soss ascended to the heavens, Thorn Solomon was already charging in furiously. His body sprouted dense, transparent thorns, exuding a strange yet dangerous aura. Sharp backthorns, pitch-black color, filled with poison.
   

        Surrounded by Sinful Thorns, Solomon's pupils contracted. He clearly saw the scene where Soss was sent flying after two moves. Before he had time to retreat and dodge, an afterimage had already charged over, forcing its way through.
   

        In a Thorn domain with a ten-meter diameter, any intruder would be automatically attacked and crushed by terrifying thorns. Poison, spikes, compression, and lashing would all overlap and occur at the same time.
   

        Casio's intrusion was no exception, as sounds akin to metal grinding emanated from his robust body. The shrill and unpleasant noise sounded as if someone was sawing a piece of incredibly hard alloy—with not a speck shaved off, but the sawteeth gradually turning into Iron Powder.
   

        The situation was exactly like this—Casio's physique, comparable to a top Boxing Master's strength, was like a huge chunk of iron. The Sinful Thorns, as hard as metal, scraped over him, only producing a trail of dancing Firelight without leaving so much as a scratch. All sorts of compression, lashing, and penetration were useless; if they couldn't break his defenses, there was no talking about poisoning.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        This situation was like a deadly, densely-thorned terrain. Any creature that rushed into it would be lacerated, poisoned, and eventually die—even an elephant would be no exception. However, a bronze-armored, steel-boned tank suddenly charged in from the outside, its treads rattling as it crushed everything in its path. Unhindered, it drove straight through, no different than a car driving on a peaceful road.
   

        When the tank had passed, the only thing left in its wake was the thorns trampled into the mud.
   

        Solomon's face turned pale with shock, and he clasped his palms together, unleashing all his strength in that moment. All around him, the thorns surged wildly, turning into waves of piercing thorn-waves that rolled over in layers.
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang...
   

        In an instant, Casio's body was struck by the thorn waves no less than ten times, each impact causing a loud boom. But just like sea waves crashing against a steadfast reef, only the waves would shatter to pieces. After the violent outburst, all the Sinful Thorns Solomon had released turned into fragments. Casio, completely unharmed, was wrapped in red energy, facing the sky-full of thorns. He casually walked up to Solomon as if he were strolling in a garden.
   

        In his astonished gaze, Casio knocked him out with a hand knife.
   

        In the distance, Claire silently stood her ground, unlike Soss and Solomon who took action, she simply remained still, silently observing the fight. She watched as Casio treated the two self-deluded opponents like a grown-up smacking around children. Shaking her head, Claire mocked herself inwardly.
   

        "What kind of grand melee is this? Clearly, it's just two fools seeking abuse..."
   

        In fact, after the night when Casio used the Black Bait Wood to lure and hunt down the majority of the dark creatures in Florence, Claire had already understood a fact: someone had already possessed the strength of a Shadow Hunter before even becoming one. The other competitors had long lost any chance.
   

        The last struggle from Soss and Solomon was nothing but a bit of wishful thinking mixed with unwillingness to concede. In the end, they lost as miserably as clowns.
   

        "I surrender..."
   

        Claire said quietly, looking into Casio's eyes as he gazed over.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh... Bang, bang, bang...
   

        Suddenly, the sound of footsteps hitting the ground echoed throughout the canyon.
   

        Five senior members of the Hunters Association approached, with most of their gazes focused on Casio. Among them was Aaron, the number five Shadow Hunter, who was carrying someone—it was Soss, the recently sent flying Lion King. He had been flown so high that he had to be intercepted halfway to prevent him from falling to his death.
   

        Soss was still conscious, but his face was ashen. The force that ran through his body had been scattered in the brutal palm clash just now, and he could not muster any strength at all. His left shoulder, in particular, felt as if it didn't belong to him. He struggled to stand on the ground, supporting himself with his right leg.
   

        Next to him, Shadow Hunter Aaron was looking at Casio with an odd glance.
   

        From the moment Holy Light Hunter Dili Xiati announced the start of the battle, to the moment witch Claire surrendered and the melee ended completely, roughly ten seconds had elapsed.
   

        In ten seconds, three top Dark Gold Level Hunters were utterly defeated. Two of them had once been geniuses who could compete to become Shadow Hunters at any given time in the past. Even though Casio already possessed the strength of a Shadow Hunter, the ease with which he swept them aside was still quite astonishing.
   

        But on further thought, it wasn't entirely incomprehensible.
   

        Except for the number three Shadow Hunter Jin, who was away on a mission, the other Shadow Hunters had more or less some understanding of Casio's origins. The old hunters' consistent public stance was that Casio was a genius they had raised from a young age. But in truth, this reason did not hold water; all present Shadow Hunters were more inclined to believe that Casio came from the mysterious Secret Martial Arts World of the Empire...
   

        The Secret Martial Arts World was rife with masters, teeming with strong fighters. It was just far too independent and insular, dealing mostly with internal exchanges. As long as other supernatural world forces didn't provoke them, they weren't interested in meddling with the outside world. The Dark Hunt Organization had actually attempted to communicate with the Secret Martial Arts World but ended in failure.
   

        Those Secret Martial Artists Sects preferred to stick to their own turf. They were more keen on clashing with other Secret Martial Art Sects—sect feuds, north and south disputes, east and west confrontations, and so forth. As for cooperating with the Dark Hunt Organization or dominating the national supernatural realm, they had no interest whatsoever.
   

        As time passed, the Secret Martial Arts World naturally drifted apart from the Transcendental Realm. It was as if the two had become unrelated existences.
   

        People in the Secret Martial Arts World knew very little about the Transcendental Realm, and those in the Transcendental Realm likewise had little understanding of the various aspects of the Secret Martial Arts World. Casio, hailing from the Secret Martial Arts World, naturally represented the most likely scenario. Of course, whether Casio was from the Secret Martial Arts World or not did not affect his becoming a Shadow Hunter. The process was fair, and everything spoke through strength.
   

        A breeze swept through the canyon, carrying away gravel and bringing with it the howling of the wind.
   

        "Congratulations, Bai Kui, you are now one of the members of the Shadow Hunters," Dilixiati suddenly extended his hand, revealing a Shadow Hunter Badge prepared earlier. It was a metallic carving resembling a Ghost Face, exuding a fierce demeanor, like a fierce ghost of the night.
   

        It was half the size of a palm, shaped like a shield, with a stone-like protrusion around its edge.
   

        It looked heavy and cold.
   

        Dilixiati tossed the badge over, and Casio reached out to catch it.
   

        Beyond some of the details just mentioned, there was also a number at the very top of the shield, deeply engraved above the Ghost Face's head: 5.
   

        Undoubtedly, this was the logo of the number five Shadow Hunter.
   

        As the number four Shadow Hunter, Soul Sickle, had been seriously injured and retired, Aaron naturally moved up to take the spot as number four. As for the new genius who emerged and joined the Shadow Hunters, he naturally became the least experienced, the new number five Dark Hunt.
   

        Beside Aaron, Soss, his figure trembling slightly, wore an ashen face as he stared intently at the Dark Hunt badge in Casio's hand. It was something he had yearned for since childhood, but now it was in someone else's hands to toy with.
   

        Across from him, Casio glanced at the Dark Hunt badge in his hand and showed no obvious sign of joy. He lifted his head, his gaze sweeping from Aaron to Dilixiati and the others, as he spoke, "It's said that Shadow Hunters have the chance to challenge others once a year, with the stronger gaining a higher ranking. Except for the Holy Light Hunters, no one can refuse..."
   

        "Are you suggesting... you want to challenge us now?"
   

        Aaron's eyebrows raised, and the smile on his face gradually turned solemn. It was not unprecedented for many prodigies to immediately challenge higher-ranked Shadow Hunters upon their admittance to test their strength. But that was always after they had been to the Source of the Holy Spring and pushed their abilities to the limit.
   

        For Casio to issue a challenge to the Shadow Hunters right after passing the assessment was a first. It seemed, had his ten-second melee just been a warm-up? And were they now the main course?
   

        Feeling Casio's intent, Aaron immediately became serious. Because according to the challenge rules, he would be the first to face the challenge as the newly advanced number four.
   

        "So soon? You don't want to wait until after your powers have increased at the Source of the Holy Spring?"
   

        Aaron's eyes narrowed slightly, and his momentum gradually began to rise.
   

        "No need," replied Casio with a still cold face, "It's rare for all of you to gather in the canyon today. If I wait until after I return from the Source of the Holy Spring, you will probably all be scattered across the Empire on various tasks. Instead of that, why not have a go now? It also saves the effort and time of looking for you all. What do you think?"
   

        His gaze met Aaron's head-on, not giving an inch. Casio's behavior might seem arrogant and reckless, as he was challenging other Dark Hunts immediately after becoming a Shadow Hunter. But in truth, he wanted to quickly ascend the hierarchy of the Dark Hunt Organization, to replace the number one Dark Hunt, and even the Holy Light Hunter.
   

        He had to assert his strength dominantly from the start, to subdue everyone else. Only through intense conflict could he employ drastic measures, and only drastic measures could bring about significant changes. Such as Casio ascending from the number five Dark Hunt to the Holy Light Hunter within a year's time.
   

        Of course, there was one important prerequisite for this hate-attracting approach.
   

        That is, you must have the capital to be arrogant while you are being arrogant!
   

        Without the capital to be arrogant, that would be overestimating oneself, that would be courting death...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 813: 424 Suppress and Seal Everything Qi (4000)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Listening to Casio's words, Aaron was first taken aback, then he actually chuckled, "Hahaha, good. When I first became a Dark Hunt six years ago, I was as wild as you. No, you're even wilder than I was back then! Not only do you want to challenge me... but you also want to challenge other stronger Dark Hunts?"
   

        Aaron wasn't angry. On the contrary, he quite admired Casio's courage and pride. He wasn't very old himself, achieving the position of Shadow Hunter at twenty-three. Six years had passed, and now he was just twenty-nine. Among young people, there was obviously a greater understanding. Aaron looked at Casio as if he were looking at himself from six years ago, freshly returned from the Source of the Holy Spring, with greatly increased strength.
   

        Beside them, the third-ranked Shadow Hunter, Jin, a white-haired, burly man, watched Casio without showing any emotion. In the Hunters Association, Shadow Hunters and regular hunters were on two completely different levels. Becoming a Shadow Hunter also signified entry into the rarified senior level of the Hunters Association. It was inevitable that one's confidence and courage would inflate, not to mention the improvements brought by the Spring Water—Jin had also gone through that phase.
   

        In his view, it was a good initiative for a newly promoted Shadow Hunter to challenge the veteran ones. It would help the newcomer quickly understand their own level of strength and suppress any excessive pride and overconfidence. Which of the Dark Hunts wasn't a top talent from different periods of the Hunters Association? A senior talent who had been a Shadow Hunter for over a decade, and a newcomer with the same title, the former with years of accumulation and no less talent than the latter—the winner was obvious...
   

        Jin turned his head to glance at the second and first-ranked Dark Hunts. Neither showed any change in expression, they were indifferent. Obviously, they did not believe that Casio could challenge all the way up to them. Just the fourth-ranked Shadow Hunter, Aaron, was enough to stop him, not to mention Jin, who had been a Shadow Hunter for over a decade. There were a total of five Shadow Hunters, which could roughly be divided into three levels. The most powerful and experienced were number one and two. Three and four were battle-hardened and powerful. And then there was the latest to join, number five, with the shallowest foundation. 
   

        "Bai Kui, are you sure you want to challenge Aaron?"
   

        At that moment, Holy Light Hunter Dilixiati, who had been silent, suddenly spoke up. He wore a brand new, sharp suit, still dressed as a gentleman. However, it seemed there were white bandages wrapped around his wrist, as if he had recently been injured, and there was a faint medicinal smell lingering around him.
   

        "Yes."
   

        Casio was concise.
   

        Once Dilixiati received confirmation, his gaze turned to Aaron beside him.
   

        Aaron nodded, indicating that he accepted the challenge.
   

        Instantly, the crowd dispersed. This included Soss, the wounded Lion King, and Solomon of Thorns, who had been knocked unconscious. Both were taken to the other side of the valley.
   

        The only ones left were the fourth-ranked Dark Hunt, Aaron, and Casio.
   

        The two were about ten meters apart, looking at each other. Casio's azure pupils were quite calm, devoid of any signs of excitement. This puzzled Aaron, who had previously thought Casio to be rather arrogant, with that sense of self-importance and sharpness typical of young people. But now it seemed... it wasn't the case.
   

        The opponent was too calm, a calmness that made Aaron feel slightly uneasy.
   

        "You..."
   

        He was just about to speak when he was interrupted by Casio's words, "Use your strongest methods. The muscles in your right arm are clearly more robust than those in your left, and the calluses on your right palm are also more pronounced. Your stance favors your right leg at the front, convenient for rapid force exertion. So, draw your weapon. You're not good at hand-to-hand combat, but at cold weapons. It should be some kind of rapier..."
   

        Aaron's brows arched slightly, his expression revealing some surprise. However, he quickly adjusted and narrowed his eyes slightly, "As you wish."
   

        Shua!
   

        With a light sweep at his thigh, Aaron's hand was suddenly holding a shiny silver rapier. The guard was half-moon shaped, with carvings of three flower buds on it. The tips of the buds extended outwards, forming three droplet-shaped branches. The rapier was very straight and sharp, a masterpiece of some craftsman.
   

        Tap.
   

        He stepped back with one foot, extending straight out, the toes pointing to the ground. His right leg, as the center of gravity, bent and sank. Aaron leaned forward, his left arm stretching back, his right arm extended straight ahead. The sharp bud-tipped rapier pointed directly at Casio.
   

        Opposite him, Casio remained in his original stance, watching Aaron adopt his attacking position. The posture with the rapier was very similar to that of the aristocratic rapier expert he had encountered in the Experiment Field; they might be from the same school.
   

        So the Imperial Royal Family is still keeping a Master of the Rapier?
   

        Having taught two hunters of Shadow Hunter caliber, this Master of the Rapier was not to be underestimated. Casio's mind raced with thoughts.
   

        The air flow stirred slightly through the valley, creating a distant, mournful whistling sound.
   

        "Be careful, this rapier is very sharp, you might get hurt..."
   

        Aaron gently oscillated the sword hilt, and a light metallic tremble sounded. The next second, the air in front of him seemed pierced. A speck of silver, dragging the black afterimage of his body, viciously broke through the roaring air.
   

        In less than the blink of an eye, he'd crossed the ten-meter distance, appearing before Casio like a flash. The silver, sharp end of the rapier was pointed at the center of Casio's forehead, just ten centimeters from his face.
   

        "Buzz..."
   

        Everyone in the surroundings was abruptly still, as if everything had been encased in a massive piece of amber, silencing all sound.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Whistling wind, grinding gravel, swaying withered grass, and even the buzzing of the metal stinger. All sounds were squeezed out by something that surged forth crazily, and in an instant, even the vibrations of the air froze.
   

        At this moment, time seemed to pause for a second. A pair of flying birds above the valley froze in mid-air, as if poised to take flight. The people beneath the cliff also came to a standstill, as if enveloped by a huge cavity.
   

        Whoosh!!!
   

        Casio didn't move a muscle, just quietly watched the rapier suspended ten centimeters away. Behind him, a surging scarlet qi burst forth like floodgates opening, engulfing everything in its path. It spread through the air like a dense network of plant roots, occupying and enveloping vast spaces.
   

        This semi-transparent qi no longer resembled smoke; in terms of texture, it was more like an extremely viscous liquid, and was even quite close to a solid.
   

        Aaron, shot out like a shell, was now suspended in mid-air, firmly fixed and suppressed by the overwhelming qi. His strong and healthy silhouette formed a motion of thrusting forward fiercely with his rapier, more dynamic than any classic sculpture by a master sculptor. The rapier was mere moments from touching Casio's brow, yet no matter what, it couldn't break through this final ten centimeters, as if it were an insurmountable chasm.
   

        Aaron's eyes were wide open, fixated on Casio's vitals, his gaze sharp.
   

        Yet his eyelids trembled uncontrollably, as if struggling intensely.
   

        To be frozen in the air, completely unable to move and at someone else's mercy – what kind of powerlessness was that, what kind of insecurity did it bring?
   

        "Move, damn it, move! Why can't I move! Ahhhh!!!"
   

        Aaron roared inside, but his body was like it had been encased in a massive block of solidified concrete. No matter how much strength he used, no matter how he burst forth, he couldn't break free from his shackles and regain his liberty.
   

        Casio watched silently, the corners of his eyes filled with dense bloodstains, resembling the tips of scarlet feathers. This burst of qi suppression was a technique he had learned in the World of Calamities. The trial grounds of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist had similar boxing method brands, and the wraiths of the Howler's Valley employed qi in a similar manner. Casio learned and practiced, taking the essence of various schools and combining it with his own surging qi, yielding remarkably effective results.
   

        He burst forth with full force, suppressing like a mountain. Enemies mere fighters and below were momentarily stunned, for a time ranging from one to three seconds. If they were less than fighters, they would be crushed to death by the qi pressure. It was like a surging cement waterfall that could smash a person into flesh mud.
   

        Today, it was the first time he had fully deployed this tactic in the real world. He had used a simplified version once in the experiment field.
   

        In the midst of silence, Casio continued to stare ahead. The tip of the rapier and Aaron's eyes were aligned, creating three sparkling points. Casio spoke as though murmuring to himself, "Sharp blade, sharp eyes... sharper than many a Secret Martial Art..."
   

        He gave Aaron his due respect, and slowly reached out with his right hand.
   

        His index and middle fingers joined to form a gun, lightly tracing through the air. A point of scarlet lit up at the tip of his fingernail, like the terrifying firelight of friction against the air at high speed. Flames wrapped around, spiraling, tearing through the air, directly targeting the tip of the rapier!
   

        Ding!
   

        The clang of metal echoed, shattering the silence.
   

        Ding ding ding ding...
   

        The alloy-forged tip was crushed by the scarlet fang gun, the fingers of flesh and blood against the sharp metal stinger yielding an unexpected result.
   

        The arm pushed forward, the spiral decomposition force worked like a drill. Inch by inch, it turned the straight blade of the rapier into flying fragments, bursting through the air.
   

        But as soon as the fragments took flight, they were again frozen by the solidified qi.
   

        Until the scarlet fang gun crushed every part of the blade, reaching the sword hilt!
   

        Thus, after a total of two seconds, the qi suddenly dispersed.
   

        Beep!
   

        A multitude of sounds crowded together at this moment, releasing them all at once.
   

        Hearing, smell, sight, all human senses returned. Just like a fish leaping from the murky depths to the surface of the water, everything became clear and bright.
   

        Boom!
   

        A silhouette was sent flying backward, twisting in the air in a clumsy spiral. Fragments of sharp rapiers, charged to their kinetic limit, burst forth like bullets. They nailed themselves into the ground, stones, and cliffs.
   

        Some with craftier trajectories shot straight towards the onlookers.
   

        Boom, boom, boom...
   

        Number Three Shadow Hunter, Jin, moved to the front and intercepted all the fragments. He swiftly turned his head to look at his companions, reading surprise and shock in their eyes, even a hint of wariness.
   

        All of them, except for the Holy Light Hunter, Dilixiati, were affected by that bursting aura. Even at a considerable distance and with its effect waning, the terrible suppressiveness was still palpable.
   

        Especially for Claire and Soss, who just moments ago were like helpless deep-sea drowning victims. The surging pressure enveloped every inch of their bodies, bringing with it terrifying compressive force. With but slight concentration, Claire and Soss would burst on the spot like water-filled balloons.
   

        Their entire beings would be crushed into indistinguishable flesh mud.
   

        "So, Bai Kui wasn't even serious in the melee just now!" The thought flashed through the Lion King Soss's mind, and his face grew even paler.
   

        His self-confidence and arrogance were finally shattered at that moment.
   

        Even Number Four Shadow Hunter, Aaron, was defeated by Casio head-on, and Soss could no longer find any excuse to comfort his pitiable pride.
   

        "Aaron lost... what a domineering method..." Number Two Shadow Hunter looked towards the figure standing tall like an iron tower in the distance, speaking in a grave tone.
   

        "It's your turn to challenge him now, Jin," Number One Shadow Hunter turned his head towards the silver-haired burly man, Jin, "I'm afraid you are not his match..."
   

        "Even..." He paused, his gaze shifted to Number Two Shadow Hunter beside him but ultimately left the second half of his sentence unvoiced.
   

        "Is this a top expert from the Secret Martial Arts World of the Empire? I wonder which mysterious school's descendant he is," said Holy Light Hunter Dilixiati, clearly knowledgeable about some aspects of the Secret Martial Arts World, his eyes slightly flickering. He suddenly said to Claire, who was looking after Solomon, "Wake Solomon up now. I just saw him wake up a moment ago, but he was immediately knocked out again by that force suppressing half the valley..."
   

        Claire blinked in surprise, then looked down at Solomon, who was sweetly asleep beside her with his eyes tightly shut, his head resting on a stone. This guy truly is an unlucky fellow...
   

        At the very center of the battle area.
   

        Aaron staggered to his feet from the ground, his heart aching as he looked at the hilt that was all that remained of his rapier, his hand numb and aching. Aaron took in three deep breaths before his heart, which had been thumping at an alarmingly fast pace, settled down to a normal rhythm. The moment that had frozen him was truly terrifying, the pressure of that instant even greater than sparring with the President.
   

        "You won..." 
   

        He said to Casio, who stood about seven or eight meters away, with complex emotions in his voice.
   

        Aaron had truly never imagined that he would be defeated by a rookie who had been a Shadow Hunter for less than a minute. And to think that this new Shadow Hunter hadn't even visited the Source of the Holy Spring, yet had defeated him like this. There was an indescribable domineering aura in the overwhelming move.
   

        He could feel that the other was not satisfied with just defeating him; he wanted to challenge other, higher-ranked Shadow Hunters. Taking a deep breath of the cold air, Aaron watched as his companions gradually approached.
   

        Finally, his gaze locked onto Number Three Shadow Hunter, Jin.
   

        Unexpectedly, the frail-looking middle-aged man beside Jin suddenly stepped forward. He quickened his pace and arrived in front of Casio before anyone else.
   

        Phantom Louis, Number Two Shadow Hunter, had become a member of their ranks twenty-five years ago. He was the oldest in terms of tenure among all the Shadow Hunters present and, at the same time, had the most ruthless battle experience.
   

        His gaze met Casio's squarely, and he was the first to issue a challenge.
   

        "How about a match between the two of us?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The number two Shadow Hunter, Illusionist Louis, issued a battle invitation.
   

        Casio's expressionless face suddenly cracked a silent smile, his right hand still pinching a piece of the silver-core rapier, gently rubbing it. The hard alloy turned into wisps of iron powder that fell down.
   

        "Fine."
   

        Casio accepted, but his gaze slowly swept over the line of people. Their differing statuses were reflected in their changing expressions. For instance, the number three Shadow Hunter, Jin, stepped forward half a pace. He opened his mouth but ultimately didn't speak, a trace of unwillingness in his eyes. Whereas Illusionist Louis' gaze was quite oppressive, as if he was sizing up Casio from head to toe.
   

        Next to them, the number one Shadow Hunter and Holy Light Hunter, Dilixiati, adopted a stance of watching from the sidelines. It seemed he wanted to observe as a spectator how many moves Illusionist Louis could force out of Casio.
   

        Behind the group of Shadow Hunters were three unsuccessful competitors. Claire appeared the most relaxed; she had been psychologically prepared. Now her azure eyes looked over, carrying only a trace of curiosity. Lion King Soss, on the other hand, was visibly dejected and despondent, as if he hadn't yet emerged from the shadow of being defeated by a single palm strike. As for Thorn Solomon, the guy was most at ease, still lying and sleeping soundly on a stone dozens of meters away.
   

        The breeze stirred, causing pebbles on the ground to rotate and scrape together, producing a rustling sound.
   

        Louis' black boots crunched over the pebbles, gradually positioning himself directly opposite Casio. With a profound look in his eyes, he said, "I'm curious, what do you call the move you just used to defeat Aaron? It had a very large area of effect..."
   

        Casio remained standing in place, not moving an inch. "It wasn't any particular move, just a manner of using strength..."
   

        "You could say that, at the critical moment, I 'smashed' all my Qi into the open. Nothing tricky about it, hardly a move to speak of..."
   

        He patiently explained the move. Qi Momentum Horizontally Compressing and Solidifying was just that crude and barbaric, devoid of any sophisticated framework or exotic boxing method insights. But, the simpler it was, the harder it was to break.
   

        What mattered most about Qi Momentum Horizontally Compressing was the quality and quantity of one's Qi, akin to an overbearing avalanche rolling down—it was a direct approach.
   

        Either withstand it with sheer resilience, bringing one's motion to a halt, or confront it with Qi of equal momentum, plunging into an intense battle of attrition. As Casio delved deeper into the understanding of the Tyrant Fist, he increasingly favored this overbearing and domineering tactic.
   

        Upon hearing Casio's description, Louis fell silent for a while. As someone who also wielded Qi, he couldn't comprehend what it meant to smash all one's Qi out in an instant? To cover half a canyon with the momentum of Qi? To Louis, Qi was a precise and intricate force. Because it could change like water, it was capable of generating various skills and secret techniques.
   

        For example, Louis' Illusionist Half-Body, where he used the Qi of his entire body to construct a perfect replica of the upper half of his body made of Qi, overlapping the physical body. When Louis made an attacking gesture, the Illusionist Half-Body would perform corresponding hand seals, triggering a certain mystic signal. This caused all nearby living bodies to experience effects such as dizziness, hallucination, or sharp pain.
   

        It could even cause opponents to experience displacement, temporal fragmentation, or mental haze—as if subjected to a potent hypnotic spell, with very strong effects.
   

        In fact, it was not difficult to discern the distinct differences between how fighters and Source Energy Users utilized Qi. Fighters synergized essence, Qi, and spirit, mutually transmuting in an unending cycle. Qi wasn't an isolated existence, rather it was supported by an equally strong physique and spiritual will. Thus, the deeper a fighter cultivated, the more their inner Qi would accumulate and expand like the depths of an abyss. Qi-type Source Energy Users were different; they resembled ordinary people who underwent mutations of Qi, only able to cultivate one aspect. Moreover, due to physical and spiritual limitations, there was a limit to their Qi. Beyond that threshold, the body would collapse under the strain. Hence, their cultivation of Qi aimed to enhance its quality.
   

        Refining Qi in the face of quantitative limits, they developed various techniques and secret arts with utmost efficiency. Thus, using finite Qi for the greatest impact and destructive force, they could multiply the power of the same Qi several times over when used. When all is said and done, both appear to have their advantages and disadvantages, but in essence, Qi Source Energy is a reluctant choice.
   

        To put it unkindly, it's living on a tight budget, splitting one sum of money to serve two purposes. If the Source Energy Users' bodies could handle it and their Qi increased dramatically without collapsing, they would have already taken that path long ago.
   

        Why else would they painstakingly research techniques to lift a great weight with a small force?
   

        Lifting a great weight with a small force only arises because there is no great weight to begin with, only a small one in the pocket. If the pocket held a vast weight, one could simply steamroll right over.
   

        Such was the thought flashing through Illusionist Louis' mind at the moment; it was clear that Casio's way of utilizing Qi had intimidated him. It was a developmental path for Qi that was completely different. Compared to his own direction toward small and intricate, it was utterly contrary—a stark contrast.
   

        In the canyon, two silhouettes stood a dozen meters apart, their auras growing more concentrated and solid. Even without initiating combat, a surge of breeze rolled across the ground, blowing away the fine sand and dust particles, creating a circular clearing. The colliding rings around them were distinctly visible.
   

        Two momentums began to intertwine and soar, with the peak of fighting intent emerging. Louis' hands, previously hanging by his legs, slowly rose, his ten fingers leaving a semi-transparent trace in the air. It seemed as if another person overlapped him, moving concurrently but slowly.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The palm brushed through the air, but a pale black palm was half a beat slow; it then accelerated to catch up. They merged before the next move.
   

        Every action Louis made was followed by a phantom chase. It appeared as if he had four arms and twenty fingers dancing.
   

        Casio silently watched everything. He felt that the opponent's skill in using Qi was indeed exquisite, weaving around his fingers like threads, fluttering like butterflies among flowers. However, appreciation did not mean he had to learn from the opponent. Casio had always firmly believed the path he walked was the strongest—a perfect blend of skill and strength.
   

        He had begun to see how his path would progress from here, the wraiths of Howler's Canyon had provided Casio with ample opportunities for experimentation and mistakes. In numerous battles, not only had his strength improved, but his control of strength had also become refined, and various techniques were integrated into his punches and kicks.
   

        The powerfully enhanced Scarlet Fang Spear was just the beginning...
   

        Casio's arms slightly stretched back, his toes lightly tapped the ground.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A black long spear pierced through ten meters of distance, approaching Louis with unmatched speed. The swinging fist directly penetrated through layers of air, pulling out a long vacuum cavity.
   

        Bang, bang, bang...
   

        There was absolutely no hint of probing; it was a domineering crush!
   

        Louis's right foot shook violently, and his figure leapt back explosively. His right hand, like a flower bud, reached out, and instantly made several gestures. A series of fingerprints spread through the air with a snap, carrying some bizarre and mysterious pattern. Suddenly, a strange fluctuation spread from all around.
   

        Spectators in the distance were affected, especially the weak Claire and Soss. They both felt dizzy and had a headache, as if they had drunk a bowl of poisonous mushroom soup.
   

        From the left front, a Shadow Hunter named Kim silently moved two steps to the right, blocking in front of them, cutting off their view: "Don't look directly at Louis's Illusory Shade..."
   

        Whoosh!
   

        In the middle of the field, only two silhouettes were seen flying rapidly towards the right, eerily creating a relative stillness. Finally, they slammed into the cliff, the ground shook violently, and dust billowed down.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        Casio's arm trembled, pulling out from the cracked rocks. Instantly, gray-white powder fell to the ground, looking like a pile of white sand.
   

        He raised his eyebrows slightly, somewhat surprised. Because his punch hadn't hit the target, at the last moment it just missed Louis by a sidestep, all the force slamming into the cliff. It seemed those fingerprints had had an effect...
   

        "Interesting... you can actually affect my senses through special Qi fluctuations," Casio said as he waved his hand, blasting the solid air clumps around. This immediately blew away the falling stone powder smoke.
   

        Four meters away, Louis's silhouette became visible. His face was paler than before, his right index finger trembling unnaturally. Louis felt something was amiss. Initially when activating the Illusionary Shade, he wanted to impose illusions on Casio through intensely hypnotic fingerprints. However, the fingerprints representing illusion were completely useless; he tried seven different kinds without success.
   

        Louis had previously sparred with a number one Shadow Hunter, where the hypnotic illusions still worked, though only for a very short time. Encountering a situation like this, where it had no effect at all, was a first for him. This meant that the opponent's Qi and Spiritual Will were incredibly stable, hard to shake. Before he could change his hand gestures, Casio's fist had already blasted towards him. Louis's speed was so fast that he was forced to use the higher-ranked changes of Illusionary Shade to barely induce a sense of spatial misplacement in Casio.
   

        Louis's Illusionary Shade was divided into low-rank applications and high-rank changes. Low-rank included dizziness, hypnosis, causing pain in a part of the body. The high-level stage involved sensations like spatial misplacement and time split, total consciousness crash. The low-rank applications didn't consume much Qi, allowing him to use them extensively. However, the high-level changes consumed an enormous amount of Qi. If he continued several more times, Louis might not be able to sustain it, especially given Casio's punching speed, which required him to change the intricate hand gestures in a very short time in the correct sequence. Any mistake could cause backlash to his own body.
   

        However, as severe as the backlash to his body could be, it was preferable to enduring that punch from Casio just now. Louis looked at the right side of Casio, where there was a hemispherical concave crack on the cliff, the radius stretching up over ten meters. At the position of the fist, there was a profound hole, highly destructive.
   

        "He didn't lie to me, he really did hurl his Qi straight at me..."
   

        Louis was stunned speechless, feeling the massive force of Qi wrapped around Casio's fist like an invisible giant hammer, directly blasting the cliff.
   

        "Hmm?!"
   

        His heart suddenly alarmed, he sharply noticed Casio's piercing gaze. The ground shook violently, and a cold face appeared ghost-like just one meter in front of him, its fierce eyes oppressively fixed on him. Casio's figure soared violently, leaping forward. Louis knew well that in battle, one should not keep retreating; he clapped his hands together through the air!
   

        In an instant, twenty fingers rolled and folded like waves, tangling like a series of densely packed thorns, gears interlocking together.
   

        A strange fluctuation of Qi burst through the air and vanished in a flash.
   

        Buzz!
   

        During his furious flight, Casio suddenly felt a sensation of being cleaved, as if time had skipped, missing a few tenths of a second. Immediately, at his chest, two overlapping palm prints had harshly collided one after another. With a bang, he staggered backward five or six steps before stopping.
   

        With a look of wonder, Casio gently brushed his chest. The recent spatial displacement, the current time split, it had been a long time since he encountered such novelty in combat techniques. Indeed, it was a uniquely fascinating combat style.
   

        He cast his gaze toward Louis, whose complexion had turned even paler, his face brimming with interested expression. With a whoosh, Casio's entire presence oppressively advanced. Taking a stance for close combat, fierce and formidable.
   

        In an instant, the arena seemed to contain the continuous silhouettes of eight or nine figures.
   

        That was the combatants swiftly maneuvering and engaging several times within a second, the brief pauses creating afterimages on the retina.
   

        Casio pressed on relentlessly, his fists growing ever more savage and his speed increasingly rapid. Louis' hand seals were almost smoking with speed, fortunately, his phantom body was a condensation of Qi, with incredibly swift finger movements. Even so, his inner Qi was rapidly depleting at an alarming rate.
   

        He used spatial misplacement and time split techniques to make Casio's attacks frequently miss their mark. Meanwhile, he took the opportunity to strike continuously, gaining the upper hand. However, it seemed to cause no meaningful injury. Casio seemed to be wearing a layer of heavy armor; Louis' punches and palms felt like mere tickles.
   

        "I must make him briefly lose consciousness, lower his defenses. Otherwise, my attacks are ineffective, unable to achieve victory in one strike," Louis thought as he flicked his toe back, dodging another descending fist. The fist, like a giant hammer, smashed into the ground, creating a two-meter-wide deep crater.
   

        As mud and stones burst apart, a cold gleam passed through Louis' eyes.
   

        His whole body's Qi burst forth, pushed to the limit without reservation.
   

        He brought his hands together in front of him to form a cross, while the arms of his phantom body extended out to either side. Twenty fingers activated simultaneously, creating a series of crackling sounds, dense shadows of fingers fluttering wildly.
   

        It was like a dazzling kaleidoscope, suddenly enveloping the whole world.
   

        Casio glanced at it, his shoulders slightly shaking. His eyelids fell, and the form that was about to rush forward like a cheetah froze.
   

        "Now!"
   

        Louis shouted aloud, his steps rapidly charging towards Casio, his figure swiftly closing the distance. However, just as he was about to cross the one-meter distance, Casio suddenly opened his eyes, which were scarlet like the color of bloody rubies, a savage and brutal aura unabashedly burst forth!
   

        This was... the killing persona.
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        Whoosh...
   

        It felt as if a viscous fluid was rapidly coursing through Casio's body, as the massive strength he had always been suppressing briefly unleashed itself, flooding into his limbs and muscles like a surge of air. His entire body suddenly swelled and enlarged, his arms displayed a network of bulging blue veins, twined like black branches.
   

        Bang!
   

        The ground trembled like an earthquake, and in an instant, Casio's silhouette spanned a distance of five meters, like a sharpened knife tearing through the air. His hefty palm swung fiercely, resembling a siege hammer, and the immense power exploded into rings of white airwaves mid-air. Not only that, a rich crimson Qi surged and swept in, heavily smashing down!
   

        Louis's pupils contracted in a flash, becoming pinpricks, his clothes rumpled into waves of folds from the fierce punch wind, rolling wildly like waves.
   

        One of the highest transformations of the Phantom Body, ineffective! Instead of pacifying, it enraged the beast in human skin, driving it to a near madness.
   

        No, perhaps there was a slight effect—it indeed influenced Bai Kui. But this influence was not weakening, it was a terrifying enhancement.
   

        It was as if the cage of a fierce beast had been opened, and bloodshed was imminent.
   

        Whoosh! A deep red arc-shaped cavity was carved out of the air.
   

        The ferocious fist advanced rapidly and then exploded with a bang!
   

        A palm twice the size of a normal person's interceded in the fist's path, and at once, the horrific power detonated, air standing still momentarily.
   

        Then it burst forth explosively, rings upon rings of white airwaves spun rapidly, carrying along sand and dust to form billowing grey fog.
   

        Louis stumbled backward two steps, his gaze suddenly turned forward. A tall and burly silhouette stood between him and Bai Kui, having taken that punch for him. It was Case, the number one Shadow Hunter Giant Statue.
   

        His formidable stature, a full three meters tall, muscles robust and thick as armor, his broad back was like a wall. Due to the sudden eruption, Case's clothes were torn into strips by the swollen muscles, now hanging off his shoulders, waving with the wind like a cape.
   

        What Case was now deploying was the Giant Statue powered by seventy Holy Marks to the limit. As the name suggests, it's a transformation that makes the body huge and powerful, bringing a terrifying enhancement to the physical body. Muscles, epidermis, and even skeleton would become as hard and powerful as steel.
   

        And with the swelling of his size, his strength also increased proportionally.
   

        Case's Giant Statue had three stages. At three meters tall, with grey-white skin, it represented the first stage. A subsequent outburst, swelling to four meters, veins bulging, the skin turning to a dark copper color marked the second stage.
   

        Then there was a third stage where the entire skin glowed with faint gold, like a five-meter-tall golden giant, its every move like a tank roaming. Under such an explosive force, Giant Statue Case could even compete with Holy Light Hunter Dilixiati. Even the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism sighed at the boundless potential of the number one Shadow Hunter Giant Statue Case, who had the hope to go further in the future.
   

        With Case blocking in front of him, Louis breathed a sigh of relief, unexpectedly feeling a sense of security. He immediately realized he had been afraid of Casio's punch just now; or else he wouldn't have felt this way.
   

        And with Case stepping in, it also meant that he had lost…
   

        Louis's mood quickly darkened, and he was about to calm the turbulent remnant Qi boiling inside him. Ssss ssss ssss! Suddenly, a fierce friction sound came from the front, and looking up, he saw a shocking scene.
   

        Like a pile driver, Giant Statue Case's feet were nailed into the ground, his legs splitting wide in a stance to withstand the immense force. Yet, his huge figure was still being pushed backward, his ankles buried into the mud. Like two iron ploughs, they carved out five-meter-long trenches in the hard ground.
   

        Louis clearly saw Case's lower leg trousers burst apart, revealing stubborn, rugged muscles with thick veins pulsating fiercely.
   

        This was clearly a very serious exertion of strength.
   

        Yet, he was still ruthlessly suppressed by the opponent, unable to stop his momentum!
   

        Louis stepped back a great distance, then suddenly saw Giant Statue Case let out a ferocious roar, echoing in the valley. His figure began to swell rapidly, his skin gradually changing from white to black. In the time it took for one arm-wrestling bout, he was entering the second stage! Such was the immense pressure he faced.
   

        Crack crack crack... A series of noises came from the bones being pressed and rubbing against each other.
   

        Case's stature reached four meters, turning into a small giant with black bronze skin. His whole form was like an Iron Tower, his skin shining with a smooth metallic luster. He suddenly spread his arms apart and thrust out with both fists.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang bang!
   

        The continuous impact sounded like shells fired in succession, as if thousands of artillery guns were booming in the valley. Amidst the dust, there emerged two competing silhouettes, one tall and white, the other short and black, locked in a fistfight!
   

        Their four arms, like engines with springs installed, constantly retracted for compression, then exploded like shells. The trajectories of the fists had turned into a swath of afterimages, like the swift passing of dark clouds.
   

        Directly ahead, two dark clouds collided, becoming indistinguishable. Beside them, massive air waves exploded, like rain fog swept through by a gale. The entire valley's airflow was stirred up, carrying along whistles and howls. The air spun, cutting like blades.
   

        The onlookers were wildly tossed about, squinting their eyes as if they had weathered an 18-level typhoon, their hair disheveled like weeds. Holy Light Hunter Dilixiati raised his hand, holding down his black wide-brimmed hat. The already injured Lion King Soss swayed as if he might be blown down in the next second like a straw. And Solomon, left unattended in the distance, was even unluckier, spinning around like a rolling trash can.
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        After tumbling over a dozen times and covered in dust, Casio's head painfully struck a stone. He let out an exclamation and struggled to stabilize himself.
   

        Due to the strong wind, Solomon didn't choose to stand up but laid down in an undignified manner. He straightened his head and looked forward blankly.
   

        In the midst of the turbulent air waves, two powerful silhouettes were clashing with their fists, their arms meeting hard against each other. It was as if two humanoid beasts were tearing and colliding with each other, every punch bringing a terrifying sound.
   

        Like war drums on a battlefield, the sounds of power continued relentlessly.
   

        Bang! Crackling and popping!
   

        Being close to the cliff, their fists inevitably grazed the rocks. The normally hard stones now seemed like huge chunks of black tofu, easily plowed with ferocious traces. Some were even directly smashed by a fist, exploding into holes large enough to hold two or three people. Spiderweb-like cracks climbed like creepers.
   

        Stones from the top teetered on the brink of falling, some as small as fists, others almost half the height of a person. However, upon reaching the battlefield, they burst into fragments within half a breath's time. It was as if there was a high-speed meat grinder inside!
   

        Stone fragments shot out like miniature bullets, penetrating layers of air waves, leaving small pits on the ground and rocks. Moreover, pieces of shattered stone flew towards the spectators, all blocked by the Shadow Hunters' defenses.
   

        Solomon, lying on the ground, had regained some strength and used the Sinful Thorns to protect his vital parts. Feeling the vibrations of the ground, he opened his mouth then closed it again. From today on, Solomon would never speak foolish words like competing with Casio again. Not even with the help of the Door Organization...
   

        The difficulty of killing Aaron, the number four Shadow Hunter, was much lower than defeating Casio. Instead of trying to compete with Casio for that Hunter's seat, it would be better to kill a Shadow Hunter and vacant a seat. This way, the success rate is much higher.
   

        Unfortunately, he could no longer contact Candle Soul and the others. For an entire week, he didn't know what had happened. Solomon muttered to himself, but suddenly remembered. Candle Soul seemed to have promised to eliminate Casio, his biggest competitor, thereby securing his own victory! Had Candle Soul gone to do it a week ago? And then... then was defeated?!
   

        Solomon's eyes suddenly widened, considering this terrible possibility.
   

        He looked up at the two-meter-tall, powerful silhouette. It advanced unhurried, each step firm and powerful, exuding an indescribable sense of oppression and an overwhelming aura. Despite being comparatively smaller in size, the momentum seemed to dwarf Case's many times over. As if he was the four-meter-tall giant, and Case a mere speck.
   

        "It can't be true..."
   

        In the middle of the valley, the ground was trampled like by a herd of elephants, full of deep pits and indentations. Occasionally there were traces of feet dragging on the ground like a pile driver, each footprint recording the burst and release of power. The Giant Statue Case grew increasingly fearful as he fought. He had already entered the second phase, and though each of his punches could demolish half a house, he still could not gain the upper hand.
   

        Instead, he was still being suppressed by the opponent, subtly losing in the clash of strength. The opponent's punches made his iron-hide palms go numb, bones aching. Yet his own punches were all caught by the opponent, their formidable power dissipating like a ox melting into the sea, dissipating into nothingness.
   

        Thump! Case took another punch from Casio, retreating three steps.
   

        He suddenly looked up, locking eyes once more with Casio's calm blue eyes that had returned to their serene state. Case felt no rage or concentration of full effort, but a quiet excitement.
   

        It was like an undefeated gladiator in a sparring match who suddenly discovers a rookie with decent talent. Delighted by the hunt, he applies pressure willingly, eager to see more surprises. That had been his own mentality before when he allowed Aaron and Louis to step forward, hoping to force out more of Casio's techniques through battle.
   

        And now, the situation had somehow reversed onto himself.
   

        The Giant Statue Case felt an inexplicable anger. His fierce and powerful fists clenched tightly, the edges of his knuckles faintly glowing with a pale gold.
   

        In less than half a breath, the gold spread to his entire palm.
   

        Just as Case was about to burst out, swinging his fist like a flailing elephant trunk, a silhouette suddenly appeared beside the two men.
   

        "Enough, let's end it here today,"
   

        the silhouette of the Holy Light Hunter, Delisha, clad in a black suit, abruptly entered the midst of the dust and fog. His gaze lingered seriously on Casio for a while before shifting to Case, and he spoke in a deep voice.
   

        "But..."
   

        Case had just begun to speak when he closed his mouth under Delisha's gaze.
   

        He took a deep breath, and the pale gold that had spread to his forearm quickly faded away. Then, the dark bronze color covering his body gradually turned to grayish white, and finally to the appearance of normal skin. His size also rapidly decreased from the original height of over four meters to a muscular man two meters tall.
   

        Due to his earlier burst of power, Case was left wearing only a pair of special briefs. His muscular contours were rugged and full of strength.
   

        Delisha turned his head slightly to look at Casio. Casio was still dressed in his original clothes, largely intact, with only the sleeves on his lower arms burst from the force of the collision, revealing pale rock-like skin.
   

        He stood there quietly, not breathing hard, heart unrattled, as if he were a cold machine. His one meter ninety height stood like an iron tower.
   

        "Louis lost, you won,"
   

        Delisha said. "Bai Kui, you are very strong. You're no longer the new number five Shadow Hunter, but number two Shadow..."
   

        He suddenly turned his head, speaking to Louis, who was gradually approaching.
   

        "Throw the badge over."
   

        Louis took a slight breath, not the type to be a sore loser. He promptly took out a Dark Hunt badge from his pocket and tossed it over.
   

        Delisha caught it and reached out his hand to exchange it with the badge in Casio's hand. When Casio pinned the Evil Spirit Logo of the number two Dark Hunt badge on his chest, Delisha said, "Congratulations, you've become the Hunters Association's number two Shadow Hunter, welcome to the fold."
   

        Casio looked at Delisha and smiled slightly. The president of the Hunters Association was quite interesting and deserved a few extra points of face from him. He spoke, "Thank you. I'm wondering when I can visit the Source of the Holy Spring. Also, it seems every Shadow Hunter needs to assume some position..."
   

        "As for the Source of the Holy Spring, soon. I'll take you to the Chief Inspector after this, and then tomorrow morning, I'll take you to the Source of the Holy Spring. Besides, it's not up to me to decide your position, it's the Chief Inspector's job."
   

        "You'll probably find out soon which departments you'll be managing..."
   

        Delisha assumed the role of an explainer, briefly outlining the rights and responsibilities of a Shadow Hunter. This was something Casio had already learned in his chats with the veteran hunters. Moreover, if things went well with the old hunters, he should be taking up the position of Clinic Director, a position within the Hunters Association with considerable power, with branches in every county, and made up predominantly of Elite Hunters. It was an institution created specifically for some of the internal issues within the Hunters Association.
   

        If Casio could become the Clinic Director, his actions would be much freer and he wouldn't have to stay consistently in the Imperial Capital, Florence. He could take the time to retrieve the Devil's Book, find the Faked Death Key, and even head to the Southeast Sea to solve the greatest purpose of this retrospection thoroughly.
   

        Of course, the most important thing at the moment was to go to the Source of the Holy Spring and completely stack the Platinum Stigmata to the limit. Casio was curious to see to what extent the full quantity of the Platinum Stigmata could enhance the fusion of Southern Dou's Power?
   

        Could a completely stable combined body of the two types of Southern Dou's Power take his combat strength to the next level? Becoming an Ultimate Fighter was not out of reach...
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    Chapter 819: 427 Head to the Source of the Holy Spring (4000)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        In the canyon, the wind still howled, carrying a large amount of dust and gravel. If one were to look down from a high altitude, they could see clear, crisscrossing patterns and pits—all traces left by the battle.
   

        In the area densest with pits and cracks, Casio stood in the gaze of everyone, sporting a No. 2 Dark Hunt badge with the Evil Spirits logo on his right chest. Under the sunlight, the badge reflected a faint light, displaying a metallic luster.
   

        It looked exceptionally conspicuous, attracting much attention.
   

        Behind the group of Shadow Hunters, Claire's seaweed-like hair lay draped over her shoulders, revealing her smooth, fair forehead. Her gaze flickered as she looked at Casio; although she had anticipated it, the reality still felt somewhat magical to her. To become a Shadow Hunter and immediately challenge other seasoned hunters and succeed at that, advancing to the no. 2 Dark Hunt position.
   

        Moreover, when No. 1 Dark Hunter Case intervened to stop him, it seemed they were evenly matched? It wasn't until Holy Light Hunter Delixiate personally stepped in to mediate that they ceased fighting. This far exceeded Claire's expectations.
   

        She had simply thought that today would be the final qualification battle for the Shadow Hunter seats. Casio would win with a significant advantage in the fight, becoming the fifth Shadow Hunter. Instead, that was merely a light appetizer, a warm-up. The real spectacle turned out to be Casio challenging and defeating the old Shadow Hunters upon his initiation!
   

        Next to Claire, Soss, the majestic lion, looked pale, his pride wilted like bean sprouts from the day before. He was no longer a lion king, nor could he be called any type of king; at best, he was just a self-important little lion.
   

        He couldn't even beat a normal adult lion, let alone be a king of a lion tribe. The gap between Soss and Casio was even greater than that between a little lion and a lion king. They were separated by the significant gap of strength levels among Shadow Hunters, along with the three small stages from no. 1 to no. 5 Shadow Hunters. Soss felt completely powerless...
   

        When the gap becomes too large, it does not inspire ambition but brings about decay and a deep sense of powerlessness.
   

        At the same time, Solomon of the Thorns felt the same mood.
   

        He had managed to get up from the ground, his clothes covered with dust. His dark eyes stared at Casio, revealing a trace of resentment and jealousy. But he quickly shifted his gaze, as if afraid that Casio would notice his thoughts.
   

        "What exactly happened with Candle Soul?"
   

        "It's been a week since the final contest ended..."
   

        "Did they abandon me? Or did something change on their part?"
   

        The struggle for Shadow Hunter seats ended, and everyone had various thoughts. After a brief rest, they left the canyon in batches.
   

        The last to leave were Holy Light Hunter Delixiate and No. 1 Shadow Hunter Case. They quickly filled the traces of battle to ensure no severe destruction to the canyon, then they headed back to the Imperial Capital together.
   

        On the way, No. 1 Dark Hunter Case finally couldn't help but speak his mind.
   

        "Chairman, why didn't you let me enter the third stage? If I had attacked as the Golden Colossus, Bai Kui would definitely not have been my match..."
   

        Case looked at Delixiate next to him, his tone containing some complaints.
   

        This was normal; previously, he had been fighting Casio in his second form, the colossus, and fell into a disadvantage. Just as he was about to gather the strength to shift into the third form to teach this arrogant newcomer a lesson, Delixiate intervened, calming them both down.
   

        Case complied, but deep inside, he was holding back frustration. Now that it was just him and Delixiate alone, he naturally spoke his mind.
   

        Next to him, Delixiate pulled a silver pocket watch from his chest pocket, flipped open the lid with his finger, and glanced at the time. He then turned his head and quietly said,
   

        "I just didn't want you to lose too badly."
   

        His words were plain and straightforward, but Case couldn't accept them: "Lose too badly?" He seemed almost amused, shaking his head, "Are you underestimating me too much? Chairman, you should know my strength. If I had unleashed the third-stage Golden Colossus, even you for that duration..."
   

        "No," Case's statement was interrupted by Delixiate, who turned his head to look him in the eye, saying earnestly, "It's precisely because I know your strength that I said I didn't want you to lose too badly."
   

        Case raised an eyebrow, as if realizing something. His anger suddenly subsided, and he fell silent, signaling Delixiate to finish.
   

        "When you were happily engaged in battle with him, you couldn't see as clearly as I, an observer, could. From your first form, the gray colossus, to the second, the bronze colossus. Bai Kui's attack rhythm didn't change at all, not even his breathing rate, including when you aggressively exchanged blows in your bronze colossus form," Delixiate said, calmly articulating each word.
   

        "..." Case opened his mouth, seemingly wanting to argue, but ultimately he didn't speak. Because he knew Delixiate wouldn't deceive him, so it must be true that Bai Kui was fully composed and in control throughout the entire fight.
   

        "Moreover..." Delixiate continued, "when you were about to transition from the bronze colossus to the Golden Colossus, I sensed an extremely dangerous aura flash by. That sense of danger was hidden beneath your rising momentum, unnoticed by everyone, including you. I was the only one who felt it in that instant. If my senses had not always been accurate, I might have thought it was an illusion. But, it was definitely not an illusion. The sense of danger from Bai Kui was enough to threaten even me..."
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        The Giant Statue Case remained silent. Although he was known to be able to contend with Dilixiati for a short while and was appreciated by the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, Case was keenly aware of the gap between himself and Dilixiati. He could only manage a brief confrontation with Dilixiati by leveraging the burst of power from the third stage's golden giant elephant. Once the burst period passed, his strength would rapidly decline to its original state. After all, if Case truly could match and defeat Dilixiati, he wouldn't be number one in Dark Hunt but would have long since become a Holy Light Hunter.
   

        And yet, Bai Kui somehow managed to make Dilixiati feel an imminent danger, however faint and brief it might be. His concealed strength must be far from simple, and if Case were to forcefully confront him, he probably wouldn't gain any advantage.
   

        It would indeed be just as Dilixiati had said; the defeat would be too unsightly...
   

        After a long silence, Case spoke up and broke the tranquility, "If Bai Kui is so strong, why did he join our Dark Hunt Organization? And why has he been playing dumb and hiding his true self for three years, always acting like a bronze-tier hunter..."
   

        Case then added another line, "Does he have some sort of agenda?"
   

        "It's hard to say," Dilixiati spoke, pausing briefly, "I think he came with sincerity, at least willing to follow our rules. Despite his evident strength, he still acts in accordance with the procedures and rules of a Shadow Hunter's position. Moreover, he revealed his hidden strength the moment he became a Shadow Hunter. Could this be considered an overture? Openly displaying his muscles to dispel any worse suspicions I might have. Logically speaking, all of Bai Kui's actions suggest that it's unlikely for him to be our enemy..."
   

        "Moreover, Bai Kui comes from the Secret Martial Arts World. He has little to do with the Transcendental Realm that we are involved in controlling, so there shouldn't be any conflict of interest. At least, he has a strong dislike for dark creatures, something we can be sure of. Having such a top-tier combatant who can deal with dark creatures, we have no reason not to make use of him. Additionally, it presents an opportunity to observe and study those mysterious Secret Martial Artists. Especially a top-tier one like him, whom our organization has never had the chance to come into contact with before..."
   

        Dilixiati stated each point. In fact, he and the Chief Inspector had already taken note of the meteoric rise of this dark horse, Casio. They had been quietly observing, allowing Casio to act freely without interference.
   

        The Chief Inspector meant that, should Casio demonstrate sufficient strength and value, they could have a good talk and discussion.
   

        Such as shared interests, common enemies.
   

        In recent years, the Chief Inspector had a vague feeling that something was amiss, as if invisible currents were surging in the shadows of Florence. Just waiting for a chance to burst forth...
   

        He had come to this realization while dealing with a multitude of tasks for the Dark Hunt Organization, through hints and clues from various incidents. It was a premonition, without any particularly specific or targeted enemy yet. But the Chief Inspector felt it was mostly related to the conflict between the Dark Hunt Organization, the Royal Parliament, and some mysterious external forces. He already had several suspects in mind but needed to investigate further and gain a deeper understanding.
   

        The Chief Inspector allowed Casio to develop for some of these reasons. Overall, the Dark Hunt Organization was not opposed to Casio's joining.
   

        After chatting with Case for a while, Dilixiati didn't linger on the way. They quickly left the canyon and returned to the headquarters of the Florence Organization.
   

        There was a small accident, as the Chief Inspector had some urgent business and had to go out. It might be tomorrow or the day after when he could return to the headquarters.
   

        He left a message for his confidant to let Dilixiati carry on with the normal procedures. So, Dilixiati simply moved up what he had planned for tomorrow morning to today, which was to take Casio directly to the Holy Spring Source.
   

        The two of them briefly rested in the Hunters Association Hall and eventually came to a secretive room. There, under a certain floor tile, they found an underground tunnel.
   

        Dilixiati led Casio into the tunnel, walking into darkness.
   

        At this moment, the news of Casio becoming a Shadow Hunter had already spread throughout the Hunters Association. Numerous hunters, with time on their hands during the lull between tasks, flocked to the bar for a beer, starting to shoot the breeze with their companions. Some hunters who had previously predicted the outcome of the Shadow Hunter seat competition made good on their boasts, either by downing three large kegs of beer, becoming completely drunk, or, in a public display, shaving their heads bald with a sharp weapon.
   

        Others, less bashful about their outlandish claims, stripped off their clothes, eyes closed, and ran ten laps around the bar naked, yelling "I'm a pig" all the while. A myriad of bizarre events unfolded today.
   

        Some envied, some were skeptical, some were jealous, some saddened...
   

        Meanwhile, Casio and Dilixiati had already left the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters in District Seven and had even left the city of Florence far behind. They turned this way and that in the tunnels; it seemed like they surfaced several times only to enter another tunnel. It took hours of walking through this maze-like network before they finally stopped.
   

        All the while, Casio kept his eyes closed, following Dilixiati.
   

        The sound of footsteps was continuous in his ears until, abruptly, they ceased. He understood that they had finally arrived at the Dark Hunt Organization's source of the Holy Spring.
   

        Upon opening his eyes, he was met with darkness ahead, with only a faint light filtering through. Casio glanced around, sensing he was inside a mountain cave. He looked at Dilixiati who was beside him; Dilixiati nodded, indicating that it was time for Casio to walk out of the cave with him.
   

        A few dozen steps outside, the light grew brighter, and the sound of water could be faintly heard, tinkling melodiously like the strings of a piano.
   

        Further forward, the rich, slightly sweet smell of water rushed to meet them.
   

        Stepping out, the view suddenly opened up. They were in a sunken circular valley, resembling the mouth of a dead volcano. Steep cliffs surrounded them, covered with climbing vines and plants. The forest underbrush was dense, the ground covered with tree roots twisting like snakes and a layer of sleek, vivid green moss. Beside the cave, a ring of open space was bordered by a series of square stones, stacked like stairs. In the middle, a V-shaped crevice from which golden liquid cascaded down. It rolled and fell like liquid metal.
   

        Finally, it splashed and plopped onto the surface of the pale golden pond, sending ripples outward. The droplets shattered like glass beads breaking.
   

        Even from a distance, Casio could feel the surging vitality.
   

        By the edge of the pond stood a half-human-high stone, twined around by an old tree. Perhaps from years of saturation by the Holy Spring, the stone had taken on a transparent gold color that sparkled brilliantly in the sunlight. The old tree, too, was extraordinary; its trunk resembled glazed porcelain, its leaves a golden hue, rustling in the breeze. However, nestled within the crevices of the tree trunk, there were patches of bone-eating black, exuding a sense of chilling evil. It was like the hidden dangers beneath a facade of prosperity...
   

        "The pond isn't deep, less than a meter. You can soak in it fully clothed, and I will wait for you here. Call me when you're done..."
   

        As Dilixiati spoke, he moved towards the stone and then sat down cross-legged. Thunderous energy resonated faintly within him, evidently cultivating his powers.
   

        Casio surveyed the scene and then turned his attention back to the golden pond. He walked slowly, stepping down one step at a time. His body submerged until only his head remained above the water. The moment his skin came into contact with the Holy Spring water, it absorbed eagerly like a parched sponge. In an instant, warm energy flooded into his body from all directions.
   

        The Holy Spring water, countless droplets, rushed toward him, eager to be absorbed. Once again, warm energy flooded into his physique from all around.
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        Unlike the previous few times absorbing water from the Holy Spring, this time was truly delightful, exceptionally satisfying. Previously, whether Casio obtained the Holy Spring Water through completing tasks, or by exchanging hundreds of units of Holy Spring Water resources with honor badges, for his robust physique, it was like a drop in the bucket. It was like a long-dried ground that occasionally received light rain, unable to fill even the cracks in the earth. But now, it was as if a flood had inundated an arid desert, turning it directly into a marshland. Undoubtedly, this was a pleasure.
   

        Casio could feel warm, invisible liquid permeating layer after layer atop his tough outer skin. It was like a vague mist of water, passing through his muscles, moisturizing the fascia, and coating the surface of his skeleton. At this moment, it was like soaking in a hot spring bath, with water waves gently patting and massaging from all directions, quickly bringing his physique into a translucent state.
   

        The Golden Pond Water continued to be absorbed, starting to slowly decline at an imperceptible rate. However, with a constant replenishment of water from above, the decrease in pond level was even slower. Casio entered a state of carefree relaxation. It was as if lying alone on a fluttering boat, swaying with the seawaves, heading towards an unknown direction. But at this moment, he did not let down his guard.
   

        Both the Holy Springs Water and the Secret Spirit Power contained trace amounts of Disaster. It was like an inconspicuous chronic poison, which began small and negligible. As time passed and dosage increased, the poison burst forth massively, turning into a nearly incurable lethal disease.
   

        The Eerie Night Guests from Black Rain Villa, after obtaining various powers, would experience extreme side effects. Hunters, as they continually replenished their Holy Spring Water through battles, would also accumulate Disasters within their bodies, unavoidably entering a state of beastial transformation.
   

        For intelligent life, especially humans,
   

        Disaster is a lethal poison, without cure.
   

        Fortunately, the mysterious ancient Oyon Civilization seemed to have left some countermeasures. Those five Keystone Runes operate by using Disaster as their energy source. For instance, Casio's Spirit Rune could easily absorb these masterless essences of Disaster. Speaking of which, Casio sometimes wondered whether the Oyon Civilization was an existence that fought against Disaster or an existence that controlled Disaster. After all, using the essence of Disaster as the driving energy for five Keystones, both directions were possible.
   

        Of course, these were all wild speculations. Casio was currently enjoying the convenience provided by the Spirit Rune. The essences of Disaster mixed with Holy Springs Water, barely settling within his body, had no chance to permeate before being swiftly swept away by the Spirit Rune. The Black Ouroboros Tattoo on his chest began to slowly rotate, silently operating.
   

        Whirling...whirling...
   

        In the sound of the clear water continuously falling onto the Pond surface, Casio glanced at his handback. On it were thirty-three platinum Holy Marks, with pale gold Holy Marks continually growing and stacking on the ends of the platinum ones. In a moment's time, the number of gold marks had equaled the platinum ones—totaling sixty-six.
   

        This number, should have surpassed most Shadow Hunters already.
   

        Number One Shadow Hunter Giant Statue Case had only seventy Holy Marks, while the Chief Inspector had seventy-nine Holy Marks. This was their current limit to withstand Disaster invasion, related to their body strength and spiritual will.
   

        Of course, reaching the limit did not mean they couldn't improve further. Humans are adaptable; with prolonged exposure, and an increased tolerance to Disaster, perhaps they could enhance their strength slightly beyond their limits.
   

        And this power wouldn't be substantial, potentially adding just three to five Holy Marks, or as few as one or two. Generally speaking, after becoming a Shadow Hunter and soaking in the Holy Springs once, most would reach their innate limit. Subsequent slight power increases were just a drop in the bucket, making little difference.
   

        Casio, now with sixty-six Holy Marks, actually had as many as Secondary Shadow Hunter Louis. This was Louis' limit, but not Casio's limit. His body was still absorbing the Holy Springs Water, voraciously, just as fiercely as when he began, showing no signs of stopping.
   

        Gradually, the number of Holy Marks on the handback continued to increase.
   

        …69, 70, 71…
   

        He easily surpassed Number One Shadow Hunter Case.
   

        …78, 79, 80…
   

        He then surpassed the Chief Inspector.
   

        At this point, Casio noticed the growth rate of the Holy Marks started to slow down. It wasn't that his absorption speed of the Holy Springs Water decreased, but his body seemed to have developed something akin to a resistance. The higher the saturation of Holy Marks, the more difficult the process of reaching the limit or complete saturation. Thus, Casio's earlier calculation was actually incorrect; he thought he only needed two thousand four hundred units of Holy Springs Water to become completely saturated, yet the actual situation was different.
   

        However, the current situation did not matter at all.
   

        Casio was soaking directly at the Source of the Holy Spring, using the precious Holy Springs Water for his bath, even if the needed amount was far more than two thousand four hundred units, so what? Even if ten times more was needed, it was merely sixty liters, a mere drop in the ocean.
   

        Moreover, the consumption couldn't possibly go up tenfold.
   

        This was the benefit of becoming a Shadow Hunter, the one time to recklessly absorb Holy Springs Water, until reaching one's personal limit.
   

        97, 98, 99…100!
   

        A hundred Holy Marks, neatly arranged on the handback, resembled a perfectly square block. The lower half was platinum, while the upper half was pale gold. At a glance, it strikingly resembled a sheet of gold leaf applied to the skin.
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        According to Casio's sensation, the amount of Holy Spring water absorbed this time was one and a half times more than expected. That is to say, aside from the existing thirty-three Platinum Stigmata, the remaining sixty-seven Gold Holy Marks consumed about over two thousand four hundred units of Holy Spring water. He did a quick calculation, thought about the reserve of Secret Spirit Power he had already stored, and immediately breathed a sigh of relief in his heart.
   

        Luckily he had made extra reserves, stored a lot more, otherwise, if the Secret Spirit Power also had this characteristic of increased consumption with greater saturation, he might have not had enough.
   

        Of course, Casio hadn't done this on purpose. It was because he had been doing tasks for Black Rain Villa with the Ghost Iron Knight, and the rewards related to the World of Calamities were quite generous. Before he knew it, he had accumulated a massive amount of Secret Spirit Power.
   

        Now that the Holy Spring water had reached a saturated state, all that was left was to absorb the Secret Spirit Power. Casio suddenly opened his eyes, finding that dusk was approaching the horizon. He slowly stood up, revealing the back of his right hand. With a slight intention in his heart, streak by streak, the Holy Marks went out and dimmed, retreating on their own.
   

        With a flicker in his eyes, Casio concealed the thirty-three Platinum Stigmata.
   

        Only the sixty-seven Gold Holy Marks remained, flickering brightly.
   

        The energy of the Holy Spring water within him had reached a saturated state, giving him an abnormally abundant and seemingly self-sustaining feeling. It couldn't be true as the rumors suggested, that if one could reach a hundred Holy Marks, one could produce a self-circulating system within the body. Even if the energy of the Holy Marks was consumed in battle, no addition of Holy Spring water would be needed, and the depleted Holy Marks would regrow automatically.
   

        Casio looked slightly astonished but did not continue to investigate, as after all, Holy Light hunter Dilixiati was beside him. He moved his footsteps, walking out of the pond water. Curiously, the Holy Fist water was not absorbed by the fabric at all, as if attracted to each other, remaining in the pond. Casio flexed his body slightly, and a clear snapping sound transmitted through his bones.
   

        On the gold stone, Dilixiati opened his eyes and leapt down.
   

        His gaze swept over the back of Casio's hand leisurely, noticing the pattern of the sixty-seven Gold Holy Marks, and he nodded approvingly, "Not bad, your current limit is already one higher than Louis's. If the subsequent adjustment goes smoothly, you might exceed seventy, and even surpass Case," Dilixiati spoke in an encouraging and appreciative tone.
   

        Casio smiled and looked at the back of Dilixiati's hand, "Then what about you? I've once heard that the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism has seventy-nine."
   

        Dilixiati shook his head, seeming to recognize Casio and willingly displayed the back of his hand, which clearly had seventy-seven Gold Holy Marks.
   

        "Oh? Only two less than the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, maybe..."
   

        Casio's eyes flickered slightly.
   

        Yet Dilixiati just smiled lightly and shook his head, "Do you believe all rumors are true? There are also rumors that say I could replace the Chief Inspector now, but what's the reality? The gap between him and me, heh..."
   

        He ended with a self-deprecating laugh.
   

        Casio narrowed his eyes a bit, judging by Dilixiati's reaction, the rumors were likely not true. Or rather, they were true, but only reflected the limit of the seventy-nine Black Chief Inspector when he just became part of the Dark Hunt. The amount of Holy Marks he later gained through willpower training remained a mystery and was not included in the count. Maybe one or two more, possibly three to five? So, eighty-four?
   

        In the end, Casio did not get an answer from Dilixiati.
   

        The two followed the same procedure back, passing through the dark tunnel all the way back to the city of Florence. By that time, it was already night.
   

        First, Casio visited old hunter Hebu's residence, joining the celebration with the other old hunters without much excitement, and then he returned to his own single house. He took a black box and left the Dark Hunt Headquarters under the cover of night.
   

        He arrived at the outskirts of the city, a familiar place. The last time Casio met with the Ghost Iron Knight, it was here in this Abandoned Monastery.
   

        The bright moon hung high on branches, with blurry clouds wrapping and gathering around. On the pitch-black firmament, specks of stars twinkled, some of them faintly forming shapes of various animals. Beside the withered tree, a youth quietly looked up to the sky.
   

        His gaze seemed to rest upon the location of Southern Dipper Star Cluster.
   

        Casio watched for a while, apparently finding the constantly shifting positions of the Giant Vulture Constellation and the Star Python Constellation. He withdrew his gaze, bringing himself to the best state.
   

        This was the courtyard of the Monastery, withered grass all over, and the stone path littered with broken stones. The spire building's windows were hollow and dark, and in the corners, there were tangled spider webs, creating a somewhat eerie atmosphere. A dead tree stood forlornly in a corner of the courtyard, with broken stone tables and benches by its side.
   

        Casio sat on the stool, the table in front of him holding a metallic vessel exuding wisps of a cold aura. It contained two thousand eight hundred units of Secret Spirit Power.
   

        He sat quietly for a while, then slowly extended his right hand. The Logo on the back of his palm no longer concealed itself, reverting back to one hundred lines. Casio firmly grasped the metallic vessel and brought it before him, guzzling its contents like a hearty swig of Liquor. Instantly, a chilling coldness seeped from his head down to his feet.
   

        When he had drunk a sufficient amount, the sturdy vessel now bore a deep imprint of his palm. Casio set it down and exhaled a deep breath of cold air from his mouth. He felt as if he had just been drinking liquid nitrogen, his mouth, throat, and blood vessels seemed as though they were about to be frozen solid.
   

        Without waiting for his senses to recover, Casio already felt a reaction between the Secret Soul power in his body and the Holy Springs Water. The expected violent changes occurred, with the sensation of ice and fire providing an intense thrill. The two special energies, catalyzed by his blood, suddenly collided and merged violently. For a moment, it felt as though every blood vessel in his body was in painful torment.
   

        Pfft...
   

        Casio's skin split open, and fresh blood spurted from nearly a hundred fissures, quickly staining his clothes red. The sight was horrifying, but he didn't care; he just used Life Vibration Energy to heal the wounds. Then, blood vessels all over his body kept rupturing and healing.
   

        Blood spurted out again and again until a thick crust of dried blood formed on his skin. Casio remained expressionless, his gaze fixed on the back of his right hand.
   

        The majority Gold Holy Scars were being tainted by Platinum.
   

        From the original two-thirds, to half, to one quarter...
   

        Finally, even the last Gold Holy Scar vanished.
   

        At this moment, a hundred Stigmata turned into a hundred Platinum Stigmata!
   

        Casio's blood seemed to have been replaced with the blood of a living being.
   

        Immediately, the Stigmata on the back of his hand underwent drastic changes. The neatly aligned Stigmata began to spin and reassemble, as if to form a completely new pattern. At the same time, Casio felt a burning sensation from the Spirit Rune on his chest responding in kind. After several seconds passed, the dazzling Platinum light ceased, revealing a pattern.
   

        It was an equilateral triangle, each side composed of thirty-three overlapping Platinum Stigmata, and in the middle of the triangle was a single Platinum Stigma that connected to the apex and was perpendicular to another side.
   

        Spiritual Rune? Or perhaps Life Rune?
   

        Certainly not the Rune itself, but it seemed to possess considerable ability.
   

        Casio, quite intrigued, stood up, deciding to test the effects of the perfected Platinum Stigma. He resolutely enhanced it onto the Southern Dipper Boxing Method.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang bang...
   

        Casio's clothes suddenly burst open with dozens of holes, as if pelted by a barrage of bullets. Each hole corresponded to the positions of two Acupuncture points of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, and he immediately stripped off his clothes.
   

        Thirty-one South Dou Red Vulture Fist Acupoints glowed with a crimson color.
   

        Thirty-one Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist Acupoints shone with a rich purple light.
   

        The two began to resonate with each other, not just between themselves, but also directly linking to the flickering frequencies of the Giant Vulture Constellation and the Star Python Constellation in the sky. Casio closed his eyes, brought his hands together in front of him and looked up at the sky. His blue Pupils reflected the dazzling Starry Pattern of the heavens.
   

        Crack crack crack... crack crack crack...
   

        His body suddenly emitted a breaking sound, not actual damage to the Physical Body, but rather, his constructed Virtual meridians undergoing drastic changes.
   

        The previously distinct and separate two Southern Dipper frameworks began to compress and Overlap! It was as if the Blood Vulture Bird slowly extended its sharp Claws, seizing the body of the Python. Meanwhile, the Sonic Snake wrapped tightly around the wings of the Blood Vulture Bird, binding them ever more tightly.
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        Deathfang Power represents the spiral decomposition, while Echo Strength represents the explosion and concussion.
   

        Although both belong to Southern Dou's Power, they clearly represent different directions of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, a kind of detailed research. It's like a sturdy Tree Root sprouting two dense branches, each with its own characteristics.
   

        What Casio is doing now is astonishingly tracing back to the fundamental Tree Trunk and Tree Root through these two branches that are lush and bearing fruits. He is only taking the most original and purest essence of the Southern Dipper to act as a bridge between them.
   

        In the Secret Martial Arts World, the common Secret Martial Art mainly involves the Meridian Blood Vessels and the distribution of the Muscle Group during movement. When a Secret Martial Artist cultivates two Secret Martial Arts at the same time, the overlap of different Secret Martial Art meridian routes must be considered.
   

        If there is too much overlap of the blood vessels, it is very likely to cause conflicts during the cultivation practice, resulting in Hidden Injuries, whether in cultivation or in battle. The Muscles Groups are similar; different Secret Martial Arts have commonly used Muscle Groups. With the continued practice of the Training Method, the Muscle Group that is commonly used by that Secret Martial Art will adapt.
   

        And if a new Secret Martial Art also uses this part of the Muscle Group, various stiff conditions will occur. Casio's two sets of Southern Dipper Boxing Method's virtual meridian frameworks began to overlap on a small scale, their lines already interconnected. This immediately caused a fierce conflict between Echo Strength and Deathfang Power.
   

        This caused the muscles around his internal organs to keep getting damaged. Although outwardly he looked intact, the inside was already in chaos. The level of agony surpassed even that of neutralizing the Holy Springs Water and the Secret Spirit Power within his body.
   

        However, it was worth it because the change had happened!
   

        When Deathfang Power spirally decomposed Echo Strength, it couldn't completely annihilate it and left behind the most essential characteristics of the explosive concussion. Echo Strength was likewise unable to utterly defeat its opponent. At this moment, it was as if Casio had a glacier waterfall and a magma river in his body.
   

        These two elements should never meet, yet they were forcibly cut off and merged together.
   

        The extreme cold and extreme heat produced a terrifying reaction, and its Side Effects caused blood to flow from all seven orifices of Casio's face, his condition worse than ever before. But when the glacier waterfall and the magma river clashed to a certain extent, a hundred fully-complete Platinum Stigmata forming a miniature Life Rune started to function. It slowly began to rotate, like a giant hand, grabbing the pond water formed by the clash of the two forces. It squeezed and kneaded, occasionally hammering and tempering.
   

        Over and over, layer by layer. Until the giant hand fully opened, and a divine weapon that usually required harsh conditions to forge was born.
   

        Casio suddenly opened his eyes, allowing a film of fresh blood to coat his vision.
   

        He looked toward the upper right corner of his Field of View, where the Cultivation Stat Bar was located.
   

        'South Dou Red Vulture Fist: Deathfang Power Third Stage (31/66)'
   

        'Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist: Echo Strength Third Stage (31/66)'
   

        The words Deathfang Power and Echo Strength suddenly lit up, flickering slightly like the breath of a person, sometimes bright, sometimes dim. The word Deathfang Power was tinged with Scarlet, while the word Echo Strength was deep purple.
   

        As time went on, a faint purple hue suddenly coated the surface of Deathfang Power, and Echo Strength likewise appeared as if it had been smeared with blood. Behind them both, a new icon suddenly popped up, gradually becoming clear from its blur. The icon seemed to be intertwined with threads winding around the two forces.
   

        'Sonic Fang: Explosion! Concussion! Spiral! Decomposition!'
   

        'Elasticity, Transmittability, Reproduction.'
   

        'Two special forces almost as incompatible as fire and water, under extreme conditions that seem impossible, extract their essences, draw on their power. Finally, they become an Extreme Power atop the pinnacle of power, possessing terrifying destructive force.'
   

        It has appeared! An Extreme Power with four characteristics!
   

        And the Southern Dipper's secret forces created through the experimentation and improvements of the ancient sages over generations only possessed two characteristics. Casio clearly understood that if not for the bolstering of the Life Rune on the back of his hand, he would never have achieved this step. But, luck is a part of one's Strength, and the external forces you control can also be counted as your own power.
   

        Casio fixed his gaze on Elasticity, Transmittability, and Reproduction. These are not the attributes of destructive power, but other fundamental qualities. Most notably, they were present in the elderly Tyrant Fist spellcaster he had encountered, who executed the South Dou Red Vulture Fist. His sixth-stage complete Deathfang Power would grow and reproduce like tiny insects.
   

        Moreover, it could extend outside like a kind of special energy, using air or ground as a medium. It could even be said that this level of power was no longer just Force, but possessed the characteristics of Qi.
   

        Could it be that the ultimate development direction of Southern Dipper Boxing Methods is to replace all the Qi in the body with Force? Or instead, the Qi and Force could fuse with each other, where Qi has the characteristics of Force. If the Force is indestructible, then the Qi is indestructible. If the Qi is indestructible, then life is everlasting! Always maintaining Peak Combat Power.
   

        After a period of deep thought, Casio shifted his gaze back inside his body.
   

        The virtual meridian frameworks of the two Southern Dipper Boxing Methods had produced about a quarter of overlap, and these overlapping areas were like a large reaction furnace. The other virtual meridians, which were not overlapping, acted like Conveyor Belts, continuously injecting the two types of power into the reaction furnace, tempering the Sonic Fang Power. So, the effect of the miniature Life Rune was not to melt away the two Southern Dipper Boxing Methods, but to use them as basics to produce a formidable derivative. That is the Sonic Fang Power with four characteristics.
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        "Let's test the power..."
   

        He slowly rose from the ground at the monastery, his figure flickered and vanished into the mountain forest. Two minutes later, Casio aimed at a small hill twenty meters high in front of him and slowly raised his arm. The two forces within him burst forth in an instant, merged into one, and fearsome extreme power surged out.
   

        Rustle rustle rustle...
   

        At that moment, Casio's palm had become a high-pressure water gun. A stream of purplish-red air whistled as it tore through the air, consisting of densely packed cavitation bubbles, forming a shape akin to a column of water. The bubbles were purple, while inside were tooth-like fine red substances, these gravel-like crimson teeth swirling within the bubbles like a tornado.
   

        To put it simply, it was a toothed tornado sealed within purple bubbles. This was the most basic unit, piled up massively and heavily. Together, they formed the highly visible purplish-red waterfall in the night.
   

        Casio looked on quietly, then came the anticipated explosion.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        Bang bang bang... Boom boom boom... Rumble rumble rumble...
   

        An explosion was expected, but the magnitude of the commotion was unanticipated. He felt the entire mountain forest shake as several large trees rustled loudly.
   

        The small twenty-meter high hill was the first to be destroyed into rubble, while the hundreds of meters high mountain peak behind it was hit by the unrelenting purplish-red waterfall. Instantly, massive boulders tumbled down.
   

        The boulder, the size of half a house, first exploded when the layers of bubbles shattered it, causing the rocks to vibrate and break apart. Then the spiraling tornado enveloped all the debris, spinning rapidly, releasing terrifying decomposition forces. When the rocks hit the ground, all that was left was dust finer than flour, much like the fog that drifts in the mountain valleys every morning.
   

        Almost simultaneously, the characteristics of four different forces acted upon the boulder. In a fraction of a second, it was reduced to a pile of powder.
   

        Undoubtedly, this was a power not even giant dark creatures with immortality would dare to come into contact with. It was more brutal and more domineering than normal Southern Dipper power, and its strength was outrageously great. Casio had only intended to use the Sonic Fang force to destroy the small hill. However, he did not expect that the mountain peak hundreds of meters behind it would also be halfway flattened, with giant rocks peeling off like scales.
   

        There was White Rain falling from the sky, floating gently and covering a large area.
   

        Casio suddenly pressed one hand onto the ground, the purplish-red force spread in all directions like corrosive poison. He seemed to be emulating the old man from the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist in the World of Calamities, continuously expanding the range of the Sonic Fang force with himself as the center. In the end, it reached a circle with a diameter of a hundred meters. Casio slowly stood up, his arm sweeping upward like a conductor. Immediately, the earth shuddered and a thunderous noise enveloped the entire mountain forest.
   

        Boom!!!!!!
   

        Mud erupted skywards as the ground rolled like waves. One after another, giant trees were blasted into the sky and decomposed as they fell.
   

        Mud, stones, grasses, flowers, trees...
   

        Everything within a hundred meters was hurled into the sky and when it fell back to the ground, it had all been decomposed into powder, layer by layer covering its original location. If one looked down from high above, a black circle appeared at the very center of the lush green forest, a hundred meters in diameter.
   

        In the center of the circle, the small silhouette of Casio stood quietly.
   

        Casio, entranced, looked at the open space before him and lifted his gaze to the stars shining in the night sky. A monstrous strength, with every movement, his destructive force had far surpassed what it was before. Enhanced by the Sonic Fang force, every move Casio made seemed to unleash the ultimate secret skill of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, the Beak of the Blood Vultures! It was a complete and utter release of violence!
   

        Of course, this analogy is a bit exaggerated. However, one thing is certain, Casio's "Sonic Fang Force A" greatly surpasses the ultimate moves of both Southern Dipper boxing methods. It's truly a case where a "normal A" is a major move!
   

        He was now able to clearly discern the level he had reached: the combat strength of an Ultimate Fighter! That's right, Casio at this moment had surpassed Blood Fist Feng Liusi and Ghost Knife Garoro, stepping into that realm which is but a step away from Saint Fist! Although it was just his destructive power that had caught up, and not other aspects, it was already quite an accomplishment.
   

        In the continent where the Hong Li Empire was located, Saint Fists remained completely hidden, and the dark ultimate beings slumbered in the World of Calamities. The truly active peak combat power, the very pinnacle of fighters, belonged to the Ultimate Fighter Level! These individuals were few and far between, no more than a handful at most.
   

        Casio's recent breakthrough counted him as one. The mysterious Black Mechanism Chief of the Dark Hunt Organization might be another. Is there still such an old monster in the Secret Martial Arts World nowadays? What about the Black Rain Villa at its peak period? The Door Organization definitely has one; otherwise, they couldn't have destroyed the Dark Hunt Organization that had the Black Mechanism Chief. It can't be ruled out that Xiadu might personally take action.
   

        But that probability is small, as the opponent seems to always be in slumber.
   

        At this moment, Casio truly possessed the capital to oppose the Door Organization. Similarly, he had much more confidence in the potential exchange and cooperation with the Black Mechanism Chief, the leader of the Dark Hunt Organization. It's a world where the strong prey on the weak, where all pretense of equality is derived from strength. Today, Casio stood at the top of the food chain, fearing nothing.
   

        A surge of exhilaration welled up in his heart, and he let out a long howl as he ran wildly down from the mountain forest. In no time, he had returned to the monastery.
   

        In the darkness, Casio raised his right hand, which was rapidly healing from the cracks caused by using Sonic Fang Force. Clearly, while Sonic Fang Force brought immense lethality, it was not without side effects. Even with Casio's formidable physique, he would still sustain injuries when exercising that force.
   

        The first is the limb using the force, and the second is the flesh and internal organs affected by the overlapping virtual meridians. The first is naturally easy to understand, while the second is a kind of hidden injury that accumulates tiny scars until they erupt. If it were an ordinary person, it'd probably be very tricky. They might be too scared to use it or would use such a terrible power that could harm the enemy while injuring oneself cautiously.
   

        But Casio possessed the freakish Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, where the life vibration energy released was the best healing medicine in the world. As long as he had enough life vibration energy to expend, he could keep using it.
   

        The above are clearly not so much defects of Sonic Fang Force as they are quirks, and the next aspect was an advantage that Casio had figured out. Just as the completion of the sixth phase of Deathfang Power could astonishingly accelerate the breakthrough of Red Vulture Fist acupoints, the now-integrated Sonic Fang Force also had certain characteristics and effects, which could speed up the breakthrough of acupoints in both Southern Dipper boxing methods.
   

        The resonance acceleration effect brought by practicing both Southern Dipper boxing methods + the perfect sparring training provided by the multitude of wraith nests in the Howlers' Valley + the acceleration assistance of Sonic Fang Force.
   

        Casio had taken advantage of timing, location, and harmony of people. During this period of retrospection, he was progressing rapidly in both Southern Dipper boxing methods, and it was set in stone that he would achieve something substantial. He just wanted to speed up the process, make it even faster.
   

        Under the moonlight, Casio gazed towards the distant Florence from the darkness.
   

        After meeting with the Black Mechanism Chief tomorrow, he'd probably take up the post of Chief Inspector of the Clinic. Many plans that had been well thought out could then begin...
   

        In the deep of night, some two hundred kilometers away from Florence, within towering mountains.
   

        A group clad in long black robes was crossing the mountain range in silence. The one leading the group, whose cloak draped down several white strands of hair, was clearly an elder. He wasn't walking but seemed to be lifted by gusts of wind, quietly floating in mid-air, drifting along the way.
   

        "Teacher, if we hurry, we should be able to reach Florence by tomorrow morning," a tall figure in a black robe pulled out a map, pointing to a route, and analyzed.
   

        "Hmm... let's move ahead. The Beast Sect will probably be a bit behind us. They will likely arrive in the afternoon," the elder said slowly as he lowered his cloak, revealing a face full of primitive totem patterns.
   

        The Totem Temple of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, one of the three Great Wizards, Hurricane.
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        The Hurricane Wizard had actually received his reward during that visit to the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, when he met the incarnation of the Totem King. He not only obtained totemic power that could definitely be described as formidable, but his body also became younger.
   

        However, the Hurricane had grown accustomed to his aged face, which he felt lent him greater authority. So, he maintained his original appearance, even though his body had already shed decay and was imbued with unimaginable youthful vitality.
   

        The Hurricane floated in mid-air, gradually reaching the canopy of the tree ocean. Bathed in the cool moonlight, he gazed distantly at the rolling mountains and the earth shrouded in darkness.
   

        He was on a mission commanded by the Totem King, his heart filled with fervor. But the Hurricane was also aware that the person whom the Totem King wanted him and the beasts to exert all their efforts to kill was definitely not going to be so simple! In fact, that person must be very dangerous. Dangerous enough to require the cooperation of two Great Wizards, dangerous enough for the Totem King to personally ensure their bodily rejuvenation, dangerous enough to grant him and the beasts each a piece of exceptionally strong totemic power. The more the Totem King valued the mission, and the more extensive the preparations, the clearer it was that their target would not be easy to handle.
   

        Therefore, even though the Hurricane was resolute in his mindset that Casio must die without doubt, deep down he placed great importance on his opponent. However, one thing that the Hurricane did not understand from beginning to end was where did this top-notch powerhouse who suddenly appeared in Florence come from? According to the description, he was neither the Holy Light Hunter Dilixiati nor the mysterious Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism.
   

        All of this, he feared, would only become clear after arriving in Florence...
   

        "In total, including the beasts and myself, four Great Wizards are actioning together, with ten other elite wizards in support. This already constitutes half of the Totem Temple's ultimate combat forces. No matter who that person is, the mere fact that we are mobilizing to such an unprecedented extent means he can already be proud..."
   

        The Hurricane muttered to himself, his toes touching the emerald tree crown.
   

        At the same time, in Fal County, Rika City.
   

        It was very close to the Imperial Capital of Florence, less than a hundred kilometers in a straight line. Naturally, its prosperity could not be compared to Florence, but it was far from desolate. It was already evening, yet there were still shops open for business.
   

        Especially on the east side of Rika City, where five streets were brightly lit by candles. Constantly, crowds gathered and dispersed, with many horse carriages parked at both ends of the streets. This was a night market, selling a variety of food and goods.
   

        On one of the streets, at a rather secluded old tavern, a shadow flickered at the door. Two minutes later, the tavern closed its doors.
   

        In the dim space, two vague shadows were conversing.
   

        "It's been completely confirmed now, the dark creature experiment field in the sixth district of Florence was totally destroyed by an unknown enemy. Candle Soul and Yangyan are missing and presumed dead or possibly captured and tortured for information..."
   

        "Is there any chance that the Dark Hunt Organization is behind this!?"
   

        "We cannot rule out this possibility..." the voice paused for a moment: "According to my investigation, on the day that the dark creature experiment field was destroyed, the Holy Light Hunter Dilixiati appeared in the sixth district of Florence. And he was injured on his way back to the Dark Hunt Headquarters and had been treated by a physician..."
   

        "Has the Dark Hunt Organization discovered our layout?"
   

        "It's hard to say, they might have discovered it, or maybe not. I have re-established contact with those old guys from the Royal Family and the Council. They said that Councilman Louis and Duke Belly were also missing that day, including a top-ranking Shadow Hunter that the Hong Li Council had been cultivating since childhood."
   

        "So, on that day, there weren't just Candle Soul and Yangyan in the dark creature experiment field, but also observers sent by the Royal Family and the Council. I have a question: the high-ranking Shadow Hunter trained by the Hong Li Council was clearly brought by Councilman Louis, but what about Duke Belly? Didn't he bring any guards to protect his own safety?"
   

        "This is exactly what I've been investigating during this period," another voice responded: "There are not many in the Imperial Royal Family who can reach the level of a Shadow Hunter, and among those close to Duke Belly, there is only Constantine's second disciple, the Master of the Rapier, Sas of the Silver Rue. I have investigated Sas's whereabouts on that day, and he was unaccounted for a significant portion of the day. Based solely on intelligence analysis, this man is suspicious..."
   

        "So what should we do next?"
   

        "Investigate Sas, find out exactly what happened that day. If necessary, we can resort to torture. Besides, we need to quickly gather reinforcements from the surrounding areas, let those idle fellows come as much as they can. Whoever was capable of bringing down the dark creature experiment field and defeating the combined efforts of Candle Soul and Yangyan is definitely not an easy target..."
   

        "What about Yangyan and Candle Soul then? Them..."
   

        "Of course we also need to search for them, but considering the current situation, we shouldn't hold too much hope. Most importantly, we need to retrieve the stone tablet. This is our top priority, understand?" the voice paused slightly: "Thankfully, the dark creature experiment field updates its data to the Organization once a month, and all experimental logs have to be submitted. Otherwise, our losses this time would have truly been catastrophic..."
   

        In Florence, to the southeast, in the Anta Mountains, Anta City.
   

        In front of a bronze pillar from which one could summon a horse carriage with a bell.
   

        Three figures were discussing.
   

        "What!? You actually have a way to break free from Black Rain Villa!!! Don't deceive me, Ghost Man! Don't play me for a fool with such news, or even with my good temper, I'll be very angry!" a middle-aged man clad in hunting attire exclaimed loudly. He was sturdy and burly, his hands covered by brown leather gloves, with a mechanical steam crossbow strapped to his broad back. This metallic crossbow was particularly large, almost taking up half his width. It made one wonder just how thick the arrows that it shot would be and how much weight those edged arrowheads carried.
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        This glance made it clear that it was meant for hunting large monsters.
   

        "Blood Crossbow, you can disbelieve the words of Ghost Man, but you can trust what I say. You know, I have never deceived anyone..."
   

        the Iron Knight, still clad in heavy armor, muttered.
   

        Surprisingly, his words managed to calm Blood Crossbow somewhat. Though still hesitant, his emotions had stabilized significantly.
   

        The main reason was the Iron Knight's sterling reputation; he always kept his word and was one of those Eerie Night Guests who spoke with great principle. Such people are quite interesting—they might often cross the line in other areas, appearing like scoundrels. But in certain aspects, they are especially trustworthy, willing to pay a heavy price to keep their promises.
   

        This seems to be a baseline for some top Knight Rank Markers or perhaps an anchor point. It prevents them from being overly affected by the side effects of disasters, thereby breaking through the lower limits of humanity and plunging into darkness.
   

        They always need something persistent to feel human.
   

        The Iron Knight's persistence was undoubtedly in keeping promises.
   

        So, when he spoke like this, and Blood Crossbow sensed that the Iron Knight didn't have the chaotic aura of complete degeneration, he was somewhat convinced.
   

        Soon, the three of them started interacting under the default existence of False Death Elixir. Blood Crossbow quickly accepted some plans.
   

        Ghost Man also made certain promises, such as bringing some False Death Elixir over at a certain stage to test its effects on low-level Markers, hoping to appease Blood Crossbow. Seeing Ghost Man and Iron Knight agree so promptly gave Blood Crossbow a newfound confidence.
   

        He changed his mind quickly.
   

        "Tell me, how do we, three of us, crush the Ripple Master and terrorize the Black Dragon?"
   

        Blood Crossbow's gaze focused on Ghost Man.
   

        However, Ghost Man shook his head, "It's not just the three of us, but many top Knight Rank experts. As of now, including the three of us, five people have agreed to cooperate. So, you're not fighting alone. What we're building is an organization..."
   

        ******************************
   

        The next day, at the headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization, a single house.
   

        Casio emerged from the washroom, golden sunlight streaming through the window and casting a splendid and robust contour on his bare chest.
   

        Drops of water slid off his broad shoulders, absorbed by the crevices of his muscles.
   

        He simply couldn't streak water like those with slender builds.
   

        Last night, he had familiarized himself with a powerful technique for a long time and tirelessly circulated Sonic Fang energy, frequently having to repair the damage inflicted on his body by this extreme power. Casio had only slept about five hours, but it was already completely sufficient. He woke up around seven thirty this morning.
   

        A breeze from outside the window wafted in, bringing the fragrance of mud and green leaves.
   

        Casio was still putting on his trousers when suddenly, a knocking sound came from the first floor.
   

        He walked downstairs slowly and opened the door, only to find a young hunter who had come to deliver clothes. After delivering the clothes, the person left quickly.
   

        Casio returned to the bedroom and laid several items on the bed.
   

        To the left were clearly two sets of attire, exclusive to the Shadow Hunters.
   

        Designed stylishly, somewhat resembling a naval uniform. The shoulders were ruggedly elevated, like the shoulder guards of armor. The front had tassel-like decorations, edged with a few metal studs. The back even featured a kind of long tail similar to a small cape, giving off a general or warrior's vibe.
   

        This was clearly not the usual attire for the Dark Hunt, it seemed more like a ceremonial outfit for significant occasions. Indeed, it had a certain pompous flair.
   

        To the right of this outfit was its overall design style, similar to a tight combat uniform. However, when I say tight, I don't mean thin as cicada wings clinging to the skin, but rather like the practice clothes worn in the martial arts hall. The material was highly elastic, not easy to destroy, and the joints were all fortified.
   

        Casio's gaze lingered on the far right.
   

        There, startlingly, was a black mask of unknown material, adorned with intricate ancient court patterns that unexpectedly displayed a touch of luxury. This was exactly the kind of Dark Hunt Mask his retrospection had passed through.
   

        In the past, the mask had its usefulness, but now it seemed more like a legacy to be commemorated. The Hong Li Empire had existed for a thousand years, with the Dark Hunt Organization serving as a sharp slaughter knife in the hands of the Imperial Royal Family during the earliest centuries, secretly undertaking tasks of assassination and surveillance as well. Thus, masks that could conceal one's face were used.
   

        However, it had already been phased out, no longer serving a practical purpose.
   

        Casio slowly glanced over and began to dress himself. He understood that today, in the Hunters Association Hall, a ceremony prepared for him awaited, akin to a military general receiving a medal, needing an ample audience.
   

        The Black Mechanism Chief, too, would appear at the ceremony and might likely seek out Casio for a private chat after the event.
   

        After a little adjustment, he stood in front of a full-length mirror.
   

        His tall figure suited the attire, resembling a general's uniform, especially the broad shoulders, accentuating the sturdiness of the epaulettes.
   

        Casio glanced at the Dark Hunt mask he held, then hung it on a specially prepared hook on his left chest, tightly against his muscles.
   

        There wasn't a hook on the right side, but the Dark Hunt badge could be directly pinned there. Under sunlight, it shimmered with a metallic gloss, displaying a "2".
   

        Thirty seconds later, Casio, now the second-ranked Shadow Hunter, left the residential building.
   

        He headed towards the Hunters Association Hall, frequently encountering hunters on the street who stopped to watch. Everyone displayed emotions and reactions of shock, speechless as if turned to wood. Only when Casio's silhouette had completely left the street did they burst into noisy discussions.
   

        "Second-ranked Dark Hunter!? Did I just see incorrectly?"
   

        "Could it be, of the five Dark Hunters only two are left now? Is there some great enemy suddenly threatening our Hunters Association? My goodness..."
   

        "What on earth happened in yesterday's Shadow Hunter contest? Bai Kui won, and I'm not surprised at all, seeing as he indeed was a dark horse. But how did he become the second-ranked Dark Hunter..."
   

        Amidst the bustling discussion, Casio had already arrived at the Hunters Association Hall.
   

        He pushed the door open and walked in, suddenly feeling multiple gazes focusing on him, especially on the Dark Hunt emblem on the right side of his chest.
   

        However, compared to those hunters outside, the ones present carried significant weight. Many had already been informed and were initially shocked.
   

        Thus, Casio wearing the second-ranked Dark Hunt badge did not cause a stir. Rather, pair after pair of eyes burned with intense curiosity.
   

        His gaze swept across the hall and saw on the left side an area filled with elderly hunters flushed with red, including Claire. Thorn Solomon and Lion Soss were missing, likely absent. There were also some familiar and unfamiliar figures, from within the Dark Hunt Organization and from the Royal Parliament. At the front were four Shadow Hunters lined up, looking at Casio with an indescribable expression.
   

        He didn't know how many among them harbored hostility toward him, but it didn't matter. Casio believed in the power of his fists; as long as his fists were strong enough, enemies, no matter how reluctantly, had to kneel down, suppressing any grievances in their hearts.
   

        With his head held high, he strode down the central aisle towards the stage.
   

        There were already two people waiting there. On the left was someone Casio was very familiar with, Dili Xiaoti, who was dressed in a black suit—Holy Light Hunter. On the right was a man with a strong presence, his short red hair blazing like flames, even his eyebrows red. His hands dangled slightly with a golden ring on his right thumb. The surface of the ring seemed to flow like liquid metal, resembling a golden snake winding around.
   

        The red-haired man felt Casio's gaze and turned his head to look over.
   

        In that moment, their eyes met quietly in the air.
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        Their gazes met, and for a moment, both Casio and the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism let their eyes rest on each other for a second. For some reason, the same thought instinctively rose in both their hearts: This person is no ordinary man.
   

        With a single look, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism let a faint smile appear on his face.
   

        Next to them, Holy Light Hunter Delisha's gaze lingered between the two for a while before he took a step forward, inviting Casio over.
   

        What followed was a segment similar to an award ceremony. A soft red carpet was spread across the platform, subtly sewn together with gold threads. On both sides of the carpet, four Shadow Hunters stood apart, creating a space in between.
   

        In this space, Holy Light Hunter Delisha held in his hand a long, exquisitely crafted wooden tray. Pulling aside the smooth satin on top, beneath it lay a slender ceremonial sword about the length of a half-man. The blade was narrow, smooth, and sharp, and the edge was adorned with intricate, dense patterns. It looked nothing like a weapon for combat, but more like a ceremonial prop.
   

        The gemstones inlaid at the location of the sword hilt confirmed this. The sword was in fact the ceremonial blade of the first king of the Hong Li Empire, which, from a certain era onwards, had been used as the item for the Dark Hunt Organization's Shadow Hunter rank awarding ceremonies. It was specially preserved and had not decayed for a thousand years. Of course, one shouldn't think of using this blade for battle; at most, it was for show.
   

        Delisha handed the tray to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, who took up the ceremonial sword and slowly rested it on Casio's shoulders. Then he recited, in an expressive Imperial Language, a lengthy official monologue. For each statement he made, Casio responded with a yes.
   

        About a minute later, the longsword was sheathed, and the awarding ceremony was over.
   

        Under the watchful eyes of many hunters in the Hall of the Hunters Association, Casio officially became the second-ranked Shadow Hunter. He remained expressionless as was his custom and didn't feel there was much to be excited about. Down below, however, a bunch of veteran hunters seemed quite thrilled, chatting and boasting to acquaintances, occasionally pointing at Casio who looked very prestigious.
   

        Casio chose to ignore it.
   

        About half an hour later, the awarding ceremony was basically over. True to expectations, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism and Delisha decided they wanted to have a chat with Casio.
   

        They came to the headquarters building of the Dark Hunt Organization, to the office exclusively belonging to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. The space was spacious, with outstanding soundproofing.
   

        Soon, the three of them began to talk, in a manner akin to casual conversation.
   

        Prior to his arrival, Casio had prepared a cover story about himself – he claimed to be someone from the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, the sole inheritor of a mysterious ancient boxing method school. He had been in secluded training until his school made an enemy of a mysterious organization. Though the members of his school were all highly skilled, they were too few in number.
   

        Outnumbered, they were eventually destroyed, with Casio being the sole survivor.
   

        That mysterious organization naturally carried many characteristics of the Door Organization.
   

        This was the main point Casio wanted to convey to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism.
   

        To be honest, this story was a bit melodramatic and cliché. However, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism believed at least half of it, as the Door Organization had indeed engaged in such activities.
   

        The Dark Hunt Organization's understanding of the Secret Martial Arts World of the Empire was not profound, but it was not completely ignorant either. As for the Door Organization, the Dark Hunt Organization's or, more accurately, all official supernatural forces' number one enemy, they had naturally had their encounters and clashes.
   

        Although in recent decades, the Door Organization had not been very active, the Dark Hunt Organization had always kept an eye on them. This included information about the Secret Martial Arts World. The Door Organization had expended at least a third to half of its efforts on the Secret Martial Arts World of the Empire, sometimes recruiting members from it and sometimes arbitrarily destroying a Secret Martial Arts school. Sometimes they would even suffer a backlash from the Secret Martial Arts World, resulting in heavy losses to their members and a period of silence afterward.
   

        So, the story Casio concocted wasn't too far-fetched.
   

        He announced himself as someone from the Secret Martial Arts World and that his secret school had been destroyed by the Door Organization – all to find a common enemy with the Dark Hunt Organization. This was to dispel any awkwardness and mitigate some doubts.
   

        Fortunately, neither Delisha nor the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism raised any direct challenges. And silence, in effect, meant that regardless of truth, they had initially accepted it. Their acceptance was influenced by various considerations; what Casio had thrown out was just part of it, the most important being that he was strong enough! And strong individuals, as long as they are united in their opposition, can always find organizations willing to accept them! Casio's battle power, matching that of the top-ranked Shadow Hunter Case, even posed a threat to Delisha.
   

        Furthermore, his ascent to becoming a Shadow Hunter was legitimate, having followed all rules without any violations. On this point, Holy Light Hunter Delisha, who had been in charge of the contest for the Shadow Hunter seats, could not refute it.
   

        So no matter what the three people in the room were thinking, their conversation remained amicable. In the latter half of the conversation, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism talked about the veteran hunters and also about the Black Bait Wood contributed by Casio.
   

        This material was very useful for the Dark Hunt Organization, but its place of origin was difficult to find, and the conditions for its growth and formation were probably extremely harsh. The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism attempted to inquire from Casio about the discovery site of the Black Bait Wood, to which Casio brushed aside with the excuse that he had found it by chance. And after finishing his evasive response, he inquired about the situation of the Clinic from the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. Clearly, this was a suggestion, and both parties to the conversation understood as much.
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        So the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism went straight to the point, no longer beating around the bush, "Bai Kui, we need Black Bait Wood, which is a type of bait material that is very precious to dark creatures. If used under specific circumstances, it can have a significant effect. Here's the deal, if you can provide us with ten pieces of Black Bait Wood every year, you'll be the Chief of the Clinic of the Hunters Association..."
   

        It was an open and explicit barter of internal authority within the Hunters Association.
   

        Sitting on the sofa, half of Casio's body was bathed in sunlight. He was dressed in a military-like uniform, looking firm and upright. After a brief silence, Casio turned his head to look at the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, "Deal."
   

        The ten pieces of Black Bait Wood mentioned by the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism were naturally not the arm-length pieces that could be used as torches which Casio initially got from the Ghost Man. But the leftover ones he had to submit, about a thumb's thickness and palm's length. If it was of this size, there naturally wouldn't be any problem.
   

        In fact, for normal use, Black Bait Wood only needs to be as long and thick as a little finger segment. A palm-length piece of Black Bait Wood can be divided into more than a dozen uses. The piece Casio had that was suitable as a torch could last for a hundred times.
   

        In the office of the Black Mechanism's Chief Inspector, after the deal had been struck.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism conscientiously took the initiative to remind Casio.
   

        "You're now the Chief of the Clinic. In the past, the Clinic was one of the essential parts of the Hunters Association and had many elite hunters under its control. But as you know, the original Chief of the Clinic, the number four Shadow Hunter known as Soul Sickle, was seriously injured while leading elites to clear a batch of beastified Wild Beast Hunters. As a result, the headquarters of the Clinic in Florence suffered heavy losses in that operation, many of its key members were either killed or injured. The survivors account for less than twenty percent. Many of these are also heavily involved in managing the Wild Beast Nest in Florence, which is used to imprison extremely dangerous criminals. The remaining personnel is quite scarce, and I'm afraid you'll need to recruit anew from various branches..."
   

        "Wild Beast Nest?" Casio raised his eyebrows slightly.
   

        "A sturdy prison cage, meant for hunters who are on the verge of losing control. Some are voluntarily imprisoned, while others are forcefully detained after being discovered. If a hunter has not completely gone wild or beastified, we aren't in a position to kill our own companions prematurely. So that place acts as a buffer zone, or rather... a sanatorium..."
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism crossed his arms and spoke with a solemn expression.
   

        "One thing you need to be reminded of, these prisoners are dangerous, extremely dangerous. Some hunters experience an explosive increase in strength after a severe mutation. Among them, there are some who can threaten Shadow Hunters. Think of Soul Sickle, she was severely injured in an ambush while leading a team to take down a hunter who had already beastified..."
   

        Casio listened quietly, showing no intention to interrupt. The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism gave him some more reminders, then immediately called his assistant over.
   

        "Thomas, go get the Chief of the Clinic's badge for me."
   

        Two minutes later, Assistant Thomas walked in.
   

        Three minutes went by, and Thomas left the building with Casio, heading to the Clinic. It was not located together with the headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        Soon, the two arrived at a place resembling a mental health institution. The surrounding wall was high, entirely white but marked with black stripes as if scorched by fire. Trees were planted within the enclosure, their tree crowns blocking the view inside. Several guards were stationed at the entrance.
   

        Thomas presented the appointment letter from the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, along with the badge on Casio's chest representing the number two Dark Hunter, and they entered the Clinic without obstruction.
   

        However, surprisingly, no one came to greet them. Although Thomas had clearly informed Casio in advance and notified the Clinic that a new Chief would be appointed within these few days, the situation caused Casio to frown slightly and proceed in silence at the forefront.
   

        The gray-white cement path stretched forward, flanked by buildings in cold tones. They had a feeling of a mix between concrete and steel, with verdant plants being the only decoration. Overall, the Clinic felt oppressive, even faintly exuding an air of decay and decadence.
   

        Continuing forward, he and Thomas entered the office building of the Clinic.
   

        At the entrance, two hunters acting as guards looked conflicted. It seemed they wanted to enter the building to alert their colleagues but lacked the courage to do so.
   

        There was no choice but to let the increasingly oppressive Casio walk in.
   

        The clinic, the office hall, once the busiest and most serious of places.
   

        At this moment, however, it had turned into a noisy bar, a decadent casino. Around a dozen former elite hunters of the clinic were playing dice, surrounded by wine bottles, with a foul odor permeating the air.
   

        These hunters were disheveled and reeked of alcohol. Some had bird-nest hair, others dark circles and bloodshot eyes. They appeared to have been decadent for quite some time. Among these dozen hunters, one bald and brawny man was shirtless on his top half, with a terrifying scar on his shoulder, completely drunk. According to how the others addressed him, this man named Mani seemed to be the vice-director of the clinic. In fact, he was the vice-director of the clinic, but only stepped into the role temporarily six months ago. Because in that operation, Soul Sickle was gravely injured, and both of the vice-directors died.
   

        Mani was originally the captain of an elite squad, but now that all the higher-ups had died, he temporarily took on the vice-director's responsibilities. Temporary though it was, it lasted for months. During these months, the remaining part of the clinic's hunters naturally fell into decay. They had experienced that terrible battle and were left with nightmare-like psychological trauma. Those with weak wills quickly turned to alcohol and debauchery to numb themselves, their spirits rapidly wilting.
   

        And those with strong wills were now mostly acting as jail keepers in the Wild Beast's Den, silently waiting for the day the clinic would regroup and recover.
   

        Outside the office hall, a succession of dull footsteps approached rapidly.
   

        Suddenly, a tall and strong silhouette blocked the doorway. Standing there, he loomed like an iron tower, scrutinizing everyone.
   

        His gaze moved slowly from the wine bottles and dice.
   

        Meanwhile, the dozen hunters still hadn't noticed and continued their dice game. A blond youth lost and, amidst the hooting from the others, picked up a wine bottle next to him. He was about to gulp it down in one go to show off his impressive capacity.
   

        However, as he raised the wine bottle to mid-air, it was grabbed by another large hand, firm as a vice, securely fixed. The blond youth tugged two or three times to no avail. He burst out angrily, "Which asshole is ruining my mood! If I can't finish this, it's all your fault..."
   

        The youth was about to curse as he turned his head, but suddenly felt another large hand grab his head like squeezing a leather ball. Five fingers, like a drill, fixed it firmly in place. His neck tilted back uncontrollably, and he abruptly saw a hard face looking down on him from above.
   

        The expressionless face slowly said, "You will finish it."
   

        Next, the hand gripping the youth's head squeezed slightly, forcing his mouth wide open. The other hand that was holding the wine bottle gave a gentle squeeze, and with the wine mixed in shattered glass, it fell into the youth's mouth like sharp crystals.
   

        Gulu Gulu, it cut through the flesh, slicing down the esophagus.
   

        "Heh heh heh..."
   

        The youth struggled desperately, his face twisted in pain, his eyes showing agony. Clearly, his esophagus was bleeding, even accumulating large wounds.
   

        "Hey, kid, what the fuck are you doing!!!"
   

        On the other side, the bald strongman, Mani, stood up. His bear-like stature was very oppressive. Seeing his own man treated this way, the ferocious scar on Mani's shoulder trembled as he charged over, "Looking for death!"
   

        Bang!!!
   

        A bloodthirsty crimson light flashed across Casio's eyes, and his right hand, like a black python, swept diagonally forward.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Deputy Dean Mani!"
   

        The drunken hunters abruptly stood up. The numbness of their nerves, long dulled by alcohol, only now began to sense that there was something malevolent about the newcomer.
   

        Boom...
   

        Casio's cape, inlaid with golden threads, suddenly flared up. An invisible aura spread out like a shockwave, causing the air in the Office Hall to churn tumultuously in an instant. His domineering and aggressive aura aggressively squeezed the air, making it increasingly difficult for those around him to breathe. A few hunters who rushed toward him moved with difficulty, their legs as soft as if they had been on a drug high all day. Some faces turned pale, others flushed.
   

        At this moment, even though their brains were numbed by alcohol, their body's cells instinctively felt an emotion known as fear. The last time they tasted this emotion was when they, under the lead of Soul Sickle, the Clinic Dean, hunted down a monster that had severely devolved into a Wild Beast. No, the fear they now felt was even stronger than before!
   

        Thus, these hunters did not dare to move, nor were they able to. Their joints instinctively tensed up as if they were in the presence of an apex predator.
   

        Casio's azure eyes quietly swept over them. That deep and tranquil blue seemed like a deep pool capable of absorbing anyone's gaze into a Vortex. All the hunters present lowered their heads, not daring to meet his gaze.
   

        "This... this..."
   

        From behind his left, Thomas was startled by Casio's sudden outburst.
   

        He glanced at the Youth writhing in pain at Casio's feet, then at the human chandelier still swaying on the ceiling. He blinked: After all, these were to be Bai Kui's subordinates in the future; was this really okay? Even to assert his dominance, there was no need to be so recklessly brutal, right…
   

        As Thomas was thinking this, he heard a voice from the front.
   

        "Looking at you now, I can only describe you as trash. Starting today, I will replace Soul Sickle as the new Dean of the Clinic. Under my command, I do not need trash that can't produce any value or function. So, in a moment, you can all get out..."
   

        Casio said dispassionately, word by word.
   

        "Huh?" Thomas was taken aback. He saw that several Drunkard Hunters, perhaps emboldened by their intoxication or just having drunk too much, struggled to move forward, not learning their lesson at all.
   

        "Hey, you..."
   

        Bang bang bang bang!
   

        An invisible but surging Force suddenly pressed down from Mid-air like an Iron Hand pressing on everyone's shoulders. These hunters were unable to withstand that Force and promptly fell to their knees with a thud.
   

        Their knees collided with the dark floor, creating visible cracks and a crisp shattering sound. It was unclear if only the floor shattered or the knees as well. Or perhaps, both the floor and the knees shattered at the same time.
   

        A dozen hunters knelt on the ground, hunched over. The veins on their necks stood out, their Faces red with exertion, their mouths tightly clenched.
   

        It seemed as if they were resisting the air heavy as a thousand-pound weight.
   

        "First, the Clinic doesn't need you worthless parasites. Second…" Casio's gaze swept across the room: "Don't try to test my patience. I gave you the chance to walk out on your own, but you chose to crawl out instead?" Immediately, another series of floor-shattering sounds followed.
   

        Sure enough, these kneeling hunters could no longer bear the weight, flopping onto the ground stiff as Corpses, just as Casio had described.
   

        Casio had initially only released his Aura, but now he had unleashed a bit of his Qi as well. Sometimes, dealing with the riffraff did not require the vigorous use of fists and feet. The deterrence of an Aura and Qi saved both time and effort.
   

        Soon, these hunters scrambled out of the Office Hall, taking both Mani and the Youth who had swallowed Glass shards along with them.
   

        By Casio's side, Thomas had witnessed the entire process. He recalled the words of the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism before he left: "Bai Kui is the new Dean of the Clinic; let him do whatever he wants with it..."
   

        So, Thomas kept his mouth shut, and he couldn't have spoken up even if he wanted to. He had come to understand that this new Dean of the Clinic was a man with a domineering style. No one could impose their will on him, not even a slight suggestion; only he could impose his will on others.
   

        Once he understood this, Thomas clearly recognized his own attitude. He efficiently began to do the things an Assistant should do, finding another Substitute Deputy Dean at the lair of the Wild Beast.
   

        At the same time, this Substitute Deputy Dean was also the Warden of the Wild Beast's prison.
   

        Tap tap tap tap...
   

        A succession of Footsteps approached from outside the Office Hall.
   

        The tall Silhouette in the corner of the Hall slowly turned around. Casio held an empty Wine Bottle in his hand, his thumb plugging the opening. He slightly moved his finger, and instantly, large plumes of deep purple bubbles emerged, like the bubble-blowing toys of children. But these deadly purple bubbles could explode with a Force similar to a Bomb, and the ultra-violent, inner Scarlet teeth, forming a Spiraling Tornado, were fearsome grinders that could shred Steel and Metal alike.
   

        As Casio grew more accustomed to the Sonic Fang, he became increasingly adept with using Extreme Power. He could even momentarily encase the Power in a glass bottle like flowing water without damaging the bottle. Similarly, Casio could cover an object with his Power without damaging the object itself. This required not only immense control but also a change in the Characteristics of one's Power. This Extreme Power really was becoming more and more like Qi.
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        Of course, similar, not the same.
   

        "Mr. Bai Kui, Siegel has been brought here,"
   

        At the doorway, Thomas's voice drew Casio's gaze.
   

        He quietly looked over and suddenly saw the majestic silhouette behind Thomas. This was a strong man, no, a tough guy. His entire upper body was symmetrically muscular, with bulging muscles visible beneath the Hunter's uniform. At the neckline, there was a dense collection of scars covering the surface of his bronze skin.
   

        There were also scars on his face, nearly disfiguring him. But those calm eyes were as steadfast as a bear's, exuding a very stable aura.
   

        "Very good…"
   

        Casio internally expressed his admiration. Perhaps his aesthetic was somewhat unique, but this Hunter named Siegel really made a good impression on Casio.
   

        Especially those muscles, which reminded him somewhat of his own prime.
   

        "Master of the Clinic,"
   

        Siegel followed Thomas over and began by showing a respectful attitude. It seemed as though he had been eagerly anticipating the new master's arrival.
   

        Casio's eyes slowly swept over Siegel, "Not bad, much better than that waste of space Mani. If your attitude and ability continue to satisfy me, then you might soon remove 'acting' from your title of deputy director..."
   

        Upon hearing Casio's words, Siegel shook his head.
   

        "Sir, my strength is insufficient. If you have a better candidate, please use that person. My mentor once held the position of deputy director of the Clinic as well. He said that any Hunter who takes over the deputy director's duties must be fully aware of their own capabilities. That's because the two deputy directors of the Clinic are actually like the director's pair of swords, his weapons. And a weapon needs to be sufficiently robust and sharp. Otherwise, it will encounter major troubles during tough and grueling battles. I do not wish to cause you any trouble..."
   

        After hearing this, Casio's expression revealed a hint of interest.
   

        "Who is your mentor?"
   

        "Otto, the deputy director before last," Siegel said. "Currently, he's in the Wild Beast's Den. Lucky to have avoided a disaster..."
   

        "Oh? Could you introduce me?"
   

        Casio asked casually, as he was in need of some management talent.
   

        "I'm afraid that might be difficult, I can't even communicate with him now..."
   

        Siegel explained, "In fact, my mentor Otto is locked up in the Wild Beast's Den as a prisoner. His problem with Wild Beast Transformation has become very serious, so much so that it has begun to impact his cognitive judgment. The only thing he still remembers is that he is a jailer of the Wild Beast's Den, tasked with ensuring that not a single prisoner around him escapes..."
   

        "There have been several prisoner uprisings, and it was him who helped us suppress them..." Siegel displayed a bitter smile. Although Otto was his mentor, the fact that a prisoner was needed to help quell an uprising in the Wild Beast's Den was enough proof of the Clinic's weakness. That's why he had been so eager for the arrival of a new director.
   

        Casio listened in silence, feeling that both Siegel and his mentor seemed to be those who genuinely loved the Hunters Association Clinic and other such organizations.
   

        It was like someone who had worked in the same place for a long time, whose life's struggles and efforts were all spent in this one place. Naturally, they develop a sense of guardianship.
   

        "How many of you are there?" Casio asked.
   

        "Fifteen, all currently inside the Wild Beast's Den."
   

        Siegel began to answer as he started to lead the way for the two of them.
   

        After about seven or eight minutes of winding paths, Casio, with the aid of Siegel's explanations, came to understand a lot about the Clinic. First of all, Wild Beastification, like that of Siegel's master Otto, is a fairly common occurrence within the Clinic. In fact, it could be said that the likelihood of hunters within the Clinic undergoing Wild Beastification is much higher than the average probability across all branches of the Hunters Association.
   

        The reason being, the Clinic specifically targets the issue of Wild Beastification within the Dark Hunt Organization. That is, the psychological barrier of turning against one's comrades is a hurdle to clear. Furthermore, those who undergo Wild Beastification are usually hunters of no small strength, which makes them even more troublesome after their transformation.
   

        The degree of danger is much higher than the average mission's risk as assessed by the Association.
   

        The severe injuries of the Shadow Hunter Soul Sickle, number four, serve as the perfect example.
   

        Moreover, when you stare into the abyss, the abyss stares back at you. Frequent confrontations with hunters undergoing Wild Beastification inevitably lead to a risk of infection.
   

        In his conversation with Siegel, Casio heard about a fact that had also been mentioned during his chat with the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. That is, the mission that left Soul Sickle, the former head of the Clinic, severely injured was not a success! In other words, the highly Wild Beastified hunter had escaped. It was very likely to seek revenge on the Clinic, possibly attacking a branch of the Clinic.
   

        It has remained inactive for now, partly possibly to heal the severe wounds inflicted by the siege, and partly perhaps to complete the final stage of Dark Biological Transformation. But nearly half a year has passed, and the Mission Target code-named "Blood Shark" is very likely to reappear soon.
   

        And this issue is something that Casio, having assumed his new role, was going to have to deal with.
   

        Beyond these matters, Siegel also spoke about the situation in the Wild Beast's Nest. This place is the Clinic's Headquarters, which once housed many experts and naturally held the most dangerous Criminals in the sturdiest Cages. The Wild Beast's Nest is full of prisoners who are in the stage of Wild Beastification but not yet fully transformed. Among them are Shadow Hunters, of course, those who are aged. Some were captured and brought here, while others came willingly.
   

        According to Siegel, the longest-serving inmate in the Wild Beast's Nest is an old hunter who has lasted ten years on willpower alone. He voluntarily entered the Wild Beast's Nest after sensing that he was entering the stage of Wild Beastification.
   

        From ten years ago to the present, he still maintains that last bit of sanity. He sits in meditation like an Ascetic, not eating, not drinking, not speaking, not moving.
   

        Of course, there are others like Siegel's master Otto.
   

        Besides these two, there are many other uncontrollable and dangerous beings.
   

        It's no exaggeration to say that if all the prisoners from the Wild Beast's Tide were set loose all at once, the entire Hunters Association would be in chaos. At least more than half of its Forces would have to be devoted to dealing with this issue, and it would still be hard to handle perfectly.
   

        Upon hearing this, an idea suddenly struck Casio.
   

        Since the Clinic had suffered heavy losses in its last Task, nearly decimated to one-tenth of its original size and in need of a large number of reinforcements, why not turn attention to the Wild Beast's Nest and release some of the usable prisoners?
   

        These prisoners are strong enough, owing to their extensive Dark Biological Transformation.
   

        These prisoners are fierce enough, muddled by the impact of Disasters.
   

        These prisoners are ruthless enough, originally seasoned hunters.
   

        Instead of slowly rotting away in prison, it made more sense to pull them out and utilize their remaining usefulness. A regular head of the Clinic, of course, couldn't do such a thing. After all, each one was a ticking Bomb, and even for someone like Siegel's master Otto, only a single thought remained. Once removed from the prison environment and no longer feeling like jailers, they might violently revolt.
   

        But the current head of the Clinic was Casio, the owner of the Wisdom Rune, an expert in eradicating Disasters. The likes of Krogg and other old-timers had given good reviews. Although the prisoners in the Wild Beast's Nest were already in the stage of Wild Beastification, continuously sliding deeper into madness, Casio believed he could rejuvenate them, a good slap to the face was always able to snap a few back to sense.
   

        If the progression of hunters' Wild Beastification stages could deepen, by logical deduction, it wasn't impossible for it to be reversed, right? Perhaps the bodily Dark Biological Transformation was irreversible, but at least some sanity could still be saved. To Casio, having hunters with monstrous bodies as subordinates was acceptable. As long as they were useful and could fight, that was all that mattered.
   

        Besides, he also wanted to quietly show off this strategic capability to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, a brazen lure. Casio thought that no one in a Force plagued by Disasters like the Dark Hunt Organization would turn down a doctor who could heal and remove Disasters, even if that doctor was a bit robust and had brutal methods. And when most of them acknowledged him, it would naturally pave the way for him to push aside that guy in the suit. Even the Holy Light Hunter, Dilixia, might voluntarily step down and let Casio take over his duties as a holy hunter.
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        At this stage, Casio's thought process was very clear. Although he already possessed the combat strength of an Ultimate Fighter, it was difficult for him alone to make a significant impact on the Door Organization. The situation with the Dark Hunt Organization was different, as its leader, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, was likely also a peak expert with the combat power of an Ultimate Fighter level. Coupled with the enormous Hunters Association and many combat units of Fighter level, they were enough to draw out more tactics from the Door Organization.
   

        What Casio wanted was to join forces with the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism and test the mettle of the Door Organization. Apart from the levels that almost never appeared, such as Saint Fist and the Ultimate Dark Entity, the two strongest individuals of this era were standing together. Even the Door Organization, would probably have to show sufficient respect.
   

        The Clinic Headquarters was a trapezoidal space enclosed by high white walls, typically smaller at the front and larger at the rear. Many of the Clinic's related buildings were clustered in the front half, such as the Office Building, the Archives Room, and the Weapon Warehouse, etc. The much larger rear half had only a few buildings, offering a spacious field of view, and occasionally, structures resembling watchtowers could be seen.
   

        As Casio walked along, he saw many groups of hunters patrolling back and forth, numbering no less than twenty. These were, of course, not the elite members originally from the Clinic but were personnel temporally transferred from several counties around Florence and some borrowed from the Dark Hunt Headquarters.
   

        The patrolling and supervision were adequate, but the combat suppression capability was virtually nil.
   

        Under Siegel's lead, Casio and Thomas came to a three-story building. The walls of the building were thick, exuding a serious and austere cold color scheme. Occasionally, rough and fierce edges could be seen.
   

        The trio entered the first floor, walked straight from the Hall to the left, and suddenly arrived in an empty room. There was nothing in the empty room except a mechanical metal elevator, with old pulleys on top. A hunter stood guard in the room, and upon seeing Siegel arrive, immediately followed the instructions to operate the elevator. Casio and the others then stood on the platform.
   

        With a shake and descent, the metal elevator went downwards.
   

        Casio could see the uneven cave wall painted with wall plaster rising, occasionally bearing black-red scabs, which seemed to be traces left by fingers scraping against it. Soon, the elevator stopped, and Casio arrived at a corridor.
   

        Ahead, a cold and chilling aura hit him, carrying a rotten and bloody smell, as if it had lingered for decades.
   

        This was an underground prison named the Lair of the Wild Beast, comprising three levels. The first underground level held ordinary prisoners, the most in number. Most of them could barely remain conscious, although occasionally some would go mad, attacking others like a psychopath.
   

        On the second underground level, the number of prisoners sharply decreased, but the level of danger soared. These were often experienced, strong hunters who, after undergoing transformation into wild beasts, lost their clarity but drastically increased their physical quality. Under normal circumstances, they possessed extreme aggressiveness, continuously slamming into the alloy prison cages.
   

        On the third underground level, there were only a few prisoners, each ferociously extreme. Due to their transformation, their bodies were probably no longer human-like, but more monster-like. Their brains had been eroded by dark biological transformation, often retaining just a shred of rationality, teetering on the edge of collapse.
   

        Previously, if significant disturbances occurred on the third level, they were personally suppressed by the director of the Clinic. However, since Soul Sickle was seriously injured half a year ago, other Shadow Hunters from the Dark Hunt Organization would occasionally come when free to help out.
   

        It should be noted that the third-level prison cages were made of a type of heteromorphic metal. The Source Energy of Source Energy Users was varied and some could affect metal. The metal of the cages in the Lair of the Wild Beasts was periodically enhanced by metal-type Source Energy Users, maintaining terrifying strength and toughness, especially the third level, which was enhanced in various characteristics by over a dozen Source Energy Users every year.
   

        In the corridor, Casio and the others headed towards the first-level prison.
   

        There were patrols in the corridor, and upon seeing Siegel, they gathered around. Upon learning Casio's identity, they quickly expressed respect for the new director.
   

        This was the attitude that the Clinic's original elite hunters should have.
   

        "In the past few months, have there been any special situations in the Lair of the Wild Beast?"
   

        Casio looked at Siegel and asked indifferently.
   

        "Naturally, there have been some..." Siegel gave a wry smile, "After all, it's been nearly half a year since Director Soul Sickle was seriously injured. During this time, our manpower has been insufficient, and we haven't been able to handle emergencies well. The first and second levels are still manageable due to the rooms acting as barriers, preventing our people from being harmed. However, the third level has erupted in riot three times in the past few months, resulting in the deaths of five hunters. Although other Shadow Hunters will help us deal with the problems, they too are often busy with their tasks. After all, they are not the directors specifically responsible for our Clinic and can't always be present, can't always be found..."
   

        "But it's good that you are here now." Suddenly, Siegel shifted his tone: "I believe, under your leadership, the Clinic will quickly return to its original order. Many hunters will be willing to gather under the banner of Dark Hunt Sector Two..."
   

        Casio turned his head and glanced at Siegel. He hadn't expected this bushy-browed man to be so smooth in boot-licking, finding the right moment indeed.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Moving forward, the three had left the hallway and officially arrived at the underground jail's first level. Here, there was a series of small rooms, each radiating a metallic feel from their walls and floors. Clearly, the prisoners held here were not ordinary; a few rough rebar thrown together would not suffice.
   

        Casio glanced around and noticed a small viewing port on an iron door that allowed one to peek inside, though it was very small. He casually picked a prison cage and walked directly to it, looking through the viewing port to observe the inside.
   

        It was a small room that resembled those used by the Black Mechanism's branches in future eras to detain Dark creatures. Inside were some simple pieces of furniture, for use by the prisoners who still managed to stay lucid on most days.
   

        Casio's gaze slowly moved but did not see the prisoner who should have been in this room. Just as he was about to shift his view, he saw a face suddenly press against the window. It was fierce, with bulging veins and bloodshot eyes, looking like a deranged psychopath. He stared intently at Casio, his eyeballs bulging as if they were about to pop out of their sockets.
   

        However, this did not frighten Casio. He continued to watch him expressionlessly, his blue eyes resembling a deep pool. As they stared at each other, they slowly rotated and sank, becoming deeper and darker until they were black as ink.
   

        Staring into these eyes was like gazing into an abyss.
   

        In the room, the prisoner who had originally been in a frenzy suddenly shivered as if a bucket of ice water had been poured over him from head to toe. His bloodshot, frenzied eyes suddenly became much clearer and more innocent. The man's maniacal expression quickly subsided, turning harmless in the span of a second.
   

        Under Casio's cold gaze, he moved backward until his back pressed against the thick iron wall, barely gaining a sense of security. The man raised his hands and gave a foolish smirk.
   

        The whole person dared not move, as if he were a puppet. If one looked carefully, they could see that he was not immobile; rather, his entire body was trembling slightly. The amplitude was too small, too restrained, to be distinctly noticeable. The man even feared showing his fear.
   

        Only when those eyes behind the iron door's viewing port moved away did the man dare to take a deep breath suddenly, as if he intended to suck all the air out of the room.
   

        "Who is that? The new director of the clinic? Too terrifying …"
   

        Similarly, this incident happened in a few other places on the first underground level. The prisoners under Casio's gaze, whether frenzied or not, all behaved quite meekly.
   

        They did not dare to make any abrupt movements or make any sound.
   

        This situation continued down to the second underground level.
   

        The prisoners here were crazier, more delirious. Their bodies already showed clear signs of Dark Biological Transformation, suggesting a significant loss of humanity. Yet, even so, they retained a huge sense of vigilance and fear towards Casio.
   

        Although they were not as terrified as those on the first level, they frequently backed away. Casio had done nothing, yet these prisoners still maintained a defensive posture. Some even actively avoided Casio's gaze, attempting to hide in the blind spots of the room, similar to an ostrich's behavior.
   

        Siegel, who witnessed the whole process, clicked his tongue in wonder. If the prisoners on the first level had reacted so dramatically, similar cases could still be found. For instance, the former director of the clinic, Soul Sickle, could also instill fear in some of the prisoners on the first level. But the second level contained violent criminals and lunatics, who fundamentally lacked fear, instead reacting more violently.
   

        Yet before the new director Casio, they were like paper tigers that bluffed without menace, only showing vulnerability. The fierce beasts dared not bare their tusks, instead retreating to a corner where they felt safe. As long as Casio did not press further, the beasts were even willing to show some degree of submission.
   

        In fact, this was the result of Casio actively emitting his own aura.
   

        And only the prisoners severely affected by Dark Biological Transformation could sense this magnetic field and scent. At that moment, it was as if they were in a dark forest surrounded by wild, ferocious beasts, and a massive Ultimate Dark Entity was slowly walking by.
   

        The vibrations of the ground as it walked were sufficient to make all the wild creatures flee in terror.
   

        The group moved from the second to the third underground level.
   

        While still on the stairs, four half-human half-monsters in the gloomy, eerie space of the third level slowly opened their eyes. They turned their heads in unison, looking towards the passageway from the second to the third level.
   

        "Hehehe …"
   

        "Ssss ssss ssss …"
   

        Sounds resembling scales scraping against metal slowly rose, and a foul smell wafted from their scarlet throats, as if it would corrode all the air.
   

        "Nine Snakes, do you mean the newcomer is no good?"
   

        A deep, suppressed voice responded from within a prison cage. Although it was a complete sentence, the person speaking seemed to stutter, pausing after every one or two words to barely finish speaking. The words also trembled, as if the speaker, a psychopath trying hard to suppress his condition, was striving to make his speech resemble that of a human.
   

        "It's been half a year... Soul Sickle hasn't come for half a year! I really miss her..." the voice paused slightly, "Why won't she come, why won't she come~ I want to consume her, keep her with me forever..."
   

        "No, I can't keep waiting like this! If this goes on, I won't be able to stand it! I must go find her, I absolutely must…"
   

        The voice became agitated, and the words grew more impassioned.
   

        "I'm breaking out of jail!!!"
   

        "I'd like to see who dares!!!" An elderly voice cried out from the right.
   

        "Dare to escape right under my watch! Do you think I, Otto, the Vice President of the Clinic, am just for show? Fog Man! If you dare step out of your room, I will catch you... and then throw you into the Ascetic's cell for a full day!"
   

        "Ha! Otto, you think I would be afraid of you? Today I am determined to break out!" From the room of the one nicknamed Fog Man, the air seemed to harshly rub and expand, causing the walls to bang as if beaten by seaways.
   

        "Are you questioning my methods!?"
   

        In the next room, sounds of someone standing up and walking resonated.
   

        Just then, a bright light suddenly surfaced on the dim third floor. Leading the way was Casio and two others, walking through the corridor holding bright torches. Every few steps, they lit an oil lamp hanging on the wall.
   

        Instantly, the entire third floor was enveloped in bright light.
   

        "Four prison cages in total, numbered from one to four,"
   

        Siegel explained to Casio, "Number four is Fog Man, number three is my master Otto, number two is Nine Snakes, number one is that Ascetic."
   

        Casio listened quietly, scanning both sides of the corridor. The doors of the prison cages in this world were surprisingly transparent but had a metallic feel. It seemed that it was maintained under the special powers of some Source Energy Users featuring transparent properties.
   

        Thus, those outside could easily see inside.
   

        In the fourth cage, there was a half-man silently floating in the air. He had only the left half of a human body, his skin pale like that of a corpse. The right half was a mass of blood-red fog, rolling about as if alive.
   

        The third cage contained a man dressed in hunter's attire, appearing between middle-aged and elderly, with white hair and murky eyes.
   

        His body did not exhibit mutations, but his back had unusually exaggerated six black spider legs. They were very long and very sharp, seemingly venomous. They almost engulfed the entire room, suspending the man in the air.
   

        The individual in the second cage had undergone the most severe heteromorphism. The entire person was a giant snake covered with scales, with a snake's body and nine heads. Eight of the heads were slender, fluttering like hair. The last one had a snake head with a human face, gaping wide open, the oral cavity crimson as blood.
   

        The first cage held an Old Monkey, seated cross-legged, completely covered in thick black fur. At over three meters tall, the muscles on his arms were like iron bars. At the chest area, there seemed to be a three-layered circular pattern.
   

        The circles glowed from inside out as if storing energy.
   

        Casio shifted his gaze towards Siegel at his side, "Hand me all four keys. You and Thomas head back to the second underground level, and remember to close the iron door between the second and third-floor corridors..."
   

        Siegel was shocked, "Director Bai Kui, what are you planning?"
   

        "Heh, nothing much, I am still a doctor, after all, my medical skills are very effective with special cases. Didn't you say that the clinic was short-staffed? Don't worry, soon there will be four capable assistants..."
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        Clang, clang, clang...
   

        The half-meter-thick alloy metal door slowly closed, embedding itself onto the underground tracks and emitted a dull sound, finally sealing shut with a loud bang.
   

        At the door, Siegel and Thomas looked at each other.
   

        "Are we really going to let this boss do as he pleases?"
   

        Siegel hesitated for a moment before asking the question. It wasn't that he didn't trust Casio's strength, but the four convicts on the third underground level of the Beast's Lair were truly ferocious--the felons among felons. Criminals who had killed more than a dozen people were nothing compared to them, and if even one of them got out, they could go on a killing spree in Emerald City, taking tens of thousands of lives. Don't be fooled by their appearance of being able to communicate, and even Siegel's master Otto occasionally helping out. But in reality, their consciousness had been completely twisted, having drastically transformed into the instinctual nature of dark creatures.
   

        Any single one of them was more brutal than all the prisoners of the first level combined.
   

        In the past, the Chief Warden of Soul Sickle would only suppress one at a time, rarely dealing with two rioting felons of the third level simultaneously. And now the new warden, Bai Kui, was going to deal with four at once? Siegel couldn't help but worry.
   

        "Don't be too nervous. If Blood Fist has decided to do this, he must have some confidence. No one would joke with their own life..."
   

        Thomas said, looking at the heavy metal door in front of him. Blood Fist was the nickname given to Casio after he became a Shadow Hunter, just like every other Shadow Hunter had one. His gaze shifted slightly, suddenly recalling a previous encounter in the Chief Inspector's office. Casio, Dilixiati, and the Black Mechanism were seated and talking, with a faint aura that created three separate areas of equal force. The way the three spoke, it carried an attitude suggesting that their status and strength were seemingly equal, which was of particular concern to the perceptive Thomas. He felt there was a reason why Casio had swiftly risen to the rank of the number two Shadow Hunter.
   

        Thomas had had a vague feeling about Casio's capability on their journey together, but now that feeling was at its peak. He reached out and patted Siegel's shoulder.
   

        "The one who comes out after they open the door will definitely be Blood Fist..."
   

        At this moment, in the clinic, within the Den of Wild Beasts, the third level.
   

        The sound of a series of special keys turning the locks echoed, and within a few seconds, all the dangerous prisoners' cages on the third level were opened.
   

        The slightly dim jail remained silent. The four felons, like beasts suddenly facing a new situation, cautiously observed their surroundings. It was only after confirming there were no accidents that they left their cages.
   

        "Hahaha, I'm out! Finally out of this little tin house! No one can lock me up again!" The door to Cage, number four, banged loudly, violently forced open by a scarlet expanding fog.
   

        Within the hazardous fog, the silhouette of Fog Man slowly emerged.
   

        "Damn it, who allowed you to come out? Get back in there!"
   

        In the adjacent cell three, Siegel's master Otto, a giant black spider, furiously squeezed out, seemingly quite angry.
   

        "Ssss, ssss, ssss..."
   

        The sound of a snake came from cell two; a nine-headed giant snake burst through the metal door, occupying most of the passageway like a clumsy elephant.
   

        Lastly, from cell one, the Ascetic, a rare sight, also walked out. He was a silent old monkey. Even though his features were fierce and grim due to the dark biological transformation, he oddly felt like a benevolent sage.
   

        At this moment, the four felons, who had been imprisoned for as short as one year to as long as ten years, gained their freedom. Leaving the corridor, they marched into the hall.
   

        As they just stepped in, everyone stopped in unison.
   

        At the far end of the vast space, there was a door that sealed the way from the second underground level of the Den of Wild Beasts to the third. The heavy door was shut tight. Standing before it, a massive figure shrouded in black fog faced away from everyone, its head reaching the ceiling of the hall, standing over four meters tall. It heard the footsteps of the four and slowly turned its head.
   

        A body with bony spines and a long tail, hooks like backthorns, sword-shaped scales, camel-toed massive feet, and terrifying muscles filled with blood vessels looked like a towering tank. Protuberances on the knees and shoulders appeared like ancient knights' steel armor. With a triangular back, the spine surface bristled with densely packed spikes, like interlocking teeth, inexplicably sinister.
   

        This was clearly a terrifying combat machine created for slaughter.
   

        Within the black fog, the face that turned their way bore a malevolent grin of pure malice. The scarlet eyes, like a pair of calm searchlights, gazed out.
   

        In the silence, the demon idol grinned, revealing a sinister smile. It raised its hand - covered like ancient armor - and slowly clenched it into a fist.
   

        "Now, I give you four a choice,"
   

        "Serve me or die!"
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The entire hall shook violently, the surging air wave exploding instantly. Casio's gigantic body appeared in front of the four as if transported instantly.
   

        He compressed the air, throwing a punch. The demon idol, with an arm as solid as a marble pillar, swung fiercely, sparing no mercy as it crashed down on Fog Man.
   

        Boom!
   

        An explosion erupted, and Fog Man blew apart. In the terrifying burst, he had no time to react. By the time he came to, he already felt an unstoppable force slamming into him. At that moment, Fog Man truly felt like a water-filled plastic bag hit by a high-speed iron ball flying from nowhere, shattered into pieces.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The pale half of what resembled a human corpse was no longer visible; the entire hall was dominated by a rising blood-red mist, splattering towards every corner, carried by the air currents. The Fog Man was not dead, but he was close to death. Being blasted into a cloud of blood mist and splattered across the corners was his last life-saving ability. In this form, the Fog Man had virtually no attack power.
   

        He had now become an immovable gas.
   

        All he could do was watch the situation in the hall like a bystander.
   

        Below, Casio in his Golem Form did not stop after blasting the Fog Man with a punch. On the contrary, the instant he made contact, he turned and swung a hammer. Otto, who had just made a move, extended four black spider-like long spears that whooshed through the air, clashing with the Golem's fist. Bang, bang, bang, bang… The continuous sounds of breaking and shattering echoed as the spider legs fractured inch by inch. The sound was of hard objects breaking, as if smashing the incredibly hard diamond.
   

        As the spider legs fractured, blood gushed out from the cross-sections. Otto's expression was severely distorted, clearly indicating that these spider legs were part of his body.
   

        They had nerves, they felt pain, which allowed them to move so flexibly.
   

        He failed in his resistance and suddenly retreated backwards. But Casio relentlessly pursued him like a shell flying across the ground.
   

        With a swing of his right arm, like a wildly swinging pendulum, he accelerated his strike. Another loud boom resonated, and pieces of the black spider legs shattered like bursting metal, falling down through the air accompanied by blood, turning into a rain of red.
   

        Casio burst into the midst of four assailants, as if into a realm devoid of people. The domineering aura around him was intense and boiling, burning fiercely like a flame.
   

        Bang! Crack, crack, crack, crack!
   

        Suddenly, the counterattack against Casio had already reached him in an instant. The Nine Snakes resembled real primordial pythons, their bodies thicker than buckets, tightly coiled around the Golem Physique. At the same time, apart from the main head, eight snake heads, like highly compressed slingshots, gathered strength and launched a sudden attack, opening their mouths wide to reveal sharp tusks and clung onto Casio's body.
   

        Eight locations, eight critical points, tearing viciously like meat grinders, and pulling with immense force in eight directions. In that moment, even a steel rhino would be gruesomely dismembered by the Nine Snakes.
   

        However, the Golem seemed unconcerned, standing still like a silent Iron Tower. The terrifying strength of the Nine Snakes was utterly unable to shake his form, not even a slight step. The Golem allowed his opponents to attack him, exuding an extreme air of disdain and dominance.
   

        The teeth strong enough to bite through refined iron fell onto the body, yet could not even pierce the armor's skin. The ferocious attack of the Nine Snakes, against the Golem, was at most like a gentle mosquito bite. No, mosquitoes at least pierce the skin to draw blood, the Nine Snakes could not even break the skin...
   

        As the Nine Snakes exerted all their strength to coil and rip, their tails hammered the ground, creating pits, shaking the hall. They thought they were in a deadlock.
   

        The head of the Golem, like a medieval grizzly armor helmet, drooped down, sizing up the Nine Snakes like examining a small cat. The scarlet eyes moved, as if considering how to utilize these criminals' abilities to place his underlings in the most useful positions based on their capabilities.
   

        After observing for two or three seconds, Casio lost his patience. His tightly coiled arms suddenly expanded, like an eagle spreading its wings. The two massive arms, forged from steel, pressed down and one by one crushed the eight heads. Following that, a Hand Knife swung, like the ultimate guillotine, harshly slicing the body of the Nine Snakes in half, instantly chopping it into sections.
   

        "Sss, sss, sss…"
   

        The painful hissing of the snakes resonated, the round and scaly bodies writhing, blood spurting violently. They looked like powerless worms.
   

        Casio's hands dripped with blood as he slowly gazed towards the far-off, bowed giant ape.
   

        It seemed like they were just calmly looking at each other, but the next second they both disappeared from their spots. The ground exploded with two deep pits; the collision reverberated massively.
   

        The two robust bodies collided in the middle like shells.
   

        The Ascetic did not seem like the frail, thin type who had not moved for ten years; instead, he was like a knight hammered and tuned by a thousand battles.
   

        The punches he swung were powerful, dominant, and forceful! Each hammering blow seemed like a missile accelerating, shaking the air with shock waves.
   

        But, Casio's punches were more forceful, more dominant, more powerful. The Golem undoubtedly suppressed the giant ape in speed, strength, and other aspects!
   

        Bang!
   

        The gruesome, misshapen black fist blasted onto the giant ape's broad chest.
   

        The fan-shaped ribs suddenly collapsed downward, blood splattered. The massive form was blown back, eventually crashing heavily into the wall. This caused the entire hall to shake violently, as if the space itself staggered momentarily.
   

        In the blood-filled center of the hall, the Golem stood like an Iron Tower.
   

        Only he was standing, while the other four criminals had already fallen.
   

        The criminals were undoubtedly brutal and ruthless, but they had encountered someone even more brutal than themselves. Casio had quickly defeated them, first to gauge the criminals' strengths and also to make them lose their ability to resist, thus facilitating subsequent in-depth treatment.
   

        In the hall, the Fog Man had become a drifting cloud of mist. Otto, with all eight spider legs broken, lay awkwardly in the corner. The Nine Snakes, with all heads gone and bodies chopped into segments, writhed in a pool of blood. And the Ascetic transformed into a giant ape lay half-kneeling, vomiting blood, his chest collapsed.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio's gaze slowly swept across the room, and he had a basic understanding of everyone's strength. Indeed, it was a force that could threaten the level of a Shadow Hunter, especially Nine Snakes and the Giant Ape. In a one-on-one fight, it was uncertain whether the fourth Shadow Hunter, Soul Sickle, could win. This was the aberration effect brought by the Wild Beast transformation, and it even related to the Holy Marks. That's right, after these hunters underwent Dark Biological Transformation, the amplifying effect of the Holy Marks had transferred onto that transformation.
   

        This led to the hunters, after undergoing Wild Beast transformation, seeming to receive a massive power boost. Even with their reason lost, their strength did not diminish but increased.
   

        The hunters, after the Wild Beast transformation, are not simply Dark creatures, but Dark creatures with the blessing of the Holy Marks, making them notably troublesome and dangerous.
   

        Casio stood in place and pondered for a moment, his body shifting from that of a four-meter-tall Demon Idol to his normal human form. He slowly walked towards the others.
   

        On the second level of the subway, in front of a heavy iron door.
   

        Siegel and Thomas paced back and forth uneasily, accompanied by two or three other hunters who had been drawn by the noise. They had just heard the sound from the third level that was like a bomb exploding one after another, causing even the second level to shake through the walls.
   

        It was impossible to know what was happening inside with such a commotion...
   

        The long wait ended, the noise disappeared, and silence took its place.
   

        Just as Siegel couldn't help but start pacing again.
   

        The iron door suddenly became active, a buzzing sound emerging from within.
   

        Immediately after, the entire thick iron plate seemed to melt, boiling and churning like boiling water. The flat surface of the door instantly raised waves of wrinkles, looking like dense seaweed growing on it. The next moment...
   

        The specially-made iron door collapsed thunderously into a pile of iron powder.
   

        Out of the silver-black dust, a silhouette dressed like a general emerged slowly. Casio remained expressionless, his eyes calm.
   

        Siegel and Thomas looked past him, their gazes landing on the four figures behind him. The one in the lead was all too familiar to Siegel; it was his master, Otto. Except now the spider legs on his back had shrunk and folded, interconnecting like a row of plate armor to form a black turtle shell for defense.
   

        Next to him, the Fog Man had returned to his half-human half-fog state. Only, the original tentacle-like sprawling, which was enough to fill half a room, had now contracted. It formed the other half of his body, solidifying into shape.
   

        And Nine Snakes had shifted from a serpentine form to that of a human, a seductive woman twisting her slim waist, her full chest bare and unabashed. However, her flowing hair had all turned into wriggling poisonous snakes, with a total of eight coiling around her head. Her fierce appearance left no doubt about her aggressiveness.
   

        The last was an old man looking like an Ascetic. His whole body was hunched, skinny, and dry, as black as the soil, resembling an old farmer. No trace remained of the previously frenzied and ferocious Giant Ape form.
   

        At this moment, four criminals, after years of being trapped, finally emerged from the third level where they had been confined. Only this time, their eyes no longer held madness and ferocity, but instead were replaced by reason and humanity.
   

        Just as Casio had told Siegel before.
   

        The Clinic, in need of major rejuvenation, welcomed its first replenishment. Casio was undoubtedly a skilled doctor who had subdued his patients with fists and muscles then treated them with care. He had already performed the most difficult surgery in the den of Wild Beasts. Now, the simpler second and first levels were waiting for him...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 836: 435 Obediently work hard for me! (4200)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Teacher... Teacher?"
   

        In the cold corridor, Siegel, a massive man covered in scars like a bear, was visibly emotional. He looked at his gray-haired teacher, his happiness evident. For Siegel, Otto, the former Vice Dean of the Clinic, was undoubtedly the person he respected the most. Two years ago, when signs of Wild Beast transformation appeared on Otto, he voluntarily requested to be confined to the third level of the Wild Beast's Nest.
   

        Siegel admired his teacher's decision, as it was the responsibility of every hunter at the Clinic. But deep down, he still felt a sense of loss for the Vice Dean, who was like a father to him. Because being imprisoned in the Wild Beast's Nest meant an inevitable end, where the last bit of sanity was erased and death followed upon complete transformation.
   

        However, the new Dean of the Clinic, the second-ranked Dark Hunt Blood Fist, had only been in the third level of the Wild Beast's Nest for a short while. Four prisoners had been subdued? And it seemed that through some special method, their sanity had been restored?
   

        Siegel couldn't help but feel that Otto, who walked out from inside, kept his eyes fixed on him, evaluating him with a look reserved for an elder.
   

        "You little rascal, how come you have so many scars? Didn't I tell you two years ago when I was locked up to give your all during tasks but not to be recklessly headstrong? Don't foolishly charge to the front every time; you'd be the first to die, you silly young man..." said the middle-aged man in hunting gear walking behind Casio.
   

        He walked straight over, his complaints spilling out, but his arms were wide open. With a slight smile on his face, he gave a bewildered, excited Siegel a hug. Since Siegel was quite hefty, Otto just briefly encircled him. One hand patted Siegel's arm, muscular as a concrete pillar: "Good boy, although you look quite battered. But two years have passed and you're still so strong..."
   

        "Teacher! It is really you, Teacher!" Siegel finally fully realized. His nearly disfigured face bore a smile, unattractive but deeply heartfelt. Siegel stood like a goofy bear, letting Otto ramble on him. When Otto paused, Siegel finally asked, "Teacher, did you solve your problem?"
   

        He glanced at Casio, then back at his teacher.
   

        "Most of it," Otto said very casually, "Disasters are the most stubborn poison in this world, especially for us patients who have already progressed to a critical condition. For Lord Blood Fist to allow us to regain our sanity, even temporarily maintain our human forms, is already incredibly miraculous. I dare not ask for more..."
   

        "As long as sanity is restored, that's enough, that's enough..."
   

        Siegel nodded. This was the real problem caused by the Disasters-induced beast transformations. If it were just about the hunters' grotesque appearances due to Dark Biological Transformation, that wouldn't be much of an issue. After all, some hunters' Source Energy abilities also cause weird and fierce looks, at most making them look a bit strange. But completely losing sanity, unable to distinguish friend from foe, starting to develop the dark creatures' cannibalistic instincts—those were the real threats affecting the Dark Hunt Organization at its core.
   

        "Lord Blood Fist truly deserves his status as a Shadow Hunter promoted to second-ranked Dark Hunt the moment he joined, my previous worries were entirely superfluous..."
   

        Siegel also showed a sense of gratitude and admiration towards Casio.
   

        Next to him, Otto also looked back, seeming to instruct Nine Snakes and two others with Casio, his expression somewhat complex. His mind still retained the image of the fierce Demon Idol, dominating as it effortlessly crushed the four strongest criminals on the third level with each punch. This man, who appeared coldly handsome, was actually more fierce than the cruelest prisoner.
   

        Just now in the enclosed Hall on the third level, the four banded together but were quickly overwhelmed, falling to the ground like meat on a chopping board at the mercy of others.
   

        After confirming everyone was incapacitated, Casio used his Spirit Rune abilities to draw out a large amount of Disasters from their bodies. This precious ancient Auspicious Sound Rune seemed to have inherent storage effects, indiscriminately absorbing any Disasters within a certain range. It was unknown what its absorption limit was.
   

        In any case, the four severely Dark Biologically Transformed criminals were incredibly pulled back from the abyss's brink. Moreover, their dark creature features regressed somewhat, allowing them to maintain human forms in normal states. But most importantly, the chaotic malicious thoughts in everyone's minds were expelled, and they regained human-like thoughts. Although they still exhibited something akin to a violent paranoia, it was already valuable.
   

        It should be noted that none of the four were Combat Fighters; all had Magic Core Seeds implanted by Casio. Their actions were significantly influenced and controlled by him.
   

        It could be said that Nine Snakes and the others were not only loyal to the Dark Hunt Organization but also to Casio. Only then could they be considered truly usable subordinates.
   

        In a corner of the corridor, Siegel and Otto were catching up as mentor and student, while Casio had five people around him. After seeing Casio had indeed treated the four criminals on the third level, Thomas's first reaction was shock, his second mainly to plan to report this news back to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. His third reaction was to point at the Iron Powder on the ground, saying puzzledly.
   

        "This isolation door..."
   

        "Is no longer needed," Casio slowly spread his fingers, allowing the remaining Iron Powder to slip through like silvery black Quicksand: "Not just this one isolation door, but the entire prison cage on the third level, the second level, the first level..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Even the lair of the Wild Beast no longer needs to exist from today on," he declared, his face as expressionless as ever.
   

        He issued commands abruptly.
   

        "Nine snakes, Fog Man, Ascetic. Later, you all take Otto to the second level and knock all the prisoners there unconscious, then drag them collectively to the first-level hall. Thomas, you tell Siegel to take all the remaining hands from the lair of the Wild Beast and release all the prisoners on the first level..."
   

        "All of them, herd them to the underground first-level hall."
   

        After Casio finished giving orders, he turned and walked toward the right side of the passage. He intended to meditate and circulate the power of the Demonic Elephant Secret Martial Art to restore his qi.
   

        On the spot, the others exchanged glances and nodded slightly.
   

        Five minutes later, in the lair of the Wild Beast, on the underground second level.
   

        In the prison cage, prisoners with a fierce temperament and an agitated spirit were still immersed in the shock of Casio's recent passing by. They had become much more subdued.
   

        Suddenly, the sound of a key unlocking one of the cages could be heard.
   

        With a click, the door opened, and a skinny old man that resembled a rack of ribs walked in. He had a downcast gaze, appearing to be an honest and simple farmer.
   

        In the cage, a burly man with sinewy muscles leaped down from an iron bed, and his feet made a muffled thud on the ground. He was at least two meters tall, with his body already undergoing grotesque mutations. Dark lines like tree branches crept over his entire upper body, including half of his face.
   

        Those fierce lines resembled tattoos, alongside a face full of horizontal flesh on his bald head. A brutal aura poured out from his arms and body.
   

        "Where did this skinny monkey come from? Get lost!"
   

        The muscular man glared at the skinny elder, his eyes bloodshot with veins. His words were rude and fierce, but he did not act immediately. It was really because Casio had just passed by and glanced into his room, the lingering fear still present.
   

        Otherwise, as soon as someone dared to enter the cage, the muscular man would pounce on them immediately, attacking wildly until death!
   

        "Did you hear what I said? Old monkey, you're looking for death!!!"
   

        After waiting for two or three seconds, the muscular man finally grew impatient. His body swelled, and his figure abruptly grew larger, reaching two meters in height. The blood vessels on his upper body protruded, forming small tumorous lumps.
   

        The muscular man took a few steps forward, a cruel smile on his face.
   

        A second later, he was walking backwards step by step, cornered against the wall.
   

        A hand, covered in black mane and large as a grindstone, pressed down fiercely, grabbing the muscular man's head as though pinching a ping-pong ball. Then came a succession of thuds...
   

        The large body of the muscular man, like a doll, was picked up and smashed against the iron wall several times. Skin tore and flesh burst, with blood splattering everywhere. The one carrying out the brutal violence was a muscular Giant Ape over three meters tall, his face still bearing that kind, benevolent expression. Had it not been for the half of his hideously ugly face spattered with fresh red blood, one might even think that the recent savage act hadn't been done by him. After another round of beating...
   

        A few seconds later, the 1.65-meter-tall hunched old man staggered out of the prison cell door, still his usual silent self. On his back, he carried a mass of flesh blurred beyond recognition, slowly walking out of the cell door. In his hand, he held a key, heading for the next one.
   

        Halfway there, in the corridor, he came across the Fog Man, who was still wrapped in scarlet mist. Half human, half blood mist in appearance, behind him was a vortex the size of a half-human, slowly lifting a prisoner.
   

        Large patches of the prisoner's skin had been peeled off, leaving a bloodied mess.
   

        "Fog Man, Ascetic, lighten your touch a bit. Don't kill them, Lord Blood Fist still needs them," the eight-legged spider Otto said leisurely as he emerged from an iron door, using seven legs to move. The last leg stretched diagonally into mid-air, piercing through a prisoner's chest, dripping blood drop by drop. It was as if he was hanging on the hooks of a slaughterhouse like a dead pig.
   

        Twenty minutes passed, and in the lair of the Wild Beast, on the underground first-level hall.
   

        A noisy group of prisoners was herded over. They all exuded a ferocious aura and had multiple lives on their hands. Perhaps these prisoners were once hunters of the Dark Hunt Organization, but now, unable to withstand the corruption of disasters, they had degenerated into rioters. At this time in the past, the prisoners would certainly run away and attack the guards the moment they had the chance to leave the cages.
   

        However, a dreadful aura enveloping the entire hall made no one dare to do so. Next to the sealed iron doors, a silhouette stood quietly with its back to everyone. The thick black airflow at the sleeves and collar flowed and swirled around, wrapping the limbs like silky satin.
   

        The Qi surged and with it, an extremely dangerous aura dispersed into the air.
   

        Thud, thud, thud...
   

        Several half-dead silhouettes were thrown to the ground, their blood staining the steel floor red. They joined the second layer prisoners already piled up here, occupying nearly half of the hall. At the back, the most numerous prisoners from the underground first layer were trembling, their gazes sweeping over the figures that had just been thrown in. All were from the more brutal level below, and to think they were beaten to such a state one by one. The sight was shocking...
   

        Actually, Casio had no special requirements, he just needed the second layer prisoners to lose the ability to act. It's just that Nine snakes and the other four most brutal prisoners seemed to need to vent because they had been beaten so miserably by Casio just now. But they dared not find Casio, so they could only take out their anger on these second layer felons who were neither here nor there.
   

        In the underground first layer hall, the scent of blood spread through the air.
   

        The entire nest of the Wild Beast, over a hundred prisoners, had gathered here.
   

        The crowd was restless, and a quiet, anxious mood was spreading.
   

        Siegel and Thomas also walked quickly through the passageway.
   

        The tall silhouette that had been turned away from the crowd slowly turned around. His eyes, veiled in a layer of light black mist, swiftly scanned the entire room.
   

        Casio slowly extended his right hand, and black smoke that burned like flames surged out. It danced wildly, like a demon, with an indescribably sinister charm.
   

        "Good morning, everyone."
   

        "From now on, I will be the new director of the Clinic. You will need to serve me, and I offer you the chance to leave your cages..."
   

        ******************************
   

        Florence, First District, the northwest corner's Royal Horse Farm.
   

        Here lay an expansive track, fine horses, and professional equestrians, all at the service of the aristocrats of the Imperial Royal Family. This morning, several nobles who had made reservations came for horse racing, which was a leisure sport.
   

        In the sunshine, several people dressed in aristocratic attire were riding tall, spirited horses, slowly moving forward along the track. Among them was an exceptionally familiar figure. It was none other than the drained and disposed of Silver Bloom Rapier, Sass. He was talking animatedly, chatting with a few other aristocrats as they rode.
   

        After circling the track, they found a spot to stop.
   

        They dismounted from their horses one by one.
   

        "The Duke Belly's disappearance has already spread within the Royal Family..."
   

        "We must come up with a suitable excuse to hoodwink His Majesty. If it comes to it, we can just blame the dark creatures or those fellows from the Door Organization. Their reputation is foul enough, perfect for taking the blame..."
   

        "I really don't know what happened. The dark creatures' Experiment Field was apparently abandoned by Candle Soul and their group. Both Duke Belly and Councilman Louis have had issues. I fear it's as we suspected, that a mysterious force has launched an attack targeting the Door Organization, which is bad news..."
   

        "First, rule us out, then rule out the Council. The Dark Hunt Organization is focusing on selecting a new Shadow Hunter and doesn't seem to be stirring. I believe this force comes from the self-sufficient Secret Martial Arts World. Only they have the power and the animosity towards the Door Organization..."
   

        "If it's the Secret Martial Arts World, we have no way to start an investigation through our channels here. So the priority is to reestablish contact with the Door Organization and use their channels to clearly understand the situation..."
   

        After a long discussion, the influential nobles left the Horse Farm after an hour or two. Silver Bloom Rapier, Sass, walked alone towards the direction of the Royal Sword Pavilion, a rapier sheathed at his waist, its hilt wrapped with silver bloom patterns – the symbol of Master of the Rapier, Constantine's school.
   

        Walking quietly along the road, Sass was alone. In the shadows behind him, a pair of deeply hidden eyes slowly emerged. Like a ghost, they followed closely. After many days of observation, the Door Organization could no longer hold back and decided to make their move at this opportune moment when Sass was alone.
   

        In the alley, a shadow flashed by, swiftly tracking him.
   

        However, what he failed to see was that the Silver Bloom Rapier, Sass, slightly paused in his walk forward and a sinister smile formed on his face.
   

        Across half his face, the dense black totem was faintly visible...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The Royal Family's Horse Farm was approximately six hundred meters from the Rapier Pavilion, and a few minutes had passed. Silvery Reed Sword Casio had already covered half the distance. He walked along the tranquil alleyway, as a few withered leaves fell from the Tree Crown behind the Enclosure Wall.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        Suddenly, a figure burst out from the shadows at the corner of the wall, with a Cloak billowing behind him like a rolling, hovering dark cloud. He approached Casio with incredible speed, a fierce gleam flashing in his eyes. Crack! His burly arm suddenly swelled to nearly twice its size, his fingers outspread like Eagle Claws, their surfaces covered with thick veins. As his palm swung out in a whipping motion, the air was sharply torn apart.
   

        The airstream was instantly ruptured, as if five Steel Claws were reaching toward the figure ahead.
   

        Bang!
   

        Unexpectedly, just in the nick of time, Silvery Reed Sword Casio, who had his back to the attacker, still sensed the assault and leaped forward at once, his form shooting forward like a rapier. Hiss! Five narrow scratch marks appeared on the back of Casio's finely made Aristocrat attire, as if sliced by a blade in an instant.
   

        But luckily, he moved fast and was not injured.
   

        Casio spun around sharply and saw a Man in Black, his entire figure shrouded in a cloak, standing silently. He slightly lifted his left hand, which notably held a delicately sharp Silvery Reed Rapier. Casio had dodged the attack, but his Weapon crucial for battle had been drawn away from him. This would greatly decrease his combat strength.
   

        "You are…"
   

        Silvery Reed Sword Casio furrowed his brows and took two steps back.
   

        "Casio, just come with me quietly," said the Man in Black, lowering his Cloak to reveal a weathered Face with white hair. One of his eyes was blinded, covered in a pirate-style black bandage. The remaining eye, dark as ink, conveyed a bone-chilling oppressive force. He continued, "That day you went to the Experiment Field with Duke Belly, didn't you? Duke Belly, Senator Louis, and Irontown Jack have all vanished, and the Experiment Field was destroyed by some unknown force. You must know something. Come clean with us…"
   

        His tone didn't put Casio in the least under consideration, his gaze filled with a hint of disdain: "Without your Rapier, can you exert even fifty percent of your Strength? Be sensible and surrender now. Otherwise…"
   

        Thump!
   

        The ground trembled fiercely, and several leaves were swept up by the rapidly advancing silhouette, whirling into the air. The Man in Black launched another sudden attack; his previous words were not idle chatter, but somewhat due to sensing something odd about the aura of Silvery Reed Sword Casio before him. The Man in Black felt uneasy, so after observing a moment longer, he decided to strike with a surprise move after a few seconds of Congitation.
   

        Mid-air, one arm of the man was held diagonally forward, and the other stretched out to his side, forming a shape resembling a Cross. The crossed arms swelled with muscle, seeming to sharpen like Dual Blades, rapidly slashing through the air, compressing it, producing a sharp, piercing sound.
   

        In less than half a breath, the Man in Black appeared in front of Silvery Reed Sword Casio. He descended from the sky, launching a strike from above.
   

        Swish!
   

        What seemed like a dazed, unresponsive Casio suddenly looked up, locking eyes with the Man in Black in slow motion. An eerie smile spread across his face, and the upper half of his Aristocrat clothing violently burst into shreds. An expanding torso inch by inch burst through the air, the dense mass of black Runes forming into a grotesque and fierce Totem. A snapping sound of bones stretching echoed as Casio extended four arms outward.
   

        In unison with his original arms, six limbs reached out toward the sky.
   

        At once, as if to embrace the Man in Black in his entirety.
   

        Mid-air, the man's Pupils suddenly contracted.
   

        Boom!
   

        The alley's airflow gusted in reverse, as if a Gale roared past, sweeping up the fallen leaves and dust. The fighter's Qi burst forth violently in an instant, like Magma gushing from a volcano vent.
   

        A silhouette of one meter eighty collided with one three meters tall.
   

        The air blurred, rippling as if seething with high heat. Amidst the howling of the airstream, a streak of fresh blood burst forth, soaking half the wall.
   

        A Man in Black cried out in agony and was sent flying backward. He barely stabilized himself, coughing blood, and fled over the wall in a panic.
   

        On the spot, the airflow dispersed, and the Totem Evil Mother stood quietly in her place.
   

        She was tall and burly, with her three pairs of arms behind her like a royal Tree Crown reaching towards the sky. In one palm, she clutched a severed arm.
   

        Just one exchange, and the Man in Black had paid a heavy price of an arm. Had he not made a snap decision at the critical moment to explosively burst forth with all his Qi and wager injury for life, he would have likely remained there today. Of course, part of this was intentional on the Evil Mother's behalf.
   

        In the moment of their collision, she had placed a Tracking Mark on the opponent. This was what Casio had once instructed—if they encountered someone from the Door Organization, they should not utterly annihilate them. It would be best to let the adversary pay a severe price, then let them go, to find other strongholds of the Door Organization.
   

        The Evil Mother stood quietly watching the direction of the Man in Black's flight, a Totem on her body surface flickering slightly. She slowly turned and departed in a certain direction.
   

        Florence, the Clinic.
   

        Casio assumed his new office, and within half a day, the Clinic that seemed like an empty shell was revived with Vitality. The deserted Office Hall was suddenly teeming with people—a lot of staff dressed in the Clinic's Hunter uniforms moved back and forth, seeming very busy. However, these staff didn't look like Hunters, but more like Criminals caught and caged by Hunters. Their expressions and dispositions exuded a fierce aura.
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        From their appearance alone, they looked menacing, with black lines on their faces similar to tattoos. Their physiques were also unusually strong, even deformed, certainly not resembling normal humans.
   

        On the wooden corridor of the second floor.
   

        Casio stood in the suspended walkway, arms crossed over his chest, expressionlessly looking downwards. It had cost him a hundred Magic Core Seeds to bring out all the prisoners from the Wild Beast's Den to serve as his capable subordinates.
   

        These guys' combat prowess was unquestionable; they were all elite hunters with extensive battle experience. The saturation level of their Holy Marks had basically reached its limit; otherwise, they wouldn't have entered the stage of Dark Biological Transformation.
   

        Furthermore, enhanced by their transformation into Wild Beasts, they could definitely be described as a ferocious force. Of course, they weren't without flaws. Although Casio had dispelled the Disasters that affected the prisoners' minds, they still showed some residual signs of their beast transformation. For instance, they were exceptionally irritable, prone to fighting at the slightest disagreement. They couldn't handle provocation and were reckless and emotional.
   

        For example, an argument that was happening below.
   

        "Was it you who just bumped into me?"
   

        "Yes."
   

        "Then you can go to hell!"
   

        Bang, bang, bang… A series of punches echoed through the hallway on the first floor as two burly men, who were clearly troublemakers, grappled with each other.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        Suddenly, a silhouette like a black cloth leaped down from the second floor.
   

        One kick each.
   

        Bang, bang—two hunters were kicked away in opposite directions.
   

        It happened to be a long corridor; one flew to the end near the corridor window, and the other to the entrance. They were spread out by forty to fifty meters.
   

        The troublemaking hunters knelt on the ground, hands trembling as they supported themselves, their saliva knocked out of their stomachs. There was a clear boot print on their uniforms over their chests. They shakily looked up at the towering, authoritative figure standing like an Iron Tower in the middle of the corridor. His eyes swept over them coldly.
   

        The two hunters immediately lowered their heads, not daring to make a sound.
   

        "Go to the Wild Beast's Den and suffer the punishment yourself for three days."
   

        Casio's voice was as cold as ever.
   

        "Yes." "Yes."
   

        The two hunters got up and left the Office Building dejectedly.
   

        They actually didn't want to start fights over trivial matters, but the beast transformation caused by the Disasters had been in their bodies for too long, turning their brains somewhat neurotic. They always uncontrollably started causing trouble.
   

        And Casio's approach to this was punishment; the first time, roll into the Wild Beast's Den for three days, the second time, ten days, and the third time, a straight sacrifice to the heavens.
   

        Indeed, he had no mood or energy to manage these newly freed prisoners, so his rules were a bit brutally simple. If they didn't learn, they were just sent to die. After all, they were essentially death row inmates.
   

        And you know what, once Casio unleashed his severe and cruel methods, the Wild Beast hunters suddenly became much more restrained. From disputes dozens of times an hour to now perhaps once in several hours, they started to follow the rules.
   

        In the corridor, Casio slowly turned and headed towards the Director's office.
   

        The previous Soul Sickle Director of the Clinic had been severely injured for half a year and had been lying in the patient bed recuperating. The entire Clinic was almost paralyzed, and the order was very chaotic. Some functions even had to be entrusted to other organizations to share.
   

        The Clinic's headquarters also had a backlog of a substantial amount of documents and tasks.
   

        Casio had released these thugs from the Wild Beast's Den to fight fire with fire, allowing these experienced individuals to properly deal with their peers and kind. Like the still-at-large mission target Blood Shark.
   

        The number four Shadow Hunter, Soul Sickle, was severely injured while attempting to capture the Blood Shark. The Blood Shark was also injured during that capture and hadn't reappeared in the Hunters Association's sights for half a year. If it had been captured by the Clinic, it would also have been imprisoned in the third subfloor of the Wild Beast's Den.
   

        Ten minutes later, in the director's office of the Clinic.
   

        Casio sat in the chair, resting his elbow on the desk, quietly observing the four individuals before him. Fog Man, Ascetic, Nine Snakes, and Otto were the most ferocious third-layer underground Prisoners, perfect for a "fight fire with fire" approach.
   

        He pondered for a moment. First, he looked down at the Blood Shark's file on the desk, then slowly rotated it a full circle to face the four men.
   

        "Our Mission Target Blood Shark was the one who injured the former Clinic director, Soul Sickle. You, who have encountered Soul Sickle, should know his strength," Casio slowly lifted his head, "The new term of the Clinic is in dire need of revival, almost like starting over. Though I have released all prisoners from the Wild Beast's den to fill our manpower shortage, what the Clinic needs more is a victory, a substantial inaugural success…"
   

        "Fog Man, Nine Snakes, Ascetic. You three, take the relevant files and the latest Intelligence from the Hunters Association. Starting now, pursue Blood Shark at all costs. No matter where he escapes within the Hong Li Empire, bring him back to me as an example..."
   

        Casio's gaze slightly shifted and finally settled on Otto.
   

        "Otto, you don't need to go with them. The Clinic needs you here to help keep things running; you stay here…"
   

        "Yes," Otto nodded immediately.
   

        Casio stood up, just about to say something more when he suddenly sensed the Demon Seed implanted in the Evil Mother approaching. He waved his hand and said, "Go do what you must."
   

        "Yes."
   

        The four men exchanged glances and quickly left.
   

        Casio waited a moment and then walked out of the director's office. He left the Office Building and headed out of the Clinic Headquarters.
   

        Two minutes later, in a secluded alleyway lined with trees.
   

        Casio strode over, his gaze directed toward the shadows in the corner of the wall.
   

        The Evil Mother no longer hid her form and slowly walked out. Her narrow eyes fixated on Casio, slightly squinting, "Why do I feel the Aura on you has grown stronger? The threat you pose is several times greater than before…"
   

        Casio's expression remained unchanged, neither admitting nor denying.
   

        "No matter how strong I get, I can't just leap to the level of Totem King at this stage. Besides, our cooperation is led by me; it doesn't have to be willingly or feel safe or some nonsense. All you need to know is that I don't break my word on crucial matters..."
   

        The Evil Mother fell silent for a while, eventually steering away from that topic.
   

        "There's been a development. People from the Door Organization couldn't resist any longer and made a move on my disguised identity, Silver Reek Sword Sas. They suspect a mysterious Force has attacked the Dark creatures Experiment Field. As you instructed, I didn't use my full strength, merely injured the assailant and let him escape..."
   

        The Evil Mother's black pupils stayed on Casio, "I have left a tracking marker on him. The man is currently fleeing toward the outskirts of Florence City..."
   

        She paused briefly, almost as if reading Casio's mind, and asked, "Shall we join forces and track him down to see what's really happening?"
   

        "Let's go," Casio said succinctly.
   

        Immediately, the Evil Mother streaked through the shadows toward the direction where the Door Organization member was fleeing. Casio followed behind, his steps neither hurried nor slow.
   

        Half an hour had passed, and it was now the afternoon.
   

        The three silhouettes, one fleeing and two chasing, had left the Florence area and reached the borders of Fal County on their way toward Rika City.
   

        At the same time, in a remote Mountain Forest on the outskirts of Florence City.
   

        "The Totem Disc has reacted! The target is rapidly leaving the Royal Capital Florence, heading southeast!" exclaimed a Youth, his neck wrapped with a Black Totem Tattoo. In his hands was a Disc bestowed by the Totem King, capable of sensing the residual Totem Aura of the Evil Mother. Even those who killed the Evil Mother would carry residual aura.
   

        "Let's go! Chase after them!"
   

        Next to a giant tree, two old men meditating suddenly opened their eyes, their sharp gaze fleeting. They sprang to their feet.
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        Fal County, Rika City, a secluded residential area beside a mountain forest.
   

        An underground conversation had just concluded.
   

        At a side door, a figure wearing a mask quickly left and soon disappeared into the woods. On the balcony of a three-story building within the manor, two silhouettes watched quietly for a long time before withdrawing their gazes and starting to talk.
   

        "Is it necessary to set up such an elaborate trap? It's too much of an overkill…"
   

        The long-haired man in a white suit spoke. His frame was tall and slender, and his appearance exceptionally handsome. His features were refined, his skin pale, his visage rivaling that of a woman's in delicacy. The man's long hair was also tied into a ponytail that hung down his back. Although his face was feminine, his broad shoulders and the contoured muscles visibly bulging beneath his suit exuded strength.
   

        Just his stance and movements gave off a powerful aura.
   

        "Arc Moon, you don't understand. There are some secrets I cannot reveal, but there is something very important at the Dark creatures experiment field in Florence. And now, that thing has been taken. If the leader wakes up and finds out about this, he will definitely be furious. He might even be angrier than he would be over the destruction of the Dark creatures experiment field and the death of Candle Soul Yangyan!"
   

        The other figure beside the balcony spoke up. He was a sturdy man about one meter eighty tall, with short black hair and an indistinct face, since most of it was covered by a black iron mask.
   

        One could only see his oppressive, deep-set eyes and the fragment of an eyebrow. His hands hung loosely at his sides, with several iron rings, about half the thickness of a pinkie finger, hanging around his wrists, clinking when they struck each other.
   

        The man in the white suit, Arc Moon, furrowed his brows before speaking, "Can't you just tell me plainly what it is? We are on the same side."
   

        The black-haired man hesitated. Arc Moon indeed had the same status within the organization as he did, similar to that of Candle Soul Yangyan. But even for insiders, the secrets and plans they were responsible for were different.
   

        Usually, they would not disclose secrets to each other.
   

        However, the current situation was unusual, and in the upcoming period, the trap set up in Fal County might not be concealable from Arc Moon and others. Eventually, the man with black hair said, "The stone tablet, the Origin Stone Tablet... It is an artifact bestowed by our leader. There are only four in the entire organization, and none can afford to be lost. You should also be aware of the plan we are to initiate in three years; the four Origin Stone Tablets are the most crucial part of that plan…"
   

        Thoughts raced through Arc Moon's mind as he quickly connected the part of the plan he already knew with several keywords.
   

        Dark biological transformation experiments, Origin Stone Tablets, disasters of The Deep World, Catastrophe Tidal inducing Disastrous Tunnels, the city-slaughter plan…
   

        A blurry yet terrifying contour began to take shape in his mind.
   

        Arc Moon was slightly startled, he turned to look at the black-haired man. He opened his mouth as if to speak but then decided against it. After a while, he said, "Then it is surely necessary to retrieve that Origin Stone Tablet; otherwise, at least a quarter of the final plan's effectiveness will be lost, I understand."
   

        The black-haired man nodded, not continuing the topic, instead bringing up the earlier discussed trap to lure the enemy to Fal County.
   

        On the one hand, the Door Organization had already dispatched personnel intending to go to Florence to capture the highly suspicious Silver Rue Sword Sasse and ascertain the specifics.
   

        On the other hand, preparations were in place to deal with the mysterious force that had destroyed the Dark creatures experiment field. Since this force was interested in the Door Organization's Dark creatures experiment field, it seemed prudent to build another Dark creatures experiment field near Florence in Fal County. There was no need for full investment, just a rudimentary and crude one, using various methods to spread the false impression that there was a Dark creatures experiment field in Fal County's Rika City, to draw the enemy's attention.
   

        It was believed that the mysterious force, having already destroyed one Dark creatures experiment field, would certainly be interested in a second one.
   

        Even if they did not act immediately, they would definitely send someone to observe.
   

        What the Door Organization needed was for the enemy to reveal a trace, which they could follow, patiently locating the enemy's exact position. Of course, if the mysterious force acted brashly, that would be even better. Rika City had already gathered four members of the Door Organization, all experts temporarily transferred from various counties in the north. Additionally, if they waited another ten days to half a month, members of the Door Organization active in the southern part of the Empire and other kingdoms on the continent would arrive. After all, this matter related to the implementation of the final plan three years from now and could not afford the slightest mishap.
   

        The black-haired man was quite confident in recapturing the Origin Stone Tablet. Apart from the Secret Martial Arts World, no other force was more powerful than the Door Organization in this world, not even Black Rain Villa or the Dark Hunt Organization at their peak periods.
   

        For instance, in just a few days after the fall of the Dark creatures experiment field, four fighters had gathered near Florence. To the Dark Hunt Organization, these would be four Shadow Hunters, and one of them was even on par with Dark Hunt Organization's Holy Light Hunter Dilixiati in terms of strength.
   

        The members of the Door Organization called him North King, not a native of Hong Li Empire. He came from the north of Hong Li Empire, the area of many small countries encompassing three-fifths of North Reef Continent. His personality was domineering and his strength formidable. He had once challenged the strongest Secret Martial Arts fighters of three kingdoms consecutively, defeating them all with his sheer brutal force, thus earning the title of a king.
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        He was not currently in the Manor but at the Dark Creatures Experimental Field in Rika City. He had full responsibility over the site, crafting its prototype. In fact, the Dark Creatures Experimental Field at Rika City was more than just a trap. Florence's Experimental Field Number One had been destroyed, halting the final procedures of the Dark Creature transformation experiment. The process needed restarting, and the protoype in Rika City's facility would certainly be of use.
   

        However, before any of that, he had to root out the enemies in Florence and retrieve the Origin Stone Tablet. Only then could he rebuild in Rika City with peace of mind.
   

        On the Balcony, the man with black hair gazed through the gaps in the woods with profound eyes, his attention fixed on an unknown place. In another week, the traps around Rika City would be mostly set. Then, after fermenting rumors for another two weeks, that mysterious force would likely take the bait. All that remained was to wait patiently for about a month, coordinating with the continuous arrival of Door Organization members in Florence, enough to annihilate the opposition. Even if they resisted, it would be futile against overwhelming strength.
   

        "No matter who you are, you chose the path of death when you dared to openly oppose the Door Organization. I can hardly wait to hear your cries of agony..." The man with black hair suddenly flashed a sinister smile, the corners of his eyes sharp and malicious. But the lower half of his face was obscured by a Mask, hiding the malice-filled expression.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        Suddenly at the Manor entrance, there seemed to be a commotion and the sound of anguished groaning. The black-haired man swiftly turned around and, together with Arc Moon, the man in the white suit by his side, passed through the room to reach the Balcony on the opposite side of the Villa.
   

        From their elevated position, they could see the White Stone Floor and gravel paths stretching across the Manor. Along the walkways between the circular Flower Beds, their subordinates, having hurried from the Manor entrance, strode briskly. The black-haired man immediately asked in a low voice,
   

        "What's happened? Something at the entrance?"
   

        "Lord Luo, Lord Blood Ten has returned, but seems to be heavily wounded. His left arm is missing, and he's currently having his wounds bandaged in the Medical Room,"
   

        replied the person below succinctly, reporting the situation.
   

        "What!?"
   

        Arc Moon leaped directly from the Balcony, landing softly on the ground like a piece of white cloth. With a snap, Luo also jumped down.
   

        They exchanged glances and then flashed toward the Medical Room.
   

        With a creak, the door opened, and the air was filled with the stench of blood.
   

        On a gray chair, the Man in Black sat with a gloomy expression, barechested. His condition was poor, his bronzed skin marred with Cracks. Particularly on the muscle groups of his arms that powered his movements, the skin was fissured, dripping blood from the crevices.
   

        At the left arm, the cross-section of muscles torn apart by immense strength was a ghastly sight, with muddled flesh and white Meridians visible within the Skeleton.
   

        "Blood Ten, what happened?"
   

        Arc Moon and Luo hurried over from the entrance.
   

        Pressing a hand against his Chest, Blood Ten spat out a mouthful of dark red clotted blood into a metal basin before him. Only then did he seem to regain his senses, exhaling a breath heavy with the taste of blood: "It was a Dark Creature. The Silver Ruin Sword Sass was a disguise used by an extremely formidable Dark Creature. I was no match for it, heavily wounded in just an exchange..."
   

        Blood Ten's face betrayed a hint of lingering shock: "If I hadn't realized something was wrong and burst forth with all my might, I would have been left behind on the spot. That Dark Creature's strength might compare with the North King..."
   

        Upon hearing this, Luo felt a jolt of alarm. Although he had suspected the Silver Ruin Sword Sass might be up to something, who could have imagined it was actually a Dark Creature—and such a powerful one at that! He was immediately reminded of the recent intelligence from the Dark Hunt Organization: Holy Light Hunter Dilixa was injured, and there was possibly a terrifying Dark Creature within Florence City.
   

        Could it be the same one Blood Ten encountered? 
   

        And what connection did this have with the mysterious forces that destroyed the Dark Creatures Experimental Field? Surely it couldn't be that an error in the experiment had created a Dark Creature too fearsome to control. One that had broken free, massacring the entire Experimental Field, including Candle Soul Yangyan.
   

        His thoughts raced through his mind, and Luo quickly posed another critical question to Blood Ten: "Did that Dark Creature follow you here?"
   

        "No, I fled the moment I was heavily wounded," Blood Ten pondered a possibility: "I fought it in Florence's First District, where the Royal Family's Palace is located. It likely feared crossing the entire city to pursue me, risking attracting the attention of the Dark Hunt Organization. It didn't chase me down immediately. At least within the range I could sense, there was no sign of it following. It was a stroke of luck..."
   

        "That's good," Arc Moon visibly sighed with relief.
   

        "Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!"
   

        "We have an intruder, an intruder! Go, inform the lord, ah..."
   

        "The intruder is very strong!"
   

        At the Manor entrance, several layers of tight security set up by the Door Organization were breached in a flash. A Silhouette burst through clothes and flesh like a sharp arrowhead, charging straight for the heart of the Manor.
   

        In the medical room, the complexions of Arc Moon and the other two fighters changed at once as their keen hearing picked up the sound of combat and slaughter at the entrance of the Manor.
   

        "Impossible, this..." Blood Ten suddenly rose from his chair as his Qi burst forth in a surge, "Could it be that I have some kind of tracking logo on me?"
   

        "Regardless of what it is, the enemy has pursued us here. We must face the formidable foe swiftly!" Luo immediately called out and dashed toward the entrance.
   

        Arc Moon and Blood Ten hurriedly followed, reaching an open area of the Manor.
   

        Upon seeing the scene before them, their faces paled instantly—the ground was a river of blood. The ground was strewn with indistinguishable corpses, limbs and body parts scattered, bleeding ceaselessly. Many of them were henchmen they had brought with them.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        Arc Moon cursed under his breath, and then his head whipped toward a certain direction.
   

        There, at the main road of the intersection, stood a dark creature over three meters tall amidst a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood. Its body displayed the full, voluptuous traits of a female, but with a bulky and tall skeleton, its skin covered with densely packed, hideously savage black totem patterns.
   

        Six arms spread out towards the sky behind it, like a vast net.
   

        At the tips of its fingers, thick blood dripped down steadily.
   

        An aura as formidable as that of a top-level fighter spread out without restraint in all directions. The powerful aura almost caused the air around it to blur and wrinkle as if it were being roasted by high-temperature flames, the waves churning.
   

        "It's caught up to us!"
   

        Fear flashed through the eyes of Blood Ten, pain throbbing subtly in the stump of his left arm. The fingertips of his intact right hand were trembling slightly.
   

        "Don't panic! If the three of us join forces, even if we can't defeat it, we won't be easily crushed," Arc Moon's eyes flashed fiercely as a white Qi burst from him, his powerful aura billowing.
   

        "We fight as we retreat, leaving through the back door to find the North King. The Manor is less than two kilometers away from the dark beast experimental field behind the mountain..."
   

        Luo thought calmly, instantly adopting a combat stance with his strong arms folded across his chest. The iron rings on his forearms quivered, clinking, evoking a sense of martial solemnity. A light blue Qi emanated from his right side like smoke, intertwining in the air. It faintly took on the shape of a shark.
   

        "Attack!!!"
   

        With a roar from Luo, three silhouettes lunged forward.
   

        The Evil Mother's six arms unfolded, its body's totem patterns lighting up instantly as it collided with the three like a shell. A loud boom echoed through the Manor as the airflow surged wildly. Amidst the dust and fog, four silhouettes skirmished rapidly, hands moving at tremendous speeds. Clusters of Qi exploded into cohesion, continuously shaping into the will of boxing methods, only to be smashed by the iron arms entwined with totems, disintegrating on the spot.
   

        Splat!
   

        Arc Moon was struck in the chest by an iron fist and flung backward rapidly. His white suit had already stained a deep crimson.
   

        "Go!"
   

        Through the rolling surge of Qi, Luo burst forth, closely followed by an even more haggard Blood Ten. The three of them, like three long spears, took advantage of the boxing method's burst to repel the Evil Mother and ran wild toward the back door of the Manor.
   

        Anything that blocked their path was smashed to pieces with a punch.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh!
   

        The three silhouettes reached the back door of the Manor but suddenly stopped.
   

        Blood Ten's face showed the expression of someone cornered into a desperate situation, grinding his bloodied teeth, his countenance fierce. His bloodshot eyes glared ahead.
   

        At the back door, nearly two meters tall, a figure stood waiting quietly. With an expressionless face and icy gaze, there was a sense of indifference in his eyes.
   

        It was as if the three before him were already dead.
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        Casio blocked the back door of the Manor, completely sealing off the trio's escape route.
   

        As fighters of unparalleled strength in both Qi and physique, they could naturally leap over the wall to flee—or even punch through the enclosure wall. But that was pointless; the three had headed for the back door to rendezvous with the North King at the dark creatures' Experiment Field two kilometers away. Blindly running away like headless flies would be even less desirable than turning around to fight a deadly battle against a formidable enemy.
   

        Among the members of the Door Organization that gathered in Florence, the North King's strength was undoubtedly the greatest. He was one of the core five Kings of the Organization.
   

        Only two people ranked higher than him.
   

        One was the eternal, enigmatic leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu.
   

        The other was the position of the vice leader, who, in fact, assumed the duties of the leader most of the time, the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist. It's important to note that the title "Saint Fist" did not represent this person's strength but was a position title. The strongest member of the Door Organization of each era, upon assuming the duties of vice leader, would be called Saint Fist. Their particular Secret Martial Art Boxing Method would be added in front of Saint Fist, serving as a specific appellation, just like the five Kings of the Organization.
   

        In reality, the name "Saint Fist" carried a beautiful implication, a metaphor for martial art practitioners' desire to peer into higher realms. However, if measured by actual strength, this term's bearer, the current vice leader of the Door Organization, Magic Phoenix, could not be considered a Fist of the Saint. His power still lay beneath that of the Saint Fist, separated by an iron wall.
   

        And in this life, he could only ever inch extremely close, never reaching it.
   

        Because the bearer of the titles Holy Fist, Tyrant Fist, and Polar Fist needed to completely integrate their physique, Qi, and spirit. They had to thoroughly embody the will of their own Boxing Method!
   

        Moreover, they needed to possess an invincible belief of 'who else but me.'
   

        Anyone who dwelled beneath others, whose spirit could not fully unfold, whose passion faced obstacles, could never experience their own unique revelation!
   

        Every vice leader of the Door Organization could reach the worldly pinnacle of Strength; however, not a single one of them had ever broken through to the Holy Fist Realm. Dozens of eras had passed, and occasionally a Saint Fist emerged.
   

        But never from within the members of the Organization.
   

        It could even be said that they couldn't even take the first step on the path to becoming a Saint Fist. What does it mean to thoroughly embody the will of one's Boxing Method?
   

        Where does the will of Boxing Method originate? Naturally, it springs from the foundational Secret Martial Art cultivated over decades! So where does Secret Martial Art come from? Secret Martial Art is something humans created to strength themselves, to develop the human body's secrets, to better protect themselves! First and foremost, you must respect that you are a human, which is the very foundation of all.
   

        And what are the actions of the Door Organization? They are undoubtedly closer to dark creatures, even to the extent to be called an anti-human Organization.
   

        In fact, every vice leader of the Door Organization effectively controls the operation of the Organization.
   

        No matter how much they verbally acknowledge their human identity, even self-hypnosis wouldn't help. Actions taken subconsciously, plans intended to be enacted, are clearly reflected in their Qi. No matter how close each vice leader gets to the Holy Fist Realm in terms of strength, Qi, and spirit, they fundamentally can't integrate. And this small difference is like heaven and earth apart. In the Holy Fist Realm, one is no longer bound by physical limitations; power can grow endlessly.
   

        From that moment on, the person is the Qi, and the Qi is the person.
   

        As long as the Qi exists, the Saint Fist remains unextinguished!
   

        Even if the life span of the body is at its end, aging naturally, the Saint Fist can still preserve consciousness through Qi, maintain the self. Moreover, this is not some so-called soul state; Qi is something tangible.
   

        The Saint Fist still has a body, but this body is composed of Qi formed from the unification of essence, Qi, and spirit. The Qi is not constrained by the typical biological form and can embody the will of Boxing Method to the utmost perfection.
   

        The disparity in combat strength between those above and below Saint Fist is not merely several times or a dozen times; it's clearly an exaggerated difference of several dozens or even a hundred times!
   

        For the vice leader of the Door Organization to dare use the name Saint Fist, indeed, the audacity...
   

        Behind the Manor, the trio known as Arc Moon was surrounded both in front and behind. In the front stood a stern-faced man with prominent muscles emitting a dangerous aura, while at the back, a top-tier Catastrophe Spirit Level dark creature with six-armed totems. The atmosphere all around was oppressive and gloomy, as if even breathing became arduous. Anxiety and tension quietly spread among these three members of the Door Organization, as they were in a predicament.
   

        The horrendously dangerous dark creature at the back was not easy to handle, and the man obstructing their path was equally fraught with peril. In the present situation, hesitation was not an option; a resolute decision was necessary. Arc Moon and Luo exchanged glances before charging forward without hesitation, their powerful Qi surging and tumultuous with each swing of their Boxing Method.
   

        Behind Luo was a phantom of a blue Shark swiftly weaving through the Air. Its tail flicked agilely, and its mouth opened to reveal fearsome shark teeth.
   

        Arc Moon shot up into the mid-air like a Shell, displaying a unique spinning slash with a Hand Knife. As his arm waved, it traced a Radian of Waning Moon in the Air. Instantly, a Qi-crafted White Crescent Moon overlaid his silhouette, easily tearing through the Air like a Wind Fire Wheel slashing down.
   

        In front, Casio remained unfalteringly in his spot, a faint cold smirk appearing on his face. Thump! The ground suddenly collapsed, and a black Silhouette, like a flash of Lightning, vanished in a blink, with a sonic boom echoing through the Air.
   

        Boom, boom, boom!!!
   

        Screech!
   

        The cry of a raptor that could pierce Golden Cracked Stone sounded like a clap of thunder.
   

        A huge, fiery red Vulture dove from high altitude, its Claws covered in hard scales thrust forward fiercely, the tips seemingly dripping with fresh blood.
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        The claw pressed straight down onto the ferocious shark's head, almost enveloping its entire skull. With one heavy push, the shark's head was cleaved diagonally. A burst of azure Qi dissipated on the spot, turning into a translucent sense of illusion.
   

        The blood vulture bird's sharp and fierce wings spread out, slicing through the air like a sturdy war blade. Suddenly, it collided with the white crescent moon!
   

        With a ding!
   

        The Bai Yue immediately shattered, scattering like a broken crystal lamp, bringing forth a spray of fine white light in the air, much like willow catkins falling with the wind.
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        At the collision site of the three silhouettes, only one still stood firm in its original position. The other two silhouettes were sent flying wildly, careering through the air like riding a cloud, smashing into walls and rolling on the ground. One could see the blood mist expelled by the two in the air, which, due to the rapid backflying speed, was visibly pulled into a line of blood. Moments later, it slowly settled.
   

        Drip!
   

        At this moment, Blood Ten, slowed by severe injuries, stopped his charge and forcefully halted his figure. He was less than six meters away from Casio, a stunned expression on his face, pupils filled with fear.
   

        Blood Ten didn't move forward but instead, trembled as he stepped back.
   

        Across from him, the majestic silhouette strode forward. He opened his arms, the brutal cries of birds soaring high. Steam of scarlet burst from all over his body, fluttering behind him like a veil, entwining indistinguishably. At times it resembled overlapping feathers, at times it danced wildly like flames, and at times it undulated like rippling scales.
   

        Casio walked over, wrapped in a blood-scented airflow.
   

        "I hear the cries of the weak..."
   

        He slowly lowered his head, his scarlet eyes lightly sweeping over Blood Ten.
   

        "Your screams, how unpleasant they are."
   

        Crack!!!
   

        A headless corpse stood still in place, its neck spurting thick blood like a fountain. A head with dilated pupils spun and fell through the air, trailing a thin streak of blood and followed a parabolic arc to the ground.
   

        With a thud, Blood Ten's head landed on the ground, facing up just right. His face bore an expression completely shattered by fear, pupils full of panic and terror. His mouth was wide open as if he was screaming.
   

        But death came too quickly, and before he could cry out, he was killed. As his head was severed, his action froze in place. Just as Casio had wished, all the unpleasant cries were stifled back.
   

        With a thump, the headless body also fell to the ground.
   

        Casio didn't even glance at it, slowly turning his head. He looked over to where Arc Moon and Luo were knocked away, his face showing an amused expression.
   

        Off to the side, the Evil Mother who had hurried over also looked surprised, casting her gaze to the left. There amidst the rubble of the wall, between gaps in the grey-white bricks, rich black and red Qi rose like a column of water.
   

        With two muffled booms, the bricks were blasted apart by a force.
   

        Two silhouettes shrouded in black and red mist were revealed in the sunlight.
   

        From the collision just now, the suits on Arc Moon and Luo were shattered, leaving their robust upper bodies exposed. Around their necks hung a disc resembling a blue crystal, continuously emitting black and red mist. The current reversed into their bodies, then surged from their hearts to their limbs. Black and red dense fog spurted from their seven orifices, a kind of Qi.
   

        Faintly, within the fog, a demonic Qi-filled blood phoenix wandered. Its wings beat, creating strange, flame-like patterns of high-temperature ripples.
   

        The air around was compressed downward, dispersing the dust on the ground.
   

        Casio glanced at the crystal disks on the two's bodies, which were very similar to the disc Yangyan had once used. Having encountered it for the second time, he had come to understand some things. These crystal discs were made of a special material that had excellent properties for energy conduction and storage. Like a sponge, it could absorb many special powers.
   

        For example, the Crystal Disk in front of them contained the intense Qi of a certain person.
   

        And the Catastrophe Energy of Dark creatures that Yangyan once used.
   

        It could be seen from the different ways Yangyan and the two people in front of them used the Crystal Disks. The application of storing Catastrophe Energy of Dark creatures in the Crystal Disk was still crude, requiring the energy to be crushed and consumed. However, the situation in front of them indicated that storing a Fighter's Qi in a Crystal Disk was a more mature application.
   

        The Crystal Disk could store the Qi of powerful individuals within the Organization, allowing members of the Door Organization to release it in times of crisis, to temporarily absorb and control it. Thus, they could burst forth with a formidable power that was otherwise beyond their own level of strength.
   

        Casio thought of his own Demon Seed, and he had once considered compressing a large amount of Qi into the Demon Seed, then letting his subordinates carry it. In a critical situation, they could stimulate the Demon Seed, releasing a torrent of Demon Idol Qi to immediately crush the enemy. The principle was somewhat similar to the method of the Disc.
   

        "Interesting," he half-closed his eyes, watching the two people whose momentum was growing stronger, "But you think you can escape from death by simply absorbing some external Qi to strengthen yourselves? That's just too naive."
   

        Casio crushed a brick in front of his feet and advanced step by step.
   

        "Come on, absorb the external strength to the fullest, push the power granted to you by others to the limit. Let me see just how far you can go..." His voice carried a touch of contempt, feeling the Qi from the people opposite him.
   

        "The Saint Fist Magic Phoenix has infused enough Qi into the Disk, a power that rivals one of my attacks! It may not be enough to kill you, but it is more than enough for the two of us to leave!" Arc Moon said viciously.
   

        Until absolutely necessary, both he and Luo truly did not want to use the power stored in the Crystal Disk. Borrowing someone else's Qi did not come without a price; rather, the cost was enormous, especially for the Qi of a Fighter stronger than oneself.
   

        Forcefully absorbing it into one's body and bursting with power. Afterwards, one's progress in Martial Arts would be severely hindered. Because Qi represents a Fighter's will in Boxing Method and spiritual experience, and it has an infectious characteristic. Each Fighter's Qi is different and accepting someone else's Qi would only lead to a chaotic foundation, similar to a drop of ink falling into a bowl of Clear water.
   

        This would result in a terrible outcome for the future progress of Martial Arts.
   

        To put it bluntly, the Door Organization's Crystal Disk is just an external storage tool with bad Side effects. On the other hand, Casio's Demon Seed has a biological adaptability, being able to absorb all the remaining Qi inside the host after the release of the Demon Idol Qi, allowing it to be reused.
   

        It also indirectly avoids interfering with the host's future strength progression.
   

        In the sunlight, amidst the rubble of the wall, Casio's expression stiffened slightly.
   

        He caught the first word Arc Moon mentioned, Saint Fist Magic Phoenix.
   

        The Door Organization actually still harbored a current-day Sacred Fist!?
   

        Swoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Arc Moon and Luo's figures disappeared from where they were standing in an instant, their bodies sheathed in Amber-like condensed strong scarlet Qi. A viscous solid phantasm of the Magic Phoenix formed in an instant, crashing toward Casio like a Shell.
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        Two muffled sounds combined at the same moment. The raging air current exploded outward from the center of the Battlefield like a Tornado, beating like a wave. Within a hundred-meter radius, tiles and Mud were shattered into pieces as if a barrage of air-to-ground Shells had fallen, causing violent Explosions.
   

        And at the very center of the collapse, three silhouettes appeared.
   

        Arc Moon and Luo both maintained the posture of ferocious punches, looking like two humanoid Magic Phoenixes. One reached out with Claws capable of tearing everything apart, the other pecked down with a beak like a Spiral drill! Yet, these two attacks, far surpassing the normal strength level of Arc Moon and Luo, were blocked.
   

        The Majestic Silhouette opened his arms and caught the two meteor-like fists. Amid the howling of the air, Casio gradually lifted his head inch by inch.
   

        His expression was extremely fierce, revealing sharply pointed, grimly white teeth.
   

        His gaze was fixed on the Magic Phoenix Phantasm behind the two people in front of him, his eyes boiling with fury at being toyed with.
   

        "Pretenders to fame, you dare to call yourselves Sacred Fist!!!"
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        Screech!
   

        A piercing cry burst from within Casio's body, as if it could penetrate the skies with its shrill scream, carrying an unequaled ferocity and grandeur. Scarlet airflow swirled and churned, continually brushing past the corners of Casio's eyes. In his azure blue pupils, a red dot grew larger and more distinct. Finally, it transformed abruptly into a sinister Blood Vulture, lunging forth!
   

        The moment the bloody silhouette came into contact with the air, it terrifyingly expanded, swelling into a colossal beast in less than half a heartbeat. Its blood-red wingspan blocked out the sunlight as it dove through the air with the posture of a gliding predator, bursting the atmosphere around it.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Blood Vulture Bird collided directly with the Magic Phoenix that surged from the bodies of Arc Moon and Luo. Immense airflows were dragged along, blurring in explosive tremors. Amid the dusty fog raised by flying mud, three bloody silhouettes shot straight into the sky, entangled in a deadly skirmish. They glided through the high-altitude woods like fighter planes chasing one another. In a fleeting moment, they left behind traces of blood in the air.
   

        Continuous thuds echoed from high altitudes, accompanied by the metallic clang of claws and beaks striking, filled with the barbaric and lofty cries of predatory birds.
   

        Within a hundred-meter radius, the emerald canopy trembled wildly, the dense leaves rustling sharply. Whenever the ferocious birds fought overhead, the sea of trees clearly bore the impressions of being pushed down by the airflows, creating huge oval depressions. Sometimes, the ceaseless disturbances of the airflows made the entire forest sway, turning it into a tumultuous green ocean.
   

        The relentless, frenzied collisions occurred in an instant, maybe just two to three seconds, or perhaps merely a second. The battle had been decided, the Blood Vulture Bird spread its wings, its formidable feather tips like blood-dripping gold iron. Its claws tore fiercely outward, and the Magic Phoenix let out its final dying wail. Its wings broke, trailing a mist of red as it fell. Like a battle plane smoking black, it inevitably plunged towards the ground.
   

        With a thud and a splash...
   

        Following the thump in the sky, the Magic Phoenix completely dissipated into a black and red aura that drifted down gently, like a light rainfall.
   

        Screech!
   

        The Blood Vulture Bird let out another cry, circling the sky three or four times. It gazed down upon the ground with the majestic posture of a victor.
   

        In the end, it swooped down with a whoosh and fused into Casio's body.
   

        "Magic Phoenix? Just a raggedy bird. Does that even deserve to be called a Holy Fist?!""
   

        "If the Holy Fists are all of this caliber... how could they possibly contend with the Ultimate Dark Entity in the World of Calamities?" Casio looked up at the sky where the red rain fell, with a hint of sentiment. He had clearly seen, in the dark creature experimental lab, a Bronze Stone Idol Ghost as tall and mighty as a mountain!
   

        The Totem King's body, in its fall, could easily crush a city.
   

        One can only imagine how powerful the old master of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist who could stand against it at the Calamity Source, in enemy territory, must be! That is a true Holy Fist!
   

        And how dare Arc Moon and Luo's Magic Phoenix even touch the name of the Holy Fist?
   

        Whether it's a nickname or a title of office, it's far from meriting even a fraction of that esteem. Casio, now with the strength of an Ultimate Fighter, stood at the same level as that so-called Magic Phoenix Holy Fist. Even so, he would not dare to refer to himself with the title Holy Fist Domination Fist, so how could the Magic Phoenix be so bold?
   

        At his current level of strength, Casio rarely felt genuine anger anymore. But today, the name Magic Phoenix Holy Fist had successfully elicited that emotion to the extreme.
   

        Arc Moon and Luo inadvertently became punching bags for Casio to vent his rage.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        An arm, almost the size of half a person's torso and robust, descended from the sky, its musculature like poured concrete, thick veins wrapping around like snakes. An irresistible palm pressed down upon Arc Moon's head.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        Before he even had a chance to betray a look of horror, his entire head was forcibly pressed into his chest cavity. Following that, both clavicles, along with the spine, snapped one by one. Next were the ribs, hip bones! Arc Moon's solid upper body was gone, forcibly squeezed onto his lower half. It appeared like a ball of flesh, muddled and intermixed with fabric.
   

        Casio looked on emotionlessly for a moment before turning his head and delivering a powerful kick. Arc Moon flew off, hitting a large tree and then exploding on impact.
   

        With a thud, blood rained down. Through the hazy sight, a silhouette seemed to be fleeing rapidly through the mountain woods, heading toward the deep mountains.
   

        Casio didn't pursue immediately, but instead patted off the bloodstains on his body, turning to lock eyes with the Evil Mother standing in the Manor.
   

        Both of them started moving simultaneously, their forms flickering as they chased after the escapee.
   

        Considering Luo thought about fleeing at such a desperate juncture, it meant that something nearby must be able to save him. Or rather, he believed something could! Maybe more members of the Door Organization, who knows...
   

        Casio enjoyed the sensation of hitting the small ones and having the big ones come at him.
   

        It was quite convenient, all of them rushing to deliver themselves, even saving him the trouble of tracking them down. As for the number of enemies, Casio was utterly fearless. Unless the chief of the Door Organization, Xiadu himself showed up, Casio was confident he could manage a good fight. Even if overpowered, making a smooth retreat would not be difficult.
   

        That night when he successfully merged with Sonic Fang, Casio looked up at the starry sky and realized that he now stood amongst the world's most pinnacle figures. Aside from those transcendent Holy Fists and Ultimate Dark Entities, Casio, as an Ultimate Fighter, was a wildly uninhibited tyrant.
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        A belief that could obliterate the invincible had deeply taken root in his heart.
   

        ******************************
   

        Within the mountain forest, a figure with tattered clothes was fleeing in a shabby state.
   

        At this moment, Luo had completely lost the confident air he had on the balcony of the villa, chatting amiably with Arc Moon. He realized he had been wrong, terribly wrong. Since that mysterious force had dared to attack Florence's Dark Creature Experiment and had either captured or killed Yangyan and Candle Soul, they certainly knew of the Door Organization's existence and had long been prepared to take revenge against them. Since they dared to do so, they must have already foreseen the consequences.
   

        This also meant that the adversary very likely had the capability to counter the Door Organization. For instance, the situation at hand: a monster that even three Veteran Fighters joining forces could not defeat! Even using the strength of the Vice Leader's Magic Phoenix Qi had proved futile, the Magic Phoenix was crushed on the spot! The blond-haired, blue-eyed man's strength had reached a horrendous level, at least comparable to one of the seven Kings within the Door Organization. And the earliest Dark Creature that had pursued them seemed to be on this same level of strength, a match for not one but two King-level powerhouses!
   

        In the nascent Experiment Field of Dark Creatures in the deep mountains, could the North King, all by himself, withstand both of them? Luo was deeply worried and afraid in his heart.
   

        But he had no choice; he was utterly at a loss now.
   

        Perhaps before Arc Moon's death, Luo still harbored thoughts of dying loyally. But when Arc Moon was brutally smashed into a bloody pulp by that man's palm, Luo's courage completely shattered, and instinct overcame his will. He fled, pinning his hopes on the North King.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Between the gaps in the woods, a silhouette stepped on the fallen leaves, making rapid progress.
   

        He was already moving very fast, but two black figures were still catching up behind him like shadows. Casio's face was expressionless as he exerted force from his feet, cracking the ground silently. A tough tree root beside him was snapped in an instant. He turned into an afterimage, covering a vast distance in one leap.
   

        Swish!
   

        Aaaahhhh!
   

        Ahead, Luo let out a scream, stumbling in his steps, but still clenched his teeth and pushed forward. However, his bloody, mangled left arm told the tale of what had just happened. Blood was scattered in the air, falling among the bushes, on the ground, and on the tree trunks. There was a prolonged scent of blood permeating the gaps in the forest.
   

        Behind him, Casio nonchalantly threw away the arm and continued the chase.
   

        At this moment, although his speed was exceedingly fast, it gave the impression of being leisurely slow. That was because with each step Casio took, he would dart a significant distance forward, so he didn't actually take many steps.
   

        It was merely that his leg power was so tremendous that his running resembled flying!
   

        Most of the time, he was in mid-air, which strangely brought a sense of enjoyment.
   

        The chase before his eyes was like the southern hunters pursuing wild boars. They would first wound a boar, allow it to escape, then follow the blood scent with their keen-nosed hunting dogs until they found a nest of boars. At certain critical moments, humans and beasts had no difference.
   

        Tap tap tap tap…
   

        Luo suddenly burst out of the woods into an upwards-sloping grass-covered hillside. He knew that at the top of the hill was an entrance that led directly to the natural cave that served as the prototype for a Dark Creature laboratory. One of the seven Kings of the Door Organization, the North King, was inside.
   

        Tap. Tap.
   

        The sounds carried from behind him, also escaping the woods.
   

        Luo clenched his teeth and continued to flee forward. He glanced sideways at the verdant woods and suddenly noticed some unusual movement. To the right, there seemed to be some massive beasts, taller than the tree crowns, thunderously rampaging toward him. To the left, there was a black dot suspended in the sky. Below the dot, a massive hurricane was spinning rapidly and advancing at high speed.
   

        "Are they their people!? It's over, all over," Luo thought, almost on the verge of a breakdown. Even from a distance, he could feel the two formidable forces. A second later, Luo's despairing expression shifted as if by a flip of a switch to one of wild joy. Because the powerful figures who had arrived later seemed not to be heading towards him but were charging towards the two people behind him with full hostility! The situation intensified as both sides clashed head-on!
   

        "This is an opportunity!!!"
   

        A flash of inspiration struck Luo's mind, and he instantly realized something. The two people behind him were undoubtedly powerful, but the forces that had just arrived were also fierce and numerous! If he went to the Experiment Field of Dark Creatures to bring the North King, adding a King to the encirclement.
   

        Even two Kings would fall into jeopardy!
   

        Every time Luo thought about the severe pain in his left arm, he clenched his teeth in fury, and the memory of Xuan Yue and Blood Ten being killed right before his eyes only fueled his anger.
   

        The Door Organization hadn't suffered such a great loss in nearly fifty years!
   

        In the ten-plus years after he became a Fighter, he had never been humiliated like a cat catching a mouse. How could one not be furious?
   

        With these thoughts, Luo quickened his pace and charged toward the slope. His path left behind a trail of blood spots.
   

        Behind him, Casio and the Evil Mother stopped in their tracks, gazing into the sea of trees.
   

        The Evil Mother only glanced and understood, "The people from the Ten Million Mountain Totem Temple in the south, those damned Totem Wizards. They worship the Totem King and offer sacrifices to him. They can be considered the Totem King's dog in the Real World... a devoted dog with considerable strength."
   

        Casio's expression remained unchanged as his gaze slowly swept across two directions, precisely where the Hurricane Wizard and the Beast Wizard were located. Casio retracted his gaze and glanced at the Evil Mother, "Their strength is indeed not bad. Can the Totem King bestow power on them as he did to you last time?"
   

        "It's hard to say, last time was a special situation," the Evil Mother quickly responded, "The two from the Door Organization temporarily opened a channel between the Real World and the World of Calamities through the Origin Stone Tablet. Only then was the Totem King able to continuously transmit his power and bestow it upon me. Under normal circumstances, these Totem Wizards definitely cannot contact the Totem King who is far away in the World of Calamities during a battle. Unless, the Totem King had already granted them some power beforehand, like some strong Totems or something..."
   

        Casio nodded slightly, what the Evil Mother said was correct. Even if the Totem King in the World of Calamities was powerful, he couldn't possibly influence the Real World beyond the rules. At most, he had pre-granted some power.
   

        Thus, the level of danger these Totem Wizards posed to him was limited to what they could achieve. It was impossible for them to suddenly surge in power during a battle, as if empowered by someone.
   

        Of course, the opponents might have some very dangerous hidden cards, and Casio wouldn't take them lightly. After all, it was targeted against a dark ultimate being...
   

        Whoosh!!!
   

        High above, the air currents went into chaos, the air biting like a knife. Streams of air, sharp as blades, were caught up in a whirl, spinning into a hurricane. A totem elder dressed in a black robe hovered in mid-air, the patterns across his body bright as magma, radiating with heat as if exerting his full strength.
   

        He spread his hands, his fingers lifted upwards as if he was supporting something. A hundred-meter-tall ferocious hurricane was raised by totemic power, becoming increasingly dangerous.
   

        Swish, the Hurricane Wizard's eyes suddenly opened wide, two beams of blue light filling his sockets like searchlights. He pushed his hands forward!
   

        Rumbling, rumbling, rumbling, rumbling!
   

        The hundred-meter hurricane crashed down and soared forward, the surrounding air and debris swiftly caught up, even entire trees were uprooted.
   

        Mud, trees, stones, all became part of the hurricane!
   

        It emitted a sonic boom noise that made the entire sky tremble.
   

        Like a colossal pillar reaching to the heavens, it smashed directly towards Casio!
   

        Casio did not dodge or evade, standing there on the open ground. His expression grew colder and colder, eventually becoming devoid of any emotion. His pupils also gradually turned black, a sign of extreme indifference. Suddenly, the entire ground where Casio stood began to shake violently, trembling madly.
   

        The earth cracked, and a purple python surged into the sky!
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        Casio, clad in a stiff black power suit, had his cape flapping behind him, caught by the airstream as it billowed toward the sky. Beneath the fabric, thirty-one Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist acupuncture points lit up at the same time, flickering with a deep purple glow.
   

        A dense purple fog enshrouded his body as if it were flames burning toward the sky, releasing a terrifying aura. Casio pressed one hand forward against the scales of the python that was soaring before him.
   

        In an instant, the purple fog from his back and the area above his head violently recoiled, enveloping a large section of the mountainside like a massive gaseous vortex. It continuously poured over the massive Purple Scaled Python, causing its shape and length to expand rapidly and its scales to become increasingly tough and fierce. When Casio withdrew his arm, the python that had emerged from the underground had completely leapt into the high altitude, blocking out the sunlight and casting a hundred-meter-long shadow.
   

        Bang! Boom! Boom!
   

        In the azure sky, two massive beings driven by terrifying strength collided. The mere impact of their masses caused a sharp explosion in the air, as if a fleet of bombers had dropped a multitude of bombs, detonating them mid-air. The intense heat nearly ignited the atmosphere, creating a distorted visual effect. Circular waves of air compressed and rolled as though forming a mushroom cloud. Within a ten-kilometer radius, the terrifying noise could be heard.
   

        The air wave sharply pressed down, causing the leaves and branches of the woods to tremble nonstop, and the grass roots and stems to lie nearly flattened on the ground. The clothes' hems were continuously lifted by the gale.
   

        The windstorm cut like a knife, slicing across the tough, fair skin. Casio remained steadfast, his eyes squinting slightly. He didn't even glance at the center of the collision between the Sound Python and the hurricane; instead, he cast his gaze toward the Hurricane Wizard hovering in mid-air. Casio raised his hand, his fingertip cold to the touch.
   

        Roar!
   

        The Sound Python suddenly leapt up, its tail whipping and bursting the battered remnants of the hurricane, which had reduced to its utmost limit. Then it slammed down with a thunderous crash, its mouth gaping open as if to devour the void.
   

        Ever since Casio saw through the Origin Stone Tablet the old man of the South Dou Red Vulture Saint Fist exert his strength and utilize his qi, he seemed to have had an epiphany, delving into this area. Now he had achieved significant results, enriching his combat methods to a certain extent.
   

        Typically, one would only begin to employ qi in this way at the Ultimate Fighter stage. Secret Martial Artists at the Ultimate Bottle Neck stage beneath the Saint Fist, unable to further increase their attributes, would begin to spontaneously research deep applications of qi. To use qi in such a manner, one had to have a high realm, as it takes deep mastery to have such control. Secondly, one's qi had to be robust, able to withstand the horrific squandering of an intense battle.
   

        Although Casio had stepped into the Ultimate Fighter level with the Extreme Power of his Sonic Fangs, his qi was far more robust than that of Secret Martial Artists in the same realm. With the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, and Magic puppet secret weapon all mastered, each personality within him controlled the qi separately.
   

        Hence, Casio had no reservations about squandering his own qi. When it came to wars of attrition, he feared no one. Just now, the surging qi of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist formed a massive Sound Python. Casio, deeming it insufficient, continued to inject qi energy into it, allowing it to crush the Hurricane Wizard's long-accumulated hundred-meter hurricane in one stroke and attack the main body without diminishing momentum.
   

        He wanted to see what kind of techniques the Totem Wizards from the Totem Temple had been granted by the Totem King. They dared to besiege him outright. Casio, with his Aloof Personality, was more calculating and more cunning. His aim was to maintain his strength between the peak Fighter and Ultimate Fighter levels, to force all the Totem Wizard's hidden techniques out and then burst forth with all his power in one fell swoop to crush them once and for all.
   

        If it were the Casio of the murderous personality, he definitely wouldn't think so much. He would burst forth with all his power right away, crushing his opponent into the mud until they turned to dust. Neither approach can be said to be better or worse; they are merely different styles to deal with different combat scenarios. When the enemy possesses unknown techniques from an existence like the Dark Ultimate Level, the Aloof Personality is undoubtedly more cautious.
   

        In the sea of trees, the sky, a Python bearing a massive shadow pressed down. The Hurricane Wizard's black robe danced wildly and inflated furiously. One could see the tattoos on the elder's body light up one after another, bringing different combinations and characteristics of airflow control!
   

        He raised his arm and pushed it vigorously into the sky.
   

        First, a white airstream three meters in diameter surged from the ground to the sky, enveloping the Hurricane Wizard completely, then struck the body of the Sound Python. Instantly on the surface of the purple scales, an arm-like upward thrust of white airflow formed, covering the lower half of the Sound Python like sand. Boom! Boom! Boom! The two were deadlocked in mid-air for less than the blink of an eye before the airstream collapsed. The slightly reduced Sound Python was still enormous, its body wrapped in pulsating sound waves, like a train collision.
   

        The Hurricane Wizard's expression changed, no longer composed. He did not stubbornly stay in place to endure the attack but rather fell from the sky with the flow.
   

        His hands kept rising, with a tattoo flickering out each time.
   

        A Spiral wind blade sharp enough to slice through trees.
   

        Airstream Chains potent enough to shatter boulders.
   

        A half-formed Storm Giant standing over ten meters tall...
   

        These Totem abilities struck the Sound Python, merely shattering some of its purple scales. Still unable to stop the oppressive onslaught, the looming shadow grew larger, and the terrifying air pressure began to solidify the atmosphere like amber.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Damn it, what does that mean? Attacking with a killer move right off the bat? Isn't he afraid of being exhausted after the move and then getting killed by the Beast Wizard?!" the Hurricane Wizard was annoyed in his heart; if he forcibly took the remaining attacks, there was a significant chance he would be severely injured on the spot unless he used the power bestowed upon him by the Totem King.
   

        But, this was merely the first exchange upon meeting. After using his hidden card, relying only on his own original strength, plus the Beast Wizard.
   

        Could he really defeat Casio?
   

        The Hurricane had been watching the figure behind Casio all along. That was clearly a top-tier Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creature that seemed to obey Casio's commands. After the initial probing was over, it was going to be a two-on-two situation.
   

        If he used his hidden card too early, how could he win?
   

        "Beast Wizard!!!" He roared as he fell.
   

        On a distant hillside, Casio's emotions showed no change. His last strike was indeed fierce, draining more than seventy percent of his Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist Qi. It was equivalent to a desperate strike from a top-tier Fighter who specialized in the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, which explained why the Hurricane Wizard was in such a sorry state. However, it couldn't really be called a killer move. Casio's true hidden cards were only two moves, one was the ultimate secret skill Beak of the Blood Vulture, and the other was Extreme Power Sonic Fang! Especially the latter, which had already reached the level of an Ultimate Fighter.
   

        Boom!
   

        A giant-like figure stormed through the forest, rudely clearing and breaking the obstructing trees. He punched fiercely at the Sound Python.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The Sound Python, large as a small hill, fell straight down, its massive body directly breaking a large swath of trees, the forest sea turned into mud ground. The surrounding mud churned like sea waves, creating terrifying cracks. From these cracks, black mud shot up into the sky, like the magma during a volcanic eruption, rising to forty meters before sparsely falling down, forming a shower of mud and shattered stone.
   

        Splash, crackle, and pop.
   

        The sound of stones and mud hitting the ground was scarcely different from the howling of a gale and heavy rain. On a hardened flat ground that had been crushed, the mud suddenly exploded. Two silhouettes were exposed under the sunlight, slightly moving, their skeletons making a grating, teeth-clenching sound. The Hurricane Wizard's robe had been shredded by the immense force, revealing totem patterns filled with a primitive flavor. He had blood leaking from the corner of his mouth, his expression somewhat ferocious.
   

        With two loud cracks, two totem badges on his chest and back shattered on the spot.
   

        The expression on the Hurricane Wizard's face quickly turned to one of heartache.
   

        Beside him, a middle-aged muscle-bound man suddenly stretched his arms outward. His whole body made a cracking sound, raising a dozen or so centimeters all at once. It wasn't because the Beast Wizard had used some burst technique, rather this was his normal state. Just now, when the Sound Python collapsed like a mountain, the terrifying pressure on the Beast Wizard's entire body had compressed his skeleton, making him shorter by over a dozen centimeters!
   

        The Beast Wizard pulled his arms back, but suddenly, over a dozen wounds split open on his shoulders and upper arms, blood spurting out like fountains. This was because his muscles had ruptured, and his blood vessels had also burst. One could vaguely see his skeleton.
   

        The totems on his body flashed, his body hair grew wildly, and the whole person transformed into a half-human and half-beast figure. In just a moment, the Beast Wizard had become a three-meter-tall Werewolf. The wounds on his arms rapidly contracted under the action of strong healing power, growing new flesh and skin.
   

        "Roar!"
   

        The Beast Wizard roared towards the sky, his ferocious pupils glancing at the approaching Hurricane Wizard, "Hurricane, let's attack together."
   

        "His aura has already significantly weakened, this is an opportunity!"
   

        The same intense battle intent congealed in Hurricane's eyes.
   

        The ground exploded twice, and two silhouettes sprinted forward at extreme speed. It seemed as if there was an air flow pushing them from behind, making them faster and faster!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly, a black line split the woodland, forcibly squeezing out a pathway. Casio's black boots were on a boulder embedded in the mud, slightly exerting force, the hard stone shattered and exploded. Amidst the rising gray dust, a dark silhouette darted like lightning.
   

        In the gale, Casio's gaze was as bright as a torch, and from nearly a hundred meters away, he could see those two silhouettes. He spread his arms, lightly tapped his foot, and his entire being glided like a sharp bird of prey. His originally cold and detached aura suddenly turned fierce and ferocious. A domineering, fire-like Qi burst forth, replacing the icy aura of the Sound Snake Fist.
   

        Boom! Three figures collided directly, and all the trees within a twenty-meter radius were blown away, the air wave churning like a vortex.
   

        The Hurricane Wizard, wrapped in whirlwinds strong enough to pierce gold and split stones, was blocked by crimson Qi, which spread like feathery wings. The Werewolf form of the Beast Wizard threw a punch, which was met by another arm, equally muscular. In an instant, three forces clashed in arm wrestling.
   

        The Hurricane Wizard's pupils contracted, as his opponent's aura had returned to its peak state. This reminded him of a Boxing Master from the Southern Jungle fifty years ago. A prodigious talent, who in his later years achieved major accomplishment in boxing. He created a secret technique called Seven Star Destiny Realm, which corresponded to the Seven Stars in the sky with parts inside the body. Using exotic medicinal herbs and training methods, he induced the growth of seven tumors like Dantian, each corresponding to the name of a star in the sky, with each star representing one Destiny Realm.
   

        Whenever he was severely injured and near death, he would instantly explode one of the tumors, reviving his Qi to more than fifty percent in a flash, allowing his drained body to burst forth with terrifying combat power again.
   

        Theoretically, that Boxing Master had seven chances to recover his combat power. And the current opponent seemed to have a similar ability, with an even more exaggerated effect, recovering to his peak in the blink of an eye.
   

        In an instant, Casio brought a soaring sense of threat to the hearts of the two Totem Wizards. Their bodies flickered with totems as they entered full-force state.
   

        Boom, boom, boom…
   

        In the center of the battlefield, three figures collided like tanks, the tremendous sounds and vibrations of their arms and legs hitting each other made the ground tremble as if bombs were exploding in the deep mountains.
   

        Half a kilometer away, on the branches of a giant tree that clearly stood taller than the others, a young man with curly brown hair, delicate features, and a well-proportioned body exhaled a breath. His throat was slightly dry, his complexion a bit pale.
   

        It was Aaron, who was about to be promoted to the fourth Dark Hunt but was ruthlessly displaced by Casio, the fifth Shadow Hunter. He was originally patrolling secretly in the city of Florence, targeting a top-tier Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creature that had injured a Holy Light Hunter named Dillishaw. Unexpectedly, Aaron suddenly spotted a wounded figure running towards the city outskirts and followed, suspecting something odd.
   

        Then, he witnessed a slaughter that could be described as horrifying.
   

        The Sonic Python, wrapped in purple scales, seemed like a colossal beast from ancient times, reaching a size of a hundred meters. It crushed the hurricane, carrying a terrifying aura and weight that ruthlessly crushed the ground.
   

        Such might was nearly comparable to a natural disaster granted by nature.
   

        Seconds ago, Aaron was much closer to the battlefield. He was nearly affected by that terrifying strike as a frantic premonition of death blinked in his mind. He knew that even the slightest inclusion would result in a gruesome fate. No, not just a mess, but a puddle!
   

        As Aaron ran desperately to escape, the mud on the mountain forest ground seemed to roll like waves, lifting him five to six meters into the air.
   

        The mud bursting from the cracks nearly shot him dozens of meters up. No wonder he now hid far away, cautiously climbing to the top of the tree, looking both unsettled and dazed.
   

        "Where did all these freaks come from? If they fought in the heart of Florence, the entire Imperial Capital would be half-destroyed..."
   

        Aaron murmured, the shock in his pupils just receding.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        In mid-air, a black dot rapidly approached, finally brushing past the giant tree's crown and crashing directly onto the ground, exploding into a pit several meters deep.
   

        The air carried the unpleasant smell of wood charred by high temperatures.
   

        Aaron turned his head with a somewhat stiff expression and found that it was a piece of wood that had been shattered and blown away. He glanced at the other half of the giant tree, the entire crown stripped of branches and leaves, starkly bare compared to the lush side where he was. His eyelid twitched…
   

        Aaron suddenly felt that he was still perhaps too close to the central battlefield. To avoid accidental injury by those monsters, maybe a tactical retreat was in order. Setting a small goal, two kilometers should do it.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Bang!
   

        After a tremendous noise, the towering silhouette of a three-meter-tall Werewolf Beast Wizard flew wildly. Like a human-shaped shell, it directly pierced through the hundred-meter stretch of the Mountain Forest, its back crashing and breaking Tree Trunks while blood spurted wildly.
   

        At the same time, the remaining two people in the center of the Battlefield suddenly clashed with a palm strike. Casio was enveloped by the intense rolling pressure of the wind, his Blond Hair wildly fluttering like a lion's mane. Behind him, the ground roared, and suddenly a massive palm imprint five meters high appeared, causing the Mud to sink uniformly.
   

        The Hurricane Wizard, however, was sent flying by a palm strike, drawing a long parabola in mid-air. He coughed blood and struggled to stabilize his form.
   

        The Hurricane hovered in Mid-air, his gaze fixed on the silhouette still standing on the ground. Indeed, as the Totem King had said, the target from Florence was not easy to kill; his Strength was at the level of a Great Wizard of the Totem Temple. Moreover, there were differences among the Great Wizards themselves. In the current Totem Temple, the three ranking Great Wizards ranked by Strength were Hurricane, Lava, and Beast.
   

        The gap in Strength between the three was not very large, each having their advantages.
   

        However, stretching this timeline within a hundred years, it would undoubtedly be the Hurricane Wizard's former teacher, Wizard Qi Zhen. His Strength in his later years was formidable enough to fight against three simultaneously, dealing with the three Great Wizards without falling behind. If it weren't for the Totem Temple's continual worship of the existence of the Totem King, Wizard Qi Zhen might have already become the actual controller of the Totem Temple a long time ago. Correspondingly, the enemy at hand was also such a presence.
   

        While still categorized broadly at the level of a Great Wizard, he had already reached the Limit. Even when facing multiple enemies of the same Realm, he could still exhibit a domineering posture of suppression. To defeat, even kill the opponent, offering a power beyond this Realm was the only way.
   

        The hovering Hurricane Wizard looked down at the bushes for a moment. Beast crawled out from within, gasping heavily, his eyes scarlet.
   

        The two glanced at each other across the distance, seemingly having made up their mind.
   

        Twice they had clashed, and twice they were suppressed. Apart from unveiling his Hidden Card, he had no other choice. Even after revealing the Hidden Card, whether he could successfully kill the opponent remained uncertain. After all, the top Catastrophe Spirit Level Dark Creature behind that man had not made a move, silently observing the battle.
   

        Once it joined the fight, the situation was bound to become even more complicated.
   

        "I'm sorry, Meiya, this is an order from the Totem King…"
   

        The Hurricane Wizard, his upper body bare and filled with primal Totem significance, murmured to himself. His dark gaze seemed to carry a trace of reluctance.
   

        The name just mentioned by the Hurricane Wizard was his disciple.
   

        Also one of the ten Great Wizards of the Totem Temple.
   

        Suddenly, a powerful Aura rushed down from the hillside like aggressive fire. A fierce Qi surged and stirred up a Gale.
   

        A tall silhouette dressed in blue combat attire leapt down, resembling a Meteor dragging a blue tail, instantly rushing into the Battlefield.
   

        He ran swiftly, and wherever his footsteps passed, streaks of frost formed. His robust Qi surged unrestrainedly, sketching a huge Contour behind him. That was unmistakably a Giant Bear sculpted from ice, lifelike and fiercely intimidating. Suddenly, the Giant Bear stood erect, roaring to the sky, opening its massive mouth, emitting a deafening roar. Meanwhile, the man also roared as he punched toward Casio!
   

        "To think you wouldn't dodge, allowing me to gather momentum from the hillside, elevating my Qi to the utmost limit. I really don't know whether to call you confident or arrogant!" The North King's silhouette merged instantly with the frosty Giant Bear.
   

        Bang!
   

        The entire earth seemed to tremble like an Earthquake, the ground violently Vibration. The airflow suddenly reverberated backward, nearly tearing some thinner Tree Trunks.
   

        In a huge Hole where the Mud was depressed downward, two silhouettes, one red and one blue, were enveloped in a massive Aura halo, burning up to Mid-air like Flame, making the air boil and twist like boiling water.
   

        "Hehehe, it seems you are the reliance of that fleeing Door Organization member. A Fighter of top-tier Strength, not bad." Although the two were grappling with their Fists as if exerting all their Strength in an Arm Wrestling match, Casio still seemed relaxed, even commenting on his opponent. The feather-like red patterns at the corner of his eyes became more intense, his emotions gradually exploding.
   

        "I am neither confident nor arrogant. The reason I endured your punch, raised to the utmost limit of your Qi, was merely to gauge your upper limit of Strength," Casio suddenly raised his head, watching the two additional silhouettes approaching from the sky and the ground, his facial expression ferociously violent, utterly unable to restrain himself: "I fear that I might not control my own power after this, miscalculate the force, and punch you to death!"
   

        Bombastic…
   

        A horrifying Qi surged skyward, intermingling red and purple, nearly piercing through the thick cloud layers. North King was blasted away by the Qi, barely kneeling on the ground. His eyes were shocked as he looked at the Majestic silhouette with arms stretched toward the sky. Before he dashed out of the cave, Luo Ming had told him that his opponent was only a top Fighter!
   

        "Kill!" "Kill!"
   

        The two Totem Wizards in the air and on the ground had already entered a state of extreme frenzy. They had originally intended to use the Hidden Card bestowed by the Totem King, but the entrance of North King from the Door Organization to the battlefield at this critical moment left them with no hesitation. They directly activated the deepest Golden Totems within their bodies — the Gold that represents the King!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The moment the Golden Totem came into play, a surge of power swept through the body. The dozens of totems accumulated over the decades by the two Great Wizards were all sucked in, merging into a more formidable energy. It wasn't just the totems on their bodies that were absorbed; even the totems on the bodies of the numerous disciples they brought were sucked in from afar. Their life force and strength were completely drained!
   

        At this moment, several kilometers away, dozens of wizards, divided into two groups, lay convulsing on the ground, gasping for breath. A strange golden rune appeared on each of them. This rune resembled a mouth, or a vortex, ceaselessly devouring all the totems.
   

        Clearly, these wizards had unwittingly had something planted in them by their teachers, to be used as important nourishment at a critical moment.
   

        Think about it; this time, the Totem King's task for the Totem Temple was to besiege a powerful individual in Florence. Not to mention that Florence is the headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization, teeming with numbers that would greatly attract the hunters' attention and impact the operation. Just the fact that this powerhouse had defeated a top-tier dark creature, the Evil Mother split from the Totem King, was enough to show the level of his strength. Could an additional couple of average Great Wizards and a group of elite wizards sway the outcome of the battle? These people were burdens instead.
   

        For instance, at the start of the battle, the Hurricane Wizard and the Beast Wizard didn't let their groups of wizards get close at all. Instead, they were instructed to stay several kilometers away, on standby. These wizards were useless in the fight, so how could they assist the Hurricane Wizard and the Beast Wizard? Naturally, it was by offering up their own lives and all their strength, dedicating everything.
   

        Right from the start, when the Hurricane Wizard and the Beast Wizard in Totem Temple called their disciples to gather elite wizards to form a team, they were eyeing the opportunity before them. With their lineage thriving and strong, what compared to stepping into a stronger realm alone? It's known that the Golden Totem bestowed by the Totem King was a chance to grow stronger with severe side effects.
   

        It could merge all the disparate totems throughout the user's body into one flawless power totem that encompassed the totality of all totem powers. But this process would consume an enormous life force, enough to drain both individuals completely dry. Therefore, under normal circumstances, to save their lives, they could only use a portion of their life force, settling for a flawed and immature form.
   

        In its flawed state, the Golden Totem would gradually crumble over the years to come, eventually dissipating back into the dozens of original totems.
   

        It could only be considered a desperate measure to exchange a vast life force for a brief surge in combat strength. This was unacceptable for both the Hurricane and the Beast, so they used a better method, requiring only the sacrifice of their subordinates and disciples. Throughout the process, not only was there no need to deplete the life force of Hurricane and Beast themselves, but they also had an ample supply of life force to form a perfect power totem, and their totemic power was even stronger than before.
   

        It included the totems of both themselves and the team of wizards under their command. It could be said, quite simply, to be a win-win-win situation. They won thrice…
   

        ***************************
   

        "This strike, with the full life force and totemic power of fifteen Totem Wizards, what do you have to block it!!!" the Beast Wizard bellowed as he charged across the ground, growing rapidly in the wind, his skeleton and muscles visibly expanding. The scarlet coils of muscle, like creepers, wound and climbed over the surface of a giant's gleaming white skeleton.
   

        The Beast Wizard grew more than five times his original height, his pure fleshly body reaching an exaggerated ten meters tall. In the gaps of his body's muscles, strands of golden totemic patterns spread across his entire body, flowing with a magma-like intense energy. The Beast was not a pure human-shaped giant but possessed various ferocious beastly traits. Scales, horns, claws, sharp teeth, black spines…
   

        He was a monster, a fusion of nearly a hundred ferocious beasts, barreling forward like a hill on the move. His feet pounded deep pits into the ground!
   

        In the sky, the Hurricane Wizard fell like a meteor.
   

        He too had completed the integration of the Golden Totem, and his whole being had entered a hollow, translucent state, as though his body and the swirling air currents merged as one, easily harnessing the forces of nature.
   

        Falling headfirst, the Hurricane Wizard thrust his hands downward towards Casio. Suddenly, the cloud layer at the zenith of the sky spun wildly, eventually forming ten narrowing cloud rings from top to bottom. At the top, a cylinder of air dozens of meters in diameter roared down like a shell, accelerating. With each cloud ring it passed, the air column became more compressed and the color grew increasingly dense and white.
   

        In the end, it was like a solid white pillar. As it fell from the sky, it seemed like a divine sword passing judgment on heretics!
   

        At that moment, the Hurricane Wizard felt like he had become the Air Wizard at his peak, possessing the noble spirit to battle three opponents in the same realm!
   

        "Comparable to my teacher in his prime, the strongest in the Totem Temple for a hundred years! And with the power of all the beasts, the decisive kill is at this very moment!"
   

        The Hurricane Wizard's body shook violently, merging with the air column into one.
   

        The two Great Wizards, one in the sky and the other on the ground, had both transcended the limits and were like frenzied demons. Casio was firmly locked in by their terrifying auras.
   

        Inside the pit, Casio spread his muscular arms wide, his blond hair wildly flying, his cape snapping in the wind. He watched the two wizards, who finally deigned to use the hidden cards bestowed by the Totem King, simultaneously unleash the taboo powers within them.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        It was as if two rivers were simultaneously rushing down inside his body—one an ultimate glacial waterfall, the other a hot river of magma. The two met at the ends of the virtual meridians, violently reacting within that quarter-segment of overlap. That was the combined power of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, extraordinary ancient secret forces. Tiny life runes on the back of his hand emitted dazzling light, activating at maximum efficiency in an instant.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The two forces within Casio's body burst out completely, merging into one!
   

        A terrifying force surged forth, a waterfall of purple and scarlet that howled as it tore through the air. It was made of densely packed air bubbles squeezed together, forming a turbulent jet of water-like columns. In the column, filled with purple bubbles, were tornadoes made up of scarlet teeth.
   

        Layers upon layers, intensifying ever more wildly!
   

        Three silhouettes, each carrying their most fearsome strength, crashed into each other.
   

        Ding!!!
   

        At that moment, a strange silence descended around them, and even the air seemed to freeze. The leaves stopped moving, and the sand and stones ceased rolling. The whole world blurred, like a fading black and white oil painting.
   

        Boom...
   

        A terrible explosion occurred, tons and tons of black mud were lifted into the sky, and large swathes of white air currents sliced through like knives.
   

        Ancient trees flew in all directions like shells, and pieces of rock shot out faster than bullets! Light and heat obscured the field of view, and an oval-shaped bubble enveloped the surrounding kilometer. That was the rapidly expanding, overlapping shockwaves!
   

        If the nuclear bomb had been invented in this era, it could have been an apt and specific comparison. It was an exaggerated scene that rivaled the most top-notch hot weapons, more terrifying than a squadron of bomber planes.
   

        Two kilometers away, on another giant tree, Number Five Shadow Hunter Aaron was swept off by the high-altitude gale. He fell from over thirty meters up, facing the sky, his expression stunned. He seemed to be muttering something, and from the shape of his mouth, it looked like he was repeating: Impossible.
   

        Proud in his youth, becoming a Shadow Hunter at twenty-five, Aaron thought he had reached the ranks of the world's elite. It was the age when self-esteem, ambition, and confidence were at their peak. However, at this moment, Aaron witnessed a battle that almost shattered his worldview, realizing that he was like an ant compared to them, content with his minor achievements. Unaware that beyond this well, the cosmos was as vast as the sea!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Whoosh...
   

        The dead silence was replaced by a burst of colorful brilliance. Suddenly, after the fierce explosion, sound returned.
   

        Thick cloud layers in the sky were swept apart by the violent air currents, revealing a blue dome above. If one were to look down from above, they would see a scene like a mountain flood bursting forth. A purple-red waterfall flowed down, forming a vast fan shape. Narrow at the source, the area widened as it fell!
   

        On the southern side of the mountain peak, covered in a green carpet of woods, a purple-red blotch had suddenly appeared, occupying a large part of the area. The blotch shone with a beautiful yet dangerous color in the sunlight, like glass, like amber.
   

        It was like fine gold, carrying a pure but deadly lure.
   

        The vast mountain forest that had grown there, spanning who knows how many hectares, was instantly gone in a cloud of ash, devoured by the purple-red waterfall, violently decomposing.
   

        One could vaguely make out a ring of mist in the green hue of rime drifting at the top of the mountain. Sparse and floating away into the distance. That, in fact, was what remained of the green leaves and tree crowns after decomposition, completely merging into the air.
   

        "Run for your lives!!!"
   

        Aaron, who had just climbed off the ground, felt his heart pounding wildly, as if a large hand had tightly grabbed hold of his heart inside his chest, almost suffocating him. His eyes wide with terror, he looked at the approaching torrent of force and his skin prickled with sweat. Without hesitation, Aaron ran like mad down the mountain. His footsteps had a unique and swift rhythm, touching the ground only with the tips of his toes. This was evidently the fencing step of the Silver Thistle Rapier lineage, used only at the brink of life and death. It was meant for instantly activating the leg muscles, giving them three hundred percent vitality, to provide terrifying bursts of speed.
   

        This technique was originally meant for nimble maneuvers in close quarters combat, erupting with killing prowess. Now, Aaron was using it to flee. Just to increase the speed at which his legs could run, to get further away from that nearly all-consuming purple-red torrent! He raced through the woods, his Silver Thistle Rapier already drawn. Held tightly in his hand, it struck continuously.
   

        Not to attack an enemy, but to cut through any obstructing branches, leaves, and boulders in his path. Whoosh! The shiny and sharp rapier sliced through the air, touching a blue stone the size of a half-person. The millstone-like stone exploded on the spot, shattering into pieces, with stone powder and dust raining down.
   

        An agile silhouette, stepping with the elegant poise of an aristocrat's rapier step. Covered in sweat, pale-faced, panting and on the run. Aaron could not understand for the life of him how even watching a battle put his life at risk?
   

        And that was two kilometers away!!!
   

        He felt somewhat unlucky, having laboriously tracked that suspicious silhouette all the way from Florence to Rika City. And before he even had the chance to start his investigation, to accumulate merit, he saw a group of monsters from god knows where, fighting inexplicably. Each one was unfathomably strong, almost like a group of Hunters Association chiefs and Holy Light Hunters brawling.
   

        Aaron was so scared by the terrible aftermath that he dared not get too close, even unable to clearly see the figures engaged in combat. Which forces did they belong to? Were they male or female? Human or non-human? He knew nothing at all. Such intelligence had no bird's value! So Aaron was quite frustrated as he ran, his only choice now to return and report. To speedily inform the Black Mechanism Chief!
   

        Whoosh, at the mountain foot, a silhouette burst out of the woods and fled into the distance.
   

        Above the mountain, in the center of the battlefield, the intense colliding soundwaves had disappeared. Only the sound of falling debris like raindrops remained.
   

        On a smooth ground, nearly large enough to encompass a basketball court, a deep pit was emitting black smoke. Inside it seemed to be an energy as searing as magma, baking the hot air to distortion.
   

        Through the swirling smoke, a tall and upright silhouette still stood there.
   

        One hand was raised flat forward, palm in a grappling dragon claw gesture.
   

        With a whoosh, a gust of high-pressure cold wind blew in from afar, sweeping away most of the smoke. Casio's silhouette was revealed.
   

        His cape was tattered, the ends still scorched by flames. With a leaping red, it fluttered wildly. Casio's muscular and powerful right arm was stretched far toward the distance, with crisscrossing blood-soaked cracks on the distinctly featured bulging muscles. Especially the palm, where flesh had completely fallen away to reveal a white skeleton, creating a harsh mechanical feel.
   

        Directly in front, the ground was concaved, as if truly plowed into a riverbed by the Southern Dipper's Extreme Power. In the riverbed, within the terrifying purple-red Sonic Fang, two skeletons floated and spun quietly.
   

        The Hurricane Wizard and the Beast Wizard were dead, cleanly and decisively, without dragging things out. In this state of full commitment, if you were outmatched in strength, you were simply outmatched; if you could not keep up with the lethality, you just couldn't keep up! There was no luck involved, no room to maneuver; defeat meant facing death head-on.
   

        They were unlucky. Indeed, the two were among the top Great Wizards of the Totem Temple, absolute strongmen wherever they went. Yet, their target was Casio, one of the top fighters under the Saint Fist.
   

        In an era, such warriors might only number a handful.
   

        But they were also lucky. For the two died under Casio's Hidden Card Extreme Power Sonic Fang, the Hurricane and Beast Wizards could be proud.
   

        Only a strongman taken seriously would get to experience this technique.
   

        Above the battlefield, two silhouettes were rapidly moving and fighting. One was the North King, covered by a Snow Giant Bear, and the other was the Totem Evil Mother with six arms in action. One was trying to escape, the other trying to prevent escape. Both possessing the rare strength of top fighters, they were evenly matched for the moment, entangled and brawling.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        North King, who always carried a cold and frosty handsome face, now displayed an unprecedented amount of anxiety and panic. He was the only one who had watched the peak collision of the three men from a close distance, and his perception of that momentary extreme danger was far more intense and prolonged than Aaron's. The moment a purple-red torrent burst forth from Casio's body, North King understood.
   

        This guy was not just a top Fighter; he was a freak at the level of an Ultimate Fighter. Such abnormalities, even within a world-spanning powerhouse like the Door Organization, were limited to only two individuals—one of whom had only achieved this through special means. One of them, without doubt, was the current Vice leader of the Door Organization with the Saint Fist of the Magic Phoenix. The other was the first King, who had acquired an Evil Object known as the Blood Soul Secret Box in South Reef Continent. The box was subdivided, preserving the blood of powerful individuals and oddities, with the blood containing the strength of its original owner.
   

        The first King had absorbed it, and his strength surged, reaching a level somewhere between top Fighters and Ultimate Fighters. Unfortunately, this blood, carrying the Qi and memories of its original owners, brought strength but also disrupted the will, even driving the absorber to madness and extremism.
   

        Therefore, the first King's combat effectiveness was significantly reduced. Even so, within the sparring of the seven Kings, the first King was invincible. North King had personally battled him and was quickly defeated. An Ultimate Fighter in a crippled state was formidable enough, let alone Casio, who had legitimately stepped into the level of an Ultimate Fighter. In that violently erupting Extreme Power, North King felt a malice towards all fleshly beings. These purple-red torrents were the enemies of flesh, the enemies of all living beings!
   

        So, right after the explosion, his first thought was to run.
   

        And he planned to properly punish that bastard Luo after getting back.
   

        However, he was intercepted halfway by the Evil Mother, who had been waiting.
   

        The two soon began fighting.
   

        North King suddenly realized that this Dark Creature, which had been concealing its aura and hiding from the start of the battle, was also damn extraordinary!
   

        A top-level Catastrophe Spirit Level Dark Creature! Comparable to a top Fighter!
   

        Luo, I curse your mother!
   

        Don't let this old man live, or you'll regret it!
   

        A few minutes earlier, in a cave. The somewhat reclusive North King was quietly expanding an underground chamber by smashing boulders, preparing for future experiments with Dark creatures. He was then making a pool, drawing some groundwater. He wanted to go in and have a good soak, to test the effect.
   

        But before he could even take off his pants, Luo rushed in bloodied, screaming about enemies who had viciously attacked, and that two from Arc Moon Blood had already fallen dead. The opponents had the strength of top Fighters!
   

        Upon hearing this, North King couldn't take it anymore. How dare someone bully their Door Organization, which only ever bullied others!
   

        The opponent was a top Fighter, but wasn't he one himself?
   

        The situation was urgent. Seeing Luo in a daze, North King didn't even have time to ask any more questions, he just rushed out to meet the enemy. This was the situation now. If it were because Luo and the others were too weak, Casio wouldn't need to display the strength of an Ultimate Fighter, maintaining just a top Fighter would suffice. So the difference in information accepted by North King could be overlooked. But then, another top Fighter level Dark Creature emerged almost causing North King, who wanted to strategically retreat, to spit blood from his chest. So reporting strength but not numbers, huh? Can one top Fighter compare with two?
   

        If North King had known there were two from the start, he wouldn't have cared whether one was concealing their strength or not. Just knowing the number, North King would definitely have fled.
   

        Better to keep the green mountains intact; without them, there's no firewood to burn.
   

        But now it was too late; he was completely trapped.
   

        In fact, this couldn't entirely be blamed on Luo. During the pursuit just now, he was nearly brain-damaged by a punch from Casio, resulting in a concussion on the spot. That Luo could still organize his speech when he rushed into the cave was quite impressive, not to mention the last enemy he saw, which made Luo believe it was a good opportunity.
   

        He reported to North King, omitting the number of enemies, but he also omitted news of two formidable assistants showing up. Theoretically, the situation seemed slightly more favorable for the North King's side.
   

        Ultimately, what proved to be fatal was Casio concealing the strength of an Ultimate Fighter. It was akin to walking at night with a dagger visible to all. Naturally, others would assume that the dagger was your only means of defense.
   

        So when two or three thugs, also armed with daggers, surrounded him thinking they had an opportunity, he didn't use his dagger at all. Instead, he suddenly pulled out a handgun from his trousers. Bang, bang, bang, the confused thugs died on the spot.
   

        Fishing enforcement, just like that.
   

        ******************************
   

        At the source of the purple-red waterfall, Casio ignored the battle between the Evil Mother and North King above the hill. He had already killed the Hurricane Wizard and the Beast Wizard, yet he still maintained the state of Extreme Power. His sharp eyes, spanning a distance of a hundred meters, were fixed intently on the golden totems on the two skeletons.
   

        If Casio were a normal ultimate fighter practicing secret martial arts, he would have certainly finished and left by now. However, he had cultivated the demon idol secret martial art that could mimic the ultimate dark form, allowing him to sense the life field of Dark Creatures. At this moment, Casio faintly perceived a dangerous aura, like a massive beast silently moving under the ice layer, immense and silent!
   

        The corpses of the Hurricane Wizard and the Beast Wizard overlapped, and the totems on their skeletons twisted like golden worms. They carried an ancient mysterious aura, merging swiftly.
   

        Many elite wizards believed that the Hurricane Wizard and the Beast Wizard were their protection. The Hurricane Wizard and the Beast Wizard thought that absorbing massive life force and their disciples' totems to enhance strength was their hidden card.
   

        However, in reality, only the Totem King who bestowed the golden totems knew the true killing move. If the Hurricane and the Beast could collaborate to kill their target, that would be ideal, but if they failed and died instead, the true function of the golden totems would naturally manifest.
   

        Endless Calamity, below the ultimate form of darkness, lay the strongest of the ten Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures, ranked sixth—Catastrophe Spirit Level Entity, Evil Corpse!
   

        It's important to note that the golden totem is not the original body of the Catastrophe Spirit Level Existence, Evil Corpse. It is the Totem King using his terrifying totemic power to brand and mimic the Evil Corpse, forming the Totem Evil Corpse.
   

        Dark Creatures of such caliber always possess distinct, unique characteristics. The Totem Evil Corpse naturally cannot have one hundred percent of the original's strength, but even so, it still possesses the strength of an ultimate fighter.
   

        However, such explosive strength cannot be maintained for long. It's like snow exposed to sunlight, which does not take a moment to melt into clear water.
   

        Under Casio's intense gaze, the golden totem quickly finished combining, and a wickedly powerful aura burst forth suddenly. It instantly transformed from a totem state into a fearsome skeletal demon.
   

        In other words, it now had an authentic Dark Creature body. But what terrible reaction occurs when a Dark Creature is immersed in Extreme Power Sonic Fang Force, specifically targeted at undead qualities?
   

        Sizzling sounds… Ahhhhhh…
   

        A mushroom cloud-like white vapor rose into the sky, which was the Totem Evil Corpse wrapped in Extreme Power Sonic Fang Force, its body intensely corroded, vibrated, exploded, and decomposed.
   

        In other words, it now had an authentic Dark Creature body. But what terrible reaction occurs when a Dark Creature is immersed in Extreme Power Sonic Fang Force, specifically targeted at undead qualities?
   

        Sizzling sounds… Ahhhhhh…
   

        A mushroom cloud-like white vapor rose into the sky, which was the Totem Evil Corpse wrapped in Extreme Power Sonic Fang Force, its body intensely corroded, vibrated, exploded, and decomposed.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In the deep and broad riverbed crafted by the surging extreme power of Southern Dipper,
   

        a golden skeleton demon had fully materialized, concluding its totem state. It was not abnormally large—in fact, far from the towering height of the ten-meter Beast Wizard from before; it more closely resembled a normal human skeleton. However, it was still somewhat larger, probably between two and a half to three meters tall.
   

        The surface of every bone on the Demon's skeletal body was etched with golden runes that moved like crawling insects, appearing to be covered in scales. From the gaps of these scaly runes, clusters of black smoke carrying firelight burst out frantically, filling and enveloping every part of the demonic skeleton's body.
   

        This firelight-tinged black smoke possessed an extremely horrifying aura. Under normal circumstances, in open space, the moment it appeared, it would spread madly in all directions with the airflow, capable of enveloping a vast area. Within this range, all plants, animals, and even some dead objects would display a peculiar osseous transformation, turning into a silent and rigid bone forest.
   

        However, at this moment, the firelight black smoke could not spread at all; it could barely sustain itself on the surface of the demonic skeleton like a thin mist, or like a set of illusory armor, fending off the crazed disintegrating force around it. Although the demon's ossifying ability was truly terrifying, it paled in comparison to the extreme power that could harm all things. It could not contend at all.
   

        Inside the deep pit of the riverbed, the demon floated right in the center, representing death and stillness, its ossifying power burst out from within incessantly. In an instant, a dark orb cavity with a three-meter diameter formed around its body, only for the surrounding extreme power to immediately obliterate most of it, reducing it once again to a thin layer of fog. This cycle of emergence and suppression repeated tirelessly, almost more than ten times in the blink of an eye.
   

        The demon barely protected its core, slowly floating towards the upper part of the riverbed.
   

        Its ascent was incredibly slow, as if everything around it was repelling its departure, repeatedly reaching out little hands to pull it back in. As such, every meter the demon floated upward consumed a tremendous amount of its internal strength.
   

        Even the bright golden scaly runes on the surface of its body became somewhat dim.
   

        The demon had truly bad luck, that both the Hurricane Wizard and Beast Wizard perished under the eruption of Casio's extreme Southern Dipper power. Their skeletons floated in the riverbed, and the demon formed under such conditions. What is the Southern Dipper's extreme power? It was with this strength that Casio stepped into the realm of Ultimate Fighters, with Sonic Fang power exerting a quadruple injuring characteristic on the surrounding environment at every moment, equivalent to a continuous onslaught of lethal moves.
   

        Trapped in a river consisting of numerous stacked and accumulated lethal moves, the demon had to endure a terrifying pressure every moment. That it could barely hold on was proof of its genuine Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level strength.
   

        If both parties were unprepared and suddenly confronted each other, the demon would indeed be a rather troublesome opponent for Casio, necessitating a ferocious battle. Only after a struggle of life and death, at great cost, might there be a chance to kill it narrowly. Even then, a mutual crippling, unsatisfactory outcome might occur for both parties. However, Casio had the advantage of detecting the demon's birth first.
   

        Sometimes, in a contest between experts, being one step ahead makes a world of difference.
   

        The current situation was like two equally matched experts, with one completely unprepared and rushing into the other's grand move. Even if the unfortunate expert managed to escape, they could not avoid being gravely injured.
   

        Splash, splash...
   

        Beneath the surface of the riverbed shaped by Sonic Fang power, the demon was enveloped in firelight black smoke, with half of the golden scales on its skeleton dimming and even showing cracks. After a standoff for some time, it had floated to a position closer to the surface of the water, with the scenery above just vaguely visible.
   

        The demon's entire skeletal body suddenly vibrated, and the golden scaly runes lit up speedily, flashing intensely like a lightbulb. Its body emitted a rapid burst of black smoke, bringing forth an ominous and terrifying ossifying power. Although it did not really affect Sonic Fang's energy, it briefly propped open a huge cavity. Seizing the opportunity, the demon surged upwards fiercely.
   

        With a splash, the surface of the water broke open, and a demonic silhouette emerged boldly. Enveloped in extreme power, its firelight black smoke boiled and expanded suddenly, wantonly dispersing an evil and potent aura around it. The demon roared, causing the air itself to ripple with vibrations.
   

        Carried by the black smoke, it was about to fall to shore like a meteor.
   

        Looking over, one could see a majestic silhouette about four meters tall waiting quietly on the shore, as if it had been expecting this for some time. In the sunlight, that figure displayed a fierce and demonic outline, as if draped in a heavy and substantial giant armor. Between the gaps in the armor, scarlet firelight flowed like magma, conveying an unimaginable sense of power.
   

        The figure had its head bowed, with two osseous horns at the top twisted and protruding like a crown, and the face, cold and indifferent like a serpent-patterned helmet visor. It seemed like a majestic and solemn inhuman Demon Idol. Clank, clank, clank! A series of metallic friction noises followed, and the Demon Idol looked up.
   

        It revealed a fierce face shrouded in chilling Demonic Qi.
   

        Amid the pallor, only two fiery lights burned at the eyes.
   

        "An encounter with a dark creature on par with an Ultimate Fighter is a first for me. The life vibration energy from your body is bound to be more delicious and savory than all the dark creatures I've consumed!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "!!!"
   

        The dark smoke surrounding the Evil Skeleton dissipated at one end, as it sensed an intense fatal and danger. This human in front of it was actually consuming dark creatures?! No, he was no longer human, he was clearly a monster!
   

        Even for dark creatures, he could absolutely be considered a monster…
   

        On Casio, the horrifying life field of the Magic puppet secret weapon had evolved to a terrifying level akin to a predator, due to his devouring too much life vibration energy from dark creatures. It had a strong deterrent effect on all dark creatures and could even be called their natural enemy. This effect was something even the original ultimate dark creature, the Demon Idol, couldn't achieve.
   

        The rage that once filled the Evil Skeleton's eyes had now turned into horror.
   

        Its body surged with black smoke, as it tried to flee in other directions. Casio at the shore had already shattered through layers of air, descending like a huge dark shadow from the sky: "I really hate that look you gave earlier, if you're frightened then wallow in your fear, if you're scared then indulge in it! Why on earth do you have to give me that monster-like stare? You creatures are the real monsters…"
   

        His voice, sounding as if metal grinded against metal, pierced through the space. Descending with the sound was a ferocious silhouette and a fist that easily shattered the air, creating sonic booms. The gale howled!
   

        The fist of the magic puppet smashed into half of the Evil Skeleton's skeleton.
   

        Boom!
   

        The riverbed vibrated dramatically as the Evil Skeleton, trying to flee in another direction, was punched back into the Sonic Fang River. Thankfully, the Evil Skeleton sank only a short distance, burst forth with power, and surged out!
   

        The skeleton's face twisted viciously, its mouth gaping as if to roar.
   

        Roar... Boom!
   

        A tremendous force slammed right into its forehead.
   

        Casio's right arm swung in a circle, like a giant sledgehammer, applying a force powerful enough to shatter rocks onto the Evil Skeleton. A black smoke meteor crashed again onto the surface of the river, and like a carp that twists to escape, it surged up again unwillingly. However, Casio, now turned into a Demon Idol, no longer wanted to play with the Evil Skeleton. He spun his body and plummeted down.
   

        Just as the Evil Skeleton burst from the surface, not even three meters high, suddenly everything turned dark, a massive hand, as tough as reinforced steel, firmly gripped its face.
   

        Five thick fingers, like iron tongs, clamped directly onto the hard skull!
   

        The four-meter-tall huge armored body completely covered the over two meters tall skeletal frame. They rushed together into the river.
   

        Thud!
   

        The river swayed outward, but not a single drop splashed. Because this wasn't real water, but a flowing ceaseless Deathfang Force.
   

        Both dark silhouettes sank into this tumultuous and terrifying force.
   

        Thud! Bang! Rumbling...
   

        The riverbed shook, and the stones and mud on the shore were flung several centimeters off the ground. In the river, it seemed as if a life-or-death struggle was occurring. Or perhaps, it was just the frantic struggle of a trapped animal at its dying moment.
   

        Bang! Splash...
   

        Whoosh.
   

        Suddenly, a human silhouette burst from the riverbed, standing firmly on the shore, exposed to the sunlight. It was Casio in his normal state; he breathed slightly heavily, feeling an unusual fatigue within his body.
   

        Successive battles, especially the last one using a combination of two Southern Dipper Boxing Methods with the limit force against the dark creature Evil Skeleton, had drained almost all of Casio's Southern Dou's Power.from his acupuncture points, leaving none.
   

        It was indeed a rare experience for him to be exhausted to such an extent from battle.
   

        However, the gains were also not small.
   

        "Pop, pop…"
   

        The sound of acupuncture points clearing echoed from within his body.
   

        Casio could easily sense that his South Dou Red Vulture Fist had reached a new level, moving from the third stage to the fourth stage. The number of acupuncture points had increased from thirty-one to thirty-three. Soon, the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist would also reach the same level under resonance.
   

        Of course, he didn't feel much now, mainly because the energy of Southern Dou's Power in his body was almost depleted. Once he returned and rested for a while, the characteristics of the stronger stage of Southern Dou's Power would be displayed before his eyes. Even the Extreme Power Sonic Fang might have changed.
   

        As the foundation of that force had strengthened, it too would become stronger.
   

        The lethality of the Sonic Fang Power could also likely be elevated a notch during this opportunity.
   

        However, these were not what Casio was most concerned about. His eyes shifted slightly, and he lifted his strong right hand, which was grasping a skull.
   

        The Magic puppet secret weapon was silently operating within his body, a vibration frequency with a special rhythm covered his palm, frantically reacting with the skull itself. From this, a massive amount of warm and exceptionally high-quality life vibration energy was being extracted, flowing through his arm continuously into his abdomen.
   

        Casio's arms swelled slightly, and his skin felt sore, as if it was soaked in boiling hot water. There was a vague sense of fullness.
   

        While he felt discomfort in his body, an extremely satisfied smile appeared on his face, which was rare for him. Casio had never seen the Magic puppet secret weapon show a reaction of being overfed when absorbing the life vibration energy of dark creatures before. Now that it had happened, it further proved the significance of the gains. Not to mention, this life vibration energy, as scalding as boiling water, had a naturally essential difference compared to the previous warm trickles.
   

        His arms trembled, consuming a long time before finally stopping.
   

        Casio twisted his shoulders, and his skeleton crackled. Remembering the life vibration energy he had hunted in the World of Calamities and combining today's gains, he felt somewhat moved. Having saved up for so long, he might as well use it soon. See just how far he could elevate the Magic puppet secret weapon in one go? Even if it cannot be maxed out, there would still be significant progress.
   

        Gathering his thoughts, Casio took another look at his right hand.
   

        The body of the Evil Skeleton had already turned into bone dust, falling like a clump of white sand with the wind. Only a palm-sized piece of bone remained, on which lay a dim Golden Totem, flickering like a flame about to be extinguished.
   

        He examined it closely and finally put it into his chest. It's better to let the professionals handle professional matters. He would just let Evil Mother have a look when the time comes.
   

        Casio surveyed his surroundings, which were chaotic and full of devastation.
   

        Everywhere were traces of destructive battles, large areas of forests and grassy slopes destroyed, looking as if bombarded by bombs with countless pits. Especially the riverbeds eroded by the Sonic Fang Power, which destructively meandered like hundreds of pythons, almost plowing half of a mountain into wilderness.
   

        Unconsciously, his power had reached such an extent.
   

        He recalled the first time he retrospected, when teacher Lixia was talking to him about the realms of Secret Martial Art under a tree at dusk.
   

        "Boxing artists surpass the human limit, facing hundreds alone. Their force can penetrate joints-thick metal armor, and their senses sharp enough to catch flying sparrows…"
   

        Casio muttered to himself, slowly clenching his fists, straining his knuckles.
   

        "Teacher, I have long reached that realm, and even far surpassed it... Now, I stand just under the Saint Fist, qualified to gaze upon the peak of the Secret Martial Art. Unfortunately, you can't see this…"
   

        The gale howled, a brief silence ensued.
   

        "I will keep going, keep going forever."
   

        Casio abruptly turned, stepping on the white bone ash of the Evil Skeleton that was scattered over several meters on the ground. Against the gale, he silently walked toward the mountaintop.
   

        A minute later, on the other side of the mountain in a still intact forest.
   

        On the uneven ground covered with fallen leaves,
   

        Evil Mother's palm was dripping blood, half her body leaning against a tree trunk. Opposite her stood Casio holding an arm, "You mean, he used a highly lethal burst secret technique. At the cost of breaking an arm and destroying a red eyeball prop, he forced you back and finally fled while coughing up blood…"
   

        Evil Mother nodded her head, staying silent.
   

        Casio held the wrist of the arm.
   

        Evil Mother's palm dripped blood, half her body leaning against the tree trunk. Opposite her stood Casio holding an arm, "You mean, he used a highly lethal burst secret technique. At the cost of breaking an arm and destroying a red eyeball prop, he forced you back and finally fled while coughing up blood…"
   

        Evil Mother nodded her head, staying silent.
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        Luo hadn't fled, he was quite seriously injured. If he didn't address his wounds urgently, there was a high probability that his overall strength would slide further. Luo had already lost an arm, and if the situation continued to deteriorate, it was possible that he would keep falling through the ranks of fighters. He couldn't give up his future in martial arts.
   

        Furthermore, the outcome of the battle outside was still uncertain. The combination of Casio and the Evil Mother was indeed filled with demonic Qi, overwhelming and oppressive. However, one of the Door Organization's Seven Kings, North King, was no pushover, not to mention the addition of two powerful allies to the battlefield. Luo was certain that the two auras he had sensed before entering the cave were heading towards Casio and the others!
   

        Each aura seemed to be on the same level as North King.
   

        Three King-level experts against two of the same rank, it was clear to anyone which side had the advantage. Even if North King's side couldn't kill the pursuers, they could easily crush and expel them.
   

        This was Luo's thought process, so he calmly and unwaveringly bandaged his wounds.
   

        Additionally, the feeling of safety was increased by the dark creature experiment field built within the mountain. The surroundings were made of solid rock, with just a handful of secret entrances such as caves and tunnels. Each intersection had heavy metallic gate valves, mechanism traps, which required a key to pass through smoothly. Otherwise, various obstacles would be encountered, even rockfalls that could bury the tunnel! Once triggered, mechanisms would alert Luo.
   

        He could then quickly escape to another location through a secret tunnel.
   

        Hence, after bandaging his wounds, Luo had almost completely relaxed. He stepped out of the medical room, his left arm wrapped in white bandages, emitting a strong medicinal scent. Bloodstains and black ointment seeped through the bandages.
   

        Entering the hall, Luo sat on a white stone bench, his Qi slowly recovering. But he remained extremely weak from the damage taken, with remnants of the Magic Phoenix's black and red Qi mixed in.
   

        He let out a heavy breath tainted with the scent of blood, his eyes unfocused as if he had lost sight of something, regaining clearness only moments later. Luo thought back to the recent events, Blood She and Arc Moon had died, killed by a heretic in league with dark creatures! Yes, he saw Casio as a heretic, even though they themselves were conducting dark biological transformations. In Luo's mind, the dark biological experiments were meant to control and manipulate dark creatures, to understand their inner workings!
   

        Although they were capturing tramps to use as test subjects, although they released experiment subjects to hunt residents in Florence, although they developed various drugs and traded with dark creature tribes, all this was temporary, a necessary sacrifice to ultimately solve the real-world dark creature problem, Luo firmly believed this.
   

        Within the Door Organization, core members who knew and understood the dark biological transformation plan had such thoughts. They weren't deceiving themselves but truly believed it. Logically, to reach the levels of a fighter, to manifest the will of their boxing method, there would be few fools among them.
   

        They shouldn't be so naïve about the dark biological transformation plan.
   

        There must be a reason for it.
   

        The problem might rest with the leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu.
   

        Some strange hypnotic ability? Or the mark of the Devil's Eye left by a foreign power on the members' shoulders? The Tear of Blue Eye, Red Tear Eye?
   

        The hall gradually quieted down, and Luo, feeling a faint pain in his left shoulder, had a somewhat gloomy look in his eyes. He lifted his head and glanced at the dome above.
   

        It seemed as though he was looking through the mountain to the now silent battlefield outside.
   

        There were no more noises, although there had been a loud bang before, along with occasional tremors. But now, everything had ceased. The battle had likely ended, and the most probable scenario was that the two pursuers had been repelled, with North King's side claiming victory without much gain. Luo sighed, knowing that it was not easy to kill experts of the King level.
   

        It was a pity that Arc Moon and Blood She had died in vain.
   

        No, their deaths wouldn't be in vain. The Door Organization would definitely make the other side pay, even if not right now, they would initiate revenge plans that could span years. With several of the Seven Kings taking action, those two would eventually pay the price. Luo hoped that the revenge would come soon.
   

        As Luo's thoughts were in disarray, he suddenly heard the sound of a door opening from the passageway on the left side of the hall. He immediately stood up, drew a deep breath, and hurried over.
   

        North King had returned, but what was the final outcome of the battle?
   

        Luo, in a relatively relaxed state, quickly rounded the corner, a smile just beginning to form on his face. The smile froze the moment he clearly saw the two people before him. A shiver ran down his spine, and all the hairs on his body stood on end simultaneously.
   

        "Where's North King? How could it be them!"
   

        "Could North King have also been—?"
   

        Luo's eyes filled with horror, and he took three wooden steps backward. His gaze first swept over the Six-Armed Evil Mother, who was covered in terrifying black totems and emitted a strange and evil aura, before settling on the expressionless blond man. In his heart, this solid-looking man, who seemed as harmless as an ordinary person, was more terrifying and brutal than the Six-Armed Evil Mother, even more frightening.
   

        The sight of his two fallen companions flashed before his eyes.
   

        With determination in his heart, Luo attempted to raise his remaining arm to end his life on the spot.
   

        Swish! A figure flashed in front of his eyes, and he was suddenly sent flying backward, everything going dark. Severely wounded, Luo lost all ability to resist.
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        In the still rudimentary hall, Luo lay on the ground with Casio and the Evil Mother standing beside him. Casio glanced at the captive and suddenly pulled out a bone chip from his bosom. On the surface of the bone chip, a golden totem glowed faintly.
   

        The Evil Mother on the left suddenly narrowed her eyes, watching intently.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        The bone chip was tossed over, tracing an arc in the air.
   

        The Evil Mother quickly reached out a hand, catching it carefully. She sensed it briefly and, without needing Casio to ask, began to explain on the spot, "This is the Golden Totem of the Totem King, possessing the incredible power to amplify and augment other totems. It can also absorb totems of other types, converting their energy into that of the Golden Totem. That Eviledge Totem was enhanced by the Golden Totem, which is why it has combat abilities almost equal to the Eviledge's original dark creature form. Golden Totems are very rare; even the Totem King cannot create many. Not to mention the great loss incurred by bestowing totems across borders..."
   

        The Evil Mother glanced at Casio, "The Totem King must be in pain this time."
   

        She looked at the Golden Totem again, "If I could posses..."
   

        "It's yours now."
   

        "Ah?" A flash of astonishment crossed the exquisite face of the Evil Mother, who paused for a moment as the four arms behind her slowly relaxed, "Aren't you afraid..."
   

        "Afraid of what? That you'll be able to beat me if you absorb the Golden Totem?"
   

        "Don't forget, I've just slaughtered Eviledge, and it was enhanced by a Golden Totem," Casio said, his tone as calm as ever. In fact, he was not the least bit afraid; even if the Evil Mother absorbed the Golden Totem, she wouldn't be as strong as Eviledge, at best only barely stepping into the ultimate. And Casio himself had just harvested a rich bounty of life vibration energy, planning to use it to improve his magic puppet secret martial art next. His strength was about to be sublimated once more.
   

        The gap between the two of them would only widen, not narrow.
   

        "Good," the Evil Mother said, smiling suddenly. The black totem bloomed on her pale face like a begonia flower, exuding a bewitching beauty.
   

        "After I've absorbed the Golden Totem, the effect of my hypnotic interrogation will be greatly enhanced, and I'll be able to forcibly extract some critical intelligence." While speaking, she glanced at Luo, "Let's try it now."
   

        "Also, you could try studying the Golden Totem. Totemic power can be mastered by humans, and perhaps you could gain some inspiration from it. Just like these Totem Wizards, they're not dark creatures..."
   

        With that, the Evil Mother began to absorb the Golden Totem on the spot.
   

        Twenty minutes later, in the hall.
   

        The black-haired youth leaned vacantly in the corner, his eyes empty, incessantly mumbling incoherent ramblings. He had turned into an idiot, a side effect of the enhanced hypnotic ability by the Golden Totem.
   

        It could forcibly pry open the psychological defenses of a person, destroying the mind in the process.
   

        Luo spat out some important pieces of information, about three.
   

        First, there were sightings of an Ultimated Disaster Spirit Level dark creature in the southeast maritime area of the Hong Li Empire, along with a resurgence of a tribe of dark creatures. They have begun to stir in the southeastern coastal prefectures, wielding formidable power and aggression.
   

        Second, members of the Door Organization in the south of the Hong Li Empire have recently been in contact with Black Rain Villa, particularly with several top Knight Rank characters there. One of them is known as the Ripple Master, wielding the power of the Bone Ring.
   

        Could this indicate an operation in which both sides will participate?
   

        Third, the newly formed Yana United States on South Reef Continent has ended its chaotic situation, and an Ultimate Fighter has emerged in the north. Within just one year, he swept through the major schools of the north, refining his fist intent and bolstering his Qi. A month ago, it was rumored that he was planning a long ocean voyage to challenge the masters in the Secret Martial Arts World to the south of the Hong Li Empire and has declared he would fight his way up to the north of the Hong Li Empire afterward. After that, he even plans to challenge the Star Blue Empire.
   

        The Door Organization was monitoring this master to see if there was any chance of recruiting him, even though the probability seemed slim. And that Ultimate Fighter had set out half a month ago, and was likely to reach the southeast of the Empire soon.
   

        Casio's eyelids drooped as he mulled over this information. The third piece was irrelevant to him, but the first two were somewhat useful. After feeling the burning and voluminous life vibration energy of the Ultimated Disaster Spirit Level, Casio's heart had been yearning. He wanted to hunt beings of the same caliber as himself...
   

        His initial thought was to search in the World of Calamities; after all, with the strength of an Ultimate Fighter at hand, he could go anywhere he wished. Besides the Ultimate Dark Entity, Casio was one of the most formidable hunters in danger.
   

        But there was one problem, Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level entities, like Ultimate Fighters, were very rare. And with the vast World of Calamities lacking any specific information, relying on luck was less favorable than pursuing a suspected Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creature rumored to exist in the real world. Even if it turned out not to be an Ultimate Disaster Spirit, it would still be a top-tier Disaster Spirit.
   

        Top-tier Disaster Spirit Level, Casio hadn't consumed one yet.
   

        Right, why not ask the Devil's Book?!
   

        He suddenly remembered a magical item that he had always wanted to reclaim after his Era of Retrospection. He wondered if the Devil's Book could reveal the location of an Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level existence? Casio's blood of spirit was extremely abundant now, more than enough to use the Devil's Book many, many times.
   

        According to the intelligence from the real world, the location where the Cupan Magic Box that once contained the Devil's Book had been near the Alfama Mountains. And, the False Death Elixir Casio had promised to the Iron Knight Ghost Man was also there. Now that Casio had just become the head of the Clinic, he was no longer constrained and had a great deal of autonomy. He could travel to various territories and counties of the Hong Li Empire on official trips.
   

        Perhaps after tidying up affairs here in Florence, he could make a trip to the Alfama Mountains and then proceed to the southeast region of the Empire. Above the main island of the Immortal Isles, the Relic where the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist existed could be found.
   

        Casio was consciously filling in the missing parts of the entirety of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission bit by bit.
   

        He hoped that one day he would be able to unleash its full power.
   

        Five minutes passed, and the embryonic form of this experimental field for dark creatures had been searched through once, with no unexpected discoveries. Luo had been dealt with - a pitiful existence whose mind had been destroyed, no longer holding any value.
   

        Two more minutes later, Casio and the Evil Mother left the experiment field together.
   

        Departing from Rika City, they headed towards the capital, Florence.
   

        Almost immediately after, someone from the direction of the capital Florence arrived here. A gust of wind blew, and two men in black trench coats stood at the foot of the mountain. One wore a monocle and a silver pocket watch chain on his chest, his face adorned with an amiable scholarly smile. The other had eyebrows and hair as red as flames, burning intensely. His right thumb sported a golden ring, looking as though a little snake were coiled around it.
   

        Huff...
   

        A windstorm poured down from the mountaintop, rustling their coat hems loudly.
   

        The Holy Light Hunter looked up to see a dense forest. It appeared as an expansive, thick green carpet with no signs of battle traces.
   

        He squinted slightly and glanced at his superior next to him.
   

        The Chief Inspector of Black Mechanism wore a stern expression and, with a light tap of his toe, flickered in and out of sight.
   

        "Follow me."
   

        The two of them sped around the base of the mountain at a breakneck pace, then stopped.
   

        As Holy Light Hunter Dilixiati looked up again, his pupils constricted, and shock filled his heart. One side of the mountain was lush and green, while the other was barren and unsightly, creating a stark contrast. What Dilixiati saw on this side of the mountain were clear signs of a violent battle; large, dark craters embedded in the mountain face like teeth marks. Especially that scar, resembling a waterfall's riverbed, that destroyed all signs of life!
   

        "This is..." Dilixiati turned to the Chief Inspector of Black Mechanism.
   

        The Chief Inspector nodded solemnly, "Aaron was right, there was a fierce battle here involving several Holy Light Hunters of this caliber. Even that might be an understatement. One of the fighters here might be on par with me. In terms of range of destruction, I might even be inferior to that person..."
   

        Who was that person? Friend or foe? Door Organization or Secret Martial Arts World?
   

        Doubts filled their minds.
   

        In the evening, in Florence, a single residential building in District Six.
   

        In a secret room, Casio sat alone, cross-legged, in absolute silence. Around his abdomen, eleven streams of life vibration energy wriggled like small snakes. One of them, in particular, was thick as a bucket-sized python!
   

        It was time to advance the cultivation of his magic puppet secret weapon...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The surroundings were exceptionally dim, this was an enclosed space, carrying a faint sense of damp and shadowy undertone. This place was a basement that could block out most noise, placing one in a relatively quiet environment.
   

        In the corner, a bronze oil lamp hung, burning the flame quietly.
   

        Under the dim light, Casio sat cross-legged in the open middle area.
   

        His entire body was posed strangely, legs coiled, with the top of his right foot resting on his left knee, and the top of his left foot on his right knee. His spine bent backward, his head titled slightly up to the sky, his arms outstretched like a flying bird.
   

        Thump thump thump... thump thump thump... thud thud thud thud...
   

        From both the left and right chest, the heartbeat sounded, with an eerie and continuous rhythm. One heavy and forceful, the other light and gentle. The two hearts beat at different frequencies, speeding up the circulation of blood.
   

        The blood within Casio's body began to be manipulated, circulating endlessly around the 3D diagram of the life energy flow of the golem. Faster and faster it went until the entire secret room was filled with the sound of viscous liquid flowing.
   

        Sss... whoosh!
   

        Suddenly taking in a breath, a substantial white whirlwind of air flow passed by the mouth and nose. The Golem Breathing Art instantly entered the state.
   

        In a flash, the frequency of the Golem Breathing Art, the beating frequency of the Golem Heart, and the circulation frequency of the golem's life energy reached a perfect fixed point.
   

        Resonance occurred, and a vibration that emanated from the spine swiftly spread through the body like water. Skeleton, muscles, and blood vessels were all penetrated, as the life magnetic field of the evolved golem burst forth with force.
   

        Casio opened his eyes, the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon had been activated to its optimum state, and his body was at its most active. The light from the oil lamp in the corner cast his shadow on the wall, revealing not a human shape,
   

        but the slightly twisted form of a huge and ferocious Giant Golem.
   

        Casio's physical body seemed incredibly small in comparison to this shadow.
   

        Exhale... Inhale...
   

        After a deep breath, he looked toward the upper right corner of his field of view.
   

        "Magic Puppet Secret Weapon: Qi Chapter 64.3% (Total of three layers)"
   

        During this time, Casio had been cultivating on his own and not relying solely on the life vibration energy. However, given the strength of his body, simply accumulating practice over time was too slow. He had increased by about 0.2%, roughly equivalent to the effect of a single Wild Beast Level life vibration energy. As thoughts circulated, Casio once again felt the inside of his body.
   

        Eleven Disaster Spirit Level life vibration energies, an abundant accumulation.
   

        Two or three of them were from his hunting in the World of Calamities before, all encountered on the way to the Wailing Valley.
   

        Having encountered them, naturally, there was no reason to let them escape.
   

        Casio thought quietly for a while, then separated that one Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level life vibration energy from the other ten. Then, he proceeded to disperse and absorb these ten ordinary Disaster Spirit Level life vibration energies step by step in quantities of one, three, and six. WHoosh, a burst of scalding steam sprayed out.
   

        All of a sudden, he felt a pain in all of his muscles as if an electric current had streaked through them. In Casio's perception, ten Fire Snakes covered in blazing Qi Flame writhed toward every corner of his body. His entire abdominal and thoracic cavities felt as if they were on fire, being roasted by invisible flames.
   

        Between bone and flesh, a faint sizzling sound could be heard.
   

        Strength surged up, unceasing like the tide.
   

        Casio felt his will being lifted higher and higher. He saw the Cultivation Stat Bar in the upper right corner of his field of view jumping rapidly.
   

        The cultivation progress of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon was undoubtedly advancing at a rate thousands of times faster than normal. A whole day, a month, half a year, a year, several years...
   

        Crack crack crack... sounds of growth friction emanated from the bones. His entire body's muscles were also pulsing and expanding, becoming harder, more powerful, and more perfect. The already terrifying strength grew even more boundless like the sea.
   

        Exhale...
   

        A gust of warm air escaped from Casio's mouth, stirring the entire secret room.
   

        He opened his eyes and glanced again at the upper right corner of his field of view.
   

        "Magic Puppet Secret Weapon: Qi Chapter 64.3% (Total of three layers)" →
   

        "Magic Puppet Secret Weapon: Qi Chapter 76.5% (Total of three layers)"
   

        Indeed, relying only on the life vibration energy of these ordinary Disaster Spirit Level dark creatures was not enough to raise the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon's Qi Chapter to above eighty percent. The vigor was still lacking a bit. Although it had increased by 12.2%, if averaged out, each share of Disaster Spirit Level life vibration energy had only increased the cultivation progress by 1.2%. As Casio's level of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon grew deeper, his tolerance for Disaster Spirit Level life vibration energy increased. The substantial progress boost was ultimately hard to reproduce.
   

        After a moment of reflection, he decisively released the last share of Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level life vibration energy. Instantly, a flame-like searing sensation swept through every corner of his body. Casio felt as if his skin's pores were exuding magma, radiating a continuous intense heat.
   

        His clothes were instantly soaked with sweat and then evaporated by the high body temperature into a white mist.
   

        In the entire secret room, a scorching hot magnetic field of radiation enveloped every corner. Waves of heat gently hit the solid walls as the temperature rose.
   

        Casio bore the pain, feeling his blood nearing boiling point. Every exotic organ simulating a transformation into a dark creature glowed faintly, actively pulsating. Casio had a premonition that if the cultivation progress of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon reached beyond eighty percent, stepping into the level of an Ultimate Fighter, then every organ within his body would fully evolve, with muscle density, bone density, and the strength and characteristics of his internal organs receiving an exaggerated boost. Thereby, he would be able to withstand an even stronger burst of power!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        It was a threshold, the flesh was about to welcome a new evolution.
   

        Boom...
   

        Casio's ears buzzed as though struck by a hammer. His entire body rapidly expanded, instantly mutating from a normal human form to a fearsome demon idol state. In the corner of the secret room, a dark, colossal iron tower was squeezed, occupying nearly one-quarter of the area.
   

        Every breath from his nostrils was more turbulent than the blasts of an elephant.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        His whole skeleton shook thunderously as if an inexplicable force descended from the void, compressing every inch of osseous material and flesh. At the moment when his progress in the magic puppet secret art reached eighty percent, Casio experienced indescribable pain. It was as if thousands of hammers were striking, intent on smashing every muscle, vessel, and bone to smithereens, and then forging them into something even tougher.
   

        The immense heat within his body kept spreading to every corner, and then, like a rebound, it reconverged to a single point in his abdomen in half a second. This cycle repeated, the heat stabbing into his muscles like needles.
   

        Up to this point, Casio could still endure it, as his tolerance for pain was extremely high. However, when a chilly liquid seeped from inside his body to the outside of his epidermis, forming a pale osseous layer,
   

        Casio could no longer bear it. His eyes turned blood-red, and sweat poured down in streams. His massive arms clenched into fists, and he smashed one down onto the ground in an explosion of release.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The entire basement quaked, and even the three-story residential building above the foundation shook. On the second floor, in her normal human shape, the Evil Mother was sensing the wonderful uses of the Golden Totem. Suddenly, she leapt up from the sofa, casting a fierce glance around, finally focusing her gaze downward.
   

        In her two dark, gear-like pupils, a knowing look shone through. An overwhelming momentum, impossible to suppress, was piercing through the basement, the layer of mud, the ceiling of the first floor, all the way to the second floor.
   

        Even weakened so many times, it still made the Evil Mother wary.
   

        Knowing Casio was cultivating in the basement, she sat back down.
   

        Before her buttocks touched the sofa, the coffee table in front of her violently jolted. A dull, heavy thud reached the second floor, the surrounding furniture shifted positions, emitting a shrill friction sound. Without a chance to settle, a succession of thuds continued, and the murals on the wall swung crazily as if they were pendulum clocks.
   

        Seven or eight ceramic pots from the balcony fell one after another.
   

        Smashing onto the ground floor with a series of cracks.
   

        The Evil Mother's complexion changed, and she immediately transformed into a black shadow that burst out from the balcony. Landing at the edge of the courtyard, she looked back with a grave expression.
   

        She saw the entire three-story residential house visibly swaying rhythmically. It looked like the onset of an earthquake, a natural disaster brought on by Mother Nature.
   

        "An earthquake? An earthquake!"
   

        Around them, residents of several single houses spaced tens of meters apart rushed out. They shouted while looking around bewildered. Some anxiously dragged their families, pulling wives and children as they ran towards the main road. Then, seeing several neighbors similarly disheveled by the roadside, their faces showed confusion, wondering if they should run even further.
   

        In the three-story single house, the Evil Mother, dressed in snug attire that wrapped her beautiful, voluptuous, and tall human form, and with sharp, oppressive eyes, looked at the cracked ground in front of the door. Her feet tingled slightly, and pounding vibrations echoed in her ears.
   

        Not far away, cracks also appeared on the walls of the entire house. The building looked unsteady, like a frail boat on the waves, ready to capsize and collapse at any moment. In this manner, the vibrations continued for about a minute.
   

        After the loudest bang, everything subsided.
   

        The Evil Mother frowned, her straight brows furrowing as she felt the oppressive aura that had enveloped everything suddenly retract and concentrate into a single point.
   

        In the secret room, a pair of blood-red eyes lit up in the darkness.
   

        A rock-white demon idol slowly emerged from the shadows, revealing its sleek, perfect form. It was still the same four-meter-tall stature, still the same exaggerated muscle dimension. Only now, the idol didn't resemble a creature of flesh and blood at all but more like a suit of cold, metallic armor.
   

        The chilled liquid surging from the body's viscera encouraged the crazed growth and extreme hardening of the surface keratin layer, thereby forming a suit of armor, an armor of an Ultimate Fighter level.
   

        And it was these tough lines, ferocious contours, that made the demon idol appear much slimmer to the eye, giving it a sense of skeletal metal.
   

        "Flesh-bound ultimate fighter level, the organs of the viscera have achieved a perfect evolutionary state. The density of my bones and muscles continues to increase..."
   

        The demon idol clenched its fist somewhat intoxicatedly, making a crackling sound.
   

        In the upper right corner of the field of view.
   

        'Magic puppet secret weapon: Qi Chapter 76.5% (out of three layers)' →
   

        'Magic puppet secret weapon: Qi Chapter 83.6% (out of three layers)'
   

        It had broken through eighty percent, and even increased by an additional three point six.
   

        A single ultimate disaster spirit level life vibration energy had provided an increase of 7.1% for the magic puppet secret weapon's progression. In the later stages where progress was so difficult, to have such an effect was quite remarkable.
   

        Adding the previous 12.2%, the total progression using the life vibration energy from disaster spirit level dark creatures was 19.3%. I wonder if the next increase can reach this magnitude? It's probably going to be difficult, it would require hunting several ultimate disaster spirit level dark creatures and using it all up in one go.
   

        For Casio now, massacring an entire dark creature tribe wasn't enough. Only the strongest few disaster spirit level life vibration energies could be used for absorption, at most a two to three percent growth.
   

        Only the top disaster spirit level, and even the ultimate disaster spirit level. Dark creatures of this caliber could bring about a significant increase for Casio.
   

        Speaking of which, the Evil Mother that he had subdued was also a top disaster spirit level dark creature. After absorbing the Golden Totem, it wasn't far from the ultimate disaster spirit level. I wonder how much my progression would increase if I slaughtered it?
   

        Casio had a sudden thought and glanced towards the basement exit.
   

        The Evil Mother walking outside suddenly shuddered violently, feeling a chill on its back, and inexplicably sensed some terrifying entity lurking in the darkness, eyeing it. An indescribable unease made it hasten its pace.
   

        It made its way toward the basement stairs.
   

        Of course, Casio wouldn't kill the Evil Mother, a living top-tier fighter was far more valuable than the gains from a single top disaster spirit level life vibration energy. He would never kill the goose that lays the golden eggs.
   

        Tap, tap, tap...
   

        After a series of rapid footsteps, the Evil Mother quickly arrived at the entrance of the basement. In front of it was a heavy wrought iron door, now completely deformed and twisted. The entire door frame was covered with cracks, crawling like ants.
   

        Clack.
   

        There was a sound of the door opening from inside, but it was jammed.
   

        Boom!
   

        The next second, the door opened. The entire heavy steel door panel was ripped off, a rock white armored hand tightly embedded in the metal.
   

        A towering figure four meters tall stood beyond the door frame, locking eyes with the Evil Mother.
   

        The Evil Mother's heart suddenly thudded as if clutched by an iron hand. As a top disaster spirit level dark creature, it felt a surge of fear from deep within. In a daze, the Evil Mother felt as if it had returned to the time when it was controlled by the Totem King. Stuck in that overwhelming and terrifying power and aura, it couldn't struggle, and it didn't dare to!
   

        And Casio now gave it that very same feeling.
   

        It hadn't felt this way just a while ago.
   

        "This man's rate of progress is too fast..."
   

        The Evil Mother muttered to itself, quietly standing there. The light from the oil lamp in the broken secret room shone towards the entrance but was blocked by the demon idol. A huge, ferocious shadow suddenly engulfed the Evil Mother entirely.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "You don't need to keep up the pretense of your royal identity anymore, come to the Clinic to help me. I'll be heading to Shire City after a while, and you'll come with me. I need your hypnotic abilities..." The voice, reminiscent of Grand Bell, buzzed and gradually softened to normal decibels as the words progressed.
   

        Casio emerged from the Demon Idol form, walking out of the twisted gates in human shape.
   

        Unconcerned about the Evil Mother, he arrived naked in the hall on the first floor. He found a clean set of clothes and quickly dressed.
   

        Standing before a half-length mirror, Casio glanced at himself. Perhaps due to the complete heteromorphism of his body organs by dark creatures, his features and temperament now had a somewhat sinister aspect. Even with a blank expression, the sharpness between his contours and brows imposed a sense of oppression and dominance.
   

        This was the natural emanation of an indomitable life field, hard to suppress.
   

        It would take some time to adjust and control it freely.
   

        Now, Casio's flesh had already reached the realm of an Ultimate Fighter, implying he could match an Ultimate Fighter without relying on the vast Qi cultivated in his body or his array of sophisticated and ferocious techniques.
   

        Merely through strength, speed, and defense, he could spar with an Ultimate Fighter. One could imagine the substantial increase in overall combat ability if he also harnessed Southern Dipper's Extreme Power Sonic Fang. Of course, attaining the level of flesh realm of an Ultimate Fighter most importantly bolstered his defense. In essence, he could take a hit; his error tolerance was high.
   

        Casio's Sonic Fang had reached a pinnacle of destructive force—breaking through with Magic puppet secret weapon would at best be gilding the lily. But an extremely robust physique would place him on invincible footing. As long as the bone armor on the surface of his body remained intact, even if an Ultimate Fighter stronger than him completely dominated the battle, Casio wouldn't face the peril of defeat or death.
   

        In battle, he would have various options: he could withstand the enemy's force using his terrifying stamina and defensive power, or he could retreat with extreme speed and bursting strength. In short, both his combat and survival abilities were enhanced.
   

        Recentering his thoughts, Casio felt the abundant and tremendous energy between cells, his muscles firm and powerful. Slowly twisting his neck, his skeleton cracked audibly. He glanced at the Evil Mother beside him: "Back to the Clinic."
   

        Deep into the night, at the Clinic Headquarters, in the room where the director resided.
   

        Casio had once again entered the World of Calamities and stood on the resurrection altar on the ground floor of Shelter Tower. Speaking of which, he had never once made use of the resurrection ability. Mainly because by the time he entered the World of Calamities, he was already at the top Fighter level, and even in such a brutal environment, he belonged to the strong, possessing great capacity to neutralize dangers.
   

        Now that Casio had reached the Ultimate Fighter realm, the likelihood of needing the resurrection altar had dimmed even further. Nonetheless, it was a safeguard. People have their bad days. In case of a Lightless Night when the ultimate darkness roams, it could ensure people's safety.
   

        After infusing his blood of spirit into the Shelter Tower's Defense Array, Casio quickly departed. He walked out of the gates of Ash City, heading towards Wailing Valley.
   

        There, every Wraith was the best sparring partner.
   

        Should there be a swift surge in strength, to digest and thoroughly understand that power, there was no better choice than there. Moreover, the Wraiths, when struck down, could provide Casio with some insights from the battle experience.
   

        A visit when there's idle time greatly benefits the mastery of secret martial arts.
   

        Night passed, and after a night of learning and battle, daylight broke.
   

        Casio opened his eyes, a wisp of dark energy flickered and vanished within his pupils. He had remained seated in a meditative pose all night, but now he rose from the soft carpet. In a few steps, he reached the window and drew back the white curtains. The bright sunlight streamed in, the sky clear and colorful outside.
   

        He watched in silence as the light whitened the ground and then left the bedroom, heading to an open space. His gaze slowly swept across, and he saw the inmates of the Clinic grouped together, painting walls and planting trees.
   

        A lively and enthusiastic scene of hard work.
   

        Casio wandered to different places and found some loosening soil, others repairing the Enclosure wall, and some cleaning. He narrowed his eyes slightly and walked towards the Cafeteria. On the way, he unexpectedly encountered Siegel, casually dressed. Casio called him over and gestured towards the Prisoners in the distance.
   

        "What's going on with these people?"
   

        "Oh, Director, you mean this? Our Clinic Headquarters has been neglected for half a year, without systematic management. So, my master decided to start with small tasks, cleaning up the entire Clinic first, then getting the whole organization running smoothly and efficiently again..."
   

        Siegel explained.
   

        "Hmm, then let's do it his way," Casio replied.
   

        He didn't dwell on the subject and continued towards the Cafeteria. Professional matters should be handled by professionals. Siegel's master, Otto, once served as the Deputy Director of the Clinic and knew full well how to reorganize the facility. There was no need for him—an outsider—to give unsolicited directives. He was self-aware that while he could wield power forcefully, he did not know how to govern skillfully.
   

        Winning hearts was nothing more than forcibly controlling them with the Demon Seed. It wasn't as if those under him were particularly loyal or admiring.
   

        It was merely because his Fist was far greater than theirs.
   

        And that, of course, was enough.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The Magical Golem Sect of the Real World was roughly established just like this, wasn't it? Casio hadn't yet decided to establish a long-lasting force in his mind.
   

        Quickening his pace, he arrived at the Cafeteria and had breakfast.
   

        He intended to return to the Office of the Clinic's Principal, but Evil Mother suddenly appeared en route. The two quickly arrived at a dark, secluded spot and began speaking in hushed tones.
   

        "Last night, while I was studying the Golden Totem of the Totem King, I made a new discovery which might provide you with some fresh insights..."
   

        Today, Evil Mother was also dressed in human clothing, a white dress with a floral lace border and a sun hat on her head. She almost looked human, except for being a bit too tall.
   

        "Oh? Speak," Casio's gaze slightly sharpened.
   

        "It's related to the Demon Seed you injected into my body," Evil Mother responded.
   

        "Let's talk in the office."
   

        Casio immediately realized that this discovery might be useful.
   

        Three minutes later, inside the room, the curtain was drawn open by a third, making the room quite bright. Casio made himself a cup of tea and sat on the Sofa.
   

        Across from him, Evil Mother extended her fair palm. On the palm and the back of the hand, there was a symmetrical pattern of the Golden Totem that slightly glowed under sunlight, as if it was gold foil ironed on. She pressed her hand against her lower abdomen, where the magic puppet secret weapon's Demon Seed was located. As soon as they touched, changes rapidly occurred. The Demon Seed spontaneously emitted the aura of magic puppet Qi, which then started intertwining and resonating with the aura of the Golden Totem across Evil Mother's smooth abdomen, slowly forming a sinister pattern.
   

        The shape and style were somewhat similar to the Golden Totem.
   

        "You see, that's sort of what's happening..."
   

        Evil Mother spread her hand again and slowly continued.
   

        Casio watched Evil Mother, hoping she could provide some conjectures.
   

        "The Totem King is one of the ultimate dark entities from the World of Calamities. According to it, everything in the world can become a totem. Especially dark creatures, no matter the type or level, can be mimicked by the omnipotent totem, as there's something fundamentally similar about them. Just like the battle yesterday, even a Catastrophe Spirit Level dark entity could be imitated and engraved by a totem," Evil Mother paused, slowly turning her head, her pupils resembling two interlocking black gears meeting Casio's gaze.
   

        "Forgive my bluntness, but last night, the intense aura emanating from you truly resembled a supremely terrifying dark creature," she stated directly.
   

        However, across from her, Casio's eyes narrowed slightly, and his aura became somewhat dangerous. The dust floating around him under the sunlight, like insects, appeared to ripple and distort as if scorched by flames.
   

        "Of course, it was only a slight resemblance, I know that it was still the miraculous effect of a top-notch secret weapon created by humans! That I deeply admire—the ability to mimic the evolutionary process of dark creatures through a secret weapon. Whoever created this secret weaponry must be a genius!"
   

        Evil Mother spoke rapidly, eloquently, her emotions quite sincere.
   

        Across from her, the terrifying aura that had risen was gradually subsiding, as if a gaping maw once opened was now closing again.
   

        "Whew..." Evil Mother breathed a sigh of relief, glancing at Casio who was holding a warm Teacup, expression unchanging, before she continued.
   

        "After the improvement of your strength yesterday, the refined advancements in your Qi might carry some ancestral traits of dark creatures... um, what I mean is, the aura of dark creatures somewhat resembles the secret weapon you've cultivated. And the function of a rare totem like the Golden Totem is to overlap and encompass another totem, enhancing its power and effectiveness. In other words, the Demon Seed you've refined could perhaps try heteromorphosing into the mode of a totem..."
   

        "Transformed into a totem?"
   

        Casio put down the teacup and suddenly understood something.
   

        His physical body had broken through to the Ultimate Fighter level yesterday, and the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art Qi Chapter had also reached a new stage, the final stage of the Qi Chapter. The Qi of the Magic Puppet had undergone heteromorphism, becoming closer to the object it had been mimicking, that is, the Ultimate Dark Creature Golem.
   

        If Casio were considered to be the original Golem, then the Demon Seed would be a portion of the dispersed energy. Similarly to the Totem King, the totem is a part of dispersed energy. Both are ultimate dark entities.
   

        According to the Evil Mother, totems are not dark creatures, but rather a structural combination of dark creature energy. Therefore, could Casio mimic this structural combination and create his own totem?
   

        After reaching the Ultimate Fighter level with Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art, the Qi of the Magic Puppet possessed strong characteristics of dark creature energy. Although its essence was still the Qi of a Fighter, it now had characteristics of dark creatures. Perhaps he could try using the Magic Puppet Qi to create a miniature Magic Puppet totem.
   

        This might not impact Casio's combat power directly, but it could be used on his subordinates. The Magic Puppet totem could be a secondary transformation based on the Demon Seed. Theoretically, bearers of the Magic Puppet totem could burst forth with great violent physical strength in a short time.
   

        In the past, the applications of Casio's Demon Seed were mainly in cultivation. It allowed the life magnetic field of a miniature Magic Puppet to envelop the human body, using the Breathing method to forge the flesh and thereby grasp supernatural powers. Occasionally, in combat, it merely involved Casio injecting some Qi into the Demon Seed so that it could burst forth at critical moments, creating effects similar to those of the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist. But this was an exception, requiring a huge amount of Qi, and could at most be used as a hidden card.
   

        What he wanted was a unified, efficient, useful, and recyclable combat method. The Evil Mother's current proposition of transforming Demon Seed into totem seemed quite feasible. It could be a good opportunity to test it on the people at the Clinic.
   

        After all, they were originally criminals, making a bit of a contribution.
   

        No sooner said than done, Casio quickly took the Evil Mother to find Vice Principal Otto, who was busy with official duties, asking him to arrange a cell quickly.
   

        In no time, several prisoners of various strength levels were brought to the lair of the Wild Beasts. Casio and the Evil Mother began the experiment.
   

        By the afternoon, the results of the experiment were in.
   

        Transforming the Demon Seed into a totem was indeed feasible!
   

        The prisoners with the Magic Puppet totem had essentially gained a supernatural ability. They could burst forth the Magic Puppet totem and greatly increase their physical strength in a short time. Whether it was speed, strength, defense, or even body size and reflexes, all surged rapidly, achieving extreme robustness instantly!
   

        According to the test, even a frail youth around 1.7 meters tall, who appeared sickly, at the moment of activating the Magic Puppet totem, their entire skeleton and muscles would rapidly expand. They transformed into a brutish strongman between 1.85 and 1.9 meters tall, with black patterns entwined all over their body, and their desire to attack boiled intensely.
   

        And some prisoners who were already physically strong manifested some characteristics of the Magic Puppet itself after using the Magic Puppet totem. For instance, the skin on the surface of their arms grew sword-shaped scales, making their defense leap to the level comparable to alloy. Even the strength in their arms greatly increased.
   

        Some even grew a tail like that of a Sword Dragon, flexible as an arm. With one tail swing, they could directly sever steel!
   

        Without a doubt, the Magic Puppet totem significantly unearthed the potential the Demon Seed was supposed to have. Casio benefited from it, whether during this Retrospection or in the Real World. The Forces under his command could gain considerable enhancement.
   

        In the Clinic, including the prisoners, there were a total of over a hundred members. After breaking through to the Ultimate Fighter with Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art, Casio's Qi was exceptionally robust. Naturally, he manually upgraded each of their Demon Seeds—normally in the form of seeds, during combat, they could transform into totems.
   

        As such, all hosts of the Demon Seed greatly benefited. Including the Nine Snakes and other notorious criminals detained in the third layer of the Beast's lair, who also made considerable progress. They spent two to three consecutive days familiarizing themselves with their new powers.
   

        In a flash, three days passed, and after the new Clinic Director took office, the rebuilt Clinic initiated its first major hunting task!
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        August 9th, golden sunlight was scattered as usual upon the city of Florence, the largest city of the Hong Li Empire. The glazed tiles shimmered gently atop the spires and domes, and the towering bell tower chimed on time.
   

        The residents began their daily livelihood, with a large crowd of people moving from the residential area toward the commercial district where numerous shops had opened for business. In the second district, council and government institutions likewise bustled with uniformed staff coming and going.
   

        Meanwhile, in the more secluded Sector Seven of Florence, at the headquarters of the Clinic,
   

        Composed of teams of five, a total of over a dozen hunting parties quietly left the city area of Florence, heading secretly towards the surrounding counties.
   

        This mission's target, Blood Shark, was not easy to catch, as it had undergone an extreme degree of Dark Biological Transformation. Not only had it severely injured the former number four Shadow Hunter, Soul Sickle Yevica, with its strength, but after half a year of recuperation, there was a good chance that Blood Shark had regained its senses.
   

        Here, "senses" doesn't refer to human rationale, but that of a dark creature. When hunters affected by the disasters within them continually entered a Wild Beast state, their consciousness was chaotic and frenzied. However, the more a human approached the state of a dark creature, the more they were able to regain intelligence. Only now, it came with a different personality, one whose actions and character became more aligned with dark creatures, emanating a cold malevolence.
   

        An enemy in such a state was more terrifying than a frenzied wild beast.
   

        Casio had received some clues about Blood Shark from the Hunters Association. The intelligence was a mix of truth and falsehood, requiring actual verification. Thus, he sent out most of his subordinates, who had just been transformed from prisoner status to doctors, as both a test and a form of training.
   

        Those who ended up confined to the Clinic headquarters, within the range of the Wild Beast's Nest, were, in principle, vicious and wicked criminals. Even those on the first underground level, mere small fries, were more ferocious than the most dangerous criminals of any ordinary clinic branch. They also possessed greater strength, experience, and combat abilities. Casio temporarily expelled the disasters from their bodies, allowing them to regain their senses. He also implanted Demon Seeds to maintain their loyalty and obedience. The Demon Seeds could heteromorphize into Demon Idol Totems, providing a burst of power like a Hidden Card at critical moments.
   

        With all things considered, these new doctors from the Clinic were no ordinary individuals. Surely, they could complete the mission smoothly and calmly.
   

        In the office of the Clinic Director, piles of documents accumulated on Casio's desk.
   

        A top the Blackwood desk, a white porcelain cup held steaming black tea.
   

        Across him, the assistant of the Black Mechanism Chief Inspector, Thomas, returned to the Clinic headquarters after several days. At the moment, he wiped the sweat from his forehead with a handkerchief, looking helplessly at the expressionless Casio.
   

        "Director Bai Kui, according to the intelligence personnel from the Hunters Association, the doctors from the Clinic are surging out in droves, radiating towards the counties surrounding Florence. I feel that this might be a bit too rushed…"
   

        Thomas recalled the report from the Hunters Association staff.
   

        "Isn't that quite normal? The doctors of the Clinic can't always stay in the headquarters, idling away like useless people. As the Hunters Association's Sword meant to excise its own abscesses, they should roam and hunt throughout the lands," Casio took a small sip of his tea: "The Clinic has been neglected for half a year, it can't continue to stagnate any longer. I need to resolve the historical issues first…"
   

        Thomas exhaled forcefully through his nostrils upon hearing Casio's words and turned to say, "But these new batch of Clinic doctors were those extremely vicious criminals from the Wild Beast's Nest just three to four days ago! I've previously reported this to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism who said that if you're capable, it's up to you on how you act. However, to send these recently released criminals on a mission... Can they really be relied upon? What if they go mad and harm people…"
   

        Behind the office desk, Casio suddenly laughed: "Rest assured. They won't defy my orders; I've made good adjustments in these three to four days. If one member of a squad goes mad and attempts to harm civilians, the others will turn him into shreds, into worthless scum on the spot. I've set down rules before their departure: if one goes crazy, the whole team faces punishment…"
   

        "They wouldn't want to taste punishment firsthand."
   

        Thomas, sitting on the sofa, opened his mouth as if to counter what Casio had said. For some reason, he chose not to confront him but to change the subject: "Alright, let's set that aside for now. Director Bai Kui, the historical issue you just mentioned…"
   

        "It's not the most dangerous target in recent years, Blood Shark, is it?"
   

        The sunlight peeking through gaps in the curtains illuminated half of Casio's face, casting the other half with its clear contour in a mysterious depth.
   

        "In five to ten days, we should be able to see Blood Shark's head…"
   

        "I think, after resolving this matter."
   

        "The Chief Inspector should be able to approve my request to travel, right…"
   

        ******************************
   

        August 12th, the sky was shrouded with dense clouds, and a fierce wind accompanied the heavy rain.
   

        In Fal County, on the outskirts of West Hill City, within a secluded and lush mountain forest, three shadows were dashing at a breakneck pace, the sound of pouring rain hitting the canopy above rustling loudly. Their shoes sunk into the soft ground, each step leaving behind a deep impression.
   

        "Let's take a break! Take a break, I really can't run anymore..."
   

        "Huff... huff... huff..."
   

        The trio stopped under a large tree, surrounded by a semi-transparent mist of rain with very low visibility. Panting like cows, their hair plastered to their foreheads and their bodies drenched, they looked pitifully bedraggled. Even while resting, they remained highly vigilant, their gazes ceaselessly scanning the area.
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        As if fearing that some monstrous creature would suddenly burst out of the rain curtain to kill.
   

        "Damn, why have there been so many doctors from the Hunters Association Clinic in West Hill City in the past two or three days? Weren't they just heavily hit a few months ago? How did they suddenly recover without any notice..."
   

        "And it's not just that. These new doctors have practically taken over the jobs of the Hunters Association hunters. They have noses as keen as dogs and are unusually fierce in their actions, relentlessly chasing you down. If it wasn't for the rainy weather, we probably would not have been able to shake them off. Huff huff..." The person was panting heavily.
   

        "According to rumors, the Clinic seems to be targeting our Lunar Eclipse Meeting recently. There have been many of our kind and Shadow Demons hunted down in West Hill City…"
   

        The three were swiftly recovering their physical strength, their breathing gradually becoming steadier.
   

        One of them seemed a bit hungry and pulled out two pale human fingers from their bosom. Judging by their slender appearance, they likely belonged to a young girl, but were now being treated as a snack. The person did not put the fingers into their mouth, but rather held them up to the back of their head. Suddenly, a ghost face covered by hair appeared, and with a large open mouth, it swallowed the fingers.
   

        Crunch crunch, chewing joyfully.
   

        One finger was consumed, and the person was about to reach for the second.
   

        Suddenly, a sharp arrow shot out from within the rain curtain and stuck in the back of the person's head, right where the ghost face opened its mouth.
   

        "Pfft..."
   

        "Aaaaah..."
   

        The man immediately screamed in agony, his limbs convulsing in pain.
   

        "They've caught up, let's go!"
   

        The other two paid no mind to their companion, quickly escaping from the large tree and plunging into the rain curtain, heading deeper into the mountain forest.
   

        Gurgle gurgle... tap tap tap...
   

        A series of dense footsteps came through the heavy rain.
   

        A group of five people appeared in the gaps within the rain. They were dressed identically, in black raincoats that resembled cloaks. Their faces were covered with Dark Hunt Masks, revealing only their nostrils and eyes. Their eyes were rimmed with red veins, exuding a cold and violent air.
   

        Some carried bows and arrows on their backs, and others held long knives.
   

        Their footsteps uniformly advanced, charging towards the injured man beside the tree trunk. For a moment, they seemed like five black fish sliding through water.
   

        Ah!
   

        The man roared, and the face on the back of his head swelled up like a flesh tumor, rapidly enlarging to the size of a hippo's head, biting towards the onrushing five. Unexpectedly, the five split their formation instantly, and the giant mouth bit down on thin air. In the next second, five dark figures had already surrounded the man, their physical bodies bursting with the power of Source Energy. With a loud boom, mud and heavy rain splattered everywhere.
   

        Blood splattered all over, immediately washed away by the rainwater. The man's limbs had been blown to who knows where, leaving only a head.
   

        A hand in black gloves reached down and grabbed the hair.
   

        The leader of Team C3, wearing a mask, glanced indifferently, his gaze still ice-cold. Looking at the head with two faces, he nodded, "No mistake, it's indeed the Monster Face of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting. There are two more, make it quick..."
   

        Two minutes later, in a narrow valley, the heavy rain continued to pour fiercely.
   

        The two Monster Faces of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, now cornered, entered Burst State with vicious expressions. Their joints inverted instantly, turning what was originally their backside to the front. A terrifying ghost face occupied the entire back of their head, baring its teeth viciously. Their ordinary human bodies quickly grew stronger, expanding significantly in size, with black bony backthorns appearing on their shoulders.
   

        "Roar!" The two Monster Faces roared furiously, their bloodthirsty gaze fixed on the opposite side.
   

        "Finish them off! I'll allow you to completely vent your emotions this time..."
   

        In the torrential rain, the squad leader stepped back and said in an ice-cold voice. As soon as he finished speaking, the breathing of the four squad members became suddenly rapid and harsh. The words seemed to have lifted some restrictions, causing terrifying vortexes to form around the blood vessels in the eyes under their masks.
   

        Crack crack crack crack... Skeletons creaked and swelled.
   

        Crackling... Muscles expanded rapidly.
   

        Buzzing... Strange patterns spread.
   

        In less than half a breath, under the heavy rain and gale, at the narrow mountain forest intersection. Four muscular giants, each two meters tall, stood in a fan formation, wearing raincoats over their naked, powerfully stacked exaggerated Muscles. A huge Black Totem overlaid on their skin seemed to intertwine and fuse with the dark blue Black Veins beneath it, forming a terrifying and furious Demon Idol figure.
   

        "Rip them apart!"
   

        The squad leader, who was the only one unchanged, said coldly from behind.
   

        "Yes!!!" ×4
   

        The four strong men responded with an excitement they could hardly suppress. They stepped forward, thudding like tanks charging ahead!
   

        Bang bang bang... Hiss! Ahhhhhhh...
   

        Screams of agony, louder than the gale and heavy rain, echoed through the valley.
   

        ****************************
   

        Thud!
   

        A muscular arm, as large as a millstone, grabbed a Shadow Demon's head, and with a burst of strength, ruthlessly smashed it into the wall. Immediately, a series of spider-web-like cracks spread across the wall's surface, and dust fell in showers.
   

        "Speak! Where is the lair of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting?!"
   

        In the room, a terrifyingly muscular man over two meters tall stood at the corner. His face was covered by a Mask, and his eyes glowed blood-red. Emanating from his body was an overwhelmingly menacing and savage Aura, making him look like a Monster.
   

        "Hiss!"
   

        The captured Shadow Demon still showed fierceness in its eyes, letting out aggressive growls. Its exaggerated Steel Claws suddenly lunged at the muscular man's abdomen and thighs, clinking as they struck. The clothes were torn, but only a few white lines were left on the skin beneath. The Black Totem crawled, carrying a strange Demonic Nature.
   

        "Unrepentant to death!"
   

        The muscular man was clearly enraged. He grabbed the Shadow Demon's left shoulder with one hand, veins popping, then savagely tore it apart! Blood sprayed wildly, and an entire arm, tendons and Skeleton included, was forcefully ripped off, leaving a gruesome sight.
   

        "Ahhh!!!" The Shadow Demon let out a painful roar.
   

        "Hahaha! What a delightful sound, how wonderful~"
   

        The muscular man burst into wild laughter, his Aura becoming increasingly bloody and brutal. Caught up in his excitement, he grabbed the other shoulder and pulled hard! There was another tearing sound, but this time there were no screams.
   

        The man looked down and realized the blunder. He had used too much force and grabbed the wrong spot. He intended to tear off the other arm, but the Demon's neck couldn't withstand it and broke instead. Now a headless Corpse lay on the ground, bleeding profusely, quickly soaking the carpet. The muscular man only held a head in his hand.
   

        Knock knock knock...
   

        There was a knock from outside, and the voice of the squad leader came through.
   

        "Jack, how is the questioning going? Any progress?"
   

        The muscular man suddenly shivered with a jolt, his eyes sobering a lot. He hurried to the door and said, "These sewer rats are unrepentant. It just tried to attack me, and I accidentally killed it. Sorry, Captain..."
   

        The muscular man hung his head, unable to meet the other's eyes, looking like a child who had done something wrong. However, being over two meters tall with strong Muscles like a bodybuilder, splattered with foul-smelling blood, and holding a painfully contorted head, he looked more like a deranged killer, the mismatch with his current actions almost comical.
   

        "No worries, it's killed now. Charlie and the others caught a few more Dark creatures from the Lunar Eclipse Meeting and are holding them in an abandoned Warehouse in West Hill City. You are our Interrogation Expert, head there later and properly interrogate them to pry something out," said the similarly well-built Captain, laughing heartily. However, the Scar on his face made his laughter appear fiercely cruel.
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        As it turned out, the Interrogation Expert truly lived up to his name. Inside the Abandoned Warehouse, after Jack had killed two Dark Creatures, he finally managed to pry open the mouth of the last Dark Creature. These aberrations were scared...
   

        Bam!
   

        Jack, a two-meter-tall brute, seemed to be boxing as he treated the Dark Creature before him as a punching bag. With one punch, he sent the creature flying, breaking the chains that bound it. The Dark Creature thudded onto the ground, its yellowed fangs emerging along with a burst of fresh blood from its mouth. It curled up in the corner, screaming in agony.
   

        Thud!
   

        A large, black, hard leather boot stomped down, trampling on the Dark Creature's chest, nearly suffocating it. Jack towered over the creature, his eyes fierce. His teeth continued to grind as if he were chewing something, producing a cringe-inducing crackling sound.
   

        Crash! Thunder rolled!
   

        In the dimly lit Warehouse, lightning raced across the high altitude, bringing a fleeting blue-white light. Rainwater poured down, sweeping across the ground like waves.
   

        "It seems you all have tough mouths, damn, wasting my time!"
   

        Jack twisted his neck, his bones cracking with the movement. He spat out a glob of phlegm and silently stared at the Dark Creature in the corner, his bloodlust hard to contain.
   

        The Dark Creature cringed back into the shadows, its eyes daring not to meet Jack's bloodshot and slightly crazed eyes.
   

        This man before it was a madman, not possessing any high interrogation skills but rather subjecting it to a one-sided beating! Especially the first comrade who had died miserably. It had a metal block stuffed into its mouth when these brutes captured it to prevent it from making any noise. Yet, during the interrogation, Interrogation Expert Jack didn't bother to remove the metal block, just continuously tormented him with beatings. The madness and bloodlust in his eyes grew denser, and he kept repeating aloud,
   

        "Will you talk? Will you talk? Will you talk? If not, I'll beat you to death!"
   

        The comrade struggled frantically, trying to scream. But the resistance was seen as a sign of defiance, and so he was beaten to death, punch by punch! Five meters away, a clump of bloody flesh on the ground was all that was left of him.
   

        When the second comrade also died, this Dark Creature was absolutely sure that the brute before it, who seemed not human, was mentally ill.
   

        Any slight delay or hesitation in its answers would result in instant death. In the corner, the Dark Creature watched as Jack, the brute, was about to make his move.
   

        It quickly shouted, "I'll talk! I'll talk! I confess everything!"
   

        Thus, Interrogation Expert Jack successfully completed the interrogation. The squad leader and members were quite satisfied, feeling that Jack truly lived up to being one of the rare interrogation experts in the Clinic! In future interrogations, no one else but him should undertake them!
   

        The key intelligence acquired was promptly relayed to the headquarters of the Clinic in Florence. The Mission Target, Blood Shark, after having been severely wounded and fled half a year ago, had joined an organization known as the Lunar Eclipse Meeting where he was recuperating. The Lunar Eclipse Meeting was a similar organization to the Blood Spirit Association, composed of Dark Creatures, and their influence spread throughout the northern and eastern regions of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        Unlike the Blood Spirit Association, the Lunar Eclipse Meeting was not made up of just one type of Dark Creature. Instead, it was supported by multiple Dark Creature Tribes and attracted various members from different Dark Creatures. Among the dominant tribes were Vampires, Werewolves, Shadow Demons, and the Black Moon Tribe.
   

        They were most active in the eastern part of the Hong Li Empire, while the north, being closely monitored by the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters, received slightly less attention. Therefore, the headquarters of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting was not in the north of the Hong Li Empire; there was only a branch known as the "Second Headquarters" there, which could also be called the first branch.
   

        Blood Shark was frequently active at the first branch, appearing occasionally.
   

        It was important to note that within this first branch of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, there existed something called the Blood Moon Potion. This potion was a substantial boost for ordinary Dark Creatures, significantly enhancing their strength. For hunters who had already undergone Wild Beast Transformation, the Blood Moon Potion could rapidly accelerate this process. Blood Shark might have sought this potion for its benefits.
   

        The Blood Moon Potion, this name instantly reminded Casio of the Fury Potion. Based on his extensive experience dealing with Dark Creatures, he doubted that the Dark Creature Tribe had the capabilities to research various potions. A potion that could enhance the strength of Dark Creatures, potentially more precious than the Fury Potion, could only be linked to the Door Organization in his mind.
   

        Perhaps, both the Fury Potion and the Blood Moon Potion were the fruits of experiments and research on Dark Biological Transformation, Casio speculated vaguely in his mind.
   

        Training Room, top floor of the Clinic's Office Building.
   

        The shirtless, muscular silhouette put down the report and walked towards the window. From Casio's position at the top floor, he could clearly view the scenery below. The spacious, grey-white street, the roadside trees shaken by the wind, the passersby moving like black ants below—he relished this feeling of observing the grand scheme from above, watching it slowly develop and change, providing him with a sense of control.
   

        The doctors at the Clinic had now set their sights on the Lunar Eclipse Meeting and were about to take action soon. This could undoubtedly be called a major event in the Transcendental Realm. As the behind-the-scenes promoter of this grand event, Casio savored it. He felt his will of Tyrant Fist being exercised, achieving a certain level of satisfaction.
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        The increasingly rounded boxing method and the increasingly oppressive momentum and will let Casio understand that everything he was doing was correct.
   

        He was indeed on the path of Tyrant Fist!
   

        "Ha..."
   

        Casio stood with his hands behind his back, suddenly exhaling a stream of hot air, a white flow shooting straight out. It surged nearly two meters through the air.
   

        His muscles shuddered slightly, and his skin instantly grew hot. The sweat from the boxing method he had just practiced evaporated instantly, wafting up and scattering over his head. Casio's half-red, half-purple acupuncture points lit up, forming an increasingly distinct pattern of the entwined Blood Vulture and celestial python. This indicated that the acupuncture points of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method were becoming more numerous and dense, and the pattern was becoming more sophisticated and intricate.
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture Fist: 34 points; South Dou Sonic Serpent Fist: 34 points.
   

        Within a few days spent training in the Howler Gorge, Casio had not only solidified the fourth stage of Southern Dou's Power but had also made breakthroughs on that foundation.
   

        Even though he had already become an Ultimate Fighter, his progress didn't stop for a moment, striding proudly towards the ultimate position beneath Saint Fist.
   

        "Take down the Lunar Eclipse Meeting's first branch in the north. Hearing the news, the chief inspector of Black Mechanism will be more determined to cooperate with me and will grant me greater autonomy and convenience to a certain extent..." Casio pondered inwardly, muttering to himself. Gaining someone's trust wasn't about smooth talk; one needed to present facts to prove one's attitude and capability.
   

        Clearly, the situation has escalated. Blood Shark has been demoted from the first to the second target. The first target now was the Lunar Eclipse Meeting's first northern branch.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        At the coat rack by the door, an entire suit of clothes disappeared. Casio, freshly dressed, made his way down from the office building with exceptionally steady footsteps.
   

        In the quiet stairwell, he suddenly stopped and turned towards a shadow, "Let's go, to Fal County. Let's see how skilled these new generation of doctors from the clinic are. I hope they don't disappoint me, after all, I've spent quite a lot of time and effort on this. Heh heh heh..."
   

        From the shadow, the Evil Mother slowly emerged, remaining silent.
   

        It had observed the new batch of Clinic doctors under Casio's command. Their strength was incomparable to the previous batches. The new generation of Clinic doctors were once heinous criminals, the kind that required multiple doctors to capture. These criminals had been released and transformed into doctors, and they had Demon Seed instilled in them that was addicting and allowed continuous cultivation. This enabled their Demon Idol Totem to keep condensing, granting them powerful enhancements.
   

        Especially the former third-floor criminals, their auras grew stronger within a few days, becoming more dangerously oppressive.
   

        It wasn't an exaggeration to say that the Clinic now potentially had half the strength of the Hunters Association! Using this force against the Lunar Eclipse Meeting was a guaranteed victory, not defeat. It was just a matter of seeing how much they could win by and what their own losses would be. If someone like Casio or Evil Mother secretly assisted, then the Lunar Eclipse Meeting's northern forces would stand even less of a chance.
   

        ********************************
   

        August 15th, cloudy, on the edge of Fal County, North Cloud City.
   

        An ancient manor was completely occupied by the people of the Clinic. It was originally the territory of a Blood Clan group disguised as wealthy aristocrats who had entrenched themselves here for decades. They were so cautious and careful that even in Fal County, close to the capital Florence, they had not been discovered by the hunters of the Hunters Association. Unexpectedly, just yesterday, the doctors from the Clinic had tracked them down and wiped out the entire family.
   

        The new generation of Clinic doctors had been severely transformed dark creatures, imprisoned in the lair of the Wild Beast. These prisoners were naturally sensitive to the scent of their own kind. Even after being purged of Disasters by Casio, their noses remained as sensitive as a dog's. Following the scent of the Blood Clan, they became relentlessly agitated. As Casio had set rules limiting their actions, preventing them from attacking ordinary people at will, their violent tendencies inside were left unvented, naturally targeting the Inhuman dark creatures.
   

        The Clinic Director never stipulated that we couldn't lay hands on dark creatures!
   

        At this stage, these doctors have only had the demon seeds implanted in them for a short while, and their desire for cultivation isn't yet strong enough to overpower the bloodthirsty brutality in their hearts. They needed an outlet for their urges, a way to bypass the rules legitimately.
   

        So, last night was a wild celebration for the beasts. An entire manor's worth of the Blood Clan was tied to racks, suffering inhumane torture.
   

        They couldn't even scream, since their tongues had already been cut out. As soon as one grew back, it would be cut off again! Limbs were sliced off bit by bit; bones were pulled out for play; brains were smashed out, and even entire heads were slowly pushed into their own abdomens, fist by fist.
   

        The variety of brutal entertainments greatly satisfied the group of doctors.
   

        This wasn't their own concoction but rather a record of tortures discovered in a dungeon within the Blood Clan manor! The Blood Clan enjoyed watching their prey struggle before feeding, believing only the blood of extreme agony to be the tastiest; at least a hundred people had died under their torture!
   

        Now, the doctors of the Clinic were merely treating them with their own medicine, all the while satisfying their own perverted bloodlust.
   

        Everyone was satisfied, except for the Sea Demon, Claire. She had just joined the Clinic on the recommendation of several veteran hunters and also bore the mission from her uncle, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, to monitor the internal affairs of the Clinic and its potential series of upcoming actions.
   

        Her task couldn't even be considered covert surveillance, as Claire was operating openly. Both Otto, the Clinic's Deputy Director, and Casio were well aware that Claire was the Chief Inspector's niece. As part of the Hunters Association, the Clinic couldn't simply ignore directives from the Chief Inspector's side.
   

        Even though Casio was granted a great deal of autonomy, there still had to be some semblance of oversight. Otherwise, there would be expressions of dissatisfaction within the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        Claire, with her powerful family background, was undeniably the best choice. She was not only the Chief Inspector's niece but also a former competitor of Casio for the position of a Shadow Hunter. Her entry into the Clinic served to silence some of the opposition within the Dark Hunt Organization against the newly established Clinic.
   

        Claire herself was willing. She was curious about Casio, who had risen suddenly to become the number two Shadow Hunter, and thus she agreed to some of the proposals from within the Dark Hunt Organization. As a result, in her three days at the headquarters, she had barely seen Casio. Instead, she had witnessed the previous night a gang of muscle-bound men who seemed like psychopaths brutally murdering members of the Blood Clan.
   

        The scene was not enough to make Claire vomit, but it was quite discomforting. Being immortal, one could imagine how a hand, broken and hanging by the skin from the shoulder with the flesh underneath regrowing a new one, would be torn off again and reattached. Eventually, a member of the Blood Clan would turn into a monster with dozens of hands, as if wearing a gown made of hands.
   

        The blood-covered, brutish men were emotionless, some even burst into hearty laughter. They pointed and commented on the bloody scene, relishing it. Claire's strength was nearly that of a Shadow Hunter, theoretically stronger than these doctors. However, sitting among them, she felt as out of place as a husky in a wolf pack.
   

        This made Claire incredibly uncomfortable and caused her to have a restless night.
   

        Waking up on the 15th, her state was a bit off. Yet, with her power, a sleepless night barely affected her energy.
   

        Starting from the morning until dusk, the doctors in the manor's Clinic were preparing, checking various weapons, and adjusting their conditions. As twilight approached, three figures finally appeared at the manor's gate: Fog Man, Nine Snakes, and the Ascetic. Otto, coordinating things within the manor, immediately went to meet them.
   

        The four conversed in a corner for a while, during which they discussed the commands of Clinic Director Casio and the specific details of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting branch.
   

        "The Director means that we're not just after the Mission Target, Blood Shark; we're going to take down the entire Northern territory of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting! Show the Dark Hunting Association and the Chief Inspector... the capabilities of the new Clinic!"
   

        "The Director will be observing from the shadows this time to assess our progress during this period, to consider future investments in us…"
   

        "Nothing more needs to be said, let's kill them all!!!"
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        North Cloud City, on the west side, near the mountain range, is a district of manor-rich people. It's a private estate, off-limits to ordinary folk. Vineyards, horse farms, Garden Parks, bathhouses, and even stadiums are found there.
   

        In the midst of these, a resplendent Cathedral stands next to Garden Square. Some God-fearing businessmen often come here to pray, sometimes in the morning and sometimes at dusk.
   

        Like right now, Rachel is walking towards the Cathedral with her father, Fenn, along the spacious road. The surrounding enclosure walls are clean and tidy, and every so often, there are black metal streetlights with branched candle holders at the top. There are people specially assigned to refill these candle holders with oil, ensuring that people can see the path clearly even at night.
   

        On the road, ten-year-old Rachel, dressed in child's attire reminiscent of a princess dress, has a cute and lively face. Her father, Fenn, is wearing casual trousers, a brown waistcoat, his hair neatly combed, looking every bit the successful young businessman. Hand in hand, they walk forward.
   

        Soon, they arrived at the circular Garden Square. An arrangement of neatly placed flower beds separated spaces, bringing a quiet and leisurely feeling of a serene path. Red, white, blue, and other varieties of plants bloom profusely, exuding an alluring, faint fragrance. The flowers in these beds are exceedingly lush, suggesting that the Church's caretakers had spared no effort and fertilizer to keep them well-tended. During the flowering season, the Garden Square is especially beautiful.
   

        "That familiar and nice scent..." Fenn took a deep breath, reflectively saying, "I really don't know how the Pastor does it. It's the same species of flower, yet the ones in our backyard don't smell nearly as good..."
   

        Next to him, Rachel covered her nose and didn't speak. She knew her father loved the scent of the flowers in the Garden Square, but for some reason, Rachel only sensed a stench in the air—a smell of decay.
   

        Thus, whenever they passed by the Garden Square during the blooming season, Rachel would always urge her father to walk faster and more briskly.
   

        This time was no exception, as she urged her father to hurry to the Cathedral.
   

        However, halfway there, her father ran into an acquaintance.
   

        A young man with glasses, handsome look, and a refined demeanor.
   

        The Youth's name was Loran, having once conducted business with Fenn, so they were relatively familiar. As for Rachel, she was supposed to call the Youth Uncle Loran, although she never did. In truth, she always detested this so-called Uncle Loran. There was an aura about Loran that made Rachel very uncomfortable, and instinctively, she resisted any substantial contact with him.
   

        At dusk, the light dimmed, and the protective trees next to Garden Square cast shadows. The passageway was dim, lit only by dappled yellow-red beams of light casting fragmented traces. Fenn was conversing with Loran, apparently discussing business matters. Rachel hid behind Fenn, looking shy and occasionally glancing at the young man whose body was half-covered by shadows through the corners of her eyes.
   

        Was it an illusion? As the sunset hastened, the warm light receded, and the stench in the air grew stronger. Rachel saw the lush blooms in the distance blurring into a cluster, trembling as if dancing in the shadow, perhaps due to the blowing wind.
   

        Feeling somewhat afraid, she averted her gaze, only to find that someone seemed to be staring at her from the darkness. That gaze was evil and frigid, like a poisonous snake that had slithered out of Hell, filled with greed and bloodlust. Rachel hastily looked over, but saw that Loran's head was not turned towards her, and he was pointing towards the Cathedral, talking about something with Fenn.
   

        Feeling puzzled, Rachel lowered her head but then felt that malevolent gaze once again. She looked up and was suddenly eye to eye with a pair of scarlet eyes! The back of Loran's head! In the gaps of his thick hair, two monstrous red eyes were embedded.
   

        At that moment, those eyes were staring intently at her, filled with extreme malice and greed. They were the eyes of a predator staring at its prey!
   

        "Dad, Daddy..."
   

        Suddenly terrified, Rachel clutched the hem of her father's clothes and called out in fear.
   

        "Rachel, stop fussing; I'm discussing business with your Uncle Loran," Fenn pat his daughter's hand, trying to soothe her. However, what he didn't see from his blind spot was that half of Loran's face on the back of his head was swelling and bulging, revealing a grim, evil, and maniacal visage.
   

        In the midst of the Dark Shadow, a tumor-like head emerged from Loran's normal one, becoming ever more grotesque!
   

        That grotesque head stared at Rachel, revealing a Grim Smile.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        Rachel instinctively screamed.
   

        "Shriek!"
   

        Suddenly, a whistle-like screech emerged from a corner of Garden Square. It was urgent and shrill, like the trumpeting call for an assault.
   

        "Thud, thud, thud! Thud, thud, thud!"
   

        A rapid sound of running footsteps came from behind, and three robust silhouettes lightly leaped over the flower bed, falling down like bulky bears. The thud of their landing sent a tremor through the ground. Each of these men was a thug in his own right, no one shorter than 1.9 meters, with exaggeratedly broad shoulders and bulging, hard Muscles. Their necks adorned with a series of Python-like twists of sinister black Tattoos. Their faces were riddled with brutal meat, eyes gleaming fiercely, and bloodshot around the sockets. They looked just like robbers and murderers!
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        However, these three murderers were all wearing a series of uniform uniforms. Dressed in black hunting gear from top to bottom, with hard leather boots, there was a white metal crucifix hanging at the right chest, seemingly representing some organization. One of them carried a heavy, exaggerated sword on his back. The other two wore fingerless fist guards bristling with steel spikes!
   

        As soon as the three appeared, a dense aura of killing intention rapidly spilled out.
   

        It was as if the increasingly foul-smelling air around them was being swept away a great deal.
   

        "What... what do you want to do..."
   

        Fenn came to his senses; although he was panicked and scared on the inside, he still instinctively placed his daughter behind him and retreated towards the flower bed.
   

        However, the three men who looked like murderers did not strike at Fenn. Loran, who had been chatting with Fenn moments before, was the first to move, lunging out in a strange pose as fast as lightning.
   

        Loran seemed to want to grab Fenn and his daughter immediately, making these three threatening men, who obviously targeted him, hesitate!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The three tower-like silhouettes moved with the violence of thunder and lightning!
   

        The two men with fist guards leaped forward, their arms strong as tree roots, swinging out in the air tracing a powerful crescent radian. Thud! Thud! Acting later but arriving first, the men easily caught up, their fists violently smashing down on the youth's shoulders.
   

        Crack!
   

        The sound of bones snapping was crisp, as the youth's arms were broken right from the base, leaving his red blood and white bone stark and exposed. He suddenly rolled on the ground, rising in pain. As he got up, the two strong men closed in from both sides, grasping him firmly as if they were in a rugby tackle.
   

        Meanwhile, the strong man carrying the large sword had also stepped forward briskly.
   

        Raising an arm, he drew a sharp and heavy beheading sword!
   

        The two strong men also cooperated by pressing down, and the terrifying force transmitted from their arms forced the youth to bow his head, revealing his misshapen skull.
   

        "You want to kill me?! I am a member of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the branch is just a hundred meters away!" the strange face at the back of the youth's head yelled.
   

        "You're finished! How dare you provoke our Moon..."
   

        "Ptui!"
   

        The strong man holding the beheading sword spat disdainfully, landing the spit right on the top of the youth's head. A cruel smile spread across his face, filled with arrogance, "You're the ones who are finished, insects! How dare you brazenly provoke the Clinic, giving refuge to the Blood Shark. As doctors of the Clinic, we will efficiently deal with all patients and anybody who tries to stop us. I can feel it; today I will be chopping off many heads..."
   

        "Heh heh heh heh heh..."
   

        The strong man let out a villainous cackle, his expression maniacal, his eyes gleaming red in the dim light. Without hesitation, he swung down the great sword!
   

        Splash!
   

        The youth's head was decapitated along with the dark creature's odd face!
   

        The two-faced head rolled on the ground, like a blood-stained leather ball. It spun around, revealing a face of disbelief.
   

        The two men with fist guards released their grip, letting the headless corpse fall to the ground with a thud. The thick blood quietly spread on the floor.
   

        "Chk!"
   

        One of the strong men took out a black bone whistle and blew it where he stood.
   

        Suddenly, figures emerged from the shadows of the roads around the garden square, rapidly converging towards this spot with every step. Each of them was tall and muscular, with a fierce demeanor. Dressed in black hunting clothes with a shining metal crucifix on their chests.
   

        These doctors from the Clinic walked with a steady and powerful gait, some wearing metal fist guards, some with beheading swords or knives on their backs, and some carrying ridiculously oversized mechanical crossbows. They looked like a special operations force.
   

        "All sentries, dealt with."
   

        "All hidden guards, dealt with."
   

        "All accidental elements, dealt with."
   

        Twenty to thirty people reported as they arrived at the center of the Garden Square.
   

        Each of them carried an incredibly heavy killing intention, radiating an indifferent ferociousness. Some still had blood on their hands or faces, as though they had just killed someone. The strong men stood silently in place, like iron towers.
   

        It wasn't until one of the strong men lit a torch and stretched his hand out towards the sky.
   

        Whoosh! Whirl... 
   

        A gale burst down from the sky, causing the surrounding flowers and shrubs to sway in unison. In the next second, an enormous, expanding, evil, and seemingly alive mass of scarlet red mist descended from the heavens. Swish!
   

        A silhouette clad in a wide black cloak appeared before everyone.
   

        He lowered his cloak, revealing a face split between Yin and Yang. The left half was as pale as a corpse's human face, while the right was a mass of blood red mist with a blurry human contour. Black runes and demon totem patterns were spreading and shifting across both sides of his face.
   

        He exuded an eerie and dreadfully demonic aura.
   

        The newcomer was none other than Fog Man, whose aura had grown much stronger than a week ago. Empowered by the demon totem patterns, his full burst of power now rivalled that of the Dark Hunt level. It was incomparable to his former self.
   

        Whoosh... A breeze blew past, lifting the right half of Fog Man's cloak.
   

        Click-click-click-click...
   

        The terrible blood-red mist seemed to imprison something within, occasionally revealing a vague and pained face. The mist was chewing and tearing, gradually digesting whatever was inside bit by bit.
   

        Bang.
   

        A muffled explosion sounded as the thing within seemed to burst, sending a spray of fresh blood into the air like rain. Fog Man, however, opened his mouth to inhale, sucking all the blood back into his body, making the mist turn even redder.
   

        With a heavy and dripping allure of ripe scarlet.
   

        "Tsk, tsk, tsk..." Fog Man clicked his tongue a few times, a satisfied expression on his face, seemingly still savoring the remnants: "Occasionally catching a small creature that suits my taste does make for a good treat. The flavor is indeed quite nice. Hehe..."
   

        What he consumed was naturally some kind of dark creature. Among all the prisoners of the third layer of the Wild Beast's Den, Fog Man and Nine Snakes had the most perverted and murderous tastes. Every disturbance on the third layer was started by these two lunatics.
   

        Even after Casio cleansed all prisoners of their disasters, Fog Man's nature remained savage and bloodthirsty, albeit somewhat restrained. However, he feared Casio's presence and the rules Casio had established. He wouldn't dare to defy them in the slightest, so he could only vent his frustration on dark creatures.
   

        Monsters are not allowed to massacre humans? Then torturing the equally monstrous dark creatures should be fine, right? All he needed was a punching bag to release his unending stream of malice that welled up from the bottom of his heart!
   

        "What time is it now?" Fog Man casually glanced at his subordinates.
   

        "Lord Blood Mist, it's six twenty-eight."
   

        A subordinate replied.
   

        "Hmm." Fog Man was about to nod when he suddenly sensed a familiar aura rapidly moving from the west side of the Garden Square, followed by a series of attack and combat noises. His face abruptly changed, and he cursed inwardly, "Damn ascetics! Starting early, are they trying to snatch the glory for themselves? Damn it... "
   

        This time, the operation against the Lunar Eclipse Meeting was promised by Casio, the head of the Clinic. Rewards would be given based on merit at the end, with greater rewards for greater contributions. More potent demon seeds, faster and more enjoyable cultivation speeds, and terrifying burst powers of demon totem patterns! Even, it was said, a boxing method secret technique specially created by the head himself, suitable for bursts of strength in the physical body empowered by demon totem patterns—terrifying fighting skills!
   

        All these were the desires of the four commanders of the Clinic.
   

        The ascetic, who seemed silent and honest like an ape, couldn't wait any longer and took action first. Of course, Fog Man was anxious.
   

        In the dimming twilight, middle of the Garden Square.
   

        He suddenly let out a roar, "Brothers… Charge! Slaughter all these bugs clean! When it comes to rewarding merit, everyone will have their share!"
   

        Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!
   

        Twenty to thirty strong men began to sprint fiercely, silent yet ferocious as they charged towards the church, like a black torrent ready to smash through all obstacles!
   

        And Fog Man, with a forceful wave of his cloak, shot up into the air, resembling a huge blood-colored bat. Tens of meters in the air, a mass of blood-laden mist carried by fierce winds roared towards the Cathedral's location!
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        Garden Square, within the dimly lit path, the scent of blood was exceptionally strong.
   

        Loran's headless corpse lay on the ground, with dark red blood gushing from his neck, showing an exaggerated amount of bleeding. A large fan-shaped area around was covered in the bloody color. In the corner, Rachel was shivering while hiding behind her father, and Fenn was completely stiff as well.
   

        They had just witnessed the entire process, feeling both horrified and scared. Fenn could never have imagined that the acquaintance named Loran, who he had conducted business with, was actually a monster with two faces on a single head! And just a moment ago, it seemed to want to charge at them. It was only stopped by those mysterious men in black clothes, who beheaded it on the spot!
   

        Speaking of these mysterious men in black, Fenn felt grateful but also fearful of them. He was grateful because they killed the monster, but he feared these men in black themselves. Their appearance, temperament, and brutal methods were too barbaric, too bloody and violent. They belonged to the kind that when you meet them on the street, you subconsciously regard them as robbers and murderers, and immediately avoid them by hiding in the crowd. If the youth named Loran who was killed was a monster, then these men in black were hardly different from monsters themselves.
   

        After all, only monsters could fight and slaughter other monsters...
   

        Smelling the mix of floral fragrance and the scent of blood in the air, Fenn finally regained his composure, glancing at the deserted dim path. The men in black had gone and hadn't harmed them; it was truly a blessing from heaven.
   

        With a breath released from his belly, Fenn relaxed. He looked at the headless corpse on the ground with complex eyes, but suddenly noticed in the flower bed beside the corpse. Dense plant roots, like snakes, crept along the ground, spreading out into a bizarre pattern resembling human blood vessels. These roots greedily sucked the fresh blood, slowly turning red. Some roots even climbed onto the body, forcibly penetrating the skin and devouring the flesh. It was like a gluttonous monster feasting frenziedly.
   

        Loran's body visibly withered away.
   

        Not far away, the flowers in the flower bed had grown significantly taller, their branches and leaves exceptionally lush. The red petals and stamens were delicately seductive, emitting a strange fragrance.
   

        The enchanting floral scent in the air grew even denser.
   

        "Ugh!"
   

        Next to Fenn, his daughter Rachel retched, tears squeezing out of her eyes as she covered her nose with her little hand, "Daddy, it's getting stinkier..."
   

        Fenn immediately understood; the reason why the flower beds in Garden Square grew so lushly and the fragrance was so strong to adults was because these plants were nourished by corpses and watered with fresh blood.
   

        At a glance, there were man-eating flowers and man-eating trees everywhere.
   

        He shuddered violently, recalling how many times he had passed by here, even occasionally stopping to smell the blossoming flowers. Feeling his stomach churn, Fenn quickly picked up his daughter and started running towards home. He felt that something big was about to happen in this affluent area.
   

        Fenn decided to quickly take his family away from here!
   

        ******************************
   

        The East Gate of the Church.
   

        "Who goes there! Stand back immediately! I repeat, stand back immediately!"
   

        "Ah!!!!"
   

        "Damn it, enemy attack! It's an enemy attack!!!!!"
   

        "Bang bang bang bang..."
   

        A surge of blood-red mist, akin to a swarm of bats, pressed down from the sky and slammed into the wall of the church. A portion of the building violently shook, and the stained-glass windows adorned with religious patterns shattered.
   

        The multicolored glass fell like rain, tinkling as it hit the ground.
   

        Some landed on the ground, some hit the shoulders of the burly men clad in black hunting clothes as they sprinted, and others were crushed into powder under the hard soles of black leather boots. Two or three dozen violent doctors from the clinic let out roars, wielding spiked fist guards as they charged forth!
   

        Opposite them, dark creatures surged from the Cathedral, sensing the heavy danger and striving to keep the enemy at bay! These dark creatures, strikingly, each wore the holy white robes of a priest, parading a sanctimonious appearance. But beneath were twisted and deformed bodies with grotesque, ferocious faces, green with tusks.
   

        They lunged forward with inhuman speed and instantly clashed with the violent doctors from the clinic. The sounds of their brutal fighting exploded in the air!
   

        It was a wild melee, primitive and ferocious. If one were to look down from the top of the church's cross, they would see a current of white and black intermingling like chess pieces, devouring and tearing at each other. The continuous pounding noises were like random gunfire, and soon deep pits appeared on the ground. Some were caused by fists, some by the slices of beheading knives, and others by the violent doctors' Source Energy clashing with the dark creatures' Disasters, leaving the scene riddled with scars.
   

        Walls were blasted apart, trees exploded, and roads were torn asunder...
   

        "Hahaha, today I shall feast to my heart's content!"
   

        An evil mass of blood-red mist charged down from the sky, swallowing two dark creature priests whole and carrying them into the air. The next second, two shrill screams pierced the air, followed by the sound of an explosion in mid-air. Amidst a rain of blood, two heads with eyes wide open in death fell.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The gale howled, and a blood-stained black-robed silhouette appeared at the center of the battlefield. The Fog Man's face was still pale, but his lips were now a dripping red. The right side of his misty body writhed, transforming into a dark red color.
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        He gave the battlefield a fleeting glance and abruptly raised his right hand, throwing his Cloak open. A torrent of Fog gushed from his entire right side, swiftly forming a bloody, three-meters-long giant arm in the Air. The Fog Man leaped up like a Shell, and that vicious giant hand fiercely swung forward.
   

        Bang!
   

        The ground shook violently, and the Street cracked open. At the center of the battlefield, there appeared a huge palm print that was half a meter deep, with surrounding spider-web-like cracks filled with fresh blood. Inside the palm print, several flattened bodies devoid of Vitality twitched slightly.
   

        "Sss..."
   

        The Fog Man beside the Pit waved his hand, drawing in large swathes of the rising Blood mist into his body, appearing utterly ecstatic.
   

        "This is the taste! This is the taste! I can savor the despair of those on the brink of death! It's so delicious, so delicious! Dark creatures are far more exquisite and suitable delicacies than ordinary humans. Their despair before death is at least three times as intense! Hehehehehe..." The Fog Man's eyes rolled back in his head as he reveled in his crazed delight.
   

        He lowered his head and cackled madly, the Fog covering the right half of his Face burning and churning like flames, vaguely resembling a horned Demon in scorching hot lava.
   

        Bang!
   

        Suddenly, from the vast shadows on the ground. A colossal Black Shadow leaped out like a Shark, biting at the Fog Man.
   

        "I've been waiting for you!!!"
   

        The Fog Man's entire body exploded with a boom, transforming into a gigantic Blood-colored Bat. A terrifying, crimson Fog and that Black Shadow collided fiercely! In an instant, red and black clashed, the two massive phantasms wrestling.
   

        Hiss!
   

        A Shock Wave charged with both their powers swept across the center of the Battlefield.
   

        Those caught in its path, whether Doctors from the Clinic or Dark creatures, all spat blood and were flung away. A few unfortunate ones who were too close stiffened up instantly, tumbling down, their Vitality gone.
   

        "I'm going to eat you!!!"
   

        The Blood-colored Bat roared as it dove from the sky, and on the ground, a sinister Shadow Demon emerged in a black humanoid shape, its surface covered with layers of material that resembled petroleum asphalt peeling away, Corroding into cracks.
   

        It suddenly looked up, its Face revealing four blood-red eyes.
   

        Whoosh! Swoosh!
   

        Amidst the shockwave's tremors, a red and a black silhouette collided once again.
   

        West Gate of the Cathedral.
   

        Another combat team from the Clinic hammered down like a massive maul.
   

        Leading them was a gaunt, low-browed old man, wearing a Black Cloak that made his thin, withered frame seem even smaller.
   

        Yet the old man was at the very front of all the robust men in black, acting as the heaviest and most powerful Steel hammerhead! He strode forward like a Meteor, each footfall creating a deep Pit in the ground as he launched himself like a Shell. With a compassionately wrinkled, branch-like arm, the old man expressionlessly reached out and lightly touched each oncoming Dark creature. Bang bang bang bang bang! One after another, the shadows were rapidly sent flying!
   

        Some exploded into a rain of blood mid-air, unable to withstand the immense pressure; others slammed against the hard walls of the Church, creating a Hole, with half of their bodies dangling and swaying.
   

        The old man might look frail, but he was far more violently brutal than any of the robust men surrounding him. In a single encounter, close to fifteen Dark creatures were either crippled or killed. His blood-stained hands hung down.
   

        "Charge in." The voice of the Ascetic was still as low and calm as ever.
   

        Yet the frenzied Doctors behind him roared, shouting "Kill, kill, kill!" About twenty to thirty of them split into two groups, flanking the Ascetic on the left and right, and headed toward the West Gate from where Dark creatures continuously emerged, without a hint of fear.
   

        Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh! Metal Arrows, thick as thumbs, shot through the air at high speed, nailing the Dark creatures, piercing even the walls behind them. Violent Doctors wielding Beheading Swords had bloodshot eyes and bulging, swelling arm Muscles; with one stroke, they split an aberrant creature in two, spilling its guts! Others, swinging their Fists, pinned a Dark creature to the ground and pummeled it mercilessly into a bloody pulp.
   

        Whirl, whirl, whirl...
   

        Suddenly, a large swarm of blood-sucking Bats poured out of the Cathedral, enveloping the two Doctors from the Clinic at the forefront. Screams rang out, and in less than a second, two mummified corpses thudded to the ground.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The bats instantly congregated and formed into a tall man dressed in elegant aristocratic gentleman's clothing with a cane in hand and a white scarf around his neck. His face was pale as if dusted with powder, and sharp tusks protruded from his mouth.
   

        "Who are you people! This is the Lunar Eclipse Meeting! Even the Hunters Association doesn't dare to come here easily, yet here you all are, delivering yourselves to death one by one!"
   

        Anger shone in the eyes of the High Rank Blood Clan member as he stretched out a hand towards a Clinic Doctor in the distance, subtly clenching his fist. An ability to remotely manipulate the blood within someone's body activated, instantly causing the blood to boil.
   

        The doctor moaned in pain, blood suddenly flowing from his nose and mouth.
   

        Boom!
   

        The ground where the High Rank Blood Clan member stood suddenly erupted, forming a dark pit two meters in diameter. An old man stood inside. He leaped out, landing on the edge of the pit, and looked towards the High Rank Blood Clan member who had just landed a distance away after hastily dodging. The Blood Clan member took in a deep breath, his expression becoming grave. He admitted that this old man seemed to be somewhat capable.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        On the open ground, a series of cracking sounds of rapidly growing bones echoed. The Ascetic's face was kind and benevolent, but his entire body grew wildly. His muscles rapidly swelled, his limbs exaggeratedly stretched out, and a series of manes covered his body.
   

        In less than half a second, a Black Giant Ape cast a large shadow below.
   

        In the distance, the High Rank Blood Clan member's eyelid twitched. He felt a threat that completely suppressed his own aura. The old man who had transformed into the Giant Ape on the spot now had a momentum at least three or even four times stronger than before.
   

        Ding, buzz, buzz, buzz...
   

        The gigantic Ape slowly straightened up, and on the surface of its skin, dark totems lit up, bringing an extremely terrifying aura of a top predator. The Ascetic's silhouette grew once again, muscles almost bursting.
   

        The High Rank Blood Clan member's eyelids spasmed uncontrollably, and he involuntarily took a step back.
   

        Maybe, just maybe, possibly… he couldn't beat the one across from him...
   

        Should he? Perhaps it would be wise to retreat first?
   

        However, the Ascetic didn't give the High Rank Blood Clan member a chance to retreat.
   

        Boom! The ground exploded with a loud noise. A massive dark silhouette had already traversed dozens of meters, appearing above the Blood Clan member's head, ominously casting a shadow down.
   

        On the other side, at the South Gate of the Cathedral.
   

        A seductively voluptuous woman was smiling charmingly. At this moment, she swayed her cat-like steps, slowly moving towards the Cathedral. Dark creatures continuously tried to rush over, only to be swallowed whole by a fearsome Scaled Python. No matter how many came, it showed no sign of pickiness, devouring them with relish.
   

        In this battle zone, the Clinic's violent Doctors dared not approach their Commander. They skirted around the edge, keeping their distance.
   

        Among the prisoners from the third level of the Wild Beast's nest, Nine snakes suffered the most severe Dark Biological Transformation and had the most deranged mind. Even now, as one of the Commanders of the Clinic, she would sometimes lose it and attack friends and foes alike.
   

        This was especially true when she was feeding—her guard over her food was extremely aggressive.
   

        Only when the Chief was nearby did the situation somewhat improve.
   

        Now that the Chief was absent, Nine snakes was naturally even more unrestrained. Her head was delicate, her face charming, and a captivating smile adorned her features. Her hair twisted into nine Pythons, growing larger the further they were from the body, with the largest being as thick as a terrifying bucket.
   

        Jaws large enough to cover a radius of more than ten meters surrounded her, and any dark creature that entered this radius would disappear in a second.
   

        Suddenly, the Nine Pythons, which were continuously feeding, stopped and turned towards the Cathedral's main door at the same time. The fierce snake pupils locked onto a silhouette slowly emerging, a glint of human-like joy appearing in their eyes.
   

        "I didn't expect to stumble upon such an easy catch! Hehe..."
   

        Nine snakes covered her mouth and giggled lightly, but more and more blood vessels crept into her eyes.
   

        "An easy catch? Hahaha..."
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        The Blood Shark revealed its signature sinister grin, showcasing a dense double layer of shark teeth. Between the teeth's gaps remained some strands of flesh and blood, its origins unknown.
   

        It didn't fear the Clinic of the Hunters Association in the slightest. Six months ago, Soul Sickle, the head of the Clinic, wasn't its match. Could a restructured Clinic defeat it six months later? Impossible! Additionally, this was the first branch of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, with many formidable elders present.
   

        Unless the Hunters Association came en masse, a single Clinic from the Association was hardly a threat. The Blood Shark strode out of the church.
   

        Its cold eyes kept staring at the Nine Snakes in the center of the battlefield.
   

        "I will chop off your intriguing head and add it to my collection…" A bloodthirsty gleam flashed in the Blood Shark's eyes as it suddenly spread its arms wide.
   

        Boom...
   

        A scorching Blood Flame erupted from its body, blazing fiercely against the gale. The flame undulated in the air, exuding a tar-like viscosity that resembled a pool of blood. The next second, a five-meter-long Blood Flame Shark took shape rapidly, its head fierce and ferocious. Its vast maw could swallow an adult whole, bone and all, leaving nothing behind.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A red shadow darted through the air, leaving the afterimage of a shark on the retina. The Blood Flame Shark treated the air as if it were sea water, gliding through the currents at high speed.
   

        It wasn't flying, but hovering, supported by the air.
   

        Huff!!!
   

        Suddenly, an explosion of pressure came from above the Nine Snakes' heads, as a massive blood shadow hurtled down, its massive jaws agape.
   

        Thump!
   

        Three Pythons, wrapped in bloodstained scales, shot up into the sky. Spinning explosively in the air, they slammed heavily against the Blood Shark.
   

        Crack—a ring of ground around them cracked inch by inch. A spider-web pattern extended in all directions, only stopping when it reached the corner of the walls. Nine Snakes stomped the ground, and mud surged from the crevices like a fountain, casting up a cloud of dusky gray fog.
   

        Amid the fog, three Scaled Giant Pythons lashed out like iron whips, colliding with the Blood Shark that flickered through the air. Each strike produced a heavy thump, sending ripples through the air.
   

        In a short while, the visible dust in the air morphed into waves, accumulating into heaving shapes like rolling ripples.
   

        The Blood Shark was incredibly fast and large, making its charges massively powerful. Moreover, the blood-red flames covering it burned with a corrosive poison. After several collisions, the Nine Snakes' heads were stripped of many scales, revealing wounds.
   

        A burst of fresh blood exploded in the air, only to be evaporated by the flames the next second.
   

        "Is this all you've got? Six months ago, Soul Sickle, the number four Shadow Hunter, perished at my hands!" The voice of the Blood Shark's original body floated unpredictably through the dust, laden with disdain for the Nine Snakes' strength. "You're already struggling against one Blood Shark; what about three... or five?"
   

        As the voice faded, another blood-red figure appeared in the air, scorching its way through the air, leaving a trail of blood-red flame. The second Blood Shark! And not just that—one after another, a third Blood Shark accelerated along the same trajectory.
   

        In an instant, three red lights hovered and spun in mid-air, diving simultaneously. Like three Swords, they aimed straight at the heads of the Nine Snakes!
   

        Hiss hiss hiss hiss hiss...
   

        Nine Snakes neither dodged nor retreated, standing firm. Her serpentine eyes remained locked on the sky. Her beautiful face suddenly contorted, with veins protruding on her neck like sprawling tree branches across half her face. Nine Scaled Giant Snakes soared up as if they were nine sharp Metal Spears.
   

        Thump thump thump...
   

        Sword clashed with Spear, concentrating terrifying power at a single point.
   

        The air churned crazily, bursting outward and forming a rapidly expanding ring that cleared the dust. The murky environment was swept clean.
   

        In the middle of the battlefield, nine snake bodies as thick as water barrels, covered in scales, were engaged in a savage battle with three Blood Flame Sharks. It was a beastly tangle, with bloodstained scales falling from the sky like petals and blossoms of blood exploding in mid-fall. Within a hundred meters, neither the Doctors of the Clinic nor the Dark Creatures of the church dared to approach.
   

        They could only skirt around the open but ruined area, clashing in the cramped edges, fighting desperately.
   

        In a corner, the Blood Shark's original body casually watches the fray in the middle of the field. The Blood Sharks it had released were taking the upper hand, firmly suppressing the Nine Snakes. It seemed she was fighting with all her might, unlikely to surprise him further. The Blood Shark, somewhat bored, extended its right hand, flames rolling over it.
   

        Another Blood Flame Shark was about to be born swiftly from the air.
   

        Tap tap tap...
   

        Following the fourth Blood Shark it had conjured, the Blood Shark's original body engaged in the direct battle for the first time. It intended to take the head of the Nine Snakes personally.
   

        However, in the moment the Blood Shark's original body rushed into the battlefield, the Nine Snakes, who seemed fully occupied by the three attacking Blood Sharks in the sky, revealed a strange smile. She suddenly turned her head towards the Blood Shark, her entire head nearly rotating one hundred and eighty degrees.
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        Buzz... Buzz... Buzz...
   

        The Demon Idol Totem lit up at this moment, and all the symbols on the surface of the body's skin writhed and climbed like little tadpoles. The totem released a high-quality Qi, which in combination with the structure of the totem, burst forth with terrifying power.
   

        Snakes are sneaky, fond of ambush, fond of a one-strike kill!
   

        The moment Nine Snakes saw Blood Shark make its move, she understood that this enemy was not melee-oriented. The fact that Blood Shark's actual body kept condensing to drive the long-range attacks of the blood flame sharks confirmed this. Nine Snakes had not been using the Demon Idol Totem because she was looking for the most appropriate opportunity.
   

        And now, Blood Shark was close enough to her.
   

        Crack... Crack... Crack...
   

        The nine pythons dancing in the sky underwent a terrifying mutation, their bodies rapidly swelling to twice their original size. The scales on their bodies turned into a sword-like scale armor similar to that of a demon idol, providing extremely fearsome defense. Where Blood Shark could once tear off a large number of scales with a sudden charge and bite, now it could only leave white traces on them. The corrosive nature of the flame was no longer causing any damage.
   

        Boom... Boom... Boom...
   

        The python lashed out, bursting the air while flinging the entangled Blood Shark into the distance, shooting out three blood-colored meteors. Meanwhile, Nine Snakes suddenly leaped forward, her barely maintained human form collapsing into a python's body, shockingly the size of an entire house.
   

        The heavy snake body crushed the ground beneath, and the nine snake heads swung wildly, their massive jaws chomping the air with a fierce and terrifying aura as they slammed towards the actual body of Blood Shark.
   

        "How despicable!"
   

        Blood Shark's eyes bulged with rage as it immediately realized that Nine Snakes had all along been feigning weakness to provoke an attack and expose a vulnerability. At this moment, the true strength that Nine Snakes had burst forth with posed a threat to Blood Shark.
   

        In a split second, without any hesitation, it released all the sharks from its body. Whoosh! Another shark was born from the blood flame, racing alongside the one before it. A fierce light flashed in Blood Shark's eyes. It felt it wasn't enough and reached into its bosom for a blood-red glass potion with a moon logo on it.
   

        Crunch, sharp shark teeth shattered the glass and swallowed it down.
   

        A vigorous strength surged from deep within its body, making Blood Shark's expression even more maniacally deranged. With a great roar, a sixth shark burst forth from the chest area, accelerating its tail through the air. Three bloody shadows fell from the sky, a total of six sharks pressed forward in unison!
   

        Thump!
   

        The ground shook violently, and the surrounding floor, unlike a solid, looked more like a liquid, rolling and undulating like the waves of the sea. Layer upon layer, it piled up until it pushed down the roads and walls.
   

        Some of the dark creatures and clinic doctors fighting were unsteady on their feet, tumbling and struggling to get up.
   

        In the middle of the battlefield, two figures, each with injuries, stood at opposite ends of a deep pit. The nine-headed python that Nine Snakes had transformed into was prostrate, one of its heads half severed, revealing a gushing hole oozing blood. Across from her, Blood Shark's expression was twisted in pain, its entire left forearm gone as if bitten off by something, the cross-section jagged. Blood Shark glared fiercely at Nine Snakes, panting heavily. In front of him, only one shark was left guarding him. The other five sharks had been flung away.
   

        Fortunately, all the sharks were still alive, though each was injured. It should be noted that each shark was a part of Blood Shark's original essence. The loss of a single shark meant a permanent diminishment of Blood Shark's strength.
   

        "This healer from the clinic is indeed formidable, managing to fight evenly with me after I have taken the Blood Moon Potion. Now it seems, she can't kill me, and I can't kill her either. We can only wait for the clan leader of the Dark Moon to sense the battle here and come from the manor to deal with her..."
   

        Blood Shark muttered to itself. It tried to sense the sharks that were scattered in all directions in order to regather all its strength. Unexpectedly, as it did so, Blood Shark's face suddenly changed, turning exceedingly ugly. Five sharks were blasted away initially, but now it could only sense four!
   

        It was surely five just now, how could it be...
   

        Ah! Now there are only three left!!!
   

        Blood Shark's mind was in turmoil, another one lost! Its throat went dry with anxiety as it called out desperately, "Come back! Come back quickly!"
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        From among the ruins of the collapsed house in the distance, three blood shadows soared into the sky. One of them, halfway through its flight, was casually plucked from mid-air by a towering figure on the rooftop. Halting a massive object moving at the speed of a shell, the action was as effortless and leisurely as it was imposing.
   

        It was as if a fruit had grown on a tree and he simply reached out and took it.
   

        The fruit no longer belonged to the tree, but to him.
   

        On the rooftop, two silhouettes quietly looked down on the battlefield. The tall figure on the right, wrapped in a trench coat, held a Blood Shark in one hand. The fearsome shark, measuring a full five meters in length, looked like a gigantic creature. Its struggles were more terrifying than an elephant trampling, yet in the hands of this tall man, it couldn't stir a single ripple, appearing so pale and powerless.
   

        "An interesting ability, indeed, to be able to separate a part of life's essence. And what's more, it tastes quite delicious, like magma."
   

        Casio turned his head to comment before gently squeezing his right hand. The entire head of the Blood Shark began to convulse violently and then exploded on the spot. In the blink of an eye, a gigantic creature turned into a palmful of blood-red sand.
   

        In his arm, a stream of intense life vibration energy surged towards his abdomen.
   

        And there, two other streams of the same energy already lay coiled.
   

        The Blood Shark's shark was naturally devoured by Casio as if it were a small snack.
   

        Who would have thought that the very direction these sharks were sent flying would be the building where Casio and the Evil Mother were secretly watching the battle? Several sharks directly smashed the building to pieces, forcing Casio to change location, which naturally compromised his field view. He was a bit displeased, so he casually took a bit of interest.
   

        "Shall we intercept those two as well?"
   

        On the rooftop, next to Casio, the Evil Mother watched the blood shadows glide across the sky and posed the question. It seemed that there was something interesting about the characteristics of these sharks.
   

        "Why intercept them? Didn't I tell you before this operation began? Unless necessary, don't lay hands on the people from the Lunar Eclipse Meeting. Our strength is already overwhelming; stepping in directly would be meaningless. In this way, we won't be able to see if there are any promising new doctors from the Clinic, nor would it serve to temper them. See, you still don't view things comprehensively enough... do you understand?"
   

        Casio shook his head, speaking in a cautionary tone.
   

        The eyelids of the Evil Mother twitched, "Then why did you just kill three sharks?"
   

        "That was a necessary situation," Casio turned to glance at the Evil Mother.
   

        His look seemed to ask, are you questioning me?
   

        The Evil Mother fell silent.
   

        At the South Gate of the Cathedral, in the center of the battlefield, within a deep pit.
   

        The Blood Shark incredulously extended a finger, counting one by one, muttering numbers under its breath, "1, 2, 3... 1, 2, 3!"
   

        "Half are gone, half are gone!!!"
   

        It felt so aggrieved inside that it almost coughed up blood. What had happened? Not even losing a single shark in a fight to the death with Nine snakes, how had they lost half of their number simply from being flung through the air for a moment? What exactly had occurred?
   

        Leaping from the pit, the Blood Shark landed on the ground. It suddenly turned its head to look at the pile of rubble where the building smashed by the sharks once stood. Darkness had fallen.
   

        There it lay, deep and pitch-black, the sprawling shadows resembling a writhing, shifting, gaping maw. Anything that fell into it would be voraciously devoured by the insatiable monster!
   

        "What are you looking at? Being distracted in battle can get you killed~"
   

        From behind in the deep pit, a Nine-headed Snake leaped out, its colossal body blocking the last threads of daylight, casting a huge shadow.
   

        The Blood Shark turned sharply, a deep sense of despair flashing in its eyes.
   

        With half its strength lost, it had no hope of victory against this formidable enemy, let alone the even more terrifying presence in the distant darkness, which seemed to be silently watching, like a greedy, ferocious, and vicious ghost.
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        North Gate of the Cathedral, upon the grey-white limestone Plaza.
   

        The Battle here was the most brutal, particularly for the dark creatures. In the other three areas, no matter what, there was at least one Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creature leading the charge. However, at the North Gate, there seemed to be a lack of such elite masters.
   

        In the center of the rocky Plaza stood a silent Sculpture cloaked in a cloak. It towered at seven or eight meters tall, the folds of its garment carved with intricate and lifelike detail. The hands hung down, head slightly bowed, and around its neck hung a crucifix. This was one of the legendary Silent Ones of The Church, said to be one of the Holy Spirits.
   

        It symbolized the divine, the pure, the immaculate.
   

        Yet, vast expanses of dark red blood stained this purity. The thick blood flowed through the folds of the cloak, making a corrosive hissing sound. On the Sculpture's Shoulders, were bits of rotten flesh, like intestines.
   

        Large, bloody chunks dangled grotesquely, inducing nausea.
   

        In front of the Sculpture, a bespectacled youth stood silently. His hands dropped and crossed, his head hung low as if a devout believer.
   

        His entire demeanor was cool, yet it carried a touch of scholarly elegance. His face was handsome and young, yet it bore a sense of world-weariness. His neatly swept-back black hair revealed a smooth, full Forehead, and also a spider's compound eye.
   

        This man was Siegel's master, Otto!
   

        Originally, Otto had been a middle-aged, nearing elderly person. But now, he appeared so young, so vibrant. All thanks to Casio, yet not the effect of Life Vibration Energy.
   

        In the World of Calamities, atop the Pale Land, there was a valley of lament where the Wraiths of deceased fighters gathered. Casio had battled repeatedly with these Wraiths, crushing them one after another. Through active combat and the residual Qi memories, he learned a multitude of extraordinary Secret Martial Arts passed down from ancient times.
   

        Phantom Sound Fist, Black Moon Pupil Power, Wicked Wind Secret Art, and so on...
   

        Each martial art possessed its own core essence and special effects, allowing Cultivators to experience a range of unimaginable states. Upon returning from the World of Calamities to the Real World, Casio was suddenly struck with inspiration. Rooted in Southern Dipper with Phantom Sound Fist and Black Moon Pupil Power as auxiliary, he created the prototype of a new Boxing Method, or Combat technique.
   

        For the time being, it was named Shadow Moon Fist.
   

        At its Core, was a special Force Casio learned from the Wraiths, Breaking Moon Strength. Just as the name suggests, it was a Force characterized by fracturing. With one palm strike, an Enemy's body could burst and crumble on the spot.
   

        Upon closer observation, it became apparent that "breaking" was essentially a foundational expression of Decomposition. Breaking Moon Strength, in essence, was a simplified form of the decomposition characteristic of Deathfang Power. Thus, it could be considered a prototype of Southern Dipper Fist.
   

        Beyond Breaking Moon Strength, the illusory techniques of Phantom Sound Fist and the nourishing dynamic vision effects of Black Moon Pupil Power were integrated. And Black Moon Pupil Power not only honed the eyes but also invigorated the blood flow to the face, having rejuvenating effect. This resulted in Otto reversing in age by twenty years, now appearing no older than twenty-seven or twenty-eight. This prototype martial art was actually Casio's Experiment.
   

        Since Otto and his disciples were among the most loyal in the Clinic, contributing to Casio's management of it, he provided Otto with an opportunity, the chance to rapidly master a new Secret Martial Art prototype.
   

        Clearly, with Casio's help, Otto achieved it. Aside from the Mutation powers induced by Dark Biological Transformation, he had gained new strength.
   

        This operation saw Casio observing both the abilities of a new batch of doctors from the Clinic and the Combat Effectiveness off Shadow Moon Fist in actual combat. Unfortunately, Otto was assigned to the North Gate where no high-level masters emerged, resulting in fewer opportunities to demonstrate his prowess.
   

        In fact, Casio was somewhat eager to see the success of his creation, Shadow Moon Fist. With such confidence, he would then attempt to split South Dou Red Vulture Fist and Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. That is, separating the two characteristics of Deathfang Power and Echo Strength into four distinct potent Forces: Decomposition Force, Spiral Force, Explosion Force, and Vibration Energy. He wanted to create a powerful Secret Martial Art from each Force.
   

        This level of Secret Martial Art would at least rank as a top-tier secondary martial art.
   

        And it would form the battle capability foundation of the Real World's Magical Golem Sect.
   

        And this special Force still had a counteractive effect on the indestructibility of dark creatures, just not as strong as the combination of two Forces.
   

        "What a pity, I only get to see Otto taking out the riffraff, unable to witness more of Shadow Moon Fist's effectiveness in actual combat," said Casio, from the back of the massive Metal crucifix atop the Cathedral. At some point, Casio and the Evil Mother were watching the battlefield from their elevated position.
   

        Casio's gaze shifted toward the north side, slightly lowering his eyes.
   

        North Gate of the Cathedral, on the Plaza, in front of the Sculpture.
   

        Slowly, Otto raised his head, the Shadow Moon Fist running awkwardly through his body becoming gradually more fluid. It was, after all, a rapid force-feeding, and Otto had practiced for only a few days; he needed to warm up before each transition.
   

        Hence, he did not join the doctors and dark creatures earlier on in their clash. But now, he could attempt to move and take a look.
   

        Crack!
   

        Two huge palms covered in Fist Guards tore viciously through the Air!
   

        Ahhh!!! A dark creature screamed as it was brutally torn in half, intestines and internal organs spilling out onto the ground, dead beyond doubt.
   

        Before the Corpse stood an imposing man, 2.3 meters tall and built like a Giant Bear. His arms hung slightly, with Muscles on his Shoulders moving around like little mice, emitting an aura of immense strength.
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        A man with a shiny bald head cracked his neck with a crisp sound and a cruel smirk appeared on his face. Turning around, he looked down at Otto who had finished warming up, "Teacher, are you going to make a move?"
   

        "Siegel, bring the Kam Brothers. We're going straight in," Otto replied.
   

        Wearing gold-rimmed glasses, Otto slowly removed the cloak he was wearing. It's best not to let clothing impede the execution of Secret Martial Art Boxing Method.
   

        "Yes!" Siegel, now truly resembling a Giant Bear, immediately called two people from the crowd to follow Otto.
   

        These two were brothers, though oddly proportioned. The older brother, short like a dwarf with only one leg, moved by using both hands and his single foot. A black dagger drenched in blood hung from his mouth, his sharp teeth and sleazy but sinister appearance quite striking.
   

        The other, the younger brother, was of normal height at 175 centimeters, coldly handsome with clear, lake-blue eyes and features as refined as if he were an elf dropped into the world by mistake, a stark contrast to his brother.
   

        He carried an Iron Bow on his back but had no quiver. That's because he wore a ring with a hollow iron spike. When drawing the bow, the pressure would pierce the skin, and a suitable amount of blood would flow from the hole, forming a blood arrow on the bow.
   

        "Let's go," Otto said sternly, his expression cold. The previous Intelligence indicated that the Lunar Eclipse Meeting had four Catastrophe Spirit Level powerhouses in the north. Ideally, four Commanders from the Clinic should have encountered enemies if it was a one-on-one situation. Since no Catastrophe Spirit Level powerhouses had shown up on their side, Otto could only storm into the Cathedral and force one to reveal themselves.
   

        On the Battlefield at the North Gate, amid the chaotic fight, four silhouettes moved against the current.
   

        They advanced into the Cathedral.
   

        "Roar! Get out of the way!"
   

        Siegel roared, grabbing two Dark creatures rushing from behind, seizing their heads firmly. He twirled them around like a Wind Fire Wheel and flung them away.
   

        Their bodies flew, but two severed heads remained in his hands.
   

        On the left, the grotesque dwarf rolled on the ground like an agile leather ball. Moving through the shadows, despite having only one leg, he was incredibly swift. His mouth clung to the dagger that was soon soaked in fresh blood.
   

        In the dim darkness, screams of Dark creatures echoed as they fell, like sugarcane stalks cut by a Scythe, their bright red juices splattering. Faint, child-like, sinister chuckles could also be heard.
   

        On the right, the youth with elf-like features advanced steadily, a true marksman. Any Dark creature that tried to get close to the group was punctured by a line of blood. In the night, only a Red Light streaking through the air carving a long Radian, piercing the Exotic Species' heads and spurting a plume of Blood mist before continuing meteorically into the darkness.
   

        At first glance, it was as though red threads danced, while the Dark creatures were like needles, the holes in their heads being the eye of the needle, creating a bizarre sense of beauty.
   

        Straight ahead, Otto faced the most pressure. The Cathedral seemed to have a large underground facility from which an unending stream of Dark creatures emerged, displaying various odd forms and sinister abilities that posed a significant threat.
   

        Behind Otto, eight spider-like legs unfolded but did not transform into Long Spear-type weapons. Instead, they assembled as a form of Armor on the surface of his body, creating a black, sturdy suit of close-fitting Armor.
   

        He took the lead, walking at the forefront. His arms hung by his sides, trembling in a strange Radian, turning into a hazy shadow.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        His arm swept through the air in a rapid crescent Radian, colliding with a mantis-like Dark creature. The green mantis' arms were incredibly sharp but could not slice through Otto's palm. Instead, Otto's arm trembled slightly, his fingers clapped, and the sturdy mantis Hand Knife shattered instantly. The Exotic Species' Force invaded and spread throughout its body.
   

        The tall green mantis stiffened on the spot. The breeze from Otto's retracting fist passed over it, and the mantis shattered like Glass into pieces the size of fists or fingers.
   

        As Otto passed the mantis, his refined brows furrowed slightly. Still not proficient enough. Theoretically, a mere touch between his palm and the mantis should have shattered it instantly due to the Breaking Moon Force.
   

        Tap, he leaped, instantly covering a distance of seven to eight meters.
   

        As Otto swept his hands through the air in a crescent Radian, he appeared to be meaninglessly cutting at nothing. However, a crack sound reverberated through the air, and by the time the group passed, a decapitated Exotic Species Corpse revealed itself from its invisibility, kneeling on the ground as its head rolled down.
   

        "Ah!" "No!" "Pfft..."
   

        Continuous screams heard along the road to the Cathedral's main entrance, with many bodies lying beside, staining the ground with blood. As Otto and the others breached the entry, his Shadow Moon Fist grew increasingly proficient. Otto realized that the most crucial aspect wasn't anything material but the core mechanism: the Breaking Moon Force. Whether it was other illusory techniques or his formidable dynamic sight,
   

        They merely made his moves traceless and targeted at vital points!
   

        Everything was to maximize the effectiveness of the Breaking Moon Force.
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        Otto understood that the more he killed, the more natural and proficient he became. The best way to master any Boxing Method is through combat, especially high-frequency, lethal combat. Often, killing one person holds more significance than sparring with ten!
   

        Just the journey from the Plaza to the Church alone had elevated Otto's understanding of the Boxing Method by a notch. Continuing his killing spree from the entrance of the Church through the corridor to the inside, his Boxing Method became increasingly rhythmic. Casio's method of helping Otto rapidly learn the Boxing Method involved infusing him with Qi, akin to injecting part of the experience and knowledge directly into his body. During battle, the fusion of knowledge and experience accelerated.
   

        Bang!
   

        The ornate metal gate shattered on the spot, exploding into fragments.
   

        Otto strode into the Hall with an expressionless face, followed by his burly apprentice, who was built like a bear, and two brothers, one ugly and one handsome. In a corner of the Hall, there was a pitch-black Underground Passage. At this moment, a team of dark creatures was surging out from within, their green faces and tusk-like teeth howling at Otto.
   

        Then, they pounced like a Wolf Pack.
   

        "Shatter together with the moonlight..."
   

        A white light surged in Otto's eyes as he traced two waning moons in the Air with his palms. The dreamy and hazy moonlight flashed for a moment, then shattered into pieces. Along with the moonlight, shattered were a dozen dark creatures frozen in mid-air, their blood splattering across the Hall!
   

        "Isn't there anyone from the Lunar Eclipse Meeting to stop me?"
   

        A dull sound echoed in the Hall, reaching to the Underground.
   

        After a moment of silence, in the blood-scented Air.
   

        "Since no one is coming, then I'll go on a killing spree, hehehe..."
   

        After the elegant but slightly morbid laugh.
   

        Outside the Underground Passage, the cries of strange creatures became more intense.
   

        Outside the Church, in the middle of the Garden Square.
   

        A silhouette dashed through, not resembling a human but a kind of semi-transparent ghost-like entity. Its body was mottled black, resembling specks of nighttime sky. Where the eyes should be, were gem-like crescent moon-shaped pupils surrounded by dense, gear-like black particles.
   

        "Kill..."
   

        From the distance, muffled shouts and cries of combat reverberated from the Cathedral, unceasing.
   

        The heart of the dark creature sank, having anticipated some distress as soon as it sensed a disturbance at the Branch. Hopefully, things weren't too dire.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A black shadow soared, trailing a hazy moonlight, as if gliding on the moon's hue. Moments later, it appeared atop the Cathedral, below the metal crucifix, overlooking from on high with silent vigilance.
   

        The complexion increasingly soured, fury spewing from within its pupils.
   

        At the South Gate, the Blood Shark was on its last breath, surrounded by only three shark Guards, each maimed and incomplete.
   

        At the West Gate, the lifeblood of the High-Rank Blood Clan was near exhaustion. The ferocious Old monkey relentlessly hammered the High-Rank Blood Clan into plasma, blasting half of their body to pieces. If not for the Blood Clan's regenerative abilities and near-immortality, they would have been finished long ago.
   

        At the East Gate, the fight was back and forth, but this was dictated by their forms. One a cloud of fog, another merely a shadow. As they fought each other, immune to most damage, the conflict dragged on to a stalemate.
   

        At the North Gate, the forces seemed evenly matched, as no top-notch experts were present. Instead, some dark creatures and doctors from the Clinic were entangled in battle.
   

        "Damn, I should have stayed at the Branch today!"
   

        The Black Moon chieftain inwardly cursed, its aura of danger bursting forth as it suddenly spread its arms towards the moon. Ready to harness moonlight, to unleash a terrifying attack on all the invading enemies on the ground.
   

        Smack.
   

        Suddenly, a well-defined palm rested on its shoulder.
   

        "Hey, you're too bright, blocking my view of the fight."
   

        Without warning, a man's low voice sounded from behind.
   

        The Black Moon chieftain was horror-stricken as it spun around, only to see a large hand pressing down from above. With a thud, an immense force, utterly irresistible, smashed it hard into the interior of the Cathedral.
   

        Thump, thump, thump, thump...
   

        A series of dull thuds ensued as the Black Moon chieftain crashed through five or six layers of ceilings, coughing blood before landing on the first floor with a smack.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough... cough, cough, cough..."
   

        Blood trickled from the corner of its mouth as it shakily rose from the ground, trembling, "What the hell was that?! A person?!".
   

        Its heart was pounding violently as if it was about to burst out of its chest. The instantaneous fear of being approached and being incapacitated by a single hand within a second was terrifying.
   

        "Phew..." The Black Moon chieftain panted heavily.
   

        "Finally decided to show up? How did you fall from the sky? But it doesn't matter now, I just need a stone to sharpen my Boxing Method. Pity that you're already injured, a stone that's already cracked. Hehehe... Then let me thoroughly smash you to dust!"
   

        A raspy voice tinged with the smell of blood came from the corner.
   

        The Black Moon chieftain turned sharply.
   

        There, at the Underground entrance. A tall man covered in blood plasma stood blocking the way, his right hand holding a squirming dark creature.
   

        With a snap, the dark creature shattered on the spot like porcelain.
   

        And the man turned to the Black Moon chieftain with a bloody smile.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 873: 453 Sacred Devices, Moon God statue (4400)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Cathedral, prayer hall, in the expansive space.
   

        Two unignorable silhouettes locked on to each other, and in an instant, they understood that the other was their adversary! Silently, two auras spread, gradually occupying the spaces to the left and right sides of the hall.
   

        The atmosphere suddenly turned tense, and the smell of blood seemed to grow fainter.
   

        Otto felt great, better than ever before. He had underestimated the magical power of this boxing method, which could only show its true charm amidst slaughter. The more he used the Breaking Moon force to crush the dark creatures, the more Otto felt his thoughts become clear and his emotions released without form. Shadow Moon Fist seemed to possess a magic that stirred emotions during battle, the more he killed, the more he became fascinated, and the more he cultivated, the more addicted he became.
   

        If an ordinary person practiced this demonic boxing method, they would likely quickly become an obsessively mad murderer, finding pleasure in killing and being unable to extricate themselves from the joy of shattering flesh. However, Otto, a strong-willed fighter, could resist some of the temptation, converting it into the motivation to become stronger rather than becoming a complete slave to the boxing method.
   

        Now, he was intentionally indulging some of his emotions to align with this boxing method. Naturally, his personality became more irascible.
   

        Bang!
   

        The hard marble tiles in front of the underground entrance shattered under a foot.
   

        A silhouette approached the Black Moon chieftain at an eerily agile and high speed, leaving a trail of blood plasma mist in the air.
   

        Otto's eyes glinted with red silk, radiating a cold and harsh light. His powerful hands, stretched open, easily sliced through the air, forming a fleeting white crescent in mid-air. His well-defined fist trembled the air.
   

        Clang!
   

        In the center of the hall, a metallic buzzing collision resounded.
   

        Otto's fists bore down, but they were blocked by the Black Moon chieftain's upraised hands. The chieftain's rock-like, semi-transparent forearms, crescent-shaped bone blades spreading out like mantis limbs, were fierce and fierce, with spikes on the edges.
   

        Crackle... crackle...
   

        The Breaking Moon force instantly trembled and transmitted into the surface of the bone blades, causing a wave of force confronting and annihilating each other. A succession of ripples swept across the blade surface, turning into a vague white mist.
   

        These energy-filled ripples passing along the floor immediately caused a series of crackling explosion sounds. In a brief time, the floor's surface bore a succession of crack-like fissures as if etched with a chisel.
   

        Inside the cathedral, the semi-transparent black silhouette was flung backward, turning a complete three hundred and sixty degrees before landing steadily. However, just as the Black Moon chieftain had counteracted the force of the collision, the blood-colored silhouette in front continued to chase close like a shadow. Each step Otto took on the ground traced a bizarre curve, stitching together a series of arcs that formed a path of rapid approach, like stones skimming across water.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Otto's arms swept, and two broken moon shadows instantly tore through the air, slashing upward. Their targets clearly passed through the gaps and cut towards the armpits of the Black Moon chieftain's arms, avoiding a head-on collision with the two crescent bone blades of unclear material. This was the flaw in movement that Otto captured with his eyes in an instant, thanks to the essence integrated from the Black Moon Pupil King technique.
   

        A dangerous afterimage loomed, fast as lightning.
   

        The crescent pupils in the eyes of the Black Moon chieftain eerily rotated, locking onto Otto's intent. Power surged, and the fierce dual blades chopped down fiercely.
   

        Clang!
   

        Another head-on collision like a needle against wheat!
   

        Under unrelenting pressure, Otto grunted, staggering back a dozen steps. His hands dropped, and on his left palm and the back of his right hand were cuts through the skin, with blood dripping drop by drop.
   

        Opposite, the Black Moon chieftain was flung backward for the second time, flinging its arms wide open. With a ting, the sharp bone blades sliced into the load-bearing pillars on either side, cutting a third deep. The Black Moon chieftain shook its arms and fell from mid-air, landing on its feet. It looked towards its arms with a grave expression.
   

        The almost indestructible bone blade surface now sported cracks, running from the tip down to the bottom. Even the skin on the arms had similar fine cracks, with galaxy-colored wound gaps oozing black blood drops.
   

        "Without deliberately suppressing it, the wounds actually can't heal…" the Black Moon chieftain muttered to itself, finding it troublesome. The exotic force that had invaded its body was hindering its immortality, even keeping the wounds open. It needed to distract itself with healing to allow the immortality to overpower that fracturing force and expel it.
   

        Drip, drip, the drops of black blood infused with Breaking Moon force fell to the floor. Instantly, they were like bullets packed with gunpowder, continuously exploding and fracturing. After the blood mist cleared, there were egg-sized pits left behind.
   

        "Hehehe... Do you feel the pain? This is the power gifted to me by the Dean, specifically for hunting down your kind, the undying species…"
   

        "Enjoy it~"
   

        Otto's young and scholarly face showed a touch of sickness and cruelty.
   

        His glasses were smeared with blood, obscuring his eyes. But one could still see the faintly upturned corners of his mouth and the eerily white teeth that showed.
   

        "Do you think you have already secured victory!?"
   

        The Black Moon chieftain was furious and frustrated inside. If it hadn't been for being severely injured by a mysterious figure at the top of the cathedral, crashing through five or six layers of ceilings, it wouldn't be able to exert even sixty percent of its strength. How could this arrogant human possibly be its opponent?
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        With a crack, a glass vial was crushed, and the leader of the Black Moon Tribe directly swallowed the Blood Moon potion. It needed to heal its injuries and return to full strength. With the fastest speed, it intended to kill its opponent and rush into the underground space of the church. In the underground space, there was a Moon God statue that the Black Moon Tribe had worshipped for generations. In critical moments, it could be activated with fresh blood or moonlight, unleashing incredible power. It was said that the Moon God was a terrifying entity in the World of Calamities. The Lunar Eclipse Meeting could make certain contact with that entity through blood sacrificial offerings and by co-opting the secular belief in churches.
   

        After being struck down by a terrifying palm just moments ago, the leader of the Black Moon Tribe already understood. If it wanted to escape this predicament and repel, or rather kill, that powerful mysterious person, it had to use the Moon God statue!
   

        Otherwise, this time the northern power of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting would be completely annihilated.
   

        Hiss...
   

        The leader of the Black Moon Tribe exhaled a mouthful of scorching white smoke, feeling a fiery flow boiling up inside its body. The injuries within its organs were rapidly healing, and vitality was bursting forth anew.
   

        Strength surged through its limbs and body like a raging torrent.
   

        "Clang! Clang!"
   

        Suddenly, the leader of the Black Moon Tribe quickened its pace, dodging Otto's assassination attempt in a flash. It then brandished its blade, not at its opponent, but towards the wall beside it. After two strikes, a massive hole appeared.
   

        Outside, the cold and chilling white moonlight slanted in.
   

        "Go to hell along with your underlings! Booming Moon Shadows!!!"
   

        The Black Moon Tribe leader suddenly spread its arms wide, much as it had when it flew to the very top of the church, intending to unleash some sort of large-scale destructive power. Now, repeating the trick, no one could stop it anymore. The sound of rushing water overwhelmed everything inside the church.
   

        From outside the hole in the wall, streams of moonlight, visible to the naked eye as if they were energy, were being drawn in. Intricate and beautiful like star sand, all the moonlight was absorbed into the body of the Black Moon Tribe leader, whose skin's starry spots lit up at that moment. With a hum, the crescent pupils of the Black Moon Tribe leader transformed into disc-shaped!
   

        Two beams of white light, as hot as flames, emanated from the pupils.
   

        Boom! Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh...
   

        Streams of crescent-shaped white energy blades spun out, continuously shooting out from the body. In an instant, hundreds of Sickle Moon Discs filled the entire hall, cramming the space. The spinning Moon Discs emitted a roaring sound, like thousands of bees flapping their wings.
   

        "Go!"
   

        With a distant point of its arms, large swathes of Moon Discs, like piranhas that had sensed the scent of blood, swarmed toward Otto's position.
   

        Bang!
   

        With rapid rolling and maneuvering, Otto's fist collided with a Sickle Moon Disc. Activating the Breaking Moon technique, he shattered it back into moonlight. However, his fist's surface now bore a long, thin cut, dripping with fresh blood. His fists kept swinging and colliding, quickly becoming bloody. Meanwhile, some of the unshattered Moon Discs continued to slice across his body, cutting open chinks in his spider-leg-like armor, amidst visible blood.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        "Too sharp..."
   

        A few pained grunts came from nearby, clearly, someone had been injured among Siegel's group. The attacks from the Black Moon Tribe leader were difficult to meet head-on even for him, let alone the trio like Siegel and his companions.
   

        Clang! Clang! Clang!
   

        One after another, the Sickle Moon Discs struck the walls, the floor, and the load-bearing pillars.
   

        Stone splinters flew, cracks ran deep, and traces of chaotic destruction were rampant.
   

        "Do you think you're the only one with a contingency plan!?"
   

        Just as Otto shook his head vigorously, his cheek was nicked by a passing Sickle Moon, drawing a shallow line of blood. His gaze did not shift toward his subordinates, but he shouted loudly, "Siegel, if you notice me going mad or berserk, take the Kam Brothers and leave this church immediately..."
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        No sooner had he spoken than a series of crackling sounds, like popping beans, emanated from Otto's body. He immediately activated the Demon Idol Totem, allowing his physical strength to multiply exponentially. In the blink of an eye, Otto's stature had astonishingly grown to match that of his own apprentice. Moreover, coupled with spider-like fearsome limbs, he looked even more intimidating. From a distance, he resembled a towering monster.
   

        The next second, Otto assumed the starting stance of Shadow Moon Fist boxing style. Terrifying muscles and bluish-black tendons pulsated on his body's surface.
   

        Inside, Devil's Flame Heart raged, and those heated, tumultuous emotions flooded his mind. At that moment, his entire brain was being baked, various chaotic thoughts and desires unabashedly emerged, impacting Otto's will. His eyes turned blood red, and he breathed heavily through flared nostrils.
   

        This was the reason Otto had his apprentices retreat. Shadow Moon Fist was about unleashing his emotions, allowing them to serve as the force during combat. Once in Demon Idol Totem state, the entire person would be under the terrifying influence of the totem. This would lead to overt and unbridled violent and frantic thoughts driving the boxing technique.
   

        In this state, Otto would be like a Berserker, growing stronger the more bloodthirsty he became. However, he might also attack his allies in his frenzy.
   

        Rationality would decrease, and thinking would be restricted.
   

        Therefore, unless absolutely necessary, he would not enter the Demon Idol Totem state while using the Shadow Moon Fist method. But clearly, now was the time.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Whoosh!
   

        A pair of blood-red eyes locked onto the position of the Black Moon clan leader.
   

        Otto's face revealed a brutal, fierce expression. His enormous body, inscribed with black totems, suddenly sprung into action like a heavily armored tank rolling forward. His footsteps created one pit after another in the ground, as his fists swung like meteors, imbued with a shattering force.
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang!
   

        The rotating Sickle Moon Disks were met with brute force and shattered, often with a single punch from Otto turning them into a spray of light, bursting open like luminous quicksand. Facing the howling Sickle Moon Flow, Otto's Shadow Moon Fist truly achieved Breaking Moon! His fists opened and closed like two giant grinding discs, turning all Sickle Moon Disks into dust.
   

        The enormous silhouette charged forward, trailing a pale lunar tail flame.
   

        "Get out of my way!!!"
   

        The Black Moon clan leader suddenly brought his hands together, and the majority of the Sickle Moon Disks in the hall converged into one, forming a gigantic moon disc several meters long. With a fierce swing of his right hand, the moon disc rolled thunderously forward!
   

        The hard ground was plowed into a broad, deep trench.
   

        Boom!
   

        The moon disc, the size of a building, struck Otto, emitting a colossal explosion. Otto planted his feet firmly into the ground, retreating wildly under the immense force, dragging two black traces behind him. His eight spider-like legs on his back were propped against the moon disc, holding it steadfast. Then, his fists, the size of a normal human head, swung wildly, pounding the surface of the moon disc like a raging storm. It was like forging iron, the hammer striking relentlessly.
   

        Clang, clang, clang!
   

        A cascade of sparks flew, accompanied by ripples of air currents.
   

        The accumulated shattering force kept building, until it reached a climax. A murderous glint flashed in Otto's eyes as he delivered a punch!
   

        "Shatter for me!!!"
   

        Boom!
   

        Crack, whoosh...
   

        The building-sized pristine moon disc burst apart on the spot, falling like misty rain.
   

        Otto spun around sharply, locking his gaze on the Black Moon clan leader, who was rushing toward the underground passage, "Where do you think you're running to? Dying under my fist is your inevitable fate!"
   

        His footsteps thundered as he instantly gave chase. The two figures sped after one another like meteors, plunging into the entrance to the underground space.
   

        Siegel and the Kam Brothers looked at each other, glancing at their own injuries, and decided to retreat first, to avoid becoming a burden to their master.
   

        However, as soon as they had left the church, the entire building trembled violently. It was as if there had been an explosion underground, like an earthquake.
   

        Bang!
   

        A bloodstained, towering figure was sent flying out from underground, blasting a hole in the ground. Otto fell heavily onto the ground, landing in a corner near the wall where the Black Moon clan leader had previously executed his lethal attack. He coughed up blood while looking toward the center.
   

        Crack, crack, crack... Boom!
   

        Two giant hands, covered with a rock-like armor appeared, resting on the edge of the two-meter-diameter hole. The pit was too small for the hands that tore through it like crushing a biscuit. Instantly, a third of the floor of the Church Hall collapsed. The pitch-black pit was illuminated by moonlight, as a gigantic sculpture emerged.
   

        It stood over ten meters tall, its body's surface covered with a white jade-like translucent layer of stone, arranged and stacked like an armored battle skirt. At the shoulder area, a pair of slender arms crossed in front of its chest in prayer, while a second pair of arms, perched on the upper shoulders, held aloft, as if supporting a lotus. At the top of these hands, a massive halo-disc radiating white lunar light appeared.
   

        On the smooth, flat surface of the disc, several black Hook Jades moved and floated like little fish. Precisely nine of them.
   

        As the Hook Jades floated, they collided with each other; with each collision, the sculpture emitted a mysterious and terrifying aura.
   

        It was as though an unknown existence from beyond was making its presence felt.
   

        This was the Sacred Device of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Moon God statue!
   

        ps. Thanks to the tireless efforts of the operations officer, we now have fan titles. Here, I express my gratitude to Master Jiuxuan, the operations officer, and the foodie, who is so hungry!
   

        You can find the May Fans Title event in the comments section; just leave a message to participate. Also, the three Alliance Leader big shots should reply to claim their fan titles. I'm mentioning this here in case anyone is unaware.
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        Outside the Cathedral, upon the chaotic battlefield from all sides.
   

        The hunt initiated by the Clinic had reached a phase of conclusion. Doctors clad in black combat uniforms were interpreting a new era of violence for the Clinic, each one like a sharp knife, fighting against several dark creatures at the same time. They were not at a disadvantage in the slightest, and in fact, held the upper hand.
   

        Their combat style was crude and barbaric, mostly relying on fists for direct, beast-like close combat. They seemed even bloodier than the dark creatures.
   

        The most representative was the situation at the North Gate.
   

        Vice Dean Otto of the Clinic, was leading several powerful subordinates deep into the Church, leaving behind the ordinary Clinic doctors to fight with dark creatures of ordinary strength outside. Both parties were engaging in close combat on the white stone ground. At first, it was a stalemate, but the Clinic doctors were all elites despite the dark creatures having the advantage in numbers.
   

        However, as time passed and both sides resorted to desperate measures. The doctors activated their Demon Idol totems, which greatly improved their abilities to withstand blows and to kill, sweeping through a large number of enemies in a short period.
   

        From this moment on, the Clinic gained the upper hand at the North Gate.
   

        One after another, the doctors, each with the lives of several, or even a dozen dark creatures on their hands, supported each other, breaking the waves of attacks launched by the dark creatures.
   

        For a time, the death rate of dark creatures at the North Gate increased significantly.
   

        At the West Gate, however, things had already settled down one step ahead.
   

        Boom!
   

        A massive hand covered in thick black mane smashed down from the sky, and in the tightly compressed Air Clump, a high-ranking Blood Clan member with a Human shaped bat silhouette let out its final roar. With claws raised high, a ball of energy formed from concentrated blood energy.
   

        It attempted to resist, but clearly underestimating the strength contained in the giant hand. With a squelch, the blood ball, seemingly composed of all remaining energy of the High Order Blood Clan, burst outright, failing to stop the hand in the air for even a second. It was as fragile and easily burst as a balloon.
   

        The energy blood ball exploded in an instant, and with it, the head, limbs, and internal organs of the High Order Blood Clan member! In the blink of an eye, its entire upper body turned into a cloud of Blood mist, completely crushed by the tremendous force.
   

        The remaining lower half of its body on the ground trembled slightly, as if still having some faint Nerve responses. However, the sky darkened once again and the giant hand that had retracted came down a second time. The air burst, creating a huge ring of air current that swept along the ground, along with pale red Blood mist and dark grey Mud. Thud! The ground at the West Gate trembled violently.
   

        All the Clinic doctors felt a tremor under their feet, with a slight numbing sensation in their soles.
   

        Some were holding oddly shaped heads or blood-drenched limbs, their feet trampling on the corpses of Exotic Species. They all looked towards their Commander, where a deep Pit with a diameter of five meters lay. A pool of bubbly, bright red Mud stretched out flat.
   

        Devoid of Vitality, it was just quietly giving off a stench of blood.
   

        This High Order Blood Clan member was dead, hammered to death by sheer brute strength.
   

        Its death was not at all undeserved, as the Ascetic was none other than the strongest Criminal in the third underground layer of the Clinic's Wild Beast's Nest! Having attained the strength of the Dark Hunt level right after Casio had banished the Disasters, one could only imagine how powerful he became after acquiring the Demon Idol totem. Originally possessing a power-oriented ability, his Strength and muscle density were greatly increased by the totem, making his combat power monstrous.
   

        It can be said that from the very first moment the High Order Blood Clan encountered the Ascetic, its fate was sealed – to be smashed into a pile of Mud!
   

        Huuh...
   

        The towering figure of the Giant Ape stood proudly under the moonlight, exhaling two thick and hot white streams from its broad nostrils. The Ascetic slowly withdrew his Fist, red and sticky with fresh blood continuously dripping down.
   

        "Ximo! Ximo! Ximo..."
   

        All the Clinic doctors were shouting the name of their Commander, raising their Weapons and dripping heads of different species high.
   

        The excited cheering lingered in the high altitude, refusing to dissipate.
   

        Ximo was the Ascetic's name from many years ago. Forgotten after his transformation into a Wild Beast, but now, he had picked up that name once again – to celebrate his rebirth under the Dean!
   

        At the South Gate, the Battle had also come to an end.
   

        After drinking the Blood Moon potion, the full strength of six Sharks was no match for Nine snakes, so what to speak of now when only two remained? No, there weren't even two left. Now only one remained – no! Strictly speaking, half. Only half of a Shark's body was still guarding Blood Shark's side.
   

        Its main body was already falling apart, wounds everywhere, and the blood streaming down its Forehead even obscured its vision. This caused Blood Shark to see everything as though it were in Hell, so overwhelmingly red. It had no retreat left, its body's Strength steadily leaking away with the blood from its wounds.
   

        Bit by bit, an unprecedented weakness invaded its mind.
   

        Thud.
   

        Blood Shark's knees hit the ground; it tried supporting itself with its palms, attempting to stand up again. But there was no strength left, and instead, it slipped and fell to the ground with a smack, twitching slightly.
   

        Above its head, the remaining half of the Shark disintegrated on the spot, turning into a cloud of Source Energy, like Star Sand, slowly merging into Blood Shark.
   

        Before losing consciousness completely, Blood Shark, unusually free of anger, fear, and regret, had only one Doubt – what in the motherf**ker happened when its Shark had been blasted away? How could half of its strength disappear into the belly of the beast?
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        Blood Shark would undoubtedly die with regrets if these matters were not clarified!
   

        Under the moonlight, across the chaotic battlefield, Nine Snakes transformed from her monster-like form back into the beautiful, charming woman. She stuck out her tongue and licked the fresh blood on her finger: "Ptooey, this shark blood smells foul..."
   

        "It doesn't taste good at all~"
   

        Having said that, Nine Snakes turned to look at her subordinates nearby.
   

        "Right, I remember there's a famous Interrogation Expert in Squad C3, what's his name... Jack, right, is it Jack?"
   

        "Yes yes yes, Commander, I'm here!"
   

        From the crowd, a burly man covered in blood stepped forward. His face was covered with scars, and his fierce appearance was exaggerated by his coarse chest hair visible through his open collar. Wrapped around his shoulders was a segment of bloody intestines from some Dark creature, resembling grotesque streamers.
   

        "Hmm." Nine Snakes glanced at Jack, noticing that he indeed had the cunning, frail look of a knowledgeable Interrogation Expert. She nodded her head and commanded, "Jack, the mission target has been captured, I need you to pry open its mouth later. Interrogate it thoroughly about what it has done and where it has been over the past six months..."
   

        "Make it detailed, organized. I'll need to report it to the Archdeacon later." As Nine Snakes spoke, she casually flicked her head, catching a torn Cloak from the ground with one of her snake heads. She then used the garment to cover her sculpted body, to avoid the exposure of her naked flesh for too long.
   

        "Understood! I guarantee to complete the mission!"
   

        The Interrogation Expert, Jack, spoke with powerful assurance, his eyes burning with intensity. This was a golden opportunity to distinguish himself, and perhaps even leave a lasting impression on the mysterious Archdeacon! For him, this was a dream role! In this day and age, mastering a Skill was crucial or else one wouldn't get such favored tasks. He resolved then and there to improve his interrogation techniques, aiming to become a master interrogator.
   

        Of course, the most important current task was to interrogate the captured Blood Shark meticulously, ensuring a flawless collection of information.
   

        Jack's gaze flickered as thoughts raced through his mind. He stared at the unconscious Blood Shark lying on the ground, a twisted smile gradually forming on his face.
   

        At the South Gate, the Fog Man had gained the upper hand in the battle, even though due to the nature of their abilities, it was challenging for either side to inflict gravely dangerous injuries on each other. But the Fog Man's sheer Strength had overwhelmed the Shadow Demon. Moreover, his subordinates were highly spirited, almost completely seizing the South Gate.
   

        Once the other gates were freed, this troublesome Shadow Demon would surely die.
   

        While every side was handling the endgame of their battles, suddenly there was a massive explosion.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The towering Cathedral swayed back and forth, large pieces of Glass and tiles fell off, crashing onto the ground and shattering into debris. One corner of the Cathedral collapsed, Pillars snapped apart, tiny bricks and stones scattering like raindrops in all directions, creating a loud noise as they hit the ground.
   

        A Moon God statue, several meters tall, was revealed under the moonlight.
   

        It bore no gender specific features, just a relatively slender humanoid shape. Its body shimmered with a pale jade luster akin to glowing fluorescence. Its sculpted armor resembled Steel skirts, giving off a rigid, Cold feel. Most captivating were the Moon God statue's arms folded in front of its chest and the other pair holding up a Disc above its head. The Disc, glowing like a mirror.
   

        As the Moon God statue appeared, moonlight from all around seemed to visibly gather like ribbons. One by one, strand by strand, eventually forming a Moonbeam waterfall, all absorbed by the Disc.
   

        Instantly, the surrounding light dimmed, turning into a dim, chaotic realm. This realm enveloped a large area around the Cathedral, a radius of two hundred meters, all wrapped in darkness.
   

        Doom doom doom… doom doom doom…
   

        The dull thudding of a heartbeat sounded like a drum, growing louder and louder.
   

        Within a two-hundred meter radius, the glowing Moon God statue became the only source of light. Especially the Disc in its hands, which shone as brightly as the Sun, temporarily outshining the moon in the sky.
   

        "Thinking of destroying my Lunar Eclipse Meeting!? Delusional!!"
   

        From within the Disc, a frantic voice yelled out. Soon after, the face of the Clan Leader of the Black Moon emerged on the surface of the Disc, full of madness, his hysterical scream, "Even in death, I'll take you all down with me!"
   

        Crack crack crack... 
   

        The Moon God statue's originally clasped arms in front of its chest had been lifted as well.
   

        Four palms were now facing the sky, lifting a scorching disc.
   

        "Moon Burial!"
   

        In an instant, the moonlight that had been frenziedly devoured by the moon disc was released anew. It turned into condensed, fine glowing lines in the air, spiraling forth in bursts. As soon as it appeared, it was about to turn into a terrifying torrent of moonlight that covered everything in the sky and on the ground within a two hundred-meter radius!
   

        Near the Cathedral, all the leaders and doctors from various clinics couldn't help but look up at the sky. Unexpectedly, what they saw was not the moon disc held by the hands of the Moon God, and they felt no fear in their hearts. Because at the top of the Cathedral, a terrifying phantasm suddenly spread its wings.
   

        Screech!!!
   

        Ferocious, brutal, tyrannical, bloody...
   

        All these words combined could not suffice to describe the dread that this Blood Vulture Bird instilled in people. It was nearly as massive as half the Church, its layers of rippling feathers that looked like flames spread, blocking the sun. It was as if the black sky had been replaced, turning into a mass of blood-red teeth. Dense, interlocking, devouring everything.
   

        "The one who wishes to kill me?!"
   

        At the top of the sky, a deep voice echoing with countless reverberations vibrated.
   

        "Be it the Ultimate Dark Entity, Exotic Species, or even the Dark Ultimate Level! Coming to the Real World, death will be your only fate..." After a moment of silence, "Beak of the Blood Vultures!"
   

        Boom!!!!!
   

        The entire sky trembled, massive waves of tangible air currents struck out in all directions like sea waves. Spirals of air converged, forming a circular tunnel from the sky to the ground. The next second, a bloody, ferocious, tyrannical bird's beak plummeted!
   

        Its target was clear, its trajectory straight, nothing was hidden!
   

        The immense sense of threat made the Moon God statue lift its head, gazing far into the sky. All the moonlight torrents in the air took a turn, all flying towards the sky, carrying all their energy, launching a terrifying Moon Burial.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        After a loud noise, sound lost all meaning. Everything quieted down around, only rings of pale white ripples of air spread out. The sound waves carried by the air now became visible to the naked eye.
   

        The burst of two massive forces seemed to have surpassed the limits of human capabilities, turning into a force as fearsomely powerful as natural disasters.
   

        Nine snakes, Ascetics, even Otto lying on the ground, and Fog Man still battling Shadow Demon, looked up at the sky, mesmerized at this moment. They felt a force that could sweep away everything, the Dean's formidable power! That was tyranny, that was dominance, that was crushing, that was conquest!
   

        That was one of the ultimates of the Secret Martial Art, the path of Tyrant Fist!
   

        Clang!!!
   

        As if a heavy bell had tolled.
   

        The Blood Vulture Bird that blocked out the sky and the encompassing moonlight torrents vanished in an instant. Only a shadow descended from the sky, a fist smashed onto the Moon God statue's moon disc! Explosive power burst forth!
   

        Crack... crack crack crack...
   

        From the shadow's fist as the center, the massive disc collapsed, and spiderweb-like cracks spread rapidly in all directions of the disc. The nine black Hook Jades on the surface of the disc extinguished one by one, the distant and mystical aura grew weaker and weaker. From within the disc, a pitiful scream erupted.
   

        That was the last roar of the Chief of the Black Moon tribe, consisting of only one word.
   

        "No!!!"
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        The Moon God statue shattered, the disc collapsed, signifying that the chieftain of the Black Moon clan was about to meet his death. Just as the broken moonlight returned to annihilation.
   

        On the ground, the ten-meter tall White Jade Statue gradually disintegrated, layers upon layers of fragments falling. The glimmering white dust drifted far away with the night breeze.
   

        Crack!
   

        An Iron Hand suddenly grabbed the edge of the Moon Disc, while the other hand burrowed into the center of the disc like a drill, piercing through with a bang. However, on the other side of the disc, there was no sign of an arm protruding. It was as if there was another space inside the Moon Disc, leading to a mysterious and unnamed source of power.
   

        Whirr!
   

        After a sticky pulling sound, Casio's arm was withdrawn from the center of the Moon Disc. The surface of his palm was still covered with strands of spider web-like, moon-colored sticky substance, which looked like sludge, but in fact, it was a highly concentrated form of energy. As soon as it came into contact with Air, it collapsed and dispersed.
   

        What was left was a fist-sized piece of blurred flesh which, at that moment, throbbed like a Heart, contracting and expanding. Casio sensed an extremely dangerous Aura on this piece of flesh, albeit very weak. He had felt a similar pressure on the Totem King before, only the Totem King's was more vibrant, more full of Life force.
   

        This piece of flesh, however, flickered like a candle in the wind, like dead embers on the verge of extinguishing.
   

        "The Moon God very likely is a dark ultimate entity..."
   

        "But why would it lose a piece of flesh?"
   

        "Now, what is the situation with the Moon God?"
   

        Many thoughts flashed through Casio's mind in an instant, and he realized that the Black Moon clan leader couldn't die just yet. He had to be thoroughly interrogated first, to be squeezed for all his worth before being dealt with. With that, Casio reached out with a Palm.
   

        Swish!
   

        His arm transformed into a black Long Spear, piercing once more into the center of the Moon Disc.
   

        At this moment, however, the Moon Disc on the Moon God Statue accelerated its decomposition. In less than a moment's time, only one-tenth of the Area remained. The fragments slicing through the Air brought with them an extremely sharp and terrifying white light. It seemed as if the space inside the Moon Disc was collapsing, cutting through the surroundings.
   

        Clang! Clang! Clang!
   

        Two or three fragments collided with Casio's sturdy arm, immediately emitting a teeth-gritting sound of cutting and collision, with sparks flying. The sleeve of his Trench Coat was instantly shredded into pieces, yet the Muscles and skin beneath remained intact with no trace of injury. Only a few shallow white marks appeared, which vanished in the blink of an eye.
   

        The Rock White skin still shone with an indestructible metallic luster.
   

        A Physical Body at the Extreme Fighter Level allowed Casio to do many things recklessly, things that regular Ultimate Fighters couldn't even imagine.
   

        Crack! Whoosh!
   

        With a sudden pull, a silhouette, now a blurring mess of flesh, fell from the Moon Disc. It twitched slightly on the ground, clearly badly injured and near death.
   

        Drip...
   

        Casio's feet touched the ground, his black boots crushing the Sculpture fragments.
   

        Crack, crack, crack, crack...
   

        The sound of boots crushing fragments seemed to trigger a chain reaction, as the grand and exquisite Moon God statue behind him completely collapsed. With a thunderous roar, countless fragments fell, bringing with them dust as if a fluorescent rain had descended.
   

        The Air flow pressed and swept across the ground, like rolling waves.
   

        The hem of the black Trench Coat fluttered and swirled, like a floating, rolling dark cloud. Casio's Blond Hair swept forward in the air, his gaze indifferently scanning the Battlefield, his majestic and upright figure standing firm amidst the Gale.
   

        His Field of View fixed on a dark spot, his brow slightly furrowed.
   

        Boom, whoosh!
   

        A white-expanding Cavity was left on the spot in the midst of the fluorescent rain Fog, spanning nearly a hundred meters. In an instant, he arrived at the center of the Battlefield where Fog Man and Shadow Demon were entangled.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        A blurry black silhouette like a Meteor forced its way in, a Fist flying out. The Gale roared, and the Air buzzed together. With his black boots planted on the ground, Casio slowly turned around. Five meters ahead, a large clump of black, pitch-like shadow exploded in mid-air, forming a dynamic, fan-shaped parabola. And beneath the shadow were the legs of the Shadow Demon, still rooted to the ground. Everything above those legs was pulverized by the punch, as Deathfang Power furiously decomposed and tore it apart.
   

        At a distance of ten meters, Fog Man, still in his attacking stance, frozen in place. His abnormally swollen Fog arms stopped mid-air, his eyes reflecting shock. However, upon seeing Casio's silhouette, the astonishment dissipated, replaced by a fervent adoration.
   

        An adoration akin to worshipping a God!
   

        Fog Man was utterly convinced that the Clinic Director must be one of the few individuals standing at the very top of the Pyramid, the most powerful in the world! Just the sight of an easygoing punch had killed the undying Shadow Demon he had battled for so long. The gap between them was immeasurable.
   

        The Power the Clinic Director held could definitely be described as grand.
   

        Secret Martial Art, yes, that was the name of that power!
   

        Otto, that old man, had already stepped into the Secret Martial Art with the Clinic Director's help, and he must not fall behind! In a few days, he must seek advice from the Clinic Director, to reach out to this power that truly leads directly to the pinnacle...
   

        Fog Man's heart surged, and the ring of blood-red Fog around him leaped with his emotions, as if it were a flame fiercely burning. In the distance, a group of Clinic Doctors also approached. They first glanced at the remnants of the powerful Demon Idol, then their fervent gazes turned collectively towards Casio.
   

        "Demon Idol! Demon Idol! Demon Idol!"
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        They raised their hands high, torches burning, illuminating the darkness. Under the orange-red firelight, faces full of fierce flesh were filled with worship.
   

        It was unclear whether they were worshiping Casio, the Demon Seed and Totem within themselves, or perhaps both. To be precise, the emotion of worshiping Casio accounted for at least eighty percent. After all, they had just witnessed the Moon God statue initiate the Moon Burial, an terrifying cascade of moonlight that shrouded the heavens and the earth. Yet, Casio descended from the sky and with a direct punch, powerfully crushed it, suppressing everything forcefully.
   

        The formidable silhouette of Casio, the Head of the Clinic, was deeply branded in every doctor's heart. From today onward, the Clinic would face no obstacles.
   

        In the midst of shouts and cheers rising one after another, the entire ruined Cathedral was enveloped in the fiery glow of torches. At six fifty-five in the evening, the mission to obliterate the Lunar Eclipse Meeting had achieved great success. All dark creatures from the first branch in the north were captured in one fell swoop, two elders of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting were killed outright and two were captured alive. In addition to the main harvest, the doctors of the Clinic also spent an hour cleaning up the Manor affluent area of North Cloud City. Many dark creatures were executed on the spot.
   

        One could say that this operation of the Clinic was the most successful in the organization's centuries of history, yielding the richest rewards. Obliterating the first branch of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting in the north could even rank high among all the historical operations of the Dark Hunt Organization. And that's not even counting the Moon God statue—were it included…
   

        It would easily be in the top five, if not the top three, in history.
   

        To be honest, the Lunar Eclipse Meeting also suffered terribly. Initially, the Clinic had just been reestablished and only intended to capture their previous uncaught Mission Target, Blood Shark, for an operation. Unexpectedly, they ended up dragging out the Lunar Eclipse Meeting as well. Had it been the normal reestablished Clinic that would be one thing—they surely wouldn't dare touch the Lunar Eclipse Meeting. But this time, the reestablished Clinic was clearly not normal. Casio was the head, and the four commanders as well as many doctors, were heinously vicious lunatics directly released from the den of Wild Beasts. They were utterly fearless.
   

        Thus, the largest division of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting was wiped out in one fell swoop.
   

        Even the sacred Moon God statue was shattered with a single punch.
   

        The losses were heavy indeed.
   

        ******************************
   

        A night full of the smell of blood passed, and it was August 16th.
   

        The people of the Clinic returned to the Florence headquarters to recuperate. However, a group still remained at the original location, seemingly to see if the obliteration of a major power like the Lunar Eclipse Meeting would attract more dark creature organizations to spectate. In doing so, they hoped to follow the trail and gather more information and hunting targets.
   

        June 19th, the weather was cloudy, with dense clouds and dim light.
   

        On the outskirts of Florence, a secluded warehouse was converted into a jail.
   

        Alloy chains hung, emitting a bone-chilling cold hue, streaked with dried black blood traces. On both sides of the walls, various strange and bizarre torture devices hung. Beside them was a burning pit containing iron rods glowing red-hot. The flames burned, casting eerie shadows on the walls.
   

        In the middle of the jail, two silhouettes hung in mid-air. Their limbs were bound by iron chains, stretched taut, forming a large 'X'.
   

        The one on the left was covered in wounds, his head hung low. It was the once unstoppable Blood Shark, now dripping with fresh blood from his hair, his aura extremely weak. On the right was the leader of the Black Moon clan, likewise looking half-dead, appearing to have been tortured for a long time. Facing the two prisoners across the fire pit stood a two-meter-tall burly man. Casually humming a tune, he rolled the branding iron torture tools as if they were skewers.
   

        Indeed, this man was none other than the Interrogation Expert, Jack!
   

        After returning to the Clinic, he specially sought advice from several veteran jailers of Florence. With a financial offensive, Jack quickly mastered various genuine human torture techniques, filling in his gaps! He had become proficient in using dozens of tools to bring unimaginable "joy" to his interrogation targets.
   

        The two aberrations before him had already been weakened to the extreme by the techniques of the head of the clinic, they were now only slightly stronger than the average person. Though they were monsters, they still felt pain and could still be overwhelmed.
   

        What Jack had to do, then, was to pry their mouths open!
   

        In fact, the Evil Mother had more direct hypnotic techniques. But these hypnotic totems were more remarkable in their effect on humans; their efficacy significantly decreased with dark creatures. Moreover, when the hypnotic totem worked, it would directly shatter the personality of the interrogation subject into an idiot, which couldn't be used repeatedly.
   

        Therefore, it was safer to let the interrogation expert interrogate first.
   

        Jack could feel the weight on his shoulders; he had already promised the head of Clinic. From the 18th onward, to produce results within three days. Now it was the evening of the 19th, halfway through the time, and Jack had indeed extracted many things. However, the leader of the Black Moon kept his lips sealed on the most crucial information, regardless of the torment inflicted, he refused to divulge a bit about the Moon God statue which the head of Clinic was interested in!
   

        Jack regarded this very seriously, so he requested external assistance, intending to break the interrogation targets from both physical and spiritual aspects! Judging by the time, help should arrive soon.
   

        Tap, tap, tap...
   

        Outside came a series of heavy, forceful footsteps.
   

        Jack, who was roasting an iron bar, felt a surge of joy and immediately went to open the door. Suddenly, three barely clothed brutes walked in.
   

        They were strong and muscular, their bulging muscles exposed, their eyes bright and piercing. The first had chest hair as lush as a brown bear's, holding a greasy pig-killing knife in his hand. His gaze swept over the two Prisoners with Blood Shark, assessing them like livestock bound for slaughter. Where the bones were, where the tendons were, where the internal organs were. With just one glance, the man had already figured out the exact process of how to dismember these two prisoners as if he were a butcher dissecting cows.
   

        He loosened his broad palm, feeling an unbearable itch in the center of his hand.
   

        The second brute's face was as pale as a corpse, yet his cheeks were flushed with excitement at the moment. His body was covered in ugly scars—wrists, neck, clavicle, cheeks. Even his ears, nostrils, tongue, and wrists were fitted with black steel rings.
   

        The steel rings grating against flesh and bone drew strands of fresh blood, yet the man felt no pain but rather a perverse pleasure. He was once normal, but then his brain went mad from the Dark Biological Transformation. He became a self-harming fanatic, torturing himself daily in his cell.
   

        Gradually, he experimented on himself, developing a series of torturous methods that were addictively painful. The more pain he felt, the more excitement he got, and the more excitement, the more fragile he became. Jack had heard of the man's reputation and had specifically invited him to see if his methods of self-harm could be effective on the two Prisoners with Blood Shark.
   

        In the cell, the masochistic man's gaze swept over the two interrogation subjects, feeling a bit itchy inside. He had never yet tried using those methods to torture others. He wondered if others would find it as ecstatically unbearable as he did?
   

        With that thought, he felt a slight thrill.
   

        The third brute looked the most normal, but his eyes were too bright when he regarded the two tortured prisoners.
   

        Within that brightness, there seemed to be a tinge of lewd and sordid light.
   

        Jack kept the furthest distance from this man, even taking some precautions. Because the man's nickname was 'Three Hands'—one on the left, one on the right, and goddamn, even one in the middle. It was a sad story. Dark Biological Transformation varied from person to person and could appear in different parts of the body. This man was obviously a bit unlucky, having grown something akin to a five-fingered banana.
   

        From then on, he became overly powerful in certain aspects, and his tastes, influenced by the Dark Biological Transformation, turned more perverse and extreme. Jack originally did not want to invite this man over, fearing he might bring trouble upon himself. But having bragged to the chief about it, he had to bring out even this ultimate method.
   

        In the cell, the light was dim, with only the flickering firelight from the pit.
   

        In mid-air, the Blood Shark and the chief of the Black Moon tribe suddenly looked up ahead. They saw those three increasingly deranged brutes smiling and felt something was terribly wrong, the air getting scorchingly tense. An involuntary fear grew in their hearts, they started pulling at the chains, but it was futile.
   

        They could only be increasingly surrounded by the three muscular men.
   

        At the doorway, Jack, holding the door, warned, "This is what happens when you don't cooperate nicely! I've brought these three experts, each with his own unique technique. Their patience and fighting spirit even I must envy! What does it matter if you are Dark creatures? You still fear the red-hot iron bar..."
   

        "Enjoy, hehehe~"
   

        "Snap!"
   

        Jack slammed the door shut.
   

        Instantly, cries of agony erupted from inside, heart-wrenching as if someone's mother had been killed. It seemed they were encountering a horror like never before.
   

        "Gurgle! Kill me!"
   

        "You goddamn bastard, no... you must not do this!"
   

        "Gurgle! You mustn't!!!"
   

        "Humph, aaahhhh..."
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        Insult, unprecedented insult, ultimate insult!
   

        If the pain of the first two was merely physical, the third pervert suffered an indignity of personality. Blood Shark and the leader of the Black Moon tribe had never imagined that even dark creatures could be forcibly raped!
   

        The third big thug, a pervert among perverts, was especially twisted.
   

        During the interrogation of the two, he never stopped moving. He kept muttering something about strength and how he liked muscles that were firm and full.
   

        His methods were so cruel and terrifying that even the pervert's two teammates were shocked. They silently retreated to one side, letting him do as he pleased, and true enough, it was effective. The leader of the Black Moon tribe, who had endured all sorts of torture but had refused to submit much before, soon began to shed tears of pain, babbling incoherently.
   

        Beside him, Blood Shark was streaming with tears, struggling madly. Amid the clinking of chains, he shouted loudly, "Why target me! Haven't I confessed everything I should? Target him! What does it have to do with me!?"
   

        However, the pervert pretended not to hear anything and continued his interrogation techniques. If Blood Shark had to blame something, it was his misfortune of being tied next to the leader of the Black Moon, just as the Lunar Eclipse Meeting was unfortunately affected by Blood Shark.
   

        This was a case of shared hardships, one for all and all for one.
   

        Outside the room, in the hallway, a wide chair was placed.
   

        Jack was sitting big in the chair, drinking heavily to the sounds of screams coming from inside. The more severe and embarrassing the screams from the cell were, the higher his spirits rose. Just one gulp and his large wooden cup was half empty. Jack clicked his tongue and soon realized the sadistic fact about himself. Becoming an interrogation expert and learning specialized beating techniques was not just to earn the favor of the Director but also to satisfy his twisted desires, which Jack savored.
   

        The screams from the cell reached a climax.
   

        At that moment, Jack knocked heavily on the door, "Gentlemen, I think you're sufficiently warmed up now. We can start the interrogation."
   

        June 20th, sunny, Florence, Clinic.
   

        Office building, Director's office.
   

        With a click, the heavy door with a woody scent opened.
   

        Jack, trying to look dignified, walked out from the inside with a serious expression. He turned and respectfully closed the door, then burst into laughter in the corridor the next second. He had submitted the results of last night's interrogation today, and, as expected, received a reward. The concentration of demon seed in his body had greatly condensed and improved, at least two or three times the original levels. This meant the burst power of the demon idol totem would proportionally increase, and his cultivation speed would also accelerate. This significantly boosted Jack's potential and strength.
   

        That was in terms of strength.
   

        In addition to that, Jack was also permitted by Casio to form a special interrogation squad. Jack would be the squad leader, and the three effective thugs from yesterday's interrogation could be recruited as members, serving the Clinic and specifically targeting dark creatures captured during operations.
   

        For Jack, this obviously signified an elevation in status.
   

        In the hallway, he suppressed his excitement and hurriedly left the office building. Jack planned to share this news with the three doctors he briefly collaborated with last night and decide on a name for the squad.
   

        Interrogation Expert? Nemesis of Dark Creatures? Or perhaps "Big Heads Four"?
   

        In any case, it had to sound imposing and instill fear in the aberrants.
   

        Clinic, Office building, Director's Office.
   

        Casio pulled the remaining half of the white curtain, allowing the bright sunshine to flood in, making the office bright and cheery. The office desk, coated with palm oil, had its rounded and smooth corners reflect light subtly.
   

        On the black chair, Casio's fingers were interlaced over his stomach. He reclined slightly, squinting as if enjoying the sunlight.
   

        In reality, his mind was processing the details of Jack's report and the documents presented on the desk.
   

        As Casio had anticipated, the so-called Moon God of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting was indeed a mysterious and ultimate dark entity. Moreover, based on various factors, it was possible that this ultimate dark entity was in a near-death state!
   

        Or rather, not near-death but already dead!
   

        However, like the proverbial centipede, it was dead but not stiff. The remnants of the Moon God were slowly accruing, hoping to resurrect during the disasters someday.
   

        This brings us to a sect secretly developed by the Lunar Eclipse Meeting.
   

        The Moon God Sect, which worshipped the moon and the Moon God. Using the guise of a church followed by ordinary human beings, they preached their doctrines to the lamb-like ordinary humans.
   

        They claimed that the Moon God would appear during the ninety-ninth lunar eclipse.
   

        That day would be a Blood Moon, a lunar eclipse of the Blood Moon.
   

        Every follower of the Moon God Sect, upon joining, wore a white stone pendant resembling a hook jade. When a follower died, the pendant would be collected by the Moon God Sect and offered as a sacrifice to the Moon God statue. Clearly, that so-called pendant was a sophisticated method of consuming people, invisible and intangible.
   

        It involved only accumulating wear over days and months rather than actively killing followers like ordinary dark creatures do. They only feasted during the offerings made post-mortem.
   

        Therefore, the Moon God Sect was well concealed and did not attract much attention from the Dark Hunt Organization. They merely considered it a rather mysterious religious group.
   

        In a battle a few days ago, Casio shattered a Moon God statue and extracted a piece of hunk of meat from inside. In the Moon God Sect, there were still several statues of varying strength, likely also nesting almost decayed hunks of meat from the Moon God, which were regaining power through the sect.
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        Combining the testimony of the Black Moon chieftain with the doctrine of the Moon God Sect, Casio had basically come to understand that the Dark Ultimate Body Moon God had once perished in the World of Calamities! That timeline was from long ago, perhaps in ancient times, or possibly even before the birth of the Hong Li Empire. After all, the Moon God Sect had a heritage that lasted at least a thousand years, so it was counted as a bare minimum of a thousand years.
   

        This was the first fallen ultimate entity that Casio had encountered.
   

        Moreover, the reason for the Moon God's fall was very likely related to many predecessors of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission. This was because there was such a cryptic statement in the teachings of the Moon God Sect.
   

        The Moon God at Devil Lake, was killed by a huge White Bird that skimmed over the lake surface!
   

        White Bird? Water Bird! Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist!?
   

        Could it be that a predecessor who cultivated the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist during ancient times, in the Devil Lake region of the World of Calamities, had directly slain the Moon God in battle!
   

        And that so-called White Bird that skimmed over the lake surface, was very likely the concentrated form of that predecessor's aura, the ultimate killing move of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist unleashed in an outburst.
   

        This predecessor, was a true Holy Fist! According to Casio's deduction, the characteristics of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist and the Way of the Saint Fist converged immensely, following a path of grandeur that was both remarkably and uniquely powerful, not like Tyrant Fist or Extreme Fist. At that level, all were unified under the Holy Fist Realm.
   

        Thinking of this, Casio immediately made a connection with the scenes of the World of Calamities he had seen at the dark creature experiment field in Florence. That place seemed to be a source of calamities, where an old man practicing the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, a Tyrant Fist, was confronting a Dark Ultimate Body Totem King. As such, it was possible that the various Holy Fists within the World of Calamities were contending with the powerful Dark Ultimate entities, achieving a certain balance. Even more, could there be Holy Fists who actively hunted down Dark Ultimate entities?
   

        Looking at the current situation, it appeared that the mysterious White Bird Sacred Fist was even more ferocious than the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, having directly caused the fall of the Moon God countless years ago. Of course, this was not to say that either of their strengths was greater or lesser than the other, but merely speaking of combat achievements. After all, Casio still had no knowledge of how powerful the Moon God was; whether the Totem King was stronger or weaker?
   

        His mind's wandering came to an end, and he realized another problem.
   

        The life of such a Dark Ultimate Body like the Moon God was truly tough; even after being defeated by the White Bird Sacred Fist, it had not completely died. Instead, it had left a failsafe, seemingly capable of slowly recovering, reborn in calamities over the long course of the river of time.
   

        According to the Black Moon chieftain's words, the time of the Moon God's resurrection was not far away. Within two hundred years, there would surely be a Blood Moon Eclipse. Casio made a quick calculation, and this so-called era of the Blood Moon Eclipse was somewhat close to the timeline of his own Real World. He wondered if he might encounter, in the Real World, a face-to-face confrontation with a resurrected Dark Ultimate Body!
   

        He felt not the slightest fear of this, but rather a burgeoning eagerness. Casio firmly believed that he would walk the path of the Holy Fist; there was no reason to fear an ultimate entity that had already fallen once. If the White Bird Sacred Fist could have slain it once thousands of years ago, then so could he in the future!
   

        In the black chair, Casio opened his eyes and with a rustle, opened a drawer. He took out a large metal Iron box and opened it under the sunlight.
   

        The Iron box was placed on the table, inside was a hunk of meat that throbbed like a Heart, the remnants of the Moon God. Casio had only lightly studied it over the past few days and had not touched it.
   

        Only after obtaining the information spilled from the Black Moon chieftain's mouth did he confirm without a doubt and began planning how to use this hunk of meat. Casio was quite cautious in this regard, as it involved a Dark Ultimate Body.
   

        Sitting in the chair and contemplating for a moment, his fingers traced the surface of the meat.
   

        With cutting force, he scraped off a piece the size of a ping pong ball.
   

        It fell into a corner of the Iron box.
   

        These were to be preserved, according to the Black Moon chieftain. The flesh of the Moon God attracted each other and could guide the direction. Casio, of course, would not exhaust the supply, and perhaps he could attempt to find more.
   

        His gaze slightly fell as he set his eyes on the larger piece of flesh.
   

        Although the first moment he touched it several days ago, Casio felt the remnant was like a candle fluttering in the wind, a dying fire about to ash, emitting an aura of dusk and decay. But this was, after all, a hunk of meat left behind by the Dark Ultimate Body Moon God, containing an extraordinarily superior essence of life.
   

        Casio had long been eager to try and absorb it with the Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol.
   

        In the office, the lighting was bright, yet a mass of black spirit spread like fog, quickly enveloping half of the room. The sunlight found it difficult to penetrate, deep and viscous like a swamp.
   

        Casio slowly extended a hand, his fingers pressing against the surface of the flesh.
   

        Hum...
   

        The Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field activated, resonating instantly with the residual Life Field in the remains of the Moon God. Terror-inducing auras visible to the naked eye burst forth in the room. Layer upon layer of air waves, like ripples, continuously slammed against the walls. Plaster from the edges of the ceiling fell down in succession.
   

        The Magic Puppet Life Field and the Moon God's Life Field were like water and fire, two opposing poles, which at that moment clashed fiercely, standing off against each other.
   

        Casio frowned slightly; he had never encountered such a situation before.
   

        Previously, whenever the Magic Puppet Secret Art was activated, the vibration energy from the dark creatures would flow into Casio's body like water. However, what he faced this time was the Moon God, an Ultimate Dark Entity on the same level as the Magic Puppet!
   

        Therefore, the generation of the Life vibration energy was exceedingly difficult.
   

        Although the Moon God's Life Field within the remains were unrooted waters, Casio's Magic Puppet Life Field was not the original either, only a mimicry. Thus, when the two met, they ended up in a prolonged stalemate.
   

        The two formidable Life Fields set each other off, immediately piercing through walls, enveloping the entire Office Building. In the next second, the employees inside, whose faces went pale, clutched their hearts with weak palms. They felt as if two invisible hands had gripped their hearts and yanked them hard. A sense of danger and fear of unknown origin filled their minds.
   

        The employees stood up one after another, rushing towards the exit of the Office Hall. The air, which was ordinary before, was now extremely thick, like glue impeding their breath and movement. Their shoulders felt heavy as if being pressed down by two large hands, making it hard to breathe. Fortunately, after some difficult walking, the employees managed to get out of the Office Building.
   

        They stood in front of the building, panic-stricken, with looks of bewilderment.
   

        Squeak squeak squeak...
   

        Visible to the naked eye, the mice in the corners were also frantically fleeing from the building. In addition, insects and earthworms in the soil and grass were escaping in droves. The unlucky ones were directly crushed to death by that aura on the spot.
   

        Whoosh.
   

        In the darkness, the Evil Mother appeared in a shadowy corner. Her face was grave as she looked at the Office Building and upon sensing the two strong auras, her expression changed dramatically. It took a considerable amount of time for her to regain her composure.
   

        "He's going to become stronger again... too quickly... so quickly that it scares me..."
   

        In the room of the Office Building, shrouded by the expanding black spirit.
   

        Casio's face remained expressionless, but his eyes held a touch of burning intensity. This time, absorbing the Life vibration energy was completely different from before. He could feel that if he truly absorbed the vibration energy transformed from the Moon God's Life Field, the Magic Puppet Secret Art would undergo some unknown change, and even the Life Field and essence of his physical body would alter. Casio was somewhat expectant, and he began to exert more effort.
   

        What unexpected outcomes could occur if the Secret Art, mimicking the birth of a Dark Ultimate Body Golem, truly devoured the Life vibration energy of a Dark Ultimate Entity? Could there be an evolution in the essence of life?
   

        Ding! Crack crack crack...
   

        After a prolonged standoff, the situation finally changed.
   

        The Magic Puppet Life Field, through its continuous release, finally overcame the shattered Moon God's Life Field! The field collapsed, and a surge of Life vibration energy from the Ultimate Dark Entity, hot as magma, burst forth!
   

        With a torrential force, it brutally poured into Casio's body!
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        Boom!
   

        A tremendous buzzing echoed in his ears, and he felt momentarily disoriented.
   

        Suddenly, Casio found his field of view had shifted to the vast and misty high altitude. Below was a valley with rugged rocks and towering peaks, surrounding a huge black depression in the center that formed an immense lake.
   

        "Is this... the World of Calamities?"
   

        He looked upwards and saw a dark smudge quietly spreading at the top of Heaven's Curtain; black cloud layers mixed with gray dense fog set the main tone of the sky. Lonely, desolate, cold. Faintly, a blurred moon's silhouette emerged above the thick clouds, casting the only light available.
   

        "Hoo~"
   

        It seemed as if a gale was blowing in the high altitude, something massive was pressing down from the sky. The air was disturbed and chaotic, as clouds and fog were forcefully scattered in all directions.
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble...
   

        A colossal Blood Moon descended from high altitude, eclipsing half the sky. It was surrounded by a ring of swirling clouds, sprinkled with fine red specks.
   

        Gulu Gulu Gulu Gulu...
   

        The black lake water below began to roll frantically, as if the moon had caused a tide to rise. Large clumps of pitch-black tar-like liquid surged upwards, spreading out in all directions. On the lake's surface, countless human palms emerged, seemingly struggling in agonizing desperation.
   

        It was like a bizarre swaying black woods.
   

        As the Blood Moon loomed larger over the valley, the Devil Lake's roiling became more intense. Until there was a loud, clear, and long bird call. Whoosh! From the distant reaches, an elegant water bird came skimming through the air.
   

        It was a tiny white dot, light yet forceful, skimming across the ground like skipping stones on air, then drifting higher up into the sky.
   

        Buzz! The Blood Moon trembled, and suddenly, a large halo that blotted out the sky appeared around it, a terrifying and inexplicable power ascended into the sky. The clouds completely dissipated, revealing the bizarre face on the massive moon.
   

        It was an extremely twisted human face, seemingly crying, wailing, yet also bursting with laughter. It was as if a thousand faces overlapped, the resulting expression a confluence of all emotions.
   

        "Hahahaha..."
   

        The Blood Moon began to laugh, a terrifying sound that shattered the heavy cloud layer. A power beyond human comprehension coalesced into beams of blood-light, like swords piercing the sky, turning everything into a sea of red in the blink of an eye.
   

        In the blood-drenched view, the sky and the ground underwent fierce explosions and vibrations. Gale-force winds expanded howling, as the air twisted into towering tornadoes that reached from earth to sky! Mountains crumbled, boulders fell from thousands of meters in height.
   

        When his field of view returned to normal, the irregular mountain ranges surrounding the Devil Lake were leveled, with bald and smooth cross-sections.
   

        What was originally varying heights from a few kilometers to several thousand meters now uniformly rose just two to three hundred meters above the lake surface. The top of the mountain had disappeared without a trace, as if devoured by a giant maw.
   

        Chirp!
   

        A white silhouette glided down, its enormous wings casting a large shadow. It was a white Water Bird, its steel-colored barbed feathers layering its wings. It appeared heavy, yet its movements were still light and graceful. The bird's claws firmly grasped a massive object, half the size of the Blood Moon and at least five times larger than the bird. But at this moment, it showed signs of near death and fading light.
   

        Wash wash wash...
   

        The bird skimmed the lake's surface, dropping the giant remains of the Blood Moon into the water.
   

        And then it skimmed the water like a dragonfly, flying off into the distant horizon.
   

        The Water Bird seemed to be covered in wounds, but its condition was undoubtedly far better than that of the Blood Moon. The clear difference between victory and defeat was evident.
   

        In mid-air, Casio instantly understood the staggering scene before him.
   

        This was the last memory imprinted in the remains of the Moon God's flesh.
   

        It was a fragment of when the Moon God was killed in the World of Calamities by a Southern Dou Holy Fist.
   

        Casio recollected the instant he had just captured, as a metal barbed feather fell upon the body of the Water Bird. The feather struck the peak of a mountain, and in the next moment, the entire mountaintop was instantaneously flattened, leaving only debris.
   

        "Is this the Barbed Feather Energy of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist? How very domineering…"
   

        As he thought to himself, he again felt the world spin around him. In this illusory scene, Casio took possession of a powerful body.
   

        He had turned into a ten-meter-tall demon idol, standing like an Iron Tower amidst the mountain forest. His surface muscles looked like layers of steel armor.
   

        His nostrils breathed in, whipping up the mud from the ground and mingling it with the white air currents.
   

        The demon idol turned its head, gazing towards a peak in the distance. There, a miniature blood-red moon hovered quietly, merely ten meters in diameter. That moon seemed to have a strong attraction to Casio, as the idol's original power clamored wildy inside, eat it!
   

        Just by consuming it, there would be immense benefits!
   

        Casio paused for a moment, and the next instant he turned into a Black Afterimage, sprinting wildly towards that mountain peak. Time was indistinguishable; at the edge of the mountain, a massive silhouette shot up like a shell. It spun in the air and landed heavily with both feet.
   

        Thump.
   

        The demon idol stood firm and took step after step towards that blood-red moon. Seconds later, the two were less than half a meter apart. Casio stared quietly at the weird Blood Moon – a translucent blood-red sphere. It seemed hollow, with layers and layers of human faces, pained and crazed, pressing against the surface of the sphere.
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        It looked grotesquely abnormal, but the demon idol was now drooling with desire.
   

        Finally, Casio could not hold back anymore. He stretched out a hand and pressed it onto the surface of the Blood Moon. Ding! The sphere shattered instantly, transforming into a sky filled with blood-red light.
   

        The lights, like fireflies, appeared star-like and sandy. They circled around Casio before suddenly covering him, absorbed by the demon idol.
   

        Suddenly, the massive demon idol was enveloped by a red moonlight cocoon.
   

        Thus, it hung suspended in midair at the mountain summit, battered by the Gale.
   

        After an unknown period, the moonlight cocoon underwent a change, its surface developing dense cracks. With a crack, the cocoon shattered, turning into a sky full of moonlight. Beneath the delicate moonlight, a robust body walked out.
   

        It was still the form of a demon idol, but its figure was more refined, its armor tougher, and its contours more ferocious. Especially behind its head, there floated an ethereal Blood Moon disc, resembling a halo of light.
   

        The blood light illuminated, making the armor on the demon idol shimmer with a flowing red radiance. It was as though blood quietly dripped down between the gaps in the armor.
   

        Click, click, click... the demon idol raised its helmet-like head.
   

        The red eyes slowly lit up, carrying a captivating brilliance.
   

        Buzz!
   

        The air trembled, and Casio came back to his senses in reality.
   

        He found himself still sitting in the office, the demon idol's spirit strength that had spread through most of the space had now retracted, and the air was clear. In his palm, the clump of vague flesh and blood had turned into ash-like sand, slipping through his fingers. Gradually, it filled one third of the Iron Box.
   

        "Is it over?"
   

        Casio patted the ashes in his palm, closing the Iron Box.
   

        Seconds later, he directly operated the magic puppet secret weapon.
   

        In an instant, behind Casio's head, a blurred Moon Disc appeared in mid-air. A misty blood light enveloped his entire body, akin to a light gauze.
   

        In the blink of an eye, Casio received all the information on this anomaly.
   

        The Moon God's true form was a massive Blood Moon. It could be called the Moon of Soul, the Moon of Spirit, the Moon of Emotions. After the magic puppet secret weapon devoured the life vibration energy of the Moon God, it also acquired similar abilities.
   

        While covered by the light of the Blood Moon disc, Casio's will and spirit would receive strong consolidation and enhancement. The operation and deployment of the spirit strength in his body would reach a transparent state, moving as desired, as if directing one's own limbs.
   

        Additionally, the moment Casio killed an enemy. The partial collapse of the opponent's spirit and the despairing emotions would be absorbed by the Blood Moon disc, subsequently releasing special rays after the battle ends, continually tempering the spirit strength within his body. This would make the spirit strength more condensed, more fierce, and stronger.
   

        This effect was rather subtle, a process of imperceptible influence.
   

        Casio did not hold much hope for it. To temper spirit strength, he might rather rely on the Soul Jade of Howler's Valley or the effects achieved with the Eternal Fire Seed and Pale Tree Seeds. However, having multiple directions was not bad. After all, there was more than one piece of the Moon God's remains, and absorbing more might significantly enhance his abilities. By then, there would be a visible effect of tempering...
   

        He did not force it, just letting it happen naturally.
   

        Now, Casio was far from the bottleneck of the White Bird Sacred Fist; his spirit strength had not yet reached the limit that a human body could hold. When he reached that limit, he could then temper and compress, stacking his foundation to a frightening degree.
   

        By then, breaking through the Holy Fist Realm might propel him skyrocketing upwards.
   

        Coming back to his senses, Casio then realized more changes in the magic puppet secret weapon.
   

        A deeper potential and desire were burgeoning vigorously.
   

        The demon idol was no longer just an Ultimate Dark Entity, it had mutated. It was as if an ordinary person, previously gentle as a lamb, had taken up arms and slain his own kind. Upon seeing the blood, he suddenly realized how fragile life was, and his confidence and desires inflated to extremes. When he emerged from the shadows once again, the lamb had transformed into a ferocious wolf.
   

        Yes, it was the first time the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon had devoured the life vibration energy of an Ultimate Dark Entity level, and the invisible restrictions shattered. This meant that Casio could use the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon to absorb the essence of other Ultimate Dark Entities in the future. What did this imply? Think of the White Bird Sacred Fist...
   

        He had managed to defeat the Moon God but could never kill it completely.
   

        Indeed, Southern Dipper's Force was a combat technique that countered immortality, but direct combat and post-battle clean-up were not the same. To kill a monster lurking in the darkness, specialized monster hunters are, of course, the best choice. However, to eliminate every trace of that monster, another creature of darkness is required! At this moment, the demon idol undeniably showed tendencies of evolving into an ecological chain decomposer, not just a top-tier consumer anymore.
   

        If Casio truly could advance the practice of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon to a peak level, he would be the nightmare of Ultimate Dark Entities!
   

        With a swish, the window opened, and the curtains rolled up into a bundle.
   

        Inside the office, Casio stood by the window, looking down at the green bushes and colorful flowers of the flower bed below, and took a deep breath of fresh air.
   

        In the upper right corner of his field of view, the Cultivation Stat Bar appeared.
   

        "Magic Puppet Secret Weapon: Qi Chapter 83.6% (Total 3 layers)" →
   

        "Magic Puppet Secret Weapon: Qi Chapter 87.1% (Total 3 layers)"
   

        The progress bar had increased by about 3.5%, which was just under half of the previous absorption of the Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level evil corpse's life vibration energy. Considering the increasing difficulty in advancing the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon's cultivation, the actual improvement this time was more than half of the last. Casio was quite satisfied with such a rise, as it equated to half the energy from the Moon God's decaying flesh.
   

        What he truly cared about was the subtle mutation that had emerged in the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon itself, the tendency to utterly kill and devour an Ultimate Dark Entity.
   

        This trend was even more precious than directly maxing out the progress bar.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock..."
   

        Outside the office, there suddenly came a knocking sound.
   

        Casio came back to his senses and went over to open the door. There, standing before him was the vice-president, Otto, with the noisy sounds of many employees returning to their stations echoing in the corridor. Remarks such as almost thinking they were dead, nearly having a heart attack, were scared enough to wet their pants, or even soiling their underclothes.
   

        He shook his head; he had been rash. At Casio's current level of strength and realm, both cultivation and promotion could envelop a large area like a widespread radiation. It could severely affect humans within that area, and even inadvertently cause fatalities. He did not want to accidentally kill his subordinates, so it was best to be cautious.
   

        Half an hour later, Casio had taken care of the issues and returned to his office. He had just received an invitation to a banquet in the Royal Capital.
   

        It was quite high-end, even top-level. Members of the royal family, council officials, and senior members of the Dark Hunt Organization would all attend. The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism had personally sent the invitation, seeking Casio's participation at the banquet.
   

        This was because the news of the Clinic annihilating the Lunar Eclipse Meeting branch had been fermenting over the past few days! Four Catastrophe Spirit level beings decapitated! As the head of the Clinic, Casio's renowned name was rapidly spreading within the elite circles of Florence, sparking frequent discussions and curiosity.
   

        Since Casio vied for the position of Shadow Hunter, from becoming the number two Shadow Hunter to achieving a meritorious battle as the head of the Clinic, Casio had always appeared reclusive and mysterious to those high-rankers of Florence's Transcendental Realm.
   

        Even after annihilating the Lunar Eclipse Meeting. He was still at the Clinic Headquarters, never once visiting the Dark Hunt Headquarters. With such notable achievements, yet prolonged silence, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism took the lead and sent out the invitation. Taking advantage of the banquet to interact and communicate with Casio.
   

        Also, to discuss the matter of reward from the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters.
   

        In the office, at the desk.
   

        Casio placed the gold-embellished black invitation on the desk.
   

        He, of course, would attend this banquet. It was time to propose taking out the bronze key from the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters' treasure vault. Casio had never forgotten the purpose of his return. After obtaining the bronze key, he would leave Florence and head to the Alfama Mountain range. There lay the Devil's Book, the False Death Elixir, and a horde of High Rank Blood Clan trapped in a slumber within the Relic Labyrinth—all valuable items!
   

        After obtaining these items, he would then travel to the southeast of the Hong Li Empire. To meet up with the Ghost Iron Knight and fulfill his ultimate purpose...
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        June twenty-first, dusk.
   

        In the first district of Florence, at the northwest corner, there lies the Manor of Duke Augustus. The area it spans is vast, equivalent to the size of two horse farms.
   

        Surrounding the Duke's Manor are blocks of well-planted green meadows, interspersed with red, yellow, and pink flower gardens. Between the meadows and gardens, neatly maintained white stone roads stretch directly to the three gates of the Manor. In front of the iron-cast, black-painted gate bars, several stewards in white shirts and black waistcoats stand quietly waiting, followed by a group of servants.
   

        "Clatter clatter clatter..."
   

        Luxurious and exquisite horse carriages come from all directions of Florence, steady and fast. Almost half of the carriages are branded with various family crests. There are swords and flowers, giant bears, and even double-headed tigers...
   

        When the horse carriages arrive at the entrance of the Manor, they briefly stop. The carriage curtains slowly part, and a hand decked in rings and displaying a life of ease and privilege slowly extends to pass a white leather invitation to the steward. Afterwards, the steward instructs a servant from behind to lead the way in front of the carriage to the parking spot.
   

        It is now around half-past five in the afternoon, and the banquet starts at six o' clock.
   

        At the East Gate of the Duke's Manor, an old steward stands in silence.
   

        "Clatter clatter clatter..."
   

        The sound of carriage wheels rolling over the ground draws nearer.
   

        A dark black horse carriage slowly approaches, coming to a halt at the position of the Manor's gate. The light green curtains of the carriage are lifted, and a handsome, curious young aristocrat peers outside. He has slightly curled brown hair, emerald green eyes, and a prominently high nose bridge. Clusters of white lace collar encircle his neck, below which is aristocratic attire made of satin-like fabric with golden thread patterns.
   

        Tap tap tap... The venerable steward by the road walks over.
   

        Gracefully bowing, he reaches out for the white invitation that the youth hands to him. Upon a glance, he sees it is from the eldest son of Count Roland's family, Nien.
   

        The future heir to the title of Count.
   

        The old steward closes the invitation and is about to speak when another carriage comes from behind on the road, its surface marked with a golden pattern, unmistakably the royal family's logo. He immediately hands the invitation to a middle-aged servant nearby, who quickly understands the steward's intention and immediately takes the steward's place and walks forward. Meanwhile, the steward himself moves to greet the royal carriage.
   

        Tap tap tap... The sound of horse hooves tapping on the ground gradually stops.
   

        The curtain is lifted, revealing a face that is both commanding and handsome.
   

        Blond hair iconic as a lion's mane, profound features, it is none other than Soss of the royal family, once known as the Lion King. However, his current state is not too good, his eyes dull, the edges lined with bloodshot. Dark circles beneath the eyes, whether from lack of sleep or indulgence in excesses, weaken his appearance. Overall, he looks like a languid lion.
   

        After the competition for a place among the Shadow Hunters concluded, the once vibrant Soss lost not just his spirit but his confidence as well, completely shattered by the palm strike he received from Casio in the valley. That strike, mimicking Soss's own 'lion's imprint,' was a makeshift move by Casio; seeing it used against him, Soss was ruthlessly sent flying. To be so utterly overpowered in what he was most proud of...
   

        Since the end of the battle, Soss had to endure the consequences of abusing the Holy Spring water to enhance his strength, leading to a highly unstable mental state. Therefore, he spent his days drowning his woes in indulgence, numbing himself with drink and pleasure for some time. During this period, he was in total decline, uninterested in events of the outside world. Only a couple of days ago did he emerge from such stupor, deciding to go out and clear his mind.
   

        Luckily, he received an invitation from Duke Augustus. A grand banquet was being hosted, many friends would be there, an opportunity to lighten his mood.
   

        So today, Soss, fresh out of his gloom, arrived here.
   

        On the white stone road, inside the luxurious carriage, Soss hands a white invitation with golden thread patterns to the old steward waiting beside. Smiling, the steward, as always, checks it respectfully before returning it to Soss.
   

        "Mr. Soss, please."
   

        Inside the Manor, not too far on the road,
   

        The dark black carriage continues to advance at a leisurely pace, with the young noble persistently pulling back the curtain, turning to look back, his face showing displeasure. Nien feels slighted, unable to contain his emotions, which are readily apparent on his face. He looks at the profile of Soss, muttering to himself.
   

        "What's so great about him, just a washed-up dog. Nothing but a royal pampered dog since childhood. Now that you've failed in the Shadow Hunter contest, let's see how mighty you'll be. Hah, you wish to marry Ninth Princess Angela, keep dreaming. This time, the royal family specially invited that second ranked Dark Hunter, Ninth Princess Angela will show up too. Heh heh, looks like the beauty will be someone else's…"
   

        Nien revels in another's misfortune, having heard many rumors of late.
   

        "..."
   

        At the gate, seated in the carriage's soft cushion, Soss gradually becomes more fierce, his sharp teeth grinding against each other with a crackling sound. The blood vessels in his eyes visibly thicken, his expression filled with hatred. Soss heard Nien's whisper; after all, he is a Shadow Hunter of the Dark Gold Level who cultivated his physique. Despite the noise of carriages, it was not difficult to hear clearly.
   

        "Whoosh whoosh whoosh..." Suddenly, the carriage carrying Soss accelerates, and the bewildered servant leading the way shouts as he chases after it.
   

        As it was the servant leading, Nien's carriage hadn't gone far before it was overtaken and cut off by Soss's. Nien, lifting the carriage curtain, asks in confusion what happened. To his surprise, as soon as he peers out, he sees Soss seated in the carriage next to him, looking over ferociously. His eyes rimmed in a circle of blood red, he appears on the verge of killing someone.
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        "No way, he heard…" Nien's heart missed a beat, but the next second, he stiffened his neck and glared back. What was there to fear from a washed-up nobody in front of him? Soss had lost his potential and would definitely never reach the level of a Shadow Hunter. And unless one was a Shadow Hunter, even Transcendent Beings had no special privileges in the presence of the Royal Family's Aristocrats. Not to mention that Nien's household was an Earldom with real power, not some low-ranking noble family. Soss might be strong, but he had to abide by the rules of the Royal Family and could not lay a hand on his own kin.
   

        Otherwise, the Royal Family would personally deal with such an Ungrateful Wolf.
   

        Across from him, Soss's Killing Intent was churning; he was struggling to control his emotions. The side effects of overusing the Holy Spring Water surfaced again, and he narrowed his eyes, forcefully suppressing his rage, "You just wait..."
   

        "I'll wait, I've had enough of you! Do you know that Ninth Princess Angela is at today's Banquet? Heh, a friend told me something. The Royal Family wants to marry Ninth Princess Angela to that Lord Blood Fist to win him over. How does that make you feel?"
   

        Nien simply let everything go, his temper as a young man notorious among the noble circles for his directness and impulsiveness.
   

        Now facing a down-and-out Soss, Nien made no effort to hide his true feelings. He was brutally sarcastic, his eyes even showing a trace of pity, infuriating to behold.
   

        "You... are seeking death!"
   

        Soss's eyes bulged with fury, and a formidable Momentum Burst forth from his body.
   

        At that moment, two Horse Carriages arrived on the White Stone Road, one after the other, moving swiftly. The curtains of the rear Horse Carriage drew back, and a handsome youth with brown hair called out to the Horse Carriage in front, "Don't go so fast. Blood Fist, I know I talk a lot, but you don't have to avoid me like this. As fellow Dark Hunters, can't we talk a bit more?"
   

        Inside the pitch-black Horse Carriage ahead, a robust and tall Silhouette leaned back in his seat, expressionless. He even coldly instructed his carter, "Drive faster." However, the carter reported with a sense of helplessness, "My lord, we're approaching the Manor's entrance, we need to pass the Iron Gate..."
   

        Casio furrowed his brow, eventually remaining silent. About six or seven minutes earlier, his Horse Carriage had just happened to come across that of Aaron, the number five Shadow Hunter. Instantly, Aaron had taken the initiative to strike up a conversation, acting overly familiar. Casio had merely responded casually, and immediately regretted it. Aaron could talk incessantly, reminding him of an annoying crow. And this man didn't need a response to keep talking; he could carry on the conversation with himself, flowing seamlessly from one subject to the next. Casio didn't want to be entangled, which is why he had his Horse Carriage speed up.
   

        This had led to the current situation.
   

        Actually, while Aaron was indeed a jovial extrovert, he wasn't the type to cling and chatter. His approach to Casio was, in fact, a command from the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. As the second-ranked Dark Hunter and the head of the Clinic, Casio had always been too aloof and mysterious, preferring to act independently.
   

        As long as goals aligned, the Chief Inspector could tolerate someone like that. However, he needed to establish communication between the Clinic and Dark Hunt Headquarters. It was crucial for the Chief Inspector to understand Casio's thoughts, to know what the Clinic was up to, and to be aware of upcoming operations. This way, the Dark Hunt Headquarters could coordinate, mop up, and control the development of events.
   

        Therefore, the Chief Inspector had chosen the eloquent Aaron to take care of this relationship. However, this approach seemed to backfire on Casio, who preferred solitude. At least, on the way to the Manor, Casio found the idea of chatting through Horse Carriage windows rather foolish.
   

        At the Banquet, Casio would give Aaron an opportunity. He had already guessed Aaron's intentions and the Chief Inspector's thoughts.
   

        After all, having a crucial institution of the Hunters Association entirely in someone else's hands was like a one-man dictatorship. As the leader of the Dark Hunt Organization, the Chief Inspector's actions were beyond reproach. Casio had, in fact, been expressing good will all along, such as allowing Claire, the Chief Inspector's niece, to participate in the operation against the Branch of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting. Against common enemies such as Dark creatures and the Door Organization, there was no doubt that they were partners.
   

        Casio had no interest in falling out with the Dark Hunt Organization; there was no benefit in that.
   

        The two Horse Carriages headed towards the entrance of the Manor, one after the other. From the Horse Carriage at the back, Aaron withdrew his head back inside, grumbling to himself, "So stand-offish? Looks like I have to make a good connection at the Banquet later, rub elbows a little more. The task the Chief Inspector gave me seems rather difficult..."
   

        He shook his head, his expression one of resignation. Aaron felt he had been sufficiently enthusiastic, nearly reaching the point of being brothers-in-arms. The other's response, however, was lukewarm at best, which was quite a letdown. Little did he know, if Aaron were aware that the cataclysmic Torrential Destruction that nearly leveled a mountain was of Casio's doing, he might reconsider his eagerness to form such brotherly bonds. That terrifying Battle had left Aaron shaken to his core; he had hidden far away and had almost been devoured by the aftermath.
   

        For many days after, Aaron was plagued by nightmares. He dreamt of being back on that Battlefield, frantically running through the woods, with the destructive torrent rapidly closing in from behind, terror and Despair in his heart...
   

        Sometimes he would wake from these dreams in a cold sweat, silently vowing never to step into such perilous danger a second time, to keep as far away as possible from these crises. Yet at this very moment, Aaron was actively seeking out the very source of that day's danger, with great fervor and an unshakable pestering presence, the source of danger unable to shake him off.
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        One can only say that life is unpredictable, the more you don't want something to happen, the more it tends to come your way.
   

        However, Aaron didn't know that Casio was the instigator that day, and he remained in the dark. This sheer obliviousness was actually quite pleasant.
   

        "Rumble, rumble, rumble..." Two horse carriages advanced and soon arrived at the gate.
   

        On the moving track, a dark green carriage curtain was drawn aside.
   

        A hand with distinct joints held a gilded black invitation, resting at the edge of the carriage window. The elderly steward standing by was momentarily startled, but he immediately gave a respectful bow, not taking the invitation. Instead, he gestured for them to enter and personally took it upon himself to guide the black carriage.
   

        The invitations from the Duke Augustus's family were graded. Ordinary aristocrats received white invitations, while members of the royal family had gold patterns on theirs. The most precious, however, were the gilded black invitations, specially prepared for those of the Dark Hunt level in the Transcendental Realm. When such guests arrived, there was no need to check the content of the invitation or to verify identity. Simply showing the color of the invitation meant that the manor's steward had to personally lead the way, offering respectful and dedicated service.
   

        Clip-clop, clip-clop... Aaron's carriage also came to a stop.
   

        He presented his own gilded black invitation, and the old steward was suddenly in a difficult position. But Aaron was quite familiar with Duke Augustus's manor and simply waved his hand, indicating that he knew where the parking area was.
   

        Thereupon, the elderly steward moved ahead briskly, leading the way.
   

        The two carriages followed leisurely behind, with the sound of the car wheels rolling.
   

        Casio crossed his arms in front of his chest, his eyes indifferent as he gazed out at the scenery. Even without doing anything, he exuded an aura of latent dominance and authoritarianism, evoking respect and an inexplicable fear in others.
   

        Up ahead on the broad road, the dispute of Sosenien had ceased.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        The black carriage passed by the two individuals' vehicles. Soss's heart was boiling with uncontrollable rage; he felt humiliated and diminished. The very person who was causing him such pain was right beside him, enjoying the treatment of a distinguished guest. How could Soss not be furious? He had even stopped caring about Nien.
   

        In a sudden turn of his head, his bloodshot eyes, filled with hate, stared fiercely at the impassive face of Casio. That subtly twisted expression was as if he was about to devour someone. However, when Soss's eyes met Casio's, his gaze was devoured by those deep blue eyes. Within the pupils, there seemed to be a black vortex lurking—a vortex that was profound, terrifying, mysterious, containing a monster.
   

        If that monster were to break out, a horror beyond imagination would befall. Soss shivered abruptly, his boiling anger seemingly doused with a bucket of ice water. He lowered his eyes, not daring to meet Casio's gaze. His Adam's apple bobbed, swallowing saliva, a deep-seated fear seeped into his marrow.
   

        "What's wrong, why won't you look up at me?"
   

        "I quite liked the look in your eyes just now, as if harboring an angry lion. Pitiful, cowardly, trembling little lion..."
   

        "Your mental state doesn't seem very stable. You might want to visit my clinic if you have time. There's a place called 'Wild Beast's Den' where a group named 'Quad-Head Interrogation Squad' recently took residence. You would like it..."
   

        By the carriage window, Casio spoke emotionlessly, his words dark and sinister. His tone was so casual, yet the content sent chills down the spine.
   

        "Come visit the 'Wild Beast's Den' at the clinic." That's basically admitting oneself to the violent doctors of the clinic, to be captured and locked away as a mentally deranged wild beast patient, isn't it? No one wants to go to such a place, no one!
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        "Rumble, rumble, rumble..."
   

        Two horse carriages, one following the other, slowly made their way.
   

        At the original spot, only Soss and Nien's horse carriage remained.
   

        Next to the carriage window, terror had clarified Soss's gaze, with the original madness and fury scared away without a trace. The bloodshot that once occupied half of his eyeball was now reduced to a thin layer encircling his socket. His heart felt cold, his body chilled, as if he were submerged in an ice cavern.
   

        He and Bai Kui were no longer on the same level.
   

        What was he? A Dark Gold Level hunter whose potential had been exhausted, merely a decent combat force. He used to have the backing of the Royal Family, but after failing to secure a seat among the Shadow Hunters and suffering side effects from a desperate attempt to enhance his strength, his power ceiling had been firmly capped. In other words, he no longer had any developmental value. Now was the time for the Royal Family to extract benefits from him to compensate for their losses; how could they possibly continue to invest more resources? Therefore, in reality, Soss had already lost even the Royal Family backing.
   

        It was only due to the inertia of the past that he still had the veneer of a genius seed. In a year or two at most, that veneer would peel away.
   

        Exposing a weak, ugly, and emaciated mad lion.
   

        And Bai Kui? He was a Shadow Hunter, even number two in the ranking. That placed him not only an entire tier above Soss but many smaller ones as well. Coupled with his role as the head of the Clinic, he possessed formidable strength and held substantial authority in his hands. Just as Nien referred to him, Lord Blood Fist. Indeed, Bai Kui was already a significant figure, while someone like himself was at best equivalent to a commander under him...
   

        In reality, Soss was still overestimating himself, rating himself too highly.
   

        A commander?
   

        Each commander in the new session of the Clinic was solidly at the level of a Shadow Hunter, each with their own tricky methods and special abilities. Even before Casio released them from the lair of the Wild Beast, they were criminals of the third underground level, notorious for their extreme ferocity. Due to their transformation into Wild Beasts, their combat prowess was infinitely close to that of Shadow Hunters, necessitating the personal intervention of the head of the Clinic for their containment.
   

        Among the ranks of the Dark Gold Level hunters, there were quite a few Elite Doctors in the Clinic. And this number was still increasing as the doctors continued to Cultivate the Demon Seed and familiarize themselves with the abilities of the Demon Idol Totem.
   

        On the White Stone Road, inside a carriage compartment with golden patterns on its surface,
   

        Soss's complexion was terribly unsightly as he coldly spat out a sentence.
   

        "I'm feeling unwell, back to the Manor."
   

        The carter in front hesitated for a moment but obediently complied, steering the horse carriage to turn around and return the way they came.
   

        "Heh..."
   

        In another muted black carriage, Nien chuckled lightly. He had decided to share today's amusing episode with his friends, the perfect piece of gossip.
   

        Especially when the unfortunate protagonist was Soss, whom Nien disliked.
   

        "Hehe."
   

        Smugly chuckling, he looked towards the distant grand and exquisite Manor Building. He wondered if, as the Rumors suggested, Ninth Princess Angela would initiate contact with that number two Dark Hunt figure. He had to observe this closely in secret, so he could embellish the story when boasting to his friends.
   

        At five fifty-eight in the afternoon, inside a white Hall Building,
   

        The place was brightly lit, with iron wall lamps cast in the shape of petals and adorned with a layer of gold paint and intricate carvings by craftsmen hanging at intervals along the walls. The flames burned bright and smokeless, steady and illuminating.
   

        Under the feet of all the guests was a layer of soft carpet, seemingly made of fine animal hides brought from the Northland. The fur so delicate and pure it could serve as a blanket for sleeping, was now merely being trodden upon by shoes.
   

        In the middle of the Hall, two or three long, black tables were spaced apart, covered with white cloths. Upon them were laid silver goblets, bouquets, fruit platters, desserts, and the like. Some tables even held an array of drinks for guests to help themselves.
   

        At this moment, the Banquet was about to begin. Aristocrats in the Hall had begun to mingle, exuding elegance and wearing luxurious attire.
   

        The ladies dragged their expensive gowns, their hair done up stylishly. Some adorned their hands with gloves as thin as gauze, revealing their white, soft palms through the gaps as they spoke in faint whispers with light laughter.
   

        The gentlemen were dressed in two styles: some of the old-school Aristocrats still wore noble attire with intricate white lace at their collars and cuffs, while the new nobility and Council officials donned tailored tailcoats, mostly black with various complements and patterns.
   

        Dressed to impress, they gathered in groups of two or three, discussing politics.
   

        In the corner of the Hall, a band was playing, with the melodic and soothing sound of their instruments flowing softly through the Air, like a smooth stream.
   

        At the entrance, a few late-arriving guests straggled in.
   

        With smiles on their faces, they greeted acquaintances.
   

        It was fifty-nine past five.
   

        At the entrance, two Silhouettes stepped into the Hall on cue.
   

        Unlike the regular guests, they did not adhere to the Banquet's dress code but wore distinctive personal attire.
   

        The slightly shorter Silhouette on the left was dressed in a neat and tidy hunting outfit, the light black color suggesting it was for hunting purposes. The man on the right kept it simpler, with a large black Trench Coat.
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        There were no decorations or embellishments, only the pure, ice-cold black.
   

        It was Aaron and Casio. After they had stopped the horse carriage, they talked with each other for a while. Aaron was quite chatty, but he said everything that the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism wanted him to say. For instance, the Chief Inspector dealt with a mass of affairs every day and was also a workaholic. Therefore, he would only arrive at the banquet at seven o'clock in the evening and hoped that Casio would understand.
   

        Casio didn't mind. After all, his mood was still quite good. One of the targets of his retracing mission, the Bronze Key, was about to come into his possession.
   

        Once he had the key in hand, Casio would head for the Alfama Mountains. He had already dispatched his elite subordinates to Shire County ahead of schedule to look for traces of the Magic Box, believing that the two Commanders would not disappoint him.
   

        In the corridor, amidst the gazes of many guests, the two entered the banquet hall. Suddenly, an old man who was conversing with a noble guest hurried over to them. His hair and beard were meticulously groomed, and he exuded vitality. In his right hand, he held a purple cane and wore a family ring. On the surface of the ring was the logo of a giant bear, representing the Augustus family.
   

        This white-haired aristocrat was none other than Duke Augustus. Naturally, his status was exceedingly high, and he wielded considerable power and influence. Yet at the moment, his face brimmed with smiles, and he appeared hospitable and warm. He walked forward with steady steps, his arms wide open, the picture of a kindly and affable patriarch.
   

        "Ah, the two of you have finally arrived, Mr. Aaron, Mr. Bai Kui..."
   

        Aaron laughed heartily, skillfully stepping forward to embrace Duke Augustus with vigor. Aaron was always practicing court rapier techniques and was considered a disciple of the Master of the Rapier from the royal family. Duke Augustus had some acquaintance with that Master of the Rapier, so naturally, Aaron wouldn't fail to show respect. Moreover, with Aaron's easy-going nature, he had already attended many banquets. He also had a personal relationship with Duke Augustus.
   

        They could be considered half-friends.
   

        Even though one was in his sixties, and the other only in his twenties.
   

        After they had embraced, Duke Augustus turned to Casio, whose aura was always cold. He maintained his smile and nodded, "Mr. Bai Kui, a pleasure to meet you. I've heard much about you these days. You've only recently taken over as head of the Clinic, yet you've already achieved such great things. Impressive."
   

        With that, Duke Augustus lifted his arm and pointed towards a small circle in the side of the banquet hall where only a few people were gathered, "Please, this way, gentlemen."
   

        Casio smiled faintly, his azure eyes glancing at Duke Augustus. He thought the man was quite interesting, adept at reading the room. He didn't make his distinguished guests uncomfortable, and his flattery and enthusiasm were just right. He expressed friendliness towards the powerful while maintaining the dignity of his ducal status. No wonder his banquets were so renowned.
   

        For the past ten years, he had held a good reputation in the higher circles of Florence.
   

        The three of them then walked toward a specific section of the hall. Duke Augustus, beaming, began to introduce Casio to several distinguished guests. Among them were aristocratic marquises, senior council members, and one of the leaders of a new aristocratic group. In short, they could all be referred to as important figures—even in the upper circles of Florence.
   

        The banquets in Florence were just like this. The big shots huddled in a corner, discussing what could be taken as earth-shattering insider information to the common people. Other noble guests at the scene were also ranked. Some aristocrats and council members of status and influence exchanged business affairs, expressing their willingness to collaborate. The ladies and young misses talked about fresh and interesting things of the moment, fashionable adornments, and music. Younger guests also gathered together, revolving around several promising figures of the younger generation, discussing dining, entertainment, and frivolous anecdotes.
   

        For example, in a circle of young aristocrats gathered right now.
   

        There was Nien with his curly brown hair, sharing a recent amusing incident with his friends, satisfying his urge to spill.
   

        "Soss actually had a conflict with that number two of the Dark Hunt..."
   

        "Did he resent losing the competition for becoming a Shadow Hunter?"
   

        "And what's this about leaving the banquet due to ill health? Perhaps he didn't want to see the Ninth Princess and Blood Fist enjoying each other's company..."
   

        "Hehehe..."
   

        Among the young ones, many reveled in schadenfreude. Some didn't express it openly, while others were quite straightforward, kicking someone when they were down. They seemed to take pleasure in seeing Soss in an embarrassing situation. Probably because Soss had been too proud and too condescending when he was in the limelight.
   

        Now that he was in a moment of decline, naturally, he was the subject of everyone's ridicule.
   

        In the ladies' circle on the left side of the hall.
   

        "This number two Shadow Hunter is so young, and he looks quite tall and handsome, with a unique aura."
   

        A full-figured aristocratic lady held a wine glass and gazed distantly toward the right side of the hall. Standing among a group of elderly notables, Casio, tall and upright, was quite conspicuous. His distinct-featured profile was exceptionally profound, emitting a domineering and cold aura, quite eye-catching.
   

        "Indeed, so young. It's hard to say which family's daughter will marry him, but surely she must be a young lady from a great aristocrat family at least..."
   

        Another lady whispered beside her.
   

        "Haven't you heard the rumors? It's said that the Royal Family intends for Ninth Princess Angela..." A third aristocratic lady slowly spoke up, starting to gossip.
   

        In the melodious sounds of music, half an hour passed.
   

        Six-thirty in the afternoon.
   

        Suddenly, a beautiful figure walked in from outside the passageway.
   

        All eyes turned to look.
   

        She was a beautiful young girl of nineteen or twenty. Wearing a light green luxurious court gown that fit snugly, it highlighted her snow-white, delicate calves as if they were floating ice under the sunshine on the sea surface. The laced bodice of the long dress was slightly raised, revealing a glimpse of her proud, snowy whiteness.
   

        Ninth Princess Angela, the pearl of the Hong Li Royal Family.
   

        She wore an appropriate smile on her face, beautiful and enchanting.
   

        The Ninth Princess made her way to the hall, and along the way, aristocratic friends who recognized her greeted and invited her over, but they were all declined. She was quite clear about her target, the small circle where Casio stood in the corner.
   

        Ten seconds later, under the attentive gaze of many, the Ninth Princess approached Casio with a perfect smile on her face and said in a crisp voice.
   

        "Hello, Mr. Bai Kui, nice to meet you."
   

        "You can call me Angela, or Mus," she added.
   

        Under the gaze of the Ninth Princess's green eyes, Casio nodded.
   

        "Hello."
   

        From then on, for the next half an hour, Casio didn't speak another word to Ninth Princess Angela. He was having a good conversation with these senior aristocrats and council members, so he had no time to bother with anyone else. Part of the reason was to find out which senior levels within the Royal Family and the Council were leaning toward the Door Organization. After all, the Florence incident with dark creatures at the Experiment Field was enough to suggest that there were already issues within Florence.
   

        During that half an hour, Ninth Princess Angela maintained a perfect but fake smile, almost stiff from the effort. Standing beside a group of men alone, she couldn't get a word in edgewise. She only occasionally responded to a few topics that were clearly initiated by the Duke in an attempt to alleviate the awkwardness.
   

        Ten seconds later, under the attentive gaze of many, the Ninth Princess approached Casio with a perfect smile on her face and said in a crisp voice.
   

        "Hello, Mr. Bai Kui, nice to meet you."
   

        "You can call me Angela, or Mus," she added.
   

        Under the gaze of the Ninth Princess's green eyes, Casio nodded.
   

        "Hello."
   

        From then on, for the next half an hour, Casio didn't speak another word to Ninth Princess Angela. He was having a good conversation with these senior aristocrats and council members, so he had no time to bother with anyone else. Part of the reason was to find out which senior levels within the Royal Family and the Council were leaning toward the Door Organization. After all, the Florence incident with dark creatures at the Experiment Field was enough to suggest that there were already issues within Florence.
   

        During that half an hour, Ninth Princess Angela maintained a perfect but fake smile, almost stiff from the effort. Standing beside a group of men alone, she couldn't get a word in edgewise. She only occasionally responded to a few topics that were clearly initiated by the Duke in an attempt to alleviate the awkwardness.
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        Of course, Casio had a greater fondness for deliciousness than for beauty.
   

        Any dark creature, even if it could transform into the world's most beautiful and tempting woman, would still find that in front of Casio, his desire to feast would undoubtedly surpass his reproductive desires. Eating, was of paramount importance.
   

        In the Hall that was suffused with a faint, enchanting fragrance, the wall lamps shone bright and hot. Casio Aaron, along with a group of aristocrats and council members, stood chatting idly, one topic concerned the Master of the Rapier from the Royal Family.
   

        Constantine, once colloquially known as the Heart Marrow Sword. His second disciple was Silver Marrow Sword Sarsa, the unfortunate soul at the dark creatures experiment field. Evil Mother impersonated Sarsa for some time.
   

        This successfully lured out a member of the Door Organization, Blood Ten, as well as subsequent events.
   

        By Casio's side, Number Five Shadow Hunter, Aaron, also wielded a Silver Marrow Rapier, qualifying him as half a disciple of Constantine. From this viewpoint, the Royal Family's Master of the Rapier was no ordinary figure, capable of training two Shadow Hunters as disciples. According to Aaron, Constantine's strength was profound and inscrutable, having carved his own path. He just hadn't acted for the past twenty years, and no one knew what level his strength was at now. Could he match with a Holy Light Hunter?
   

        Through Aaron's introduction, Casio gained a whole new understanding of Constantine's rapier technique. The Silver Marrow Kendo taught by Constantine emphasized the blooming of the marrow, where one bloom signified one extension of the rapier's attack, and nine blooms represented an attack extending ninefold. That is, a cultivator at the pinnacle of Silver Marrow Kendo could land a thrust, equating to nine consecutive overlapping attacks!
   

        Instantaneously piercing the enemy's vital point in the chest, leaving behind the marks of nine clustered blooms. Beneath those wounds, the heart had already been churned into pulp by the blade's edge. It was indeed a technique that guaranteed a kill with a single strike.
   

        Aaron himself could only achieve a sixfold extension with his Silver Marrow Rapier, yet it was already one of his definitive lethal techniques. His half-mentor, Master of the Rapier Constantine, had been able to ensure a ninefold extension with every thrust twenty years ago. After more than twenty years, what about now?
   

        Tenfold? Twentyfold? No one could say for sure.
   

        Master Constantine was a top-class master maintained by the Royal Family, considered part of their foundation, and served as a form of checks and balances against the Dark Hunt Organization. Similarly, the Hong Li Council also had masters of such caliber. Otherwise, given the Dark Hunt Organization's sole dominance, they would have long become lawless and ruled the entire Empire.
   

        The seemingly stable tripartite balance of power was actually fraught with intricate and dirty confrontations behind the scenes. Casio was not interested in these matters. He harboured no yearning for money, power, or indulgences. Entering the Era of Retrospection was meant to enhance his Strength.
   

        The reason Casio took some interest in understanding more about Master Constantine was that he suspected the latter practiced a certain special secret technique. Much like Casio once encountered the Black Mechanism Steward, Grim Reaper Amos, from the era of the Hong Li Federation, who commanded the three limits of the Gale and Heavy Rain ranging strands. Their cultivation of ancient secret techniques, though clearly not Martial Arts, possessed tremendous combat prowess and even Spirit Strength.
   

        This led Casio to wonder whether these special secret techniques could be the rudimentary forms of some powerful ancient Martial Arts. Perhaps missing certain crucial components of their overall structure, rendering them unstable and with evident side effects.
   

        Should he delve into these special secret techniques, Casio could perhaps comprehend the process by which ancient sages created Martial Arts from secret techniques. And he might discover the essence of Martial Arts, deepening his own understanding.
   

        Casio contemplated this, quietly speculating. That Master of the Rapier Constantine hadn't acted for twenty years, could it be due to side effects from such a special secret technique? When time permitted, he might make a visit or two.
   

        Sparring with pinnacle masters from various eras and experiencing distinct special Martial Arts and secret techniques counted as one of the few pleasures Casio found during his Retrospection.
   

        While he was lost in thought, suddenly, a commotion arose from the side of the Hall.
   

        All eyes turned.
   

        At the entrance, an imposing figure in a tailored trench coat was approaching step by step. His hands were enveloped in delicate goose-feather gloves. On the right thumb, he wore a peculiar Golden Ring, its sheen swirling, as if a liquid metal golden snake was spiraling and climbing around it, an orbit of its own.
   

        The person arriving was none other than the tardy Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism.
   

        Red hair, red eyebrows, his aura akin to a slowly burning flame.
   

        Suddenly, most gazes at the Duke's Banquet were drawn to him. Some looked on with adoration, their eyes full of reverence, their mouths exclaiming in awe.
   

        Quite clearly, among the attending aristocrats and council members who could all be deemed upper-class people, a significant portion had never seen the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. Today's gathering at Duke Augustus's banquet was quite the event. As the leader of the Dark Hunt Organization, the Chief Inspector's status in Florence was extraordinarily high.
   

        He was on par with the King and the Speaker.
   

        However, the Chief Inspector was very low profile, usually only appearing in the Transcendental Realm. Plus, he was a workaholic, with most banquet invitations being declined. Therefore, despite the many distinguished guests present, those who had really seen the Chief Inspector could be counted on two hands. Most had but a fleeting encounter and only two or three could boast of a conversation.
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        In the resplendent hall, under the watchful eyes of many,
   

        Duke Augustus took the lead, his face beaming with a smile as he approached with a small circle of senior nobles and council members.
   

        This was quite different from when he welcomed Casio and Aaron.
   

        In front of the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, Duke Augustus was very proactive, even centering his whole group around the Chief Inspector, showing his full sincerity and respect. Sincerity is always the greatest trump card.
   

        Actually, if one were to think about it, replacing the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism with the emperor of the Hong Li Empire at the banquet would make it quite understandable. Who would just chat with the emperor in their own little circle as if he were a guest? No, it would be their own little circles audaciously crowding around, grateful not to be sent away.
   

        It was also because the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism was low-key and mysterious, wielding power in the Transcendental Realm and the shadows. Unlike the emperor's status, which was so overt and illustrious.
   

        Otherwise, Duke Augustus wouldn't dare to bring his own group over. He would only dare to approach alone, accompanying throughout the banquet.
   

        On the carpet at the entrance, several prominent figures chatted, exchanging pleasantries. In a corner, some of the younger generation chatted in low voices, their eyes frequently drifting towards them, filled with enviable admiration. What they saw wasn't just a group of people talking but a turbulent whirl of power, exalted and illustrious status, commanding from the summit with authority.
   

        Many fantasized in their hearts about joining that small circle one day in their lives, even if only as the least significant and most inconspicuous member. To be able to say just one word would be worth it.
   

        Five minutes passed, and the silky symphony continued to play elegantly and charmingly.
   

        Casio, Aaron, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, and Duke Augustus had already left the hall and gone to a pavilion that resembled a balcony, connected to the building. From there, they could admire the moon and savor the fragrance of the garden.
   

        The other senior nobles and council members remained, some pouring themselves a glass of wine, some picking cherries and other fruits. The atmosphere immediately relaxed, and aristocrats and officials who usually had good relations with them came forward, engaging them as the center of conversation. The banquet atmosphere became somewhat lively and harmonious.
   

        Half of the topics were about the arrival of the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism.
   

        Some even asked about the reason for the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism attending the Duke's banquet?
   

        Among them, a more approachable council member revealed that the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism had come for Casio. The reason why this second-ranked Shadow Hunter was attending the dinner was also at the invitation of the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. It was because this newly promoted second-ranked Shadow Hunter was powerful yet extremely low-profile.
   

        Despite leading the Clinic in achieving great contributions not long ago, he had been holed up in the Clinic Headquarters, neither socializing nor celebrating. The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism thus took advantage of Duke Augustus's dinner to invite him out for a reunion.
   

        Once this news spread, the distinguished guests immediately began discussing it animatedly.
   

        Some said that Casio was a loner with mysterious actions and behaviors. Some remarked that Casio was of high status, such that only the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism could personally invite him. Most, though, were talking about the Clinic Director who had just become a Shadow Hunter and had an unlimited future, suspecting that he would soon replace the top Shadow Hunter and perhaps even the president of the Hunters Association, Holy Light Hunter, and might even become the successor to the next Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism!
   

        Suddenly, Casio was turned into a powerful and enigmatic figure in everyone's discussion. Some aristocratic ladies with graceful figures and beautiful and gentle daughters of officials showed sparkling eyes, their expressions betraying their eagerness to act.
   

        This gave Ninth Princess Angela, who was resting on the sofa, a strong sense of crisis. Although she was confident in her fair skin and beauty and she possessed the distinguished status of a member of the Royal Family, the young socialites at the banquet were not to be underestimated either, certainly not to be trifled with.
   

        If she did not take the initiative, she feared she would be left behind.
   

        Angela had a clear grasp of her status; she was merely a tool for royal matrimony, a vehicle to bind together strong Transcendental Realm figures with the Royal Family. However, Angela had her considerations too: since the outcome was inevitable, why not choose a carriage that was luxurious and extravagant? That would be most beneficial to her!
   

        Originally, Angela had set her sights on Lion King Soss, a genius nurtured by the Royal Family since childhood to compete for a spot as a Shadow Hunter.
   

        Unfortunately, the seed had withered, and Soss had failed.
   

        But now, another superior seed had emerged. No, it could no longer be called a seed. As soon as Casio became a Shadow Hunter, he soared to the second rank and became the head of the powerful Clinic. Additionally, he quickly made a significant contribution and won the favor and respect of the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism.
   

        This seed sprouted and shot up in the wind, and in a few breaths, it became a towering tree, its shade offering comfort to many.
   

        In Angela's eyes, this was not just a carriage with a luxurious and extravagant compartment; it was as if an entire house had been placed upon a carriage.
   

        "Bai Kui is a solitary character with mysterious whereabouts. This time, Duke Augustus's banquet might be the only chance to contact her recently. I must seize it..."
   

        Angela pursed her red lips, her delicate white hands tightening slightly.
   

        In a corner of the banquet hall, there was a square balcony that jutted out from the main area.
   

        Duke Augustus had chatted casually with three people for a while. When the conversation among Casio and the others turned to internal affairs of the Dark Hunt Organization, he tactfully excused himself.
   

        Only Casio and the other two remained on the balcony.
   

        Their conversation naturally veered towards the Transcendental Realm.
   

        "Within the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, there's a secular belief called the Moon God Sect that you should pay attention to. It's a certain method of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, a special way of consuming people which can gradually enhance the overall strength of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting..."
   

        Casio stood in front of the balcony railing, looking up at the specks of glittering stars in the pitch-black night sky, with clusters of stars forming different patterns.
   

        "Moon God Sect..." the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism frowned his fiery red eyebrows and pondered for a moment before speaking, "I understand. In some time, the Dark Hunt will deal with it. By the way, during your battles with the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, have you seen them use certain special potions to suddenly burst..."
   

        Casio slowly turned his head, locking eyes with the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism.
   

        "Yes, a potion called Blood Moon, which seems to be used by dark creatures to heal injuries and enhance their strength. Their senior levels have used it..."
   

        "Ah, there are more and more..." The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism sighed, "The Door Organization's reach is getting longer. In the past decade, the world's most dangerous organization has been too active, especially within our Hong Li Empire. The Door Organization has made transactions and maintained contact with many dark creature groups..."
   

        "I wonder what they are up to."
   

        Worry showed in the eyes of the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, and even with his top human strength, he couldn't help but worry about the future direction. Something didn't feel right to him, but he couldn't quite put his finger on it.
   

        He shook his head and changed the subject.
   

        "Bai Kui, for leading the Clinic to annihilate the Lunar Eclipse Meeting's northern first Branch, you have accomplished a great feat. According to the rules within the Dark Hunt Organization, contributions must be rewarded. Tell me, what reward would you like? You can ask me for anything..."
   

        In the midst of the balcony, Casio rested one hand on the cold railing, inhaling the fragrance of the flora in the air through his nose. He spoke slowly, "I would like to visit the Organization's Treasure Vault once, to select a few suitable items. That shouldn't be difficult, right? Moreover, I may leave Florence for a while to integrate the Clinics of all the Empire's Branches treatment houses..."
   

        The corners of Casio's mouth lifted slightly, and his azure eyes grew even more profound.
   

        At the same time, thousands of miles away in the northern region of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        Shire County, near the Alfama Mountains, Jinghu City.
   

        In the darkness, on the plain near Mirror Lake.
   

        A series of black silhouettes on an urgent military march at night, all dressed in uniform clothing, exuding a ferocious and brutal aura, their eyes faintly red. Each one had an uncommonly towering stature, like moving black iron towers, casting broad shadows. Under the moonlight, one could see black totems crawling on all the exposed skin of these figures.
   

        They gave off an incredibly ominous and demonic sense of unease.
   

        "Stop!"
   

        At the front of the troop, a figure in a black cloak suddenly raised an arm.
   

        All the robust men stopped simultaneously, like a row of silent sculptures.
   

        The cloaked person lowered their hood,
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        At the Augustus Manor, the exchange between the two men was drawing to a close.
   

        Casio had led the Clinic in annihilating the Lunar Eclipse Meeting's northern branch, making a great contribution, so the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism naturally agreed to his request. He immediately promised that Casio could choose from the Treasure Vault the next day.
   

        Furthermore, regarding Casio's second demand—or rather, it couldn't be considered a demand, but more like a notification from the head of the Clinic—the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism pondered for a moment before nodding in agreement. Right after he agreed, he shifted the topic to the Lunar Eclipse Meeting.
   

        After exchanging a few casual words with Casio, he soon subtly revealed his own agenda: "The Lunar Eclipse Meeting is a particularly dangerous organization among the Dark Creature Tribe, with strong influence in the northern and eastern parts of the Empire. Since you've led the Clinic in eradicating their foremost northern branch, you may face retaliation in the coming period. Be careful when you inspect the various branches of the Clinic throughout the Empire, as the Lunar Eclipse Meeting is likely to target you for assassination..."
   

        Casio nodded.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism continued, "How about this, the Dark Hunt Headquarters has actually been gathering intelligence on the Lunar Eclipse Meeting for decades, accumulating a lot of useful information. This includes the exact locations of certain Lunar Eclipse Meeting branches in some counties, as well as the forces that have close ties with the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, which might be of reference value to your trip..."
   

        "When you come to the Headquarters tomorrow, I will have Thomas compile all this intelligence in detail, as a trivial form of assistance."
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism spoke at length, with eyes devoid of any ripples, appearing quite sincere. On the surface, he seemed to be showing concern for a subordinate.
   

        Casio lightly smiled with an expressionless face and said, "Thank you."
   

        Under the moonlight, on the balcony. Two men with formidable auras exchanged glances, as if seeing the hidden thoughts in each other's eyes.
   

        Yet neither of them pointed it out; they just exchanged faint smiles.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism had said a lot, and though it was the truth and he provided assistance, handing over all the detailed data about the Lunar Eclipse Meeting to Casio was not without a hidden agenda. To put it plainly, it was using Casio as a borrowed knife. Perhaps he also wanted to test Casio's strength again.
   

        The Lunar Eclipse Meeting, as a formidable Dark Creature Tribe organization, can be considered a tumor in the northern and eastern parts of the Hong Li Empire. It has always been a headache for the Dark Hunt Organization, which is unable to act against it. Even when they occasionally take action, it is only to trim some of the foe's branches, while the roots remain robust. There was nothing that could be done; the Dark Hunt had to also guard against the Door Organization and couldn't commit all their forces to suppress the Lunar Eclipse Meeting. And if only part of their power was dispatched, the Lunar Eclipse Meeting in possession of the Moon God statue was not easy to provoke.
   

        Thus, for hundreds of years, the symptoms were treated but not the disease, and the problems would reoccur like weeds after the spring breeze.
   

        Now, however, the situation had taken a turn.
   

        The mysteriously powerful Casio had suddenly made his appearance, rapidly rebuilding a Clinic in a short time. Moreover, all the staff of the Clinic were prisoners on the verge of execution from the Wild Beast den, who erupted with astounding combat power and lust for battle once under Casio's control. From an outsider's perspective, the Dark Hunt Organization seemed to suddenly have powerful external support.
   

        This external support was aggressive and targeted specifically at the enemies of the Dark Hunt Organization. In a very short time, it had destroyed at least a third of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting's foundation, with astonishing efficiency. It was undoubtedly a very sharp cleaver.
   

        To use as a borrowed knife to kill troublesome heretics and hostile factions that the Dark Hunt Headquarters found headache-inducing was perfect! What the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism meant was, Casio, aren't you going to leave Florence to travel around the Hong Li Empire? Then take your excessively brutal subordinates and eradicate the problem of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting on the way! The Headquarters will support you with intelligence.
   

        Casio was indifferent to this, or rather, it suited him just fine.
   

        The Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Moon God statue possessed by the Moon God Sect, was an excellent item indeed! It was highly probable that within each Moon God statue, there was a piece of the rotten flesh of the ultimate form of the Dark Moon God. Devouring the flesh of an ultimate Dark entity could allow Casio's Magic puppet secret weapon to further mutate, increasing the potential limit.
   

        Therefore, the cooperation between both parties was actually mutually beneficial.
   

        A true win-win.
   

        Casio was not opposed to it.
   

        At 7:30 in the evening, the banquet had been going on for an hour and a half.
   

        Casio and the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism concluded their conversation.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism had other affairs to attend to, and he promptly walked from the balcony into the Hall with Aaron, notifying Count Augustus before leaving.
   

        In the semicircular balcony, only Casio was left, enjoying the evening breeze.
   

        He was in a good mood that day, and seemed quite at ease. One hand rested on the varnished wooden railing, cold and smooth, while the other was tucked into the pocket of his trench coat, hanging at his side. The evening breeze, carrying the fragrance of the garden's flowers from beyond the balcony, gently wafted, lifting the corners of his coat.
   

        Casio half-closed his eyes, gazing towards the dark sky in the east.
   

        Calculating the time, the Fog Man and the Nine snakes should be nearing the Alfama Mountains soon.
   

        He hoped that they would be swift in action; whoever it was, or whatever force possessed the Magic Box, they should fiercely invade and seize the Magic Box!
   

        Casio was in need of the capabilities of the Devil's Book, as he had long wanted to have the Devil's Book back by his side. For instance, the tasks received by the Ghost Iron Knights at the Black Rain Villa, each one pointed to precious resources or secrets in the World of Calamities. However, the mission information was incomplete, making it difficult to locate the targets, and the process was dangerous and hard to complete. Yet, with the Devil's Book, it might be a different story, as it could potentially direct Casio's path and produce a map. All he would need to do is follow it.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 892: 461 Bronze Key Acquired! (4100)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Although I'm uncertain of success, it's obviously worth a try.
   

        After obtaining the Devil's Book, I'll take the False Death Elixir. Then, I can move on to the main event, heading to the Eternal Islands to seize the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist!
   

        "Huuh..."
   

        Casio slowly exhaled a breath of warm air, releasing his hand from the railing.
   

        "Mr. Bai Kui, are you troubled by something?" A beautiful young girl dressed in a court green dress stepped onto the balcony from the main hall, a hint of familiarity in her gentle smile. Her lips were full, her skin fair. Moonlight spilled onto the balcony from one side, outlining her figure that was both slender and voluptuous. If one had to describe her, it was as if a thin branch bore heavy fruit.
   

        As a political marriage tool for the royal family, the Ninth Princess naturally had top-tier beauty, temperament, and figure, the dream of all men.
   

        At this moment, Angela's face bore her usual enchanting smile. At any banquet, she was the focus and center of all male gazes present. Even after being ignored once, Angela still had full confidence in herself. Her steps light, she stood to the right of Casio.
   

        Under the moonlight, she stood gracefully, her hair giving off a faint scent.
   

        It seemed even more pleasant than the fragrance of the flowers in the night wind.
   

        "If you are troubled, perhaps it would be good to talk to someone about it."
   

        "It might make you feel a bit better..."
   

        Angela's fair hands rested on the railing, and she said with a light smile.
   

        "Hehehe..."
   

        Casio suddenly laughed and turned to look at Angela. His blue eyes were exceptionally deep, as if they contained two vortices leading to a bottomless black abyss. That profound depth, seemingly capable of engulfing even light, was chilling. He spoke lightly, "Are you sure you want to listen?"
   

        His voice was faint and ordinary, casually reaching Angela's ears. However, Angela's body shuddered, a foreboding feeling in her heart. For some reason, she felt that if she really did hear about Casio's troubles, she would fall into an irreversible predicament.
   

        That subtle threat in the air, like a caress, passed over Angela's smooth arms, and she immediately felt goosebumps. She hugged her arms, rubbing the hair on her skin back and forth.
   

        "Still want to listen now?"
   

        After a moment of silence, Casio spoke again with an expressionless face. His whole body had turned around, and half of his face revealed in the moonlight had the stark coldness of a statue's. Despite its deep handsomeness, it was oddly frightening.
   

        Angela involuntarily took two steps back, breathing rapidly.
   

        Under Casio's gaze, she lowered her head and shook it.
   

        "That's more like it."
   

        "Children shouldn't pry into adult matters. At your age, you should be innocent and romantic. Don't overthink; it might harm you. Go on, play with your friends at the banquet..."
   

        Casio slowly turned back around, still watching the cold moonlight.
   

        To his right, his profound face carried an air of solitude and mystery.
   

        And Angela, as if under a spell, walked numbly back towards the balcony door. Only when she was met with the clamor of the main hall did she snap back to reality, her face clouded with confusion. She stood in the corner of the hall, recalling what had just happened. It seemed he had treated her like a wet-behind-the-ears girl, using a patronizing tone.
   

        Completely ignoring the allure of her feminine charms.
   

        In an instant, Angela felt a bit of desolation within her, even beginning to doubt her own attractiveness. But there was nothing she could do, so she just walked over to the center of the main hall and sat down on the same plush sofa as before.
   

        "The Ninth Princess got rejected? She looks dejected..."
   

        "Can someone actually make the Ninth Princess face defeat?"
   

        "I still remember how, at the last banquet, as soon as the Ninth Princess appeared, all those young and handsome aristocrats and geniuses surrounded her. They were like a group of splendid peacocks vying for attention..."
   

        "Looking in that direction, she came from the balcony. The balcony now seems to have only the number two Shadow Hunter, tsk tsk, hehehe..."
   

        Three minutes later, at the balcony location.
   

        A tall silhouette left the stark white moonlight and entered the bright lights. Casio walked forward, heading straight for the Duke's location.
   

        "Ah, you said the Ninth Princess was rejected..."
   

        "Does that mean we also have a chance now?"
   

        Whispers circulated within certain circles of the hall.
   

        Instantly, a group of flamboyantly dressed socialite ladies approached one after the other. Some were bold, some shy, some sultry, some gentle.
   

        For a time, they came in an unending stream.
   

        On a sofa in the distance, Angela's face was extremely unsightly. However, as time passed, her complexion gradually returned to normal, and she even felt a sense of relief and balance in her heart. Casio wasn't rejecting her alone; he was rejecting everyone indiscriminately. Not a single socialite was successful in striking up a conversation.
   

        In that case, it wasn't that her own charm and attractiveness had diminished. It was just that the tough nut before her was too cold, too hard, too difficult to chew.
   

        In the span of several seconds, Casio didn't stop moving.
   

        He kept his frigid demeanor as he walked straight up to Duke Augustus.
   

        "Mr. Augustus, I apologize, but there are some matters waiting for me to handle at the clinic. So, I will return now."
   

        "Ah, no problem. Your tasks are demanding, I understand. Just like Chief Inspector and Mr. Aaron, you have matters to deal with..."
   

        Duke Augustus still smiled as he waved his hand.
   

        "Goodbye."
   

        Casio nodded, turned around, and left the banquet without another word.
   

        He hadn't taken the slightest bit of the splendor and extravagance of this duke's banquet, nor had he lingered for a moment. He seemed like an out-of-place observer, quietly watching the joys and sorrows of the mortals' dramas unfold.
   

        The next day, June twenty-second.
   

        Florence, the headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization, the area where the treasure vault was located.
   

        This was a cold underground passage, with torches placed along the edges quietly burning, providing light. The Black Mechanism led the way, with Casio following behind. Their footsteps echoed through the passage, gradually merging into one.
   

        Two minutes passed, and a metal gate appeared before them.
   

        The Black Mechanism took out an object resembling a metallic polyhedron, resembling a metal sphere, and pressed it into an indentation on the metal gate.
   

        Suddenly, the gate opened, and a musty air spread out.
   

        As they walked in, the Black Mechanism clapped gently. All of a sudden, the vault was brightly lit like daylight, and flames floated beneath the dome.
   

        "This is the first level of the vault, there's a second and third level below. You can take one item from each level. After you've chosen something from the first level, let me know and I'll take you to the next one..."
   

        The Black Mechanism spoke slowly, his gaze steady.
   

        Casio nodded and started browsing the items on the first level of the vault.
   

        Very good, worthy of the first level of the vault. With his discerning eye, there truly wasn't much of interest. Eventually, Casio casually chose a pair of bronze rings that fit together. The rings could be separated and carried by two people. Even if thousands of miles apart, they could convey simple messages through the rings. It was essentially a low-tech version of a telephone, but in this remote era of the Hong Li Empire, such an item was precious enough.
   

        Next, the two proceeded to the second level of the vault.
   

        Without hesitation, Casio immediately selected a damaged ancient secret technique that the Dark Hunt Organization had collected at some unknown time. The content was recorded on a piece of old parchment, with only two-thirds remaining. The Dark Hunt Organization only knew it was some form of ancient secret technique but couldn't decipher its content. Since it was all cryptic symbols, naturally it lay dormant.
   

        But Casio was different. He was about to get his hands on the Devil's Book. With a touch of Disaster Essence, he could have the Devil's Book translate it for him. And there was a good chance to recover even the missing content.
   

        This was the second item, worth the investment.
   

        Soon, they reached the third level of the vault.
   

        With a rumbling sound, the heavy stone door opened, and the lights came on.
   

        Casio's eyes immediately fell upon the first item on the left on the third level.
   

        It was a bronze key, a somewhat corroded bronze key!
   

        Clearly, it was the key to entering those Ancient Ruins...
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        The third floor of the Treasure Vault, within the enclosed space.
   

        Casio's gaze subtly swept over the bronze key as he moved his footsteps to the right. His pace was neither rushed nor slow, resembling a collector selecting antiques, pausing to carefully observe any items of interest. It wasn't until half an hour later that Casio halted in front of the first item on the left. His gaze slowly drifting, he extended his hand to pick it up.
   

        The first sensation was cold, like metal stored in an ice cellar. The second was its heavy weight, which, of course, referred to the key feeling unusually heavy for its relatively small size. He spread his palm open, and the skin instantly felt streams of cold emanating from the key. The bronze key radiated waves of chilling cold.
   

        Casio slightly lowered his head, quickly scanning the key's overall shape.
   

        The end was a ring about the size of an eyeball, from which a bronze shank the length of a middle finger extended. One side of the shank branched into three curved bars, while there were two branches on the other side. At a glance, it resembled a mini bronze tree. Or perhaps some kind of exotic, grotesque metal claw.
   

        It was somewhat reminiscent of a bird? Hook-like claws...
   

        Casio turned it over in his hands for a while and finally clenched it firmly.
   

        "This one," he said to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism in the distance.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism nodded, his gaze sweeping over the bronze key in Casio's palm without much interest. He turned and led Casio out of the Treasure Vault.
   

        Tap tap tap...
   

        A series of approaching footsteps echoed from the stairs of the Underground Passage.
   

        Soon, two silhouettes left the Treasure Vault, standing on the brick and stone clearing. The weather was clear today, a vast expanse of azure overhead. At the edge of the sky, occasionally, strands of pure white clouds fluttered like gauze.
   

        On the secluded road, Casio and the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism walked toward the Headquarters building. Five minutes later, they were in the Chief Inspector's office.
   

        Casio sat on a soft brown sofa, half of his body covered by bright sunlight streaming in from the floor-to-ceiling window, the resulting shadow outlining his figure more imposingly and powerfully, giving off a sense of oppression.
   

        In front of him was a coffee table with a cup of aromatic black tea on it.
   

        Footsteps sounded from outside the door, and shortly after, a silhouette entered the office. It was Thomas, the Assistant of the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism who had once accompanied Casio on his first visit to the Clinic, holding a document in his hand. The tan-colored hard paper was sealed with a white band, marked with two red characters.
   

        "Confidential."
   

        Thomas walked over, sat opposite Casio, and gently placed the document on Casio's right-hand side, even thoughtfully turning the document face up.
   

        "Would you like some hot Milk?"
   

        As Thomas looked at the steaming black tea, he asked.
   

        "No need, I don't really like sweetness," Casio responded, immediately beginning to open the Document.
   

        Thomas turned and left, heading to another room to fetch hot Milk. The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism was busy with paperwork at his Office Desk, which also had a cup of black tea on it. Thomas naturally continued his usual duties.
   

        With a sound of tearing paper, the document was opened.
   

        Casio, with an expressionless face, flipped through the pages one by one, rustling.
   

        The sun outside was making the paper somewhat white and hot.
   

        "Aha," after turning over the last page, Casio looked up.
   

        "Interesting, the Lunar Eclipse Meeting in the eastern part of the Empire uses the Blood Moon potion at least five to six times more frequently than the first Branch in the north. That means they're able to use it on a regular basis now, and in such large quantities. Is the source of the Door Organization's goods located in the East of the Empire? Is that their potion production base, or are these potions all imported from abroad, and it's just that the East Coast's maritime trade is booming, so it radiates from the east..."
   

        He spoke slowly, his gaze distantly fixed on the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism.
   

        "It's possible..." the Chief Inspector put down the Feather Pen he was using to revise documents, looked up, and said, "If the Door Organization does have such a potion production facility, then it most likely would indeed be in the eastern region..."
   

        "I see," Casio nodded, his gaze deepening. After contemplating for a moment, he added, "Does the Lunar Eclipse Meeting in the East have overt connections with the Door Organization? For instance, members of the Door Organization having frequent contact with the Lunar Eclipse Meeting. Or perhaps, the two sides have conducted some joint operations..."
   

        "Yes. The county where the Lunar Eclipse Meeting Headquarters is located has seen frequent appearances of Door Organization members. Moreover, some members of the Door Organization don't seem to be from our Hong Li Empire, but rather from the ethnic groups of the South Reef Continent."
   

        The Chief Inspector was well-informed about the matter.
   

        After listening, Casio nodded, his mind already formulating a hypothesis.
   

        The Lunar Eclipse Meeting was likely one of the pawns for the Door Organization, as well as an experimental subject, a henchman. This was similar to the Blood Spirit Association Casio had encountered before, except that the Lunar Eclipse Meeting had a much larger Force and was more valuable. Moreover, the potion developed in cooperation between the Door Organization and the Lunar Eclipse Meeting was called the Blood Moon potion. Was it indirectly referring to the Lunar Eclipse Meeting's Hidden Card, the Moon God statue, and the fallen Moon God? Casio always felt that the Door Organization was planning something, and even their cooperation with the Lunar Eclipse Meeting might not be simple, not solely for experimentation.
   

        After mulling over it, Casio personally felt that what warranted the Door Organization's attention about the Lunar Eclipse Meeting was probably only the Hidden Card Moon God statue and the Moon God's flesh.
   

        With insufficient information, that's all he could surmise.
   

        The rest would have to wait until he traveled to the southeastern counties of the Empire to investigate in person. Casio's thoughts raced as he took a sip of the black tea.
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        Not far away, behind the office desk, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism watched silently. He rubbed the golden ring on his thumb with his left hand, his mouth corners lifting imperceptibly. Interesting, Casio had seen the intelligence on the Lunar Eclipse Meeting and was unconcerned about the meeting itself, instead, he was focusing on the Door Organization. Did this represent that he didn't take the much more powerful headquarters of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting seriously at all? Did he not care about the possible retaliations and assassinations that could occur?
   

        It seemed that this new director of the clinic had absolute confidence in himself. Every move he made was directed toward the most dangerous organization in the world, the Door. In that case, perhaps he might be a suitable ally in the future.
   

        If the Door Organization really harbored ill intentions towards Florence …
   

        Half an hour later, Casio memorized all the intelligence and left the headquarters building of the Dark Hunt Organization. He took a horse carriage back to the clinic headquarters.
   

        After a brief rest, Casio selected the candidates for this operation.
   

        Yes, just the two commanders, Nine Snakes and Fog Man, were not enough. Because they were not only headed to Alfama Mountains in Shire County, but they were also to directly move to battle in the southeast counties of the Empire. The Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Door Organization, the top Eerie Night Guests from Black Rain Villa, the dangers of the Eternal Isles, and the possibly intervening remnants of the forces from the Totem Temple in the southern Empire. They had no shortage of enemies…
   

        After some deliberation, Casio quickly decided on the candidates.
   

        He decided to take Vice-Director Otto with him, including Otto's disciples and several of his elite doctors, while an ascetic would stay behind to guard the headquarters.
   

        In fact, the best candidate to guard the headquarters would undoubtedly be Otto, given his experience in handling many affairs. However, Casio needed to see Otto's progress in the Shadow Moon Fist Boxing Method to make adjustments and perfect the boxing technique he created.
   

        Thus, two horse carriages left the clinic headquarters.
   

        Casio sat in the front carriage, while Otto and his subordinates were in the one behind. In the first carriage, Casio took out a pair of interlocking bronze rings from his bosom. With a flick of his fingers, a click sounded as the rings parted. He tossed one ring to a shadowy corner of the carriage.
   

        Suddenly, a fair and plump hand reached out and caught it.
   

        The silhouette of the Evil Mother appeared inside the carriage.
   

        She had now shrunk to the size of a normal human female, clad in a large black cloak that covered her unusual arms. Only her gorgeous face was visible, along with a totem faintly discernible on her neck.
   

        "This bronze ring can transmit messages remotely, keep it and hide in the darkness. If needed, I will command you through the ring…"
   

        Casio tucked away the remaining ring and spoke lightly.
   

        As he finished speaking, he opened the carriage curtains. Outside was a somewhat rugged mud path, flanked by lush green woods.
   

        The carriage had left Florence and was heading towards Shire County.
   

        Casio glanced at the dazzling sun high in the sky, his gaze seemingly shifting miles away to Shire County, monitoring the actions of his subordinates.
   

        ****************************
   

        Shire County, Ming Mountain City, urban area.
   

        A single house surrounded by a white enclosure wall.
   

        Inside the building, a banquet centered around gourmet food was underway.
   

        A rectangular table with golden fringe edges was placed in the middle of the hall.
   

        Metal goblets, bouquets, fruit baskets, candlesticks, all were present. Arranged around the rectangular table, and at its center was a large metal tray covered with a wide fabric resembling red silk.
   

        The candle flames burned and flickered.
   

        Around the table, four aristocrats, elegant in their demeanor, moved back and forth, making final preparations. They wore slight, proper smiles on their faces, yet they lacked warmth. For these gentlemen's faces were too pale, as pale as a corpse that had been dead for three or four days, and under the dim lights, their eyes also appeared abnormal. The edges were pure black, while the center was a spot of crimson, bat-like, giving off a chilling look.
   

        "Can we start now, Ludo?" one gentleman suddenly said.
   

        "Andy hasn't arrived yet, let's wait for him a bit more,"
   

        responded another older gentleman.
   

        No sooner had he finished speaking than a soft knocking sound echoed from outside.
   

        "Tap, tap, tap…"
   

        "Oh, he's arrived," the gentlemen exchanged glances and smiled.
   

        "Tap, tap…" Suddenly, something under the red cloth on the long table began to tremble as if struggling, occasionally outlining the slender limbs of a woman.
   

        "Handle it, I'll go get the door," he said.
   

        The elderly gentleman named Ludo shot a glance and made his way to the door, clicking it open. "You almost arrived late," he said.
   

        Whoosh!!!
   

        Streams of blood-red gale squeezed in from outside the door, scrambling to enter first, forming a vortex at the entrance. Almost in the blink of an eye, the vortex vanished. A skeleton stood still in the hallway, motionless, pale, cold, and deathly quiet.
   

        The gushing blood mist seemed like a scraping knife, or perhaps a tongue full of backthorns. In an instant, it licked Ludo clean of flesh.
   

        Inside and out, skin, muscles, internal organs, nothing was spared.
   

        All were devoured, rolled back into the mouth of a monster chewing outside the door.
   

        "Click, click, click…"
   

        "Creak—" The wooden door was pushed open and a silhouette in a black cloak stood in the doorway.
   

        He had a yin-yang face: one side was the pale human physique, the other utterly wicked with billowing bloody mist. At that moment, the mist was violently churning and bulging, forming whirlpools on the surface. Inside the whirlpools, it seemed as if chunks of flesh or remnants of organs floated by.
   

        "Tsk, I was just having lunch," he scoffed.
   

        The Fog Man's horrendously unpleasant voice rang out, his face showing a wicked smile.
   

        "Friend, don't mind adding one more to the party…"
   

        Boom, boom, boom!
   

        Suddenly, all the windows in the building shattered under the force of an enormous external pressure. Amidst the tinkling sound of breaking glass, torrents of bloody mist surged inside, displacing and overtaking the air.
   

        A few seconds later, all the blood mist converged in one place, forming a huge vortex. Within the vortex, a massive mouth appeared.
   

        With a snap, it swallowed all the Vampires present.
   

        "Empty, empty, empty..."
   

        The entire house trembled, and cracks began to appear on the walls.
   

        Once the vibration stopped, the Fog Man slowly turned around, glanced at the quietly standing, strong and fierce men in the courtyard. With a smile, he waved his hand gently. Instantly, doctors from the clinic dressed in black surged in, rushing into the building from both sides of the Fog Man.
   

        In the hall, the struggle on the rectangular dining table drew to a close.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        An abrupt, piercing scream erupted. The red cloth was suddenly thrown off, revealing a beautiful blond-haired, blue-eyed girl half-seated on the dining plate, her face looking around in terror and bewilderment. She was naked at the moment, her fine figure and fair skin exposed to the air—she was a naked lamb.
   

        "Vampire! Monster! They're going to eat us, they're going to eat us..."
   

        The girl's face was full of fear. Turning her head, she saw next to the dining table stood three skeletons, posed as if struggling in agony. One of the skeletons still had tattered noble clothing on its shoulders, adorned with a white lace flower.
   

        "This... these are the vampires! They... they're dead!!!"
   

        The girl was stunned for a moment before it dawned on her, first with a mix of shock and fear, then came overwhelming joy. She survived, she was saved!
   

        This emotion lasted for a second, and after a second,
   

        "It's over."
   

        The girl turned around, her eyes filled with despair. It was only then that she noticed on the right side of the hall, several muscular men, stout as calves, were searching around. Some of them headed this way, their faces taut with brutal features and their eyes tinted red with savagery.
   

        Out of the wolf's den and into the tiger's mouth!
   

        In the hall, a muscular man with face full of totem tattoos eyed the pure white girl, his gaze seemed somewhat eager. In the hall, a muscular man with face full of totem tattoos eyed the pure white girl, his gaze seemed somewhat eager.
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        After a minor farce, the clinic followed its usual practice by inspecting the antique collections in the single house. Unfortunately, like all their activities that day, they found nothing. Despite this, the leader of the Fog Men was not discouraged. Comforted by good food, his mood was relatively stable.
   

        By the white enclosure wall, at the doorway.
   

        The Fog Man's arms, writhing like streams of blood, gently pressed against the wall. His fingertips slid down slightly and then were covered again by his broad black robe. He turned and walked out of the gate, glancing at the doctors of the clinic who had regrouped. He suddenly waved his arm, "Next location, continue..."
   

        Rustle rustle...
   

        Sounds of fluttering garments overlapped, as if birds were flapping their wings. Dozens of powerful black silhouettes immediately left the single house in an orderly fashion, blending into the dark shadows. They headed toward their next slaughter, their inner brutality accumulating once more.
   

        To find the Cupan Magic Box for the esteemed head of the clinic, they must start with the collectors and collection organizations of Jinghu and Ming Mountain Cities. As human cities heavily infiltrated by the Blood Clan, many so-called antique collectors were vampires. This was because the Blood Clan, unlike other dark creatures, tended towards human habits, coveting worldly prosperity.
   

        Of course, their nature was still that of dark creatures. However, their external expressions and habits had already differed, becoming more secularized.
   

        Thus, in the course of performing their tasks, the doctors of the clinic often encountered Vampires disguised as human collectors. Facing these dark creatures, they naturally had nothing good to say; they simply killed them all.
   

        The new generation at the clinic, all the commanders and doctors, were not selected from formal hunters. These doctors were once cruel criminals from the dens of wild beasts, now forcibly leashed by the powerful head of the clinic and driven by various means.
   

        Essentially, these doctors were all extremely temperamental and beastly.
   

        They needed to vent, they needed to kill, they needed blood to soothe the nearly boiling brutality in their bodies. Occasionally going on a rampage and slaughtering all the dark creatures in the two cities was also a fine choice. At least, the two commanders, Fog Man and Nine Snakes, took pleasure in it.
   

        A breeze swept through the deserted courtyard, three minutes passed.
   

        From inside the single house, a pale-faced blond girl staggered out. She held the wall with one hand and adjusted the aristocratic clothing she had hurriedly thrown on with the other. The girl's expression was somewhat blank, her mind not even filled with joy at having survived. Instead, she was incredulous, "Did I really survive?"
   

        She took a deep breath of fresh air, feeling the warmth brought by the dazzling golden sunlight. Only then did the girl wake up as if from a dream. The ticklish sensation of the wind brushing against her hair, the sweet scent of flowers at the tip of her nose, the real and rich colors in her field of view—all reminded her that she was rescued.
   

        "Although that group of men in black was incredibly terrifying, making one feel extremely dangerous, even more frightening than the vampires who captured me, they did indeed save me, thank you so much..."
   

        The girl stood in the middle of the courtyard muttering to herself until the doctors of the clinic had gone, moved away. Only then did she dare to express her gratitude.
   

        Taking a few weak steps, the girl walked forward.
   

        Instantly, her gaze was attracted by a white wall in the distance.
   

        On the pristine wall, there was a striking blood-red cross logo, about the height of an adult male. This cross logo, unlike traditional prayer crosses, looked more like an executioner's beheading sword. The blade below was straight and sharp, and its surface was dripping with thick blood-red paint.
   

        From the smell of blood in the air, it was the blood of the Blood Clan.
   

        "Is this a symbol left by those men in black? Representing judgment?"
   

        The girl's pupils contracted, her tone somewhat uncertain. Yet, she firmly memorized it and then stopped and stepped toward the outside.
   

        In actuality, this cross logo was the operational logo of the clinic. On one hand, it used the enemy's blood to deter all supernatural forces; on the other, it reminded local government agencies that this was the important institution of the Hunters Association in action, specifically targeting dark creatures that threatened humans!
   

        The local police station or professional personnel were supposed to provide conveniences and clean things up.
   

        "Tap tap tap..." The girl's footsteps faded into the distance.
   

        In a dark shadow at the corner of the single house wall, however, a man emerged. He appeared to be over thirty, weathered, with a circle of black stubble around his jaw. He was not very handsome, but he had a distinct aura. Especially his eyes, which were an unusually deep blue.
   

        Beyond his appearance, the man's attire revealed his identity.
   

        On his left waist hung a sharp long sword, on his back was a semi-automatic crossbow, and on the right was a yellow quiver, with a supply bag beside it.
   

        The Mercury Hunter, also known as Blue-eyed Hunter. A group continuously entangled and combating the Blood Clan in the Alfama Mountains region. They possessed the technology to create Thorny Mercury, which could weaken the powers of the Blood Clan.
   

        Jinghu City and Ming Mountain City were also their key strongholds.
   

        Therefore, from the moment the clinic entered Ming Mountain City yesterday, the Mercury Hunters had already noticed and were monitoring their movements. Initially, they thought it would be one or two brief skirmishes, but it turned out to last all night and was set to continue. The commanders of the clinic led many doctors, relentlessly slaughtering the Blood Clan, including others among them disguised as collectors of dark creatures. They seemed to be searching for something, some important antique?
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        Anyway, the blue-eyed hunters were still in a watchful state, having not made contact with the clinic. After all, although the doctors at these clinics were slaughtering dark creatures, their own demeanors were nothing like those of benevolent individuals. The act of massacring the Blood Clan seemed like a monster from the darkness killing another kind of monster. It was like wolves, dangerous carnivores, being killed by tigers, even more superior and dangerous carnivores. Sheep couldn't possibly grow fond of the tiger that killed their enemy, the wolf, to the extent of walking straight into the tiger's jaws.
   

        The blue-eyed hunters were respectfully observing from the shadows, waiting.
   

        In the open courtyard, a man with deep blue eyes and a bearded face walked into the building and quickly came out. He had seen the pitiful state of several lower-ranking members of the Blood Clan, all reduced to skeletons without exception.
   

        Recalling the previous blood-drenched battle scenes he had witnessed.
   

        Dismemberment, beheadings, dissections, halves carved out, bone-extraction tortures...
   

        The brutality and bloodshed of this mysterious force were evident.
   

        "It's this logo again, what does it mean?"
   

        The bearded man walked step by step to the forefront of the white wall, looking at the wet, blood-red cross on the wall, the intense smell of blood hitting his nostrils.
   

        "The Elders and the senior level are already investigating, and there should be some news soon," he thought rapidly to himself, "If this is indeed a force we can collaborate with, it would undoubtedly be the best opportunity to break the Blood Clan's dominion over the dark world in both Ming Mountain City and Jinghu City! Since Count Baine's Manor was established on the outskirts of Ming Mountain City fifty years ago, the Blood Clans from all branches of the Li Empire have been arriving here incessantly, even considering Shire County as their frenzied hunting ground. Could it be that my clan has been holding steadfast..."
   

        "I'm afraid, Ming Mountain City and Jinghu City have completely fallen. But the current situation isn't much better, with those of the Blood Clan becoming more and more unrestrained. They even brazenly appear in public under the guise of human aristocrats and collectors. Especially Count Baine's Manor, which serves as one of their transit and gathering places. Our clan has wanted to eliminate it since twenty years ago, but unfortunately, we lacked the strength. And Count Baine's Manor continues to grow stronger, widening the gap... If these black-clothed people do indeed hate the Blood Clan that much, it might be worth aligning with the tiger to test the waters, to crush Count Baine's Manor in one fell swoop..."
   

        Thinking this, the bearded man of considerable standing among the mercury hunters was overcome with emotion. After several deep breaths, he stepped out of the door.
   

        He headed in the direction the young girl had taken earlier.
   

        The girl was one of the few ordinary humans who survived the actions of the mysterious force, perhaps she could shed some light on what exactly had happened?
   

        Time flew, and it was dusk in the afternoon.
   

        A panorama of sunset clouds settled at the base of the clouds, with the dying sun as red as blood.
   

        A cloaked figure in black stood on the roof of the building, quietly looking downward. The doctors from the clinic frantically rushed into the building, some bare-handed, others gripping weapons, all with eyes red with blood.
   

        Screams, groans, and wails of the Blood Clan soon echoed from within.
   

        Until no sound came out at all.
   

        About ten minutes later, the doctors from the clinic uniformly evacuated from the building. One of the squad leaders exchanged a glance with the leader of the Nine Snakes on the roof, shook his head to indicate that they had not found the trace of the magic box.
   

        The hem of the cloak fluttered like floating dark clouds.
   

        The dark-robed leader of the Nine Snakes struck the ground, her aura somewhat somber. She coldly said, "Continue! Even if we have to slaughter through both Ming Mountain City and Jinghu City, we must find the magic box within two days! We need to complete the task before the dean arrives in Shire County! If not achieved, then join me on the second level of the Wild Beast's nest to be punished..."
   

        As her words fell, every buffed tough guy there shuddered in their frames, their expressions showing rare signs of fear and anxiety, some swallowing dryly, others shaking their heads. Clearly, no one wanted to experience the punishment within the clinic's Wild Beast's nest.
   

        It was said that the punishment not only included the original Demon Seed but also an infamous interrogation squad called Jackhead Four.
   

        At that moment, all the tough guys were imbued with high morale, their killing intent boiling like fire.
   

        "Slaughter through Ming Mountain City! Let the dean see what we are capable of!"
   

        After a brief mobilization, the people at the clinic were ready to set out again.
   

        However, Nine Snakes suddenly looked toward the door, where a bearded man had just walked in, smiling, "May we have a talk?"
   

        Five minutes later, in a corner of the courtyard, the conversation was underway.
   

        "I think you've misunderstood our intention. We are not mortal enemies of the Blood Clan, nor are we engaged in a plan against them. We are merely carrying out the tasks assigned by the head of the clinic. Anyone or any force that obstructs us must be crushed…"
   

        "And the Blood Clan just happens to be in our way."
   

        Enveloped in his cloak, Nine Snakes' voice was exceptionally cold.
   

        "I understand, but you are looking for a certain magical antique, aren't you? In Ming Mountain City and Jinghu City, the biggest antique collector is Count Baine. He's a powerful member of the Blood Clan who arrived in Ming Mountain City fifty years ago. His greatest hobby is collecting unique antiques. Many from the Blood Clan collect antiques to please Count Baine, continually gifting them to the Count. That's why many from the Blood Clan choose the identity of a collector in the public eye. So, if you really are looking for some rare and peculiar antiques, they are likely to have ended up in Count Baine's hands, at Count Baine's Manor..."
   

        The bearded man spoke with meticulous logic. Their observations over the past day had nearly confirmed that the clinic was searching for something. Otherwise, they wouldn't have kept targeting collectors and institutions.
   

        "..."
   

        Nine Snakes was silent for a while, and a hoarse female voice emerged from beneath the cloak.
   

        "So where is Count Baine's Manor?"
   

        "It's on the outskirts of Ming Mountain City, a very famous manor. Count Baine has a prominent identity in both the dark world and the public eye..."
   

        The bearded man answered seriously.
   

        "Very well, thank you for your intelligence."
   

        Nine Snakes spoke slowly, making the bearded man smile. However, Nine Snakes' next words made the bearded man's smile stiffen.
   

        "But we do not require cooperation."
   

        The bearded man opened his mouth, "But now is actually the perfect time to attack Count Baine's Manor. My clan has been preparing for this day all along, and we have a common goal, we could collaborate! My clan's Thorny Mercury can weaken the Blood Clan's abilities and even..."
   

        His words were cut short by Nine Snakes raising her hand, "What I mean is, we at the clinic do not need any encumbrance. Count Baine's Manor will be destroyed by us today! They will not tremble and die like straw..."
   

        "Hehehe…" Evil laughter came from beneath the cloak.
   

        "But," the bearded man tried to speak again, but suddenly felt a terrifying aura rising from across, causing all the hair on his body to stand on end instantaneously.
   

        In the dimness beneath the cloak, a pair of blood-red snake eyes lit up.
   

        "Are you trying to compete with us for prey, blue-eyed boy...?"
   

        The bearded man, stared down by the snake eyes, found himself unable to speak, overwhelmed by fear. He felt his limbs and back sweating and trembling.
   

        After a brief three-second stare, Nine Snakes turned her head and said to the sky, "Fog Man, let's go. Take all your subordinates straight to Count Baine's Manor on the outskirts of Ming Mountain City, what we are looking for is likely there. Slaughter, conquest, plunder. Then offer the Magic Box to the master, I think, by then, the head of the clinic will be very pleased..."
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        In the spacious courtyard, Gale swept through, and the red mist whirled.
   

        Once everything had settled, a man stood next to Nine Snakes, half of his body burning like Flame. A manic laugh still stuck on his face, revealing ghastly white teeth. His teeth were sharp and curved, resembling those of a wild beast.
   

        To the man's left, the cloak atop Nine Snake's head was torn away by the wind.
   

        A gorgeous woman's face was revealed, yet her pupils were cold like those of a Poisonous snake, and atop her head, black hair writhed wildly like serpents. Every fiber exuded an extremely dangerous Aura.
   

        The man with the goatee stood rooted on the spot, daring not to move an inch. These operatives from the Dark Hunt Organization didn't seem like any kind Purebred Humans, at least not with their looks and postures far more terrifying than those of the Blood Clan. Their auras were like those of demons...
   

        Bearing a potential Spirit tendency toward extreme, irascible, and frenzied madness.
   

        Because of this atmosphere, the goateed man remained still as a Wooden stake. He quietly watched Nine Snakes and Fog Man exchange a few words before turning around and leading the main force to set off.
   

        Two minutes passed, and the courtyard was deserted, leaving him alone in a corner. A breeze across his back brought a chilly sensation. It was then that the goateed man finally sighed in relief and wiped the sweat from his Forehead. During that moment, there were two instances where he thought he was done for.
   

        One was when Nine Snakes glared at him, questioning whether he intended to compete with the Clinic for Prey; the other was the deranged laughter from the sky, and the man entwined with the terrifying Blood mist descended like a demon.
   

        The oppressive feeling those two moments brought to the goateed man was overwhelming.
   

        More than a decade ago, he had directly encountered the arrival of a High Rank Blood Clan. In that Battle, nearly all of the elite team dispatched by the Mercury Hunters was wiped out. If not for an Elder of the Mercury Hunters stepping forward to cover the retreat, the goateed man would have surely not survived. To this day, that blood-soaked night from more than ten years ago still haunted him like a Nightmare. And now, he realized that compared to that High Order Blood Clan, neither the Aura nor the pressure from those two individuals came close. Those two had made him feel like he was suffocating.
   

        Therefore, he took a full three minutes to recover from that state of shock. The goateed man looked toward the exit where those in black had left, "If these two are already so formidable, just how extraordinary must be the Dean they admire..."
   

        His mouth felt dry as he pondered, but the goateed man quickly came to his senses. The Clinic wasn't interested in collaborating with them; they intended to launch an assault on Count's Manor by themselves. He had to report this to the Elders quickly so that the Mercury Hunters with their wealthy Experience could make a decision.
   

        Ming Mountain City, in a suburb, lay a small town made of white brick houses.
   

        "You're saying they have already made their move alone, not willing to cooperate with us? Why? We share a common Enemy, wouldn't uniting our Strength to eliminate those Blood Clan be better..."
   

        In the spacious courtyard, a thin and short Elder with furrowed brows stood. He was dressed in gray cloth attire similar to exercise wear, with dry, white hair and a wrinkled face. Only his deep blue eyes remained clear and penetrating. Behind him was a massive saber.
   

        The blade was large and heavy, almost half the size of the Elder himself.
   

        At a glance, one couldn't help but worry about the Elder's back.
   

        Directly in front of the Elder, the goateed man shook his head and answered.
   

        "Those Commanders told us not to compete with them for Prey..."
   

        "What kind of nonsense is that?!" The Elder immediately erupted in anger, "Do they think they can win with just their forces? Becoming arrogant just because they killed some minor Blood Clan in Ming Mountain City? The Count's Manor is nothing like those worthless lower-tier Blood Clan; they have secret connections with the direct Blood Clan of Alfama Mountains. Mid-tier, even High-tier Blood Clan..."
   

        The more he spoke, the angrier he became, feeling those in black were far too arrogant.
   

        "Going without any strategy, without seeking the right timing, and just brazenly assaulting head-on, is utterly foolish. I can already envision their disastrous fate at the Count's Manor, alas..."
   

        The Elder sighed, "I thought they were promising allies, but they turned out to be arrogant greenhorns. Too bad... Regardless, right now is the best opportunity we've had in decades to attack the Count's Manor. They've already served as our pawns; there's no reason not to follow through. We must fight this battle, we can't delay any longer, time is not on our side..."
   

        "Elder Wind Knife, there is something I must report. When I made contact with them just now, the pressure those two Commanders gave me was not less than that of a High Rank Blood Clan. Perhaps their Strength is not to be underestimated..."
   

        The goateed man couldn't help but speak up, honestly relaying the Intelligence.
   

        "High Rank Blood Clan? Do you think such high-level experts are as plentiful as cabbages? To claim there are two high-level Hunters arriving all at once? Although we Mercury Hunters are not the most informed, we do know about the Dark Hunt Organization, the Hunters Association. To take on a High Rank Blood Clan, it would take at least those few Shadow Hunters from the Hunters Association. And we've learned from the government that these people in black are from the Clinic, an Organization under the auspices of the Hunters Association. Didn't you hear those two Commanders refer to someone as 'Dean'? That indicates they are members affiliated with the Clinic. You said their presence gives more pressure than a High Rank Blood Clan? Could it be that the Clinic has two Shadow Hunters under its command..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 898: 464 strong (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The elder known as Gale shook his head. Clearly, as an elder of the Blue-eyed Clan, he had some knowledge of the Transcendental Realm and could guess that the Fog Man of the Nine snakes was a member of which branch of the Dark Hunt Organization. Gale paused briefly before continuing, "Forget about all that, and go inform Elder Snake Arrow quickly. Tell him to take out everything he has prepared..."
   

        The man with the beard opened his mouth to speak, but in the end, he simply nodded without saying a word.
   

        Five minutes later, in the plaza of the small town, Mercury Hunters gathered.
   

        "One hundred bottles of blood essence, a thousand bottles of activated mercury, three thousand armor-piercing arrows specialized for the Blood Clan, Black Gold Daggers, threaded beheading knives..." The gaunt elder walked slowly in front of the people, pointing to the supplies one by one.
   

        "And Thorny Mercury Fragment Grenade, specialized mechanical crossbows..."
   

        As Elder Gale listed a great deal of equipment, a bit of confidence began to rise in his heart. His gaze swept over the many young Mercury Hunters standing neatly in front of him, and he nodded in satisfaction, "Very well, the opportunity to overthrow Baine's Count's Manor has finally come today. Everyone, quickly take your equipment. Elder Snake Arrow and I will lead the team for a full assault on the Count's Manor..."
   

        Rustle rustle rustle...
   

        A large group of Mercury Hunters with deep blue eyes began to act.
   

        They were like hounds that had finally gotten the opportunity.
   

        At the same time, on the outskirts of Ming Mountain City, a manor was nestled against a mountain.
   

        Several smooth mud roads connected and converged toward a cluster of grey-black buildings. It looked like the thick black veins around a heart, with Baine's Count's Manor being that pulsating heart.
   

        Inside the manor, in the hall of the core building, before a table.
   

        An aristocratic youth with handsome features and pale skin was sitting elegantly in a chair, dining in a classic noble's attire. Soft white lace trimmed the sleeves and collar, even around the chest. The edges of the pure white shirt were also bordered with conspicuous gold threads.
   

        Ting, sounds of friction...
   

        His pale fingers held metal cutlery, cutting through hunks of meat. The sickly black veins under his skin were slightly writhing.
   

        A piece of meat, undercooked and still coursing with blood, was sliced off.
   

        The aristocratic youth picked up the goblet beside him and poured a viscous scarlet liquid that resembled red wine over the meat, thoroughly soaking it. He stirred it with a fork and then lifted the meat to his mouth to chew.
   

        The aristocratic youth nodded, revealing a satisfied smile with sharp tusks fully displayed. He looked up and signaled his subordinates to continue reporting.
   

        "Count, those weak Mercury Hunters have been restless again recently. Yesterday, they suddenly deployed a number of elite hunters into the urban area of Ming Mountain City. At the same time, many members of the Blood Clan disguised as human collectors have severed contact with us. It's possible that these Mercury Hunters have had a hand in this, and someone has already gone to investigate. We should have intelligence soon..."
   

        A middle-aged member of the Blood Clan dressed as a steward spoke from the side.
   

        "Hmmph, these weak insects buzz like flies, incessantly annoying. Didn't they plan to overthrow my Count's Manor decades ago? And yet now they're behaving like turtles shrinking their heads, too timid to make a move. Do they think I'm unaware, still harboring the thought of finding my vulnerability to strike suddenly? How foolish. I'm getting a bit tired of waiting. Maybe I should carelessly reveal a weakness to lure them into taking action. At the same time, I could eliminate their living forces once and for all, so they stop bothering me..."
   

        Count Baine sneered, seemingly holding the Mercury Hunters in contempt. He already regarded Ming Mountain City and Jinghu City as his own territory.
   

        "Yes, Count." The steward beside him bowed his head.
   

        Baine Count smiled again, took a sip of the viscous scarlet liquid in his goblet. Then, he took out a rectangular box the size of a palm from his chest. Not quite gold, not quite wood, it had a matte luster similar to metal. Extremely smooth to the touch, without the slightest seam, it looked like a metal block crafted in the industrial age.
   

        As the box was placed in the sunlight, its slanted surfaces exuded a strange and enchanting luster, possessing an alluring magical power. Count Baine gazed greedily at the box, rubbing his finger against it. For some reason, this antique, collected by his subordinates, seemed to have an unusual magic power even for an inhuman member of the Blood Clan. He wanted to keep it by his side every day, to fiddle with it continuously, immersed in that taboo aura.
   

        Baine called this box the "Magic Box," offered by a member of the Blood Clan five years ago. He liked it so much, he carried it with him daily. He would occasionally study the box's effects, because he felt that this antique was not simple. Regrettably, even after five years, he had not figured out much. But as an antique to play with, it fitted perfectly in his hands.
   

        On a return note, the member of the Blood Clan who presented the Magic Box to him had called it the "Box of Misfortune." It was said that every owner of the Magic Box had died unluckily, meeting extremely gruesome ends, as if they were struck with a curse of misfortune. But Count Baine cared not the slightest, for he was not a frail human, but a powerful member of the Blood Clan, a master with robust immortality.
   

        What curse of misfortune or sudden incident could cause one to die an unnatural death, in such a gruesome manner? Impossible, it didn't exist.
   

        It would always have the Magic Box until it had thoroughly researched its mysteries.
   

        Before the dining table, Count Baine rubbed the smooth surface of the box for a while, then turned back to drinking the blood wine. At once, a pair of lips became exceedingly scarlet.
   

        Whiz! Whiz! Whiz! Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        Suddenly, the exterior walls of the building started to quiver, as if something like shells was being lobbed from afar. The shells hit the wall, accompanied by the crisp sound of splitting sinews and bones, alongside abruptly halted screams. With a whoosh, another shell flew over and actually burst through the wall!
   

        Boom— the exquisite wall crumbled, and brick debris scattered everywhere.
   

        A bloody, unrecognizable silhouette fell onto the smooth, neat carpet inside the building, half of its body ripped apart, with internal organs spilling out with a slurping sound.
   

        It looked as if it had been bitten in half by a python.
   

        "What's going on!?"
   

        Count Baine, who had been before the dining table, could no longer remain calm and abruptly stood up. He rushed over to the figure and sensed that his subordinate was still barely alive.
   

        "Count... my lord, the enemy... enemy attack..."
   

        The next second, the vitality of the Blood Clan member was utterly extinguished, and the fresh blood energy within his body completely depleted. Unable to provide any further detailed intelligence.
   

        "Damn it, to think there are forces daring to lay hands on my manor!"
   

        Count Baine was uncontrollably furious, and meanwhile, the steward had already dashed towards the doorway, obviously to check the situation outside for his master.
   

        Click, the door opened, and a gust of scarlet wind whooshed through.
   

        The steward's entire body froze in place, like a puppet. His right hand was still on the doorknob, yet his palm had been completely stripped of flesh, leaving a pale skeleton behind. Not just the arm, the steward had turned into an empty skeleton. His flesh had been swept away by that gale in an instant, as if his bones had been excoriated by blades within a fraction of a second.
   

        "Rosa? Rosa! Damn it!"
   

        Just as Count Baine was about to sprint in that direction, the entire building shook violently, and the sound of a tornado howling came from outside. It seemed as though a massive creature had slammed into the exterior wall, devouring and enveloping everything.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the sky grew dark. The outside of the windows had already been completely shrouded by a deep, blood-red mist, with agonized screams continuously coming from within the fog, interspersed with the sounds of savagely devouring flesh.
   

        "Aaaaah!" "No!" "Run for it!" "Can't escape..."
   

        The voices grew weaker and rarer, until complete silence prevailed.
   

        Count Baine broke out in a cold sweat all over, a sense of extreme danger coming from nowhere made him take two steps back. His back pressed against the edge of the dining table.
   

        He turned around in terror, his gaze suddenly fixing on a particular spot.
   

        There was a large French window, but at this moment, a ghastly face that covered the entire window was laughing madly, the blood mist composing its face burning like flames, its maniacal eyes fixed on Baine.
   

        As if it were greedily gazing upon an incredibly precious treasure.
   

        Crash! The blood mist giant face shattered the glass and forcibly squeezed in from the outside. It opened its large mouth, revealing inside undigested hunks of revolting rotten meat and severed limbs, the bloody chunks mixed with pale, broken bones. "Found it, found it! Hahahaha..."
   

        The blood mist giant face let out a deafening laugh, causing the entire building to reverberate and tremble: "The Cupan Magic Box is here!"
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        "Where is it?"
   

        A hoarse female voice came from outside the building.
   

        Then, from all sides, the sound of scales rubbing against the walls could be heard, along with the cracking noise of the building struggling under the weight it was bearing. Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, windows shattered, and glass fell. Nine python heads, as thick as water buckets, poked exaggeratedly inside, their eyes blood-red.
   

        In that moment, Count Baine's heart sank like it had fallen into an ice cellar.
   

        Right then, in his field of view, the hall of the building seemed like a magical inferno. Thick, blood-red mist obscured everything outside the windows as a huge face made of blood mist wildly laughed and rushed in. Not only that, but there were also nine ferocious python heads staring menacingly through the air.
   

        Twenty eyes were fixed on Count Baine. Suddenly, he felt an unimaginable pressure, as though the blood in his heart was reversing its flow, about to burst his veins. He could no longer maintain an elegant gentleman's demeanor, instead releasing all of his blood energy in a frenzy like a desperado cornered and hysterical.
   

        Instantly, Count Baine's figure underwent a transformation. He turned into a monster that was half man, half bat, with blood-red claws hanging by his sides. His swelling skeleton and physique burst through his aristocratic clothes, revealing a fierce stance.
   

        As the master of the mansion, having reigned for fifty years between Mirror Lake and Ming Mountain, Count Baine's own strength could naturally not be weak. He was only a half step away from the high-ranking members of the Blood Clan—if it weren't for the fact that the direct bloodline in his body was not pure, he would have already stepped into the ranks of the High Order Blood Clan. However, it was clear that even if Count Baine were a member of the High Order Blood Clan, he still wouldn't be able to face the two commanders of the Clinic. Not to mention, Count Baine had only taken half a step.
   

        And that half step was the difference between heaven and earth.
   

        Therefore, the nine snakes and the Fog Man who broke into the hall didn't take him seriously at all. Their gaze was locked solely on the Cupan Magic Box placed on the dining table. Count Baine had only caught their attention because he was next to the Magic Box, giving rise to an extreme sense of danger deep within his heart.
   

        The Fog Man and the nine snakes actually already ignored him, yet Count Baine felt they were about to encircle him. Thus, he immediately unleashed all his strength, showing an unyielding posture and spoke loudly.
   

        "Who do you represent?"
   

        "Behind me stands the great stronghold of the direct line of the northern Blood Clan, the high-ranking members of the Alfama Mountains are the ones supporting my mansion!"
   

        "I advise you to back off quickly and leave my mansion. Otherwise, the direct bloodlines of the Alfama Mountains will come out in full force for revenge. Even if you are powerful, you will definitely not be able to leave Shire County..."
   

        "Also, I think it's best if you don't try to touch me..."
   

        Bang!
   

        As he was speaking, Count Baine was sent flying out of control, whizzing through the air like riding the clouds and crashing into a load-bearing pillar with a loud boom. The colossal force broke the thick pillar.
   

        Crumble, crumble, stone shattered everywhere, and dust fell.
   

        Next to the fallen pillar, Count Baine's silhouette looked broken, his lower body almost overlapping with his legs. It seemed that all the ribs and the spine at the front of his chest had been smashed to bits, and his muscles and internal organs had been turned into a ragged state. Only a thin layer of skin was left on the outside.
   

        He spat out a mouthful of fresh blood with a retch, his eyes filled with blood.
   

        In his pupils were shock, fear, disbelief.
   

        One strike! Seemingly light and too fast for any reaction, yet it contained an extreme and terrifying force. It instantly crushed all of the freshly drawn blood defense on his surface and smashed his proud physical body into a disabled state, his combat power plummeting by ninety percent. This meant that, at this moment, he had virtually no power to resist.
   

        "What the hell is this northern direct line of the Blood Clan stronghold; I've never heard of it! I do know about the high-ranking members of the Blood Clan, though; the Ascetic just killed one about ten days ago. Talk about weak, that high-ranking Blood Clan member did nothing but take hits and was eventually pounded into flesh mud. It's a pity, if that had been my opponent, it would have been much better! Then I wouldn't have had to tangle with that Shadow Demon for so long, and it was ultimately the Head of the Clinic who had to help me out. It was quite embarrassing for me!" The blood mist face hanging in the sky gradually condensed.
   

        It then transformed into a figure cloaked in a black cloak.
   

        The Fog Man was chatting with the nine snakes, complaining about that battle.
   

        "The Alfama Mountains? Interesting. I remember the Head of the Clinic saying that his next step is to enter the Alfama Mountains. Perhaps, in addition to our task of finding the Magic Box, we might be able to seize more opportunities to distinguish ourselves. Hehehe…" Outside the door, the python moved gracefully and slowly walked in.
   

        She covered her red lips with a light chuckle, appearing like a delicate beauty.
   

        Then, above her head, nine massive pythons were freely spiraling and rising in the air, displaying dazzling scales and ferocious tusks. Each of the python's bodies was thicker and larger than the python's own body, looking terribly disproportionate at a glance, giving off an absurd demonic vibe. It was one of these pythons that had sent Count Baine flying.
   

        Being touched by one of the nine snakes' pythons might be more terrifying than being rammed by a fully loaded speeding truck. Had Count Baine not released all his strength in an instant, he might have been killed on the spot.
   

        The two walked into the hall with a very clear purpose. They didn't bother with Count Baine, who lay on the ground, but headed straight for the dining table and chairs. The Fog Man was more eager, so he reached it first.
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        He extended his arm, wrapped in blood mist, and grabbed the magic box.
   

        The Nine Snakes behind him slowly took out a larger wooden box, which upon opening contained a slip of paper describing the characteristics of the magic box.
   

        It was there for verification after finding a similar antique, to confirm its authenticity once again.
   

        The Nine Snakes picked up the slip of paper, and started to read off the characteristics one by one. The Fog Man was in charge of checking the actual item against the list, with both confirming several times.
   

        There was no mistake, the box in front of them was the Cupan Magic Box that the headmaster desired.
   

        Click, the magic box was placed into the finely crafted wooden box.
   

        The Fog Man and the Nine Snakes exchanged glances, both breaking into smiles. The blood mist on one side of the Fog Man's body became excited, burning fiercely like an uncontrollable flame. He strode through the hall like a shooting star, heading towards Count Baine while muttering to himself, "Fantastic, it only took two days, we can offer the magic box to the headmaster the moment he arrives in Shire County..."
   

        "What reward should I ask for? A stronger demon seed? A more powerful demon idol totem? No, no, no, Secret Martial Art! I want the Secret Martial Art! The headmaster created a Secret Martial Art specifically for that old man Otto, nearly doubling his strength! And the more he kills, the stronger he gets..."
   

        "The more he kills, the stronger he gets… that's perfect for me!!! I love killing the most! Dismemberment, deboning, beheading… or devouring in one bite!"
   

        As the Fog Man walked, his entire body began to tremble like someone with Parkinson's, his shoulders and arms shaking uncontrollably with excitement. His eyes grew redder and redder, eventually appearing as though they were about to drip blood. Behind him, the blood mist surged uncontrollably towards the sky like steam, forming into a giant grinning mouth of blood!
   

        It seemed to represent the excitement he could hardly contain.
   

        With that, the Fog Man stood crazily and chaotically in front of Count Baine, like a dark creature even more deranged than the beasts of the night, and slowly bowed his head.
   

        At this moment, Count Baine had reverted from his heteromorphic state to his human form, coughing up blood with a sickly look of weakness. From afar, it appeared as if Count Baine was the powerless, fearful human, while the Fog Man was the greedy, ferocious, and evil dark creature. In this second, a huge, eerie contrast had formed as if their positions had been reversed.
   

        Each Clinic, in fact, abided by the original intent, a purpose derived from the Dark Hunt Organization itself. Just as the members of the Clinic are called doctors, the Clinic was founded to deal with the issue of wild beast transformations within the Dark Hunt. This has been the case for every session, until Casio took over the new session, the purpose somewhat expanded.
   

        The Clinic was created to treat all the sickness, demons, and evil spirits of the world! As a doctor of the Clinic, how could one eradicate these problems completely? Only by being sicker than the sick, more demonic than demons, more evil than evil spirits! Don't cling to the bullshit noble spirit that as humans we are inherently weak and brave to rise against predators.
   

        But from the start, see yourself as the strong one, the predator! Inflict brutal and merciless actions from a position of superiority!
   

        The doctors of the Clinic must always remember, when facing dark creatures, we are the abusers! We are the ones with power! Play with those weaker beings like a cat with a mouse, mock them, humiliate them, torment and beat them, oppress and kill them! Do not stop, even as your hands are stained with blood, kill all the way to the end of hell.
   

        Don't feel the slightest bit of fear.
   

        On the contrary, they should be the ones fearing us!
   

        This is the will of the new session of the Clinic, aligning with their transformation from dangerous criminals of the Wild Beast's Den to doctors. Extreme, fanatical, chaotic, fearless, and even tending towards self-destructive madness!
   

        As if a congregation of demons comprised the new session of the Clinic.
   

        And this demonic Clinic could only be subdued, controlled, and led by Casio. If any other Shadow Hunter were the head, they would probably be killed by their own commanders and doctors within a day or two. Proud and unruly fierce dogs, of course, need a master who is domineering, cold, and ruthless. Casio was both the creator and the controller.
   

        Without a doubt, the Fog Man was one of the fierce dogs, one of the four most ferocious and brutal. And Count Baine, suffering from severe injuries, made an extremely misguided remark as he faced such a fierce dog.
   

        "You can't kill me! The powerful direct lines in the Alfama Mountains..."
   

        With a gasp, Count Baine's words were cut short, as his entire upper body had vanished. Behind the Fog Man, the gaping maw of blood mist hung mid-air, revealing a satisfied expression. The mouth chewed, and thick fresh blood dripped from its edges, only to be turned into blood mist again in mid-air.
   

        Twenty seconds earlier, Count Baine had said you two had better not lay hands on me, so his words were cut off before he finished, and he was severely injured. Now, he had said you can't kill me, and his words were cut off again as he died instantly.
   

        It has to be said, Count Baine was an outstanding harbinger of doom. And the sight of his body, with only half remaining while the other half was eaten, could definitely be described as extremely tragic. This perfectly fulfilled the curse of the Cupan Magic Box.
   

        "Pah, I expected too much from you, you're not as tasty as I imagined…" The Fog Man said expressionlessly, spitting out a piece of bone.
   

        At the same time, outside the hall, the battle was nearing its final stage.
   

        Two powerful commanders from the Fog Men and Nine Snakes broke through from outside the manor, shattering all the lines of defence, leaving the Blood Clan in total disarray.
   

        The remaining, naturally, were casually dealt with by the doctors from the clinic.
   

        They wielded beheading knives and broadswords, chasing the snarling Blood Clan like herding sheep, immersed in the pleasure of slicing limbs. There were also doctors fighting bare-handed, who would throw a punch that directly exploded the enemy's head. Drops of crimson blood sprayed onto their cold, hard faces, their pupils grew more fervent, and the curve of their normally straight mouths grew larger and more frenzied.
   

        The doctors hunted and slaughtered the Blood Clan, just as the Blood Clan hunted ordinary humans. Ruthlessly and mercilessly, there was only the pure release of violence.
   

        Meanwhile, outside the manor, not far from the gray-black enclosure wall.
   

        The Mercury Hunters at last arrived at the Count's Manor, each dressed uniformly, well-equipped, their eyes filled with a resolute acceptance of death.
   

        Including the bearded man, who was considered an elite member.
   

        Because this was the Count's Manor, for the past fifty years in both Ming Mountain and Mirror Lake cities, they had been tightly suppressing the actions of the Mercury Hunters. The hunters were even suppressed to the point where they could no longer hunt the Blood Clan openly, but rather, moved to the shadows. Conversely, the Blood Clan appeared openly and dominated the stage. Therefore, this all-out effort from the Mercury Hunters was a desperate gamble. They were all young main forces, the most elite team of the Mercury Hunter clan. If they were defeated, the Mercury Hunters would decline rapidly.
   

        "Later, Snake Arrow and I will join forces, doing everything possible to suppress Count Baine! Your task is to deal with the many Blood Clan underlings, among whom are several masters who have nearly reached the High Order Blood Clan level. Normally, at least one of us or Snake Arrow would be needed to face them one-on-one, so you will likely be under a lot of pressure. However, the good news is that those from the Clinic in black will draw fire, at least taking on some of the masters for you. You need to seize the opportunity, act quickly..."
   

        The frail and elderly Wind Knife Elder said somberly at the forefront of the team.
   

        They had prepared for the worst; if they could not succeed, they were ready to die!
   

        All the Mercury Hunters' spirits were lifted, their eyes bright and determined.
   

        "Good!"
   

        Wind Knife Elder nodded, immediately leading the team forward.
   

        As they approached the enclosure wall, his face changed. Clearly, the sounds of slaughter and screams coming from inside the manor caught everyone's attention, causing alarm.
   

        It seemed the men in black from the Clinic had already rushed in and were engaged in a fight with the many vampires of the Count's Manor. And judging by the sparse cries, it was likely they had encountered misfortune, and the battle was reaching its final stage. How many forces remained inside the manor?
   

        "Damn it, in such a rush to get there and be slaughtered! Couldn't they wait for us a bit longer?" Wind Knife Elder cursed internally. But the arrow was on the bowstring, and he could not but release it, so he immediately roared, "Charge!"
   

        The Elder himself led the charge, at the very front, with the many Mercury Hunters following.
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        Crack!
   

        The rugged hand adorned with metal fist guards suddenly exerted force, twisting a member of the Blood Clan's neck into a twisted doughnut, with blood splattering from the folds.
   

        A few droplets shot out, landing on the man's face.
   

        The burly man, with exaggerated muscles, released his right hand and kicked out directly. The Blood Clan member was sent flying, slamming heavily against the wall with a thud. Blood splattered half the wall.
   

        On the spot, the muscular man wiped the blood from his face with his hand and turned his head toward the entrance. The blue-eyed hunters who had rushed in were standing still, their expressions blank and slightly dazed.
   

        With blood-stained eyes, the muscular man sized them up with an icy glare. Half his face was smeared with blood from his palm, giving his fierce face an even more menacing look. He was clearly not someone to be trifled with.
   

        As the muscular man's gaze swept over them, the blue-eyed hunters who met his stare felt a tightening in their hearts, sensing the feeling of being preyed upon by a ferocious beast. This feeling included the elite hunters with sideburns and even Commander Wind Knife, who couldn't help but feel a sense of dread. It was the reaction of encountering an equal opponent.
   

        "You… you are from the Hunters Association Clinic?"
   

        After a few seconds of silent confrontation, Commander Wind Knife was the first to break the standoff, continuing, "I assume you must be one of the commanders from the clinic. I didn't expect you to target the Count's Manor so quickly…"
   

        "Actually, we could collaborate, to take down these damned Blood Clan…"
   

        Commander Wind Knife's words were suddenly interrupted as the imposing man swiftly raised a hand and said in a low voice, "I am not the commander of the clinic. I am one of the squad leaders under Lord Blood Mist. You can call me Ghost Bear, or by my name, Igor…"
   

        Whoosh! A decapitated head flying over from a distance suddenly headed their way. Ghost Bear Igor slapped it away in mid-air, bursting the Blood Clan's head into dust. He shook his blood-dripped palm and calmly continued speaking to Commander Wind Knife.
   

        "As for any collaboration, I think it's no longer necessary. As you can see, we have breached the Count's Manor, broken through all defenses, and almost annihilated all the Blood Clan members. Have you come now to reap the rewards effortlessly? Haha…" Ghost Bear Igor scoffed coldly.
   

        "Ah, it's not like that. We simply have the same enemy, the Blood Clan," rushed Commander Wind Knife in reply. He already felt the pressure and realized he had misjudged the intelligence earlier. The Ghost Bear Igor before him felt as powerful as himself, and was merely one of the clinic's squad leaders! Does that not imply there are other squad leaders with comparable strength? And commanders above them?
   

        According to the intelligence provided by the man with sideburns.
   

        There are two commanders among the clinic's members who arrived in Shire County.
   

        Commander Wind Knife's thoughts quickly shifted as he immediately grasped another crucial issue: "You said you've breached the Count's Manor, but what about Count Baine? The strongest Blood Clan member in the Manor…"
   

        His words came out somewhat urgently, almost sounding like an accusation, which caused Ghost Bear Igor to frown and his menacing aura intensified.
   

        If it weren't for the rules set by the director of the clinic binding him, Igor wouldn't even bother with these people and might have just slapped them away for annoying him with so many questions. Unfortunately, under normal circumstances, he couldn't strike humans.
   

        "What ridiculous Count Baine. He's surely been killed by Lord Blood Mist and Lord Nine Snakes by now. Such a level of being dares to claim the title of the strongest. Even I, along with some fellow squad leaders, could have taken him down," Igor said with a wild expression, unabashedly displaying his disdain for the Blood Clan and pride in his own strength.
   

        After a brief pause, Igor continued, "Enough of the nonsense. We, the clinic, are clearing the area. Stay out. Leave the Count's Manor now, and don't force me to physically remove you…"
   

        "Dead… dead?"
   

        Commander Wind Knife's expression suddenly shifted, filled with disbelief.
   

        Tap tap tap… Around the plaza of the manor, a sudden flurry of footsteps echoed. These were the members of the clinic dressed in black combat uniforms, having dealt with the battlefield and now regathering at the doorstep. Each one was strong and fierce, their skin marked with demonic black totem tattoos. Their clothes were stained in blood red and their weapons dripped with blood.
   

        Their bodies emitted the smell of blood and a dangerous, tough-to-handle aura. Some barbarically carried the decapitated heads of the Blood Clan they had killed, either tied by the hair or wrapped around their robust waists like belts.
   

        In the process of gathering in small groups, these doctors boasted about how many Blood Clan members they had killed, whether they had lived up to their previous boasts, and whether they had won the bets on who could kill more enemies. Some faced the carnage with zeal, others with excitement, some savored it, others were cold, and some were expressionless. The only thing absent was a sense of fear.
   

        In less than half a minute, the square was crowded with a sea of black figures, as many as before the battle.
   

        None of the members from the clinic had fallen during the action.
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        On the left side of the team, numerous squad leaders gathered together, at least a dozen of them. Merely their physical stature and shape were far more formidable than an ordinary clinic doctor, exuding an aura akin to that of dangerous beasts. Elder Wind Knife observed everything closely, his aged palm tightening slightly around his saber. Good heavens, these dozen or so squad leaders all seemed to possess a formidable aura similar to that of Ghost Bear Igor. Some were slightly weaker, while others were stronger, with at least five or six surpassing Ghost Bear in strength. If it were one-on-one, he probably wouldn't be confident in defeating any of them.
   

        Ghost Bear Igor had been right, if he were to form a team with a few squad leaders, it was indeed possible that they could slay Count Baine. After all, Count Baine wasn't a high rank of the Blood Clan, but rather, quite close to it.
   

        Standing at the doorstep, Elder Wind Knife was confronted with severed limbs and trunks, as well as a black-clad team that conversed and laughed easily amidst the corpse mountains and seas of blood created by those severed limbs. He felt a moment of daze, almost believing the situation to be somewhat magical.
   

        For fifty long years, his Blue-eyed Mercury Hunters had borne humiliation and heavy burdens, ceaselessly cultivating elites and nurturing young warriors. They had developed more refined technologies to enhance the Thorn Blood Purity, as well as high-concentration mercury and a variety of weapons designed specifically for vampires. Just as everything was ready and the opportunity for attack finally presented itself, sharpened blades ready and spirits high for the charge into battlefield.
   

        Then, someone suddenly tells you, the battle is already over.
   

        The overpowering force that had weighed upon them for fifty years was casually annihilated by a mysterious outsider, as easily as breaking an egg. Elder Wind Knife remembered clearly that these black-clad people had come searching for a certain mysterious antique! One of his bearded subordinates had hinted that if there were such antiques, they would mostly be found in the treasure collection of Count Baine's manor. Then, for the sake of that antique, they decided on the spot to roll over the enemy, steamrolling straight through!
   

        Just for an antique, the Count's manor that had ruled over half of Shire County for more than fifty years, was destroyed overnight?
   

        And they, who prided themselves as rebels of the Blue-eyed Hunters, had not deployed a single soldier in this process, contributing nothing useful. Oh wait, that's not entirely true, they did provide a bit of information about the antique.
   

        Elder Wind Knife felt it was magical because it was all too smooth, too sudden. He had thought it would be their tribe's fifty years of diligent development that would finally succeed in overthrowing Count Baine's rule over the manor. But instead, their enemy had met with an unexpected disaster, destroyed by a force that appeared out of nowhere.
   

        Sometimes it's just like this, nobody knows when a disaster will fall from the sky above. Perhaps one second your arrogant enemy appears invincible, and the next, they're crushed to death by a giant footprint descending from the clouds.
   

        At this moment.
   

        Elder Wind Knife truly didn't know whether he should feel happy or lost.
   

        "Hey, you're still not leaving? Really want us to take action and shoo you away?"
   

        The familiar Ghost Bear Igor, with a cold face, walked towards them.
   

        He immediately twisted his neck, producing a series of cracking sounds. His arm, as thick as a normal adult male's thigh, was raised, and his smile gradually turned ferocious.
   

        "Wait, Igor, stand down."
   

        Suddenly, a light and airy voice came from the sky.
   

        The next second, gales swept through and red mist swirled around. A slender silhouette emerged from the fog, draped in a black cloak, walking out slowly.
   

        "Blood Mist, sir!" The previously overbearing and fierce Igor quickly bowed his head, like a ferocious Tibetan Mastiff treating its master differently than it would a stranger.
   

        "Hm." The Fog Man waved his hand, signaling for Igor to return to the ranks. His dual-toned face remained expressionless as he quietly watched Elder Wind Knife's side, seemingly pondering something. Previously, they had not cooperated with the Blue-eyed Hunters because demolishing Count Baine's manor simply wasn't necessary.
   

        They could just crush it directly.
   

        And to find the Cupan Magic Box, they had to complete the most important task first.
   

        Now that the Magic Box was in hand, as it is said, comfort breeds lust.
   

        The Fog Man's thoughts wandered, wishing to earn more accolades. Upon the boss's arrival in Shire County, they would have to enter the Alfama Mountains, inevitably leading to conflict with the direct lineage of the Blood Clan there. These Blue-eyed Hunters before him had long tangled with the Blood Clan on the edge of the Alfama Mountains, surely possessing many experiences and secret information.
   

        Perhaps, both parties could mutually benefit from some of the upcoming events. Of course, for the Blue-eyed Hunters, any reduction in the strength and influence of the Blood Clan in the Alpha Mountain Range region would be a massive victory. After all, the difference in power between them was simply too vast.
   

        In the plaza, Nine Snakes arrived quickly as well. Together with Air, they engaged Elder Gale in conversation, which essentially hinted at a tendency to take action against the direct descendants of the Alfama Mountains Blood Clan and requested the cooperation of the Blue-eyed Hunters. Elder Gale was ecstatic, his earlier disappointment vanishing in an instant. Who wouldn't want to pick up a pie falling from the sky?
   

        Even though it seemed like an unfair advantage, it didn't matter; clinging to the big leagues was most important. Elder Gale couldn't afford to be stubborn at this moment. Maybe just a little bit of pride would cost the Blue-eyed Hunters the efforts of several generations and achievements impossible to attain through numerous deaths.
   

        No one would be foolish enough to let this opportunity slip away.
   

        Moreover, these people belonged to the Clinic, a branch of the Dark Hunt Organization's Hunters Association. They were, after all, the official supernatural forces of the Hong Li Empire. Even though they appeared villainous, it seemed they only directed their inner brutality and malice towards dark creatures and did not attempt to harm humans.
   

        That seemed to be a new rule established by the head of the Clinic.
   

        Thinking of this, Elder Gale couldn't help but wonder about the identity of the new head of the Clinic who had such formidable subordinates. The two commanders he was speaking with had the daunting aura of the High Order Blood Clan, perhaps even more dangerous and fierce.
   

        This aura seemed to be deliberately released by the two commanders, unabashedly showcasing their strength, openly and without disguise.
   

        If commanders of the Clinic had the strength of Shadow Hunters, how formidable would the head of the Clinic be? Only a real fiend could suppress and tame these powerful and untamed beasts. Although Elder Gale had not met the head of the Clinic yet, he had already begun to feel a deep sense of respect.
   

        Time flew by, and soon two days had passed. It was early morning on this day.
   

        In the suburbs of Ming Mountain City, on a flat and spacious mud road.
   

        A thin white fog drifted in the air, covering the lush woods on both sides. The road ahead was hazy as well, with only nearby objects visible. By the side of the road, three figures were waiting quietly. Two were cloaked, and one was dressed in practice clothes.
   

        Clearly, it was Air, Nine Snakes, and Elder Gale, who was brought along.
   

        The two commanders were about to offer the Cupan Magic Box along with the intelligence the Blue-eyed Clan had on the direct descendants of the Blood Clan, as a token of their sincere intentions.
   

        Hoo...
   

        A cool breeze blew through the trees, slightly disturbing the white fog.
   

        From a distance down the road, the sound of carriage wheels rattling could be heard.
   

        Soon, two modest yet comfortable black horse carriages drew nearer, eventually stopping beside the three figures, horses snorting and hooves shifting.
   

        "Your Excellency, the head of the Clinic, the Cupan Magic Box you specified was found two days ago!" Air, who had been silent and cold, suddenly stepped forward, his eyes blazing with fervor. He held a delicate wooden box steadily with both hands, advancing step by step to the side of the carriage window. He stood there, calm and respectful.
   

        Whoosh... The curtain was pulled aside, and a hand with distinctly knobby joints reached out. The fingers grasped the wooden box, lightly tapped it, and the sturdy box instantly shattered into powder, finer than sand, twirling in the air like ribbons.
   

        The actual Magic Box made of smooth metal then became exposed. It seemed to react, its surface flashing with a pattern of dark green and black.
   

        "Hehe, it's back in my hands again... the Devil's Book..."
   

        Inside the carriage, a man's voice sounded, chuckling in a low tone.
   

        Crack, the carriage door opened.
   

        A figure with dominating features, exuding an imposing presence, slowly stepped down. The surrounding light seemed to twist momentarily, and streaks of fog gathered, forming a vortex spontaneously.
   

        Within the vortex, Casio, having just completed his Secret Martial Art, was inhaling and exhaling the white fog.
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        This was the first time the Blue-eyed Hunter clan's Wind Knife Elder met Clinic Chief Casio, and he had prepared many words and greetings in his heart beforehand. However, at this moment, Wind Knife's mind went blank. In his field of vision, everything around seemed to blur, dim, and become unreal rapidly: the horse carriage, the woods, the horses, the road, and even the fog...
   

        Only a single silhouette remained within that emptiness.
   

        That silhouette arrogantly occupied his existence, occupied everything. When you saw him, no matter how many people were around, no matter how many handsome men and beautiful women, no matter how many officials with power, your gaze would lock onto him alone. Your magnetic field would have been captured by the colossal magnetic field he emitted. Even deep down, you'd feel reverence and the notion to submit would arise in your heart.
   

        Wind Knife had lived for a good part of his life, and he had never seen anyone with such a formidable aura, as if that person was meant to be the center of the environment.
   

        By his side, Fog Man and Nine Snakes were also breathing a bit more rapidly, their faces more intensely wearing an attitude of frenzied reverence. The commander seemed to have improved during this period, as the domineering aura around him increased day by day. Moreover, this rate of increase was even faster than one could imagine.
   

        In front of the horse carriage, Casio, dressed in a black trench coat, took a slight breath. In an instant, an invisible and transparent Qi Flame explosively contracted and curled back into his body. The next second, his aura was no different from that of an ordinary person. It was only because of his physique, appearance, and temperament that he still stood out conspicuously from the crowd. But it was already possible to interact normally.
   

        On the journey from Florence to Shire County, Casio had been practicing the Southern Dipper Boxing Method and the Magic puppet secret weapon. Both would cause his aura to spread and strengthen significantly, unconsciously affecting others. For example, the path of the Tyrant Fist leading from the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, or the fundamental magnetic field mutation that occurred after the Demon Idol absorbed the flesh and blood of the Moon God. All this would make Casio's presence like a black hole, drawing everyone's attention and scrutiny.
   

        The reason for comparing it with a black hole rather than the Sun was that Casio's aura made people feel more frightened, wary, and even fearful. It was like facing the ultimate villain emerging from darkness, not the orthodox leader's aura reminiscent of a lion or a knight.
   

        But Casio didn't care about this, he didn't need people's praise or respect, nor did he need their worship or followings. A good reputation wouldn't make Casio any happier. All he wanted was to follow his own path, pursue his own will, and shatter all obstacles.
   

        As for what people thought of him or his Clinic? It didn't matter. Whether they called them madmen, crazies, psychopaths, evil spirits, monsters, it didn't matter.
   

        Even the doctors at the Clinic might happily accept these exceptionally fierce nicknames upon hearing them, feeling that they match our temperament very well.
   

        Rumble, rumble...
   

        The air vibrated slightly, a massive Qi, and a powerful aura rapidly expanded like an inflating balloon. It quickly cleared the fog within dozens of meters around, making the field of vision clear and pure.
   

        The next second, the Qi and aura reentered Casio's body. He took a step forward, "Fog Man, Nine Snakes, you two did pretty well on this Task. If you want any reward, just ask for it..."
   

        Fog Man and Nine Snakes glanced at each other, seeing excitement and agitation in each other's eyes. They said in unison, "Sir, we want the same reward as Otto, that miraculous secret martial art..."
   

        As they uttered these words, their eyes were drawn to a silhouette quietly approaching from Casio's left. It was Otto, who had become younger after practicing the boxing method. He was handsome and scholarly, with neatly combed back dark hair, dressed in a fitted long coat, exuding an air of grace yet strength.
   

        As prisoners from the third underground level of the Wild Beast's Nest, Otto's progress in strength was the quickest and most ferocious among the four. Especially after he had mastered the Shadow Moon Fist that Casio transmitted, his combat ability soared. Among the Clinic's four commanders, Fog Man, who was originally on par with Otto, and Nine Snakes, who was stronger than Otto, were no longer Otto's match.
   

        Only the Ascetic, originally the strongest of the four, received the greatest benefit as the power boost from the Demon Seed and Demon Idol Totem was precisely about the Physical Body. The Ascetic's original strength increased the most. This enabled him to contend with Otto, reaching an almost fifty-fifty level during Sparring comparisons.
   

        One could imagine the transformation Shadow Moon Fist brought to Otto.
   

        Naturally, Fog Man and Nine Snakes coveted this.
   

        "Shadow Moon Fist?" Casio quickly understood the two's request. "However, the Characteristics of this boxing method do not suit either of you. Well then, after some time, I will impart two secret boxing methods to each of you that match your individual propensities. When that moment comes, consider whether you still want the reward I offer. If you don't want it, you can opt for a Demon Seed and Totem..."
   

        Upon hearing this, Fog Man was ecstatic, and even the more composed Nine Snakes showed joy on his face. Both respectfully thanked Casio for his generous rewards.
   

        Actually, whether or not Fog Man and Nine Snakes had rendered any meritorious service, Casio would still have imparted the boxing methods he had just created to them. In the process of Mimicry and creation of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, Casio was deconstructing the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission. From a creator's perspective, he analyzed the underlying logic, deepening his Insights.
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        He could distinctly feel that the process of differentiating the characteristics of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method's force was also a kind of unique cultivation process. As Casio created and practiced a simulation of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, he noticed that the acupuncture points around his body showed signs of breakthrough. Clearly, this was another way to cultivate the Southern Dipper Boxing Method. It was not through combat, but rather through the combination of practical concepts and insights. The moment Casio realized this, he began to plan.
   

        He intended to personally write a Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, forming a systematized tier. Each ancient Southern Dipper Boxing Method was split into two standard Southern Dipper force boxing methods. For example, the South Dou Red Vulture Fist would be directly transformed into the Decomposition Fist and the Spiral Fist, each developing and interpreting a special force.
   

        Below the Decomposition Fist, there was another tier of boxing methods, modeled after the characteristics of decomposition force — a low-tier version of Shattering Force. This was the Shadow Moon Fist that Otto was now practicing, which couldn't even be considered under the name of Southern Dipper anymore.
   

        South Dou Red Vulture Fist → Decomposition Fist → Shadow Moon Fist
   

        That was roughly the three-tier classification, each layer simplified and organized. It could perfectly serve as the developmental foundation for a major force in the Secret Martial Arts World, while also lowering the requirements for cultivation. Practitioners of the Shadow Moon Fist could climb from low to high, significantly enhancing their body's adaptability.
   

        The significance of this system for Casio went without saying. He had a premonition that if he could successfully compile all the boxing methods from this Southern Dipper Secret Transmission thoroughly, then Casio would enter an unimaginable realm within the path of Secret Martial Art. That represented completion, the ultimate limit, where progress could not be furthered. Was this the realm of the Saint Fist? Perhaps. Maybe it was even farther, higher, and more advanced than the Saint Fist — Casio himself wasn't sure...
   

        In any case, for the future enhancement of his strength, he already had a clear plan. Casio was no longer simply practicing the mighty secret martial arts created by ancient sages, but rather aimed to innovate from them.
   

        In his anticipation, three tier-three boxing methods would emerge.
   

        For instance, adapting from the Spiral Fist to create a technique, very likely a low-tier version of the spinning characteristic. The special form of the Fog Man, which could easily harness the frightening blood mist to achieve a spinning effect, forming a Blood Mist Tornado. Casio planned to also integrate the Blue Wind Stream as one of the inspirations for this boxing method. Then, there was the Explosion Fist, naturally suited for the strongest ascetics, combining heavy punches with explosions, tremendously fearsome. Nine Snakes would clearly be the Vibration Fist, using nine snake heads to replace fists, creating nine sources of vibration.
   

        They could develop something like vibration superposition, extreme resonance or such.
   

        These thoughts drifted one by one through his mind, merely an instants consideration. Casio snapped back to reality and turned his gaze toward the elder who stood there in a daze.
   

        "Who might this be?"
   

        Immediately, the Fog Man began to introduce him, and Wind Knife also added some details by the side.
   

        Casio quickly understood their intentions, and there was no objection. Having a local guide during a trip had its merits as well.
   

        As for the High Order Blood Clan struggling for survival within the Oyon Ruins.
   

        He didn't regard them as a concern.
   

        Even if at the bottom of the Blood Pool, there resided some old monstrosity-level Blood Clan members, what of it? Let the Ultimate Dark Entity, the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, come out if they dare; otherwise, Casio had no fear at all.
   

        With the top human strength in his possession, the world was his to venture.
   

        Next, Casio and his companions arrived at the suburbs of Ming Mountain City. They stationed at a Blood Clan Manor, whose lord had naturally passed away.
   

        The doctors from the clinic were resting here, awaiting the next move.
   

        At noontime, the sun hung high, the sky a clear blue. Without the obstruction and hindrance of white clouds, the sunlight was exceptionally dazzling, and the air temperature rose.
   

        On a flat green grassland near an artificial lake stood a white manor.
   

        A black silhouette sat cross-legged, the shadow slanted to the left.
   

        Casio sat beside the clear lake water, with a Palm-sized Magic Box placed in front of him. It was his second time possessing the Cupan Magic Box, so he was naturally seasoned in handling it. He picked it up with his palm, gently rubbed it, and soon felt a slightly uneven texture on the bottom. Flipping it over, the Magic Box under the sunlight remained as ever, smooth and even.
   

        However, by slightly shifting the angle, a purple-blue pattern slowly emerged under certain lighting, gradually becoming clearer. It resembled a symbol made of water ripples, looking very much like a Wisdom Rune.
   

        Casio smiled, clearly recognizing it as genuine.
   

        He moved decisively, lifting his shirt and pressing the Magic Box against the Ouroboros emblem on his chest. As a scorching hot sensation appeared and disappeared, the Cupan Magic Box cracked open, dropping a book from inside.
   

        The size of a palm, it had a surface like the hard, smooth carapace of a beetle. On the front was a skull head emblem topped with five gems, showing how many questions you could ask the Devil's Book.
   

        Casio was well versed in this, pressing his finger onto it and injecting his Qi. Since his fifth retrospection, he had lost count of how many dark creatures he had killed, and the Wisdom Rune had accumulated a substantial amount of Disaster Essence.
   

        In the blink of an eye, all five diamond-shaped gems lit up.
   

        Casio didn't rush to ask questions but sat cross-legged to organize his thoughts. He was considering which information he needed at his current stage.
   

        First, there was the parchment he had obtained from the second floor of the Dark Hunt Organization's Treasure Vault, which recorded ancient secret techniques. He could translate the ancient characters and then inquire about the locations of the remaining fragments.
   

        Second, the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, no, rather the remaining locations of the Moon God statues. Contained within the Moon God statues was the flesh of the Moon God, which Casio could absorb through the magic puppet secret weapon to further trigger mutations in Secret Martial Arts.
   

        Third, the locations of the Totem Temples where the Totem Wizards resided. Casio was a man who held grudges, and the Totem King dared to attempt to kill him using the power of the Real World's Totem Temple—retribution was necessary! This was simply an act of tit for tat; he couldn't constantly be on the receiving end of attacks.
   

        Fourth, some information about the Eternal Islands he was about to visit...
   

        Those were the primary areas of interest, with some questions that could be deferred. Such as task information from the Ghost Iron Knight at Black Rain Villa and some precious resources in the World of Calamities. Additionally, there were some questions that couldn't be answered. Casio had tried before, asking about Xiadu, asking about the Ultimate Dark Entity, and about Saint Fist, but got no answers. It was unclear whether it was beyond the limits of the Devil's Book or if the Disaster Essence he provided was insufficient, but in any case, he got no answers. Furthermore, there were also some questions to which the Devil's Book didn't respond.
   

        The Devil's Book was not an omnipotent encyclopedia but had its types of questions limited secretly. Casio could only select some crucial questions.
   

        On the verdant grassland, his palm quietly held the Devil's Book.
   

        With twinkling eyes, Casio breathed out all four questions in one go. Since he had amassed a lot of Disaster Essence, he was quite generous.
   

        Instantly, the five human-shaped gems extinguished one by one. After they all dimmed, two of them lit up again. The next second, these two extinguished once more.
   

        This signified that Casio had paid the equivalent of seven gems' worth of Disaster Essence.
   

        This meant that these questions were quite costly, as once he had slaughtered an entire Blood Spirit Association and only managed to fill two gems. This comparison made it clear.
   

        With the rustling of pages turning, the initially blank book now contained content, precisely four pages, detailed and specific.
   

        Just as Casio was about to concentrate on reading, he suddenly felt a malevolence from the world. This hostility was very distinct, as if the air itself was targeting and repelling you, making all his hairs stand on end. Of course, the bad luck brought by two gems was far less than that of seven gems.
   

        No sooner had Casio used the Devil's Book than the curse came upon him.
   

        "Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!" Sounds of intense fighting came from outside the manor, resembling the noise produced by punches and bodily collisions.
   

        Based on the frequency of vibrations of the rapid stepping and moving, it seemed that two skilled fighters were entangled in a fight, heading this way.
   

        "Who are you! Stand back!"
   

        "Such fast speed... can't stop them... quickly inform the Commander!"
   

        The subordinates patrolling outside the enclosure stirred into a frenzy.
   

        The next second, with a loud bang, the white enclosure wall exploded.
   

        Two formidable silhouettes splashed into the artificial lake, raising a spray of water.
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        Bang bang bang bang bang...
   

        The whole courtyard shook, and the artificial lake stirred up heavy waves. At the center of the lake, two silhouettes collided fist to palm, the fierce force violently shaking the surroundings. With each collision, one could clearly see ripples forming from the air all the way to the lake surface, spreading out like shock waves.
   

        Droplets flew, seemingly liquid but shot out like solid marbles. When they hit the ground, they left shallow little pits.
   

        If one only looked at the manor's courtyard, it seemed to be enduring a sudden gale and heavy rain. The green trees and flower beds were smacked with a snapping sound, leaving petals scattered and shattered, and the small trees trembling as if in stormy weather.
   

        However, within this environment, there was an area with a diameter of one meter that seemed to have become the last sanctuary. Casio sat cross-legged at the center of this sanctuary, his black trench coat unaffected by the wind or water, its hem lightly spread on the grassland. His left hand held the Devil's Book, while his right hand's fingers tapped in the air. An invisible yet extremely resilient aura filled every inch of space around him, forming a transparent spherical space.
   

        In this aura-filled space, no foreign object could enter without Casio's permission. For instance, the droplets pouring down like pear blossom needles were all blocked outside, as if meeting an invisible yet extremely solid air wall that exploded into a mist on the surface of the wall.
   

        Faced with this sudden accident, Casio still sat quietly in his place, calm and unperturbed. Even as his eyes turned toward the artificial lake, they held a hint of interest. He was curious to see what could threaten him now that his strength had reached the pinnacle, just below that of Saint Fist.
   

        Additionally, the human disaster brought by the Devil's Book's bad luck turned out to be two fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World. During this retrospection, Casio stayed in Florence of the Imperial Capital and did not have much contact with the Martial World of this era.
   

        With these thoughts, his gaze pierced through the layers of rain curtains towards the center of the lake.
   

        In the artificial lake, another muffled sound echoed. The two figures touched and immediately separated, retreating backward like shells, revealing their shapes.
   

        The man on the left had a strong and powerful build, with abundant hair. He was about one meter ninety in height, and his arms were like those of an ape, muscles twisting and bulging like little dark green worms squirming and wriggling. However, the face of this muscular man was a stark contrast—a delicate and fair young face. Not the rugged or brutish face one would imagine, but rather like a little boy.
   

        At the moment, his eyes were wide with anger, which somehow appeared a bit cute. But combined with his exaggerated muscular frame, nobody dared to think in that direction.
   

        On the other side was a blond-haired girl about one meter sixty tall, her hands wrapped in tight white bands that covered even the spaces between her fingers. Her figure was slender, and compared to the muscular man opposite her, she seemed like a mere toothpick. As for her face, her face shape was a standard melon seed shape, but her face was still wrapped in bandages, revealing only the part above her nose, a pair of narrow phoenix eyes, and bold, thick eyebrows.
   

        "Anthony, is that all your Water King Skill has got? I thought reaching the third stage you could pose some danger to me. But you're still just a chicken made of clay, crumbling at a touch. Admit it, our Air Shock Fist perfectly counters your Water King Skill! Just give up gracefully..."
   

        The bandaged girl suddenly spoke, her voice as rough as a man's.
   

        Unrestrained and hearty, with a rare outspokenness for a woman.
   

        "Give up? Don't make me laugh. I intercepted you on your way to the Eastern Martial World to defeat you completely! And this nonsense about Air Shock Fist perfectly countering Water King Skill, that simply isn't true! Once the Water King Skill reaches the third stage, it can control not only the body's own water but also affect the vast water outside the body! This is the lake surface... this is my home turf!"
   

        The muscular man called Anthony said coldly, his tone not good, but with a voice clear and gentle, as if he had yet to reach puberty.
   

        His threatening words seemed to carry no weight whatsoever.
   

        Seemingly aware that talking was useless at this point, he needed to prove his point with action. A fierce look flashed in his eyes, and he spread his thick arms on either side of his body, his palms in a grasping motion. Immediately, two slender water mist tornados rose from the lake surface, rapidly ascending and completely covering his hands.
   

        This hazy white water mist vibrated slightly in the air, carrying a very special frequency. Between the gaps in the mist, the pervasive aura filled and bound, transmitting the vibration frequency from within his body. If one observed carefully, this frequency was exactly the same as the frequency of Anthony's blood circulation. The faster the blood circulated, the faster and more terrifying the frequency of vibration in his hands' water mist became, like a deformed high-pressure water gun bringing a surge of buzzing roars.
   

        "It's useless, when that Boxing Master created these two boxing methods, the relationship of restraint between them was already determined!" The bandaged girl said coldly, her hands that hung by her side slowly lifted and turned inward, finally assuming a position similar to a boxing stance in front of her.
   

        But her hands were not made into fists; they were stretched out straight.
   

        In the air, a hollow howl suddenly emerged. A streak of white filament rapidly descended, entered between the bandaged girl's fingers, swirling and wrapping around quickly, as if forming a layer of white, fine air flow gloves.
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        The gloves had barely formed when a vibration ripple of "emptiness" slowly exploded through the air, creating layers upon layers of overlapping airwaves.
   

        Bang! Bang! Whoosh! Swoosh!
   

        Two vibrations shook the ground, and pits erupted on the lake's surface. Two incredibly fast silhouettes shot through the air with fervent fighting spirit. One with a burly stature, arms dangling, dragging behind two transparent serpentine water tornadoes. The other small in stature, fists raised, trailing behind them brief white streaks of air currents like quicksand, disappearing as quickly as they appeared.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The terrifying collisions erupted again, two blurry shadows flashed striking violently, a relentless series of attacks met by an equally relentless defense. Flesh against flesh, spirit against spirit, and the onslaught grew ever more intense.
   

        The burly Anthony slammed his fist into the water, creating a hole several meters in diameter. His force reached all the way to the lake's bed, grinding the mud like a drill, carving out a large pit.
   

        The artificial lake became turbid, and sediment spread.
   

        Aside, the bandaged girl, having dodged Anthony's punch, immediately threw her own. The air shrieked with the sound of ripping as her fist traced an arc in mid-air, dragging behind it a long, scythe-like white vibrating air current. The water curtain thrown up by Anthony now bore down towards her but evaporated instantly upon touching the rapidly vibrating current.
   

        A white expanding cloud of steam, several meters in diameter, billowed out into the air.
   

        Within the steam, a small silhouette plummeted down like a meteor.
   

        Bang! The lake surface exploded once more. Through the dim overlapping curtains of water and steam, two figures could be vaguely seen entwined like dark clouds. Their confronting spirits collided and whirled almost to madness.
   

        "Abyssal Stream!"
   

        "Ultimate Quake!"
   

        After the fearsome roar, the two powerful fighters unleashed their killer moves. A water silhouette clashed against an air silhouette.
   

        Whether by design or some twist of fate.
   

        The collision happened merely five, maybe even three meters from where Casio was sitting in meditation. For two fighters at peak explosion, this distance was nothing short of a head-on crash.
   

        And not only that, at the moment Anthony and the bandaged girl's fists connected, a strange resonance occurred between their boxing vibrations. One manipulated water, the other enveloped air—both relying on special frequency vibrations extending from the body to the spirit. And both techniques were created by the same boxing master! Apparently, in the accident-fueled and equally matched battle, the two had discovered the secrets of each other's boxing styles!
   

        In an instant, instead of canceling out, the two opposed forces horribly fused and expanded. The two special frequencies stimulated and amplified each other, reaching an uncontrollable level of terror within the blink of an eye. Anthony's Water King Skill, involuntarily stimulated, surged to several, if not ten times its original strength. The entire artificial lake's water morphed into a massive water tornado, engulfed and sucked upwards.
   

        Meanwhile, the bandaged girl's aura reached a fearsome pitch; the air above the manor was rapidly drained, creating a vast void. Small stones from the ground were suspended in mid-air.
   

        Rumbling!
   

        The lake water and air currents collided, instantly giving rise to a rapidly expanding white steam cloud like a mushroom cloud. The dense white vapor transformed into a massive skull, flying off to the side of the two fighters.
   

        It was then that Anthony and the bandaged girl realized, in horror, that just three meters away on the grassland, there was a dark silhouette sitting cross-legged in tranquility.
   

        "Damn it, be careful!!!"
   

        "Get out of the way!!! We can't control it!!!"
   

        The two shouted in unison, but it seemed already too late.
   

        The steam skull, laden with terrifying power, appeared to have found Casio's precise location and was bearing down on him, like a mountain's crushing weight, plummeting down like a meteor.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A massive white phantasm froze in the air; although as large as a villa, it descended with overwhelming pressure but was effortlessly held in mid-air by a casually upraised palm. Time seemed to have stopped in that second, and only the black silhouette standing up slowly beneath the massive skull could move. Casio propped it up single-handedly without expression.
   

        This skull wasn't just substantial—it contained the weight of the entire lake, even the down-pressing force of the air above the villa.
   

        Yet, it couldn't shake Casio in the slightest, not even forcing him to take a single step back. On the green, behind Casio, an imposing and fierce phantasm seemed to appear, clad in armor.
   

        The phantasm raised one hand, shielding it in front of Casio, indestructible.
   

        As if a guardian spirit, it embraced the core being within its arms.
   

        Casio looked at the imposing steam skeleton in front of him, his eyes flashing with a hint of disappointment, "Collecting the spirit strength of two fighters, the ultimate move. Even the lake water of the entire Artificial Lake, all the airflow and air pressure above the Manor, and even the moves and frequency have undergone a terrifying chemical reaction that amplifies the energy. After adding everything together... it can only reach this level?"
   

        He seemed to be talking to himself, or perhaps he was speaking to the Devil's Book in his hand, "I was hoping for a little surprise, but this is so disappointing..."
   

        As soon as his words fell, Casio's right hand transformed from palm to finger, lightly tapping on top of the skull. For a moment, everyone's ears rang with a piercing bird cry. A blood shadow swooped down on the skull like a Fighter Plane.
   

        Ding!!!
   

        All was silent, eerily so.
   

        Crack, crack, crack… Terrifying cracks appeared on the skull.
   

        The next second, it exploded with a bang! Dreadful light and scorching white steam leaked through the cracks as all the energy reached its peak.
   

        Brawny Anthony and the bandaged girl's eyes suddenly widened, their hearts pounding uncontrollably in their chests, their hair standing on end, feeling the threat of a fatal danger. They suddenly struck each other with their palms, using the reaction force to fly backward.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A deafening noise erupted, carrying with it an even more terrible explosive force.
   

        The entire Manor shook wildly, the earth trembled as if a great earthquake that had never been experienced before was occurring. Walls cracked, and stones tumbled.
   

        "Wow!"
   

        "Cough, cough, cough!"
   

        Two silhouettes crashed right into the same wall and landed in the rubble. Anthony and the bandaged girl both coughed up blood, feeling as if all their internal organs had been violently shaken, suffering severe internal injuries. Their clothes were in tatters, and their skin had cracks all over. Their vision blurred, ears ringing non-stop, in a state of utter distress, they were nearly killed by the steam explosion. They could say it was a rare case of surviving a catastrophe.
   

        "Holy shit, there was an even more terrifying second stage! What kind of strange mutation happened in our attack collision to increase its power by at least tenfold?" Anthony staggered to his feet from the ground.
   

        "We've blown up half of this massive Manor..."
   

        The blond girl also got up, muttering incredulously to herself.
   

        "That... the man just now..." Anthony was still shocked, recalling Casio's absurd stance, single-handedly holding off the steam skeleton.
   

        "He should be dead, the explosion just now was several times stronger. It's a pity we couldn't control the power, otherwise..." The blond girl's voice suddenly stopped because she caught sight of a vague silhouette in the distance.
   

        Anthony also looked up, the Gale blowing away the Fog.
   

        It also lifted the hem of the black Trench Coat, fluttering loudly.
   

        Casio stood unharmed on the Grassland, surrounded by a wilderness of gray-white Mud, with only the circle of lush grass beneath his feet preserved. Casio looked at the Devil's Book in his hand, the gems dim, and the arch of his eyebrows lifted slightly.
   

        "Even the second phase of the Explosion couldn't harm me in the slightest. It seems it's not that the Misfortune Curse is too weak, but rather I am too strong now..."
   

        "Strong to the point where even the Devil's Book is ineffective against me."
   

        In the distance, Anthony and the blond girl stared in shock; the man in the Trench Coat had taken two dreadful attacks without sustaining any injuries. He looked as if he still had strength to spare, nonchalantly and leisurely strolling as if in his own garden.
   

        Is there anything in this world that could threaten him?!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        High up in the sky, suddenly a fiery streak pierced the blue sky in an instant.
   

        It caused the Cloud Layers to collapse, the wind to surge and the waves to roll down, layer upon layer.
   

        Anthony suddenly looked up, his eyes filled with even greater horror.
   

        "Holy shit, a Meteor!!!"
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        At the same time, inside the grayish-white manor.
   

        Three commanders, along with numerous clinic doctors, had just recovered from the huge noise of the recent explosion. Some were stationed in another half of the manor, so they had just rushed out from the buildings, showing a confused expression. Others crawled out of the rubble of a collapsed building, their faces covered in blood, the totems on their bodies flickering.
   

        No one had died in the recent steam explosion, at most they were just injured. The place where Anthony and the blond-haired girl fought was near the artificial lake, and Casio was there in seclusion, so naturally, no one dared to approach and disturb. Thus, no clinic personnel were present at the core area where the explosion was most potent. At most, they were affected by the remnants of the blast.
   

        At this moment, everyone rushed out of the buildings, thinking it was an earthquake or an enemy attack or something similar. However, a striking pillar of fire in the sky drew everyone's attention. This pillar of fire split the azure sky into two, piercing through the thick clouds like a fiery sword plummeting from the heavens. The increasingly bright tip emitted terrifying firelight and brightness, giving the impression there were two suns in the sky—one large, one small. At a glance, it seemed as though a natural disaster was looming, a calamity about to strike, igniting a sense of insignificance that made everyone's hairs stand on end.
   

        "Meteorite!"
   

        The Fog Man, wearing a black cloak, looked up at the sky, his gaze exceptionally grave, "Looking at the direction, it seems it's going to fall near the manor?!"
   

        "Damn it, why is it heading towards us?"
   

        The poisonous snakes formed from Nine Snakes' hair were nervously writhing, clearly sensing the oppressive danger overhead.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A high-speed afterimage, dreamlike and fleeting, flashed through the manor.
   

        Otto dashed through the broken enclosure walls and instantaneously arrived at the courtyard near the artificial lake. He immediately saw Casio standing at the center of the explosion.
   

        Trench coats flapped loudly, swirling like dark clouds in the gale.
   

        "Sir, the meteor..."
   

        He had yet to finish his sentence when he was interrupted by Casio.
   

        "Otto, take all the people from the clinic out of the manor as fast as possible. The farther, the better; run as far as you can..."
   

        "And you?"
   

        "This meteor is coming for me," Casio calmly turned and said.
   

        He said this, then glanced at the Devil's Book in his hand.
   

        Interesting, last time the Misfortune Curse summoned a out-of-control fighter plane to crash from the sky, this time it went straight to sending a meteorite, didn't it? Casio had thought that after becoming the Ultimate Fighter, the curse's upper limit from the Devil's Book was just that. But, he hadn't expected that the earlier skirmish between Anthony and the blond-haired girl was just an appetizer before the main course.
   

        And the main course was indeed this glaring meteorite headed straight for him.
   

        Even its trajectory, visible from afar, was boldly apparent. Perhaps it was giving him a bit of reaction time? Or to say, this meteorite was unavoidable, bound to hit its target across great distances!
   

        "Interesting, very interesting, extremely interesting!"
   

        A smile suddenly appeared on Casio's cold face, carrying a rare excitement. This feeling, it was as if everything was under his domineering control, and suddenly, something went awry, something out of control. That sense of losing grip, yet narrowly so, slightly intoxicated Casio, even making him enjoy it.
   

        There was a part of him that relished in his wicked sense of humor, but more of it stemmed from practicing and interpreting the way of the Tyrant Fist. Without anything escaping control, defying his will, how could Casio carry out the domineering spirit in his heart?
   

        The Devil's Book tried to use a Heavenly Meteorite as an obstacle, perfect! He would use these iron fists to utterly shatter it in mid-air!
   

        "Hss..."
   

        On the only circle of flat green space, Casio stood still. A wild inhaling sound, akin to an elephant's roar, echoed around him. At both sides of his nostrils, visible vortexes of air were sucked in. Casio's chest suddenly expanded, his sturdy ribs mimicking an unfurled umbrella!
   

        Waves of an extremely dangerous aura began to slowly spread into the air.
   

        Meanwhile, beside him, Otto, having received Casio's directive, had already vanished in an instant. He was now organizing the clinic personnel for a rapid evacuation.
   

        At the same time, at the edge of the courtyard, near the collapsed enclosure walls.
   

        Anthony and the blond-haired girl could no longer afford to be shocked.
   

        They too felt that the meteorite seemed poised to crash directly onto the manor.
   

        So they sought to quickly leave the area.
   

        However, after their long entanglement in battle, their strength was severely drained, not to mention the last exchange of their Boxing Method's most lethal moves, even blending their resonances which magnified the power tenfold.
   

        The Steam Skull, while tremendously powerful, had also drained all their strength, including their physical stamina. Now, they were weaker than normal people, only able to shuffle along as if crippled.
   

        Due to the terrifying threat soon to descend from above, the danger alarm causing all their hairs to stand, they unexpectedly set aside past grievances and supported each other. Hobbling along, they stumbled towards the outside.
   

        But clearly, they were too late.
   

        So not far along, Anthony and the blond-haired girl both gave up.
   

        They collapsed to the ground, gasping loudly. They looked up at the meteorite in the sky one moment, then at the increasingly fierce and domineering silhouette in the courtyard not far from them the next, praying the meteorite wouldn't land here while wondering what Casio was up to.
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        Whoosh!!!
   

        The red star, radiating fiery light, plummeted from the sky.
   

        "It's over!"
   

        "We're doomed!"
   

        Watching the falling point of the meteor become increasingly distinct, both Anthony and the blond girl fell into despair. Indeed, it was heading straight for the manor!
   

        In the courtyard, a silhouette's form slowly swelled, its clothes tearing apart to reveal armor-like, tough skin with purple acupuncture points scattered about, shimmering with a diamond-like exquisite color.
   

        From the acupuncture points, purple fog seemed to slowly burst forth, gradually covering the statue-like surface of the body. Casio slowly spread his hands, fixing them in the initial stance of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, his fingers resembling the tusks of a python.
   

        Over these days, he had been challenging fighters in the Wailing Valley of the World of Calamities, feeling his foundation in Secret Martial Art grow increasingly substantial with every battle. Indeed, Casio had even created a new Boxing Method, the Phantom Sound Fist, for Otto to use in experiments. As for his own foundational technique, he naturally continued to refine and progress. The most important of these was the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist originally had only one move worth showing off, the Roaring Sonic Gun.
   

        But through Casio's accumulation, creation, and combat practice, two other crucial techniques had gradually been completed. One was called Star Python Strangulation, a close-range double-arm strangling technique carrying terrifying explosive tearing forces. The other was called Cross Sonic Howl, with crossing arms slashing, freely releasing shock waves. Its origin came from the dual sword technique of an unknown wraith.
   

        Thus, the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, just like the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, had its three crucial techniques completed, forming a self-contained combat framework.
   

        Of course, the pinnacle of this framework was naturally the ultimate mystery of a martial art. The ultimate mystery of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Beak of the Blood Vultures, was just like that, possessing extremely terrifying individual damage, penetrative damage, and decompositional damage.
   

        It was created by Blood Fist Feng Liusi, a major accomplishment of decades of boxing practice.
   

        Undoubtedly, Beak of the Blood Vultures was a perfect fit as the ultimate mystery of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. Even if Casio created another move, it was unlikely to surpass it.
   

        Consequently, he devoted all his energy to the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        While battling in the Wailing Valley, he mostly used the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist against numerous wraiths, engaging in over a hundred battles. Finally, after an exhausting fight that brought him to the brink, everything returned to calmness, and Casio felt an infinite loneliness. At that moment, he heard wails from the valley.
   

        It was a type of howling, actually the raging wind sweeping through the valley, creating sounds by constantly colliding and rubbing against each other. Unceasingly rebounding and repeating.
   

        If wind could do this, what about sound, force, explosion shocks? If all these were confined in an enclosed space, the sound would continuously rebound, creating echoes. Shock waves would cycle back and forth, overlapping again and again, though diminishing, their efficiency could be tenfold or even dozens of times higher! Echo Strength could create an explosion-like shock effect, and if this effect could keep stacking...
   

        One layer of explosion, two layers, a hundred layers, a thousand layers!
   

        And the shock waves formed by the explosion, stacking hundreds of times. Confined in an environment, continuously destroying everything.
   

        Who could withstand it?!
   

        It's like a room that can continuously echo, tentatively called the Echo-Sonic Nest. In this nest, sound would crazily circulate and collide, definitely bringing about a terrifying sonic howl! And replacing sound with force was the same.
   

        Thus, Casio, under the special conditions of the Wailing Valley, experimented repeatedly with the effects of Echo Strength, constantly adjusting the power. Finally, not long ago, he created what was the nascent form of the ultimate mystery of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. Although it was just a nascent form, it already possessed eighty percent of the ideal state, both in terms of charm and power.
   

        Casio directly named this move: Echo-Sonic Confluence!
   

        Since it was still in the experimental phase, he had never used this move against any threat. But now, wasn't the situation perfect? A terrifying meteor falling from the sky!
   

        Use Echo-Sonic Confluence to completely destroy and shatter this great natural force!
   

        How thrilling, how satisfying would that be?
   

        At least, Casio was already trembling all over, his eyes having turned into a deep, pure violet, radiating a holly coldness that extinguished all emotions.
   

        On the ground, he spread his hands toward the sky, his fingers clustered together as if they were the uneven tusks of an ancient monster.
   

        "All who obstruct my will shall wail as they are shattered to pieces!"
   

        Beginning with the roaring first word, Casio's voice rapidly increased in pitch, as if a tangible ripple of sound had entered the echo nest, beginning to oscillate and convulse wildly. Following the second word came a majestic and profound echo, and so on, till the very end. The vibrations emitted by Casio sounded like countless people screaming together, like the roars of evil spirits from the depths of hell.
   

        Bang! Booming, booming, booming...
   

        Clusters of visible shock waves gathered by an unknown force piled up like waves. The air displayed visible, pale white lines, appearing from afar like compact petals suspended in the sky, frantically withering and sprouting.
   

        The ground shook tremendously, and a house-sized pit appeared in the courtyard. Meanwhile, a black silhouette shot up into the sky.
   

        Below him, it seemed he was standing on a giant purple python; a scale-covered snake hundreds of meters long that leaped from the ground seemed like a demonic dragon, accelerating continuously!
   

        Sonic booms and mushroom-shaped clouds of fog followed one after another in the air.
   

        In that moment, viewed from a distance,
   

        one could only see on the horizon, a fiery blaze descending from the sky colliding fiercely with a giant purple column rising from the ground in mid-air!
   

        Hum! Humming, humming, humming...
   

        Everyone's ears seemed deafened, and crimson blood slowly seeped from their facial orifices. Their expressions twisted in extreme agony.
   

        In mid-air, at the core of the collision.
   

        "Echo Convection!!!"
   

        The silhouette of Casio hovering in mid-air vanished in an instant, replaced by terrifying fluctuations that spread madly from that point as the core. It was a tide, it was sound waves, it was atmospheric patterns, and it was visibly tangible echo strength! In an instant, all the echo strength released from within him.
   

        A torrent of force spread wildly in the space, occupying everything.
   

        It seemed chaotic, but within it, there was an inherent arrangement and operation. From above, it could be seen that these ripple-like roaring echoes, resembling the scales of a snake, spontaneously formed a giant sonic serpent. The sonic serpent swam freely in the sea of ripples, reaching the edge in a flash. The snake body rapidly spun, containing the entire sea of ripples. And this was the breeding ground for the Echo Sonic Nest!
   

        In the blink of an eye, the sonic serpent had coiled around the edge of the nest, opening its mouth to expel the echo strength inside. The echo strength shot out, quickly reaching the other end of the snake body's surface and being reflected back by the scales. This cycle repeated, creating an extremely high-frequency oscillation, causing the surrounding air to rapidly escape and drain away.
   

        Rumble, rumble!
   

        The meteor, carrying terrifying destructive power, was encapsulated by the Echo Sonic Nest.
   

        Instantly, unimaginable collisions and explosions occurred inside.
   

        Layers upon layers of dense ripples struck the surface of the meteor, each time creating explosive shock effects. Wildly accumulating, wildly spiraling.
   

        Bang, bang, bang... Crack!
   

        Finnally, amidst the constant pounding sounds, a peculiar noise emerged. The surface of the massive meteor suddenly cracked open with a narrow trace that spread rapidly to every corner of the meteor. Like a spider web, it enveloped the entire boulder.
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        The meteorite, entangled in flames and high temperatures, finally burst at this moment.
   

        With a loud boom, centered around the shattered meteorite, a thick white ring-shaped shock wave rapidly advanced at high altitudes, sweeping up a large amount of air.
   

        Near the manor, whether standing or sitting, everyone felt a gale coming towards them, nearly making it impossible to open their eyes. Along with the gale, there was also a pressure descending from the sky. It felt like their shoulders and necks were sunk, and some of the injured even knelt down directly under the pressure.
   

        Whoosh! The gale swept swiftly across the ground, causing the sea of trees to sway and shake.
   

        As everyone looked up, they saw that the huge meteor fireball had disappeared, leaving only tiny fiery meteors like a rain of stones shooting towards the ground, drawing red lines across the sky.
   

        The scene of the meteorite exploding like fireworks came into the Fog Man's view.
   

        He reached out and took off his black hood, revealing a somewhat dazed yin-yang face. In a trance, the Fog Man seemed to hear something beside his ear. It wasn't the booming sound of the fire rain falling from the sky, nor was it the heavy breathing and exclamations of the people around him. Instead, it was mixed in between these sounds, like the empty noise of a high-speed train traveling through space! No, not a train, but a python, a Sonic Snake coiling through the gaps in the sound!
   

        In the chaotic void, with every distance the Sonic Snake advanced, each inch of its scales underwent explosions and vibrations. It transformed into a snake-shaped sonic disaster, bringing destruction and death wherever it passed. The Fog Man was dumbfounded by the images he perceived, his eyes vacant yet filled with awe.
   

        "This is boxing, this is Secret Martial Art! This is the headmaster's Secret Martial Art Boxing! A meteor falling from the sky was shattered into pieces…"
   

        The Fog Man muttered to himself, his eyes gradually becoming frenzied: "To contend against natural disasters with a human body, the headmaster did it! This is the absolute power mastered by the headmaster. So powerful, so wonderful!"
   

        He spread his arms towards the sky, his face suddenly showing a sort of pathological excitement similar to that of a devout believer: "This is the real power that towers above the mundane! I thought I had glimpsed the headmaster's realm in the battle of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, but it turns out that what was revealed then was just the tip of the iceberg! Haha, I'm so foolish! How could I use the perspective I apply to ordinary fighters to gauge the headmaster's mighty power…"
   

        The Fog Man kept talking to himself, clearly a bit delirious again. However, in such a scene, no one at the clinic paid him any mind. Nine Snakes were also looking at the sky, contemplative. Otto, who had already cultivated the Shadow Moon Fist, looked even more reflective, still reminiscing about what Casio had said before: the meteor was coming for him. Could it be that the headmaster was now so powerful that the heaven and earth could not tolerate him, and the world wanted to destroy him?
   

        However, looking at the current situation, it seemed that even the heavens were helpless. Send down a meteor? It still got blown up by Iron Fist.
   

        Soon, everyone at the clinic sought cover and hid. As a shower of meteor fire rained from the sky, the pieces of rock wrapped in fire fell to the ground, blasting deep pits.
   

        The larger ones were over a person tall, and the smaller ones were only the size of a fist. But even reduced to fragments, they still had formidable power, comparable to shell blasts.
   

        In an instant, the area around the manor was pitted and uneven, and the verdant sea of trees had even caught fire. The surface was littered with areas of destruction caused by the meteorite impacts, resembling plaster patches. The mountain forest was full of blasting noises.
   

        Near the villa, the originally slack Anthony and the blond girl were terrified. They moved to the only remaining piece of the enclosure wall left, watching the surroundings as the fiery stones fell like rain, blocking their view, and the ground vibrated continuously.
   

        Fortunately, the spot where they were located did not have many meteors falling, possibly because it was close to the villa. The space above the villa was the center where Casio and the meteor collided, and after the meteor shattered, it splashed and fell in all directions, whereas right underneath it had fewer. However, the other half of the manor building, which was still intact, was destroyed by the meteor shower.
   

        In just a few seconds, a large area of the mountain forest was destroyed, either by trees being smashed in swathes or by bursting into surging flames. Anthony and the blond girl looked at each other silently.
   

        Just now, Anthony and the blond girl had been thrilled and excited by the collision of powerful moves, forming a steam skull that increased their power by at least tenfold. After all, the explosion's furious steam had directly destroyed half the villa. Now, just some of the smallest aftershocks of the meteorite shattering destroyed the other half of the villa. The more powerful aftershocks even destroyed a large area of the forest.
   

        Not to mention the intact meteors that fell!
   

        If one fell wholly intact, it probably would trigger a mountain collapse-like disturbance, the Earth Dragon turning over, annihilating everything. And such a meteor, containing terrifying energy, was struck and shattered in mid-air by someone!
   

        That cold man in a black trench coat!
   

        The disparity was even beyond the interest of making a comparison.
   

        So, what kind of den of dragons and tigers had they stumbled into while fighting? They hadn't determined a winner with their mortal enemy, but instead, they were suppressed by a completely unrelated passerby and witnessed a meteor shower.
   

        What rotten luck!
   

        Anthony silently made up his mind. If he could survive this time, the next time he fought all-out with someone, even if it was a fight to the death, he would pay close attention to the path and surroundings. He didn't want to be killed by a casual blow from a passerby without settling the score with his mortal enemy.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In the outskirts of Ming Mountain City, when the manor of the original Blood Clan was showered by meteorites.
   

        Not far from there, by a river at the mid-level of the Alfama Mountains.
   

        A group of figures shrouded in black robes, pale-faced as if they were corpses, stood still, gazing into the distance. They looked in the direction of the manor's location.
   

        "A meteorite fall, huh? Such a terrifying aura... Even from this distance, it feels like a great disaster is imminent, huh..." the man in black at the forefront spoke slowly, "Thank goodness it didn't fall on our side, otherwise, even if it landed at the mountain foot, I'm afraid it would cause some of our tunnels to collapse..."
   

        "If it had fallen on the mid-level, we would have been done for..."
   

        "Although our clan stands above the commoners like swine, we must still hold reverence for natural forces that can easily alter the landscape. Such acts can only be achieved by entities close to the True Ancestors of Blood in legend. That level is almost mythological..."
   

        "Send some people later to check out the crash site."
   

        The men in black robes discussed solemnly.
   

        "Right, has the blood food been prepared at Baine Manor? Fifteen virgins under the age of sixteen. It has been more than twenty days, it should be about ready now. David, Taya, you two will retrieve it the day after tomorrow..."
   

        "The elders in the nest need fresh blood for nourishment."
   

        After a moment of silence, the leading black-robed figure said.
   

        "Yes." Immediately, two people nodded and took the command.
   

        "Lord France, what about those Mercury Hunters? According to the news from Baine, they seem to have been getting restless lately..."
   

        A member of the Blood Clan next to the leading black-robed figure suddenly spoke.
   

        "Don't bother with those vermin," France replied disdainfully. "Why do you think they still have a force existing near the Alfama Mountain Range? They continue only because we tolerate them. As long as there is a supernatural force in Shire County that can act as a check and balance against our clan, the Dark Hunt Organization won't focus on us, nor will they pay too much attention here. Their strength is limited after all; they need to dedicate it to the areas with the most severe situations..."
   

        "So that's why. I've always wondered why we didn't just get rid of those Mercury Hunters opposing us all at once. After all, despite being weak and delusional, they can't even beat the lesser branches gathered in Shire County, yet they dream that one day they can attack the Alfama Mountains and oppose our direct lineage. They really don't know their place..."
   

        The adjacent Blood Clan member cursed softly, and the surrounding Blood Clan burst into mocking laughter, their expressions teasing. They obviously felt superior, like a cat toying with a mouse, mocking these frogs in a well with delusions of grandeur. What a bunch of ants...
   

        Half an hour later, within the collapsed ruins of the manor courtyard.
   

        Casio stood by the now dried-up artificial lake, still savoring the resonance of that final secret skill called Sound Nest Confluence. It truly was a gratifying move, all the emotions and will in his heart released with that punch. The emptiness of the Southern Dipper points within his body actually gave him a sense of transparent purity, almost as if breakthrough was a natural course.
   

        Pop!
   

        With a muffled sound from his body, another purple star lit up on the surface of his skin, indicating progress in his Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. Shortly after, another Southern Dipper Boxing Method resonated, and a red star appeared.
   

        At this moment, the realms of the two Southern Dipper Boxing Methods were as follows.
   

        Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist: 36+1=37
   

        South Dou Red Vulture Fist: 36+1=37
   

        Yes, Casio had already reached thirty-six acupuncture points before this breakthrough, thanks largely to the rapid progress made by sparring in the World of Calamities.
   

        A myriad of types, advancing two acupuncture points from the previous thirty-four.
   

        In the blink of an eye, he was ready to charge into the Fifth Stage.
   

        Coming back to his senses, Casio also remembered the information he had obtained from interrogating Anthony and the blonde girl. Anthony practiced a Boxing Method called Air Shock Fist, formally known as Extreme Void Air Shaking Fist. The blonde girl was named Fiona, and she practiced a Boxing Method called Water King Skill. Both originated from two second-tier sects of the Northern Mystery Martial World, with hundreds of years of history and grudges.
   

        Both Mystery Martial Arts were created by a Boxing Master, so they shared similarities, were complementary and interdependent, the two sides of the same coin. Casio believed that these two Martial Arts were originally one powerful first-rate Mystery Martial Art, simply split into two separate techniques. The steam skull state that Anthony and Fiona displayed when they joined forces was the true nature of that Boxing Method. By extracting moisture from the air and rapidly vibrating it into expanding steam with the power of wind, one could generate high temperatures or even explosive effects.
   

        Of course, even just considering the two separate Boxing Methods, their power was quite impressive. Each had its own advantages and focus.
   

        Besides their backgrounds, what Casio learned was the purpose of these two. It turned out that in the southern part of the Hong Li Empire in the Yana United States, an Ultimate Fighter had emerged, nearly invincible within the country. A month ago, he planned to go to the southeastern Mystery Martial World of the Hong Li Empire to spar with masters of Mystery Martial Arts there. This news also reached the northern part of the Empire, with many young geniuses, self-proclaimed as mighty and unbeatable among their peers, eager to converge towards the southeastern Mystery Martial World of the Empire.
   

        Seizing upon this opportunity, the southeastern Mystery Martial World of the Empire conveniently hosted an International Martial Arts Exchange and spread the information nationwide. After all, it wasn't just this Ultimate Fighter crossing the ocean, but also many masters, young talents, and Martial Arts stars from various schools of the Yana United States.
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        Anthony and Fiona, prodigies who reached the Fighter Realm by their thirties, naturally couldn't miss such a grand era. Thus they left their Sects and headed toward the southeast of the Empire. Unfortunately, they ran into each other halfway, old grudges resurfacing; they fought fiercely as a result.
   

        Of course, they are now prisoners under Casio. However, Casio doesn't plan to do anything to them, as he himself will be traveling to the Empire's southeast region after a while. Perhaps he could use their identities to attend the so-called International Exchange Meeting for some excitement and see what the situation was like.
   

        Such a grand occasion would likely attract the attention of the Door Organization. Casio thought he might encounter a few more Kings and slaughter them to practice his combat skills.
   

        After a moment of silence, by the Artificial Lake, he slowly bowed his head.
   

        Casio glanced at the Devil's Book in his hands and then at the chaotic scene around him. Half a second later, he reached out and pressed on the Gems again, filling two with the energy of the Disaster Essence.
   

        Casio's gaze was cold, his expression tinged with mockery. He wanted to see whether, after summoning the Meteorite, the Devil's Book could still bring him more danger. He was curious to know the limits of this broken book.
   

        Without hesitation, Casio asked the book a question about the location of some precious resources in the World of Calamities. Soon after, the Gems flickered and then went out. The Devil's Book gained a new page.
   

        He did not start reading but closed the book and quietly observed his surroundings. Based on past experiences, two Gems would create a disaster effect similar to a Fighter Plane crashing and exploding, causing a huge commotion.
   

        A few breaths later, the hairs on Casio's skin suddenly stood on end.
   

        He felt a threat, as if something in the air around him was gathering strength, ready to impose an evil Curse. That cold, watchful sensation was like a Poisonous Snake lurking in darkness.
   

        "I underestimated it; it can still cast a Curse on me..."
   

        "This mysteriously sourced Devil's Book probably contains tremendous secrets, even able to manipulate Natural Disasters at will..."
   

        A heavy feeling settled in Casio's heart. He became cautious, his Muscles tense, ready for Bad Luck to strike. But after a long time, nothing happened, as if the earlier sense of danger was merely an Illusion. He frowned slightly and waited in place for a moment longer.
   

        In the azure sky, a White Bird flew slowly, its wings flapping.
   

        Plop, a large blob of bird droppings fell straight down from high altitude, seeming to be on a trajectory to land precisely on Casio's head. Splat! A purple Light Wave flashed and instantly vaporized the droppings, turning the White Bird in the sky into Blood Mist. A few white Feathers drifted down leisurely.
   

        Casio looked up at the Feathers and then down at the Devil's Book in his hand. He suddenly laughed, a laugh born of exasperation. He had assumed the item had some unbelievable powers, thus he was cautious. Was this all it had to offer? Was it truly useless?
   

        A single Meteorite had fallen in a short time, and the disaster abilities were drained?
   

        Hehehe... Well then, do not blame me if I am unkind...
   

        Casio directly asked another specific question about the World of Calamities. After getting the answer, he planned to ask more, but the Devil's Book went on strike. There was no response to his questions, nor did any new pages appear. Only the two Gems, which continued to charge, were glowing quietly.
   

        "Hah, it started playing dead right away..."
   

        Casio chuckled coldly but then saw another White Bird, thinner than the first, flying in the sky, dropping another, smaller blob of droppings.
   

        Just as he was about to repeat his previous action, he whimsically lifted the Devil's Book in his hand. Plop! The white bird dropping landed perfectly, right into the mouth of the Skull Head Logo on the hardcover.
   

        Instantly, the Five Gems flickered wildly, as if an insulted person became furious, their expressions changing rapidly before suddenly dimming.
   

        All the miraculous colors faded, turning into a thin, tattered book.
   

        It was deflated.
   

        The next second, the dangerous Aura Casio had felt inside vanished without a trace. He quietly looked at the deflated Devil's Book in his hand, speechless at the stubborn mechanism it had to cast a Curse no matter what. Now it had received its comeuppance.
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        The Devil's Book tasted the flavor of its own curse.
   

        Well, it should be quite salty...
   

        Based on the earlier situation, the curse of the Devil's Book seemed not to be without limits, at least it couldn't freely manipulate events of natural disaster magnitude. After releasing a large amount of curse on Casio in a short period, it would enter a brief period of vulnerability. Of course, this didn't mean Casio could do as he pleased with the Devil's Book. Once it entered the vulnerable phase, it would automatically trigger a mechanism to refuse to answer and stop losses in time. It wouldn't let Casio take too much advantage.
   

        Moreover, if it were in a special environment, the Devil's Book was still very dangerous. For example, in ancient ruins with the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist or Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, who knows what kind of traps or exotic species might exist.
   

        If Casio were to use the Devil's Book there, he would likely attract powerful enemies in an instant and be showered with misfortune. Even with Casio's strength, he might not die but would probably suffer a severe loss of skin. Of course, he would never use the Devil's Book in such dangerous circumstances unless absolutely necessary.
   

        As his thoughts flowed, Casio felt the Echo Strength gradually filling his body and a sense of exhilaration rose in his heart. The newly created Ultimate Mystery of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, Echo Nest Confluence, had shattered a heavenly meteorite on its first use. This was undoubtedly an affirmation of Casio's own martial arts practice, making his thoughts clear and his internal force lively.
   

        Moreover, the move Echo Nest Confluence was not yet perfected and still had room for improvement. If the structure was fully formed, it would likely be no less impressive than the Beak of the Blood Vultures created by Feng Liusi. Of course, both were pursuing different paths. The Beak of the Blood Vultures was more inclined to small-scale battles, usable on one or multiple people. It focused on penetration and concentration, with a quick burst and needing a brief accumulation of power, its features clear.
   

        The Echo Nest Confluence, without a doubt, targeted a large range of massive enemies or those of huge size. Within the covered area of the Sonic Nest, endless Echo Strength would bombard and shake them. This move required a longer accumulation time and was very draining. The longer an enemy stayed within the range of the Sonic Nest, the stronger the attack they would suffer.
   

        The meteorite that had just fallen had been pulverized by the repeatedly amplified and stacked Echo Strength. Theoretically speaking, as long as Casio could maintain his force reserve for the entire Sonic Nest, the danger level inside the nest would increase infinitely over time, which was terrifyingly significant.
   

        Pushing aside the daydreams in his mind, Casio swept a glance at the mess around him and then looked at the Devil's Book stained with bird droppings in his hand, his gaze slightly disdainful. He gestured with his hand, calling Anthony over.
   

        Using the other party's Secret Martial Art of manipulating water vapor, he washed the Devil's Book inside and out from a distance. Especially the skull logo on the exterior, which he rinsed no less than ten times. After washing, Casio somewhat reluctantly put the Devil's Book back into his chest pocket, not forgetting to wrap an extra layer of cloth around it.
   

        "Otto, how's the situation?"
   

        He lifted his head, looking towards the black silhouette slowly approaching from not far away.
   

        "Some of the brothers are injured, but no one is dead."
   

        Otto reported truthfully, his demeanor respectful. The slightly downcast eyes still carried a hint of admiration, as the impactful scene of Casio's fist shattering the meteorite was clearly etched in his mind. His posture was even more submissive than before.
   

        "Hmm," Casio responded, with his usual lack of expression.
   

        The Demon Seeds and Demon Idol Totems he taught all had notable effects on enhancing physique, and the doctors at his Clinic were all tough guys.
   

        They were naturally resilient and durable, not easily killed in battle.
   

        Collapsed buildings and meteorite impacts spraying rocks would certainly not be of concern to them. Unless they were really unlucky and got hit directly by a meteorite fragment in a vital part of the body, but obviously, his subordinates were all fortunate this time.
   

        Soon, the doctors from the Clinic gathered one after another. They surrounded Casio, each one with fervent eyes and an admiring gaze.
   

        The Blood Clan Manor had suffered two accidents in succession and had completely collapsed. Therefore, the Clinic immediately decided to relocate, choosing the Count's Manor as the new location. The reason being the Count's Manor was big and luxurious enough, and it was conveniently close to the next target, the Alfama Mountains—just perfect.
   

        The people from the Clinic were not afraid of the direct Blood Clans from the Alfama Mountains. Let them come. They were confident that it would result in one dead enemy for each arrival, the High Order Blood Clans included. Casio wouldn't even need to take action; the Commanders could handle the foes. During the Lunar Eclipse Meeting battle, an Ascetic had single-handedly tortured a High Rank Blood Clan member to death, pounding him into flesh mud.
   

        The other Commanders naturally didn't think they were inferior in strength.
   

        Two P.M., in the garden of the Count's Manor.
   

        This was a garden built for Count Baine himself, with flowers imported from Mara County, in the southwestern region of the Empire known for producing Gillan Flowers. Gillan Flowers are annual plants and emit a fragrant aroma when in bloom. The blossoms, like clusters of little bells, bunch together and hang suspended in mid-air.
   

        Therefore, there were many tall frames in the garden for these Gillan Flowers to climb upon. The lush, green leaves blocked out the sunshine, forming a spacious, shaded area underneath. Looking up, bunches of pure purple Gillan Flower blossoms hung down, their subtle fragrance elegant and refined.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        At this moment, under the shade of the wooden rack, a silhouette was sitting on a chair. Casio quietly looked at the flowers and noticed that large swathes of red were bleeding into the purple floral sea. Upon closer inspection, he realized it wasn't due to a mix of flower species; it was the fresh blood that had been spilled yesterday.
   

        That battle had almost stained every corner of the Count's Manor red.
   

        He no longer paid it any mind and slowly turned the pages of the Devil's Book to review the content he had previously inquired about. First was the parchment from the Dark Hunt Organization's Headquarters Treasure Vault, which recorded an Ancient Secret Technique. Casio couldn't understand the ancient text and symbols on the parchment. But obviously, the Devil's Book could translate it.
   

        With a glance, the general content entered his mind, and he slightly raised his eyebrows.
   

        This Ancient Secret Technique was not for battle but rather a kind of ability that assisted in cultivation. This secret technique was called the Qi Seal Inscription Method. Practitioners could manipulate their own Qi to form a special structure according to this method. Then, using Qi instead of ink and fingertips instead of a brush, they would leave words on specially processed parchments, recording Secret Martial Art manuals.
   

        The advantage of this was that during the writing process, the user's impression and understanding of the Secret Martial Art would be slightly deepened. It allowed one's Martial Arts Qi and boxing intent to become pure, cohesive, and unified, which was akin to a resonance that removes impurities.
   

        In addition, a manual inscribed using the Qi Seal Inscription Method would carry a unique aura. If someone wanted to learn this Secret Martial Art, they would quickly be infected by the aura as soon as they turned the pages, significantly lowering the threshold for entry. If the reader was exceptionally talented or the technique was a perfect fit, they could even enter a state of resonance, thereby absorbing part of the aura from the environment to form a seed of Martial Arts Qi within their body.
   

        Clearly, this Qi Seal Inscription Method was a very precious Ancient Secret Technique, especially for schools in the Secret Martial Arts World that wanted to grow strong and large.
   

        Lowering the threshold for cultivating a technique and increasing the potential of talented individuals were things Martial Arts schools in the Secret Martial Arts World had been wracking their brains over. For Casio, this Qi Seal Inscription Method could also be useful. Not to mention using it to quickly develop his forces, just the fact that writing Secret Martial Arts manuals would deepen his own Martial Arts understanding and solidify a pure boxing intent was already quite beneficial, as it provided some extra progress.
   

        Lately, Casio had been considering whether to write a Southern Dipper Secret Transmission manual, constructing the entire system of Southern Power according to three stages. Now the arrival of this technique was like a pillow to a sleepy head, further solidifying his idea.
   

        However, the Qi Seal Inscription Method was not without its flaws. The parchment Casio had obtained was incomplete, and according to the Devil's Book, the remaining content was scattered overseas, difficult to find. The missing part pertained to how to keep the Martial Arts manual's aura subdued after writing, preventing environmental impact. In other words, if Casio were to use this incomplete secret technique to write a Secret Martial Arts manual, the book's aura and presence would grow increasingly dense and take on a strange, frightening magical allure.
   

        Some readers with weaker minds or those in close proximity might become contaminated by this magic power, reduced to slaves of the boxing art. This was a problem of moderate size, somewhat akin to methods of the evil or demonic path.
   

        Nevertheless, it didn't matter much. The forces under Casio's command weren't exactly orthodox in style. The people in the Clinic fought like demons and monsters in battle. What harm was there in evil beings practicing slightly more insidious techniques?
   

        Of course, that did not include Casio himself. He felt that the unique style of the Clinic he had founded was due to incomplete cultivation. If they could train to his level, they would surely return to simplicity and innocence, looking utterly harmless. That had to be the case.
   

        Having finished the important parts, Casio then focused on the content about the Eternal Islands Ruins. It broadly introduced the dangers present on every level of these Ancient Ruins, with particular emphasis on certain special entities. For example, some Exotic Species that were specifically bred, much like the holy beetles in the Oyon Ruins of the Alfama Mountain Range. There were also some troublesome individual powerhouses, and Casio even saw that one of them was a powerful wraith that had been forcibly anchored to the Real World by some unknown means! It seemed that this Ancient Ruin was even more dangerous than the one in the Alfama Mountains!
   

        However, it was a relief to have the bronze key, which allowed access to a hidden special passage that bypassed several levels of the Relic and avoided some dangers.
   

        At the same time, this passage also provided a way to retreat. It was an exit strategy in case something extraordinary happened within the Relic, to avoid the possibility of being trapped and buried.
   

        Having read the most important parts, Casio browsed through the other content.
   

        The remaining locations of the Moon God statues from the Lunar Eclipse Meeting...
   

        The location of the Totem Temple within the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains...
   

        These were all route locations; nothing much worth mentioning.
   

        Soon, his attention landed on the last page of the Devil's Book that contained content. It was the 'fleece' he got while the Devil's Book was in a weakened state, a feeling of a freebie he was looking forward to. Casio leisurely turned the pages of the Devil's Book to the next side and looked down.
   

        Immediately, his vision darkened. The idea of catching another old bird and tying it together with the Devil's Book, letting the bird defecate on it daily, arose in his mind.
   

        That's because this page was indeed packed full, with both sides fully covered. Only, the content was merely mechanically repeating one sentence.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The Pale Origin is in the Abyssal Creek... The Pale Origin is in the Abyssal Creek...
   

        Like a reluctant child mindlessly copying lines for a teacher's punishment a hundred times over, the page was filled with nothing but this useless phrase!
   

        It wasn't wrong; that mysterious Plant known as the Pale Origin was indeed in the Abyssal Creek, but where the hell was the Abyssal Creek? Casio wanted routes and a Map, but what the Devil's Book gave was another solitary place name. No wonder his vision darkened the moment he opened it.
   

        "Could it be due to the principle of equivalent exchange? The Devil's Book only afflicted me with the most minor Bad Luck of bird droppings on my head, so the information it revealed could only be a single correct piece of nonsense?" Casio's eyes gradually became clear, and in the next second, he was infuriated again, "No, that's not right..."
   

        "What about the two Gem Catastrophe Essential Energies I've used up?!"
   

        Suddenly, Casio felt an irresistible urge to tear the book to pieces.
   

        His gaze grew dangerous as he looked at the Devil's Book in his hand, its color dull as if playing dead. The palm of his right hand instantly turned a dangerous Scarlet, with high-density Deathfang Power flowing like sticky glue.
   

        The Devil's Book remained indifferent.
   

        A strange noise suddenly came from within Casio's body, like a river of fiery Magma colliding with a glacier with a sputtering sound.
   

        In an instant, his right arm turned a magnificent purple-red, and this shade of purple-red was spreading rapidly toward his forearm and palm.
   

        "Hum..."
   

        The Devil's Book quivered, and the Gem in the Skull Head lit up.
   

        Tick, tick, tick, tick! Various and sundry, exactly four in total.
   

        Good, it spit out everything it shouldn't have taken in.
   

        With a cold face, Casio nodded, allowing the dangerously charged purple and red hues on his arm to fade quickly, returning to its normal skin color.
   

        Though he wasn't aware of the Devil's Book's material or origin, it seemed that the unprecedented Extreme Power of the Southern Dipper's Sonic Fang was still enough to make it wary. This, too, was Casio's means of checking and balancing the other party.
   

        Time flashed by, and soon it was the next morning.
   

        At the entrance of Count Baine's Manor, a group of black-clad men with dangerous and robust auras stood ready, their eyes fierce and brutal, like wild beasts. In front of the formation of black-clad men stood three figures towering above the rest. The scholarly yet morbidly pale Youth with glasses, the blood-crazed Ying-Yang-Faced Man who looked like a devil, and the serpent-eyed beauty who watched others as if preying on food.
   

        Each with their own characteristics, each with their own wickedness, utterly unrestrained.
   

        None resembled the typical Orthodox characters in demeanor.
   

        In front of the three, there was an even more significant presence. A deep and unfathomable Aura lingered around the shadow, swallowing all the gazes cast its way, distorting judgment and perception. It gave one the feeling of helplessness, as if peering into the life of a higher-dimensional being, with a sense of panic and horror.
   

        Click-clack, click-clack, the Manor's clock struck eight o'clock on the dot.
   

        Casio turned his head and motioned lightly with his hand.
   

        The Elder Wind Knife of the blue-eyed hunter clan immediately scurried over, a friendly and obsequious smile on his face.
   

        The many wrinkles on his old face blossomed sweetly like a chrysanthemum flower.
   

        "Proceed as planned; your people will lead the way, and we'll take care of the killing from behind. Don't be the slightest bit afraid when encountering the Blood Clan; my men are right behind you. It's those vermin who should be afraid..."
   

        Casio's voice was Cold, and his words reeked of blood.
   

        "All units, march towards the Alfama Mountains, advance!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Blue skies and fluffy white clouds painted a serene landscape, the brightness intensifying through the gaps between clouds. Waves of air danced across the sky, transforming it into an expansive, tumultuous ocean. Streams of sunlight turned into thin, golden beams in human sight, extending from the mountains all the way to the dense woods, and finally reaching Mirror Lake. The lake's surface, glittering and reflective, echoed the green lushness of the dense woods around it.
   

        At a glance, the touch of green seemed to cover the mountain's surface and stretch into the lake where it continued to thrive under the water.
   

        It was indeed a rare sight, no wonder the towns near Ming Mountain and Mirror Lake later became famous tourist destinations for summer retreats; after all, the foundation was already there.
   

        Splash, splash...
   

        Ahigh the gleaming waters of Mirror Lake, several small white boats quietly rocked, with faint silhouettes of people moving about them. These were fishermen from the small town near the lake, their livelihood primarily dependent on fishing in Mirror Lake. Sometimes, they also took tourists from the city around the lake.
   

        With a smack, a plump lake fish was scooped up. The dark-skinned fishermen, tanned from sun and wind, were overjoyed and began to brag to their companions. However, his joy was short-lived, as a rustle, like birds being startled, suddenly echoed from the nearby dense woods.
   

        A swarm of black bats burst out of the woods, moving exceedingly fast.
   

        Under the sunlight, these grotesque and ugly bats appeared. They were considerably larger than common bats, with pointed beaks and tusks, and their blood-thirsty red eyes made them seem highly aggressive.
   

        Splash...
   

        More groups of bats flew out from the woods, soaring in the high skies.
   

        Suddenly, the fishermen on the boats showed panic on their faces. Their town, situated near Mirror Lake and the Alfama Mountains, was rife with legends of mountain demons. It was said that the Alfama Mountains harbored half-human, half-bat monsters that loved to feed on human blood and possessed immense strength. The appearance of these monsters was heralded by a large swarm of blood-sucking bats scouring for prey.
   

        "Jump into the river!!!" a seasoned fisherman yelled out loud.
   

        Immediately, several people jumped into the water. But the dark-skinned fisherman, who had been delayed by putting away the fish, was slow to react.
   

        The huge swarm of bats swooped down from the sky and enveloped him, lifting him into the sky. Among the black bats, a shadowy half-human figure from the Blood Clan could be seen faintly. It grabbed the fisherman single-handedly, ignoring his struggles and pleas, and bit directly into a major artery. Just as it tore the artery and blood spilled out, the pale-faced member of the Blood Clan spat out in disgust. With its sharply nailed hands, it tore the fisherman apart in mid-air, brutally killing him.
   

        Chunks of the corpse fell splashingly into the water.
   

        "Phew, such stinky, awful-tasting blood. Indeed, none of these tough-skinned are any good; only the soft-skinned young girls are truly delectable..."
   

        The Blood Clan member, indifferent in mid-air, glanced once over the lake surface, killing a fisherman as if he were squashing an insignificant ant.
   

        It raised its hand and flew toward the plain on the west side of Mirror Lake.
   

        The other groups of bats followed closely behind.
   

        Half a minute later, the many fishermen who had jumped into the water climbed back onto their boats. They were gasping heavily, pallid faces filled with a sense of relief from having narrowly escaped death. A few of them showed sorrow; clearly, they knew the man who had been killed.
   

        "Peter, why were you just a step slow to jump? If only you'd been a bit quicker, you wouldn't have..." an old fisherman shook his head, his gaze turning toward Peter's boat, where half the boat was stained red, with some gruesome chunks of blood and internal organs emitting a stench of blood.
   

        "Sigh…" sighed a nearby fisherman. Mostly because of Peter's death, but also for themselves. Such monsters existed in the Alfama Mountains, capable of easily slaughtering a living being as easily as crushing an ant. If it had been them, they probably would have had no choice but to comply, like fish on a chopping board.
   

        A sense of helplessness, danger, and horror began to surge in their hearts.
   

        Suddenly, near Mirror Lake, at the place where the bats had swiftly departed, a series of heavy, forceful footsteps advanced in this direction.
   

        The numerous fishermen, jittery as startled birds, started to panic; some didn't even look and prepared to jump back into the water. The leading old fisherman turned his head, only to find that it wasn't the bat monsters returning.
   

        Instead, it was a group of youth hunters dressed in gray hunting clothes, charging toward them. Each bristled with energy and high morale, equipped with metal weapons, their blue eyes resolutely focused.
   

        Beyond these young hunters, the background turned utterly black.
   

        It felt like a dense, oppressive dark cloud, heavy with a sense of impending explosion.
   

        Several men clad in black, burly and robust, marched with purposeful strides, their hard leather boots leaving deep impressions in the mud. Some wore fist guards, others had cross swords or beheading knives slung on their backs, all clad in streamlined attire. A sharp, blood-dripping red cross logo adorned the chest area of their clothes.
   

        Compared to the leading youth hunters, the men in black were visibly stronger and taller. Each stood well over one eighty, with bulging muscles and rough, powerful palms. Below their necks, there were sinister black tattoos, exuding a fierce temperament.
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        Looking at his face again, some had bulging muscles, some had crazed eyes, some had a chilling gaze sharp as a knife, and some had a depth like an abyss. Carrying a sense of oppression, exuding the aura of the strong, it would make one's legs go weak with just one distant glance.
   

        Tap tap tap...
   

        The sound of footsteps stopped beside Mirror Lake, and a figure slowly emerged. It was none other than Otto, wearing gold-rimmed glasses, personifying elegance, dressed in a skin-tight black combat suit. A smile graced his face, yet in his hand, he held a pitiable silhouette that struggled incessantly. His five fingers, like the claws of an eagle, grasped its prey, refusing to let go, firmly locked around the neck.
   

        He slowly raised his palm, easily suspending the Blood Clan member in mid-air.
   

        "Did you see how your two companions died just now?" Otto asked and answered with a gentle smile, "They were eaten. One was thrown into a meat grinder-like fog and ground into dust, inch by inch. The other was dismembered by nine pythons, tsk tsk tsk, such brutal methods..."
   

        "But I'm different, I won't be as crude as those two," he said, as a flash of light seemed to pass beneath his eyes, "I am willing to give you a chance now. Just answer me honestly, what were the direct descendants of the Blood Clan from the Alfama Mountains sending you to do? Where is the gathering place of those direct descendants within the mountains? I'll give you five seconds—five, four..."
   

        "I'll talk! I'll talk!" the Blood Clan member roared hoarsely.
   

        Soon, Otto got the information he wanted.
   

        "I've told you everything, you should keep your promise and let me go!" the Blood Clan member gasped for breath, his face full of terror. There was no sign of the unrestrained arrogance and haughtiness he had when he brutally killed the fishermen.
   

        Now the positions were reversed, it was the ant.
   

        The ant that could be wiped out by the man before it at any moment.
   

        "Let you go? When did I say I would let you go?" Otto's expression suddenly went blank, his gaze turned icy, "I said I would give you a chance to answer honestly; I never promised you anything. Don't fabricate things in your mind, don't be so dramatic, don't overthink it..."
   

        After completing his statement, he suddenly revealed an extremely chilling smile, "Oh, wait, there is something. I did promise not to be as crude as those two. So let's make your death a bit more graceful..."
   

        Snap.
   

        With one push of his palm, the Blood Clan member was sent flying into the air.
   

        Underneath Otto's eyes, two white lights surged out. His hands boldly swept through the air, gliding out a hauntingly dreamlike moon silhouette amidst the airflow.
   

        The delicate and beautiful arc of the moon flashed by, and Otto didn't even glance at the Blood Clan member suspended in mid-air. He turned around and walked towards the center of the formation.
   

        Behind him, the struggle and terror on the Blood Clan member's face seemed to freeze like a statue. The next second the entire face shattered into place as if made of building blocks, turning into a standard cube of flesh and blood about two centimeters in length, width, and height.
   

        Crack crack crack...
   

        The Blood Clan member's entire body crumbled, all falling into the lake water. At this moment, the hazy moon silhouette Otto had waved out earlier finally couldn't hold any longer and burst apart. Ping! A large part of the lake surface near the shore resonated with the moon silhouette, creating uniform square water patterns.
   

        It was as if countless fractured pieces of glass and ice were piled together.
   

        Beneath, the chunked pieces of the Blood Clan member's corpse rolled and tumbled in the blood in the water. Its rough shape formed a crude shadow of a Blood Moon.
   

        Across the colorful lake surface, there was an eerily beautiful mirage of flowers reflected in the water.
   

        "My Lord, I have extracted the information; the Blood Clan's settlement is at..."
   

        Within the formation of black-clothed individuals, Otto spoke in front of Casio.
   

        Beside him, Fog Man and Nine snakes wore expressions of disdain, but within that disdain, there was a hint of jealousy. This old boy Otto really knew how to win the favor of the Headmaster. His strength wasn't much to speak of in the beginning, yet now he had climbed over their heads, with the Headmaster's favor and teachings.
   

        Hmph, one day they would also receive the Headmaster's affection!
   

        Let us not mention these bizarre creatures planning to secretly vie for favor—the visuals that hurt the eyes. At the center of the formation, Casio listened closely to the intelligence Otto had extracted. After pondering for a while, he found that some of the critical locations were not much different from his third retrospection. In general, they were still distributed around the underground Oyon Ruins, with caves and villages included.
   

        Even more central ones lived on the outskirts of the ruins.
   

        Casio had come with a clear purpose: to slaughter those high-rank Blood Clan members hiding in the ruins in hibernation. Additionally, to obtain the False Death Elixir and its formula for the Ghost Iron Knight at Black Rain Villa, providing a safety net for their mission, as he had promised earlier.
   

        Thoughts swirling in his mind, Casio glanced at Mirror Lake in the distance.
   

        He gestured for the squad to continue moving forward without the slightest delay.
   

        Currently, his cultivation progress of the Qi Chapter of the Magic puppet secret weapon had reached 87.1%, with only 2.9% to go until 90%. This meant that once Casio filled that 2.9%, he could elevate his Qi realm to the Extreme Fighter Level. Thus, in both physique and Qi, reaching the Extreme Fighter level without any weaknesses, genuinely striving to glimpse into the Holy Fist Realm.
   

        After that, Casio grew more confident in his quest for the third Southern Dipper Secret Transmission in the Immortal Islands, not fearing any danger or obstacles.
   

        Tap, tap, tap ...
   

        A series of footsteps quickly vanished among the green trees of the mountain forest.
   

        On the spot, all that remained were a crowd of fishermen looking at each other with puzzled faces, their eyes filled with a mixture of confusion and expectation as they gazed toward the Alfama Mountains. Although these men in black did not seem like good people in terms of their appearance and aura, it appeared that they were specifically targeting the bat monsters in the Alpha Mountain Range. They had brutally slain one of the Blood Clan members right in front of all the fishermen, the same one who arrogantly killed Peter earlier. As this powerful force composed of hunting teams headed deeper into the mountains, would they continue to eradicate more of these monstrous scourges?
   

        On the fishing boats, many fishermen silently bowed their heads in prayer.
   

        Several hours later, in the Alfama Mountains, the forest was dense, and the terrain was rugged.
   

        In a clearing amidst the woods, a small team of four Mercury Hunters was forging a path with machetes, constantly cutting through branches and thorns to make a makeshift road.
   

        They were vigilant, eyes scanning their surroundings periodically, clearly aware that they were now in the area where the direct descendants of the Blood Clan roamed deeper in the Alfama Mountains.
   

        Crack! A branch blocking their path was chopped off.
   

        The four stepped out of the woods and onto a green grassland. Before them was a small lake, perhaps more of a pond, surrounded by an open field with visible trails of frequently visiting animals.
   

        They approached the pond, intending to leave a mark.
   

        Suddenly, water splashed from the pond as several creatures, half-human, half-bat, burst forth with bloodthirsty eagerness in their eyes.
   

        The four Mercury Hunters swiftly retreated, their crossbows firing wildly to temporarily repel the Blood Clan. Then, they quickly erected a wooden stake marked like a cross and turned to leave.
   

        It seemed as though they did not take the threat of these Blood Clan members seriously at all.
   

        "We'll leave them to you, we are off to set up the next road sign."
   

        The Mercury Hunters called back to the path they had just cleared through the woods.
   

        "Roar!!"
   

        The Blood Clan members who had fallen back into the water let out angry roars; the pond exploded with movement as they furiously leaped out again.
   

        However, suddenly, several shadows shot out of the forest like arrows.
   

        The ground thumped and deep bootprints were left behind, the shadows moving with incredible speed, their force as intimidating as a black bear pouncing on prey. They collided with the Blood Clan in mid-air, evidently gaining the upper hand and forcing the half-human, half-bat creatures back into the pond.
   

        Water sprayed everywhere as the shadows plunged into the pond with a gale force!
   

        Thump thump thump! Clang clang clang! Crunch!
   

        "Aaah!!"
   

        Immediately, the pond was filled with screams, and at one point, a severed arm was flung out, bloodied and tumbling onto the shore.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh ...
   

        Three dark figures leaped lightly out of the pond; their black clothing was slightly dripping with water and blood. The leader, a towering bald brute with a face full of flesh and an exaggerated scar over his left eye, lifted his hand to reveal a grotesquely distorted head. He brought the head close to his face, looked at it from the front, and suddenly cracked a grim smile, showing off his rotten teeth.
   

        "Got quite the pretty face here; I'm getting a bit excited…"
   

        He took a deep breath and glanced at his two companions. "Old habits kicking in; can't seem to help it. You guys go on ahead, I'll take care of this and catch up quickly," he said, his smile turning crude.
   

        "Sigh, we know, you and your filthy habits."
   

        "Hurry it up, don't delay the important stuff …"
   

        The other two, clearly accustomed to this, were unsurprised. They grumbled as they walked away, one picking up a leg from the ground and the other a severed hand, demonstrating a certain harmony.
   

        "Hmph, your kinks aren't any better than mine,"
   

        the bald brute muttered resentfully while watching his companions leave.
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        For centuries, the Alfama Mountains had been the territory of the direct Blood Clan. They thrived here, fed, slept, and from time to time descended to the human world to plunder, capturing blood fodder and sacrifices for their Longevity Blood Ceremony. They were the ancestral homeland of the entire northern branch of the Blood Clan in the empire.
   

        In the entirety of Shire County, or rather all the cities along the Alfama Mountains, the direct Blood Clan had no natural predators, and there were few supernatural forces that could contain them. Hence, these vampires could be called the dominators of the Alfama Mountains. The influence they exerted could easily control half of the underworld in Shire County, like the territory of Count Baine.
   

        Not to mention the lair of these direct Blood Clan members.
   

        The entire Alfama Mountains was their playground, with no supernatural forces daring to enter, whether it was the Mercury Hunters, who were hostile to the Blood Clan, or the Dark Hunt Organization, the largest official force on the surface. However, now there had been some unexpected and abrupt changes.
   

        There was a force, a force filled with malice, that had cut a swath of killing through the heartlands of the Alfama Mountains. They were like a knife, a sharp blade heated and tempered by flames, plunged relentlessly into the frozen butter.
   

        Unstoppable, without the slightest pause, they pushed forward relentlessly!
   

        The direct Blood Clan, who had always considered the Alfama Mountains as absolutely stable territory, were utterly stunned. They retreated in defeat, with peripheral patrols and gathering points being annihilated without stirring so much as a ripple. The direct Blood Clan in the core area exchanged looks in dismay, as they watched the outskirts of their controlled territory darken, not only losing control but even unable to get messages back. Only a few barely more than four or five clan members fled back in a sorry state during the whole process, and these were not the ones who fought directly. They had merely witnessed those men in black slaughtering their own from afar, like butchering lambs, crazed like demons.
   

        They were so terrified that they fled from afar.
   

        This also meant that for more than half an hour into the battle, the direct Blood Clan of the Alfama Mountains still had no clear idea of the enemy's strength or numbers. They didn't even know the identity of the enemies or what their objectives were.
   

        They were like blind men, in total darkness.
   

        They could only wait for those unknown enemies to completely come knocking at their door.
   

        *************************
   

        In the last years of the Hong Li Empire, there were two main gathering places for the direct Blood Clan in the Alfama Mountains. One was Rusa Waterfall. It was under a large tree near that waterfall where Casio had found the entrance to the underground passage the first time he entered the Oyon Ruins. About one kilometer beneath the stream formed by the Rusa Waterfall, there was a village, which was a gathering place of the vampires.
   

        The second place was a cave in a gorge two kilometers above Rusa Waterfall, where the real lair of the vampire was located. The cave led directly to the outer region of Oyon Ruins, where the direct Blood Clan lived. Further in the depths of the ruins, there was a blood pool that had been nurturing sleep for many old monsters.
   

        When Casio entered Oyon Ruins for the second time, it was when he, along with Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan, formed a trio and boldly stormed in together.
   

        And now, the third incursion into the Oyon Ruins had come.
   

        Compared to the first time's stumbling escape and the second time's hands-on quiet exploration, this time, Casio was much more composed and confident. Moreover, with the charge led by the clinic he controlled and the three commanders bravely spearheading the forefront, Casio seemed somewhat leisurely this time.
   

        Down from Rusa Waterfall, along the winding stream, lush green grass spread out. A silhouette in a trench coat slowly advanced upward, strolling and pausing like a tourist admiring the scenery, with an aimless air about them.
   

        The cool, mist-laden air flowed toward him, wafting through his sideburns.
   

        Casio, as always, wore an expressionless face, his boots sinking into the soft mud.
   

        Shouts of fighting echoed from far and near, with vampires screaming out in agony, pleading in dire pain. But then came the wet thud of a weapon severing a neck, and the cries abruptly stopped.
   

        Next to Casio, shadows dressed in black ran past frantically, their footsteps dull and forceful as if they were a torrent capable of destroying everything, their presence lethal and aggressive. Armed with a variety of exaggerated and fierce weapons, they decapitated and dismembered every red figure that came head-on, keeping them outside the battle ring. Centered around Casio, an area with a radius of more than ten meters was entirely vacant. The doctors from the clinic voluntarily formed a guard, slicing down every vampire that attempted to approach or offend their director.
   

        Within the guard circle, Casio glanced at the corpses floating downstream in the creek, limbs severed, the water tainted red. His gaze flickered slightly, as if reminded of the last time he and Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan stormed the Blood Clan's lair together. Now, he was here again…
   

        And his companions were no longer those two boxer fighters who were both teachers and friends but the formidable forces of the clinic he had created himself.
   

        For a while, with everything changed, Casio felt somewhat nostalgic.
   

        "Are you their leader?! Die!!!"
   

        From the right, a powerful Blood Clan Elder suddenly charged out from the dense woods. The black cloak on his body ripped instantaneously as he roared like a wild beast. Blood Blessed state burst forth, muscles swelling and transforming rapidly, turning into a tall monster with dark red mane, half-human half-bat.
   

        The Blood Clan Elder charged straight at them, the brute force of his outburst pushing back two doctors from the clinic who were guarding. His blood-red eyes fixed on the leisurely and elegant Casio with a fury that boiled over, wishing nothing more than to devour him.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Boom, a deep pit was stomped into the ground.
   

        The Blood Clan Elder accelerated with a whoosh, and its huge claw violently tore through the air. Its movement was so fast that a phantom silhouette was left behind in the air.
   

        Its eyesight narrowed to focus solely on the man in black clothing before it.
   

        "I will, kill..."
   

        The charging silhouette abruptly came to a halt and fell face-first to the ground. The Blood Clan Elder still maintained its punching stance, with its eyes wide open and a fierce expression. However, it was unable to move; it was dead!
   

        How did it die? No one knew, nor did anyone see clearly.
   

        All they saw was the Blood Clan Elder furiously charging toward Casio and collapsing to the ground when it was within a five-meter radius. It lay motionless, like a sculpture.
   

        Sss sss sss... Sss sss sss...
   

        A series of horrifying sounds arose, like insects voraciously nibbling away at something. On the grassland, a blood mist rose from the corpse of the Blood Clan Elder, with large amounts of blood qi shooting straight into the sky. It deflated quickly like a punctured leather ball, unbelievably fast. In the blink of an eye, the fog dissipated, leaving nothing but a pale skeleton on the ground.
   

        The surface of the skeleton bore the dense, tooth-like traces of gnawing.
   

        Casio didn't even glance at the skeleton, simply raising his left hand and making a light swipe over the surface of the nearby creek. Instantly, the bodies of the Blood Clan drifting in the stream ignited, as it were. Great clouds of blood qi soared into the sky, forming a tumultuous scarlet fog.
   

        It covered the narrow stretch of several kilometers from Rusa waterfall to the area below.
   

        The dense fog churned and hovered mid-air, making rustling sounds. It echoed the Rusa waterfall below, seeming to create a deep red waterfall in the sky. With a roar, the deep red waterfall collapsed, enveloping everything around it. The people from the Clinic and the direct Blood Clan members spread out over several kilometers on the battlefield were engulfed, and for a moment, they were so shrouded in darkness they could not locate their opponents.
   

        However, the next second, everyone heard the sound of insects and ants tearing and climbing in their ears. Sss sss sss... Sss sss sss...
   

        An inexplicable sense of fear rose from their hearts.
   

        "Ahhhhhhhhhh!!!"
   

        "This fog!"
   

        "This fog consumes people! Carter has been devoured!"
   

        "No! No! My hand, my leg!"
   

        "Run out of here, run out fast… Ahhh!!!"
   

        Amid the dense fog, waves of miserable screams echoed far and wide, chilling to the core. One by one, members of the Blood Clan dissolved into the blood mist as if they were made of sugar syrup. Some stood there dumbly, half of their skulls decomposed into vapor, their brains gone, leaving behind only the lower half of their terrifying faces. Others ran desperately to escape the area, dissolving faster as they ran, with their flailing hands reduced to nothing but upper arms, and their running calves dissolving on the spot. They fell with a thud, rolling around in a sorry state. Then their limbs vanished too, leaving behind nothing but a human stick, writhing on the ground like a maggot, faces twisted in fear, eyes filled with deep despair.
   

        Sss sss sss...
   

        Blood mist emerged from the fallen Blood Clan corpses on the ground and slowly drifted into the sky, merging with the extensive fog in the surroundings.
   

        This made the blood mist layer overhead, dark like storm clouds, thicker and more potent in its dissolving power. The deaths in the mist accelerated, and the blood mist grew denser.
   

        This deadly cycle continued until every single Blood Clan member lay on the ground. The sound of the retreating tide, like that by the seaside, filled the air.
   

        The blood mist came swiftly and left just as quickly. In no time, it was swept up by a high-speed vortex and carried away by the gale into high altitudes, vanishing without a trace.
   

        Over the several kilometers of the battlefield, on the grasslands and in the waters of the creek, only gleaming white skeletons remained, twisted in their final throes of agony. Around them, the people from the Clinic and the blue-eyed hunters of the Hunter Tribe looked on, bewildered. But they soon realized that this was a terrifying technique employed by their own side, and their morale soared as they headed straight for their den.
   

        By the creek, Casio, with an expressionless face, withdrew his left hand, the scarlet color fading from his fingertips. Yes, this was a skill he had refined and developed. Not only the new moves from the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist he had created, but even the techniques from South Dipper Red Vulture Fist that he had devised in his youth when his own martial arts skills were still immature, Casio had reworked them. Needless to say, the penetrating divine skill Scarlet Fang Gun, born from Spiral Finger Gun, and the explosive Deep Red Waterfall had both been completely transformed.
   

        It was now known as Deep Red Waterfall, a skill causing area damage.
   

        Mainly, the inspiration came from the time when Casio had destroyed the Dark Creature Experiment Field in Florence, when that Elder of the Red Vulture Tyrant Fist had shown the perfect propagation feature of the Deathfang Power. Casio was inspired by this.
   

        With a flick of his finger, Casio used the Deathfang Power to decompose the numerous corpses of the Blood Clan, creating a blood mist that accumulated and fluttered in the air. Within the mist, the Deathfang Power reproduced, not eternally, but it could last for a brief period. This vast cloud of Deathfang Power, transformed into a Deep Red Waterfall, achieved a terrifying area effect of decomposition. Moreover, the Deathfang Power would transmit and converge, becoming a Blood Clan energy-infused Deep Red Waterfall that naturally targeted only the Blood Clan.
   

        Thus, although the people from the Clinic and the Blood Clan were in the same Deep Red Waterfall, they were unharmed. Only the Blood Clan suffered and screamed in agony.
   

        And although the members of the Blue Eye Hunter Tribe had traces of Blood Clan bloodlines, it was too faint; their main lineage was of the Human Race. They couldn't trigger the Blood Clan energy.
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        Clearly, Casio's move was highly targeted and adaptable to most terrains. After all, the deep crimson waterfall was a mist, capable of flowing with the air. It could reach every niche and navigate through the roughest of passageways and buildings to execute targeted extermination. At most, it was somewhat vulnerable to strong gales and hurricanes, but compared to its advantages, this was hardly worth mentioning.
   

        Casio had treated this campaign against the direct descendants of the Blood Clan as the testing ground for his newly developed Boxing Method. He was using the lives of these Vampires to test the merits, shortcomings, and effects of his Southern Dipper Boxing Method's killing blow.
   

        Whoosh~
   

        A gale whistled by his ear, and the Fog Man flew over from a great distance.
   

        "Sir, the Vampire Village, the most important stronghold outside the Blood Race's Lair, has been annihilated. Nine Snakes and Otto have already led their teams towards the northern canyon at Rusa waterfall, charging directly into the Blood Race's Lair…" his voice was succinct and forceful.
   

        "Mm, let's go. We'll crush our way through with absolute integrity,"
   

        Casio's eyelids were lowered, his gaze dark and unfathomable. He glanced at the Fog Man beside him, who seemed to be holding back words, and slowly spoke, "If you have something to say, just say it…"
   

        The Fog Man laughed sheepishly, looking somewhat embarrassed, "Sir, next time you use this move to kill so many Blood Clan members, could you leave some of that leftover Blood Mist for me to try? I promise, I can polish them all off in one go… not wasting a bit!" he swallowed reflexively.
   

        "Hehe… alright…" Casio suddenly laughed. He extended his hand to pat the Fog Man on the shoulder, "Just make sure you don't regret it later…"
   

        "Here's a little taste for you now, eat up and then hurry to catch up."
   

        Casio gestured with his hand, and a fish that slipped through the net and was recently killed by a Clinic Doctor in the nearby woods flew over, enveloped by his Qi.
   

        With a light tap of his finger, the Vampire Corpse was completely deboned, leaving only a clump of essence like crystal clear Blood Mist floating in mid-air, resembling jelly.
   

        Whoosh…
   

        Casio's silhouette vanished in an instant, and the Clinic Doctors beside him also hurriedly followed. The Footsteps were uniform and powerful, dull yet forceful.
   

        The Fog Man was left standing in place, eyeing the clump of Blood Mist in front of him and swallowing audibly. Relying on his recklessly impulsive brain, he gulped down the thick mist in one go. A look of utter enjoyment immediately spread across his face, beaming with joy.
   

        The next second, his smile stiffened, and the scene became extremely ghastly.
   

        "Hmph… Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh…"
   

        It was like a swamp gas Explosion, a huge expanding clump of Blood Mist shot up to the right half of the sky and into the woods. It destroyed everything within tens of meters like a raging Hurricane, even the grass on the ground was plowed clean.
   

        The Fog Man stood trembling in place, as if he was about to release everything inside him in a roaring fury, his aura growing drastically weaker.
   

        After a full ten seconds, the volcanic eruption-like outpouring of Blood Mist finally ceased. In place, the Fog Man stood bare, his right half reduced to a flickering Afterimage, weakly shuddering as though it would dissipate at any moment. Post-calamity, he floated in mid-air, foolishly adrift.
   

        Looking in the direction Casio had left, he murmured to himself.
   

        "Don't eat what shouldn't be eaten… Control your own mouth, restrain your intense cravings and wild will. Don't end up walking the path of self-destruction! I understand now, I understand your profound intentions, Sir…"
   

        The Fog Man's eyes gradually brightened with wisdom, as if enlightened.
   

        "I will forever remember this lesson in my heart…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Was this a profound intention of Casio, or merely a twisted sense of humor…
   

        In fact, it no longer mattered. What mattered was that Fog Man had done some reading comprehension, and had accidentally found the right path.
   

        Indeed, a crazed will was never a long-term plan. Madness and thirst for blood were merely styles of methods during the process of achieving goals.
   

        Not the goal itself.
   

        If the ultimate pursuit were the aforementioned, it would only lead to complete self-destruction. The new clinic was transformed by Casio from prisoners afflicted with dark biological transformation in the lair of the Wild Beast.
   

        Due to the influence of beastification, they were already inclined to vent negative emotions. If they couldn't find their own balance, they would only sink deeper into it, leading to their own destruction.
   

        The simple mind of Fog Man actually didn't think too much. He just purely believed that the teaching from the Dean had a profound meaning.
   

        In short, just listening to the words of the Dean was correct.
   

        Fog Man remained in a weakened state, staying in place for a few minutes.
   

        After catching his breath, he then flew towards the distant main force.
   

        Twenty minutes later, two kilometers northwest of the Rusa waterfall.
   

        This was a canyon, filled with dense green forests and shrubbery, teeming with insects. At a glance, the view was completely obscured by broad-leaved branches.
   

        However, at this moment, several pathways had been forcibly cleared through the dense bushes. Branches were snapped off, and trees obstructing the path had been felled and tossed aside, forming three to four straight passages.
   

        At this moment, at the intersection of the canyon, the lighting was bright.
   

        Elder Wind Knife was carefully leading a pair of young blue-eyed hunters over. They had just completed their duty, setting up road signs at every complex path intersection and marking them.
   

        After everything was done, the blue-eyed hunters headed to the final battlefield between the Blood Clan and the clinic, which was the location of the Blood Race's lair. During the journey, everyone was excited, especially the gaunt Elder Wind Knife, who held a large knife. His eyes were red, and his breathing was heavy.
   

        There was a time when, as a Mercury hunter, he could only struggle against the Blood Clan along the counties on the route of the Alfama Mountains. And that was just a part of the forces of a branch of the Blood Clan, already so suffocating the Mercury hunters could hardly breathe.
   

        Like mice scurrying across the street, even afraid to appear openly. To oppose a force derived from Alpha's direct bloodline in the Count's Manor of Alfama, they had to endure humiliation and plan for over fifty years. How difficult it was, the immense pressure was suffocating.
   

        However, Elder Wind Knife could never have imagined that one day they would be able to invade deep into the heart of the Alfama Mountains! Having already eliminated the second largest gathering place of the direct bloodline, they were planning to destroy the lair of the direct bloodline!
   

        That was something unthinkable for generations, even over a dozen generations, of the Mercury hunters! Yet, today, it was happening right before their eyes.
   

        How could this not excite Elder Wind Knife? His blood was boiling uncontrollably!
   

        So much so that when he was using the hammer to cement the road signs a moment ago, he was full of energy. Swinging it forcefully, not at all like a seventy-year-old man.
   

        Indeed, this time the main force attacking Alfama's direct bloodline was the clinic; they were the ones at the forefront fighting and slaughtering. But, the Mercury hunters also contributed, didn't they? Providing intelligence, guiding, and marking the routes. Providing optimal support as logistics personnel, they also felt significantly involved!
   

        Round it up a bit, wouldn't it just be the Dark Hunt Organization's clinic and the Mercury hunter clan joining hands, united in defeating Alfama's direct bloodline!
   

        "Although our clan can't beat you damn Blood Clan, I can guide my big brother to beat you all into a pulp!"
   

        Seeing the imperious direct Blood Clan of Alfama suffer heavy losses, bones piled up, Elder Wind Knife felt exhilarated and refreshed. He felt a release of the suffocation that had accumulated in his chest for over seventy years, revitalized in spirit.
   

        He now led the unoccupied Mercury hunters straight toward the final lair of the direct Blood Clan, ready to exert their last bit of strength.
   

        Tap tap tap…
   

        At the entrance of the canyon, Elder Wind Knife and his group stopped their steps.
   

        Instead of the sounds of fighting and killing in their ears, it was eerily quiet. Only the air brushing past the tree layers brought the rustling noise like falling rain. Elder Wind Knife gripped his large knife and directly led the way forward.
   

        Choosing one of the forged paths, he ran towards the depths.
   

        Soon, the Mercury hunters discovered on both sides of the road, amidst the thorny bushes, Corpse after Corpse of the Blood Clan fallen, their manner of death miserable. Some were beheaded, some were torn in half, and others were hammered into flesh mud.
   

        Since Dark creatures have immortality, thoroughly killing the opponent meant that the final corpses would exhibit extensive damage and destruction.
   

        "Have they all been killed off?"
   

        "There are nearly a hundred corpses on this road…"
   

        The many young hunters felt emotional, exchanging glances.
   

        The leading Wind Knife pinched the handle of his knife, his peripheral vision suddenly catching sight of a familiar Blood Clan face. That was indeed one of the often-seen elders of the direct Blood Clan, powerful and violent in nature, often leading his men on nocturnal hunts. Now, however, the opponent was dead, his death most gruesome. It was as if a wild beast had bitten him, tearing him apart piece by piece.
   

        That contorted, ugly face had eyes wide open, filled with unwillingness and despair. Wind Knife directly kicked it, flattening the face that had lost the protection of Blood Clan energy, bursting the eyes.
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        He spat a glob of phlegm at the blurred mass of flesh and blood.
   

        "Damn it, I still remember that debt from twenty years ago!"
   

        "It's a shame I can't kill you with my own hands! But, seeing your miserable death, I'm very happy, I'm damn happy! Hahahaha…"
   

        Wind Knife Elder laughed so hard that tears almost flowed from his cloudy eyes. He held a grudge against his opponent, as his most talented disciple and his daughter had died at their hands twenty years ago.
   

        Before this operation had even started, Wind Knife Elder had already made up his mind. He was determined to find the enemy from twenty years ago and, even if it cost him his life, he planned to die alongside the opponent. However, he hadn't expected the Clinic's progress to be so fast, slaughtering the Blood Clan as if they were mere chickens.
   

        His enemy had already been eliminated as an obstacle, killed offhand.
   

        Inside, Wind Knife actually felt a slight regret, but in reality, it didn't matter. He just wanted the other party dead, and dying by his own hands would have been ideal.
   

        Dying at the hands of others, and in such a miserable state, that was also not bad!
   

        "Huff…" Wind Knife forcefully exhaled from his mouth.
   

        He quickly took the lead, guiding his team to an open area. In front of them was a mountain wall, on which there was distinctly an arched cave entrance.
   

        At the entrance of the cave, a dozen Clinic doctors stood guard quietly. Their weapons dripped with blood, and around them were several decapitated corpses of the Blood Race. Clearly, these robust men had blocked the entrance to the Blood Race's lair, waiting for their prey and planning to cut off the enemy's retreat to annihilate them completely.
   

        How could Wind Knife Elder and his men miss such an opportunity?
   

        They immediately joined in, supporting the many Clinic doctors.
   

        As for the final battle inside the Blood Race's lair, Wind Knife and his comrades decided after some thought not to get involved. It wasn't that they were afraid, but they didn't want to interfere or give the impression to the head of the Clinic that they were trying to steal his glory.
   

        In the tunnel, on the western perimeter of the first layer of Oyon Ruins.
   

        Groups of burly men in black clothes raced through the enclosed tunnel, their boots thumping loudly on the stone floor. The resonance even triggered vibrations in the air that carried far. Each of them gripped their weapons tightly, their eyes as sharp as eagles', resembling predatory beasts about to strike.
   

        Whenever they collided head-on with a squad of the Blood Race, they would give a loud roar and charge up furiously. The Demon Idol totem activated, causing their frames to swell multiple times, their arm muscles bulging like car tires. Striding like meteors, they sprinted through the tunnels like a herd of small elephants, ferociously smashing into the Blood Race, pinning many against the uneven cave walls with horrific bloodshed.
   

        Others favored grappling, rushing over like Giant Bears and scooping the Blood Race into their wall-like embraces at corners. Then, using sheer brute force, they slowly crushed their enemies' skeletons, relishing the delightful sensation of smashing the bones like toys. The corpses of the Blood Race fell limp like a pile of noodles or a twisted doughnut.
   

        Under the leadership of several commanders from the Clinic, those so-called direct descendants of the Blood Race who could transform into blood-blessed forms were not a match. They repeatedly retreated, leaving behind corpse after corpse, pulling back toward their main base.
   

        Casio immediately issued orders for Fog Man and Nine Snakes to lead all the Clinic doctors to charge forward and completely destroy the Blood Race's nest.
   

        He, in turn, took Otto, and Anthony and Fiona who he had just subdued not long ago, to explore deeper into the Oyon Ruins.
   

        In a narrow and long tunnel of the ruins, four silhouettes flashed like the wind, leaving behind fuzzy afterimages. The air carried sounds of metal shattering and twisting, while the walls boomed. When the dust settled, all the sharp long spears sticking out from both sides of the wall had been flattened by an unknown force, with a cross-sectional surface as smooth as mirrors.
   

        All mechanisms, all traps were violently crushed.
   

        In another tunnel, a boulder weighing ten tons tumbled down from the slope's top, booming loudly and causing the ground to tremble. However, a red mist swept through like a hurricane, and the next second, a pile of gray-white stone powder lay evenly spread across the slope's surface, pressed down by four sets of shallow footprints.
   

        All four were master-level fighters, possessing incredible speed. Especially Casio, who led the way with a cold, calm gaze. Having been to the Oyon Ruins twice before, he now proceeded confidently, with an unstoppable momentum.
   

        Each time they stormed a tunnel, a fierce scarlet silhouette of a Blood Vulture erupted from Casio, fluttering wings burning like flames. It rapidly swept through all threats in the tunnel at incredible speed.
   

        This vulture, filling the tunnel as though ablaze with terrifying flames, would instantly annihilate anything in its path, whether it be poison spike crossbows, long spear traps, or the three-headed Ghosthounds and Exotic Species Rhinos, turning them into scraps at the tunnel's edge, so fragmented that not even whole bodies remained.
   

        The so-called mechanism traps and exotic poisonous insects no longer even had the right to come close to Casio. He was already standing just below the Saint Fist, almost at the pinnacle of the pyramid. Danger is always relative.
   

        This time entering the Oyon Ruins again, Casio found it as easy as a walk in the park.
   

        Soon, the four came to the end of a passage. In front of them was a vast hollow cavity in the cave wall, a broad cylindrical shape colored gray-white.
   

        The wall was dotted with various tunnel holes and steps for jumping and walking. Looking for a moment at the deep bottom, he simply leaped down.
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        Whoosh! Whoosh whoosh whoosh...
   

        The other three also descended, like meteors crashing to the earth.
   

        Casio fell freely in mid-air, his arms crossed in front of his chest, allowing his flowing golden hair and the hem of his black trench coat to flutter towards the sky.
   

        His gaze was cold, his face expressionless. His trench coat tumbled continuously, resembling a rapidly descending dark cloud, and like the surging waves of the deep sea at night.
   

        The air quickly turned cold, and frost suddenly covered the plaza below.
   

        Tap!
   

        A pair of black boots touched down on the surface of the plaza, Casio slowly lifted his palm. A fierce aura flashed by, and at that moment, the other three also landed. Cushioned by that aura, it felt as though they landed on a mattress.
   

        His shoulders shook slightly but soon stabilized.
   

        On one side of the plaza, Casio quietly looked towards the five enormous passages at the bottom: the Earth Rock Area, Fire Fluff Area, Wind Departure Area, Water Vortex Area, and the Ulobolos Area representing the spirit. Those slumbering High Order Blood Clan members were in the Water Vortex Area, inside a Blood Pool with special nurturing effects.
   

        In theory, Casio should have led the three directly there.
   

        But he did not move. Instead, he walked straight to the center of the plaza.
   

        This time, Casio's purpose in entering the Oyon Ruins was not just to elevate his aura to the Ultimate Fighter level. It included the evolution of Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts! This evolution referred not to the progress of improving Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts, but to the physical evolution and modification. The holy beetles of the Oyon Ruins provided a special Life Vibration Energy that could rapidly evolve the body organs of cultivators using Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts, achieving inner strength.
   

        The Magic Puppet Dark Ultimate Level was divided into the Juvenile Period, Evolution Period, Adulthood Period, and Peak Period. Casio had once speculated that an Adult Period Magic Puppet could compare to the limit of a Fighter. Indeed, this turned out to be the case. Casio's current physical strength of his Magic Puppet had reached that of the Adulthood Period.
   

        However, the modification of his internal organs and various organs remained stagnated. It was as if someone had reached the peak in external training, but the Inner Power was still lacking. To step into a higher realm, limping would not suffice, especially not for Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts. To maintain this formidable and domineering body, he needed internal organs tough enough to reach an inhuman level.
   

        Otherwise, if Casio were to step into the Spirit Chapter of Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts, the sudden surge in physical strength would instantly crush his fragile internal organs. He would become a hapless being whose physical body just reached the Dark Ultimate Level and then died.
   

        Naturally, he did not want to end up that way, as it would mean effectively giving up on advancing in the development of Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts. Casio was unwilling to accept that.
   

        Therefore, he came to the center of the plaza, the site of the fountain.
   

        This was the only exit for the holy beetles and also the most suitable place for "lying in wait". The holy beetles were part of a powerful cleaning mechanism of the Oyon Ruins. Once a nest was established, the holy beetles would cover most of the six-layer ruins, eliminating all hazards.
   

        From the sound of it, the holy beetles were numerous and unending.
   

        This was exactly what Casio wanted; today he was ready for a feast.
   

        Not only did he want to elevate his aura to the Ultimate Fighter level, but he also planned to resolve the issues of the evolutionary stagnation of his internal organs of Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts in one go!
   

        Casio planned to slaughter a massive number of beetles from the Beetle Tide, using the endless special Life Vibration Energy to nourish all the evolving modification organs of his body.
   

        As long as his internal organs could still evolve, he would relentlessly absorb it! Until he could no longer advance, completely reaching his limit of ability! Once and for all, he would bring his fragile internal organs to a level even tougher and more advanced than his muscle and skeleton. Thereafter, attempting to break through to the final chapter of Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts should feel natural, unimpeded all the way.
   

        To achieve this goal, the primary requirement was that he could endure the surging onslaught of the Beetle Nest. Clearly, Casio, who had mastered terrifyingly lethal Extreme Power and whose physical body had reached the level of an Ultimate Fighter, was not afraid. Since he spent time and energy revisiting the Oyon Ruins, it was to gain the maximum benefit...
   

        The so-called "win-win" is just one person winning twice delightfully, right?
   

        Life Vibration Energy of the Blood Clan, Life Vibration Energy of the holy beetles.
   

        I want them all!
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        Strength is never too much.
   

        Each opportunity to enhance strength and foundation is precious.
   

        Casio would not miss it.
   

        On the cold, circular plaza, the ground was made of rough, rock-white stone tablets, exuding an ancient and primitive aura. A gray-white fountain was gushing cold air in the center of the plaza, where water circulated back and forth.
   

        Casio slowly walked over, the air becoming colder, carrying a bone-chilling coldness that seemed to freeze the blood in one's body.
   

        Hum…
   

        A beetle fell from the edge of the fountain and crashed onto the plaza.
   

        It was about the size of a thumb, with a rock-like white carapace similar in shape to a seven-star ladybug. Its bottom limbs, though slender, had some fierce backthorns and fur.
   

        Casio's gaze halted, a hint of craving arising within him. It was the instinctive reaction of the magic puppet secret weapon, an urge to feed and absorb.
   

        It made one's heart itch, a sense of palpitation.
   

        During the last retrospection and when he entered the Oyon Ruins with Feng Liusi and others for the second time, Casio had speculated that the holy beetles might have been food for the Dark Ultimate Body Golem in ancient times, otherwise, they wouldn't have had such special effects. Be it the strong attraction or that particular enhancement.
   

        Suppressing his thoughts, he directly grabbed the weak holy beetle in his hand. The terrifying aura of the magic puppet life magnetic field flashed by, and in that instant, the holy beetle lost its vitality. An extremely fine strand of life vibration energy transferred to his palm, bringing a heart-piercing cold sensation. It moistened the internal organs inside his belly like water.
   

        Of course, it only lasted a very brief moment.
   

        Casio tossed down the corpse of the holy beetle, slowly raised his head, and looked towards the fountain not far away. He casually said to the three people beside him, protect me. Then he slowly walked towards the middle of the plaza, step by step.
   

        Tap… Tap… Tap…
   

        His footsteps became deeper and heavier. It seemed as if a massive and fierce beast was squeezing out of a humanoid shell, wildly releasing a terrifying aura, like a demon.
   

        Casio's tall, sunken silhouette was completely enveloped by strands of shadow-like dark mist. His eyes emitted dark light, and the profound black Qi, devouring light, crazily surged from the gaps of his clothes, violently ascending.
   

        The Qi burned and rolled like flames, then the next second, it broke down explosively.
   

        Bang!
   

        A wave of black air enveloped the entire white stone square, followed by a terrifying momentum that was translucent in the air. This momentum interwove with Casio's essence, Qi, and spirit, corresponding to the magic puppet life magnetic field.
   

        As a result, Otto and the other two were directly forced back by this formless power.
   

        The spirit in the air wildly spilling out continuously assaulted their essence, Qi, and spirit. It was a confrontation of will and origin, capable of damaging one's spirit and potential if their strength was insufficient. Hence Otto and the others had no choice but to retreat, standing quietly around the edge of the plaza and guarding.
   

        Watching that formidable silhouette wrapped and surrounded by dark energy from afar.
   

        "This time my magic puppet secret weapon's physical level has already reached the Extreme Fighter Level, the speed of devouring and annihilating holy beetles will only be faster…"
   

        Casio expressionlessly looked towards the spouting position of the fountain.
   

        There, a vibration occurred, and fist-sized beetles spouted one after another from the top. Because the quantity passing through in a short time was too great, the beetles were too dense. At first glance, they appeared like a surge of milky liquid.
   

        Blah blah blah, the swarm of holy beetles flowed out like water.
   

        Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak…
   

        As soon as the holy beetles appeared, as soon as they came into contact with the life magnetic field looming overhead, they immediately emitted their dying cries.
   

        They then plopped to the ground with a sound, and didn't move anymore.
   

        The swarm of holy beetles continuously surged out from the fountain. Initially lively and bouncing around, but just the short time of falling from the air to the ground, they had already turned into stiff beetle corpses, plopping to the ground.
   

        The powerful magic puppet life magnetic field, like a blood-sucking scythe, was being waved by the ferocious magic puppet hand, abruptly swung to slash across. A single harvest could absorb the energy of hundreds of thousands of holy beetles completely.
   

        Casio stood quietly within the dark mist, feeling the continuous influx of the cool airflow into his body. This life vibration energy was very weak and fine, but dense. So it could also be considered a fine stream, highly targeted, aimed straight for the internal organs of this magic puppet body.
   

        His attention shifted to the inside of his body, feeling as if a fine rain was descending in his chest, slowly moisturizing his organs. Each magic puppet organ, like the earth's soil already dry and cracked from thirst, greedily absorbed the life vibration energy of the holy beetles.
   

        A sense of strength was slowly growing from within.
   

        However, the gestation process was still too slow.
   

        Casio slightly frowned, "Not enough, still not enough, too slow."
   

        His figure flashed, instantly arriving above the fountain. With a loud thump, he pushed down his palm, fiercely pressing on the mouth of the fountain, pouring terrifying power into it.
   

        Thump!
   

        A clattering sound came from beneath the fountain. In the darkness, a terrifying aura, like a gale, swept all the way through the tunnel. Wherever it passed, the emerging holy beetles died, turning into stiff mummies one after another. The life vibration energy was absorbed by the magic puppet magnetic field.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio, above, took a deep breath, feeling as if his internal organs were immersed in a soothingly cool liquid. His heart, strong like a water pump, thudded powerfully and accelerated its beat.
   

        With a flash, he returned to his original position. His gaze was calm as he looked ahead, seemingly waiting for something. This time, Casio was completely unlike his previous self. Before, he had been trying to use his aura to block the pheromones emitted by the dying holy beetles, doing everything in his power to delay the burst of the Insect Tide.
   

        But now, Casio was actively provoking the main force of the Beetle Tide below. Not only did he not shield the pheromones of the numerous dead holy beetles, but he also attacked the tunnels beneath the fountain, instantly killing countless holy beetles. The intense pheromones probably had already flooded into the deepest parts of the tunnels, causing all the beetles in the nest to run amok!
   

        What used to pose a danger to him, might not necessarily do so now...
   

        Boom, boom! After a brief silence, a bursting eruption like that of a volcano ensued. It was as if something below was agitated, furiously surging upwards. Thud! Thud! Some colossal creature was hammering at the base of the fountain, and from the frequency of the impacts, there was more than one of these behemoths.
   

        Thud... Thud... Thud... Crack...
   

        The White Stone Fountain suddenly trembled as if a mechanism had been activated beneath it. The foundation of the fountain lifted, exposing a pitch-black void around six meters in diameter. A dense chill, visible to the naked eye, surged forth.
   

        The next second, a dense mass of beetles from the nest gushed out like magma, their limbs grinding against the ground with metallic friction. Thumbs, palms, heads, some as big as people, and even white giant beetles two meters long scrambled out frantically.
   

        At that moment, it was as if the gates of hell had been opened, unleashing a terrible White Bug Disaster that carried the momentum of overwhelming and drowning everything in its path.
   

        However, these terrifying, mandible-equipped insects were facing directly a black demon idol ten meters tall that was slowly stretching its arms, as though it wanted to embrace the entire plaza. Its towering form stood like an Iron Tower on the earth, its surface layered with osseous armor. The cold, rigid curves between the armor's joints instilled fear.
   

        Behind its head, a halo-like phantom of a blood-red moon disc hovered.
   

        Bloodlight cascaded down, making the demon idol's armor gleam with a flowing red luminescence, as if streams of blood were quietly dripping down the gaps in the armor.
   

        The silent and cold giant statue stood there, overlooking the beetles that were over two and three meters tall and the smaller ones. Swirls of black fog encircled it, with wisps of white frost drifting from the edges of its face.
   

        "To kill you all, then devour everything until nothing is left..."
   

        A deep, muffled sound emerged from beneath the huge war-armor's face mask. The idol's large hand suddenly moved, grabbing toward the thick fog around it. Crack, crackle...
   

        The black fog formed into a rapidly spinning vortex, out of which it dragged a vast, sinister, and cold black scythe, its tip coated in pitch-like viscous fluid, reminiscent of blood steeped on a weapon well-used in slaughter. With a sweep of its great arm, the idol's scythe cleaved through the air!
   

        Cling!
   

        The ferocious surge of beetles halted abruptly, as an invisible force reaped their lives. With the sweep of the Death Reaper Scythe, all the beetles fell to the ground with a snap. Their bodies were rigid, devoid of all vitality.
   

        That included the giant beetles over two meters tall, over three meters tall, even one four-meter giant beetle that had just climbed out, which made the three spectators feel endangered. All were slain by that one strike of the scythe.
   

        Boom...
   

        The phantasmal figure of the ten-meter-tall demon idol within the fog shuddered, with light as fiery as midday burst forth from the gaps in its armor. It was as if something inside was about to explode, threatening to shatter the idol into pieces.
   

        Casio felt relieved, never having felt such exhilaration before.
   

        He sensed his entire being was immersed in a chillingly cold river, every inch of muscle, every blood vessel, every patch of skin, every organ greedily absorbing nutrients, reveling in the moisture.
   

        The thudding of his heart grew even more muffled and powerful, each tremor as if it could shake his entire body apart. His lungs and respiratory system became robust and vigorous, his breath unimaginably prolonged. Inhaling seemed like a vortex drawing inward, exhaling like a hurricane erupting. Many internal organs, responsible for the circulation of body fluids, the exclusion of toxins, and the absorption of nutrients, evolved, endowed with monstrous life force.
   

        Now, if someone were to remove any organ from Casio's chest for destruction, even if the assailant exerted all their strength, hacking with axes, or even bombarding with artillery guns, they would not be able to harm it in the slightest. After all, this was the foundation essential to achieving the ultimate form of darkness in a demon idol.
   

        One only needs to think of the Totem King to understand, a body as tall as a mountain range.
   

        Even if sustained by supernatural power, the physical strength of the Totem King itself is unfathomable, probably surpassing most metals in the world.
   

        And Casio now, he has only taken a step towards that realm.
   

        Enveloped by the phantasm of the demon idol, he felt a robust and vast foundation, like Spring Vitality, quietly emerge deep within his body. It quickly reached a level commensurate with the outer shell of the demon idol's body. Time passed, and the strength of his internal organs surpassed that of his muscles and skeleton.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        And, he was relentlessly heading towards the limits of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon realm that Casio could currently achieve. It was foundation, potential, and even essence!
   

        In the middle of the plaza, from the black hole, an incessant stream of insect tides continued to emerge, yet they were crazily harvested by a giant scythe swung over and over again.
   

        On the densely packed corpses, streams of life vibration energy were flowing out. These streams merged into a cold, nourishing river, enveloping Casio's actual body.
   

        On the side, the three individuals who had retreated to the edge of the plaza did not know when they had climbed up the steps on the high part of the cave wall. They were at least thirty to forty meters above the ground and were now hesitantly looking towards the higher steps, pondering whether to climb further up. They felt extremely dangerous below...
   

        Whether it was the white insect tide gushing from underneath or the sharp scythe wielded by the idol, it all gave the trio a heart-pounding, eyelid-twitching sensation. Perhaps a mere touch would mean death?
   

        At the same time, in the Water Vortex area, within a grayish-white cave wall.
   

        In a blood-red pond, black coffins were arranged. Around them on the ground were densely packed channels and yokes, still quietly flowing with reddish-brown liquid. It seemed to be some kind of specially treated blood.
   

        At this moment, the two coffins placed on top opened.
   

        Two aristocrats dressed in High Order Blood Clan attire were dazedly half-sitting in the coffins. Their expressions were somewhat blank, exuding a sense of stupor.
   

        The entire grayish-white cave wall was shaking violently, and the ground and walls were trembling incessantly, causing dust to fall continuously, making it impossible to stay calm. The holy beetle's bug nest was not just a cave, but a network of underground passages spanning the entire Relic area. Once a thorough riot broke out, the entire layer of the Relic would shake like an earthquake, violently shaking.
   

        "What... what's happening? Is the insect tide coming again?"
   

        One of the blond Blood Clan members asked, still unclear in speech.
   

        "Is it the insect tide? Why do I feel like it's much more intense than any insect tide we have experienced before? Is the entire Relic collapsing?"
   

        The other, a pale young-looking Blood Clan, frowned.
   

        "This…" The blond Blood Clan opened his mouth. The two of them would probably have to investigate this. After all, if the entire Relic was collapsing due to some reason, wouldn't it bury everyone underground?
   

        If it indeed was an insect tide, they just needed to flee with full strength at the first encounter, relying on the Blood Clan's superior speed to likely escape.
   

        "Let's go!"
   

        The two immediately set their purpose, leaped out of the coffins, and skimmed towards the exterior of the cave. They proceeded along the complex tunnel.
   

        As time passed, the two High Order Blood Clan hurriedly traversed a considerable distance. They could clearly feel that the closer they got to the holy beetle's Fountain Square, the greater the tremors of the ground and cave. It was as if near the source, a volcano was erupting.
   

        Around the corner, the two glanced at each other, encouraged each other, and continued to move forward.
   

        Finally, the two High Order Blood Clan reached the exit of the tunnel. They immediately stopped in their tracks because the door was blocked by densely packed, stacked layers of holy beetle corpses. The large passage was blocked by three quarters, with various limbs and viscous bodily fluids mixed together, forming an enclosure wall of corpses. It emanated an extremely foul smell.
   

        "This... this..."
   

        The two were startled, exchanging glances. With a strong step, they suddenly transformed into human-shaped bats. With two swooshing sounds, they flew out through the top of the passage.
   

        They burst into Fountain Square, flapping their wings, floating in a space that resembled a scene from hell. Clang! A fierce giant scythe once again swept across the entire White Stone Square, instantly killing countless holy beetles. Whoosh! Gale howled past the tops of the heads of the two High Order Blood Clan, they were just less than ten centimeters away from the sweep of the Death Reaper Scythe.
   

        The two's hearts pounded uncontrollably, nearly falling from the air. They suddenly turned around, looking towards the source of the scythe. There stood a ten-meter tall black Giant Statue, majestic and cold, fierce and bloody, holding a giant scythe in its hand, from which the blade edge was slowly dripping tar-like liquid.
   

        Drip, drip, drip, like the sinister sound of death.
   

        "Dessert after a meal? Hehehe..."
   

        "It seems that today, I really am going to have a great appetite…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The two high-ranking members of the Blood Clan could never have imagined the situation unfolding before them. Indeed, it was a Beetle Tide eruption, even more outrageous than any before, with a momentum much greater. Otherwise, the two who had just awakened from the Blood Pool wouldn't believe it possible that the entire Oyon Ruins might collapse. However, even with an unprecedented Beetle Tide like this, one person was forcefully blocking and slaughtering them!
   

        The ten-meter-tall demon idol, looking ghastly with its armor, waved a death scythe in its hand. Every so often, it swung down to reap across the White Stone Plaza, slaughtering all the holy beetles.
   

        Looking at the piled layers of holy beetle corpses, which almost blocked the large passage, one couldn't tell if there were a million of them.
   

        All died by the hands of that distant demon idol.
   

        In the Oyon Ruins, a Beetle Tide could certainly be called a unique natural disaster, the cleaner of the entire relic's order. All exotic species and Blood Clan, when the Beetle Tide came, would hide far away. Those who didn't hide were completely swept away and crushed. This included the sleeping high-ranking monsters of the Blood Clan in the spring water areas of the Blood Pool.
   

        They lacked the strength and courage to directly confront the Beetle Tide.
   

        Thus, whenever a Beetle Tide arrived, the high-ranking members of the Blood Clan would still be asleep in the Blood Pool. They completely shielded their aura to avoid attracting disaster upon themselves.
   

        Yet at this moment, the situation before them was the complete opposite.
   

        Someone had triggered the Beetle Tide, and it was an unprecedented surge of insects! They could even see, among the corpses strewn everywhere, the silhouettes of giant insects three to four meters tall, signifying the intensity of the tide. Facing such a powerful white torrent, the ten-meter-tall demon idol didn't retreat an inch; instead, it actively swung its scythe, confronting and suppressing the Beetle Tide!
   

        And vaguely, it was gaining the upper hand, displaying the posture of a slaughterer. There was a strong intention to guard the spring water of the Beetle Tide and annihilate all the holy beetiles. As the saying goes, only a monster can fight a monster, and only another disaster can confront a natural disaster. Clearly, the demon idol that was suppressing the Beetle Tide was another even more terrifying monster and disaster. It had appeared inside the Oyon Ruins! Was it an outsider who entered, or was it originally in the depths of the ruins and walked out after awakening?
   

        Of course, at this moment, these chaotic thoughts and shocks were no longer important. For the two of them, swiftly escaping from the White Stone Plaza, rushing to their lair in the Blood Pool, and relaying this Intelligence back were the most important things.
   

        Indeed, the moment they saw the bloodthirsty gaze of the demon idol, the thought to escape arose in their minds, and they immediately acted on it. There was even a bit of regret in their hearts for being so impulsive.
   

        "Click, click, click!"
   

        "Click, click, click!"
   

        Mid-air, the two high-ranking members of the Blood Clan burst into action, transforming into powerful half-man, half-bat monsters. Their bodies inflated like balloons, growing several sizes to match that of a brown bear. But compared to the distant demon idol, which resembled a black steel tower, they were completely insignificant.
   

        Therefore, the two had not even a slight intention to test an attack. The moment their transformation completed, they turned and fled. Their blood-red wings flapped desperately, generating a gale, their surface veins swelling to the limit, as if the blood within was about to burst out the next second. With a whooshing sound, the two members of the high-ranking Blood Clan dived into the tunnel they had come from.
   

        A dark red narrow afterimage trailed behind them in the air.
   

        All around them, everything quickly moved backward as the gale swept past their ears, their vision blurring into a gray-white wall. They whizzed past an entire long passage at high speed, their sharp claws grabbing onto the walls for leverage as they sharply turned. With a powerful thrust of their robust legs, they were about to leap up again.
   

        However, a dark silhouette had unknowingly blocked their way at the corner of the tunnel. Its large figure and outstretched limbs blocked their path.
   

        This was a nearly three-meter-tall humanoid creature with six arms stretched to the sides and front. A great heat flow spread over the surface of its body, causing the air to warm slightly. Its skin was covered in a crisscross of black totems, exuding a primitive ferocity.
   

        The black patterns twinkled like stars, resembling snakes swirling ceaselessly, dizzying to behold. Among them, a brilliant golden line ran throughout the body, seemingly connecting all the black patterns on the surface of the skin, forming a set of bizarre, sinister tight armor.
   

        An overwhelming aura, like an expanding fluid, filled the entire tunnel. It carried a terrifying, barbaric bloodthirst.
   

        The Evil Mother, always hidden in the darkness, following Casio—the Evil Mother.
   

        Whether it was the prior attack on Count Baine's Manor or the subsequent hours spent exploring and traveling in the Oyon Ruins, the Evil Mother had actually always been lurking in the dark shadows behind Casio's team, like an assassin who shuns light, cold and lethal, obeying only the commands of its lord.
   

        A guard close to the Extreme Fighter Level, blocking the last retreat for the two high-ranking members of the Blood Clan. Their faces showed horror, clearly sensing the overwhelming oppressive threat emanating from the other.
   

        The two turned abruptly, wanting to return the way they came, rushing into the White Stone Plaza from the tunnel. Then they risked escaping through the tunnels leading to other areas of the ruins. They had no other choice but to trust in their speed.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Two bloody shadows flashed through the air and swiftly returned towards the entrance of the passage, with the White Stone Plaza almost within reach.
   

        Rumble...
   

        From the air came the sound of a huge mass slowly moving, compressing the airflow.
   

        From the direction of the Water Vortex exit, the light suddenly dimmed. The next second, a gigantic face blocked the passageway. It was a silent, cold, serpentine-like armored head that seemed covered with a mask etched with fierce and rigid lines, faintly emitting a brutal and bloody aura. Two intensely scarlet lights flared up, resembling searchlights scanning the interior of the tunnel. It was as if a giant carelessly dug through the mud to peer at two ants within an anthill.
   

        Greatness and insignificance, power and frailty, cruelty and despair...
   

        That oppressive sensation that solidified the air made it nearly impossible to breathe.
   

        "We're... we're done for..."
   

        The blond member of the Blood Clan began to retreat step by step, hands trembling uncontrollably.
   

        "So it turns out that even though we've surpassed most of our kind and become powerful beings of high rank, we're nothing but ants in the face of a more terrifying monster, ants that can be crushed into a pulp with a casual squeeze," thought another high-ranking member of the Blood Clan in despair.
   

        Three seconds later.
   

        Thump! Thump!
   

        Inside the tunnel, two blood-splattered silhouettes were violently knocked flying out.
   

        Following them was the figure of a formidable six-armed being.
   

        Click, click.
   

        On the plaza, the massive demon idol opened its arms to catch the two high-ranking members of the Blood Clan. The scarlet eyes scanned left and right, eventually tossing the blond Blood Clan member to the ground. Then, with a forceful squeeze of its right hand, it casually crushed the life out of the other high-ranking member. With a squish, the member burst like a bag filled with ketchup, with various fluids splattering out.
   

        A surge of Catastrophe Spirit Level life vibration energy was directly absorbed.
   

        The demon idol slightly turned its body, and the sound of metal armor grating chillingly echoed. It looked towards Evil Mother, who was waiting nearby: "Use your most formidable hypnotic abilities to control this member of the Blood Clan, and then have it lead us directly to the resting place of all the high-ranking members of the Blood Clan..."
   

        "Understood," nodded Evil Mother, with a flash of golden patterns in her eyes.
   

        Half a minute later, Casio reverted from his demon idol form back to his human figure that stood two meters tall. Now, he had finally evolved the internal organs of this demon idol body to the ultimate extent possible. In other words, Casio no longer needed to worry about whether enhancing his Magic Puppet Secret Weapon would overwhelm his inside. His advancement in the development of his body's strength wouldn't encounter any obstacles until he completely broke through the Dark Ultimate Body at the level of physical constitution.
   

        At the same time, the powerful internal organs would also nourish his physical strength, defense, endurance, speed, and other attributes. Now, if Casio were to enter his demon idol state, he would certainly defeat the version of himself from an hour ago.
   

        In this aspect of his physique, he had taken yet another step forward.
   

        Which meant that his Qi, which had been keeping pace with his physique, had now become a matter of urgent concern. His Qi had not yet reached Extreme Fighter Level, though it was very close. His physique had just made further advancements at the Extreme Fighter Level, which meant a significant gap had opened up between it and his Qi.
   

        Naturally, Casio began to focus on his primary objective for entering the Oyon Ruins. To hunt the high-ranking members of the Blood Clan within the Relic.
   

        On his first visit to the Oyon Ruins, he and Duomeng, a Core Disciple of the Three-eyed Mad Lion Style, had stumbled upon the Blood Pool lair of the High Order Blood Clan and consequently attracted a pursuit. During his second visit to the Oyon Ruins, his goals were explicit, so he did not specifically seek out the lairs of those high-ranking Blood Clan members. As a result, although Casio had seen a map of the Oyon Ruins, he did not remember the route from White Stone Plaza to the lair of the Blood Clan. He only knew the general direction.
   

        If he were to search all the way, he could probably find it eventually.
   

        But that might take some effort since the Oyon Ruins are filled with twisting and turning passages, like a labyrinth, and it would take a considerable amount of time.
   

        If Evil Mother could hypnotize a high-ranking member of the Blood Clan to lead the way, that would naturally be the best and most efficient method.
   

        On the White Stone Plaza, Casio stood next to a six-meter-wide pit, continuing to suppress the unceasing Beetle Tide pouring out from the Underground Passage.
   

        Next to him, Evil Mother had also reached the final stage of hypnotism.
   

        Ah!!!
   

        The blonde member of the Blood Clan let out a piercing scream as if their spirit had shattered.
   

        Afterwards, the individual fell silent, like a puppet.
   

        Their eyes reflected the faint, flickering golden patterns, and their expression was vacant.
   

        "It's done. I've hypnotized it and it can take some autonomous actions. Leading the way and such should be no problem…"
   

        The Evil Mother slowly turned around and spoke to Casio's muscular silhouette.
   

        "Good, then let's move."
   

        Casio suddenly threw a punch, and a lofty bird cry reverberated over the entire plaza, continuing down toward the pit entrance and through the underground passage. A vicious Blood Vulture, seemingly ablaze with flames, swooped down, obliterating the insect tide in an instant, reducing them to dust.
   

        Suddenly, the white torrent that had been pouring out of the tunnel ceased.
   

        The insect nest was temporarily suppressed.
   

        And Casio, along with the others and a Blood Clan member, instantly rushed into the tunnel leading to the water vortex area, vanishing without a trace.
   

        Three minutes later, in the tunnel, a series of rapid footsteps swept through.
   

        The blond Blood Clansman led the way at the front, now wearing a dutiful expression, with a hint of resolve in their eyes. They seemed utterly loyal, always referring to Casio as "my lord" in a submissive manner.
   

        Passing another intersection, the blond Blood Clansman spoke obsequiously, "My Lord, take the rightmost path, it's the shortest and nearest."
   

        Casio's eyebrows furrowed slightly, and he turned his head to glance at the Evil Mother in the shadows, as if asking, what's going on? You said leading the way should be no issue, so why is it sucking up to me now?
   

        It looked less like hypnosis and more like complete brainwashing.
   

        In the shadows, the Evil Mother was also somewhat puzzled. Although its use of the Golden Totem had become more and more proficient and its hypnosis more powerful, it was nowhere near enough to completely brainwash a Catastrophe Spirit Level individual.
   

        Unless, this blond Blood Clansman was already filled with extreme fear and terror towards Casio, even to the extent of Stockholm Syndrome. That is, the abused had fallen in love with the abuser. Of course, the blond Blood Clansman definitely hadn't fallen for Casio. It was more likely that the shocking sight of the Demon Idol at the moment they stormed into the white stone square, and later the colossal face that blocked the tunnel exit, had struck them with boundless horror.
   

        This had led to a deep-seated notion of submission in the heart of the blonde Blood Clansman.
   

        After being hypnotized and their cognitive stance altered, this submissive notion was unreservedly released, taking a dominant position.
   

        That was the reason the blond Blood Clansman seemed so fawning towards Casio.
   

        Even at each fork in the road, they would look at Casio like a dog that had done well, seeking an approving glance from its master.
   

        When the Evil Mother explained this to Casio, he was speechless.
   

        But it didn't matter. Since it was eager to please, it would be more efficient.
   

        Soon, the group burst out of the tunnel and swept into a wide gray-white cavern. In the middle of the cavern was a round Blood Pool.
   

        At that moment, several coffins in the round Blood Pool had already been opened ahead of time, and several high-order Blood Clan members were adapting to their newly revived bodies. Clearly, the continuous upheaval from the Beetle Tide had awakened even more of the Blood Clan.
   

        Noise came from a cave passage at the intersection, and all the high-order Blood Clan turned their heads to look. One of them, a mature gentlemanly Count dressed Blood Clansman, emerged from the Blood Pool and saw the familiar silhouette leading a group of people charging in: "Daxi? What's the situation outside?"
   

        "I saw you and Eddie had already gone out to scout…"
   

        "And who are these humans behind you? What's happening? Has some presumptuous prey ventured into the relics again?" another Blood Clan member asked.
   

        The blond Blood Clansman Daxi, who came in leading the way, suddenly stopped in his tracks, his face contorted with rage as he bellowed, "How dare you!"
   

        "You lowly vermin with filthy, despicable blood, how dare you address my lord in such a manner!" He abruptly turned, reverently addressing Casio who was following behind at a slower pace, "My lord, this is the place, the lair of the Blood Clan. If we block the entrance, we can capture them all at once…"
   

        Daxi's face was alight with excitement, as if he believed he had achieved a great feat. It was reminiscent of a zealot having won a top accolade.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 928: 477 Hand of Blood God Umirah (4300)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "What? Daxi, you!"
   

        The middle-aged gentleman dressed as an aristocrat was at first bewildered, and the next second his face twisted with disbelief and rage. He glanced over and all he could see was the blond hair Blood Clan Daxi babbling away, like a lap dog eager to please its owner. The obsequiousness was detestable, infuriating.
   

        Furthermore, Daxi was groveling to a human of all beings, completely throwing away the dignity of the Noble Blood Race! In an instant, the High Rank Blood Clan members who had awakened in the gray-white cave were seething with anger. Daxi's words about the lowly and filthy vermin still echoed in their minds.
   

        "Daxi, what is going on with you?! Are you trying to betray us?"
   

        "Daxi, are you seeking death? Bringing a group of humans to the slumbering Blood Nest—explain yourself at once! Otherwise, you'll be dealt with as a traitor in a moment!" Several of the High Order Blood Clan stepped out of their coffins, congregating at the edge of the round Blood Pool. Their auras grew increasingly dangerous and ferocious.
   

        "Hahaha!" The blond Blood Clan Daxi suddenly burst into laughter, as if he had heard the funniest joke: "Betrayal? Betrayal? This is called turning from darkness to light! You fools, still stuck in your narrow views..."
   

        "What was the meaning behind what I just said?" He glared defiantly, snorting coldly through his nose: "Isn't it clear enough? Have you old fossils gone deaf? Is water clogging your ears? Or have your brains gone to sleep?"
   

        "I said you all must die! Crushed like dirty vermin!"
   

        At this moment, Daxi was grinding his teeth as if the group opposite him were his sworn enemies. Daxi suddenly turned around and, like a lackey, whispered submissively to Casio, "My lord, these fools are so unreasonable, like frogs in a well. They see my lord arrive and instead of thinking to kneel in submission, they spew madness, some even harboring delusions of grandeur! I feel it's necessary to make them understand their current situation. Not realizing they stand upon the edge of a cliff..."
   

        Daxi's expression was earnest, his emotions genuine, betraying a loyalty that was quite moving. If it weren't for the hypnosis, Casio might even think he had gained an exceptional loyal hound, to command at will.
   

        Behind them, Otto's handsome young face wore an odd expression, even harboring a hint of crisis. What's going on? How could a hypnotized dark creature defend the Dean with such empathy? Although it wasn't sincere, it was a bit too convincing.
   

        Just judging by the performance, this Blood Clan Daxi, subdued for barely half an hour, seemed more like the Dean's minion than himself.
   

        More like the Dean's closest confidant! His right-hand man!
   

        This...
   

        In the shadows next to the cave, the Evil Mother's eyes also carried a peculiar look. It began to wonder if the Golden Totem it used to amplify its hypnotic abilities was actually far more effective than it had anticipated. Perhaps it could focus on developing this area in the future, it might bring about surprising effects!
   

        In the cave, next to Daxi, even Casio's usually impassive Mask twitched. After a moment of silence, he finally spoke slowly.
   

        "Daxi, you... well done..."
   

        Speaking of which, he had only just learned the name of this High Order Blood Clan member was Daxi, thanks to those Blood Clan members opposite him with faces twisted in anger.
   

        "Thank you for your praise, my lord!"
   

        In that moment, Daxi wore a modest expression, clearly interpreting Casio's silence as an encouragement for himself.
   

        "..." Casio was even more at a loss for words.
   

        Opposite, the gathered High Order Blood Clan broke the silence.
   

        "Daxi! You traitor of the Blood Clan! Since you have already betrayed us, there's nothing more to say... we'll treat you as an enemy!"
   

        "I will flay and disembowel you and these humans... I will scrape your bones and suck the marrow..."
   

        The voices of these High Order Blood Clan members became rough and wild, with a beastlike slurring. They all entered the Blood Blessing state in an instant, with Muscle Expansion and enlarged Skeletons. Dark red Mane that resembled coiled steel wires covered their sturdy bodies.
   

        Their Feet and palms transformed into bat-like gigantic claws.
   

        Large flesh wings sprouted from their backs with sturdy Skeletons, the wing membranes trembling.
   

        Red energy coursed over the surface of the wings like meandering Currents, revealing a mysterious and malevolent air.
   

        "Kill them!!!"
   

        A roar burst forth, followed by the furious beating of wings.
   

        The four High Order Blood Clan lunged forward, their massive thighs pounding the ground, and leveraged the recoil to glide through Mid-air at high speed.
   

        In an instant, they became dark red Afterimages of extreme speed.
   

        The leading figure was the middle-aged gentleman dressed as a Count. His Aura was noticeably stronger than the other High Order Blood Clan, with a slightly larger physique and denser, Blood energy on his wings. Mid-air, the Count Blood Clan's red eyes focused intently on Casio next to Daxi. His white Tusks protruding from the corners of his mouth, he exuded a wild, beastly aura: "I'll put an end to you first!"
   

        Since Daxi the traitor showed such reverence to this human, even calling him my lord, and praised the human with words that insulted and trod upon their Blood Clan, then he, Andrew, would defeat this cold and aloof human first, crush him! Then he'd see what kind of expression Daxi would wear!
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        Only by doing so could he feel satisfied.
   

        Swish!
   

        Andrew turned into an afterimage as he swooped down, taking the lead. All the blood energy in his wings surged into his right claw, weaving into a pair of gloves so dark they seemed black. Carrying a strong, bloody aura. His claws, as thick as a tree stump, slashed through the air with a hissing sound.
   

        The claw tips drew five red lines in the airstream, aiming for Casio's head.
   

        Crack!
   

        With extreme speed, Andrew brushed past Casio's shoulders and appeared behind him. His eyes were filled with lingering scarlet and killing intent, and the corners of his mouth were slightly curved upward.
   

        He steadied himself in a dynamic pose with one leg forward and arms outstretched.
   

        "Taken down! That was easy..."
   

        "Taken down? More like got taken down..."
   

        Suddenly, the silhouette that was supposed to be dead with its head torn apart quietly spoke from behind, the words cold. The figure snapped its fingers lightly.
   

        Pop!
   

        In an instant, Andrew's entire body stiffened in place, like a statue full of kinetic energy. In his eyes was a thick sense of disbelief, along with a vitality that faded in a flash. Crash, he crumbled like a man made of gravel, starting from the top of his head; skull, skin, hair all disintegrated into powder, drifting with the wind like smoke. In half a breath, the dark red smoke had reached Andrew's neck. The head on his shoulders was completely gone, decomposed into nothingness.
   

        Boom... The rest of his body disintegrated instantly, as if a castle of gravel had collapsed. Bones, flesh, blood—all became part of the gravel.
   

        A High Rank member of the Blood Clan was instantly killed just like that!
   

        As Casio's strength continued to improve, the power he wielded became more and more terrifying. He was even striding meteorically towards the peak realm of the Holy Fist. Every move he made was filled with dreadful power.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        The other three Blood Clan members glided like fighter planes, quickly engaging in combat with Otto, Anthony, Fiona, and the rest. Blood energy scattered in all directions amidst the fierce clashes, bursting into blood flowers on the ground and cave walls. It looked morbid yet oddly beautiful.
   

        Casio's gaze swept over the scene, but he didn't pay attention to his subordinates. Instead, he walked on his own towards the slumbering Blood Nest where the high-order vampires lay.
   

        To his side, the lucky Daxi who had no opponent also followed quickly, buttering up to Casio. He blabbered about how terrifying the strength that Casio displayed was, how the enemies were like chickens and dogs, easily defeated.
   

        Casio did not heed him and simply walked over to the Blood Pool.
   

        Looking down, he saw a layer of sticky red liquid rippling quietly within. It smelled sweet and bloody, obviously specially processed blood. Among the liquid lay stacked black coffins with slumbering high-order members of the Blood Clan inside.
   

        He hesitated for a moment, then slowly stretched out his hand, his fist plunging violently towards the surface of the water. Suddenly, a thin layer of blood-colored energy rippled out from the pool, quickly covering the entire surface and turning into a glass-like film. Casio's punch landed on it, yet it did not crack in the slightest.
   

        He slowly pulled back his arm, slightly furrowing his brow. The quality of this blood-colored energy before his eyes was very high, so much so that it reached an exaggerated level.
   

        Vaguely, it also gave Casio a sense of threat.
   

        "What is this?"
   

        He turned to look beside him. Daxi, who had been fawning without getting a response, perked up and eagerly said, "My Lord, this Blood Pool, along with the intricate pattern of rituals and channels next to it, was actually an important node in the water vortex area of the Oyon Ruins. After the Blood Clan took over, they transformed it into a Blood Nest for slumbering purposes. The Blood Nest acts as a core, with ritual pathways extending out in all directions, constantly running the Ceremony of Longevity's blood. This ceremony can garner the attention and protection of the legendary True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, and every so often, blood of longevity forms at the bottom of the Blood Nest. It can nourish all high-order vampires in the pool, allowing them to sleep for long periods and slowly nourish their strength while delaying decay..."
   

        Daxi explained in great detail, almost as if assuming a posture of a sycophant who expects a reply to a casual remark with a lengthy flattering response.
   

        "The True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah?" Casio's brow furrowed slightly.
   

        "Yes, it is said that the ritual of immortality's blood, the method of constructing the slumbering Blood Nest, and various knowledge of energy-gathering ceremonies were all gifts from the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, in an extremely distant era..."
   

        Daxi spoke truthfully.
   

        "Then, is there a way to break the Blood Nest's automatic defenses?"
   

        Casio felt that the defensive film was not easy to shatter.
   

        "Of course, there is, my lord," Daxi explained confidently. "The slumbering Blood Nest has the accumulated blood of immortality at the bottom of the pond as energy. It can also harness the energy of the many Blood Clan powers that sleep within the nest through the ceremonies. The defense, when the two energies combine, cannot be breached by anyone in this world, aside from a being of that realm. Naturally, there are no absolute defenses over time, the ceremonies around the blood pool become worn and less efficient. Moreover, there's a positional requirement for the arrangement of the coffins in the Blood Nest; both ends of each sleeping Blood Clan have to be connected to the virtual lines of the ceremonies on both ends of the pond and the cave wall..."
   

        "This way, the power of the Blood Clan can be guided to form the defense."
   

        Daxi stretched out a hand and pointed to the six empty coffins in the pond: "In fact, the current ceremonies have already formed loopholes, some of the Blood Clan have left their designated positions. My lord, you just need to target a loophole and strike continuously. As long as the power is strong enough, it can cause the aura within the slumbering Blood Nest to leak. And the holy beetles are particularly sensitive to the Blood Clan's aura, they will definitely charge towards the slumbering Blood Nest, creating a flood. Just now, I've seen that this beetle tide is far larger than any before. Such scale, I fear, is enough to rapidly deplete the energy of the slumbering Blood Nest, lowering it to the point where you could break the defense with your intervention..."
   

        His lips moved quickly as he gave advice like a shrewd strategist. After sharing the Blood Clan's insider information with Casio, he didn't forget to remind him.
   

        "Of course, what I've said concerns how to break the defense of the slumbering Blood Nest. As for what ancient means, foundations those old monsters inside the Nest, who have slept for a thousand years, might have—I don't quite know. After all, I entered the Blood Nest much later..."
   

        Casio nodded and gave Daxi a glance. He hadn't expected this creature to have some usefulness beyond flattering and pandering; it was indeed a workable material.
   

        It was a pity that it was hypnotized and wouldn't last long.
   

        "Damn it! Daxi! You bastard, what the hell are you saying?"
   

        "You've told the enemy all our secrets! You deserve to die!"
   

        Not far away, the three Blood Clan members who were entangled in combat had evidently heard Daxi's words. Their expressions changed dramatically, and they cursed in furious anger.
   

        "It is you who should die! A bunch of frogs at the bottom of the well, go to your deaths!"
   

        A flash of anger crossed Daxi's face as he boldly requested combat from Casio.
   

        After receiving Casio's nod of approval, his entire being immediately entered a state of explosive Blood Gift, and then, with a flash, he brazenly charged into the battle.
   

        It turned out he intended to join Casio's three subordinates in killing the Blood Clan!
   

        At the still scene, only Casio was left quietly observing the Blood Nest.
   

        Actually, besides Daxi, there were already five high-rank Blood Clan members, who, like lambs to the slaughter, had gathered close to Casio's mouth. If all were absorbed, even with the decline in the effectiveness of higher secret martial arts and the cumulative decline from absorbing too much of the same attribute's life vibration energy, it seemed already sufficient to advance the progress of his magic puppet secret weapon to ninety percent.
   

        In other words, at this moment, Casio's spirit was on the cusp of entering the realm of Ultimate Fighter—a near certainty. Then was there still a need to risk breaching the defenses of the slumbering Blood Nest? After all, inside it might be countermeasures from the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, which could be very dangerous.
   

        Casio always held the enemy in contempt strategically but took them seriously tactically.
   

        He would never believe that at this stage he could challenge an existence at the level of an ultimate dark body, even if it were measures left by such a being...
   

        However, according to Daxi, this mole's description and analysis, the opportunity at hand truly appeared to be an excellent one. A massive insect tide triggered by Casio himself, if directed elsewhere, could significantly weaken the Blood Nest's power. He thought it was worth a try to observe the effects of the insect tide.
   

        Casio planned to fish in troubled waters, waiting to intervene when both sides were weakened from their conflict. He did not aim to completely annihilate the slumbering Blood Nest, which may still hold the measures of the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, but he intended to squeeze out some benefits. For instance, capturing a few high-order Blood Clan members unawares, further improving his magic puppet secret weapon's level. Or, while the Blood Nest and the insect tide were at odds, posing as a second threat to watch the tiger fight from the mountain and pressuring the Blood Clan to cough up some spoils voluntarily.
   

        What was the blood of immortality, what taste and effect did it have?
   

        Casio had never tried it before...
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        Of course, this did not mean that Casio was going to directly absorb the Blood of Longevity.
   

        The Blood of Longevity was obtained by the direct descendants of the Blood Clan through ceremonies and sacrifices to communicate with the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah. It was very likely the power segmented from that one Dark Ultimate Entity. If Casio wished to absorb it, he feared it might induce some unknown mutations. Such mutations would probably develop in an adverse direction, which was not what he wanted. So, the correct way to use the Blood of Longevity, like the flesh of the Moon God, was to absorb the essence of the life vibration energy within. Filter it once, then stabilize it through the Magic puppet secret weapon.
   

        In this manner, the Blood of Longevity would not only bring Casio life vibration energy that could enhance his strength but would also promote further mutations of the Magic puppet secret weapon. The Magic puppet secret weapon had already evolved once the last time it absorbed the flesh of the Moon God, and now it could devour the power of another Dark Ultimate Entity. And this, would completely unlock the potential of the Magic puppet secret weapon.
   

        During the fourth retrospection, it was by a stroke of luck that Casio created the Magic puppet secret weapon, specially targeting the growth of physical physique. Its potential was roughly equivalent to the top first-rate Secret Martial Art in the Secret Martial Arts World, similar to one of the ancient Southern Dipper Secret Transmissions. And since Casio was its founder and had once been physically transformed into a magic idol, his integration far exceeded that of other cultivators.
   

        For him, the power that the Magic puppet secret weapon could exert was stronger than that of the single South Dou Red Vulture Fist or Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist!
   

        Of course, the strength was limited, roughly still on the same level.
   

        Now, during the fifth retrospection, the situation had undergone some changes. The Magic puppet secret weapon devoured the flesh of the Moon God, breaking through the subtle restraints, and boldly took the most crucial step! The moment the Magic puppet secret weapon underwent a mutation, it had already begun to climb towards surpassing first-rate Secret Martial Arts! During this process, Casio needed to provide nutrients for the Magic puppet secret weapon, allowing it to continuously move forward.
   

        The flesh of the Moon God, the Blood of Longevity, the King Totem... and various powers left in the present world by perhaps-existent Dark Ultimate Entities.
   

        If accumulated enough, the Magic puppet secret weapon would take that step. It would no longer be first-rate Secret Martial Art, but some unknown higher level!
   

        And that level, the only thing Casio could think of was the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, which had completely gathered all the Southern Dipper Boxing Methods! Even then, it might not be enough. Because the Magic puppet secret weapon was a complete whole, while the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission was a collection of various chapters. Unless, there is a boxing master who could fuse all Southern Dipper Boxing Methods into one fist, all essences into one form.
   

        Only then could Casio be completely certain. The Southern Dipper Secret Transmission surpassed the level of first-rate Secret Martial Arts and reached an unknown, terrifying realm.
   

        And, who is most likely to become that boxing master?
   

        He felt it should be himself, the supremely gifted himself. Don't forget, Casio had just received an Ancient Secret Technique called the Qi Seal Inscription Method. Perhaps, he could delve into this as a foundation for all else. Transcribe the three great Southern Dipper Boxing Methods, recreate the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission!
   

        All along, the cultivation method that advanced his Qi Body and physique simultaneously had finally come into full bloom! It seemed that every path had potential, every path held hope for surpassing his predecessors. Deep within, Casio was full of anticipation.
   

        Of course, one must eat one bite at a time, and walk one step at a time.
   

        Now, he needed to first extort the Blood of Longevity.
   

        These high-rank members of the Blood Clan in the Alfama Mountains had been sleeping in their Blood Nest in the Blood Pool for generations. No doubt, they had a huge accumulation and foundation. Some methods from higher levels were not something those Totem Wizards who suddenly received the Totem King's cross-realm grace in the Totem Temple could compare with. In this matter, Casio needed to be extremely cautious, not to fail at the last moment.
   

        So, he planned to use the Beetle Tide to probe and exhaust the sleeping Blood Nest.
   

        To see what methods the other side had and whether they were worthy of caution. If they were mere scraps, Casio naturally planned to take action directly and cleverly seize the loot. If the foundation was rich, then Casio would just casually knock on the bamboo pole and ask for a little favor. He did not intend to push the other side to a point of mutual destruction.
   

        Inside the cave, the ground trembled slightly, and gusts of air fluttered in waves.
   

        In front of the slumbering Blood Nest, Casio stood quietly, with his aura and Qi completely retracted into his body. He looked just like an ordinary human.
   

        However, this was more like the calmness before the storm. Within that robust body, a hot explosive power like magma was raging recklessly. Tiny points of bright light were released from each of his acupuncture points, lighting up in a bloody hue, as though Casio's body surface had grown a plethora of eyes.
   

        At this moment, his body appeared calm on the outside, but inside it was like a high-pressure boiler, with the pressure accumulating heavier and heavier, the energy piling up thicker and thicker.
   

        If Casio had a pressure gauge inserted into his body, the needle would probably spin wildly as if possessed, with the number soaring frenetically.
   

        Crack crack crack... Sss sss sss...
   

        The entire cave wall suddenly transmitted a sound of carapace segments rubbing against each other.
   

        The ground and walls also shuddered as if a flood was imminent.
   

        "It's here."
   

        Casio opened his eyes, finally awaiting the approach of the Beetle Tide.
   

        Without hesitation, he slowly raised his sturdy arms. His left hand in front, his right hand behind, forming a semblance of the Unicorn Fairy posture.
   

        In an instant, surging red vapor billowed out like veils behind him, forming a wide, blood-red cape. A pair of large vulture wings, spanning several meters long, appeared faintly behind him, the fictional crimson beak overlaying Casio's arms, steaming wildly upwards.
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        "The ultimate secret skill, Beak of the Blood Vultures!"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A mass of scarlet airflow tumbled and rose rapidly, quickly forming into a huge vortex. The fluid, emanating a dangerous aura, fused as if an invisible hand was kneading and compressing it together. Finally, it turned into a huge head of a Blood Vulture Bird, its beak wide open, the surface seemingly dripping with fresh blood, exuding a terrifying metallic sheen. A suffocating current of air suddenly swept through the cave, with the air showing scale-like ripples.
   

        Pebbles on the ground, dust in the air, began to flee in all directions. Blood Clan members and humans, who were battling in the distance, were greatly shocked and retreated in madness. They felt an everywhere-present sharp killing intent pressuring them like the point of a needle, a feeling of crisis pricking them all over.
   

        Even the Evil Mother hiding in the darkness twitched its eyelids and took several steps backward. It had once suffered from this move of Casio and knew its power. Now that Casio's strength had increased, this move had risen accordingly.
   

        It gave a feeling of terror and threat that one simply could not ignore.
   

        Screech!!!
   

        In the Water vortex area, through the overlapping tunnel walls, suddenly a high-pitched and sharp bird cry pierced through the golden cracked stone, traveling a great distance away.
   

        Inside the grey-white cave, Casio threw a punch, his entire being driven by the scarlet fist. Enveloped in terrifying kinetic energy and penetration force, he lunged towards the slumbering Blood Nest. From afar, it seemed as if half the spacious cave was covered in a blood-red mist. Dimly visible within it, a silhouette like a train, the scarlet Beak of the Blood Vulture, advanced at extreme speed, viciously biting into the Blood Nest!
   

        Bang!
   

        The ground shook, the air vibrated, and the whole cave trembled.
   

        On the ground, lines of sigils suddenly lit up, forming a dense and massive red pattern, resembling a terrifying bat. And the entire slumbering Blood Nest also lit up, the pond water boiling tumultuously, the magma-like high temperature and scorching energy inside burst out instantly!
   

        Ding! Ding ding ding ding!
   

        It sounded like thousands of blacksmiths hammering iron, similar to the screeching collision noise of a derailed train's metal shell scraping against the tracks. The two forces clashed within the cave, stirring up a gale and huge waves, beating violently against the cave walls.
   

        Layers upon layers of air currents burst open, hitting the Blood Clan and humans around them. Almost causing their bodies to shake violently, they could barely stand steady.
   

        "Crack crack crack crack..."
   

        Within the Blood Pool, coffin after coffin of black color shattered from the inside out.
   

        One by one, High Order Blood Clan woke up from their slumber, sensing that the slumbering Blood Nest was under a powerful attack. It had triggered the full defense mode of the Blood Nest, even beginning to actively draw power from within.
   

        "The Blood Nest's defensive state has been activated! The first time in a thousand years!"
   

        "What's going on? Is it the Insect Tide? But the Insect Tide doesn't actively attack the internal facilities of the Oyon Ruins, it shouldn't attack the nodes..."
   

        The High Rank Blood Clan were all at a loss, their minds still somewhat confused.
   

        Some had slept for more than a decade, some for several decades, and some even a hundred years. So it was not that easy for them to clear up the situation in a short while.
   

        However, during this brief period, Casio had already achieved his goal.
   

        Ding! Crack crack crack crack!
   

        A series of breaking sounds echoed throughout the cave.
   

        He targeted the weakness, and with the penetrating and bursting power unique to the South Dou Red Vulture Fist's ultimate secret skill, Beak of the Blood Vultures, he struck. The tremendous force created shockwaves and focused to a point. Although it didn't completely destroy the Blood Nest's defense, it tore open a wound the size of half a person.
   

        Inside, the rich aura of High Order Blood Clan, condensed over hundreds or even thousands of years, was suddenly released, bringing a sickly sweet and nauseating stench of blood. There was even a strange, decayed odor of rotten wood.
   

        Squeak squeak squeak! Squeak squeak squeak! Squeak squeak squeak!
   

        Just then, the Beetle Tide from the tunnels rushed in.
   

        They instantly smelled the maddening scent in the air. Perhaps it was not just madness, but frenzy. In an instant, the originally disorderly swarming Beetle army completely turned around, their fierce and terrifying mouthparts directly facing the position of the slumbering Blood Nest. Their limbs frantically scraped against the ground in restlessness.
   

        Boom! Rumble rumble!
   

        It was like a rock-white torrent of mudslide crashing in, all the holy beetles rushing over with an instinctual longing and bloodlust.
   

        Ding ding ding ding ding...
   

        The slumbering Blood Nest withstood the tremendous impact force, its indestructible blood-colored membrane flickering, hovering between illusion and solidity. The High Order Blood Clan inside were horrified to discover that the power stored in the Blood Nest was depleting rapidly. It seemed that it would not be long before the High Order Blood Clan themselves would have to expend energy to maintain their situation. Moreover, if it went on for too long, they might even have to use the Longevity Blood at the bottom, which was the foundation and accumulation!
   

        Swish...
   

        The pond of the Blood Nest instantly turned into a crystal-like dark red transparent color.
   

        The many Blood Clan suddenly saw the situation outside.
   

        In the distant tunnel, large waves of white torrent ferociously rushed over, carrying the momentum of an overwhelming tide. This Insect Tide was unprecedented in scale, at least two levels stronger than the previous strongest one.
   

        The kind of surge that seemed unstoppable.
   

        Madly crashing onto the Blood Nest.
   

        Soon, some Blood Clan noticed in the corner near the Blood Nest. A black silhouette stood quietly in the midst of the Beetle Tide, like a stiff and cold sculpture. Around him was a strange force, and all the holy beetles that came within one meter of him died on the spot, stiffening in place.
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        The mysterious figure stood with his arms crossed in front of his chest, quietly watching them. It seemed as if he was waiting for the Blood Nest to shatter and collapse.
   

        "Was it him who did this? Who is he?!"
   

        Some high-rank members of the Blood Clan realized that the situation was not as simple as it seemed. They had just been attacked, causing their aura to leak, which in turn had attracted the Beetle Tide. The human standing before them was likely the instigator behind it all.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        The high-rank members of the Blood Clan were furious, but there was nothing they could do. Their Blood Nest was currently under assault by the holy beetles, and defending it was of utmost importance. Moreover, with an unprecedented Beetle Tide outside, even if a large number of high-rank Blood Clan members joined forces, they would likely be in a retreat. The holy beetle was a species that greatly restrained the Blood Clan. In addition, the human who seemed to be watching the battle from a safe distance was also not easy to provoke. The attack that had breached the defenses of the Blood Nest earlier was terrifying, indicating that this person had formidable strength.
   

        Unless a massive number of high-rank Blood Clan members from within the Blood Nest took action, they would not be able to touch him. The presence of the Insect Tide also locked out this possibility.
   

        Thus, they could only fume helplessly.
   

        They watched helplessly as the energy within the dormant Blood Nest continued to be depleted.
   

        As time passed, the silent black silhouette beside them began to stir, seeming ready to make another move.
   

        The high-rank Blood Clan members inside the nest were extremely tense. Several of the oldest among them exchanged glances and launched ancient techniques handed down from time immemorial. Dangerous auras burst forth, and various moves were readied, all subtly aimed at the slowly approaching Casio.
   

        In the midst of the Beetle Tide, Casio felt no fear; his aura grew increasingly intense. His momentum burst forth, suppressing the many ancient techniques prepared by the high-rank Blood Clan members, and it became more and more violent.
   

        As the human was about to make a move against the Blood Nest, the high-rank Blood Clan members had no choice but to play their penultimate hidden card. The Blood of Immortality, accumulated at the bottom of the Pond, coalesced and twined to gradually form a blood-red sculpture. It was the figure of a massive blood bat filled with beastliness, the image of Umirah, the True Ancestor of Blood.
   

        In an instant, a terrifying aura from the ultimate embodiment of darkness suppressed Casio. However, it did not exceed him by much, still on the same level.
   

        The high-rank members of the Blood Clan in the nest shivered inwardly, concerned that they still hadn't completely overpowered this human, which was very alarming. Because their last hidden card was actually the self-destruction of this blood bat.
   

        Basing on the current situation, the blood bat formed from the Blood of Immortality could indeed suppress the opponent, but it would be hard to kill him, and the opponent could also retreat if he wanted to. A self-destruction, however, would consume at least half or more of the Blood of Immortality accumulated in the Blood Pool over hundreds or even thousands of years. The subsequent nourishing effect of the Blood Nest would be greatly reduced!
   

        Even become ineffective, requiring hundreds of years of recovery and regeneration.
   

        As a result, some of the older and more decrepit high-rank Blood Clan members present might not survive. At least half of them would be lost.
   

        For a moment, the Blood Clan inside the dormant Blood Nest found themselves in a dilemma.
   

        As for Casio, he naturally could not allow his Blood Clan friends to be placed in such a difficult position. He had roughly figured out the other party's hidden cards.
   

        Confident, his words and actions naturally became more assured.
   

        "So, you also wouldn't want your own nest to be destroyed, right?"
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        Indeed, the High Order Blood Clan within the slumbering Blood Nest did not disappoint Casio. They found themselves in a dilemma, facing the immense threat of the Beetle Tide. With Casio watching intently from the sidelines, any move from him could inflict unsustainable losses on the dormant Blood Nest.
   

        Therefore, weighing the pros and cons, the only option for the Blood Clan was to satisfy Casio's demands.
   

        Of course, this satisfaction wasn't without limits, there was a bottom line. The dormant Blood Nest was of great significance to the High Order Blood Clan. The dense ancient rituals around it, combined with the core, allowed the slow production of Blood of Immortality within the Blood Nest. The Blood of Immortality enabled the High Order Blood Clan to maintain their slumber, gradually nourishing their strength, and it was their ultimate Hidden Card.
   

        Over hundreds or even thousands of years, the dormant Blood Nest had accumulated a substantial amount of the Blood of Immortality. Some of it had been absorbed by the slumbering High Order Blood Clan, and the rest had become part of the foundation. A certain amount of Blood of Immortality was required to maintain its intended effect within the Blood Nest. If they lost half, the Blood Nest wouldn't be able to sustain the energy needed by so many High Order Blood Clan members during their slumber. Its nourishing effect would decrease significantly.
   

        Generally speaking, at least three-quarters of the Blood of Immortality needed to be preserved in the dormant Blood Nest to maintain the original nourishing effect. Achieving a balance or even a surplus would allow the entire Blood Nest to replenish its foundation.
   

        So, the bottom line for the dormant Blood Nest was one quarter of the Blood of Immortality.
   

        In such an environment, overwhelmed by the sweeping Insect Tide, both parties openly began to haggle. One side was protected by the Blood Nest; the other, an individual with extreme strength, who could even withstand the Flood-like onslaught of the Insect Tide without taking a single step back.
   

        In the gray and white Cave, the entire Cave Wall vibrated, the sounds of countless Beetles climbing, the clash between the Insect Tide and the Blood Nest. All these chaotic noises mixed together, nearly enough to burst someone's eardrums.
   

        Under these circumstances, Casio made a bold demand.
   

        At first, he shockingly asked for half of the Blood of Immortality from the dormant Blood Nest as the price for him not to take action and leave swiftly.
   

        This request, undoubtedly, enraged the High Order Blood Clan.
   

        Half of the Blood of Immortality was enough to coalesce a divine Blood Bat! They would rather engage in direct combat now and use the strength of the divine Blood Bat to either kill or severely injure Casio. Without question, they would never agree.
   

        Of course, Casio didn't expect them to agree. He was merely asking for an exorbitant price to see what he could get. If they were foolish enough to simply nod in agreement, Casio would surely scorn them internally while happily taking away half of the Blood of Immortality, basking in the afterglow of his feast.
   

        Negotiation required give-and-take, which was not Casio's forte.
   

        But the advantage was on his side, and so was the time.
   

        An unprecedented Beetle Tide continued to slam into the dormant Blood Nest relentlessly, depleting the Blood Nest's strength and foundation. With Casio threateningly looking on, the High Order Blood Clan was in a delicate situation, not daring to go all out against the Insect Tide. Thus, it was the Blood Nest that was desperately anxious, grinding their teeth in wait, able to make a swift decision only within a short time.
   

        He thought this way and pressured in an orderly manner accordingly.
   

        As Casio expected, the High Order Blood Clan of the Blood Nest reached a compromise. They offered their highest price, one quarter of the Blood of Immortality from the bottom of the Blood Nest. After stating their price, they emphasized repeatedly that this was their final offer, the ultimate bottom line. Otherwise, they would rather both sides be destroyed.
   

        The dormant Blood Nest, even at the cost of losing half of its foundation and significant casualties among the High Order Blood Clan, would use the power of the divine Blood Bat to exact an unbearable price from Casio. A self-destruction of an equal-level master, surely something for any opponent to weigh carefully. Essentially, the Blood Nest was offering its final measure of sincerity.
   

        Amid the Beetle Tide, Casio contemplated and finally accepted the counteroffer. Actually, he still wanted to take further advantage, such as forcing the dormant Blood Nest to throw out a few High Order Blood Clan members for him to crush as a snack.
   

        But, these Blood Clan members were united as one, resolutely prepared to face death and resist the foreign invasion, the formidable enemy, with an iron-blooded Cohesion. They likely weren't easy to manipulate at will and couldn't just be looted and pillaged recklessly.
   

        Casio felt a touch of regret about this. On reflection, he had a startling realization. The current situation made him feel like he was the unscrupulous villain acting willfully and the other party was the victim forced to accept harsh terms. The moment felt bizarre.
   

        But soon, Casio reversed his perspective again.
   

        Survival of the fittest, the victor is king. With Strength in hand, everything is justifiable. Although he wielded extreme violence, he didn't use it on the vulnerable humans at the bottom of the hierarchy. He enjoyed using his power to brutally torment and beat down those powerful demons. Those who, in the eyes of ordinary humans, are villains and monsters.
   

        Not for some sanctimonious reason like supporting the weak against the strong or maintaining justice. Simply, Casio enjoyed the thrill of defeating those strong adversaries, those monsters, those demons. Only when the Enemy was strong enough did defeating them bring a sense of achievement and pleasure.
   

        If it were just a bunch of misfits, there would be no satisfaction in their defeat.
   

        Thinking this way, Casio did not have any mental barriers whatsoever. He even more forcefully coerced the High Order Blood Clan within the Blood Nest to hand over the Blood of Immortality faster. Otherwise, they shouldn't blame him for attacking the Blood Nest himself.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Under Casio's threat, the high rank Blood Clan members became incredibly efficient.
   

        In no time, they had gathered a clump of Blood of Immortality, as red as amber. After hesitating for a while, they still gave it all to Casio.
   

        Casio slowly raised his right hand, the palm of which was eerily floating a basketball-sized essence of blood. From a distance, it looked like a giant ruby.
   

        He felt the powerful and majestic high-level energy emanating from the Blood of Immortality, as well as the aura from the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah's darkness ultimate form level. Satisfied, he nodded and turned around, stepping forward.
   

        In the distance, in the corner of the grey-white cave, the battle was over.
   

        Three high rank Blood Clan members faced Casio's team of Otto, the Secret Martial Art duo, and the traitorous high rank Blood Clan Daxi, four in total. Naturally, they were at a disadvantage from the start and were quickly beaten into a state of disarray. When the Beetle Tide struck, the scene was even more brutally chaotic and completely messed up.
   

        The holy beetles can be said to be the natural enemy of the Blood Clan. The effect caused by the Bug Nest, if considered only marginal for Secret Martial Art experts like Otto, then for the high rank Blood Clan members, it was at least three times, or even five times as worse.
   

        Even Daxi was affected, but it made no difference to the outcome of the battle. All three high rank Blood Clan members died in battle, falling at the hands of Casio's subordinates. One of them even died directly from Daxi's sneak attack. That high rank Blood Clan member was confronting Otto when a strong wind came from behind, a pain stabbed through the chest, and a clawed hand clutching a heart protruded from the chest area. It was blood-soaked and hideously grotesque.
   

        That high rank Blood Clan member suddenly turned its head, only to see the traitor Daxi with a face full of smug success, cackling wildly at that moment. He was muttering, "I did it, I did it! This is my credit, the lord will surely reward me! The lord will surely see me in a new light..."
   

        Daxi seemed possessed, repeating this sentence over and over.
   

        It withdrew its arm, holding the still-thumping heart of its former comrade, and slowly brought it to its mouth. It was about to bite down.
   

        All of a sudden, Daxi's entire body shuddered, and the look in its eyes became vacant. The next second, the vacancy vanished, and its gaze became clear.
   

        "What... what is this! Whose heart is this..."
   

        It muttered, frowning deeply. Its eyes were fixed intently on the blood-soaked claw and the pulsating heart it held.
   

        "Hehehe... Daxi, you... you... will not die a good death! I'll be waiting for you in hell! I'll be waiting for you in hell! Despicable traitor..."
   

        Ahead, the high rank Blood Clan member who had its heart ripped out staggered, the blood-red eyes glaring deathly at Daxi, much like a venomous, spiteful snake.
   

        It crazily spat out fresh blood, and the hole in its chest spurted out blood as well. Its strength was rapidly draining away.
   

        Finally, the high rank Blood Clan member couldn't hold on any longer. It collapsed to the ground with a thud. Then its upper body fell forward, and its head struck the ground heavily. In its final moments, the Corpse's eyes remained open, glaring at Daxi.
   

        For a moment, the events unfolding before its eyes were like a massive shock wave that confused Daxi. It took several incredulous steps backward, still holding the heart in its hand, leaving behind a blood-soaked trail.
   

        "What's happening? Lan Yi, did it... it's dead?!"
   

        Daxi's eyes were wide open, almost bulging out of its sockets. Its entire face showed horror, clearly recognizing the deceased high rank Blood Clan member and likely having been quite familiar, having interacted with it.
   

        "Lan Yi is dead..." it murmured to itself.
   

        "Who killed it?" Daxi's lips quivered as it glanced at its own blood-soaked and ferocious right hand: "And who have I killed?!"
   

        The still heart in its palm, Lan Yi's chest wound, and the curse it spoke before dying all seemed to be pointing to a fact.
   

        "Could it be, I killed it!!!"
   

        As if a bolt of lightning had struck its mind, Daxi's brain completely froze. It felt that something was very wrong, for it would never do something as insane as killing its comrade. And yet, the undeniable truth was presented before its eyes, leaving no room for refutation.
   

        Daxi gasped violently a few times, as more memories surged from the depths of his mind. Initially acting as a guide, he led Casio and his group into the cave. Then, like a sycophantic follower, he vehemently defended the so-called Lord Casio in his heart, ridiculing and provoking his former companions to the extreme, behaving like a wild dog bullying others with impunity. Subsequently, he took the initiative to inform the enemy of the Blood Nest's weaknesses, suggesting Casio should kill all of his comrades. In the end, he even joined the battlefield, zealously eager to kill his former friends.
   

        This terrible compendium flooded into his mind like a tide.
   

        Daxi was on the verge of collapse, having committed many horrific acts in a very short time. He sabotaged the interests of his own camp, even actively killing his former friends. Daxi could feel that he seemed to have been hypnotized and manipulated by the enemy; it wasn't his own will to do so.
   

        But, what's done is done! Lan Yi's heart had even been ripped out by his very own hands, and the Casio at the old den had exploited the intelligence he provided to breach a hole, pressuring many High Order Blood Clan members.
   

        Having committed so many foolish acts, even if he regained his senses and started helping the Blood Nest faction against the enemies again, he would likely never be forgiven and would have to face serious consequences. His future was ruined...
   

        Perhaps... perhaps...
   

        Daxi glanced at the heart in his hand, his pupils swirling with an inscrutable expression. Gritting his teeth and steeling his heart, he crushed it with one hand.
   

        With a thud, blood exploded over Daxi's face, warming his forehead.
   

        He had decided, to keep up the pretense! To continue feigning that he was hypnotized and controlled by the other side! To continue acting like he was the loyal hound of the esteemed Lord Casio!
   

        Only then could he survive, and find a glimmer of hope.
   

        Daxi had an epiphany! The moment he considered defecting, the world seemed vast and forgiving! The previously envisioned dead end suddenly turned into a broad avenue of life.
   

        As thoughts sprang to life in his mind, he instantly realized what he should do now. Maintain the previous persona! Keep up the same actions! Even be more aggressive and verbose. And show off his willingness and capabilities, to assure the other side of his active attitude.
   

        In doing so, he could prove himself to be valuable and useful.
   

        Suddenly, Daxi was like an actor possessed, his face instantly twisting into a ferocious and fierce expression. Wiping the blood from his face, he laughed loudly three times, "Hahaha! Lan Yi, that idiot, is dead, and you're next!"
   

        He turned abruptly, his crimson eyes fiercely fixated on the other two High Order Blood Clan members who were struggling desperately. His aura of killing intention thickened.
   

        "You vermin, brace for death!!!"
   

        Daxi spun around and stomped, charging forward like a madman determined to annihilate everything. Nearby, Otto, who had just had his kill stolen, was visibly annoyed. However, seeing Daxi be so bitterly vengeful against his own kin, so determined for a fight to the death, left him dumbfounded. It took him a few seconds to come to his senses, and then he hurled himself towards the enemy.
   

        He couldn't let this crazed Daxi continue to hog all the glory.
   

        ...
   

        When Casio had taken care of the troubles at the Blood Nest and was walking towards them, Otto and Daxi had already gathered together, resisting the relentless assault of the Insect Tide. Behind them lay the corpses of several High Rank Blood Clan members.
   

        Through the Rock White torrent, Casio cut through effortlessly, like a reef parting the seawaves. He arrived next to his companions without difficulty, casually absorbing the life vibration energy of those High Rank Blood Clan members, storing it within his body.
   

        "Let's go, the main objective of entering the Relic is achieved."
   

        "All we need to do now is find the Secret Medicine, and the mission is over."
   

        As he spoke, he gazed at the Blood of Immortality in his hand, captivated by the magnificent ruby hue. The life vibration energy of five Catastrophe Spirit Level beings, a quarter of the Blood Nest's thousand-year accumulation of the Blood of Immortality. This haul was incredibly profitable and would bring immense benefits to Casio.
   

        What mattered most now was to find a secure place.
   

        To use these precious resources to rapidly enhance his strength.
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        Boom!
   

        In the midst of the Beetle Tide, a team, like an arrow released from the string, charged forward irresistibly, forcefully parting the densely packed beetles and swiftly making a path through the enclosed underground tunnel.
   

        Everywhere they went, beetles were turned into severed limbs and fragmented bodies, their corpses accumulating in layers. Casio was at the very front of this team, bearing the greatest pressure, yet he was still handling it with ease. When breaking through obstacles, his movements were as smooth as a hot knife slicing through butter; his footsteps never faltered for a moment.
   

        Casio had come to the Oyon Ruins three times and encountered the Beetle Tide on each visit. From the first time, when he had to run for his life, to the second time, when he avoided its sharp edges. Now, he no longer harbored much fear towards the Beetles.
   

        Although the overall Beetle Tide was terrifying, they couldn't concentrate all their strength together; they could only surge chaotically like a flood.
   

        Therefore, Casio had no intention of avoiding the immediate danger. Instead, he led his numerous subordinates in search of the False Death Elixir, intending to settle all matters at once. Clearly, this time the search for the False Death Elixir was much simpler than the last, and the speed was much faster. Relying on his formidable strength, Casio bulldozed through all traps and dangerous exotic species he encountered along the way.
   

        Finally, after several hours, they found a familiar hall.
   

        Counting from left to right, the third passageway entrance.
   

        The memories of those years rushed back to him, and Casio surged ahead first.
   

        Sure enough, it was exactly as he remembered. In just half an hour, he found the location of the False Death Elixir; it was in a hidden double-layer stone chamber within a cave wall. The stone chamber was filled with traps, but obviously, they posed no challenge to Casio, and it wasn't long before he broke through them.
   

        Soon, he obtained a whole bottle of False Death Elixir, as well as the formula.
   

        This time, all purposes of entering the Oyon Ruins had been accomplished.
   

        In a few days, Casio would lead the Clinic to the southeastern region of the Hong Li Empire. There, he would meet with the Ghost Men and Iron Knights who were already waiting and use the False Death Elixir as a bargaining chip to bind the top Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests of Black Rain Villa to his war chariot. Although his strength had already attained the Extreme Fighter Level and he might even gain a significant promotion later on, friends can never be too many, especially in situations where, if you don't strive for them, they might become your enemies. Moreover, the Eternal Isles were exceedingly dangerous; to put it bluntly, Casio needed enough cannon fodder.
   

        All in all, everything would be carried out according to the plan already set in place.
   

        Obtaining the third Southern Dipper Secret Transmission was Casio's main goal. As for things like disrupting the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, obtaining the flesh and blood of the Moon God; participating in the International Exchange Meeting of the Eastern Martial World, weighing the prowess of the Boxing Masters from the Yana United States; heading to the Southern Frontier of the Empire to seek revenge from the wizards at the Totem Temple. Those were secondary objectives, mere tasks he took care of along the way.
   

        If they conflicted with Casio's main goal, he would not hesitate to abandon them. Everything was predicated on obtaining the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist.
   

        ******************************
   

        Time rushed by, and several more hours passed.
   

        Casio and his people kept moving forward, crushing countless scrambling beetles under their boots, the soles now covered in viscous beetle juices. Finally, they again dashed through a tunnel like lightning, and suddenly the view widened—an expansive avenue lay before them.
   

        A familiar route appeared, and the exit was not far.
   

        In less than an hour, they reached the entrance of the cave.
   

        Several silhouettes swept past like a gale, the hems of their trench coats fluttering loudly. Casio and his companions rushed out of the Oyon Ruins, back to the surface once again.
   

        Looking out, it was now dusk. The sky was adorned with streaks of fiery clouds obscuring half of the orange sun. Lines of birds flew by, their destination unknown.
   

        Watching this scene, Casio suddenly remembered the last time he had Retrospected.
   

        It was the same sunset, the same reddish sky, and the same birds flying by. He was also here, saying goodbye to Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan, two mentors who were also friends, ending his fourth Era of Retrospection.
   

        A fleeting sense of nostalgia crossed his mind, and Casio stepped out of the cave.
   

        Ten minutes later, on a spacious open area within the canyon.
   

        A silhouette slowly sat down cross-legged, his eyes tightly shut. His spine was as straight as a dragon, his shoulders broad and solid like car tires.
   

        "Huff... Huff... Huff..."
   

        The heavy breathing had a rhythm, with a slow yet undulating charm. Casio was adjusting his body's condition.
   

        He wanted to balance his Essence, Qi, and Spirit into the best promotion state.
   

        After five minutes of consistent breathing, he slowly opened his deep blue eyes, and a flash of light seemed to dart across them. The air suddenly carried a swooshing sound, and the breath from his nostrils shot out like two white swords, piercing straight through a large tree trunk in the distance. If it were to hit a person, it would undoubtedly pierce through them as well.
   

        Rustling, it was as if great rivers were flowing within Casio's body.
   

        In the upper right corner of his field of view, the Cultivation Stat Bar was clear.
   

        'Magic puppet secret weapon: Qi Chapter 87.1% (three tiers)'
   

        The Qi Realm was only 2.9% away from breaking through the barrier to the Ultimate Fighter Level. This time, stepping into that realm was inevitable. 
   

        "Let's begin..." he murmured.
   

        Almost instantly, the five Catastrophe Spirit Level life vibration energies in his Dantian shattered, turning into a surge of pure energy. That special vibration frequency quickly dissipated, spreading to every inch of his body's flesh and blood. It penetrated internal organs, skeleton, meridians, and blood. In an instant, Casio felt a sensation of warmth.
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        It felt as if he were soaking in hot spring water, with every inch of skin feeling comfortable.
   

        Under the setting sun, threads of fragmented light shone upon him, appearing somewhat distorted from afar—a visual illusion like air flowing in ripples. This was because the immense and fiery body temperature was emanating from Casio, much like the heat radiation of a microwave, warming the air around him. The circle of green grass around him began to yellow slightly from the heat.
   

        "Thump thump thump... thump thump thump..."
   

        His heart, the driving force of his strength, began to beat faster, a heavy resonance emanating from his chest like the vibration of bowstrings.
   

        In just a moment, Casio's heart rate had more than tripled and was still climbing towards five times, ten times the original rate.
   

        His blood boiled, becoming as scorching as magma coursing through his body in a high-pressure, high-temperature state. Casio's eyes gradually reddened, but he kept looking at the top right corner.
   

        "Magic puppet secret weapon: Qi Chapter 87.2% (three layers in total)"
   

        The digits on the cultivation stat bar began to blur suddenly, showing a tiny increase of 0.1%. And once it started, it couldn't be stopped. The digits kept blurring, and the progress bar was slowly advancing.
   

        When the Magic puppet secret weapon Qi Chapter reached about 65%, Casio used a massive amount of Catastrophe Spirit Level life vibration energy to enhance his cultivation progress, eventually raising it to 76%. And it was concluded that a ribbon of Catastrophe Spirit Level life vibration energy could enhance the cultivation progress by 1.2% at that stage. Now, as Casio's Qi Chapter cultivation progress neared 90%, the increase in cultivation progress from a Catastrophe Spirit Level life vibration energy naturally diminished.
   

        Moreover, all the life vibration energy that Casio obtained this time was from the High Rank Blood Clan, the same type and frequency of energy.
   

        Thus, the increase in the Magic puppet secret weapon cultivation progress wouldn't look too impressive numerically. However, regardless of how much the effect diminished, the life vibration energy of five High Order Blood Clan members was enough to get the magic puppet secret weapon past the little bottleneck of 90%. It was only logical for his Qi to progress further.
   

        Crack crack crack...
   

        The sound of exploding bones came from within Casio's body, as if some formidable force was being released in an instant. Huh, white steam actually spouted from the pores and hairs on the surface of his skin. The circle of green grass and leaves on the surrounding ground was baked into dry twigs by the high temperature.
   

        The white steam rising from Casio's body was as fiery as magma. A large tree nearby was scorched to death after a short while.
   

        Looking down from the sky, there was a yellow circle expanding outward in the midst of the lush green canyon, like the ring of fire that engulfs the center of a burning piece of paper, turning the white to scorched black.
   

        At the very center was a black dot enshrouded in white mist.
   

        Casio's body started to swell as if being inflated, with strong muscles twining like steel cables, constantly pulsing and pressing against each other. Before long, his height had reached two and a half meters, sitting cross-legged like an iron tower, with the sound of rushing water coming from within his body.
   

        His skin turned red and was stretched taut by the swelling muscles; beneath the skin, the sinews and large veins were clearly visible as if beneath a translucent layer of membrane. Upon closer inspection, a substance both liquid and gas like seemed to surge wildly. Now like a violent waterfall, then like a relentless river, and at times like a foggy drizzle, shrouded in mist.
   

        That was Qi, that was Qi undergoing a transformation.
   

        The Qi of a Fighter would become more condensed, more viscous, better able to carry the martial artist's boxing intent and execute the output of strength.
   

        If Casio's Qi was likened to a big blob of sticky glue before, his Qi was now evolving towards something akin to cement. Cement, if not stirred or kept warm for a long time, will solidify.
   

        In other words, his Qi was showing signs of becoming solid.
   

        And this, while bringing about substantial strength, also subjected the body of a Fighter to a severe test. Some top Fighters, having accumulated strength for decades and possessing the thick foundation of an Ultimate Fighter, still wouldn't dare to challenge their limits. Part of the reason is the inability to withstand the heavy burden on their bodies from a sudden surge in both the quantity and quality of Qi.
   

        If they couldn't bear the breakthrough, they might put themselves in grave danger. Death would greet them immediately after the breakthrough.
   

        Of course, Casio had no need to worry about these things.
   

        Physical strength has never been his weakness; it's one of his advantages.
   

        Just what level is a physique that matches a Fighter's combat strength with the flesh alone? Isn't it a piece of cake to contain the Qi of a Fighter-level?
   

        This time he broke through, Casio wasn't afraid no matter how much the quantity and quality of his Qi bloated. You've got the nerve? Then swell it up in one breath to the Fighter's limit.
   

        He could still swallow it and bear it.
   

        Nothing else matters, just that he's tough, with a sturdy body. Even his internal organs are as solid as iron. Throughout the upgrade process, he was steady as Mount Tai!
   

        The continuous assaults of Qi, swirling and rushing, couldn't cause Casio the slightest injury. The internal organ damage that a top Fighter normally encounters when breaking through to the Ultimate Fighter didn't exist for him. Casio's robust physique was like a giant pill furnace, making the whole process run incredibly smoothly.
   

        'Magic Puppet Secret Weapon: Qi Chapter 87.1% (Three Layers Total)' →
   

        'Magic Puppet Secret Weapon: Qi Chapter 90.7% (Three Layers Total)'
   

        In the upper right corner of his field of view, the progress of his cultivation stat bar had stabilized.
   

        A total increase of 3.6%, which was expected, neither too much nor too little. On average, each thread was about a 0.7% increase. 
   

        The diminishing effects were indeed quite severe.
   

        However, no matter what, the progress of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon's Qi Chapter finally crossed the ninety percent mark, and Casio's Qi had reached the bottom of the Ultimate Fighter realm. At this very moment, his Qi, physique, and force, had all stepped into the highest state below the Saint Fist, without a single flaw.
   

        Casio must be the most balanced Ultimate Fighter in strength in all of history. Even, if he increased his strength a little more, he might become the number one person below the Saint Fist in all of history! He could sweep through masters of the same realm!
   

        What if he improved a little more then?
   

        His flesh reached the ultimate bottle neck, Qi Chapter reached 99.9%, and three kinds of special force from Southern Dipper merged into one. Could the Ultimate Fighter Casio at his peak catch a glimpse of that ultimate domain only the Saint Fist and the Ultimate Dark Entity could tread? He didn't know and lacked confidence.
   

        The Saint Fist was too strong, almost shedding the body of flesh and using heaven and earth as its shell! The limitations and bottle necks of Qi were completely lifted, growing and expanding all the time. Covering a mountain, covering a river? Even forming a world, both illusory and real! Completely embodying the will of the Boxing Method.
   

        Such an existence was almost no different from a God.
   

        Yet, the stronger that realm, the more Casio craved it.
   

        Exploring the limits of the Secret Martial Art, challenging the limits of humans, and uncovering the unknowns of the world, isn't that the greatest pleasure? At least, for someone like Casio. This is the greatest joy, the utmost happiness!
   

        "Let's use it together, let my strength continue to grow, sublimate."
   

        Enveloped in a transparent stream of air, Casio held a ball of vibrant, resplendent blood of longevity in his hands. Without any hesitation, he directly swallowed it with the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon! Instantly, terrifying power nourished his body in reverse.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom, boom!
   

        A fearsome surge of Qi, like an eruption of magma, violently blasted upwards into the sky and outwards in all directions, hammering every corner of the canyon.
   

        Like the collapse of a dam, the tumultuous flood roared and surged. In an instant, dense woods and shrubbery were destroyed and submerged by the Qi, falling heavily one after another. The ground trembled, and everything inside the canyon was swept away to nothingness.
   

        Empty, blank, only one dark shadow remained.
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        South Dou Red Vulture Fist, Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, and the Magic puppet secret weapon—Casio had mastered a total of three first-rate top-tier secret martial arts. Therefore, the Qi he had accumulated far exceeded that of other cultivators of the same level. Unlike Casio, other cultivators of secret martial arts could not possess three great mental methods and three balanced personalities, enabling them to simultaneously cultivate three different secret martial arts boxing methods.
   

        As a result, the burst of his Qi when breaking through to the realm of an Ultimate Fighter was far beyond ordinary. In an instant, the uncontrollable torrential overflow had almost destroyed the dense forest in half of the canyon. All the greenery had been flattened to the ground.
   

        All the flying insects, walking beasts, flowers, birds, fishes, and snakes were drowned in the Qi that was like a mix of liquid and solid. Even the small insects in the soil, if they were not deep enough underground, were also shaken to death by that aura, becoming nutrients for the earth.
   

        If anyone else had been within the area covered by the Qi, their fate wouldn't have been much better. The burst of Qi at the moment of Casio's breakthrough was virtually no different from a landslide or a surging mudslide.
   

        Fortunately, the staff of the Clinic and the Mercury Hunter clan had already left the canyon, providing Casio with a quiet environment for his breakthrough, so they were not affected. Standing guard at the mouth of the canyon, they were blown about by the sudden hurricane of Qi that whistled out, and couldn't even keep their eyes open.
   

        Those with lighter body weight were even directly flown up by their inflated clothing, experiencing the feeling of bird flight for a moment, before crashing down from a height of four to five meters, landing in an embarrassingly disheveled way. Thankfully, everyone present was not an ordinary human, their physical qualities and agility were enough to handle such a situation.
   

        When the disturbance ended, and everyone regathered and looked toward the interior of the canyon, they were shocked to discover. Large tracts of green forest and shrubs had disappeared, leaving only a vast and empty plain of wilderness and several mudhills.
   

        The Relic cave at the end of the canyon, previously obscured by branches and leaves, now blatantly entered into view, unobstructed by terrain and plants.
   

        At a glance, the environment inside the canyon was largely flattened as if by a heavy-duty bulldozer. Only two or three mudhills and the deep pits between them were conspicuous. In one of the pits, Casio, who had been sitting cross-legged, slowly stood up, his skeleton making crackling sounds.
   

        It was like a series of firecrackers continuously ignited beneath the skin.
   

        Opening his eyes, he took a sharp inhale. His already strong upper body swelled rapidly like a balloon, and his ribcage, armored with strong and hard muscles, stretched outward like an umbrella. Whoosh whoosh whoosh! With Casio's profound and extended breathing, streaks of semi-transparent flows sucked in from the air like a reversing tornado, rapidly drawn into his robust body.
   

        From afar, it looked as though a colossal pale-white waterfall enveloped Casio alone. The huge and the tiny, offering quite a contrast.
   

        Whish~
   

        The last wisp of semi-transparent Qi rolled up at the tip of his nose and drew back.
   

        He let out a long breath, feeling a sense of fullness in his stomach.
   

        Every cell in his body was in an active state of extreme energy, force constantly generating, inflating his self-confidence rapidly.
   

        Casio looked up, first checking the Cultivation Stat Bar in the upper right corner.
   

        'Magic puppet secret weapon: Qi Chapter 90.7% (in three layers)'→
   

        'Magic puppet secret weapon: Qi Chapter 94.7% (in three layers)'
   

        A full 4% progress increase in his cultivation, more than the 3.5% granted by a piece of Moon God flesh and the 3.6% from the life vibration energy of five High Rank Blood Clan members. And it is important to note that this was an improvement brought about after breaking through to the realm of an Ultimate Fighter in the Magic puppet secret weapon Qi realm! Progress in the technique after reaching 90% was extremely difficult, with each 1% requiring high-quality and high-quantity life vibration energy.
   

        A drop of Longevity blood allowed Casio's Qi realm to completely stabilize as an Ultimate Fighter and had taken a significant step forward by half the distance. What kind of miraculous elixir was this? Indeed, it was fitting that it came from the accumulation of hundreds and thousands of years from the entire high-order lair of the Blood Race; these ancient creatures were not to be underestimated...
   

        Seeing this robust improvement naturally turned Casio's gaze towards the relic cave. A ferocious longing flickered in his eyes as if driven by greed.
   

        Casio now really wanted to find a reason to upend the entire Blood Nest and have a feast. However, the hidden cards of those Blood Clan were truly formidable; should they use all the remaining blood of Longevity to condense an ultimate Godly blood bat, it could result in a mutually destructive fight with Casio.
   

        Alas, let's spare these fat lambs for now…
   

        Everything would wait until he got his hands on the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist and then completed the two Obsessions of Antique Retrospection, leaving him without any concerns in this era.
   

        Then, he would utilize this last period of freedom for a massive rampage!
   

        By then, Casio would surely obtain considerable rewards.
   

        With a thought, he quickly shifted his attention to the second Mutation of the Magic puppet secret weapon. The previous time, it was from ingesting Moon God flesh; this time, it was the blood of Longevity. What sort of transformation would the Magic puppet secret weapon undergo?
   

        Immediately, Casio began to activate and tried to enter the Demon Idol state on the spot.
   

        After two or three breaths of adjustment, the next second, Black Spirit burst forth.
   

        Standing on the empty ground, a disk of bloody moon appeared behind his head, emitting a sinister halo. This was the change brought by the Moon God flesh. The blood of Longevity, on the other hand, corresponded to the Heart. Thump-thump, his heart pounded as if beating a drum, becoming stronger and more powerful.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 938: 481 was defeated that year, hope you can win (4200)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Thump after thump," the impacts came with a unique rhythm.
   

        Casio instantly entered the zone, and his vision was suddenly clouded in blood.
   

        The very next second, he felt as though he stepped into the perspective of an onlooker, witnessing a grand ritual unfolding. July 1st, the Moonless Night, the Blood of Longevity. This was an ancient, gruesome ceremony conducted by Alpha's Direct Bloodline, requiring nearly a hundred humans as sacrifices, along with various ritualistic tools and materials.
   

        All humans were slain, their blood left on the surface of the altar, funneled into the center via dense arrays of carved grooves. In an instant, all of the glyphs lit up, pulsating at a special frequency, as if communicating with some unknown entity. Soon, the will of that distant being descended.
   

        Every sacrifice was taken away, while some potent blood was left behind.
   

        Members of the Direct Bloodline were ecstatic, drinking the Blood of Longevity with fervor. The heart, the core of the blood, rapidly strengthened and toughened, filled with vigor.
   

        They believed they had absorbed the power bestowed by the progenitor, becoming stronger. However, unbeknownst to them, all gifts had been secretly marked with a price. Some of the Direct Bloodline met with unexpected deaths, collapsing to the ground as blood gushed out. The very Blood of Longevity, presumed to have been absorbed, suddenly began to secrete outwards, drawing upon the full blood energy of the Direct Bloodline just like a living creature, until there was nothing left to drain from the bodies.
   

        After everything ended, the Blood of Longevity seeped into the cracks of the soil.
   

        This cycle repeated itself, over and over; it was impossible to tell for how long it had continued.
   

        Even the High Order Blood Clan couldn't resist the process, each succumbing to the same reversal at the brink of death. At the same time, this clan seemed particularly prone to physical decay, necessitating prolonged periods of slumber as if parasites were constantly competing for nutrients within their bodies.
   

        Once, Casio had heard a theory. Blood is the currency of the soul; it can harbor the existence of one's spirit and soul. Could it be?
   

        Moreover, where has the Blood of Longevity that had been seeping into the soil of Alfama Mountains for hundreds if not thousands of years gone? Casio refused to believe that this blood from the Ultimate Dark Entity could simply be diluted away or absorbed by plants. Gradually, a conjecture formed in his mind.
   

        Then an exceedingly rare failure of the Blood of Longevity Ceremony that followed corroborated his thoughts. Everything in the ritual proceeded as usual, quite smoothly. However, at the very last moment, the Blood of Longevity appeared as it always did, but was closely followed by an insidious power like poison leeching into the bones.
   

        Boom, boom, boom...
   

        The Blood of Longevity on the black stone column exploded, bursting inch by inch, resonating inch by inch. Even as splatters rocketed mid-air, onto the ground, and over the surrounding circle of the Blood Clan, it fragmented into thousands of pieces, unceasingly detonating. It was an endless explosion.
   

        The surrounding area of the altar seemed bombed by a cluster munition, pocked and dented, the ground hollowed out. The losses within the Direct Bloodline were severe, with even Elder-ranked individuals being blasted to pieces.
   

        This situation persisted for several hours before it gradually came to a halt.
   

        Casio's heart chilled; he was too familiar with this power, the Echo Strength of the Southern Dipper Sound Snake Fist! Both the characteristics of explosion and vibration were present.
   

        And it was extremely potent, terrifying in its endurance and destructive force.
   

        In comparison to it, Casio's Echo Strength was practically insignificant.
   

        He had encountered this situation before; it was the South Dou Red Vulture Fist.
   

        The old Tyrant Fist, who had passed on the complete Deathfang Power to Casio.
   

        The intensity was identical to the Echo Strength he was witnessing.
   

        Connecting some information in his mind, he immediately came to a conclusion that was nearly certain: the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, just like Totem King Cassius, was entangled with an ancient saintly martial artist of the Southern Dou realm!
   

        Even the powers from different realms were intertwined.
   

        Wait, a flash of insight streaked through Casio's mind. He acquired the Southern Dipper Sound Snake Fist right here, in these Oyon Ruins. On the fifth level of the ruins, he and Feng Liusi stumbled upon a corpse of the Extreme Fist!
   

        Could that old man have been the one tangled with the True Ancestor of Blood?
   

        And the direct descendants of the Blood Clan settled in the Alfama Mountains, even making the Oyon Ruins their lair. Could they have been driven by the progenitor to descend into the depths of the relics in search of the corpse of the Extreme Fist for some purpose?
   

        All this, one cannot help but ponder deeply.
   

        What is noteworthy is that the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, seems to have been transmitting power to the Real World for thousands of years. She disguised herself as the harmless Blood of Immortality and hid away after growing stronger through her hosts, seemingly wanting to trick everyone in a grand deception and shed her skin like a cicada. She might be seeking to break free from the shackles of the World of Calamities and ensnare the eternal ties with that Extreme Fist existence.
   

        If that's the case, there's bound to come a time of eruption. Perhaps pushing forward a hundred years from now, two hundred years, or several centuries, the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, will resurrect in the Real World? It is bound to happen one day...
   

        Casio's head suddenly shook, and he woke from that illusion.
   

        Clearly, this was another vision similar to the last one with the magic puppet secret weapon absorbing the flesh and blood of the Moon God, revealing the causal line of an event. Thinking about it carefully, none of those Dark Ultimate Entities were simple beings, all possessing various cryptic and mysterious methods. The True Ancestor sought the Blood of Longevity that could deceive and replace. The Totem King utilized the Ouroboros stone tablet to open the Disastrous Tunnel and cast the proxy, the Evil Mother, into the Real World. The only one that was somewhat laughable was the Moon God, who was directly shattered by the White Bird Sacred Fist, yet still managed to leave behind a contingency for rebirth—also situated within the Real World.
   

        It seems they are all trying everything possible to break free from the clutches of the World of Calamities?
   

        Wanting to descend upon the surface world, to set foot in the Real World.
   

        If it weren't for the ancient sages of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission holding them back, these Dark Ultimate Entities might have already succeeded, breaking the barriers between the two worlds.
   

        And how long can this terrifying balance last?
   

        If a Dark Ultimate Entity truly descends to the surface world, it would undoubtedly be a catastrophic disaster. This feeling of not having control over one's life or death, but rather being dictated by an external force, is extremely unpleasant, leaving Casio with no sense of security.
   

        His heart originally held only an antagonistic plan against the Door Organization and Xiadu. Now, there is a newly formed simple logic surfacing in his mind.
   

        Should the Dark Ultimate Entities resurrect or descend in the Real World, as a Nan Dou Successor, he could not escape his fate. That was the price he had to pay for acquiring the powerful strength of Southern Dou's Power—while there are gains, there are also losses. Casio had no regrets.
   

        On the contrary, right now, his killing intent was fierce, and his desire for battle was intense.
   

        Since they were destined to be enemies, then he was determined to be thorough and ruthless. The Totem Temple, the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Moon God statue, the direct Blood Clan, and the Blood of Immortality! Casio wouldn't let any of them slip away, whether it was in the Era of Retrospection or the Real World. Initially planning on making some trade-offs on this trip to the southeastern part of the Hong Li Empire, it now seemed he had no choice but to annihilate all at once.
   

        He came back to his senses and pressed a hand against his heart.
   

        Just like when devouring the flesh and blood of the Moon God, Casio also acquired a somewhat redundant auxiliary ability after ingesting the Blood of Longevity. After killing dark creatures, he could extract and refine their blood to nourish his heart. The heart, being the blood's hub, would undoubtedly allow for greater mobilization of bodily strength the more powerful it was. Over time, this would benefit his physique.
   

        Of course, this thing was like poison—discussing only the effect and not the dosage is meaningless. At this stage, this auxiliary ability was similar to the blood-red halo above the magic puppet's head, merely an embellishment. It seems he would have to specifically seek out rare resources such as the Moon God's flesh and blood or the Blood of Longevity to enhance these two auxiliary abilities, to strengthen their effects.
   

        He could intentionally collect them later in the Real World or the Era of Retrospection.
   

        In the canyon.
   

        "Huff..." Casio slowly exhaled a warm breath.
   

        He turned to look around, planning to lead his numerous followers in a retreat. However, he didn't know when, but wisps of pale white fog had begun to drift between the mountain forests. It flowed low over the ground like a living thing and spread across the ground swiftly. It seemed like thick slurry, yet also like flowing sheer fabric. The valley was filled with swirling white fog, rustling with sound. The ground, the woods, and the mountain itself appeared blurry within the fog, as if separated by a veil.
   

        At the entrance to the cave in the Oyon ruins, a hazy figure suddenly appeared as if it were a sculpture, completely motionless, watching Casio's strong retreating back, seemingly hoping for something silently.
   

        "Sounds of friction... Nan... Dou... Secret Transmission... Sounds of friction..." The voice was light and airy, as if it was whispering.
   

        "To think... Sounds of friction... someone... Sounds of friction... succeeded... Sounds of friction... both paths..." The voice was dreamy, faint, seeming to murmur.
   

        "In the past... Sounds of friction... we lost, hope... Sounds of friction... you can..."
   

        "Win!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The action in Shire County had ended, and the direct forces of the Blood Clan near the Alfama Mountains were almost completely eradicated. Only a few clansmen with weak strength had miraculously escaped the catastrophe, but they were no longer able to form any significant threat. The high-ranking members of the Blood Clan within the Oyon Ruins continued their slumber to suppress the decay in their bodies. The ones able to act normally had left Shire County long ago, dispersing across the country.
   

        Therefore, this place in Shire County, once the most powerful and influential stronghold of the Blood Clan, now lay remarkably hollow. Its dominance over the dark world was completely shaken. The elders, Wind Knife and Snake Arrow from the Mercury Hunters Clan, could almost be seen smiling crookedly in delight, their happiness making them practically grin like fools, drooling.
   

        Today was a day of great vengeance for the Blue-eyed Clan.
   

        That massive mountain which loomed overhead, always threatening to crush them, had finally collapsed. How could they not be ecstatic?
   

        As Casio and his companions had finished their battle around dusk,
   

        the clinic staff and the Mercury Hunters descended the mountains when it was already pitch-black. Along the way, they piled up bright bonfires and had a hearty meal. The Mercury Hunters even began to sing an ancient song that was unintelligible. From their tear-filled eyes, it seemed they were celebrating their victory over the Blood Clan's rule.
   

        The doctors at the clinic simply watched quietly, not joining the so-called celebration or getting swept up in the joyous atmosphere. They had obliterated the direct line of the Blood Clan in the Alfama Mountains not out of justice, nor pity for the Mercury Hunters or ordinary humans. They were merely executing tasks assigned by their director. The Blood Clan was merely their final mission target, nothing more.
   

        For this reason, the doctors at the clinic would not partake in the Mercury Hunters' celebrations nor would they accept the hunters' gratitude or adoration.
   

        From the beginning, they had been very clear about their role.
   

        A sword, a beheading sword forged for violence, a slaughtering machine devoid of emotions. The only master of this sword was Casio!
   

        On June 29, the clinic team packed up and left Shire County. During this process, the clinic's branch in Shire County, also called the treatment house, underwent a transformation. The original dozen or so doctors were endowed by Casio with the Demon Seed and the Demon Idol Totem.
   

        They would continue to stay in Shire County, serving as Casio's eyes.
   

        Whether it was the Hunters Association, the Door Organization, or dark creatures from the Northern Mystery Martial World, whenever there was any movement or special circumstances from these forces, these doctors would report the details to Florence.
   

        In effect, Casio had established his own micro intelligence system.
   

        As time quickly moved on, it was July 15 in the southeast region of Hong Li Empire.
   

        East Sea County, East Sea City.
   

        This city later received substantial support and development during the era of the Hong Li Federation, becoming the Federation's top economic city, exceptionally bustling. Of course, it's not bad now either, as it is near the port and the city's development is quite decent, even though it lacks the fiery maritime trade of the future that would attract massive capital and population. Nevertheless, East Sea City remains one of the top five economic powerhouses in the Hong Li Federation.
   

        Compared to Florence, where the Imperial Royal Family, Dark Hunt Organization, and Hong Li Council coexisted with each other, East Sea City was much simpler. It was largely under the control of the Hong Li Council, where new aristocrats held significant influence. Industries such as handicrafts, services, and business were flourishing.
   

        The residents' attire and architectural styles appeared more open and avant-garde. One could even call it trendy, more akin to modern styles.
   

        It was rare to see upper-class people dressed in aristocratic attire walking around.
   

        East Sea City, a certain concealed government agency.
   

        A group of doctors from the treatment houses were surrounded by black-clothed robust men, shaking visibly and looking troubled. Due to the ferocious aura of these black-clothed men, the doctors were left completely intimidated.
   

        After quite a while, a gaunt young man gathered his courage and said, "Don't try to deceive us. What kind of clinic doctors are you? If you wanted to find an excuse to take control of the treatment houses, at least choose a better one."
   

        Hearing this, the other doctors from the treatment houses instinctively nodded in agreement. Indeed, these suddenly appeared black-clothed figures were all tall and burly, exceptionally sturdy. Their muscular arms were nearly as thick as their waists, with thick veins pulsating under their skin like earthworms, causing one's eyelids to twitch involuntarily. Not to mention the ghastly black tattoos climbing up their necks, which were almost as thick as their heads, giving them an extremely fierce appearance.
   

        They hardly looked like doctors from the clinic, but rather like the ferocious criminals that the clinic doctors had struggled to detain in the den of wild beasts! Moreover, they seemed like the criminal underlings rather than the upper-tier ones, who were actually less fierce than the ones currently before them.
   

        "Why would we deceive you? Haven't you already seen the logo?"
   

        In front of the gaunt youth, a two-meter-tall man slowly lowered his head, his face covered in flesh, a fierce look in his eyes and a ring of bloodshot around them.
   

        As he spoke, his voice seemed to resonate with his chest cavity, rumbling profoundly, almost like the sound of a grand bell, causing the gaunt youth's eardrums to throb painfully.
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        "Yes... you've shown us before. But it's possible that it was forged," the thin youth mustered up his courage, still quite distrustful.
   

        "Hmm?" The muscular man was about to get angry, but then he remembered the rules that Casio had made. So, he could only explain, breathing heavily through his nose, "If you don't trust us because of our physique and temperament, you really don't need to. The new head of the Clinic said that as a doctor, you must be powerful, your muscles hard, your fists too..."
   

        "More violent than those specialized violent organizations like the Hunters Association!"
   

        "After all, the criminals we're after come from inside the Hunters Association. If a doctor isn't as strong as his patients, how can he make them willingly undergo surgery? When it comes to the doctor-patient relationship, the initiative must be firmly in our grasp, strongly controlled..."
   

        The stout man, his upper body muscles bulging under his black clothes, continued, "The head of the Clinic has already obtained the approval of the Dark Hunt Organization and the Chief Inspector to restructure and reform all the clinics across the Federation. All clinic doctors must undergo retraining. Only after the training can they continue their duties..."
   

        "Re... retraining?" The thin youth swallowed his saliva, looking at the muscular and fiery bodies of these men in black, "Train to be like you guys? No... no thanks. I think my physique is pretty good..."
   

        "Hehehe, with your tiny frame, I could stand still and you wouldn't be able to hit me," the muscular man scoffed coldly, "I advise you to train hard when the time comes, and make the most of what the head of the Clinic gives. If you're too sneaky and lazy, you might be made an example of! You probably don't know what 'basic four' means, that's something even I'm afraid of, something that can keep me awake at night! Falling into their hands, living is worse than dying. So work hard, grow taller and stronger! If you're not strong enough, not imposing enough here, others will covet your position..."
   

        The muscular man suddenly gave the thin youth a meaningful look.
   

        It was unclear what he meant.
   

        Anyway, the new Clinic upholds strength, upholds muscles.
   

        If you resist in this area, you'll face great horror!
   

        Half an hour later, the Clinic branch in East Sea County was taken over.
   

        This clinic was located in a secluded churchyard in East Sea City, or rather, a section of the yard cordoned off behind the church, dedicated to hiding the clinic. The area was not small and the facilities were quite complete.
   

        So, it easily accommodated nearly a hundred doctors that Casio brought. The whole process went very smoothly, but the original clinic doctors seemed a bit frightened, pale in the face.
   

        They were still muttering about muscles, getting stronger, basic four and the like. It seemed that the vanguard that took over the clinic had been too rough, occasionally resorting to intimidation. After all, this team that Casio dredged up from the Wild Beast's Den did indeed have a bit of a villain vibe.
   

        With that tough face full of flesh, that fierce look, they couldn't even pretend to be good people. They had no choice but to follow a dark path, not inspiring admiration, but instead instilling fear. On their way here, the effect was quite satisfactory.
   

        In the backyard of the church, Casio was studying the Qi Seal Inscription Method.
   

        He read through it word by word, seeming to gain some insight.
   

        In general, this ancient secret technique was about the exquisite application of Qi. It wasn't biased towards combat, but rather, about how to turn refined steel into softness around the fingers. Moreover, the user had to infuse their understanding and will of the Secret Martial Art boxing method into the soft Qi. The process was one of polishing and refining.
   

        It was very challenging for a Secret Martial Artist's willpower and control.
   

        In this aspect, Casio had a significant advantage.
   

        His Qi realm had broken through to the level of an Ultimate Fighter, and he had taken a major step forward, with his technique progress approaching 95%. At this level of realm, using the Qi Seal Inscription Method was simply doing twice the work with half the effort. Over the past half-month, Casio had tried it multiple times, and he had already mastered it skillfully.
   

        Just waiting for the specially-made parchment to be ready, he could start writing the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission. The first boxing method would naturally start with the Shadow Moon Fist that Casio taught Otto. As for the second and third, they were the two initial force boxing methods that Casio was currently creating and planning to reward to Fog Man Nine Snakes, corresponding to spiral and shock characteristics.
   

        About the explosive characteristics, he was also preparing for that.
   

        Furthermore, Casio had sent people to Florence, planning to summon the ascetics stationed at the Clinic headquarters to East Sea County. He felt that it was a good opportunity, as the Secret Martial Arts World of the eastern Hong Li Empire was planning to hold an International Exchange Meeting. The Exchange Meeting would not only gather the experts of the Eastern Martial World but also attract strong figures from other regional Secret Martial Arts World, such as the Steam Duo.
   

        Additionally, the Boxing Master from the Yana United States traveling northward would surely be accompanied by young prodigies from the Secret Martial Arts World of a powerful nation.
   

        This was simply a natural training ground and practice field.
   

        The four Secret Martial Art Boxing Methods that Casio created could be validated and practiced at this International Exchange Meeting. Through the battles fought by his four subordinates, they would identify flaws and fill in the gaps, thus quickly obtaining a relatively perfect structure of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method.
   

        That way, they could be inscribed in one go using the Qi Seal Inscription Method, without needing any revision. Otherwise, if flaws or weaknesses were found in the content of some boxing methods during the writing process, then all efforts up to that point would be wasted.
   

        Even if one gritted their teeth and finished writing, the result would be a flawed boxing method.
   

        Not only would the special parchment be wasted, but also time would have to be spent starting all over again. Moreover, Casio's morale could be damaged by such failed attempts to write. One or two times might be okay, but more than that could lead to significant weaknesses.
   

        Therefore, he intended to also call over the ascetics. The four commanders of the Clinic would gather in East Sea County, each mastering one of Casio's newly created Southern Dipper Boxing Methods. Taking advantage of the International Exchange Meeting, they would observe actual combat situations.
   

        Casio would ask the four commanders, unless absolutely necessary, not to use their original powers and to show the most complete state of combat. For example, the Ascetic's giant ape or Nine Snakes' Nine-Headed Demonic Serpent form. They would simply use their human forms to exert Secret Martial Art force. Of course, their powerful physiques would not be weakened, which would be an advantage. Casio would also use a technique similar to Qi infusion to help the other three master the boxing methods in a short time. After all, with time being of the essence, they would need to take such shortcuts.
   

        This might have a certain impact on their potential future upper limits.
   

        However, members like the Fog Man were quite willing, feeling that they received the same rewards and treatment as Otto. They happily accepted.
   

        In the backyard of the church, Casio was quietly contemplating his next plan.
   

        First,
   

        he was planning to temporarily base himself in East Sea City, continuously collecting information about the Totem Temple in the southern region of the Empire, and confirming the nearby large branches of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting. Once the right moment arrived, he would make his move.
   

        Second,
   

        he aimed to participate in the International Exchange Meeting of the Eastern Martial World to test the four Southern Dipper Boxing Methods he had newly created, laying a solid foundation for subsequent use of the Qi Seal Inscription Method. Moreover, he was quite interested in the Ultimate Fighter from the Yana United States. He was also eager to know just how strong he was now that his force, physique, and Qi had all reached the limits of an Ultimate Fighter.
   

        Additionally, the Door Organization was also a focus for Casio this time. During such a grand event as the International Exchange Meeting, the Door Organization would surely reveal some traces.
   

        He would need to be vigilant and ready to act at any time.
   

        Third,
   

        he would wait in East Sea County for the arrival of the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight, using the False Death Elixir to secure those top-level Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests. Thereby gaining a covert initiative in the team assembled by Black Rain Villa. When Black Rain Villa's team headed to the Immortal Islands, Casio would set out as well.
   

        After all, without cannon fodder in dangerous places, it's too easy to get hurt oneself.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        July 16, the second day after the Clinic arrived in East Sea County.
   

        In the freshness of the morning, when the air was moist and the mist had just dispersed, at the former location of the East Sea City healing house, several black-clothed robust men, obviously clothed in combat uniforms, were engaged in their daily morning exercises. Their heavy footsteps pounded on the earth, making deep boot impressions in the soil and sending pebbles scattering in all directions.
   

        A portion of the Clinic's doctors found a quieter spot, either sitting cross-legged or assuming the horse stance of traditional martial arts training, deeply focused. Their sturdy chests expanded and contracted rhythmically, the breath exhaled through their nostrils was forceful and loud. Heartbeat, breathing, and the pace of circulating blood constantly stimulated the Demon Seed within as they reached a particular frequency.
   

        Magnetic fields of varying strengths released, stacking upon each other.
   

        Birds, ants, snakes, and insects all dared not approach, avoiding that area altogether.
   

        Other Clinic doctors occupied an open field.
   

        Each took off their shirts to prevent damage, revealing row upon row of tawny, muscular upper bodies under the morning sunshine. Each one resembled a bodybuilder who had trained for decades specifically for competition, their rock-hard muscles comparable to stones and armor. In addition, their bodies were uniformly covered with lines of black tattoos, exuding a fierce and eerie charm.
   

        Seen from afar, they resembled totems of ancient, untamed tribes.
   

        They carried an aura of wildness, antiquity, and a powerful sense of bloodiness.
   

        Amongst these valiant tribal warriors, a handful of younger and thinner trainees stood trembling, looking around uncertainly, swallowing hard.
   

        The leading lean youth, Lais, pursed his lips, his footsteps slow. Suddenly, a series of thumping sounds echoed by his ear, and turning his head, he saw two robust men sparring several meters away. They resembled two brawny black bears, their blows landing on each other's sturdy bodies and rippling like waves of meat, with sweat spraying in all directions. Shoulder against shoulder, the force of their impact caused the surrounding ground to tremble, sending gravel bouncing and leaving footprints behind.
   

        "Such brutal sparring... Is this really not an actual fight?"
   

        Lais's eyelids twitched as he glanced around at the multitude of Clinic doctors, only to realize that the bout he'd just seen was, in fact, very restrained and polite. Most of the sparring medics were more intensely engaged, throwing punches that seemed as massive as siege hammers.
   

        He could clearly see a punch landing on the chest, but the back would suddenly explode with the imprint of a fist, sweat flying out, leaving behind a fleeting phantom of a fist in mid-air. It looked like they were out for each other's lives!
   

        And in the fiercest of battles that escalated to heated bloodshed, blood was actually drawn. The surface of a chest was raw with bloody claw marks, half of a face swollen and bruised, with eyelids bleeding profusely. Others had fingers broken, flinging them wildly during punches, clearly revealing torn red muscles and white tendons. Sometimes, broken bones would be flung out and fall to the ground.
   

        "Are they trying to kill each other?!"
   

        Lais shuddered, a bad premonition rising in his heart: "The so-called training that follows for us, it wouldn't also be like this, right? Please no, people could die! They really could die... definitely could die..."
   

        However, some things do not change simply according to a person's will.
   

        The doctors who previously stood guard at the East Sea County healing house all welcomed a comprehensive transformation. Demon Seeds and Demon Idol totems were employed, and they were integrated into the main forces for joint training, allowing the fierce and brutal atmosphere to infiltrate and stain them.
   

        Casio didn't need minions like wolves who hunted powerful monsters through pack tactics. In his view, that was ultimately a display of weakness. Casio desired each of his subordinates to become monsters themselves, more brutal, more ferocious, and more frenzied than their enemies.
   

        Only then would those creatures of darkness truly feel fear.
   

        Of course, this approach had both advantages and disadvantages. While the Clinic invoked fear in dark creatures, their own people would also feel endangered and frightened.
   

        There could even be estrangement, avoidance, and distrust toward the Clinic as an institution.
   

        This may affect the image of the Clinic to some extent.
   

        But no matter, a fist is always bigger than a face, that is the truth.
   

        Time ticked by, and as the morning exercises neared their end.
   

        Outside the healing house's church, several men dressed in Hunters Association uniforms were walking toward it, led by one of the original members of the East Sea County healing house. Apparently, there had been some changes at the East Sea County healing house yesterday. Someone from Headquarters had arrived, so they needed to coordinate with the East Sea County branch of the Hunters Association and possibly support upcoming actions.
   

        Seconds later, the group stood at the courtyard gate, the former member of the East Sea County healing house opened the door. Several backbones of the East Sea County branch of the Hunters Association looked up and were instantly struck by a scene that seemed straight out of hell.
   

        The breath of several core members hitched, and they subtly shifted backwards.
   

        Within the courtyard, nearly a hundred exercising black-clad giants were distracted by the noise and turned to look in unison. Pairs of bloodshot eyes cast their gaze, feeling like a thousand arrows piercing through the body; the sensation pricked at their skin, as a sense of danger and oppression seemed to transform the air into a giant hand pressing down on their hearts, causing a chill to run down their spines.
   

        "This..."
   

        For a moment, the several core members of the Hunters Association at the courtyard entrance hesitated to advance, pacing undecidedly back and forth. They seemed reluctant to enter the enclosure of the piercing gazes from the black-clothed robust men—it made them feel seriously unsafe.
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        Seeing the discomfited and even dubious expressions on their faces, they feared they had fallen into an enemy encirclement, with a trap lying ahead.
   

        Suddenly, a rapid whooshing sound came from the air.
   

        From deep within the courtyard to the entrance, a metal token-like object traced a long parabola and embedded itself into the wall.
   

        Clang!
   

        Several key members of the Hunters Association stepped back in fear, exchanged glances, and then moved forward to inspect it closely. It turned out to be a metal engraving resembling a shield, about half a palm in size, with stone protrusions on the edges, appearing cold and heavy. The surface featured a metal engraving of a ghostly face, with a fierce aura like that of a ferocious ghost in the night.
   

        At the very top of the metal token was a numerical identifier.
   

        2.
   

        This was... a Shadow Hunter Badge. The second Dark Hunt Lord.
   

        The key members of the Hunters Association immediately showed their respect, understanding that someone from the senior level of headquarters had indeed arrived in East Sea City. The second Dark Hunt, this was an internal identity marker of the Hunters Association. As long as it was displayed, they could temporarily take charge of a county Hunters Association branch, using it as their temporary fighting force. This was different from the Clinic, which, although an important organ of the Hunters Association, was not an integrated part of it, but a parallel relationship.
   

        The Hunters Association could assist the Clinic, but could not be controlled by it. That would be tantamount to inverting the primary and secondary relationship.
   

        From within the courtyard, a cold and deep voice drifted over.
   

        "I will temporarily take over your East Sea County branch, any objections?"
   

        "No objections, no objections." Several key members immediately responded.
   

        "Good, now, bring me all the intelligence collected by your East Sea County branch in the past ten years. Including the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Ten Million Mountain Totem Temple, Black Rain Villa. Also, some recent information about the International Exchange Meeting in the Eastern Martial World and the traces of the Door Organization..."
   

        The icy voice paused momentarily, then continued.
   

        "Additionally, help me find a location in East Sea County for this nearly hundred-person team to be stationed; preferably an uninhabited manor or villa."
   

        "Understood!" The key members immediately nodded, without any delay. They picked up the Dark Hunt Badge from the wall, ready to return to the Hunters Association branch to carry out their orders.
   

        July 17th, clear weather, near the outskirts of East Sea County.
   

        Ivy Manor, once an abandoned site, was being repurposed.
   

        A large group of men dressed in black began to clean up the manor, clearly preparing to use this location as a long-term garrison, in anticipation of combat.
   

        Meanwhile, members of the East Sea County Hunters Association branch were coming and going within Ivy Manor. They brought in a large amount of materials and supplies, some for consumption and use, and others were the specific intelligence Casio needed.
   

        Clearly, with the addition of the number two Shadow Hunter's identity, the East Sea County Hunters Association branch dared not show the slightest neglect, fully supporting Casio's actions.
   

        July 18th, overcast with heavy rain.
   

        In the midst of the torrential rain and mist, a gaunt silhouette wearing a black cloak appeared at the entrance to Ivy Manor, pushing the gate open without the slightest hesitation.
   

        The ascetic they had been notified about in advance had finally arrived. He had traveled day and night, enduring the elements, relying solely on his robust physique to travel rapidly.
   

        Almost crossing half of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        Because the information Casio had sent implicitly suggested the intention to teach the ascetic Secret Martial Art boxing techniques, how could this not excite him?
   

        Therefore, the ascetic hurried along the way, without stopping for a moment.
   

        He finally arrived on the fourth day after the Clinic's people reached East Sea City.
   

        July 19th, sunny weather, a gentle breeze with the warm sun.
   

        All the commanders of the new session of the Clinic had arrived.
   

        Casio's three Southern Dipper Boxing Methods, created through experiments in the World of Calamities' Wailing Valley, also emerged. They were the Tsunami Fist, corresponding to the spiral characteristic, the Firestone Fist, corresponding to the explosion characteristic, and the Ripple Fist, corresponding to the shock characteristic. Among them, for the creation of the Tsunami Fist, he even incorporated the secret technique 'Blue Wind Stream' as one of the fundamental frameworks for this Southern Dipper Boxing Method. An old aspiration of Casio's had been basically realized today.
   

        From morning until night, the three Clinic commanders underwent Casio's intense qi infusion, mastering these three boxing methods through a special shortcut. Because of this, Casio consumed a considerable amount of stamina and had to rest for quite a while. Even with the physique of an Ultimate Fighter, this crude method of qi infusion was not something ordinary fighters could use.
   

        On the 20th of July, it was a sunny day.
   

        The three commanders had received new Secret Martial Art strength and were now in the adapting period, itching for a fight and eager for combat. It just so happened that Casio discovered a branch of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting nearby East Sea City, a perfect opportunity for a warm-up fight.
   

        So, he sent the three commanders, no, four commanders, to steamroll over there and annihilate that branch of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting with no Moon God statue.
   

        As expected, the Clinic only needed half a morning to finish the battle. However, the fight actually lasted from morning until late at night. Around eleven at night, the doctors of the Clinic returned one after another, with the four commanders looking thoroughly satisfied from battle, having enjoyed it immensely. They even brought back some spoils of war.
   

        Casio looked and thought, hey, isn't this Dead Blood? What's happening?
   

        Only after a detailed recount from Fog Man did he learn it was a coincidence.
   

        The Clinic set out to give the Lunar Eclipse Meeting branch some trouble, but it so happened that a group from the Blood Spirit Association was nearby. It seemed that some senior members from the Blood Spirit Association were visiting the Lunar Eclipse Meeting branch, likely to negotiate some kind of material exchange or intelligence sharing. Naturally, they too became unlucky collateral damage in the ensuing chaos. Once the doctors of the Clinic started killing, they turned into mad dogs, unstoppable and brutally violent.
   

        The more enemies, the happier they were! The stronger the enemies, the more joy they felt!
   

        In any event, the scene at that time was horrific, with the Clinic facing two enemies as if entering an uninhabited territory. The Lunar Eclipse Meeting branch pulled out all the stops but were subdued one by one.
   

        The current president of the Blood Spirit Association even entered a Resonance Body state, only to be blown apart by the combined efforts of an Ascetic in a demonic monkey state, Nine Snakes in a Nine-Tailed Serpent state, and Fog Man in a Blood Mist state. Otto, another commander who was distracted by commanding his subordinates in battle, didn't even get a chance to fight; he could only mercilessly thrash the high-level members of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting.
   

        By the time the battle ended, only a few surviving remnants had escaped, with most of the enemies being wiped out. A portion of the captives with considerable strength was brought back to Ivy Manor, where the four commanders planned to use the remarkable undead nature of Dead Blood as punching bags for training, repeatedly testing the specific effects of their unique forces.
   

        In simple terms, they had found a self-healing punching bag.
   

        Casio was speechless about this. The Blood Spirit Association was just sitting at home, and misfortune came from the sky. They were enjoying hotpot and singing, only to be suddenly taken down by a group of macho men. It could only be said that their destruction had nothing to do with them.
   

        On the 21st of July, it was an overcast day, cool in temperature.
   

        Two figures appeared outside Ivy Manor, one wearing a wide, billowing black cloak, the other draped in shiny metal armor, both containing their auras.
   

        It was the Ghost Man and the Iron Knight.
   

        Casio finally waited for them, and after a brief conversation, the three left East Sea City in the morning, seemingly to handle something important. It wasn't until the deep night of the 22nd of July that Casio returned.
   

        In his arms, a bottle of False Death Elixir was more than half empty.
   

        On the 23rd of July, Casio's seventh day in East Sea City.
   

        The International Exchange Meeting, which had been heatedly publicized and prepared for by the Eastern Martial World, finally commenced. Martial artists and geniuses from secret schools all over the country could join the grand event by virtue of their status within the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        No invitations needed, no invitations required, just needing your strength to meet a certain standard. You could enter to observe the International Exchange Meeting, or even compete. The Eastern Martial World warmly welcomed secret schools from both domestic and international circles.
   

        In the first three days of the Exchange Meeting, there were no competitions. It mainly focused on exchanges between the elders and disciples of various schools, and the atmosphere was comparatively relaxed and friendly.
   

        Until the 26th of July, when a long-distance sea vessel from the south arrived at East Sea City. The experts from the Yana United States's Secret Martial Arts disembarked at the dock.
   

        The one leading them, glanced at the welcome team of the Eastern Martial World. He sneered coldly and uttered astonishing words that shock the listeners.
   

        "The Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, is this all there is?"
   

        "Such a disappointment..."
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        Arrogant, unprecedented arrogance.
   

        It wasn't the polite and cordial exchange between the Secret Martial Arts Worlds of the two nations that everyone had expected.
   

        Instead, it was like needle-pointing confrontation, full of contradiction and conflict.
   

        "Raving mad!"
   

        "Boy, you've got guts! Didn't your elders teach you how to speak?"
   

        For a moment, the welcoming team from the Eastern Martial World was in an uproar. Some of the younger ones were immediately enraged, looking as if they wanted to step forward and teach this disrespectful youth a lesson, planning to knock him down before talking.
   

        "Boy? Elders?" The man suddenly burst into laughter. "I am fifty-seven years old this year, and I should be older than most of the people here. Is this how you speak to an elder?" His face suddenly changed, adopting a cold expression with an overwhelming sense of authority, "Arlington, Arlington Ludwig, remember my name well."
   

        "In the coming days, I will brand this name deeply in your minds. The entire Hong Li Empire will remember me..."
   

        Although the man was merely introducing himself, his tone carried an undeniable sense of oath, reverent and solemn, as if he were reciting some religious creed. In a vague sense, it held a feeling of oppression and domination.
   

        "Arlington? Whale King Arlington!"
   

        In the welcoming team, everyone had already heard this name in advance.
   

        For it was Arlington from the Yana United States who had suddenly emerged and dominated the entire Secret Martial Arts World. Known as the Whale King! According to scattered rumors, Whale King Arlington spent several years toppling the Southern Martial World of the Yana United States before heading north to the Northern Mystery Martial World to continue his relentless challenges. His strength was unmatched, his qi as profound as an abyss, his combat skills viciously fierce. Numerous well-known boxing masters were injured by him, some even killed with a single punch.
   

        Especially two years ago, when two top masters from the Yana United States' Secret Martial Arts World, both gate masters of first-rate sects, joined forces to attack Whale King Arlington.
   

        Both masters had practiced first-rate Secret Martial Arts and possessed forty to fifty years of rich combat experience, every one of them ranking among the top ultimate fighters.
   

        That battle raged from the edge of the city to the outskirts, then from the outskirts to the heart of the mountains. They crumbled mountains and swept across rivers, leaving a terrifying trace of battle that snaked for nearly a hundred miles. In the end, the battle lasted three days and three nights, with both gate masters of the first-rate sects perishing under his blows — one died of exhaustion, the other decapitated. The final battlefield was amidst a turbulent Big River, where Whale King Arlington, upon killing both of them, achieved a breakthrough and finally stepped into the realm of an ultimate fighter. The terrifying reversal of his qi burst forth, actually severing that Big River hard!
   

        The phenomenon continued for over an hour before it stopped.
   

        When Whale King Arlington, carrying the bloody heads of his two adversaries, returned to the city — the sky, filled with mist, seemed to form a gigantic whale undulating in the sky, majestic and vast, as if a mountain was horizontally pressing down.
   

        From then on, Arlington was utterly invincible, defeating all the top masters of the Yana United States' Secret Martial Arts World in the next two years. Moreover, during this process, his aura became increasingly powerful and his strength continued to grow by leaps and bounds.
   

        Until he had no rivals left, he suddenly set his sights on challenging the top fighters of other powerful nations. And indeed, the Hong Li Empire was the first stop, followed by the Star Blue Empire for his second battle.
   

        East Sea City, at the dock, the welcoming team was abuzz with discussions.
   

        "Fifty-seven years old, he says he's fifty-seven, but his appearance looks at most in his twenties or thirties. Could it be some special Secret Martial Arts technique that preserves youthful appearance?" someone asked in confusion, while others pondered in silence. 
   

        In fact, on the Yana United States' side, some partly true and partly false rumors had reached the Eastern Martial World through trade. It was said that Whale King Arlington had originally been the image of an old man, but after that great battle two years ago, both his realm and his Secret Martial Art had broken through to a new level, with the power of the Secret Martial Art nourishing his body in reverse. Over two years, Arlington became increasingly younger, eventually settling into the appearance of a youth of twenty-seven or twenty-eight years. Even his personality gradually returned to that of his arrogant younger days.
   

        He became domineering, arrogant, unrestrained, lawless!
   

        Thinking this, everyone turned their gazes to the man leading the Yana United States' delegation. Standing at one meter ninety, he had a large built with shoulders and arms that looked as solid as a wall, radiating a sense of power. His body was stout and well-proportioned, with limbs revealing the perfect proportion for power delivery. At a glance, it was clear that once he burst forth, it would be a combination of power and speed, as if he was a perfect fighting machine.
   

        Arlington was dressed in a pure black combat uniform, with thickened accents at the shoulders and knees like armor, giving off a sense of weight and distinct features. Coupled with his domineering and strong temperament and upright stature, at a glance, one might think he was not wearing mere cloth but a set of lightweight, tight-fitting black armor designed for knights. There seemed to be a cape rustling behind him.
   

        If Casio were there, he would definitely have noticed. This man named Arlington seemed to have unwittingly embarked on the path of Tyrant Fist. No matter what, he had found a path forward and had, in fact, swept through the Secret Martial Arts World of the Yana United States in such a way that resonated with the path of Tyrant Fist. That's why he was able to progress so rapidly in such a short time.
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        However, this person's will seemed to still be somewhat lacking in firmness.
   

        Clearly influenced deeply by the path of Tyrant Fist, he completely abandoned self-restraint, acting solely according to his personality. This aspect was somewhat reminiscent of what Casio had once discussed with his subordinates about the characteristics of self-destruction.
   

        If a person were compared to a pile of coal, when the coal is ignited, it bursts forth with fierce light and heat—this is your power. This power needs to be controlled; at the very least, you must learn how to ignite and extinguish it. Otherwise, if it's always burning, your entire being is in flames, indeed shining brightly and wildly in a short time. But soon, you will burn out, and everything is gradually destroyed in the process of burning.
   

        In the end, you either get defeated by others, collapsing completely,
   

        or due to internal reasons, you utterly fall apart.
   

        Whale King Arlington, the boxing master from the Yana United States, the foremost individual in the Secret Martial Arts World, an ultimate fighter. He already showed signs of self-destruction.
   

        Of course, such signs are invisible to ordinary people, only a sharp-eyed master of the same realm can detect the hidden dangers in this person.
   

        So, facing Arlington's somewhat arrogant attitude, and even belittling the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, the welcoming team of the Eastern Martial World wanted to retort but lacked the confidence, after all, the opponent was a boxing master. That the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire only had this level of competence according to the opponent was not exactly a problem. After all, how many ultimate fight masters are there in the same era across the entire planet? Only a handful?
   

        As an ultimate fighter, looking down on most other martial arts practitioners wasn't really a problem. In the welcoming team of the Eastern Martial World, there truly was no one the opponent considered worthy. Thus, the group could only swallow their resentment. From the docks of East Sea City to the International Exchange Meeting venue, the atmosphere was quite tense. It wasn't until the representative team from the Yana United States was escorted to a dedicated residential area that the atmosphere somewhat eased.
   

        July 26, afternoon, East Sea City.
   

        Canidun District, Phoenix Tree Street, inside a large guild hall.
   

        One by one, fight masters who are rarely seen gathered within the hall, some sitting on the sofa, others standing by the window, and many more on both sides of a rectangular conference table in the middle of the hall. They were all elders or gate masters of various schools in the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        Mainly from the Eastern Martial World, as it was the host venue.
   

        Soul-Losing Swordmanship, Star Ring Fist, Yunquan Fist, and other familiar schools to Casio were gathered here to hold a meeting. They were constantly chattering, endlessly discussing. The content was continuously repeated as representing the unified front of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World, advocating against internal strife.
   

        Whale King Arlington clearly came with ill intentions, targeting the entire Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire. If all major schools within the martial arts world were to be overwhelmed by the opponent, they would essentially become stepping stones, allowing Whale King Arlington to hog the limelight. However, as easy as it is to say, in practice, it was incredibly difficult. After all, the opponent was an ultimate fighter.
   

        Such high-caliber masters were few and far between across the world. At this International Exchange Meeting, how could the attendees withstand Whale King Arlington's moves? Of course, it's certain that Whale King Arlington would be held back as a trump card, only making an appearance in the final moments of the International Exchange Meeting. Prior to that, it was mostly sparring between the elders and gate masters of the great martial arts schools of both nations.
   

        But, Arlington would eventually make his move. Once he did, without a comparable level of combat strength appearing on behalf of the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, this side would inevitably get crushed, losing face comprehensively.
   

        What should be done?
   

        In fact, this issue had been discussed the moment they learned that Whale King Arlington was crossing the seas to come here. But at that time, thoughts were chaotic, and they felt Arlington would surely give the International Exchange Meeting some face, not making it too ugly, hence the discussion stalled.
   

        Now, it was being brought up again in the meeting.
   

        "We must have someone who can block Whale King Arlington, someone who can repeatedly engage without falling at a disadvantage. We do not seek to defeat Arlington, but at least we should last over a dozen exchanges, and then admit to being slightly inferior, falling in defeat. In this way, we would save some face..."
   

        On the right side of the red conference table, an elder of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship quietly said.
   

        "But such powerful individuals are indeed very rare. They must at least be Ultimate Fighters who have one foot in the realm and are top-level Combat experts on the verge of breaking through after decades of accumulating strength. In my memory, in the Eastern Martial World, there was only Victor, the elder of the Star Ring Fist from the previous generation..."
   

        An elder representing Yunquan Fist said after a moment of thought.
   

        "Scorching Fist Victor?" The crowd slowly shifted their gaze, looking toward the head of the rectangular conference table on the left where the elder of Star Ring Fist was seated.
   

        There seemed to be a hopeful emotion in their eyes.
   

        However, this white-haired elder slowly shook his head, "Elder Victor is already eighty-five years old, especially in the last five years, his vitality has declined tremendously. His condition isn't nearly what it used to be. If it were the Victor from before he turned eighty, perhaps he could try to withstand Arlington..."
   

        "Alas..." A burly middle-aged man, as sturdy as a bear, sighed deeply, "Regrettably, the last Boxing Master of the Hong Li Empire Martial World passed away twenty years ago. The Seven-star Life Secret Technique he left behind was so powerful that it could allow someone to continuously regenerate strength seven times, just like having seven lives added to one. If that Boxing Master were still alive, Arlington wouldn't be a concern at all..."
   

        "Wait a moment, you are right. I remember there's still a Boxing expert in the Southern Jungle, the very disciple of that Boxing Master from twenty years ago. He definitely has the strength of a top-tier Fighter, and coupled with the Seven-star Life Secret Technique, perhaps he could indeed exchange a few moves with Arlington?"
   

        An elder from the Southern Martial World said as if he had a revelation.
   

        "That makes sense..." "Good idea..." "Maybe we could try..."
   

        Suddenly, the conference hall was abuzz with discussion.
   

        "In any case, this International Exchange Meeting is related to the face of our entire Hong Li Empire Martial World; we cannot afford to lose too disgracefully. Otherwise, when we face foreign Martial Schools in the future, we might have trouble holding our heads high!" The Yunquan Fist elder stood up and reiterated his statement.
   

        At the corner of the hall near the window, three silhouettes silently watched the meeting. Among them, the one on the left had dazzling blond hair, was strikingly handsome, and possessed a cold aura. It was Casio.
   

        He looked distantly at the conference table, where discussions were as lively as a marketplace, a slight smile curling at the corner of his mouth. Honestly, Casio attended this International Exchange Meeting just to witness the methods of other Ultimate Fighters and, incidentally, to test the efficacy of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method. However, unexpectedly, some unforeseen situations seemed to be usable to his advantage.
   

        Whale King Arlington was audaciously arrogant, and no one in the Hong Li Empire Martial World could stand against him, threatening to massively embarrass them. In the martial arts world, pride is sometimes as important as strength. If they were openly humiliated this time, it could be a disgrace for an entire generation in the Empire Martial World.
   

        In such a crisis, if a fighter from his own camp could stand up and completely defeat Whale King Arlington, he would gain unimaginable prestige and influence, and all the Martial Schools present would have to give respect to this individual, just like the position of a martial alliance leader.
   

        Casio had not forgotten that in two to three years, a very terrifying event would occur that would obliterate the powerful Dark Hunt Organization and lead to the collapse of the entire Hong Li Empire, a time of darkness. The opponent might be the Door Organization, it might be all the dark creatures rioting on the earth, or perhaps it could be forces from the World of Calamities invading? In any case, Casio alone was too weak to cover all bases.
   

        At times like these, he needed a strong external force to support him, even to some extent follow Casio's commands. And what was the strongest force in the entire Hong Li Empire? Not the Dark Hunt Organization, but the presence of the four Martial Worlds—north, south, east, and west! A place full of experts!
   

        How to make the entire Hong Li Empire Martial World owe him a huge favor? Without a doubt, during this exchange meeting, Casio would make a move.
   

        Fiercely fight, harshly humiliate.
   

        He would need to crush the opponent in an even more domineering and arrogant manner than Whale King Arlington. Only then could the Hong Li Empire Martial World release a sigh of relief.
   

        Whale King Arlington's aggressively unstoppable momentum, seemingly unmatched?
   

        No worries, Casio will make his move!
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        Since embarking on the path toward Tyrant Fist, doesn't that mean defeating all the top fighters of his generation? Whale King Arlington from the Yana United States' Martial Arts World, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, the current leader of the Door Organization. Casio would let anyone who appeared before him experience his cultivation and see who was superior.
   

        Moreover, Casio even hoped that these two would appear before him at the same time. He always felt that his own strength, having pushed his Qi to the realm of an Ultimate Fighter, and reaching the extreme level in all three aspects, was terrifyingly strong! If he faced only an Ultimate Fighter, it would hardly bring any unexpected surprises, and it might even leave Casio feeling unsatisfied.
   

        The significance of sparring is minimal if his full strength can't be forced out.
   

        Now, what Casio hoped for was that Whale King Arlington would be even stronger—the stronger, the better. Only an opponent who was interesting enough could make him feel that this trip was worthwhile.
   

        The meeting of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World at the Guild Hall carried on from morning until noon. The Elders of various schools could only barely come to a decision after endless debates. They decided to invite two people. First was Star Ring Fist, one of the top three schools in the Eastern Martial World, and its previous generation's Elder, Scorching Fist Victor. Although Elder Victor was of advanced age and his vigor seriously faded, his strength declined, the International Exchange Meeting needed such a pivotal figure, at least to reassure all the major schools.
   

        Even if it was just a self-deceiving reassurance.
   

        Besides, there was the second person to invite. From the Southern Secret Martial Arts World of the Empire, Seven Stars Jett. The very disciple of the Boxing Master of the Southern Jungle from twenty years ago that was mentioned at the meeting. He possessed the realm of a top fighter and mastered the Seven-star Life Secret Technique. With a wealth of battle experience and in the prime of his life.
   

        Undoubtedly, if the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World wanted to look decent at this International Exchange Meeting, they could only rely on Seven Stars Jett. In fact, it's not that the Hong Li Empire's Martial Arts World had no way to deal with Whale King Arlington. It was just that time was tight and there was little preparation beforehand. Many strong individuals living in seclusion in deep mountains and forests simply couldn't be located and notified in time. It would take half a year even with full effort to find them one by one.
   

        Therefore, those old monsters who had gone to remote mountains for deep cultivation, aiming to break through to the realm of Ultimate Fighters, were doomed to be unavailable. They could only pick some experts who have been active in the public eye and have appeared in recent years.
   

        At twelve noon, the meeting at the Guild Hall ended regardless, and some of the masters left East Sea City directly to rush through the wilderness with their martial prowess, planning to invite Victor and Jett at the fastest speed.
   

        In the afternoon, in the suburbs of East Sea City, Ivy Manor.
   

        On a spacious and tidy flat ground, four people sat cross-legged. In front of the four, a tall black silhouette quietly watched.
   

        From left to right were Fog Man, Otto, Nine Snakes, and Ascetic.
   

        Their eyes were tightly closed, their eyelids trembling, and their breathing steadily became more rapid. Sweat gradually soaked the back of their black robes.
   

        Masses of chaotic and fragmented Qi ripples emanated from their bodies, making the air around them ripple like stream water in circles, blowing some of the gravel on the ground into the corners.
   

        They were digesting the empowerment Casio had given them a day earlier, with various insights of Secret Martial Art techniques flashing through their minds, awaiting their grasp. At this moment, they felt as if their bodies were sponges, absorbing knowledge and strength to the fullest.
   

        All sorts of movements, all sorts of applications, now flowed like streams of warmth into their limbs, integrating into their muscle memory, and becoming an instinct.
   

        Nine Snakes, Ascetic, and Fog Man were all experiencing the same.
   

        And Otto, at Casio's request, wholeheartedly operated the Shadow Moon Fist, fully disclosing his own exercise routine and Qi circulation. It must be noted that this was Otto's tenth time. Casio was quite meticulous, seeking perfection in his writing.
   

        In the courtyard, he observed carefully for half an hour.
   

        He then stepped away, returning to his own room.
   

        The window, with its pale lace curtains bound to one side by a black band, was pushed open, letting in a breath of fresh air. On a brown office desk, a stack of amber-colored bound parchment sheets lay.
   

        The parchment seemed to be specially made, appearing exceedingly sturdy and carried a honey color, seemingly soaked for a long time in a special Potion.
   

        Casio sat in front of the brown desk, his pupils exceptionally profound.
   

        He stared at the parchment for a while, then slowly stretched out his Index Finger.
   

        It was as if he was about to use the tip of his finger as a pen, a rich Qi slowly emerged. There was no Killing Intent, rather it was as gentle as water.
   

        Strands of Qi entwined around his finger, gathering at the pad.
   

        Swish! Casio's thumb abruptly slashed across the skin on the index finger.
   

        A drop of viscous blood, as heavy as Lead Mercury, slowly oozed out.
   

        Drip.
   

        The finger pressed against the cover of the specially-made Parchment.
   

        He wrote down stroke by stroke.
   

        "Southern Dipper Secret Transmission"
   

        Bloody letters, sharp to the extreme, all enveloped and soaked into the parchment by the Qi Seal Inscription Method, deeply imprinted.
   

        "It's time to start writing Shadow Moon Fist..."
   

        ***********************************
   

        The next day, the International Martial Arts Exchange hosted by the Eastern Martial World officially began. The Exchange Meeting not only featured the Elders and Gate Masters of many Secret Martial schools from the host, the Hong Li Empire, but also elite fighters who followed Whale King Arlington from the Yana United States. Even the Star Blue Empire had its Sect Representatives attend, intent on witnessing the grandeur of the day.
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        Many small countries also had experts come forth. Some even wore unique traditional costumes, a bizarre yet aesthetically pleasing attire filled with exotic charm. For example, from the Kucas Kingdom, the practitioners of the Snake Fist School were all bronze-skinned beauties with scantily clad bodies, revealing their well-trained physiques from years of martial arts practice. Important parts were first wrapped with white cloth, covered with another layer of clothing, styled rather bold.
   

        Shoulders, backs, navels, and thighs were all exposed.
   

        However, the audience dared not linger their gaze for too long because the skin of these Snake Fist experts bore light green scale-like patterns, akin to those of pythons, hidden beneath the skin invisible to the naked eye. Once these patterns manifested, they could induce illusions in an opponent, leading them into a dazed state. If one's will was not strong enough, they might soon experience illusions of tiny men driving big carts or mushrooms scattered across the ground.
   

        It was all too easy to embarrass oneself in public.
   

        Besides the Snake Fist from small nations, there were also practitioners from the Star Blue Empire practicing Lanjia Way. It was similar to jujutsu, a physical cultivation method that allowed the joints to achieve an unbelievable level of flexibility yet remaining incredibly tough. Once caught up close, it would be like a python wrapping around a pillar, tightly locking the joints.
   

        Step by step, they would compress the chest cavity, crushing the internal organs, making it suffocating for the person.
   

        Indeed, the world is vast with endless wonders.
   

        This International Exchange Meeting offered schools from the Secret Martial Arts World globally a chance to showcase themselves, dazzling even Casio who gained much insight. Are there really such bizarre secret martial arts?
   

        For a moment, he felt a profound sense of insight, extremely moved.
   

        He quietly thought that the format of this exchange meeting was excellent. Perhaps after this retrospection ends and upon returning to the real world, Casio might invite schools of Secret Martial Art from around the world in the name of the Magical Golem Sect to an exchange meeting he would host. Not merely to broaden horizons, nor just to expand the influence of his forces. More importantly, Casio had an idea he wanted to test. Secret Martial Arts World seemed to be segmented by some unknown force, misfitting within the entire Transcendental Realm, and had rare interactions with dark creatures. It felt like two parallel worlds.
   

        He felt that this was not good, the situation needed to change.
   

        After all, dark creatures weren't just in the real world; there was also a whole World of Calamities that resembled hell. Changes could occur at any moment, overturning the world dynamics. The massive force of the Secret Martial Arts World must be utilized to actively resist.
   

        Casio planned to widely announce, lifting the veil that had always covered the Secret Martial Arts World, to let them see the real world. Furthermore, he even wanted to further simplify demon seeds, simplify qi seeds, and spread them among all ordinary people willing to practice Secret Martial Art. The Magical Golem Sect would lead them, launching a counteroffensive against dark creatures, a major purge of darkness.
   

        Of course, this was just an idea; its feasibility depended on the circumstances.
   

        July 27th, afternoon, East Sea City, Cafu Hall.
   

        This largest and most luxurious guild hall in East Sea City had been booked months in advance by the forces of Eastern Martial World for renovations. Unnecessary buildings were demolished, spaces and roads were expanded, and one arena after another was constructed. From the walls, one could feel a sense of grandeur. Numerous joined arenas, both large and small, were quite a sight, decorated with splendor.
   

        It is important to note that only events for Veteran Fighters and below were held in Cafu Hall. As for top fighters, like Ultimate Fighters who far exceed conventional strength, they had to be relocated to the outskirts.
   

        After all, the commotion they caused when fighting could destroy the entire guild hall. Even unrestrained, they could demolish half of East Sea City District—a scenario the Eastern Martial World absolutely would not allow.
   

        Two P.M., under the scorching sun, inside Cafu Hall.
   

        The opening ceremony of the International Exchange Meeting concluded, and several distinguished elders finished their speeches and returned to their designated seats. After a hubbub, all registered participants had been directed to various areas, needing to head there within a set time with their credentials in hand.
   

        "Go, it's time for me to see the results of your actual combat..."
   

        At the side of the Guild Hall, Casio slowly spoke to his four subordinates.
   

        "Right, pay attention to some Secret Martial Arts schools from the western desert gobis of the Star Blue Empire. They might possess special force techniques different from ours; you can try sparring with them. Only through the clash of forces can the true features of this Secret Martial Arts Boxing Method be displayed..."
   

        Casio remembered the treasure hunter he met in the Real World, who hailed from the Star Blue Empire. This person had incredible luck and had encountered inheritances called Sharp Wind Force and Grinding Rock Force in the western desert gobis. Though they were just some rough rudimentary forces, it was evident that the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission wasn't the only Secret Martial Art with special forces. It's just that the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission had gone the furthest and deepest in the path of force, and it was also the strongest.
   

        All the Holy Fist level powerhouses he had encountered now came from the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission. Clearly, the Southern Dipper Vein had a considerable advantage in breaking limits.
   

        Casio had once speculated through various details that masters of the Southern Dipper Vein who broke into the Holy Fist Realm would see their qi and force endlessly increase and merge, harboring extremely high lethality. Ordinary Holy Fist masters would probably only see endless growth in qi, lacking a kind of support.
   

        In terms of pure combat power, they didn't measure up to the Southern Dipper Vein.
   

        Thinking this, he suddenly shook his head.
   

        He hadn't yet reached the Holy Fist Realm, yet he was pondering which master of the Holy Fist Realm was stronger and whose combat potential was higher. He should keep his feet on the ground...
   

        This time at the International Exchange Meeting, Casio hadn't registered to compete. He certainly didn't have time to play house with the kids; leisurely watching the competition was enough. When Whale King Arlington made his move, it wouldn't be too late for Casio to act. Sometimes, there's a reason why the savior appears at the last moment. If you defeat the ultimate villain right at the start, who would still look up to you with gratitude and admiration?
   

        Standing still on the path inside the courtyard, Casio gazed into the distance.
   

        By his side, Anthony and Fiona quickly approached.
   

        They didn't head to the arena immediately but came to find Casio instead.
   

        After hesitating, Anthony said, "Sir, are you truly not participating in this International Exchange Meeting? That Whale King Arlington has come to the Eastern Martial World and has been so arrogant, claiming that no one in the entire Hong Li Empire's Martial World is worthy to fight him, not even deserving his full effort. It's simply outrageous, a true frog at the bottom of the well. If he could see the scene of you shattering the meteorite half a month ago, he probably wouldn't dare to say anything this time. Sir, with just one move from you, a mere Arlington..."
   

        His lips moved rapidly, speaking hastily. Fiona also occasionally chimed in. Overall, both of them meant the same thing, hoping that Casio would decisively crush this foreign Whale King Arlington, squash his arrogant qi flame, and assert the authority and profound foundations of the Hong Li Empire's Martial World.
   

        Listening to their earnest requests, Casio simply smiled lightly.
   

        "Go ahead, go compete. When the time comes, I will choose to act. Just as you said, a mere Arlington..." his eyelids drooped.
   

        Anthony and Fiona exchanged glances, then promptly left. Having received Casio's promise, they seemed quite confident, their footsteps more steady.
   

        "Go ahead, go compete. When the time comes, I will choose to act. Just as you said, a mere Arlington..." his eyelids drooped.
   

        Anthony and Fiona exchanged glances, then promptly left. Having received Casio's promise, they seemed quite confident, their footsteps more steady.
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        "Bang!"
   

        On the Arena, the Black Cloak whirled, and from its expansive sleeves emerged a pale palm. It moved swiftly, breaking the air and striking the chest of the Fighter in front. The surrounding airflow shook with the sound of empty air being shattered.
   

        The strong-bodied Fighter was sent flying straight out, rotating clockwise in mid-air as if touched by some inexplicable force. Suddenly, he spun like a windmill.
   

        A few seconds later, the man thudded to the ground, dizzy and disoriented.
   

        He tried to support himself to stand up, but he kept falling to one side. After several attempts, he stood up, pale-faced, leaning on the Arena's protective railing. Yet as soon as he let go, he fell down again.
   

        This condition seemed like the complete malfunctioning of the inner ear's position sensors. He felt an overwhelming urge to vomit, as if the blood in his body was flowing backward.
   

        "Match number twelve on the Arena has concluded."
   

        An elder dressed in a conspicuous red Combat suit leapt onto the Arena and announced loudly, "In match number seventy-seven, the victor is the Magical Golem Sect's Blood mist. Would both contestants please leave the Arena, and the next group step up..."
   

        Immediately, a crowd beneath the Arena went forward to carry the dazed Fighter away. He was obviously being taken to be checked over.
   

        On the other side, the victor, Fog Man, walked down leisurely.
   

        From the start of the Exchange Meeting an hour ago to now, he had fought three matches, and all his opponents had been Secret Martial Art practitioners unable to pose any threat. Two of them were at the level of Boxing Method practitioners, and one was even just a Knuckles-level fighter, hardly impressive. However, this was normal, as the International Exchange Meeting had just begun, and naturally, the first opponents wouldn't be very strong. It was only later that he would encounter Fighters at the Fighter level.
   

        That's when the real opportunity to refine and test Boxing Methods would come.
   

        Of course, Fog Man did not take these earlier matches lightly. After all, his skills in Secret Martial Art Boxing Methods were quickly formed, even newly created.
   

        Without actual combat experience and practical application, he would be at a great disadvantage when facing strong enemies. Therefore, it was essential to fight through the entire International Exchange Meeting schedule, enabling him to encounter dozens or even nearly a hundred Secret Martial Art masters in sparring battles. In his battles against these weaker enemies, Fog Man intentionally sealed off his Qi, fighting only with Physical Quality on par with his opponents. He then practiced the Tsunami Fist, refining various basic movements, a few techniques, and most importantly, Force.
   

        Rotation was the special Force characteristic that suited him best.
   

        Moreover, rotation is inextricably linked to balance. Through several battles, Fog Man quickly grasped an important application of the Tsunami Boxing Method.
   

        That was the disruption of balance.
   

        Every Secret Martial Art master throws a punch, there must be a balance point of Force on the arm, and even the body has one—a point of balance at the center of gravity. What Fog Man aims to capture and disrupt is precisely this. Once he finds the right position and the Force bursts forth, he can destroy the opponent's bodily balance and Force balance in a very short time. Even by using the rotational force, he can redirect the Force blown out by the opponent into his own body.
   

        Causing the enemy to backfire, hitting themselves, beating themselves up.
   

        Of course, this is currently just a wishful thought of Fog Man. In theory, to achieve this, a Secret Martial Art practitioner needs to be very proficient in Tsunami Fist, and their ability to capture balance points must be exceptionally strong. The current Fog Man still can't do this, but he already feels he's making rapid progress. After every match, the Qi fragments infused into his mind are absorbed, and he's progressively understanding the workings of Tsunami Fist more and more. In the first match, Fog Man could only use rotation to meet the opponent's fists and hands, offsetting some of their Force. In the second match, he could target the opponent's point of Force, attempting to directly interrupt their attack. And now, in this third match, Fog Man has collapsed the opponent's bodily balance with a palm.
   

        Causing the opponent to spin and be thrown out, almost completely losing their ability to fight.
   

        It must be said that this is a rapid and significant progression.
   

        On the other arenas, the three other Clinic Commanders were in a similar situation to Fog Man. Nine snakes' fists seemed to carry a shockwave, with the surrounding air slightly distorting, like pale ripples, making her fists appear twice as large. When she threw a punch, the opponent's punch was numbed by the vibration, even causing their entire Skeleton to tremble.
   

        Often within a few exchanges, their teeth would be chattering against each other like a rattle. After a bit more fighting, their bones would crack directly.
   

        Then there was the Ascetic, short and thin, apparently unprepossessing in appearance. But once the fight started, he was like a Shell moving straight back and forth, a punch landing on someone with an Explosion-like Force. His fists seemed as if they would burst open, packing a bomb inside.
   

        Some opponents, caught off-guard, would be struck until they were bleeding profusely.
   

        As for Otto, there was no need to say much; he had already mastered the Shadow Moon Fist, even creating a unique Shadow Moon Fist technique of his own. Of the four Boxing Methods, Otto's Shadow Moon Fist was the most magnificent, the most graceful. As his hands sliced through the air, they left trails of illusory, phantom White Light. Even without observing his strength, just by looking at that flashy, cool Combat Style, one could sense the extraordinary nature of this Boxing Method.
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        The first day of the International Exchange Meeting ended at dusk.
   

        All four of Casio's subordinates naturally finished with unbeaten records. They did not use their formidable power to overwhelm their opponents, but instead matched their strength to that of their opponents—strong when facing the strong, and weak when facing the weak—striving to demonstrate the strengths and weaknesses of four different Boxing Methods for Casio's quiet observation. Sometimes, watching lower-level Boxing Methods was necessary. After all, once back in the Real World, Casio could no longer use Qi infusion to practice the secret techniques of the Magical Golem Sect. He could only let his subordinates train slowly, increasing their strength stage by stage. And at different stages, they always had to fight the enemy.
   

        This time at the International Exchange Meeting, the four commanders deliberately lowered their strength to elaborate the fighting effects of the Secret Martial Arts, which perfectly simulated the specific circumstances.
   

        Now it seemed, the results were not bad, quite characteristic and advantageous.
   

        Throughout the day, Casio paid close attention not only to the performance of his four subordinates but also kept a distant track of that Door Organization member. He noticed that the person, intentionally or unintentionally, always liked to move close to the side where the Yana United States team's arena was located, as if observing something.
   

        Perhaps the Door Organization was interested in the Secret Martial Arts schools of the South Reef Continent?
   

        After the Exchange Meeting, Casio followed that person until he reached a residence in East Sea City and then the individual ceased any other activities.
   

        Nor did the suspect meet or communicate with other Door Organization members.
   

        It seemed as if only a vanguard had arrived for now.
   

        Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, the first King's Representative— the real commendable fighting strength of the Door Organization was these two individuals. Additionally, there was the elusive leader, Xiadu. Casio wasn't sure if it was just his impression, but he always felt the Door Organization had an unimaginable enthusiasm for the Secret Martial Arts World. Whenever something happened in the Martial Arts World, the Door Organization always had to intervene, even to the extent of persuading and recruiting some schools' geniuses who were about to break through to Ultimate Fighter level, even providing them with collected Door Fragments for their use first.
   

        Speaking of Door Fragments, Casio suddenly realized that all those who owned Door Fragments were Fighters without exception. Even the future Black Mechanism Steward, Grim Reaper Amos, who practiced the Ancient Era secret techniques—the embryonic form of Secret Martial Arts—also possessed formidable Qi. Why must only Fighters accommodate the Door Fragments? Why not other Transcendent Beings?
   

        Xiadu, as the leader of the Door Organization, maintained a vague relationship with dark creatures. Why not use these dark creatures as his subordinates to execute his will? Instead, he used Fighters born from the Martial Arts World. The relationship seemed complicated, but Casio believed there was a reason. The Door Fragments were not merely periodic power-boosting Mechanisms; they had a deeper meaning and a more critical purpose.
   

        With little information available, Casio could only make bold guesses. He certainly didn't see the Door Organization as just a worldwide, loosely connected force.
   

        They undoubtedly had targets, deeply hidden targets.
   

        Time flew by, and five days had passed, it was now August 1.
   

        The competition at the International Exchange Meeting was still ongoing. As there were many contestants this time—not only representatives sent by various Secret Martial Arts Worlds of the Hong Li Empire, but also masters from other two powerful countries and a host of smaller countries—the competition was fierce. Particularly, the masters from Yana United States were making a strong impression, seemingly because of their rich actual combat experience from previous wars, exhibiting a very ruthless approach when they struck.
   

        Many powerful figures from the Secret Martial Arts Worlds of the Hong Li Empire were defeated one after another.
   

        The Eastern Martial World, in particular, was embarrassingly underperforming and was a massive letdown.
   

        The younger generation of the Eastern Martial World consisted of four rising stars, each significantly surpassing other talents, coming from various rich Secret Martial Arts Schools. They were all core representatives, the next leaders of their respective schools. Yet, in five days of battle, these rising Eastern stars were defeated before they could shine.
   

        Fran of the Cross Sword, who had an ordinary appearance but arms extending past his knees, had his tiger's mouth split open by a black-clothed youth right on the spot. Even the final punch, which struck the blade of the sword, forced it out of his hand due to immense force. For a swordsman to have his sword flung from his hand was a tremendous humiliation.
   

        And Roland of the Northbound Boxing had his confidence nearly shattered by a scarred man with a blind left eye. They matched speed against speed, strength against strength, which was precisely Roland's preferred and best combat style. Yet, his strengths were ultimately defeated and crushed by his opponent.
   

        Besides them, various other little geniuses who boasted loudly were also defeated by foreign Secret Martial Arts masters. Although some from the Secret Martial Arts Worlds of the Hong Li Empire also defeated some opponents, overall, they were at a disadvantage. After all, they were the hosts, and the other countries seemed to have an implicit agreement to target them together. Moreover, the representatives that stepped forward were all elites with a slight advantage in quality.
   

        This made the Secret Martial Arts Worlds of the Hong Li Empire even more anxious.
   

        If they couldn't gain an advantage in the sparring of the younger generation, they hoped that at least their Fighters could have some advantages. Especially since everyone had no expectation of excelling in top-tier fighting power. Facing Whale King Arlington, they did not hope to win but only wished not to lose too embarrassingly.
   

        Clearly, appearing to be at a disadvantage both at the bottom and top tiers, it was naturally time for the middle-tier—Elders and Gate Masters of various schools—to step up.
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        We need to fight for the prestige of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        At the Cafu Hall in East Sea City, it was early morning, and the Exchange Meeting had not yet started.
   

        Various schools from the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire gathered together.
   

        They were discussing how to deal with the joint attack from foreign Secret Martial Arts factions. Each sect had to invite their veteran fighters with powerful strength to counter the foreign experts. As for the top fighters and ultimate fighters, that scarce tier would only make an appearance at the very end. The first issue everyone needed to address was the immediate problem at hand.
   

        In the hall, figures took their seats one by one in front of the long rectangular conference table.
   

        "I think everyone here should stop beating around the bush. Just invite the pillars of your respective schools out. If we don't give it our all, the prestige of our Secret Martial Arts World might very well plummet. Our faces will swell from the blows, both internationally and domestically," said an elder with white eyebrows and white hair, standing up and speaking slowly with an air of authority.
   

        "That's right, if we don't take this seriously, we're literally going to be slapped in the face..."
   

        "Sigh, what was once a good exchange meeting, how come..."
   

        For a time, the people around the conference table were engaged in heated discussion, each sticking to their own opinion.
   

        At the end of the conference table, four figures in black cloaks sat quietly in their seats. It seemed as though the quarreling around them had nothing to do with them.
   

        Yet, many gazes couldn't help but fall on them, filled with curiosity.
   

        During the week-long International Exchange Meeting, many previously unknown masters rose to prominence. Like dark horses, like meteors, they suddenly burst onto the scene. And these four people were undoubtedly the most mysterious. Along their journey, they defeated their opponents, using a certain special boxing method, invariably outperforming the stronger competition.
   

        In the end, they even displayed the strength of fighter-level combatants!
   

        Four fighters? From which corner did they spring out?
   

        The various factions of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World had never heard of a school called the Magical Golem Sect that had four fighters all at once!
   

        It's well known that for hundreds of years, the Eastern Martial World's top school, the Soul-Losing Swordmanship, only had three fighters in the same era. It generally maintained that number, rarely having four or two. Yet this Magical Golem Sect, emerging out of nowhere, had four experts.
   

        Additionally, the boxing methods they practiced were strikingly different, each developing in their unique direction. However, those with discerning eyes could see that although these four boxing methods had different expressions, their core was extremely similar and consistent. This suggested that the four methods might have been created by the same person! And each boxing method had its own innovative features and advantages.
   

        Tested in actual combat, their combat strengths were also unique!
   

        They often managed to overwhelm opponents of the same realm, forcing them on the defensive.
   

        It was quite ferocious.
   

        And if such four ferocious boxing methods were created by the same person, then that person had to be a boxing master! Even in some sense, they could be referred to as a grandmaster of boxing. After all, the four paths of boxing like branches and leaves sprouting from a thick tree trunk could serve as the heritage and symbol of a large school's foundation and establish their own sect.
   

        It was far more significant and more profound than the Boxing Master from the Southern Jungle who had passed away twenty years ago and had founded the Seven-star Life Secret Technique.
   

        After all, the Seven Star Destiny Realm, no matter how strong, was just secret techniques.
   

        In the hall, beside the conference table. Many eyes, some subtle, some openly, stared at Otto and the three others, their hearts itching to act, yet hesitating whether to speak up due to unfamiliarity. Finally, someone couldn't hold back anymore.
   

        Standing up and bowing with a fist, he took a deep breath and said, "Friends, friends from the Magical Golem Sect. Please forgive my presumption in asking, but do you have any other elders in your sect?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 950: 487 The Terrible Man (4300)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "..."
   

        The four from Otto fell silent, eventually choosing not to answer the question.
   

        The dean did not attend the second meeting, instead staying at Ivy Manor to continue writing the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission and revising the four Secret Martial Arts.
   

        Without prior instructions from Casio, they were not going to answer the other party's question. Thus, the atmosphere grew quiet for a moment, and the standing Secret Martial Arts master's eyes gradually dimmed as he heaved a sigh.
   

        It was clear that the quartet's silence had spoken for itself.
   

        After all, where do such heaven-sent warriors come from? A hidden ancient Secret Martial Arts sect with five fighters suddenly emerging? And one of them should reach the Extreme Fighter Level, be a master of Boxing Method, and be capable of contending with or even defeating the imposing Whale King Arlington from the Yana United States.
   

        That probability, no matter how one thought about it, was just too minuscule.
   

        So, after the Secret Martial Arts master sighed, he sat back down, somewhat dejected. He didn't inquire further of Otto and the others.
   

        Rather than dreaming of heaven-sent macho men, it's better to focus on the current situation...
   

        Considering the time, five or six days had passed. The persuaders sent to Star Ring Fist and the Southern Jungle should have returned and be nearing East Sea City now.
   

        As for whether those persuaders could invite Scorching Fist Victor and the Seven Deadly Stars Jett, the many school elders present were uncertain. Scorching Fist Victor was a highly esteemed powerhouse in the Eastern Martial World and the senior elder of Star Ring Fist from generations past. In theory, he should answer the call of the International Exchange Meeting and fight for the honor of the Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World. But, he was aged and weakened, already 85 years old. His body functions, reaction speed, and combat strength were all declining.
   

        It's likely that he no longer possesses the peak abilities of the Scorching Fist.
   

        To have such an elderly elder step into the arena and battle the in-his-prime Whale King Arlington, was that really wise? Could Victor's painstakingly honed skills over decades compensate for his loss of physical strength? Whale King Arlington's physical strength is very formidable, and while the Secret Martial Art he cultivated is not primarily for enhancing the physique, it definitely has a nourishing and rejuvenating effect on the body. Otherwise, he wouldn't have undergone a reverse aging process just two or three years after breaking through the Boxing Method realm and Martial Art level.
   

        Whale King, the nickname wasn't given for no reason.
   

        This moniker is tied to Arlington's practiced Secret Martial Art, as well to the tremendous force behind his blows. It's said that his ordinary punch strikes with the might of a whale, comparable to being crushed by a blue whale!
   

        Many strong opponents who had fought him to the death were blown apart by such punches, utterly incapable of resisting. Once Arlington stepped into a certain Boxing Method realm, his strength would reach the pinnacle within that realm, almost as if he were endowed with divine might.
   

        Scorching Fist Victor would not withstand a direct confrontation for more than a few exchanges.
   

        If during the battle in the arena, such a highly esteemed elder were to be blown apart or killed by a single punch, the gruesome scene would be even more unbearable than a normal defeat, far harder for anyone to accept.
   

        So, it's up to the elderly Victor whether he will come or not. If he comes, that would naturally be for the best; if not, it's understandable.
   

        As for the matter of the Seven Deadly Stars Jett from the Southern Jungle.
   

        Some school elders from the southern Secret Martial Arts World had already been dispatched to persuade him. Jett's lineage has always been reclusive, with little to no relations or interactions with many Secret Martial Arts schools. The persuaders, therefore, had to appeal to reason, stir his emotions, and offer a substantial amount of resources as benefits.
   

        After all, if you want someone to leave seclusion and fight a battle against an Extreme Fighter Level powerhouse, it's quite a dangerous feat. Even if Jett possesses his teacher's Seven Star Destiny Realm secret techniques, the risk is significant. If his reactions aren't quick enough, he might be taken down before he can even employ his secret techniques. Naturally, there should be guarantees and ample benefits provided for taking such risks.
   

        These benefits are provided collectively by the Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World. With the schools shouldering the cost among themselves, the amount is manageable and acceptable.
   

        Now, the only concern is whether Jett would refuse the benefits and be unwilling to come. After all, life-risking matters are always unpredictable.
   

        The morning of August 1st, the meeting concluded.
   

        By noon of August 1st, good news arrived. Scorching Fist Victor was willing to come out of retirement to lend a hand to the Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World. However, he was also conscious of his significantly weakened strength and deteriorating body functions. Therefore, Victor advised everyone not to place too much hope on him. Even if he decided to fight, facing Arlington would likely end in a tragic defeat.
   

        He urged everybody to be mentally prepared and to consider additional backup plans.
   

        With Victor speaking so, naturally, everyone's expectations turned to the Seven Deadly Stars Jett. Late night on August 1st, four black silhouettes raced across the plain, agile as wild horses, and in a blink of an eye, they surged into the city.
   

        That night, Cafu Hall was brightly lit.
   

        Many of the Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World school elders met the Seven Deadly Stars Jett for the first time, an unmistakably proud man. He dressed in black trousers and a sleeveless vest exuding a leather texture. On his sturdy wrists were armor-like metal rivet wrist guards.
   

        His muscles bulged with strength like slabs of rock, and his chest, wide as a city wall, bore seven slight protrusions the size of chess pieces, seemingly interconnected and corresponding to the stars in the sky.
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        That was the Seven-star Life Secret Technique.
   

        Jett of the Seven Killers wasn't handsome, but had a ferocious, rugged face, with short, stiff hair that resembled steel needles. His body exuded the odd smell of medicinal herbs.
   

        In the brightly lit hall of Cafu Hall, everyone welcomed him.
   

        However, Jett of the Seven Killers spoke sternly, "Your offer isn't enough. You need to double it before I agree to your request. Also, I have some other conditions to add..."
   

        At these words, a wave of shock swept over the room.
   

        The crowd was buzzing with discussions, appearing dissatisfied. After all, the promise already made was generous enough, and doubling it was akin to the entire foundation of a strong second-tier Sect. The cost, spread among the various schools of the Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World, would be painfully felt.
   

        Sitting at the head of the meeting table, Jett looked at them with cold eyes, harboring not the slightest thought of backing down. His intention was to make a big score; the Southern Jungle was rather secluded and impoverished, lacking many desirable things. Jett had long wanted to bring his Sect to the affluent and wealthy Eastern Martial World to take root.
   

        Even settling in the Northern Mystery Martial World would do. Only the Eastern and Western regions of the Li Empire were falling behind in development, where materials needed by many schools were extremely scarce, and even young blood was rare and often of poorer talent.
   

        Jett of the Seven Killers planned to take this opportunity to relocate his entire school to the Eastern Martial World, which was one of the "other conditions" he mentioned. The Secret Martial Arts World of the Li Empire was quite exclusive, based on geography. The emergence of a new Secret Martial Arts school meant parting with some benefits, something the existing factions found unacceptable.
   

        Typically, if a school from another Secret Martial Arts World wanted to establish itself there, it might be subjected to non-stop challenges and ostracism from schools of not just one county but several nearby ones. Before long, they would not be able to hold out and would have to shamefully return home, or simply dissolve into a master-disciple lineage.
   

        And fail to maintain their original signboard and school.
   

        To gain a foothold in the Eastern Martial World, one needed the support and approval of the local schools. Undoubtedly, the current International Exchange Meeting was a perfect opportunity. As long as Jett could face Whale King Arlington and hold out for a while without losing too badly... and on this point, he was still confident. He definitely wouldn't be able to win, but to hold on for a few moves was possible.
   

        The collection of all his teacher's life's work, the Seven-star Life Secret Technique, had been cultivated by Jett to the five-star level. That is, he had used exotic medicinal herbs and training methods to artificially create five tumor-like Dantians within his body, each tumor corresponding to a star and one of the realms of destiny. When mortally wounded, if he detonated one, he would rebound and recover from severe injuries.
   

        In other words, Jett had the chance to come back from serious injuries five times. As long as he wasn't killed instantly, he could endure and survive, his life force was incredibly resilient. And after years of hard practice under his teacher's guidance, Jett's strength had reached the peak of fighters, powerful in battle. He believed that even if Whale King Arlington was a Boxing Master at the Ultimate Fighter level, it wouldn't be possible to defeat him within just a few exchanges. At the very least, he could still use the Seven-star Life Realm to rebound, sustaining a few more punches.
   

        Even more, Jett fantasized about using the five chances of serious injury to continuously wear down Arlington's vigor and achieve an alternative kind of stalemate.
   

        If he really could fight to a draw, his reputation would skyrocket instantly. Secret Martial Arts Worlds around the world, not just the Li Empire, would know of him and bestow great honor upon him.
   

        This wasn't daydreaming; it was based on facts.
   

        Twenty years ago, before his teacher's death, they had sparred with all their strength in a master-disciple duel. Jett had lost, of course, but not disastrously, and not in the absolute crushing manner he'd expected. That memory had filled him with ambition for the past twenty years, making him believe that even the level of an Ultimate Fighter was within reach. Although his teacher was in the twilight of his life then, Jett's own current strength was nothing like it was back then. Twenty years ago, Jett was just entering the ranks of veteran fighters.
   

        So, regarding Whale King Arlington, he himself had substantial confidence and assurance. As for relocating his entire school to the Eastern Martial World, he was also quite confident. By then, he would undoubtedly be a welcome visitor to this collective, fitting right in without much effort.
   

        However, Jett overlooked some issues. Just how close to the end was his teacher back then? During that sparring, did he really give it his all? After all, the master had only agreed to it after Jett importuned him extensively; did that Boxing Master hold back? And there's another crucial point—the Southern Jungle Boxing Master made a name for himself with the Seven-star Life Technique, which essentially was a recovery combat style. In contrast, Whale King Arlington was known for his aggressive and explosive fighting style.
   

        Sometimes, overconfidence and misinformation are fatal.
   

        In the Real World where Casio lived, as well as in previous Eras of Retrospection, there had never been a Secret Martial Arts School from the Southern Jungle in the Eastern Martial World, nor had anyone heard of the illustrious Seven-star Life Secret Technique. It would seem that the outcome of this historical battle was already decided.
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        On the deep night of August 1st, Cafu Hall was unusually noisy.
   

        At almost the same time, in a city on the edge of East Sea County.
   

        On the beach by the sea, the cool moonlight sprinkled down, and the dense plants and grasses beside the beach swayed gently with the wind, casting flickering shadows. The waves lapped against the coast, breaking into white foam again and again.
   

        The sound of sea water filled the ears.
   

        A silhouette clad in a wide black cloak stood quietly, a gust of wind clinging the fabric to the side of the waist, revealing a slender and graceful figure. Clearly, the silhouette was a woman. Under the cloak, a strand of dark red hair fluttered.
   

        The oblique moonlight shone down, landing on the delicate and fair bridge of the nose and the rich, deep red lips. It made her look like a mysteriously enchanting witch.
   

        "They've come..."
   

        Suddenly, the woman's red lips parted lightly, murmuring as she revealed her pearly white teeth.
   

        In the distance, where the wind and waves were unceasing at sea level, a small black dot was floating over. With the passage of time, the shadow grew larger and faster. Only when it came very close to the coastline was it possible to make out its full shape by the sparse moonlight—it was unmistakably a wooden boat.
   

        It was small enough to accommodate only one person, and indeed there was only one person standing on it.
   

        Without any other source of power, the tiny wooden boat sped through the water. Riding the wind and waves, it left a winding trail on the sea surface.
   

        At last, it whooshed ashore, disintegrating on the spot.
   

        A tall black silhouette gently landed and slowly turned around.
   

        He was cloaked just like the woman, his face covered by a white mask, which gave off a pale osseous sensation, somewhat chilling. Beneath the holes of the mask, two pure black eyes without any white rotated slightly.
   

        They emanated a feeling of deadly silence, strangeness, and morbidity.
   

        "Number One..." the woman waiting on the beach began slowly.
   

        "Number Six?"
   

        The masked man called Number One asked in a voice devoid of intonation.
   

        "No, I am Number Four. North King is already dead..." The woman shook her head, "Your memory is getting worse after using the Mixed Blood Secret Box…"
   

        "It doesn't matter... I only need to remember the orders of Lord Xiadu..."
   

        After a moment of silence, the masked man continued, "I still have some unfinished business in South Reef Continent, so I arrived later than Arlington. He seems to want to challenge the Eastern Martial World of the Hong Li Empire, how is the situation..."
   

        The Fourth King immediately relayed the information she had learned.
   

        "Heh, let him be, he is a combat fanatic. I encountered him in South Reef Continent three years ago and he pestered me into fighting for four days and nights straight. That man has a strong will to win." The masked man recalled, "But it doesn't matter now, as long as our big plans aren't delayed. Before he crossed the vast seas, he had already reached a cooperation agreement with me. By the way, how about Magic Phoenix? Has he finished his work in the northern part of Northern Reef Continent?"
   

        "Almost done, the remaining tasks were left to Number Two and Number Five. He arrived a week ago and should reach East Sea County soon…" The Fourth King answered in a calm narrative.
   

        "Hmm," the masked man nodded, "Me, Arlington, along with Magic Phoenix. Together, the three of us Ultimate Fighters, can enter even a dragon's lair or a tiger's den! Hahaha... The Islands of Immortality, Islands of Immortality…"
   

        The First King had obtained an evil artifact known as the Blood Soul Secret Box in South Reef Continent, which contained the fresh blood of powerful beings and aberrations. Absorbing this blood would greatly enhance strength and inherit fragments of the original owner's memory and Qi. The First King chose to absorb it, and his strength had already reached the level of Ultimate Fighters, and he even acquired interesting things from the memories.
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        Waves rolled onto the beach in layers, making a sound reminiscent of windblown sand. Momentarily receding, they left a trail of shattered white foam. A salt-tinged sea breeze lifted the hem of the cloak.
   

        On the flat, open beach, the shadows of two figures were elongated by the moonlight.
   

        "Tomorrow, I will seek out Arlington to reaffirm our agreement. If possible, we'll also set a time, probably departing in three to four days. By then, the Magic Phoenix should have already arrived at East Sea County..." Mask said, glancing in the direction of East Sea City.
   

        "Three to four days might be too hasty. East Sea City is hosting the International Martial Arts Exchange, attracting fighters from the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World and other countries' martial arts schools. Surely, there will be no shortage of combatants at the fighter level, and even warriors of the king's level may appear. Whale King Arlington's momentum is fierce, and it will make him a target for many; if multiple kings level fighters attack him, it might not be so easy for Arlington to emerge victorious..." the Fourth King pondered for a moment before offering some advice.
   

        "Hehehe..."
   

        Mask suddenly let out a sharp laugh, chilling like a night owl in the mountains, a stark contrast to his previously flat tone, which was as still as dead water. Even the Fourth King, a senior member of the Door Organization, felt a chill down his spine and shifted his footsteps to the side.
   

        "An assault by numerous kings level fighters is a threat to Arlington and beings of my caliber?" Mask slowly shook his head, his words laced with immense confidence, "The last openly acknowledged boxing master in the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World died twenty years ago. Without a fighter of the same realm, it's impossible to stop someone at Arlington's level..."
   

        He turned around, silently facing the Fourth King. The dark, deep pupils visible through the holes in his mask were terrifying, "Before I absorbed the Blood Soul Secret Box, out of the six of you, I could only defeat two if you joined forces. If one of you was the Second, I might even be at a disadvantage. But now, having barely reached that realm by absorbing the Blood Soul Secret Box, everything has changed. With all six of you coming at me together, I'm confident I can remain undefeated. And one by one, I'll find the flaws, break through each in turn, and firmly seize the upper hand!"
   

        "You, no, even the other kings, still don't grasp the concept of the Ultimate Fighter's level. This is the only realm beneath Saint Fist... it already represents the pinnacle of what humans can achieve!"
   

        "You actually think a few kings level can make Arlington exert himself? Hehehe..." Mask scoffed with a growing madness, "It seems you need a proper lesson..."
   

        "Wha—""Boom!"
   

        The Fourth King had barely uttered a syllable when a sudden, intense pain exploded in her abdomen, and a forceful power sent her flying.
   

        Whoosh! She became a black meteor, shooting straight into the woods. Crashing through trees in a series of loud thuds, she finally collided with a tree trunk, broad as a man's embrace, and came to a forced halt, slumping to the ground. From high above, a straight, hundreds of meters long alley was now visible through the tree-lined beach.
   

        Every tree and bush along the path was violently pushed aside.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough... cough, cough, cough..."
   

        Amidst the disheveled brush, the Fourth King coughed violently. Blood spilled from her mouth, reddening her lips even more, and her beautiful features twisted together in pain. She felt as if her spine was broken, the pain unbearable. Her abdomen, struck by the fist, was burning, and her internal organs ached, leaving her wondering if they had been ruptured.
   

        "Has the First gone mad?! He nearly killed me with one punch!"
   

        The Fourth King knew that since the First had absorbed the Evil Object, he often experienced bouts of confusion, such as memory decline, irritability, paranoia. But she had not anticipated that the First would be so volatile, acting like a person with mental illness, ready to fight and kill at a moment's notice. The Fourth still couldn't understand what she had done to provoke the First's anger.
   

        On the beach, the pupils beneath the openings of Mask's mask had turned blood red, becoming even more eerie and crazed under the pure moonlight. His foot pressed down on the ground, and the whole beach shook violently as if a landmine had exploded beneath, with gravel soaring skyward. Mask disappeared on the spot, like a shell bounding forward, breaking through the stout trees. Violently carving out another narrow path in the woods.
   

        "That bastard the First, when the Vice Leader arrives... I definitely will..."
   

        The Fourth King leaned against the tree trunk, her ragged clothes whispering curses. But her dissatisfaction was abruptly cut off, for from the darkness behind her, a terrifying silhouette, like a sculpture, had emerged. A large hand extended from beneath the black cloak, resting on the Fourth King's head, its fingers applying light pressure.
   

        As if at any moment, it would crush her skull like a watermelon.
   

        The Fourth King was struck with fear, not daring to utter a single word, her sweat soaking through her clothes to reveal her shivering, slender body.
   

        "Kill her!" "Eat her!" "Rape her first, then kill!" "Why not kill first, then rape!" "I love skeletons! White skeletons are the most beautiful..."
   

        Behind her, the dark silhouette rambled incoherently as if in a trance. Each sentence carried a different pitch and emotion—extreme excitement, cruelty, coldness, or insanity—as if a dozen or two dozen people were expressing their opinions simultaneously.
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        It seemed as if dozens of personalities had taken up residence inside the Masked Man's body!
   

        "Shut up! All of you shut up!!!"
   

        A loud roar shattered his self-dialogue, and the blood-red eyes of the Masked Man were once again eroded by darkness, turning into a grim dark hue.
   

        He took a deep breath, withdrew his palm, and released the trembling Fourth King, who then leaned weakly against the tree trunk. At that moment, she truly felt that she was about to be killed, in the most brutal way, almost as if it were a slaughter.
   

        The opponent was too fast, too strong, and his aura was restrained; she couldn't resist at all. Was this the gap between the top and the ultimate?
   

        Furthermore, the Fourth King was certain that the First was really going insane. The influence of that Evil Object called the Blood Soul Secret Box was reaching a dangerously extreme point. The First had already split into personalities to the point of wanting to kill his comrades...
   

        Next to her, the Masked Man back in his normal state clenched his fist tightly.
   

        This is indeed the price of power pursued to the extreme; gain comes with loss...
   

        If it weren't for the replica of the Purification Mask on his face, which continuously exerted its calming effect, he might have already completely succumbed.
   

        At present, he could not yet be called a true Ultimate Fighter. If he wanted to fully step into this realm, he must eliminate the risk posed by using the Blood Soul Secret Box. That is to find the real Purification Mask!
   

        And that mask was in a Relic on the Eternal Islands.
   

        Apart from the Purification Mask, there were two other items of utmost importance. One was the secret of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist that Magic Phoenix Saint Fist desired. He believed that his inability to break through to the Holy Fist Realm was surely due to his own practice of the Secret Martial Art. Thus, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist wanted this high-level Secret Martial Art left by a master of the Saint Fist level to find his breakthrough chance.
   

        What Whale King Arlington wanted was the corpse of the Saint Fist in the relic. The aura and traces left by the Saint Fist were invaluable.
   

        Of course, the existence of these two items was possible. The First King had only obtained some fragmented information from memory shards; it wasn't necessarily all true. Apart from the Purification Mask, which was confirmed to be in the relic on the Eternal Islands, the First King was making every effort to initiate this collaboration.
   

        To explore that notoriously dangerous and eerie place from memory.
   

        "I must obtain the Purification Mask, it is mine!"
   

        The First King looked up at the sky, at the pale waning moon.
   

        ******************************
   

        August 2, East Sea City, the International Exchange Meeting was taking place as usual. The side from the Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World seemed to have gained an edge, no longer as agitated and anxious as in the previous days. After all, Victor of the highly respected Scorching Fist had arrived, and a cooperation was reached with Jett of the Seven Evils Star.
   

        In the venue of the International Exchange Meeting, various arenas were urgently replaced last night, turning into several huge circular areas made of steel.
   

        Around the edge of the venue were railings, as thick as a human arm, lined up.
   

        Many seats close to the arena were cleared out, and all spectators were arranged to be inside a row of buildings behind the arenas. The seats were placed directly on the corridors of the second, third, and fourth floors, allowing for a high, unobstructed view.
   

        These buildings had been specially modified by professionals to have certain protective effects without obstructing the view, and they had also been reinforced.
   

        Clearly, the arrangements were made in preparation for sparring matches between fighters.
   

        In the fourth viewing tower, a silhouette clad in a trench coat quietly looked down. Next to a few of the arenas, some fighters about to enter the ring were warming up. They came from different Sects and even different Secret Martial Arts Worlds. Now, they were grouped by country, forming roughly three powers: the Hong Li Empire, the Yana United States, and an alliance led by the Star Blue Empire, mainly because the Star Blue Empire was quite far from both North and South Reef Continent and its oceanic navigation was relatively undeveloped, bringing few representatives from its schools.
   

        As time passed, it was roughly around nine in the morning.
   

        An elder from the Eastern Secret Martial Arts World School stood on the opening ceremony stage next to a few arenas and officially announced the start of the fighters' sparring.
   

        "Arena one, Romy of the Evil Eye Fist from the Hong Li Empire, versus Barley of the Flame Steel Flow from the Yana United States. May both elders please take your places on arena one..."
   

        "Arena two, Bin of Bitter Sword Gate from the Yana United States, versus Sasha of the Three-Hand Blue Jaga from the Star Blue Empire." "Arena three... Kucas Kingdom Serpent Man Fist..."
   

        With each shout, a powerful expert ascended the steel arena. Their profound gazes met, their auras clashing and bursting forth.
   

        Faintly, the spirit of the fighters had been stirred.
   

        "Begin!"
   

        As soon as the words fell, only afterimages remained on several arenas. In the middle, experts in tight combat suits collided.
   

        Fists and feet struck hard against each other, exploding a circle of white traces in the air. With every step and shift, the whole arena trembled and banged loudly. Sometimes, when fists collided, sounds like shells clashing rang out. Such were the fighters, machines of war comparable to steel.
   

        In the viewing tower, young practitioners of secret martial arts watched unblinkingly, holding their breaths, eyes filled with envy and longing. Others clenched their fists tightly, their expressions tense, clearly having their elders battling on the arena.
   

        As time passed, the battle quickly escalated to an intense phase.
   

        The secret martial arts masters began to reveal their hidden cards, unleashing the killing moves of their own boxing methods. Mighty fists stirred up tempests, with sounds like fighter planes shrieking through mid-air. Some masters struck the railing with a fist, blowing the entire connected railing out of the arena. Others kicked their opponents so hard that the unfortunate fighter was sent flying, bleeding through the air, directly smashing through the wall and into the viewing tower.
   

        Sounds of gasps, admiration, or sighs echoed through the building. This International Exchange Meeting had a robust martial spirit.
   

        Soon, two hours had passed, and the time had reached eleven o'clock.
   

        Several rounds of sparring among fighters had passed, with many school elders and gate masters taking turns to spar. Some were triumphant, some were dejected, and some physically injured, with bones broken. However, both sides had restraint, and no fatalities had occurred yet.
   

        Until one o'clock in the afternoon, the first fatality occurred.
   

        The deceased was an elder of the Red Wrist Fist from the Eastern Martial World of the Hong Li Empire, which in the future era of the Hong Li Federation would be one of the East Nine Doors. The killer was Demiro from Yana United States, the master of the Flame Steel Sect. His boxing method was extremely fierce, and having an advantage, he showed no mercy when he had the upper hand.
   

        The Red Wrist Fist elder was beaten to death after being driven back repeatedly.
   

        Suddenly, the atmosphere at the venue took a grim turn. A master-level fighter had died, and what's more, the deceased was from the side of the organizers. This significantly stirred up the tensions between the martial worlds of the Hong Li Empire and the Yana United States. The subsequent matches turned ruthless. Several fights ended with participants being severely injured and carried away.
   

        In viewing tower number one, the venerable elders of the Hong Li Empire's Martial World began to glare furiously, extremely angered. This time, their luck in drawing opponents was poor, constantly facing strong contenders from the other factions. The participants were frequently injured severely, and even more distressingly, the only one who had died was from the Hong Li Empire Martial World. They wished to retaliate, but luck in drawing lots was not in their favor, and no fighter had managed to dominate decisively.
   

        Without a significant advantage, it was difficult to kill an opponent in the arena.
   

        If the opponent realized they were losing and surrendered quickly, it was still possible.
   

        At two P.M., a cloud covered the bright sun in the sky.
   

        "At arena one, Hassan of the Star Blue Empire practicing Blood Rock Soft Art, versus the Nine Furnace Steel Fist from Marha Kingdom. Please both elders, take your positions at arena one..."
   

        The announcer stood on the conspicuous opening ceremony stage, declaring the match schedule. He had just finished reading the first part, looked at the paper in his hands, and paused.
   

        But he soon continued loudly with the remaining content.
   

        "At arena two, Otto from the Magic Golem Sect of the Hong Li Empire, versus..."
   

        "At arena three, Nine Snakes from the Magic Golem Sect of the Hong Li Empire, versus..."
   

        "At arena four, the Ascetic from the Magic Golem Sect of the Hong Li Empire, versus..."
   

        "..."
   

        This time, it was coincidental that the three commanders from the Magic Golem Sect were scheduled at the same time. They faced two opponents from the Yana United States and one from a smaller country. Before stepping onto the arena, Otto and the others looked towards viewing tower four. There, a dark silhouette slowly nodded his head.
   

        The gesture meant, allow yourselves to unleash a massacre, to display the power of your boxing unabashedly! Only then can the limits of the four boxing methods be seen...
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        "All contestants, please proceed to your designated arenas for preparation."
   

        The host announced loudly, then quietly waited for the contestants to take their positions.
   

        In Arena One, two secret martial art masters from the Star Blue Empire and the Marha Kingdom stood opposite each other, their eyes locked in intense confrontation. Although the match had yet to start, the aura peculiar to fighters had already begun to emanate from their bodies. Visibly, the air around them twisted like ripples on water, slowly expanding. Finally, the two auras collided fiercely at the center of the arena, causing the air currents to swirl chaotically, making their clothes rustle loudly.
   

        This increasingly explosive scene captured the attention of many spectators in the viewing tower. In contrast, the scenes at Arenas Two to Four were quite dull, even giving off a feeling of non-interference. The three commanders from the clinic, all dressed in black cloaks, stood silently, cold and detached like ancient glaciers. Their opponents released their auras fully, their gazes sharp, but received no response at all. It was as if they were being ignored by the trio from Otto.
   

        Indeed, Otto and his companions had ignored their opponents. Because the head of the clinic had issued an order allowing them to fight at full strength, they could push their boxing techniques to the limit in this arena battle. This also meant that the outcome for their opponents was already sealed; those standing now were nothing more than corpses. No commotion from a corpse could provoke anger.
   

        In Arena Two, Otto's opponent was a man even more robust than a brown bear, with muscles piled high like an iron tower and a broad chest covered in pitch-black body hair, giving him a rugged and flamboyant appearance. The man had a fierce face, instantly recognizable as a villain. At this moment, he was grinning, displaying his yellowed teeth in a fierce smile.
   

        "You brat, ignoring me all this time!"
   

        "Once the match officially begins, I'll tear you apart with my fists! Just like that Red Wrist Fist elder from your Hong Li Empire who died, haha, the first to die in this International Exchange Meeting. The level of fighters from your Hong Li Empire is really worrying, too weak..."
   

        The muscles on the strongman's chest flexed as he brazenly taunted, "What's the matter? Hey, are you mute?"
   

        "Hehehe..."
   

        Slowly, Otto raised his hand, lowered his black cloak, and revealed a youthful and handsome face, his features conveying a sense of refined maturity.
   

        His black hair was neatly brushed back, revealing a smooth forehead. Below his forehead, his eyes hidden behind gold-rimmed glasses shimmered in the sunlight, turning into two beams of white light, making Otto's emotions unreadable.
   

        Facing the strongman, Otto's lips curled into a slow smile, "Too noisy, let's start with your mouth, then your face, then the limbs. The chest, abdomen, internal organs, skeleton, slowly crushed. Hehehe..." Otto laughed softly, his shoulders shaking, appearing much like a deranged doctor, "To master my boxing method, I even went to learn anatomy. Be thankful, be thankful that you can experience such a technique..."
   

        "You son of a..." The strongman swore, his body swelling with rage. The host on stage announced the start of the match.
   

        "How can a corpse talk?"
   

        The moment the host finished speaking, Otto disappeared from his spot, turning into a blur of distorted shadows.
   

        In an instant, he surged across the arena like mist and wind.
   

        "You're the corpse! I'll slaughter you in this match!"
   

        The hairy strongman roared in anger as his body rapidly expanded, his muscles interlocking like steel cables, furiously pulsating. His exposed skin turned a dark bluish-black, and his entire skeleton instantly grew, reaching over two meters in height.
   

        "Die!"
   

        The strongman moved his fists, stomped his right foot, and swung his fists like meteor hammers. Thud! His soles pounded the ground, causing a thunderous sound overlapping with the explosive noise of smashing air, numbing the senses.
   

        "Too slow, too light, the movements too crude..."
   

        Suddenly, a phantom-like arm swept through the air, instantly drawing a rapid white crescent. The crescent clashed directly with the strongman's fists, emitting a clear metallic clink. Whoosh, another arm swung down like a crescent!
   

        Ding!
   

        "Ahh!!!" The strongman screamed, retreating violently. His right fist had been severed at the wrist, with crimson blood spraying out. In the time it took for him to throw a punch, his opponent had responded with two, as fast as lightning.
   

        Thud thud thud thud...
   

        In the arena, two shadows, one large and one small, intertwined at high speed, blood spraying wildly. The strongman was retreating; he felt as if a deadly power was spreading through his body after just a few collisions. Coupled with his severed right hand and the loss of blood, he felt increasingly powerless.
   

        At that moment, he no longer cared about his dignity and was about to shout his surrender.
   

        However, the silhouette in front suddenly approached at a strange, swift curvature. Otto's eyes glinted with a red silk, his powerful hands easily cutting through the air, and he swung down sharply. Mid-air, two fleeting white crescents quick as lightning followed by twin bursts of fresh blood.
   

        The strongman's throat and mouth appeared as though they had been sliced open with a sharp blade.
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        The vocal cords were exposed, as well as a mouth revealing its gums.
   

        "And then your face..." Otto elegantly took a step.
   

        Whoosh! As his words fell, five fingers suddenly clawed forward.
   

        The burly man's head jerked back, his face getting torn open, muscles, skin, and skeleton gradually breaking apart, looking extremely bloody.
   

        "Limbs."
   

        Another word came from Otto's mouth, then his arms slid fluidly, his body moving as light as a water bird. Two shattered moon shadows ripped through the air, slashing diagonally upwards toward the burly man's armpits. With a squelch, two strong arms were chopped off, falling to the ground and twitching incessantly.
   

        Whoosh! The legs were also severed, flesh rapidly disintegrating.
   

        Chest.
   

        Abdomen.
   

        Internal organs.
   

        Skeleton.
   

        Word by word sprang from Otto's mouth, his smile turning more deranged, increasingly enjoying it. His arms kept slashing, slicing through the burly man's body, reveling in the sensation of blood spurting out.
   

        Squelch!
   

        The final drop of blood splashed onto Otto's face, on his glasses. With a smile, he slowly withdrew his pose, extended his right hand, and touched the viscous blood on his forehead. Then, with blood-stained fingers, he combed back his hair. Using the gradually solidifying blood as hair gel to maintain his sleek, properly arranged pompadour, he looked more elegant than ever.
   

        In front of this gentleman, the chest-hairy man as strong as a bear had turned into a scattered corpse, a corpse that no longer could speak.
   

        Bloody chunks of flesh and pieces of internal organs were piled together, occasionally white bone fragments visible, making one want to vomit at a glance.
   

        "..."
   

        On the opening ceremony stage, the elderly host was shocked.
   

        The view of blood-filled chunks of a corpse scattered all around, even for someone as experienced as him, was something rarely seen. Therefore, after being stupefied for a few seconds,
   

        The elder announced, "On Arena Two... Magical Golem Sect's Otto wins..."
   

        This statement suddenly broke the silence from the viewing tower, causing an uproar among the audience, and even some young disciples began to vomit. Deaths in Secret Martial Artist sparring, with some suffering a defeat, are quite normal, but generally involves a few large holes in the chest or an exploded head, basically leaving an intact corpse.
   

        However, the scene of scattered limbs and internal organs taking up half of Arena Two's space was really too much for human senses, truly disgusting.
   

        So, seeing this, the revered elders of the Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World couldn't feel happy. Instead, their expressions were weirdly complex. It's indeed correct that the Yana United States Secret Martial Arts World had killed one of our elders on the arena, and we should retaliate and feel vindicated.
   

        But, was there really need for such deep hate, dissecting under broad daylight?
   

        Some elders turned to look toward the audience area of the Yana United States Secret Martial Arts World. Sure enough, they all had angry expressions, even eyes filled with hatred. The looks they gave seemed as if they wanted to devour Otto.
   

        The atmosphere at the International Exchange Meeting grew increasingly tense.
   

        In Arena Two, Otto slowly walked down, unaffected by those gazes. He was the first to finish the match, partly because his opponent was weaker, and partly because Otto was the earliest and most proficient master of Shadow Moon Fist. His combat strength had nearly reached that of top fighters, and his full-force burst allowed him naturally to slaughter his opponent.
   

        At the same time, the battle on arena one remained at a stalemate while arenas three and four had already become perilous. Nine Snakes and the Ascetic rapidly deployed their boxing methods, Ripple Fist, and Firestone Fist, each punch bursting through the air with a special force, striking their opponents.
   

        The Ascetic's opponent was an elder from the Steel Flame School. The elder from the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World who had died was killed by Demiro, the gate master of the Steel Flame School. The Steel Flame School was known for its explosively aggressive boxing method, which was unyielding and invasive like flame and as tough as steel.
   

        However, when facing the Firestone Fist, this fierce boxing method abruptly failed and extinguished. Every collision between the elder's large, hard fists and the Ascetic's gaunt, small ones felt like an explosion was pounding at his own Qi and physical body. After several exchanges, his fists were torn and bloodied.
   

        Bones were exposed, blood vessels ruptured; it was a pitiful sight.
   

        The tiger-like fierceness of the Steel Flame School had to change to a feeble avoidance, like a snarling wild dog slapped fiercely until it was dazed, its tail wavering.
   

        Yet, the Ascetic showed no mercy. On the contrary, his punches grew heavier and more ferocious, like a heavy cannon.
   

        The power and speed were astonishing, and upon hitting the target, they would explode.
   

        In an instant, the so-called iron-hard elder of the Steel Flame School was brutalized beyond recognition. His clothes were tattered, and blood was everywhere as he frantically dodged.
   

        He didn't even dare to be distracted by surrendering because of the immense pressure; the Ascetic's fierce fists carried an explosive force. A slight misstep and receiving a blow to a critical spot meant a direct ticket to death.
   

        Soon, the outcomes of this series of matches were determined. Otto and the Ascetic both killed their opponents, whereas Nine Snakes could have done the same. But with the Whale King Arlington watching from the viewing tower, the perilous gaze caused Nine Snakes to hesitate and reveal a flaw.
   

        Thus, her opponent took the chance to retreat and loudly surrendered, saving his own life. A few minutes later, the second round began, yet it seemed everyone was still immersed in the bloody and brutal battles of the previous round. Eyes full of surprise, fear, or hatred turned towards the Magical Golem Sect. Evidently, the already somewhat famous Magical Golem Sect had truly made a name for themselves.
   

        Until the competitions ended today, people were still discussing the first match. As dusk fell, some elders from the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World attempted to keep the people from the Magical Golem Sect back, apparently wanting to exchange some secrets. They were refused, however, as they needed to follow the Headmaster's orders to return to the manor. They were to check for any shortcomings, improve their techniques, and help in compiling the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission.
   

        As the sky gradually darkened, East Sea City fell into silence.
   

        That night, many genius disciples from various secret martial arts schools began having nightmares, dreaming that they were on the arena being pummeled into flesh mud.
   

        Late at night, in the quiet backyard woods of the Yana United States residence.
   

        A secret conversation was nearing its end.
   

        Whale King Arlington slowly nodded, "Naturally, I will quickly resolve the battles here. In three days we'll head to the southeastern seas..."
   

        His eyes narrowed slightly, his gaze profound, pondering something.
   

        "Hmm, I just came to confirm that once more." The man in the black cloak slowly turned, seemingly ready to leave, "I'm off, but..."
   

        The first King suddenly turned back, as if he remembered something, "The locations where the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire and those smaller nations are stationed. I've come a long way and haven't eaten in quite some time, I'm somewhat hungry..."
   

        Arlington knew well what the first King meant—the other possessed a Blood Soul Secret Box capable of killing strong opponents and extracting their vital essence. After brewing for a few days, it could be consumed to enhance one's strength and momentarily soothe side effects. Thus, the first King frequently killed for blood.
   

        Arlington was silent for a while, then shared the information, which was hardly a secret. As he spoke, he recalled the bloody battle scenes he had seen that afternoon, frowning slightly. Consequently, he also provided the address where the four members of the Magical Golem Sect were staying—it seemed he was using another's hand to execute a killing.
   

        He was not fond of the brazen momentum of those from the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        "Alright, I've noted everything down, I'm leaving."
   

        The first King suddenly turned, his black cloak waving in the wind. In a moment, as the lower hem of the cloak fell, there was no trace of him in the small woods.
   

        Arlington watched as his friend disappeared into the background, his left eyelid suddenly twitching, an ominous premonition rising within him. He furrowed his brow, pondered for a moment, but could not pinpoint what felt wrong, and could only shake his head helplessly. Hands clasped behind his back, he strolled leisurely back to the courtyard.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        At this moment, near East Sea City, Ivy Manor.
   

        The night sky, like a dark cyan curtain, was adorned with twinkling stars. Today was cloudless, and the sky was clear. The moonlight seemed to flow like cow's milk, gently pouring over the wall tops, roof eaves, and shrubs. It cast a patchy and uneven shadow that swayed from side to side with the cold wind, like reflections underwater.
   

        In the courtyard, four Commanders were each immersed in practicing the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, recalling the scenes of actual combat from earlier in the day. They had easily defeated their opponents, exhibiting their special force effectively, and the results were quite satisfactory.
   

        It should be noted that although the Southern Dipper Boxing Method that Casio created for the four Clinic Commanders was a simplified version, its lethality and attack power were not at all reduced. Different from regular Secret Martial Arts, the Southern Dipper Boxing series lacked a Training Method and Breathing Method—there was only the force designed for killing!
   

        The lack on one side, and special focus on the other, should not be hard to understand. The Southern Dipper Boxing Method was an oddity of this sort. Its lethality far exceeded that of other Secret Martial Arts of the same level. Therefore, even the four new versions of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method created by Casio stood out considerably in terms of battle efficiency and attack capabilities.
   

        And all of this came at the cost of not having a Training or Breathing Method to enhance one's Physique and nurture the body. In fact, the exertion of special force could harm the enemy a thousand but hurt oneself eight hundred, as each battle carried a certain probability of suffering rebound injuries or Internal Injuries, affecting one's Lifespan. Thus, it's not surprising that the Southern Dipper Boxing Method excelled in combat. What would be strange is if it didn't stand out.
   

        Moreover, the reason the four Clinic Commanders were able to brutally defeat their opponents at the International Exchange Meeting Arena was because they were already strong. Even before mastering the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, each was already comparable to the level of a Veteran Fighter, with top-notch Physical Strength, speed, and defense.
   

        Even without entering a demonized state, fighting in human form, they were like fierce beasts of flesh. Paired with the icing on the cake that was the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, sweeping through the new and Veteran Fighters at the International Exchange Meeting Arena was not surprising at all. After all, they were individuals Casio had invested significant effort in cultivating.
   

        They were reliable subordinates and the best testers for the Southern Dipper Boxing Method. During today's competition, Casio noted some areas that needed improvement in the Boxing Method. The main concerns were the Ascetics' Firestone Fist and Nine Snakes' Ripple Fist while Otto's Shadow Moon Fist had reached a relatively mature stage. The Shadow Moon Fist had already been put into practice during the obliteration of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, and Casio had been following Otto's battles closely ever since.
   

        And now, the Shadow Moon Fist had essentially taken its final form.
   

        The International Exchange Meeting had been ongoing for over a week, and Casio had been writing the Shadow Moon Fist on specially made Parchment using the Qi Seal Inscription Method. This evening, the writing process was nearing its end, and a Southern Dipper Boxing Method was about to take shape.
   

        In the small hut next to the courtyard, bright light shone, and a black Silhouette sat by the window. Using a finger as a pen, the figure wrote complex symbols on the surface of the Parchment at a slow pace. The air seemed to offer resistance, like glue preventing the fingertip from sliding across.
   

        Every time Casio completed a symbol, his body relaxed, as if breaking through a Bottle Neck. With each new symbol added to this Parchment, named Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, the Aura on its surface grew more intense and eerie. It has a kind of Magic Power that involuntarily attracted the attention of those around.
   

        The orange-yellow candlelight spilled over the surface of the Parchment, suddenly taking on a tempting honey color, as if it had been coated with a layer of glossy, enchanting Honey.
   

        This was the downside of the missing aspect of the Qi Seal Inscription Method—it couldn't contain the Aura of the Secret Martial Art books it inscribed, allowing it to spread unchecked.
   

        Sooner or later, Casio's constant writing would push the Magic Power of this Southern Dipper Secret Transmission higher and higher, automatically emanating a mysterious and unpredictable Qi Magnetic Field. It would become a legendary tome, akin to a Demon Ring or Demon Sword that tempted people towards evil. Fortunately, as long as the book remained with Casio, he could use his own Aura to suppress and quiet it.
   

        Because the two shared the same source, he represented the origin of this Secret Transmission.
   

        In Ivy Manor, while the four Commanders were cultivating, Casio was performing the Qi Seal Inscription Method. And outside the manor, a figure in a black robe had appeared in the dense woods at some unknown time. The white osseous Mask on its face reflected the moonlight, exuding an extremely cold and eerie charm.
   

        In the clearing, the Masked figure took a small box from within its robes.
   

        The box, roughly the size of half a palm, was made of a purple-green wood. The surface was covered with intricate and mysterious carvings, resembling hands stacked upon each other. At this moment, within the recesses of these carvings, viscous, rich-red blood was swirling around, clinging as if it were a red Snake.
   

        The red Snake moved continuously until it reached the front of the box where there was a carving resembling a snake opening its wide mouth, which was hollow.
   

        The stream of blood flowed slowly into the hollow.
   

        When everything was done, the first King nodded with satisfaction. He had just killed a Fighter from a small country and had collected the blood for the box; it seemed the essence of the blood was of good quality. With a click, the first King opened the Blood Soul Secret Box. Inside, there were five drops of blood, quietly suspended in Mid-air.
   

        One drop of blood represented the fall of a Fighter-level expert.
   

        Of course, not all of them were Fighters; there were also some other beings.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Five drops of essence blood; that was all that the First King had in reserve, and the only thing that could alleviate the side effects under certain special circumstances. Taking a drop of essence blood when his sanity was on the brink would suppress the madness in his mind, acting almost like a sedative. However, this method was only a temporary solution and could lead to increasingly severe side effects. After all, consuming essence blood almost consistently resulted in a loss of sanity.
   

        Though it could enhance the First King's strength, it was undoubtedly a deadly poison. Once the user could no longer suppress the side effects, all the previously accumulated disadvantages would burst forth simultaneously, putting him in a life-threatening situation. The First King was aware of all these, yet he still chose to use it.
   

        Thanks to the existence of the Pure Mask, the First King had found a way to counteract the disadvantages of the Blood Soul Secret Box. The Pure Mask was a treasure that plunged its wearer into a state of extreme indifference without desire or want, a sage-like mode.
   

        It just so happened to counteract the side effects of the Blood Soul Secret Box.
   

        As long as the First King could obtain the Pure Mask, he would be able to use the Blood Soul Secret Box without any side effects, recklessly enhancing his power. Even his own manic and chaotic state of will could be resolved, making him a truly complete Ultimate Fighter. By then, all the fighters and exotic species in the world would become his prey, aiding in his continuously skyrocketing strength. At that point, even replacing the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist wouldn't be out of the question! Perhaps, he might even have the chance to peek at the legendary Holy Fist Realm...
   

        Deep in the dense woods, a slight smile curved up at the corners of the mouth beneath the First King's mask.
   

        He clicked the Blood Soul Secret Box shut with a snap, slowly turned his head, and gazed towards the faintly visible manor in the distance. Ivy Manor, the Magical Golem Sect residence as mentioned by Arlington. Reportedly, this sect had four fighters of substantial caliber, rich in heritage. However, choosing to reside in the Eastern Sea Suburb simply gave him opportunities. If they were located in the East Sea City District, with so many martial arts schools congregating, the First King would not be able to act boldly and would have to stealthily strike on occasion.
   

        A maximum of one target per attempt, inefficient.
   

        And with the risk of being discovered. Facing so many high-level fighters, even the First King had to temporarily avoid their sharp edges.
   

        But in the suburbs, there were no others within a few hundred meters.
   

        It was simply too perfect for making a move.
   

        Even though the sect known as Magical Golem had four fighters, none, according to Arlington's intelligence, reached the top fighter status.
   

        In that case, the First King wasn't worried about anyone escaping.
   

        Tonight, he was destined to go on a killing spree!
   

        Given the significant number of targets this time, even the murderous First King felt a bit excited. He lightly tapped his foot, speeding through the forest, suddenly bearing the controlling sense of a hunter stalking his prey at night.
   

        Bang bang bang... Boom!
   

        His steps accelerated, ending with a flying kick. The First King's body emanated bursts of white air currents that enveloped him. As he glided out, he looked very much like a meteor with a fiery tail.
   

        Bang bang bang...
   

        The dozen or so large trees directly in his path were broken through.
   

        The First King smashed through the thick white enclosure wall of Ivy Manor, his body wrapped in surging white steam, and he entered the courtyard with strong yet slow strides as shards of stones rained down around him.
   

        His gaze instantly swept over the four people inside the manor, his smile gradually intensifying, "You're all here, gathered together, saving me the trouble of looking for you..."
   

        Boom... Boom... Boom... Boom...
   

        The momentum of the four Clinic Commanders instantly exploded, their black cloaks floating like dark clouds, as the intense killing intent converged in the courtyard.
   

        "Get out!!!" the four exclaimed in unison.
   

        "Heh heh…" The first king chuckled lightly, his pitch-black eyes gradually stained with blood: "No one has ever spoken to me like that before. Usually, whether it's an enemy or a subordinate, if they speak to me with even a slightly louder voice, I kill them and turn them into delightful snacks. And you four should be enough to make a whole dish..."
   

        "Then we will become one. You in me, and I in you!" The first king spread his arms, his formidable aura bursting forth relentlessly. That aura turned into a semi-transparent wave that resonated out, ultimately affecting Casio in the room, who was finishing writing the last part of the Shadow Moon Fist. His fingers trembled, nearly ruining all his efforts.
   

        Today, Casio was in good form, becoming increasingly proficient with the Qi Seal Inscription Method. It seemed that in just a moment, the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission's first boxing method, the Shadow Moon Fist, would be complete.
   

        However, an unexpected enemy nearly destroyed everything. At the desk, Casio slowly lifted his head, his expression cold, his eyes staring directly at the first king in the courtyard, who was emitting a powerful aura.
   

        If someone familiar with him were present, they would know that Casio's expressionless face indicated he was the most enraged, like the calm before a volcanic eruption.
   

        Within the courtyard, the first king took a few steps forward when he suddenly felt an intense resonance in his mind from the fragments of the door. At the same time, a terrifying glance, sharp as steel needles, struck from the right side.
   

        It made the first king impossible to ignore.
   

        He suddenly turned his head, looking towards the room lit by candlelight.
   

        Shriek! Hiss! Boom!
   

        Everything before him seemed to fade into nothingness, leaving only the most prominent things standing under the moonlight. It was a giant statue as tall and majestic as a lofty mountain, draped in heavy, fierce bone armor, emanating a chilling demonic qi. It was like the purest combat machine, born for slaughter, dying for slaughter. Above its head, a ring of blood-red halo perfectly aligned with the pale white moon.
   

        Not just that, on the Demon Idol's left shoulder, a Blood Vulture Bird with wings large enough to cover the skies descended from a deep red vortex, its iron claws as solid as metal, its wings like layers of terrifying, burning flames. Its crimson eyes were dripping blood.
   

        On the Demon Idol's right arm, a purple-scaly Python wound around like creeper climbing a tree. On its shoulder, a snake head with fiercely bared tusks was perched, its mouth interior spiraled.
   

        The three images delivered an incomparable shock to the first king.
   

        He felt, whether it was the Demon Idol, the Blood Vulture Bird, or the Sonic Snake, each seemed to possess a terrifying strength capable of contending with him. All three together? No need to think about it, he was definitely no match!
   

        Bang!
   

        The first king's whole body shook, his qi burst forth explosively, and he snapped out of that illusory state. He saw the man in the black trench coat still sitting at the desk, eyes quietly watching this way, motionless. The first king took a deep breath, a slight twitch at the corner of his mouth under the mask. He retracted his overwhelming aura and stepped back gradually.
   

        Under the gaze of the four commanders, he opened the door and then closed it with a click. Soon after, a 'bang' sounded from outside, as though a bomb had exploded. Outside, a black meteor struck towards the dense woods at an unmatched speed, and flew faster and stronger. The meteor plunged into the woods, directly breaking some trees that blocked its path.
   

        The first king fled decisively, without any hesitation or dragging it out.
   

        At that moment, he had thought of fighting desperately, but the first king felt that the terrible enemy seemed to be distracted by other matters and temporarily unable to beat him. Thus, the first king decisively fled!
   

        In the courtyard, the four commanders were also looking at each other. They had told the first king to get out, he had ignored them, but a few seconds later, he did just that. What happened to his defiant attitude when he walked in? Could it be recovered?
   

        Inside the room next to the courtyard, Casio's eyelids drooped as his finger pressed down firmly—the Shadow Moon Fist was complete. Bang! The ground trembled violently, the entire Ivy Manor shook, and half the room collapsed on the spot. Amidst the flying debris, a silhouette burst out, chasing like a meteor.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Does Arlington, that bastard, want to get me killed!?"
   

        "Where did another Extreme Fighter come from!?"
   

        "Could it be the chief inspector of the Dark Hunt Organization from the Hong Li Empire?"
   

        The woods outside Ivy Manor were deep and dark green, with dense trees standing five to six meters tall, their branches thick with foliage. The moonlight couldn't penetrate the canopy to illuminate the forest inside, making it exceptionally dim. In the dense bushes, occasional rustling sounds suggested the movement of some creeping creatures. The ground trembled violently...
   

        A silhouette cloaked in black darted through the woods like an agile bat, or a gliding swift. The first King wore a white mask obscuring his face and expressions, but his eyes radiated panic and wariness, his brows furrowed tightly.
   

        He had just charged into Ivy Manor, intending to annihilate the Magical Golem Sect in one fell swoop. Four fighters, honestly, were not even worth his attention given the first King's strength. Thus, he was incredibly arrogant, or one could say, dismissive. He barged in intending to kill all four.
   

        However, behind the four youngsters, there was an old one! An old monster!
   

        The first King would never believe that Casio's youthful appearance represented his real age; that was simply impossible. That split-second clash of aura and spirit had decidedly left the first King suppressed. This meant Casio's strength was at least on par with him—a top-tier fighter. And what did being a top-tier fighter imply?
   

        The entire Secret Martial Arts World across the globe amounted to only a handful of them.
   

        In places like the Yana United States, one of the world's three great powers, the entire Secret Martial Arts World had only one person like Whale King Arlington. And the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, being less fortunate, was pathetic during the International Exchange Meeting, not even able to muster a single Extreme Fighter.
   

        This was the highest tier in the real world, accessible only to a few. Those who reached it were without exception dazzling, their talents unsurpassed worldwide. Even just possessing talent was insufficient; they also needed extensive training through fire and blood, to continuously break their limits during sparring, actual combat, and even battles to the death, to grasp the essence of their own fist and will. Countless geniuses died in this process, turning into mere skeletons. Furthermore, luck and opportunity were also crucial elements. For instance, Arlington, who understood breakthrough opportunities after days and nights of battling two top-tier fighters when he was almost drained of his energy.
   

        Like the first King himself, who was fortunate enough to obtain the Blood Soul Secret Box.
   

        And even with everything in place, it still required a long time. The first King was sixty-three years old, Whale King Arlington was fifty-seven - both stark examples. That old monster behind the Magical Golem Sect undoubtedly was an old man, only appearing younger due to his cultivation technique's effect on preserving youth.
   

        The first King would absolutely not believe that the man who scared him into turning back and running was just in his early twenties; that was utterly fantastical.
   

        From the sudden emergence of the Magical Golem Sect at the International Exchange Meeting, possessing four capable fighters and backed by such a pivotal old monster of Extreme Fighter Level behind them. It's likely they were a hidden sect of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World, emerging at the critical moment of the International Exchange Meeting.
   

        And Whale King Arlington almost got him killed without even knowing it!
   

        Moreover, whether Arlington was unaware still needed validation—perhaps he knew? Maybe he deliberately sent him to his doom! The two of them called each other friends, but their relationship wasn't all that close; they had only recently become somewhat closer because of the operation at the Ancient Ruins on the Eternal Islands.
   

        Those ancient ruins were exceptionally dangerous, a single Extreme Fighter definitely wasn't enough, multiple powerful individuals needed to support each other for success! The first King had invited both Whale King Arlington and a fellow sect member from the Door Organization, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist. In this trio, shockingly, two were from the Door Organization, definitely causing Arlington to feel uneasy.
   

        What if, after all the arduous efforts within the ruins to obtain all the benefits, the first King and another suddenly turned hostile, planning to kill him and hoard the treasures for themselves? Were Arlington and the first King's acquaintance comparative to the decades of companionship the first King had with the Door Organization and Magic Phoenix Saint Fist?
   

        If there was a chance, Arlington would definitely keep some contingencies.
   

        Such as bringing over a reclusive old predecessor from the Secret Martial Arts World as a trap, to directly get the first King killed. Once the first King was dead without witnesses, Arlington could continue to collaborate with the newly arrived Magic Phoenix Saint Fist and have that old predecessor secretly follow behind. At that moment, it would be a shift between offense and defense, Arlington and the old predecessor reaping the benefits!
   

        As the first King ran wildly through the dense forest, his mind was also racing quickly. He felt particularly clever for seeing through Arlington's machinations. But in reality, during this period, the first King's intellect and logical thinking ability were not high, as he was severely affected by the side effects of the Blood Soul Secret Box. He was prone to paranoia, obsessed over minor details, and arrogantly self-important.
   

        Thus, the first King did not run towards East Sea City to join hands with Arlington. He feared that Arlington and that old monster behind him were in cahoots, and he would end up with nowhere to bury his body. Therefore, the first King ran in the opposite direction, he had to be responsible for his own life.
   

        The first King felt, he couldn't beat Casio!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "If you can't beat them, run!"
   

        Where to run? Naturally, to the Door Organization base in the south! The first King currently only trusts the people of the Door Organization, and there are several Kings who have gathered there recently. They are preparing to head to the Eternal Isles together to share the dangers of exploring the ancient ruins.
   

        In any case, there is strength in numbers: better them dead than us.
   

        Behind him, in the depths of the dense forest, a black meteor streaked urgently through.
   

        Casio's face was expressionless, letting the sharp night wind slash at his face, his blond hair fluttering. He was somewhat angry now, the timing chosen by the first King irritated him, as the writing of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission had almost led to his premature death before success!
   

        If his hand had trembled a bit more, the contents of the Shadow Moon Fist would definitely have been ruined, all his previous efforts abandoned. Moreover, that stack of specially made precious parchment could no longer be used, as the pages had been imbued with the aura of the boxing method. If there were any errors in the content, it would mean that the pages bore the wrong magnetic field of Qi, turning them into a cult scripture of madness. Therefore, if he had slipped up just now, he would have to start all over again.
   

        Which would cost Casio about another month of his time.
   

        Although he had managed to save it, he was very displeased. Particularly displeasing was how the first King haughtily walked in, standing from the position of a judge and sentenced the death of Casio's four subordinates. Want to mess with my people, who the hell do you think you are, motherf**ker? He definitely needed to teach him a lesson!
   

        Bang!
   

        The ground thundered, and the earth collapsed into a pitch-black pit resembling an explosion, with a nearby tree falling over. Meanwhile, a black figure blasted out even faster, locking onto a target ahead and pursuing aggressively.
   

        East Sea County, 50 kilometers south of East Sea City, in Qiongka City.
   

        A battle was erupting here, a group of dark creatures hidden on a major road, awaiting the Martial Arts World representatives from the International Exchange Meeting who were returning home early after a defeat. It seemed somewhat familiar; the Magical Golem Sect had faced a similar situation years before, leading to the near-total annihilation of its senior leadership.
   

        Now, it was undoubtedly a repeat. No, according to the timeline, this Sect Destruction War was even earlier. Feiyan Gate was a minor school from the Martial Arts World of Southern Li Empire, known for their lightness in steps, capable of making several nimble moves in a short time, toying with their cumbersome opponents.
   

        The Gate Master of Feiyan Gate was a fighter, and this time, at the International Exchange Meeting, he had brought along four or five elder-level boxing masters. In addition to some core disciples, sightseeing disciples, the entire team consisted of dozens of people. However, when they had arrived at this part of the forest, they were attacked by a multitude of dark creatures. These were a group known as Demon Bears, half-human half-bear monsters, entirely covered in impenetrable black mane as if wearing heavy armor. Nearly a hundred Demon Bears could shift from human form to bear form, extremely bloodthirsty and tremendously strong with razor-sharp steel claws.
   

        Moreover, they were also remarkably agile with astonishing speed. Never assume the bear form is clumsy; in actuality, their sudden bursts of movement were incredibly fast.
   

        As soon as the battle began, it brought tremendous losses to Feiyan Gate.
   

        In the forest, by the road, under the moonlight.
   

        "Ah!!!"
   

        A black-haired youth screamed as he staggered backwards, enduring intense pain, "My hand, my hand!" He looked at his blood-drenched left shoulder, then, with eyes about to split, stared at the three-meter-tall robust Demon Bear in front of him. In its hand was an arm it had torn off, peeling away the fabric like unwrapping packaging.
   

        Then it opened its huge, bloodied mouth, revealing its white and ferocious tusks.
   

        Crunch, crunch, it ate bite by bite, thoroughly enjoying the feast.
   

        Red muscles were chewed into a pulp, and hard bones were crunched into pieces like cookies, then swallowed with a gulp into the monster's belly.
   

        Pain, anger, and ultimately despair.
   

        The black-haired youth was the top core disciple of this generation at Feiyan Gate, a genius revered within the sect, adored by the junior sisters.
   

        Yet now, he was being manipulated and eaten, treated like food.
   

        The battle had just lasted five or six minutes, yet Feiyan Gate had already lost nearly half its people, and the fighter-level Gate Master was also entangled.
   

        Unable to break through the encirclement to carve a path of survival for everyone, the group could only fight to the death, hoping to kill more Demon Bears as funeral companions. However, Feiyan Gate was adept at lightness skills, and their offensive moves were much weaker. A punch landing on a Demon Bear was neither painful nor itchy, unable to break through the armor-like mane and sebum. Meanwhile, a swipe of a Demon Bear's claw could often disembowel a person.
   

        The crowd tried to use their lightness skills to maneuver, but there were too many Demon Bears, and they were not as clumsy as imagined; instead, they were extraordinarily cunning. Sometimes they even pretended to move slowly and, when the disciples of Feiyan Gate approached, they suddenly burst forth, pouncing and pinning someone to the ground and tearing them into pieces.
   

        Wow!!!
   

        A Demon Bear roared to the sky, and then with strong limbs, it leaped like a toad, a crushing force descending like a mountain.
   

        It directly pressed a retreating disciple from Feiyan Gate beneath its body.
   

        With a snap, the sound of shattering bones was heard, and a large pool of fresh red blood flowed from beneath the body of the Demon Bear. Clearly, that person was not going to survive.
   

        "Ramon!"
   

        An elder, eyes red, yelled in rage, the deceased was his son. Ah! Ah! Ah! Taking advantage of his distraction, several Demon Bears charged fiercely and surrounded him, drowning him in a sea of bears.
   

        At the same time, by the woods next to the mountain, a black figure stood quietly. The cold wind blew, lifting the hem of the cloak, which swayed continuously.
   

        "The effects of this experiment aren't bad, the new potion is useful..."
   

        The black figure raised her head, revealing a beautiful, delicate face.
   

        It was the fourth King, who had once gone to meet the first King.
   

        She was executing the plan set by the Door Organization, using dark creatures to wipe out the Secret Martial Arts schools, observing the effects of the new potion.
   

        From the situation below, the effects were quite good. The Demon Bears, having ingested the potion, had become more ferocious and bloodthirsty. Their fur and sebum seemed as resilient as steel. Feiyan Gate was completely overpowered, and it seemed the battle would end in another five minutes.
   

        The fourth King judged the situation from a distance.
   

        However, just when she was about to retract her gaze, she suddenly spotted an anomaly further away. In the densely packed woods, it seemed that two massive beings were rapidly traversing, felling trees as they passed.
   

        From a high altitude, it was clear that two wide pathways were artificially forged, resembling trails left by some savage ancient pythons.
   

        "What's happening? What is that?"
   

        The brows of the fourth King furrowed as she planned to rush down and investigate.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        Sudden loud sounds erupted from within the woods, akin to collapsing boulders. Each booming sound brought forth a terrifying explosion, and the surging shockwaves toppled a swath of trees, forming a crescent-shaped clearing. Within moments of impact, a plum blossom-like pattern of explosive traces formed by multiple crescents clustering together emerged, cutting off nearly a thousand square meters of greenery, with leaves falling like heavy rain.
   

        Boom!!!!
   

        Within the dense woods, a deep red train-like Blood Vulture's beak shot into the sky, breaking the air with unstoppable force, causing massive air booms. The Blood Vulture's eyes glowed crimson, leaving behind two fast blood-red streaks in the air. In contrast, a black-robed figure with a mask was frantically resisting the impact but was still smashed violently towards the ground.
   

        Boom, boom, boom… boom, boom, boom…
   

        Like an earth dragon turning over, the Blood Vulture's beak harshly plowed through the ground, and mud spurted up like a fountain. In the woods, the Demon Bears hadn't even had a chance to react when they were struck into pieces by a wave of red light. The devastating force split the battlefield, causing the earth itself to crack.
   

        Screams of agony, panic, and fear filled the air.
   

        Meanwhile, on a nearby mountain peak, the fourth King's mouth hung open in shock.
   

        "Was that just now... the first King being blown away?"
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        The fourth King was uncertain, but the expanding gray-white aura in the middle of the battlefield, exploding like a fountain, confirmed the identity of the person.
   

        The first King, the first King who had just returned from a long journey from the Yana United States. The first King who had absorbed the Blood Soul Secret Box and whose strength surged to the Ultimate Fighter Realm. The first King whose strength and status could stand shoulder to shoulder with the Magical Golem Sect's Saint Fist. Such a renowned expert in the world was actually suppressed, fleeing all the way, yet still caught up to.
   

        Who was it? Who was hunting down the first King?
   

        The leader of the Dark Hunt Organization, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism?
   

        Or had the Whale King Arlington broken the treaty, turned face, and refused to recognize anyone?
   

        The first King was deeply shocked and full of doubts. However, before she could take any further action, the situation on the battlefield quickly changed.
   

        In the woods, on the earth, a huge charred pit was emitting white smoke like flames burning. Around the pit, the ground cracked inch by inch, and there lay the broken corpses of Demon Bears.
   

        The scene was as if it had been bombed by a heavy-caliber tactical missile.
   

        The final secret skill, Beak of the Blood Vultures, swept across and wreaked terrible destruction. Simultaneously, those dense, dark creatures, the Demon Bears, positioned to besiege, were also wiped out by the terrifying aftermath.
   

        Everything happened in a flash of red light, and the towering silhouette of three meters in height stood rigidly on the spot as if a puppet, incapable of moving. The next second, a shockwave rippled through the air, petrifying all the Demon Bears into sand, crumbling into dust.
   

        Drinking the special potion provided by the Door Organization endowed them with an impervious epidermis and mane, effective against the fists and kicks of Feiyan Gate disciples. However, against the Deathfang Power of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, and even more so the Deathfang Power of the final secret skill Beak of the Blood Vultures, they were far more fragile than paper.
   

        Just a sweep of the aftermath, and nearly a hundred Demon Bears were dead in the blink of an eye. Many were severely injured, half their bodies decomposed into fragments, while the other half had their blood-soaked, visceral cross-section still writhing. They lay on the ground, panting, awaiting death.
   

        In contrast, the dozen or so remaining disciples of Feiyan Gate, surrounded in the epicenter of the encirclement, saw nothing but the black bulk of Demon Bears' bodies everywhere, layer upon layer, like an impregnable iron wall.
   

        The formerly tightening iron wall had threatened their lives, but now it had saved them. The Demon Bears used their bodies to shield the disciples of Feiyan Gate from the force of the aftermath of the Beak of the Blood Vultures, leaving none of the remaining disciples of Feiyan Gate injured, all staring blankly around them.
   

        On the battlefield, a core disciple who had just been desperately overrun by a Demon Bear struggled to his feet. His heart throbbed wildly as he gasped for air, his face flushed red, looking around in horror. The Demon Bears stood like sculptures, immobile, their fierce expressions frozen on their faces. Under the moonlight, there was a creepy sense of horror.
   

        The core disciple stumbled backward, bumping into a Demon Bear behind him. He quickly turned around, only to see the Demon Bear he had collided with collapse on the spot. It fell apart, like a heap of weathered gravel spilling down.
   

        A gust of wind blew, and all the Demon Bears in sight turned into billowing sand. The core disciple glanced at the ground where the Demon Bear had pinned him down. That Demon Bear's entire back had instantly disintegrated, vaporized, quickly leaving only a third of its body intact.
   

        Unintentionally, this Demon Bear had saved him.
   

        It pinned him to the ground and used its body to block the attack.
   

        However, the core disciple had no intention of thanking his enemy. He immediately activated his Secret Martial Art and rushed towards the remaining crowd of Feiyan Gate.
   

        Boom!
   

        Behind him, a ring of air waves burst forth with a fierce momentum.
   

        From the depths of the pit, a black silhouette soared into the sky. His clothes were tattered, and only half of his cloak remained. His face, covered with a pale osseous mask, also bore a few minor cracks.
   

        Blood dripped from his hands hanging by his sides, revealing bones. The gray-white aura erupted wildly from his body, reacting with the Deathfang Power at his forearms, emitting white smoke as it poured out.
   

        "Why must you pursue me so relentlessly? I admit my fault for disturbing your cultivation just now and should not have spoken out of turn about your Magical Golem Sect. I am willing to apologize…" gasped the first King, breathlessly speaking. He was always a man capable of bending and stretching; even as one of the rare Ultimate Fighters, he could swallow his pride. After all, pride is not as important as life itself.
   

        The past fifty kilometers of running, both parties sprinting while exchanging blows amid the mountain ranges, sometimes a single shove could blast away half a hillside, a collision could flatten a swath of woods. The more the first King fought with Casio, the more frightened he became, completely overpowered and at a disadvantage. Whether it was his exquisite boxing method, the lethality of his fists, the substantial layer of his Qi, his physical strength, he couldn't take any advantage. The only slight edge was the variety of secret techniques and burst skills inherited from the many strong essences of the Blood Soul Secret Box.
   

        These secret techniques and burst skills were all masterful in their own way, targeting every aspect of single combat. Some were responsible for quick energy recovery, some for rapid healing, some for hardening local muscle defenses, and some for making punches faster and more powerful. It took the first King years to integrate everything into his own 77 secret techniques.
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        All the secret techniques fit together like gears, unified into the offensive and defensive means of the first King. They are known as the Seventy-Seven Secrets.
   

        However, even with the Seventy-Seven Secrets, they couldn't provide an advantage against the current opponent. At most, they offered a richer arsenal of defensive tactics that allowed one to withstand greater pressure and flee further in a tangle.
   

        Under the moonlight, the first King stood at the edge of a pit. Two blood holes appeared on his shoulders and chest, emitting blood qi like red fog evaporating into the air. Moreover, his heavily wounded body began to heal rapidly, with his hands, where bone and flesh had separated, bubbling with steam as new flesh grew.
   

        The Thirteenth Secret, Blood Core, creates six blood qi cores within the body. When the injuries are severe, shattering a core can heal the wounds quickly.
   

        "Ssss... swoosh... ssss... swoosh..."
   

        The pores of the first King's body continuously opened and closed as if they were tiny mouths, greedily drawing in oxygen and strength while expelling waste.
   

        The uniform breathing sounds overlapped, resembling the long trumpeting of an elephant's trunk. A vortex whipped up around him, with streams of air swirling in disarray.
   

        The Thirty-Second Secret, Qi Pores. Passively activated, the more intense the combat, the more vigorous the breathing of the qi pores, which continuously replenishes the body with oxygen and stamina.
   

        Glimmers of light constantly flashed on the first King's body, evidently various secret techniques being activated, whether passively or actively. In an instant, no fewer than ten secret techniques were in operation, rapidly restoring him.
   

        "Tap tap tap..."
   

        Not far from the dense forest, a silhouette draped in a trench coat slowly emerged.
   

        Casio's face, with its distinct features, was expressionless, colder than the chill moonlight striking his profile. He looked at the first King as one would a dead man, with neither joy nor sorrow. Having just been pursued the whole way, Casio had essentially figured out the first King's strength which was about the level of an entry-level Ultimate Fighter, a bit more potent than the Totem King's technique, Golden Totem Wraith, but not by much.
   

        It was merely enough to barely reach the threshold of the limit.
   

        During the continuous chase and confrontation with the first King, Casio kept intensifying his attacks. Gradually, he forced out all seventy-seven of the King's secret techniques. Although numerous, none were extraordinary. In short, there were no tactics that felt particularly dangerous or formidable. In Casio's eyes, they were somewhat mediocre. The opponent dabbled in all areas but excelled in none.
   

        Such a Fighter, when bullying opponents weaker than himself, can be utterly despairing, suffocating with their oppressive power. But when facing stronger ones, they are hard-pressed to resist and can only run away.
   

        In terms of threat level, they're less than a Glass Cannon.
   

        So, after continuous probing, Casio confirmed the limit of his opponent's strength. He finally decided to completely obliterate the first King here.
   

        If the first King didn't have any self-destructive tactics.
   

        Then he was as good as dead...
   

        The aftermath of the battle stirred up an open space in the dense forest, under the moonlight.
   

        The first King had already recovered to about eighty percent. His eyes, somewhat fearful, watched Casio as if sensing the rising killing intent, "You're indeed stronger than I am, but as you've seen during our fight along the way, you can't kill me. I may not excel in combat offense, but I have a dozen ways to stay alive..."
   

        "Even under your lethal moves, I've nearly fully recovered in less than half a minute." The first King spread his arms, showing off the freshly grown tender skin: "Are you sure you want to continue fighting?"
   

        Casio smiled faintly, the aura around him growing increasingly intense.
   

        "Why do you harbor such an illusion? Is it because I deliberately controlled my power to avoid killing you, leading you to misjudge my strength?"
   

        In an instant, Casio's blond hair fluttered, his trench coat billowed. A sound like rivers colliding came from within his body, the meeting of two streams rushing down at the ends of virtual meridians. A glacier and magma clashed, with tiny Life Runes on the back of his hand emitting a dazzling light.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Deathfang Power and Echo Strength merged into one, transforming into Sonic Fang.
   

        An extreme and terrifying power burst forth, shooting straight into the sky like a column of energy, almost dispersing the clouds above. The first King's face suddenly changed; he felt an unprecedented danger, one that neither Whale King Arlington nor the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist could bring to him. That deadly oppressive force descended from the sky like a giant hand pressing down on the first King.
   

        "Secret Technique 77!"
   

        He roared, pushing his power with no regard for the cost, as if the blood in his veins were burning and evaporating. The first King's body lit up in various places, the abnormalities brought forth by his cultivation of secret techniques suddenly manifesting. In an instant, he turned into an ugly monster, his body covered with a dense network of pores, and two flesh tumors bulging on his shoulders.
   

        His fingers became sharp, like blades, with a thin layer of flesh membrane between them, hinting at some unknown function. Despite his frightening appearance, the first King's aura indeed burst to its peak.
   

        At this moment, the mask on his face also shattered into two pieces, revealing a terrifying visage. It was the overlapping faces of dozens, even hundreds, of people melded into a bizarre monster—men and women, old and young.
   

        Even non-human aberrations, ugly monsters.
   

        The essence blood absorbed by the first King from the Blood Soul Secret Box came with a terrible price, reflected not only in spirit but also in the physical appearance.
   

        For the sake of power, he had turned himself into a monster, step by step.
   

        "How could I possibly die here? The exploration plans for the Eternal Islands are about to commence, and with the combined efforts of three people, the Pure Mask is almost at hand! Once I put on the mask, both my spirit and my appearance will be restored. Moreover, using the Blood Soul Secret Box again will carry no side effects..."
   

        "My strength will see a substantial increase in the coming period..."
   

        "To stand shoulder to shoulder with the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, or even surpass it."
   

        "I cannot die here!!!"
   

        Under the oppressive force of Casio's terrifying power, the first King roared in his heart like a maniac. His entire body emitted a gray-white Qi, enveloping and occupying the space around him for hundreds of meters.
   

        "Want me dead!?" The first King's eyes spewed blood light, his unprecedented will to survive making him burst forth with power he had never shown before.
   

        The first King even swallowed all five drops of essence blood from the Blood Soul Secret Box, holding nothing back and using all his power to face the enemy.
   

        Lava-like intense heat sprayed from the pores of his body, and with each step he took across the ground, he left behind a massive pit. On the last step, he soared, rushing toward Casio like a jet plane.
   

        His momentum, like a flaming meteor, shook the sky ceaselessly.
   

        However, in Casio's eyes, it looked more like a moth to the flame.
   

        "Ssssss..."
   

        The horrific sound within his body could no longer be suppressed, spreading wildly and making the surrounding air vibrate. The next second, a terrifying burst of Extreme Power surged out, transforming into a purple-red waterfall.
   

        The waterfall roared as it tore through and exploded the air, forming dense and compact cavities and bubbles, like a fierce torrent. Amidst these purple bubbles was a tornado comprised entirely of crimson teeth.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!...
   

        Mid-air, the two silhouettes collided fiercely, carrying terrible forces. The world seemed to freeze in a stalemate for an instant, but in the blink of an eye, the outcome was decided. The purple-red current that occupied half of the sky swept past, completely crushing the other half's gray-white fog. It was an impeccable display of violence and destruction.
   

        The first King was sent frantically retreating in mid-air, a purple-red waterfall enveloping and flushing him completely, as he crashed heavily into the earth.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        "Aaaaaah!"
   

        "Damn you, Arlington, I won't let you go even as a ghost!!!"
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        In the last moments before his consciousness faded, the First King was filled with unwillingness, regret, and rage. Unwilling because he could not fathom dying in such an inexplicable manner, especially when his journey to the Isles of Immortality was about to commence, and he was on the cusp of fully resolving the side effects of the Blood Soul Secret Box, heralding a period of tremendous increase in his strength.
   

        His regret stemmed from provoking the Magical Golem Sect, marking its four Fighters as his prey. It turned out that there was an old monster lurking behind these four, waiting in the shadows, like a mantis stalking a cicada. He had unwittingly become the prey!
   

        The rage was the shout that the First King let out just before his death.
   

        Arlington! Damn Arlington!
   

        If it hadn't been for his sudden suggestion to take care of the arrogant Magical Golem Sect along the way, how could he have fallen into such a dire situation? Perhaps, conspiratorially thinking, Arlington had intentionally dug a hole for him to fall into.
   

        He and that old monster from the Magical Golem Sect were in cahoots, coveting the information about the Ancient Ruins on the Isles of Immortality and wanting to monopolize the gains! Now that he was doomed to die, only the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist remained. Then, everything would be easy to settle. It was even possible that they would plot against the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist next!
   

        All kinds of unwillingness, all kinds of regret, all kinds of anger.
   

        Finally turned into a roar.
   

        "Ar...ling...ton!!!!"
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The Earth Dragon turned over, throwing up soil, spreading out in a ring like the waves of an ocean. A large expanse of the woods swayed and writhed, with trees toppling down and leaves quivering and scattering. Dense spiderweb-like cracks spread across the earth, with black mud gushing out of the crevices like fountains.
   

        In the center was a massive, seemingly bottomless pit.
   

        Above the pit, a magnificent purplish-red waterfall poured down incessantly, as if trying to cleanse the entire piece of land.
   

        Terrifying force wreaked havoc, with boundless power surging forth.
   

        In mid-air, at the source of the purplish-red waterfall, a black silhouette quietly looked down below. In this moment, Casio finally understood his own strength.
   

        To an ordinary Ultimate Fighter, already seen by the world as a Boxing Master, standing in front of Casio, they were simply not a match. Someone like the First King, who had barely stepped into the realm of an Ultimate Fighter, was no longer a threat to him. Now, Casio only regarded seriously those who had completely cultivated their Qi to its pinnacle and pushed their strength to its limit. That is, having trained a Secret Martial Art Boxing Method to 99.9% or having become a pioneer, akin to a master of boxing techniques.
   

        As for other Ultimate Fighters, to be honest, Casio was confident of victory. Unbeknownst to himself, he had already grown to such a level of power.
   

        It seemed, aside from the ultimate embodiment of darkness in the World of Calamities and the mysterious leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu, Casio no longer feared anything.
   

        "Whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz..."
   

        In mid-air, a large palm slowly retracted, and the explosive power within his body, similar to a volcanic eruption, gradually extinguished. Echo Strength and Deathfang Power separated once again, returning to circulate within their respective virtual meridians.
   

        Casio took a deep breath. He could feel a multitude of tiny cracks in some of the blood vessels, muscles, and organs within his body.
   

        This was the side effect of using the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, which, while possessing immense destructive power externally, also inflicted backlash upon oneself. "Injuring the enemy a thousand, self-harm eight hundred." Of course, the ratio wasn't that exaggerated, but the backlash was definite.
   

        However, Casio had managed to minimize this backlash to the lowest level. With a physique comparable to an Ultimate Fighter's combat strength, he could fully endure days or even half a month of overlimit continuous combat. Coupled with the Life Vibration Energy he absorbed from the holy beetles in the Oyon Ruins recently, which greatly enhanced the strength of his internal organs and blood vessels, the side effect of Southern Dou's Power was reduced to the lowest. If he used only the Echo Strength or Deathfang Power alone, the backlash could virtually be ignored. Only using Sonic Fang caused a much more noticeable effect.
   

        However, the self-healing ability of the Magic puppet secret weapon was exceptionally strong. Internal minor injuries would heal quickly over time.
   

        Sometimes, Casio thought about those of the Southern Dipper Vein, the Holy Fist, Tyrant Fist, and Polar Fist, who had completely broken through the limits of the Ultimate Fighters and chose to merge their endlessly expanding Qi with special Forces. Perhaps part of the reason was that their physiques could no longer bear it. They couldn't withstand the power level of the Holy Fist.
   

        Of course, that was his speculation, which might deviate from the truth.
   

        These thoughts merely flashed through Casio's mind, and he slowly bowed his head as his body freely fell. His black trench coat fluttered towards the sky.
   

        The wind howled past his ears until his hard leather boots hit the ground with a smack.
   

        He glanced at the messy ground around him where the soil undulated in wave-like patterns, with height differences ranging from one to two meters in the smaller areas to four or five meters in the larger ones. Large swathes of the woods had been destroyed, lying buried under the mud.
   

        And this power akin to the forces of nature was his own doing.
   

        Standing atop one of the large mud waves, Casio looked down at the barren land below with a somewhat vacant gaze. He remembered the fourth time he reminisced, entering the Roca Mountain Range to pay a visit to Blood Fist, Feng Liusi.
   

        The two of them walked out of Death Valley and encountered an unprecedented heavy rain.
   

        Lightning screamed across the sky, with thunder rolling, as if a white and purple Lightning Tree had grown up from the ground. The downpour was heavy, like soybeans.
   

        At that time, Casio thought to himself how weak human flesh seemed to be. In the face of technology like rocket grenades and missiles, and in the face of natural horrors such as massive lightning strikes, Mountain Landslides, tsunamis, and earthquakes, it all appeared so insignificant. Does Secret Martial Art have a limit? How far is the end of the Martial Arts?
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        At that time, he could neither see nor discern clearly…
   

        It was Feng Liusi's analysis of the Holy Fist, Tyrant Fist, Polar Fist that reignited Casio's confidence and dispelled his confusion. Feng Liusi had said, Secret Martial Artists could certainly match the forces of nature using human strength, it was absolutely possible, everything was possible…
   

        And now, he was very close to that legendary realm. Many natural mighty forces, even those capable of altering the landscape, Casio had astonishingly mastered and realized. His fist could shatter a small hilltop, his power could sweep clean half a mountain forest, and his force could wash over the earth, causing it to crack.
   

        What he yearned for in those days, he had now obtained.
   

        He looked up at the bright moon in the sky, feeling an exhilarating sense of liberation in his heart.
   

        Pop… Pop…
   

        A sense of pure and clear penetration emanated from his body.
   

        As it should be, the breakthrough in Southern Dipper Boxing Method was a natural progression.
   

        A muffled rumble emanated from Casio's body, and soon purple and red stars lit up on his skin. The two resonated with each other, echoing and interacting.
   

        Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist: 38+2=40
   

        South Dou Red Vulture Fist: 38+2=40
   

        Each boxing method broke through two acupuncture points, showing remarkable progress. Coupled with the single acupuncture point that Casio himself had broken through during his recent cultivation, both the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and the South Dou Red Vulture Fist had astonishingly reached forty acupuncture points.
   

        The Fifth Stage with forty-four acupuncture points was no longer far away.
   

        "Huff…"
   

        Taking a deep breath, he exhaled a long stream of white air, Casio's figure flickered and he instantaneously arrived next to a pitch-black pit. Looking down, he saw a shattered skeleton at the bottom of the deep pit. Beside it lay a small piece of mask and a wooden box emitting a faint purple and green glow.
   

        ****************************
   

        The people of Feiyan Gate could never have imagined that they had narrowly escaped a catastrophe. The dark creatures, the Demon Bears, they had run away, yes, they had fled!
   

        The clash between the two mighty figures that had descended from the sky had reduced half of the Demon Bears to sand with just the aftermath of one ultimate move.
   

        Subsequently, the fearsome collision in mid-air, as if it aimed to dye the night sky on each side with its own color and aura, swiftly led to one's defeat, with the other emerging utterly dominant. The purple-red waterfall struck the earth with force akin to a natural disaster. As the ground trembled, the mud rolled like waves, churning wildly.
   

        The Demon Bears, initially sluggish due to the medicinal concoction affecting their nerves, were now thoroughly terrified. Even they had the instinct to seek benefit and avoid harm. Hence, the Demon Bears ran. They sprinted in all directions, seeking only to distance themselves from the heart of the battlefield.
   

        They paid no heed to their original prey, the disciples of Feiyan Gate, and at one point, there was even a scene where Demon Bears and disciples of Feiyan Gate raced shoulder to shoulder through the mud waves, each trying to outrun the other. They moved with the speed of a meteor, as fast as lightning.
   

        In this race, Feiyan Gate had the advantage; their cultivation of Secret Martial Arts favored agility and evasion, allowing them to move swiftly. Although the Demon Bears also had strong bursts of speed for short periods, they could not sustain it. Moreover, their weight proved to be a significant hindrance; some jumped high only to fall back heavily, with half their bodies plunging straight into the rolling soft mud, being mercilessly swept along.
   

        Struggling was futile, their raw strength and iron-hard bodies were of no help. After a few rolls of the ground, they were buried deep beneath the surface, continuously pressured by the forcefully moving mud.
   

        The horrific pressure came from all directions, compressing the Demon Bears into flesh mud!
   

        Feiyan Gate, on the other hand, fared much better, their footsteps light, like dragonflies skimming water. Almost none were swept into the mud, though flying stones and falling tree trunks posed significant obstacles. Still, in the end, Feiyan Gate endured until the hostile impact ended.
   

        Casio withdrew his power, and the earth-shattering events ceased. The disciples of Feiyan Gate gasped for air, sweating profusely, nearly on the verge of collapse. The one in the best shape was the gate master of Feiyan Gate; he stood atop a tree on a muddy slope, gazing towards the distant center of the battlefield. In his eyes was an uncontrollable mix of shock, awe, and a trace of fear.
   

        That magnificent purple waterfall glowing in the dark night, falling straight down as if it was a divine punishment, a holy spirit.
   

        The Feiyan Gate Master looked toward the distant sky, where the powerful black silhouette falling freely like a meteor caused his hands to tremble involuntarily.
   

        He revered it as if it were divine...
   

        Elsewhere, on the peak of a towering mountain far away.
   

        A figure in a black cloak stood quietly behind a large stone, fingers digging tightly into the crevices of the stone surface, turning the nail beds and fingertips pale from the force. Beneath the cloak, the Fourth King clenched her lips, her eyes filled with disbelief. She had witnessed the downfall and death of the First King. Not long ago, the Fourth King herself had been brutally assaulted by the First King.
   

        But the Fourth King had always recognized the strength of the First King. Even before he acquired the Blood Soul Secret Box, he was already in a league of his own among the seven kings, with a significant gap between him and the Second King. After using the Blood Soul Secret Box, his strength widened that gap even further. The First King had reached the realm of an Ultimate Fighter.
   

        In the entire Door Organization, only the Gate Master Xiadu and the Vice Leader, Magic Phoenix Holy Fist, had reached this level of strength. And in the past several hundred years among the seven kings, none had ever achieved the realm of an Ultimate Fighter. The First King was the first, and it could be said that he had reached a level equal to that of the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist.
   

        Yet, he had barely returned to the glory of the Hong Li Empire when he met his downfall and death. He was killed by some mysterious person of unknown origins. The Fourth King could only lament that the waters of the Hong Li Empire were too deep, hiding many monsters within.
   

        Even someone who had reached the realm of an Ultimate Fighter could not act with impunity. It was very likely that at any moment, a fearsome expert could emerge from nowhere, knock you down, and even kill you.
   

        The Fourth King was secretly alarmed and, while shocked by the news of the First King's death, she felt a hint of dark satisfaction. "That'll teach you for acting like a psychopath and almost killing me," she thought. "You've immediately received your comeuppance and got taken out by someone else."
   

        He really had it coming...
   

        That's right, the First King seemed to have left some last words before dying.
   

        "Damn you, Arlington, I won't let you go even if I become a ghost!!!"
   

        Arlington? Whale King Arlington!?
   

        The Fourth King seized on this key point, her eyes gradually brightening with intelligence. The First King had once shared part of his plans with her, which included a partnership with Whale King Arlington. The First King was going to East Sea City to confirm the partnership terms with Arlington. And just now, the First King had been fleeing as if he was coming from East Sea City. Did Whale King Arlington want to harm him?
   

        Why? Did their cooperation fall through? Did a dispute arise between them?
   

        Could it be uneven allocation of the loot? Was the disagreement over unfounded promises of sharing the treasure before they even got it? Or, did Arlington intend to betray him?
   

        A stream of thoughts quickly flashed through the Fourth King's mind.
   

        She felt that this intelligence was very important. Of course, the news of the First King's death at the hands of a mysterious expert was even more crucial. Magic Phoenix Holy Fist would be arriving soon. It was best to report this news to her as quickly as possible.
   

        The Fourth King immediately turned around, carefully descending the mountain and leaving without making a single sound. Even though she was far from the battlefield, she was afraid of attracting the attention of the person who had just killed the First King. The Fourth King was full of fear, her mind still replaying the scene of the purple-red torrent sweeping through.
   

        That level of terrifying power raining down was akin to that of a god.
   

        Whew...
   

        High above, the wind howled, clouds shifted, and the moon was obscured.
   

        Darkness once again enveloped the battered jungle.
   

        Two days later, in East Sea City, at the International Exchange Meeting.
   

        The event was in its final stages. Elders and sect leaders of Secret Martial Art schools from various countries took to the stage, showcasing the formidable strength of their fighters and the distinct characteristics of their Secret Martial Arts. Many previously unknown experts emerged and became overnight sensations, receiving widespread adulation.
   

        Today, the International Exchange Meeting came to a complete close.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The final phase of sparring battles at the International Exchange Meeting did not take place within the guild hall or the urban area of East Sea City. Instead, it was held in a remote and flat prairie in the suburbs, bordered by a maple woods on the left and a lake on the right.
   

        The location was sufficiently spacious and secluded, with few people around, which made it suitable for the battlefield of top fighters and those of higher caliber. The Eastern Martial World of the Hong Li Empire, as the organizer, had already checked the area in advance and chose the viewing positions. It was a relatively tall hill near the prairie where the audience of the International Exchange Meeting could look down from above, overseeing the competition.
   

        It was now ten o'clock in the morning, and the golden sunlight penetrated the white cloud layer, casting its glow and making the sky bluer and the grassland even greener.
   

        A gentle breeze blew, carrying a hint of moist vapor, soothing the heat on one's face. On the edge of the Green Lake Plains, contestants and spectators from various schools and countries around the world gathered. From the sky, it was a dense crowd of people, a bustling sight of figures. At least hundreds were present to watch this final battle.
   

        Zooming in, among the spectators were some with white bandages wrapped around them, and others so injured they had to be carried on stretchers by their fellow disciples to watch the fight. This final battle of the International Exchange Meeting almost represented a clash of the finest boxing philosophies and wills between the two major Secret Martial Arts Worlds.
   

        To put it more simply, it was a competition to see which was stronger or weaker between the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire and the Yana United States. How many top fighters could be fielded? Who would have the last laugh and become the publicly acknowledged number one figure of the Secret Martial Arts World for the two countries in this era? The reason it's between two countries is that the Star Blue Empire is too far from the North and South Reef Continent, and the speed of ships in this age is slow, with maritime trade not being very well developed. Therefore, only some schools from the Star Blue Empire arrived.
   

        Many famous major schools weighed their options and chose not to attend.
   

        While small countries around the world do have a variety of Secret Martial Art schools within their territories, they lack strength and influence and can hardly pose any threat to the two major powers. Therefore, this International Exchange Meeting is essentially a competition between the Hong Li Empire and the Yana United States, which are evenly matched so far.
   

        Initially, as the host, the Hong Li Empire faced collective targeting by participants led by the Yana United States. Despite having the advantages of terrain and people, they were still put on the back foot. The casualty rate in the arena of life and death was the highest among all nations, a somewhat embarrassing situation. However, there was a subtle shift in the events for fighters over the last two or three days.
   

        A hidden sect called the Magical Golem Sect, like a black horse, appeared in the International Exchange Meeting. The sect had four powerful masters, each with formidable strength and a brutally ruthless combat style, and they possessed peculiarly lethal boxing methods. Three days ago, the first time they took collective action, they caused the death of two veteran fighters and seriously injured two others, severely thwarting the arrogance of the foreign participants led by the Yana United States.
   

        In the sparring events over the following two days, they continued to injure their opponents frequently, with a ferocious momentum. Although they couldn't continue to kill due to their opponents being prepared, they still demonstrated the flair and reputation of the Magical Golem Sect. From the Yana United States' side, only some veteran fighters with long-established methods and craftiness could contend with these four and not be completely suppressed.
   

        Over three days, the Secret Martial Arts World participants from various countries had remembered the name Magical Golem Sect and formed a general impression of it.
   

        Mysterious, ferocious, powerful…
   

        Of course, these were just some incidental results. Casio's main purpose for having the four participate in the competition was to continue refining and perfecting the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, drawing experience and nourishment from actual combat. Indeed, actual combat always proves to be the quickest way to expose issues, with both strengths and weaknesses becoming clear at a glance. Casio optimized the four Southern Dipper Boxing Methods little by little, based on the combat conditions of the four.
   

        Otto's Shadow Moon Fist has already been branded and inscribed onto the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission.
   

        The Firestone Fist of the Ascetic is also mostly written, and will be completed soon.
   

        Casio's recent efforts have all been focused on this, so much so that even the Blood Soul Secret Box left by the first king was only briefly studied before being set aside. Undoubtedly, the Blood Soul Secret Box is an Evil Object that kills people to extract their essence and then absorbs the essence to enhance strength.
   

        This will inevitably lead to a chaotic and mixed strength, with an inability to have a pure will.
   

        Although it can boost strength dramatically in a short period, it is actually inferior in the long run. It's likely that one might become trapped at a bottleneck and unable to progress for a lifetime because higher realms of power require purity.
   

        How can a vast and yet mixed strength become pure?
   

        To abandon one's cultivation and start over?
   

        This is why Casio, when he got the Cupan Magic Box and learned that the Blood Spirit Association planned to use the box to extract the blood of strong men to gain strength, did not make use of it. Depending on external objects too much makes control difficult, and later stages might demand a price. It's better than the life vibration energy from the magic puppet secret weapon Casio created, which focuses on the core essence and shuns other large and mixed superficial strengths. It aims to evolve one's own magnetic field.
   

        Thinking this, the original forms of the Blood Soul Secret Box and the Devil's Book, the Cupan Magic Box, seem somewhat similar. They might be products of the same era...
   

        At ten-thirty in the morning, on the plains of Green Lake, the battlefield of the International Exchange Meeting.
   

        The last phase, the sparring among the top fighters, had begun.
   

        These are individuals of a caliber that are the pillars of their respective sects, either the masters of the first-rate schools, hidden experts of boxing methods, or the highly respected elders of past generations. Their reputation had spread over the past ten to twenty years, and they hardly needed any introduction from the International Exchange Meeting; many spectators could chat leisurely with those next to them, recounting stories where these participating warriors, premises of a gory and fist-filled journey, fought their way to fame and power.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        And as each protagonist of the stories made their dramatic entrance,
   

        the most anticipated final battle of the International Exchange Meeting began.
   

        "Hong Li Empire, Winged Snake Fist, Hua Jin."
   

        "Yana United States, Ultimate Slash School, Baron."
   

        As the announcer's voice died down, an elder from each camp stepped forward. The elder from the Hong Li Empire was dressed in grey, his hair white with age, and his expression aged. However, the arms hanging by his shoulders were incredibly powerful, like steel-cast pillars, robust and hulking. His ten thick fingers, with prominent knuckles and rough, fiercely bulging veins.
   

        No one doubted that this elder could smash a person into pieces or rip them in half with a single punch or claw. Nor did anyone want to find out first-hand.
   

        On the other side, the Ultimate Slash School's Gate Master Baron also slowly made his entrance. He was a towering elder, standing a full two meters tall, his spine as erect and powerful as a great dragon. He was carrying a grotesque broadsword, which had black and white spiral patterns on its blade.
   

        It appeared to be forged through some special method to be exceptionally sharp.
   

        In the center area of the grassland on the plain, two silhouettes slowly approached each other.
   

        Their pace seemed visually slow, but in reality, it was shockingly fast. With each step, they moved like shrinking the ground beneath them, capturing over ten meters in a single breath. Within a few breaths, they had already come within five meters of each other. Without any pleasantries, the fight began instantly! The eyes of the two top fighters met, dense with the scent of gunpowder.
   

        "Zing!"
   

        The broadsword was drawn from its sheath, bringing a metallic roar that made one's eardrums tremble. Baron burst forth, his body and the long sword vertical in the air, diving through in a deadly arc. The broadsword swung, its sharp blade slicing through the air with a forceful tearing sound.
   

        Ding, a crescent white arc of light seemed to illuminate on the grassland.
   

        "It's been a long time since I've acted..."
   

        At the spot, Hua Jin muttered to himself, yet in an instant, he turned into a black afterimage, leaping out of sight. All that was left was a blurry shadow, which Baron's broadsword cleaved in half from above.
   

        And the next second, Hua Jin appeared behind Baron at an unknown moment. From his hands came a hissing snakelike sound; it almost seemed like a black, double-winged giant snake was arching its body, ready to strike with its venomous fangs.
   

        Like a spring, coiled to its limit, then bursting forth!
   

        Whoosh!!!
   

        A punch as swift as a meteor was thrown, smashing the air to shreds.
   

        The target of the punch was clearly Baron's back.
   

        However, Baron was already prepared. He turned around with a slash, his entire qi concentrated to a single point, surging out powerfully. The blade swept through the air, trailing a massive white tail of qi.
   

        Clang!
   

        The fist collided with the broadsword, and the sound of metal striking metal buzzed in the air.
   

        A wave of air whooshed outward, pressing the surrounding green grass flat in all directions, forming a circular ring.
   

        "What a heavy sword!"
   

        Hua Jin's feet sank deeply into the ground, his thrown punch now showing traces of blood. Clearly, the skin and flesh had been cut open, causing harm.
   

        "What a fierce punch..."
   

        The normally silent Baron looked at his sword-holding right hand, feeling numbness and pain at his palm. It was slightly cracked, and a trickle of fresh blood streamed down.
   

        "Again!!!"
   

        Both men roared, their robust qi furiously unleashed.
   

        Hua Jin spread his arms, pointed his toes, and, astonishingly, began to glide at high speed low in the air. He transformed into a humanoid black winged snake with wings made of fearsome scales, swiftly coursing through the wind.
   

        Meanwhile, Baron was encircled by a ring of black afterimages, but he remained immensely calm, like a mountain. His broadsword continuously swung, slicing out snaking paths of blade light tens of meters long.
   

        The pristine green grassland all around bore deep furrows from the duel.
   

        In the distance, on the hillside, spectators were watching intently.
   

        A sparring battle fought with all the might of top fighters was a rare opportunity. Not even hoping to gain any insights, merely watching the combat scenes of top fighters was enough to delight anyone. For many, this might be a once-in-a-lifetime experience.
   

        In the center of the battlefield, fierce collisions continued, with two afterimages intertwining and dashing around rapidly, and their boxing techniques speeding up. Layers of aftershocks created waves in the air that were quickly transmitted, causing the hair of the spectators in the watching area to fan out, their garments to flutter, and even their eyes to become red and sore from the wind.
   

        Many felt in their hearts that they didn't even qualify to withstand these aftershocks. In a battle of this level, they were less than cannon fodder.
   

        "Bang!" "Clang!"
   

        In the center of the battlefield, the two fighters collided for the last time and both fell to the ground.
   

        Their clothes burst open, blood dripping copiously. Hua Jin's shoulders and chest bore three grotesque gashes, nearly slicing him in half. Baron wasn't in much better shape, with a pitch-black fist print on his heart and another similar mark piercing through the back of his spine, slightly oozing blood.
   

        The two stood silently, but ultimately, Baron spit out a mouthful of fresh blood.
   

        Staggering, he knelt on one knee, using his broadsword to support his body.
   

        "Hong Li Empire, Winged Snake Fist, Hua Jin, victorious."
   

        In the last phase of the International Exchange Meeting, the Hong Li Empire had a victorious start. But the battles that followed were not so easy. From morning until three in the afternoon, the destructive powers of the top fighters had heavily ravaged the grassland, sending mud flying everywhere.
   

        One by one, the usually elusive top fighters took the stage, winning and losing. Overall, the score between Hong Li Empire and Yana United States was evenly split. The strong nations of both worlds were neck and neck, with a tense atmosphere.
   

        The leaders and elders of many major schools faced off on the stage.
   

        On the sides of the martial worlds of both nations, three individuals remained motionless, as silent as sculptures. Clearly, they were the ace cards.
   

        On the side of Yana United States, it was naturally Whale King Arlington. He would not step onto the stage himself. As the sole ultimate fighter, all he needed to do was stand there and wait for Hong Li Empire's challengers.
   

        On the side of the Hong Li Empire. A muscular man dressed in a black leather vest and black trousers, his wrists guarded by metal rivet wrist guards, coldly gazed at the battlefield. His robust physique bore seven tiny protrusions on his chest, each corresponding to one of the seven stars of the Destiny World.
   

        Southern Jungle, former disciple of the Boxing Master, Seven Evil Stars Jett.
   

        Another was an elderly man with white hair and a frail body. His muscles had atrophied and his arms resembled bare bones. His face was densely wrinkled, resembling snake scales. The old man was barely 1.7 meters tall, appearing frail and slow, just like an elderly man over eighty years of age.
   

        Eastern Martial World, Star Ring Fist Sect, Scorching Fist Victor.
   

        Both their combat strengths neared the peak of top fighters, close to that of an ultimate fighter. Only they were qualified to contend with Whale King Arlington.
   

        At three-thirty in the afternoon, after a short half-hour break, the International Exchange Meeting entered its final phase. The strong challenged Whale King Arlington!
   

        In a moment of silence, from the side of Hong Li Empire, Scorching Fist Victor stepped out from the crowd. His gait was slow, his body hunched, appearing no different from a normal elderly man in his eighties. However, with each step he took, his momentum grew stronger, his body straightened more, and the brightness in his eyes intensified. Eventually, every step Victor took made the ground thunderously vibrate.
   

        The earth trembled, causing many spectators' feet to tingle.
   

        Thud!
   

        His gaunt feet struck the ground, causing it to collapse and cracks to spread rapidly.
   

        Victor lifted his head, his gaze fixing on the black-clad youth from Yana United States camp: "Whale King Arlington… dare you come forth and battle me…"
   

        His voice boomed like a great bell, ringing in everyone's ears.
   

        The tall man in black parted the crowd in front of him and slowly stepped forward. His face calm, his demeanor utterly relaxed.
   

        For him, this battle seemed like a leisurely walk.
   

        Whale King Arlington gave an imperious look, first glancing at the frail Victor, then at Jett in the Hong Li Empire camp. The man began to laugh loudly, "Has the Hong Li Empire run out of people to send an old man on the verge of death?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The domineering voice echoed through the air, filled with Whale King Arlington's confidence. As the foremost fighter in the Secret Martial Arts World of Yana United States for decades and one who embarked on the path of Tyrant Fist, how could he possibly fear teaming up against two top fighters—even if they were close to being Ultimate Fighters? But close is not close enough; a slight difference meant a world of difference—let alone that one of the top fighters had severely declined in strength.
   

        He might only maintain a short period at his peak during the battle.
   

        The rest of the time, he could not unleash the strongest battle prowess of his youth.
   

        Whale King Arlington was quite generous in this regard. Moreover, he sensed that the most formidable aura in the camp of the Hong Li Empire came solely from these two, probably their last hidden card. Why not take them on together, he thought, to save time? Besides, Arlington intended to destroy the face of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World in one fell swoop—defeating two together would be far more shocking than one at a time.
   

        As he spoke, the camp of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World erupted in an uproar.
   

        Some faces showed worry, others joy. Respected elders and gate masters exchanged glances, momentarily unsure how to handle the situation.
   

        Among the crowd, the impatient Jett from the Seven Deadly Stars pushed through the crowd with his robust arms and walked forward with powerful, healthy legs.
   

        Under the sunlight, his rugged face carried an aggression, his eyebrows sharp as blades, and his short, stiff hair resembling steel needles. His black leather jacket was stretched taut by bulging muscles, radiating a fierce charm.
   

        His eyes squinted slightly, staring intently at the proud Arlington standing not far away. His pupils seemed to flash with a savage light before it receded inward.
   

        Jett felt some anger, that was the feeling of being underestimated directly. At the same time, he felt a certain excitement. Teaming up with Scorching Fist Victor, maybe they really could contend with Arlington.
   

        At that moment, the Whale King Arlington who underestimated him would pay the price.
   

        "Tap, tap, tap…"
   

        A series of footsteps approached as Victor walked over slowly.
   

        Standing side by side, their auras naturally burst forth, warping the air around them like ripples on water, and blades of grass on the ground collapsed. Nearly a hundred meters away, Arlington let the vigorous aura of Jett and Victor weigh heavily on him.
   

        The ground beneath his feet cracked with fine lines.
   

        His eyes as dark as ink, his lips even carried a faint, barely there smile. "Impressive momentum, but the aggressiveness is a bit weak…"
   

        Suddenly, a long resonating sound came from Arlington's body, reminiscent of a massive blue whale swimming in the deep sea. A vast and profound aura pressed down horizontally, fiercely pushing back the combined aura of Jett and Victor. Unstoppably, it collided and squeezed without any delay.
   

        In the blink of an eye, Whale King Arlington's aura had suppressed them to within three meters. The air sounded with loud bursts, turning into a dense white substance.
   

        Victor's eyes slightly narrowed, Jett's expression turned fierce.
   

        Without initiating combat and already claiming the advantage, Arlington took three big steps forward, and loudly said, "I'll give each of you two chances to punch, and I'll just stand still and let you show what you can do. How about that? I'm actually quite respectful of the old and caring for the young. Hahaha, to prevent you two from losing too quickly…"
   

        Respecting the old, obviously referred to Scorching Fist Victor.
   

        Loving the young, was aimed at Jett of the Seven Deadly Stars.
   

        The obviously sarcastic and disdainful remarks left Victor unperturbed, but Jett was infuriated. Was Whale King Arlington treating him like a child just because of his strength?
   

        "Arlington, you will pay for your arrogance!"
   

        Jett roared, tearing off his jacket, his physique suddenly swelled, his body's muscles contoured with a hint of black. His upper body's muscles twisted, blue veins vigorously throbbing beneath his skin. His wide chest, with seven prominent star marks, was strikingly visible.
   

        Among these, five stars were already lit, faintly glowing.
   

        Beside him, Victor was suddenly engulfed in dense, scorching golden light, steam of pale gold color violently spurring from every corner of his body, creating a giant fist imprint behind him.
   

        Victor's arms hung down, both palms blazing as bright as flames.
   

        Seeing them erupt, Arlington's smile deepened. He still stood his ground, steadfast as an iron tower.
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        The prairie trembled violently, a crackling sound filled the air. Two silhouettes dashed out, their formidable force bursting the air, slamming out two transparent cavities surrounded by rippling aftershocks.
   

        "Star Ring Fist, Star's secret techniques, Meteor Storm!"
   

        Victor, no longer the trembling old man, was unbelievably strong and agile. He extended his arm, tiny glowing spots rapidly spreading along it as if energized. His tightly clenched fists grew increasingly luminous, striking the air with terrifying explosions. Faintly, golden red sparks could be seen.
   

        As soon as Victor made his move, it was a deadly maneuver from the Star Ring Fist combined with one of the three major secret techniques, Sun, Moon and Stars. Since Arlington said he would stand still and withstand their techniques, Victor would grant him his wish.
   

        Ten meters away, Jett's skeleton clicked and seemed to become a tightly meshed gear system, constantly transmitting and stacking power. His arms engorged, three thumb-thick black veins pulsed visibly.
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        "Seven Star Fist! Annihilation Star! Devouring Star!"
   

        Jett's formidable body surface suddenly lit up with two chess piece-sized Destiny World, rapidly spreading a dense spider web-like black spirit that wrapped around half of his upper body, creating a bizarrely terrifying aura.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        On the grassland, two silhouettes, one gold and one black, collided fiercely with Arlington. Yet, Arlington remained composed even at this moment.
   

        Facing the incoming meteors and the ferocious hurricane, he slowly raised his arms, a sense of vastness inevitably arising: "Eastern Whale King Fist!"
   

        The long, dull chanting of the blue whale transmitted into everyone's ears, instantly evoking the image of the vast, majestic ocean.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The three silhouettes collided fiercely, creating a massive noise. The entire prairie shook violently, and the grass was torn away by the gale!
   

        Layers of white air waves spread out in circles like a mushroom cloud.
   

        On the spectators' side, all the fighter-level masters simultaneously expanded their aura, their figures shaking. They blocked the aftermath of the collision and the howling air currents to prevent any less powerful disciples from being blown away by the gale.
   

        Huff... Huff... Huff...
   

        After three shock waves, the dust and mud were swept away, revealing the battlefield. Only to see, Whale King Arlington was enveloped in a deep blue spirit, his arms spread out, blocking the punches from Victor and Jett. He stood proudly alone, his expression exuding dominance.
   

        "Too light, too light, your fists are too light..."
   

        Arlington shook his head, seemingly disappointed, "Is this all you've got when you're going all out? Especially you, kid. Your punches are soft and weak. Even this old man Victor hits harder than you..."
   

        "Hehehe..."
   

        The mocking laughter infuriated Jett, but he also felt a great dread deep inside. Because his recent punch was definitely a killer move, and together with Victor's Scorching Fist, their combined power would have been enough to obliterate any top level fighter of their class momentarily. Yet, this power seemed to disappear without a trace when hitting Whale King Arlington, as if striking a boulder, futile and ineffective.
   

        "Jett, let's try one more time! Look at his feet, Arlington is channeling most of his strength into the ground, it's not that he himself is unshakable. If our power is overwhelming enough that he can't dissipate it..."
   

        Victor took a deep breath, and a ferocious sound of air tearing followed. He leaned back as if he were a bent bowstring, his spine tensed to the extreme. A silver light like moonlight shone, overlaying his entire upper body. He posed to unleash a swinging punch, his arm resembling a sharp crescent moon, seemingly slicing the surrounding air.
   

        "Moon Secret Technique!"
   

        Clang! The hand knife chopped down, with a force that seemed to split the earth.
   

        "Good! You got the right spirit, old man! Hahaha..."
   

        Whale King Arlington laughed wildly as he pushed his palm horizontally, as if trying to lift the sky, suddenly lightening the atmospheric pressure within dozens of meters!
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The hand knife and palm collided, producing a noise like an explosives explosion. The golden spirit and the blue spirit clashed, immediately sending out flecks that burst like firelight, creating deep pits in the ground upon impact, deep enough to bury two or three people.
   

        "Now's the time!" Scorching Fist Victor suddenly roared at Jett.
   

        Jett also caught this rare opportunity as Arlington and Victor collided, with Arlington's chest wide open. His feet shook the ground, and he shot out like a shell, resembling a meteor frictiously sparking in the air. Four Destiny Worlds lit up on Jett's chest!
   

        Black muscles bulging with green veins violently tore his upper garment into pieces, with chunks of fabric falling away. He spread his arms, the skin on his palms glowing with a purple sheen, veins wriggling and spreading like earthworms or tree branches.
   

        Ten fingers clenched into a fist!
   

        "Four Stars United! Wind, Fire, Thunder, Strike!"
   

        With a step, Jett's burly figure shook the ground, and then he launched a punch. His robust arm stretched out, and his rebar-like muscles vibrated in unison. A giant black fist directly aimed at Arlington's chest.
   

        "Go down!!!"
   

        Black light flickered in Jett's eyes, a fierce light shining.
   

        However, in this slow-motion moment, Arlington, who was trading punches with Victor, suddenly turned his head, staring excitedly at Jett with a smirk of playful disdain on his face.
   

        Boom!
   

        In his body, the violent and vast spirit could not be suppressed any longer, immediately letting substantial air waves burst from his pores, causing the surrounding air to stir violently, producing howling winds that swept across.
   

        Within an instant, a hundred meters turned into a deep blue profound ocean.
   

        In this current, a massive blue whale emerged from the water, blocking the sun and casting a large black shadow. As the blue whale fell, it struck Jett harshly toward the ground like a mountain.
   

        Bang, bang, bang!
   

        A series of explosions made the plain quake.
   

        Under the spectators' horrified and shocked gaze, Seven Star Fist Jett was buried into the ground, not knowing how many layers of mud were broken through as he crashed down.
   

        While Scorching Fist Victor was hurled wildly backward, bouncing repeatedly off the ground like a stone skimming on water.
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        He bounced around a dozen times before coming to a stop against a small hillside.
   

        "Hahahaha!" Whale King Arlington, surrounded by the ocean, had a giant blue whale swimming beside him in mid-air. He laughed domineeringly: "It seems your Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World is nothing special after all!"
   

        "So let me put an end to this farce and annihilate your unrealistic fantasies! Do you think you can stop me without a master of the Boxing Method?"
   

        "Dream on!!!"
   

        Whale King Arlington leaped up, shooting towards the sky like a shell. He unleashed his Extreme Fighter Level momentum without restraint, free falling, instantly transforming into the king of blue whales.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Jett of the Seven Deadly Stars burst open a Destiny World within the ground, locking his injuries while recovering half of his strength. With his eyes full of blood vessels, he burst out of the deep pit only to see darkness above his head as a whale fell down upon him again!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Ding! That was the sound of another Destiny World shattering!
   

        "Die! Even if you have ten lives, there's only one outcome for you..."
   

        Arlington's deep voice seemed to rise and stretch towards the sky, like a grand orchestral performance, issuing the final judgement on Jett's life.
   

        He dove down into the deep pit; subsequently, a series of explosions sounded from within. Cracks winding for hundreds of meters appeared, with black mud spurting out like fountains.
   

        Boom! Whoosh!
   

        A strong silhouette covered in scales and injuries flew out.
   

        Heavily landing on the ground, the rivet wrist guard on his wrist was shattered. The chest area, where seven stars once protruded, now bore only bloody holes.
   

        From the bloody holes blood gushed forth, carrying away the last vestiges of vitality.
   

        The aura extinguished, Jett of the Seven Deadly Stars was dead!
   

        Boom!
   

        From the deep pit, another blue silhouette flew out wildly. He glided through the air like a meteor, his target clear. It was the weathered old man who had just stood up from the ground, looking wooden, Boxing Master Victor with his Scorching Fist.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Arlington reached him in an instant, his fist exploding the air inch by inch.
   

        He directed a straight punch towards Victor's wrinkled, scale-covered face.
   

        Swish!
   

        The terrifyingly powerful fist stopped suddenly just a centimeter from Victor's nose. The gale it raised made the old man's mouth churn violently, revealing his yellow, broken teeth, spit flying about.
   

        "Scared to death, huh? Boring, so boring... I always said not to let old men close to death onto this life-and-death battlefield, it's bad luck..."
   

        Arlington slowly retracted his fist, looking at Victor who still stood there dumbfounded like a sculpture, his desire for victory greatly diminished.
   

        He slowly turned around and walked towards the Yana United States, leaving only the silhouette of his strong and domineering black figure. For a time, the surroundings fell silent.
   

        It wasn't until a few seconds later that fighters from the Star Ring Fist school rushed out from the Hong Li Empire camp, faces grief-stricken as they carried their teacher or elder, Victor, back to the crowd. To the small area belonging to the Star Ring Fist.
   

        "Teacher! Teacher! It's my fault for letting you fight! It's all my fault..."
   

        "Teacher!"
   

        The Gate Master of Star Ring Fist wept, a strong man in tears. The master, the father, a guide for life. Scorching Fist Victor had helped him in many ways.
   

        Yet now, at such an old age, he was killed in the arena...
   

        The Gate Master of Star Ring Fist held Victor, crying bitterly. Not sure if he used too much force, Victor's body suddenly shook.
   

        Then, an aged hand caught the Gate Master's robes and tugged sharply. The Gate Master immediately realized, stopping his crying. His eyes widened, staring at his teacher, whose eyes had reopened a crack.
   

        "Teacher, you..."
   

        "Shut up, you fool! Don't talk!"
   

        "Pretend I'm already dead, that I'm a corpse. Don't let others notice, we can talk more once the Exchange Meeting is over and we return to the school..."
   

        Victor whispered, and the next second, his legs stiffened, his body tensed, and his breath stalled. He went back into hibernation, the state of a dead body.
   

        This was a secret technique created by Scorching Fist Victor in his later years, aimed at significantly reducing breathing, heart rate, and metabolism to extend life.
   

        And by bringing this secret technique to its peak, one could feign death!
   

        For a short period, one could become indistinguishable from a corpse.
   

        Given the recent situation, even Arlington had been fooled.
   

        This was a victory for Martial Arts!!!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Defeated, the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World was defeated, utterly defeated...
   

        Scorching Fist Victor, along with Seven Kills Star Jett, two of the top fighters, teamed up. Yet, they were defeated and even killed on the spot by Whale King Arlington. Jett died, and the old Victor was actually scared to death!
   

        This was undoubtedly a significant blow to the face of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World; so much so that people couldn't even lift their heads in shame. Facing Arlington two-on-one, Arlington even gave them a two-move head start and resisted Victor and Jett's lethal moves. In the end, nothing changed. Once Arlington made a move, he established his victory and beat Jett and his companion like punching bags.
   

        After a crushing defeat that was swift as a thunderclap, everything was over.
   

        What remained in the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World camp was only silence. The many venerable white-haired elders were speechless for a moment, just gazing far into the Yana United States camp at that majestic silhouette. And the remaining adults and youths clenched their fists, their gazes filled with unwillingness. They felt a surging indignation in their hearts that could not be vented.
   

        As the organizer of the International Exchange Meeting, it was a severe blow to their dignity.
   

        In the vast Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World, there wasn't a single Boxing Master who could stand against Whale King Arlington. At this moment, many young prodigies felt as if something proud within them had shattered, even leading to confusion and doubt. In their eyes, the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World had always been the most powerful in the world—with an abundance of masters and prodigies.
   

        East, west, south, and north, each region of the Secret Martial Arts World had its characteristics, yet all were similarly fortified. Every era or two, a Boxing Master would emerge and create unique secret techniques, powerful Secret Martial Arts, enriching the martial arts traditions.
   

        However, the reality was now laid bare. Coming from the Yana United States, Whale King Arlington was unmatched in the Hong Li Empire and was the vanquished.
   

        For a time, grief, depression, and resentment spread.
   

        It wasn't until a cheering roar came from the spectators' camp of the Yana United States, that this negative emotion was maximized. In stark contrast to the spectators' camp of the Hong Li Empire, the people from the Yana United States were ecstatic. They gathered around Whale King Arlington with fervent admiration, as if looking at a deity. Arlington's victory, having consecutively killed two top fighters with his oppressive demeanor, made everyone bask in his glory.
   

        At the center of the crowd, Arlington felt the burning gazes from all directions and the worshipful sentiment from the Secret Martial Arts World of the Yana United States as they treated him like a god. A pleased smile appeared on his lips, his spirit was satisfied, and he felt an exhilarating emotion coursing through his chest. The mighty and surging power within his body suddenly swelled, the tyrannical aura grew even thicker, and he was clearly making considerable progress in strength. The enhanced aura spilled out, transforming into a wave that rolled out.
   

        Those who were close by were directly blown away, some staggering, while others, not adept enough, rolled out two or three meters away.
   

        But after they got up, their gazes became even more fanatical.
   

        Worshiping the strong and worshipping power are indeed the laws of the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        And Whale King Arlington, who suppressed the entire Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World, had clearly become the number one man in the North and South Reef Continent! Who else could they worship if not him?
   

        On the gentle slope, Arlington, feeling the newly enhanced and hence somewhat scorching and boiling aura in his body, took another look at the adoring young generation of the Yana United States. He finally couldn't help but burst into hearty laughter.
   

        "Taking this path was the right choice!!!"
   

        "Defeating more powerful adversaries, sweeping across mighty Secret Martial Arts Worlds. It can satisfy my heart, ease my will, and increase my strength. The path of tyranny, the path of tyranny, haha..."
   

        He slowly clenched his sizable, powerful fist, the skeleton within cracking: "The Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World has been defeated, and next, the Star Blue Empire's Secret Martial Arts World! On the day I defeat all the top fighters..."
   

        "Tyrant Fist... Tyrant Fist!"
   

        "Hmm?!"
   

        Whale King Arlington suddenly sensed something, a deep and piercing gaze that felt like a thorn in his back, casting from an unknown, distant location.
   

        That sensation was like being in a dark and dangerous jungle, where a terrifying beast had fixed its gaze on its prey. The blood-red eyes were cruel and fierce.
   

        "Who!!!"
   

        He spun around fiercely, his head locked in the direction of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World. His eyes were fierce, with threads and tendrils of fighting spirit and killing intent.
   

        His gaze spanned hundreds of meters, piercing through the gaps among the overlapping figures of the crowd, and finally locked onto a tall silhouette wearing a black trench coat. For a moment, everything around became rapidly blurred and dim.
   

        It was as if a colorful painting was fading to grayscale; the blue sky, white clouds, grassland, and the crowd all turned into contours of black and white. And they seemed to fade away, vanishing into the canvas, leaving only the single existence of that silhouette.
   

        That silhouette was tyrannical, dominating everything, including mere existence. As though no matter how many attractive men and women or how much wealth and power were around, your gaze would only be fixed on him, your magnetic field caught by his immense and powerful one. There was an undeniable air of dominance.
   

        "There's actually such a person in the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World?" Arlington felt a trace of apprehension, his face displaying a cautious expression that had never appeared before. Because, before commencing battle, when he was assessing the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World camp, he had not detected this man's aura. This implied two possibilities: This man was very weak, hardly able to attract his notice, or this man was very strong, so strong that Arlington was unable to sense his aura. Obviously, in the current situation, it was the latter.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Interesting... interesting..."
   

        Whale King Arlington stopped in his tracks and unexpectedly turned to walk towards the Hong Li Empire camp. Spectators from the Yana United States parted to either side of the path he took, much like waves divided by a reef.
   

        Tap tap tap... tap tap tap...
   

        The dull sound of footsteps drew closer to the Hong Li Empire camp. Arlington's silhouette became more distinct, and the oppressive aura he exuded intensified with each step he took. It was as if a vast shadow loomed behind him, blocking out the sun.
   

        In the Hong Li Empire camp, everyone's eyes showed fear. Some of the onlookers outside pressed together, not daring to directly face Arlington's majesty. Meanwhile, the younger generation, initially furious, bowed their heads in a silent rage, as if their spines had been broken. In the small area occupied by the Star Ring Fist school, Victor of the Scorching Fist, gripped by his disciple, trembled violently.
   

        His aged hands clutched tightly at the hem of the Star Ring Fist Gate Master's garment.
   

        "Apprentice, tell me... is Arlington coming our way?" Victor's voice was old and hoarse, with a tremor of fear.
   

        Why was Whale King Arlington coming over again, and with such a terrifying demeanor as if to reprimand? Had he exposed himself? Had Arlington noticed?
   

        Was he coming to uncover his feigned death and vigorously slap his old face? At an even more aggressive thought, was he here to literally kill him again?
   

        Thinking this, Victor shivered from fear. It wasn't right for these young people to lack martial decency, bullying an eighty-five-year-old elder; it was not good at all! Wasn't it enough that he had fooled them by playing dead? Did they have to expose him and completely crush his old bones underfoot?
   

        Following his master's request, the Star Ring Fist Gate Master looked up for a moment.
   

        He was shocked to see that Whale King Arlington was indeed looking in their direction. Moreover, he was walking straight over, like a sturdy ship breaking through ice. Many schools from the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World did not dare to obstruct him.
   

        They simply allowed Arlington, full of oppressive energy, to walk over.
   

        "Master, he's coming, Arlington is coming." 
   

        The Star Ring Fist Gate Master reported truthfully.
   

        "What!?"
   

        Victor trembled all over, almost fainting from the shock. The worst outcome was happening; Arlington was indeed coming his way. He was doomed.
   

        Tap tap tap... as the dull footsteps approached.
   

        Victor's eyes twitched shut, muttering like an ostrich: "You can't see me, you can't see me." He was extremely nervous; his back soaked with cold sweat and his frail, tense muscles coiled like a compressed spring.
   

        It was unknown whether Victor's inward chanting was effective, but in the end, Arlington did not enter the area occupied by the Star Ring Fist. Instead, he approached the black-robed figures of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        There, only five people stood.
   

        Four formidable silhouettes stood before the last person, like an enclosure wall, countering Arlington's overwhelming aura. The air currents continually clashed.
   

        Aura ripples spread out layer by layer, sweeping up the sand from the ground.
   

        "Step aside."
   

        Arlington's voice was low and forceful, as if issuing an undeniable command. However, the four commanders of the clinic showed no signs of fear or retreat. Instead, their momentum surged like a burning flame. Their fierce eyes locked on Arlington, ready to strike at any moment.
   

        As long as their leader backed them from behind, none of the four feared, none would shrink back, and all would dare to combat!
   

        Even if the one before them was Whale King Arlington, who had just killed two top fighters, they would dare to rush forward together at their leader's command to tear off a piece of flesh with their sharp claws and wild will!
   

        Before them stood a formidable tiger, no doubt...
   

        But behind these four snakes, there was a dragon!
   

        "Step back, let him come..."
   

        Casio's voice came from behind, cold and unfluctuating.
   

        The four commanders' eyes flickered, and they stepped aside several paces to either side.
   

        Clearing the middle path.
   

        Arlington smiled, having never been confronted like this before.
   

        Judging from their tone, it was as if he was in the presence of a king.
   

        Arlington's aura turned sharply cold and deep, carrying a subtle sense of danger. However, when his gaze landed on Casio, Arlington's aura inevitably faltered, and his eyes widened.
   

        "Blood Soul Secret Box!"
   

        "How could this be!?" he exclaimed incredulously, completely losing his composure, "How could the First King's Blood Soul Secret Box be in your possession?"
   

        Opposite him, Casio was fiddling with the small box in his hand, slowly lifting his head. He had been occupied with writing the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission and hadn't had the time to study this box left by the deceased First King. So, he took advantage of the idle time during the final battle phase of the International Exchange Meeting to examine it again.
   

        But the result was similar to the hasty conclusion he had reached before.
   

        It was a treasure, but also an evil object. Useless to him, yet significantly beneficial for those who were impatient, those who liked to follow evil ways.
   

        On the gentle slope, in the spectator area of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Casio listened to Arlington's questions and simply shook his head.
   

        "How would his Blood Soul Secret Box end up in my hands? Hehe, isn't it obvious?" A smile suddenly emerged on his face, inexplicably cold and sinister, even carrying a chilling sense of horror that was bone-shuddering, "The answer is simple, because I've already killed him."
   

        Casio extended his hand, gently weighing the wooden box in his palm.
   

        "This is an evil object that can draw the fresh blood of the strong. It's a pity the First King didn't leave even scraps of flesh and blood behind when he died, otherwise it might've been interesting to have it draw some essence blood and test its effects on someone…"
   

        Arlington, observing Casio's smile, felt as if there was a man-eating monster hidden behind that handsome and attractive face. Casio had clearly killed an Extreme Fighter! Yet his words were as casual as if he had slaughtered a mere beast, emotionless. It seemed like an inevitable fact to him.
   

        This was a top-tier fighter! How many of them could there be in the world?!
   

        "Did you truly kill the First King?!"
   

        Arlington was already seventy percent convinced, as the Blood Soul Secret Box was the First King's most crucial treasure. Unless he was dead, it wouldn't fall into someone else's hands. Nevertheless, Arlington found it hard to believe and asked again.
   

        "Yes, he is dead," Casio delineated the fact, his blue eyes meeting Arlington's, "Before his death, he even left some last words about you. Do you want to hear them? I still remember."
   

        "What last words?"
   

        "Damned Arlington, I won't let you off, even as a ghost."
   

        Upon hearing these last words, Arlington was initially in disbelief, but then his brow furrowed. He remembered, that night he seemed to have casually asked the First King to hunt while helping himself out by eliminating the Magical Golem Sect. And the man before him was the leader of the Magical Golem Sect! So, had he unwittingly caused the First King's death? Leading him to attack futilely and fall into a trap?
   

        No way… Ah this…
   

        This was definitely not Arlington's intention...
   

        Embarrassment, regret, mixed with a bit of guilt.
   

        Arlington's expression was bizarre.
   

        But then, the thought of avenging the First King rose in his heart.
   

        His dark eyes sharpened as he looked at Casio once more, asking,
   

        "Are you a person from the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire?"
   

        "You could say that."
   

        "Do you come from the Magical Golem Sect, at the Extreme Fighter Level?"
   

        "Isn't that obvious?"
   

        "Would you accept my challenge, mysterious powerhouse of the Hong Li Empire? If I win, hand over the First King's Blood Soul Secret Box to me."
   

        "Agreed."
   

        After a brief exchange, Arlington took a deep breath.
   

        "Strong one, state your name."
   

        Casio's expression was unreadable as he slowly uttered each word,
   

        "My name is Casio, the one who will soon overpower and defeat you…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        His words were undisguised and pointed, as sharp as the tip of a needle.
   

        The calm tone was imbued with strong confidence, as if he was stating a fact—a fact that was surely going to occur!
   

        Arlington paused slightly, he had thought himself to be quite arrogant, yet the man called Casio before him was even more so without pale.
   

        "Haven't started fighting, and you think you've already won?"
   

        Arlington's brows flashed with an inviolable dominance, he was somewhat angry, "Who is stronger, who is weaker, only under the fist can we truly understand..."
   

        "Heh heh," Casio chuckled lightly, a terrifying momentum circulating around him—that was a dominance even greater than Arlington's! With authority radiating outward, he pushed aside all challengers. An overwhelming force, unmatched and undefeated. This was the demeanor of the Overlord of the Fist! He looked at Arlington and said, "I didn't expect to see a follower on the same path, I will take you seriously..."
   

        Casio's words were very sincere, but Whale King Arlington's eyes narrowed warily. This mysterious powerhouse was also on the path of dominance!
   

        When two overlords collide, it is the cruelest affair.
   

        Once one falls, all they are will become nourishment for the growth of the other! Propelling the victor to grow stronger at an accelerated pace, their will and belief hardening even more, further convincing themselves they are the sole sovereign! Meanwhile, the defeated will be halted in their progression, leaving behind an Obsession they can never shake off. Like a heart demon, continuously hindering the enhancement of their strength.
   

        As an overlord, as a sovereign, as Tyrant Fist. They have no need for so-called trials, setbacks, or fluctuations. What they need is to push all aside as they advance, fists ruling uncontested, charging ahead with unstoppable force, until they stand at the peak, overlooking all!
   

        In simple terms, unbeatable! Unbeatable! Still unbeatable!
   

        Whale King Arlington had always done so. After his sweeping dominance across the Secret Martial Arts World of the Yana United States and becoming number one, he traversed vast oceans to challenge the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, harboring such aspirations. However, just when Arlington was pleased with himself, believing he had obtained his desired outcome—
   

        An unexpected change occurred, an overlord among Ultimate Fighters!
   

        A battle between the two was inevitable.
   

        Why put off until another day what could be settled right now, at this moment, let's determine who is superior!
   

        Swish!
   

        Arlington's feet shook the ground, and in an instant, he turned into a blurry, vast shadow that soared out of the Hong Li Empire camp like an arrow.
   

        With another flash, he was already standing on the battlefield plains.
   

        This place was riddled with holes, covered in mud everywhere. The green turf was torn up who knows how many times, leaving behind only the patchy color of a plaster.
   

        "Please!" Arlington stood with his hands behind his back, his black hair wildly fluttering.
   

        Zoom! A silhouette with blond hair and dressed in black leaped from the Secret Martial Arts World camp of the Hong Li Empire, cutting through the air like a meteor, tracing a long parabola. Finally, with his trench coat billowing, he landed in black leather boots on the ground.
   

        In the center of the battlefield, two equally tall and strong silhouettes stood quietly facing each other.
   

        "Who is he?"
   

        "Is that blond youth going to fight Whale King Arlington?"
   

        "Does the Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World have a hidden, mysterious fighter?"
   

        "It looks like he's from the Magical Golem Sect, a very secretive School..."
   

        "He's going one-on-one with Arlington? Just now, Scorching Fist Victor and Jett of the Seven Luminaries couldn't do anything to Arlington but were instead killed by a few punches. Two top fighters! Could this man be stronger than Victor and Jett? Can he contend with Arlington?"
   

        For a moment, the camps of the Hong Li Empire and the Yana United States Secret Martial Arts World were abuzz with discussion. Confused and astonished voices echoed everywhere.
   

        On the side of the Hong Li Empire, many Elders from different Schools were perplexed.
   

        They were not very clear about the Magical Golem Sect either. This School had emerged suddenly during the International Exchange Meeting, shrouded in mystery. It became famous because within a single Sect, there were four Fighters of high caliber, each possessing formidable strength and mastery over systematic Secret Martial Techniques. Yet, such powerhouses had never been heard of in any of the four Secret Martial Arts Worlds before.
   

        It was as if they had popped out of thin air.
   

        Once, during a Secret Martial Arts World conference discussing how to restrain Whale King Arlington, there had been attempts to probe the Magical Golem Sect for a Boxing Master of reclusive strength. However, they did not receive a response or answer, and the probes ended there. After all, instead of counting on the faint possibilities of encountering an obscure Ultimate Fighter, it seemed more practical to rely on the visible Scorching Fist Victor and Jett of the Seven Luminaries. But as it turned out, both Victor and Jett were defeated and killed.
   

        The hopes of the people from the Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World were shattered, and they had given up.
   

        At such a critical juncture, when everyone thought the first path was either blocked or too preposterous, suddenly, a glimmer of hope appeared!
   

        Whale King Arlington personally extended an invitation for a showdown with Casio. Moreover, he looked grave, not with a light, mocking disdain. Was Arlington serious? Didn't that indicate that Casio from the Magical Golem Sect was...
   

        In an instant, those in the Hong Li Empire camp with quick minds were shocked, and they quickly shared their inferences with those around them. Suddenly, the discussion voices surged with an increasingly intense fervor.
   

        The Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World also has their own Ultimate Fighter!!!
   

        An existence even Whale King Arlington must treat with caution!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Just this one piece of information almost made everyone explode.
   

        After all, Arlington had just slapped the face of the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire. And once Casio appeared, he was immediately hailed as the savior.
   

        Many young disciples surrounded the residence of the Magical Golem Sect, their eyes filled with excitement and curiosity, and even a hint of eager fever. However, Otto and the other three people didn't care at all, their gazes and attention were fully focused on the distant battlefield. They wanted to see how the Dean would defeat this formidable opponent! The unbeatable golden body of Whale King Arlington was going to be broken!
   

        In the center of the battlefield, the air currents were chaotic, the wind and waves were as sharp as knives, and the sound of the storm was deafening.
   

        Arlington observed his opponent quietly, the longer he looked, the more cautious he became, constantly raising his estimation of Casio's strength. The robust and plentiful physique that was visible to the naked eye, the unruly aura that aggressively pressed outwards in all directions, and the absolutely domineering eyes.
   

        A formidable rival!
   

        Arlington made this judgment in his heart, and he thought of the death of the first King. Although the first King was barely at the level of an Ultimate Fighter, that was still an Ultimate Fighter, existing in the same realm as Arlington himself. And now, the man called Casio had killed the first King. Clearly, there was a significant gap in the battle power between them.
   

        Based on the first King's strength, Arlington surmised that Casio must have traveled a long and distant path within the realm of the Ultimate Fighter.
   

        If he fought him, he probably wouldn't have a guaranteed chance of winning.
   

        But, just because there was no guarantee of victory, would he not dare to fight? After becoming famous, the word "cowardice" was not in Arlington's dictionary. Moreover, Arlington had just recently suppressed the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, his spirits were high, and his strength had increased. His battle power was at an unprecedented peak, able to exert one hundred and fifty percent of his strength!
   

        If not now, when?
   

        If he were to shrink back here, even if undefeated, Arlington would have a shadow of cowardice in his heart. This would affect his ability to further increase his strength later on.
   

        On the prairie, by Green Lake. The wild wind howled, and the clothes of the two men fluttered in the air.
   

        "Eastern Pole Sect, Arlington!"
   

        Under the sun, Arlington's stature was stout and well-proportioned, with limbs that looked powerful, displaying the most perfect ratio of force. At first glance, he was a perfect machine of strength and speed. He was wearing a pure black combat uniform, with armored shoulder and knee pads resembling epaulettes, giving off a heavy sense of distinct features. Like a knight wearing a cape.
   

        "Magical Golem Sect, Casio."
   

        On the other side, Casio's handsome face remained cold, his velvet-like dazzling blond hair moved like a lion's mane in the strong wind. He wore a black leather trench coat, its wide shoulders spread out for support.
   

        Filled with an indescribable sense of power, majesty, and dominance.
   

        Under the shirt, acupuncture points pulsating in red and purple like stars twinkled faintly, resonating continuously, emanating a magnificent mystical aura.
   

        Making Casio seem extraordinary, as if he were unique.
   

        "Arlington, I just observed your Eastern Whale King Fist... you specialize in strength, right?" Casio suddenly spoke before the battle was about to erupt.
   

        "What do you mean?" Whale King Arlington furrowed his brows.
   

        "Hahaha..." Casio laughed loudly: "Merely defeating someone isn't interesting, especially when victory is certain. Only by defeating someone in their most skilled and proud domain, completely shattering their self-respect and pride, can the victory be painfully memorable..."
   

        He smiled while looking at Arlington, "I hear you have a natural godlike strength, and the Secret Martial Art you practice is also unparalleled in power, capable of overcoming anything under the heavens..."
   

        Casio slowly raised his right hand, as if showing off, he spread five fingers with distinct joints. Underneath the rock-white skin on the back of his hand, veins protruded like little snakes. With a bang, his fingers closed. The airflow from the palm of his hand desperately escaped through the gaps of his fingers, turning into thick white traces.
   

        With a sharp 'swoosh', a sharp and forceful ripping sound was made.
   

        "I have a Secret Martial Art called Demon Idol."
   

        "Demonic Qi" from the demon, and "Giant Statue" from the idol.
   

        "The strength you excel at is also what my Magic puppet secret weapon specializes in. So, let's see whose power is more boundless... whose power can be compared to mountains!" Casio slowly opened his hands.
   

        As his words grew more intense, terrifying black steam rose from his head and shoulders towards the sky, forming a waterfall that washed the skies. Behind Casio's head, a blood-red moon disc radiated an eerie crimson halo.
   

        Roar… the empty space…
   

        A low, muffled rumble echoed through the air.
   

        A monstrous colossus appeared behind Casio, with its illusionary body tens of meters tall blocking out the sun, casting vast swathes of dark shadows. The demon idol slowly extended its arms, covered in densely packed metal scales, as if to embrace the sun in the sky. Its tower-like stature stood firm on the earth. Layers of bone that resembled steel armor were stacked upon each other, the chilling and rigid curvature between them was terrifying. A monster, a true ancient beast!
   

        It descended upon the peaceful and beautiful realm of humanity.
   

        "Release your qi, your will, your entire strength! And then be defeated by me, be subdued by me, be destroyed by me!" The giant statue slowly lowered its massive head, and its deep and terrible voice seemed to resonate with the entire world, vibrating the eardrums, "Otto... Arlington..."
   

        Woo...
   

        Accompanied by the sound of ocean tides was the low moan of a solitary island whale. It was a sound that came from the human chest cavity.
   

        Bang! Rumble rumble!
   

        With an explosion, vast amounts of air were compressed and rapidly escaped. A huge blue whale shook its tail fin in mid-air.
   

        Each swipe caused the surrounding air currents to distort like parallel twisted wave patterns, layer upon layer, circle after circle spreading outward.
   

        "How presumptuous of you!!!"
   

        Arlington stood atop the whale's head, his domineering aura surging out, his deep blue qi erupting like a volcanic eruption, relentlessly assaulting forward, "With the Eastern Whale King Fist, I will crush every inch of your skeleton!"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        High above, Arlington leaped down, his qi trailing like the tail of a meteor, burning like a flame. He punched out violently, as if he dragged the entire azure sky down with him.
   

        The giant whale dove down as well, fiercely colliding with the black demon idol!
   

        "Then try it!"
   

        Beneath the helmet, which resembled a snake's belly, a red light shone. The idol swung its arm as if stirring the heavens and clouds. A terrifying explosive force rose up, flowing like water from all parts of its mighty body to its arms, causing the armor-like skin to swell and stretch, with a thousand strands of qi rushing beneath like streams of scorching magma.
   

        Crack crack crack...
   

        The skeleton emitted terrible cracking sounds, and its arms swelled at least two sizes.
   

        Lift, compress, gather strength, then punch!
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang!
   

        Pure strength burst through the air, friction between the osseous handguard and the air currents produced golden red sparks, bringing fierce high temperatures. The demon idol swung its right fist into the sky, colliding with the oppressively approaching blue whale!
   

        Ding!
   

        A mushroom cloud, one that occupied much of the field of vision, blossomed. Dazzling white light, intense heat, radiated outwards in all directions.
   

        Yet, sound seemed to have stopped, eerily silent.
   

        Not until a visible massive shock wave swept across did noise return to the ears of the onlookers. Whooosh whooosh whooosh whooosh...
   

        The sky was exploding, the ground was collapsing, and everywhere thick white currents roared past, like dragons surging across the plains.
   

        Even with numerous fighters' auras blocking, the spectators were still scattered and disheveled, their cheeks aching from the wind, their eyes nearly ruined.
   

        They could only prostrate on the ground, their five fingers piercing into the earth. Struggling to lift their heads, they looked toward the two monsters in the dense fog.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        Within the fog, the sounds of explosive collisions continued unabated, and amidst the misty haze, the silhouette of the two massive creatures punching and striking could be seen. Shock waves rippled out in circles, nearly plowing up the entire landscape.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        A sound louder than any before came forth, and a blue whale was sent flying from the fog, tracing a heavy parabola before crashing into the mountain forest.
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        Thud!
   

        The blue whale leaped up, its pupils filled with intense dissatisfaction and rage. It rammed through the air like a mad creature, its tail fin spinning fiercely like a propeller, blurring the colossal body's form.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Blue energy clashed with black, shattering into specks of light that burst into the air and rained down, exploding violently upon touching the ground.
   

        The shock waves that distorted the spectators' view whipped up mud and carried it away.
   

        Under the sky, on the battlefield, the two titanic, ethereal beasts had now vanished. Only two figures with ordinary human forms remained.
   

        Whale King Arlington planted one foot forward like a steel pillar and dug the other harshly into the earth behind him. His upper body, which once resembled a tight-fitting armor, had been reduced to ripped cloth hanging from his shoulders. Blocks of muscles as tough as steel bulged and swelled, with vein-covered branches spreading across his body like pulsating black worms.
   

        Arlington kept his left hand by his side, while his right fist, like a long spear, lashed out straight and ferociously. His skeleton creaked incessantly in a series of clicks, making a grating sound that sent shivers down the spine. His taut muscles, like steel rebars, occasionally made sounds of reaching their breaking point.
   

        The thick veins on his neck, almost as thick as his head, protruded grotesquely, so much so that one could see his hot blood flowing as fast as streaks of light. Arlington's face was fierce, his eyes blood-red. With dense veins across his face and bared tusks, he resembled a savage beast.
   

        He glared at his opponent, his skin flushed red and steaming.
   

        Across from him stood a blond man, his posture the exact opposite of Arlington's. If Arlington were a crude, raging beast, then the other was the epitome of elegance and composure. The blond man hadn't taken a stance suited for exertion; instead, he stood still with his legs together.
   

        His black trench coat was undamaged, spotlessly clean.
   

        He slowly raised his right hand, not to throw a punch but to simply open his five fingers and catch Arlington's final blow, absorbing all its power.
   

        The might that could have shattered a small mountain, when funneled into Casio's body, was like a clay ox entering the sea, vanishing without a trace in an instant. After all, what disturbance can a stream cause when it joins a great river?
   

        "Your energy is depleted, and your strength has dropped a notch,"
   

        "Even with fifteen punches, your current one isn't worth my response..."
   

        Casio shook his head expressionlessly, calmly stating the facts. His face bore neither veins nor a ferocious expression, nor did it sport sweat or steam.
   

        He looked at Arlington, whose entire body was tense as a bowstring, every muscle pushing to the limit, his spine almost on the verge of snapping. Casio gave a slight smile, then pushed forward his right palm in a plain, unremarkable thrust.
   

        Crack, crack, crack, crack, crack!
   

        Sounds of cracking bones carried through Arlington's body, reminiscent of popping beans, with an occasional hint of breaking. Especially his right arm, which was involuntarily trembling as it bent bit by bit.
   

        "Impossible! How can this be!!!"
   

        He roared inwardly, fuming with anger. It was the pain of one's inner pride being ruthlessly shattered little by little, utterly agonizing. Whale King Arlington had been taken as an apprentice in his youth and had the fortune to enter the Secret Martial Arts World because of his innate godlike strength—a natural gift! He then cultivated the Eastern Whale King Fist, a domineering and suppressive boxing method.
   

        With both combined, Arlington's strength had become unparalleled.
   

        Before setting off on the path of Tyrant Fist, he had tasted defeat, but in terms of sheer physical power, he had never lost. It was only that his overall strength fell short.
   

        Latter on, Arlington grew step by step, his boxing technique becoming more refined, his strength steadily increasing. Before reaching the realm of Ultimate Fighter, his power had already reigned supreme in the entire Yana United States Secret Martial Arts World—no one could match him in arm wrestling. In his heart, he had come to see his strength as the supreme attribute.
   

        Now, the strongest point in his power system, the sharpest spearhead, had been effortlessly snapped, crushed, and smoothed by the enemy.
   

        The enemy's spearhead was sharper, tougher, and more ferocious than his!
   

        Even now, as Whale King Arlington had given his 150% to unleash his strength, he still couldn't force his opponent to use all his might.
   

        From start to finish, Casio had treated it like an adult playing with a child.
   

        That feeling of suffocation, of being looked down upon, drove Arlington to uncontrollable rage. His body had already been bested in the struggle, but his will, his pride, wouldn't allow him to admit defeat.
   

        And so, even now, Arlington was stubbornly holding on.
   

        His entire body swelled, his skin reddened, his high body temperature surging.
   

        Not just one foot, but both were deeply embedded in the ground as he redirected all the force he had endured into the earth.
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble…
   

        Behind Arlington, from both his feet. The ground itself began to twist and warp, undulating like waves, forming peaks and troughs. The affected area was extremely wide, spreading outwards in a fan shape, even enveloping part of the mountain forest and causing numerous green trees to topple over.
   

        Upon the surface of the nearby Green Lake, numerous bubbles emerged, clearly from the lakebed fracturing and releasing air. Web-like cracks spread rapidly across the ground, lake water pouring into them, shining like streaks of mercury in the sunlight.
   

        "Your strength is indeed not bad, now catching my eye. This is no small feat; you're the first. But your physique is rather poor. Although much stronger than others, you're still extremely weak and frail. You're like a Glass Cannon; it can fire but cannot take the hit…"
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        Casio always made comments as if he were a diner at a restaurant. Of course, he didn't review just any restaurant. At least, he would only glance at a restaurant whose food was edible and reasonably tasty, as in this case with Arlington.
   

        In the battlefield's center, two silhouettes maintained arm-wrestling stances. Casio looked at Arlington, who was emitting white steam all over his body, slightly annoyed by his stubbornness.
   

        "Look, your muscle and skeleton are fragile like a biscuit,"
   

        "A gentle push, a pinch, and they'd break."
   

        Casio's movement was no longer slow—his right hand pushed forward at a normal speed.
   

        Crack! Crack! Crack! Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        The familiar sound of bones cracking, mixed with the rending of skin like a whale's, and arteries bursting, splattering copious amounts of blood.
   

        Finally unable to hold on, Arlington bit down on his teeth and groaned.
   

        He flew backward with a whoosh, his right arm exploding into rings of blood mist. He glided nearly a hundred meters before rolling in mid-air and landing on his feet. He then drifted dozens of meters due to friction.
   

        The shoes were destroyed, leaving only his bare feet dragging out two long traces.
   

        "This arm wrestling match — Whale King Arlington is at a disadvantage!"
   

        "Whale King Arlington is injured!"
   

        "Truly a boxing master! This senior of the Magical Golem Sect is at the ultimate fighter realm! I guessed right, I just guessed right, so good..."
   

        On the side of Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World's viewing camp, everyone became excited and showed their joy upon seeing the result of the first phase of the battle.
   

        They seemed even more invested and concerned than Casio himself.
   

        They couldn't help it; Whale King Arlington's recent achievement of consecutive defeats of two top fighters from the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World had greatly disheartened many. Some had even shown signs of despair, unable to lift their heads. However, within less than three minutes, the tide turned, and Arlington showed signs of defeat.
   

        HIs arm bleeding profusely clearly indicated he was injured. Meanwhile, the mysterious powerful figure from the Magical Golem Sect remained composed, seemingly much more at ease than Arlington.
   

        This made the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World instantly think of the possibility of victory.
   

        The spectators' mood instantly surged with excitement.
   

        In contrast, the camp from the Yana United States wore faces full of astonishment, seemingly unable to believe that the invincible Whale King Arlington had just faltered.
   

        "Does the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World also have top fighters?"
   

        "With a boxing master present, why didn't he show up earlier instead of sacrificing the lives of two top fighters?"
   

        "Whale King can't be about to lose, can he? This..."
   

        "The situation looks grim..."
   

        The formerly high spirits of the Yana United States dimmed and became subdued.
   

        They watched the battlefield intently, eager for Whale King Arlington to erupt again, to turn the tide of defeat and once again suppress Casio below him.
   

        The people of the Yana United States thought this, and so did Arlington.
   

        On the battlefield, he pointed his index finger of his left hand at his right shoulder, sparking a self-invented healing secret technique. At The top of his arm, a thick ring of muscle suddenly bulged, looking like a black bracelet, slowly pushing down from the upper arm to the forearm, and then crossing to his wrist.
   

        Where the muscle ring passed, the skin repaired and the veins healed.
   

        In a moment, his entire right arm was restored to its original state.
   

        A master at the ultimate fighter realm is just like this, each one a boxing master who has fought their way out of life and death situations, inventing many domineering boxing secret techniques. For example, the first King, though he didn't invent the seventy-seven secrets, they were created by a formidable figure from the secret martial arts past, which included seventy-seven mighty secret techniques, seventeen of which were of the healing type.
   

        That's more than a fifth of them.
   

        It shows the importance of healing techniques, almost each one with its own unique creation.
   

        But Casio didn't need one, because he didn't need it.
   

        With a physical body comparable to an ultimate fighter in combat ability, Casio hadn't been injured in a long time. His body, forged relentlessly like steel, was nearly indefensible, and moreover, the Magic puppet secret weapon inherently accelerated flesh healing. Merely passively, it could be much stronger than some of the healing techniques created by boxing masters, similar to the undying nature of dark creatures.
   

        It was because of his strong physique that Casio didn't need to focus on defense, healing, or regaining energy. He only needed to focus on developing offensive tactics, combat methods, suppression techniques, focusing on attack power.
   

        This was his advantage, unmatched by anyone so far.
   

        Whoosh... A gale swept across the high altitude of the battlefield, drifting the broken cloud layer.
   

        "Panting, panting, panting..."
   

        Arlington gasped for air, his secret techniques revolving to replenish the strength in his muscles like flowing water once again filling him.
   

        He stared at the distant Casio who hadn't made a move, somewhat puzzled.
   

        "Why let me recover strength? Are you letting me win?"
   

        "Hehe…" Casio chuckled faintly, "I'm merely respecting a true martial arts fanatic. You were only using strength just now; I appreciate that…"
   

        "Now, unleash everything you've got. Strength, Qi, will, boxing method, include them all if you have them, present it all before me. Just like delicacies arrayed on a dining table…"
   

        He took measured steps towards Arlington. The dominant and robust momentum gradually released, causing the air to twist and boil.
   

        In mid-air, a translucent monster with flailing claws formed.
   

        "Tap, tap, tap-tap, tap-tap, tap-tap-tap..."
   

        Casio's footsteps went from slow to fast and got increasingly faster. His silhouette streaked across the torn, cracked ground like a speeding meteor.
   

        "Huff…"
   

        Whale King Arlington exhaled a twisting, massive stream of hot air from his mouth, his eyes deep and black, watching Casio rushing towards him: "As you wish…"
   

        Boom!
   

        Arlington positioned himself in a combat stance, arms spread out at either side of his chest, knees slightly bent, muscles tensing. His spine arched slightly, akin to a fish gathering strength to leap out of the water.
   

        "Eastern… Whale… King Fist!"
   

        Bang!
   

        He threw a punch, the ground vibrated violently. A blue whale phantom appeared behind Arlington, lunging forward overlapping the force with his right fist!
   

        Thump!
   

        Two formidable silhouettes collided, force against force.
   

        Casio's fist made no attempt to evade, meeting Arlington's iron fist head-on. His entire right arm wound with scarlet Qi, the remnant scattering fragments resembling the burning feathers of a Blood Vulture Bird.
   

        As he smashed his fist, the dripping beak and arm aligned completely.
   

        Screech! Roar!
   

        Two opposing cries echoed back and forth.
   

        Whale King Arlington's entire body shook, his right fist gushed blood, and he was forced to stagger two steps backward. Seizing the opportunity, Casio swung his arm forward, his left fist lashing out like a meteor hammer. However, Arlington blocked with his arms upward and, at the same time, his right leg lashed out like a shooting star.
   

        Casio was kicked in the abdomen and lifted off the ground into the air.
   

        A cold gleam flashed through Arlington's eyes as he took a deep breath, almost sucking the surrounding airflow into his abdomen. His spine bent backward like a bowstring stretched to its limit, his hands pulling back, fingers interlocked into fists.
   

        Zing! Whoosh!
   

        The bowstring unleashed, his arms hammered down, fists tearing through the air along the way.
   

        Thump!
   

        In mid-air, Casio pressed down with a palm, colliding with those hammering fists merged into one. A circle of air waves spread out, the explosive force sweeping across. Arlington's knees slightly bent, the ground nearly a hundred meters behind him cracking. Yet, his eyes gleamed brighter, fixating on the drifting figure of Casio.
   

        "Eastern Whale King Fist, Break the Waves!"
   

        Arlington's body surged with an explosive blue Qi, pushing him forward like a series of rushing streams, vanishing from the spot in an instant. Each step pounded the ground, with blue Qi exploding beneath his feet propelling him faster, his whole silhouette seemed to glide, trailing a blue tail flame.
   

        "Eastern Whale King Fist, Part the Seas!"
   

        "Void, void, void!" The terrifying momentum cleared the airflow in front of him, creating an almost vacuum-like state. Arlington's swinging arms showed blue cracks on their surface, from which intense light erupted. Each swing caused the air to explode.
   

        The gathered power naturally formed a vortex at the position of the fist, drawing in the surrounding air, mud, stones, and water currents.
   

        The vortex contained indescribable horrific power.
   

        His gaze firmly locked on Casio, he articulated each word,
   

        "Eastern Whale King Fist!"
   

        "Fall, Heaven, One, Strike!"
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        Roar!!!
   

        A blue whale emerged above the ground, its immense size comparable to a steel airship diving, gliding with terrifying weight. The whale's body was covered in dense and bizarre patterns that resembled fish scales. From within the nooks of these scales, a fiery blue radiance burst forth, sparkling like stars.
   

        The whale crushed everything in its path on the ground, leaving behind a trench nearly thirty feet wide—every obstacle obliterated clean.
   

        Trailing the whale, a surging tide of blue qi carried thousands of tons of lake water from the lakebed, forming a flood, an ocean, that flattened and submerged everything in its path, following the whale's shape as it advanced.
   

        On the ground, Whale King Arlington leapt into the air, tracing a narrow radian across the sky like a meteor. His feet landed squarely on the whale's head.
   

        It was as if he was stomping on a high-speed train, colliding with Casio in mid-air!
   

        Mid-air, Casio's silhouette spun, perfectly aligning into an upside-down viewpoint to see Arlington's massively imposing strike. He showed no shock, no wariness, nor fear; instead, he admired.
   

        "That's really good, akin to the 'Beak of the Blood Vultures' type of killer secret skill..."
   

        "Unstoppable, overbearing pressure, crushing all obstacles."
   

        "This is indeed the true essence of Feng Liusi's 'Beak of the Blood Vultures' move."
   

        In slow motion, Casio's body gently spiraled to regain his feet-down position. His arms swept open in a wide arc, the residual bloody qi trailing behind like the wings of a raptor, terrifying and savage.
   

        Screech!!!
   

        The piercing cry of a bird that could split gold and crack stones echoed incessantly through countless spaces.
   

        Finally, descending from the heavens, the wings that darkened the skies enveloped Casio.
   

        Wings of the Blood Vulture Bird, blazing ferociously made of densely packed scarlet qi. The qi wasn't tangible but writhed and morphed like a viscous fluid. The layers of scales appeared to be overlapping, or looked like distorted, searing hot flames of twisted air. The unrestrained Deathfang Power roared to life, gathering behind Casio's head.
   

        Forming a continuously spinning scarlet vortex.
   

        The vortex was tightly composed of interlocking teeth.
   

        It looked like an exquisite religious fresco forming a tunnel.
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble!
   

        Casio hovered in mid-air, his arms spread wide, his entire body erupting in a violent gush of blood-red steam. Dazzling red light radiated constantly.
   

        Like a sun setting in the west, descending from the skyline.
   

        Ding ding ding ding...
   

        All forty acupuncture points lit up, emitting a delightful, clear ringing. The points resonated with each other, forming a three-dimensional Blood Vulture tattoo on Casio's body. For a moment, the once dim tattoo shone brilliantly!
   

        "South Dou Red Vulture Fist..."
   

        "Its ultimate secret skill, Beak of the Blood Vultures!"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Above Casio's head, the spiral tunnel vortex suddenly exploded, like the floodgates of a reservoir opening. A torrent of scarlet blood gushed out like a waterfall. Amidst this cascade, the elongated head of a massive beast emerged—fierce scales, dripping with blood from its iron beak, scarlet eyes. The head of the Blood Vulture Bird, with a hazy, ethereal neck, resembled a dragon!
   

        Screech!
   

        The Beak of the Blood Vultures opened wide, revealing the densely packed spiral teeth in its cavity and the endless black hole inside. With a chomp, it swallowed Casio in mid-air and then immediately dove down as one!
   

        Behind it trailed a blood-soaked waterfall, plunging straight toward the blue whale!
   

        For a moment, half the sky was covered in scarlet, while the earth was swept by blue. The two figures, two forces of qi, each occupied half of the space.
   

        Without fear, without retreat! A direct confrontation!
   

        This was the pride of those on the path of Tyrant Fist—those who were brawlers! Their pride, their confidence, their dignity would not allow them to step back. Once on this path, there was no turning back, no starting over. They had to move forward relentlessly, with no retreat! Even if it meant being crushed to bits, even if they fell into the abyss, the way forward was the only way!
   

        Therefore, at this moment, the battle between the two was not merely a contest of victory but a clash of paths. After this battle, only one tyrant would remain. The other would fail, all their previous efforts and progress forsaken, ended midway through.
   

        Fight, struggle, who is the true tyrant? Who is the strongest?
   

        At this moment, the will of the two men was more focused than ever before. Trivial distractions in their minds were cast aside, leaving only a single burning desire to win.
   

        Whoosh! The Beak of the Blood Vultures plunged from the sky, like a meteor crashing to earth.
   

        Boom! The King of Whales soared upward, shooting like a shell fired from a cannon.
   

        Thud! Thud thud thud… thud… thud...
   

        Explosions, more explosions, nothing but explosions. Everywhere were howling gales sharp as knives, everywhere the shock waves that could toss someone miles away. Flying debris had the kinetic energy of bullets, and the fracturing qi shards burned more intensely than explosives. The earth trembled, and the sky shuddered.
   

        The beak of the Blood Vulture Bird clashed tightly against the head of the Whale King.
   

        Each burst of force kicked up another violent gale.
   

        Casio's straight fist met Arlington's straight fist head-on.
   

        Equally robust, equally knotted, equally powerful fists smashed together! The scarlet qi and deep blue qi tangled and bit at each other.
   

        To the observer, the two men poised motionless in mid-air appeared evenly matched?
   

        But, the outcome had been sealed before the battle even began.
   

        "You've lost."
   

        Casio's lips, rigid as if he were a statue, suddenly moved as if handing down a sentence. Wings of blazing scarlet behind him violently unfurled, stretching into the sky in a V-shape, their sharp tips as if they would split the heavens. Whoosh! The wings flapped, and beep! They flapped a second time.
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        Whoosh whoosh whoosh… Whoosh whoosh whoosh…
   

        The ceaseless fluttering of wings. With each flap, the pupils of the Beak of the Blood Vultures wrestling with the blue whale grew a shade redder and brighter.
   

        All over its body, scales suddenly splayed open, and from the gaps, a savage red Qi fluid erupted violently. It was like missiles propelled by liquid fuel, momentarily granting the Beak of the Blood Vultures a terrifying kinetic penetration.
   

        Boom!
   

        Sonic booms erupted in the air, each one louder than the last.
   

        By the time the final echo faded, the Beak of the Blood Vultures had ended the standoff, hammering down viciously like a nail. Inch by inch, it pierced through the blue whale.
   

        Destroying half of its colossal body, the Qi collapsed into an explosion.
   

        Rumble rumble rumble… Rumble rumble…
   

        All the lake water drawn from Green Lake blasted apart, some evaporating into mist, while the rest exploded into fine droplets and vapor. They flew off towards the entire plain, scattering across every nook and cranny.
   

        For a moment, heavy rain began to fall from the sky, heated to sixty or seventy degrees by the explosion. Whisked away by the gale, it traced visible curves in mid-air. The spectators who had retreated behind the hillside covered their heads and faces, bracing against the onslaught of this storm.
   

        In the center of the battlefield.
   

        Boom! Whoosh… Bang!
   

        The blue whale that Arlington had transformed into was flung out, crashing hard against a distant mountain peak. After a deafening noise, the summit of the small mountain was smashed to pieces. Huge rocks, taller than a person, crumbled away.
   

        Rustle rustle rustle…
   

        The gigantic blue whale disintegrated, the Qi subsiding as quickly as ocean tides. Within the collapsed area of the mountain peak, a disheveled blue silhouette lay amidst the rocks, gritting its teeth, with blood seeping through the crevices.
   

        "I… have lost…"
   

        Arlington whispered with a low chuckle, inexplicably tinged with desolation, a wave of gloominess washing over him.
   

        His body was covered in wounds, especially the left half of his torso, which was grotesquely damaged. His left hand along with the shoulder had vanished, and bits of pale rib were visible, exposed to the air. The femur of his left leg was also faintly discernible, with the flesh and blood on the cross-section painfully evident.
   

        Dense teeth constantly bit and decomposed, colliding with the vigorous blue Qi. They steadily consumed what remained of Arlington's strength.
   

        "I have lost."
   

        Arlington, with his head hung low, repeated his statement, his blood-soaked bangs veiling his eyes. Crack crack crack... a sound of shattering that only Arlington could hear traveled through his body, and something had disappeared. It wasn't strength or ability but rather a will, a path.
   

        A determination and a presence that enabled someone to march fearlessly forward and sweep across everything.
   

        For a Boxing Master, such a thing was more precious, more cherishable than just the tangible strength that met the eye.
   

        "Snap."
   

        On the ground, a black silhouette landed atop the Tree Crown of a giant tree.
   

        Its toes touched the very end of a branch, quietly hovering amid the green canopy.
   

        Casio slowly looked up at the sky, now dyed in swathes of red. The cloud layer, even the light, seemed permeated with Qi, controlled by one's dominant will, as if the world had turned blood-red.
   

        In this moment, he remembered the Extreme Fist elder he had encountered at the Oyon Ruins, who had built a world of his own with Qi. So this is what it feels like? Is this that intoxicating sense of doing as one pleases?
   

        It was unforgettable, intoxicating, and one could not help but be immersed in it.
   

        As if incarnating the sole sovereign, he decisively ruled over all.
   

        For a moment, Casio indulged in closing his eyes. The path in his mind was clearer than ever before, as if it lay right before him, within reach of an outstretched hand. The essence of power, the essence of the Tyrant Fist, aspects that usually required a lot of time to comprehend, all rushed into his mind.
   

        The aura emanating from his body became increasingly overbearing and terrifying.
   

        In the sky, strands of blood-stained Qi were extracted from the dense cloud layer; even the Gale stripped away some Qi. They transformed into fluttering ribbons of cloth, drawn by a force, converging toward their source. The flowing streams formed a vortex, turning into a winding tornado hundreds of meters long that flew towards Casio.
   

        "Huff...hiss hiss hiss hiss..."
   

        Casio suddenly inhaled sharply, and the end of the crimson tornado poured directly into his nostrils, returning to his robust body. His entire person became as transparent as a ruby, with magma-like bright red light radiating hotly beneath his skin. The blood vessels were visible like patterns.
   

        Ding! Pop pop pop pop...
   

        A succession of shattering sounds rang out, and four acupuncture points of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist were instantly illuminated. Along with the original forty, there were now forty-four bright and dazzling crimson stars bursting forth on the surface of his body.
   

        The special force, Deathfang Power, Fifth Stage!!!
   

        Screech! Casio seemed to hear a piercing yet joyous bird's cry by his ear.
   

        A sensation of intense pain and itching spread throughout his body, evidently the Fifth Stage of the Deathfang Power having some effect on his organs and tissues, with fine cracks appearing. But soon, they were repaired by his regenerative ability. After a few cycles of this, the pain and itching subsided and gradually he completely adapted to it.
   

        "Is this the advantage of defeating another sovereign existence?"
   

        Casio looked at his crimson hands and murmured, "After some time to adapt, the Echo Strength will resonate and reach the Fifth Stage as well."
   

        "What a... generous gift..."
   

        He suddenly turned his head, his gaze spanning hundreds of meters, looking at the collapsed mountainside. There was a figure coughing blood in a sorry state, and another unfamiliar figure. That person had blood-red long hair and a face so beautiful it was androgynous. The eyes were amber-colored and dark gold, eyebrows sharply defined as if arched like arrows stretched into the hair. On the fair skin of the right half of his face was a light red wing-shaped pattern, somewhat like a totem.
   

        Bird? Bird of prey? Phoenix? Magic Phoenix!
   

        The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist! The Vice leader of the Door Organization, the second-in-command!
   

        His figure was tall and straight, dressed in a tight white trench coat, the elongated hem nearly touching the ground. He wore white gloves on his hands, and on the right thumb, there was a golden ring with a pattern of burning flames. His height was around one meter eighty-five, and his body exuded a dangerous air.
   

        White boots stepped on the rubble. The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist stood beside the severely injured Arlington, looking down from a superior position, and then muttered to himself.
   

        "The intelligence from number four was incorrect, number one did not die at the hands of Whale King Arlington, but rather..." He turned slowly, his golden amber eyes meeting the gaze of Casio from a distance: "This person's hands."
   

        "Tens of days ago, the dark creature Experiment Field in Florence was destroyed by a mysterious force. Many core members went to investigate and were each killed in turn. Only the North King, grievously injured and on the brink of death, managed to escape, conveying some critical information. But afterward, due to severe injuries, he passed out and died..."
   

        The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist's narrow eyes narrowed into a golden slit, his dense, curly eyelashes seeming to flame like a fire, with deep red Qi clinging to his eyelids as it flew skyward. He looked deeply at Casio, as if memorizing his appearance completely for a time when he would avenge the death a thousand times over.
   

        "Next time we meet, I will avenge the first king," he said.
   

        The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist's somewhat thin lips parted, speaking to Casio at a distance as if through the shape of his mouth. He grabbed Arlington's right shoulder, and a rich Qi began to emanate from him, gradually enveloping Arlington's body.
   

        It was as if the feeling of lightness that could take one to the sky filled every part of the body.
   

        "Hehehe, do you intend to take away my spoils of war?"
   

        Hundreds of meters away, an entire tree shook violently, and Casio turned into a meteor in flight, swiftly charging toward the mountain peak. His immense momentum crushed the air inch by inch.
   

        "You cannot detain me. Speed is what I excel at the most, and moreover, the aura inside you is currently in disarray. At most, you could only throw one punch at me..."
   

        Already a blood-colored silhouette, the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist instantly vanished from the spot, becoming a blood-red meteor chasing the Sun, leaping from one mountaintop to another. Each time his foot launched him into flight, the Qi at his shoulder blades resembled two giant wings, carrying a gliding power.
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        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        A blood-red meteor was chasing after the deep red one. Their narrow tails sliced through the sky, carrying with them the sounds of air bursting and scattering as they fled.
   

        Casio wasn't holding back, and he wouldn't hold back!
   

        If it were just Whale King Arlington, considering the will and courage he showed in not backing down during their life-and-death struggle, Casio might have left him alive from a perspective of admiration, as it was a clash within the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        But the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist was different! He really disliked this person.
   

        The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist came from the Door Organization and was the vice leader with a second-in-command status. Casio had a long-standing grudge with the Door Organization, marking them as absolute enemies. When it came to enemies, he always adhered to a policy of no mercy with thunderous means.
   

        Additionally, how dare this mere Ultimate Fighter claim the title of Saint Fist!? Who gave you the audacity? Who gave you the face? Who gave you the courage? Now that Casio's physique, qi, and force had all reached the level of an Ultimate Fighter, his combat power was almost unbelievably high. Even so, he didn't dare to claim the title of Saint Fist and always maintained a reverent attitude towards the ultimate realm of the Secret Martial Art of Saint Fist.
   

        The Saint Fist wasn't just a realm but also an honor, a sacred badge—the ultimate fantasy of all secret martial arts practitioners throughout history.
   

        Casio had once yearned for it deeply. On the night of the heavy rain when he and Feng Liusi left Death Valley, he was shaken by the existence of the Saint Fist. And now that Magic Phoenix dared claim the title of Saint Fist, it was an utter desecration of Casio's beautiful aspirations.
   

        Therefore, with this punch, he instinctively and angrily burst forth with all his strength!
   

        Clang!
   

        Around him, over eighty red and purple acupuncture points lit up like dazzling stars, forming two entangled battling monsters—a map of the Stellar Serpent and Blood Vulture. Casio's blond hair wildly fluttered, and his cape made a whistling sound.
   

        The forbidden power was released inch by inch within his body.
   

        Roaring...sounds of friction...
   

        The ultimate glacier waterfall, the fiery magma river. Echo Strength and Deathfang Power turned into two rivers that simultaneously washed down, violently reacting in the sections where they met at the ends of the virtual meridians. The tiny life rune on the back of his hand emitted a blinding light, integrating the terrifying and explosive force together.
   

        Sonic Fang Force! Southern Dipper Extreme Power!
   

        This was Casio's strongest killing move. Compared to the ultima of Red Vulture Fist like the Blood Vulture Beak and the ultima of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist like the Sound Cavity Confluence, it was only slightly inferior and followed slightly behind.
   

        As for the ultimate state of the secret martial arts of the golem, that was more like an exaggerated enhancement effect. It greatly increased Casio's basic combat strength, allowing him to coordinate the use of other boxing methods. It was not a lethal killing move.
   

        In short, Casio's punch epitomized absolute destruction.
   

        In mid-air, his strong body flying through the air began to continuously emit deep purple and blood-red qi, each dominating one side of his body, bringing a magnificent and mysterious color. The two-colored flames trailing behind interwove into a spiral, surging towards the cloud layer in the sky.
   

        In the span of a single breath, it seemed like the whole sky canopy was dominated by the two colors. The purple and red colors spread forward like a white cloth sinking into a dye vat.
   

        Swish!
   

        The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist glided out once again, his wings behind him having reached a span of fifteen meters, with dense feather patterns overlapped upon one another.
   

        He actually wasn't afraid of Casio, even though Casio had just defeated Whale King Arlington. To him, Casio was only slightly stronger. And Arlington himself had only become an Ultimate Fighter in recent years; his foundations were not solid, and most likely, his path and willpower were not clear enough. This was a big difference compared to Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, especially in terms of qi.
   

        The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist had been the vice leader of the Door Organization for over a decade, which meant that over ten years ago, he had already stepped into the realm of an Ultimate Fighter. His qi was vigorous and incomparably fierce, constantly pushing towards that legendary level of Saint Fist. Over a year ago, he had reached the bottleneck with nowhere to advance.
   

        In other words, the realm of Magic Phoenix Saint Fist's qi could be called the closest to a Saint Fist—making him the number one person under the Saint Fist! How could that not make him proud and confident?
   

        The man closest to the Saint Fist!
   

        The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist felt he deserved the name of Saint Fist!
   

        Therefore, even at the final stage of the International Exchange Meeting when he saw Casio defeat Arlington, he was not the least bit moved. His attempt to rescue Arlington was also from a condescending attitude, clearly very confident in himself. Both his maximal retreat speed and his combat power when truly fighting, being the closest to the Saint Fist, would allow him to remain undefeated.
   

        However, such a man who was too proud and confident to almost arrogance, saw his expression change the moment Casio threw his punch and the combination of internal force and battle power sparked. The mask of composure and disdain that was so annoying shattered, turning into uncertainty and anxiety as a trace of unease flickered in his eyes.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Fearsome Extreme Power surged forth under Casio's fist, turning into a purple-red waterfall. The waterfall roared as it tore through the air, filled with densely packed air cavities—Sonic Fang Tornado!
   

        The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist's eyelids twitched, suddenly feeling that things were somewhat beyond control. The pursuer behind him did indeed only manage to throw one punch, but that punch seemed a bit too ferocious, so fierce that the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist had to take it seriously.
   

        Screech!
   

        A demonic qi-ridden Blood Phoenix surged out from within his body, its wings flapping wildly as it moved, bringing about rings of high-temperature flame-like strange ripples.
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        At first, the Magic Phoenix was only the size of a human. As it flapped its wings and danced through the air, it began to expand rapidly. In just two or three blinks, the Magic Phoenix had grown into a colossal being, on par with the blue whale that Whale King Arlington had once transformed his Qi into. And still, it grew, increasing in size! A few more blinks, and it was five times larger than the whale. Pillars of blood-red burst from the body of the Magic Phoenix, connecting it to the Devil's Flame Phoenix in the sky—this was the vast and powerful Qi it possessed.
   

        It seemed the Holy Fist Magic Phoenix was far more formidable than Whale King Arlington!
   

        "Go!"
   

        He lifted his hand and pointed, signaling the Demon Flame Phoenix to intercept and collide with Casio.
   

        Boom! The massive wings of the Magic Phoenix enveloped the sky as they beat, conjuring violent gales. The enormous creature dived, as if an entire mountain range was pressing down.
   

        The onrushing Casio's gaze flickered ever so slightly, seemingly intimidated by the astonishing might of the Magic Phoenix for a split second. But quickly, his left and right eyes spat out blood-red and violet light respectively, void of human emotion.
   

        He became a detached, terrible, absolute killing machine.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang bang!
   

        The heavy cloud layer in the sky was swept aside by the furious airstream, revealing the azure dome above. Whether looking down from above or gazing up from the ground,
   

        one could see a scene like a flash flood. A purple-red waterfall surged down, bringing with it lethal destruction as it hit the Magic Phoenix.
   

        Instantly, the clash of Sonic Fang, a form of Extreme Power, and the Holy Fist Magic Phoenix's Qi caused a series of violent explosions that shook the heavens.
   

        Boom boom boom!
   

        The colossal Magic Phoenix, as if bathing under a waterfall, displayed its majestic body, vast wings, and the flames that would never extinguish.
   

        An even match?
   

        In mid-air, Casio, with his robust and sinewy right arm, nonchalantly faced the Holy Fist Magic Phoenix. Behind him, the hem of his trench coat was frayed, as if scorched by flames.
   

        A smile suddenly appeared on his usually cold face.
   

        Slightly mocking.
   

        His Qi had reached the pinnacle just beneath the Holy Fist, yet his will had not embarked on any of the paths of Holy Fist, Tyrant Fist, or Polar Fist. How peculiar...
   

        Is it unwillingness? Or incapability?
   

        The overwhelming presence of the Holy Fist Magic Phoenix did indeed startle Casio at the beginning, its volume of Qi even surpassing his—him being an adept of the three supreme Secret Martial Arts. However, its quality was only mediocre.
   

        No, it should be said that as an Ultimate Fighter who hadn't found his own path and had cultivated up to the bottleneck just below the Saint Fist, his level was normal. Even though the Holy Fist Magic Phoenix's Qi had pushed far beyond that of Whale King Arlington, its level of concentration and resilience was still slightly lacking in comparison. That is the disparity between Ultimate Fighters: whether domineering, extreme, or divine, the Qi under those wills is evidently much stronger. And the Holy Fist Magic Phoenix's was just ordinary.
   

        Despite being an Ultimate Fighter for over a decade and having touched the bottleneck just below the Saint Fist, he hadn't embroached on any of the three paths—quite the rarity. He relied solely on the quantity of his Qi to triumph.
   

        Once Casio understood this, his caution vanished completely. The layer of force within his body meant for defense also roared out, unleashing in full.
   

        Boom boom boom boom!
   

        The Magic Phoenix, as imposing as a mountain, cried out in pain, its surface flames—which seemed eternal—dulled and began to extinguish. The purple-red torrent was unstoppable, shattering half of the Magic Phoenix's body under the astonished gaze of the Holy Fist Magic Phoenix, then whirling around to engulf him completely!
   

        Whoosh! Bang!
   

        The silhouette of the Holy Fist Magic Phoenix was suppressed by the waterfall, tracing a long parabola before crashing onto a mountaintop. With a thunderous roar, the mountain peak was smashed to pieces, chunks of rock the size of houses collapsed and tumbled from the cliff face. However, before they reached the summit, they were disintegrated in mid-air into dust-sized particles by the countless Sonic Fangs.
   

        From a distance, it appeared as if a hole had opened within the thick white cloud layer. Through the hole, the waters from the heavens poured down, forming a purple-red river that enveloped the entire mountain in explosive air.
   

        The magnificent river was both beautiful and dangerous, dotted with fine specks that looked like glass, or amber, shining like shattered gold.
   

        Large swathes of the mountain forest were reduced to ash, the soil scoured and plowed clean.
   

        At the mountain peak, the Holy Fist Magic Phoenix was wholly enshrouded in black and red feathers, curled up into a ball, enduring the terrifying assault of the Sonic Fangs.
   

        Half of his body was riddled with dense cracks, like a ceramic figure that had been dropped on the ground, at risk of disintegrating at any moment. The Demon Flame Phoenix's Saint Fist was indeed more powerful than Whale King Arlington, but only marginally so, superior by just a few minor stages, not the kind of vast chasm that was insurmountable.
   

        If he had truly embarked on the path of the Saint Fist and reached the bottleneck just beneath the Saint Fist in his cultivation. In this battle, Casio didn't even dare to claim certain victory. Of course, this didn't mean he would lose, but rather, it suggested that the opponent might be able to draw or retreat calmly. It was one of those situations where neither could do anything to the other, where Casio might be stronger, but not able to take out his foe.
   

        ******************************
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang! The mountains were shattering, the ground was sinking!
   

        Casio's punch, though called a single punch, was in fact the unreserved howling of two kinds of Southern Dou's Power erupting from his body. When the Southern Dou's Power was exhausted, that's when the punch would cease. The Demon Flame Phoenix's Saint Fist was barely holding on.
   

        Beneath the space propped up by the Blood Pheonix's wings, the exquisitely fair face of the Demon Flame Phoenix's Saint Fist contorted, teeth gritted, somewhat ferocious. All he needed was to glide and accelerate a few more times to escape Casio's pursuit. Yet, a critical misstep had occurred, and he was actually left behind by that punch.
   

        "He just fought Whale King Arlington and didn't use his full strength..."
   

        A thought flashed through the mind of the Demon Flame Phoenix's Saint Fist. The next second, his face turned deathly pale. The Blood Phoenix feathers on his back began to crack and shatter.
   

        It seemed like he could no longer withstand the barrage of Sonic Fang's waterfall.
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        He glanced at the terrifying silhouette in the sky, then at the golden ring in his right hand. With a mix of dread and reluctance, he pressed the ring tightly to his forehead, and the fragments of the door in his mind resonated with a resounding echo.
   

        Hum... Hum... Hum...
   

        Crack... Crack... Crack...
   

        A breaking sound emerged. Had the door shattered? Had it opened?
   

        Woo... Woo... Woo...
   

        An otherworldly wail rose from the depths of the world, like a giant whale surfacing from the deep sea, the sound growing clearer and clearer.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        An ethereal portal appeared beneath the cascade of Casio's Sonic Fang Power. The portal's destination was unknown, hazy and illusory like a mirage. The frame of the door was adorned with patterns resembling religious reliefs.
   

        "Crack... Crack... Crack..."
   

        Both wings on the back of the Demon Flame Phoenix's Saint Fist were on the verge of utter destruction.
   

        He had thought that as the individual with the greatest qi beneath the Saint Fist, even with the burden of carrying Whale King Arlington on one hand, he could still utilize his unparalleled speed to elude and mock Casio. However, events had spiraled into an uncontrollable and perilous situation in a short amount of time, teetering on the edge of death.
   

        Sensing the imminent descent of the Sonic Fang waterfall,
   

        he screamed towards the archway, "Xiadu! Save me!!"
   

        Ding!!!
   

        In that moment, an eerie silence descended upon the world; even the air seemed to solidify. Rocks stopped rolling, leaves stopped rustling. The entire heaven and earth were blurring and fading, like an oil painting losing its color.
   

        With a click, the gate was opened.
   

        A jade-white hand, slender and beautiful, rested on the frame.
   

        However, this seemingly pristine hand carried a profound darkness, an evilness that seemed to lurk beneath the exquisite skin. It was as if beneath that delicate exterior lay the most profound malice.
   

        Creak...
   

        The portal swung wide open, and a figure shrouded in a black robe slowly stepped out. For a moment, even the blazing sunlight seemed to dim.
   

        The man was like a black hole that devoured light, absorbing everyone's gaze and plunging it into the abyss. Merely standing there silently, one could naturally feel he was the source of sin, the executor of evil, the will of nightmares. With an indomitably irresistible force, he struck terror into the hearts of all.
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        Upon the fourth retrospection at the Oyon Ruins, Casio had seen the existence of Xiadu within the memories of the old man from the Extreme Fist. That was an ancient battlefield, a land saturated with corpses and blood, where inhuman, sinful monsters walked proudly upon the earth, advancing in formation. And there, in the center of the monstrous array, robed in black, was Xiadu, seemingly a dark sovereign, escorted like royalty.
   

        With relentless momentum, the monster legion marched forward until they met resistance! The ones blocking their path were two experts of the Saint Fist realm—one was the corpse's original owner from Extreme Fist, and the other was Tyrant Fist. They charged into the formation, tearing through it as if breaking bamboo, assaulting with the aim of challenging and killing Xiadu!
   

        And the outcome, Casio, viewing from the vantage point of the future, had already witnessed.
   

        Xiadu was not killed, instead he almost single-handedly founded the overpowering Door Organization. Meanwhile, only a corpse remained of the old Extreme Fist practitioner, his core essence and Qi nowhere to be found. Perhaps, he still stood in eternal confrontation with Umirah, the True Ancestor of Blood and the Ultimate Dark Entity, in the World of Calamities?
   

        Just like Casio had encountered with Tyrant Fist standing in opposition to the Totem King.
   

        In any case, with Xiadu being an entity not even two Saint Fist experts could kill, he was placed at the highest tier of danger in Casio's mind, warranting extreme caution.
   

        And now, he, or it, had appeared! With a momentum almost suffocating, as if the aura of an evil source itself. If it were an ordinary person, they would have turned and walked away immediately, not staying a moment longer.
   

        But Casio was different. He had long wanted to witness just how formidable the leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu, really was—what capabilities did this uncrowned king of the underground world possess over thousands of years, and what was he made of? Curiosity was one reason. Secondly, the opponent's state was clearly abnormal, with flesh that was illusionary rather than made of blood and bone.
   

        It seemed more like how Casio would enter the World of Calamities in a Qi state, which is a surrogate body formed from a portion of the main body's power.
   

        At least, with the keen senses from Kashiou Golem's secret weapon training, he did not detect on his opponent that extreme, crushing sense of danger and fatality.
   

        This meant that Xiadu's power in this form was definitely not beyond the realm of an Ultimate Fighter, not reaching the level of either a Saint Fist or Dark Ultimate Entity. As long as it was within the scope of an Ultimate Fighter, Casio was sure to have room to maneuver.
   

        Thinking this far, he couldn't help but ponder. Maybe there was some kind of limitation in the real world that prevented entities with power beyond certain boundaries from emerging and staying for extended periods. Of course, this naturally included all sorts of Dark Ultimate Entities, and even those from the Secret Martial Arts World who attained the realm of Saint Fist were mostly in seclusion.
   

        Until their physical lifespan reached its limit and they aged, with their will-bearing Qi gone without a trace, and it's very likely they entered the World of Calamities.
   

        In any case, the Xiadu that had appeared now was most likely not the real body!
   

        Thirdly, Casio had the ultimate safety net—he wouldn't truly die even if he perished in this retrospection, which made him much bolder.
   

        Coupled with the will inherent from the Tyrant Fist's path to courageously strike at stronger foes.
   

        He was now eager to try, not thinking of retreat.
   

        "Come! Even if I suffer backlash from my energy today, I want to have a proper battle with you!" Casio instantly made up his mind, changing his original thoughts. Plans couldn't keep up with the changes, and the Phoenix Saint Fist had actually summoned Xiadu. Initially, he had only planned to throw a single punch, but now it seemed far from enough. Not only was it not enough, but Casio also had to go all out.
   

        Therefore, the internal injuries caused by the disorderly Qi backlash were destined to be endured. Luckily, his Golem Physique could absolutely withstand it in the short term. This was the superiority of the golem secret arts, giving Casio a tremendously solid foundation. He could fight without regard for all sorts of concerns.
   

        He only needed to focus on battling and winning, that was all.
   

        His mind flickered with these complex thoughts for a moment, then he gathered them back just as quickly. Casio dove down from high altitude, descending alongside the Sonic Fang waterfall.
   

        His tattered black trench coat disintegrated inch by inch, fluttering into the sky. The already strong muscles across his body began to swell dramatically, bulging continuously, splitting the sleeves of his clothes. His rock-white skin became thick and tough, like a heavy suit of form-fitting armor.
   

        His right hand, extending behind him, swelled to twice its original size, covered with dense, wriggling veins like a writhing mass of blue-black snakes. His blood surged beneath his skin, Qi welled up from his shoulders, pulled back by his high-speed movement, as if a vibrant red cape.
   

        Screech!
   

        The Blood Vulture Bird soared forth, its claws that could pierce golden stones reached out, converging with Casio's arm in an instant. Buzz! Overlap! Vibration! A force like a bursting dam slammed into the air, smashing directly towards Xiadu.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The mountaintop trembled violently, spreading thick cracks along the cliffs and precipices, with rubble tumbling down. Dust exploded, the air distorted, and only two blurry silhouettes could be seen standing still against each other. Bang! Another explosion.
   

        The dust cleared with the shockwave, revealing the scene below.
   

        Casio's fist, thrown with all his might, was blocked by Xiadu's right hand, the mountain-crushing force dissolved by those pale white fingers as if it were nothing.
   

        Thump!
   

        A kick flew out, Casio's right leg shot forth like a meteor.
   

        Thud!
   

        The snapping kick was intercepted mid-air, colliding with Xiadu's right leg.
   

        A cold glint flashed in Casio's eyes as he suddenly spun, his withdrawn right arm straightening out like a vicious saber slashing downward!
   

        Thump!
   

        Xiadu lifted both arms, catching Casio's strike accurately. In that instant, a fierce kick lashed out, hitting squarely in the chest.
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        Thud! Casio's whole body shuddered as the clothes on his back shattered from the shock, and the momentum exploded outwards, distorting the air. Yet he did not take a single step back, his eyes bloodshot as he slashed downward with his hand knife.
   

        The hand knife swiftly traced a sharp, slender arc through the air.
   

        It aimed directly at Xiadu's knee, intending to disable his entire leg.
   

        Whoosh! A rapid tearing sound filled the air as Xiadu's punch, like a spring, gathered to its limit and then thrust forward with terrifying speed.
   

        It started slow then suddenly accelerated, like a rapier intending to pierce through Casio's neck.
   

        Casio could only rapidly switch tactics, giving up that opportunity. His hand knife's trajectory slightly shifted, directly colliding with Xiadu's punch with a bang.
   

        Both men were forced back, their footprints deeply embedded in the rock.
   

        And all these exchanges were completed within the time of a single breath. Ordinary people could only see a blur of afterimages. The extreme combat that had just occurred might seem like the fighting techniques of ordinary fighters, not like a clash of mighty moves with tremendous momentum. However, in reality, this was truly perilous. Casio concentrated a vast amount of qi into the limb that was about to collide, without wasting an ounce, utilizing it to its limit. If before the momentum was like a tidal wave, now it was like a mass of tide water compressed into a steel column. Although it seemed the momentum had diminished and the oppressive force had weakened, in reality, the danger and the stakes of life-and-death had dramatically escalated.
   

        For instance, the kick that Xiadu had landed on Casio's chest, had it been on a mountain, would have the force to pierce right through the entire mountainbody!
   

        Only a body of a demon idol that could rival an ultimate fighter could withstand it.
   

        Normally, confronting a top-tier fighter or an ultimate fighter, they would have exploded on the spot. The manner of death would definitely be unimaginably gruesome and unbearable.
   

        At the summit, the gale swept through. Two silhouettes faced each other, their tattered cloaks fluttering wildly. Casio suppressed the chaos within his body's aura, his gaze fixated on the figure opposite him. Xiadu, still cloaked in his black robe, appeared cold and unemotional, like a puppet driven solely by instinct.
   

        Was his real body still asleep? Did the clone seem mindless?
   

        Merely relying on instinct, it fought Casio to a standstill in close combat. This shocked Casio a bit, but then again, he wasn't surprised. With a thousand years of time, a thousand years of accumulation, even a fool with the worst innate talent for Secret Martial Art could become a boxing master.
   

        Not to mention Xiadu.
   

        This clone of Xiadu obviously bore the various skills and abilities of the original. When Casio posed a threat, the clone would naturally release some of its combat power, revealing a part of its capabilities.
   

        "This is an opportunity!!!"
   

        Casio immediately realized that this was a rare chance.
   

        He could use this limited-threat clone to indirectly glimpse the abilities and strength of Xiadu's real body, lifting part of the veil of mystery.
   

        This would be of immense significance when he eventually returned to the real world and ended everything. At least, Casio wouldn't have to go blindly challenge Xiadu without knowledge and avoid a painful lesson.
   

        For a moment, Casio's gaze grew solemn, his eyes deepening.
   

        He slowly exhaled two sinuous streams of white air from his nostrils, instantly adopting a combat stance, one foot forward, one foot back. His spine slightly arched, like a mantis poised to strike. Simultaneously, his arms unfolded behind him like the wings of a soaring raptor, his palms shaped like eagle claws.
   

        "Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist..."
   

        Behind him, a surging scarlet qi formed a gigantic vulture.
   

        The vulture's wings spread wide, its fierce feathers appearing densely packed like scales.
   

        On Casio's body, forty-four acupuncture points lit up, transforming into scarlet stars. They corresponded and formed a blood vulture totem.
   

        "Come on, let's see what top-tier Secret Martial Art you have?"
   

        He stared relentlessly at the figure opposite, watching Xiadu's movements.
   

        However, the next second, Casio's eyes widened in disbelief, and his roaring voice was tinged with anger, "Impossible!"
   

        "Southern Dipper Secret Transmission!?"
   

        Directly opposite, the otherwise silent Xiadu, suddenly adopted a combat stance. His legs spread apart, feet anchoring deeply into the rock, presenting an extremely stable posture. His spine straightened like a great dragon, his left hand spread across his chest, his right hand upright in front of him.
   

        Assuming a cross-like blocking motion.
   

        On his ethereal body, each faintly golden acupuncture point echoed the others as they lit up, like electric lights in a lit-up billboard. Lined up horizontally and vertically, they also formed a cross shape.
   

        Upon closer inspection, they totaled a shocking ninety-nine!!!
   

        "What is this? Southern Dipper Boxing Method?"
   

        "Why are there ninety-nine acupuncture points when the limit is only sixty-six? Cross? Southern Dou Cross? Southern Cross? It's different from the other Southern Dipper Secret Transmissions!" Casio's aura briefly stuttered.
   

        His eyes locked onto Xiadu, as if he wanted to peer through the darkness of the cloak to see the elusive and mysterious physique and true face beneath.
   

        Ancient Boxing Method, Southern Dipper Secret Transmission.
   

        Is Xiadu also a Southern Dipper Successor? Or the founder?
   

        No, impossible! The Southern Dipper Boxing Method was initially established to deal with dark creatures and is extremely opposed to them! How could a Southern Dipper Practitioner possibly be followed and revered like an emperor by dark creatures?
   

        "Betrayal? Is it betrayal?"
   

        "Or perhaps, in that mysterious Ancient Era, something happened that I am completely unaware of! I refuse to believe that a Southern Dipper Successor could betray the will of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission's boxing method, which would cause the path of Secret Martial Arts to collapse..."
   

        Casio suddenly inhaled, his chest burning hot. It was as if a surge of unexplained rage gushed upwards, continuously scorching his brain.
   

        "Kill!!!"
   

        With a bang, the scarlet Blood Vulture Bird suddenly burst out, merging with his form. It glided fiercely towards Xiadu's position.
   

        "Clang!"
   

        Xiadu leapt up, and behind him was a vague pale golden giant cross, just like the Judgment Sword held by the Holy Spirit in the church.
   

        He swung a punch, and the cross sliced down, annihilating the ninety-nine golden stars.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Blood Vulture Bird collided with the golden cross, causing a series of explosions and loud noises. The air vibrated outward, spreading wildly like water waves.
   

        The two great forces collided rapidly, even causing the mountain to resonate.
   

        Thin cracks spread throughout the inside and outside of the mountain peak.
   

        On the surface of Xiadu's body, the ninety-nine stars finally revealed their true form during the collision with Casio, first transforming the thirty-three stars into phantoms, leaving only sixty-six. Then a deep inky Dark Energy enveloped them, causing them to disappear until only forty-six remained.
   

        Only two more than Casio's forty-four.
   

        At this moment, Casio, still grappling with Xiadu, his eyes suddenly brightened, and a grim smile appeared on his lips. Regardless, the opponent was definitely not an original Southern Dipper Successor. Otherwise, the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission wouldn't have been weakened repeatedly, with its power drastically reduced.
   

        "What Xiadu is showing now is just a shell, a facade!"
   

        "Where is its essence hidden?!"
   

        Flames of scarlet erupted from Casio's eyes as he punched Xiadu back, his arms suddenly spread wide. The three frequencies of Magic puppet secret weapon merged into one, and the most powerful form of Demon Idol immediately descended.
   

        A massive Demon Idol phantasm appeared behind Casio, opening its arms like a guardian deity, the osseous armor on its body heavy and menacing.
   

        Above his head, a scarlet Blood Moon floated in mid-air.
   

        "Roar!!!"
   

        The Demon Idol roared to the sky, emitting an ancient beast-like roar.
   

        It charged forward, merging with Casio. Its feet trampled and shattered the mountain peak, transforming into a massive beast fiercely charging at Xiadu.
   

        "Reveal your essence!"
   

        It charged forward, merging with Casio. Its feet trampled and shattered the mountain peak, transforming into a massive beast fiercely charging at Xiadu.
   

        "Reveal your essence!"
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        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The black spirit on the Giant Statue's body burned brighter and more fiercely. Between the crevices of its osseous armor, the spirit flowed out like asphalt, scattering in the air, turning into myriad sparks.
   

        Casio's momentum and aura completely locked onto Xiadu, unleashing a punch filled with terrifying force. This punch was absolutely unavoidable by anyone below the Holy Fist Realm, including Xiadu's avatar!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The steel-forged gauntlet clenched into a fist. At the joints, sharp and hard arcs of steel covered the knuckles. The Demon Idol's Iron Fist exploded through the air inch by inch, instantly pulling out a massive vacuum tunnel.
   

        The fist surged forward at high speed, friction actually sparking golden-red fire.
   

        It was like a meteor falling, slamming hard toward the opposite Xiadu.
   

        Bang!
   

        The mountain shook, stones flew, and the shock wave cleared everything in its path.
   

        The towering Demon Idol stood atop the mountain peak, its feet rooted in the ground like gnarled ancient tree trunks, its iron tower-like body stretched recklessly into the sky. It leaned slightly forward, maintaining the posture of a downward punch. Below the fist, surprisingly, there lay a deep pit billowing with black smoke.
   

        With the pit at the center, the surrounding area was riddled with cracks covering almost two-thirds of the mountaintop. It seemed as if it might collapse any second.
   

        Within the fist-shaped pit, at the rock base over thirty meters below, the intense heat scorched the cave wall, almost forming glass-like transparent crystals. A black silhouette was fully embedded in the ground, obviously hammered into the rock layer by the Demon Idol's tremendous might, like a nail.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        A chorus of shattering sounds echoed in the pit as the rocks split apart.
   

        Xiadu stepped out once more, standing at the bottom of the pit. He seemed unhurt, his Black Cloak undamaged. His aura remained full and round, giving off an absolute sense of indestructibility.
   

        At the bottom of the pit, Xiadu slowly raised his head to look at the ground and sky above.
   

        Only a third of the sunlight filtered down, with the rest obstructed by the enormous head and upper body of a massive being. Below the snake-belly-style helmet mask, fierce crimson eyes burned bright. The bizarre hair hanging down from the back of the head overlapped heavily, resembling the battle cloak of a Knight.
   

        Xiadu and the Demon Idol held each other's gaze for less than half a second before—Boom! A huge fist pressed down, smashing into the pit like a giant pile driver. In an instant, the air inside compressed under the pressure, escaping through the gaps between the Idol's fist and the cave wall, forming visible white torrents of air, akin to a fountain, with temperatures reaching nearly a hundred degrees.
   

        Boom! The mountain's summit trembled, and further cracks appeared.
   

        Like a giant spiderweb, the cracks covered over half the mountain.
   

        In the pit, the cave wall completely turned into a glassy substance, with the moisture inside instantly evaporating as high temperatures swept through. Xiadu's body was smashed into the solid rock layer again, fixed in the mountain like a tight nail.
   

        "Strength! That is precisely my advantage!"
   

        Though others also practiced top secret martial arts and had robust Qi, among the Ultimate Fighters, there were those like the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist who had pushed their Qi quantity to an unsurpassable limit. The devastating force reached by Southern Dou's Power was also incomparable, and while other Ultimate Fighters might not possess such force, they had their own explosive secret moves, albeit not as powerful as Southern Dou's Power.
   

        The Ultimate Fighter's physical strength, however, was different; it was a cut above the rest. To date, no Ultimate Fighter had even come close to Casio's level of physique, not even able to look up to it.
   

        Let alone catch a glimpse of Casio's retreating back on the path of physical prowess.
   

        Let alone chase after him.
   

        Casio chose to use the most unadulterated violence, an overt and dominating power, to crush upon Xiadu. He played to his strengths and targeted the enemy's weaknesses.
   

        If Xiadu's physical strength truly was a weakness in his avatar.
   

        "Take another punch from me!!!"
   

        Before Xiadu could surge out from the rock layer, the Demon Idol that Casio transformed into suddenly inhaled sharply, its broad chest expanding rapidly like a large umbrella opening. Swirls of air turned into a visible milky white vortex, rolling backward into the snake-belly helmet's grid-like mouthpiece. His power instantly ignited, like a flash flood erupting from every single cell, every organ, every inch of muscle in his body.
   

        Casio punched down, his pitch-black armor right arm accelerating like a rocket booster. Bone Armor shattered, with the jetting blood burning like flames. Fist, wrist, elbow, the refracted airflow vibrated.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom, boom!
   

        The entire colossal body of the Idol seemed to be driven by the right fist, drilling into the ground like a boring machine, crashing into the pit. The third punch hit Xiadu! With a meteor explosion, it was as if a series of Explosion Landmines detonated within the mountains. Half the peak crumbled entirely, with rubble scattering toward the sky and forest like blossoms raining down. The smaller pieces were about the size of a human head, while the larger ones were bigger than a house, the cross-section full of edges and corners.
   

        Casio pressed through half the mountain, the monstrous fist of the Idol pinned against Xiadu, constantly spewing explosive force. That force was now at its limit, with the enormous recoil causing almost all of his right arm to shatter, both the external armor and internal muscles riddled with dense cracks. Even the tough Skeleton broke into three pieces.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 983: 502 Sinful Demon Well, Endless Calamity (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Cough cough cough... cough cough cough..."
   

        In mid-air, a black and crimson silhouette glided while coughing up blood. His right fist blasted the rocks that were falling from the sky, and his left hand clutched Whale King Arlington. The Saint Fist of the Magic Phoenix turned its head in trepidation, looking at the massive black shadow within the mountain that seemed like a devil incarnate descending upon the world. For the first time, he felt an intense concern for Xiadu, the leader within the Organization who was revered like a god.
   

        Xiadu wouldn't...
   

        Amidst the shattered stones, Casio's real body and the giant fist of the Demon Idol overlapped. He too threw a punch, his fist pressing against Xiadu's chest.
   

        Crack crack crack... crack crack crack...
   

        Casio's right arm was dripping with blood, his flesh torn and bones shattered into pieces.
   

        Drip drip drip, the blood gathered at the elbow and dripped down.
   

        His expression was blank, his eyes fiercely fixed on Xiadu. There was no sign of weakness from his injuries, only growing brutality and ferocity.
   

        Clang...
   

        A tiny, almost imperceptible cracking sound emerged, not from Casio, but from Xiadu. Despite the rumbling noise of falling rubble, Casio still caught the sound.
   

        The spot where his right fist was pressed against Xiadu's chest, precisely where the knuckle of his broken middle finger was, a nearly invisible trace appeared on Xiadu's ethereal skin. The once seamless unity was broken, and the invulnerable body had cracked.
   

        The most profound malice that was sealed began to stir restlessly.
   

        Hiss... hiss... hiss...
   

        Xiadu's chest was leaking. An invisible, intangible substance! Eternal, indestructible! Something that had not descended upon the real world for a thousand years was now doing so again.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        An explosion, an endless explosion! Expansion, endless expansion.
   

        What was but a small stream of air became vastly enormous in an instant, like antimatter. Upon contact with the material world, it could cause catastrophic changes. Casio was blown away, along with the crumbling Demon Idol and shattered mountain behind him.
   

        Half of the collapsing heavy mountain peak was blown into the sky as if it had encountered a tremendously terrifying hurricane. Casio, wrapped in layers of intense Qi, suddenly looked around. He found himself surrounded by a starry space of blue and black, coloring everything around him.
   

        The terrifying surge of air currents blasted the cloud layer in the sky apart.
   

        Casio flew up a hundred meters high, forcibly stabilizing his body. His eyes, sharper than an eagle's, were fixed dead on Xiadu! His Secret Martial Art of the Demon Idol had informed him of what was gushing out endlessly around him. Disasters, calamities, and bad luck! A collective of the negative world!
   

        What about Xiadu? He appeared to be a person, but if one closed their eyes, he seemed like a well of darkness. The Sinful Demon Well was spewing endless calamities!
   

        Who could seal such a devil well inside a human body?!!!
   

        Now Casio understood, somewhat.
   

        The vessel of the Southern Cross Secret Martial Arts, the unparalleled seventy-seven acupuncture points! If this mighty warrior of the Southern Dipper Vein genuinely existed, then he definitely cultivated the Southern Cross Secret Martial Arts to an unprecedented level. Casio had encountered an old man practicing the Southern Dipper's Tyrant Fist with the Red Vulture Fist, who only had sixty-six acupuncture points. What level was this body?
   

        The eighth stage of Southern Dou's Power!!!
   

        The pinnacle of the Saint Fist? Or even beyond the Saint Fist!?
   

        If Casio wasn't mistaken, and if this Southern Dou Holy Fist hadn't betrayed his principles, then some things became clear. He used the pinnacle of the Saint Fist or beyond as a seal, eternally suppressing the Devil Well!
   

        Is that it?!
   

        Casio stared intently at Xiadu.
   

        Atop the mountain, Xiadu spread his arms; the area around his chest seemed to open a great gate to Hell. A terrifying howl, like that of thousands of ghosts and wolves, surged out—an unimaginable and unpredictable disaster had arrived.
   

        Ding!
   

        Suddenly, a faint golden acupuncture point lit up, exactly at the central confluence point of the Southern Cross. Ding ding ding ding! Seventy-seven acupuncture points shone like glittering stars, releasing intense light, forming a massive cross.
   

        This cross, as if penetrating from the devil's skull deep into the body like a sword of judgment, formed an extremely terrifying seal. And there was more.
   

        The screech of a fiercely violent bird, which Casio was all too familiar with, sounded.
   

        Sixty-six scarlet acupuncture points suddenly appeared, instantly forming a three-dimensional pattern of a Blood Vulture Bird. The pattern exuded the intense aura of the elder of the Southern Dou Red Vulture Tyrant Fist, a domineering will to oppress everything in its path.
   

        Hisss...
   

        Sixty-six purple stars appeared, forming a winding path of purple scale-like snakes. Cold and extreme, like a piece of eternal ice. The will of the Extreme Fist penetrated, condensing all existence into a single, absolute point.
   

        Swoosh!
   

        Thick white stars twinkled, sixty-six in total, forming the shape of a White bird gliding gracefully. Majestic and composed, centered with impeccable balance.
   

        A total of two hundred and seventy-five acupuncture points turned into thick chains linking the space between heaven and earth, tightly wrapping around Xiadu's body. The constellations of the Giant Vulture, Star Python, Demon Bird, and Southern Cross in the sky turned into four immense patterns, the distant starlight targeting Xiadu, completely locking him down.
   

        It was as if four massive searchlight beams overlapped, leaving him nowhere to hide. Fully exposed under the sunlight, isolated from the surrounding darkness. Impossible to divide any part of his existence to escape the prison cage!
   

        Humming... the sky trembled thrice, and a vast presence descended.
   

        Casio suddenly looked up to see three enormous, illusory portals floating midair, their frames and surfaces detailed with religious bas-reliefs, branded with images of birds, insects, snakes, rivers, and mountains. Among them, one he had seen before, the Gate of Mind that had appeared during the mutation of the spirit fragments.
   

        Three gates, Physique, Qi, and Spirit.
   

        They appeared and all simultaneously targeted Xiadu on the ground.
   

        Crack crack crack... The first gate opened!
   

        Behind the gate was an endless sea of Blood Qi, scarlet like a churning tide, rolling and overlapping, reaching out to infinity. The Gate of Physique burst forth with a terrifying suction force, swallowing a third of the Calamity that gushed from Xiadu's body. Like a roaring river, the Calamity rushed in, plunging into the bottom of the Sea of Body, splitting the endless Blood Qi, and heading straight for the riverbed.
   

        At the center of the riverbed, a segmented limb suddenly trembled.
   

        In the blink of an eye, it turned into a massive arm, its surface covered in dense, tar-like crystalline scales, every crevice between the scales resembling a well of darkness. Calamity, bad luck, and death all resided within.
   

        Boom!
   

        The black arm surged to the heavens, breaking through the sea of blood and turning into a terrifying meteor heading for the open Gate of Physique. However, just as its fingers were about to grab the frame, the Gate of Physique closed with a loud bang.
   

        Despite the infinite distance, the entire Real World reverberated with a muffled rumble, as if it came from underground, or perhaps from above the clouds. Or maybe, every inch of space was trembling in fear.
   

        Swoosh! Swoosh! Crack! Crack!
   

        The other two gates also opened, the Sea of Spirit and Sea of Qi each sealing a section of the same pitch-black body. They nearly depleted the Calamity erupting from Xiadu's body, then the gates closed firmly.
   

        "Xiadu? Gates?!"
   

        In an instant, Casio thought of many things, his pupils flickering rapidly.
   

        Hisss!!!
   

        Suddenly, a terrifying suction force enveloped the ground. Xiadu, embodied as the Devil Well, like the ocean tide, ended its high tide and began to recede!
   

        Swoosh!!!
   

        Casio's form abruptly spiraled backward, his imposing Qi from being an Ultimate Fighter holding only briefly. The next second, he plunged downward, falling directly into the Devil Well.
   

        Plunk, thud!
   

        Darkness, everywhere he looked was profound darkness, endless and boundless.
   

        In this cold, silent place, time seemed to lose all meaning. Casio did not know whether a moment or several days and months had passed.
   

        He questioned within his heart, "Where is this..."
   

        Whoosh! As if something sensed Casio's confusion.
   

        The surrounding area suddenly lit up, revealing a bizarre and absurd vista. Like a display screen, it showed several scenes playing simultaneously.
   

        He looked ahead to find a source of Calamity, black tar heavily covering mountain ranges, teeming with dense dark creatures. At the center, the Totem King stood tall, the elder of the Red Vulture Fist confronting him!
   

        Looking to the left, a gigantic, unimaginable volcano crater. Within this dead volcano's vast cavity, a river of blood ran rampant, with each rotation forming a vortex, revealing the face within the whirlpool.
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        It wasn't just the location of the Southern Dipper Sacred Fist practitioners.
   

        Casio also saw places far more distant, regions in the World of Calamities that were highly representative, each with their own characteristics and oddities.
   

        For example, the Pale Land, the Deathly Quiet Rain Area, the Despair Bone Forest, the Jet-black Mountains and Rivers, the Scarlet Lake, the Rotten Marsh, the Crystal Sand Sea, etc. At the core of each region, there was a Calamity Source that, like a fountain, recklessly dispersed power. This led to the birth of countless dark creatures upon the mother beds of disasters, making the calamities of the Inner World even denser.
   

        This was something that could neither be stopped nor ended. The fragments of the meteorites from beyond the sky possessed unimaginable power, apparently linked to a terrifying ocean in some unknown place. After piercing the earth of the Inner World, the calamities erupted from the spring like a geyser, continuing from the Ancient Era until now.
   

        And undoubtedly, the multitude of Calamity Sources was lethal, despairing.
   

        The ancient sages and Sacred Fist practitioners of the Ancient Era had tried to close the Calamity Source Springs. But without exception, they all failed. As long as the concept of the Devil Well of Xiadu existed as an aggregate, the Calamity Source Springs were impossible to stop. Even if Xiadu was sealed, it would be of no avail.
   

        Therefore, the human camp must have a method to effectively restrain the Calamity Sources. And this method was unimaginably cruel.
   

        The Calamity Source Springs were unending and continuously erupting, growing at every moment. Was there something of a similar nature? Yes...
   

        The ultimate realm of Secret Martial Art practitioners, the Sacred Fist!!!
   

        For every Fighter who reached the level of Sacred Fist, his Qi would transcend the physical body and the limits of its shell to become a gatherer of Boxing Method intent and bearer of personality memories.
   

        The Qi of the Sacred Fist was always growing, always expanding outward. Its Qi had unique transmissibility and reproduction characteristics, like some microorganisms that reproduce asexually, dividing one into two.
   

        From certain perspectives, the Sacred Fist could also be seen as a kind of source, a small Qi source. Of course, this 'small' is in contrast to the Calamity Source; if it were a natural source, then the Sacred Fist that had reached a certain realm could be compared to the source of a great river.
   

        The method of the ancient sages was to use the Sacred Fist as a movable Qi source to face the Calamity Sources of the World of Calamities! Since it was impossible to seal or destroy them completely, they could only consume their power in a frenzy!
   

        Unending Qi collided with and annihilated the unending calamities.
   

        This was a very dangerous and very cruel matter.
   

        If a Sacred Fist chose to consume himself against a Calamity Source, he would be bound next to it, unable to leave before finding a successor.
   

        The robust power accumulated in the body was constantly being consumed. All that met the eye were nurseries of disaster, were dark creatures, as if in a Rakshasa Hell.
   

        Even for a Sacred Fist whose Boxing Method intent had reached the pinnacle, did they have the resolve to persist for hundreds or even thousands of years in a desolate and terrifying hell? They were like torches, burning their own power, fighting against a night with no known end!
   

        This was sad, yet great.
   

        If it weren't for these Sacred Fists restraining the Calamity Source Springs, the Real World would already be a hellish scene. It would be impossible for the human society to still dominate as it does now, with dark creatures, though active, only being able to move in the shadows. To exaggerate a bit, the Calamity Source Springs might even spew from the Inner World to the outer world, corrupting the Real World into a second World of Calamities. Everyone would either die or turn into monsters.
   

        In the World of Calamities that Casio saw, at almost every Calamity Source, there were strong individuals who had reached the level of Sacred Fist from different eras standing guard. They were the crystallization of Secret Martial Art, the will of humanity. Facing the prospect of their world and their own race being annihilated, these Sacred Fists, whether originally good or evil, had all united.
   

        Some were consuming against the Calamity Sources, while others faced the dark ultimate beings in mysterious places. Over long periods of time, it wasn't rare for beings at the level of Sacred Fist to fall, leaving but a broken skeleton. Others were like candles flickering in the wind, their oil running out, their light fading in the process of eternal consumption against the Calamity Sources.
   

        Some Sacred Fists had half of their bodies soaked in calamity, suffering immensely. Half bathed in glowing Qi like gods, half deformed and corrupted like devils. But as long as the will did not perish, the Sacred Fist would not die.
   

        They would persist until the day their Boxing Method intent was completely extinguished.
   

        Casio silently watched the scene that shattered like glass.
   

        The vastness of the World of Calamities naturally did not only consist of the Southern Dipper Vein. Nor could there be only three ultimate dark beings like the Totem King, the True Ancestor of Blood, and the Moon God. However, they were the most powerful, the most active, and the determining factor for victory in both camps.
   

        Beings like the Totem King and the True Ancestor of Blood were likely at least within the top ten of the ultimate dark beings amongst the Endless Calamity. The fallen Moon God, too, probably ranked not too low, only to encounter the White Bird Sacred Fist. Likewise, the Southern Dipper Vein was the same; not only was their Qi growing infinitely, but the Southern Dou's Power they cultivated was also growing endlessly. The two harmonized into one.
   

        It was the sharpest attack against dark creatures, against calamities.
   

        Just like the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, alone blocking a source and facing off against the Totem King in the adverse environment of a Calamity Source Spring! This was not something an ordinary Sacred Fist or Dominant Fist could do, only the Southern Dipper Vein could!
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        This meant danger and a heavy burden, and equally, it was a mission.
   

        Casio gazed at this higher-level cruel battlefield, a hint of confusion flashing in his eyes, but in a flash, a firm will cut through the confusion. In such a battlefield, the Saint Fist could die, and the Ultimate Body could perish! Look at the Saint Fists still holding on in the World of Disasters, the various kinds added up still don't match the number of recorded breakthroughs to the Saint Fist in the entire history of the Secret Martial Arts World of Hong Li Empire. What about Star Blue Empire? Yana United States? And all the smaller countries?
   

        All dead, either killed in battle or drained to death.
   

        Cruel, unimaginably cruel. One originally thought that by cultivating to the final stage of Martial Artist, the Holy Fist Realm, one could look down upon an era, truly being invincible. However, that was actually just the beginning of true despair.
   

        In the previous records of the Secret Martial Arts World of Hong Li Empire, it seemed that every breakthrough Saint Fist didn't like to appear in public and lived in seclusion for many years. It seems that after reaching that level, they perceived the true nature of the Inner World. Heavyhearted yet at the same time, they prepared themselves for battle.
   

        As Casio read this, he recalled the three gates he had seen before. The gates sealed the true form of Xiadu, suppressed by the Sea of Spirit, Sea of Body, and Sea of Mind. And these three essences, they come from every human being.
   

        This was also a kind of different consumption.
   

        Just like the entanglement of the Saint Fist and the Calamity Source.
   

        No wonder, from a macro perspective, it seems the entire Secret Martial Arts World showed signs of weakening. The establishment of the Hong Li Empire, the Federation, the recent modernity of the Federation, each generation weaker than the last. Although slight, the accumulation over days and months was quite significant. Casio had once participated in the Exchange Meeting of the Eastern Martial World in the Real World, which brought the Magical Golem Sect into being. At the meeting, he had friendly sparring with many strong individuals of the Eastern Martial World. Comparing it with the Eastern Martial World of the Hong Li Imperial Period now, it was indeed much weaker in the future.
   

        Furthermore, Casio had once vaguely felt that a mysterious force existed in the world that blocked the Secret Martial Arts World, making it exceptionally isolated and closed.
   

        Could this be related to the remains of Xiadu in the three gates?
   

        After all, every bit of strength inside came from the living beings of the world, a reflection of themselves. Xiadu being sealed at the bottom of the three great sources indeed signified a restriction. Yet, it also made a reverse influence.
   

        For a time, many things that he couldn't understand became clear in his heart. Although not necessarily correct, he already had a direction for deduction. With more thought in the future, he could get closer to the truth.
   

        "Sigh..."
   

        Casio let out a long breath, refocusing his attention on the surrounding environment. He found himself in a peculiar state.
   

        It wasn't obvious at first, but as time went on, it became increasingly intense. Just like the countless fragmentary scenes before his eyes, Casio's perception was divided into innumerable blocks, appearing simultaneously in different areas of the World of Disasters. Pale Land, Jet-black Mountains and Rivers, Ash City, etc...
   

        This feeling was strange and jarring, exceptionally uncomfortable.
   

        If it wasn't for Casio's strong spiritual will, he might have been driven insane in an instant by the overwhelming environmental information and the fragmented visual perspectives. Fortunately, Casio withstood it and stabilized himself.
   

        He felt as if he were like a cube of sugar melting into the sea, with every molecule evenly distributed in each corner. Not present at any one place, yet seemingly omnipresent. Transforming one into many...
   

        Casio immediately realized that this must be related to Xiadu. The Devil Well swallowed him, and he briefly experienced Xiadu's perspective.
   

        It must have been the perspective before it was sealed.
   

        It seems that the Disaster Demon Well was not the original form of Xiadu. Xiadu was originally a form of Qi, a concept, a Calamity Concept.
   

        It existed within every person, in every space.
   

        Without a concrete form, it wielded a power like the rules of the world itself. However, the Southern Dipper Vein appeared and through unknown means, they sealed it within the body of a mysterious Southern Dou Holy Fist. Xiadu fell from a Concept Level to become a misty Devil Well, trapped in a human body. This gave it a form, a presence! And all things with form can be killed! Hope was faint, but it certainly existed. Unlike the intangible that is unseen and untouchable, and which common people might never come into contact with in their entire lives.
   

        While Casio was contemplating and speculating...
   

        In the World of Calamities, the Holy Fist of the Southern Dipper Vein, the powerful Ultimate Being of darkness had sensed Casio's existence. Just as he could sense the Holy Fist and other Ultimate Beings, it was a two-way resonant sensing.
   

        Of course, only those who were sufficiently strong and had an aura close enough could detect Casio's existence. Ordinary Holy Fists and Ultimate Beings did not have this ability.
   

        In a terrifying realm, layers of mud-like black fluid covered the mountain ranges, with dense clusters of dark creatures surrounding them.
   

        At the core location, near the spring's eye, an immensely large bronze stone idol gargoyle stood between heaven and earth, its body was covered with various dense totem patterns.
   

        Opposite the Totem King, the gaunt old man's body had sixty-six scarlet stars fade away. He had been bowing his head the whole time, but now he suddenly raised it. His eagle-sharp eyes stared straight into the sky of the World of Calamities.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        The massive stone gargoyle also raised its head, even letting out an angry roar.
   

        "Roar!!!"
   

        Under the deafening wave of sound, the Blood Vulture Elder muttered to himself.
   

        "Have you already encountered Xiadu? No, Xiadu's true form is still in slumber. This is just a splinter of its power..." His body's scarlet qi flame shone brightly, "But, this is acceptable. Descendant of the Southern Dipper Vein, you are qualified to have driven Xiadu's incarnation to such a state..."
   

        "Go, go fight, go become stronger! We old folks can hold on for you long enough, and if necessary, I will drag the Totem King into hell with me at the very last moment!!!"
   

        It was as if the Blood Vulture Elder was making a vow to the air. After his words were spoken, his body's blood color became hotter and hotter, his aura more and more terrifying. The elder pressed a palm to the ground, and a scarlet stream of Deathfang Power surged to the sky, instantly forming a scale-covered giant hand that covered the sun and clouds. The hand fiercely snatched a totem flying dragon the size of a mountain range!
   

        On the ground, the Totem King roared, its two massive wings behind had already vanished. It was clear it intended to transform a part of its power into a flying dragon to escape, planning to find Casio, the threat.
   

        But unfortunately, Tyrant Fist would not allow such a thing to happen!
   

        "Just stay here and accompany me, let's fall into hell together..."
   

        Elsewhere, inside a cavern of a giant volcano, the enormous purple-scaled python also sensed something. A human-like expression appeared in its eyes.
   

        "He has even cultivated my Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist! Good! Good! Good!"
   

        "Cultivating two Southern Dipper Boxing Methods simultaneously, without conflict leading to death. No matter how you've done it, I admire you! Nameless youth... inherit my will, inherit the will of our Southern Dipper Vein..."
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The python once again opened its massive maw, spewing out a potent sonic wave. The sound wave kept echoing in the confined space, bringing extreme destructive tremors.
   

        Over an unknown dark sea, a gigantic white bird suddenly halted.
   

        Instantly it transformed into a human shape.
   

        He abruptly turned his head, looking back towards the Calamity Continent.
   

        "South Dipper Red Vulture Fist, South Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. Aside from the South Cross Boxing Method which is special and difficult to cultivate. Southern Dipper Vein, the only thing you're missing now is my South Dipper White Bird Fist. Maybe, I should give this kid a hand..."
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist muttered to himself, then suddenly transformed into a meteor rushing towards the Calamity Continent. He did not bother with the giant creature that was fleeing beneath the sea.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Thump, thump, thump, thump..."
   

        His heartbeats, like the strings of a bow, throbbed rapidly and sent out dull, powerful sounds that resembled the beating of a drum. It was as if an incredibly mighty biological engine resided within him, with each pump surging his blood faster through his veins.
   

        "Swoosh, swoosh...swoosh, swoosh..."
   

        Waves after waves of fluid sounds emanated from within his body. For a moment, it was as if a river roared, growing louder and louder. At the same time, Casio instantly entered the Golem Breathing State, his chest cavity contracting and expanding at an accelerated pace.
   

        The frequency of his heartbeats, breathing, and blood circulation synced up. The Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field burst forth in an instant, ascending the Magic puppet secret weapon to its optimal state.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Billowing black smoke, like a raging seaware, surged toward him, engulfing every corner of his body as if it were enveloped in thick glue.
   

        The concentration of Disaster Essence within the tidal wave was exceedingly high. No, it would be more accurate to say that the wave was composed entirely of Disaster Essence. Disaster Essence is a type of domain that can mutate a person into dark creatures; it's a decisive material. The Dark Source, on the other hand, is a type of power possessed by dark creatures. Looking at the relationship between the two, disaster preceded darkness.
   

        Swoosh, swoosh, boom, boom, boom…
   

        The Disaster Essence from the Devil Well that Xiadu had transformed into, spewed out as if a reservoir's gates had opened, wildly releasing its force, unrestrainedly unleashing its power.
   

        It pummelled Casio over and over, eroding him wave after wave without end.
   

        This was the first time Casio felt such a dense concentration of disasters. Not when he underwent Dark Biological Transformation, nor when he entered The Deep World, did he experience a flood of calamity that could nearly suffocate someone, nearly bury someone alive. His skin, as firm as steel, trembled. The vigorous Qi that used to burst out of his pores was now nothing but a thin layer clinging to the surface of his skin.
   

        Another wave crashed over him, and even at the Extreme Fighter Level, his Qi shattered. Casio's body no longer had any barriers, directly colliding with the oncoming flood of disasters. Instantly, he felt his entire body prickle with heat.
   

        It was as if he were immersed in scorching hot magma.
   

        In the air, fibres thinner than a strand of hair sought to penetrate his skin and burrow into his body, bringing with them mutation and corruption.
   

        He shut his eyes tight, his entire being pushing the Magic puppet secret weapon to its limit.
   

        Under the pressure of the flood of disasters, Casio's body automatically entered the state of a golem. And with the golem's Qi surging, layer upon layer covered the surface of his skin. A colossal golem, tens of meters tall, erupted from the ground, towering within the darkness. It was a mountain of muscles, a mound covered in ferocious bone armor, its broad back draped with a flowing cape.
   

        His legs, as thick as load-bearing pillars of a bridge, were intertwined with veins as robust as pythons, inherently terrifying. His feet bore three massive toes, their tips like claws, akin to curved dagger blades.
   

        At the site of his shoulders, two hard flesh tumors protruded outwards like formidable shoulder guards. The broad inverted-triangle of his back, and the spine line, brandished dense spikes resembling interlocking shark teeth. They extended all the way to the tip of the tail at the end of his vertebrae, emanating a vicious, bloodthirsty aura.
   

        Boom!
   

        The flood of disasters washed over him, but the ancient golem stood unyielding like a mountain. Above its head floated a moon disc, casting flows of crimson blood across the sharp protrusions and recessed crevices of the armor, evoking the sensation of dripping blood.
   

        Beneath the serpent-like helmet and faceguard, Casio's eyes gradually brightened.
   

        "Primarily using the Magic puppet secret weapon, with the Wisdom Rune as a supplement."
   

        "I can absolutely hold on until the tide's end..."
   

        On the vast chest of the golem, a giant Ouroboros Rune cycle suddenly lit up. Amidst the flood of disasters, it began to rotate on its own.
   

        The Ouroboros picked up speed, faster and faster, until it became a blur, nearly smoking with swiftness. Never-ending streams of Disaster Essence were absorbed, captured, and stored by the Wisdom Rune.
   

        A dark and profound vortex appeared on the golem's chest.
   

        The Wisdom Rune, like a gourmand presented with a lavish banquet for the first time, opened its vast mouth, inhaling the feast with a wild relish!
   

        And the Magic puppet secret weapon also played a significant role.
   

        It was a formidable secret martial art crafted to mimic the dark creatures' golem, costing Casio nine drops of spirit blood. Moreover, throughout the cultivation process, it continued to evolve and improve, becoming ever more perfect, more powerful, more attuned to Casio. Specifically, after the golem secret weapon devoured the blood of the Moon God and the Longevity blood, it entered a Mutation State.
   

        If the Mutation Period ended and the secret weapon stabilized once more, it was highly likely that it wouldn't be just a first-rate secret weapon; it could completely surpass that level! If we had to make a comparison, it was as if Casio had fully compiled the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission into a collection. One can imagine the significance and potency of the golem secret weapon, in no way inferior to the Southern Dipper Boxing Method.
   

        In the darkness, the golem's towering form was like an Iron Tower, or a massive Reef. Despite the relentless crashing of thousandfold waves, it remained immovable as a mountain. The howling flood of disasters struggled to affect Casio.
   

        Time ticked by, and the Magic puppet secret weapon continued to operate.
   

        It wasn't clear if it was due to the flood of disasters being the most comfortable environment for the golem, or if disasters were an indispensable source for dark creatures, or perhaps it was the intense external stimulus. The previously stagnant Mutation Period of the golem secret weapon began to inch forward, with faint signs of further evolution. Casio's thoughts quickly made some connections.
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        The flesh of the Moon God is part of the body of the ultimate dark entity, the Moon God.
   

        The Blood of Longevity is a part of the True Ancestor of Blood's vital essence.
   

        Does the flood of disasters erupting from the Devil Well transformed into Xiadu count as part of its own strength? Logically, each disaster here should be tainted with the aura of Xiadu. Theoretically, that's the case.
   

        This explains why the Magic Puppet Secret Art was stimulated.
   

        "Sss... sss..."
   

        Sounds akin to a corrosion reaction started to be heard, and wisps of white steam emerged from the surface of the demon statue. The once thirty-meter-tall form began to shrink rapidly, like a deflating balloon. As time ticked away, the towering demon statue strikingly became the size of a human.
   

        The next second, black veins grew and spread across the skin of the demon statue, resembling quivering thin snakes. Whoosh! A wave of disastrous flood washed over, submerging Casio entirely.
   

        After the peak of the wave passed, the body of the demon statue reappeared, floating to the surface.
   

        This time, not only did the veins grow denser and taller like creepers, but also thick white bones extended, resembling the steel framework of a giant airship. Whoosh, the flood surged again.
   

        The demon statue was submerged again, and the next second, it reappeared.
   

        On the white skeleton's surface, muscles entwined with veins began to grow rapidly, as tough as steel rebars. At the same time, internal organs appeared, connecting with each fluttering vein.
   

        Wave after wave, layer upon layer.
   

        It was as if specifically bringing nutrients to the demon statue.
   

        The demon statue began to redevelop, to regrow. Each muscle's curvature became more perfect, better suited for exerting force. Each bone became straighter and harder. This was not an illusion formed by spiritual power but a real entity branded on the demon statue's body. Casio's Magic Puppet Secret Art, like muscle memory, remembered every detail of the restructuring process during the demon statue's reformation, locking in each organ, each part, as if meticulously creating a detailed model.
   

        The next time a situation arises, the model could be materialized instantly.
   

        Wave after wave crashed, the flood of disasters grew more tumultuous. However, the speed of the demon statue's reassembly quickened, and the Magic Puppet Secret Art became more nourished.
   

        Soon, the demon statue returned.
   

        But this time, it was no longer thirty meters tall but a terrifying fifty meters. The entire form had become elongated, but the sense of cold-bloodedness was unmatched by the previous forms. The arm armor featured grooves similar to blood grooves, the edges sharp and vertical, possessing a steel mechanical feel beyond human capability.
   

        Moreover, the moon disc atop the demon statue also changed. In the center, a blood-dripping eye appeared, its pupil swirling like a vortex.
   

        It looked a bit like the Blood Clan.
   

        The Magic Puppet Secret Art devoured the flesh of the Moon God and the Blood of Longevity, gaining twin abilities to enhance strength that were as useless as chicken ribs. However, after the reassembly of the demon statue, these abilities underwent some changes and turned into combat support. Under the shadow of the Blood Moon, the spirits and vital essence of the dark creatures killed by Casio would automatically decompose, sustaining enduring performance.
   

        This allowed the demon statue to hold an advantage in battles of attrition and tug of wars.
   

        Even if deeply engulfed by enemies, it could still fight its way out.
   

        Boom! Bang, bang, bang!
   

        The entire darkness vibrated, the flood of disasters suddenly building up.
   

        With a powerful burst!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A massive figure flew out, appearing in the real world.
   

        Thud!
   

        The fifty-meter-tall demon statue crashed to the ground, causing the surrounding green mountain forest to tremble violently, with mud splattering around. The demon statue's legs stood on the earth, it looked up at the cloudless azure sky, then down at the forest floor smooth like a green carpet. Its scarlet eyes slowly dimmed.
   

        "Magic Puppet Secret Art has advanced a notch and absorbed a vast reserve of essence? Maybe there's no need to rush before reaching the Holy Fist Realm..."
   

        "The strength of my physique now..." the demon statue clenched its fist.
   

        Its five fingers came together, popping loudly. The air between its finger gaps desperately escaped, forming intense white gales. The force was comparable to that of a shell, sweeping the ground and directly snapping two or three large trees.
   

        If previously Casio relied solely on the demon statue to directly combat an Ultimate Fighter. Now, encountering an ordinary Ultimate Fighter would result in an overwhelming victory. Before, when Casio and Whale King Arlington clashed in pure strength, it took him fifteen punches to finally knock him down.
   

        Nowadays, I'm afraid it would take less than ten punches.
   

        A strong sense of his flesh emerged, and Casio felt satisfied inside.
   

        Pop, pop...
   

        On the surface of his body, two crimson stars lit up.
   

        The South Dou Red Vulture Fist had another breakthrough, which was a joy upon joy. In the supreme battle with Whale King Arlington, Casio had won effortlessly. His will had become firmer, his path broader, and his aura more formidable. Thus, representing the dominance of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, he had directly broken through four acupuncture points, instantly moving him into the Fifth Stage.
   

        And now, he had taken two steps in the Fifth Stage.
   

        Forty-six crimson acupuncture points!
   

        It seemed, he had completely surpassed the Blood Fist Feng Liusi of the past years.
   

        The first time Casio encountered Xiadu, the first time he felt the terror of the Devil Well. But he was not afraid or did not retreat. Casio swung his fist and shattered the outer shell of Xiadu, achieving an unusual victory.
   

        These two breakthrough acupuncture points were a reward for the brave.
   

        Thinking of Xiadu, he suddenly turned his head towards the mountain just now.
   

        Upon looking, there were no tall mountain ranges anymore; they had been leveled to the ground without knowing when. Only large chunks of rocks had fallen in the woods, creating gap-like openings.
   

        And there, the silhouette of Xiadu was gone, and its double had disappeared.
   

        Clearly, the strength of a double was limited; it couldn't possibly stay in the Real World for long. Its energy must have been completely consumed.
   

        Casio took a deep look at the chaotic battlefield and immediately thought of Magic Phoenix Saint Fist and Whale King Arlington. They must have taken the chance to flee, if they weren't that foolish. But it didn't matter anymore…
   

        Xiadu was what mattered most; Xiadu was what Casio cared about the most.
   

        Characters of strength from the Era of Retrospection are ultimately the past that has passed away.
   

        Centuries later, so-called first person of the Secret Martial Arts World in Yana United States, Whale King Arlington, and so-called Deputy Leader of the Door Organization, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist. They are probably a pile of bones now, not knowing where they are hidden, or have died of old age.
   

        Unless, one of them could break through to the Holy Fist Realm.
   

        This... Based on the situation of Casio's fight with the two,
   

        Whale King Arlington still has a slight possibility, after all, he has walked his own path and way. As for Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, the probability of breaking through the Holy Fist is zero.
   

        This refers to the original timeline, the original trajectory.
   

        If it was Casio interfering, Whale King Arlington definitely wouldn't be able to make it through the Tyrant Fist path either. The losers don't have the right to become Tyrant Fist!
   

        Of course, if Whale King Arlington has enough spirit and determination,
   

        he could also work on another path at the age of fifty-five. Try to understand the Saint Fist, to comprehend the Extreme Fist. This is extremely difficult because by the level of the Ultimate Fighter, one's boxing method and fighting style, as well as the secret martial arts practiced, have fully shaped which path one will take. Changing paths means a thorough retraining, practically denuding oneself of flesh!
   

        I wonder, does Arlington have such thoughts and determination?
   

        If he does,
   

        Even as an enemy, Casio would hold admiration for him.
   

        The breeze was blowing, the air fresh. The sun was bright, trees lush.
   

        I wonder, does Arlington have such thoughts and determination?
   

        If he does,
   

        Even as an enemy, Casio would hold admiration for him.
   

        The breeze was blowing, the air fresh. The sun was bright, trees lush.
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        East Sea County, East Sea City, both the inner and outer city districts were somewhat chaotic and noisy.
   

        Whether it was the handsome gentlemen in suits and leather shoes, the noblewomen in lace gloves, or the newspaper boys commonly seen on the streets, and the carters driving horse carriages. Both the residents of the city and tourists from other places stopped in their tracks, looked up at the sky, and towards the north of East Sea City.
   

        They had expressions of unsettled shock. Some still had their mouths agape, unable to close them, while others wore surprised looks and fervently discussed with acquaintances.
   

        "Was that an earthquake? There was such a violent disturbance just now..."
   

        "It's possible… but it ended so quickly, it only vibrated four or five times..."
   

        "Did you see that light in the north? It was brighter than the Sun!"
   

        "I saw it, could it be a meteor falling down!"
   

        "It's possible!"
   

        Whoosh… Suddenly, gust after gust of gales swept through East Sea City.
   

        The windstorm came from the north, layer upon layer, as if a tide had swept through.
   

        Small stones were caught up and fell from high altitude, along with tree branches and leaves. For a moment it seemed like hail was falling, as various debris densely pelted down, causing pedestrians to become disheveled and frantically scream as they sought refuge by darting to nearby shops and under eaves.
   

        Some looked up at the sky, only to see that the thick cloud layer was moving exceptionally fast, as if pushed and compressed by an invisible hand at high speed.
   

        It quickly moved across the sky above East Sea City, heading towards the distance.
   

        This also caused the surroundings to darken for a second – and two or three seconds later it brightened up again. Afterwards, the sunlight became exceptionally bright, the sky clear and blue as washed jade.
   

        "What strange weather..."
   

        The crowd commented, attributing this mutation to the forces of nature.
   

        This was what the ordinary people of East Sea City believed, but the audience at the suburban International Exchange Meeting knew better. The great roar of the hurricane that had just formed, as well as the vibrations on the ground, and the stones and branches that fell clattering down.
   

        They were man-made, the mighty force leveraged by humans using Secret Martial Art!
   

        The Magical Golem Sect from the Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World, that one Boxing Master!
   

        And the sudden appearance of a mysterious Ultimate Fighter!
   

        In fact, more than an hour ago, the developments had far exceeded the expectations of both the Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World and the Yana United States Secret Martial Arts World. The Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World did not expect the two top fighters they had invited to match up to Whale King Arlington, who quickly swept them aside with ease!
   

        They failed to preserve their dignity and instead became stepping stones.
   

        They further established Arlington's reputation as the foremost person in the martial arts world of both nations!
   

        However, this position was short-lived for Arlington, lasting less than a minute before a turn of events occurred. Suddenly, from within the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, a mysterious and concealed school, the Magical Golem Sect, appeared. Within the Magical Golem Sect, there was a Boxing Master-level existence who was invited by Arlington for sparring.
   

        The two disagreed instantly, confronting each other with sharp directness right from the start.
   

        Whale King Arlington, who had just appeared unbeatably domineering, quickly fell into a disadvantage. Firstly, during the pure arm wrestling process, he was battered down with fifteen punches from Magical Golem Sect's Casio. He then went all out, using the final kill move of Eastern Whale King Fist with his vigor and will pushed to the limit, advancing irresistibly!
   

        Yet he was still defeated and gravely injured, knocked back flying.
   

        Meanwhile, Magical Golem Sect's Casio remained unscathed, displaying a significant strength advantage. Whale King Arlington was no match for him! Therefore, the title of the foremost person in the martial arts world of two powerful nations naturally fell to Casio.
   

        The spectators had not yet had the chance to shift their thoughts from their shock.
   

        Suddenly, by Whale King Arlington's side, another expert sprang forth, a genuine Ultimate Fighter-level figure. His momentum seemed even stronger than Arlington's, and he appeared to be acquainted with him. He immediately took Arlington and flew away swiftly at high altitude with the growth of Phoenix-like wings on his back.
   

        And Magical Golem Sect's Casio evidently was not ready to give up and followed in pursuit. Two silhouettes like shooting stars entangled with each other, fighting as they ran.
   

        They quickly vanished from the sight of the International Exchange Meeting audience.
   

        Of course, while the specific scene of the battle was invisible, everyone could infer the intensity of the fight from indirect signs. The top fighters who climbed to the peak of the mountain to look at the battlefield discovered one mountain was directly smashed, the mountainside fractured. Vast expanses of forest were destroyed, the fierce vibrations were like those of an earthquake, and the booming sounds were comparable to thunder and tsunami.
   

        A daunting black pillar of light then shot up into the sky.
   

        It dispersed the thick clouds, stirring up winds comparable to a category eight hurricane.
   

        Everyone who saw this pillar of light instinctively felt fear at the core of their being. That is the natural repulsion of the human species against negative forces.
   

        Of course, the disturbance came quickly and left quickly too. After a short while, there was no sound in the distance, instead falling into a strange silence.
   

        It was then that the audience at the International Exchange Meeting recovered their senses and began joyfully discussing this battle of many twists and turns, which bore the colors of a legendary fantasy final sparring. They were also somewhat relieved that Magical Golem Sect's Casio and the newly emerged mysterious Ultimate Fighter had changed the battlefield. Had the fight continued in the original location, the nearby audience of the International Exchange Meeting might have been affected. A Boxing Master going all out wouldn't have the time to care about bystanders.
   

        Perhaps at any moment, a misdirected punch could explode into a Secret Martial Arts camp, wiping out the elite of a nation in an instant.
   

        The original battlefield on the plain was now a mess. The main force of the International Exchange Meeting stayed in a concave depression behind a small hill, with only a few fighter-level experts daring to stand at the top of the hill to watch.
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        Some top fighters ambitiously braved the gale and residual effects from the clash between the two master boxers on the mountain peak, feeling deeply thrilled inside.
   

        The various Secret Martial Arts World camps, especially the lower and middle-ranked disciples, chatted.
   

        "Is this what it means to be at the level of an Ultimate Fighter, the stage closest to the Holy Fist Realm? To reach this stage, a Secret Martial Arts practitioner has indeed become inhuman, with their strength completely liberated, even capable of rivaling natural disasters. Every punch and kick possesses immense power, turning them into the most terrifying combat machines. It's just like the figures from myths and legends..."
   

        "Perhaps those mythical legends were about Secret Martial Arts practitioners who cultivated to such advanced realms! It's just that as the stories were passed down through the ages, they gradually became distorted and mythologized..."
   

        While some were reflecting, others were filled with ambition.
   

        They were the emerging dark horses in the Secret Martial Arts World, similar to the 'Eastern Four Stars', the 'Northern Three Heroes'. Some had made a name for themselves at this International Exchange Meeting, drawing everyone's attention and receiving adulation like stars in the sky.
   

        "Can we reach that level in the future? The power to turn mountains and seas upside down with a mere gesture is so overwhelmingly desirable!"
   

        "Yes, we definitely can! My goal, my dream, is to one day reach that level! To glimpse the legendary Holy Fist Realm. Even if I could just have one look, just one look, I would die without regrets..."
   

        "While I agree with your idea on an idealistic level, I still have to throw cold water on it. Let's first think about how we can break through to the Fighter Realm. It's not every large school's first core member that can cross that threshold. Even after becoming a new Fighter, there are still veteran powerhouses and top-tier existences, and only then comes the Ultimate Fighter Realm..."
   

        "You know, a Veteran Fighter has already earned the qualification to become the leader of a school. Top-tier Fighters are even rarer existences in one corner of the Secret Martial Arts World, each with a resounding reputation, with only a handful of them. Take a major sect like the Star Ring Fist, they have only one top-tier Fighter, who is over eighty years old. It's safe to say that for the next two or three generations, no one will succeed him..."
   

        "And as for the Ultimate Fighters, the Yana United States has seen only one in the last two or three years, the Whale King Arlington. Our Hong Li Federation, it's just that one from the Southern Secret Martial Arts Community twenty years ago. If it weren't for the sudden emergence of the boxing master from the Magical Golem Sect, I'm afraid the entire vast Hong Li Empire would not have a single one..."
   

        It wasn't just the young talents discussing; the elders and gate masters of the major schools were also talking. Their conversations were more oriented towards their schools.
   

        And it wasn't just about Casio's how incredibly powerful.
   

        From all directions, gazes turned towards the residence of the Magical Golem Sect as if it had become a much-coveted prize. Some were openly eager, while others were very discreet. The most discreet of them naturally belonged to an elderly gaze from the Star Ring Fist, the 'feigning death' veteran Victor.
   

        He even had a hint of gratitude in his eyes, his heart relieved. Victor had indeed survived by feigning death, but what about afterwards? If the truth that he hadn't died was exposed, he would inevitably bear a stigma, and the reputation of the Star Ring Fist would suffer. Unless Victor avoided all contact with people and lived as if he were dead for the rest of his life.
   

        But despite his age, he still had a good life ahead! At most, his strength declined, but the secret Hibernation technique could prolong his life. Victor wanted to spend more time with his great-grandchildren and nurture them himself.
   

        He was very optimistic about this bloodline, now in its fourth generation.
   

        Therefore, it would be difficult to keep Victor's survival a secret. In the event of defeat, all eyes would seek to attribute blame, and the 'feigning death' Victor would definitely be served with a large share of the blame. But what about under the atmosphere of victory? Many things could be tolerated, and minor displeasures and irrationalities would be overlooked with a laugh, without anyone dwelling on them.
   

        As long as Victor made up a reasonable excuse. Saying he had previously suffered from an internal heart injury, and after a round of intense fighting, his heart momentarily stopped beating. Bodily functions ceased, as if he were dead.
   

        It would be easy to fool others, after all, respect for the elderly is important.
   

        Major schools would also need to give the Star Ring Fist some face, without digging too deeply.
   

        And all this was contingent on the victory of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        Magical Golem Sect's Casio, undoubtedly solved a huge problem for Victor. Unintentionally, he assisted both Victor and the Star Ring Fist. This made Victor secretly grateful; he really valued his own reputation.
   

        Only second to his life.
   

        ******************************
   

        Boom boom boom...
   

        Suddenly, there was a sound like muffled thunder from the sky, as the storm advanced.
   

        Everyone looked up.
   

        A black meteor was seen gliding towards them, picking up speed as it approached.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the meteor plummeted towards the ground.
   

        With a bang, it created a pit, and a silhouette emerged from within.
   

        Blond hair wild as a lion's mane fluttered chaotically. Beneath the blond hair were cold, sharp eyes, and the deep blue pupils resembled an abyss. His handsome face had distinct features, with a hint of dominance between his brows. None of Bai Kui's original softness and beauty remained.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 990: 505 fighters head to Immortal Island (4300)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Instead, he resembled an unsheathed sword, bristling with killing intention.
   

        Casio's upper body clothes were already torn and ragged, revealing a perfectly splendid physique, with muscles that grew streamline, their bulges and fissures complementing each other. There was an indescribable sense of strength and harmony. Paired with his rock-white skin, he looked like a sculpture crafted by a master artist.
   

        An artwork that exuded both strength and beauty.
   

        Countless eyes were drawn to him, filled with shock, envy, or fervor. Among these were some twisted, malformed affections.
   

        They eerily resembled the gazes of the men under Casio's command.
   

        Casio slowly turned his head, sweeping his gaze over the various Secret Martial Arts Worlds present at the International Exchange Meeting. Instantly, people bowed their heads, not daring to meet his eyes. Even those of the Fighter level felt an intense pressure on their foreheads.
   

        A domineering aura bore down on their shoulders without explanation, a sense of threat and power that was even more intense than that of Whale King Arlington!
   

        Tap, tap, tap... tap, tap, tap...
   

        Casio began to walk step by step towards the people at the International Exchange Meeting. Midway, his gaze suddenly fixed in one direction. His silhouette vanished in an instant, and in the next second, he appeared amongst the crowd of a small country's spectators. With a bang, a figure was sent flying.
   

        It traced a parabola through the air, the limbs flailing in an attempt to struggle.
   

        In the midst of the crowd, Casio's figure flew directly out, arriving sooner despite acting later. He hard kicked the Fighter-level man in mid-air into two separate pieces!
   

        With a splashing sound, internal organs flew out, and blood rained down like a fine mist.
   

        Casio landed, reached into the air with his right hand, and grabbed the still living upper half of the man's body. He slowly brought it in front of himself.
   

        "You... what are you doing!!"
   

        "Just because you're a Boxing Master, you think you can kill at will?!"
   

        "Do you think that just because you're the first among Secret Martialists, you can do whatever you want?"
   

        Suddenly, from within the small country's camp, some were filled with righteous indignation. The Yana United States also became restless, feeling that Casio's sudden move was too violent.
   

        "Hahaha... Right now, indeed I can do as I please. As you've said, there's no one in the Secret Martial Arts World who can stand against me now…" Casio burst into laughter, turning to look at the man in his grasp, "Of course, having the power to act without restraint doesn't mean I will use it to kill at whim. 'Door Organization,' this name you all must have heard of, right..."
   

        With a ripping sound, he tore the clothes off the man's right shoulder.
   

        Revealing a brand with the Devil's Eye emblem imbued with foreign energy.
   

        Casio had an interesting idea, reminiscent of the time he collaborated with the Northern Mystery Martial World to deploy a large force that wiped out Black Rain Villa! While riding on the momentum he gained from recently defeating Whale King Arlington and with the prestige of being officially recognized as the top individual in the Secret Martial Arts World, he planned to replicate the tactic of the third Retrospection!
   

        Immortal Island was fraught with dangers. There were the original forces of the Ripple line from the Bone Forest on the island, as well as the involvement of the Black Rain Villa's powers. The Door Organization could also potentially stick their nose in unexpectedly like a troublemaker. So the situation there was extremely intricate and equally chaotic.
   

        What Casio wanted to do was to cut through the chaos with a swift strike, planning to sweep through with overwhelming force! With so many Fighters gathered at the International Exchange Meeting, why not join me in exploring the Ancient Ruins, in a unified operation of the Secret Martial Art World?
   

        A hundred Fighters!
   

        Setting foot on Immortal Island together, what scene would that be?!
   

        Other Forces, just the thought would likely scare them pissless...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 991: Only killing! Only destruction! (4300)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Undoubtedly, fighters at this level, regardless of where they are, represent the absolute high-end combat strength. This holds true both within the various Secret Martial Arts Worlds themselves and when looking at the scale of the entire Transcendental Realm. Take the Dark Hunt Organization for instance, an official transcendent force of the millennia-old Hong Li Empire. Even its formidable Hunters Association, with all its variety, consists of merely six fighters of high-ranking expertise.
   

        Of course, the Dark Hunt Organization has hidden powerful figures aside from the Hunters Association; it also has other organizations. Moreover, both the Imperial Royal Family and the Hong Li Council have their exclusive forces. Altogether, they definitely would not be weak.
   

        However, even so, they would not be a match for any of the Secret Martial Arts Worlds from the Northeast, South, and West of the Hong Li Empire. Each of the Empire's four Secret Martial Arts Worlds had at least fifty fighters either secluded deep in the mountains or in their prime of life.
   

        Those who came to participate in the International Exchange Meeting this time were mostly young and robust fighters, currently at the peak of their combat prowess.
   

        Moreover, it was important to note that as practitioners of Secret Martial Arts, the fighters' strength was considerably balanced. Speed, power, defense, skill, reaction speed, keen perception, lethal force, and sustained combat abilities, all belonged to the second tier. Even those who had mastered special secret techniques had ratings that could reach the first tier. They were undoubtedly a kind of perfect warrior.
   

        If considering the forces of the Transcendental Realm, such as those Shadow Hunters from the Hunters Association. Casio had fought with them before and could distinctly feel that Shadow Hunters were severely specialized. Generally speaking, they excelled prominently in one or two areas, overcoming thresholds by relying on some bizarre and powerful abilities.
   

        But other aspects were all weak points.
   

        Their proud abilities could reach the first tier, and even be strong within that tier. However, other attributes were all in the third or even fourth tier. At times, they were barely stronger than ordinary people.
   

        It was somewhat like the concept of a "Glass Cannon" that was mentioned before.
   

        Undoubtedly, if comparing fighters and Shadow Hunters as two types of military units, fighters were undoubtedly more perfect, better suited for multi-person combat, and were units like the mainstay in a battlefield. They could either be placed at the front to charge into the enemy lines, used for side flank surprise attacks and decapitations, or even placed beside the main commander as a guard. Meanwhile, Shadow Hunters' utility was much more singular, more like long-range output mages, who would perish instantly if approached closely.
   

        If Casio now had a hundred fighters under his command, he could certainly clear the obstacles in his path and crush the thorns effortlessly! Of course, this was clearly the most ideal situation, which meant that all the major Secret Martial Arts Worlds supported and trusted him. Only then could he assemble a team of a hundred to follow Casio.
   

        Undoubtedly, achieving this was impossible. He had just severely beaten Whale King Arlington, leaving him seriously injured, which was tantamount to fiercely slapping the face of the Yana United States. Fighters from this camp would not possibly cooperate with him, even if he exposed the Door Organization, it would be of no help. However, the remaining Star Blue Empire and the Small Nations Alliance might potentially have fighters interested.
   

        But there would not be many, especially since there were originally few people, and being foreigners relative to the Hong Li Empire, they naturally had barriers and distrust.
   

        Totally, if more than five individuals were willing to accompany Casio to the Eternal Islands, it would be quite good. The main force would still be from the Hong Li Empire, which was originally the organizer, having heated up preparations months in advance, and fighters from the Secret Martial Arts Worlds of the North, South, East, and West all came. Especially the Eastern Martial World, which had more than thirty fighters, nearly forty people!
   

        When Casio rose up during the low point of the Hong Li Empire Martial World, he had become a savior in the hearts of the younger generation. Elders and Gate Masters of the various schools owed Casio a favor, after all, it was Casio who salvaged the face of the Hong Li Empire and turned the tide. Moreover, Casio's significance as the first Boxing Master to appear in the Hong Li Empire in twenty years was significant.
   

        He now had considerable prestige, and as long as he found a suitable reason that revealed tangible benefits. It was expected that many fighters from the Hong Li Empire Martial World would wholeheartedly agree. Some were attracted by Casio's imposing manner, others by the benefits, and some also joined in for the buzz and to scavenge benefits. After all, if the number of participants in the event initiated by Casio was numerous. With so many fighters working together, what couldn't be accomplished? Joining in to benefit from the situation, wasn't that just picking up an easy advantage?
   

        It was conceivable that many people held this mindset.
   

        It might even make up one-third, or half.
   

        But it didn't matter, as Casio needed was to overwhelm with numbers.
   

        This time, heading to the Ancient Ruins of the Eternal Islands, he no longer wanted to replay it as an adventure story with a few close friends. Struggling through arduous and perilous challenges to find treasure? No, no, Casio wanted to see a large troop advance, leaving nothing but barren land in their wake, unstoppable!
   

        It was like exploring a cave and opening tombs; if you are a small group of tomb raiders, you are naturally cautious and trembling with fear. You have to be wary of the traps in the tombs and afraid of getting caught by the government for illegal activities. But it's different for a Scientific Investigation Team; they directly cordon off the area on-site, with no bystanders allowed. With government support, police patrolling, and professionals sent from universities. Large temporary camps, digging, cleaning, transporting, and maintaining—a full-service operation. Open and legitimate, supported from multiple sides, it feels just like coming home.
   

        The analogy might not be entirely appropriate, but that was the mindset Casio wanted. This ease, this confidence, this substantial sense of assurance. Thus, Casio, who was usually reserved and reticent, unusually spent a long time discussing and answering questions with people from the Martial World this time. He revealed some information that could be disclosed, even including some from the Dark Hunt Organization.
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        Of course, most were from the Door Organization.
   

        During this process, the major Secret Martial Arts Worlds had filtered through several selections.
   

        The Yana United States initially declared that they would not cooperate nor listen to these matters. They directly returned to their residence in East Sea City with low spirits, waiting for news from Whale King Arlington, and planned to wait a few days before the ocean-going ship departed, returning to the Yana United States Secret Martial Arts World. The small nation alliance and the Star Blue Empire were also not very interested, with only about five or six people planning to join in the excitement. Thus, Casio, along with a group from the Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World and these few individuals from other countries, came to East Sea City.
   

        As always, the spacious and bright Cafu Hall.
   

        The attendees talked for a long time and discussed for quite a while.
   

        In the mid to late stages of the meeting, Casio directly threw something that caught everyone's attention. In those Ancient Ruins, there apparently existed an Armory of Boxing Methods. Inside, it presumably treasured Secret Martial Arts Techniques from the ancient times, likely the heritage left by that distant civilization.
   

        This was a special area he saw on the map from the Devil's Book.
   

        For Casio, this so-called Armory of Boxing Methods was basically of no use, nor was it attractive. Because he had reached the realm of an Ultimate Fighter, could be called a master of Boxing Methods, and was almost peering into the Saint Fist. Ordinary Secret Martial Arts could only serve as stones from other hills which could potentially polish his own gems, allowing him to glimpse their essence and broaden his perspective. And this aspect was also achievable in the Valley of Howlers in the World of Calamities, even with sparring partners available.
   

        Moreover, the more one cultivated Secret Martial Arts in the later stages, the more one emphasized purity. The Southern Dipper Secret Transmission and the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts were enough for Casio's cultivation, aiming for further refinement.
   

        Compared to the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, in Casio's mind, an Armory of Boxing Methods was trivial as a single straw in nine cows. Of course, what seemed trivial in his eyes was considered a feast of rare delicacies for the Hong Li Empire Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        This goddamn place was an ancient Armory of Boxing Methods!
   

        How many Secret Martial Arts and secret techniques were in there?
   

        All could transform into a strong foundation for a powerful school!
   

        Heritage, is always what cultivators of Secret Martial Arts value most.
   

        Especially a good heritage, sufficient to make people clamor fiercely for a chance. Even, effectively raising the cap of a school. Originally, this school only had a third-rate Secret Martial Art, where it might take generations to possibly burst forth with a Fighter-level Gate Master. These types of Gate Masters were relatively weak, being absolutely at the bottom among Fighters.
   

        But now, if this third-rate Sect Gate Master could find an ancient second-rate Secret Martial Art in the Armory of Boxing Methods, along with several powerful secret techniques. Great, the next ten to twenty years could see a direct ascent. The overall quality and strength of many disciples would steadily increase, the Sect would grow powerful. A Fighter-level combat strength would stable out generation after generation, and he wouldn't be considered weak even among Fighters. And the overall strengthening of the School would gain more resources and forces, attracting more fresh blood and young talents from the area.
   

        Thus achieving a beautiful virtuous cycle of thriving success!
   

        As the original third-rate Sect Gate Master who achieved all this, he could probably live his remaining years in joy. If all went well, at least before he died, the Sect would be thriving. A day with a change, truly exhilarating.
   

        All things in the world are always the most heart-stirring when it comes to benefits.
   

        Whether it was Casio leveraging the prestige from defeating the Whale King Arlington, or the identity of the first person in the two countries' Secret Martial Arts World, or even the exposure and criticism towards the Door Organization. All of that could only be said to add flowers to the brocade, green onions scattered over the main meal.
   

        As for the main course, the truly appealing thing.
   

        It was naturally this Armory of Boxing Methods in the Ancient Ruins.
   

        Cafu Hall, spacious hall, at this moment was unusually crowded.
   

        The noisy sound inside, the flying spittle, the flailing limbs, the anxious shifting of steps, all made one feel like this place was a marketplace. But in fact, everyone present was a Fighter, either a Gate Master or an Elder from various schools. At this moment, their faces flushed with excitement, extremely agitated.
   

        In one corner, three or four Gate Masters from small schools in the same county gathered together. They breathed heavily, panting like cows, and the area around their eyes seemed to redden, looking a bit desperate. Especially the white-haired one-armed elder by the window, his Qi could not be contained anymore. It surged out towards the outside of the window, as if flames were fiercely burning.
   

        The white-haired elder's name was Joe, from the third-rate Arm Blade Sect.
   

        As the name Arm Blade Sect implies, they transformed their hands into steel blades, possessing powerful cutting power and destructive force at their peak. But due to the inherent flaws of the Secret Martial Art, there were also severe side effects, making the muscles and skeleton extraordinarily fragile and painfully unbearable when cultivated to a certain level. Joe's left hand was lost in this way, and even his right hand was tightly wrapped around with layers of leather straps, barely maintaining its form. In fact, it was nearly shattered, and he could only sustain a very short duration of combat when engaging with others.
   

        He came to this International Exchange Meeting, bringing his most favored grandson along. Both had taken the stage, and the grandson performed very well, showing high combat talent. Joe, in comparison, fell a bit short and was defeated by his first Fighter-level opponent. There was no choice, he was old and the side effects of the Secret Martial Art had fully manifested, unable to withstand high-intensity collisions.
   

        The International Exchange Meeting had ended, and Joe was both happy and worried. He was happy because his grandson truly had extraordinary talent, managing to contend with the first core disciples of second-rate sects using a third-rate Secret Martial Art. His cultivation talent and battle prowess were clearly exceptional. However, this made Joe incredibly worried. His grandson was already on the right track in cultivating the Arm Blade Sect's secret techniques and was about to make major breakthroughs. It was possible that his grandson might have to go through what he had experienced and endured.
   

        The result could be tragic, losing an arm or even both arms.
   

        During the International Exchange Meeting, Joe had hesitated. He wondered whether he should let his grandson switch sects, not wasting such superb talent on a Secret Martial Art with severe side effects. But changing sects was clearly very difficult; the inheritance of Secret Martial Arts was strict.
   

        Other schools generally wouldn't accept a young man who had already learned a Secret Martial Art, let alone one whose grandfather was a fighter.
   

        Joe felt helpless, guilty. But, there was no other way.
   

        His own knowledge of Martial Arts wasn't enough to create a new Secret Martial Art.
   

        At most, he could only reduce some of the side effects of the Arm Blade Sect's techniques.
   

        This was undoubtedly a drop in the bucket, and it didn't solve the fundamental problem.
   

        Sometimes, as Joe watched the core disciples of major sects on the arena, full of vigor and showcasing powerful Secret Martial Arts and significant secret techniques, and then glanced at his quiet grandson beside him, he felt immense guilt and frustration. After all, the limit of the Arm Blade Sect was visibly apparent.
   

        At that moment, in Cafu Hall. The foremost fighter of the Secret Martial Arts World, who had defeated Whale King Arlington, suddenly revealed shocking news.
   

        There was an ancient relic in the southeastern sea, containing a Martial Arts armory!
   

        This instantly made Joe's blood boil.
   

        He unhesitatingly supported Casio, following him with unwavering determination.
   

        Joe wanted to gain a powerful Secret Martial Art for his family's sect, for his highly talented grandson! And if possible, to obtain several secret techniques as well. After all, he was an old man already, and his end was near regardless of any risks; he didn't have many years left to live. He might as well seize this opportunity, trading his battered body for the prosperity of his sect!
   

        This was a superb opportunity! Joe was exhilarated, thinking jubilantly!
   

        At that moment, in the hall, the heads of all the smaller sects were likely thinking the same. They had nothing to lose, which made them desperately eager!
   

        Thus, when Casio openly clarified that there might be dangers and enemies during this expedition to the southeastern sea, and that they would do their utmost to stop us,
   

        the entire Cafu Hall erupted.
   

        Numerous fighters from the Red Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World surged with Qi, like steam. Their hair was disheveled, eyes bloodshot, and tusks-like white teeth protruding, showing an extremely aggressive and brutal expression.
   

        "If anyone blocks us, then let's kill! Kill kill kill kill kill!"
   

        "Anyone who wants to stop us from obtaining the Martial Arts armory, they are our enemies! For enemies… there is only slaughter, only destruction!"
   

        "Tear them apart! Trample them! Crush them!"
   

        ...
   

        In a corner, the white-haired elder Joe shouted loudly, his strong solitary arm swinging vigorously. His aged face looked as if possessed by madness.
   

        In his murky eyes, there was a frighteningly determined expression.
   

        "Anyone who dares stand in our way has only one fate!"
   

        "Death!!!!"
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        The action proposed by Casio this time was purely voluntary. No one forced the elite fighters, elders, or gate masters of the various Secret Martial Art schools to participate; it was for those who were willing to take the bait.
   

        He mentioned that there was an Ancient Ruin on Immortal Island, which housed a Boxing Method Armory. It seemed like a pie in the sky, but many fighters from the smaller schools on site liked this pie. A significant number of them were willing to give it a shot since East Sea County was not far from Immortal Island. The round trip would certainly not exceed half a month.
   

        Some of the other fighters, seeing that many were responding to Casio's call, also decided to join in on the excitement and take advantage of the opportunity. With so many fighters joining forces for this action, everyone felt it would be hard to fail. Moreover, the more participants there were, the less danger it presented. They couldn't imagine any danger could befall them on an island, with a Boxing Master like Casio in charge and at least fifty fighters working together.
   

        Even if there were deadly dangers on it originally, they would no longer be considered dangers now. Danger is always relative! From this moment on, they became the danger; they were the danger itself to Immortal Island!
   

        Therefore, many people in the meeting were twitching with eagerness. Including some top first-class sects, these influential Secret Martial Art schools indeed had no shortage of powerful martial arts and abundant secret techniques, but who would ever have too many good things? The foundation of a large, influential Secret Martial Arts school is accumulated bit by bit. With such an opportunity to gain advantage, they certainly would not miss it.
   

        Of course, with many high-level fighters within their sects, they definitely wouldn't deploy everyone. At most, they would send one or two, to join the crowd.
   

        Soon, in the hall of Cafu Hall, the meeting moved into the voting and tallying phase. The whole process was recorded by the original personnel in charge of the International Exchange Meeting.
   

        Various small nations around the world: 3 people.
   

        Star Blue Empire: 3 people.
   

        Hong Li Federation: East 23 people, North 16 people, South 13, West 12.
   

        All sorts of participants combined to make exactly seventy people!
   

        Plus the five people from Casio's Magical Golem Sect, there were a total of seventy-five people.
   

        All fighters, the masters and elders of major schools. If this force were to unite, it would be enough to sweep the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        Back then, when Casio destroyed Black Rain Villa, the top combat strength of the fighters deployed from the Northern Mystery Martial World was also just a handful. Now, heading to Immortal Island, they had seven to eight times the forces of Black Rain Villa, with full confidence.
   

        In Cafu Hall, it was agreed that they would set off to the southeast sea area in three to four days. Before that, time was needed to prepare and notify their respective schools. After all, there was danger on this journey, and the elders and gate masters of the major schools needed to arrange their affairs to avoid chaos in case of accidents.
   

        Casio also took the opportunity of these few days to digest the increase in his strength. First, the continuous battles had led to the breakthrough of six Red Vulture Fist acupoints, reaching the realm of forty-six stars, which was the Fifth Stage of Deathfang Power. He needed to get used to this and fully master the special force of the advanced stage. Additionally, the acupoints of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist were also lighting up one by one during the resonance process.
   

        It needed to achieve balance with the Red Vulture Fist, which would take some time.
   

        Second, the evolution of the Magic puppet secret weapon needed his attention as it related to the upper limits of his physical growth. Casio needed to focus and ascertain the good and bad aspects and re-examine the strength of his physique to see what growth there was in various attributes.
   

        Third, the implementation of the Tyrant Fist pathway made Casio's will clearer and purer, gradually resembling an extremely hard and transparent diamond. He could feel the inspiration flowing in his mind, and every word and action he took became more and more characteristic of a tyrant. This was probably a benefit from defeating Arlington.
   

        Last was the writing of the Southern Dipper secret transmissions. Casio had never stopped working on them, and now that the Shadow Moon Fist was complete, only a few more pieces remained.
   

        While East Sea City was returning to a state of tranquility, and the various schools began preparations for the trip to Immortal Island, the Door Organization was in turmoil.
   

        A secret, spacious and high-level base of importance.
   

        Many kings gathered here, summoned by the First King and Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, preparing to explore the Ancient Relics of Immortal Island.
   

        However, this afternoon, the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist finally returned.
   

        Severely injured, coughing blood, his strength had dimmed and weakened to a shocking degree. He appeared extremely disheveled, like a defeated dog chased away.
   

        The kings had never imagined that the always elegant and strong Magic Phoenix Saint Fist could end up in such a plight. As the Vice Leader of the Door Organization, he had always taken Mr. Xiadu as his model, maintaining a mysterious aura with his independent comings and goings. Whenever he appeared before others, he would be dressed in a white trench coat, draped in blood-colored long hair. His hands covered in white gloves, with a refined appearance and a strong, serious aura. Many recently joined kings even felt somewhat intimidated by Magic Phoenix Saint Fist.
   

        They always had the impression of a powerful and dignified image in their minds.
   

        But now, that image had collapsed. The trench coat on Magic Phoenix Saint Fist was tattered and torn, a shoe and pant leg gone. His back had bloody wounds, looking like they had been exploded and decomposed by some kind of force.
   

        His aura was also weak, like a flickering flame in the wind, as if he had used up all his Qi, incredibly frail.
   

        Besides Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, another nearly crippled silhouette was brought back. At first, no one recognized him, but then they realized it was Whale King Arlington from the Yana United States, that Ultimate Fighter. The First King's friend and initially a cooperative partner in exploring the relic.
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        Could it really be as the rumors spoken by the fourth king implied? Whale King Arlington had killed the first king, and the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist went to seek revenge. The two battled for three hundred rounds, ending with the manifestation of the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist. Arlington was also captured alive and taken back as a trophy for the Door Organization.
   

        This speculation was popular, but soon the truth was revealed.
   

        The Magic Phoenix Holy Fist did not engage in a life-or-death fight with Whale King Arlington; instead, he saved Arlington. The Whale King was not the murderer of the first king; it was a tragic mistake. Both of these ultimate fighters sustained severe injuries from the same person, the same fighter!
   

        Magical Golem Sect, Casio!!!
   

        An ultimate fighter who suddenly emerged from the Hong Li Empire!
   

        Boxing master, no, possibly a grandmaster!
   

        First, he made his move in the final phase of the International Exchange Meeting, crushing Whale King Arlington's confidence and path, defeating him.
   

        The Magic Phoenix Holy Fist wanted to rescue Arlington, but he was entangled by Magical Golem Sect's Casio. Chased and fought all the way, the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist was not even his match!
   

        At the last moment, he could only use the Calamity Ring bestowed upon him by the leader Xiadu. This caused Xiadu's avatar to descend, intending to destroy everything in sight. However, the combat power of this Magical Golem Sect Casio was beyond imagination, with an incredible depth of strength. It appeared he had not just entered the ultimate fighter class, but had already touched that threshold, almost qualifying as a contemporary Saint Fist!
   

        Even with the leader's avatar intervening, he was still not overwhelmingly defeated.
   

        The two clashed fiercely, directly destroying a mountain peak. This even triggered a mutation in Xiadu's avatar, forcing out his ultimate abilities.
   

        The outcome of the battle after that was unclear to the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist, as he had already fled the scene with Arlington. However, given the terrifying strength displayed by Casio, it is likely that he is still alive.
   

        Inside a hollow mountain, in a natural cave hall.
   

        The kings sat in silence, the quiet so profound it seemed you could hear a pin drop. The fourth king even held his breath.
   

        It appears the first king was also killed by this Magical Golem Sect Casio!
   

        Such a heavy killing intent! Such formidable strength! Truly like a demon.
   

        Having been unknown for years, he suddenly appeared and consecutively defeated three exceedingly rare ultimate fighters! Killing one, severely injuring two! He even forced out an avatar of that great person, yet failed to subdue him. Terrifying indeed! The fourth king gasped in shock.
   

        The surrounding air temperature seemed to heat up in an instant.
   

        "So what do we do now? The first king has been killed, both you and Arlington are severely injured. Should our Organization still take action against that Magical Golem Sect Casio?" the second king asked after a moment of silence.
   

        "..." The pale-faced Magic Phoenix Holy Fist, wearing a brand new white trench coat, also fell into a rare silence. He seemed somewhat reluctant to answer, a flash of anger and dread crossing his brow, "Let's not provoke him for now, it would be like a lamb entering a tiger's den. Even for you kings, once he discovers you, there's basically no escape..."
   

        "We'll discuss this matter when leader Xiadu's true body fully awakens. It's not too far off, only about two or three years. The Catastrophe Tidal plan will soon commence, which will be an all-encompassing deluge. By then, even that Casio will be submerged..."
   

        The Magic Phoenix Holy Fist took a deep breath, various secret techniques operating within his body, continually healing his internal and external injuries: "As for the injuries Arlington and I sustained, with the secret medicine we brought this time, we'll heal quickly. For now, we must stick to the original plan..."
   

        "The Eternal Isles, that ancient relic, I must obtain it."
   

        "But sir, the first king has fallen, and many secrets died with him. Moreover, we're lacking a top combatant, so..."
   

        The second king hadn't finished his sentence when the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist shook his head.
   

        "We can't do anything about the lost intelligence."
   

        "As for top combat strength, we'll just have to use some of our resources."
   

        "Are you suggesting?" The second king vaguely guessed something.
   

        Throughout the generations, the deputy leaders of the Door Organization were known as Saint Fist, though none actually reached the Holy Fist Realm. However, they all belonged to the level of Extreme Fighters, who were rare Boxing Masters in the world. After their deaths, their bodies were preserved in a peculiar state akin to extinction yet not extinguished—it was a special method of the Organization, seemingly an attempt to use these bodies of past deputy leaders to connect with the wraiths wandering aimlessly in the World of Calamities.
   

        Thereby attempting to achieve resurrection, or even eternal life.
   

        Of course, this method had not been successful, only achieving the initial part, the latter proving too difficult to accomplish. However, the Dark Biological Transformation experiments conducted by Candle Soul and Yangyan in Florence had brought about an unexpected opportunity. If the Origin Stone Tablet was used to envelop the deputy leaders' corpses with the power of the Calamity Source Spring, it would indeed generate an unexpected mutation.
   

        This was an immature method developed by the Organization only within the last five years.
   

        Now, according to what Magic Phoenix Saint Fist said, it seems like they might have to start testing it earlier than planned. Hopefully, everything goes normally and no other accidents occur.
   

        ******************************
   

        At the same time, in the southern part of the Li Empire, deep within the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains.
   

        The only remaining top-level Fighter among the Great Wizards of the Totem Temple, the Lava Wizard, felt the call of the Totem King and returned to the depths of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains. No one knew what happened during that time or what discussions took place between them. What many wizards saw...
   

        Was a terrifying volcanic eruption exploding at the center of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains. Rolling magma cascaded down like a waterfall, turning everything around into a sea of golden-red. The intense heat scorched the air, causing violent gales to sweep through.
   

        And from the midst of the volcanic ash, a silhouette emerged.
   

        His wizard clothing was torn, his chest laid bare, branded with a golden-red totem that resembled magma, emitting bright light and intense heat, as though a sun were embedded in his chest.
   

        In the southeastern sea territory of the Hong Li Empire, the Eternal Islands.
   

        This place was covered with dense white trees, sprawled across the plains and hills, forming a bizarre forest. Only upon closer inspection would one realize that these trees were actually bones, extremely smooth on the surface. Their tree crowns, like the roar of pine trees, slightly reflective under the sunlight, immobile.
   

        And in the very center of this bone forest stood a Sky-reaching Mother Tree. Its thick roots were enormous like serpentine dragons, with fine scale-like patterns on the surface. From its crown, hanging branches bore round fruits, some of which were special.
   

        These fruits were ring-shaped and could just fit a person's finger.
   

        The rings possessed magical powers and an incredible allure, occasionally attracting birds to peck at them, only for the birds to be blown into shreds upon contact.
   

        The fresh blood splattering on the ring surface only made them more bizarre and ancient-looking.
   

        Around the great tree, several Ripple masters in black robes quietly waited. Today was the day the Mother Tree's fruits ripened and the Bone Rings fell, the most important time for the Ripple masters of the Eternal Islands in many years.
   

        This was a very solemn and serious scene, representing inheritance.
   

        However, exclamations disrupted the silence. Ripple masters, who had been praying with bowed heads, all lifted their heads, their gazes fixated on the tree crown above.
   

        There, three Bone Rings shimmering brightly were visible.
   

        Bloody red, profound black, gale blue...
   

        Supreme Bone Rings! They are the top-tier rings produced by the Mother Tree! They appear only once every four to five decades, and their owners are always the leaders of the Ripple masters!
   

        How could three appear all at once!?
   

        Moreover, it had only been about a dozen years since the last Supreme Bone Rings were born. Something strange must have happened!
   

        The entire Sky-reaching Mother Tree vibrated imperceptibly, as if it were tuning into the frequency of another, deeper world. In that world, on a pallid land wreathed in ashes, a colossal tree-like a mountain stood steadfast!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 995: 508 Eternal life! Eternal life! (4000)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        For a time, the Southeast region of the Hong Li Empire was faced with a major upheaval.
   

        At the Totem Temple in the southern Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, the returning Lava Wizards conveyed the will of the Totem King and began to rally the totem wizards active in the regions of the South. They called the elite back to the old nest to gather.
   

        And they also notified the other Great Wizards to come and discuss matters together.
   

        This sign of an impending storm made some supernatural forces around the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains quite apprehensive, fearing that the powerful Totem Temple was targeting them. Luckily, the Totem Temple's attention was turned towards the East.
   

        In the Eternal Islands, the Ripple masters experienced a major event as well. They began to recall their forces spread throughout the entire southeast of the Hong Li Empire, and even within the small island nations between the North and South Reef Continents. The Mother Tree had given birth to three Supreme Bone Rings, and it was clear that what followed would be a decision on who was worthy to inherit the Bone Rings.
   

        The Door Organization, a secretive base in the Southeast sea territories, had several kings starting to gather their followers. Core members from both overseas and within the country continuously joined them, bringing their developed forces. The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist's whereabouts were unknown, while Whale King Arlington was still healing in the Deadly Pass.
   

        In the Anta Mountains, Black Rain Villa began to stir, as top-tier knight-ranked Eerie Night Guests kept returning. They usually operated alone throughout the Federation on their tasks, mysterious and solitary, rarely gathering. Now, clearly a significant event was imminent. Some who were there to join in the commotion idly counted the number of arrivals in front of the Baptism Church. To their surprise, they discovered that in the past week, close to twenty top-tier knight-ranked Markers had entered the Church. Adding the previous arrivals, it was feared that over two-thirds of the top-tier Knight Rank from Black Rain Villa had returned.
   

        The storm was brewing, but it was uncertain whether it would be for better or worse.
   

        However, what was certain was that it was a big event, a high-stakes event.
   

        East Sea County, Huaifeng Region, Water Cloud Region.
   

        The major Secret Martial Art Schools in these three coastal counties, upon receiving orders from their revered Elders or Gate Masters, sprung into action. They collectively exerted their influence, mobilizing various contacts and resources, and astonishingly assembled a convoy at the coastal ports. Among them were even two decommissioned Wind Sail Battleships from the Hong Li Empire Navy—mighty and tall, capable of carrying many people.
   

        Having such warships, navigating through the fog and storms of the Eternal Islands would be somewhat easier. Of course, all those on board were high-level fighters.
   

        Even if they fell into the sea, as long as they were near the coast, and could find the direction of the mainland, they could swim back with their terrifying physical strength and inhuman endurance! During this, as long as they didn't encounter extraordinarily exaggerated waves or deep-sea monsters, everyone could return safely. For things like the Great White Shark, even in their oceanic home, they were creatures to be killed as sports by the people.
   

        Besides the warships, the major Schools put a bounty with substantial rewards. They found several local fishermen familiar with the routes to serve as guides.
   

        The Eternal Islands are perennially surrounded by fog and storms, making it a highly dangerous area. Sometimes, one could lose direction or even run aground on hidden reefs. There's only a very short, safer period each year to enter. Clearly, that time was not now. Hence, heading to the Eternal Islands during the storm season was exceptionally dangerous, with a high mortality rate. Even skilled fishermen were reluctant to guide, after all, it was a gamble with their lives.
   

        However, great rewards bring out bold adventurers.
   

        It was indeed dangerous to set off for the Eternal Islands in the midst of the storm season, and the fishermen initially wanted to refuse, but the rewards offered by the major Schools were too substantial!
   

        With so much money, it could support a family for ten generations.
   

        Enabling progress with generous compensation, the process became exceptionally smooth. At least four or five old fishermen were willing to lead the way, and even a retired Navigator from the military had his eyes dazzled by the substantial gold. He had been a Navigator for twenty years, encountering various situations at sea, evidently quite the professional.
   

        The major Schools were not picky; with so much money, they hired all of them.
   

        Over the course of three to four days, one task after another was completed. By the time the fighter teams were about to depart, the road was already paved.
   

        During this process, many Schools were very active, clearly under the instructions of their Elders and Gate Masters behind them. It was probably their intention to put in more effort so that when it came time to plunder the Boxing Method Armory, they could command more influence in the allocation process. If a bit of money could exchange for a powerful Secret Martial Art...
   

        All the major Schools would be laughing madly; isn't that like picking up a bargain?
   

        In any case, the whole process was very smooth.
   

        On August 6th, four days after the International Exchange Meeting concluded, there were still many fighters lingering in East Sea City. That morning, they came to Cafu Hall for a brief meeting to reconfirm the details settled over the past three to four days. There were no objections.
   

        When the meeting ended, the fighters, each one exuding a strong aura, poured out of the gate like a shoal of sardines, striding like meteors towards their respective Schools.
   

        Half an hour later, dozens of Secret Martial Art Schools set off at the same time, leaving East Sea City in horse carriages. They formed a convoy as long as a dragon on the wide roads, their destination clear: the coast of Huaifeng Region.
   

        There lay the closest straight line to the Eternal Islands.
   

        From the sky above, one could see on the endless green plains, the yellowish-grey roads busy with carriages racing joyously. One after another, they made up an imposing procession.
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        The surging momentum was far more exaggerated than the Iron Skin Train that Casio had taken when he smuggled himself into Black Rain Villa from the Northern Mystery Martial World years ago.
   

        At the very end of the convoy, Casio sat in a spacious horse carriage.
   

        The carriage traveled smoothly, his eyes closed as his body instinctively practiced the Magic puppet secret weapon, subtly distorting the air around him. The incredibly intense Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field clung closely to the surface of his skin instead of recklessly expanding outward. This demonstrated Casio's tremendous control and the rapidly progressing proficiency of the Magic puppet secret weapon.
   

        "Huff..."
   

        From his nostrils, two streams of visibly thick white high-temperature air slowly flowed out. Instantly, the carriage was enveloped in fog, creating a small vortex. Soon, visibility cleared up again. Casio had finished cultivating the Magic puppet secret weapon, and in the next second, he began circulating the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission.
   

        Forty-six purple stars, forty-six red stars.
   

        They reflected off each other, resonating together.
   

        There was a faint but spiraling upside momentum entangling them.
   

        Another half-hour passed, and he pulled out a stack of parchment from his bosom.
   

        Gently flipping through it, a strong sense of Martial Will and Qi spread out, forming a small domain within the carriage. The domain was incredibly infectious; a glance through the mist revealed glowing fist imprints in the air, or perhaps whip kicks, horse stances, elbow strikes, and so on.
   

        All were extremely basic yet vitally important foundational movements.
   

        Soon after, the illusions rapidly shifted. Single moves turned into combinations and then into deadly finishing blows. Every action was fiercely brutal, absolutely lethal!
   

        A strong and forceful fist moved through the air, leaving behind a crescent-shaped afterimage. The next second, it shattered as if it were but a reflection on water. Beautiful yet ruthless and cruel, as if even space itself had been shattered.
   

        Casio nodded slowly and turned the page.
   

        Firestone Fist, complete.
   

        He flipped to the next page.
   

        Tsunami Fist, halfway there.
   

        As for Ripple Fist, he hadn't started yet. He would get to it after he had dealt with the affairs of the Immortal Islands and collected the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist.
   

        Meanwhile, in the World of Calamities.
   

        To the south of the Deathly Quiet Rain Area, at the very end of the Jet-black Mountains and Rivers.
   

        Here lay an endless black ocean, its waters thick like petroleum pitch, splashing against the shore with a sticky sound. Unlike the crispness of regular seawater, it was dull.
   

        It was in line with the main theme of the entire World of Calamities: despair and oppression.
   

        Roar!!! Grrr!!!
   

        By the coastline, near the closest mountain range, two enormous beasts were locked in battle, their brute force causing the earth to shake. Sometimes, collisions with the mountain flanks would create gaps, and stones would crumble apart. The gusts of wind from their movements turned into Shock Waves that rippled across the ocean, creating waves.
   

        One of the beasts emerged from behind a peak, revealing its towering form. It was a deformed Demonic Bull, with grossly exaggerated Flesh Tumors at the joints and limbs as if made of steel. Flames burned on the surface of these Flesh Tumors, emitting endless black smoke.
   

        The other was a terrifying Python from the sea. It had a total of ten snake heads, with ten segments to its upper body, while the lower body appeared bloated.
   

        Between the upper and lower bodies, a pair of flesh wings stretched out.
   

        They were bat-like, yet their surface was covered in eerie blue Scales.
   

        As they fought, fiery explosions covered the Demonic Bull, while the Python's body gleamed with scales shining sharply between the gaps.
   

        With the battle of the beasts ongoing, scores of sleeping dark creatures awoke and fled in panic.
   

        Others, slow to react and move, were simply shattered by the shockwaves. The coastline was a mess, with giant footprints and traces snaking through it.
   

        Grrr!!! The Demonic Bull roared once more, its whole head turning a translucent deep red. Its mouth agape, a more intense energy Aggregate than magma spiraled and gathered within.
   

        In the next second, it would unleash an Earthquake-like blow.
   

        Whoosh! The sound of emptiness echoed across the sky...
   

        Above the Clouds, akin to the terrible roar of a giant Fighter Plane, a sound shook the heavens. The heavy, leaden cloud layer moved as though avoiding that distant silhouette.
   

        Boom! The sky shook suddenly.
   

        A white water bird plunged down with elegant and nimble movements. However, its size was unbelievably large, and its broad wings nearly obscured the entire earth, causing the light to become dim and abnormal. The pristine white feathers on its wings were exquisitely delicate, incredibly beautiful, and looked just like works of art.
   

        Boom! Another vibration resounded.
   

        It turned out that this sound that penetrated heaven and earth was caused by the water bird flapping its wings. Each flap, one could only wonder how many kilometers it could glide?
   

        "Ugh!!!!" "Roar!!!!"
   

        On the coastline, two enormous creatures roared at the sky.
   

        However, the pristine white water bird, flying past, simply ignored them. Maintaining its graceful posture, it continued toward the interior of the continent.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Something seemed to fall from the sky—was it a meteor?
   

        No, it was feathers!
   

        Feathers creating golden red sparks due to their high-speed descent and friction with the air!
   

        Bang bang bang! Bang bang bang!
   

        At the end of the jet-black mountains and rivers, violent explosions occurred. Several peaks collapsed, the coastline was leveled, and the event almost triggered a tsunami.
   

        A massive crack, over thirty meters wide, spread across the ground. Extending from the jet-black mountains and rivers all the way to the foundation of the continental shelf.
   

        What about those two massive creatures?
   

        Gone, not even dregs remained, they died cleanly and decisively.
   

        Without any struggle or agony, in the moment the feather touched down. Extreme destructive power came to bear, every organ, every tissue, every cell in their bodies evaporated under the intense force!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        High above, chaos and dreadful windstorms burst forth, and strange cloud layers harbored all sorts of mysterious powers. Even airplanes made of the strongest alloys could not manage to fly even a kilometer, quickly turning into debris, blending with the rainwater before falling into the earth of the World of Calamities. And now, a pure white, immense creature was gliding at high speed through here, forcefully carving out a vast passageway. All forces dissipated and evaporated the moment they touched the water bird, as if they never even existed.
   

        It was so holy, so powerful, so majestic.
   

        If anyone who had ever walked on earth saw it, they could only marvel at their own insignificance. They might even kneel on the ground, regarding the water bird as a true deity.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        The water bird glided through high altitudes, having rushed back from the deep sea countless kilometers away, abandoning the pursuit of a group of enormous deep-sea monsters. The water bird's destination was the Deathly Quiet Rain Area.
   

        Within its huge pupils, a humanlike expression flashed suddenly.
   

        "Totem King, True Ancestor of Blood, and those active dark ultimate forms. They would certainly not allow that little guy from the real world to continue growing, they will inevitably affect the real world and deploy their methods. Blood Vulture, Sonic Snake, they are all tied up, it's tough for them to spare any effort..."
   

        "Then let me deal with it, it's a good chance for me to see that little guy..."
   

        The white water bird suddenly turned its head, looking towards the edge of the Deathly Quiet Rain Area, which corresponded to the Eternal Islands in the real world. There was a relic there...
   

        And, the corpse it had once left behind!
   

        Real World, the seventh day of August. A day had already passed.
   

        The convoy was currently traveling at the border of Huaifeng Region and East Sea County, a vital thoroughfare requiring passage through a gorge. However, as they approached the gorge, the convoy encountered a small accident.
   

        The entrance to the gorge was blocked by rocks; it was clearly set up for an ambush.
   

        Yet what emerged was not bandits but a group of hundreds of dark creatures. They exuded a robust aura, their smiles cruel, revealing ferocious tusks. There were mottled bloodstains on their hairy arms and skin, clearly from killing numerous innocent humans and consuming them as food.
   

        "Heh heh heh..."
   

        "You finally arrived, based on the original estimate, you should have been here two or three days ago! Making me wait so long, I'm really not happy."
   

        The leader of the dark creatures revealed a bloodthirsty, sickly smile, claws scratching at his cheek, as if tickling himself, and drawing deep, sinister lines of blood.
   

        "I'm going to shatter your bones inch by inch, flay you, and suck out your marrow!"
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        Despicable creatures, indeed, these dark beings are true scoundrels.
   

        Canine skulls fierce in appearance, sharp canine teeth, legs with reversed joints, hook-like claws, combined with a half-human body. They somewhat resemble werewolves, or perhaps dog-headed men. Referring to them as despicable creatures is quite fitting.
   

        In the canyon, right before the only exit.
   

        The leader of the nearly hundred dark creatures, that hulking werewolf who was clearly much stronger than the others, had the bloodthirsty smile on its face freeze, and the savage upward curve at the corner of its mouth swiftly fell. The frantic bloodshot in its eyes receded and its gaze became much clearer.
   

        "Heh, heh, heh..."
   

        The werewolf leader gave an awkward laugh, intending to shuffle its feet and slowly retreat.
   

        Unexpectedly, it found itself unable to move, as if frozen in the air. The sensation was bizarre, as its mind was flashing with danger and alarm, thinking of escape. Yet every cell in its body was wailing and trembling, entering a rigid state.
   

        "Goddamn it, move! Move! Move, damn you!!!"
   

        The werewolf leader desperately tried to move its legs, but only caused its knees to shudder uncontrollably. It was in agony, like having an epileptic fit.
   

        It was locked in place, bound by the aura and momentum of over seventy fighters from a distance! The air around the werewolf leader seemed to have solidified, like glue turning into hardening cement!
   

        That terrifying will overlaid more than seventy times, a treatment no one had ever received before! It was akin to over seventy hands descending from the sky, pressing on the werewolf leader's shoulders, each imbued with a terrifying force. With just a little effort, they could crush it into a hunk of meat.
   

        "This is nothing like the plan! Why would these Secret Martial Art schools all take action together! Damn it, damn it all, we're doomed!" The werewolf leader roared inwardly, its mind filled with intense fear and regret. It should not have trusted the Door Organization's nonsensical talk.
   

        A solitary small School was naturally a tasty morsel.
   

        But now, goddamn, there must be dozens of Schools here, right? It's as if they've brought the entire Secret Martial Arts World over? The hunk of meat they coveted had merged into a fierce beast, and they had become the prey, to be slaughtered by the adversary!
   

        The situation in front of them was almost no different from fish meat on a chopping board.
   

        "Wipe out these blockers!"
   

        "They've already wasted one minute of our time."
   

        "Such an ugly form, the more I look at it, the more disgusted I feel!"
   

        "This is just like fighting dummies delivered to our doorstep. I just had a sparring session at the International Exchange Meeting with a tough opponent, and I gained a little killing move that I can use to practice my punches. I'll take that strongest one for myself, brothers, don't you all compete with me..."
   

        "Elder Lin Qi, I too have some interest in these half-werewolves. I wonder if my Yunquan Fist could find some other inspiration on them, adding a bit of essence to it. So let's have a fair competition..."
   

        "Then I'll strike first! Hahaha..."
   

        With that, an elder burst into laughter and leaped into the air from the ground. Tracing a meteor-like narrow curve in the sky, he plunged into the camp of dark creatures. With a motion of his hands, he instantly started a one-sided massacre.
   

        "Are you wolves, or dogs? You look like wolves to me..."
   

        "My cultivated Yun Quan wouldn't eat its own kind, but if it's wolves, then there are no qualms." As the elder's words ended, a vicious dog composed of mist about three to four meters tall thundered across the ground and charged forward. In the eyes of many fighters, the Elder of Yunquan Fist flew down, his aura expanding dramatically, constraining the mist-like air into a sinister beast.
   

        Roar!!!
   

        The vicious dog bit down, cutting three werewolves in half at the waist. Limbs blurred with flesh and scattered organs spilled out with gushing crimson blood. Crunch, crunch, the evil dog joyfully munched and chewed. Its teeth were filled with fresh blood, and its misty eyes turned blood-red in an instant.
   

        This was a one-sided massacre.
   

        There was nothing good to say about it, nor any highlights. Just a pure crushing, even turning into a small stress-relief game for everyone.
   

        It allowed some of the fighters who became excited for days about the Boxing Method Armory news with no way to vent, to have a good bloody release. From this perspective, the group of wolf-like dark creatures still had their purpose, even though they wasted about five minutes of the entire convoy's time.
   

        Five minutes later, the boulder blocking the valley was moved, revealing a spacious road. The black fleet passed through unobstructed, with car wheels leaving behind wheel trail markings filled with crimson blood water in the mud. Behind them, at the end of the canyon, lay broken bodies scattered on the ground, their manner of death was horrific.
   

        The only one who appeared unscathed was the leader of the dark creatures. It knelt on the ground with its waist straightened, eyes staring straight ahead, showing an expression of horror. The blood from its seven orifices had dried up, leaving winding, eerie red traces on its skin.
   

        The werewolf leader was crushed to death, overwhelmed by the overlapping aura unleashed simultaneously by over seventy fighters. Before Elder Lin Qi and the Elder of Yunquan Fist had even struck, its internal organs were already damaged to various degrees, bleeding heavily within, and its heart had stopped beating.
   

        The over seventy auras contained aggressive, sharp, or frenetic Martial Wills, crushing the werewolf leader's consciousness layer by layer.
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        It caused his brain to stop functioning, to cease thinking.
   

        Of course, during the convoy's journey, it was just an insignificant episode. Afterward, the team never encountered forces that were blind to danger again. They arrived smoothly at the coastal areas of the Huaifeng Region.
   

        The local Secret Martial Art school, the de facto power in the area, gave everyone a very warm welcome and had already prepared accommodations.
   

        Time flew by, and August 8 arrived.
   

        The expedition officially set out with seventy-five members. Aside from the necessary sailors and guides, all those on board were Fighter-level Secret Martial Art experts. This was an extremely powerful force.
   

        Rustle, rustle...
   

        On the White Pier, the tide swayed, and the sun rose. It created a large area of glittering ripples, like broken gold on the surface of the water. Water birds glided through the sky, their wings trembling, occasionally emitting cries that harmonized with the sea breeze.
   

        At sea, a convoy of ships slowly left the harbor, heading in a certain direction offshore. Among them, two tall wind sail battleships left several narrow trailing water marks, rippling and undulating along the way.
   

        On deck, Casio, wearing a black trench coat, stood at the bow. The salty sea breeze lifted the golden hair on his forehead, causing him to squint slightly and gaze into the vast blue-green ocean. In that unknown region lay a mysterious archipelago filled with dangers and opportunities.
   

        Casio's goal for this journey was quite clear, the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, the final martial art needed to complete his Southern Dipper Secret Transmission puzzle. After this, his three personalities and three major mental methods would reach a perfect state of balance!
   

        This seemed to bring great benefits to him!
   

        There were no factual bases for this, just a spontaneous hunch.
   

        However, for them, Ultimate Fighters whose Martial Will had nearly reached the pinnacle, intuition was often more accurate than apparent evidence and facts, especially when it concerned themselves.
   

        "I wonder what kind of Southern Dipper Boxing Method the Southern Cross is, with seventy-seven acupuncture points. Logically, with the Red Vulture Fist, the Sound Snake Fist, and the Water Bird Fist, I should have already covered all paths of the Tyrant Fist, Saint Fist, and Extreme Fist..." Casio thought to himself, his eyes narrowing slightly.
   

        "Never mind, to me, the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist is the last piece of the puzzle I can see. Red Vulture, Sonic Snake, Water Bird, when these three fists combine, it represents the most perfect situation. The Southern Cross is indeed powerful, but it's only seventy-seven acupuncture points. If I can cultivate all three Southern Dipper Boxing Methods to their utmost, that would be a hundred and ninety-eight acupuncture points throughout my body. Plus, the merged Extreme Power! Hahaha..."
   

        He suddenly chuckled, his voice low yet powerful.
   

        At the same time, further out at sea from where the Fighter's convoy was located, another team had already set out earlier. They chose a merchant ship. On deck, top-ranked Eerie Night Guests, each holding various exaggerated and fierce weapons, looked coldly across the sea with a unique aura of darkness.
   

        In a corner, two extraordinarily strong silhouettes stood silently.
   

        The one on the left wore rugged metal armor, with a tattered black cloak hanging behind him, seemingly stained with a trace of blood. He wore a giant helmet, concealing his entire face underneath a Mask. Only two twisted, branch-like horns protruded, extending towards the sky.
   

        The horns appeared to be made of wood but were harder and sharper than metal.
   

        A spiral pattern that gradually spread upward and slightly reflected light, carrying a golden arc design, seemed to possess some other mysterious and powerful function.
   

        Next to the Dragon-horned man stood a figure in a tailcoat who seemed much slimmer and shorter by comparison. Of course, the figure was actually about one meter eighty-five in height, but he appeared petite standing next to the Dragon-horned man, who, including the horns, reached almost two meters fifty. The Tailcoat figure was dressed in a standard gentleman's attire, apparently a handsome man in his forties holding a purple-stripe cane in his right hand, and prominently wearing an osseous ring on his middle finger.
   

        Clearly, these two were the leaders of this Black Rain Villa team.
   

        The Tyrannical Black Dragon and the Ripple Master.
   

        By the ship's railing, the sea breeze billowed.
   

        "Green, your purpose for visiting the Eternal Isles this time is not just about that so-called relic…" the Eerie Black Dragon spoke in a heavy tone.
   

        "Of course," the gentlemanly dressed Ripple master chuckled, revealing his ghastly white teeth. "You should know, before I was chosen by the Black Rain Villa, I was once a ripple master who was hunted by my own kind. Hehehe..."
   

        In the cold laughter of the Ripple Master, the Eerie Black Dragon added expressionlessly, "A ripple master with the Supreme Bone Ring left by the former leader of the ripple masters." He paused. "So, you want us to lend you a hand in becoming the leader of the ripple masters' organization? This is no small matter; you need to offer more stakes and benefits..."
   

        "No, no, no, you don't need to take action, just be a deterrent force as originally planned. As for everything else, it will be completed by me and it," the Ripple Master said with a faint smile, taking a bone-like white statue tree from his chest with his left hand.
   

        The tip of this bone tree emitted a faint glow, as if it were resonating with something. The twinkling, like the stars in the pitch-black night sky.
   

        He gazed deeply, slowly clenching his right fist. The bone ring on his middle finger suddenly burst into a thick, blue-purple light, reminiscent of lightning.
   

        That was a special power, unlike ordinary bone rings!
   

        "Once I succeed, I will harness the ripple masters' influences in the various islands and the southeastern region of the Hong Li Empire to reciprocate your support," the Ripple Master reiterated the promise previously made to the Eerie Black Dragon, his smile flawless.
   

        However, beneath this mask, there lay deeper underlying motives. Why were the Eternal Isles given the name of eternity? The first layer of the Ripple Master's purpose was for that ancient relic. The second layer was what many of his companions knew: to take vengeance on his enemy and take control of the ripple masters' organization. But the third layer, only he knew, a top secret.
   

        An opportunity for eternal life!
   

        On the vast, boundless ocean, another area with a sail ship.
   

        On the deck of the ship, three silhouettes quietly felt the sea breeze.
   

        To the left was Whale King Arlington who had been quiet and reticent ever since his defeat by Casio. At this moment, his injuries had fully healed, yet his entire left arm was missing, his sleeve flapping in the wind.
   

        Was it impossible for Arlington to regenerate his limb?
   

        Was the Door Organization unwilling to help him recover?
   

        Neither!
   

        It was Whale King Arlington himself who refused the help; he deliberately kept the injury of his amputated arm. He wanted to forever remember the harsh fact of being crushingly defeated by Casio! He wanted to forever remember the moment when his path of Tyrant Fist had been thoroughly crushed! A person shamed must stride forward with more courage.
   

        Arlington had taken a severe blow, but his will was not disheartened.
   

        He recognized the great disparity between himself and Casio. After defeating him, Casio would definitely become stronger and progress further on the path of Tyrant Fist. But did that mean he was completely defeated? Completely dejected?
   

        How could that be possible?
   

        Before taking the path of Tyrant Fist, Arlington had experienced failures too. It had been a bumpy road to his present status over the span of decades. The reputation of a Boxing Master wasn't merely talk; it was earned through relentless, brutal combat!
   

        His boxing will had already been honed to an incredible degree in the heat of battle. The Whale King might be killed by others, but he could not be defeated by them! During the days of healing in seclusion after his severe injury, Arlington once again affirmed his pure Martial Dao Heart, clearing his mind of distractions.
   

        At the moment of completely emerging from solitude, a thought had risen in his mind.
   

        If the path of Tyrant Fist was impassable, then it was time to embark on the path of Saint Fist!
   

        Indeed, he was already fifty-five years old, his boxing style and will nearly solidified. But as the saying goes, an old warhorse in the stable still aspires to climb high mountains!
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        On the deck, next to Whale King Arlington's right hand, the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist, as always, wore a white trench coat, exuding an elegant and powerful aura. However, the arrogance that had always emanated from him and the disdain in his eyes were now completely gone. Clearly, the defeat a few days ago, that battle, had dealt a significant blow to Magic Phoenix Holy Fist. He had originally thought he was the foremost under the Holy Fist!
   

        Unexpectedly, he was effortlessly defeated by Casio of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        At the level of an Ultimate Fighter, the quantity of Qi is no longer the main factor determining battle strength. The will of the boxing method and the path of the boxing method are of paramount importance, representing both potential and immediate combat power.
   

        Like Whale King Arlington, who had only broken through to the Ultimate Fighter realm a few years ago but had already walked a considerable distance. Mainly because he had come to understand his own Tyrant Fist Road, and whether intentionally or not, began to actively challenge masters from different schools in the Yana United States, sweeping through the secret martial arts world of the nation. Afterward, he even crossed the ocean to the Hong Li Empire and planned to challenge the Star Blue Empire. His boxing will was continuously being refined.
   

        At the finale of the International Exchange Meeting, during the battle with Casio, Whale King Arlington went all out with a killing move that was almost as powerful as Magic Phoenix Holy Fist. It's known that Magic Phoenix Holy Fist has been an Ultimate Fighter for decades, with his Qi reaching the pinnacle below the Holy Fist.
   

        That Arlington could compare to Magic Phoenix Holy Fist, or be just a notch or two behind, already said a lot. For an Ultimate Fighter, finding one's own path is very important, and sticking to that path even more so.
   

        Clearly, Magic Phoenix Holy Fist could achieve neither.
   

        He is the deputy leader of the Door Organization, serving Xiadu. This already doomed him, lacking even the qualifications to peek into the realm of Holy Fist, Tyrant Fist, and Polar Fist!
   

        A betrayer of human identity, how could he reach the Holy Fist Realm, which represents the ultimate in humanity? This has nothing to do with your stance, whether good, evil, neutral, or chaotic. Even if Magic Phoenix Holy Fist refined his secret martial arts to the absolute limit and his Qi to the point where it could no longer be compressed, the doors to the Holy Fist Realm would never open for him! They would be forever closed.
   

        However, this hidden truth was unknown to Magic Phoenix Holy Fist unless someone pointed it out. And even if someone did, he might not believe it. Thus, in the almost week-long period since, Magic Phoenix Holy Fist had been pondering why he had lost to Casio, and finally, he concluded that it was the secret martial art he had been cultivating!
   

        In the blink of an eye, Magic Phoenix Holy Fist recalled the matter mentioned in the letter from the first King. In the ancient ruins of the Eternal Islands, there was a legacy of secret martial art left by an incredibly powerful Holy Fist. This was clearly an opportunity...
   

        If he could obtain that boxing technique, perhaps the bottleneck he had been stuck in for recent years could be resolved. His strength would be further enhanced.
   

        By then, he would have the hidden card to seek revenge on Casio.
   

        For this purpose, Magic Phoenix Holy Fist specially used an immature dark technology of the Door Organization. He took out a corpse that the previous deputy leader of the Door Organization had kept, and following the ceremony and process researched by the Florence Dark Creatures Laboratory, he successfully communicated with a source of the Calamity Source using an Origin Stone Tablet, and with a high concentration of calamitous materials, directly heteromorphed the former deputy leader's corpse. Moreover, with the remnants of Qi in the corpse, he also summoned the wraith of the deputy leader from the World of Calamities.
   

        The heteromorphed corpse, the chaotic wraith, when combined,
   

        became the previous deputy leader of the Door Organization, Armored Ghost.
   

        That is the silhouette in a large black robe next to Magic Phoenix Holy Fist now, unmoving, like a stiff sculpture. The sleeves and collar were emitting bursts of cold air, carrying a strangely eerie and dark aura.
   

        Originally, the Door Organization had envisioned that Deputy Leader Armored Ghost would revive during the experiment. Regain consciousness and be able to walk and live freely.
   

        However, the final situation was not perfect. The current Armored Ghost more closely resembled a puppet, a fighting machine branded with the secret martial arts boxing method, fighting instinctively and requiring commands from Magic Phoenix Holy Fist for guidance.
   

        But regardless, it was a top-notch addition to their combat strength.
   

        Sufficient to tentatively replace the first King.
   

        Of course, the significance of Armored Ghost was not just that. As the first "revived" deputy leader of the Door Organization, it played an extremely important role in the experiment. In the future, as technology is improved step by step and matures bit by bit,
   

        perhaps one day, true revival might be achieved.
   

        The sea breeze blew, rocking the ship.
   

        Soon, two days passed in a flash.
   

        The fleets of many forces gradually approached the area of the Eternal Islands.
   

        Originally, many Eerie Night Guests from Black Rain Villa had set sail first. However, they deviated from the course midway, wasting some time. Moreover, since the fighters from the secret martial arts world used warships, their sea navigation speed was excellent. So, the fighters' fleet, setting off later, arrived first in the area of the Eternal Islands. The real danger was also about to arrive.
   

        The boundless blue ocean was dotted with several white sails floating gaily, like a few snow-white feathers. Only when viewed from high above and drawing closer did it become apparent that these few white sails were actually large wind-sail warships. From a macro perspective, they appeared tiny.
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        In the damp bow of the ship, a silhouette clad in a black trench coat stared distantly. Casio placed one hand on the tung oil-treated railing, feeling the overall sway of the ship from side to side. He slowly lifted his head, inspecting the crystal-clear sky where a few white clouds floated quietly, appearing soft and cute.
   

        A seabird swept past, heading in the direction away from the fleet.
   

        A few seconds later, a continuous stream of seabirds flew by.
   

        "It's coming..." Casio lowered his head, his pores standing on end. He seemed to sense an uneasy vibration in the air and the increasingly intense moisture. Something massive was gathering relentlessly.
   

        Five minutes later, the sky suddenly darkened, and everyone could distinctly feel the change in light. Looking up again, there were vast, ink-stained cloud layers as if soaked by ink. They looked heavy, like an entire chunk of sponge swollen with water.
   

        "We've entered the storm band..."
   

        On the deck, the professional navigator, formerly of the Navy, spoke loudly. His familiar experience told him that something big was coming.
   

        Before the navigator could finish, a bolt of lightning suddenly split the sky, as if trying to cut the cloud layer in half. The lightning struck the sea surface far away, forming a blue-purple lightning tree. It looked like a giant tree growing from the sea surface extending into the sky, lush with branches and foliage.
   

        Thunder boomed, drumming the eardrums and flooding into the brain.
   

        It felt like sitting on the quiet first floor when suddenly, a dozen large iron balls rumbled overhead, colliding with each other.
   

        The clanging was terrifying.
   

        This was the harbinger of a storm!
   

        Experienced fishermen immediately concluded this and advised the sailors to prepare. The warship's sails were quickly taken down, leaving only bare poles standing. The sky turned dark at a visibly rapid pace.
   

        "Boom, boom, boom, boom, boom..."
   

        An old fisherman stood on the deck, his aged face blank as he stared at the sky. His mouth slightly agape in utter shock.
   

        It turned out the thick dark cloud layer was descending from the sky. Like a giant hand reaching from beyond, blocking out the sunlight and visibility, about to smash the entire sea surface into pieces. A scene straight out of mythology.
   

        "I've been out at sea for over twenty years and have never seen such an exaggerated sign of a storm. The storm that's coming will be terribly fearsome..."
   

        The old fisherman muttered to himself. Suddenly, another bolt of lightning fiercely struck, startling him into a shudder. He trembled and ran toward the cabin.
   

        At the gusty bow, only Casio stood there. His black cloak fluttered loudly, flipping vigorously up and down like a dark cloud.
   

        He gazed deeply into the depths of the sea, slightly puzzled.
   

        Casio had ascended another step in the Magic puppet secret weapon, and his brain's perception and warning system had improved. Now, he suddenly sensed malice. It seemed to come from the sky, yet also from the ocean, seemingly omnipresent. This was not the crisis brought about by a natural disaster but a man-made malice.
   

        Was something lurking in the storm, silently watching him?
   

        Whirling and booming...
   

        Thunder and lightning intersected, and the sea wind blew wave after wave of sharp horns, as rainwater pattered down, like a waterfall rushing straight toward them. Large raindrops exploded on the deck, bursting into circles of misty spray. The sound clattered near their ears.
   

        For a moment, everyone on the deck had exceptionally blurred vision.
   

        Bang, bang, bang! The sea waves, like an iron-cavalry general leading a massive army, plunged headlong, furiously attacking the lower part of the ship's hull, roaring angrily.
   

        The force that made the ship sway wildly was hair-raising.
   

        The surging sea water was whipped up by the gale, lifting waves of white foam to the sky. Looking into the distance, within the heavy rain, the sea and sky blurred together. It was impossible to distinguish where the sea ended and the sky began.
   

        Whoo...
   

        In the chaotic storm, there seemed to be a prolonged growling sound.
   

        A few seconds later, another growl came, clearer this time.
   

        With each sound, the location seemed to come closer to the fleet. After ten continuous roars, that thing was almost at an arm's length from the warship. Waves pushed forward layer by layer, nearly overturning the ship.
   

        "It's the sea demon! Devil Fish! Damn it, I swore I never wanted to encounter this monster, yet here I am..."
   

        The fisherman, gripping both the rail and his limbs tightly, displayed a face full of fear. The Devil Fish he mentioned was a giant sea demon, passed down among fishermen for thousands of years. A legendary monster, so huge it was unbelievable, roaming the seabed like a giant iceberg. Numerous fleets had been swallowed by the Devil Fish during their voyages, sinking vast riches and ships into the sea.
   

        In the midst of a raging storm.
   

        At the bow of the ship, Casio's feet seemed glued to the deck, immovable. He looked at the surging sea surface and a cold smile appeared on his face.
   

        "Woo..." Another prolonged howl suddenly approached.
   

        "Stop pretending to be a ghost! Come out!"
   

        Casio leaped down, his entire body piercing the water surface like an arrow released from a bow. His advancing figure resembled a high-speed drill, instantly plunging into the seabed. Boom! An explosion sound suddenly came from beneath the fleet.
   

        Waves surged up, and the ships scattered in all directions at once.
   

        Revealing the open water in the middle.
   

        Only then could the people barely see a huge dark silhouette under the sea. The area occupied by the shadow was large enough to hold two fleets. The pressing mass induced an intense sense of terror.
   

        "My God, sea demons are real! Devil fish are real! This giant sea monster is active in the storm area of the Everlasting Islands!" an old fisherman exclaimed, his hands tightly gripping a pole, his lips white as a corpse's.
   

        "We're doomed!"
   

        "I knew it, this money was too good to be true! A whole thirty trips' pay, and it turns out it's for my life!" The sailors also despaired, having heard legends of the sea demon and devil fish.
   

        "Doomed?"
   

        "Who's doomed?"
   

        "It's this sea monster that's doomed."
   

        Hehehe, encountering the Demon Image Casio only leads to one outcome..."
   

        One by one, fighters emerged from the cabin, unconcerned about the violent storm and the swaying ship, and walked straight to the edge. They looked at the gigantic creature below, showing surprise but no fear.
   

        A hundred-meter sea monster, so what? The legendary devil fish, so what?
   

        Is it as huge and hard as a mountain?
   

        After the closing of that international exchange meeting, many elders and gate masters from the Secret Martial Arts World had specifically gone to that mountain outside East Sea City.
   

        The mountain forcibly shattered by the brute force of Casio's golem!
   

        "No need to panic, continue sailing."
   

        "We will hold off the storm, just keep moving forward..."
   

        As the words fell, one by one, the fighters released their Qi and auras. Their massive and formidable auras expanded instantly, enveloping the entire fleet. They forcibly isolated the rainwater and the gale inch by inch.
   

        The deck was suddenly calm and dry, refreshing.
   

        The crew and guides suddenly looked up, seeing various manifestations of boxing will in the sky - whether a white round moon, dazzling stars, crimson pupils, judgmental swords, glazed mythical beasts, or towering giant statues. Filled with strong will and explosive power, they instantly suppressed the forces of nature.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A sudden loud noise erupted above the sea surface, like a volcano exploding.
   

        A huge hundred-meter dark silhouette burst out of the water, careening across the surface, splashing wildly with each impact, forming an irregular cavity in the misty rain.
   

        Swish!
   

        A figure burst forth from the water, transforming into a high-speed gliding meteor, chasing after the devil fish. Launching from behind but arriving first, it intercepted the devil fish in mid-air.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The mythical sea monster was blasted apart by a tiny figure airborne.
   

        Blood sprayed into every corner, coloring a large area of the sea red.
   

        In the midst of the blood rain, Casio caught something and then glided back to the bow of the warship. His clothes remained dry and neat, as if nothing had happened. He spread out his palm and quietly observed.
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        The life vibration energy of a Dark Ultimate Level entity was something Casio would not mistake. The roots and stems of the plants he had just eradicated with his Magic Puppet Secret Weapon were of a quality comparable to the flesh of the Moon God, evidently surpassing the ordinary Catastrophe Spirit Level.
   

        Only a Dark Ultimate Body could be the Dark Ultimate Entity!
   

        Thus, the dense fog that perennially enveloped the Immortal Islands, the relentless storms nearly day and night, and the hazardous environment of the island, could they all be related to this Dark Ultimate Entity? And the appearance of such a Dark Ultimate Body on the Immortal Islands, where the Ancient Ruins were located, did this imply a certain connection between the two?
   

        Besides, Casio had once probed the Immortal Islands with the Devil's Book.
   

        He had not received any dangerous information about the Dark Ultimate Entity.
   

        Did this mean that this Dark Ultimate Entity was not inherently dangerous? Or might there be something amiss with it, in a state of disarray? Not a Dark Ultimate Body possessing complete combat strength and the ability to move freely.
   

        Just like the Moon God, who had been struck down in the World of Calamities by the White Bird Sacred Fist. The remnants of flesh fell into the Real World, where the Lunar Eclipse Meeting placed them into the Moon God statues. They attempted a resurrection, seeking to be reborn once again.
   

        It's important to note that the World of Calamities harbored not just the three Sacred Fist-level titans known to the Casio of the Southern Dipper Vein. There were also the leading figures of the Secret Martial Arts World from various eras, who achieved the Saint Fist and resolutely joined the Final Battlefield! Some of them chose to self-immolate, lighting themselves as torches, and contend with the endless darkness at the Calamity Source.
   

        Others restrained additional Dark Ultimate Entities, achieving a balance.
   

        There were not a few Saint Fist and Dark Ultimate Body entities that perished together during this period.
   

        Perhaps the situation at the Immortal Islands was similar?
   

        Of course, all these were Casio's subjective speculations, merely providing a line of thought. In any affair, one must seize opportunities when they arise and retreat when necessary. Only with courage and meticulous care could one obtain what they desired in the midst of chaos.
   

        The Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist on the Immortal Islands was something he was bound to acquire.
   

        Even if there existed a mighty creature, suspected to be a Dark Ultimate Body.
   

        It would not impede Casio's ambition for the fusion of Three Fists Combine.
   

        "Whoosh..."
   

        He flipped his palm over, and the remaining white ash in his palm fell. It seemed like fine sand scattering into the sea water, quickly blending in.
   

        On the Wind Sail Battleship, a group of sailors and guides appeared distracted, their minds seemingly still captured by the moment when Casio had punched the mythical and legendary Devil Fish, which was over a hundred meters long, through the air. With a loud bang, the Devil Fish was shattered by the silhouette that was like a Black Meteor, high above in the sky! The Sea Demon had died?
   

        That was a monstrous sea creature from the legends passed down by coastal fishermen for hundreds of years!
   

        Just like that...
   

        Well, it seemed that Casio and his companions were not ordinary humans either. They faced various crises with calm and composure, exuding powerful auras. Some even emitted curious steams from their bodies, which, when met with the wind, rapidly expanded, sometimes enveloping the entire ship.
   

        The strange manifestations formed by the will of their Boxing Methods were stunning.
   

        The Sun, the Moon and the Stars, the Beast God Soldiers, were all within their control?
   

        All in all, when compared like this, the decision by this group of mercenaries to brave the Immortal Islands during a storm seemed less odd. After a series of mental adjustments, the sailors and guides still looked upon the many Fighters with a bit of trepidation and respect, but they were much more normal than at the beginning.
   

        They quickly resumed their duties, correcting their course as they sailed.
   

        The Fighters' Qi and auras enveloped the entire fleet, forming an elliptical cavity of stillness. In this cavity, no storm or lightning could penetrate; they were firmly excluded from entering.
   

        On the edges of the fleet, there were moments when one could see, only half a meter's distance from the ship, where intense Heavy Rain poured down like a waterfall, yet inside the vessels remained oddly dry, the decks were stable without howling winds or the beating of rain upon faces.
   

        Soon, the fleet continued forging ahead, sailing through the storm on the sea surface.
   

        They were breaking through the storm's barriers, vowing to reach Immortal Island.
   

        Two to three hours later, a few black ships slowly headed for the outer rim of the Storm Band around the Immortal Islands. This was the fleet of Black Rain Villa, which had originally been ahead of the other Secret Martial Arts World vessels, only to fall behind later.
   

        Whoosh... Whoosh...
   

        The ships dragged out a long white wake on the sea surface.
   

        "Look, what's that!"
   

        An Eerie Night Guest with excellent eyesight, standing by the ship's rail, pointed to a dark object floating on the sea surface nearby and turned to ask.
   

        "It seems to be... a Corpse of some fish?"
   

        A sailor frowned, speaking uncertainly.
   

        "Is there a fish that big?"
   

        "Just by eye measurement, it has to be at least over fifty meters."
   

        "Let's go over and have a look."
   

        The dark floating mass was fairly close to their sailing route.
   

        So, the fleet took the opportunity to approach and observe it closely.
   

        "Indeed, it's a fish, a giant fish even larger than a Blue Whale. It's almost as long as our sailing vessel and looks to be just a part of its body. If you consider the whole thing, it's twice the size of our ship..." one of the Eerie Night Guests closely inspected and quickly came to this conclusion.
   

        "No, you are wrong. It's not just twice as big... it's four to five times..."
   

        One of the bolder Eerie Night Guests leaped down directly onto the wreckage. He carefully examined the overall shape and soberly concluded. Looking at the muddled cross-section of flesh, the uneven tear of hunks of meat, he reflected, "So, how was such a sea creature killed? What kind of natural enemy could take it down?"
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        The Eerie Night Guest drew the large cross sword from behind his back, his muscles suddenly bulged, and the blade emitted a golden glow. He put all his strength into a slanted slash, and with a clang, the sword rebounded off at an angle. There was only a faint white mark left on the skin of the Devil Fish's corpse, without even an indentation.
   

        In contrast, the holder of the cross sword, the Eerie Night Guest, felt numbness in his hands, with a faint trace of blood around the base of his thumb. With no other options, he turned and shook his head in resignation.
   

        "My word, my Secret Martial Art's full-strength strike, Holy Light, couldn't even breach the defenses of this sea monster. That's terrifying..." The Eerie Night Guest shivered suddenly, a chill running through his feet, a hint of fear arising in his heart. Even though it was just a corpse below, it was still the remains of a fearsome monster.
   

        He lost much of his boldness in an instant and leapt back onto the ship right away.
   

        Rustle...
   

        After staying in place for about ten minutes, the fleet from Black Rain Villa continued towards the Eternal Islands. On the deck, the quiet stern.
   

        The Ripple Master, dressed in a tailcoat, gazed into the distance at the dark mass of corpses and spoke, "Black Dragon, you must have seen it too. The death of this giant sea creature wasn't due to natural predators, but man-made. There might have been a fleet that entered the Storm Band ahead of us..."
   

        "Hmm." The voice of Black Dragon, cloaked in heavy armor, was deep.
   

        "So, if you went all out, could you kill this sea beast?" The Ripple Master's face was expressionless, his eyes narrowing slightly.
   

        "Hard to say..." Black Dragon spoke slowly, "You should know I'm most adept at fighting on land. In the sea, I can't guarantee..."
   

        "However, on land... this sea monster probably won't be able to come ashore..."
   

        "So, asking me this question is actually meaningless."
   

        "I understand." The Ripple Master smiled faintly, already forming an assessment in his mind. If Black Dragon were to go all out, he might be stronger than this sea beast. But not by much, not enough to utterly crush and dominate it.
   

        In that case...
   

        If there really was a fleet that sailed towards the Eternal Islands ahead of us, then it's very likely they would be powerful competitors capable of influencing the overall situation. After all, there are only a few items of interest on the Eternal Islands. It's highly probable that our goals will coincide and there's a good chance we will become hostile competitors.
   

        "..."
   

        The Ripple Master took a deep breath and slowly turned around.
   

        "We must be careful on the next part of our journey, Black Dragon."
   

        Dozens of hours later.
   

        Hurricanes, sea monsters, dense fog at sea, hidden reefs, whirlpools...
   

        All these are deadly dangers surrounding the Eternal Islands. An ordinary fleet, even if it were warships, would probably have already sunk to the seabed.
   

        But the fleet of the Secret Martial Arts World was different, with powers beyond the ordinary helping and protecting them throughout the journey. Even when encountering danger, they could quickly adjust. They could either shake off danger, avoid it, or more directly blast it into pieces! Solving problems at their source, the simplest way!
   

        Like the double trap of hidden reefs and whirlpools half an hour ago.
   

        A dense array of underwater reefs, coupled with a gigantic whirlpool in the middle of the reefs, unavoidably attracted the Secret Martial Arts World's fleet.
   

        Just as they were about to crash into the reefs and shatter into pieces, then be swallowed by the whirlpool with its terrifying suction into the deep sea, forever buried on the seabed, in the nick of time, Casio, who stood at the bow, acted again. Everyone heard a sizzling sound like an electric current in their ears, and their vision was enveloped in a vast expanse of purple.
   

        Below the fleet's ships, beneath the sea surface. A terrifying scaled python, like a rocket, burst forth, heading straight for the reef area. Wherever it passed, whether circling or flicking its tail, it triggered an underwater explosion. With thunderous rumbles, the shockwaves nearly caused a small tsunami.
   

        The hidden reefs were swept clean; the spinning whirlpool was about to be dispersed.
   

        The giant python under the water shot back suddenly, appearing behind the entire fleet. It acted like an accelerator, pushing the entire mass of sea water forward.
   

        The Secret Martial Arts World's fleet surged toward the islands at three to four times its original speed.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        The sea breeze came in gusts, blowing hair and clothing fluttering. Wherever the gaze fell, it was all dense fog, a white expanse.
   

        But soon, within the white expanse, a black dot appeared on the sea surface. The dot slowly grew larger, revealing the shape of an island.
   

        "We've arrived."
   

        Casio murmured in his heart as he stood at the bow of the ship.
   

        However, the next second, he narrowed his eyes slightly. His vision, sharper than that of a bird of prey, pierced through layers of dense fog to reach the coastline of the Immortal Archipelago.
   

        "It seems the forces of the Immortal Archipelago are not friendly..."
   

        Casio gave a cold smile, his azure eyes slowly turning pitch-black.
   

        On the Immortal Archipelago, rows of figures wearing black cloaks stood quietly. They were like puppets, motionless.
   

        It seemed they had been waiting here for a long time.
   

        These were Ripple masters, battle-ready Ripple masters. They were elites drawn by the Ripple master organization from the southeast region of the Hong Li Empire and the many island nations between the North and South Reef Continents. Each one was battle-hardened, with an affinity of over fifty percent with their Bone Rings, resonating with the Ripple.
   

        This meant that once these Ripple masters appeared en masse, it would be a terrifying scene. They would not be considered as individuals, but as a vast entity. Elites with an affinity of over fifty percent could simultaneously activate their Bone Rings, unleashing the power of the Ripple, and link with one another to form a looping network.
   

        The nodes of the Ripple network were manned by Ripple masters with higher affinity.
   

        And the sole output point required a Ripple master with an affinity of at least eighty-five percent. Even better if it were a Ripple Master with ninety percent or above, to bring the power of the Ripple to its utmost limit.
   

        Now, standing on the coastline of the main island of the Immortal Archipelago,
   

        There were as many as seventy elite Ripple masters, led by a Ripple Master. In the Ripple master organization, this figure was only second to the Supreme Ripple. The only thing they lacked compared to the Supreme Ripple was that their own Bone Rings were one level lower, with only half the elemental power.
   

        These could be called crippled Supreme Rings.
   

        One half was ordinary white, while the other half bore various elemental colors.
   

        But even so, that was far superior to regular Bone Rings. Ripple Masters, when deploying Ripples, not only had a high rate of affinity but also wielded the elemental power of the rings. Whether it was scorching flames, the howling gale, or the sweeping black rain, the same amount of Ripple could cause drastically different effects.
   

        And now, the seventy elite Ripple masters had automatically entered a state of resonance. The rings in their hands emitted a blazing light, like stars.
   

        Crackle, crackle... crackle, crackle...
   

        The Ripples traveled through the air like currents of electricity at an unbelievable speed. Inch by inch they pierced the air, carrying formidable power. Each Bone Ring was being used to its full potential, instantly creating an array of dazzling Ripple nets. And at the very front of this fan-shaped Ripple net, a pointed prominence, stood one person, in silence.
   

        She lowered the hood of her cloak, revealing her red, dancing flames of hair.
   

        Her right hand slowly lifted, forming a slight cupping gesture, pointing towards the Secret Martial Arts World fleet that was hurtling towards them. The half-white, half-red ring on her middle finger instantly released a blistering light, like a miniature sun piercing through the dense fog.
   

        Ding!!! Ding ding ding ding...
   

        One by one, tiny suns lit up, all Ripples gathering together.
   

        In an instant, it became a Flame Giant Python with a long trailing tail.
   

        Its scales burning, the air heated and slightly warped by its presence. The water at the seashore bubbled and evaporated, the sand on the ground turned black and crystallized.
   

        "Those who trespass on the Immortal Archipelago, die!!!"
   

        With a judgmental cry, a rumble followed, as the coiled Flame Giant Python, tense as a spring, compressed to its limit and suddenly lunged forward!
   

        "Those who trespass on the Immortal Archipelago, die!!!"
   

        With a judgmental cry, a rumble followed, as the coiled Flame Giant Python, tense as a spring, compressed to its limit and suddenly lunged forward!
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        "They're here..."
   

        On the Sea Island, the white-haired Ripple Master wearing half-white, half-red rings suddenly flashed a glint of cold light in his eyes. Just as the Mother Tree had predicted a few days earlier, a group of powerful uninvited guests had arrived at Immortal Island. The Ripple masters would never allow their sanctuary and sacred ground to be trespassed, thus they planned to eliminate the enemy at the coastline!
   

        The area of Immortal Main Island was not small, and its terrain was quite complex. Previously, only a portion of the elite Ripple masters were stationed there, maintaining their source of power, the Mother Tree and Bone Forest. Now, due to the Mother Tree producing three Supreme Rings with immense strength and distinct attributes, many powerful Ripple masters and even Ripple Masters had returned. In no time at all, the number of Ripple masters on Immortal Main Island swelled dramatically.
   

        Whether it was offensive or defensive power, it was unprecedentedly abundant.
   

        In such a situation, the Ripple masters feared no one. Especially when fighting on home turf, the Mother Tree could provide them with advance notice of the enemy's approach and location. Their job was simply to dispatch a team and wait for the enemy to fall into their trap.
   

        Such tasks were highly welcomed by the powerful Ripple masters, and even some Ripple Masters participated in them. Clearly, this was on the eve of competing for the three Supreme Bone Rings. They wanted to create a spectacle that all could see, and make some eye-catching achievements to increase their chips for the impending competition.
   

        This was exactly what Ripple Master Galen was thinking and doing.
   

        He had once been a key member dispatched to the South Reef Continent in Yana United States by the Ripple master forces, held in high esteem and very powerful, and he had brought back many elite subordinates. He was highly competitive and had considerable say.
   

        When the tasks of repelling intruders were being distributed, Galen was the first to volunteer.
   

        He was responsible for the first to reach Immortal Island from Secret Martial Arts World's fleet.
   

        For this, he brought all his elite subordinates to achieve a flying start. Galen was ambitious and eager to try, but he was also cautious and ruthless. Thus, the moment he saw the Secret Martial Arts World fleet nearing the coastline, he began urging everyone to accumulate power for Resonance.
   

        Thereby launching a perfect, full-powered collective Ripple Attack!
   

        The temperature of the Ripple Fire Python was hotter than ever, its internal powerful energy resembling liquid magma, with extreme destructive force.
   

        This strike, embodying the full power of seventy elite Ripple masters, five Bloodthirsty Ripple Masters, and one Ripple Master! Plus, Resonance!
   

        You, what can you use to block this!!!?
   

        "Turn to ash! Everyone on this ship will become bait for the sea fish!" Ripple Master Galen clenched his fist harshly, the middle finger Bone Ring exceptionally bright. The top clearly had a pattern spreading like flames.
   

        Empty!!!
   

        In mid-air, a Flame Giant Python, like a train speeding through the sky, suddenly accelerated. Its tail, like a liquid-fueled rocket jet, intensified. A massive golden-red flame erupted, propelling the python forward.
   

        "Die!!!"
   

        On the coastline, Galen and his more than seventy subordinates watched ruthlessly, firmly locking their eyes on the point of impact.
   

        Bam!!!
   

        Two giant heads collided. Gold-red flame ripples dispersed, and purple helical scales exploded with powerful forces.
   

        A Gale roared, and the sea surface in that area was suddenly pressed downward by the rising air pressure, forming a massive bowl-shaped depression.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom, boom...
   

        One explosion followed another, as the Ripple Fire Python released immense power. One could clearly see mushroom-shaped expanding fireballs erupting from the collision site, each as large as a house.
   

        The high temperature caused the sea water to instantly evaporate, sending up white steam furiously.
   

        In an instant, it obscured everyone's view, hazy and unclear.
   

        "Very good... The first phase of the power has been fully unleashed..."
   

        Ripple Master Galen's lips curled slightly upwards, his eyes fixated on the dense fog over that part of the sea, as he suddenly brought his hands together.
   

        Clap!
   

        The golden-red pattern on the Bone Ring instantly covered his entire right hand.
   

        "Second phase, chain self-detonation!"
   

        Ding! The ring lit up brightly, and there was soon a response from within the dense fog.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang bang…
   

        A series of explosions, getting louder and faster.
   

        Amid the haziness, burst after burst of golden-red light accompanied by loud noises lit up. A powerful shock wave suddenly swept out, causing a wave-like ripple in the water near the entire coastline.
   

        Boom! The last explosion ended, a huge fireball ten meters in diameter swallowed all the dense fog. The light gradually weakened.
   

        "Whew..."
   

        Galen felt the drain on his body and exhaled.
   

        He looked forward, his tone relaxed.
   

        "It's over! To die under this move, you are sufficiently honored..."
   

        His words abruptly stopped, and Galen's eyes became sharp again. His relaxed fist gradually clenched, and veins popped out on his skin.
   

        "You!"
   

        "Quite an interesting combat style, Ripple master, isn't it? Fascinating…"
   

        Through the smoke, on the sea surface, a silhouette slowly treaded on water. He had just clearly endured the Flame Giant Python's chain explosions, yet he appeared unharmed and still as neat and composed as ever. Only the cuff of his left trench coat sleeve had a small hole burned by flames.
   

        It was hardly noticeable, about the size of a thumb.
   

        Casio looked down at the hole, then shook his head and started applauding Galen, "Turning one hundred into one, the power is indeed not small..."
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        "However, have you thought about what you're going to use to compensate me for this trench coat?" He smiled faintly, the curve of his smile inexplicably sinister.
   

        "Keep going! Keep going! Burn this damn bastard into ashes!"
   

        Galen gritted his teeth as he once again activated the ripples throughout his body, his middle finger glowing as bright as the Sun. The elite ripple masters behind him likewise started their second charge-up, transmitting power segment by segment to the front.
   

        Hiss! Accompanied by a beastly roar, the flames burst into life once more.
   

        Another giant python sprang forth, lunging directly at Casio.
   

        Due to the hasty preparation, this attack, whether in terms of condensation or the ripples it contained, was significantly weakened compared to the last one.
   

        Casio's feet tapped the sea surface as he strode forward like a shooting star, completely ignoring the attack that was coming straight at him. In the blink of an eye, a Flame Giant Python, with a head as large as a building, charged at him, its giant maw opened suddenly to reveal the terrifyingly high temperature of the fierce sparks inside.
   

        Bang!
   

        A rock white fist, fast as lightning, smashed into the top of the giant python's head.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The Flame Giant Python that had been flying straight as a missile suddenly plunged downwards, making an extremely steep ninety-degree turn.
   

        The nearly flattened head drove headfirst into the sea!!
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The huge serpentine body dove down, causing waves upon waves and spreading mist to surge. The sea water boiled instantly, bubbling and gurgling, with the gold and red of magma visible below.
   

        Thump! A collision came from the seabed, followed by a fierce explosion.
   

        Clearly, the second Flame Giant Python had exploded.
   

        Back at the spot, on the sea surface, Casio flexed his fist and wriggled his wrist. His joints immediately made a series of crackling sounds.
   

        They didn't sound like ordinary bones; rather, they resembled the sensation of gears.
   

        "You!"
   

        Galen was utterly shocked; he had never seen someone blow away a Flame Giant Python with a bare-knuckled punch before! Wasn't that a bit too outrageous?
   

        Watching Casio carelessly step on the sea surface and continue to glide over, Galen and his men panicked. The third Flame Giant Python, which had been accumulating power halfway, was released prematurely. Then, instantly breaking the resonance link, they sharply turned around, ready to retreat into the depths of the island.
   

        Whoosh! Bang!
   

        The black silhouette that leaped and glided over the sea neither dodged nor avoided, but met the third Flame Giant Python head-on. Amidst the gale and high temperature, he swung his fist fiercely, punching through the giant python's head with the force of an iron rod, entering inch by inch, shattering it.
   

        The golden red flames burst like fireworks in the sky, scattering in all directions.
   

        Casio swooped down, his black trench coat shimmering with a layer of liquid-like sparks. The coat shivered, sparks burst forth, looking dazzling like a Peacock Spreading Tail. An afterimage plummeted rapidly from the sky.
   

        "A formidable enemy, a formidable enemy, I never expected one to be this strong!" Just as Galen was about to dash into the woods, he saw the scene behind him, his brain seemed to tremble. He felt that striving for a strong start was the most foolish decision of his life! A strong start? A generous gift! This fleet of enemies was absolutely not something he or the seventy elite ripple masters he led could handle. He estimated that even if all the Ripple Masters joined together, it would be a bit overwhelming!
   

        Immortal Island was going to suffer disaster!
   

        Galen suddenly realized this point in his mind.
   

        But now, what he needs to focus on most is how not to let himself suffer disaster!
   

        Two minutes later, a loud noise came from the woods.
   

        A bloody and indistinct silhouette flew out wildly, crashing through more than a dozen trees along the way, finally tumbling down on the beach.
   

        This person was barely alive, lying on the sand in a twisted pose. Their right hand stretched forward, as if clutching the ground with a strong will to survive. Blood kept oozing out, forming a pool by the hand's edge, life dwindling.
   

        Looking at the bone ring, half white and half red, worn on his middle finger.
   

        This person was clearly Ripple Master Galen.
   

        Tap, tap, tap... Footsteps echoed through the woods.
   

        Casio walked out slowly, his expression blank. He didn't even glance at Galen on the ground but instead focused towards the edge of the shore. The Secret Martial Arts World's fleet had completely approached, and one fighter after another disembarked.
   

        Swoosh...
   

        A black silhouette with a sword at his waist moved stealthily and yet swiftly to Casio's side, and asked in a cold voice.
   

        "The Ripple masters on Immortal Island are now taking the initiative to attack us. When we go to the island later... Do we exterminate them all?"
   

        The man's tone was just as cold, with the chilling aura of a cold weapon.
   

        Yeni is the current Gate Master of the Eastern Martial World's Soul-Losing Swordmanship, and although he is nearly fifty years old, he looks to be in his thirties. Dressed in a black combat uniform, the angular seams at the joints are exceptionally sharp, making him appear as if he were the blade of a sword.
   

        "Not for now, we'll find the entrance to the Relic first. Immortal Island is not small, and it would take a lot of effort to exterminate all those Ripple masters. Once we find the entrance, we will decide based on the circumstances..."
   

        After a moment's thought, Casio made his decision. Originally, his plan was to lead the Secret Martial Arts World to first sweep away the enemies and dangers. Once there were no concerns, they would enter the Ancient Ruins to search for the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist.
   

        However, during the voyage, Casio faintly sensed that there might be a dark ultimate entity on the Immortal Archipelago. Although he did not know the specifics of the dark ultimate entity, it was after all an existence of that realm. He felt that if they did not first explore the Ancient Ruins, they might encounter unexpected incidents along the way. Therefore, it was better to proceed with caution on this operation.
   

        He hoped that the Ripple masters of Immortal Island would also be sensible. After losing a Ripple Master and a powerful team, they should recognize the gap between them and not foolishly provoke Casio again.
   

        Otherwise, he would lose his temper...
   

        Five minutes later, the fighters, one by one, entered the woods.
   

        Instead of forming a team, they dispersed. At most, those from the same school or with a closer relationship clustered in groups of two or three.
   

        There were two reasons for this.
   

        First, fighters of their level were not mere foot soldiers; they all possessed formidable comprehensive strength, each a superhuman-like entity in their own right. It would be difficult for an opponent of a lower strength category to take them down by surprise.
   

        Second, the aura and momentum of fighters could sometimes conflict with one another. Being too close to each other would not only stimulate a strong sense of crisis and premonition in their bodies but also disrupt each other's aura when releasing their strength.
   

        Therefore, maintaining a certain distance from each other was the best choice.
   

        For the fighters with explosive strength, this distance was negligible. Should a situation arise, within a breath's time, the enemy would be surrounded by more than seventy fighters, subjected to a brutal beating.
   

        Thus, Casio was not worried about the safety of these Gate Masters and Elders.
   

        He simply led the way to the Relic.
   

        Hours later, at another beach on the Immortal Archipelago.
   

        The ships of the Eerie Night Guests finally arrived, slowly approaching the shore.
   

        Suddenly, a group of black-clad Ripple masters emerged from the woods.
   

        They launched an attack immediately, clashing with the top-ranked Knight Eerie Night Guests who had leaped down. The intense sounds of battle, cries, and roars mixed together, turning the beach instantly into a battlefield.
   

        On the western side of Immortal Island, there was also a place conducive to landing.
   

        A fleet had stopped there.
   

        Upon closer inspection, one would notice that there was an extra ship among the fleet.
   

        "Ah!!!!!!" "My hand! No, don't—!" "Run quickly!"
   

        On the shore, screams rose and fell as the black-clad Ripple masters' defensive forces collapsed at a devastating pace. The core members of the Door Organization wreaked havoc on the battlefield, and the Wizard of the Totem Temple also showed their might.
   

        Two forces had somehow joined together without anyone noticing!
   

        Tap, tap, tap... tap, tap, tap...
   

        On the beach, four extraordinarily mighty silhouettes slowly walked toward the battlefield.
   

        The Deputy Leader of the current Door Organization, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist.
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        Immortal Island is not small in area, its dense and lush woods blanket the seashore. The forest is cluttered with shrubs, wild grass, mushrooms, mosses, and the like. Poisonous insects and snakes are common in the woods, making them a forbidden zone for ordinary humans.
   

        Of course, for the team from the Secret Martial Arts World, this obviously poses no danger. The fighters' Qi subtly diffuses from their pores into the surrounding air, providing a powerful early-warning system. Should any threat or attack be imminent, they would counter with inhumanly quick reflexes. Many camouflaged poisonous snakes, skin identical in color to the moss they're entwined in on the trees, were either punched to explosions or had their snake heads crushed.
   

        Those with profound Qi would move onward with large strides, as if ignoring the danger entirely. Yet, wherever they passed, the multitude of insects and snakes on the trees and lurking in the grass were shaken dead by their Qi. Even those hidden in the mud or beneath stones were not spared, all becoming rigid corpses.
   

        Given the humidity and heat on the island, it is estimated that in just two or three days, these insects and snakes would be completely decomposed by bacteria.
   

        Drip drip drip... drip drip drip...
   

        Footsteps echoed through the woods as the group from the Secret Martial Arts World marched in unusual silence, with just a few people whispering quietly to each other from time to time.
   

        After all, they are the Gate Masters and Elders of various schools, and having seen many trials and tribulations in their youth, they're not easily startled like the young ones.
   

        Setting foot on the main island of Immortal Island was just the first step; finding the exact location of the Ancient Ruins was cause for celebration. Only after completely navigating the dangers and traps inside the Ancient Ruins and acquiring the secret techniques from the Boxing Method Armory would their great achievement be celebrated. Until then, they all had the same goal.
   

        At the forefront, Casio and his four subordinates, along with the hidden Evil Mother, made their way toward the interior of Immortal Island. Precisely located at the heart of Immortal Island, the Ancient Ruins lay in the central region.
   

        Casio had once consulted the Devil's Book and had some understanding of the specific conditions of Immortal Island. It could be divided into the South Island and the North Island, separated by sea water, yet connected by some narrow places. Furthermore, there was an Inner Island on Immortal Island, surrounded by rivers.
   

        The location of the Ancient Ruins was right on top of the Inner Island.
   

        Thinking of this, Casio touched the bronze key in his chest, still emanating a cold, chilling aura. Whether they could avoid some dangers this time entering the Ancient Ruins depended on this key. There was a hidden passage inside the Ancient Ruins that Casio could find through the key. Then, all the way down, he would arrive directly at an area very close to the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, thus saving time and bypassing traps.
   

        Unfortunately, although he had obtained the bronze key, the Ancient White Bone Tree was not currently with Casio. Inside the Ancient Ruins, there was a type of danger that only the Ancient White Bone Tree could be completely immune to, safely traversing that area. And the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist lay deep within that region, seemingly unavoidable.
   

        "Black Rain Villa... hahaha... You should be arriving soon..."
   

        As Casio thought this, a cold smile suddenly appeared, his gaze deep.
   

        Drip drip drip...
   

        As time passed, the team from the Secret Martial Arts World quickly entered the depth of the woods and, after an hour, arrived at a clearing.
   

        It was a hillock surrounded by water, not particularly high, with an elevation of just over ten meters. The hillock was covered with green grass and wildflowers, gently swaying in the wind. It seemed no different from a normal landscape, but the thick rolling Dense Fog coming towards them added a hint of mystery to the place.
   

        The hillock lay under a shroud of white fog, with only vague contours visible, and the scenery beyond was obscured. There was a feeling of void and unknown.
   

        "The Oyon Ruins also had such dense fog, perhaps there's a connection between the two?" Casio thought, without stopping for a moment.
   

        His black boots stepped at the edge of the stream, and with a lift, he glided through the air in an arc, his cloak fluttering wildly like the wings of a Flying Bird. He crossed the stream and appeared directly on top of the highest hill, quietly looking into the distance.
   

        The numerous fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World also moved across in succession.
   

        "What is that..."
   

        Through the mist, down the slope. One after another, huge Stone Statues lined up into the distance, the lower halves of their bodies standing silently in the Mud, their upper bodies severely weathered. Their facial features were worn away, surfaces rough and rugged.
   

        The Stone Statues were lined up in a row on the left and a row on the right, leaving a wide aisle in the middle. They seemed like tall guards standing on both sides, waiting for the king's Horse Carriage to pass slowly through the middle of the road, basking in worship.
   

        "Is it something left over from an ancient Civilization?"
   

        "Let's go take a look..."
   

        Soon, the group of fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World approached the Stone Statues.
   

        Only when they got close did they realize the enormity of the Stone Statues, having to tilt their heads back to see the tops. Each boulder was about seven or eight meters tall, carved with rugged contours that displayed the stoutness of the Warriors. On the tops of the Stone Statues, helmets adorned their heads, making them look disproportionately large. At a glance, they were already covered in moss.
   

        Some even served as nesting grounds for birds, covered in white bird droppings.
   

        Casio stood at the entrance of the wide path formed by the Stone Statues, quietly looking ahead. For some reason, a tinge of sadness surged in his heart.
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        Casio inhaled slightly and readjusted his emotions.
   

        He stepped onto the road.
   

        Crack...
   

        It could have been an illusion, but the stone statues on both sides of the road seemed to tremble slightly, emitting a faint sound. However, upon closer inspection, he felt no fluctuations of aura. Casio slowly approached one of the giant statues.
   

        With a pinch of his fingers, the weathered rock crumbled into a heap of black dust.
   

        It was unknown how long these statues had stood here.
   

        He bowed his head slightly, watching the sand-like dust fall from his hands.
   

        He inexplicably felt a sense of unfamiliar familiarity.
   

        It was strange. Even though he had no memory of ever seeing it, it felt like an instinct of this body. Casio slowly lifted his head. The mist and the thin sunshine fell on the shoulders of the giant statue, making it look imposing and solemn.
   

        Squinting his eyes for another look, Casio turned and followed the main troop.
   

        Together with the people from the Secret Martial Arts World, they passed down the road lined with giant statues.
   

        The place returned to silence, with the fog slowly flowing.
   

        Crack crack crack crack...
   

        A succession of sounds of stone cracking and moving emerged. Fragments of stone fell off the statues, and the moss on their backs peeled away, revealing the pale root system underneath, intricate like a dense tattoo, growing deep into the statues. They wriggled and twitched as if a command had just been given. But these controlled stone statues resisted silently.
   

        It was unknown whether they felt Casio's true aura and were too scared to act or if Casio's aura caused them to resist taking action.
   

        Crack crack crack crack...
   

        Another round of the sound of stones breaking echoed.
   

        The rows of towering giant statues turned their heads toward the direction Casio had left. Beneath the severely weathered helmets and armor, pairs of scarlet eyes lit up. They stared with ancient eyes at the dense fog.
   

        It seemed as if they could see Casio's silhouette through the white mist.
   

        "Magic..."
   

        In the wind, a voice that seemed like a murmured chant gradually faded.
   

        An hour later, on the other side of the hills.
   

        The party from Black Rain Villa appeared here, clearly having also broken through the Ripple master's blockade and entered the interior of Immortal Island. Led by the Eerie Night Guest and the Ripple Master, they moved unobstructed and swiftly.
   

        It was mainly because the Ripple Master, who used to live on Immortal Island, was quite familiar with the terrain. So now, acting as the guide for the raiders, he was in his element, even faster than the Door Organization.
   

        At the front of the team, the Ripple Master was dressed in a fitted black tailcoat, his hair wavy and curly, and his sideburns trimmed with exceptional precision. He also wore a wide-brimmed top hat, covering his eyebrows, only revealing his blue eyes.
   

        He looked flamboyantly stylish, with a subtle touch of elegance.
   

        "We've left the woods; two paths lie ahead. To the right of the hills lies a dangerous flower sea teeming with exotic species, and the journey is a bit longer. To the left, the route is much shorter, leading to a group of stone statues. There's nothing dangerous there, just pass through quickly…"
   

        The Ripple Master said slowly, gazing at the rolling dense fog in the distance.
   

        Everyone trusted his words, after all, the Ripple Master was a professional.
   

        He used to be a Ripple master on Immortal Island, reportedly living there for over a decade before defecting and being hunted down, finally joining Black Rain Villa.
   

        "Let's go."
   

        The Eerie Night Guest led the way. The edges of his rough metal armor rubbed together, producing a series of low sounds. His tattered black cloak trailed on the ground, making him resemble an ancient knight or general.
   

        The team from Black Rain Villa was composed of top Knight Rank members, each with formidable strength and diverse abilities. But leading at the front, ready to first face any danger, had to be the Eerie Night Guest. As he had said before, he excelled in fighting on land. Standing firm, with immense strength, he possessed the power akin to a wild dragon. His physique was the most robust of all in Black Rain Villa.
   

        Tap tap tap... tap tap tap...
   

        A succession of silhouettes from Black Rain Villa crossed the hills, arriving at the entrance of the boulder-lined path. The entire party swiftly stepped onto it.
   

        In less than a minute, they had already covered half the distance.
   

        "I don't know why, but I always feel a bit spooked..."
   

        "It's kind of cold, huh. Probably too much moisture in this fog."
   

        "Let's hurry over."
   

        A group of Eerie Night Guests discussed in low voices, their footsteps quickening.
   

        "Why do I feel something's not right."
   

        Leading the way at the front, the fearsome Black Dragon couldn't help but turn and glance at the Ripple Master beside him, "Are you sure there's no problem with this path?"
   

        "Of course. I've traveled back and forth from the Inner Island to the Outer Island along this tunnel many times. I must've done it over a hundred times, and there's never been an issue..."
   

        The Ripple Master replied earnestly.
   

        "Let's move, don't doubt God, don't doubt..."
   

        "Boom!" "Splurch!"
   

        Before he could finish, a loud crash followed by a sound of flesh rending came from behind. Both whirled around to look; Black Rain Villa's line was in disarray. At the rear, an Eerie Night Guest had been brutally smashed into the ground by a massive stone fist! The pit had a diameter of two meters, and its depth must've been three to four meters, with blood and flesh spattered around its edge.
   

        It seemed that the Eerie Night Guest inside had been pulverized by the immense force. The culprit was one of the huge stone statues next to him.
   

        Creak, creak, creak...
   

        The statue slowly turned its torso, its massive head looking down. Its fist dripped with blood, remnants of the victim's rags still clinging to it, making it look all the more ferocious. At the same time, the surrounding stone statues all turned their heads.
   

        All of them fixated on Black Rain Villa's party in the middle of the road.
   

        "Is this what you called safe?"
   

        The Black Dragon stared at the Ripple Master, his black cloak billowing slightly behind him.
   

        "An accident, it was an accident!" the Ripple Master furrowed his brow. "I've never encountered any problems before, damn it, these statues are not supposed to move..." He muttered under his breath, yet the attack of the stone statues did not cease.
   

        "Creak, creak, creak..." "Bang!" "Bang!" "Bang!"
   

        The giant statues had immense strength, and even though they moved slowly, once they locked onto a target, their punches were incredibly swift and powerful. Moreover, their fists covered a large area, directly smashing towards Black Rain Villa's ranks, forcing many to dodge. Some unfortunate ones failed to avoid the blows and were hit directly.
   

        With a whoosh, the entire person flew out like a shell.
   

        They skimmed the ground as if skipping stones, bouncing several times. Each time they landed, a pool of blood was left behind, until they finally lay on the ground.
   

        It looked as though they were not dead, they were gravely injured.
   

        "Aah!" "Dodge quickly!" "Don't try to withstand these statues' punches!"
   

        The Eerie Night Guests shouted, each demonstrating their unique skills. But in the face of the statues' powerful punches, there were always those who couldn't hold up or were accidentally hit.
   

        In a matter of moments, three or four people had died.
   

        "Get out of the way!!!"
   

        At the front of the team, the Black Dragon's thick legs planted into the ground as if they were pile drivers. His burly figure suddenly swelled, especially at the shoulders and upper arms, where muscles bulged almost to twice their original size.
   

        The armor crackled as it stretched, steel seemingly wailing in agony.
   

        He hurled his clenched fist out as if catching a hurricane. Between the gaps of his fingers, thin white streams of air were being pulled out.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Black Dragon and the approaching stone statue fearlessly exchanged blows.
   

        He hurled his clenched fist out as if catching a hurricane. Between the gaps of his fingers, thin white streams of air were being pulled out.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Black Dragon and the approaching stone statue fearlessly exchanged blows.
   

        He hurled his clenched fist out as if catching a hurricane. Between the gaps of his fingers, thin white streams of air were being pulled out.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Black Dragon and the approaching stone statue fearlessly exchanged blows.
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        "Click, click click click..."
   

        The rampaging group of stone statues stopped, their bodies instantly freezing in place, retaining their battle poses. One of them had been violently swinging its fist to smash the ground and was also frozen mid-air, with a huge fist hanging above a Knight Rank Eerie Night Guest who tumbled out, rolling in a mess. With a look of unsettled horror on his face, he was deathly pale, evidently terrified.
   

        "Run!"
   

        The Ripple Master retracted the Ancient White Bone Tree: "They will recover soon, the effect of the ancient tree can't last forever..."
   

        Suddenly, a group of Eerie Night Guests from Black Rain Villa sprinted towards the depth of the path, quickly distancing themselves from the pursuing group of stone statues. This was something they had not expected at all. Despite having the Ripple Master leading the way, they had barely ventured deep into Immortal Island before they encountered dangers and incurred losses.
   

        It seemed that Immortal Island was indeed a dangerous place that must not be underestimated.
   

        Moving back in time a bit, beneath a pale, sky-reaching Mother Tree on the Inner Island of Immortal Island. A dense crowd of black figures occupied the entire spacious clearing, surrounded by buildings with distinctive architectural styles.
   

        It had the appearance of the Hong Li Empire style mixed with the decor of several island nations. The many styles blended together, creating a strangely beautiful aesthetic.
   

        In front of the Mother Tree, the leader of the Ripple masters sat cross-legged. He was situated on a protruding thick root, five meters above the ground. The whole root had the shape of an altar, surrounded by intricate roots.
   

        The Ripple Master leader sat on the altar, eyes tightly shut.
   

        As a breeze passed by, he suddenly opened his eyes, his expression changing drastically.
   

        The previously composed look was completely gone.
   

        "Bing Ling, what's wrong? Did the Mother Tree give any new instructions?"
   

        Below the altar, an aged Ripple Master inquired.
   

        The Bing Ling he referred to was the special title for this generation's leader of the Ripple Masters. It was because this current leader of the Ripple Masters controlled a Supreme Ring that was inclined towards the ice attribute. Hence, he was known as Bing Ling.
   

        Similarly, there would be Thunder Spirits, Fire Spirits, Wind Spirits, etc.
   

        For example, the three Supreme Rings that have just emerged from the Mother Tree.
   

        "..." Bing Ling, the leader of the Ripple Masters, fell silent for a while before speaking in a low voice, "The situation is grim. The number and quality of the invaders far exceed our expectations. They have breached our defenses along the Coastline and have fully entered Immortal Island, heading our way..."
   

        "They've breached our defenses? Then Galen and his forces..."
   

        The Ripple Master interjected immediately.
   

        "Galen, is dead." Bing Ling nodded gravely, "Not just him, his subordinates have been completely wiped out, not one remains..."
   

        His gaze slowly turned toward the distance. It seemed as if he could pierce through the dense woods and hills in an instant, seeing the chaotic, bloody scene on the distant Coastline. Bing Ling turned back around.
   

        "The first invaders who landed possess tremendous strength, numbering around sixty to seventy people. The leader alone overpowered Galen and the more than seventy elite Ripple Masters he commanded, utterly breaking through our arranged ripple formation..."
   

        "One person! Overpowered them!"
   

        The elderly Ripple Master at his side could hardly believe it. The difference between a solitary Ripple Master and a group forming a formation was stark. Ripple Masters who were prepared in advance have power and destructive force many times that of one who fought alone, unprepared.
   

        This indicated that the Ripple Masters, with their multiplied strength, were no match for the leader among the first wave of invaders. This implied much.
   

        After all, within the Ripple Master Organization, the only one who could achieve a similar feat was Bing Ling himself.
   

        "This is only the first wave," Bing Ling continued, looking at the shocked elder beside him and gravely sharing the second fact.
   

        "Both the western and eastern sides of Immortal Island, the forces we had positioned there, have been defeated. The western side met the same fate of annihilation as the southern side, where the first invaders landed. There are a few auras among them that are extremely dangerous. They had not made a move, but the Mother Tree has sensed them." He paused for a moment, allowing the others to digest the information before he continued.
   

        "On the eastern side of Immortal Island, the third invading force also defeated our arranged Ripple Masters. Not everyone was wiped out there; roughly one-third survived." Bing Ling quietly shared what counted as good news. In truth, it wasn't good news, but everything had to be put into perspective.
   

        "This…" The elderly Ripple Master with a rank revealed a troubled look.
   

        How did they suddenly find themselves besieged on all sides?
   

        The Ripple Masters had expanded rapidly across various countries in recent years, but it seemed they hadn't provoked any major forces. Why then had three powerful groups of invaders suddenly appeared, simultaneously attacking the Ripple Masters' stronghold?
   

        "The best course of action now is to distribute the three Supreme Rings bestowed by the Mother Tree. By enhancing the combat power of our top warriors, we can better respond to the current situation..." Bing Ling said with remarkable calm.
   

        "Right, right, right." The elder also came to a realization.
   

        He had been shocked to hear that the frontline had been decimated, feeling a sense of unreality. Now, the elder came to his senses. Of course, the Mother Tree had just shown her might, producing three Supreme Rings!
   

        If these were given to the three strongest Ripple Masters, they would definitely see their combat power soar, instantly touching the highest "Spiritual Level" within the Ripple hierarchy. With this, wouldn't Immortal Island have four Spirit Level beings? The original Bing Ling, and the soon-to-emerge Thunder Spirit, Fire Spirit, and Wind Spirit.
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        With the home turf advantage and the gap in information provided by the Mother Tree,
   

        even if three mighty Forces attacked, they weren't invincible!
   

        Thinking so, the elder's heart immediately settled down.
   

        He looked at the leader Bing Ling, about to speak.
   

        But saw Bing Ling close his eyes, obviously receiving more information from the Mother Tree. And this time, the transmission was even longer than before.
   

        Five minutes later, Bing Ling reopened his eyes and suddenly looked up.
   

        The Ripple Master elder also looked up inquisitively.
   

        Above them, within the dense branches of the Sky-reaching Mother Tree, three radiant Rings hovered like tiny Suns. And beside these three Rings, another was about to be born.
   

        "Another Supreme Ring!!!"
   

        Around them, the gathered Ripple masters had obviously also noticed the abnormality. They excitedly pointed towards the Tree Crown, their faces filled with shock.
   

        On the trunk and roots of the Mother Tree, Bing Ling took a deep breath, the Mother Tree's instructions echoing in his mind: At all costs, kill these invaders! And take back something from them! A small Bone Tree, small enough to be held in one hand, remember not to damage it!
   

        Ten minutes later, under the Sky-reaching Mother Tree.
   

        The many Ripple masters were all shocked as they looked toward the sky, no, towards the green dome-like Tree Crown of the Mother Tree. There, Rings kept being generated, Bone Rings that normally took decades to grow were now forming in just two or three breaths. And not the lowest tier white Rings, but Bloodthirsty Rings!
   

        Bloodthirsty Rings, a level above the white Rings, differed mainly in the varying amount of Red Silk patterns on the band.
   

        Above the Bloodthirsty Rings were the half-attribute Ripple Rings.
   

        Like the one the Ripple Master Galen had used, half white and half red.
   

        Whoosh, a gust of wind swept through the high altitude, and leaves rustled.
   

        Rings fell directly from the branches, like ripe fruit. Their landing points were incredibly precise, falling right to those elite Ripple masters who originally used the white Ripple Rings. And dozens of half-attribute Ripple Rings also fell, seeking out those original Bloodthirsty Ripple Masters.
   

        Each Ripple master quickly caught them and excitedly swapped them on. Feeling the stronger Ripple vibrations from their palms, they were all thrilled.
   

        In a short time, they had all 'changed weapons,' and their overall strength had sharply increased by a large margin. Moreover, four Silhouettes stood on the Mother Tree's trunk and roots about four to five meters above the ground, their right hands hanging down, four Supreme Rings flickering with eerie light. Around them, the air seemed to twist subtly.
   

        Bing Ling moved his Footsteps, standing on the most prominent edge of the Tree Root.
   

        He looked down from above at the multitude of black Silhouettes below.
   

        "Starting now, all units move out to exterminate every single invader entering the Immortal Islands! Not one shall be spared! Move out now!"
   

        Tap tap tap… tap tap tap…
   

        Silhouettes swiftly turned, shooting towards the Dense Fog in the distance like arrows released from their bowstrings. They were about to engage in full-scale Combat with their opponents!
   

        Time passed, minute by minute, on the Main Island of the Immortals, and the outer islands.
   

        The Secret Martial Arts World's group had been treking through the Dense Fog for quite some time.
   

        They had experienced many strange regions on Immortal Island. In some places, purple poison rain fell, corroding everything around it clean, except for a type of vibrant beautiful red plant that thrived. It was only upon closer observation that they discovered this poison rain was actually emitted by the red plants as toxins which condensed mid-air and only enshrouded a small area nearby.
   

        In other places, the ground was covered with crystalline structures that resembled diamonds, looking like bunches of transparent flowers. Beautiful when illuminated by the Sun. However, if you accidentally touched or stepped on these crystals, they would immediately explode, triggering a series of chain-reaction blasts around them!
   

        The power of the explosion was terrifying, almost setting the edge of Casio's clothes ablaze!
   

        Do not think this is just a joke, being able to singe an edge of Casio's clothing was in fact a form of recognition! With his Ultimate Fighter strength, even top-tier Combatants might not even be able to touch the hem of Casio's clothes, let alone damage them. Therefore, these crystal blasts were quite dangerous to the many Fighters of the Secret Martial Arts World, and they must be cautious and careful.
   

        Beyond these two special regions, the scene now presenting itself before everyone was also a dangerous one. Casio stood on the edge and looked out.
   

        Not far away, there was a towering volcano, alive. You could see the flowing magma, like ribbons of glowing red silk, winding their way down from the edges of the crater.
   

        At the Mountain Foot of the volcano, chunks of coal-like rock spread across the earth. Gray with black undertones, the rocks had an odd and rugged appearance.
   

        Strange trees grew out of the crevices in the rocks, without even so much as pine-needle-like leaves, just twisted branches that resembled human bone claws. The branches were covered in small holes from which wisps of white smoke continuously emerged and floated up into the sky, merging with the dense Fog above.
   

        Drip, drip, drip...
   

        As the sound of footsteps arose, the people from the Secret Martial Arts World walked over.
   

        However, as they approached, some of the Fighters in the front showed signs of discomfort. They frowned slightly, and their bodies instinctively emitted a sense of alertness, with hairs standing on end. Casio also felt something was amiss. As he approached one of the large trees and positioned himself within the dense smoke emanating from a tree hollow,
   

        he suddenly felt his enveloping Qi being attacked by a relentless prickling sensation. No, it couldn't be called an attack, but rather an invasion. Something in the Fog was burrowing into his Qi.
   

        Casio suddenly retreated in a flash as a dense Fog burst violently from the hollow of the tree in front, spilling onto the ground.
   

        After a moment's consideration, he chose to withdraw the Qi from his palm.
   

        After feeling it for a short while, Casio already had some guesses.
   

        The white Fog contained extremely fine plant spores, almost imperceptible. However, the various organisms exposed to the dense Fog were invaded and parasitized by these spores! Just like the Devil Fish Casio had encountered before, whose entire nervous system was nearly replaced and controlled entirely by the plant's root system.
   

        They became guardians of Immortal Island, creatures protecting the island.
   

        Casio looked profoundly into the sky, realizing that it seemed the entire Immortal Island was shrouded in this kind of Fog. Did that mean that all the creatures on the island were already under the control of that unseen Ultimate Dark Entity? After all, some marine fish near Immortal Island had already suffered, and the animals on land exposed directly to the Fog were even less able to escape its grasp. Stretching nearly a hundred kilometers from north to south, Immortal Island had vast spaces and terrains. Had they all fallen already?
   

        Is this the ultimate power of the Ultimate Dark Entity?!
   

        Or perhaps it's the Ultimate Dark Entity with an obvious problem with its state?!
   

        Turning around abruptly, Casio addressed the crowd from the Secret Martial Arts World, "There are parasitic spores in the air; we must maintain our Qi as a protective layer at all times. Unless absolutely necessary, do not retract your Qi back into your body..."
   

        Fortunately, shortly after arriving on the island, everyone had maintained their Qi state while traveling. And previously on the sea, it was clear that the spores in the Fog were significantly diluted, not as dense as on land. The Qi that enveloped the Fighters' entire bodies could naturally repel these invaders. As long as the spores in the air did not reach a certain concentration, it would be difficult to parasitize the people.
   

        "Rest on the spot for a moment, and sweep through your body with your Qi..."
   

        Casio reminded everyone.
   

        Ten minutes later, the Fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World took a short rest and began to regroup. They planned to find a detour, not to force their way through the woods that emitted parasitic Spore Fog. The spore concentration inside the woods would only be denser and might reach a level that Qi could not block. It seemed that the crater of the volcano, despite appearing more dangerous, was a more suitable path to take.
   

        As long as the volcano did not erupt, they would not face additional dangers.
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        The temperature around an active volcano is very high, especially one that is streaming with magma. The scorching magma can reach around one thousand degrees Celsius.
   

        Above it, the air slightly distorted, blurring everyone's vision.
   

        This volcano, however, was different. It appeared red, as if a large amount of rust had been mixed into the rocks. From the uneven crevices of the mountain, streams of high-temperature smoke emerged. The golden-red magma on the surface of the rocks flowed past, making a sizzling sound.
   

        The magma of this volcano was definitely hotter than normal magma.
   

        Although the fighters present had wrapped their entire bodies in qi to protect themselves, if they accidentally fell into the magma, the qi would be greatly consumed. Moreover, heat could also be transferred through qi, albeit slowly.
   

        If one wanted to take a magma bath completely enveloped in qi, one's physique needed to be strong enough to reach the non-human realm. Otherwise, one could possibly be cooked alive after such a bath, fighters included.
   

        Midway up the mountain, a team agilely leapt through the crevices of the rocks. They moved quickly and nimbly, unhampered by the steep terrain. Often, a single jump would take them from one rocky outcrop to an even higher platform, with actions crisp and precise.
   

        Pfft! Between the cracks in the mountain wall, a high-temperature white vapor burst out, enveloping the silhouette of a fighter who was just passing by.
   

        Half a second later, the fighter emerged from the steam, catching up with the others. He sensed his condition and immediately warned, "The temperature of the steam occasionally surging from these rock crevices is very high. I was just enveloped for about half a second, and it consumed a lot of my qi. A few more times like that and I might have to stop and recover right here. Everyone be careful not to get hit by the steam…"
   

        The group promptly became more cautious, slightly slowing their climbing pace.
   

        About ten minutes later, near the top of the volcano, a relatively flat terrain appeared—it was a rocky platform embedded into the mountain. Casio immediately noticed traces of artificial carvings. Upon closer examination, he discovered many things.
   

        Some completely indecipherable murals on the rocks, their colors mottled and faded. A few broken sculptures piled in a corner. There were also obvious stone architectural structures, appearing to be a very ancient relic site.
   

        At first glance, it was clearly ruins within ruins.
   

        Casio stood among the ruins, looking at the blurred carvings on a giant boulder in front of him. The style was very reminiscent of the Oyon Ruins. More precisely, it was akin to the Wisdom Rune. He had always had a doubt—were the Wisdom Rune, Life Rune, Oyon, and the Southern Dipper Vein from the same era? The same ancient period?
   

        After numerous retrospections, Casio had some guesses.
   

        Perhaps, the Wisdom and Life Runes, and the Southern Dipper Vein were not from the same era but belonged to an even more ancient time. The era of savagery? When people were uncivilized and drank blood?
   

        Meanwhile, Oyon and many other ruins could either belong to the same era as the runes or have been built during the ancient period of the Southern Dipper Vein.
   

        In any case, that segment of history, shrouded in fog, was definitely not simple. It was rather complex, laden with numerous causal relationships.
   

        Casio really wanted to find a Saint Fist from the Southern Dipper Vein to ask.
   

        What was the Oyon Civilization?
   

        A vast human dynasty during the era when the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission was born?
   

        Or a mysterious origin of fire from an even more savage era?
   

        With thoughts flowing in his mind, Casio pulled back his wandering thoughts.
   

        He shook his head and resumed his pace, walking towards the end of the ruins. The many fighters behind him also followed quickly.
   

        Crack!
   

        A black boot crushed a red rock and ground it into powder.
   

        At the end of the ruins, a figure in a white, tailored trench coat stopped at the intersection connecting to another parallel road.
   

        He had blood-red long hair, tied into a braid at the back of his head. His forehead gleamed prominently, his eyebrows sharp like swords. His features were so beautiful they transcended gender, with a light red feather pattern on the right half of his face.
   

        The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, to encounter him here was quite a coincidence!
   

        Casio, leading the way, was briefly stunned. His azure eyes narrowed, the corners looking as sharp as knife blades, brimming with danger.
   

        He instantly realized that the Door Organization was also interested in the ancient relics.
   

        During the fourth retrospection, Casio had heard about Feng Liusi's past on that night in the mountains. The story mentioned that the Door Organization had stepped onto the Eternal Isles, attempting to enter the ancient relics. It seemed now…
   

        They had probably gotten the news about the location of the ruins quite early.
   

        "Magic Phoenix?"
   

        "What a coincidence, running into you again. Last time, you escaped with Arlington, and now you dare to show up in front of me…"
   

        Casio slowly revealed a ferocious smile, almost solidifying the air with his overwhelming aura. His entire figure seemed to grow taller and larger in an instant, transforming into a towering giant statue.
   

        With an unquestionable dominance that commanded reverence.
   

        After defeating Whale King Arlington at the International Exchange Meeting, Casio became the undisputed ruler of the Secret Martial Arts World of his era, his aura growing stronger with each passing day.
   

        Even the four commanders of the Clinic, extremely loyal and admiring of Casio, dared not get too close these days. Because whenever they approached, their bodies would feel a terrifying sensation, a feeling beyond their control.
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        It was as if he had handed over his life, his body, his strength to someone else. Like fish meat on a chopping board, he was entirely at Casio's mercy.
   

        So, at this moment when Casio's explosive aura burst forth, the many fighters chasing him suddenly retreated, as if facing a flood or savage beast. They leaped backwards, only feeling a hint of safety when they were far enough away. Numerous elders and gate masters from the Secret Martial Arts World looked towards Casio with shock and awe in their eyes.
   

        In just a few days, this man's aura had become even more terrifying!
   

        Could it be that this era was about to witness the birth of a Saint Fist?
   

        No, it should be called Tyrant Fist!!!
   

        At the end of the Relic, Casio's aura locked directly onto the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist.
   

        "Have you thought about how you want to die?"
   

        His voice was deep and powerful, as if delivering a sentence.
   

        However, the moment the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist faced Casio, he turned around and fled. His movements were crisp and decisive, not sloppy at all. So quick were his movements that when the people of the Secret Martial Arts World saw his face for a split second, it was immediately replaced with the back of his head. The front turned into a silhouette, overlapping phantasms.
   

        Facing the lock of Casio's aura, the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist didn't utter a word. He instantly initiated a gliding secret technique and took off in a rapid leap with a flick of his toes. His movements became faster and faster, instantly turning into a meteor.
   

        Damn it, he came up here to scout first and nearly scared himself to death!
   

        When the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist first arrived at Immortal Island, his undisguised hostility towards Casio was based on the fact that his side had four Ultimate Fighters. Now, being alone, he had no capital for provocation or confrontation. Thus, he gave up very decisively, even ignoring the face of the deputy leader of the Door Organization.
   

        After all, face isn't as important as life.
   

        The battle at the International Exchange Meeting made the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist realize his strength. He truly couldn't beat Casio and nearly got killed.
   

        If it were to happen again, it would be the same!
   

        And in a critical moment, the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist used the Disaster Rings, summoning the phantasm of the Gate Master Xiadu. Even with that, Casio hadn't been killed, appearing unscathed right before him. Truly a monster!
   

        To contend with such a monster, the only way was to gang up!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A scarlet streak of light flashed through the passage, incredibly fast.
   

        And from behind, a black silhouette burst forth, powering his speed with strength, exploding with an unbelievable force. His shoe soles hitting the ground made the entire mountainside seem to shake, as if a tank were rolling over it.
   

        The two sounds, one after the other, zipped past a distance of several hundred meters in an instant.
   

        Midway up the mountain, there was a sloping stone forest comprised of many years cooled volcanic rock. Some were weathered, hence the bizarre and rugged appearance. From some of the rock holes, puffs of smoke were emitted, not thick but turning into wisps of light smoke drifting towards the sky and clouds.
   

        The following team of the Door Organization was walking up through the stone forest.
   

        Leading them was the battle alliance gathered this time specifically for Casio—a destructive reboot by Whale King Arlington, the Lava Wizard granted favor by Totem King, and the resurrected deputy leader of the previous generation's Door Organization, Armored Ghost.
   

        Together with the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, these four Ultimate Fighters represented the peak of power in today's world. This assembly was specially prepared for Casio, seeking to slay the demon!
   

        Demon Idol, Demon Idol, isn't that just a demon?
   

        Casio indeed did not look typically righteous or grand, rather like a villain from the darkness. Just like them, these forces, but even more so! The monsters in the darkness, they are not killed by the light, they are only seized and devoured clean by even stronger monsters from deeper within the darkness.
   

        This is also why the Door Organization now feared Casio.
   

        If they didn't kill him, it would be like living on tenterhooks!
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        In front of the stone forest, abruptly, a series of rapid sounds approached from the ridge above. It was as if a giant boulder were rolling downwards, accelerating more and more!
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang, bang, bang...
   

        The stone forest ahead was shattered utterly, either blown into black powder or entire boulders of three to four meters high were being thrown out, tumbling down the mountainside, pulverized. It felt as though a giant bulldozer was rolling downwards, aiming to flatten the whole side of the volcano.
   

        "What's happening?!"
   

        "Is it the dangers of the Immortal Islands above? Be careful!"
   

        "What's coming at us? Everyone, stay alert!"
   

        The seven kings within the team each spoke up to remind others. The power hidden within their bodies was unleashed, their arms slightly tensed, ready to start the battle at any moment.
   

        "Magic Phoenix's wings! The gliding secret technique!"
   

        "It's the Deputy Leader!"
   

        "Damn it, it's like something is chasing the boss!"
   

        As the rumbling noise drew closer, the crowd only then got a clear glimpse of the situation. They saw the Deputy Leader, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, striving to glide down, his wings already turned a thick scarlet, resembling metal.
   

        This was clearly a characteristic of pushing the gliding secret techniques to their limit.
   

        Behind the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, a silhouette was wreaking havoc all along its path, bursting down. The hurricanes and dust it raised shot straight into the sky, resembling a massive creature furiously chasing its prey.
   

        "What in the world is that? Even the Deputy Leader, as an Ultimate Fighter, is in such a sorry state! Could there really be such dangers on the Immortal Island?"
   

        The second King clenched his fists, secretly shocked.
   

        "It's him."
   

        The second King's massive silhouette in a black outfit spoke up.
   

        Whale King Arlington's face was complex, a trace of painful memory flashing in his eyes. He lifted his right hand and pressed on the left side of his shoulders, seemingly recalling a fiercely devastating defeat and injury from a week ago.
   

        "This time, I must defeat you!"
   

        Arlington's eyes suddenly turned deep blue, as if hiding an ocean. Within the ocean, a massive whale swam, causing the surface to churn and push forward. Amid the violent waves, a giant blue whale leaped up!
   

        It burst out from Arlington's eyes, rapidly expanding as it rode the wind.
   

        Nearby, a Lava Wizard dressed in primitive sacrificial attire also became excited. He could feel the Sun in his chest desperately screaming, "Kill him, kill him, utterly annihilate that man!"
   

        "This is the command of the great Totem King, and I will accomplish it at all costs! With all my might, even if it rebounds and I die under the flames!"
   

        The Lava Wizard's upper body clothing suddenly combusted, revealing his gaunt torso. At his chest, above the heart, a Sun-like golden totem grew hotter and brighter. Lines connected from the surface of the Sun spread across his body, all emitting a golden glow.
   

        It looked like the personification of the Sun's rays in a painting.
   

        "The volcano is my home turf! I will personally bring an end to that man!"
   

        Two silhouettes, one gold and one blue, their aura and momentum began to infinitely expand towards the sky. Their formidable power erupted, influencing the surrounding environment.
   

        "Armored Ghost! The enemy is upon us! Won't you make your move!?"
   

        The crimson meteor, transformed by Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, came gliding and roared.
   

        Click, click, click, click...
   

        Suddenly, the Armored Ghost beneath the cloak made a move. The expanding momentum immediately blew his clothing away, revealing the robust armored body beneath.
   

        Dragon-shaped scales overlapped in layers, their curvature fierce and sharp, clearly a suit of black heavy armor! Under the sunlight, a sinister matte curvature flashed!
   

        Upon closer inspection, this armor wasn't physical but rather formed from condensed Qi, exuding a cold, chilling killing intention.
   

        Clap!
   

        The Armored Ghost clasped his hands, the gauntlets colliding, emitting a sound full of metallic friction. He slightly bowed his head, as if paying homage to something in that direction.
   

        Kong, kong, kong...
   

        Behind him, a phantasm suddenly plummeted from the sky and overlapped with him.
   

        Instantly, a cold, surging aura erupted like a mountain, like an abyss!
   

        "Now, the tides have turned! Hahaha..."
   

        The scarlet silhouette of Magic Phoenix Saint Fist swept past the crowd, laughing wildly in the sky and suddenly spinning around. He landed on the ground between the three men.
   

        He slightly extended his arms, his phoenix-like golden red wings enveloping him.
   

        "Today, you won't escape disaster, Casio!"
   

        Magic Phoenix Saint Fist was enveloped in a vortex of deep red, violent Qi.
   

        However, what made his expression change was that Casio, who had been fiercely rushing and chasing all the way, faced with an array of four Ultimate Fighters, showed no intention of stopping. Instead, he stomped on the ground, causing the entire ridge to tremble violently. His silhouette then shot forward like a rocket!
   

        Bang! Whoosh!
   

        A fiercely wild beast, rushing down from the mountain peak.
   

        "Take this punch first!"
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        Whoosh... Bang!!!
   

        As that silhouette fell, it was as if a meteorite had struck the earth, causing the Stone Forest to tremble.
   

        He descended with an immense force, throwing a punch with deadly precision!
   

        Boom... Thump thump thump... Bang bang bang...
   

        Violent air currents burst out, forming white ring-shaped waves that expanded in circles around the fist. The air in front was shattered inch by inch, creating a huge vacuum tunnel. In front of Casio's fist, a compressed, half-transparent giant fist formed, pressing down ferociously.
   

        For a moment, four formidable silhouettes charged out. Vivid, surging qi surged from their bodies as they unleashed vicious moves.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The four silhouettes charging forward trembled at the shoulders as they collided and their clothing undulated violently. Gusts of wind howled like blades, slicing through soaring rocks as they exploded outward. The sound of colossal collisions filled everyone's ears.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh!
   

        In the twisted air, the four silhouettes rebounded back, taking two steps backward upon landing. Their soles scorched traces onto the rocky ground.
   

        The Magic Phoenix Saint Fist's expression changed slightly, as his gaze was fixedly locked onto what lay ahead.
   

        "It seems he has grown stronger…" mumbled Whale King Arlington to himself.
   

        The fervor in the Lava Wizard's eyes diminished slightly, as if he had become more rational: To take this person down, they must join forces!
   

        The Armored Ghost remained silent, but the qi-shaped grotesque black armor that enveloped him began to transform. Thick iron plates appeared on his chest, bulging outwards. The shoulder armor grew heavier, protruding like flesh tumors, nearly the height of half a helmet. It appeared as though he had shifted from a combat to a defensive mode.
   

        "Take another punch from me!"
   

        Above in the sky, Casio, sent flying a hundred meters up by the combined force of the four, suddenly spiraled, then plummeted straight down.
   

        He brought his five thick fingers together, hurling another punch toward the ground!
   

        The crowd looked up in unison to see a silhouette, its violent friction with the air almost igniting golden red sparks, followed by a towering and immense demon idol that appeared suddenly. The colossal body of the demon idol was hidden within the clouds, revealing only the head covered in steel armor and one hand.
   

        The iron-clad hand had fierce joints and sharp edges, with large bones. As it formed into a fist, it even conjured a hurricane in its palm.
   

        Five white streams of qi compressed and squeezed out between the fingers.
   

        "Dodge quickly!" "Get out of the way!"
   

        In the ranks of the Door Organization, the second and third Kings roared furiously.
   

        The next second, bang!!!
   

        The entire volcano ridge trembled, and a vast part of the Stone Forest collapsed. The debris, comparable to bullets and shells, flew wildly in the air, plunging towards the base of the mountain.
   

        In the middle of the Stone Forest, a massive crater had formed unexpectedly.
   

        Upon closer inspection, the crater took the shape of a fist.
   

        "Ahhhh!!!"
   

        Terrifying screams erupted one after another, sending a piercing pain through the heart. Among the rubble, some blood-smeared forms frantically rolled about.
   

        Flesh blurred and bones were shattered by a tremendous force, crushed into a patty.
   

        The most tragic was at the edge of the crater; a core member of the Door Organization had attempted to dodge immediately but failed to escape completely. He was precisely at the outer limit of Casio's punch. Consequently, his thoroughly tempered left half was entirely crushed into flesh mud, sticking to the bottom of the crater.
   

        It couldn't even be scraped off.
   

        The remaining half of this core member's body spilled out intestines and blood, while he screamed in agony and shakily dragged himself away on one hand and foot, leaving a stark red streak along the ground. But due to the severity of his wounds, he was dying halfway through his escape.
   

        Casio's single punch was terrifyingly powerful.
   

        The gap between fighters was immense, the difference staggering. For instance, new fighters and veteran fighters could at best achieve the destructiveness of blowing up a building. However, at the top fighter level, some accumulated foundational strength burst forth, and the power multiplier increased exponentially. Not to mention ultimate fighters, they had already stepped onto the ultimate path of the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        Their strength characteristics and destruction levels began to approach those of the Saint Fist tier.
   

        When executing a killing blow, they could even briefly alter the terrain!
   

        As long as ultimate fighters didn't hold back, those below top fighters couldn't withstand even one of their punches. Even fighters at the peak were only good for a few more moves; once an ultimate became serious, they wouldn't stand a chance either.
   

        The only ones who could contend with an ultimate were other ultimates!
   

        Thus, the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist immediately ordered everyone to retreat. They, the four of them, were enough for this battle. Anyone else joining in would simply be adding to the numbers and throwing away the Door Organization's remaining forces.
   

        The same situation occurred among the Secret Martial Arts World forces rushing to the scene. They had witnessed the terrifying power and aftermath of ultimate fighters at the International Exchange Meeting and didn't dare approach at all.
   

        But while they couldn't join in the top-tier battle, they could certainly initiate secondary ones. The fighters glanced at each other and quickly engaged the Door Organization forces. With the powerful of both sides clashing, why would anyone stand by? Naturally, they sought out opponents and the battle commenced!
   

        This visit to the Eternal Isles was in pursuit of entering the Ancient Ruins to obtain precious Secret Martial Arts techniques! The Door Organization probably had similar objectives, surely aiming for the Ancient Ruins as well. With both parties' interests clashing, battle was the only answer!
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        At the same time, near the Red Gold Volcano, next to the Spore Forest.
   

        Two teams unexpectedly encountered each other!
   

        One was from Black Rain Villa's Eerie Night Guests, moving from the outside to the inside.
   

        The other was from Immortal Island's Ripple Master Organization, moving from the inside to the outside.
   

        Both teams were elite among the elites, especially on the side of the Ripple masters, which was a tremendously large group. It looked like a tidal wave of black.
   

        Next to the Spore Forest, the two forces faced each other, and the atmosphere gradually solidified.
   

        "It's you, Mongki! The betrayer from decades ago!"
   

        The leader of the Ripple masters, Bing Ling, flashed a terrifying glow in his eyes, his gaze firmly locking on the man from Black Rain Villa known as the Ripple Master, whose real name was Mongki. His gaze shifted downward to the ancient ring that carried a lightning-blue purple light. It was the Supreme Ring of Rayleigh, the previous leader of the Ripple Master Organization, which had been stolen by Mongki.
   

        "The shameful traitor! The murderer who killed the previous Rayleigh!"
   

        An elderly Ripple master angrily said from behind Bing Ling.
   

        "Traitor? Betrayer? Hahaha...you still don't understand the situation, you still don't understand the real secrets of this island! Pathetic, it's just like being manipulated puppets..."
   

        Ripple Master Mongki sneered mockingly, "Rayleigh was not killed by me; he committed suicide. Even this Supreme Ring I possess was personally instructed to me by him. He also warned me to escape from Immortal Island at all costs and seek other forces to check and balance that existence! I am not a betrayer but an awakener!"
   

        Mongki glanced at the still angrily staring Ripple masters opposite him.
   

        He shook his head and said, "Forget it, there's no common language with you fools who are completely controlled. Even if I told you the truth, you wouldn't listen. Rayleigh, the strongest Ripple master leader in five hundred years, couldn't do it, so how could I possibly manage…" Mongki's words seemed to carry admiration for Rayleigh of old.
   

        "It doesn't matter anymore. I am now ready to step back onto Immortal Island, to end everything unresolved from the past, and fulfill Rayleigh's legacy! You people cannot stop me..."
   

        Flames seemed to burn in Mongki's eyes, with flickering lightning ripples.
   

        "What nonsense are you talking about?"
   

        "You think just because you have a Supreme Ring, you can rule as king?"
   

        "Look what this is!"
   

        Among the Ripple Master camp, a Ripple Master sneered. He slowly raised his right hand, revealing a fiery red ring, intertwined with delicate patterns, containing extremely fierce and powerful energy.
   

        At the same time, behind this generation's leader, Bing Ling,
   

        three former Ripple Masters raised their palms, showing the knuckle rings that represented lightning, gale, and dark earth.
   

        Together with wild flames and icy frost, a total of five Supreme Rings!!!
   

        What concept is this?
   

        Each user of the Supreme Ring is extremely powerful, considered as having their own Ripple Master array, with tremendous killing power. If converted to the Secret Martial Arts World's strength classification, it's about the level of top fighters who are a step away from breaking through. As they become more skilled, their bodies are gradually adapted and transformed by stronger Supreme Ripples, the users of the Supreme Rings will also grow stronger, thus reaching the levels between top and ultimate.
   

        That is about the level of Evil Mother now.
   

        And if the attributes of the Supreme Ring and the innate talents and character of the Ripple Master exceptionally match, resonating with each other, they can even step into the threshold of Ultimate Fighters, becoming the top contenders in the world.
   

        For example, the previous generation's Rayleigh, who even progressed a great distance within the Ultimate Fighter Realm and was reputed as the strongest Spiritual-level in five hundred years.
   

        Now, Mongki, who inherited the Supreme Ring of the previous generation's Rayleigh, is definitely not weaker than any other generation's Spiritual-level Ripple Master leaders! Even perhaps stronger due to the easy access to resources in Black Rain Villa.
   

        Adding to that, beside him, the peak-era Black Rain Villa of this generation has bred the fearsome Monster Black Dragon for decades! The two complement each other, and even with five Supreme Ring users on the other side, they could still battle!
   

        Not to mention, they still have the Hidden Card of the Ancient White Bone Tree.
   

        So, when Mongki saw the five Supreme Rings appear, his expression flickered with surprise, but he quickly calmed down. Fight first then discuss!
   

        "The Supreme Ring passed down from the previous generation's Rayleigh, continuously refined and resonated by his decades of effort, and now with the consumable and nurturing types of resources I obtained from Black Rain Villa, has fundamentally surpassed all other Supreme Rings in essence, stronger in power and greater in force. Moreover, the hierarchical suppression among the Bone Rings is severe, and that newly born lightning Supreme Ring opposite me is probably no different from an ordinary Bloodthirsty Ripple Ring. It's as if we only have four Spiritual-level opponents..."
   

        "Two for me, two for Black Dragon, that should be about right!"
   

        Mongki's mind flashed with thoughts as he turned his head towards the fearsome Black Dragon. Seeing the latter nod, Mongki immediately felt reassured. The fearsome Black Dragon is a true monster, a Major Accomplisment formed by modifying and stacking the major schools of peak-era Black Rain Villa! The highest-grade mysterious Mercury, blood of countless beasts refined to perfection, organs of various powerful Dark creatures, thousands of Poisons, hundreds of elixirs, eggs of the Mourner, etc...
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        Together, this spelled doom for the Black Dragon. He was temporarily maintaining his human form, but once he went all out, it was pure malevolence.
   

        "I hope the fight to come doesn't reach a point where we can't pull back. A fully unleashed and mad Black Dragon is too terrifying…"
   

        As his teammate, the Ripple Master Mongki deeply dreaded it.
   

        A gale swept down from high altitude, carrying away thick layers of spore fog, forming a dense white vortex visible to the naked eye.
   

        "Did you think you could act recklessly on Immortal Island with the backing of Black Rain Villa? I will properly educate you on behalf of the Thunder Spirit!" With a grand wave of Bing Ling's hand, layers of ripples were released.
   

        The battle began!
   

        On the side of the Ripple master Organization, ripple bone ring after ripple bone ring lit up. The power of the ripple pushed forward, causing the air itself to twist and explode.
   

        The ripples that swept over like a tide contained five immensely powerful forces: cold, scorching, fierce, sweeping, and substantial!
   

        Five terrifying qualities of ripple!
   

        Mongki was not to be outdone. He clenched his fist tightly, causing his middle finger's Thunder ring to emit a blue-purple glow like colored glass. A vast Lightning Tree enveloped Mongki, its branches crackling as they spread.
   

        Next to him, the Black Dragon, silent, clad in heavy armor, charged forward, aiming to break directly into the sea of ripples. Along with the top fighters, the Ripple master Eerie Night Guest also made their move.
   

        Releasing their own abilities, they immediately clashed together.
   

        Fight! Fight! Fight!
   

        Fight the hell out of it!
   

        Only the victors of the battle can write the epic of history!
   

        Boom! On the Red Volcano, a mushroom cloud expanded rapidly.
   

        Five silhouettes tangled together, plummeting from the peak. Like five dazzling meteors, dragging flames, their momentum became stronger. The silently bursting environment around them was more scorching and under higher pressure than the core inside the volcano beside them. Each collision caused a tremble in the sky.
   

        Giant noises echoed as if missiles exploded in the sky.
   

        Whoosh! Bang! Bang!
   

        Casio swung his fists, his shoulders and arms revealing fearsome muscles that writhed like flowing water, his robust strength flinging both the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist and Whale King Arlington. "One's strength has not improved, nothing notable there. However, the other, whom I nearly shattered spiritually, managed to recover and even transcend. Though his strength declined, it became purer…"
   

        In mid-air, he turned into a meteor. While commenting, he met the charge of the Armored ghost and the Lava Wizard. Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        The three separated upon contact, plummeting towards the ground like three meteors.
   

        The Armored ghost's chest plate, thick to the extreme, now sported a deep palm imprint, almost punctured by a single strike. Meanwhile, the Lava Wizard's semi-transparent left arm, like lava, wobbled, its joints dislocated.
   

        "Interesting, one is a wraith that was revived by some means! The other, bearing the dense aura of the Totem King, is the Sun Totem…"
   

        Casio spread his arms wide, letting the gale howl up from below.
   

        His blond hair wildly danced toward the sky, his trench coat already shattered, revealing a robust body with red and purple glowing acupuncture points.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh, whoosh!
   

        Above his field of vision, four Ultimate Fighters who had suffered losses reformed their encirclement. Like fighter jets, they soared downward, four huge auras dramatically converging, like a massive hand pressing down!
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        Next to the Spore Forest, fierce collisions were happening every moment.
   

        The Ripple Master Organization had strong top-tier forces this time, possessing as many as five Supreme Rings. The attributes of the ripples released had unique lethality and could cause powerful destruction. For example, within a radius of hundreds of meters, the ground was badly affected, ravaged by Fire Snakes, swept by icy blasts, slashed by howling Gales that carved gorges, and also struck by Thunder.
   

        Black Rain Villa was equally unyielding. Ripple Master Mongki stretched his right hand towards the sky, the index finger's Bone Ring flickering with blue-violet light, as if it were an extremely bright sun. The entire cloud layer in the sky was affected, suddenly gathering into a dense mass, forming a vortex cavity.
   

        Below the cavity, a towering Lightning Tree connected heaven and earth.
   

        The dense roots of the tree spread all around the earth, striking out black cracks. The branches and leaves on the tree crown stretched into the sky, piercing every cloud layer. Each time Thunder sounded in the high altitude, the Lightning Tree lit up as if it were channeling and absorbing the natural Lightning.
   

        Utilizing the power of the ripples for its own use.
   

        Crackle and pop... Crackle and pop...
   

        Mongki's right hand was open as if grasping something. The Lightning patterns on the Lightning Tree quickly gathered, directly forming a twisted spiral spear tens of meters long, with Electric arcs coursing along the spear's body.
   

        The enormous power and destructiveness were condensed within, fearfully formidable.
   

        His eyes had turned into a blue, glowing ripple-like pattern, locking onto the Ripple Master in the Ripple Master camp who was using the newly born Thunder Ring from the Mother Tree. His gaze seemed to flicker with scorn.
   

        "You dare to call this weak Thunder a Supreme Ring?"
   

        Mongki looked down on the newly born Thunder Ring. In his heart, among the Thunder and Lightning attributes, only the Bone Ring left by the previous generation's Thunder Spirit deserved to be called supreme! That was the one he now controlled!
   

        "Inferior trash, unfit even to join the battlefield!"
   

        With a fierce throw of his right hand, the palm-held Thunder Spear dragged its crackling Electric arc, traversing hundreds of meters, and howling as it flew!
   

        "Sizzling…"
   

        The Ripple Master wearing the Thunder Ring sensed an unprecedented danger. He immediately clenched his fist, retracting the expanding Thunder Ripples around him completely back inside. Following a cycle within his body, he then released them surgingly through the Bone Ring, like a purging Thunder River.
   

        However, at the moment of the collision, a nearly overwhelming scene occurred. The condensed long spear directly pierced through the Thunder River, splitting it into two. Moving against the current and surging toward the core of the ripples.
   

        "How…"
   

        Before he could speak further, the head of this Ripple Master was completely blown off. All that was left was a headless Corpse that fell backwards, the right hand still outstretched towards the sky, as if futilely grasping at something.
   

        Suddenly, the other four holders of the Ripple Rings nearby were shocked and dismayed. How could it be possible that not even one strike was blocked? Even if the opponent was fully committed, you were a Ripple Master who possessed a Supreme Ring, aren't you?
   

        To be instantly killed was simply outrageous!
   

        Actually, Mongki had taken a sudden, desperate gamble.
   

        He aimed to reduce the Ripple Master Forces by one person first.
   

        With his first move, he went all out, targeting the Ripple Master who also wielded a Thunder attribute Ripple Ring! Mongki had not revealed that the Supreme Ring he controlled had advanced another level through prolonged nurturing and evolution. It was very restraining against Supreme Rings of the same attributes.
   

        If Mongki were to fight against another attribute's Supreme Ring holder, it might still be on the same level. But against those with Thunder attributes, the opponent would automatically be downgraded. That is, the strongest Spiritual Level striking down a Ripple Master.
   

        A full force strike from the strongest Spiritual Level naturally couldn't be blocked by the Ripple Master!
   

        Now, the scene had changed to two against four.
   

        On the side of the Ripple Master Organization, this generation's leader, Bing Ling, was quite shocked by the sudden death of their top combatant. However, he quickly reacted, instantly appearing beside the corpse and retrieving the ring.
   

        The user of the Supreme Ring could die, but the ring could not be lost.
   

        As Bing Ling looked at the blue Bone Ring in his palm, he intended to place it in his pocket. However, as if possessed, he instead wore it on his index finger.
   

        The next second, Bing Ling regretted it. Because traditionally, Ripple Rings of different attributes would repel each other, causing severe backlash. Various cases all came from Ripple Masters who owned semi-attribute rings.
   

        As for Spiritual Level, there were very few scenarios with two Supreme Rings appearing at the same time, so no one had tested it. But the inference was probably the same.
   

        "Why can't I control my own hand? I'm going to get hurt!"
   

        Bing Ling regretted inwardly. He waited a while, but did not encounter any backlash. The rings on his middle and index fingers actually started resonating with each other, flashing dark, flashing bright, as if in harmony.
   

        Bing Ling's body shook as he spread his fingers, with both the cold ice and the Thunder ripple powers appearing simultaneously. He instinctively turned to look at the three Ripple Masters who were still fighting. If those three Supreme Rings could also coexist, wouldn't he be able to control five Supreme Rings simultaneously.
   

        "This... This is a gift from the Mother Tree!" Bing Ling muttered to himself.
   

        His gaze gradually deepened, lingering on the backs of the three Ripple Masters. Just as Bing Ling was planning to do something extra.
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        The sky roared with a series of huge sounds, as if bombs were exploding.
   

        The immense momentum temporarily overwhelmed the battle between Black Rain Villa and the Ripple masters on the ground. Everyone turned their heads and looked in the distance.
   

        In the distance near the volcano, the surging Qi rolled into one vortex after another, and the resulting mushroom clouds obscured the view.
   

        Five silhouettes tangled together, plummeting down. They resembled five dazzling meteors of different colors, dragging long, undulating tails of flames twining around each other. As they advanced, the air itself burst open.
   

        Bang bang bang... Several more collisions occurred in high altitude.
   

        The encircled silhouette, unmatched in its assertiveness, thrust forth with one arm. Meteors were continually repelled, taking a while before they stopped and returned.
   

        The next second.
   

        Four meteors congregated, morphing into a giant palm that pressed down. It positioned itself on the chest of the black figure, driving him thunderously towards the ground!
   

        "My... god!"
   

        The six top-tier experts present cursed under their breath. It was too fast to dodge! They immediately employed various techniques, and the four powerful Ripple masters gathered, wildly releasing Ripple power from their rings. Instantly, they formed a semi-transparent Ripple shield.
   

        At Black Rain Villa, however, Mongki was sprinting instantly toward his comrade, the Tyrant Black Dragon, who was the best shield on the scene! The Tyrant Black Dragon did not refuse, but for the first time, his gaze revealed a cautious emotion.
   

        The big, broad shoulders slightly merged forward, and two slits cracked open in the steel armor behind. Layers of black muscles surged out, the surface covered with dense scales. In the blink of an eye, they formed two abnormally large, exaggerated arms. The arms closed towards the sky, beneath them, a cavity large enough to accommodate several people appeared.
   

        Inside, Tyrant Black Dragon and Ripple Master, Mongki stood. The view darkened instantaneously, obscuring the outside world. The ring on Mongki's right hand glowed faintly, illuminating their surroundings. He sensed the somewhat harried breathing of the Tyrant Black Dragon and appeared somewhat surprised. This cold, iron-like man had never shown any human emotions before.
   

        However, now...
   

        Bang!!!
   

        As Mongki pondered this, the surrounding air shook with a thunderous roar, and the entire earth trembled. A fearsome aura and force made the space quiver.
   

        The muscular black sphere into which Tyrant Black Dragon had transformed instantly flew out, shooting rapidly. It even frictioned against the ground, plowing a deep, hundred-meter long trench in the mud. It finally crashed harshly into a spore forest.
   

        After smashing nearly a hundred large trees, it gradually came to a stop.
   

        The surface of the muscle ball was pockmarked and dented, with some areas almost punctured through from the severest impacts, leaving only a thin layer of defense. Inside the sphere, Tyrant Black Dragon was wounded, his fingers dripping blood slightly. Beside him, the Ripple Master was jolted beyond recognition.
   

        Dizzy and flustered, he braced against the flesh wall, his expression filled with shock.
   

        "This power! Even the normal state of Tyrant Black Dragon is somewhat unable to withstand it!" Mongki recovered from the shock, inevitably surprised: "There are still masters on the Eternal Isles! It seemed like those were four silhouettes attacking one person!"
   

        "Spiritual Level!!! Five Spiritual Levels!"
   

        He instantly realized something, but the next second, he actually contradicted himself.
   

        "It's not just Spiritual Levels, they also vary from just inheriting the Supreme Ring, to mastering it over decades, to the very elite group. Like Lord Thunder Spirit of the previous generation, whose traits and Supreme Ring properties matched perfectly, creating an ultimate resonance." Mongki's thoughts raced; his own strength was actually comparable to the second stage of the Spiritual Level, about the same as the current Ripple Master leader, Bing Ling.
   

        If he were to push beyond the limit, risking damage to this peak Supreme Thunder Ring, he could reach the third stage in an extremely short time.
   

        Tyrant Black Dragon was similarly divided into normal and rage states.
   

        "Among these people who descended from the sky, there are at least several comparable to the third stage of the Spiritual Level! Otherwise, even the aftershocks wouldn't be so monstrous…"
   

        On the other hand, the Ripple shield formed by the three Ripple masters and one Bing Ling was now in shambles, missing pieces here and there.
   

        Although they were four people working together, Ripple power was not suited for defense, not as effective as Tyrant Black Dragon. Thus, the four under the shield were all injured, their eyes wary as they looked towards the center of the battlefield where the pit was emitting black smoke.
   

        The pit was exuding not just black smoke but also a scorching heat that distorted the air.
   

        "What is..."
   

        Rumble rumble rumble...
   

        The ground shook and the heavens trembled.
   

        A fearsome column of red and purple air burst violently from the pit, soaring into the clouds like a glowing pillar as soon as it appeared!
   

        The thick layers of dense clouds at high altitude were scattered and shattered.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        Four consecutive loud collision sounds emanated from underground, and fissures spread like a spider web around the rim of the pit as mud fountains erupted violently.
   

        Whoosh! A deep red meteor shot out from the pit, heading straight for the hundreds of meters above. Midway, blood-stained Phoenix wings unfolded, barely stabilizing the flight. Among them, the left wing seemed to have been broken by some force.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh! Additionally, three other powerful silhouettes flew out wildly.
   

        One of them was clad in pitch-black heavy armor, with layers stacking up to five meters tall, resembling a mech suit. As it flew out, it plowed through the ground like a bulldozer, smashing boulders and gentle slopes into pieces. Midway, an exaggeratedly large sword suddenly appeared in the armored figure's hands, stabbing fiercely into the ground up to the hilt.
   

        Even so, it was dragged backward about sixty to seventy meters.
   

        From the seams of the armored visor, black fluid leaked out, akin to fresh blood.
   

        On the other side, a blue whale soared high and heavily plummeted down, creating a large pit. The phantasm disappeared, leaving only Arlington in the pit, his hair turning back to silvery-white as he knelt on one knee, bleeding from the corner of his eyes.
   

        To the north, a silhouette dressed as a wizard skimmed across the ground like a water skipper. Every surface it crossed burned with flames, resembling fiery snakes.
   

        He rose slowly from the sea of flames, making a strange pose akin to a prayer. His right hand was placed vertically in front of his chest, fingers together. His left hand spread across his chest, as if cradling the heart above the sun located there.
   

        Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump!
   

        In the middle of the golden red sun, there seemed to be a pitch-black shadow. On closer inspection, it was the deep fist imprint left by a man.
   

        Crack!
   

        A loud noise emerged from inside the pit, a giant palm covered in rock white osseous gauntlets grabbed the edge of the hole, exerting a slight force. Thump! A towering Goliath Specter shot up, landing heavily on the ground.
   

        "Roar!!!"
   

        It roared at the sky, emitting a ferocious roar like that of ancient beasts.
   

        Its massive feet trampled the ground, with a blood-red Blood Moon suspended over its head.
   

        The Goliath Specter spread its arms like a guardian god, its osseous armor on its body heavy and fierce. An absolutely tyrannical aura pressed down on everyone's hearts!
   

        "Submit! Submit! Submit!"
   

        In everyone's minds, it was as if a great voice roared and yelled.
   

        Show your worship and reverence!
   

        This was the Goliath Specter, and it was Tyrant Fist!
   

        "Even if four Ultimate Fighters attack, and three powerful forces converge, I still remain invincible!" The booming sound of the Goliath Specter made the air shake, and the ground trembled as stones jittered and air curled into vortexes.
   

        At this moment, Casio's will was higher than ever before. The more numerous, powerful, cooperative, and besieging the enemies were, the more they proved one thing! They were afraid of him! Fearing him! Dreading him!
   

        They lacked the confidence to contend with him one-on-one in battle!
   

        "Ever since both types of Southern Dou's Power broke through to the Fifth Stage, I have never fully transformed it into Sonic Fang."
   

        "Become the ghosts under my fists!"
   

        They lacked the confidence to contend with him one-on-one in battle!
   

        "Ever since both types of Southern Dou's Power broke through to the Fifth Stage, I have never fully transformed it into Sonic Fang."
   

        "Become the ghosts under my fists!"
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        Ding! Ding ding ding...
   

        The core of the demon idol, as Casio's main body suddenly took a deep breath, his entire body instantly became dazzling and transparent. The left half of his body was like a carved ruby, with skin glowing with a lava-like fiery red light, and the blood vessels underneath looking like patterns. The right half of his body resembled a purple crystal, beneath which layers of echo strength spread like waves, mist-like and rain-like.
   

        Forty-six gleaming scarlet stars, forty-six brilliant violet stars, represented the special power Casio accessed upon entering the Fifth Stage!
   

        Shriek! Hiss!
   

        The frenzied, bloodthirsty Red Vulture, the cold, stern Sonic Snake.
   

        They became two intertwined monsters on the surface of Casio's body, seemingly at odds but internally deeply connected.
   

        Crash crash crash...
   

        The magma river blazed hot, racing through the virtual meridians of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist. Glacial waterfalls cold as ice, pouring wildly from the ends of the virtual veins of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. The two collided, instantly causing a violent reaction. Casio's tiny life rune emitted a dazzling light at the same time.
   

        Boom!
   

        The terrifying and majestic body of the demon idol erupted with two shades of spirit—dark red and blood red—bringing a mysteriously magnificent color. The two spiraled together, gushing out behind the demon idol and into the sky.
   

        It looked like a wildly dancing two-colored battle cape.
   

        Southern Dipper Extreme Power, Fifth Stage, Sonic Fang Strength! It was released without any reserve, turning into a terrifying river of purple-red color. Waterfalls roared as they tore through the air, filled with densely packed purple cavities of bubbles. Inside the bubbles, small spiral-turning scarlet teeth appeared, like mini tornados, fierce and torrential.
   

        In the distance, the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist's face suddenly changed, for he knew all too well the terrifying power of Casio's move. At the International Exchange Meeting, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist had estimated that Casio could only throw one punch. But when Casio did punch, he was hit and downed instantly. If it hadn't been for Lord Xiadu's intervention, his fate would have been grim.
   

        And now, Casio had used this move again, with grandiose momentum.
   

        Just as wary as before, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist wasn't about to turn and run. Back then, it was him alone against Casio, while also taking care of the severely injured Whale King Arlington. Now, however, four Ultimate Fighters were surrounding Casio. The pressure was distributed among four directions, and the outcome was bound to be different.
   

        "Kill!"
   

        Roaring furiously, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist's body continuously erupted with purple-red spirit, turning into a colossal blood phoenix. Its vast wings, blotting out the sun, seemed eternally aflame.
   

        From the other three directions, the three top fighters also sensed great danger. Without needing a reminder from Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, they immediately went all out. The Lava Wizard pushed forward with his palm, and the sun glowing fiercely on his chest suddenly dimmed. But in the palm of his hand, a new blazing sun appeared, setting everything around it on fire, wildly fierce.
   

        The sun shot out, striking directly at the demon idol's silhouette.
   

        The Armored Ghost raised his greatsword towards the sky. Black spirit poured out from the seams of his armor, wrapping around his arm and sword like chains. Thus, the sword grew bigger and longer, looking like a towering metal structure!
   

        Mere lifting and smashing could pulverize countless foes.
   

        Crack crack crack...
   

        The Armored Ghost's arms trembled slightly, as if overwhelmed, the joints grinding against each other. With a loud thud, the raised greatsword was smashed down!
   

        "Sea Covering Strike!" Locked onto Casio, Whale King Arlington didn't hesitate and turned into a giant blue whale. His colossal body trampled the ground as he threw a punch infused with explosive force.
   

        At this moment, time seemed to stand still.
   

        From the perspective of the Ripple Master and the fearsome Black Dragon, far away, they saw a demon idol's phantasm standing in the middle of the earth, surrounded on all four sides by Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, Whale King Arlington, Armored Ghost, and the Great Lava Wizard!
   

        Four powerful figures!
   

        Four top Ultimate Fighters!
   

        Each one giving their all to one person, each one exerting their full strength for one person!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Four killing moves converged, occupying every inch of space around Casio!
   

        "Stellar Resonance, Southern Dipper Unrivalled!"
   

        Ding!!!
   

        The demon idol suddenly spread its arms wide, as if thoroughly breaking free from the shackles the world had imposed upon it. Its helmet-like head changed abruptly, with black spirit wildly gathering. In an instant, a bizarre giant face formed, black as chaos, its eyes domineering.
   

        The gaze it cast in all four directions seemed to want to dominate and control everything!
   

        "So, this is the Domain of Domination!!!"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A massive hole appeared in the thick cloud layer in the sky, as the Sonic Fang river roared down like a waterfall, enveloping the entire earth!
   

        Within the beautiful stream, packed patches resembled amber, glass, and even fine gold. Scenes of a mountain torrent erupting emerged, with Casio at the center. Huge chunks of purple-red patterned river roared out! Spirals decomposed everything, explosions shook everything.
   

        Every living creature within the river, every inanimate object,
   

        All bore the horror of a fourfold force, destruction, and collapse!
   

        Thud!
   

        Tons of mud were flung into the sky, terrifying explosions occurring in every corner, the howling white currents cutting like blades.
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        The light and heat that burst forth in that instant blurred and obscured the field of view.
   

        A hemispherical giant bubble instantly swelled, engulfing the area for several kilometers around in the blink of an eye. Those were indeed layers of rapidly expanding currents and shockwaves, sweeping away everything in their path.
   

        In the ocean-like flood of Sonic Fang force, the four silhouettes charging full tilt at Casio began to slow down, their auras growing weaker and weaker. In the end, they fell eerily still, and all fell silent.
   

        Boom boom boom boom!
   

        The four silhouettes were flung out wildly, like shells fired at high speed.
   

        "Hahahaha!"
   

        From the sky, suddenly there echoed a burst of deafening laughter.
   

        "You're the first to die!"
   

        The Armored Ghost danced wildly in mid-air, its rigid black armor already shattered and peeling away rapidly. The surrounding view was like riding the clouds and piercing the fog.
   

        However, in the midst of this high-speed blur of motion, a ghostly large silhouette suddenly appeared beside the Armored Ghost. The pitch-black Goliath Specter seemed to lag behind like a freeze frame, its towering body blocking out the sun. Vast swathes of shadows enveloped the ground and the torso of the Armored Ghost.
   

        "Roar!!!!"
   

        For the first time, the wraith within the Armored Ghost let out a roar, sensing an imminent disaster. Creak creak creak... The armor on its body frantically assembled, defenses layering on top of one another, transforming into a mech-like steel fortress. This fortress launched a fist, meeting the Demon Idol's killing blow.
   

        And that Demon Idol, it seemed as though it had deliberately given him time to prepare.
   

        The entire figure stood erect, its immense arms improbably thick, lifted high. The fingers came together, forming a massive fist. Shoulders and spine bent slightly, the back armor and muscles rippled like waves!
   

        Sssssss...
   

        The air around its arms trembled and sought escape, seemingly frightened by the accumulating force, wanting to flee as quickly as possible!
   

        "A dead man should stop thinking of living, go back to your hell!"
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The Demon Idol's fist, carrying a furious current, smashed directly into the Armored Ghost. A sound so loud it seemed to burst eardrums echoed, as air blasted out flames due to the violent explosion, with golden red light burning fiercely.
   

        Amidst the howling gale, the Demon Idol withdrew its hands. In the air, chunks of qi remnants, like pieces of iron, shattered violently. Burning as they fell, they dragged tails of fire behind them. Reaching mid-air, they turned into a pile of ash.
   

        The Armored Ghost, dead!!!
   

        This was the second Extreme Fighter Level being that Casio had killed!
   

        Utterly exhilarating, truly exhilarating!
   

        Only by killing fighters of such caliber could his inner craving be satiated, his lust for slaughter fulfilled! Such a delicacy...
   

        Casio had just unleashed the Fifth Stage Sonic Fang Flood, which instantly dispersed the all-out final strikes of the four Extreme Fighters! And with the momentum unabated, it howled past them, crazily annihilating their qi and defenses, leaving every one of them gravely wounded, on the verge of collapse.
   

        The Armored Ghost was the most severely injured among them, its aura the weakest.
   

        After finishing this dessert, he would lock onto the next one!
   

        In the center of the battlefield, the Demon Idol suddenly turned, setting its sight on the Lava Wizard from the Totem Temple! Casio could clearly sense the Totem Aura from the Great Wizard's chest, evidently coming from that damned Totem King—the very one who had made it clear he was targeting Casio, even sending assailants after him.
   

        Casio had originally planned to lead his team to the Totem Temple in the southern part of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains during the International Exchange Meeting and annihilate it. Unfortunately, plans do not always pan out, and the Secret Martial Arts World team quickly chose to set sail instead. Unexpectedly, the Lava Wizard had followed them and once again, adhering to the Totem King's will, held a killing intent towards Casio. This was simply seeking one's own death!
   

        No need to choose, no need for contemplation, you're the second one to die!
   

        Bang bang bang bang!
   

        The Demon Idol's massive body strode forward, each step pulsing with surging power causing what seemed like explosions, leaving deep pits with every footfall. The Demon Idol, thundering forward, crushes everything in its path and suddenly swung out a fist!
   

        Bang!
   

        The steel behemoth fist, covered in a gauntlet, collided with the dazzling sun, sending the Lava Wizard flying backwards, crashing against a mountainside!
   

        "Huh? Still not dead? The gift from the Totem King is quite generous..."
   

        The demon idol withdrew its fist, revealing a massive deep pit on the tough surface of the mountain wall. The pit was exceptionally deep, shaped like a fist print, and the edge was still emitting high-temperature black smoke. Inside, the Lava Wizard was embedded in the rock, his clothes and sinews both shattered, and his rotting muscles flowed like water. But the Sun Totem on his chest was still throbbing and growing brighter.
   

        Within the fissures and cracks inside the surrounding mountains, streaks of golden-red, fiery magma spread out, pulled toward the Sun Totem as if by a spiderweb, wrapping around the Lava Wizard. Enormous power was released!
   

        The Lava Wizard opened his eyes, opened his mouth, a field of golden red.
   

        Like a sacred god!
   

        "Fire..." The god opened his mouth, about to issue his first command.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Another dark and massive object continued to smash into the pit, pounding fiercely into it. With a bang, the tremendous force shook the entire mountain!
   

        The demon idol's fist retracted, its surface smeared with streaks of high-temperature magma and scarlet blood traces. Gathering its strength slightly, another fist hammered down!
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        The fists flew left and right, the demon idol's arms, over ten meters long, slapped down again and again. The edges of the entire volcano cracked, the rocks collapsing.
   

        Roar!!!
   

        The last punch struck with furious power, pouring out like a flood.
   

        The mountain was actually penetrated by that blow, and the Lava Wizard, already pulverized to bits, smashed through the rocks and was blasted hard into the magma.
   

        He died, leaving behind only a half-broken Sun Totem flickering.
   

        The totem disintegrated, and a violent explosion occurred within the volcano.
   

        Rumble rumble! The volcano finally erupted!
   

        Huge spurts of golden-red magma overflowed from the top of the mountain, like surging fountains, cleaving through the air with intense heat and smashing into the earth!
   

        Thud thud thud! Thud thud thud!
   

        Amid the sky rain of fire, the demon idol raced back to its original place.
   

        The large chunks of magma that fell shattered upon impact with the bone armor, exploding into blossoming sparks, flowing between the armor's crevices. In this moment, the demon idol gave a sense of oppressiveness and might that was beyond imagination!
   

        The cruel Black Dragon and the Ripple Master Mongki were left speechless. They had endured the terror of the aftereffects and witnessed the whole process—Casio ruthlessly killing two beings of Extreme Fighter Level. Too frightening...
   

        On this azure planet, who else could be his opponent?
   

        "Is this the invader that the Mother Tree told us to stop at all costs, to drive away? Hahaha... How is this different from rushing to our own deaths!" A Ripple Master, seriously injured by the aftereffects, coughed blood while bitterly laughing.
   

        They couldn't even withstand the residual forces of his battle, yet they fancifully thought about joining the battlefield to defeat him. It was sheer fantasy, tantamount to a mantis trying to stop a chariot!
   

        Every one of the powerful fighters in the midst of the fierce battle was stronger than Bing Ling, the leader of the Ripple Master's forces. And yet these top fighters, before everyone's eyes, two died one after another, turned to ash and debris.
   

        The besieged demon idol stood undefeated like a devil god!
   

        Thud! Thud!
   

        Another two loud noises, the entire ground cracked deeply, spreading into the Spore Forest. On the edge of the battlefield, two pits were emanating black smoke.
   

        Casio stood between the two massive fist-print pits, on a protrusion just big enough for one person to stand on. The hem of his flaming trench coat whipped wildly, rustling in the air. He gazed down from his higher position.
   

        In the pit on the left, the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist lay on the ground, his white trench coat completely soaked in blood. His scarlet hair was likewise clumped together. His aura was barely perceptible.
   

        As if, in the next second, he would fall into an eternal, sweet slumber.
   

        In the pit on the right, Whale King Arlington knelt on one knee, his spine maintaining a proud and unwavering arc. With a fist swung upward as a last-ditch effort, his face turned towards the sky, his eyes revealing an unyielding determination not to retreat.
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        Gales howled as they swept across the cloud layers, scattering sand and stones chaotically over the ground.
   

        "Such a pure person. I wonder if he had ever fully embarked on the path of domination and obtained the Heart of the Overlord Fist in his original historical trajectory…"
   

        Perched at the summit of a steep rise, Casio's gaze was cold, reflecting a rare moment of sentimentality. Among the four Extreme Fighters who had just besieged him, Whale King Arlington was actually the most talented.
   

        His future prospects were much better than those who strayed onto the path of the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist.
   

        Unfortunately, he achieved the realm of a Boxing Master far too late. It had only been the last two or three years, and he had not had enough time to accumulate substance or perfect his path. If Whale King Arlington had stepped into the realm of an Extreme Fighter decades ago like the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, he would have been Casio's most dreaded opponent, and who would win or lose in today's battle would be a tough call.
   

        Of course, in reality, there are no "ifs"; a loss is a loss.
   

        The victor takes all, and the loser forfeits his life.
   

        The Overlord Fist is indeed an extremist predator-prey, dark and bloody. To become a person of the Overlord Fist means to always stand at the top of the food chain, as a predator and an oppressor. It is about being self-centered and exercising subjective initiative.
   

        Take, for example, one most notable characteristic.
   

        Imposing one's will on others!
   

        Continuously beating up other people's physical bodies and spirits, incessantly violating them!
   

        One invigorating battle after another is the best nourishment for a Secret Martial Art practitioner on the path to the Overlord Fist. For instance, right now, Casio is well-fed.
   

        Four Extreme Fighters, like four ripe fruits. Devouring just one would cause juices to splatter, quite delicious indeed. Consuming all four, however, results in a sumptuous meal, utterly delightful. In fact, if one carefully considers, there are only a handful worldwide who could reach the level of Extreme Fighters. Of course, this is under normal circumstances where strength could consistently be at the Extreme Fighter level.
   

        There are some who use special means, but these are counted separately. For example, those resurrected by the Door Organization, like the Armored Ghost, obviously cannot be compared to the living.
   

        So, for an entire era, an Extreme Fighter on the path to the Overlord Fist could find only about four or five worthy opponents.
   

        It is precisely by pitting themselves against these four or five truly formidable enemies, one step at a time, that they fully step into the realm of the Overlord Fist.
   

        And now, the situation is such that four Extreme Fighters have been utterly defeated.
   

        In essence, Casio has emulated the feats of those predecessors of the Overlord Fist, shattering the top combat power of an entire world. Therefore, naturally...
   

        At the moment the dust settled in the battle, he awakened the heart of the Overlord Fist. It was an amalgamation of various combat styles, boxing wills, and combat experiences, refined into the soul's heart.
   

        To become the Overlord Fist, one must first possess the Heart of the Overlord Fist!!!
   

        In past eras, many Boxing Masters who embarked on the path of the Overlord Fist wasted half their lives condensing their Qi to the limit. Yet, they still struggled to break through to that legendary realm, unable to even sense it.
   

        That was because their soul's will lacked a central heart.
   

        For these Extreme Fighters, as long as their lifespan was sufficient, it wasn't too difficult a task to perfect their boxing or Qi to the ultimate realm, merely requiring persistent effort. However, the heart of the Overlord Fist is not so easily born. It requires talent, experiences, and also an opportunity.
   

        Undoubtedly, Casio sensed that opportunity in this pinnacle battle against multiple foes, and he firmly seized it!
   

        In his soul and will, the Heart of the Overlord Fist was successfully born.
   

        This also means that Casio is only left with the most easily accumulated material basis to reach the realm of the Overlord Fist. This includes maxing out his Qi and perfecting the sixty-six acupuncture points of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist. And these are actually not far off now.
   

        In the midst of the gale, he stood steadfast, his black trench coat fluttering about.
   

        Ding!
   

        On the surface of his robust, sturdy body, a series of glittering scarlet stars lit up, forming a 3D pattern of a massive blood-colored vulture. Acupuncture points twinkled densely, seemingly resonating.
   

        Forty-four stars... forty-five... forty-six…
   

        Pop, pop, pop, pop, pop!
   

        A continuous series of muffled sounds rang out as one acupuncture point after another was broken through.
   

        47, 48, 49, 50, 51!
   

        Five stars lit up simultaneously, emitting a scarlet glow.
   

        The number of acupuncture points in the South Dou Red Vulture Fist had broken through the significant threshold of fifty.
   

        The final sixth stage of the Deathfang Power was now not far away.
   

        Still, he must fight, battle against monsters, battle against formidable enemies, battle with peers! Every victory would bring substantial benefits to Casio.
   

        At the same time, the purple acupuncture points of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist are also slowly resonating in response. Clearly, after a period, it too will be elevated to a level that balances with the South Dou Red Vulture Fist. This is the might of Casio's three Mental Methods; advancing one Southern Dipper boxing method is essentially advancing two.
   

        Once he enters the Ancient Ruins and masters the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist.
   

        It will be a resonance among three boxing methods, where advancing one is akin to advancing three. This is clearly an aberrant ability, extremely terrifying.
   

        Moreover, in the normal process of cultivation, the training speed of the Southern Dipper boxing method will also triple. A day's time can be used as three days.
   

        A multitude of thoughts flowed through his mind, and Casio quickly shifted his focus to the magic puppet secret weapon. His gaze fell on the upper right corner; the Cultivation Stat Bar was clear.
   

        "Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 94.7% (in three layers)"
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        The chapter on the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art was almost complete, still lacking 5.3%. But the more he cultivated, the harder it was to improve. It required high-quality life vibration energy to fill it, preferably Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level life vibration energy.
   

        During the recent battle, Casio had personally killed the Great Lava Wizard of the Totem Temple and shattered the Sun Totem bestowed by the Totem King. Like the previous Evil Corpse Totem, the Sun Totem was also a disaster spirit-level dark creature, with a strength comparable to that of an Ultimate Fighter Realm.
   

        Casio, of course, did not let it go and resolutely absorbed its life vibration energy. If not, even if the Sun Totem was damaged, it wouldn't disintegrate upon falling into the volcanic magma. It collapsed because Casio had absorbed its essence. The Sun Totem could no longer maintain its existence.
   

        "I wonder how much this Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level totem can improve?"
   

        With this thought flashing through his mind, he decisively used it. Except for some special cases, Casio liked to use whatever he got immediately. By enhancing his strength sooner, he gained more powerful forces earlier. Any sudden incidents or unexpected accidents would be handled much more calmly.
   

        Ding! A portion of Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level life vibration energy shattered.
   

        Suddenly, a flame-like intense heat swept through every corner of Casio's body, his skin pores seemed to spout magma, emitting an endless warmth. A scorching magnetic field rippled out.
   

        It enveloped the surrounding ground, gradually roasting the mud and rocks.
   

        He could feel incessant pain throughout his body, but his current physique was much stronger than before, fully capable of withstanding it. Casio stood still, allowing the flames to roast his spirit, making it more and more condensed. The strength and quantity of his spirit were slowly improving.
   

        The pace was neither fast nor slow, but exceptionally firm.
   

        Due to the strength of this magical puppet body, the enhancement process that originally required a long time soon came to an end. Casio abruptly opened his eyes.
   

        With a breath in, whoosh!!!
   

        Mid-air, there were streaks of translucent white airflow gathering like a reverse suction tornado, forming a spiral funnel. From afar, it appeared as though a pale white waterfall was descending from the sky, swallowed up by Casio alone. The contrast between vastness and insignificance was striking.
   

        Phew…
   

        He slowly exhaled a breath of white air, his gaze shifting to the upper right corner.
   

        The Cultivation Stat Bar displayed:
   

        "Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 94.7% (three layers)" →
   

        "Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 96.8% (three layers)"
   

        This increased the progress of the technique by 2.1%, which was quite good. After all, once the Qi Chapter of the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art reached ninety percent, progress became extremely difficult to advance. Each percent needed a vast amount to fill.
   

        The remaining 3.2% of progress would probably require at least two Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level dark creatures. Or perhaps, more residual power from ultimate dark entities.
   

        Once the Qi Chapter reached one hundred percent, the only obstacle that might prevent Casio from completely stepping into the Tyrant Fist Realm would likely be the acupuncture points of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist.
   

        Considering this, his responsibilities were significant, yet the path was not far off.
   

        Slowly gathering his thoughts, Casio snapped back to reality.
   

        He looked down at the large pit on his left—Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, lying inside like a dead dog, his trench coat thoroughly soaked in blood.
   

        Casio had thought that Magic Phoenix Saint Fist would, like during the last International Exchange Meeting, produce something similar to the Disaster Ring and again summon a Xiadu clone to join the battle. Hence, during the fight, he remained vigilant, wary of any tricks Magic Phoenix Saint Fist might have had, and the potential tough battle with Xiadu.
   

        But as it turned out, the Disaster Rings were not mass-produced.
   

        Xiadu clones were also not so easily summoned.
   

        Having used one in the International Exchange Meeting saved his life. Encountering the same situation a second time, he was helpless.
   

        Without the Disaster Ring, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist could no longer pose a threat or fear to Casio. At best, he was merely an attacker of mediocre standing.
   

        In terms of catching Casio's attention.
   

        Magic Phoenix Saint Fist was far less than Whale King Arlington.
   

        "Stop pretending, did you think I'd let you go if you played dead?"
   

        At the edge of the pit, Casio said expressionlessly.
   

        At the bottom of the left-side large pit, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist still laid motionless, his aura already completely vanished. It appeared to be nothing more than a bloodied, dead corpse.
   

        "Boring."
   

        Casio shook his head, not intending to play such games. It was very difficult for the true core members of the Door Organization to reveal significant intelligence to him.
   

        Even after capturing the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist, it held no significant value.
   

        "You impostor, wearing the title of Holy Fist unearned, deserves nothing but to be ground to dust. I lack the heart of the Holy Fist, yet I possess the heart of the Tyrant Fist. With this true heart of the Tyrant Fist, I will send you, the fake Holy Fist, to hell..." Casio's figure flickered and vanished from his spot in an instant.
   

        In a daze, the sky shattered bit by bit, much like a mirror.
   

        From behind the fragments of the mirror, in the utter darkness, a domineering fist, seizing all sight and attention, descended, smashing towards the pit.
   

        The uprising windstorm, the soaring air pressure flattened the ground.
   

        "No!!!!!"
   

        "Lord Xiadu will avenge me! The Door Organization will avenge me! I'll be waiting for you in hell two years from now, Demon Image Casio!"
   

        The previously motionless Magic Phoenix Holy Fist suddenly turned its head towards the sky.
   

        The handsome face was severely distorted, covered in blood. His eyes conveyed a blend of near-death terror, madness, and extreme hatred.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A massive steel fist obscured the firmament, dominating all sight. With a will to obliterate everything, it thunderously smashed down.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The fist annihilated everything to dregs!
   

        It was like squashing a chick or crushing an ant!
   

        The Goliath Specter slowly lifted its fist.
   

        It was then that it was realized at the bottom of the pit, the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist was left without even a trace.
   

        "Without achieving the true realm of the Holy Fist, without condensing and mastering the heart of the Holy Fist, without even ever qualifying to step on the path of the Holy Fist, what kind of confidence and courage made you claim to be the Holy Fist..."
   

        Casio slowly turned around, not sparing another glance at the now widened colossal pit his punch had created. He walked slowly towards the distance, murmuring to himself.
   

        "Unknowingly, aside from the unparalleled Xiadu, the Door Organization seems just like chickens and dogs before me. Heh heh..."
   

        Casio gave a faint smile, and the wind carried over his final words.
   

        "But after this battle, the Door Organization indeed amounted to just chickens and dogs."
   

        **********************************
   

        Beside the half-destroyed Spore Forest, the rain of magma gradually subsided.
   

        "Do you mean to say, you want to cooperate with me? And willingly offer this bone tree? Interesting, very interesting, hahaha..." Casio chuckled lightly, looking at the daunting Black Dragon and Ripple Master Mongki before him.
   

        Just a minute ago, he wrapped everything up and quickly turned his attention to the Ripple Master and Black Rain Villa, especially Black Rain Villa. Casio's coveted Ancient White Bone Tree was still held by both the Ripple Master and the Black Dragon. He unashamedly swept his gaze over Ripple Master Mongki, knowing the Bone Tree was with him.
   

        Yet, before he could point it out, or let the hidden betrayers like the Ghost Man and Iron Knight within the forces of Black Rain Villa rise in rebellion, Mongki, one of the leaders, took the lead in defecting!
   

        He noticed Casio's gaze and realized something.
   

        His mind had been active all the while, not pausing for a moment.
   

        As soon as Casio finished everything, Mongki immediately acted. Without defending himself, he approached Casio, presenting himself vulnerably and offering the Ancient White Bone Tree with both hands held low.
   

        "Mighty one, do you know there's a secret of immortality on the Eternal Isles? And that secret is connected to this tree..."
   

        There were two purposes for Ripple Master Mongki's visit to the Eternal Isles.
   

        First, to avenge the Thunder Spirit Lord at all costs! To seek revenge against that mysterious and powerful presence in the shadows of the Eternal Isles!
   

        Secondly, to explore the secret of immortality; after all, no one is uninterested in immortality, even if just to satisfy their own curiosity.
   

        Among these two objectives, the first was absolute, the main goal. Ripple Master Mongki escaped from the Eternal Isles, took refuge in Black Rain Villa, and had been living meagerly for decades just to avenge the Thunder Spirit!
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        "The secret to immortality?"
   

        These words from Ripple Master Mongki piqued Casio's interest, but only slightly.
   

        The curiosity in his heart wasn't strong; he didn't experience the ecstatic joy common humans felt upon hearing they could attain eternal life.
   

        Theoretically speaking, Casio's current realm was already not far from immortality. The Saint Fist! By using an endless and ever-growing Qi as a foundation to carry will, one abandons the constraints of flesh and transcends the human limit of life. Lifespan becomes exceedingly long, almoust immeasurable.
   

        Throughout the World of Calamities, it seemed no Saint Fist had ever died of old age. They either died in battle or perished from exhaustion; no Saint Fist had died a natural death to date. And referencing the lineage of the Southern Dipper, each of the three Southern Dou Holy Fists were born in the ancient times and existed for tens of thousands of years.
   

        As long as their will didn't perish, the Saint Fist wouldn't die—this wasn't an empty saying.
   

        As long as the will of the Saint Fist wasn't completely eroded, wasn't on the verge of collapse, hadn't utterly fallen, it could exist as an individual indefinitely.
   

        To live until the earth grows old? Until the seas dry up and the rocks crumble?
   

        Until one chooses to die?
   

        Or until the will is so worn by the years that self-awareness fades away?
   

        In short, from the best theoretical point of view, fighters of the Holy Fist Realm who practice Secrect Martial Art have already achieved a form of alternative immortality. Therefore, Casio was somewhat interested in Mongki's tales of Immortal Island but not greatly so.
   

        Of course, it couldn't hurt to listen.
   

        After all, Mongki's initiative in offering the Ancient White Bone Tree was indeed astute. It was just a pity for the preparations Casio had been making in secret up until then.
   

        Within the team from Black Rain Villa, half of the top Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests had already turned coat. Planned by Ghost Man and Iron Knight, the False Death Elixir served as an excellent entry point. The moment the opportunity ripened on their journey to Immortal Island, they would strike immediately, coordinating from inside and out. The entire influence of Black Rain Villa would be overthrown, instead becoming a force under Casio's command.
   

        However, what hadn't been anticipated was the Villa's leader's submission in advance.
   

        Moreover, the leader was amiable and full of sincerity, extremely eager to cooperate.
   

        This rendered the undercover ghost and Iron Knights redundant.
   

        At least for the journey to Immortal Island, they would most likely no longer be needed.
   

        But no matter, if not needed on Immortal Island, they could still be of use in dealing with Black Rain Villa. These Eerie Night Guests, who were familiar with the Villa's internal situation, were most suited to act as insiders. There's a special knack to fighting one's own—every move, every strike aimed precisely at the weak spots! The top-tier Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests had long harbored resentment against Black Rain Villa. Given the chance to break free from its control, they were overjoyed. Without a doubt, when Casio later turned his attentions to Black Rain Villa, these undercover agents would respond with resounding support.
   

        Looking back, after that recent pinnacle battle, the world's truly top-tier fighters were almost entirely wiped out. The forces of the Hong Li Empire were weakened, presenting the perfect opportunity for Casio to begin the purge.
   

        There were still over two years left until he would meet with the original owner of the Obsession of the Dark Hunt Mask.
   

        There were also over two years left until Xiadu awoke.
   

        A disaster that could overturn the entire rule of the Hong Li Empire was impending.
   

        He needed to consolidate forces before then, to prepare thoroughly.
   

        The Gale gradually died down, and the sand settled; the rain of molten lava finally ceased. The pitted earth quieted down after Mongki stepped back, having finished speaking.
   

        The secret of eternal life he spoke of was mainly related to the first leader of the Ripple Master Organization. The Supreme Ring held by the first Ripple Master was of the Wood Attribute, and his strength was formidable. He led the Ripple Masters at their zenith, fully occupying the islands between the North and South Reef Continent and even a large portion of the northern South Reef Continent—a remote region the size of at least two counties within the southern part of the Hong Li Empire was under the control of the Ripple Masters.
   

        This showcased the fearsome extent of their power and their formidable methods.
   

        If one were to rank the Ripple Master Organization's leaders over the millennia, the first Mu Ling would undoubtedly take top place. And the previous Thunder Spirit, touted as the strongest Ripple Master in five hundred years and prominent among the Ultimate Fighters, would only make it to the third or fourth spot at best.
   

        Thus, the first-generation Mu Ling stood at an exceptional height.
   

        Decades ago, when Ripple Master Mongki was still on Immortal Island, the Organization's leader was still the aging Thunder Spirit. Then one day, out of the blue, Thunder Spirit called Mongki over, claiming he had seen the last generation's Wind Spirit, thought to have died forty years prior, on a remote island amidst the Immortal Archipelago. Identical in appearance, the Supreme Ring still on his finger!
   

        That very night, Wind Spirit approached Thunder Spirit, telling him that he was about to die. If he didn't want to meet the same fate, he should follow him to a wonderful place.
   

        There lay immortality, a paradise, beyond imagination—splendid and delightful.
   

        It was like Heaven itself.
   

        Thunder Spirit initially didn't trust him and even came to blows, attempting to capture Wind Spirit. But in the end, he couldn't detain him. Wind Spirit disappeared into the night and left a message that Mu Ling, the inaugural Ripple Master, would personally come to invite him after some time. This left Thunder Spirit extremely frightened.
   

        It was somewhat plausible that Wind Spirit was still alive; perhaps he had faked his death.
   

        But how could Mu Ling, who had lived thousands of years ago, still be alive?
   

        Yet four or five months later, one night,
   

        The first-generation Mu Ling did indeed appear and invited Thunder Spirit to enter the Paradise he had created. There, people were eternally youthful and never aged. It was a place of endless joy and happiness, where one needn't worry about growing old or struggle with the troubles of the world anymore—eternal and blissful!
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        Thunder Spirit did not refuse. He was indeed old, and it was becoming difficult for him to control the recoil of the ripple power. If there truly was such a thing as eternal life...
   

        Mu Ling left, saying that next time they met, he would bring Thunder Spirit to Paradise to enjoy an infinite lifespan. During this period, although Thunder Spirit coveted immortality, he still harbored apprehensions about the eeriness of the entire event.
   

        Thus, he summoned his most trusted subordinate, Mongki.
   

        He narrated the entire sequence of events to Mongki.
   

        He himself disappeared suddenly one night, half a month later.
   

        After three full days, a critically wounded Thunder Spirit suddenly appeared at the doorstep of Mongki's residence. He urged Mongki to flee, to stay far from the ripple master organization, and from the entire Immortal Islands. He also handed over his Supreme Ring to Mongki, with his last words instructing Mongki never to seek revenge for him.
   

        Not to investigate what had transpired behind the scenes, not to remember the words he once shared with Mongki. Pretend as if nothing had happened and flee far away!
   

        Of course, regarding Thunder Spirit's last words... Ripple master Mongki only followed the first part, he did not accomplish the latter. Decades later, he returned to the Immortal Islands, intending to uncover the truth behind Thunder Spirit's death.
   

        During this lengthy period, Mongki had been studying the history of the ripple master forces and, relying on Black Rain Villa, had obtained many secret messages. The more he understood, the more horrified he became, the more comprehensive his anger grew.
   

        He suddenly realized that when he was on Immortal Island, his consciousness was somewhat muddled, as if influenced by something. It was only after coming to the Hong Li Empire and becoming a Marker at Black Rain Villa that he was able to rid himself of it.
   

        Later, through various subtle clues, Mongki learned of a mysterious and vast unknown existence on Immortal Island. Thunder Spirit's death was mostly related to this entity—no, it was definitely related. Through years of investigating the truth, Mongki traveled to many places around the world, only to discover that the key to solving the problem was actually at Black Rain Villa itself. Thus, he collaborated with the fearsome Black Dragon and retrieved the Ancient White Bone Tree from Black Rain Villa. He also planned to enter that part of the Ancient Ruins in the Immortal Islands, where the mysterious entity resided!
   

        "Is it the dark ultimate entity I sensed before arriving on the island?"
   

        Casio pondered briefly, immediately sparking associations. The Devil Fish in the Storm Ocean Area whose entire skeleton and nerves had been replaced by pale tree roots, the enduring white fog over the Immortal Islands containing minute plant spores. These elements were quite thought-provoking, perhaps already pointing him toward parts of the truth.
   

        "Is a dark ultimate entity sealed within these Ancient Ruins?"
   

        It was not shown in the Devil's Book. It simply pointed out that the vicinity of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist secret manual was an extremely dangerous area, where even an ultimate fighter risked perishing. Casio could take a shortcut with the bronze key and avoid most dangers, but he could not evade that perilous area.
   

        "Is that perilous area the Paradise mentioned by the first generation Mu Ling and Thunder Spirit?" Casio grew more convinced of its likelihood the more he pondered.
   

        Regardless, he had come here to acquire the last missing piece of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist! Once the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist was complete, three fists resonating, uniting into one, his strength would be fully integrated.
   

        Casio's Boxing Method would reach an unimaginably powerful level.
   

        It was his premonition, his intuition.
   

        For an ultimate fighter level Secret Martial Arts practitioner, such whims are mostly not mistaken and are quite accurate.
   

        Therefore, even if this part of the Ancient Ruins were a dragon's lair and a tiger's den, he must venture inside. At this moment, Casio had just defeated four ultimate fighters together. His will was soaring, his qi at its peak.
   

        Once the qi, force, and physical strength that had just been spent were fully recuperated,
   

        he would be in his best condition since this retrospection began.
   

        Under such circumstances, even the so-called Paradise had nothing to fear.
   

        Near an active volcano, the sky was clear blue, the previously floating clouds now totally dispersed, and large areas of fog swept away.
   

        So, unusually for this region, the Spore Forest was bathed in sunshine.
   

        Casio, dressed in tattered black clothes, stood in front of the Ripple Master Mongki and the fearsome Black Dragon, fidgeting with the newly acquired Ancient White Bone Tree in his hand. He could feel an inexplicable attraction to this object, a slight hunger in every cell of his body. This situation was somewhat similar to when Casio encountered the flesh of the Moon God—both driven by an insatiable craving for magical puppet secret weapons.
   

        "It is indeed a dark ultimate life form," Casio narrowed his eyes.
   

        After repeated confirmations, the situation beneath the Relic was almost certainly as expected.
   

        He rubbed it in his large hands for a while before finally tucking it inside his chest.
   

        His gaze shifted toward the distance, his focus fixed.
   

        Suddenly, it was the active volcano side, where a group of fighters triumphantly returned. While Casio battled with four Extreme Fighters, the Secret Martial Arts World forces were also fiercely fighting with the Door Organization. Both sides consisted of fighter-level high-end forces clashing with incredible power and grandeur in a fierce confrontation!
   

        The battle started, and within half a minute, the Door Organization wilted instantly.
   

        They had numerous foundations and techniques that could enhance the combat ability of each member. They even joined forces with the Totem Temple. But what of it? The Secret Martial Arts World taught them a lesson hard! Seventy fighters acting together, what concept was that? It was akin to the Secret Martial Arts World forces from both the eastern and southern regions of the Hong Li Empire mobilizing, with dozens of Gate Masters and Elders personally entering the fray.
   

        The situation on the battlefield quickly shifted from a brief deadlock to a downright crushing defeat. After annihilating some of the cannon fodder brought by the Door Organization forces, the numbers abruptly became disproportionate. Sometimes, several fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World competed for one opponent, like hungry wolves fighting over food. In some more amicable situations, three or four fighters would gang up on one member of the Door Organization, treating them like punching bags.
   

        Often, within a few rounds, the opponent was beaten beyond recognition.
   

        The Door Organization's troops, lacking as many high-end fighters as the Secret Martial Arts World, were also vastly outnumbered in general. Once isolated from top-tier fighters like the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, encountering the Secret Martial Arts World forces merely meant getting beaten up; hardly any substantial resistance was formed.
   

        Especially on Casio's side, at the pinnacle of the battlefield. Four Extreme Fighters were defeated and killed, including the Deputy Leader of the Door Organization, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist.
   

        The morale of the Door Organization's troops took a severe hit.
   

        As Casio triumphed, the flank battlefield collapsed. Members of the Door Organization fled in disarray, even going so far as to sacrificially push the wizards from the Totem Temple to block the Secret Martial Arts World's pursuit, while they ran towards the north of Immortal Island. Some of the Secret Martial Arts World fighters were in hot pursuit.
   

        Considering the current state of the battle, the Door Organization was already half-crippled.
   

        With their Extreme Fighter level combat power butchered by Casio, and more than half of their fighter-level high-end forces left behind by the Secret Martial Arts World, what remained would continue to dwindle during the chase, perhaps leaving only one-third to one-fourth of their effective fighting force? Casio didn't want to bother with these things.
   

        Just let nature take its course, the Secret Martial Arts World's team would kill as many as they could.
   

        Those who escaped back to the Hong Li Empire were merely waiting for Casio to initiate a major purge. They weren't worth his current attention and distraction.
   

        Tap, tap, tap, tap...
   

        The team from the Secret Martial Arts World rallied and stood uniformly behind Casio.
   

        An aura of formidable force exuded, possessing a thick oppressiveness that intimidated through sheer force of their fists.
   

        Meanwhile, not far away, the local Ripple Masters were clashing fiercely with the Eerie Night Guests of Black Rain Villa. The only slightly quieter spot was where the Ripple Master leader Bing Ling was, among the top combatants.
   

        Tap, tap, tap, tap...
   

        The team from the Secret Martial Arts World rallied and stood uniformly behind Casio.
   

        An aura of formidable force exuded, possessing a thick oppressiveness that intimidated through sheer force of their fists.
   

        Meanwhile, not far away, the local Ripple Masters were clashing fiercely with the Eerie Night Guests of Black Rain Villa. The only slightly quieter spot remained where the Ripple Master leader Bing Ling was, among the top combatants.
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        "Nutrient? Hahahaha…"
   

        The faint laugh of Casio was tinged with a hint of mockery. He seemed to completely disregard the eerily spoken words of Bing Ling. His gaze remained as cold as ever, showcasing not the slightest hint of surprise or panic.
   

        "Is it not so?" Bing Ling slowly lifted his hand, and five colors of formidable ripple power converged, spontaneously creating a bizarre fluctuation. A multicolored, dazzling domain formed around him, blinding to the eyes.
   

        It was vaguely reminiscent of Ghost Knife Garoro's Three Blade Style Prism World from years past.
   

        Of course, the two had different natures. Beneath the beauty of the Prism World lay endless killing intent and sharpness — a glance seemed as if it could blind the eyes. The Ripple Domain before them carried a sense of beauty laced with eeriness, appearing as a trap beneath a flourish of colors.
   

        Surrounded by numerous ripples, Bing Ling stood as if he were the king of the five-colored ripples. With each step he took, the ripples alongside him also advanced.
   

        It was as if a man was carrying a moving five-colored waterfall with him.
   

        "The entire Immortal Island chain, and the seas beyond it, have been under my control for hundreds of years. From the moment you entered the Storm Band, I sensed it. Since then, all your movements have been under my surveillance…" Bing Ling's voice was filled with an innate arrogance and disdain, "On this Immortal Island, I am no different from a god."
   

        "You, do you intend to oppose a god?"
   

        As his voice faded, ripples behind him intertwined and coalesced, forming a five-colored ripple tree that continuously grew towards the sky. The tree, towering over a hundred meters tall, blocked out the sunlight, casting a vast shadow. Within the shadow, however, blue, purple, red, and other colored catkins of light fell. The descent of colorful petals was quite aesthetically pleasing and eye-catching.
   

        "A god? Heh, have you become so rusty from sitting in your well and watching the sky, secluded for too long? Or is it that the Ripple masters' devotion on the Immortal Islands is so fanatical… that you've brainwashed yourself?"
   

        Casio had always despised those who, clearly lacking the strength, still insisted on puffing themselves up like a bloated fool. Whether it was the recently killed Magic Phoenix Saint Fist or the self-proclaimed deity before him.
   

        Bing Ling was somewhat angry. This was the first time in a millennium that he had heard words of defiance against his will. The insolence of looking down upon him was infuriating!
   

        "It seems you truly wish to become my nutrient! I..."
   

        The words abruptly stopped as Bing Ling suddenly saw a face that appeared like a phantasmic ghost, flickering in front of him and rapidly enlarging. The face revealed a grim smile like that of an evil spirit, with pearly white teeth neatly displaying sixteen in a row. The bloodthirsty eyes bore down fiercely.
   

        It seemed as if two arc red lights floated through the air.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        A force as explosive as a torrential flood slammed into Bing Ling. The energy rushed out like waves, seemingly able to shatter a mountain peak.
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        The sounds of volcanic eruption echoed in the sky, and the earth suddenly trembled. The people around felt a numbness under their feet, their bodies swaying, nearly falling over.
   

        They hastily sank their weight and steadied themselves, looking on in shock. Whether they were Ripple masters or fighters, they could no longer see the figures of Casio and Bing Ling. They could only witness the immense phantasm created by the clash of their powers.
   

        The battlefield, which had just been shattered, was once again being ravaged.
   

        A giant statue in heavy, ferocious armor stood firm upon the earth, towering like a giant black tower. It opened its sturdy arms, covered in steel gauntlets, and grabbed the five-colored ripple tree in front of it.
   

        Then, with its joints crackling, the sharp metal edges rubbing together, a terrifying brute force began to lift the tree from the base of its roots. Where the demon idol stood, a web of cracks spread rapidly, and the soil erupted like a black fountain, the ground sinking bit by bit.
   

        The demon idol's intention was clear — to uproot the ripple tree!
   

        The ripple tree could not sit idly by and immediately resisted. The entire massive crown violently shook as countless petals and catkins swirled down like heavy rain. The blossoms of five different colors became a fearsome ripple waterfall, pouring onto the upper body of the demon idol.
   

        Ting ting ting ting ting! Successive sounds of collision and explosion resonated.
   

        Supreme Ring-level pinnacle ripple power fully unleashed, carrying five different attributes, overlaying five types of destructive effects. Such a blow could obliterate a small hill several hundred meters tall.
   

        But the figure of the demon idol stood in the waterfall like a reef in the sea, unwavering. Its body armor clanged, scattering rings of golden red sparks around it, as if it were bathing in golden light.
   

        Crack crack crack crack...
   

        Incredibly, the demon idol raised its head within the ripple waterfall. From beneath the helmed Serpentine visor, two red lights ignited, seemingly with a trace of mockery.
   

        "A god? A god who can't even break my armor?"
   

        "Still want to use me as your nutrient?"
   

        "It will be you who becomes nutrient, won't it?"
   

        The demon idol's powerful arms suddenly exerted force, their girth nearly doubling. The rock white armor intermingled with black gaps resembled two enormous splendid pythons. And in this instance, the pair of splendid pythons were strangling their prey!
   

        Boom!
   

        The five-color ripple tree vibrated violently, its enormous roots embedded in the ground snapping all at once. The entire massive body of the tree was lifted up, held high.
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        "You dare!?"
   

        Whoosh! All the ripples above the tree crown gathered together, forming a five-colored vortex. The next second, a golden long spear was born from the vortex. Its tip radiated a terrifying sharpness as it fell towards the demon idol!
   

        "What's there not to dare? Next, I'm going to find your true body and kill it. Just like how I'm crushing you with a wave of my hand now, grinding you to dust! Hahaha! I'm indeed using you as nutrient!"
   

        The voice of the demon idol boomed like a grand bell; it directly swung the unsupported ripple giant tree and smashed it violently to the ground. Boom!!
   

        Clang! The crystal-like giant tree instantly burst into pieces.
   

        A five-colored fluorescent rain seemed to fall from the sky.
   

        Swoosh! The last attack of the ripple giant tree, that five-colored long spear, suddenly fell. The towering demon idol on the ground, however, suddenly swung its palm. Its steel palm directly collided with the spear tip, sparking a cascade of sparks. Ding! Crack! Crack! Crack! The giant hand of the idol gradually crushed the golden spear, grinding the shaft into dust.
   

        Whoosh, with a slight flick of the hand, the last piece of golden fragment flew out.
   

        The demon idol retracted its right palm; the palm, specifically strengthened with Qi, now had a pit, but unfortunately, it still didn't pierce through the bone armor.
   

        This five-colored ripple-concentrated golden lance failed to injure it.
   

        "Five types of top-tier ripples, although they look lethal, their strength is dispersed. They neither created a cycle nor produced a resonance. Seems they are not as good as a single attribute of top-tier ripple honed to the extreme..."
   

        The demon idol made an assessment, then the next second, returned to its human form.
   

        Casio also shifted from his combat-savvy slaughter personality back to his more reserved main personality. His mind quickly analyzed the situation.
   

        This dark ultimate form of Immortal Islands was mostly a paper tiger, outwardly strong but inwardly weak, and lacking in confidence. Otherwise, its true body would have appeared directly and killed all the invaders present. All the nonsense it spouted through the organization leader Bing Ling—trying to persuade Casio to leave and not to lose his life, claiming it was a god completely in control of Immortal Island—was just to maintain a fearsome facade.
   

        But Casio saw through it at a glance. Underneath that fierce and malevolent tiger skin was nothing but an empty skeleton, devoid of any real flesh and blood. If this dark ultimate form was really in such good condition, it wouldn't have secluded itself, shrinking on this tiny island for thousands of years. Clearly, it was in poor condition, very poor. Even a thousand years of recuperation wouldn't allow it to reveal itself in broad daylight. It could only hide on this island, acting as a pseudo-god to a group of mind-controlled ripple masters.
   

        Casio realized instantly that this might be an opportunity.
   

        An opportunity that comes once in a thousand years.
   

        If handled well, perhaps the Magic Puppet Secret Art Qi Chapter could be completed directly. The quality of the life vibration energy of the dark ultimate form was unquestionable.
   

        "Everyone regroup! Those who need to heal, heal; those who need to recover their Qi, recover. Get yourselves in the best condition, and then we enter the relic."
   

        Casio's voice echoed in mid-air. Many fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World and the newly pledged Black Rain Villa Markers all heard it.
   

        The remaining ripple masters heard it too. Seeing their leader Bing Ling fall, they roared with anger and charged at Casio together.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A huge palm imprint pushed horizontally from the front, the terrifying Qi that arrived instantaneously like solidified glue, firmly locking all the ripple masters in place. Like flies encased in a pale amber.
   

        Thud!
   

        A palm struck down; the ground cracked, and mud surged up between the fingers.
   

        From the sky, a hundred-meter-long giant palm imprint starkly appeared on the battlefield. Within the imprint, numerous ripple masters were crushed by an irresistible force into flesh mud, like mosquitoes squashed by humans.
   

        No matter if they were elite, bloodthirsty, or master class. Under Casio's palm, there was no difference; they were crushed to death like ants.
   

        As for the common class, they didn't even qualify to participate in this battle.
   

        They couldn't even be considered as cannon fodder.
   

        Casio slowly retracted his outstretched white right hand, his expression cold. With one palm, the ripple masters' forces were annihilated. He really was becoming stronger...
   

        "Let's go, walk and recover simultaneously," Casio said as he stepped forward, heading directly towards Inner Island of Immortal.
   

        Now, finally, there was no external force left to stop his footsteps. Only the perils of the Ancient Ruins awaited Casio's resolution.
   

        Behind him, numerous fighters and Eerie Night Guests watched that solitary, strong black figure. For a moment, they found themselves speechless, exchanging glances and seeing the shock in each other's eyes. They shook their heads.
   

        Followed in silence.
   

        At Black Rain Villa, many were feeling extremely fortunate, especially those undercover agents who hadn't yet betrayed their own. With just one palm strike, Casio had annihilated the Ripple master's forces; dealing with them would probably not be a difficult task. At most, it would take two or three more palm strikes. After a few moves, probably only the Eerie Night Guest and the Ripple Master could still live in one piece.
   

        "Such terrifying strength..." the Ripple Master Mongki watched Casio with flickering eyes, "Perhaps this operation can truly succeed..."
   

        "At least, the success rate has risen from the original less than ten percent to over fifty percent now. I hope this time, we can destroy Paradise!"
   

        He clenched his fists, gritted his teeth, and strode forward to follow.
   

        **********************************
   

        Immortal Island, Inner Island, beneath the Sky-reaching Mother Tree.
   

        Bang!
   

        After a loud boom, the Ripple Mother Tree was cut off at the waist!
   

        A silhouette, like a meteor, flew up, landing on the uneven, rough cross-section. A demons' phantasm materialized instantly; steel hands swiftly passed over the tree stump, grinding it smooth and flat as if it were a millstone.
   

        The enormous phantom disappeared, and Casio sat cross-legged at the edge of the stump.
   

        He kept breathing in and out, his nostrils seemingly encircled by two tornados of sweeping airflow. His strength was gradually restored, each cell's qi reaching a state of saturation, full and surging.
   

        Half an hour later, the pale white airflow vortex in the sky gradually dissipated.
   

        "Let's go!"
   

        Casio leapt down, directly speeding towards the distance.
   

        Swoosh swoosh swoosh swoosh swoosh...
   

        The fighters and Eerie Night Guests immediately set off, turning into a series of black afterimages, leaping and flickering over the rugged, uneven ground. Even with the treacherous terrain, they moved as if on flat ground, their figures swift as startling swans.
   

        Five minutes later, the main troop stopped.
   

        Before them lay a deep ravine; on both sides were lush woods, only separated by a ten-meter-wide black crevice that stretched long and sank deeply.
   

        Looking down from the edge, there seemed to be a stream flowing from east to west. The stream's edge was covered with gravel and protruding rocks.
   

        "Looks like we need to go down..." everyone thought to themselves.
   

        Swoosh! One after another, figures leapt down without any hesitation.
   

        Some glided directly downward, some rapidly climbed down the cliffs, others jumped left and right in a "Z" pattern to descend. Some, braver and more skilled, free-fell like a shell dropping straight down.
   

        With a bang, they smashed into a pit, then climbed back out.
   

        Two minutes later, in a twenty-meter-wide section of the ravine, the group found a stele, a broken black stele.
   

        The wind-weathered, blurred characters and symbols on it were indecipherable.
   

        Thud!
   

        Casio stomped his foot down, and the ground around the stele thundered and shook.
   

        He closed his eyes, feeling the ground's reverberation and the lingering waves. Moments later, he opened his eyes and slowly nodded his head, "The Ancient Ruins are right below."
   

        At the same time, in the depths of the Underground Relics, an unknown location.
   

        In endless darkness, a dried-up corpse sat cross-legged, hands conjoined in front at its chest, motionless. It seemed to have been in this chaotic place, eerily still for countless ages.
   

        Screech...
   

        From somewhere, a faint waterbird's cry rang out, but the next second, it disappeared. Just like it had never existed at all.
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        Ancient Ruins, one of the levels, Paradise.
   

        This was a vast cavity underground, extraordinarily spacious. Various splendid buildings stood tall, with white stone roads laid on the ground, smooth and translucent like fine jade. Colorful ribbons connected to the ends of different ornamental trees, with bronze bells hanging down, tinkling in the wind.
   

        Surrounding the group of buildings were neatly arranged meadows, an artificial lake with rippling blue waves, gentle slopes caressed by the breeze, and hillsides covered with flowers in shades of white and pink. Figures dressed in bright and exquisite clothes frolicked amidst this beautiful scenery, some raising glasses to drink, others singing out loud. There were also those sitting by the lake, chatting with friends while calmly waiting for fish to bite. From afar, it was indeed a vision of paradise that one could yearn for.
   

        Among all the people, only one figure stood out in stark contrast.
   

        He was dressed in a black cloak, with a deep, cold aura. He kept his distance from the merry crowd, leaning against the back of a large tree, quietly observing from the sidelines.
   

        The man's arms were crossed, revealing his pale right hand. On his middle finger, he conspicuously wore a Supreme Ring, emanating a lush plant-like green.
   

        Furthermore, this shade of green was deeper and richer than any Wood Spirit that the organization of Ripple masters had ever seen before, even to the point of appearing nearly black.
   

        Wood Spirit, the leader of the first generation of the organization of Ripple masters.
   

        He stood in the shadow of the trees, seemingly reluctant to touch the brilliant white light around him. Yes, brilliant white light, not sunlight.
   

        Wood Spirit slowly lifted his head and, through the gaps in the tree canopy, saw the sky of this vast cavity. It was filled with countless pale roots, undulating like strands of hair, or resembling a mass of slender poisonous snakes. The plant's roots system was extensive, splitting and branching out in every direction. It looked akin to the human nervous system.
   

        Light shone in patches of colorful splendor from the layered network of roots. Hazy and misty, as if fine rain drizzled down toward the earth. When the lights of various colors converged and landed, they formed white light that seemed no different from sunlight.
   

        At least, if one didn't look up, there was no difference to be felt.
   

        After gazing for a while, Wood Spirit withdrew his sight. He turned his head for a glance at the distant meadow and lakeside. Those at the Spiritual Level, who laughed with feigned smiles, issued laughter, and repeated the same actions they had done half an hour earlier, were like puppets. The whole person remained silent, and even a hint of mockery flashed in the depths of his eyes.
   

        It was not only mockery towards those people but also towards himself.
   

        "This is the price of enjoying paradise and eternal life..."
   

        "No advantage comes without a cost."
   

        Rustle rustle...
   

        The large tree behind Wood Spirit shook violently, trembling fiercely. At a height of two meters, the thick bark split apart, suddenly revealing a face.
   

        A huge face twisted and intertwined by pale roots.
   

        "Those invaders who have ascended to Immortal Island have now killed the core forces of the Ice Spirits and Ripple masters of this generation..." The pale face suddenly spoke, its voice hissing, mixed with the sound of an electric current, "They are now heading towards the Relic, heading towards the direction of Paradise..."
   

        "Hmm!?"
   

        Wood Spirit's usually half-closed eyes suddenly snapped open, a look of shock flashing across them, "How is that possible? Immortal Island is home turf combat for Ripple masters. Didn't you just recently summon back the most elite Ripple masters and Ripple Masters from all over the world? And directed the Mother Tree to give birth to more Supreme Rings... How could they all be wiped out in one fell swoop?"
   

        Three Supreme Rings, plus the one that followed and the original Bing Ling. Five at the Spiritual Level! Back when Wood Spirit led the organization of Ripple masters to its peak period, there were only three at the Spiritual Level. Now with five at the Spiritual Level, they were still swept away by those mysterious invaders?
   

        In the face of Wood Spirit's doubt, the pale face was unusually silent.
   

        After a pause, it said, "Among the invaders, there is a very dangerous person from the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World, and I need something on him. His team has just entered the Relic, and I need you to take those at the Spiritual Level from Paradise up to the higher levels to intercept them."
   

        "It's best to kill them, and help me get that bone tree back..."
   

        Wood Spirit quietly looked at the pale face for a moment, "Their strength."
   

        "More than seventy fighters, including some of the top Fighter level. Most of the top Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests from Black Rain Villa, including two of the four strongest Markers at this stage..." the pale face recounted.
   

        "And then? What about that very dangerous person you mentioned?"
   

        Wood Spirit rubbed the green ring on his middle finger.
   

        "An hour ago, he just killed four Ultimate Fighters acting together. Then he also killed one of the Ice Spirits that my will had descended upon; at that time, the Ice Spirit wore five Supreme Rings simultaneously..."
   

        The pale face hesitated slightly in its speech.
   

        "He is nearly at the level of Saint Fist..."
   

        "Saint Fist..." Wood Spirit murmured the term under his breath, feeling an inexplicable sense of grandeur and majesty. He knew what Saint Fist represented; it was the title used within the Secret Martial Arts World. Wood Spirit, being the only entity in Paradise that could semi-autonomously move, had traveled to many places in the world over a thousand years and had gradually learned about the Secret Martial Arts World and its martial artists.
   

        Saint Fist was the ultimate realm that Secret Martial Artists revered and aspired to reach!
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        Fist of the Saint, king of the Secret Martial Art!
   

        Even the roots of Cangyuan, which had been trapped in the Ancient Ruins for thousands of years, seemed to have a traceable connection with a certain Saint Fist.
   

        Among the invaders this time, there was an existence close to the Saint Fist. No wonder even the roots of Cangyuan had immediately given it attention.
   

        "Close to Saint Fist?" Mu Ling slowly raised his head, "I'm afraid I can't defeat him. My body has already decayed, and my strength is waning. More than twenty years ago, you asked me to invite the Thunder Spirit, didn't you? Wasn't it with the idea of replacing the master of Paradise? Unfortunately, the Thunder Spirit saw through it and realized the truth of Paradise. I made a full effort but still couldn't retain him. He was severely injured and nearly died escaping. Certainly, the Thunder Spirit's strength was formidable, but more so, it was because my power was leaking away. There's no such thing as eternal life. Maybe, I was wrong from the start. If I had not accepted your gift then, dying of old age would have been fine..."
   

        "You're regretting it now!?"
   

        "Why did you act like a drowning man clutching at the last straw, wildly ecstatic, back then? The first hundred years, you really enjoyed those days, didn't you? Weren't the initial members of Paradise invited by you proactively? Yet now you are recanting? Hypocritical humans..."
   

        said the voice from the pale face solemnly.
   

        "Yes, I regret it. I didn't expect that among all the members of Paradise, only I had partially preserved my consciousness! The personalities of other Spiritual Level individuals were all erased, leaving nothing but bare hedonistic desires! Becoming a beast, a puppet. A puppet whose interior is manipulated by a monster like you, yet superficially has to pretend and display human behaviors..."
   

        Mu Ling's emotions progressively intensified. As the progenitor of the Ripple masters and the first generation Mu Ling, he had a protective feeling toward the Ripple master Organization and each of its leaders. It was his heritage, showcasing the traces of his once-glorious achievements and representing the value of his life. Otherwise, he wouldn't have invited the subsequent leaders of the Ripple master Organization to join Paradise and share immortality without knowing the real situation.
   

        Later, after knowing the truth, Mu Ling never again proactively invited the leaders of the Ripple master Organization. Even when the roots of Cangyuan requested him to do so, Mu Ling resisted fiercely. Only the Thunder Spirit incident was because of its significant implications. Cangyuan's roots had to pay a certain price, forcibly controlling Mu Ling's body to carry out the plan. Paradise had existed for a thousand years, and Mu Ling's consciousness had also existed for a thousand years; he grew increasingly loathsome of his own existence.
   

        Especially after the Thunder Spirit incident, he faintly began to harbor thoughts of seeking death. Still, Mu Ling somewhat couldn't let go of the Ripple master forces he had founded and expanded himself. Even though this force was deeply influenced by Cangyuan's roots. However, the main elite of the Ripple master Organization had just been annihilated. Suddenly, Mu Ling found that he was not as sad or as angry as he had imagined. He instantly understood that he was just looking for an excuse. An excuse to logically continue living.
   

        Cangyuan's roots were right, what a hypocritical human indeed...
   

        And also a contradictory one.
   

        Beside the large tree, Mu Ling's emotions gradually calmed, and the pale face on the tree trunk then said, "If you can lead Paradise and kill those invaders entering the Relic, I will allow you to commit suicide afterward."
   

        Yes, even suicide had to be permitted.
   

        Because, even the half-controlled Mu Ling could not bring himself to commit suicide. He could only feel his body gradually decay and rot, eventually turning into a pile of ashes after a thousand years. What a suffocating way to die...
   

        Is there really such a thing as eternal life? The sea will dry up, and rocks will decay. Perhaps even Cangyuan's roots couldn't achieve it; they too would die and decay.
   

        It's just too slow, too slow, compared to humans whose lifespan is just over a hundred, it seems almost eternal. Even rocks that exist for hundreds of millions of years will turn to ash, let alone sentient beings. Mu Ling's current state of mind was completely different from before, filled with thoughts of death.
   

        "I agree to it."
   

        He looked at the pale face on the tree trunk, word by word, he said. As soon as the words fell, Mu Ling stepped out of the shadow and into the sunlight.
   

        Afterward, figures gathered in Paradise, with Mu Ling in the lead. They flew toward the exit of Paradise at high speed.
   

        On another side, the team of the Secret Martial Arts World had completely entered the Ancient Ruins.
   

        They followed behind Casio, their pace quickening.
   

        As a relic similar to the Oyon Ruins, this place naturally had dangerous traps, terrifying exotic species, and unknown powers. But the dangers that were previously enough to kill even the top fighters of the Secret Martial Arts World were swept away forcefully. The reason was simple: it wasn't just one or two fighters but over seventy! The sheer number of fighters completely changed the game, making the same dangers look different.
   

        Powerful silhouettes packed the rectangular tunnel wall to wall.
   

        The floor, the walls, or even the ceiling, whenever any metal mechanism trap appeared, there would immediately be a fighter jumping up, smashing it fiercely with a punch. Some pulled the mechanisms out of the walls, others straight-up destroyed the gears. There were even those who, moving flatly, destroyed the traps with their flesh.
   

        And these were just the mechanical traps; the scene with the exotic species was even more horrific.
   

        As soon as they appeared, they were brutally besieged by over seventy fighters. With one punch per person, they were directly crushed into ash, skipping even the process of bruising and kneeling in agony. Wherever the crowd passed, it was like a flood sweeping through, leaving behind a dense and horrifying trace of destruction. It looked less like an expedition to explore ancient relics and more like a group specifically organised to demolish them.
   

        Of course, this was only the first layer of the relics, and the level of danger was the lowest. Being forcefully pushed through by almost the combined strength of two major forces of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World was quite normal. The danger would increase in the next few layers, and everyone would have to be more cautious.
   

        A slight misstep could potentially lead to injuries and reduction in their numbers.
   

        However, Casio had a bronze key that led directly to the secret tunnel where the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist was located, within the first layer of the relic. He could take everyone through a shortcut, facing the most dangerous situations first in the most complete and optimal state. After that, they could rest more and head to the armory if they wished.
   

        "This way,"
   

        The black-clad Casio, who was leading, stood at an intersection of three tunnels.
   

        He stepped forward, heading straight for the darkest intersection on the right. Everyone followed him, completely adhering to Casio's judgment and will.
   

        Ten minutes later, the wall on one side of the ancient hall cracked.
   

        A slanted downward passage appeared, displaying a simple gray-white color.
   

        Casio retracted the key, his palm slightly sweaty, and inexplicably felt a bit excited. It had been a long time since he had felt this way. After all, it was the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, Three Fists Combine; today he might really achieve it.
   

        The floor, the walls, or even the ceiling, whenever any metal mechanism trap appeared, there would immediately be a fighter jumping up, smashing it fiercely with a punch. Some pulled the mechanisms out of the walls, others straight-up destroyed the gears. There were even those who, moving flatly, destroyed the traps with their flesh.
   

        And these were just mechanical traps; the scene with the exotic species was even more horrific.
   

        As soon as they appeared, they were brutally besieged by over seventy fighters. With one punch per person, they were directly crushed into ash, skipping even the process of bruising and kneeling in agony. Wherever the crowd passed, it was like a flood sweeping through, leaving behind a dense and horrifying trace of destruction. It looked less like an expedition to explore ancient relics and more like a group specifically organized to demolish them.
   

        Of course, this was only the first layer of the relics, and the level of danger was the lowest. Being forcefully pushed through by almost the combined strength of two major forces of the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Arts World was quite normal. The danger would increase in the next few layers, and everyone would have to be more cautious.
   

        A slight misstep could potentially lead to injuries and a reduction in their numbers.
   

        However, Casio had a bronze key that led directly to the secret tunnel where the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist was located, within the first layer of the relic. He could take everyone through a shortcut, facing the most dangerous situations first in the most complete and optimal state. After that, they could rest more and head to the armory if they wished.
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        This is the bottommost layer of the Ancient Ruins, the fifth layer, hundreds or perhaps thousands of meters from the surface. The silence around was unbelievably profound.
   

        Footsteps swept past, creating bursts of noise.
   

        The Secret Martial Arts World team led by Casio, flew through the ruins, speeding towards the dangerous area not far away. Soon, one or two minutes had passed.
   

        In front of everyone appeared a broken stone bridge with a dried-up creek underneath, overgrown with weeds, presenting a scene of decay.
   

        "Is the dangerous area just across from here?"
   

        Casio stood at the edge of the stone bridge, his sharp gaze looking far across to the opposite bank.
   

        There was grass, rocks, and ruins. It looked like a very ordinary scene without any particular anomalies or dangerous aura.
   

        The group paused briefly, and ultimately, it was Casio who took the lead and walked across.
   

        Stepping over the stone bridge, their feet landed on the opposite shore.
   

        The scene around them suddenly blurred, the grass and broken stones on either side stretched back like clouds and fog, rapidly moving away. It felt as though the spot where Casio stood had become a conveyor belt; he was standing still, but the environment kept changing, instantly transporting him to a distant place.
   

        Casio had experienced this hazy sensation before.
   

        It was like the first time he entered Black Rain Villa, as if he had arrived in another secluded, mysterious realm. It was as if his entire being had passed through a layer membrane, with one side completely different from the other in terms of world and environment.
   

        "Interesting, is this an innate ability that comes with that level? Merely the presence is enough to affect and warp the real environment. Or is the environment special by nature, and Black Rain Villa and the Ultimate Dark Entity purposefully picked these spots..."
   

        Casio wondered this in his heart.
   

        He also remembered the fourth time he retroactively entered the Oyon Ruins. He encountered an old Extreme Fist practitioner who created a world so ambiguous it was hard to tell real from fake with just his lingering qi. Casio practiced boxing there, died there, and was resurrected there, even the flow of time inside and outside was different. Perhaps, the first guess he just made might be a bit more likely than the second.
   

        In a daze, the group arrived in a weird realm.
   

        Threads of dry heat burrowed into their bodies from the outside, like poisonous snakes, wriggling and twisting on the surface of their skin, making them uncomfortable.
   

        Rustling, rustling...
   

        Was it raining in the sky? No, it was snowing—ash snow.
   

        Looking up, the ash fragments, lightweight like willow catkins, fell densely from the sky, resembling varied snowflakes. Air currents quickly swept through the sky, taking large swathes of ash into visible wavy lines. The ash fell to the ground, making a rustling sound, exuding a sense of deathly stillness and desolation. As if vitality struggled in vain before inevitably slipping away.
   

        With a glance, Casio saw the white spreading into every corner, like a thick blanket. Hillsides, plains, rocks, trees, it was as though they had instantly arrived in the depths of winter, beautifully covered in white. But this paradise-like scene had no hint of coldness; it was instead, scorching hot.
   

        The air seemed permeated with fire poison, cold and breeding, spreading.
   

        Fizzling... fizzling...
   

        Within the Secret Martial Arts World camp, fighters enveloped in qi touched the falling ash, triggering a reaction. The ash collapsed, and two streams of energy pierced into their bodies. But the qi repelled them instinctively, annihilating the interaction, which then produced the sound of grease being scorched by flame.
   

        "These ashes will greatly deplete our qi..."
   

        Many fighters showed signs of apprehension.
   

        "It will intensify the darkness within us!"
   

        At Black Rain Villa, the complexions of the Eerie Night Guests changed. They had gained strength through Black Rain Villa, which had also resulted in some dark substances lingering in their bodies. Sometimes when the dark substances accumulated, the Eerie Night Guests would fall into madness. Their spirits became abnormal, extremely aggressive.
   

        And these falling ashes seemed to be able to stir up that darkness.
   

        This environment was a serious restraint on the Eerie Night Guests.
   

        Among everyone present, only Evil Mother and Casio were largely unaffected. Evil Mother needed no further explanation, being a dark creature, entering such an environment was like returning home. As for Casio, when he was still collaborating with the Ghost Iron Knight to enter the Pale Land period, he was able to transform into a Demon Idol and become immune to the ash. Not to mention now that his magic puppet secret weapon had further evolved.
   

        "Interesting, this environment is quite similar to the World of Calamities' Pale Land. Is it a coincidence? Or has the barrier between the World of Calamities and the Real World in this region been broken, causing them to overlap?"
   

        Casio narrowed his eyes and continued to speculate.
   

        "Or perhaps, that so-called Pale Origin is here!"
   

        "It's the Ultimate Dark Entity hidden in the shadows of the Eternal Islands!"
   

        He instantly thought of the task list from Black Rain Villa given by the Ghost Iron Knight, which revealed some information about the Pale Land.
   

        The Pale Land environment was formed because there was a giant plant capable of infinite growth and immortality, covered by undying flames that eternally burned. This resulted in a bizarre balance.
   

        The Pale Origin's eternal burning sat at the intersection of destruction and rebirth, repeatedly undergoing the process of death and resurrection. The grass and trees burned to black ash, while life burned to white ash.
   

        The current Casio was not the same as before; he had almost completely understood the state of the World of Calamities through the Sinful Demon Well in Xiadu. Casio's understanding of both the Dark Ultimate Level and the Saint Fist grew substantially. The situation with the Pale Origin was abnormal; what plant would want to be burned by flame?
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        Clearly, the Undying Flames were an attack, a specific type of attack targeting the Pale Origin, another immortal plant creature. Only perpetual burning could restrain infinite growth, ensuring it remained in a state neither alive nor dead. Such a feat could only be achieved by someone of the Saint Fist rank.
   

        There was a Saint Fist in existence who, in the distant past, confronted the Pale Origin. He discovered a way to counter the Pale Origin, releasing the eternal burning Undying Flames. These flames likely shared a profound similarity with the boundlessly increasing qi of the Saint Fist, specifically designed to sustain prolonged battles against formidable enemies.
   

        Once afflicted by this technique, the Pale Origin was essentially crippled. Its continuously growing vitality, size, and strength were consumed by the flames. Forever it could only maintain a balance, its condition drastically diminishing.
   

        "So, on this journey, I might still obtain both the Pale Tree Seeds and the Undying Flames? What an unexpected pleasure..." Casio mumbled to himself.
   

        He always remembered items related to enhancing strength. For example, the Soul Jade from Wailing Valley nurtures qi. The Pale Tree Seeds can parasitize the qi, granting it certain undying characteristics. Then, after being scorched by the Undying Flames and enduring unbearable pain, one's entire qi would undergo an extreme tempering. Impurities would be evaporated, and strength condensed and elevated.
   

        Casio originally planned to completely enhance his puppet secret weapon to one hundred percent completion in the Qi Chapter and reach his strength's bottleneck. Then he would enter the World of Calamities to search for these rare items. Unexpectedly, this time the good stuff had presented itself. Of course, the precondition was still his surviving to enjoy them.
   

        Ash rustled down, within a realm resembling the Pale Land.
   

        "Those with Shelter Stones may continue forward, share among each other if you have extra. If you really don't have any, consider a temporary retreat. Don't overdo it. It could cause internal disturbances later on, turning allies into enemies..."
   

        the Ripple Master Mongki said to the group from Black Rain Villa, the Eerie Night Guests.
   

        Immediately, the Eerie Night Guests took out pieces of emerald stones the size of finger joints. The stones glowed brightly, resisting the calamities of the ash.
   

        These items, known as Shelter Stones, could protect the Markers in high-density disaster environments unharmed for up to ten hours. However, they were quite rare and expensive consumables. Naturally, all present were top-tier Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests, and it was standard for them to have such provisions.
   

        Even if some did not have any, they shared, ensuring that at least every person received one piece. Ten hours should be enough time for the battle to conclude.
   

        All preparations were complete.
   

        The entire team embarked once more, heading toward the center of this ashen domain. As for how everyone knew that location was the center, it was, of course, the conspicuous giant tree, a towering tree stump standing tall like a pillar in the distance.
   

        It was difficult to miss.
   

        On the other side, the moment Casio and his companions appeared in the Ash Boundary,
   

        at the exit from the fifth level to the fourth level, Mu Ling, who was planning to lead the people of Paradise to intercept the Secret Martial Arts World team, had a sudden change in expression. The Spirits of level behind, completely controlled by the Root of the Ocean Source, panicked.
   

        They turned and ran frantically toward their lair.
   

        "How did they get from the first level to the fifth level instantly?!"
   

        "Damn it, Paradise is defenseless right now. All of its strength has been brought out by me. These invaders coming in at this time will face no resistance, like walking on flat ground. They'll soon reach the Root of the Ocean Source!"
   

        Mu Ling's mind raced with thoughts, and he immediately turned and ran back the way he came. His speed increased rapidly, his black cloak flapping noisily.
   

        The Root of the Ocean Source had been in a precarious state of balance for thousands of years. Unless utterly necessary, it would not act personally, breaking its own equilibrium and paying a heavy price. Like twenty years ago when the Root of the Ocean Source forcibly controlled Mu Ling, even that had left it weakened for a while. Not to mention being approached and assaulted en masse by a large number of invaders.
   

        Without taking action, it could only suffer attacks, endure destruction, leading to a period of sustained weakness. There was a certain probability that the balance would be completely lost.
   

        Casio struck, unleashing his strength, setting off a chain reaction. This imbalance could lead to a horrifying scenario where the Undying Flames burned fiercely, with the Qi Flame rising uncontrollably, possibly leading to endless weakening.
   

        All of this was unacceptable to the Root of the Ocean Source.
   

        Fortunately, in addition to Paradise, it controlled the Exotic Species that had existed on Immortal Island for a millennium. Dispatching these Exotic Species might delay the invaders for a while, buying time until Mu Ling and the others returned.
   

        In the center of the Ash Boundary, a towering tree stump stood steadfast. Its roots, thick as terrifying pythons, trembled as if in exceptional anger.
   

        "Damn Yan Yang, damn White Bird, if it weren't for you two bastards, how could I have fallen to such a state?!"
   

        The will of the Root of the Ocean Source violently fluctuated, causing its roots, which spread like a spider's web into every corner of Immortal Island, to shudder.
   

        It was the Dark Ultimate Entity, yet it was only half of one, the other half resided in the Pale Land of the World of Calamities. Combined, they were the Pale Origin! In ancient times, the Pale Origin was restrained by a powerful Saint Fist known as Yan Yang. The two constantly confronted and fought each other, devastating the terrain of the Pale Land over and over again, with limitless power fluctuations transmitting outwards.
   

        During this process, the strength of Yan Yang Sacred Fist gradually waned. Although powerful, the Pale Origin at its peak was an existence close to the level of the Totem King and True Ancestor of Blood. If not for the fact that the Boxing Method of Yan Yang Sacred Fist was effective against plant-like Dark Ultimate Entities, he might not have held out for so long.
   

        Thousands of years ago, the battle between the two intensified, and the advantage of the Pale Origin became increasingly apparent. It even contemplated capturing Yan Yang Sacred Fist alive and using him as optimal Nutrient that could be continuously harvested, in order to advance its own strength further, and finally reach the Totem King's level. After years of battle, Pale Origin succeeded, it suppressed Yan Yang Sacred Fist and took him back to its lair, preparing to enjoy this delicious prize.
   

        However, the prize was laced with deadly poison.
   

        Yan Yang Sacred Fist had done so intentionally; he wanted the Pale Origin to absorb him. The humans in the World of Calamities were at a disadvantage at that time, barely maintaining balance. If he fell in battle, and freed up an apex combatant like the Pale Origin, it would undoubtedly lead to serious consequences. Even, if used correctly by the side of the Disasters, it might risk the collapse of the three pillars of the Southern Dipper Vein, the three most powerful Saint Fist rank holders!
   

        Thus, Yan Yang Sacred Fist chose to ignite his own Qi, pushing the characteristics of his Boxing Method to the extreme. As long as the Qi remained unextinguished, the flames would not die. Characteristic of the Saint Fist Rank was the constant supply of Qi, and thus the flames as well.
   

        This self-destructive maneuver was agonizingly painful.
   

        The practitioner would have to endure the torment akin to self-immolation for endless years, and even keep their will clear amidst the pain, ensuring the Qi did not fade, and the flames did not die. Only in this way could the Pale Origin be barely restrained.
   

        That day, within the lair of the Pale Origin, firelight blazed across the sky, endless white ash scattered across every corner of that unique region. Wherever the ashes fell, flames burned relentlessly, entwined ceaselessly to the very end.
   

        Latterly, that unique region came to be known as the Pale Land.
   

        The Pale Origin was entangled by the Undying Flames. It tried various methods to break free, even considered splitting in two to deceive the Undying Flames. It thought of escaping from the World of Calamities to the Real World, where space would completely separate them. Later, the Pale Origin opted for separation.
   

        It found a weak point between the World of Calamities and the Real World.
   

        After preparing for a while, it used a special method to bifurcate itself.
   

        Its roots carrying consciousness suddenly burst into the Real World!
   

        However, upon entering the Real World, the Pale Origin was shocked to find itself in an Underground Relic, beside a Mummy. Not an ordinary mummy, but the exuvia left by the White Bird Sacred Fist in the Real World!
   

        It's a trap!!! I've been tricked!!!
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        Boom... Boom... Boom...
   

        Amidst the heavy grey ashes, upon the Pale Land.
   

        Huge black silhouettes began to appear, gradually revealing their forms.
   

        There were Two-headed Giant Pythons covered in scarlet scales, their bodies almost a hundred meters long, coiled together like a towering hill.
   

        Exotic Species resembling rhinos clad in armor, with a layer of what looked like magma flames covering their bodies. The flames were exceptionally condensed, from afar they seemed like glue, bound around the body, emanating extreme heat.
   

        There were Demon Eagles, their bodies covered in golden feathers. Be it their beaks, claws, or each individual feather, all had a faint metallic sheen like that of gold leaf. They appeared exceedingly sharp, as if they could slice through Gale itself.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        The regular and uniform sound of Footsteps approached.
   

        The myriad formidable Exotic Species below the Ashes stirred, and the territorial creatures even took the initiative to move aside.
   

        Sculpture-like black figures seven or eight meters tall with consistent steps, slowly showed their imposing forms. Stony and robust Sculptures with rugged and powerful Contours and contours, wearing warriors' helmets and Armor. Beneath the Armor, pairs of scarlet eyes stared straight ahead, solemn and ancient, as if piercing through the thick Ash rain.
   

        They stood like ordinary statues amidst the horrific group of Exotic Species. Without any movement or the provoking roars typical of such beasts, only silence. Yet, there was a strong sense of formidable silence, impossible to ignore. Many Exotic Species gathered their gazes upon them.
   

        With a wary expression, they consciously kept their distance. This included the hundred-meter Giant Snake with a Mountain-like body coated in scarlet scales. After all, the size of their bodies did not necessarily determine the disparity in their strength. This was the Transcendental Realm, not the animal kingdom.
   

        About two minutes later, all the Exotic Species had gathered.
   

        As soon as Bing Ling was killed by Casio, the Pale Origin had already started to retract its power, summoning back the Exotic Species hidden throughout the Eternal Isles. Now that they were all sent out at once, it naturally didn't take much time.
   

        On the ground, white Ashes fell softly like snow, dense like fog, creating a hazy veil. And within this haze, the oddly shaped, fierce, and towering black shadows appeared, ghostly and demonic with overwhelming pressure and a lethal sense of horror.
   

        Hum...
   

        The Pale root system trembled slightly, immediately issuing the command to attack.
   

        Instantly, the ground shook with thunderous noise. Behemoths and Exotic Species trampled forward, surging towards one direction like a beast tide.
   

        Among them, the Two-headed Scale Python led the charge. Its overlapping heavy scarlet Scales, thick like shield upon shield, gave off a sense of impregnability. It flicked its tongue, revealing a row of fierce Tusks.
   

        The pointed ends of the Tusks gleamed, polished enough to reflect, and most suited to be bathed in fresh blood.
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        Clang! Bang!
   

        A black Fist clad in a Steel Gauntlet furiously blasted out, yanking a huge Cavity directly out of the Air. It then slammed brutally onto the Scale Giant Snake's mouth, bursting forth with power as blood gushed out wildly.
   

        The Python, initially coiled and poised to strike, suddenly flew backward. Its body stretched out by the force, becoming as straight as a taut rope.
   

        In mid-air, the Two-headed Snake now had only one head left; the other had been blown to shreds upon contact with the Demon Idol's Fist. The remaining head was bloody and mangled, its lower jaw dislodged, and its mouth distorted into an odd shape. The clean Tusks were splattered with the Giant Snake's own blood, as they flew out and embedded into the ground. The so-called Scales proved completely useless against the overwhelming destructive force.
   

        Crack!
   

        As the Two-headed Python was rapidly flying backward, as though riding on clouds and mist, a colossal hand suddenly reached out, grasping firmly onto the Snake Body.
   

        With a pull backward and a clockwise swing, the hundred-meter Python's Flesh was suddenly wielded like a Meteor Hammer, violently sweeping towards the gathering Exotic Species. Bang! Bang! Bang! Successive collisions echoed, like a barrage of firecrackers, albeit much louder, akin to Bomb explosions. Puffs of blood surged into the sky!
   

        The descending white ashes were stained red inch by inch.
   

        Those nearby Exotic Species with weaker Physiques were simply burst apart by the brute force. Those with strong defenses were sent flying like baseballs, slamming into the earth and forming large craters, with flesh and blood blurred in the impact.
   

        Boom! Flames as golden red as a Dragon tore across the ground.
   

        Crack crack crack crack! Razor-sharp ice crystals shot out, caught up by the roaring Fierce Tornado that surged past. Together, they formed a lethal Tornado with cutting edges, barreling towards the Demon Idols.
   

        Stones soared into the sky, compressed and molded by an invisible giant hand into a boulder of tens of meters in diameter, which then fell from the sky, tracing a Meteor-like Radian, crashing onto the Demon Idol's head.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang!
   

        Metallic buzzing and clashing noises echoed in the air, unceasing. Amidst all the attacks, the armored Demon Idols simply stood there.
   

        Like towering statues in silence, watching the assailants as they were engulfed, covered by all manner of assaults.
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        His heart was like an ancient well, flat and unrippled, even indifferent.
   

        Boulders, like meteorites, smashed down and exploded into pieces on impact, yet they could not make the demon idol's head lower by even a fraction. A golden-red dragon engulfed its form, scorched by intense heat, yet the demon idol could not even twitch a finger. Ice crystal tornadoes swept over, unable to even leave a white mark on its armor.
   

        Those attacks, which seemed so mighty and powerful they could frighten a normal person to death, appeared like child's play in front of the demon idol.
   

        The effects were so powerless, so childish, so frail.
   

        Once Casio entered his demon idol state, not even attacks from top fighters could penetrate his defenses! Only fighters of equal extreme could barely manage it, normal attacks were insufficient, it had to be either a killing move or with all their might. Such a level of defense, such a level of physique. How powerless, how desperate it must make the enemy feel.
   

        Every trick was tried, every move executed. Gambling everything, burning everything.
   

        And yet they couldn't even breach the opponent's defenses! Better to just kill oneself on the spot!
   

        "Using these flawed and cracked jujubes to stop me, to stop us?!"
   

        "All of you, get lost!"
   

        The demon idol's right hand swung fiercely, instantly shattering the mighty golden-red dragon on the spot. Its form surged forward, smashing and grinding the powerful ice crystal tornado completely flat. It strode meteorically forward, arms spread wide. It punched out repeatedly, pounding on each exotic species that faced it. Those meant to explode did so immediately; those meant to be thrown flew wildly through the air.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The huge fist suddenly stopped, and Gale howled as it rushed toward the distance.
   

        The demon idol retracted its fist, looking at the still statues in front of it.
   

        A faint smile of realization crossed its face.
   

        Five minutes later, the Secret Martial Arts World team resumed its journey, its flanks now accompanied by vast stone statues trudging along. Deep footprints spread along the path.
   

        It was unknown why these stone statues appeared on Immortal Island.
   

        Nor why they were controlled by the Pale Origin's root system.
   

        But it was certain that the group of statues was related to the demon idol. Of course, they were not of the demon idol kin, but more like creatures infected by the powerful life field of the dark ultimate entity demon idol. Similar to servants? Or perhaps a subjugated race? The statues were undoubtedly natural followers of the demon idol. As soon as Casio released the demon idol's field, many statues immediately kneeled down. Even bowing their heads in worship, as if facing a god.
   

        At Casio's command, they would comply without hesitation. Even if the order was now to have the statues wipe out the Secret Martial Arts World forces behind them!
   

        Or even to have them slaughter each other!
   

        It was this kind of servitude and worship, seemingly engraved in their DNA, that made the statues, even when controlled by Pale Origin, unable to act against Casio. Instead, with a mere wave of his hand, Casio made the statue group defy the absolute orders of the Pale Origin, starting to attack other obstructive exotic species.
   

        After Casio cleared the Pale roots from their bodies, the orders he issued became even more unobstructed and smooth. This was equivalent to Casio effortlessly gaining a group of strong subordinates, which might be of use in the future.
   

        In this regard, he indeed had to thank the Pale Origin.
   

        In the center of Ash Boundary, a half-dead giant tree burned fiercely.
   

        Large branches and leaves lost their vitality, turning into continuous ash drifting towards the sky, swept away by the Gale towards every corner.
   

        "Seven minutes, they only held them off for seven minutes…"
   

        The will of the Pale Origin fluctuated constantly at the moment, much more agitated than usual. These invaders' momentum couldn't be stopped!
   

        It was all due to the damnable Yan Yang and White Bird—if it wasn't for their joint scheme against it, weakening it, forcibly achieving a terrifying balance. How could Pale Origin possibly fear these ants, regardless of how numerous they were, or that the leader was close to the Saint Fist. If only it could free up its hands, wiping them out would just be a matter of time.
   

        But the trouble now was that Pale Origin couldn't spare its hands!
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist, Yan Yang Sacred Fist were both watching it. The moment it shifted or divided its power, they would take advantage of the vulnerability, breaking the balance. It was highly likely that it would then fall into the bottomless abyss.
   

        If lucky, with a slight loss of balance, its condition would gradually deteriorate. The process of power loss might last hundreds to thousands of years before it died.
   

        If unlucky, it would be incinerated to ash by the exploding Undying Flames on the spot.
   

        As for what the situation was, it all depended on luck and immediate reactions.
   

        If you responded properly, there was hope to be the first; if not, you'd be fast-tracked to the second. Either way, death was inevitable; the only difference was the timing of death.
   

        "Spare no effort to get back here! Use the fastest speed!"
   

        The will of the Pale Origin fluctuated, issuing orders to the people of Paradise.
   

        But in truth, Paradise was probably too late. By the time they arrived, the members of the Secret Martial Arts World would have already begun their attack on the Pale Origin. Now, the only hope for the Pale Origin was that their destructive and lethal power was lower, ideally not enough to breach its defenses. Until the reinforcements from Paradise could arrive, it could only sustain minimal damage and depletion.
   

        In this way, it could still continue to barely maintain a fragile balance.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The golden red flames on the body of the Pale Origin suddenly soared, and amidst the demonically dancing flames, a blurred and distorted human face appeared.
   

        The enormous face hovered high above, looking down on the Pale Origin: "Your will has undergone violent fluctuations; something has happened in the outer world. Hehehe, something very unfavorable to you..."
   

        Thud!
   

        In the distance, amid the sweeping ash, a faint, tremendous noise could be heard.
   

        The enormous face abruptly turned, looking toward the distant parts within the Ash Boundary. Its face, ablaze with flames, twisted into a grotesquely wide smile.
   

        "Hahaha! Hahaha!"
   

        Laughter, unrestrained and unbridled laughter, echoed without any inhibitions.
   

        "It's not the outer world; it's here, right here! Your enemies have breached in, they're coming for you, aiming to destroy you!" The fiery face contorted, stretching upwards in a grotesque manner: "No matter which forces they belong to, I must lend a hand! To make you comfortable!"
   

        Thunderous booming! Thunderous booming!
   

        The Undying Flames all over the body of the Pale Origin suddenly burst into an intense inferno, visibly gathering into the sky, forming an even larger golden red skull. The consumption began at a rate three to five times faster than usual!
   

        And moreover, it was rising at a slow but firm pace.
   

        When the members of the Secret Martial Arts World appeared in the sweeping ash and Casio stopped in his tracks from afar. The intensity of the Undying Flames had already reached ten times the normal level! The air was extremely distorted, as if even the space itself was burned through, slightly blackened. White ash spewed out like large clumps of dandelions, being swept away by the vortex, forming tornadoes.
   

        "Madman! Madman! You this madman!"
   

        The will of the Pale Origin fluctuated urgently. In its eyes, Yan Yang Sacred Fist truly seemed like a madman, crazier than the dark creatures. Intentionally letting the roots take root and absorb, thus engaging in a battle that hurt the enemy a thousand and self eight hundred in eternal torment. Despite enduring pain from incineration at a hellish level, its will managed to remain clear, continuing to apply more flames onto itself.
   

        "Hahahaha!" Yan Yang Sacred Fist said nothing, merely laughing wildly.
   

        Crack crack crack...
   

        In the center of the boundary, the Pale Origin was regenerating at ten times the normal speed to maintain its own size. Moreover, it retracted its roots that had spread everywhere, curling them up to form fort-like clumps of rootstocks.
   

        The Pale Origin planned to use this kind of defense to withstand the assault from the crowd.
   

        "Thunderous booming..."
   

        The sky exploded, the tree crowns obscured the sun, and flames terrifyingly blazed.
   

        Casio stood below, looking up at this scene in silence.
   

        His azure blue pupils reflected the golden red firelight, a blaze so fierce it seemed capable of igniting everything. It was unclear whether it was the reflection of the Undying Flames, or Casio's own longing and combativeness as he finally faced a true dark ultimate form. He had been waiting for this day for a very long time...
   

        Ding! Ding ding ding ding...
   

        The formidable body's surface, purple and red stars shone brightly, radiantly interweaving. A total of over a hundred, they emitted a beautiful yet dangerous color. Inside the body, the surging power of Southern Dou's Power galloped ceaselessly, the terrifying force flowing rapidly like high-temperature magma.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1030: 525 Killing the Pale Origin (4000)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Blood boiled fiercely, will kept climbing, reaching its peak in an instant. The aura and momentum around him expanded suddenly, creating a semicircular arc as the twisted air took shape. The densely falling ash was swept away, his dominating will allowing no foreign matter to enter his aura. A rich and powerful Qi emerged, filling every inch.
   

        Scarlet enveloped Casio's figure like a roaring river.
   

        "Southern Dipper Successor?!"
   

        Atop the vast tree crown, a massive face formed of golden red flames suddenly cast its gaze downward, showing a flicker of surprise. But joy soon followed, even tinged with expectation. The joy stemmed from the current situation where a Southern Dipper Successor, nearing the Holy Fist Realm, had appeared—his Southern Dipper Secret Transmission was a powerful counter to the undying nature of dark creatures, possessing extreme lethality. The calculations of Pale Origin might be dashed, as it was bound to suffer severe damage!
   

        The fragile balance would be disrupted, and the Undying Flames would take the upper hand. Gradually, they would burn the Pale Origin into ash completely.
   

        A long-standing entanglement of thousands of years was about to find a turning point today!
   

        Of course, Yan Yang Holy Fist was delighted.
   

        And the expectation was for the future.
   

        Even amongst masters of the Holy Fist level, there were only three from the Southern Dipper Vein, who also served as the three main pillars in the frontal battlefield against the Endless Calamity in The Deep World. Now, suddenly, there came a hopeful Southern Dipper Successor who could reach the Holy Fist level—how could one not be expectant?
   

        If he succeeded, he would become the fourth Holy Fist level Southern Dipper. If he kept growing, with time, he could become a central pillar in The Deep World, significantly impacting the human situation.
   

        Boom, boom, boom...
   

        The Undying Flames fluctuated, as if sensing the emotional shift of Yan Yang Holy Fist for a moment. The golden red light grew brilliantly bright, becoming increasingly luminous.
   

        "Southern Dipper?!"
   

        The Pale Origin also sensed this tyrannical aura belonging to the South Dou Red Vulture Fist. It remembered this sensation profoundly and could never mistake it. In the World of Calamities, during its ancient encounters even older than with Yan Yang Holy Fist, it had the misfortune of confronting the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist before the latter had clashed with the Totem King. The Pale Origin, quite arrogantly, moved forward to fight, only to be chased by a horrific Blood Vulture, leading to a panicked flight. Holes punctured from beak strikes adorned its tree body, mighty as a mountain, turning the vast pale tree crown into a world of its own, with claws tearing away much of it, nearly breaking the tree body.
   

        At the heart of the tree, there lay a deep fist imprint.
   

        It was just shy of striking a vital spot to leave the Pale Origin behind.
   

        It fled in a sorry state. Only when several dark ultimate bodies intervened, temporarily blocking the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, did the Pale Origin catch a breather. Later, it took quite some time to heal its wounds. The killing power of fully mastered Deathfang Power was too strong, lasted too long, and greatly suppressed the immortality of dark creatures. The Pale Origin was tormented for a long while before it managed to expel all the Deathfang Power from its body, or slowly extinguished it with its vast vitality.
   

        Thus, the Pale Origin was sensitive to the aura of the Southern Dou's Power.
   

        It recognized Casio's identity almost at the same moment as Yan Yang Holy Fist.
   

        Facing him up close, it immediately felt that annoying aura.
   

        "Not good! The lethality of Southern Dou's Power..."
   

        The Pale Origin instantly realized this.
   

        It had no choice but to take action forcibly! The cost of invoking power to instantly kill Casio at this moment was definitely smaller than allowing Casio to continue causing destruction!
   

        This was the deterrent power of Southern Dipper Secret Transmission Southern Dou's Power.
   

        "Kill him first! Just like that!"
   

        The Pale Origin made the decision without any hesitation.
   

        Click, click, click, click!
   

        Without any warning, a root as thick as a pale steel scale-covered stem coiled and compressed to the extreme. The next second, the root was released. Boom!!! One of the most robust five roots of the Pale Origin, resembling a small mountain in size and weight, swept across!
   

        The air burst inch by inch, the airflow compressed inch by inch.
   

        A terrifying aura locked down the entire area where Casio stood, a rectangular piece of ground nearly a hundred meters wide and nearly a kilometer long violently collapsed and sank. However, the attack from the Pale Origin had not even arrived yet.
   

        Crackle, crackle, crackle...
   

        A dense array of Supreme Thunder Ripples instantly covered the surface of the root. At a glance, it seemed a massive thunder staff flew over!
   

        "You can't kill me!!!"
   

        At that moment, a roar surged from the sunken pit.
   

        Casio trod on the ground, head held high, eyes blazing with fury. His three hearts thumped wildly, thump! Thump! Thump! The resonance they caused almost made his blood boil completely, as hot as spewing magma. Every cell screamed and roared.
   

        Fight! Fight! Fight! Fight! Fight!
   

        The human heart was like a drumbeat of frequent frequency, the Golem Heart resembled a blood-cloaked drum only sounding when hammered. The Heart of the Overlord Fist was like a core undergoing nuclear reaction, its extreme heat and bright light fiercely splattering.
   

        "South Dou Red Vulture Fist! Secret Skill Decisive Kill, Beak of the Blood Vultures!!!"
   

        That towering black figure, arms suddenly raised, stretched up towards the high sky. Left hand forward, right hand back, like a terrifying human-shaped rhinoceros beetle. Two red waterfalls surged upward, steam boiling and swirling.
   

        A dangerous vortex formed around his shoulders and atop his head.
   

        It resembled scales as well as flames, wings stretching toward the sky.
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        Casio's eyes were blood-red, and he firmly stepped on the ground. A torrent of red steam fell like a gauze from the top of his head, forming a canopy-like cover.
   

        Fifty-one acupuncture points lit up, shining like scarlet stars. With a pop, under the terrifying pressure of the Ultimate Dark Entity, another acupuncture point unexpectedly broke through. Fifty-two acupuncture points resonated, and the shrill cry of the raptor shook the earth, the domineering will roaring out from his mind.
   

        Boom!
   

        A gigantic raptor skull burst forth from the red mist emanating from Casio's body. It was immense, easily several times the size of a train engine. The metallic gleaming beak opened inch by inch, fierce and terrifying. The crimson eyes seemed to drip blood, shedding tears.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The Beak of the Blood Vultures soared upward, the massive skull shooting up to collide with the Thunder Staff in the high altitude. A terrifying explosion occurred between them.
   

        Rings of mushroom clouds flew toward the sky, the shock wave clearing all the ashes within several kilometers. The two massive creatures clashed fiercely!
   

        Bang!
   

        Casio's eyes seemed to emit a scarlet divine light as he furiously punched forward. The Beak of the Blood Vultures howled again, clashing with the Thunder Tree Root of the Pale Origin. The forces of the two colliding repeatedly, creating a sound like a sonic boom. In a blink of an eye, they clashed over thirty times. Their strength poured out wildly, like a dam that had been opened.
   

        "Blood Vulture Beak, Demon Fang Spiral!"
   

        A variation, this was a killing move variation! Casio was not the type of boxer without creativity but had his own understanding. Feng Liusi's original Blood Vulture Beak was powerful and perfect, but Casio felt its penetrating power could go even further. Thus, he developed a variation!
   

        Crack, crack, crack, crack, the howling Deathfang Power appeared like sharp tusks, layer upon layer covering the surface of the Beak of the Blood Vultures. In the blink of an eye, it formed a presence that bore both biological and metallic weapon characteristics. It looked like a drill in the shape of a bird's head.
   

        Buzz!!!!
   

        The Beak of the Blood Vultures spun rapidly, forming a huge tornado directly behind it. Ding! Ding ding ding ding! The South Dou Red Vulture Fist's killing move collided once again with the Thunder Staff transformed from the rootstocks of the Pale Origin.
   

        With a loud explosion!
   

        A figure in tattered black clothes was sent flying, skimming over the ground like a stone skipping across water. He slid for hundreds of meters before coming to a stop.
   

        He dragged a long trench in the ground.
   

        Thump. Casio slapped the ground with his palm, stopping the recoil while he stood up. From extreme motion to extreme stillness, it took only a blink of an eye. He stood firm, looked down at his fists—skin and knuckles worn raw—and revealed a grim smile. Teeth tight and aligned like a fierce beast's tusks, blood seeping between them, flowing toward the corners of his mouth.
   

        Looking at the other side.
   

        One of the Pale Origin's five thick rootstocks transformed into the Thunder Staff was short by a large section—broken cleanly at a third! The cross-section was jagged, showing traces of a drill rampage.
   

        Looking at the ground now, amidst the thick piles of rock, a deep pit led straight underground for nearly a thousand meters. There, the Beak of the Blood Vultures, half-transformed into a metallic weapon, lay quietly, its eyes as red as a light source.
   

        This move resulted in mutual damage!
   

        But the moods of both parties were entirely different.
   

        The Pale Origin was incredibly furious, yet also astonished. Before making its full move, it had greatly overestimated Casio's strength, almost close to that of the Saint Fist. Thus, the Pale Origin's recent move was already its most extreme effort to prevent the full bursting of Yan Yang Saint Fist.
   

        However, rather than an overwhelming situation, it was nearly a tie, one where both sides suffered. One of its thickest rootstocks was cut by a third, weakening its power further.
   

        It seemed possible now to foresee a bleak and miserable future.
   

        This contrast in expectations intensified the fury of the Pale Origin to an incomparable degree. It surged around with all its roots, like an ocean of trees, waves surging and rolling. The other four thickest rootstocks stretched out, crackling and covered with various supreme ripples.
   

        The potent and terrifying aura made even the sky tremble.
   

        The ground cracked, the soil inside surging like a tide.
   

        Boom!!! Unquenchable Flames ignited once again, spreading like a rich viscous liquid. Yan Yang Saint Fist was all-out, suppressing and weakening the power of Pale Origin. Sadly, to keep the Pale Origin tightly entangled, it had transformed into an alternative existence of flames. Thus, it was difficult to block like a solid body for Casio, only able to reduce the power of the roots.
   

        "Retreat quickly! The Pale Origin is planning to go down fighting!"
   

        The reminder from Yan Yang Saint Fist abruptly reached Casio's ears.
   

        The scene unfolding before him was indeed as described. The ground was gradually cracking and collapsing, forming valleys and abysses. Amid these massive cracks, dense and robust root systems climbed up. They appeared like pale skeletal frameworks, gathering, entwining, and expanding.
   

        It seemed as if layers of enormous pythons and dragons were mating, giving birth.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        Four giant stalks that shot into the sky ignited, their surfaces gleaming brightly. There were flames the color of magma, icy crystals resembling cold scales, terrifyingly twisting tornadoes, completely white metallic hardened coverings. The terrifying power of the Ultimate Dark Entity burst forth!
   

        A ring of black fluid expanded in sight, occupying the world.
   

        This was the Dark Ultimate Entity, even if only half a body remained, even if constrained by the full force of a formidable Saint Fist, even if tricked and trapped in place by the White Bird Sacred Fist. Its all-out burst was still as unstoppable as an entire heaven and earth bearing down!
   

        Other than being crushed, a body of flesh and blood had no other fate!
   

        "Retreat quickly! You cannot block this move!"
   

        Yan Yang Sacred Fist kindly reminded again.
   

        However, Casio stood in place dumbfounded like a puppet.
   

        As if he heard nothing.
   

        "Successor of Nan Dou! Retreat now, don't act tough in this situation!" Urgency rarely appeared on the fiery face of Yan Yang Sacred Fist.
   

        On the Ashes Land, Casio slowly raised his head, watching the four root systems intertwined with different Supreme Ripple Forces rising towards the high skies.
   

        His gaze was hollow, looking towards the distance, into some unknown darkness.
   

        His lips moved, as if murmuring to himself.
   

        "Did you hear that?"
   

        "The sound of the Water Bird..."
   

        Chirp!
   

        In the chaos of darkness, a faint sound of a water bird slowly transmitted. At first very weak, almost like an illusion. But then it grew louder and stronger, eventually filling the entire ear, flooding the entire brain. It excluded all other sounds of the world, only that bird call remained.
   

        Chirp!!!
   

        Whoosh
   

        A gaunt silhouette, like an elegant water bird, naturally extended its arms, caressing the air currents. It was the air currents actively pushing him, not him breaking through the air currents. For a moment, it seemed as if a white bird took flight.
   

        Gliding lightly, descending leisurely.
   

        Then... Bang!!!!!!!!
   

        A punch swung out, a claw as monumental as a mountain emerged from the void, blocking all sources of light. The claw was so enormous, so terrifying, so majestic. Unstoppable! It inched towards the four roots of the Pale Origin.
   

        Bang! Crack! Bang! Crack!
   

        Explosion, rupture! Explosion, rupture!
   

        Two thick roots, like wild dragons, were instantly burst open.
   

        And weirdly, shards flying into midair disappeared the next second, as if devoured by an invisible, mysterious enormous mouth. Like snowflakes falling in the heat of summer, evaporating before hitting the ground.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh! Whoosh whoosh whoosh!
   

        A spine resembling silver-white metallic steel.
   

        And weirdly, shards flying into midair disappeared the next second, as if devoured by an invisible, mysterious enormous mouth. Like snowflakes falling in the heat of summer, evaporating before hitting the ground.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh! Whoosh whoosh whoosh!
   

        A spine resembling silver-white metallic steel.
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        The Saint Fist wielder, rightly and marvelously mighty.
   

        With a mind unified in purpose, moving and resting as if a Saint of the Fist.
   

        When Casio saw the pristine Water Bird, everything around him seemed like a scroll whose ink had faded to blankness, leaving only the soaring silhouette of the Water Bird imprinted deeply upon it. Suddenly, three adjectives flooded his mind: elegant, majestic, and tinged with a hint of brutality.
   

        Yes, brutality.
   

        Beneath that gentlemanly and refined exterior lurked a body akin to a monstrous beast. The occasionally revealed, faint aura was chilling, evoking both reverence and fear. Those who isolate themselves are either beasts or deities. And now, the Water Bird seemed like both, embodying both animalistic and divine traits simultaneously.
   

        This kind of description could also be applied to the other two Southern Dipper Secret Transmissions. The South Dou Red Vulture Fist was where beastliness overwhelmingly overpowered the divine aspect. Dominated by bloodthirst and slaughter, it was as brutal as a raptor too hungry to bear. Its domineering will nakedly followed the laws of the food chain, seeking to control and conquer everything with a strong desire.
   

        The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, cold and indifferent, saw nothing else. It focused solely on self-enhancement, drawing strength from within the spirit and the self.
   

        Like a deity devoid of carnal desires, living a monk-like existence, yet relishing it. Possessing powerful strength, yet extremely restraining itself—was this not the perfect template of a deity? With the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, divinity overshadowed beastliness.
   

        Both the Red Vulture and the Sonic Snake had become somewhat extreme, mastering one aspect so completely that they hardly seemed human. In contrast, the Water Bird Fist, much like humans, possessed both divinity and beastliness, a complex and contradictory unity. Of course, compared to ordinary people, the divine and animalistic traits of the Water Bird Fist were far too powerful, robust and towering like a pillar reaching the heavens.
   

        A spiral entwining upwards, together forming the pinnacle of humanity.
   

        Elegant, yet brutal. Majestic, yet ferocious.
   

        Casio's pupils gradually focused. In that moment, he had comprehended many things, deepening his understanding of the three different ultimate paths of the Saint Fist, Dominant Fist, and Extreme Fist. So far, he had encountered the three Saint-level Casios of the Southern Dipper lineage. The corpse of the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist in the fourth layer of the Oyon Ruins, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist of the World of Calamities seen in the Dark Creatures Experiment Field, and the White Bird Sacred Fist currently relentlessly battering the Pale Origin.
   

        Sometimes, traveling and experiencing such epiphanies comes just like this. Seeing with one's own eyes, feeling it firsthand, and cementing it in one's mind. At a certain moment, enlightenment strikes. Ah, so that's what it is, so that's how the essence and differences of fists are.
   

        When you understand, many things unfold before your eyes.
   

        Your realm and will also undergo a purification. With more purifications, one naturally becomes a saint, a tyrant, an extremity.
   

        Buzz, buzz, buzz...
   

        A daze hovered by Casio's ear, as if a resonance occurred. With another blink, he saw a gigantic White Bird vibrating its wings in the sky.
   

        A dramatic metal barb feather plummeted like a meteor.
   

        And collided with a huge root swung by the Pale Origin.
   

        Bang!
   

        An Explosion occurred in an instant, forming a rapidly expanding golden red mushroom cloud. In the next second, as if devoured by a gigantic maw, the mushroom cloud vanished without a trace, as though nothing had happened.
   

        However, the supreme Ripple root, just released by the Pale Origin and comparable in size to a two hundred-meter python, also disappeared along with the mushroom cloud, leaving no trace, and not even ashes or debris were seen.
   

        Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, Barbed Feather Energy. Characteristics: devouring annihilation, simple and domineering effects. Wherever the Force touched, it seemed as if an invisible maw had gnawed there, mysteriously missing a piece. Indeed, these things hadn't just vanished, but were atomized by the vibrations of the Force into particles too fine for the naked eye, completely merging into the air. In terms of dramatic effect, this mysterious devouring and disappearance were even more shocking than Deathfang Power and Echo Strength.
   

        Just like the matter of the Real World being waved away into nothingness.
   

        How could this not incite fear?
   

        Swoosh!
   

        Mid-air, a gaunt figure with white hair soared like a Water Bird.
   

        Each punch and kick, each leap and shift, seemed to contain complex Boxing Theory, perfect in attack and defense without any flaw.
   

        Arms joined into a blade, elegantly cutting through the air. The airflow seemed to actively boost it, continuously propelling it faster. It seemed that the arm of the White Bird Saint Spring skimmed through the air like skipping stones, each ripple speeding it up further. Eventually, it even traced a white afterimage arc in the air, with thousands of overlaid Qi-filled arms aligned side by side.
   

        Thump!
   

        This punch landed directly on the huge Tree Trunk of the Pale Origin.
   

        With a hum, a large chunk was missing from the side of the trunk.
   

        Revealing a deep, gigantic Black Hole.
   

        "Roar!!!!"
   

        The bark surface of the Pale Origin twisted and gathered, forming a terrifying Face. It roared furiously, its eyes dead set on the White Bird Sacred Fist.
   

        "How could you appear here! Why are you here? Before her death, the Moon God unleashed all her Original curse, combined with the Devil Lake's Death Abyss Seal, added to the joint efforts of the four ultimate dark entities! You were supposed to be banished to the Black Abyss Sea, unable to step a foot onto the continent of the World of Calamities! Why... why are you here?"
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        As for the Pale Origin, there was disbelief mingled with anger.
   

        During the ancient war, when the conflict reached its climax, the highest beings from both the human and dark creature camps perished.
   

        The most famous and most influential of these was the fall of the Moon God, the ultimate form of darkness, ranked eleventh among the Endless Calamities. It was far stronger than the Pale Origin, which was ranked sixteenth.
   

        The Moon God was only a step away from the top ten ultimate dark beings and, given time, it could have crossed that threshold.
   

        Because the Moon God had emerged not long before, it was still in a period of rapid and powerful ascension. Yet, this period was cut short by the White Bird Sacred Fist. That battle took place over Devil Lake, the birthplace of the Moon God, where it had the geographic advantage and several other ultimate dark beings secretly watching over.
   

        The dark creatures thought they had a good chance. Even if they couldn't kill the White Bird Sacred Fist, they could entangle it in a standoff.
   

        However, the actual fight utterly defied expectations.
   

        The Moon God fell too quickly, crumbling away like dry wood before a raging fire, retreating in complete disarray.
   

        Over Devil Lake, as the White Bird swooped down and shattered the enormous Blood Moon, sixty-six brilliant stars appeared in the firmament of the World of Calamities, forming the Demon Bird Seat! The power of the White Bird Sacred Fist resonated and reflected, even managing to directly penetrate the Surface world.
   

        This filled all other ultimate dark beings with astonishment and terror.
   

        Right at that time, the Moon God unleashed its ultimate curse, triggering the Death Abyss Seal of Devil Lake. Both were inflicted upon the White Bird Sacred Fist, plunging it into a brief period of weakness. Therefore, four ultimate dark beings, ranked between ten and twenty-five of the Endless Calamities, joined forces at a heavy cost to intervene against the human adversaries and attempted to kill the White Bird Sacred Fist, but they failed to do so, managing only to exile it.
   

        Thus, for the long years that followed, the White Bird Sacred Fist has been hunting the giant sea creatures in the Deep sea and struggled to set foot on land. For once it entered the land, the Death Abyss Seal would yank at its body, dragging it towards the boundless deep sea. And the curse laid down by the Moon God entwined with the Blood Moon of the World of Calamities. Underneath the Blood Moon, the White Bird Sacred Fist would attract an infinite compression of power, potentially drawing all the moonlight of the entire realm.
   

        If it were an ordinary Saint Fist, it might be crushed into Qi on the spot. Even the White Bird Sacred Fist could hardly defy the power of the world.
   

        After all, the World of Calamities belonged to the disasters, where dark creatures held the home-field advantage. The camps of the Saint Fists belonged to the Real World, but they were unwilling to let their homes, their rear, become the battlefield. They took the initiative to attack the enemies' lairs, thus putting themselves at a disadvantage in terms of timing and terrain. But this was a necessary choice, for if the Real World was destroyed, it means that the living forces of mankind would be essentially cut off from constant replenishment.
   

        And thus, ruin would become inevitable.
   

        Above the Ashes Land, the Pale Origin was utterly suppressed. Its dense network of roots coiled defensively. Of its five thickest roots, only one and a half remained. At the beginning of the battle, Casio had broken half of one, and the White Bird Sacred Fist had destroyed three more.
   

        Its strength continued to dwindle, its state steadily declining.
   

        The Undying Flames on the surface of the Pale Origin's body were further kicking it while it was down at this moment. The Yan Yang Sacred Fist forcibly stimulated the flames, reaching its most vigorous state of combustion. Even Yan Yang Sacred Fist felt a blur in its will amidst such horrific incineration, as if on the verge of collapsing in agony.
   

        And the Pale Origin felt this torture as if it was its own. Its large face on the surface of the roots twisted as it opened its mouth in a silent scream.
   

        Its entire giant Tree Crown spread outward, trembling incessantly like an epileptic patient. The flames of incineration spread to every corner.
   

        The Yan Yang Sacred Fist was cooperating with the White Bird Sacred Fist.
   

        Seizing this opportunity, they intended to completely kill the Pale Origin!!!
   

        With this, his mission would be completed...
   

        Boom! The Pale Origin danced wildly amidst the flames, its body repeatedly ravaged by invisible jaws. With each bite, a chunk of the towering tree trunk was lost. The Water Bird turned into a wisp of white smoke, gliding past like lightning, steadily defeating and dismembering the Pale Origin.
   

        Below the burning Tree Crown, Casio stood quietly. He watched, with a mix of intoxication and greed, as the three supreme beings entwined in their struggle.
   

        The surges in his heart, the yearning within, were about to overflow.
   

        "Now, I am still unable to stand shoulder to shoulder or resist them."
   

        "However, I already have the means to injure the Dark Entity..."
   

        Casio slowly clenched his fist, instantly enveloped in a swirling aura of two colors. He refused to be a mere spectator. The only option was to join the battle, he must join the battle.
   

        Even if he only assisted from the sidelines, even if it was just gilding the lily.
   

        Only by stepping into the battlefield of Saint Fist level could Casio feel truly satisfied.
   

        Boom!
   

        The South Dou Red Vulture Fist, South Dou Sonic Serpent Fist, resonating in unison. A surging purple-red waterfall descended, like a flash flood, rushing towards the Pale Origin. Bang bang bang bang! The moment the two forces collided, a violent reaction occurred. This was the Sonic Fang Force, the existence with four characteristics.
   

        South Dou Extreme Power!
   

        Even on the body of the Dark Entity, it could cause continuous destruction. Dozens of roots of the Pale Origin were simultaneously destroyed or exploded into the air, shaking into slag. Or they twisted into spirals, tearing apart into a state of decomposition.
   

        "Force fusion!"
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist gliding through high altitude, paused briefly in its gaze, the admiration in its eyes growing thicker. It did not care how Casio had done it, whether he modified the Secret Martial Art, used a special tool, or external power. In any case, Casio had done it; he had successfully fused the Deathfang Power with the Echo Strength.
   

        "Good lad, it was worth the great cost for me to step onto land..."
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist dived down from above, with a thud, it struck the Pale Origin, boring a huge hole in it before soaring towards the high altitude again.
   

        "I was originally worried that the gift I forcibly brought from the World of Calamities to the Real World was too substantial. There was a possibility it might be too much too soon, or even had a certain chance of destroying you. Now it seems I was overthinking it. You have completely mastered my gift..." the White Bird Sacred Fist descended a second time from the sky.
   

        Thud.
   

        A giant claw of a water bird emerged from the void, blocking right above Casio's head. A huge invisible root descending from the sky was firmly held in place, with unbelievably refined supreme Ripples wrapped around it.
   

        Crack!!!
   

        With a slash of the claw, the plant's root broke into several sections and dispersed like sandstorms, becoming invisible. Meanwhile, the distant Pale Origin roared in anger, annoyed that its reprisal and stealth attack had been uncovered and obstructed.
   

        Casio still maintained the pouring of power within his body, and turned his head to look toward the gaunt silhouette not far ahead, a voice came to his ears.
   

        "Kid, your Qi must have nearly reached the limit just below Saint Fist, right? To break through the Saint Fist bottleneck, you must refine your Qi to the extreme, sublimated to a crystalline state. I can feel that your Qi is much more substantial than that of a typical Ultimate Fighter, which also means that the step for you to refine your Qi in the future, will be even more difficult and take longer."
   

        The elderly voice paused briefly, then continued.
   

        "But now, there's a shortcut right before your eyes. After the Pale Origin was entangled and balanced by Yan Yang, a kind of tree seed formed. Using these tree seeds in combination with the Undying Flames can greatly accelerate the speed of Qi refining..."
   

        "Kid, your Qi must have nearly reached the limit just below Saint Fist, right? To break through the Saint Fist bottleneck, you must refine your Qi to the extreme, sublimated to a crystalline state. I can feel that your Qi is much more substantial than that of a typical Ultimate Fighter, which also means that the step for you to refine your Qi in the future, will be even more difficult and take longer."
   

        The elderly voice paused briefly, then continued.
   

        "But now, there's a shortcut right before your eyes. After the Pale Origin was entangled and balanced by Yan Yang, a kind of tree seed formed. Using these tree seeds in combination with the Undying Flames can greatly accelerate the speed of Qi refining..."
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        The White Bird Sacred Fist was pragmatic, no fanciful tricks at all.
   

        Upon the first encounter with Casio, the Nan Dou Successor, it was mentioned that a generous gift would be bestowed. And now, there was talk of excavating the heart of the Tree from the Pale Origin of the Ultimate Dark Entity to complement the Undying Flames of the Yan Yang Sacred Fist.
   

        This provided optimal conditions for the Qi refinement Casio was about to undergo.
   

        Even between teacher and student, it could hardly be more generous.
   

        Under the sky filled with white ash, the teams from the Secret Martial Arts World and Black Rain Villa were besieging and destroying the dense network of roots surrounding the Pale Origin. Of course, when described as dense, that was relative to the five main roots as thick as pillars themselves. Even the shortest and thinnest among them was the size of a building, terrifyingly powerful.
   

        They were also imbued with Supreme Ripple energy, with overwhelming force.
   

        Bang!
   

        Ripple Master Mongki suddenly opened and closed his right hand with bulging veins, and in the next second, clenched it tightly. The middle finger adorned with the Thunder Ripple Ring shone brilliantly.
   

        A violet Ripple giant hand surged toward the sky, smashing into a pale root that swiped across. With a massive blast, two fingers of the hand of thunder burst apart. A hole approximately the size of several rooms appeared on the pale root, but that was just a scratch on the massive root, not a significant injury.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The hand of thunder and the pale root struck each other repeatedly. The exploding ripples of the two colors formed sparkling lights that fluttered down from the sky, gradually fading away.
   

        Boom! After the final collision, the hand of thunder completely shattered.
   

        Ripple Master Mongki, in midair, suddenly somersaulted and landed among the ranks of Black Rain Villa. He steadied himself, looking warily toward the explosion site. A pale root, resembling a giant python with pale scales, danced in the air, covered with a dirt-yellow Ripple. Its surface bore fine traces of destruction, especially at the tip, which was shortened by about one-fifth. Mongki felt a pang of frustration at the sight of the results of his hard-fought battle.
   

        This entity known as Pale Origin behind the scenes of Immortal Island was the true hidden hand behind thousands of years of the Ripple master organizations.
   

        It was too powerful, almost beyond the resistance of humans.
   

        Mongki himself was one of the top four in Black Rain Villa, wielding an ancestor's Supreme Ring of Thunder Spirit, with strength almost on par with the current Bing Ling. Yet, his full strength couldn't destroy even one root. It's worth noting that the root Mongki chose was not one of the thickest five roots of the Pale Origin, nor even the second tier that contained dozens, but rather the hundreds of roots in the third tier.
   

        If you consider that...
   

        To contain these third-tier roots would require at least a hundred masters of Mongki's level. What about the second-tier roots, or the first-tier? The situation became even more despairing. Is this the truth? The existence of Paradise, the so-called eternal life, relied on an incredibly powerful source indeed! No wonder the past Thunder Spirit told him to flee desperately and never to investigate the truth behind the scenes or step foot on Immortal Island again.
   

        If this mission comprised only the forces of Black Rain Villa led by him and the fearsome Black Dragon, they would probably have turned into a pile of bones by now, becoming nourishment for the tree roots, reduced to dregs. Fortunately, he had previously allied with Casio and offered the Ancient White Bone Tree for their mutual advance and retreat.
   

        "That silhouette of the White Bird, and that golden red flame ascending into the high sky, what exactly are they? To have actually suppressed such a terrifying entity behind Paradise, tilting the scale of victory..."
   

        Mongki murmured to himself, his eyes reflecting white light and firelight.
   

        On the other hand, in the Secret Martial Arts World camp.
   

        All the fighters were excited, ecstatic beyond words.
   

        Because they had witnessed the Sacred Fist, two Sacred Fists!!! The blazing, fervent Qi, the elegant and cruel Qi that transformed into a White Bird. So beautiful, so powerful, so desirable!
   

        Is this the ultimate expression and cultivation of Secret Martial Art?
   

        Every punch, every kick seemed to contain the secrets of the world, interpreting endless Boxing Theory. Every attack caused pain and trembling in this being akin to the World Tree, creating through holes and cavities on the surface of its trunk. The gliding water bird left an imprint on everyone's hearts!
   

        A sense of indescribable holiness filled their chests.
   

        "I can die without regrets now that I've seen the Sacred Fist in full action in my lifetime..." said an old fighter with white hair looking up at the sky, his face filled with a look of age and vicissitude, tears welling up in his eyes.
   

        "To see two Sacred Fists at once, hahaha..." said a slightly younger fighter whose spirit was incredibly aroused, with bright, spirited eyes, almost boiling with Qi: "The master did not deceive me; the Sacred Fist that rivals the heavens indeed exists. That desirable Realm is not a fantasy..."
   

        "It's an honor, truly exhilarating, to fight alongside two Sacred Fists." A hearty, vigorous man wrapped in Qi, bursting forth like a shell, collided with the roots. His comment was, in fact, a self-aggrandizing statement. It wasn't just him; even the entirety of the Secret Martial Arts World team was merely a support for the two Sacred Fists, hardly even the icing on the cake. Of course, if you stretch it, it could be seen that way. To fight alongside Sacred Fists was indeed an honor for a Secret Martial Artist.
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        Under the violently burning tree crown, Casio quickly recovered his strength and breath.
   

        He had just consecutively used the lethal secret skills "Blood Bald Mouth" and the explosive "Sonic Fang Torrent," which consumed a great deal of energy. An ordinary Ultimate Fighter might have been close to exhaustion by now, but Casio possessed a Golem Physique. A brief rest had already replenished the power in his body.
   

        Looking up into the distance, the battle between the three monsters had intensified.
   

        The Pale Origin had thrown caution to the wind, initiating hyper-speed regeneration. The three and a half main stems that had originally broken off were now regrowing, restoring its combat power to its peak condition. The cost, however, was a significant reduction of its massive size and the Undying Flames burning even more fiercely.
   

        This was a typical trade-off of long-term benefits for short-term combat strength.
   

        The optimal form that maintained a balance between the Pale Origin and the Undying Flames had been actively disrupted by itself. Each time its form shrank, the Undying Flames grew stronger. In the future, the time until the Pale Origin was completely incinerated would be even shorter. Its hyper-speed regeneration could no longer keep up with the fierce incineration of the flames.
   

        "It's time to add more fuel to the fire..."
   

        Casio muttered to himself and suddenly took out the Ancient White Bone Tree from his bosom.
   

        His Qi dissipated, and the ancient tree was fully exposed to the air.
   

        Instantly, the three battling figures all turned their attention in his direction.
   

        Especially the Pale Origin, the twisted faces on its trunk almost bursting with rage. Countless roots rolled over the ground like waves.
   

        It was as though numerous pythons and dragons were lunging towards Casio.
   

        Chirp!
   

        A Water Bird positioned itself in front of Casio, standing its ground firmly.
   

        One man to guard the pass, and ten thousand unable to break through. All the approaching forces were crushed and devoured as if a tuft of alcohol had evaporated out of thin air.
   

        "As long as I do not allow it, any of your methods, any outburst, will not get close to him. Don't waste your effort; just die quietly under the fierce flames..."
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist's aged voice sounded.
   

        "Roar, roar, roar, roar..."
   

        The Undying Flames enveloping the entire Pale Origin plant surged even more violently, spewing out like volcanic magma. It spread nearly a kilometer away, looking like a giant hand stopping in front of Casio.
   

        A twisted flame face appeared on the palm.
   

        "This bone tree is made from a part of the Pale Origin's heartwood."
   

        "Once it is completely ignited, then the heartwood of the Pale Origin will burn simultaneously, reaching to its original source. In this case, it will be entirely incinerated without the need for long attrition..."
   

        "Today, just today, we'll completely finish it off!!!"
   

        The flame face cackled wildly, exuding an unrestrained attitude. It seemed like a madman, yet bizarrely like a big villain in the throes of triumph. The next moment, the smile on Yan Yang Sacred Fist's face faded as he spoke seriously.
   

        "This turning point in events is at least half due to your contributions."
   

        "After the heartwood of the Pale Origin is incinerated by the Undying Flames, it will become the most perfect Pale Tree seed! Afterwards, I will aid you in refining your Qi. I hope you can reach the Holy Fist Realm soon and join our battlefield! Fight for humanity, for Martial Arts, for Boxing Method..."
   

        "Of course," Casio's face revealed a smile with a sickly upward twist at the corners of his mouth: "Human opponents have bored me; only these ultimate forms of darkness can get my blood boiling. I envy you, envy all of you..."
   

        "To be able to continually battle with these monsters, to be entwined in madness. With the claws and teeth of will, with the scales and horns of Obsession, to tear and collide. To tear until stained with blood spots, to bite until the mouth is full of fresh blood... to collide until battered and bleeding, but never stopping!"
   

        With a whoosh, the Ancient White Bone Tree was thrown out and instantly enveloped by the Undying Flames. Yan Yang Sacred Fist gave Casio a deep look, revealing a ferocious grin, "You little rascal, you actually mastered Tyrant Fist..."
   

        After saying that, it burst into wild laughter. The five fingers of the flaming palm clenched tightly together, grasping the ancient tree and shooting straight up into the sky.
   

        The golden-red skull floating at the top of the Pale Origin's Tree Crown suddenly lit up with bright eyes, causing the air around it to thunderously tremble. In the haziness of the flames, a giant phantasm seemed to emerge. The giant phantasm was almost as large as the Pale Origin itself, with twisted limbs entangling and firmly hugging the tree trunk.
   

        As if they had grown together, never parting even in death.
   

        "Today is your day of death, Pale Origin!!!"
   

        The giant roared, stuffing the Ancient White Bone Tree into its mouth. Its nuclear reactor-like body burst into flames, igniting it completely.
   

        "Roar!!!!!"
   

        The Pale Origin let out a roar, its branches writhing in agony. Faces twisted with distortion appeared on the surface of its bark, and cracks formed. From within the tree trunk, firelight burst forth like magma. Through the crevices, one could make out the inside of the tree trunk, where a heart, entwined with flames, throbbed.
   

        Boom!!!!!!
   

        Flames exploded into the sky, igniting the air with a golden-red firelight!
   

        At this moment, many members of Paradise had just hurriedly arrived. They were ultimately too late; they had been decoyed away unwittingly, one mistake leading to another.
   

        All the entities of Paradise, with their puppet-like cold faces, now rarely showed an expression of urgency. They rushed madly toward the direction of the Pale Origin, only to be blocked by fighters and the Eerie Night Guests.
   

        Especially the Ripple Master Mongki, who was laughing crazily at this time.
   

        "You're too late, hahaha…"
   

        "Is this Paradise? Is this the so-called eternal life? It's just a pile of the dead, just a bunch of fools chasing decay!"
   

        "Lord Thunder Spirit did not get tainted by you back then, and he was absolutely right, completely correct! How could such a proud person like him be willing to be controlled by others, bound like a bird in a cage, unable to be free. Such a shameful eternal life is not even worth dying cleanly! Lord Thunder Spirit, you've won so much more than them..."
   

        Mongki, with red-rimmed eyes, vented furiously. The more the members of Paradise rushing at the front lines showed their anxiety and panic, the more elated and happy he felt in his heart. Bang! Mongki punched and sent a silhouette flying.
   

        Under the weight of thousands of years, the early members of Paradise who had reached the Spiritual Level had decayed, with their combat capabilities severely diminished. Only the few Spiritual Level members from the past few centuries still retained relatively complete combat strength, posing some threat.
   

        "Now that even the Ripple Master Organization is destroyed, you inhuman ghostly things might as well quickly follow into the ashes of extinction..."
   

        "Yes. The seas will dry up, rocks will rot, where in this world does eternal life exist?" In the camp of Paradise, a silent figure wearing a black robe, out of place among the others, lifted his head. His gaze was drawn far away to the Pale Origin, now being consumed by giant-like flames, his face flickering with complex emotions. There was pain, regret, numbness, remorse…
   

        The Man in Black came before Mongki. His pale palm formed into a knife edge and reached out from his wide sleeve and, rather than attacking, sliced at the position of his own clavicle. He plunged it in viciously, sliding inch by inch downward.
   

        "The Thunder Spirit you're talking about was seriously injured by me twenty years ago." The Man in Black's eyes met Mongki's: "I am Mu Ling, the first leader of the Ripple Master Organization. At the same time, I am the beginning of all decay..."
   

        "It was I who sought eternal life from the Root of the Ocean Source and shared it with the generations of Spiritual Levels that followed. It was I who established Paradise, building an absurd, giant Tomb."
   

        As Mu Ling spoke, the hand knife cut open his entire chest and belly, revealing a dark rotting cavity within, whether jelly or mud, disgustingly filled with a dense network of pale root systems squirming like worms.
   

        "This is the price of eternal life. At least my half-existent will has not decayed in intellect, while the heads of other members of Paradise are probably disgusting inside like my chest cavity now..." At this moment, Mu Ling's expression was unprecedentedly relaxed as if he had unburdened himself of the greatest secret.
   

        He looked up at the Pale Origin which was on the verge of collapse, and again at Mongki, who was at a loss for words. His gaze drifted leisurely as if floating back into memories of the past, "Back in Paradise, Thunder Spirit asked me a question. Is such eternal life worth pursuing? Is the existence of Paradise correct? At that time, I did not answer, but now I can say it..."
   

        "Such eternal life is not worth pursuing at all."
   

        "Paradise is not a paradise, but The Lost Paradise."
   

        "Goodbye."
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        Crackle and pop... Crackle and pop...
   

        Under the vault of heaven, upon the earth, the giant sky-reaching tree, formidable like a mountain range, shook violently as if it were a dying person's mournful struggle. Bark, branches, and leaves, all were shedding, turning into vast swaths of white ash in the wind as if a heavy snowfall had descended.
   

        Whoosh... Whoosh... Whoosh...
   

        The gale fueled by the flames roared past, and the moment it touched the Pale Origin's tree crown, it caused large sections of the branches to collapse. The once unimaginably robust body now seemed like quicksand. With a gust, it was easily swept away, scattering in all directions, reaching every corner.
   

        "ROAR!!!!!"
   

        The roar of the Pale Origin shook the heavens and the earth, trembled the sky.
   

        But the two Saint Fists facing it showed no fear, no mercy.
   

        The giant formed by the golden-red flames of the Yan Yang Saint Fist opened its exaggeratedly large hands, gripping and tearing at the massive tree bit by bit with its fingers, relentlessly pounding it with fists. Huge branches, as thick as a train car, kept falling down, crashing heavily onto the ground, creating deep craters.
   

        Beneath the tree crown, White Bird darted about, consuming and destroying the Pale Origin's bulky tree trunk and the dense roots with frightful Barbed Feather Energy. Each root-like, metal-forged delicate barbed feather that fell blew a deep crater on Pale Origin's body, accumulating more and more, deeper and deeper.
   

        It looked as if the trunk of the Pale Origin was about to be blown apart.
   

        "It's time..."
   

        The Water Bird, soaring into the sky once more, revealed its form, and the White Bird Sacred Fist calmly looked down at the Pale Origin below, now with scarce power to parry. The fingertips gently stroked through the air, and the arms spread elegantly like the wings of a lakeside water bird.
   

        Trails of arc-shaped white radiance lingered in the air.
   

        "Yan Yang!"
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist bellowed a reminder. Then, the figure plunged down from high altitude, a gigantic water bird exploding into an accelerated gliding motion.
   

        "Understood!" The golden red, fierce flaming head in the sky laughed back in response. Yan Yang Saint Fist's eyes blazed with intense light, the fiery glow at their center compressing into an intense black color in an instant.
   

        "Pale Origin, you deserve to die!!!"
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The massive water bird fashioned by the White Bird Sacred Fist shot down, its wings sharp as metal slicing through all obstructions in the sky, the roots attempting to block its path. Finally, the entire form crashed like a gigantic fighter plane into the largest gap in the Pale Origin's trunk. BOOM!!! The explosion was thunderous!
   

        Giant flames burst forth, forming mushroom clouds.
   

        Crack, crack, crack... the sound of breaking continued unceasingly, as some colossal entity began to fall. What used to be a great tree-shaped shadow cast straight from the sky now tilted, irrevocably collapsing with a crash!
   

        Thunderous noises ensued; the Pale Origin was cleft in two by the White Bird Sacred Fist!
   

        "Now it's my turn!!!"
   

        The golden red giant roared, arms spread wide as it embraced the Pale Origin's trunk. Then, from its eyes, it shot forth a black flame that twisted the air to extremes, carrying terrifying heat. As soon as the flame touched the Pale Origin, it immediately caused snapping and crackling noises as the bark crazily curled and peeled away. The black flames spread like petroleum asphalt.
   

        The intense heat pierced the bark, penetrated the wood, and reached the tree's heart.
   

        BOOM!!!
   

        Incessant combustion, the burning of Undying Flames.
   

        "NO!!!!!!"
   

        The Ultimate Dark Entity Pale Origin let out its final roar. It ultimately fell under the combined assault and schemes of the Yan Yang Saint Fist and White Bird Sacred Fist! The whole process was extremely difficult, consuming countless years. During this time, Yan Yang Saint Fist was even willing to die together, the price was extremely heavy.
   

        Each Dark Ultimate Level being is not so easy to kill, with all sorts of means, endless hidden cards, and terrifying life force. Even the Moon God struck down by the White Bird Sacred Fist left behind the hope of revival.
   

        This shows the tenacity of these monsters' lives.
   

        In the Ash Boundary domain, Casio looked into the distance, the burning giant tree crashing down. The earth trembled with a bang, and everyone was jolted into the air. The mud rolled rapidly like waves in the sea.
   

        "Ahhh ahhh ahhh ahhh ahhh!"
   

        Beside him, members of the Secret Martial Arts World camp and the Eerie Night Guest camp locked in battle with Paradise suddenly halted. Golden red flames began to emerge from their bodies, the high temperature sweeping through, consuming and burning. The former leaders of the Ripple masters' organization trembled in their palms, bodies twisting in agony. Some of their eyes gradually cleared, looking towards the collapsing Pale Origin, realizing something. Tears with an indiscernible meaning streaked down their cheeks, instantly vaporized by the flames, along with their eyeballs, consumed by the fire.
   

        Whether it was regret, guilt, or unwillingness, it was uncertain...
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang.
   

        Figures burst like fire people, exploding into ash, falling to the ground. With a snap, one after another Supreme Ring with cracked surfaces fell among the ashes. The colors faded, ultimately turning pitch black.
   

        "Paradise... has been eradicated..."
   

        "Pale Origin... has also fallen..."
   

        Ripple Master Mongki's clothes were tattered, his face covered in dirt. Yet now, his eyes were vivid, as if spitting flame light. Mongki gazed at the ashes on the ground, then turned to look at the collapsed Pale Origin. His fists clenched tightly, veins on his hands bulging. His profile was illuminated by the red glow, his eyes deep, lost in whether it was the elation of vengeance fulfilled or the emptiness after a twenty-year Obsession had finally been achieved.
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        Crack.
   

        Mongki raised his right hand and pinched the Ripple Ring on his middle finger. Purple thunder flowed like little snakes, crackling and sizzling. In the next second, a slight force was applied with his left hand, and the Ripple Ring was removed.
   

        "Dust to dust, earth to earth."
   

        "Let everything of these past decades, come to a thorough end..."
   

        He looked at the ring in his palm, which had accompanied him for over twenty years, a trace of reluctance flashing in his eyes. But in a blink, Mongki threw the Ripple Ring into the distant Undying Flames. With a bang, the ripple power was engulfed by the flames, thunder flickering, before finally silencing. The blue Supreme Ripple Ring turned black, cracks appeared, and it shattered completely.
   

        Elsewhere, within the towering flames, the Golden Red Giant that the Saint Fist Yan Yang had become slowly stood up. He looked up at the sky, towards the ashes fluttering all over the sky like snow. His eyes seemed lost and hollow.
   

        "The Pale Origin is dead... how many tens of thousands of years have passed? Too long, too long..."
   

        "Yes, it's fallen. But Yan Yang, the Pale Origin still has its other half on the Pale Land of the World of Calamities. If left unattended, it might develop a second consciousness." A white trace streaked across the sky, revealing the aged silhouette of the White Bird Sacred Fist.
   

        "Yes, it still has half a body! The battle isn't completely over... I will return to the World of Calamities... and burn the Pale Origin to ashes..."
   

        The eyes of Saint Fist Yan Yang gradually cleared, flames igniting in the emptiness.
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist nodded silently. He had actually already sensed that something was off about Saint Fist Yan Yang—a feeling as if a will was hovering on the edge of collapse. Therefore, he spoke up to remind him, to make Yan Yang conscious of his goal once more, and to solidify his resolve.
   

        If the White Bird Sacred Fist hadn't spoken up, Saint Fist Yan Yang might have collapsed after killing the Pale Origin. Understandably, Yan Yang, in order to bind the stronger Pale Origin, had ignited his spirit into Undying Flames, to burn with it forever. Every moment, he endured pain that was horrific beyond measure, his will constantly under siege. Remember, Yan Yang was the Saint Fist, yet his previous demeanor and state were more akin to that of the Tyrant Fist. Emotionally volatile, with a fierce personality, even to the point of madness.
   

        In fact, this was the change brought about by tens of thousands of years of torment. Without venting through intense emotions, Saint Fist Yan Yang might have already gone mad from the endless suffering. For him to continue living is tiresome and painful. Once the spirit is ignited by the Undying Flames, it cannot be extinguished again. This is why after the fall of the Pale Origin, Saint Fist Yan Yang was in a daze, his will waning. He wanted to die...
   

        But the White Bird Sacred Fist reminded him that everything was far from over. Live on, for the world that follows, for the human race. Even if it's just for oneself, to continue an unfinished revenge. This is the courage needed to endure the pain.
   

        Any other Sacred Fist may not be qualified to say these words. But the White Bird Sacred Fist was qualified, not because of his supreme strength, but because he too was enduring the Moon God Curse and the Death Abyss Seal. Both were extremely malignant and vicious, torturing those affected endlessly. For instance, the Death Abyss Seal meant that every moment, the bottomless depths of the Black Sea exerted a suction force on him, pulling at his organs, blood vessels, and cellular structure, as if tearing him apart.
   

        And from time to time, the suction force would increase by more than tenfold. Even without falling into the seabed, the curse induced a real illusion of being drawn helplessly, desolately, and despairingly into the depths of the Black Sea. It was suffocating.
   

        And that was just the Death Abyss Seal, there was also the Moon God Curse.
   

        Not to mention, the White Bird Sacred Fist is currently voluntarily on the land of the World of Calamities. The effects of the curse and seal increased exponentially, compounding every second, to the point of absolute despair. Yet, the White Bird Sacred Fist held on, with his attack stance still so graceful. One could not tell that his physical body was enduring extreme pain, demonstrating remarkable endurance.
   

        Clearly, he was qualified to encourage Saint Fist Yan Yang to keep living.
   

        After all, it wasn't a case of not having tasted bitterness oneself, yet advising others to be virtuous.
   

        In the core area of the Ash Boundary,
   

        two silhouettes fell from the sky. One was a gaunt white-haired old man, the other a blurry humanoid flame. They stepped onto the ground, behind them, the massive remains of a tree burned with an accelerating fervor.
   

        "Tap tap tap..."
   

        A series of steady footsteps approached.
   

        Casio's silhouette appeared amidst the firelight.
   

        He looked at the White Bird Sacred Fist, then turned towards the nearby Saint Fist Yan Yang. He immediately performed a juniors' gesture of respect from the Secret Martial Arts World, to express his deference.
   

        This was not submission to one with greater strength.
   

        It was respect for the pioneers of the Secret Martial Art, the seniors of the Southern Dipper Vein.
   

        "Senior predecessors, it's my first time meeting you. My name is Casio."
   

        "Hahaha…" The white-haired elder suddenly burst into laughter, "This isn't the first time we've met. When your will spread to the World of Calamities, we had already encountered each other." His expression suddenly became serious as he looked at Casio with appreciation, praising him, "Successor of the Southern Dipper, you've qualified…"
   

        "I should say, very qualified, very good indeed."
   

        "Without having reached the Holy Fist Realm, you were able to break one of the five main branches of the Pale Origin. Even though it was only half broken, it's enough for me to see the depth of your foundation. At least, it's much deeper than mine, Blood Vulture, and Sonic Snake's were…" The White Bird Sacred Fist was never one to mince words. When he said he admired Casio, he listed Casio's strengths explicitly, demonstrating a majestic and generous aura.
   

        "This time, as I entered this special domain from the World of Calamities, I brought a gift specifically for you. I believe you are capable of fully assimilating it." He looked at Casio and said, "So, are you ready to receive my transmission now? The Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, the Barbed Feather Energy, it's all here..."
   

        The palm of the White Bird Sacred Fist gently stroked through the air.
   

        In mid-air, a colossal phantom of a Water Bird suddenly appeared, elegantly and brutally skimming over the lake surface. Its white barbed feathers were like steel metal.
   

        It exuded a divine and clear sensation, truly majestic and noble.
   

        "Let's wait a moment, I still have something to do." Casio shook his head and walked straight toward the Pale Origin Corpse in the distance. The White Bird Sacred Fist and the Saint Fist of Yan Yang exchanged glances, then their figures floated as they followed him.
   

        Wherever the three passed, the undying flames burning ferociously automatically receded to either side. Revealing the earth that had been charred and crystallized from incineration.
   

        Click-click-click-click...
   

        As they walked, there was a slight sound of hard objects colliding.
   

        Casio arrived before the remains of the Pale Origin.
   

        By now, its body had shrunk to who knows how many times smaller.
   

        One reason was the explosive healing of the Pale Origin itself, continually consuming its essence. The other was due to the incineration of the Undying Flames, frenziedly eradicating its vitality.
   

        The remaining corpse wasn't as exaggerated as a mountain anymore.
   

        "What a pity…" Casio thought to himself.
   

        But there was no helping it. To bring down an Ultimate Dark Entity was extremely difficult; it could only be done by constant depletion, constant weakening. And such a form of combat meant it was impossible to obtain a complete corpse of an Ultimate Dark Entity. Just look, even the combined forces of Saint Fist of Yan Yang and the White Bird Sacred Fist under special conditions couldn't finish it in one fell swoop.
   

        However, even so, the remaining carcass of the Pale Origin was still an unimaginable Gluttonous Feast for a demon idol secret weapon. It was akin to dragon liver and phoenix marrow, a rare delicacy. After all, it was an Ultimate Dark Entity...
   

        "This time, the Magic puppet secret weapon will have a grand feast."
   

        Casio did not hesitate and immediately pushed the Magic puppet secret weapon to operate at full force.
   

        Gushes of black spirit oozed out of the pores of his body, forming a tall and imposing Giant Statue behind him.
   

        Casio did not hesitate and immediately pushed the Magic puppet secret weapon to operate at full force.
   

        Gushes of black spirit oozed out of the pores of his body, forming a tall and imposing Giant Statue behind him.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Crack, his palm pressed against the charred, mud-like bark.
   

        Hum! The Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field activated, expanding violently in all directions. It resembled a Fighter's Aura, yet it pointed even more directly to the source. Rings of Ripples appeared in the surrounding Air.
   

        Under the form of the Magic Golem, Casio could freely control his own Magnetic Field.
   

        Rustle, rustle...
   

        The Air affected by the Magnetic Field gathered like flowing water, gradually taking shape in front of the dark, foreboding Giant Statue, resembling the Tusked mouth of a ferocious Monster. With a grunt, it bit into the TreeTrunk.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        An Explosion of Air occurred silently, suddenly whipping up a Gale.
   

        From the freshly fallen Corpse of the Pale Origin, the terrifying Life Field of the Ultimate Dark Entity surged into the sky. For a moment, it seemed like a vast, ephemeral Tree stood in the center of the Ash Boundary, propping up the firmament.
   

        The dreadful Momentum expanded, causing rings of Shock Waves to swell.
   

        Monsters with ultimate life essence, even in death, their remnants could still scare wild beasts to death. Even the odd vibrations they emitted could capture creatures with weaker Life Fields.
   

        This would incite fervent worship, revering it as a God.
   

        And the most prominent of these were humans.
   

        Some sects established in ancient times were probably born this way.
   

        Of course, where other people might feel awe or fear, Casio felt none. Instead, he found it delectable, every cell in his body excitedly trembling, seeming eager to feast.
   

        In essence, the Magic puppet secret weapon had already evolved twice. Once was with the flesh of the Moon God, and the second time with the blood of Longevity. These two were like two forbidden fruits that completely unlocked the shackles of the Magic puppet secret weapon. From a top predator with no real difference from other Dark Ultimate Level entities, it gradually transformed into a Decomposer of the ecological chain.
   

        As a Decomposer, naturally, nothing could not be Digested and Decomposed. Even the top predators, once fallen, could only become Nutrient.
   

        The Corpse of the Pale Origin was no different from the flesh of the Moon God or the blood of Longevity, except that its Magnetic Field was a bit larger. It would take some time to disassemble bit by bit, like peeling off a crab shell.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        The Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field collided again and again, attempting to open a breach. Finally, after nearly a hundred clashes, a flaw emerged. The illusory Giant mouth bit down, and crab meat and crab roe flowed out.
   

        "..."
   

        Casio's body suddenly shook, and his eyes became vacant.
   

        The quantity was too much, the quality too high, the stream of Life vibration energy flooding into his body was almost overwhelming. No, 'flooding' wasn't the right word—it was enveloping, it was soaking. The Life vibration energy of the Pale Origin poured down like a roaring waterfall, ferociously washing over Casio.
   

        Rustle, rustle... It was almost a hallucination in his ears.
   

        In that moment, he felt as if his entire body was submerged in Hot Spring Water, warmth spreading all over. The nourishing liquid burrowed into his skin and Pores, ticklish and yet scratching just the right spot, utterly refreshing. Every cell in his body cheered joyously.
   

        The Demon Idol composed of his Black Spirit breathed much more heavily.
   

        "Continue!"
   

        Casio's eyes gleamed as he controlled the Magic Golem to smash out a fierce punch.
   

        With a thud, more defenses shattered, vulnerabilities crumbled. Streams of Life vibration energy surged from every crack, gathering towards Casio. In this trance, they formed a twisted Vortex of Air.
   

        Even an ordinary person could see something continuously being absorbed by Casio through the changes in the air currents, filling his body.
   

        "Never felt this good before... ha..."
   

        Casio exhaled a long breath of warm air.
   

        The Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field expanded inch by inch, the phantasmal Giant mouth gnawing like it was biting through sugar cane, inch by inch across the charred remains of the Pale Origin's Trunk. Where it passed, the charred bark cracked open, the wood inside, white like splintered Skeleton, gushing out like waves of water.
   

        The Life Magnetic Field emitting from the carcass of the Pale Origin quickly weakened.
   

        Rumble, rumble...
   

        The Life vibration energy flowed like an oncoming tide, squeezing into Casio's body. It made his skin, Pores, and blood vessels ache a bit, and his Skeleton and Joints crackle noisily. After an indeterminate time, the tingling sensation slowly subsided.
   

        Replacing it was a sense of slight swelling in the body, a feeling of satiety.
   

        There was even an urge to belch.
   

        "Full... Even overfull..."
   

        Casio adjusted his breathing, the Magic Golem walked back slowly, turning into Black Spirit and re-entering his body. The huge charred remains on the ground, devoid of life energy, suddenly collapsed and shrank.
   

        It withered inch by inch, and its shape shrank several times over.
   

        But even so, what remained was still a colossal mass.
   

        Turning his head, Casio looked towards the White Bird Sacred Fist and the Yan Yang Sacred Fist and saw that they were also looking at him, presumably having noticed the peculiar nature of the Magic puppet secret weapon. However, it seemed that neither White Bird nor Yan Yang intended to ask questions. Each practitioner in the Secret Martial Arts World has their own heritage, their own path, their own secrets. There's no need to dig for answers. If someone is willing to share freely, that's fine, but if they choose not to, you should not inquire.
   

        This is the mutual respect among Secret Martial Artists.
   

        Unless the relationship is very close, one would not ask lightly.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Of course, with the discernment of White Bird and Yan Yang. They couldn't help but notice the core of the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art, which was Qi! As long as one cultivated the human body Qi, it didn't matter even if they mimicked an Ultimate Dark Entity, the evil among evils. For the Holy Fist fighters, the outer skin was not so important, what mattered were the skeleton, muscles, internal organs, and the mind and will.
   

        There had also been a Holy Fist-level existence who had once taken an unconventional path and created a Boxing Method mimicking the Ultimate Dark Entity. The plan was to fight poison with poison, and the results were not bad, but it had great limitations; aside from himself, no one else could cultivate it. Casio's situation was probably similar, only that the mimicking of the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art was more thorough, incredibly comprehensive.
   

        It was as if he had truly become an Ultimate Dark Entity.
   

        "What a unique Secret Martial Art. Perhaps in the future, when you break through the Holy Fist Realm and battle the Ultimate Dark Entity, it might prove to be miraculously effective," White Bird Sacred Fist commented with a smile. His white eyebrows drooped along with the corners of his eyes.
   

        "Of course," Casio smiled confidently, squinting slightly.
   

        "And that day is not far off."
   

        His gaze instantly locked onto the upper right corner of the Cultivation Stat Bar.
   

        「Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 96.8%（all three layers）」
   

        If not now, then when?
   

        Casio always believed in using a good thing as soon as he got it.
   

        Directly add, no hesitation!
   

        With a thought, a warm flow instantly erupted from his body, rushing towards his limbs and bones. It shattered violently, completely nurturing and enveloping his Life Field. It quickly soaked into the cells, muscles, and bones of his body.
   

        The figures at the end of the upper right corner of the Cultivation Stat Bar blurred, as if covered by something, and were momentarily unclear. Two seconds later…
   

        96.8→100%
   

        「Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art: Qi Chapter 100.0%（all three layers）」
   

        There was no decimal point flickering, it simply forced a full completion.
   

        "Ha..." Casio felt a warm flow emitting from every pore of his skin, and his body was almost floating. It was as though the air was lifting him, pulling him up to the clouds. He felt the joy of experiencing the breeze and the bright moon, soaring through the sky.
   

        The progress of the Cultivation Stat Bar jumped by 3.2%.
   

        And only a portion of the Life Vibration Energy inside his body was used.
   

        There was still more hidden deep within, quietly lurking.
   

        To know, when Casio was at 94.7% in the Qi Chapter, he devoured the Limit Disaster Spirit Level Life Vibration Energy from the Sun Totem, and it only increased the Cultivation Stat Bar by around 2.1%. The final 3.2% of the Qi Chapter was undoubtedly more difficult. By approximation, it required at least two portions of Limit Disaster Spirit Level Life Vibration Energy. From this, it could be roughly known how immense the Pale Origin Life Vibration Energy absorbed by Casio this time was.
   

        "If I had obtained such Life Vibration Energy when I first entered as a Fighter, I might have been able to immediately advance to the Ultimate Fighter Realm," he thought. Of course, this was unrealistic. The Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art, without those two evolutions, wouldn't have been so easy to absorb.
   

        After all, this was the corpse of an Ultimate Dark Entity.
   

        "Oh? Your Aura has strengthened..."
   

        Yan Yang Sacred Fist keenly noticed and spoke.
   

        "It's complete," White Bird Sacred Fist affirmed.
   

        "Yes, Qi is complete. I can vaguely feel that barrier. It is very close, as if I could reach it with a touch..."
   

        Casio, having nothing to hide, immediately admitted it.
   

        "Your words, indeed, are within reach..." White Bird Sacred Fist said slowly with his hands clasped behind his back, "You cultivate the Tyrant Fist, and the Heart of the Overlord Fist is the most challenging barrier to break through in the Tyrant Fist realm. However, you have already resolved it ahead of time. The only obstacles left for you are the Qi refining and the mastery of the Southern Dipper Acupuncture points. Of course, you could break through directly to the Holy Fist Realm after refining your Qi. But if you do so, the power of the Southern Dipper won't be able to intertwine and merge with your Qi, sharing limitless, ever-expanding value..."
   

        "I think, with your ambition, you would never choose that path."
   

        "After all, the road ahead is clear, the obstacles have been swept away. Why not spend a little more time to achieve a completely different level of combat power?" White Bird Sacred Fist said, glancing toward Yan Yang Sacred Fist...
   

        "Let Yan Yang help you with this difficult phase of Qi refining. His Undying Flames are the best tempering fire, coupled with the finest Pale Tree Seeds formed from the Pale Origin Tree Heart. The second shackle on your path of the Tyrant Fist could also be removed today." White Bird Sacred Fist said with a smile, looking at Casio, "I am indeed a bit envious of you."
   

        "When I underwent the triple Qi refinement, it took me five full years. That's considered short; some Sacred Fist practitioners took over a decade, even close to twenty years, to finally succeed step by tedious step..."
   

        After he finished speaking, Yan Yang Sacred Fist spoke.
   

        "Casio, I will assist you with the first layer of Qi refinement, then drive a wisp of Undying Flames into the Pale Tree Seeds. Next, when you refine your Qi to a bottleneck after the first layer, you can activate the Undying Flames within the Pale Tree Seeds and control the second layer of refinement yourself, repeating the process. This way, you can save a lot of time, only needing a year or two to refine your Qi anew..."
   

        Upon hearing this, Casio shook his head and immediately said.
   

        "Senior Yan Yang, there's no need for such trouble. Today, we can complete the triple Qi refinement." He hinted slightly at the effect of the Demon Idol Secret Martial Art, "I have a way to elevate my Qi to the utmost bottleneck in a short time without needing those one or two years..."
   

        "Oh?"
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist blinked slightly, and the fiery humanoid form of Yan Yang fluctuated slowly. Both, experienced as they were, clearly guessed something. The sudden surge in Casio's aura probably had something to do with it.
   

        "Since you have a way, then I might as well take on the whole triple Qi refinement today. It saves me the trouble of stuffing the Undying Flames into the Pale Tree Seeds, a precise technical task that could accidentally damage the seeds," Yan Yang said nonchalantly. Both methods would consume about the same amount of effort, and indeed, the initial method could be even more troublesome.
   

        "If that's the case, then let's begin," said White Bird Sacred Fist, looking at both of them, "Once you're done, Yan Yang, it'll be my turn. Afterwards, I'll take you to the World of Calamities, then I'll leave the continent and return to the Black Sea."
   

        Yan Yang nodded, subconsciously planning to speed up his movements.
   

        After all, White Bird's true form in the World of Calamities was probably still enduring the intensifying Moon God's Curse and Abyss Seal. Even with his incredible strength, at his absolute peak, it was likely very hard to bear.
   

        "Let's go."
   

        The three immediately walked towards the depths of the remains of the Pale Origin, their figures gradually vanishing in the distance. The Secret Martial Arts World spectators couldn't even catch a glimpse of their silhouettes, feeling a sense of loss.
   

        They had hoped to take a few more looks at these two Sacred Fist beings.
   

        At this moment, more than seventy fighters of the Secret Martial Arts World camp.
   

        Regardless of age, regardless of gender. They all stood in rows, tightly packed together like students in a classroom when they were children, some even on tiptoes, straining their necks in eager anticipation just to catch another glimpse of the Sacred Fist.
   

        It was like the fervor of fans meeting their idol.
   

        Even the elderly with their stooped figures, white hair, and eyes cloudy with darkness experienced a medical miracle at this moment; their eyes gleamed brightly, their spines straightened, and their essence, Qi, and spirit inexplicably surged with vitality.
   

        They dared not get close, desecrate, or disturb those two Sacred Fist beings. They could only wait outside, like students in a classroom gazing eagerly at their teacher, teaching lessons with a thirst for knowledge. The reasons were not merely the strength of the two Sacred Fist practitioners but also respect for the realm of Sacred Fist, and at the same time, it was respecting themselves, respecting their own path.
   

        Only those who are reverent towards themselves, can truly reverence the Martial Arts.
   

        In the center of the Ash Boundary, in the depths of the Pale Origin remains.
   

        The three figures gradually halted their footsteps, each settling into a seated position.
   

        Casio was in the middle, with Yan Yang Sacred Fist in front of him, and White Bird Sacred Fist sat nearby, observing and guarding to prevent any disturbances or accidents.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The remnants of the Pale Origin lay toppled like jet-black mountains and rivers. Huge chunks peeled off, fluttering in all directions like snowflakes.
   

        The figure of the White Bird Sacred Fist flickered, returning to its original spot in the blink of an eye. In his aged palm, he held a pale heart of a tree, the size of an apple. Its osseous outer shell was smooth, with golden red patterns spreading across it like flames.
   

        Originally, the heart of the Pale Origin was as big as a small hill.
   

        But under the incineration of the Undying Flames of the Yan Yang Sacred Fist, as the tree heart released its original strength to resist, it shrank crazily. Additionally, the Undying Flames vaporized the impurities within the tree heart, leaving only the most pure and beneficial substances.
   

        For a Fighter-level Qi, this held tremendous benefits.
   

        On the bare ground, Casio took the pale tree heart passed to him by the White Bird Sacred Fist.
   

        He activated the Magic puppet secret weapon slightly, entering the Demon Idol state, to prevent accidents. After all, the Pale Origin was a plant type Dark Ultimate Entity with parasitic effects. Even though the pale tree heart had been refined and the Pale Origin had fallen, there was no guarantee that there wouldn't be any bizarre contingencies.
   

        If he swallowed the pale tree heart and anything strange occurred, he would drive the Magic puppet secret weapon with all his might and absorb the tree heart as life vibration energy. Even if it meant losing a treasure, there was no helping it.
   

        With a crackling sound,
   

        Casio bit into it, and in just a few bites, he had eaten the entire pale tree heart. It looked like a white apple and tasted like one too, though the outside was harder, like gnawing on bone.
   

        Without a good set of teeth, one truly couldn't manage it.
   

        Calm and collected, he felt the changes inside his body. As if in a muddled state, there seemed to be a stream of cold water slowly spreading, tracing every part of his body bit by bit. After circling through the meridians, the stream returned to its origin, where the beginning and end met. The next instant, wherever the stream had passed, a dense network of fine branches sprouted out, resembling a human's nervous system.
   

        However, these streams were not tangible but a form of energy.
   

        It was the Qi that was being covered, not the physical body.
   

        Casio's closed eyes trembled slightly, and his pores opened naturally as his Qi slowly gushed forth. Gradually, a translucent human-shaped form appeared, maintaining the same cross-legged sitting posture as Casio. Except, the Qi-formed figure was magnified, three to four times larger.
   

        Next to him, the White Bird Sacred Fist and the Yan Yang Sacred Fist could clearly see a small white tree growing within the translucent Qi. Its main trunk was at the spine, with various branches extending to every corner of the limbs, and a dense root system replacing the capillaries. Eventually, the Qi-formed figure in every area had pale roots, becoming a condensed entity.
   

        "That should do it. Now, your Qi won't suddenly collapse or even disintegrate during the incineration by the Undying Flames..."
   

        The Yan Yang Sacred Fist withdrew his gaze and extended his golden-red arm, burning like fire, slowly reaching towards Casio and placing it on his back. "I will now ignite your Qi shell, beginning the three refines! Remember, you must protect the Heart of the Overlord Fist, it cannot be touched by the flames. Otherwise, you will be endlessly self-combusting like me now, unable to stop..."
   

        "Even, since you haven't reached the Holy Fist Realm, your Qi won't be able to grow endlessly. It's possible that after burning for a while, you would burn out completely." He continued to remind, "If you can't hold on, remember to tell me..."
   

        "Understood."
   

        Casio took a deep breath, bringing himself to an optimal state.
   

        "Then... let it burn..."
   

        The Yan Yang Sacred Fist no longer restrained the Undying Flames, allowing them to instantaneously ignite Casio's entire Qi form. For a moment, golden red fierce flames covered every corner, and terrifying high temperatures twisted the air inch by inch.
   

        Undying Flames, the Holy Fist level Undying Flames!
   

        Even with his unyielding will and resolute mind, he could not help but tremble, letting out a rare muffled groan. This was a pain Casio had never experienced before, enveloping every corner and burning every cell. The intense pain permeated his body like a liquid, acting like a sharp sieve, segmenting the body piece by piece.
   

        This agony, compared to the pain of a limb being severed in battle or bones being cracked and crushed, was on a wholly different level. Whether in terms of the intensity of pain or the duration, it far exceeded that. If one must compare, it was like every inch of bone in the body being crushed into dust by a road roller, and then scattered by the wind. And you, are forced to feel everything clearly, remembering every wave of pain distinctly. Staying conscious through it all was sheer torment.
   

        The body of Qi, unlike the human physical body, was different. When the physical body encounters unbearable agony, it could either temporarily cut off this sensation or trigger a protective mechanism to faint. Qi, however, could only endure.
   

        After a short time, Casio's brows had already drawn together tightly, his fists clenched. The pain he was withstanding seemed excruciating.
   

        But thankfully, he was able to endure.
   

        At least, he could withstand it for a short period!
   

        Casio's initial cultivation began with the Magic puppet secret weapon, his training method was of the type that endured pain. Later, the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission followed the same pattern; every full-force battle would inevitably cause special force damage to his body.
   

        This was, some experience.
   

        Besides, the condensing of the Heart of the Overlord Fist started to elevate his realm, ever so slightly moving beyond the level of an Ultimate Fighter and taking a half-step towards the Tyrant Fist. His will was coalescing and progressing continuously.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1041: 530 White Bird Sacred Fist's Gift (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        At last, a powerful physique nourished an invincible confidence. Spirit affected the physical body, and the physical body affected the spirit. A physique so formidable that it was beyond belief could condense and strengthen a person's will and spirit. The Magic Puppet Secret Weapon always helped Casio.
   

        With all elements in place, he withstood the Undying Flames.
   

        Moreover, he gradually began to increase the temperature of the Undying Flames with his Yan Yang Sacred Fist. Little by little, he raised it until it reached an optimal range.
   

        The Yan Yang Sacred Fist cooperated seamlessly, gradually heating the flames from their original golden-red color to a pale gold and finally to pure gold!
   

        At this point, Casio finally called a halt. If the flames grew any stronger, the gold would start to turn to black—a pitch-black flame that dealt a fatal blow to the Pale Origin. Even with Casio's remarkable endurance and the protection of the Pale Tree Heart, he dared not be careless or withstand the Black Flame.
   

        Boom boom boom, boom boom boom, boom boom boom...
   

        In a clearing inside a wreckage of black, fire surged skyward.
   

        Casio sat cross-legged with his hands resting on his knees. Spirit surged wildly from his body, whooshing into mid-air and rapidly expanding.
   

        Gradually, it formed a colossal tri-colored phantasm.
   

        On the surface of this phantasm, golden flames blazed fiercely, continuously crackling and burning the spirit, causing plumes of black smoke to evaporate.
   

        This black smoke was actually the invisible impurities within the spirit.
   

        Once these impurities were incinerated, the remaining spirit became even more refined and concentrated. Because it was pure, it was powerful! The Holy Fist Realm required this purity. Unlimited growth of spirit was a battle of the basics.
   

        All Casio needed to do was to solidly lay this foundation!
   

        Rumble rumble rumble...
   

        The flames continued for an unknown duration, the high temperature incinerating the air.
   

        The massive spirit phantasm had now shrunk considerably, appearing several sizes smaller. Yet, its texture had become more concentrated. It was as if it had transformed from a misty gas to a quietly flowing, clear liquid.
   

        "The first refinement was successful. Do you want to continue?"
   

        The Yan Yang Sacred Fist looked at Casio and prompted.
   

        "Of course."
   

        Casio, sweating profusely, slowly opened his eyes and looked at the upper right corner of his Cultivation Stat Bar. The originally complete 100% progress of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon Spirit Chapter had dropped, clearly due to the evaporation of its moisture.
   

        There was nothing to hesitate about, just refill it!
   

        Whoosh... The life vibration energy of the Pale Origin trembled, and large swathes of heat enveloped his entire body, making every cell rejoice and leap for joy. Gradually, strength filled up, and the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon returned to completeness.
   

        Boom...
   

        Inside Casio's body, massive waves of spirit surged towards the sky, joining the phantasm and inflating it to its original massive size. It was as if he had thrown another log on the bonfire.
   

        "Good, since you have a way, then I will help you through to the end today..."
   

        The Yan Yang Sacred Fist pointed from afar, and the Undying Flames burst into flames again.
   

        The surroundings transformed into a golden sea, vast and boundless.
   

        In this sea, golden light shimmered, waves glittered, yet carried deadly high temperatures.
   

        Again, time passed unknown.
   

        The Undying Flames gradually dimmed, and the phantasm shrunk once more.
   

        However, the spirit composing the phantasm now resembled a large mass of solid-liquid mixture, a bit like semi-solid translucent concrete.
   

        It had an inexplicably viscous texture.
   

        Apparently, its refinement level had improved again. What would need several years of day and night tempering was compressed into a few hours, saving an unimaginable amount of time. Naturally, the transformation of the Qi was swift and fierce.
   

        "Again, this is the last time," he said.
   

        Casio's eyes were already bloodshot, the pain from the Undying Flames was indeed terrible, and it was a wonder how Yan Yang Sacred Fist had endured it for tens of thousands of years. He looked towards the upper right corner and launched the technique again without hesitation.
   

        Yan Yang Sacred Fist felt Casio's condition. Although it wasn't great, it wasn't to the point of collapse. Thus, he once again fiercely ignited the Undying Flames, covering every inch of the Qi phantasm.
   

        Several more hours passed, and the refinement with the Undying Flames finally ended.
   

        With a crack, the interior of the Qi phantasm's white root-like small tree showed signs of fracturing and gradually collapsed. Pieces were expelled and, along with the fading golden Undying Flames, disappeared without a trace. Yan Yang Sacred Fist withdrew his palm and quietly watched Casio, who was sitting cross-legged on the ground.
   

        Casio, stiff as a puppet for several hours, trembled slightly, his skeleton making cracking sounds, and his joints producing a crisp popping sound like frying beans. His eyes opened, and a cold light flashed twice. Casio slowly stood up, his hand lightly brushing through the air. Instantly, a scarlet Qi surged out, rapidly condensing into a fierce looking spear.
   

        It was hard, flexible, sharp; it was like hardwood yet also like metal. Its surface flowed with a liquid-like luster, seemingly layered with scales.
   

        At this moment, his Qi was actually solid, incredibly dense. Compared to a common fighter, it was refined to an unbelievable extent. At a glance, if not for the still liquid-like translucent layer on the surface, it might be indistinguishable from a solid.
   

        In the upper right corner, the Cultivation Stat Bar.
   

        The Magic Puppet Secret Weapon was still at 100% in the Qi Chapter.
   

        But in reality, it had undergone three compressions and enhancements.
   

        At this moment, Casio could feel the purity, his body's Qi was like glazed glass, without a trace of impurities, as if it had been purified. The power flowed as easily as moving his own arms, incredibly smooth, without obstacles. With just a thought, a concentration of Spirit Strength could appear anywhere in his body. When commands were issued, there seemed to be no delay.
   

        "Huh..."
   

        He exhaled a heavy breath, his body's pores feeling relaxed.
   

        This was not only because of the increase in strength but also because of the disappearance of the intense pain. Compared to before, his normal physical state seemed almost like he was in heaven. His mood fluctuated slightly, then calmed down.
   

        Casio slowly turned around and bowed to Yan Yang Sacred Fist.
   

        "Thank you for your assistance, elder," he said.
   

        "Hahaha..." Yan Yang Sacred Fist laughed and shook his head, the corners of his mouth arching strangely fierce, "It was merely a convenient act, no bother," he said and then turned his head to look at White Bird Sacred Fist, "Now it's your turn..."
   

        "White Bird, White Bird?"
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist stood rooted to the spot, unmoving, as if in a daze. Yan Yang Sacred Fist called out twice before he gradually came to his senses.
   

        "What's the matter? Is there a situation with your true body?" Yan Yang Sacred Fist asked intently.
   

        "It's nothing. Those two have been repelled by me; they won't come again for a short while. I just went a bit too harshly on purpose..." White Bird Sacred Fist slowly said, looking utterly undisturbed.
   

        The "two" he referred to were naturally the Dark Ultimate Entities.
   

        Enduring the Moon God Curse and the Death Abyss Seal, he forcibly stepped onto the World of Calamities' continent. Part of his strength ventured into a special domain of the Real World. Distracted as he was, he was still able to teach a harsh lesson to two Dark Ultimate Entities working together. White Bird Sacred Fist, truly as formidable as his reputation! Not for nothing...
   

        He had gone a little too harsh just now, naturally to make time to offer a gift to Casio. White Bird Sacred Fist, slowly walked towards Casio, who was looking over.
   

        "Casio, the South Dou Red Vulture Fist and the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist you are currently cultivating have already reached fifty-two acupuncture points, which is the Fifth Stage," he said.
   

        "The gift I am about to give you, as you might have guessed, is the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist. Moreover, this gift will allow your Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist to directly enter the Sixth Stage. Fifty-five acupuncture points and above..."
   

        "Casio, the South Dou Red Vulture Fist and the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist you are currently cultivating have already reached fifty-two acupuncture points, which is the Fifth Stage," he repeated.
   

        "The gift I am about to give you, as you might have guessed, is the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist. Moreover, this gift will allow your Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist to directly enter the Sixth Stage. Fifty-five acupuncture points and above..."
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        "Look at me, Casio."
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist and Casio sat face to face, their knees crossed, slowly bringing their hands together in prayer. In an instant, the whole gaunt form seemed to vanish, merging with the space around, becoming invisible and transparent. Only sixty-six white stars remained, twinkling and connecting, forming an elegant yet savage Demon Bird.
   

        Chirp!
   

        Casio seemed to hear the distant call of a Water Bird by his ear.
   

        In a daze, he blinked, and the heavens and earth had already shifted.
   

        The sun blazed high, the clouds were soft, and the sky was a brilliant blue.
   

        Beneath his feet lay a stretch of soft, fine golden sand, with layers of black reefs in the distance and waves shattering against them continuously. A glance across the sea offered an endless view, with glimmering ripples. The sea breeze met him head-on, gently brushing past, carrying the salty scent of the sea.
   

        Casio's lone shadow was cast upon the surface of the beach.
   

        "Sight, smell, taste, hearing, all are exquisitely lifelike, indistinguishable from reality..." he slowly raised his hand, pushing it against the oncoming sea breeze, as if trying to grasp the invisible current: "Touch is also real. Is this the World of Qi?"
   

        Casio had once experienced the World of Qi at the fifth level of the Oyon Ruins with the elder of Extreme Fist. But back then, his strength wasn't at its current realm, and he couldn't grasp anything substantial, only feeling its mystery. However, now, Casio could sense the terrifying aspect of it. A world unto itself where everything is transformed by Qi – is this still a Boxing Method?
   

        Chirp!
   

        Suddenly, a faint bird call echoed from afar.
   

        He swiftly turned to look.
   

        There, directly ahead on the vast blue sea, a speck was racing towards him. As it drew closer, Casio could finally see clearly. It was a white Water Bird, soaring with fast-moving wings.
   

        His attention focused, he quickly noticed something unusual.
   

        The White Bird's way of flying was not like any ordinary Water Bird but carried a unique rhythm. When its wings beat, it started soft and slow, but when they extended fully, they suddenly became rigid and forceful, the feathers seemingly like two Metal War Blades, their edges sharp and clear.
   

        Slow and fast, soft and rigid, light and heavy.
   

        Two contradictory rhythms intermingled, forming the distinctive style of the White Bird's wingbeats. Not only that, but the flight path of the White Bird was also highly unusual, forming a wave-like pattern, as if it were a stone skimming across the sea surface. Rising towards the sky at its peak, then diving towards the sea at its lowest point, continuously repeating the cycle, its claws touching the water and leaving behind ring-shaped ripples. It seemed as if it were running on the water's leverage.
   

        This pattern curiously reminded Casio of a type of missile from the future that could glide in the atmosphere, the same sort of skimming motion, deemed the mightiest spear. Even an enemy would not be able to predict its path, let alone defend against it.
   

        "How strange, I can't predict where the White Bird will land in the next second!" Casio's gaze sharpened, and he instantly felt something odd. In theory, with his current mighty realm and the Heart of the Overlord Fist formed within, he should have easily foreseen the outcome of events. But, no matter how keenly Casio followed with his sharp eyes, he couldn't determine the White Bird's landing point. As the White Bird approached, this feeling intensified rapidly.
   

        It gradually evolved into a sense of danger that couldn't be controlled or predicted.
   

        "If it crashes into me, how should I block? How should I throw a punch?"
   

        A torrent of thoughts raced through Casio's mind. However, before he could ponder further, the White Bird that had been flying towards him had already reached him.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        His fist swung out ferociously, compressing the air inch by inch. Casio instantly threw a punch towards the White Bird, his concentrated Qi covering the surface of his fist.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The White Bird, now in close proximity, elegantly dodged with a light and soft maneuver, avoiding the punch in a flash. The next second, its wings stretched to their fullest, instantly turning into steely, sharp spikes. In that split second, they resembled brutal War Blades drenched in the blood of enemies.
   

        With a slicing sound, the Metal War Blade grazed past Casio's side, and blood spurted out. With a slight tremor of the blade, it transformed back into soft feathers. The wings gently unfolded, tracing an elegant curve in the air before coming to rest on the beach.
   

        In the White Bird Transformation, the glow faded, and an old man slowly turned around.
   

        His hair was gray and somewhat disheveled. His face was lined with wrinkles but carried a certain rugged charm. His features were pronounced, especially the prominent hawk-like nose. His eyes and eyebrows were still sharp, and even in old age, there was an unmistakable sense of sharpness. Of course, that was just his appearance. Overpowering any assessment of his looks was the holy Aura that enveloped the elder.
   

        Merely standing there made one feel as though they were in the presence of a sculpture or a deity. There was an inexplicable urge to worship, to heed his teachings.
   

        He was from the Southern Dipper Vein, the founder of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, the White Bird Sacred Fist.
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist turned to face Casio's burly figure. On his waist, the fabric was already torn open, revealing a long, narrow wound. There was no jagged flesh, only a smooth recess inward. Blood dripped from the edges, falling to the ground and forming a small pit like Lead Mercury.
   

        "Did you feel it? The Secret Skill of the Water Bird?" the old man spoke slowly.
   

        Casio turned around, his eyes contemplative. He knew that the White Bird Sacred Fist had just demonstrated the essence of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist. Starting with an impressive demonstration that injured him was merely a teaching method. Casio had experienced this method with the elder of Extreme Fist as well. For five or six months, he had been beaten day after day.
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        As they fought, the Boxing Method naturally became clear, and the Secret Skill was understood.
   

        Simple and direct, it was just a little bit violent. Ordinary students might really not be able to endure such methods from a teacher, as it could indeed be lethal.
   

        "Huh..." Casio's pupils refocused, and he fully regained his senses.
   

        "A contradiction? The Secret of Contradiction? Two opposing properties?"
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist smiled at this, neither nodding nor shaking his head, "It is a contradiction, but it's not just about opposition, there's also unity..."
   

        "Come with me."
   

        He suddenly turned and dashed toward the center of this sea island.
   

        Three minutes later, they reached a towering mountain peak. From here, one could overlook all the smaller mountains, though there were no other peaks on the island. The view included a babbling stream, verdant woods, fragrant grassland, and golden beach.
   

        And of course the further splashing waves and the boundless sea.
   

        At the peak, one silhouette was practicing the Boxing Method, while another one watched quietly. The Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, of course, couldn't simply transfer power and elevate one to the sixth stage forcibly. Such hastily elevated strength could potentially cause future problems.
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist was unwilling to waste such a good prospect as Casio.
   

        Casio also did not want his future path to be obstructed.
   

        Thus, the basic foundations still had to be solidly built. After all, this particular World of Qi was exceptionally unique, with different time flows internally and externally. It was likely a marvelous realm that even a Southern Dou Holy Fist level would need to expend much effort to evolve, and it could help him master the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist in a short time.
   

        On the mountain peak, an open platform.
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist took large steps, his arms stretching out like a water bird, graceful and fleet. As he waved them, his figure was also driven, gliding over the land. His arms cut through the air, surprisingly making a sound similar to that of a vibrating metal weapon, crisp yet holding an ominous tone.
   

        These were the foundational moves of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, the root of everything.
   

        Standing beside him, Casio watched intently, without a flicker of distraction in his gaze.
   

        More than ten days later.
   

        At the foot of the mountain, by the stream, on a green clearing.
   

        An aged silhouette moved swiftly, blurring into a black shadow at one instant. The deadly move unleashed, terrifying strength vented into the woods. Instantly causing tree trunks to shatter and fly, and leaves to fall like rain.
   

        By the stream, Casio pondered thoughtfully.
   

        A month passed.
   

        In the woods, beneath mottled sunbeams mingling with shadows.
   

        The two sat facing each other, cross-legged.
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist had his hands together, head slightly bowed, eyes closed. He resembled a sculpture in a temple, exquisitely lifelike.
   

        Except this sculpture had sixty-six white stars on various acupuncture points of his body, lighting up in response to each other. They twinkled and changed, ultimately connecting together to form a water bird.
   

        Corresponding to the night sky, in the Southern Dipper Star Region's Demon Bird Seat.
   

        Two months passed in a flash.
   

        On the beach, golden grains of sand blasted toward the sky like a surging fountain. When they fell, it was like a golden rain, sparkling under the sunlight. Amidst this rain, an old and a young silhouette intertwined in a frenzied battle, moving so fast they were nearly invisible to the naked eye. Their blurry shadows moved like black clouds, squeezing out cavities in the air. With explosive force, their hands swung, whether as fists, hand knives, or flying palms, each martial technique fluid as flowing water.
   

        Boom, boom, boom! Fists and palms collided, hand knives clashed, and the air exploded.
   

        Whoosh! A steel thorn feather, metallic in appearance, flew wildly out from the aftermath of the battle, landing far out on the sea surface. Instantly, there was a loud bang!
   

        A terrifying explosion. After the explosion, the sea surface had a huge, deeply concave bowl-shaped vacancy. It was like a smooth, semi-transparent jelly suddenly scooped out by a spoon. It took quite a while for the surrounding water to surge wildly and form a giant vortex to fill it in.
   

        Several months passed.
   

        Still on the mountain peak, Casio sat cross-legged, his breathing rhythmic.
   

        The Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist quietly circulated, strength flowing through his body. On the surface of his body, a bright white star shone, strikingly unique, while other densely packed glowing acupuncture points all appeared in shades of red and purple.
   

        Almost drowning the lone acupuncture point of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist within.
   

        This time, entry into the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist was much easier compared to acquiring the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. Back then, the South Dou Red Vulture Fist was incredibly dominant, and the murderous personality was at its peak leading state. Naturally, the cultivation of the Sonic Serpent Fist was severely hindered, even rejected and suppressed.
   

        However, fortunately, Casio's three profound mental methods, combined with the assistance of the Extreme Fist elder, helped him through the critical period and successfully balanced the two boxing methods.
   

        After achieving balance, the third boxing method became much easier to handle.
   

        The Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist and the South Dou Red Vulture Fist checked and balanced each other, with the murderous and aloof personalities offsetting each other. Casio's main personality naturally had it much easier.
   

        The Water Bird Fist came naturally, everything was so smooth and natural.
   

        However, now, the Water Bird Fist still only had one acupuncture point, unable to form a strong resonance with the Red Vulture Fist and the Sound Snake Fist, reaching the optimal balanced state.
   

        This problem, clearly, the White Bird Sacred Fist would help resolve.
   

        And today was the time to solve it.
   

        "After several months, your foundation has been solidly built, and you've successfully entered the door of the Water Bird Fist. It shows that your compatibility with the Water Bird Fist is very high..." the White Bird Sacred Fist stood behind Casio, hands behind his back, continuing, "Not just the Water Bird Fist, I'd say, your compatibility with the entire Southern Dipper Secret Transmission is extremely high. The so-called three profound mental methods you told me about are quite mystical and can split a personality into three..."
   

        The elder felt sentimental. His words paused slightly, and the topic shifted: "Your physique has reached an inhuman level, and both the South Dou Red Vulture Fist and the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist have been cultivated to no small realm. Moreover, in the realm of Qi, you have condensed the heart of a tyrant, reaching the threshold just below that of the Saint Fist. Your development in every direction is very good, quite comprehensive, with a robust foundation. So, I plan to be a bit rough, and directly inject a Water Bird into your body!"
   

        "Sixty-six stars forming a combination, reflecting the constellation chart of the Demon Bird, forming the overlapping World of Qi Water Bird. Once it enters your body, it will unfold naturally, overlapping with each acupuncture point, manifesting virtual meridians. At this time, you will be in extreme pain, your body vastly damaged, and even your Qi and spirit will also suffer conflicts and shocks. However, you must remain calm and focused. Open the overlapping acupuncture points one by one with the Qi Water Bird and your flesh..."
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist repeated what he had said many times before, indirectly reminding Casio to take it seriously, even if it seemed somewhat verbose.
   

        "Are you... ready?"
   

        The elder spoke to Casio, who was sitting cross-legged in front of him.
   

        "I'm in the best condition now, bring it on."
   

        Casio slowly exhaled a breath of warm air, feeling his body extraordinarily clear and penetrable.
   

        Hearing the response, the White Bird Sacred Fist did not hesitate at all and directly pushed down with a palm, fiercely pressing towards the top of Casio's head. Instantly, there appeared to be a giant Water Bird phantasm in the sky diving down swiftly. Aligning with the palm of the White Bird Sacred Fist, it thundered into Casio's Heavenly Spirit!
   

        Boom!
   

        At that moment, Casio felt as if his dark, chaotic mind had exploded. A white Water Bird silhouette fluttered out.
   

        Instantly flooding into his body, it swept through every inch of his flesh and meridians.
   

        The Water Bird phantasm suddenly expanded, growing to the exact size of Casio's body, perfectly overlapping with it. From afar, Casio looked like a human-like white Water Bird, with the phantasm enveloping his entire body.
   

        One by one, the Water Bird Fist acupuncture points lit up, radiating a rich white light, bringing unimaginably intense pain. In that instant, he felt as if his whole body was cramping, blurring his consciousness. However, Casio's will was firm, and he quickly refocused on the Water Bird Fist.
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        In utter darkness, Casio's consciousness submerged entirely into his body.
   

        He was urging the Barbed Feather Energy of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist to swiftly travel through the virtual meridians, growing bit by bit at an extremely fast pace. Initially, the Barbed Feather Energy was merely a thin strand, as fine as a hair. Soon, after breaking through several acupuncture points, it transformed into a flowing stream. When the number of acupuncture points reached double digits, it had accumulated into a small creek, roaring and continuously breaking through the nodes.
   

        Now, within Casio's body, the Barbed Feather Energy had become a mighty river, surging powerfully. It even caused his internal organs and skeleton to crack and ache faintly. Fifty-two white stars lit up in the blood pit, shimmering like radiant gems reflecting sunlight.
   

        Buzz!!!
   

        His body suddenly shivered, undergoing a powerful resonance.
   

        At that moment, the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, the Sonic Snake Fist, and the Red Vulture Fist all entered a state of resonating vibration. Instantly, an obscure yet profound fluctuation swept across his body, causing his bones and muscles to feel numb.
   

        Layer upon layer, it finally reached his mind.
   

        Casio's brain exploded, blurring his consciousness. It seemed as if something were lifting him, as if his soul were leaving his body.
   

        By a stroke of serendipity, an unusual enlightenment occurred.
   

        With his hands clasped together, an uncontrollable aura of dominance emitted from him. Inside his body, in the Dantian, three different colors of Qi were intertwining and spinning. One scarlet, one deep purple, one dense white. Murder, coldness, and tranquility, the three different auras collided. Gradually, the Qi took shape, naturally forming three ancient fierce beasts.
   

        Blood Vulture, Star Python, Demon Bird.
   

        They coexisted side by side, forming a stable equilateral triangle.
   

        Sometimes it would disperse. The Demon Bird spread its wings in the middle, acting as barriers and dividing lines. The Star Python roared above, the Blood Vulture shrieked below in a bizarre configuration, carrying an indescribable charm.
   

        Boom boom boom!
   

        In the virtual meridians of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, the mighty river of Barbed Feather Energy suddenly surged upwards, speeding up several notches.
   

        It was as if something from behind was propelling it violently forward.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        Casio's body trembled as if it were exploding inside, and three blood pits appeared in succession on his chest. Barbed Feather Energy rushed into the acupuncture points.
   

        Fifty-five, Fifth Stage complete.
   

        Still not enough! At least the Sixth Stage, even leaving several deep footprints in the Sixth Stage was necessary. He would not let this opportunity pass!
   

        "While the special enlightenment from the first resonance of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission has not faded, use all your strength, exhaust all of this momentum…"
   

        Determined, Casio paid no heed to the pain in his body or the damage to his internal organs. He ferociously urged the three gates of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, accelerating them all at once.
   

        Boom!
   

        A massive blood mist burst forth from Casio, which, before it could settle, was obliterated by the sixfold force effect into nothingness.
   

        A chill wind passed, carrying away the remaining scent of blood. At the summit platform, a blood-stained silhouette sat cross-legged, utterly motionless.
   

        His hands clasped, the clothes on the surface of his body had blasted apart. On his burly and powerful body, lines of split skin spread, resembling a dense web of spiders. Deeper wounds streamed with fresh blood, with visible pulsating internal organs inside.
   

        At this moment, Casio's condition was utterly pitiful, almost completely incapacitated. It should be known that his Demon Idol-like body, whether its external muscles or internal organs, had already reached an incredibly strong state.
   

        Yet, in the outburst just now, he had nearly exploded and died. It showed how wildly dangerous the surge of power from the Southern Dou was.
   

        "Whew…"
   

        From Casio's nostrils, two streams of warm air slowly drifted out, visibly tinged with a faint blood color.
   

        "Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, the Sixth Stage, achieved…"
   

        He suddenly opened his eyes, his entire pupils turning white, shining like searchlights. A White bird soared out from within!
   

        Chirp! Tink, tink, tink, tink, tink…
   

        Following the bird's call, the crisp sounds of activated acupuncture points formed a sequence.
   

        One, ten, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty…
   

        Sixty!
   

        Sixty Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist acupuncture points! Only six away from completion!
   

        The exertion Casio made was correct, having saved a great deal of time by activating five acupuncture points in a row. Not only did he fiercely break into the Sixth Stage of Southern Dou's Power, but he also nearly traversed half the distance of the Sixth Stage!
   

        This was undoubtedly an excellent situation.
   

        As for the fantasy of seizing this opportunity to break through to completion of the sixty-sixth Barbed Feather Energy acupuncture points in the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist—it was acceptable to entertain such thoughts in his mind, but realistically, it was absolutely impossible.
   

        Any Secret Martial Art becomes more challenging in the later stages, including the breakthrough of acupuncture points. It's tough to find a 'skyrocketing' opportunity, especially in the Sixth Stage. That Casio was able to jump over half the distance of the Sixth Stage in one go showed he had deep foundational strength and excellent luck. Of course, it also took the courage to exert force at once. Only by combining all these factors did he achieve such success.
   

        Had he hesitated or balked just now, he definitely would not have broken through five acupuncture points in the Sixth Stage of Southern Dou's Power; breaking through three or even two would have been the limit. Thus, sometimes when the opportunity presents itself, it all depends on whether you can seize the chance and have the guts to pursue greater benefits.
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        This time, Casio did quite well in the transmission of the White Bird Sacred Fist technique.
   

        A cold wind blew again on the mountain peak, causing the robes to flap loudly.
   

        "You lad, you're really bold," the White Bird Sacred Fist slowly withdrew his palm behind Casio, shaking his head with a contemplative look in his eyes. "You truly resemble the Red Vulture with the same Tyrant Fist, acting upon your thoughts with extraordinary courage. Just like when Red Vulture directly went to that Calamity Source and forcefully restrained Totem King Cassius, buying us time, it was the same..."
   

        Muttering to himself, Casio on the ground was quickly recovering from his injuries. The life vibration energy dissipated, continuously nourishing his flesh. The wounds quickly healed, and the holes were filled, skin regrowing.
   

        It was hard to tell how much time had passed when he slowly stood up on flat ground.
   

        At this moment, there was an unexpected sense of fulfillment within his heart.
   

        Power is what best nourishes the hearts of those, starved and thirsty. Especially for a madman like Casio, who could derive an unprecedented satisfaction from it.
   

        This sense of satisfaction, compared to the pleasures of love between men and women, was countless levels more exhilarating. As if being on the clouds, floating as if in a divine trance—these descriptions were not enough to fully capture the feeling. Casio's lips curled into a smile.
   

        It was a pleased yet inherently fierce smile.
   

        "Hahahahahaha..."
   

        His wild, unrestrained laughter echoed across the mountain peak, piercing into the high altitude.
   

        In this laughter, the entire World of Qi gradually faded away. Like a fading oil painting, the colors dripping off, leaving only a black and white sketch. As time passed, even the sketch disappeared, leaving only a blank space, vague and blurry, as if obscured by a layer of glass.
   

        Whirring...
   

        The world spun around, and his field of view blurred for a moment.
   

        Casio opened his eyes to find himself back in the Ash Boundary.
   

        Ahead of him was the White Bird Sacred Fist, face-to-face with him, while the Yan Yang Sacred Fist stood silently waiting beside. Visibly, the state of the White Bird Sacred Fist was extremely poor, his aura weak to the extreme, flickering like a candle in the wind, potentially extinguishing the next second. Without the strong Qi aura to cover him, an air of death also emanated from the decaying corpse of the White Bird Sacred Fist, giving off a deep sense of impending doom.
   

        The next second, the eyes of the White Bird Sacred Fist opened.
   

        His eyes were no longer bright and sharp, but cloudy and obscured.
   

        "The Qi I forcefully injected into this realm is almost exhausted..."
   

        "Yan Yang, be ready. I will take you back soon. But be very careful later on. I can feel at least three Ultimate Dark Entities lurking around my physical body, possibly launching an attack at any moment. They aim to forcibly detain me. Let the Moon God Curse and the Death Abyss Seal continue to strengthen, exhausting me to death on the continent. But unfortunately for them, they can't achieve it..."
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist's tone carried an unmatched confidence.
   

        "Later, when you enter the World of Calamities, leave my side immediately. I will hold off those Ultimate Dark Entities for you. Once I shake them off and move into the Black Sea area to reset the curse and seal, wait for me at the edge of Despair Beach. I have important matters..."
   

        The elderly man slowly stood up, looking towards the golden red Flame figure beside him.
   

        Yan Yang Sacred Fist nodded, clearly trusting the White Bird Sacred Fist unconditionally. They had cooperated before, so they understood each other well. Yan Yang Sacred Fist knew the terrifying strength of the White Bird Sacred Fist; if he said he could hold off at least three Ultimate Dark Entities, he certainly could!
   

        There was no need for doubt, nor for hesitation.
   

        Besides.
   

        Presently in poor condition, if I were to enter the World of Calamities, I would only be a burden to the White Bird Sacred Fist. Finally free from the endless entanglement and exhaustion with the Pale Origin, the Yan Yang Sacred Fist needed time to gradually recover.
   

        "Hmm..."
   

        On the open ground, the expression of the White Bird Sacred Fist slightly changed, and his eyes became vacant. After a while, he regained his senses, turned his head to Casio, and said, "Casio, I am leaving to return to my battlefield. Yan Yang will also leave with me, and we will wait for you in the World of Calamities. It won't take much time now, sixty Southern Dipper Acupuncture points are not far from perfecting the Boxing Method. And you, once your Boxing Method is perfected, will be able to break through directly to Tyrant Fist. In this matter, I have even more confidence than you..."
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist slowly walked over, continuing, "What had to be told to you, what had to be said, has already been said in the World of Qi. Those unspeakable things, it's not that I don't want to tell you. It's just that you're not at that level yet. If I told you, you wouldn't remember it anyway. You won't remember the real secrets until you reach the Holy Fist Realm. So, hurry up and break through, hurry up and become stronger, you rascal..."
   

        He reached out his aged hand and, satisfied, patted Casio on the Shoulders. Clearly, after several months of association, the White Bird Sacred Fist had grown quite fond of Casio, the Southern Dipper Successor. Their relationship had developed a mentor-apprentice bond.
   

        "I understand."
   

        Casio slowly nodded, his gaze profound. In the World of Qi, he had not only trained in martial arts but also inquired about many secrets from the White Bird Sacred Fist. Of course, some secrets could be told, while others could not.
   

        Or rather, he couldn't remember the ones that were told.
   

        "Does it involve Xiadu again?" he speculated at that time.
   

        Right now, Xiadu's Door Organization had completely collapsed. The Vice leader, Magic Phoenix Sacred Fist, was dead, and nearly all seven Kings were gone, along with a vast number of core Fighter members falling. It could be said that at least two-thirds of the foundation of the Door Organization had been destroyed, leaving only a few cats big and small.
   

        During this time, Xiadu should still be in slumber.
   

        It seems that, after returning from Immortal Island to the Hong Li Empire, it was time for a purge. Targeting the world's top Forces, the Door Organization. In addition, various dark forces also needed to be cleansed, such as the Lunar Eclipse Meeting and others. Also, some plans from the Florence Dark Hunt Organization needed to be scheduled, starting as a Holy Light hunter to fulfill the original master's Obsession. Of course, if the Chief Inspector of the Dark Hunt Organization was willing to retire graciously, Casio wasn't unwilling to take over the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        Additionally, the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire already owed him two favors. In his hands, he actually held a tremendous and terrifying Power. In two years' time, it would surely bring surprises to an unknown enemy.
   

        As his thoughts circulated in his mind, Casio regained his senses.
   

        "Let's go."
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist instantaneously fell seated, his eyes tightly shut. His aura rapidly weakened until he seemed lifeless, like a sacred Sculpture. After a moment of silence, a chirp of a bird rang out.
   

        A white Water Bird burst forth from the body of the White Bird Sacred Fist.
   

        In the blink of an eye, it soared into the sky like a Missile, trailing a pale white tail flame behind it. Below, the golden red Flame giant, transformed from Yan Yang Sacred Fist, infinitely collapsed and compressed into a human-sized dark flame figure. With a leap of his Footsteps.
   

        The dark flame shadow also flew toward the high altitude, following the Water Bird's trajectory.
   

        The speed of both was unimaginably fast, vanishing without a trace in a mere moment of absentmindedness. Only two thuds were audible as the sky trembled.
   

        A white Water Bird burst forth from the body of the White Bird Sacred Fist.
   

        In the blink of an eye, it soared into the sky like a Missile, trailing a pale white tail flame behind it. Below, the golden red Flame giant, transformed from Yan Yang Sacred Fist, infinitely collapsed and compressed into a human-sized dark flame figure. With a leap of his Footsteps.
   

        The dark flame shadow also flew toward the high altitude, following the Water Bird's trajectory.
   

        The speed of both was unimaginably fast, vanishing without a trace in a mere moment of absentmindedness. Only two thuds were audible as the sky trembled.
   

        The speed of both was unimaginably fast, vanishing without a trace in a mere moment of absentmindedness. Only two thuds were audible as the sky trembled.
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        At this moment, the Ash Boundary had been devoid of ash, the ash that had once filled the sky like falling snow had already disappeared. The Ultimate Dark Entity, the Pale Origin, had fallen today, transforming into charcoal remains resembling a mountain range, even its last traces of vitality were thoroughly absorbed by Casio.
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist left, followed by the Yan Yang Sacred Fist returning to the World of Calamities.
   

        The Ripple master organization, with a millennium of heritage, formed The Lost Paradise in their pursuit of immortality, had also been thoroughly burned by the Undying Flames.
   

        There was nothing left of interest in this special realm.
   

        Casio's purpose for this journey had been achieved just now.
   

        It was time to fulfill his promise to the people of the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        As for the Eerie Night Guest camp that had surrendered along the way, they could also be allocated some other benefits, if there were any in this Relic. After all, they could not cultivate Secret Martial Arts, and had no direct conflicts of interest with the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire. Casio was not one to burn bridges, especially since the Eerie Night Guest camp was useful. Everyone present was a top-tier knight-ranked Marker...
   

        This was essentially the majority of the elite combat power of Black Rain Villa.
   

        If they all defected, Casio would have unimaginable influence and power within Black Rain Villa. It was important to note that although the Dark Hunt Organization and Black Rain Villa appeared to be opposing forces of good and evil, they both hunted Dark creatures.
   

        If the two could join forces, share information channels, and collaborate in hunting.
   

        Many previously inaccessible forbidden zones and many formerly feared dangerous clans could now be approached. This was perfectly in line with Casio's upcoming cleansing plan. He intended to dramatically reduce the number of Dark creatures within the Hong Li Empire at least exterminate all groups and organizations that dared to emerge publicly. Of course, a total annihilation was not realistic.
   

        Even in the eras when Sacred Fists emerged in the Secret Martial Arts World, Dark creatures still existed. First, they were numerous and scattered across vast areas; second, they were good at disguising themselves and hiding their tracks. In short, eradication was difficult to achieve.
   

        Especially since the World of Calamities was gradually assimilating with the Real World.
   

        It was impossible for the Real World not to be affected.
   

        Only a direct assault to sweep through the World of Calamities would truly eradicate the root.
   

        "Besides Black Rain Villa and the Dark Hunt Organization, I may also need to expand my influence in the Secret Martial Arts World. With the prestige and momentum from the last battle at the International Exchange Meeting, and the favors owed after the divisions of the Boxing Method armories, I should face little obstruction or difficulty," Casio thought as he led the group towards the edge of the realm, his mind busy planning.
   

        He was considering the possibility of truly establishing a Magical Golem Sect in the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire. After some thought, Casio realized that with his prestige and power, it was entirely feasible. Not to mention, the various schools' gate masters and elders had witnessed the terrifying yet grand battles he had fought. Just now, two Sacred Fists had appeared, and White Bird Sacred Fist had even assessed him in front of everyone, subtly pointing out that Casio was on the verge of breaking through to the Tyrant Fist realm, at the bottleneck.
   

        A soon-to-emerge Tyrant Fist stood right before everyone.
   

        How could the fighters of the Secret Martial Arts World dare to oppose Casio's decisions? Of course, when it came to plans concerning the Secret Martial Arts World, he should still avoid being too forceful. The best approach was still to appeal to reason and interest.
   

        Appealing to reason did not need much explanation. The people of the Secret Martial Arts World had entered the Immortal Isles, and their experiences along the way had effectively convinced them with facts.
   

        Appealing to interest was also quite simple, and an opportunity was currently presenting itself.
   

        In a special area within the Ancient Ruins, the Boxing Method armory housed treasures of powerful Secret Martial Arts from an ancient era, suspected to be part of a heritage left by a distant civilization. These items were of no use to Casio; at most, they would broaden his horizons and extend his field of view. Especially now that he had reached the limit of a fighter and was on the verge of stepping into the Saint Fist realm, the effect of the Secret Martial Arts in the ancient armory was almost nil.
   

        However, for the many schools of the Secret Martial Arts World, these Secret Martial Arts were delicacies as tempting as exotic delicacies. Having one more Secret Martial Art meant one more heritage, one more secret technique meant one more option. No school of Secret Martial Arts would think they had too many secret techniques.
   

        A good heritage was enough to make people vie fiercely for it.
   

        This was also why so many fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World were willing to travel with Casio across the ocean to the dangerous Immortal Isles.
   

        It was important to note that although Casio was not very interested in the Boxing Method armory obtained this time, he would still play an important role in its allocation. The information was provided by him, and the formidable enemies were defeated by him. The simple principle of "more effort, more reward" was easy to understand. Therefore, even if Casio did not want them, a large share of the armory's Secret Martial Arts would be allocated to him.
   

        And this portion could be used to establish the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Additionally, Casio had deduced some Secret Martial Arts and secret techniques while fighting the Wraiths in the Howler's Gorge. The inheritance and secret techniques of the Magical Golem Sect might be extensive, possessing a deadly allure to outsiders.
   

        Moreover, Casio decided not to develop the Magical Golem Sect as a school, but rather to create an organization with a loose external structure and a tight internal core. It would be like a club, where peripheral members could access some of the free parts of the Secret Martial Arts and secret techniques.
   

        But the real essence, the powerful, unique heritage.
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        Members-only.
   

        This format can greatly eliminate biases among different Secret Martial Art schools, forming a platform that at least superficially appears cohesive. It not only facilitates the exchange and progress of experts from the Secret Martial Arts World but also expands their influence while assigning tasks targeting dark creatures.
   

        There might be some sleaziness, some accidents.
   

        But as long as Casio, the future Tyrant Fist, is in charge, not a single wave could stir in just two to three years. He could also take this opportunity to experiment during the Era of Retrospection and if it proves effective, directly replicate it in the Real World.
   

        The above are some of the thoughts currently in Casio's mind. Specific operations would still be adapted to local conditions and based on reality.
   

        **********************************
   

        Buzzing...
   

        After a moment of haziness, everyone left the Ash Boundary and reappeared on the lowest level of the Ancient Ruins. This time, they did not use the convenient passage opened by the bronze key because the Secret Martial Art armory was on the fourth level of the Ancient Ruins, which they would have bypassed had they taken the convenient passage.
   

        "Let's go!"
   

        Casio, a towering black silhouette, took the lead without any hesitation. The tattered hem of his trench coat rustled fiercely, like rolling dark clouds. Footsteps closely followed behind him.
   

        More than seventy people from the Secret Martial Arts World camp, all Fighters of great skill!
   

        Dozens from the Black Rain Villa camp as well, all top-tier Knights!
   

        Over a hundred silhouettes swiftly moved forward, their speed creating afterimages that flickered powerfully. The dense crowd brought a heavy oppressive feel. The overlapping aura of the strong was suffocating.
   

        The monsters and exotic species in the Ancient Ruins were in for a treat today!
   

        Four to five hours later, in a certain area on the fourth level of the Ancient Ruins.
   

        Bang!
   

        A pale-skinned fighter who was nearly two meters tall slightly flexed his fists. Suddenly, with a rapid flicker, he appeared in front of an exotic species and without hesitation, smashed his fist right into its jaw.
   

        The exotic species flew out instantly; its entire skeletal structure was deformed, and blood filled its mouth. It glided for several meters and then with a thud, it crashed to the ground. After sliding for two meters, a boot blocked its path.
   

        The black hardened leather boot lifted and then stomped down firmly onto the grotesque, bloodied face of the exotic species. It ground lightly and then stomped down fiercely.
   

        With a squelching sound, the immense force flattened the head beneath the foot!
   

        The exotic species's body shook violently, twitched once, and then was devoid of life. The boot lifted from the pool of blood, still shiny, without a stain. It was evidently coated with a layer of Black Spirit.
   

        Casio slowly lifted his head and scanned the surrounding area. This was a vast cavity that also served as a bloody battlefield.
   

        The air was filled with the sickening smell of blood, which was somewhat nauseating.
   

        Five minutes earlier, the entire team had entered this cavity. From the dense holes in the cavity, humanoid creatures resembling insects swarmed out, launching an attack. They were then brutally beaten, terribly so. The ground was covered with the corpses of these insect men and their green, viscous blood.
   

        For a full five minutes, over a thousand insect men were massacred by the Fighters and Eerie Night Guests. Limbs and bodies were strewn everywhere, creating a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood.
   

        The fourth and fifth levels of the Ancient Ruins also had areas that were tricky and dangerous, and even the team of over a hundred strong had to be cautious. However, clearly, these insect men were not included in that category.
   

        "We're almost there. The Boxing Method armory should be just a hundred meters ahead," said Casio as he slowly walked past corpse after corpse, leaving bloody footprints from his boots. He took the lead and headed towards a dim tunnel ahead. With a click, a brawny man, whose arms were as thick as an ordinary person's thighs, exerted a bit of force and directly snapped the neck of an insect man. The brawny man shook his hand and quickly followed Casio's silhouette.
   

        Fighter after fighter and Eerie Night Guest quickly followed suit.
   

        Thirty seconds later, a black and hard wall appeared before everyone. The Boxing Method armory in the Ancient Ruins might be just behind this wall?
   

        Three minutes had passed.
   

        The burly man who had just strangled the insect man turned his head to look back and saw, quite significantly, five thick walls standing behind him, each as thick as half a room.
   

        Moreover, the rock layers were hard, as if coated and refined by some secret force. A fighter had tried to attack it, using all his lethal moves, but he could only make a basketball-sized pit in it. Now, all five walls had been breached, displaying a hole six meters in diameter. This was the work of Casio, the leader. At that time, the burly man had only seen Casio lightly tapping with his fingers, as though a piece of steel thorn feathers were falling.
   

        The moment they touched the wall, there was a "puff" sound.
   

        The entire wall segment appeared as if it had vanished into thin air, leaving a huge, smooth hole that allowed several people to walk through abreast. As for any rubble or dust, none appeared. It was as if they had been erased by some mysterious force, or devoured by a giant mouth.
   

        With five taps of his fingers, Casio had directly breached the armory's defenses.
   

        Barbed Feather Energy, truly marvelous, the effects were extraordinary.
   

        In the Boxing Method armory, flames flickered at the top, providing illumination. The gate masters and elders from the major schools of the Secret Martial Arts World held their breath and looked around. Initially stunned with expressions of shock and bewilderment, their faces soon twisted into a frenzied joy.
   

        Indeed, the Boxing Method armory was real, and the treasure trove of Secret Martial Arts was real too.
   

        Looking around, the armory was densely packed with stone platforms, each topped with indentations. In the indentations lay several secret manuals. On the walls, there were basketball-sized black holes, each containing more secret manuals. All in all, the total number certainly exceeded three figures.
   

        This time, they really struck gold!
   

        The trip to Immortal Island had been worth it!
   

        The revival of their schools looked hopeful!
   

        In that moment, the expressions of the dozens of gate masters and elders were incredibly animated. Each harbored their thoughts and desires, but all were after the secret techniques of Martial Arts.
   

        How could one not be overjoyed with the most needed items now in hand?
   

        With a vast collection of martial arts manuals laid out before them, their breathing grew heavier just thinking about the value contained within, the benefits and power they would bring. However, though everyone was heated with excitement, they still retained their rationality. All remained still, waiting for Casio to handle the allocation.
   

        "Let's take all of these with us first, not leaving anything behind. Once we leave the dangerous areas of the Ancient Ruins and Immortal Islands and return to the fleet, we'll allocate them…" Casio thought for a moment and immediately made a decision.
   

        Without delay, everyone began to act, sweeping the Boxing Method armory clean.
   

        They even dug three feet into the ground, not overlooking any corner, such that they resembled bandits crossing the land. The Martial Arts manuals were gathered up and carried by four commanders under Casio's command. These four, in turn, were tightly guarded in the center by many fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World, a very cautious posture apparent among the group.
   

        It seemed as if they were ready to fight to the death with any attacker at the slightest mishap.
   

        The route back to the surface was much slower than the way in. First, because they did not use the convenient passageway, and second, because the people from the Secret Martial Arts World were extremely cautious. Any slight rustle of the wind or grass had them on guard, thus making their journey slow. Fortunately, despite the fears, they made it to the surface without incident.
   

        They emerged in a gorge on the inner part of Immortal Island.
   

        Since the Ripple master organization had been annihilated, there was no force left on Immortal Island to hinder the team's progress. Hence, their departure from Immortal Island was very smooth. It only took them a short time to reach the beach.
   

        Half an hour later, the fleet slowly began its journey.
   

        Dense silhouettes stood on the deck, looking back at the island.
   

        From the stern, Casio quietly looked towards the beach.
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        "Swoosh... Swoosh..."
   

        The light blue waves slapped against the White Pier, the overlapping tides swaying to create a wide expanse of glittering golden ripples under the sunlight. In the distance, above the sea level, the rising sun slowly ascended. Water Birds flapped their wings and glided past, their movements graceful as they emitted crisp calls.
   

        Next to the dock, a row of wooden fishing boats were moored side by side, with their ropes tied to the railings, bobbing up and down with the tide. The fishermen, who had risen early to work, shouldered their heavy nets as they made their way to their own vessels. The dock was bustling, home to not only the fishermen but also sailors and laborers. Some merchant ships had docked the previous night and were just beginning to unload their cargo this morning.
   

        Time ticked away and the Sun rose higher, hanging in the pristine clouds. The reflection of sunlight on the surface of the water was no longer dazzling, revealing a hint of azure in the blue waves. In the distance, several shadows slowly emerged on the sea level.
   

        "Another fleet coming in?"
   

        Government personnel responsible for maintaining order at the dock peered out.
   

        Gradually, the shadows grew nearer, revealing their specific forms.
   

        The leaders were two mutually supportive giant Wind Sail Warships. Their hulls were exceptionally thick, covered with special tung oil, and the protruding ram spikes on the surface gave them a hint of Killing Intention. Following behind the Wind Sail Warships was a merchant ship, quietly trailing along as if part of the same group.
   

        "Is that a warship?"
   

        "The fleet that left half a month ago?"
   

        The Government personnel exchanged glances but nonetheless moved close and stood quietly.
   

        Among the crowd, several figures silently waiting lit up with recognition after confirming a few times. Instantly, a number of them quickly left the pier.
   

        Ten minutes later, the two Wind Sail Warships and the merchant ship slowly docked beside the pier, instantly becoming the focus of everyone's gaze. It was not only because these ships were exceptionally large but more so because the lower parts of the two Wind Sail Warships were covered in large swathes of mottled bloodstains. The stains appeared somewhat darkened, yet one could still imagine the horrifying amount of bloodshed.
   

        Had there been a sea battle? Or had they encountered a terrible Sea Demon?
   

        The people on the dock weren't wrong in their guesses; it indeed was a Sea Demon, more specifically, the legendary Devil Fish of the coastal regions. Casio had killed this creature in the Storm Band, and upon its Corpse's Explosion, blood had dyed a vast expanse of the sea red. As the fleet sailed through, the hulls were stained, leaving some Traces.
   

        So it appeared as though they had gone through a fierce battle.
   

        Click, click, click...
   

        A wooden ladder was lowered and placed on the dock.
   

        From the three ships, a line of black Silhouettes emerged, their robust figures alone looking strong and not to be trifled with. Not to mention their nerve-wracking Aura, which made people instinctively keep their distance. Especially those who disembarked from the merchant ship, each one carrying exaggerated Weapons, whose sharp ends glinted with a chilling white light in the sunlight, unmistakably lethal.
   

        By the pier, today's staff swallowed hard.
   

        Glancing at the slender sword in their hands, then back to the one-eyed, black-clothed giant in the forefront. The giant shouldered a black broadsword as wide and massive as his own body. Each step he took on the dock caused a heavy thud. Moreover, he had a pair of Axes hanging at his waist, their exaggerated blades seeming as if they were created for chopping Rhinos.
   

        "These... these fierce men... are they here to rob the dock?"
   

        The Dock Staff looked at each other, their legs becoming weak with uncertainty. They were unsure whether to approach or to turn and run, an agonizing decision.
   

        However, fortunately, they soon put their minds at ease.
   

        From the road behind the dock, a superior had arrived. The middle-aged man, dressed in Aristocrat's attire, jogged toward the pier, huffing and puffing. Once he reached the dock, he immediately began to clear the area. Soon, only the Fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World, the Eerie Night Guest from Black Rain Villa, and the Dock Staff were left. Two minutes later, even the Staff retreated.
   

        In the vacant area, only the team returning from Immortal Island remained.
   

        "Move the Secret manuals onto the shore."
   

        "Be careful. Don't damage the Secret manuals!"
   

        "Whoever ruins a Secret manual will lose a share of their allocation!"
   

        The voices of Fighters rang out on the pier. They moved back and forth between the Wind Sail Warships and the dock, arranging sturdy wooden chests neatly.
   

        Initially, the plan was to allocate the Secret manuals during the return journey. However, it wasn't going smoothly, because each Sect had different demands, and specifics varied drastically, likely taking longer than anticipated. Moreover, halfway through, the leader Casio started writing the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, accidentally losing himself in the process. For several days, he was confined to his cabin.
   

        Therefore, the individuals of the Secret Martial Arts World had no choice but to wait. The plan was to transport all the ancient Secret manuals to East Sea City first and then call over sharp-eyed, Experienced Elders from the various Sects to carefully select them.
   

        Tap, tap, tap... Tap, tap, tap...
   

        On the main road of the dock, a large group of Silhouettes quickly made their way without interruption. They were unmistakably the Elders and Disciples of various Schools, who despite not having journeyed to Immortal Island with the fleet, had been stationed near the pier.
   

        Waiting for the triumphant return of the team.
   

        After more than half a month, the fleet that had set out finally returned.
   

        "Gate Master, are... are all these... the inheritance of the Secret Martial Art!?"
   

        An Elder with white-flecked hair widened his eyes, pointing to a dozen or so sturdy wooden chests on the ground, tentatively asking his Sect's Gate Master.
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        "Otherwise? Isn't this the purpose of our voyage?"
   

        The sect leader laughed lightly, mixed with a hint of pride. He relished seeing the shock on the Great Elder's face, although he himself had reacted similarly the first time.
   

        "So many? There must be over a hundred! My goodness, if we could get all of them... Even a minor sect could escalate its influence and strength to at least a second-tier sect within ten years. It would take at most two to three generations to develop the sect to the top-tier of super-first-class, even surpassing Soul-Losing Swordsmanship and Star Ring Fist..."
   

        The elder with white hair muttered to himself, his eyes fiery with passion. He stared at the neatly arranged rows of wooden crates as a mouse would at cheese. He took a deep breath and continued, "Gate Master, how many can we secure this time? Just give me a number, even a rough estimate will do..."
   

        The sect leader smiled and discreetly gestured two and three with his right hand. With so many people watching, getting too excited would be embarrassing.
   

        "Two or three sects? That many?!"
   

        The white-haired elder widened his eyes.
   

        Then, the sect leader shook his head, came closer, and whispered,
   

        "Not two or three sects. Two Secret Martial Arts, and three secret techniques, five in total. Hehehe..." He patted the Great Elder's shoulder with a carefree demeanor, feeling secretly thrilled inside.
   

        This trip to Immortal Island was indeed the best decision of the Six Unparalleled Fist sect leader's life. Of course, he also performed exceptionally by killing a core member of the Door Organization during combat, which is why he was allotted extra weight during distribution, thus reaping above average benefits.
   

        "Okay, okay, okay... Excellent, excellent, excellent," the white-haired man said stupidly, as if he could only repeat that phrase. It took him a while to recover, then he excitedly continued, "Aldo, those old guys within the sect won't dare to oppose you anymore; they will absolutely follow your lead. You can remove the 'acting' term from your acting sect leader title..."
   

        Scenes like this were common at the docks. Fighters are human too, and they have things that excite them and make them happy.
   

        Happiness is meant to be shared.
   

        In no time, all the Secret Martial Arts World teams stationed at the dock knew that this mission was a complete and profound success. Demon Image Casio had not deceived them; Immortal Island indeed possessed ancient ruins, which contained an armory of Boxing Method filled with Secret Martial Arts and secret techniques!
   

        At this moment, Casio's reputation in the Secret Martial Arts World had reached its peak!
   

        Tap, tap, tap...
   

        On the deck, the sound of solid, dull footsteps echoed along the way.
   

        A majestic silhouette dressed in brand-new black clothes walked down from the ship.
   

        His strong presence burned brightly like a candle in the darkness, impossible to ignore. The domineering aura that somewhat exuded from him made practitioners of lower martial levels weak at the knees and chill their backs. In their eyes, this man in black seemed like he could rip through his physical body at any moment and turn into a ferocious monster that would devour everyone. Soon, among them, some of the younger members sought shelter behind their sect leader, just as chickens hide behind hens from an eagle.
   

        Casio saw this and shook his head helplessly. Days had passed; though he had reigned in his explosive aura, it still struck awe in those who saw him. This journey to Immortal Island indeed provided a significant boost.
   

        Moreover, during the return voyage from Immortal Island, he took the opportunity to include the remaining half of the Tsunami Fist and the complete Ripple Fist in the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission.
   

        Furthermore, under the intuitive understanding of related concepts, the branch Boxing Method of Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist also vaguely took shape, and the general direction was clear. In some time, he could attempt to build the framework and hammer out a totally new Secret Martial Art.
   

        During the ship's return journey, while writing down the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission,
   

        Casio gradually realized how to merge the three types of Boxing Methods.
   

        Although he possessed three core Mental Methods, which balanced the conflicts and contradictions between the three Southern Dipper Secret Transmissions and even created resonance, this did not mean that when he used the South Dou Red Vulture Fist to break through to Tyrant Fist realm, the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist and Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist would automatically resonate and upgrade to Saint Fist and Extreme Fist realms.
   

        This was an entirely different concept.
   

        Moreover, even if the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist and Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist reached the realms of Saint Fist and Extreme Fist, it would be on an individual basis, not collectively.
   

        The integration of the three fists Casio had envisioned was not as simple as he had originally thought.
   

        These three fists can be interpreted in two concepts.
   

        The first integration of the three fists.
   

        Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, Red Vulture Fist, and Sound Snake Fist merge into one.
   

        This becomes the complete Southern Dipper Secret Transmission!
   

        It becomes a legendary Secret Martial Art that thoroughly surpasses any first-class Secret Martial Art!
   

        The second integration of the three fists.
   

        Tyrant Fist, Saint Fist, and Extreme Fist—the three peak realms combine into one!
   

        This is an even more domineering and more challenging integration of three fists. Any slight mishap could result in self-destruction on the spot, deviation, and a complete downfall. It is also a path no one has ever taken - how can three different styles and paths be unified?
   

        Even the prerequisite conditions, the three different styles and paths, are beyond most Secret Martial Arts practitioners. To practice three paths and battle in three styles is nothing short of schizophrenia. As it is known, in most cases, purity is the most powerful! Deviating from the path often leads nowhere good.
   

        Thankfully, the existence of the three great Mental Methods gives Casio a foundation and possibility to attempt them. The special abilities from the Era of Retrospection even provide him with a chance to make mistakes. Even if he dies in the Era of Retrospection, it will have no significant consequences.
   

        In conclusion, both types of integration of the three fists are extremely powerful yet dangerous. Additionally, there is a subtle and intricate relationship between them. The integration of the Nandou Three Fists could very well be an essential condition for the merger of the Saint, Tyrant, and Extreme realms, or some indispensable foundation.
   

        Currently, Casio still does not know how to operate the second type of integration of the three fists, since he hasn't even achieved Tyrant Fist yet. However, he has already found some clues about the first type of integration. It is precisely written by the Qi Seal Inscription Method, the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission! The three stages of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method - leaves, branches, and trunk - when fully depicted, form a towering tree.
   

        In the time that follows, if he can perfect the entire system of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission and clarify every branch and every vein, then Casio can integrate the three Southern Dipper boxing techniques into one and achieve a legendary Secret Martial Art that transcends first-class secrets! An unprecedented existence...
   

        At that time, his power will see substantial enhancements and integration.
   

        Fiercer, stronger, more domineering!
   

        Combined with the characteristics of Saint Fist, his Qi will expand endlessly and proliferate.
   

        He might soon be able to make significant strides at the Saint Fist level!
   

        On the dock, the sea breeze was salty and moist, carrying a hint of coolness.
   

        Casio stepped onto land, saw everyone looking at him, and immediately took the lead towards the distant road. With this opportunity to distribute hundreds of books of Secret Martial Arts Techniques from the armory, the plan to establish and expand the Magical Golem Sect could commence. It is impossible to confront enemies and forces in the darkness without the support of a vast number of high-quality fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        In the time that follows, if he can perfect the entire system of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission and clarify every branch and every vein, then Casio can integrate the three Southern Dipper boxing techniques into one and achieve a legendary Secret Martial Art that transcends first-class secrets! An unprecedented existence...
   

        At that time, his power will see substantial enhancements and integration.
   

        Fiercer, stronger, more domineering!
   

        Combined with the characteristics of Saint Fist, his Qi will expand endlessly and proliferate.
   

        He might soon be able to make significant strides at the Saint Fist level!
   

        On the dock, the sea breeze was salty and moist, carrying a hint of coolness.
   

        Casio stepped onto land, saw everyone looking at him, and immediately took the lead towards the distant road. With this opportunity to distribute hundreds of books of Secret Martial Arts Techniques from the armory, the plan to establish and expand the Magical Golem Sect could commence. It is impossible to confront enemies and forces in the darkness without the support of a vast number of high-quality fighters from the Secret Martial Arts World.
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        Deathfang Power, coupled with Echo Strength. Under the amplification of the Platinum Stigmata, they became the unstoppable Sonic Fang Power. The Sonic Fang Torrent was exceedingly violent and extraordinarily lethal, making it one of Casio's vital hidden cards at this stage. Even when facing the Ultimate Dark Entity, the Pale Origin, it could inflict considerable destruction, which highlighted the importance of the stigmata.
   

        And the Platinum Stigmata, since it could merge the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission's Deathfang Power and Echo Strength, surely could also affect the Barbed Feather Energy. Deathfang Power with Barbed Feather Energy, Echo Strength with Barbed Feather Energy—would either combination create two special types of Extreme Power? Or could all three powers fuse into one.
   

        And give rise to an ultimate lethal energy that had never been seen before?
   

        The Southern Dipper Secret Transmission was specifically designed to erase immortality; every boxing method contained special forces that overcame dark creatures. If Casio truly could merge the three special energies into one, he might well be the natural enemy of all dark creatures, the sharpest spear against Disasters!
   

        The horse carriage swayed slightly as it traveled, stirring the white curtain hanging beside it. A breeze blew through, and the curtain fluttered down, covering the window.
   

        Within the dimly lit carriage, Casio looked at the back of his right hand.
   

        A hundred stigmata were neatly arrayed there, forming a perfect square. The lower half was platinum-colored, while the upper half was pale gold. From afar, they resembled a glowing gold foil.
   

        The Holy Spring water of the Dark Hunt Organization, the Secret Spirit Power of the Black Rain Villa.
   

        Together, they became the Blood of Life. And the source of this Blood of Life's power was probably one of the five Keystone Runes—the Life Rune. Casio's number of Platinum Stigmata was now complete, and just like the rumors had said, they could self-cycle within his body. Even if the stigmata's energy was depleted in battle, it didn't need replenishment. The consumed stigmata would swiftly regenerate, reaching a state of endless continuity.
   

        At least through the series of battles that followed the stigmata's completion.
   

        When Casio unleashed the Sonic Fang Power or the Sonic Fang Torrent, there had never been an incident where the stigmata's energy weakened, causing the fusion to be interrupted. This showed that the limit of a hundred Platinum Stigmata was quite high, and they were sufficient for the current stage.
   

        "Let's try combining the Barbed Feather Energy and the Deathfang Power first..."
   

        He sat cross-legged and began to circulate the South Dou Red Vulture Fist and the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist within his body. Scarlet Qi and thick white Qi burst from his pores, slowly intertwining and forming a Vortex.
   

        "Platinum Stigmata..."
   

        Casio suddenly clenched his fist, triggering the energy within the stigmata.
   

        Instantly, the virtual meridians of both boxing methods overlapped. The blood-red Sonic Fang Power surged through, and the Barbed Feather Energy radiated a metallic white light, also violently pouring out. At the endpoint, the two collided with a bang!!
   

        A burst of power exploded, rampaging through Casio's body.
   

        He grunted, and some pores on his skin oozed blood, staining the lining of his shirt red. Casio slowly opened his eyes and took a deep breath.
   

        He had failed, and his inner body had sustained considerable damage.
   

        Fortunately, his physique was robust; the Magic puppet secret weapon even tempered his organs and blood vessels. So it was not a big problem, and he would recover shortly.
   

        "I've failed, let's try the Barbed Feather Energy with the Echo Strength."
   

        Five minutes later, Casio exhaled a hot breath, ready to try again.
   

        Bang!
   

        Another dull thud came from within his body. His body shook, and blood slowly dripped from the corners of his mouth. Outside the carriage, Otto, who was driving the horse carriage, heard the noise and asked, "My Lord, do you need any instructions?"
   

        "It's nothing."
   

        Casio replied quietly, his eyelids drooping, his pupils dark and ominous.
   

        He had failed again; the Barbed Feather Energy was difficult to adapt with the other two energies.
   

        Why? Could only opposite attributes fuse into one? For example, the extremely opposed South Dou Red Vulture Fist and the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        Conversely, the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, which stands steadily in the middle, unable to achieve a balance with the two extremes, couldn't combine to form an Extreme special Force? The Barbed Feather Energy paired with the Deathfang Power would tilt towards the Extreme power of Deathfang—similarly with Barbed Feather Energy and Echo Strength.
   

        Casio pondered deeply and felt that there was indeed such a reason.
   

        But there was also a part that might be related to the characteristics of the Barbed Feather Energy, particularly its devouring trait that disrupts the equilibrium of one-on-one fusion.
   

        "If Barbed Feather Energy can't merge on a one-on-one basis, then perhaps the three special energies together could reach a new balance point?"
   

        This idea surfaced in his mind, and he decided to put it into practice.
   

        For safety, Casio's Life vibration energy was always ready. In case of an accident, it would continuously heal and repair his body. After all, dealing with three special energies left no room for carelessness.
   

        Ten minutes passed as he adjusted his condition to its peak.
   

        He lifted the curtain to let in fresh Air, then let it down again.
   

        "Come on..." "Hoo..."
   

        Casio exhaled a long, visible white serpentine breath.
   

        He put his hands together, his will sinking into his body. His body circulated the three Southern Dipper boxing methods at once, and a domineering Aura rose. A series of crisp sounds followed; red, purple, and white acupuncture points reflected into a Star Map on the surface of his body. Sixty each, making up a total of one hundred and eighty!
   

        The three sets of virtual meridians slightly swelled as the forces within them surged, like an open dam. It flowed fiercely downstream.
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        "It's now, Platinum Stigmata!"
   

        Ding!
   

        The hundred golden holy scars on the back of his hand suddenly lit up, like light bulbs.
   

        In an instant, they illuminated the dim carriage as if it were broad daylight.
   

        An inexplicable force enveloped Casio completely, especially at the Dantian area, at the ends of three sets of virtual veins. Suddenly, the virtual veins twisted, slowly spiraling and overlapping, finally forming a ring-shaped spiral circle. Three types of special forces collided fiercely at this moment.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Casio exploded! Literally!
   

        The left half of his body split open, blood splattered, his bones shattered inch by inch. His entire left arm flew off, smashing against the top of the carriage. His internal organs shattered with a crackling sound, transforming the carriage into a scene akin to hell with its gore. However, at this moment, Casio's eyes were wide open, his expression one of shock. His gaze was hollow, focusing on something unknown.
   

        In the hazy darkness, where all around seemed inverted and chaotic, a glowing object attracted his vision.
   

        What was that?
   

        Could it be a weapon? A bizarre, fierce, and brutal weapon?
   

        Although he did not know why he felt this weapon was fierce and brutal, Casio's first impression was exactly that. His gaze was deeply drawn to it, seduced by this meticulously crafted weapon of divine and ghostly craftsmanship. At this moment, Casio felt that the thing before him was a hundred thousand times more beautiful than the most stunning beauty in the world! A hundred thousand times sexier!
   

        It was utterly irresistible, igniting a burning desire, an insatiable hunger!
   

        He only wanted to reach out and tremble like someone with Parkinson's, to touch the eerie patterns on the weapon, the blood-thirsty grooves, the sharp spikes.
   

        This was what he thought in his heart, and he resolutely did just that.
   

        In the boundless darkness, Casio reached for that glowing weapon!
   

        Suddenly, endless violent thoughts, endless desires for destruction, endless murderous aura poured ceaselessly into his mind!
   

        At this moment, he knew the true name of this weapon!
   

        "Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier"
   

        !!!!!!
   

        Ding! The glowing weapon's phantom shattered, dissipating into a burst of brilliance.
   

        The last fleeting glimpse of Casio was firmly branded in his mind.
   

        The shape of the weapon was blurry, seemingly not fully formed. Only the very tip had a metallic feel, with some color, while the rest was in shades of black and white, with barely outlined contours.
   

        Clearly, Casio was still far from mastering this weapon.
   

        "Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier, Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier..."
   

        He murmured to himself, his mind wavering. It took a good while before he recovered, "This is a demonic weapon, even a magical weapon. That extreme murderous aura, certainly not any ordinary weapon..."
   

        "Perfect, it matches me! It's a perfect match for me!!!"
   

        Casio revealed a fierce smile, brimming with demonic aura.
   

        The next second, he snapped back to reality, his view returning to the interior of the carriage.
   

        Suddenly, an extreme pain surged through his body like a tide.
   

        Endless, overlapping, nearly driving him mad.
   

        Casio's steadfast figure trembled slightly, his expressionless face quivered. He turned his head to glance at the freshly bloody cross-section of his left half, then looked at the severed arm stuck on the carriage roof, "Ah, my hand is severed. The fusion of three Southern Dou's Powers really leads to severe consequences..."
   

        "My lord!"
   

        Wearing golden glasses and looking like an elegant youth, Otto hurriedly opened the carriage door, speaking anxiously. The commotion had clearly been quite loud just now.
   

        A strong scent of blood rushed forth from the carriage, chunks of flesh stuck to the wooden boards, including fragments of internal organs, muscle tissues, tough blood vessels, and white shattered bones mixed together in clumps. Casio, seated cross-legged in the middle of the carriage, appeared tragically injured, his left half almost completely demolished. His handsome face was also full of cracks, from which fresh blood seeped.
   

        "My, my lord!" Otto's face displayed disbelief, having never seen Casio in such a wretched condition during his time following him.
   

        "It's nothing. There was just a little mishap during training, focus on driving your horse carriage. We are at the very front of the convoy; do not delay everyone's time..."
   

        Casio's nearly split lips slowly moved, giving orders in a calm voice. His face remained expressionless, as if his severely injured state was just a trivial matter. His black pupils were like the cold waters of a deep pool, indicating that Casio was in his aloof personality mode.
   

        "Ah, but you..." Otto wanted to say more, but under Casio's cold gaze, he swallowed all his words and finally replied only with, "Yes." He slowly closed the door and continued driving the carriage.
   

        In the carriage, Casio quietly circulated the life vibration energy, a warm current flowed throughout his body, immediately activating rapid self-healing.
   

        Added to that was the excellent healing and repair ability of the Magic puppet secret weapon.
   

        His severely injured body was visibly reconstructing itself at a noticeable speed.
   

        "Huh..."
   

        Casio opened his eyes again, his black pupils changing back to blue.
   

        The vague silhouette of that weapon flashed through his mind again, then he lowered his head to look at the back of his right hand. What had been brightly shining like a lightbulb—a hundred Platinum Stigmata, were now all dim.
   

        They faded below the skin, looking overburdened.
   

        With a slight sensing, Casio immediately knew that all the energy of the stigmata had been instantly depleted. A hundred Platinum Stigmata were more than sufficient for the fusion of Echo Strength and Deathfang Power, but far insufficient for the fusion of three Southern Dou's Powers. It was obvious then, that the weapon formed from the fusion of Echo Strength, Deathfang Power, and Barbed Feather Energy, was unimaginably powerful. The greater the consumption, the more difficult the fusion, and naturally, the unprecedented power it eventually consolidated. He was more certain than ever that he needed to possess that 'Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier'.
   

        Casio's eyes twinkled; he slowly lowered his right hand. It didn't matter that the hundred Platinum Stigmata were depleted, as he could already feel the energy inside beginning to accumulate again, it just needed time to recover. The source of the Platinum Stigmata was the Life Rune, and it seemed that both the Holy Springs Water and Secret Spirit Power also originated from the power of the Life Rune. However, the sources of both seemed to be broken runes. It was the case with the Dark Hunt Organization, and it seemed the same with Black Rain Villa. He wondered if combining the two would make a complete rune.
   

        If he could obtain the complete Life Rune, perhaps the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier could be successfully condensed. Of course, to control this weapon, Casio's physique would likely need further enhancement. This time, just condensing a bit of the sharp end had already severely injured him. If it were to fully consolidate within his body, he feared he might burst and die instantly, even the Magic puppet secret weapon would be of no use.
   

        Elevate his flesh to the level of Dark Ultimate Level Entity?
   

        Only then, could he barely control the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier?
   

        Casio silently speculated in his mind. He even felt a bit trepidatious, unsure if the level of Dark Ultimate Level Entity was enough. But what could be certain was that Dark Ultimate Level was the minimum threshold, any lower and he would be deemed utterly unqualified. Touching this weapon might cause an explosion...
   

        "The responsibility is heavy, the road is long..."
   

        Amidst Casio's sighs, the black convoy progressed towards East Sea City.
   

        Along the way, they stopped in a coastal city for several hours. Casio, completely unharmed, stepped down from the carriage, cleaned himself, and changed into fresh clothes. Otto breathed a sigh of relief, feeling a bit self-mocking, his confidence in the master was still not sufficient. Just now, that bit of well-intended worry, care, and questioning the master's power made no difference.
   

        Next time, Otto definitely won't question, but will believe first!!!
   

        Days passed, inside Cafu Hall in East Sea City.
   

        The luxurious conference hall featured an oval golden-silk white cloth Long Table, on which dark red seats were neatly arranged, seated upon were the gate masters of various schools. At the head of the Long Table, a large purple-gold seat with elaborate patterns sat a powerful black silhouette quietly.
   

        "As a union-like organization, Magical Golem Sect officially establishes today!"
   

        "Magical Golem Sect has collated nearly a hundred Secret Martial Art techniques, welcoming disciples from all schools to join. Members can borrow some of the secret weapons and techniques as they need. Magical Golem Sect will be a platform for exchange..."
   

        Dressed in black, Casio spoke in a somber and powerful voice. His oppressive gaze swept through every person in the Conference Hall before retracting finally, "Now, the schools that are willing to cooperate with the Magical Golem Sect, please raise your hand."
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        The establishment of the Magical Golem Sect was very successful, even serendipitous. Under Casio's Saint Fist, the foremost strength of the present generation, and the Magical Golem Sect's nature similar to a platform and club, nearly a hundred Secret Martial Arts were included within the sect. Combined, the opposition they faced was negligible.
   

        Especially those nearly hundred Secret Martial Arts, which were highly attractive to the many schools within the Secret Martial Arts World. Minor schools, non-mainstream schools, and Master-Disciple Martial Arts Halls would likely be utterly enticed by an organization like the Magical Golem Sect. As trends dictated, even other medium to large schools would find it hard to keep watching or stay silent, likely getting swept along.
   

        In short, this meeting at the Cafu Hall ended successfully.
   

        The Secret Martial Arts obtained from the Ancient Ruins on Immortal Island were also reasonably allocated over the past few days. Generally, it was a matter of each taking what they needed, with the harder workers gaining more. Although there were some frictions, they were reconciled through the mediation of everyone involved. Most gate masters and elders from the Secret Martial Art schools were utterly satisfied with the Secret Martial Arts they acquired.
   

        Take, for example, Joe, an elder with white hair from the Third-rate Sect of Arm Blade Sect in the southern Secret Martial Arts World. After the International Exchange Meeting, when Casio summoned the various schools of the Secret Martial Arts World at the Cafu Hall to deliberate. He was actively participating throughout, feeling that he had grasped a critically important opportunity!
   

        Joe's originating Arm Blade Sect's Secret Martial Art was quite powerful, but it had a very short peak period, after which because of the defects in the Secret Martial Art, one's condition would fall drastically. There would be severe side effects of skeletal fragility.
   

        Additionally, during this International Exchange Meeting, Joe's grandson had displayed remarkable talent in the Arena. Thus, he actually harbored a strong desire to change his Secret Martial Art. A little over half a month of full support, followed by another adventurous half month on Immortal Island, had finally borne fruit.
   

        A day ago, Joe finally got what he wanted.
   

        An Ancient Secret Martial Art that even in second-rate terms was quite good, along with two Secret Techniques each with unique characteristics. First, this Ancient Secret Martial Art surpassed the original Secret Martial Art of the Arm Blade Sect in all respects. It had faster Cultivation speed, was easier to master, increased technique limits, and even its combat power and destructiveness were significantly stronger than the original Secret Martial Art. Most importantly, this Secret Martial Art had no such side effects.
   

        Therefore, the disciples of the Arm Blade Sect wouldn't have to suffer from the decline in strength or physical ailments after their peak period. This applied to Joe's grandson as well.
   

        He was still young and not completely set in his ways, able to switch and start Cultivation anew. After a successful transition, with Joe's grandson's excellent talent, he would surely go farther than Joe himself, leading the Arm Blade Sect toward continuous progress in the future.
   

        This had been Joe's thought until recently.
   

        But now, after this meeting at the Cafu Hall, his mind had become active again. The Magical Golem Sect was not a traditional school inheritance but a loosely formed organization. For example, if Joe now joined the Magical Golem Sect, he would still remain the gate master of the Arm Blade Sect, except that he would also have the identity of a Magical Golem Sect member. The two roles did not conflict.
   

        This was a form never before seen in the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        No one knew whether this development was good or bad.
   

        But what was certain was that, in the Magical Golem Sect, there were nearly a hundred Secret Martial Arts available for members to consult. After all, Casio had secured the richest share of the treasures in the Boxing Method Armory. With so many traditions, some were indeed exquisite. If one could view all of them, broaden their field of view, it would be more than just beneficial—it would solidify a person's foundation deeply.
   

        As stones from other hills can be used to polish jade, connection through analogy could not only drastically advance one's Cultivation and overcome bottlenecks, but it would also enable one to counter moves in a battle where even the most tricky maneuvers could be handled with ease.
   

        In short, this was a comprehensive enhancement of a Secret Martial Arts practitioner's qualities.
   

        It was highly beneficial, and might even benefit their entire Martial Arts journey.
   

        With this in mind, Joe made another decision. He intended to have his grandson join the Magical Golem Sect and start learning there. If it worked out and he received focused attention and nurturing, it would likely rocket his status. He would rapidly make a name for himself in the Secret Martial Arts World and realize his potential.
   

        Even if it didn't work out, he would still freeload some free Secret Martial Arts.
   

        By broadening his horizons and recognizing the gaps, upon returning to the Arm Blade Sect, with Joe bringing back the second-rate Ancient Secret Martial Art, it was guaranteed to outperform the original. In this respect, Joe had made a clever calculation for the Arm Blade Sect.
   

        At the meeting just concluded at the Cafu Hall, there were not a few small schools with similar thoughts, already restless. As soon as they left the hall, they hurried towards the location of the Magical Golem Sect. Clearly, they wanted to go beyond mere ordinary cooperation and deepen ties to show their sincerity.
   

        Five days had passed, and Casio and the Clinic had rested for a full five days in East Sea City. Mainly because the visits from the major schools were too frequent, delaying them for quite some time. Now, it was already September. The harsh heat of summer was slowly fading, and the air carried less of a sweltering atmosphere.
   

        September 2nd, at the North City District exit in East Sea City,
   

        A convoy slowly drove through the metropolis, heading towards the northern part of the empire.
   

        In the convoy were naturally Casio and the Clinic. Among them, some members and the commander of the Clinic stayed behind to support the structure of the Magical Golem Sect and engage with the Secret Martial Arts World. Additionally, the convoy carried representatives of several major schools from the Secret Martial Arts World, all venerable elders within their respective schools. They would, with Casio's assistance, make contact with the Dark Hunt Organization. At a minimum, they were to establish some level of contact.
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        After several instances of retrospection, Casio had begun to vaguely comprehend.
   

        In this Era of Retrospection, he himself was the greatest variable. There was an invisible force separating the Secret Martial Arts World and other supernatural forces, seemingly originating from the sealed Xiadu. Yet Casio was unaffected and could even serve as a bridge connecting the different parties.
   

        According to the information from the original owner of Legendary Antiques, the Hong Li Empire would face a catastrophic disaster in a little over two years, leading to its complete destruction. He could not simply stand by and watch as the events unfolded. Casio was determined to make a big move, rallying the forces of Black Rain Villa, the Secret Martial Arts World, and the Dark Hunt Organization. To see just how devastating the so-called disaster would be?
   

        The Era Retrospection was a process of continuous attempts, experiments, and gathering of secret intelligence. Only by understanding what exactly had happened in history could he put an end to everything in the Real World.
   

        "To manipulate the big picture, to turn the tide, is also a way to cultivate one's aura..." Within the Horse Carriage, Casio's thoughts were clearer than ever before.
   

        September 7th, in the north of the Hong Li Empire, the capital Florence.
   

        A team slowly entered the city, heading towards District 6.
   

        There lay the headquarters of the Clinic.
   

        The afternoon passed. News that Casio, the Clinic director and also the number two of the Dark Hunt, had returned from his outing quickly spread throughout Florence. At the headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization, the Shadow Hunters had heard the news.
   

        Two P.M., the sun was bright, the clouds soft, the sky a clear, clean blue as if it had just been washed with clear water and a rag.
   

        Although the weather was clear, it was not hot, only 20 degrees.
   

        It was autumn, and although it was still early autumn, the drop in temperature was quite noticeable in the north. The sunlight was warm on the skin, without any harshness. The streets of Florence were spacious and orderly, with symmetrical residential houses on both sides. The brightly colored roof tiles reflected the light and dazzled the eyes.
   

        Autumn flowers bloomed in pots on the balconies of second floors.
   

        They brought not only a visual impact of clusters of yellow and red flowers but also a faint, long-lasting fragrance. They were quite an attraction to passersby.
   

        In District 7 of Florence, five silhouettes slowly crossed a circular garden with a White Stone Fountain and traversed the tranquil streets. They arrived at the entrance of the Dark Hunt Organization headquarters and entered without hesitation.
   

        At the Intersection, Guards hurried forward.
   

        But the tall silhouette who was leading the group simply flashed a metal-gleaming Evil Spirits badge in the sunlight, engraved with the number "2".
   

        "The number two Shadow Hunter!"
   

        The Guards quickly saluted and handed the badge back.
   

        "My lord, please enter."
   

        Thereupon, Casio led the four figures towards the inner part of the headquarters.
   

        Their destination was the office of the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism building. On the way, they had to pass through the Central Plaza and the Mission Hall. Some hunters from the Hunters Association inevitably recognized Casio.
   

        Of course, not one dared to come up and greet him; they only watched from a distance and whispered among themselves. After all, Casio's identity as the number two Shadow Hunter and the power of the Clinic's director were already making him a big figure within the Dark Hunt Organization. He was not far behind the very top Senior level.
   

        At the entrance to the Mission Hall.
   

        Soss, the Lion King, came out and took a deep breath.
   

        He had had a terrible, unsatisfactory month.
   

        First, he was invited to Duke Augustus's Banquet at the same time as Casio, only to be ridiculed by a noble second-generation whom he had previously looked down upon. At the Duke's Banquet, Ninth Princess Angela, who had been flirting with him and was about to fall into his hands, suddenly took the initiative to throw herself at Casio. This made Soss even more uncomfortable, feeling as if a Hat had been placed on his head.
   

        The dull green was anything but festive.
   

        In the following month, the news spread even further. In aristocratic circles, rumors flew that the Royal Family had given up on the Lion King Soss, that Soss's potential had greatly declined, that he had offended the head of the Clinic, and many other such stories. Whispers of all sorts took flight, unstoppable. Some even said that the Clinic's head had expressly intended to throw Soss into the Wild Beast's Nest to enjoy the newest interrogation techniques of the recently arrived but already infamous four interrogators. It was certain to be an unexpected and shocking surprise for Soss!
   

        Among all these pieces of news, some were true, some were false.
   

        At least, the Royal Family had indeed given up on investing in him and had now turned to making him take on more Dark Gold Level Hunter tasks, seemingly in an attempt to recoup some losses. In just one month, Soss had taken on ten tasks.
   

        He didn't want to, but he had no choice.
   

        The Royal Family's influence on him was too profound; he couldn't refuse.
   

        Today, Soss came to the Mission Hall to accept another task and planned to rest at the Headquarters for half a day before heading to the specific location to complete it.
   

        However, as luck would have it, just as he stepped out of the Mission Hall, he ran into Casio and his four companions, who were on their way to the Headquarters building from a distance down the road.
   

        The Lion King Soss's steps froze instantly, and his body trembled, an inexplicable sense of fear and trepidation rising in his heart. He avoided eye contact and dared not look at Casio's face, as if he had been stricken with post-traumatic stress disorder.
   

        He became stressed just at the sight of Casio.
   

        Fearing that Casio might take an interest in toying with him. A fine Lion King had nearly turned into a scared kitten. At the same time, Soss felt both resentment and fear toward Casio, afraid of their past confrontations, afraid of retaliation for his own assassin deployment, and frightened of the Clinic's newly appointed Chief Interrogator Kedi. Although he was loath to admit it, Casio was worlds apart from him now. One in the gutter, the other in the heavens.
   

        And so, Soss stood petrified on the spot, shivering until Casio and his party passed by on the street, ignoring him completely. Only then did he snap out of it like one awakened from a dream.
   

        He took a deep breath and hastily left the scene.
   

        The victor becomes king, the loser an outlaw; just a moment ago towering among clouds, the next plummeting to the depths.
   

        Soss left the Headquarters with complex emotions. As he walked away, the recent incident replayed in his mind, leaving him puzzled.
   

        Who were those four elders behind Casio? They seemed like they were not to be messed with!
   

        Five minutes later, inside the Headquarters building.
   

        The number one Shadow Hunter, known as the Giant Statue, Case, thought the same thing.
   

        Just a minute ago, Casio went upstairs to communicate with the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, leaving the four elders from the Secret Martial Arts World outside.
   

        They, after all, didn't carry the logo of the Dark Hunt Organization. It wasn't appropriate to forcefully bring them into the core building such as the Headquarters; they needed to give a heads-up to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism first. Yet, in just that brief span of time.
   

        An unexpected event occurred.
   

        News of Casio leading the return from the Clinic had spread.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism called back the various Shadow Hunters of the Dark Hunting Association to discuss matters. Shadow Hunters, whether nearby in Florence or even outside of it, were hurrying back. They entered the Headquarters, heading towards the building.
   

        The number one Dark Hunter, the Giant Statue, Case, did just that.
   

        He hurried back to the Headquarters and reached the entrance of the building only to unexpectedly encounter four elders, who, though they had restrained auras, still had bodies that felt exceptionally powerful and explosive. On closer examination, these four individuals bore no identification, neither from the Dark Hunt Organization nor from the Royal Family or the Council. And now, they were in the most critical place of the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters, the Headquarters building.
   

        The number one Dark Hunter, the Giant Statue, Case, did just that.
   

        He hurried back to the Headquarters and reached the entrance of the building only to unexpectedly encounter four elders, who, though they had restrained auras, still had bodies that felt exceptionally powerful and explosive. On closer examination, these four individuals bore no identification, neither from the Dark Hunt Organization nor from the Royal Family or the Council. And now, they were in the most critical place of the Dark Hunt Organization Headquarters, the Headquarters building.
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        Creak, creak, creak, creak...
   

        The joints and skeleton twisted and interlocked, producing a series of crisp sounds reminiscent of firecrackers exploding. The white-haired elder rapidly tapped on his chest a few times, releasing some kind of restraint. A deep black Qi burst forth from his pores, enveloping his body like steam.
   

        Sizzling, sizzling, sizzling...
   

        Sounds akin to grease being roasted at high temperatures emanated.
   

        The black Qi rapidly expanded to the height of one floor. In the blink of an eye, it had reached the height of two floors, approximately six to seven meters.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The Qi was suddenly sucked back in as if there was a powerful vortex in the center. In less than half a second, a tall human shape stood quietly on the ground, his chest swollen with muscles. The tornado of Qi at the tip of his nose was quickly inhaled, filling every corner with formidable power.
   

        Under the bright afternoon sun, his towering figure cast a large shadow. Just a second ago, he was a stooped, thin, white-haired elder; now, he had transformed into a muscle giant.
   

        His majestic stature, armor-like body, and wild aura,
   

        all combined to create an extremely strong oppressive force.
   

        Directly opposite the muscle giant, the three-meter-tall smaller gray-white giant, Casio, appeared significantly shorter and thinner in comparison.
   

        Looking into the eyes of the muscle giant required tilting his head up.
   

        "Boy, try comparing now. Hehehe, since I called you skinny, naturally you are weak! In the realm of Muscle Cultivation, throughout the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, I claim the top spot, and no one dares to claim the second!" The transformed giant of the white-haired elder paused slightly in his speech, as if he remembered something, "Of course, except for the Demon Figure Gate Master."
   

        The white-haired elder hailed from the western Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, Xiangshan School.
   

        This school, a rare existence in the Secret Martial Arts World, continually cultivates and develops the physical potential of fighters even at higher realms. The reason being, the inheritance of Xiangshan School is incredibly ancient, possessing Secret Martial Arts and Martial Arts techniques that differ greatly from the current mainstream environment of the Secret Martial Arts World. The Secret Martial Art techniques of Xiangshan School focus on enhancing muscles, treating the human body as a large piece of alloy to forge an unmatched physique.
   

        The white-haired elder was none other than Salong, the current Great Elder of Xiangshan School. In his youth, he had made a formidable name for himself and later retired from the public eye due to side effects of Secret Martial Arts. During the International Exchange Meeting, he refrained from taking action also because of severe side effects. However, on the journey to Immortal Island, Salong displayed exceptional prowess, successively killing two members of the Door Organization. Thus, in the allocation of the Boxing Method Armory's Secret Martial Art techniques, he held a significant advantage.
   

        Luckily, within the Boxing Method Armory, there was an Ancient Secret Technique that could significantly alleviate the side effects of Xiangshan School's Secret Martial Arts. This promptly resolved Salong's urgent needs, allowing him to release part of his muscle restraints in battle. Even going all out became possible. As long as he did not engage in frequent high-intensity battles in a short period, the Ancient Secret Technique would be effective.
   

        Thus, facing the formidable opponent, Demon Idol Casio, Salong was filled with delight. It had been a very long time since he had used his full strength.
   

        Not to mention, his adversary also seemed to be a close-range combat expert with a robust physique.
   

        This excited Salong immensely, making his hands itch with the desire to fight.
   

        Outside the headquarters building, on the flat land, two towering figures stood silently facing each other. One was the three-meter-tall gray-white giant Casio, and the other was the six-meter-tall muscle monster Salong. Without any warning, Demon Idol Casio suddenly made a move; he flew forward instantly, slamming out a fist!
   

        The fist, condensed with tremendous force, shattered the air inch by inch in front of it.
   

        Bang!
   

        The ground around them abruptly shook, sinking uniformly by ten centimeters!
   

        In the center of the battlefield, Demon Idol Casio maintained the posture of his punch.
   

        Across from him, Xiangshan School's Great Elder Salong simply pressed down one arm, resting it on the surface of Demon Idol Casio's fist. All the terrifying force rushing out was instantly absorbed, disappearing like mud into the sea.
   

        "Second stage! Bronze Giant Idol!"
   

        Seeing that his opponent was no pushover, Demon Idol Casio immediately realized he needed to escalate his Source Energy. Seventy holy marks on the back of his hand suddenly lit up, bringing an exaggerated enhancement. The already tattered clothes on his body, now torn into strips by his bulging muscles, hung over his shoulders like capes fluttering in the wind.
   

        His robust and thick muscles, like armor, and his broad back, seemed like flowing city walls. Veins popped up on his body's surface, turning his skin a bronze color. His strength burst forth again, throwing another fierce punch at the elder, Salong.
   

        Bang!
   

        A arm tinged with a black metallic luster shot forth, flying toward the front. Then it collided with an even thicker, more muscular palm. The two massive forces exploded upon contact, sending rings of urgent white air currents swirling out, enveloping the mud and dust, forming a visible fog. The arms retracted after the impact, then collided again!
   

        Thud, thud, thud! The dull sounds carried far.
   

        Enraged, Demon Idol Casio roared and entered the third stage. He transformed into a five-meter-tall golden giant, his whole body's skin glowing with a pale golden hue!
   

        Every move like a tank moving, the swings of his arms carried explosive power, causing the air to tremble. However, even at his full strength, Demon Idol Casio still couldn't defeat Xiangshan School's Elder Salong.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        At this moment, the two were nearly equal in their towering stature.
   

        Equally strong, equally domineering, equally violent.
   

        Four muscular thighs, like pile drivers, pounded into the ground, suddenly splitting apart in a pose that bore immense force. The ankles had been pressed into the mud, with half of the shins also buried.
   

        Their pants had already burst, revealing calves as hard as armor, each thick blue vein throbbing wildly.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang bang!
   

        Their four arms, as if equipped with turbo motors, continuously contracted and recoiled, building up power. When they threw punches, they were like artillery shells, compressing and exploding the air. The trajectories turned into blurred afterimages.
   

        It was like two dark clouds floating, entangled and striking each other. Large waves of air exploded, like gales enveloping and whistling past with rain mist. The surrounding airflow was stirred up, whistling and spinning violently.
   

        Some hit the walls of Headquarters, creating loud bangs. Some penetrated straight through the doorway, causing a burst of chaos inside.
   

        "This feels great, it's been so long since I've felt this good... so satisfying, so very satisfying..."
   

        During the exchange of blows, Demon Mountain Salong actually squinted his eyes with pleasure, his fierce face showing a comfortable expression. It was clear he was truly enjoying this shower of punches and the pouring of massive strength.
   

        When he was younger, Salong liked to let people punch his body. He would feel the force flowing through his muscles like water, tingling through his bones, bringing a strange pleasure that was both ticklish and painful. He would find satisfaction in it, and his desire to fight soared.
   

        Later, as he aged, the side effects of his Secret Martial Art became apparent, and he could no longer liberate his muscular physique. Naturally, he dared not let others pound him with their fists, and he could no longer enjoy that indescribable supreme pleasure.
   

        But now, with the power of Ancient Secret Martial Arts, his muscular physique returned, Demon Mountain resurrected. Salong could once again immerse in the clash of forces, the barrage of fists, the friction of muscles! It was exhilarating!
   

        On the open ground, it was as if thousands of artillery guns were firing simultaneously, resounding through the air.
   

        "Kid, you're pretty good! At first, I thought you only had that bit of muscle strength, not enough even for a tickle! Now, turned into that golden hue, you've actually entertained me quite a bit!" Salong burst into uproarious laughter, his white hair flying and his Qi gushing out: "You've earned my approval. Out of respect for you, I've decided to release the Demon Mountain Form completely here... Now it's my turn to ask you that question!"
   

        "Can you withstand my punch!!!"
   

        Salong threw back the words Casio had said earlier.
   

        With one push of his palm, he directly blasted the golden giant back. Giant Statue Casio's feet pressed into the ground, plowing out two deep, narrow traces like an iron plough. Behind his calves, two mounds of earth piled up.
   

        Casio steadied himself, his eyes wary as he looked forward.
   

        There, Salong's shoulders spread wide, his back like a dragon, his eyes emitting a black glimmer. His entire form instantly resembled that of a sculpture in a statue of a god, solemn and majestic, yet carrying boundless ferocity.
   

        "Demon Mountain, Muscle Demon Mountain, it has to be a mountain indeed!"
   

        Bang bang bang! Bang bang bang!
   

        The sound of a heart beating, like a drum, grew more and more intense. With each heartbeat, a Phantasm appeared on the surface of Salong's body, a muscular giant even larger than himself. Each Phantasm that emerged was taller and more robust than the last, expanding rapidly.
   

        In just a short time, the original six-meter-tall Phantasm had swelled to three times its size, reaching twenty meters high. It was the color of dark Qi.
   

        The physique of the Phantasm no longer remained uniform but began to develop towards exaggeration and deformity. Particularly the upper body, where the muscles on the arms and shoulders bulged out like flesh tumors, piling on layer by layer. The width and envelopment of the arms also began to increase dramatically, like an entire enclosure wall.
   

        Soon, the triangular muscles swelling on the shoulders and back even enveloped the giant's head, forming a bizarre helmet.
   

        At this moment, the proportions of the giant's upper and lower body had become unbalanced.
   

        It looked more like a silver-back gorilla, the exaggerated arms long enough to reach the ground. Planted on the surface, they could be used like thighs to walk.
   

        At this moment, Salong's towering form had already blocked out the sunlight. The employees working inside Headquarters suddenly felt darkness outside. When they looked towards the windows, all they saw was a muscle mass as large as a hill. The distinctly featured crevices could even crush a person to death!
   

        The giant was still expanding, still rising!
   

        In fact, even Salong himself did not know to what extent he could reach after completely liberating his muscles and Qi. Because twenty years ago, he had already been unable to go all out due to the side effects of his Secret Martial Art.
   

        To once again embody the Muscle Demon Mountain was his first time in twenty years!
   

        "I never imagined that not suppressing myself, not restraining myself, could be such a thrilling thing!" The Muscle Demon Mountain made a sound like the grand bell, then slowly lowered his head to look at the golden silhouette on the ground: "Kid, do you still want to take one of my punches now? If this punch comes down, you're very likely to die on the spot!"
   

        "Come on!!!"
   

        Giant Statue Casio, never inferior to anyone, especially in terms of physical strength.
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        He would rather be punched to death than back down.
   

        "Good!"
   

        Muscles Mountain expressed admiration, touched by the young man's courage. But since the opponent was willing to take the punch, Salong maintained respect.
   

        "Then take my punch!"
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        Muscles Mountain slowly lifted his arm inch by inch, resembling a core load-bearing column that supports a magnificent cathedral. Boom! His fist thundered down, instantly squeezing out a huge transparent cavity in the air.
   

        Fist and air friction sparked terrifying golden red sparks.
   

        Thud!
   

        A terrible noise occurred, as if even the clouds in the sky were shaking.
   

        However, the anticipated devastation from the pouring force disappeared.
   

        Next to the Giant Statue Case, below the fist as large as a cartwheel. A black figure single-handedly reached toward the sky, devouring all the colossal force.
   

        Though just of normal human arm thickness, compared to Muscles Mountain's fist, it seemed as slender as a toothpick. At that moment, however, it felt indestructible. It was like the hardest diamond resting on the ground, yet possessing the tenacity of steel. No matter how you struck it, tilting the force, it couldn't be shaken in the slightest.
   

        "Don't let the surge of power shake your will, Salong, your heart is in disarray!" Casio lifted one hand upward and directly propped Muscles Mountain's giant hand. With a slight effort, Salong was sent flying on the spot. He looked like an airy feather object.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Salong flew backward as if riding the clouds, completely unable to move an inch, as if all his joints were clamped tightly. Moreover, his whole Muscles Mountain physique began to shrink rapidly, being pressed into Salong's body by an invisible giant hand. Forceful, domineering, irresistible!
   

        In an instant, Salong reverted to his original elderly form.
   

        He then landed lightly, his eyes shocked.
   

        He had just glimpsed, as if in a trance, a true demon god standing between heaven and earth. A giant hand reached out from the clouds, grasped his deformed Muscles Mountain body. With a light squeeze, it lifted him up. The fingers slowly closed, and Salong's surging dark energy couldn't resist or block it, naturally compressing back into his body through the skin pores.
   

        In less than three seconds, Salong was forced out of his strongest Muscles Mountain state. The means Casio used were like the authority of heaven itself!
   

        He felt a deep gap and a strong sense of reverence.
   

        On the chaotic ground of the headquarters building.
   

        Casio stood silently, his face as calm as usual, showing no signs of disturbance. His deep blue pupils glanced at the Giant Statue Case, then at Elder Salong of Elephant Mountain Flow in the distance. Slowly turning around, he addressed the entrance of the headquarters building, "So, did you see clearly? That invisible force is what separates the Secret Martial Arts World from other supernatural forces. Once they begin to understand each other, accidents always happen, contradictions arise, conflicts occur. And they quickly escalate into battles to the death…"
   

        "Indeed, as you say…" A figure with red hair flamed like fire emerged from the door, his right hand slowly rubbing a Golden Ring. The person was none other than the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism: "The conflict that just occurred really shouldn't have escalated this far, as if the two couldn't control their tempers, igniting at a touch. It quickly turned into a full-fledged battle, determined to resolve life and death in a short time. Ha..."
   

        He chuckled lightly, as if corroborating something. The Chief Inspector approached Casio, "From today, you are the new president of the Hunters Association. At the same time, you are also a Holy Light hunter of the Dark Hunt Organization…"
   

        "Pleased to cooperate." Casio extended his right hand, the corner of his mouth curling slightly upward.
   

        "Pleased to cooperate," the Chief Inspector also extended his hand, responding in kind.
   

        The two conversed with smiles, appearing pleasant and harmonious. Yet, those surrounding them, including the Giant Statue Case and Elder Salong, looked on with puzzled expressions, as if they had unspoken words for Casio and the Chief Inspector.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Ten minutes later, at the Headquarters building, in the office of the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism.
   

        The floor was covered with a thin layer of grey carpet, and two black-and-white striped sofas were placed beside the window. In the corner, several potted plants were arranged, adding a touch of refreshing greenery to the serious environment. Deeper into the office was a hardwood office desk, surrounded by several other tables with documents on them. There were also cabinets filled with neatly organized files.
   

        In the air, the faint scent of incense was hardly distinguishable from the smell of real flowers, possessing a calming effect. It could even work on Transcendents.
   

        Next to the open window, the white curtains were tied to one side, gently swaying with the breeze coming inside. Casio rested one hand on the wooden edge, quietly looking down below. A large expanse of building rooftops glistened with white light under the afternoon sun, like pieces of mirrors.
   

        At the entrance of the building, the significantly damaged ground and some of the road facilities were being handled by a dedicated team. The restoration had begun in full swing.
   

        The Dark Hunt Organization had a large number of Source Energy Users, so the work was progressing quickly. In just ten minutes, half of the project was already completed.
   

        Of course, this was mainly because the fight between Salong and Case hadn't damaged the buildings. It was just the ground and some ornamental trees that had been damaged.
   

        Clearly, the repairs were simpler.
   

        Withdrawing his gaze, Casio slowly turned his head, sweeping his eyes over the entire office.
   

        At this moment, the office surprisingly contained a double-digit number of silhouettes. And each one of them emitted a strong aura, with a barely perceptible sense of oppression.
   

        Placed outside, each was an important figure with a substantial influence.
   

        Now gathered together, they were evidently here for something important.
   

        The entire office was divided into two areas. The first was by the window where Casio stood, with two sofas placed facing each other, upon which sat four Elders from the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire. The second was the position of the black office desk on the inner side, where the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism was seated, with various members of the Dark Hunt arriving one after another. The number one Shadow Hunter, Giant Statue Case, number three, Phantom Louise, number four, Jin, and number five, Aaron. Holy Light Hunter Lei Yu, Dili Xiat, was yet to arrive, as he was a bit far from where he was carrying out his task.
   

        Inside the office, everyone was silent, with a hint of solemnity. The four Elders from the Secret Martial Arts World were silent due to being guests and not finding it appropriate to speak casually, especially since Salong had just given Giant Statue Case a beating.
   

        On the Shadow Hunters' side, the silence and wariness were because of the news that Giant Statue Case had been beaten by Salong, the Great Elder of the Elephant Mountain Stream.
   

        Who was Giant Statue Case? He was the number one Shadow Hunter of the Hunters Association, the prospective successor to the position of the leader of the Hunters Association and to the Holy Light Hunter. He had been appraised by the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism as having exceptional potential, capable even of fighting on par with Holy Light Hunter Dili Xiat for a brief period. Yet, in the recent sparring match, he had been put at a disadvantage. He was suppressed by the hunched, skinny old man with white hair sitting on the sofa, sipping tea. The suppression, interestingly, was in the area of strength and muscles, where Case was considered most skilled.
   

        This... was certainly thought-provoking.
   

        Could this elder, known as the Demon Mountain, possess a level of strength comparable to the Holy Light Hunter Dili Xiat, a being of the same caliber?
   

        And what about the other three Elders? Did they possess similarly formidable power? After all, when these four individuals had conversed in low voices, there seemed to be no hierarchy among them, indicating an equal relationship. It was only when they faced Casio that all four instinctively exhibited a sense of looking up in admiration.
   

        "Knock, knock, knock..."
   

        There came a sudden knock at the office door.
   

        "Come in," said the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, lifting his head.
   

        A gentleman in a suit slowly walked in. It was the Holy Light Hunter Dili Xiat. His clothes were somewhat disheveled, clearly having rushed over. Dili Xiat closed the door behind him and turned around.
   

        His gaze swept over the office, especially pausing on the sofa area by the window. He looked pensively at the four Elders of the Secret Martial Arts World, then lingered on Casio for a long time before approaching the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism.
   

        Soon, murmurs of a quiet conversation could be heard from the area around the office desk.
   

        As they spoke, gazes occasionally shifted toward the window. Dili Xiat glanced at Salong, the Great Elder of the Elephant Mountain Stream, who was still leisurely sipping tea, then his attention locked back onto Casio. Casio also cast his gaze over, and the two confronted each other from across the room. Dili Xiat nodded with a smile, expressing friendliness.
   

        Casio also nodded slightly, withdrawing his gaze.
   

        He now knew that there would be no obstacles from Dili Xiat's side regarding the transition of the Holy Light Hunter position. Since both the current Holy Light Hunter and the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism had agreed, the opinions of others within the Organization were essentially unimportant. Even opposition would not affect the outcome.
   

        Three minutes passed, and the subdued discussion slowly came to an end.
   

        Behind the black office desk, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism stood up and leisurely poured warm black tea into two white porcelain cups. He took one of the white porcelain cups and walked step by step to the window, extending his hand to offer it to Casio.
   

        "Congratulations, the new Holy Light Hunter," he said.
   

        Casio smiled faintly, reaching out to take the cup of black tea.
   

        "It's still according to the original agreement, you are the Holy Light Hunter, and Dili Xiat will continue to serve as President of the Hunters Association," said the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism.
   

        "Of course," replied Casio, sipping the black tea.
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        Holy Light Hunters and the Chairman of the Hunters Association are not the same concept.
   

        The title of Holy Light Hunter represents status, one of the five senior levels of the Dark Hunt Organization, listed alongside the Chief Inspector, the Steward, the Holy Spring High Priest, and the Workshop Chief. Whereas the Chairman of the Hunters Association is a position that represents power, holding control over the Hunters Association and able to deploy Dark Gold and even Shadow Hunters.
   

        Honestly, Casio was not very interested in the Hunters Association, as he already had the vast Secret Martial Arts World to expand his influence. With the Clinic and the Magical Golem Sect, these complementary forces were already sufficient. Too many would only consume massive energy and slow down his Martial Arts progress.
   

        Moderation is key, it's enough to take what is needed.
   

        By the window, with sunlight and a gentle breeze, Casio savored the rich fragrance of the black tea mixed with hot milk in his mouth. He slightly lifted his head, gazing at the upper right of his field of vision. As expected, the first Obsession of the antique's original owner had been fulfilled.
   

        The Logo representing the Dark Hunt Mask lit up, emitting a faint golden glow.
   

        "Finally, the issue with the duration of stay has been resolved..."
   

        Casio slowly shifted his gaze. If the first Obsession of the antique's original owner had not been fulfilled, he would have only stayed for one year during this Retrospection.
   

        Now that it was completed, the duration of stay naturally extended to three years. This way, Casio could witness the downfall of the Hong Li Empire firsthand.
   

        To secure the crucial safety net by fulfilling the second Obsession.
   

        In the office, Casio exchanged a few words with the Black Mechanism Chief. Gradually, the topic shifted to the Secret Martial Arts World. They repeatedly mentioned the isolation between the Secret Martial Arts and Transcendental Realms, influenced by a mysterious force. Whenever the two came into contact, various accidents would occur. The escalating clash between the Giant Statue Case and Demon Mountain Salong had just evidenced that.
   

        The attending Shadow Hunters and elders of the Secret Martial Arts World pondered and exchanged glances, agreeing that it was indeed the case. Especially the parties involved, Case and Salong.
   

        At the heat of the moment, they hadn't felt anything amiss.
   

        Now that they had calmed down, many peculiar details suddenly seemed apparent.
   

        When the Giant Statue Case had encountered the four elders of the Secret Martial Arts World, although it was right to be cautious, it was not enough to immediately harbor strong hostility. After all, the Dark Hunt Organization was heavily guarded, and even if the four elders of the Secret Martial Arts World were incredibly powerful, they could not have pierced into the Core Area undetected. Since they had entered openly, there had to be a reason, at least not as enemies or assassins.
   

        When Case erupted with strong hostility, Salong, the Great Elder of the Elephant Mountain Flow, made a sarcastic remark with a frown. Coincidentally, his sarcasm touched on the topic of Muscles, saying that although the Giant Statue Case appeared robust and tall, he was actually very feeble, and this remark hit Case's old wound, instantly triggering his emotional outburst.
   

        He charged forward with large strides to land a punch on Salong.
   

        Salong, too, was not to be outdone. He had been in hiding for over twenty years and had just obtained a secret technique that greatly reduced side effects, eager to test his strength. Confronted with someone picking a fight, Salong's mind found it inappropriate, but his body thrilled uncontrollably with excitement.
   

        Then the two began to fight.
   

        One grew angrier with every strike, while the other reveled in the thrill.
   

        If it weren't for Casio's intervention at the last moment,
   

        the Giant Statue Case might have been severely injured or even killed by Demon Mountain Salong. Subsequently, the arriving Shadow Hunters witnessing this would have quickly joined the battlefield, catalyzing a brawl. The situation would have escalated further, eventually leading to hostility between the two major forces, forever estranged.
   

        There were many coincidences which, at first glance, seemed harmless. Yet, too many coincidences occurring at critical times and places were problematic. This was explained by Casio and the Black Mechanism Chief to everyone.
   

        The Shadow Hunters and elders of the Secret Martial Arts World gradually became contemplative.
   

        Soon, the elders of the Secret Martial Arts World accepted this somewhat absurd conclusion. After all, some had followed Casio to the Immortal Islands and seen the Pale Origin, akin to the World Tree. If such a terrifying exotic species existed on this planet, what could not be possible?
   

        The side of the Shadow Hunters also slowly accepted it. As an official supernatural force, the Dark Hunt Organization had indeed learned many secrets and captured fragments of Dark History, though unconfirmed.
   

        But some clues, being closer, allowed a glimpse into the heart of the matter.
   

        For instance, the existence of Black Rain Villa, standing between reality and fiction.
   

        Appearing and disappearing, then appearing and disappearing again. Even if completely destroyed by someone, it would re-emerge in some future era!
   

        Like the Source of the Holy Spring of the Dark Hunt Organization itself, as the millennia-old core power source of the organization, continuously flowing with spring water. Yet, no one knew where the energy came from or why it could last so long.
   

        And the mysterious Door Organization, its leader!
   

        Some things were just hidden in the haze, barely visible in the faint outline. If pointed out, they could be quickly accepted.
   

        In the office, the silence was as prolonged as ever. The Black Mechanism Chief poured himself another cup of black tea and spoke, "Casio, over this past month, how have you handled everything? How is the cooperation on potions with the Lunar Eclipse Meeting and the Door Organization? You must have gone to the southeastern region of the Empire, right..."
   

        Prompted by this, Casio set down his white porcelain cup, suddenly recalling that matter.
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        He traveled east and west, attending the Secret Martial Arts World International Exchange Meeting and fetching the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist from the Eternal Islands. He had nearly forgotten these things, casting them to the back of his mind. Back in East Sea City, Casio had indeed planned to teach the Totem Temple and the Lunar Eclipse Meeting a lesson with the help of the Clinic. However, the International Exchange Meeting disrupted his plans, forcing a postponement that was continuously delayed.
   

        Until he returned to Florence with the Secret Martial Arts World representatives, he never had the chance to trouble the Lunar Eclipse Meeting. It was a classic case of plans not keeping up with changes. Casio thought quietly, and suddenly something came to mind.
   

        "This past month, I haven't troubled the Lunar Eclipse Meeting..."
   

        The Black Mechanism Chief Inspector looked over with a somewhat surprised look.
   

        "However..." Casio continued, "I went to the Door Organization in the southeast region of the Empire and caused them trouble. The Door Organization, dozens of core members, seven Kings, the Vice Leader Magic Phoenix. Now, they've been mostly annihilated by me..."
   

        After finishing, he revealed a smile to the Black Mechanism Chief Inspector.
   

        It was vaguely bloodcurdling.
   

        "Since the Door Organization has been severely damaged, their drug collaboration with the Lunar Eclipse Meeting naturally cannot continue. Consider it an indirect solution..." Casio's logic was meticulous and persuasive without any flaws.
   

        "Ah!?"
   

        "What?"
   

        "You've severely damaged the Door Organization!"
   

        The Black Mechanism Chief Inspector and Dillyxiaoti exclaimed in shock, a bit uncomposed, whereas the other four Shadow Hunters reacted less dramatically. This was because the Black Mechanism Chief Inspector and Dillyxiaoti, standing at higher positions, understood more about what the colossal force represented by the Door Organization meant and implied.
   

        Their might was not inferior to the Dark Hunt Organization, perhaps even surpassing them. Not to mention the mysterious and unpredictable Leader Xiadu, just the Vice Leader, Magic Phoenix with her Saint Fist, was enough to rival the Black Mechanism Chief Inspector. Even the first King among the seven Kings, according to the latest intelligence, seemed to have made a breakthrough in the South Reef Continent, stepping into that level, however dimly.
   

        Two presences at the world's peak!
   

        Plus the remaining six Kings, each a top-notch expert. In the Dark Hunt Organization, only Dillyxiaoti and the Giant Statue Case could compare to them. There might be a few hidden masters in the royal family and the Council, but certainly not many, putting them at a numerical disadvantage. There was no need even to mention the core members of the Door Organization—they were deployed globally, dozens at the Shadow Hunter level.
   

        They completely overshadowed the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        And now, you're telling me this powerful Door Organization has been severely harmed! For a moment, both the Black Mechanism Chief Inspector and Dillyxiaoti were dumbfounded. Especially the Black Mechanism Chief Inspector, who recalled his suggestion to Casio before he left—it was merely supposed to be about cutting off the drug collaboration between the Door Organization and the Lunar Eclipse Meeting in the southeast region of the Empire.
   

        Yet he chose to address the issue from its root instead of taking the usual path.
   

        He even dug deep to the root of the root.
   

        Instead of going after the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, he severely damaged the Door Organization!
   

        This was like a country sending a spy to an enemy nation to steal some intelligence, to facilitate convenience. You'd expect the spy to obtain some important information or take the opportunity to assassinate a key figure. But nobody would have thought you'd march in with an explosives pack into the enemy's political center, detonate it, and kill hundreds of council members.
   

        Among them would be head figures from politics, military, and finance.
   

        Not just solving problems, but eliminating the people who posed the problems!
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        In the office, Casio faced the gaze of the Chief Inspector and Dilixiati, smiling without a word. He walked over to the sofa and slowly sat down.
   

        He placed the white porcelain cup holding half a warm cup of black tea down.
   

        "There's no need to be so surprised. The Door Organization does have formidable strength, and it is indeed a top existence in the entire world. But this doesn't mean there are no other forces that can contend with them," Casio raised his head, locking eyes with the Chief Inspector, his expression devoid of any falsehood.
   

        "Furthermore, you don't need to doubt that I'm deceiving you. The Door Organization has a vast influence across the world, everywhere you look. You only need to send some people to investigate a little, and you'll discover that the Door Organization's forces should be rapidly shrinking, scurrying around like headless flies, lost without their leader..." Casio's face was expressionless as he slowly stated the facts.
   

        "If you're able to free up some hands now, you might be able to bite off a big chunk from the Door Organization, and have a good feast as well."
   

        Ten minutes later, the Chief Inspector sat by the hardwood office desk, his fingers lightly tapping the desktop, producing a patter of sounds. Next to him, the president of the Hunters Association, Dilixiati, also had a complex look on his face.
   

        According to what Casio had just said,
   

        The Door Organization had indeed suffered an unprecedented heavy blow.
   

        One might even call it a devastating strike.
   

        The two strongest members of the Door Organization, Vice leader Magic Phoenix Saint Fist and the first King, were both taken out by Casio. It's important to note that Vice leader Magic Phoenix Saint Fist was actually the real controller of the Organization, manipulating the entire force's operations. The mysterious leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu, has always been elusive.
   

        With Magic Phoenix Saint Fist gone, it's like the highest commander is gone!
   

        Furthermore, with the seven Kings whose status was second only to the leader and Vice leader, either dead or fled, it was inevitable for the Door Organization to fall into chaos. A large number of core members of the Door Organization were also slain, killed by the fighters of the Secret Martial Arts World. From top to bottom, every level of the vast Door Organization seemed to have suffered unbearable losses.
   

        This was simply the rhythm of disintegration...
   

        However, it was hard to say. After all, the mysterious leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu, still existed, and if he took action in time, it's possible that he could turn the tide.
   

        As thoughts swirled, the understanding of the Shadow Hunters present of the Secret Martial Arts World deepened further. It was definitely a massive and formidable group.
   

        At any time, they possessed a pivotal and subversive force.
   

        Suddenly, their perspective on cooperation and exchange with the Secret Martial Arts World intensified. The best way to earn respect was actually through the fist.
   

        If your fist is big and hard enough, no one can ignore you!
   

        "Knock, knock, knock… knock, knock, knock…" 
   

        Suddenly, a series of light knocks came from the door.
   

        "Come in," said the Chief Inspector, looking up.
   

        The door creaked open, and Assistant Thomas walked in.
   

        The next second, as he saw the situation inside the office, his footsteps immediately stiffened. Whiffs of intimidating aura intertwined and collided, momentum pressing against momentum, aura overlaying aura. It created an extremely oppressive atmosphere, as if solidifying the air itself.
   

        This was not the Hunters and the Elders of the Secret Martial Arts World doing so on purpose.
   

        In fact, they had already reined in their auras.
   

        But just the incidental leakage of aura, filling the small space, was still unbearable for the average person. Luckily, the windows of the office were open, allowing fresh air to blow in and ease the atmosphere.
   

        Thomas's joints were slightly stiff as he walked over.
   

        He leaned in next to the Chief Inspector and whispered something.
   

        It was probably about some new weapons coming out from the Dark Hunt Organization workshop.
   

        "Hmm, wait for another half hour, I'll head over there after half an hour," the Chief Inspector tapped the desk with his fingers, instructing.
   

        "Understood," Thomas turned and left, not lingering for a moment longer.
   

        Once he closed the door behind him, standing in the corridor, his back felt cool and damp. Clearly, he had broken out in quite a bit of cold sweat, even soaking into his waistband. Thomas recalled that in the office, all the Shadow Hunters had gathered, as well as the Holy Light Hunters and the Chief Inspector. And somewhat isolated from them, near the window, was a group of five individuals.
   

        Four elders, some wearing long robes, others in training attire.
   

        Their eyes were sharp as eagles or wolves, harboring sharp and formidable emotions. Watching from behind Thomas, what was merely a normal glance gave him the sensation of pins prickling his back. The cold sweat had broken out at that moment.
   

        "That's right, the Clinic Director, the newly promoted number two Dark Hunt Casio, why is he sitting together with these four elders? And somewhat conspicuously, the four seem to defer to him as the leader? It must be said, this Clinic Director is quite peculiar..."
   

        Thomas shook his head, taking a few breaths of fresh air.
   

        His mind cleared considerably. Only then did he remember that aside from reporting matters from the workshop, there were some minor things he hadn't mentioned.
   

        For instance, there was something called Base Four Interrogators coming from the Clinic. It was said that each Interrogator in this group was a genius, extraordinarily talented, and most proficient at interrogating male criminals. Not a single criminal could endure more than three rounds under their hands!
   

        The detailed descriptions of their various methods were enough to make even the toughest of men, who wouldn't flinch at severing an arm, feel tingles in their scalps and legs quake. While other people's bad reputations might just stop a child's night terrors, the notoriety of Base Four was such that merely contemplating it could make a strong, adult man shudder before sleep.
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        Due to certain negative influences, Thomas actually wanted to suggest that the Chief Inspector of Black Mechanism allow the Clinic to be a bit more restrained and not so unrestrained.
   

        Furthermore, within the Hunters Association, the group of illusionists seemed to have undergone a transformation recently. An illusionist named Rose, of the White Luminance Level, ingeniously developed a type of Illusion Art known as 'Muscles.' This technique aimed to transform illusionists from their traditionally assistive, frail image to warriors capable of direct physical combat. Thus, illusionists could undertake tasks alone. Once the Illusion Space is activated and the enemy is ensnared in illusions, they can then deliver powerful punches. This also represents a new direction for illusionists.
   

        Originally, this new direction had not been developing smoothly. This was because the natural talent of the illusionists lay in spirit and Illusion Art. Even though they trained their physical bodies, which could enhance their spiritual capabilities, from an efficiency standpoint, it wasn't justified. Furthermore, illusionists lacked physical talent, so even with training, their strength had limitations. However, about several days ago, some illusionists joined the Clinic. From then on, a door to a new world had opened.
   

        Now, the group of illusionists began eagerly wanting to join the Clinic, exploring the possibilities of combining muscles with Illusion Art, even though the Clinic was filled with extremely dangerous criminals. This change in direction within the group at the Hunters Association naturally needed to be mentioned to the Chief Inspector of Black Mechanism.
   

        Regrettably, the aura in the office was too overwhelming just now, and Thomas forgot about these two matters. Oh well, it wouldn't be too late to bring them up in a few days.
   

        Half an hour later, the exchange in the office temporarily came to an end.
   

        The preliminary agreement on cooperation between the Dark Hunt Organization and the Secret Martial Art School was reached.
   

        The exchange between the two parties might unfold a few months later.
   

        As for why not sooner, it's because the Dark Hunt Organization wanted to verify what Casio had said, to see whether the Door Organization was indeed scaling back its forces. If so, there might be benefits to gain.
   

        At least, the dark creatures within the Hong Li Empire would no longer be so active. In recent years, the harm caused by the Dark Creature Tribe had been increasing significantly. It seemed that a hidden force was pushing the whole situation forward.
   

        Perhaps this hidden force is the Door Organization itself.
   

        In this exchange, Casio did not mention his relationship with the Eerie Night Guest of Black Rain Villa. Currently, the Dark Hunt Organization and Black Rain Villa were somewhat hostile toward each other. Besides, Black Rain Villa wasn't unified in its decision-making. Apart from the fearsome Black Dragon and the Ripple Master, there were two other individuals on par with them. Casio probably needed to support the Black Dragon and Ripple Master to eliminate those two first to unify the opinions fully.
   

        Only then could the dialogue between Black Rain Villa and the Dark Hunt Organization be facilitated.
   

        Actually, looking from now, what Casio needed to do in the next two years was quite clear. Some things were very obvious.
   

        First, cleanse the Hong Li Empire of the Dark Creature Tribe.
   

        Including the Totem Temple, which represented the will of the Totem King, the remnants of the Ripple masters who were once active in the southeastern region, the Lunar Eclipse Meeting that worshiped the Moon God, and so on. Anyone who dared to show themselves openly needed to be eradicated and suppressed.
   

        Second, expand the influence of the Magical Golem Sect within the Martial World of Hong Li Empire.
   

        Undoubtedly, at some disruptive events, utilizing this massive force of the Martial World might play a decisive role.
   

        Third, the alliance of Black Rain Villa, the Martial World, and the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        When the major trends descend, only the major forces can counter them. Casio wanted to try if uniting most of the supernatural forces of the entire Hong Li Empire could turn the tide in an upcoming disruptive event, or at least support it a bit longer, resist a bit stronger.
   

        Let the enemy reveal more hidden cards, more techniques!
   

        The advantage of the Era of Retrospection lies here, allowing Casio to glimpse the whole picture from significant past events, foreseeing the unknown.
   

        This way, he could oversee the entire situation and decide his future actions.
   

        Oh yes, and finally, the fourth item.
   

        Cultivate the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, cultivate the Southern Dipper Boxing Method. Raise the number of acupuncture points from sixty to sixty-six, reaching the Perfect Realm!
   

        At this moment, Casio's Heart of the Overlord Fist had already begun to pulsate.
   

        The triple refinement of the peak aura was also completed with the help of the Yan Yang Saint Fist.
   

        When his acupuncture points were at their zenith, it would be the day he broke through the Overlord Fist.
   

        The remaining six acupuncture points were undoubtedly the most challenging, requiring painstaking effort to conquer bit by bit. Fortunately, Casio had plenty of time.
   

        With patience, all good things would come to fruition before his eyes.
   

        ************************************
   

        Hong Li Empire calendar, year 969, September 7th.
   

        Casio returned to Florence, bringing four elders from the Secret Martial Arts World. After some discussions and exchanges, the Empire's Secret Martial Arts World and the Dark Hunt Organization reached an initial collaboration. This became the first meaningful step in breaking the ice.
   

        Hong Li Empire calendar, year 969, October 10th.
   

        Following Casio's advice, the Dark Hunt Organization began to test the waters with the Door Organization, observing their reactions and assessing their strength and weaknesses. Finally, unable to restrain themselves any longer, within just three days, the Dark Hunt Organization removed four of the Door Organization's strongholds in the northern regions of the Hong Li Empire. Discovering that the Door Organization did not retaliate but instead retreated, the Dark Hunt Organization finally confirmed that the intelligence was accurate!
   

        Hong Li Empire calendar, year 969, December 5th.
   

        Casio broke through the sixty-first acupuncture point of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission. He spent several months becoming reacquainted with and mastering the characteristics of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, and began to create signature moves and secret skills. Simultaneously, the branch techniques of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist began to be documented in the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, inscribed with aura.
   

        Hong Li Empire calendar, year 969, December 15th.
   

        Casio led the Clinic from Florence to the southeastern regions of the Empire. He restructured the Magical Golem Sect, explained the essence of the boxing methods, attracting a large number of Secret Martial Arts practitioners. At the same time, Casio began to challenge the Totem Temple in the southern regions of the Hong Li Empire, intending to eradicate the influence of the Totem King in the real world. During this period, the Totem King once again struck, attempting to grant the Totem Temple the power to resist. But he was thwarted, presumably by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist!
   

        The Totem Temple, having lost all three of its great wizards, was naturally no match for the Magical Golem Sect led by Casio. The Totem Temple was destroyed in despair!
   

        Hong Li Empire calendar, year 970, February 9th.
   

        At Black Rain Villa, many Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests who had pledged allegiance to Casio formed an organization. They advanced and retreated together and planned to start unifying the various factions within Black Rain Villa into a single entity.
   

        Especially aiming to kill the two individuals ranked alongside the fearsome Black Dragon Ripple Master! This action involved both the fearsome Black Dragon and the Ripple Master.
   

        In the same February, the Dark Hunt Organization finally cleared out most of the Door Organization's strongholds within the borders of the Hong Li Empire. Now having freed their hands, they planned to deal with the Dark Creature Tribe. They initiated the Great Hunting Action on the fifteenth!
   

        Hong Li Empire calendar, year 970, June 10th.
   

        The influence of the Magical Golem Sect within the Secret Martial Arts World expanded further, not just limited to the Eastern Martial World but its fame began to spread to the west, south, and north. It drew many Secret Martial Arts practitioners to the east, eager to witness Casio, the head of the Magical Golem Sect, explain the essence of the boxing methods, much like a pilgrimage.
   

        Hong Li Empire calendar, year 970, July 15th.
   

        Casio led the Clinic to strike once more, in cooperation with his own Magical Golem Sect, and the Dark Hunt Organization, in their first three-party collaboration. Together, they wiped out the remnants of the Ripple masters lurking in the southeastern regions of the Hong Li Empire. During this process, they fiercely attacked the Dark Creature Tribe once again, resulting in rampant killings. Many tribes were left weak and dwindling, with only a few big and small cats remaining.
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        Hong Li Empire, year 970, August 26.
   

        Four days after the battle at Black Rain Villa.
   

        Casio attempted to enter Black Rain Villa, intending to explore the source of the Secret Soul Power. This action provoked a fierce reaction from Black Rain Villa. Perhaps it was because Casio had mastered the Heart of the Overlord Fist at that moment; his aura was too formidable and dangerous, and no matter how he tried to conceal it, he could not hide his presence. The peak period of Black Rain Villa instantly trembled unrestrainedly, the ground shook, and various terrifying exotic species and monsters surged out from unknown regions of Black Rain Villa. A multitude of perilous environments emerged!
   

        Top-tier knights such as the Eerie Night Guest and the Ripple Masters had never seen such chaotic scenes before. Some of the mysterious methods, dangerous fluctuations, and ghostly exotic species made them realize that their decades of understanding of Black Rain Villa were just the tip of the iceberg!
   

        Seeing this, Casio no longer hid his presence and charged straight in.
   

        The next second, in the core area of Black Rain Villa. Dawn Hospital, Craniotomy Clinic, Limb Hall, Baptism Church, Mission Hall, and the Core Clock Tower all buzzed simultaneously. A power that had been accumulating for an entire era burst forth. This was the peak period of Black Rain Villa, possessing a profound foundation!
   

        At the same time, Casio unleashed the Heart of the Overlord Fist, blasting through various dangers and obstacles, and arrived directly at a location only ten meters away from the Baptism Church. However, he still felt the pressure and resistance, which continuously pressed in from all directions like a surging tide. Casio could have forcibly broken through, but it was likely to come at some unknown cost.
   

        After weighing the pros and cons, he turned around and left, leaving behind a sea of blood.
   

        When the time came to achieve the Overlord Fist, Casio would come a second time!
   

        In the following three days, Black Rain Villa was filled with demons and chaos, numerous dangerous environments arose. Even spatial distortions and illusions occurred frequently. Many Eerie Night Guests who explored the forbidden zones never returned. After half a month, Black Rain Villa was still exceedingly dangerous; at night, all mysterious and unknown forbidden areas would automatically open, with eerie apparitions walking the paths.
   

        It took a full month for the villa to gradually calm down.
   

        The Eerie Night Guests also returned to the villa, reorganizing their old haunts.
   

        Hong Li Empire, year 970, October 15.
   

        Casio excelled in practicing the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, gradually reaching a seamless realm, and several moves were also created. Using the Qi Seal Inscription Method to write the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, the third stage of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method had been completed. Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist: Tsunami Fist with spiral characteristics, Shadow Moon Fist with decomposition characteristics. Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist: Firestone Fist with explosion characteristics, Ripple Fist with shock characteristics. Also, the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist: Evil Ghost Fist with devouring characteristics, Evaporation Fist with annihilation characteristics—a total of six basic boxing methods.
   

        These boxing methods were uniquely inscribed by Casio using the Qi Seal Inscription Method and placed in the Magical Golem Sect for disciples to practice.
   

        They were called the Six Parts of Southern Dipper by a handful of young geniuses in the Martial Arts World!
   

        Hong Li Empire, year 970, November 10.
   

        Over the past year, the clinic under the Hunters Association had rapidly developed, gradually becoming a behemoth. Criminals detained in various county branches of the Hong Li Empire clinics were recruited, becoming doctors in the clinic. Additionally, some hunters within the Association, who longed for power, also joined the clinic. After a year...
   

        The chief inspector of the Black Mechanism held a meeting in the headquarters building, ultimately deciding to spin off the clinic from the Hunters Association to become an independent organization.
   

        And the clinic was still led by Casio.
   

        Hong Li Empire, year 971, January 8.
   

        In the Star Blue Empire, a master of Martial Arts from the Lan Ga lineage crossed the ocean to the East Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire to exchange martial arts knowledge and discuss the essence of boxing. It was said to be due to an International Exchange Meeting that had occurred over a year ago. A martial artist from the Star Blue Empire had returned to their own country, recounting the peak battle between Whale King Arlington and the master of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        This story spread and expanded, causing a sensation in the Martial Arts World of the Star Blue Empire.
   

        Thus, an elderly master of boxing actively came out of retirement.
   

        He came to the Hong Li Empire to visit the master of the Magical Golem Sect, Casio.
   

        At that time, Casio was in the Northern Reef Continent, in the territories of many small nations. He was traveling to see different Martial Arts, while also tracking the traces of the Door Organization, aiming to completely drive its forces out of the Northern Reef Continent! It took him more than a month to return to the Hong Li Empire.
   

        This made the boxing master wait for over a month. During this month, the old man known as Holy Snake Maya made a great name for himself. His understanding of boxing had reached a transformative realm; every movement and every moment contained profound theories of boxing. Many boxing masters hadn't even compared themselves with him and had already admitted defeat from afar.
   

        Upon returning from abroad, Casio immediately headed to the Eastern Martial Arts World.
   

        The two locked eyes, as if falling into an illusion, their wills clashing. After about ten minutes, Casio and Holy Snake Maya snapped back to reality, both chuckling freely. Casio immediately invited Holy Snake Maya to visit the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        A year and a half later, the Magical Golem Sect was established in the hills of a wilderness area, backed by God's Tear Lake, forming a large complex of buildings.
   

        Casio and Holy Snake Maya arrived at the sect's site, and straightaway went to Heart of Lake Island on God's Tear Lake. The two sat down to discuss their ideas by the water, talking for seven days and nights straight. Sometimes they spoke of the mysterious essence of boxing theory, invoking deep reflection; at other times, they remained silent, quietly bowing their heads in contemplation; sometimes they suddenly stood up, performing a simple boxing sequence like an old farmer, yet this won applause from the other. The members of the Magical Golem Sect understood on the final day.
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        On this starry, moonless night, Demon Figure Gate Master Casio looked up at the sky and suddenly felt an epiphany. His figure danced wildly, leaping out of the island and turning into a straight afterimage. The next second, a red Blood Vulture soared toward the heavens, emitting a cry that could penetrate gold and split stone. For a moment, the Blood Vulture Bird transformed back into a purple-scaled python at the bottom of the water, instantly leaping out of the sea surface and turning into a towering column reaching straight for the heavens. Its fierce mouth aimed at the moon, its terrifying tusks seeming to want to bite off the moon!
   

        Finally, the Sonic Snake transformed back into a White bird, graceful and composed. Its wings trembled with the sound of steel as it moved up and down erratically.
   

        Like a floating pebble skimming across the water's surface.
   

        In the heart of Lake Island, the Saint Snake Maya saw this and suddenly pointed his right hand towards the sky. His aged fingers seemed to be pointing towards a blurry star domain.
   

        With his left hand touching the earth, he abruptly drew a large cross shape.
   

        He laughed heartily, as if he had understood what Casio was trying to show.
   

        When Casio, in the form of the Water bird, returned to the Heart of Lake Island, Saint Snake Maya suddenly stood up and bowed to him, as if in thanks for something.
   

        The next morning, Saint Snake Maya passed away silently, with a smile on his face.
   

        After this exchange, the influence of the Magical Golem Sect in the Secret Martial Arts World grew even greater, with a steady stream of fresh blood eager to join.
   

        Casio himself benefited greatly and began using the Qi Seal Inscription Method to attempt writing the second level of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method — a technique named after the Southern Dipper's three gates and six characteristics of brute force: Spiral and Decomposition, Explosion and Shock, Swallow and Annihilation — progressing and deepening layer by layer.
   

        In the year 971 of the Hong Li Empire, on May 10th.
   

        The Dark Hunt Organization, Magical Golem Sect, and Black Rain Villa launched their first cooperation, beginning to eradicate the Lunar Eclipse Organization throughout the eastern part of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        During this process, one Moon God statue was destroyed, while another was dismembered and sent to the Magical Golem Sect headquarters for Casio to personally handle. His magic puppet secret weapon advanced once more during this process.
   

        Five days later, on May 15th.
   

        The Great Hunting Action that the Dark Hunt Organization had proposed a year earlier received unanimous approval from other forces, and everyone gradually realized the danger posed by dark creatures. On this day, Florence, the Eerie Night Guest representative of Black Rain Villa, and representatives of the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, along with the Organizer Dark Hunt Organization, gathered and held a three-day-long meeting. They planned to fully release the concept of the Great Hunt from that moment on, and to expand and publicize it.
   

        They wanted the entire Transcendental Realm and Secret Martial Arts World to understand what the enemy of humanity was! They aimed to force those dark creatures into the open, so they could not hide even under the glaring light of day!
   

        The action known as the Sword of Judgment officially began on May 15th!
   

        Time flew by, and seasons changed in the blink of an eye.
   

        ************************************
   

        Now, the Sword of Judgment action had been underway for a full year.
   

        It was May 15th, in the year 972 of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        This was a highly sensitive date, because on July 2nd of the same year, the Era of Retrospection would come to an end. Forty-eight days lay between May 15th and July 2nd. In other words, within these forty-eight days, a transformative event would occur throughout the Hong Li Empire.
   

        An event so dangerous that not even Casio could afford to be careless.
   

        And it seemed that hints of this change were already faintly emerging.
   

        The Disastrous Tunnel, something Casio encountered when he first entered the Era of Retrospection, now clearly surfaced. Starting from December of the year 971 in the Hong Li Empire, the number of Disastrous Tunnels began to increase significantly.
   

        Many cities were greatly affected, and the number of deaths continued to increase.
   

        Furthermore, some Disastrous Tunnels appeared in the wild, extremely remote areas. They were not under the surveillance of the major forces, and there might be unknown situations occurring. It seemed as if this was an invasion from the World of Calamities to the Real World? The power of The Deep World overflowed to the Surface world, creating a tide of a very large scale. It was like a natural phenomenon...
   

        Casio had once suspected that the occurrence of this tide was due to the situation in the World of Calamities worsening. Perhaps there was an imbalance between the power of the Ultimate Dark Entities and the Human Sacred Fists. After all, the large number of Calamity Sources in the World of Calamities were contained because the Sacred Fists acted as torches, incessantly consuming them.
   

        If, during this process, some Sacred Fists perished due to accidents, then the uncontrollable Calamity Sources would continue to dissipate energy unabated. This could lead to an overflow and the appearance of tides.
   

        This was a relatively reasonable explanation.
   

        Of course, it did not mean that this was absolutely the truth.
   

        Lately, whenever Casio entered the World of Calamities through the Proof of the Soul Holders, he could clearly sense the restlessness and madness in the air. It felt as though something significant was amassing, much like the eerie calm before a volcanic eruption or a tempest at sea.
   

        Especially now in May, half a month had passed. In these fifteen days, Casio entered the World of Calamities and discovered that for a total of five days, the World of Calamities was in a state of coronal. The World of Calamities had day and night, and the night was divided into three levels of danger.
   

        Ordinary Bloody Nights, where dark creatures become agitated and Wild Beasts go into a rampage.
   

        Rare coronals can trigger beast tides on land with a certain probability, causing undying Hazard Spirits to go berserk, attacking all living beings within sight. The activity of calamities in the air greatly increases, and Calamity Fog might even form in certain specific areas. Those who enter areas with Calamity Fog will surely turn into Wild Beasts.
   

        Third stage, the Lightless Night, Ultimate Dark Entities appear!!!
   

        Meteorite Fragments emit light, attracting dark creatures to devour them, and further causing a vast range of blood-devouring explosion phenomena.
   

        Not to mention the Lightless Night, just the coronal alone was already a relatively rare occurrence in the World of Calamities. It might appear once every few months, or even annually. Yet now, five instances had occurred consecutively in half a month, which was far from normal. This deepened Casio's vigilance further, causing him to train in the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission day and night.
   

        Two years passed, time flew by swiftly.
   

        After obtaining the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, the resonance of the three Southern Dipper Boxing Methods helped him climb the final stages of achieving a full Force. During his journey to Immortal Island, Casio received the gift of the White Bird Sacred Fist. The acupuncture points of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist leaped to the sixth stage, reaching a full count of sixty acupuncture points.
   

        In the time after that, the other two Southern Dipper Boxing Methods also began to resonate up to sixty acupuncture points. Soon after, it was up to him to slowly cultivate step by step. These last six acupuncture points were indeed extremely difficult; conquering each one was like breaching a fortress.
   

        In the span of two years, Casio broke through five fortresses in succession.
   

        Now, all of his three Southern Dipper Boxing Methods had reached the stage of sixty-five acupuncture points. He was only one point away from the ultimate Perfect Realm.
   

        And that one point, Casio spent four months' time on, isolating himself at the quarters of the Magical Golem Sect, ignoring all other matters. However, whether it was due to working in isolation or not finding the right opportunity and sensation,
   

        he always fell short and could not fulfill his wish during the seclusion.
   

        Finally, today, May 15th, Casio decided to come out of seclusion.
   

        Now, all of his three Southern Dipper Boxing Methods had reached the stage of sixty-five acupuncture points. He was only one point away from the ultimate Perfect Realm.
   

        And that one point, Casio spent four months' time on, isolating himself at the quarters of the Magical Golem Sect, ignoring all other matters. However, whether it was due to working in isolation or not finding the right opportunity and sensation,
   

        he always fell short and could not fulfill his wish during the seclusion.
   

        Finally, today, May 15th, Casio decided to come out of seclusion.
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        East Sea City, in the wilderness of the suburbs, is an area known as the Floral Hills.
   

        A massive complex of buildings stood here, coiled like a dragon. Buildings of varying heights were closely packed together, resembling building blocks put together for various purposes, forming an immense whole. These buildings bore the distinctive style of the eastern Hong Li Empire, designed to be rainproof and moisture-resistant.
   

        Upswept eaves were visible everywhere, and the colorful tiles atop the pointed and rounded roofs sparkled in the sunlight, like pieces of shattered gold. It was immediately apparent that this was a solemn and imposing complex, even carrying a sense of sacredness akin to a religious hue, inspiring longing and reverence.
   

        This was the headquarters of the Magical Golem Sect, a sacred land in the eyes of the Secret Martial Art practitioners.
   

        At least, it was the sacred land for the majority of small and medium schools within the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        Two years ago, the Eastern Martial World of the Hong Li Empire hosted an International Exchange Meeting. During the meeting, the Magical Golem Sect, a mysterious hidden school, caused a sensation. Especially the Demon Figure Gate Master Casio, who in the last battle of the International Exchange Meeting, defeated Whale King Arlington, the top personage from the Yana United States Martial World, showcasing his overpowering strength and Boxing Method.
   

        He had turned the tide at the very last moment, gaining immense prestige.
   

        Thereafter, two further incidents hastened the rise of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        The first incident was the grand pilgrimage to Immortal Island. After Immortal Island, the various big schools within the Hong Li Empire's Secret Martial Art World no longer had any doubts about the Magical Golem Sect's Master, even showing an attitude of awe. That awe wasn't like looking at a person or a powerhouse, but rather at a holy figure walking among mortals. The sole overlord, a Half-step Saint Boxing figure!
   

        This was the title that circulated among the Gate Masters and Elders of the various big schools.
   

        It expressed their respect for Casio's transcendent nature, his unparalleled existence. Such respect existed even in the hearts of most venerable elders. Transcendent individuals within the Secret Martial Art World, they were Elders to everyone.
   

        The second incident took place a little over a year ago, involving the Boxing Master of the Blue Harness Martial Arts of the Star Blue Empire, the Sonic Snake Maya. This individual and Casio discussed and exchanged their philosophic theories on Heart of Lake Island of Divine Tears, behind the Magical Golem Sect, for seven days and nights. The debate over Boxing Theory between the Magical Golem Sect's Master and Sonic Snake Maya involved sharing the essences and Secret Skills of their respective Martial Arts paths, even releasing their wills to collide and refine against each other.
   

        The entire process was not closed off. Any member of the Magical Golem Sect could come to Heart of Lake Island to listen in. They would witness firsthand the collision of ideologies and wills between two Boxing Masters at the peak of their craft. Sometimes, when their qi clashed and spread, it even formed a sort of infectious field. Within this field, Secret Martial Art practitioners occasionally fell into a state akin to sudden enlightenment, thereby gaining unexpected benefits.
   

        It was the spread of such news that took place.
   

        The entire Eastern Martial World, as well as other top experts from different Martial Worlds who came to the Eastern Martial World for exchange, were all drawn by the rumors to the Magical Golem Sect, leading to a surge in its membership. For a full seven days and nights, the number of people on Heart of Lake Island grew without pause. On the final night, the Magical Golem Sect Master Casio even personally demonstrated his cultivation of the Southern Dipper's Secret Transmission. Transforming into a Blood Vulture, then a Sonic Snake, then a White bird—various wondrous forms. The shocking scenes left an indelible imprint on everyone's hearts.
   

        After Sonic Snake Maya's passing, Heart of Lake Island of Divine Tears continued to be permeated by the auras of two peak figures, becoming a cultivation holy land. Practitioners occasionally gained insights while training there, capturing moves and postures from the lingering qi of Sonic Snake Maya or the Magical Golem Sect Master spontaneously, as if inspired.
   

        The Magical Golem Sect appeared out of nowhere and, after two major events hastened its development, its influence had become incomparable to what it was two years ago.
   

        Its reach slowly extended to every corner of the Hong Li Empire. It even began expanding its influence toward the territory of the Yana United States in the South Reef Continent, as well as many small countries in the Northern Reef Continent. A vaguely discernible trend was emerging for it to become a holy land of the Secret Martial Arts World. Every day, Secret Martial Art practitioners from all over the Hong Li Empire, even from other countries and continents around the world, came to visit.
   

        A winding road stretches out on the Floral Hills, leading into the distance. Both sides are blooming with a sea of fragrant flowers, featuring a variety of vivid colors.
   

        On the road, several groups of cloaked figures marched forth. Like ascetics on a pilgrimage, they appeared to be weather-beaten, seemingly having come from far-off lands. The cloaked procession made its way toward the Magical Golem Sect's headquarters, with an elderly silhouette walking at the very back, slowly lowering his cloak.
   

        An old face, wrinkled as tree bark, was exposed to the sunlight, his eyes murky, his white eyebrows drooping. From the top of a gentle slope, the old man gazed distantly. There, the imposing Magical Golem Sect headquarters sprawled like an enormous being on the ground, its apex reflecting the dazzling brilliance of gold. Behind the Magical Golem Sect was a teardrop-shaped lake, shimmering with blue waves, exceptionally beautiful.
   

        Opposite the lake and the Magical Golem Sect's headquarters stood a small mountain.
   

        The mountain peak was lush green, with its summit in pink and crimson hues. Dozens of meters below the peak, there was a protruding rock platform.
   

        On the platform, a wooden building stood tall, sheltered by the neighboring pine and cypress trees. There lived the Magical Golem Sect Master, his usual residence.
   

        "Magical Golem Sect... Magical Golem Sect Master..."
   

        The old man muttered to himself.
   

        Looking at the small team of six or seven people ahead, a sigh welled up from within him. When would Southern Crane Fist become a prosperous and powerful school? When would his lifelong wish come true?
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        And could he live to see that day?
   

        The old man slowly lowered his head, then gently pulled a torn secret manual from his bosom. His aged fingers caressed the cover, and his murky eyes became increasingly bright. A thirst and excitement shone through them, mingled with unease and anxiety. "The secret technique that the Magical Golem Sect started offering a reward for finding a year and a half ago, there's an eighty percent chance it's our Southern Crane Fist's Qi Concealment Method..."
   

        "It's just that I don't know if the reward and promises from a year and a half ago are still valid. What a pity, if only we had known earlier, even just six months earlier. The Southern Crane Fist wouldn't have fallen to this half-ruined state, forced to leave our homeland and seek refuge in a foreign land..."
   

        The old man's thoughts churned in his mind, his expression full of contemplation and complexity.
   

        He slowly shook his head, suddenly realizing that the few remaining young disciples of the Southern Crane Fist had turned around and were quietly looking at him. Their eyes were filled with youthful anticipation and eager excitement, not diminished by the hardships of the journey. The old man suddenly smiled.
   

        He raised his hand and pointed ahead to the majestic buildings covered with glazed tiles and said, "We are here, children, we've arrived at the Magical Golem Sect. The rumors and legends we've heard along the way, we'll see for ourselves if they're true. Pick up the pace..."
   

        Through the sea of flowers, along the road, a team in cloaks pressed on.
   

        Eventually, like rivers flowing into the sea, they disappeared into the residence of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        ************************
   

        Magical Golem Sect, near the core area of God's Tear Lake, in the office study room.
   

        Casio, dressed in a soft and wide trench coat with a stiff collar standing tall, almost covering his chin, sat in a soft mahogany chair, swiftly flipping through a document. The pages rustled as he quickly absorbed and analyzed the contents.
   

        In the Hong Li Empire, Windsor County, Lorente County, Fakar County, and Tut County—conflicts and battles erupted simultaneously in these four counties. Practitioners of Secret Martial Art from the Magical Golem Sect, the Eerie Night Guests of Black Rain Villa, and hunters from the Dark Hunt Organization once again initiated an operation to clear out dark creatures. And during this operation, many civilians appeared.
   

        More than two years, almost three years have passed. The influence of the Magical Golem Sect was all-encompassing, not to mention that Casio had also established cooperation with the official transcendental forces of the Dark Hunt Organization. As the news spread and became widely known, the once faint and mysterious force seemed to be beyond containment. This led to some high-status ordinary humans or those with unique professions becoming aware of the existence of dark creatures, which prey on humans.
   

        At first, they were thrown into panic and fear, unsettled, worrying that the next second they might be killed by some monster springing out from who knows where. But then, this panic turned into a strong desire to survive and protect themselves. They began to frequently seek out forces capable of countering dark creatures, hoping to gain the power to control their own destinies.
   

        Unquestionably, the most accessible force for the general populace was the Secret Martial Arts World, which also has the lowest barrier to entry for cultivation. Indeed, Secret Martial Art cultivation also requires a core bone and comprehension, but with persistent study, exercise, and pouring in vast amounts of medicinal herbs and money, ordinary people can still achieve something, albeit with a possible low ceiling. In contrast, the Transcendental Realm requires an entry threshold; you must have Source Energy talent.
   

        That is to say, one must possess supernatural abilities to be eligible for further cultivation.
   

        And the requirements of Black Rain Villa are even more stringent; you have to be chosen by the villa.
   

        With all things considered, ordinary humans who learned of these secrets opted for the Secret Martial Arts World, causing an unexpected boom in the realm over the past two years.
   

        Of course, part of the reason also lies in the return from Immortal Island, bringing back a large number of Ancient Secret Martial Arts from the Armory. With these two factors combined, the Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire was extraordinarily active. Additionally, when the combat masters from other countries came to the Magical Golem Sect for exchange, ideas collided, and sparring ensued. The once slow-moving Secret Martial Arts World, like an old man plodding along, experienced a remarkable transformation, with a new trend of Martial Arts fervor.
   

        The Martial Arts craze of the Secret Martial Arts World in the Hong Li Empire began to trickle down to the commoners at the grassroots level and even caused an impact around the world. And the leader of this trend was naturally the existence of the Magical Golem Sect. The Magical Golem Sect not only adhered to an attitude of open exchange, sharing what they had and keeping up with the times.
   

        It actively simplified the Secret Martial Techniques and promoted this Martial Arts craze.
   

        Among them, The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart played significant roles.
   

        After Casio used the Qi Seal Inscription Method, each of The Six Parts of Southern Dipper became a boxing manual. Moreover, the books had a demonic nature and were highly infectious, enabling people to quickly get started and grasp power. Many disciples of the Magical Golem Sect read The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and integrated their own insights on its basis, perfecting the system and forming their own unique paths. This was clearly a case of derivative boxing methods emerging from another derivative boxing method, making the structure even more complete.
   

        These derivative boxing methods, through the active integration by the Magical Golem Sect, took the essence and discarded the dross, naturally forming a simplified version of The Six Parts of Southern Dipper, some of which were akin to burst techniques. Undoubtedly, these burst combat skills were suitable for normal humans to learn and use. Even reaching a professional or even amateur level—roughly the extent of a martial arts hobbyist—one could watch and learn, and those with high talent could directly utilize them, achieving astonishing burst effects that were very practical.
   

        As for the Magic Heart Secret Book, it was a training method developed by Casio specifically for ordinary humans. The inspiration came from Demon Seeds and magic totems.
   

        This was an addictive training method; the more one practiced, the more one wanted to continue, unable to stop—it was simply more thrilling than doing "it"! Upholding the fine traditions of Demonic Nature, it was simplified and concretized so that anyone could practice it. The principle of the Magic Heart Secret Book was similar to that of Demon Seeds; it was about forming a life magnetic field beneficial to the human body, strengthening the flesh bit by bit.
   

        In theory, the Magic Heart Secret Book did not require the various precious ingredients of other Secret Martial Arts Training Methods, only a large amount of meat to provide the body with energy and nutrients. The threshold was undoubtedly lowered again, appealing to a wider audience.
   

        Of course, if one could have medicinal ingredients to nourish the body every day through medicated baths,
   

        the effect of the Magic Heart Secret Book would be even better.
   

        It was indeed thanks to The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart that many who were ordinary citizens managed to attain power. Although not strong, they were now capable of resistance! The simultaneous uprisings in four counties of the Hong Li Empire and even hunting of dark creatures were sufficient to prove this point.
   

        In the office study room, Casio closed the file and a curve formed on his lips.
   

        That's how it should be, just like these four counties, to start a wave, to create a tide. Only by doing so could he stand against the dark tide that was about to arrive!
   

        Humans must hold their destiny in their own hands and never let go!
   

        "Otto, keep a close watch on the situation in these four counties, maintain overall control. Don't let the unrest spread to other areas, or even affect the lives of ordinary people..." Casio glanced at the side of the office desk, where one of the four commanders, Otto, dressed in a gentleman's attire, was quietly beginning to make tea.
   

        "Yes," Otto placed the tea on the table and took the file.
   

        With a click, the door to the office was pushed open. A Fog Man in a black cloak entered excitedly, even forgetting to knock on the door first.
   

        "Sect Master, the secret technique you were looking for a year and a half ago has finally been found. A school called Southern Crane Fist approached the Magical Golem Sect on its own initiative, offering up this secret technique..." The Fog Man spoke concisely, outlining the situation.
   

        "The missing part of the Qi Seal Inscription Method?"
   

        Casio's eyes narrowed slightly as he slowly stood up.
   

        "Correct, Master. When I inquired with the only remaining Elder of Southern Crane Fist, I also discovered a situation," continued the Fog Man. "Starting half a year ago, outside the Hong Li Empire, a force began secretly attacking Secret Martial Arts Schools around the world. They specifically targeted those in medium-sized and small countries, third-rate sects or those not in any sect..."
   

        "According to information provided by the Elder of Southern Crane Fist, this force might be the still-writhing Door Organization! It has come back..."
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        "Door Organization? These vermin haven't died off yet?"
   

        Next to him, Otto's eyes became sharp, "During the trip to Immortal Island two years ago, the entire Secret Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire was mobilized, massacring them to the point where barely one in ten survived, bringing them on the brink of collapse. I didn't expect that in such a short period of time, the Door Organization would dare to appear right under our noses..."
   

        "How bold..."
   

        "It's not boldness but reliance. No organization, no matter how foolish or overconfident, would expose themselves in such a weakened state." Casio, holding a white porcelain cup in his hand, slowly walked to the window.
   

        He sipped the warm tea, enjoying the copious cool air filled with steam, as he gazed through the window at the golden sunlight and the glittering lake surface.
   

        "The return of the Door Organization could mean only one thing."
   

        Casio's eyelids drooped darkly, pausing slightly in his speech, "Xiadu."
   

        Hearing this name, Otto and Fog Man, formerly the four Commanders of the Clinic and now two of the four Great Elders of the Magical Golem Sect, exchanged glances. Both could see the silence in each other's eyes, as well as a hint of wariness hidden beneath.
   

        Xiadu, the leader of the Door Organization, also its most mysterious existence. But no one dared to ignore him, nor did anyone dare to underestimate him. It was because every Deputy Leader of the Door Organization was an Extreme Fighter Level master at the peak! In an era, there might be only a handful of beings in the whole world capable of reaching the Extreme Fighter Level of strength.
   

        And, the Deputy Leader of the Door Organization consistently held one of those spots.
   

        This was one of the reasons why the Door Organization was known as the most dangerous organization.
   

        If every Deputy Leader was an Extreme Fighter, what level would the leader be? The one with the biggest fist had the final say. Not to mention a leader like Xiadu, who was as elusive as a dragon, typically leaving the organization's operations in the hands of the Deputy Leader. Xiadu had to be an incredibly strong master!
   

        About the Door Organization's leader Xiadu, there have always been rumors. Some say he is immortal, a fairy that drinks human blood, a forever-living monster. Some say that each Deputy Leader was actually different, just inheriting the name Xiadu. Others claim that in fact, there is no one named Xiadu in the Door Organization, nor does the position of leader exist. The Deputy Leader of the Door Organization is the true leader, and the position of leader is just for show.
   

        True or false, false and true, it's completely indistinguishable.
   

        Of course, this was the message circulating outside. Otto and the Fog Man learned about Xiadu mainly through Casio. Whatever Sect Master said was absolutely correct and needed no doubt. Therefore, the Door Organization's leader Xiadu truly existed! And moreover, he was a tremendous threat!
   

        The Magical Golem Sect that emerged out of thin air was thriving and expanding its forces rapidly, not just within the Hong Li Empire but all over the world. Yet, the Door Organization, with Xiadu, still possessed a power that the Magical Golem Sect regarded with caution. With Xiadu previously out of sight and no cause for concern, his seeming readiness to step into the light now raised immediate vigilance.
   

        "Blood mist, I'll leave this matter to you. Detach some of your subordinates to thoroughly investigate what the Door Organization has been up to in the past six months..." Casio turned around, his gaze fixed on the Fog Man.
   

        "Yes!" The Fog Man nodded sharply, accepting the order.
   

        "You go ahead, the sooner the better."
   

        Casio drained his cup of tea and handed the white porcelain cup to Otto who was waiting beside him. Fog Man acknowledged with a clear affirmation and immediately turned to leave. The moment he stepped out of the building, he transformed into a blood mist bat.
   

        He soared into the sky, leaving behind a parabolic trail of tailfire.
   

        In the study, by the window, Casio withdrew his gaze and spoke.
   

        "Let's go, Otto. Let's see this School called Southern Crane Fist..."
   

        "The remaining parts of the Qi Seal Inscription Method indeed helped solve a not too big or too small problem for the Magical Golem Sect..." He spoke while striding towards the door.
   

        Opening the door, he left the building and headed into the distance.
   

        Half an hour later, a stack of tattered pages of secret techniques appeared in Casio's hands. The pages rustled as he flipped through them, with many contents flowing through his mind like running water.
   

        Just now, he had met with several people from the Southern Crane Fist Style. Everyone from the Southern Crane Fist, young and old, was excited. The lone elder was excited because he saw the hope of the revival of their style, as the Demon Figure Gate Master of the Magical Golem Sect had actually appeared before them. This clearly signified the importance they held, and that the secret techniques the Magical Golem Sect sought one and a half years ago were of great importance!
   

        The younger generation of the Southern Crane Fist was thrilled to meet their idol, or rather, their revered example, to be more precise. Following the close of the International Exchange Meeting, Casio's name began to spread throughout the world. Afterwards, through several events that accelerated its progress, the Magical Golem Sect's influence expanded, and the Secret Martial Arts World developed briskly among the common people.
   

        This turned Casio's reputation to its height, never ceasing to be prosperous.
   

        It can be said that younger secret martial artists and those who had come into contact with Secret Martial Arts in the past two or three years were all zealous worshippers of Casio. Especially some civilians who practiced the simplified techniques of the Southern Dipper were all regarding everything related to the Sect Master as their model, treating it as hallowed.
   

        If you think about it, if in an ordinary world you suddenly learned that in the darkness there was a terrible monster that fed on humans, and your life might vanish at any moment, just like fish meat on a cutting board, subject to the slaughter at will. Despair, confusion, and a profound sense of powerlessness. But at that time, an arm reached out fiercely from the vortex to pull you, and even handed you a gun and a sword. Allowing you to grasp power, take hold of your own destiny, and struggle against the monsters. How could such a favor ever be repaid?
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1067: 543 Sorry, I love you! (4600)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        However, a figure like the Demon Figure Gate Master has no need for the gratitude of ordinary people. Their gratitude naturally transformed into worship.
   

        They worshipped Casio's every move, Casio's style, even Casio's attire. But most of these stories were exaggerated rumors, bits, and pieces blown out of proportion. This led to the emergence of a group of deviant and twisted Secret Martial Art hobbyists in the past two years. They were brutally cruel, behaved maniacally, and were exceptionally perverse. They searched for Dark creatures, hunted Dark creatures, and even turned their once paralyzing fear into desire and unleashed it upon these Dark creatures. They would dismember them with a thousand cuts, tear them apart with horses, disembowel them, even rape them!
   

        You didn't hear wrong, rape! Raping Dark creatures...
   

        And it wasn't just one person, but five burly men at a time, taking turns...
   

        Even the fearsome Nan Dou Six Parts would take notice of such a tale and treat it with grave respect.
   

        It was simply explosive; even Casio fell silent for a full thirty seconds upon hearing the news, his fingers tapping on the desk.
   

        After a long silence, he barely managed to utter a sentence.
   

        "Indeed, the incomplete Qi Seal Inscription Method and the anomalies of the Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart bring a weird magic power. They, I'm afraid, have become slaves to the Boxing Method, venting the violence they once feared..."
   

        In any case, Casio would never admit that these new generations of Secret Martial Art hobbyists were raping Dark creatures because they admired and mimicked him. This incident had absolutely nothing to do with him.
   

        Now, with the missing parts of the Qi Seal Inscription Method in hand, he could finally rectify some of the hidden risks and side effects of the Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart.
   

        For some reason, Casio felt a sigh of relief in his heart. Of course, it wasn't because his reputation would no longer be tarnished that he felt relieved. It was because the Secret Martial Arts World would develop in a healthier way and all cultivators wouldn't have to bear the side effects of the Boxing Method anymore. Yes, that was it.
   

        But then a thought crossed his mind, bringing with it an inexplicable worry.
   

        What if, after he rectified the hidden side effects of the Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart, someone in the Secret Martial Arts World still did such things?
   

        Then, wouldn't that leave no excuse… erm…
   

        It wasn't necessarily so, after all, as the side effects still existed in the hobbyists who had previously cultivated, and only those practicing the new version would gradually eliminate them. Anyway, the world is full of wonders. There are eccentrics in every era, in every circle. The Nan Dou Six Parts were the perfect example.
   

        It is said that over the past two years, they have opened their doors in Florence, expanding the team of Interrogators, continuously supplying technical talents to both the Clinic and the Demon Figure Gate, and occasionally assisting the Dark Hunt Organization and Black Rain Villa in interrogating some matters. However, the Interrogators who came out from under the Nan Dou Six Parts were a bit strange. Their methods of interrogation were vastly different from those of full-time professionals, sometimes even turning Criminals into imbeciles.
   

        It is said that their minds underwent tremendous shock, and their worldview was forcibly distorted. They became like sows, stupidly drooling.
   

        Naturally, unconventional methods have unconventional effects.
   

        The Nan Dou Six Parts made quite a name for themselves.
   

        They became a force to be reckoned with!
   

        Within the circle of Interrogators, their status was comparable to the current position of the Demon Figure Gate in the Secret Martial Arts World! Both have risen with the tide over time.
   

        The Demon Figure Gate residence, God's Tear Lake, Heart of Lake Island.
   

        On the island, there was only Casio, alone.
   

        Several secret manuals, imbued with strange magic power, were spread out around him, gradually affecting the environment, causing the air to show distorted ripple-like cracks. All sorts of bizarre illusions emerged, tempting people to fall, driving them to madness.
   

        Casio suddenly raised his hand, his domineering aura instantly suppressing the entire Heart of Lake Island. He slowly extended his finger and began to use the complete Qi Seal Inscription Method to repair the Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart, which would take some time.
   

        Five days later, on the evening of May 20, on a secluded path.
   

        A garishly dressed, voluptuous woman wandered back and forth, her body twisting like a water snake, exceptionally plump. She wore clothes like those of a prostitute, her gaze licentious, her features beguiling, as if waiting for a destined person.
   

        Tap tap tap... tap tap tap...
   

        The muffled sound of footsteps came from the street outside.
   

        It seems that the destined person has arrived.
   

        Upon hearing this, the seductive woman promptly called out in a honey-sweet voice. Sure enough, the footsteps rapidly approached, and the man was drawn over. His pace was hurried, as if he couldn't wait. It seemed to be a young man or a robust middle-aged man with vigor to spare.
   

        Two seconds later, a tall and burly Silhouette appeared at the entrance of the alley. It blocked the slanted sunlight from outside, casting a large shadow.
   

        Looking up.
   

        It turned out to be a muscular man, about 1.9 meters tall.
   

        His Shoulders were as broad as small tires, his build bear-like and strong.
   

        His Palms were large, the backs covered in bulging veins and thick calluses.
   

        He looked incredibly powerful, robust and full of vitality.
   

        A shame though, the strong man seemed to often stay up late into the night. A ring of bloodshot outlined his eyes, tinged with red.
   

        When his eyes fixed on someone, it was as if he wanted to devour them! Of course, since he was looking at a woman, this "devour" could be interpreted in two ways.
   

        At this moment, the seductive woman let out a giggly coquettish laugh.
   

        Clearly, her interpretation of devour was of a man consuming a woman.
   

        "Am I beautiful, darling~?"
   

        "Do you want it? Special service, only forty Empire Coins."
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        The beauty revealed her moist tongue, licking her red lips.
   

        "You're so beautiful, intoxicatingly beautiful, maddeningly beautiful..."
   

        The muscular man took steps from the intersection, his eyes locked onto the woman, his pupils seemingly ablaze. He was moving his lips as if talking to himself, "I love you, love you to death. To express this overflowing love in my heart, I want to dismember you inch by inch! No, no, no, it would be a waste to dismember. Better to make you into a specimen like those three dark creatures before, cut you open, clean you inside and out, to forever, night and day, be by my side..."
   

        The muscular man's eyes grew wider and wider, as if his eyeballs were about to pop out of his sockets.
   

        "You... you... you're asking for death!"
   

        The woman paused for a moment, then became angry. She raised her hand to cover her face, then lowered it: "Hehe, take another look, am I still beautiful now?"
   

        At this moment, the path was equally divided by sunlight and shadow. In the middle stood an ugly, nauseating face, on a par with that of a demon from hell. With saw-like tusks and a huge mouth that covered nearly one-third of the face, devoid of nose bone and nostrils, and rotting eye sockets.
   

        It looked like nothing less than a zombified monster.
   

        Across from her, the muscular hulk, upon seeing this disgusting scene, froze for a moment, then shivered violently. He lowered his head, his face breaking into an extremely delighted smile, as if he had seen an unbelievable creation: "Oh, darling, you're now like a dazzling, stunning diamond. Nine to ten times more beautiful than any of my collected specimens..."
   

        "I can't wait any longer!"
   

        With that, the muscles on the muscular man's body suddenly expanded, nearly tearing his clothes. He turned into a huge dark silhouette and lunged at the Succubus.
   

        Sounds of fierce fighting and flesh hitting flesh echoed through the secluded alleyway.
   

        Once, the Secret Martial Arts World harbored a rather absurd theory. It claimed that fighting was like making love, both are ways of venting emotions and desires.
   

        Now it seems, the saying is true, even to the extent that the words 'like making love' could be omitted. Fighting is making love, they complement each other, and neither can be spared!
   

        In the alleyway, the faint sound of beastlike roaring could be heard.
   

        "I'm sorry! I love you... I'm sorry! I love you, sorry..."
   

        ************************************
   

        Franco could never have imagined that making love would yield such important intelligence. He learned from the mouth of the Succubus that in the city suburbs, there was a gathering place for dark creatures, teeming with them. Franco reported this information as though it were a commonplace piece of intelligence.
   

        Just one day passed, and several formidable beings with terrifying auras wanted to meet him. At first, it was the president of the Secret Martial Art hobbyist organization he belonged to, followed by an official member of the Demon Figure Sect.
   

        The three individuals that came after, Franco didn't know their identities, only that their auras were so frightening that they sent shivers down his spine. Every cell in his body seemed to scream, run, get away, do not approach!
   

        And now, on the afternoon of May 21st at three o'clock.
   

        Franco met another person, a tall figure in a black trench coat. The three men with terrifying auras he had seen before were now standing behind the trench coat figure, evidently displaying the attitude of subordinates. It was clear the man in the trench coat was a major figure!
   

        A major figure whose dress and demeanor were very similar to the Demon Figure Gate Master...
   

        Hmm? Wait, could this man be...?!
   

        Franco's eyes widened, only to see the man in the trench coat speak to someone next to him, "An unprecedented disastrous tunnel. No, it can no longer be called a tunnel, but rather a space has been assimilated. It's formed an area similar to the Ash Boundary beneath Immortal Island..."
   

        "Do you know what this means?"
   

        The man in the trench coat shook his head, looking at the elegant and handsome man to his left: "This means the restraints of the real world have been broken, some beings beyond limits can forcibly descend..."
   

        "Or worse..."
   

        Casio paused, ultimately not continuing to speculate, but vigilantly on guard in his heart: "If the overlapping of the inner and outer worlds occurs at the site where Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Totem King confront each other, one of the top ten ranked entities of the Endless Calamity, the Dark Ultimate Entity, could manifest. An unprecedented situation will arise..."
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        Five minutes later, a team headed towards the city suburbs. The team members, all clad in tight-fitting black combat attire, were agile in form and did not require a horse carriage to travel; they ran as swiftly as steeds.
   

        In less than half an hour, they arrived at the entrance to a canyon nestled between mountain ranges.
   

        The entire team clad in black halted their steps. Members of the Magical Golem Sect, who had been sealing off and stationed here, immediately approached to report the situation respectfully.
   

        "Sect Master, the area affected by the mutation now includes the entire canyon and a portion of the lake. When we first arrived, the affected area was only a little more than half of the canyon. The area has been expanding," continued the subordinate of the Magical Golem Sect. "And I don't know if it's just an illusion, but I always felt the mutated area began very ethereal. Now, it has slowly become real, tangibly existing..."
   

        At the entrance of the canyon, Casio narrowed his eyes and slowly nodded.
   

        His gaze moved past his subordinates, looking towards the canyon not far away.
   

        The exterior of the canyon was no different from any ordinary one, quite normal indeed. However, a closer examination would reveal that the surrounding air carried a distorted taste, as if it were flow ripples caused by high-temperature air currents.
   

        Furthermore, the area shrouded by the canyon was slightly darker. It was as though a thin layer of black veil had been draped over the top, blocking out some of the sunlight.
   

        "You all wait outside, a bit farther away, I'm going to take a look..."
   

        Casio took strides, heading straight into the interior of the canyon.
   

        Hum...
   

        A transient daze, the sound like that of bees flapping their wings at high speed reached his ears. All other noises faded away into silence—the sound of the wind, rustling leaves, rolling pebbles, people's heartbeats, conversation, all gone.
   

        The surroundings were especially quiet, enticing one to indulge in it and fall into a silent slumber.
   

        Bang! A massive swinging fist shattered the atmosphere.
   

        The air currents stirred violently, like tidal waves that overlapped and surged out, forming an ever-expanding fan-shaped shock wave. A gale swept through fiercely, resembling a raging mudslide flushing through, instantly sweeping across the entire canyon. In the next second, that eerie aura was completely gone.
   

        It seemed to have submitted under the daunting might of that single punch.
   

        Tap tap tap... tap tap tap...
   

        Footsteps echoed quietly in the canyon, growing deeper. Casio, draped in a pure black windbreaker, expressionless and with a cold aura, progressed forward.
   

        This place was indeed a special region similar to the Ash Boundary of Immortal Island, only, it was still in the early stages of formation. The various strange forces were quite weak, not yet fully developed, which is why he was able to quell them so easily.
   

        Before him, the entire canyon appeared abnormally smooth; all the weeds and pebbles had been swept away by the gale, leaving behind flat terrain and cliffs. In the corners and cracks, there were occasional pools of blood—likely from dark creatures hiding in the shadows, trying to ambush Casio but ended up dead from unknown large-scale damage. Casio did not focus on the bloodstains; instead, he progressed step by step towards the deepest part of the canyon.
   

        He could sense that there was a vague presence of a source there.
   

        Half a minute later, at a turn in the canyon, Casio stopped.
   

        Before him was a scene akin to an illusion, appearing as if it was a distant projection, like a mirage. In the middle of the canyon, an ancient altar stood tall. A stone platform engraved with special symbols, black spires like fences, arranged methodically and corresponding ball-shaped pillars.
   

        At this moment, each of these ball-shaped pillars emitted a semi-transparent glow similar to rubies. It was as if the pillars were hollow inside, slowly flowing with thick glowing blood, bringing forth an eerie feeling.
   

        Hiss hiss hiss... Beams of red light shot out from the top of the pillars like laser rays, interconnecting with each other to form a complex network. And at the center of this red light network was a focal point through which all the red lines passed. This focus should have been situated on the core platform of the altar. However, in the illusion, the focus was shifted and was not precisely aligned.
   

        Casio walked forward, his gaze fixed on the hazy illusion.
   

        He suddenly realized something, and his aura grew increasingly dangerous. He slowly raised his right hand, the sound of a raging river emanated from within his body, enveloping the entire canyon with its roaring noise!
   

        Rumble rumble rumble rumble rumble rumble!
   

        The ground trembled violently as a terrifying force erupted, causing an exaggerated effect similar to an earthquake. The members of the Magical Golem Sect, who were stationed outside the canyon obeying Casio's instructions, had retreated nearly a kilometer away. At this moment, they saw the distant mountain ranges of the canyon collapsing.
   

        Tons of mud fell from mid-air, swathes of woods toppled over, rocks burst into the sky to form a heavy rain. Amidst these debris, a purplish-red torrent burst forth.
   

        Carrying with it the domineering fluctuations of total annihilation, erasing everything in its path.
   

        Crack crack crack... crack crack crack...
   

        Fragments fell, hitting the people, causing minor pain. Some of the weaker members groaned, their skin bleeding as they quickly took shelter behind their stronger superiors. Franco, along with the president of the Secret Martial Art hobbyist organization from his city—a curly-haired burly man with chest hair as luxuriant as a brown bear.
   

        The two stared blankly towards the distance, their faces filled with fanaticism, even carrying a devotion akin to religious belief. Franco muttered to himself.
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        "The Demon Figure Gate Master, this is the Demon Figure Gate Master! A walking divinity!"
   

        "So powerful, so domineering. Even from a distance of over a kilometer, I can feel the mind-shaking, insane power emanating from the canyon!" Franco was incredibly excited, his fists clenched, his cheeks flushed with two spots of excitement. He let out a contented sigh.
   

        "Ah~ I am so excited now, I could raise a flag! Hehe…"
   

        Compared to Franco, who was like a mental patient, the curly-haired big man beside him was somewhat more restrained. But the slight bulge in his pants said it all! No one could refuse power! No one could refuse authority! Especially these hobbyists who had become slaves to boxing methods!
   

        At this moment, they had seen the source of the Nan Dou Six Parts and the Magic Heart Secret Book of boxing, the Demon Figure Gate Master Casio! Merely sensing that aura from afar made their legs go weak and their hearts surge with excitement, as if engaged in lovemaking!
   

        Honestly, the development of the Magical Golem Sect over the past two years, with its grassroots promotion and expansion, indeed brought praiseworthy achievements. However, it also buried many hidden dangers, such as the perverted boxers like Franco and the curly-haired big man. It's no wonder they excitedly raised their flags on the spot when they even watched Casio destroy the canyon with a punch, and why even the ugly and dark Succubus creatures were not spared.
   

        Gales howled and swept away the shattered stones, while chunks of mud fell in great swathes.
   

        A tall, dark silhouette emerged slowly from the canyon.
   

        Casio was silently not speaking, his mood slightly heavy.
   

        His figure flickered, and in the span of a few breaths, he had swept into the crowd.
   

        "Immediately return to headquarters."
   

        Next, Casio would harness the strength of the Magical Golem Sect and the Clinic to find areas similar to this canyon. Find them, and then destroy them!
   

        And, during this time, close attention must be paid to the Door Organization's movements.
   

        Meanwhile, in the wilderness of some unknown land.
   

        A remote ancient and desolate Stone Altar stood quietly.
   

        Symbolic stone platforms, Black Spines, spherical stone columns. It was indeed the very physical manifestation of the vision that Casio had seen. On the altar, several figures in black robes moved back and forth, seemingly recording something. Another two or three were measuring the liquid inside several stone columns.
   

        "The third positioning of the weak points failed, with an assimilation completion rate of approximately fifty percent, the highest of the three attempts. Furthermore, this time, the assimilation rate could have been even higher. The only reason it wasn't was that someone disrupted the positioning by using overwhelming strength to destroy the entire domain of descent!" a man in black reported swiftly.
   

        "Due to the violent interruption of the positioning, the energy consumption of the altar was severe, over five times more than the previous positionings. We now have only ten percent of the altar energy left, insufficient for another positioning…"
   

        In front of the man in black, a strong figure wearing gray combat attire stood quietly. He looked somewhat familiar, unmistakably one of the seven kings that had appeared on Immortal Island, the seventh king who had barely survived that battle. Basco could have never imagined that he, the most inconspicuous of the seven kings, would become the de facto leader of the Door Organization for over two years! This was because those who were more senior and stronger than him had all been killed in that battle at Immortal Island.
   

        In the land of the dwarfs, Basco naturally became the tallest.
   

        The past two-plus years had been very tough for the Door Organization, their strength rapidly shrinking. Originally, even with the loss of so much high-end combat power, the Organization wouldn't have been so embarrassed because the remaining sparse core members were still significant. After all, they had a strong foundation…
   

        However, the rapid expansion of the Magical Golem Sect and the development of the Secret Martial Arts world, along with the cooperation of the Dark Hunt Organization and Black Rain Villa, put great pressure on the Door Organization. With a person of the Demon Figure Gate Master's caliber personally suppressing them, the Door Organization could only hide and seek refuge overseas.
   

        For two years, Basco lived in constant fear.
   

        Until about six months ago, he received mysterious instructions from the leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu. Finally, Basco felt like he had found his backbone, a goal to strive towards. Following Xiadu's guidance, he barely implemented the plans that had been set out. Such as exterminating certain schools to supply energy for the altar, coordinating with the Origin Stone Tablet, and guiding the position of the Catastrophe Tidal waves…
   

        Originally, with the strength of the Door Organization, the series of arrangements could have been completed swiftly, only waiting for the right time to create an enormous wave. However, after being heavily damaged and losing high-end combat power, the Organization had to tiptoed around, hunting some martial arts schools without drawing too much attention. This led to low efficiency and a constant shortage of altar energy. Moreover, some Origin Stone Tablets were accidentally lost, significantly reducing the positioning accuracy of the altar.
   

        Even, the effectiveness of the tidal guidance would be affected at that time.
   

        One could say that the Door Organization's grand plan had reluctantly shrunk considerably. And this, was mostly related to Casio. He stole the Origin Stone Tablets, he killed the high-end combat force, and it was his oppression that tormented the Door Organization…
   

        The remaining members of the Door Organization could be said to have a deep-seated hatred for Casio.
   

        Basco felt the same way.
   

        Just now, his subordinates had reported that someone had disrupted the positioning, using overwhelming force to destroy the forming domain of descent. Without a doubt...
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        In the entire world, the only one with such strength was the Demon Figure Gate Master.
   

        He squinted his eyes, his gaze cold, muttering to himself.
   

        "Demon Figure Gate Master, your arrogance will not last long. Lord Xiadu will soon awaken, and the Catastrophe Tidal will descend once again. The world's structure is bound to change! And our Door Organization will quickly return to our original and rightful peak position! It will become even more powerfully incurable…"
   

        Basco looked at his subordinates before him and glanced at the severely depleted Altar Energy within the surrounding spherical stone columns, "You don't need to worry about replenishing the Altar Energy. Starting tomorrow, we will have an abundance of it. Moreover, our high-end combat power will also…"
   

        He stopped mid-sentence, a smile of anticipation appearing on his face.
   

        The technology of Necromancy had been researched by the Door Organization for a very long time. Each generation's vice leader was the best test subject. Several years ago, with the integration of the original data from the Florence Dark Creatures Laboratory, the technology of Necromancy achieved a significant breakthrough. In the battle of Immortal Island, the vice leader from the past, Armored Ghost, was successfully resurrected, showing a very promising development prospect. Unfortunately, he was killed again shortly after his resurrection.
   

        Many research data were lost, and related personnel were severely lacking.
   

        The Organization had to stumble along and develop anew, spending two and a half years to replicate this technology. Now, it was time to use it. Only with sufficient top-tier combat strength could the Organization's plans be supported. The resurrection of dead vice leaders was imperative!
   

        The seventh King Basco took a deep breath.
   

        He looked up at the distant expansive sky and silently swore.
   

        "To restore the glory of the Door Organization, it is our bounden duty!"
   

        ****************************
   

        May 25th, in the Hong Li Empire, at a coastal province.
   

        At the entrance to the Purple Maple Forest, a massive manor lay. This was a medium to large power base in the Transcendental Realm, heavily guarded, constantly manned by formidable forces. High-ranking members of the Forces would stay here every month.
   

        Boom! The manor walls were blown open, debris flying everywhere.
   

        Tap tap tap tap… A tide of black figures with strong, cold auras rushed in, their movements so fast they pulled an afterimage. Many guards with supernatural strengths were overwhelmed in an instant, not even having a chance to react before they were knocked to the ground, completely ineffective as a barrier.
   

        The Black Figures advanced triumphantly.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The heavy iron doors of the Hall were smashed out, twisted and deformed.
   

        Dozens of Black Figures flickered in, like phantoms. In the blink of an eye, they assembled like bodyguards in two lines, standing on either side of the pathway. The robust chests slightly thrust forward, they stood quietly with their hands behind their backs.
   

        Tap tap tap…
   

        The sound of boots stepping on the floor carried forward.
   

        Two silhouettes slowly walked in from the sunlight outside the Manor.
   

        One was a dangerously seductive woman with voluptuous curves, red lips, blue eyes, and an aura as dangerous as a poisonous snake. She wore a Sun hat.
   

        With lace edges, it was quite broad, seemingly covering something.
   

        The other was a handsome man wearing gold-rimmed glasses, dressed immaculately, and carrying himself like a gentleman. He had a dark red, gold-rimmed pipe in his mouth, his gaze cold as he slowly surveyed the spacious Hall.
   

        "Where is he? Bring him here."
   

        Suddenly, two robust, black-clothed men dragged an old man forward. One of them kicked the old man behind his knees, forcing him to kneel.
   

        "Are you one of the senior members of the Eye of Heaven?" Otto, with the pipe in his mouth, looked down condescendingly, his gaze chilly, "Talk. Where is that special area that you fools deem a treasure? I am rather merciful and don't enjoy brutality. So, if you confess honestly, both you and the entire Eye of Heaven might end up with a not-so-bad ending…"
   

        "..." The old man raised his head, silent, seemingly hesitant.
   

        "Don't test my patience, I'm giving you ten seconds."
   

        Upon hearing Otto's words, the old man could only speak, "I know where that special area is, and I can take you there. But, I have one condition. If you can agree to it, I'll definitely…"
   

        "You aren't in a position to negotiate with us."
   

        Otto raised his hand, cutting off the old man's delusions and ramblings.
   

        "Kill him."
   

        With a light wave of his right hand, he didn't even glance at the old man, turning directly towards the sunlight-filled doorway. Only a wisp of vague smoke drifted in mid-air, pulling a thin white trail. On the left, Nine Snakes, who had been quietly watching, similarly shook his head and twisted his steps to leave.
   

        "What... What? Ah... Ah! Not..."
   

        The old man suddenly raised his head, his eyes filled with disbelief, his body struggling.
   

        This was too fast, had he really been sentenced to death just like that?
   

        "Shut up, you old fool! This is the grace bestowed by Lord Otto!"
   

        "Better to die sooner and be rid of pain. Had you fallen into the hands of those bastards for interrogation, you would have realized that death itself is a luxury," a Black-clothed robust man coldly said as he cranked his wrist.
   

        Eventually, he placed his rough, grinding stone-like large hand on the old man's head.
   

        Crack!!!
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        While a Senior level member of the Eye Society might not speak, there would always be someone who would.
   

        If someone from the Eye Society wanted to seize this opportunity, thinking they were very clever in asking for benefits from the Magical Golem Sect, they would pay the price for their foolishness. They would either be killed on the spot or, more cruelly, handed over to the Interrogator for questioning, and after that, they would become a useless person.
   

        Not more than half an hour later, Otto and Nine Snakes received the news.
   

        That special realm, akin to an enlarged version of the Disastrous Tunnel, was situated deep within the Purple Maple Forest, approximately twenty kilometers away from the Eye Society Headquarters.
   

        After determining its location, Otto quickly relayed this intelligence to Casio.
   

        Around five o'clock in the afternoon, at dusk, the sky was tinged with orange and red.
   

        In the Purple Maple Forest, a circular area was marked out, shrouding a large expanse of trees. If one looked down from the sky, they could clearly see a circular spot on a thick green carpet.
   

        It was gray and dull, with an aura of age and decay.
   

        The feeling was like watching a black-and-white film; the colors were very monotonous.
   

        Casio walked alone into the woods that resembled a black-and-white film.
   

        He did not immediately mobilize his internal power to destroy this realm.
   

        Instead, he reached into his bosom and suddenly took out an exceptionally heavy stone tablet. This tablet was ancient, seemingly a relic from the Ancient Era. Its surface was pitted and covered with scratches. On the back, there was a string of blurred text, seemingly recording some elements of the barbaric age.
   

        The front featured a carving of an enormous eye the size of a palm.
   

        The carving lines were rugged and primitive, exuding an ancient simplicity. In the middle of the eye, instead of a pupil, there was a minutely detailed pattern resembling a deep vortex. This stone tablet was none other than the Origin Stone Tablet Casio had obtained after annihilating the Florence dark creature laboratory! He had never carried it with him before but kept it in a safe place. Now, however, he had brought it out because of the special realm incident four days prior.
   

        Casio saw a Phanstasm of an Ancient Altar, and even though it was somewhat hazy, he could still discern some vaguely familiar clues. Afterward, Casio gave it much thought and recollection, only to startlingly discover that the pattern on the altar was exactly the same as that on the Origin Stone Tablet—a deep vortex spiraled eye!
   

        Linking the two together brought many things to mind.
   

        Without a doubt, the appearance of the special realm was one hundred percent related to the Door Organization, and the Origin Stone Tablet played an important role in it.
   

        In the incident at the Florence dark creature Experiment Field, the Origin Stone Tablet could reflect scenes from the World of Calamities. It even briefly breached the separation between the Surface World and The Deep World, linking the two together! The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist that was given to Casio by the Blood Vulture and the Evil Mother forcefully sent to the Real World by the Totem King were both achieved through the medium of the Origin Stone Tablet.
   

        This thing was extraordinary and key.
   

        In the forest, within the gray realm of decay, stood a lone figure.
   

        Casio held the Origin Stone Tablet and walked toward the phantom altar in the center of the decayed realm. When he was about four or five steps away from the altar Phanstasm, the Origin Stone Tablet in Casio's hand trembled violently.
   

        It flickered with light, carrying a warmth that gradually intensified.
   

        The altar Phanstasm before him also responded. From its barely-there, ethereal form, it became much more substantial and increasingly realistic. The scene, which had been hazy as if covered with gauze, also gradually became clearer.
   

        Casio walked into the midst of the altar Phanstasm and stood at the central position.
   

        Here was a rectangular Stone Platform engraved with enigmatic symbols. At the very top of the platform, four recessed spots twinkled faintly, drawing the eye.
   

        Three of the recesses were already filled, with three Origin Stone Tablets vaguely visible resting atop them. The last recess, however, was empty; the final tablet was now in Casio's hand.
   

        He observed carefully for a while, then his gaze shifted.
   

        Casio slowly extended his hand and violently pressed the Origin Stone Tablet into the last recess. With a click, the entire altar Phanstasm trembled slightly, and the next second, it became solid again. A change occurred, and the light released by the surrounding spherical Stone Columns shifted immediately, starting to realign. But this time, it was not weak points that were realigned towards; it was the location of the altar itself.
   

        Humming... Humming...
   

        The focus moved slowly, resolutely shifting towards the target location.
   

        Casio stood to the side, quietly observing, like a Sculpture.
   

        The focus wandered over the ethereal map, gradually moving towards the direction away from the Hong Li Empire. However, before the focus could completely leave the Hong Li Empire, the entire altar Phanstasm began to disintegrate. Clearly, the Door Organization had ended its realignment from the other side. The special area was about to dissipate automatically.
   

        Finally, with a loud bang, the altar Phanstasm completely vanished.
   

        An Origin Stone Tablet fell, to be caught in Mid-air by a large hand.
   

        "It can actually reverse-locate the positions of those people from the Door Organization."
   

        "Moreover, this stone tablet seems to have other hidden functions…"
   

        Casio slowly tucked the stone tablet into his bosom, turned, and left. He now knew how to find the remnants of the Door Organization, be it their strongholds within the Hong Li Empire or their secretive bases in distant foreign lands!
   

        Once Casio was aware of their exact locations, he would not hesitate to go on a killing spree. He would smash, destroy, massacre, with no mercy!
   

        This was the confidence of Casio, who was only one step away from the Tyrant Fist realm after over two years of arduous cultivation. At this moment, he was the strongest man in the entire world, commanding the strongest force, the Magical Golem Sect!
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        Genuinely good quality, accurate description, not the slightest bit unfair!
   

        As for the Holy Fist Realm, the existence of the Dark Ultimate Entity, both were restricted by certain conditions that prevented them from fully descending into the Real World. Even the fallen Moon God, which was formed into the Moon God statue from hunks of meat.
   

        Facing Casio wouldn't end well for them.
   

        As for Xiadu, well, he is someone who needs to be considered separately.
   

        It is even questionable whether he is a person at all.
   

        In summary, over thousands of years, regardless of the era, those who were only a step away from the Holy Fist Realm were powerful enough to push through the times undefeated!
   

        In the woods, Casio raised his head. Through the gaps in the leaves, he saw the sky filled with an orange glow and clouds rolling like sea waves. In these heavily overlapping clouds, he sensed the coming storm: "Let the storm come even more fiercely..."
   

        ***********************************
   

        May 31, tomorrow will be June. The end of the Era of Retrospection for Casio is on July 2, which means major events are set to occur within the next month.
   

        About ten days ago, the Southern Crane Fist Style from abroad visited the Demon Figure Gate Master at the Demon Figure Gate. They brought not only the incomplete segments of the Qi Seal Inscription Method secret techniques but also an important piece of news. The Door Organization had returned and had started hunting medium and small Secret Martial Art schools stealthily six months ago.
   

        Shortly after receiving this news, an upgraded version of the Disastrous Tunnel special realm appeared, also clearly the work of the Door Organization. There must be some covert connection between these two events; the Door Organization would not engage in meaningless actions.
   

        Anything the Door Organization aims to do is bound to be opposed by the Demon Figure Gate!
   

        Casio immediately ordered, dispatching some elites to regions where the Door Organization had been active recently, blocking their operations at every turn.
   

        Most of these areas were abroad, a far journey. However, fortunately, the Demon Figure Gate had rapidly expanded in influence over the past two to three years. Even in some foreign nations, they held considerable power.
   

        The deployment of the Demon Figure Gate's elites ensured abundant logistical support.
   

        Moreover, not just members of the Demon Figure Gate were involved, but also the local Secret Martial Arts World, upon hearing the news, were filled with righteous indignation and wanted to participate in this second large-scale extermination of the Door Organization. A vigorous action unfolded...
   

        June 1, North Reef Continent, a medium-sized country named Gafa.
   

        Gafa Kingdom, Maple County, Fire Maple Fist Mountain Gate.
   

        This school's mountain gate was established on a hill, boasting quite a picturesque scenery. In autumn, one could look down to see an expanse of fiery red maple leaves. Even now, in summer, one could enjoy lush scenery.
   

        Fire Maple Fist had been thriving in the past couple of years, continuously recruiting fresh blood into the mountain gate, which brought considerable resources and wealth. As the Demon Figure Gate propelled the development of the world's Secret Martial Arts, the base of potential new blood in the Secret Martial Arts World clearly began to expand. Many promising new talents emerged, creating a scene where a hundred schools of thought contended and blossomed.
   

        Fire Maple Fist also took this opportunity to grow, going with the flow of the times. It quickly stood out in Maple County and gained some renown across the Gafa Kingdom. Gradually, it had moved beyond being an insignificant minor sect to become a third-rate sect worth mentioning.
   

        Although it had just joined the ranks of third-rate sects, it was far stronger than before.
   

        Given the current momentum, Fire Maple Fist had a promising future and the potential to grow into a second-rate sect. That is, provided no sudden disasters struck, such as attacks by dark creatures on the Magical Golem Sect, or continual hunting of medium and small schools by the Door Organization for some special purpose.
   

        Unfortunately, Fire Maple Fist encountered the latter disaster.
   

        That evening, as the sky darkened, a cool breeze swept through.
   

        At the Fire Maple Fist Mountain Gate, several disciples in martial attire were on guard duty.
   

        They chatted leisurely with each other, appearing relaxed and lazy. Some leaned against the wall, slouching with arms crossed. Others had a leaf in their mouth, chewing on something endlessly. Some swung their legs back and forth, their shoetips scuffing a small hole in the ground, their gazes unfocused.
   

        For these disciples, standing guard was the most boring time. Staying in one place, motionless, even the most monotonous punching practice seemed more interesting.
   

        They chatted sporadically, discussing everything under the sun, utterly unaware that something about the atmosphere seemed gradually off—the shadows grew darker, the wind colder. Under the dim light, there appeared to be multiple overlapping silhouettes standing in the woods, staring towards the mountain gate.
   

        Whoosh... Rustle...
   

        A gust of wind blew, and the leaves rustled. The layers of shadows vanished, only to reappear the next second at the Fire Maple Fist Mountain Gate.
   

        Thud! Swoosh!
   

        One shadow took the lead, charging at the several disciples on guard.
   

        "Who!"
   

        One disciple finally sensed something amiss. He spun around abruptly, his pupils reflecting a rapidly approaching dark figure, tinged with horror.
   

        "Discovering now is too late."
   

        The shadow's voice was as cold as the arrival of the Grim Reaper, echoing in the disciple's ears. He swiftly closed the gap, throwing a punch straight at the heart!
   

        Thud! A solid punch landed on the physical body.
   

        The shadow's impassive gaze watched the other, seemingly eager to savor the struggling expression of one coughing blood at death's door. However, unexpectedly, the expression of the youth before him shifted like an award-winning actor—from astonishment to mockery, with a hint of scorn.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1074: 545 The Strongest Man in the World (4300)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Hehehe... Finally, I've been waiting for you bunch of rabble. I've been playing this act in this godforsaken place for three whole days, and now I've finally caught you..."
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        The brown-haired youth's joints all over his body suddenly burst into a series of crackling sounds like firecrackers, his physical body rapidly expanding, directly bursting through the tight combat suit he was wearing. Strips of torn fabric hung over Shoulders.
   

        Under the sparse sunlight, one could clearly see a physique as robust as a bodybuilder's. His pectoral muscles puffed up, like Armor!
   

        And the black silhouette's punch landed on the Armor, causing no pain or itchiness whatsoever.
   

        On the skin surface of the muscular physique, a blurry black Tattoo pattern flickered in and out of sight. Under the dim lighting, it looked like Evil Spirits.
   

        "You! You are from the Magical Golem Sect! Damn, it's a trap!!!"
   

        The Silhouette suddenly retreated explosively, shouting a loud warning.
   

        "Too late! Let me show you how to explode an enemy's Heart with a single punch!" The brown-haired youth grinned wickedly, his expression ferocious. He pounced violently, his arm muscles suddenly swelling and contracting, and violently whipped forward. For a moment, it seemed like a Meteorite rubbing flames.
   

        Boom!
   

        This punch was both swift and fierce, carrying horrifying innate power.
   

        The man in black couldn't dodge in time and could only cross his arms over his chest. The overlapping section of his arms was exactly where the brown-haired youth's Fist struck. Boom, boom!
   

        A Burst of power exploded forth, boring through three layers of Obstacles.
   

        Both arms of the man in black snapped at the same time, and a huge charred Hole appeared where his Heart once was, blood splattering everywhere. His eyes were filled with a dying fear, with a trace of unwillingness. The brown-haired youth watched the scene coldly.
   

        He slightly withdrew his right hand, pulling it out from the Hole in the man in black.
   

        "How foolish. Did you think you could block the Firestone Fist, one of the Nan Dou Six Parts, with just two slabs of meat? When my Fist bursts forth, it could blow up boulders as tall as a person! Hmph, the current Door Organization? Nothing but a bunch of chickens and dogs..."The youth suddenly turned, scanning the entire Battlefield.
   

        From within the Fire Maple Fist Mountain Gate, brawny men continuously charged out, joining the siege and combat. The team that the Door Organization had sent to exterminate the sect was quickly encircled, and one by one they were eliminated, leading to their total annihilation.
   

        The same scenario unfolded in many nations around the world.
   

        In just a few days, the teams sent out by the Door Organization to hunt had suffered heavy losses. The energy of the Altar was in severe shortage, even affecting the normal localization of Weak points. Originally, the four Origin Stone Tablets could locate four Weak points. But with one Stone tablet lost, only three could be located. Up to now, the Door Organization had not managed to find a single Weak point. Now, they were further hindered by overwhelming Forces, becoming more and more encumbered.
   

        If they failed to complete the localization of the Weak points before the correct time arrives, it would be the same as missing this opportunity. That's something the Door Organization absolutely could not tolerate, so the current ruler, the seventh King, decided.
   

        To dispatch a former Vice leader, who had completed Necromancy, to kill and obliterate Secret Martial Art Schools. Ideally, to obtain a substantial amount of Altar Energy at once, enough to completely locate three Weak points!
   

        Door Organization, seventy-second generation Vice leader, Blood Demon Diaz.
   

        Objective, to wipe out the entire Secret Martial Arts World of the Gafa Kingdom in one day!
   

        It was not just an act of revenge, but also a statement, a declaration.
   

        The Door Organization was telling all the Forces in the world that they had returned!
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        North Reef Continent, a small frontier nation located on the West Coast.
   

        The small nation was not very famous and was quite impoverished due to its rugged mountains, dense jungles, and inconvenient transportation. The only two notable features were the rather spectacular waterfalls and the uniquely charming scenery of the mountains and rivers. The Daffodil Waterfall, the largest waterfall cluster in the southern part of the nation.
   

        The green mountains were lush and towering. Between the mountains, massive white torrents rushed down from the cliff gaps, carrying untold tons of freshwater. Boom, boom, boom, the earth trembled. The waterfall smashed onto rocks and lakes, shattering and splashing into large swathes of mist, like expanding and swelling milky white clouds of light smoke.
   

        Looking up from below, the white waterfall was like a giant column supporting the sky, piercing the clouds. It inevitably made one marvel at nature's might and humanity's insignificance.
   

        However, at this moment, on the surface of this white giant column, there was a distinct reddish-black spot moving rapidly upwards against the current. In the blink of an eye, it crossed the waterfall with a significant drop and rushed to the steep mountain peak and cliff.
   

        Tap.
   

        On a boulder on the cliff, a pair of metal combat boots landed heavily.
   

        The tall silhouette, donned in a dark red robe, faced the Gale head-on, his long hair whipping wildly, revealing a pale, excessively pallid face. His melancholy handsomeness, with deep-set and three-dimensional features, seemed a bit too cold.
   

        "Wraith... Resurrection, such... incredible technology... actually succeeded. Unfortunately, there are also hidden dangers... and costs..."
   

        "I... can feel that I've lost most... of my memories..."
   

        "Additionally, I've lost... some other things..."
   

        The man in the red robe muttered to himself, stumbling over his words as if he had just woken from a deep sleep, even forgetting how to speak.
   

        He lifted his long fingers to his temple, his eyebrows slightly furrowed as if pondering something that caused him a headache.
   

        "Ha... here it comes again..."
   

        The man in the red robe closed his eyes, his body suddenly trembling violently as if exerting a lot of effort. Veins spidered across his neck and half of his face.
   

        He opened his eyes, his expression hollow, as if out of focus.
   

        "I am the seventy-second Deputy Leader of the Door Organization... Blood Demon Diaz..."
   

        "I am heading to the Gafa Kingdom to massacre the Secret Martial Art practitioners there!"
   

        "Wipe them all out, kill them all, using my most skilled methods..."
   

        Whoosh, plop, a blood-colored silhouette directly leaped into the water.
   

        In the mist, one could see that below the river at the top of the waterfall, there seemed to be a huge tide of blood surging upstream at high speed. The tide kept sinking, its color fading, barely revealing its contour.
   

        At the same time, one of the three most important strongholds of the Door Organization.
   

        It was a dark mountain, its overall hues dark black and blood-red, a killing aura emanating from within the rocks. This resulted in almost no trees growing on it, not even weeds.
   

        And inside the completely hollowed-out mountain, it was even darker.
   

        The air was thick with a strong scent of death, as if thousands of years of accumulation had settled, fermenting, weighty enough to drown a person. If a Secret Martial Art practitioner below the Ultimate Fighter level were here, they would likely suffocate and die of spiritual exhaustion in a short time.
   

        For the overlapping Qi created a strange magnetic field. The magnetic field enveloped the mountain, eradicating vitality. If one were not at the Fighter level with a mastery of the nuances of Aura and Qi, it would be impossible to ward off the invasion of this magnetic field and aura. This mountain peak was the Land of the Dead.
   

        It was also a huge Coffin, a strange Altar.
   

        Inside the Coffin, the silhouette of the seventh King, Basco, appeared here. He snapped his fingers, and a circle of bronze wall lamps around him instantly lit up, sweeping the dim environment clean.
   

        Looking up around him, a strange scene unfolded. Inside the mountain, the Cave Wall, neatly arranged like rows of wasp nests, huge holes densely packed and overlapping, made one's skin crawl.
   

        In these holes, ice Coffins emitting a chilling coldness were placed. Through the semi-transparent surface of the Coffins, one could even see the sleeping Corpses inside. They were all the Deputy Leaders of each generation of the Door Organization, the actual rulers of its operations.
   

        Each Deputy Leader had once been an Extreme Fighter Level master, ranked among the top three in the world in their own era. Even in death, just their Corpses still emitted a faint, formidable Aura, a heart-stopping sensation.
   

        Here, there were more than fifty Coffins, more than fifty Corpses.
   

        In the history of the Door Organization, except for those who had died without a whole body, mysteriously disappeared, or from too ancient an era. The rest of the Deputy Leaders' corpses were all here, making them the best material for the Wraith Resurrection Experiment!
   

        Of course, this did not mean that all fifty-plus Deputy Leaders of the Door Organization could be revived through the Wraith Resurrection Experiment. For example, some Deputy Leaders had suffered too severe injuries before death, their wills collapsed, and their remaining Qi could not be retained. Also, if from an era too distant, even if some Qi remained in the Corpses, blocked by the Ice Coffins, it would still have dissipated clean over the long years. Furthermore, if an Accident occurred in the Wraith of the World of Calamities, even if the experiment succeeded, it could not resonate with the Corpses' Qi.
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        After eliminating various possibilities, those capable of performing the Wraith Resurrection Ceremony were limited.
   

        Only the ten closest Deputy Leaders of the organization from the current era remained.
   

        Among these ten, five were unable to succeed due to various conditions, leaving only five who could successfully complete the Wraith Resurrection Ceremony. Among them, the Armored Ghost had been resurrected and killed two years ago.
   

        The Blood Demon had just been resurrected and was carrying out a mission issued by the organization.
   

        That left only three Deputy Leaders in the organization.
   

        Inside the mountain, at the center of the space, a black huge ceremonial track spread on the ground like a spiderweb in the shape of a vortex that resembled an eye. At the position of the pupil, three coffins quietly rested in the water, slowly floating. Below the coffins, Gems of the Tear of Blue Eye embedded in the pool walls released beams of light, their colors extremely magnificent.
   

        "Seventy-fourth generation Deputy Leader, Dark Star Mitchell."
   

        "Seventy-first generation Deputy Leader, Raider Alonzo."
   

        "Sixty-ninth generation Deputy Leader, Ice Bird Mosis."
   

        Basco stood on the large black eye ceremonial track, looking at the three coffins with excited eyes, utterly exhilarated. "This is our organization, this is the foundation of the world's number one organization! Even if the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist has died, and I am the only king left, just a little recuperation would be enough to bring out the power to overturn the whole world! Four Extreme Fighters... to contend against an entire era?"
   

        "With this power in hand, all plans and actions commanded by Lord Xiadu can proceed smoothly! Regrettably, the technology of Wraith Resurrection emerged too late. The battle on Immortal Island two years ago was too hasty. Otherwise, there would be no need to ally with Whale King Arlington or the Lava Wizards from the Totem Temple. Our organization alone could have wiped out the strength of the Secret Martial Arts World...strangle the Demon Figure Gate Master Casio!"
   

        Basco's gaze was excited yet regretful and carried a hint of hatred when mentioning Casio's name. He felt that, back then, the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist along with the other three Extreme Fighters had been defeated by Casio.
   

        The main reason was that Whale King Arlington and the Lava Wizard were too weak, unable to provide any help at all. If they had been replaced by two Deputy Leaders resurrected through the Wraith Resurrection technology, the situation would definitely have been vastly different, and the outcome of that year could have welcomed a new direction.
   

        Regret, such regret...
   

        The battle two years ago was a disappointment, but now it seems it can be compensated for.
   

        The organization now again possesses four top-tier fighters, all Deputy Leaders resurrected by Wraith Resurrection technology, each a peak existence of their era. Even Demon Figure Gate Master Casio, if he dares, will pay a heavy price! Basco had already planned in his heart, once the Wraith Resurrection experiment in front of him succeeds, three top-tier fighters replenished. The organization would start to switch from defense to offense, even proactively tracking the movements of the Demon Figure Gate Master.
   

        Directly carry out an encirclement operation, completely behead him!
   

        "Regrettably, still too cautious, tested the Blood Demon Deputy Leader alone first. Otherwise, this attack wouldn't be just one top-tier fighter. It would be four peak masters appearing simultaneously..."
   

        "Organizations like Dark Hunt, the Secret Martial Arts World, and the Magical Golem Sect..."
   

        "Would therefore be greatly terrified, extremely unsettled!"
   

        Having narrowly survived the battle on Immortal Island, Casio had almost become Basco's obsession. Every time he woke up from a nightmare in the middle of the night, his heartbeat thunderous and his head sweaty. He could always vividly remember the terrifying silhouette charging toward him in his nightmare, with four peak masters dying horribly behind that silhouette. Thus, Basco was always thinking about targeting Demon Figure Gate Master Casio, even to the point of madness.
   

        "Kill that man, definitely kill that man!"
   

        ************************************
   

        Several hours later, Gafa Kingdom, Double Blade Fist Mountain Gate.
   

        All the buildings and layouts here were destroyed, and among the ruins, corpses lay on the ground. Their faces twisted, their eyes filled with unimaginable fear. Blood flowed, forming a pervasive pool of blood. Under the sunlight, it seemed like myriad rubies.
   

        Suddenly, the blood swiftly began to move, as if drawn by some force. The blood converged to form a spiraled vortex.
   

        At the center of the vortex, Blood Demon Diaz quietly looked up at the sky.
   

        The blood was absorbed by the dark red robe on his body, making its surface crawl with more sinister dots, a sensation of darkness and horror that was indescribable. The eyes of Blood Demon Diaz gradually cleared.
   

        He slowly lowered his head, looking at his own pale, jade-like hands.
   

        "It has changed, transformed. This body seems to have acquired some traits of dark creatures, aligning more with my Blood Demon True Skill. Now my Qi can merge with the blood in my body, releasing and retracting without any restraints. After massacring those from the Secret Martial Arts Schools, absorbing their blood is akin to absorbing their Qi. My strength can grow continuously in such a bizarre way..."
   

        Blood Demon Diaz clenched his fist, inexplicably exhilarated, emotions surging.
   

        "Moreover, after absorbing their blood, I can feel the barriers that restrict my consciousness momentarily vanish. That means, as long as I keep killing, I can always remain lucid..."
   

        "And not wander in a daze... like a puppet that only follows orders..."
   

        "Heh, another reason to kill," Blood Demon Diaz revealed a morbid smile on his pale face, "but I like it..."
   

        "Continue the slaughter, the Secret Martial Arts Schools of this kingdom seem too frail. It appears that not even a full day is needed; half a day will suffice." A blood-red silhouette soared into the sky, rushing swiftly toward the southeast. For a moment, it seemed as if the clouds and airflow had taken on a red glow.
   

        An hour later, at the ruins of Ghost Heart Fist, where blood flowed like rivers.
   

        Blood Demon Diaz slowly walked across the overgrown plain, observing a muscular man standing in a punching posture in death. The man's face still bore a crazy and fierce expression, with not a trace of retreat or fear.
   

        "I detest such a gaze..."
   

        Diaz casually waved his hand, shattering the man's head, and a blood mist violently sprayed into the air, forming an arc. Blood Demon Diaz slowly turned around, observing the burly corpses scattered among the weeds and plain.
   

        He frowned slightly.
   

        These people with black tattoos were entirely different from the members of the Ghost Heart Fist. In terms of strength and combat will, they were significantly superior by several degrees. Even when facing an overwhelmingly powerful enemy like himself, they still dared to strike him with a crazy resolve!
   

        That kind of fearless and fierce momentum was rather uncomfortable.
   

        After a moment of thought, Blood Demon Diaz felt a faint pain in his head. He waved his right hand, decisively beginning to absorb the blood of the secret martial artists from the Ghost Heart Fist School, including those men with black tattoos.
   

        "Ah... such a delightful sensation, it's making me a bit indulgent..."
   

        Diaz exhaled comfortably, squinting his eyes in satisfaction.
   

        Almost at the same instant he absorbed the blood, from a far distance.
   

        A horse carriage traveling slowly on the road suddenly collapsed, an overwhelming aura of terror causing the air to solidify as if it were cement. Two black horses neighed in terror, dying on the spot.
   

        "Gate Master, what... what happened!?"
   

        Behind him, Otto's silhouette was pressed to the ground by immense pressure, his body contorted and bowed like a giant shrimp. He barely managed to lift his head and speak.
   

        "Hehehe... hahahahaha..."
   

        From the wreckage of the carriage, a figure emerged. The laughter grew louder, the air vibrated, making the pebbles on the ground tremble. The laughter carried a savage tone, tinged with a hint of rage.
   

        "Someone has made a move against our Magical Golem Sect."
   

        "Fifteen full members have just been killed, even the power I bestowed upon them has been stripped away. How audacious, fools!"
   

        Casio's eyelids were dark, as if spewing thick black light.
   

        "Dare to absorb my power? Are they in a hurry to be reincarnated!?"
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        The Demon Seed was Casio's gift to the members of the Demon Idol Sect.
   

        Many Secret Martial Art hobbyists wished to join the Demon Idol Sect, and one of the reasons was the Demon Seed. The Demon Seed was touted as a cultivation accelerator, capable of rapidly enhancing one's physical body and laying a solid foundation. Moreover, the Demon Seed had subsequent capabilities of Qi burst and totem evolution, serving as a combat hidden card and method. Having a Demon Seed could greatly strengthen one's own power.
   

        Not to mention that cultivating with the help of a Demon Seed also had an addictive effect progressively.
   

        This time, the elites dispatched by Casio from the Demon Figure Gate Headquarters all had Demon Seeds within their bodies. After Blood Demon Diaz had annihilated a school within the Gafa Kingdom, he chose to indulge in gluttony and drunkenness. Using the new abilities he gained from necromancy, he absorbed the strength and Qi from corpses.
   

        Naturally, he also absorbed the Demon Seeds within the bodies of the Magic Idol Clan members. And such an act was considered utterly stupid.
   

        After all, the Demon Seed had a positioning sensing effect!
   

        Even when Casio wasn't as powerful as he was now, he could vaguely sense someone's direction through the Demon Seed. Now, he had elevated the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon to the full extent of the Qi Chapter, making the sensing effect even more powerful and exaggerated. And Blood Demon Diaz had just swallowed fifteen Demon Seeds. The positioning signals overlapped, amplified to the point where it was like a shining light source.
   

        Wasn't this blatantly appearing before Casio, actively courting death?
   

        "No matter who you are, or from which forces you hail. Dare to harm my Magic Idol Clan members, heh. Next, you'll die as motionless as a scarecrow," a dark silhouette glided up, instantly leaping over the lush trees, and flashed toward the distant horizon.
   

        Chirp!
   

        A crisp water bird call gradually faded, elongating in the distance.
   

        At the original spot, beside the wreckage of the horse carriage, Otto slowly straightened up.
   

        His spine crackled as he exhaled a breath of hot air. Looking up in the direction where Casio vanished, he adjusted the lower end of his gold-rimmed glasses, with a hint of surprise in his eyes, "The Sect Master actually took action personally."
   

        "Since the debate over boxing with the Boxing Master Holy Snake Maia of the Lanjia Way in the Star Blue Empire at Heart of Lake Island, it's been over a year since the Sect Master secluded himself. Even when he emerged from seclusion, he remained as elusive as a dragon seen only in glimpses, with no one witnessing the Sect Master taking action again. And now, that unknown mysterious enemy actually drew the Sect Master to take action personally. Heh, they should feel honored! Sadly, the Sect Master moves too fast for me to follow. Missing an opportunity to observe, I feel a bit of regret…"
   

        While stroking his own smooth hair back and revealing a clean forehead, Otto mumbled to himself, seemingly talking either to himself or to several subordinates who were just waking up from unconsciousness beside him.
   

        An hour passed, in the Gafa Kingdom, Nanfei City.
   

        All four intersections, front, back, left, and right, were currently overflowing with residents running out, with their families in tow, in extreme disarray. The screams of women, the cries of children, and the wails of the elderly overlapped one another.
   

        Boom! An explosion came from within the city. A building was lifted into mid-air by ferocious power, then fell heavily, turning into a pile of gravel and rubble.
   

        The residents of Nanfei City became even more panicked, clustering together like a dense school of sardines, fleeing with all their might. This included the soldiers who had been defending the city, their uniforms crumpled and disheveled, clearly in a state of abandonment. Fear and dread were written all over their faces.
   

        It wasn't that these soldiers lacked the will to fight, but the clash that had occurred in the southern part of the city was beyond the natural realm, something ordinary humans could not approach or withstand. The commotions were comparable to the explosions of gunpowder.
   

        Only those seeking death would head towards the south of the city.
   

        At this very moment, at the southern part of Nanfei City, the Quicksand Fist's base.
   

        Among the buildings with spired domes, broad white stone pathways led to a combat plaza. At the plaza, one-sided slaughter was underway, growing more and more intense. In the center, a figure clad in a dark scarlet robe stood silently, his aura more dangerous than the most ferocious beast by several times. His cold eyes watched the figures rushing in from all directions, filled with contempt.
   

        Too weak, too frail, so much so that he couldn't muster the interest to hunt or feed. This school didn't even have one Fighter of distinction.
   

        Although Blood Demon enjoyed the massacre, he still felt bored.
   

        "A bunch of small fry like this, no matter how numerous, what can they do? Even the strongest sheep is not the match for a tiger. Not to mention that these people hardly qualify as sheep, they're at best ants, ants that can be squished dead with just two fingers," Blood Demon Diaz shook his head, slowly raising his right hand and gesturing, "Then I'll use the strength of two fingers... to crush you all to death..."
   

        Crack.
   

        He took a step forward, and suddenly the combat plaza began to vibrate. The cracks between the stone slabs burst open, and scarlet blood plasma surged out. The blood plasma rushed violently, solidifying into strands resembling spider webs, vibrating slightly in the air.
   

        As Blood Demon Diaz beckoned with a casual gesture, countless strands of blood threaded towards him, turning into a series of slender afterimages. Diaz extended his right hand slowly, forming a fist. The blood strands from all directions twisted and coalesced, startlingly forming a fist guard on his right hand.
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        The palm of the Fist Guards featured an enlarged blood-red eye, its pupil still swiveling around. The back of the hand displayed a large mouth bristling with tusks.
   

        From within the mouth, countless threads of blood burst forth, covering every corner of the plaza and also draping over the silhouettes of several Quicksand Fist disciples.
   

        "Oh, how I've missed this, 'Blood Strings.' How long has it been since I last used this move?"
   

        "It seems like I haven't used it ever since I became famous. Hehe..."
   

        "But it's more than enough to kill all of you."
   

        Blood Demon Diaz's lips slightly curled up, his eyes seemingly filled with a mix of nostalgia and contemplation. He flicked the index finger of his right hand, which was sheathed in the Fist Guards!
   

        Buzz!!!
   

        In front, a quarter-section of the area. All the dense blood threads began vibrating rapidly, emitting a terrifying buzzing sound.
   

        "Ah!!!" "Boom, boom, boom..."
   

        Eerie screams rang out. Dozens of Quicksand Fist disciples were shattered on the spot by the horrific vibrations of the blood threads, their fluids and blood mingling into an expanding pale-red mist. Bones clattered as they fell.
   

        "Front, back, left, right."
   

        Index finger, middle finger, ring finger, little finger. Blood Demon Diaz's right hand flicked successively four times, causing the entire plaza to start vibrating, splitting the hard stone tablets into pieces. Many more Quicksand Fist disciples' bodies exploded, turning into a sky full of blood mist and a ground covered in blood, a sight of extreme misery.
   

        "I'm kind of falling in love with this feeling."
   

        His eyelids lowered, a smile on his lips, he snapped his right hand.
   

        Instantly, all the blood gathered at the plaza, forming a massive vortex. The dark red cloak on Blood Demon Diaz grew deeper in color, gradually shifting towards a blackish-red tint.
   

        Tap, tap, tap... tap, tap, tap...
   

        Outside the plaza, a series of rhythmic footsteps suddenly echoed from afar.
   

        Dull but powerful, clearly not from ordinary humans.
   

        Diaz raised an eyebrow, somewhat surprised. He slowly turned around in the middle of the plaza, looking towards the wide intersection. There, a series of silhouettes emitting powerful auras marched over with large strides.
   

        They were burly, their gazes cold, dressed in tight black combat suits. Faintly visible were the totems emerging on the skin beneath their attire.
   

        Under the sunlight, on the right shoulder of their combat suit was a distinct fist logo covered with a steel armor. This represented the Magical Golem Sect and also implied the martial spirit of the sect: Fist of the Overlord.
   

        "Interesting, do you all think this school is only enough to stick in my teeth? So you willingly offer yourselves as appetizers, letting me whet my appetite?" Diaz spread his fingers, allowing the slender blood threads that formed the gloves to dissipate and revert back to scarlet blood and fall.
   

        He remained standing there, but countless shadows of dark red beneath his feet kept spreading, resembling the sinister tentacles of an octopus. They rapidly spread and covered through the gaps between stone tablets and in the mud.
   

        If one were to look down from the sky, they would see a bud composed of overlapping petals blossoming, displaying a bizarrely dark beauty.
   

        Swoosh! Boom!
   

        In mid-air, two silhouettes suddenly descended from the sky, plummeting rapidly.
   

        They landed on their feet, unbelievably light.
   

        The one on the left was a man with a face of yin and yang, dressed in a wide cloak similar to a night bat. The visible parts of his body, hidden in the folds of his attire, were startlingly made of blood mist and liquid, creating an outline.
   

        He appeared both illusory and real, shrouded in mystery.
   

        The one on the right was a seductive woman wearing a white lace hat.
   

        The hat covered most of her face, only revealing enchanting and dangerous full red lips. She was dressed in a gothic attire, with cascading fringes and ruffles enveloping her serpent-like sexy body.
   

        "Finally cornered you, zombie face."
   

        The woman in the white hat spoke, her voice naturally carrying a magnetic allure.
   

        "Zombie face?" Diaz's expression didn't change as he slightly lowered his head to look at the ground; the blood on the plaza gathered together as smooth as a mirror. Reflected within was a pale face with pronounced features that were slowly becoming exaggerated, turning fiercer and more ferocious, a look that would instinctively frighten humans.
   

        After the successful Necromancy Ceremony, Blood Demon Diaz began gorging in the Gafa Kingdom's Secret Martial Arts World. In a short time, this body seemed to be influenced by an unknown power, initiating a bizarre evolution.
   

        However, Diaz himself couldn't see what was happening, nor feel anything amiss. He only felt that his current state was better than before, his body and mind never having been so clear and lucid. Now, looking at his own face, he felt it was quite handsome, much more so than before his resurrection. Nothing like the "zombie face" this woman was describing.
   

        "Utter nonsense, your aesthetics are as flawed as your brain..."
   

        Blood Demon Diaz raised his head, his voice cold. He watched the man and woman not far away, his desire to feast rising immensely.
   

        This subtly revealed powerful aura was enough for a main course. Unexpectedly, even the Secret Martial Arts World of Gafa Kingdom had such experts.
   

        "No matter who you are or which school you come from. Since you've come to my doorstep, you're now my prey, a meal on my plate..."
   

        Diaz revealed a grim smile, his sharp teeth resembling tusks.
   

        "Now, it's time to dine!"
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        Boom!
   

        The ground burst into huge pieces, and between the cracks of the rubble, blood soared into the sky like a voracious giant mouth lunging at the white-hatted woman and the man with a yin-yang face, carrying a terrifying momentum.
   

        In an instant, Fog Man and Nine Snakes' expressions changed; they sensed an extremely dangerous aura. Over the past two years, the four commanders of the former clinic had been refining the boxing methods of the Nan Dou Six Parts, and under Casio's numerous guidances, they had fully mastered them. Moreover, more than a year ago, the insights from Casio, the Demon Figure Gate Master, sparring with the Holy Snake Maya at Heart of Lake Island had inspired them.
   

        Now, both Elders of the Puppet Gate, Fog Man and Nine Snakes, possessed top fighter strength, and even among top fighters, they were not considered weak.
   

        They had initially been comparable to the peak of veteran fighters and had subsequently enhanced their strength rapidly by mastering new methods through multiple advancements.
   

        This time, the Puppet Sect dispatched its elite to suppress the remnants of the Door Organization around the world, with Northern Reef Continent being a primary location. Therefore, most Elders had gathered here, including Fog Man and Nine Snakes. They were just on the edge of the Gafa Kingdom and upon hearing that the Secret Martial Arts World of Gafa Kingdom was attacked, they moved out immediately to block the culprit.
   

        Unexpectedly, they did indeed intercept the culprit at Nanfei City. However, the culprit's strength exceeded their initial expectations. The pervasive and dangerous aura made one's eyelids tremble involuntarily.
   

        "It's an Extreme Fighter! Where did the Door Organization get such a peak expert now?" Fog Man gritted his teeth and spoke word by word. His figure suddenly expanded, and his wide cloak slowly inflated outward. Fog Man spread his arms, and his flesh and blood body completely transformed into rapidly spinning fog.
   

        The Spiral Secret Skill penetrated, making his arms seem like two drill bits containing a Fierce Tornado, smashing directly toward the oncoming Blood Demon.
   

        Beside him, Nine Snakes also realized the severity of the situation, his right hand flinging off the white sun hat on his head. He clasped his hands in front of his chest, and behind his shoulders, there were nine sturdy arms like colorful snake heads neatly aligned.
   

        At this moment, it seemed like a solemn and eerie Buddha statue.
   

        "Ripple Fist!"
   

        Weng!!!
   

        All snake heads vibrated rapidly, causing the surrounding air to develop overlapping ripple-like scales, imbued with the power of vibration.
   

        "Only by joining forces!"
   

        Nine Snakes and Fog Man struck at the same time, releasing all their power.
   

        Boom! Three powerful silhouettes collided, causing a terrifying shock wave to sweep across half the city in an instant, collapsing large swaths of buildings.
   

        Minutes later.
   

        Boom! Boom!
   

        Two figures burst wildly from the blood mist, smashing through several buildings before managing to stop. Both Nine Snakes and Fog Man were coughing up blood while staring intently at the thick fog, where a huge human-shaped phantasm...
   

        was slowly approaching, thud, thud, thud! The black silhouette was getting closer.
   

        At this moment, both of them were severely injured. Of Nine Snake's nine snake heads, only three remained, and half of Fog Man's body was torn, blood streaming from his eyes.
   

        This was the gap between a top fighter and an Extreme Fighter.
   

        Even if two top fighters joined forces, they would have had difficulty lasting long under the hands of an Extreme Fighter. Normally, it would take at least a handful of top fighters to even hope to compete with an Extreme Fighter.
   

        The collaboration of the four Great Elders from the Puppet Gate Sect might have been possible.
   

        Actually, if the companions weren't Nine Snakes and Fog Man but instead were Fog Man and Otto, Nine Snakes and the Ascetic, then the situation would have been much better. Over the years, the four who had gradually perfected their techniques from the Nan Dou Six Parts discovered a unique resonance and fusion when Shadow Moon Fist, Tsunami Fist, Firestone Fist, and Ripple Fist were executed together.
   

        If they coordinated well, they could even unleash the power of their limits.
   

        Unfortunately, the boxing methods of Nine Snakes and Fog Man at the scene couldn't resonate. Therefore, they simply couldn't contend with Blood Demon Diaz at the Extreme Fighter level. Their only hope now was the protective spirit Qi that Casio had infused into the Demon Seeds within them. That would summon a phantom shadow of the Demon Idol for defense.
   

        With a boom, the Blood Demon burst out of the fog, and a gigantic blood humanoid slammed down a palm! Thump, thump! The sound of muffled impacts spread as shock waves.
   

        From the acupuncture points of Nine Snakes and Fog Man, an incredibly dense, mysterious black spirit Qi surged wildly. From their pores, black mist rapidly spurted out, instantly forming a large battle phantom of the Demon Idol.
   

        The two gravely injured men roared simultaneously and counterattacked the Blood Demon.
   

        Thump, thump, thump! Bang!
   

        The fierce battle continued relentlessly for a full ten minutes, with non-stop loud noises. Almost the whole of Nanfei City was reduced to ruins, with at least half of its districts destroyed. Numerous gigantic footprints had crushed the streets.
   

        "It's useless! Although I do not know where you obtained the power that surpasses your own strength, external power is still external power, and it simply cannot last long," the gigantic blood humanoid articulated with a fierce mouth, producing a deafening sound, "Die, become one with me as food!"
   

        Across from it, the Demon Idol phantom shadows on Nine Snakes and Fog Man had become thin and tattered. Their overall height had shrunk from the original ten meters to now less than four meters. Their strength rapidly deteriorated, and they could no longer resist.
   

        The Blood Demon Diaz transformed into a blood figure, which remained as massive as it was initially, towering over twenty meters tall. At this moment, it looked down from a great height, viewing Nine Snakes and Fog Man as if they were mere specks.
   

        "Truly two delicate and delicious cookies... one bite each..."
   

        The shoulders of the blood humanoid shook neurotically. Its smile grew more ferocious, and its throat's jagged teeth collided and gnashed.
   

        Blood Demon Diaz, driven by insatiable hunger, felt as if every cell in his body was screaming. All he could think about now was the desire to feed.
   

        Eat! Eat! Eat them! Savor this deliciousness!
   

        Chomp chomp chomp! Huh???
   

        All of a sudden, the gigantic blood humanoid felt its entire view darken, as if the Sun were obscured by storm clouds, and large irregular shadows appeared on the ground.
   

        "What... what is that?"
   

        Diaz's gaze regained focus, his bloody pupils constricting. He suddenly saw that the large shadow covering the ground was decisively a massive armored humanoid figure—like a mountainous figure!
   

        "It... it's right behind me!!!"
   

        Blood Demon Diaz's mind buzzed as if something had exploded like fireworks. Feelings of fear, the unknown, and danger surged into his mind. He commanded the huge blood figure to spin around abruptly.
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        "Air, air, air, air, air, air..."
   

        A terrifying echo resonated slowly in mid-air, as if some strange, enormous machine were silently operating, causing the surrounding environment to warp and change. The ground of Nanfei City, almost completely ruined, saw pebbles and dust slowly levitating, seized by some unfathomable force.
   

        Above the sky, huge swaths of clouds were also tainted by a faint dark aura. Pulled over by a magnet-like force, they stacked heavily upon one another. Thick and gloomy, they blocked the sunlight of the afternoon.
   

        Under the shadow of these clouds, a monstrous Armored Giant, towering over a hundred meters tall, stood upon the ruins, like a massive mountain peak.
   

        Above the head of the Armored Giant, a circular moon disc cast down a scarlet glow, lighting up the vast expanse of rocks and dust suspended in the air behind it. From a distance, it seemed almost like a cloak of dark red haze.
   

        This made the Armored Giant appear as if it were a demon god from ancient times.
   

        It exuded an aura of wild antiquity, solemn grandeur, and ferocious majesty!
   

        Click, click, click, click...
   

        The previously motionless Armored Giant, like a religious knight's sculpture, slowly lowered its head, the sound of metal grinding against bone vibrating through it. Its face, like a snake-belly Metal Helmet, was pointed directly at Blood Demon Diaz.
   

        Hum! Two points of red light lit up, as if two scarlet suns.
   

        "The life field tells me you are a nice dessert," boomed the Golem with a voice as deep as a Grand Bell, resonating with the air. The vibration caused nearby teetering buildings to collapse outright.
   

        Boom, boom, whish, whish, whish...
   

        Blue-white lightning streaked across the sky at great speeds, gathering in the thick clouds that suddenly let down a torrential rain, dense and fog-like. Gale-force winds blew fiercely, making the transparent rainwater that fell like silk in the air create a tumultuous, undulating pattern.
   

        The fearsome aura of the Kashiou Golem's body attracted these climatic changes within a small range. This was a signature trait of the Holy Fist Realm, the ability to influence nature with human power, and even replace the natural climate of any place they went to. Clearly, this meant Casio was extremely close to that realm, whether in terms of physical Qi or spiritual will.
   

        "Demon Figure Gate Master!!!"
   

        Blood Demon Diaz's eyes widened in shock and disbelief. When he left the Door Organization's stronghold, he had already been entrusted with a lot of information and intelligence by the seventh king, including the events of the past two or three years. However, the side effect of the Necromancy Ceremony continued to linger, causing Diaz to forget some important matters apart from the purpose of his current mission.
   

        Moreover, once he started feeding and entered a frenzied state, unless something threatening his life appeared, he would outright ignore some crucial information that needed contemplation. For instance, how could top fighters like Nine snakes and Fog Man appear simultaneously in a small country? And what about their last-resort protective Qi manifesting a golem's phantasm? Did that suggest there was a peak master behind them? Yet, all this was suppressed by the desire to feed.
   

        After the Necromancy Ceremony, Blood Demon Diaz, showing traits of Dark Biological Transformation, was actually controlled by the instincts of dark creatures.
   

        In truth, if he had just taken some time to adjust, this issue could have been resolved. But unfortunately, Diaz had been a bit too hasty in his actions this time.
   

        That had led to the series of events that just unfolded.
   

        It wasn't until the golem that Casio had become locked onto him with a terrifying presence that the sense of danger screamed from every cell in his body, replacing the hunger.
   

        Only then did Blood Demon Diaz sober up from his instincts and sensed that something was terribly wrong.
   

        But it seemed that realizing something was amiss now was a bit too late.
   

        "Retreat quickly! This man cannot be contended with by force!"
   

        This was the immediate response in the depths of his heart upon their first confrontation, a subconscious comparison of strength.
   

        Blood Demon Diaz, the seventy-second generation vice leader of the Door Organization, felt that he was no match for this golem! If he fought against it, he would only be defeated!
   

        "Awooo! Awooo! Awooo!"
   

        Around the enormous blood figure that Diaz had become, a vast expanse of dark red Qi, like plasma, churned and roared. It seemed to struggle with countless horrific faces protruding and screaming in rage. This formed an area akin to a human hell, surging directly towards the back.
   

        There, were Nine snakes and Fog Man, two Great Elders who had been badly beaten.
   

        "You two are the best hostages!"
   

        Diaz lunged forward, the terrifying Qi of an Extreme Fighter level bursting forth, overwhelming and pressing down on the two Puppet Gate Elders with pale complexions. His crazed, ferocious eyes glowed with a terrifying red!
   

        A gigantic blood hand reached towards the two silhouettes on the ground.
   

        "Hum!"
   

        Suddenly, an impossibly heavy and massive pressure pierced through layers of air, impacting Blood Demon Diaz! From all around, a focused consolidating force squeezed inward, locking him in place!
   

        "This is!!! A Fighter's Aura! Impossible, this aura could actually suppress with such a terrifying effect! Could it be that I am fighting with a Saint Fist right now!!!" Blood Demon Diaz's fierce expression froze involuntarily, then his face shifted abruptly to one of panic.
   

        Indeed, as he realized, it was the Fighter's Aura affecting his body. But the effects were terrifying like never before. Normally, a Fighter's Aura was merely a combat aid for fighters.
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        Used to amplify the intention behind punches, to collide auras, and to suppress the spirit.
   

        Unless the disparity in realms between the battling parties was vast, like a newly established fighter going up against an ultimate fighter, it would be possible for the aura to briefly suppress someone, as if sealing them away. And yet, he was clearly an ultimate fighter, as was the Demon Idol Sect Master, so how could he be trapped by him!
   

        In fact, this common knowledge was correct. However, Casio had mastered the essence of the Tyrant Fist for over two years, pondering many applications and mysteries of that peak realm, including extensive knowledge about expanding and suppressing auras. Additionally, his Southern Dipper Secret techniques were a combination of three top-tier schools of boxing methods, and included the Magic Golem secret weapon which had already surpassed the limits of top-tier secret martial arts. His boxing method's conceptual realm was extraordinary.
   

        Due to multiple overlapping factors, his aura became this terrifying.
   

        With just one move, even an ultimate fighter could be briefly immobilized!
   

        "Damn it!"
   

        Mid-air, Diaz, like an insect trapped in transparent amber, roared in anger.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        A giant, sinister black fist covered in a steel gauntlet clawed down!
   

        It grabbed hold of the blood-formed figure Diaz had transformed into and violently squeezed inward. An explosive force unleashed, and the figure burst with a loud pop!
   

        The thick blood flew out splattering like clumps of jelly.
   

        As it landed on the ground, it reacted like sulphuric acid with a strong corrosive effect, immediately hissing, with black and white smoke slowly rising. The ground was pocked with holes, quickly filling with cold rainwater.
   

        "Dead... He's dead!"
   

        Off in the distance, a pale Fog Man with bloodied lips muttered. Not moments ago, Blood Demon Diaz was arrogant and domineering, showing a crushing and condescending attitude before the two. Then in the blink of an eye, the Sect Master appeared, and Blood Demon Diaz was snuffed out like an ant!
   

        This abrupt change left people too shocked to come to their senses.
   

        "No, not dead. But, he must be severely injured!"
   

        Nine Snakes was calmer and had a keener insight into the battlefield. She knew that fighters at the extreme fighter level had strong survival tactics and were hard to kill in one strike. Sometimes what seemed like a fatal situation might end with the thought-to-be dead warrior popping back into the fray the next second.
   

        Click, click, click...
   

        The Magic Golem's five huge fingers loosened, emitting a sour, gritty sound of metal rubbing against each other. Blood flowed between the fingers, yet Diaz's corpse did not appear in the palm. Instead, there was a clump of blood like jelly.
   

        "He ran away?"
   

        "In that instant, his will shifted away like lightning. Is it some kind of secret technique? Or perhaps a certain innate talent..."
   

        The Magic Idol looked at his blood-stained iron palm, his eyelids drooping. He slowly turned his head, glancing at the continuous downpour of translucent rain.
   

        The rain was heavy, hasty, and swift. Like strands of fine beads connected on a curtain, overlapping and obscuring the view, the visibility was very low.
   

        Raindrops exploded upon hitting the ground, creating a dense and fragmented noise.
   

        "A Qi phantasm? Sinister soul possession?"
   

        The Magic Idol retracted his palm, allowing the rain to wash away the traces of blood. The Qi phantasm and sinister soul possession he mentioned were strange secret techniques Casio had encountered over the past two years. They had extraordinary effects, and of course, extraordinary side effects. For instance, sinister soul possession was similar to the skill where Casio and the Magic Phoenix Saint Fist would inject their Qi into someone else's acupuncture points. Only, it had a more direct, aggressive, and crazed purpose.
   

        It entailed infecting the target with one's own Qi, warping or erasing the other person's personality and will, turning them into an empty vessel. If the secret martial artist practitioner of this technique were to fall, the technique would automatically initiate, seizing the empty vessel's body, achieving a form of alternative rebirth. However, there lies a core question: after the rebirth, are you still you?
   

        Moreover, such an alternative rebirth wouldn't last long. Often, just a few months to half a year later, the Qi would be exhausted, like water without a source, with neither replenishment nor origin, naturally fading away slowly.
   

        Now, Casio seemed to have encountered a bottom-line method similar to these two secret techniques. Under normal circumstances, such methods were unsolvable, even for him. However, Blood Demon Diaz was different...
   

        This fool was too greedy. He actually swallowed the blood and Qi of the Magic Idol Clan members. Having ingested the Demon Seed was like applying a fluorescent marker in the darkness. With a slight rotation of Casio's Magic puppet secret weapon, he would be able to sense the direction.
   

        Blood Demon Diaz couldn't hide his form at all. Unless he realized this and painstakingly found and purged or expelled each Demon Seed from the massive amount of Qi in his body, he would not be able to escape to the ends of the earth.
   

        "Greed to the extreme is a form of stupidity..."
   

        The colossal Magic Idol instantly turned into a phantasm, retracting into Casio's body. He lightly tapped the ground with his toes, his figure streaking out like lightning.
   

        "Southern Dipper Water Bird, Flight of Steel."
   

        With a crisp bird chirp, a dense array of steel thorn feathers seemed to grow from the area of his scapula on his back and overlapped with his arms. His arms trembled, breaking through the airflow turbulence and rainwater, and the feathers collided like hollow wind pipes, producing a metallic humming sound.
   

        "Boom! Boom!"
   

        Casio's figure accelerated twice in mid-air, instantly causing the air to expand and roll violently, forming a visibly transparent sphere of air. The rainwater exploded.
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        He transformed into a straight white line and swept across the sky over the city.
   

        Suddenly, he was chasing a dark red shadow beneath the ruins.
   

        The scene at that moment strangely resembled the White Bird Sacred Fist in the World of Calamities, chasing a colossal dark creature in the depths of the Black Sea.
   

        "Stop!"
   

        The White Bird in the sky suddenly dove down, accelerating like a fighter plane.
   

        "Boom!!!"
   

        A punch fiercely slammed down, creating a cylindrical, massive cavity in the air. The rainwater was pushed aside by the terrifying shockwave, leaving only pure power howling down like a mountain torrent smashing into the ground.
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom boom…
   

        Nanfei City shook, a section of the city extraordinarily lifting and then crashing back down in the next second. The fluctuation reached a height of thirty to forty meters, like a giant wave in a restless part of the ocean.
   

        In those waves, a silhouette hiding underground was shaken wildly into the sky. Blood Demon Diaz spun out, emitting a vast cloud of blood mist, and smashed into a cluster of buildings, directly collapsing the walls. Large chunks of bricks and tiles fell, burying his form beneath them.
   

        However, the next second, Diaz burst from the earth! Sensing acute danger, he sped off frantically in a direction. Crack! After a crisp sound, the whole cluster of buildings and the ground below crumbled like a giant cookie, bitten by a void mouth into a huge pit!
   

        The cross-section of the pit was smooth and neat, yet carried a terrifying high temperature.
   

        Not far away, on the top floor balcony of a towering building. A silhouette in a black trench coat stood silently, the hem fluttering, rolling like dark clouds. His entire figure was immobile, and in the dim rain, he appeared like a harsh, terrifying sculpture. Only one right hand reached out.
   

        The fingers spread, shaped like a bird's claw, pressing towards the huge pit!
   

        "You're fast and have many life-saving tactics. Among all the Ultimate Fighters I've encountered, you may not be the strongest, but you definitely have the toughest life and are the best at running away. That's a skill and an asset too…"
   

        Casio's usual critique of the enemy was ice-cold, seemingly objective, but it conveyed a sense of superiority from a high vantage point.
   

        The strong issuing judgments and recognitions for the weak is an honor for the weak! So, Blood Demon Diaz, feel honored now!
   

        This is the number one man in the world hunting you! Chasing you!
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        In the torrential rain, on the misty land. A red and a white silhouette plunged in like shells, vanishing without a trace.
   

        At the same time, one of the core strongholds of the Magical Golem Sect, Coffin Mountain.
   

        The second Necromancy Ceremony had just ended, extremely successfully, very smoothly. The seventh King, Basco, was in a good mood…
   

        However, when he pulled out the transparent crystal disk he carried with him, the smile on his face suddenly froze. Inside the disk, the Qi seed left by Blood Demon Diaz was flickering like a dying flame in the wind.
   

        Clearly, his main body had sustained heavy damage, reaching a dangerous point.
   

        "What's going on? Can a slaughter in an average small Secret Martial Arts World lead to such danger?! No, could it be that the Demon Figure Gate Master suddenly made a move? Otherwise, Blood Demon Diaz could not have fallen into this state! After more than two years, is the Door Organization still watching us? Damn it!" Basco's teeth clenched with a grating sound…
   

        "Someone must go to support Blood Demon Diaz! Otherwise, losing a top-tier combatant on the eve of the plan's launch is absolutely unacceptable…" His thoughts raced, quickly coming to a conclusion.
   

        Assign the seventy-first Vice leader, Raider Alonzo, to support Blood Demon Diaz. And tell him to bring that Weapon from Devil's Lake!
   

        That way, they might mitigate the danger of this unexpected accident.
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        Raider Alonzo, a peak figure from hundreds of years ago.
   

        He was skilled in the Secret Skill of Boxing Method, and even more proficient in a myriad of weapons. Especially after middle age, Raider Alonzo grew tired of boxing; he felt that there was no boxing skill in the world that he did not master. Thus, Alonzo dedicated all his creativity and energy to Battle Weapons.
   

        In just over a decade, he became a true master of weapons. Whether it was Kendo, Knight Swordsmanship, Axe Cutting Techniques, Decapitation Blade, or even Chain Shackles, Warhammer, Spear Gun, etc. Raider Alonzo could perfectly handle them all, mastering the timing of strikes, the control of distance, and the burst of skill.
   

        In the same era, many masters of Kendo, Warhammer, and Spear Gun, in their areas of expertise, were no match for him. Another decade passed, and Raider Alonzo's fame within the weapon combat world reached its peak. He was just a hair's breadth away from matching the King of Weapon Attack of a thousand years ago. Unfortunately, Raider Alonzo disappeared a bit too early, vanishing suddenly at a certain moment, never to appear in the Secret Martial Arts World again.
   

        The outsiders did not know the exact reason, guessing wildly during those decades, and many absurd and eerie rumors circulated. But in reality, the reason Raider Alonzo disappeared from the Secret Martial Arts World was simple. He had fallen!
   

        All for mastering a sinister and peculiar weapon.
   

        Alonzo died from the resistance and backlash of that weapon.
   

        But by a twist of fate, his corpse was infected by the strange aura of that weapon, creating an unexpected connection. Normally, even if Alonzo's corpse was connected to the weapon, it would be useless since he was already dead and action seemed impossible. However, necromancy found a possibility among millions of impossibilities.
   

        After hundreds of years, Raider Alonzo awoke, his link to that powerful weapon still intact. As long as he entered the World of Calamities, he could easily harness the terrible power from the perilous environment of Devil's Lake.
   

        "Three vice leaders of Extreme Fighter Level, Raider Alonzo—who commands the Beast God Soldier—and Lord Xiadu who will soon awaken! The top combat strength of the Door Organization has never been as abundant as today. Even if I'm the only one left of the seven kings, it doesn't matter! The current Door Organization..."
   

        "Can even declare war on the entire world!!!"
   

        King Basco clenched the Crystal Disk in his right hand, his knuckles cracking. Excited, he turned his head, his gaze projecting beyond the mountain.
   

        It seemed he could see, through hundreds of miles, the Demon Figure Gate Master and Blood Demon Diaz locked in combat. Basco murmured, "Hold on, Diaz... wait for Alonzo to come and aid you..."
   

        ********************************
   

        Hum!
   

        In the azure sky, an ethereal contour suddenly descended. The air twisted and condensed, forming a semitransparent gigantic bird beak!
   

        Bang! Boom! Rumble rumble rumble…
   

        The shadow of the bird beak flashed and was gone! In the next second, the ground began to tremble and shake violently. Like steam, white smoke billowed out, revealing a large swath of the green forest carpet missing. The deep bowl-shaped depression, with its dark gray mud color, starkly contrasted with the surrounding verdant forest.
   

        Whoosh! A silhouette emitting black smoke flew out, crashing between the spaces of the woods. Under the sunlight, one could clearly see the situation.
   

        A muscular body fell into the crater it had created. He was only left with his upper body, his lower half completely gone, leaving only a smooth cross-section. Clearly, in the brief moment the ethereal bird beak had snapped down, the man was a step too slow, escaping with half his body.
   

        "This is... truly a terrifying Secret Martial Art..."
   

        Blood Demon Diaz was now bleeding from his seven orifices, the blood trickling onto his dry lips. He licked his lips, shockingly tasting the flavor of his life slipping away. "No matter how I fight, I'm no match for him. Though both of us are at Extreme Fighter Realm, there's a gap between Extreme Fighters! This man, he's astonishingly close to the Saint Fist level, missing by merely a whisker..."
   

        "The fourth life, over."
   

        Blood Demon Diaz lay on the ground, opening his blood-stained eyes towards the azure sky. At this moment, around him, lush and tall trees stretched high, and only this open space dipped downward. It looked very much like a well, and Diaz appeared as a frog at the bottom of this well.
   

        Rumble rumble rumble…
   

        In the sky above the well, a vast white phantom silhouette blocked the entire view, even distorting the light. The air seemed to ripple repeatedly, neatly arranged like scales, slowly advancing forward. However, it was only when a White Bird's pupil emitting divine golden light appeared that people realized what they had seen was not air distortion but the wings of a gigantic White Bird covered with Steel Thorn Feathers! The wings covered all the sky corresponding to the well's opening, making the edge contour indiscernible. That's why it seemed at first glance like the air was twisting!
   

        "Hehe... Hahaha…"
   

        Suddenly, Diaz started laughing, his voice growing louder. During the laugh, his white teeth appeared, gaps filled with spreading fresh blood, giving an impression of relief and resignation. He coughed out the blood while murmuring to himself.
   

        "The Demon Figure Gate Master truly is an unprecedented great enemy of our Door Organization..."
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        "If he achieves the Holy Fist Realm, I fear it would bring about an unimaginable catastrophe to the World of Calamities! Kill him, we must kill the Demon Figure Gate Master. Before he attains the Holy Fist Realm! Otherwise, once the Demon Figure Gate Master steps into that tier, he'll be like an eagle soaring through the sky, forever beyond restraining!" Blood Demon Diaz's eyes grew clearer and brighter as if regaining the sharpness of mind he had at his peak in that very moment.
   

        "Boom!!!!!"
   

        A massive white fist imprint, towering like a pillar, crashed down.
   

        Contours pulled at gaps, trailing streams of white qi flow like quicksand.
   

        With a squelch, the remaining half of Blood Demon Diaz's body evaporated in an instant, dissolving into the thick white light descending from the heavens. Together with him, several hectares of woods vanished too.
   

        Where once lay a dense green sea of trees, now sat a gigantic dog plaster. The dark grey mud caved in, taking the shape of a fist imprint. Perhaps in a few years, a small lake would form here, with accumulated lake water covering the colossal fist imprint.
   

        Swoosh...
   

        A dark silhouette landed on the tallest tree in the woods.
   

        Casio slowly lifted his head, within his eyes an elegant yet brutal silhouette of a White Bird grew smaller and smaller until it vanished into a dot within his pupils. He faced the oncoming gale head-on, his blond hair whipping and dancing behind him.
   

        "Killed him for the fourth time."
   

        "This is definitely not something that could be achieved through secret techniques or skills..."
   

        "It seems, it's some kind of talent, just like the dark creatures have."
   

        Casio's eyes narrowed slightly, his mind already settling on a verdict. Like the Seven-star Life Secret Technique that had once made an appearance at the International Exchange Meeting two years ago, it could allow one to recover from the brink of death, as if having seven lives.
   

        However, the ability that Blood Demon Diaz had shown was even more bizarre and unfathomable than the Seven-star Life Secret Technique. It might not have enhanced his combat power, but his survivability was extremely powerful. To truly and utterly kill him, even someone of Casio's level would need to expend no small effort.
   

        Elsewhere, in the Gafa Kingdom, at the Ghost Heart Fist Mountain Gate.
   

        Amidst the ruins, within a crack in the earth, a bubble of blood gurgled up, forming a pool on the ground. In the next second, the blood coalesced, slowly reforming the figure and appearance of Blood Demon Diaz.
   

        He stumbled violently, taking several breaths to steady himself.
   

        Diaz slowly lifted his head, revealing a visage that could no longer be considered handsome. He was originally a good-looking man with deep features, albeit with skin too pale, akin to a corpse. Now, Diaz resembled a half-human and half-beast aberration, with excessively deep features. Shadows and grooves created an evil sense of darkness that could send shivers down one's spine in an instant.
   

        This was both the price and the reason for his undead ability.
   

        With each death, his transformation into a dark creature intensified.
   

        It was like a water balloon mixed with Qi and the essence of disasters, with a tiny amount of Disaster Essence and an abundance of Qi. Yet, the Disaster Essence was the core of this undead ability. As long as it was used, the Disaster Essence would be preserved.
   

        In this way, on his first death, the water balloon divided in two.
   

        Half of his Qi was discarded, with the remaining half preserved and surviving. Into this surviving half, all of the Disaster Essence surged, noticeably increasing its proportion of the total power. Repeat this cycle several times...
   

        Naturally, the degree of his transformation into a dark creature skyrocketed.
   

        "When I become a completely irrational beast,"
   

        "that will be when he kills me..."
   

        Blood Demon Diaz murmured to himself. This undead ability was actually his strongest life-saving method before his initial resurrection, a bizarre secret technique.
   

        Similar to a cicada shedding its shell, discarding a part to preserve the majority.
   

        It utilized an important concept where blood is the currency of the soul.
   

        After his resurrection, Diaz's progressively darkened body bestowed upon him strange talents. Astonishingly, he was capable of fusing his blood and Qi together, completely under his control, and could even absorb the blood and Qi of others.
   

        With these combined, it formed the current ability of Diaz.
   

        Previously, those Secret Martial Art schools that he had massacred had unwittingly become his resurrection points. After Casio killed him, he would reappear from one of those places, carrying all the intention and will of his original self.
   

        "I can sense something odd inside my body... Did I gulp it down indiscriminately during a binge before?"
   

        Among the ruins, Diaz slowly raised his hands, clenching them into fists.
   

        He finally discovered the truth behind how Casio constantly located him and found him. However, Diaz had no time to stay in one place and thoroughly investigate and search. The goosebumps rising all over his body and the trembling hairs were warning him that something dangerous was rapidly closing in!
   

        Diaz suddenly looked up towards the endless azure sky to the east. In the far distance, invisible to the naked eye, a silhouette of a White Bird sped up madly.
   

        It streaked a fine, straight white line through the cloud layer.
   

        "Formidable power, terrifying speed, horrifying Secret Martial Art, and insidious methods. I never imagined that the first real opponent I'd face after my resurrection would be such a fearsome monster…" Blood Demon Diaz turned abruptly and rushed towards the west of the Gafa Kingdom at high speed.
   

        Minutes later, a silhouette descended into the ruins of the Ghost Heart Fist Mountain Gate.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Black boots stepped on the ruins, crushing several tiles with a crisp sound. Casio's gaze was gloomy and cold as he scanned the surroundings.
   

        His eyes briefly lingered in several places before slowly retracting.
   

        On the ground, the pale corpses of robust figures lay fallen, the black devil totem on their bodies dimmed. In the bushes, a Disciple of Puppet School maintained a dynamic boxing pose, standing dead like a sculpture. His face was twisted with madness and a grim smile, showing no hint of cowardice or fear. It vividly displayed the martial artist's courage and gallantry.
   

        "You have not dishonored the Demon Seed I bestowed upon you."
   

        "I will dig out your Demon Seeds one by one from his body and return them to you. These are badges of the brave's aura, symbols of the martial artist's nerve. Each one shines brighter than pearls and diamonds…"
   

        Casio spoke as if he were mourning.
   

        As his strength improved, his emotional fluctuations became rarer and he grew more indifferent, as if devoid of feelings. However, in reality, Casio was still the same person; he just was poor at expressing himself and had no one to confide in anymore. There used to be Lixia, once there were Feng Liusi and Sheng Feinan, but now it seemed he was completely alone. Only he walked this path solo.
   

        As the fifth Retrospection approached three years, Casio felt himself becoming more silent, aloof, and unsociable. When he had sensed the absorption of the Demon Seed by Blood Demon Diaz before, he was unprecedentedly furious. He felt that it was because he sensed his own strength being infringed by a stranger, which is why he had erupted in rage…
   

        But now, seeing these corpses of the Magic Idol Clan, he realized something.
   

        That anger also contained a significant part of something else.
   

        It was about legacy, about the School, about the continuation of his own path.
   

        Just like when Teacher Lixia had given the Wind Elephant Pill, meant to heal her own wounds, to Casio instead. It was because she considered Casio as the continuation of her path and legacy, the spark of Martial Arts.
   

        Similarly, the current Magic Idol Clan disciples practicing the Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart weren't they also a continuation of Casio's path and legacy? They were an extension of Casio's life will.
   

        So, when these Magic Idol Clan members were killed,
   

        It also marked a severance of a part of Casio's life will's continuation.
   

        "Sigh..."
   

        Casio slowly exhaled a breath of hot air, deeply moved. This sensation was not about Boxing Method and combat but something else on the path of Martial Arts. It was more macroscopic, more obscure, yet had a unique charm.
   

        "Inheritance is like reproduction, aligning with the will of biological instincts..."
   

        With this enlightenment, Casio's desire to kill grew even stronger.
   

        He focused on the direction Blood Demon Diaz was escaping to. An eerie grin appeared on his lips, his teeth reflecting the sunlight with a sinister white glow.
   

        "Just wait, I'm coming to kill you!"
   

        Five minutes later, on a lake surface shimmering with sparkling ripples.
   

        First, a blood-colored silhouette flew down, washing up a fan-shaped ripple on the surface, leaving a long snake-tail-like trace. Following, a white Water Bird, elegant and light, skimmed over the lake, soaring with spread wings.
   

        Each touch of its claws drastically closed the distance between them.
   

        "Swoosh!" "Swoosh!"
   

        The two figures drew closer and closer.
   

        It seemed as if they would catch up in the next breath.
   

        "Your sixth life, I have taken."
   

        The phantasm of the White Water Bird instantly accelerated, its Steel Thorn Feathers causing a terrifying vibration.
   

        Casio stretched his arms wide, ready to deliver a thunderous blow in the next second.
   

        However, the fleeing Blood Demon Diaz suddenly turned around, glaring at Casio with a sneering smile on his face, "This time, killing me won't be so easy. My helper has arrived…"
   

        Boom!
   

        The mirror-like lake surface exploded instantaneously, sending thousands of tons of lake water skyward, forming a vast waterfall.
   

        And from beneath the water. A huge Weapon that was neither a fist, a claw, nor an axe surged toward the sky. Its surface wrapped in an aura too ferocious to imagine, its sinister arc slicing through the air, arriving in an instant!
   

        The Beast God Soldier! And Alonzo, the Raider controlling it!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Clack, clack, clack!
   

        The Beast God Soldier, a battle weapon formed from scarlet skeletons twisted and entwined together! Though made of bones, its surface shimmered with a dulled gleam of hard metal. Razor-edged, viciously serrated, especially the blade where shockingly the phalanges of five digits pieced together to form a hollow axe-face. Within the gaps, dark energy flowed.
   

        The aura enshrouded the entire Beast God Soldier, giving it a mysterious and eerie appearance.
   

        At this moment, this dreadful weapon swung upward, blasting vast amounts of lake water into oblivion. The blade cleaved through the air, swooping down toward Casio!
   

        A faint sense of danger instantly surfaced in Casio's heart.
   

        "Oh?"
   

        His expression and mood did not fluctuate in the slightest, just his pupils suddenly intensified, bursting with a white-gold radiance like a beam of light!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The water bird soared, an immense Qi descended from behind Casio, enveloping his entirety. A terrifyingly powerful arm suddenly reached out, causing the air to tremble. Casio swung his right hand, tracing an afterimage too fast for the naked eye, his five fingers coming together to form a beak shape!
   

        Shoop!!!!
   

        A white water bird phantasm dashed out at lightning speed, colliding with the Beast God Soldier that was hammering up from below, instantly triggering an explosion.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom!
   

        The horrific power detonated several times, distorting and vaporizing the surrounding air and lake water with the blasts. Water columns soared sky-high, only to be severed by shock waves the next second, creating a visible arc-shaped transparent water shield.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A black silhouette burst into the sky, its shoulders still covered with a pair of ghostly wing-like pale white Steel Thorn Feathers. Casio was rapidly propelled backward by the immense force, lowering his head to look at the dense water mist ahead. A slight grin formed on his lips as his blood-dripping fingers tensed into a fist.
   

        In the next instant, the white mist blew apart with a bang, a vast black shadow charging out from within. It was a gigantic scarlet arm, dozens of meters long, with razor-sharp clawed fingertips splaying open like a lotus. The palm was firmly aimed at Casio!
   

        Buzz, buzz, buzz...
   

        The center of the bony palm cracked open suddenly. From within the fissure, a scarlet eyeball the size of a room squeezed out. The eyeball, veined with thick blood vessels, held a pupil that was startlingly serpent-like!
   

        The pupil fixed straight onto the sky, an eerie fluctuation instantly covering hundreds of meters to descend upon Casio. His backward flight halted slightly, his mind stung by the sensation. A condescending spirit assault swept wildly, as though it sought to rouse the chaotic wildness belonging to the beast within every cell of Casio's body.
   

        Meanwhile, Raider Alonzo manipulated the Beast God Soldier in his hand, binding together into a single entity. Dark energy swelled, carving a slender trajectory in the air, reaching without hesitation for Casio's true form.
   

        At the brink of a crisis, a pair of eyes suddenly blazed to life, gleaming with a star-like radiant scarlet brightness. Casio could hear his colossal will's heartbeat thrum from deep within, his heart pounding as an overbearingly supreme will swept over his entire body, suppressing the Beast God Soldier's strange influence in an instant. At the same time, he regained control over his own body.
   

        "Demon Idol!"
   

        A gigantic phantasm descended in the blink of an eye, a terrifying massive black figure materialized behind Casio, blocking out the sunlight. Draped in bone armor heavy as metal, the contours were rugged, fierce, and sharp, resembling a colossal mech ready to unleash its fearsome power!
   

        Thud!
   

        The Demon Idol phantasm punched out, landing a blow from Casio's right side.
   

        The massive fist, like a black meteor, created friction with the air at high speed, igniting a trail of golden red sparks over the armor's exterior. The sparks leapt and danced in the currents, as if flames flickered and swayed.
   

        Bang! Clang!!!
   

        A sound akin to a colossal metal collision exploded mid-air.
   

        The tremendous scarlet bony claw and the dark ironclad demon's fist of equal magnitude clashed together, looking like two differently colored colossal pillars pressing against each other.
   

        Terrifying power surged like tidal waves, colliding in rapid succession.
   

        The sharp tips of the giant claw scraped against the black armor with a piercing, goosebump-inducing acidic noise. The Beast God Soldier and the Demon Idol's Iron Fist vibrated at a high frequency, barely discernible to the naked eye, giving the impression they had come to a standstill. However, the resulting area-wide vibrations revealed the magnitude of this terrible clash of forces. Most noticeable was the lake beneath them.
   

        The once smooth and mirror-like lake surface dipped deeply.
   

        A funnel shape formed, lower in the middle and higher around the edges. At the lowest point of the water surface, it nearly reached the point of exposing the lakebed's sediment.
   

        "I thought it was some sort of bizarre weapon, heh, I didn't expect it to actually be an Ultimate Dark Entity." Casio, standing atop the hundred-meter Demon Idol's shoulders, revealed a hint of cold laughter: "The claw of an Ultimate Dark Entity."
   

        Indeed, what was known as the Beast God Soldier was actually the remnant arm of an ancient, fallen Ultimate Dark Entity Beast God.
   

        This arm, falling into Devil's Lake, had retained its strange vitality.
   

        And over a long period of incubation, it underwent some unexpected changes. Gradually, under the nurturing guidance of Devil's Lake, it became an evil weapon. Hundreds of years ago, Raider Alonzo attempted to control the Beast God Soldier, but was struck dead by the impact of the Ultimate Dark Body's aura, with all his energy and vitality being drained utterly. Initially, this was an utter disaster, but after the successful Necromancy Resurrection Ceremony revived Alonzo, the circumstance unexpectedly turned into a boon.
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    Chapter 1087: 470 Stars Resonance, Southern Dipper Unrivalled! (4200)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Before his death, Alonzo had absorbed the aura and energy of the Beast God Soldier, granting him a faint, almost imperceptible connection that qualified him as a Raider to use the Beast God Soldier. Armed with an artifact left by the leader Xiadu, Alonzo retrieved the Beast God Soldier from Devil's Lake!
   

        This object, which resembled both a creature and a weapon, had subtly transcended the Ultimate Fighter, almost belonging to another level of existence. It was like the battle at Immortal Island, where the Pale Origin, heavily constrained in strength and reduced to near helplessness, still managed to unleash terrifying power, with overwhelming momentum and force.
   

        Although the Beast God Soldier was merely a weapon, its source had long perished. Yet, armed with an arm from the original Dark Ultimate Entity, it wielded divine might that ordinary people simply could not withstand! Even Ultimate Fighters could not confront this Beast God Soldier head-on!
   

        However, the situation that arose at that moment shattered all expectations.
   

        Raider Alonzo wielded the Beast God Soldier with unrestrained force! But these two consecutive terrifying attacks were both blocked by the Demon Figure Gate Master, face-to-face, head-on, without any evasion.
   

        Especially the second time, the eye in the palm of the Beast God Soldier, representing a part of the original essence of the Dark Ultimate Beast God, held a rank of existence that completely dominated any Ultimate Fighter, with a vast difference in the essence of life. With its deployment, even an Ultimate Fighter would suffer severe injuries.
   

        It could even cause physical disintegration. Every cell would awaken its own wild beast nature, instinctively fighting one another to the death.
   

        Yet, this move was blocked by Casio's Heart of the Overlord Fist!
   

        Its effects were mostly nullified, leaving only minimal impact.
   

        This unexpected resilience left a fully confident Alonzo, who had finally mastered his dream weapon, in astonishment. His brow furrowed tightly as the muscles in his arms bulged, and his surface veins, dark and throbbing, pulsated.
   

        "Beast Heart·Evil Blade!"
   

        Alonzo suddenly opened his eyes, which had turned into blood-red serpentine pupils, cold yet frenzied. At the corners of his eyes, a dense mass of bulging veins spread fan-shaped towards both sides of his head.
   

        A hum, as though a giant qi arm pressed down through the air.
   

        Thick fingers grabbed the Beast God Soldier, lifted it, swung it, and once again slashed ferociously at Casio!
   

        "Alonzo, I am here to aid you!"
   

        Just then, from the lake, a colossal blood beast phantasm soared into the sky. It was a massive creature with two fierce spiral horns on its head, a massive strange body, and six spider legs. Its overall form slightly resembled the Blood Butcher from the undead cemetery, a dark creature.
   

        Its body was covered with skeletal cavities, madly emitting blood-colored smoke.
   

        This was Diaz's boxing method spirit, qi condensation, and after a necromantic resurrection, it underwent a bizarre mutation. It carried an indescribable sense of erosion, as though it could rot the spiritual will.
   

        ROAR!!!
   

        The giant blood beast let out a deafening roar, instantly gathering force on the lake surface like a toad, and shot up like a shell.
   

        A sudden drag created a pale red cylindrical hollow cavity.
   

        It rammed head-on towards Casio's demon phantasm with its two horns.
   

        Meanwhile, the third slash from the Beast God Soldier also arrived!
   

        The fearsome blood bone axe, like a guillotine slicing through heaven and earth, resoundingly descended through the air, directly above Casio. And the lake surface beneath him, not yet reached by the terrible attack, showed a great divide that appeared like a precursory gargantuan change. The entire water surface split in two, creating a deep and wide straight trench, as if it couldn't withstand the sharpness of the axe and was split in half by the indescribable invisible blade energy!
   

        In an instant, both the Beast God Soldier and the blood beast converged in a pincer move.
   

        SHRIEK!!!
   

        In the center of the area locked down by that colossal aura, Casio stood still like a statue, his usually cold, indifferent face revealing a rare excitement. His lips curled into a smile, utterly shattering the previously perfect icy mask of handsomeness.
   

        A mad, domineering expression flashed across his eyes.
   

        "What delightful power, it's got me excited…"
   

        "Let's have you witness the preliminarily combined Southern Dipper Secret Transmission! This is my first deployment in over two years. Feel honored, hahaha!" Casio laughed maniacally in his murderous personality state...
   

        His gaze suddenly intensified, and his arms vibrated violently as he swung them towards the sky.
   

        "Stars resonate, Southern Dipper Unrivalled!"
   

        Ding Ding Ding Ding Ding…
   

        A series of crisp sounds burst and melded into one. On Casio's robust and brawny physical body, three types of acupuncture points—red, purple, and white—lit up like brilliant gems, emitting laser-like beams of light.
   

        A total of one hundred and ninety-five Southern Dipper acupuncture points responded like stars, forming a magnificent galaxy that seemed to coil around Casio like a jade belt.
   

        In a trance, it appeared as if a tri-colored, lightweight gauze garment draped over his shoulders.
   

        Boom Boom Boom…
   

        An aura, almost surpassing that of the Ultimate Fighter, burst forth at that moment, furiously compressing the air and advancing inch by inch.
   

        It was like a massive active volcano erupting, with magma and volcanic ash surging forth, intent on completely covering and incinerating the entire city and mountain forest.
   

        Screech! Whistle! Hiss!
   

        The overlapping sounds of three bizarre and ferocious beasts constantly echoed through the space. It seemed not just three cries, but hundreds of beasts roaring, bringing a terrifying resonance. Casio brought his palms together, and from him as the center, a multitude of domineering contours surged outward. Ancient fierce pythons, Steel Water Birds, and blood-crimson Blood Vultures, as phantasms, flew in all directions, issuing mad, horrifying roars.
   

        In an instant, the entire vast lake surface seemed to be enveloped by phantasms.
   

        Bang Bang Bang!
   

        Blood Demon Diaz and Raider Alonzo, struck as if by meteors, rapidly flew backwards, accelerating like shells.
   

        Alonzo quickly recovered from his stiffness thanks to the protection of the Beast God Soldier. He gripped his weapon tightly and suddenly looked around. Everywhere—up, down, left, right—was filled with huge, majestic shadows. Water Birds, Sonic Snakes, Blood Vultures—all their phantasms now exhibited their most vicious facets.
   

        They recklessly vented on the environment, destroying and tormenting it.
   

        "Stop!"
   

        Raider Alonzo roared, his enormous aura and the Beast God Soldier intertwining to form a semi-transparent spherical shield with the Beast God Soldier in front, forming a solid barrier.
   

        Far away, the hovering Casio slowly lifted his head. His right hand, clasped in front of his chest, suddenly pushed forward, palm directly aimed at Alonzo.
   

        Bang Bang Bang Bang Bang Bang!
   

        A series of white Water Bird auras whistled through the air, striking against the Beast God Soldier like heavy armored vehicles. For a time, massive and imposing shadows surrounded them, with Steel Thorn Feathers swirling and fiercely bombarding Alonzo's aura. If one were to look up from the distant ground…
   

        They would distinctly see a huge silhouette rapidly being blown away.
   

        Meanwhile, a dense cluster of large, elegantly posed white Water Birds swept in, launching brutal attacks. Like jet fighter planes, they suicidally plunged towards their victim, creating mushroom clouds with each impact.
   

        The overlapping explosions made both the sky and the ground tremble.
   

        Crack Crack Crack…
   

        A barely audible sound of cracking mixed in, seemingly with no presence, ought to have been completely overshadowed and ignored. However, upon hearing this sound, Raider Alonzo's face drastically changed, turning ugly and stiff, his eyelids twitching. And from afar, Casio smiled, his pupils glowing more fiercely red as if transformed into two tangible beams of light.
   

        The Beast God Soldier was not only a weapon but also once a part of the Ultimate Dark Entity, the Beast God, possessing the original magnetic field of the Dark Ultimate Body!
   

        If it fell into his hands and he completely devoured it.
   

        The Magic Puppet Secret Martial Art would evolve further, and the Southern Dipper Boxing Method would also rise significantly.
   

        At this moment, seeking a breakthrough, he might instantly seize that elusive chance. Breaking through the sixty-six acupuncture points and stepping into the Tyrant Fist realm!
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        Whoosh...
   

        In the midst of a bombardment as fierce as gale and heavy rain, Raider Alonzo's entire qi vibrated, reaching a trembling frequency on the brink of collapse. The overwhelming qi of the water bird almost enveloped the entire lake surface, suppressing any daring resistance force to its weakest!
   

        At this moment, Alonzo finally understood what the phrase Basco, the seventh king, had cautioned him about before he left. This person, indeed, was an unprecedented formidable enemy for the Door Organization, not an ordinary opponent. This term's deputy leader of the Door Organization, Magic Phoenix Saint Fist, lost to Magical Golem Sect Master Casio not because of Magic Phoenix Saint Fist's lack of strength, but because the Magical Golem Sect Master was too strong! So strong that he was about to break free from the confines of an Extreme Fighter.
   

        Arriving at that new place, the highest heavens and earth.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        In mid-air, another huge water bird swooped down, its wings covered with steel thorn feathers rapidly flapping, bringing an elegant yet deadly curvature. The white giant silhouette came crashing down like a mountain.
   

        The black airflow covering the Beast God Soldier suddenly trembled and even showed signs of dispersal. A crisp crack echoed from within.
   

        Raider Alonzo's eyelid suddenly twitched, a look of physical pain flashing quickly through his pupils. Those two sounds just now indicated that the powerful weapon, the Beast God Soldier, had been damaged. He had paid with his life to obtain the Beast God Soldier from the demons of Devil's Lake in the World of Calamities. Barely resurrected from the dead, fortunately forging a connection with the much-longed-for weapon he had just acquired a few hours ago. Now, the Beast God Soldier had been damaged successively.
   

        If this continues,
   

        it might end up half-ruined or even completely scrapped.
   

        "I can only fully activate the Beast God Soldier, entering a complete resurrection state..."
   

        "A brief reappearance of the Dark Ultimate Body, the Beast God."
   

        "For that, paying a price is inevitably necessary."
   

        Raider Alonzo's mind flashed with several thoughts in an instant, and he made a decision the next second. With a buzz, a fury qi of an Extreme Fighter level erupted from his pores, ascending like flames.
   

        On the surface of his skin, a metallic matte color rapidly spread. It expanded from his torso to his limbs, lastly sparing not even the tips of his hair.
   

        In the blink of an eye, Alonzo had turned into the appearance of a humanoid weapon. His arms and legs resembled steel, sharp and hard, covered with a bright silvery color. His full head of brown hair turned to silver, covered like steel needles. When blown by the gale, they collided with each other, tingling with sounds.
   

        This was the Secret Martial Art he founded in his later years, aimed at transforming the flesh into a weapon. Whether it was limbs or joints, or even hair and sweat hair could become a weapon. When the Secret Martial Art is pushed to its limit, it would lead to Raider Alonzo's current situation, where he himself had become a humanoid weapon. At this moment, any weapon in Raider Alonzo's hands could turn decay into magic, unleashing terrifying lethal power.
   

        It was as if two weapons resonated with each other, commanding effortlessly and doubling their power.
   

        Once, during a battle with a Kendo master, he had used this move. When the master's cross sword was slashed down, he reached out and easily snatched the sword, so vital to his opponent. He then turned and struck back, with an identical yet far more powerful technique, defeating the Kendo master. This state was truly a divine technique for using weapons!
   

        And now, Alonzo, in this Raider state, was clearly only to qualify for activating the Beast God Soldier into a complete resurrection state. After the resurrection, the Beast God Soldier would continuously draw every minute and every second of Alonzo's life energy and qi spirit. He had to pay a price to gain great battle power.
   

        Rumbling, crackling loudly...
   

        In mid-air, the Beast God Soldier blocking the front of Alonzo began to rapidly expand. Muscles as thick as marble pillars began to grow, blood vessels larger than the human contour pulsated powerfully, pumping a dark green sticky blood. In less than half a breath, a giant black-mane-covered beast claw descended.
   

        At this moment, the Beast God Soldier was no longer just a skeletal weapon. It was covered with flesh, skin, and hair, looking as alive as the Dark Ultimate Body, the Beast God, thousands of years ago when its paw first landed. An immense and evil life field spread out instantly, terrifying any living being to tremble.
   

        Under the vast shadow of the Beast God Soldier, Raider Alonzo's body, now like a weapon sculpture, was constantly trembling. It was unclear whether he was exhilarated and intoxicated by the horrifying power displayed as the Beast God Soldier entered the resurrection state, or because his vital energy and qi, at the level of an Extreme Fighter, were being drained like a dam had opened its gates.
   

        Or perhaps, it was both.
   

        Raider Alonzo raised his extremely pale face, his burning gaze looking distantly ahead. It seemed as though he saw through countless qi phantasms to the central position, where Casio, like a religious sculpture with hands clasped, stood.
   

        "The power bought with a life's burning, truly extraordinary..."
   

        "Next, I..."
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Just as ferocity started rising in Alonzo's eyes, a silhouette instantly appeared across a distance of thousands of meters, like a ghost from the void.
   

        "Magical Golem."
   

        A voice like a whisper came from the suddenly emerging silhouette.
   

        Rumbling! A massive Black Armored Giant materialized. It seemed as if it descended from the depths of space, its terrifying giant hand grabbing the rift and forcefully tearing open a channel. This allowed its fierce and tyrannical body to descend.
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        The blood-red eyes beneath the serpentine helmet lit up, staring fixedly at the Beast God Soldier like a spotlight, faintly revealing a yearning for the revived state of the Beast God Soldier. It was not a frenzy for a formidable enemy...
   

        But a chilling desire for a delicious meal.
   

        Alonzo shook his head vigorously, finding the thought that had emerged in his mind ludicrous. The Beast God Soldier originated from the Dark Ultimate Level Beast God, the ultimate pinnacle of Dark Ultimate Entities, dark creatures. It was the progenitor, the unique, also known as the source.
   

        What could possibly feed on a Dark Ultimate Entity? Impossible!
   

        With such emotions driving him, Raider Alonzo united with his weapon. With a thought, the life and qi within him burned wildly, becoming fuel that drove the fully revived Beast God Soldier to attack fiercely.
   

        Boom! A massive black claw swung violently, leaving a series of blurred afterimages that seemed to be the densely packed contours left by the Beast God Soldier's movements through the air. The air currents exploded, and a condensed, semi-translucent sphere of air burst out first, plowing through the forest.
   

        The Beast God Soldier arrived a moment later, reaching out with its savage and fierce claws towards the towering demon figure as if five colossal pillars were bearing down.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        The shadow of the demon figure's arms rose to the sky, carrying a unique, terrifying force that even Whale King Arlington could not touch nor resist. Black fists surged into the sky, surrounded by densely packed air currents that writhed and clung like white snakes, layer upon layer.
   

        "Vanish, vanish, vanish, vanish, vanish!"
   

        Collision, a supreme collision, a raw power collision.
   

        Beast God Soldier left by the Dark Ultimate Body, in fully revived state.
   

        Secret weapon puppet evolved several times, breaking through the bottleneck of first-rate Secret Martial Art.
   

        This was a clash between a weapon and a cultivator of the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        It was also a showdown between the Dark Ultimate Beast God and the demon figure.
   

        "Roar!!!!"
   

        A godly roar of a wild beast covered all other sounds, causing vast amounts of lake water to burst upwards, and dense trees to topple down.
   

        Thud! Crack!
   

        The towering demon figure remained silent, still so cold and icy. It slowly withdrew its arms, revealing cracked armor and the silent flow of blood through web-like fissures. Abruptly, it looked up into mid-air.
   

        A giant Beast God's palm stretched across the sky, blocking out the sunlight and the blue sky. Still so powerful, still so massive. But its shadow was missing a piece. The little finger was gone, leaving an empty void. The Beast God Soldier was left with only four fingers after clashing with the demon figure!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        High above, a blood-drenched finger fell like a plummeting mountain. Raider Alonzo hovered in mid-air, pale-faced, watching this scene. His lips moved, mumbling something to himself.
   

        Hum! With only four fingers left, the Beast God Soldier swung violently, crossing an unknown distance, as if trying to grasp that finger.
   

        However, a towering shadow of the demon figure flashed by in an instant, and with a terrifying force, the collision erupted. The Beast God Soldier was forced back, and the falling Beast God finger was caught by a black giant hand covered with a steel gauntlet.
   

        In mid-air, the Beast God Soldier shifted rapidly, Alonzo staring intently at the distant shadow of the demon figure. The shadow of the demon figure grasped the Beast God finger, and a layer of life magnetic field, swirling like ripple water, descended and covered it.
   

        Humming...
   

        The life magnetic field of the Beast God erupted, sending forth a terrifying aura that made the cells of all living beings tremble in chaos. However, this played right into the demon figure's hands. Secret Martial Art of the magic puppet had a long history of consuming the power of Dark Ultimate Entities and had no fear of such impotent threats and warnings.
   

        It was merely a bluff.
   

        Nothing more than the dying wail of prey.
   

        Moon God's flesh, blood of longevity, Pale Origin! All these were powers of Dark Ultimate Entities genuinely absorbed by the Secret Martial Art of the magic puppet. And if push came to shove, even the golden King Totem bestowed by the Totem King was a form of Dark Ultimate Entity power. By now, the Secret Martial Art of the magic puppet had already absorbed four types.
   

        It had no fear of you, a mere Beast God.
   

        Already fallen, your residual power was but for Casio to butcher at will.
   

        The demon figure was going to feast!
   

        It would devour each one, ascending the rank of the Ultimate Dark Entities of the Endless Calamity. It acted like the bottom-most decomposer, intent on restructuring the food chain as one! And this was precisely the significance behind the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts.
   

        Casio helped it evolve, because he wished to see that day.
   

        Hummm... In the collision of the invisible vibrations of the magnetic field,
   

        Batch after batch of the Beast God's power was extracted, instantly locked and devoured greedily by the Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field, swallowing it into its body.
   

        "It's consuming a Dark Ultimate Entity!!!"
   

        Raider Alonzo witnessed the scene. His mind felt like fireworks were exploding within, his thoughts chaotically dispersed, as if his language and logic were about to be shattered. As the seventy-first vice-leader of the Door Organization,
   

        Alonzo was one of the people who understood the most about secretive beings like dark creatures in the Real World. And it was because of his understanding, knowing the strength of a Dark Ultimate Entity, why these entities were crowned with names of kings, gods, and progenitors that he was more horrified and at a loss for words at this moment.
   

        This feeling was as if you were a believer in a monotheistic religion who believed that your God was omniscient and omnipotent. Yet, one day, you suddenly witnessed in person a monster eating a god. Right in front of you, it bit off an arm of the deity, greedily chewing on it.
   

        "Heh heh... Hahaha!"
   

        The corners of Raider Alonzo's mouth twitched as he began to laugh out loud. Faintly, there seemed to be tears squeezing out from his moist eyes.
   

        "It's so ridiculous, simply too ridiculous!"
   

        Kings are ended, gods fall, and progenitors return to nothingness!
   

        There is no such thing as eternal indestructibility, no such thing as immortality and invincibility.
   

        It's merely that time hasn't been long enough, and the enemies not strong enough. That's all!
   

        All things are born and perish, and there's reason in the cycle. Calamities and Qi, Dark Ultimates and Fist of the Saints, the way of balance runs through the operation of the world. And for something like Xiadu that seems to transcend all existence, will there be someone to check and balance it?!
   

        ************************************
   

        On June 5, in the border lakes of the Gafa Kingdom, North Reef Continent,
   

        The seventy-first vice-leader of the Door Organization, carrying the Beast God Soldier, Raider Alonzo, was confirmed to have perished – his life Qi burned to death. At the same time, the fully recovered Beast God Soldier was heavily damaged and forcefully taken away.
   

        The seventy-second vice-leader of the Door Organization, Blood Demon Diaz. He violently shattered his own Qi and blood body, expelling all the Demon Seeds. With nearly half his lifespan as the cost, he fled a thousand miles, barely escaping disaster.
   

        The high-profile return operation touted by the Door Organization was abruptly cut short.
   

        And, the momentum originally meant to re-emerge into the limelight suffered a severe setback.
   

        Days later, in the Eastern Martial World of the Li Empire, at the Magical Golem Sect,
   

        The Demon Figure Gate Master Casio returned with the Beast God Soldier in tow. He landed on Heart of Lake Island at God's Tear Lake and tossed the pillar-like weapon into the lake.
   

        From then on, Casio began his second attempt at entering the seclusion for the Tyrant Fist realm!
   

        The once easily accessible God's Tear Lake was now completely sealed off by the Magical Golem Sect. Not just outsiders, but even disciples of the Magical Golem Sect were barred from entering. On the lake surface, only a wooden boat floated, with the four Great Elders of the Magical Golem Sect taking turns to guard it day by day.
   

        As time passed, the aura from within Heart of Lake Island grew denser and more terrifying. There was an insinuation of reaching a peak, heading towards an indescribable and unknowable domain. The Magic Idol Clan felt excited, as if they guessed something was about to happen.
   

        Furthermore, those cultivators from the Secret Martial Arts World who had Demon Seeds in their bodies, recently found themselves overwhelmed with sudden inspiration during their cultivation. At times, a hazy phantasm would appear before their eyes lit with a halo of light, extraordinarily transcending and sacred.
   

        Merely observing a contour, seeing a figure, could bring numerous insights, as though an epiphany struck them, flooding their minds with boxing methods and theories. As if that phantasm was the ultimate form of boxing.
   

        ...
   

        Qi released externally, dominating the invincible.
   

        Owning the vast tide and rolling on undefeated.
   

        This is the Overlord of the Fist!
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        June 10th, five days had passed.
   

        The Demon Figure Sect, God's Tear Lake.
   

        Golden sunlight, like huge dragons peering from the clouds, exhaled and poured out a cascade of brilliant rays. Lake ripples stirred, causing a shimmering dance of light. A cool breeze skimmed the lake surface, sweeping over it in an instant, pausing ever so slightly in front of a wooden boat as if blocked by a barrier.
   

        Splash, the boat swayed, sending ripples spreading on both sides.
   

        A figure in a black cloak sat silently cross-legged, utterly motionless. When breathing, his chest seemed not to rise or fall, completely undisturbed, appearing like a cold, rigid sculpture.
   

        As time moved on, the sun gradually changed its course, rising swiftly from the horizon. Naturally, the shadows of all objects rotated and shifted.
   

        The wooden boat remained in place.
   

        A mountain-like massive dark shadow slowly approached, eventually covering both the boat and a vast area of the lake surface, blocking the sunlight. From outside the shadow, one could see that it was claw-shaped. Only this claw had been magnified a thousandfold.
   

        "Crack, crack, crack, crack..."
   

        A series of fracturing sounds echoed from the center of the lake.
   

        On the boat, the cloaked figure who had remained motionless suddenly opened his eyes and looked up, revealing the face of Otto. With a whoosh, he stood up, turned slightly, and gazed toward the Heart of Lake Island.
   

        It was a ring-shaped island at the very center of God's Tear Lake, nothing remarkable about it usually. However, now huge plumes of black smoke burst forth, spreading wildly as though thousands of tentacles, enveloping the entire island. Beside Heart of Lake Island, a bone weapon, massive as a pillar of heaven, appeared to be piercing the sky.
   

        This was the Beast God Soldier that Casio, the Demon Figure Gate Master, had brought back five days before.
   

        At this moment, the Beast God Soldier had drastically changed. Originally, the weapon was a fierce scarlet color, with holes from which terrifying black smoke billowed. Five claws could freely combine into a battle axe, claw, or fist imprint. When fully awakened, it could even transform into a flesh and blood claw of the Beast God!
   

        But now, in Otto's eyes, the Beast God Soldier looked like an ancient tree on the brink of collapse, its strength completely depleted.
   

        The scarlet was replaced by a pallid hue, a dim light. The black smoke had vanished, as if drained by something. Of the five ferocious claws, only one remained, a lone survivor standing tall as a pillar.
   

        The life source of the Dark Ultimate Body within the Beast God Soldier was utterly exhausted.
   

        "Crack, crack, crack, crack..."
   

        In mid-air, the last remaining claw began to fracture inch by inch.
   

        On the surface of the white osseous finger, large chunks of debris peeled away. Some fell into the lake, splashing high waves, while others were whisked away by the wind, vanishing into powder finer than quicksand.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The Beast God Soldier began to collapse entirely, like a mountain folding in on itself.
   

        Large pieces of bone plunged into the lake, causing columns of water to shoot up toward the sky.
   

        On the lake surface, shock waves surged quickly, spreading for miles in all directions. Otto's wooden boat bobbed and swayed as if it were in the stormy deep sea. The Demon Figure Sect disciples stationed around the edge of God's Tear Lake were affected too, soaked as if caught in a downpour, some even swept away by the waves. But being practitioners of the Secret Martial Art, they were certainly not at risk of drowning in such waves, merely scrambling to retreat and regroup.
   

        On the lake, Otto stood firmly at the boat's prow, his eyes fixed on the Heart of Lake Island. He watched for a long time, muttering to himself.
   

        "The Sect Master's aura has vanished..."
   

        "I can no longer sense his presence!"
   

        That same evening, at the Demon Figure Sect, God's Tear Lake.
   

        Otto stood on the lakeside, looking up at the sky. The setting sun gradually sunk into the sea of clouds, like a scorching fireball plunging into the abyss.
   

        The light dimmed suddenly, turning the entire sky into a pitch-black canvas.
   

        "Time's up, the blood mist will take over my post," Otto thought to himself, but his gaze suddenly sharpened. He looked deeply into the night sky, as if he had noticed something unusual. In the southern sky, a star was slowly brightening to a visible degree. Moreover, the glow of this star was faintly red. According to astrology, this signified strange, malevolent energy and combativeness.
   

        A sign of ill omen.
   

        However, that eerie star in the night sky held a charm as pure and captivating as a ruby in Otto's eyes, making it impossible for one to look away, lost in its allure. Willingly bewitched, captured by it.
   

        "Such a beautiful star..."
   

        A sigh resonated beside Otto.
   

        Startled, Otto shook his head, breaking free from his momentary trance. Turning to look, he realized that the Fog Man in a red cloak had arrived.
   

        At that moment, he, too, was gazing up at the sky, utterly captivated.
   

        Tonight, the moon was dim, stars few and far between. The brightest thing in the firmament was that ruby-like crimson star. In a trance, one could even have the illusion of a meteor falling from the sky, igniting flames as it descended.
   

        "This is..." Otto squinted, looking up at the night sky again.
   

        His eyes gradually widened, as if he saw something. It was a very vague contour, a raptor with wings spread, gliding downwards. And that brightening star was the creature's left eye!
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        Scream!!!
   

        An evil bird's screech, sharp enough to pierce through gold and split stone, flooded Otto's eardrums and rushed into his brain. His heart was instantly seized by immense terror because at that moment, a rapidly enlarging blood point emerged before Otto's eyes. A domineering and ferociously unbelievable Blood Vulture Bird extended its claws like a demon.
   

        "South Dou Red Vulture Fist! This is the Sect Master's boxing method!"
   

        "It is also the Breaking Moon Fist that I cultivate, as well as the Tsunami Fist cultivated by Fog Man, the highest level of boxing method!" He abruptly closed his eyes, then opened them again.
   

        The illusion of the Blood Vulture Bird disappeared, as if it had never appeared.
   

        However, chaos surrounded them; many disciples of Puppet School who were standing guard exclaimed in surprise. Some panicked and fell into the lake water, some stood dumbfounded in place, and others screamed in terror as if their souls had left their bodies.
   

        "It seems not just I, but everyone around has been affected..."
   

        Otto shifted his gaze once again towards the central area of God's Tear Lake.
   

        His gaze solidified, and a blood-red color reflected on the surface of his pupils.
   

        There, where Heart of Lake Island lay, was no longer enshrouded with billowing black smoke as if from a volcanic eruption. At this moment, a colossal Blood Vulture phantasm spread its wings, pointing straight up to the sky. The bird's head was proud and matchless, and a supreme aura swept through every corner of God's Tear Lake.
   

        Rustle, rustle, rustle...
   

        Within the lake, a large number of fish and shrimp began to flee rapidly, swimming towards the edge of the water. Among them, some individuals, mutated by the life field of magical golems and the Beast God Soldiers, dragged their deformed and massive bodies, desperately running towards the shore. Under the hazy moonlight, they resembled monsters.
   

        "Kill them!"
   

        In the midst of his shock, Otto did not forget to issue commands to the disciples of Puppet School. Soon, the mutated individuals were slaughtered, and the edge of the lake was rippled with fresh blood, the scent of which was exceptionally strong. Ten minutes later, Otto and Blood Mist stood on a boat, observing Heart of Lake Island from a not too distant place.
   

        There, a fierce and enormous Blood Vulture phantasm crouched, emanating an extreme aura of domination. A mere glance from afar would make one want to kneel and worship. And in the right eye of the Blood Vulture phantasm, a majestic silhouette sitting cross-legged was emitting a red glow as brilliant as the stars. The light pulsated like breath, waxing and waning in intensity.
   

        From afar, it was as though the giant Blood Vulture Bird's eye was blinking and shining with a unique frequency. It seemed, yes, it seemed to be resonating with that blood-colored star in the sky, gradually growing in resonance!
   

        "Blood Mist, this time, the Sect Master is truly about to step into that unprecedented realm! I can feel it, that surging sense of excitement!" Otto placed one hand on his left chest, where his heart was pounding furiously as if voicing indescribable exhilaration.
   

        "Yes, Otto, yes!" said Fog Man, his eyes ablaze with intense red light, his foggy form beneath the cape whirling and pulsating wildly.
   

        "That realm is of a Sovereign, the ruler among all boxing methods!"
   

        "The day the Sect Master's efforts bear fruit will be the day our Puppet School can sweep across the world! All dark creatures, all Door Organizations, will be crushed under the iron fists of our Puppet School! Smashed into flesh mud!"
   

        **********************************
   

        Beginning June 10th, each day, more red stars would light up on the colossal Blood Vulture phantasm within Heart of Lake Island. The stars interconnected, forming virtual networks that resonated secretly. Furthermore, with each passing night, more and more red stars appeared in the night sky.
   

        The number of stars on the gigantic Blood Vulture phantasm within Heart of Lake Island matched the number of red stars in the night sky, corresponding one to one, forming an incomplete Giant Vulture Constellation. The Giant Vulture Constellation in the Southern Dipper Star Region was becoming more complete, more full of life, more vibrant.
   

        Perhaps, unaware of when, it would transform into a terrifying creature.
   

        Descending from the starry heavens to the earth below.
   

        Not only these changes occurred, but the energy leaking from Heart of Lake Island also attracted a vast number of predatory birds. They seemed to sense the presence of a king and flew towards God's Tear Lake from all directions. The birds of prey did not enter the lake but gathered in the surrounding woods, gazing from afar. They were like pilgrims encountering their god.
   

        Time passed, and slowly, the days reached the end of June.
   

        In this month, aside from the changes within the Demon Figure Gate, the entire world also experienced massive upheavals. The frequency of various natural disasters increased drastically, including gales, heavy rains, rivers breaking their banks, mudslides, and even incessant occurrences of earthquakes and tsunamis.
   

        It was as if a massive tidal wave that touched the entire world was slowly sweeping over, bringing forth the outbreak of many long-simmering calamities!
   

        The Disastrous Tunnel, which had already been quite severe over the past few months, was especially relentless throughout June, emerging like a wasp nest.
   

        Many cities suffered small-scale invasions from dark creatures.
   

        Had it not been for the Martial Arts frenzy initiated by the Demon Figure Gate in the past two or three years, which greatly increased the number and quality of Secret Martial Art hobbyists, far too many ordinary citizens would have perished in the turmoil, reduced to mere skeletons.
   

        In the midst of this upheaval, the Demon Figure Gate, Black Rain Villa, and Dark Hunt Organization started to work closely together. The forces deployed in various regions supported each other and worked together, briefly becoming a unified front in advance and retreat.
   

        Moreover, numerous schools within the Secret Martial Arts World began to act and dispatch their forces.
   

        As for the Door Organization, their plans to announce a strong comeback were shelved. Raider Alonzo fell, and, as a consequence, the Beast God Soldier was also seized by the enemy. Blood Demon Diaz was gravely weakened, his condition severely deteriorated.
   

        Only the other two vice leaders of the Necromancy Ceremony were left.
   

        Considering safety and prudence, the Door Organization did not make any notable appearances throughout June and continued to operate secretly as before.
   

        Still, throughout the process, they fiercely fought several battles with the forces of the Demon Figure Gate spread across the world. There were clashes between the strong, sometimes resulting in victory, sometimes in defeat. Yet the top combatants of the Extreme Fighter Level never appeared, seemingly stationed at key strongholds as guardians.
   

        The Altar of Positioning constantly operated, searching for the weak points between the two realms.
   

        The three Origin Stone Tablets resonated, continuously sensing the Catastrophic Tidal.
   

        During this time, the forces of the Demon Figure Gate had once attacked the key stronghold where the Altar of Positioning was located. Before entering seclusion, Casio had given the Origin Stone Tablet he had acquired to four elders. It was with this Stone Tablet that the Demon Figure Gate gradually began to reverse-locate the precise position of the Altar.
   

        That battle involved the power of the Demon Figure Gate and the Secret Martial Arts World, the top Knight Rank existences of Black Rain Villa, and the Chief Inspector of the Dark Organization taking charge. But in the end, the battle did not escalate into a full-scale war. The Door Organization's foundation was too profound, and that stronghold seemed to have deployed some extremely dangerous and terrifying measures. Additionally, two resurrected Ultimate Fighters stood guard, clashing with the Chief Inspector from afar.
   

        Without Sect Master Casio's intervention, they were not confident they could definitely win over the Door Organization. And now, with the Sect Master in seclusion, the senior echelons of the Demon Figure Gate vaguely guessed Casio was on the cusp of a breakthrough to the legendary Realm. If the Sect Master truly entered the Saint Fist Level, that would be the most secure and prudent time to deal with the Door Organization.
   

        On the Door Organization's side, the sentiment was quite similar.
   

        They were also waiting. Waiting for the arrival of the Catastrophe Tidal, for the complete alignment of the weak points between the two realms, and at the same time, for the awakening of their leader, Xiadu!
   

        Thus, the two mighty forces confronted each other throughout June.
   

        It was like two volatile volcanoes brimming with molten magma, poised but not yet erupting. Awaiting a single spark to unleash a cataclysmic explosion!
   

        In the midst of this increasingly tense and heated atmosphere.
   

        At the Demon Figure Gate Headquarters, on the Heart of Lake Island in God's Tear Lake, the silhouette of the Blood Vulture grew larger and more substantial. Every night, the stars of the Giant Vulture Constellation above the dome became more complete, with an increasing number of stars.
   

        On June 30th, the last day of June at midnight.
   

        Atop the Heart Lake Island, a fierce raptor let out a deafening roar. A terrifying force split the lake surface, tore through the sky, and shattered the cloud layer!
   

        A blood-colored giant bird burst through the chaos, descending with a shocking arrival.
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        Boom, boom, boom, boom...
   

        Amid the pitch-black night, thick cloud layers within hundreds of kilometers were swept together by the gale, as if attracted by a giant magnet.
   

        Clouds amassed, dense and gloomy. Occasionally, white lightning bolts fiercely tore through, their branches spreading like hundreds of thousands of lightning snakes.
   

        The dark clouds kept accelerating clockwise, a ring-shaped hollow forming in the center. Within that hollow, a beam of red light descended fiercely, enveloping God's Tear Lake entirely and repelling all external objects.
   

        On Heart of Lake Island, within the terrifyingly dense scarlet aura, a domineering silhouette slowly stood up. At this moment, Casio's robust, perfect body shone with sixty-six South Dou Red Vulture Fist acupoints bright as stars, dazzling and twinkling, bringing an atmosphere of supreme, unparalleled dominion.
   

        That aura was innately commanding and disdainful of all under heaven.
   

        The feeling was such that no matter who approached, they would surely be suppressed beneath him, forever unable to turn the tables.
   

        "So it is, it has always been so..."
   

        A grand voice murmured across Heart of Lake Island, quickly spreading to the entire God's Tear Lake, even affecting the nearby Puppet School. All disciples of the Puppet School heard these words echoing in their minds.
   

        "This is..."
   

        "Sect Master!"
   

        "Is the Sect Master about to break through to that legendary realm?!"
   

        "Transcendence into the Saint, the supreme fighter among fist-users!"
   

        At the same time, everyone's gaze was fixed on the direction of God's Tear Lake.
   

        "Body of a tyrant, heart of the Overlord Fist, and the spirit of domination..."
   

        Casio stood in the center of Heart of Lake Island, his aura growing increasingly intense and pure, his will becoming more harmonious, and his strength continuously ascended and elevated.
   

        He suddenly lifted his arms, stretching his body downward, making a movement similar to a raptor soaring. It was the starting pose of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist.
   

        Crackle and pop... Crackle and pop...
   

        On the surface of Casio's body, sixty-six acupoints seemed to have become completely transparent at that moment. Skeleton, muscles, skin, blood vessels all disappeared.
   

        Streams of slender, scarlet Deathfang Power furiously surged out from within, resembling dense electric arcs stretching to their limits through the air.
   

        There were sixty-six of these electric arcs in total, glowing with a blood-red color that was daunting to behold. And the arcs were rapidly expanding; in the blink of an eye, they grew from the size of a thumb to the thickness of an arm. Another blink, and they were as thick as a person. In a short time, Casio's entire figure had completely vanished, enveloped by the howling Deathfang Power.
   

        The force was like laser beams. Shooting endlessly in all directions, across the night sky, everything with physical substance they passed over was spirally decomposed, whether organic or inorganic. Even the thick black clouds in the sky were sliced open by the scarlet beams.
   

        "Release energy externally, crushing momentum ensures invincibility..."
   

        At this moment, Casio spread his arms wide, no longer confining his spirit within his physical body. Instead, he threw out all his strength wildly, squeezing it outward, expanding fiercely in all directions.
   

        The South Dou Red Vulture Fist's aura surged out, transforming into layers upon layers of roaring waves, sweeping over everything visible. God's Tear Lake, including a large area surrounding the adjacent Puppet School, was covered by the aura.
   

        It completely turned into a scarlet, circular, aura-like ocean.
   

        Still expanding, still growing, still casting!
   

        The most distinct characteristic of the Saint Fist Realm is the reproducibility and transmittability of the spirit, right? The power was ceaselessly growing and expanding every moment!
   

        And today, Casio achieved it; he became the source of the spirit!
   

        Buzz, buzz, buzz...
   

        In the heavens, within the hollow in the clouds, a massive arch-shaped ethereal gateway suddenly appeared, tranquilly hovering in the beam of light at mid-air.
   

        The surface of the white stone archway was covered with dense patterns similar to religious style, with tiny texts and symbols moving like golden tadpoles. Additionally, flowers, birds, insects, fish, mountains, rivers, the sun, and the moon were engraved on it. Ripples of water, wings of birds, scales of animals, and the flow of clouds. Various forms of information, various forms of existence were condensed within it.
   

        Encompassing all things, extremely complex.
   

        Holy, solemn, reverent, mysterious.
   

        "Heaven's Gate, the gate of origins... The holy gate, the gate of the world..."
   

        In Casio's mind, several historic names of this ethereal gateway flashed by. Although he had seen them before, never had his emotions surged as they were now, blood boiling with excitement. Now, it was what he desired!
   

        Thump, thump, thump...
   

        Three heartbeats resonated, overlapping with one another, causing Casio's body and spirit to tingle and itch. Especially the heart of the Overlord Fist, which at this moment felt as hot as a burning sun, unbelievably intense.
   

        It seemed as though the door in the sky had a fatal attraction for it!
   

        "Push it open, walk in, the world henceforth will be different!"
   

        Such a sentence automatically emerged in Casio's mind, a solemn and cold voice echoing, almost mechanical.
   

        Hum...
   

        His vision abruptly blurred, and the next second, a pale golden, ethereal staircase appeared before him. And at the top of the staircase, it connected directly below the gateway in the cloud ring.
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        Casio instantly disappeared from the spot, transforming into a ferocious, scarlet raptor soaring upwards, leaving behind a faint trail.
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        From a distance, a red dot charged towards the sky like a meteor.
   

        It shot straight towards the Golden Gate of Heaven.
   

        As he passed through the illusory staircase, memories in Casio's mind flashed by repeatedly like a movie reel—mundane, profound, joyful, painful—all intertwined into thick, sturdy ropes. Details of martial arts training, scenes during sudden insights into boxing theory, frenzies of battle soaked in blood, resonances during the refinement of secret martial arts—all surged into his mind.
   

        This was the way to Heaven's Gate, the path of life, the path of martial arts. It was Casio's own way, the way into which he had transformed everything.
   

        Each Saint Fist is distinct and cannot be replicated.
   

        Even practicing the same boxing method, what one achieves as a Saint Fist also differs!
   

        This is me, my obsessions retraced time after time, the search for historical truth pursued visit after visit. Alone in action, alone in battle. Everything gained from cultivation in each retrospection is developed by me, fought for by me! It wasn't given by others, nor was it practiced by others. Since it's mine, I'll never let anybody take it away!
   

        Memories skimmed through Casio's mind over and over, but his eyes were not the slightest bit confused; instead, they grew brighter and clearer. Casio finally understood his own true heart as well as his own momentum.
   

        The true heart and true self, is nature, is momentum!
   

        Boom!
   

        He charged at Heaven's Gate with an unprecedented momentum, an unmatched aura, crashing into it violently! A humming sound instantly spread in all directions, and a golden radiance enveloped every corner of the ground.
   

        "Did it succeed?"
   

        "Is this holy light emitted by a god?"
   

        "Hahaha, I've broken through!"
   

        "So that's how it is, that's how it is!"
   

        Within the Magical Golem Sect, disciples showed varying expressions, mostly shock and enthusiasm. Many who were stuck at the bottleneck of their cultivation felt the resonance of just a moment ago and received a fortunate breakthrough. Some powerful practitioners with ample accumulation even had profound insights, seemingly gaining a lot from watching Casio's breakthrough into the Tyrant Fist realm from afar.
   

        "Where is the Sect Master?"
   

        "I can no longer sense his aura..."
   

        At the edge of Heart of Lake Island, four elders of the Door Organization looked up and around.
   

        Casio had just entered Heaven's Gate and seemed to vanish suddenly. It was as if even the connection between the demon seeds had disappeared.
   

        No one knew to what mysterious and mystical place he had gone.
   

        Just as everyone was contemplating this, the sky suddenly changed.
   

        Ding ding ding ding ding ding...
   

        Above the dark night sky, in the southern star field, the Giant Vulture Constellation.
   

        Stars, crimson as blood, began to light up rapidly, forming a cluster in no time. Almost in the blink of an eye, sixty-six stars were fully aglow, meticulously creating a vivid and ferocious Blood Vulture with its wings spread wide.
   

        Ding! Ding!
   

        The eyes of the Blood Vulture Bird, where the constellation's brightest stars lay, blazed with red light, beaming down like searchlights almost with a human-like emotion.
   

        "The stars, the stars are moving! It... it's coming down!"
   

        Disciples of the Magical Golem Sect pointed at the sky, utterly horrified.
   

        Crack crack crack crack...
   

        The Blood Vulture Bird, formed by the Giant Vulture Constellation, seemed to come to life, pulling in its broad wings and tilting its head as it dived straight down from the night firmament!
   

        Whoosh! Bang!!!
   

        The dense starlight, like grains of sand, fell like rain or mist, gently draping over the ground. And a silhouette returned from above the sky.
   

        He drifted down, trailing a red glow, as if he were a holy spirit.
   

        At this moment, Casio, returning from Heaven's Gate, was noticeably different from his normal state. He seemed not made of flesh and blood, but more like a shadow with a faintly blurred, vibrating contour, floating lightly as he fell.
   

        Swoosh...
   

        Casio slowly descended, five meters, three meters, one meter.
   

        His toes tapped lightly on the lake surface, Ding!!!
   

        A mysterious and profound immense vibration spread out instantly, sweeping across the entire lake surface in less than half a breath, expanding further into the distance.
   

        Everyone felt a breeze brush against their face and instinctively closed their eyes. When they opened their eyes again, it was light—daylight? How could it be daylight?
   

        "What is this..."
   

        One of the four Elders of the Magical Golem Sect, Otto, lifted his head and looked towards the sky. The white clouds drifted lazily, the blue sky was pure, and a sun radiated golden light hung quietly above. A gentle breeze blew, everything was warm and beautiful.
   

        Around him, the woods were lush, the little grasses and flowers swaying with the wind, the air carrying a faint fragrance and moisture. Turning his head, he saw the azure blue lake of God's Tear Lake glistening under the sunlight, its surface reflecting the light.
   

        "How did it become daytime?"
   

        The Fog Man beside him voiced the confusion and incomprehension shared by the four Elders.
   

        Feeling bewildered, Otto bent down and stretched out his hand, picking up a wildflower with white petals and a yellow core. Drawing it close, he saw a few black bugs, the size of sesame seeds, climbing in the center of the core, seemingly enjoying the nectar. He lowered his head and sniffed, the scent of the flowers light yet delightful.
   

        "It's real, not an illusion."
   

        On his right, the Fog Man also crouched down and touched the clear water at the edge of God's Weeping Lake. The sound of water, brisk and cool to the touch.
   

        Drops of water fell onto the lake, causing ripples, the mud scattering, inconspicuously revealing plankton and small fish. Everything verified reality.
   

        "Here, we are truly on the coast of God's Tear Lake."
   

        The Fog Man slowly stood up and shook the water off his hands.
   

        He turned to the other three and shared his conclusion.
   

        "Is that so?"
   

        Suddenly, a grand voice came from behind them, startling everyone.
   

        "Hmm!!!"
   

        The Fog Man quickly turned around, looking back at God's Tear Lake. The other three Elders also looked over, their eyes narrowing into lines, squinting tightly.
   

        They saw, the vast and rippling surface of the whole lake began to twist and deform. A huge human-like face slowly emerged, its facial contours fully formed, and with two black vortexes for eyes staring their way.
   

        "Damn!!!"
   

        The four widened their eyes so much they almost popped out of their sockets.
   

        They instinctively took a step back and turned to flee. However, as they turned their heads, they saw the buildings of the Magical Golem Sect, bathed in sunlight and appearing like golden statues, standing silently. A face formed by an eave, tiles, streets, and building contours emerged, coldly looking at everyone.
   

        The giant face slowly spoke, "Otto, look at your hand."
   

        Completely shocked, Otto subconsciously lifted his hand.
   

        He saw that the yellow and white flower he had been holding had also changed shape. Its petals were twisted, forming a shrunken human face.
   

        Even more terrifying was the change in the little bugs that had been crawling on the yellow core! On their slightly smaller than sesame seed-sized carapaces, a face with protruding features emerged, staring straight at Otto.
   

        "This... this... this!"
   

        Shuddering, Otto threw the flower away and suddenly looked up. Everything around him had changed; every object now had a face.
   

        Mud, flowers, leaves, trees, birds flying, fish swimming.
   

        Even a droplet of water separating from the surface, a grain of sand in the mud.
   

        Everywhere and on everything.
   

        Looking up at the sky, it too seemed to turn into a vast blue face, its terrifying eyes staring directly at the four.
   

        Densely packed and overlapping, they were so eerily odd that it made the heart stop.
   

        The four Elders of the Magical Golem Sect shuddered with fear washing over them.
   

        All at once, every human-like face began to speak.
   

        A humming sound exploded next to the four Elders' ears.
   

        "An overwhelming Qi envelops the sky and earth, solid as rock and surging like a heavy rain and waterfall. Heavenly Net Earth Cage, omnipresent. The azure heaven, the clouds floating in the sky, the light refracted by the clouds. The sparkling waves of God's Tear Lake, the buildings of the Magical Golem Sect by the lake, and the ground under your feet..."
   

        "All are my aura, all are my will!"
   

        "Do you feel it?"
   

        "To influence nature with human force, to rival nature with human strength."
   

        "This, is the Holy Fist Realm!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        This is it, the Holy Fist!
   

        How could one possibly fight and kill an Ultimate Dark Entity as vast as a mountain range without possessing a power that could rival it?
   

        At the peak of the Secret Martial Art stand the Holy Fist, Tyrant Fist, and Extreme Fist.
   

        It had fully entered a terrifying state akin to that of a god.
   

        In terms of lifespan, so far, none who possessed the realm of the Holy Fist had died of old age; they had died in battles against Ultimate Dark Entities or drained to death in struggles against Calamity Source. Theoretically, as long as the will of the Holy Fist did not perish, they would not succumb to death, and their Qi would continue to circulate and grow.
   

        In terms of power, the striking power of the Holy Fist realm was extremely exaggerated. After reaching the Ultimate Fighter, even Casio could shatter a mountain with his full strength, causing tremendous disturbances. However, compared to the Holy Fist, it was far inferior. The gap had completely opened up in this World of Qi right before his eyes; they were not in the same league at all.
   

        The simplest and most brainless method would be to take this entire World of Qi and smash it down on your head. The Casio of the past could never have caught it.
   

        Over two years ago, that battle on Immortal Island. If it hadn't been for the return of the Southern Dou Holy Fist and the incessant entanglements of Yan Yang Holy Fist, Casio wouldn't have had the chance to employ his techniques and freely harm the severely weakened Pale Origin.
   

        Merely all the main forces pressing down on him, he would have surely been unable to withstand them.
   

        Beneath the Holy Fist and above it, there is a fundamental gap.
   

        If one were to say that below the Holy Fist there still is a bit of a martial artist or a bit of a human feeling, then above the Holy Fist, it's completely two different species; it may even be argued if it could still be called a species. It has clearly become a kind of energy-like Qi life, not requiring a physical body, and transforming into a life energy fluid that is both formless and tangible. This fluid inherits the memory and will of the martial artist, filled with a vast amount of mysterious and mystical secret martial arts theories.
   

        If this explanation is acceptable, the level of Holy Fist does indeed seem a bit like the gods spoken of in religion. Perhaps, in that ancient barbaric era, it was ordinary humans who saw from afar the mysterious Qi form of the Holy Fist, and this is what initiated the creation and myth of gods. And some myths of gods battling demons might actually refer to the battles between Holy Fists and Ultimate Dark Entities; perhaps Hell refers to the World of Calamities?
   

        In any case, after Casio broke through to the Tyrant Fist realm, everything changed. It was as if the sky was high and birds could fly, a blink of an eye changed the world.
   

        At this very moment, his South Dou Red Vulture Fist had reached an unprecedented level of completeness. Sixty-six acupuncture points resonated, Deathfang Power limit sublimation, having turned into true sharp teeth and fangs like those of a steel saw.
   

        Just like a giant grinder, any object that came into contact with Deathfang Power would be spirally decomposed, whether it was a living creature or inorganic matter.
   

        Back then, he had once received a gift from an elder of Tyrant Fist in the underground Dark creatures experimental lab in Florence, briefly using the incredibly powerful and destructive fully perfected Deathfang Power! Now, Casio himself possessed the fully perfected Deathfang Power and could continuously release and generate it.
   

        At the same time, the benefits of waiting over two years for the South Dou Red Vulture Fist to become complete had emerged. What Casio achieved was not merely a common Tyrant Fist, but the Southern Dipper Tyrant Fist! It wasn't just Qi that grew endlessly!
   

        It was also the sixth stage of complete entwined Deathfang Power!
   

        This was a martial art specifically developed to counter the undead nature of dark creatures.
   

        Even when facing an entity at the level of the Ultimate Dark Body, it was still a terrifyingly powerful weapon, absolutely a sharp and blazingly hot treasured blade!
   

        This also meant that Casio had just stepped into the Tyrant Fist realm and had already crossed the initial stage, reaching at least the mid-to-late power only present in Tyrant Fist.
   

        The lineage of Southern Dipper, terrifying indeed...
   

        ******************************
   

        In the World of Qi, two of the four Puppet Gate Elders stood foolishly in place, seemingly completely stunned and in shock. The other two, Otto and Blood mist, suddenly knelt down, thudding to the ground.
   

        The expressions on their faces were not of worship, not of zeal, but of indescribable emotion. Their eyes had reddened, tears gently moistening and flowing down. The realm of the Holy Fist was completely displayed before them. This was an event that countless martial art experts in the Secret Martial Arts World would worship and envy! If they were also here, they would definitely kneel down like Otto and Blood mist, revealing unspeakable emotions.
   

        "As vast as the entire sky, the whole world."
   

        "As tiny as a drop of lake water, a grain of sand."
   

        "I can feel from them a will so overbearing..."
   

        Otto kneeled on the grassland, his body subtly trembling. He excitedly scooped up a handful of sand, feeling the finesse as the grains slipped through his fingers.
   

        "Ah~" Otto let out a moan of undefined meaning.
   

        He closed his eyes, spread his arms wide, as if feeling the entire World of Qi. The next moment, the aura around Otto drastically weakened, then suddenly surged. Within just two or three breaths, he had broken through his original limit.
   

        Crack, something inside him seemed to have broken.
   

        Hum...
   

        Slowly, Otto opened his eyes, with two waning moons emerging in his pupils.
   

        "Shadow Moon Fist completely perfected. Decomposition Fist, its extremely challenging threshold has finally been broken by me, and I have instantly traversed a significant distance."
   

        "Thank you, Sect Master, for your help!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        He suddenly stood up and looked at the giant blue face in the sky.
   

        "Hehehe, hahahahaha..."
   

        Above the dome, a burst of laughter grew louder and louder.
   

        Ultimately, it morphed into a terrifying hum that left everyone's minds in a daze.
   

        Humm... Ding!
   

        The bright light rapidly contracted, collapsing into a point in less than one-tenth of a second, as the World of Qi faded away like a phantasm.
   

        The four Elders and the numerous disciples of the Magical Golem Sect came to their senses, only to find that night had returned, with the dim moonlight almost completely swallowed by the cloud layer.
   

        Only next to the shore of God's Tear Lake, by the Magical Golem Sect's residence, a human-sized silhouette faintly glowed, hovering in the middle of the pitch-black lake surface.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        A pale red shadow slowly drifted over, moving in a straight line.
   

        Everyone's gaze was drawn to it, watching intently. They were shocked to see ripples on the dark lake surface where the line passed, with fan-shaped scarlet glows spreading out. They looked like ripples, like scales, even more like luminescent teeth. The teeth overlapped, merging into a huge fan-shaped surface.
   

        Especially at night, the stunning details were even more emphasized.
   

        It appeared extraordinarily magnificent, beautiful yet dangerous.
   

        Tap, the red shadow's contour stepped onto the shore, coming closer step by step.
   

        The glow gradually faded, and Casio's figure emerged.
   

        "It's the Sect Master!"
   

        "The Master of the Magical Golem Sect!"
   

        "The Sect Master has broken through to the Holy Fist Realm!"
   

        "The Magical Golem Sect is unstoppable; we will be invincible!"
   

        The crowd began to buzz with discussion, no longer able to contain their excitement.
   

        On the shore of God's Tear Lake, only the tips of Casio's hair were still faintly glowing scarlet as he came to a stop. At that moment, his heart was filled with a sense of satisfaction of having his wishes fulfilled. The greatest happiness in the world is to attain what one desires. Joy was inevitable, even for a being in the Holy Fist Realm who has emotional fluctuations; only time makes these fluctuations grow fainter.
   

        "From the Youth Training Camp of the Wind Elephant Gate to the eerie Black Rain Villa. From creating the Secret Martial Art to the battle with Blood Fist Feng Liusi in Death Valley, the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist at the bottom of the Oyon Ruins, and the White Bird Sacred Fist in the Immortal Islands... So many experiences, so much passion, so many touching moments have accompanied me..."
   

        "Knuckles, martial artists, fighters, to now the Holy Fist..."
   

        "Ha..." Casio sighed expressively.
   

        Even under the night sky, one could see the heated white vapor twist like a python in the air before dissipating, like smoke. And with it, the many past memories and old friends also drifted away.
   

        "Lixia, Feng Liusi..."
   

        He stood on the grassland, looking up at the lonely and desolate starry sky.
   

        There, where all the stars were hidden, only a dim moon hung alone. Casio gazed deeply at it for a moment before lowering his head again.
   

        Suddenly, he turned around, his trench coat fluttering, and walked towards the Magical Golem Sect's residence.
   

        "The tide has come, and the upheaval commences... The tipping point is right before our eyes..."
   

        ************************************
   

        At the same time, within one of the most important strongholds of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        "The tide has come!!!"
   

        The seventh King, Basco, stared intently at the positioning altar before him.
   

        At this moment, on the stone platform at the core of the positioning altar, three Origin Stone Tablets were emitting intense light. They flickered on and off, as if they were breathing heavily. Moreover, the flickering rate was quickening, continuously accelerating until, after Basco's low growl, they merged into three beams of light.
   

        Ding! Ding! Ding!
   

        Across the continent, at three points where two realms interfaced, thick and terrifying Black Clouds hovered above these areas, layer upon layer.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, a series of lightning bolts like dragons split the sky.
   

        After the thunderous noise erupted, everything around them eerily came to a standstill, plunging into an extreme silence. Crack, crack, crack, the sound of something tearing reverberated through the heavens, and without any other noises to interfere, it sounded all the more abrupt and frightening, sending shivers down one's spine instantly.
   

        The sky in this area shattered like a mirror, revealing a terrifying red light through the cracks. In a daze, one could piece together an eerie moon through the red light of the cracks. This blood moon was the same size as the pale white moon of the real world but exuded a completely different aura. There was no nourishment, gentleness, or chill. Instead, it was extremely vicious, indescribably malevolent, and thick with ominous portent.
   

        This blood moon would not only cast moonlight but would also sow death!
   

        In another area, there stood a famous towering mountain.
   

        At this moment, the center of the mountain suddenly cracked open, revealing a gigantic, pitch-black hole. Gushing forth was a massive amount of thick, viscous blood water, spilling out like a dam had burst.
   

        The blood water roared and spread, covering the entire downstream side of the mountain.
   

        Everything in its path, whether it was plains, lakes, or woodland villages, was buried. The entire earth was stained a pure, extreme scarlet.
   

        Gulu gulu, gulu gulu...
   

        Bubbles that seemed to contain deadly poison surfaced on the sea of blood, and plumes of black and white smoke rose into the sky, completely suffusing the floating cloud layer.
   

        Amidst a haze of deadly smoke over the sea of blood, figures with black contours emerged, contorting their bodies into grotesque shapes and postures.
   

        They were definitely not human!
   

        Click, click, click, click...
   

        Far away, on the towering mountain peak, the huge hole seemed to stir again, creating ripples in the air. Instantly, the densely packed black figures in the mist turned their heads in terror and knelt in worship.
   

        Inside the hole, an enormous eye completely filled the void.
   

        It looked out with a mad, bloodthirsty gaze, full of unspeakable evil and greed, seemingly yearning for living flesh and blood.
   

        At the same time, at the last weak point.
   

        There was a lake, a medium-sized lake that used to be a tourist spot. At this moment, the center of the lake was bubbling and churning.
   

        As though some gigantic beast was thrashing its tail, stirring up centuries of sediment from the bottom of the lake, turning the water darker and darker.
   

        In less than two minutes, the surface of the water had turned as black as ink.
   

        Five minutes later, there was a thick layer of black sludge.
   

        Actually, it was more aptly described as not yet hardened, scalding hot tar.
   

        The layers of tar erupted and spread in all directions, flattening the woods beside the lake in an instant. An ineffable aura of terrifying disaster was released, directly affecting the weather in the real world. A heavy downpour fell, and the gale howled.
   

        Inside the Magical Golem Sect's headquarters hall, in a seat reserved for the Sect Master.
   

        Casio suddenly stood up, his gaze sharp beyond belief, as if two rays of searchlight penetrated the thick ceiling of the Magical Golem Hall.
   

        He saw hundreds, thousands of kilometers away, the terrifying scenes.
   

        He narrowed his eyes slightly, and the contours of his entire face eerily blurred, as though a virtual aura briefly overlapped with his physical features. It was as if he was wearing a scarlet mask on his face, revealing Casio's terrifying aura at the Tyrant Fist level.
   

        The heartbeats of all the senior levels of the Magical Golem Sect within the hall missed a beat.
   

        "It has completely begun, the prologue of the great war has commenced."
   

        "Three faintly discernible horrifying auras; I can feel them from afar. And the resurrected Xiadu, although I can't feel his aura, he must have regained mobility and is watching the world all the time..."
   

        "So much power, so many enemies; it really is... truly is..."
   

        "Truly it's so exciting that I can hardly extricate myself, my mind is in a frenzy!"
   

        Casio, with his head lowered, revealed a grim smile at the corner of his mouth.
   

        The Door Organization, one of the three significant strongholds, Coffin Mountain.
   

        From within the menacing mountain, three figures with strong auras slowly emerged, donning their peak-era weapons and draped in black combat capes. Some had cruel smiles on their mouths, others were expressionless and as cold as frost, while others had bloodthirsty madness in their eyes. The three former vice leaders of the Door Organization, at the level of Ultimate Fighters, had set off!
   

        The Door Organization, one of the three significant strongholds, Coffin Mountain.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The Magical Golem Sect, in the meeting hall, all senior levels had already gathered.
   

        That included forces from the Clinic, the Gate Masters and Elders of the Secret Martial Art World, and the Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests from Black Rain Villa. Representatives emanating fierce auras gathered here, sitting on weighty seats.
   

        At the center was a rectangular metal discussion table.
   

        The surface was covered with a dark red velvet tablecloth, smooth and delicate, emitting a faint scent, a kind of fragrance that could calm the mind and spirit. However, everyone present didn't feel even the slightest emotional relief; on the contrary, the atmosphere was exceptionally heavy, as if the air in the conference hall were about to solidify.
   

        The strong ones from the Secret Martial Arts World, the Eerie Night Guests, all cast their gaze toward the head of the long table. There sat a vague, majestic silhouette.
   

        Perhaps due to not having fully adapted to the terrifying power of the Tyrant Fist realm, the control over the rapidly increasing qi and aura was incomplete. At that moment, Casio couldn't manifest a concrete appearance but was a clump of pale red human contours, at times illusory and at times dense, its shape barely discernible.
   

        While sitting, his chest, shoulders, crown, and face were emitting scattered, glowing crimson qi. It looked as though sparks were floating away, adding a beautifully mysterious color.
   

        Everyone could see that the humanoid contour Casio had taken was holding a bronze ring in his palm, approximately the size of a slap, exuding an ancient, substantial feeling. The surface was uneven, as though it fit with something else.
   

        At that moment, the ring was faintly glowing, flickering on and off.
   

        It seemed to be transmitting some important message over a long distance.
   

        Yes, this was a communication device, a simple communicator from the era of the Hong Li Empire. Originally, it was a pair of bronze rings, which could be combined together.
   

        Once separated, wearers of the rings could convey messages even if they were thousands of miles apart. It was just a rudimentary version of the telephone.
   

        This was an item Casio had acquired from the first floor of the Dark Hunt Organization's treasure vault; he had initially given it to Evil Mother for use. It allowed Evil Mother to respond to him in the shadows and made it convenient for him to employ Evil Mother to do certain things.
   

        After Casio left Florence and through a series of subsequent events, the bronze ring proved to be quite effective. In this era where long-distance communication was exceptionally difficult, it was invaluable. Thus, after the incident at the Eternal Islands, he cooperated with the Dark Hunt Organization to research and develop the bronze ring on a large scale.
   

        This secret treasure had been studied day and night by the organization's workshop for over two years and finally bore fruit a month ago. However, the material was very precious, relying on an extremely rare mineral and requiring stringent forging conditions with a low success rate. Therefore, the bronze ring was doomed not to be widely distributed but was rather intended for small-scale, special use.
   

        Of course, the workshop couldn't make thousands of bronze rings, but making a hundred or so was absolutely no problem. It was entirely capable of supporting the communication and coordination among Black Rain Villa, the Secret Martial Arts World, the Magical Golem Sect, and the Dark Hunt Organization.
   

        For example, now, the Magical Golem Sect and various other forces had dispatched members spread across the entire continent to locate three special regions. They could immediately report specific situations and precise locations across thousands of miles via the bronze ring. This allowed the senior levels to understand the front lines in real time.
   

        Tap...
   

        A blurred palm set down the bronze ring on the table surface.
   

        Casio slowly looked over the entire meeting room, and his aura seemed to be briefly suppressed, revealing an expressionless, profound face.
   

        "Across the Northern Reef Continent, a total of three weak points have emerged. The tide of catastrophe from the Deep World is approaching, and disasters are pouring into the real world..."
   

        "The first weak point is near our Demon Figure Sect, along the coastal area of East Sea City. In terms of straight-line distance, it's roughly two hundred kilometers away..."
   

        "The second weak point is in North Farl County, which is very close to the capital of Florence, almost enveloping the city..."
   

        "The third weak point is in Gania County, roughly located in the central region of the Hong Li Empire, near the heart. In terms of distance from East Sea County and Fal County, it's neither too far nor too close; together they form an equilateral triangle..."
   

        In reality, the situation was still not so bad. At least these three weak points haven't emerged at the very remote areas to the east, south, west, and north of the Hong Li Empire, where the distances between them are vast, making it exceedingly difficult to dispatch personnel. As it was, the central, northern, and eastern regions were conveniently positioned for gathering forces.
   

        In the conference hall, as everyone heard the details, their brows initially relaxed slightly, but then quickly furrowed again. An Eerie Night Guest hesitated before asking, "Demon Figure Gate Master, what are the thoughts of the Dark Hunt Organization on this? Is it that we should divide our forces into three groups, with them heading to Fal County, the Demon Figure Sect to East Sea City, and other forces to Gania County..."
   

        "No." Casio shook his head, silencing the suggestion from the Eerie Night Guest, "According to the front line reports, two of these three weak points have already exhibited terrible destructive power and force, with a continuous influx of disasters and dark creatures surging from within. If not for the collision of powers from both realms forming a temporary barrier, they would have already broken through and begun widespread destruction. Of course, the disappearance of this membrane is only a matter of time, at most a day or two, which would allow us to prepare for a brief moment..."
   

        "As for the remaining weak point, it's located in Gania County. The specific situation there is that cracks have appeared in the sky, with red light shining down, yet no visible dangers have emerged. So, there's no need to pay attention to that area for now..."
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        Casio's gaze was profound, like a dark, pitch-black well.
   

        "Black Rain Villa, the entire Magical Golem Sect, many Secret Martial Arts schools, all are moving northwards to the Imperial Capital, Florence, to assist the Dark Hunt Organization in defending against the Catastrophe Tidal that emerged there. Otto, Blood Mist, Nine Snakes, and the Ascetics..."
   

        "You all should go as well."
   

        "Then, my lord, what about the weak points here in East Sea City?"
   

        Otto asked, somewhat puzzled.
   

        Casio's expression remained unchanged as he spoke slowly, "Of course, I am going alone. This is the most rational division of strength at this stage."
   

        He was not being arrogant, nor was he showing off. He genuinely wanted to resolve this disaster that was nearly overturning the entire world.
   

        On the contrary, Casio was very cautious.
   

        Any significant event related to the World of Calamities was never something that could be easily resolved. Think about the terrifying environment of the World of Calamities, the endless Dark creatures, the fearsome Ultimate Dark Entities. They were entirely products born for the purpose of destroying the world.
   

        In the face of these things, no amount of caution was too much.
   

        Therefore, Casio had all the supernatural forces, except himself, converge to Florence. Black Rain Villa, the Secret Martial Arts World, the Dark Hunt Organization—the three most powerful forces in the world—joined forces to confront one of the weak points.
   

        And Casio himself went to that weak point in East Sea City.
   

        This was the confidence brought about by his entry into the Tyrant Fist realm.
   

        Under the complete state of Saint Fist, all were as mere ants.
   

        Casio alone was an army, alone he was the world. Bringing the strength of the Magical Golem Sect would add no advantage but would instead be a waste of manpower. In a certain sense, it might even distract him, preventing him from acting freely.
   

        When Tyrant Fist was employed, the ground shook and mountains trembled, and a slight carelessness could result in collateral damage.
   

        The Magical Golem Sect and other forces should go to Florence and lend their help.
   

        As for the weak point in Gania County, leaving it aside for the time being was a reluctant choice. If forces other than Casio were to be divided into two groups, he doubted whether both fronts could withstand it for long without collapsing.
   

        It was better to defend one point firmly and preserve some measure of success.
   

        Suffering a heavy blow was still far better than losing everything.
   

        Moreover, if Casio could get ahead in opening up the situation here. He could then deal with East Sea City before moving on to Gania County, thus perfectly resolving the Catastrophe Tidal in a theoretical sense.
   

        In the Meeting Room, this discussion lasted for over an hour.
   

        Many points requiring attention were mentioned one by one, repeatedly emphasized.
   

        "Alright, let's depart. To Florence, to Fal County, to assist the Dark Hunt Organization. Make sure to hold that weak point until I return..." Casio rose from his seat, and his entire form instantly became blurry.
   

        He turned into a shining scarlet human silhouette and disappeared from the Meeting Room. The next second, he appeared on Lake Heart Island of God's Tear Lake.
   

        In the Magical Golem Sect Meeting Room, silhouettes rapidly streaked out like bats flying in the night, heading off in all directions. The whole of the Magical Golem Sect was mobilized, lights blazing. Its elite members, already geared up, swiftly raced along with the leaders and Elders.
   

        Long lines tangled like a mass of black snakes stretched out.
   

        Their direction was north!
   

        Not long after the Magical Golem Sect had mobilized,
   

        In Gania County, beneath the blood-red, glasslike crack in the sky,
   

        A strange fluctuation had built up to the point where it could no longer be suppressed. At this moment, it erupted like a volcanic eruption, howling past the entire special realm. The air distorted, as if a hazy fog had enveloped the area.
   

        Scouts who were constantly monitoring the changes in the special realm could no longer see clearly what was happening inside. They only knew that the fog was growing redder and brighter until it looked like a cloud with red lightning.
   

        Bang!
   

        A loud explosion reverberated rapidly through the sky.
   

        The fog dissipated instantly.
   

        All could see that the sky of this special realm was no longer covered in a web-like crack but had become a complete void. Projecting the night sky of another world, a faint blood-red hue covered the earth.
   

        Making the air, the trees, the mud all take on a hint of eerie color.
   

        Especially in the air, the sweltering sense of impending doom was almost tangible. This was the first phase of the Blood Moon night in the World of Calamities, causing Dark creatures to stir, Wild Beasts to riot, their aggressiveness far exceeding that of normal.
   

        Hum...
   

        Above the sky, the ancient and unchanging Blood Moon seemed to undergo a change.
   

        Inside the moon, a black spot first appeared, followed by several more, quickly merging into one. Gradually devouring the middle of the Blood Moon.
   

        A glowing but dim ring appeared—this was the second phase, the corona.
   

        The activity of the calamity in the air increased dramatically, the index soared, even staining whole clouds. The Calamity Fog quietly spread.
   

        In the World of Calamities, this was an extremely dangerous moment, triggering beast waves across the continent, and the immortal Hazard Spirits went into a frenzy.
   

        Actually, if it were only changes within the World of Calamities, it wouldn't matter much. However, what was terrifying was that the dark red corona in the special realm was emitting wisps of scarlet smoke. And this smoke was infecting the moon in the Real World, causing red spots to appear on the bright moon overhead, spreading like a plague.
   

        Hum!!!
   

        At a certain moment, the moon in the Real World was completely dyed red.
   

        Although it was a pale red, not the rich fresh red or dark red. But, this was an extremely horrifying change—it signified that the World of Calamities' invasion of the Real World had reached a certain stage.
   

        And the Blood Moon in the Real World also brought other terrifying changes!
   

        Almost simultaneously, in every place that could be illuminated by the moonlight. The bodies of Transcendent Beings with the aura of calamity within them suddenly shuddered.
   

        In their ears, it seemed as if chaotic whispers appeared.
   

        Men and women, old and young, overlapping echoes, as if an illusion.
   

        An indescribable beastliness was aroused, flowing from every cell of their bodies, converging into a chaotic will.
   

        That was of wild beasts, even more so of Wild Beasts.
   

        Representing the most primal, barbaric desires of humans as a biological entity.
   

        No one could completely resist this desire; they could only restrain it.
   

        However, under the light of the Blood Moon, all individuals with the aura of calamity in their bodies seemed to lose the ability to restrain. Some of them trembled violently, with mane-like steel needles growing on the surface of their skin.
   

        Some painfully covered their faces, their lips cracking, as two huge, ghastly tusks broke through the mouth, their sharp tips even reaching the chin.
   

        Others were enveloped in dark energy, transforming into twisted and strange shapes.
   

        This was exactly like the issue of beastial and Wild Beast transformations that once existed within the Dark Hunt Organization, except the arrival of the Blood Moon magnified the entire process by hundreds to thousands of times. In just a few breaths, it caused people to mutate.
   

        It was so sudden, there was simply no way to guard against it!
   

        This was a harbinger that the World of Calamities was invading the Real World!
   

        Hum...
   

        A massive wave of calamity slowly swept across the entire world.
   

        In Florence, atop the high spire of the Dark Hunt Organization's headquarters.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism trembled all over, his hairs standing up instantly. It seemed as if something inside him was squirming to emerge, but in the end, it did not appear.
   

        "Phew..."
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism slowly exhaled a breath of hot air, his sharp gaze scanning the entire headquarters of the Dark Hunt Organization; no phenomenon of wildness or Wild Beast emerged.
   

        His body relaxed abruptly, the Chief Inspector raised his head to look towards the south.
   

        Fortunately, in these past two years, Casio, the Demon Figure Gate Master, had collaborated with the Dark Hunt Organization, purifying the calamity from the majority of Dark Hunt members who had used the Holy Spring Water. The calamity that had been accumulating in their bodies, utterly untouchable, was driven out, leaving only a faint trace of the aura.
   

        And these traces were not enough to trigger the transformation into wild or Wild Beasts.
   

        Otherwise, just the prelude of the Catastrophe Tidal's invasion, with the appearance of the Blood Moon in the sky, would inflict an unprecedented heavy blow on the entire Dark Hunt Organization. The stronger their strength, the more they would be twisted and affected by the Wild Beast transformation! Even an existence at the Chief Inspector's level might not retain much sanity and strength, unable to fully marshal the organization's resistance.
   

        "The Dark Hunt Organization has escaped a disaster!"
   

        "Casio, both I and the Dark Hunt Organization owe you a huge favor..."
   

        At the same time, amidst the dark clouds in the night sky. The silhouette that was rapidly flying suddenly stopped, hovering in mid-air, looking towards the blood-red moon.
   

        "So this was the reason for the Dark Hunt Organization's annihilation in the original timeline..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Legendary Antiques, Dark Hunt Mask, held within them two Obsessions.
   

        Two years ago, Casio had completed the first. Now, the second was also accomplished. Within his sight, the simplified symbol of the Dark Hunt Mask emitted a faint golden light, indicating he could now fully retreat from the Era of Retrospection.
   

        This, for Casio, was a Hidden Card.
   

        It was the ultimate move behind all other ultimate moves!
   

        Just like during the third Retrospection, when he gathered many strong fighters from the Northern Mystery Martial World to attack Black Rain Villa, striking all the way to the Baptism Church in the core area. However, the meteorite radiation at the Baptism Church nearly killed everyone, Casio included. But in his final dying moments, he successfully returned to the Real World from the Era of Retrospection.
   

        All injuries, all Heteromorphisms, were completely isolated and eliminated. Factors disadvantageous to Casio couldn't be brought back from the Era of Retrospection to the Real World.
   

        It's notable that the mutation of a blood vessel on his arm caused by the meteorite radiation was initially beneficial. It only became complicated later due to various influences. But ultimately, it still aided Casio.
   

        It helped him create the formidable Devil Statue's Secret Martial Art in his fourth Retrospection.
   

        In summary, the completion of the Legendary Antiques Obsession was Casio's greatest Hidden Card and backup plan within the Era of Retrospection. Additionally, this also gave him immense confidence. It allowed Casio, in these final moments, to unabashedly do things he originally wanted to do without facing many restrictions.
   

        In the midst of mid-air, within the ethereal white cloud layer that resembled strands of smoke.
   

        Casio looked up at the pale red moon, then turned his gaze to the upper right corner of his vision. There, prominently was the display spot for the Cultivation Stat Bar.
   

        "Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Chapter 0.1% (Final Chapter)"
   

        The Final Chapter, the Devil Statue's Secret Martial Art, finally reached its final chapter.
   

        Physical Reconstruction Chapter, Qi Manifestation Chapter, Unity of Spirit Chapter!
   

        Stumbling along the way, the strange and formidable secret martial art created by Casio had also reached its final stage. Yes, even if it entered into the legendary realm of the Secret Martial Arts World, the tyrant of boxing, the Devil Statue's Secret Martial Art would never be outdated. On the contrary, now was its time to exert power!
   

        The Holy Fist Realm's most critical characteristics were the endless growth and propagation of the entire body's Qi for those who practiced secret martial arts! They were like unending sources of Qi, and their strength inflated every minute and every second.
   

        Thus, theoretically, the earlier one achieved the Holy Fist Realm, the more immense and powerful the strength they wielded! The older, the stronger!
   

        Of course, this was idealized, and reality had many differences. After all, the battle strength of a strong individual wasn't solely determined by the quantity of Qi but also the fierceness of the boxing method's will and the unique characteristics of practicing the secret martial art. Just like the once Magic Phoenix Holy Fist, who stayed for decades at the Ultimate Fighter realm, with Qi so overwhelming it reached its limit.
   

        Just in terms of quantity, it could rival four to five Whale King Arlingtons.
   

        Yet in terms of battle strength, it was only slightly stronger than Arlington who had just become an Ultimate Fighter. Perhaps, given Arlington two or three more years, or after he had truly swept through the Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire. At that time, Magic Phoenix Holy Fist perhaps wouldn't even match up, mostly likely defeated.
   

        This was the role played by one's Spirit and the resolve of their boxing method's will.
   

        At the Fighter's level, after mastering Qi, a fighter's battle power is actually supported by two 'legs,' none of which could be overlooked.
   

        The Holy Fist level was much the same.
   

        However, fighters at the Holy Fist Realm were usually the most peak figures of the era, all were breathtakingly eminent. The paths they walked were self-fashioned, the refinement of their boxing method's will, and the robustness of their spirit were absolutely top-notch. It was almost impossible to have a fraud like the Magic Phoenix Holy Fist, so the disparities between them were relatively minor.
   

        Under these circumstances, the quantity of Qi became much more important.
   

        Being older meant being stronger in the Holy Fist Realm has a certain rationale.
   

        Moreover, the limitlessly increasing quantity of Qi, under most circumstances, could only be whittled away by time and diligent cultivation. There aren't many shortcuts to take.
   

        Especially in the Holy Fist Realm, where Qi could form a world on its own. The larger and more robust the body, the harder it is to rapidly enhance oneself in a short time.
   

        But the Devil Statue's Secret Martial Art is different, its essence is brutal plunder!
   

        As long as there's a sufficiently great and powerful source of life vibration energy, Devil Statue's Secret Martial Art could make Casio's Qi rocket upwards like crazy! The only thing he needed to worry about was merely the source of life vibration energy for Devil Statue's Secret Martial Art. And two years ago, after that willful journey through the World of Calamities, Casio suddenly realized, even at the Holy Fist Realm, he didn't have to worry about lacking food to fill his belly, that place was full of Dark Ultimate Entities!
   

        Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures, even those at the Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level, their life vibration energy was probably insufficient for Casio at the Holy Fist Realm. Only the Dark Ultimate Entities, with bodies as large as mountains, could support the terrifying consumption of Tyrant Fist Casio's strength enhancement! Hence, hunting Dark Ultimate Entities, was urgent!
   

        Above the cloud layer, thoughts hastily flew through his mind, his gaze once again fixed on the cultivation status. He decided to first enhance his Devil Statue's Secret Martial Art before anything else.
   

        A few hours earlier, Casio had broken through to the Tyrant Fist realm, and the Catastrophe Tidal arrived, he almost seamlessly convened representatives from various factions for a meeting.
   

        Afterward, Casio rushed to a weak point in the Coastal Area, familiarizing himself with the newly gained realm's power along the way, and he hadn't had the chance to bolster his Devil Statue's Secret Martial Art. Now, the appearance of the Blood Moon interrupted his flight in the sky. It was an opportunistic moment to strengthen his power before combat.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Hovering mid-air, Casio sensed the life vibration energy within his body and found it to be a countless tide of waves, numerous as the hairs on a cow.
   

        One of these energies was the most gigantic, coiling in his dantian like a divine dragon.
   

        This was naturally the vibrational energy of life from the Ultimate Dark Entity of the Pale Source that Casio fought on Immortal Island. At that time, he had only used a tiny fraction of it after elevating the Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Qi Chapter to perfection.
   

        Apart from that dark ultimate level life vibration energy, there were streams of warm energies flowing around like rivers, which Casio had acquired over the past two years by massacring dark creatures through the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        There were many, but their levels were actually not that high.
   

        After all, there weren't that many top-notch and limit Hazard Spirits in the world.
   

        "I might as well use up these bits and pieces first. The Era of Retrospection is in its final phase; there's no need to keep them as rewards for the Magical Golem Sect anymore..." Casio thought to himself.
   

        Indeed, stuck in a bottleneck for the past two years, he didn't have the chance to use life vibration energy. So, most of the low to middle-level life vibration energies, which were of no use to Casio, were given as rewards to the members of the Magical Golem Sect. This was one of the reasons why the sect was so attractive; as long as one contributed, they could gain great power.
   

        There was even a lucky individual who had only just learned about the Secret Martial Art and by a stroke of fortune, made a significant contribution to the sect two years ago. As a result of receiving the reward of life vibration energy, he went from a rookie to a master of the Secret Martial Art in a blink of an eye, becoming stronger than his own teacher.
   

        What's more, he was extremely fortunate, contributing frequently, and after being infused with life vibration energy several times, he actually became one of the strongest Combat Fighters in the Magical Golem Sect, apart from the four Elders.
   

        "I'll just use them all up; I doubt there will be much of an increase."
   

        Casio muttered to himself, not taking the life vibration energy desired by the members of the Magical Golem Sect seriously. The gap in the Holy Fist Realm was too large.
   

        "Whoosh whoosh whoosh..."
   

        With a thought, the life vibration energy surged out like river water.
   

        A warm flow moistened every part of his body and quickly disappeared.
   

        In the top right corner of his vision, the Cultivation Stat Bar.
   

        'Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 0.1% (Final Chapter)' →
   

        'Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 1.1% (Final Chapter)'
   

        "Sigh..." Casio shook his head. Even though he had anticipated it, he couldn't help but feel disappointed. Having accumulated it over the span of two years and with the Magical Golem Sect clearing out the nation, the life vibration energy obtained could only improve the progress of Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Unification by "1%".
   

        "Never mind, I wasn't really counting on these scraps..."
   

        "Directly use the life vibrational energy from the Pale Origin."
   

        His thoughts shifted, and he released the life vibration energy within his body that coiled like a huge dragon. Instantly, a surging waterfall engulfed Casio's entire body, and the scorching energy poured into every corner of his body like a tide, forcibly cramming into every cell.
   

        At this moment, it was like he was bathing in magma, as the terrifying heat drilled into every pore and skin of his body, feeling like countless piercing needles.
   

        The bones and joints in Casio's body creaked, and every cell cheerfully celebrated, making his body feel slightly bloated with a sense of fullness.
   

        Boom boom boom...
   

        The released Tyrant Fist aura expanded, causing the surrounding environment to change. The high-altitude cloud layer was drawn together, forming a thick and twisted gigantic vortex, enveloping Casio's silhouette.
   

        "Buzz buzz buzz..."
   

        His brain vibrated, and his will kept soaring.
   

        He could feel his body's Qi, which had already broken through to the Holy Fist Realm, swelling at a visible rate. That vast Qi, which normally would take a Holy Fist decades or even centuries to cultivate and master, was now instantly owned by Casio.
   

        In the top right corner, the end of the Cultivation Stat Bar became blurred. It was as if something was obscuring it, a misty fog that made it difficult to see clearly.
   

        A few seconds passed, the fog disappeared, and the numbers became visible.
   

        'Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 1.1% (Final Chapter)' →
   

        'Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 11.0% (Final Chapter)'
   

        9.9%! Just a bit short of a 10% improvement in cultivation progress!
   

        The effect of the life vibration energy from the Pale Origin was tenfold that of the ordinary life vibration energy that Casio had accumulated over two years! Keep in mind that the Pale Origin was in a near-destroyed state and had been depleted by contending with the Undying Flames of the Yan Yang Sacred Fist for thousands upon thousands of years. In the last moments, it also fought a massive battle with the White Bird Sacred Fist, Yan Yang Sacred Fist, and people like Casio.
   

        It's still the Ultimate Dark Entity!
   

        However, the Pale Origin is no ordinary Ultimate Dark Entity. At its peak, it had the potential to challenge the top ten Ultimate Dark Entities in the Endless Calamity. Casio's current level of strength, having just stepped into Tyrant Fist, can't compare to the Pale Origin. Of course, he would catch up soon.
   

        His fist slowly clenched, and a terrifying aura burst in the high altitude.
   

        The thick cloud layers dozens of miles gathered were directly scattered, revealing the smooth pitch-black night sky and the light red moon. Below the contour of the moon, a mysterious and powerful silhouette was quietly suspended in mid-air.
   

        "Hu..."
   

        Casio slowly exhaled a breath of white heat that stretched out for a hundred meters.
   

        He opened his eyes, which shone bright and gem-like.
   

        "A regular Saint Fist increases strength by one point for each point of Qi. But as a wielder of the Southern Dipper Tyrant Fist, for every point of Qi I increase, my combat power will increase by at least two points or more! The further we go, the stronger the power of the Southern Dipper Line becomes, gradually pulling away from the ordinary Saint Fist..."
   

        Casio murmured to himself, looking at his hands wrapped in the crimson Qi.
   

        "The power of the Southern Dipper and the Qi intertwine and twist together, sharing an infinite value increase and limitless expansion. Thus, all difficulties have a reason; the hardships of previous breakthroughs are exchanged for powerful strength later..."
   

        The next second, a blood-red silhouette flashed across the sky at an extreme speed, leaving a straight line like a red light cutting through the firmament on the dark canvas.
   

        July 1st, 4 a.m., in the remote suburbs of East Sea City, East Sea County.
   

        This was a coastal mountainous area, St. Lun Mountain, once a famous tourist spot. At this moment, it was completely covered with thick blood, turned into a scene right out of hell. From a pitch-black hole in the center of the mountain, blinding crimson light crazily shone out.
   

        Thump, thump, thump! Thump, thump, thump!
   

        From within that hole, the other world. It was as if some giant creature was slowly walking, each step causing violent vibrations.
   

        "Senairo, Senairo, Senairo..."
   

        One after another, deep murmurs transmitted through the earth, gradually growing louder. On the surface of the sea of blood that twisted out, a number of terribly shaped aliens and monsters were climbing and sprinting, while raising their hands or, rather, their limbs high. With their ferocious mouthparts wide open, they emitted vibrations.
   

        "Senairo, Senairo..."
   

        This strange syllable sounded like the sacred terminology of a religious ceremony. They were calling out to some existence, worshiping some being!
   

        "SENARO!!!"
   

        From the pitch-black hole on top of the mountain, a roar-like sound suddenly burst forth. Boom boom boom, the mountain crumbled, and the hole grew larger.
   

        A massively large head of an Evil Eye giant appeared in the sky.
   

        Ding! Ding ding ding ding...
   

        In the sea of blood, all dark creatures. Whether they were sprinting, climbing, or walking. Or those with wings, covered with limbs, with scales. The eye on each of their bodies lit up, crazed and evil, with blood vessels spreading out all over their bodies.
   

        This was Senairo, countless clusters of Senairo!
   

        The Evil Eye, the meaning of Senairo is Evil Eye!
   

        They are the Evil Eye Clan!
   

        Swoosh!
   

        In the distant sky, a red meteor with unimaginable speed suddenly flew by. Faintly at the ends of the meteor, one could see the ghostly ferocious wings – those were the spreading wings of a Blood Vulture Bird!
   

        Bang!
   

        The crimson meteor didn't stop or hesitate for a moment, plunging straight towards the earth.
   

        In the sea of blood, within the hole, whether it was the tens of thousands, hundreds of thousands of dark creatures layered on top of each other, or the overwhelmingly huge Evil Eye giant. At this moment, the evil eyes on their bodies all emitted a terrifying red light. With the craziness of devouring everything, they collectively locked onto the position of Casio.
   

        Angry roars merged into one, rushing towards the sky and earth.
   

        "Senairo! Senairo! Senairo!"
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        Ding!!!!
   

        A sound akin to energy accumulating rapidly spread across the ground.
   

        In the blink of an eye, a terrifying red light shot up into the sky, illuminating an area nearly a hundred miles around. Each dark creature turned into a rapidly expanding dark red halo; hundreds of thousands, even millions of halos overlapped, forming a dazzling red sun! It was like a divine majesty!
   

        Boom!
   

        After accumulating to its peak, the red light burst forth, millions of beams converging into a single scarlet column of frightening light.
   

        The column of light roared skywards, smashing straight into the falling meteor.
   

        In less than half a second, the two collided with a thunderous crash!
   

        Boom! Rumble, rumble, rumble...
   

        Visible ring-shaped shock waves spread out rapidly and frequently, sweeping the clouds from the sky and revealing the pitch-black night. At the center of the night sky, a ballooning orb of rainbow light hovered in mid-air, with power so terrifying it kept exploding.
   

        Specks of red light fell like fragile snowflakes, yet when they hit the ground, they were like meteors striking the earth.
   

        An explosion left behind a hole nearly a hundred meters in diameter.
   

        And this was merely debris from the Senairo red light, not even a residual wave. One could only imagine what Casio, at the center of the red light column, was enduring from the explosive energy bombardment.
   

        It was probable that even if a towering mountain peak fell at that moment, it would crumble to bits under the red light of Senairo formed by the congregation of a million dark creatures!
   

        However, within that expanding red light orb formed by the collision in mid-air...
   

        The situation appeared entirely different.
   

        A majestic silhouette slowly descended, draped in an expansive black trench coat. Golden hair lay neatly on his shoulders and back, impeccably straight without a single curl or mess, looking very refined.
   

        Casio's face was expressionless, his eyes showed no fluctuation.
   

        Facing the upward surge of the energy column, he simply pushed forward with his right hand, and an invisible yet indestructible barrier instantly enveloped a hundred-meter radius. It was as if a god had decreed it: nothing was allowed to breach the barrier within—not a single attack, absolutely not!
   

        Thus, the attack formed by the evil eyes of the hundreds of thousands, millions of dark creatures of Senairo was blocked outside of a hundred meters, not advancing an inch. And from a distance, the so-called violent collision scene, the so-called expanding red light orb, was merely a visual discrepancy formed by the Senairo energy that could not wash over the front, only wrapping across the surface of the spherical barrier instead.
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang...
   

        The howling energy piled up, ceaselessly.
   

        Casio, still pushing forward with one hand, began to grow impatient.
   

        Actually, with the speed he had flown in at, he could have completely avoided the strike. However, Casio wanted to test how much strength the realm of Tyrant Fist could really draw from an Ultimate Fighter.
   

        Now that he had deliberately taken the hit, he approximately knew.
   

        If this beam of Senairo energy had struck the previous Extreme Fighter level him, he would have certainly sustained heavy injuries, on the brink of death—that's even considering Casio in his Demon Idol state, with his physique's defenses fully unleashed. Had he not activated the Demon Idol, likely he would have been obliterated into a tragic end.
   

        But now, he blocked the strike with a raise of his hand as easily as eating or drinking. At this moment, Casio was like an immovable reef in the sea, with the power of the dark creatures crashing against him and shattering to pieces.
   

        Like waves piling upon waves, they appeared surging and imposing. But in reality, they shattered upon collision, turning into white foam at a touch.
   

        "Senairo! Senairo! Senairo!"
   

        On the blood-sea-like ground, countless dark creatures roared ever more intensely, as if that could somehow increase the power of the red energy column reaching for the sky, completely vaporizing the descending silhouette!
   

        "So noisy, like a swarm of nagging insects, babbling on and on," Casio thought with a flash of disgust in his eyes within the column of light.
   

        He extended the hand that was blocking the terrifying energy and transformed it into a fist in an instant.
   

        His fist swung down fiercely with exploding might and vigor.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!
   

        In the field of view, the thick red energy column that reached from earth to sky was instantly cleared away. Seemingly in a trance, one could see a massive fist phantasm pounding downwards, collapsing the entire Senairo energy column at the speed of lightning. It was fragile as a biscuit.
   

        Rumble, rumble!
   

        The ground trembled, the scarlet sea of blood rolled back.
   

        At the central location, a punch imprint several kilometers in size was firmly embedded in the ground. Dark creature bodies, crushed into flesh mud, lay spread upon the mud surface like flattened dough. There were even those directly vaporized by the terrifying power, merging with the air.
   

        With this one punch, tens, even hundreds of thousands of dark creatures were instantly killed. They did not suffer at all, for they died too quickly.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        In mid-air, a red silhouette traced a long, curved parabola, finally landing atop the highest point of the mountain peak beside St. Lun Mountain. This was a giant tree over a hundred meters tall, poking out of the blood water.
   

        The shock wave-generated wind brushed across, lifting the hem of the black windbreaker.
   

        Casio stood quietly at the tip of the giant tree, looking down at his right fist. The knuckles were thick, the contours prominent, the skin tough, like a weapon capable of unleashing unimaginable terrifying power.
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        The punch just now was his doing, he killed nearly a hundred thousand dark creatures with a single blow! And that was after shattering the energy pillar formed by a million-level dark creature conglomerate known as Senairo. It must be known that Casio, in the past, could only achieve such a feat by entering the fusion mode of Southern Dou's Power. The full burst of Sonic Fang, all the Southern Power roaring out.
   

        Only then could he hope to kill tens of thousands of dark creatures.
   

        Now, at the Tyrant Fist level, a normal punch already compares to the ultimate moves he used before his breakthrough. No, it might even be stronger than the ultimate moves, just a bit more formidable.
   

        What about when he gets serious? Goes all out? Fights desperately?
   

        These are three entirely different levels of exertion and strength.
   

        "Ha..." 
   

        Atop the giant tree, Casio slowly exhaled, his heart incomparably at ease. This is Tyrant Fist! This is the legendary realm of the Secret Martial Art that he pursued! Indeed, it's so powerful that it itches the hands, makes one eager to battle for seven days and nights, to vent out the brutality of power.
   

        He slowly opened his eyes, a hint of fiery heat flickered in his gaze.
   

        Looking down, in the thick blood sea below that continuously bubbled and emitted poison fog, a dense mass of dark creatures roared and charged over in a frenzy.
   

        With the utmost madness, malice, bloodthirstiness!
   

        If at this moment, it were someone else standing at the top of the giant tree, any Secret Martial Arts cultivator from the Real World, they would probably feel a chill in their heart.
   

        Feeling panic, unease, even despair.
   

        As if one is a cornered beast, forced into an impasse.
   

        Below, the fierce wolf pack with their eager eyes and blood-stained teeth. Simply seeing that despairing number is enough to instill fear and trembling.
   

        But now, in Casio's eyes?
   

        There are no bloodthirsty hungry wolves, no terrifying monsters.
   

        Below are but a cluster of lowly and despicable ants. Their wriggling mass, writhing and weak, nauseating and feeble.
   

        "Heh, I'll crush you."
   

        Atop the giant tree, Casio chuckled softly, thumb rolling out.
   

        Instantly, a horrifying aura of Tyrant Fist soared into the night sky like a towering pillar, completely occupying every inch of air and space around. This is Tyrant Fist, an aura unleashed outward, overwhelmingly invincible!
   

        He didn't even make a move, merely released the aura of the Tyrant Fist level.
   

        At once, the top of the night sky was smashed down by a vast scarlet heavy water ocean. Directly colliding with the thick blood sea on the ground.
   

        Boom!
   

        Endless blood water splashed up, and the earth seemed to flip over. The surface of the mud cracked with terrifying crevices, each several dozens of meters wide, with dark and deep trenches beneath. Some cracks were even over a hundred meters wide, practically forming a canyon.
   

        Body after body of dark creatures mixed with blood tumbled down.
   

        In a blink of an eye, the ant colony was eradicated. Of the horde of a million dark creatures, there were only a handful of survivors left. The rest were smashed to death by the aura Casio released.
   

        Originally, he couldn't do this just after breaking through to the Tyrant Fist realm. But the breakthrough of the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts: Spirit Segment had just increased by ten percent, equivalent to Casio instantly cultivating and soaking in the aura of the Tyrant Fist realm for dozens to hundreds of years. This smash down brought a boundless, surging World of Qi.
   

        Each portion of Qi imbued with the will of Tyrant Fist was unprecedentedly resilient and heavy. Almost like alloy molten iron in its toughness.
   

        Dark creatures below the level of Catastrophe Spirit died upon contact, unable to withstand even a second before being slain by the domineering will within the Qi. Even creatures above the Catastrophe Spirit level weren't much stronger, they might last a bit longer but would ultimately be erased. At most, those at the Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level could barely escape the ordeal by bursting forth with all their might, burning their power as the price.
   

        But once Casio turned his attention to them, they still couldn't escape death.
   

        "They're all just small fries, not even enough for a warm-up..."
   

        Casio shook his head with little interest and quickly turned his gaze towards St. Lun Mountain. There, a massive scarlet hole presented itself.
   

        On the other side of the hole, a familiar, intense aura of disasters transmitted through.
   

        Crack! Crack!
   

        Two large hands suddenly pressed against the left and right sides of the hole, grabbing the heavy rocky mountain. Immediately, as if a terrifying force burst, it caused Saint Lun Mountain to start shaking and tearing apart. The hole expanded bit by bit, and the air of disaster grew thicker and thicker. An endless stream of thick, sticky blood flowed and washed down from within.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        In the next second, an extremely massive Cyclops pushed its upper body out of the hole, blocking out the Blood Moon in the sky like a layer of clouds.
   

        It was so huge that just its upper body was almost one-quarter the size of Saint Lun Mountain. If its lower body were included, the whole would likely be half the size of Saint Lun Mountain! This was a living creature, a living creature comparing in size to a mountain peak. It was simply the cloud-top giants of myth and legend.
   

        Legend has it that in a mysterious and vast forest, giants often roam. Their footsteps cause earthquakes and startle flying birds. When they appear, their heads cannot be seen, as everything above their shoulders is already among the clouds. Humans can only gaze up at the mountain-like lower halves of their bodies.
   

        "Roar!!!!"
   

        The Cyclops thrust half its body out of the pitch-black hole, then let out a terrifying roar, as if announcing its arrival to the entire real world. The roar continued for three seconds, and the Cyclops's red single eye atop its head swept over the earth, suddenly spotting a scene of total destruction.
   

        The sea of blood was full of huge cracks and holes, and the millions of the Evil Eye Clan now only amounted to a few cats, big and small, sadly withered.
   

        In an instant, the Cyclops felt boundless fury.
   

        It had intended to completely cross over to this realm while Casio and the energy of the red light column from Senairo were contending, needing to first widen the passage. However, just the work of widening the passage had resulted in the annihilation of the vanguard troops!
   

        "Senairo!"
   

        The Cyclops let out another deafening roar.
   

        Its single eye on the top of its head instantly locked onto Casio. That black silhouette was gracefully drifting above the sea of blood, drawing a straight line as it swooped down.
   

        "Senairo!"
   

        The Cyclops's two thick arms, like pillars of heaven, raised high, lifting towards the sky. Its fists came together, casting a terrifyingly large silhouette of a shadow. A brute strength so formidable it was beyond belief erupted!
   

        The arms came crashing down fiercely, as if to smash a hole through the ground.
   

        Boom!!!!
   

        A tremendous noise burst forth, sounding like an earthquake.
   

        However, the location of the explosion was not the ground, but the Cyclops itself. As its two huge, pillar-like arms swung down furiously, a silhouette made a move first, landing an ordinary punch with no particular flair.
   

        Thud!!!
   

        The Cyclops exploded, its mountain-like massive upper body flesh flying in all directions, its skeleton disintegrating. Spreading towards every corner, the sky and ground alike, turning into a downpour of flesh.
   

        And amidst this rain of blood, a scarlet silhouette soared high.
   

        Casio sped towards the middle hole of Saint Lun Mountain, his feet planted at the terrifyingly dark edge. His entire being was expressionless, cold as if he were a machine. Directly below Casio's line of sight, across the enormous hole.
   

        The huge, lower half of a corpse laid upon the earth.
   

        From the cross-section, blood gushed out, forming a river.
   

        The Cyclops was not an Ultimate Dark Entity; it was a more special Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level existence. Like the powerful Totems separated from the Totem King, they were not independent beings, but supported remotely by an original body.
   

        Without a doubt, this weak point of invasion that was truly on par to be Casio's opponent, was not the swarming ants from before.
   

        It was what lay behind the Cyclops, beyond the passage between the two realms.
   

        King of Senairo!!!
   

        Tap!
   

        A foot in black leather boots stepped onto the edge of the hole.
   

        Casio's hair and trench coat flailed wildly, his eyes emitting a thick red light.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Ding!
   

        The familiar sound arose, layering heavily upon the ground and merging into one. It was the sound of the energy of the Senairo evil eye accumulating and intensifying.
   

        Rumbling...
   

        On the surface of the World of Calamities, directly opposite the gateway between the two realms, a number of downwardly concave holes suddenly appeared, resembling ant nests or honeycombs. Pockmarked and densely packed, they were almost enough to make one's skin crawl.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh...
   

        Clusters of red luminescent bodies shot from these ground holes straight into the sky, like a flurry of red light marbles fired off. There were many of them, an overwhelming number, resembling swarms of mosquitoes by the lake water in summer.
   

        "Senairo, Senairo, Senairo..."
   

        The luminescent bodies spun and vibrated, revealing their shapes. They were semi-transparent eyeballs, crowned with cloud-like floaters.
   

        The small ones were about the size of a person, while the large ones were nearly comparable to a small hill.
   

        They were the direct descendants who inherited the power of Senairo, and from their form alone, they were more akin to their source of origin. Senairo means the evil eye, and these luminescent bodies were indeed eyeball-shaped.
   

        The previous vanguard of over a million, in fact, had various shapes and appearances, but they all had an evil eye on their bodies that could utilize Senairo energy. They were more like dark creatures infected by the powerful Life Field of the King of Senairo, an Ultimate Dark Entity, from a great distance.
   

        That's why they were sent out first, treated as expendable cannon fodder.
   

        Ding ding ding ding ding!
   

        Suspended in the sky and upon the ground of the World of Calamities, the dense clusters of crimson eyeballs slowly rotated, and finally, their glowing pupils all locked onto Casio.
   

        Sss...s...s...
   

        A myriad of extremely fine red lines suddenly connected at the gateway between the two realms, revealing themselves as a series of straight trajectories. Normally, if there was only one such line, even the eyesight of a Secret Martial Art expert might fail to perceive it, for it was too fine—finer than a strand of hair.
   

        However, there were too many of these trajectories, an uncountable number crammed into the same inch of space. Perhaps millions, possibly tens of millions?
   

        In any case, there were so many that they became visible to the naked eye. The entire space before him seemed to turn into a red sieve, approaching densely and locked in.
   

        At the edge of the black hole, Casio slightly narrowed his eyes and slowly raised his right hand. Every inch of his palm's skin was traced with a myriad of pale red lines moving simultaneously, dynamically locking onto the silhouette.
   

        "Heh, you think this will work?" he said with a cold laugh, lifting his head.
   

        The next second, boom!!!!
   

        A terrifying red light column shot wildly out from within the World of Calamities.
   

        In the blink of an eye, it filled the entire interdimensional gateway, overflowed with an explosive burst, and flew towards the sky and sea of the Real World, far beyond what anyone could know. The entire pitch-black night was violently pierced and split apart.
   

        That day, villages and cities along a thousand kilometers of the Eastern Coast of the Hong Li Empire heard a buzzing sound overhead, like that of a bomber. Many were woken up, pushed open their windows, and suddenly saw a miracle-like red light column in the sky strike down diagonally into the deep sea!
   

        Thump!
   

        Countless tons of sea water surged into the sky, turning into a burst of violent winds and torrential rain.
   

        In the center of the deep sea, a huge hole appeared that couldn't be closed in a short time, bottomless, pitch black and deep. It seemed that even after evaporating thousands of meters of sea water, it still pierced all the way down through the seabed's mud and sand.
   

        Roaring, rumbling...
   

        The shock wave spread over the sea surface, about to evolve into a tsunami.
   

        In the Hong Li Empire, on the Eastern Coast, St. Lun Mountain.
   

        Completely blocking the interdimensional gateway, in the midst of the Senairo energy column.
   

        A raptor silhouette that seemed to burn with terrifying flames was not blasted to pieces by the fearsome energy nor was it blown away by the surging kinetic force. It just stood there, immobile and unwavering, as solid as Mount Tai.
   

        Even more, this vividly lifelike Blood Vulture Bird spread its ferocious wings, as if it was flying low in the Senairo energy column.
   

        At first glance, it was somewhat like a fighter plane conducting a closed-hole experiment. The Senairo energy column was the hole, and the Blood Vulture Bird was the fighter plane.
   

        To Casio, at this moment, the dense, overlapping waves of evil eye energy seemed to be nothing more than a slightly larger gale. At most, it made it a bit difficult to walk, but to think it could cause any harm or substantial exhaustion was utterly preposterous.
   

        Whether it's the Qi of a Fighter or the energy of dark creatures.
   

        Quality, always plays an extremely important factor.
   

        When the gap in quality reaches a certain level, quantity becomes hard to have a decisive impact. For example, using truckloads of cotton to strike a ping pong ball-sized piece of alloy. Could the cotton cause any visible damage to the alloy? Of course, this analogy might be a bit extreme. Maybe it would be more fitting to compare it to the flow of water and the rocks in a river.
   

        Under normal circumstances, in a normal environment, it's incredibly easy for rocks to divide the flow of water. Unless, the water continuously erodes the rock over years of polishing and washing. However, from the current situation, could these crimson eyeballs of the World of Calamities sustain this Senairo energy column for an entire year?
   

        Clearly, that's impossible.
   

        Merely ten breaths later, Casio could already feel the declining strength of the energy column. Fifteen breaths, and the column's strength was halved. Twenty breaths, and the energy column completely disappeared.
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        And Casio, transformed into the crimson aura of the Blood Vulture Bird, remained standing in the same spot.
   

        He was even standing on one leg, leisurely flapping his wings. The feathers and tail that burned like flames trembled as if shaking off the filthy energy between the gaps. His entire form remained unscathed.
   

        "Continually using some repetitive, useless methods."
   

        "The King of Senairo still refuses to show himself?"
   

        "Are you scared? Have you backed down?"
   

        In his murderous personality state, Casio's character was wildly arrogant; he was recklessly emanating the aura of Tyrant Fist, seemingly provoking the enemies of the World of Calamities!
   

        Come out, roll out, and battle him!
   

        However, while Casio verbally coaxed his adversary, his body lingered at the edge of the passage between the two worlds, with no intention of entering the World of Calamities.
   

        Unless it was absolutely necessary, or in a particularly exceptional circumstance, he would definitely not step into the World of Calamities to fight the Ultimate Dark Entity. That would be the same as foolishly giving up his home field advantage, handing the initiative over to the enemy on a platter. In the World of Calamities, every inch of air was filled with endless auras of disasters, and the power of the Ultimate Dark Entity would be even more formidable.
   

        Meanwhile, his own aura would be suppressed, leading to a seesaw situation.
   

        It was very likely that a balance of equal strength would result in a gap of power.
   

        If the battle took place in the real world, the same principle applied. He would have the initiative, the advantage, and he would even be able to carry out some of the bloodthirsty ideas in his mind. Yes, he wanted to massacre an Ultimate Dark Entity in this battle! First and foremost, he had to lure that Ultimate Dark Entity out of the World of Calamities. Otherwise, it would be too easy for the opponent to escape!
   

        Only when the Ultimate Dark Entity arrived in the real world would it become a rootless source, unable to replenish its original strength. It would be like fish leaping ashore, unable to obtain oxygen; depleting little by little until the sustenance they relied upon vanished completely, becoming no more than fish meat on the chopping board.
   

        "Screech!!!"
   

        A blood-curdling bird's cry that could pierce golden stone suddenly resounded across the heavens.
   

        It even spread across the World of Calamities and that expansive area.
   

        This was a provocation, an outright defiance filled with the aura of Tyrant Fist!
   

        Casio had come to understand that the King of Senairo was definitely a very cautious Ultimate Dark Entity. Previously, all the attacks from the side of the dark creatures were, in fact, probing, measuring Casio's caliber. After all, to the Ultimate Dark Entity, all dark creatures were no more than cannon fodder, expendable in droves as long as they could force out even a shred of his adversary's strength, no matter the cost—even if the lives of millions of dark creatures were squandered, even if one of the Evil Eye Giants had already perished.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh...
   

        The Gale howled through, and a large amount of air from the World of Calamities poured into the area around St. Lun Mountain, causing the atmosphere there to become eerie.
   

        Ding!
   

        Around them, in the Buffer Zone where the auras and rules of the real world and the World of Calamities clashed, suddenly countless red light spots lit up.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the entire hemispherical area lit up as bright as day.
   

        Casio suddenly turned around, looking toward the sky directly opposite St. Lun Mountain.
   

        There, an immense Phantasm slowly materialized.
   

        It was not any physical entity, but a red energy conglomerate. With a robe trailing behind, humanoid in shape, a cloak, a red eyeball beneath the cloak, and a shapeshifting weapon in the hand of the cloaked figure.
   

        Casio's brows slightly raised, and his aura once again turned dangerous.
   

        He originally thought the King of Senairo might be a gigantic eyeball as big as a mountain range, but, unexpectedly, his opponent was not a physical entity, but a kind of energy. That's right, the King of Senairo was the personification of the will of Senairo energy! It was different from the traditional Ultimate Dark Entity.
   

        The King of Senairo had a much freer form, completely unrestrained.
   

        It could become a ferocious beast, a ghostly Phantasm, or as now, a humanoid Giant Statue.
   

        What remained constant was its origin, the Senairo energy.
   

        At St. Lun Mountain, on the edge of the passage between worlds, Casio's gaze slowly swept over the surrounding area; the whole phase between the two worlds was filled with Senairo energy.
   

        He immediately realized another reason for the previous attacks.
   

        Not only to probe Casio and attack him.
   

        But also to let a vast amount of Senairo energy pour into the real world.
   

        At least within this surrounding buffer zone, there needed to be a sufficient energy density in the air. Only then could the descent of the King of Senairo be supported.
   

        It was like the tide causing the sea level to rise, enabling creatures that once lived underwater to reach places they couldn't before.
   

        Casio's thoughts raced in his mind, yet his expression remained unchanged.
   

        He didn't care about the scrutiny of the Evil Eye Clan, nor about the schemes that came with the descent of the King of Senairo. All Casio wanted was for his adversary to come, to enter the Real World. Everything else was a trivial detail, not worth fussing over.
   

        Boom boom boom boom...
   

        The will of the Ultimate Dark Entity, the King of Senairo, had descended.
   

        Most of its will had transferred from the World of Calamities, flowing into this prepared zone saturated with Senairo energy. The crimson Cloak Phantasm in the sky became increasingly solidified, its Aura more formidable. Layer upon layer of strange fluctuations swept out, covering a radius of hundreds of miles.
   

        The woods trembled, and the lush green leaves turned a shade paler and grayer.
   

        "Is it you who are provoking me? A newly emerged Tyrant Fist..."
   

        From the top of the dome of the sky, beneath the Cloak Phantasm's cloak, a solitary red eye suddenly lit up. It lowered its head, staring down at Casio atop St. Lun Mountain.
   

        A quaking will thundered, sweeping over the skies and Cloud Layer.
   

        A terrifying oppressive force filled every inch of air, making the surrounding currents of air solidify like cement, as if intending to crush the earth itself.
   

        "Or else? Hahaha..."
   

        The boisterous laughter was like the sound of the Grand Bell.
   

        Suddenly, it overwhelmed the fluctuating presence of the King of Senairo.
   

        Casio lightly tapped with the tip of his foot, and his entire being floated up into the air, sweeping upward.
   

        Gradually, he reached a height level with the head of the King of Senairo.
   

        His gaze was deep, dark, and still as he quietly met the sanguine solitary eye.
   

        "You dared to come out from the World of Calamities into the Real World, probably because you sensed that a new Tyrant Fist had emerged. After all, being born into the realm of the Holy Fist, even though the essence of my strength has received an unprecedented boost, my accumulation in the Holy Fist Realm is still not enough..."
   

        "You might think that a secret martial artist who has just broken through to the Holy Fist Realm is currently bloating both in strength and spirit..."
   

        "Taking this opportunity, you enter the Real World. While I am still arrogant, while I still lack accumulation, to strike first with overwhelming force, to slaughter and consume me. Thus, aiding your advancement to a further stage in the realm of the Ultimate Dark Entity..."
   

        "Is that so?"
   

        Casio's face revealed a wicked smile, suggesting a sense of deceitful triumph. His Aura began to emit openly from his body.
   

        The Aura that had already reached the level of an ordinary Tyrant Fist realm began to climb unrestrained, the sense of danger growing thicker, the sense of oppression stronger.
   

        One-tenth progress in the Unity of Spirit chapter of the Secret Martial Art with the Demon Idol, and a bit more.
   

        This progress brought with it a Qi that even the practitioners of the Holy Fist Realm, after hundreds of years of diligent cultivation, could only hope to accumulate!
   

        "Taking this opportunity, you enter the Real World. While I am still arrogant, while I still lack accumulation, to strike first with overwhelming force, to slaughter and consume me. Thus, aiding your advancement to a further stage in the realm of the Ultimate Dark Entity..."
   

        "Is that so?"
   

        Casio's face revealed a wicked smile, suggesting a sense of deceitful triumph. His Aura began to emit openly from his body.
   

        The Aura that had already reached the level of an ordinary Tyrant Fist realm began to climb unrestrained, the sense of danger growing thicker, the sense of oppression stronger.
   

        One-tenth progress in the Unity of Spirit chapter of the Secret Martial Art with the Demon Idol, and a bit more.
   

        This progress brought with it a Qi that even the practitioners of the Holy Fist Realm, after hundreds of years of diligent cultivation, could only hope to accumulate!
   

        One-tenth progress in the Unity of Spirit chapter of the Secret Martial Art with the Demon Idol, and a bit more. 
   

        This progress brought with it a Qi that even the practitioners of the Holy Fist Realm, after hundreds of years of diligent cultivation, could only hope to accumulate!!!
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        In fact, two years ago, during the journey to the Eternal Islands,
   

        Casio entered the World of Qi of the White Bird Sacred Fist. Not only did he practice the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist there, he also received many important hidden messages.
   

        Among them, there were details about the Sacred Fists' hidden cards and methods left in the Real World. After all, the Real World is the humans' home field; it wasn't very difficult for the Sacred Fists to leave something behind. And at this very moment, the sudden appearance of the Dark Ice Extreme Fist was one of those hidden cards.
   

        Whenever a major situation or significant change occurred in the Real World,
   

        the will of the Dark Ice Extreme Fist would return to join the battle.
   

        Clearly, the arrival of the wide-ranging Catastrophe Tidal was a major event, with three weak points in the Real World overlapping with the World of Calamities. It was definitely a big deal.
   

        And the weak point along the coastline was under invasion by a massive number of the Evil Eye Clan, with the Ultimate Dark Entity, King of Senairo, descending upon the mortal realm. Without a doubt, it was the most turbulent and aggressively attacked among the three weak points.
   

        So, when the wide-ranging Catastrophe Tidal swept through the World of Calamities, affecting the Real World, the Dark Ice Extreme Fist awoke from its icy tomb in the Arctic Ocean. The Holy Fist Realm's will had just returned and was already rushing towards this area!
   

        And Casio, who already knew the related hidden information, had just hurried to the eastern coastline of the Hong Li Empire. He faintly sensed that approaching Sacred Fist-level aura. Thus, the killing intent that had been stirring in his heart suddenly became nearly uncontrollable.
   

        King of Senairo, you'd better cower in the World of Calamities like a turtle retracting into its shell. The moment you appear in the Real World, transferring the majority of your will and strength, you will be facing a hunt launched by not one, but two Holy Fist Realm beings!
   

        "This is a trap!"
   

        In the skies above St. Lun Mountain, the red single eye under the shadowy cloak suddenly flickered with emotions of shock and regret.
   

        King of Senairo had thought he was cautious enough, using tens to hundreds of thousands of dark creatures as cannon fodder to test the waters, wanting to gauge the strength of Casio, the newly risen Tyrant Fist. Later, he used seemingly ineffective attacks to saturate the surrounding area with Senairo energy. This allowed most of his will to descend and exhibit full strength from the World of Calamities for a short time, unaffected by the Real World. With this, he might attempt to hunt down Casio.
   

        But the king wasn't the only one capable of scheming.
   

        Casio had concealed his true strength from the start, only showing the level of performance expected of a newly risen Tyrant Fist, to lure the King of Senairo.
   

        The Buffer Zone near the passageway between the two worlds, where the Rules of the World of Calamities and the Real World clashed, was extremely chaotic. Even for a Dark Ultimate Body like King of Senairo, it was impossible to detect the approaching Dark Ice Extreme Fist from outside the Buffer Zone. He had taken the bait unknowingly. And now, with the Holy Fist Aura of the Dark Ice Extreme Fist remotely locked onto the King of Senairo, he finally realized it.
   

        By then, it was too late.
   

        "Get out of my way!"
   

        A violent psychic roar swept away the clouds in the sky.
   

        The massive shadowy figure in the robe, which had expanded to thousands of meters in height, was now rapidly shrinking and in the blink of an eye reduced to around three meters tall. This signified that the King of Senairo was preparing to fight with all his might.
   

        Although Sacred Fists and Dark Ultimate Beings already possessed godlike strength from myths and legends, capable of moving mountains and overturning seas,
   

        they wielded the terrifying power to transform natural landscapes and terrains.
   

        However, this was mainly the battle mode against enemies beneath the Sacred Fist level.
   

        When Sacred Fists and Dark Ultimate Beings were truly earnest, truly engaged in life or death combat within the same realm, they naturally needed to fully concentrate and gather their strength. Whether for defense or attack, higher quality and heavier impact were always more advantageous, weren't they?
   

        So at this moment, the shrinking form of the King of Senairo was not a sign of weakness but a declaration that he was ready to fight with all his might!
   

        Rustle rustle, the scarlet robe fluttered lightly, with tiny, profound Vortexes suddenly appearing on the heavy fabric. Eyes began to sprout within each Vortex, countless and tightly packed together.
   

        Sounds of friction...
   

        From the pupils of the eyes, strands of highly concentrated Senairo energy threads spread out, gently brushing over the shoulders, waist, and arms, and eventually gathering on the Bizarre Weapon that the King of Senairo gripped tightly in his right hand.
   

        The Weapon voraciously absorbed the Senairo energy, emitting a dazzling red light. Its form began to morph, gradually transforming into a huge Cross Sword. One meter, three meters, five meters, until it finally stopped at six meters.
   

        And on the blade, which emitted a strange red light, a series of pitch-black eyeballs slowly opened. They were neatly arranged, their pupils revealing a mad and ferocious emotion, with bizarre fluctuations spreading throughout the sword's body.
   

        These were the Black Inscriptions Eyes.
   

        They symbolized utmost Destruction, Corrosion, and Sharpness.
   

        One of the three supreme eye powers mastered by the King of Senairo!
   

        Any being below the level of Sacred Fist, merely glanced at by the Black Inscriptions Eye, would crumble to death in a moment. They might turn into a pile of rotten flesh, become a static red-glowing Sculpture, or be sliced into a Skeleton by an ultimate sharp blade. Now, on this sword, there were ten Black Inscriptions Eyes lined up, each amplifying the extreme sharpness.
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        Ding, ding, ding, ding, ding!
   

        On the surface of the Cross Sword, half of the Black Inscriptions' eyes lit up.
   

        The silhouette of King of Senairo's scarlet robe vanished in an instant, appearing in front of Casio like a ghost. Without any probing or pause, he viciously swung his sword at Casio. The six-meter-long Cross Dark Inscription Sword tore through layers of air, emitting a supremely sharp buzzing.
   

        Its tip, ablaze with scarlet light spots, traced a deadly and beautiful rounded arc, bringing with it the terrifying power of the supreme eyeballs to strike down!
   

        Shoo!
   

        At that moment, Casio suddenly struck, his single arm tearing through the air, ferociously sweeping upward. On the back of his hand, five red threads stretched from his shoulders to his fingertips. His fingers instantly closed together, forming a beak-like shape as tight as iron pliers. Suddenly, a cry of a raptor burst through the air, pulling into a long red arc-shaped afterimage.
   

        Ding!!!
   

        The clear metallic buzzing amplified countless times, causing the ground to vibrate.
   

        Casio's right hand shot out, blocking the Cross Dark Inscription Sword of King of Senairo! No, it would be more accurate to say that five spiral fangs tightly clenched the body of the sword, like five Blood Vulture Beaks nailed at the edge of the blade.
   

        With a hiss of friction, terrifying sparks flew off in a trail.
   

        Zing, zing, zing!
   

        The arm wrestling from both sides caused the surrounding air to ripple out like a shock wave.
   

        Casio's five fingers were covered with scarlet Qi, hazily manifesting the sharp phantasms of Blood Vulture Beaks, so rich in red that they seemed to be dripping blood. At the center of the Cross Sword, the five lit-up Black Inscriptions' eyes watched these five fingers, where the black lines and red lights collided and neutralized each other crazily.
   

        If you were to speak about the Holy Fist Realm, aside from the sublimation and expansion of Qi, there was another completely different aspect compared to before. That would probably be the skills; the Holy Fist Realm had no skills! Such as the three ultimate moves of South Dou Red Vulture Fist previously created by Casio: Hundred Palms Thousand Hands, Scarlet Fang Spear, and Deep Red Waterfall—all had been simplified from complex and fused into every punch and kick.
   

        The Holy Fist Realm did not need skills, because every punch they threw was a skill, every strike was lethal. Hundreds of skills, thousands of mysteries, were all integrated into the body of Holy Fist. This was acting as one desires, returning to the original simplicity.
   

        Like now, Casio clearly used a technique similar to the Scarlet Fang Spear, but he did not follow the pattern of the Scarlet Fang Spear's ultimate move. He nearly just moved his thought, and though he did not use any technique, the effect belonging to the technique occurred. It was more elusive than trying to catch a mirage, completely unfathomable.
   

        Ding!
   

        Two silhouettes violently collided and turned into black and red lines flying backward.
   

        Casio crashed directly into a large boulder, shattering it; debris and dust shot up into the air, and a black shadow soared again like a meteor.
   

        As the environment and scenery rapidly receded backward, Casio's eyes were as sharp as an eagle's, firmly locking onto the three-meter-tall red-cloaked phantasm ahead.
   

        Boom!
   

        He punched out, driving his whole form to accelerate forward explosively.
   

        A red line rapidly chased after King of Senairo, and just as it was about to catch up, it abruptly swelled and transformed into a Blood Vulture.
   

        Squawk!
   

        The Blood Vulture vibrated its wings like steel blades, the surging scarlet Qi on the wings like layers of terrifying flames burning.
   

        It swooped out fiercely, its scarlet eyes as if dripping blood.
   

        Zing!
   

        In mid-air, King of Senairo suddenly swung powerfully, his Cross Sword tracing a half-moon arc, fiercely slashing towards the Blood Vulture transformed by Casio!
   

        During the slashing process, the Black Inscriptions' eyes lit up one after another.
   

        A total of eight eyeballs glowed, emitting an extreme sharpness and sense of destruction, covering the weapon transformed from Senairo's energy.
   

        Shoo! Shoo!
   

        Two silhouettes flashed past each other, their powers erupting simultaneously.
   

        King of Senairo turned into a fast-moving scarlet afterimage.
   

        Casio glided like a fighter plane, hovering in mid-air.
   

        Blood dripped down, and dense red light poured out like debris along Casio's arm, spreading and drifting through the air like a waterfall. He looked down at his right hand, and a cut appeared on the palm of his hand; the destructive effect of the Black Inscriptions' eyes was rapidly spreading. Casio, with a thought, had his Tyrant Fist Qi immediately expel it.
   

        He abruptly turned his head, looking towards King of Senairo in the distance.
   

        King of Senairo's robe was missing a part, and a claw mark penetrating wound appeared on the surface of his highly condensed energy body.
   

        A vast power leaked out, surging up into the sky like steam.
   

        King of Senairo frowned slightly. The Deathfang Power invading his wound was crazily decomposing and spiraling, consuming Senairo's energy.
   

        And while he gathered Senairo's energy trying to force it out, the Deathfang Power revealed alarming invasiveness and tenacity. Temporarily, like a poison clinging to bone, it was difficult to completely expel from his body.
   

        Shoo!
   

        In the moment King of Senairo was distracted and paused, Casio transformed into a red afterimage and rushed over, his Tyrant Fist power bursting forth without any concealment.
   

        Bang, bang, bang… Bang, bang, bang…
   

        Two standard-sized silhouettes tangled in the sky, yet the terrifying noise they emitted was like two mountain ranges colliding. Gale and air waves layered upon one another, expanding visibly in ripples.
   

        Accompanied by each explosion, more were like mushroom clouds shooting into the sky, and two different shades of red light dominated the entire sky.
   

        In just a short time, the two ultimate beings had already collided thousands of times, with power crazily pouring into every inch of space.
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        Casio was becoming more and more adept, fighting with increasing ease and fluency. He was gradually adapting to battles at the level of the Holy Fist Realm.
   

        In contrast, the King of Senairo was slowly falling behind.
   

        On the Cross Sword, out of the ten Black Inscription Eyes, nine were continuously lighting up, furiously consuming Black Inscription Energy. However, they still couldn't get the better of Casio, merely causing some minor injuries from collisions.
   

        Out of necessity, the King of Senairo even activated two more supreme eyeballs. The Eye of Light Boundary and the Blood Pupil Eye, combining and resonating with each other, made the clash of powers increasingly intense.
   

        This, indeed, caused Casio certain difficulties. But after he became familiar with the battle methods of the Holy Fist Realm, he quickly managed to handle them with composure once again.
   

        "Do I really need to make all ten supreme eyes burst?!"
   

        The King of Senairo, while wildly battling with its weapon, had its will rapidly fluctuating. It's not that it didn't want to use the power of the ten supreme eyes from the beginning, but if all ten resonated and burst at the same time, they would also be destroyed afterward. These were supreme eyes which even an existence at the level of the King of Senairo would take decades or even a hundred years to condense.
   

        Losing all ten would be tantamount to wasting a millennium of accumulation.
   

        This was a loss even a Dark Ultimate Entity would find hard to accept.
   

        However, the Dark Ice Extreme Fist was already sweeping towards them from afar. If a decision wasn't made soon, they would likely face a two-on-one situation! By then, it wouldn't just be a matter of wasting a millennium of efforts, but severe injuries or even death!
   

        "All ten Black Inscription Eyes?!"
   

        "No, use them all, Black Inscription! Eye of Light Boundary! Blood Pupil!"
   

        The King of Senairo was growing desperate, having lost the calm and arrogance it had at the start. It no longer desired to kill Casio to advance itself further. The King of Senairo now only wanted to find a hole to crawl back to the World of Calamities and hide like a shrinking turtle! Nothing else mattered!
   

        "Get out of my way!!!"
   

        Terrible fluctuations of spirit caused the air itself to tremble.
   

        The King of Senairo lifted its weapon with one hand, gathering Senairo Energy that transformed into a bloody scythe over ten meters long, with a vicious and enormous end.
   

        It swung the scythe down on Casio, with red light expanding explosively.
   

        Thirty supreme eyes lit up at the same time! A multitude of ultimate effects overlapped with resonance, and out came a streak of gold light akin to sparks.
   

        That gold light was supremely sharp, supremely destructive, supremely terrifying.
   

        It seemed it would even split an entire continent in two with brute force!
   

        "Scram!" The King of Senairo let out an enraged roar.
   

        Boom! Boundless explosions and collisions echoed, with smoke and dust filling the sky, obscuring the figures of both sides. A gale suddenly swept through.
   

        In front of St. Lun Mountain, two shadows were frozen in place like sculptures.
   

        The King of Senairo's scythe had struck into Casio's body, nearly impaling him diagonally, almost severing him in two. Yet on Casio's face hung a ferocious expression, as if he were possessed. His fists pierced through the King of Senairo's energy body, and his fingers were firmly embedded into its back.
   

        "You... you!"
   

        The King of Senairo's red solo eye widened, filled with disbelief. The ultimate blow it had just delivered should have severely wounded even a fighter of the Holy Fist Realm, possibly even killed them if they were unlucky. The logical thing to do would have been to dodge the scythe. And by doing so, the King of Senairo would have got rid of the entanglement and made its way into the portal between the two worlds. However, Casio did not do that.
   

        He had actually taken that blow head on!
   

        In front of the King of Senairo, there was no sign of pain in Casio's expression or in his eyes, only an intense ferocity and fervor. He had made up his mind completely, determined to slaughter a complete Dark Ultimate Entity before the Retrospection ended, to taste what flavor it was!
   

        Casio's flesh, to reach the level of a Dark Ultimate Entity, the magic puppet secret weapon, to advance further, the Tyrant Fist realm, to continue climbing, all needed the King of Senairo to generously offer up the power it had accumulated over countless years!
   

        So, stay put, and die here obediently!
   

        St. Lun Mountain, shall be the gravestone I've chosen for you!!!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        As time drew near to the conclusion of the Era of Retrospection, Casio's actions became bolder, especially after securing the backing of the Legendary Antiques' Obsession. He would make wild moves that ordinary people couldn't understand.
   

        In exchange for severe injuries, the King of Senairo couldn't escape back to the World of Calamities.
   

        For other fighters at the Holy Fist Realm, it wasn't worth it.
   

        But for Casio, it was worth it!
   

        Screech!
   

        A bird cry, intimidating the skies, burst forth suddenly.
   

        Bright crimson light expanded rapidly, that was the Tyrant Fist Qi bursting out in overlapping waves! This solid-like, condensed Qi filled the surrounding space, turning into a material similar to tree gel.
   

        The King of Senairo burst forth violently but retreated suddenly. Originally, it would have been like a meteor streaking through the sky, covering several kilometers in a blink. But in this domain of crimson Qi, it merely opened a nearly hundred-meter-long clear tunnel. The force of that burst was already spent.
   

        As fighters broke through to the Holy Fist Realm, their iconic momentum and aura also reached unprecedented heights. If before Casio's bursting Qi were not the Ultimate Dark Entity, the King of Senairo, but rather a regular Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures, or a regular fighter, they would have been frozen in time, completely embedded within the Tyrant Fist aura.
   

        Unable to move, unable to stir, like insects encased in amber.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        Within the terrifying crimson aura, the King of Senairo attempted to burst forth again. But the scythe strike it had just delivered to Casio had drained too much of its strength, and now it was insufficient. The rapidly expanding, flaming-like energy of Senairo erupted but only managed to burn through about a hundred meters of the surrounding area. It fell short of breaking through Casio's Tyrant Fist aura domain by a crucial margin—a margin that proved fatal!
   

        Because the Dark Ice Extreme Fist had finally arrived!
   

        Crack, crack, crack, crack...
   

        The sky over St. Lun Mountain and the ground, along with the woods and open spaces tens of kilometers around, all plummeted in temperature at the same moment. Sparkling snowflakes roared down, striking the land covered with white frost.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the temperature had plunged below zero.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A dark blue silhouette sprinted wildly across the ground.
   

        It wasn't using any flashy flitting or gliding but simply stepping solidly on the ground, silently gathering force, a subtle power ripple transmitting through the ground. Tap, tap, tap, crackle! The frequency of the blue-black silhouette's steps remained constant, but its speed increased rapidly, and a sphere of Qi afterimage tightly encapsulated it. In a haze, it formed an array of afterimages.
   

        It was like a majestic iceberg reflecting and refracting sunlight!
   

        Thump! Thump! Thump! Whoosh!
   

        Three successive ground stomps later, the Dark Ice Extreme Fist flew across, both eyes and aura tightly locking onto the position of the King of Senairo. A punch was thundered out!
   

        An iceberg cold as the Arctic Ocean, shifted and collided!
   

        "I'm coming too!"
   

        Casio's face instantly turned solemn and domineering, his pupils like searchlights, projected two columns of crimson light. His already grievously injured form seemed completely unaffected as he charged head-on!
   

        A huge vortex of crimson Qi swallowed Casio's body.
   

        On the other side of the vortex, what rolled out was no longer human, but a Blood Vulture Bird that seemed to be ablaze with terrifying flames! Its densely packed feathers fluttered, like a hundred palms and a thousand hands' afterimages vibrating. Its wings glided swiftly through the air, the Qi pulling out twin deep-red waterfalls.
   

        Even more, ten sharp claws entwined with a spiral Aura reached down.
   

        At the front, the bird's beak was exactly like the Beak of the Blood Vultures Casio used to employ using the final secret skill of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist before achieving the Holy Fist.
   

        Bathed in crimson, the very tip lit up with a red glow, as if dripping blood.
   

        Atop the Blood Vulture Bird's head, erected scales and feathers intertwined and twisted together, with the Qi wildly dancing. It was as if forming a crown ablaze in fierce red, conveying an inexplicably domineering will.
   

        "King of Blood Vultures!!!"
   

        Casio's eyes and the crimson pupils of the Blood Vulture Bird overlapped, both figures now completely merged together, roaring as they charged at the King of Senairo.
   

        "Trying to kill me? Dream on! Ahhhhhhh!"
   

        A terrifying roar enveloped the entire buffer zone. The resonating vibrations made skulls tremble, infecting them with that will.
   

        The King of Senairo would never willingly be killed, nor had it ever considered being killed. It was the immortal Ultimate Dark Entity, it was the source of Senairo energy, it was the root of the Evil Eye Clan!
   

        No, no way, absolutely not!
   

        "I won't die!"
   

        With a sudden movement, the King of Senairo extended an energy arm and grabbed the lone crimson eye floating quietly beneath its cloak. After a slight hesitation, it completely crushed it in the next second, unleashing a terrifying force!
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        A terrifying red glow phantom, the swooping King of Blood Vultures, and the soaring majestic iceberg. Three ultimate forces crushed everything on their path forward, colliding fiercely!
   

        Thump!
   

        *********************************
   

        Hong Li Empire, near Florence, Fal County.
   

        Here, is the second weak spot brought about by the Catastrophe Tidal.
   

        Layers of black mud spread from the portal between two worlds, completely occupying the lake in the Real World. This ominously evil mud continuously advanced on the earth, devouring vast patches of grasslands, hills, and woods. Wherever the black mud flowed, the buffer zone between the Real World and the World of Calamities gradually expanded.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        From this phenomenon, the weak point here, though not as magnificent as the one in East Sea City, also had alarming aggressiveness. In just a short time, dozens of towns in Fal County had been completely swallowed up.
   

        On the edge of the buffer zone, atop a trench surrounded by hills,
   

        stood a still silhouette, with an exceptionally heavy aura.
   

        He had a head of red hair, as if flames were burning, wore a long trench coat, and donned a golden ring on his hand. At this moment, his thumb was rubbing the complex, uneven patterns on the surface of the ring. This was a small, continuous gesture that the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism made when faced with difficult problems or when feeling uneasy and restless. If he was simply pondering some issues, he would only spin the ring, not constantly rub it.
   

        "Just like what the Magical Golem Sect Master said, an unprecedented catastrophe has occurred," a figure in a black suit suddenly appeared next to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. He was the President of the Hunters Association, Di Lixia Ti.
   

        The former Holy Light Hunter, and of course, now the number one Shadow Hunter.
   

        "An unprecedented catastrophe, unprecedented disasters..."
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism shook his head; this situation was completely out of his control. He could faintly sense the terrifying fluctuations emanating from the distant weak point, which were downright horrifying. Even though he was one of the rare Extreme Fighter Level powerhouses in the world...
   

        "Such a place, and there are actually three of them on the entire continent!"
   

        "Even for just this one in front of us, I have no confidence whatsoever in solving it. Or rather, I don't have much confidence in even contending with it..."
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism murmured to himself. Di Lixia Ti, who was beside him, heard these words and began to encourage his superior, attempting to restore confidence.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism shook his head again, saying nothing more.
   

        Some things were far from as simple as imagined. The higher the position and the stronger the strength, the clearer it became how terrifying the situation at hand was, what a gap there was. On the contrary, those with lesser vision and strength, who were mired in confusion or only caught glimpses, harbored a kind of tragically naive confidence.
   

        Like Di Lixia Ti now.
   

        His current definition of the situation was that it could be resolved by the full effort of the Dark Hunt Organization, albeit with extreme difficulty.
   

        But the actual situation far exceeded Di Lixia Ti's imagination.
   

        Reliance on just one Dark Hunt Organization, no, just the city of Florence alone, might very well lead to total annihilation in a matter of days.
   

        "Magical Golem Sect, Secret Martial Arts World, Black Rain Villa, Casio..."
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism's mind flashed through several powerful forces, finally settling on the image of Casio. A glimmer of hope ignited in his heart but quickly extinguished. The disaster that befell this time was not merely one weak point but two others! As a top existence in the world, the Chief Inspector sensed three explosive fluctuations that emerged simultaneously at the moment of the Catastrophe Tidal's arrival. Undoubtedly, they were three channels.
   

        The invasion was not only happening on Florence's side but also in other areas of the Hong Li Empire. The Magical Golem Sect had to deal with the threats near them too. They couldn't possibly send all their forces to support the north.
   

        To be honest, judging by the terrifying fluctuations of the weak point before him, the other major forces were probably barely able to fend for themselves. Who could support whom and who could save whom was still uncertain. What followed would likely fall solely to the Dark Hunt Organization to bear. Of course, the Royal Family and the Council should also be fully committed. However, all together, they were probably just a drop in the bucket.
   

        Difficult... difficult... difficult...
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism rubbed the ring, his eyes dark and profound.
   

        As time ticked away, the sky brightened, and the Sun also rose. But above the dome, a phantasm of the moon still appeared at every moment. On this day, a rare sight of the sun and moon appearing together was witnessed. The Sun was particularly dim, its light as weak as on an overcast rainy day. Meanwhile, the moon was tinged with a pale blood color, conspicuously evident.
   

        Layers upon layers of vast, bizarre fluctuations that normal humans could not perceive swept through the deep layers of the world, and during this period, they continuously impacted the Real World. All over the earth, dark creatures were in complete revolt.
   

        They no longer hid in desolate fields or concealed themselves within the crowds. Instead, they manifested in broad daylight, attacking humans like ferocious beasts. The diversity of their odd appearances and terrifying abilities caused widespread panic.
   

        But at this moment, the effects of the Secret Martial Arts World's two-year propagation became evident. Numerous Secret Martial Arts hobbyists who had learned the simplified techniques of the Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart stood up to join the fray.
   

        They were not afraid of the ugliness of the dark creatures.
   

        On the contrary, they exhibited an unusually fervent enthusiasm.
   

        Whether it was due to their minds being affected by their training, or poor willpower leading to a twisted worldview after becoming slaves to their Boxing Method, was unknown.
   

        But in any case, they definitely stepped forward!
   

        In every sense of the word!
   

        All across the continent, battles raged everywhere, combat was inevitable.
   

        The claws and blades of the dark creatures, the fists and Muscles of the Secret Martial Arts practitioners. Each had their own reasons, refusing to back down! Their fighting spirit was at its peak and frenzied, as if death were being decided in this brief period!
   

        Burning, the entire Hong Li Empire was ablaze!
   

        On the first of July, in the afternoon, near the Imperial Capital of Florence.
   

        This weak point of disaster's black mud had already spread here!
   

        Inside the black mud, clusters of spherical objects writhed and struggled. Various bizarre dark creatures, like embryos, were hatched. They had just emerged from their cocoons, carrying an intense desire for slaughter and conquest. They were like combat killing machines set up right out of the factory!
   

        Invasion! Conquest! Feeding! Slaughter!
   

        Standing atop the great walls of Florence, one could see far into the distance.
   

        Clusters of black mud embryos dotted the earth, overlapping extensively. Even more countless dark creatures lurked, flew, and ran, densely packed like a swarm of ants. It was impossible to see just how many there were.
   

        If it weren't for the existence of the buffer zone, the covetous creatures would probably have already surged forward, completely surrounding the city of Florence!
   

        And now, the buffer zone seemed to be gradually blurring and disappearing.
   

        It might not be long before a great battle would begin.
   

        At the top of the city, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism clenched his fist, silent.
   

        Suddenly, a hunter from the Dark Hunt Organization ran over. "Chief Inspector, we found traces of the Door Organization in the southeast direction!"
   

        "The Door Organization?!" The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism turned his head sharply.
   

        When it rains, it pours—the worst possible scenario happened.
   

        "Whoosh whoosh whoosh... whoosh whoosh whoosh..."
   

        Suddenly, to the southwest of Florence, numerous figures dressed in black moved rapidly towards this side. Their steps were steady and forceful, carrying a fierce and formidable aura. They were clearly elite forces.
   

        "That is!"
   

        Ten minutes later, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism sighed in relief. Although he could not say that he was completely free of danger, he felt much more at ease. Elites and high-end forces from Black Rain Villa, the Secret Martial Arts World of the Empire, and the Magical Golem Sect had actually come! All of the forces had come to the aid of Florence!
   

        It was a huge surprise and a tremendous help.
   

        Besides, there was another exciting piece of news!
   

        The Gate Master of the Magical Golem Sect, Casio, had broken through to the legendary Holy Fist Realm a day earlier! That was an ultimate existence even stronger than the Extreme Fighter Level!
   

        Before the great battle, a peak ally had climbed even higher.
   

        It was like a shot of adrenaline for everyone!
   

        "Casio, I hope you can resolve this crisis, please..."
   

        Inside his heart, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism prayed silently.
   

        Elsewhere, inside the black mud buffer zone at the second weak point.
   

        The Door Organization's team made a direct attack, unaffected by any obstruction.
   

        Several former vice leaders led the team, using some special method to part all the dark creatures blocking their way, and reached the location of the passage between two worlds.
   

        They brought the entire ancient altar along with three Origin Stone Tablets!
   

        The ceremony started again!
   

        This time, it was no longer about positioning.
   

        It was about summoning, summoning the immortal and eternal leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu!
   

        Furthermore, opening the gate!
   

        In the Hong Li Empire, East Sea City, St. Lun Mountain region.
   

        A terrifying pinnacle battle finally came to an end at this moment.
   

        The life force of the Ultimate Dark Entity was too strong, truly immortal in a sense. Even with two fighters at the Holy Fist Realm joining hands, it took a full day!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1109: 561 Heaven's Gate, The Seal of the Holy (4000)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        On St. Lun Mountain, amid the fragmented earth riddled with pits and depressions.
   

        A scarlet-robed phantom stood silently there like a puppet sculpture, utterly motionless. Its right hand was raised, with a weapon beneath its palm propping up its body, its tip buried in the ground. A spiderweb-like network of cracks spread densely across the land, stretching thousands of meters in every direction.
   

        And from these cracks, a red light spewed forth like spring water.
   

        Hum...
   

        A wave of vibration signaling the despair of the dying slowly moved through the air. That deep frequency and collapsing will seemed like the final struggle and wail of someone about to die.
   

        Desperate fight for survival, but it was useless, beyond the point of no return.
   

        Clatter clatter clatter...
   

        The scarlet robe of the King of Senairo flapped open, revealing a giant eye at its chest. Its pupil dilated in anger, exuding an aura of supreme power.
   

        A terrifying aura flowed, bringing with it a fearsome oppressive force.
   

        However, at this moment, that aura and oppressive force had vanished without a trace. For on that supreme eye, a silent crack that traversed from left to right was emerging wider and wider, irreparable.
   

        "No!!!!!"
   

        The last will of the King of Senairo shook the heavens, vibrating the sky.
   

        Ding!
   

        The massive supreme eye instantly burst, just like it was made of semi-transparent glass, like a fragile gem, shattering completely to the ground.
   

        At the same time, beneath the scarlet cloak of the phantom, which had hemmed edges that moved like flowing water, the densely packed eyes began to quiver rapidly. Starting from the top, rows of red eyes slowly closed. Then, like a spreading infection, the closure repeated wave-like downwards. Row after row, the eyes shut as if falling into a deep sleep.
   

        Swoosh swoosh swoosh swoosh...
   

        A chain reaction quickly ensued, with the closing eyes speeding up.
   

        In a mere seven or eight breaths' time, closed eyes spread like dominoes in all directions, causing all the Eyes of Senairo across the land to lose their will. The battle came to a definitive end…
   

        In a corner of the battlefield, Casio's clothes were tattered, his body drenched in blood. Even the ends of his golden hair, shining like brilliant sunlight, were stained with heavy scarlet.
   

        His injuries were severe; the blow from the King of Senairo had been too cruel.
   

        Thirty supreme eyes—Black Inscriptions Eye, Eye of Light Boundary, Blood Pupil Eye—their effects stacked to tenfold extremes and resonated with one another to enhance each other. This move was a hidden card-level desperate maneuver even for an Ultimate Dark Entity. And Casio had taken it head-on.
   

        Not to be split in two by that scythe was proof enough of his resilience and toughness.
   

        Afterward, he fought a frantic battle with the King of Senairo for a whole day. His injuries worsened, and the power and effects of the three supreme eyes even infiltrated his body, worsening Casio's condition.
   

        At this moment, his face was as pale as a corpse, his breath faint.
   

        But Casio's eyes burned with a heat never seen before, akin to a hungry wolf in the dead of night, their glowing gaze even visible in the pitch-black darkness.
   

        His gaze locked onto the King of Senairo, who, like a wooden stake, had ceased all motion, his body's Golem Heart pounding faster.
   

        Through the massive penetrating wound torn by the scythe, he could see the strong heart beating wildly, as if urging Casio forward.
   

        "Your injuries… are severe…"
   

        Beside him, a dark blue silhouette stepped over ice, causing the surrounding temperature to drop significantly. The ground became coated with a thin layer of frost.
   

        The gaze of Dark Ice Extreme Fist lingered on Casio; his ordinarily calm eyes slowly started to ripple. He hadn't expected this up-and-coming Tyrant Fist to be so fierce, not sparing himself or others. There seemed to be a madness in him, a determination not to stop until his goal was achieved. Casio's strong desire to see the King of Senairo fall meant he would relentlessly pursue it even at the cost of grave injury.
   

        Such a person was best suited to be a friend and never an enemy.
   

        "Yeah, that last scythe strike was especially vicious." Casio's mouth twisted into a somewhat ferocious smile, "Any Ultimate Dark Entity giving their all in a fight to the death, even if we have the upper hand, must be dealt with extreme caution. Otherwise, this will be the outcome…"
   

        He lifted his right arm, pressing against the wound that almost spanned his entire body. But fortunately, Casio was not foolishly fierce; he was fiercely calculated.
   

        His current severe injuries were of no consequence; he would soon recover.
   

        Drip drip drip drip...
   

        Under the watchful eyes of Dark Ice Extreme Fist, Casio stepped towards the body of the King of Senairo, to that spread of scarlet covered in eyes, the Blood Lake.
   

        Without hesitation, he fully activated the operation of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon.
   

        Streams of Black Spirit burst out from his pores, quickly forming a towering Golem behind him. Its outline surface roiled like flames and ripples, filled with Demonic Qi. The Giant Statue stamped down, extending a grand hand.
   

        Pssht, it plunged fiercely into the Blood Lake.
   

        Hum...
   

        The Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field powered up mightily, rapidly spreading in every direction, creating concentric ripples on the surface of the Blood Lake.
   

        Boom! Just like the last time when absorbing the Pale Origin, even the dead Ultimate Dark Entity's lingering life essence put up a resistance. But this time, Casio didn't require the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon to collide thousands of times to find a breach. He directly suppressed it with the Tyrant Fist Aura!
   

        With a bang, the Life Field of the King of Senairo shattered.
   

        The Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field swept over instantly, like an ever-growing maw, hungrily and greedily devouring large chunks of Magnetic Field fragments.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Whooshing sounds... Imaginary sounds of flowing water seemed to appear by my ears.
   

        An immense amount of life vibration energy poured into his body, as if completely immersing Casio in hot spring water, thoroughly enveloping him. The warmth drilled into his skin's pores, causing every cell in his body to cheer and leap for joy.
   

        The phantasm of the demon idol guzzled and gulped without pause.
   

        After all, Casio was already a strong figure at the Tyrant Fist realm, so naturally, there was no repeat of the overstuffed situation from last time. Quickly, he plundered away the Dark Ultimate Body level life vibration energy of the King of Senairo.
   

        The scarlet lake on the ground completely lost its otherworldly force, turning into a stench-filled pool of ordinary bloodwater, within which rotten eyeballs soaked.
   

        "The fourth evolution, four different powers of the Dark Ultimate Body..."
   

        Casio slowly clenched his fist, reminiscing in his heart.
   

        Moon God, True Ancestor of Blood, Pale Origin, King of Senairo.
   

        As for the Totem King, the totem it shed still lacked significance; it didn't have that most original magnetic field vibration to be absorbed by the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts.
   

        Therefore, it couldn't bring an essential evolution to the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts.
   

        Casio could feel that another part of the Dark Ultimate Body's characteristics had been recorded and replicated by the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts. The puzzle piece that would bring his flesh towards the Dark Ultimate Body level was likely only missing the last piece.
   

        The Magic Puppet Secret Weapon would evolve once more and swallow another Dark Ultimate Entity.
   

        Then, through Secret Martial Art, he could replicate the Demon Idol ranked fifth among the Dark Ultimate Entities in the Endless Calamity! Moreover, it would be a variably evolved Demon Idol.
   

        With this, Casio would possess not only a Dark Ultimate Body level physique and characteristics but also the terrible might of the Tyrant Fist realm. When both his physique and spirit contained the characteristic of immortal and limitless growth, which Dark Ultimate Entity could outlast him? Which could kill him? Impossible!
   

        For Casio, turning into a demon idol was not about the change in combat strength; it was the terrifying surge in survival ability.
   

        Immortality, innately invincible.
   

        And the Southern Dipper Vein, which extremely constrained immortality, was Casio himself! The other three were under his command, his predecessors, or, one might say, half-teachers. Having one's own people target oneself? Hah, incurable.
   

        Once Casio's flesh achieved the Dark Ultimate Body.
   

        Then, if in the future he encountered other extremely powerful Dark Ultimate Entity existences, even if he couldn't overcome them, it would be very hard for him to be killed. It'd be like two tanks with infinite health regeneration, just draining each other, nothing else. Unless there was an especially huge gap, there was basically no chance of a solo kill.
   

        ...
   

        Buzz!!!
   

        Suddenly, a distant hum that seemed both there and not there transmitted from the sky.
   

        Casio and Dark Ice Extreme Fist abruptly raised their heads, looking towards the north of the Empire.
   

        There! The catastrophe vibration suddenly surged, shooting up like a rocket!
   

        "Door Organization! Xiadu!"
   

        Casio instantly realized that Florence might well be the final battlefield.
   

        "The Door Organization has been scheming for a thousand years, step by step, accumulating and planning over generations. It's impossible that they only want to open three or four weak points between the real world and the World of Calamities when the Catastrophe Tidal arrives. Demolishing the Dark Hunt Organization? That's just incidental. Dealing a heavy blow to the Secret Martial Arts World, causing a decline in Martial Arts? It's possible, but the probability is very low..."
   

        "Their ultimate goal is likely to open the door!"
   

        "To break open Heaven's Gate, release some of the seals, or even to free the essence of Xiadu! The Door Fragments must be for this purpose..."
   

        He murmured, a dangerous light flashing in his pupils.
   

        If everything was as Casio conjectured, then in the original historical trajectory of the real world, Xiadu had already broken through one or two out of the three major doors during the final years of the Hong Li Empire, releasing part of its body!
   

        It wanted to regain its strength, returning to a fearsome conceptual state.
   

        "Let's go!"
   

        Casio suddenly turned, transforming into a black meteor, streaking towards the direction of Florence in the Hong Li Empire. The usually quiet Dark Ice Extreme Fist also soared into the sky, silently following, his gaze directed towards the far north.
   

        On the journey, Casio's attention shifted to the top right corner of his vision.
   

        'Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 11.0% (Final Chapter)'
   

        There was no reason to hesitate, he used up all the Life Vibration Energy.
   

        Before the great battle, he had to enhance his condition to its peak.
   

        The moment his heart willed it, a dragon-like Life Vibration Energy roared into existence. It overwhelmed Casio like a surging, torrential waterfall, causing the Tyrant Fist Qi within his body to expand and rush out instantly.
   

        It colored the clouds for tens of miles around, like dye.
   

        Crack crack crack...
   

        His skeleton grinded, his Muscles swelled powerfully, and his cellular energy became increasingly full. Casio's aura in the Holy Fist Realm advanced several steps again.
   

        Soon, the horrific injuries had fully recovered, as smooth as new.
   

        His aura became thick and grand, his spirit had a heavy sense of weight.
   

        'Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts: Spirit Segment 11.0% (Final Chapter)' →
   

        'Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts: Spirit Segment 19.2% (Final Chapter)'
   

        An 8.2% progress in the technique was expected, not too much nor too little.
   

        After all, this was the Tyrant Fist realm, with a spirit as vast as the sea. Even if he absorbed the Life Vibration Energy from a Dark Ultimate Body, it was not possible to ascend to heaven in one step. Like the Pale Origin, a Dark Ultimate Body that could still provide nearly ten percent technique progress after being severely weakened was undoubtedly rare. It had the potential to rank within the top ten of the Endless Calamities!
   

        King of Senairo, an ordinary Dark Ultimate Body, definitely couldn't compare with the Pale Origin. Moreover, the further one progresses in the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts: Spirit Segment, the more difficult it becomes. The enhancement brought by King of Senairo was already quite generous.
   

        "Huff..."
   

        Casio let out a heavy breath and suddenly retracted his strength. His eyes blazed like torches, both his spirit and his Qi were in their best peak condition.
   

        His gaze stretched far to the north, as if piercing through a thousand miles of cloud layer.
   

        "Xiadu, here I come!"
   

        Elsewhere, in the Hong Li Empire, near the city of Florence.
   

        The buffer zone between the two realms vanished completely just a minute ago.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        The Calamity Black Mud rushed in like a mudslide, violent and uncontrollable.
   

        On the surface of the black mud, the dark creatures that were caught in it let out an utterly evil roar. They showed their most ferocious, most terrifying, most brutal sides — some ran wildly, some flew, and some wriggled. In mere tens of seconds, they formed a dense beast tide!
   

        Crossing the brief distance, they violently charged towards the human defense line.
   

        "Kill! Kill! Kill!"
   

        In the middle of the human defense line, at the very front. A group of burly men dressed in black Combat suits had neither fear, terror, nor any hint of retreating. They clenched their huge fists, their bulging Muscles writhing and tensing like steel, akin to Armor. Demon Idol Totems lit up all at once, and the black-clothed robust men assumed fierce combat stances.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang...
   

        They charged out like shells, striking at the dark creatures!
   

        With the Magical Golem Sect in action, the Secret Martial Arts World certainly would not stand idly by. Several sect masters and Elders, with eyes wide in fury and white hair wildly fluttering, unleashed their respective schools' powerful skills and charged out!
   

        Even elite Disciples teamed up in groups of three or two, following behind.
   

        At the same time, on the flanks. The Dark Hunt Organization and Black Rain Villa also joined the battle and slaughter. The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism led the way with all the Shadow Hunters of the Hunters Association behind him. Even those who weren't combat personnel, like the Workshop Chief, the Holy Spring High Priest, and the followers of the Steward, followed suit. The Royal Family and Council also joined forces to fight.
   

        The Eerie Night Guests who had managed to take partial control of Black Rain Villa in the past two years had rapidly grown in strength, with top Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests almost doubling in number. Each armed with sharp treasures and weapons, donned in Cloaks or Armor, they wielded different schools' powers and skills.
   

        Following the increasingly strong Ripple Masters and the tyrannical Black Dragon behind.
   

        "Fight! Fight! Fight!"
   

        "Never back down, there's no need to retreat!"
   

        "The entire Empire's supernatural Forces joining hands is truly exhilarating beyond control! Kill these dark creatures, annihilate them..."
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        "Flesh and body, Soul Beam, supreme spirit…"
   

        Mysterious hymns, ancient chants, unknown ballads. They echoed and spread rapidly through the cloud layer at the same time the grand door appeared. In Florence, in Fal County, and even in the north of the Hong Li Empire, that hazy and indistinct singing floated through the air.
   

        Even after a few breaths, the Hong Li Empire, North Reef Continent, the entire world was sprinkled with faint sacred hymns from the clouds.
   

        In Florence, up in the sky, dense clouds rapidly gathered.
   

        They swirled uncontrollably, as if magnetized by a massive magnet, gradually forming a giant rust-colored hollow cloud ring. In its center, a beam of white light slowly solidified.
   

        A colossal arch-shaped ethereal portal appeared out of nowhere, quietly floating at the top of the light column formed by the ancient altar, as if being held aloft.
   

        On the surface of the white stone arch, mountains and rivers, sun and moon, flowers and birds, insects and fish—all were etched upon it. Tiny texts and symbols wriggled and flowed like golden tadpoles. Moreover, large patches of dense patterns, similar to religious styles, covered the surface. These pictographic patterns resembled water ripples, wings and feathers, animal scales, flowing clouds, the vicissitude of wind and rain. A multitude of messages, countless existences, were all condensed within it.
   

        It was as if it were a miniature world, the place of origin.
   

        All-encompassing, infinitely complex.
   

        Sacred, majestic, solemn, secretive.
   

        On the ground, members of the Magical Golem Sect looked up. They had seen this door before, not long ago. The Sect Master, during his seclusion breakthrough, had streaked across the staircase of light, ultimately entering through this door.
   

        When the Sect Master emerged, he had achieved Tyrant Fist!
   

        Ding ding ding ding ding…
   

        In the midst of the almost imperceptible hymns, a sound resembling metal joining together suddenly rang out. Within the cloud ring, upon the light column, the ethereal arch's surface had a section glow with a brilliant platinum contour suddenly light up.
   

        Then came the second piece, the third piece, the fourth piece…
   

        These were the fragments, Door Fragments, the Door Organization's robust accumulation over hundreds of years. Generation after generation of vice leaders worked diligently for this very day!
   

        Taking advantage of the broad-spectrum Catastrophe Tidal effect on both realms, merely using the ancient altar and the Origin Stone Tablet to lock onto the ethereal portal was not enough! Most importantly was to turn illusion into reality, assembling the fragments into the complete Heaven's Gate. That way, once it was opened, it would truly lead to the source of the world, the pinnacle of mystery.
   

        Bidirectional traversal, and only then could Fal County's body be freed from the seal!
   

        Otherwise, it was no more than a flower in the mirror, moon in the water, shattering upon touch.
   

        The Door Organization spent aeons collecting Door Fragments.
   

        All for the day when they could assemble the true panels of Heaven's Gate. It didn't need to be completely assembled; two-thirds would suffice! As long as the amount of Door Fragments could cover two-thirds of the area, the remaining fragments would be summoned in the resonance, automatically gathering.
   

        Combining into one true Heaven's Gate!
   

        "Flesh and body, Soul Beam, supreme spirit…"
   

        The ancient and mysterious singing grew louder and clearer. The glowing contours on the ethereal archway increased, and eventually, they exceeded two-thirds. With a hum, the world itself seemed to tremble.
   

        Streams of illusory light gathered like swallows returning to their nest.
   

        Ding! The complete and true Heaven's Gate was formed!
   

        "The Darkening of the Sacred Heart… The Darkening of the Sacred Heart…"
   

        The hymn stopped, replaced by a deep murmuring. The murmurs overlapped, indistinguishable in age or gender, resembling the voices of countless people merging into one.
   

        At some point, amidst the Catastrophe's black mire, amid the sweeping beast tide, a silhouette enveloped in a black cloak slowly hovered, absorbing all the surrounding light.
   

        He was like a human-shaped Black Hole, extinguishing all aura and presence around him. A giant dark creature that just happened to rush by from the side was warped and pulled into his control, collapsing, compressing, and swirling into the man's cloak. It looked effortlessly absorbed.
   

        The surrounding dense swarm of dark creatures still streaked along the same trajectory, seemingly oblivious to the man in black, the entire flock silently and peacefully vanished into nothingness.
   

        In mid-air, the man in black raised his hand, pulling down his cloak's hood.
   

        He revealed a bizarre face.
   

        The features were ordinary, but the skin color was like metal, pale gold. His neck, face, and ears were covered with a series of densely packed thorny patterns, with sharp spikes tightly coiled around them.
   

        It wasn't clear if this was a manifestation of the man in black's power.
   

        Or the physicalization of the Southern Dipper's seal.
   

        The man in black, that was Fal County. At the center of his face, a fine crack ran down from his forehead, past the bridge of his nose, ending at his throat. It looked as though his face was split in two.
   

        But now it was barely held together, forming a complete body.
   

        "It has begun…"
   

        Fal County did not move his mouth, but a layered voice echoed around him, as if he was speaking with his mind.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        He vanished from the spot as if teleporting, not even leaving an afterimage.
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        The next second, an additional dark figure appeared atop the ancient altar.
   

        The members of the Door Organization, who were operating the altar, were startled, thinking an enemy had launched an attack and were about to unleash all their strength. However, they quickly realized that the figure was the leader of their organization, the eternal Xiadu. Every member, whether it was the seventh King or the other deputy leaders, all knelt down with a devotion and fanaticism bordering on religious fervor.
   

        "Why is there one missing?"
   

        Standing alone atop the scarlet altar, Xiadu spoke calmly.
   

        Around the altar, only three Origin Stone Tablets were floating. Their combined power with the altar encapsulated Heaven's Gate, preventing it from wandering as usual.
   

        For one must understand that Heaven's Gate can appear in any corner of the world in a flash. It has no trace, no form, drifting indefinitely like the wind. Without anchoring it, one wouldn't even know where to begin to open it.
   

        Clearly, the anchoring power of the three Origin Stone Tablets was not as potent as all four. This meant that the time Heaven's Gate remained fixed would be reduced, as would the time to push it open, making Xiadu's previously ample plan suddenly tight and urgent.
   

        If any special circumstances were to arise, it could potentially interfere with the ultimate goal. This was something Xiadu, who had plotted for tens of millions of years, couldn't accept.
   

        "My... My lord, it's like this..."
   

        The seventh King, Baroque, hesitated and was apprehensive, but eventually still lifted his head to quickly recount what had transpired, particularly emphasising Casio's presence and how a battle two years prior had left the Door Organization with heavy casualties.
   

        If it wasn't for the breakthrough in the Necromancy Ceremony, the Door Organization might still be just a few scattered individuals, unknown and gasping for breath in some corner. And the instigator of it all was none other than the the Demon Figure Gate Master, Casio!
   

        "Him? The Southern Dipper lineage!"
   

        Xiadu showed a rare emotional fluctuation, the first half of the sentence slightly turbulent, while the latter half seemed to carry a bit of teeth-gritting anger?
   

        No, teeth-gritting didn't quite capture it.
   

        A more accurate description would be a calm anger.
   

        Because anger had layered upon itself so much, built up over such a long period, it turned calm, it turned indifferent, even carrying with it a hint of composure?
   

        Calm rage, indifferent hatred, silent outburst.
   

        Xiadu slowly lifted his hand, touching the thorny pattern on his face.
   

        The pattern faintly glowed as if each Spike was harming everything around it.
   

        "..."
   

        Xiadu, remaining silent, lowered his hand and looked up at the Heaven's Gate.
   

        Ripples spread on the white golden gate like waves of water.
   

        This was the Gate of Qi among the three great gates.
   

        Behind it, one-third of Xiadu's true form was sealed.
   

        Once the time came, when the Catastrophe Tidal reached its zenith, the Qi of the real world would be weakened to its extreme. Opening Heaven's Gate at this moment would face the least resistance, the world's opposition at its feeblest.
   

        And that moment was just around the corner.
   

        Whooshing...
   

        In Florence, everyone seemed to hear the sound of surging waves crashing and sweeping by. The air was filled with a rapidly increasing substance imbued with an unsettling aura of bad luck, even reaching saturation.
   

        In the World of Calamities, the outlines of the moon halo floating in the dim sky began to rapidly fade, as if shrouded by a thick layer of dark fog. This signified that the once-in-a-millenium Lightless Night was about to descend!
   

        The third phase, the Lightless Night, when Dark Ultimate Entities emerge!
   

        For a time, throughout the World of Calamities, hordes of dark creatures rampaged, and beings of the Dark Ultimate level began to stir. But holy silhouettes glowing like deities held them back.
   

        The Saint Fist, generations of Saint Fists from the Secret Martial Arts World who had ventured into the World of Calamities.
   

        Their duty, their mission, the will of their Secret Martial Arts and Boxing Methods, all told them that they must not give in, not even by a fraction!
   

        Because behind them lies the real world, the home of all humanity.
   

        To practice Secret Martial Art, to master Boxing Method, the ultimate goal is to become the ultimate human being. The peak of the Secret Martial Arts World, the legendary realm of Saint Fist, is indeed the pinnacle of humanity. They will not betray their initial convictions, nor can they betray their own path. Only by fighting against dark creatures, draining them out, can they affirm their human identity a million times over and forge the path of the Saint Fist with their blood!
   

        In the World of Calamities, Saint Fist warriors sprung into action, each holding back adversaries that grew stronger with the Lightless Night. Some of them, their wills on the brink of collapse and their bodies severely corroded, fell into self-destructive states. Using terrifying final strengths, they blocked the Ultimate Dark Entities!
   

        These Ultimate Dark Entities desired to seize the Lightless Night to cross through weak points between two realms and descend upon the Real World! To revel in their own kind of carnival.
   

        But, unfortunately, most of their schemes were nipped in the bud.
   

        Only one or two extremely lucky Ultimate Dark Entities slipped past the obstacles and emerged around the weak points between the two realms. One of them was unexpectedly on the eastern coastline of the Hong Li Empire, at the location of St. Lun Mountain. It had originally intended to cross over, but it suddenly sensed the mourning aura left by the fall of the King of Senairo. That collapsing will of Dark Ultimate Level still lingered, requiring a long time to dissipate. This brought an immediate alarm.
   

        On the other side, there was a formidable enemy!!!
   

        Their methods could kill entities of Dark Ultimate Level in a short period of time!
   

        After some consideration, that Ultimate Dark Entity decided not to cross over.
   

        It firmly turned around, trampling the earth, and with heavy steps, it began to retreat. It didn't even attempt to explore the situation on the other side of the passage between the two realms, because that could be a trap, too risky.
   

        Another Ultimate Dark Entity appeared in Florence.
   

        The Lightless Night arrived, enveloping the area around the weak points between the two realms. And right there in Florence was a Calamity Source! The Heavenly Meteorite would glow during the Lightless Night, possessing a deadly allure, like a beacon in the deep sea, broadcasting signals.
   

        This Ultimate Dark Entity was led here by such a beacon.
   

        In Florence, amid the Disaster Mire, on top of an ancient altar.
   

        Xiadu stood in silence, witnessing everything unfold.
   

        His gaze swept across the other Ultimate Dark Entities that were rushing towards the passage from the other side, his emotions stable without a flutter. At this moment, Xiadu cared only about Heaven's Gate above, the golden radiance emanating from the white stone arch.
   

        Hum...
   

        A bizarre ripple affected the Real World from the World of Calamities.
   

        Instantly, the light emanating from Heaven's Gate dimmed sharply. It was as if a dark cloth had been draped over it, weakening its overall vibrations.
   

        "Now is the time!"
   

        Xiadu lightly tapped the ground, his whole body floating up weightlessly. His movements were slow, and his ascent was as if he were underwater.
   

        But as Xiadu gradually rose, the entire area's Disaster Mire also began to surge wildly. They churned relentlessly and rose higher. It was as if the whole stretch of land was being lifted, turning into a highland of fault lines.
   

        This Ultimate Dark Entity was led here by such a beacon.
   

        In Florence, amid the Disaster Mire, on top of an ancient altar.
   

        Xiadu stood in silence, witnessing everything unfold.
   

        His gaze swept across the other Ultimate Dark Entities that were rushing towards the passage from the other side, his emotions stable without a flutter. At this moment, Xiadu cared only about Heaven's Gate above, the golden radiance emanating from the white stone arch.
   

        Hum...
   

        A bizarre ripple affected the Real World from the World of Calamities.
   

        Instantly, the light emanating from Heaven's Gate dimmed sharply. It was as if a dark cloth had been draped over it, weakening its overall vibrations.
   

        "Now is the time!"
   

        Xiadu lightly tapped the ground, his whole body floating up weightlessly. His movements were slow, and his ascent was as if he were underwater.
   

        Xiadu lightly tapped the ground, his whole body floating up weightlessly. His movements were slow, and his ascent was as if he were underwater.
   

        But as Xiadu gradually rose, the entire area's Disaster Mire also began to surge wildly. They churned relentlessly and rose higher. It was as if the whole stretch of land was being lifted, turning into a highland of fault lines.
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        At that moment, above the earth and the heavens, whispers overlapped and echoed everywhere. The wind had stopped, the clouds too had halted, leaving only the boundless, pale red rainwater that fell, scattering from one county to another.
   

        The entire Hong Li Empire was engulfed by this sky-covering blood rain.
   

        Could the world cry? Could the world shed tears?
   

        Now, this must be the world's crying and shedding of tears.
   

        A rain of blood and tears.
   

        Pitter-patter... whoosh...
   

        The rain intensified, falling from the heavy cloud layer in wave-like patterns. Florence was shrouded in a layer of red fog, splashing up water on the rooftops and streets, soaking hair and clothes.
   

        "What is... what is that..."
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism suddenly looked up, gazing at the sky through the wet fiery-red hair on his forehead. There, the blood rain fell like a waterfall, streaming straight down. His vision extended to the highest point in the sky, where lightning crackled, transforming into the only white light in a Lightless Night, illuminating the godlike, giant contour! A black mud Giant Statue stood tall above the ground.
   

        Its body surface, a massive amount of calamity black mud churning and rolling, formed tsunami-like waves of tens to nearly a hundred meters. Within these giant waves, densely packed dark creatures were seen, entwined and merged within. These bizarre and strangely shaped exotic species struggled frantically, depicting a maniacal posture, their contours extremely ferocious, yet revealing a roar of utter despair.
   

        Some were crushed, some were buried alive, some were sucked into vortices.
   

        "Aaaaaaaaahhh..."
   

        Countless roars overlapped, as if a hell had descended.
   

        The black mud Giant Statue was a walking hell, bringing only despair, whether to humans or to dark creatures.
   

        "Return!"
   

        The figure in a robe within the palm of the black mud giant suddenly let out a roar.
   

        A terrifying voice blasted open the surrounding thick clouds, revealing the pitch-black sky that was hollow and desolate, like the cosmos itself.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom!
   

        Supporting Xiadu's palm, five fingers suddenly collapsed into a black mud fluid, like thick, black tentacles or a waterfall shooting up into the sky. With a bang, it fiercely collided with Heaven's Gate!
   

        Ding! An invisible shock wave dispersed from Heaven's Gate.
   

        The terrifying force almost tore apart the thick clouds gathered within a county's high altitude, forcing that area's blood rain to abruptly stop.
   

        The right arm of the black mud giant also instantly collapsed, turning into black mud rain falling from the sky, pounding the earth and even collapsing mountains.
   

        "Dead objects, you cannot stop me!"
   

        "Return, return!"
   

        Xiadu, suspended mid-air, once again raised both arms.
   

        Boom!
   

        The arms of the black mud giant powerfully coalesced and lashed out, as if to explode the entire world! Disaster mud roared and surged forward.
   

        Bang, bang, bang, bang...
   

        Heaven's Gate once again emitted a series of dreadful fluctuations.
   

        The surface's flowers, birds, insects, fish, mountains, rivers, day and night seemed to light up one by one. The patterns were lifelike, seemingly wriggling and moving. It appeared more like a mirror, reflecting everything in the world.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A terrible purple-red lightning streaked rapidly across the dome of the sky.
   

        Though the light was brief, it still illuminated Xiadu's face looking up at the sky. He was laughing, a ferocious laugh, as if he was exploding with emotions accumulated over thousands of years today!
   

        "Hahahaha..."
   

        The arms of the black mud giant collapsed over and over again, but there was a continuous replenishment from the Calamity Source Spring below. Thus, it didn't need to worry about depletion, simply using its maximal strength to pound at Heaven's Gate! With all it had, maniacal, sinful, hammering!
   

        "Soon, soon!" Xiadu's eyes were glued to that gate.
   

        Ding! Suddenly, a pale golden acupuncture point lit up.
   

        And in a very short time, it triggered all other acupuncture points.
   

        Ding, ding, ding, ding...
   

        Seventy-seven acupuncture points, like brilliant stars, emitted a scorching radiance, forming a huge cross. This cross seemed like a judgment sword that pierced from the demon's skull into its body, standing at the center.
   

        At the same time, another one hundred and ninety-eight acupuncture points also suddenly lit up. The Tyrant Blood Vulture, the Cold Sonic Snake, and the Elegant White Bird.
   

        Giant Vulture Constellation, Star Python Constellation, Demon Bird Seat, Southern Cross. A total of four star charts, two hundred seventy-five acupuncture points, tangled around Xiadu's body like chains. And they corresponded with the Southern Dipper Star Region in the night sky, bringing brilliant starlight that enveloped him completely.
   

        Whir, whir, whir...
   

        Three immense wills descended, and three huge ethereal portals appeared simultaneously. An extreme terror of suppression descended on Xiadu.
   

        Bang!
   

        The mountain-like black mud giant instantly collapsed, incapable of enduring even a second under this terrifying force and exploded into fragments. And the massive amount of dark creatures wrapped within the black mud died instantly.
   

        At the same time, in the World of Calamities, within a Calamity Source.
   

        The black asphalt covering the mountain ranges was densely packed with terrifying dark creatures. And in the central position, the Totem King was confronting the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, with black and red each occupying half the area. However, in that second, the red area suddenly shrank significantly, rapidly weakening in strength.
   

        Black roared out, rushing over like a mudslide.
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        "How bold of you, Blood Vulture. Last time, you only diverted a small portion of your power. But this time, you even dare to transfer away more than a third of your strength while confronting me?" the terrifying bronze giant statue bellowed deafeningly, "This time, not only will you fail to stop it… you will pay an extremely heavy price!"
   

        "Demon Totem, Dragon Totem!"
   

        "Blood Totem, Ghost Totem!"
   

        The bronze giant statue spread its wings behind and soared straight into the sky.
   

        At the tip, a light like flaming fire suddenly burst forth.
   

        On its massive body, resembling a mountain range, four totems that occupied most of its body lit up, emitting black, gold, red, and purple colors, all flowing towards the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist!
   

        "Demon Bird soaring, King of Blood Vultures..."
   

        An old hand, as dry as bone, pressed fiercely onto the ground.
   

        Boom, boom, boom...
   

        A scarlet Blood Vulture as immense as a star slowly emerged from the earth.
   

        Awooo!!!! Screech!!!!
   

        The roars and explosive collisions of the beast destroyed an entire area.
   

        In the World of Calamities, a volcano so massive it was unbelievable, with a vast cavity inside. Transformed into a river of blood, the Bat Monster and a purple-scaled Python were eternally entangled, killing each other for millennia, even seeming to merge! Horrific sonic waves turned into a deadly prison cage!
   

        "Now! Now! Hahahaha..."
   

        The True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, laughed maniacally. The weird mouths in the river of blood also laughed together, as if they had found the perfect moment.
   

        The Sonic Snake Extreme Fist temporarily divided a third of its power, marking an unprecedented period of decline, and the weakest moment of this horrifying sonic wave prison cage. The True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah wanted to break through the prison cage, return to the earth, and gain her freedom, rather than endlessly entangle with this cold, stone-like old man until the end of time.
   

        "Eternal Mouth, Mysterious Mist, Blood Scripture!"
   

        The True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, suddenly spread her claws wide, and the bat's wing membranes appeared like a black cloak. On the cloak, mysterious, wriggling characters and weird texts lit up one by one, turning into a winding scarlet color like flowing fresh blood! Terrifying power fluctuations accumulated and burst forth!
   

        "Echo, Resonance, Prison Cage."
   

        The Sonic Snake Extreme Fist coldly and plainly uttered six words. He showed no sign of emotional fluctuation, only the purple light growing richer between the gaps in the scales of the giant Python, ultimately completely covering the entire cavity.
   

        Hum, hum, hum, hum, hum, hum...
   

        Boom!!!!
   

        The volcano erupted! The largest volcano in the World of Calamities erupted again!
   

        This is the Crystal Sand Sea, a vast region in the World of Calamities. In ancient times, this site was not a desolate and hot sea of sand but a dense and eerie forest. However, the enormous volcano's terrifying and irregular eruptions directly destroyed the entire surface of the earth. Even by an extraordinary coincidence, it caused the birth of the Crystalline Group, influencing the entire world.
   

        And all of it originated from the struggle of one person and one bat within the volcano!
   

        In the World of Calamities, on the silent continent of the Lightless Night.
   

        Three Dark Ultimate Entities of massive stature stepped heavily, causing the earth to tremble with every step, and all dark creatures hurriedly fled. Thump, thump, thump! The Dark Ultimate Entities had a clear target, being far attracted by the weak point where the Calamity Source Spring was located, wanting to gather there. Seizing a rare opportunity to wreak havoc in the Real World.
   

        Excitement, agitation, and mania spread inch by inch in the air.
   

        It even infected the dark creatures running on the ground, causing them to slaughter each other, quickly turning into a bloody hell. The last victor got abruptly crushed by a massive foot that fell from the sky.
   

        Thump! The Dark Ultimate Entities with terrifying contours kept advancing.
   

        Suddenly, they stopped.
   

        Ahead, an old silhouette emitting white light stood on the earth. His figure was stooped, hands behind his back, appearing so minute.
   

        At this moment, a terrifying double curse fell upon him. The Abyss of Death crazily tugged at the old man's organs, every cell, trying to drag him into the depths of the Deep Sea. There was also the intensifying Moon god Curse from the Lightless Night, suppressing every inch of the old man's form.
   

        And then, a third of his power had been split and transmitted away.
   

        His power reached an unprecedented point of weakness.
   

        The three Ultimate Dark Entities hesitated briefly but ultimately unleashed their terrifying power and charged forward. The fearsome roars reverberated heavily.
   

        "White Bird Sacred Fist!!!!!"
   

        Chirp, a crisp birdcall rang out exceptionally clearly amidst the massive echoes.
   

        "Did you hear it? The sound of the Water Bird..."
   

        The Real World, beneath Heaven's Gate in Florence.
   

        A horrific abyss appeared on the earth, one that seemed eager to pierce through the crust and mantle—it was the power of the Triple Gates and the Southern Dipper Seal! Yet, a figure clad in a tattered black cloak surged upward from below.
   

        He ripped open his trench coat, revealing a pale golden body.
   

        "White Bird, Blood Vulture, Sonic Snake, and the entire world, none of you can stop me! Resist, struggle, and then I will crush you all!" Casio lifted his head, bearing a pressure as heavy as billions...
   

        "The Darkening of the Sacred Heart, Sinful Demon Well!"
   

        "Return! Return! Return!"
   

        He suddenly spread his arms wide, and at the position of his chest, it seemed as though a giant gate of Hell had opened. A desperate, beastly howl of despair, like the cries of thousands of ghosts and wolves, flowed out, bringing Hell and utter disasters with it.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom...
   

        The black mud of the ground churned violently, congealing, and a demon-like elongated arm shot up into the sky again. Supporting Casio, it charged wildly towards the dimly lit Heaven's Gate, unstoppable!
   

        Thud! Thud!
   

        Two overlapping impacts echoed in the heavens.
   

        Inside Heaven's Gate, it seemed as though something was striking against it, responding to Casio outside. It wanted to come out, to break free from the seal, to descend upon this world again and spread eternal disasters to everything!
   

        "Hahaha... Hahaha..."
   

        Casio's uncontrollably ecstatic laughter drifted down from the sky.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        In the far horizon, within the confused darkness.
   

        Suddenly a black shadow and a blue shadow, like shooting stars, streaked across. Especially the black one, which was accelerating madly, faster and faster, until suddenly, it disappeared!
   

        Whoosh! Bang!!!!!!
   

        The towering demon arm suddenly tilted and collapsed. At the base of the ground, its mountainous roots were smashed apart by a scarlet fist! And there, a half-black, half-red figure appeared. The left half of his body was human-shaped, his black trench coat wildly fluttering. The right half bore the fierce contour of a Blood Vulture Bird, with scales and feathers covering its bird-like face. Dense Qi rose and fluttered up, as if flames were burning.
   

        "Shush!"
   

        The figure suddenly looked up, revealing Casio's somewhat crazed face.
   

        "Casio, come down here!!!!"
   

        With a snap, he spread his arms wide, and a horrific surge of Tyrant Fist Qi filled every corner of his powerful body. Especially at the position of his fists, just the act of clenching his fingers caused a sharp ripple-like vibration in the surrounding air and tore the ground beneath him to pieces.
   

        "Aaaaaaaaah!"
   

        "Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!"
   

        Casio roared in fury, his arms swinging out, forming a massive scarlet afterimage. The towering black mud arms fell, shattered by each punch into dust, scattering across the earth.
   

        His fists became a pulverizing machine, venting surging rage.
   

        Casio's eyes shot terrifying red beams, firmly locking onto the silhouette amid the scattered ash in the sky. In his mind, towering evil thoughts, dominant thoughts, and hostility roared forth, finally merging with the iron fist of his right arm.
   

        Too long, too long, Casio, I've wanted to find you for far too long!
   

        "Now, take my punch!"
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        The power of the Overlord Fist resonated, and the heart of the Overlord Fist throbbed!
   

        Cheers, cheers!
   

        At this moment, every cell in Casio's body seemed to be cheering and itching with an unprecedented sense of identity. What is the bravest, most domineering thing in the world if not swinging one's fist at a stronger opponent? Nothing excited Casio more than this!
   

        When he threw a punch, he felt all the restlessness in his body, all the emotions and desires in his mind, blended into a massive, chaotically bundled thought. Everything twisted into a single strand, rushing and howling out towards the sky.
   

        "This punch, this punch!"
   

        Unmatched emotion, unmatched devotion, unmatched satisfaction.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A massive fist silhouette soared into the sky, shattering the raining debris of black mud arms in its path. It carried a terrifying power, striking towards Xiadu!
   

        Boom!!!!!!
   

        A tangible Gale swept out at great speed, splitting the surrounding land apart. Mud tornados howled and continuously collided against mountains.
   

        In the high-altitude heavens, countless air tornados relentlessly flew in all directions, brutally mangling and tearing everything within range.
   

        Casio's Rising Dragon Fist accurately hit Xiadu's body, propelling his pale golden silhouette at high speed towards the night sky.
   

        In a trance, one could see a glowing crimson Blood Vulture Bird spreading its wings, its feathers flaming like fervent fire. It claws pushed a silhouette with terrifying power, streaking across the whole night sky.
   

        It was as if a red meteor had left a trail of flames behind.
   

        Whoosh…
   

        A suddenly arriving blue silhouette halted, revealing the shocked face of a Dark Ice Extreme Fist user. His eyes intently fixed on Casio, he muttered to himself.
   

        "Heart and Fist as one!"
   

        Heart and Fist as one, a unique state exclusive to the Holy Fist Realm. It appears only when a Holy Fist is utterly moved, when their mind is satisfied, or their body all consumed by towering rage. This state of perfect alignment between the significance of a punch and one's own path only arises under these rare conditions. Even a Holy Fist that has existed for millions of years would seldom encounter such a state.
   

        Generally speaking, a Holy Fist will inevitably experience the Heart and Fist as one moment once in their lifetime, and that is at the time of their death. When their will ignites and burns, all power gathers into one, forming the pinnacle of a punch.
   

        At this very moment, Casio undoubtedly entered the state of Heart and Fist as one. His will and Boxing Method thoroughly integrated, capable of unleashing terrifying power.
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble...
   

        Thousands of meters high in the sky, the Blood Vulture Bird advanced like a train.
   

        Xiadu with one hand in front of him, huge bursts of golden red sparks exploded and scattered, each spark growing into a fireball of several meters in diameter upon falling, emitting terrifying high temperatures like fireworks.
   

        "Is it you?"
   

        Amidst the sea of golden red sparks, Xiadu's eyes fixed on Casio within the phantom of the Blood Vulture Bird, slowly narrowing. He had to admit, this human had progressed far too quickly. Just over two years ago at the International Exchange Meeting, when Xiadu's avatar appeared in the Real World, he could sense that Casio's strength was at the Extreme Fighter Level, but not at the pinnacle of that level, still a considerable distance from the Holy Fist Realm.
   

        However, two years had passed, and Casio reappeared before him.
   

        He had shockingly reached the Tyrant Fist realm. Moreover, his aura was robust and solid, not like someone who had just crossed the threshold of the Tyrant Fist. He seemed more like someone who had been refining his skills in the Tyrant Fist realm for hundreds or thousands of years, possessing profound foundations. And now, he had even entered a state of Heart and Fist as one, with greatly enhanced power.
   

        The speed that shot forth seemed capable of overturning mountains.
   

        Even a being like Xiadu was caught off guard, forcibly taking a punch and being pushed wildly away from the Heaven's Gate area of Florence.
   

        After all, he was no longer of Concept Level existence and, limited by certain constraints, could not enter the World of Calamities, functioning as his home ground. He could only remain in the Real World, subject to the world's rejection. Just now, when he struck at Heaven's Gate, a terrifying power within Xiadu's body continuously clashed with one of the three main gates that constituted the world's foundation. Soon after, the Southern Dou seals appeared, with three Southern Dou Holy Fists transferring at least a third of their strength each as shackles. The other two doors among the three also manifested instantly, carrying the world's dignity and power bearing down on him.
   

        With such multiple factors weakening him, even Xiadu felt strained.
   

        So much so that he failed to dodge Casio's punch in the state of Heart and Fist as one!
   

        Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump, thump...
   

        Two silhouettes, one advancing and one retreating, transformed into phantasms speeding by.
   

        Casio's right arm pushed forward, his face fierce and terrifying, resembling an Evil Spirit. He did not skimp on his power, nor his Qi, unleashing it like floodgates opening violently.
   

        His Iron Fist, wrapped in terrifying veins, spun like a drill bit of a spiral drill. Dense Deathfang Power entwined it, wildly circling and spinning.
   

        Ding! Hiss...
   

        A crack slowly appeared on the skin of Xiadu's arm that was blocking his front. A drop of blood emerged right underneath the drill bit of the Iron Fist.
   

        Xiadu was injured… even if it was just a minor injury…
   

        At this moment, their emotions were completely different.
   

        Casio's heart was filled with affirmation of himself and a hint of pride.
   

        Two years ago at the International Exchange Meeting, when Xiadu's avatar appeared on Earth, it displayed terrifying power from the very start. But wasn't its defense broken by him? Now, the more powerful true form of Xiadu was before him, its power increased by a thousand folds. What did that mean to him? He hadn't remained stagnant! He was rapidly growing!
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        Two years ago, I was able to shatter the defense of your avatar with a single punch!
   

        Now, two years later, I can still injure you with one punch!
   

        At this moment, Casio's already explosive momentum continued to surge upwards. That's what the Holy Fist Realm is all about, just like this. When the will is implemented, and the path is followed, then the fist becomes incredibly powerful!
   

        It could even generate a peak force that completely surpasses any limit.
   

        On the other hand, Xiadu's expression didn't change much, but a hidden anger seemed to flash through his eyes. He hated it when someone interfered with his plans, challenged his authority, and despised the bastards of the Southern Dipper Vein. And Casio had managed to combine all three.
   

        "Get lost!"
   

        Xiadu's power burst forth suddenly, ripping apart part of the restraints. With a swift motion of his right palm, he slammed it onto Casio's fist with a bang.
   

        For a moment, it was as if a huge Ultimate Dark Entity had crashed through the void. Its massive, mountain-like bizarre form sprinted with all its might, eventually crashing down, crushing the air inch by inch.
   

        Thud!
   

        Casio's entire body vibrated crazily, his Skeleton twisted and deformed, his joints issuing a series of agonized howls. His eyes were fixed on Xiadu's silhouette, blood seeping from the corners of his mouth. At this moment, Casio didn't dodge or counterattack; instead, he took the collision head-on.
   

        In the sky, the illusory silhouette of the scarlet Blood Vulture Bird exploded, half its body bursting apart. A massive amount of Qi collapsed, pouring down like rain.
   

        "Hehehe... Hahaha..."
   

        Casio burst into laughter, like a madman with a mental disorder.
   

        "Not enough, far from enough! A prick like a needle, such minor injuries, such weak destruction, how could that possibly be enough?"
   

        "I want to brand a scar on you that will stay, from your left shoulder to your right, piercing through your entire body—that would be sufficient!"
   

        His entire Qi erupted violently, and he vanished on the spot.
   

        Xiadu wore a trace of a cold smile, even leisurely crossing his arms in front of his chest. The reason Casio had succeeded before was that Xiadu had just been severely weakened by the seal of the Southern Dipper and the suppression of the three gates. Now that he had somewhat recovered, Casio was nothing more than an ant.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        In the sky, a streak of red light moved swiftly like lightning.
   

        "Behind."
   

        Xiadu turned abruptly, unleashing a simple punch that erupted with the force of a tsunami and swept across the entire sky.
   

        However, a blood-red meteor surged upstream and struck against the oncoming force.
   

        Thud!
   

        Casio's exploding punch met Xiadu's, the collision of their fists was unbelievably fast. However, even in his recovery, Xiadu was still Xiadu, his power unfathomable even when sealed. Casio's fist that met him directly started to shatter inch by inch with a cracking sound.
   

        Skin, muscles, blood vessels, and even bones disintegrated.
   

        A faint smile appeared on Xiadu's lips.
   

        Killing a Saint Fist stirred no emotional waves in him. But for the offspring of the Southern Dipper Vein, Xiadu didn't mind toying with them and venting his frustration.
   

        He reveled in the process, considering it a little appetizer before the main course.
   

        Once he had completely lifted the seal and all his power had returned,
   

        He would go to the World of Calamities and kill those three old fools in the most brutal and terrible ways imaginable, unleashing his boundless rage!
   

        "Hehehe..." Xiadu's lips slowly curled up.
   

        And in that instant, his fist completely shattered Casio's right arm.
   

        Yet, opposite Xiadu, Casio still wore that fierce expression. Even he, just like Xiadu, slowly curled up the corners of his mouth.
   

        "Demon Bird soaring high! King of Blood Vultures!"
   

        Screech!!!
   

        The terrifying cry of a predatory bird that could split golden stones descended upon the world.
   

        Not on Casio's body, but on Xiadu's!
   

        On the surface of Xiadu's body, the Giant Vulture Constellation Star Chart suddenly lit up, with sixty-six stars gleaming like rubies, resonating in harmony. This was the power of the Blood Vulture Tyrant Fist, with one-third of its force transmitted remotely and divided away!
   

        The Southern Dipper Vein, their powers share the same root and source.
   

        Back in the day, at Florence's underground Dark creatures Experiment Field, the Blood Vulture Tyrant Fist could call upon its power to descend upon Casio. Now, it was the same.
   

        Moreover, this stream of Original strength also carried with it the will of the Boxing Method of the Blood Vulture Tyrant Fist. Urged by Casio's resonating call, it directly deployed the Demon Bird Soaring! This was a terrifying ultimate move that even Totem Kings ranking within the top ten in the World of Calamities would avoid at all costs—a deadly spiral, a lethal decomposition!
   

        Even if it was only one-third, it was still unimaginably terrifying!
   

        If it were Xiadu at his peak, he naturally could have ignored it. Even under normal conditions, he could brush it off. But now, under the suppression of multiple seals, having just expended a great deal of energy violently challenging Heaven's Gate and falling into a nadir period—how could Xiadu block it? How could he possibly block it!
   

        The Fist Casio swung was merely a feint, a distraction.
   

        The real fatal move, on the other hand, was the Demon Bird Soaring that descended upon Xiadu's own body! Screech! The resonant cry of the raptor reverberated across the sky.
   

        A scarlet Blood Vulture, ephemeral as a star, descended upon the world.
   

        It instantly appeared behind Xiadu, executing an ultimate gliding slash!
   

        Ding! Bang bang bang bang bang!
   

        A spray of terrifying golden-red sparks obscured all vision.
   

        Extreme heat, surging fog, scarlet Deathfang Power, completely enveloped the battlefield. Only a black Silhouette clumsily fell down.
   

        Casio's body smoked black, his right arm fractured, and his body showed a series of scarlet cracks. He plummeted straight down, yet his face bore a wildly growing smile: "I said from your left shoulder to your right side, piercing through your entire body..."
   

        "I, will not break my word."
   

        Whoosh! A Gale blew at a high altitude, sweeping away the scarlet fog.
   

        A pale golden, naked silhouette was suddenly revealed.
   

        Pitter-patter, pitter-patter, blood dripped, unstoppable in its flow. Vaguely, a terrifying black liquid seemed almost ready to drip down as well.
   

        Suspended in midair, Xiadu's back bore a massive wound stretching from his left shoulder to his right waist. This claw-like wound almost split his Physical Body!
   

        That was the horrific injury caused by the Demon Bird Soaring.
   

        "Hehehe... hehehe... hahahaha!"
   

        Xiadu burst into laughter, an angry laugh, a maniacal laugh.
   

        No one had ever challenged his authority like this, no one had ever inflicted such a wound upon him after the seals were in place! Casio, Casio, Casio, I'll remember you! Next, I'll send you to Hell!
   

        Xiadu suddenly raised his right hand, aiming at the nearly exhausted Casio from a distance. A terrifying force began to circulate, like a volcano building up its power.
   

        In the blink of an eye, even before the attack was unleashed, the entire space and ground responded. Trees toppled en masse, and Mud sank deeply.
   

        A broad Pit formed, its depth reaching at least tens of meters.
   

        "Die!" "Hm?!!"
   

        Xiadu suddenly turned his head, his gaze spanning a vast distance, locking onto Florence. In just a short time, there appeared a blue-black Silhouette of the Holy Fist Realm, attacking the Ancient Altar and the Light Pillar with madness.
   

        Force poured out, focused to a point, posing an immense threat.
   

        The Altar trembled continuously, the three Origin Stone Tablets spun rapidly, and the Light Pillar began to flicker. Energy was being consumed frantically.
   

        "Not good..."
   

        Xiadu's silhouette instantly vanished from his spot, heedless of anything else as he rushed toward Florence. In his heart, opening Heaven's Gate was always the highest priority in all his plans, giving way to nothing else.
   

        Millions of years of planning, Xiadu would not allow this attempt at opening the gate to fail.
   

        Xiadu's silhouette instantly vanished from his spot, heedless of anything else as he rushed toward Florence. In his heart, opening Heaven's Gate was always the highest priority in all his plans, giving way to nothing else.
   

        Millions of years of planning, Xiadu would not allow this attempt at opening the gate to fail.
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        Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        Near the ancient altar that burst out light columns amidst the disaster's dark mud and Florence.
   

        A dark blue silhouette whirled around the ancient altar like an accelerating meteor, striking with a frenzy of punches! One punch after another, neither flashy nor grandiose, these punches embodied a refined simplicity, targeting the peak of precision and lethality.
   

        Focusing on a single point to break through, it was the most efficient and deadliest approach.
   

        With every punch, the entire altar shook violently, and the three Origin Stone Tablets spun faster. Blue ice crystals exploded, a terrifyingly cold temperature enveloped the column's surface, forming an icy cylinder. Hardly had the blue ice pillar formed when it was shattered by the second punch of the Dark Ice Extreme Fist, and the absolute cold from the second punch formed another column of ice.
   

        In this continuous cycle, it escalated the consumption and breakdown of the altar's light pillar.
   

        This extreme cold power was terrifying, even more extreme than the lowest temperatures at the North Pole, and it contained a boxing method will with intense aggressiveness. The mere shockwaves spread by the impacts of the Dark Ice Extreme Fist on the light pillar had already completely encased the earth in ice for thousands of miles.
   

        The disaster's dark mud that had been heaving and flowing like a mudslide had a thick layer of ice crystals form over its surface. In an instant, the black mud stopped flowing and became fixed and hard ground.
   

        Frozen so rapidly, even the dynamic sense of surging flow was locked in place. At first glance, it was as if time had stopped.
   

        Many of the dark creatures swarming over the black mud were also affected. They showed their formidable and bizarre bodies, just beginning to reveal their ferocious and frightening expressions. Some howled to the sky, some spread their wings to soar, and others were sprinting fiercely. Yet, as tiny blue ice crystals began to fall from the sky, they instantly stiffened, turning into statues frozen in dynamic poses.
   

        "Cold..."
   

        "So cold, too cold..."
   

        "A chill that penetrates to the marrow."
   

        Near the city walls of Florence, although the human side was far enough away and blocked by a vast number of dark creatures, so they didn't experience any fatal shockwaves, the cold still caused a sudden plummet in the air's temperature.
   

        In a moment, the temperature dropped below zero, as if winter had come again.
   

        "Another existence that has surpassed the world's limits!"
   

        The figure of the Black Mechanism Chief Inspector flashed as he slew a swath of dark creatures before him. Then, turning his head towards the distance, his gaze was deep and full of worry. It was only now that he completely understood the terrifying nature of the world-upending crisis mentioned by the Demon Figure Gate Master. Two Legendary Realm Saint Fists emerged on the human side, yet they still couldn't completely prevent everything from happening.
   

        If it weren't for these two Saint Fists, what would this crisis have looked like? Would there have been no hope or expectation at all?
   

        Just thinking about it was despairing...
   

        "Chief Inspector, the attack on Florence by the dark creatures has decreased sharply."
   

        "Should we dispatch a fraction of our elite to support the area around the light pillar?"
   

        Next to him, a Shadow Hunter named Jin flashed into view, speaking in a deep voice.
   

        "Support? That'd just be adding trouble. Don't send cannon fodder over there. None of us here, including myself, are qualified to join that final battlefield," the Black Mechanism Chief Inspector said calmly, rejecting the suggestion.
   

        Their pressure here had suddenly decreased precisely because the shockwaves from the Dark Ice Extreme Fist's power at the ancient altar had obliterated swathes of dark creatures. As a result, the creatures near Florence couldn't replenish for a while, creating a gap. Their fate would be the same if they went there.
   

        Just the aftershocks were already troublesome enough for everyone.
   

        Staying back, doing what we can manage, not rushing to be a hindrance. Let's be the audience and place our hopes on the Dark Ice Extreme Fist and the Demon Figure Gate Master. After all, they are the sole protagonists of this pinnacle battle! If they fail, then everything is over.
   

        ************************************
   

        Boom!
   

        As the Dark Ice Extreme Fist delivered a punch, like a dark blue meteor, it struck the altar's light pillar. Finally, the white-golden light pillar noticeably dimmed, and its outline became wobbly and somewhat ethereal.
   

        High above in the sky, at the very top of the light pillar...
   

        The sacred Heaven's Gate began to break free from the confinement of the light pillar's location.
   

        Invisible waves undulated, with runes on the door frame rippling like water.
   

        "Scram!"
   

        Whoosh! In the far reaches of the sky, a figure appeared like a meteor crashing to the ground. Landing squarely on the Dark Ice Extreme Fist with an explosive sound.
   

        Terrifying sonic booms howled, and the air seemed to transform into semi-transparent fog.
   

        Within this white fog, the dark blue figure of the Dark Ice Extreme Fist was flung sideways, striking the ground ferociously. Like a human-shaped Iron Plough, it carved out a narrow trench ten kilometers long, exuding cold air.
   

        Near the ancient altar, the countenance of Xiadu turned frightfully grim.
   

        He suddenly raised his head to look at the altar and then at the Heaven's Gate attempting to break free above him, his eyes carrying a trace of solemnity.
   

        Initially, with only three of the four Origin Stone Tablets left, time had already been compressed. Now, as he was suppressing Casio, the Dark Ice Extreme Fist had been relentlessly attacking the ancient altar. The altar's remaining energy for maintaining its location was likely dwindling, making time urgent.
   

        "Rise!"
   

        Xiadu lightly tapped the ground with the tip of his foot, and his body instantly floated up.
   

        He spread his arms wide, slowly lifting them towards the sky.
   

        Suddenly, the entire ground resonated and trembled in response. The frozen disaster's dark mud that had spread for miles shattered, and the mud and water trapped beneath surged out again, roaring and gushing forward.
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        They twisted, entwined, and merged together, once again forming a giant mud statue. Its shape resembled a majestic mountain range, but it lacked the distinct limbs, appearing more like a smooth, black clay doll.
   

        Rumbling...
   

        The mud giant stretched out its demon-like arms once more, fiercely grabbing towards Heaven's Gate. Casio resolved to first open Heaven's Gate, release a third of his true form, and then it wouldn't be too late to completely kill and torment these two annoying beings. The most crucial reason was that the power binding Heaven's Gate was diminishing; he had to act quickly, or he would miss the opportunity.
   

        Thus, Casio could only try to push open Heaven's Gate, even though he would be obstructed by the Dark Ice Extreme Fist and Casio during the process. This dual strategy didn't seem very reliable. But he was filled with confidence. Even if one hand was striking Heaven's Gate and his body was covered in numerous terrible seals, with formidable enemies all around, Casio was invincible in this world!
   

        Boom!
   

        The terrifying mud giant threw a punch that fiercely struck the surface of Heaven's Gate. Thud! This vibration seemed to occur in everyone's heart.
   

        With a hard knock, it felt as though everyone's heart had skipped a beat.
   

        "It's close, it's close!"
   

        Casio's eyes suddenly flashed. This situation clearly indicated that Heaven's Gate was continually declining, about to no longer confine Casio's true form. The prior series of terrifying consumptive clashes were evidently not in vain.
   

        "Again!"
   

        The mud giant swung its arms again, ruthlessly bombarding Heaven's Gate.
   

        Suddenly, a blue-black silhouette on the ground transformed into a meteor and struck. A highly refined will of Boxing Method descended upon the world.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        Another arm of the mud giant suddenly transformed into a giant whip, lashing out and ferociously colliding with the incoming Dark Ice Extreme Fist. Knocking it back into the air, the fist turned into an even faster afterimage, carving a path through the ground.
   

        There was no choice, the Dark Ice Extreme Fist, although through some special means had its will returned to the Real World, had opponents in the World of Calamities too. Hence, the power it displayed, even reaching the level of Saint Fist, just barely crossed the threshold. It wasn't highly fearsome at the level of an ordinary Saint Fist.
   

        The strongest among the humans present.
   

        Came out still to be Casio, who had recently become a Tyrant Fist not long ago.
   

        Rumbling...
   

        The Dark Ice Extreme Fist crashed through the ground, exploding out far away. After a long while, it finally neutralized that force, flying up from the deep hole in the ground.
   

        However, just as he reappeared on the surface, he spotted nearby the channel between the two worlds and a Dark Ultimate Entity head with ten mouths.
   

        The Weeping Sound of Devil, a grotesque composite. A humanoid form, entirely deep black and eerie, felt light yet durable like wood, covered with wood patterns.
   

        On its body, there dreadfully grew ten fierce faces. Mouths wide open, revealing sawtooth-like tusks, pitch-black throats. Faint yet fatal waves of sound spread out, emitting a cry-like noise. Where it passed, the ground cracked inch by inch, the air trembled.
   

        "Stop him."
   

        From a distance at the top of the sky, Casio's voice fell like a supreme command. The Dark Ultimate Entity, the Weeping Sound of Devil, hesitated slightly, its ten faces turned towards the sky, seemingly pondering something, but ultimately it complied. It abruptly turned its body towards the Dark Ice Extreme Fist.
   

        "Woo woo woo woo woo woo!!!"
   

        Ten gigantic abyssal mouths from different angles and positions, firmly locked onto the icy figure on the ground. A visible cylindrical translucent wave of sound howled out, ten columns of sound waves overlapping in one.
   

        The terrifying resonance of crying thoroughly trapped the Dark Ice Extreme Fist!
   

        Bang!
   

        Above in the sky, the mud giant swung its fist again.
   

        Heaven's Gate vibrated loudly, creaking as if a crack had appeared! Bang bang bang bang bang... Inside Heaven's Gate, the body responding to Casio went completely berserk, ceaselessly bursting and striking.
   

        "Continue... continue... it's still not enough, still not enough!"
   

        Casio's eyes sparkled, his momentum higher and more terrifying than ever before.
   

        He fixed his gaze on Heaven's Gate, but suddenly turned around and punched towards a certain spot on the ground. The mud giant did the same.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The demonic fist smashed the ground, staunchly resisting a silhouette.
   

        This silhouette was unmistakably Casio, who had just managed to recover.
   

        He tried to seize the opportunity to move, wanting to disrupt Casio's plan. However, Casio was ultimately not foolish and soon became cautious after briefly being at a disadvantage.
   

        The mud giant, carrying Casio's terrifying force, crazily battered and struck Casio. It was like a Raging Waterfall washing down from the sky.
   

        For the time being, even as Casio burst forth, he couldn't break free.
   

        The ground within a nearly hundred-kilometer radius was covered densely with cracks, and mud spurted out from the ditches into the sky, falling back down as Black Rain.
   

        "No one can stop me, no one!!!"
   

        Casio slowly turned around, and once more, the giant Black Mud Statue swung another arm. Bang! Heaven's Gate trembled, the cracks now visible to the naked eye.
   

        Inside, the Golden Holy Light burst forth!
   

        The momentum with which Heaven's Gate opened seemed utterly unstoppable.
   

        "..."
   

        Florence.
   

        The strong among the humans watched in silence.
   

        They only clenched their fists, gritted their teeth, and stared fixedly.
   

        The heavy breathing was intermittent, laden with fatigue and helplessness.
   

        The passage between the two worlds.
   

        Dark Ice Extreme Fist, trapped within a colossal sonic pillar, added a Frost Sickle to his arsenal and frantically hacked around, sending out a series of massive slashing sounds. But Dark Ice Extreme Fist, though strong in defense, struggled to break free. The full force of the Weeping Sound of Devil was not something that could be shattered in a moment.
   

        Near the Ancient Altar.
   

        Casio knelt on one knee, his spine as straight as a dragon's, his fists defending above his head. The scarlet Spirit Strength, as if burning wings.
   

        Casio! Casio! Casio!
   

        Casio's eyes turned scarlet as he repeated the name in his heart.
   

        Still lacking a bit, no, a lot.
   

        His time achieving Tyrant Fist had simply been too short; no matter the advantage of fighting on home turf, no matter the unity of heart and fist, it wasn't enough to truly turn the tide. He could only inflict some injuries on Casio, gaining some minor advantage.
   

        Strength, strength, strength!
   

        At this moment, Casio's heart had an unprecedented craving for power. Every cell in his body was screaming, every piece of will covered by Spirit Strength was boiling. I want strength, I want strength, I want strength!
   

        Bang!
   

        The Black Mud Statue struck with its fist again.
   

        Heaven's Gate could not be stopped at all, and it slowly opened.
   

        Above the giant's head, ten thousand meters in the sky.
   

        Casio spread his arms wide, resembling a humanoid cross, his entire figure bathed in divine platinum light, momentarily like a god.
   

        Chirp!!!
   

        Suddenly, at the location of the passage between the two worlds, on the faintly discernible other side of the World of Calamities, the silhouette of an old man enveloped in white light appeared.
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist, it was the White Bird Sacred Fist!
   

        Around his diminutive form, six massive mountain-like eerie silhouettes gathered, all were Ultimate Dark Entities! Their numbers had doubled, and more Ultimate Dark Entities were being drawn.
   

        And as a human barrier, the White Bird Sacred Fist stood there alone.
   

        Bear in mind, at this moment, he was still enduring the effects of a double curse.
   

        The other side of the passage between the two worlds.
   

        Just as White Bird Sacred Fist felt that Heaven's Gate was about to be breached,
   

        he burst forth abruptly, a terrifying White Bird Phantasm flashing by, sending six Ultimate Dark Entities flying. The next second, he soared over.
   

        As if transforming into a meteor, fiercely charging into the Real World!
   

        However, another massive phantom descended from the sky, blocking his way. The Ultimate Dark Entities of the World of Calamities, due to the empowerment from Lightless Night, had been freed, and some Sacred Fists, even with desperate effort, couldn't stop them.
   

        Bang!
   

        White Bird clashed violently with the Ultimate Dark Entities, both repelled.
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist eventually was stopped, unable to enter the Real World.
   

        Suddenly, in the Real World, suppressed by the Black Mud Giant, Casio let out a ferocious roar. His raging willpower suddenly transmitted to White Bird Sacred Fist.
   

        "Do you still remember the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission I once mentioned to you in the World of Qi?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In the Real World, upon the ground riddled with dense cracks.
   

        Casio knelt on one knee, pinned down by the Black Mud Giant's arm, with the skin and muscles of his arms in front of him split open inch by inch to reveal the gleaming white bones.
   

        His back gradually bent, but his strong will towered ever higher.
   

        Casio's face was like that of a demonic god, his eyes fixed intently on Xiadu as he opened the door. He didn't actually like to put everything on one throw, but there was nothing wrong with taking a gamble as the Era of Retrospection was about to end!
   

        Strength, strength, come the fuck out!!!
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh...
   

        On that face turned toward the high altitude, three different states flashed by rapidly, each representing a different personality. At this very moment, under Casio's strong desire, his will to face death, and his determination to burn all bridges, the three Mental Methods of the Magic puppet secret weapon began to resonate mysteriously.
   

        At the same time.
   

        On the surface of his formidable body, one after another, acupuncture points as brilliant as stars lit up, emitting red, white, and purple lights as though studded with gems.
   

        Ding ding ding ding ding ding!
   

        From the Southern Dipper's acupuncture points, plumes of mist-like smoke wafted out.
   

        This clearly indicated that Casio had fully entered a state of desperation.
   

        He clenched his fist fiercely, inch by inch.
   

        As if to firmly grasp the entire sky and earth in the palm of his hand.
   

        "Whatever you want to do next, as you wish,"
   

        The aged voice of the White Bird Sacred Fist suddenly echoed in Casio's ears.
   

        Chirp...
   

        A phantasmal White Bird took flight, piercing through the multitude of Dark Ultimate Entities blocking the White Bird Sacred Fist, as well as the barriers of the two realms' passage.
   

        It glided swiftly away, so fast it was astonishing.
   

        It didn't descend upon Casio but instead skimmed along the arm of the Black Mud Giant against the flow. It covered tens of thousands of meters in distance and appeared in the cloud layer at high altitude, gracefully and elegantly merging into Xiadu's body.
   

        At this moment, Xiadu was at a critical stage of opening Heaven's Gate, and his power was rapidly depleting after multiple expenditures. Xiadu would not, and could not, block what seemed to be a non-attacking move.
   

        Chirp! The call of a Water Bird spread from Xiadu's body.
   

        The seal of the Demon Bird Seat, composed of sixty-six stars, lit up, reaching its most brilliant state in an instant. At the same time, the scarlet Giant Vulture Constellation Star Map and the deep purple Star Python Constellation Star Map were also activated by resonance, immediately reaching their limits. Powerful energies circulated within them.
   

        One could vaguely see that beneath Xiadu's pale golden skin, the phantasms of three exotic beasts firmly locked within him.
   

        Chirp! Squawk! Hiss!
   

        The next second, within the three Southern Dou seals, three colossal creatures burst forth. A Blood Vulture with wings like flaming, a graceful yet ferocious White Light Water Bird, and a giant purple-patterned Sonic Snake covered with Sound Wave Scales.
   

        These were not merely phantasms but also the power of the three Southern Dou Holy Fists.
   

        They had transmitted one-third of their tremendous Qi into the seals.
   

        Now, all of it was drawn out by the will of the White Bird Sacred Fist, leaving only a small part behind to maintain the seals within Xiadu's body. The majority roared out, rushing towards Casio like an anointing of power.
   

        Boom boom boom, boom boom boom, boom boom boom...
   

        A waterfall of red, white, and purple colors swept down, without any hesitation, striking Casio fiercely. The massive phantasms of the White Bird, the Sonic Snake, and the Blood Vulture also rushed over, continuously pouring into Casio's body.
   

        This was the massive Qi that the three Southern Dou Holy Fists had cultivated from the Ancient Era up to now, mixed with their most peak and complete Southern Dou's Power. For Casio, who shared the same origin, it was an incomparable enhancement. His aura, his Force, his power soared wildly.
   

        The existence of the three Mental Methods could well resolve their conflicting aspects, maximizing the power of this enhancement.
   

        On the ground, Casio's body emitted a three-colored glow, his strength skyrocketing every second. It put such strain on his body that it began to crack, as the combined Qi and Southern Dou's Power were essentially that of a peak Southern Dou Holy Fist.
   

        Crack crack crack crack...
   

        His entire skeleton made a sudden, sharp sound, a harsh noise ringing out.
   

        Under the suppression of the Black Mud waterfall, Casio slowly raised his head, straightening his hunched and bent form. His knees straightened, and he suddenly stood up. The terrifying force of the Black Mud Giant staggered, its arm shaking upward.
   

        "Oh?"
   

        "A final struggle?"
   

        "But it doesn't matter. The gate is opened, and you are too late!"
   

        Above the Black Mud Giant's head, Xiadu basked in the increasingly dense Holy Light, slightly tilted his head, looking down from high above at Casio. His gaze even passed through the passage between the two realms, looking towards the White Bird Sacred Fist who was fighting.
   

        It's no use, even if you pour all the strength of the three old fellows into one person, he is but a single Southern Dou Holy Fist on the scene. Now, the momentum of opening Heaven's Gate is completely unstoppable. My entity will come out and sweep away all Obstacles!
   

        I should also thank you for having just withdrawn the power from the seals. It allowed my power to catch a breath, my movements got faster, and Heaven's Gate opened more swiftly.
   

        A multitude of emotions flickered through Xiadu's mind.
   

        He suddenly raised his right arm, moving in complete synchrony with the Black Mud Giant.
   

        With a thud, he grabbed the door panel.
   

        Finally, five fingers could penetrate through the Golden Crack.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Open for me!!!"
   

        Click, click, click... An endless surge of might erupted violently in that moment.
   

        The luster on the surface of Heaven's Gate fluctuated wildly, bringing a terrifying burst. However, this outburst was forcefully suppressed by Xiadu.
   

        "Return... return... return... return..."
   

        The overlapping whispers echoed to the heavens, a chorus of myriad people shouting together. Men and women, old and young, incredibly eerie.
   

        This seemed to be a dreadful roar from a demon of hell.
   

        Bang!
   

        Heaven's Gate shook violently, its light quickly dimming.
   

        An arm covered with densely packed, crystal-like asphalting scales reached out from within Heaven's Gate, suddenly grabbing onto the door panel. Each scale appeared to conceal a dark demonic well. Boundless disasters, never-ending bad luck, and the ultimate destination of death were all within it.
   

        Swish...
   

        A terrifying black fog emanated from the arm's surface, quickly spreading out in all directions. Wherever it passed, the sky darkened, the stars disappeared, the cloud layer polluted, and even the air became filled with something resembling old dust. That was the calamity, an endless disaster spreading across the world.
   

        And this was merely the passive impact of one-third of Xiadu's original form entering the real world. The moment it appeared, it was as though it changed the entire world's rules, bringing despair. It was not just the ability of the Holy Fist Realm or the Ultimate Dark Entity to affect the environment with their physical presence.
   

        It was a more fundamental, more original, terrifying change.
   

        Perhaps the phrase 'a cure that only addresses the symptoms, not the root cause' could be metaphorically applied here.
   

        The Holy Fist and the Ultimate Dark Entities could only treat the symptoms; Xiadu's original form could treat the root. However, the word 'treat' is too positive; something more negative would be fitting.
   

        Crackle, crackle, crackle...
   

        With the emergence of Xiadu's original form, the speed at which Heaven's Gate opened multiplied. The full appearance of the scaly arm gradually emerged.
   

        In Florence, amongst the human camp battling the dark creatures, they too felt the change in the final battlefield and looked over from a distance. Some who saw Heaven's Gate and the giant hand on the door frame screamed in horror, covering their eyes. Blood began to slowly flow from their seven orifices.
   

        Some of lesser strength collapsed on the ground, dying without a sound. Others raved madly, shouting incoherently as if their brains and speech centers had been shattered.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism also glanced at it, immediately lowering his head, feeling a pain surge through his mind. As if a flame had scorched it.
   

        In his mind, the vision of Xiadu's original form was blurry, indescribable, twisted, and mad. It couldn't take on a definite contour.
   

        Indeed, those below the Holy Fist didn't even deserve to glance at Xiadu's original form.
   

        Endless Calamity, endless madness, that was almost an existence on the same level as the world's origin. How could ordinary humans understand or watch it?
   

        At this time, Xiadu's original form was not suppressed by the Origin Sea.
   

        "Finally, finally..."
   

        "Planning for an era, waiting for countless years. Now is finally the time to bear fruit, to harvest everything! Hahaha..."
   

        Xiadu let out a deafening laugh.
   

        Without any hesitation, he transformed into a streak of light and rushed towards his original form, clinging onto the door panel. The two brutally collided, merging in a weird fusion.
   

        Crack, crack, crack!
   

        In that instant, the power resisting Heaven's Gate grew even more violent.
   

        In almost a mere half-breath of time, one-third of Xiadu's original form had already emerged from Heaven's Gate, still accelerating its advance.
   

        "No prison cage can contain the Endless Calamity!!!"
   

        "Hahaha..."
   

        The laughter of Xiadu's original form came to a sudden halt, forcibly interrupted. On the towering arm covered in asphalt-like scales, a bizarre eyeball suddenly grew.
   

        The eyeball fiercely turned, staring directly at Casio on the ground.
   

        At this moment, the giant mud arm suppressing Casio was cracking inch by inch, sliced by an extremely terrifying sharpness. While the sharp edge had not yet arrived, it had already caused incredibly terrible destruction.
   

        If one were to look down from the sky to the ground, within a thousand miles, deep and wide trenches spread like dense tree roots or the tracks of a radial magnetic field. The cracks seemed to be cleaved by a sword, their edges unnaturally smooth. The mud oddly vanished, without a trace.
   

        "That is..." Even Xiadu's original form began to feel puzzled at this moment.
   

        On the ground, Casio's entire body was trembling violently and bleeding profusely.
   

        This fearsomely formidable Demon Idol's body also developed dense cracks. Plasma gushed out wildly but turned into puffs of fog in mid-air, as if it were being completely disintegrated by something.
   

        A mysterious and unpredictable force enveloped Casio.
   

        At the location of his Dantian, the twists of the three sets of Virtual Meridians began to spiral and overlap little by little, eventually forming a ring-shaped spiral circle. Inside this spiral circle, the surging Qi and Force of the three Southern Dou Holy Fists were rapidly revolving, clashing wildly. A phantom White Light gradually appeared.
   

        In the hazy darkness, chaos reigned, with up, down, and all directions inverted.
   

        A peculiar, fierce, and brutal glowing Weapon floated silently.
   

        All of Casio's attention was deeply captivated. He felt that the object before his eyes was incredibly beautiful, incredibly tempting, with a terrifying Magic Power.
   

        It was absolutely enthralling, burning with desire!
   

        "Grasp it, grasp it! Seize it! You must seize it!"
   

        In Casio's ear, it seemed as if a bewitching demonic voice was urging him. He thought someone was speaking, but in a daze, he realized that the voice was clearly his own. It was himself telling himself to seize that Weapon!
   

        "That's right, this is the power I want, this is what I've been dreaming of! It finally, it finally! Damn it, came out!"
   

        Would Casio hesitate? Impossible!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        He suddenly reached out with his large hand and grabbed the glowing Weapon.
   

        Boom! Endless violent thoughts, endless murderous aura, endless desires for Destruction. They poured into his mind incessantly!
   

        Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier!!!
   

        This was a nefarious Weapon, and also a demonic Weapon.
   

        Extreme killing, maniacal aura, absolute Destruction.
   

        It was just... it was just a perfect damn match for me!
   

        In the Real World, on the ground, Casio seemed to have become a being of light.
   

        He radiated white brilliance all over his body. Every inch of skin, every Core Bone, every Muscle had dense honeycomb-like perforations.
   

        And from those perforations, waves flowed like water, furiously emerging. Finally, they all converged on the position of Casio's right hand, condensing!
   

        Clang!!!
   

        An extremely vicious, wild, and evil Weapon suddenly appeared.
   

        Casio's entire right arm smoked, as if it could hardly withstand the strain and was about to break apart on the spot. His eyes dripping blood, he gazed fiercely into the huge eye on the arm of Xiadu's original body above him. Then a mad smile appeared on his lips.
   

        "Annihilation... Sound Blast... Death Tooth Soldier!!!"
   

        Casio enunciated each word through clenched teeth, as blood streamed from between his teeth in a fiery red that seemed to burn with life and Qi.
   

        "Clang!!!"
   

        His entire right arm instantly turned into a bright and brilliant trail of light.
   

        The mysterious and evil Weapon was unleashed at this moment!!!
   

        It appeared abruptly at the location of Heaven's Gate, as if crossing through Space, directly targeting Xiadu's original body that was opening the gate, striking decisively!
   

        Ding!
   

        At this moment, time seemed to stand still, the silence around was incredible. Even the Holy Light of Heaven's Gate ceased to flow.
   

        Only a white arc of light tore through everything, returning to its point of origin.
   

        It reappeared in Casio's palm, vibrating lightly.
   

        It appeared abruptly at the location of Heaven's Gate, as if crossing through Space, directly targeting Xiadu's original body that was opening the gate, striking decisively!
   

        Ding!
   

        At this moment, time seemed to stand still, the silence around was incredible. Even the Holy Light of Heaven's Gate ceased to flow.
   

        Only a white arc of light tore through everything, returning to its point of origin.
   

        It reappeared in Casio's palm, vibrating lightly.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Crackling sounds...
   

        The strong yet cracked right arm, like a charred black branch scorched by high-temperature flames, kept shedding and scattering pieces.
   

        Two seconds later, it ultimately turned into chunks of debris.
   

        Along with the Secret Martial Art weapon clutched in the palm, which dissolved into specks of flowing light.
   

        A rough, blood-covered hand slowly opened, letting the arm fragments and the luminescence of the weapon fall through the gaps between the fingers, finally clenching into a fist.
   

        At this moment, after personally utilizing the "Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier," Casio suddenly realized that the so-called weapon was actually just another form of the Southern Dipper's Power. It could be a Cross Sword, a Beheading Knife, a Long Halberd, and it could also be the Fist Guards covering the fists!
   

        Ever-changing, adapting to the style of any Secret Martial Art practitioner.
   

        If Casio had to choose again, he would have preferred the "Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier" to become Fist Guards. Casio didn't want any weapons; he preferred his own physical body. The strength of his limbs, their agility, the innate control—he trusted them at any moment, even at the brink of death!
   

        Sometimes, "my" is very important.
   

        "My" strength is the true, fully controlled power!
   

        "Next time I seize the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier, I will morph it into Fist Guards. It is to attach to me, not me to it..."
   

        Casio murmured to himself as another series of crackling sounds emitted from his body, clearly under such strain that it was about to fall apart. Holes and crevices appeared on his back, and protruding uneven white bones seemed like a gateway to Hell had just been flung open.
   

        Thundering rumbling sounds...
   

        At the zenith of the sky, Heaven's Gate kept making crashing sounds.
   

        Shock waves opened one after another crazily, overlapping and piling up like Tsunami waves, so fierce that they could uproot trees on the ground and overturn boulders. A small hill, unfortunate enough to be close by, completely disintegrated under the terrifying vibrations.
   

        "No! No! No! Come back! Come back!"
   

        The overlapping screams resounded across the heavens.
   

        At this moment, Xiadu had definitely entered a state of frenzy. He had separated from his original body, standing close to Heaven's Gate. With both hands gripping the door's crack, his eyes gazed intently through the golden light at what was inside!
   

        Incredulity, rage, resentment, disbelief—all were written on his face.
   

        "How could this be? How could this be!"
   

        Within the Origin Sea Water, one-sixth of the fallen original entity struggled to rise again, trying to rush upwards with all its might. However, the boundless flows of water seemed like chains, tightly grabbing every corner of the scaly entity. Below, a terrifying vortex emanated an ominous suction force, seeking to suppress it back to the seabed!
   

        The remaining original entity seemed to be powerless to ascend.
   

        And Heaven's Gate was just beginning to recover, the peak period of the Catastrophe Tidal had passed! The gate started to close bit by bit.
   

        Resolutely unstoppable, absolute enforcement.
   

        No matter how fiercely Xiadu's power burst forth, the one-sixth of the body that had emerged couldn't prevent the will of Heaven's Gate!
   

        This scene clearly indicated Xiadu's plan had failed!
   

        Though it had failed by half, it was virtually no different from a complete defeat.
   

        Because if Heaven's Gate were to close, then Xiadu would have to repeat the same plan. The Door Fragments, after being used, would break apart and scatter across the world, needing to be collected once more. Moreover, no one knew when the next Catastrophe Tidal would be. Too many variables, too much uncertainty.
   

        For Xiadu, a half-successful plan was equal to failure.
   

        "Hehehe... Hahahahaha..."
   

        Xiadu laughed out loud, neither joyful nor satisfied, but filled with boundless anger. He slowly turned around in front of Heaven's Gate.
   

        Suspended tens of thousands of meters in high altitude, he looked down condescendingly at Casio.
   

        In that cracked pit below, only the silhouette of a man with one arm remained.
   

        "Casio, you deserve to die!!!"
   

        The thousands of voices merged, as if delivering a solemn verdict within the Hall of Judgment, with the echoes of a Grand Bell. At this moment, Casio seemed to be pointed at by thousands, with the terrifying pressure descending inch by inch.
   

        Behind Xiadu, a huge arm covered with eerie, asphalt-like scales floated mid-air, directly aimed at Casio. The dark spaces between every scale seemed like abyssal Devil Wells. Unmatched malice, disasters, and evil nature locked onto Casio.
   

        At first glance, it seemed as though a monstrous arm had grown out of Xiadu's small body, bringing with it an extreme, absurd yet terrifying sensation.
   

        Waves of black mist surged out, seemingly altering the rules of the real world in this area, enabling itself to fully unleash its power.
   

        On the ground, inside the pit, Casio's face showed not a trace of fear.
   

        That handsome face, on the verge of collapse and covered with cracks, began to show a reckless smile, even mocking Xiadu.
   

        "Do you think it ends here?"
   

        "Do you think it ends with that weapon severing your body?"
   

        His smile grew increasingly ferocious, the corners of his eyes and his forehead lined with tense, blood-streaked wrinkles: "The Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier is a weapon formed by the resonance of three kinds of Southern Dipper's Power, showing the epitome of force. However, this weapon cannot be equated with the Nandou Three Fists Merge! It does not represent the complete battle form of the full Southern Dipper Secret Transmission..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Fist, fist! The fist is everything!"
   

        Casio suddenly raised his remaining right hand, fingers stretched towards the sky.
   

        With a fierce grip, it was as if all the power were seized in his palm!
   

        At this moment, Florence and all the frenzied battling disciples of the Magical Golem Sect trembled, sensing something. They beat the dark creatures before them to death with their fists, then turned their heads toward Casio's direction.
   

        At the same time, throughout the entire Hong Li Empire, and even the whole world.
   

        All cultivators and hobbyists who had practiced the Magic Heart Secret Book, whose bodies housed a Demon Seed within their Dantian, stopped everything they were doing and turned to look in a certain direction in the sky. Their fists clenched unconsciously.
   

        A surge of emotions and a high spirit, something was calling!
   

        It was as if it was a mighty declaration falling from the clouds, but also like a voice from the deepest reaches of one's own heart. That deep voice was almost a roar as it shouted.
   

        "World! World! World! Ten thousand demonic thoughts, Sacred Heart Scripture!"
   

        "Ten thousand demonic thoughts, Sacred Heart Scripture!" At this moment, the eyes of all secret martial artists who heard the voice turned pitch black, as if they were possessed by some will, muttering these words repeatedly like a spell.
   

        In every corner of the world, it seemed humans were shouting.
   

        Florence, in the area of the disaster black mud.
   

        Casio's figure overlapped with the phantom of the golem, growing taller and larger. The black spirit blazed and howled like a battle cloak.
   

        On the cloak that fluttered loudly, human figures emerged and disappeared one after another. Men and women, old and young, all were cultivators of secret martial arts. After their phantasms vanished, they left behind their refined Demon Seeds, which were thrown into the burning black spirit to help the flames grow.
   

        In less than half a breath's time, the golem's figure had swelled to tens of thousands of meters. Its fierce, formidable skeleton and thick, ferocious armor spoke maniacally of will through the flowing crimson light in the gaps of the armor.
   

        This was the most extreme burst of the magic puppet secret weapon, a retrospection that might only be possible once. The results of the Magical Golem Sect's and the entire Secret Martial Arts World's promotion in the Real World over the past two to three years were being used up today.
   

        Of course, this didn't mean that those people had lost their strength. The power of the Cultivators of the Demon Seed was still there, it was just that the Demon Seeds belonging to Casio had been retracted!
   

        Clack, clack, clack...
   

        The mask of the ten-thousand-meter-high Black Devil phantasm cracked open with a snap.
   

        And there was Casio's immense face.
   

        "Evil soldiers are just the ultimate burst of Southern Dou's Power! But Three Fists Combine is the merger of three paths of the Holy Fist Realm, representing all martial will, all the mysteries of boxing methods, all the pinnacle spirit, all fiercely kneaded together into one! Including the Red Vulture Fist, Water Bird Fist, Sound Snake Fist..."
   

        At this moment, if Casio didn't burn all the Demon Seeds to push the magic puppet secret weapon to the extreme, his physical power skyrocketing without limit, he wouldn't even qualify for Three Fists Combine, let alone the so-called path integration.
   

        "Xiadu! This is specially prepared for you... enjoy it well..."
   

        The golem's bulky arms spread out like a cross. With a horrific friction sound, the armors slowly came to the chest, palms together.
   

        "Stellar resonance, Southern Dipper Unrivalled!"
   

        Boundless red, white, and purple light furiously burst forth, sweeping over everything like a tsunami waterfall, completely changing the landscape.
   

        "Ooomph!!!"
   

        At the location of Heaven's Gate, Xiadu's true form shook violently, as it had finally infected the Real World's rules surrounding it with the breath of Endless Calamity, allowing its terrifying true power to be used and exerted without restraint.
   

        "Disaster, descend!"
   

        Xiadu suddenly raised his arms, pressing down heavily.
   

        At the same time, the main body's tar-like scaly giant arm slowly reached down. The pitch-black curtain of Lightless Night was drawn, rapidly descending towards the ground. For a moment, the entire sky seemed to press down simultaneously!
   

        This was the might of nature, the world's might!
   

        Boom, boom, boom!
   

        The pressing hand concealed the entire pitch-black night sky.
   

        "No one can escape within the Endless Calamity! Die here, die right here, fall into the eternal sin of the Devil Well!"
   

        The demon's beguiling voice echoed in every corner of the world.
   

        "Bullshit!!!"
   

        Casio's face flashed with red, white, and purple, as three different emotions converged and roared at the same time. A red face full of slaughter and tyranny, a white face with majestic atmosphere, and a face with extreme coldness. Tyrant Fist, Saint Fist, Extreme Fist, in this moment, united!
   

        Three personas, three masks, fiercely merged on Casio's face!
   

        "Three Fists Combine, King of Spirit!" Casio roared as he lifted his head to gaze at the enormous palm imprint that stretched boundlessly across the night sky, pressing down upon the world.
   

        "Kill kill kill kill kill kill kill!" Amidst his frenzied roaring, the phantasms of the Blood Vulture, the White Bird, and the Sonic Snake surged into Casio's arm, and he threw his fist with a might that dragged his spirit along!
   

        For a moment, it seemed as if the phantasms of three elders appeared behind Casio. One was divinely detached from the world, another imperious and sweeping everything before him, and the last stood in silent coldness. Their eyes were fixed firmly on Casio, and they smiled as they watched the arm he swung toward the heavens.
   

        Buzz! Buzz! Buzz! The three elders' phantasms collided and merged into Casio's body in an instant.
   

        At the same time, he threw a punch towards the heavens that roared like Xiadu.
   

        "Stars resonate, Southern Dipper Unrivalled!"
   

        "Three Fists Combine, King of Spirit!"
   

        Boom!!!!!! An infinite and terrifying surge spread out from the point where Casio's fist collided with Xiadu's palm, sweeping away everything in its vicinity.
   

        All Secret Martial Art practitioners and dark creatures, even the Dark Ice Extreme Fist and the Weeping Sound Devil of the Dark Ultimate Level, could only see a white light.
   

        The white light engulfed everything, tearing apart the Lightless Night with force.
   

        The already declining tide of catastrophes seemed to be affected, experiencing violent fluctuations and beginning to decay at an exponential rate!
   

        At this moment, in every corner of the world, people saw the Southern Dipper Star Region above their heads. Those one hundred ninety-eight dazzling stars!
   

        When the stars resonated, it was the time for the Southern Dipper to be unparalleled in this era!!!
   

        In a pit resembling one formed by a meteorite strike, stood Florence.
   

        A silhouette with a shattered body lifted its arm towards heaven. With an indomitable will and an unconquerable fist, it stood frozen, proud, like a statue.
   

        "The ultimate person, the ultimate fist!"
   

        On the other side of the portal between two realms, the White Bird Sacred Fist, with an aged face, stared intently at the figure in the meteorite pit, expressing his respect and admiration from his heart.
   

        At this moment, Casio was no longer a junior of the Southern Dipper lineage, no longer a newcomer in terms of time. On the contrary, he was a pioneer, an innovator. The path Casio had taken now surpassed the three Southern Dou Holy Fists, marching proudly towards the true ultimate Boxing Method!
   

        "Casio, you did it!" whispered the White Bird Sacred Fist.
   

        He looked above Casio's figure, at the massive scaly hand that seemed to suppress the entire night sky. The five mountain-like fingers broke off and smashed onto the ground of the Real World, creating five deep pits. The scales of the giant arm crumbled inch by inch, and a crack ran through it from top to bottom.
   

        Pfft pfft pfft pfft... An endless black mist surged out from the fissure and scales, as if the power was rapidly draining away. The void trembled, and three sacred gates of Heaven appeared on their own, and large ethereal chains shot out to anchor the giant arm.
   

        Crash, rumble, whir... The enormous arm struggled frantically, and it seemed as if Xiadu's crazed human face emerged on its surface. But it was to no avail. The platinum chains tightly wrapped around the arm and instantly dragged it into an unknown realm.
   

        No one knew what would ultimately happen.
   

        But it was certain that Xiadu had paid a tremendous price!
   

        Meanwhile, at the center of the five fingers of Xiadu's real body on the ground.
   

        A motionless silhouette slowly turned its head to look at the White Bird Sacred Fist on the other side of the portal, its lips moving as if to say something.
   

        Crash, Casio's shattered form finally disintegrated and fell apart.
   

        Like a sandstorm, he was swept away by the gale toward the distant ground.
   

        On the other side of the portal between two realms.
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist finally heard Casio's last will.
   

        "The ultimate fist, the ultimate person. This phrase, I return to you unaltered! White Bird Sacred Fist, you are the one who truly achieved it in the original timespace! The Water Bird that burns everything and soars with trembling wings is not afraid of the Endless Calamity's source of destruction, the Sinful Demon Well..."
   

        "Goodbye, White Bird, perhaps for the last time."
   

        "Goodbye..."
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        Arrogant, unyielding, burning...
   

        At this moment, it seemed as if a flame was flickering in Casio's eyes, distorting and blurring everything around him. The colors of everything, the contours of the world, the sound of the gale. Everything began to deform rapidly, losing meaning.
   

        Time seemed to recede like sea water from all directions.
   

        Everything was frozen at that last moment.
   

        Around the world, countless Secret Martial Art hobbyists were still looking up to the sky, shouting "Countless demonic thoughts, Sacred Heart Scripture"; in Florence, all the major human forces were still fiercely battling the dark beast tide brought by the calamitous dark sludge, with elite warriors grim and bloodstained. Only some elder-level powerhouses looked up at the sky, seemingly praying and calling out the name of the Demon Figure Gate Master; Dark Ice Extreme Fist and Weeping Sound of Devil confronted each other.
   

        The aged face of the White Bird Sacred Fist master bore a complex expression as he looked at Casio through the portal between two realms. Behind him were seven terrifying Ultimate Dark Entities!
   

        At the very apex of the sky, three Heaven's Gate doors emanating platinum holy light simultaneously pulled at the chains, carrying the gigantic demonic arms filled with sinful thoughts away.
   

        And at the very center, the silhouette swinging a fierce fist towards the sky crumbled into quicksand, leaving only a head solidified and suspended in mid-air.
   

        Everything—people, objects, light, wind—formed a vivid and surging portrait. The pinnacle of an era, a fiery conclusion.
   

        Casio remembered it all, deeply branded into his mind.
   

        Over three years, Casio completely underwent a heart-wrenching experience. Numerous changes had already quietly taken place during this process.
   

        Each Era Retrospection not only brought him an increase in strength but also elevated his mental realm. Casio was like a piece of raw iron, each entry into the Era of Retrospection was a quenching and forging. Clang clang clang, sparks flying everywhere. Impurities fell away, leaving only the pure. What resulted was indestructible fine steel!
   

        At this moment, Casio felt complete. The end of one story is not the end but the beginning of another new story. Look forward, the Southern Dipper stars are guiding the direction...
   

        Hong Li Federation Calendar year 156, October 29th.
   

        In the eastern part of the Federation, North Flow Country, Baichuan City.
   

        On the outskirts of the city, near a lush expanse of forest, stood a vast white private estate. Fragrant gardens, lush ornamental trees, green lawns, and stylish villa buildings.
   

        In front of the manor was a wide, flat cement road leading to the highway outside the forest. At the entrance, a burly man dressed in black like a bodyguard patrolled back and forth. There were even patrols inside the forest.
   

        There were no patrolling figures behind the manor, by the beautiful lakeside villa. Because, that was where the Demon Figure Gate Master resided.
   

        A crescent-shaped balcony, a breeze carrying the moist scent of flowers gently brushed past.
   

        The figure sitting on the black and white striped sofa opened his eyes.
   

        His blue-black pupils reflected the azure sky, white clouds, mirrors of lake water birds. It seemed as if in an instant, the entire world was captured in his pupils.
   

        Sunlight shone on the Dark Hunt Mask, reflecting a slight gleam.
   

        Click.
   

        A palm pressed on the edge of the mask, slowly removing it.
   

        "The fifth retrospection is over."
   

        "I... have returned..."
   

        Casio abruptly stood up from the sofa, his peak momentous aura bursting forth, carrying terrifying fluctuations that affected the natural environment. The Overlord of the Fist, his aura released, unstoppable as it pressed forward. With overwhelming momentum, he went undefeated, the most dominant and tyrannical presence.
   

        As soon as the aura of Tyrant Fist appeared, everyone within the private estate felt their brains violently shake and black out.
   

        Whether they were ordinary people or well-trained organization elites.
   

        "Whew..."
   

        In the crescent-shaped balcony, Casio slowly exhaled a breath of warm air.
   

        The terrifying aura of the Tyrant Fist level had already been withdrawn. In the next second, he appeared no different from an ordinary person. It seemed like the sudden burst just a moment ago was merely an illusion, a fantasy.
   

        However, the sight of personnel passed out everywhere in the private estate and surrounding forest proved that what had occurred was no illusion.
   

        Unlike the previous returns from retrospection, this time Casio easily mastered the wildly surging power within his body, even though the fifth retrospection had brought the most fierce increase in strength. Because, he had thoroughly reached the legendary realm of Tyrant Fist in this retrospection!
   

        This level had already surpassed that of Boxing Masters and Grandmasters, reaching an indescribable state. Perfect control of his own power, his own Qi, his own will, wasn't it effortless?
   

        At least, at this moment, Casio was under no pressure at all.
   

        He easily contained the volcanic eruption-like might within his body, thoroughly digesting all gains from this retrospection.
   

        From a top Fighter, Ultimate Fighter, to the realm of Tyrant Fist.
   

        Within the realm of Tyrant Fist, he again took steps that would usually take hundreds of years to cross in the stage of Qi cultivation. This showed how great the achievements of the fifth retrospection were.
   

        Naturally, for Casio, what he was most proud of was not these things. But rather, during the ultimate battle in Florence, landing a punch and a kick on the Calamity Source, Xiadu! This was what made Casio feel the surge of emotions now back in the Real World, a feeling of immense pride and sense of achievement.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1124: 568 Return to Reality (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Ding ding ding ding ding...
   

        He slowly removed his shirt, revealing a robust body with a perfect physique.
   

        On his skin, a total of 198 stars of the Southern Dipper twinkled, each forming a complete star chart. The fifth retrospection, Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, and Southern Dipper Sonic Snake Fist, all reached their peak levels! This was something Casio had not anticipated; he had thought that mastering the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist was already quite an achievement. But the great trend changes were always unexpected.
   

        In any case, Casio was now a true Southern Dipper grandmaster.
   

        Like the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, Southern Dipper Sonic Snake Fist. He was merely lacking the Heart of the Holy Fist and the Heart of the Extreme Fist to complete the transformation to the legendary realm.
   

        At that time, Casio would be able to perform the Three Fists Combine alone.
   

        The Three Fists Combine he had used in the final battle was actually a shortcut. It required one-third of the spirit strength of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, White Bird Sacred Fist, and Sonic Snake Extreme Fist to merge. And it also cost him the price of burning everything in his life.
   

        To truly master, genuinely merge.
   

        He had to achieve "my own."
   

        In short, Casio had to travel the paths of Holy Fist, Tyrant Fist, and Polar Fist on his own, and then add the perfect merge of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission to truly succeed!
   

        That's not to mention some hidden conditions.
   

        For instance, his physique level had to reach the Dark Ultimate Entity level, able to withstand the terrible resonance destruction brought by the Three Fists Combine to his own body. Not to end up like Casio at his peak in battle, where swinging a single punch would cause collapse.
   

        "I need to think carefully about what to do next…"
   

        His mind filled with myriad thoughts, his gaze quietly turning towards the distant mountain peaks.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The next second, Casio appeared at the mountaintop behind the forest.
   

        Facing bursts of autumn wind, he looked down. A thick green carpet unfolded and rolled towards the distance. In the middle, inset with lakes, was a white manor.
   

        His eyes shifted to the top right corner, where the remaining Obsession Energy was displayed.
   

        "Obsession Energy: 36.1"
   

        Because in the fifth retrospection, Casio brought the spirit strength of a top-level fighter, leading to a rapid increase in Obsession Energy consumption, deducting 13.1. However, this also brought him great convenience.
   

        If he were to undergo retrospection again, he wondered if he could further advance on this basis and bring all his strengths completely. Of course, with Casio's current strength in the Holy Fist Realm, just taking the spirit strength would likely cause the consumption of Obsession Energy to reach a massive extent.
   

        Therefore, it was imperative to collect Obsession Antiques as a precaution.
   

        He still had one Legendary Antique that had not been subjected to retrospection.
   

        Casio thought briefly and glanced at the back of his right hand.
   

        There, surprisingly, was an equilateral triangle symbol, shining with a dazzling platinum color. Different from before, at this moment, the center of the platinum stigma did not have a vertical line stigma.
   

        In fact, this did not signify a regression of the platinum stigma, but rather its evolution. It could even be said that what was on the back of the hand was no longer a hundred complete platinum stigmas, but a fragmented Spiritual Rune symbol.
   

        Indeed, during those two years, Casio had done all he needed to do. This included going to the Black Rain Villa to take the rune fragment that gave birth to the Secret Soul Power. He went to the source of the Holy Spring at the Dark Hunt Organization to get the second piece of the rune. The combination of the two formed a Spiritual Rune.
   

        This led to Casio forcibly summoning the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier in the final battle, dealing a key blow to Xiadu that sent half of his body tumbling back through Heaven's Gate, preventing the entire plan from succeeding.
   

        Of course, the Spiritual Rune on Casio's hand was still flawed. He didn't know why, even though he had obtained the rune fragments from both Black Rain Villa and the Dark Hunt Organization, it seemed there were still some missing pieces.
   

        Therefore, Casio decided to complete the Spiritual Rune in the Real World.
   

        He decided to make a trip to the source of the Holy Spring at the Dark Hunt Organization, then to Black Rain Villa. To see if he could repeat the process of obtaining and merging the rune.
   

        Casio still remembered when the Magical Golem Sect held the Secret Martial Art Exchange Meeting in the Real World, Young Thunder Dog Simonyi of Yunquan Fist. Because he was born with skeletal deformities, he could not break through to become a fighter, so he secretly made contact with Eye Demon, a core member of the Door Organization. And from that, he received news.
   

        Recently, Black Rain Villa, silent for decades, was about to revive!
   

        Many core members and forces of the Door Organization, including some foreign powers, were converging towards the eastern six states, waiting for the right moment.
   

        It seemed they wanted to take advantage of the revival of Black Rain Villa to gain some benefits.
   

        And this Thunder Dog Simonni, intercepted halfway by Casio, joined the Magical Golem Sect. And with Casio's help, he broke through to the fighter realm.
   

        Naturally, he passed this message to Casio.
   

        Even after traveling back three years, he still remembered this crucial information.
   

        Black Rain Villa chose now to revive? 
   

        Haha, it seems they are in need of a new master.
   

        During his fifth retrospection, Casio had thoroughly understood the peak period of Black Rain Villa and had effectively taken control of the Eerie Night Guests under it. He felt that Black Rain Villa indeed was a large-scale force incubator that, if used properly, could bring many benefits.
   

        Casio had decided to make himself, as the Earth Overbearing Fist, the new master of the Black Rain Villa — it shouldn't be too much of a compromise...
   

        Of course, compromise was futile. What does taking it over have to do with you?!
   

        Furthermore, core members of the Door Organization in the real world such as the Eye Demon were gathering in the eastern region, hoping to cash in on Black Rain Villa's revival.
   

        Let them come then, the more the merrier.
   

        It would be best if some Kings and Vice Leaders also came along.
   

        No, it should be said that several Vice Leaders should come.
   

        By now, the necromancy technology of the Door Organization must be quite adept. Reviving several Vice Leaders from past eras should be feasible. However, there must be limitations too, they can't just use it indefinitely. Otherwise, the real world would have already been ruled by the Door Organization…
   

        "Bring more people. It'll save me the time of hunting them down one by one..."
   

        Casio's expression did not change at all, his words were cold yet brimming with an uncontrolled dominance. He had already sentenced those people to death.
   

        After the fifth retrospection ended, Casio returned.
   

        He followed one principle.
   

        I am invincible, do as you please!
   

        Xiadu is definitely still in slumber now.
   

        So in the whole real world, who could possibly be Casio's match?
   

        As his thoughts flowed, he slowly pondered another matter.
   

        Being stuck at the peak physique of an Ultimate Fighter, it should be time to push it further. Casio already had a premonition that killing just one more Ultimate Dark Entity would allow his Golem Physique to break through the bottleneck.
   

        The Magic Puppet Secret Weapon had already absorbed four types of Ultimate Dark Entities; just one more, and it could complete its transformation. It seemed to be some sort of mystery of the origin, existing at the same level. With this kind of thing, one could reach the level of an Ultimate Dark Body, just as the Heart of the Overlord Fist is to the Tyrant Fist realm.
   

        So, one more item was added to the plan.
   

        In the current era, to lure and slaughter an Ultimate Dark Entity.
   

        In the end, Casio thought about the Magical Golem Sect and the diverse and numerous forces under his command. The Black Spade "A" Organization, the New Human Telekinesis Association, and the Shadowless Organization that covertly controlled the Shadow Demon using the Hand of Black Magic. These should be unified together to continue expanding their influence.
   

        The Magical Golem Sect in the real world, at least, should reach the vast scale of the Magical Golem Sect during the fifth Era of Retrospection! Moreover, the Magical Golem Sect should widely propagate Secret Martial Arts to the lower layers of humanity, expanding the power of Secret Martial Arts.
   

        The Southern Dipper Six Parts, Magic Heart Secret Book, simplifying Combat Skills.
   

        The Demon Seed, the soon-to-be-attained Black Rain Villa, Casio's identity as the Dominant Fist.
   

        These are all strong pillars in the growing power of the Magical Golem Sect!
   

        Plus, the Magical Golem Sect, having already made a remarkable debut at the East Exchange Meeting hosted by the Evil Eye Fist, was nearly contending with the entire East Nine Gates.
   

        The Magical Golem Sect will develop even faster and expand more aggressively than in the fifth Era of Retrospection, rapidly sweeping across the whole world!
   

        Practicing fist, strengthening the body!
   

        Throwing punches, mastering fate!
   

        If you grasp the fist, you seize power! Fist strength is power!
   

        "I want to see the Door Organization and dark creatures shivering like rats in gutters, hiding only in their dark corners!"
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        Next, the first thing Casio had to do was:
   

        Use the Qi Seal Inscription Method to rewrite The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart. Having already written them once during the three years of the Era of Retrospection, he had thoroughly mastered them. Therefore, the rewriting would be very fast. Moreover, the effects of these secret manuals were likely to be greatly enhanced.
   

        After all, the previous writings of The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart were crafted when Casio was at the limit of an Ultimate Fighter. But now, Casio existed in the realm of Tyrant Fist, a legend among the Secret Martial Arts — incomparable to his previous state.
   

        The mark of the Qi of the Holy Fist Realm on various secret manuals would probably produce profoundly mysterious effects, turning decay into something miraculous. Not to mention the Tyrant Fist that leaked out, the punch's magnetic field and aura formed were likely to be more infectious, allowing the disciples of Puppet School to quickly master them.
   

        Now, the Qi Seal Inscription Method was no longer incomplete.
   

        Even though The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart were filled with magical and evil properties, they would no longer bring intense side effects to the practitioners of these boxing methods. At the very least, they would not turn an undetermined Martial Artist into a complete slave to the boxing method, or do something as unimaginable and jaw-dropping as violently destroying dark creatures.
   

        Casio pondered here.
   

        He could not help but think of the legendary Interrogator from the Era of Retrospection, Mouse Four.
   

        In the Real World, if the expansion of the Puppet School were to happen,
   

        it surely wouldn't create a team like the Federation version of Mouse Four.
   

        Probably...
   

        His thoughts shifted, and he stopped pondering these strange matters. Instead, he seriously contemplated the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission. In the fifth retrospection, Casio had expanded the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission into an entire grand system of Secret Martial Arts, like a towering tree sprouting dense branches and foliage. It was divided into three realms in total.
   

        The first realm, similar to lower-level boxing methods like Firestone Fist and Shadow Moon Fist. These and Southern Dipper had an impure connection, being mixed with the essence of other powerful Secret Martial Arts. Of course, the core of these low-level boxing methods was still Southern Dou's Power, albeit a weakened, simplified version.
   

        It's important to note that these so-called low-level boxing methods should not be considered worthless; their destructive combat power was very potent. Even though they were not pure hybrids, the materials fused were indeed powerful Secret Martial Arts.
   

        This low level was only relative within the Southern Dipper System.
   

        The second realm was purely Southern Dipper Boxing Method, directly utilizing a particular characteristic as special Force. For example, the Explosion characteristic in the Southern Dipper Sound Snake Fist was isolated to create an Explosion Fist! This boxing method was a step higher than the first realm's Firestone Fist and others, pointing directly to the original source.
   

        These were high-level boxing methods within the Southern Dipper System.
   

        Yes, there were no intermediate boxing methods in the Southern Dipper System.
   

        Above the low-level boxing methods were high-level boxing methods.
   

        The third realm, naturally, was Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Southern Dipper Sound Snake Fist, and Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist. These were the three original source boxing methods in the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission.
   

        These could also be known as King Fist.
   

        Additionally, underneath the first layer of the Southern Dipper System, numerous low-level boxing methods had derived into simple Combat Skills. They also possessed remarkable power, enabling martial arts hobbyists to unleash astonishing strength. Indeed, several Secret Martial Arts mimicking the low-level boxing methods had become popular at the grassroots level.
   

        However, these derivative Combat Skills and mimicked Secret Martial Arts were not officially recorded by the Puppet School. So, at most, they could be considered the edges and corners of the branches on the robust tree of the Southern Dipper System.
   

        They were born based on the foundation of The Six Parts of Southern Dipper.
   

        Under the bright sunlight on the mountaintop, Casio's eyelids drooped slightly.
   

        The first and second layers of the entire Southern Dipper System had been completely perfected during the Era of Retrospection. He had not begun writing the final third layer because only when Casio reached the realm of Tyrant Fist through Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist would this Southern Dipper boxing method be considered complete. Now, he was qualified to fully write the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist among the three major Southern Dipper boxing methods.
   

        As for Southern Dipper Sound Snake Fist and Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist,
   

        Casio could also write them, but they could not reach a perfect realm. It was like a circle missing its last gap; then it wasn't a circle anymore.
   

        Of course, continuously using the Qi Seal Inscription Method to write Southern Dipper Sound Snake Fist and Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist was also a training process. If he tried day and night without interruption, continuously questioned his core and ran his Qi, then through this unceasing writing process, Casio would gradually inch closer to the Heart of Saint Fist and the Heart of Extreme Fist, making it easier to perceive these existences.
   

        Just this effect alone made the Qi Seal Inscription Method absolutely formidable. It was unknown which powerful predecessor had devised these secret techniques.
   

        Probably a Saint Fist from the World of Calamities...
   

        In short, Casio now understood what he needed to do next. He needed to swiftly write out the foundational growth of the Puppet School.
   

        He intended to make the entire Real World a well-defended fortress.
   

        To drive out and completely exterminate all the vermin lurking in the gutters.
   

        On this basis, to peer into the World of Calamities, internal stability must come before external expansion.
   

        "Puppet School, it's time to get moving!"
   

        On the rugged mountaintop, with a light tap of his toes, Casio's silhouette instantly vanished from the spot, transforming into a fading rainbow that descended toward the Manor.
   

        At this moment, the Manor was in uproar and confusion. Some patrolling and security personnel who had passed out awoke in a daze, panicked, and quickly called their colleagues to alert. Believing there was an enemy invasion, they hurriedly rushed into the Manor.
   

        Their demeanor extremely tense, as if under attack from foreign enemies.
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        However, Casio soon appeared personally and calmed everyone down. He also instructed his subordinates to gather the major forces of the Demon Idol Sect in Baichuan City.
   

        He was going to hold an important meeting concerning the development of the Demon Idol Sect.
   

        Moreover, he wanted to invite Amos, the steward of the Black Mechanism, as well.
   

        Because the actions to follow would be huge, exceptionally huge.
   

        It was uncertain whether the old steward Amos could handle it.
   

        Of course, it was best if Amos could handle it. If he couldn't, Casio had no alternative, he would not stop moving forward! At the same time, no one could make him stop, not even the government of the Federation.
   

        When Casio returned and had already achieved Tyrant Fist, his personal power had actually surpassed that of organizations, and his will was not to be defied!
   

        Actually, Casio had no interest in controlling the Hong Li Federation. However, the Hong Li Federation could neither stop nor restrict him from controlling the development of the entire Secret Martial Arts World. The two sides kept their waters separate.
   

        He hoped the Federation would be sensible, Casio did not like trouble.
   

        Hongli Federation Calendar, 156 years, October 29th, afternoon.
   

        North Flow Country, Baichuan City, suburbs, private manor. All servants or patrolling subordinates began to evacuate, leaving only the members of the Demon Idol Sect in the surrounding forest. Moreover, these members were warned that until Casio himself came out, no one should enter the manor.
   

        This peculiar caution didn't surprise the members of the Demon Idol Sect too much.
   

        For people in the Secret Martial Arts World, it was normal to suddenly have an inspiration for seclusion.
   

        A breakthrough required a quiet environment, free from disturbances.
   

        Thus, the patrol teams in the forest were earnestly following Casio's orders. They were on alert far away in a circular formation, vigilant of all strangers.
   

        Initially, everything was very normal, the private manor was silent.
   

        But around three in the afternoon, some strange phenomena occurred.
   

        In the sky, there was a line of black flying birds moving towards the south. However, as they flew over the manor, they fell straight down. Uniformly, without exception.
   

        Latterly, the cloud layer above the forest seemed to be drawn by something. It gradually gathered and overlapped, becoming thicker and lower. At a glance, it looked as though a whole mountain of clouds had descended.
   

        It was oppressively dark, ominously low, terribly suffocating.
   

        Even more so, an inexplicable fog suddenly appeared in the forest, hazily drifting and gathering. Within the fog, silhouettes seemed to be moving.
   

        The eerie atmosphere slowly spread, causing everyone to shiver with fear.
   

        Some patrollers occasionally saw illusions that made them suddenly step back in fright. When asked what they saw, they said they saw a youth employing a strange boxing method, bloodied in battle. The youth's opponents were all hideously disgusting non-human monsters, grotesquely twisted and evil. Yet, the youth was not scared at all, but instead charged forward with a sinister smile, swinging his large hands.
   

        His palms seemed to possess terrifying magic power, like an illusory moon.
   

        The trajectory traced by his fingertips was breathtakingly graceful, extremely beautiful, yet immensely deadly. Non-human monsters that touched him were injured on contact, dead upon collision. All died disintegrated into pieces, from inside to out, broken into cubes.
   

        An illusory moon floated above the youth's head, vibrating with a phantom pulse.
   

        After he had killed hundreds of non-human monsters, it was as if he noticed the patrollers, and turned this way, flashing an elegantly frightful smile with his glaring white teeth. It made one feel as though they would be dismembered the next second, feeling an illusory pain of cracking in every nook and cranny of their body.
   

        From the moment the illusion appeared, the patrol team immediately retreated.
   

        They moved to a location a kilometer away from the manor.
   

        The sky was clear and expansive, and the dense fog in the forest had also disappeared.
   

        It was as if they had left a domain.
   

        However, not long after, the fog began to expand again.
   

        The patrol team could only retreat further with no other choice.
   

        Retreating and retreating, they had completely evacuated the entire forest.
   

        By evening, the entire southern suburbs of Baichuan City were covered with this gray fog, and the oppressive cloud layer appeared like a curtain. Drivers on the highway passing through the foggy area, after leaving the fog, rushed distressedly to Baichuan City Police Station to report frightful hallucinations.
   

        What a group of burly men dressed in black, employing a bizarre yet formidable boxing method, and fighting to the death against a continuous tide-like surge of non-human monsters. They turned the entire sky and earth into a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood.
   

        When Baichuan City Police Department heard about this,
   

        they immediately wanted to send someone to investigate, and also planned to report to their superiors.
   

        However, before they could begin to do so, they were suppressed by the mayor of Baichuan City himself, who personally visited. In any case, after spending half an hour in the office with the head of Baichuan City Police Department, everything changed.
   

        The Chief himself led the team, taking a large number of officers, and cordoned off that large section of the suburbs. All vehicles were rerouted to travel on other highways.
   

        Hongli Federation Calendar year 156, November 1st.
   

        Three days passed, and the strange phenomena at the private manor continued for the full three days. Despite being a very large and influential event, the Baichuan City Newspaper eerily did not report on it, instead explaining that the government was repairing roads. As for those terrifying illusions, they were dismissed as the ramblings of drunk drivers.
   

        November 1st, 11:00 AM, at a guild hall in Baichuan City.
   

        Figures with real power from the Magical Idol Sect across the six counties of the eastern part gathered here. Regardless of what affairs they had at hand, or the troubles they encountered, they all arrived at the first opportunity. Among them were numerous senior levels of the original Black Spade organization, a few representatives from the New Humans, numerous leaders from the Shadowless organization, and some experts absorbed by the Magical Idol Sect from the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        People gathered together and proceeded to the splendid golden hall of the guild.
   

        There was a long rectangular conference table covered with goose-down red cloth.
   

        Seats were arranged on both sides, and one by one, silhouettes quietly awaited.
   

        "The Sect Master suddenly called us here urgently, the matter must be significant!"
   

        "I wonder what the important matter is?"
   

        The crowd was pondering this.
   

        On one side of the conference table, suddenly a deep voice sounded.
   

        "It seems that everyone is here. Good, very punctual."
   

        "Hmm!!!?"
   

        Originally, those seated were either sitting upright at attention, or with arms crossed tapping their elbows, or leaning back lazily, sinking into their chairs. Now, however, they all uniformly turned their heads to look toward the head of the conference table. There, a black-clothed figure had appeared, expressionless and seated.
   

        He did not emit the slightest hint of aura, appearing like no more than an ordinary person. No, even ordinary people have their own presence. This absence of any presence at all, it should be called invisible, transparent. Practically no different from the air.
   

        "Sect... Sect Master!"
   

        The crowd was instantly shocked, some even suddenly stood up.
   

        "Keep silent."
   

        The Sect Master, Casio, pressed his hand downward. All the senior levels sat down straight at their positions, as if solidified by an invisible momentum.
   

        "Sect..."
   

        A Secret Martial Arts World fighter with a look of horror wanted to speak.
   

        To render him completely immobile, not even the top fighters of the Secret Martial Arts World bursting forth with all their qi could manage it! Yet, the figure that had appeared, the Demon Idol Gate Master, had not even revealed his qi, and merely with an indistinct momentum, had immobilized him.
   

        "Sect... Sect Master!"
   

        The crowd was instantly shocked, some even suddenly stood up.
   

        "Keep silent."
   

        The Sect Master, Casio, pressed his hand downward. All the senior levels sat down straight at their positions, as if solidified by an invisible momentum.
   

        "Sect..."
   

        A Secret Martial Arts World fighter with a look of horror wanted to speak.
   

        To render him completely immobile, not even the top fighters of the Secret Martial Arts World bursting forth with all their qi could manage it! Yet, the figure that had appeared, the Demon Idol Gate Master, had not even revealed his qi, and merely with an indistinct momentum, had immobilized him.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Amos... do you think what I'm saying is correct?"
   

        Casio, seated on the red chair at the head of the room, revealed a faint smile. He lifted his head, his flat, waveless eyes gazing at the tightly closed doors of the conference hall.
   

        With a clank, the iron door was pushed open from the outside, and sunshine poured in. An aged silhouette dressed in a black and white steward's uniform walked in.
   

        Amos, whose arrival at the guild hall had gone unnoticed, clicked his leather shoes on the marble ground. He raised his right hand, straightening the white down gloves on his left, yet his eyes were tightly fixed on Casio.
   

        "Tap tap tap... tap tap tap..."
   

        Amos gradually approached, first casting a wary glance at the thirteen secret manuals on the conference table, radiating twisted magic power, and then somberly said to Casio, "Having not seen you for a few days, you seem to have grown stronger..."
   

        "I can't completely fathom you anymore. Casio..."
   

        ***********************************
   

        Half an hour later, the meeting at Baichuan City Hall came to an end.
   

        The reason it concluded so quickly was because this meeting wasn't about brainstorming or discussion but merely about implementing Casio's will. Casio issued orders on what should be done next, by whom, and to what effect. The attendees only needed to nod, to comply, without any objections.
   

        Within the Magical Golem Sect, Casio already wielded significant authority and had founded the entire school himself. Just now, he had also revealed a massive breakthrough in his own strength and presented thirteen powerful secret manuals for his followers to cultivate. Thus, when he proposed sweeping through the entire Eastern Martial World, and even the Federation's and the World's Secret Martial Worlds, not a single person present felt he was arrogant. Instead, they were contemplating the feasibility.
   

        In short, the main theme for the Magical Golem Sect's future had been set.
   

        That was rapid development and expansion to increase influence.
   

        As for the thirteen secret manuals Casio had brought out, everyone present believed they must be valuable treasures. Nevertheless, there was some hesitation about abandoning their original abilities on which they had based their lives. They decided to first experiment and see the effects; if the results turned out to be surprisingly powerful…
   

        Then, abandoning the "worn and weathered wife" that had accompanied them on their journey thus far.
   

        ... was not out of the question.
   

        Everyone had their flexible principles and bottom lines, quite pragmatic indeed.
   

        When the meeting ended at noon, many senior-level members simply stayed in the hall for lunch. However, Casio and Amos had vanished at this time.
   

        Baichuan City, within a rather secluded abandoned park.
   

        Here, beside the concrete ground, the weeds were growing wild and rampant. The paint on the black streetlights was flaking away, covered with reddish-brown rust. The marble fountain too was overgrown with moss and littered with debris. However, aside from these man-made features, the natural scenery was actually quite beautiful.
   

        At a glance, large patches of maple trees stood neatly in rows, basking in the midday sunlight. With every gust of autumn wind, the leaves rustled and fluttered down from the branches, as if a group of dancing flame elves.
   

        "I can feel that you've become even more dangerous than you were half a month ago."
   

        Walking side by side on the white stone path covered with red maple leaves, Amos and Casio proceeded. One dressed in a tight black and white waistcoat, wearing white gloves with a sword-shaped logo, leather shoes and long pants, with his hair slicked back. Though aged, he still possessed an elegant charm. The other was cloaked in a black trench coat.
   

        With hard leather boots, light golden hair, a ruggedly handsome face, and lake-blue eyes, he exuded an aura of cold unapproachability.
   

        "Tap tap tap... tap tap tap..."
   

        The two silhouettes walked along the path towards the distant lake.
   

        "Casio, have you made another breakthrough? I envy you... To be so young and yet so powerfully strong is truly unique in the entire world," Amos said, looking at Casio. He continued, "Your strength was already at the peak of top fighters. With this breakthrough, you must have reached the realm of the Ultimate Fighter as spoken of in the legends of the Secret Martial World…"
   

        He shook his head ruefully, "Now, in the entire Secret Martial World, probably only one or two Secret Martial Artists can be considered on par with you. At least in the Eastern Federation's Martial World, you're likely without rival..."
   

        Amos was both pleased and concerned. Pleased because Casio clearly bore a grudge against the Door Organization, and his breaking through to the Ultimate Fighter level was a significant problem for them! As for concern, of course, he feared Casio's ambition might grow too large, turning the Magical Golem Sect into a force similar to the Door Organization. By then, the Black Mechanism would likely face its gravest peril.
   

        "Amos, you only got the last half right," Casio said, still expressionless as he walked beside Amos. He spoke not arrogantly or boastfully, merely stating the facts, "As of now, indeed, I am without rival. Whether it's in the Hong Li Federation or the entire world..."
   

        "Oh?" Amos raised an eyebrow, puzzled.
   

        "Puzzled? Well, now... do you want to take a punch from me?"
   

        By the azure lake water, Casio halted, turning to face Amos.
   

        Amos's brow furrowed more tightly, his aged and murky eyes sharpening as he tried to tease out some information from Casio's face.
   

        But there was nothing.
   

        So, testing the waters, Amos said, "Then... shall I take a punch?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Buzz!!!
   

        At that moment, as Amos's words had just ended, the surroundings instantaneously transformed. No longer was there an abandoned park around him, but a flat and vast prairie instead. The wind whisked the grass, herds of cattle and sheep roamed, and one could even see towering, snow-capped mountains in the distance, where sunlight and waves danced together.
   

        "This… This… This isn't an illusion!"
   

        Amos felt something was terribly amiss, extremely so. Had he been teleported to the suburbs outside of Baichuan City without any awareness?
   

        He first crouched down, removed his gloves, and picked up a blade of grass from the ground. After observing it for a moment, he put it back and donned his gloves. Then he dashed off toward the distance, displaying a speed that rivaled that of top fighters.
   

        In the blink of an eye, he had reached a spot several kilometers away.
   

        His toes touched down, landing on the back of a dairy cow with black and white spots.
   

        "It's alive…"
   

        Amos continued to dart forward and soon arrived at the foot of the mountain. He became more and more convinced that he had been moved thousands of miles away by some unknown means by Casio, rather than some powerful illusion art. So, where was Casio himself?
   

        "Casio! Where are you? Didn't you say you'd let me take a punch from you?!"
   

        Amos began to shout, trying to coax Casio into appearing.
   

        "I'm up here…"
   

        A voice that kept echoing suddenly appeared.
   

        "On top of the snow mountain?"
   

        Amos murmured to himself and looked up toward the towering summit.
   

        "Is that necessary? To intentionally choose such a high place." As he spoke, metallic cutting wires sprouted from his hands. The wires drilled into the mountain, swinging and retracting in a cycle, propelling him rapidly into the high altitude.
   

        Suddenly, he reached the steep mountain top platform.
   

        However, there was still no one on the platform.
   

        "Are you tricking me, Casio? Are you playing hide and seek with me?"
   

        Amos let his hands hang down, and the metallic lines waved behind him like ribbons, looking like the tendrils of a jellyfish in the water.
   

        "I'm not fooling you, Amos. I'm just up here. Right here…"
   

        The resonant echo exploded in the skies above Amos's head, booming loudly.
   

        At this very moment, Amos felt as if his head were blowing up, his scalp numbing. His spine tingled as if electrocuted, the sensation spreading throughout his body, every cell and tissue trembling wildly.
   

        He had just looked up fiercely, and what did he see?!
   

        A colossal human face in the sky!
   

        Appearing indistinctly amidst the swirling clouds.
   

        The clouds dispersed, fully revealing the scene in the firmament.
   

        The sky had human features, enlarged countless times. It covered the entire blue sky, endless at a glance, appearing far more terrifying and oppressive than if a face had suddenly appeared on the moon.
   

        Most importantly, the face was Casio's!
   

        "Amos, take a punch from me, take a punch…"
   

        The giant face in the sky suddenly spoke, word by word.
   

        Take a punch from him, what a joke!!!
   

        Amos felt like his scalp was splitting open. In his tumultuous life of sixty or seventy years, fraught with hardships, he had encountered many strange people and events. But he had never seen anything as horrifying as the sight before him.
   

        "Wait…" His words had barely escaped his lips.
   

        High above the sky, a gigantic fist was already smashing down, thundering as it burst through the clouds. Rolling over the air, it roared toward the majestic snow mountain!
   

        If one were to observe from an extremely distant location, they would find the fist too immense, making the mountain appear as slender as a toothpick in its presence.
   

        This punch was going to flatten not only Amos but likely the entire snow mountain and the vast prairie, turning them into an abyss that reached straight to the magma!
   

        "Damn!!!"
   

        On top of the snow mountain, Amos, who had been raised with an elite aristocratic education and remained elegant even in his old age, swore rudely for the first time.
   

        His powerful survival instinct furiously pumped his heart, sending hot blood throughout his body, instantly filling his limbs with strength. With a silent explosion, Amos entered the ultimate state of his Secret Martial Art, the fortieth Realm of Limit—Annihilation! His body fiercely emitted thousands of dense cutting wires, resembling a human-shaped metallic sea urchin. The terrifying cutting wires shattered the air, spreading out wildly.
   

        In an instant, they completely enshrouded and dragged down the snow-covered peak.
   

        But what was the use of that?
   

        Even if Amos's threads numbered in the tens, the hundreds of thousands, enveloping the entire snow-capped mountain, there was only one outcome facing that heavenly fist.
   

        And that was, death!
   

        "Aaaaaahhhhhhh!"
   

        Amos let out a twisted howl as the heavenly fist thundered down.
   

        Boom!!!!!!!
   

        "Huff... Huff... Huff..."
   

        In the abandoned park, by the emerald green lake, right at the same spot.
   

        Amos panted like a wild cow, thousands of metallic cutting wires shooting out uncontrollably, wildly dancing and slicing through the air. The ground, the woods, the lake—all were covered with dense cracks. Yet, the area within one meter of where Casio stood remained unscathed, as if an invisible force field was silently protecting it.
   

        "Casio!!! Gah!!!"
   

        Amos abruptly turned his head, looking toward Casio beside him, and in a flash, he retreated explosively, moving like lightning to another side of the lake. However, just as his feet landed, a black phantasm appeared at the exact distance and in the same position as before.
   

        Casio's actions remained unchanged, still watching Amos.
   

        "You! I! I'm not dead? That punch, that punch was so..."
   

        Amos finally came to his senses, withdrawing his threads bewilderedly.
   

        His lips slightly quivered: "That punch was terrifying."
   

        "Why am I still alive? Still here in the original park..."
   

        "Was it an illusion?" Amos was visibly shaken.
   

        His lips turned a bit pale, his face ashen, with fine beads of sweat on his forehead.
   

        "It wasn't an illusion," Casio slowly began speaking: "Just some methods you perhaps can't understand. If you don't believe me, I can demonstrate it again right here... How about another punch in this park?"
   

        "No... no need. You, you scared me to death, old man..."
   

        Amos coughed violently, his black and white steward uniform drenched with cold sweat. His greying hair stuck to his skin in clumps, a result of the overwhelming stress.
   

        "Casio... give me a moment,"
   

        Amos gasped, his voice hoarse.
   

        Casio nodded empathetically, standing quietly to the side.
   

        Somewhat mysteriously, there was a strange sense of docility.
   

        Amos could hardly associate him with the terrifying heavenly punch from before. Time passed, minute by minute, and about ten minutes later.
   

        "Casio, tell me honestly, what realm has your strength reached?" Amos stared at Casio intently: "Ultimate Fighter?"
   

        Casio shook his head.
   

        "The pinnacle of Ultimate Fighters? The first among the contemporary Secret Martial Arts World?"
   

        Casio shook his head again.
   

        "Saint... Saint Fist!"
   

        With turbulent emotions, Amos uttered these two words.
   

        "Wrong, it is Tyrant Fist," Casio turned to look at the placid lake surface.
   

        "Transcendence into the Saint, supremely overbearing..." Amos murmured to himself.
   

        He was completely shocked, but soon his thoughts raced again. Casio had just given him a punch, letting him personally experience the might of the Tyrant Fist and revealed he had reached the legendary realm of Tyrant Fist in the way of Secret Martial Art. Clearly, this wasn't just for showing off nor out of boredom.
   

        It was because of what Amos had overheard outside the door just half an hour earlier.
   

        The objectives that Casio had set for the Magical Golem Sect going forward.
   

        "The Eastern Martial World, the Federation's Secret Martial Arts World, and even the whole world's Secret Martial Arts World. From this moment on, they must be within their grasp..."
   

        Amos murmured this sentence to himself.
   

        Casio's punch was a warning, alerting Amos, the representative of the Federal Government's Supernatural Mechanism, and the top combat force of the Black Mechanism. He intended to lead the Magical Golem Sect to conquer the Secret Martial Arts World, and the Black Mechanism had better not interfere!
   

        Otherwise, with a single punch, all things would be annihilated in an instant...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Amos left, taking Casio's warning with him.
   

        Representing the supernatural forces of the Hong Li Federation, the Black Mechanism should be deterred for a short time and definitely dare not act rashly. And by the time the Devil Idol Martial Academy expands aggressively, increasing their influence step by step, it will be too late for the Black Mechanism to do anything. Most likely, there will be no complications...
   

        Of course, a main reason for this is that the influence of the Black Mechanism within the Secret Martial Arts World is extremely limited. Its foundational territory lies outside the Secret Martial Arts World, in the Transcendental Realm—that's where the Black Mechanism primarily operates.
   

        If the Magical Golem Sect were to sweep through the Transcendental Realm instead of the Secret Martial Arts World, the Black Mechanism would probably go mad trying to fiercely oppose them. Of course, whether their utmost resistance is like a majestic lion thrashing its paw or the invincible Meow Fist, that's another question altogether.
   

        Frankly, in Casio's view, sweeping through the Secret Martial Arts World is equivalent to sweeping through most of the supernatural forces in the real world. Aside from the Secret Martial Arts World, the other supernatural forces are quite insignificant, and he doesn't think much of them.
   

        So, let the Black Mechanism have its little patch of land and leave it be.
   

        Just stay honestly in your own territory and don't snatch food out of someone else's hand.
   

        This should be the path that the Black Mechanism follows next.
   

        From early November, the Magical Golem Sect underwent unprecedented changes, both internally and externally. Many disciples from across the Eastern Martial World were recalled, switching to cultivate the Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart, which promised higher destructive and combat power and higher boundaries. Shortly, an enthusiastic cultivation craze emerged, sweeping through the Magical Golem Sect from top to bottom.
   

        Whether it was the lowest-ranking members or the elders at the senior level.
   

        They all quickly realized the benefits brought by the Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart. They couldn't get enough of converting to the new practice, becoming immersed, and gradually unable to extricate themselves. It must be noted that the thirteen secret manuals imprinted by Casio with the Qi Seal Inscription Method carried an eerie aura and magic power. Simply by reading them, it was easy to get started and get caught up in the atmosphere, falling into an addictive state. The more you cultivated, the more you wanted to practice. It was like getting high.
   

        Whether it was because Casio drafted the Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart using the aura of Tyrant Fist this time, these thirteen secret manuals were even more effective than those from the Era of Retrospection. Elders at the level of fighters who converted to the new methods reported an increasingly strong desire to cultivate—so strong that it gradually overwhelmed their desires for food, sex, and sleep! It became their primary desire!
   

        They thought of cultivating incessantly, even while eating and drinking, even through the night. It looked very much like the signs of deviation.
   

        However, Casio explained the reason to them. In the initial stages of learning the Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart, the more you cultivate, the more addictive it becomes, which serves to attract and widely promote among the base level. But these manuals are not wicked practices. After cultivating the Secret Martial Arts to a certain level, that addictive feeling will gradually diminish. In the end, you will be able to perfectly control yourself.
   

        By this stage, cultivators will have understood the benefits of practicing Secret Martial Arts and gained strength. Even without the spur of addiction, they will continue to diligently practice on their own. In this way, one can get through the monotonous phase of cultivation.
   

        This is particularly important for people nowadays, who are dazzled by rapidly changing technology. Laziness and fear of hard work are always the biggest stumbling blocks on the path to becoming strong. And these two stumbling blocks can only be completely neutralized by pleasure and addiction—without needing a very strong spiritual will.
   

        You just need to enjoy and like the thrill, and that's completely sufficient!
   

        Think about it.
   

        If practicing Secret Martial Arts is even more enjoyable than the act of procreation.
   

        Most people would probably go mad pursuing it.
   

        And indeed, this proved to be true. At least throughout the first half of November, the inside of the Magical Golem Sect was like madness, with members doing nothing but practicing their punches and sleeping.
   

        Vast industries, nearly a hundred strongholds, were left unmanaged.
   

        This forced Casio to personally intervene to reduce the addictive effect of the secret skill methods. He aimed for a balance where one could get pleasure without neglecting real-life obligations. After all, non-stop and ceaseless rewarding is not advisable.
   

        People need to rest; otherwise, they become nothing but a rewarding machine.
   

        On November 16, at noon.
   

        After being collectively rewarded for over half a month, the Magical Golem Sect finally began to operate at high speed, carrying out the orders Casio had given. Lower-level disciples flocked to the cities of the Eastern Six Regions, establishing strongholds, martial arts halls, or martial arts training centers. They began to promote vigorously with the slogan: "Promote physical fitness and the spirit of martial arts, practice punches happily without needing sleep!" Moreover, compared to other martial arts halls, their fees were several notches lower, which was very attractive.
   

        In no time, numerous combat hobbyists flocked to them, providing a fresh influx of blood. Quickly establishing the framework of the various martial arts halls.
   

        Once someone came under the wing of a Puppet School martial arts hall and experienced practicing Secret Martial Arts, they quickly became disciples of the martial hall. Some even called friends, relatives, colleagues, and bosses to join in the joy of practicing punches.
   

        Of course, martial hall disciples are selected; they are individuals who possess the innate ability or core bone for cultivation. As for the others, they are, at most, taught some simplified combat skills for fitness and health. Only the martial hall disciples can practice the authentic Six Parts of Southern Dipper and Secret Scroll of Demon Heart and experience a soaring sensation.
   

        This threshold, far from diminishing the enthusiasm for the Puppet School's martial halls, instead kept increasing it. People swarmed to them, and business at other martial arts halls suffered considerably. This also resulted in masters from other schools challenging them, only to be defeated one by one at the hands of the stronger members of the Devil Idol Martial Academy. This further spread the fame of the Devil Idol Martial Academy, substantially increasing its influence.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Some local schools, unable to come to the surface, thought to resort to underhanded tactics. Their relations with some underground organizations and the government had always been intricate and tangled, making it easy for them to muster both fair and foul means. However, those who were sought through shady means simply vanished from the face of the earth, including the disciples from their factions who were involved. As for the fair means, there was absolutely no news, as if some officials had been warned by their superiors, not allowed to meddle in matters related to the Demon Idol Sect.
   

        In short, the Demon Idol Sect began to sweep through the Eastern Martial World with terrifying speed, and it had already extended its dark claw towards the entire Hong Li Federation.
   

        For a time, various forces were astonished, feeling that something was not quite right. A shocking change, unseen in a thousand years, was about to burst forth.
   

        East Sea County, East Sea City, inside the core manor of Yunquan Fist.
   

        In a wide conference hall covered with large panes of brown glass.
   

        The East Eight Gates were gathered here, each seated in their respective places, all exuding a very heavy momentum. One after another, they silently read the documents in their hands.
   

        After quite a while, someone finally broke the silence.
   

        He was an elder from Yunquan Fist.
   

        "Gentlemen, the Demon Idol Sect has accelerated its pace.
   

        "In just half a month, the number of Devil Idol Martial Academies they have opened in hundreds of cities across the six counties of the east has severely threatened our base. According to various indices and statistics, nearly five-sixths of the fresh blood in combat has flowed into the Devil Idol Martial Academies! And in the martial arts halls of our East Nine Gates, the number of new disciples worth cultivating has decreased by sixty percent..."
   

        "This is no longer a matter of competition between two sides; it's a one-sided affair now... Isn't the Federal Government going to do something about it?"
   

        The elder's voice was angry, his beard beneath his nose bristling.
   

        "They can't manage." A bald muscleman dressed in a black combat suit spoke: "Don't forget, when the Evil Eye Fist organized the exchange meeting, the Demon Idol Sect made an attack, and made a stunning appearance there. The figure that has always stood behind them is the Black Mechanism, a representative of the will of the Federal Government..."
   

        "But the two should have a cooperative relationship. No matter how close, they aren't one entity. With the growth momentum of the Demon Idol Sect, isn't the Black Mechanism afraid that the Demon Idol Sect will eventually become too big to control?" said the bearded old man. "Or is the Demon Idol Sect just a dog of the Black Mechanism, a subordinate they're raising?"
   

        "Most likely." Another Elder from the East Nine Gates spoke: "Many schools wanted to cause trouble for the Demon Idol Sect, but the local government officials were basically warned by higher-ups. They won't get involved with the Demon Idol Sect's affairs..."
   

        As this elder spoke, he remembered the incident at his own school's martial arts hall from a few days prior. He had personally approached a local official, who had once been his disciple. However, the usual face and the bond of master and disciple were of no use. No matter what the elder said, the official shook his head. When asked why the government was so biased toward the Demon Idol Sect, the official's face showed difficulty. He seemed as if he wanted to explain but was too ashamed to do so.
   

        In the end, it was left unresolved.
   

        The conference hall fell silent again, and minutes later someone spoke up.
   

        "Speaking of which, you must have all sent spies to scout out the Devil Idol Martial Academies. Any key information? We are all in the same boat now, it's not the time to hide anything," said the bearded elder from Yunquan Fist, his gaze slowly sweeping over the others in the hall.
   

        However, as soon as his eyes passed over them, everyone shook their heads. All with furrowed brows and faces of deep grievance, as if they were somewhat embarrassed.
   

        "Sigh..." The bearded elder exhaled deeply.
   

        "It appears your situations are the same as ours at Yunquan Fist."
   

        The East Nine Gates, being major schools in the six counties of the east, naturally reacted the moment the Demon Idol Sect made its move. Whether it was sending spies to the martial arts halls to snoop around, or even sending disciples from their own schools to learn by stealth, everything that could be done had been done. They had thought they would receive some key information to turn the tide, or at the very least, allow the spies to blend in continuously, serving as an internal nail or climbing to a position of trust in the martial arts halls.
   

        However, to everyone's utter surprise.
   

        The spies sent out by the East Nine Gates, even their own disciples, had all freaking defected! Just like a drop in the ocean, as soon as they went in, there was no trace of them. No sight of them, no contact with them, it was as if they had simply run off. This was truly shocking and perplexing for the East Nine Gates.
   

        Only a single piece of information came back from those spy disciples. It was from a core disciple of Yunquan Fist who had been nurtured from a young age and was about to earn a core disciple spot in the subsequent inner gate competition.
   

        In terms of loyalty, he is perhaps the highest among all the undercovers.
   

        On the third day after entering the Devil Idol Martial Academy, he sent back a message.
   

        "I'm sorry, Master, I am truly sorry for the years of nurturing by Yunquan Fist, and for not living up to your expectations for me..."
   

        "When I entered the Devil Idol Martial Academy, I was always thinking of the task in my heart. Bearing the mission to gather information, I didn't dare to be careless. The first day was like that, the second day was like that, until today. The martial arts hall chose me to be infused as fresh blood, and I came into contact with it..."
   

        "It's so thrilling! It's truly too thrilling! In just one morning, I have become its slave, unable to live without it..."
   

        "I apologize, Master, I really am sorry!"
   

        The note was crumpled, and the handwriting was all over the place, like ants crawling across it. On the surface of the note were suspicious traces that looked like dried saliva and tears. It seemed that the disciple who wrote this note was experiencing something unparalleled at that time.
   

        It was remarkable that he had the willpower to send out the final message.
   

        Of course, after the note was sent out.
   

        The devoted inner sect disciple also fell silent.
   

        "So, what exactly is that thing that can make someone feel so exhilarated?"
   

        The Elder of Yunquan Fist tapped his fingers on the tabletop, sighing and shaking his head.
   

        "Tap tap tap... tap tap tap..."
   

        Suddenly, a series of footsteps came from outside the conference hall, followed by urgent knocking. Soon, an elite disciple of Yunquan Fist walked in.
   

        "Elders, the latest news! Devil Idol Sect will hold a Federation Combat Competition on December 1st, the location is Baichuan City! They have already sent out invitations in advance, inviting all combat schools of the Federation to participate..."
   

        "What!?"
   

        In the conference hall, the Great Elders of the East Nine Gates stood up in an emotionally charged outburst. Someone said, "Isn't this just like the Eastern Martial World Exchange Meeting?"
   

        "Devil Idol Sect actually wants to organize an enlarged version, boldly inviting all the Federation's combat schools? Doesn't the Demon Figure Gate Master fear becoming a laughingstock? Devil Idol Sect is just a newly emerged school, previously unknown, and now all of a sudden in a rush to hold some Federation Combat Competition!" Some Elders shook their heads, some frowned, some looked concerned...
   

        If East Nine Gates don't change, Devil Idol Sect will force them to change.
   

        "Elders, the latest news! Devil Idol Sect will hold a Federation Combat Competition on December 1st, the location is Baichuan City! They have already sent out invitations in advance, inviting all combat schools of the Federation to participate..."
   

        "What!?"
   

        In the conference hall, the Great Elders of the East Nine Gates stood up in an emotionally charged outburst. Someone said, "Isn't this just like the Eastern Martial World Exchange Meeting?"
   

        "Devil Idol Sect actually wants to organize an enlarged version, boldly inviting all the Federation's combat schools? Doesn't the Demon Figure Gate Master fear becoming a laughingstock? Devil Idol Sect is just a newly emerged school, previously unknown, and now all of a sudden in a rush to hold some Federation Combat Competition!" Some Elders shook their heads, some frowned, some looked concerned...
   

        If East Nine Gates don't change, Devil Idol Sect will force them to change.
   

        If East Nine Gates don't change, Devil Idol Sect will force them to change.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Swoosh, the sea split in the middle, spreading ripples towards both sides.
   

        On the shimmering blue surface, an iron cargo ship with black hull and white borders was slowly cruising. On its deck, batches of cargo were piled up, occupying a large space. Only the gaps between the goods on the sides and the railing were usable as walkways, and some sailors could be seen moving back and forth.
   

        At the bow, an old, fat man dressed like a rich merchant was gazing into the distance. He leaned on a purple wood cane, his expression deep and melancholic.
   

        Tap tap tap...
   

        From the back, a series of footsteps approached.
   

        A young man, bearing some resemblance to the old man, gradually positioned himself a bit behind the elder. He wore a neat black suit and sleek leather shoes, his blond hair meticulously combed. He appeared to be the kind of noble raised in a wealthy family.
   

        Merely standing there, his demeanor was elegant and composed.
   

        "Father, are you still worried about those Blue Punishers?" he asked.
   

        "Actually, I think it's unnecessary. Though the Blue Punishers are the largest underground force in recent centuries, compared to the Yale Royal Family and the forces we control, they are insignificant. Our Yale Kingdom consists of five main islands, with the royal family residing on the main island which spans twenty thousand square kilometers. The other four islands together also make up about twenty thousand. Honestly, there's no need for the government forces from the main island to take action, just one or two sub-islands can fully cooperate to wipe out such an underground force and throw them into prison within minutes..."
   

        "Otti, what you see is only the surface," the father said as he turned around and shook his head, his voice low.
   

        "Though you are my son and I have disclosed many important secrets to you, there are some core secrets that I've never discussed. Now, you have finally graduated from university and have started working under me, holding a demi-official position at the Slayer Organisation. Now I can tell you about some matters that only a very few people know about..."
   

        The blond youth Otti slightly frowned, slightly puzzled.
   

        The old man glanced at him and continued.
   

        "What do you think is the ranking of influences, including foreign forces, in the transition zone of the North and South Reef Continent and the Eastern Archipelago?"
   

        "Including foreign forces," Otti quickly responded.
   

        "First would be the Hong Li Federation, second the Yana United States, third the Tuke Island Federation, and fourth would be our Yale Kingdom," he said, looking at his father.
   

        "Wrong!" the elder shook his head. "First, there is another."
   

        "Is there any country stronger than the Hong Li Federation and Yana United States? The only one comparable is the Star Blue Empire, but it is far removed, and its influence is significantly limited..." Otti's expression was full of confusion.
   

        "Not a country, but an organization, a group called the Ripple Masters!" the elder exposed a wary look in his eyes. "For over a thousand years, they have been establishing their groundwork in the Eastern Archipelago, wielding extremely formidable influence. You might even consider the entire Eastern Archipelago as the territory of the Ripple Masters. At their peak, the Ripple Masters even extended their influence to the southern parts of the Hong Li Empire and the northern areas of the Yana United States..."
   

        "If in the Yale Kingdom, the highest echelon is the Yale Royal Family, then, in the entire Eastern Archipelago, the highest echelon would be the Ripple Masters. They are the royalty above the royalty, the aristocracy above the aristocracy. A hundred years ago, they could easily manipulate the governments of various countries without any effort. Now, although they have become more low-key, they still hold the largest influence across the entire Eastern Archipelago. If any national government does not obey them, or if they are displeased with a government, the Ripple Masters will send people to support anti-government organizations as a major warning..."
   

        "So, the Blue Punishers are backed by them!"
   

        The realization left the blond youth clearly shocked. He quickly understood why this force, though long-existing and insignificant like a few scattered cats, surged suddenly in the last one or two years to become the largest underground organization in a century. Moreover, the Yale Kingdom struggled to clamp down fully on the Blue Punishers, refusing to suppress them zealously.
   

        So, the royal family and the government feared the Ripple Masters backing them!
   

        "The Ripple Masters are dissatisfied with us?" Otti quickly fired his next question.
   

        "Pretty much," the old man sighed. "In the past three-five years, our trade with the Hong Li Empire has been increasing. Consequently, the royal family also inadvertently made contact with the Black Mechanism of the Hong Li Federation. Basically, we've gotten too close to the Black Mechanism, infuriating the Ripple Masters. They then seized on some pretext wanting to forcefully marry Princess Kiti. However, the king refused their demand, and a few years ago, sent Princess Kiti to the Hong Li Federation to mingle with their social elites. In fact, covertly, it was an attempt to have the Black Mechanism indirectly protect the princess. After all, Princess Kiti is the king's most beloved younger daughter..."
   

        "No wonder. Since she was sixteen, Princess Kiti, celebrated as the jewel of the Eastern Archipelago, was suddenly sent to the Hong Li Federation. All the young and promising men of our Yale Kingdom were truly heartbroken..." Otti immediately responded with apparent emotional investment, clearly one of those promising young men.
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        "Father, so our journey isn't really just going to the Hong Li Federation on the surface, right? We actually have other business to attend to?"
   

        Otti was very astute, immediately inferring beyond the obvious.
   

        "Correct," the elder turned slowly, once again gazing at the distant azure sea level: "This time, we are headed for Immortal Island! That is to say, the headquarters of the Ripple master organization, which hasn't changed for thousands of years!"
   

        "We are going there?" Otti asked.
   

        "To deliver gifts, the abundant resources needed by the Ripple master organization. Of course, this is just a stalling tactic, a mere feint. The Royal Family and the Black Mechanism actually began negotiations for cooperation half a year ago, but they have yet to succeed," the elder continued. "Soon, in just a few more months, cooperation will commence. Within six months, the Black Mechanism will definitely start to shelter us. And what you and I need to do now is to secure that half year..."
   

        The elder patted his son's shoulders, his tone filled with significance.
   

        "Otti, this world is far crueler than you imagine. Survival of the fittest, survival of the adaptable. Whether it's the Ripple master organization or the Black Mechanism of the Hong Li Federation, they are both too powerful for our Yale Kingdom—truly gigantic entities. They are one of the strongest forces in the entire world. We can only survive in the cracks, maintaining allegiances as needed. Of course, it's not impossible that one of these great powers could suddenly collapse one day, although the probability is very small..."
   

        "When that day comes, our lives might finally be comfortable."
   

        "Hahaha... In any case, I curse them, curse the entire Ripple master organization. It would be great if they were annihilated overnight, I would be delighted!" The elder was laughing but suddenly let out a deep sigh, "Alas, it's an unrealistic fantasy. In any case, let's stay grounded and go act obediently as juniors on Immortal Island for now. Just thinking about it gives me a headache..."
   

        Boom, Boom, Boom, Boom! Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly, a series of sonic-booming gales, like intercontinental missiles, pierced directly through the entire sea lane. A flash passed a few hundred meters from the black and white iron cargo ship, raising giant waves.
   

        The ship rocked wildly, with splashes soaring up and pelting the deck like rain. The ten-meter-high waves slapped against the side; it was almost like a sea beast striking the cargo ship, nearly causing the entire vessel to capsize.
   

        Thankfully, the heavy cargo on the iron ship held fast.
   

        "What... what happened!!!"
   

        The youth Otti firmly grasped the railing with one hand, while the other clutched his father. His tailored suit was soaked, and his fine hair plastered to his forehead like a drowned dog. He looked quite bedraggled.
   

        "It seemed like something flew past!"
   

        Beside him, the elder, pale-faced, had witnessed the event.
   

        "What could fly so fast?!"
   

        Otti's eyes widened in disbelief.
   

        On the deck, all the sailors who had seen that moment began to piece together their memories, corroborating with each other. Eventually, they came up with this information:
   

        What had just flown by was a bird.
   

        A fierce raptor with wings ablaze with flame.
   

        And within the raptor, there seemed to float a mysterious silhouette.
   

        Of course, its authenticity was uncertain. After all, whatever it was, it flew so fast that no one knew if the image on their retina was an illusion.
   

        "Strange indeed, really strange," the elder said, shaking his head as he wiped his hair with a dry towel.
   

        "Wait, wait a minute!"
   

        He seemed to suddenly realize something and turned his head sharply towards the front. Otti, the elder's son, was also drawn by his attention.
   

        "What is it? Father."
   

        "Otti, the thing that just flew past, it seems it was headed in the direction of Immortal Island!" the elder's eyes widened as he quickly turned to find the captain, enquiring about the distance they still had to cover. Upon learning it would be another four hours, he hastily ordered the captain to sail at full speed towards Immortal Island.
   

        Meanwhile, on Immortal Island.
   

        Over a hundred years have passed, and here, there is no longer any surrounding mist.
   

        Just the natural forces contained within the Storm Band.
   

        On Immortal Island, the headquarters of the Ripple masters had already expanded into a complex of buildings. And around the island's ports, there are several such complexes.
   

        The architectural style leans towards modernity, clearly keeping pace with the times.
   

        One could see on the roads of the building complexes, robe-clad Ripple masters moving back and forth with haste. There were elite Ripple masters, Bloodthirsty Ripple Masters, and even Ripple Masters. Their robes were distinctly different; Ripple Masters wore silver-white, Bloodthirsty Ripple Masters wore scarlet, elites wore dark green, and the most common was black. During this century or so, the Ripple master organization had clearly undergone fresh developments.
   

        Their hierarchy and organizational structure had become even more rigorous.
   

        At the heart of Immortal Island, under a somewhat withered giant sky-reaching tree.
   

        A figure wearing a golden robe was sitting cross-legged.
   

        On his right hand, he wore the Supreme Ripple Ring. The ring's surface shimmered with elemental light, emitting a terrifyingly powerful aura that was chilling to the bone.
   

        "Thunder Spirit sir, this is the latest situation in the eastern part of the Hong Li Federation..."
   

        Next to him, a subordinate handed over a detailed collection of documents.
   

        Thunder Spirit slowly opened his eyes, his features exuding an air of majesty and nobility. He took the intelligence and quickly skimmed through it. It mentioned the Magical Golem Sect, the rapid expansion of the Martial Arts Hall of the sect, and the sharp conflicts with other halls, with undercurrents surging.
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        The Black Mechanism seemed to have its attention drawn by this incident as well.
   

        "Good, this is an opportunity,"
   

        Blue thunder seemed to flicker in the eyes of the Thunder Spirit.
   

        "The Black Mechanism and the Yale Royal Family secretly conspiring to cooperate, thinking I wouldn't know? Haha, the senior levels of the Yale Kingdom's government have our people. I had warned them before, and that was also giving them an opportunity. If they obediently handed over Princess Katy as an apology, the dealings they had with the Black Mechanism could be overlooked..."
   

        "But, they did not do so. Instead, they sent Princess Katy to the Hong Li Federation to continue contact with the Black Mechanism. How bold of them! Hmph, if not for my unhealed injuries..." the Thunder Spirit lightly touched his right shoulder.
   

        "However, I've nearly recovered now. And right in front of us is a great opportunity, with the Black Mechanism's gaze and attention occupied by other matters. We must add fuel to the flames..."
   

        "What do you mean?" asked a subordinate dressed in a silver robe.
   

        "It's simple, blow things up. Disguise ourselves as people from the Puppet Sect and kill disciples from other martial arts halls. Then disguise ourselves as people from other martial arts halls and kill disciples from the Puppet Sect. Both sides will be fully engaged in war, and the Black Mechanism's attention will be entirely caught. Then we strike directly, changing the royal family of the Yale Kingdom. They've been sitting on their high thrones for hundreds of years; it's about time for a change. This operation is also our Ripple masters' organization's powerful deterrence across the Eastern Archipelago, showcasing our formidable strength that no person or force can overlook, the muscles and fists..."
   

        The voice of the Thunder Spirit was deep, the process simple and clear-cut. Of course, the specifics would depend on the situation. But the general direction was the same.
   

        And the first step of this plan was to provoke the Puppet Sect under disguise.
   

        "Lord Thunder Spirit, but what if we are exposed during the action? Although I am not very familiar with those martial artists, ten days ago, at the Eastern Exchange Meeting, the Puppet Master of the Puppet School faced multiple opponents by himself, displaying extremely formidable strength. Such an adversary should not be underestimated..." the silver-robed Ripple Master said softly, with a hint of apprehension.
   

        "No matter, if we really are exposed, I will handle the so-called Puppet Master. Just right, having quietly healed for four to five years, I haven`t had the chance to stretch my limbs. It does not matter if the Puppet Master comes to me... I will make a move."
   

        Draped in a resplendent golden robe, the Thunder Spirit spoke with utmost confidence, his demeanor exuding pride. He felt that he would not be weaker than anyone in this world.
   

        With a Spiritual Level that possesses the Supreme Ring, one would always stand among the top warriors of the world at any time. What would there be to fear from the Puppet Master?
   

        Boom boom boom...
   

        Suddenly, above the cloud layer, terrifying overlapping echoes descended as a silhouette fell like a fiery meteor towards the Mother Tree.
   

        "I hear... you want to stand in my way?"
   

        Casio glanced at the Supreme Ring on Thunder Spirit's finger, revealing a somewhat odd expression, "The weakest Supreme Ring owner in history?"
   

        "Has the power of the Pale Origin disappeared? Thus, the Bone Ring Mother Tree that was split off has also been seriously affected, producing undernourished rings. What should be a complete Supreme Ring looks like a half-finished product..."
   

        "Honestly, you're even weaker than those ancient bones I've seen in Paradise, which have been eroded and decayed for thousands of years by the passage of time..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Dominating, composed, cold...
   

        These were the first impressions that Casio brought with his appearance.
   

        An indescribable sense of overwhelming power suddenly descended.
   

        "Who are you!!!"
   

        The silhouette of Thunder Spirit, who had been sitting cross-legged on the ground, vanished in an instant, and he flickered like an electric arc, reappearing hundreds of meters away.
   

        This was a safe distance, at least in Thunder Spirit's opinion.
   

        "Who am I? Don't you understand human speech?"
   

        Casio was floating in mid-air, about five or six meters above the ground. His body had some ethereal contours, seemingly uplifted by flames as if to sustain prolonged hovering effortlessly.
   

        "Magical Golem Sect's Gate Master!?"
   

        Thunder Spirit's pupils sharply constricted, and his golden robe fluttered chaotically due to his unstable aura, becoming even more brilliantly eye-catching under the sunlight.
   

        At this moment, Thunder Spirit was filled with apprehension. Firstly, the Gate Master of the Magical Golem Sect had descended from the sky so suddenly that he hadn't detected him at all. If the Gate Master hadn't revealed himself, he could probably have sneaked up right next to Thunder Spirit. For top fighters, this was fatal.
   

        Secondly, Thunder Spirit couldn't even sense the aura of the Magical Golem Sect's Gate Master, not even a ripple. It looked as if the opponent was just an ordinary person, possessing no supernatural powers. But he was the Gate Master of the Magical Golem Sect, just descended from the sky. How could he possibly be an ordinary human? Just this point alone was deeply terrifying upon reflection.
   

        This type of inability to detect an opponent's aura usually occurred when there was a huge disparity in strength. Could it be? No, impossible!
   

        Thunder Spirit had learned that the martial artists in the Eastern Martial World mastered not only Boxing Methods but also various secret techniques. Some secret techniques were specifically used to conceal one's aura. Perhaps the Gate Master of the Magical Golem Sect also used such techniques.
   

        Thunder Spirit's thoughts surged tumultuously but eventually stabilized.
   

        His pupils flashed with blue Electric Arc Light, staring intently at Casio across from him, "Magical Golem Sect's Gate Master, did you come here alone to our Ripple Masters Organization's headquarters on Immortal Island to declare war on us? If everything remains as usual, your Magical Golem Sect is probably competing against the East Nine Gates in the Eastern Martial World. Do you really want another opponent at such a critical moment? Moreover, this is our home turf!"
   

        Crackle, crackle...
   

        Thunder Spirit's fingers clenched tightly together, slowly raising his fist. The Supreme Ripple Ring with its thunder attributes suddenly released blue Ripple Power, spreading over his entire body like a primitive and eerie totem tattoo. Moreover, the blue Ripple stretched towards the surrounding air and sky, forming a glowing blue Lightning Tree tens of meters tall.
   

        The air was ionized repeatedly, emitting the smell of ozone. Irregular scorched cracks appeared on the ground, and a ferocious momentum burst forth.
   

        Instantly, all the Ripple Masters in the building complex around the Sky-reaching Mother Tree sensed the anomaly here and surged over from the streets. Many Bloodthirsty Ripple Masters draped in red robes and even a few silver-robed Ripple Masters had their rings shining brightly.
   

        Hundreds of Ripple Masters surged over like a tide.
   

        "Do you see, Magical Golem Sect's Gate Master! This is my home turf, and coming here alone was certainly not a good decision," Thunder Spirit gradually regained his confidence, his face becoming composed, and he remembered what Casio had said upon appearing, "Magical Golem Sect's Gate Master, I think you owe me an apology..."
   

        "Also, explain carefully to me what Paradise is."
   

        As Thunder Spirit watched his formidable subordinates rush from all directions, a sinister smile appeared on his lips, and his hand wearing golden silk gloves slowly swiped through the air.
   

        The Ripple Energy in the tall Lightning Tree immediately gathered, highly concentrated into a spiral, and finally transformed into a four-meter-long Lightning Lance!
   

        The surface of the lance was terrifying with flashes of electric arc light, incredibly sharp.
   

        Whoosh, crackle, crackle!
   

        The Azure Lance pointed directly at Casio, its tip blazing white-hot.
   

        However, at this moment, Casio wasn't paying attention to Thunder Spirit at all, and the massive gathering of Ripple Masters were being ignored. As soon as he appeared, he focused on the nearby Sky-reaching Mother Tree.
   

        His gaze first swept over the Fructus Bone Ring congealed in the tree crown.
   

        Then it moved downward, scanning the tree trunk, the roots, and even looking towards the ground as if his eyes could see through to what lay beneath the soil.
   

        Faced with the surrounding of nearly a thousand mid-to-high-level Ripple Masters, each Bone Ring shining like various colored stars, Casio remained indifferent. He withdrew his gaze, murmuring to himself, "Indeed, there's at least an eighty percent chance that the Pale Origin is no longer here. Was it killed... or did it escape?"
   

        "What about Yan Yang Saint Fist? And what happened to the shell of White Bird Saint Fist?"
   

        "Are you ignoring me, Magical Golem Sect's Gate Master?!"
   

        Thunder Spirit's eyes bulged in fury, his golden robe now transformed into a blue Electric Arc Thunder Cloak. The lance in his hand pointed straight at Casio's heart, the lance's electric arcs connecting with the giant Lightning Tree behind him, crackling loudly.
   

        "It seems I need to give you a taste of pain first, to make you understand..."
   

        "Now, what exactly you're facing is..."
   

        With a snap, a finger snap interrupted Thunder Spirit's noisy tirade.
   

        Whoosh, in the air, it seemed like an invisible force like a Shock Wave swept out. In an instant, it enveloped the surrounding buildings.
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        The wind stopped, and the sounds fell silent!
   

        The trees in the woods that were slightly swaying also froze at this moment, leaves fixed in space, unmoving. The bugs crawling and flying among the mud and vegetation also paused, some maintaining dynamic poses, others simply hanging mid-air. Even the pervasive dust was fixed in their respective places! A terrifying invisible airflow enveloped the entire world.
   

        It was the same for nearly a thousand Ripple Masters; they still maintained their wildly rushing positions. Some leaped from walls, suspended in mid-air. Some were running close to the ground, their toes just touching down. Some had their arms raised, their Bone Rings lighting up. The expression on everyone's face was vivid, full of tension. But at this moment, they resembled statues or wax figures, lifelessly dull.
   

        Within this area of several kilometers, perhaps even over a dozen kilometers, only one silhouette could move freely. This also proved that it was not time that had stopped, but someone who had halted the entire world. He was Casio...
   

        "Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap..."
   

        In this utterly silent space, the sound of footsteps gradually approached.
   

        The majestic silhouette dressed in a Black Windbreaker walked with ease, neither hurriedly nor slowly.
   

        He walked up to the immobile Thunder Spirit, who still held the Long Spear directed at Casio, his brows furrowed with anger and arrogance. His facial expression seemed to question aggressively, with a hint of dominant pride.
   

        "I don't like to make empty promises. You truly are the weakest owner of the Supreme Ring in history. I didn't lie to you about that," Casio said, slowly extending his right hand, index finger lightly tapping out. His fingertip touched the tip of the spiral thunder Long Spear, right at the point where energy was so condensed it emitted an incandescent glow. Ss, ss, ss, a faint sound of collision.
   

        It sounded like a red-hot iron block being thrust into ice.
   

        The rich deep blue at the forefront of the Thunder Long Spear rapidly dimmed, turning ash-gray in an instant, just like ash from a wooden stick that had burned red-hot.
   

        Crack, crack, crack, crack...
   

        As that ordinary finger pushed through the air, the Thunder Long Spear, seemingly indestructible yet containing terrifying energy, fractured inch by inch. The fragments, like quicksand, peeled off frequently, turning ash-gray. In the blink of an eye, the more than four-meter-long Spear of Thunder was completely crushed.
   

        That ordinary finger was unstoppable, unopposable.
   

        With a bang, the Lightning Tree, tens of meters tall behind the statue-like, unmoving Thunder Spirit, exploded. The energy was completely ground up and dispersed.
   

        The color on the Supreme Ring on the Thunder Spirit's finger darkened instantaneously, as if it had consumed a great amount of energy. Two thick fingers pinched the ring.
   

        With a gentle tug, it was forcibly removed.
   

        In front of the Thunder Spirit, whose eyes were wide with fury, Casio carefully examined the Supreme Ring that had accompanied him for decades. In the current state, the Thunder Spirit could see, hear, and think, but simply couldn't act.
   

        So, he could clearly see what Casio was doing!
   

        Damn it! My ring! My Supreme Ring!
   

        If a swordsman's paired sword is his wife, then the Bone Ring to a Ripple Master is even more crucial. It's literally his lifeline. Ripple Masters deploy their strength through such a gateway as the Bone Ring. Losing the Bone Ring means losing everything.
   

        The Thunder Spirit was nearly splitting at the seams, roaring in his heart, wishing he could rush forward, eyes blazing, and fight Casio desperately. However, he was unable to move even a bit right now. He absolutely couldn't stop Casio from rubbing his Ripple Ring, while Casio also had some disdainful comments. He said it was the weakest, most useless Supreme Ripple Ring he had ever seen!
   

        "Aaaahhh..."
   

        The Thunder Spirit's internal, silent roar filled him with a sense of powerlessness and regret. His second initial guess was right.
   

        He couldn't sense the opponent's aura because the difference in strength between them was too vast! Demon Figure Gate Master, this person was too strong, his realm simply not on the same dimension as his own. And as a leader of such a great force as the Ripple Masters, possessing the Supreme Ripple Ring, he was already among the top-tier experts in the world! Yet, he couldn't resist him at all!
   

        So, just how terrifying is the realm of the Demon Figure Gate Master now?!
   

        The situation of the world was about to change, a massive wave was brewing!
   

        For nearly a century, the scene had been a chaotic battle among powerful forces with seldom a clear superior. But now, a monster had appeared who was not only superior by one degree, but by two or even three degrees. Many of the world's dominating forces would undoubtedly suffer a severe blow, overturning the existing structure.
   

        But why were the Ripple Masters the first power to be struck? It's not fair, not fair! Why not target East Nine Gates?
   

        In the desperate gaze of Thunder Spirit, Casio gently pinched the Supreme Ring.
   

        A small, slender crack suddenly appeared on the ring.
   

        "Tell me now, when did the dense fog spreading from Immortal Island across the oceans begin to dissipate? And when did the effect of the Ancient ring tree's rings start to weaken?" Casio asked coldly...
   

        Five minutes later.
   

        A black silhouette slowly turned around, the fist slowly clenched.
   

        Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump, thump...
   

        A series of explosive sounds of human bodies being compressed into pieces of flesh mud rang out simultaneously, forming a terrifying symphony. Nearly a thousand Ripple Masters were exploded by the horrifying spirit strength, collapsing inward to form a meat ball slightly larger than a basketball. Numerous Bone Rings also shattered, flashing streaks of light as energy burst forth, only to be repressed by the surrounding force.
   

        The remains of the rings sunk into the flesh mud.
   

        In a large area around the Sky-reaching Mother Tree, only an old man in a scarlet robe tremblingly remained, standing amidst this horrific scene of a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood. With a snap, the ring on his finger also shattered in an instant.
   

        "I, I survived!"
   

        "Thank the Demon Figure Gate Master, thank the Demon Figure Gate Master!"
   

        While speaking, the old man hurriedly fled toward the distance.
   

        Casio did not pursue because he had promised beforehand that whoever provided correct and detailed intelligence would ultimately survive. Some of the other Ripple Masters were not very clear, some even provided false information trying to deceive Casio. And their outcome was now evident everywhere.
   

        The bloody Ripple Master just now, old enough and the older ones cherish life more. He had always been guiding other Ripple Masters in the waters around Immortal Island, thus he knew the changes in the fog best. He provided Casio with sufficiently useful information, so Casio spared his life but stripped him of his Ripple Bone Ring. Whether this blood-soaked Ripple Master, now an ordinary old man, could pass through the perilous Immortal Island, navigate a vessel through the Storm Band to truly save his life, depended on his luck.
   

        "The dense fog on Immortal Island began to dissipate, the effect of the Bone Ring Mother Tree started to diminish, and it seems it was the time of Feng Liusi." Casio thought to himself while looking at the nearby towering tree: "It appears that the Saint Fist Feng Liusi once met on the Immortal Archipelago might well have been the start of all these changes. It was something from the timeline five or six decades ago..."
   

        "Let's go check the bottom layer of the Ancient Ruins."
   

        After this thought arose in his mind, he suddenly hurled a fist at the nearby Sky-reaching Mother Tree. The terrifying scarlet spirit strength converged, directly forming a massive arm behind Casio, clenched into a fist and furiously swung!
   

        Bang!!!
   

        This Mother Tree, which had stood on Immortal Island for thousands of years and revered as a God by generations of Ripple Masters, was suddenly exploded by a punch! Wood chips blasted into the sky, scattering towards every corner of the sky and earth, turning into a yellow rain. Amidst this rain of wood chips, Casio sped forward.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        This Mother Tree, which had stood on Immortal Island for thousands of years and revered as a God by generations of Ripple Masters, was suddenly exploded by a punch! Wood chips blasted into the sky, scattering towards every corner of the sky and earth, turning into a yellow rain. Amidst this rain of wood chips, Casio sped forward.
   

        Amidst this rain of wood chips, Casio sped forward
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        Here lay a vast and empty underground cavern.
   

        The bright sensation characteristic of the Ash Boundary was gone, replaced by the dimness of a normal underground cave. The air was tinged with an odd smell of mud and dampness, while large patches of moss on the cave walls faintly glowed green.
   

        Cool drafts blew in from the darkness, suddenly brightening the green light from the moss, momentarily illuminating the surrounding scene.
   

        Woooo...
   

        On the rock face of the immense cavern, a smooth, oval-shaped hole was quietly embedded. The hole was pitch black, incessantly blowing out gusts of yin wind that carried an extremely unsettling aura of disaster and evil.
   

        At a glance, it resembled a huge black gem.
   

        This hole spanned hundreds of meters in diameter, taking up a large portion of the cliff. The surrounding moss grew especially dense, spiraling like a gigantic spider web, covering the entire rock face. These normally benign patches of moss now mutated, flickering in brightness with the ebb and flow of the air currents from within the hole, as if breathing. The fluctuating green light was unnerving.
   

        Without a doubt, this hole did not lead to another part of the underground cave but pointed directly to the World of Calamities. It was a portal between two realms!
   

        Huff... – wheeze... – huff... – wheeze...
   

        The black hole yawned like the monstrous mouth of a creature, inhaling and exhaling. At times it spewed out the air of the World of Calamities, at others, it sucked in the air from outside.
   

        Within the vast cavern, a subtle yet pervasive pressure lingered.
   

        "Tap, tap, tap, tap..."
   

        A lone, insignificant silhouette walked through the vast expanse. Hard-soled boots stepped over the moss, the hem of a black trench coat lifting and falling.
   

        "There are traces of a fierce battle, and they're on the level of Holy Fists. Looking at the timeline, it must have happened around sixty years ago," Casio mused as he walked along the edge of a large pit shaped like a fist: "There are no traces of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist or the Barbed Feather Energy. It seems the White Bird Sacred Fist truly burned through all of its power in that Catastrophe Tidal..."
   

        His footsteps halted, his thoughts seemingly drifting back to the Era of Retrospection he had been in half a month ago. The heat of that battle had yet to cool.
   

        "Could the Yan Yang Sacred Fist, coupled with that unknown Holy Fist Feng Liusi encountered on Immortal Island, have killed the Pale Origin?" Casio's gaze shifted to the cave wall, fixating on the dark portal between the two worlds: "It seems they did not succeed. Otherwise, we wouldn't be facing this situation where the Real World and the World of Calamities have been breached. Something unexpected must have happened..."
   

        "Did all three parties engage in battle and charge into the World of Calamities?"
   

        He speculated in his heart.
   

        However, one thing was certain. The Pale Origin was definitely not in the Real World at this moment; otherwise, the Ripple Master Organization and the Bone Ring Mother Tree wouldn't be weakening progressively. In fact, the new generations of Ripple Masters from the Organization, born over the past sixty years, have not been controlled by the parasitic influence; instead, due to some twist of fate, they had gained freedom, despite their overall strength endlessly declining.
   

        "What a pity..." Casio thought regretfully.
   

        If the Pale Origin were still in this cave, he could have joined forces with the Yan Yang Sacred Fist, and they would have surely captured it. After all, the power of the Southern Dipper was ruthlessly effective against the undying nature of dark creatures, a perfect remedy.
   

        "Although I can't slay the Pale Origin again, I can certainly make use of this portal between realms," he mused while looking at the sporadically flickering massive hole, ideas he had long possessed surfacing in his mind.
   

        Currently, Casio was actually unable to enter the World of Calamities at will.
   

        Since his return from the fifth Retrospection, his soul still contained the Proof of the Soul Holders. Theoretically, it could be activated to take him directly to the Shelter Tower in the World of Calamities. However, he had tried over the past half month to no avail; the Proof of the Soul Holders was ineffective.
   

        He had two theories about this.
   

        The first was that his own strength was too great; he had reached the legendary Holy Fist Realm and had already traveled some distance within this realm.
   

        Upon releasing all his qi, he could turn it into an ocean, into a world.
   

        The Proof of the Soul Holders was unable to transport such a terrifying amount of qi.
   

        Every item has its limits and cannot be used unconditionally.
   

        The second theory was that there might be an issue with the Shelter Tower, or the connection between the Proof of the Soul Holders and the Shelter Tower had been severed. And all of this would be largely related to that pinnacle battle during the demise of the Hong Li Empire.
   

        The dreadful tidal wave swept across the entire World of Calamities, even affecting the Real World! The connection between the Proof of the Soul Holders and the Shelter Tower was likely severed at that time. Alternatively, during the wave, the Lightless Night descended upon the World of Calamities, the Ultimate Dark Entity went berserk, and a Beast Tide Riot erupted. The Shelter Tower might have been destroyed in that frenzy, unable to serve as a coordinate anymore.
   

        Anyway, if Casio wanted to enter the World of Calamities now, he could only do so through some special domain where space was weak, preferably through a portal between realms.
   

        And the pitch-black hole on the cave wall in front of him was exactly such a portal.
   

        But it seemed a bit narrow. It must have been quite wide when it was first blasted open, but it might have shrunk due to the pressure of the rules of the two realms. If it were Casio, he probably couldn't pass through now.
   

        It may seem that Casio, in his current human form, compared to the hundred-meter-diameter portal, was minuscule, but his true form, his true contour, was that of the terrifyingly vast qi of the Tyrant Fist level. If that Tyrant Fist qi were to sweep out, this current portal would indeed be too narrow to pass through.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "We need to enlarge this interdimensional portal. It must be widened enough for even a Dark Ultimate Entity to squeeze through, so that we can further implement our plan."
   

        Casio's eyelids drooped, a hint of Killing Intent flickering in his dark pupils.
   

        This time when he returned to the Real World, he had many significant objectives to accomplish. Among them was once again slaughtering a Dark Ultimate Entity. He had never let the Magic puppet secret weapon fully evolve, nor had his flesh broken through the bottle neck to reach the level of a Dark Ultimate Entity. Achieving this would grant him a terrifying enhancement!
   

        The power of the Spirit Dominant Fist Level was immense with destructive capabilities beyond measure.
   

        The physique of a Dark Ultimate Entity was indestructible and immortal!
   

        The combination of both would produce a terrifying chemical reaction. At that time, Casio would become an unkillable monster! Despite being an incredibly resilient lump of flesh with endless regeneration, he would also possess extreme offensive power, with strikes that drew blood and punches that always crit. Casio, possessing immortal characteristics just like the Dark creatures he fought, would yet be able to beat them to death with his wild punches!
   

        Therefore, breaking through to the level of a Dark Ultimate Entity with his flesh was urgent.
   

        And the interdimensional portal before him was clearly an opportunity.
   

        Casio needed to enlarge this portal, enough for a Dark Ultimate Entity to enter. Then, it was a matter of using fishing tactics to lure it out.
   

        Why didn't he just enter the World of Calamities to hunt instead of wanting the Dark Ultimate Entity to come out? The reason was similar to the battle with the King of Senairo. Fighting on home turf versus away games are two completely different concepts.
   

        In the World of Calamities, the air was filled with infinite Catastrophe Energy, and Dark Ultimate Entities could constantly receive exaggerated replenishments. It was equivalent to their fighting strength receiving a boost and their regeneration speed greatly increasing.
   

        Moreover, the World of Calamities was the lair of the Dark Ultimate Entities. The battle aura between the Tyrant Fist and a Dark Ultimate Entity might draw other Dark Ultimate Entities. If a Dark Ultimate Entity was determined to flee, it would be easy. Casio could suppress and defeat it but killing it was a slim chance.
   

        Furthermore, the current situation in the World of Calamities was unpredictable, likely quite different from the Era of Retrospection 160 years ago when the Catastrophe Tidal arrived, Heaven's Gate opened, and the Lightless Night emerged.
   

        In the World of Calamities, the stand-off between Dark Ultimate Entities and Saint Fists might be broken. Now, with the situation unclear, it was not wise for Casio to act rashly. If he charged in and was surrounded by a dozen Dark Ultimate Entities, it would be a tragedy. It was better to first refine his physique to the ultimate level.
   

        By then, even if Casio was surrounded by Dark Ultimate Entities, he could rely on his immortal characteristics. The friction of his fleshy lump would allow him to brutally fight his way through. Sometimes, the ability to survive is also a crucial factor.
   

        And all this required him to first make use of the interdimensional portal.
   

        ***********************************
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        In the World of Calamities, on a gray-black plain.
   

        A beast hundreds of meters tall was walking, leaving deep footprints in its wake. It occasionally stopped, its black smoke-filled scaly arm reaching out as its claws suddenly caught a Dark creature frantically fleeing across the plain. Crunch, crunch, crunch—the bones shattered, and plasma flowed.
   

        Between the jagged tusks,
   

        A clump of mangled flesh was swallowed down its demonic throat.
   

        Brrr, two puffs of burning black smoke billowed out of its nostrils.
   

        This was a Catastrophe Spirit Level Dark Creature, the highest level predator next to the Dark Ultimate Entities. They liked to wander through the World of Calamities, constantly feeding, gradually accumulating substantial strength aims to someday make a sprint towards becoming a Dark Ultimate Entity!
   

        Thud!
   

        As the black smoke beast's feet stepped out, the ground trembled again. It was still hungry—its face, resembling a giant horse's head, with two pairs of green eyes, roamed around, seemingly locking onto nearby targets, eager to feed again.
   

        Suddenly, as if sensing something, the beast sprinted towards a distant direction. Quickly, it arrived at a vast canyon.
   

        The canyon was wide enough to accommodate such a large beast to roam freely.
   

        Thud, thud, thud, thud, thud...
   

        A series of huge footsteps gradually echoed in the canyon.
   

        However, at a center spot in the canyon, in front of a pitch-black giant hole, hundreds of Dark creatures gathered, frantically burying their heads in feasting, their mouthparts and bodies stained with fresh blood. Through the overlapping crevices, one could see they were actually consuming meatballs.
   

        They carried the irresistible delicacy of a human's aroma!
   

        Moreover, they still contained remnants of pure Catastrophe Energy!
   

        This was an absolutely delicious delicacy, too appealing to resist. The mere scent had already completely aroused the innate feeding desire of the dark creatures. At that moment, not even the vibration of the ground or the loud echoes in the canyon could stop them. To taste one more bite, just one more bite was to gain a fortune.
   

        Thud!
   

        The smoke beast emerged from around the corner and halted its steps.
   

        On its terrifying scaly horse-face, a bloody snarl suddenly appeared. No need to hunt on its own, a buffet was right in front of it!
   

        A torrent of smoke, as if flames were burning, surged up into the sky.
   

        Crack! Ahhh... Ahhh... Ahhh...
   

        Five minutes later, the smoke beast was feasting happily, its mouth full of sticky fresh blood. Hundreds of dark creatures had entered its mouth.
   

        That included those fleshly meatballs on the ground.
   

        This was even more flavorful, though there was slightly less of it.
   

        If there were more, that would have been even better...
   

        The smoke beast snorted loudly, suddenly catching the enchanting scent of those meatballs again. Its four eyes focused, converging on a point just hundreds of meters in front of a black hole. There, unexpectedly, were a dozen more.
   

        Thud, thud, thud...
   

        The beast walked over and with a sweep of its long tongue, it scooped them all into its belly.
   

        It raised its scaly head, looking at the pitch-black hole in front of it, a puzzled emotion appeared in its eyes. Inside, it seemed there was also the scent of meatballs?
   

        After a brief pause, the smoke beast tentatively took a few steps forward.
   

        At that moment, it seemed its head passed through an invisible layer of light.
   

        Before it, a scene from the other side of the black hole suddenly appeared.
   

        It wasn't a vast cavernous space, but a dark circular object blocking the passage, the edges subtly glowing green.
   

        "?"
   

        The smoke beast snorted again, puzzlement flashing across its face.
   

        The next second, a terrifying bloody red light flashed brightly, filling the entire passage. It was an eye, a huge bird eye, blocking the hole with its hundreds of meters in diameter!
   

        When the bird's eye opened, boundless murderous rage and terror swept out with the red light, seemingly capable of destroying everything, extremely terrifying.
   

        The smoke beast was alarmed and frightened, its pride and basis for living, its enormous body, was actually smaller than the opponent's eye! No, it was just the range of the pupil, which already exceeded the contour of the entire hole.
   

        On the other side was a giant bird, a ferociously brutal bird of prey!
   

        "Roar!" The beast roared as it retreated, but it was already too late.
   

        A crimson claw covered in scales gripped it firmly in the passage. With a slight effort, there was a loud bang, and it exploded into pieces!
   

        Instantly, on the side of the World of Calamities, an Ultimate Disaster Spirit Level dark creature fell, and Catastrophe Energy burst forth. Meanwhile, in the Real World, a terrifying and dominant spirit also swept out, the two wildly neutralizing each other.
   

        In this process, the passage between the two worlds gradually became taller and wider.
   

        In the massive underground cavern, Casio quietly watched everything that happened.
   

        The test just now was very successful. He would continue in this manner from now on.
   

        Gradually, he could expand the passage between the two worlds to a sufficient diameter.
   

        As for those meatballs that had just been thrown into the World of Calamities, they were naturally the elites among the Ripple masters who had previously been crushed and killed by the spirit. These beings, following the Catastrophe Power, were never any good. On a larger perspective, they could even be considered traitors to the Real World, lackeys of the World of Calamities. Of course, Casio's cruel killing of them wasn't for this reason; he simply disliked these things.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The experiment had concluded, and Casio already possessed a concrete judgment in his heart.
   

        The expansion of the passage between the two realms could not be accomplished overnight, and even if Casio himself were to stay here continuously, it would be impossible to achieve success in a short period of time. Furthermore, the large amount of bait needed for fishing posed another problem. Even if all the Ripple masters on Immortal Island were thrown over, it probably still wouldn't be enough.
   

        However, fortunately, there were no shortage of forces in the Real World that had inherited Catastrophe Power. For example, the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Totem Temple, the Blood Clan, and so on. If Casio wanted to obtain bait, he could easily take from them. In the future, all organizations of Catastrophe Power that were swept away by the Magical Golem Sect could be used at will, with corpses directly serving as fish bait.
   

        The Magical Golem Sect needed to establish a base on Immortal Island that could be maintained long-term and also needed to transport corpse fish bait back and forth while monitoring the specific situation of the passage between the two worlds. Until, that is, the bait truly caught an Ultimate Dark Entity.
   

        In the massive underground cavern, within an environment of dim darkness,
   

        Casio, who had been standing still, slowly turned around and walked towards the outside of the cave. Behind him, the wings of a massive Blood Vulture Bird, formed from congealed crimson aura, suddenly closed together, transforming into a red light like a fiery meteor. Rapidly contracting, it rushed into Casio's back, turned a corner, and disappeared from sight.
   

        Amidst hints and glimpses, a red Water Bird insignia faded into his skin.
   

        Half an hour later, at the surface of Immortal Island, on the edge of the beach,
   

        A silhouette clad in a black trench coat hovered silently in mid-air. With an invisible contour resembling flames constantly uplifting from his body's surface, Casio flew effortlessly, as if a mist supported him.
   

        Behind him, several sturdy white wooden boxes, seemingly used to carry materials, also floated. Inside were the vast amounts of Secret Martial Arts and secret techniques from the Armory within the Ancient Ruins. Casio's time was precious. Although he remembered those ancient secret manuals, he had not transcribed them one by one back in the Real World to serve as the foundation for the Magical Golem Sect. Instead of wasting time in such a manner, it was better for Casio to make another trip to Immortal Island and retrieve the manuals.
   

        The Magical Golem Sect planned to hold a Federation Combat Competition on October 1st. How could they do so without an extremely attractive gimmick? After all, the Magical Golem Sect had burst onto the scene not long ago and would find it difficult to have a strong appeal throughout the Federation in a short span of time. So, why not be straightforward and use benefits to attract people?
   

        The Champion, third place, and last-place finisher of the Federation Combat Competition would all receive varying amounts of Ancient Secret Martial Arts inheritance. The top ten finishers would also receive varied powerful secret techniques. Moreover, one should not be petty—there could be even bigger hooks. The top ten of the Federation Combat Competition would all obtain at least one potent Secret Martial Art that their Sect could use as a foundational inheritance!
   

        This news would surely make the majority of the Secret Martial Arts World in the Hong Li Federation boil over. It wasn't necessary to know the Sect; knowing money was enough! If you don't recognize the Magical Golem Sect, you should at least recognize the genuine Secret Martial Arts and secret techniques, right? On the opening day, display a dozen or so secret manuals. Confidently, it was even possible to throw these boxes of ancient Secret Martial Arts onto the stage of the opening ceremony. Such an eye-catching and explosive approach was enough to make the entire Secret Martial Arts World of the Federation remember the Magical Golem Sect, greatly expanding its fame.
   

        This was beneficial for the further expansion of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        As for those secret manuals that were scattered, it didn't matter at all. In the plan that Casio had in mind, the entire Secret Martial Arts World in the Real World would obey his orders. A contemporary Tyrant Fist was supreme authority indeed.
   

        With a thought, Casio gazed at the heavy stone statues on the beach.
   

        These statues were members of the aberrant clans infected by the aura of an Ultimate Dark Entity Golem. Possessing tremendous strength and formidable power, they could be put to good use in the Magical Golem Sect rather than remaining dormant and unused on Immortal Island.
   

        Speaking of Golems, Casio recalled the Devil's Book once mentioning that Golems were ranked fifth among the Ultimate Dark Entities in the Endless Calamity. They were on par with such figures as Totem King Casaleis and the True Ancestor of Blood Umirah. However, all of these accounted for only three of the full ten seats.
   

        So, what about the other top ten Ultimate Dark Entities? The Golem's true self?
   

        During the Era of Retrospection, Casio had been absorbed by the Sinful Demon Well as Xiadu took on a new form, resembling a God's Eye View as he broadly surveyed the World of Calamities. However, he had neither encountered the other top ten Ultimate Dark Entities nor the trace of the Golem's true self. It would make sense, though—if the other top ten Ultimate Dark Entities were still around, how could humanity still be maintaining a delicate balance? They would have likely been obliterated by now.
   

        Regarding this situation, he had given it some thought and speculation.
   

        The first possibility was that these Ultimate Dark Entities had not been born.
   

        In the Endless Calamity, each Ultimate Dark Entity represented the limit of an evolutionary path for dark creatures, each sitting on a throne. They were like a divine position, a title, a crown. Perhaps the Ultimate Dark Entity Golem had not been born, but the top-tier Calamity Concept belonging to it had always been wandering in the Endless Calamity, like a Divine Position.
   

        The concept of a Golem came first, with dark creatures evolving continuously. Until they could bear such a potent concept and become the true self of a Golem.
   

        If that was the case, wouldn't Casio be the first Golem?
   

        And these stone statues, in fact, were infected by the Golem concept's shrouded aura of the Calamity, not by an actual Golem's true self.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1139: 575 Those who are restless (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The second possibility is that these Ultimate Dark Entities didn't make it, or they died.
   

        The World of Calamities was created when the Endless Calamity invaded the Real World. So, where did the Endless Calamity come from before the invasion? Why did it invade the human world? What were its origins?
   

        Perhaps, the reasons why these other top ten Ultimate Dark Entities did not appear in the World of Calamities are hidden within these three questions.
   

        Casio now has too little information and can only make one guess.
   

        The third possibility is that these Ultimate Dark Entities were absorbed by Xiadu.
   

        Why was Xiadu so powerful? Even before being sealed, it was the concept of a disaster, intangible, colorless, supremely powerful! Maybe Xiadu was the monster produced by the fusion of those top ten Ultimate Dark Entities? Or perhaps Xiadu absorbed them to make itself invincible. The existence of Xiadu's true form was sealed behind the Three Gates of Heaven, within the Three Origin Seas.
   

        Perhaps it is the ultimate product of these Ultimate Dark Entities merging?
   

        Suspended in mid-air, Casio's mind flashed through several thoughts in an instant.
   

        He was a curious person, eager to explore the unknown. The feeling of stepping through the ruins of history, searching for the legends of old, and wiping the dust away to find the truth brought him immense satisfaction.
   

        Casio would continue to do this, on and on.
   

        Until one day, he too would become a mysterious legend amid the historical ruins, waiting for future generations to uncover everything about Casio.
   

        "The Ripple master organization has been wiped out. But there is still the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Blood Clan, and the Totem Temple. More than a hundred years have passed; has the Moon God of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting been successfully resurrected? Has the progenitor of the Blood Clan, Umirah, managed to escape using the blood of longevity? In the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, did the Totem King leave any unknown methods for them?" Casio murmured to himself as he gazed at the vast azure ocean in the distance.
   

        "It is somewhat exciting. The Real World after all these years will not seem too boring to me." He suddenly raised his hands, and an invisible force, like a giant hand, picked up the heavy stone statues on the beach, causing them to float silently behind him.
   

        "I will drive you into a corner, awaiting your resistance..."
   

        The low voice murmured as if disappearing into the sea breeze.
   

        Casio suddenly soared out, carrying white boxes and massive stone statues, each five meters tall, flying toward the coastline of the land.
   

        Boom, boom, boom...
   

        The sound of air exploding swept along the way, growing more and more distant.
   

        On the rippling azure sea, about four or five miles away from Immortal Island, an iron cargo ship with a black bottom and white sides was speeding up, with a sinuous wake vigorously spreading behind it.
   

        Swish! Boom!!!!
   

        A gale with immense pressure swept over from above, causing the entire sea surface to shake and sway. On the deck of the cargo ship, the sailors were pressed to the ground by the air wave, with some unfortunate ones falling directly into the water.
   

        The crew quickly started rescue operations amidst a lot of shouting and confusion.
   

        "Father, look at the sky!"
   

        Otti, now dressed in a black and white suit, pointed to the sky.
   

        The elder beside him looked up suddenly.
   

        What he saw was the layers of white clouds cut open by a sword, revealing a slit of blue sky. In the direction of the Hong Li Federation, there was a dot in the sky that was rapidly shrinking and disappearing.
   

        "There's a bunch of stone giants flying in the sky!!!"
   

        A member of the Yale Kingdom's decapitation squad, who possessed scouting Source Energy, shouted. Clearly, they were moving a bit slower this time, so he had a vague view of the recent flying scene.
   

        "Quick, quick, quick, hurry to Immortal Island! Hurry to Immortal Island!"
   

        The old man with graying hair suddenly realized something and waved his arms at the captain. His face flushed with excitement, he was impassioned about something.
   

        Soon, the cargo ship accelerated and arrived at the dock of Immortal Island.
   

        The place was eerily quiet; numerous unmanned ships rocked on the water surface. There were no Ripple masters patrolling, no Ripple masters docking their ships; not a single one was in sight. An indescribable odd atmosphere began to spread faintly.
   

        "What's going on? There's not a single person?"
   

        The sailors from the cargo ship came down, speaking in tense and nervous whispers. The blond-haired youth Otti and his father quickly walked down as well.
   

        They looked around and decided to check inside the cluster of buildings.
   

        So, a team of about fifteen people set out and entered the coastal architectural complex that resembled a pile of pale yellow building blocks.
   

        "Holy shit!!!"
   

        At the corner of the street, everyone was scared stiff.
   

        They stood frozen in place, stopping dead in their tracks.
   

        Unanimously, they let out expletives.
   

        In front of them, on the main street lined with buildings, lay Ripple masters draped in majestic robes, motionless on the ground. Their bodies were covered in blood, which had turned their multicolored robes completely scarlet.
   

        "Dead… they're all… all dead!?"
   

        A sailor's eyes bulged, almost popping out of their sockets.
   

        After a half-minute pause on the spot, everyone tentatively continued forward, approaching the corpses. Various gruesome sights came into view.
   

        All of these corpses had been crushed to death by an immense pressure.
   

        Bones shattered, internal organs ruptured, blood spurting from skin riddled with cracks. Eyes wide open with bloodshot veins, as if refusing to close even in death. Some Ripple masters were even embedded into the ground, impossible to pry out. The horrifying and nauseating spectacle was enough to make one's stomach turn.
   

        "Green robes, red robes, even silver robes!"
   

        The elder stammered in shock as he walked past them.
   

        "Elite Ripple masters, Bloodthirsty Ripple masters, even Ripple Masters!"
   

        Beside him, the blond-haired youth Otti muttered as if explaining.
   

        Ripple Masters, ah, they hold positions of high esteem within the Ripple master organization, second only to the supreme Ripple masters. Should they visit the Eastern archipelago, the monarchs, prime ministers, and presidents of various nations would all treat them with the utmost respect. They would lower their stance, sometimes even significantly so.
   

        Only the Yale Kingdom and the Tuke Island Federation, the two largest nations in the Eastern archipelago, had figureheads who were qualified to exchange a few words with a Ripple Master, and under certain circumstances, engage in a strained dialogue on equal terms.
   

        And now, these individuals of such high status also lay on the ground, in pools of blood. Their tragic state was akin to that of a dead dog, seemingly no different from the other ordinary Ripple masters. Crushed like ants!
   

        "My God, what on earth just happened!"
   

        Otti's lips turned pale as he spoke, while images uncontrollably surfaced in his mind. Suddenly there was a booming noise like that of fighter planes overhead, and as every Ripple master in the building complex was about to look up, a mountainous, massively heavy, invisible force bore down! Every Ripple master, ordinary or grand, was instantly killed under this force, their bodies burst open. It was a complete crush, a massacre!
   

        Someone or something, with overwhelming and ruthless force, had obliterated the Ripple master organization! Annihilated the world's top force!
   

        No, it's too early to speak of these matters now.
   

        The most critical place is the center of Immortal Island, where the Mother Tree of the Ripple masters is!
   

        We must go there and take a look!
   

        Instantly, the entire team headed towards the center of Immortal Island.
   

        When they saw the ground covered with pale yellow sawdust like a sea of sand, with only the uneven stump of the Bone Ring Mother Tree remaining. Everyone lost their voice, not knowing what to say or how to say it.
   

        All they knew was.
   

        The organization of Ripple masters in the Eastern sea territory had indeed fallen today!
   

        My goodness!
   

        Euphoria, this feeling appeared on everyone's face.
   

        The Ripple master organization had ruled the Eastern archipelago for thousands of years! Over these millennia, they were practically gods, they were practically heaven itself! And now, it was all over, the gods were no more!
   

        Unimaginable, truly unimaginable...
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        If there were forces urgently wishing for the downfall of the Ripple master organization, there's no doubt that it was all the nations of the Eastern archipelago.
   

        Among the nations of the Eastern archipelago, the Yale Kingdom wanted it most urgently. Over the past few years, the conflicts between them had become increasingly fierce and apparent. Although on the surface things seemed maintained, beneath it all, there had long been a turbulent undercurrent. The Blue Punisher organization was the first wave!
   

        That was a warning from the Ripple master organization and also a stake.
   

        Once the conflict between the two sides completely intensified and they tore off each other's masks, the Blue Punisher organization would become a shell. The Ripple master organization could completely take over this layer and transform into an underground resistance force native to the Yale Kingdom. They could overthrow the Yale Royal Family and completely take over the kingdom.
   

        The reason people from the Yale Kingdom's Slayer organization were so familiar with the entire process was that the Ripple master organization had done it before. About fifty years ago, a mid-sized state in the Eastern archipelago was destroyed in this manner. To the average person, it appeared like an internal conflict within that country, but to the discerning eye, it was clearly a successful attitudinal adjustment by the Ripple master organization that had deterred action for a full fifty years.
   

        Now, the Ripple master organization seemed to be planning another such move. This time, the target was the second largest country in the Eastern archipelago. If successful, the entire Eastern archipelago would be filled with fear, daring not to resist the Ripple master organization again. But what they never anticipated was...
   

        Before the Ripple master organization could launch its plan against the Yale Kingdom, it was exterminated by a mysterious and powerful entity! Numerous senior-level Ripple masters died at the Immortal Island headquarters, and even the Bone Ring Mother Tree was destroyed.
   

        The remaining Ripple masters scattered overseas, while still a considerable force, clearly no longer ranked among the top powers of the world! Their chances of freely manipulating and influencing the Yale Kingdom were absolutely impossible!
   

        "Perhaps, the Eastern archipelago, it's time it belonged to us, the people of the Eastern Archipelago Alliance, ourselves!" the white-haired elder clenched his fist.
   

        Indeed, there had long been ideas in the Eastern archipelago about forming the Eastern Archipelago Alliance. The largest nation, the Tuke Island Federation, and the second largest, the Yale Kingdom, had this idea, and other mid-sized and smaller islands would naturally join in due course. However, the Ripple master organization had always interfered, undermining the unity of the Eastern archipelago nations. But now, they could strongly promote it!
   

        Once the Eastern Archipelago Alliance was formed, being united in their advances and retreats would undoubtedly grant them more influence and advantage internationally. Moreover, the remaining power of the Ripple master organization would probably never again penetrate into the Eastern Archipelago Alliance.
   

        "Let's go! Otti, hurry up!"
   

        "Let's get back and quickly notify the king of this good news!"
   

        The white-haired elder's face flushed with excitement, suddenly full of strength as he grasped his son's hand. Leading the entire sailor crew, they headed back the way they had come.
   

        "Father, if that's the case, doesn't it mean that Princess Kiti, who has been protected in the Hong Li Federation for three or four years, can rightfully return now?"
   

        "And that so-called crappy Blue Punisher organization, can we now fully deal with them?" Blond-Haired Youth said with joy.
   

        "Of course! I will personally lead the Slayers and root out this Blue Punisher organization completely! At that time, you lad, follow behind me and earn some merits, so I can also give you a promotion." The white-haired elder patted his son on the back of the head, "As for Princess Kiti, we might have to wait a bit longer. Let everything settle down first, and it won't be too late for the princess to come back..."
   

        "Right!" The elder's expression suddenly became serious, "Once we get back, we need to quickly send more people here to keep an eye on the situation on Immortal Island. The Ripple master organization has been destroyed, and the mysterious entity that did it might come back again. In any case, we must be cautious until everything is over. Also, this news will be strictly confidential, and nobody must reveal it. You might have to stay in the palace for a while... "
   

        "Understood." The crowd responded unanimously.
   

        The blond-haired youth Otti also absentmindedly shouted his understanding.
   

        At that moment, he was thinking about Princess Kiti. The sole jewel of the Eastern archipelago, who had become famous at the age of sixteen. She was the dream lover of every young and noble second-generation in the Eastern archipelago.
   

        Otti had once scoffed at her, thinking that it was mostly hype and exaggeration. However, a few years ago, at a royal family banquet, Otti met Princess Kiti, and he instantly fell for her. His heart raced and his blood pressure soared, as if it was love at first sight. It was then that he realized that the rumors were true, and the princess also became his dream lover.
   

        Unfortunately, shortly after that banquet, Princess Kiti was sent to the Hong Li Federation. Otti had not seen her since, but he had been yearning for her all these years. Finally, Princess Kiti was about to return to the kingdom!
   

        Otti decided that in the upcoming actions against the Blue Punisher forces, he would perform well to show off his talents and abilities.
   

        To lay the groundwork for Princess Kiti's return to the kingdom.
   

        After all, which hero wouldn't want to marry a beautiful gem?
   

        Meanwhile, in the Hong Li Federation, in East Sea City, in the International Embassy District...
   

        A white villa with a fragrant garden stood there.
   

        Inside the villa, a recently renovated training room was near the garden side. One wall featured tea-colored glass shimmering under the golden Sun, and opening the curtains revealed a vast array of colorful autumn flowers outside. A neat white stone pathway, black streetlights, and metal long benches.
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        Training in such a room must be refreshing.
   

        In the training room, the bright sunlight slanted through the tea-colored glass, forming a series of irregular golden rectangles on the floor. Some metallic fitness equipment faintly reflected the white light, creating a strong workout atmosphere.
   

        To the left of the numerous fitness devices, a girl with waterfall-like azure hair sat cross-legged in silence. Her tight-fitting bodysuit outlined her gorgeous figure, with curves that were astonishingly shapely.
   

        Combined with her elegant demeanor, delicate and commanding facial features, and lively, pure blue eyes, there was no doubt that she was an absolute beauty.
   

        Princess Katy had just turned twenty this year, once known as the pearl of the Eastern Archipelago. To avoid the Ripple masters' Organization, she was sent by the king of the Yale Kingdom to the Hong Li Federation, where the Black Mechanism assigned someone to protect her personally.
   

        For the past two years, she had been relatively safe. Only in the first half of the year did the Ripple masters' Organization react violently, launching no less than ten operations. Some were kidnappings, some assassinations, and some were provocations like blatant surveillance. Later, perhaps realizing that this was not overly effective against the Black Mechanism, the Ripple masters' Organization gradually settled down. Over the next two years, there were only five or six incidents of surveillance. They were all clandestine, no longer like before.
   

        It was thought that the matter had passed, and the Ripple masters' Organization had completely reined itself in.
   

        However, unexpectedly, two days ago, Katy encountered another intense assassination attempt. The scene was none other than the Devil Idol Martial Academy's tournament held in East Sea City. Hosted by the Magical Golem Sect, this city-level event invited many martial arts halls to hold a sparring and exchange for the youth division.
   

        This event also invited many socially prominent figures.
   

        Due to the Devil Idol Martial Academy's fierce competition with many other schools over more than half a month, causing quite a stir, many citizens were aware of it. Thus, the tournament was quite a spectacle.
   

        Many social elites attended, and feeling bored, Princess Katy went to watch as well.
   

        Throughout the event, young martial artists clashed fists and feet, and the unique styles of various schools were showcased. The intense matchups were quite blood-pumping, exuding a martial spirit. The core disciples of the major schools sparred, making the competition incredibly exciting. Moreover, the Magical Golem Sect's disciples repeatedly scored upsets, becoming the shining stars of the event.
   

        The audience found the matches thoroughly enjoyable.
   

        Although the competition was limited to the level of boxing masters, the bare-knuckle brawling was enough to awaken the wild nature within humans.
   

        At the end of the event, as the guests and audience were leaving the venue hosted by the Devil Idol Martial Academy and had not yet left the tournament ground, the Ripple masters' Organization that had been monitoring Princess Katy suddenly made their move. Their previous inaction seemed to have been a ruse to lull the Black Mechanism and Princess Katy into a false sense of security, all to strike a blow when her defenses were slightly relaxed!
   

        And this time, they seized their opportunity.
   

        Several powerful Bloodthirsty Ripple Masters struck together, and in the distance, a Ripple Master with a glimpse of a silver robe was overseeing the operation. Faced with such an array, Katy's already lax defenses were instantly scattered. In reality, if it were only several Bloodthirsty Ripple Masters, it wouldn't have been so hopeless. It was the sudden appearance of that Ripple Master that truly spelled despair.
   

        Princess Katy didn't know why she was worth the effort of a Ripple Master. Was it to capture her and coerce her father and the entire Yale Kingdom? Of course, the specific reason went even deeper. The actions of the Ripple masters' Organization were not only related to the Yale Kingdom but also served as a warning to the Black Mechanism: Do not interfere in the affairs of the Eastern archipelago.
   

        In summary, the Ripple masters' attempt to capture Princess Katy this time seemed almost guaranteed. The power was sufficient, the timing pinpoint, simply perfect.
   

        Unfortunately, they still made a mistake they shouldn't have.
   

        The favorable time and human harmony were there, but they completely chose the wrong place for their advantage. What place was this? It was the venue for the Devil Idol Martial Academy's tournament! It was where the Magical Golem Sect and East Nine Gates clashed most fiercely! This time, the tournament was even held in East Sea City, the stronghold of the East Nine Gates—it was like a resounding slap in the face. Therefore, to prevent any sabotage from the East Nine Gates, the skilled fighters of the Magical Golem Sect were stationed here.
   

        They were all strong warriors who had been baptised in Casio's teachings. Each had become quite proficient with the Magic Heart Secret Book, and their strength had significantly increased from its original level. Among them, the one who adapted the best to the transfusion and showed the most improvement was none other than Thunder Dog Simonni who betrayed Yunquan Fist to join the Magical Golem Sect! Oh no, now he should be referred to as Magical Hound Simonni.
   

        He was already a genius, with a strong accumulation of skills within the realm of boxing technique. After solving the problem of his physical deformity, he rose swiftly like a dragon on the wind, in a period of rapid improvement. What's more, he had just become a fighter, and his style was not yet set in stone, which made the transition to a new school much easier and more effective than for a fighter who had already established his own method of boxing. At this moment, Simonni's strength was comparable to that of veteran fighters who had been in the world of combat for much longer.
   

        He was the overall planner of this martial arts tournament.
   

        And while the tournament was not yet completely over and the audience had not left, someone dared to break into the venue and attack the guests! They really didn't take our Magical Golem Sect seriously! Even the entirety of East Nine Gates wouldn't dare to do such a thing, and yet you, an organization popping up from some remote corner, dare to be so bold? Nothing to say, arrest them all!
   

        Magical Hound Simonni charged out at the front, instantly moving to Princess Katy's side. He unleashed the might of a fighter, killing several attackers with strong and graceful moves, splattering their blood on the spot! Then, under the gaze of Princess Katy's wide blue eyes, he charged at the silver-robed Ripple Master, with a powerful and imposing stance!
   

        The Ripple Master and Magical Hound Simonni fought at high speed, demonstrating an extraordinary top-level battle. The clash of qi and ripple, force against force, bodies flipping and sweeping through the air, gradually putting the Ripple Master at a disadvantage. In this moment, Simonni seemed like an actual god of war.
   

        Afterward, the other fighters stationed at the Devil Idol Martial Academy charged out as well. They easily captured the Ripple Master right there on the spot!
   

        Then, to be safe, the Magical Golem Sect temporarily took Princess Katy under their protection, planning to wait for someone from the Black Mechanism to come. During this period, Princess Katy and Magical Hound Simonni had a lot of conversations.
   

        Clearly, Princess Katy had developed a strong fondness for her hero, Simonni. It's a natural human reaction, understandable. For the first time in over twenty years, Princess Katy's heart was moved.
   

        In her mind were images of Simonni's towering figure standing protectively in front of her.
   

        This situation, were it known to the youths of the Eastern archipelago, would probably cause an uproar. The jewel of the Eastern Archipelago had someone she fancied!
   

        However, what Princess Katy never expected was that Simonni had already sensed her affection. And he declined her, subtly yet composedly, severing the potential relationship before it even started. That night at the Devil Idol Martial Academy's quarters, Simonni talked a lot with Katy.
   

        He felt that Princess Katy was not in love with him, but with the sense of safety and strength he brought her! It was because she had been living in constant fear, always on guard against attacks and surveillance by the Ripple master Organization, that she had a severe lack of a sense of safety within her heart.
   

        So, Simonni playing the hero, seemed extremely important then.
   

        He felt that Princess Katy was not in love with him, but with the sense of safety and strength he brought her! It was because she had been living in constant fear, always on guard against attacks and surveillance by the Ripple master Organization, that she had a severe lack of a sense of safety within her heart.
   

        So, Simonni playing the hero, seemed extremely important then.
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        The international embassy district, White Villa, inside the Glass Training Room.
   

        Princess Kiti began her fifth session of Secret Martial Art cultivation.
   

        Seated cross-legged, her fair left foot rested upon her right knee and her right foot upon her left knee, displaying amazing flexibility. Her hands were joined in front of her chest, her thumbs forming a gap as she assumed a devout pose.
   

        "Ten thousand demon thoughts, Sacred Heart Scripture."
   

        "Ten thousand demon thoughts, Sacred Heart Scripture…"
   

        The soft murmurs echoed continuously within the training room.
   

        After ten repetitions, Kiti completely entered the zone. Her mind was free of distractions, completely clear and serene.
   

        That phrase was the epitome of the Magic Heart Secret Book. Regular chanting by the practitioners of the Magic Heart Secret Book could calm the mind. Occasionally, they might even receive mystical responses and gain different insights. Beginners often recited the epitome several times before practicing the Magic Heart Secret Book to reduce mental distractions, which was clearly beneficial for a quick start.
   

        "Huff... puff... huff... puff... huff... puff..."
   

        She started the unique breathing method, which brought a certain indescribable rhythm. Kiti's chest rose and fell slightly. Gradually, she felt heat all over her body, as if she was immersed in hot spring water. A mist-like stream of warmth seemed to flow out of her body, circling her form before converging towards the Dantian.
   

        With a focused mind, it seemed as if a vortex of warmth had formed at the position of her lower abdomen.
   

        Something was about to emerge from within.
   

        Kiti had heard from Simonyi that it was called a demon thought, akin to a seed for cultivation. Only by gathering a demon thought and using it as a foundation could one step onto the path toward improving strength through the Secret Martial Arts journey.
   

        It should be noted that demon thoughts are not the same as a Demon Seed. A demon thought is essentially a weakened version of a Demon Seed, with effects that are only basic. But demon thoughts do not require Casio's grace, as practitioners of the Magic Heart Secret Book can condense them on their own. Everyone, whether adults or children, men or women, has a trace amount of Qi scattered throughout their bodies.
   

        Being too diluted, ordinary people can't sense it at all.
   

        The Magic Heart Secret Book, however, uses the special frequency of the breathing method, the cultivation motion of guiding blood, and the spirit of self-hypnosis from the content of the scriptures. It forms a weak magnetic field in one's body that gradually draws the scattered Qi from every corner to the Dantian, condensing it into an ethereal demon thought.
   

        It can be said that the Magic Heart Secret Book blazes a different trail, with a cultivation method utterly distinct from ordinary Secret Martial Arts. It is precisely due to this unique method that the Magic Heart Secret Book lowers the threshold for cultivation, allowing more ordinary people to begin the practice.
   

        "Huff puff... huff puff... huff puff..."
   

        Inside the training room, the sound of Kiti's breath grew louder. Her one-piece garment was soaked with sweat, clinging to her body and outlining her beautiful curves. Her originally fair skin had turned a flushed red, indicating that her pores had opened completely and her blood vessels had expanded. Wisps of white fog were rising from Kiti's shoulders and hair, quite visible under the sunlight.
   

        "Ding!"
   

        Suddenly, her body shook, and she heard a crisp shattering sound in her ear. A sense of unprecedented lightness swept over her.
   

        Kiti opened her eyes, her blue irises reflecting delight.
   

        "Success, the demon thought has condensed successfully!"
   

        A smile appeared on her lips, "Simonyi told me if a beginner could condense the demon thought within ten tries, they would be considered a genius. I succeeded in five, I must definitely have a talent! That's great, I've made my start…"
   

        With a thought, Kiti instantly stood up. Her previous position was cross-legged, but now she effortlessly sprang to her feet, looking quite swift and decisive. Princess Kiti quickly worked her limbs.
   

        First was lightness, her movements had become quicker.
   

        Next was clarity, as if some impurity in her body had evaporated. Moreover, her senses had also become sharper, making the world seem more clear.
   

        Last was the sense of strength, she could clearly feel that her power had increased.
   

        Princess Kiti chose to take a test immediately. In just a few steps, she approached the row of punching bags in the corner. She first glanced at the smallest punching bag, the only one she could move before her cultivation.
   

        Her gaze swept from the second to the fifth punching bags.
   

        Bag number three was double the weight of one, and number five was triple. They looked heavy and difficult to budge.
   

        Kiti hesitated for a moment, then chose number three. Gathering her strength, she punched. With a loud thump, the punching bag swung up high.
   

        "I have twice the strength I had before!"
   

        Kiti stared at her fair fist, with a glimmer seeming to pass through her eyes. She suddenly looked up at punching bags four and five to her left.
   

        Thump! Thump!
   

        Punching bag four moved as well, while five almost did.
   

        "Huff... huff... huff..."
   

        Kiti, breathing heavily, couldn't hide her excitement in her eyes. She had just tried to burst with demon thought and had almost completely lifted bag five, which was triple her original strength. According to Simonyi, ordinary cultivators after initiation could at most double their strength in a full burst.
   

        And she had almost reached triple.
   

        "Could I really be a genius!?"
   

        Kiti's eyes flickered, her expression excited, her pupils revealing a sliver of ambition and desire. She, it seemed, had changed, no longer resembling the originally poised and serene young lady. It was unclear whether the practice of the Magic Heart Secret Book had changed her, or if Kiti had always been this way, with her ambitions suppressed in her heart. Now, they had finally been unleashed.
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        "Phew..." she exhaled the hot breath from her chest.
   

        The next second, a wave of weakness swept through her body, almost making Katy faint. Her vision darkened, contours blurred, and stars twinkled in her sight, almost like she'd run a draining marathon.
   

        "So tired, so hungry..."
   

        Her belly rumbled, and her limbs felt exhausted and achy.
   

        Princess Kiti stood still for quite a while before hastily instructing the villa's servants to prepare a feast. At first, the cook thought there must be some honored guests arriving and made food for several people. In the end, however, only Princess Kiti sat at the table, consuming all the dishes herself.
   

        She gobbled up the food in a frenzy, hands and feet in disarray, like a starved ghost reincarnated.
   

        This was a stark contrast to her previous delicate and elegant eating habits. The onlookers were stunned, almost believing the princess was possessed. Later, once Kiti explained that her martial arts practice required her to replenish her energy, the servants were somewhat reassured. However, the sight of a petite girl devouring an entire table of delicious food was still quite shocking. But afterwards, Princess Kiti ended up with an upset stomach for the whole day.
   

        What food went in, naturally had to come out.
   

        Even the most beautiful, elegant, cute, and sexy women have to defecate.
   

        ***********************************
   

        A day passed, and it was September 16th, with clear weather.
   

        After suffering from an upset stomach all day, Princess Kiti finally felt better today. She planned to go to Devil Idol Martial Academy in East Sea City to inform Simonyi of her martial breakthrough. Simonyi was now somewhat of a mentor to Kiti. With his guidance, her cultivation was sure to progress twice as fast with half the effort.
   

        Around 8 a.m., a black-edge, silver-bottom, stretch sedan slowly pulled out from the international embassy district, heading toward the south of East Sea City.
   

        Around 8:20, the car stopped in the designated parking area.
   

        Today, wearing a smart hunting outfit and full of life, Princess Kiti briskly walked into Devil Idol Martial Academy. However, to her surprise, the usually bustling martial arts field with vigorous martial artists sparring was nowhere to be seen. She quickly made her way towards the academy's backyard.
   

        There, she finally saw the people of the academy.
   

        Right now, everyone stood in solemn rows as if something significant had happened. In the front, Simonyi, with his strong physique outlined in a black power suit, was issuing some important orders.
   

        "Alright, everyone set out for the southern suburbs," he commanded.
   

        Instantly, silhouettes in practice uniforms dashed orderly towards the outside of the yard. In the blink of an eye, they were out of sight, leaving only the empty backyard with Simonyi and Kiti.
   

        "Master... Master, what's happening?"
   

        Kiti felt a bit embarrassed as she spoke the title, but she said it anyway since it was a form of etiquette within the academy.
   

        "Oh? Kiti, you broke through?"
   

        As Simonyi's eyes swept over Kiti, he instantly sensed the aura of magic thoughts: "Since you've made a breakthrough and officially become a Disciple of Puppet School, then good, you should join this mission as well."
   

        "Let's go," Simonyi stepped out, heading toward the yard exit.
   

        "Ah? Oh!" Kiti nodded somewhat foolishly.
   

        Half an hour later, the black fleet drove through the grassy slopes.
   

        In the lead car, Simonyi sat in the front passenger seat, and Kiti was seated in the back. This time, Kiti had no bodyguards with her; she had convinced her own guards to stand down. What surprised her was that she had thought these guards from Black Mechanism would never leave her. Previously, when Kiti had just arrived in the Hong Li Federation, these guards were cold as ice, absolutely following the orders from the Organization.
   

        But this time, when she went to discuss with the guards, as soon as she mentioned the Magical Golem Sect, strong emotion rippled across the ice-cold faces of the Black Mechanism guards. They exchanged looks, and eventually, the lead guard nodded his head.
   

        This situation was engraved in Kiti's heart, and she pondered over it during the journey. She was a bit excited, realizing that there was something extraordinary about the Magical Golem Sect! Even in front of this school, the official supernatural forces of Black Mechanism under the Hong Li Empire had to give way and show a hesitant respect.
   

        Could it be that the Magical Golem Sect was also a top force in the world?
   

        Joining them by a stroke of luck was definitely a fortunate encounter.
   

        In this moment, Kiti felt slightly grateful for the assault by the Ripple master's Organization three days ago. If not for their attack at the Puppet School's event venue, which offended the school's dignity, she could never have joined the Magical Golem Sect so easily, nor could she have taken the Magic Heart Secret Book from Simonyi, who seemed to be one of the senior members of the Devil Idol Martial Academy.
   

        Indeed, fortune and disaster are intertwined.
   

        In the slightly bumpy sedan, Katy calmed her mind and looked at Simonyi who sat in front of her with his hands folded across his chest, eyes closed in meditation, and asked cautiously.
   

        "Master, what exactly are we going to do?"
   

        From the passenger seat, Simonyi slowly opened his eyes, and after a moment of silence, he said, "Sect Master has returned... We are now heading to God's Tear Lake..."
   

        His voice was low, filled with a strong sense of profound reverence and worship.
   

        "Sect... Sect Master!? The Devil Idol... Sect Master?"
   

        Katy's pupils slightly contracted, and she was suddenly overwhelmed by a powerful majestic aura. The hair on her arms stood on end.
   

        "Yes," Simonyi glanced at the blue sky outside the window and then turned to look at Katy, "Make sure you don't shout or run around later on. After I meet with the Sect Master, I might call you over..."
   

        His dark pupils reflecting Katy's silhouette: "Understood?"
   

        "Understood!"
   

        Katy sat up straight and nodded vigorously.
   

        Simonyi, expressionless, slowly turned back and faced forward again.
   

        His taking in Katy as his disciple actually involved other factors for consideration. For example, Katy's identity as a princess of the Yale Kingdom. This would clearly be helpful for expanding the influence of the Secret Martial Arts World in the Eastern Archipelago.
   

        Perhaps in the face of the growing momentum of the Devil Idol Sect, all opponents are inevitable. However, having less resistance, faster progress, and higher efficiency is always better. Saving a little time in all aspects when added up, might not be an insignificant amount, which could accelerate the development of the Devil Idol Sect.
   

        Time passed, and it was around 9:30 in the morning.
   

        East Sea City, in the southern suburbs, the area of God's Tear Lake.
   

        The convoy arrived here and switched to walking on the grassland.
   

        About ten minutes later, the group finally reached the Green Lakeside.
   

        The lake surface was flat, like a mirror, reflecting the rays of the Sun.
   

        (Repeat sections should be edited later.)
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        "Yes!"
   

        All the members of the Magical Golem Sect replied in unison, with an attitude of respect.
   

        They didn't show the slightest shock at the demise of the Ripple Shi Organization, as it was expected. With the Demon Figure Gate Master taking action, the demise of the Ripple Shi Organization was a matter of course, even though it was one of the top forces in the world.
   

        "Right, let's also speed up the construction of the headquarters."
   

        "Don't worry about financial or material resources. What we need is efficiency. Finish everything within half a month. At that time, the venue for the second half of the Federation Combat Competition will be at our headquarters." Casio slowly turned his head towards the lakeside.
   

        There, a cluster of buildings under construction stood prominently. The construction of the Demon Figure Gate Headquarters began half a month ago when Casio returned from the Era of Retrospection. Around the clock, day and night, more than a dozen professional construction teams worked in shifts, aided by the robust disciples of the Golem Sect.
   

        Therefore, the reconstruction speed of the Demon Figure Gate Headquarters was very fast.
   

        Moreover, from the start, Casio provided layouts and templates, which only needed to be replicated. This saved a great deal of time. Now that half a month had passed, two-fifths of the entire cluster of Golem Sect buildings were already completed.
   

        The reason for still situating the Demon Figure Gate Headquarters by the God's Weeping Lake Coast was that the environment here was really good, with advantageous conditions in all aspects. There were lakes nearby, Heart of Lake Island, small mountains, and rolling grassland hills around. Not far away, there was even a convenient highway access.
   

        A few kilometers away, to the south of East Sea City, there was even a train station.
   

        Of course, another more important reason was that Casio was used to it.
   

        During his more than two years in the Era of Retrospection, he spent quite a bit of time at the headquarters of the Golem Sect. Casio particularly liked to practice quietly on the Heart of Lake Island.
   

        At night, the lake ripples gently under the cold wind, reflected by the twin moons, one solid, one ethereal—creating an excellent atmosphere for practicing martial arts.
   

        "Go now, pass down my command."
   

        "These giant stone statues are what I brought back to guard our headquarters. I will place them around some key areas, and they will remain just ordinary sculptures as long as there's no enemy. But if an enemy should attack, they will tear apart everything that comes our way. Usually, as long as you don't go crazy and start attacking these statues, they will not respond to anything else..."
   

        While speaking, Casio slowly stood up on top of the stone statue's head.
   

        "All right, I'm going into seclusion on Heart of Lake Island for a while. If there's anything important you can report now, if not, carry on with your duties..."
   

        After waiting a few seconds, no one spoke.
   

        Casio, expressionless, lightly tapped with his toes, and he swiftly floated towards the center of the lake like a duckweed in the wind. In just the blink of an eye, his silhouette disappeared, dropping into the middle of Heart of Lake Island.
   

        In the crowd, Simonyi raised his head, remaining silent.
   

        He had intended to briefly report to the Sect Master about Princess Kiti's situation, but now, it seemed unnecessary. As one of the senior-level members of the Magical Golem Sect, Simonyi was clear about the situation in the Southeastern Seas.
   

        Princess Kiti had come to the Hong Li Federation, protected by the Black Mechanism. At its core, it was the doing of the Ripple master Organization. And now, the headquarters of the Ripple Master Organization on Immortal Island had been annihilated by the Sect Master. The source of Princess Kiti's fears was eradicated, so there was no need for further discussion.
   

        Of course, Princess Kiti was still useful. The princess of the Royal Family of the Yale Kingdom becoming a disciple of the Golem Sect was beneficial for the sect's publicity and sped up its worldwide development. This minor matter could be managed without wasting the time of the Sect Master. Simonyi would take full control of its progress.
   

        Boom... Boom... Boom... Boom... Boom...
   

        One by one, towering rock-white stone statues started walking across the earth, each step creating a pit and making the ground tremble. They spread out from the lakeside in all directions, some heading into the mountain forest, others returning to the bottom of the lake, and a few approaching the vicinity of the Demon Figure Gate. They took on the role of silent guardians.
   

        In the distance, near the convoy. Most of the Golem Sect disciples left waiting here did not have the privilege to meet with the Sect Master firsthand. They looked somewhat nervous, watching three giant statues side by side, approaching from a few dozen meters ahead. With every step the statues took, a dull thud resounded, making the disciples' feet tingle. Fortunately, the stone statues paid them no heed and simply settled into their positions, becoming motionless after confirming their spots.
   

        "What on earth are these things..."
   

        In the crowd, Kiti, lips pursed and corners whitened, trembled involuntarily with fear, her underclothes wet with sweat on her back.
   

        After all, she had only just started training, with a thin martial will, hardly stronger than an ordinary person. If a regular person were to suddenly see several two-story-high stone giants walking towards them, they would probably react the same way.
   

        "The Magical Golem Sect, truly a mysterious and terrifying organization..."
   

        Kiti thought to herself.
   

        She categorized the Magical Golem Sect as something with a demonic and evil nature.
   

        Two minutes later.
   

        "The Magical Golem Sect, truly a powerful and kind organization!"
   

        Princess Kiti looked ecstatically at Simonyi in front of her. Just a moment ago, she heard from Simonyi about the destruction of the headquarters of the Ripple Master Organization! The Demon Figure Gate Master had personally taken action, utterly suppressing and annihilating Immortal Island!
   

        Now, the Magical Golem Sect was planning to send people to take over Immortal Island.
   

        And she was the disciple of Simonyi, one of the senior-level members of the Golem Sect, as well as a princess from the Yale Kingdom in the Eastern Seas! If she linked the two together, using herself as a bridge for communication, wouldn't that be most advantageous!
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        For a moment, an unexpected joy free from fear and terror, the joy of seeing her foes and enemies vanquished, and the beautiful vision for the future development of her cause all converged together. Princess Kiti's exquisitely beautiful face contorted slightly with happiness, a touch of composure lost. She took a deep breath.
   

        "Teacher, the Magical Golem Sect has been spreading and teaching the Secret Martial Art for strengthening the body, and promoting a spirit of positivity to the common folk! Now, the entire eastern part of the Hong Li Federation is bustling with activity. Yet, I feel that this is not enough. We could still expand even faster. The Eastern Archipelago is a region with nearly a hundred million people—perfect for spreading the Secret Martial Art and cultivating a martial spirit! Especially in the Yale Kingdom of the Eastern Archipelago, they would definitely welcome the Secret Martial Arts ways of the Magical Golem Sect..."
   

        Princess Kiti became more and more excited as she spoke, increasingly seeing the potential for great achievements.
   

        With the Ripple master Organization vanquished, she feared that she would have to return to her country, to become a bargaining chip in international marriages. After all, Princess Kiti was already twenty years old. Even if her father doted on her, defying the will and interests of the entire Royal Family was not an option. But Kiti had no desire to have her destiny easily manipulated by others.
   

        Simonyi, her teacher, had once said something memorable, which she always kept in mind.
   

        She would take control of her own destiny!
   

        As time passed, a day went by—it was September 17th.
   

        A gentle breeze caressed his face as Casio opened his eyes on Heart of Lake Island. The whole lake surface was shrouded in faint white fog, blurring his vision. He slowly stood up, and a soft air wave surged out of him, instantly sweeping across the entire surface of God's Tear Lake. The smoke cleared, revealing the clear, bright surface of the lake.
   

        Sunlight shone down, spilling over the gently rippling water.
   

        "Three Fists Combine, Three Fists Combine..." Casio murmured softly to himself.
   

        Since his return from the Era of Retrospection, every seclusion had been spent pondering the final punch from that great battle. He constantly recalled and savored the punch, feeling its artistic conception and intricacies. This time was no different. However, he had an epiphany, as if he touched on a shortcut.
   

        The key to combining the Three Fists lay in the complete achievement of the Saint Fist, the Tyrant Fist, and the Extreme Fist. And the key to these three realms was the spirit-focused Heart of the Saint Fist, the Heart of the Overlord Fist, and the Heart of the Extreme Fist. The Tyrant Fist was already within Casio's grasp, which he would not discuss for now, leaving only the hearts of the Saint Fist and Extreme Fist.
   

        The will of these two boxing methods could be slowly elevated by inscribing the Southern Dipper's secret transmission with the Qi Seal Inscription Method. But it seemed too slow, like a trickle of water. Reviewing his breakthrough with the Tyrant Fist, Casio vaguely found a potentially feasible path that he needed to experiment with.
   

        This path involved killing with the Extreme Fist while in the Aloof Personality state and with the Saint Fist while in the Main Personality state. The people to be killed needed to be strong, preferably Fighters or above. Each death would affirm Casio's mimicry of the Extreme and Saint Fist. Constant killing and affirmation, and constant self-suggestion of his boxing will.
   

        This could potentially lead to grasping the hearts of both the Extreme Fist and Saint Fist.
   

        In today's world, apart from the Secret Martial Arts World, the most numerous fighters were from Door Organizations. Those from the Secret Martial Arts World, as the future backbone, were not to be touched lightly unless necessary. As for the Door Organization, there were no such concerns. One could only hope that the Door Organization would bring back more vice leaders from the Ancient Era; their deaths would make it easier for one's boxing will to break through!
   

        "Door Organization, become the nutrient for my strength..."
   

        Meanwhile, in Anta City, in the Anta Mountains.
   

        In a forest clearing, sunlight pierced through the layered shadows of trees, scattering splinters of golden light on the ground. In front of a small wooden cabin, which appeared to belong to a hunter, a figure in a black cloak slowly approached.
   

        His cloak was exceptionally voluminous, almost completely hiding his figure. The cloak covered his head and face, with only a few strands of long red hair, like flames, falling around his pale jawline.
   

        In front of the wooden door, the Man in Black paused briefly and lifted his cloak.
   

        A handsome, fair face was revealed, and across the bridge of his nose, a black cloth band completely covered his eyes.
   

        The wooden door creaked open, and a breeze slightly lifted the edge of the black cloak.
   

        A sharp Cross Sword at the man's waist was momentarily revealed.
   

        Swish swish swish...
   

        In the dim interior of the cabin, at least ten pairs of sharp eyes turned toward the entrance. Their gazes swept over the Man in Black's entire body and slowly withdrew.
   

        "Eye Demon, your Spiral Eyed Sword was actually taken from you?"
   

        A cold and eerie voice rose from the left side of the wooden house.
   

        The unpleasant voice carried a hint of provocation.
   

        "Death Scythe, maybe you'd like to try being besieged by two top fighters. See if you can survive and escape?" Eye Demon slightly tilted his head, looking towards the vague and distorted contours in the shadows to the side.
   

        There was someone there.
   

        "Or do you mean to challenge me now that I've lost the Spiral Eyed Sword and my combat power has declined? Give it up, Death Scythe. As long as I'm alive, you can only be the fourth of the Five Kings!"
   

        "Oh, maybe you'll even fall to fifth place after a while?"
   

        Eye Demon's right hand gently rested on the sword hilt, fingers rubbing along the patterns.
   

        "You!" The shadowy contour in the darkness seemed about to rush out furiously.
   

        "Enough! All of you, shut up!"
   

        "The matter of Black Rain Villa is the most important. Any disputes between you all must be held back until this incident is over, after that, do as you please." Near the window at the very end of the cabin, a silhouette slowly turned his head. He was an old man with a burly figure, who looked to be in his seventies or eighties, yet his exaggeratedly muscular body still seemed armor-like in its hardness and fullness. The elder had his arms crossed with a head full of white hair, sharp as steel needles.
   

        On his right forearm, the mark of a crane's beak, shadow-like and distinct, was evident. This was a mark of a once-famous Secret Martial Arts school from the Yana United States over forty years ago, the Shadow Crane Style. However, in one night, the Shadow Crane Style faced extermination. It was said to be the work of the second disciple of that generation, who returned for revenge after successful cultivation. He had brutally slaughtered the entire sect without mercy.
   

        The disciple, who had returned to exact revenge, excelled beyond his teacher, pushing the characteristics of the Shadow Crane assassination fist to their extreme! Even breaking through limits, he created an explosive assassination boxing method.
   

        The Shadow Crane Fist Method was enhanced several folds, its lethality and destructive power significantly increased.
   

        And that disciple who had annihilated his own school.
   

        Now, has become the Door Organization's first King.
   

        His hands were stained with the blood of countless Secret Martial Artists.
   

        "Eye Demon, I know you are eager to retrieve your lost Spiral Eyed Sword. But remember, the bigger picture takes precedence. We will work together to deal with the Black Rain Villa situation first. Once the dust has settled, we will help you take care of those two men." Shadow Crane's eyes fixed on the door.
   

        "The matter of Black Rain Villa is the most important. Any disputes between you all must be held back until this incident is over, after that, do as you please." Near the window at the very end of the cabin, a silhouette slowly turned his head. He was an old man with a burly figure, who looked to be in his seventies or eighties, yet his exaggeratedly muscular body still seemed armor-like in its hardness and fullness. The elder had his arms crossed with a head full of white hair, sharp as steel needles.
   

        On his right forearm, the mark of a crane's beak, shadow-like and distinct, was evident. This was a mark of a once-famous Secret Martial Arts school from the Yana United States over forty years ago, the Shadow Crane Style. However, in one night, the Shadow Crane Style faced extermination. It was said to be the work of the second disciple of that generation, who returned for revenge after successful cultivation. He had brutally slaughtered the entire sect without mercy.
   

        The disciple, who had returned to exact revenge, excelled beyond his teacher, pushing the characteristics of the Shadow Crane assassination fist to their extreme! Even breaking through limits, he created an explosive assassination boxing method.
   

        The Shadow Crane Fist Method was enhanced several folds, its lethality and destructive power significantly increased.
   

        And that disciple who had annihilated his own school.
   

        Now, has become the Door Organization's first King.
   

        His hands were stained with the blood of countless Secret Martial Artists.
   

        "Eye Demon, I know you are eager to retrieve your lost Spiral Eyed Sword. But remember, the bigger picture takes precedence. We will work together to deal with the Black Rain Villa situation first. Once the dust has settled, we will help you take care of those two men." Shadow Crane's eyes fixed on the door.
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        "At that time, Black Rain Villa will not only be dangerous internally, but even the world within its rain might be fraught with peril. Of course, ordinary dangers won't threaten us five. It's the others who need to be careful. We don't want too many losses in this operation..."
   

        In the dimly lit interior of a wooden cabin, Shadow Crane's voice echoed.
   

        "Do you have any other questions? Feel free to ask."
   

        After a moment of silence, his gaze swept over the Door Organization members around him.
   

        "Shadow Crane, what does the vice leader say?"
   

        A man wearing a black mask suddenly spoke.
   

        He was tall and thin, with a large skeleton but not much flesh hanging on it. He looked gaunt but paradoxically had an iron-hard, metallic firmness to his contour. Overall, his outline was sharp, carrying a mysterious and dark aura. Especially the mask on his face, made of pure black wood with peculiar patterns like flowers of the underworld that dazzled and caused headaches to look at.
   

        "For this operation, we five kings will command for now. The vice leader won't show himself as he's occupied with more crucial matters," Shadow Crane glanced at the masked man, "Of course, it all depends on the situation. If the mission proves too difficult, or other unforeseen changes occur, the vice leader will come to assist us. You don't need to worry too much about that, Black Mask..."
   

        The masked man's code name was succinctly Black Mask. Of course, sometimes other Door Organization members who were familiar with each other would call him Black Face.
   

        Black Mask, ranked second among the five kings, even higher than Eye Demon.
   

        This person usually appeared silent and serene. However, once he entered combat, he transformed into a fearsome killing machine.
   

        His love for killing was even more profound than Shadow Crane, who practiced Explosive Assassination Fist. Notably, the mask's color on Black Mask's face changed during the killing process. Depending on the level of his bloodlust and the surge in his strength, the masks varied from Black Face, White Mask, to Blood Mask.
   

        Black Mask indicated regular combat, White Mask denoted intense combat phases, and Blood Mask was for moments of exuberant massacre.
   

        Once, Black Mask led a team in a small country searching for antiques containing Door Fragments. They subsequently clashed with local forces.
   

        This force held a lofty position within the Transcendental Realm, calling friends and even mobilizing the country's army to surround and trap the Door Organization in a city.
   

        Once the encirclement was established, a vast number of transcendental beings and armed soldiers poured into the city, only to encounter a man wearing a blood-colored mask. That day, limbs were severed, corpses piled up, creating a blood sea. Not only was the mask red, but his entire outfit was also red, and even half the city turned blood-red. Many innocent civilians were brutally killed.
   

        After that operation. Members within the Door Organization were extremely wary of Black Mask, afraid to meet or cooperate with him alone on tasks.
   

        Only the other four kings were indifferent.
   

        "Have you all called over your people? With the revival happening in Black Rain Villa, we also need to beware of other envious forces."
   

        Shadow Crane tapped on the wooden table, asking in a low voice.
   

        "They've arrived."
   

        "They're here, but it will take about two more days."
   

        "..."
   

        About ten official members of the Door Organization spoke up. They naturally had their own forces and teams to gain benefits. Their strength was distributed across the world, all converging here to quietly wait.
   

        "Hmm," Shadow Crane nodded, his eyes looking out the window.
   

        "With this, all preparations are basically complete."
   

        "Just waiting for Black Rain Villa to enter its revival period..."
   

        *******************************
   

        In the southern regions of the Hong Li Federation, the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, Totem Temple.
   

        Several teams made up of robust Totem Wizards had rapidly descended the mountain five minutes ago, spiraling down the mountain road like swarms of ants.
   

        In mid-air, powerful Great Wizards streaked by, like meteors. The dense totem patterns on their bodies emitted dazzling pure light. These patterns were not only aesthetically pleasing but also contained powerful Totem Energy. When resonance burst forth, it was comparable to an explosion of magma!
   

        "Southeast coast, Anta Mountains, Black Rain Villa has appeared again..."
   

        "This time, Black Rain Villa's revival is unlike any before. My Totem Temple might be able to gain huge benefits..."
   

        A figure draped in a red robe stood at the mountain's summit, muttering to himself.
   

        "However, it's not just us at the Totem Temple who know about Black Rain Villa this time. Other ancient and well-informed major forces surely will also want a share of the spoils..."
   

        "If my Totem Temple wants to leverage an advantage, we probably need to form alliances with other forces. This ally should be neither too strong nor too weak, capable of assisting but unable to dominate the partnership. Considering this, the Ripple Masters of the southeast sea area are the most suitable. Their power has been declining in the past half year, no longer as formidable as it was hundreds of years ago. By themselves, they certainly can't snatch adequate advantages during the revival of Black Rain Villa..."
   

        "If my Totem Temple extends an olive branch, we'll likely establish cooperation. Let's do it, head to the southeast coast first to discuss alliances!"
   

        Eastern Regions, Windsor County, in a splendid Cathedral.
   

        Inside the Cathedral, the marble floor tiles were smooth and reflective. The round dome was wide and grand, with colorful stained glass that tinted the sunlight in seven different colors.
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        Shafts of pure light slanted across the pristine walls, filling the center of the gorgeous caisson. Devotees moved among them, suddenly enveloped by an aura of sanctity, which rendered their movements and mindsets devout.
   

        A portion of the faithful were praying in the Church Hall.
   

        Meanwhile, a more fervent group bowed their heads in prayer in an identical hall beside the church, murmuring to themselves.
   

        The environment here was dim, with the dome overhead enveloped in darkness, illuminated only by a glowing circular moon disc. The gentle moonlight spilled onto the hoods of the worshippers.
   

        In front of the praying believers, an immaculate Whitestone Statue was embedded into the wall. It had a white jade skirt that resembled armor, with layered, overlapping arrangements that were quite lavish. On its shoulders, it had two sets of arms spread out. A pair of slender arms crossed over the chest in prayer.
   

        The other pair of arms were raised high, as if cradling a lotus flower, holding a large halo disc that emitted a white moonlight. Within the disc, black Hook Jade shapes swam around like little fish, radiating a mysterious aura.
   

        On one side of the sanctuary, two figures in long robes quietly observed the devotees in devout prayer. Their terrible gazes resembled those of wolves eyeing lambs.
   

        As if in the next second, they would open their wide maws and feast voraciously.
   

        After a moment, the two retracted their gazes and began to converse.
   

        "The resurrection of our lord on this earth is imminent, and the goal that our Black Moon Tribe has pursued for a thousand years is about to be achieved. But the closer we get to this moment, the less we can afford to be careless. The revival of Black Rain Villa this time is different; some of the core elements within it may burst forth. We need the massive dark essences that Black Rain Villa has been collecting for thousands of years!" one of the men in black robes spoke softly...
   

        "If these dark sources could be absorbed by our lord... he might be able to recover an extremely potent strength as soon as he resurfaces..."
   

        "At that time, our lord will definitely reward our tribe!" the other man in black robe's voice trembled, evidently overwhelmed with excitement and anticipation.
   

        "Indeed," the first man in a black robe was also excited, but he quickly regained his composure, "Most of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting's forces were dispatched to the southeast coast half a month ago. Other factions have been swayed by the benefits of Black Rain Villa's revival, having dispatched sufficient forces to collaborate sincerely..."
   

        "But that is still not enough. Our opponents are not just the resurrected Black Rain Villa, but other major forces as well. Therefore, we need to bring the sacred devices too! Only with enough powerful strength can we suppress everything..."
   

        "How many sacred devices are you planning to bring?" the second man in a black robe asked quietly.
   

        "At least two! The third one can observe from a distance, acting as a hidden card. If an accident occurs, the three sacred devices can unleash their power together..."
   

        "No one will be able to withstand us!"
   

        On the edge of North Flow Country, an Iron Skin Train clanked along the track towards East Sea County. Strangely, all the windows of the train were firmly shut, with the curtains drawn. The interior of the carriages seemed as impenetrable as coffins.
   

        Inside the carriages, pairs of bat-like crimson eyes floated in mid-air. They whispered among themselves like monsters in the shadows.
   

        Fangs, vampirism, bats, wings...
   

        These were members of the Blood Clan, elite Blood Clan, direct Blood Clan descendants!
   

        Even within the carriages, there were ancient monsters exuding a stench of decay. They lay in specially made black coffins, completely submerged in blood-red liquid, waiting for the battle to begin, ready to burst forth from their sarcophagi to fight.
   

        In the last carriage's Blood Pool, black coffins were placed apart from one another. But eerily, each crevice of the coffins hosted visible nerve-like glowing Red Silk, quietly drifting. They were interconnected, forming a web resembling a spider's.
   

        This blood web eerily outlined a gigantic bat face. 
   

        Its fierce and terrifying visage bore an uncanny resemblance to Umirah, the True Ancestor of Blood, who had once been stuck in an endless struggle with Sonic Snake Extreme Fist in the cavity of a huge volcano in the World of Calamities. Sounds of friction continued... the face of the bat slowly undulated and expanded, eventually revealing an exaggerated and sinister smile.
   

        "Hahaha..."
   

        Time trickled by, inching closer to September 20th.
   

        At this moment, not only the major forces were sensing the imminent revival and transformation of Black Rain Villa. The group of New Humans also felt the change. This was because New Humans were originally born after the freedom-seeking Eerie Night Guests married and had children post the downfall of Black Rain Villa.
   

        In their veins ran the memories of that dark imprinted mark.
   

        As the date approached, the back of some New Humans' hands startlingly began to display the Eerie Night Guest mark -- a black shield.
   

        This change caused many New Humans to feel uneasy. Some well-informed New Humans quickly made the connection to the revival of Black Rain Villa, speculating that they were chosen as Markers for Black Rain Villa! The major New Human forces promptly gathered their elite members to discuss and speculate on the specifics.
   

        The Mentalist Association was no exception. However, they knew a bit more because their chairman, Ray -- a magician placed among the New Humans by Casio, was part of their ranks. Besides him, there was also Heisha, the former Captain of Team Five in the White Skull Organization, known as Soro.
   

        Nowadays, the Mentalist Association stood as an influential faction within the New Human society. Moreover, as they opposed the malevolent White Skull Organization, they were considered an orthodox force among the New Humans.
   

        Therefore, the Mentalist Association was also invited to the New Human meeting.
   

        The location for the meeting was set in Anta City, which was closest to the Anta Mountains.
   

        In a guild hall, forces from various New Human factions gathered.
   

        Even some independent powerhouses were invited.
   

        For example, Silver Spear Soro.
   

        In the hall, the various forces took their seats to commence the discussions.
   

        "Gentlemen, I presume that in the past few days, a black shield mark has also appeared on the back of your hands," said a blond youth draped in a leather cloak and wearing gold-rimmed glasses, sitting in the main seat. His gaze swept across the entire conference hall.
   

        As the first to speak, he naturally had the credentials.
   

        The youth was the implicit leader of the first orthodox force among the New Humans, the White Tower. Their network provided services to every New Human in human society and possessed a vast intelligence network and formidable strength.
   

        From the main seat, the blond youth saw many forces nodding in agreement, so he continued, "Since that is the case, let us start by discussing the matter of Black Rain Villa. You might be aware, but perhaps not fully clear..."
   

        For the next ten minutes, the leader of White Tower spoke eloquently, outlining the past, present, and possible future of New Humans. Based on the previously acquired information about Black Rain Villa, White Tower surmised that the villa's revival might not only be a superficial crisis but also concealed under it, a vast opportunity.
   

        If only New Humans could unite and follow orders strictly, then even if they became the Markers of Black Rain Villa, they could gain an immense benefit by supporting each other from the very beginning, taking the initiative.
   

        In the hall, the various forces took their seats to commence the discussions.
   

        "Gentlemen, I presume that in the past few days, a black shield mark has also appeared on the back of your hands," said a blond youth draped in a leather cloak and wearing gold-rimmed glasses, sitting in the main seat. His gaze swept across the entire conference hall.
   

        As the first to speak, he naturally had the credentials.
   

        The youth was the implicit leader of the first orthodox force among the New Humans, the White Tower. Their network provided services to every New Human in human society and possessed a vast intelligence network and formidable strength.
   

        From the main seat, the blond youth saw many forces nodding in agreement, so he continued, "Since that is the case, let us start by discussing the matter of Black Rain Villa. You might be aware, but perhaps not fully clear..."
   

        For the next ten minutes, the leader of White Tower spoke eloquently, outlining the past, present, and possible future of New Humans. Based on the previously acquired information about Black Rain Villa, White Tower surmised that the villa's revival might not only be a superficial crisis but also concealed under it, a vast opportunity.
   

        If only New Humans could unite and follow orders strictly, then even if they became the Markers of Black Rain Villa, they could gain an immense benefit by supporting each other from the very beginning, taking the initiative.
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        After a session of chaotic discussion and planning, the meeting of New Humans came to an end.
   

        The leaders of the New Human forces left the Meeting Room one after another, heading towards the direction of the large dining hall within the Guild Hall. The meeting that had just concluded was merely the first of the day; two more were expected to continue in the afternoon and evening.
   

        Not until every issue put forth and discussed by the attendees was completely resolved.
   

        At the entrance of the grand Conference Hall, on the platform encircled by several white stone load-bearing pillars, a tall and thin silhouette slowly emerged. He looked up at the bright sunshine and stretched out his hand to press down the brim of his black Top Hat. The area above Magician Ray's nose bridge was covered in shadow, while the contour of his face below displayed no expression. He lifted his Footsteps and descended the Staircase.
   

        However, at that moment, someone suddenly called out to him from behind.
   

        "President of the Mentalist Association, oh, sorry, may I call you Ray?"
   

        Wearing gold-rimmed glasses and draped in a white cloak, the leader of White Tower approached briskly, continuing to speak as he did so, "About the just-concluded meeting, why didn't President Ray say a word? The Mentalist Association is also a major force within our New Humans' circle, and it has played a pivotal role in our past cooperations. If President Ray could express the Association's own demands and issues, the discussion in the meeting would have been more active..."
   

        He came up beside Magician Ray, looking down at him askance. The position where the leader of White Tower stood was on the platform, whereas Ray had already stepped down one level of the Stairs. Thus, there was a height difference in their eye levels, with the leader of White Tower looking down, and Ray having to look up. It was unclear if this timing was deliberately chosen.
   

        On the Stairs, Magician Ray kept walking without stopping, seeming to have no intent of engaging with the leader of White Tower. As he walked forward, he spoke.
   

        "The Mentalist Association has no demands or issues."
   

        "Similarly, there's nothing worth discussing."
   

        "After all..."
   

        The summer insect cannot speak of ice.
   

        Ray's voice abruptly stopped at the end. His pace steady and measured, he walked towards the distance, leaving only a black silhouette for the leader of White Tower.
   

        On the Platform, the always composed and perfect Mask of the leader of White Tower seemed to crack slightly. His lips twitched faintly, and his narrowed eyes were deep.
   

        "You refuse the face given to you? Mentalist Association..."
   

        "When Black Rain Villa resurrects and enters the New Era of the New Humans without a place for you, don't blame me then..."
   

        Far off, a hundred meters away.
   

        Silver Spear Soro quietly watched this scene unfold, then turned and slowly left.
   

        He always felt that the resurgence of Black Rain Villa wasn't as simple as it appeared on the surface. Perhaps it wasn't just undercurrents at play but an impending Tsunami that would sweep over everything. A sense of unease swelled in his heart.
   

        As the orthodox New Human Forces formed an Alliance with White Tower at its helm, could they really control everything when Black Rain Villa resurrected? And what of those evil Forces lurking in the shadows and darkness, such as what the White Skull Organization was doing at the moment? Were they also scheming for the Villa's resurgence?
   

        Moreover, the new Mentalist Association seemed to be far more than just a simple change of leadership. Silver Spear Soro had felt that a pair of dark hands was manipulating the Association, slowly reaching out to the entire circle of New Humans. With this major upheaval, would the owner of those hands decide to step in and completely destroy the existing rules and order of the New Human circle? Multiple undercurrents overlapping would one day become a Tsunami!
   

        And Soro could feel that that day was very, very near...
   

        At dusk, the third meeting of the New Humans concluded.
   

        As the major Forces exited, a secret shadow vanished from within the Guild Hall, blending seamlessly into the Street's darkness.
   

        Half an hour later, Anta City, on a huge Farm in the Suburbs.
   

        Inside the Warehouse, which was originally used for storing fodder, a dim yellow light flickered.
   

        "Ha, does White Tower really think it can control and integrate the major Forces of the New Humans? Wishful thinking! If White Tower truly could do so, then what are we, the White Skull Organization?" a tall man dressed in a black Combat uniform scoffed coldly. On his wrist, he wore a fierce-looking Skull Dial, with a similarly styled white clock Logo on the sleeve of his uniform.
   

        As far as the eye could see, the rest of the personnel in the Warehouse were dressed the same. This Farm was evidently a gathering place for the White Skull Organization.
   

        "No need to be angry, Number Seven. Isn't it better that White Tower is so proud and arrogant? A foolish and reckless Enemy is much easier to defeat than a cautious and rational adversary!" a woman with long black hair flowing over her shoulders said smoothly.
   

        "Right, that new president of the Mentalist Association must have attended this meeting of the New Humans, right? I really want to butcher that bastard; he has been opposing us all this time lately, so annoying..."
   

        Another captain of the White Skull Organization spoke viciously.
   

        "Be patient, Number Eight. Black Rain Villa will soon be resurrected. This time, we will cooperate with Blood Sand Organization to confront the Alliance formed by White Tower Establishment, with no Cohesion. When the two most powerful and ferocious Forces among the New Humans join hands, surely those who fancy themselves as orthodox will tremble with fear at the news! When we crush that so-called Alliance, the Mentalist Association will also be at our mercy. Daring to covet our White Skull Organization, that new president of the Mentalist Association sure has guts..."
   

        Number Three captain spoke, the silver Dial on his wrist catching the Reflection of the light.
   

        Suddenly, with a creak, the large door of the Warehouse was pushed open.
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        A figure cloaked in a black combat uniform slowly walked in from outside, surrounded by an aura that commanded great pressure.
   

        "Number One." "Number One." "..."
   

        The crowd chorused in unison. The newcomer was none other than the leader of the White Skull Organization, Number One, one of the most formidable among the new humans.
   

        Over the decades, his hands were stained with fresh blood, a name infamous for his brutality.
   

        His strength had vaguely surpassed the "A" level, earning him the terrifying moniker of Demon Man.
   

        "I just had a chat with Shark Tooth, the leader of the Blood Sand Organization. Most things have essentially become clear, and the collaboration will proceed smoothly," Number One slowly began to speak. Shark Tooth, whom he mentioned, was also a vicious figure among the new humans, having been on the wanted list for thirty years, ranking second.
   

        The top of the wanted list was, naturally, the Demon Man himself.
   

        "Gentlemen, starting from tomorrow, the primeval Devil Blood Ritual can be set up in the Anta Mountains. We need to prepare in advance to welcome the forthcoming revival of Black Rain Villa," Number One's gaze swept deeply over the crowd. "The future of Black Rain Villa, the future of new humans, belongs to us. Our White Skull will be the rulers of the New Era..."
   

        "That's right, exactly so! Next, we will let rivers of blood flow through the Anta Mountains! With countless blood, we will forge the staircase leading to our throne..."
   

        The five captains raised their arms and shouted, too excited to contain themselves.
   

        ***********************************
   

        Instantaneously, the Magical Golem Sect was in action, the Door Organization was in action. The Totem Temple, the direct Blood Clan, and the Lunar Eclipse Meeting were all mobilizing their troops. Even the least threatening, weakest new human forces split into good and evil factions, unrealistically fantasizing about the day they would control Black Rain Villa.
   

        Amidst such anticipation, desire, and eagerness.
   

        The time had come to September 19th, with only one day remaining until the revival.
   

        Hong Li Federation, East Sea County, Anta City, Anta Mountains.
   

        The sun was setting in the west, its afterglow scattering through the clouds overhead.
   

        Between the mountain forests, the light formed thousands of fragmented golden hues. On the uneven clearing among the trees, a team clad in black combat uniforms moved swiftly and rapidly towards their predetermined location. Among them, the strongest members were carrying a heavy large bag.
   

        Clinking metallic sounds emanated from inside.
   

        "Captain, there's still no word from Blood Sand. They haven't sent anyone to the agreed-upon location; I'm not sure what's going on," said a slim but agile figure appearing beside the woods, moving in closer to speak.
   

        "What are they playing at? Are they playing hide and seek with us?" Number Seven clearly grew angry, his aura becoming quite dangerous. "I told Number One before that Blood Sand Organization is not trustworthy, and now at the critical moment, they proved me right..."
   

        He stood in place, his muscular, towering frame akin to an iron tower.
   

        "Never mind them, let's focus on our own tasks. As for the rest, we'll discuss it tonight when the senior levels gather. I must harshly question Blood Sand at that time and see if they have any sense of responsibility or sincerity to work together. If they don't want to cooperate, they better disband and go their own way..."
   

        "Tsk," Number Seven snorted disdainfully through his nostrils.
   

        "Move! Pick up the pace."
   

        Suddenly, the whole group, which had slowed down, sped up again.
   

        They moved towards a depression in the mountains within the Anta Mountains.
   

        Twenty minutes later.
   

        The team arrived at the entrance of the valley, descending towards the lowest point.
   

        Number Seven led boldly, his steps meteoric. While leading with the map in his hand, he instructed his team members, "This time, the coverage of the Devil Blood Ritual is unprecedentedly vast; however, vast does not mean imprecise. On the contrary, the larger the scale, the more precise it needs to be. The blood sacrifice stakes we brought must be nailed exactly at the locations marked on the map..."
   

        "There can absolutely be no deviations; the margin of error is only half a meter, so be extremely careful. For example, the first blood sacrifice stake is located at the deepest part of this canyon..." Number Seven referenced the map, pointing and looking in that direction. That moment, his words abruptly stopped.
   

        Because there was already a group of people who had occupied the place first.
   

        This group had cleared the surrounding vegetation, exposing a flat and broad mud ground. They also carried some metal tools and glass containers with unknown liquids, doing something indeterminable. Yet, it was visible that the open ground was covered with a dense network of black trench patterns.
   

        It seemed to be some kind of mysterious ceremonial design, similar to the Devil Blood Ritual.
   

        "Damn it! Who are you!"
   

        Number Seven immediately led his small team in a mad rush forward, shouting loudly.
   

        As the two sides quickly closed in, the group that had reached the canyon first stopped their activities and slowly turned to look over. Under the sunlight, a series of high-quality black combat suits emitted a fine matte sheen, the chest and arms bulging with robust muscles. The tough leather wrist guards were tight around the wrists, adorned with four or five bright silver rivets.
   

        All strong men, all practitioners of Secret Martial Arts, all from the Magical Golem Sect. On the back vests of their combat suits, there was clearly a nefariously large character: "Demon." Concise and to the point, hailing from the Magical Golem Sect!
   

        "A bunch of ordinary humans? Interesting, ordinary humans daring to venture into the Anta Mountains!?" Number Seven halted, his face revealing a disdainful expression. He was not at all intimidated by the opponent's sturdy build and muscles.
   

        The White Skull Organization was an extremely radical faction among new humans.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1150: 580 Fight to the Death (4300)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        They thought humans were corrupt, backward, and inferior.
   

        As the team leader, Number Seven, naturally, harbored such thoughts as well.
   

        "Although I don't know why you dare to venture deep into the Anta Mountains, it's perfect; you come to us as sacrifices for the Blood Sacrifice. This is the only use you ordinary humans have for us New Humans..."
   

        A sinister smile spread across Number Seven's face, and his aura gradually became more brutal.
   

        Across from him, this group of strong men in tight combat suits seemed utterly unfazed. Instead, they wore expressions of confusion.
   

        "Ordinary people? Why would you think we are ordinary people?!"
   

        Crack, crack, crack... A series of crisp skeletal popping sounds echoed.
   

        The disciples of the Magical Golem Sect were already muscular giants. At this moment, as they slowly twisted their necks, their scorching body temperature radiated, and they swelled at a visibly rapid rate. Skeleton contour, muscle size, height, and shoulder width all expanded significantly, nearly bursting their clothing.
   

        Overflowing muscles, full and hard, throbbed vigorously beneath the skin.
   

        Instantly, a pack of towering men over two meters tall with broad shoulders and thick backs looked down from above at the members of the White Skull Organization, their faces marred by bulging flesh.
   

        A dense oppressive force and the aura of danger enveloped the middle of the valley, causing Number Seven and his squad members to turn pale and their hearts to race.
   

        "Kill them."
   

        From behind the contour of the disciples of the Magical Golem Sect, a silhouette who had been crouching and studying a device slowly lifted its head and said coldly.
   

        "Yes!" ×n
   

        The strong men responded in unison.
   

        The sound of their voices fully resonated, merging together like a Grand Bell.
   

        The entire valley trembled with the vibration.
   

        Then, before the horrified eyes of the captain, Number Seven, a series of black small human-shaped tanks charged over, kicking up dust as they crushed the earth.
   

        "Aaaaaaaaaah!"
   

        At the same time, in another part of the Anta Mountains.
   

        One by one, cries of agony extinguished, leaving only the last one.
   

        A figure with severed hands and feet, bloodied and unrecognizable, wriggled and crawled on the ground like a caterpillar in a desperate struggle. He was the Number Three team leader of the White Skull Organization; at this moment, the blood dripping from him had already obscured his vision. His world was a blurry red.
   

        Number Three could only hear his own heavy breathing and heartbeat.
   

        And the footsteps that were slowly approaching him from the left.
   

        "No, no, no! Spare my life, spare my life, I'm willing to do anything!" Number Three wriggled backward frantically, filled with intense fear as if a demon was drawing near.
   

        "No hands left, no legs either."
   

        "Tsk, tsk, poor thing..."
   

        "Let me help you end your misery..."
   

        A voice suddenly rang out above Number Three's head.
   

        A massive shadow fell swiftly, blocking all light.
   

        The same scenario unfolded at various points across the Anta Mountains.
   

        Not only the Magical Golem Sect but other top forces gathered by Black Rain Villa to clear out the lesser soldiers and ants were carrying out similar purges.
   

        Thus, the White Skull Organization and the Blood Sand Organization, despite their sincere collaboration, quick actions, and efficient operations, ended up suffering misfortune. They indeed ran into terrible luck.
   

        Towards evening, in Anta City. In a warehouse at the suburban farm,
   

        The leaders of the White Skull and Blood Sand Organizations, Demon Man and Shark Tooth, had arrived early. They chatted, dreaming of the good times after their plan's success and the division of spoils that would follow.
   

        However, as they conversed, they both felt that something was amiss.
   

        The agreed-upon time had passed, but none of their subordinates from either force had shown up at the warehouse for the meeting. Could something have prevented them?
   

        Demon Man and Shark Tooth exchanged puzzled looks. Even as the moon rose high in the sky, not a single subordinate had arrived.
   

        Really, it was as if they had seen a ghost!
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        For a moment, Demon Man and Shark Tooth even began to doubt each other. A dangerous aura and uneasy atmosphere permeated the warehouse.
   

        At this instant, both sides harbored the same thought.
   

        "Could it be that this guy across from me has betrayed me?"
   

        The secret plans between the White Skull Organization and the Blood Sand Organization had been taking place over the past few days at a fixed location with a consistent number of people. If both sides stuck to the plan, there should have been no leak of information—unless one side had directly betrayed the other, such as by completely switching sides to the Orthodox Alliance led by the White Tower in the Anta Mountains, setting a trap to ambush and kill!
   

        Could it be that their own subordinates had already...?
   

        And was this meeting also a trap?
   

        To lure oneself here, when in reality, were there strong men lurking around the farm?
   

        Suddenly, Demon Man and Shark Tooth looked at each other with suspicion, their expressions turning vigilant and serious. They narrowed their eyes as if staring at each other, yet it seemed they were using their peripheral vision to watch for the slightest movements in the surroundings.
   

        In fact, during that moment of hesitation, it wasn't as if they hadn't considered other unexpected scenarios. But, after all, they were vicious and wicked villains. They anticipated the worst possible situations first, thought the worst of the other party immediately, and speculated about their collaborator with the greatest malice...
   

        This was simply basic protocol.
   

        Distrust, actually, was a fundamental quality of many leaders of the dark forces.
   

        Because without vigilance and suspicion, they might have been killed by their subordinates long ago. To survive among a pack of ruthless wolves, one must be the most ruthless and cruel!
   

        Therefore, the current situation for Demon Man and Shark Tooth was more than normal.
   

        Inside the warehouse, with dim orange lighting and fodder piled in the corners, the air was tainted with a turbid scent of grass, both fragrant and somewhat repulsive.
   

        "Shark Tooth, we should have known each other for about twenty years now. A couple of years after I established the White Skull Organization, you too created the Blood Sand Organization in the dark world of the New Humans," Demon Man spoke up, breaking the silence. "Over these ten years, our White Skull Organization and your Blood Sand Organization have had conflicts but also cooperations. Overall, however, cooperation has been more frequent, since those so-called Orthodox forces are our common enemy. This cooperation... is based on that fact, isn't it?"
   

        "Of course," Shark Tooth responded emotionlessly with a nod.
   

        "So, none of our forces should decide to betray our trust and suddenly join the Orthodox Alliance led by the White Tower, especially not at such a crucial moment as the revival at Black Rain Villa, right? What do you think, Shark Tooth..."
   

        A dangerous glint shone from Demon Man's slightly narrowed eyes.
   

        "How could that be? Both you and I are still topping the Warrant List, and our hands are stained with the blood of countless members of the so-called Orthodox forces of the New Humans. Even if we wanted to turn ourselves in, those Orthodox forces would never accept us..."
   

        Shark Tooth's gaze met Demon Man's, as they surveyed each other, seemingly trying to discern something from the other's expressionless face.
   

        "Good," Demon Man suddenly withdrew his gaze, looking around the warehouse. "In a while, I hope there won't be a bunch of your men or your top experts suddenly coming out to surround me. I'm here all by myself, and I must admit, I am a little afraid..."
   

        "You've said what I intended to say first, Demon Man."
   

        Shark Tooth exhaled slowly, his muscles relaxing slightly.
   

        The conversation between the two was a probing process, in which they subtly confirmed their stance with one another. Once certain, Demon Man straightforwardly broke through the pretense like a joke, and Shark Tooth expressed his thoughts.
   

        Temporarily, the two reached a consensus; they had not betrayed the cooperation.
   

        Immediately, both Demon Man and Shark Tooth breathed a sigh of relief. Cooperation between tigers was the most dangerous; one could never be sure when the other might suddenly decide to turn on them. It was easier for a flock of sheep, lacking the capability and ambition to devour each other, to achieve cooperation—to become a herd that withstands external enemies.
   

        "It seems we are indeed our own people from beginning to end."
   

        Both felt a sense of relief from the false alarm. They took a deep breath and stretched out their hands as if to shake hands once more.
   

        To express their sincerity in the form of a handshake.
   

        However, at that moment, the sound of doors being forced open resounded!
   

        Crack, crack, crack, crack!
   

        From the four directions—east, west, south, north—four iron doors were forcefully ripped off. A series of strong Black Figures suddenly emerged, exuding a dangerous and fierce aura. Particularly near the East Gate, closest to Demon Man and Shark Tooth, a black-haired Youth with a lazy expression leaned against the door frame.
   

        He had a cigarette dangling from the corner of his mouth, its red ember flickering on and off, with a wisp of curling smoke rising from the tip. The Youth glanced sideways at the two men in the warehouse.
   

        With an unfeeling Coldness of looking at dead men.
   

        A supremely dangerous aura radiated from the black-haired Youth.
   

        In the middle of the warehouse, Mid-air, the two outstretched hands froze in place.
   

        And almost at the same instant, they clenched into fists, furiously pounding towards the other's body. Demon Man and Shark Tooth's ferocious eyes collided fiercely as if they wanted to devour each other, their twisted expressions full of anger and savagery.
   

        "Demon Man, you said there were no ambushes by your men around the warehouse!"
   

        "Shark Tooth, you said there were no ambushes by your men around the warehouse!"
   

        "Trying to kill me? Wishful thinking! You can go to hell first!" ×2
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1152: 581 Manor revival, mystery descends (4100)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The fists of the two combatants exploded out in an instant, drawing a deadly black afterimage in the air as they struck each other's bodies at high speed! With two thuds, blood splattered as the Demon Man and Shark Tooth furiously fought each other, their eyes red with rage.
   

        At the east door of the warehouse, Simonyi, who had entered with an elegant demeanor, suddenly froze, his emotionless face turning into one of confusion. His posture leaning against the doorframe shifted to standing quietly, and the cigarette dangling from his lips was pinched by his fingers.
   

        At the other main doors, members of the Magical Golem Sect stood dumbfounded, the chilling and fearful sneers on their faces gradually fading. Additionally, a few bald muscle-bound brutes stretched out their large hands to rub their smooth heads like boiled eggs, seemingly unclear about the situation.
   

        "We rushed here to kill you, and before we could even make a move, you started infighting among yourselves?" Instantly, the Magical Golem Sect members' respect was invoked.
   

        "Truly, what a group of nobodies from remote corners, unheard of small forces. Incapable of achieving anything, always engaged in infighting."
   

        A group of oddities fond of daydreaming, that was everyone's assessment.
   

        Minutes passed, outside the fodder warehouse of the large farmstead.
   

        Simonyi's right foot in a black boot stepped on the head of Shark Tooth, who was beaten until his face was swollen and he was groaning in pain. Beside his left foot lay a silhouette, bloodied and unrecognizable, life and death unknown. He clutched a cigarette in his mouth, the ember bright.
   

        It seemed the entire process had not taken much effort at all.
   

        Tap.
   

        The boot was lifted and placed back down on the grass-covered ground.
   

        Simonyi glanced at the two individuals on his sides and silently waved his hand.
   

        "Take them all away."
   

        Suddenly, a group of black-clothed robust men stepped forward. They stuffed the infamous and vicious leaders of the two evil forces, Demon Man and Shark Tooth—one in each—into bags used for storing fodder at the farmstead.
   

        They then shouldered them and walked toward the darkness and shadows in the distance.
   

        In fact, the Magical Golem Sect was not very interested in the weak plotting of the White Skull Organization and the Blood Sand Organization. However, these pests threatened to disrupt the layout planned by the Magical Golem Sect. As a result, they were eradicated directly.
   

        A day passed, and the two major underground dark organizations that had dominated the circle of New Humans for thirty to forty years were completely annihilated.
   

        And this news, while the Orthodox Alliance led by the White Tower knew nothing about it. They continued acting according to the original plan, cautiously on guard against the dark organizations that might emerge from the shadows at any time.
   

        Little did they know, the very foes they were vehemently preparing against had already evaporated.
   

        Late at night, the sky was dim, lit only by the faint glow of the moon.
   

        In a clearing in the woods where a bonfire burned, several black silhouettes stood between the gaps in the trees. They were motionless, like terrifyingly solid sculptures, quietly watching everything around them. Seemingly intimidated by a dangerous aura, not even the sound of birds or insects could be heard.
   

        Unusually quiet, only the sound of pounding stakes could be heard.
   

        To the northeast of the Anta Mountains, in front of the largest tree within several dozens of kilometers, stood a metal pillar as tall as two men, with a glass container inside containing a pale golden liquid.
   

        At the core of the metal pillar, a mysterious ritualistic pattern covered a vast area of the ground. Numerous trenches extended out, clustering together like petals, somewhat resembling an eye.
   

        In front of the big tree, several black-clothed robust men were driving the metal pillar into the ground.
   

        Their movements were meticulous and careful, not daring to be negligent.
   

        Ding!
   

        With the final hammer strike, the metal pillar was completely driven into the ground.
   

        Immediately, an unknown aura fluctuated in the space and rapidly swept across the entire mountain range, connecting with other metal pillars at different locations.
   

        The pillar briefly emitted a golden glow, which then rapidly disappeared the next second.
   

        If one were to look down from the sky at this moment, they would notice golden flashes across most of the Anta Mountains.
   

        This meant the Magical Golem Sect's mysterious ritualistic pattern had almost covered the entire Anta Mountains. What exactly were they planning to do?
   

        In the camp, slowly waking up.
   

        But the Demon Man, now a prisoner, shared this thought.
   

        "What exactly are you trying to do!" he demanded.
   

        "Prisoner, you are not worthy of knowing so much. Stop your noise and shut up!"
   

        A member of the Demon Idol Sect, who was acting as a guard, immediately incapacitated him with a hand knife and then yanked his hair, dragging him to the side.
   

        The rough handling was akin to dealing with swine.
   

        The core belief of the White Skull Organization, founded by the Demon Man, was that humans were corrupt and inferior, like pigs that could be slaughtered at will.
   

        They performed the Devil Blood Ritual, using human lives in a blood sacrifice.
   

        However, now, the founder himself, the Demon Man, lay like a dead dog, treated no better than swine—a tremendous irony indeed.
   

        At the bonfire camp, Simonyi's silhouette slowly emerged from the shadows.
   

        He glanced at the metal pillar by the large tree and flashed a hint of confusion. In fact, even Simonyi did not know what it was for. It was only installed because the Sect Master had ordered it, and all members followed the command without question.
   

        Now, probably the only person who knew what these metal pillars and the liquid in these glass containers—that covered the entire Anta Mountains—were meant for, was the Demon Idol Sect Master, Casio.
   

        From where Simonyi stood, he could vaguely sense it.
   

        This plan for Black Rain Villa seemed not so simple this time. It was vastly different from the cyclical history of Black Rain Villa, which had always repeated itself. A unique moment in time, a special plan, a distinctive arrangement, and a unique person—all ensured this revival of the villa was bound to differ.
   

        *********************************
   

        Moonfall had passed, and the night had waned, giving way to a dazzling daylight.
   

        Today was September 20th, a special moment in time.
   

        In Anta City, at the Anta Mountains, numerous forces had gathered, eager and watchful. They turned into powerful undercurrents, advancing from various directions towards the interior of the mountains.
   

        Near the Calen Waterfall at Anta Mountains, Blue Star Villa.
   

        This was where Casio, after his third retrospection had ended, investigated the situations in the real world. He also where he had clashed with the White Skull Organization, which was conducting the Devil Blood Ritual. In Blue Star Villa, he slaughtered three of the organization's captains and further subdued their number five, causing a tremor.
   

        Now, Blue Star Villa had been acquired by the Demon Idol Sect.
   

        Many of the sect's formidable members had gathered here, waiting for events to unfold. At their Sect Master's command, they would be unleashed like rabid dogs, sweeping across the entire Anta Mountains, clashing with all other forces.
   

        Around nine in the morning, near the enclosure wall at the back of Blue Star Villa.
   

        A solitary figure stood amongst the weeds, expressionless.
   

        Two meters in front of him, a corroded bronze pillar deeply embedded into the earth appeared no better than a lump of rotten metal.
   

        As the breeze passed, the weeds swayed, and the man's black garment billowed.
   

        Suddenly, as if a predestined moment had finally arrived—
   

        Hum~
   

        The remnants of the bronze pillar abruptly emitted a green glow, its spotty corrosion flaking off to reveal a new and complete surface pattern. In the next second...
   

        The patterns climbed and twined, even extending towards the void's currents. Vertical, they formed a hollow cylindrical contour, topped with a decoration resembling a hanging lantern. The light quickly dimmed.
   

        What materialized was a brand new, intact metal pillar.
   

        On the pillar was written: "Horse Carriage."
   

        Hum, hum, hum, hum...
   

        Wave after wave of bizarre fluctuations, imperceptible to the ordinary ear, emanated from deep within the mountains, resembling layers of tumultuous sea waves.
   

        Suddenly, the bright sky began to darken, clouds densely gathering.
   

        The sunshine was obscured, imbuing the air with the tranquility and chill of the night.
   

        Throughout the Anta Mountains, a cold drizzle began to fall, instantly creating wave-like arcs in the sky as it was blown about. It rustled as it fell upon the leaves of the forest trees.
   

        Before the bronze pillar, the black-clothed Casio looked up, his gaze extending far into the depths of the Anta Mountains. His vision seemed to penetrate the thick mountainsides and the dense tree trunks and branches, witnessing a massive villa abruptly appear!
   

        "This time, I will become your true master."
   

        "Black Rain... Villa..."
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        "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh..."
   

        It was as if thousands of fierce ghosts were shrieking, a terrifying wave of horror that instantly swept across the entire Anta Mountains, transforming the environment completely.
   

        Rainwater trickled down from the sky, blurring all the surrounding scenery. A thin layer of misty veils seemed to cloak the surface.
   

        "It has begun..."
   

        In different locations across the Anta Mountains, different forces. At this moment, everyone looked up towards a specific place deep within the mountain range, or more precisely, a point amidst the world of rain. From the moment Black Rain Villa descended, a vast and unique domain had swept across the Anta Mountains. The physical locations in the real world no longer held any meaning.
   

        In a clearing around a hunter's cabin in the mountain forest.
   

        "Go!"
   

        Shadow Crane, the leading king, took the lead, his robust body slightly bolstered by an aura, forming a protective shield clinging to the surface of his body. The cold Black Rain was kept out, bursting inch by inch, and turning into a visible light white mist trailing behind him like a soft cape.
   

        To his left and right, the other four kings with distinct yet equally dangerous and potent auras also started moving, transforming into shadows darting through the rain.
   

        Farther back, a gathering of elite experts under the kings converged, the group sizable and each battle-hardened. They wore black leather raincoats, moving nimbly through the woods.
   

        Their field of view constantly swept left and right, frequently observing their surroundings.
   

        Should danger arise, it would meet their fiercest assault!
   

        Eastern part of the Anta Mountains, another constructed holiday manor.
   

        Inside the pitch-dark manor, pair after pair of crimson eyes suddenly opened. A viscous, dark blood spread over the grassland and ground inside the manor, impervious to dilution by the rainwater.
   

        One after another, black coffins floated up on the surface of the blood.
   

        With a loud thud, they abruptly stood upright. With a click, the lids fell open.
   

        Inside were ancient aristocrats with exceptionally pale skin and deep, sinister features, terrifying to behold, with bat-like tusks. They were dressed in extravagant aristocratic garments and their hair meticulously styled, traits of what should have been an elegant and calm demeanor. However, now they exuded only bloodlust and malevolence.
   

        Tap, tap, tap...
   

        An elder-looking high-rank Blood Clan member stepped out of the coffin.
   

        The next second, other high-rank Blood Clan members stood behind him. Furthermore, a vast swath of their direct kin transformed into half-man half-bat monsters, bursting out from inside the manor as if they were a flood of blood sweeping everything away.
   

        "True Ancestor of Blood, what we need is inside Black Rain Villa..."
   

        "March! At any cost!"
   

        On another side, the Lunar Eclipse Meeting was also in motion, and their stir was anything but small. Particularly the giant Moon God statue, its advance causing the ground around it to tremble, more extreme than a fully armored tank.
   

        And surrounding the Moon God statue, a large number of Lunar Eclipse Meeting members gathered, their mingled but formidable dark creature auras suddenly spreading out.
   

        The only force acting with caution was probably the Totem Temple. They had come to the southeastern coast initially aiming to find cooperative ventures with the Ripple master Association for greater benefits. However, unexpectedly, the Ripple master Association had not involved itself in matters concerning the revival of Black Rain Villa, and no contacts could be found at all. Moreover, channels of communication between them had been severed. The Totem Temple couldn't contact the Ripple master Association and found all known strongholds deserted when they sent people there.
   

        Regrettably, the Totem Temple had no choice but to enter the battle alone this time.
   

        One after another, Totem Wizards sprinted through the mountain forest, the dense patterns on their bodies lighting up, bringing forth a self-contained system of totemic power.
   

        "Totem King above..."
   

        "Our Totem Temple must be the ultimate victor."
   

        Beyond these top forces of the world, the new human Orthodox Alliance organized by the White Tower also entered the rainy world. Moreover, some individuals with the mark of Black Rain Villa on the back of their hands received special care from Black Rain Villa, or more precisely, followed the instinctive rules of Black Rain Villa.
   

        One black horse carriage after another appeared in the woods, extending the roads where they ran, and the surrounding rocks, streams, and trees automatically made way for the carriages. It was truly magical.
   

        And a host of new humans, or rather the new generation of Markers chosen by Black Rain Villa, boarded the carriages. They headed straight towards the interior of the villa!
   

        Owing to the abundance of carriages, they naturally formed a black convoy. Within the convoy were the powerhouses of the new human Orthodox Alliance, including the leader of the White Tower, the head of the Mentalist Association, and the Silver Spear Soro from the Silver Organization, among others. In short, they were all fairly strong experts.
   

        This time, all "A" class powerhouses from the new human Orthodox forces had been gathered. They were likely to serve as the initial wave of foundation personnel for the revival of Black Rain Villa, allowing the entire manor to start functioning anew from scratch.
   

        "Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap, tap..."
   

        The dull sound of horse hooves echoed in the ears, and the Magician Ray and Incineration sat within a carriage. He pulled back the curtain to look outside. Here, it no longer appeared to be the unchanging mountain forest of the Anta Mountains but bizarrely shifted to rolling hills. To the left of the road lay carpets of vast white flowers, while to the right, it was pitch black, as if scorched by a major fire, with occasional patches of ash rising up.
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        Soon, all sorts of meaningless yet strange and variable scenes repeatedly appeared. Those inhuman figures, those buildings, those sculptures, and flocks of sheep outside the carriage window were like evil phantoms, doing terrifying and shocking things.
   

        This place seemed like a dream without pattern, bringing a sense of direct and disorienting impact to the heart. Death, mystery, brilliance, madness—various symbols from mysticism and religion seemed to be hidden inside, causing great unease.
   

        Within the convoy, some New Human experts, for reasons unknown, seemed to have broken a taboo. They were instantly subjected to a lethal attack by those evil phantoms, screaming as they were dragged out of the windows by an unseen force.
   

        Dragging trails of blood were left on the ground.
   

        They vanished quickly by the sides of the road.
   

        "It's really dangerous."
   

        "A B-level expert, just like that, taken out so easily..."
   

        In a horse carriage, Silver Lance Soro slightly narrowed his eyes, observing the scenery outside and spoke. Sitting beside him was none other than the leader of the White Tower.
   

        "According to the precious information left by the previous generation, the foundational rules of Black Rain Villa must not be touched or violated. Otherwise, you'll suffer unimaginable and terrible punishment, with no escape even if you flee to the ends of the earth. To challenge Black Rain Villa, one must use a clever and indirect approach, exploiting its own foundational logic and rules, rather than a foolish death wish, relying on so-called brute force to surrender your life..."
   

        The leader of the White Tower slowly started, a cold smile hanging on his lips. He had neither pity nor regret for the death of the B-level New Human expert. You can't stop those courting death; stupidity is the biggest death omen. In the game against Black Rain Villa, only calm and intelligence prevail.
   

        Strength has to be placed third behind these two.
   

        Bang!!!!! Bang!!!!!
   

        Suddenly, a series of explosion sounds came from one side of the driveway.
   

        The leader of the White Tower and Silver Lance Soro's gazes shot toward the source.
   

        They saw an armor-clad stone statue, two stories tall, encased in a swirl of fine moonlight, being blown out. It whistled as it smashed through the heavy air and with a thunderous crash, it hit a weird cross-shaped church in the rain-drenched world beside the roadway. The white cross suddenly emitted a bright light, covering the whole church, as if ready to unleash terrible power. However, before the light shell could unfold, it popped crisply, bursting like a bubble. The stone statue's immense weight pressed down, and with a thundery din, dust billowed.
   

        The rain washed away, revealing once more the sight of that weird cross-shaped church. Unfortunately, there was no longer any church building, but a huge deep pit with a concave surface. Around the edge of the pit lay scattered broken planks and stone bricks, seeming to silently narrate the tragic state of the church's remains.
   

        "Roar!!!!!!!"
   

        From within the pit, a gigantic stone hand pressed against the rim, with terrifying cracks spreading like a spiderweb on the surrounding ground. The towering silhouette of the six-meter-tall stone statue surged out from the pit, its feet heavily stomping the ground causing earthquake-like tremors. Its massive contour, shrouded in the pale black rain, carried a sense of dread. The statue turned its head to look into the distance.
   

        Thump! Thump! Thump!
   

        A Moon God statue, dozens of meters tall, suddenly emerged from within the hazy curtain of rain. Compared to the stone statue's bulkiness, it looked more delicate and humanoid. With a waist flanked by a steel skirt that resembled a warrior's armor carving, a pair of over five-meter-long arms were pressed together in front of its chest, while another pair extended high above its head. There, a suspended moon disc faintly glowed.
   

        Streams of light from all directions gathered like ribbons, strand by strand, one after another, like a moonlight waterfall. It emitted a terrifying power.
   

        Whoosh, thump! Whoosh, thump!
   

        Next to the stone statue, six or seven massive figures plummeted from the sky and crashed down, shaking the earth and causing deep pits to form. They too were stone statues, forming an array, confronting the Moon God statue from a distance. A suffocating pressure, as if a volcano was about to erupt, swept over the area.
   

        "What... what is this!"
   

        Inside the carriage, Silver Lance Soro's eyes widened in shock.
   

        Gargantuan creatures are always the most directly terrifying to behold, especially when the creature seems startlingly agile.
   

        "This... this must be some kind of monster born from Black Rain Villa..."
   

        The leader of the White Tower spoke with feigned calmness. In truth, he didn't know what these two seemingly powerful monsters were. After all, they weren't mentioned in the information left by the previous generation. But, since it was within the rain-drenched world, then it probably was also a part of Black Rain Villa's forces, right?
   

        "But why are those eerie phantoms now rushing toward them, looking as if they're ready to fight to the death?"
   

        Silver Lance Soro pointed at the scene outside.
   

        They saw that the weirdness along the entire stretch of the road was dashing towards the stone and Moon God statues. Even buildings emitting a dangerous aura accelerated, seeming to be pushed along the ground, moving in that direction.
   

        "Sounds of friction..." "Bang bang bang..."
   

        The Moon God statue raised the moon disc high in its hands, and the next second, it erupted like a bomber, spewing out luminous moonlight crazily. These ribbons of light, soft as silk, soared through the air and upon touching the ground or any object, resulted in horrific explosions. The numerous creatures of the Rainworld that were charging towards the Moon God statue were swept away as if they were mere clutter on a table.
   

        Everything was obliterated by the howling moonlight.
   

        Leaving behind nothing but black, smoking pits.
   

        The Stone Statues were no different; their giant fists raised and dropped, pounding those monsters like a game of Whac-a-Mole. Each hit was accurate, and the sheer brute force seemed insurmountable, as if playing whack-a-mole. All of the approaching creatures were slammed into the ground, only making a slight 'crack' before exploding.
   

        "Uh…" the leader of the White Tower opened his mouth, uncertain of what to say.
   

        "Perhaps these Rainworld creatures are fighting amongst themselves?" suggested Soro with the silver spear at his side, stroking his chin.
   

        "Yes, yes, they must be fighting among… themselves…"
   

        Before the leader of the White Tower could finish speaking, another situation arose.
   

        Suddenly, human-like silhouettes appeared in the curtain of rain. Their speed was incredibly fast, a light step allowing them to skim just above the ground, like swift swallows cutting through the rain. The remaining Rainworld monsters were instantly killed, their bodies lying there as the silhouettes passed by, leaving behind a trail of corpses.
   

        These people were divided into two camps, standing off against each other.
   

        Tall and sturdy men, all uniformly dressed in black clothes, gathered behind the group of Stone Statues. They exuded powerful physiques and dangerous, savage eyes.
   

        The word "Demon" was emblazoned arrogantly on the back of their clothes.
   

        On the other side, a group of people dressed like church clergy stood behind the Moon God statue, an aura of disasters swirling around them.
   

        "Magical Golem Sect! Are you also going to meddle in the affairs of Black Rain Villa?"
   

        "You are opposing the Lunar Eclipse Meeting!"
   

        "The Moon God will punish you!"
   

        One leading pastor uttered such a warning.
   

        "What bullshit Moon God! Daring to demand face from my Magical Golem Sect?"
   

        "If you're looking for death, just say so. I'll grant you a swift end!"
   

        "Is this sculpture what you call your Moon God? Hey, it's inhuman with four hands, but surprisingly aesthetic. Hehehe... Whether it's human-shaped or not, I can handle both all the same! Hurry up and come out, your so-called Moon God, I've got a score to settle with you…"
   

        Upon hearing the words of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Magical Golem Sect immediately descended into chaotic turmoil.
   

        Some, whose minds went dull from too much boxing, even uttered defiant blasphemies against the heavens.
   

        This completely enraged the Lunar Eclipse Meeting.
   

        Both forces began a ferocious battle, causing the earth to shake and the mountains to tremble. One after another, brutal and strong silhouettes slammed into each other, engaging in a bloodthirsty fight.
   

        In the distance, the convoy of the New Humans was gradually moving away, but they could still feel the intense shaking of the carriage and an occasional numbness in their behinds. Everyone inside was gripped by fear, awe, and unease about the unknown. Who were these people, and how could they be so powerful?
   

        And it seemed they had no connection to Black Rain Villa.
   

        Instead, they were powerful outsiders who had forced their way into the Rainworld!
   

        "Something's not right, really not right!"
   

        In the carriage, the leader of the White Tower looked utterly lost, his demeanor reflecting a sense of helplessness. Clearly, events had unfolded that were completely beyond the original situation, breaking his calm facade. He was almost losing his mind…
   

        With the revival of Black Rain Villa, it seemed to have attracted not just one, but multiple external mysterious forces. These forces were exceptionally powerful and acted without restraint.
   

        They seemed to completely disregard the villa in their actions!
   

        They wantonly broke the rules, yet the villa seemed to be helpless in response…
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        Boom... Boom... Boom...
   

        The pitch-black and heavy cloud layer trembled, and the endless drizzle of black rain, which seemed like it would never stop, ceased at this moment. A massive magnetic field seemed to capture everything around it, forcibly altering the natural environment in an instant.
   

        Its domineering will seemed to be able to contend with the entire rain-soaked world.
   

        Within the convoy, a silent fear began to spread, reflected on the faces of every New Human strongman. Based on the specific information left by the previous generation, the revival of Black Rain Villa was an opportunity to gain immense benefits. The leader of White Tower had held a lengthy conference for the Orthodox New Human Alliance, analyzing and devising a detailed plan. Success would be theirs if they followed the plan to the letter!
   

        However, they had just entered the rain-soaked world and hadn't even begun their plan when they encountered something utterly terrifying and incomprehensible.
   

        What were those extremely powerful sculptures and stone statues?
   

        Where did those forces split into two camps come from?
   

        And what were the terrifying contours of the raptors flying across the dome?
   

        None of this was mentioned in the information left by the previous generation.
   

        The ambitious plan of the Orthodox New Human Alliance had miscarried before it could even begin, leaving the strongmen of various forces feeling disheartened and uneasy. However, they were still better off. Organizations like the White Skull Organization and Blood Sand Organization, which were underground dark forces, didn't even have the chance to become disheartened. They were wiped out quietly and without a trace.
   

        The Orthodox New Human Alliance was still unaware of this news.
   

        Sometimes, knowing less is a form of happiness and joy.
   

        Tap... Tap... Tap... Tap... Tap...
   

        Two glossy black Liuma horses lifted their hooves and pulled the heavy horse carriage. Black cloth covered the surroundings of the carriage, and the windows were adorned with transparent curtains that resembled fine gauze, while the carriage itself was carved with strange runes. A mysterious figure cloaked in a black cloak drove the horse carriage as if they were an emotionless machine.
   

        Silver Spear Soro and White Tower's leader looked out the windows on both sides, their expressions complex. In the distance, the sight of Black Rain Villa's buildings slowly emerged.
   

        The New Human convoy had witnessed terrifying and brutal combat and endless battles along the way. Only then did they realize that there were more forces than just the two they initially encountered when they entered Black Rain Villa's rain world! If they were to classify them based on attire and abilities, there were at least five forces!
   

        One camp consisted of towering burly men dressed in tight black combat suits, possessing horrifyingly deadly fighting skills, with a battle style as frenzied as a demon's. They were allied with the stone statues. Another camp wore priest robes and had humanoid life forms with eerie and terrifying abilities, in league with the Moon God statue. Another was akin to the legendary vampires—aristocratic in attire, with pale skin and tusks—able to transform into bats and manipulate blood energy. One group wore ancient shaman-like attire, with wild and ferocious totems etched on their bodies. The last group was similar to the first, with terrifying combat skills.
   

        Each of these five forces was formidable and horrifying, fighting each other in various parts of the rain world. Sometimes multiple forces would surround and attack one, other times it was one-on-one, or two-on-two. Overall, the forces dressed in combat suits with the "demon" rune and another group wearing black leather raincoats displayed similarly devastating fighting skills.
   

        These two forces had a surfeit of strongmen, and even their most ordinary soldiers or members seemed to rival the "A"-level strongmen of the New Humans. Those slightly stronger had already reached a level beyond "A" rank, like the leader of White Tower. This meant that these two forces had hundreds or even thousands of individuals at the White Tower leader's level engaged in frenzied battle.
   

        Most of the sieges happening in the rain world targeted these two forces. But even with the sieges, they couldn't gain a crushing advantage.
   

        Support from other forces would easily turn the tide of battle, and nothing was decided until the very end.
   

        The caravan had encountered many accidents along the way, but extremely luckily, they did not meet their doom but instead arrived successfully at Black Rain Villa. Here, there was a platform. Beyond a narrow path in front of them, past the sparse woods on both sides, they could see the gray enclosure walls of Black Rain Villa. Spire buildings stood erect in the rain within the villa, bricks and tiles were wet and covered with a layer of moss, giving off a melancholy atmosphere.
   

        "We've arrived..."
   

        The members of the Orthodox New Human Alliance looked up towards the vista, their expressions a mix of bewilderment. They didn't know what the revival of Black Rain Villa would bring, but since they were here, they could only bite the bullet and press on.
   

        After a moment of silence, the entire group headed in the direction of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Hum...
   

        When they were close enough, everyone felt as though they had passed through a thin film, entering the true domain of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Boom... Boom... Boom... Crack...
   

        A wind laden with the scent of scorched flavor hit their faces, and a series of terrifying explosions rang in their ears. The ground vibrated rapidly and repeatedly, as though by thunder, causing a tingling sensation in their feet. As they looked around, it seemed that the entire villa had suffered a terrible disaster, with nearly half of the buildings collapsed or crumbling. Ruins and raging fires were everywhere, with cracks climbing all around.
   

        "This... This is the real Black Rain Villa!?"
   

        Silver Spear Soro muttered to himself.
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        "No, perhaps it was that terrifying bird of prey at the top of the cloud layer that did it. The direction it just flew in is precisely Black Rain Villa," the White Tower leader said, his eyes hollow, his pupils seemingly reflecting twisting, burning flames.
   

        At this moment, he understood. The idea that one should prioritize intelligence first, calmness second, and strength third when scheming against Black Rain Villa was nothing but a strategy born from one's own weakness, a necessary compromise.
   

        Whatever so-called unbreakable villa rules, whatever so-called fundamental underlying logic—they were all just shackles for the weak! If your strength is sufficient, if your fists are mighty enough, then even if you defecate on the roof of Black Rain Villa, there's nothing Black Rain Villa can do about it!
   

        "Let's go, let's leave this place first, it's too dangerous here!"
   

        A master from the New Human Orthodox Alliance suggested. As he spoke, he continuously retreated, clearly frightened by the current scene at Black Rain Villa. However, after taking a few steps back, he suddenly felt a force in the air blocking his path. He violently turned, thrashing with punches and kicks, but was utterly unable to destroy this wall of air.
   

        It was over; they couldn't get out!
   

        Instantly, the faces of the New Human Orthodox Alliance members turned ashen.
   

        Actually, the special domain that had appeared was a state spontaneously formed by Black Rain Villa upon being invaded by a powerful enemy. It could trap and bind the enemies inside, allowing the forces from all over the rain-soaked world to convene and besiege them. The main point was that one could only enter but not leave, until the enemy inside died.
   

        "Damn it, what the hell is going on!"
   

        "This is completely different from the situation and plan described by your White Tower!"
   

        "You owe us an explanation!"
   

        Fear gripped some of the New Human Orthodox Alliance members, as they became anxious and restless. They even started to directly question the White Tower leader, with a hint of infighting brewing.
   

        Just as the situation became tense, almost to the point of breaking into a fight.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        A black Terror Insect, resembling a giant dragon, burst forth from underneath Black Rain Villa. It was a kilometer long, with its body composed of ring after ring connected together, glinting with the dull sheen of alloy, and its surface bristled with crystal-like minerals. At the location of its mouthparts, there was a four-tusked massive maw!
   

        Whoosh...
   

        A silhouette burst from the pit into the sky, leaving a trail of lingering afterimages, and delivered a punch right at the Terror Insect's head! It was straightforward and unremarkable.
   

        However, with a loud bang, the Terror Insect's half body instantly exploded!
   

        Exploding in mid-air, it was destroyed by an unstoppable force, leaving no chance for resistance. The next second, pieces of the Terror Insect's body cascaded down like a rain of skeletal metal fragments. A small section of its body fell from mid-air, and with a booming crash, demolished a building of Black Rain Villa right in front of the New Humans, sending up clouds of dust and flying debris.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, from underground, another behemoth surged forth.
   

        With a loud bang, a large hole exploded in Black Rain Villa, and a Terror Insect clad in metallic armor burst upward. Its fierce, heavy-armed head had just breached the surface when it was smashed back down by a fist that appeared out of nowhere. Bang! Whoosh! The black Terror Insect was forced back down, directly burrowing into the underground passage it had emerged from. It seemed to be pushed all the way back to its starting point by that terrifying force. Moreover, during this relentless backward motion, the Terror Insect's body began to compress rapidly, its length dramatically decreasing.
   

        In the blink of an eye, it collapsed to only one-fifth of its original length. By the time it reached the end, it may well have turned into a sphere!
   

        "Do you have any other tricks up your sleeve? Use them now, or soon you'll have no chance. I do enjoy and appreciate the struggle of prey in their final moments. That incredible will to survive always sparks some unimaginable highlights. Unfortunately, that's all they are... just a spark," boomed the grand voice over the villa.
   

        The previously swiftly moving blurred silhouette now hovered in mid-air.
   

        Casio looked down from a hundred meters above Black Rain Villa, his black trench coat billowing loudly, its hem swinging like dark clouds. Gale-force winds howled past, causing his blond hair to whip about wildly like the mane of a majestic lion.
   

        Casio had just arrived at Black Rain Villa and was greeted with extreme 'enthusiasm'. An arsenal of techniques and hidden cards, the legacy of generations of Eerie Night Guests, accumulated over thousands of years, was now nearly exhausted, all shattered by Casio's simple and unadorned punches and kicks. Against any method that seemed exceptionally strong and terrifying and emitted a dreadful aura, he swung his fist at it from start to finish.
   

        With a pop, the horrific façade burst like an inflated bubble. No tactic from Black Rain Villa could withstand Casio's fist!
   

        Otherwise, why would it be called the Holy Fist Realm?
   

        The gap above and below the Holy Fist is greater than that between humans and dogs.
   

        Casio came here to enforce his dominance and invincibility all the way through.
   

        He never really considered the supposed revival of Black Rain Villa, or the gathering of top forces from all sides. Casio had always acted according to his own plan, methodical and in control.
   

        For example, right now, his purpose for coming to Black Rain Villa wasn't simply to take control during its revival. There was a true objective set for the end, something that would truly enhance Casio's own strength!
   

        This goal was inspired by his enemy, Xiadu. Xiadu, in the last moments of the fifth Retrospection, tried to pry open Heaven's Gate.
   

        As for Casio, he had no interest in Heaven's Gate at this stage.
   

        What he wanted now was the real Black Rain Villa from the World of Calamities!
   

        That's right, Casio intended to pull the essence of Black Rain Villa from the World of Calamities into the Real World! He disdained the false illusion of Black Rain Villa in the real world, which was not the original source but a projection of power.
   

        The essence of Black Rain Villa from the World of Calamities was what truly mattered!
   

        Do you remember the incomplete Life Rune on the back of Casio's hand?
   

        He had been contemplating why, even after absorbing the Source of the Holy Spring from the Dark Hunt Organization and the source of Secret Soul Power at Black Rain Villa during the Era of Retrospection, combining both was still insufficient to complete the Life Rune. Recently, Casio finally understood that the issue lay with Black Rain Villa. The Black Rain Villa in the real world was not its true form, hence the Life Rune within Baptism Church was incomplete.
   

        Only by bringing over the real Black Rain Villa from the World of Calamities,
   

        could he combine the Rune fragments from the Source of the Holy Spring to obtain the complete Life Rune! By then, the effect of the Life Rune would be fully revealed.
   

        In the entire chaotic battle over the revival of Black Rain Villa, Casio's vision surpassed everyone else's. Whether it be the New Humans or the world's top forces, they were all just hoping to take advantage of Black Rain Villa's resurgence. But what Casio wanted to do was to pull the true form of Black Rain Villa from the World of Calamities into the Real World. The two were not even in the same realm.
   

        He previously sent underlings from the Magical Golem Sect to drive a metal pillar into every key node of the Anta Mountains, forming a huge ritual circle. Inside those metal pillars, there was a solution diluted with the blood of creatures created by the Life Rune. This solution could trigger the Resonance of the Rune Fragments.
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        At this moment, in the world of rain.
   

        All forces were constantly accelerating toward Black Rain Villa.
   

        This was because they realized that various strange shapes and mysterious forces in the rain-drenched world were retreating and crazily converging toward Black Rain Villa. Moreover, Decayed Knights, who acted as the main forces in this world, had started to sprint without hesitation towards a distant direction five minutes ago.
   

        Sometimes, when forces from various factions attacked these Decayed Knights, they wouldn't bother. But if you stood in the path where these Decayed Knights were rushing back to, you would be met with their frenzied attacks. It seemed as though the Decayed Knights had been given an absolute command to rush back to the villa as quickly as possible!
   

        Something special must have happened at Black Rain Villa.
   

        This was a common thought among the strong from all forces.
   

        So, even though they were still slaughtering each other and battling continuously, they all rushed toward Black Rain Villa with an unspoken understanding. There, the final battlefield of this action awaited, where the density and intensity of the combat would likely reach an extremely bloody extent. The final victor would emerge from the struggle.
   

        Near Black Rain Villa, at a location about three kilometers away.
   

        Two groups were engaged in a frantic slaughter, their movements and speeds unbelievably fast and their strength and reactions terrifying. Different from other forces, these two did not possess fancy abilities or attack methods. What they had was just the terrifyingly powerful combat skill enhanced by the extremity of Secret Martial Art.
   

        The Door Organization faction was clothed in raincoats that looked like Cloaks made of black leather. On the side of the Magical Golem Sect, they wore tight and durable combat suits inscribed with the character for "magic."
   

        Two streams of black collided, and blood splattered everywhere. If one looked down from high altitude, it resembled two swarms of equally ferocious ants tearing at each other, vying for the privilege to enjoy the last delicious dessert cake.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang...
   

        The Magic Idol Clan stood amidst the Rainwater, their expressions fierce, and their eyes showing a crazed emotion. Their combat suits, soaked by the rain, clung tightly to their skin, outlining their hard and bulging Muscles. Especially their arms and shoulders were bulging like tires.
   

        When such strong arms lashed and swung, they would emit a whizzing sound in the Air. Raindrops hitting the Fist would be propelled by the fast-moving fist, creating rings of water spray. Owing to the swiftness of the punches, ordinary people could only see white fog Afterimages left in the air, while the thrown Fists had already smashed onto their opponents.
   

        Of course, the forces of the Door Organization were not to be outdone.
   

        They were the largest Organization in the world today, comprising elite powerhouses from all over the globe, making their overall member quality terrifyingly strong.
   

        Members of the Door Organization would stomp forcefully on the ground, easily creating deep pits with their feet. They either moved swiftly like Afterimages to dodge the Fists of the Magic Idol Clan, or met the attack head-on, counterattacking with their own Fists. When two Fists collided, a Bang would explode and send water mist flying.
   

        Collisions, slaughter, blood. Not a single person begged for mercy or groaned...
   

        "Clang!" "Clang!" "Clang!"
   

        In the Black Rain, a figure in a Cloak wielding a sword in one hand moved through the crowd as if he was in a land of no one. He did not feel surging blood nor excessive excitement, but merely a cold and calm akin to death. The Black Cloak seemed to stick to the man's body, only lifting when he drew his sword.
   

        For instance, now, as four Disciples of the Magic Idol Clan simultaneously targeted the figure in the Cloak. After exchanging a glance, they suddenly charged fiercely. Their figures resembled nimble Cheetahs, arms stretched forward as if they were sharp Claws.
   

        From all four cardinal directions, the attacks were closing in instantaneously.
   

        However, just as the four men fiercely pounced in Mid-air, the right side of the man's Cloak slightly lifted and unexpectedly revealed a pale palm that was tightly gripping the Sword hilt. The palm was as exquisitely smooth and beautiful as white jade, prettier than a woman's hand and possessed an eerie Magic Power.
   

        Click! Sizzle!
   

        The bright silver blade was unsheathed, and instantly, a ring-shaped slashing light appeared. Within a ten-meter radius, everything on the slashing plane was sliced by the blade's edge. The dense Rainwater, and the bodies of the four men.
   

        Splat!!! Thud, thud, thud...
   

        Crimson blood columns sprang up like a Fountain. The four Disciples of the Magic Idol Clan stood rigid, their upper bodies tilted, plummeting headfirst to the ground. The clean cross-sectional view of their lower bodies revealed a mass of Internal organs.
   

        Ting!
   

        The thumb of the right hand slightly tucked inwards, and the blade slid back into the sheath with a crisp sound.
   

        The figure in the Cloak continued to stand still, silent and ice-cold, as if the murder that had just happened was not by his hand, completely obscuring the action of drawing the sword.
   

        "Demon Figure Gate, Demon Figure Gate Master..."
   

        The figure in the Cloak slightly raised his head, revealing half of his face from the dark shadows. His eyes were covered with black cloth, his jaw sharp, and his lips moved.
   

        "Where exactly are you?"
   

        "Since the Magic Idol Clan has come to the world within the Rain, you must have also arrived here. The grudge of the stolen sword, the injury I suffered, must be avenged today!"
   

        The Eye Demon's voice was hoarse and deep, carrying a roughness as if scorched by fire. Though he was muttering to himself, a determination and hatred beyond imagination were evident in his voice. Just as the Eye Demon said, this grudge could not go unavenged!
   

        He had to find the Demon Figure Gate Master and reclaim the Spiral Eyed Sword with his own hands!
   

        Originally, the Eye Demon wanted to suppress his hatred and first deal with the Black Rain Villa incident. However, unexpectedly the Magic Idol Clan was also involved, which was exactly to his liking. In this operation, five Kings of the Door Organization had come out in full force, with experts abound. Facing the Demon Figure Gate Master, executing him on the spot was not a question. Even if the Demon Figure Gate Master was assisted by the Black Mechanism Steward, Grim Reaper Amos, with the five Kings of the Door Organization present, success was almost guaranteed.
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        So, thoughts of revenge had already filled Eye Demon's brain.
   

        On the rain-soaked ground, his Heart-eye slowly scanned the entire battlefield.
   

        "Right, I actually don't need to know where you are. As long as I kill enough members of the Magic Idol Clan and make a big enough scene, you will definitely come looking for me. Since you won't come out, I'll force you out…"
   

        From beneath his pitch-black cloak, a series of low chuckles could be heard.
   

        Whoosh! Clang!
   

        The shoes beneath the hem of the black cloak had just stepped forward, and when they landed, they were already nearly a hundred meters away. Eye Demon's silhouette abruptly appeared, and a streak of brilliant sword light immediately swept around him, forming a terrifying circular slash.
   

        Spurt, spurt, spurt...
   

        One after another, the silhouettes of Magic Idol Clan members fell to the ground, their eyes wide with rage.
   

        The next second, Eye Demon took another step, appearing in another part of the battlefield in the same manner. Fierce strikes, an art of bloody slaughter!
   

        He walked coldly through the blood, watching as severed arms and palms fell from the sky: "Your eyes can only see the surface of things, while my eyes can see the deepest layers of death—death that belongs to all of you. This is the Heart-eye of the Midal School…"
   

        The Heart-eye Secret Technique of the Eye Demon was indeed a secret technique that could see the death of others!
   

        Bang! Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly, from the left rear, a silhouette charged over like a meteor. His brawny arms hammered down as if a siege hammer smashing into a wall!
   

        The air and rain exploded, and a blurry shadow crashed toward Eye Demon's head.
   

        Clang!
   

        A flash of silver sword light passed by, and the surrounding rainwater burst forth violently.
   

        Mud flew and water splashed, creating a rolling wave of air.
   

        The fist wrapped in an alloy steel spiked fist guard, and the bright silver edge of the Cross Sword made contact, sending sparks flying where they touched.
   

        The grating sound of arm wrestling made one's teeth itch.
   

        Bang!
   

        Power erupted, and the two silhouettes collided once more before separating.
   

        To the left stood Eye Demon, holding his sword in one hand. For the first time in a long while, he had drawn his Longsword from its sheath, its tip pointing obliquely towards the ground, with a hint of blood visible.
   

        On the right was the burly and strong Thunder Dog Simonni. His black hair was disheveled, his eyes ferocious, and rainwater turned into steam as it evaporated from his body.
   

        From his fingers, trickles of blood streamed down.
   

        "Thunder Dog Simonni, it's you."
   

        Eye Demon's expression subtly changed, revealing emotions beyond coldness: "I had heard that you joined the Magic Idol Clan. That wasn't a good idea, Simonni, you are opposing our Door Organization. I once admired you, so I don't want to kill you myself…"
   

        Directly opposite him, Simonni wore a tight combat suit with a large character 'demon' on the back, exuding an indescribable domineering and fierce aura.
   

        He slightly stretched his back, muscles writhing and skeleton crackling.
   

        "Eye Demon, don't call me Thunder Dog. I am now Demon Dog."
   

        "Please, call me Demon Dog Simonni…"
   

        A fierce smile spread across Simonni's face: "The Demon Figure Gate Master has helped me correct my physical deformities and finally allowed me to break through the Fighter Realm. Later, he also taught me powerful Secret Martial Arts, pointing me towards the ultimate path of the Secret Martial Art. I adore him! All of us in the Magic Idol Clan adore him! Joining the Magic Idol Clan is the best decision I've made in my life! You admire me? You were just using me, it was nothing but a transaction between us. Don't speak as if we have a relationship…"
   

        "Heh heh heh," Eye Demon let out a rare laugh: "The Magic Idol Clan got involved in this Black Rain Villa revival incident, that information was provided by you, wasn't it? I must say, you really did a good deed, and I should thank you properly. The Demon Figure Gate Master that you adore so much, I'm afraid he is destined to fall in this world of rain today! Our Door Organization is fully engaged in the Black Rain Villa incident, and you Magic Idol Clan dares to meddle, truly courting death…"
   

        He turned his head slightly and continued: "I once told you how vast the world of the Door Organization is. It's far more significant than the Magic Idol Clan could compare! Especially now, with four kings from our Door Organization, who are on par with me, have taken action. No matter if the Demon Figure Gate Master has Grim Reaper Amos by his side or not, his trip to the villa… He's as good as dead!"
   

        Eye Demon's Mind's Eye suddenly locked onto Simonni, his terrifying aura enveloping the surroundings like the sharp tip of a sword: "And you, foolish young man! You think that just because you've broken through the Fighter Realm, you're entitled to stand before me and speak without restraint? I'll personally send you to hell…"
   

        Ding, sounds of friction...
   

        The Cross Sword dragged on the ground as Eye Demon emotionlessly stepped forward.
   

        "Carlos, Eye Demon Carlos, remember my name."
   

        "The one who's about to kill you…"
   

        Whoosh! Eye Demon's silhouette, like Lightning, instantly moved to Simonni's side. His Cross Sword swung, creating a deadly arch.
   

        He aimed to sever Simonni's head with a single blow!
   

        Clang! The Cross Sword violently chopped, bringing the sharpness that split the air along with it.
   

        Ding!
   

        A loud metallic clash echoed through the air.
   

        The Metal Fist Guard and Cross Sword collided, blood spurting out once again.
   

        A fist shadow tore through the air and smashed towards Eye Demon. Eye Demon flickered backward, his Longsword tracing an arc, as blood once more sprayed.
   

        On the spot, Simonni's body bore three bleeding wounds, his intense gaze locked on Eye Demon Carlos in the distance like a hungry wolf.
   

        "Interesting, you actually…" Eye Demon was also looking back at Simonni.
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        He hadn't anticipated that his last sword strike would fail to decapitate Simon. Not even the second slash did more than wound Simon. The displayed strength indicated that Simon was no newcomer to the Fighter's Realm but rather at the level of a Veteran Fighter. He wouldn't fall instantly at the hands of a top-tier Combatant!
   

        Of course, part of the reason was Eye Demon himself. Without his well-matched Spiral Eyed Sword, his strength had fallen within the pinnacle Fighter's Realm.
   

        Otherwise, with the sharpness of the Spiral Eyed Sword, Simon's Fist Guards would not have been able to block any of the three strikes he had just launched; his palm would have been severed.
   

        "Interesting, but that's all it is... interesting..."
   

        The Eye Demon once again tightened his grip on the Cross Sword in his hand, the Heart-eye Secret Technique locking onto Simon: "You may have blocked one strike, three strikes. But what about five? Ten? A hundred? Death is inevitable after all..."
   

        Clang, clang, clang... Clang, clang, clang...
   

        Suddenly, a blur of a silhouette encompassed Simon entirely. A stream of gleaming sword lights danced around, slicing the ground.
   

        Clang, clang, clang! Pu-chi, clang! Pu-chi, clang!
   

        Clashes of metal, sounds of cutting flesh, interspersed one after another.
   

        Simon was bathed in blood, but the smile at the corner of the Eye Demon's mouth turned increasingly sinister. His figure executed a swift spinning leap, like an agile swallow, arriving behind Simon. He swung his sword in a diagonal chop!
   

        "Die!"
   

        "Boom!!!"
   

        The Eye Demon was sent flying backward, his right hand's base splitting open.
   

        In mid-air, he turned his Mind's Eye towards Simon, who remained where he had been.
   

        There, enveloping Simon completely, was a terrifying mass of Black Spirit. His breath surged in and out, his pores dilated rhythmically, and his eyes turned pitch black. The wounds on his body surface were rapidly healing.
   

        "Eyed Demon, do you know why I adore the Demon Figure Gate Master? It's not just for the reasons I mentioned before! Those are merely gratitude, simply love. But there's also respect—respect born of reverence, respect born of awe! Do you know why? I am afraid of him! He's too powerful... he's simply too strong!"
   

        Crack, crack, crack, crack...
   

        Simon slowly raised his thick arm, which had swelled dramatically, with exaggeratedly bulging hunks of muscle covered in Black Spirit, resembling a set of massive, ferocious Armor. An unspeakable evil Aura oozed from the gaps in the Armor.
   

        "Do you feel it? This power!"
   

        In mid-air, five fingers slowly converged into a Fist.
   

        Zoom!
   

        In an instant, Simon vanished, appearing in front of the Eye Demon like a wild beast unchecked. Along his path were huge, abruptly formed pits, with a continuous series of booming sounds like a Tank rolling across.
   

        Bang!
   

        The Fist struck out, slamming hard against the Eye Demon's Longsword.
   

        The Eye Demon was blasted away once more, bleeding from the mouth, his expression one of disbelief.
   

        "Look, Eyed Demon! This is the power he has bestowed upon me, this terrifying power he gave me! You've felt it, haven't you? And this force is merely one of the many he has granted. Do you understand? A mere fraction of his strength is already enough to defeat you! Hahaha, do you feel despair? Fear? You blind fool, with a leaf obstructing your sight! Just like that... go to hell with your despair and fear!"
   

        The Black Rain pattered down, mingling with the Rainwater.
   

        The Eyed Demon Carlos stood with a Longsword in one hand, his palm trembling, drenched in blood.
   

        Across from him, a Majestic silhouette shrouded in black steam walked slowly towards him. In his eyes lay a hint of mockery, a hint of pity.
   

        "I wonder if your Death's Eye can foresee your own death..."
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        At this moment, incessant raindrops fell on the Eye Demon's shoulders and the top of his head.
   

        He felt a chill, not brought on by the rainwater, but seeping out from deep within his heart. An icy tide carrying the scent of death swept over his entire body, causing the joints to stiffen and tremble.
   

        The Eye Demon suddenly realized that he was afraid, his body quaking with fear.
   

        He wasn't afraid of Simonyi, who had obtained terrifying strength, but rather the dreadful nature of that power itself. The mysterious and profound aura circulating within it seemed to interpret the fundamental disparity of life. If he were a piece of rotting wood, then the entity before him was an iron axe, capable of chopping with ease.
   

        Now, the Eye Demon Carlos finally understood what Simonyi had said.
   

        He revered the Demon Figure Gate Master, reverence, reverence, but why such reverence?
   

        It was all for that nearly terrifying strength! It was for the Demon Figure Gate Master's formidable realm within the Secret Martial Arts! That was all...
   

        Boom!
   

        The entire ground shook violently as the mud pit sunk inch by inch. A silhouette, like a rampaging black tank, dashed out furiously, charging straight at Eye Demon Carlos.
   

        Thump!
   

        A muscular fist imprint smashed down from above, with the contour of the entire fist and arm blurred, and the black spirit at the edge dragging out a thin layer like a veil.
   

        Clang!
   

        The Eye Demon fiercely slashed down with the sharp Cross Sword in his hand, tracing a semi-circular metallic arc. The piercing sound of the blade cutting through the air was like the wail of a ghost.
   

        Ding! Bang!
   

        A figure in a black cloak flew backwards wildly, with what seemed like blood trailing behind the afterimage. Landing heavily with a thud, he staggered back continuously, creating deep holes in the ground with each step, on the verge of shattering his sturdy boots.
   

        The Eye Demon abruptly raised his Cross Sword, only to notice the scratches on it, along with the faint nicks at the edge of the blade. Something had felt wrong with his slash just now; as it entered the black spirit, it was like cutting through dense, sandy water. The robust strength behind his swing nearly dissipated, ineffective in inflicting any real damage.
   

        Not only that, but when the Eye Demon drew his sword for defense, his movements were also significantly hindered, so much so that he failed to block Simonyi's punch.
   

        At his chest, a dark purple fist imprint was already branded on the surface of his skin. The front and back of his black cloak now bore two broken holes.
   

        "I will leave your corpse intact, Eye Demon!"
   

        Abruptly, a rapidly approaching voice exploded beside his ear.
   

        The Eye Demon Carlos's Mind's Eye suddenly saw Simonyi, wrapped in black airflow, had at some point closed to within three meters beside him. His robust body leaned forward aggressively, his head slightly lifted, his eyes burning with a ferocity and Killing Intent as intense as flames. His expanding arms were spread, with the thick muscles on his wrists twisting and tensing like a coiled green-black python striking!
   

        "It's too late!"
   

        The Eye Demon's heart raced, all the hot blood in his body rushing into his arms, his palm, covered in blue veins, swung the sword fiercely, creating a circular arc of slashes.
   

        But faced with this rushed attempt at repelling the attack, Simonyi merely punched once! With a clang, the Cross Sword vibrated helplessly and could no longer slash. Simonyi's second punch was already bearing down, his arm enveloped in a spirit that burned like flame.
   

        "No!!!" The Eye Demon felt a shadow of death envelop him.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        From the left, a swiftly moving silhouette charged in suddenly. Like a falling meteor, it struck Simonyi, sending him flying away.
   

        The terrifying Air Wave exploded, and the silhouette of an elderly man with a robust body gradually appeared. His muscles were as hard and full as Armor, his white hair standing on end like steel needles, exuding sharpness and a fighting spirit. Commanding presence without anger.
   

        "In the Demon Figure Gate, other than the Demon Figure Gate Master, to think there exists a master like you," Shadow Crane slowly opened his Fists, pinching his fingers into a crane's beak.
   

        "Then let's get a good taste of my Shadow Crane assassination fist..."
   

        "Eye Demon, you get out of here, leave this to me."
   

        "Eye Demon?"
   

        "Eye…"
   

        Shadow Crane suddenly turned his head, looking towards the Eye Demon who still stood nearby.
   

        "I am sorry, you are one step too late. He is already dead..."
   

        Simonyi slowly turned around, looking towards the Eye Demon as well.
   

        Under the endless rainy curtain, atop the dim earth.
   

        Eye Demon Carlos stood with one hand on the sword, the tip resting askew on the ground. His five fingers tightly gripped it, veins bulging. His entire standing posture was still strong and tense, as if he might explode into a killing spree the next second. However, there was a jet-black Hole straight through the heart in the chest area.
   

        Behind the Eye Demon's body in mid-air, there was a faintly visible pale red Tunnel, extending over ten meters. It was the shredded heart and a mass of viscous blood violently ejected in an instant by a tremendous force.
   

        The faint Black Rain couldn't wash it away any time soon.
   

        "Eye Demon..." Shadow Crane's eyes went wide, almost unable to believe what he was seeing. Eye Demon Carlos, ranked third among the five Kings, wasn't far behind the number two, Black Mask, in Strength. Even if the Eye Demon, without his preferred weapon, the Spiral Eyed Sword, saw a decline in his overall combat ability, he was still at least on the level of a top Fighter. He shouldn't have been so easy to kill.
   

        Shadow Crane himself would have to expend considerable effort if he struck with all his might.
   

        Yet Simonyi had done it, right in front of Shadow Crane, he had killed Eye Demon Carlos! And Shadow Crane hadn't noticed right away.
   

        "You!"
   

        Shadow Crane suddenly turned his head, his fierce Aura gathering between his brows.
   

        Simonyi stood amidst the black steam, his combat suit from the Magical Golem Sect slightly swollen, seemingly still calm. But in reality, beneath the combat suit, his robust and tall body was riddled with dense cracks, red blood trickling from the edges.
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        To grasp power beyond one's level invariably requires a price to pay. The demonic qi released by Casio put an unimaginable strain on the bearer's body once it burst forth.
   

        The more it is used, the fiercer, and the more urgently, the greater the damage to the user's own body. This is inevitable unless the bearer possessed a perfectly robust physique. Once, in the Era of Retrospection, the Magical Golem Sect boasted many such experts, but that was after about two years of development. The Magical Golem Sect that has just encountered transformation in the real world obviously does not have such conditions. So, Simonyi had to withstand the damage.
   

        He had just violently erupted to kill the Eye Demon, and nearly broke down from the burden on his body. Now, if he were to face Shadow Crane, the first King, who was even stronger than the Eye Demon, a real fight would mean that although the terrifying power bestowed upon him by the Sect Master might not lose, Simonyi's body would definitely collapse under the strain first.
   

        Hence, Simonyi needed to remain calm at the moment and not reveal the fact that he was strong on the outside but weak on the inside. Sometimes, acting was also an essential ability for the strong.
   

        Beneath the Black Rain, amidst a stretch of muddy water.
   

        Shadow Crane and Simonyi stood at a distance from each other, the dangerous aura undulating between them.
   

        Shadow Crane's eyes bore intently into Simonyi, his already ferocious face becoming even more sinister and terrifying. At the tips of his silver hair, which resembled steel needles, a grey aura surged forth, forming a deformed vortex.
   

        Semi-transparent crane shadows suddenly appeared behind Shadow Crane's silhouette.
   

        The merging and twisting of the shadows looked eerily disturbing.
   

        A crane beak covered with spikes grew from the shoulder of Shadow Crane's shadow. A dreadful intent to assassinate instantly locked onto Simonyi.
   

        Clearly, Shadow Crane was about to make his move, whether this very second or the next!
   

        A heavy sinking feeling suddenly engulfed Simonyi's heart. Clenching his fist, it cracked audibly.
   

        A voice seemed to emerge from the depths of his heart.
   

        "Then, bring it on!"
   

        "To be able to deal one last move with the first King of the Door Organization."
   

        "Although..."
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom! The ground beneath them began to tremble violently.
   

        It was as if thousands of Earth Dragons were turning over, and millions of evil spirits were howling.
   

        In the air, an invisible yet forceful shock wave radiated towards every corner of the rain-drenched world, causing all the slender raindrops falling in mid-air to display wave-like curves that bent outwards remarkably. At that moment, all eyes turned towards Black Rain Villa.
   

        "What's happening over there!?"
   

        Both Shadow Crane and Simonyi entertained the same thought. The suffocating tension of their standoff was broken as both involuntarily looked towards Black Rain Villa — one in complete confusion, the other with some superficial knowledge. Simonyi understood that the Sect Master had gone to Black Rain Villa.
   

        The frightening turmoil that was now spreading must be related to him!
   

        Humming vibrations covered the entire rain-drenched world and the Anta Mountains.
   

        Instantly, one mysterious pattern after another slowly lit up, forming a massive array. At the center of the patterns, metal pillars emitting golden light held a liquid that was slowly depleting.
   

        And at the center point of the array. A slightly damaged white-gold Life Rune was branded onto the back of a large hand, radiating intense light.
   

        Indeed, the core of this massive array provided by the Devil's Book was not an energy or power source but a person! The Demon Figure Gate Master Casio was the core of this gargantuan array. This also meant that the terrifying energy and mighty power required by the array would all be supplied by Casio himself.
   

        This could not have been better, could it?
   

        In this world, in this era, wasn't the Saint Fist the most massive source of energy, the most significant source of power? Moreover, it was movable.
   

        Whirl! Whirl! Whirl! Above Black Rain Villa, mysterious and invisible forces gathered from all directions, forming a small whirlpool. In the next second, a vast and terrifying power surged from the Baptism Church into the whirlpool. In an instant, the whirlpool expanded dramatically, quickly enveloping the entire sky above Black Rain Villa.
   

        The air twisted slightly, and a horrific aura crushed every inch of the ground.
   

        Finally, as the whirlpool dissipated, invisible power coalesced into form. Although this ritualistic array power was invisible to others, it became tangible due to the large amount of fog inhaled by the just-spinning whirlpool.
   

        And this created a sense of extreme oppression and shock.
   

        Above Black Rain Villa, a massive black misty hand slowly reached toward the sky. The five fingers, like pillars of heaven, came together to grasp at the void.
   

        Half of the entire hand was below the cloud layer, and the other half was above it.
   

        It seemed as if it wanted to yank down the entire sky forcefully.
   

        Boom, boom, boom...
   

        The space enveloped by the palm rippled like water waves. Something colossal was slowly approaching, attracted by the magnet-like giant misty palm. Suddenly, with a ting, the mirror surface seemed to shatter.
   

        No, it was the entire smooth sky that shattered like a mirror.
   

        A massive complex of buildings emerged from the void, descending like a giant meteorite. Furious air currents blasted outward, shredding the thick cloud layers and revealing the specifics above the clouds.
   

        Black Rain Villa!
   

        A Black Rain Villa that was exactly the same as the one on the ground!
   

        It was firmly grasped by the giant misty palm stretching from the earth to the sky.
   

        As the palm retracted, it dragged the Black Rain Villa in the sky bit by bit toward the projection of Black Rain Villa's power on the ground. The shock was extraordinary.
   

        A sense of epic and mythological feeling emerged in everyone's hearts.
   

        "That is!!!"
   

        Shadow Crane's eyes bulged like brass bells. At this moment, he couldn't care less about Simon who was equally stunned beside him. His entire being suddenly sprinted towards Black Rain Villa, his pupils reflecting the image of the giant hand capturing Black Rain Villa.
   

        At the same time, throughout the rain-soaked world, all forces halted their rhythmic combat with one another. They, or it, all began to rush towards Black Rain Villa. Like a swarm of ants converging in madness.
   

        Indeed, ants.
   

        The closer they got, the more they felt like ants!
   

        The magnitude of the shock deepened step by step.
   

        At first, they could see the scene by looking straight ahead, but the closer they got, the more they needed to look up. Eventually, even when looking up, they could only see the lower half of the giant palm, with the upper part completely out of sight.
   

        The personnel from the various forces felt increasingly insignificant as they approached Black Rain Villa. Even the six-meter-tall stone statues and the Moon God statues over a dozen meters tall were mere specks compared to that huge palm. The surface of the giant palm, with its palm lines as deep as abysses and its patterns like rivers and streams, circulated a mysterious and terrifying power that was hard to imagine.
   

        This gave rise to an intense fear of gigantic objects.
   

        Concerned that the massive palm might suddenly collapse, crushing the entire earth along with the people on it into pieces without mercy and eradicating them completely.
   

        Click, click, click... Boom, boom, boom...
   

        Above the sky, the sounds of collisions and struggles grew more intense. The Black Rain Villa itself was resisting; it didn't want to be pulled into the real world. But Casio felt that it actually did. Otherwise, why would Black Rain Villa's projection keep reviving in the real world?
   

        Clearly, it couldn't let go of this place. Or rather, something here was attracting it. So, Casio decided to help it out. If Black Rain Villa couldn't come over, he'd forcibly drag it over inch by inch.
   

        The method was rough.
   

        The process was brutal.
   

        The outcome was tragic.
   

        But the intention was good, wasn't it? Wasn't that enough?
   

        "Come on, come on, come on..."
   

        "Come down, come down... Indulge in the endless Dominant Thoughts..."
   

        A terrifying will swept through the cloud layer, as if a deity was issuing commands at this moment, sentencing and determining the fate of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Boom, boom! Black Rain Villa struggled even more violently.
   

        At this moment, the entire rain-drenched world seemed to be muttering and echoing with a voice. The gentle whispers appeared to come from everyone's dreams.
   

        "Collapsed on the Blue Thorns, sipping the Red Fever."
   

        "You are the fire, you who are clad in flames."
   

        "The painful flames, incinerating the living."
   

        "The ashes of the living, fall onto the love poem before the brow of death..."
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        These murmurs and whispers, Casio had seen them before.
   

        It was his first time entering Black Rain Villa, going from the area where the Eerie Night Guest resided and the Crossbow residence, heading towards one of the core areas, the Baptism Church. In the middle was a circular intersection, where a sculpture stood tall.
   

        The sculpture was already mostly shattered, with only a few lines of vague verses remaining carved on the stone. Casio suspected that the sculpture might have been the villa's former owner.
   

        And now, with the main body of Black Rain Villa appearing in the real world, it seemed to cause some kind of unknown and mysterious change. If, as he expected, once he fully controlled the main body of Black Rain Villa, then the many secrets of its past would be revealed one by one.
   

        Many things that puzzled Casio would be answered.
   

        This was secret information that even the Devil's Book could not know.
   

        In the world of black rain, above the sky and the earth, two Black Rain Villas that were exactly the same wavered in correspondence. A giant cloud arm gradually pulled them together. It made one wonder if the worlds had overlapped.
   

        Inside the projected interior of the ground villa, around the Baptism Church, was an area.
   

        New Humans huddled on the roof of a building made of gray-white stones at this moment, shivering with fear. Their eyes, vacant, looked up at the sky, towards the giant hand of clouds reaching up, struggling to grasp the main body of Black Rain Villa. A thick shadow loomed, blocking the light, giving one the unsettling feeling of being crushed by a huge object at any moment. The situation had become too magical.
   

        The New Humans originally thought that entering the world of black rain and seeing the fierce battles between powerful forces from all sides was already strange enough. Then they entered the Black Rain Villa projection, from which there was no exit, and saw Casio wreak havoc on the foundations of the villa, with large swathes of buildings destroyed, considering the rules as nothing. At this moment, their feelings of strangeness and surprise had turned into shock.
   

        However, they never expected that something even harsher would come. The scene they had just witnessed, like a mythological epic, was truly hair-raising.
   

        This was no longer a scene the New Humans could imagine; it almost exceeded their understanding. In front of such a magnificent scene, the New Humans with their supernatural powers seemed to have no essential difference from ordinary humans. They were equally powerless, equally desperate, equally afraid.
   

        Frog at the bottom of the well, originally could only see that patch of starry sky. Only now, having leapt out of the old well, did they realize how vast and magnificent the starry sky was.
   

        This shock of cognition was enough to drive one mad.
   

        But now, did the New Humans gather on the rooftop to get a closer look at this terrifying scene? Of course not.
   

        The New Humans had to come up because if they didn't, they would die.
   

        In the vast world of black rain, the supernatural powers from various places. Aliens and creatures like the Decayed Knights were frantically flooding into the villa.
   

        At this critical moment, they wouldn't care if the New Humans were the selected new batch of Eerie Night Guests. Anything in their way would be killed. A few minutes ago, the New Humans were caught off guard and a full one-third of the strong ones died. They had no choice but to enter the building.
   

        However, sometimes even the bottom few floors of a building were not safe.
   

        For safety's sake, everyone came up to the rooftop.
   

        They had to endure the fear of the giant objects in the sky, the two massive Black Rain Villas. Of course, being higher up also made it easier to observe the situation.
   

        It was beneficial for the weaker group of New Humans to strive for survival from death.
   

        On the rooftop, everyone huddled together. Most of their gazes were directed towards the street where the Baptism Church was located, their eyes filled with fear.
   

        The broad street was originally open and flat. But at this moment, it was full of Decayed Knights surging in. They were all covered in heavy armor, made of a corrupt metal. Their exaggerated weapons were covered with solidified blood stains and black filth. Some areas were branded with the dim silver logos of skulls representing death.
   

        The Decayed Knights, the enforcers of Black Rain Villa, were responsible for executing any Eerie Night Guest who did not follow the villa's commands and tasks. Their origins are very mysterious, but one possibility is the most likely. That is, the corpses of all the mighty Eerie Night Guests who died in every generation within Black Rain Villa. The accumulation of generation after generation, thousands of years of heritage added up.
   

        This made the Decayed Knights arguably the most powerful force of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Now that they had emerged en masse, they were enough to destroy any intruder.
   

        However, the actual situation was not so.
   

        In the field of view of the senior level New Humans, a ridiculous and absurd scene appeared in the area around the Baptism Church in the distance.
   

        Decayed Knights from all directions knelt on the ground. As if worshipping devoutly in prostration, that silhouette bathed in the red light. Casio's figure was no longer clear, his terrifying Aura of Tyrant Fist continued to erupt without end, supporting a giant hand that reached to the heavens.
   

        He stood in the center of the church that was leveled to the ground, his right hand resting on the surface of the Radiation Meteorite. The glow from the Platinum Life Rune on the back of his hand was dazzling.
   

        In a large circular area around him, Decayed Knights in heavy armor knelt on the ground, their armored joints creaking under the strain. They were not doing so willingly, but were being forcibly pressed down by the terrible Aura of Tyrant Fist. For instance, right now, a three-meter-tall heavily armored Decayed Knight was charging at him, carrying a long spear, about to collide with Casio.
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        However, as soon as it entered the perimeter of the circular area, its full armor issued a groaning friction sound as if it could no longer bear the weight. The Decayed Knight's pace visibly slowed down, transitioning from an afterimage to a high-speed run, then from running to walking, and finally from walking to a crawl.
   

        And all this happened over a distance of just ten meters.
   

        "Creak... Creak... Creak..."
   

        The Decayed Knight seemed to be carrying an invisible mountain on its back, a mountain that grew heavier and heavier without end. It staggered, unable to hold its weapon steady anymore, and with a clink, it dropped to the ground. The next second, it fell to its knees heavily, smashing two deep pits into the ground as rubble flew.
   

        Clang—its steel palms also fell, supporting its body.
   

        The once straight spine gradually bent, never to return to its former defiant posture.
   

        One could see black steam and liquid flowing out from the gaps in the armor, especially at the joints, looking very much like fresh blood.
   

        From a rooftop far away, this three-meter-tall Decayed Knight also knelt down, facing the red silhouette in a devout act of worship.
   

        Useless, the methods of Black Rain Villa were completely useless!
   

        This mysterious figure who suddenly appeared simply swept away everything with an overwhelming and dominating stance. He was not someone that Black Rain Villa could easily manipulate; on the contrary, it was he who was manipulating Black Rain Villa!
   

        The initiative of the entire event was now firmly in his hands.
   

        Black Rain Villa seemed to be sliding step by step toward the abyss.
   

        Outside the villa, various forces had already gathered, battling each other while rushing into the villa. They also wanted to find out what exactly was happening inside Black Rain Villa, and it was imperative for the forces to clarify.
   

        This was not only their will but also the will behind them.
   

        Xiadu, Moon God, True Ancestor of Blood, Totem King...
   

        Buzz, buzz, buzz, buzz, buzz...
   

        Figures from various forces penetrated the barrier film and entered into the projection inside Black Rain Villa. They quickly locked onto the position below the giant cloudy hand in the sky, which was continuously transmitting terrifying energy. The forces quickly assembled and charged toward the Baptism Church.
   

        At this moment, Black Rain Villa was filled with various dangers, and the crowded ranks of Decayed Knights. They needed to fight their way in.
   

        On the eastern side of Black Rain Villa, the gathering point of the Door Organization.
   

        "Where is the Eye Demon? Where has the Eye Demon gone?"
   

        In the shadows beside the gray stone building, a cold and eerie voice slowly rose. It was a blurred and distorted human silhouette, only the tip of a black scythe visible, dripping slowly with blood.
   

        This was the Death Scythe, the fourth of the five kings, a constant rival to the Eye Demon.
   

        Perhaps because he had always been focused on the Eye Demon, the moment Eye Demon Carlos failed to show up when they gathered, Death Scythe instantly noticed.
   

        "Where is he? Don't tell me he got tangled up with some random cats or dogs on the way here? Hahaha, without the Spiral Eyed Sword, the Eye Demon has become this weak? Don't let him get killed by someone..."
   

        Death Scythe chuckled softly, seemingly mocking and taking pleasure in the misfortune.
   

        "..."
   

        At the front of the group, Shadow Crane turned his head and fell silent for a moment.
   

        "Gentlemen, I have some unfortunate news to report to you."
   

        "Eye Demon Carlos has been confirmed dead three minutes ago."
   

        As these words were spoken, the Door Organization's team was in an uproar, especially the subordinates of Eye Demon Carlos, all showing faces of disbelief. The remaining three kings looked at each other, exchanging glances.
   

        "How is that possible?" "Impossible!" "No, it can't be, it just can't be!"
   

        Some people simply couldn't accept it, murmuring in confusion.
   

        "It's true." After sighing, Shadow Crane said, "I was there at the time. I saw with my own eyes, the Eye Demon was killed by the opponent with one move..."
   

        "Then why didn't you stop that man!? Did you just watch as Lord Eye Demon was killed?" a loyal subordinate of Carlos rebuked. He had been blinded by anger, even starting to question the first king, Shadow Crane, without using any honorifics.
   

        Shadow Crane shook his head and stated without getting angry.
   

        "It's not that I didn't stop him, but that I couldn't stop him."
   

        "That fighter's burst was too rapid and explosive. I instantly rushed over and managed to fend him off; thinking that the Eye Demon was safe. However, I did not expect that in that instant, the Eye Demon had already been killed by the opponent with a punch..."
   

        Shadow Crane looked somber, a hint of wariness in his eyes.
   

        "Who was that person?!" Death Scythe suddenly spoke from the shadows: "Being able to kill the Eye Demon, even the Eye Demon without the Spiral Eyed Sword, is not an easy feat at all! There are only a few people in the world capable of that..."
   

        "It was Simonni." Shadow Crane said in a low voice.
   

        "You heard correctly, Thunder Dog Simonni, the talent who the Eye Demon wanted to recruit into the Door Organization a few months ago at the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting. Initially, the core of Yunquan Fist, he has now joined the Magical Golem Sect. With the help of the Magical Golem Sect, he broke through to the realm of a fighter and unknowingly gained a strength comparable to top fighters during the fight. Eye Demon Carlos was killed by him in their battle, struck through the heart with a single punch..."
   

        Shadow Crane paused slightly in his speech, warning.
   

        "Seeing his current form, it's possible he's using someone else's power. Otherwise, it's unexplainable how Simonni, who had just broken through to a fighter, could kill Eye Demon Carlos. Thus, I suspect that there might be a hidden master from the Secret Martial Arts World behind the Magical Golem Sect. This person's strength could perhaps rival the Evil Heart Holy Fist, reaching the pinnacle level of an Ultimate Fighter. The previous appearance of the head of the Magical Golem Sect might just be a disciple of this hidden master..."
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        According to the existing information, what Shadow Crane said was actually quite reasonable. After all, who could have thought that Casio was such a show-off? In just a short period of time, he had already advanced from being a dual top fighter to entering the Tyrant Fist realm.
   

        This was more absurd than the sudden destruction of the Door Organization, a force that had been at the top of the world for thousands of years! Absolutely impossible.
   

        Of course, using the sudden destruction of the Door Organization as a metaphor also illustrated the vast strength and power of the organization. Even if one of the Kings suddenly fell, it would not be enough to plunge the entire Door Organization into a crisis.
   

        "Everyone, stay calm," Shadow Crane said to the members of the Door Organization surrounding him. "We are not without the strength to fight back. Before planning the resurrection event at Black Rain Villa, Evil Heart Holy Fist had already provided me with a contingency plan. Don't worry..."
   

        As he spoke, he took out a crystal disk from his bosom.
   

        Without hesitation, he crushed it into pieces, and a bizarre fluctuation transmitted through the void.
   

        Suddenly, outside the rainy world, beyond the Anta Mountains, two coffins buried in the ground burst open, and mud splashed everywhere. Two silhouettes emitting a strong and ominous aura of disasters slowly emerged from the mountain forest.
   

        All the birds and beasts within a large area fled in terror, as an overwhelming aura was suddenly released.
   

        Ultimate Fighters, two Ultimate Fighters!
   

        It appears that the Door Organization's necromancy technique had not fallen behind.
   

        For this Black Rain Villa operation, the Door Organization had made ample preparations. Of course, neither the ordinary members nor the other Kings knew about it.
   

        Only the first King, whose status was comparable to Evil Heart Holy Fist, was privy to and in control of this contingency. He was waiting for the right moment to act, using it at the critical juncture.
   

        Now, it seemed, that crucial moment had come.
   

        With two Ultimate Fighters present, how could the Door Organization lose?
   

        Thus, with such abundant confidence, the entire Door Organization's troops charged towards the depths of Black Rain Villa, heading straight for the Baptism Church.
   

        Clang! The Decayed Knight, that canned tin, fell heavily to the ground, black water spurting from the gaps. The Door Organization troops moved swiftly, their power completely unified. They could sense from different directions that other top forces were also heading towards the core of the villa, as if they were racing.
   

        Truth be told, everyone was extraordinarily shocked by the sight of the giant cloudy hand grasping the second Black Rain Villa—it was like something out of an epic. But it was precisely because the scene seemed mythological that they subconsciously believed it wasn't man-made. It was just a natural disaster for Black Rain Villa, right? Not a projected resurrection but an actual one!
   

        The crowd believed that now was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, a crucial juncture. As long as they could find the source of the cloudy giant hand's power, they could take advantage of the situation to control the second Black Rain Villa in the sky, seemingly about to be pulled down! Greed was spreading in their hearts.
   

        At that moment, the race and skirmishes between different forces even ensued. Everyone wanted to slow the others down, to be a bit faster, to take the lead.
   

        Amidst this atmosphere, many forces arrived at the outer ring of the Baptism Church. The first was the Door Organization, charging around the corner and rushing towards the Baptism Church. However, an invisible and heavy pressure descended, causing most of the members to slow down and freeze in their tracks!
   

        At the forefront of the team, four Kings suddenly looked up, gazing into the distance.
   

        There, a silhouette that seemed like a sculpture, glowing red, stood atop a meteorite. Like a ruler on the one and only throne, an almost inaudible roar of a predatory bird echoed around, surrounded by an extremely domineering aura.
   

        At that moment, time seemed to stop, as if turned into eternity.
   

        Until that figure's red light dimmed, and he slowly turned his head.
   

        "The Demon Figure Gate Master!!!"
   

        Shadow Crane recognized him at once. He had been keeping an eye on the situation in the Eastern Martial World and knew who the Eye Demon had been defeated by.
   

        "How can this be?! He was only top-tier before... No, he was hiding his strength! The Demon Figure Gate Master has been concealing his strength all along! The power that Simonyi had must also have been granted by him! So deep, hid so deeply!" Shadow Crane was so shocked that he couldn't recover, and quickly his gaze returned to the cloudy giant hand in the sky.
   

        "Such a level of power fluctuation, it's actually man-made!"
   

        "Demon Figure Gate Master Casio has reached the legendary Holy Fist Realm!"
   

        "This... this... wait!"
   

        "I just notified those two great figures a few minutes ago..."
   

        "If they come now, isn't it... walking right into the trap!"
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        The massive shock almost instantly destroyed Shadow Crane's composure.
   

        He realized that he had just done something foolish.
   

        A tremendous sense of regret rose from Shadow Crane's heart and lingered for a long time. If the members of the Door Organization, including the five Big Kings, were considered the backbone of this era's Door Organization. Then the past vice leaders resurrected through the Door Organization's necromancy were its foundation, a last resort not to be used unless absolutely necessary.
   

        The number of these last resorts was extremely limited, each one very important. In the future plans of the Organization, each had their uses, perfectly resolving some tricky problems. If two vice leaders were lost to Black Rain Villa in this operation, it would probably cause the Organization to bleed profusely.
   

        Shadow Crane's thoughts flashed by as he tightly clenched his right fist.
   

        However, the surrounding three Big Kings, and indeed all members of the Door Organization, were not so far-sighted to consider the overall interests of the organization. What they worried about now was themselves, worrying whether they could survive.
   

        When people die, everything becomes meaningless.
   

        At this moment, who could afford so many thoughts? Only a strong desire to live was causing mischief in their hearts. They growled softly, their muscles throughout their bodies tensing and bulging, half of their faces covered in blue veins, trying to retreat under enormous pressure. However, in the street, more Decayed Knights were charging over.
   

        They didn't care about the eerie scene ahead, they just executed the orders of Black Rain Villa. Charge! Charge forward! Madly charge towards the direction of the Baptism Church!
   

        Thud thud thud thud...
   

        Silhouettes of Decayed Knights in metal armor slammed into the members of the Door Organization from behind. They stacked upon each other like tin cans, forming a silver enclosure wall that blocked the way. They were nearly as immobile as the members of the Door Organization, heavily kneeling on the ground, becoming layers of obstacles.
   

        "Damn..."
   

        A member of the Door Organization from the back let out a desperate groan.
   

        There was actually still hope. If they exerted all their strength and moved back little by little, helping each other, perhaps they could escape. But now with the Decayed Knights blocking the way and under heavy pressure, it was almost like a series of mountains. The members of the Door Organization found it hard to move, let alone push through.
   

        Bang!
   

        One of the five Big Kings, Death Scythe, stumbled, his shoes creating a deep pit directly on the ground. The stone tablet turned to powder, cracked, and spread inch by inch.
   

        "I can still walk, but I probably won't make it to the church ruins in the distance. At most halfway, I guess I won't be able to hold out..."
   

        He spoke in a low voice, his breath seeming somewhat forced and rapid.
   

        But to be able to speak under such a terrible aura was already far stronger than the other members of the Door Organization. After all, he was one of the five Big Kings.
   

        "I can manage about two-thirds."
   

        Mask spoke coldly, sweat dripping from his chin.
   

        He turned his head slowly to look at Shadow Crane.
   

        "Three-quarters, with just fifty meters left..." Shadow Crane let out a bitter smile. The remaining four Big Kings had already started moving forward, separating from the whole team. They gauged their limits based on their own strength and the environment.
   

        "Damn, is it only those at the Extreme Fighter Level who are eligible to approach the Demon Figure Gate Master?! And that's only the eligibility?" The fifth Big King, who had been silent until now, spoke. He was actually in worse shape, unable to walk even half the distance. After all, his strength was the weakest among the five Big Kings.
   

        "Eligibility?" Shadow Crane shook his head, struggling to lift his arm and pointed to the sky: "Don't forget, it seems like he has diverted most of his strength to capturing Black Rain Villa, trying to drag the second Black Rain Villa towards the earth..."
   

        "The trifling strength that remains is what we are enduring now."
   

        "Damn, what a motherf**ker of a freak!" The fifth Big King cursed under his breath. He couldn't come up with any adjectives like devils or gods; he could only express his shock in the most straightforward and vulgar way. In the fifth Big King's view, the incomprehensible Demon Figure Gate Master, who had surpassed the realm of their understanding, was the biggest freak in the world right now!
   

        At the same time, in the west, south, and north of Black Rain Villa.
   

        On every Main Road leading to the Baptism Church, situations similar to those of the Door Organization kept repeating. The direct Blood Clan, the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, and the Totem Temple, three Forces, entered the range engulfed by Casio's Tyrant Fist Aura.
   

        It was like plunging headfirst into thick glue, their limbs moving with great difficulty. They only felt a terrifying strength around them, constantly squeezing and covering every inch of their skin. It was as if an invisible giant hand pressed down from the sky onto their shoulders, forcing them to kneel bit by bit.
   

        That domineering will issued commands that could not be defied.
   

        Among the three Forces, the weak continually fell to the ground during their advance. With a bang, their bodies collapsed under the heavy pressure, bursting open, and blood splattered everywhere. Only a few strong ones could keep moving.
   

        To the west, several High Rank Blood Clan members, exuding an aura of fear and decay, staggered forward. Blood burst and sprayed from the seams of their suits with each movement. With every step they took, a bloody footprint was left behind. As time passed and they drew closer, these High Order Blood Clan members' clothes had burst, transforming into their strongest half-man half-bat forms.
   

        But their progress was still painfully slow.
   

        To the south.
   

        Two Moon God statues were leading the way, emitting dazzling silver lunar light, the discs bright and clear. However, the lunar light force, which could originally cover a dozen kilometers around them, was now only able to shrink around the Moon God statues. They formed a circle, less than half a meter in diameter. The senior members of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting proceeded with great difficulty within this halo of light, moving forward cautiously.
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        Their numbers had been considerable at the start, given the sheer size of the statue.
   

        However, as time passed, the pressure intensified, and the aura of strength from the Moon God statue kept shrinking from half a meter, eventually accommodating only one person at any given position. Thus, members of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting were continuously eliminated, their conditions wretched. Some who overestimated their capabilities and ventured too deeply were crushed to death the moment they pulled away.
   

        They turned into an indistinct pile of flesh mud on the ground.
   

        Northern street.
   

        The totem wizards of the Totem Temple advanced. However, only a group of great wizards remained in the first echelon, their totemic patterns almost operating at their limits, shining as bright as incandescent bulbs. Each great wizard summoned their strongest defensive totem to withstand the pressure, but still, people were continuously eliminated. In the end, only a few great wizards capable of enduring remained.
   

        At this very moment, if someone could oversee Black Rain Villa from the sky,
   

        they would witness a strange and eerie scene.
   

        Beneath a giant hand of clouds and above a Radiation Meteorite, a red-light silhouette silently looked up at the sky. A domineering and terrifying aura swept across a large circular area, eliminating those of insufficient strength.
   

        They were either crushed to death or knelt devoutly on the ground.
   

        Only the true powerhouses, the strongest among the world's top forces, were qualified to approach step by step. Like a pilgrimage on golden stairs, the weak merely deserved to stand at the first step and look up, while only a dominant tyrant could climb laboriously.
   

        All just to see Casio once.
   

        Even, considering the current situation, they wouldn't be able to meet him even once. The gap, as vast as a chasm, seemed insurmountably wide. This caused all forces entering Black Rain Villa to despair.
   

        Except for the disciples of the Puppet School.
   

        They gathered as a team, collectively entering the Tyrant Fist aura. However, peculiarly, when the aura enveloped the disciples of the Puppet School, it merely wrapped around them gently without exerting any dreadful pressure. Everyone just felt a light breeze, with their clothes slightly fluttering, no discomfort at all.
   

        The disciples of Puppet School looked at both sides, where one by one, the Decayed Knights knelt on the ground, embedded into it, unable to personally experience their pain. Some had their arms in armor grinding sharply against the floor, while others had bent bodies from the knees up, their upper halves broken. Others still were crushed like cans, with black liquid overflowing.
   

        The disciples of Puppet School pointed and observed the surroundings, which seemed like still images, finding it rather amusing. Some even insolently poked and kicked a few times, acting mischievously and deservedly to be beaten. But, who could beat them within this Tyrant Fist aura? Who could beat a disciple of the Puppet School?
   

        The one who released this terrifying circle of Tyrant Fist aura was none other than our Sect Master of the Puppet School!
   

        Overwhelming strength, unparalleled dominance,
   

        it was only natural for the numerous Decayed Knights to kneel in submission.
   

        On the street, the troops of the Puppet School moved towards the Baptism Church without any obstacle. The Demon Seeds or Demon Thoughts within them served as a form of recognition. The Tyrant Fist aura swept over them but did not exert force.
   

        Two minutes later, near the Baptism Church.
   

        The troops of the Puppet School stopped there, motionless.
   

        Simonyi stepped forward, respectfully addressing the distant red-light silhouette, "Sect Master, those from the world's top forces have been suppressed by your power. They are now limited in their movements. Should we go now and clean them up one by one…"
   

        This was his thought, and also the thought of all the people of the Puppet School.
   

        Sect Master Casio seemed to have more pressing matters to attend to, as the second Black Rain Villa in the sky was crucial. As for other minor issues, perhaps they could serve and save Sect Master some effort, or perhaps prove that the people of Puppet School were more than just mascots.
   

        "Simonyi, did you just kill the Eye Demon? Congratulations,"
   

        Casio, shrouded in red light, slowly lowered his head and glanced at Simonyi, understanding everything. His voice, cold, continued.
   

        "Being able to kill Eye Demon Carlos one-on-one, even with the aid of my power, proves you are a talent. Remember, when you go back, don't hang around with those dumb muscle-brained fools all day. I will check on your cultivation progress periodically…"
   

        Casio's gaze swept across the various streets, where the top strong individuals from various forces staggered toward them, "Simonyi, guess why these forces, despite struggling so much in my aura, still laboriously make their way here. Is it stubbornness? Is it overestimating themselves? Or is it that they have no other choice? Actually, it's none of these. They are very cunning…"
   

        As he spoke, the main body of Black Rain Villa in the sky began its second violent struggle. High enclosing walls, sharp spires, and hard floor tiles all began to madly emit gray steam. The entire structure of Black Rain Villa began to warp, belching billowing black smoke, extending in all directions.
   

        One by one, vague and overlapping Ghost Faces emerged on the surfaces of buildings and walls, their mouths wide open, uttering a painful howl as if from hell. In an instant, the entire main body of Black Rain Villa rapidly expanded. Not only did various buildings scale up proportionally, but a massive amount of streets and houses also sprouted, forming a new area and additional space for Black Rain Villa.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the villa expanded to twice its original size.
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        The clouds roared within the massive hand, echoing like thunder, as if thousands of Missiles had exploded. Two terrifying forces collided, sweeping across the sky of the rain-soaked world, the Air visibly rippling like waves.
   

        Facing the resistance from Black Rain Villa, the Qi of Tyrant Fist surged violently from within Casio, making the cloudy giant hand more condensed and specific, its surface like that of a real human hand, with distinct and visible lines.
   

        As the forces circulated and converged, they fiercely compressed towards the center of the palm.
   

        One expanded, the other compressed, inevitably leading to a terrifying consumption.
   

        The Qi of Tyrant Fist in Casio's body was like a raging river, rushing towards the sky, filling that enormous Abyssal Bottomless Hole. Naturally, his own Aura began to wane, and the released Aura reduced.
   

        At that moment, standing nearby, Simonyi remembered something Casio had said.
   

        Suddenly turning his head, he looked towards those top Forces around him.
   

        Swish!
   

        Shadow Crane, who had been moving slowly, suddenly lifted his head. In his hand, he mercilessly held an Obsidian dagger and plunged it into his Heart without hesitation. After a squelch, the flesh was pierced, but no blood spurted out. His eyes instantly turned pitch-black, as horrific powers crazily dissipated from every pore of his body.
   

        Thump, thump, thump...
   

        His heart beat at ten times its normal rate, his entire body stained pitch-black.
   

        Shadow Crane's eyes closed, then a second later reopened, the emotion shifted.
   

        The look of cruel evil in his eyes was calm and indifferent.
   

        What appeared now was not the first King, Shadow Crane.
   

        But the current Vice leader of the Door Organization, Evil Heart Holy Fist!
   

        Swoosh!
   

        A Black Afterimage suddenly dashed toward the Baptism Church.
   

        Meanwhile, at the edge of the Black Rain Villa projection, two Vice Leaders of the Door Organization who had been revived through Necromancy techniques finally arrived. They dashed towards the Baptism church without hesitation, like two Arrows shooting out.
   

        On the western road, a few High Order Blood Clan members suddenly exploded where they stood, turning into a crimson Blood mist. The Blood mist formed into a dark Vortex, and the face of a giant Bat emerged from inside.
   

        This was the blood of longevity, the very essence of Umirah, True Ancestor of Blood!
   

        It aimed to enter the Real World, to regain the realm of the Dark Ultimate Entity here. For that, it needed the Catastrophe Energy accumulated by Black Rain Villa over thousands of years, the only shortcut, no matter what, it could not retreat.
   

        With a bang!
   

        A huge shadow of Blood mist shot forward like a Shell.
   

        On the southern road, where the Lunar Eclipse Club was located.
   

        The third as a backup, the Moon God statue finally arrived, and a Mutation occurred instantaneously. The three statues holding the lunar Disc floated and collided amidst the shocked gazes of those at the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, eerily merging to form a true lunar sphere. And the three statues were completely assembled together, forming a being with twelve slender arms and dozens of meters in height.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        The twelve-handed Moon God statue followed the glowing lunar ball, charging into the distance.
   

        The only one without a backup or change was indeed the Totem Temple.
   

        They still knelt on the ground in bitter agony, expressions filled with pain and gloom.
   

        These Totem Wizards, decades ago, suddenly lost contact with the Totem King. Hence, they had no extra means at this critical juncture.
   

        Clearly becoming the weakest and least influential among the four Forces.
   

        At the core of Black Rain Villa, Baptism Church.
   

        Simonyi's eyes widened at the scene, his fists clenched as he was about to step forward. He would not let anyone disturb the Sect Master's plans.
   

        However, just as he took a step, a Silhouette filled with white steam blocked his way, poised elegantly yet fatally.
   

        "Simonyi, have you ever heard of the Iron-beaked White-winged Bird?"
   

        "It's a bird species from the southernmost part of the Hong Li Federation, now very rare. Because of its flawless white Feathers, the graceful arcs it makes skimming the water, its Reflective beak, and its clear chirping, the locals called it the Bird of Sanctity, sometimes also known as the Bird of the Divine…"
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        "Sect Master, Sect Master..."
   

        Simonyi gazed at Casio's silhouette, his eyes filled with confusion.
   

        Because at that moment, the Demon Figure Gate Master no longer exuded a domineering and strong aura, but rather, he radiated a regal and exceptionally sacred presence. He looked just like a holy spirit sculpture enshrined in a church.
   

        The mud dolls and statues, once devoid of life, had come alive and begun to move.
   

        An inexplicable urge to worship welled up inside Simonyi. He took a deep breath, and the fists that were tightly clenched gradually relaxed. The nervousness within him dissipated without a trace.
   

        Sometimes, the presence of certain people simply had such a calming and monumental effect. At that moment, in Simonyi's heart. Even if the Demon Figure Gate Master was multitasking, partly dragging the Black Rain Villa, surrounded by powerful enemies, and with top forces converging, he still felt invincible to the world!
   

        Black Rain Villa, Baptism Church — viewed from above in the sky.
   

        From three directions, powerful silhouettes suddenly swooped in. Eastside, westside, southside, the three deputy leaders of the Door Organization — the giant bat faces formed by concentrated blood of longevity, the fusion of the three Moon God statues.
   

        Different powers, the same formidable strength, firmly targeted at one location.
   

        The figure, slowly stepping forward and emitting holy white steam, approached.
   

        Now, if any of the world's top fighters were held in the crosshairs of these three forces, they would likely freeze on the spot, daring not to make the slightest move under the immense pressure for fear of exposing a fatal flaw. However, Casio did as he pleased, each movement easy and carefree. It appeared he was completely disregarding the incoming rush from the three sides and their attacks.
   

        "To have distributed most of your strength from your body, still engaged in a fierce deadlock with the terrifying body of Black Rain Villa. And to barely rely on the remaining energy, yet disdain us so? Demon Figure Gate Master, today you will pay the price for your arrogance!" Evil Heart Holy Fist exclaimed as he swept through the air, catching sight of the scene near the Baptism Church.
   

        Below the Heavenly Giant Hand amid clouds at the meteor's core, stood a starkly ferocious bird of prey, fiery red in color. Its spiked wings spread towards the sky, feathers merging into the giant hand like burning flame ripples.
   

        This was clearly the manifestation of Casio's Tyrant Fist power. He had split off most of his Qi to continue contending against the Black Rain Villa in the sky, while only a small amount was left to handle the combined assault of the world's top forces, appearing like an overconfident gambit destined to fail.
   

        In those legendary tales, all ultimate villains seemed to face the hero groups alone arrogantly. After many twists and turns, they were eventually defeated, turning into stepping stones. At this moment, Evil Heart Holy Fist inexplicably felt that his Door Organization, along with the Lunar Eclipse Meeting's Blood Clan and other evil forces, had become the orthodox heroes' group, aiming to challenge the Demon Figure Gate Master, the ultimate villainous demon lord. They even assumed the traditional siege stance.
   

        This sense of déjà vu left Evil Heart Holy Fist somewhat bewildered for a moment.
   

        The situation faced by the Demon Figure Gate Master was what the Door Organization should have encountered. Once, they were the ultimate villains that all orthodox forces had to confront. So powerful that all forces needed to come together for a siege, and it was still not certain they could be defeated – a terrifying force.
   

        And today, all of that seamlessly shifted to the Demon Figure Gate Master.
   

        He was the one standing in the final stage waiting to be challenged by everyone. A psychological difference in the notion of strength and status was formed.
   

        "Together, attack!"
   

        Evil Heart Holy Fist roared, his silhouette, already transformed into an afterimage, suddenly accelerated. Like having a propeller on his back, he charged straight at Casio.
   

        On either side of him on the buildings, the shadows of the two deputy leaders of the Door Organization appeared, like whirlwind arrows coming into formation. The three together formed a trident-like thrust, with the auras of Extreme Fighters stacking together.
   

        The surrounding air visibly rippled and churned, as if boiling.
   

        Shoosh, shoosh, shoosh!
   

        From the eastern side facing Casio, three figures charged forward. Leading was Evil Heart Holy Fist, inhabiting the body of the first King, Shadow Crane, his face cruel and indifferent, his body surrounded by "Z" shaped black cracks, as if invisible claws were tearing through the air.
   

        Behind and to the left of Evil Heart Holy Fist, the figure, fully enveloped in a black robe with hands dangling down. Only a pair of silver palms were visible, the joints slightly flexed, brewing a dangerous and fearsome aura. To the right and in the back, that person held a beheading knife in one arm, unceasingly slashing through the air, producing a buzzing sound like that of bees.
   

        "Domain of Evil Heart, all things become still."
   

        In an instant, Evil Heart Holy Fist's eyes turned deep black, and he entered a special state. Everything around transformed into slow motion of black and white lines, sound and light blocked, focusing only on the enemy's silhouette.
   

        He fixed his eyes on Casio, his hand drawing diagonally, and suddenly, numerous black cracks appeared in the air, like a high-frequency cutting sword.
   

        Gush, gush!
   

        His palm thrust forward violently, homing in on the deadly vulnerable point of the enemy.
   

        In Evil Heart Holy Fist's black-and-white slow-motion vision, the powerful attacks of the other two deputy leaders of the Door Organization also followed up. One with the silver palm struck fiercely, exploding the air inch by inch. The other, holding the Beheading Knife, promptly slashed, drawing a curve intending to decapitate the enemy.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        At this moment, the Demon Figure Gate Master, situated at the convergence point of three strikes, remained as still as a statue, seemingly quite obtuse, unaware of the imminent danger. He could only wait for the next second to be violently battered into a pulp.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A shock flashed through the Evil Heart Holy Fist's mind. In the static state of his evil spiritual realm, the Demon Figure Gate Master had inexplicably turned his head to meet his gaze. In the next instant, like a frame frozen in animation, the Demon Figure Gate Master suddenly appeared in mid-air. His entire form, brimming with tension, hurled a punch towards the left.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The fist wrapped in white air streams collided with the silver palm. There was no standstill, just crushing defeat, almost oppressively destroying any resistance. A faint but clear chirp echoed through the air.
   

        Cheep!
   

        A white bird's silhouette instantly emerged on the right. Bang!
   

        The Vice leader, wielding a beheading knife, widened his eyes in fury, his entire black robe frantically billowed out, as if in an instant turning into a black sphere.
   

        Wah! Wah!
   

        The evil spiritual realm ended, and two silhouettes spat out fresh blood as they shot away.
   

        They spun and tumbled, crashing heavily into the nearby cluster of buildings. Enclosure walls collapsed, bricks fell, and their imposing aura crumbled away bit by bit.
   

        On the Church Plaza facing the east passageway.
   

        Evil Heart Holy Fist hovered in mid-air, one hand poised as if to slash downward. Under his palm, a longsword formed from the gathering black cracks.
   

        The sharpest point of the sword was lightly pinched between two fingers.
   

        Crackle... Crackle...
   

        The black cracks on the sword's tip, like dense roots, attempted to spread into the surrounding air. Blocked by two fingers, they could neither expand nor cut, as if facing two insurmountable alloy steel walls. Only a grating friction sound, sharp and feeble, could be heard.
   

        "A rather creative move,"
   

        Casio slowly lifted his head, his face steaming with a white mist forming a profound contour, as if it were a mask with both avian features and a human visage. The mask's mouth moved as it spoke, opening and closing, "Compared to the other vice leaders of your Door Organization, you do have a bit of talent and perception. Unfortunately, it's been squandered, unable to achieve anything significant..."
   

        Crack!
   

        Two fingers applied slight pressure, like a steel beak of a water bird snapping inward. The black crack sword condensed by the Evil Heart Holy Fist instantly collapsed, as if a vital node had been destroyed, brittle like a cookie.
   

        Ting! Bang!
   

        Among the flurry of black fragments, a palm pushed upwards, meeting the punch thrown by Evil Heart Holy Fist. After the resounding impact, a black figure, too, flew wildly out, smashing into the cluster of buildings while spitting blood.
   

        At the spot, Casio slightly withdrew his palm, resting it by his side, his face expressionless. At this moment, the strength he could wield had indeed fallen from the Tyrant Fist realm, lacking the ability to kill the three men with a single overwhelming blow.
   

        What Casio had just displayed was actually the Ultimate Fighter's realm, much like the Evil Heart Holy Fist and the others. However, driven by a wholly different level of boxing theory and technique, it resulted in a terrifying burst of power.
   

        "With my original strength, I could have killed them with one punch,"
   

        At the Baptism Church Plaza.
   

        Casio looked down at his well-defined fist. White vapor covered and flowed over it, with a faint chirping sound in his ears, exuding a sense of sanctity. His dominant thoughts gradually faded from his mind, no longer lamenting the failure to kill the trio of Evil Heart Holy Fist with a single punch. A sense of divinity spontaneously arose.
   

        Cheep!
   

        Casio suddenly turned around and hurled a punch at the giant sculpture figure rushing from the south. A water bird, flapping its wings, glided out.
   

        Crumble!!!
   

        The water bird's wings of steel, carrying monstrous brute force, met the Moon God statue's twelve arms reaching out, desperately clutching the edge of the wings, fiercely wrestling.
   

        A squeaking noise accompanied by golden-red sparks shot out.
   

        "The centipede dies but never falls," Casio narrowed his eyes slightly.
   

        He had already felt the will of the Moon Goddess within the statue. It was a fragmented thought with a strong desire to revive. Without a doubt, the Moon Goddess was headed towards Black Rain Villa, seeking to gain tremendous benefits.
   

        Unfortunately for her, Casio also got involved in the affairs of the villa. This meant that the Moon Goddess's plans were about to be thwarted, even at the cost of losing both her figurative wife and soldiers. The three hard-won statues of the Moon Goddess were likely to be destroyed here.
   

        Chiou!
   

        The white water bird suddenly flapped its wings with force, each wing slicing through the air like a steel blade.
   

        The giant arms of the Moon Goddess statue instantly shattered in mid-air, the entire form staggering crazily backward, plowing a trench into the ground.
   

        Roar!!!
   

        Suddenly, a roar and a massive wind came from behind Casio.
   

        He snorted coldly, raising his arm and slowly stretching it outward. His movements were graceful, his demeanor composed, yet the power contained within was brutally lethal.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang...
   

        The arc traced by Casio's right hand was smooth, exploding like firecrackers wherever it passed. Threads and strands of illusory feathers overlapped to form an armor.
   

        Boom!
   

        The bat-faced monster slammed into the Barbed Feather Armor, causing Casio's footsteps to falter slightly. The ground to the east cracked, spider-web patterns spreading out for a hundred meters, with black mud spurting forth.
   

        "Roar!!!"
   

        A deafening roar emanated from the gaping maw as a torrent of fresh blood gushed forth, forming a dreadful corrosive field that spread out in all directions. It was as though to trap Casio in a strange realm.
   

        "True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah? Have you escaped from your prison cage?"
   

        Casio stomped on the ground, and a phantasm of a white bird swept around him, devouring and evaporating all the corrosive blood. The Barbed Feather Energy was truly the most terrifying ultimate existence in this regard, rendering the so-called extreme blood completely insignificant.
   

        Bang bang bang bang...
   

        Blood splattered, air waves scattered, and the ground vibrated violently dozens of times.
   

        Casio slowly retracted his fist in mid-air, placing it beside himself.
   

        In the air before him, the monstrous bat face was riddled with dozens of holes, pulverizing its entire form. Its angry, roaring expression froze, and in the next second, it crumbled to the ground.
   

        Drip...
   

        Black boots stepped slowly, grinding into a pool of blood.
   

        The blood revealed half a pained bat face, contorting and moving towards the distance to gather. Over there, the longevity blood was re-forming into a physical body.
   

        "Come at me together, you weak monsters, top forces from all around the world, come defeat me. Use all methods and means to injure me, to draw my blood. That is, if you can... heh heh..."
   

        Casio's words were clearly mocking, yet his face was expressionless. His tone was sharp and sarcastic, yet his posture was graceful and composed. A strange contradiction permeated the scene, yet it carried a grand and sacred aura.
   

        The Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist needed a vast amount of nutrients, and the heart of the Saint Fist could only grow by absorbing them. Casio's current condition was actually just right; he could defeat an opponent with a single blow but not kill them outright. He could crush a single force on his own, but the combined effort of three forces could still make him feel some pressure. It was in this phase that boxing was most exhilarating; any stronger and it would be a mindless crush, any weaker and there would be the risk of being overpowered. Just right, and within reason.
   

        "Chiou..."
   

        The solitary figure clad in white stood aloof on the Church Plaza, his well-defined hands hanging lightly at his sides, with the silhouette of a water bird unfolding its wings behind him.
   

        "Hehehe..." Waves of laughter spread through the air.
   

        Amidst this laughter, from three directions around the Baptism Church, the ground exploded and shook violently. The figures of the three Vice leaders of the Door Organization turned into a series of afterimages, bursting out of the ruins and hurling themselves unhesitatingly towards Casio. The remaining ten arms of the Moon Goddess sculpture slammed onto the ground, the giant form propelled upward by the recoil, crashing down like a massive meteorite. The globular moonlight above shone like a constant star, dazzlingly bright. The colossal bat face on the ground soared into the sky, instantly shattering into a series of contorted faces, forming a river of blood that surged forward!
   

        Boom! The air distorted, the ground vibrated, and danger arrived in an instant.
   

        Only one person stood quietly in the plaza, murmuring to himself.
   

        "It seems you all can't manage to make me bleed..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, Flight of Steel..."
   

        Chirp, a crisp birdcall drifted across the battlefield. Platinum Qi burst out from Casio's back at his scapulas, overlapping with his arms as if forming densely packed steel thorn feathers. His arms trembled slightly, easily cutting through the air and emitting a wailing sound, like that of a hollow windpipe vibrating.
   

        At this moment, his muscular body, with its imposing contour, was covered and wrapped in white steam. It faintly formed the silhouette of a flapping water bird.
   

        "Boom! Whoosh!"
   

        A white meteor burst out, its edges tinged with a golden color.
   

        Whoosh! A second acceleration, and the water bird vanished without a trace.
   

        In mid-air, five silhouettes charged furiously, carrying terrifying explosive strength. Air was crushed inch by inch, replaced by various strange momenta and demonic magical powers, growing and expanding like creepers.
   

        The three deputy leaders of the Door Organization were engulfed in Qi that blazed like flames, six ferocious eyes suddenly turning. Not far off, a river face made of the Blood of Longevity turned abruptly, rushing towards the position of the Moon God statue.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom, boom, boom, boom...
   

        The huge sounds of explosions continued unceasingly, and grey-white debris whirled like rain mist, forming ring after ring of shockwaves in the intense battle. The Moon God statue, dozens of meters high, was under unprecedented attack, with countless surrounding moonbeams being smashed and shattered.
   

        It couldn't see where the enemy was, only hearing the faint chirping of water birds and facing an onslaught as if mercury pouring down. Ten arms tangled with moonlight, lashing out recklessly. The silvery trails in the air were dense, almost covering everything nearby.
   

        It looked impressive, but it didn't seem to be very effective.
   

        Crack, crack, crack, crack!
   

        The arms of the Moon God statue began to crumble and break apart, chunks of creamy jade-like white stone exploded. In a short time, half of the arms had broken. In the blink of an eye, only a pair of arms remained.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A white silhouette flashed by, suddenly appearing right behind the statue. Casio's hands were full of white stone debris which now fell like sand. His eyes fixed on the orb of moonlight atop the head of the Moon God statue, his expression neither joyful nor sorrowful. That was the core of the Moon God statue.
   

        The Ultimate Dark Entity Moon God, thousands of years ago, was slain and fell in the World of Calamities by the White Bird Sacred Fist. Its remaining flesh entered the real world, enshrined within the Moon God statue by the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, drawing strength and waiting for resurrection.
   

        This integrated Moon God statue obviously contained a massive amount of the Moon God's flesh. Should Casio shatter and absorb it, then the resurrection plan of the Moon God would break down completely, with generations of accumulation going up in flames.
   

        "If you're already dead, then stay quiet in Hell. The power of the dead stirring in the realm of the living can lead to a second death. And the second time, it's a complete and irrevocable end..." Casio was not afraid of the Dark Ultimate Body Moon God, on the contrary, he wanted to be the gravedigger for the Moon God's thorough demise.
   

        In this Black Rain Villa incident, the Moon God statue fusion body will surely be destroyed, along with a large number of Lunar Eclipse elites. With this, the remaining power of the Lunar Eclipse in the real world will plummet. The rising Demon Figure Gate will sweep them all into the grave.
   

        "Chirp!"
   

        A white phantom line shot out abruptly, heading straight for the Moon God statue.
   

        Casio had no trace of killing intent, instead, his expression was one of sanctity. What he was about to do was not slaughter, but purification. Removing the bad and retaining the good, isn't that a rather sacred act?
   

        Boom, boom, boom! Rumble, rumble!
   

        On both sides, the rivers of bat blood, the deputy leaders of the Door Organization, had finally converged. They were joining forces because they had to. The very first exchange had made one thing clear: the Demon Figure Gate Master was not something any single force could handle, even though he could only use a small part of his power, with much more being constrained by the main body of Black Rain Villa.
   

        At this moment, only a combined force, unleashing all their strength, could clamp down on the Demon Figure Gate Master, achieving a balance.
   

        If one force is crushed prematurely, the other two would face the worst situation. Therefore, the Moon God statue must not be defeated by the Demon Figure Gate Master in a single exchange; it had to hold on stubbornly.
   

        "Eternal Mouth!!!"
   

        On the left, rivers carrying viscous blood rushed over, and in a short span, it transformed into a ferocious, gigantic mouth. The mouth split insanely in all directions, resembling a bottomless blood-red abyss.
   

        The blood-red abyss surged out, aiming to swallow Casio whole. Terrifying suction descended, and blood-colored energy, like writhing tentacles, approached.
   

        This was indeed a fearsome ability exclusive to the Dark Ultimate Entity, the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, listed alongside the Blood Scripture of the Mysterious Mist as one of the ultimate abilities of the Blood Clan. The Eternal Mouth had a lethal devouring characteristic, targeting any living organism to drain and suck dry all blood and energy!
   

        On the right, the three deputy leaders of the Door Organization soared over, each unleashing their famed techniques. They were top figures from different eras in the real world, incomparable in their respective fields of skill. The moment they erupted, it was at a terrifying level of attack.
   

        Three Extreme Fighter Level moves suddenly swept across the sky.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In the central position, the amalgam of the Moon God statue with only a pair of arms left did not wait passively to be killed. The spherical object hovering above its head suddenly burst out with massive amounts of lunar energy, erupting like a volcano. Individual condensed spheres of lunar energy floated, accelerating as they orbited like stars.
   

        Finally, driven by the arms, they all smashed towards Casio charging at them.
   

        In that instant, the counterattack from the dark creatures was like a tsunami.
   

        "Chiu!!!"
   

        The cry emitted by the white bird's silhouette tore through everything with majestic grandeur.
   

        Enveloped in furious white steam, Casio threw a punch towards the right. The Advent of the Mysteries of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist showed no mercy, destroying the signature moves of the three Vice Leaders of the Door Organization in a head-on crushing clash.
   

        Whoosh! Another arm stretched its wings to glide, sketching out a mysterious and sacred arc. This arc struck precisely in the middle of the Eternal Mouth, splitting it cleanly in two!
   

        The giant bat face, an aggregate of the longevity blood, ultimately wasn't the true form of Umirah, the True Ancestor of Blood, thus the Eternal Mouth couldn't exert its full effects.
   

        Facing the steel soaring of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, it could only crumble bit by bit.
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        A total of four silhouettes to the left and right were directly shaken off, barely blocking Casio for a moment. Ahead, spheres of lunar energy swept toward him.
   

        Bang bang bang bang bang...
   

        A series of terrifying explosions instantly descended, the distorted moonlight spreading like lightning, turning the surrounding area into a terrifying forbidden zone like a plasma pool. The light was like a knife, slicing the ground into a fine sieve.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Yet, in such an onslaught, a white silhouette charged wildly from the front. Arms spread wide, the overlapped steel wings were completely undamaged.
   

        Just as Casio had previously said.
   

        The side of dark creatures couldn't even cause him to bleed.
   

        Since Casio was unharmed, it was now time for the Moon God statue to pay a heavy price! What final defensive measures could it have?
   

        Useless, just struggles of the dying...
   

        No, the struggles of the dead.
   

        A phantasm of the Water Bird suddenly accelerated, like a white meteor spewing tail flames, its speed unimaginably fast. The towering Moon God statue lifted its remaining arms, barely swinging them when the delicate white jade palms exploded bit by bit. This was followed by the forearms, the elbows, the upper arms, all disintegrating into fragments scattered across the sky. Destroyed into dust by the relentless phantom of the Water Bird!
   

        Boom!
   

        The phantom pierced through the chest, carving a large hole directly in the chest of the Moon God statue. And instantly turning back, there were countless overlapping sounds of impact, a gale sweeping through. The nearly thirty-meter-tall Moon God statue collapsed on the spot, its armor-like steel skirt peeling away and turning into a pile of sand. Nearly a hundred holes destroyed the statue's structure.
   

        Hum hum hum!
   

        The lunar spheres hovering in mid-air vibrated intensely, a pure energy phantom of the Moon God statue almost seemed to be born with it as the core.
   

        However, as the white bird's phantom flashed by, a bird cry sounded.
   

        The energy phantom of the Moon God statue appeared for only a brief half before immediately collapsing into star sand. A hand wrapped in white currents pressed down on the lunar sphere.
   

        "Although it's only enough to stick in the teeth, it can also somewhat fill the belly..."
   

        Casio, with an expressionless face, fully activated the Magic puppet secret weapon, directly suppressing the resistance of the lunar sphere. He could feel that crazy will of the Moon God lingering, seemingly scurrying around in his palm, emitting a terrifying contaminating aura. But what did Casio have to fear? His true form was Tyrant Fist, was he afraid of this dead Dark Ultimate Entity? Since it's dead, let it be thoroughly dead!
   

        I'm here to help you...
   

        With a snap, the fingers forcefully clenched together, directly crushing the sphere.
   

        Chunks of black substance fell to the ground, wriggling like rotting meat but ultimately losing vitality and ceasing to move. Nearby, the mechanisms around the Baptism Church lit up faintly, absorbing this unknown substance violently.
   

        Not far away, from all four directions. The Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Door Organization, the Totem Temple, the direct Blood Clan, all the dark creatures lying on the ground unable to withstand the terrifying pressure of the Tyrant Fist level aura, their bodies continuously had power drawn from them, integrating into the surrounding mechanisms. Because the power pulled the blood during extraction, this caused vibrant trails on the ground.
   

        At first glance, it seemed like a bloody sacrificial scene.
   

        Blossoms of dense petals bloomed, sinister and terrifying. At the core of the flower's pistil, was the Baptism Church. A giant hand of cloud stretched high towards the sky, the terrifying power attempting to pull down Black Rain Villa.
   

        "A dead man, died again,"
   

        "Next, it's your turn..."
   

        Casio slowly turned around, his expression void of any pity. He felt he should use his holy power to continue purifying the two evil forces surrounding him. An era of the Federation had passed, and the necromancy technology of the Door Organization seemed to have progressed significantly; the two former deputy leaders of the Door Organization looked no different from the living. Strictly speaking, they were also the 'dead' referred to by Casio, and should face their second and ultimate demise.
   

        Casio would help them, with the power of purification.
   

        Yes, he had gradually come to understand one of the core elements of the Saint Fist.
   

        That was purification, holy purification!
   

        Saints should walk the path of purification, validating everything with their actions. Everything unholy should be destroyed, all sinful things erased! Casio wasn't killing them; he was redeeming them. With a forgiving heart, filled with benevolent thoughts.
   

        At that moment, Casio was moved.
   

        Having gained insight, he naturally needed to practice it while the iron was hot.
   

        He suddenly turned, facing the phantom of the Eternal Mouth that had again charged furiously towards him. The river of bat blood, just crushed by the soaring steel, had regrouped, infused with the will of the True Ancestor of Blood, enraged by the breach of the Eternal Mouth. It launched a second frenzied attack without hesitation.
   

        A monstrous mouth as though leading to a blood-colored hell descended ferociously!
   

        Then, with a bang, it was shattered by a fist wrapped in a white halo!
   

        Furthermore, Casio didn't give the river of bat blood a chance to regather into form and catch its breath. He pressed down with one hand, as the terrifying force of Barbed Feather Energy roared out, piling layer upon layer. Its steel-like exterior reflected light, just like a flow of holy light. Wherever it passed, the blood was purified.
   

        "This is how it should be, redeeming them with a power filled with benevolent thoughts..."
   

        "Two is not enough, more is needed..."
   

        While Casio was purifying the blood of longevity with his holy power, he cast his gaze towards the three members of the Door Organization who had retreated far away. Now, he was too powerful; even without the power of the Tyrant Fist, all the top forces of the Real World gathered seemed unable to contend with Casio. Unless, an Ultimate Dark Entity from the World of Calamities invaded, could Casio be truly threatened.
   

        Of course, there was Xiadu...
   

        What state was it in now?
   

        The battle where the Hong Li Empire was destroyed, the White Bird Sacred Fist that burnt everything, had dealt Xiadu what kind of blow? And how much of Xiadu's goal had been achieved?
   

        Perhaps he could find certain answers through these three individuals...
   

        Whoosh! Casio instantly disappeared from the spot, his silhouette like a ghost.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh...
   

        In Black Rain Villa, three figures were rapidly fleeing.
   

        "When did such a Tyrant Fist appear in the Real World!?"
   

        "This is truly bizarre!"
   

        "It's not just any ordinary Saint Fist level, most of the power is constrained by Black Rain Villa, but the remaining energy can still crush our combined forces..."
   

        "The best course of action now is to retreat."
   

        "Only by waiting for our leader to awake, might it be possible..."
   

        Bang, bang! The voices abruptly stopped.
   

        Two figures in black robes were suddenly blown away to either side, crashing into buildings like broken sacks, bringing down several structures in succession.
   

        A silhouette wrapped in a white flow descended from the sky.
   

        One foot stepped on the shoulder of the Evil Heart Holy Fist, driving them into the ground, grinding fiercely. Dust flew around, and three waves of shock waves blasted open.
   

        Only one figure stood on the ground, emitting a sacred aura.
   

        Casio slowly lowered his head, a large hand slowly pressing towards the blood-stained head of the Evil Heart Holy Fist: "Bring out your final trump card, call Xiadu. This may be your only chance to survive... Don't think that you can get away by possessing others with this energy..."
   

        "After sins are purified by the holy, only ashes remain."
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        "You actually... know of the existence of our leader..."
   

        From the depths of the pit, Evil Heart Holy Fist's face contorted, his eyes bloodshot.
   

        By now, upon hearing Casio's words, he had become aware. The Demon Figure Gate Master knew far more than expected, he seemed to understand the leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu. It was just unclear whether he knew a little or knew quite a bit.
   

        "Heh heh..." A faint laugh sounded from above.
   

        "It seems you no longer possess that kind of means. Xiadu did not pay enough attention to your generation, or maybe he was too busy with his own problems?"
   

        Casio's large palm grabbed Evil Heart Holy Fist's head. An extremely dangerous power gathered in his palm, bringing with it a sensation like volcanic magma accumulating. Once it burst, it would be like thunder and volcanic eruptions.
   

        "Demon Figure Gate Master! Why do you understand our Door Organization so well? Who exactly are you? In the entire world, over the past ten years or even decades, I have never heard of someone like you..."
   

        "Silently achieving Tyrant Fist, suddenly becoming famous and sweeping through the Secret Martial Arts World with the Magical Golem Sect, what exactly are you trying to do... what exactly do you want to do?"
   

        Evil Heart Holy Fist did not stop speaking for a moment. His dark gaze was fixed intently on Casio, his Qi rolling, exuding an evil aura of a dying struggle.
   

        "It seems, the leader of your Door Organization, Xiadu, is still deep in slumber. Even worse, this time his slumber is more severe than it was hundreds of years ago, he can't even utilize his power avatars. The only usable power your organization has now is probably necromancy, and maybe a few vice leaders hiding?"
   

        Casio instantly speculated, estimating the strength of the Door Organization.
   

        He lowered his head, quietly observing Evil Heart Holy Fist's fierce face.
   

        "As for who I am, what exactly I'm going to do next. Actually, it doesn't matter to a dead man. Even if I told you all the information now, your physical form in the world wouldn't know a thing. Five seconds later, your physical form will only feel intense pain, as if part of your body was permanently destroyed. Your strength will diminish, your realm unstable, and you may even fall from the status of an Ultimate Fighter. You will be anxious, guessing what exactly happened at the Black Rain Villa event. Until I find you, and kill you..."
   

        "Five seconds are up, goodbye."
   

        Casio's expression was emotionless as he lifted his head, his palm's terrifying power erupting in that moment. A Virtual Shadow, resembling a water bird covered entirely with steel thorn feathers, whistled out, engulfing the entire contour of Evil Heart Holy Fist. The tumultuous Qi rolled like a mountain tsunami, directly destroying and overturning an entire street.
   

        Evil Heart Holy Fist vanished amidst confusion without even a scream, only the fine ashes at the bottom of the pit attested to everything.
   

        Actually, he was not the most pitiful, the most pitiful was actually the first King, Shadow Crane. Shadow Crane used a prop that allowed Evil Heart Holy Fist's power to control his body. But the enemy was too strong, and the appearance of Evil Heart Holy Fist was useless. Shadow Crane, along with his soul, was scattered into ashes.
   

        In the world, the physical form of Evil Heart Holy Fist could barely hang on to life, but Shadow Crane died on the spot. His form and shadow dissipated, leaving only a ground full of ashes behind.
   

        This once-famous powerhouse who had once caused a sensation in the Secret Martial Arts World of Yana United States, now died here without a sound.
   

        Of course, he wouldn't be lonely.
   

        Remaining forever in this rainy world with the first King, Shadow Crane, were also numerous elites of the Door Organization, many members of the Door Organization, the other four Kings. Additionally, two resurrected deputy leaders of the Door Organization would also accompany them in death.
   

        Dying together was a bit more companionable than dying lonely.
   

        A family should be complete, after all.
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        "Dust to dust, earth to earth, let the dead no longer stir up trouble in the world. Your only fate is complete disappearance and destruction..."
   

        Casio slowly walked out of the building ruins, his Qi rolling around his body like flames, twisting and rising to the sky. Those two deputy leaders of the Door Organization had been killed smoothly, without any disturbance in the process.
   

        Casio could feel that the two resurrected deputy leaders of the Door Organization from this era seemed to be much weaker than the deputy leaders from the period when the Hong Li Empire fell. Perhaps, over the centuries, the technology of necromancy had progressed, lowering the threshold and standards for resurrecting deputy leaders.
   

        Of course, it could also be his illusion.
   

        After all, Casio's realm and mentality were different now. Blood Demon Diaz and Raider Alonzo he encountered back then had left a relatively deep impression on him. But in the battle just now, these two resurrected deputy leaders from the current era of the Door Organization had not made any significant impression.
   

        "It's over, it's time to completely finish this Blood Sacrifice."
   

        Casio looked towards the Baptism Church in the distance, the giant cloud hand reaching towards the sky stained with traces of blood, as if with bizarre patterns on the palm.
   

        The physical form of Black Rain Villa was being furiously pulled down, its altitude gradually lowering, creating a more oppressive feeling when looking up at the sky.
   

        It was as if the giant buildings above were about to crash down like a meteorite.
   

        "Black Rain Villa, let me see, what secrets you really hold…"
   

        Casio slowly turned around and began his solo slaughter.
   

        Now, the three Moon God statue aggregates of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Longevity Blood aggregates of the direct Blood Clan, and the three deputy leaders of the Door Organization had all been completely killed. At this moment, although the remaining forces within Black Rain Villa were still deemed elites on a worldly scale, they no longer held any interest for Casio. They were merely small fry after all...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Having arrived in this rain-drenched world and being part of the resurrection event at Black Rain Villa, one must be prepared. Whether it's the resolve to kill or be killed. Logically speaking, those who kill must also be prepared to be killed. In this world, death is the only absolute fairness!
   

        Thus, the four forces within Black Rain Villa were all treated as punching bags by Casio. When he came before a faction, he would release their pressure constraints. He gave these weaklings one last chance to roar and clench their fists, fighting for a sliver of vitality. If they wanted to surround him for an attack, then so be it, enjoy the pleasure of the final battle. Dying in such a battle is undoubtedly the happiest thing.
   

        The Lunar Eclipse Meeting, the Door Organization, the direct Blood Clan, and finally the Totem Temple. They, or rather they, were all brutally killed one by one by Casio's fists, serving as blood-soaked sacrifices. Among them, the disappointing performance by the Totem Wizards only further confirmed some of Casio's suspicions and thoughts.
   

        The connection between Totem King Casaleis and the Real World was severed.
   

        It must have encountered some special situation in the World of Calamities, to the extent that even its strength could not be split. And Casio could only think of one particular situation, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, the existence that had stood opposed to the Totem King for tens of thousands of years. He now actually had an awful suspicion.
   

        That was, in the endless consumption of their stand-off, Blood Vulture Tyrant Fist gradually fell into disadvantage. After all, Totem King Casaleis had the continuously replenishing Calamity Source Spring at his disposal, giving him a geographical advantage. This advantage couldn't be ignored, it was objective, and became more and more apparent as time went on. And when this advantage became clear enough...
   

        Blood Vulture Tyrant Fist might resort to a terrifying suicidal technique.
   

        The reason why the connection between the Totem King and the Real World's Totem Temple was severed might be right here. This also meant that the balance had been broken...
   

        At this moment, Casio also thought of the Longevity Blood Aggregates, the will of the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah. Hopefully, there were no problems in the showdown between Sonic Snake Extreme Fist and the True Ancestor of Blood within the massive volcano of the World of Calamities. The Longevity Blood was merely one of Umirah's attempts to escape the confrontation and the seal.
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist had already burned and fallen in the final stages of the destruction of the Hong Li Empire, while the life or death of Blood Vulture Tyrant Fist was unclear, and the situation was already developing in a bad direction. If Xiadu ended its slumber, and the Totem King recovered...
   

        The entire scale would completely tip towards the side of the dark creatures.
   

        "It looks like I must not stop my footsteps, or slow down..."
   

        "Continuing to increase strength is of the utmost importance."
   

        "First, I will elevate my physique to the Dark Ultimate Level, gaining terrifying sustained combat power, defense, and survival abilities. Then, I will seek the Heart of Saint Fist, the Heart of Extreme Fist, to find the best ultimate path to combine the Three Fists...
   

        Step by step, Casio walked back to Baptism Church, murmuring to himself.
   

        He felt confident in his heart, but also a sense of urgency. He could not leave his safety in the hands of enemies, hoping that they would not awaken, not pay attention to him, or ignore him. Such behavior is like that of an ostrich, utterly foolish.
   

        A mentality of good fortune or complacency is a major taboo on the path to success.
   

        Casio would never, and could never, be such a fool.
   

        "Let's begin."
   

        "Tear down the main body of Black Rain Villa from the sky thoroughly..."
   

        He stood in front of Baptism Church, ordering the Magic Idol Clan to leave Black Rain Villa at this moment, to prevent any mishap with the main body of Black Rain Villa.
   

        As for the invisible membrane of Black Rain Villa projection that allowed only entry but not exit,
   

        Casio would help them break through it.
   

        Soon, the Magical Golem Sect retreated quickly, heading in the direction they had come from. During this process, the New Humans who had been hiding and shivering on the rooftops of the buildings also began to retreat. They saw from afar as the people of the Magical Golem Sect left the region of Black Rain Villa, and the Demon Figure Gate Master's strength pierced through the invisible membrane.
   

        Thereby, the New Humans realized this was an opportunity, a chance to escape the most dangerous area. Doubtless, they had just witnessed the entire battle process. They saw firsthand how the world's top forces, far surpassing them in overall strength, were slaughtered by the Demon Figure Gate Master alone!
   

        Any resistance was futile, just a final dying struggle.
   

        When the New Humans saw one powerful individual after another, each strong enough to singlehandedly sweep the entire alliance of Orthodox New Humans spill their blood on the spot, dying with unwilling eyes,
   

        Their whole bodies shuddered, hairs standing on end. An unprecedented sense of danger screamed warnings in their brains, their limbs trembling and chilling.
   

        This resurrection event at Black Rain Villa was simply fantastical.
   

        The mantis stalks the cicada, unaware of the oriole behind, but the eagle hovers above in the sky.
   

        Looking at the current situation, the only consolation is that the mantis did not catch the cicada, and the flock of orioles behind it were pecked to death one by one by the ferocious eagle. So no one paid attention to what happened to the mantis.
   

        On the grey and black streets at the edge of Black Rain Villa,
   

        The New Humans were fleeing desperately, using every ounce of their strength.
   

        All they felt was that the land, once thought to flow with milk and honey, had suddenly become a demonic cavern that devoured without spitting bones.
   

        Any slight carelessness could cost them everything here, lead to their demise, lose it all.
   

        "Faster, quicker, quicker, just a bit faster!"
   

        "Dodge those Decayed Knights, don't get entangled with them any longer!"
   

        "You'd better get injured than get caught, listen to me and run!"
   

        New Humans were shouting, realizing the imminence of danger.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom...
   

        The sky suddenly trembled as if a cataclysmic disaster had descended. Sounds like the cries of myriad of thunder dragons echoed, reverberating in layers throughout the heavens, sweeping across the sky of the world drenched in rain. Clouds and mist swept outwards in every direction, and rings of visible shock waves rippled out in circles.
   

        "The sky has darkened!!!"
   

        Staring blankly upwards, a New Human stood in the street.
   

        There, a group of mountainous buildings was slowly descending. A colossal hand, marked with blood-red patterns, was dragging them towards the ground, bit by bit. The scene was exceptionally shocking, filled with a sense of epicness and myth.
   

        "Sink into the endless Dominant Thoughts, this is your eternal resting place..."
   

        A terrifying will enveloped everything as if it were the command of gods.
   

        In the center of Black Rain Villa, the silhouette radiating red light stood like a sculpture on top of the meteorite, slowly retracting its arms. Surrounding it, barely discernible roars of birds of prey echoed, and an overwhelmingly tyrannical aura spiraled and clustered, like a supreme leader on the solitary throne. Black Rain Villa was doomed no matter what.
   

        "Hiss, hiss, hiss, hiss, hiss, hiss..." "Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah, ah..."
   

        Twisted Ghost Faces on the buildings of Black Rain Villa itself, mouths gaping wide.
   

        They emitted hellish, agonized howls of despair, bringing about unparalleled Despair.
   

        Empty, empty, empty, empty, empty!
   

        Black Rain Villa itself, belching thick black smoke, plummeted inch by inch towards the ground, its terrifying shadowy contour covering everything on the ground. On the edges of the shadowy contour, New Humans were frantically running. They were racing against time, against life itself. If they wanted to survive, they needed to flee. Don't look back, and don't look up.
   

        Because once they witnessed this mythic and terrifying scene...
   

        The feeling of being unprepared, panic-stricken, weak-kneed, frozen in shock, all that is typical for ordinary people would come rushing to them, bringing death.
   

        "Quick, quick, quick... Don't look back, just run!!!"
   

        Silver Spear Soro, at the back of the group, was shouting at everyone. He didn't want any New Human to die due to an accident under the collapse of Black Rain Villa itself. Therefore, Silver Spear Soro, who could have left first, stayed in the rear guard. This rear guard consisted of just five or six people, all running desperately.
   

        Seen from afar, they resembled two or three ants during the collapse of a mountain.
   

        "Hurry up!!!"
   

        Silver Spear Soro let out a final cry; he already felt the chill and immensity above his head, as if the shadow of death had enveloped everything around him.
   

        Whoosh! Thud!!!
   

        Silver Spear Soro dashed out wildly, and at the last critical moment, he ran out of the scope of Black Rain Villa. The next second, the colossal mass hit the ground, and the ferocious wind from the impact propelled Soro nearly a hundred meters forward.
   

        Thump.
   

        He rolled several times on the ground and then got up, his heart still racing.
   

        He coughed violently as he caught his breath, turning to look back at the villa.
   

        There, a gigantic Ghost Face emerged in mid-air.
   

        Above the Ghost Face, a massive black hand held it tightly in its grip. The five fingers closed like iron tongs, preventing the Ghost Face from breaking free.
   

        "You who are in the palm of my hand, you think you can turn the heavens?"
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        Black Rain Villa had appeared generation after generation in the real world, continually vanishing and reviving. Each time it grew to its peak, it could become one of the world's most formidable forces. Even the top Knight Rank Eerie Night Guests were no less formidable than Fighters, with some even standing among the elite.
   

        Its status, its strength, its foundations, were all extraordinary.
   

        Yet this was merely the projection of Black Rain Villa's power in the real world. Its true form in the World of Calamities was undoubtedly even more terrifying and formidable.
   

        But now, the scene that unfolded before him almost completely shattered that perception. Tyrant Fist was, after all, Tyrant Fist, its depth and power vast enough to sweep across the heavens and earth, binding and suppressing the very essence of Black Rain Villa!
   

        The object in his palm was hard to overturn!
   

        Kaka kaka kaka...
   

        The silently bursting power erupted, a giant black hand slowly closing over the entire sky, grasping the terrifying Ghost Face in its palm. Ghost Face struggled and screamed maniacally as diverse strange powers collided and exploded, yet they couldn't damage the structure of the palm by even a fraction. It could only be quickly compressed, becoming smaller and smaller.
   

        This Ghost Face actually represented the original strength of Black Rain Villa itself. As long as Casio could grasp it and suppress it, he could, in a sense, control Black Rain Villa, unlike the Eerie Night Guests of generations past who, no matter how strong or high their authority, were merely dogs of Black Rain Villa. Only, their treatment was slightly better compared to other dogs.
   

        Essentially, there was no difference.
   

        In the rainy world, at the core location, a huge palm was capturing the Ghost Face.
   

        The Gale howled, and the clouds tumbled, everyone felt the entire space vibrate intensely. The rainy world, representing the power of Black Rain Villa, resisted and struggled, but it seemed to be futile. At various nodes in the Anta Mountains, several Golden Petal-like Ritual Cores shone brightly.
   

        They anchored this unique realm, resonating with the massive blood-patterned palm. It was like a huge net, securely capturing Heaven and Earth.
   

        The power of the ritual, the power of the blood sacrifice, along with Casio's Tyrant Fist. At this moment, perfectly suppressed the struggles of Black Rain Villa's true form.
   

        "It's futile, now all you can do is surrender!"
   

        A terrifying will descended, directly crushing the resistance of Black Rain Villa. The Ghost Face in the black palm suddenly contracted, turning into a fierce seal. The vibrating of the rainy world stopped, and everything suddenly returned to calm in an instant.
   

        Hu... hu... hiss hiss hiss...
   

        Breezes passed by periodically, carrying down freshly fallen cool rainwater. Around Black Rain Villa, whether it was members of the Magical Golem Sect or the New Human Orthodox Alliance, everyone was intently watching Black Rain Villa's true form at this moment.
   

        Now, Black Rain Villa was clearly covered by an eggshell-like black light membrane. On the surface of the membrane, countless nearly invisible ferocious Ghost Faces appeared. They were in agony, screaming, twisting, and weeping, as if they were driven mad.
   

        An extremely bizarre charm rippled around the area.
   

        People couldn't see the inside of Black Rain Villa's true form, but they largely realized it. It seemed the Demon Figure Gate Master had succeeded! He had subdued Black Rain Villa! And this was not any illusory projection but its true form.
   

        The New Human Orthodox Alliance had twisted and turned, scheming only to seize some initiative during the early revival phases of Black Rain Villa's projection, to try to possess and have a chance to bargain with Black Rain Villa's projection. The Demon Figure Gate Master however, had directly pulled down the true body of the villa, subduing Black Rain Villa with a brutal and overbearing attitude.
   

        The Demon Figure Gate Master, terrifying indeed!
   

        That forceful attitude was almost like a bandit leader capturing the chief's wife. And what the New Human Orthodox Alliance coveted, the chief's maid, naturally had to obediently become part of the dowry. The disparity was needless to say.
   

        At this moment, the strong amongst the New Humans felt a complex mix of emotions. A bit sour in their hearts, yet they dared not show it. They felt a trace of aggrievement.
   

        As the last descendants of the Eerie Night Guests, they were the true lineage of Black Rain Villa, of legitimate and pure origin. They were the ones who arrived first, so why now? The falling Black Rain felt a bit cool, trickling down on their faces...
   

        Of course, the New Humans dared not show their feelings or act rashly at this moment. Because next to them, a group of powerful fighters from the Magical Golem Sect were now standing with arms crossed, their stalwart figures looming. They had faces full of brutal expressions, looking fierce.
   

        Their eyes, wolf-like and tiger-like, seemed to emit a faint red light in the rain...
   

        Black Rain Villa, inside, Baptism Church.
   

        In a chaos of strange shapes amid grey mist. The eerie sounds of ghosts howling and wolves wailing circled in mid-air, with terrifying terrifying contours racing back and forth. A robust humanoid silhouette, draped in a large black cloak, slowly walked out.
   

        His hands hung naturally at his sides, both backs of his hands glowing faintly.
   

        On his right hand, a white gold Spiritual Rune logo was fully perfected, its flaws completely mended. It now gave off a golden shimmer as if made of gold leaf.
   

        On his left hand, a matte Ghost Symbol continuously changed. Smiling faces, crying faces, all exuding an extremely bizarre charm.
   

        The end had come, Black Rain Villa's true form had already been subdued by Casio!
   

        And in the moment of subduing, many secrets were revealed before his eyes.
   

        The origin, development, loss of control, and ultimate destiny of Black Rain Villa.
   

        First off, Black Rain Villa had a very ancient history, traceable even back to the Oyon Civilization era. It was constructed by the Oyon Civilization, an ensemble of bizarrely active Architectural Cluster Treasure primarily used for warfare, notably against dark creatures. Black Rain Villa could devour the flesh and blood of dark creatures to restore its own structure, thus achieving a perpetual motion machine-like effect.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1175: 591 Villa Origin, Spiritual Rune (4200)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Later, for some unknown reason, the Oyon Civilization suddenly vanished from the world. Black Rain Villa, a war artifact, was left behind, hidden away in a corner of the World of Calamities, naturally evolving over time.
   

        In this uncontrolled and savage process, some adverse influences emerged and gradually took root. Until, at some point later, Black Rain Villa was discovered by an Extreme Fist who then reactivated it.
   

        This Extreme Fist was the owner of the broken sculpture that Casio had seen earlier.
   

        The manor owner was an Extreme Fist, and also a scholar who advocated research. He was passionate about exploring the Oyon Civilization and had discovered Black Rain Villa through traces and clues. After restarting the villa, the Extreme Fist began further experiments to validate his own ideas. He was committed to finding a definitive solution to the calamities, and applied various methods to Black Rain Villa.
   

        Baptism Church, Limb Hall, Dawn Clinic, and so forth, were all established during this period. The rudiments of various schools and approaches, bizarre and diverse, were actually all born out of the thoughts and ideas of that Extreme Fist.
   

        Up to this point, everything seemed to be developing in a positive direction.
   

        Until the Extreme Fist acquired a piece of calamity meteorite fragment and attempted to use it on Black Rain Villa. A change occurred, and suddenly, Black Rain Villa developed its own will. Due to the past adverse influences and characteristics that absorbed the flesh of dark creatures, madness subtly spread.
   

        Each idea, each notion of the Extreme Fist, seemed to be transformed into the essence of Black Rain Villa, making it grow stronger bit by bit.
   

        This process was prolonged, proceeding step by step.
   

        Gradually, Black Rain Villa's will had nearly built up when the Extreme Fist met with an accident; he was injured by several Dark Ultimate Entities and returned to the manor to recuperate. Then, a backlash occurred.
   

        The final outcome was the fall of the Extreme Fist, but the newly born will of Black Rain Villa did not fare well either. It nearly disintegrated in the burst of the Extreme Fist, only able to absorb the lingering Qi of the Extreme Fist, and it became a fusion-like entity.
   

        This also led to Black Rain Villa, under the influence of the Extreme Fist's lingering Obsession, continuing on its original trajectory. It sought dark creatures, captured dark creatures, and studied dark creatures to ultimately find a solution to the calamities.
   

        This complete set of programs actually only succeeded in its initial phase. Due to the influence of Black Rain Villa's original mad will, the subsequent research on dark creatures and finding a solution to the calamities could not proceed.
   

        Thus, the Black Rain Villa subsequently entered a strange and malformed state. Mechanically repeating the process of finding dark creatures, capturing dark creatures. Generation after generation of Eerie Night Guests signed up, developed to their peak, and then perished. After a period, the process would project again and repeat.
   

        In the Baptism Church, Casio silently stood amidst the gray fog, observing everything around him. He seemed to feel the lingering obsession of that one Extreme Fist.
   

        Indeed, the human Extreme Fist, even in death, forever branded his Qi with the absolute notion of being the ultimate human. The obsession to find a solution to the calamities impacted Black Rain Villa for thousands of years.
   

        Instantly, he recalled the third time he underwent retrospection and had encountered the will of Black Rain Villa. Mechanical and cold, yet also with a trace of cruelty and madness, it was the result of the fusion and struggle between two wills.
   

        Gradually, Casio started to understand the development and destruction of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Projected to arrive, to find dark creatures, to capture dark creatures. Always unable to proceed to the latter part, leading to the energy of dark creatures accumulating within Black Rain Villa, and the mad part of the villa's will gradually becoming more powerful.
   

        Until the peak period, the madness in the villa's will completely overshadowed the cold and mechanical aspects. Various odd situations emerged, Eerie Night Guests died suddenly en masse. The ultimate outcome was that the experiment failed, and Black Rain Villa fell into slumber and disappeared.
   

        Thus the cycle repeated, generation after generation, time and again.
   

        In this process, the Black Rain Villa's inherent madness accumulated in the World of Calamities and gradually sought to suppress the remaining will of the Extreme Fist. This particular revival of Black Rain Villa was special because its mad will, for the first time, overpowered the cold logic, completing a transformation between strengths. A thousand-year-old rule was going to change, becoming even more mad, cruel, and evil!
   

        If Black Rain Villa were allowed to revive, then the new generation of Black Rain Villa and Eerie Night Guests would fully become an evil force of the calamities. No different from any Ripple master organizations or Totem Temples.
   

        Unlike in the past, when it had its own goals, both righteous and evil.
   

        After all, regardless of how the previous generations of Black Rain Villa functioned, the outcomes generated always resulted in the elimination of a large number of dark creatures. This time, if madness overrides sanity during revival, the future tasks of the Eerie Night Guests could turn into hunting humans. To kill humans as the rule of the villa.
   

        Of course, the Black Rain Villa now in Casio's hands no longer had the opportunity to create such turmoil. Before the moment when madness completely overtook sanity arrived, Casio forcefully subdued Black Rain Villa.
   

        Transforming it into an object in the palm of his hand, freely molding it, implementing his will.
   

        "That Extreme Fist who perished was truly a pity. Considering he could retreat unscathed even when facing several Ultimate Dark Entities, his strength was outstanding within the Holy Fist Realm. Yet, he was ambushed by such trash and, reluctantly, had to fuse his Obsession with it to maintain balance..."
   

        Casio's tone was regretful, somewhat emotional, and also filled with admiration.
   

        Even though this practitioner of Extreme Fist had perished, his lingering will was able to entangle and contend against the madness of Black Rain Villa for many years, always keeping the upper hand. The degree of refinement in that single Obsession was beyond imagination.
   

        It was as if Black Rain Villa had been manipulated by a dead man for so long.
   

        "Have you found a thorough way to solve the disasters?"
   

        He gazed at the towering spire of the Baptism Church, muttering to himself.
   

        It was a grand goal but appeared very challenging at this stage.
   

        The ancient and mighty Oyon Civilization, the era of the Southern Dipper Vein, seemed not to have achieved this aim either. In fact, the current situation was gradually drifting further away, sliding towards the worse. The collapse of the Hong Li Empire over a century ago was a symbolic watershed, signifying the break of balance.
   

        A long and arduous task indeed...
   

        Casio slowly raised his left hand, clenched his fist. The pattern of the Evil Spirit on the back of his hand lit up instantly, sending an invisible screech throughout Black Rain Villa.
   

        Boom, crash...
   

        Suddenly, the sky filled with gray fog rolled back into the ground, various monstrous shapes returning to where they belonged. The cluster of buildings shifted eerily, and pieces of bricks and stones rose up, forming a straight, spacious avenue. The avenue started from the core of the Baptism Church and led all the way to the exterior of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Casio scanned it once, lifted his black boot, and lightly stepped onto it.
   

        The entire flat surface acted like a conveyor belt, automatically carrying his body, as if an automated elevator leading out of the villa.
   

        This Black Rain Villa seemed to know how to act smart, quite accommodating really.
   

        It seems that Casio's brute force in subduing it had been quite effective at this stage.
   

        As the ground shifted, a breeze brushed against his face, gray stone buildings continuously moving backwards on both sides. Casio's gaze remained calm, pondering the villa's next moves.
   

        Without a doubt, Black Rain Villa would be extremely useful in the future.
   

        He had to eradicate the dark creatures devastating the real world and uproot those disaster organizations completely. And Black Rain Villa could provide intelligence, saving a great deal of energy. He intended to develop the Magical Golem Sect, enhance everyone's strength, and exert influence across the entire Secret Martial Arts World. However, his return was short, and even though it brought changes, it would still need time to mature.
   

        But, Black Rain Villa could certainly expedite this phase.
   

        After all, the purified power of Secret Spirit was an excellent thing.
   

        He could completely integrate the mechanism of Magical Golem Sect with Black Rain Villa, forming a complete process. Members of the Magical Golem Sect were already planning to eradicate the dark creatures, so why not take a task from Black Rain Villa beforehand? After the battle, there would be rewards to claim!
   

        Absorbing the power of Secret Spirit, accelerating the cultivation growth of Secret Martial Arts, and then continuing to hunt dark creatures. This positive cycle would continue until the annihilation of dark creatures in the real world! It's like a rapidly accelerating flywheel.
   

        As for the problems faced by the Eerie Night Guests of previous generations, the people of the Magical Golem Sect would definitely not encounter them. The Manor Owner was one of their own, the Gate Master belonged to their own sect, the rules were made by their own, the tasks were set by their own.
   

        It was as if the athletes, referees, and organizers were all their own people.
   

        With this setup, how could the Magical Golem Sect lose?
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        Pop!
   

        The surface of Black Rain Villa, like an eggshell, the black light membrane shattered with a loud bang at this moment. The ferocious ghost faces on the membrane, screaming in agony, dissipated one after the other.
   

        In front of the Magical Golem Sect and the Alliance of Orthodox New Humans, a stately villa wholly different from its projection appeared. The villa itself was much more imposing and grand, with a multitude of buildings clustered densely. The towering spires pierced into the heavens, faintly shrouded by mysterious and eerie fog. Danger seeped through the air, carrying the oppressive weight of an abyssal evil.
   

        "It's even more terrifying and horrifying than before...,"
   

        Silver Gun Soro's chest rose and fell unevenly, and his hands instinctively reached for the firearms at his hips, ready to burst into action at any moment. As he stood peering into the depths of Black Rain Villa, he felt as though a million eyes from the dark shadows were fixed upon him, making every inch of his scalp tingle.
   

        When you gaze long into an abyss, the abyss also gazes into you.
   

        Crack crack crack crack... 
   

        At the edge of Black Rain Villa, the menacing gray-black buildings moved aside like a dense array of teeth opening and closing. A broad, straight pathway revealed itself, seemingly leading directly to the core area of Black Rain Villa.
   

        On the road, a solitary silhouette grew larger and larger.
   

        Silver Gun Soro suddenly felt the eyes staring at him gradually close and withdraw their gaze. The feeling of danger ebbed away like the tide, his muscles relaxing from their instinctive offensive readiness, and he could not help but exhale a long breath of hot air. However, at this moment, a sense of dread surged within Soro.
   

        The danger emanating from Black Rain Villa didn't truly disappear. It was merely suppressed by a more terrifying momentum, so thoroughly that not even a trace of aura could seep through. So why did Silver Gun Soro feel relief? It was because the disparity was too great, so vast that he couldn't feel the danger or the other's presence or aura.
   

        It could even be said that his body's cells automatically abandoned their crisis warnings.
   

        Warnings are useless; better to be a little happy. Ants scurrying all over the ground also don't know disaster is falling from the sky until the moment they are squashed.
   

        Feeling danger is to have a strong will to survive, to do everything in your power to live. However, when there's nothing you can do to survive, you automatically ignore danger, ignore fear, and numb yourself.
   

        Silver Gun Soro was aware of the logic behind this, which is why he felt dread deep inside. However, not many among the Alliance of Orthodox New Humans realized this; they just felt the pressure suddenly lessen.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        A silhouette flashed by in an instant, and Casio appeared in the middle of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        He raised his left hand, and the evil spirit logo on the back of his hand glowed faintly. A strange vibration spread out, sweeping across the respectful members of the Magic Idol Clan.
   

        "Do not resist. This is a gift."
   

        In a low voice, the people of the Magic Idol Clan looked at the backs of their hands, where an indistinct black symbol had suddenly appeared. This was the mark of Black Rain Villa, and to sign this mark was to become a Marker, also traditionally known as an Eerie Night Guest. But now, Black Rain Villa's insignia had changed significantly. A ferocious image of a Blood Vulture Bird had appeared over the original shield.
   

        The current owner of Black Rain Villa was none other than the Southern Dipper Tyrant Fist, Casio.
   

        As the mark formed, it naturally carried the insignia of Casio's power.
   

        It wasn't just members of the Magical Golem Sect who were affected; a similar situation unfolded among the Alliance of Orthodox New Humans. Everyone felt warmth on the back of their hands as the image of a Blood Vulture Bird gradually emerged over their original black shield logos.
   

        "Black Rain Villa has been completely taken over by the Demon Figure Gate Master..."
   

        The leader of White Tower, Mumo, stood still, at a loss for words.
   

        Those with the mark were, in fact, slaves to Black Rain Villa, or to put it more pleasantly, representative agents of the Markers. But essentially, Black Rain Villa was their master. And now, there was a new master of Black Rain Villa, the Demon Figure Gate Master. Wasn't he then the master of their masters? The weak submit to the strong, and the strong submit to the stronger...
   

        "Sect Master!"
   

        "Magical Idol Master!"
   

        On the side of the New Humans, the current president of the Mentalist Association, Ray, along with Shockwave and Catwoman, were the first to walk out and greet Casio respectfully. They had already belonged to Casio, so naturally, they would return to the Magical Golem Sect after the revival of the villa.
   

        "Demon Figure Gate Master..." "Our Sect Master..." "Manor Owner..." "Lord of Black Rain Villa..." Instantly, the strong personas of the New Humans unanimously stepped forward respectfully. Their reverent attitudes were every bit as pronounced as Magician Ray's.
   

        At this moment, they had clearly recognized the situation and dared not harbor any other thoughts. Showing deference to the master's master, and humbling themselves did not bring shame. With such a great disparity, it was normal to be submissive.
   

        "Mag... Magical Idol Sect Master..."
   

        The leader of White Tower stammered, but eventually got the words out. Even if his ambitions were once grand, they had by now completely dissipated into dismay.
   

        "Lord of... Black Rain Villa..."
   

        Silver Gun Soro looked at Casio, seemingly recalling the incident at Blue Star Villa in the Anta Mountains. The operation by the Silver Skull Organization was destroyed by Casio. And although Casio was formidable back then, he didn't seem nearly as terrifying or fearsome as he did now. In total, only a few months had passed, and everything had changed.
   

        This couldn't help but cause Silver Gun Soro to sigh with emotion, his feelings complex.
   

        On the side of the Magical Golem Sect, Casio's expression was blank as he glanced over the Alliance of Orthodox New Humans and ultimately said nothing. Compared with top-of-the-world forces like the Door Organization and direct Blood Clan affiliates, the entire New Human group was just too insignificant. Their plotting, ambitions, and actions didn't affect the big picture at all. In comparison, they were at best equivalent to a normal school in the Secret Martial Arts World, of what significance could they be?
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        "Let the new humans continue with whatever they were doing,"
   

        Casio had no intention of stripping them of their Marks or killing them.
   

        Their existence as Markers seemed to be the lingering obsession of a once dominant Extreme Fist Fighter from Black Rain Manor, determined to solve the disaster problem. Casio respected this Extreme Fist Fighter. Having taken over his Black Rain Manor, Casio saw no need to erase every trace of him thoroughly.
   

        "Starting today, the Magic Idol Sect begins establishing its first branch in the Anta Mountains. Simon, you'll be in charge of the specifics," Casio glanced at the robust youth, "For a while, Anta City will serve as the transit hub for the Magic Idol Sect, possibly even busier than the headquarters. So, build the Martial Arts Hall needed, bring over the forces to be developed quickly..."
   

        "Understood!" Simonyi did not dare to be negligent and responded earnestly.
   

        "Mm, what we need next is time. The Magic Idol Sect already has the Southern Dipper Twelve Branches and the Magic Heart Code—foundations and core that can shoot us to great heights. Now, with the addition of Black Rain Manor to increase efficiency, your strengthening could be greatly accelerated, even for fighters. Cherish it, and quickly become stronger..."
   

        Casio slowly turned his head, his gaze sweeping over every disciple of the Magic Idol Sect, "Perhaps soon, an unprecedented crisis will emerge..."
   

        "Yes!" the crowd responded in unison, their expressions grave.
   

        On the ground, Casio looked up, gazing into the dim sky. It was as if his vision could penetrate the rain-soaked world, seeing the brewing crisis in the unknown.
   

        "I must also start hunting the Ultimate Dark Entity."
   

        "Achieving the true body of a demon idol..."
   

        *********************************
   

        Simultaneously, overseas, in a base villa of the Door Organization,
   

        In the darkness, a silhouette emitting a dense evil aura suddenly opened its eyes. A violent burst of qi spilled out, instantly collapsing the entire villa manor. Where it passed, it was as though hell had manifested, with clusters of black evil petals blooming. Various illusions and terrifying scenes proliferated.
   

        Members of the Door Organization patrolling covered their eyes, suddenly turning blood-red as they began to fight fiercely. Madness was breeding, and inner demons danced chaotically. Negative emotions overwhelmed everyone's minds, turning them into killing machines.
   

        In just half a minute, all the people inside the villa manor were dead.
   

        Weapons stabbed into each other's bodies, nails dug into skin, and teeth tore into flesh. The bloodshed was as if sculptures that could no longer move.
   

        "Ahhhhhhhh!"
   

        The horror of an invisible scream erupted deep within the villa, sweeping the surrounding ten-kilometer area. Within this range, all living animals suddenly stiffened and fell with a thud, bleeding from their seven orifices. Vast expanses of mountain forest withered, their cores rotting and leaves visibly losing their greenness.
   

        This area had seemingly transformed into a domain of death, with no escape.
   

        "Huff... Huff... Huff..."
   

        The evil figure in the darkness gasped heavily, its form twisting to the extreme, like a shrimp struggling on the ground. Its hands clutched its skull, fingers almost digging into its temples, eyes bleeding tears of blood.
   

        "Black Rain Manor! Over at Black Rain Manor!!!"
   

        "My nearly half will and qi have been eradicated..."
   

        "Who is it! Who exactly is it!?"
   

        "Whoever you are, I must tear you to pieces!"
   

        The Evil Heart Holy Fist gnashed his teeth, eyes bulging as though he were an evil spirit.
   

        In the deepest hall of the Totem Temple among the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains,
   

        An emaciated old wizard sat cross-legged on the ground. He suddenly opened his eyes, looking shocked toward the left side of the mural featuring totem patterns.
   

        There, vast patches of totem patterns eerily disappeared as if fading from an oil painting. This signaled the death of Totem Wizards whose totem aura had vanished. The disappearance of such extensive patterns indicated that the expedition team might have been annihilated!
   

        The old wizard's lips trembled, mumbling incessantly.
   

        "Totem King above... Totem King above..."
   

        In the underground caverns of the Alfama Mountains.
   

        A whirl of blood water howled by like a python, shifting into fog, then into bats, and then into a giant face.
   

        "It failed, it failed!"
   

        "What happened at Black Rain Villa?"
   

        "Could there be an Ultimate Dark Entity or a Saint Fist level being present?"
   

        "That shouldn't be..."
   

        In the eastern region of the Hong Li Empire, at the Headquarters of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting, deep beneath the Cathedral.
   

        A thirty-meter tall sculpture stood here, posed in a godly and holy manner, surrounded by devout believers constantly praying.
   

        Suddenly, the moon disc held in the statue's hand emitted a bright light, with hook jades fiercely colliding and vibrating. Terrifying and thick moonlight burst out like a tsunami, instantly flooding the entire Cathedral floor.
   

        Three seconds later, all the believers were dead, leaving only skeletons.
   

        And the surface of the Holy Moon God statue cracked, droplets of fresh blood falling from the edges. Drip, drop, forming a pool of blood.
   

        Just as a murderer must be prepared to be killed, every action must have a corresponding price. Even world-top forces like the Door Organization and the Lunar Eclipse Meeting face failure when it is their time to fail.
   

        However, this failure was particularly painful.
   

        The cost was particularly great—so immense that it was nearly impossible to accept...
   

        They are now very angry, very pained, and very afraid. What exactly happened at Black Rain Villa? Was there some accident?
   

        Theoretically, no side's forces, even if surrounded and attacked by other world-top forces, should have been completely annihilated. Unless something entirely unimaginable intervened.
   

        Was that the case at Black Rain Villa?
   

        On September 20th, Black Rain Villa restored that day, attracting forces from every direction, yet they were annihilated. The sole victor was the Magic Idol Clan who joined the uprising. Black Rain Villa fell into the hands of the Magic Idol Clan's Gate Master, becoming a tool for cultivation.
   

        In this campaign, Casio gained a lot and needed to properly digest it. Firstly, he achieved many insights into the Heart of the Saint Fist, understanding the meaning of purification. This was a milestone indicating a major step taken by Casio. Perhaps with further depth, he could awaken at a certain moment and master the Heart of the Saint Fist, progressing to the second step of Combining Three Fists.
   

        Secondly, the once incomplete Spiritual Rune was now fully perfected.
   

        This also means he could minimize the side effects of combining the three powers of the Southern Dipper's Force. Previously, when Casio summoned the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier, it almost led to a physical collapse and skeleton shattering. If he hadn't called back all the Demon Seeds, elevating the Magic puppet secret weapon to a peak burst state, it would have been impossible for him to forcefully combine the Three Fists and strike the final blow towards Xiadu.
   

        In short, the perfectly perfected Spiritual Rune was very useful for Casio. This was his second fully acquired rune following the Spirit Rune.
   

        With the Black Rain Villa incident concluded, over the next ten days, Casio spent his time digesting his insights. He also simultaneously learned about the function of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Gradually, as September came to an end, October was about to arrive.
   

        The Federation Combat Competition long promoted by the Magic Idol Clan was approaching.
   

        This also means he could minimize the side effects of combining the three powers of the Southern Dipper's Force. Previously, when Casio summoned the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier, it almost led to a physical collapse and skeleton shattering. If he hadn't called back all the Demon Seeds, elevating the Magic puppet secret weapon to a peak burst state, it would have been impossible for him to forcefully combine the Three Fists and strike the final blow towards Xiadu.
   

        In short, the perfectly perfected Spiritual Rune was very useful for Casio. This was his second fully acquired rune following the Spirit Rune.
   

        With the Black Rain Villa incident concluded, over the next ten days, Casio spent his time digesting his insights. He also simultaneously learned about the function of Black Rain Villa.
   

        Gradually, as September came to an end, October was about to arrive.
   

        The Federation Combat Competition long promoted by the Magic Idol Clan was approaching.
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        September 30th, at night, in East Sea City, on the top floor of a high-rise building.
   

        The starry sky was desolate, the pale moon against the pitch-black sky. Threads of moonlight, like tendrils of white veil, filtered through the tea-colored glass of the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a sheen over the brown genuine leather sofa. Beside the floor-to-ceiling window, on the soft black carpet, a tall silhouette sat quietly cross-legged.
   

        The moonlight fell on the silhouette, yet it couldn't outline its contours clearly, remaining indistinct as though the light were being swallowed by a bottomless black hole.
   

        "Huff… Puff… Huff… Puff…"
   

        The barely audible rhythm of breathing caused the surrounding air to circulate.
   

        If one observed carefully, they would notice that whether it was the air under the moonlight or the currents in the shadowy darkness, they all exhibited a bizarre breathing fluctuation. It was as if the black figure were the core, continuously drawing in and responding to the changes. Not just on this level, the entire building was enveloped in a special field, the currents of air subtly vibrating and distorting. This fluctuation even spread outward, expanding in all directions like a spiderweb, as if set to devour the bustling East Sea City entirely.
   

        This unique gravitational influence on the surroundings is exclusive to the Holy Fist Realm.
   

        At this moment, Casio was like a massive celestial body suspended in the cosmos, with planets, satellites, comets, all revolving around him.
   

        This invisible fluctuation spread throughout the entirety of East Sea City, but seemingly no one was aware. Even the Secret Martial Artists of the East Nine Gates lay sleeping peacefully, without feeling that they were enveloped and wrapped by an unknown force.
   

        This was Casio's current realm, beyond what ordinary people could imagine.
   

        The so-called gods in ancient myths perhaps were no different.
   

        Shua.
   

        In the darkness, Casio opened his eyes, taking one final deep breath.
   

        Suddenly, the invisible fluctuation that had covered the whole East Sea City was sucked away, retreating at an unimaginably terrifying speed, being drawn back into the vortex within Casio's body.
   

        After a moment of silence, he stretched out his hand in the moonlight and pressed it against his suddenly slightly glowing chest. There, the interlocked ouroboros logo was aglow and spinning, power vibrating, and a wave of vitality-infused aura rippled out.
   

        Casio was somewhat surprised; the Spirit Rune had actually recovered.
   

        Ever since the fourth retrospective, when he had forced the Spirit Rune to extract nine portions of spirit blood to create a powerful magic puppet secret weapon, the Spirit Rune had been in an overloaded state, with no telling how long it would take to recover. Based on Casio's understanding of the Spirit Rune, he could use it once every time he entered the Era of Retrospection and each time he returned to the Real World. But ever since the Spirit Rune overloaded, it had missed three opportunities to be used. Once in the Era of Retrospection, twice in the Real World.
   

        Finally, up to now, it seemed like the Spirit Rune was usable again.
   

        Waves stirred in Casio's heart, but they soon settled. Having reached the Holy Fist Realm, even without the Spirit Rune, he could still surge ahead triumphantly. This was his extreme self-confidence; he believed in his astonishing talent, top-level comprehension, and the accumulation and foundation built through multiple retrospections. The recovery of the Spirit Rune was merely icing on the cake, a boon to his capabilities.
   

        Flashes of thought passed through his mind, and Casio looked to the upper right corner of his field of vision.
   

        Wisdom Rune ∞: ▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆…
   

        A long stretch, followed by a short ellipsis.
   

        He concentrated his attention and glanced at the ellipsis behind.
   

        Instantly, Casio's entire field of view blurred, like a screen freezing. The next second, everything went dark, and he couldn't see a thing. Casio was startled, but upon closer observation, he realized it wasn't an issue with his vision or a problem with his Retrospective Ability. Rather, the progress bar of the Wisdom Rune was extending downwards frantically, blocking the light.
   

        One line, two lines, three lines… n lines?
   

        In any case, there were enough to fill the entire screen, densely packed.
   

        To absorb the Essence of Calamity, to brew the spirit blood.
   

        This is the requirement and function of the Spirit Rune Ouroboros.
   

        The Essence of Calamity, the thing absorbed by the Spirit Rune.
   

        Recalling his deeds during the fifth retrospective and the two occasions in the Real World, Casio instantly understood. The Essence of Calamity absorbed by the Spirit Rune was far too much, not even on the same level as the fourth retrospective.
   

        Just in the fifth retrospective alone, Casio had re-entered the Oyon Ruins to fight the direct Blood Clan, obliterated the enemies from the Totem Temple, and severely damaged the Lunar Eclipse Meeting. There was also the frenzied slaughter in the World of Calamities, where the Magical Golem Sect swept across the globe for more than two years, utilizing the Spirit Rune to absorb and purify the Holy Springs Water and the power of the Secret Soul. Not to mention, the same deeds were repeated shortly upon his return to the Real World.
   

        And let's not forget, Casio caused the fall of the King of Senairo!
   

        That was a genuine Ultimate Dark Entity!
   

        Even though he couldn't absorb much because he had to rush to the Final Battlefield, that was still a massive amount of Essence of Calamity, accumulated in the Spirit Rune.
   

        The various sources added up, leading to the current situation. This mass of Essence of Calamity could potentially allow the Spirit Rune to be used normally for many years. Casio willed it, and his entire field of view returned to normal.
   

        He calmed his mind and spirit and began to re-examine the Spirit Rune.
   

        Half an hour later, Casio reached a significant conclusion.
   

        The Spirit Rune must not be used casually. If it is to be used, it should be for something big.
   

        Or to be more precise, something incredibly big.
   

        Now, he had reached the legendary Holy Fist Realm. It could almost be said that he was at the endpoint of the Secret Martial Art, the peak existence that all Secret Martial Artists aspired to. He was intimately familiar with all sorts of mysterious Boxing Theories, powerful Boxing Methods, and formidable Skills, able to combine and use them fluidly at will. It could even be said that Casio's own insights were akin to a cheat code.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1179: 593 The Unification of The Three Great Personalities, The Ultimate Origin (4400)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        He was essentially a small Spirit Rune.
   

        If a practitioner of Secret Martial Art asked Casio to modify and enhance his mediocre Secret Martial Art techniques, it would be a piece of cake for him. In just a moment, Casio could create a new Secret Martial Art based on the core elements of the original, yet more powerful and comprehensive, achieving an epic level enhancement. It might be second-tier, or even possibly first-tier, depending on how much effort Casio was willing to put in.
   

        Therefore, for him, using a Spirit Rune to modify and enhance some Secret Martial Arts was meaningless and wouldn't bring much improvement to Casio.
   

        As for something like the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, its core was too complete and its structure too stable, almost containing the entire boxing understanding of a top Saint Fist. Even with a Spirit Rune, it would likely be impossible to modify on this basis.
   

        What Casio actually wanted was not the Southern Dipper System, but another important thing. This thing was key to achieving the Three Fists Combine.
   

        That was the three major Mental Methods.
   

        The three major Mental Methods, derived from the Magical Golem Sect, aimed to segment and balance Casio's three main personalities. Originally, it was absolutely impossible for one person to practice all the Southern Dipper Secret Transmissions, but with the three major Mental Methods at work, he was given this opportunity.
   

        And at this moment, the three Southern Dipper Boxing Methods had all reached their peak. That is to say, the development of the three major Mental Methods had arrived at their limit.
   

        And then, the crucial moment had come.
   

        If personalities could be divided, they could certainly be unified!
   

        At first, Casio's personality was split into three, achieving a bizarre balance. He simultaneously practiced three potent boxing methods, and the three Secret Martial Arts paths eventually reached their respective limits. Now, it might be time to try unifying the three personalities back to the original starting point.
   

        Brutally insane, coldly silent, majestically grand.
   

        The murderous personality, the aloof personality, and the main personality, all merging again to become the sole Casio. Just like a lush towering tree turning back into a seed.
   

        At that point, Casio with his three personalities unified, and his three Southern Dipper Boxing Methods transformed into the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, would genuinely achieve the Three Fists Combine state.
   

        The fifth retrospection's final peak battle, when Casio forcibly entered the Three Fists Combine state, was actually not complete. There were shortcomings in all aspects; his physique wasn't up to the mark, his qi was borrowed, the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission was incomplete, and the three main personalities had not unified, at best a watered-down and incomplete version.
   

        With that version, it was impossible to completely defeat the Disasters.
   

        Only completeness, only unity, could sever and end everything.
   

        Thus, Casio's current thought process was very clear. He wanted to use the Spirit Rune to deduce the second, also the final, stage of the three major Mental Methods.
   

        To let the three personalities unify again, mastering all variations of Secret Martial Art.
   

        And such a level of deduction would inevitably require a terrifying level of spirit blood, and also destined the Spirit Rune to be completely overdrawed and overloaded. Once started, the next time the Spirit Rune could be used might have to wait for thousands of years. Therefore, it was destined to be a one-time attempt.
   

        Casio had just tried it; the massive Essence of Calamity accumulated in the Spirit Rune right now was nearly blinding, yet still not sufficient for deducing the second stage of the three major Mental Methods. It seems he needed to pay more attention to this aspect. Continue to drive the development of the Demon Figure Gate, massacring the Dark creatures of the entire world, and even killing a few Dark Ultimate Entities in the World of Calamities. Honestly, the Essence of Calamity from the Dark Ultimate Entities was substantial.
   

        Just one would probably suffice for many years in the Real World.
   

        "Just in time, I've been planning a breakthrough against a Dark Ultimate Entity using the Corpses from the battle at Black Rain Villa as bait, luring a Dark Ultimate Entity from the weak passage between the two worlds at Immortal Island..."
   

        Casio muttered to himself, a flicker in his eyes, his mind already weighing his options.
   

        He had been anticipating the ultimate breakthrough of the Magic puppet secret weapon for a long time.
   

        Five minutes later, Casio stood by the floor-to-ceiling window with his tall figure, a glass of red wine floating at his side. His strength was indeed unimaginably powerful, but that didn't mean he lost interest in everything. Fine wine and good food, Casio still enjoyed tasting them, perhaps he might get tired of them in a hundred years or so. At least for now, his mindset was still young, not grim and lifeless.
   

        He sipped the red wine lightly, Casio looked out through the window.
   

        The night in East Sea City was noisy and lively, even now, the roads were still bustling with never-ceasing vehicles. Lines and lines of colorful lights intertwined with the stars in the sky.
   

        The Hong Li Federation was flourishing in development, with outstanding economic strength. As the leading economic city, East Sea City's development was extremely advanced. The overall situation of the world now looked like the 1950s of the last century, but looking at East Sei City alone, it almost seemed like the 21st century.
   

        Skyscrapers, cement roads, incessant traffic, neon lights.
   

        The night in East Sea City was even more enchanting, like a pink lady waving at you from the darkness, exuding a mature charm. The multi-colored lights flickered like pearls sprinkled on a luxurious evening gown.
   

        Tomorrow, this bustling city would host the largest Martial Arts festival in history. Originally, Casio wanted to have it at the outskirts, at the headquarters of the Demon Figure Gate. Later, he decided to hold the finals there while continuing the earlier matches in East Sea City, which was good for promotion.
   

        It should be noted that this Federation Combat competition had reached a global scale. Besides the original schools of the Hong Li Federation, the Demon Figure Gate had also invited masters from the Secret Martial Arts World of the other two powerful countries and even some well-known small country regional secret martial art schools to attend.
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        They don't necessarily have to compete, but they can spar and exchange views.
   

        Among these, some schools and masters who might be difficult to invite received invitations from the Magical Golem Sect with a trace of Casio's aura lingering on them.
   

        These Secret Martial Arts schools and masters were instantly shaken and changed their original plans, feeling obliged to give face to the Magical Golem Sect, as well as to save their own face. They rushed to East Sea City from around the world at the fastest speed possible.
   

        Thus, the scale of the Federation Fighting Competition continued to expand, showing signs of becoming an event of epic proportions. The East Sea City officials were also very supportive.
   

        The Black Mechanism played a significant role in this.
   

        Because they noticed the operation of the Magical Golem Sect at the Black Rain Villa ten days before. All the world's top forces had gathered in the Anta Mountains and, one after another, they were defeated and met their downfall there. In the end, the sole faction that walked out of the Anta Mountains was none other than the Magical Golem Sect! Even the assembled power of the world's leading Door Organization was completely annihilated therein.
   

        The Magical Golem Sect is indeed the strongest among the strong!
   

        By the window, Casio finished his last sip of drink and slightly lifted his head, "I remember that the Federation Fighting Competition also specially invited the East Nine Gates. No, the East Eight Gates, I wonder if they will come to participate…"
   

        "They should, after all, I left a trace of my aura on those eight invitations. I even made it a bit stronger on purpose, hopefully, it didn't scare them off. It wouldn't be good to scare our guests to death, after all…"
   

        He muttered to himself without any hint of emotion, revealing a scheming nature.
   

        "Tomorrow, if the East Eight Gates really do come, I'll have Simonyi greet them. After all, Simonyi is from East Sea City and was once the great disciple of the Yunquan Fist, so he should have some common topics with the East Eight Gates…"
   

        Time flew by, and with the passing of the night, October 1st arrived.
   

        In East Sea City, an unprecedented Martial Arts event was about to commence.
   

        Patrolling officers continuously roamed the streets, and critical roads and areas were cordoned off with yellow warning tape. Outside the tape, the citizens looked around and chattered, while inside the tape, the Fighting Competition was in full swing.
   

        At the entrance of the grand guild hall, streams of participants from various schools continued to enter, coming from all directions in the Secret Martial World. There was also a frequent presence of foreign schools with distinct clothing styles and exotic appearances.
   

        The welcoming continued non-stop from seven in the morning until ten.
   

        Approaching ten o'clock, as the welcoming was about to conclude, the native forces of the Eastern Secret Martial World, the East Eight Gates Union, finally made their appearance, looking somewhat nervous and uneasy. After all, the Fighting Competition was hosted by the Magical Golem Sect, which was at odds with the East Eight Gates, and one could never be sure if any accidents might occur.
   

        Such concerns were not unfounded, as the delegation the East Eight Gates brought only included half of their Gate Masters. According to rumors within the East Eight Gates, the other four Gate Masters seemed to have experienced accidents upon receiving the invitations to the Federation Fighting Competition, suffering damage to their spirits and requiring urgent seclusion for healing. This clearly showed that the Magical Golem Sect had ill intentions, likely aiming at the East Eight Gates.
   

        This time, the delegation of the East Eight Gates could only react to the moves as they came.
   

        Trying to survive this imminent challenge.
   

        At the entrance to the guild hall, the team from the East Eight Gates arrived in a majestic procession, large in numbers and impressive in momentum, immediately drawing the attention of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Instantly, a silhouette stepped forth from within the hall to greet them.
   

        There was Simonyi, laughing heartily as he opened his arms, showing an exceptionally warm welcome, "Gentlemen, welcome to the Federation Fighting Competition. We're all old friends here, so I need no introduction. Come with me…"
   

        "Let me lead the way, please!"
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        "Thunder Dog Simonni!"
   

        "No, it's Demon Dog Simonni..."
   

        "The Magical Golem Sect actually sends him to greet us from the East Nine Gates, are they trying to humiliate us? It must be deliberate, wanting to show us some intimidation..."
   

        "Damn traitor, the destruction of the Evil Eye Fist Sect is inseparable from him!"
   

        "..."
   

        Seeing Simonni's arrival, the team from the Eastern Eight Gates instantly buzzed with commotion, filled with heated discussions. Some were indignant, some cursed loudly, while others gnashed their teeth in anger. Essentially, all were hostile glances gathering from all directions, looking as if they wanted to tear Simonni apart alive.
   

        There was no helping it, traitors are the most hated. Despite the fact that Simonni had only done one thing from beginning to end — challenging the gate master of the Evil Eye Fist Sect at the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting. As for everything else, it was all done by the Magical Golem Sect and the gate master of the sect. But in the eyes of the East Nine Gates, the failure of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting and the fall of the Evil Eye Fist Sect were inseparably linked to Simonni. The subsequent confrontations between the Magical Golem Sect and the East Nine Gates only escalated the animosity.
   

        It could be said the most hated by the East Nine Gates was the gate master of the Magical Golem Sect, and second to that was Simonni. And within the East Nine Gates, the one with the most hostility at this moment was none other than the Yunquan Fist. After all, Simonni was a traitor to Yunquan Fist.
   

        At the entrance of the guild hall, on the cement road, Simonni's face remained unchanged, as if he was completely ignoring the prickling stares. Instead, in the midst of all the hostility, the only complicated gaze drew his attention. It was from an old man with graying hair at the edge of the East Nine Gates team.
   

        He looked to be in his fifties or sixties, weary and in poor condition.
   

        "Feis... Uncle..."
   

        Simonni muttered to himself inwardly, his eyes flickering, seemingly emotionally stirred. To the entire East Nine Gates, to the entire Yunquan Fist, the one thing Simonni cared about was Uncle Feis who raised him since childhood.
   

        Joining the Devil Idol Martial Academy and betraying the Yunquan Fist was due to his desire to cure his inherent physical defect. The only hint of guilt he had was toward Feis. As his foster father, Feis must have faced much ostracism within the Yunquan Fist recently, which was foreseeable. Simonni's thoughts were swift, quickly repressing any sentimentality.
   

        What use was being overly sentimental or feeling guilty after the fact? The key was to take action and make amends. The Federation Combat Tournament hosted by the Magical Golem Sect this time, inviting many famous schools and experts from home and abroad, was truly a martial arts extravaganza. This celebration was the perfect platform for the Magical Golem Sect to establish its position in the World Secret Martial Arts World once and for all.
   

        Once the momentum rose, like a dawning sun, it could quickly sweep away all demons and monsters. The East Nine Gates, which had been barely holding their own against the Magical Golem Sect in the Eastern Martial World, would probably not be able to make any waves after this.
   

        In the past month, the Devil Idol Martial Academies aggressively took over foundational levels across all the major cities in the eastern Federation, rapidly expanding their reach. They taught various simplified combat techniques and explosive skills to the general public. By the end of September, there was even a tendency for this to explode in growth.
   

        How long could the East Nine Gates and Yunquan Fist hold out in such a trend?
   

        In a few months, they would probably have no choice but to submit to the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        The Magical Golem Sect, with the Sect Master being the legendary Saint Fist, was extremely potent, with a plethora of resources and secret martial arts inheritances, and even the official backing of the Black Mechanism.
   

        It was almost immediately apparent that the Magical Golem Sect had the potential to grow into a giant that could influence the whole world.
   

        By then, would he still be considered a traitor? Perhaps by that time, Yunquan Fist would have to come groveling with familial ties and warm greetings. Simonni could already envision that scene, but he felt it was not enough.
   

        Too slow, too indirect, not satisfying enough, not decisive enough.
   

        With a slight shift in his gaze, Simonni directly locked his eyes on the leader of the Yunquan Fist team. The gate master of Yunquan Fist, Tsunami Brad.
   

        Mountains collapse and tsunamis roar with the Yunquan Fist. The names Mountain Collapse and Tsunami are not to be used lightly within the sect. And when one bears such a title, it signifies their tremendous potential to become a pillar for the sect across generations. Brad was such a gate master, who was placed with high hopes. His growth trajectory was steadily rising and fast. At the young age of thirty-seven, he was already considered a veteran fighter.
   

        In the future, he had a great chance of breaking into the ranks of top fighters.
   

        It's important to note that Mountain Collapse and Tsunami describe the sound, evoking the image of fierce winds and dense fog roaring past, shaking the ground as they wield Yunquan Fist.
   

        If Brad is known as Tsunami, it means his punches, like a surging tsunami, are tremendously powerful, with his boxing expertise reaching an impressive level of strength.
   

        If Simonni were to challenge Brad, he would surely need to be extremely cautious and attuned.
   

        Of course, he didn't believe he would lose, he was certain to win!
   

        In the Battle of Black Rain Villa amidst the rain, Simonni immensely benefited. The third king of the Door Organization, Eye Demon Carlos, truly died at his hands. Regardless of Carlos's decline in strength, and regardless of Simonni receiving power from Casio, the fact remained undeniable. Following Eye Demon's death, Simonni felt a surge within, an inward momentum ignited. More confident, more resolute, more powerful.
   

        After the incident at Black Rain Villa, he undertook tasks to execute the Disaster Forces, continuously enhancing his strength. At this point, in a battle among equals, Simonni feared no one, not even the gate master of Yunquan Fist.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Brad, Tsunami Brad..."
   

        "It's apt that with your name of Tsunami, I shall forge my momentum."
   

        Simonyi withdrew his gaze, his expression dark, his eyelids drooping. He slowly turned around, ignoring the stares of the crowd, and led the group from the East Eight Gates into the Guild Hall.
   

        ***********************************
   

        The Guild Hall hosting the Federation Combat Tournament was named Liu Guang. The Liu Guang Pavilion had vast grounds with all kinds of facilities and had even undergone architectural expansion to better suit the theme of the great combat competition.
   

        As the group from the East Eight Gates walked along, they saw the beautifully maintained environment, the majestic layout, and the disciples of the Puppet School standing on both sides of the key intersections. All in black Devil Fighting Suits with mysterious characters, which, though made of fabric, had the contour and sharp angles of armor, exuding a fierce aura.
   

        The members of the Puppet School were all tall and burly, their muscles strong, bulging in their Combat Suits. The pectoral muscles would shame some underdeveloped girls. The trapezius muscles on their necks connecting to their heads formed a distinct triangle, looking like back armor from a distance.
   

        As the East Eight Gates passed by, intense stares laden with killing intention swept over them. Occasionally, there would be a strange excitement, a frenzied agitation, a restless atmosphere pervading the air. If it had been just one or two, it wouldn't be as concerning. But all the disciples of the Puppet School they encountered were like this, making one suspect the Puppet School was a sort of mental asylum for murderers.
   

        Otherwise, where would such thick killing intention, such fierce aura come from?
   

        Along the way, some of the Puppet School's aura shocked even the elders and gate master of the East Eight Gates. The number of such surprises was not small, indicating the depth of the Puppet School. This cast a heavy and somber mood over the group from the East Eight Gates.
   

        After winding their way for about five or six minutes, they finally arrived at the competition venue.
   

        The place was bustling with noise, teeming with contestants, and famous schools from both within the country and abroad. All this dispersed that previous feeling. Standing on the edge, you could see a vast number of steel arenas, neatly ordered resting areas for schools, and Puppet School members clad in red maintaining order.
   

        A festive atmosphere emerged spontaneously.
   

        "Please, this way," Simonyi said, leading the East Eight Gates to the resting area for schools.
   

        Then, with a faint smile in the eyes of everyone, he disappeared into the crowd. Before leaving, he cast a deep glance at the gate master of Yunquan Fist, Tsunami Brad, causing Brad to frown slightly, his mind clouded with doubt.
   

        However, the grand opening ceremony soon captured everyone's attention. The dances, the songs, the dramas, one wave after another of splendid performances.
   

        On stage, with the white slender legs kicking and tapping like floating ice, the red lace skirt billowed like a blooming flower bud. The singing was loud and clear, like an oriole flying through the sky, the echoes resonating for a long time. Time swept by swiftly amidst song and dance.
   

        At half-past eleven in the noon, the opening ceremony came to an end, and the tournament officially began.
   

        On the balcony of a detached building deep in the Liu Guang Pavilion, Casio slowly opened his eyes, a sacred essence flowing around him, his invisible aura enveloping the surroundings. His standing figure was like that of a divine statue.
   

        "Having found the essence of the Saint Fist's heart, indeed, everything becomes much easier. With each purification, my will and insights on the Saint Fist become clearer. It's like piecing together a puzzle—success is just a matter of time..."
   

        "And once I grasp the heart of the Saint Fist, breaking through it is almost just a thought away. It merely depends on whether I want to or not..."
   

        He took a deep breath and looked up at the dazzling Sun. A thought of vying with the heavens arose within him, as if he could swallow the sun and moon.
   

        "Blood Vulture, White bird, the deeds you could not complete, I will finish them. After today, the entire Secret Martial Arts World, and even all the national governments and supernatural forces, will know that there is a Saint Fist emerging! There's no need to hide; let the great momentum rise at this moment..."
   

        Casio's mentality had shifted; he was more aggressive than before.
   

        This was partly because, through the Black Rain Villa incident, he learned about the state of affairs of the Door Organization and the various Disaster Forces. Another reason was that everything on Immortal Island was ready, except for an east wind.
   

        Once Casio's physique reached the Dark Ultimate Level, unless he foolishly charged into the deepest parts of the World of Calamities and was besieged by a large number of Dark Ultimate Entities, who else could kill Casio? At least, in the real world, the possibility of Casio being killed did not exist. Moreover, after his physique breakthrough, he would need only a bit of caution to step into the World of Calamities and begin his exploration.
   

        The current state of the era would also be fully displayed before Casio.
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Totem King, the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist and the True Ancestor of Blood, as well as the situation between the factions of dark creatures and humans in the World of Calamities.
   

        How many Saint Fists are still persevering?
   

        And how many sources of Calamities are left unguarded, spewing forth unchecked?
   

        What could be foreseen was that the overall situation was definitely worsening. A difficult future, an imbalanced state, and legions of Dark Ultimate Entities roaming freely on the disaster-stricken earth. All these hardships added together.
   

        It was... it was... making Casio wildly excited!
   

        Cultivating divine powers and forging divine swords was precisely for the day when powerful enemies would be vanquished, wasn't it? Without many formidable enemies, divine powers and swords would be useless and left to rust. Anyway, feelings of depression and despair would not be found in Casio. The more challenging the road ahead, the more exhilarated he became.
   

        Fists itching as if they were plagued by a terminal disease, only a bloodbath could offer a cure.
   

        This characteristic trait, this resolute will, was especially evident in the members of the Puppet School who were deeply influenced by Casio. Find monsters, defeat monsters, annihilate monsters! Especially annihilating monsters, which seemed absurd and bizarre, but is actually an expression of Dominant Thoughts and strength.
   

        The vicious dark creatures were violently vanquished, humiliated, and subdued!
   

        How valiant were the members of the Puppet School, how domineering, how mighty!
   

        It's just that their ways were too eccentric and deviant to be accepted by the mainstream.
   

        Originally, Casio thought that these symptoms were defects due to the incompleteness of the Qi Seal Inscription Method. Later, he realized this was not the case. After the Qi Seal Inscription Method had condensed the eerie aura of the Magic Heart Secret Book, the readers were more profoundly, more focusedly affected. Their inner desires were stirred up even more.
   

        Rumors said that a very small number of extremists had even emerged within the Puppet School. They planned to capture dark creatures they had selected early on during the hunting of the Disaster Forces, knock them down, and forcibly take them back to confine them in small dark rooms or basements as pleasure slaves, to flaunt their virility.
   

        Fortunately, this trend was discovered in time and stopped.
   

        Otherwise, who knows what shocking and scandalous events could have happened.
   

        On the balcony, Casio's thoughts drifted far away, his mind whirling with thousands of thoughts in an instant. Secret Martial Art practitioners were quick-witted, and naturally, Saint Fists were even more so.
   

        "It's about time, isn't it? Almost twelve o'clock..."
   

        Several hundred meters away, on the opening ceremony stage, the competition officially began.
   

        The Puppet School was very direct, bringing up a box after box of precious medicinal materials, with a rich fragrance of herbs. Moreover, there were powerfully effective pills and ointments on display. These were the initial rewards for the combat tournament.
   

        After that, more boxes were carried up. Disciples of Puppet School handled them with care, seemingly even more precious.
   

        The host opened them, and they turned out to be various secret manuals and secret techniques!
   

        For Secret Martial Art Schools placing great importance on heritage, this was even more attractive than the previous pills and ointments and other resources. A glance at these numerous boxes seemed to suggest nearly a hundred volumes, an exorbitantly large number. Were they all going to be given away as prizes? If that were true, everyone would go crazy!
   

        The host waited for the noise to subside and then announced that these Secret Martial Art manuals were the advanced rewards for the combat tournament. Besides, there was one Ultimate Reward, more important than all the initial and advanced rewards combined.
   

        Suddenly, all the schools were abuzz with discussions. Some scratched their heads with rising excitement in their hearts. Some widened their eyes, listening attentively.
   

        On stage, the host finally spoke.
   

        "The winner of this Federation Combat Tournament will receive one mentoring session from the Puppet Master of the Puppet School, a moment of epiphany-level guidance."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "The ultimate reward!"
   

        "A piece of advice from the Demon Idol Sect Master?"
   

        "I've never heard of anyone who could enlighten others on the spot..."
   

        "Could a single piece of advice make a veteran fighter break through to the top?"
   

        Suddenly, the resting areas of the various schools under the stage were abuzz with discussion, and the clamor was inevitable. The crowd exchanged surprised glances, momentarily at a loss. It was not like the uniform shock and fervor that rose when nearly a hundred Secret Martial Arts manuals appeared; instead, doubt emerged.
   

        The Demon Idol Sect Master, Casio, appeared during the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting organized by the Evil Eye Fist, defeating many gate masters and elders from various schools. He seemed to crush all opposition with overwhelming supremacy, possessing otherworldly strength. However, inferences made by many powerhouses afterward suggested that Demon Idol Sect Master Casio's strength actually lay between that of a top fighter and an ultimate fighter, which wasn't as exaggerated as it had seemed.
   

        Across the entire Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Empire, there were several top fighters and some close to becoming Boxing Masters. The Demon Idol Sect Master belonged to the same tier of strength as these top figures, which was indeed remarkable.
   

        But, could one piece of his advice truly lead someone to an epiphany on the spot?
   

        It might be possible for a boxing practitioner to break through to the rank of a fighter, given that the contestants came from all corners and were all exceptionally talented. The single winner would inevitably be someone who had trained to the limit in the boxing realm and was just a step away from crossing over. Guidance from a top powerhouse like the Demon Idol Sect Master would definitely have an effect.
   

        However, to say that a veteran fighter could break through to become a top fighter seemed way too exaggerated. Veteran fighters were the backbone of the World Secret Martial World, generally being the masters of the major schools.
   

        As for top fighters, they were as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns; only a handful of them existed. In the various Secret Martial Arts Worlds, the emergence of such a level of powerhouse could have an effect equivalent to a stabilizing pillar in the ocean. The announcer actually claimed that the Demon Idol Sect Master's advice could transform a veteran fighter into a top fighter, even specifying a promising future pathway that allowed room for further improvement. Such a narrative was obviously too far-fetched.
   

        You, the Demon Idol Sect Master, whose strength may only be at the top level, dare to create another fighter of the same level as yourself? Absurd...
   

        These were the thoughts of many strong individuals from various schools present at the venue.
   

        "The Magical Golem Sect is getting a bit carried away..."
   

        "They hosted one martial arts event and their confidence swelled?"
   

        "Where is the Demon Idol Sect Master? Where is he?"
   

        The noise continued under the stage, with many skeptical glances sweeping back and forth. Some faces bore cold sneers, as if eager to witness the sect's embarrassment. Yet, amidst the formidable background, some major schools and powerhouses remained unusually silent, lips tightly pursed, without speaking. They were the ones who had received special invitations from the Demon Idol Sect and sensed that shockingly horrifying whiff of Casio's aura. Though fleeting, it was still terrifying.
   

        Especially on the side of the East Nine Gates, a strange contrast was emerging. Whether elders or gate masters, the senior levels were quite silent, while the disciples and instructors below were indignantly shaking their heads and talking as if they were waiting to see the Magical Golem Sect's folly. The situation was intriguing.
   

        "Sect Master, it seems like the Magical Golem Sect has gotten ahead of itself. They think that by wildly expanding and increasing their power over the past month, they can become one of the world's top major schools and forces. The ultimate reward for the Federation's combat competition, advice from the Demon Idol Sect Master, is laughable. They think their nickname is Tyrant Body, so they read it as Tyrant Fist. Little do they know that in front of the real major schools of the world, the real top powerhouses, the Magical Golem Sect and its master are nothing but upstarts without any foundation," said a core disciple from the Void Sun Sect within the East Nine Gates, who was usually highly regarded, speaking with a sneer.
   

        He was the grandson of an elder of the Void Sun Sect, with outstanding talent and formidable background, having had smooth sailing all his life. As a result, he was bad-tempered and outspoken.
   

        "In my opinion, the Demon Idol Sect Master is about to face embarrassment this time..."
   

        "Why don't we, the Void Sun Sect, take advantage of this golden opportunity to challenge the Magical Golem Sect, tear off their facade, and make it impossible for them to save face..."
   

        This core disciple, struck by inspiration, spoke eagerly, his expression showing he was itching to stand up and accuse.
   

        "Lucas! Shut your mouth."
   

        The ordinarily silent Void Sun Sect Master suddenly spoke up, eyes fixed intently on the Void Sun Sect's second core, Lucas, with a grave and mysterious look, also showing the authority of being a sect master. That chill squelched the heat within Lucas, startling him into shock. The sect master was still the sect master, and even if the Void Sun Sect Master was Lucas's uncle, who could usually be joked with, when he got serious and earnest...
   

        "Did I... Did I say something wrong?"
   

        Lucas squirmed uneasily, feeling like he was sitting on a pile of needles.
   

        "Not a single word you said was right," the Void Sun Sect Master spoke heavily, his brow tinged with weariness and a trace of fear, "Look around you..."
   

        "Look at the gate masters and elders of our East Nine Gates, look at those famous schools or powerhouses of the world. See what their reaction is now..."
   

        Lucas's heart skipped a beat, and he hastily turned to look around.
   

        They all sat in their respective places, solemn, their silence infused with wariness. There was none of the restless agitation seen in the smaller schools or among the lower-ranking disciples, creating a stark contrast. 
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Could it be...!?"
   

        Lucas immediately thought of a possibility.
   

        Suddenly, the sky shook violently, and a gale swept through.
   

        "Silence!"
   

        The booming sound, like thunder descending, rolled over everyone's heads.
   

        It created a resonance that made everyone's body numb and tremble.
   

        "In this Federation combat competition, the ultimate reward is my guidance. The final victor can discuss boxing with me on Lake Heart Island of Divine Tears at the Demon Figure Gate Headquarters for three days, and even enter my World of Qi for training..."
   

        "A veteran fighter breaking through to a top-level fighter, or even a top-level fighter reaching their ultimate limit, isn't impossible, all depending on your insight. I, will hold nothing back. All boxing theory, all insights, all skills, are displayed within the World of Qi, exclusively open for you..."
   

        At this moment, major Secret Martial Arts schools and masters around the world were shocked as they looked around. The ground shook violently, and the massive Liu Guang Pavilion trembled intensely, as if struck by an earthquake. However, what was actually happening was not an earthquake, but an even more frightening phenomenon. A terrifying giant hand emerged from the underground, grasped the Liu Guang Pavilion, and lifted it into the sky. The wind howled, the sky was vast, and clouds gathered.
   

        Suspended in mid-air, a thousand meters high, Liu Guang Pavilion was held by the palm of a giant, clearly exhibiting five colossal fingers like heavenly pillars.
   

        "Wha... What!"
   

        "Good heavens, we are among the clouds!"
   

        "Is the Demon Figure Gate Master there? Was that his voice just now?!"
   

        Major styles from around the world completely exploded in turmoil, each person was utterly horrified. Even the usually calm and steady gate masters and elders of the big schools were shocked to their feet, their internal spirit strength nearly uncontrollably surging to protect themselves. However, a terrifying binding force filled the air, suppressing everyone. Many fighters' spirit strength couldn't break out, unable to contend with the surroundings.
   

        At this moment, it was the entire heaven and earth that was suppressing them. Even the top-level fighters or the Boxing Masters at the ultimate fighter level were useless.
   

        "The Demon Figure Gate Master, Casio!" "It is the Demon Figure Gate Master..." "It's him!"
   

        Many who had received special invitations were shocked to speak. They had actually anticipated that the strength of the Demon Figure Gate Master had reached a terrifying level, but never imagined it to this extent!
   

        "Saint Fist! It must be the Saint Fist! There is no other possibility..."
   

        A white-haired elder, at the level of a top-level fighter, muttered to himself. He had seen ultimate fighters before and had sparred with that Boxing Master.
   

        No ultimate fighter could ever achieve what was before their eyes!
   

        "The Demon Figure Gate Master..." "The Demon Figure Gate Master!" "The Demon Figure Gate Master?"
   

        Voices of various tones and emotions called out Casio's name, either with sighs of emotion, shock, or still harboring doubts. The Federation combat competition at this moment had reached a boiling point.
   

        Everyone would no doubt have an indelibly deep impression of this event.
   

        "It is me."
   

        Above the firmament, a low and grand voice responded to the calls of the people. The voice continued to echo, as if harmonizing like an orchestra.
   

        The next second, a colossal face slowly emerged, covering the blue sky, white clouds, and dazzling sunlight. Its mountain-like massive contour, solid and profound, cast vast shadows, giving an extreme feeling of oppression.
   

        That was a head, with the face of the Demon Figure Gate Master on it.
   

        He had transformed into a giant, standing tall on the ground, with his shoulders and head breaking through the cloud layer. One hand easily supported the Liu Guang Pavilion, his fiery red hair soaring towards the firmament, fluttering wildly like a blazing fire.
   

        Between his legs, the bustling East Sea City seemed to have become a tiny ant nest. The tallest buildings did not even match the thickness of his feet.
   

        The Demon Figure Gate Master, Casio!!!
   

        "The Federation combat competition, from this moment, officially begins."
   

        The declaration resonated, reaching everyone's ears.
   

        Suddenly, the giant abruptly released his palm, no longer supporting the entire Liu Guang Pavilion. Instantly, the Liu Guang Pavilion was in free fall, plummeting from a kilometer high. It dove toward the ground as the wind howled furiously.
   

        "Aaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh..."
   

        Screams echoed, trailing a vertical trajectory.
   

        Thud! Boom!!!
   

        Following the loud noise, everyone clenched their fists, looking around with unsettled spirits. Yet, they hadn't crashed to death, nor had the Liu Guang Pavilion shattered. The pavilion still firmly embedded in the ground, surrounded by the densely packed opulent buildings of East Sea City, just as usual.
   

        "Illusion?"
   

        "No, it's real, it's just that you and I can't comprehend it at all. It has surpassed our realm, reaching the legendary existence of Saint Fist..."
   

        Amid the bewildered and frantic crowd, the white-haired veteran fighter extended his palm. Within his palm, he was holding a high-altitude flying bird that had passed by during the time Liu Guang Pavilion was elevated to the clouds. At that moment, the bird flapped its wings in a desperate struggle to survive.
   

        It was as vivid as an avian animal fighting for its life.
   

        However, before the eyes of the crowd, the white-haired elder suddenly clenched his fingers inward. With a loud 'bang,' the bird exploded, transforming into a wisp of extremely pure Spirit Strength suspended in mid-air, whirling about like a flame.
   

        The surrounding air distorted, faintly forming an air vortex.
   

        "Spirit Strength creation! Sacred Domain..."
   

        Some knowledgeable experts murmured to themselves, shaking their heads.
   

        The white-haired elder began testing this strand of Spirit Strength in front of everyone. Despite punches and strikes hitting it, the Spirit Strength was as tough as iron wire, difficult to crush. It even vibrated slightly, broke free from the elder's restraint, and transformed into a crimson feather that pierced through the air and flew toward the distance.
   

        And that location was precisely the villa residential area deep within Liu Guang Pavilion.
   

        "The Demon Figure Gate Master... Truly terrifying..."
   

        The white-haired elder looked afar, mumbling to himself with a face full of apprehension.
   

        In the Liu Guang Pavilion, during the Federation Martial Arts Competition, all the various schools were utterly silent for five minutes, still recovering from the previous shocking scene.
   

        Once they regained their composure, the place was buzzing with noise and bustling excitement.
   

        Saint Fist!
   

        A living Saint Fist!
   

        The Secret Martial Arts World had seen the emergence of a new Saint Fist!
   

        They had just witnessed the tip of the iceberg of this Saint Fist's terrifying power. That towering giant was simply astounding!
   

        Originally, they thought that this Federation Martial Arts Competition, gathering famous schools and strong fighters from both domestic and international scenes, was already a major event. But above the stakes of the Federation Martial Arts Competition, an even bigger event had occurred.
   

        A Saint Fist had emerged from the Demon Figure Sect, whose power and realm were akin to that of a god.
   

        This moment was like dropping a bomb in water, the uproar could be heard across several districts around Liu Guang Pavilion. Some police officers near the yellow warning tape turned their heads to look, fearing that some major accident had occurred inside. But then, they turned back, choosing to ignore further disturbances.
   

        Their superiors had already warned them beforehand—whatever happens inside Liu Guang Pavilion, do not act rashly. Even if Liu Guang Pavilion exploded into the sky, they were to stay at their posts without any other thoughts.
   

        Inside Liu Guang Pavilion, Eastern Nine Gates, Void Sun Sect headquarters.
   

        The second core, Lucas, was nearly dumbfounded, sitting immobile, with a blank, wooden expression like a robot. He had finally understood the situation, scared almost to the point of urinating himself.
   

        Speaking ill of a Saint Fist to his face—there wouldn't be trouble, right?
   

        Meanwhile, many who had previously doubted the ultimate reward of the Federation Martial Arts Competition felt somewhat uneasy, their expressions tinged with trepidation and insecurity.
   

        Mocking a Saint Fist was indeed thrilling.
   

        Hopefully, this entity won't take it to heart and will just let it pass like a fart. Moreover, if the Demon Figure Gate Master is a Saint Fist, then isn't the grand prize of the competition real? To spar with a Saint Fist at the pinnacle of Secret Martial Arts for three days and even enter his World of Qi for training!
   

        All boxing theories, all insights, all skills, completely accessible.
   

        It would be miraculous not to have an epiphany!
   

        It's undoubtedly the dream reward every Secret Martial Arts practitioner yearns for!
   

        Unworthy of the name ultimate...
   

        Whether it's the numerous disciples or the elders and gate masters, at this moment, they all reacted. Their eyes instantly became eager, their hearts burning with urgency, as if magma was flowing within. Champion of the Federation Martial Arts Competition, countless benefits!
   

        Even some white-haired elders had fiery eyes, eager to try. They began loosening their stiff limbs, their disheveled hair fluttering.
   

        "I, too, would like to break through the top level and peek at the limit of a fighter."
   

        "Not to mention having a discourse with a Saint Fist!"
   

        "An honor within an honor..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Transcendence into the Saint, domineering to the extreme. The name of the Saint Fist, like a brilliant sun hanging in the high sky, is an existence everyone in the Secret Martial Arts World looks up to and chases after. Many top fighters, many Boxing Masters, once dominated their realms in their youth with a radiant air. Yet, in their later years, they could never touch the contours of that great sun, only admiring its captivating brilliance with a deep sigh.
   

        In the entire Secret Martial Arts World, no matter which school you belong to, no matter which country you're from, if you have the dream of pursuing the ultimate in Martial Arts, you should be incredibly excited at this moment. There's a saying that even if you know you can't reach such a martial ultimate realm, it's still good to witness it. For some deeply obsessed individuals, simply catching a glimpse of that realm is already satisfying enough. They dare not ask for too much more.
   

        After all, Saint Fists are exceedingly rare, perhaps once in several eras. Among these Saint Fists, many live in low-profile seclusion, and even when they break through, the outside world remains unaware. The chance to see a Saint Fist with one's own eyes is thus incredibly scarce. Not to mention, in today's Federation era, the Secret Martial Arts World is weakening, and the number of top fighters is as rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns, dwindling generation by generation.
   

        The rarity of Saint Fists in modern times is even greater than in ancient times.
   

        When the Demon Figure Gate Master revealed his Saint Fist level during the Federation Combat Tournament, it was like dropping a depth charge, and many Secret Martial Artists went crazy.
   

        These Secret Martial Artists are true martial fanatics who take their Martial Arts practice as their life's pursuit. Their obsession with the ultimate realm of Martial Arts must have reached a point of madness. The final prize for the winner of this Federation Combat Tournament is too attractive, its effect comparable to gunpowder. Tch tch, to discuss Boxing Theory with a current Saint Fist! Just thinking about that scene makes one's whole being quiver with anticipation.
   

        "Give it your all! You must go all out!"
   

        "The insights of a Saint Fist's Boxing Theory, a treasure among treasures!"
   

        "To behold the realm of Saint Fist is my life's fulfillment..."
   

        A group of martial fanatics trembled all over, their Muscles taut, their Fists clenched. Their faces flushed with excitement, as if they had achieved an important goal in their lives.
   

        Many had already decided that they must become the winners of the Federation Combat Tournament. Even if they couldn't win, they would join the Magical Golem Sect afterwards. Even if it meant abandoning their original school, discarding hundreds of years of Secret Martial Art heritage, and forsaking the ways of their ancestors, they still wanted to get closer to the current Saint Fist!
   

        Apart from these fanatics, some white-haired but strong-bodied elders stood tall, beaming with vitality, their hands outstretched, as if returning to their prime. They were not fanatics, not as feverish, but likewise deeply obsessed. Each had practiced Martial Arts for fifty to sixty years, but now found themselves old and declining, not making any progress and painfully staring at their bottlenecks.
   

        Now, the Demon Figure Gate Master personally promised that his guidance could help a Veteran Fighter to break through to the top, or even help a top fighter to push to their limits. The promise of a Saint Fist is as heavy as Mount Tai and highly credible. Any elder with a bit of ambition still left in them felt their decaying hearts rekindle. At this moment, their gazes were bright, sizing up their opponents.
   

        Of course, the Core Disciples from major schools were also boiling with excitement. Because in this Federation Combat Tournament, there wasn't just one winner. The competition was divided into events for Fighters above and below, meaning there would be two champions. They stood no chance against elder Fighters, but competing and battling with peers of the same level wasn't hopeless.
   

        Know this, the Ultimate Reward promised by the Demon Figure Gate Master isn't merely about breaking through realms, but also about guiding your future path.
   

        The road ahead is clear, bathed in sunlight, flat and spacious. The young ones have only to walk forward, without the struggle and trepidation akin to treading on thin ice.
   

        From breaking through as Fighters, to becoming new, Veteran, top, and even extreme – what to do and how to train is crystal clear. How many traps to avoid, how many detours to save. Advancing triumphantly all the way!
   

        Hence, the Ultimate Reward of this Federation Combat Tournament is undeniably a jolt of exhilarating adrenaline. The mood of all schools, all people, has been stirred. Seeing the bustling and spirited scene inside the Liu Guang Pavilion already tells you that this event is a success.
   

        So successful it cannot be more so, the name of the Demon Figure Gate will sweep across the world.
   

        Soon the Federation Combat Tournament officially started with the drawing of lots for the matches.
   

        Tug of War, Ranking Combat, individual duels – a rich variety of forms. Among them, the Tug of War represents the strength disparity between schools and doesn't relate to the ultimate prize, offering only other rewards. But individual combat is the main event, where each young contender fights in their own name, sparing no mercy even against fellow disciples, until the last victor is decided.
   

        These are the contents of the Youth Competition.
   

        There are also the contests for those above the Fighter level, but these are more straightforward.
   

        Since there are fewer Fighters to begin with, all being Masters and Elders of major schools, there is no Tug of War, just pure individual combat. Draw lots for the matches, losers are out, and victors advance.
   

        The entire Federation Combat Tournament, according to the schedule, was to last seven days. The first five days were for the Youth Competition, and the last two days for the Fighters. Starting with the finals of the Youth Competition, including the subsequent Fighters' matches, all will take place at the Demon Figure Gate Headquarters. Fully committed Fighters pose too great a risk of Destruction, so it wouldn't be appropriate to have them battling it out in the bustling East Sea City.
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        On October 1st, the Combat Competition began and lasted until October 4th.
   

        Over the course of four days, the core disciples from various schools of the Youth Competition demonstrated exceptionally high battle standards, fully showcasing the characteristics of Secret Martial Arts. There were agile swinging steps, unparalleled Combat body arts, and bizarre and unpredictable Phantom Boxing Methods. Some relied on sheer strength to overpower their opponents, others used complex maneuvers to bewilder. A perfect representation of various stylistic features was on display.
   

        All the spectators were treated to an eye feast, exclaiming that their visit had not been in vain.
   

        Even the organizers of the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Competition, who often hosted such events, were overwhelmed and continuously amazed. They even felt ashamed, realizing that the scale of their previous competitions paled in comparison. Numerous unknown world schools and masters unveiled their stunning abilities at the Federation Combat Competition, drastically elevating the event's momentum.
   

        Under the effervescence of these four days, a piece of news about Demon Figure Gate Master Casio being a Saint of contemporary times quickly spread. It caused a massive stir in the Secret Martial Arts World and even affected the usually disconnected Transcendental Realm. Some minor forces in the Transcendental Realm heard the news, partly understanding, partly confused. A supreme powerhouse had emerged in the Secret Martial Arts World! Named Saint Fist, rightfully the number one existence in the world!
   

        In such a grand backdrop, the development of the Demon Idol Martial Academy became even more frenetic. Branches of the academy sprouted across the eastern six counties of the Federation, leaving the Eastern Eighth Door no room to retaliate. After all, how could you, Eastern Eighth Door, now dare to make a move against me? Try and you will perish!
   

        Hence, the Demon Idol Martial Academies rose overnight like bamboo shoots after a rainstorm. Many Martial Arts enthusiasts were astounded; in just two or three days, a grand and majestic dojo had appeared on Martial Arts Street. It took over the clientele and storefronts of other academies, and no one dared to trouble it. Instead, it grew more prosperous as time passed.
   

        Not just in the Eastern Secret Martial World, but the Demon Idol Martial Academy had begun expanding into the other three Secret Martial Worlds of southwest and north, and even started planning branches in other continental countries. Such is the confidence brought by the sole contemporary Saint Fist, the Demon Figure Gate Master—a massive force had clearly gathered.
   

        On October 4th, at a branch location of the Door Organization in North Reef Continent,
   

        This place was on the outskirts of a bustling coastal city next to a Golden Beach, even connected by a highway. Numerous men and women drove here, setting up chairs and umbrellas, dressed in shorts and bikinis, showing off fair or bronze skin. Some sunbathed, others played chase games, some went diving or surfing, and still others sipped beers while enjoying the view of beautiful women.
   

        And just three to four kilometers away from this bustling beach, in the forest, stood a white single house, its path stretching out to the highway. Now, on that path, figures in black robes advanced. Silent as if they were puppets, they arrived at the residence.
   

        Guards with formidable auras appeared, checking identities before granting entry. Numerous men in black entered the conference hall, quietly waiting for the main figure.
   

        The room was eerily silent—you could hear a pin drop. In this silence, the attendees faintly felt as if they could hear a heartbeat gradually intensifying. Thud thud, like a fiery engine overheating. For a moment, it seemed as though a grotesque heart appeared before their eyes, surrounded by a hellish landscape with evil petals blooming and muddy blood flowing— a horrific spectacle.
   

        In the center, that heart pulsed, enticingly. And on its expanding and contracting surface, the facial features of a human face gradually emerged, terribly fierce. This was a nightmarish scene. Regrettably, the heart was split in two, not whole.
   

        The facial features remained only half, the expression still pained.
   

        "Aaaaahhhhh!!!!"
   

        An ephemeral scream flashed by, sweeping everything around it.
   

        The room darkened momentarily as a silhouette suddenly appeared, taking the seat of honor. The men in black regained their composure and looked towards the figure.
   

        This was a tall man, nearly 1.9 meters, with broad and robust shoulders. His long hair, dark as ink, cascaded behind him, exuding a domineering presence. However, the hair, once as smooth as satin, was now dry, with patches of white spreading from the ends to the roots, decaying like that of an old man.
   

        His formerly handsome and charming face was now covered with a black mask, seemingly hiding something. But the fiery, demon-like, bloodshot eyes, the densely packed degenerative patterns on the neck like ringworm, and the rich scent of blood on his body, all spoke of the dire state of Evil Heart Holy Fist.
   

        In the conference hall, breathing fluctuated, and a hoarse voice broke the silence, tinged with a hint of hysterical madness.
   

        "Have you figured out what exactly happened at the Black Rain Villa in the Anta Mountains!? Who? Who exactly? Who obliterated our Organization's five Kings and numerous elites!" roared Evil Heart Holy Fist with a surge of anger.
   

        The men in black exchanged glances around the conference table, and finally, a previously appointed speaker, a middle-aged man sitting on the first seat to the left hand of Evil Heart Saint Fist, stood up, took a deep breath and spoke.
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        "Sir, after a thorough investigation, it is confirmed that it's the Magical Golem Sect from the Eastern Martial World. Just a while ago, our Door Organization had been keeping a close eye on them..."
   

        "The Magical Golem Sect!?"
   

        The Evil Heart Holy Fist's eyes flickered. His injuries were too severe, and he had been in seclusion since issuing the task a few days ago, so he wasn't very clear about the situation. However, the Evil Heart Holy Fist had heard about the Magical Golem Sect before.
   

        During the fight hosted by the Evil Eye Fist at the Eastern Martial Arts Exchange Meeting, the Magical Golem Sect had suddenly emerged, annihilating the Evil Eye Fist and beginning to contend with the East Nine Gates. It was around the same time that the Spiral Eyed Sword in the hands of the Eye Demon was taken—it was Grim Reaper Amos and the Demon Figure Gate Master Casio from Black Mechanism who did it together. These two points were known to Evil Heart.
   

        "How could it be the Magical Golem Sect? Could it be that Black Mechanism is in collaboration with the Magical Golem Sect? That shouldn't be possible. With the strength our Door Organization dispatched to compete for Black Rain Villa this time, even if it were two Black Rain Villas and two Magical Golem Sects, we would have still managed to crush them! Or is it that all the world's top forces have united in the Rain World? A coalition against our Door Organization would have caused that kind of situation..."
   

        A flurry of thoughts raced through the Evil Heart Holy Fist's mind in an instant.
   

        The middle-aged man continued speaking.
   

        "Yes, Sir, it is the Magical Golem Sect. They are the ultimate victors of the Black Rain Villa incident, this is without doubt. The other forces all suffered heavy losses in the Anta Mountains, losing many soldiers and generals." He paused for a moment: "Judging by the prior intelligence on the Magical Golem Sect's strength, it is very likely that they did not win the Black Rain Villa incident by brute strength but by sheer luck..."
   

        "Based on our collective speculation over the past few days. In the Rain World, it's very likely that it started with several forces besieging our Door Organization, or perhaps all of them. After all, our reputation is too great, making us a likely target for special attention. And as you know, Sir, none of those other forces are pushovers, they all likely have such deep-seated measures..."
   

        "Therefore, the most likely scenario is that the forces dispatched by our Door Organization were ambushed and defeated. Then, they fought amongst themselves, and in the end, the Magical Golem Sect emerged victorious by sheer luck. Of course, there are probably some variables related to Black Rain Villa involved. Otherwise, even with internal competition, it wouldn't have been the Magical Golem Sect's turn based on strength. There surely was some change in Black Rain Villa that the Magical Golem Sect seized and exploited..."
   

        The middle-aged man spoke eloquently, expressing his insights. These were the judgments and speculations made from the intelligence gathered by them over a period of time.
   

        Not necessarily correct, but closer to the truth.
   

        The master seated at the head, the Evil Heart Holy Fist, seemed somewhat convinced. The Door Organization being defeated by a single Magical Golem Sect was something he definitely did not believe. But if they were defeated under the siege and full display of depth from all the world's top forces...
   

        The Evil Heart Holy Fist felt there was a certain possibility.
   

        "The Magical Golem Sect... the Magical Golem Sect, Magical Golem Sect!"
   

        He muttered to himself beneath the Mask, the blood-red in his eyes growing more intense and his gaze increasingly dangerous. Having been severely wounded and nearly half of his will and qi destroyed, the Evil Heart Holy Fist was evidently slipping into madness.
   

        He was more irritable, angrier, and more impulsive than before.
   

        For instance, now, the Evil Heart Holy Fist couldn't control the release of his terrifying momentum, which promptly swept through the entire Conference Hall. The men in black in the hall felt as if a heavy hand pressed on their shoulders, trembling with fear, drenched in sweat, their hearts thumping as if they would explode.
   

        "The Magical Golem Sect! No matter whether you're the one responsible for annihilating our Door Organization's main force or not, I'm holding you accountable! The Demon Figure Gate Master Casio, a mere top Fighter, dares to provoke our Door Organization. Hehehe, I will dismember you piece by piece!"
   

        He was like a mad demon with his black and white hair wildly dancing, and it seemed as if blood was trickling from the corner of his eyes: "Inform all the Door Organization members out there, everyone gather at the Red Federation's first stronghold in the Eastern part of the Hong Li Federation. This time, we shall wage the most brutal Sect Destruction War to intimidate the entire Transcendental Realm and Martial Arts World! I will bring back the head of the Magical Golem Sect Master and make it into a night pot of human bone. Utter torture, severe pain, I shall unleash it all upon you..."
   

        Suddenly, someone rushed to the door from outside, their steps hurried. They even pushed open the door without taking time to report, with a roughness that was extreme.
   

        "GET OUT!!!"
   

        The Evil Heart Holy Fist looked at the subordinate at the door, a flash of red in his eyes ready to wound him seriously. However, the subordinate quickly explained what he came for.
   

        "Sir, something of utmost importance has occurred!"
   

        He was panting heavily, his face pallid, and his demeanor shocked.
   

        "Speak!" the Evil Heart Holy Fist frowned slightly.
   

        "In the Martial World, the Martial Arts World of the Hong Li Federation, a Saint Fist has appeared! On October 1st, at the Federation Combat Contest hosted by the Magical Golem Sect..."
   

        "The Demon Figure Gate Master, Casio, demonstrated Saint Fist mastery!!!"
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        "Saint... Fist!!?"
   

        In the conference hall, there was a stir, followed by an eerie silence.
   

        Only a series of heavy, heaving breaths echoed, conveying the shock of the crowd. The unimaginable had happened—the Demon Figure Gate Master turned out to be an existence of the Saint Fist! This was absolutely earth-shattering news!
   

        In the entire Real World, the upper limit of strength for each era was actually the Ultimate Fighter. A handful of Ultimate Fighters constituted the pinnacle of the strongest in the Real World. And without a doubt, the Saint Fist surpassed this level, reaching a realm utterly incomprehensible and beyond scrutiny.
   

        Every Vice Leader of the Door Organization is crowned with the name of Saint Fist. As if by doing so, they could touch the glory of that sacred realm and gain a similar status and respect. But Evil Heart Holy Fist knew too well the vast chasm that separated them. The difference between an Ultimate Fighter and a Saint Fist seemed but a single realm away, seemingly within reach, yet in reality, it was a gulf spanning millions of miles.
   

        Climbing mountains and fording streams, leading a life of wandering and trials, the hardship was extreme, and one may still not be able to bridge this chasm. The gap was far more exaggerated than one could imagine.
   

        He called himself Evil Heart Holy Fist, but in front of a true Saint Fist, he was like a clown, comparable to an ant. Hardly anything noteworthy.
   

        The more one understood the realm of Saint Fist, the clearer the gap between a Fighter and a Saint Fist became. Therefore, at this moment, Evil Heart Holy Fist even held his breath for two to three seconds. The violent killing intent and rage in his heart extinguished in an instant, as if plunging into an ice cellar. His bloodshot red eyes, originally cruel and violent, now appeared exceptionally clear and even a bit dull.
   

        "You... you're telling the truth!?"
   

        Evil Heart Holy Fist sat stiffly in the main seat, still harboring a sliver of wishful thinking as he questioned. What he actually hoped was that the Demon Figure Gate Master's so-called Saint Fist title was just like his own, a shameless nickname forcibly imposed, not truly indicative of strength and realm.
   

        A fake Saint Fist and a true Saint Fist are incomparable.
   

        "It's true, my lord, right there at the Federation Combat Competition. The event organized by the Magical Golem Sect didn't just invite various schools from all four major Secret Martial Arts Worlds within the Hong Li Federation but also a large number of famous schools and masters from abroad. They witnessed the Demon Figure Gate Master exhibiting his Saint Fist cultivation, effortlessly suppressing everyone present with his strength alone, imprisoning their momentum so they could not reveal it outside their bodies. There were many witnesses, and the credibility is very high..."
   

        The black-clothed subordinate reported rapidly, detailing the specifics. Whilst listening, Evil Heart Holy Fist rose to his feet, his aura fluctuating violently.
   

        He seemed like a volcano about to erupt with magma.
   

        But in the end, the volcano died down, and he collapsed back into his chair.
   

        His momentum quickly waned, and he fell silent.
   

        Because, according to his subordinate's description, the Demon Figure Gate Master was most likely a genuine Saint Fist. Even the strongest Ultimate Fighter couldn't possibly suppress so many schools gathered at such a grand event all by himself. A combat event where the fighters were counted by the dozens, if not hundreds, all subdued by a single person.
   

        If this wasn't the work of a Saint Fist, what was?
   

        "The situation has changed, cancel all previous arrangements and plans."
   

        After a full minute of silence, Evil Heart Holy Fist finally spoke.
   

        Previously, he was blustering about gathering the power of the Door Organization to settle the score for the Black Rain Villa incident on the head of the Magical Golem Sect. He was intending to execute a brutal Sect Destruction War to intimidate the Supernatural Secret Martial Arts World. He even wanted to take Casio's head and turn it into a night pot to vent the grievance of a severely injured Qi and will.
   

        But now, facing a Saint Fist, facing a school with the presence of a Saint Fist, none of the above could be achieved. Even having a slight thought of it was laughable and dangerous. After all, when the enemy accuses you of possessing weapons of mass destruction, it's best you actually have weapons of mass destruction. Not to mention if you were to dig around and pull out a nuclear bomb from your chest.
   

        Your eyes set on the nuclear bomb, try repeating those forceful words you said earlier.
   

        Dare you?
   

        Evil Heart Holy Fist, dare not.
   

        No, the Evil Heart dares not. If a true Saint Fist emerged, arrogating such a title to oneself would make one the biggest laughingstock in the world. All previous so-called dignities would now backfire.
   

        It's rare, but at this moment, aside from the bone-chilling cold within his heart, Evil Heart surprisingly felt not an iota of anger and defiance. Oh, so the total annihilation of the Door Organization's forces at Black Rain Villa and the severe damage to his own Qi and will was the doing of that current era Saint Fist within the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Then there's nothing to worry about...
   

        "Do not act recklessly; all forces of the Organization are to stand by where they are. The strongholds and forces within the Hong Li Federation are to keep a low profile and proceed with caution for the time being. As for those in the eastern six counties of the Federation, withdraw them all to other places, leaving only spies to reconnoiter..." Evil Heart Holy Fist quietly commanded in the conference hall. He was a stark contrast to his previous madness.
   

        "Yes."
   

        The many members of the Door Organization exchanged glances, nodding in silence.
   

        When the meeting ended and the doors closed, Evil Heart Holy Fist was left alone.
   

        He paced back and forth on the empty floor, his right thumb cocked, rubbing the golden ring on his index finger. The ring's surface was engraved with the burning flame patterns, glowing faintly, and seemed rather peculiar.
   

        The same ring was also seen on Magic Phoenix Saint Fist's hand. It was with this ring that Magic Phoenix Saint Fist had awakened and summoned the Xiadu avatar.
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        This ring is essentially the equivalent of a deputy leader's token for the Door Organization, or one could say it's a badge of status bestowed by the leader of the Door Organization, Xiadu.
   

        "A Saint Fist has appeared. We must notify Lord Xiadu immediately. How we proceed afterward shall be determined by Lord Xiadu himself."
   

        The Evil Heart Holy Fist no longer hesitated and proceeded with a clear course of action.
   

        "I need to make a trip to the Extreme Ice Abyss immediately..."
   

        The Extreme Ice Abyss, located in the deepest part of the North Polar Ocean, is called the Land of the Ruins by the generations of Moersaka People living within the Arctic Circle. Legend has it to be a bottomless pit, akin to the mouth of a demon. The ice layer, over a kilometer deep, is penetrated, and there's even magma churning within. Despite being a land of extreme cold, it paradoxically contains scorching hot entities, truly a place of utter desolation. It's even rumored that the aurora borealis can be swallowed by the Extreme Ice Abyss, unable to escape.
   

        Therefore, except during the period of the midnight sun, a vast area surrounding the Extreme Ice Abyss is shrouded in absolute darkness, devoid of any markers or directions.
   

        However, now it's the period of the midnight sun, a real restricted zone for the living. Even the Moersaka People, familiar with the environment, dare not come close. But the Evil Heart Holy Fist has fewer concerns, as the leader's ring in his hand naturally guides the way, and his skills as an Ultimate Fighter lessen his worries considerably.
   

        "Demon Figure Gate Master, Demon Figure Gate Master... so it's a Saint Fist..."
   

        "It seems that only Xiadu himself can determine your fate..."
   

        *************************************
   

        Hong Li Federation, East Sea City, Flowing Light Pavilion, Combat Competition.
   

        One of the eight main arenas was hosting a fierce Youth Competition match. Two geniuses who had reached the advanced realm of Boxing Method were clashing ferociously. Their feet stomped on the arena floor with pounding sounds; their fists collided with a deep thudding noise; their rapidly flapping sleeves created crisp popping sounds—it was a symphony of heated struggles.
   

        "Fire Snake Sami, Magic Mirror Kara, quite interesting indeed."
   

        "Top-notch talent from the western martial arts world of the Hong Li Federation and an Inheritance Disciple from one of the three unique schools of the southern Yana United States pitting against each other, truly unseen before. This Combat Competition has indeed been an eye-opener..."
   

        In the spectator seats, some Secret Martial Artists gathered in small clusters discussing.
   

        "Who will win? Both are in their third acceleration."
   

        "It looks like it would be Magic Mirror Kara. His on-the-spot mimicry skills are too strong. He can grapple with you in the same style and then find your weaknesses during the clash to defeat you. This is the special secret technique of their Magic Mirror School. Anyone facing him for the first time, no matter how cautious, is likely to be at a disadvantage. Such a unique and formidable school, and as its inheritant, Kara is exceptionally gifted indeed..."
   

        "What if he goes up against Demon Figure Gate's Broken Moonlight Dragon?"
   

        "Broken Moonlight Dragon? Not easy to say. Both are black horses in this Combat Competition, with no prior records. Dragon's matches, although quicker and more overwhelming, might be due to the fighting style of Magic Mirror Kara. Mimicking styles take too much time..."
   

        The two Secret Martial Artists analyzed the emerging young talents of this Combat Competition while watching the match. The two they just mentioned were among the top eight strongest contenders in the Youth Competition, soon to head to the Demon Figure Gate Headquarters for the final championship. Of course, Magic Mirror Kara had to win this match to qualify as one among the eight, but the scenario on the stage had begun to clarify, with his opponent gradually faltering.
   

        "Kara can't beat Dragon," suddenly, behind the two, a white-haired elder with piercing eyes approached and joined the conversation casually. "Magic Mirror against Dragon, the mirror will break. The Martial Arts and Combat Skills of Demon Figure Gate form a unique and powerful system, taking a completely different cutting-edge path. The secret techniques of the Magic Mirror Sect from the southern Yana, though formidable, might not..."
   

        He shook his head, his eyes fixed on the two figures intertwining on the arena.
   

        "I think..."
   

        A Secret Martial Artist was just about to object when another one beside him said excitedly, "Winged Theo, the former Gate Master of the Winged Snake Fist!"
   

        "Hehe, the old reputation need not be mentioned, I'm just an old man aged and weakened now. Let's watch the match, just watch the match," Theo, the old man, kept his eyes glued to the arena while chatting with the two.
   

        Their skills varied greatly, having nothing in common, but the Federation Combat Competition had brought them together, creating a chance for a shared conversation.
   

        "Elder Theo, with your profound insight and discerning eye, who do you think will be the champion of this Youth Competition at the Federation Combat Competition?"
   

        A tall, thin Secret Martial Artist asked, his tone curious.
   

        "Unless there's an accident, it should be Broken Moonlight Dragon," Theo replied, looking at the puzzled faces of the two and smiled lightly as he explained. "You might not see it, but although the eight strong contenders appear to have combatively overcome their opponents. In reality, among the geniuses, there are differences. Roughly three tiers. Magic Mirror Kara is in the second tier, and there might be one or two others in the same tier. But there's only one person in the first tier, Dragon. His Boxing Method is too deadly, unmatched..."
   

        Theo's eyes flickered, stating the facts.
   

        "I even doubt whether he could match up with Fighters."
   

        "Ah? That strong? Then the ultimate champion would be..."
   

        The tall, thin Secret Martial Artist gasped slightly in surprise.
   

        "That's why there are unforeseen circumstances. If a disciple of Demon Figure Gate were to win the Federation Combat Competition championship, wouldn't the so-called ultimate reward be self-serving? It wouldn't look good; they definitely wouldn't do that. Either Dragon voluntarily quits the competition to avoid suspicion, or the Demon Figure Gate disciple won't take the final prize spot, even the runner-up could receive the ultimate reward. I think it's the latter, the Demon Figure Gate wouldn't overlook such a detail..."
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        Theo speculated.
   

        And indeed, it was as he had guessed.
   

        After the Magic Mirror Kara defeated the Fire Snake Sammi, the quarterfinals ended completely. The host went on stage to announce that the location of tomorrow's youth final would be held at the Demon Idol Sect headquarters on the outskirts of East Sea City. After the competition, everyone could arrange to change their accommodations and head to the headquarters of the Demon Idol Sect. This was the first piece of news, and the other was about the ultimate reward that Theo had speculated about.
   

        The people of the Magic Idol Clan would not take up any places.
   

        This made many competitors breathe a sigh of relief.
   

        They felt that this martial arts competition was a bit fairer now.
   

        On the afternoon of October 4th, nearing dusk, various schools originally housed by the Puppet Sect began to arrive at the outskirts of East Sea City at the Demon Figure Gate headquarters.
   

        After they had rested, they began to tour around the headquarters. The Magic Idol Clan did not stop them, as this was an opportunity to demonstrate their strength. After all, the plan was to develop the headquarters of the Magic Idol Clan into a sacred site of martial arts.
   

        Being secretive and vague wasn't a good approach.
   

        Since no one hindered them, naturally, many secret martial artists from various schools started to look around. Inside the Magic Idol Clan, they saw many museum-like buildings with trophies showcased under glass covers.
   

        One after another, eerie and twisted battle totems, blood that flowed and rolled but could never coalesce into human form, and a more than ten-meter-high Whitestone Statue that had been reassembled and pasted back together. Though these trophies were damaged, they emanated strong auras. Even through the protective covers, they made one's skin crawl. They were obviously very dangerous things that the Magic Idol Clan had destroyed.
   

        Leaving the Magic Idol Clan's buildings, people saw one by one, colossal stone statues standing five to six meters tall. Broad and towering stone statues stood in different positions, seemingly connected together to form a massive pattern.
   

        The visitors had originally thought these were just sculptures, but when someone couldn't resist poking and digging at the stone, curious about the type of stone being used, the statue moved. It flung that person out like a little chick, sending them flying dozens of meters away and causing them to faint, only to wake up a good while later.
   

        In that instant, everyone felt a dangerous aura. Even the elders and gate masters of some schools cast wary glances at the statues, finding them troublesome. However, these troublesome statues were scattered all around the Magic Idol Clan, forming a defensive circle protecting the headquarters.
   

        The visitors suppressed their shock and then went to Heart of Lake Island, this time led by disciples of the Puppet School. As they took the boat, the closer they got to Heart of Lake Island, the more they felt a magnetic force as if it were drawing them in. Whispers filled with magic power echoed faintly in their ears.
   

        Thankfully, the influence was weak and not enough to drive one mad.
   

        Upon reaching Heart of Lake Island, they quickly identified the sources of the magnetic force and magic power. On the island, in various directions, stood numerous formidable secret manuals. These manuals, though closed, caused bizarre changes within a one-meter radius around them, distorting the environment. In some places, the air and ground were shattered, as if covered by a spider's web. In other areas, the ground continuously sunk, with stone and mud decomposing into dust by some mysterious force. And some vibrated continuously, with shock waves rippling in circles, as if explosives were detonating.
   

        In the center, a secret manual known as the Magic Heart Secret Book caused illusions to proliferate around it, creating a scene akin to a demonic prison. A blend of low murmurs from men and women overlapped, calling and screaming, tempting one to fall into the abyss.
   

        After the visitors left, their minds echoed with the scenes from Heart of Lake Island and the various strange phenomena around the secret martial art manuals. This was true secret martial arts—clearly resplendent, mysterious, and extraordinarily powerful. If one could cultivate even one of these manuals, the satisfaction would no doubt be immense.
   

        As the Federation martial arts competition escalated to an intense stage, at Immortal Island overseas, a mutation that had lasted for four days was entering its final phase. An enormous quantity of bait was thrown through the gateway between worlds; even the dark creatures scrambling for the bait became part of the bait themselves. The escalating tantalizing aroma finally, at some moment, caught the attention of a big fish.
   

        An Ultimate Dark Entity waded towards the shore with heavy steps.
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        Southeastern waters, Immortal Island, underground cavern.
   

        Originally, this place was dim, lit only by large patches of mutated moss on the cave walls emitting a faint green light. Now, however, it was brightly lit with wall lamps everywhere, illuminating the surroundings. One could see through the light that there were signs of artificial excavation on the cave walls, and even roads had been built. Some distinctly Federal-style buildings stood erect, with cableways connecting the different areas.
   

        The Puppet School had taken over Immortal Island for some time now, and many elites had come to the underground cavern to prepare. Later, after the resurgence event of Black Rain Villa ended, the world's major disaster forces suffered heavy losses. Corpses were constantly shipped to Immortal Island, converted into bait.
   

        This bait, being both human flesh and rich in catastrophe energy, was considered top-notch. Few dark creatures in the World of Calamities could resist them. They were continuously attracted over, but just as regularly killed, causing the conduit between the two worlds to gradually expand, aiming for a diameter that could allow the passage of the Holy Fist Realm and the Ultimate Dark Entity. The Puppet School would also regularly send strong individuals through the conduit to clean up the residual corpses on the other side, eliminating their aura. This was to prevent the deaths of a large number of dark creatures from triggering an alert in that area.
   

        Under such consecutive operations day and night, the conduit between the two worlds had already expanded many times more than when it first started, nearly taking over the entire cave wall.
   

        Gusts of yin winds came from the Inner World on the other side, bringing with them an extremely unsettling aura of catastrophe and malevolence. However, all these disastrous forces with negative influences were completely devoured by the towering silhouette at the mouth of the conduit between the two worlds. An invisible vortex of aura engulfed everything around, with dominant thoughts permeating every corner, suppressing all sorts of ominous signs.
   

        Disciples of the Puppet School, who were constantly transporting various materials back and forth, felt assured just by seeing that silhouette's back, never panicking. Even the black tunnel, which breathed in and out like the gaping maw of the abyss, covered nearly half the underground cavern with an extremely terrifying oppressive force.
   

        As long as the Sect Master of the Puppet School was there, even if the sky fell, he would hold it up with one hand!
   

        Huff... Hiss... Huff... Hiss...
   

        The sound of air exchange between the two worlds dominated the melody of the entire underground cavern. Other than that, the sparse sounds could almost be considered inaudible. Suddenly, there was the noise of a rushing silhouette.
   

        At the massive gateway, shaped like a black gemstone, a human silhouette burst through the light membrane like a water bird, moving so fast that it left a trailing afterimage.
   

        The light flared up, revealing the figure of the Demon Hound Simonyi. At this moment, his clothes billowed as strong black airflow gushed from his pores, as if a whirlwind enveloped him.
   

        Simonyi's eyes were also pitch-black, his aura far stronger than in his usual state. It was clear he had activated the Demon Seed and was using Casio's power.
   

        He was originally presiding over the Federation's combat competition in East Sea City. But after the competition got on track, in reality, it only required following the established procedures. Thus, Simonyi delegated this task to another commander of the Puppet School and, in turn, came to follow Casio on Immortal Island. The other commanders were very willing to do so because this was effectively a free credit to their name.
   

        But, in Simonyi's eyes, there were other considerations and plans.
   

        Ever since he joined the Puppet School, he had always held on to one belief.
   

        What the Sect Master saw as important was worth investing a great deal of effort in. Whatever the Sect Master did not pay attention to, no matter how deafening its momentum or vast its scale, likely would not be considered a significant achievement even if completed.
   

        And from the recent developments, the conduit on Immortal Island seemed particularly important to the Sect Master Casio. In contrast, with the combat competition, he merely displayed his strength on the first day to intimidate the whole Secret Martial Arts World, and then he left East Sea City for Immortal Island to take charge.
   

        Therefore, Simonyi chose to also come to Immortal Island to await orders.
   

        And indeed, he was given a vital task.
   

        The environment on the side of the World of Calamities was extremely dangerous, with dark creatures lurking everywhere, dominating the earth. And the Puppet School, or rather the Sect Master, needed scouts to constantly gather intelligence from the other side. Assessing the overall situation around the conduit to determine the amount and timing of bait deployment. Even the observation on whether any Dark Ultimate Entity had been attracted was necessary to strategically lay traps, step by step.
   

        During this period, it was impossible for Sect Master Casio to cross over, as the presence of the Holy Fist Realm was too vast to pass through the conduit. Therefore, someone else had to be chosen, ideally a fighter with combat cultivation, an agile mind to handle emergencies, and abundant courage to venture into danger.
   

        The Demon Hound Simonyi played such a role.
   

        He frequently moved in and out of the conduit, bringing back a lot of vital intelligence.
   

        One could say that he had provided significant help to Casio's overall plan.
   

        And this time, Simonyi brought back an extremely crucial piece of intelligence!
   

        "Sect Master, about one hundred fifty kilometers due north of the conduit's entrance, I discovered traces of the Ultimate Dark Entity..."
   

        He approached quickly and stopped beside Casio, reporting the situation with respect. Simonyi's body, carrying a hint of Casio's Tyrant Fist aura, could sense the aura of the surrounding Dark Ultimate Entities, triggering a special alert.
   

        "Has the prey... finally arrived?"
   

        The towering figure, who had been sitting cross-legged like a sculpture, suddenly opened his eyes, with deep blue pupils like the abyssal sea. He stopped cultivating and slowly stood up. His broad shoulders and massive strength seemed to lift the entire space inch by inch. It was as though something in the air had been activated.
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        Countless dominant thoughts leapt about, like kindling awaiting the spark.
   

        "Report the specifics," Casio said to Simonyi.
   

        "Yes, sir!"
   

        Simonyi immediately rehearsed the events of his few hours in the World of Calamities. From this information, Casio quickly deduced that the Dark Ultimate Entity was gradually making its way towards the portal between realms, incessantly hunting while slowly advancing.
   

        "Extraordinarily gluttonous, or bearing wounds that need healing, requiring a large intake of food? Regardless of the situation, the bait I've thrown should be highly tempting to the Dark Ultimate Entity. If it catches the scent, it's sure to rush over..."
   

        Casio pondered and made his judgment.
   

        His gaze shifted as he looked at the loyal Simonyi waiting by his side.
   

        "Come, over here."
   

        Simonyi, slightly taken aback, obeyed Casio's command and walked over.
   

        He stopped less than a meter from Casio and suddenly his vision blurred. The afterimage of a fuzzy black arm expanded rapidly before his eyes, so fast that even a fighter could hardly react in time. Whoosh, thud. An index finger pressed against Simonyi's forehead, and the next second, a scorching stream of Qi roared out. It poured into Simonyi's body like water through a pipe.
   

        Wherever it passed, muscles trembled slightly, almost to the point of spasm, and cells seemed to vibrate. He felt as though he was soaking in a hot spring, warm and cozy, all the dirt and fatigue inside and outside of his body swept clean, pure and clear as if newborn. The pleasure surpassed that of the spring tide, compelling one to clench their fists so tight that nails dug into palms, wishing to moan out loud.
   

        Fortunately, Simonyi resisted the urge to shame himself before the Sect Master. It would be embarrassing for a grown man to cry out so wantonly before the traditionally dignified Demon Figure Gate Master.
   

        Simonyi's usual persona was also one of coldness and strength.
   

        So he thought about it and chose not to convert the overwhelming pleasure into audible sound. Instead, he endured until the empowerment was complete.
   

        As the finger slowly withdrew, Simonyi stood in place, savoring the aftertaste.
   

        His will swept through his body, feeling bursting with vitality and pure strength. Not only superficially, but even the potential hidden deep within his body had been enhanced in that hot flow. With a slight intention to muster his Qi, a river-like current swept through him. Simonyi clenched his fist, heart surging with emotion.
   

        He had, under the empowerment, reached the pinnacle realm of a fighter.
   

        This trip to Immortal Island, serving diligently under the Demon Figure Gate Master, was not in vain. In fact, it was a windfall, the likes of which could not be more profitable. Advancing from a veteran fighter to a top fighter was a ground-breaking affair even within the whole Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        After all, a top fighter is crucial for decades to come, and with the decline of Secret Martial Arts, their role has grown even more significant.
   

        Had he really stepped into the top echelon of the Secret Martial Arts World in just four days? Simonyi was elated and simultaneously marveled at the Demon Figure Gate Master's power and generosity. Such gifts that could bolster one's strength multiple times over were but a small token in the Gate Master's eyes.
   

        No matter how one looked at it, he had made the right choice. Forsaking the easy honors of the Federation Combat Tournament in East Sea City had been the right decision, without any doubt.
   

        "Thank you for your generosity, Sect Master!"
   

        As soon as Simonyi regained his composure, he immediately saluted with respectful demeanor.
   

        "Gather everyone from the underground cavern."
   

        "After receiving the reward, leave the cavern quickly. Don't stay on Immortal Island, head back to East Sea City; just myself remaining here will suffice," Casio ordered indifferently. He had already sensed that a great battle was imminent.
   

        "Yes!" Simonyi immediately clenched his fists in salute and quickly walked around.
   

        Soon, all the disciples of the Magical Golem Sect who worked hard on Immortal Island received their rewards, which were extremely satisfying. Casio wasn't stingy at all.
   

        He simply distributed a small part of the life vibration energy obtained from the massive amount of dark creatures killed using fish bait during this period. People need motivation, especially one's own people. Strengthening one's own people was tantamount to strengthening the Magical Golem Sect itself. Of course, Casio also needed to reserve life vibration energy for himself. Although it couldn't increase his strength, it could be used to heal injuries. Releasing life vibration energy to madly increase the strength of the Magical Golem Sect's disciples was an action he would absolutely not take unless it was a last resort.
   

        In the cave, disciples of the Magical Golem Sect, whose strength aura had clearly become much stronger, had packed up and, under the leadership of Simonyi, were leaving the ancient ruins. The brightly lit underground was left with only Casio.
   

        He will handle all the following matters by himself.
   

        Several hours later, near the channel between the two worlds of the World of Calamities.
   

        A brilliant expanse of blue starlight covered the gray-black plain, a purely gorgeous scene that was captivating. In mid-air, countless specks of starlight floated down gently like snowflakes, lightly drifting. Upon touching the ground, the starlight sprinkled onto the bodies of the dark creatures on the plain. The starlight, like droplets of paint, would soak a large area the moment it touched down. The skin of the dark creatures was quickly speckled and visibly turned into blue sculptures at a speed visible to the naked eye.
   

        The sculptures were motionless and had distinct features, as if they were semi-transparent crystals.
   

        Thud thud thud thud... thud thud thud thud...
   

        A series of footsteps came faintly from a distance, growing louder and more resonant, dull and massive. As time passed, every step caused the ground to shake, like a ray of thunder. Thud! Dings and clinks! The blue crystal sculptures on the ground suddenly burst, turning into transparent star sand.
   

        Soon, the entire plain was covered with a thick layer of crystal powder.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A tremendous suction force suddenly arose from the south of the plain, all the star sand was swept up into the air and towards a vortex, flying at a high speed. During the process, a dreamlike Blue Crystal Galaxy formed, extraordinarily magnificent. Eventually, the galaxy entered a large mouth as if it had been poured into a bottomless abyss.
   

        Under the sky, upon the earth, a Crystal Behemoth roamed the gray-black plain, hunting dark creatures without restraint. No entity could resist it, for it was an Ultimate Dark Entity, the Crystal Emperor, the Star-horned Deity.
   

        In the Crystal Sand Sea, the progenitor of the Crystal Race was collectively known as the Crystal Emperor. All Crystal Emperors were Ultimate Dark Entities, and there were several of them.
   

        And this one, was among them, the Star-horned Deity.
   

        The sparse daylight of the World of Calamities fell, revealing its massive form.
   

        According to human knowledge, the Star-horned Deity looked very much like an oversized crystal insect. Its appearance resembled that of a Unicorn Fairy, yet it was different. The Star-horned Deity was not round; its surface was instead covered with rock-like armor with distinct features. It resembled the shell of an Alligator Turtle, a creature that immediately looked fierce and formidable. Inside the semi-transparent shell, energy similar to star sand flowed, forming huge tsunami-like vortexes.
   

        The most eye-catching part was the two large bull horn-like appendages on the head of the Star-horned Deity, which towered high into the sky, accounting for one-third of its body size. Blue halos expanded at the tips of the bull horns, constantly shedding twinkling star sand, forming a vast domain around the Star-horned Deity.
   

        Within its domain, Crystal Rain fell, annihilating anything that was not of the Crystal Race.
   

        After the dark creatures died, they were devoured by the Star-horned Deity to repair the huge gash on its body that was nearly healed. It was obvious that a colossal fracture ran down the side of the crystal armor on the deity's back, clearly the result of a terrifying attack, and it was indeed a heavy blow. However, now it was nearly repaired, replenished by a continuous stream of Catastrophe Energy.
   

        Rustle rustle... rustle rustle...
   

        The galaxy-like star sand was meticulously munched by the Star-horned Deity.
   

        But it was not yet satisfied.
   

        The massive head tilted slightly, and a terrifying gaze turned toward the west side of the gray-black plain, where an alluring scent wafted from a mountain gorge.
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        Hunting requires patience.
   

        Especially when the prey is an Ultimate Dark Entity.
   

        Such existences, standing at the apex of the food chain in the World of Calamities, might be the ancestors of a Dark Creature Tribe. Their flesh approaches immortality, wielding strange and terrifying powers. Especially in the World of Calamities, where the aura of disasters is everywhere, endlessly replenishing their strength. Even a Saint Fist can only exhaust and confront.
   

        So, to kill an Ultimate Dark Entity, the best method is to lure it into the Real World. In that way, the Ultimate Dark Entity cannot replenish its power of calamities, and its sustained combat capacity greatly diminishes. Of course, even so, it is still challenging to kill an Ultimate Dark Entity. Fortunately, Casio is a Nan Dou Successor, whose South Dipper Red Vulture has become Tyrant Fist, and the other two Southern Dipper Boxing Methods have also reached their peaks. He possesses terrifying killing power against immortal creatures.
   

        Thus, it's as if the Ultimate Dark Entity's regenerative ability had been further weakened, transforming it from being immortal to a creature with a life bar that could be killed. With all these factors combined, Casio gained the confidence to dare to lure and hunt an Ultimate Dark Entity, forging the foundation of his Demon Idol.
   

        In the World of Calamities, near the inter-world passage in the mountain gorges,
   

        the heavy footsteps of the Star-horned Deity were getting closer, and with each step, its colossal feet, resembling blue crystal pillars, caused the canyons to shake. Wherever it went, the cliff walls were infected into semi-transparent crystalline structures, smooth and flat like a mirror surface. At a glance, it looked like a Blue Crystal Canyon.
   

        Thud thud thud thud...thud thud...
   

        The footsteps eventually stopped; the Star-horned Deity had arrived at the inter-world passage.
   

        On the cliff face, a huge black hole almost at its height, with a layer of light film separating the inside from the outside. Yet, the airflow continued to exchange constantly, in and out. With each exhale, it brought out a tempting scent.
   

        This scent was irresistible for ordinary dark creatures, but the Star-horned Deity was an Ultimate Dark Entity and was not about to go mad with desire. Instead, it was the scent that attracted the Star-horned Deity's attention and led it here. In fact, what truly caused the Star-horned Deity to experience intense emotions was the huge inter-world passage on the cliff face.
   

        Every time the Catastrophe Tides were strong, some inter-world passages between the World of Calamities and the Real World would form. However, these passages are not large enough for Ultimate Dark Entities to pass through, only allowing some ordinary Dark Creature Tribes to go over. Unless, it was like the great upheaval over a hundred years ago.
   

        Three mega-sized inter-world passages appeared, and the Lightless Night emerged. Ultimate Dark Entities and human Saint Fists fought wildly, locked in deadly combat. The formidable injuries on the body of the Star-horned Deity were from that battle. So it was actually entangled and hadn't come to the front of the inter-world passage.
   

        Now, after more than a hundred years, another giant inter-world passage appeared, and it had the luck to come across it. Hesitating only for a moment, the Star-horned Deity decided to enter the passage for a look.
   

        Although the tempting scent of disasters wafting from the passage was somewhat suspicious.
   

        But the Star-horned Deity believed in its own strength.
   

        What's more, since that great battle, the faction of the human Saint Fists had collectively fallen apart. The Ultimate Dark Entities had firmly taken the upper hand, a clear advantage visible to the naked eye. Even the White Bird Sacred Fist had fallen! Many Saint Fists had, during the Lightless Night, crazily held back the Ultimate Dark Entities whose strengths surged, leading to their final demise. In fact, some of the Ultimate Dark Entities in the World of Calamities were now without adversaries to freely roam.
   

        Compared to the possible, insignificant traps behind the inter-world passage, to the Star-horned Deity, the temptation to wreak havoc in the Real World was a bit greater. And so it made its choice.
   

        It tentatively entered the inter-world passage, observing the situation on the other side.
   

        With a thought, the heavy footsteps moved forward, and its massive semi-transparent gem body approached the inter-world passage. Passing through the layer of light film, the tempting scent of blood and aura of disaster in the air grew stronger.
   

        The Star-horned Deity's crystal large horns emitted a blue glow, vaguely illuminating the darkness ahead. It was a vast cave, empty as though it were a hollow stone sphere. In the middle of the sphere, a lonely tall silhouette stood erect. It appeared like a stiff and terrifying sculpture, its entire figure hidden in the dark corner, having awaited the arrival of the Star-horned Deity for a long time.
   

        In that moment, the enormous eyes of the gem-like Star-horned Deity met Casio's diminutive eyes, as if two bottomless vortexes were absorbing each other's light. The next second, Casio's cold, rigid face suddenly smiled.
   

        "Heaven helps me... at the same time, it's heaven's will for you to die!!"
   

        His corners of the mouth were distorted, his deep blue eyes instantly turning into a furious, bloodthirsty scarlet. Carrying an extremely terrifying predatory aura.
   

        There was a wound on the Star-horned Deity, which for an Ultimate Dark Entity was the biggest weakness. Because, if it were just an ordinary wound, it would have long since healed due to their immortal characteristics. The fact that the wound had still not healed could only mean the Star-horned Deity had once been gravely injured.
   

        In that case, the Blood Vulture was about to enjoy its own Gluttonous Feast!
   

        "Hahaha..."
   

        A deafening laugh of might resounded throughout the cave.
   

        And the Star-horned Deity also realized that this was a trap, with a Saint Fist waiting on the other side of the inter-world passage! Wounded, it was not advisable to stay too long.
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        It decisively retreated, its gem-like body emitting a translucent blue light.
   

        However, it was already too late!
   

        Ding ding ding ding, whoosh...
   

        Almost in an instant, the already prepared ritual array erupted in power, glowing intensely. The entire vast cave was covered in a dense web of golden lines like a spider's web. A terrifying and invisible binding force enveloped the Star-horned Deity like layers of ropes. The massive pulling force caused its figure to halt.
   

        Indeed, this entire complex ritual array was the same one that Casio had used to bind the essence of Black Rain Villa more than ten days ago! Having used it once, he had discovered that the array had an extremely strong binding and pulling effect on entities of immense size. As for the diluted liquid of the blood of living beings serving as the source of the array's energy, it also had a powerful burst and an extremely fast activation speed. It only required slight modifications via the Devil's Book to be used against the Ultimate Dark Entity.
   

        Of course, it could only pull the Ultimate Dark Entity into the Real World and prevent it from returning. It didn't have any powerful attack effects.
   

        However, for Casio, that was already enough!
   

        Screech!!!
   

        The fierce cry of a predatory bird burst forth, expanding along with the sound waves and accompanied by an endless aura of Dominant Thoughts, like a towering tsunami wavering upward.
   

        In the cave, Casio's face became solemn and domineering. His pupils, like searchlights, spat out two columns of crimson light. His arms spread out fiercely as a mountainous and oceanic Qi burst forth from all over Casio's body. A large amount of red vapor formed a vortex in front of him.
   

        Tap, with a light step, Casio became a fleeing afterimage.
   

        He was swallowed by the vortex, and in the next second, what was spat out was no longer a tiny human figure. Instead, a colossal Blood Vulture Bird came tumbling out, its ferocious wings unfurled as if engulfed in terrifying flames. The tips of its wings sliced through the air at high speed, the Qi pulling deep red waterfalls out of the visual afterimages, charging into high altitude.
   

        "Southern Dipper, Red Vulture Fist!!!"
   

        A gigantic deep-red bird charged toward the Star-horned Deity, its huge claws capable of shattering mountains reached out, carrying a spiral aura that shredded everything. Its high and mighty eyes lit up with a red light, filled with brutal desires for slaughter.
   

        Whoosh! Crack! Crack!
   

        The two colossal claws of the Blood Vulture forcefully broke through the realm of the Star-horned Deity, gripping onto its crystalline armored body and holding on tight. Following that, the massive wings beat furiously, a terrifying pulling force acting upon the deity's body. At this moment, the Star-horned Deity completely panicked, not just because it was about to be dragged into the Real World, but also because the opponent turned out to be a warrior of the Southern Dou Holy Fist!
   

        The lineage of the Southern Dipper, known for their peak combat and lethality, were best suited for battling Ultimate Dark Entities. In the entire World of Calamities, there were only three from the Southern Dipper lineage. Yet, these three stood like pillars between heaven and earth. Two of them each held off an Ultimate Dark Entity ranked within the top ten. And then there was the unmatched White Bird Sacred Fist, who, after a brutal slaughter, was banished by nearly a double-digit number of powerful Ultimate Dark Entities.
   

        Laters, an unprecedented Catastrophe Tidal transformation occurred. Just as the side of Dark creatures was about to clinch the final victory, the White Bird Sacred Fist, in a peak life-or-death outburst, forcefully pushed the momentum back!
   

        And now, a new Southern Dou Holy Fist had appeared in the Real World. If this news were to reach the World of Calamities, it would be earth-shattering. However, it seemed the Star-horned Deity would not have that opportunity.
   

        Boom boom boom boom!
   

        The Underground Cavern shook violently, boulders cracked, and dust surged wildly.
   

        And the Star-horned Deity, glowing like a blue sun, was pulled back bit by bit. Gradually disconnecting from the passage between the two worlds, it was completely enveloped by the air of the Real World, surrounded by an endless crimson Qi.
   

        The terrifying Blood Vulture Bird, with monster eyes suddenly looking up, gazed at the top of the cave. Then, with a wild flap of its wings, massive amounts of Qi rocketed toward the ground like a rocket's fuel trail during launch, carrying the Blood Vulture Bird and the Star-horned Deity up through the cave ceiling, drilling through the rock layers, and emerging on Immortal Island!
   

        Rumble rumble rumble... rumble rumble rumble...
   

        The ground of Immortal Island quivered violently, and the surrounding seafloor also shook rapidly, with various marine creatures immediately staggering toward the deep water to escape.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The earth cracked open, and a massive black hole exploded into being. Two gigantic monster silhouettes were exposed under the sun, their ferocious contours revealed.
   

        "Ding..."
   

        The Star-horned Deity's giant horn atop its head crazily accumulated energy, finally bursting forth at this moment. A blue crystalline energy beam, like a roaring waterfall, shot out.
   

        The terrifying level of energy became apparent; the surrounding air instantly produced visible distortions and shock waves, and the high-altitude clouds crazily fled in another direction. Casio, transformed into a giant Blood Vulture Bird, suddenly loosened its claws and flickered to one side. Its wing was hit by part of the energy beam, and immediately a thick layer of blue crystallization spread. Tyrant Fist's aura was colliding with the Catastrophe aura.
   

        Whoosh, the remainder of the energy beam wildly flew out, sweeping over a forest on Immortal Island, and finally hitting the edge of the island. With a bang, the ground remained flat, but the eerie crystalline energy had already swept through. The entire forest was completely crystallized, looking like glazed trees as the wind passed with a tinkling sound.
   

        The surrounding ocean area also seemed to freeze, covered with a constantly spreading layer of blue crystals. The rocks of the island were the same; looking down from above, nearly one-twentieth of Immortal Island had become crystallized.
   

        "Crystallized Group, the progenitor of the Crystal Race?"
   

        Casio's entire aura violently pulsed, gradually shattering the blue crystals on its wings, but the flame of its aura on the surface dulled significantly. This time, he intended to fish in the channel between worlds and try his hand against a Dark Ultimate Entity similar to the Weeping Sound of Devil. But instead, what appeared was the Star-horned Deity of the Crystal Race. Nevertheless, it didn't make much difference.
   

        Casio, both are just the same food!
   

        The Magic puppet secret weapon didn't need flesh and blood, nor did it need to consume; it just needed the other party to have a Life Field. Casio devoured the most essential essence!
   

        "Thinking of running!?"
   

        The giant Blood Vulture Bird suddenly flapped its wings, appearing near the ground's massive hole, colliding directly with the Star-horned Deity that was running wildly towards it.
   

        With a thunderous sound, the ground cracked open with giant fissures in all directions.
   

        Mud splattered into the sky, like black, viscous fountains.
   

        "Already wounded, and having left the World of Calamities' environment."
   

        "You might be the first Dark Ultimate Entity to fall in the Real World!" Casio's will climbed continuously, as if all the aura in his body had ignited. The giant Blood Vulture Bird and the Star-horned Deity clashed and struggled violently on the earth, the Crystallized Energy and Tyrant Fist will sweeping everything around them. As they fought, the Star-horned Deity was getting further and further from the Underground Cavern and the ground.
   

        Whoosh, the Blood Vulture Bird glided towards high altitude, reaching above the clouds in the blink of an eye. It then dived rapidly, its single claw targeting the Star-horned Deity.
   

        During this dive, Casio even had a bold idea. In the Black Rain Villa revival incident, he had realized the method to master the heart of the Sacred Fist, which was nothing less than Holy Purification. Every purification was an affirmation of his own Sacred Fist path. So what if he purified a Dark Ultimate Entity? Could this be an unparalleled affirmation?
   

        This sort of thing was something other practitioners of the Sacred Fist path would not even dare to dream of. An Ultimate Fighter contemplating combat with the Dark Ultimate Entity? Dream on. But Casio, with his Tyrant Fist realm achieved through his killing persona, could use it to supplement his Sacred Fist path. If he brought the Star-horned Deity to the brink of death and then used the Sacred Fist path for the final blow, it would be a perfect combination.
   

        Could it be that, today, on Immortal Island.
   

        Not only would he break through the Dark Ultimate Entity with his physique, achieving the grand physique of the Demon Idol, but also simultaneously master the heart of the Sacred Fist, stepping completely into the Holy Fist Realm with his Main Personality? If so, Casio's strength would truly soar, reaching a stage where he could periodically take the initiative.
   

        "Southern Dipper stars, King of Blood Vultures!"
   

        The diving giant Blood Vulture Bird, with its crown of feathers and scales standing erect, tangled and twisted together, with its aura wildly dancing. It seemed to form a fiercely burning red crown, radiating a mysterious domineering will.
   

        And this will was conveyed with a simple, ordinary word.
   

        "DIE!!!"
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        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The terrifying scarlet Qi spiraled into the sky, enveloping the clouds to form a ring-shaped cyclone, with dense shock waves rippling out in all directions. The claws of the Blood Vulture Bird, daringly extended, shone brightly in their high-speed descent. The tips glowed a fierce, glowing red, as if friction with the air at high speeds had generated four points of terrifying firelight, swaying fiercely.
   

        In a daze, the claws of the Blood Vulture Bird rapidly expanded, forming an immense phantom. The colossal claw imprint encompassed even the substantial form of the Blood Vulture Bird itself, leaving only the overwhelming might of the descending claw imprint visible.
   

        The terrible sense of oppression, of suppression, all-encompassing Dominant Thoughts, all descended at this moment. The Star-horned Deity also felt an unprecedented danger, even more intense than when facing its mortal enemy during that great battle a century ago.
   

        But, it would not go down without a fight—the Star-horned Deity was ready to burst forth with all its power.
   

        Clang!
   

        The alligator turtle's armor, glowing like a blue crystal, shone brightly. Beams of light erupted from every ridge and groove as if it were about to disintegrate. One could see clearly that beneath the semi-transparent armor, a dazzling array of crystalline energy was unceasingly converging toward the top, forming a pentagram. With the appearance of the Pentagon Star, the air itself began to crystallize.
   

        Blue crystalline tendrils spread everywhere like branches, growing wildly. With the Star-horned Deity at its center, the whole surface of Immortal Island began to crystallize into a desert. Countless semi-transparent particles spread out like a sea of salt.
   

        At this moment, all the crystalline particles shone brilliantly, as if they were energy cores on the brink of explosion, ready to destroy everything in their vicinity.
   

        This was the ability of the Star-horned Deity—Pentagram Stars Burst.
   

        The heavy, fierce crystalline armor it wore actually contained terrifying crystallized energy, accumulated and condensed over millions of years from feeding time after time. This armor had five layers, with the outermost layer adorned with a single star, while the fifth layer had five stars. These stars were the Crystalline Star Cores, and their power increased with their number. Thus, each time the Star-horned Deity shed a layer of armor, its offensive power increased, but its defense became weaker.
   

        When all five Crystalline Star Cores resonated in the fifth layer of armor, it resulted in devastating destructive power. However, the Star-horned Deity would also fall to this destructive force, making it a suicidal technique. As for the pair of big horns on its head, they held another terrifying ultimate ability.
   

        It was more vital than the fourth level of the Pentagram Stars Burst but less so than the fifth.
   

        A century ago, the Star-horned Deity had used this ability to defeat its opponent but had also sustained grave injuries. As for the Pentagram Stars Burst, such a mutually assured destructive tactic would not be used unless it was absolutely necessary.
   

        "Star Sacrificial Burst!"
   

        At this moment, the will of the Star-horned Deity erupted, its heavy armor disintegrating frenziedly, releasing frightful energy in the process. A giant pentagram phantom shot into the sky, expanding rapidly.
   

        The next second, the Scarlet Giant Claw Phantom collided with the pentagram!
   

        Boom!!!!!
   

        The earth shuddered, Immortal Island trembled wildly, the sea neared boiling.
   

        It was as if two mountain ranges had collided, unleashing a terrifying energy and noise that swept over everything. Gale winds and air waves surged in layers, forming dense, visible ripples on the sea surface. Above Immortal Island, a great halo of alternating red and blue now enveloped everything.
   

        In the midst of the nuclear bomb-like explosion, one could vaguely see a scarlet giant claw descending from the sky, grabbing the pentagram. The four scarlet claws contracted, inch by inch crushing the crystalline giant pentagram.
   

        "First-level star burst, and yet..."
   

        "Then, second-level star burst!"
   

        As the Star-horned Deity's will was horrified, it did not hesitate to shed the second, translucent layer of armor. Instantly, the terrifying light of energy fission burst forth once more. Two pentagram stars shot into the sky in the blink of an eye, superimposing over the first to form three continuously rotating and attracting orbs!
   

        Bang bang bang... Bang bang bang...
   

        Terrible explosions continued to emit from within the Blood Vulture Bird's claws, bursts of frightful firelight suddenly flaring up. This was the roaring energy of the Tyrant Fist clashing with the crystallized energy of the Star-horned Deity, the struggle for obliteration. With each roar, a cloud of white gas the size of a mushroom cloud burst through the sky, only to be quickly scattered by the shockwaves.
   

        "It appears that you're no ordinary Ultimate Dark Entity. Despite carrying wounds that are difficult to heal, and in such an adverse environment, you can still exert considerable power. Ha ha ha, good! But now, the situation is such that the less ordinary you are, the greater the benefits you'll bring me in the end. You cannot escape your fate, and every struggle, every burst, is merely adding to my enjoyment..." Casio's will poured out with his Dominant Thoughts.
   

        His crimson eyes overlaid with the ferocious eyes of the Blood Vulture!
   

        "Even stars fall! Much less beings or beasts that draw upon the energy of star crystals. There is no such thing as immortality, no such thing as being invincibly unbeatable, no such thing as eternal supremacy. Just as Heaven's Gate, the source of all creation, has been smashed open, so has the Devil Well, the alleged source of all calamities, which can be shattered by my fist! The ever-escalating Dominant Thoughts can set even Heaven ablaze..."
   

        At this moment, Casio gained insights, his thoughts racing by. He realized that each time he battled with the Ultimate Dark Entity, his own will would peak in a blaze of enlightenment. It had not been long since the fifth Retrospection, but the legacy of that great battle was still continuing.
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        Casio and the ordinary Tyrant Fist were actually completely different. The dominant thoughts in Tyrant Fist were a kind of idealistic momentum, an unstoppable force. He had, during the fifth stage of Retrospection, combined three fists to crack the real body of Xiadu returning from Heaven's Gate. That lingering Qi, a rarity in this world, had receded and settled after returning to the Real World. However, now facing a battle on the level of Saint Fist, the momentum was reactivated.
   

        Rumbling, rumbling, rumbling, rumbling…
   

        Billows of scarlet waves rolled behind Casio, rushing towards the sky like tornadoes, tinting everything in their path. The Star-horned Deity felt Casio's momentum escalating more and more terrifyingly, the Scarlet Giant Claw Phantom becoming more solidified.
   

        Meanwhile, the three Pentagon Stars that kept rotating and bursting were crackling.
   

        Ding! Bang bang bang bang...
   

        In the terrifying collision, another earth-shaking explosion occurred. Distorted airflows and howling gales obscured visibility, while vast amounts of dust and mud swelled like a mushroom cloud. Within the Air Clump, a blue crystallized ray shot forth, swiftly dodged by a rapidly flickering red shadow. The ray flew through mid-air, skimmed over the vast sea surface, and eventually crash-landed.
   

        Whoosh! Ding! Crack crack crack…
   

        Hundreds of kilometers away, the crystallized ray struck the sea area, instantly crystallizing massive swaths of seawater. The crystallized sea surface flat and reflective, mirrored the sunlight as though it were a mirror. At its edge, the sailors aboard an Iron cargo ship following its original route were shocked and afraid. The blue ray that had just slashed across the sky resembled a falling meteor.
   

        If it were to fall into the sea and raise a huge wave, the entire crew was doomed.
   

        Strangely, though the blue ray landed close by, it didn't cause a huge disturbance. Only a crinkle crackle sound was heard, masked by the waves. It appeared calm and safe.
   

        However, seconds later, a sharp-eyed sailor noticed something unusual behind the ship. The reflective crystallized sea surface was intensely bright and spreading around. It looked like a massive glowing body converging from all directions, ready to devour the lone Cargo Ship.
   

        "Not good, run!"
   

        "Full speed ahead, Full Speed Ahead!"
   

        Suddenly, the Cargo Ship desperately accelerated, racing against time. They finally escaped at the last moment, hearts still pounding. They had just seen many water birds falling towards the sea, each turning into blue crystallized Sculptures at the very instant of touching the luminous body. Lifelike, as if they were pieces of art.
   

        If the cargo ship were caught, it would likely turn into a sculpture too.
   

        The sailors hadn't even had time to ponder when suddenly the winds roared fiercely, and layers upon layers of waves washed over like Ripple Scales. The thick cloud layer in the sky rapidly moved, forming vortex after vortex, resembling the dark eyes of demons. The weather changed fast beyond imagination.
   

        "Is it a storm? A sea storm?"
   

        "But, why are there stones, tree trunks, and sand?"
   

        The Iron cargo ship's surface clinked. Extremely rare on the high seas, there were soil and stones and even some broken branches of trees mixed in the gale. Whoosh, bang! Visibly, a boulder the size of a house hurled from the sky, slamming into the water with a massive crash.
   

        The waves surged up, slapping against the Iron ship's side.
   

        But that wasn't the end.
   

        "Heaven's sake, Holy Spirit above!"
   

        "This must be an illusion, a mountain flying in the sky!"
   

        "Holy Spirit, bless us, please bless us!"
   

        The sailors knelt on the deck, continuously praying, their hearts thumping. They lifted their heads, eyes filled with terror, looking towards the sky. There, a mountain-sized rock formation swept past, dragging an elongated and massive Radian, crashing toward the distant sea surface with booming noise.
   

        On Immortal Island, the battle between the two had reached a fever pitch.
   

        No longer maintaining their massive forms, they had sized down to what seemed normal. The Star-horned Deity stood over five meters tall, his body brimming with Crystallized Power resonating to the utmost, vast like starry Sand oceans pulsating as crystallized energy wrapped around, exuding a magnificent and mysterious color. Casio, merely of normal human size, stood with the vividly Phantasmal Blood Vulture formed of Qi behind him.
   

        One could see, Casio's hands covered in a translucent layer of blue crystalline fragments, being overridden by the obliteration of crimson in his palm. For the Star-horned Deity, troubles abounded. His third layer of Armor was being overtaken by a dense mat of red Deathfangs, spiraling through Decomposition. Even a crack on the Armor's surface was being viciously penetrated by the full Deathfang Power.
   

        This brought unimaginable agony to the Star-horned Deity.
   

        In this pinnacle battle, he had completely fallen into a disadvantage.
   

        The Real World's environment couldn't replenish his strength, and the damaged areas on his body had exposed vulnerabilities exploited by his foe. The killing power of the Southern Dipper Vein was as formidable as ever. Almost instantaneously, the Star-horned Deity thought of the only solution.
   

        The Fourth Starburst, augmented by the lunar obliteration of the Star Horns.
   

        If even this couldn't repel his opponent and buy time for him to escape back through the inter-dimensional passage, then the Star-horned Deity could only self-destruct on the spot, perishing together with his enemy.
   

        That would be the final Fifth Starburst.
   

        "We must relay the message back to the World of Calamities, let all other Dark Ultimate Entities know that there's yet another descendant of the Southern Dipper Vein at the level of Saint Fist! If he grows to his peak form, he might well alter the future's course…" With that thought flashing through his mind, the Star-horned Deity emitted a brilliant light.
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        The fourth disintegration of the armor occurred almost without hesitation.
   

        Four glittering pentagon stars simultaneously bombarded out, completely engulfing Casio. The Star-horned Deity, like a meteor charging forward, had both of its giant horns, occupying one-third of its body size, glowing. They radiated an energy so dense and hot, it resembled underground magma. Swish, this time it was not rays that flew out, but the Star-horned Deity's own Star Horns.
   

        The translucent Star Horns rotated in the air, tracing terrifying slashing arcs, their howling sound earth-shattering.
   

        Crystallization, explosion, obliteration, the Star-horned Deity's ultimate hidden card.
   

        Once the Star Horns were thrown, they would enter an unprecedented state of vulnerability, with significantly reduced combat capability. Moreover, they would remain weak for many long years until a second pair of Star Horns matured. But this conceded the terrifying effect of "Annihilation of the Moon."
   

        Hum!
   

        The Star Horns, like the moon, hovered in the sky; the blue amber-like moonlight poured down, turning the entire world to crystal. From all directions, whether it was the sky, ocean, islands, air, or rocks, all started to become part of the moonlight, inevitably crystallizing.
   

        At the site of the resonance explosion of the four pentagon stars, the crystallization was more severe. A visible crystal mountain peak continuously rose, trapping Casio's silhouette inside. When the crystal mountain peak and the entire crystallized world were fully formed, the Star Horns would trigger the explosion and obliteration!
   

        This move could even severely injure a Saint Fist-level opponent to the brink of death.
   

        If the opponent was already in poor condition, this might even achieve a one-hit kill.
   

        Swish! While manipulating the quadruple starburst and the Annihilation Moon, the Star-horned Deity quickly arrived in front of the underground cavern. It eyed the distant, translucent blue crystal mountain peak, intending to teach Casio a harsh lesson, and at the same time, buy itself time to escape back through the inter-dimensional channel.
   

        However, before the Star-horned Deity could trigger the blast, the blue crystal mountain peak was already crumbling. Under the semi-transparent crystal, a muscular blood-colored silhouette could be seen throwing a punch, its palm covered with an extremely bizarre fist guard. Centered on the fist guard, the entire mountain started showing densely packed, thorn-like cracks, and blazing light was shooting out from these cracks.
   

        Bang! The next second, the crystal mountain peak shattered into pieces. A figure swept out like a fierce bird, continually flickering, and continually throwing punches. The four pentagon-shaped crystal cores exploded on the spot. The Star Horns in the sky were also crushed by an outstretched gigantic hand, turned into a scatter of star sand.
   

        The Star-horned Deity was horrified, instantly transformed into a meteor and plummeted.
   

        But, a figure had appeared on its back at some unknown time, palm pressing against the crystal skull of the Star-horned Deity. The Star-horned Deity horrifically realized this and knew it was at an impasse, the only choice being mutual destruction with the fivefold starburst!
   

        It had but a fleeting thought, and the last layer of armor, with its five spectacular stars, was about to light up. The magma-like energy in its body roiled intensely.
   

        Click, click, click, click...
   

        At that moment, an irresistible invasive force pierced into the Star-horned Deity's body. Utterly tyrannical, wildly ferocious, with an edge that could obliterate everything, it instantly destroyed the energy nodes, severed the will of the Star-horned Deity, and completely restrained its last self-destructive action.
   

        This was the effect of the perfected Spiritual Rune under the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier!
   

        Even transformed into a fist guard, its effect was the same as before.
   

        Indestructible, annihilating everything, earth-shattering.
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        Swoosh!
   

        A gigantic crystal silhouette plummeted rapidly down the tunnel, and with a final loud bang, it smashed into the underground cavern. Rocks shattered and sprayed about, the expanding dust polluted the air, murky like the dense fog of an early morning.
   

        However, as the passage between the two worlds breathed, the dust gradually dissipated.
   

        In the center of the cavern, within a sunken circular pit, lay the star-horned deity resembling a huge crystal unicorn fairy, heavily sprawled on the ground, its ferocious head forcefully pressed into the mud by a hand. Its exquisitely detailed fifth-layer armor was covered in dense cracks, resembling a spider's web.
   

        At this moment, the energy within the star-horned deity had weakened to an extreme, the means of mutual destruction forcibly interrupted, no longer possessing the divine power of its crystal body emitting magnificent light upon its arrival. Now, it appeared no different from fish meat on a chopping board, at the mercy of Casio's slaughter.
   

        "This... what... technique is this!"
   

        The head of the star-horned deity trembled wildly, seemingly struggling to brace itself. But the hand atop its head was as steady as Mount Tai, without the slightest tremble.
   

        "My Fivefold Star Burst, once initiated, cannot even be stopped by myself! But I could feel, just now, a force that tore and destroyed everything, severing all energy nodes! Could it be a special technique of the Southern Dipper Vein? Damn Southern Dipper... damn Southern Dipper!"
   

        The intense will of the star-horned deity roiled tumultuously, like boiling magma.
   

        In the eyes of all the Dark Ultimate Entities of the World of Calamities, their archenemy was the Southern Dipper Vein. Because of the Southern Dipper Vein, leading the multitude of Sacred Fists, they had forcefully resisted the onslaught of the Dark Ultimate Entities, preventing them from completely entering the Real World to revel in chaos. The Southern Dipper Vein also possessed a special destructive force, specifically targeting the immortality of the Dark Ultimate Entities, as deadly as a hot blade slicing through butter. Many Dark Ultimate Entities had thus perished.
   

        And now, it was its turn...
   

        It too would become a fallen soul at the hands of the Southern Dipper Vein!
   

        The star-horned deity was unwilling to accept this, filled with regret. It had been calculated against.
   

        If it had not been gravely injured a hundred years ago, if it were still at its peak now, perhaps its weakness wouldn't have been found and breached in such short order. If it had not been dragged into the Real World, if it were still in the World of Calamities, it would have been able to retreat with ease and spread the news about the Southern Dipper Vein.
   

        But there are no ifs in life; what has occurred now exists.
   

        The howls and moans of the star-horned deity now were nothing but the illusions of livestock awaiting slaughter just before death. The outcome had long been destined.
   

        From the crystal corpse's back, Casio sensed the will of the star-horned deity.
   

        "To think you would force me to use the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier—it is enough for you to take pride in. The last one that I targeted this way was Xiadu. To die by the force capable of cutting through the inherent body of Xiadu, you should feel honored!" he said slowly, raising his head, the will he conveyed seemed to be a final consolation to the star-horned deity, yet carried a trace of arrogance.
   

        "Die... vile being, you should come to holy purification!"
   

        Casio slowly stretched out both hands, moving them fluid and powerful, like a nimble water bird that dashed over the lake surface, skimming the water. His eyes, which flamed like scarlet, instantly switched to emitting two holy white lights. Without joy or sorrow, transcending into the saint, the white incandescence was pure.
   

        His arm rose, his five fingers slowly clenched into a fist, inch by inch.
   

        White Qi Flame enveloped and wafted around, and he threw a punch downward. It traced a straight radiance through the air, smashing towards the star-horned deity.
   

        Bang!
   

        The moment the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist charged with utmost buildup struck, the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier Power within the star-horned deity detonated, frantically destroying its surging immortality, bringing it to the brink of death. With a buzz, the Dark Ultimate Entity, the star-horned deity, perished completely!
   

        The violent air waves spread out, sweeping up the surrounding weeds and rocks.
   

        Casio stood upon the crystal carcass, fist clenched in one hand. His entire body was enveloped by white vapor-like Southern Dipper Water Bird Qi, rapidly expanding and rolling, like the high-temperature boiling water in a teapot. A profound sense of insight and affirmation sprouted deep within his heart, bringing a strong resonance and congruence to his Boxing Method. This was the clarity of being on the right path, understanding what one must do. This was like a dragon emerging from the abyss, a surge of powerful emotion that destiny had been secured.
   

        Just as one who seeks the heart of the Overlord Fist must defeat many strong contemporaries of the generation to prove the Overlord's Qi, those who seek the heart of the Sacred Fist must continuously purify what they deem evil, holding strong conviction that they are on the right path, unwavering by a single fraction. Now, Casio had purified to star-horned deity, a Dark Ultimate Entity, undoubtedly vile.
   

        Rightly so, his path to the Sacred Fist had affirmed as never before, with the sense of the divine rapidly expanding. In addition, Casio himself already had significant accumulation and had perceived the power and Qi of the White Bird Sacred Fist during the ultimate battle of the fifth Retrospection. At this moment, a breakthrough was as natural as water flowing into a channel.
   

        Rustle rustle...rustle rustle...
   

        Within the majestic and immovable physique of Casio, there seemed to be the sound of rivers rushing ceaselessly. The next second, white Qi burst frantically from all his pores and facial features, surging toward the sky like a waterfall.
   

        After half a minute, the entire underground cavern was covered by the Southern Dipper Water Bird Qi. The Qi moved slowly, following the frequency of the will on the cave floor below Casio, forming a massive funnel-shaped white vortex. The surrounding cave walls were coated with a layer of white luminescence, as if they were polished jade.
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        At this moment, numerous battle experiences and the divine, elegant style, the grand aura of the boxing intent, after hundreds of purifications, condensed into a Soul Heart. Visible to the naked eye, a pulsating Heart of the Saint Fist appeared in the Vortex. It emitted white light, like a dazzling star fallen from the night sky to the mortal world, exuding an extraordinary and transcendent meaning.
   

        Thump, thump, thump, thump!
   

        The heart began to beat, carrying a holy special frequency. From the surrounding darkness, a white light permeated from the mud layers of the cave walls, its origin unknown.
   

        Earthworms, small insects, even swarmed over from great distances.
   

        As if they were pilgrims devoutly heading toward the underground cavern.
   

        "Swoosh..."
   

        Casio suddenly looked up, opened his mouth, and made a sucking motion. Instantly, a vast white Vortex inverted and entered, including the Heart of the Saint Fist. All of it entered his body in an extremely short time.
   

        At that moment, Casio's body emanated white light, as if he were a divine spirit of his age.
   

        "Heart of the Saint Fist, Heart of the Tyrant Fist, finally all are under my control..."
   

        "Now, only the Heart of the Extreme Fist remains."
   

        "Fortunately, in the grand battle during the fifth Retrospection, the three Southern Dipper Holy Fist infused their power and will into my body. In that brief moment, I had already enlightened on the path ahead, knowing how to proceed..."
   

        His thoughts sank, feeling the two cores of will continuously floating and spinning within the Qi. It was what all practitioners in Secret Martial Art fervently pursued for their whole lives. And now, Casio possessed two of them.
   

        "Next, breaking through the Holy Fist Realm will be as easy as flipping my hand!"
   

        "However, before that, I need to raise my physique to the level of the Dark Ultimate Entity, to make the Golem Secret Martial Art completely successful. Otherwise, this body might not withstand the simultaneous presence of the Saint Fist and the Tyrant Fist and might risk collapsing..."
   

        "Besides, using the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier has a rather heavy price."
   

        Casio took a deep breath, suppressing his emotional fluctuations. He turned his head to look at his right hand, which was densely covered with thorn-like cracks that had spread to the right half of his body.
   

        It seemed like continued use would lead to a collapse of his whole body. Clearly, the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier was a double-edged sword, harming both the enemy and oneself. Even though Casio had perfected the integration of Spiritual Rune with force, even though he only used it briefly, even though as a member of the Southern Dipper Vein he had a strong resistance, he still experienced a severe backlash.
   

        After all, the Annihilation Death Tooth Soldier was intended to kill the mountain-sized Dark Ultimate Entities, immortals. Its lethality could only be described as extremely extreme.
   

        Casio had once speculated that to completely master this Weapon, it would probably require mastery of all three Southern Dou boxing styles at the Holy Fist Realm and a physique of a Dark Ultimate Entity, to wield its power perfectly. Of course, once Casio's physique broke through to the Dark Ultimate level, he would meet the usage threshold, although still unable to exert its full power.
   

        And, the side effects of the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier would be significantly reduced in front of a Dark Ultimate level physique. This would bring it to an acceptable, recoverable state, giving Casio more fundamental strength.
   

        In the underground cavern, a silhouette sat cross-legged on the body of the Star-horned Deity. A strong Aura rose, and the Magic puppet secret weapon was operating at full power.
   

        The Golem Breathing Art, heartbeat frequency, and blood frequency instantly converged, forming a strong and bizarre Life Field.
   

        Visible to the naked eye, a stream of black Qi took the form of a giant, formidable silhouette behind Casio. The Demonic Qi roared like flames, bringing a terror that made one tremble.
   

        Crack! The armor-clad Golem hand transformed into a Hand Knife, directly piercing through the massive skull of the Star-horned Deity. Crystal fragments scattered like Star Sand.
   

        Hum, a circle of ripples appeared in the vicinity, gathering like a current of water. In a trance, under the influence of the massive demonic silhouette, it formed the greedy jaws and tusks of a ferocious monster, biting voraciously!
   

        Collision, gap, influx, absorption...
   

        Then came endless satisfaction and scorching heat.
   

        In an instant, Casio's eyes blurred, his body shook, and he was submerged by a surge of Life Vibration Energy. He felt as if he were soaking in a searing hot spring ocean, floating freely in all directions.
   

        All sorts of warmth that even those of the Holy Fist Realm could feel enveloped him, seeping into his pores from all directions, moisturizing and nourishing with a sensation that seemed to moisten all things. Every cell in Casio's body was cheering.
   

        At that moment, his limbs crackled, and his entire skeleton slightly glowed. His blood vessels and pores did the same, expanding and taking on a crystal-like transparency, momentarily looking like a sheet of glaze.
   

        Seated cross-legged, Casio opened his eyes, feeling the relentless rise of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon. The essence of the Ultimate Dark Entity had finally met all conditions—there were five in total: the decayed flesh of the Moon God, the blood of longevity from Umirah, True Ancestor of Blood, the King of Senairo, the Star-horned Deity, and the Pale Origin. At last, all the elements, all the accumulations had reached their peak.
   

        Golem! The Demon Idol! It was about to descend upon the world once again!
   

        In a haze, Casio's eyes, burning with dark flames, seemed to see a phantasm emerging from the darkness. It came from the boundless fog, its contour as majestic as a mountain, its presence as commanding as a demon. When it lifted its feet and moved, it shook the heaven and earth with colossal roars, causing mountains and seas to shift.
   

        Dragons with bony spine long tails dragged on the ground, casually waving, carving deep trenches on the surface of the earth. Its feet, like monstrous camel toes, split mountains and stepped on oceans, its joints adorned with large hooked backthorns, and its heavy, ancient sword-shaped scales, all delivered a wild beast's profound impact.
   

        Further adorned with a black steel armor similar to that of ancient knights covering its entire body, its spinal back adorned densely with spikes, resembling interlocking shark teeth. It was indeed a battle machine born for slaughter!
   

        A blood-colored disc hovered above its head. Light spilled, flowing through the gaps of the metallic luster armor like scorching drops of fresh blood.
   

        "After an eternity, ultimate achievement..."
   

        Casio's heart felt complete, and without hesitation, he reached out towards the phantasm.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The Goliath Specter instantly merged with his body. Dense demonic Qi surged out in all directions like flesh, twisting together, rapidly forming a massive black cocoon within a short period.
   

        Just like the fourth Retrospection where Casio fought for survival from death and broke through to create the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon. This was his second time entering cocoon state.
   

        And this cocoon was truly massive, occupying nearly half of the Underground Cavern. Standing in the middle, it resembled a giant mountain.
   

        Next to the giant mountain was a pile of shattered crystalline bodies, barely recognizable as the majestic contour of the Star-horned Deity. One lives, the other perishes.
   

        The victor devours everything of the fallen, thereby reaching Sublimation.
   

        Entering an Immortal Bizarre Realm.
   

        Thud, thud, thud... thud, thud, thud...
   

        The Underground Cavern was utterly silent except for the unnerving giant heartbeat. With each inhale and exhale of the channel between the two realms, air currents carrying a scent of Disasters brushed over the surface of the massive black cocoon, suddenly emitting flecks of phosphorescence. At first glance, it looked like moonlight through a veil in the pitch-black environment.
   

        Time passed unknowingly, the moonlight accumulated more and more, eventually forming a galaxy-like ocean in the cavern, appearing unspeakably magnificent and beautiful.
   

        Until at one moment, a cracking sound came from the surface of the cocoon.
   

        A pair of thick, huge silver palms burst forth from the shell, like blooming metallic stamens, and placed firmly on either side of the Hole. Applying slight force, the fractured cracks spread rapidly like a spider web. With a thunderous quake, the top of the cocoon exploded, revealing a head of armor as large as a mountain.
   

        All silver, ferociously brutal, yet it carried an inexplicable delicacy and elegance. It was a sanctified silver white, yet it radiated a profound malice towards all living beings. A Golem, of Ultimate Dark Entity level!
   

        "The malice of all beings, the demon among demons..."
   

        "After this episode, the vast world, no place is unreachable."
   

        "Even if ahead lie dragon pools and tiger's dens, filled with Ultimate Dark Entities..."
   

        "Leaping over mountains and bounding through streams, as if walking on flat ground!"
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        The most significant characteristic of the Dark Ultimate Body is its exaggerated immortality ability. Even if its body is largely destroyed, even if its limbs are severed and shattered, they can still recover in a short time. Coupled with the Dark Ultimate Body's already terrifying physique and astonishing defense, its survival ability is even more fearsome. The most notable example is the Pale Origin.
   

        It was trapped by the White Bird Sacred Fist, with Yan Yang Sacred Fist attacking primarily. This caused half of its body to stay in the World of Calamities, while the other half fell to the bottom of the Immortal Island's cave. Yan Yang Sacred Fist ignited its own qi, entangling the Undying Flames with the Pale Origin eternally. After thousands of years, it still couldn't kill it, only causing endless, miles-long layers of white ashes.
   

        These ashes formed the Pale Land Area in the World of Calamities.
   

        And they formed a special Ash Boundary in Immortal Island.
   

        This was still the result of the Pale Origin's body being torn in half. It's hard to imagine how terrifying its immortality would be if it were in its most complete and prime state. Now, the Kashiou Golem Secret Art has finally reached the Major Accomplishment realm, its flesh completely transformed into the ultimate golem body, also possessing this characteristic of immortality. It's like a terrifyingly enormous war fortress.
   

        It's fair to say, he alone was a natural disaster, he alone was a massive force.
   

        Qi Po Domineering Fist Realm, a physique of the Dark Ultimate Body, their integration is not as simple as just a mere addition! Qi and physique complement each other.
   

        Once the weakness is filled, the foundation and combat power will burst violently.
   

        To put it simply, even the Dark Ultimate Body can't kill Casio. Casio's blade is sharp; he can kill the Dark Ultimate Body. This difference is deadly, extremely difficult to compensate for.
   

        If you compare the Dark Ultimate Body to a swarm of fat, strong behemoths throwing punches at each other, they can't kill each other. But if suddenly one of the behemoths pulls out a Pig-killing Knife, that changes everything. Right now, Casio is that butcher wielding the Slaughter Knife.
   

        He now truly possesses the qualifications to hunt the Dark Ultimate Bodies.
   

        "Click, click, click, click…"
   

        A series of cracking sounds emerged on the surface of the black giant cocoon.
   

        The golem's silver palm casually tore apart the cocoon, shedding fragments. A perfect, robust body stood within the cavern, bearing the fiercest and most brutal sharp edges, the most elegant and delicate body contours. Savagery and civilization merged at this moment, transforming into the ultimate battle machine.
   

        The Golem, the Demon Giant Statue, was ranked fifth among the Dark Ultimate Bodies!
   

        No, that ranking was no longer accurate. That was only the original ranking of the golems, and it differed from the Golem recreated by Casio through the continuous evolution and sublimation of the Magic Puppet Secret Art. As previously mentioned, after the Magic Puppet Secret Art absorbed the life vibration energy of the Dark Ultimate Body level, a kind of lock leading to hell had been broken. And now, the Magic Puppet Secret Art had even gathered five types of life origins from the Dark Ultimate Bodies, achieving a breakthrough.
   

        So, the current Golem was no longer the Dark Ultimate Body Golem of the past. It was the unique Demon Giant Statue belonging solely to Casio.
   

        Buzz...
   

        In the cave, parts of the golem's body covered in armor suddenly emitted a magnificent silver brilliance, cold and pure. The remaining armor ignited into a black-red Devil's Flame, burning vigorously as the contours of the flames resembled the twisted hands of demons struggling in hell.
   

        "The power to move mountains and reclaim seas, the extremity of a fleshly body..."
   

        The golem extended its palm, slowly clenched it, and the surrounding air frantically escaped and streamed, creating a hissing sound like a venomous snake. A blurry vibrating airstream enveloped the fist, as if it were fragments attracted by a planet's gravitational pull.
   

        "Hahahaha..." "Boom boom boom!"
   

        Beneath the grand yet fierce helmet, the resounding laughter swept through, vibrating the enormous underground cavern intensely, continuously causing pebbles to fall. With a thud, the golem leaped on the spot, its massive silhouette instantly piercing through the thick layer of mud, bursting through the ground. And even, continuing to rise like a rocket launch, its majestic shoulders smashing through the cloud layer.
   

        Above Immortal Island, the light dimmed akin to nightfall. The massive shadow in the sky blocked out the sun, like a god above the clouds.
   

        Whoosh, thump!
   

        A towering mountain-like figure fell, its entire body slamming into the ocean. Waves splashed, nearly causing a ferocious tsunami, while all marine life frantically fled in all directions. Fleeing from the center of the waves, the giant figure with feet standing on thousands of meters of seafloor, yet its chest, shoulders, and head still breaking through the sea surface! The Demon Giant Statue!
   

        "Sacred Fist, Sacred Fist!"
   

        This breakthrough was far from over!
   

        Having mastered the Sacred Fist's heart and reaching the Dark Ultimate Level in physique, when else to breakthrough Sacred Fist if not now?
   

        Casio's creed had always been to grasp all possible powers at the fastest speed. Power is something that makes people feel secure when owned. To not possess such power when it's within reach, leading to tragedy, would be utterly foolish!
   

        He was no fool but a man of breathtaking wisdom.
   

        Always walking on the most correct path is a great wisdom!
   

        "Come on, I've waited for this day for a long time..."
   

        Casio suddenly looked up, his metal mask's eyes emitting bloody red lights looking towards the sky. There, a horrifying sound rumbled, as hundreds of kilometers of thick clouds were swept over like a storm. It was his Sacred Fist aura on the verge of breakthrough attracting them like a magnet.
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        It was nearly instantaneous, the heavens and earth changed color. Within the dense, melancholy clouds, purple lightning moved swiftly, resembling a mass of serpentine bolts of lightning.
   

        At the center, a ring-shaped void suddenly appeared, with the surrounding clouds beginning to rotate clockwise, picking up speed. A barrage of holy white light descended fiercely.
   

        Under the holy light, Casio, who had reverted to human form, was seated cross-legged on the water's surface, his facial expression solemn and pure like a sculpture in a church. His body radiated a supernatural aura, vowing to purify everything, to bring all into what he regarded as beauty. It was impossible not to revere him.
   

        "At the end of the holy path, I have seen it."
   

        Casio suddenly opened his eyes and assumed a battle stance resembling a water bird gliding, which was the opening move of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist. His arms powerfully stretched out to his sides, the air shook, and waves in the form of feather-like patterns formed. At first glance, it looked as if his arms had truly turned into wings feathered with plumes.
   

        Ding ding ding ding...
   

        Following a series of crisp sounds, sixty-six white acupuncture points lit up like stars, shining brightly. Dense Barbed Feather Energy whistled out from every part of his body, enveloping Casio and forming a majestic sea of spirit.
   

        "Properly harmonized, a majestic atmosphere, a single thought pervades..."
   

        He murmured to himself, his eyes having turned a holy white.
   

        Chirp!
   

        Inside Casio, the heart of the Saint Fist pulsed rapidly. A white Steel Water Bird emerged inch by inch, graceful yet brutal, dignified and majestic.
   

        At the same time, at the zenith of the sky, a large arch-shaped ethereal portal appeared. Its surface was covered with an extensive array of religious patterns, small and intricate symbols writhed like golden tadpoles. Flora and fauna, mountains and rivers, sun and moon were all inscribed on it. Encompassing everything, it was exceedingly complex.
   

        Heaven's Gate was revealed once more, but this time what was to be breached was the Saint Fist!
   

        Though Casio was well-trodden on this path, his fervor still boiled. Pushing open Heaven's Gate signified that his second path had reached Major Accomplishment.
   

        Whoosh, golden illusory stairs descended from the sky, appearing before Casio. Without hesitation, he dashed towards the clouds.
   

        A long white trail of spirit followed, leaving a lengthy afterglow.
   

        And like a human-like Water Bird, Casio's body was already striking directly at Heaven's Gate. That secretive, solemn, sacred golden door.
   

        In this moment, all experiences, all wills, ignited in him, creating an unprecedented momentum. Heaven's Gate was struck open with a thud, and golden light spilled out over the vast surrounding seas.
   

        Atop the clouds, an almost imperceptible majestic chorus began. Men and women, old and young, overlapped, forming a holy symphony.
   

        After a moment of silence, in the southern star field, the Demon Bird Seat.
   

        Stars that should have been invisible under the brilliance of the daylight star lit up one by one, bursting briefly. In the blink of an eye, sixty-six stars burned, instantly forming a white bird swooping downward.
   

        With a whoosh, the stars moved, and the stellar Water Bird fell like a meteorite.
   

        At first, it was earth-shattering and wildly howling, tracing a white trail across the sky, cutting through the firmament. But then its speed slowed down, until, nearing the sea surface, it fell at the pace of a normal person.
   

        The tips of the toes, emitting holy white light, gently touched the sea surface.
   

        Whoosh, star sand-like white light swept into the seabed, spreading throughout. It illuminated every part of the seawater, including the deep sea that never saw the light. Some deep-sea fish, ugly and fierce because their appearance went unseen, also became visible.
   

        Seaweed swayed, shoals of fish searched for food, and huge sperm whales roamed the seabed.
   

        "Finally reached... Saint Fist!"
   

        A drifting will re-aggregated and, accelerated a thousandfold, returned to that body floating on the sea surface. Casio's eyes opened once more.
   

        "Is this the power that White Bird Sacred Fist possessed back then?"
   

        "No wonder he was able to resist the dual curses, the double-digit Dark Ultimate Entities. Burning everything in a forced burst to stop Xiadu's final plan…"
   

        He felt the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist Qi churning within his body and sighed faintly. The strength that filled each cell made Casio intoxicated.
   

        In a short period, his overall strength had climbed twice. He had achieved the Dark Ultimate Entity and transformed into the Fist of the Saint, never having experienced such a wondrous moment before. That's right, he had just killed a Dark Ultimate Entity, add some points to celebrate. Casio's field of view shifted to the top right corner, where the Cultivation Stat Bar was present.
   

        'Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Chapter 19.2% (Final Chapter)'
   

        This was the final chapter that had reached the level of the Saint Fist, with Qi vast like an abyss, deep as the sea. Each 0.1% increase required long years. Of course, Casio had a shortcut to ascend to heaven in a single step. Killing a Dark Ultimate Entity, absorbing its life vibration energy, cruelly plundering from others!
   

        For this method, Casio felt not even the slightest psychological burden.
   

        Humans die when they are killed, just the same as Dark Ultimate Entities. Since the ultimate end of everyone is death, it might as well be me who sends you on your way early! Don't thank me; I've already taken my reward from your corpses. The Star-horned Deity's life vibration energy will surely be another feast.
   

        At this moment, Casio had no thoughts of strength increasing too quickly, leading to a decrease in control and an unstable foundation. Just as he thought when he broke through Tyrant Fist before, what's mine is mine, what I train is completely mine, and what I increase by adding points is, of course, mine.
   

        Isn't innate talent and skill characteristics a part of one's strength? Of course, they are! Luck, this ephemeral and intangible thing, can count as part of strength. One's own talent and created skills, these tangible and touchable things, how can they not be?
   

        It was with such a will that Casio hesitated no more to add points.
   

        With a mere thought, a colossal dragon coiled within him roared out wildly. The life vibration energy of the Star-horned Deity was terrifyingly immense, gushing out like a raging river, enveloping everything.
   

        It was as if for the first time, Casio could be distracted, but now he was well-practiced. He remained calm and composed, controlling his aura and power's stability.
   

        His strong body, like a bottomless pit, devoured the life vibration energy. His already formidable aura became more rapidly thick and robust.
   

        After an unknown length of time had passed, Casio opened his eyes.
   

        'Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Chapter 19.2% (Final Chapter)' →
   

        'Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Chapter 29.3% (Final Chapter)'
   

        Approaching 30% progress in the technique, it could now be considered as having reached the Minor Accomplishment stage of the final chapter. The increase this time was 10.1%, substantially more than the 8.2% from the King of Senairo. It might seem to be just 1.9%, but one must also consider the decay of life vibration energy, and the increasingly difficult enhancements later in the skill. This indicated that the Star-horned Deity was much stronger than the King of Senairo—so strong that, in the end, Casio had been forced to use that weapon to defeat him.
   

        Of course, the stronger the enemy, the stronger Casio becomes after killing them.
   

        Looking at the sharply risen progress bar of the Magic puppet secret weapon, a restless excitement had already started brewing within him. With his current state, he was fully qualified to enter the World of Calamities alone to hunt Dark Ultimate Entities. As long as he wasn't blocked by a large number of Dark Ultimate Entities, Casio could completely extricate himself. This was the significance of having a powerful physique!
   

        "Saint Fist, Tyrant Fist, Dark Ultimate Entity, the integration of the three should be unprecedented, right? I can sense that my momentum and will are growing rapidly with the nourishment of these three powers. Such a splendid feeling…"
   

        Casio indulged in the might of his own power, taking a good half hour before snapping back to reality. Another ten minutes passed, and he was standing at the edge of Immortal Island, looking at the distant continent, his figure turning into an afterimage that flickered away.
   

        Next, he would handle some affairs regarding the Federation Combat Tournament and the Magical Golem Sect, then try to delve deeper into the World of Calamities. As for the other trivial matters, inconsequential, they would resolve themselves in the course of pushing forward the grand tide.
   

        Just as Casio was contemplating and almost halfway to his destination.
   

        On the shimmering azure sea surface, he was blocked by a figure draped in a black robe. The silhouette was somewhat familiar; Casio had seen it before.
   

        "You've come just at the right time... Xiadu…"
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        The sea surface sparkled, and the silhouette in the black robe floated slowly, its feet seemingly stepping on the mud ground. The clone of Xiadu was like a black hole ceaselessly devouring light, and looking in its direction felt as if one could be sucked into the abyss. It was hard to imagine the sin and evil lurking within, as if it were a nightmare of despair.
   

        The hazy, unreal sensation on its body surface proved that this was not Xiadu's true body but a strange power avatar.
   

        During the fifth retrospection, Casio had seen both Xiadu's power avatar and his real form, even his sealed true self.
   

        Undoubtedly, Xiadu in these three states was entirely different.
   

        One avatar was naturally the weakest existence.
   

        Regarding this, he was utterly fearless.
   

        Since the avatar of Xiadu dared to appear in front of him, just when he had broken through to the Saint Fist, and his flesh had advanced to a Dark Ultimate Body, then it should honestly pay the price! Now was a good opportunity for Casio to glimpse the condition of Xiadu's true body. After that grand battle over a century ago, how severely had the White Bird Sacred Fist injured Xiadu? Had Xiadu recovered by now? Was he attempting to break more seals?
   

        The thought flashed through his mind, and he almost instantly made his move.
   

        There's nothing to observe, nothing to be cautious about, for fighting was enough to reveal how much strength this Xiadu avatar contained. At this moment, the greatly enhanced Casio was overwhelmingly confident, the mentality of a saint and a tyrant pulsing in his chest.
   

        Boom...
   

        The black trench coat on his body suddenly reared up straight behind him like a flag. The perfect outline of his muscles revealed, and the scorching body temperature soared along with the surging Qi, creating a terrifying magnetic field. At this moment, Casio was like a sun bursting with light.
   

        Glowing and heating, dazzlingly brilliant to the point of being unbearable to look at directly.
   

        From high above, he looked down at Xiadu's avatar on the sea surface, slowly raising his right hand to press down, like a god in a church mural judging mortals. Bang! A gigantic palm made of Qi crazily descended from the sky, smashing down on Xiadu like a falling meteor.
   

        Thud! Splash...
   

        The sea surface instantly experienced a massive explosion and huge waves, the area of seawater severely sinking, reaching depths of hundreds or even thousands of meters. The enormous kinetic energy swept everything in its vicinity, forming a visible shockwave. Far off, huge sturdy water columns shot into the sky, while nearby, everything was thick white steam, evaporated by Casio's palm.
   

        A thousand meters below at the seabed, in the seafloor, a gigantic palm imprint deeply embedded itself. Its edges smooth, its contours clear and its texture exceptionally sharp.
   

        In the center of this palm imprint, a pitch-black dense fog enveloped everything. It seemed like a large amount of seabed silt had leaked out and spread in all directions like the tentacles of a deep-sea squid. However, this clump of black fog carried an extreme scent of sin, thick with the aura of disasters.
   

        Boom!
   

        Below the seabed, a silhouette surged up into the sky, dragging rolling black fog behind it. It seemed to be a vent, polluting the surrounding environment.
   

        The Sinful Demon Well, simply comparable to a moving source of calamity.
   

        Above the sea surface, Casio hovered in mid-air, his hair and trench coat flapping in the gale. He looked down calmly at the suddenly intense and fierce disaster aura below, his expression neither joyous nor sorrowful. Just now, Casio's palm had struck an avatar of Xiadu at the Saint Fist level, which should have invariably led to its death. Xiadu's avatar being able to withstand it clearly represented that its strength had at least reached the level of the Saint Fist.
   

        But, what was the use of that?
   

        The Fist of the Saint, Overlord of the Fist, Dark Ultimate Body, the current Casio combined these three aspects, his chest's expanding will and Qi so abundant they were almost unable to be vented. A Saint Fist level Xiadu's avatar was just a perfect sandbag! Without any hesitation, he stretched out his right arm in mid-air.
   

        His strong arm expanded terrifyingly, covered densely with varicose veins as if each were a supple piece of rebar. The immensely powerful blood and Qi in his body roared like thousands of horses, the noise as loud as a mountain cry.
   

        A punch swung down, a gale swept along, resembling a tsunami.
   

        Casio's body, expanded with black airflow, coalesced into the form of a Devil Giant Statue behind him. The Giant Statue, with feet on the sea and head roaring through the cloud layer, swung its fist along with Casio, casting a terrifying shadow over the water surface. That was none other than a heavily oversized silver fist!
   

        The contour as heavy as a mountain, the edges as sharp as metal.
   

        Most ferocious, most brutal.
   

        Savage, utterly savage, the savage force!
   

        Thud! This wildly brutal fist directly collided with Xiadu, who had surged up into the sky. After a brief standoff, Xiadu was blown back again, at a speed several times faster than before. Even the seabed was shattered with a thunderous sound.
   

        In that instant, a straight vacuum tunnel spanning thousands of meters formed in the seawater, the exact track where Xiadu was blown away by the mighty force.
   

        "Xiadu! Fight back, Xiadu!"
   

        Above the sea surface, it seemed a grand will penetrated the thick sea water, vibrating everything around, reaching the cracked seabed.
   

        This was Casio mocking, but also formally declaring war.
   

        Almost the second after declaring war, the sea water violently boiled and escaped.
   

        A fist, like a silver metal sky pillar, directly blasted through thousands of meters of sea water, swinging down on the seabed like a super-sized pile driver. With a thud, a region hundreds of kilometers wide could feel the shock. It was as if a Heavenly Meteorite had fallen into the ocean.
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        At this moment, if the sea water were transparent, anyone looking up from the seabed towards the sea surface would see a demonic right arm firmly embedded into the seabed, and the phantasmal contour that could be seen by looking up along this metal sky pillar-like arm. That was a god, a giant statue, a demon lord.
   

        "Completely unable to fight back, just an uninteresting shell with no consciousness, only power? Truly disappointing, fit only to be a punching bag…"
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom!
   

        Two thick, metallic, silver giant palms, continuously clenched into fists, plunged into the sea water, causing frenzied vibrations in the sea area. Water vapor, evaporating under the high pressure, rushed toward the sky, forming a massive vortex.
   

        And at the center of this vortex was the silver demon idol, relentlessly swinging its fists.
   

        The god-like silhouette attacked furiously with both arms, each punch unleashing the massive strength of the Ultimate Dark Entity, each strike encapsulating the will of the Holy Fist Domination Fist. Casio's avatars seemed to be constantly resisting, but every time they burst forth from the seabed, just a short distance away, they were smashed back down by a punch. The flood-like force poured down repeatedly, cracking the seabed inch by inch.
   

        Boom!
   

        Another punch thundered down.
   

        From the cracks created by the fist, hot magma spewed out, spreading madly with extreme heat. The demon idol's fist had, with brute force, penetrated the Earth's crust, shattering thousands of meters of rock layers.
   

        Hss, hss, hss, the high-temperature magma and sea water reacted madly, the extreme temperature difference creating vortex after vortex. And amidst the vortexes and magma, Casio's avatar lay, its body covered in dense cracks. The terrible dark disaster power surrounding its body seemed unable to withstand the assault.
   

        Whoosh! The avatar's tightly closed eyes suddenly snapped open.
   

        The once confused and chaotic gaze was now filled with intense will.
   

        Part of Casio's consciousness had entered this avatar!
   

        This was the emergency response he had set up, whereby a part of Casio's consciousness would only be extracted and join the fight when the avatar encountered severe danger.
   

        Because Casio's own condition was far more crucial. The recent period of time was a key juncture in his plans, allowing no errors. He needed his complete will to suppress the horrific injuries from the White Bird Sacred Fist a century ago. Therefore, when the Evil Heart Holy Fist came to the Abyss of Permafrost to report the situation, Casio had only dispatched a part of his power to investigate.
   

        This fragment of power had already reached the Holy Fist level. It could face a Holy Fist newly breaking through in the Real World with no issues, whether in battle or retreat. However, Casio was clearly no ordinary Holy Fist, and upon their very first confrontation, he had gone straight for the kill. The demon idol's body erupted with power, with each punch containing a tyrannical or divine will. In a short time, it was about to shatter Casio's avatar. Had Casio's will arrived any later, his avatar might have been destroyed. After all, the avatar did not possess an immortal physique.
   

        "Hmm? Such heavy wounds, is there a formidable enemy?"
   

        The consciousness that had entered the avatar realized this instantly.
   

        It flipped its hands and, with a loud bang, slapped them on the seabed, its entire body enshrouded in a black vortex of airflow about to burst into the sky like a meteor.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The Black Meteor collided with a silver giant fist descending from above.
   

        The meteor seemed minuscule, while the giant fist was immense, the discrepancy at that moment akin to a toothpick attempting to prop up a collapsing skyscraper.
   

        As expected, the overwhelming power swept through, creating a vacuum tunnel in the water and once again smashing Casio's avatar into the magma.
   

        "What is this? An Ultimate Dark Entity?"
   

        On the seabed, Casio supported himself with both hands, barely blocking the punch. But his arms, already fissured, cracked and peeled off like porcelain.
   

        "Rise."
   

        Its eyes turned a deep black, and the figure seemed to morph into a Devil Well that eternally spewed the aura of Disasters. A boundless surge of sinful power shot heavenward, inch by inch pushing up the demon idol's enormous arm.
   

        "Starting to resist now, are you?"
   

        "But unfortunately, it's already too late!!!"
   

        Above the sea surface, the demon idol's whole body emitted a gorgeous silver light, carrying an exquisite sense of cold purity. Yet the armor blazed with black and red Devil's Flames, furiously burning as if they were hands of demons struggling and writhing.
   

        "All beings harbor evil, and within the demon, a giant statue."
   

        With one punch, mountains crumbled and the earth cracked; another punch, and winds howled and tsunamis roared.
   

        An unstoppable force, it effortlessly shattered the Catastrophes released from the Sinful Demon Well. Then, with a merciless swing, a punch landed on Xiadu's clone. In an instant, it accelerated like a rocket, horizontally piercing through the sea water. In the blink of an eye, it reached a sea area nearly a hundred miles away.
   

        The pouring strength had just begun to wane.
   

        The sky above this sea area was once again shrouded by a massive shadow, a figure as towering as a great mountain broke through the thick cloud layer, plummeting down in a parabolic fall. Its feet stepped into the deep sea, causing waves to splash and stirring up a violent tsunami. This absolute tyrannical combat machine stood above the vast ocean, its form leaning slightly backward, arms and shoulders unfurled behind. It appeared like a pair of gigantic silver butterfly wings, colossal as a mountain range.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, boom! Boom!
   

        His fists smashed down again, hammering at Xiadu's clone with barely a moment's interval. The next second, the clone was like an elastic black punching bag, wildly swinging back and forth with no chance to counter.
   

        "Damn it! A Demon Idol, how can you have an Ultimate Dark Entity level physique? Both Saint Fist and Dark Ultimate Body! What kind of freak are you? And this familiar aura...it really is the Southern Dipper Vein!"
   

        Xiadu was unimaginably furious at this moment.
   

        Being toyed with, beaten like a punching bag—such humiliation was a novel experience it had never encountered, even though this was merely a clone. Furthermore, the fact that the new Saint Fist was confirmed to be of the Southern Dipper Vein and even had an Ultimate Dark Entity level physique, all came as a surprising shock to Xiadu.
   

        In the Ancient Era, the human Saint Fists attempted to research the immortality and powerful physique of the Ultimate Dark Entities. Although they achieved some results, it was all quite superficial and hardly worth mentioning.
   

        However, the one in front of them, Casio, truly possessed an Ultimate Dark Entity physique. Could it be that the Saint Fist side really had a powerful Secret Martial Art for the physique?
   

        All of these made a part of Xiadu's will vibrate, vaguely sensing that something was off. In fact, it detected a deep, hidden sense of danger emanating from Casio. Of course, Xiadu felt that this danger was mostly due to Casio's identity as part of the Southern Dipper lineage.
   

        After all, that old fogey of the White Bird Sacred Fist truly brought unimaginable trouble to itself. He had thwarted Xiadu's plan in the past, leading to only half of its success. After the battle at the pinnacle, it had no choice but to wait for another opportunity, hibernating and healing, while quietly preparing for the second half of its plan.
   

        "Even if you are of the Southern Dipper lineage, don't even think about capturing my clone."
   

        A flash of dark light appeared in Xiadu's eyes. It had realized that today's efforts were futile. Casio's strength was beyond imagination, definitely not just some newcomer who had recently made a breakthrough in Saint Fist, but someone with considerable and profound foundation and combat power. Now that its investigation had succeeded, it was natural to retreat and conserve strength.
   

        When it fully revived, there would be time to suppress this person.
   

        With a thought, Xiadu pushed out a palm. Its palm seemed to contain a Devil Well, relentlessly bombarding with the rich force of the World of Calamities. The frenzied Catastrophe took the form of a visible black dragon.
   

        Its size was no less intimidating than that of a Demon Idol, ferociously pouncing forward.
   

        The Xiadu clone began to retreat explosively. Its entire form turned into a streak of Black Lightning, drawing a parallel line across the sea level.
   

        "Hahahahahaha..."
   

        Facing the sinister and terrifying Catastrophic Dragon, the Demon Idol actually let out an extremely horrific laugh. Reflected in its eyes was the image of Xiadu's clone being overpowered and fleeing in panic. Rumbling sounds emanated from the Demon Idol's body. Red flames and White Holy Light ignited simultaneously, each claiming half of its body.
   

        Demonic nature and divine thought, tyranny and sanctity, descended upon Casio at the same time. The left half of his face twisted in a vicious laugh, with red flames blazing in his eyes, while predatory features merged dominantly with his visage. The right half of the face was calm and smiling, grand and dignified, seemingly coated with a layer of white gold Holy Light, feathers pristine white.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The Catastrophic Dragon, charging like a mountain range, was torn asunder in the blink of an eye, turning into fragments. A massive silhouette cut through the debris and the air, violently swooping out, ultimately landing on the sea.
   

        Water shot up into the sky, as if a boiling rain had fallen.
   

        Xiadu's clone abruptly stopped, looking towards the imposing figure blocking its path. Eyes heavy with a serious look that betrayed shock - clearly, it had just sensed the power of the Holy Fist Domination Fist in that moment's aura.
   

        "You!"
   

        " "
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        At this moment, Xiadu finally understood.
   

        His opponent this time possessed an unprecedented variable, simultaneously wielding the powers of the Ultimate Dark Entity, Holy Fist, and Tyrant Fist. If it had only been the Holy Fist combined with the Ultimate Dark Entity, it might have been just an effect caused by some powerful Physique and Boxing Method created by others, not enough to shock Xiadu to the core. But to have both Holy Fist and Tyrant Fist existing within one person...
   

        It was simply unimaginable, something that was absolutely impossible by conventional wisdom.
   

        For Holy Fist and Tyrant Fist represented two different paths, a choice made by humans when breaking through the ultimate level of Secret Martial Art, picking one among Holy Fist, Tyrant Fist, and Extreme Fist. Even the powerful White Bird Sacred Fist was unable to cultivate Tyrant Fist or Extreme Fist while maintaining its own Holy Fist Realm, one could only follow one path to the end. Because different paths would create intense conflicts.
   

        Such conflicts could even shake the very foundation of Secret Martial Art, which was extremely fatal.
   

        For those who cultivated both paths would not even need a formidable enemy to attack; they might already be on the verge of collapse, dying on the spot.
   

        No matter from which angle you looked, a Holy Fist that cultivated both paths simply did not exist. At least in the countless years Xiadu had lived, all Holy Fists he had encountered followed one path to the end. However, the current Gate Master of the Magical Golem Sect, Casio, broke this rule-like common sense. He not only mastered the power star of Tyrant Fist but also possessed a Saint's Heart, accompanied by a physique of the Dark Ultimate Level, truly a variable within variables.
   

        This couldn't help but lead one to wonder if Casio could also progress down the path of Extreme Fist and reach a level where all three Boxing Methods were completely perfected. And most crucially, he was a Nan Dou Successor! If Holy Fist, Tyrant Fist, and Extreme Fist—the three fists—combined, adding on Nandou Three Fists Merge with Red Vulture, Water Bird, and Sonic Snake double attacks...
   

        Would he possess the ability to change the entire situation and turn the tide?
   

        Or even destroy the entire situation, leading humanity to a complete victory?
   

        True, Xiadu had great confidence in completely liberating his original body to reach the Concept Level again. But he couldn't neglect Casio's rise.
   

        Therefore, at this moment, Xiadu's avatar made the unwavering decision to continue his escape, to deliver this vital intelligence. Instead of destroying himself at the last moment and inflicting damage on the enemy at the cost of sacrificing an avatar.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Like a phantom, the Black Afterimage swept away in the opposite direction.
   

        Just like the method he had used to break free moments before, Xiadu's avatar seemed like a Disaster Demon Well endlessly releasing Catastrophe Power, turning into all sorts of vile and ferocious monsters, demons from Hell, rushing towards Casio.
   

        Beneath the sky, over the Sea surface, billowing smoke surged like a Tsunami, enveloping everything. Within the black smoke, thousands upon thousands of troops roared forth, malformed, bizarre, sinful, demonic shapes with bared fangs and brandished claws, filled with brutal and bloodthirsty desires.
   

        At this moment, even a mountain-sized Titan Beast placed before them would be gnawed to nothingness by these Evil Spirits, leaving only stark white bones.
   

        "Are you sending me desserts, Xiadu...?"
   

        A muffled voice came from beneath the Metal Mask, casual yet tinged with a Cold note, like a frost-covered blade dripping with blood.
   

        Chilling to the bone, startling to the heart.
   

        Thump!
   

        The unwaveringly standing Demon Idol charged forward without hesitation. Its colossal frame directly rushed towards the vast army from Hell and the rolling black smoke. All that came were Devil and Demon, but how could they trouble the demon among demons? The Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field burst forth explosively at that moment.
   

        This was the ability that came with Casio's physique breaking through to the Dark Ultimate Level, the complete Major Accomplishment of the Magic puppet secret weapon. The Giant Statue could freely externalize a terrifying Life Field, killing all the weak within its range!
   

        It could be considered a massive aura that instantly killed all trivial foes.
   

        To the Magical Golem Sect, the tactic of using sheer numbers was never valid; it only made them stronger with each battle. If there was a health bar, then the Demon Figure plunging into the crowd would be continuously regaining health, giving it an overwhelming advantage.
   

        The situation now was no different.
   

        The mountain-sized Magical Golem forced its way into the rolling black smoke, its surface reflecting Holy Light and Devil's Flame, wildly leaping. A visibly vast Vibration unfolded, causing the air to show Scaled patterns, like the distortion of hot air. Wherever these Scaled patterns Swept over, death followed. The densely packed abnormal Monster had not yet displayed the potential to overwhelm the giant, but were silently swept down by the invisible Vibration, falling neatly, a sight quite eerie.
   

        And on their bodies, strands of Life vibration energy turned into special Ripples, either thick or thin, madly converging towards the distant body of the Demon Idol.
   

        Like a gigantic Sardine Vortex being filled into an abyss.
   

        In just a short time, Casio passed through this huge offensive unscathed, killing a multitude of Sinful Monsters like a person unbothered. Even more so, the Aura and condition of the Magical Golem seemed a bit better than at the start.
   

        Above the clouds, the one red and one white eye of the Magical Golem looked down from on high like a God, a sneer gradually forming.
   

        "Run, run, run farther away, Xiadu..."
   

        "Have you still not felt it until now? You're trapped within my twin Worlds of Qi from Holy Fist and Tyrant Fist, with absolutely no chance of passing your message and Intelligence. Now, you're being herded by me like a Cat chases a Mouse, yet you don't give up... Are you still harboring a sliver of hope?"
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        "Now I will tell you the truth and extinguish the last bit of luck you might have harbored. The most despairing thing isn't constant despair from beginning to end, but rather the reignition of hope, only to be cruelly snuffed out again..."
   

        At this moment, Casio's statement sounded exactly like that of a villain.
   

        He relished this feeling, especially when it was directed at Xiadu.
   

        In fact, just now, when Casio brutally beat the unconscious avatar of Xiadu, he did not engage the World of Qi because bullying a motionless, unresisting sandbag truly was not fun. But when Xiadu's consciousness descended, everything became interesting and pleasurable, so he then employed the World of Qi.
   

        This time, Casio was set on humiliating Xiadu, the eternal leader of the Door Organization, the source of all disasters, the Sinful Demon Well!
   

        It needs to be known that the dual World of Qi was something he had just realized had such formidable power. If it were merely the normal Holy Fist, the World of Qi would have difficulty achieving a sealing effect on a Dark ultimate level entity.
   

        However, with Casio's combination of the Holy Fist and the Domination Fist, the World of Qi formed was encompassing. It was strong enough to form an enchantment akin to binding wheels, imprisoning the targeted enemy for a one-on-one duel.
   

        Now, Xiadu was inside this dual World of Qi. All its attempts to delay time, to flee, to transmit important messages, were futile, like a clown's efforts.
   

        This was precisely the pleasurable scene that Casio wanted to witness.
   

        In the distance, Xiadu, which had been trying with all its might to distance itself from the Magical Golem, suddenly stopped. It was furious at being toyed with and slightly shocked. It had failed to realize, failed to sense that the environment had been replaced by the World of Qi! Xiadu's awareness had descended far too late, and this avatar had been almost shattered by Casio earlier, draining much of its power. Thus, even Xiadu, with its broad field of view and perceptiveness, had not sensed the surrounding changes.
   

        "Hahaha, Xiadu, how do you feel now? What is your state of mind?"
   

        Swoosh, a human silhouette came sweeping in from afar. Crimson Qi and white Holy Light trailed behind, producing a magnificent and mysterious veil.
   

        A scene reminiscent of a holy spirit, yet paired with the utmost mocking words.
   

        It gave a paradoxical and absurd feeling.
   

        Casio, had always stood in opposition to Xiadu, especially after the fifth Retrospective Peak battle, when he learned that it was the White Bird Sacred Fist that burned everything to prevent Xiadu's ultimate plan. Casio admired this and lamented its demise, which further fueled his desire to destroy all of Xiadu's actions. Casio wanted to address this Disaster Demon Well!
   

        To humiliate it, to annihilate it.
   

        "No escape is possible, no avoidance is feasible."
   

        "Now, the entity at its wits' end is your avatar..."
   

        "But next time, it will be your true self, even your very essence!"
   

        Casio's eyes blazed with Qi, as if flames swept through everything. His will was incredibly firm, his belief unwavering. His robust right arm slowly raised, strong yet supple, with the graceful soar of a Water Bird.
   

        "Over a hundred years ago, you heard the last cry of the Water Bird. Accompanying it were the failure of your plan, intense pain, severe injuries. Now, more than a hundred years later, I will make you hear the Water Bird's cry again, this time accompanied by a heart-piercing pain…"
   

        Casio stared at the silhouette in front of him, a mysterious calm in his eyes.
   

        "Xiadu, I keep my word!"
   

        Swoosh, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang...
   

        As soon as his words fell, two blurred silhouettes tangled together like speeding rockets. They were frantically fighting, Qi and disasters turned into the sharpest weapons, their fists and kicks like the ferocious fangs and claws of beasts. Explosions echoed from the sea surface, waves churned, transforming into a tsunami. Sounds of cracking came from the seabed, contaminating large areas of seawater with sludge, as if an Earth Dragon was overturning.
   

        The cloud layer in the sky gathered then burst apart, giant shockwaves swept through, forming howling gales like roaring dragons. The sky, ocean, and crust, nowhere was spared from the battlefield, nowhere was free from explosions, nowhere was untouched by those two silhouettes.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        On the sea surface, a mushroom cloud-like explosion splashed the seawater, making the underlying sea surface hard like concrete. Rain poured down, shockwaves dissipated. Only two puppet-like silhouettes remained visible in the field of view.
   

        The exchange was as quick as lightning, merely lasting a few seconds.
   

        It was like the blink of an eye to a normal person, the intense action and sound passing, leaving only the stark result.
   

        On the sea surface, Xiadu in its black robe was rigid, its strong hands in a fighting pose. However, its heart, located on the chest, was pierced by an arm that resembled the talon of a raptor. Behind Xiadu, Casio stood quietly, his gaze cruel.
   

        From behind, a punch pierced through!
   

        For the victim, it was the most humiliating and brutal way to die. This signified that your strength was insufficient, as your foe had gotten to your back, while you were unable to react.
   

        On the sea surface, the frozen frame showed the two individuals whose fates of life and death had been decided.
   

        "Let you hear once more, the sound of the Water Bird..."
   

        Behind Xiadu, Casio suddenly withdrew his hand, turned around, and did not stop.
   

        In his place, the Xiadu clone with a massive hole in its chest began to disintegrate, with dense cracks shooting out intense Sacred Holy Light. The terrifying aura of the White Bird Sacred Fist and the completed Barbed Feather Energy surged out, morphing into an ethereal Steel Water Bird that completely enveloped and devoured it. The Water Bird flapped its wings and soared into the sky, disappearing through the cloud layer.
   

        Only a faint, sharp call of the Water Bird echoed at the horizon.
   

        "Chirp!"
   

        Ashes fell, and the double World of Qi vanished. Back in the Real World.
   

        Casio stood on the still turbulent sea surface, arms folded, expressionless. Through this battle, he had roughly understood the level of his strength. In the real world, truly nothing could threaten him anymore. Unless Xiadu himself took action.
   

        But from the trial just now, it was clear.
   

        The peak strike of the White Bird Sacred Fist that burned everything had surely caused great trouble for Xiadu. In the short term, his true body wouldn't be able to move freely.
   

        At least, it would take something like reopening Heaven's Gate, lifting the seal, for Xiadu to make an appearance. Because things have their priorities, even losing a Sacred Fist level clone wasn't comparable in importance to opening Heaven's Gate. Casio surmised that, for a while, the Door Organization would definitely retract fully to avoid his edge.
   

        After all, an enemy with unknown strength was also something Xiadu feared.
   

        Thus, the time for the rapid expansion of the Magical Golem Sect had come.
   

        The entire Secret Martial Arts World must be under Casio's control.
   

        In the battle of the peak, he had recalled all the Demon Seeds, while Secret Martial Art practitioners screamed, "All demonic thoughts, Sacred Heart Scripture." It had provided Casio with a precious opportunity to forcefully execute the Three Fists Combine. Properly developing in the real world could arguably become a valuable hidden card for Casio's future.
   

        "Now, I hold the initiative in my hands, the time to act is here…" Casio, over the azure ocean, let his arms hang as he zoomed towards the East Coast of the North Reef Continent like a meteor.
   

        At the same time, at the North Pole, in the Extreme Ice Abyss.
   

        This was the legendary mouth of the demon, swallowing the aurora. Inside the abyss, magma and ice collided and churned, energy bursts creating terrifying noises.
   

        Near this life-forbidden zone of the Extreme Ice Abyss.
   

        A tall silhouette sat cross-legged, as if a sculpture. However, any snowfall on him was swept away by some mysterious force.
   

        An elusive aura of evil lingered in the air.
   

        Boom!!
   

        Suddenly, a huge commotion echoed from within the Extreme Ice Abyss. It seemed as if magma was about to erupt or as if some colossal entity was awakening.
   

        The Evil Heart Holy Fist suddenly opened his eyes, his form flickering to the edge of the Extreme Ice Abyss. He could feel the consciousness of their leader waking up.
   

        At this moment, what was needed was to listen to orders.
   

        However, next.
   

        The Evil Heart Holy Fist heard an unexpected phrase.
   

        The Extreme Ice Abyss trembled, as if thousands of mouths were echoing within.
   

        "My avatar, has lost contact."
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        "Fallen... Fallen!?"
   

        The Evil Heart Holy Fist's entire body shook violently, his eyes revealing a look of terror.
   

        This was indeed the avatar of the leader, whose strength could eliminate Ultimate Fighters at the World peak as easily as slaughtering chickens, undoubtedly a being of the Holy Fist Realm.
   

        However, such a horrifying avatar had just left the Extremely North Land for the Hong Li Empire not long ago, and it had suddenly fallen? In terms of strength, this was equivalent to the fall of a Holy Fist, which seemed a bit exaggerated...
   

        The heart of the Evil Heart Holy Fist thumped wildly, as feelings of fear and relief emerged simultaneously. The fear was self-explanatory. As for the relief, it was mainly because he had not been blinded by rage at the time and foolishly attacked the Magical Golem Sect himself. Otherwise, it would certainly have been a one-way trip.
   

        After all, even the avatar of Master Xiadu had fallen, let alone himself. The feeling of after-fear sent chills down the spine of the Evil Heart Holy Fist.
   

        The thought process happened in just an instant, and another voice came from the Extreme Ice Abyss.
   

        "If there wasn't an accident halfway, and my avatar really fell by the hand of the Demon Figure Gate Master. Then this Demon Figure Gate Master is no ordinary Holy Fist, and not just any newly promoted Holy Fist either. A newly promoted Holy Fist wouldn't be a match for my avatar, let alone leaving it without a trace..."
   

        The enormous will of Xiadu rumbled.
   

        It now expressed clearly that the Demon Figure Gate Master was strong, even among the Holy Fists he was not a common fighter. He himself had suffered a setback.
   

        Making Xiadu suffer a loss was indeed rare in both the inner and outer worlds.
   

        Moreover, what Xiadu had not revealed to the Evil Heart Holy Fist was that part of his consciousness had descended to assist the avatar in combat. Yet even so, he had not managed to defeat the opponent, and instead, both his avatar and his will had disappeared without a trace. This further illustrated the extraordinary nature of Demon Figure Gate Master Casio.
   

        In reality, losing contact with the avatar was quite a troublesome matter. Without the transmission of information and intelligence, you wouldn't know the true strength of the Demon Figure Gate Master. With everything shrouded in mist, the Door Organization would be forced to act restrainedly. The only solution was for Xiadu to split yet another powerful avatar to go and fight the Demon Figure Gate Master again. But this method was highly impractical.
   

        Xiadu already had injuries, and the hit from the White Bird Sacred Fist over a hundred years ago was indeed severe; he needed enough strength to suppress the Water Bird's will. Thus, even if he were to dispatch another avatar, the split power would be limited. With the strength of the Demon Figure Gate Master unknown, who knew whether the second avatar would again be beaten and fall? If that happened, then Xiadu would be at a great loss here.
   

        Additionally, facing a Demon Figure Gate Master of the Holy Fist Realm, no one within the Door Organization could force out his full strength, and going there was simply a sure loss. Under these circumstances, the Door Organization wouldn't be able to resolve this problem anytime soon.
   

        The best course of action was to temporarily avoid his edge, evading the Magical Golem Sect that was expanding its forces unchecked around the world under the rule of the Demon Figure Gate Master.
   

        Act quietly, plan secretly, and wait for a favorable opportunity.
   

        Of course, this favorable opportunity wasn't far off. By then, Xiadu would awaken fully from his slumber, annihilating all enemies who dared to resist. Once again, he would open Heaven's Gate to release his true form, allowing disasters to sweep through the Real World!
   

        By that time.
   

        The situation would surge like a torrent; everyone would be powerless to resist.
   

        The so-called Demon Figure Gate Master would be no exception.
   

        For now, enduring him for a little while didn't matter; the reckoning would come sooner or later.
   

        The Extreme North Ice Abyss vibrated again, and the echoing will was transmitted.
   

        "Evil Heart, instruct all the forces of the Door Organization to temporarily contract. Apart from the core plans, stop all other non-essential activities. For a while, do not engage in conflicts with the Magical Golem Sect. Furthermore, do not let the Magical Golem Sect find the whereabouts of important members of the Door Organization, which might lead to the exposition of the core plans..."
   

        "If the Magical Golem Sect is to expand in the Secret Martial Arts World, let it be. When the disaster torrent strikes again, all struggles and resistances will be in vain..."
   

        "Yes!"
   

        The Evil Heart Holy Fist accepted the order, waited briefly, then turned and left.
   

        His silhouette merged into the pitch-black darkness of the extreme night, gradually fading away.
   

        Previously, the Evil Heart Holy Fist had already reported the situation of the Magical Golem Sect to Xiadu in a concise manner. Xiadu naturally had many speculations, including that Casio was a Southern Dou Holy Fist, and it seemed that the Demon Figure Gate's Physique and Secret Martial Art lineage was mimicking the Dark Ultimate Body Golem. However, speculations were just speculations after all, with the actual situation unknown, especially since no messages from his own avatar had come out.
   

        Of course, even if all of these speculations were true, Xiadu didn't feel troubled or worried. The powers he truly dreaded had diminished and fallen in these short hundred or so years; the others were just big cats and kittens. Even if a new Southern Dou Holy Fist emerged, without experiencing a long period and accumulation of battles up to the level of the White Bird Sacred Fist, they would ultimately be futile.
   

        Furthermore, now that part of his own true form was emerging and merging, once he fully suppressed the injury and recovered, even the White Bird Sacred Fist of yore, burning everything to fight him, would probably not make much of a difference anymore.
   

        Under the pitch-black sky, on the Extreme Ice Abyss, the cold wind howled, emitting sounds like the wailing of ghoul creatures. The pitch-black mouth of the devil glowed with a high-temperature red light.
   

        Huh, the pulsating enormous will, like an invisible giant dragon, roared and soared into the heavens, sweeping away the surrounding snowflakes in a large swath.
   

        "Hehehe, there's no one left who can stop me now. White Bird has fallen, Red Vulture is but a lingered concept, and Sonic Snake is tied up by Umirah. Once I open Heaven's Gate again, the Sinful Demon Well will devour the entire world..."
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        "It's almost time, just a little longer... just wait a bit more, just wait a bit more..."
   

        The will of Xiadu gradually extinguished, plummeting back into the icy abyss.
   

        *************************************
   

        October 7th, in the Hong Li Federation, East Sea County, at the Demon Figure Gate Headquarters.
   

        The Federation Combat Competition lasted seven days, and this was the final day. It was also the last day for the fighter's event.
   

        By the fifth day of the Federation Combat Competition, the Youth Competition had already determined a winner. The ultimate victor, the Broken Moonlight Dragon of the Demon Figure Gate.
   

        This was also the biggest underdog in this Youth Competition.
   

        Previously unremarkable, it suddenly emerged, displaying extreme ferocity and strength. It overpowered many domestic and foreign prodigies along its path, including the Youth Competition's top eight fighters on the fifth day. Whether it was the Magic Mirror Carla or the Bloodlight Fruck, none were a match for it. In the end, it stood bloodied, victorious at the last.
   

        Naturally, the Broken Moonlight Dragon received the ultimate reward of the Youth Group.
   

        However, if a disciple from Demon Figure Gate won the championship, it did not count towards the quota. The runner-up of the Youth Competition also got a spot for the ultimate reward, and this lucky person was the Magic Mirror Carla. He narrowly triumphed over the other six competitors.
   

        On the fifth of October, he was battered and covered in blood.
   

        But the moment he received the spot, his face twisted with joy, even a bit grimaced with ferocity. After all, it was a chance for Saint Fist's guidance.
   

        The guidance of Saint Fist is luck that one can't acquire in three lifetimes.
   

        With the Youth Competition concluded, October 6 was the day for the fighters' event. Elders and gate masters from various domestic and international Secret Martial Art sects entered the fray, everyone fighting until their heads were knocked silly. Furthermore, some powerhouses who were renowned in bygone eras re-emerged, causing astonishment and recollection among the people. Among the competitors were a notable number of white-haired veterans, who each proved that their prowess was not dulled by age.
   

        With formidable strength, rich experience, and exquisite skills, they dominated the competition against many now-famous elders and gate masters. Of course, this was just the old-timers seizing an opportunity for a burst of effort; they couldn't sustain it. There were also some aged fighters whose vitality had declined so much that they were defeated on the spot.
   

        After their defeat, they were carried off the arena by the younger generation of their sect. While coughing up blood, tears streaming down their faces, they lamented their age. If only they could have been born decades later, at the peak of their strength, they could have seized the opportunity.
   

        Regret and sorrow, these emotions were present in every match. But that's reality. You never know when the biggest opportunity of your life will come, and whether you will still be young when it does.
   

        Some of the defeated veteran fighters were still obsessed, even blaming themselves for not dying earlier. Hope was right before their eyes, yet they were unable to grasp it, as their peak state has passed, and they could only watch it slip away like sand through their fingers. That feeling is even more agonizing than not seeing hope at all.
   

        Of course, the Federation Combat Competition continued, unaffected by the negative emotions of the losers. On October 7th, the last day, the competition proceeded as scheduled, which would be a martial arts sparring of the highest caliber.
   

        It was at this time.
   

        Simonyi, the Demon Hound, encountered the Tsunami Brad.
   

        Simonyi, after helping Casio fish out an Ultimate Dark Entity in the underground caverns of Immortal Island, had received a generous reward. Under Casio's orders, he immediately led the elite of the Demon Figure Gate back to East Sea County. Several days of digestion allowed Simonyi to completely master the strength of a top-tier fighter.
   

        Originally, he was confident in defeating Tsunami Brad. Now, he was under no pressure at all. Brad, at thirty-seven, was a veteran fighter with a highly potential moniker, the Mountain Crusher Tsunami. A perfect stepping stone!
   

        At noon, on the main arena of the Demon Figure Gate Headquarters.
   

        Simonyi and Brad faced off, stationed at the left and right sides respectively, their gazes clashing with a scent of gunpowder. Simonyi wanted to defeat Brad, and Brad, in turn, wanted to defeat Simonyi, did he not? After all, at the end of the day, Simonyi was a traitor to the Yunquan Fist. He had betrayed his sect, his lineage, to join the Demon Figure Gate. Even if Demon Figure Gate held power and he didn't dare to do much for now, Brad was still willing to personally teach Simonyi a lesson on such a stage!
   

        Simonyi had demonstrated his abilities in the Demon Figure Gate's expansion process some time ago. Brad believed that, as a veteran fighter himself, he could absolutely crush his opponent. To punish the traitor on the arena.
   

        Therefore, as soon as the match was announced to start, Brad went on the offensive immediately.
   

        The Yunquan Fist was pushed to the extreme, its Qi bursting forth like clouds, with the sounds and momentum of a tsunami surging with every movement of his limbs. Brad intended to suppress Simonyi quickly, to end the match in a short time.
   

        To win splendidly, to win satisfyingly.
   

        However, his offensive onslaught had little to no effect. The strength in his punches and kicks, enough to crack alloy, was effortlessly caught by his opponent's waving hands as if sinking into the sea without a trace. Simonyi's gaze hadn't left Brad's face since the battle began. He seemed entirely unconcerned by Brad's remarkably fast attacks, deflecting them with leisurely ease. What Simonyi was keenly anticipating was not the fight itself but the look of astonishment on Brad's face, followed by the confusion of being crushed in defeat.
   

        Yes, it was like playing, Simonyi was somewhat toying with Brad.
   

        He allowed the other to use all his techniques, catching every single one.
   

        Then, with a move that could bring down the mightiest, he would crush him!
   

        That scheming sensation, inexplicably, was somewhat reminiscent of Casio. Perhaps the members of the Magical Golem Sect had been positively influenced during their adoration of Casio.
   

        On the main arena, the scene of their combat was in full view of all the spectators. They could sense the ferocity of Simonyi, the magic hound; this man was definitely a strong contender for the ultimate reward of the fighter's tournament. Were all the members of the Magical Golem Sect so powerful? Truly a school that deserved its reputation with the Saint Fist providing guidance...
   

        Tsunami Brad of the Yunquan Fist, it seemed, was out of his league.
   

        In the center of the arena, Tsunami Brad also felt immense pressure. The surrounding looks of surprise or pity only added to his frustration. Brad suddenly drew back, compressing his legs like springs to gather force. His strong arms, wrapped in a mist of qi, surged forth like a dark green python, coiling to strike.
   

        He burst forth with all his qi, using Yunquan Fist's ultimate technique.
   

        "Howling Gale Tsunami!"
   

        Booming, the qi pumped up the gale, unleashing a formidable momentum that howled forth. This was Brad's strongest punch, thrown with all his might!
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom...
   

        The massive sound somehow connected with a hurricane, as if resonating violently with the entire sky! The audience could see a swift gale sweeping in from the sea, driving thick cloud layers to drift rapidly at high altitude. The airflow vortex and twister were ground touching and sky scraping, fierce and dreadful.
   

        The terror of that noise, as though it were the majestic wrath of nature itself.
   

        Tsunami Brad, the Gate Master of Yunquan Fist, his punch was terrifying to such an extent!
   

        Prowess seeing from a mountain peak next to God's Tear Lake, a powerful figure used their astonishing vision to witness far off along the coastline, an exaggerated tsunami rolling in!
   

        Layer upon layer of tumultuous waves surged, seemingly set to annihilate everything in their path.
   

        The white crests soared high, like thousands of troops charging, a momentum beyond human reach.
   

        "Holy shit, the Gate Master of Yunquan Fist, possessing such qi and momentum..."
   

        "Enough to stir heaven and earth!"
   

        Some in the audience were shocked, their eyes wide, faces filled with horror.
   

        On the arena, Simonyi, who faced off against Brad, was also startled for a moment.
   

        But he quickly realized that Brad's punch didn't seem all that powerful!? Watching the incoming attack, Simonyi hesitated only briefly before instinctively throwing a punch with nearly all his force due to the overwhelming tumult. A huge black magic hound phantasm roared forth!
   

        Dashing forth, it ran wildly, slamming mercilessly into Brad.
   

        Brad's Howling Gale Tsunami, his ultimate move, shattered like fragile glass upon impact. He himself suffered severe injuries under Simonyi's top fighter's qi, coughing blood from his mouth and rapidly flying backwards.
   

        He traced a long parabola through the air before crashing heavily to the ground.
   

        "Is that all?"
   

        "Huh?"
   

        It was only then that the spectators realized the tremendous tumult wasn't actually caused by Brad's ultimate move, but was instead a mere coincidence of nature.
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        "It's... the Demon Figure Gate Master!"
   

        The swiftly moving silhouette appeared on the sea surface, his muscular body cutting through the layers of Gale, with his broad black garb fluttering loudly behind him. From a distance, he seemed just a tiny black dot, yet he carried an imposing aura as grand as mountains and rivers, pressing even the Tsunami down.
   

        From afar, one man led the way with surging waves following behind him.
   

        It was like a magnificent charge led by an unrivaled general followed by thousands of troops.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the black figure arrived at the shore.
   

        And the long-gathering, vast Tsunami, similar to a Volcanic Eruption with the force to sweep everything away, also at this moment, ferociously attempted to climb onto the land. It was poised to destroy all the docks, buildings, cities along the coast, and even inundate great stretches of woods and hills. This was a disaster that humans could not prevent.
   

        One could imagine.
   

        The economy of the southeastern coastal area would suffer for some time to come.
   

        Bang!
   

        Suddenly, just as the deep blue Tsunami, towering tens of meters high with overwhelming pressure, roared and tumbled towards the shore, the Demon Figure Gate Master lightly lifted his foot, stepping onto the sea surface, and instantly vanished.
   

        Buzz...
   

        In that instant, the entire Tsunami along the coastline, brimming with endless energy and raging furiously, halted as if time had stood still. From a high altitude looking down, the layers of waves resembled solid blue glaze gems. A vast aura enveloped the coastline within a few breaths.
   

        Every Wave, every flow of water, was commanded under a domineering and powerful will. They must not advance, must not release any kinetic energy.
   

        And so, they remained still until they collapsed in place.
   

        Whoosh, a sound akin to a flute whistled past mid-air.
   

        On a large, imposing stone statue at the leftmost side of the main Arena— a black figure had, unbeknownst to anyone, silently stood there at some point.
   

        Cold gazes presided from above, slowly sweeping across the crowd.
   

        Meanwhile, several kilometers away within the immobilized body of the Tsunami, a sound like crystalline fractures echoed. The next second, roar! The movement from stillness, large sections of waves collapsed on the spot, impacted by gravity and smashed onto the sea surface. The once surge-forward momentum and kinetic energy completely dissipated, turning into a sky full of spray.
   

        One could see, under the sunlight, the sea surface clearly displayed white mist and a rainbow connecting to the sky, quite beautiful.
   

        Not just this coastline, but the entire southeastern coastal area affected by the Tsunami. Sailors on deck, numerous fishermen in coastal villages, and townsfolk at the edge of docks—all stood dumbstruck watching this scene. A historically unprecedented gigantic Tsunami came rolling in, then was stopped by an unknown force, followed by collapse, all without causing any casualties.
   

        A miracle, truly a miracle, protected by the divine power of a certain unknown Sea god! From that day on, in the coastal areas of the southeast, the tale of a Sea god began circulating widely, praising how powerful and benevolent this Sea god was. Sailors would even worship this Sea god when going to sea.
   

        Of course, that's a story for another time.
   

        At this very moment, that so-called Sea god appeared at the main event of the Federation Combat Tournament. The silhouette standing atop the stone statue drew everyone's attention—all filled with admiration, awe, fervor, satisfaction! And even, some peculiar adoration. And that adoration stemmed from those who were crazy about muscles and martial prowess!
   

        Their bodies trembled, blood surged, skin reddened, hearts intensely pulsating. After all, the Demon Figure Gate Master had just revealed an aura transcending into the Saint, so intoxicating! They loved themselves, loved muscles, loved strength, and even more, loved Martial Dao Ultimate! Casio represented the only Martial Dao Ultimate of this era, the ultimate interpretation of the Holy Fist Realm in the Secret Martial Arts, why wouldn't there be a surge of affection!
   

        At this moment, the Martial Arts enthusiasts were actually restraining themselves, not letting their emotions run wild to confess to Casio! Speaking out that fervent...
   

        Demon Figure Gate Master, we respect and adore you!!!
   

        From this, one could see how much influence a Holy Fist has in the World Secret Martial World. One can foresee that after this Federation Combat Tournament, seekers of the World Secret Martial World from all over will flock here. And the Demon Figure Gate will experience an unprecedented expansion.
   

        "Sect Master!"
   

        On the large circular main Arena, Simon, who had just defeated Tsunami Brad, quickly turned around, his gaze fervently respectful as he looked up at Casio.
   

        The fact that he possessed the current top Fighter strength, to easily crush Yun Quan Sect Master Brad, all stemmed from the appreciation of the great Sect Master!
   

        Half a minute ago, the overwhelming hurricane that roared towards the coastline and the surging gigantic Tsunami, probably had a significant connection to the Sect Master's layout on Immortal Island. Hunting the Dark Ultimate Entity, akin to a vast mountain range of enormous monster, was a mad idea! At this moment, the fact that the Sect Master returned safely, probably indicated the plan was successful! This Tsunami and hurricane were likely the strong aftermath of that terrifying battle...
   

        Immortal Island being so far from the southeastern seas and still having such a massive impact. It's hard to imagine if the folks of Demon Figure Gate had stayed on Immortal Island, they might have faced total annihilation, probably couldn't even withstand the aftermath. Is this what it means to stand at the pinnacle of Secret Martial Arts, the existence of the Holy Fist Realm?
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Simonyi's thoughts shifted slightly, and as he was briefly distracted, the figure of Casio atop the stone statue in front of him vanished in an instant. He hastily turned his head, only to discover a black figure seated in the seat in the audience that had always been left empty, reserved especially for the Demon Figure Gate Master. There were no seats around either side by side or parallel with the main seat.
   

        "Continue."
   

        A deep voice broke the eerie silence of the venue.
   

        At Casio's command, the Federation Combat Competition for fighters resumed. The second half of the event ran like a cold, precisely meshing gear mechanism, without error. In contrast, the combat arena was a scene of heated and intense struggle, with one fighter after another being determined victor or vanquished.
   

        Compared to the Youth Competition, the participants of the Fighter Competition were truly masters of the essence of their respective schools. Numerous gate masters and elders stepped into the arena, each pursuing victory and showcasing the Secret Martial Art characteristics from all over the world and various regions. As time passed, the battles on the arena became increasingly high-level and imposing.
   

        As the competition advanced, the powerful auras and aftermath of the battles between two contestants could affect the audience seats a hundred meters away. However, the Demon Figure Gate Master intervened at this point. With just a light tap of his finger on the table, an invisible fluctuation enveloped the entire arena area. It was like a transparent membrane, isolating all destruction and turbulence within.
   

        By five-thirty in the afternoon, the Fighter Competition had reached its final stages.
   

        The Demon Hound Simonyi was also caught up in a fierce battle!
   

        Although he was a top fighter, among the competitors were others of the same high caliber. Those top fighters had accumulated profuse experience and skill in this realm over many years. Simonyi had to give it his all, or he would be thoroughly defeated. Fortunately, he had one advantage—he was young and full of vitality.
   

        And, he dared to fight more desperately than the older top fighters.
   

        This extremely aggressive and frenzied combat style allowed him to successively overcome strong opponents and win. Until the final battle, where his opponent was a top fighter from the western part of the Hong Li Federation, who was faintly recognized as a Boxing Master. Simonyi used every trick he had but still couldn't corner his opponent. Left with no choice, he had to go all out, resorting to a mutually destructive fighting style. But it seemed that he could only injure his opponent, not defeat him.
   

        However, at that moment, the top fighter backed down, directly choosing to let Simonyi win. This was because there was not just one Ultimate Reward spot—if Simonyi as the representative of the Magical Golem Sect won, there would be two. As the runner-up, he would also get a spot.
   

        The honor of being the victor of this Federation Combat Competition didn't matter too much. A hundred times more important was the spot for the Ultimate Reward. Since he had already secured it, why bother fighting over the final victory? Witnessing the nearly self-destructive frenzied state of the boy opposite, he would still win, but might suffer serious injuries.
   

        To vie for a title of honor at the cost of grave injury was truly unnecessary.
   

        This top fighter had perhaps fought for it when he was young and impetuous. But now, after gaining maturity and understanding, he had long since learned the wisdom of stepping back to gain a broader perspective. A mutual benefit was something beautiful, wasn't it?
   

        In the end, Simonyi won. The victory wasn't so golden, but it didn't matter. Did all the elders and gate masters participate in this event for the title of the victor? Didn't all these individuals who were once renowned come out of retirement for the guidance of the Saint Fist?
   

        Bloody from head to toe, Simonyi stood in the arena, announced by the host as the ultimate victor. The runner-up elder next to the stage, however, wore a beaming and contented expression. He faced the crowd in the audience seats—many strangers, friends and family, and even old rivals green with envy. The elder also took the initiative to step forward, helping Simonyi off the stage, showing his goodwill.
   

        He even praised Simonyi's promising future and formidable strength.
   

        On October 7th, the Federation Combat Competition came to a perfect conclusion.
   

        Many schools from around the world stayed behind, some by invitation, others in search of exchanges with familiar sects. Most of the schools began to gradually return to their respective realms of Secret Martial Arts, taking with them the events of this Federation Combat Competition. This could be said to be the best publicity!
   

        The name of Devil Idol Martial Academy was not only known throughout the entire Hong Li Federation but also throughout the whole world! All practitioners of Secret Martial Arts now knew of this school and that within it was a Saint Fist!
   

        Naturally, fervent seekers of truth and veteran fighters in their twilight years began flocking to the Demon Figure Sect of the Hong Li Federation. They treated the place as a sanctuary, hoping to catch a glimpse of the Martial Dao Ultimate.
   

        Meanwhile, Devil Idol Martial Academy also witnessed rapid development, changing drastically almost daily. Many ordinary citizens, too, came into contact with combat techniques, unwittingly becoming part of the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        It was foreseeable that after this, the Demon Figure Sect would find it quite easy to expand its influence in other nations. They had overcome numerous accidents and obstacles.
   

        October 10th, East Sea City, Demon Figure Sect, God's Tear Lake.
   

        Three days had passed since the end of the Federation Combat Competition.
   

        In those three days, even members of the Magic Idol Clan were not allowed near Heart of Lake Island. Only a special kind of rhythmic power undulated across the lake surface.
   

        On the night of October 10th, around eleven o'clock,
   

        Heart of Lake Island suddenly shone brightly, as if a sun had illuminated the entire lake water for an instant, and then darkness was restored the next second. However, on Heart of Lake Island, four silhouettes, young and old, had appeared.
   

        As soon as they materialized, they sat down in a meditative pose, their eyes firmly closed, as if they had entered a mysterious stage of enlightenment.
   

        For three whole days, these four individuals in Casio's World of Qi gained insights into countless Secret Martial Art rhythms, the powerful ultimate killing skills of various schools, and the rich diversity of combat styles. This abundance of understanding and knowledge could be compared to a fighter who had traveled the entire world over a hundred years. And all of this was just a secondary part.
   

        Most importantly, the paths of the four of them had become apparent through the continuous collision and interaction of Qi during those three days. They knew exactly how to proceed, what to do next, how to face hardships, and how to overcome bottlenecks—they had it all figured out in their hearts.
   

        This, for a fighter, was indeed the greatest treasure!
   

        Unsurprisingly, on Heart of Lake Island, the four individuals had just left the World of Qi, and they each made breakthroughs in the real world. The Demon Mirrors' Kara and the Breaking Moonlight Dragon had both crossed the threshold of Boxing Masters, arriving at the Fighter Realm in the blink of an eye, with profound accumulation and strong foundations. With more exercise to enhance their Qi, they could rapidly reach the level of Veteran Fighters in the future.
   

        And the runner-up of this Fighter Competition, an elderly man, wept tears of extreme joy. The robust aura of an Ultimate Fighter circulated around his chest, clearing all the decay and impurity from his body. The old man visibly rejuvenated, his white hair turning black. His eyes sparkled with vitality, and his inner demons were extinguished.
   

        As for Demon Hound Simonyi, he was currently between a top-notch Fighter and an Ultimate Fighter, lacking only the accumulation of Qi. His perspective had already exceeded that of a top-notch Fighter, stepping into the realm of Ultimate Fighter.
   

        At dawn, everyone awoke and saw Casio, who sat motionless in the center of Heart of Lake Island, looking like a statue of a deity. They didn't dare speak loudly, but with respectful gazes and grateful expressions, they tiptoed to the edge of the island. They left by boat, unwilling to disturb the cultivation of the Demon Figure Gate Master.
   

        Until God's Tear Lake and Heart of Lake Island returned to tranquillity, leaving only one silhouette.
   

        Casio slowly opened his eyes, his aura withdrawn to the extreme. During these three days, he had become even more proficient in the Holy Fist Realm and the physique of the Dark Ultimate Body. He was quickly approaching a state where he could use them as easily as moving his own arms, perfectly rounded and complete.
   

        With this, he could now directly enter the World of Calamities and hunt extensively!
   

        "At least two, I need to hunt at least two Ultimate Dark Entities to satisfy my hunger."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        At this moment, Casio was in a stage where his strength and confidence were growing. After consecutively slaying the Star-horned Deity and a clone from Xiadu, a lethal momentum seemed to be brewing in his chest. While this momentum was not yet fully formed, its beginnings were already evident. Facing the Ultimate Dark Entity, his thirst for battle burned fiercely like fire.
   

        This could be said to be Casio's confidence, his grasp of the situation.
   

        To put it bluntly, after the complete Major Accomplishment of the Secret Martial Art, his mindset had entirely transformed. He no longer considered the Ultimate Dark Entity as an opponent but rather as prey; it was a suppression from high atop the food chain. The mutated body of the golem was like the king cobra that devours other snakes.
   

        "Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, Totem King Casaleis..."
   

        On Heart of Lake Island, Casio's gaze flickered darkly, murmuring to himself.
   

        If he were to enter the World of Calamities next, he would have to try to seek out the source of the Catastrophe where the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Totem King once stood off. He had a premonition that the situation would probably be very bad. The way the Totem Temple behaved during the Black Rain Villa incident indicated that they had lost contact with Totem King Casaleis. It indirectly showed that the Totem King had encountered a grave situation in the World of Calamities, and it was definitely related to the Blood Vulture.
   

        Severe injury, slumber, mutual destruction, both sides damaged...
   

        None of the possibilities in Casio's mind were optimistic.
   

        Even more so, if the result was both sides heavily injured, he would think that the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's injuries would be more severe. This wasn't pessimism or mistrust, but rather the consequence of objective conditions. The place where the two had confronted each other was a Calamity Source Spring, and it could be said that the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was fighting away from home. It was akin to a person having to confront the Totem King and also contend with the Calamity Source Spring.
   

        During the fifth Retrospection, Casio saw the confrontation between the two through the Origin Stone Tablet, which also supported this thought. The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist seemed to be at a slight disadvantage, and coupled with the rapid deterioration of the human side following the final battle that saw the fall of the Hong Li Empire, things were looking grim.
   

        "I wonder how many Holy Fists are left in the World of Calamities now..."
   

        "The originally precarious standoff, has it now collapsed into a one-sided disaster? If a large number of Ultimate Dark Entities are released, and another Catastrophe Tidal sweeps across both worlds, a battle and calamity more vast and horrific than the fall of the Hong Li Empire may be born. And now, there is no longer that White Bird Sacred Fist who could burn everything and, with the power of the Iron Wing, turn the tide of disaster..." Casio lamented, yet the light in his eyes remained undiminished.
   

        For he had already decided to take action, to nip all dangers in the bud. Alone, he would start by slaughtering two Ultimate Dark Entities.
   

        On October 11, the golem's activities at the Puppet School were carrying on as usual, with many Disciples of Puppet School patrolling along the coast of God's Tear Lake. However, on Heart of Lake Island, the black silhouette that had been in meditation for several days had vanished without a trace, its whereabouts unknown.
   

        In the southeastern sea area of the Hong Li Federation, on the crumbling Immortal Island, inside an almost cracked open Underground Cavern. Casio walked alone in the vast space, his boot steps echoing softly. His gaze slowly swept across the area, noticing huge cracks and terrifying footprints all around. Alongside them lay piles of shattered, dim crystal fragments as if they had lost their energy.
   

        "I wonder if there are any injured Ultimate Dark Entities here. If so, it would make resolving the battle much quicker..." Casio walked expressionlessly towards a sidewall of the cave, where there was a massive dark portal to a Space Channel between worlds.
   

        Sounds of friction... Pop!
   

        The sound of something enormous squeezing through echoed in the canyon. And in front of the channel between two worlds, there appeared a small human silhouette. Casio glanced at the grey sky and desolate, silent surroundings dominated by black and white hues, roughly locating his position in the World of Calamities. Somewhere between the Deathly Quiet Rain Area and the Jet-black Mountains and Rivers.
   

        Or perhaps, it was the buffer zone between the Jet-black Mountains and Rivers and the Crystal Sand Sea.
   

        After all, the Star-horned Deity clearly had the ultimate power of the Crystal Race.
   

        But none of this mattered anymore. Casio was no longer the person he used to be, entering the World of Calamities timidly and with great caution. He used to meticulously time his visits to prevent his body bestowed with Qi from being heavily invaded by the Catastrophic aura in the air, causing madness. He also had to be constantly aware of the lunar cycle.
   

        Now, having reached the ultimate realm through three different methods, he could stride over restricted life zones, regard Bloody Nights and lunar coronas as nothing. Even when a Third Stage Lightless Night descended, and an Ultimate Dark Entity roamed, Casio carried no trace of fear. He even welcomed it. It would be best for a Lightless Night to come, for Dark Ultimate Entities to rampage and deliver themselves to his doorstep as material for consumption!
   

        Such was the easy confidence brought to Casio by successive breakthroughs in strength!
   

        As for the omnipresent attack of catastrophe in the air, it no longer posed the slightest threat to beings of the Holy Fist level. Only during a fight between a Holy Fist and an Ultimate Dark Entity would it offer some home advantage to the latter, allowing its characteristics of Immortality to be maximized.
   

        "With my strength now, even if a regular Ultimate Dark Entity absorbs the Catastrophic energy from the air to heal, it will still inevitably be killed..."
   

        "Perfected Deathfang Power, perfected Barbed Feather Energy, the temporarily usable miniaturized Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier — these are enough to deal with these prey..."
   

        A cold smile flashed across Casio's lips. His figure shot up like a rocket, silent as a shadow.
   

        An Aura seemed to envelop his body tightly, blocking out all the undesirable effects like active catastrophe, while also concealing and restraining the powerful aura and magnetic field of the Holy Fist Realm. He aimed to prevent alerting the prey from afar or attracting too many Ultimate Dark Entities along the way, causing them to signal each other and hinder him from taking on one at a time, thus losing the initiative.
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        In mid-air, a tiny silhouette flitted through the cloud layer. Various bizarre shapes of the Dark Creature Tribe danced in the gale, oblivious to the dark streak speeding by, as if there was no gap at all.
   

        Occasionally, an unlucky Dark Creature would find itself directly in the path, and in an instant, with a bang, it burst into a cloud of blood mist, exploding in the air. The nearby dark creatures were immediately filled with terror, yet they sensed no hint of danger or saw any sign of an enemy. Some chose to flee far away, while others began to flap their wings, scrambling to feed on the flesh and blood of their companion.
   

        Seconds and minutes passed in the high altitude above the Dark Mountains and Rivers Area.
   

        A massive black whiskered whale swam leisurely, its hefty body and fins covered in dense barnacle-like flesh tumors. The tumors were also pitch-dark but every so often would turn gleaming white.
   

        It turned out that a white bone was protruding from within the tumors, resembling the mouthparts of shrimp and crabs. It filtered the surrounding clouds as if searching for traces of food. When any Dark Creature flew by, the sharp white bone mouthpiece would suddenly shoot out and firmly clamp down, retracting into the tumor to chew and digest the rotting flesh.
   

        Many such ghastly and sinister creatures floated around.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        Far away, the air became a blur, as if something had swept past.
   

        At that moment, the black whiskered whale suddenly opened its large mouth, targeting a group of Dark Creatures above that resembled birds of prey in appearance. Boom, a tremendous suction force descended, pulling the air into a vortex, and large numbers of Dark Creatures fell down. Not a single one escaped the gaping maw.
   

        With a swish, something tiny also flew inside.
   

        Thud, the black whiskered whale closed its mouth, ready to savor its meal. But its gigantic body's latter half suddenly erupted in an explosion, as the shadow of a Blood Vulture Bird with eternally burning wings flitted by. With a slight tremble of its wings, it burst through the body of the black whiskered whale. Large chunks of flesh rained down.
   

        Roar! This huge creature let out a dying wail. Deprived of its strong immortality, it had already perished, tumbling downwards.
   

        Meanwhile, in a blur of high-speed motion, Casio's expression remained unchanged. The whale he had just encountered, with its body surface covered in dense white bone tumors, was evidently in a symbiotic relationship. Those white bone mouthpieces belonged to a tribe of Dark Creatures, merely parasitizing the whale's body.
   

        The World of Calamities had its own unique food chain.
   

        Of course, at the top of the food chain were the Ultimate Dark Entities.
   

        "The scent of the Totem, faint as it is, is definitely there..."
   

        Casio had just sensed an aura in the blood rain. The black whiskered whale did not have the scent of the Totem, but instead, it was the parasitic white bone mouthpieces that carried a weak Totemic power. Casio's passage was not for fun; he was navigating and searching for traces of the Ultimate Dark Entity's power in this region.
   

        Each Ultimate Dark Entity, with its Life Field and Catastrophe Power, is a tremendous source of contamination. Merely by sitting still, it would continuously infect and transform the nearby Dark Creatures, turning them into devout apostles of the Ultimate Dark Entity. For example, the once King of Senairo, whose infected Dark Creatures all bore an eye representing the power of Senairo.
   

        To pinpoint the general area where the Totem King and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist had confronted each other, Casio needed to follow the clues left behind. Additionally, the Calamity Source Spring served as another distinguishing feature. The more densely populated and terrifying the strength of the Dark Creatures in a place, the closer it was to the Calamity Source Spring. With these two methods of searching, he could continuously adjust direction and lock onto the area.
   

        The World of Calamities was dim, making it difficult to distinguish the passage of time.
   

        Casio kept moving across the calamity-stricken land, searching for traces of the Totem King. He also took the opportunity to look out for other Ultimate Dark Entities. Unfortunately, since the World of Calamities was incredibly vast and the number of Ultimate Dark Entities was few, the chance of stumbling upon one was almost as unlikely as finding a needle in a haystack.
   

        Day after day passed, and today brought a Blood Moon.
   

        Under the Blood Moon, Dark Creatures became agitated, and wild beasts frenzied into chaos.
   

        Casio encountered a massive beast tide that surged out of the mountain ranges on a narrow plain within the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains. Following his usual routine for scouting, he casually killed thousands of dark creatures and deliberately took down a few of higher strength Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures to gather more comprehensive information.
   

        This casual slaughter unexpectedly yielded significant findings.
   

        Within the beast tide, there was a high proportion of totemic power, especially among those Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures. Only one of them was different; the rest were utilizing totemic power. More importantly, Casio could feel that some of the dark creatures using totemic power had only been born recently.
   

        This unmistakably indicated that there might be a Calamity Source Spring nearby!
   

        Due to the advent of the Bloody Night, the breeding grounds of the dark creatures from the Calamity Source Spring teemed with restless wild beasts and frenzied creatures, part of which turned into a massive tide of beasts that surged forth. If Casio went against the direction of the beast tide, swooping along, he might just find the location of that Calamity Source Spring.
   

        On the peak of a black hillock, with a flicker in his eyes and without any hesitation, Casio hurriedly flew. He went against the flow of the beast tide, advancing through the gaps high above the densely packed jet-black mountains and rivers. The beast tide's tail soon passed, and Casio continued to fly along the trampled trail.
   

        No one knows how long it was until he suddenly landed on the peak of a mountain, halting his movement.
   

        Before him, large expanses of black liquid, resembling mud swamps, were layered thickly over the mountain ranges and plains. The surrounding dense mountains were also shrouded in it, as though covered with a layer of black chocolate.
   

        The oil tar-like mixture exuded a strong scent of disasters.
   

        In the distance, there were even huge eggs, like flesh tumors, wriggling slightly on the surface of the black mire. Dark creatures were being born within it.
   

        "Calamity Source Spring..."
   

        Casio slowly uttered these words. His calm eyes gradually lit up, spreading the restless feeling of magma building up before a volcanic eruption.
   

        "Totem King, Cassius..."
   

        "I, have arrived."
   

        Whoosh, his black silhouette shot through like an arrow leaving a bow, with incredible speed. In his sight, numerous mountain peaks were rapidly retreating.
   

        In the distance, the Calamity Source Spring, the heavily devastated zone, was getting closer. It was as if a black meteor streaked across the sky, and the formidable dark creatures from the heavily eroded area of the calamity suddenly looked up. Their crimson, bloodthirsty eyes firmly fixed on that meteor, and they let out low growls.
   

        Boom boom boom boom! The air trembled, and the surrounding mountains shifted.
   

        A human silhouette, dragging an incredibly huge red phantom outline of a fierce bird, descended. It almost occupied the entire sky above the densely populated calamity zone, unabashedly displaying the aura of a Saint Fist level!
   

        This sea of red light also illuminated the surroundings of the Calamity Source Spring.
   

        Two silhouettes stood in silence, as if for an endless era. The human silhouette radiating an aura stood motionless, appearing like a torch about to burn out. While on the other side, a giant figure with bizarre totems all over his body held a staff in one hand, as if holding the World Tree itself.
   

        Clearly, this was not a confrontation between the Totem King and the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. It was another Dark Ultimate Body that used totemic power, confronting an unknown Saint Fist from the human side. There was once information that the Totem King was not the Source of Totem but just the strongest totem existence, thus called the Totem King. Therefore, in the catastrophe system that included totemic power, there were likely other ultimate entities.
   

        "So it's not Cassius? It's another entity, somewhat disappointing..." Casio, his body aflame with red light, slowly descended from high altitude, his terrifying momentum engulfing the surroundings, "Yet, I have already brought forth the aura to kill the Totem King. The sword has been drawn; without seeing blood, how can it be sheathed? State your name, who are you, another from the lineage of the Totem...?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "The Sinful Totem Tree, the power of the Golden Totem..."
   

        The Ultimate Dark Entity, the Golden Power!
   

        True to its name, this was a giant life form resembling a brass mineral. Its appearance was half-beast, half-human, with an overall contour of a massive humanoid. With huge jointed legs, massive palms, and a fierce-looking skull, it possessed the peculiar features of a wolf's head, its body exuding the rough and matte sheen of metal minerals. The surface was covered with layers of totems, alternating in yellow and black.
   

        In its hands, it held a huge staff akin to a pillar of heaven, even towering over its own body. The staff's surface was covered with densely packed branches growing upward, completely golden, and it was indeed The Golden World Tree.
   

        It could be seen that each branch spewed out phantasmal totemic illusions. Some were dragons, others were wicked whales, and others were the skeletons of terrifying beasts; without exception, all the totems were golden in color.
   

        Clearly, these were all exceptionally mighty Golden Totems.
   

        Once, the Totem King had granted the Golden Totem to the Totem Temple in an attempt to slay Casio. That Golden Totem creature was indeed extraordinary, forcing out Casio's Sonic Fang Torrent, making it clear that the Golden Totem was vastly different from ordinary totems. The Golden Totem was undoubtedly one of the most top-notch totemic powers.
   

        And this Ultimate Dark Entity before us, it styled itself as the Golden Power.
   

        It was likely the most exquisite entity in utilizing the power of the Golden Totem.
   

        "Kill Cassius? Hahaha, are you dreaming? Alien Tyrant Fist. Even the Southern Dipper Blood Vulture can only barely hold a standoff with Cassius, where on earth do you get your courage?" The immense will of the Golden Power vibrated the air, instantly killing some of the weaker dark creatures on the spot.
   

        It was undoubtedly unable to withstand the terrifying momentum released by the Golden Power.
   

        "There's no need for Cassius, I alone am enough to educate you!"
   

        It slightly lifted the staff in its hand and slammed it down hard, streams of dazzling Golden Power shot into the sky, as if forming a ferocious and horrifying howling wolf face. The powerful magnetic field and aura of the Ultimate Dark Entity burst forth.
   

        On the other side, that dimming human silhouette remained utterly still. It looked as though it had reached the end of its tether.
   

        Yet, it was solely by instinct, by Obession that it barely managed to keep its will and Qi from disintegrating. It continued to constrain the Golden Power and the Calamity Source Spring for a while longer, but it was feared that within just a decade or so, it would completely collapse.
   

        Mid-air, Casio's gaze first swept over that Saint Fist, and then he focused on the Golden Power which was erupting with might. Feeling the savage will emanating from the other party, he laughed rather than angered, his smile grotesquely twisted: "You know of the Southern Dipper Blood Vulture, but you can't even recognize me? Heh heh heh, it seems you've never battled any member of the Southern Dipper Vein, nor even seen or felt their Aura. Of course, you are too weak; you probably don't even qualify to join forces with other Ultimate Entities to ambush. Do you know the Star-horned Deity? You are even weaker than it when it's injured..."
   

        The intent of the Ultimate Dark Entity, the Golden Power, shook. It suddenly realized that Casio was also a Saint Fist from the Southern Dipper lineage! In the Real World, after long eons, a new Southern Dou Holy Fist had been born? This was astounding news. As for the will Casio conveyed afterward, the Golden Power did not care, since its power at its peak was comparable to that of the Star-horned Deity.
   

        But this Battlefield was significantly weakened due to an enduring contest with the Saint Fist.
   

        Of course, the conditions of the Saint Fist nearby were even more dire.
   

        Thoughts spinning, the Golden Power became alert, but its thoughts relaxed moments later. The Southern Dipper lineage's specialty was counteracting the characteristic immortality of Dark Ultimate Level entities, which was quite troublesome. However, this was the site of the Calamity Source Spring. With the continuous replenishment of Catastrophe Power, it could be considered to have a tremendous home ground advantage, thus the effects of Southern Dou's Power would be heavily diminished. Moreover, the force and Qi manifested by Casio's Tyrant Fist had not reached the fully realized peak state of the other three Southern Dou Holy Fists, it resembled the mid-early phase of the Tyrant Fist instead.
   

        Clearly, the opponent had not gone through long periods of accumulative refinement.
   

        In their bout, the Golden Power might not be able to do anything about its opponent, but this newly-emerged Southern Dou Holy Fist could not affect it while within the Calamity Source Spring either!
   

        In an instant, the Golden Power gained confidence.
   

        Its immense momentum and will soared into the sky, colliding against Casio's crimson Qi: "I indeed do not qualify to engage in solo combat with those three Southern Dou Holy Fists, but you have not reached that level! Here, in this struggle with me, even if you are from the Southern Dipper lineage... there will only be one outcome!"
   

        The outcome mentioned by the Golden Power naturally referred to the Saint Fist beside it, who had almost exhausted its resources. Near the Calamity Source Spring, the Ultimate Dark Entity was nearly invincible. Even now the strength of the Golden Power itself was quite depleted.
   

        "Yes, there will indeed only be one outcome! That is..."
   

        "In the place most suited to your power, you will be ruthlessly crushed by me from the front! Killed! Chopped into bits! Sucked dry into a shattered skeleton..."
   

        Casio finally concluded his probing, letting the Holy Fist Power hidden within his body and the Aura of the Ultimate Dark Entity release and transmit. His harsh words demeaning the Golden Power were not for show but to wait and probe if there was a second Ultimate Dark Entity lurking nearby. As a newly born Southern Dou Holy Fist revealing its identity, if any other Ultimate Dark Entity was secretly watching, it would certainly not resist the urge to strike and kill the deadliest foe in its cradle.
   

        However, as soon as the momentum was released, there was no second Ultimate Dark Entity near this source of Calamity. Moreover, the Golden Power itself indicated through its words that it was the only one present here.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        So, after repeated confirmations, Golden Power can kill!
   

        Even after reaching the Holy Fist Realm, Casio still maintained a necessary level of caution. He sometimes appeared to be recklessly bold, but in fact, he was meticulous within his boldness, able to maintain himself in a relatively safe and advantageous position.
   

        Boom...
   

        The surging Qi burst forth like numerous gigantic mushroom clouds shooting up into the sky. There were the crimson auras of the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, the platinum auras of the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, and the terrifying Life Field of the Demon Idol itself. Three mighty powers, three ultimate paths, all converged into one, causing Casio's aura to gush and stack up in an unprecedented manner.
   

        In an instant, the Magnetic Field of power released by the Golden Power's Dark Ultimate Level entity was brutally crushed and shattered. It was like a flash flood that could not be stopped, only able to curl up around a certain area.
   

        In the hands of Golden Power, the World Tree staff shone with a golden light, forming a Gold Barrier that just encased its colossal body.
   

        Only then did it block the strong onslaught of Casio's terrifying power and momentum.
   

        "Tyrant Fist! Holy Fist! Dark Ultimate Level entity!"
   

        "What's going on? How is this possible! The aura of Holy Fist Power is similar to that of Tyrant Fist. Could it be the Southern Dipper Water Bird Holy Fist? And there is the aura of the Dark Ultimate Level entity, with an exceptionally strong origin, a greed and craving to directly plunder my life's origin. The Demonic Qi is dense, overwhelmingly strong beyond belief..."
   

        Golden Power was greatly shocked, its will fluctuating wildly. It had never seen a human strong enough to master both the Holy Fist Realm and the Tyrant Fist realm—such a thing was impossible! Just as it was unthinkable for a Dark Ultimate Level entity to master both Totemic Power and the power of blood. Moreover, the Holy Fist and Tyrant Fist powers that Casio mastered were both Southern Dou, the most top-tier level of power.
   

        Comparable to the Dark Ultimate Level entities, not only did it master Totemic Power and the power of blood, but its essence and foundation were also that of Totem King Cassius combined with the True Ancestor of Blood, Yuumira! It possessed dual potentials reaching the top ten rankings.
   

        Besides, what boggled Golden Power the most was the aura of the Dark Ultimate Level entity on Casio. That kind of fundamental life force, apparently, had the potential to reach the top ten rankings of the Dark Ultimate Level entities.
   

        How did a human come to possess the power of a Dark Ultimate Level entity?
   

        Furthermore, such top-notch essence!
   

        In a flash, even Golden Power felt anxious and its will quaked. The next second, it felt that things were going bad, as its estimation of the opponent's strength skyrocketed. Even if Casio's power was far from the three Southern Dou Holy Fists, dealing with itself was probably not a difficult task!
   

        Screech! Tweet! Roar!
   

        The cries of two utmost birds of prey and the roaring of the Demon Idol overlapped.
   

        Casio instantly reached full power without holding back a fraction. When he entered the World of Calamities to hunt, he already knew he had to be decisive, not giving the Calamities a chance to entangle. So, quickly resolving the battle and slaying Golden Power right then and there was the plan.
   

        Even here, at the Calamity Source Spring, slaughter was unerring!
   

        A colossal phantom of the Demon Idol appeared between the mountains and rivers, with two terrifying silver metal palms resting on the peak of the mountains. Behind it, Demonic Qi danced and burned like demons, with white holy light shining through the gaps in the armor, pure and delicate. On the helmet, the left half was crimson like fire, and the right half glowed with holy light. The protrusions on either side, resembling decorations, were shapes of the Blood Vulture and the White Bird.
   

        The fully realized Casio stood on the calamity mire, his shoulders clad in billowing Black Spirit, forming a broad and thick cape.
   

        The terrifying oppressive force exerted itself continuously in all directions, causing hordes of dark creatures to run in a frenzy, stricken with fear. Some even fell to the ground mid-run, crushed into flesh mud by the might of the Demon Idol.
   

        "Submit, kneel, offer up everything of your life!!!"
   

        The Demon Idol activated, as if it were a ten-thousand-meter tall armored mecha, transforming into a terrifying fighting machine charging at Golden Power. Casio's dominating will swept over, oppressively rolling over the opponent's Aura with a humiliating intent.
   

        "Golden Power! Devil Python Totem!"
   

        In front of the Calamity Source Spring, the Golden Power cried out its own name, a title imbued with mysterious might. It suddenly raised the Golden World Tree in its hand, and one of the main trunks lit up abruptly, like glowing golden amber glass. The totemic phantasm swelled suddenly, and a tremendous python as vast as a mountain burst forth from the earth, rearing its terrifying head.
   

        It was a massive ghost face with tusks emitting a faint purple glow.
   

        The end had not come; the Golden Power could feel the extraordinary threat Casio posed, and it had to strike with all its might to defend itself! The staff turned abruptly, and the branches on the World Tree were divided into five layers, with the lower branches thicker and more golden, signifying the core and most potent Golden Totem.
   

        Now, as the Golden Power turned the World Tree, more than half of the fifth layer lit up. The Totem Power surged as active and fierce as magma.
   

        "Golden Power, Evil Dragon Horn Totem!"
   

        "Golden Power, Night Demon's Wing Totem!"
   

        "Golden Power, Eternal Magma Fiery Flame Totem!"
   

        "Golden Power, Heavy Metal Body Totem!"
   

        "Golden Power..."
   

        In an instant, a vast number of core Golden Totems were released and overlaid on the Devil Python. The next second, an enormous dragon-like terrifying silhouette rushed out, its massive tail sweeping away mountains as it charged towards the approaching Demon Idol!
   

        This Devil Python, already gigantic like a mountain, had swollen several times in size after receiving various enhancements. Its scales were as thick as veins of metal, exuding a color of gilded gold. The pitch-black wings unfolded from behind it, with backthorns and bone spurs sharp, and a slight flutter brought unimaginable speed. Two spiral dragon horns grew on its head, transmitting heart-stopping energy fluctuations, like the fearsome lines of an electric arc.
   

        And within its mouth, magma and infernal flame burned eternally.
   

        In this moment, the Devil Python was larger than the Demon Idol and even more dreadful in momentum, plowing outrageous fissures in the earth as it charged towards Casio.
   

        "Hahaha!"
   

        A laugh sounded from beneath the helmet of the Demon Idol, which strode meteorically to collide with the massive Devil Python. The demonic flames and holy light that coursed through the Idol's entire armor exploded violently at this moment, destroying more than a dozen nearby mountains. Boom!!! The ground cracked under the immense impact, forming a vast chasm. Entire mountain edges fell in, and after being filled, the depths were still unfathomable.
   

        As the dust settled, a scene of epic awe emerged upon the earth.
   

        Like a knight in silver armor, the Demon Idol, with its cloak billowing, continued striding forward, yet its hands were bracing against a python vastly larger than itself. In this manner, it pushed the Devil Python theerman Idol crushing several mountains that blocked the way. Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! The various Golden Totem powers on the Devil Python burst forth, bombarding the Demon Idol's body.
   

        Fire exploded, magma washed over, bizarre energies poured out, and all manner of attacks were unleashed—but these only managed to crack a dozen or so pieces of the Idol's heavy armor. Even more, during the attack intervals, these pieces of armor visibly healed at a frenzied pace, returning to their shiny, pristine state.
   

        The Demon Idol belonged to the Dark Ultimate Level, renowned for its strength and defense, and augmented by the vast life vibrational energy stored by Casio. At this moment, even the outburst of several Golden Powers could not cause large-scale destruction to its form. The Golden Power simply couldn't trouble Casio...
   

        But Casio could inflict terrible damage on the Golden Power!
   

        His hands clutching the Devil Python's head suddenly shone, and in an instant, an Utmost Weapon materialized, transforming into mysterious, sharp gauntlets that covered both hands.
   

        Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier! Indestructible and deadly!
   

        With a slight effort from both hands, he effortlessly tore to the sides.
   

        With a ripping sound, the Devil Python, stacked with countless layers of Totem Power, was torn in half as if it were splitting two doors.
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        The wolf claw of the Golden Power clenched the scepter, continuously retreating under the domineering and formidable momentum of the Demon Idol, its feet at the edge of the Calamity Source Spring.
   

        The Nan Dou Successor who had suddenly emerged was not a newly born, naive Saint Fist, but an ultimate being with a strong battle killing force. The moment Casio tore apart the Golden Totem Devil Python, the Golden Power felt an intense danger. It was a vague premonition of impending death.
   

        At this moment, its massive, towering body, though iron-hard and blessed with layers upon layers of Totem Power, still felt a sharp, cutting pain. As if its own body would suffer an extremely brutal blow if it truly collided with Casio's fists.
   

        Just like the Devil Python that had been torn to shreds until nothingness not long ago.
   

        Behind the Golden Power, although the Calamity Source Spring was constantly spewing out thick Catastrophe Power, even forming black mist and Black Clouds in mid-air, this endless, abundant, formidable reserve of power could not bring it a shred of security! The opponent opposite was different from the ordinary Saint Fists!
   

        Thousands of thoughts flashed by, yet the Golden Power could not retreat. Even if it wanted to avoid the battle and flee, it had to repel the Demon Idol momentarily to buy time. It couldn't hesitate now, only go all out, and halt Casio's momentum.
   

        Clang!
   

        The massive Golden Tree Scepter fell, heavily slamming onto the ground.
   

        Instantly, every Golden Totem branch on the fifth layer lit up at that second, spewing out dream-like golden dust. One by one, Golden Totems rapidly expanded in the air, transforming into formidably auraed and ferocious Gold Monsters. Each Totem had its unique ability, each possessed its own strength, far from ordinary Dark creatures.
   

        Surviving endless eons, both the Dark Ultimate Entity and the Golden Power had done the same. During this prolonged time, it encountered many exceptionally powerful calamity clan groups, witnessed the birth of unique mutants, and saw the conception of bizarre beings. These Dark creatures were all recorded by the Golden Power, created into Golden Totems. All Golden Totems combined then transformed into this Totem Tree.
   

        The Totem Tree was an extremely powerful, giant war Weapon, divided into five layers. One could say that all the Golden Power needed to do was lightly sway the Golden Totem Tree, and it could summon a Totem army capable of sweeping everything away. But against an individual like Demon Idol Casio, quantity was useless; quality was what mattered. Of the entire Golden Totem Tree, only the fifth layer was a bit noteworthy.
   

        Without hesitation, the Totem Power fully unleashed the fifth layer Totems.
   

        One after another, the bizarrely shaped yet formidable, ferocious and strangely able Gold Monsters dominated and ran rampant, madly charging towards Casio's location.
   

        There were winged firebirds aflame, rhinoceroses comparable to mountains, and double-headed demon crocodiles that could traverse underground, all more terrifying under the enhancement of the Golden Power.
   

        However, the momentum of the Demon Idol's advance remained indestructible, unstoppable!
   

        Its pace did not stop for an instant, maintaining its original heavy and oppressive frequency of large strides. Metal giant feet wreaked havoc on the Catastrophe sludge, stepping out one deep crater after another, trampling into flesh mud the large swaths of Black Cocoons that nurtured Dark creatures. Thump! The right foot suddenly stomped on the ground like a pile driver, shaking a double-headed demon crocodile underground into mincemeat.
   

        The Demon Idol's armored arm reached toward the sky, its fingers joined together, whistling as they ripped through the air. It was as if a vibrating golden steel knife extended, slicing the entire dim sky in two in a blink!
   

        Suddenly, the cries of dying birds of prey were fleeting.
   

        One after another, bisected Corpses fell down, rapidly disintegrating into nothingness. In just a few breaths' time, they had completely vanished.
   

        Tap, thud!
   

        The Demon Idol stepped on the ground, hurling a punch full of mountain-destroying strength. The tan-colored Smoking Rhinoceros that was charging stopped its motion in an instant, its hardened body penetrated by a transparent hole from the Demon Idol's arm.
   

        With a slight shake, the rhinoceros exploded, turning into a rain of blood and flesh fragments scattering across the sky.
   

        In front of the Calamity Source Spring, the Golden Power seemed like a cornered beast desperate. Even the strongest Totemic powers of the fifth layer of its Golden Totem Tree could not affect Casio in the slightest! The opponent not only had terrifying destructive power but also ultimate defensive and survival abilities, truly of a Dark ultimate level. And not just any Dark Ultimate Entity!
   

        If it were any other Saint Fist here, even if their strength was equal to Casio now, the Golden Power wouldn't be so embarrassed. Because the Saint Fist on the opposite side would temporarily back down to avoid injury, slowing down the offensive. But Casio had no such concerns, not dodging or avoiding, bearing the damage, only shedding some Armor fragments. After a few breaths' time, the cracks healed again.
   

        The Golden Power didn't possess the Southern Dipper Vein's means of dealing with the immortality characteristic of a Dark Ultimate Body. Now it found itself unable to make Casio stop advancing, quickly coming to a dangerous juncture.
   

        "I must repel him temporarily... otherwise, I have no chance..."
   

        "Only the Golden Totem Tree will work!"
   

        The Golden Power made the painful decision with a bleeding heart. The Golden Totem Tree was not only a vessel for other Golden Totems, a war Weapon, but also a super-giant composite Totem itself. It could be said to be the core Force of the Dark Ultimate Entity Golden Power, the ultimate technique.
   

        Once used, the Golden Totem Tree would be destroyed, but it could also Burst with power comparable to the Dark Ultimate Entity's self-explosion in a short time.
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        This power was impossible for any entity to disregard.
   

        Humming…
   

        A massive hum emanated from the Golden Totem Tree; it rotated like a prayer wheel, its dense branches spinning at varying frequencies from the first layer to the fifth. Streams of golden energy, like veils of golden silk chiffon, cascaded down, leaving specks of golden patches on the ground.
   

        The Catastrophe mud, jet-black mountains and rivers, and even the surrounding air were all dyed by this golden power. It was visible that these golden forces crazily twisted and deformed, forming lines similar to totemic trajectories. All the golden lines overlaid together startlingly formed a Golden Totem Tree.
   

        It was as if the original Golden Totem Tree had inflated and magnified into a super phantasm.
   

        The walking Demon Idol also became enveloped in this phantasm.
   

        Crack, crack, crack!
   

        The enormous, relentless golden power bore down on Casio, endlessly piling up. Like this super Golden Totem Tree, its branches, comparable to mountains, pressed down one by one onto the shoulders of the Demon Idol. In the face of such a terrifying explosion, even Casio's footsteps faltered, and his movements slowed down.
   

        Seeing this scene, the golden power from the Calamity Source Spring did not hesitate to turn and leave, which was its only chance. What was sacrificed was its own war weapon forged over countless years, the Golden Totem Tree—it was impossible not to feel heartache. But to retreat wholly was to keep hope alive for the future.
   

        When the time came, whether it was to rebuild the Totem Tree or seek the aid of other powerful Ultimate Dark Entities to exterminate the Nan Dou Successor, there would be opportunities.
   

        Boom! Boom!
   

        Thinking this, the golden power intended to head deep into the jet-black mountains and rivers. However, just after taking two steps, a massive binding force suddenly erupted, nearly causing the golden power to lose its balance. It swiftly turned its massive head to look and saw the Saint Fist next to it, who had been completely ignored up until that moment. He was running out of steam and had been inconspicuous in the previous battle. But as the golden power attempted to leave, the only supporting obsession in the severely eroded will of this Saint Fist was adamant: it could not allow it!
   

        Hold on, keep back, until death's very end it would not stop...
   

        Rumbling…
   

        The body of the Saint Fist, which had been dull like a burnt-out torch, now blazed bright as the sun, his remaining vigor turning into roaring flames.
   

        "Stay, stay, stay..."
   

        "You cannot leave!"
   

        "As long as I am not dead, you cannot go anywhere!"
   

        The will, muttered as if in delirium, resonated yet in the ears of the golden power it was as immovable as a boulder. Stubborn and obstinate, unshakable, this was the golden power's assessment of the fool who had once confronted it.
   

        To come forward and drag it back in a situation as fatal as the Catastrophe Source Spring. Wasn't that just foolish? Incurably foolish indeed!
   

        But now, such a fool was strangling its neck with shaking hands. Pulling it back like a savage bull!
   

        "Get off, get off!"
   

        The golden power's entire body's totemic power flared up, dreadful force filling every corner of its massive body. As it stepped forward, it seemed capable of dragging mountains in a sprint. However, this force could not shake the weakened will of the Saint Fist. The more the golden power collided and struggled, the taller and brighter the flames burning on the Saint Fist grew, their holy light more brilliant and dazzling!
   

        In the end, it became a giant torch thousands of meters tall!
   

        Originally, the power of the Saint Fist could have sustained a confrontation for another decade or so, but now it was all burning together. His existence's purpose, his mission, was to keep the golden power there! This was the last thought of the unknown Saint Fist.
   

        Crack, crack, crack! Boom, boom, boom!
   

        "Damn, damn it! Damn thing!"
   

        A giant life form similar to a brass vein, the golden power, had chains burning with white flames wrapped around itself. The chains tightly constricted, spreading through the void, and finally all entering into the body of the Saint Fist.
   

        These were the bindings of the fire of life, burning bright. Unless the Saint Fist was completely killed, utterly extinguished, the chains would absolutely not break!
   

        On the other side, under the phantasm of the Golden Totem Tree, the Demon Idol staggered forward.
   

        At this moment, the Golden Totem Tree had no branches left to use, almost all its weight pressing down on Casio. Yet this still could not stop the advance of the Demon Idol; though its footsteps were slow, it was unstoppable. The only recourse left for the Totem Tree was the final energy pour explosion!
   

        To release all the accumulations of thousands of years at this moment.
   

        Boom!!!!!!!!
   

        The dazzling golden light swept through like a shock wave, illuminating the entire sky and staining the surrounding jet-black mountains and rivers with a golden glow.
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble...
   

        The Earth Dragon turned over, even the earth's crust was rolling, and magma spurted out from the cracks, forming dark red sky pillars. The massive jet-black mountains and rivers toppled, turning into flat ground, and the cracks in the ground resembled the mouth of a dark demon. Only the area around the Calamity Source Spring, due to the intense burst of Catastrophe Energy, remained untouched by the explosion's power.
   

        "Let... me... leave!!!"
   

        The roar of the Golden Power intimidated the earth, causing the rocks on the ground to tremble violently. Like a Savage Bull, it surged forward, its densely packed totems flickering in and out of visibility, blazing brightly at a certain moment. This tug finally worked, causing a chain of flames to break!
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        Breaking one meant a crack had appeared in the binding power!
   

        The Golden Power moved forward again, and indeed, another chain broke.
   

        "Finally, at last!"
   

        Its shoulders trembled, leaving only one chain remaining on its body.
   

        "The last one..."
   

        Crack! Suddenly, an arm of black, cracked armor appeared, grabbing viciously into the shoulders of the Golden Power. A huge armored silhouette, emitting black smoke, stood behind the Golden Power, like the shadow of a demon!
   

        "You are wrong, it's the last leg."
   

        "Let me send you on your last journey... hehehe..."
   

        The Demon Idol's muffled chuckle sounded like The Grim Reaper hurrying one along.
   

        It was enough to terrorize and frighten one beyond anything imaginable.
   

        "Golden Power!!!"
   

        The Ultimate Dark Entity shouted its name and also unleashed all the totemic power within its body. Its immense wolf head, as hard and cold as metallic minerals, at this moment revealed a trace of fear and a mad color of a final desperate struggle.
   

        Thump!
   

        A punch! Straight through the heart!
   

        An arm of steel pierced through the back and chest of the Golden Power.
   

        The fist covered with Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier suddenly protruded from the hole in its chest, with a dense, sandy brass dust falling down.
   

        "No!!!!!"
   

        The massive roar of the Golden Power abruptly came to a halt, its incredible eyes losing their expression. The enormous body of the Golden Power stood still like a sculpture, and suddenly a crack appeared on its wolf face. Then, densely packed cracks spread, crawling over every corner of its body, like a broken clay toy.
   

        Boom, the body of the Golden Power collapsed on the spot, like piles of rubble falling down. The Demon Idol's hand that had pierced through remained halfway extended, slowly retracting. Holy flames blazed fiercely, sweeping across every part of its body from the arm. When the flames extinguished, the body of the Demon Idol appeared cleansed, reverting to its pristine silver-white color.
   

        However, at the position of the arms, densely packed cracks climbed towards the shoulders, resembling suitable growing tree roots and tendrils. This was the unavoidable side effect of multiple uses of the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier. This weapon had indeed terrifying destructive power, but it was also a double-edged sword that harmed the wielder as well.
   

        Casio could only continuously strengthen his physique to withstand the side effects.
   

        "The first prey, is done..."
   

        The voice from beneath the Demon Idol's helmet was low and powerful, carrying an echo that vibrated the skull. He glanced at the corpse of the Golden Power but did not immediately go forward to deal with it. Instead, he turned to look aside where a completely burnt-out stake at the edge of the Calamity Source Spring was extremely quiet.
   

        The white ashes glowed faintly, eventually dimming out completely.
   

        "Unwavering will, unfaltering mission..."
   

        "What a Saint Fist!"
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        Rustle, rustle...
   

        The body of Saint Fist turned into star sand and dissipated with the wind. It was as if it had completed its mission and could finally end the eternal standoff.
   

        In front of the Calamity Source Spring, Casio's tall and burly contour stood, his black trench coat fluttering loudly in the Gale. He had witnessed with his own eyes how a Saint Fist ran out of oil and waned, turning to ash. He remained silent, seemingly feeling the will that lingered in the wind. After a long time had passed, Casio finally turned to leave.
   

        Towards the direction of the Corpse of the Ultimate Dark Entity with Golden Power.
   

        He believed that the Saint Fist had no regrets when it dissipated. Being able to drag the Golden Power down to Hell with it was the greatest fulfillment of its Obsession.
   

        Next, it was time for the feeding frenzy of the Demon Idol's Secret Martial Art.
   

        This time, absorbing the Life Vibration Energy from the Corpse of the Ultimate Dark Entity with Golden Power was even faster than before. Casio's Physique had reached the level of an Ultimate Dark Entity, and the Life Field of the complete Demon Idol was many times stronger than before. The Demon Idol of Ultimate Dark Level, facing a Corpse of a Dark creature, didn't even need to collide or tear to find an opening. It swallowed everything whole, its gaping maw devouring all that was delicious.
   

        Thus, the Corpse of the Golden Power dimmed down region by region, almost visibly turning to the color of slag waste.
   

        It was plundered into mere bones, while Casio's aura was more vigorous and abundant.
   

        The gluttonous stomach of the Demon Idol was also temporarily sated.
   

        Crackle, crackle, the massive Corpse of the Golden Power collapsed again, crumbling entirely into Stone Powder dust. Like a mountain range destroyed by an Earthquake.
   

        In the Dense Fog, Casio withdrew his arm, slowly clenching his Fist.
   

        His body emitted a faint golden glow, skin Pores and facial features all shining, a sign that the cells of his body were brimming with Energy.
   

        He looked up to the upper right corner of his Field of view, where the Cultivation Stat Bar displayed.
   

        "Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Chapter 29.3% (Final Chapter)"
   

        "Kill with killing, grow with Combat, turning one Ultimate Dark Entity after another into nourishment for my unending progress! Monsters slaying monsters, devouring each other, the law of the jungle, the survival of the fittest, the victor is king! This bloody Food Chain is precisely the fundamental Rules of the World of Calamities! It seems I'm even more adapted to these bloody laws than the Ultimate Dark Entities who have always lived in the World of Calamities. Only the fittest will survive..."
   

        At this moment, Casio felt his raw and brutal nature stirring within him.
   

        A rising sense of excitement swept through him like a warm current.
   

        "Become stronger, kill more, in a cyclical loop."
   

        "Until I become the biggest Monster, the fiercest beast...heh heh heh..."
   

        He chuckled lowly, without any hesitation releasing the Life Vibration Energy completely, using it to rapidly enhance the realm of his Puppet Arcanum Technique.
   

        Rumbling...
   

        It was as if the roar of a torrential flood echoed in his ears, as the Life Vibration Energy within surged and spiraled like a Dragon, rampaging through every part of Casio's body. The Energy was so intense that it felt scorching hot, like Underground Magma.
   

        If it were a Fighter with a slightly weaker Physique, they would have self-combusted on the spot.
   

        Evaporated in the Flames, leaving nothing but a pool of Ash.
   

        Sometimes, if the dose is too strong, medicine turns into Poison.
   

        Fortunately, at this moment, Casio's body was like an Abyssal Bottomless Hole, a ravenous gaping maw. Each cell was like a little mouth absorbing the Life Vibration Energy, dissipating the intense heat. The torrential, roaring hot stream narrowed continuously until it vanished without a trace.
   

        His aura also grew thicker and stronger throughout this process.
   

        Sounds of friction...
   

        In the howling Gale, amidst the wreckage-strewn ground, among the corpses, Casio's clothes emitted white high-temperature steam, floating around like strands of silk. In a flash, a pair of bright eyes snapped open.
   

        The white threads snapped, and a terrifyingly powerful aura retracted back.
   

        "Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Chapter 29.3% (Final Chapter)" →
   

        "Devil Statue's Secret Weapon: Spirit Chapter 36.5% (Final Chapter)"
   

        He had improved a total of 7.2% in his technique's progress, not too much, not too little, within his expectations. On the surface, the Golden Power seemed to contribute the least amount of progress compared to the King of Senairo. But the increasing difficulty in advancing showed that the Golden Power was somewhat stronger than the King of Senairo, yet not as strong as the Star-horned Deity. If they had both been at full strength, the Golden Power would probably be on the same level as the Star-horned Deity.
   

        After all, it and a Saint Fist had been drained of countless years of Strength, the loss of which was tremendous. To be honest, the fact that the Golden Power could still use methods like the Golden Totem Tree to temporarily limit and suppress Casio already demonstrated its extraordinary nature, as every Ultimate Dark Entity has a strong Hidden Card.
   

        Previously, if the Star-horned Deity had managed to use the fivefold Star Burst, not only would Casio have gained nothing, but he might have also suffered serious injuries.
   

        After all, at that time he did not possess a Physique at the Dark ultimate level.
   

        Respect the tactics, disdain the strategy.
   

        Casio now needs to maintain this mindset and awareness.
   

        On the ground, he raised his hands, watching the cracks heal.
   

        "Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier, so useful indeed..."
   

        Frankly, if Casio at present was replaced by any other Saint Fist with comparable Strength, the Golden Power would not have died! Even if it would have been suppressed miserably and beaten severely, with the Calamity Source Spring at its back, it would have had no trouble preserving its life. It could even have delayed for a considerable period, long enough to alert other Ultimate Dark Entities to come to its aid.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        However, what it encountered was Casio, who had mastered the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier. The destructive cutting force of this weapon, with its suppressive power against immortality characteristics, was even more exaggerated than the complete Southern Dou's power alone. It was just like the scene just moments ago; Casio threw a punch that directly perforated the Golden Power. Its brass mine-like heavy body felt as flimsy as paper.
   

        "It is my slaughter knife, a slaughter knife specialized for killing the Ultimate Dark Entities!"
   

        Casio's hands continuously flickered with glowing phantasms, shaped like the spiked Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier, tightly fitting over the contours of his fingers. Slowly clenching his fist, he felt a surge of overwhelming force, already contemplating his second prey.
   

        At that moment, an unusual disturbance occurred at the nearby Calamity Source Spring.
   

        The spring, endlessly spewing thick catastrophe mud in all directions, all of a sudden started to bubble. Visible to the naked eye, more catastrophe mud and Catastrophe Energy burst forth violently, scattering in all directions like flowers dispersed by a goddess. The thick catastrophe turned the air into a turbid black color.
   

        "The power of Sacred Fist has disappeared, so the Calamity Source Spring is no longer restrained?"
   

        Casio stepped forward, directly heading toward the position of the spring's eye. His body radiated a holy white light, and behind him, the air seemed to ripple in patterns similar to water bird feathers. This formidable aura split the advancing mud on the ground, forcibly dividing it into two halves.
   

        Dozens of seconds passed, and Casio stood at the edge of the spring's eye, looking at the pitch-black hole, resembling a black hole. He released a Seas of Sacred Fist Power, contending and consuming against the Catastrophe Energy of the Calamity Source Spring. After a while, Casio realized that the eruption of the Calamity Source Spring and the disappearance of Sacred Fist Power did not seem to be related. Instead, it followed a cyclical pattern.
   

        He sat cross-legged on the edge of the spring's eye, waiting and feeling the shifts in energy.
   

        At a certain moment, he suddenly opened his eyes.
   

        "A spiral growth trend? The Calamity Source Spring erupts periodically, alternating between calm periods and brief bursts. After each burst, the average level of Catastrophe Energy during the calm periods rises. If this continues…" Casio instantly realized something.
   

        "Catastrophe Tidal…"
   

        Over a hundred years ago, that era of annihilation and chaos was born primarily due to an unprecedented grand Catastrophe Tidal. Ultimate Dark Entities raged, the passage between two realms opened, and the Lightless Night descended upon the Real World.
   

        "The energy of the Calamity Source Spring is accelerating in growth. Could it be that after that grand Catastrophe Tidal, the Real World suffered even more severe erosion? Leading the entire trend to accelerate toward an abyssal plummet, the speed getting faster and faster? Just over a hundred years have passed… and the Catastrophe Tidal is about to descend again?"
   

        Casio's eyes revealed a heavy gaze, filled with contemplation and speculation.
   

        "If the Catastrophe Tidal is to descend, Xiadu will definitely not let go of this chance. It has already opened a door of Heaven's Gateway, releasing one-third of its entity. Now, with this opportunity, Xiadu will surely reopen the seal of Heaven's Gateway, allowing its entity to completely return! While the White Bird Sacred Fist has already burnt out and fallen, the prospects for Blood Vulture Dominant Fist are not looking optimistic, and the situation with Sonic Snake Extreme Fist is still unclear. Many Sacred Fists in these hundred years have probably lost heavily, just like the one just now. We cannot rely on others..."
   

        "I can only rely on myself."
   

        He immediately recognized the reality and understood the severity of the situation.
   

        Casio suddenly stood up, leaving this calamity source and darting toward another direction in the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains. He planned to find another calamity source to see if the general situation matched his speculation.
   

        The sky was dim, uncountable time had passed.
   

        Just like the first time, Casio repeated his old technique, tracking various clues to find the calamity source. Hard work pays off; at the boundary between the jet-black mountains and rivers and the Deathly Quiet Rain Area of the World of Calamities, he finally found the source.
   

        Here, the dark creatures possessing Totem Power were quite dense, a high ratio indeed. Even if it wasn't influenced by Totem King Casaleis, it was certainly another Dark Ultimate Level totem power holder. Casio darted between the mountain peaks, diving towards the calamity source like a fighter plane.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        High above the dark sky, a white meteor tore through the heavy curtain.
   

        He looked down from on high, spotting dense black cocoons as well as clusters of powerful wild beasts gathering in the breeding zone for dark creatures. However, he did not see the massive silhouette of any Dark Ultimate Entity, neither unfamiliar Dark Ultimate Entities nor totem kings like giant gargoyles. Casio gazed at the vast lake formed by the calamity mud in front of him.
   

        He seemed to realize something and, without hesitation, punched down.
   

        The force, as tremendous as a mountain collapsing into the sea, roared and sent millions of tons of calamity mud flying away. The scenery below instantly came into view. This was a huge, unimaginably deep pit, strikingly in the shape of a human fist! It's conceivable that the blow from that time had flattened how many mountains, shattered the earth's crust, and carried the tyrannical will of the Dominant Fist to its end.
   

        Casio could feel the same origin, the aura of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist on the fist imprint. Utterly tyrannical, unmatched in pushing against the odds. No mistake, this was the place where the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and the Totem King had faced each other years ago. But now, both parties were gone without a trace, and the standoff ended, leaving what outcome?
   

        Had Totem King Casaleis been defeated?
   

        Or was it the Blood Vulture…
   

        Casio paced step by step to the bottom of the pit, maintaining his awareness of the surroundings. There, incredibly, lay a pair of Iron Wings, gigantic beyond belief. They were now severely deformed, battered to the verge of collapse. This was one of the Totem King's core totems, the Dragon Wings behind him, battered to this degree. It seemed a pinnacle-level battle had taken place.
   

        "Traces of a life-and-death battle, even if no victor or death resulted, surely meant a critically injured state. If I could find the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and he hadn't completely fallen, perhaps I could use the life vibration energy to help maintain his condition! Of course, if I could find Totem King Casaleis, the result would be the opposite. A desperately injured Totem King, and if I burst out all-out, maybe I'd stand a chance…" Casio's eyes flickered, and thoughts quickly raced through his mind.
   

        "But finding these two wouldn't be so simple. If they were critically injured, they certainly wouldn't stay in one place. They would find an extremely hidden place and cover their tracks. Relying on luck would be difficult…"
   

        He shook his head, only able to keep this idea in mind. If he really stumbled upon good fortune, whether encountering the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist or the Totem King, it would be a blessing. Of course, he preferred to encounter the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        That time in the underground dark creature experiment field in Florence, the powers bestowed to Casio were tremendously beneficial, propelling him onto a path of rapid progress.
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist could be considered half a teacher to him.
   

        "..."
   

        After a moment of silence, Casio walked out of the abyss straight to the underground. His power and aura retracted, and the continuous outpour of catastrophe sludge began filling the lake again. He lingered here for a short while before quickly leaving.
   

        The two Calamity Source Springs matched Casio's previous speculations.
   

        It seemed, indeed, the next Catastrophe Tidal was about to come.
   

        And he had a bad premonition.
   

        This Catastrophe Tidal might be even more massive than the last.
   

        In the World of Calamities' air, a feeling of restless and agitated animation was gradually accumulating. When it reached the critical point, it would suddenly burst forth.
   

        "Continue hunting, achieve the goal."
   

        A flash of cold ruthlessness and bloodthirst crossed Casio's eyes as he silently thought.
   

        "After returning to the Real World, use 'Legendary Antiques Retrospection.' The Obsession Energy collected by the Magical Golem Sect this time should be sufficient." He had an idea that might allow him to maximize the use of his Retrospective Ability.
   

        Whoosh, a black silhouette skimmed over the Lake's surface and vanished in an instant.
   

        In the World of Calamities, on the Night of the Red Moon, herds of wild beasts roared and dark creatures stirred with bloodlust. In the plains and mountains, one could see the frenzied surge of beast tides, slaughtering each other, seemingly losing all reason. Brutality and savagery at its extreme.
   

        However, on a vast open plain under the high-shining Blood Moon.
   

        Not a single dark creature ran here, even the beast tides passed by far away, daring not to come close or linger here.
   

        Looking across the broad wilderness.
   

        A gigantic beast akin to a sprawling mountain range lay on the ground, its huge head listlessly hanging down, its body covered with canyon-like deep and wide scars. Blood flowed profusely, converging into a crimson, deathly still lake.
   

        Zooming in, atop the giant beast's head, there was notably a tiny figure sitting cross-legged. Both hands glowing, carrying an unparalleled sharpness.
   

        The corner of his mouth slightly lifted, carrying a hint of eagerness before a feast.
   

        "Occasional overindulgence isn't too bad..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Another Ultimate Dark Entity had been slain by Casio in the wilderness!
   

        Truthfully, his luck was really good, to be able to follow the slightest clues to find two Ultimate Dark Entities, and he didn't disturb any other ultimate beings. The combat was decisive and clean, leaving no chance for the opponent to flee or seek help. Of course, this was also related to the overall environment; the World of Calamities had been the main arena for Ultimate Dark Entities for centuries, dominating completely. How could the Ultimate Dark Entities imagine someone would hunt in their lair?
   

        This act was nothing short of audacious. If caught and entangled in a fight by several Ultimate Dark Entities, the outcome would likely be dire.
   

        Under the Red Moon, atop the wilderness, at the top of a beast corpse.
   

        Casio slowly raised his right hand, which was covered in the ethereal and hazy form of the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier, possessing incredible destructive power. His eyes narrowed slightly, and he threw a punch without hesitation, his entire arm piercing into the skull of the beast. With a squelch, a large amount of fresh blood flowed out.
   

        "Devour it completely, Magic Puppet Secret Weapon..."
   

        Suddenly, the powerful life magnetic field of the Ultimate Dark Level Demon Idol descended. The air vibrated ethereally, as if coalescing into a huge, fierce mouth with uneven tusks resembling sharp steel saws.
   

        The enormous mouth roared downwards, starting from the beast's head, engulfing its massive mountain-like body in huge bites.
   

        Gorging wildly, exceptionally delicious.
   

        During this process, Casio could feel the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon improving itself, evolving bit by bit. The powerful original essence within it slightly squirmed, almost like a living entity. After his physique had broken through to the Ultimate Dark Entity level, the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon had completely moved out of the ranks of first-rate secret weapons. It achieved a state that was beyond the realm of conventional secret weapons, unconstrained by any limitations.
   

        Sensing from his previous absorption of the Golden Power, as he absorbed the life vibration energy of the Ultimate Dark Entities, it wasn't only enhancing the progress of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon's technique but was also a form of completion. He was absorbing the robust characteristics of different Dark Creatures' life magnetic fields, becoming more perfect.
   

        This allowed the demons created by the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon to not just rank fifth among the Ultimate Dark Entities anymore, but their essence and potential were continually receiving substantial upgrades, accumulating strength, evolving toward a perfect Ultimate Dark Entity. Eventually, the physical limit that Magic Puppet Secret Weapon would give to Casio wouldn't just be the fifth rank at peak of the original; it could be higher—perhaps the fourth, third, second, or even first?
   

        Anything was possible, all depending on how he cultivated and accumulated.
   

        This boundless potential was where the strength of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon lay.
   

        After some time, the white steam from the beast's corpse had completely dissipated. It now appeared shriveled and pitch black, devoid of gloss, with its scales and backthorns enveloping its skeleton as if no flesh or internal organs remained beneath.
   

        It looked like a burnt-out piece of pitch-black wood.
   

        Using everything as fuel, emitting light and heat, making others feel warmth. Casio now felt very warm, even hot. After absorbing the life vibration energy, he had seamlessly used it up immediately. The movement was fast, to avoid potential complications.
   

        On the drooping head of the beast, Casio's silhouette maintained a divinely holy posture, like that of a sanctified statue, each movement seemingly enveloped with a special flair.
   

        His skin glowed all over, and then, at a certain moment, it all converged inward.
   

        His eyes snapped open, looking towards the upper right corner.
   

        'Magic Puppet Secret Weapon: Spirit Chapter 36.5% (Final Chapter)' →
   

        'Magic Puppet Secret Weapon: Spirit Chapter 42.4% (Final Chapter)'
   

        That was an increase of 5.9% in the technique's progress. The second Ultimate Dark Entity that Casio encountered was of similar strength and caliber to the King of Senairo he had met during his fifth Era of Retrospection. The two hunts had collectively brought a 13.1% cumulative enhancement to the progress of Magic Puppet Secret Weapon's technique.
   

        This figure, Casio was satisfied with it, pretty good indeed.
   

        The overall progress of the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon was now heading towards fifty percent. This meant that now, in realms like the Saint Fist, he had nearly covered half the distance. If a normal practitioner of Saint Fist tried to achieve this, it might take them ten thousand years.
   

        And all Casio needed was for the Ultimate Dark Entities, who had accumulated energy over countless years, to contribute their power, using it to fill the bottomless abyss of the ultimate realm. Nearly half was filled!
   

        "The Dark Creature Tribe is truly a blessing for my cultivation. Before I created the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon and couldn't absorb the life vibration energy of the Dark Creatures, it was extremely difficult to gather resources and enhance my strength," Casio reflected on the times of his first three retrospections, especially the years of hard cultivation in Wind Elephant Gate, and felt somewhat emotional.
   

        "Huff..." He slowly exhaled and stood up from atop the head.
   

        "The first hunting trip to the World of Calamities went very smoothly, hopefully, the next second and third times will be just as simple..." Casio thought to himself.
   

        "Void, void, void, void, void..."
   

        Suddenly, the Blood Moon dimmed, and something vast and pitch-black covered the skies. Like a massive black blanket, it obscured everything.
   

        A few breaths later, a grand presence appeared over the vast plain. Thunder rumbled mutedly, gales howled, the climate changed abruptly, and three terrifying wills instantly descended, making one's color drain and inducing shivers.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Eternal Nightmare!"
   

        "Hell Singer!"
   

        "Dazzling Underworld Stars!"
   

        Dark Ultimate Entities, three whole Dark Ultimate Entities!
   

        Their boundless wills, huge as mountains, their bodies, and their overwhelming energy had encircled Casio in the very center in the blink of an eye.
   

        It must be said, the World of Calamities truly belongs to dark creatures, and Casio was likely jinxed. He was not discovered while hunting the Golden Power, his luck indeed was good. However, when he was after the second Dark Ultimate Entity, his aura and movements were exposed, especially as the battle turned into a chase for a distance.
   

        Some Dark Ultimate Entities with formidable presence sensed something was amiss and hastened over. Fortunately, Casio was quick to act, consuming the life vibration energy immediately after taking down that Dark Ultimate Entity. Otherwise, any delay would not only prevent him from bolstering his strength before the battle but might also leave him with no chance to absorb the life vibration energy amidst the siege.
   

        Such a waste of a Dark Ultimate level vibration energy.
   

        "Soteru, Soteru, Soteru..."
   

        Above the firmament, as if thousands of mouths were muttering in sleep, calling out the name and power of an ultimate existence. That was the Eternal Nightmare, the Dark Ultimate Body of the Nightmare race. Every time the revered name of Eternal Nightmare echoed in the clouds, a strange and bewitching fluctuation swept across the entire plain, lulling people into a deep, irresistible sleep. In the middle of the dark firmament, a gigantic human head with a snake body slowly descended, akin to an inverted-growing Human Head Snake tree.
   

        The dense black hair, comparable to the vast roots of a banyan forest.
   

        The Eternal Nightmare Soteru had arrived, its huge jet-black pupils reflecting Casio's silhouette, its gigantic mouth wide open: "Whether you are a Saint or a Tyrant Fist, you will descend and wallow in my Eternal Dream..."
   

        "The power of Blood Dream, the heart of Ming Dream..."
   

        "Are all prepared for you, child!"
   

        To the left of the plain, a tall and skinny silhouette became increasingly visible amidst the jet-black mountains and rivers, as if emerging from the mist. It was a gaunt black shadow shaped like a humanoid, with skin that looked like clothing, reminiscent of a medieval minstrel who had been dead for a long time. Six arms were arrayed on either side of its body, matching its skinny torso like that of a stick bug.
   

        Each pair of arms was tightly wrapped around its neck, completely enveloping the throat. It looked like a seal, yet also a power.
   

        The Hell Singer was also a Dark Ultimate Entity. Its entire head, facing in Casio's direction, first released the first pair of arms, and at the throat, a jet-black mouth full of tusks was suddenly revealed. The mouth forcefully expelled a syllable, causing the surrounding mountains and plain to resonate violently.
   

        The second pair of arms was released, revealing a second grey mouth.
   

        As the second syllable emerged, another resonance occured. Similarly, the third white mouth appeared, and the third syllable took flight. This time, it wasn't just a simple resonance, but the three syllables danced and arranged themselves into a grand and terrifying poem, as the dreadful and fearful sound of Hell descended.
   

        Two Dark Ultimate Entities had taken their move against Casio at first sight. The third Dark Ultimate Entity, Dazzling Underworld Stars, went for a more straightforward approach. Dragging its massive body, it charged directly at Casio on the plain. At that moment, the ultimate forces of various disasters roared.
   

        To pour all the wildness and destruction upon Casio.
   

        Under the Blood Moon, atop the plain, a silhouette opened its arms wide.
   

        A bold and unrestrained voice echoed through the sky, grand and overwhelming.
   

        "Ladies and gentlemen, sadly, you're a step too late!"
   

        "The slaughter of beasts has ended, with the Beast of Demon Throat dying tragically at the hands of the brutal hunter! Now, it's time for the performer to leave the stage, so you might as well wait for the next show. Hahaha, but by then, will you be the tardy audience, or the main act of beasts to be slaughtered on stage? Let us wait and see... let us wait and see!"
   

        Casio stepped forward with his long figure, and a terrifying magical phantasm rapidly expanded and grew. Under the lock of the three Dark Ultimate Entities, a murder machine, both demon and god-like, draped in exquisitely fierce armor, suddenly arrived on the plain. One massive metal foot stepped on the head of the Beast of Demon Throat, hands slightly clenched, and the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier radiated a brilliant light!
   

        The demon idol's tyrannical body and the stance of a war god were vividly displayed. The four ultimate beings commenced an epic battle on the plains!
   

        In the real world, beneath Immortal Island, an underground cavern.
   

        Boom!
   

        The passageway between the two worlds suddenly shook violently, as if terrible fluctuations swept through, causing the cracks in the underground cavern to spread rapidly, almost collapsing. Roar!!! A tremendous battle cry burst forth, the air exploded with the force, and the cavern could no longer hold. Amidst the moans of breaking rocks, it collapsed and was destroyed!
   

        In a certain area of Immortal Island, the ground suddenly sank, and a large amount of mud plummeted down. Then there was a long silence. After an indeterminate amount of time, the mud erupted violently, and a silhouette soared upwards.
   

        Drip...
   

        Feet hitting the ground, blood-soaked traces spread through the cracks in the armor.
   

        Crack, Crack, Crack...
   

        A large hand slowly lifted, and the silhouette lowered its head to look at the cracked armor. These were the traces of a fierce battle, the remnants of terrifying energy corruption. And of course, the side effects of the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldiers.
   

        "The Eternal Nightmare Hell Singer is not your ordinary Dark Ultimate Level Entity. But to think they could hold me... wishful thinking! Heh, even if two more common Dark Ultimate Entities were to come, it would still be impossible for them to drag me into the abyss..."
   

        In that recent battle, the demon idol's body exhibited terrifying defensive and survival capabilities, as well as the ability to rapidly heal from the Immortality trait. Even surrounded by three Dark Ultimate Entities, Casio stood unyielding, even launching counterattacks. With the sharpness of the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldiers, he left impressive wounds on his opponents, certainly painful to remember. After the battle ended, he wasn't seriously harmed and only needed some time to recover.
   

        "It's a pity that my first hunt was detected. It's not advisable to conduct a second hunt so soon; the World of Calamities is likely on guard. Their coordination is such that I can only injure but not kill and take them away. Well, it's just about time to use Legendary Antiques. The Dark Ultimate Entities from the Era of Retrospection should be as unprepared as this time; I can take the opportunity to accumulate strength..."
   

        "When my power is strong enough to break the balance, even if the Dark Ultimate Entities of the real world come in pairs, they will only meet their demise..."
   

        Casio's thoughts drifted as he planned what to do next.
   

        Without any attachment, he left Immortal Island and returned to the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        December 15th, it has been over two months since Casio entered the World of Calamities to hunt Dark Ultimate Entities. The growth of the Magical Golem Sect in East Sea County could be described as thriving. Every Secret Martial Art hobbyist of status saw the Magical Golem Sect as a Martial Arts sanctuary, for they had the contemporary Saint Fist, the Gate Master of the Puppet School. How could people not aspire to it?
   

        In these two months, countless schools, solitary experts, and even hidden masters from around the world came to the Magical Golem Sect for sparring and exchange. Some even joined directly, becoming the backbone of the Magical Golem Sect. The various schools of the Secret Martial Arts World also formed close relationships with the Magical Golem Sect, cooperating on many levels.
   

        The Magical Golem Sect's plan to expand and deepen its influence in the Secret Martial Arts World is also progressing steadily.
   

        Martial Arts Halls appeared in many areas, and a martial spirit and atmosphere spread throughout the Federation, even spurring development in the Secret Martial Arts communities of other powerful nations. Many regular people came in contact with combat sports or Secret Martial Art for the first time. Those with talent were directly recruited, while the talentless could use it to strengthen their bodies.
   

        In short, everything was prospering, brimming with life and growth.
   

        In East Sea City, headquarters of the Magical Golem Sect, the secluded place of the Demon Figure Gate Master.
   

        This place buzzed with activity as numerous Disciples of Puppet School carefully transported antiques. In a short time, they piled up like a mountain.
   

        No one knows if it's an illusion.
   

        This Antiques Mountain, for some reason, exuded a cold aura, making the air around it colder and imbued with negative energy. The disciples of the Magical Golem Sect did not linger long, nor did they want to, respectfully leaving the place.
   

        Around noon, a breeze swept over the surface of God's Tear Lake. Suddenly, a silhouette appeared at the center of Heart of Lake Island, in front of the Antiques Mountain.
   

        "Having accumulated for so long, I hope it will be as I wish..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        With the expansion of the Magical Golem Sect and the deepening of its influence, it became even easier for Casio to acquire Obsession Antiques than before. He didn't need to do anything himself; his vast network of forces acted like thousands of tendrils, automatically handling matters for Casio.
   

        The pile of Obsession Antiques in front of him represented the recent months' harvest.
   

        On Heart of Lake Island, a gentle breeze caressed, and the green trees swayed.
   

        In front of the mountain of antiques, Casio glanced at the upper right corner of his vision.
   

        "Obsession Energy: 36.1"
   

        It was still the same as after the fifth retrospection, with no increase. All the collected Obsession Antiques had been saved up for absorption today.
   

        His silhouette paused slightly, and without hesitation, he reached out towards the mountain of antiques. Soon, a sinister, chilling sensation gathered like flowing water, converging into a stream and rushing into Casio's body.
   

        Cold, shadowy, tingling, bitter—all too familiar sensations.
   

        Compared to the previous absorption of Obsession Antiques, the energy from this mountain of antiques was even more ferocious, like a roaring glacier. If it had been Casio from before, he might have felt as though he was dropped into an ice cellar, bone-chillingly cold. But now, he felt nothing at all, just silently absorbing the Obsession Energy.
   

        Minutes later, Casio slowly raised his head.
   

        The large batch of Obsession Antiques had returned to their ordinary appearance.
   

        And all the Obsession Energy had been extracted by the Retrospective Ability.
   

        In the upper right corner of his vision, a number clearly displayed.
   

        "Obsession Energy: 13,227.2"
   

        A full five-digit figure, over ten thousand in Obsession Energy. This was from tens of thousands of Obsession Antiques, which even a behemoth like the Magical Golem Sect would need quite some time to deliberately collect. Now, Casio had absorbed them in an instant, transforming them into the activation energy for the Retrospective Ability.
   

        Withdrawing his gaze, he did not feel much joy.
   

        Because, despite such an immense amount of Obsession Energy, Casio was still worried it might not be enough for the sixth retrospection. The Retrospective Ability had changed during the fifth retrospection, allowing him to bring the aura of top fighters into the Era of Retrospection. For this, Casio had expended 13.5 Obsession Energy. Although the consumption increased, the convenience it brought was absolutely worth it.
   

        After the fifth retrospection, he wondered if, with enough Obsession Energy, he could fully bring his own strength into the Era of Retrospection, not just the Holy Fist Aura but also a physique of the Dark Ultimate Level. With this, the moment Casio entered the Era of Retrospection, he could do what he wanted to do and resolve the host's Obsession with a wave of his hand.
   

        All things considered, it was worth it.
   

        However, with his current realm and strength, fully bringing his power into the Era of Retrospection would likely require a terrifying amount of Obsession Energy.
   

        After all, the Holy Fist Realm's aura grows endlessly, deep as an abyss. Casio had now taken nearly half the steps toward the ultimate realm, equivalent to accumulating thousands of years of the Holy Fist through normal cultivation, plus the body of the demon idol...
   

        About thirteen thousand in terms of Obsession Energy, it's hard to say whether that's enough.
   

        Fortunately, many of the Obsession Antiques are not one-time only, but release Obsession Energy multiple times. Additionally, there's a batch of Obsession Antiques collected from abroad that hasn't arrived yet; maybe that will be enough?
   

        After some contemplation, Casio took out a Legendary Antique.
   

        It was a silver handgun, standard issue for soldiers of the Hong Li Federation. The handgun had not been thoroughly cleaned and still bore the marks of significant corrosion. The springs and mechanisms within were no longer functional.
   

        He had sent someone to investigate the origins of this gun thoroughly. About forty-five years ago, around the year 111 of the Hong Li Federation Calendar, the Federation, one of the world's three major powers, declared war over interests with three countries in the western part of the North Reef Continent. Shadows of the Yana United States lurked behind this war, possibly supporting those three countries.
   

        Furthermore, aside from humans, when the Magical Golem Sect traced the historical cliques, they unexpectedly found traces of the Door Organization and Dark creatures.
   

        This so-called national war was not simple.
   

        On the surface, it was a territorial dispute that sparked the conflict.
   

        But in reality, there were other secrets hidden.
   

        A relentless pursuit by the Magical Golem Sect revealed that what the three western countries and the Hong Li Federation truly cared about was a specific area within this disputed territory. This area contained rich metal veins, including silver and gold mines. Apparently, this was the real cause. However, when the Magical Golem Sect approached the Black Mechanism for answers due to the traces of the Door Organization and Dark creatures found in that war, they received an unexpected piece of news.
   

        The vast metal veins were only one of the secondary reasons.
   

        The real reason was that in this mining area, the Hong Li Empire had discovered the legendary Miracle Garden. This was an ancient story widely circulated around the world, claiming there was a moveable Miracle Garden beneath the earth of the North Reef Continent. On this land of the Hong Li Federation, every dynasty had such rumors and various magical stories.
   

        Someone in the southern part of the Hong Li Federation's Hundred Thousand Great Mountains stumbled into the Miracle Garden by accident. When they came out the next night, they appeared near a small, extremely cold hollow at the very northern end of the North Reef Continent.
   

        Some entered the Miracle Garden and came out bewildered. To their amazement, they found themselves rejuvenated, maintaining their youthful appearance until death.
   

        In any case, the appearance of the Miracle Garden in reality brought a tremendous shock to the Hong Li Federation. Because this ancient ruin could indeed move quickly. Sometimes it appeared on the left side, sometimes on the right, but generally, it was located within this mining region. It seemed to wander into a gap, briefly trapped by the surrounding thick metal layers.
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        Soldiers had entered the Miracle Garden but were soon ejected, unable to withstand its power. According to the soldier, he only saw a section at the entrance of the Miracle Garden. There were conspicuous reliefs that seemed protected by some force, unweathered and undamaged through the ages.
   

        Based on his recollections, much of the content on the reliefs related to an ancient civilization. The remaining content depicted ancient star maps, which, according to vague conjecture based on available information, might be related to the Southern Dipper Star Region. Of course, the soldier's memory wasn't good enough to confirm this. He had mostly forgotten what he saw; it was merely a guess.
   

        However, such conjecture caught Casio's attention.
   

        For this reason, he specifically used the Devil's Book to verify it.
   

        After verification, Casio discovered that even the Devil's Book had no detailed information about the Miracle Garden. It could only confirm two things:
   

        The Miracle Garden is related to the Oyon Civilization.
   

        The Miracle Garden is related to the Southern Dipper Boxing Method.
   

        Either point was significant enough to merit his attention.
   

        Deep down, Casio had always been curious about two things: one was the source of the disasters, and the other was about the Oyon Civilization. What was the relationship of this civilization from the savage era with the many Saint Fists, and what was its relation with the Southern Dipper Vein? The three Southern Dipper Secret Transmissions that Casio had acquired all came from relics of the Oyon Civilization scattered around the world.
   

        However, based on some previous information, the several Saint Fists of the Southern Dipper Vein seemed not to belong to the same era as the Oyon Civilization.
   

        Casio felt that The Sixth Retrospection was necessary to investigate and clarify the true nature of the Oyon Civilization. He had a premonition that this information would be crucial for the future, especially since each of the five Keystone Runes had immensely powerful effects. Casio already possessed the Spirit Rune and the Spiritual Rune.
   

        These two runes, one brought the Magic Puppet Secret Weapon and the other helped Casio master the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier, both of which were extremely important.
   

        This made him even more eager for the other three Keystone Runes.
   

        "I wonder if the origin of the Secret Martial Art is related to the Oyon Civilization?"
   

        On Heart of Lake Island, a bold thought flashed through Casio's mind.
   

        But soon, he dismissed it. Once he physically entered the Miracle Garden, perhaps he could uncover some truly secretive information. And that day did not seem far off because he planned to spend a massive amount of Obsession Energy to carry all his strength into the early stages of retrospection. Then, he could research however he wanted.
   

        Additionally, there was another reason why Casio chose this particular legendary antique.
   

        In the year 111 of the Hong Li Federation Calendar, it was precisely the period when contact was permanently lost with the Ten Million Mountain Totem Temple and their worshipped Totem King Casaleis. The peak battle stirred by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and the Totem King in the World of Calamities had either not yet begun or was ongoing.
   

        Casio was almost immediate in his decision to take part in this battle of life and death. Even facing the Totem King, he would not be frightened. Of course, before joining the battle, Casio likely needed to enhance his strength again. Although he had managed to face three Dark Ultimate Level Entities alone a few days ago, there was still a vast gulf between him and the realm of the Totem King and the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        Casio was going to help, not to cause trouble!
   

        A normal Dark Ultimate Level could not break his Demon Idol body.
   

        But that did not mean that the Totem King Casaleis could not break it.
   

        After all, his Demon Idol had only achieved Major Accomplishment, not the pinnacle perfection.
   

        To make a decisive impact in the middle of a fierce battle between a top ten Dark Ultimate Level Entity and a Southern Dipper peak Saint Fist, Casio needed enough strength to participate even if only sparring with a weakened and heavily injured Totem King. After all, strength was always essential.
   

        As thoughts gradually clarified, the pathways in his mind grew smoother.
   

        What to do and how to proceed in The Sixth Retrospection was very clear.
   

        As for the earlier retrospections, about which Casio had greatly regarded the original host's Obsession,
   

        he instead exhibited a casual attitude.
   

        It wasn't that he didn't care, but rather that everything was under his control.
   

        "The density of disasters in the World of Calamities is accelerating, much like the time when the Hong Li Empire was destroyed. In fact, it's even quicker. The dam has been breached, the flood is coming, and the previous breach naturally serves as an unobstructed conduit," Casio thought, recalling the specific intelligence collected by the Magical Golem Sect in the real world.
   

        In some places, rifts and even passages between the two realms had appeared.
   

        Although there were not as many passages as before the big battle that led to the fall of the Hong Li Empire, this time the accumulation of the Catastrophe Tidal was likely to be quicker and more fierce.
   

        Perhaps, without knowing when, the tide could suddenly burst forth.
   

        The retreat and concealment executed by the Door Organization in the past two months seemed to hint at this as well. They chose to avoid the brunt and wait for the opportunity, likely wanting to strike a decisive victory during an outbreak of the Catastrophe Tidal.
   

        "The sixth retrospection must be conducted as soon as possible..."
   

        Casio's silhouette suddenly vanished on Heart of Lake Island.
   

        December 16, some recyclable calamity antiques were absorbed again. The five-digit Obsession Energy had risen slightly.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 13227.2' →
   

        'Obsession Energy: 15977.4'
   

        December 17, the Overseas collected Obsession antiques arrived, although not as many as the first time, but still caused the Obsession Energy to continue to rise.
   

        'Obsession Energy: 15977.4' →
   

        'Obsession Energy: 19522.9'
   

        Nearly twenty thousand Obsession Energy appeared in the upper right corner of the vision.
   

        Unfortunately, it was still five hundred short of a full twenty thousand.
   

        However, nineteen thousand was enough. Casio could feel the changes in his Retrospective Ability, which seemed to provide him with further options.
   

        Bring all your strength into the sixth retrospection!
   

        December 18, in the midst of a world where dark currents surged and disasters grew more violent. Casio sat cross-legged at the center of Heart of Lake Island in God's Tear Lake, fully prepared and in excellent condition.
   

        A gentle breeze blew, blocked by an invisible force.
   

        He took out that Legendary Antique and activated his Retrospective Ability.
   

        In an instant, everything around him was as static as insects trapped in amber. Time stopped at this moment, the lake surface, ruffled by the breeze, even displayed layers of ice texture.
   

        Hum... Boom!
   

        The sky and earth inverted, shattered to pieces. Space and time were misplaced, everything melded together like a crumpled landscape painting, until the scene unfolded again.
   

        A dark red sky, thick smoke, explosions, and ceaseless gunfire.
   

        Fighter planes roared as they glided past, row after row of bullets burrowed into the mud, burrowing into the bodies of Hong Li Federation soldiers clad in yellow and black uniforms. Gray-black mud splattered, merging with the red blood.
   

        In front, behind, all around.
   

        Everywhere was battle, everywhere was gunfire, placing one in a hell nearing death. This was a meat grinder, this was also a slaughterhouse; rows of soldiers fed into this bottomless pit. Months-long battles had dyed the region's gray-black mud into blood.
   

        In the sky smothered by the track of war, a bomber passed high overhead.
   

        Whiz whiz whiz whiz...
   

        One bomb after another was dropped, bombing the positions on the ground.
   

        The charging soldiers were blown into human fragments on the spot, and the crawling soldiers also had their vitals hit by the fragments, covered in blood. The sight was unbearably gruesome.
   

        Whiz!
   

        Another shell fell straight down, coincidentally hitting the trench.
   

        Just as the metal shell was about to level with the ground, a large hand unexpectedly reached out from the trench, effortlessly catching it. The fingers clasped fiercely, squeezing the metal casing like tofu. The expanding gunpowder burst out in a flash of fiery light and energy, only to be forcefully compressed back into a metal ball by an invisible force.
   

        "All the strength has been brought over."
   

        "Never has there been such a marvelous start..."
   

        Behind the palm holding the metal ball.
   

        A face slowly emerged from the shadows of the trench.
   

        "The sixth retrospection, begins now..."
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        Date: Year 111 of the Hong Li Federation Calendar.
   

        Location: Western part of the Hong Li Federation, at the border with the three western nations.
   

        Character: Lloyd, 24 years old, a common soldier in the Fifth Army of the Federation's western forces. During the second battle with the three western nations, he was critically injured by an aerial bomb, losing both arms and a leg, with severe skin damage. Additionally, during his transfer to another hospital, he suffered massive organ failure and was close to death. Fortunately, a military research collaboration between the Federation's military and the Black Mechanism made a breakthrough during this time.
   

        The Black Serum Project, also known as the Super Serum, was employed for the first time in this battle. Having been established for over a hundred years, the Black Mechanism, as the official supernatural force, had been studying groups of dark creatures. They harnessed some ancient technologies left behind and combined them with burgeoning new technologies to successfully create the Black Serum. The Black Serum could effectively heal severe injuries.
   

        Whether it was organ failure, heavy bleeding, or amputations, all could be effectively healed. This was largely related to the undead nature of dark creatures.
   

        Moreover, after using the Black Serum, the soldiers would become much stronger. Their physical condition improved across the board, even reaching the level of Secret Martial Arts practitioners. If a special squad could be formed for decapitation missions, it might have a disruptive impact on the local situation.
   

        This military research was highly regarded by the Hong Li Federation Military because it appeared to be a method that could mass-produce super soldiers. Unlike other supernatural methods, which had various limitations, including the need for innate talent— even in the expansive world of Secret Martial Arts, the core bone mattered.
   

        The Black Serum Project was undoubtedly strongly supported. Even some of the powerful members of the Federation Council supported it, as anyone could encounter accidents, and the Black Serum seemed like a universal healing medicine.
   

        Even after healing, it made individuals incredibly strong.
   

        Thus, under the operation of various forces, the Black Serum Project surfaced on the western battlefield. They would select some of the critically injured soldiers who were close to death and ask if they wanted to join this top-secret plan. Without a doubt, soldier Lloyd was one of the first members of the Black Serum Project.
   

        If Casio hadn't just crushed that aerial shell, he would have been critically injured and dying. Then he would have been injected with the Black Serum, which was quite compatible. Moreover, he would have undergone training afterward and joined the Black Soldier Program, potentially even becoming the team's captain. And this was just the beginning of a legendary experience.
   

        During the third battle in the west, the Black Soldiers joined the fray and achieved great success. However, during the later stages of the third battle, the Black Soldiers appeared in the three western nations as well! It turned out that there had been spies from the Yana United States among the Black Serum Project. The spies had stolen all the data, and the experiment progress on the Yana side was almost synchronous with that of the Hong Li Federation. They were covertly supporting the three western nations, using the war as a testing ground.
   

        Thus, in the fourth battle, it turned into a savage fight between Black Soldiers from both sides on the battlefield, neither side giving in until death. However, as the mantis stalks the cicada, the oriole lies in wait behind— an even deeper force was lurking. The Door Organization had been watching the Black Serum Project for some time and, using unknown means, caused a large number of Black Soldiers from both sides to go mad simultaneously during the most intense phase of the fourth battle. The outbreak of madness, dubbed Dark Biological Transformation, led them to attack the surrounding regular soldiers. Moreover, for some unknown reason, wounded soldiers also began to show mild stages of Dark Biological Transformation.
   

        It spread across a large area of the battlefield in a short time, like an infection.
   

        The protagonist of this Obsession Antiques, Lloyd, either because of an extremely strong will or perfect adaptability, was not completely suppressed by the innate instincts of dark creatures. Instead, he managed to retain some autonomy. Lloyd not only refrained from harming regular soldiers, but he also began searching solo for other maddened Black Soldiers on the battlefield.
   

        Because these Black Soldiers were indeed the true sources of the infection.
   

        This meant he not only had to kill his past enemies, but he also had to eliminate all his former comrades. In the chaotic and dark battlefield of the fourth battle, as soldiers from both nations killed each other and regular soldiers clashed with Black Soldiers, various situations converged chaotically. Lloyd continuously eliminated the sources of the infection, ending one enemy and comrade after another. By the later stages, every ordinary human infected by the Black Soldiers felt a mysterious call, fighting simultaneously as they converged on the Lotak Mine Zone. This place was the location of the Miracle Garden.
   

        Lloyd also arrived here to investigate the situation. He then learned there was a mysterious organization planning to contaminate huge swathes of soldiers through the Black Serum Project. Upon reaching this place, they intended to perform an unknown ceremony similar to a Blood Sacrifice to truly open the Miracle Garden. This mysterious organization had many powerful Men in Black, each in charge of different areas around the Lotak Mine Zone as if trying to trap the Miracle Garden within it. And at each location, a group of contaminated soldiers was needed for the blood sacrifice.
   

        Lloyd resolved to take revenge on this organization; his power had continuously grown as he killed other Black Soldiers. The blood of the soldiers who had taken the Black Serum seemed to have homogeneity; as they died, their power would accumulate in Lloyd. At this point, his power reached its limit.
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        Once enhanced further, one's own will would be destroyed by the primal instincts of darkness.
   

        It was under such struggle and torment that the final plan of that mysterious organization finally began. However, the Black Mechanism of the Hong Li Federation had also noticed the situation here, and dispatched combat forces to harass and fight. At the same time, numerous men in black began performing ceremonies, precisely when there was no time to spare elsewhere. This was also the case for the men in black in Lloyd's area.
   

        Seizing this chance, Lloyd approached the men in black with a vast amount of explosives. With a powerful explosion, the ceremony in this area was abruptly interrupted. Astonishingly, the men in black survived the blast while Lloyd, relying on his powerful immortality, was left with barely half his body intact. In the line of sight of one severely injured and one at death's door, the organization's final plan was activated, and the Miracle Garden appeared. But with the ceremony in this area interrupted and the ritual track incomplete, it instead cleared the path for the Miracle Garden. In the end, the Miracle Garden burst forth uncontrollably.
   

        The mysterious organization's plan had failed and declared bankruptcy.
   

        Lloyd too closed his eyes in satisfaction and died completely.
   

        **********************************
   

        The Sixth Retrospection, the life of a Legendary Antiques owner, seemed even more full of ups and downs than the other retrospections. Although Lloyd's final combat power wasn't very strong, his overall experience remained quite legendary.
   

        Moreover, that mysterious organization that appeared at the end, Casio had no need to guess, knew it was the Door Organization. They seemed to want to do something with the Miracle Garden left by the ancient Oyon Civilization? It was evident the Miracle Garden was important. Otherwise, the Door Organization wouldn't have expended such enormous efforts, weaving a huge conspiracy that even implicated five nations.
   

        "Black Serum Project, Black Soldier Program..."
   

        In the trenches of a war-torn battlefield, Casio quickly reviewed the situation from this retrospection in his mind, finding a hint of amusement. He remembered a comic later known as "Captain Hong Li" published by the Hong Li Federation, which even made a special mention when dealing with the undying assassins of the Sand Dust Organization. It seemed the comics were not entirely fabricated, but stemmed from rumors.
   

        Whoosh! Boom!
   

        A shell landed nearby, black smoke billowing.
   

        In the gunpowder-heavy frontlines of the battlefield, Casio had an expressionless face as if everything around him didn't concern him. After a brief reflection, he had understood the two obsessions of the original owner of the Legendary Antiques, incredibly simple.
   

        One, to destroy the Black Serum Project and the Black Soldier Program, including annihilating all data, raw materials, and laboratories of the five nations such as the Hong Li Empire and the Yana United States. Additionally, any other created Black Soldiers and test subjects must be eliminated to ensure that no Black Soldiers would appear on the battlefield again.
   

        This was also what Lloyd had been working on after his mutation into darkness. However, his limited abilities only allowed him to kill other maddened Black Soldiers as much as possible, but he was powerless against the comprehensive plans and laboratories of several nations.
   

        Two, to disrupt the plans of the mysterious organization, ensuring the schemers behind the scenes have a hard time! And this destruction must be greater than what Lloyd had originally achieved. For instance, completely killing a man in black from the mysterious organization.
   

        If it had been Casio at the beginning, these two obsessions might have been a bit challenging. But now, with the might of the Holy Fist and Tyrant Fist, accompanied by a physique of the Dark Ultimate Level, he had an unbeatable start, what could be difficult?
   

        What he found most troublesome were obsessions with time limitations or identity constraints. For example, becoming the overall commander of the Black Soldier Program in one month would mean that he'd have to maintain that identity for a month. Although easy, it indicated a waste of time and restraint on action. Obsessions like these were good when Casio's strength was insufficient, but now he started with the power to do as he willed, and many seemingly difficult obsessions were no longer challenges.
   

        "Two obsessions without time or identity restrictions."
   

        "This means, for this Sixth Retrospection, I can devote all my time and energy to planning things out. A favorable situation..."
   

        On the battlefield, artillery roared, guns fired continuously, and screams rose and fell.
   

        In the trenches, Casio remained emotionally unmoved, already planning the four tasks he intended to undertake next in his heart.
   

        First, the Miracle Garden left by the ancient Oyon Civilization.
   

        Second, the pinnacle battle between Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and the Totem King.
   

        Third, hunting down a Dark Ultimate Entity to advance his martial arts progress.
   

        Fourth, to find the Path of Extreme Fist and forge the Heart of Extreme Fist.
   

        Compared to the frequently mentioned first three items, the fourth plan was also central to Casio. Perhaps he should visit the vast volcano in the Crystal Sand Sea? The Sonic Snake Extreme Fist and the True Ancestor of Blood seemed to have never settled their battle. Even in the era of the Real World, both seemed to maintain powerful strength, and the consequences of Casio's potential involvement were unpredictable.
   

        He would shelve this matter for now, to be considered at the very end.
   

        Should the Heart of Extreme Fist remain elusive, he would address it then.
   

        Boom, boom, boom!
   

        Just as Casio pondered, another formation of bombers, like a flock of black geese, swooped down on the Hong Li Federation's position, unleashing aerial bombs. Explosions rose and fell in succession, lifting dust laced with the scent of explosives.
   

        Whoosh, boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        High above, suddenly, a gigantic invisible palm swept across.
   

        Like swatting flies, it blasted the entire Western Tri-Nations' bomber formation midair. Explosives detonated, metal shattered, like fireworks.
   

        From within the smoky trenches, a black silhouette slowly emerged.
   

        At this moment, he stood alone in the midst of the chaotic battlefield, an excellent target. Yet, the soldiers from both sides seemed completely blind to Casio's presence, as if selectively ignoring him, their eyes entirely blind.
   

        Tap tap tap... Boom, boom, boom... Boom boom boom...
   

        Bullets flew, shells struck, and explosives detonated violently.
   

        In the midst of all the cascading barrages, a small area seemed invisible. All bullets that hit it were swallowed, the air like a mirror, not stirring a single ripple. Casio was like a person walking in a parallel world, stepping towards the rear of the Hong Li Federation's troops.
   

        With each step a flicker, his leaping figure was incredibly fast.
   

        Casio didn't do anything to the Western Tri-Nations' military. Having reached the Holy Fist Realm, the conflicts and wars between humans and nations were left for them to resolve. But for the Dark creatures and forces like the Door Organization that sought to interfere, Casio showed no mercy. Right now, he was going to deal with the original host's first Obsession.
   

        Behind the Hong Li Federation's battle lines, even further back than the battlefield hospital, was a military sanatorium within the Hong Li Federation. During this time, this sanatorium had been receiving major casualties from the front lines. Some still had a chance for recovery, while others were in despair, waiting for their eventual death.
   

        Red tiles, white walls of the sanatorium, with green trees framing its third-floor windows.
   

        An injured soldier lying in a patient bed there made his final decision.
   

        "I agree to your terms, I'm willing to join this plan."
   

        The soldier's voice was hoarse and weak, with blood seeping through his bandages, clearly not long for this world. Opposite him was a man dressed in military uniform with high rank insignia that didn't carry an air of authority, likely an officer of some technical military branch.
   

        For instance, a senior researcher of some military technology program.
   

        "Good,"
   

        "There's no time to waste, let's leave now. Your condition doesn't look good; you're bleeding heavily. A minute's delay could lead to an accident..."
   

        The officer held a form, ticking off a name as he spoke. And on that form, there were many other names. Some were crossed out, others circled.
   

        Those circled had volunteered for the Black Soldier Program.
   

        The Federation Military regarded this program with great importance and had been pushing it vigorously. Now, the first batch of Black Serum was finally going to be applied in practice!
   

        And these people on the form would become the first super soldiers!
   

        Several hours later, a vehicle was on the road. The officer himself was at the wheel, with the injured soldier from earlier in the back seat. Trees hid the way forward, as a small path led directly into the depths. As the car entered, patrols in the bushes took notice but allowed it to pass, recognizing the logo on the vehicle.
   

        After another ten minutes, the vehicle was finally about to reach its destination.
   

        The officer's hands gripped the steering wheel as he let out a sigh.
   

        He was about to remind the injured soldier lying in the back that they were almost there when his eyes suddenly widened, and he slammed on the gas pedal. The sharp screech of harsh braking filled the air.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1224: 614 Confused Door Organization (4100)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The Black Serum Project and the Black Soldier Program had always been of great interest to the military of the Hong Li Federation. Since the outbreak of the Western War, the military and researchers from the Black Mechanism had been closely following and constantly urging progress. Now that they were finally on the verge of reaping the results of experiments and could put them to practice, the underground base was gone! All the data and serum were in there!
   

        In addition, there were a lot of researchers, scientists, and so on.
   

        Therefore, the news of the disappearance of the Black Plan's underground base sent shockwaves when it reached the higher-ups. The military on the Western Front of the Hong Li Federation even called an emergency meeting, summoning all relevant personnel to discuss the reasons and implications. Firstly, with the underground base for the Black Serum Project and Black Soldier Program gone, the entire plan was naturally completely halted and aborted. Second came the question of who was responsible. Who did it? Who was so heartless and ruthlessly efficient that they had removed the base altogether?
   

        This completely cut off the possibility of the Federation Military to continue its research!
   

        After much thought and discussion, the Western Military could only think of two forces, one being the three countries to the west and the Yana United States backing them, the other was the notoriously dangerous number one force, the Door Organization. Only they might have the ability to remove a base.
   

        Although they didn't know how it was done, these forces were the most likely culprits. Could it be that the entire Black Serum Project had long been under the opponent's surveillance? Were there spies within the Western Military? Under such strong suspicion, the Federation Military, in cooperation with the Black Mechanism, quickly launched a major internal investigation. To their shock, they uncovered a considerable number of spies from the western trio and the Yana United States. Even some eyes of the Door Organization were rooted out.
   

        In no time at all, the Yana United States and Door Organization had suffered losses.
   

        Hong Li Federation Calendar, year 111, July 4th.
   

        One of the Western Triad, the Farik Republic, in the border area.
   

        This location is a highly critical operational command point, not only staffed with soldiers from the Farik Republic but also senior officials from the other two countries.
   

        Even, there were some Yana United States personnel here as well.
   

        At this moment, an emergency meeting was convened inside a small white building in the town center. Around the edges of the well-lit interior, with its tan square conference table, sat a circle of high-ranking officers with solemn expressions. The only group not wearing military uniforms were members of the Yana United States spy organization. They obviously couldn't blatantly wear Yana's military uniforms on the Western Front battlefield, that would be equivalent to declaring war on the Hong Li Federation outright. It only made sense to wage proxy wars through the Western Trio for the sake of their interests.
   

        During the meeting, a leader of the spy organization stood up, announcing gravely, "Ladies and gentlemen, as of last night, our spy network built within the Western Military of the Hong Li Federation has been completely destroyed. There was a major internal purge within the Federation's military…"
   

        "What?"
   

        "Completely destroyed?"
   

        "Could it be that someone was exposed?"
   

        The representatives from the other countries erupted into a buzz of discussion.
   

        This was neither a small nor a good thing. Their spies within the Federation's military had brought back a lot of important intelligence and information. Not just about war deployment, but also the covert Black Serum Project. Once contact was lost, the Western Trio's own mimicry of the Black Serum Project would halt. Advancing further would become incredibly difficult as they no longer had a pioneer to imitate.
   

        "As for the specifics, we're not clear on our end either. The Federation Military locked down information very tightly, but we know this incident is significantly linked to the Black Serum Project! Gentlemen, it's very likely the Federation has caught on to us targeting their Black Serum Project. The situation has changed…"
   

        The spy organization's voice was heavy, the circumstances were clearly not optimistic.
   

        Although the Western Trio was also replicating the Black Serum Project to modify their black soldiers, they were ultimately following in someone else's footsteps. Without the key data from the final practical application, their plan was likely to fail completely. In such a case, they would need to shift their strategy.
   

        In the meeting room, representatives of various powers discussed energetically, seeking to propose an effective solution. Eventually, a consensus was reached.
   

        If they couldn't obtain it, they'd destroy it!
   

        Whether through deploying spies, special agents, or even military forces.
   

        They aimed to destroy the core underground base of the Black Serum Project, preventing the birth of Hong Li Federation's super soldiers, bringing both sides back to the same starting line. Of course, their own mimicry of the Black Serum Project would continue. Perhaps they would achieve a breakthrough and find success?
   

        On the one hand, they would sabotage their enemy, while on the other, their side would rapidly continue development.
   

        The future did not necessarily have to evolve for the worse!
   

        The meeting concluded, and the basic policy was set. The military forces of the Triad quickly began gathering personnel and formulating an effective action plan.
   

        However, just as the plan was starting to take shape, they received bad news - the wartime research institutions of the Western Trio had vanished into thin air!
   

        Unlike the Federation Military's underground base, the Western Trio's wartime research institutions were disguised as a sanatorium complex. There, they housed a large amount of research staff, experimental materials, plan data, and more. This sanatorium, located in a remote area with secretive communications and guarded by the military, had disappeared.
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        Every night, five to six Patrol Teams would escort back and forth, maintaining strict guard; not even a mosquito could get in! There had never been any problems before.
   

        However, on the evening of July 4th, the Patrol Team taking over duty patrolled around the Sanatorium as usual. They were all professional soldiers with extremely high alertness and had undergone specialized reconnaissance training. Each of them had eyes like torches and gazes like eagles. Any slightest movement in the surroundings would draw the Patrol Team's attention for inspection. That night, they did the same.
   

        After several routine patrols, which were exceptionally diligent, the time came for a shift change, and they returned to the Sanatorium with stern faces. Then, the Patrol Team discovered that the Sanatorium was gone! The entire building complex inside the Enclosure Wall had vanished! The standard foundation was laid bare before their eyes, and even the basement was completely hollowed out. Not a single brick or tile had been left behind.
   

        It was as if these bricks and tiles were made of gold.
   

        Seeing this scene, everyone from the Patrol Team was dumbfounded.
   

        How could such a large Sanatorium disappear without a trace, silently?
   

        They had patrolled earnestly, making it impossible for even a mosquito from outside to get in! Yet, the very thing the Patrol Team was guarding had grown wings and flown away?
   

        For a moment, the three countries in the west, along with the Yana United States, were extremely angry.
   

        Who did it? Who did it! Who the hell did it!?
   

        The Hong Li Federation!!!
   

        It must be them. They must have sensed that the western tri-nations were stealing and mimicking the Black Serum Project, so they retaliated! It seems there are also a large number of spies within the Military of the western tri-nations, even those supported by the Yana United States spy organizations. Otherwise, it would not have been possible to move the entire battlefield research institution so silently. It seems that a major sweep must also be carried out within the tri-nations of the west!
   

        Suddenly, a purge began, with alternate screening and settling of accounts.
   

        The next day, July 5th, near the Lotak Mine Zone area.
   

        In a remote small town, a group of Men in Black gathered here.
   

        "What's going on? Within two days, all of our informants planted inside the Military of the Hong Li Federation and the western tri-nations have been completely wiped out? Could our people have been exposed? But even if they were exposed, issues shouldn't have arisen in almost both places at the same time. It's too unusual..."
   

        One of the Men in Black said, frowning in discussion.
   

        Observing the other Men in Black, they also wore faces of confusion and bewilderment.
   

        "Gentlemen, don't panic first. The fourth King has already gone to investigate..."
   

        "We should have some related news soon. Let's wait patiently for now."
   

        A core member stood up to reassure everyone and stabilize morale.
   

        So, the time came to around noon. The fourth King of the Door Organization in this era had returned, and he brought back a piece of news.
   

        This news left everyone present in stunned silence.
   

        Gone, the underground research base of the Hong Li Federation and the battlefield research institution of the western tri-nations had both vanished within two days!
   

        Yes, vanished into thin air. The two research institution bases, including a large number of personnel, materials, and even the undercover agents sent by the Door Organization, were all gone. They had evaporated from the face of the earth, leaving not a trace behind.
   

        This terrifying event made the meeting atmosphere of the Door Organization eerie. Even for individuals at the Extreme Fighter Level like the Deputy Leader of this generation's Door Organization, destroying a large base or a sanatorium building complex was an easy task. However, silently causing both to completely vanish from existence was impossible. There would certainly be noise and traces.
   

        "We've seen a ghost, could there be a mysterious and powerful fourth force involved? And such a force, unknown to our Door Organization that has dominated the world for thousands of years?" said one of the Men in Black. And as he spoke, a chill ran down the spine of those listening. If this was true, it would be terrifying.
   

        A mightier, more hidden force than the Door Organization, now finally making a move—did they now feel confident enough to act against the Door Organization?
   

        The thought was chilling to the bone.
   

        "Also, according to the information from the fourth King, the Hong Li Federation and the three countries to the west have begun to suspect each other, considering one another as the primary suspects. At the same time, they both see our Door Organization as their secondary target. If the two parties make contact or continue to deploy spies to watch over this matter and learn the truth, they might drop their suspicions against each other and unanimously decide that it was our Door Organization that did it. This possibility is quite significant..." said a man in black.
   

        The Door Organization's reputation was so notorious that it was entirely possible for the Hong Li Federation and the western nations to unite in directing their spears towards the Door Organization. After all, both had discovered spies from the Door Organization. Usually, the Door Organization wouldn't care, for they were the actual puppeteers behind the entire affair.
   

        But now, with the incident having occurred, the instigators weren't from the Door Organization at all. In this way, wouldn't the Door Organization be unjustly blamed?
   

        What's more, they had no choice but to accept this wrongful accusation. Could the Door Organization possibly explain themselves to the Hong Li Federation and the western nations? Would they even listen?
   

        Although the Door Organization was infamous and harbored ill intentions, this utterly undeserved blame still left them feeling extremely aggrieved.
   

        "It truly wasn't me, yet they insist it was, how frustrating..."
   

        In an out-of-the-way town, members of the Door Organization fell into a silence. Those with explosive tempers felt a surge of indignation that couldn't be quelled. After a considerably long period of quiet, a core member raised a practical question.
   

        "What should we do next?"
   

        Indeed, what should they do next?
   

        With the research facilities of the Hong Li Federation and the western nations gone, the Black Serum Project and the Black Soldier Program had been abruptly terminated. Consequently, the Door Organization's plan to mass-produce Black Soldiers and, at a critical moment, unleash them to contaminate the battlefield and secure mass sacrifices was also no longer feasible.
   

        A single mistake could cause the complete collapse of the entire plan.
   

        All the preparation and progress the Door Organization had made over the past year were in vain.
   

        What should they do now? The operation involving the Miracle Garden had been personally approved by the elusive leader, Xiadu.
   

        If it failed, every member of the organization would likely be held accountable.
   

        "Don't panic. For now, stand by in your current location. I've already informed headquarters about the relevant intelligence. This is a major issue, and other Kings and the Vice leader will be coming too. Let's wait for them to arrive before we draw up our next plan. Once the organization commits all its efforts, there is nothing we can't accomplish..."
   

        The fourth King, acting as the meeting leader, stood up and reassured everyone.
   

        Even if the original ideal plan was aborted, the Door Organization could, at great cost, forcefully push through an alternative plan. They couldn't afford to give up on the Miracle Garden. The Door Organization had to find an opportunity to enter it. As a senior core member of the Door Organization, the fourth King had once heard the first King and the Vice leader vaguely mention that the Miracle Garden was not only the pinnacle creation of the ancient Oyon Civilization but also an ultimate seal.
   

        An ultimate seal that could move at any time within the crustal rock layer of the continental plate! As for what was sealed within, that remained unknown. However, it was clear that what the Door Organization seemed to want was to break the seal. The opportunity to trap the Miracle Garden was indeed once in a lifetime.
   

        The Door Organization would certainly not give up.
   

        "Everyone, continue to prepare and carry out your tasks."
   

        "Wait for the arrival of the Vice leader..."
   

        The fourth King slowly rose, and the Door Organization's meeting was adjourned.
   

        Almost simultaneously, at the edge of the town, a distorted blurry shadow vanished in an instant. In the Lotak Ore Zone, atop a reddish-brown mountain with a noticeably high metal content, Casio's silhouette slowly emerged.
   

        He stood at the peak, his black cloak fluttering uncertainly in the summer breeze.
   

        His dark gaze swept across the ground, overlooking the entire vein with a sense of composure that suggested everything was under control. Casio had heard everything that had been discussed by the Door Organization. He had not taken action yet, simply waiting for everyone to gather.
   

        In just two or three days, Casio had resolved the original owner's first Obsession. Now, the second Obsession wasn't far away. Of course, he planned to be even more thorough. What's the point in merely sabotaging the Door Organization's plans when it's much more definitive to destroy the entire Door Organization itself? If problems couldn't be solved, then the people presenting the problems should be dealt with. It was too subtle just to deal with the problems themselves. Casio was determined to resolve both the problems and those creating them—terminating everything with bloody and brutal directness!
   

        "The Miracle Garden, the ultimate seal, could it be the Ultimate Dark Entity?"
   

        "I look forward to what the ancient Oyon Civilization has left behind..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Surrounded by mountains, the Lotak Ore Zone.
   

        Deep within the underground rock layers, an oval colossus traveled at an inconceivable speed. The surrounding dense mud offered no resistance. It seemed less like a solid and more like a slightly viscous liquid. The colossal object weaving through the mud was akin to a submarine roaming the vast ocean with hardly any difference.
   

        The Miracle Garden, a legendary creation, a relic left by the ancient Oyon Civilization. Its appearance was primitive and rugged, with distinct features, looking as though it was made of marble. It had the style of ancient Roman architecture with a hint of the solemnity of temples. The entire massive structure was enveloped in a glowing dense fog, continuously breaking through the mud and rock layers, advancing according to its own laws.
   

        Since ancient times, over the span of thousands of years, the Miracle Garden seemed to be chasing after something. Sometimes, it would appear in two different locations in the North Reef Continent within a single day, separated by thousands of miles. But for some unknown reason, the Miracle Garden was now trapped in the Lotak Ore Zone. Perhaps, this had something to do with the region's abundant metal veins, but it was more likely that some deeper reasons were at play.
   

        After all, how could this mysterious and unpredictable ancient creation, having traveled through the continental plates for thousands of years, be easily blocked by metal veins? The original owner of Legendary Antiques ultimately lacked strength and vision. Even until death, they probably never understood the true nature of the Miracle Garden.
   

        Just as in the information left by his Obsession, the Door Organization used the blood of soldiers from both sides of the war in a Blood Sacrifice, merely to confine the Miracle Garden within the Lotak Mine Zone. However, according to what Casio had just heard, the real target of the Door Organization seemed to be an Ultimate Seal within the Miracle Garden, which was the true motive.
   

        Out of caution, he decided to first investigate the situation of the Miracle Garden. Any creation related to the Oyon Civilization was not simple. Casio was very interested, for there might be something that could help.
   

        In the sky above the Lotak Mine Zone, a black silhouette plummeted at high speed, like a weighty meteor. When it landed, it was unbelievably light, creating neither a deep crater nor a loud noise. It didn't even leave a footprint.
   

        Casio stood in the desolate valley, with the sound of the wind whooshing past his ears. His face was expressionless as he looked down at the ground, his deep eyes seemingly piercing through the thick layers of mud, sensing what was below. In the very next second, Casio stomped down fiercely!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        An explosive burst of strength poured down, like a heavy raging stream of molten iron, piercing through the earth's surface. The roar of Spirit Strength at the level of Saint Fist shattered all mud and rock on its path.
   

        The entire valley area, dense with narrow cracks, spread out like tendrils, even reaching towards the mountainsides. At the center of this spider web, a massive vertical tunnel was revealed.
   

        The tunnel was dark and deep, like an abyss. Sunlight could only illuminate the top ten or so meters, but this tunnel's depth was unknown—perhaps hundreds or thousands of meters. Rumbling, suddenly, the tunnel echoed with sounds like a subway train hurtling along its tracks. Something colossal seemed to be approaching, giving a sensation of an imminent gale.
   

        Next to the pitch-black tunnel, Casio stood still for a moment before stepping out.
   

        Wrapped in scarlet Spirit Strength, he rushed down like a blazing flame, illuminating the smooth cave walls.
   

        Swoosh, bang! Bang! Bang!
   

        A red streak shot past, accelerating several times in the tunnel, faster and faster. Simultaneously, the rumbling from deep underground grew louder!
   

        Finally, within the tunnel, a colossal object that had traversed the underground for thousands of years pushed through the mud, revealing a rugged tip like that of an iceberg. At that moment, a fiery meteor crashed into it forcefully, creating a boom that rivalled a meteor hitting the earth.
   

        Above ground, a searing pillar of fire blasted out from the dark tunnel and then turned into an expanding fire tree in a matter of seconds. The next moment, the ground rolled like waves, dispersing the excess energy in all directions, tilting a nearby mountain as it began to lean the opposite way.
   

        Underground, at the core of the collision and energy burst, the surrounding mud and rocks had melted into scorching lava under high temperature and pressure. The enormous cavity created by the explosion was covered with a layer of semi-translucent quartz that looked as exquisite as a gem mine. Rumbling, a massive structure leapt out, shattered the hefty quartz layer, and burrowed again into the mud, continuing to accelerate in its set direction!
   

        "Terrifying defenses, yet utterly undamaged by my explosive strength," said Casio as he emerged into the molten lava, levitating at the center of the cavity. His arms were covered in tattered clothing, now no more than jagged strips, clearly due to the intense collision.
   

        He could sense that the Miracle Garden was protected by a mysterious and powerful force, impenetrable even to him. Moreover, Casio couldn't shake off the feeling that this force seemed somehow familiar, though it was mostly unfamiliar and never before encountered.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "What does Miracle Garden have to do with the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission?"
   

        He thought of the contents from the Devil's Book as his silhouette flickered.
   

        A rapidly moving shadow continued to pursue Miracle Garden.
   

        If Miracle Garden were at full speed, Casio stood a very high chance of not catching up. But now, after the collision, Miracle Garden had to start accelerating slowly from the beginning, providing him the opportunity. A minute passed, and in the pitch-black density of the underground, Casio once again spurred his Qi to block Miracle Garden's path. He intended to force Miracle Garden to stop and to observe its specific conditions.
   

        As expected, the second collision occurred. Casio used the strength of a Demon Idol with the power of a Dark Ultimate Level, his mountain-like huge arm clamping down on Miracle Garden. However, during their collision and arm wrestling, the Demon Idol quickly fell into a disadvantage. Initially, it could pause Miracle Garden for a moment, but a few seconds later, it began to be pushed and followed by another round of acceleration.
   

        Miracle Garden, with the body of a Demon Idol, brutally and wildly moved forward underground with an unstoppable momentum. It seemed like a celestial body running on a fixed orbit, rendering any obstacles futile. Once Casio confirmed this, he stopped persevering and began looking for the entrance to Miracle Garden. According to the obsession's information from the original owner of the antiques, soldiers had mistakenly entered Miracle Garden, though they were quickly expelled.
   

        Boom, boom, boom!
   

        Casio was thus pushed by Miracle Garden, with his robust body at the forefront. Encountering mud, he broke through it, encountering rocks, he shattered them, even directly crushing half a vein. Miracle Garden's special power allowed it to merge into the mud like sugar dissolves in water, making it hard to encounter obstacles. Meanwhile, Casio was genuinely bulldozing straight through, using his flesh to carve out an entire tunnel.
   

        However, such endurance was worthwhile.
   

        Just when Casio's back was about to burst into smoke and eject magma from the impact,
   

        He finally noticed a gap in Miracle Garden.
   

        And actively charged towards that area.
   

        Boom!!! It was as if a vast ocean was coming head-on, the rich and thick mysterious power fiercely repelling the intruder. Casio could feel as if he were encompassed by a mass of glue. The more he gathered his strength to push inside, the stronger the repulsion he faced.
   

        Fortunately, when Casio stimulated all his strength, his Qi roared and boiled over. His force finally overcame the repulsion, and he squeezed himself hard into the entrance. With a 'pop', Casio abruptly entered Miracle Garden.
   

        Here, like the World of Qi of Saint Fist, there was a unique world all its own. Ahead, a group of ancient ruins-like buildings captured Casio's attention. He headed over without hesitation but suddenly realized that the repulsion in the surrounding air still existed. Casio had to be in a constant state of Burst to walk in Miracle Garden.
   

        But obviously, this Burst State couldn't last too long.
   

        He instantly realized that Miracle Garden's suppressive force seemed to adapt to the strength of the entrants. Like the ordinary soldier who had mistakenly entered Miracle Garden, he must have faced only the limit of his own repulsion.
   

        Time was pressing, and Casio couldn't afford much contemplation.
   

        He headed straight for the ruins and instantly saw the ancient civilization's murals and Star Charts mentioned in the obsession information.
   

        Here, it was a place similar to an ancient Roman amphitheater. In the spacious and huge circular building, all sorts of secret information appeared. The murals first caught his eye, the relief sculptures continuous and protruding like religious gods, seeming to narrate a part of the Oyon Civilization's history. There was nothing in the murals that Casio recognized or was familiar with, and he quickly turned his attention to the Star Charts on the wall. Circular holes on the surface of the building wall represented stars in the sky, with each star connected to form patterns.
   

        Casio scanned them, finding many patterns unfamiliar, yet they all seemed to form shapes with special meanings. Soon, his eyes sharply narrowed. Because Casio saw three Southern Dipper Star Map patterns!
   

        The Demon Bird Seat, Star Python Constellation, Giant Vulture Constellation...
   

        A total of one hundred ninety-eight stars!
   

        "This is..."
   

        He vaguely guessed something, his gaze shifting again.
   

        Indeed, a star map with seventy-seven stars appeared. The Southern Cross, very obvious, a straightforward cross.
   

        "Could it be that this entire star map is all..."
   

        Casio's breath hitched as his gaze swept across the entire circular building again.
   

        "The Southern Dipper Constellation!"
   

        Ever since Casio obtained the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission and began practicing the South Dou Red Vulture Fist, he had always thought that the so-called Southern Dipper represented the entire southern star region. But now, it seemed that was not the case. The term Southern Dipper apparently referred to constellations or stars with special powers!
   

        Among these Southern Dipper constellations, Demon Bird Seat, Star Python Constellation, and Giant Vulture Constellation were the closest to each other, having an extremely special mutual influence and mysterious fluctuations. At this moment, Casio couldn't help but speculate whether the three Saint Fists who created the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission in ancient times were influenced by this. Did they gaze up at the starry sky from the ground, feel the mysterious power of the three great Southern Dipper constellations, and thereby base their understanding to develop the Southern Dipper Boxing Method?
   

        Of course, this was just a conjecture and not necessarily accurate.
   

        "Apart from the three great Southern Dipper constellations, there are actually other Southern Dipper constellations. But it seems that they do not appear in the sky of this world. Is it because their light is too dim? Or something else..." Casio, having practiced the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, had specifically learned about the southern star region.
   

        And, it seemed that these star constellations did not exist in the southern star region.
   

        "The Oyon Civilization must possess more hidden information!"
   

        While thinking this, he observed his surroundings more carefully. Eventually, Casio's gaze stopped at one of the star maps. Compared to other star maps, this one was markedly different. The circular holes representing the stars were lit up, occupying two-thirds of the pattern. It seemed, as time passed, this Southern Dipper Star Map would be entirely illuminated. He didn't know what specific significance this held.
   

        Casio made a mental note of it with particular attention.
   

        He withdrew his gaze and instead looked towards the sculptures in the Miracle Garden. These statues were only the size of normal humans, looking like some terrifying monsters, which Casio found quite unfamiliar. However, as his eyes swept over them, he abruptly recognized a familiar sculpture – it was the Star-horned Deity he had personally killed!
   

        As his eyes shifted, the King of Senairo, Weeping Sound of Devil, Golden Power gradually became visible – these were unmistakably the sculptures of the Dark Ultimate Level entities. Casio instantly realized something, scanning the entire building, where the neatly arranged statues were packed together, numbering over a hundred! He gasped, but then immediately felt something was off. His will, having peered into the entire World of Calamities through the Sinful Demon Well, knew that there couldn't be so many Dark Ultimate entities there!
   

        Even, their number might only be a third or a quarter of the statues present here. Where did the other Dark Ultimate entities go? In the long-standing standoff with the human camp, did they fall, one after another? Casio didn't think so; if there were so many Dark Ultimate entities, the Real World would have fallen long ago. It was more likely that these Dark Ultimate entities had never appeared, but were rather a Calamity Concept from ancient times. When the right moment arrived, they would emerge from the darkness, turning into ultimate beings.
   

        Even more chilling was another thought that occurred to him.
   

        That all these Dark Ultimate entities had once appeared, but not in this world! Casio had never forgotten that calamities were an invading force from outside; where were they before they invaded?
   

        Unconsciously, the most profound curtain of the world's secrets had already been quietly lifted at one corner. The origins of Calamities and the Southern Dipper, the two things that Casio cared about most, seemed to be hidden within this Miracle Garden.
   

        "I must unlock it..."
   

        Casio could feel the importance of the Miracle Garden, and all his next actions were to prepare for it. Shortly after, he was pushed out of the Miracle Garden by its repulsion force – maintaining a full Burst State for a long time was difficult, even for Casio. This also meant that he needed other methods to unlock the Miracle Garden, and just so happened that the Door Organization seemed to have been working on this for quite some time...
   

        Wedding dress for others, that was Casio's view of the Door Organization. He would appear at the crucial moment to pluck the final fruits of victory.
   

        Thump, thump, thump, thump... Boom!
   

        On the ground of the Lotak Mine Zone, a dark silhouette suddenly burst out of the earth, soaring like a raptor towards the distance.
   

        The mantis stalks the cicada, unaware of the oriole behind...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        July 6th, morning, Hong Li Federation, West Sand County.
   

        On a dirt-yellow highway near the border, a convoy of rugged, tall military vehicles led the way, followed by an almost equal number of black sedans. The entire convoy moved quickly, reaching the scene of the incident in just half an hour. The location was a pine forest close to the highway.
   

        As the vehicles stopped, a military officer wearing dark yellow boots walked over to maintain order at the scene, followed by a group of armed soldiers. Each one was robust, with a resolute face that exuded seriousness from being tempered by the flames of battle. Beside the highway, the officer approached the front of the convoy with many soldiers. Their attention was particularly focused on the first black sedan in the middle of the convoy.
   

        With a click, the car door swung open crisply.
   

        A black leather boot stepped onto the ground, and a cold-looking young man in a black and white suit descended. His figure was slender, his demeanor icy, giving off an air of unapproachability. Though dressed somewhat like a gentleman, with a full set of a white shirt and a black waistcoat, he looked more like a steward. The rolled-up sleeves and collar were fastened with gold-colored buttons that reflected the light slightly.
   

        On the left side of his chest was a brass badge, the pattern of which was an upside-down cross sword, with a palm holding the sword wrapped in thorns. This pattern was also prominent on the white gloves the young man was wearing on both hands.
   

        "Amos, one of the senior level of the Black Mechanism... known as the Grim Reaper..."
   

        The information flashed through the mind of the approaching officer. The officer, named Klooney, was one of the liaisons specially used by the Federation Military to coordinate with the Black Mechanism. To some extent, he understood the Black Mechanism and had also collaborated with some of its senior officials, maintaining a good relationship.
   

        Therefore, Klooney understood that the arrival of the young man indicated that the Black Mechanism attached great importance to the current situation. Grim Reaper Amos was one of the Black Mechanism's ace enforcers, extremely adept at handling all kinds of supernatural affairs.
   

        His extensive resume made it impossible for Klooney to underestimate him.
   

        "Mr. Amos, welcome to the site," Klooney said as he stepped forward with a handshake gesture, his attitude respectful.
   

        "No need," Amos frowned slightly, refusing to shake hands with Klooney, and explained, "I'm not fully in control of some of my special abilities at this stage. To avoid harming others, let's not have any physical contact. Please, let's dispense with the pleasantries and get straight to the situation..."
   

        Klooney nodded and the two walked side by side.
   

        Personnel from the Black Mechanism and the military followed closely behind them.
   

        "The underground base where the Black Serum Project and the Black Soldier Program were being carried out was found last night. Its concrete and rebar structure is still intact, with no visible damage to the exterior. But how did an underground base weighing thousands of tons appear here, nearly a hundred kilometers away from its original location, near Highway 38 in the misty pine woods? Is this... something achievable by human means?" Klooney asked, his voice filled with confusion and shock. He felt it was not something achievable by technology, but must involve some kind of supernatural power. However, the supernatural powers Klooney had encountered, while indeed capable of prodigious feats, were not exaggerated to this extent.
   

        "Thousands of tons, hundreds of kilometers..." Grim Reaper Amos also fell silent for a moment: "I don't know either..."
   

        "At least, I definitely can't do it. Even if my power were to be amplified several times over, I couldn't achieve this extent. As for whether someone in the Transcendental Realm could do it, I'm skeptical. Maybe... the Door Organization..."
   

        He stopped mid-sentence. The power of the Door Organization in the world was indisputable. The Kings stood on their own, the Vice Leaders even arrogantly claimed to be Saint Fists, and there was the elusive leader. If there were indeed a likely candidate, it should be a powerhouse from the Door Organization.
   

        Progressing through the pine forest, the team continued to move, weaving between the trees.
   

        "The personnel from the underground base were also found here in this misty pine forest. Most of them were unharmed, but a few of the research and base personnel have disappeared. All the rest who didn't vanish have amnesia..." Klooney said, pointing to the distance. There, a section of the pine forest had collapsed, and a massive concrete structure stood imposingly. Outside the underground base, temporary tents had been erected. Researchers from the Black Serum Project were either resting or eating or cooperating with the military for medical checks, but all were not allowed to leave.
   

        "They have amnesia? How severe?" Amos asked as he looked around.
   

        "Quite severe. Not only are the memories of the last two or three days since the disappearance of the base blank, but also any memories related to the Black Serum Project and the Black Soldier Program. Moreover, we can't find any cause for it, which is why we're turning to you for help..." Klooney said with a serious face.
   

        "Raw materials, data, memories of the researchers, all gone. If we can't recover them, it's tantamount to declaring the project completely bankrupt..."
   

        Klooney turned his head to look at Amos.
   

        Amos nodded and immediately instructed two of his subordinates to go. Both were Psychic power users dealing with hypnotic memory.
   

        Ten minutes later, the results came in.
   

        The Psychic power users were powerless, unable to find any trace. It was as though the memories of that period had never occurred at all.
   

        Amos furrowed his brow, and soon sent others into the field. This time it wasn't about memory, but to find any remaining energy and traces of the underground base. Perhaps this could be used to identify the culprit behind this incident.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        But unfortunately, there was nothing, still nothing.
   

        The Black Mechanism couldn't detect anything; the investigation results were identical to the Military's. Of course, this did not mean the event was merely a typical natural occurrence; it signified that the event had exceeded the capabilities of the Black Mechanism. Something uncontrollable had emerged.
   

        The disappearance of the underground base remained shrouded in mystery, and another message came from the Black Mechanism. Due to an unexpected twist in the Black Soldier Program, the Military's investigation uncovered a spy from the Door Organization. Thus, for a while, the Black Mechanism expended several times its usual efforts monitoring every move of the Door Organization. And at that moment, as expected, there was significant activity from the Door Organization; the six Kings began to converge from around the world towards the Federation's west!
   

        Upon receiving this news, the Black Mechanism immediately linked it to the Black Soldier Program and almost instantaneously pinpointed the Door Organization as the culprit. Without needing any urging from the Federation Military, the Black Mechanism realized the gravity of the situation and immediately mobilized en masse. They dispatched all their combat power to the west of the Federation.
   

        Apart from the Grim Reaper Amos, the steward, there was also…
   

        Red Hound, Glenn.
   

        Ten Commanding Guns, Ufon.
   

        The sole owner of the Hunter Badge, Mad Hunt Anthony.
   

        Vice Head of the Special Affairs Unit, the Meditator Rod.
   

        Head of the Special Affairs Unit, Golden Sunlight Andrea.
   

        Even the current Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, Black Sword Dios, was involved.
   

        Besides these top combat forces, there were numerous Source Energy Users from the Black Mechanism. If necessary, the Black Mechanism might even try to make contact with the Secret Martial Arts World in the western Hong Li Federation and gather every bit of strength. After all, this time, they were facing the largest supernatural force in the world, the Door.
   

        Moreover, it was a rare occasion that saw the convergence of the six Kings in the Door Organization, meetings that happened only once every decade. It was even possible that the Vice Leader and the Leader might appear!
   

        Even with the full mobilization of the Black Mechanism, it would likely still be insufficient…
   

        On the 7th and 8th of July, personnel from the Black Mechanism gradually arrived at the Federation's western Military base. That night, a shocking message emerged.
   

        The Federation Military confirmed that the Yana United States and the three western countries had been spying on and mimicking the Black Soldier Program, and they had a special experimental building complex at the border similar to the underground base in the Hong Li Federation.
   

        However, almost concurrently, after the disappearance of the underground base in the Hong Li Federation, the experimental base in the western countries also vanished. Personnel were found hundreds of kilometers away, with all experimental data and memories completely erased. Also, during their internal investigations, they discovered a spy from the Door Organization, pointing towards the same target.
   

        Door!
   

        On July 9, amidst ongoing conflicts, the two countries unusually held a secret discussion. Of course, the discussions were not between the military forces of the two nations, but their supernatural Agencies. Temporarily setting aside their hostilities, they exchanged opinions and intelligence, ultimately confirming that the Door Organization was meddling. The fruits of the Black Soldier Program of both countries were plucked by the Door Organization!
   

        This, understandably, enraged the supernatural agencies of the Yana United States and the Hong Li Federation. As two of the world's top three powers, their supernatural agencies were also among the top forces. The Black Mechanism of the Hong Li Federation and the Steel Knights of the Yana United States were well-renowned in the supernatural world. However, the existence of the Door Organization repeatedly brought disgrace upon these two major forces.
   

        This time, core interests of both were compromised. Had the Black Soldier Program succeeded, it would have marked a revolutionary development. Organized, replicable training of transcendent beings represented an immense leap forward, enough to underpin a large organization.
   

        Although the experimental outcomes suggested that the upper limit of transcendence might not be very high at the current stage, future technological advancements might make many unimaginable things possible. And such a promising plan had fallen apart…
   

        The Black Mechanism and the Steel Knights were so devastated that they found it hard to accept.
   

        Perhaps the Door Organization had not anticipated that the project, initially intended to trap the Hong Li Federation and the Yana United States, would end up turning against itself! Could it be that the Door Organization would explain to the two organizations that the Black Serum Project was always a huge pitfall? That the sudden collapse of the entire plan was actually a good thing for them and they need not feel distressed?
   

        Would the Black Mechanism and the Steel Knights believe that?
   

        Besides, the Door Organization wouldn't explain, as they were accustomed to arrogance.
   

        Thus, on July 9, Black Mechanism joined forces with the Steel Knights! According to intelligence provided by Black Mechanism, a large number of members from the Door Organization had appeared in the Lotak Ore Zone, apparently with a very important plan.
   

        Based on previous instances,
   

        it is likely that the Door Organization had found an ancient ruin here.
   

        Or, it could be related to their Black Soldier Program.
   

        Regardless, neither Black Mechanism nor the Steel Knights would let go of this opportunity. This time, it was a joint operation. Moreover, the Lotak Ore Zone was not far from the battlefield, and they might receive fire support! The transcendents were powerful, with many strong individuals among the Door Organization's members. Except for those top few, others also had to consider the large-scale high explosives. If fighter planes were to bomb, it would undoubtedly be a massive boost!
   

        This operation might be the most likely to succeed against the Door Organization in history. Thus, it was named the "Gatecrasher Plan".
   

        The Gatecrasher Plan, led by Black Mechanism and the Steel Knights with the top transcendents from the western tri-nations also joining. The military would serve as fire support.
   

        On July 10, the chief of the Steel Knights arrived in the Farik Republic, along with many top knights. All were qualified to enter the Steel Knights Council, each possessing top-tier source energy powers within the Transcendental Realm.
   

        On the evening of the tenth, the chief of the Steel Knights met secretly with the chief of Black Mechanism.
   

        On July 11, in White Town within the Lotak Ore Zone,
   

        top members from the Door Organization, except for a few who truly could not leave their duties, arrived. This included the vice leader and five of the six kings. The second king was on a three-year critical mission in the Star Blue Empire, a mission too important to leave halfway.
   

        In a dim meeting room, the Door Organization was holding a meeting.
   

        The meeting had reached its critical phase.
   

        "So, let's proceed like this. Utilize the Origin Stone Tablet and manifest the projection of the Calamity Source Spring in the Lotak Ore Zone. Use a massive amount of sludge containing catastrophe power and the dark creatures emerging from the sludge as sacrifices to forcibly seal off the Miracle Garden!", a decrepit silhouette stated from the head seat, setting out the main plan for the Door Organization's next steps.
   

        "That's all we can do now…" said a figure from the left side of the table.
   

        "Unfortunately, this means we'll have to pay a huge price."
   

        "If it wasn't for the sudden twist in the Black Soldier Program, we wouldn't need to exert such a massive effort. Damn it, we still don't know who was responsible for destroying all the experimental bases of the Hong Li Federation and the western tri-nations!" one of the core members of the Door Organization angrily remarked.
   

        "That matter will be investigated later. Right now, the most crucial thing is to take advantage of this rare opportunity. Secure the Miracle Garden, break the Ultimate Seal. That is the mission personally given by our leader, and we cannot disappoint him..." a silhouette entirely shrouded in darkness spoke.
   

        "Of course!", "Understood", "We will not disappoint the leader..."
   

        The members of the Door Organization responded in turn.
   

        "Everything is almost ready. Tonight at midnight, the Catastrophe Projection Ceremony will commence! The entire process must proceed flawlessly. Take care of your duties. I won't allow anything unexpected to ruin the plan's success..."
   

        From the head seat, the decrepit silhouette slowly stood up, his aura terrifying.
   

        "Yes! Vice Leader Sir!"
   

        Many members of the Door Organization also stood up and left the meeting room.
   

        On July 11 at midnight, under the enveloping darkness and bright moonlight,
   

        three massive forces converged!
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        That night, mountain ranges undulated like a series of great black dragons coiling upon the earth. Head to tail, they intertwined and cluttered together, melding into one entity. Moonlight cast mottled shadows, and the night was dense. The mountain contours, vast woods, and rugged strange rocks all appeared and disappeared within the darkness, creating a mysterious atmosphere.
   

        Standing on flat ground and looking up, the overlapping contours of the mountain ranges pierced into the heavens as if to tear through the thick curtain of night.
   

        "Is the Military ready?"
   

        The tall man in gray clothes retracted his gaze, his voice authoritative. Despite being shrouded in the hazy darkness, his robust and muscular silhouette could not be hidden. His limbs were enveloped in a hunting-style jacket, tightly stretched around the sleeves. On his right hand, a dark ring was particularly conspicuous, engraved with the shape of a Cross Sword.
   

        This was a symbol of identity; this man was none other than the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, Dios.
   

        "Everything is in place. In a few minutes, a squadron of bombers will head toward the Lotak Mine Zone. According to General Romulo, who is fully cooperating with this operation, they will drop hundreds of tons of Explosives! Unfortunately, the Door Organization seems to be conducting some Ceremony, so their personnel deployment isn't dense. The destructive force of these explosives won't be maximized..."
   

        Behind the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, a man with Blond Hair spoke.
   

        His name was Anthony, head of the Special Affairs department, known as Golden Sunlight. His appearance and demeanor indeed matched the nickname, with handsome and profound facial Contours, smooth, glistening blond hair, and an infectiously confident charisma that emanated from him. In the Black Mechanism, Anthony could be regarded as the second or third in command, a strong Competitor for the Chief Inspector position.
   

        "Having fire support is good enough, we can't ask for too much. In the years I have overseen the Mechanism, this is the first time the Door Organization has assembled in such large numbers. It's an extremely rare opportunity. Hundreds of tons of Explosives should be enough to give the members of the Door Organization a hard time. After all, not every Core member of the Door Organization is of the same level as the Six Kings..."
   

        While the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism said they had seized an opportunity, when he mentioned the Six Kings, he could not help but express solemnity and caution. The six generals of the Door Organization were each formidable enough to sweep through their own domain, notorious worldwide. Although the Black Mechanism had come out in full force this time, only two people could truly contend with someone of the Six Kings' caliber, or three if pushed to the limit.
   

        The first was, of course, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, Black Sword Dios himself. The second was the head of the Special Affairs department, Golden Sunlight, Anthony.
   

        The third, if Grim Reaper Amos and Mad Hunt Anthony joined forces and went into a desperate fight—especially if Amos could push his secret techniques to the extreme and completely enter the state of The Grim Reaper—then perhaps they could hold off one of them.
   

        As for the other top fighters of the Black Mechanism, such as Red Hound Glenn, Ten Commandments Gun Ufon, and the Meditator Rod, they simply weren't in the same league. Their opponents were the members of the Door Organization, excluding the Six Kings.
   

        "This time, the Door Organization continues to act with recklessness. Not just our Black Mechanism, but the Yana United States' Steel Knights can't stand it either. Their top combat power is somewhat equal to ours, such as the Steel Knight, the Ghost Snake Knight, and the Skeleton Knight. If our two groups join forces, along with the support of firepower, it's not impossible to fight the Door Organization. The only concern is the Vice leader who has appeared for the Door Organization this time. Active in the world for decades, the mastermind behind more than a dozen large Supernatural Events, topping the Warrant list in over fifty countries..."
   

        "The Saint Fist of the Fallen Sun!"
   

        Dios, the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, showed an unusually wary expression.
   

        Upon hearing this name, Anthony and the others nearby frowned. It was because the former Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, Dios' predecessor, was killed by the Saint Fist of the Fallen Sun in a brutal encounter.
   

        Even his corpse was shattered into fragments and dust by the terrifying power of the punch.
   

        The strength of the Saint Fist of the Fallen Sun was imaginable, absolutely at the World peak.
   

        To battle such an entity, even the Black Mechanism and the Steel Knights felt a tinge of fear. Fortunately, the ultimate goal of the Black Mechanism and the Steel Knights' operation was not to engage in an outright battle of life and death with the Door Organization, but rather to thwart the plans of the Door Organization. As long as their plans failed, then the minimum objective would be achieved.
   

        "We'll have to see how it goes when the time comes. If it really isn't possible, then I and the leader of the Steel Knights will have to join forces to see if we can hold off the Saint Fist of the Fallen Sun for a while. Remember, if it's not feasible, after achieving the minimum goal of disrupting their Ceremony, you'll be able to retreat. Don't get carried away..."
   

        As Dios was giving his instructions, he led the whole team rapidly forward in the cover of night. There were not only five or six high-end combatants, but also several times that number of elite fighters who could provide significant support and cover.
   

        Minutes passed, and in a recessed valley amidst the mountains,
   

        the Black Mechanism met up with the Steel Knights.
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism looked up and saw the Steel Knights clad in tight-fitting Armor, covering their heads and faces, silent and stern.
   

        Some suits of Armor looked more like clothing, clinging to the body and lightweight, no different from the hunting outfit worn by the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism. Some armors, especially that of the Steel Knight leader, were entirely encased in heavy black Armor.
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        On his back, a ferocious giant hammer, almost as large as his body, was conspicuously visible, resembling an unruly machine charging on an ancient battlefield!
   

        "Di Xiu, how shall we deal with the Sunfall Saint Fist?"
   

        Below the silver helmet topped with two sky-piercing demonic horns,
   

        a hoarse, aged but powerful male voice rose.
   

        "If we join forces, we should be able to hold them off."
   

        "The Door Organization needs to focus more of its attention on the major ceremonies and plans underway. Therefore, the combat power they can mobilize absolutely won't be the complete six Kings. With this distraction, perhaps only five Kings, or even four, three Kings might be present. Under these circumstances, we certainly have the power to fight if we join forces. And if they come at us with full strength, abandoning the half-completed ceremonies and plans, then that's exactly what we want. After that, we'll simply retreat, leaving no opportunity for the Door Organization…"
   

        The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism analyzed, appearing quite plausible.
   

        "It can only be so…"
   

        "The Door Organization must pay a price!"
   

        The voice of the Steel Knights' leader thundered, resolute. Their enmity with the Door Organization wasn't just about this one time, but a contradiction that had been growing since the establishment of the Steel Knights.
   

        "Move out!" "Move out!"
   

        The leader of the Steel Knights and the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism summoned their subordinates without hesitation.
   

        Leading two separate forces, they marched towards the core area of the Lotak Mine Zone. There, the Door Organization had long since started to lay out the Ceremony.
   

        At the same time, several miles away, an empty mountain basin.
   

        This was the lowest point in the Lotak Mine Zone, surrounded by mountains that formed a natural barrier. Over the course of a week, the Door Organization had been compressing the Miracle Garden's active area with special methods, gradually trapping it in this narrow pitfall.
   

        If one were to look down from the sky, they could see. Between the overflowing peaks around the basin stood a series of eerie buildings crafted from white bones. From the hollow holes in these buildings dripped an endless flow of blood, pitter-pattering into the mud, becoming one with the earth.
   

        Since it was night, the blood-colored intricate totem-like patterns on the ground were more visible, spreading inward like a spider web, as if intent on covering the entire basin.
   

        The Door Organization's Ceremony had begun at midnight and was now about halfway through. One could vaguely perceive that the blood patterns on this basin were about to form a giant blood pupil, reflecting the moon in the sky.
   

        In the very center of the basin, a black stone altar stood like a pupil, emanating a strange purple glow. On the altar, a well-shaped structure holding a translucent liquid stood erect in the center.
   

        Inside the well, numerous Tears of Blue Eye were embedded at various positions, forming a pattern with a special order. All the Tears of Blue Eye were slowly rotating, their gaze trained upward, where there hovered a continuously spinning stone tablet, radiating a fundamental mystery.
   

        And beside the stone tablet, a silhouette quietly watched the progress.
   

        He was draped in a black robe, which did not cover his entire body but exposed his bare, formidable chest. His bronze skin, etched with numerous healed scars, was unsettling, with muscles twitching slightly, and the scars looked like sinister eyes blinking back and forth.
   

        His long hair, black and white, fell wildly, emitting an aura of rough and untamed brutality, like a wild grass rooted deep in the desert wasteland.
   

        "At last…"
   

        He murmured as if in reflection, slowly closing his eyes.
   

        The Sunfall Saint Fist remembered the promise that the leader, Xiadu, had made to him. As long as he completed the plans for the Miracle Garden, Xiadu would grant him the opportunity to touch that ultimate realm! This was something Sunfall Saint Fist had dreamt of for decades, and he was so eager for this day to come. Among the Deputy Leaders of the Door Organization of the past several generations, the Sunfall Saint Fist was undoubtedly a natural talent.
   

        He did not just possess immense power, but also the ambition to uphold such power, as well as rich experience and heritage.
   

        Had it not been for picking the wrong path from the start and standing against humanity, the Sunfall Saint Fist might have now grasped the heart of the Saint Fist, with the opportunity to step into the ultimate realm. But, what had happened could not be changed, and he was ultimately a member of the Door Organization. The path of the Saint Fist, the ultimate pathway, was no longer viable, leaving only another alternative…
   

        The Ultimate Dark Entity!
   

        The promise given by the leader Xiadu, an opportunity for an ordinary person to reach the realm of the Dark Ultimate Level! If the Sunfall Saint Fist succeeded, he could transform from his human identity into a true Ultimate Entity!
   

        Thereby mastering a pathway to the ultimate power of an Endless Calamity…
   

        The Sunfall Saint Fist desired this intensely.
   

        Therefore, for this operation targeting the Miracle Garden, he had given one hundred and twenty percent of his energy and ability. Any Organization or Forces obstructing the actions of the Door Organization would be brutally crushed! Like the failed Black Plan of the Hong Li Federation and the three western nations causing the Door Organization's initial goals to be aborted. The Sunfall Saint Fist had this etched in his mind, determined to later make them pay, even if the Federation and those three nations were also victims.
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        On the altar, several powerful silhouettes were exchanging words, and soon one person stepped forward to issue orders to the others, "Accelerate the flow of the blood of the fallen, don't worry about the slight loss, finish with the utmost speed..."
   

        Just as the message was relayed, the previously calm sky suddenly filled with an increasing noise. Looking up, it seemed as if a long line of black geese was flying across the moon disc. Upon closer inspection, it was a formation of bombers! They flew through the night, equipped with Source Energy Users capable of delivering massive amounts of Explosives with precision into the basin below.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh...
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        One after another, the Bombs fell like rain, exploding the moment they hit the ground and releasing formidable kinetic energy and intense heat.
   

        The rich scent of gunpowder and the scorched flavor instantly spread.
   

        Atop the altar, a flash of anger crossed the eyes of the Saint Fist of the Fallen Sun as he lashed out fiercely. His entire aura surged wildly, raising a dark red Tornado. With one palm strike towards the sky, a massive flash of red light swept through, clearing a swath of the dense falling explosives. Then, uniform mid-air explosions followed, like an immense fireworks display. A quarter of the Bombs dropped by the bombers burst in this manner, yet the rest still fell.
   

        There were too many Bombs, even the Saint Fist of the Fallen Sun couldn't block them all.
   

        After all, he was not a true Saint Fist and lacked even the heart of one.
   

        Boom boom boom...
   

        Throughout the basin area, bright fire trees sparkled as the kinetic energy from the exploding Bombs created shock waves after shock waves. Members of the Door Organization deployed their methods to resist this firepower onslaught. However, they had to protect the safety of the ceremonial tools, which sometimes meant taking the hit. Hundreds of tons of Explosives were simply too much, and even a Fighter could be severely injured if caught off guard.
   

        Before long, members of the Door Organization were being injured, their aura waning. Some, particularly unlucky due to being in an area with too many Bombs, were outright killed on the spot.
   

        In the midst of the wreckage and chaos,
   

        From the north of the basin, two formidable Forces emerged and charged in this direction. The Black Mechanism Chief Inspector and the leader of the Steel Knights charged ahead, the Black Sword and massive hammer in their hands rippling with ferocious and volatile energy. Behind them, The Grim Reaper Amos, Mad Hunt Anthony, Golden Sunlight Andrea, the Serpent Knight, the Skeleton Knight, and others surged forward. They represented the world's most elite combat power coming together!
   

        They were determined to make the Door Organization pay a heavy price!
   

        On the altar, the Saint Fist of the Fallen Sun, with his wild gray hair and a grimace of ferocity, roared, "Black Mechanism, Steel Knights, you're courting death!"
   

        Almost simultaneously, deep within the Miracle Garden underground,
   

        A vague yet tremendous terror lifted its head, its blood-red pupils like twin moons, "Thousands of years... are finally coming to an end..."
   

        "Lord of Hong Light, such an ancient name, hehehe..."
   

        On a mountaintop on the basin's edge, shielded by even higher peaks, sat a man cross-legged in silence, his deep eyes, cold as ice wells, staring ahead, devoid of joy or sorrow. Behind the man, three Phantasms as if from another Space gradually descended.
   

        One red as blood, one holy as light, and another with a sinister Devil's Flame. The three powers interwove, converging into a tightly clenched Fist.
   

        On the Fist, the Extreme Annihilation Sonic Boom Dead Tooth roared and tore through the air.
   

        Waiting for a true great battle to descend.
   

        "No matter what being emerges from that so-called seal..."
   

        "I will... brutally kill you..."
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        Core Basin, north, overflow from two mountain peaks in the northeast and northwest.
   

        One by one, the top warriors from the Transcendental Realm charged over, their bodies covered with roiling, boiling Source Energy auras that shone like torches in the darkness. Figures clad in grey fitted combat suits leaped agilely among the craggy rocks, each chest proudly bearing a silver Cross Sword badge. Their hands emanated light as they clashed with the members of the Door Organization.
   

        On another front, a Knight Troop decked out in complete Armor charged recklessly through the fray. It seemed that thanks to the power of a Source Energy User, each Steel Knight had a phantasmal, towering War horse between their legs. The horses, orderly and disciplined, clustered together to form a surging charge.
   

        Members of the Door Organization, cloaked in Black Cloaks, rushed from all directions, their speed incredibly fast. They collided instantly with the Steel Knight flood, tangling together into a silver and black Vortex.
   

        Within this bloody Battle Vortex, people were continuously killed.
   

        "I've waited for this day for so long, so long, so long!"
   

        "Thrilling, truly thrilling! Hahahahaha..."
   

        The young man's manic laughter rose on the Battlefield, filled with unbridled joy. A dense array of silver slicing threads flew out, above the battlefield forming a steel spider's web. Fingers in black fingerless Gloves flicked a single thread lightly, and the entire web vibrated intensely. The cutting and piercing power of the Gale and Heavy rain lines infused!
   

        "Die! Die!"
   

        "I am Amos, Grim Reaper Amos!"
   

        "Remember my name, and then go to Hell!"
   

        In mid-air, the youth in a black and white suit sharply brought his fingers together.
   

        With a "whoosh", the steel threads sliced together, and the figures of many Door Organization members caught in the spider's web screamed. Limbs flew, heads soared with spurting blood, and twitching hands and feet were everywhere.
   

        Whoosh... a Black Cloak silhouette stepped through the Corpse Mountain and sea of blood.
   

        At this moment, Amos felt unparalleled joy, he harbored a distinct hatred for the Door Organization, even more so than the other Senior levels of the Black Mechanism.
   

        The resentment from being tormented by Experiments had to be repaid in full today!
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly, a silhouette rushed at great speed from the darkness in the distance. Shooting toward Amos like a Shell, it abruptly separated with a loud bang.
   

        The figure retreated three steps backward, while Amos stumbled back more than ten steps, his numbed palm trembling slightly. He fixed his gaze forward to see.
   

        Opposite him was an extremely savage Muscle Monster. The creature stood over two meters tall, with chunks of Muscles squirming and pressing against each other, so potent that it almost induced nausea. Most of his skin was exposed, save for a black leather thong around his loins, making him appear like a muscle exhibitionist who loved flaunting his physique. At the exhibitionist's neck, ankles, and wrists, he wore collar-like studded leather bands.
   

        Door Organization's sixth King, the dark Sculpture Zabi.
   

        Standing on firm ground, he looked over the mangled Corpses of Door Organization members without a hint of pity or anger. Instead, the next moment, a cruel yet pleased smile emerged on his face, muscles bulging with pleasure.
   

        "I can taste death, how wonderful -- mmm~"
   

        Zabi took a deep breath of the blood-scented Air, a suspicious blush tinting his face. He even lifted his large palm as if to reach downward. But ultimately, this was a Battlefield, and Zabi couldn't go too far. There would be time to savor the victory after slaughtering his opponent!
   

        "You little ghost, I'll twist off your head and use it directly!"
   

        Zabi let out a cruel and bizarre laugh, like an owl hooting in the deep woods at night. He stomped on the ground, and with a boom, his Sculpture-like towering figure instantly appeared before Amos. Packed with Spirit Strength, his punch thundered towards Amos, colliding with the dense threads!
   

        Clang, clang, clang, clang...
   

        On another front, Golden Sunlight Andrea, Skeleton Knight, and Python Knight each faced their own foes. They fought their way through the Door Organization's defenses and, after killing a double-digit number of members, were stopped by the Organization's Steel Knights! Three localized Battlefields were the sites of tremendous Destruction.
   

        Anyone attempting to approach would be torn apart by the remnants of battle!
   

        Midway up the mountain, Python Knight's Scales Armor writhed rapidly in the moonlight, resembling a steel Snake from a distance. His iron whip, thick as an adult's forearm, whistled through the Air, tearing it apart with every strike, leaving a black line that exploded violently on the ground.
   

        And across from him, a towering golden lion stood proudly atop a Boulder. Closer inspection revealed that the golden lion was a will-made Phantasm of Spirit, with a wild Blond Hair silhouette inside. Wrapped in leopard skin, with primal eyes, his figure barely shifted before pouncing down!
   

        The struggle between the Python and the Lion!
   

        The battle at Skeleton Knight's end was just as fierce. His alabaster skeleton hands wielded a sinister bone sword, green ghostly Ghost fire seeming to burn beneath his helmet. And facing him was the third King in a fighting stance with a surging whale tail Phantasm of rage forming behind him!
   

        Golden Sunlight Andrea faced off against the first King, completely overwhelmed in Momentum. The first King wasn't a brute in stature, but instead was tall and slim, draped in a black leather Overcoat. As terrifying Aura was released, the hem of his Overcoat and his silver hair flailed wildly, and the Copper Ring at his collar jangled aggressively.
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        "To face me alone, you truly are brave..."
   

        "It would be almost acceptable if it were Black Sword Dios, but you, you're not qualified!"
   

        ************************************
   

        On the stone altar, the Origin Stone Tablet spun faster and faster. The phantom of blood-red pupils on the ground was about to complete. Duo Tian Saint Fist withdrew his gaze slightly, turning his head, he looked at the chaotic scenes around him.
   

        His cold gaze swept across several intense battlefields, his expressionless eyes as if viewing the dead. Suddenly, Duo Tian Saint Fist turned his head, in the distant night, there were two strong auras piercing through like arrows.
   

        Layers of defenses set up by the Door Organization around the altar were being penetrated.
   

        "Hehehe..."
   

        The deep laughter had not yet fallen when Duo Tian Saint Fist had already vanished from his spot. A blurry silhouette of a black cloak left a trail on the ground.
   

        Boom!
   

        Hundreds of meters away, suddenly there was a sound of steel clashing explosion.
   

        The charging Black Sword Dios swung his sword fiercely, crafting a black crescent arc in the air. But this seemingly solid arc was instantly shattered, a fist pierced through it. With a bang, Dios' figure was sent flying, his feet dragging two long trenches into the ground.
   

        Where Dios originally stood, a formidable silhouette now took his place.
   

        Duo Tian Saint Fist stood on the earth, the gale howled, his black cloak flapped wildly. His scar-ridden, domineering body unmoved, his momentum overwhelming.
   

        "The young guy from the Black Mechanism?"
   

        "Heh, I remember now, your master was killed by me."
   

        His eyes cruel, revealing sinister white teeth: "What? Was your master's death not enough, and you, his disciple, also come here to die?"
   

        "Duo Tian! Today is the day you pay for your blood debts with your blood!"
   

        The fury in Dios' eyes burned intensely, his fingers tightly gripping the sword hilt crackled, the surging Source Energy within his body as hot as volcanic magma, as if ready to burst out all his anger in the next second.
   

        "If you so wish to die, then I will send you on your way!"
   

        Duo Tian Saint Fist revealed a savage smile, seemingly unfazed by Dios' fierce words. For today was not the day for his atonement; rather, it was the time for him to soar to the heavens! The Ceremony was in its final phase, the ultimate seal was about to be unlocked, and the rewards from Xiadu were inevitable!
   

        This operation was perhaps his last at this stage.
   

        When he re-enters the arena, he would emerge as an ultimate being, shedding his human form to become a member at the end of darkness.
   

        "Boom!"
   

        Duo Tian Saint Fist struck instantaneously, dark red Qi burst out from his pores, condensing as though coating his right arm with a layer of crystal armor. A punch rocketed out, with countless currents swirling like a drill aimed at Black Sword Dios. Wurr wurr wurr, the endless Qi tore through everything.
   

        "Absolute Sword Waltz!"
   

        Dios' face was extremely strained as he gripped his sword without hesitation. His whole being, in a blinking manner, stepped out seven steps, his black sword also accumulating momentum and shining intensely, emitting a sharp radiance.
   

        With a sudden backward leap, Dios spun his sword three times in mid-air. Like a graceful yet deadly waltz, it came chopping down!
   

        Clang! Clang clang clang...
   

        The black sword collided with the spiraling Qi, bursting bright golden-red sparks.
   

        Blazing trails expanded through the air.
   

        "You are indeed stronger than your master, but only by a little bit!" Duo Tian Saint Fist strode forward, seemingly about to deliver a fatal blow. But he instantaneously turned, slamming a savage side-top against his back.
   

        A silhouette clad in heavy armor, like a steel rhino, charged towards him. With a loud bang, Duo Tian Saint Fist was violently pushed back, his feet plowing a long trace on the ground like a pile driver. At that moment, Black Sword Dios ended his aerial waltz, thrusting his sword directly at Duo Tian Saint Fist as he landed!
   

        Splurch!
   

        The sword tip aimed for Duo Tian's temple, but it was blocked by a thick palm. The black sword passed through the palm, blood spilled, but the bone firmly caught it. Duo Tian Saint Fist, expressionless, even revealed a cruel smile. Gripping his wounded palm, dreadful Qi surged, and suddenly a crack appeared in Dios' black sword!
   

        He exerted force again, the crack widened, and the black sword completely disintegrated!
   

        Boom!
   

        A kick launched as if carrying mountain-moving strength. The Steel Knight groaned, his entire form sent flying into a mountain.
   

        Duo Tian Saint Fist continued, slamming into Dios and sending him flying, spitting blood.
   

        The next second, from the mountain hole, the Steel Knight's figure charged out furiously. Tearing through the dust and fog, his massive warhammer swung down.
   

        The warhammer accelerated three times in mid-air, easily creating a sonic boom!
   

        On the other side, Di Xiu suddenly drew a spare Cross Sword and fiercely attacked at close range. He clenched his teeth, completely disregarding the taste of blood in his mouth.
   

        At the center of the battlefield, three silhouettes violently tangled, their speed becoming faster and faster. The ground cracked inch by inch, shattered by deep footprints.
   

        Seeing this scene, the Chief Inspector of the Steel Knights and the Black Mechanism joined forces.
   

        To compete equally with Duo Tian's Saint Fist?
   

        However, the next second.
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        Two silhouettes, spitting blood, flew out and crashed into the mountain ranges, unable to be extracted. On the spot, only a shattered silhouette in a black cloak, with a strong and fierce upper body exposed, remained. The heat from his shoulders dispersed as steam.
   

        Duo Tian's Saint Fist gradually relaxed and lowered his fists that were in a combat pose.
   

        "Extreme Fighter Level is indeed Extreme Fighter Level, not something two top fighters can challenge. Had I not reserved a large amount of power at the altar to preside over the ceremony, you would have been killed the moment you saw me!" His face was arrogant, and his words were firm and confident...
   

        "Next, it's time to send you down…" "Hmm?" "It's done!!"
   

        Suddenly, Duo Tian's Saint Fist turned around, his fierce expression instantly turning into ecstasy. He dashed towards the altar behind him. At the edge of the massive altar, dense blood-red ceremonial tracks had already spread.
   

        Rising rapidly, heading towards the Origin Stone Tablet.
   

        Swoosh, by the time Duo Tian's Saint Fist returned to the altar, the blood threads had completely entered the Origin Stone Tablet! The ceremony was successful! The impediments and destruction caused by the Black Mechanism and the Steel Knights had eventually fallen short.
   

        Especially the two leaders of the forces, defeated on the spot by Duo Tian's Saint Fist!
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble...
   

        The entire Lotak Ore Zone seemed to shake, a vortex phantasm appeared in mid-air, and the Calamity Source Spring, filled with extremely evil aura, descended.
   

        The next second, countless calamity mud mixed with dark creature's cocoons fell like a waterfall, firing the blood eye ritual tracks on the ground to their limits!
   

        Ding, ding, ding, ding…
   

        Countless blood eyes lit up, seemingly locking onto something beneath the ground.
   

        Crack, crack, crack! In an instant, at the center of the basin, the earth rapidly rose, mud splattering like a fountain. A structure that resembled a temple carved from marble emerged, its size akin to a small city!
   

        The Miracle Garden, trapped by countless blood eyes!
   

        Humm, humm, humm.
   

        Vague blood-covered eyes spread over it, corrupting and destroying the mysterious aura around the Miracle Garden. Immediately after, a breach appeared, and an ancient ultimate seal was broken.
   

        A gigantic, bloodshot eye emerged from the Miracle Garden.
   

        The will of the pinnacle erupted, a terrifying noise reverberating through heaven and earth.
   

        "I am the Lord of Hong Light!"
   

        The layered voices, dizzying everyone present.
   

        Duo Tian's Saint Fist stood on the altar, at the highest spot. He watched the scene fanatically, his arms wide open, letting the howling Gale and the terrifying will of the Lord of Hong Light lift the cloak behind him like a cape.
   

        At this moment, Duo Tian seemed to be the protagonist and ultimate winner on the stage at the end, gathered by multiple beams of light. He excitedly enjoyed the bliss to the fullest.
   

        Around him, the members of the Black Mechanism and the Steel Knights, stunned, looked this way. Their eyes carried a hint of bewilderment and despair. Embedded in the mountain, the blood-coughing Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism and the Steel Knights, with complex and reluctant gazes, watched Duo Tian's Saint Fist. They finally closed their eyes in resignation.
   

        "Hahahaha…"
   

        On the altar, the white-haired man let out an almost manic laugh.
   

        "Clap, clap, clap..."
   

        Suddenly, within the dark shadow of a mountain, applause sounded.
   

        A figure in a black cloak stepped forward, clapping slowly.
   

        "Brilliant, brilliant..."
   

        "Among the Deputy Leaders of the Door Organization that I've contacted and killed..."
   

        "You are the most talented one."
   

        "I think I've started to admire you a bit..."
   

        The laughter of Duo Tian's Saint Fist abruptly stopped.
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        He suddenly turned his head, his sharp eyes like twin steel blades.
   

        In that profound darkness that even the moonlight couldn't penetrate, a man stepped out. Well-built with a pair of deep-set and utterly indifferent facial features, his eyes, dark as abysses, barely glanced over, from a lofty and commanding position.
   

        An utterly ordinary black overcoat draped over his frame, bolstered by his strong shoulders. An inexplicable, domineering aura leaked out.
   

        "You…"
   

        As Duo Tian Saint Fist's gaze swept over, a jolt of surprise went through his heart: he could not sense any power coming from this man! The man before him seemed to be just an ordinary human, nothing to be wary of. But then, how could a mere human have remained hidden in the shadow of the mountain, unnoticed by so many of the world's top powerhouses present? And more importantly, Duo Tian Saint Fist hadn't noticed him at all.
   

        It was only because the man in black had taken the initiative to come out that he had noticed.
   

        "Who are you? Someone from the Black Mechanism? The Steel Knights?"
   

        Duo Tian Saint Fist narrowed his eyes, the surge of jubilation in his heart temporarily subsiding. At this moment, he was on guard, but he hadn't shifted towards feeling apprehensive. The unexpected developments at a victorious moment could unsettle anyone, but the ultimate seal had been broken, and the Lord of Hong Light from the Miracle Garden would soon descend, which was the backbone of the Door Organization.
   

        "I am neither from the Black Mechanism nor have any connection with the Steel Knights…" the man in black slowly walked toward them.
   

        "My name is Casio… Just an ordinary practitioner of Secret Martial Art…"
   

        Before he could finish speaking, a sudden, raging voice interrupted the man in black's self-introduction, full of crude and violent language.
   

        "What kind of nonsense are you spouting, you worthless thing, die!"
   

        The only member of the Black Mechanism who was unhindered by a nemesis, the fifth king, charged back. Seeing that the Blood Pupil Ceremony was completely successful and the ultimate seal was about to break, he thought to return to guard beside the Ancient Altar. However, out of nowhere, a man stepped in front of him, spouting a load of pretentious crap.
   

        Already in battle mode, the inherently irascible and coarse fifth king was always reckless and straightforward. Since you claim to be just an ordinary practitioner of Secret Martial Art, I'll simply punch you dead, this good-for-nothing Martial Art trash!
   

        Thud! The sturdy figure burst forth, his thick, car-wheel-like arms coming together. A tall Phantasm of a white ape instantaneously merged with his body as a Gale slapped against his face, emphasizing a ferocious, baring grin. Tusk bared, his blood-red eyes burned like flames.
   

        "Die!"
   

        The howling wind swung a massive fist wrapped in a surge of air current!
   

        Pop...
   

        A crisp sound like prying the cork from a wine bottle echoed.
   

        The fifth king's form froze, his fist suspended mid-air, the entire man motionless. The ferocious fleshy face stiffened, with two rows of scorching blood tracing from his eyelids and forming lines of blood tears below.
   

        Looking up, at the forehead covered with thick and hard ape skin.
   

        A pinkie lightly rested there, apparently without any effort. After a half-second of silence, Casio's probing arm leisurely retracted.
   

        With a thump, the fifth king's robust body fell back, crashing to the ground.
   

        His eyes, nearly popping out in shock, stared blankly at the sky.
   

        In the forehead area, a hole oozing flesh and blood, blood gushing vigorously.
   

        "Human life is truly frail, a light poke can cause it to burst and shatter like a dream's bubble. Hence, people should cherish their lives even more. If you're reckless with your life, then I can only take it away…"
   

        A pair of legs clad in black leather boots stepped over the corpse of the fifth king.
   

        "Samir… Lord Samir… he was killed in one strike!"
   

        The surrounding members of the Door Organization caught their breath, taking a beat longer to grasp what had happened. They only saw the fifth king, representing the pinnacle of strength of the Door Organization, charge forward, come to a stop, fall to the ground, and life ebb away.
   

        This man named Casio had effortlessly and neatly killed the fifth king. With a light poke of his pinkie!
   

        Suddenly, fear and horror spread among the members of the Door Organization, contagiously. Some had bloodshot eyes, some breathed heavily, some clenched their fists, some had trembling backs. They felt scared.
   

        It was as though a flock of sheep had encountered a wolf entering the pen.
   

        Drip… drip… drip…
   

        Footsteps drawing near sounded like The Grim Reaper's voice, causing hearts to thump uncontrollably. Some members of the Door Organization couldn't help but retreat, not daring to get too close to Casio, for fear of not even knowing how they might die.
   

        Thus, from the sky above, one could witness a peculiar scene.
   

        A silhouette in a trench coat was making its way toward the Ancient Altar, while the densely packed men in black robes beside it, like sea water parted by the reef, withdrew to both sides. Only the figure of Duo Tian Saint Fist stood in place.
   

        Casio's gaze swept indifferently over the sides at those extremely frightened by him, then refocused on the only one who had not retreated or avoided, Duo Tian Saint Fist.
   

        "Look, they are all scared, I can hear their hearts pounding in terror… What about you?" he asked with a faint smile on his lips.
   

        Atop the altar, Duo Tian Saint Fist remained silent, his entire being's aura tumultuous.
   

        Around him, the Black Mechanism and members of the Steel Knights were still clashing with members of the Door Organization. However, a portion of their attention was inevitably drawn to the sudden developments at the Ancient Altar. This included several of the Door Organization's kings, as well as the powerhouses entangled in battle with the kings.
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        After all, the fifth King had just charged up and was instantly slain!
   

        Even Duo Tian, the vice leader and Saint Fist, couldn't achieve that!
   

        In a rugged mountain terrain, two blood-covered silhouettes crawled out. They were the Steel Knights' chief and the chief of the Black Mechanism.
   

        Leaning on a cliff with one hand, they breathed heavily as they looked towards the nearby altar scene. There, the corpse of the fifth King lay on the ground, with a pool of blood forming next to his head. On the right, many strong members of the Organization hesitated nervously, murmuring among themselves and only daring to surround it from a distance. At the center of the circle, the man who had killed the fifth King confronted Duo Tian Saint Fist.
   

        "This man's strength, definitely isn't below that of Duo Tian Saint Fist!"
   

        "Is he from the Secret Martial Arts World? An opponent of the Organization in the Secret Martial Arts World?"
   

        The Steel Knights' chief and the chief of the Black Mechanism said with shocked expressions.
   

        At the same time, a look of rekindled hope appeared in their eyes as they glanced into the distance. The situation seemed to be turning around. The Organization might not win after all!
   

        If this person acted swiftly, everything could be salvaged. The Organization's goal, seemingly to break the terrifying seal, might also be resealed. Preventing the Organization's plans from succeeding entirely.
   

        "Friend! Quickly destroy that altar, the ceremony is almost complete!"
   

        Di Xiu, the chief of the Black Mechanism, couldn't help but shout loudly in that direction.
   

        He wanted to remind Casio to act fast, because from within the Phantasm of Miracle Garden, an entity known as the Lord of Hong Light, with terrifying eyes, was about to emerge. The huge crack in the seal was already large enough for half a body to pass through!
   

        That towering mountain-like monster was terrifying to the extreme.
   

        At the ancient altar, Duo Tian Saint Fist's gaze was icy cold, with two streams of hot white air blowing from his nostrils. His entire body's concentrated Qi had now taken the form of a dragon, crawling and covering his back.
   

        The huge, ferocious wings unfolded, completely blocking out the moonlight.
   

        "You want to oppose our Organization?"
   

        "It's useless, it's already too late. Once the Blood Pupil Ceremony takes shape, the remaining energy will converge spontaneously, destroying the ultimate seal. Moreover, the Lord of Hong Light inside the seal is also tearing, it's about to come out completely. Hehehe, if you run away now, you might still save your life…"
   

        Duo Tian Saint Fist slowly spread his arms, the powerful momentum of an Ultimate Fighter rippling. This made the surrounding air begin to roll in waves.
   

        "You misunderstand, I never intended to disrupt your Organization's ceremony…" Casio said with a slight smile, looking completely harmless.
   

        Just as Duo Tian Saint Fist thought Casio was afraid of the Lord of Hong Light about to break the seal and thus intended to ease their relations, Casio continued, "Have you ever eaten a coconut? The fruit of a coconut, with its thick and hard outer shell, takes a lot of effort to crack open to taste the sweet fruit and juice inside. I am still too young, unfamiliar with the ancient secret knowledge, and lack the proper tools to crack open coconuts…"
   

        "But your leader, Xiadu, has such knowledge, and he has given you the tools. Just right, to open the shell of the coconut for me…"
   

        "With that said, I should be thanking you."
   

        Casio stood in front of Duo Tian Saint Fist, looking past his head towards the distant Miracle Garden, where a giant figure was frantically squeezing through the crack, producing a noise as grand as an earthquake. The Lord of Hong Light was about to break free, yet his face remained calm.
   

        Even deep within his eyes, there was a hint of faint excitement.
   

        The Lord of Hong Light seemed like a big fish, one that had been kept weak for thousands of years. It must taste incredibly sweet!
   

        "Why aren't you acting? Aren't you going to act yet!? That monster is almost running out of the seal!" Far away, the chief of the Black Mechanism was extremely anxious. The Steel Knights' chief's hands trembled as he leaned on the handle of his hammer.
   

        "You mean, you want to act against the Lord of Hong Light!?"
   

        Duo Tian Saint Fist widened his eyes, filled with extreme disbelief.
   

        He certainly understood what an Ultimate Dark Entity was.
   

        It was the terrifying realm at the endpoint of Secret Martial Arts, akin to Saint Fist.
   

        On the altar, Duo Tian Saint Fist involuntarily stepped back two steps, realizing something. Shocked words burst from his mouth.
   

        "Could you be... Saint Fist!!!"
   

        As soon as the words had fallen, Duo Tian's entire being was struck by a hurricane that met him head-on, his facial skin rolling over his skull, his expression grotesquely distorted. He grabbed the corner of the altar, barely stabilizing his form.
   

        Meanwhile, other members of the Door Organization couldn't resist at all and had already violently flown away. Like broken sacks, they drifted in all directions.
   

        In the midst of the gale, Duo Tian barely focused his gaze forward.
   

        He saw, in the midst of white air waves that rolled like boiling water, a silhouette slowly raising its arm, its five fingers coming together, seemingly grasping toward the distant Miracle Garden. Empty, empty, empty, empty! The silhouette's form rapidly expanded from a small human size growing taller and larger. Eventually, its feet stood on the ground, and its head burst through the cloud layer, blocking the moon.
   

        A massive outline's shadow came over, consuming all mountains.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, a thunderous echo resounded in the ears, numbing the ear drums, "Lord of Hong Light! You probably never thought that the day you broke the seal would be the day you fall! Let me send you on your way, give you a thorough death..."
   

        Above the sky and clouds, a grandiose laughter covered Heaven and Earth.
   

        "Remember my name, Demon Idol Kassu! Hahaha..."
   

        Bang! The gale reversed, and the clouds went wild, a giant steel armored arm crossed the sky, as if a metal mountain range was pressing down.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A semi-transparent arm of red light energy suddenly reached out, colliding head-on with the steel arm. Instantly, light exploded, and between the crevices of the giant red arm, streams of hot magma in the shape of fire dragons burst forth. The temperature of the entire surrounding environment started to rapidly rise.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        The Lord of Hong Light finally burst out from the Ultimate Seal, but staggered as soon as he emerged. Under the moonlight, his terrifying form revealed, an ultimate existence of an energy body similar to a flame demon. His entire body seemed to be made of magma, the surface temperature as high as the Sun, constantly flowing with massive strength beneath.
   

        It seemed the Lord of Hong Light possessed flame abilities similar to the Yan Yang Saint Fist. But in fact, the power he mastered was not blazing flames, but literally Hong Light. Like a flood, the high-temperature light rampaged destructively everywhere, sweeping and destroying everything it touched. Where Hong Light passed, all was annihilated.
   

        All living beings were killed.
   

        In his prime, the Lord of Hong Light was immensely powerful, even ranking in the World of Calamities, with the foundation and strength to peer into the top ten of the Ultimate Dark Entities. But now, having been imprisoned from ancient times through to the modern Federation era, constantly worn down by the light of the Southern Dipper Star from Miracle Garden, the Lord of Hong Light was at his weakest. He no longer possessed the earlier might, where merely walking on the ground could turn thousands of miles to red land, and all things wither!
   

        This moment was the easiest time to kill the Lord of Hong Light!
   

        "Roar!!!"
   

        A terrifying roar thundered through the sky, countless glimmers as hot as the surface of the Sun burst forth, and Hong Light swept through like a great river.
   

        Layer upon layer, relentlessly pounding upon Kassu.
   

        Extreme heat erupted, melting nearby mountains, their upper halves turning into flowing red magma, hanging down softly like sludge. Countless black airflows shot up into the sky, covering and obscuring the moon. The surge of Hong Light continued incessantly but ultimately had its end.
   

        At a certain moment, the light faded. At the original spot, a massive dark silhouette still stood there. Demon Idol Armor emitted steaming white smoke, its surface covered in cracks, appearing to have sustained considerable damage. But, with the sound of a click, the Demon Idol stirred to action again, red light glowing beneath its head mask.
   

        "Since you can't kill me, it's my turn to kill you!"
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        "Retreat, retreat quickly!"
   

        "What kind of monster is this, for the love of the Saint Spirit!"
   

        "Not even the cyclops from myth and legend had such a massive form. A cyclops comparable to a mountain? Just one of these colossal creatures collapsing could demolish an entire range of mountains..."
   

        "Full retreat, this battlefield is beyond our reach!"
   

        Surrounded by mountains, whether it was the Black Mechanism, the Steel Knights, or members of the Door Organization, all began to retreat in every possible direction. This time, the participants, whether they were there to conduct the ceremony or to disrupt it, were considered powerhouses worldwide. For instance, the Door Organization seemed to have unnamed members aside from its six kings, but in reality, each was a formidable figure capable of leading a team to create substantial disturbances.
   

        They had indeed done such things before, with some members of the Door Organization even being the most wanted criminals in certain countries, having committed heinous crimes. And now, such a group of powerhouses began to flee desperately under the moonlight. The expressions of cold brutality that once adorned their faces had all turned to shock, horror, and unmistakable fear.
   

        The mere contours of these two supreme beings behind them were enough to push despair to an incomparable level. Like two towering deities, they stood majestically on the earth, their dark shadows spreading rapidly below. Speedsters among the strong had flown miles in mere moments, yet showed no signs of escaping these shadows; even the bright moon in the sky was completely obscured!
   

        "Who is this powerhouse from the Secret Martial Arts World that suddenly emerged? Duo Tian said he is a Saint Fist!?" Across the rugged terrain, the chief of the Steel Knights shattered boulder after boulder blocking his path. He leapt like a shell, closely followed by a shadow at his side.
   

        As the shadow ran, it spoke, "A sacred figure?"
   

        "According to the Secret Martial Arts World, he really can be considered a sacred figure! Alexandro, you and I should both understand what it means to be a Saint Fist in the Secret Martial Arts World! It represents the endpoint of the pathway of Secret Martial Art, the Perfect Realm, the ultimate existence. To use their words: Transcendence into the Saint... utterly domineering!"
   

        "Then we are completely out of our depth! If we are still within the realm of ordinary humans, then a Saint Fist has already stepped into the realm of gods. For instance, the vice leader of the Door Organization, Duo Tian, although he claims to be a Saint Fist, is in reality only at the realm of an Ultimate Fighter. And from the realm of an Ultimate Fighter to a Saint Fist, there lies a dreadful chasm, a million differences..."
   

        The shadow was in fact the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, Di Xiu, who was painfully aware that the terrible battle behind them was not something these human powerhouses could partake in. The aftershocks of the collisions were enough to cause any revered fighter to fall, a classic case of a bystander caught in the crossfire!
   

        Bang!!!
   

        A huge, radiant red foot swept across the sky, clumsily stepping back and heavily stomping on the ground. The small mountain next to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism and the chief of the Steel Knights was directly crushed, terrifying magma melting everything nearby. Faint screams echoed from underneath, almost inaudible.
   

        While resisting the barrage of shattered rocks from the explosion, the Chief Inspector's eyelids trembled rapidly. If he remembered correctly, the direction they had just fled in included the Door Organization's third king, the Ghost Snake Knight of the Steel Knights, and their Black Mechanism's Red Hound Glenn.
   

        Two beings of the level of the six kings, and one nearly at that level, seemed to have been directly crushed to death by that foot! An embarrassingly suffocating death, squished into flesh mud with a snap! And the worst part? The owner of this tremendous foot, the magma monster, wasn't even doing it deliberately but was pushed back step by step by its opponent, inadvertently crushing some of the world's top combatants to death.
   

        This easy and absurd manner of death, together with the rankings and status of the third king and the others, was incredibly hard to accept and overwhelmingly terrifying.
   

        The fear was that such an incident could just as easily happen to themselves. The Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism and the chief of the Steel Knights suddenly exchanged glances, then fled even more frantically, determined not to be trampled to death!
   

        ***********************************
   

        In the core area of the Lotak Mine Zone, two towering bodies were engaged in a mythical battle of force. Both energies were as deep as abysses, easily saturating the environment of the region they occupied. The dark sky, heavy cloud layers, the continuous mountains, even the air itself were permeated by their ultimate powers.
   

        Domineering wills filled the area, temporarily taking control of the operation of all things. In this piece of heaven and earth, they were absolute gods!
   

        Bang bang bang bang...
   

        Surging air waves carrying boulders crazily battered the solid mountains around. Amidst the blurry and muddy hurricanes, terrifying firelight from colliding mountains glowed golden red.
   

        And at the foot of one mountain, Duo Tian the Saint Fist was shivering.
   

        While everyone else had fled, he was unluckily situated right between Demon Idol Kassu and the Lord of Hong Light. Although the power of the Ancient Altar blocked the initial impact, saving him by luck, he still remained trapped in this part of heaven and earth by the conflicting auras of the two terrifying beings.
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        Even at the level of an Ultimate Fighter, he couldn't break free.
   

        He could only spit out blood while finding a sturdy mountain rich in metal ore veins to dodge the energy blasts, gasping for breath in a ravine.
   

        "Lord of Hong Light! He's come for the Lord of Hong Light!"
   

        "Demon Idol Casio, the Saint Fist! A true and genuine Saint Fist!"
   

        Duo Tian's heart was still yet to calm from the raging waves of shock. With one hand pressing on his injured shoulder, he made his way across the mountain to look towards the battlefield.
   

        At this moment, the Lord of Hong Light was like a colossal, self-propelled living volcano. Every second, his enormous body, as vast as a mountain range, emanated terrifying bursts of Hong Light. Like dense rainbows, these covered the surroundings.
   

        The temperature rose higher and higher, and airflows twisted extremely, mired in chaos.
   

        Within this sky of red magma, an immensely powerful and sinister silhouette burst forth. With one punch, the Blood Vulture shrieked, and a ferocious, fierce bird Phanstasm wildly collided outward. Lord of Hong Light grappled with the Blood Vulture Bird, leaving deep, bone-deep claw marks on one arm.
   

        "Get lost!"
   

        The Lord of Hong Light suddenly swung his arm, his red light energy shining at its peak, directly pushing the Blood Vulture Phanstasm, collapsing several mountains! Just then, the body of the Demon Idol, carrying a backward gale, dispersed the heavy cloud layer. Two huge iron armored arms swept across!
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        The giant red arms collided once again with the iron arms. The energy of Hong Light and the light from the Demon Idol underwent a fierce reaction, consuming wildly, and the rising white steam burned through the clouds, creating a huge hole.
   

        "Descendant of the Southern Dipper! You are the Saint Fist of the Southern Dipper lineage!"
   

        The Lord of Hong Light finally felt the fundamental strength of Casio and sensed a threat from within. Had it been a mere ordinary Saint Fist attacking, there wouldn't be much to fear, even though it just escaped and was in a weakened state.
   

        But the one who came was a Southern Dou Holy Fist...
   

        The Lord of Hong Light harbored a deep hatred for the Southern Dipper lineage. It was sealed in the Miracle Garden and was nearly eroded to death by the power of the Southern Dipper starlight. If given the chance, the Lord of Hong Light would definitely seek retaliation.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang... The deafening sequence of impacts and combat continued without end.
   

        The Lord of Hong Light was visibly being suppressed, step by step retreating. The remaining energy of Hong Light in its body had to burst out frequently.
   

        "What kind of freak are you, practicing the Southern Dou Holy Fist yet possessing a physique comparable to a Dark Ultimate Entity! Could this be... a Demon Idol?"
   

        "Southern Dipper Red Vulture, Southern Dipper Water Bird? Twin South Dipper, Holy Fist Domination Fist!"
   

        In its mind, a series of shocks continuously emerged.
   

        "Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom..."
   

        The Lord of Hong Light shattered mountain after mountain underfoot, retreating step by step.
   

        "Damn it, had I been at my peak, how could you possibly have pushed me to this point! Just give me time to recover, and you shall no longer be my match..." Its vast will vibrated intensely, surging.
   

        "The past is the past, now is now. Everyone has their peak moments and their desperate lows. There are no 'ifs,' no 'could-have-beens.' Right now, at this moment, I am stronger than you!" The immense voice of the Demon Idol boomed from beneath the steel helmet, humming...
   

        One punch went out, and the intricate silver-white iron arm shone. In that instant, the Iron Wings of the Water Bird overlapped in a phantasmal image.
   

        With a swift strike, the air itself bore an irreparable wound. The two mountains on either side of the Lord of Hong Light were diagonally cleaved in half!
   

        And on the body of the Lord of Hong Light, a massive gash appeared. Energy surged out from within, turning into magma upon touching the ground.
   

        Its colossal body staggered backward several steps, and then suddenly it charged toward Casio: "You think it's easy to kill me?! No matter who you are, even if it's the White Bird Sacred Fist... you will pay a painful price!"
   

        Cascading Hong Light energy formed a pair of red spiral arms, like magma, on each side of the arms of the Lord of Hong Light. Four giant fingers pinched into an arcane hand gesture, and a Sunlight point was born in its palm.
   

        At that moment, Demon Idol Casio also charged forward, unafraid to engage in close combat with the Lord of Hong Light, on the contrary, welcoming it! The refined body of the Demon Idol, clad in silver-white armor, burned with rising black magic flames around the edges, resembled a heavy mech armor. His arms spread out like pythons striking their prey!
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        The place where both sides were battling, a bright sun had burst forth.
   

        The core of the sun was so bright and white that nothing could be seen. Only at the slightly blurred edge of the contour could one see several towering mountains rapidly shattering, turning into a sky full of flying sand amidst the terrifying aftershocks.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Hiding behind the metal mountain, the eyes of the Lord of Hong Light contracted, his pupils almost turning into the size of pinpoints. He violently burrowed into the base of the mountain, and the next second, the earth shook violently as if gusts of searing wind were howling through layers upon layers.
   

        The earth was also squirming and squeezing. The force transmitted through it caused the wounds of the Lord of Hong Light to burst open again, blood spurting out. Moments later, the energy fluctuations in the soil pushed him out, and when he turned to look, the metal mountain that had helped him block the aftershocks was reduced to a small ten-meter hill.
   

        The hill was unusually smooth, forming a rather perfect cone. Clearly, hiding behind it was useless, as just a moment ago, the Lord of Hong Light would have been either gravely injured or dead.
   

        In the center of the battlefield, the light dimmed, and two silhouettes became visible.
   

        A huge arm bathed in red light was thrust into the ground, resembling a column of magma that reached the sky. Next to the arm was the Lord of Hong Light, his body covered with dense cracks and deep indentations where fists had struck. The two extra spiral arms that had formed were gone, and of his original arms, only the left remained; the right had been torn off and blown away.
   

        Opposite him, the demon image arrayed in exquisite silver-white armor, at this moment, was full of signs of being scorched and bombarded. The edges of the contour were damaged, especially at the shoulders, where large pieces of heavy armor had fallen off, revealing slight injuries to the inner body.
   

        A few drops of blood trickled through the gaps in the armor.
   

        The massive metal helmet turned slightly, glancing at the wound.
   

        "You hit me hard! Lord of Hong Light..."
   

        "You know what? I even broke the skin! Beast!"
   

        ...
   

        "Roar!!!" The Lord of Hong Light let out a deafening roar, uncertain whether it was in anger at Casio's words 'beast' or if it was irritation at the subtle taunting in his tone. At this moment, the terrifying wills of both parties had reached their zenith, this fight was about to determine life or death!
   

        On the ground, two huge figures collided once again.
   

        This time, they never separated!
   

        The Lord of Hong Light burned! It had realized that there was no hope of escaping alive. After all, the seal of the Miracle Garden was too severe, and the Lord of Hong Light had been sealed for far too long, almost to the point of being burned out. To have fought with Demon Image Kassu up to this point was due to its own strong original essence and substantial acumulation.
   

        At this moment, even the Lord of Hong Light could no longer hold on. It could only mobilize the remaining Hong Light energy within its body to inflict a suicidal burn on Casio!
   

        "I said, even in death..."
   

        "I will make you pay a heavy price!"
   

        The Lord of Hong Light clung fiercely onto the demon image, as the essence of the Dark Ultimate Entity burned, emitting a will filled with terrifying and malicious thoughts.
   

        "A heavy price? No, no, no..."
   

        "Do you think you are scorching me, and I am in pain? Do you see any sign of pain on me? Hahaha, actually, you're just keeping me warm! The tempting aroma of your life burning, it's truly drool-worthy. It's so wonderful, this flavor, I want to hold you tightly in my arms, keep your life never apart from mine, let's merge together... Lord of Hong Light! Enter the eternity of the All-Creature Demon Image!"
   

        In the terrible flames of Hong Light, the burning demon image couldn't wait to grasp back at the Lord of Hong Light, inch by inch, pulling him into his embrace.
   

        That tender movement and appearance...
   

        Were just like those of a pair of lovers deep in love!
   

        Casio always remembered one saying.
   

        One should have enough respect and affection for every piece of food!
   

        When they are steaming hot and brought to your lips, swallowed by you.
   

        Remember to be thankful...
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        Buzzzz!
   

        A special and domineering fluctuation tumbled through the air, spreading rapidly, emanating an immense aura of life's origins. This was the life field of a Demon Image at the Dark Ultimate Level, capable of annihilating all weaker life forms within its range. At this moment, the Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field burst forth instantly, inflating like an expanding ball of amber, devouring the Lord of Hong Light!
   

        The oppressive force from all directions acted on every inch of the Lord of Hong Light's burning body. It was as if countless tiny knives were slowly slicing, tearing open wounds, to let the lifeblood flow.
   

        At that time, those little knives would turn into bloodthirsty flies, greedily drawing the essence that the Lord of Hong Light had amassed over thousands of years!
   

        This was one of the core abilities of Golem War Art!
   

        This ability, growing stronger with the powerful essence of Casio's life, was becoming ever more formidable. From the initial ordinary dark creatures to the current Dark Ultimate Body, evolving bit by bit, mutating without hitting any bottleneck.
   

        "This is!!!!"
   

        The immense will of the Lord of Hong Light vibrated rapidly in the ultra-high-temperature flames.
   

        Within this close proximity, it deeply felt the terror of Casio's abilities. Moreover, the Lord of Hong Light discovered an extremely horrifying fact.
   

        "Pale Origin! True Ancestor of Blood! Star-horned Deity! Demon Throat! King of Senairo! Moon God! You... you!" The determined will of the Lord of Hong Light, even in a state of mutually assured destruction, was almost shaken.
   

        It suddenly realized that within the opponent's life field were the life essence characteristics of not less than six or seven Dark Ultimate Level entities! These were unique forces of different Dark Ultimate Bodies that allowed for unique life field characteristics. And now, they appeared together in the body of the Demon Colossus before it!
   

        Combining this with what Casio had said before about integrating as one...
   

        The Lord of Hong Light seemed to have grasped an astonishing fact at this moment.
   

        "You've devoured the powers of those Dark Ultimate Level bodies!"
   

        "Impossible! How did you do it?!"
   

        "Even Xiadu, in the State of Sinful Wells, couldn't wantonly strip away the essence of the power of Dark Ultimate Level bodies. Unless it returned to a concept, but then, that's just vague instinct, how could it strip our power away for no reason? Wait... I understand now, I understand..."
   

        "You are... the enemy of calamity!"
   

        Only an existence akin to a natural predator could gain the most when killing its counterpart. Like predators on their diet, they grow strong by feeding on those animals, developing sharp tusks and claws, robust muscles and forms, honing their battle instincts.
   

        In this moment, although the Lord of Hong Light had chosen mutual destruction, its body burning with terrifying high-energy Hong Light flames and its will firm and ruthless, a sudden thrill of terror and fear emerged at the bottom of its heart.
   

        And within a short time, it took root and grew wildly.
   

        It, the mighty Dark Ultimate Body, once close to the top ten in the Dark Ultimate rankings, was actually on Demon Image Kassu's menu!
   

        And that menu was filled with...
   

        All Dark Ultimate Level entities!
   

        "Boommmmmm!"
   

        Realizing this, the Lord of Hong Light began to struggle frantically. But all its power had already been expended in a previous explosion, attempting to make Casio pay a heavy price. As such, its current resistance was negligible; the punches it hurled at the solid armored chest of the Demon Idol felt feeble, as if merely caressing. The Demon Idol suddenly stretched out its arms, its burly and fierce steel limbs closing together like a pair of pincers, forcefully embracing it.
   

        "Stop struggling, let's... unite as one!"
   

        A grand voice multiplied upon itself and shot up to the heavens, as if thousands of Demon Idols were speaking at once, carrying a terrifying echo that shook the eardrums. The body of the Demon Idol clutching the Lord of Hong Light tightened its grip, utterly disregarding the Hong Light flames that scorched everything. Suddenly, from behind the Demon Idol, an arm composed of Black Spirit in steel armor reached out and grabbbed hold of the Lord of Hong Light. Then a second arm appeared, and a third, a fourth...
   

        In a short span of time, countless black steel arms burst forth from the back of the Demon Idol, fiercely embracing the Lord of Hong Light. Like a blooming flower reversing back into a bud, the layers of black arms covered the Lord of Hong Light, their multitude eclipsing the brightness of the flames.
   

        Crack crack crack crack!
   

        The Lord of Hong Light, with its pupils of flame fixed on the freedom of the sky, fell into utter despair. The final black steel arm after arm sealed the gap.
   

        "No!!!!!!!!"
   

        Boom!!!!!!!
   

        The sphere formed by countless steel arms collapsed inward in an instant!
   

        "Hehehe... Hahahahaha!"
   

        Casio's savage and malevolent laughter drowned out the dying will of the Lord of Hong Light. He released his aura without restraint.
   

        Within the burning flames of the Demon Idol's body, it was as if a million demons were wildly dancing.
   

        In that moment, the expanding Magic Puppet Life Magnetic Field enveloped a vast surrounding area. Countless boulders and chunks of mud falling from the sky eerily halted mid-air, as if a torrential downpour had suddenly frozen in time.
   

        This spectacle lasted for a good ten minutes.
   

        At a certain moment, when the field dissipated, the shattered rock fell like rain. Even half of a mountain lifted into high altitude crashed down at that moment.
   

        Thud thud thud thud... Boommmmmm...
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        In the midst of a sky filled with dust and haze, by the side of a surviving peak, Duo Tian, his Holy Fist drenched in blood, had his strength and aura diminished to their extreme. Even as an Ultimate Fighter, he took refuge behind cover, reacting promptly to the situation at hand. Still, he nearly perished without a burial in the aftermath of the battle between two monsters, surviving by a hair's breadth in a critically injured state.
   

        "Heh heh heh..."
   

        Dragging his heavy body, Duo Tian left a trail of blood on the ground. His back pressed firmly against the mountain, he gasped frantically for air, his throat sounding like a broken blower, his expression almost greedy. The Aura of the Golem expanded and released, though not aimed intentionally at Duo Tian, it made it nearly impossible for him to breathe for a continuous ten minutes.
   

        A terrifying pressure, comparable to that at the bottom of the deep sea.
   

        "This is madness... sheer madness..."
   

        "The Lord of Hong Light, this powerful Ultimate Entity, has actually been... "
   

        "No, I must convey this message back, to report to..."
   

        However, Duo Tian's train of thought abruptly stopped. He noticed an immense shadow spreading crazily on the ground. Suddenly, it darkened around him, as if some terrifying behemoth blocked the sunlight above.
   

        Duo Tian looked up desperately, eyes nearly splitting.
   

        A silver-white, heavy metal helmet loomed high above, occupying much of the sky. Its scarlet radiance illuminated half of the shadow.
   

        "Wait, your excellency, I am willing to..."
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A gigantic palm covered in steel armor smacked down.
   

        The mountain crumbled, the earth caved in, and from within those fissures, it seemed as if red-hot magma even splashed out. And Duo Tian, with his mortal flesh, was undeniably flattened, completely flattened, to the point where he disintegrated into debris.
   

        Casio didn't need his surrender at all. His goal for the Sixth Retrospection was clear, focused on the Ultimate Dark Entity of the World of Calamities. This time, Casio did not intend to establish the Magical Golem Sect, and naturally, he had no need to entangle with the Door Organization too much.
   

        Thus, Duo Tian could just go ahead and die honestly.
   

        In doing so, the Obsession Task would probably be accomplished beyond expectation.
   

        Whirr... whoosh...
   

        In the Lotak Ore Zone, the only colossal Phantom standing tall on the land suddenly contracted and returned to a minuscule human form in a brief moment.
   

        Casio stood atop a severely damaged peak.
   

        His gaze shifted to the upper right corner, to inspect the Obsession of the Antique's original owner.
   

        As expected, with the fall of the Lord of Hong Light and the death of the Deputy Leader of the Door Organization, Duo Tian, at his own hands, the second Obsession Task was over. According to the information provided by the original owner of the Obsession, he only knew that the Door Organization wanted to lock down the Miracle Garden. But in reality, the Door Organization also intended to break the Ultimate Seal within the Miracle Garden and summon the Dark Ultimate Entity, the Lord of Hong Light. And now, the Door Organization's ultimate goal, the Lord of Hong Light, was killed by Casio!
   

        Therefore, he naturally shattered the plans of the Door Organization from the foundation.
   

        The second Obsession completed, with a remarkably high completion rate.
   

        Immediately, Casio began to explore the time he could remain in during the Sixth Retrospection. At a glance, it added up to an entire three years.
   

        A thousand days, which also counts as the most in his retrospectives.
   

        Almost the same as the fifth retrospective.
   

        However, although it seemed like a lot of time, it might not be enough to achieve significant impact in the World of Calamities. After all, in such a dangerous environment, Casio had to be cautious. The World of Calamities was simply too vast...
   

        So, the original plan was to be followed, to complete the primary goal first.
   

        He must visit Totem King Casaleis and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. As for everything else, all to be addressed after this matter.
   

        The Gale subsided, the battle over, and the sunlight shone down once again.
   

        At the summit, Casio sat cross-legged, breathing calmly.
   

        "Lord of Hong Light, what a pity that you were incarcerated and worn down by the Miracle Garden for far too long. Your ultimate power and the essence of life almost exhausted, you just self-immolated in an attempt to take me with you. Otherwise, the life vibration energy you could have provided would have been much more substantial. However, the energy I've got now is quite impressive as well. The Lord of Hong Light, at the verge of running out of oil, encountered me right after emerging from the Ultimate Seal—it's like I picked up a treasure. If it had been in its peak condition, I'm afraid I might not have been its match. My foundation and accumulation are still insufficient..."
   

        A thought passed through his mind, and he gradually opened his eyes.
   

        "Since the accumulation is insufficient, then I must stack it up fiercely! My regular effort and sweat have already laid a solid foundation. Now, I just need to apply the same effort to boost my foundation rapidly..."
   

        "Continue to enhance the progress of the Golem's Secret Martial Art for me!"
   

        A spark of light flashed in his eyes, and a thought rippled through his body.
   

        Immediately, the thunderous roar of a torrential flood rang in his ears.
   

        In his Dantian, life vibration energy surged out like a colossal dragon entrenched, shaking every inch of his body, every cell. Like molten lava, the scalding liquid splashed in every corner.
   

        The Golem Physique was expecting this, even eager for it. It seemed to open up gaping maws within the body, swallowing the life vibration energy like bottomless abysses. As time passed, the waterfall-like torrent of heat diminished, narrowing continuously, until it finally disappeared without a trace.
   

        And Casio's body, every piece of skin was emitting white smoke.
   

        The billowing white smoke pierced the cloud layer in the sky like a bonfire.
   

        'Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts: Spirit Segment 42.4% (Final Chapter)' →
   

        'Golem's Secret Martial Art: Spirit Chapter 54.5% (Final Chapter)'
   

        In the upper right corner of his vision, the Cultivation Stat Bar showed an increase of 12.1%.
   

        This was the biggest single increase in Casio's Golem Secret Martial Art since he had broken through to the Spirit Chapter. Initially, it was the Star-horned Deity's 10.1%, but now it had been surpassed. The current stage's increase of 12.1% was even more valuable, as the Golem's Secret Martial Art grew increasingly difficult toward the end, making it precious that the Lord of Hong Light could provide such a significant leap in progress. After all, it was close to the top ten among the Ultimate Entities...
   

        Even when it's down to the last flicker of life, a dead camel is still larger than a horse...
   

        "Huff..."
   

        Casio exhaled a breath of hot air as he slowly stood up on the mountain peak. His training in the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts Spirit Segment was more than halfway done, and it didn't seem too long since he made a breakthrough to Saint Fist at the end of his fifth Retrospection. Indeed, talent combined with effort, along with the prior accumulation before the Holy Fist Realm, allowed him to make a significant breakthrough...
   

        A sense of reflection swept through his mind as he ignored the Retrospective Ability in the upper right corner.
   

        "Now, let's see what ancient secret is hidden inside the Miracle Garden built by the Oyon Civilization..."
   

        Casio lightly tapped his toes, and his whole figure soared out, appearing instantaneously at the basin area that once was the Lotak Mine Zone.
   

        This place, along with its surroundings, had been swept over by the aftermath of the battle. Dirt and rubble had been blasted out for who knows how many miles—it was almost completely flattened.
   

        Only the corner of the Miracle Garden standing erect on the ground shed light on its original location. Standing next to a boulder, Casio took his place slowly.
   

        He stepped down lightly with his foot, and tons of mud parted and rearranged themselves autonomously.
   

        Like the grand marble buildings of Ancient Rome, the full structure of the garden was revealed. With the thick and rough contours of the marble, an epic mythological aura was evident. Casio approached step by step, his aura fluctuating gently.
   

        Locating the entrance he used before, he paused for a moment.
   

        His figure suddenly lunged forward, entering the Miracle Garden for the second time.
   

        This exploration did not disappoint Casio. After passing the Star Map and the sculptures he had seen on his first visit, within just five minutes, he found something of use to him.
   

        In a magnificent circular Hall inside the Miracle Garden, the decoration and dome bore the solemn style of a Church. Around the Hall, there were three motifs representing Saint Fist, Dominant Fist, and Extreme Fist. Next to each motif, there were enigmatic, unintelligible texts that somehow conveyed the pathway and approach.
   

        Dominant Fist is the relentless Dominant Thoughts.
   

        Saint Fist is the purification that happens at will.
   

        And Extreme Fist is...
   

        "Immortal Ascetic?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1241: Our will, forever undying (4100)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Extreme Fist practitioners harbor energy within, see nothing else but their forms and boxing methods. To Casio, Extreme Fist corresponds to an aloof personality, clearly revealing the traits of this ultimate path. Extreme self-discipline, extreme self-cultivation, changes in the external environment, no matter how harsh, could not affect the existence of Extreme Fist. This represents a realm, and similarly, a way to thoroughly follow the path.
   

        Therefore, the cultivators of the Extreme Fist Path, who want to align their state with that realm and grasp the heart of Extreme Fist, the simplest and most direct method is—Asceticism! Or to elaborate a bit, painful cultivation.
   

        In the most severe, most dangerous, and most unsettling places in the world, they cultivate for long periods. They train themselves to be covered in scars, spent and battered, yet they never stop. Until they are neither pleased by external joys nor saddened by personal sorrows. In that dreadful environment, they remain as serene as still water, even ignoring the pain and trials they face.
   

        As if they had become an eternal block of profound ice, permanently standing and existing.
   

        This indeed is the true meaning of Immortal Asceticism.
   

        Compared to the cultivation methods of Saint Fist and Tyrant Fist, Extreme Fist places a greater emphasis on self, on refining one's own spirit and physical body. Infinite surging power is derived from within oneself, independent of others and the environment!
   

        Casio was comprehending the information about Immortal Asceticism. He felt it could mainly be split into two aspects according to its literal meaning: asceticism and immortality. Simply put, it meant voluntarily entering those dreadful and dangerous environments to temper one's body and mind. Most importantly, one must not die.
   

        A living ascetic can become the bearer of the heart of Extreme Fist.
   

        Thinking of this, Casio looked down at his own muscular and powerful body, his strong arms. This body of his had reached the level of a Dark Ultimate Level demon, how could it die? To be immortal and indestructible, that was meant to describe beings like the Dark Ultimate Entities, and so were the demon idols. Immortal Asceticism, he could easily manage the first part. As for asceticism, that was somewhat troublesome.
   

        What kind of environment could adversely affect a demon body of the Dark Ultimate Level? Magma? Deserts? Ice abyss? Deep sea? It seemed none would work, the Real World had nothing that the demon bodies would fear. Then it would have to be the World of Calamities, and Casio immediately thought of a few suitable places.
   

        The key factor lay in the Calamity Source Spring.
   

        Some Calamity Source Springs would form extremely special terrains with some of the harsh environments of the World of Calamities, creating spots of extreme conditions.
   

        For instance, the Devil Lake where White Bird Moon Killing God occurred.
   

        Or, the Deep Sea Abyss that contains special curse powers.
   

        Beyond these, there were places like the River of Sin and the Valley of the Trees.
   

        The World of Calamities was already a world with harsh conditions and considerable danger. These places were even more severe, even more perilous. Even a Dark Ultimate Entity, if it didn't utilize its power and allowed itself to be harmed by the environment, would probably suffer torment. Casio's demon body, to complete Immortal Asceticism, would have to head to these places.
   

        However, the blessing and curse were interdependent, as these places were extremely dangerous, but the efficiency and effect of Immortal Asceticism they brought could also be unmatched. After all, cultivators of the Extreme Fist Path who still remained at the Ultimate Fighter realm quite lacked the strength to venture to these truly terrifying forbidden zones of life. The level of danger in their cultivation environments paled in comparison to the likes of Devil Lake that Casio would later visit.
   

        "Three Fists Combine, I look forward to that day…"
   

        In the circular hall, Casio's eyes flickered, the Spirit Rune on his chest slightly glowing and heating up, slowly turning. The massive Essence of Calamity that came with the fall of the Lord of Hong Light continued to be stored inside, waiting for a suitable moment to evolve the three major Mental Methods to their ultimate stages.
   

        Unification of Personalities.
   

        "The Miracle Garden indeed hides many secrets, what role did the ancient Oyon Civilization play during the invasion of the Calamities? Were they a super ancient civilization born in this world? Or, something else..."
   

        Having seen the previous Southern Dipper Star Map and the Sculpture group of the Dark Ultimate Entities, Casio had already faintly sensed the extraordinariness of the Oyon Civilization.
   

        He was not originally from this world, but had arrived in the Hong Li Federation with his inherent Retrospection talent. Thus, Casio's thoughts and perspectives needed to be more open. He thought, perhaps the Oyon Civilization, like the invading Calamities, came from beyond this realm? From a place not of this planet...
   

        But without solid evidence right now, Casio could not be sure.
   

        He pondered in place for a while, then continued deeper into the interior of the Miracle Garden. This movable massive Building complex formed a system of its own, with an overall structure and layout not too different from the Oyon Ruins. Liberal oval passages sprawled out, occasionally revealing halls and other buildings.
   

        In these key buildings Casio could obtain some useful information.
   

        He moved forward without encountering any obstacles, probably due to the influence of the previous Blood Eye Ceremony performed by the Door Organization, and the Miracle Garden had not yet recovered. Passing several key points, Casio suddenly halted his steps.
   

        Before him, clearly was a circular cavity-like hall, where the light was dim. On the smooth, radian walls, dense star maps layered over top one another, forming a giant starry sky network. An inexplicable gray-black fog covered the surface of the walls, enveloping the entire starry network.
   

        Within the gray-black fog, only the twinkling lights of these stars could shine through, bringing with them the last glimmers of hope. Casio glanced over, and clearly saw the star maps of the previous Southern Dipper Star Region.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1242: Our will, forever undying (4100) _2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Demon Birds, giant eagles, astral pythons...
   

        Casio's gaze halted on something he had seen on his first visit to the Miracle Garden, integrated into a star map woven into the web of the night sky. Two-thirds of the stars were exceptionally bright, presenting a stark contrast to the rest.
   

        "What does this mean... Are these stars in an active power phase?"
   

        "Or perhaps..."
   

        With a hiss, under Casio's watchful eye, another star on the star map lit up! It looked like the progress in an exploration was completing step by step. He caught his breath and tentatively reached out to touch it.
   

        However, his palm could not get close, blocked by greyish-black fog. It wasn't until he channeled the power of Southern Dou that his hand passed through and pressed upon the newly lit star.
   

        Instantly, a monumental voice flickered past like a phantom.
   

        "Oyon Scarlo, our will, forever undying!"
   

        His eardrums vibrated, his brain buzzed, and the power of Southern Dou within his body roiled as if it were boiling. Casio regained his composure and took a deep breath before he continued to inspect, encountering no further odd reactions.
   

        "Oyon Scarlo, the full name of the Oyon Civilization?"
   

        Perplexed, Casio turned and surveyed the network of stars around him. A voice within him seemed to call out, an inexplicable attraction leading him. He followed his heart, heading in a certain direction.
   

        He navigated through corridors, reaching the pivotal nodes of various building clusters.
   

        He stood before a large arch-shaped door.
   

        It resembled the grand marble doors of a cathedral, a classic heavy arch. The frames were etched with dense runes that coiled like python scales, their meaning unknown. Casio glanced over them and felt that this door bore a slight resemblance to Heaven's Gate.
   

        Of course, only slightly.
   

        His gaze shifted and quickly focused on the center of the door.
   

        There was a metal disc, half the size of a person, firmly wedging the door closed, ancient and smooth. The outer ring of the disc protruded slightly, while the inner space was recessed, with five conspicuous rune symbols occupying the quadrants.
   

        Two of them were very familiar to Casio.
   

        A violet scale with a tail in its mouth formed an infinite ∞.
   

        The Spirit Rune, Ouroboros.
   

        A platinum equilateral triangle, with a line dropping from its apex.
   

        The Life Rune, also known as the Spiritual Rune.
   

        "These are... the Five Keystone Runes..."
   

        "The legendary stones that lead to the infinite and the far-reaching."
   

        Casio focused on the other three unfamiliar runes.
   

        One was like a lotus petal spiral, resembling a budding flower.
   

        Another looked like the skull of some beast, fierce and menacing.
   

        And the last was the contour of two overlapping eyes, each with double pupils.
   

        "Does this mean, five runes are needed to open this door?"
   

        He paused for a moment before attempting to push the door open with the terrifying brute strength of a Magical Golem, but the door did not budge. After pondering for a while, Casio's hand brushed over the five rune symbols inside the metal disc. Suddenly, he felt a warm flow surge within his body, lighting up two of them.
   

        The Spirit Rune and the Life Rune both came alive and flickered.
   

        The other three were black and white in color, void of any hints of vitality or aura.
   

        Casio withdrew his palm, a message transmitted from a metal disc flashed through his mind. As long as he gathered the five keystone runes, the gate would open, and the ultimate secret at the core of the Miracle Garden would be within reach.
   

        It was about the disasters, about Southern Dou, about Oyon, the whole chain of events. And also, a secret that even the existence of a saint fist in this world would go mad over. A unique secret.
   

        "I'm looking forward to it..."
   

        Casio murmured to himself, his expression returning to calm.
   

        He had a vague feeling of what the secret was, but just knowing the general direction wasn't enough; the detailed information and specific methods were what mattered most. However, it didn't matter, for Casio had always been interested in the five keystone runes of the Oyon Civilization. His forces in the real world, the Magical Golem Sect, were already collecting information on related aspects.
   

        These treasures scattered across various places would eventually be found by him.
   

        "Boom..."
   

        The ground suddenly shook, and a vast wave of energy awakened in the air, beginning to spread within the structures of the Miracle Garden. A familiar repulsion emerged on Casio and grew stronger.
   

        "The Miracle Garden is coming back to life, starting to operate again?"
   

        He narrowed his eyes slightly, swiftly returning to the exit, flickering towards it. Along the way, Casio brushed past a special area on the edge and felt an aura similar to the ultimate seal. He caught a glimpse and saw a huge skeleton in a vast space.
   

        The giant skeleton stood tall between heaven and earth, as silent as dead mountain ranges.
   

        Around the skeleton, dense clusters of blue starlight were recovering and gathering like the tide, filling the space.
   

        "Not only the Lord of Hong Light, but other ultimate dark entities are imprisoned in the Miracle Garden! Judging by the shape of this skeleton, it should be an ultimate dark entity sealed in ancient times. Perhaps it's not as strong as the Lord of Hong Light, or it's been imprisoned longer, having all its disaster origins completely eroded away, truly fallen..." Casio's thoughts raced.
   

        "I wonder if there's still an ultimate dark entity in the Miracle Garden, on the brink of death like the Lord of Hong Light, but not yet fully fallen. If I could encounter one, it would be as good as a self-serving gluttonous feast." He withdrew his gaze and sensing, continuing to fly rapidly.
   

        In the Lotak Mine Zone, the center of a completely flattened basin.
   

        The entire rough and massive marble structure completely exposed on the ground, the Miracle Garden, shook violently. A strong, mysterious, and misty energy seeped out from within, turning into blue fog, enveloping the entire structure. Then, the giant mechanism that had been still started moving again.
   

        With a buzzing sound, the Miracle Garden began sinking into the ground.
   

        The speed was fast, and within two or three breaths, the structure, which was as tall as a small mountain peak, had already sunk down. Just as the highest contour was about to disappear, a silhouette burst out from underground.
   

        Sand erupted like a fountain, mud rained like a downpour, and a pair of black boots hit the ground.
   

        Casio's toe tapped, and in an instant, he moved to the top of the nearest mountain peak. A gentle breeze Caressed him, swaying the hem of his trench coat.
   

        His eyelids drooped, his profound gaze fixed on the ground. Beneath the surface, an enormous creature moved rapidly, effortlessly cutting through mud and rock layers like a hot knife through butter. Two minutes later, the Miracle Garden emerged from a breach, leaving the Lotak vein zone like a fast-sailing ship heading towards any corner of the North Reef Continent.
   

        The complete departure of the Miracle Garden meant that the Door Organization's series of related plans had failed entirely. After this battle, the Organization's strength would experience significant weakness, both in the Hong Li Federation and in the world. The Deputy leader of the Door Organization, Duo Tian Saint Fist, was slapped to death by a demon idol. Several unlucky individuals among the six kings were either instantly killed by Casio or inadvertently crushed to death by the Lord of Hong Light during the battle.
   

        The remaining forces, if even half could survive, would be considered fortunate.
   

        On July 12, the battle involving the world's three largest transcendental groups – the Door Organization, the Black Mechanism, the Steel Knights – came to an end. Insider news about the battle spread like madness throughout the world. The combination of these three was intriguing enough, but even more alluring was the presence of an ultimate dark entity and a saint fist in the contemporary world!
   

        And even between those two, an earth-shaking battle erupted.
   

        Nearly a million soldiers from the Hong Li Federation and the three Western countries witnessed the terrifying and massive contour on the horizon that night from the battlefield in the west. Countless people knelt and prayed to the holy spirits, weeping uncontrollably.
   

        While the entire transcendental realm was shaken by this,
   

        The protagonist of that night's tale, the mysterious saint fist, had already disappeared from the world. Casio, after leaving the Miracle Garden, had headed straight to the World of Calamities and set off in the direction he remembered.
   

        "Totem King Casaleis, it's time for a complete reckoning..."
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        Looking up, he gazed at the sky. A thick smear of ink had diffused at the top of Heaven's Curtain.
   

        Dark, heavy black clouds and fog mingled together, reducing the light to an extremely faint degree. Every inch of air contained energy particles even smaller than bacteria and microorganisms, named Calamities, altering the entire environment of the world. It used to be called the Depths, but now it was known as the World of Calamities.
   

        The World of Calamities stretched desolate before him, dominated by shades of gray, white, and black.
   

        Of course, there was occasionally the cruel embellishment of blood red.
   

        Among the hills, beneath the mountain ranges, by the muddy lakesides, monstrous wild beasts known as Dark Creatures revelled in their slaughter. They possessed various bizarre abilities, adhering to the law of the survival of the fittest, ruthlessly venting their violence. Such was the underlying tone of the entire World of Calamities, where ultimate beings devoured everything.
   

        Naked violence constructed the fundamental structure and order of the world.
   

        Here, the powerful thrived like fish in water, while the weak could only shudder. As all pretense of civilization was ripped away, leaving only brutality and cannibalism, the most adapted beings ascended to the throne of flesh.
   

        On the edge of the Dark Mountains and Rivers Area, across a vast plain, countless calamity creatures hunted or were hunted. It was akin to the real world's prairie, where the elephant is king of the land, wolf packs chase antelopes, and lions hunt wild horses and buffalo. Here, too, a similar ecosystem prevailed. However, due to the undead characteristics and formidable abilities of the dark creatures, this hunting and slaughtering process became eerie and mysterious.
   

        Thousands of dark creatures inhabited and roamed the plain.
   

        Yet that day, suddenly, a bizarre noise, echoing like thunder, stirred above the clouds. 
   

        Boom, boom, boom, boom...
   

        In an instant, it was as if a vast fleet of fighter planes were at maximum firepower, reaching peak Mach speed, emitting a resonant sound. Almost simultaneously with this sound, the entire visible plain turned dark.
   

        Something colossal in the clouds completely blocked out the light.
   

        Its massive contour was indistinct, only a corner winding like mountain ranges could be seen, seemingly the tip of a ferocious raptor's wing.
   

        It carried a bizarrely burning spiral shadow.
   

        The next second, a crackling sound rang out. A dense rain of flesh fell, debris of flying dark creatures from the clouds, bones shattered, feathers mixed with muscles, turned into a heavy rain.
   

        Wherever the massive shadow in the clouds flew, the flesh rain followed. Creatures on the surface of the plain, in both fear and excitement, feasted on this flesh, even exhibiting a maniacally joyful frenzy.
   

        Sometimes, their appetite easily overpowered reason.
   

        And so, the price of irrationality arrived, the Great Decomposition descended.
   

        On the black plain, all dark creatures that attempted to consume or even touch the flesh rain experienced the most intense pain of their lives. Blood-red sharp teeth tore through flesh and bones, spiralling through brain marrow, like a meat grinder turned to its highest setting. They were pulverized, spiraling into a puddle of mush.
   

        The intermittent screams overlapped, ghostly and wolfish, but they could not change anything. The cries came quickly and ended quickly, and shortly afterward, the plain fell silent, leaving only patches of flesh that looked like lupus erythematosus. And on the surface of these flesh patches, a peculiar magnetic field fluctuation formed distorted ripples, sucked away by an unknown force.
   

        This was a premeditated massacre.
   

        The mass murderer was a gluttonous devil!
   

        He was non-selective in his diet, lackadaisically showcasing his voracious appetite. Even the large-scale slaughter and destruction, wildly severing the entire food chain, were more extreme than when those Dark Ultimate Level Entities ventured out to hunt. Typically, even the most brutally natured Dark Ultimate Level Entity would leave some seeds in the feeding areas, like nurturing chives awaiting the next harvest.
   

        But, the horrifying entity that arrived today did not like to do so.
   

        He was more brutal, more extreme, truly a disruptor of order.
   

        In a brief span, after the massive shadow swept across the entire plain and the land was illuminated once again, nearly millions of dark creatures had been killed and devoured!
   

        "Feasting voraciously before a great battle is quite essential."
   

        "To merge with an existence of my higher life essence, as fragile as you weeds are, is an honor. You should be thanking me..."
   

        In the gray-black cloud layer, the massive Blood Vulture Phanstasm shrank and transformed back into a humanoid life form draped in an overcoat. He hovered silently in high altitude, under a strange Blood Moon, looking down with drooping eyelids.
   

        His hands clasped behind him, the hem of his trench coat and black hair fluttered.
   

        Ever since Casio had entered the World of Calamities, he would partake in large-scale hunting every so often, storing ample life vibration energy. Of course, it wasn't to enhance his strength—ordinary dark creatures' life vibration energy was no longer of use to him. These life vibrations were actually reserves for healing, ensuring that the body of the Demon Idol could rapidly recover.
   

        After all, this time, Casio was up against one of the top ten Dark Ultimate Level Entities in the Endless Calamity, the Totem King, Cassius!
   

        All Totems, all Totemic power, the ultimate destination.
   

        Compared to Golden Power he had encountered before, it was minuscule against Totem King. There was a significant difference even among Dark Ultimate Level Entities.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Now, Totem King Casaleis has been in a standoff with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist for ten thousand years.
   

        A constant clash, a continuous drain, their overall strength must have severely declined. Moreover, with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist acting as the main force and attracting most of Totem King's attention, Casio had thus entertained the thought of taking action.
   

        His progress in the Magic Puppet Secret Martial Arts: Spirit Segment had already approached fifty-five percent, fully surpassing half the distance of the Holy Fist Realm. Coupled with the power of Holy Fist Domination Fist and the Golem Physique of the Dark ultimate level seating itself firmly.
   

        The most crucial aspect was the supreme sharpness of the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier!
   

        Casio estimated that his lethality was nearly approaching the peak strength of Lord of Hong Light in his prime. Of course, his overall combat power was still several notches below. He only meant that, in terms of fighting and attacking, he ranked near the level of about a dozen Dark Ultimate Entities. He had calculated that, if everything remained unchanged, once his progress in Puppet Arcanum Technique reached around sixty-five percent, he could claim to be comparable to the peak combat strength of Lord of Hong Light in his prime.
   

        It must be noted that entities like Totem King Casaleis, True Ancestor of Blood Umirah, and the three Southern Dou Holy Fist, were certainly terrifying beings with martial arts progress at one hundred percent. They were complete, they were ultimate.
   

        And similar to Lord of Hong Light, Moon God, Pale Origin, and those nearing the top ten of the Dark Ultimate Level, their overall combat strength, if converted into Kashiou Golem's Puppet Arcanum Technique progress, would be over ninety percent. They are in the stage between ninety and ninety-nine percent.
   

        According to Casio's analysis, the fact that Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Totem King had engaged in such heated battle during this period, to the extent of a fight to the death.
   

        Their overall strength during this stage certainly wouldn't be at the peak of a hundred, but potentially over ninety percent. At this moment, with Casio's full power burst, his combat lethality nearing ninety percent, he already had the ability to influence the battle. If he were to join forces with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, with Twin South Dipper striking together, they would certainly gain an advantage against Totem King. Casio had just collected a substantial amount of Life Vibration Energy, specifically to avoid a sudden target from Totem King.
   

        If Totem King wished to break them one by one, starting with him, the relatively soft persimmon, then Casio had to withstand, at least until Totem King's fall. His golem body was indeed formidable, ordinary Dark Ultimate Entities were utterly incapable of dealing with it, but today he faced the Totem King...
   

        Without preparing adequately, down to the meticulous and exaggerated details, Casio would not feel at ease. He had to witness Totem King's complete fall with his own eyes, rather than dying himself and having Totem King ended by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        "Almost enough stored up."
   

        "Next, conserve energy, stay hidden, and wait for the battle..."
   

        Within the Black Cloud, Casio's figure flashed and vanished instantly into the high altitude.
   

        In the World of Calamities, the light dim, everything muddled and confused. Time passed imperceptibly, with no sense of how long it had been. In the Real World, the Totem Temple of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, the most sacred place in the hearts of the Totem Wizards.
   

        Wizard after wizard in red ceremonial robes looked at each other, their faces reflecting shock and confusion. Just now, they had completely lost contact with Totem King Casaleis. That obscure cross-border will, lingering in the Totem Temple for thousands of years, seemed to have suffered enormous interference and snapped.
   

        "What's… happening?"
   

        In the World of Calamities, among the Jet-black Mountains and Rivers, at the location of the Calamity Source Spring.
   

        Terrible Shock Waves layered upon each other, surging waves flattened the earth, and the winding, towering jet-black mountain ranges were crushed to sand.
   

        Strength, endless strength. A clash of the most pinnacle entities in the world. Two opposing formidable fields, two massive decisive wills, had completely replaced the environment and Rules of this region. With a single thought, they could burn the Air, freeze Magma, invert the sky into the ground, and turn the earth into a bottomless abyss.
   

        All that Casio had once seen, the black sludge stretching out for thousands of miles and the clusters of dark creature cocoons atop it like disgusting worm eggs, now completely vanished, with no chance of existence.
   

        "Blood Vulture, the day has finally come, the moment has finally arrived..."
   

        "Do you feel it? This is the hour of your death! This is the countdown to your death! You are doomed to die, no one can save you!"
   

        Within the violent storm, a vast Bronze Stone Idol Ghost stood firm beneath the sky. Its fierce wings, sharp as blades, pointed towards the heavens, piercing the heavy Cloud Layer and creating a terrifying Vortex. The body of the Gargoyle was covered with dense and minute Runes, crawling like ants.
   

        With the breath of Energy, all the Runes flickered eerily.
   

        "White bird has fallen. Sonic Snake Umirah's endless entanglement, they want to reach a verdict, which is far more difficult than us by many multiples. So..."
   

        "This Battlefield is destined for only you and me to fight to the death."
   

        "Too much time has passed, and the boost from the Calamity Source Spring to me becomes more and more evident. The gap between us has grown from being barely noticeable to visible to the naked eye! You are aging and weakening, that so-called mutual demise, can't do anything to me now..."
   

        The massive will of Totem King Casaleis caused the ground itself to Vibrate.
   

        "Then come and try it."
   

        The other will was concise, without a shred of superfluous thought.
   

        Simple, overwhelmingly dominate, utterly pure.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "If you dare come, I dare use it. I will never retreat, never waver."
   

        Opposite the giant bronze gargoyle, an old man sat cross-legged like a mummy, motionless. Sixty-six red stars twinkled and flickered around his body. A rich crimson was writhing, ready to transform into the form of a raptor.
   

        Rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle...
   

        If one looked down from high above, one would see the earth divided into two colliding massive currents. One side was a dense, churning sea of black totems, while the other resembled a flood of magma-colored Deathfang Power, decomposing everything.
   

        It could be seen that the advantage lay with the Black Totem, covering about seventy percent of the earth, while the Deathfang Power was confined to the final thirty percent.
   

        Even as time went on, it seemed that thirty percent could no longer be held.
   

        "If that's the case, then... let's try it!"
   

        The Totem King felt the will of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist to never give in. It understood that only by completely obliterating the man before it could it rid itself of his entanglement. It was time to put an end to this boundless stand-off!
   

        "Silver Power!!!"
   

        A deafening roar echoed throughout the world.
   

        Whether on the Totem King's body or across the vast ground, dense totem patterns emitted a silver sheen at that moment. The entire gloomy sky and earth seemed to turn into broad daylight, like a star bursting forth.
   

        "Ultimate Totem, Ming Realm Dragon King!"
   

        Cassius's wings at his back suddenly unfurled and then vibrated with exaggerated intensity. In the next second, a terrifying giant dragon, nearly as large as his figure, soared into the sky, shattering the thick black cloud layer. This was the totem known as the Ming Realm Dragon King, now boosted with Silver Power!
   

        In almost two or three breaths' time, the ferocious giant dragon was dyed silvery white, with its tusks, wings, and claws all turning into the metallic color of absolute sharpness. It shot straight up into the firmament, then accelerated in its fall!
   

        In the blink of an eye, a silver-white meteor, dragging a golden red trail of fearsome flame, shot straight towards the silent old man, who was like a sculpture.
   

        "South Dipper Red Vulture."
   

        "Claws, Scales..."
   

        There were no fancy moves, only the simplest and most pristine two words, which were also the most accurate description of claws and scales.
   

        So, beneath the earth, a raptor's gigantic claw rose to the sky, its terrifying contour as if it could catch a star.
   

        On the surface of the giant claw, overlapping scales appeared, thick as an armor shield.
   

        The power of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was silent yet strong, like its master. The claw of the Blood Vulture shot straight into the sky, colliding with the Ming Realm Dragon King.
   

        "Still conserving power? You surely know this claw cannot stop my Final Totem! Do you still want to save the strength for a suicidal strike? Blood Vulture, your posture of being hit like a wooden person right now can hardly be considered the unrestrained Dominant Fist..."
   

        "Ha ha ha ha ha..."
   

        The Totem King's will vibrated with laughter, and the Ming Realm Dragon King, empowered by Silver Power, accelerated its descent. Just as the two were about to collide, the motionless body of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, akin to a mummy, suddenly raised its head. From within the messy hair like weeds, a pair of sharp eyes lit up.
   

        "A variable has occurred!"
   

        An absolutely domineering gaze penetrated distance and obstacles, suddenly locking onto an approaching black silhouette, the pupils constricted.
   

        "Hm!? You?"
   

        The Totem King was taken aback because the soaring claw of the Blood Vulture suddenly expanded to two or three times its original size. With a violent clawing motion, it tore off one wing of the Silver Power-imbued Ming Realm Dragon King!
   

        On the ground, that half-dead figure, standing up at some unknown time, looked weak and frail but had an air of standing tall and holding up the sky. That unsurpassed tyrannical aura, never before revealed in these ten thousand years, burst forth at this moment like an accumulating flood, the unrestrained power causing the air to twist violently.
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist of old seemed to have briefly returned at this moment!
   

        "Cassius, fight, fight, fight, fight, fight!!!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1246: 624 Let me lend you a hand, Blood Vulture! (4000)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "Fight!!!!!!"
   

        An endless, domineering will roared and rushed, suppressing heaven and earth. The Aura exhaled from the mouth and nose of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist grew wilder, fiercer, stronger, and more dominant! His murky eyes lit up, bearing the ferocity of a massive predatory bird at the top of the food chain, like two red searchlights!
   

        Indeed, it should be this way, it ought to be this way!
   

        Among the three Saint Fists of the Southern Dipper in those days, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was the most arrogant, bloodthirsty, extreme, and tyrannical existence. During the ancient era in the World of Calamities, the Dark Creature Tribe was about one-third more numerous than today, excluding those that naturally went extinct over the long years. A quarter of the Dark Creature Tribe in the entire World of Calamities was massively massacred by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, a dark and bloody chaos stirred up by his own hands!
   

        Thousands, tens of thousands, hundreds of thousands of the Dark Creature Tribe.
   

        Turned into scattered white bones across the fields.
   

        This was Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, the original master of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist!
   

        Totem King and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist were in a standoff, in fact, it was a mutual entanglement and restraint. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist did not allow Totem King to escape, and where would Totem King Casaleis dare to let Blood Vulture completely untie his hands and feet?
   

        If it weren't for the fact that the Calamity Source Spring was Totem King's home ground, where millennia had passed, accumulating advantages for one and disadvantages for the other. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was constantly being drained, and the gap with Totem King slowly widened. Otherwise, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist would not have been silent like just a moment ago, like a mummy sculpture that does not move an inch.
   

        But now, facing a variable, taking the opportunity, he suddenly burst forth in his full glory, that was the original, recklessly arrogant Dominant Fist!
   

        "Boom!!!!!"
   

        A giant bird soared into the sky, carrying a terrifying arc of blood-red light, the ripples it stirred seeming like dense scales covering the surrounding heaven and earth.
   

        "Ting!"
   

        Red pupils lit up, the utter pinnacle of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's will been carried through. Firmly locking onto the silhouette of Bronze Stone Idol Ghost of the Totem King, monitoring every move.
   

        "First I'll destroy your Final Totem, hahahahaha!!!!"
   

        The ear-splitting laughter shook the clouds, the ground thundered.
   

        A super-giant Blood Vulture Bird, covering half of the sky in a straight dive, like a massive tectonic plate. Absolute oppressive force, absolute dominance, there was simply no possibility of a failed hunt!
   

        "Hmm!?"
   

        A rune on the body of the Totem King suddenly dimmed; it did not know why Blood Vulture Dominant Fist suddenly burst forth with all his strength, but it understood that the Netherworld Dragon King Totem imbued with Silver Power could be in danger at this moment!
   

        "Totem Original Power · Power of Bronze!"
   

        The gargantuan Bronze Stone Idol Ghost, mountainous-like in size, stretched out its arms, and both arms suddenly turned into a corroded azure color. A phantom of an ultra-heavy shield appeared, thundering down on the ground, then crazily advancing forward. It seemed shortly it would shield the front of the Netherworld Dragon King.
   

        "Too late…"
   

        The giant Blood Vulture Bird dived down, its two pairs of claws, capable of crushing alloy mountains, firmly targeted the silvery Netherworld Dragon King. The distance between them rapidly shrinking, unbelievably fast. The Netherworld Dragon King wanted to dodge the attack of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, but having lost a wing, its agility greatly decreased. Hence, it was firmly caught by this sudden attack!
   

        Boom! Bang bang bang bang bang…
   

        With a stomp of its giant claws, a pair of crimson burning wings stretched straight into the sky, forming a V. The Final Totem called the Netherworld Dragon King was forcefully suppressed by an irresistible tyrannical force, fiercely smashing its head into the ground until the magma splattered!
   

        Star-crushing, magic fang with aurora!
   

        The huge claws grasping the silvery body of the Netherworld Dragon King lit up, within the spiral of terrifying air currents, a power hotter and more scorching than magma exploded! Crack crack crack… Violent force, tyrannical, ripping apart! That unified body, as if cast from solid silver, emitted a dying wail at that moment. This exceeded the limit of endurance...
   

        Collapse! Roar!!!
   

        The body of the Netherworld Dragon King cracked from the middle, a massive crack rapidly spreading out, running from end to end. From within the crack, brilliant silver light gushed out, that was the internal power being forcefully split and surging out.
   

        With a crashing sound, the body of the Dragon King completely disintegrated, collapsing on the spot.
   

        At that moment, the Power of Bronze forming a barrier-like ancient shield suddenly struck, causing Blood Vulture Dominant Fist to stagger backward, smashing a mountain behind him. A rain of stones fell from the sky, carried away by the hurricane.
   

        Whoosh, the disintegrated fragments of the Netherworld Dragon King's totem danced out like a fluorescent river, reassembling behind the back of the Totem King. But just as a pair of wings was forming at the root, they faltered, thoroughly incomplete.
   

        Clearly, this Final Totem of the Netherworld Dragon King had been disabled by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist in a short time. For the Totem King to display his peak battle power again, it would undoubtedly take an unknown amount of time and energy to recover. Or it might not recover at all.
   

        "Blood Vulture, I anticipated you would burst forth, but did not think it would be now. I thought you would continue to remain silent and avoid conflict, dragging it out a bit longer, preserving that bit of your strength, thinking of dying together with me. But now it seems, you couldn't wait? Couldn't wait to meet your death!?" The Bronze Giant Statue lifted its head, gazing at the distant silhouette…
   

        Its right hand, giant like a claw, lifted, where the Netherworld Dragon King Totem collapsed, a silvery white river roared in. Silver Power instantly covered the arms of the Totem King, rapidly spreading, enveloping every corner like heavy armor. At the same time, it slowly extended its left hand, the retreated bronze shield of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist suddenly spinning back.
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        With a thud, the shield floated silently in front of the Totem King to his left.
   

        Ancient and mysterious patterns spread across the surface of the shield.
   

        "Power of Bronze, Silver Power, Golden Power..."
   

        "Totem Three Forces, the three great powers that make up the origin of all strength."
   

        "And these three powers are all under my control! I can release or retract them at will, as flexibly and adeptly as limbs. This is the true foundation of my power—indestructible and impossible to steal. Blood Vulture, even if you tear apart my Netherworld Dragon King Totem, so what? It was just a Final Totem, a plaything I've now gifted to you. The balance has been completely shattered now. Your turn is over… It is now my turn!"
   

        Totem King Casaleis's will surged with what seemed like excitement. It understood that Blood Vulture's explosive burst that tore apart one of its ultimate totems was not a bad thing. Instead, it signified that the life-and-death battle between them had truly begun, with no turning back until one side was utterly destroyed.
   

        Now, its power had the upper hand, and the chances of winning were high!
   

        "Finally, the Saint Fist of the Southern Dipper lineage is about to fall by my hand, Totem King Casaleis! Unprecedented and unique throughout the ages, hahaha…"
   

        As the will of the Totem King rose, a brilliantly incandescent Golden World Tree grew and blossomed behind it, majestically piercing the cloud layer!
   

        "Hahaha… Huh!?"
   

        The Totem King's power was fully unleashed from its body; the Bronze Silver Gold Tri-force stimulated, causing its aura and perception to rapidly expand. Consequently, the Totem King immediately sensed a figure, clad in a silver-white armor, leaping towards it from afar, getting faster and faster!
   

        "That is…"
   

        The Totem King's aura faltered, feeling that something was amiss.
   

        Two seconds later, the runes all over its body lit up instantaneously, like countless electric lamps. The Totem King's will churned wildly.
   

        "Southern Dipper Vein!!!"
   

        "Impossible! This aura is neither that of the fallen White Bird Sacred Fist nor that entangled by Umir in a Sonic Snake Extreme Fist! This is… a newly risen Southern Dou Holy Fist! When did a Southern Dipper Practitioner achieve the Saint Fist and accumulate so much power!"
   

        The Totem King was profoundly shocked by the approaching silhouette, a Southern Dou Holy Fist, and moreover, one who had been cultivating for a long time.
   

        It seemed to have the capability to impact the ongoing battle between it and Blood Vulture.
   

        The Bronze Stone Idol Ghost's head fixated on Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, with dazzling silver-white light in its eyes, fiercely spouting, "You suddenly unleashed your full strength just now because you sensed reinforcements coming! You took advantage of my ignorance, striking in an instant, destroying one of my ultimate totems, sapping my combat strength. Then, just now, you led me to believe I could settle the victory once and for all, prompting me to erupt with the Totem Three Forces, forcing me into combat!"
   

        Just like the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, an explosive burst of strength meant the balance was shattered, and the final stage of the battle was about to truly begin. The same was true for its opponent, Totem King Casaleis. Once they went all out, their powers would become entangled, compelling them to continue fighting until victory and life or death were decided. This was a bizarre tangle that had formed over ten thousand years of their constant collision and intermingling of auras and strengths.
   

        Totem King and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist could no longer separate easily; retreating was not an option. Instead, beginning the ultimate frenzied battle between them was quite straightforward—as was happening now, with both sides beginning to unleash their full strength, all origins and powers were bound to clash fiercely till the end!
   

        At this moment, neither side could back out if they wanted to…
   

        "Well done, Blood Vulture, a straightforward and overt stratagem…"
   

        "But can the difference built up between you and me over ten thousand years really be made up by a new generation of Southern Dou Holy Fist!?" The Totem King released a terrifying aura, the air began to burn, the earth froze over continuously, and the surrounding environment underwent all sorts of bizarre and absurd changes.
   

        Visible to the naked eye, the surfaces of the jet-black mountains and rivers had unknowingly grown dense totemic patterns, spreading and climbing like tree roots. Eventually, they formed the ferocious face of the Totem King's gargoyle. Then came the massive body and limb joints.
   

        "Everything in the world, earth, fire, wind, water, can all be transformed into runes and totems! Ordinary dark creatures can, and naturally the Ultimate Dark Entity can too. Including myself, I can also become a totem... My power has imbued this land, naturally it can manifest countless incarnations of me..."
   

        "This is the power of creation, my original totem, the Giant Statue of jet-black mountains and rivers!"
   

        Rumbling, the ground shook as if a magnitude ten earthquake had descended.
   

        Under the dim daylight, amongst the black mountain range, giants stood up one after another. With heavy footsteps, each step thundered, and the ground violently caved in. These giant statues, similar in appearance to the Totem King, were made up of mountains, immensely heavy and huge. They were inanimate objects imbued with the totemic power and the essence of life of Totem King Casaleis!
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        One after another, the stone statues of the Totem King charged at Casio, brutal and unreasonable. They were relying on sheer force, body collisions without care for consequences! Huge silhouettes loomed over, their massive contours blocking out the daylight, trapping the silver-white silhouette that was darting in, tightly surrounded at the very center.
   

        "Bang! Bang! Bang!"
   

        Arm-like pillars came pounding down, parts of the mountain, how massive and heavy were they? The mere natural impact was enough to crack the earth open, with magma gushing out from the fissures.
   

        Mid-air, Casio looked up to the sky, his view completely blocked by these stone arms, leaving only tiny dark cracks. The roar of the earth's shaking rang in his ears, the screeching gale hit his face, and dozens of rock arms pressed down, like spears piercing through the heavens and the earth!
   

        "Want to crush me with force? Ridiculous!!!"
   

        A huge Shadow Demon suddenly expanded wildly through the gaps in the cage formed by the mountainous stone statues. It launched a fist towards the sky, meeting dozens of stone arms, each representing the terrifying weight of a mountain peak! Bang! The silver-armored fist broke free, and in the midst of a howling debris storm, it pierced straight through, shattering the cloud layer on its path!
   

        "Get lost!"
   

        The Demon Colossus stomped its feet on the ground, its body shaking with brute force. The surrounding dozen or so charging giant statues were thrown out like scattered petals, crashing in all directions, creating destructively loud noises. The Demon Idol looking up at the sky slowly bowed its head, a terrifying red light shining beneath the metal mask, calmly and coldly watching the oncoming horde of giant statues.
   

        "Who is the god of giant statues? Who is the king of strength?"
   

        "You impure things, cobbled together by the Totem Power, disgust me! All of you, all of you, be destroyed..."
   

        "Under my Iron Fist..."
   

        The Demon Idol adorned in exquisite and fierce silver-white armor suddenly stepped forward! A cloak seemingly made of black magic flame formed on its shoulders, its heavy hem sweeping across the ground!
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The speed of the Demon Idol was unbelievably fast, more than ten times faster than the surrounding jet-black mountainous giant statues, showing none of the clumsiness expected of such massive beings. It seemed to take just one step forward and then appeared right in front of a distant giant statue. The steel arm shot out, piercing directly through the heart of the Totem King's stone statue. As debris spouted, it pulled laterally and with a hard snip. The upper half of the statue slid off, shattering into pieces on the ground.
   

        Boom boom boom boom...
   

        The Demon Idol charged ahead like a super heavy-duty bulldozer, wielding a giant metal bucket, brutally flattening a street's worth of buildings! Any jet-black mountainous giant statue daring to collide was blasted into pieces from the brutal onslaught, unable to halt Casio's accelerating forward movement!
   

        "Let me lend you a hand, Blood Vulture!!!"
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        "Screech!!!"  
   

        The moment the voice ceased, a roar of a fierce raptor erupted from the massive body of the Demon Idol, carrying with it arrogance, dominance, and brutality.  
   

        "Screech!!!"  
   

        As if in response, at the center of the Battlefield, from the Calamity Source Spring, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist hovered amidst the fierce Gale, its entire body resonating with power and will that sounded a shocking cry across the universe. The same style, the same madness, yet slightly different from the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Aura revealed by Casio. Less overpowering, but more murderous!  
   

        The same Southern Dipper Boxing Method, practiced by different people, naturally exhibited different characteristics and strengths. The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was more brutal and bloodthirsty, having once annihilated a quarter of the Dark Creature Tribe. Casio, on the other hand, was more domineering, with an unmatched sweeping Qi. It was unclear whether this was due to his personality or because he was the Gate Master of the Magical Golem Sect.  
   

        In any case, at this moment, the cries of the two Blood Vultures echoed distantly, responding to each other. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Golem Casio didn't need to have known each other before; the mere ignition of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method was enough for them to recognize and acknowledge each other instantly. Furthermore, they reached the greatest consensus at this phase.  
   

        Together, they sought to bring down Totem King Cassius right here!  
   

        "Let me lend you a hand..." Casio's roaring will still echoed through the clouds, spreading to extremely remote areas over time.  
   

        "Good!!!"  
   

        Atop a jet-black mountain peak, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's eyes were blood-red, his aura incredibly formidable. His footsteps suddenly spread apart as he assumed the basic starting stance of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, his arms and posture resembling the wings of a poised-to-fly Scarlet Raptor. The surging Qi rolled down like a rampant, surging waterfall, enshrouding the entire majestic mountain beneath in a veil of blood.  
   

        "Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill..."  
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist stomped the ground, his body igniting a condensed phantasm of a Blood Vulture Bird, not as terrifyingly huge as before, but lifelike. Scales and Claws trampled atop the mountain peak, the center of gravity lowered, blood-red eagle eyes locked onto Totem King, and behind him, the bloody wings unfolded inch by inch.  
   

        "Getting serious now, are you, Blood Vulture?"  
   

        Totem King Cassius suddenly extended his right arm and spun around to grasp the radiant Golden World Tree behind him. With a thud, the glassy-colored scepter's end slammed into the Earth, causing a spider-web-like fracture.  
   

        Terrifying forces surged wildly over the surface of the bronze Gargoyle's body, resembling layers upon layers of Tsunami-Hurricanes. Cassius was extremely focused because Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was about to give it his all. Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill was his signature technique, with a splendid and prominent battle history. In the Ancient Era, during the chaotic Dark times, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist killed the Ultimate Dark Entity, the Dark Crocodile Swamp Dragon, with one move of Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill—absolute tyranny.  
   

        Even Totem King Cassius didn't dare underestimate the Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist! This technique had three phases, and even if you avoided the first, you would face the even more violent and fierce second phase, and the third phase, which had never been executed. Any phase hitting the defense would leave an incurable severe injury on even an Ultimate Dark Entity, Totem King included!  
   

        "Using this move, your remaining strength will probably be completely insufficient to summon the King of Blood Vultures. Have you decided to perish together with me? Do you think you and another Southern Dipper junior, by joining forces here, can kill me?"  
   

        Mysterious runes flickered like fireflies on the bronze Gargoyle's body.  
   

        It stood on the Earth, its body shimmering with silver, its right hand holding a Golden World Tree scepter, and an ancient shield floated to its left front.  
   

        In the distance, atop the mountain peaks, the wind howled.  
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, without a word, suddenly looked up.  
   

        In his pupils, a Blood Vulture Bird grew larger and larger, soaring and bursting forth!  
   

        "Phase one!!!"  
   

        Whoosh, bang!!!!  
   

        The jet-black mountain collapsed, evidently the instant the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill was activated, shattered by the recoil. And this terrifying activation force completely transformed into the kinetic energy of the Blood Vulture Bird shooting out. Moreover, the scarlet Qi surging from the body of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist turned into a madly accelerating jet stream. This is the core of Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill!  
   

        Speed!  
   

        Ding, the Claws at the forefront, like blades splitting the waves.  
   

        In an instant, dazzling Red Light lit up.  
   

        Sharpness!  
   

        Speed combined with sharpness equals nothing that cannot be cut!  
   

        The terrifying will of Totem King Cassius was keen to the extreme, almost immediately as the mountain collapsed, he expanded the Golden Domain of the Golden World Tree. And in that split second, during the process of domain expansion, a super-fast object cutting through everything roared towards this side at accelerated speed.  
   

        "Ultimate Totem, Barbaric Will!"  
   

        On the chest of the bronze Gargoyle, a massive Totem Contour suddenly lit up. A Beast resembling a mountainous Rhino charged forth, its wild mane like steel needles, and two exaggerated Tusks seemed capable of piercing through the Cloud Layer.  
   

        "Roar!!!! Gurgle!!!!"  
   

        The terrifying roar had just burst forth when a red streak directly split the boundary between heaven and earth, horizontally slicing through the massive body of the Barbaric Will of the Ultimate Totem. Mid-air, a diagonal Bloody Light Rainbow was piercing through.  
   

        Thud thud thud thud…  
   

        The Bloody Red Light not only penetrated the Barbaric Will but also continuously penetrated the jet-black Mountains and Rivers behind it, displaying astonishing destructive power. Boom boom, a Hole appeared in the center of some mountains, one-third of some mountains collapsed, and the more fragile ones directly Exploded and Disintegrated.
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        The Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill stabbed directly into the depths of Earth's soil and rock layers!
   

        From that hole, gurgling red lava emerged.
   

        At the location of the Calamity Source Spring, the Totem King turned his head to look beside him, that Ultimate Totem savage will just released by himself. As if it was waiting for him to look, the moment when the head of the bronze Gargoyle turned, the savage will's body exploded! Two large and ferocious silver-white broken horns smashed onto the ground, their cross-sections smooth as if cut by extreme sharpness.
   

        And, visibly to the naked eye, the power of the twisting spiral spread, the giant broken horns crackling as they deformed. And bit by bit, they broke down and disintegrated.
   

        "One strike to annihilate my piece of Ultimate Totem. This time is even cleaner than dealing with the Netherworld Dragon King Totem, didn't even leave me any residue. Hahaha, if there were a living Ultimate Dark Entity here, I guess the outcome would not be much better than my Ultimate Totem. At best, it would have suffered extensive damage to its limbs and be gasping for air, like a lamb waiting to be slaughtered…"
   

        The Totem King glanced at the Bronze Shield floating in front of him, which bore an oblique claw mark, deep and narrow. The core of power it possessed was the Totem Three Forces, but to transform this power into combat strength, it needed to borrow the Ultimate Totem. Therefore, in fact, every piece of the Totem King's Ultimate Totem possessed a power comparable to that of an Ultimate Dark Entity!
   

        It simply lacked the immortality of the Ultimate Dark Entities.
   

        But in front of the Southern Dipper Vein, it seems that the difference between having and not having immortality is not significant. Under their hands, such as the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist that just executed the Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill. Savage will is not a Totem, but a living Ultimate Dark Entity, yet it still ends up dying on the spot.
   

        "Even after a standoff that exhausted tens of thousands of years, the power you possess is still so violent. You haven't changed at all, Blood Vulture, still that you…"
   

        The Totem King's bronze sculpture-like face revealed a strange expression. Clearly not smiling, yet inexplicably carrying a hint of mirth.
   

        "That's the way it should be, that's the way ah…"
   

        "The stronger and more powerful you are, the more worthy you are to end this eternal standoff! When that time comes, swallowing your Corpse, will I be able to achieve true evolution! You should be able to feel it too, Blood Vulture, our confrontation is no longer just a battle, but a tangle of destiny and concept! Once anyone kills the other, the victor will achieve an unprecedented sublimation, I've been waiting for this day for a long time…"
   

        Totem King Cassius' will spread out, and the branch of the Golden World Tree in his hand grew and blossomed, revealing glaze-colored brilliance.
   

        "You…"
   

        "Second stage!!!"
   

        From the lava cave on the ground, a stream of blood-colored rainbow light, faster and more ferocious than before, pierced through the space of the World of Calamities, with a terrifying and resonant huge bird cry piercing the clouds. Whiz, ping, bang bang bang!
   

        The burst of blood-colored light struck the Bronze Shield. Totem King Cassius' feet planted firmly on the Earth suddenly shook as he abruptly moved sideways and retreated backward, his massive body plowing a chasm-like trench on the ground.
   

        Rumbling rumbling rumbling...
   

        The back of the bronze Gargoyle smashed down mountain after mountain, crumbling stones like heavy rain. It pushed with one hand, and the Golden World Tree emitted dazzling golden light.
   

        Ding! Whiz!
   

        A streak of blood light flashed by, suddenly appearing behind the Totem King.
   

        And the Bronze Shield floating in front of the Totem King, the surface of his body's golden light film, the Silver Armor, all underwent severe explosive shock.
   

        Lowering his head, on the Bronze Shield formed by the Power of Bronze, an irregular hole appeared. Looking towards his body, the light film granted by the Golden Power was shattered, leaving only a scratch on the Silver Armor made by the Silver Power.
   

        "Not enough, still not enough."
   

        "Since your Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill second stage cannot pierce through my three layers of defense. Then even the third stage can absolutely not kill me, let alone cause me serious injury. The only threat you pose to me is that mutually-destructive move. Otherwise, just with you alone, there's no way…"
   

        The Totem King said up to this point, suddenly realized something, and turned his head sharply to look at another Battlefield surrounded by towering mountain ranges in the distance. Until now, most of his attention had been drawn by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, and only now could he spare a bit of his mind to check the situation. He saw that the mountain ranges there had completely collapsed. If you looked down from the sky, you would see a huge area of the Jet-black Mountains and Rivers. Between millions of peak, a whole massive corner had been leveled to the ground!
   

        No effort from the hordes of Dark Creature Tribe's Giant Statues pervaded by the Totem King's aura and strength had any effect in blocking or surrounding and killing them. On the contrary, it was that distant silhouette that kept killing its way over!
   

        Stepping on magma, flattening the mountains and rivers, the Demon Colossus came thundering down.
   

        "Don't forget about me, Cassius!"
   

        "I am also your opponent, hehehe, hahahahaha..."
   

        Beneath the silver-white metal helmet's visor, Casio's laughter was sharp and grating, his tone inexplicably filled with arrogance and savagery. The Golem's chest cavity rumbled with low laughter as it suddenly turned, its steel arms seizing a Jet-black Mountains and Rivers Giant Statue that rushed over. With a gentle outward stretch, hiss—!
   

        This stone giant statue split in two and rapidly collapsed and fell.
   

        The only intact head fell freely, but it was caught in midair by a large silver-white armored hand. The fingers clenched, and the body slowly turned around.
   

        "Look, this head, does it resemble the one on top of your head?"
   

        Holding a Mountains and Rivers Giant Statue head identical to that of Totem King Cassius, Golem Casio sneered maliciously. His blood-red eyes looked at the Totem King's own head, the fingers exerting slight pressure, and with a crack, crushed the stone sculpture.
   

        As if the shattered object at this moment was the head on the Totem King's neck.
   

        "Arrogant!"
   

        The Totem King's body was covered with mysterious runes that suddenly lit up, his will surging with power.
   

        "Good lad, quite presumptuous!"
   

        From the summit of a distant gigantic mountain range, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist actually sent a commendatory shout. He laughed loudly, tilting his head back, as if feeling the utmost satisfaction.
   

        "To cultivate the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, one must not lack arrogance, one must not lack dominance! Brutality, bloodthirst, cruelty, you must have it all, you must master it all! The Killing Intention in you, lad, is far from weighty enough. Old man slaughtered countless numbers of Dark Creature Tribe in the World of Calamities back in the days, see how this body of mine is filled with Killing Intention..." Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's body emitted a terrifying blood light.
   

        This was not the color of Qi, but rather an impossibly dense and heavy intangible Momentum, mixed with the wailing of countless dying creatures.
   

        The third part of Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill aimed to condense this volatile Killing Intention and will. It turned the bloodshed of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, who once massacred a quarter of the Dark Creature Tribe during the Dark Age, into the most horrifying and despair-inducing Weapon. A strike that penetrates the opponent's spirit and will!
   

        Totem King Cassius's attention was mostly drawn away, on guard against Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, the greatest threat at this stage. As for Casio, although Cassius had already detected something odd, like the Physique similar to an Ultimate Dark Entity of a Golem, like the divine will that seemed to be hidden beneath the Tyrant Fist's Aura. However, it ultimately could not compare to one of the Southern Dipper Three Fist, who once stood at the peak of the perfect mastery of Tyrant Fist, the Blood Vulture!
   

        Far away, the sky was dyed red by the formidable Qi of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, with an enormous Blood Vulture Bird taking shape, preparing to execute the third part of the penetrating kill.
   

        Totem King Cassius slowly raised the Golden Tree Scepter in his hand, the Power of Bronze around him, the Silver Power on his body, both seemingly merging gently together. And at the same time, on the surface of the giant Bronze Gargoyle, one after another monumental Ultimate Totem Phanstasm lit up.
   

        These Phantasm were about to emerge one by one from the body of Totem King Cassius.
   

        For the ultimate, skirmish and Battle!
   

        And at this moment, from the side, a Cold voice rang out.
   

        "It seems I've been underestimated."
   

        "For a long, long time..."
   

        "I haven't experienced this feeling of being overlooked..."
   

        "I really dislike it."
   

        Between the mountains and Earth, the sinister silver-white silhouette of the Golem Casio, both hands slowly raised. The terrifyingly luminescent Fist Guards were slowly covering the surface of the steel gauntlets. This was not for protection, but for the attack that would tear and destroy everything!
   

        This was, Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier.
   

        Once it had cut down the very core of Xiadu that had forcefully returned from Heaven's Gate!
   

        "It seems, I need to make you remember me, remember me well, in an engraving that reaches the bones. Remembering me would be linked to pain that pierces deep into the marrow..."
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        "This aura!?"
   

        The bronze, silver, and gold tri-force fluctuations from the Totem King's body seemed to have sensed an unprecedented threat at this moment. Directly ahead, the overwhelming momentum of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist surged to its peak as the third phase of the Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill converged, with the Super-Giant Blood Vulture Bird shrouding half the sky. Yet, even such formidable force couldn't mask another rising danger at the Totem King's side—the chilling sensation intensified even further.
   

        It was as if there was an unmatched sharp sword behind you, with its extremely sharp tip slowly nearing, about to touch your spine!
   

        It couldn't be ignored, absolutely not to be overlooked!
   

        "A bit tricky…"
   

        The will of Totem King Cassius grew solemn, knowing the battle that lay ahead would surround him. The next second, Totem King raised the Golden Tree Scepter in his hand, slantingly pointing it at the charging Golem Casio: "Ultimate Totem...White Bone Ghost, Demon Cloud Master, go forth…"
   

        Instantly, a massive Totem phantasm slowly emerged from the Giant Gargoyle, with two directions shifted, racing straight towards the side. The terrifying aura of the ultimate realm burst forth, overlapping violently in dual layers, covering the sky and sweeping towards Casio in a wild shockwave.
   

        The airflow blew so fast it blurred, like a massive grey fog.
   

        Within the fog, dust outlined along the hard exaggerated edges of Armor. A giant silhouette charged over, hands naturally dangling, and glowing ferocious Fist Guards clenched into fists. At the Shoulders, the black battle cloak wildly flapped.
   

        "Two ultimate Totems? Such tactics, who could they possibly stop!?"
   

        Golem stepped on the ground, Armor feet causing cracks with a sudden burst. Boom—a sound, and its massive body disappeared from the spot, like a shadow invading swiftly, appeared right in front of the ultimate Totem.
   

        "Underestimate your opponent, and the price paid will be unbearably painful!"
   

        Bang! A luminous Fist shadow instantly tore through the air, carrying barbaric strength and unrivaled sharpness, striking fiercely on the shoulder of the Ultimate Dark Entity White Bone Ghost. Simultaneously, as the White Bone Ghost suffered damage, it retaliated, two mountain-sized gruesome White Bone Long Swords crossed and slashed horizontally, heavily striking the Golem's midsection.
   

        With a clang, a golden-red terrifying Spark erupted.
   

        Crackling, white bone fragments sprayed out like a waterfall.
   

        Golem Casio and White Bone Ghost brushed past each other, the black cloak caught by the Gale and soared into the sky, revealing slits at the Silver-White Armor on its midsection. Pale golden burning air flowed over it, slightly glowing, the Armor miraculously healed instantly.
   

        The damaged location was as smooth as new, without any trace of damage.
   

        Behind the body of the Golem, the remaining single giant arm of the Ultimate Totem White Bone Ghost was propped on the Earth, the horizontally cut surface at its left Shoulder smooth and flawless. At the break, white bone fragments and Calamity Power burst forth like air from a balloon. One encounter, and a limb was gone!
   

        "Your slash, soft and weak."
   

        "Even my external body's Armor can't be breached by you, recovering in just a couple of breaths... Are you too weak, or am I too strong?"
   

        The massive body of the Golem slowly turned around, under the Metal Helmet mask, bloodthirsty and domineering red pupils. Five thick Steel fingers, holding a large White Bone arm. With a light pinch, the mountain-sized giant bone hand instantly collapsed, turning into a skyful of powdery white snow, drifting with the wind.
   

        "You two, cannot block me at all... hehehe…"
   

        The red pupils drew two lines of blood in the air, among the fierce low laughter, Golem Casio disappeared from the spot. Like a wild beast from the Ancient Era hunting all beings, it pounced towards the two giant Prey ahead.
   

        "What exactly is this power? How do I feel it's blended with the Deathfang Power of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, Barbed Feather Energy of the Water Bird Fist, Explosion Power of the Sonic Snake Fist. Various Characteristics, all sorts of kills, all pieced together into a weapon capable of tearing apart the Ultimate Dark Entity..."
   

        "But fortunately, based on the performance just now, although White Bone Ghost and Demon Cloud Master are not his match. However, stopping him for that short moment should be no problem, just as long as I withstand the Blood Vulture's move..."
   

        At this moment, half of Totem King Cassius's attention was on Casio. But he swiftly steadied his mind, focusing ahead. He was not underestimating Casio earlier, but indeed, he couldn't spare more Ultimate Totems to entangle and delay him. The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist abandoned a suicidal attack, using it to execute the third phase of the Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill, was indeed too great a threat!
   

        As an old rival of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, Totem King had to guard against it.
   

        Now, with enemies on both sides, another force seemed to vaguely be threatening him. This made it necessary for Totem King to perfectly block the Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, not to suffer too heavy injuries. Otherwise, under the joint attack of Golem Casio and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, there was a potential for downfall!
   

        "It's been a long time since I've felt such urgency, come then!"
   

        Cassius's will was as grand as a mountain, as solid as iron. In front of its massive body, each of the three items symbolizing the Totem Three Forces—the shield, Armor, and scepter—burst into their respective pure radiant lights. Golden color, silver color, bronze color, like sweeping divine lights across the heavens and earth. All the Ultimate Totems bursting from Totem King's body were tinged, randomly bearing one of the forces from bronze, silver, or gold.
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        Among them, the powerful ones even carry two types, extremely formidable.
   

        One by one, their appearances like specters and ghosts, their aura as deep as the ocean, their massive contours like the arrival of a divine ultimate totem phantasm. They seem like powerful guards, encircling the Totem King like the petals of a lotus.
   

        Roar, roar, roar, roar...
   

        Massive roars and extreme will shatter the cloud layers, tearing the earth. All the mixed terrifying aura and intense momentum press forward!
   

        "Come! Blood Vulture!"
   

        "Let me see how much strength you still possess after all these years!"
   

        The metallic-sounding majestic voice of the Totem King sweeps across the land.
   

        "As you wish..."
   

        "Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill, third sequence!!!"
   

        Whoosh!!! The silhouette of a giant Blood Vulture Bird on the body of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist fiercely flaps its wings; the burning scarlet flames extinguish, and the entire blood-red vast sky seems like two fiercely flapping brutal wings!
   

        Boom!!!!!!!
   

        A blood-red meteor bursts and forcibly creates a spiral-shaped transparent cavity in the air. In front of the Totem King, a bowl-shaped cluster of semi-transparent compressed air forms, hovering in mid-air. This place, although tens of kilometers away from where the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was charging, undergoes rapid air compression and deformation at the moment of the blood-red meteor's burst!
   

        Screech!!!!!!!!
   

        A crimson claw mark emerges from the blood-red meteor, growing in Totem King Cassius's view from a tiny red dot to an almost vision-filling brutal iron claw phantasm! This is a dual Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill on both a spiritual and physical level; once it penetrates, it will cause damage directly to the core. Even the characteristic of immortality wouldn't be much of use.
   

        Therefore, Totem King Cassius is so well-prepared.
   

        "Come!!!!!"
   

        The Golden World Tree scepter completely blooms, strands of Golden Power like drifting willow catkins, enveloping the sky and the earth in a thin layer of gold foil color. The guards of the ultimate totems deploy their peak skills!
   

        Ba-ba-ba-ba...
   

        An attack capable of obliterating the universe descends, each move representing the proudest and most powerful method of a Dark Ultimate Entity!
   

        And as these various methods roar out, they meet the blood-red meteor dragging a long tail flame. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, neither dodging nor evading; his third sequence of Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill aims to forcefully break through the strongest defenses! This is an unwavering will, a terrifying killing intent. Only with such faith can the Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill possess the power to penetrate everything! Otherwise, if you fear, too afraid to challenge the enemy's strongest point...
   

        The power of this move, Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill, would rapidly diminish!
   

        "Kill!!!!!!!!"
   

        Inside the fiery red meteor, a tangible peak killing intent bursts forth, forming illusory blood-red flames in the air. The fist swung by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist perfectly overlaps with the dual-layered iron claw phantasm at the physical spirit level! Boom-boom-boom-boom! The ultimate totem guards, carrying powerful methods, rush forward, successively colliding fiercely with the flaming red meteor. The terrifying commotion they cause makes the jet-black mountains and rivers tremble!
   

        But, what use is this?
   

        Facing the belief in inevitable breakthrough, full-outburst of terrifying killing intent, and the extreme bloodthirstiness of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, what use are these totem guards?
   

        In the ancient era, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist had not only killed Dark Ultimate Entities but also faced encirclement attacks by numerous Dark Ultimate Entities! What does it have to fear? Though enemies are numerous, a single strike slaughters each, massacring until the world itself fears!
   

        The blood-colored meteor, like a red arrow, penetrates straight! All ultimate totem phantasms that came to block, are blown forcibly aside, clearing to both sides. Some stumble, some kneel on the ground, some have their upper bodies shattered by a third, some disintegrate into fragments on the spot.
   

        If it weren't for the bolstering of Totem Three Forces, these ultimate totems truly might not have much left! Blood-colored rainbow light breaks into the golden domain, and strands of Golden Power in the air, like dense hemp ropes, pull and tug.
   

        Root-like branches densely spread in the air, obstructing!
   

        Crack-crack-crack...
   

        The blood-colored meteor stubbornly advances, snapping the tangled golden threads it encounters along the way, finally with a thud violently striking the surface of the Bronze Shield.
   

        Clang!!!
   

        On the ancient, thick shield, concentric circles of Shock Waves sweep horizontally towards both earth and sky. Overlapping cloud layers are sliced apart, revealing the gloomy, pitch-black sky. The ground's rock layers sink, forming a gorge from the blast of the airflow.
   

        Crackling, crackling, crackling...
   

        Spiderweb-like cracks spread simultaneously on the surface and inside of the shield!
   

        At the center, the thickest part, a claw-shaped hole appeared.
   

        Through the hole, one could see a blood-red meteor striking Totem King Cassius's true form! The giant bronze gargoyle donned in silver armor, protected by the power of Silver, roared in pain, bellowing in agony. Its spirit and flesh, even its very origin, were shattered by the third phase of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill!
   

        Swiftly, the phantasm of the Blood Vulture Bird struck the earth.
   

        The arms of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, filled with dense cracks like ceramic, emitted a dim red light, and the whole person seemed to age decades in an instant.
   

        "Blood Vulture! What a domineering strike! It destroyed a quarter of my origin; unless I grind your Deathfang Power to dust, this part of the origin can never recover! Just a little bit more, just a tiny bit more, and the damage from your third phase of Blood Rainbow would have exceeded the limit I set in my mind..."
   

        "If the damage had been slightly higher, the situation would indeed become perilous!"
   

        The agonized will of the Totem King fluctuated violently, yet he did not panic. The advantage was still on his side; after unleashing the third phase of his ultimate move, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist must have consumed a tremendous amount of power! The upcoming battle, just as long as...
   

        "Hehe cough, you think, you're out of danger?"
   

        From the hole blasted in the ground, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist coughed while laughing.
   

        It seemed there was some secret and dangerous countermeasure being activated.
   

        "What do you mean? Blood Vulture you… Hm!?"
   

        Totem King Cassius tightly grasped the Golden Scepter, regathering his strength and about to turn and look towards a direction he momentarily couldn't pay attention to.
   

        "Cassius, I've said, I'll make you feel a pain that seeps into your marrow! You will definitely have a memorable impression of me, hahaha…"
   

        The mad laughter came from behind the Totem King!
   

        A colossus-looking phantasm of a god-demon appeared at a very close distance to Cassius. Entirely shrouded in silver-white armor, heavy yet delicate. Its edges, burning with Devil's Flame, and a wide black cloak spread over the earth, its palm clutched the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier!
   

        In the distance, dozens of mountain peaks collapsed, the ultimate beings White Bone Ghost and Demon Cloud Master. One knelt on the ground, head drooping, completely silent. The other, limbs cut off, looked like a pillar nailed to the earth.
   

        "Demon Thoughts flourish, only slaughter can cure!"
   

        Without a moment of hesitation, the Demon Colossus directly engaged in close combat with the Totem King! It was the most terrifying battle machine, once the king of physical strength. And now, the most powerful fist held the sharpest weapon!
   

        Next, there would only be one outcome!
   

        "Totem King, take my punch!!!!"
   

        A punch burst forth, the shoulders scourging with fresh blood as the heavily armored right arm of Golem Casio burst under the immense force!
   

        In mid-air, all scenery faded into a dull, grayish white.
   

        Only a massive arm, twisted with terrifying muscles overflowing with blood from its crevices, symbolizing a surge of power to its extreme!
   

        The fist dazzled, emitting a fluorescent light, carrying the momentum to destroy everything!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The radiant fist struck right in the middle of Totem King Cassius' chest.
   

        Right on target, straight at the core!
   

        "AAAAAAAAAAAH!!!" A massive roar erupted.
   

        Cassius's fist pierced through, impaling the Totem King's body. The fluorescent iron fist burst forth, a vast fan-shaped force spraying out from the back.
   

        "Feel the pain! The world is real because of pain!"
   

        "Only something etched deep into the bones can breed despair and fear!"
   

        "Totem King Cassius, I want you... to fear me!!!"
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        Boom!!!!
   

        From the back of the colossal bronze Gargoyle, an endless surge of pitch-black Fog erupted, carrying the surging, ultimate force of Calamity. Within these vast clouds of Fog, glowing Runes and Totems whistled past, swept away, leading to the rapid loss of the Original strength of Totem King Cassius.
   

        Just like the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist; Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill, the third segment, targets both Physical spirit and the Original. The Destruction and destruction by the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier also has a deep significance. The blow received by the Totem King was not just a simple large Hole in the Chest; at least one-fourth of his Original strength collapsed on the spot! Combined with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, a whole half of his strength was gone!
   

        At this moment, Totem King Cassius's Aura was weak to the extreme, even weaker than Blood Vulture Dominant Fist who had just executed Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill. It is known that Blood Vulture Dominant Fist has been consumed by the Calamity Source Spring of this place for thousands of years, having just executed three powerful lethal moves. Yet, the Aura now displayed was even stronger than that of the Totem King. The dynamics of strength and defense had shifted.
   

        "Get out of my way!!! Golden Ring!!!"
   

        Totem King Cassius swung the scepter in his hand fiercely, sending three visible, enormous golden Rings expanding outwards. With the heavy impact of Metal, they repelled any threatening entities within their proximity!
   

        Naturally, Golem Casio, whose Iron Fist was embedded in the Gargoyle, bore the brunt. However, facing the powerful Repulsion of the Golden Ring, he did not retreat but rather gave a grimly Grim Smile.
   

        His arm twisted, fingers spread, the Fist Guards transformed by Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier emitted a swelling luminescence. From the positions of the five fingers, extended Scythes!
   

        At this moment, the three massive Golden Rings, with loud bangs, slammed into the Golem! The impact was sonorous and extremely dull, even carrying a terrifying explosive force. It directly sent the Giant Golem flying!
   

        Buzzing... The Golden Ring instantly swept across the universe and heaven and earth.
   

        Mountains were shattered forcefully, exploding into a rain of Stone.
   

        The Golem in Mid-air was no exception; the entire front of its exquisite silvery-white Armor was covered with dense, spider-web-like cracks. Within those cracks, strands of blood seeped out, evidently indicating internal Damage. Truly befitting a top ten Dark Ultimate Level entity, the furious strike from Totem King Cassius was far beyond what an ultimate Totem could match.
   

        If it were an ordinary Saint Fist struck by these three rings, it would likely be blasted on the spot dispersing the Sea of Spirit. Along with the spirit and will being completely obliterated.
   

        Fortunately, Casio possessed a Golem body of Dark ultimate level status, and was skilled in strength and defense, which allowed him to sustain only some injuries from this strike.
   

        Whoosh, Boom!!!
   

        The massive body of the Golem traced a parabola in the air, crashing heavily down a mountain before stabilizing. The next second, a horrifying tremor of pain roared from afar where Totem King stood, with a massive will shattering the Cloud Layer. Golem Casio's face revealed a grimly Grim Smile.
   

        Thinking to drive me back with shock? How could I not earn some interest!?
   

        The Golem slowly lifted its muscular, coiled arms, fingers spreading like Eagle Claw. The luminous Fist Guards pulled down a large piece of the bronze Gargoyle's body and Original, disintegrating into flowing light...
   

        Just now, wearing the Fist of Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier, it was like a sharp burly hook. Borrowing the massive Repulsion from Totem King's triple Golden Ring, it inflicted secondary Destruction within Totem King's own body. The damage might not be extensive, but it assuredly was excruciating!
   

        Pain, such immense pain!
   

        It's deeply tormenting! Truly deeply tormenting!!!
   

        Beside the Calamity Source Spring, Totem King Cassius stopped howling, with a quarter of its massive upper Gargoyle body damaged and collapsed. His already weakened power plummeted a bit more. Most crucially, his fierce and terrifying ultimate will, under continuous attacks, experienced unprecedented intense fluctuations.
   

        As Casio had said before.
   

        "The world is real because of pain..."
   

        "Enough torment, will breed despair and fear!"
   

        At this moment, Totem King truly felt a flicker of fear. This emotion was directed towards Casio, towards that bizarre and formidable power in Casio's hand. Cassius's wariness towards this power even reached the level previously seen when Blood Vulture Dominant Fist executed the mutually destructive move!
   

        "The unresolvable sharpness, seems like the natural enemy of all Disasters!"
   

        "It seems like the power of Southern Dipper, yet it has never appeared before..."
   

        "He teamed up with Blood Vulture, my odds of winning do not surpass 30%!"
   

        "No, not even 30% now, my Original has been too severely damaged. Only 20% left! Thus, the only solution is to delay them, to attract other Dark Ultimate Level entities with the huge commotion of the Battle! Moreover, having enough numbers of Dark Ultimate Level entities to distract attention, share the firepower, could..."
   

        Cassius's will vibrated, he had just come to this realization when he found someone seemed to have already sensed his intention, taking action preemptively.
   

        In the distance, beside the Lava Cave, an aged silhouette sat cross-legged.
   

        One hand pointing to the sky, the other to the Earth, a vast, enormous Aura wildly sweeping around. As mentioned by Totem King and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist at the beginning of their Battle, their powers have affected this vast land for thousands of years, even causing the Physical rules here to undergo bizarre changes, altering with the beliefs and wills of both parties.
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        Totem King Cassius can turn countless jet-black mountains and rivers into giant mountain statues, collaborating to surround and hinder Casio. The aura of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist also permeates this world. Perhaps at a disadvantage, it cannot reach the extent of the Totem King, but acting as an invisible cover enclosing this area, preventing the fluctuations of aura and movements from getting out, is not a difficult task! If you, Totem King, have methods, how could I, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, not have any?
   

        Whum…
   

        A strong ripple sweeps out, carrying the will of the Dominant Fist. Visible to the naked eye, strains of scarlet ripples like scales spread toward the distance, manifesting like a domain. From high above, a colossal illusory cover resembles an upside-down bowl, covering the entire earth.
   

        "Hehehe, hahaha! No one can disturb us now, Totem King Cassius! I have… been waiting for this day far too long!"
   

        "I want to personally slaughter you!!! Jiejie jiejie!"
   

        A gaunt old figure suddenly stands up from the ground, the shoulders trembling violently. Behind his body, infinite scarlet flames ignite, the light casting the elder's skinny body's contour like a skeleton evil spirit. Two terrifying red lights burst from his eyes.
   

        "Blood Vulture, you!!!!"
   

        Totem King's bronze eyes widen, not even finishing his sentence.
   

        Behind him, another massive silhouette slowly approaches, with heavy footsteps shaking the earth. The armor's contour is hard and cold, sharply exaggerated, exactly resembling a terrifying and weird giant sculpture. On this sculpture, black oil-colored flames wildly dance, as if millions of demons are chattering jubilantly, celebrating another life to be consumed completely!
   

        "Hehehe, eat it, eat it, eat it!"
   

        "Oho hoho, big fish, big fish, big fish! A fat and tasty big fish!"
   

        "Hehehe, gaga gaga, I want to eat it hot right now!"
   

        "Bloody, freshly throbbing, the most chewy and energizing!"
   

        Totem King turns around, terrified, looking at that huge shadow enshrouded in darkness. It seems to hear whispers, those are Casio's will's deepest malice! This is the subconscious disregard for life, the most real self!
   

        "I want to… kill kill kill kill kill kill kill kill!"
   

        Countless whispers transform into this one most explosive unified will. It seems like men, women, the old, and the young, millions of voices, all shouting kill!
   

        "Aaaah!"
   

        Cornered, Totem King lets out a roar that shakes heaven and earth.
   

        This is not to deter the enemy, but to bolster his own courage! The current situation is nothing but a deadly battle, facing a cruel old adversary and a young psychopath, being alive in their hands would only be more miserable!
   

        This old and the young, they are about to devour me alive!
   

        "I never thought I'd have such a day, I thought it was Blood Vulture in front of me fighting desperately, utterly incinerating. Unexpectedly, the first to burn himself, turned out to be me! I can only use that one move now, only that move…"
   

        "Power of Bronze, Silver Power, Golden Power. Using the Totem Three Forces as ink, sketching out the ultimate Totem, which is…"
   

        "Forsaking the flesh of the Dark Ultimate Body, complete Totemization!"
   

        "Ultimate Totem: Totem King · Cassius!!!"
   

        Roar!!!!!!!
   

        The bronze giant gargoyle roars skywards, strong arms reaching towards the sky, embracing. Next to its body, shattered bronze shields melt, dispersed silver armor pieces come together, golden World Tree branches and leaves falling off.
   

        The viscous liquid-like Power of Bronze, Silver Power, and Golden Power, swirling like a vortex, wrap around the Totem King, forming a bizarre resonance frequency. Simultaneously, the scattered Ultimate Totem, transforms into streams of light, howling into the vortex to become pure energy.
   

        Boom! The vortex explodes brilliantly at its peak moment.
   

        A giant gargoyle silhouette falls suddenly, three-colored scales layered over each corner, extravagant and fierce double wings like two swords piercing the sky. Strong arms hang by its sides, majestically and unbelievably robust. On its left chest, three rings embedded within the body, emitting the blazing brilliance of bronze, silver, and gold, mysterious ripples spread.
   

        "With a body composed of the Totem Three Forces, indeed far surpasses the normal Dark Ultimate Body! I can feel it, the unbreakable fortitude, endless strength, unbeatable will. Unfortunately, even as the Totem King, I can only maintain this ultimate totemized state for a short time. Once I exceed the limit, I will completely turn into a thoughtless, cold totem statue..."
   

        "This was originally my planned method to resist the Blood Vulture's mutually assured destructively strike. Unexpectedly, before Blood Vulture could use it, I had to deploy it out of necessity. In the next while, while I am still lucid, I can easily suppress them both, making them pay a heavy price. Until my thoughts dissipate, completely becoming a totem..."
   

        The thought of Totem King Cassius flashed in just a moment, and the next second he attacked the two rushing figures. The extravagant golden wings suddenly flap, and the giant gargoyle's body accelerated and punched out! And the punch struck, was unexpectedly a giant Blood Vulture Bird with a scarlet beak tearing through the air. Sparks burst from the blood-like beak tip.
   

        Roar! Screech!
   

        After the terrifying explosion, in the twisted, erratic air, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's silhouette was blasted away. The domineering will of Qi was momentarily suppressed by Totem King's explosive punch, after all, Cassius was in a desperate state!
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        "You too!!!" 
   

        Totem King Cassius suddenly wheeled around, instantaneously locking onto the charging Golem Casio. In this moment, his rage even surpassed that towards the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Cassius wanted to redeem the slight fear he previously showed. The best way, suppress the enemy before him.
   

        Boom boom boom, a series of explosions erupted throughout the space. The silver-colored claws of the Totem King tore through everything, ferociously slamming into Golem's head!
   

        "Boom!!!!"
   

        The Golem's Iron Fist, covered in Fluorescent Fist Guards, collided with the huge claw. Crack, then a splatter sound, Casio's arm Armor and Skeleton twisted, resulted in tiny fractures, and fresh blood splattered from the cracks.
   

        The massive body of the Golem staggered backward, its feet sinking deep into the Mud, knees embedded into the earth, surrounded by terrifying ripples of power.
   

        "Hahahaha, you... Huh!?!"
   

        Totem King was feeling exultant, but suddenly noticed something strange with his claw. The Gargoyle's Claw, which should have been crazy strengthened to the final Totem form from the Totem Three Forces, got totally smashed in half at the moment of impact! What kind of power was that!
   

        Totem King didn't know, not to mention him, even the actual body of Xiadu returning from Heaven's Gate, would have been severed by the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier!
   

        This was the characteristic of this Weapon, endless Destruction and annihilation.
   

        Opposite, just when Totem King was surprised, an even more surprising thing happened. The injured Golem, during the breath in and out, warm and hot airflow surged through its arm, the cracks quickly healing. It charged once again towards Totem King, reaching full recovery amidst its sprint!
   

        "Blood Vulture!!!"
   

        "Join forces! Together! Kill it!"
   

        The massive Golem, while explosively charging, roared deeply.
   

        "I'm coming too!!!!!"
   

        On the Earth, a blood-red light shot up into the sky, piercing the Cloud Layer instantaneously, then plummeted down like a Meteor!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The Meteor slammed into Totem King, triggering a violent Explosion. Blood Vulture's full potential unleashed, with his eyes and hair turning bright red, fluttering in the Gale like withered weeds. Each punch and kick he delivered had Afterimages like wind. Any leaked force was enough to destroy a mountain!
   

        And this condensed primary force, all struck onto Totem King.
   

        Totem King furiously counterattacked, the tricolor halo on his chest shining brilliantly. Endless force was gathered in his limbs and unleashed!
   

        "Demon Bird soaring, King of Blood Vultures!!!"
   

        Blood Vulture unleashed a tremendously terrifying strike, performing a super-condensed version of the mutually destructive move. Even in this reduced form, it was horrifically powerful, making the Totem King in Ultimate Totem State stagger and expose an opening.
   

        And in this opening, Casio's Silhouette flickered momentarily, thousands of winding Afterimages connected together, like a four-dimensional time worm.
   

        Countless Golem Shadows surrounded Totem King at the center. In an instant, from numerous angles, they launched fists wrapped in Mysterious Fluorescence! Death, along with the descent of these fists, completely arrived!
   

        Boom!!!!!!!
   

        Pillars of light fractured in four directions from the body of Totem King, Golem's body firmly holding him, two huge Iron Palms tightly gripping his head.
   

        Beneath the terrifying red-lit Metal Mask.
   

        A sound deep like the Church Grand Symphony began.
   

        "There is no eternal undefeated legend, even myths will end…"
   

        "Totem King, Cassius, falls!!!"
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        Crack, crack, crack!
   

        Terrifying energy and white light crazily surged from Totem King Cassius's body. Especially from his massive chest, where bronze, silver, and gold dazzling rings rapidly spun clockwise. The speed kept increasing, almost as if they were about to explode and shatter. Totem King Cassius's last remaining will plunged into madness…
   

        At this moment, he had only one thought, to drag Casio and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist down with him in death! Even if not to death, he would make them pay a hefty price.
   

        "You want me to fall!?"
   

        "Come to hell with me!!!"
   

        Shriek!!! A streak of blood-red light burst up from the earth, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist transformed into a meteor, with an afterimage, rushing into the column of light.
   

        Meanwhile, the Demon Idol that had grappled Totem King with its strong body also launched its final attack, Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier stabbed into his skull.
   

        The combined power of the Southern Dipper, overwhelmingly sweeping downward.
   

        Boom!!!! Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang…
   

        A horrifying explosion occurred, the rapidly expanding white light was like a blazing star, the halo layer completely devoured the surrounding environment. Whether it was the air, the cloud layer, the mountains and rivers, or the scarred earth, all melded into one in this energy sacrificial explosion. Turning into white ash…
   

        Nothing, nothing, nothing…
   

        A terrifying echo resonated like a shock wave caused by a nuclear bomb, rippling across the upper atmosphere of the Dark Mountains and Rivers Area, attracting the attention of a multitude of dark creatures. They halted their tusks from gnashing, the bloody slaughtering, the cruel hunting, and blankly raised their heads amidst the plains, valleys, and rivers. They saw a massive terrifying ripple altering the shape of the cloud layers, distorting the light of the blood night.
   

        An unprecedented terrifying aura burst forth like a supernova, causing all dark creatures to feel a bone-deep and essential extreme fear. Some wild beasts were so frightened that they urinated, even their livers and gallbladders split, dropping dead. But in the next second, this aura rapidly declined.
   

        As though it never appeared.
   

        Common dark creatures don't understand, don't know, don't grasp, what it means for the aura of the Ultimate Dark Entity to suddenly burst and then vanish in an instant. Nor do they know the owner of this aura, Totem King Cassius's implication!
   

        However, other Ultimate Dark Entities are quite clear about it.
   

        Almost at the same time that Totem King completely fell, and the terrifying aura broke the seal of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. In the Dark Mountains and Rivers Area, several other hidden terrifying places, beings as vast as mountains - great and mysterious existences, in horror raised their heads. Whether cruel, insane, or dark-eyed, all at this moment became immeasurably shocked and a sliver of inexplicable fear!
   

        "Totem King Cassius! Has … fallen!!!?"
   

        "No… Impossible!!!"
   

        "Who in this world could kill him, even the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist couldn't…"
   

        "Could it be a mutual destruction!?"
   

        In an instant, various doubtful conjectures arose. All Ultimate Dark Entities were profoundly shaken; their wills agitated for thousands of years wildly fluctuated. Totem King Cassius held a very high position and great influence among the Forces of Calamities. Besides Xiadu, it was him and the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, who acted as the leaders, and now one leader had fallen!
   

        Too horrifying, too insane, too demoralizing, too terrifying to contemplate…
   

        Who caused Totem King to fall?
   

        What exactly happened there?
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble…
   

        Many Ultimate Dark Entities began to rise, the terrifying power within and outside their bodies slowly revived, trying to head in the direction from where the noise came. But, some would never agree. The Saint Fists decisively acted, whether in good condition or already in near fallen state. All firmly contained their adversaries.
   

        Totem King Cassius's fall, they had also perceived!
   

        Exhilarated, morale boosted. Even their previously vague obsession and will began to become indestructible, tough as iron. After such an emotional surge, an immediate thought arose: they would never allow the Ultimate Dark Entities they restrained to leave and go investigate or assist at Totem King's side! The fruit of human victory must not rot because of them!
   

        Thus, even without knowing the situation there, whether the powerful being who killed Totem King had left? Whether it was already safe? The Saint Fists containing the Ultimate Dark Entities would not gamble; they wanted to forcefully keep their opponents here. Even if doing so could accelerate the imbalance of the scales, potentially leading to their fall…
   

        This, was a realization!
   

        A realization that no matter what the path ahead, no matter how good or bad the trend, they were always ready to gamble with their lives. It was also a kind of obsession and courage.
   

        It was with this kind of realization and courage that the Saint Fists from the human side came to fight on the away ground of the World of Calamities and persisted for so long.
   

        "I've already done everything I could… I hope everything is fine over there…"
   

        In a valley battlefield, a Saint Fist bowed his head, his Original strength transformed into chains and a prison cage, fixing one Ultimate Entity in place.
   

        Regardless of how the Ultimate Entity howled, it could not struggle free.
   

        At the same time, at the Calamity Source Spring, the core battlefield.
   

        The stellar-like intense light dissipated, everything had almost been destroyed by the explosion. There was nothing left, everything leveled to the ground.
   

        One glance over, it seemed this place was no longer the Dark Mountains and Rivers Area, but the Pale Land. White fine quicksand slowly fell in the air, like an endless heavy snowfall. On the ground, a thick layer of ash sand also evenly spread. Pure white, the lustre after life had burned out.
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        Sssss... Sssss...
   

        The sound of moving quicksand filled the mid-air, slowly descending. A broken giant statue, emitting black smoke, kneeled on one knee; its cracked forearm, missing the palm, supported itself on the earth as it arched its massive body.   
   

        Delicate white sand fell upon it, sketching vague contours on the edges of its hard armor, as if draped in a giant translucent veil.
   

        "Boom boom boom!"
   

        The giant statue stood up again, towering over the earth. It had one twisted, deformed leg; the other was shattered at the base. Both arms had lost their palms, one cracked up to the forearm, the other broken at the upper arm. Its bulky body was riddled with holes and cracks, as chunks of armor rapidly peeled off.
   

        With such severe injuries, the giant statue, helmeted head still buzzing with low laughter.
   

        "Hahaha…"
   

        "Not in vain have I labored so hard to elevate my physique to the Dark Ultimate Level. The Golem Secret Martial Art is indeed a mimicry of the almost invincible Dark Ultimate Body Golem. The severe use of Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier and the semi-explosion from Totem King Cassius causing side effects, yet they didn't completely collapse my body. It's an indescribable relief; after this, I fully understand the limits of my physique..."
   

        Casio's thoughts shifted, paying no mind to his injuries. As long as he didn't die on the spot, he could quickly recover through Life Vibration Energy. Temporary weakness and limb loss meant nothing to him.
   

        "Cassius, you eventually failed to drag us down to Hell…"
   

        The golem looked up, eyeballing the giant silhouette ahead. The battered and fragmented bronze gargoyle's body was motionless, its lower half embedded in the earth, its upper half spewing black smoke like building blocks.
   

        The densely packed Totemic Power on its body was completely dim. The three rings on its chest each bore a crack, devoid of any aura. All of Cassius's vitality and will had vanished from this body.
   

        The Totem King had utterly fallen, dying amidst the encirclement of the Southern Dipper Vein.
   

        "Centuries of entanglement have finally come to an end today..."
   

        Ahead of the golem, on the white sand land, a tiny, elderly figure slowly emerged. Wrapped in a blood-red aura, he shuffled slightly, his voice faintly weak. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist suddenly coughed twice, its whole body's strength vibrated, and its originally domineering aura fluctuated.
   

        He took a deep look ahead, then slowly spoke.
   

        "You're called Casio? Good name, haha cough cough… a good name!"
   

        "I had once considered that the heritage of the Southern Dipper Vein had successors in the Real World. But I never imagined a successor to this extent. To kill the Totem King is a terrifying achievement…"
   

        "You've practiced my Red Vulture Fist and Water Bird Fist? It seems you also hide an essence of the Sound Snake Fist... Are you a practitioner of all three fists?"
   

        "Let's leave that aside for now."
   

        "Let's leave this place first. The recent self-explosion of the Totem King has opened my shield; surely some Dark Ultimate Level entities sense the intense aura and fluctuations. Although we've killed the Totem King, both of us are in dire states, unfit for any more intense battles. Let's find a quiet place to recuperate and recover a bit more before proceeding…"
   

        After saying this, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist coughed violently again. His eyes and eyebrows revealed a tired and old demeanor, and his entire body's blood-red aura seemed to spread and blur. Millennium-long confrontations, power consumption, and just recently fiendishly unleashing power in battle, bearing part of the explosion from the Totem King.
   

        Even Blood Vulture, one of the three Saint Fists of the Southern Dipper, was almost at its limit. In fact, if Casio hadn't used his golem body to shield him from the explosion, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist might be in an even more embarrassing state now.
   

        "My condition is nearly at its limit, but I can still manage to fight one or two more battles." He disclosed proactively to avoid any misjudgment by Casio should they suddenly encounter a Dark Ultimate Level entity while retreating. Blood Vulture continued, "In your case, you probably can't withstand another battle. With such serious injuries and limb loss..."
   

        Crack crack crack… Boom boom boom…
   

        A massive silver steel hand scooped up from behind, lifting both the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and the sand beneath his feet.
   

        "Uh? Wasn't your arm already..."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist turned around abruptly, only to see the Golem hand rise like a high-speed elevator, climbing towards the clouds from the ground.
   

        During the process, his glance swept over the entire form of the Golem from its feet to its torso and then to its head. Intact, immaculately new, exuding a robust strength. Beautiful contours, majestic muscles, plump and brimming with vitality. The newly grown ferocious armor was faintly glowing silver.
   

        Visibly, some unhealed huge cracks were crazily steaming white vapor, with some mysterious energy surging inside.
   

        Within a breath or two, a flesh crack as wide and long as a skyscraper was healed. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist found it quite surprising and said directly, "Is this the Secret Martial Art you've cultivated? I can feel that, although this is a form of the Ultimate Dark Entity, its inner core is Secret Martial Art. Did you create it yourself? To cultivate your physique to such an extent..."
   

        "Yes, it's my own creation, called 'Golem Secret Weapon'."
   

        Casio's silent will replied, "This Secret Martial Art provides me an incredibly strong physique and also gives me a peculiar substance called Life Vibration Energy. This substance allows a person's injuries to heal quickly, achieving a kind of alternative immortality. Thus, as long as I don't die on the spot, I can recover quickly..."
   

        "So that's how it is, truly a magical Secret Martial Art."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist commented thoughtfully while standing on the Golem's palm.
   

        "Enviable! Looks like you don't need to spend a lot of time and effort recovering from injuries anymore. Now that you have recovered, things will be much easier..."
   

        "No need to envy."
   

        Golem Casio's voice thundered, "The Life Vibration Energy of Golem Secret Weapon, besides my own use, can also be transferred to others. I had anticipated this kind of dire situation before proactively joining in the battle with you and the Totem King, so I preemptively massacred a large number of Dark Creature Tribe and regions, converting their life into Life Vibration Energy. This can definitely resolve our urgent needs..."
   

        "Oh?" Blood Vulture Dominant Fist raised his eyebrows in interest, feeling no wrong in the massive massacre initiated by Casio, even finding it quite to his taste. The Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist Heir should certainly behave this way.
   

        "Blood Vulture, heal yourself first, I'll go do something else..."
   

        Casio's will transmitted, the next second, a massive amount of Life Vibration Energy gathered at the palm of his hand, transmitting it to Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Feeling the harmless warmth of the energy, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist immediately released his holding. His entire body, like a giant vortex, devoured the fiery stream of energy resembling a river waterfall. He sat cross-legged, floating in mid-air.
   

        Eyes tightly shut, his inner massive Qi and Aura vibrated inside.
   

        The Golem's hand descended, and Casio stepped up with a boom, walking towards the body of Totem King Cassius in the distance. He was about to enjoy the ultimate and richest spoils of this battle over! The famed Totem King Cassius, a great existence among the top ten of the Dark Ultimate Entities!
   

        Now fallen, how considerable would his Life Vibration Energy be?
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        Step by step, the Golem's body arrived in front of the Totem King's remains, almost without hesitation extended his hands, piercing into its torn-apart body. A tyrannical Life Field descended, unscrupulously plundering the Totem King's Life Vibration Energy, generating a feeling so intense that even his body cells seemed to spill oil outward. Casio enjoyed every second of this moment.
   

        "This is my first time feeling so stuffed..."
   

        "Next, let me see your limit, Totem King..."
   

        "How much can you improve the progress of my Golem Secret Weapon Technique?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The vast white sand spread across the land like snow.
   

        A silhouette sat down in a stagger, silent and unmoving. Sharp eyebrows and eyes slightly drooping, strong shoulders propping up a black trench coat, the dust settling on his hair and leather clothing without being shaken off, but accumulating more and more.
   

        Casio's aura rapidly converged, from originally overwhelming heaven and earth to a point completely retracted into his body. At this moment, he was like an ordinary person, covered by ash-like white sand, becoming a human-shaped statue. The sand grew thicker, eventually forming a dune.
   

        Sometimes, the contraction of power does not mean weakening, but rather a spring-like accumulation of compression, waiting for the next fierce burst.
   

        And this fierce burst will surely surpass the previous limit of strength.
   

        In the upper right corner of his field of view, the Cultivation Stat Bar displayed.
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 54.5% (Final Chapter)"
   

        As time passed, the Golem Secret Weapon Technique created by Casio drew closer to perfection, even the final chapter of the merging of the spirit had crossed halfway in progress. This also meant that to continue enhancing the progress of the Golem Secret Weapon Technique, a massive amount of Life vibration energy was needed. Only the Ultimate Dark Entity accumulated over thousands of years could satisfy the needs of the Golem Secret Weapon.
   

        Even then, perhaps an ordinary Ultimate Dark Entity was not enough, one would need an Ultimate Dark Entity with even greater strength and a more robust original essence. And this time, the Totem King Cassius harvested by Casio was absolutely the top existence among all Ultimate Dark Entities, one that even he eagerly anticipated.
   

        "Come then, let's see where the limit of this enhancement lies..."
   

        With a thought, Casio directly triggered the Life vibration energy within his body, akin to a scorching dragon. Boom! A surge of energy violently exploded, rushing to every corner of his body, inside and out.
   

        Power, immense power overflowed!
   

        Every muscle, every bone, every internal organ, every inch of skin began to experience intense hot and cold alternations. Muscles cracked as they tore, bones clicked with emerging cracks, internal organs faintly bled. This was due to the ferociously infusing Life vibration energy being too brutal, even the Golem's body seemed unable to bear it! In several breaths, the many fine wounds inside and outside the body began to heal, a testament to the Golem's astonishing recovery power.
   

        But the next second, web-like cracks appeared on the healed spots.
   

        In such a cycle of healing and collapse, with every cycle, the strength of Casio's Golem body soared upwards abruptly. With each breath he took, his terrifying and strong Life Field thickened, as if about to condense into a solid state.
   

        The Life vibration energy of Totem King Cassius was truly immense.
   

        Time trickled by for quite a while, the slightly protruding white dune on the ground had been completely covered, and Casio still had not fully absorbed it. He could only constantly monitor the situation inside his body while dividing his attention to keep an eye on the Cultivation Stat Bar in the upper right corner of his field of view.
   

        The black numbers at the end of the status bar kept blurring and jumping.
   

        Seemingly out of nowhere, Casio felt a sense of fullness and satisfaction.
   

        Likewise, not only was there a sense of psychological fullness, but his body was also filled like an inflated balloon. Each cell, previously parched with thirst, was forcibly saturated with the massive energy. At this moment, they sparkled like crystals, emitting a dazzling light.
   

        From within the white dune, splintered beams of golden light erupted from the cracks, carrying a holy sensation. With a swish, all the gravel was shaken away, and a silhouette sat cross-legged at the bottom of the circular pit.
   

        He assumed the cultivation pose of the Golem Secret Weapon, motionless, as if a still statue. Casio's entire body radiated golden light from the muscles and bones, with a transparent vitreous texture. The golden light, like flowing mist, draped over Shoulders and hung down, like a sacred veil.
   

        "It's done!"
   

        His eyes, tightly shut, suddenly sprung open, shooting out two streaming glows.
   

        Swoosh...
   

        The figure's chest suddenly expanded, all the golden light in the Air around the body was drawn back inside. This was, in fact, the overflowing Life vibration energy.
   

        Casio certainly wouldn't waste a trace.
   

        "Heh heh heh..."
   

        He glanced at the upper right corner of his Field of view, his voice chuckling low.
   

        "Indeed, it was not amiss, seizing the timing of The Sixth Retrospection to hunt in the World of Calamities for the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, alongside encircling Totem King Cassius..."
   

        "It truly is... a tremendous advantage!!!"
   

        In the upper right corner of his Field of view, the Cultivation Stat Bar displayed.
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 54.5% (Final Chapter)" →
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 75.2% (Final Chapter)"
   

        A leap of 20.7% in the enhancement, an astonishing gain.
   

        This was the largest single increase in his technique since Casio entered the Holy Fist Realm! And it's important to note that this wasn't in the beginning, but when the final chapter of the Golem Secret Weapon was already more than halfway practiced. The harder it is to enhance in the later stages, the Life vibration energy of Totem King Cassius violently boosted Casio's progress by about twenty percent in a single go, a fierce span.
   

        Unfortunately, the Totem King he hunted was not in its strongest state. Cassius had confronted the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist for thousands of years, his original essence severely depleted, having just undergone a series of fierce battles, and partially self-destructed in the last moments. If it had been wholly consumed by Casio, to what staggering extent would it have boosted the progress of his Golem Secret Weapon Technique? It's simply unimaginable.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Of course, if it were the Peak Totem King, it certainly wouldn't be Casio's turn to hunt. Even with the help of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, it would not suffice."
   

        "Seventy-five percent progress on the Golem Secret Weapon Technique..."
   

        "I can feel it, a terrifying strength circulating inside my body." On the earth, Casio's silhouette slowly stood up. He looked down at his right palm which clearly showed his palm lines and gently made a grasping gesture in the air.
   

        With a boom, a distant mountain peak was crushed on the spot by an invisible colossal hand. Rock debris and dust shot up to the sky, and the mountain crumbled.
   

        Casio silently withdrew his gaze, the corners of his cold mouth slightly hooked up.
   

        Once, he roughly benchmarked his progress in the Golem Secret Weapon Technique against the Prime Lord of Hong Light at his peak. Sixty-five percent progress was roughly equivalent to the Prime Lord of Hong Light at his peak. In other words, Casio had achieved a strength level approaching the top ten of the Dark Ultimate Bodies.
   

        In this tier just below the Dark Ultimate Bodies, there were Prime Lord of Hong Light, Pale Origin, and Moon God. If the Totem King and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist represented a perfect score of one hundred percent, then they were ranged between ninety to ninety-nine percent, among the most powerful existences of the ultimate bodies.
   

        And Casio's progress in the Golem Secret Weapon Technique, upon crossing the 65% threshold, reached this tier of top combat power. Not to mention now, when his progress reached an astonishing 75%, taking another significant step forward!
   

        As for now, whether he could match the perfectly complete level of the Peak Totem King, Casio remained reserved, not out of false modesty, but from a grounded realization. Even Totem King Cassius, severely weakened and nearly self-destructing, had provided such significant advancements to his Golem Secret Weapon. The terrifying strength of the Peak Totem King was evident.
   

        Casio had long speculated that whether it was the Southern Dipper Three Fist, the Totem King, or the True Ancestor of Blood, upon reaching the endpoint and completion of their respective cultivation paths, there would be an exaggerated boost. Like Totem King Cassius and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, they had fallen amidst endless depletion; otherwise, there would have been no opportunity for Casio to make his move.
   

        "It probably still doesn't reach the terrifying combat power of the Peak Southern Dipper Three Fist..."
   

        "But, it's enough."
   

        He slowly looked up, his five fingers lightly hanging beside his legs.
   

        "Clap, clap, clap... clap, clap, clap..."
   

        Suddenly, not far away, a sound of applause came.
   

        On the vast, white sand land, the silhouette of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist gradually emerged. His overall condition had improved quite a bit, no longer like a flickering candle in the wind. Clearly, the life vibration energy provided by Casio had achieved quite good healing effects. While it had not fully healed the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, it had rapidly pulled him out of danger.
   

        In the future, as long as the treatment continued uninterrupted, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist would one day return to his peak and regain the perfect realm of the South Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        "What a shockingly unconventional Secret Weapon that even transforms the power of the Dark Ultimate Bodies for oneself! Casio, you are definitely a genius..."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist walked over from a distance, his eyes fixed on Casio.
   

        Casio modestly shook his head: "Talent is just one part; to succeed, one also needs persistent effort and that moment of inspired luck. My creation of Golem Secret Weapon was just a fortunate coincidence..."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist walked close to Casio, an ancient face revealing a smile that hadn't appeared in thousands of years: "Casio, you will be the nemesis of these Dark Ultimate Bodies in the World of Calamities. You are their natural enemy..."
   

        At this moment, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's mood was incredibly cheerful, even joyous. Totem King Cassius had perished in front of him, the endless depletion ended, and the Southern Dipper vein had a powerful successor.
   

        How could he not feel exhilarated and gratified?
   

        Next, Casio and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist had a discussion, mainly about the Southern Dipper Boxing Method. During the discussion, Casio revealed his practice of three major Mental Methods and his grand ambition to simultaneously practice and ultimately merge the three Southern Dipper Boxing Methods! Even though Blood Vulture Dominant Fist had expected it, he was still deeply shocked by the ambition of this junior successor.
   

        The merging of the Southern Dipper Three Fists would be equivalent to the fusion of three complete paths.
   

        As previously mentioned, when one Southern Dipper Boxing Method reaches completion, the cultivator will experience an exaggerated boost. And if Casio's grand ambition is achieved, it would result in three consecutive exaggerated boosts. Moreover, the merging of the three fists would be a terrifying sublimation, reaching a realm never before seen!
   

        Could this realm match the Concept Level of Xiadu?
   

        Perhaps… it could!
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist felt an overwhelming sense of potential in this matter!
   

        Thus, when Casio proposed that he would next undergo the Immortal Ascetic of the Extreme Fist Path and wished for Blood Vulture Dominant Fist to protect him during this time, Blood Vulture did not hesitate and agreed. He planned to provide Casio with an absolutely safe cultivation environment. Even if Casio had not brought it up, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist would have offered his help proactively. After thousands of years, the Southern Dipper Vein had finally found another successor of the Holy Fist Realm, and they could not afford any loss.
   

        Furthermore, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist vaguely saw a glimmer of hope on Casio to completely resolve the calamities of the World of Calamities and the sinister entities!
   

        This has always been the pursuit of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, the obsession of the three Holy Fists of the Southern Dipper Vein, and the desire of the human Secret Martial Art faction. Casio and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist were in the same camp, naturally putting their efforts towards a common goal at this moment.
   

        Thus, not only did Blood Vulture Dominant Fist want to assist the upcoming Casio. Casio would also continuously provide life vibration energy, enabling Blood Vulture Dominant Fist to swiftly recover from his injuries and restore his original strength, reaching his former peak.
   

        Together, the two would dominate across the entire World of Calamities.
   

        Cultivators of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist were living incarnations of killers, lunatics among lunatics. Like Casio, who had committed massive slaughters before reaching the battlefield of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and the Totem King after entering the World of Calamities. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist had caused one-quarter of the dark entities to go extinct.
   

        When these two murderous beings came together in agreement and planned to support each other, the entire World of Calamities might indeed be fortunate!
   

        ***********************************
   

        Real World, Extreme Ice Abyss, where the cold wind howled fiercely.
   

        Under the pitch-black night, the ice abyss seemed like a demon's mouth, emanating a faint red glow. The sound of ghosts wailing and wolves howling echoed repeatedly, giving a bone-chilling and terrifying sensation.
   

        Dimly, it seemed as if a vast will was entrenched here. The main body at the bottom of the abyss spread its thoughts out like tentacles expanding.
   

        Encompassing the entire surrounding environment, and even the heavens and the earth.
   

        Beside the abyss, a silhouette entirely shrouded in a black cloak, leaning on a longsword, stood quietly on the snowy ground. His hands were as pale as the skin of the dead, and the sword emitted a chilly ice-blue color, sharp and piercing.
   

        Snowstorm Dedite, the second king of the Door Organization and also the only surviving senior member of this generation in the organization; the other five kings and the vice leader had all fallen during the mission in the Miracle Garden. Snowstorm Dedite was dispatched to the Star Blue Empire on an important mission, which inadvertently saved him. After temporarily managing the disarray within the Door Organization, he came to the Extreme Ice Abyss to report on the situation and await instructions from the leader.
   

        Just now, Snowstorm Dedite had reported all the information.
   

        At this moment, he quietly waited beside the abyss.
   

        Time passed by minute by minute, the snow whitening his black cloak.
   

        Suddenly, the Extreme Ice Abyss vibrated as if magma was erupting. A multicolored aurora shot up into the sky, tearing the entire firmament apart.
   

        "Rumble, rumble..."
   

        "Master!" Snowstorm Dedite suddenly looked up and saw a massive formless will's phantasm in the high altitude above the abyss. It appeared like a dreamy bubble, majestic as if a god or demon, resembling a giant face inside a well.
   

        Dedite's eyes widened in shock, as snowflakes fell, his eyelids not even blinking.
   

        "The leader himself has appeared; this event must indeed be significant!"
   

        However, the next second, the will of Xiadu roared violently. Yet, its content had nothing to do with the nearly complete annihilation of the Door Organization.
   

        High in the sky, above the dark Sinful Demon Well vortex, the giant face twisted severely.
   

        "One of the critical pillars of the Calamity Source, the Totem Power, has just rapidly declined! There is only one possibility, it signifies..."
   

        "Totem King, Cassius, has utterly fallen!!!"
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        "Totem King?! Cassius?"
   

        "Isn't that the supreme God of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains Totem Temple legend?"
   

        On the snowy ground, the second King, Snowstorm Dedite, knelt, his strong body slightly trembling. The will of Xiadu, the leader of the Door Organization, was simply too immense and terrifying. Even without targeting him, merely releasing it could instinctively cause surrounding creatures to fear and be overwhelmed to the ground.
   

        "Even a God of such ancient legend has fallen..."
   

        "Who killed it?!"
   

        "Is it related to our Door Organization's previous disastrous operation? I have specifically visited the site, and indeed it appeared as an exaggerated scene of destruction, like a divine battle from religious legends. The entire terrain of the Lotak Mine Zone was altered, countless underground Steel veins were shattered, and mountains collapsed. The lingering vibrations and aura felt like Hell..."
   

        Snowstorm Dedite looked down at the snowy ground, thinking to himself. He actually had some guesses before coming here; the operation at the Miracle Garden eventually escalated into a legendary great war. The Door Organization was probably just a minor wedge, serving as a catalyst. The real game, the real top-tier slaughter, was those two God-like giant shadows in that legendary war. No, it should be said that it was only that victorious Goliath Specter! It was not an opponent of the Door Organization, but an opponent of Xiadu who has been around for thousands of years!
   

        "Some great existence, mysterious and huge Forces no longer concealed, blatantly exposed in the sunlight, declaring war against Xiadu!"
   

        The killing of the Lord of Hong Light was the first provocation.
   

        The fall of Totem King Cassius, was a thorough shock!
   

        Looking at the current moment, one could tell by the intense vibrations of the leader Xiadu's will; the entire icy sky seemed to be boiling like hot water. This was completely different from Xiadu's usual mysterious and powerful image, as if controlling everything, a dark and hidden presence. One could even say Xiadu lost his composure at this moment!
   

        Extremely North Land, High altitude, colorful auroras flicker, like dreamy water ripples. Various Ripple trajectories overlap and accumulate, forming a well-shaped Contour, inside which was a giant face of a God looking down.
   

        "Blood Vulture?! Is it him?"
   

        "Impossible, for thousands of years, it has always been Cassius who had the upper hand. Calamity Source Spring is Cassius's home ground, continuously replenishing his Strength, while Blood Vulture has been constantly depleting his Original energy. If at the beginning of the war their strengths were equal, then by now, it should be Cassius firmly suppressing Blood Vulture until he's gasping for breath..."
   

        "Even, at this time, it should be when the gap between the two finally widened irreversibly. Cassius took this opportunity to strike at Blood Vulture, aiming to settle things once and for all. How could it be? How could it be Cassius who fell? Annoying variables! Things that happen beyond control..."
   

        After Xiadu's intense will vibration, there was a long silence.
   

        At the bottom of the Extreme Ice Abyss, in a region where Magma and ice mix, a blurred human Silhouette seemed suspended between existence and non-existence. It floated motionless mid-air. Below, in the scorching hot Magma, an enormous Scales giant hand spread open like a bizarre lotus seat.
   

        Between the human Silhouette and the Scales giant hand, there was a vague line-like hazy Energy exchange, secretive, immense, seemingly with a trend of merging.
   

        "I cannot leave..."
   

        "Over a hundred years ago, that strike from White Bird forcefully shook me and the freed Original body out of the merging state. That ultimate burning state of perfect Barbed Feather Energy has not been completely erased by me to this day. I must erase the White Bird's imprint before I can merge back with the Original body and return to Disaster..."
   

        "As such, I can only spend a part of my Strength to awaken all the idle Dark Ultimate Entities in the World of Calamities. Let them go and investigate the situation. Track, and even hunt, to kill the murderer of Cassius..."
   

        "Although Cassius has fallen, after all, he was the ultimate ruler of the Totem lineage. No one can kill him and not pay a heavy price. Blood Vulture, or Blood Vulture and his accomplices, must be severely injured at this moment, struggling to survive, even possibly at the brink of death. Take this opportunity to kill all these variables in the cradle..."
   

        As thoughts settle, the blurred human Silhouette suddenly plummeted from mid-air.
   

        Sitting cross-legged in the palm of the Scales giant hand, squarely.
   

        Buzzing repeatedly...
   

        Suddenly, a giant net-like bizarre vibration blanketed towards the deep layers of the entire world. Like an apple being encased in a wire mesh, the mesh squeezed, breaking through the flesh to reach the surface of the core.
   

        In the World of Calamities, the high-hanging Blood Moon in the sky suddenly vibrated.
   

        As if two moons overlapped, flickering.
   

        Looking up from the ground, it's like a pair of bright red eyes staring down, while the body of this giant Beast is hidden behind the jet-black night sky.
   

        "Totem King Cassius… has fallen…"
   

        "Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, and his potentially existing helpers, must have been severely damaged. All able Dark Ultimate Entities, set out! Find them, hunt them, kill them! The Blood Moon will carry out my will..."
   

        "Annihilate!!!"
   

        A great will, along with the Mutation of the Blood Moon, reached all areas of the World of Calamities. Pale Land, Deathly Quiet Rain Area, Despair Bone Forest, Jet-black Mountains and Rivers, Scarlet Lake, Rotten Marsh, Crystal Sand Sea.
   

        Boundless, in a black Mud Marsh emitting rotten toxic gases.
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        A giant crocodile-like creature roared into view, its back ridges contouring like mountain ranges, dense and numerous, its spiked rapier teeth resembling small hills.
   

        Layer upon layer, an endless white forest.
   

        Suddenly, a vast area bulged, as if the entire ground had been lifted. Boom! A giant claw from a white skeleton smashed down upon the Earth. The entire bone forest was carried away by that giant silhouette.
   

        In the air, amidst the surging heavy rain with gray-black swirling trails.
   

        A strange manor sat between the mountains. And not far from the manor, a misty and distorted silhouette in the rain silently approached. Moments later, the silhouette quietly departed.
   

        Gone too, was the manor amid the pervasive black rain.
   

        Not just these places, but underground, in the sky, and even in the depths of the Black Abyss Deep Sea. Some extremely dangerous entities, capable of representing an entire vast ecological chain, stirring the environment with each breath, have begun to move. They either end their slumber or stop healing, their bodies' endless energy boiling and becoming active, moving towards a battle-ready state.
   

        In the World of Calamities, the four extremes of heaven and earth, sea, land, and air.
   

        One Dark Ultimate Level entity after another, under the guidance of the Blood Moon, converges towards the place where the Totem King fell! This is a hunt unprecedented in history!
   

        Even more magnificent than the campaign to kill the White Bird Sacred Fist in the past!
   

        Kill kill kill kill kill kill kill kill kill kill kill...
   

        *********************************
   

        "How is your condition, Blood Vulture?"
   

        "Getting better and stronger."
   

        "I can feel my peak strength gradually returning..."
   

        In the center of a vast lake, amidst a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood, an aged silhouette slowly rose. He gently moved his hands, and with a crackling of bones, a terrifying aura surrounded his nose. Under the moonlight, the tips of the old man's withered hair began to show a hint of dangerous scarlet light.
   

        This was the sign that the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's original strength was gradually awakening.
   

        When his long hair turned completely scarlet, it would mean the return of the Peak Overlord Fist!
   

        "Still too little, all these dark creatures of the entire lake can only quench the thirst of my dried-up origin a little. More, more carnage..."
   

        The Blood Vulture stood on the round belly of a giant beast in the lake, surveying the surroundings. Under the moonlight, the densely packed dark creature corpses floated, forming a movable land on the lake surface.
   

        Between the gaps of the corpses, thick blood water, emitting an intensely strong stench.
   

        Death, death everywhere, a hellish scene.
   

        And in this scene, the only two living people.
   

        One, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. The other, Casio. He sat cross-legged, cold as ice, on the sharp tip of the head of a giant snake resembling a Jiao Dragon.
   

        The giant snake's body trembled violently, convulsing, obviously having just died not long ago. Its instinctive nerve reactions still telling the tale of the recent terror.
   

        Two streams of blood-like light descended from the western sky, crashing into the lake water.
   

        The next second, all dark creatures that dwelled and survived in the giant lake wailed in pain, fleeing in a frenzy. Whether it was the smallest shrimp at the bottom or the top predators of the food chain, all felt the agony of being flayed alive. Their bodies decomposed, their internal organs spiraled, every cell seemed to be torn by countless dense scarlet teeth.
   

        In less than half a minute, all dark creatures floated up, becoming drift corpses. Hundreds of millions of lives, extinguished in an instant.
   

        And the culprits of all this, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Golem Casio were utterly indifferent. Looking at the floating corpses and the blood stench reaching the sky, their faces showed twisted pleasure, akin to gourmets eagerly waiting to enjoy a meal at their restaurant seats.
   

        These two killers, one old and one young, seemed to harbor a devil in their hearts that maliciously loathed life, constantly clamoring, urging them. Urging them to keep up the killing, to kill endlessly, until killing life was as trivial and commonplace as squashing ants, as simple as eating and drinking.
   

        If dark creatures are the demons that ordinary humans fear.
   

        Then these two are the demons that dark creatures fear!
   

        Atop the corpse mountain and blood sea that had now become a Blood Lake.
   

        "Continue?"
   

        Atop the giant snake's corpse, Casio, pondering how to initiate the Extreme Fist Pathway Immortal Hard Cultivation, opened his eyes and turned to the eager Blood Vulture to ask.
   

        "Continue."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's aged face revealed a trace of a smile. Because of the numerous wrinkles, it looked ferociously grim, "At least half of my hair should turn red. That way, I will have enough strength to protect you. By then, we can go anywhere on the Calamity Continent. If it exceeds two-thirds, even if you want to go to the Black Abyss Sea to accelerate your cultivation, I will accompany you..." His words carried abundant confidence, spoken lightly and indifferently.
   

        He looked at Casio, whose aura was subdued, his eyes flickering.
   

        "If I can recover the majority of my strength, and you successfully complete the Extreme Fist Pathway Immortal Hard Cultivation, perhaps there's something grand we can do..."
   

        "Oh? What is it?"
   

        Casio stood up, his trench coat flaring out. His eyes looked onward.
   

        Suddenly, one could see Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's face oddly revealing a tyrannical and bloodthirsty smile. He slowly turned around: "Together, right here..."
   

        "Let's wreak havoc!!!"
   

        "... Heh heh heh... giggle giggle... HAHAHAHA!"
   

        Upon hearing this, Casio suddenly laughed softly, followed by louder laughter, eventually as if shaking the universe. Wild and unrestrained, shooting straight for the heavens.
   

        "Good!!!"
   

        The next second, two scarlet streaks of light soared up from the lake surface. In an instant, they split the gloomy dark sky, flying off into the distance.
   

        The World of Calamities was dominated by black, white, and gray, making the characteristic changes of time rather elusive. Only the moon constantly changing in the sky told the tale of the passage of years. Since the fall of the Totem King, the World of Calamities had experienced several Blood Moons and even a rare moon corona.
   

        During the appearance of the moon corona, the immortal Hazard Spirits became frenzied, and a beast tide had a certain chance of emerging. The activity of Disasters in the air greatly increased, and Calamity Fog appeared in certain areas, which guaranteed a beast tide nearby.
   

        And during this moon corona, two unusual silhouettes emerged near the Calamity Fog. They stood on the mountain peak, like breathless, terrifying rigid sculptures, completely unaffected by the high-concentration Calamity Fog. They just stood there, watching the Calamity Fog grow larger and merge with another.
   

        A massive beast tide was born, covering the sky and the ground, swarming like locusts.
   

        "Almost time..."
   

        The tall figure in a black trench coat suddenly spoke.
   

        "Your turn? Or mine?"
   

        The old man, with one-third of his hair already scarlet, slowly raised his head: "Of course, it's my turn. I'm enjoying the treatment you gave me; I'd be useless if I asked you to take action..."
   

        The next second, a fiery red vulture phantasm spread across the right half of the old man's face, the scarlet combative pupils overlapping with his eyes!
   

        "I love crushing bugs to death..."
   

        "The crisp snapping sounds are really pleasing to the ear."
   

        Screech!!!
   

        A pair of immense fire-red wings unfolded, covering the massive beast tide under their span. A gentle flap of both wings, overlapping with each other, was like a collision of two skies, the vibration roaring through the earth.
   

        Columns of black smoke surged skyward, and mountains crumbled amidst the shaking.
   

        After everything settled, near the Calamity Fog, all active dark creatures were annihilated. It was an act of destruction, of massacre.
   

        Days later, in the same area,
   

        A colossal silhouette trudged over mountains and rivers, finally halting its heavy steps.
   

        Perched in the clouds, it lowered its head, its deep blue pupils like those of a planet fixed upon the Earth. Wreckage everywhere, corpses strewn about, blood congealed.
   

        "Such intense bloodthirst, such fierce desire to kill, even more brutal than me..."
   

        "One of the Southern Dipper Three Fist... Blood Vulture Dominant Fist..."
   

        "Let us... meet you!"
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        Once the massacre begins, it never easily stops.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Golem Casio, are executioners with their hands stained with blood, are butchers who laugh bloodily. Wherever the Dark Creature Tribe gathers, a massacre unfolds without question.
   

        This is a destruction of the entire food chain, the ecological environment.
   

        Expressing brutality, interpreting destruction, purely the evil of death!
   

        Wherever they passed, the earth cracked, not a blade of grass grew, bringing indescribable pain and torment to a large number of dark creatures.
   

        Corpse Mountain and Blood Sea, those skeletons piled up, all showed extreme painful distorted postures of self-torment. Some dark creatures dug their claws into their bellies, as if trying to pull out organs that seemed to have been frantically gnawed by insect teeth. Some dark creatures twisted off their own heads with their hands, preempting the unbearable pain. And some dark creatures painfully curled into a ball...
   

        On the mountain ranges, in the streams, in the lake water, on the river banks, in the plains and prairies. Grotesquely twisted bone trees everywhere. Frantically clawing towards the sky, like struggling hands, expressing pain and despair. All corpses simultaneously lifted their heads, looking at a spot in the sky at a forty-five-degree angle. As if at some moment, two blood red meteors had fallen from the dim sky, shining with a dazzling, seductive luster. But no one could imagine that the red light brought death...
   

        A forest of bone trees widespread over the mountains, endless, and eerily pathological.
   

        Beside a massive black peak, an equally massive and majestic Phanstasm quietly stands, still as a sculpture.
   

        The Bloodthirsty Tyrant, an extremely powerful Dark Ultimate Entity, with a pathological desire to kill. From its appearance, one can see dense blood-red spikes at its joints, six combat limbs all equipped with sharp saw-tooth meant for killing, easily capable of crushing a mountain. Its overall contour is huge and tough, with edges emitting a dark red bloody halo, giving a feeling of constantly being in a mist of slaughter.
   

        However, at this moment, even such a brutal Bloodthirsty Tyrant.
   

        Upon seeing this bizarre forest of bone corpse remains.
   

        It, fell silent...
   

        South Dipper Red Vulture, unparalleled fierce killing intent in the world, even the Dark Ultimate Entities, who are bloodthirsty and believe in survival of the fittest couldn't compare. It was the display of the viciousness towards life using past terrifying war achievements, the blood-soaked reality. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, back then, had massacred a quarter of the population in the World of Calamities!
   

        Had it not been forcefully restrained later by Totem King Cassius.
   

        He could have continued killing, cleaning half of the dark creature tribe in the World of Calamities wouldn't have been surprising! He was a pure psychopath, who reveled in and existed for slaughter!
   

        In that Ancient Era, when Blood Vulture Dominant Fist could still freely move and kill, he was the embodiment of The Grim Reaper feared by all the dark creatures of the World of Calamities. Later, after Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was restrained for many years, many beings in the World of Calamities gradually forgot that trembling fear.
   

        And now, that synonym for death, wrapped in the winds of slaughter, has escaped its confines! The entire World of Calamities will surely recall, the fear and despair carved into their genes over thousands of years. The cries of the Blood Vulture hunting echo again in the sky!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A mountain was smashed by a giant hand as white as porcelain, collapsing it!
   

        Debris falls from the sky, a nearby Dark Ultimate Entity emits an angry roar. The roaring sound vibrates in the gray dust, visible to the naked eye as a circular expanding outline, suddenly whipping up a violent hurricane.
   

        "This is a provocation!"
   

        "This is a blatant provocation from the Blood Vulture!"
   

        The will of this Dark Ultimate Entity vibrates, Catastrophe Energy surges.
   

        "Fresh from escape, eager to start killing."
   

        "Even with a severely wounded body, still inciting boundless slaughter?"
   

        "Leaving traces deliberately, aren't you afraid we'll surround and kill you? Are you too arrogant? Or has your ally given you great backing? Blood Vulture... haha, useless, your fate is already sealed. So many Dark Ultimate Entities are guided here, already forming a vast net. You can only struggle and wail within the net..."
   

        The horrific will of many Dark Ultimate Entities collide and disperse.
   

        Under the dim celestial light, among the majestic mountains, several terrifying contours like mountain ranges stand, their breath emitting rumbling thunder.
   

        "Blood Vulture, next…"
   

        "Find you, kill you! Smash your body into ten thousand pieces, crush your bones and scatter the dust!"
   

        In the World of Calamities, at the special force junction between the Crystal Sand Sea and Jet-black Mountains and Rivers, many dark creature tribes exist here. And the dominating tribe at the top of the food chain in this vast region is a dark creature called Vampire. Sometimes, they are also called Blood Clan.
   

        Compared to other chaotic and unordered tribes, although the Blood Clan is also brutal, pathological, and crazy, without the three-stage Blood Moon, they are quite rational and wise. Group hunting, orderly communication, no doubt brings significant advantages. The Blood Clan almost completely rules this area.
   

        Dark creatures are penned here; this is their Slaughterhouse.
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        However, not long ago, a serious problem occurred in the Blood Clan's Slaughterhouse. On the east side of the Guangmao Border Area, the place known as Starfall Plains, a large number of dark creatures died during the Blood Moon. According to the Blood Clan members in charge of monitoring, two scarlet meteors fell from the clouds, triggering a gigantic anomaly. The death of the dark creatures was likely related to the meteors.
   

        So, today, the elite members of the Blood Clan's Lair all set out.
   

        They have long regarded the entire border area as their own property and resources. A large number of livestock mysteriously died on the farms, and naturally, as the farm owners, the Blood Clan had to dispatch a large number of people to investigate the matter.
   

        Among the mountains and forests, the pitch-black trees extended their claws towards the sky, their twisted branches flailing in the wind, like eerie tentacles of an octopus. Some smaller dark creatures were preyed upon, pierced by the tentacles, drained of blood, flesh, and energy, becoming deflated skins that quietly fell.
   

        Tap tap tap... whoosh whoosh whoosh...
   

        A series of dark crimson silhouettes shuttled at an incredible speed, leaving only traces of afterimages. Their bodies fog-like, carrying corrosive energy, they shaped a hazy contour of a gigantic bat. Everywhere they passed by, the carnivorous black trees retracted their tentacles, not daring to take an aggressive stance. The tentacles of those that reacted too slowly were enveloped by blood mist as they passed by, and within the next second, they began to rot and collapse.
   

        Sizzling sounds filled the air, the trees distorted and trembled before finally turning into black water.
   

        "What exactly is happening in Starfall Plains?"
   

        "Have you investigated it up close? What are the losses?"
   

        At the very front of the dark red silhouettes, a bat Blood Shadow with the strongest aura asked as it rapidly flew through the woods.
   

        "Elder..."
   

        "No... We haven't..."
   

        "We haven't entered Starfall Plains to investigate up close."
   

        Stumbling, two other bat Blood Shadows at the side replied.
   

        "Huh!? Why didn't you go in and take a closer look? Is this how you supervise the farm? Hmph! If nothing serious has happened in the Starfall Plains farm this time, then it's fine. But if there's something wrong, the two of you can forget about your supervisory positions. There are plenty of clan members eagerly signing up for such a cushy job..." 
   

        The Elder Blood Shadow scolded them severely.
   

        As they spoke, the group was rapidly approaching the edge of the mountain forest and was about to reach the open and boundless Starfall Plains.
   

        "Elder! It's not our fault, it was really..."
   

        One of the two bat Blood Shadows tried to explain.
   

        "Stop making excuses!"
   

        "Negligence is negligence, where are there so many..."
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh... the entire Blood Clan group suddenly burst out of the pitch-black woods.
   

        The Blood Clan Elder looked towards the distance, and his stern words suddenly froze, his pace involuntarily halting with inertia taking a few more steps forward. His eyes were dull, and his body's energy nearly extinguished.
   

        Starfall Plains, a lake of blood, Bone Mound Mountain!
   

        Skeleton after skeleton, it was unclear whether by intention or not, but they were accumulated together. Just like differently-sized building blocks pieced together, jagged bone protrusions formed a colossal demon skeleton. The skeleton was nearly as tall as half a mountain, especially the skull on top that spread outwards like a lotus seat in all directions. On the surface of the bone lotus seat, blood-red scale-like lines pulsed as if breathing, constantly dimming and lighting up.
   

        And in the center of that lotus seat, a blood-red silhouette sat cross-legged.
   

        Its eyelids drooped, horrific red light seeping through the gaps. Breathing through its nostrils, the thick bloody aura was so intense that it made others want to die immediately, as if it had turned into a tornado. Its hair, almost two-thirds of which had turned into a sticky, heavy scarlet color, the weird tint creeping up towards the roots.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh... Blood mist soared into the sky like a coiling dragon, staining the cloud layer above Starfall Plains. The light grew dimmer, unable to penetrate, making the bone lotus seat at the peak the only source of light. Bizarre, murderous, deadly, desperate, these made up the petals.
   

        "What is this... WHAT IS THIS!!??"
   

        The entire group of the Blood Clan was terrified and stood motionless on the spot. That extreme fear brought forth by the simultaneous death of countless dark creatures and their life force forcibly plundered by some entity descended upon them. The surrounding air seemed to wind around their necks like ropes, growing tighter, making it more and more difficult to breathe, rendering them speechless.
   

        "Retreat!"
   

        The first to recover was the Blood Clan Elder, who shouted loudly, his body trembling with fear, but his strong will to live supported his remaining courage.
   

        The Blood Clan Elder was also the first to turn and attempt to rush back toward the pitch-black woods behind. But, with that turn, he fell into complete despair.
   

        His body shook like a sieve, and he fell to his knees.
   

        Rumble rumble rumble...
   

        There was a colossal sound echoing in the heavens above.
   

        A monstrous and terrifying silhouette cast a vast shadow, enveloping the entire mountain behind it. Without knowing when, a Demon Idol, a Demon Colossus, stood behind the mountain where the Blood Clan had come from. Its massive form blocked the light, towering like an Enclosure wall soaring tens of thousands of meters high.
   

        A heavy Iron Palm in silver white rested on the peak of the mountain.
   

        "Kekekeke..."
   

        A strange voice flowed slowly beneath the Metal Mask.
   

        On the Earth, next to the Starfall Plains, the horrifying Demon Colossus seemingly paid no attention to the group of Blood Clan on the ground. It turned its head towards the Scarlet Silhouette at the peak of Bone Mound Mountain, and a voice like rolling thunder erupted.
   

        "Are you ready? Blood Vulture..."
   

        "These days, the ceaseless massacre and devourment of over ten million beings, innumerable... you must have almost recovered by now..."
   

        "They have been searching for us."
   

        "This moment in time, it should be arriving soon."
   

        The Demon Idol slowly lowered its right hand that had been resting on the mountain. Though its movement was quite gentle, the five fingers still plowed enormous cracks into the rock.
   

        "Is it almost time? Hehehe, this old man is also nearly ready..."
   

        Amidst a lotus of white bones at a kilometer in high altitude, the Blood Shadow slowly stood up.
   

        His eyes opened, and under the dim sky, they seemed to spew out two red laser beams. His gaze rotated, seemingly traversing a hundred miles, spotting one after another of the enormous heavy-footed Silhouettes around the Starfall Plains.
   

        Each Silhouette represented an Ultimate Dark Entity at the end of a pathway of Disasters. They were the tyrants at the top of the Food Chain, the pinnacles of the World of Calamities. Immortal, they always stood atop the eternal summit.
   

        And now, these tyrants, these holy masters, these Gods, were being drawn together by some force. They had come here to besiege two individuals!
   

        Even from a great distance, a wave of terrifying Momentum and Aura already permeated the Space, intertwining and colliding with each other. It was as if an invisible and intangible net had formed, attacking the Starfall Plains from all directions.
   

        But as it reached the edge of the plains, it was repelled by an extremely brutal scarlet Aura, and a mountain-thick black Energy.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud! Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The vibrations of trampling the Earth echoed, causing the mountains to tremble, with gigantic boulders rolling down. The sky was howling, with Hurricanes instantly shattering the dense Cloud Layer, and massive Silhouettes flying by, casting terrifying shadows like moving continents. The Ultimate Dark Entities had arrived!
   

        Next to the Starfall Plains, on the edge of the pitch-black woods.
   

        The group from the Blood Clan watched bewildered as numerous formidable and terrifying auras rose to the sky, bringing with them the vast waves of the Ultimate Dark Entities!
   

        Boom! Suddenly, a Steel Giant Foot stepped down from the sky, directly flattening them into Flesh mud. The Demon Colossus left one chapped giant footprint after another on the Earth, with its Iron Cloak raised behind and Black Flame burning!
   

        Casio's shaken will echoed under the steel helmet.
   

        "Why do they all insist on seeking death? Isn't living just fine?"
   

        Atop Bone Mound Mountain, a Scarlet Silhouette flashed by, appearing on the highest peak around. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's hands wrapped in scarlet energy, his body shrouded in a faint Blood Vulture Phantasm.
   

        "It seems that my confrontation with the Totem King has been too quiet for too long. As the years have passed, you have forgotten the fear brought about by the sound of the Blood Vulture Bird high in the sky. This time, I will make you recall it little by little..."
   

        "Roarrrrrrrrrrrrr!!!"
   

        The Beast roared, shaking the universe.
   

        One after another, the Ultimate Dark Entities circled around for the kill.
   

        "Screech!!!"
   

        The cry of the Blood Vulture once again hovered in the high skies!
   

        And this time, it was not just a single sound.
   

        But two calls echoing each other, supremely domineering!
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        "How many times have you experienced such fierce battles and encirclements back in the day?"  
   

        The Demon Idol stood motionless, yet its strong will radiated outward.  
   

        At the peak of a mountain on par with the Demon Idol's Steel mask, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist stood alone, his aged face wearing a faint smile. He turned his head, surveying the Ultimate Dark Entities gathered from all directions, the wrinkles at the corner of his eyes slowly trembling.  
   

        "I can't remember..."  
   

        "Back then, it wasn't peaceful like it is now. Nowadays, each Ultimate Dark Entity and Saint Fist are restraining each other, and most ultimate beings have difficulty moving freely. But in my active days, the World of Calamities was absolutely chaotic and disordered, filled with battles and flames of war everywhere. Fighting non-stop, killing non-stop..."  
   

        "Heh heh..." He let out a cold laugh, "I really do miss it a bit."  
   

        The Aura on Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was becoming more and more intense, two-thirds of his long hair had already turned blood red, thick and congealed like paint.  
   

        His lean hands opened, his fingers slowly tracing through the Air, seemingly carrying a uniquely distinctive rhythm of killing that made one feel a visceral fear at a glance. Invisible airflow swirled around, within the hazy, indistinct Spiral, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist assumed an ancient and unadorned starting stance.  
   

        "It's been a long time since I've had a good massacre..."  
   

        Whistle!!! Boom...  
   

        Almost in the next instant, he punched out, his crimson Qi transforming into a massive Blood Vulture Bird that glided with flapping wings. The Steel Beak, red enough to seem as if it could drip blood, penetrated tens of kilometers of air, its terrible sharpness reaching tens of thousands of meters away instantly. Rumble rumble rumble, several nearby mountain peaks collapsed on the spot, marked by Traces gouged by the air currents.  
   

        And amidst these mountains, a Savage Bull-shaped Ultimate Dark Entity roared to the skies. On the outside, this Ultimate Dark Entity didn't have any special characteristics—neither any dazzling luster nor terrifying battle scars. All it had was outrageously enlarged black-and-red Muscles, bulging outwards like tumors, looking as tough as rock walls. These muscles pulsed and contracted like a Heart.  
   

        Especially around the neck area—unusually thick, almost matching the size of its massive head. That bull head too was extreme in its brutality, covered everywhere with twisted Spiral muscles, even over the eyelids. The sense of overpowering strength gave no doubt that it could smash through mountains.  
   

        And at this moment, this Ultimate Dark Entity truly played the role of the brutal vanguard. It had started sprinting from a hundred kilometers away, gradually accelerating, its hooves trampling the Earth, body stirring up Hurricanes. Its path was as straight as an arrow, any Obstacles in front were smashed to bits. Just now, a massive mountain had been reduced to rubble in such a manner.  
   

        Charge, charge, charge, collision, collision, collision!!!  
   

        Anything standing in the way would be utterly obliterated!  
   

        The will of the Ultimate Dark Entity surged and roared within the bellow of the bull.  
   

        So, the huge bull head that had just shattered a mountain charged without hesitation towards the Phanstasm of the diving Blood Vulture!  
   

        Four Spike on the head began to grow wildly, instantly forming a massive and heavy White horn disk. This horn disk was twice the size of the huge bull head, it was akin to having a mountain peak perched atop its head!  
   

        "Moo!!!"  
   

        Boom!!!  
   

        When they collided, the Earth cracked, black mud surged from the fissures like Fountains. The surrounding Air was agitated, forming ring-shaped Shock Waves.  
   

        "Moo!!!" In the center of the collision, another deafening roar sounded. But unlike the initial reckless and wild bellow, this voice carried an increasingly intense pain. Whistle!!! A bloodthirsty bird's cry whistled past, and two huge Silhouettes collided out of the white mist Shock Waves.  
   

        One could see a ferocious and wide-spreading wings reaching for the skies, the body like horrifying Flame burning, Blood Vulture giant bird's single Claw pressing down, firmly clutching the head of the muscle-dense Savage Bull. Terrible power drove the entire giant bull to stagger backward frantically.  
   

        Regardless of how furiously the Ultimate Dark Entity howled, or how its black-and-red Muscles swelled and exerted force, even if the Earth was cracked into an abyss with Magma spouting out, the colossal bull could not advance an inch.  
   

        Retreat, retreat, retreat, continuously retreating!  
   

        The huge muscled body reversed, toppling a mountain, plowing open a River. The stubborn horns attempting to reach the skies were forced by the giant Claws to lower their heads. The heavy White horn disk became lower and lower, until it was directly suppressed on the Earth. It was as if it turned into an iron rake, laboriously plowing the fields of the World of Calamities.  
   

        "Moo!" The cry of humiliation ceased abruptly. That blood-red, sharp Claw sliced through the bull's mouth. Blood immediately fell like a River, drawing bloody paths in the trenches plowed by the horn disk.  
   

        "Ding..." The eyes of the Blood Vulture Bird, continuously suppressing the Ultimate Dark Entity, suddenly lit up. Blood red as if sanguine, filled with a touch of crazed lust for slaughter.  
   

        Clang! The other Steel Claw instantly activated, bursting down with explosive force. Air was torn apart in an instant, emitting a terrifying whistling sound! A blood-red Afterimage sliced towards the neck of the muscle-bound Savage Bull, despite the black-and-red Muscles wrapped around it like layers of Armor. Yet, the Blood Vulture seemed to have extreme confidence in cleaving it in two with brute force! This claw, this stomp, could tear the Earth apart!  
   

        "Whiz, whiz, whiz!"  
   

        Almost at the same time, other Ultimate Dark Entities, from various positions, acted instantaneously. There was the Eternal Spider Mother, the upper body a beautiful human female form and the lower body a horrifying fierce spider, countless legs storing power for a leap, turning into a purple Contour Phanstasm, charging at the Blood Vulture Bird. The Blood Fiend Tyrant, with densely packed blood-red Spikes on its Joints, enveloped in a dark red bloody halo, swiftly approached. Its two arms, covered with sharp sawtooth-like Battle Axes, swung out.
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        The Ultimate Dark Entity, Barbaric Plate Bull, also furiously thrusted upwards as if trying to save itself.  
   

        The already massive rocky white horns bulged nearly double in size!  
   

        Boom!!!  
   

        A fierce collision erupted, like a nuclear bomb exploding. Three Ultimate Auras and a streak of blood-red energy clashed violently, coloring the continuously scattering shock waves with their respective hues. In the next second, at the center of the explosion, the Ultimate Dark Entity, Barbaric Plate Bull, Ancient Spider Matriarch, and The Blood Fiend Tyrant were sent flying back, their massive limbs tearing exaggerated cracks into the earth. They retreated dozens of miles before stopping.  
   

        And each of them bore injuries, big or small.  
   

        The lightest was The Blood Fiend Tyrant, with only the serrated end of one of its sharp combat limbs worn down slightly. The worst off was the Barbaric Plate Bull, with blood pouring out from its neck, and the muscular neck, as thick and powerful as its head, was nearly two-thirds severed.  
   

        It was a close shave—the Barbaric Plate Bull's head was nearly chopped off!  
   

        "Blood Vulture Dominant Fist..."  
   

        "It truly is worthy of being called, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist..."  
   

        The Blood Fiend Tyrant stood beside a mountain peak, with two combat limbs pierced into the mountain, as if drawing out some vital force at a rapid pace. The colorful mountain quickly dulled, eventually turning into a lifeless pale color. Meanwhile, the damaged combat limb crossed in front of The Blood Fiend Tyrant's chest regrew its saw teeth at the battle-axe end. Sharp, bloodthirsty, with an extreme cutting power.  
   

        "Oomph..."  
   

        A weak, pained sound came from afar.  
   

        The eyes of the Barbaric Plate Bull, once stubborn and arrogantly blood-red, were now unexpectedly clear and were no longer filled with reckless domination. Instead, they held an expression of cowardice, fear, and pain, and were tinged with blue, particularly when those eyes looked at the Blood Vulture Bird high in the distance, a sight leaving an indelible mark.  
   

        "The strength of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist shouldn't be this formidable!"  
   

        "Having fought against the Totem King for so many years, and just having been through a life-and-death battle, even if victorious, he should be exhausted..."  
   

        "But now, where does he show even a hint of weakness?!"  
   

        Thud thud thud thud...  
   

        Other Ultimate Dark Entities also arrived. Among them was one that resembled a white ceramic giant, smooth all over with no facial features, who intoned, "There must be something, or rather someone, helping Blood Vulture to recover..."  
   

        Instantly, the white ceramic head turned, casting its gaze toward the other side of Starfall Plains. There stood a demon colossus, clad in a black iron cloak and burning with devil flames. Enveloped by a crimson flow, it was clearly linked to the same lineage as Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, unmistakably the legacy of Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist.  
   

        "It is a Southern Dipper Successor... another saintly fighter among the Southern Dipper Successors..."  
   

        The white ceramic giant sighed, "The reason for Totem King Cassius's fall has been found. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist indeed had help. Furthermore, this helper seems to have a special method that can assist Blood Vulture Dominant Fist in recovering his strength..."  
   

        "So, my fellows, let's kill him first!!!"  
   

        The massive will vibrated, transmitting to all the Ultimate Dark Entities.  
   

        This decision, under present circumstances, was correct.  
   

        Even though Casio was also strong with the aura of Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, he was nowhere as fearsome as Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. It was clear that Casio was a later successor, and in harsher terms, could be considered a junior to Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. In terms of battle record, reputation, and strength, he was far from matching one of the top three Southern Dipper, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. However, Casio possessed a way to quickly heal the injuries of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, making him a target that must be eliminated.  
   

        With so many Ultimate Dark Entities assembled, but facing Blood Vulture Dominant Fist who had slain Totem King Cassius, none dared to assure a swift and decisive victory.  
   

        Therefore, it was paramount to first kill the helper of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, preventing any rapid recovery from injuries. In summary, when you pick persimmons, you pick the softest. The numerous Ultimate Dark Entities planned to rush forward and deal with Casio.  
   

        Some would engage Blood Vulture Dominant Fist to distract him while others would kill Casio. In almost an instant, all the Ultimate Dark Entities guided by the Blood Moon reached a consensus. They were not all brutes like the Barbaric Plate Bull, but Ultimate beings with their own combat strategies.
   

        Although these Ultimate Dark Entities haven't engaged in siege warfare for tens of thousands of years, showing basic and rusty coordination, their thought process was exceptionally clear.
   

        "ROAR!!!!!" "HOWL!!!!!" "HISS!!!!!"
   

        At the same time, the auras of the Ultimate Dark Entities burst forth in unison, like pillars piercing through heaven and earth. Torrential shock waves spread, causing the air to undulate like waves and tsunamis, rushing towards the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        The next second, several mighty Ultimate Dark Entities suddenly emerged, surrounding the blood-colored silhouette. In the sky, the bizarre overlapping double-pupiled Blood Moon also erupted with a strange force, as if a vast will descended upon us. In the environment, a grand force called momentum blessed these Ultimate Dark Entities, coating the surface of their bodies with a blood-hued halo, pulsating like fluorescent particles.
   

        "Xiadu?"
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's aged face lifted to the sky, observing that strange blood-red moon, then let out two cold chuckles: "A hundred years ago, that blow the White Bird dealt you, you're still enjoying its effects, aren't you? Heh heh heh, your pained and fluctuating will, it's as if it's still echoing in my ears..."
   

        His slender silhouette stood desolately on the peak, his entire being exuded an extreme presence of slaughter and dominance, iron-blooded and frenzied. Beneath the hazy moonlight, several mighty Ultimate Dark Entities stood their ground in all directions, their colossal contours and ferocious silhouettes merged with the darkness, their heavy breathing exuded a smell of blood.
   

        "Four?"
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist scoped out the surroundings, with a touch of disregard for life.
   

        "Not enough!!!!"
   

        Screech! The phantom of the Blood Vulture with wildly burning wings soared into the sky, assaulting in all directions. Crimson claw shadows tore through the horizon, seemingly splitting the space itself. The besieging Ultimate Dark Entities surged forward, displaying the terrifying origins of their respective paths to calamity. Light orbs bright as daylight collided, expanding at extreme speeds!
   

        Elsewhere, near the Starfall Plains.
   

        The Golem's body stood towering on the Earth, motionless as if it were a lifeless sculpture, one metal hand lightly resting on the peak of the mountain.
   

        Below the Metal Helmet, two faint red lights lit up, gazing steadily at the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist being besieged in the distance: "Living from the Ancient Era until now, Blood Vulture, you truly are an antique among Antiques. Several thousand or even tens of thousands of years old and still so fiery, goddamn... it's really intense."
   

        Click, click, click, click...
   

        The Steel Mask rotated, and Casio withdrew his gaze.
   

        At this moment, massive figures closed in from all directions, completely sealing off his escape route. Among them were Ceramic Giants, the Blood Fiend Tyrant, and even the Barbaric Plate Bull with blood still flowing from its neck.
   

        "Do they consider me a Soft Persimmon to squeeze?"
   

        The Golem's gaze turned to the Barbaric Plate Bull, an Ultimate Dark Entity that was crippled by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist at first confrontation, yet it dared join the battle to besiege him. Even more so, its eager demeanor revealed a considerable amount of confidence.
   

        "Heh heh heh, it seems I've been underestimated by you all..."
   

        Golem Casio chuckled softly in a low voice, appearing calm and graceful, but beneath the mesh-like Mask, those two dim red lights began to glow intensely.
   

        In half a breath's time, they hung like two blood-red moons, the dangerous gaze sweeping over the assailants, sending chills down one's spine.
   

        All the besieging Ultimate Dark Entities felt a sudden chill in their hearts, a sense of pressing urgency arising within them. It was as if something capable of threatening them was tearing off its disguise bit by bit, unmasking itself to reveal a fierce, grinning face.
   

        Click, click, click, the joints emitted a metallic grinding sound.
   

        The Demon Colossus slowly lifted its Steel Armored Arm.
   

        Fingers clenched into a Fist.
   

        "Annihilate you all..."
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        "Heh heh, even the Blood Vulture wouldn't dare to spout such nonsense!"
   

        "Arrogant!!!"
   

        "Swarm and kill him! Don't give him any chance!"
   

        Almost at the same moment Golem Casio provoked them, the Ultimate Dark Entities confronted each other with their overwhelming wills, causing an explosive vibration that stirred up the surrounding air.
   

        In fact, these Ultimate Dark Entities had already sensed that Casio was not as simple as he appeared on the surface, likely not a soft persimmon at all. But the more they realized Casio's unexpected danger, the more infuriated they became at their own prior misjudgments, becoming even more enraged. Especially since Golem Casio had taken the lead in provocation, brazenly declaring he would kill everyone present clean.
   

        Where did this guy pop out from all of a sudden?
   

        Really thinks he's one of the Southern Dipper Three Fist from the Ancient Era?
   

        "Kill!" "Kill!" "Kill!" "..."
   

        Instantly, the momentum of five Ultimate Dark Entities resonated powerfully, as if merging into a gigantic invisible field, sealing Golem Casio within.
   

        From the east, the white Ceramic Giant tread heavily on the ground, rushing forward, and casually uprooted a towering mountain, hurling it towards Casio as if tossing a pagoda.
   

        Thud thud thud thud thud thud! Boom!!!
   

        A series of footprints shattered the earth, a mountain plummeting from the sky.
   

        On Starfall Plains, the silhouette of the Demon Colossus suddenly turned its head, its large black cloak rotating rapidly, whistling through the air as it streaked straight forward.
   

        Swoosh! The silver-white Iron Palm swung out in an instant, its fierce contour leaving behind a huge afterimage, carrying terrifying force as it slashed through the middle of the mountain.
   

        Bang!!! Clang!
   

        An incredibly exaggerated and violent explosion ensued, mixed with the sound of metal vibrating.
   

        The dark green mountain flung by the Ceramic Giant shattered on the spot, raining down a stone deluge that covered a large area. Boulders as big as small hills slammed onto Golem Casio's steel armor, the rebound shattering them into powder.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Within the rain of stones, a massive contour rapidly approached from afar.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A white ceramic, round and heavy fist suddenly burst forth from the mist.
   

        Clang!
   

        An Iron Palm engulfed in Devil's Flame collided with it, the two fists striking each other and creating a massive golden-red Mushroom Cloud in the air. Clang! Clang! Clang! The Iron Fist and ceramic fist, each carrying enough force to move mountains, collided three consecutive times, layers of exaggerated shock waves radiating from the center of the collision, clearing the stone shower away like a tsunami.
   

        The battlefield scene emerged, two terrifying giant figures clashing in close combat, continuously demonstrating the brute strength of a Dark Ultimate Level physique.
   

        With each collision of fists, a terrifying expanding spark erupted in mid-air, resembling a massive TNT explosion. An instant high-temperature mushroom cloud formed, large enough to engulf half a Golem's body.
   

        "Good good good! Nice strength, I acknowledge you!"
   

        Beneath the heavy Metal Mask, Golem Casio's will surged.
   

        Immediately after, the Demon Colossus lifted its right arm high, its shoulders dramatically swelling. Even blocking out half the sky, as if the muscles underneath were powering up like a hydraulic device. At that moment, the Ceramic Giant's fist came thundering down, meeting no Obstacles, striking right at the thick chest of the Golem. With a clang, the power roared as it was unleashed.
   

        "Not blocking?!" The Ceramic Giant suddenly looked up at the Demon Colossus backlit against the light. Golem Casio still maintained the arm-raising gesture, the Metal Helmet facing this way, two points of bloodthirsty red lights firmly locked onto the Ceramic Giant.
   

        Not sure if it was an illusion, but it felt like the face behind the Black Devil's mask was silently showing a hideous grin, mouth wide open.
   

        "Now, take my punch!"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The Golem's charged fist struck, shaking the earth and mountains, as if the whole expanse of sky was pressing down. The five clenched fingers of the Steel Fist seemed to be pulling down the heavens themselves!
   

        A red meteor flashed, followed by a tremendous roar.
   

        The white Ceramic Giant only had time to hastily cross its arms over its chest.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        The massive figure, like a mountain range, was sent flying backward, the surrounding scenery receding at high speed as if soaring through the clouds, the back crashing through several mountains. In the end, the giant thudded to the ground, cutting off the Big River.
   

        "His strength... is actually above mine!!!"
   

        The white Ceramic Giant lay on the ground, its ceramic arms raised in defense nearly shattered to pieces. What was once thick and smooth was now covered with dense, hair-thin cracks, as if another bout of force would completely break it apart.
   

        At the core battlefield, as Golem Casio sent the white Ceramic Giant flying, the other Ultimate Dark Entities had also converged for the kill. The Blood Fiend Tyrant was enveloped in scarlet currents, six combat limbs bristling with brutal jagged edges. The Battle Axe swung with incredible speed, slicing through the air and striking down.
   

        This attack was launched at an extreme velocity, leaving behind only six traces of blood in the air as the Blood Fiend Tyrant reached behind Casio.
   

        Directly ahead, the Ancient Spider Matriarch also acted with decisive ruthlessness, its sinister and ferocious lower body rapidly swelling with Thorns-like spikes. Countless Black Spines wrapped around this Ultimate Dark Entity, forming a giant sea urchin-like sphere, pressing down without hesitation.
   

        "A surround attack? Will that do any good?"
   

        Golem Casio stood undaunted and firm, like a solid and weighty mountain. His entire body was engulfed in frightfully burning Devil's Flame, shifting from black to a fierce, scorching crimson, like a ball of fresh blood. The fiery red flames writhed wildly, instantly forming a massive Blood Vulture Bird shape behind the Golem's back. The two gigantic entities appeared to be conjoined in contrast.
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        Whirrrrrr, the terrifying Qi surged towards the sky like a gigantic waterfall. The Blood Vulture Bird flapped its wings and flew out instantly, its indestructible claws meeting the Blood Fiend Tyrant head-on, sharpness against sharpness, brutality against brutality! You think you're filled with killing intent? Then let's see who's crazier, who's thirstier for blood?
   

        Facing them, the Golem's body was as stable as a mountain, its steel armor exquisite and fierce. A shallow fist indent on the thick right chest plate marked the fierce hit from the Ceramic Giant just a moment ago. On its shoulders, the howling Black Magic Flame kept burning.
   

        "Boom... Boom... Boom..."
   

        The eternal spider mother spun rapidly towards it, resembling a giant sea urchin with densely packed spines loaded with millennia-old poison.
   

        'You like to roll? Then I'll crush every one of your spider legs!'
   

        Golem abruptly spread its arms wide like pillars, embracing. Crack, crack, crack— the sound of shoulder joints grinding like giant gears churned. With a bang, the embrace and the collision happened simultaneously, and the densely packed corrosive poison spines stabbed into the silver-white armor.
   

        Boom! Another loud bang occurred behind it; the scarlet flames expanded.
   

        The Blood Fiend Tyrant collided with the howling Blood Vulture Bird!
   

        In front and behind, battling two Ultimate Dark Entities simultaneously.
   

        In a scene that should have been tense and perilous, beneath the Golem's metal mask, blood-red eyes shone with extreme brutality and excitement. Yes, this is the feeling sought after, every collision with an Ultimate Dark Entity makes Casio feel like the blood in every vein is boiling and burning.
   

        Bornt a battle maniac, none can be more so!
   

        'Battle, exhilarating!'
   

        On the Starfall Plains, Golem Casio laughed loudly, his voice thunderous echoing all around. He exerted his full strength, his aura grinding down the eternal spider mother inch by inch. The teeth-grinding crackling sound was incessant, the black spines against the silver-white armor sparked and shattered the next second. These poison spines were indeed deadly, accumulated over thousands of years, but what if they couldn't breach the defense?
   

        Useless!
   

        Crack!!! 
   

        Arms pressing in like a giant hydraulic press, the terrifying force poured out like a surging river, causing the earth to tremble. Under Casio's mask, his pupils suddenly lit up with bloodthirsty brightness; he intended to squeeze the life out of the eternal spider mother!
   

        Squeeze out all the internal organs, the flesh from within those black spines!
   

        "!!!" The eternal spider mother's will shook violently; it felt unprecedented danger in that instant. Instinct told it to get away from Golem Casio right now, or else death would come instantly!
   

        Boom boom boom! The eternal spider mother struggled furiously, millions of poisonous spines on its body surface exploded, Catalysm Energy boiled and shook. However, Casio's Golem body remained immovable as a mountain, seemingly ignoring all damage.
   

        "Save me!!!!"
   

        The Blood Fiend Tyrant reacted immediately, its massive form flickered, shooting through the air like a shell. The six saw-toothed limbs on its body lit up with red light, ready to strike with accumulated power the next second.
   

        However, a gigantic wing unfolded, and the hideous flames of crimson fire blocked the path ahead. The bird-eyed eyes shining like the sun followed, and then a body as huge as a cosmic cruiser collided.
   

        This ferocious bird was the most brutal existence at the top of the food chain.
   

        Thump, behind Golem Casio, flames of red light burned again.
   

        "Hehehe, nobody can save you!"
   

        "Just be good and let me crush you into a pile of flesh mud, squeezing out all the internals…"
   

        Casio maliciously laughed, strangely imbued with a bloodthirsty and sick twist.
   

        It may seem psychopathic, but that was not the case. It was merely a practitioner of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist who was too dedicated, too focused, too delighted in the act of killing, ignoring the viewpoints of others. For Casio and the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, killing, especially killing the strong, was like preparing a high-end ingredient—meticulous preparation was necessary.
   

        With different patterns, astonishing skills, creating a perfect dish.
   

        It was enjoyment, far surpassing the so-called climaxes of the flesh.
   

        Crack! Boom!
   

        Golem's arms exerted force again, completely breaking the ten black steel legs that the eternal spider mother had barely kept intact. Amidst the shattering, the arms wrapped around and pressed down.
   

        "Moo! Bang!!!"
   

        Suddenly, from the side, a gigantic white horn disk rammed into it. Golem's body boomed and slightly reeled backward, taking half a step. Under normal circumstances, it would be considered insignificant, posing no threat at all. But now... Golem Casio looked down at the remaining half of the giant spider's body in his embrace, silent and without words.
   

        The prey had run, more than half of the ingredient had escaped, the cooked duck had flown away...
   

        They had carefully selected the most suitable, the most spectacular method of execution. Yet, the Eternal Spider Mother managed to escape, clinging to a thread of life, gasping for survival.
   

        Truly... truly...
   

        "You! Very good!!!"
   

        Golem Casio suddenly turned his head, staring at the Barbaric Plate Bull that was charging towards him at the critical moment. The giant bull, still with exaggerated muscles all over, had its massive horn disk as big as a mountain, with blood dripping slightly from its neck.
   

        Its blue pupils once again turned blood red, filled with madness and stubbornness.
   

        It seems that, without facing the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, the craziness and obstinacy in the mind of the Barbaric Plate Bull had returned. It didn't take Casio seriously at all.
   

        "If you're so eager to die, then take its place!"
   

        Golem chuckled lowly, exuding an extreme spitefulness and ferocity.
   

        For a practitioner of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, a prey that was about to be killed escaping was akin to a table full of a sumptuous feast being overturned. The troublemaker, naturally, could only take the place of the original dish, to be made into a new feast!
   

        And this time, no one could stop him!
   

        "How dare you ignore me again!"
   

        On the Starfall Plains, the Blood Fiend Tyrant charged furiously once again.
   

        It originally had six combat limbs, each sharp enough to slice through mountains, the serrated menacing patterns were truly the nemesis of living beings. However, after encountering the Deathfang Power of the Blood Vulture Bird, its sharp spear tip met a blade even sharper. After a brief skirmish, two of its combat limbs were damaged.
   

        Now, the Blood Fiend Tyrant charged with four combat limbs flailing.
   

        "Out of my way!!!"
   

        With a casual wave of his hand, Golem brought down a colossal Blood Vulture Bird in a dive on his flank, slamming into the Blood Fiend Tyrant. The extreme sharpness of the claws and the piercing air tore another combat limb into shreds in an instant.
   

        "Thump thump thump thump!"
   

        Golem's massive body charged directly at the Barbaric Plate Bull, a huge and heavy momentum locking it in place. There was no escape, absolutely no escape!
   

        Ding, beneath the metal mask, two blood-red moons hang and rise.
   

        This sudden burst of extreme malice towards life made the Barbaric Plate Bull, which had even planned to charge again to dent Casio's arrogance, come to an abrupt halt. Its blood-red, angry eyes immediately sobered, the rational blue glow returned, and it instinctively thought of retreating.
   

        But now, it seemed too late!
   

        Crack! Crack!
   

        Two giant steel hands traversed the distance of space, gripping tightly onto the massive and heavy horn disk of the Barbaric Plate Bull, ten fingers clamping down like vices.
   

        "The Blood Vulture has left you with such a huge wound, yet you still haven't learned your lesson. If you're seeking death yourself, don't blame me..."
   

        "Hehehe, ripping off your head along with your spine and nerves, how about that! Hahaha, yes, yes, that's it, that's the way! Only such a death... is most fitting for a dumb bull like you!"
   

        "Moo!"
   

        At this moment, the Barbaric Plate Bull felt fear, felt malice. It was a boundless killing intent that not even an Ultimate Dark Entity could fully withstand!
   

        "No good!" "He must not be allowed to kill..." "Quick!"
   

        Other Dark Ultimate Level beings rushed over, even the Eternal Spider Mother, who had just escaped danger, arrived; it was a moment of shared fate.
   

        But, it was already too late.
   

        As all Dark Ultimate Level beings simultaneously charged, their massive contours surrounding Casio from all directions. With steel arms firmly grasping the white horn disk, a horrific ultimate force surged, and in the Barbaric Plate Bull's eyes filled with extreme despair and fear, he exerted his savage and barbaric strength, ripping with a yank!
   

        The head of the Barbaric Plate Bull, along with half a bloody neck, was brutally torn off. A string of spinal vertebrae that resembled a white bone centipede stretched out rapidly, as a burst of fresh blood exploded into a rain of blood in mid-air.
   

        "Hahaha! Exhilarating!!!"
   

        Beneath the sky, the shadowy figure laughed wildly, bathed in the blood rain.
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        Tendons and bones intact, a bloody head with a spine swung through mid-air.
   

        The sound of blood rain filled the air, turning everything in the vicinity red.
   

        Thud!!!
   

        The headless corpse of the Savage Bull collapsed heavily to the ground. Its exaggerated muscles formed a colossal tank-like fortress, once a terrifying energy-breathing combat machine, now just a massive lump of dead flesh.
   

        The moment Casio made his move, the power of the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier invaded, wantonly destroying the immortality of the Ultimate Dark Entity.
   

        And since the Barbaric Plate Bull had already been seriously injured by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist,
   

        Only then could he achieve success in one fell swoop, using the Golem's terrifying brute force to instantaneously destroy the life of this Dark Ultimate Entity, looking extremely fierce and violent.
   

        Swoosh, thud!
   

        A thick and towering white vertebrae plunged from the sky like a heavenly pillar, penetrating deep into the earth. At the top of the spine was the head of the Savage Bull, eyes crimson with blood, revealing intense unwillingness and despair. Atop the head, with its white horn disk, was a huge Iron Palm pressing down, as if holding a white bone scepter.
   

        "Tsks, tsks, tsks, look at its appearance just before death, truly ugly!"
   

        The colossal figure of the Demon Colossus stood before the corpse of the Barbaric Plate Bull.
   

        On the surface of its silver-white Armor, half was already thoroughly stained red, with blood ticking down its edges, emitting an inexplicably ferocious aura.
   

        Amidst the Gale, behind it, the Black Magic Flame cape fluttered wildly.
   

        Click, click, click, the Steel Skull turned slightly, surveying all the Ultimate Dark Entities on the Battlefield. Beneath the mask, red light pulsed with each breath.
   

        "You thought you could squeeze me like a Soft persimmon?"
   

        "Too bad, you picked the wrong opponent!"
   

        "As far as I'm concerned, you are the pile of soft, rotten persimmons. Just lift the palm and squeeze hard, and you'll turn into a mash of flesh..."
   

        Crack!!!
   

        Golem Casio's Iron claws suddenly clenched onto the head of the Barbaric Plate Bull, visibly squishing the skull and flesh with brute force.
   

        Blood splattered from between the four fingers, like jets from a High-pressure water gun.
   

        "You've made a fatal mistake."
   

        "And now, I'll correct it for you, with your lives..."
   

        Swoosh, boom!!!
   

        The Earth shook violently, and a pitch-black crater appeared where the Golem originally stood, as he instantly moved in front of the Ceramic Giant.
   

        Whiz!
   

        An Albino Water Bird with Iron Wings overlapped with Golem Casio's right arm, leaving a vibrating white trail in the Air.
   

        These fine white Ripple-like lines pulled taut, seemingly the tips of Water Bird feathers. But in reality, these lines were extremely concentrated Barbed Feather Energy, possessing horrifying destructive power. One of the lines whizzed by a towering mountain and roared as it passed. Unharmed, the line left the mountain annihilated in an instant.
   

        Hiss!!! Bang!!!
   

        An arm encased in Steel, embodying the Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, collided fiercely with the Ceramic Giant. An overwhelming Qi surged skyward.
   

        Click, click, click...
   

        A series of shattering booms erupted rapidly from the heart of the Battle.
   

        The Ceramic Giant's thrown Fist was instantly shattered, exploding into a cloud of white ash powder. Golem Casio's Fist sliced through the ash unscathed, pounding and pulverizing much of the Giant's arm into a spread of debris.
   

        Swoosh! The Iron claws swept across again, carving a terrifying black Contour through the Air, as if about to slice open the Ceramic Giant!
   

        Roar!!! Clang!!!
   

        To the left and right, suddenly two extremely bright lights—one black, one blood-colored—blazed, with tumultuous powerful Energy expressing an air of dangerous Disasters.
   

        "Six-blade Slaughter!"
   

        The Blood Fiend Tyrant enveloped in a deep scarlet aura, like a rushing falling Sun. The previously damaged six battle limbs on its body restored and became perilously sharp and ferocious. The Shark-tooth-like Battle Axes, after charging, bent to an exaggerated Radian, resembling a blossoming carnivorous bloody flower.
   

        Clang!!!
   

        All six blades struck simultaneously, with the ends of the Weapons tracing blood-curved lines in the air, emitting hot dangerous light coming together at one point.
   

        On the other side, the Ancient Spider Mother took out her formidable tactics.
   

        On one side of its body, black Spider legs grew wildly, like a rapidly expanding and multiplying Carapace forest. In the blink of an eye, the forest area already dwarfed the main body of the Ancient Spider Mother by several times. These densley packed black spider legs writhed and roared, suddenly projecting a head that looked part Dragon, part Titan sandworm.
   

        A black arthropod Thorn Dragon head roared as it surged forward.
   

        "Hehehe..."
   

        Golem Casio, standing before the Ceramic Giant, chuckled behind his mask. Two Scarlet Flames flared intensely, as bright as day.
   

        His body vibrated, arms spread, pouring out fearsome power.
   

        Clang!!! Clang!!!
   

        The Blood Fiend Tyrant's Six-blade Slaughter and the Ancient Spider Mother's Thorn Dragon, unstoppable in their advance, then violently collided with two seemingly indestructible walls. The Demon Colossus directly raised its arms to meet these attacks, with its left hand covered in Fluorescent Boxing Gloves, clenched into a fist, slamming against the strongest and sharpest point of the Six-blade Slaughter!
   

        The right hand, like a Python strangling its prey, powerfully seized the head of the Ancient Spider Mother's black arthropod Thorn Dragon. Its claw, covered in Barbed Feather Energy, clashed against the ferocious Thorn Dragon's maw. 
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        Golem Casio, facing two adversaries, still firmly maintained the upper hand.
   

        Just then, a shadow, which had remained hidden and had not made a move, eerily appeared behind the golem's body.
   

        It was a hazy, dark, thin ghostly silhouette, with a strange inward-spiraling vortex in its chest, roaring with howls. In the very center of the vortex was the unmistakably familiar contour of Black Rain Villa. The entire Black Rain Villa itself was suspended within the vortex in the ghost's chest.
   

        Seemingly providing it with an endless supply of massive Catastrophe Energy.
   

        Buzz!!!
   

        From within the vortex, a writhing fearsome ghost face roared out, dragging a trail imbued with powerful calamitous aura, charging towards the heart of Golem Casio's back.
   

        A three-way siege. The hiding enemy also made its appearance at this moment.
   

        No, not just three ways, but four!
   

        The white Ceramic Giant, whose arms had just been shattered by Casio, also moved at this moment, suddenly letting out a furious roar. Its entire ceramic body spontaneously developed dense, cracking fissures. Within those cracks, resembling some bizarre symbols, surged a red light as fervent as magma.
   

        Crack, crack, crack, crack!
   

        The scorching red energy burst forth from the fissures, and behind the white Ceramic Giant's back, four massive exaggerated arms rapidly extended. Each lava-like arm was as large as half of the Ceramic Giant, and as the four arms spread out, they seemed to form a Red Light Cage in the sky.
   

        "Crush you!!!"
   

        The four crimson limbs pressed down frantically, blocking the entire sky.
   

        For a moment, Golem Casio stood on the Earth, with formidable Ultimate Dark Entities launching deadly attacks from all four directions.
   

        All around, from every direction, every piece of space, every inch of air, a prickling sharpness was transmitted, the dangerous premonition of imminent injury. If it were a normal person, they would be in panic at this moment, or at the very least, somber. But Casio was different; he was excited, he was laughing maniacally!
   

        For Casio, having just cooperated with the Blood Vulture to kill Totem King Cassius and absorbing the Life Vibration Energy, his strength had been exaggeratedly enhanced.
   

        He was in need of an opportunity to test his strength, to realize his own powerful capabilities. Now was just right, as four Dark Ultimate Entities gathered around.
   

        Hee hee... How could he not oblige them?!
   

        Unbeknownst when, Casio's personality became ever more malevolent. He began to enjoy that feeling of being surrounded and besieged by numerous powerful enemies, deeply immersed in danger, standing at the very center of a storm vortex. In such a situation, blowing up all incoming adversaries, single-handedly suppressing numerous ultimate beings, gave him an intense feeling of satisfaction. It was a conquest, a conquest over danger and power!
   

        "Blood Vulture, I'm starting to envy you!"
   

        "Envy your every fierce fight, every slaughter during the Ancient Era. Excited beyond measure, utterly gratifying, exactly what I'm feeling right now!"
   

        "Ha ha ha ha!"
   

        Amidst the deafening laughter, Golem Casio's body triggered three explosions in an instant. A terrifying mass of Black Spirit rapidly expanded, a phantasm of a Blood Vulture Bird roared out, and a Steel Water Bird took flight with flapping wings. Casio unleashed his full power without restraint, pushing the Golem Secret Martial Art, which had already progressed to seventy-five percent, to its peak, his strength damn well surging out!
   

        Originally, Golem Casio's aura was already very formidable and terrifying.
   

        At this moment, it surged, it roared, it soared!
   

        Strength, strength, strength!
   

        His momentum at this second was several times stronger and more expansive than the last!
   

        The steel body was like an inflating balloon, boundless strength gushing out from every crevice, turning into Gale!
   

        "Boom, boom, boom, boom, boom!!!"
   

        With a swing of the golem's arm, the entire Devil Flame Body transformed into the most terrifying battle machine, its unbelievably powerful limbs striking out at high velocity!
   

        In all directions, a series of phosphorescent fist silhouettes overlapped, like a terrifying Tsunami bulldozing the Earth, even space seemed like it was about to shatter!
   

        Clang!!!
   

        The ground cracked and burst, black mud shot straight into the sky from the rifts, and mountain ranges were leveled and torn apart by the gales. A white brilliance exploded at the center of the Battlefield, like a twinkling Supernova, shining as bright as daylight.
   

        Winds swept through, Cloud Layers shifted, and Starfall Plains vanished completely.
   

        Leaving behind only a vast abyssal pit that took up an enormous Area.
   

        The intense light faded, revealing a scene of destruction around the pit. The white ceramic giant now only had its upper half left, the lower half of its body had vanished into thin air, including the four crimson arms on its back. Only a half-destroyed torso stood on the Earth, its chest and head covered in exaggerated cracks.
   

        On the other side, the Eternal Spider Mother was embedded into a mountain peak. The thorn dragon it had conjured had long been destroyed, its segmented limbs scattered over hundreds of kilometers of the Earth's surface. They were everywhere except on its own body; the Eternal Spider Mother was left with nothing more than a bloated, legless torso.
   

        For it, this was a sign of near-total loss of combat strength.
   

        Beside the Eternal Spider Mother, the slender ghost shadow was the least injured; its body was similar to an energy entity, but its originally dense black color was now as dim as the flame of a candle. Particularly at the vortex on its chest, the spinning speed had decreased more than tenfold, and the Black Rain Villa within was also cracked and shattered.
   

        This was a very bad sign, a steep decline in the power of disaster.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        Hehehe...
   

        At the bottom of the abyss-like giant pit, where the center of the original battlefield was located,
   

        the Blood Fiend Tyrant, with all six of its crimson combat limbs broken, was being held up by a dragon-like sturdy steel arm grabbing its neck, lifting it up.
   

        Struggling shaky, it was hoisted into mid-air in desperation.
   

        The Blood Fiend Tyrant wanted to roar, but in its weakened state, it could only emit a wheezing sound like a severely ill patient on the brink of death, as if air was leaking through a pipe. Trickles of blood dripped down from every corner of its wounded body.
   

        At the bottom of the pit, a blood lake had already formed, with ripples spreading across its surface.
   

        Plop, plop, plop...
   

        Blood landed on the silvery, metallic mask. Two unwavering pupils radiated red light, quietly observing the figure in mid-air, as if looking at a lamb to be slaughtered.
   

        "Look, just look at you! Now you've also become incredibly ugly!"
   

        "You used to have six combat limbs, your whole body was so perfect, so graceful, so sexy. Every spike emitted a charming cuteness. Every sawtooth blade carried with it stunning elegance..."
   

        "It was a masterpiece, and I liked it so much!"
   

        From within the golem's skull cavity, a deep voice vibrated and echoed.
   

        "I originally wanted to save you for last to eat..."
   

        "But now, you've become ugly, and your taste has changed. I can feel the fear in you, where is that pure malice from before?"
   

        "Heh heh heh, forget it, the world is just like that. At the last moment before death, most life becomes ugly, just like that stupid cow before. Alas, I originally thought you were different from that cow. Now it seems, these thoughts were just my wishful thinking..."
   

        Click, click, the steel fingers gripping the Blood Fiend Tyrant's neck applied a bit more force. An abnormally brutal lust for slaughter burst forth without any attempt to conceal it.
   

        Shriek! Sizzle!
   

        Boom!!! Ah!!!
   

        Suddenly, a huge silhouette was flung over from a distance. 
   

        A rapid, almost inconceivable blood shadow chased after it at incredible speed, streaking across the sky like lightning, converging with the tumbling silhouette. The next second, the formidable Dark Ultimate Entity was dismembered in mid-air!
   

        The Blood Vulture's powerful claws tore it apart, ripping it in half from the center!
   

        Blood rained down, internal organs poured out torrentially, and the two halves of the bloody body crushed the mountain peaks. An old man with hair completely blood-red leaped up towards the sky.
   

        His fierce eyes blazed like two blood-red, gory Suns.
   

        "Casio! Make it quick, kill as many as you can, because I see more Dark Ultimate Entities being summoned from afar! And I predict, Xiadu will not stand idly by. It is about to make a move…"
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist looked up at the sky, as if confronting the overlapping blood moons. Xiadu's will grew increasingly active and intense, on the verge of emerging.
   

        At the core of the battlefield, deep within the pit.
   

        "Then let it make its move!"
   

        "Let us join forces to test its current weight!"
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        "Hiss," fresh blood gushed out from the wound and transformed into mist.
   

        It splashed in a fan-shaped pattern across a large area.
   

        A third of the body of the Blood Fiend Tyrant was forcibly torn off by the Iron Palm of the Golem, like tearing off a rather tough piece of leather. The huge, flesh-blurred body fell, and with a loud thud, mixed with blood and mud.
   

        "Roar!!!!"
   

        A howl filled with immense pain and fear echoed piercingly.
   

        The eyes of the Blood Fiend Tyrant were blood-red, as if dripping blood down, and its main trunk that lost six limbs wriggled ridiculously like a comical worm. Golem Casio, who had just committed the brutality, watched all this with cold, calm eyes beneath the Metal Mask.
   

        He was like a Butcher sharpening his knife, honing the blade sharper while watching a fish struggling desperately on the cutting board.
   

        "Forget it, I won't torture you anymore, die."
   

        A hint of coldness flashed in his eyes, and the terrifying surge of Southern Dipper Power roared out of his body. With a bang, the Dark Ultimate Level Blood Fiend Tyrant exploded on the spot, scattering flesh and broken bones everywhere. Only one complete head was left, grasped by the Iron Palm, squeezed, and it cracked and peeled apart.
   

        At the bottom of the deep pit, it shook violently. A huge silver-white silhouette soared into the sky, with its steel feet stomping on the Earth.
   

        Golem Casio swept his gaze over the circle of subordinates who had been defeated. His Steel Fist clenched slightly, terrifying power transformed into Devil's Flame, fiercely burning.
   

        He had selected his target, ready to deliver another deadly blow.
   

        But the two moons in the sky of the World of Calamities underwent a bizarre, massive change at that moment. Expanding, the moons were expanding, turning into red giants, casting intense blood-red light onto every corner. Vaguely visible were hair-like black lines at the edge of the overlapping Blood Moons, as if the moons were growing hair.
   

        Ding!!!
   

        A sound akin to a copper bell echoed invisibly across the universe.
   

        Things changed; the concentration of Calamity in the air was crazily climbing, expanding exponentially. To the naked eye, the phenomenon of Calamity Fog began to faintly appear in the distance, a high concentration capable of triggering a beast tide.
   

        Around, the blood-red moonlight was exceptionally dense, seemingly dyeing the entire Earth into Hell. Colossal figures of Dark Ultimate Level entities bathed under this light, issuing terrifying roars, their aura growing inch by inch.
   

        Moreover, at this moment, looking from the Earth to the sky.
   

        A quarter of the night sky was covered by the two enormous Blood Moons, absurdly large, even conveying a sense of planetary collision oppression. The black hair around the moons wriggled, within which seemed to dance bizarre demons or human figures. Disaster, ominous, bad luck, despair, horror.
   

        That kind of sensation made one's scalp tingle and numb, howling.
   

        The madness factor spread across the Earth, plunging everything into chaos.
   

        Casio saw, at the overlapping point of those two Blood Moons on top, a gigantic black hand contour slowly rising. It was as absurd and chaotic as a ring-shaped meteorite mountain on the surface of the actual moon, with a scale-like palm supporting it wide open. Within the palm, a fuzzy black shadow was being nurtured.
   

        It was in the shape of an infant, curled within the placenta.
   

        Yet it had none of the cuteness, none of the innocence of an infant. The emanating aura was all evil, conveying only madness and endless confused whispers; these peculiarities all converged into one will.
   

        "Holy Heart Extinguished... Holy Heart Extinguished... Holy Heart Extinguished..."
   

        The layered whisper carried a bizarre demonic nature, vaguely resembling grand, holy hymns—an epic sense akin to religious murals descended.
   

        "Xiadu..."
   

        At the edge of the deep pit, flames intensely burned on Golem Casio's body.
   

        Compared to when he last returned to the peak battle in the Real World, Xiadu's influence in the World of Calamities was undoubtedly more direct and terrifying. This was its home ground, even if its main body had not descended, merely the stirring of its will, that terrifying projection of the Calamity Source power was shockingly potent.
   

        However, at this moment, there was not a trace of fear in Casio's heart.
   

        In the previous retrospection, he was the one who had smashed Xiadu's main body with his Fist, even if it required burning everything away. Having defeated the opponent once, there would be no more existence of any fear or terror.
   

        How pointless to fear the defeated!
   

        Thus, amid this grand hymn of praise to the world and with the blood-red light illuminating the Earth, Golem Casio raised his hand to the sky, his will haughty and mad. His entire massive armored body, as if still boosting under the terrifying will, constantly climbing higher, wishing to level with the entire sky and Blood Moons.
   

        "Bang!"
   

        The Iron Palm fiercely clenched, causing the Blood Fiend Tyrant head to explode on the scene.
   

        "Come, come down! Let me defeat you once again!"
   

        With a rumbling, the Black Magic Flame on Golem Casio's body roared out, burning fiercely, almost enveloping the entire surrounding land.
   

        Casio's aura, at this moment, suddenly began to climb upwards.
   

        Previously when he had killed the Barbaric Plate Bull, he had absorbed some Life Vibration Energy, but was quickly interrupted. Now, having killed the Dark Ultimate Level Blood Fiend Tyrant, he continuously absorbed its Life Vibration Energy. Seizing the moment, he added it all on his martial skill progress.
   

        In the top right corner of his vision, the skill progress bar displayed.
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 75.2% (Final Chapter)"
   

        As the Life Vibration Energy within his body was released, a scorching heat wave swept through every corner of the Golem, greatly enhancing cell activity, with terrifying energy being stimulated. At Casio's current Realm, having already walked more than three-quarters of the Saint Fist journey, any noticeable progress afterwards was extremely difficult. 1% purely by his own arduous cultivation could take decades or even centuries, a time he could not afford to wait.
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        Therefore, only by plundering others, seizing their strength for oneself, is the path that most aligns with Casio's progression. Hence, the inevitable engagement in battle to sustain warfare has forged his boundless murderous intent and nature.
   

        Casio, by nature, stands opposite to the Dark Creature Tribe.
   

        Or rather, he inherently stands against all sorts of different creatures whose Life Fields differ from that of humans. He is always the sharpest blade for the human tribe when facing other beings; this is determined by fundamental interests.
   

        In some ways, Casio is even more reliable than the three Saint Fists of Southern Dipper. If the Southern Dipper Three Fists are the protectors of mankind, a shield, then Casio is a serrated War Blade!
   

        Regardless of whether Casio harbors any thoughts of protecting humans, no matter how selfish his motivations, he is in fact acting in alignment with human interests and can be considered the embodiment of human will.
   

        This also means that Casio perfectly fits the Realm of the Saint Fist; he is the ultimate human. Therefore, the usual confusion, bottle necks, and obstacles on the path of progress do not exist for him. He only needs to remain true to his own interests, which is a strong recognition of his identity as a human. The enhancement of Golem Secret Weapon also has always been smooth sailing.
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 75.2% (Final Chapter)" →
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 79.3% (Final Chapter)"
   

        A 4.1% enhancement, which is not bad at this stage, especially since Casio has not fully absorbed the Life Vibration Energy from the Barbaric Plate Bull and the Blood Fiend Tyrant. With formidable enemies surrounding him and significant crises looming, and with a great foe about to descend from the sky, managing to spare some time for improvement is no small feat.
   

        "Here it comes!"
   

        Whoosh, a bloody silhouette suddenly flickered to his side from afar.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist appeared, floating in humanoid form mid-air, with both hands dripping blood slightly. He glanced at Casio: "Your aura, it's grown stronger..."
   

        "This way, you might be able to possess the power of perfection before your secret martial pathways have reached completeness. It's unimaginable, what terrifying enhancement you would receive if all three secret martial pathways reached perfection. After this battle, I will assist you with all my might in the undying ascetic practice of the Extreme Fist pathway until you succeed..."
   

        The elder's will surged, seemingly infused with an indescribable emotion.
   

        Perhaps, it was relief.
   

        Having a successor who could carry forward the Southern Dipper Boxing Method was indeed a big blessing!
   

        "Alright!"
   

        "But first, we have to win this battle."
   

        A low and calm voice came from beneath the Demon Idol Helmet.
   

        However, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist underestimated Casio's ambitions. Casio doesn't just aim for completion in the three Southern Dipper Fists; he seeks the unification of the three!
   

        Three Mental Methods, the unification of three personalities, the unity of the three fists!
   

        That should be the ultimate realm that no one has ever reached.
   

        In the last Retrospection's final battle, Casio briefly experienced a scaled-down, rudimentary version of the unity of three fists, which was a force that swept away all before it.
   

        It was that moment.
   

        That made him determined to attain that tremendous power.
   

        "I'm really looking forward to it..."
   

        Upon the earth, the massive and terrifying body of the Golem slowly turned around, calmly surveying its surroundings. The dense Calamity Fog, dark and vague as if it were waves, blocked the view. Normally, nothing was visible, but the bright Blood Moon in the sky outlined many contours in the fog.
   

        Thud, thud, thud, thud...
   

        Heavy footsteps approached relentlessly, terrifying figures invaded, from front, back, left, and right, each location had a Dark Ultimate Entity closing in.
   

        A solidifying, heavy, terrifying atmosphere spread.
   

        "Besides these, there's also that guy above, scared?"
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, enveloped in a red halo, stood on the shoulders of the Steel Golem, seemingly casually asking Casio.
   

        "Scared? Would you be scared of the food you eat every day? Hehehe..."
   

        The Golem laughed deeply, rumbling within the Metal Mask.
   

        "HAHAHAHAHA..." Blood Vulture Dominant Fist also burst into laughter; what he really wanted to mention was Shakadoth, born from the Blood Moon, the already unsealed Sinful Demon Well, the Ultimate Calamity. Back in the Ancient Era, only the three Southern Dipper Fists dared to confront Shakadoth directly, it being the embodiment of terror. Hence, Blood Vulture worried that Casio might be affected.
   

        But it seems that Casio appears even more composed than himself.
   

        "Alright! Let us of the Southern Dipper Vein... test their mettle..."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist lifted both arms, gently assuming a combat stance.
   

        "Fighting and slaughtering, most delighted of all!"
   

        Golem Casio emitted a joyful sound, with steel arms spread wide and a cloak of black Devil's Flame fiercely fluttering behind him, an aura of terror instantly bursting forth.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Battle is about to erupt.
   

        While the projection of Dual Blood Moons over Xiadu is still nurturing, the Ultimate Dark Entities on the earth, leveraging their numerical advantage, have already come charging forward.
   

        Deafening roars shake the universe.
   

        The earth cracks and crumbles under the collision of terrifying forces.
   

        Circles of concentric shock waves sweep across nearly a thousand kilometers.
   

        Each Ultimate Dark Entity wielded their own ultimate powers of calamity, raising hands to summon storms and stamping feet to strike with thunder, their mythical powers released again and again. These are akin to the backdrop of mechanistic divine descent stories in religious tales. 
   

        And such beings have reached double digits here.
   

        Moreover, these ultimate beings are now collectively surrounding two silhouettes.
   

        Thud, thud, thud, thud!
   

        In the gray-white Calamity fog, beneath the bloody red moonlight.
   

        Occasionally, ferocious Blood Vulture Birds engulfed in flames furiously take to the sky. With a spread of their wings, numerous Ultimate Dark Entities are thrown into the air.
   

        On the ground, steel Golem storms forward throwing a punch, blood rain exploding and spreading. Some Ultimate Dark Entities' limbs are blown apart, sending them screaming in retreat.
   

        The two cultivators of Southern Dipper Boxing Method freely display their fighting poses, their hands interpreting combat skills and art. They epitomize all fighting styles and schools of combat, encapsulating the essence of human secret martial arts over millions of years.
   

        At this moment, their performance is thoroughly unreserved.
   

        Clang!
   

        Three heavy mountain-like blades chop down on Golem's Armor, terrifying golden-red sparks expanding and high-temperature flames sweeping across. Casio remains unmoved like a mountain, while his silvery steel arms strike out like pythons. The blades are twisted apart, and even some limbs of Ultimate Dark Entities are torn off, gruesomely falling as screams ring out.
   

        Metal Helmet is slightly bowed, red pupils eyeing the three slashes on the chest, the hot energy flowing inside, beginning to heal the cracks.
   

        "If it's just this intensity, even if this battle continues for hundreds or thousands of years, I will still remain perfectly unharmed in my peak state..."
   

        At the center of the battlefield, Golem suddenly throws another punch, colliding with an enormous beastly paw swatting through the fog, smashing it back.
   

        "However, it seems like the main act is about to begin..."
   

        He suddenly looks up at the sky, observing the two descending Blood Moons.
   

        At this moment, the overlapping double moons occupy half of the sky in the World of Calamities, and the entire surface of the moons appear to merge with the earth, especially where the two moons overlap with a protruding black hand like a tall ring mountain reaching towards the earth.
   

        Scales extend along the arm, five fingers blooming like a lotus throne.
   

        And at the palm's center, a curled-up shadow has unknowningly stood up, arms uplifting, seemingly completing a sinister ceremony with special significance. An infinite expanse of Calamity fog is drawn towards it, forming a giant vortex like a black hole.
   

        And in the center of the vortex, the shadow slowly descends.
   

        It turns its head, observing the furious combat at the center of the battlefield.
   

        A grand voice arises.
   

        "All returns to oblivion, at the end of darkness, calamity is eternal..."
   

        "Shakadoth, Judgment Day!"
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        The colossal will darkened the skies, sweeping across the cosmos.
   

        Everyone could easily comprehend the message this will conveyed.
   

        Xiadu, Xiadu Kala, like an ancient spell, this mysterious name signified the Endless Calamity. It was once a conceptual being within the World of Calamities. Wherever disaster went, there was Xiadu Kala.
   

        It represented a transcendental realm, an existence beyond.
   

        Even the Ultimate Dark Entity was inferior, aiming straight for the source of calamity.
   

        Originally, no one could match Xiadu Kala; in that state, even the Southern Dipper Three Fist was helpless. However, in a fragment of time forgotten in the ancient era, the Southern Dipper Three Fist joined forces with another mysterious power and executed an inconceivable tactic.
   

        Xiadu Kala was forcibly stripped from its conceptual level.
   

        No longer omnipresent, no longer almighty.
   

        It gained a physical form, it gained the capability to think.
   

        Thereby, it became something that could be strategized against, targeted.
   

        Though still mighty, residing at the pinnacle of all Ultimate Dark Entities.
   

        But, no longer flawless, no longer invincible.
   

        The final outcome spoke for itself. The physical manifestation of Xiadu Kala was split into three parts, each imprisoned within the Gates of Spirit, Mind, and Body. These represented the vast ocean of history formed by all beings within the Real World through birth, aging, sickness, and death.
   

        Firmly suppressing the essence of Xiadu Kala.
   

        In theory, it could be sealed until the end of time.
   

        However, when the Three Gates of Heaven were opened to release the seal, the horrific backlash of the Endless Calamity, the struggle of Xiadu Kala's essence caused Heaven's Gate to shatter, scattering fragments throughout the Real World. Although the Seas of Spirit, Mind, and Body continued to suppress Xiadu's essence, the existence of the Door Fragments presented Xiadu with an opportunity to reassemble the gate and break the seal.
   

        The Door Organization was thus born for this very reason.
   

        Generation after generation of scheming, generation after generation of preparations, were to find the opportunity to reopen Heaven's Gate. Unfortunately, they succeeded, at the end of Hong Li Empire, during that empire-destroying war. The fragments collected by one of the Heaven's Gates were enough, the gate opened!
   

        One-third of Xiadu's essence returned, almost sweeping across the living world.
   

        The White Bird Sacred Fist took action, with the Burning Water Bird soaring to the sky. Among the three Southern Dipper Holy Fists, the most powerful White Bird sacrificed his original essence, unleashing the ultimate attack on Xiadu's essence that just emerged from Heaven's Gate! A severe injury! Even Xiadu's original form, more powerful than the top-ranked Ultimate Dark Entity in the Endless Calamity, suffered unimaginable damage. The Burning White Bird Marking was deeply engraved upon it!
   

        It was due to this unexpected turn of events, this delay, that Xiadu, having successfully broken one seal, was unable to sweep across everything. But now, after over a hundred years of recuperation, it has regained the ability to act once more.
   

        At great cost, the will acted through the essence, descending forcefully to affect the World of Calamities. Although this method cost far less than the essence acting in person, the price was still substantial. In the worst-case scenario, the Burning White Bird Marking would backfire. Even under normal circumstances, this would significantly prolong the time needed for a full restoration to its perfect state.
   

        But, at this moment, Xiadu had to take action.
   

        Because Totem King Cassius fell, one of the Southern Dipper Three Fist—the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist—was unleashed. The ally of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist seemed to be an extremely powerful Southern Dipper Holy Fist that emerged out of nowhere.
   

        The two of them joined forces against the enemy, a mere siege by the Ultimate Dark Entities that could freely move around the outskirts of the World of Calamities was insufficient! Xiadu had to take matters into its own hands, planning to eliminate this threat and the variables. Otherwise, if Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Golem Casio were allowed to wreak havoc in the World of Calamities unbridled, the already tilted balance towards disaster might well be tipped back by those blood-stained hands! This was the worst-case scenario.
   

        "Rumble… Rumble…"
   

        In the sky of the World of Calamities, it seemed as if thunderclaps erupted.
   

        Columns of blood-red lightning, like dense tree roots, crawled and extended through every inch of Air, connecting heaven and Earth, covering every corner.
   

        And amidst this myriad of lightning, Xiadu descended.
   

        It took the form of an ordinary human silhouette, shrouded in a hazy mist. As it fell, countless Afterimages stretched and only faded after a long time, as if the surroundings weren't Air but Amber, which would brand Xiadu's movements eternally upon the heavens and the Earth. Each second, each freeze-frame motion, each image of Xiadu, was eternal, indestructible.
   

        On the ground, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Golem Casio, encircled by Ultimate Dark Entities, had their attention fully drawn, staring fixedly at Xiadu.
   

        The surrounding air was oppressively heavy, almost suffocating.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist suddenly spoke up, cautioning.
   

        "Casio, be extremely careful!"
   

        "Do you see those Black Afterimages behind Xiadu?"
   

        "Each one is a living Xiadu!"
   

        "What do you mean!?" Casio's expression grew even more solemn.
   

        "I mean it literally, every Afterimage is a Trace of Xiadu from the previous timeline in the World of Calamities! If you and I unite and Burst forth, killing the Xiadu at the forefront, it will instantly revert to its position from the previous World Branding! And so it cycles back and forth until the last Afterimage…"
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist enunciated each word, his voice remarkably clear and grave.
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        "What!" Casio's red pupils flashed, instantly realizing the trouble at hand.
   

        This meant that Xiadu had as many lives as it had brands! Killing it once was utterly useless; Xiadu would return to the last brand point, that is, the previous afterimage. A bizarre ability, extremely bizarre!
   

        Casio, during the fifth retrospection of the final battle in the Real World,
   

        Had not seen any extra techniques from Xiadu.
   

        There were many reasons for this.
   

        Firstly, Xiadu had not restored its prime status and strength before opening Heaven's Gate. Secondly, after it was opened, Casio had summoned the Thorns Annihilate Sonic Death Soldier and entered the Three-fist Unite State, not giving Xiadu any extra time to act. Lastly, and most importantly,
   

        Xiadu, at that time, was in the Real World.
   

        But at this moment, here, it was on its home ground, the World of Calamities!
   

        "Blood Vulture, if that's the case. Doesn't it mean that Xiadu is invincible in the World of Calamities?" Casio's eyes flickered. After the initial shock, he quickly realized something was amiss: "Although this ability is indeed very bizarre and powerful, it is not invincible, and certainly not without a solution."
   

        "The last afterimage or World Brand will vanish over time. That is to say, the timestamps of these afterimages are constantly refreshing. If we inflict damage on Xiadu without being fatal, over time, all the afterimages it leaves behind will be in a wounded state. In that case, even if we join forces to thoroughly kill Xiadu, when it returns to the previous afterimage, it will still be in an injured state..."
   

        "Then, maybe we can choose not to kill Xiadu, but allow it to remain in a critically injured state, the kind that poses no threat to us at all..." Casio suddenly turned his head, looking at the faintly smiling Blood Vulture Dominant Fist next to him.
   

        "Haha, exactly, you catch on quick."
   

        "But what if, Xiadu chooses to commit suicide?" asked Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        "Committing suicide every time it gets hurt. Always keeping its brand afterimages in prime condition, it has done such a thing before…"
   

        Casio's will transmitted swiftly: "Then we prevent it from committing suicide."
   

        "Besides, Xiadu now is not what it used to be. Perhaps, the former Xiadu could perpetually perform the cycle of suicide, always at its peak. But now, only one-third of Xiadu's prime body is free, and it has also been severely injured by the White Bird Sacred Fist! Finally, the prime body isn't here; it's just the will affecting a projection of the World of Calamities. For it to use such techniques, it could not possibly do so without any cost. The prime body is definitely under tremendous pressure..."
   

        "So, no matter what tactics Xiadu has. We, just need to battle! It wants us to pay a price, then it itself will also have to pay a grim price! Blood Vulture, don't forget, when I helped you recover your Prime Wound, I deliberately stored some Life vibration energy for emergencies. Perhaps in a battle of attrition... we still have the upper hand!"
   

        "That's the spirit, that's the spirit! Hahahaha…" Blood Vulture Dominant Fist suddenly burst out laughing upon hearing Casio's words.
   

        Xiadu might possess the bizarre World Brand technique, but Casio, too, has marvelous Golem Secret Weapons. Both of them are monsters capable of rapidly regenerating health and mana, always maintaining peak condition.
   

        But by comparison, I myself seem more like a regular person.
   

        Of course, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist could not possibly be ordinary. How could an ordinary being, from the Ancient Era, have dragged Xiadu down from the even more terrifying Concept Level? The thing is, at present, his strength has not been fully recovered; he has not returned to the complete state of Southern Dipper. If Blood Vulture were in his complete state, facing Xiadu's power projection, the solution would be simpler—kill all of Xiadu's densely packed brand afterimages one by one!
   

        "Alas, in the end, I've grown old and less useful…" Blood Vulture Dominant Fist sighed, then suddenly made his move. His palm formed an exaggerated Eagle Claw shape, overlapping with the fiery red illusion of the Blood Vulture Bird. His power burst forth terrifyingly, and with one grab, two Ultimate Dark Entities that had approached Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Casio were sent flying. Deep and ominous claw marks pierced through their massive bodies, almost bisecting them.
   

        The exchange of wills between him and Casio had only happened in an instant.
   

        The Ultimate Dark Entities that had been repelled had only just managed to approach again and had yet to launch an attack. In the sky, blood-colored Lightning thundered with howls, and the smoky silhouette of Xiadu plummeted at an extreme speed.
   

        Whoosh, Bang!!!
   

        A Black Meteor streaked across the sky, immediately causing an Explosion.
   

        At the core of the Explosion, a Black Meteor pressed down, and two blood-colored silhouettes surged towards the heavens. The three were in close proximity; Casio's terrifying red glowing eyes, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's blood-colored pupils, and Xiadu's Vortex-like eyes locked in a fierce stare down, clashing with horrendous Momentum.
   

        "So it's the two of you who killed Cassius!?"
   

        The grand voice exploded, as if the majesty of heaven descended.
   

        Although Xiadu said two, its attention was more on Casio. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was an old acquaintance; if he had killed Cassius, while Xiadu would have been shocked, it wasn't impossible.
   

        What surprised it more, in fact, was the youngster next to Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        He also had the Aura of Southern Dipper, and two completely different ones at that!
   

        No, not just two, but a third one that was weaker, more deeply hidden. It had not reached the level of a Saint Fist, but it was very close!
   

        This person, he actually possessed three complete Southern Dipper Secret Transmissions!
   

        What exactly did the Southern Dipper Vein intend to do by deliberately nurturing this person?
   

        "Cassius, it blocked my way, how could it not die?!"
   

        Casio's pupils glowed red with intense light, as if lava was spurting out, his dominant will roaring forth: "Anything that blocks my path must die, and that includes you!"
   

        "Xiadu!!!"
   

        Boom!!! A punch is thrown, and the entire sky shatters.
   

        The power converges to the extreme, the mighty strength that can move mountains and fill seas, coiled into a tiny fist. At the moment of impact, it bursts!
   

        Thud! Like a black meteor descending, Xiadu, likewise a black meteor, is sent tumbling back. A flash of surprise crosses its eyes; the might of the Demon Idol actually lies in the hands of a human, and it seems like a completely mutated golem. Swallowing too many of its own kind, has it triggered an unimaginable evolution? How intriguing, even Xiadu feels its horizons expanding.
   

        "Moonfall..."
   

        High altitude, as the power dips to its lowest, Xiadu plummets once more. At the same moment, the exaggeratedly protruding dark green scaled giant arms from the center of the terrifying twin Blood Moons that occupy half the sky press down furiously.
   

        Void! Void! Void!
   

        The air is compressed inch by inch, forming visible shock rings.
   

        That hand, both beast-like and human, instantly covers the entire firmament, slamming down with a mighty crash. On the immense and fierce contour, every dark green scale is the size of a mountain from the World of Calamities.
   

        Layer upon layer of scales form the palm, eclipsing heaven and earth.
   

        "It doesn't matter who you are."
   

        "It doesn't matter how you've secretly grown."
   

        "It doesn't matter what schemes the Southern Dipper Vein has concocted!"
   

        "Right here, all threats will be extinguished in their cradles!"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The palm smashes down, the heavens shatter, the earth splits, the world trembles.
   

        Beneath the center of the palm, where power condenses most horrifically.
   

        Suddenly, two silver-white steel fists appear, like an overlord lifting a cauldron, thrusting arms towards the sky, firmly withstanding! Below, the massive frame of the golem is revealed, legs bent and spread apart, broad shoulders stretched wide, arms positioned like an impregnable iron wall. Crack crack crack, the joints resonate.
   

        Cracks race across the surface of the armor, rapidly spreading and enlarging.
   

        But in the roaring of the life vibration energy, they revert to their original state.
   

        Especially the most severely damaged, nearly collapsed feet.
   

        In an instant, they are restored.
   

        The Golem Secret Martial Art, with eighty percent of its technique progress, boasts exaggerated and terrifying strength and defense. Before this, double-digit Ultimate Dark Entities took turns attacking, unleashing all sorts of ultimate moves, barely causing minor damage to the armor's surface. Xiadu's single strike could cause parts of the golem's body to collapse, which is extremely powerful. But, that's as far as it can go.
   

        As long as the body of the Casio Golem can't be instantly crushed, collapsed.
   

        Then, this attack, all is in vain!
   

        Just a bit more life vibration energy is needed to restore the state.
   

        "Think you can strangle me in the cradle?!"
   

        "Ha ha ha..." Casio, shoulders bearing the giant palm, bursts into laughter.
   

        His steel skull lifts, red eyes beneath the mask blazing fiercely.
   

        "Buzz!"
   

        A bloody red light flashes, the massive shoulders of the golem blur with vibration.
   

        Two exaggerated steel arms pummel towards the colossal palm crazily.
   

        "Bang bang bang bang bang bang bang..."
   

        "Sorry, Xiadu, I am now beyond anyone's control!!!!!"
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            Boom Boom Boom!
   

            Power sufficient to move mountains and fill seas, speed so fast only afterimages can be seen, aura surging like erupting magma. At this moment, the Demon Colossus swung its fists towards the sky, each strike comparable to high-speed missiles propelled by raging fuel. The steel fists collided with the scaly giant palm, causing explosions.
   

            Golden red firelight connected in a series, resembling a downpour of fire.
   

            Amidst the terrifyingly expanding blaze, Golem Casio's soaring, exploding will surged skyward, augmenting his punches that whipped out dark afterimages.
   

            "Just a mere projection of Xiadu's true form!!!"
   

            Boom! Bang!!!
   

            A punch shot to the heavens, the Jet-black Mountains and Rivers at the borderland shuddered, and the vast earth quaked. Fragile areas even developed deep, bottomless, pitch-black rifts. This was due to the force-transfer from the recoil of the Golem's power.
   

            In opposition, an even more fearsome and horrifying force surged forth.
   

            A black scaly giant hand rose furiously from the place where the twin Blood Moons overlapped, stretching out to obscure the sky and the cloud layer, intent on flattening the entire borderland's tectonic plate. With a sudden jolt, the massive palm, seemingly containing the veins of mountains and rivers, gushed blood, uncontrollably rising hundreds of meters.
   

            On the ground, the massive and imposing body of the Golem presented a pillar-hoisting stance.
   

            Every outline of its body shrouded by the Blood Moon exuded an indescribable sense of terrifying power, on the verge of bursting forth and dominating the world.
   

            Screech!!!
   

            A brutal cry of a Blood Vulture came from behind Casio.
   

            Seizing the opportunity, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist soared into the sky, turning into a trail of crimson light. Accelerating rapidly, bang bang bang bang! Thousands of strikes appeared at the same time on the giant palm surface transformed by Xiadu's true form projection, dense Blood Vulture palm prints tearing through the air, astonishingly sharp and fierce. The crimson light transformed by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist accelerated wildly, weaving red circles around the projection of Xiadu's true form.
   

            Where the red lines passed, attacks and destruction followed.
   

            Crackling, crackling...
   

            Stacks upon stacks of blood-red death teeth marks covered the surface of the true form projection. The power of the Southern Dipper and the Endless Calamity collided, madly nullifying and obliterating each other.
   

            "It's true, my power has not yet fully recovered."
   

            "But it's not something an avatar like you can easily suppress..."
   

            "Not to mention, I have an incredibly strong ally!"
   

            Blood Vulture Dominant Fist shot up from between the fingers of the giant palm, streaking towards the pinnacle of the sky where Xiadu was. His blood-red eyes shone with an intense will to slaughter. To be honest, if this battle involved only him, it would definitely be an extremely fierce and vicious fight. After all, the besiegement of over a dozen freely moving Dark Ultimate Entities, coupled with the will projection of Xiadu.
   

            Such a luxurious lineup would strip one of a layer of skin even if it didn't result in death.
   

            But, with Golem Casio aiding me, the situation is completely different!
   

            This heir of the Southern Dipper Vein has profound heritage; his strength is unbelievably powerful. His mastery of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method has seemingly reached the late stages of the Holy Fist Realm, and he has ambitiously cultivated three Southern Dipper Boxing Methods simultaneously—a feat never seen before! Plus, he possesses the Golem Secret Weapon, an esoteric martial art almost beyond comprehension. Even Xiadu's true form projection's palm strike can be forcefully withstood with his flesh; he is simply maxed out in both offense and defense!
   

            With such a war fortress-like companion at my side, fighting together, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist can unleash himself and brawl to his heart's content!
   

            Swoosh, a streak of blood-light traced a straight path across the sky.
   

            "Let's go!"
   

            Hovering above the clouds, under the Blood Moon, the will of Xiadu vibrated.
   

            All Dark Ultimate Entities charged furiously, their heavy footsteps thunderously shattering the earth, their formidable vast bodies smashing mountains, raising tidal waves. A terribly dense calamity, practically suffocating, surrounded Golem Casio on the ground. This time, it was truly a one against over a dozen!
   

            Creak creak creak... beneath the steel helmet, his blood-red gaze scanned all around.
   

            With a slight turn, calm and composed, he held the posture of a towering mountain.
   

            He opened his arms, and from the gaps of his steel armor emerged a high-temperature glow like molten magma. His palms clenched into fists with a crackling sound, and a pair of fluorescent boxing gloves slowly appeared.
   

            The surrounding air, even the ubiquitous crimson moonlight, was cut, twisted, and devoured by the aura emitted by the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldiers.
   

            At this moment, the Golem's fists were like two horrific black hole vortices.
   

            Boom Boom Boom!
   

            Ahead, three Dark Ultimate Entities charged furiously, their gargantuan feet brutally cracking the earth, their immense bodies pressing down like a mountain of descending meteorites.
   

            To the left, a dense expanse of Bone Forest spread, exuding extreme eeriness and silence. Within the Bone Forest, several Dark Ultimate Entities' gazes probed as if watching a dead man. Driven by the power of the originating vast calamity, a giant bone maw roared as it charged out.
   

            To the right, and the rear, similar scenarios unfolded.
   

            The area occupied by the Golem, even if the surrounding attacks had not yet arrived, the ground and air were already cracking and swirling. The grey-black substance of the calamity was so intense it was visibly liquefying!
   

            "The Heart of the Overlord Fist is madly throbbing within me again!"
   

            "Hahaha, thank you, thank you!"
   

            All calamities, all auras, locked on the center of the vortex.
   

            Exhilarated by laughter, Casio raised his arms beside him, and they forcefully came together in front of his chest. Fingers overlapping as if in prayer, almost Buddha-like, all aura dropped to an all-time low, as if lifeless. Just as the attacks arrived...
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        He suddenly raised his head, imprinting the situation of the entire battlefield into his mind, with every siege turning into another boundless Dominant Thought in Casio's heart.
   

        "Unrivaled and Invincible!"
   

        "Fist of the Overlord!"
   

        Ding!!!
   

        The Golem's entire body burst out with a blazing intense red Qi.
   

        Massive Qi roiled, morphing into a brutal roaring human face in the sky. And that crazed face, was none other than Casio's own original visage!
   

        "Roar!!!!"
   

        More than a dozen Dark Ultimate Level entities encircled in one spot, causing a terrifying collision to erupt.
   

        **************************************
   

        In the sky, the battle between the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Xiadu's projection had already unfolded.
   

        A human-shaped shadow was being pulled rapidly at high altitude, its entire body emitting a hazy smoke. Another blood-colored meteor streaked by, entangling with the human-shaped shadow, continuously colliding and striking. If one could see through the black smoke and blood-colored halo, they would see the two silhouettes fiercely contesting each other with combat skills.
   

        Every move, every style, straightforward and lethally primitive!
   

        Exuding a unique charm, as if they were the rules of this world.
   

        Interpreting fists, interpreting techniques. Each strike was infused with an absolutely domineering philosophy, a will forever resolute—this was a clash of philosophies and wills. Without a decisive winner in will, the battle would not cease!
   

        "A projection is just a projection!"
   

        "Thinking one projection can resolve everything, Xiadu, you have become complacent!"
   

        The speed of the blood-colored meteor suddenly surged, instantly blinking to the side of Xiadu. A punch was thrown out, with the burning, gathered Blood Vulture howling and rushing forward.
   

        Thud!!!
   

        Xiadu's silhouette was violently thrown out, dragging a trail of afterimages through the air.
   

        Once the speed slightly slowed, under the Blood Moon, one could see the human-shaped shadow had sustained injuries. There were marks of high-speed raptorial rending on the left shoulder, a slit that spanned half the side. Calamity Power was wildly gushing out from the wound, staining half the sky's cloud layer black.
   

        Indeed, just as the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist said, a projection is merely a projection, and the descending will is not the true body appearing. Although Xiadu could influence the World of Calamities with his will while freeing his true self, it was still somewhat weak. Solely relying on a projection, it was impossible to pose a threat to the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Thus, there was a matching ability with the projection, Afterimage Imprint, enabling continued combat.
   

        Swoosh, swoosh!
   

        High up in the sky, one black and one red silhouettes swept forward one after the other.
   

        Xiadu was sent flying backward, slowing down.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was in pursuit, continuously accelerating, its right hand glowing crimson.
   

        A few moments later, a red light flashed in Blood Vulture's eyes, and he plunged into the fray.
   

        However, Xiadu's black silhouette watched this scene and weirdly smirked.
   

        Boom!
   

        A powerful fist tore through Xiadu, passing right through, effortlessly. Xiadu's silhouette twisted and disintegrated on the spot, like a clump of ashes. The force unleashed by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist didn't hit anything substantial but howled past, blasting away the entire left side cloud layer and fog in the sky.
   

        Swoosh...
   

        Far away, at the spot where Xiadu was previously struck flying by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        A black afterimage gradually solidified, turning amber-like, and finally completely transformed into Xiadu. Unscathed, without any damage whatsoever.
   

        "It's useless, in this realm, I am truly invincible..."
   

        Watching the returning flying blood-colored meteor, he smiled, spreading his arms. A terrifying aura dispersed, attracting the surrounding Calamity Fog above his head. It formed into a massive vortex, resembling the Devil's Eye.
   

        "Kill me hundreds, thousands of times if you will..."
   

        "And I, just need to kill you once, that's enough."
   

        Xiadu swung down his palm, and within the fog vortex, a massive fist reaching from heaven to earth thundered down, as if to shatter the Earth itself.
   

        Thud! The blood-colored radiant light instantly expanded into a wing-flapping flying giant vulture.
   

        The Blood Vulture violently collided, showing no intention of retreating.
   

        The two collided explosively, tearing apart the void as blood light and black fog howled. The fog giant fist immediately collapsed, and from within, a slightly dim Blood Vulture Bird flew out, its scarlet eyes fixing on the direction of Xiadu.
   

        The next second, the blood-dripping beak engulfed it in one bite.
   

        With a boom, a massive shock occurred inside, and black smoke emerged from the gaps of the bird's mouth. Above the sharp beak, the giant bird's pupil moved, locking onto a position not far away. There, Xiadu's silhouette of black smoke reappeared.
   

        At this moment, he was quietly floating in mid-air, like a sculpture.
   

        The corners of his mouth slightly curled up in a smile, seemingly carrying a hint of composed disdain.
   

        "You see, it's useless, hehehe..."
   

        "Hehehe, hahahahaha…" Blood Vulture Dominant Fist burst into laughter along with Xiadu, even their loud laughter overwhelming his.
   

        Xiadu's face suddenly changed, seemingly realizing something.
   

        Boom!! Roar!!!
   

        Below, on the ground, suddenly, a massive explosion and a bellowing roar erupted. That roar carried a domineering arrogance, heroically defiant and adamantly strong. Within it, there was a will that instilled fear in all attackers! Despair breeds fear, as the Demon Colossus tramples through hell!
   

        Boom, a massive blood-red face rapidly expanded, crazily stretching towards the high altitude. The will-formed face with Qi, with fiercely dominant aura between its brows, its scarlet eyes aligned perfectly with Xiadu's figure, confronting each other through the air. Hahaha! The Qi giant face laughed loudly.
   

        The corners of its mouth split, echoing like thunderous rumbling.
   

        "Power! Power! Power!"
   

        At the center of the ground battlefield, massive silhouettes rapidly flew out. Some fiercely smashed into the earth, creating dark abyssal pits, others plowed deep trenches directly, while others staggered out.
   

        The most miserable one had half of its limbs torn away. The entire arm and shoulder soared into the sky, spraying blood rain while streaking across the sky.
   

        At the apex of the sky, Xiadu stoically confronted Blood Vulture Dominant Fist in silence. Beside him, that gigantic, mountain-like severed limb sprayed blood as it passed.
   

        Stirring the winds and clouds, leaving a sky filled with blood.
   

        Its eyes slightly narrowed, all the incoming blood rain evaporated mid-air, seemingly blocked by a transparent layer of force.
   

        "This person's strength… is actually…"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Below Xiadu's figure, suddenly, an immense silver-white palm shot up towards the sky, fiercely gripping towards the heavens as if to tear down the two hanging Blood Moons. Gale howled, air trembled.
   

        The five massive steel fingers tore through the tempest, suddenly closing together!
   

        Thump!!!
   

        The palm gripped Xiadu, ruthlessly crushing him, a terrifying force pouring out like a nuclear explosion. Rings of shockwaves rippled from between the fingers.
   

        Swoosh... A wisp of black smoke restored at the previous mark location.
   

        Xiadu looked at Casio, his gaze reassessing. He had already given a high evaluation, but now it seemed that evaluation wasn't enough.
   

        This person was able to repel numerous attackers under the siege of several Dark Ultimate Entities, and even strike at him the next second. Golem Casio, was already extremely close to ranking top ten among the endless calamities as a Dark Ultimate Level entity. Or to say, just a step short of rivaling entities like the Totem King. Even according to past records, those who were once claimed to be close to top ten Dark Ultimate Entities, none were as close as Golem Casio.
   

        Golem Casio is indeed the first under the Perfect State Southern Dipper Three Fist, Peak Totem King, and True Ancestor of Blood, and even whether the Peak Totem King can deal with Casio now is uncertain, as he also possesses a Dark Ultimate Level mighty physique, with incredibly astonishing defensive and self-healing abilities.
   

        It's precisely because of this mutated Golem physique that Casio could face the siege of several Dark Ultimate Entities, even more effortlessly than Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. This difference arises from their respective strengths.
   

        Whiz, a black silhouette burning with Devil's Flame soared from the ground.
   

        His entire body Qi emanated an extremely abundant sense of power.
   

        Just like the iron palm that burst Xiadu into the sky earlier!
   

        "It seems that today, I will return without success…"
   

        At the apex of the sky, the floating Xiadu. Looking down at Casio rushing up from below, and also casting a serious look at the eager Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        "Return without success?"
   

        The black Shadow Demon, like a swift meteor, revealed Casio's face.
   

        His gaze fixed tightly on Xiadu, flames burning in his pupils.
   

        "No! I want you to suffer immense losses!!!"
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        Costs...
   

        When anyone makes the wrong choice, they pay the price.
   

        Xiadu is no exception.
   

        Before it triggered the hunt and kill against the Blood Vulture and Casio in the World of Calamities, it misjudged the situation and underestimated both of them. So, Xiadu made the wrong choice. It soon found out in real battle that the Tyrant Fist of the Blood Vulture was far from a frail state of being at the end of its rope but had already recovered to two-thirds of its original formidable combat strength. Casio was the same, even more beyond expectations, able to repel the simultaneous assault of more than a dozen Ultimate Dark Entities.
   

        That's why Xiadu might have to pay a hefty price.
   

        Under the Overlapping Blood Moon at the zenith of the sky, the situation was locked in.
   

        The smoky silhouette of Xiadu floated quietly in mid-air, hands hanging naturally, its Face twisted and blurred. The Calamity Power breathed in and out, resonating with the flickering Blood Moon above, representing a certain unique frequency.
   

        It slightly turned its body, eyes sweeping back and forth.
   

        Behind it, an old man whose Silhouette was wrapped in Qi, looked on with covetous eyes. His long hair, filled with a dense Killing Intention, danced wildly, exuding an unimaginably tyrannical Aura. On his Shoulders and back, the ferocious phantasm of a Blood Vulture Bird spread its wings as if engulfed in Flames. Its head raised to the sky, a blood-dripping beak wide open, seemingly ready to swallow the moon!
   

        In front, a towering silhouette stood erect, strong arms folded across his chest, his face bore an extremely Cold and sinister smirk. A terrifying Aura dispersed, like the Black Magic Flame of a ghostly dance soaring to the sky. The hem of the large Trench Coat fluttered with the rising current, as if a cape lifted toward the heavens.
   

        Malevolence, an oceanic vastness of malevolence.
   

        In this moment, it was as if condensed into roiling massive waves, hundreds of meters high, crashing down. It appeared to engulf people into the vortex, dragging them to the bottom of a desperate Deep Sea. Any existence at this moment had to be intensely solemn.
   

        "So this is how Cassius fell..." mused the projection of Xiadu with a slight sigh.
   

        At this moment, it realized the true cause behind the fall of the Totem King.
   

        "It seems that just a projection of will really was overly confident..."
   

        The very next second as its will descended, Tyrant Fist of the Blood Vulture and Golem Casio launched their attacks, one after the other. A red and a black Fist tore through the sky at breakneck speed, friction igniting terrifying sparks, aimed at the projection of Xiadu!
   

        BOOM!!!
   

        Light and heat splattered everywhere.
   

        The dreadful sound of the Explosion shocked the universe.
   

        A mushroom-shaped swelling cloud roared past.
   

        At the very center of the outburst of power, Xiadu's smoky silhouette was badly damaged; the arms it used to block the attack shattered instantly, and with them, the entire limbs disappeared. Its Aura faded swiftly.
   

        "Stopping the force suddenly? You're planning to?!"
   

        The eyes of Xiadu's projection flickered, instantly realizing the intentions of Blood Vulture and Casio.
   

        It decisively disintegrated its inner power, abandoning the body's will's control over the cohesion of Calamity Power, attempting to return to the previous Branding point. But just then, two strange forces that had infiltrated its smoky body abruptly Burst. They interrupted the process, even causing stiffness.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh! BOOM!!!
   

        In that very instant, a shadow of black and a shadow of blood both struck simultaneously.
   

        They attacked Xiadu's projection like lightning, stormy as Gale and Heavy rain. Punches, kicks, elbows, Shoulders, knees, they used everything, with speed inconceivable. But, their force often didn't deliver a killing blow, but merely bombarded the vital nodes of Calamity, scattering the power.
   

        In this moment, Xiadu's smoky silhouette was like a duckweed in the rain, a catkin in the wind, swaying unstably, losing itself. For a time, it seemed to be like dough, arbitrarily twisted and kneaded by the Tyrant Fist of the Blood Vulture and Golem Casio.
   

        After all, it wasn't the original body, but just a will. The projection of Xiadu in the World of Calamities was actually the disturbance of the will of its original body which caused the Calamity Power to accumulate without end. In essence, this body was formed by the convergence of a part of the Endless Calamity of the World of Calamities, far inferior to the real body in both strength and ability.
   

        The only praiseworthy ability was that of the World Brand.
   

        Once the branding ability was broken, the threat of Xiadu's projection would greatly decrease. Even the will that had come could be severely injured by Blood Vulture and Casio. It could definitely be described as a devastating loss.
   

        "So this was your game!"
   

        The battered form of Xiadu trembled with will, its eyes flashed.
   

        "Palm Imprint of the Blood Moon, Fallen Sky Strike!"
   

        Rumble rumble rumble, the two Blood Moons at the sky's zenith vibrated.
   

        At High altitude, Gale roared past, like the shrill wails of countless vengeful ghosts.
   

        The two moons, which were only partially Overlapping, suddenly blurred, appearing to draw closer, showing signs of merging completely.
   

        Under such circumstances, that Scaled palm that grew from the surface of the Blood Moon like a gigantic tree, stretching and falling down towards the Earth of the World of Calamities, began to expand at an extreme speed! The bluish-black Scales solidified bit by bit, shiny and hard-edged, the Aura even more terrifyingly sinful.
   

        Calamity smoke surged out from every seam between the Scales.
   

        Crack crack crack, the sharp claws coalesced, forming into a giant Fist.
   

        BOOM!!!
   

        The strike smashed down, obscuring the heavens as if a continental plate were descending.
   

        "THUD!!!"
   

        A black Giant Statue rose to the sky, like a massive mountain range leaping across the Earth. Meteors and Lightning, howling as they collided with the Fallen Sky Strike.
   

        Boom boom boom boom, a series of huge ring-shaped Shock Waves swept across the heavens.
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        Nearly covered the entire Jet-black Mountains and Rivers and the Crystalline Sand Sea Area.
   

        Two terrifying forces collided wildly, sweeping across the universe. The immense power caused dense cracks to appear all over the Earth beneath.
   

        Crack! On the arms of Casio's golem body, two huge gashes appeared, and fragments crumbled. He was injured but managed to block the strike.
   

        The might of the golem, could almost be called the peak of the Dark Ultimate Level!
   

        However, Casio, who stopped the Fallen Sky Strike, felt no joy in his heart. He turned his head with a cold expression and glanced below.
   

        There, Xiadu was restarting the branding, constantly recovering to the state before being injured. Currently retreating explosively, trying to distance from the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        Previously, he and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist cooperated to target Xiadu, taking turns to disrupt it's power release critically, preventing Xiadu from freely activating the branding ability. It was nearly successful, but Xiadu had kept a contingency; it directly triggered the giant palm on the Blood Moon to deliver the Fallen Sky Strike, forcing Casio to intervene. This caused a slight flaw in their seamless control.
   

        Catching the flaw, Xiadu broke free and restored to its original state.
   

        Below, with a bang, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Xiadu clashed with punches.
   

        A blood-red silhouette pursued, and a Black Meteor shot backwards.
   

        At this moment, the black smoke dispersed, revealing the somewhat blurry contour of Xiadu's face. Although it had escaped the predicament, there was no trace of joy on its face. The giant palm on the Blood Moon indeed was Xiadu's backup, an existence independent from this projection. When the projection was pushed to a corner, the giant palm could act, breaking the deadlock instantly, either to strike at the enemy fatally or allow the projection a brief moment to breathe, activating the branding ability to recover.
   

        But unlike the projection, each activation of the giant palm consumes Xiadu's main body's will, directly affecting the real-world body.
   

        This means, Xiadu's projection can fight endlessly with no repercussions through branding capabilities. However, once the Xiadu's projection falls into a stalemate or dilemma requiring the Blood Moon's giant palm to save the day, then Xiadu's main body would suffer immense consumption. The giant palm of the Blood Moon had already been used twice in this battle across realms, the will consumption is significant.
   

        At this moment.
   

        Xiadu and Casio, both felt the tricky situation of the other.
   

        "Then we can only compare, who can endure more..."
   

        In the center of the battlefield, one above another. Casio and Xiadu's gazes crossed thousands of kilometers, staring at each other, their formidable wills colliding intensely.
   

        Clearly, at this moment, Xiadu had resolved to use the Blood Moon's giant palm at any cost to utterly crush Casio! And Casio felt roughly the same, determined to clash with your Blood Moon's giant palm!
   

        Xiadu's will crossed realms, its main body was injured, and it was also entangled by the White Bird Burning Mark. If its own will is excessively drained in the World of Calamities, unable to suppress its body's injuries, then things would get truly interesting!
   

        "Come!!!"
   

        The golem roared towards heaven, its body engulfed in raging black flames.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        As if responding to Casio's high battle spirit, the area of the overlapping two Blood Moons in the sky continued to increase, the scaly giant palm becoming more swollen and solid!
   

        Supple digits extended, pressing down, terrifying Calamity Power bursting forth.
   

        Boom! Bang bang bang bang bang...
   

        The giant palm slammed down, driving the Demon Colossus all the way towards the World of Calamities continent. The land shifted, mountains fell, and huge trenches formed into rift valleys.
   

        At the center, Golem Casio, holding up his arms and shoulders to the sky, his pupils seeming to spit fire, his entire arms covered in dense fractures. From these cracks, streams of Blood mist burst forth, immediately evaporated by the high temperatures.
   

        The third punch, he caught it!
   

        In the distance, a red and a black figure tangled and fought fiercely, clashing like meteors, exploding rings of Shock Waves and Golden Red Sparks. The black silhouette suddenly turned to look this way, dismissing a fatal strike of the blood shadow, and once more controlling the giant palm to attack.
   

        "You're not dead!? Then take another slap!!!"
   

        Empty! Empty! Empty!
   

        At the zenith, the two Blood Moons rapidly approached, only missing the last small area from overlapping. The scaly giant palm surged fiercely, each scaly crevice resembling a black eye, crazily focusing on Casio.
   

        Fear! Evil! Despair! All sorts of Auras draped downward, overwhelming.
   

        But, would Casio be afraid?
   

        The answer is an absolute no.
   

        In the fifth Retrospection of that great battle, he even faced Xiadu's main body directly from Heaven's Gate and never felt any emotions of fear or despair! Not to mention a mere power projection in the World of Calamities?
   

        Ridiculous! Scare me with a projection?!
   

        "Xiadu... your perspective is far too narrow..."
   

        Casio murmured, his arms spread, Devil's Flame wildly burning.
   

        Boom!!! The Blood Moon's fourth giant palm strike came down, with black cracks appearing around the Contour of the palm imprint, as if space itself had collapsed.
   

        Clang! A massive ring of white Shock Waves swept across the Earth.
   

        The ground itself rolled and shook like ocean waves.
   

        At the center of the shock wave, a pit billowing with black smoke was unfathomably deep, its surrounding residual powers colliding, continuously obliterating the air. Crack, at the edge of the pit, a scorched iron palm firmly grasped. Swoosh, a broken colossal silhouette soared up again.
   

        "Ha ha ha ha ha..."
   

        The helmet of the Demon Colossus was twisted and deformed, its body could be described as covered in wounds, but it still laughed wildly, brazenly spreading its arms.
   

        Buzz... Beneath the wounds, a scorching hot aura swept past.
   

        The reserved life vibration energy swept through, bit by bit crazily nourishing the damaged cells at the breach, visibly restoring the body of the Demon Colossus. Dense white smoke billowed from the location of the wounds.
   

        Just like rolling steam.
   

        Golem Casio was enveloped in the steam, its colossal body slowly moving into an attack stance, its heavy feet gathering strength, shoulders rising high.
   

        Being defensive was not his style!
   

        This fifth round, Casio, would take the offensive!
   

        "The fifth punch, is mine!!!"
   

        The Demon Colossus soared into the sky, dragging white steam around its body.
   

        Boundless malice, an unstoppable tyranny, burst forth!
   

        On another battlefield, Xiadu's projection suddenly watched this scene, his pupils reflecting the giant palm spanning the zenith, and a black meteor soaring towards the giant palm. His will boiled intensely, never had he felt such a desire to kill someone, a horrifying thought instantly connecting the twin moons in the sky.
   

        "Overlapping Double Moons, the fifth palm!"
   

        Ding! Above the dome, the two blood moons completely overlapped.
   

        A pathway seemed to have been completely opened, the barriers between the two worlds seemed to disappear at that moment, a colossal and terrifying will fully squeezed in!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        In a flip of a palm, the weather changed.
   

        Replacing the sky with a palm, turning the moon into a well!
   

        The entire sky pressed down!
   

        In an instant, the blood moon turned black!
   

        Endless calamities, unreservedly suppressed Casio!
   

        "You dare to fight against me and still be distracted!?"
   

        Suddenly, to the side of Xiadu's projection. Two hovering bloodthirsty pupils lit up, fierce and mad like two red-hot suns.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist struck furiously, in an instant became like thousands of battling afterimages, fists and claws containing terrifying power howled. The whole area was overlaid and covered, receiving a saturation-style terror strike.
   

        In less than an instant, Xiadu's projection collapsed.
   

        The next second, the previous mark of Xiadu's projection appeared.
   

        Boom! A fist wrapped in blood color violently exploded it!
   

        The one before that appeared, a hand claw swooping down from above howled!
   

        Xiadu, died again!
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom... Die die die die die...
   

        In an instant.
   

        Xiadu's projection was killed countless times by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist!
   

        Suddenly, Ding!!!
   

        A clear sound swept across the universe and earth, and then no more sounds were made. It wasn't silence, but a collision so loud it exceeded the limit.
   

        Blood Moon Overlap, the strongest fifth palm replaced the sky in a sweeping motion.
   

        And collided with the terrifying Demon Colossus.
   

        The void exploded, the earth surged with magma!
   

        A fog engulfed, and a stone rain swept through!
   

        In the midst of chaos, only a dark silhouette stood massively.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Five Palm Strikes, is this your limit?"  
   

        The Gale roars, the core of the noticeable shock wave in the air.  
   

        A broken fighter plane embedded in the earth, its left half completely collapsed, fragmented. Only the right half stands tall, its entire lower body buried in the ground, leaving only the imposing but pitiable upper body armor exposed. An iron right arm obliquely supports itself on the Earth.  
   

        Crack, crack, crack, the grating sound of metal friction, then the huge head lifts.  
   

        Beneath a grid-patterned silver-white heavy mask, two red lights flicker.  
   

        "Xiadu, now, it's no longer your era..."  
   

        Boom!   
   

        The iron palm fiercely hits the ground, and Golem Casio, embedded in the earth, shoots upwards, easily rising out. Black mud and gravel peel away, rolling over the cracked armor, sketching out a contour of blood and iron. With feet on the ground, Golem Casio raises its head to the sky.  
   

        At this moment, a blood-colored moonlight shines down, forming an elliptical light column that just envelops the Golem's body.  
   

        The red color flows over the grim armor surface, as if it were fresh blood.  
   

        "Heh, heh... the second time... although it's just a projection..."  
   

        In the sky above, the overlapping double moons 'giant hand that grew out no longer moves an inch, just like a machine that has lost power. With fingers spread, blocking the vault of heaven, only in the palm, a massive fist-shaped hole penetrates it, revealing a blood-colored sky.  
   

        Tens of breaths ago, the last strike, a fist against a palm, unleashed earth-shaking power. Both the Golem's body and the sky-blocking palm print were badly damaged.  
   

        When two great forces collide, both are injured!  
   

        However, the injuries of one of them are the most worthless.  
   

        Huff... wheeze...  
   

        Loud breaths and gasps continue, lifting a gale in front of the Golem's body, sending sand and rocks flying everywhere. At the same time, cracks in the Golem's armor everywhere, even across the entire left half of the body's broken cross-section, emit a blazing white light. Life vibration energy sweeps across like a Tsunami.  
   

        The Golem is recovering from injuries all over its body at an exaggerated speed.  
   

        In the sky, another battlefield, a chaotic hurricane shreds the cloud layer.  
   

        A black smoke silhouette and a blood-colored meteor crazily entangle, fighting in every corner of the sky, like two twinkling, leaping stars. It's seen that both move at incredible speeds, each move already too fast to be clearly visible, only a blurry, violent combat shadow can be seen tearing apart.  
   

        Bang bang bang bang... Boom!  
   

        Thunder roars, the black smoke silhouette explodes in the air, and like rewinding time, continuously folds back to the previous World Brand location. Xiadu's bizarre World Brand ability is almost insoluble, terrifyingly so.  
   

        Just now, during the simultaneous clash of the fifth palm of the Overlapping Double Moons and Casio, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist erupted violently, attempting to kill Xiadu hundreds of times, yet returning without success. And now, his finishing move seems about to repeat the failure.  
   

        Buzz buzz buzz...  
   

        The double moons, already fused together in the dome, suddenly appear to split into double images.  
   

        That, like overwhelming moonlight, wraps and covers the World of Calamities' earth's dreadful will, begins to rapidly decay and weaken. Correspondingly, the blood-colored moonlight quickly dims, and the catastrophe energy in the air rapidly declines in activity.  
   

        Xiadu, who was in a life-and-death struggle with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, continually retracing his steps, suddenly blurs, twisting and distorting, faintly showing signs of disintegration. With a bang, an arm burning with blood-colored flames smashes Xiadu's black smoke silhouette, killing him again. At the previous World Brand location, black smoke is re-condensing, but its color is much darker and the process much slower.  
   

        The phantom of the Blood Vulture Bird flashes by, and before Xiadu can re-condense his silhouette, he is blown up again by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist in mid-air. Bang bang bang bang bang, five consecutive explosive sounds occur, Xiadu is killed five times in a row. At the seventh World Brand location, black smoke condenses, but only barely forms a head.  
   

        Xiadu's face hovers in mid-air, its expression fierce and terrifying.  
   

        His aura is extremely weak, even falling out of the Dark Ultimate Level tier, belonging to the trivial type that Blood Vulture Dominant Fist can obliterate on a whim.  
   

        And all of this is brought on by the mad decline of the primary will.  
   

        Looking up at the sky, the giant hand left with a large hole in the palm rises thunderously, continuously shrinking and shortening. It's as if, at the position of the Overlapping Double Blood Moons, a black hole Vortex is sucking away, rapidly losing power.  
   

        "The primary force's projection has taken five palm strikes, consuming a huge amount. And the last confrontation even damaged the primary will, that damn guy..." Xiadu's head gnashes its teeth, turning to look towards the ground.  
   

        At this moment, Golem Casio also seems to have a premonition, glancing sideways.  
   

        The gaze of two powerful wills, crossing distances of ten thousand to a hundred thousand meters, staring at each other distantly yet seemingly as if they're clashing close by.  
   

        Thunderously, the sky-covering giant hand completely retreats back into the moon, disappearing from sight. And the two Blood Moons completely separate, the extra one rapidly dims, representing the inevitable retreat of Xiadu's will.  
   

        This also causes the head confronting Casio to blur, on the verge of disintegration.  
   

        But even if the power is about to completely collapse, Xiadu's head still targets Casio, his eyes fixedly staring, like two deep abysses.  
   

        "I remember you now, I remember your face! Casio!!"  
   

        Under that seemingly devouring gaze, tens of thousands of meters away, Golem Casio's mask falls off, revealing a face cold and indifferent. On that face, a grim smile gradually blooms with pleasure and provocation, sinister and scary. Chainsaw-like sharp teeth terrifyingly white.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Then remember this face, remember my face..." 
   

        "Impression, make it even more profound! Hehehe..." 
   

        While the golem chuckled deeply, it raised its hand, and mercilessly slid it across its own throat. Crunch. 
   

        A sound reminiscent of a neck being twisted off suddenly rang out. 
   

        But, this sound came from Casio's mouth. 
   

        Simulating how the opponent would be swiftly and neatly killed by him. 
   

        "You!!!" The blurred head of Xiadu roared in anger. 
   

        "Hehehehahahaha!!!" Casio laughed maniacally, looking up to the sky. 
   

        The next second, Xiadu's head disintegrated amidst the maniacal laughter, unwilling to accept its demise. 
   

        With a puff, the black smoke was snuffed out. 
   

        That massive will, capable of stirring storms with ease, completely faded away. 
   

        The battle is over! This was a fight led by the will of Xiadu, rallying two numbers of Ultimate Dark Entities against the Golem Casio and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist; a mad encirclement and kill, which has ultimately drawn its final curtain. The victors are the golem and Blood Vulture. 
   

        And for the defeated dark creatures, the cost was heavy. 
   

        Every Ultimate Dark Entity that participated in the siege was severely injured, with the Southern Dipper Power raging inside and out of their bodies, necessitating a long period to extract. Moreover, during the fight, some Ultimate Dark Entities perished, the Barbaric Plate Bull and The Blood Fiend Tyrant were killed by Casio, and one Ultimate Dark Entity was torn asunder in the sky by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Meaning, a total of three Ultimate Dark Entities have fallen. 
   

        In addition, there were Ultimate Dark Entities with limbs shattered and scattered across the Earth, which also provided useful resources for the Casio Golem Secret Weapon to absorb. 
   

        Lastly, the loss for Xiadu is, without a doubt, tremendous. 
   

        Its will crossed realms to come here, only to return with massive damage. It's unknown whether Xiadu will still be able to suppress the Burning White Bird Marking within itself. 
   

        If it cannot keep it suppressed, that's no joking matter! 
   

        The Real World, Extreme North Ice Abyss, the land of prolonged day and night. 
   

        A vast and furious will returned from beyond the heavens, almost collapsing the entire firmament. A sweeping Gale, and the snow and ice cleared in its wake. 
   

        An eerie silence prevailed, so quiet you could hear a snowflake touch the ground. 
   

        And after the silence, it was the explosive sound of meteorites impacting the Earth. Boom, boom, boom, boom, the land shook, the entire Extremely North Land trembled. Hundreds of kilometers of thick ice layers cracked, with Cold Sea water shooting up to the sky from the crevices. Ice caps tumbled and rolled, and a giant hand of black smoke reached out. 
   

        It grasped the edge of a hole in the Extreme North Ice Abyss, sprawling like a mountain range. 
   

        Splashing sounds as the giant hand, its scales cracked, oozed a blood-like black liquid. On the back of the hand, a Flying Bird-shaped Iron Wing imprint ignited, white Flame burning fiercely. 
   

        Sizzling... 
   

        Black smoke billowed, countering and consuming the pristine white flame. 
   

        But this holy-flavored flame was too overwhelming, erupting with a purifying force. In the blink of an eye, it had already covered nearly two-thirds of the area of the scaly giant hand. Another blink, and the white flame, inching closer, had already driven the ominous black smoke into a corner. 
   

        At the little finger's position, was the remaining area occupied by the black smoke. 
   

        White fire and black smoke, both sides engaged in a standoff over this area. 
   

        On the Cold snowfield, there were terrifying roars and crystal-clear bird calls alternating. Even the day and night went insane, rapidly exchanging due to the clash of the two forces. Sometimes it was the sacred day, sometimes it was the disastrous night. 
   

        Until at a certain moment, the confrontation ceased, and the forces went silent. 
   

        In the Extreme North Ice Abyss, a blackened, nearly unrecognizable scaly giant hand fell and plunged back into the Magma.
   

        "Just a bit, just a little bit more..." 
   

        "All my efforts would've been for naught!" 
   

        A somewhat weakened will echoed in the abyss's depths. 
   

        "But even surviving comes with massive losses. Starting from the unsealing of Heaven's Gate, up to the hundred-plus years of recuperation till now, all gone to waste. My current state is bad..." 
   

        This was the third most memorable defeat for Xiadu since it became sentient. The first was when its main body was sealed inside Heaven's Gate, the second involved part of its body escaping the trap, only to have its subsequent plans disrupted by the White Bird Sacred Fist, forcing it to recuperate in the Extreme North Ice Abyss. And now, the third time, its will's cross-realm battle sadly failed, almost causing its main body to succumb to internal injuries. 
   

        "Blood Vulture..." 
   

        "Casio!!!!!" 
   

        Terrifying will vibrated, filled with intense Killing Intent. 
   

        Casio's final moment of mockery left to Xiadu, that hideous sneering face, was still before his eyes. It would absolutely, absolutely not let go of this threat! But now, Xiadu needed to rest and recuperate badly.
   

        This loss was too great, his condition unstable; he had to suppress his injuries and talk first!
   

        "Above to the clear blue sky, below to the yellow springs, I will never let you go either..."
   

        "Casio!"
   

        The immense will slowly receded into the darkness, gradually becoming silent.
   

        ***********************************
   

        In the World of Calamities, at the boundary between the jet-black mountains and rivers and the Crystal Sand Sea.
   

        The hunting battlefield was a mess, the Earth covered in abysses.
   

        All life had perished. Within a vast area, nothing that could move existed. Only two silhouettes, standing amidst the hurricane and rainstorm, the cloud layers from other regions were attracted and gathered by the raging aura.
   

        A storm swept through, barely moisturizing the broken ground.
   

        In the cold Rainwater, the Casio Golem and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, unusually, did not use their power to block the Rainwater but let the droplets beat upon their Shoulders.
   

        After the battle, the rare silence was empty yet clear in their hearts.
   

        Bits and pieces of satisfaction, the surging pride, also gradually subsided. What remained was only the two men's wills, free from interference.
   

        "Xiadu, defeated..."
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist lifted his aged palm, letting the raindrops fall upon it.
   

        "It's defeated, we, won."
   

        Casio's voice was low and powerful, as steady as a mountain.
   

        As if no matter what the circumstance, no matter what difficulty was before him, he would always be this reliable, a genuinely trustworthy presence.
   

        "Ha ha..." Blood Vulture Dominant Fist chuckled lightly, turning his head.
   

        After a slight hesitation: "Your injury?"
   

        "It's fine, more severe injuries mean longer recovery time." Casio's figure remained strong and vigorous, but the left side of his body was covered with fine cracks, like a perfect porcelain had shattered.
   

        However, these blood-red cracks were shrinking and emitting white steam.
   

        "Yes, everything should be considered temporarily over."
   

        "Pity, the fight with Xiadu earlier was too intense; we couldn't retain more of the Ultimate Dark Entities, allowing them to retreat..." Blood Vulture Dominant Fist sighed, "Today, the fight was satisfying enough, but the killing not entirely so."
   

        He paused slightly, then continued: "Next, begin your Immortal Ascetic practice. To achieve the Extreme Fist Path is actually somewhat harder than the Tyrant Fist and Saint Fist. Of course, the difficulty is similar. It's just that the Extreme Fist Path places more emphasis on tempering oneself, discovering one's own strength..."
   

        "You practice the Southern Dipper Three Fist, a path I have never seen or even thought of, a path that belongs only to you. So I actually can't offer much advice, I can only protect you, to ensure you're not disturbed during the Immortal Ascetic process. If there's anything you need, tell me, and as long as I can do it, I will certainly complete it..."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's hands hung naturally, his words plain yet firm.
   

        He never reneged on or failed to fulfill his promises.
   

        "No rush, I should collect the spoils of war and enhance my Strength to the utmost before undertaking the Immortal Ascetic practice. To prevent, accidents..."
   

        Casio turned slowly, taking the first step forward into the heavy rain.
   

        After some time, in front of Casio and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        The flesh of Ultimate Dark Entities piled up like mountains, like a Gluttonous Feast.
   

        One intact Ultimate Dark Entity, torn apart by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        The Barbaric Plate Bull corpse, not yet fully absorbed.
   

        The severed limbs and flesh of various Dark Ultimate Entities that fled in a sorry state, which also contained a portion of Life Vibration Energy.
   

        "With these, perhaps, I can push my martial art progress to 85%..."
   

        "Don't disappoint me..."
   

        Casio aimed ahead, reaching out his large hand, eager to try.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The increasingly domineering Golem Life Field descended, bringing with it the iron-blooded cruelty and brutality of the fight that had just ended. It swooped forward like a gaping maw of blood. With the current level of Casio Golem's Secret Weapon Spirit Segment, the residual Life Field of a dead Dark Ultimate Body could no longer pose any hindrance.
   

        A powerful surge of Aura swept through, expanding outward in a ring.
   

        The air distorted visibly with ripples, spreading over the Earth.
   

        The first to succumb were the scattered limbs and flesh, whose contained Life Field was instantaneously absorbed to exhaustion, completely devoured. The surface of the limbs withered and cracked, turned to dust, and the flesh to ashes. In just a moment, all Vitality was lost, and the remaining Aura was wiped out.
   

        In the top right corner of his vision, numbers at the end of the Cultivation Stat Bar danced in succession.
   

        Casio didn't even glance at it; his gaze continued to shift toward the Barbaric Plate Bull.
   

        The Aura of the Magnetic Field roared like a dragon, enveloping the broken corpse, absorbing the Magnetic Field hastily left behind during the battle, yet to be completely consumed.
   

        In the Cultivation Stat Bar, the numbers at the end rapidly and blurrily danced again.
   

        Casio waved his hand, and all the terrifying and bloodthirsty Magnetic Fields descended upon the last location, on a complete Dark Ultimate Body Corpse torn apart by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. This time, it took a bit of effort. After a brief wait, a significantly heavier Life Field returned to the body.
   

        Huff... A hot white breath serpentine out of his mouth and nose.
   

        "Let's just elevate it. During the upcoming Immortal Ascetic practice, there can be no accidents. Even with the protection of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, I need my own strength to be robust; otherwise, it would be troublesome should any unexpected event occur..."
   

        Casio collapsed to sit cross-legged, his knees tucked up to his chest, eyes closed like a Sculpture.
   

        He remained completely still, letting the Rainwater drip onto his body, splashing up in bursts. He reined in his Aura to an extreme, as if he had become a Corpse.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        A bloody silhouette flickered in Mid-air, appearing not far from Casio in an instant.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist stood quietly to the side, eyebrows slightly drooping, arms naturally stretched out by his sides. He appeared to be a hunched, frail old man.
   

        However, this was only a facade. Any entity approaching that might endanger or impact Casio's breakthrough would be met with a terrifying onslaught from Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. An attack that was so violent and robust that not even Xiadu's projected avatars could withstand it, being instantly killed hundreds of times over.
   

        On the ground, in a puddle.
   

        With the protection of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, Casio naturally became even more fearless.
   

        All the Life Vibration Energy from bodies of Dark ultimate level was directly smashed into the progress of the Golem Secret Weapon Spirit Segment without sparing a single drop.
   

        Whirling, it seemed as if the roaring of a River surged within his body, audible to his ears.
   

        In the top right corner of his vision, the Cultivation Stat Bar.
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 79.3% (Final Chapter)"
   

        79.3%→80.5%→81.9%→84.9%
   

        The black numbers blurred to a stop, marking the end of the elevation.
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 84.9% (Final Chapter)"
   

        Three stages of elevation, 1.2%, 1.4%, and 3.0%, each corresponding to the remaining flesh, the rest of Barbaric Bull, and the complete Dark Ultimate Body. Altogether, they contributed to a 5.6% increase for the Golem Secret Weapon.
   

        A pity, just shy of 85%. But it was almost there.
   

        Just another 0.1% wouldn't bring Casio any significant strength enhancement.
   

        Sizzling...
   

        At this moment, Casio's body temperature, as he sat cross-legged like a statue, was incredibly high, like a mass of terrifying solid-state Magma. All the Rainwater evaporated far before it could touch him, forming a visible, expanding mushroom-shaped cloud of white steam.
   

        The ground beneath him cracked, with Quartz crystals congealed within the Mud.
   

        After a short while, amidst the white mist, Casio opened his eyes.
   

        His silhouette blurred, transitioning from sitting cross-legged to a silent standstill. A strong hand reached out, its five fingers that had torn apart countless dark creatures spread open. An immensely terrifying power gathered in the palm, far stronger than before.
   

        If he were to face an onslaught of double-digit Dark Ultimate Bodies now, Casio would undoubtedly find it far easier than a few hours ago.
   

        Tap tap tap…
   

        Footsteps slowly approached through the mist, their Contour vague.
   

        Until they neared, the figure of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist became clear.
   

        He watched Casio silently, and their gazes met as Casio looked up.
   

        Both men smiled, their eyes gleaming with a bloodthirsty red light.
   

        Swoosh! Swoosh! Bang!!!
   

        In an instant, Golem Casio and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist vanished from their original spots, colliding as two high-speed bloody shadows. Their equally powerful Fists collided with brilliant lights, triggering a massive Explosion.
   

        A Gale howled, the Heavy Rain was rolled back, the thick Cloud Layer dispersed.
   

        On the Earth's surface, a giant, smoke-billowing crater emerged at its deepest point.
   

        Two brutal Silhouettes maintaining their punching poses slowly retracted their Fists and faced each other again. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist nodded slightly and spoke, "The next time you elevate, you will reach the Peak Combat Power I once achieved, free to traverse the World of Calamities without hindrance..."
   

        The recent exchange of punches was, in fact, a Test. When Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Casio looked into each other's eyes, they understood.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist wanted to test the strength of Casio after his recent elevation.
   

        Casio wanted to confirm his power standing.
   

        "Still a bit short?"
   

        "It seems that reaching Complete Perfection with the Southern Dipper Boxing Method will bring an unimaginable tremendous boost, the gap between uncompleted and completed is very substantial…"
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        He muttered to himself. His mood was not at all gloomy; on the contrary, it was exceptionally fervent and expectant. Originally, Casio was already the number one below perfection before this increase, and now, with an improvement of nearly sixty percent, he still hadn't reached that level of combat power, one might expect him to be disheartened. However, everything can be seen from a different angle, as Casio was simultaneously cultivating three Boxing Methods.
   

        The Southern Dipper Three Fist, if he completely mastered all of them, would mean three dramatic increases! It would boost his own strength to unimaginable levels!
   

        Therefore, not achieving the Perfect Combat Power with this improvement did not worry but rather thrilled Casio. The more he could feel the huge and difficult span between perfection and imperfection now, the more exaggerated the enhancement would be when he perfected all three fists, and the higher the limit. This is the mindset a true powerhouse should have.
   

        Always look forward, always passionate, always maintaining abundant ambition...
   

        With a whoosh, the Gale stirred above the Earth, lifting the corners of clothing wave after wave.
   

        Casio's black Trench Coat rustled in the wind.
   

        The collar of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's coarse cloth clothing was also shaking.
   

        "Let's go, Blood Vulture, it's time to begin the Immortal Ascetic training…" Looking up at the moon overhead that had returned to normal but still appeared somewhat dim, Casio said.
   

        "From now on, I will do whatever you say."
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist said in a deep voice, showing absolute support.
   

        In the time to follow, Casio's safety would be his responsibility to ensure.
   

        At the same time, within hidden locations across the World of Calamities.
   

        The dark Ultimate Dark Entities and Saint Fist practitioners, who had all been extending their immense will to connect with the world, started their endless battles and consumption anew.
   

        This time, the generally disadvantaged Saint Fist practitioners, with wills as resilient as iron, and as invasive as raging fire, surged with high spirits. Just recently, the will of Xiadu crossed realms, affecting the Blood Moon in the sky and extending a massive palm that obscured the heavens.
   

        This was a sight that almost all formidable beings could hope to witness in the sky.
   

        Correspondingly, as the battle ended. The Blood Moon dimmed, the colossal hand retracted with damage, and the will of Xiadu retreated as fast as the tide, also witnessed from a distance by the Saint Fist practitioners. This humiliating retreat clearly indicated that Xiadu's strike this time was fruitless or even quite possibly a failure.
   

        Although it was unclear what had failed, the event of Xiadu's defeat itself was indeed a very inspiring one. Xiadu had encountered trouble that it could not resolve, which was enough to greatly boost the morale of the Saint Fist side.
   

        Therefore, for a short period, in the ultimate battlegrounds across the World of Calamities.
   

        A surprising shift in the tide of battle occurred.
   

        Ever since Heaven's Gate seal was broken and the Xiadu entity was released, with the White Bird Sacred Fist falling after burning itself out, the balance between Disasters and humans had been utterly disrupted. The disadvantaged Saint Fist practitioners desperately needed a heartening and inspiring victory. A glimmer of hope in the dark abyss could drive people to madness.
   

        They were anticipating...
   

        Hoping that this glimmer of hope would continue to shine, growing ever brighter.
   

        Until it turned into a Sun, burning and incinerating everything in the abyss.
   

        ***************************************
   

        Immortal Ascetic, a pathway of Extreme Fist Training.
   

        Extreme self-improvement, embodying one's own way and righteousness.
   

        Painful cultivation refines both mind and body, until both the spirit and physical body are strong.
   

        Surging power comes from oneself, unrelated to anything else.
   

        Casio possessed a Golem Physique, and his Realm had long since reached the late stages of the Saint Fist, with combat power extremely close to perfection. This meant that all the severe environments of the Real World, and even most of the hazardous environments of the World of Calamities, could not offer him the slightest bit of refinement.
   

        What Casio truly needed were certain terrifying forbidden zones of life.
   

        These life forbidden zones, part of the Calamity Source Spring and the harsh environments of the World of Calamities, constituted extremely unique terrains. They are natural Hells.
   

        Such as the Devil Lake, River of Sin, Valley of the Trees, Deep Sea Abyss.
   

        Among them, particularly the Deep Sea Abyss with its special seal is incredibly strong. Even the White Bird Sacred Fist, which is implicitly the strongest among the Southern Dipper Three Fist, is severely disrupted by the combined suppression of the Moon God Curse and the Abyss Seal. The Abyss Seal, which can also be referred to as the Death Abyss Seal, exerts a terrifying pulling force from the depths of the Black Sea.
   

        At every moment, it tugs at the practitioner's organs and tissues, blood and veins, skeleton and cells. It's as if to tear a person apart on the spot.
   

        Such a level of hardship, truly intense, truly exhilarating.
   

        Even enveloped in a Golem Physique like Casio, one would not fare well and would experience the extreme malice of the most dangerous environment in the World of Calamities.
   

        But this is exactly what he desired, isn't it?
   

        The more dangerous and extreme, the better it hones one's self-awareness and true nature.
   

        Of course, everything should be progressive, gradually adapting and then slowly increasing intensity.
   

        Casio would not directly head to the Deep Sea Abyss. Before that, he would start the Immortal Ascetic training in other life forbidden zones, getting into the right state first.
   

        After some contemplation, he chose the River of Sin as his first destination. Mainly because it was closer, allowing for swift arrival.
   

        World of Calamities, life forbidden zone, River of Sin.
   

        This was a river located at the source of the Rotten Marsh.
   

        It was precisely because of this River of Sin, after millions of years of erosion and soaking in the power of Calamities, that this area called the Rotten Marsh was formed.
   

        Within the River of Sin, there is something called the Force of Decay, emanating from the riverbed beneath, which accelerates the decomposition of all living things within the river. Initially, although the Force of Decay was fearsome, it was not yet terrifyingly so. That was until one day, when the riverbed of the River of Sin diverted its course and connected with a source of Calamity, causing a chemical reaction between the Calamity power and the Force of Decay.
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        A terrible factor known as decaying power had formed.
   

        Any dark creatures that fell into the river water, even those that approached the riverbed, would be melted to nothing, turning into a puddle of liquid-like poisonous black water.
   

        Even the existence of top-level disaster spirits wouldn't dare get close to the Sin River Region.
   

        And yet today, two silhouettes were rapidly flickering, turning into crimson meteors sweeping across the sky. Wherever the meteors passed, large numbers of flying dark creatures fell from the sky, their corpses shriveled, their vitality already drained.
   

        After a dozen minutes, the meteors came to a stop, landing on the swamp.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Casio's figure appeared, walking as if on level ground, looking towards the front. It was a thick purple-black fog, rolling like the waves, with a rustling sound slicing through the air. As if composed of billions of invisible tiny insects, with characteristics similar to life. Dark creatures that carelessly moved into the vicinity of the fog were drawn in and with a scream, they were silenced.
   

        The fog receded, leaving behind only a puddle of horrific black water on the ground.
   

        "What a place, it's a good place."
   

        Casio commented expressionlessly as he looked at the scene before him.
   

        "Let's go, check it out."
   

        Then, the two figures directly broke into the purple-black fog. A terrifying aura spread, causing the dreadful fog to retreat helplessly, leaving behind two cavities.
   

        To the naked eye, the fog became denser and thicker.
   

        Until the fog was almost turning into a liquid, the two then stopped.
   

        Drip, drip...
   

        Before Casio's eyes, there was a torrential river rushing furiously towards the earth. The overlapping sounds were like the wailing of ghosts and howling of wolves, seemingly filled with countless demons and ghosts roaring, devouring an endless amount of life.
   

        "Need to adapt a bit more? The River of Sin is still somewhat dangerous..."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist stood beside Casio, his crimson Qi enveloping his body. After all, he was Saint Fist, not an Ultimate Dark Entity, and he wouldn't be foolish enough to endure everything with his own body; that would be using his weakness against the strength.
   

        "No need, I can feel it... The River of Sin is still lacking..."
   

        Casio didn't dilly-dally, jumping directly into the river. He transformed into his golem state, freely soaking in the river water containing decaying power.
   

        The Iron Palm scooped up a handful, and with a boom, closed into a fist, turning it into powder.
   

        The splashes hit the silver-white Armor, fizzling slightly but not causing much damage, only dimming the Devil's Flame on his body a bit.
   

        "Not enough, far from enough!"
   

        "The Golem Secret Weapon has achieved Major Accomplisment, and in the later stages, this mild stimulus can't cause any harm. I need a place that's denser, more dangerous. If it's just this River of Sin, I must bathe at the source. The merging point of the Calamity Source Spring and River of Sin should have some effect..."
   

        The enormous golem stood in the midst of the Sinful Riverbed, starting to wade against the current. The roaring river water like a dragon's roar slapped against the golem's robust chest, like Seawaves split by a Reef, not causing any Obstacles whatsoever. His strong legs like mighty pillars began to speed up, plowing through the river with a crash-crash-crash.
   

        He was rushing towards the most dangerous part of the River of Sin.
   

        "This Retrospection, I must complete the training of Extreme Fist. Afterwards, I'll consider the rest. Life Vibration Energy, the progress of the Golem Secret Weapon Technique, I could also obtain those in a short time back in the Real World. But the missing puzzle piece of the Southern Dipper Three Fist requires at least years of arduous Cultivation..."
   

        "With the situation in the Real World, the second large-scale wave of Disasters is imminent, and Xiadu will surely make its move, I do not have that much time. So the training of Extreme Fist must be completed within the Retrospection..."
   

        "Once the Three Fists unite, then use the Spirit Rune for ultimate deduction."
   

        "I wonder, what kind of effect will it produce?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Whooshing violently, the river flowed rapidly, carrying the force to sweep away mountain ranges.
   

        At this moment, even a complete mountain peak along the course of the water would be instantly demolished by the terrifying decaying power.
   

        But what the Golem fears least is physical impact. The waters of the Sin River crashed onto the silvery-white plate armor, creating a tremendous roar, yet it was all bark and no bite, inflicting no damage at all. As for the massive decaying factors in the river, they only caused some consumption while combatting the raging Devil's Flame.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        The Steel Giant Foot was lifted into mid-air, then plunged back down into the river with force.
   

        The dreadful noise propagated, causing the purple-black Fog to shake violently.
   

        Near the Sin River, around the Rotten Marsh, a large number of Dark Creature Tribe always gathers, and all sorts of bizarre and powerful plants also grow here. The existence of the Sin River has led to the entire region of the Rotten Marsh, so in fact, all the dark creatures in this area contain decaying factors.
   

        Their Strength has always been greatly influenced and stained by the Sin River.
   

        Because of this, the Dark Creature Tribe of the Rotten Marsh has always chased after regions rich in decaying factors for survival. The prime location, which is also the most fiercely competitive area, is actually the area around the purple-black Fog.
   

        Here, the decaying factors are quite abundant, but not dangerous enough, making it the perfect place for the proliferation of the Dark Creature Tribe. As for inside the purple-black Fog, it is too dangerous, only a few powerful entities dare to enter for a short time. And the actual banks of the Sin River, or within the river, are the real 'no man's land', a purgatory of extinction.
   

        Today, a large number of Dark Creature Tribe, which are considered strong in the Rotten Marsh, hunted and fought around the purple-black Fog as usual.
   

        Big fish eat little fish, and little fish eat shrimp; the law of the jungle always prevails.
   

        However, the big fish that had just feasted heartily hadn't had time to return joyfully before they encountered an unprecedented tide of corruption. The originally relatively stable purple-black Fog was especially irritable today, like a Gale and Thunderstorm had erupted within, with massive Vortex sweeping through.
   

        Boom! Like a Flood breaking its dam, the burst of Fog containing rich decaying factors roared and howled as it swept out. With the force to sweep over mountains and rivers in an instant, it passed through a large area of the decaying marsh, with a momentum that was startling.
   

        Some dark creatures, looking strong and hundreds of meters in size, with their mouths full of fresh blood from hunting, were immediately caught by the Vortex. Like cows disappearing into the sea, they were submerged by the purple-black Fog without making a sound.
   

        Not just them, but also a great many Dark Creature Tribe, numbering in the millions, were affected by this burst of Fog. They suffered heavy casualties, with entire tribes annihilated, like mere straws in the face of this natural disaster.
   

        Sometimes, your demise has nothing to do with you.
   

        Inside the Sin River, Golem Casio, who was making his way upstream, did not intentionally want to do this. But with his terrifyingly formidable Strength, merely with his breath, movements, he brought unimaginable disaster to the surrounding environment and the dark creatures living in it.
   

        Of course, Casio didn't know about these things at the moment, and even if he did, he wouldn't care in the slightest. To expect a blood-stained executioner to have emotional fluctuations and develop a heart of compassion? That simply doesn't exist...
   

        While Golem Casio was stirring up wild waves within the Sin River.
   

        Inside the purple-black Fog, numerous Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures began to flee in panic, not daring to linger the slightest. In particular, the top-tier Disaster Spirit Level entities closer to the bed of the Sin River turned tail and ran. Through the dense fog, they saw a terrifying existence, immense as a mountain, making its way upstream against the current in the roaring Sin River.
   

        At least a being of Dark Ultimate Level would dare to wade through the Sin River.
   

        And this wanton, raging demeanor is not something ordinary Dark Ultimate Levels would dare to do. To survive, they must avoid it from far away!
   

        This is what the Disaster Spirits thought.
   

        The Dark Ultimate Entity, the evil spirit of the polluted water, thought so at this moment as well.
   

        Running away is shameful, but it works!
   

        On the left side of the Sin River within the region covered by the purple-black Fog, a dozen or so top-tier Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures were fleeing rapidly in a panic. An immense fear emanating from the waters of the Sin River far away instinctively terrified them. An ultimate powerful being had invaded the Sin River and disturbed the status quo.
   

        Run, flee far away! This place must not be lingered in any longer.
   

        Figure after figure bolted towards the outside of the purple-black Fog, as if they were escaping with their lives on the line. However, thud, thud, thud, thud, the sound of a tremendous force approaching rapidly filled the air, as if some immense creature was closing in quickly. Moments later, the Fog was suddenly pushed aside, creating a huge Cavity. It turned out to be a terrifying merman whose body was sticky like rubber and towering like mountain ranges, running through the decaying marsh.
   

        On its body, there emanated a strong Magnetic Field of Dark Ultimate Body level.
   

        Its eyes glowed red as the Sun, looking down from a high position. Looking at these top-tier Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures, as if surveying mere ants.
   

        Roar Roar Roar...
   

        Listening to the thunderous noise of something crushing its way towards them, and seeing the enormous body getting closer and closer, all Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures felt their end was nigh. If the Dark Ultimate Body wished to prey on them, how could they ever escape?
   

        Some dark creatures were so frightened that they froze on the spot; some closed their eyes and resigned themselves to their fate; others scattered like scattering insects in their escape. But what they never imagined was that the Dark Ultimate Entity, the evil spirit of the polluted water, didn't even bother with them. It simply passed through these dark creatures and continued to rush headlong into the distance without daring to look back or waste time killing.
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        Far away, the silhouette of the fleeing Hazard Spirit in the Fog, rapidly shrinking into the distance, looked like a dog fleeing in desperation, inexplicably comical and ridiculous.
   

        "The Ultimate Dark Entity, fleeing... fled!?"
   

        The many Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures that escaped catastrophe exchanged shaky glances. The bewildered expressions vanished, replaced by an even greater fear. If the Ultimate Dark Entity, the Hazard Spirit, had fled, what kind of monster had invaded the depths of the Sinful River? It was frighteningly powerful...
   

        There was no need to witness anything more terrifying; all the Disaster Spirit Level Dark Creatures simultaneously fled toward the distance with even greater effort. Some even burned their Original source to increase their speed by a little bit.
   

        At the depths of the Sinful River, the enormous Golem strode through the water, as stable as Mount Tai.
   

        Casio had no idea how much commotion he had caused, or that even Ultimate Dark Entities had been scared away. But even if he knew, he wouldn't specifically chase after that Ultimate Dark Entity. Priorities must be set, as the Immortal Ascetic had officially begun, putting all other matters aside.
   

        In this regard, he and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist were in agreement.
   

        Starting today, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist would always stay by Casio's side.
   

        Even if there was Prey nearby, he would not actively hunt. The first priority of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was to eliminate any factor that might disturb Casio.
   

        This was of utmost importance at the moment.
   

        Boom, boom, boom, the Golem crushed another wave, reaching a river bend. Here, the aura of Disaster had intensified unbelievably, the River water resembled viscous high-temperature bitumen. Within it, Corrosion factors like steel needle spikes scoured every corner.
   

        Their exaggerated piercing power and corrosive power broke through the limits of imagination.
   

        "Finally, I feel tangible damage..."
   

        On the surface of Casio's Golem Body, the torrent of Devil's Flame had extinguished, and the Silver-White Armor also suffered intense corrosion. Tiny holes appeared and the Corrosion factors invaded, injuring Casio's Flesh.
   

        But the strength of the Golem Body was still too formidable; within a few breaths, the eroded holes healed again. This cycle of continuous damage and healing maintained a balance.
   

        "This place is perfectly suited for the beginning of Immortal Ascetic..."
   

        "Neither too dangerous nor without pressure."
   

        "Very good..."
   

        Golem Casio's eyes flickered slightly as he walked straight towards the center of the river bend. There, a Calamity Spring was bubbling with Disaster mud, which was the most intensely horrifying area of Corrosion factors. Even the Ultimate Dark Entities dared not linger here.
   

        The once Hazard Spirit merely wandered around this area occasionally.
   

        But Casio, he just walked directly into the water.
   

        Standing unswervingly at the very center.
   

        Then he sat down cross-legged, his vast Golem Body completely submerged in the waters of the Sinful River. He let the dense Corrosion factors attack and corrode every part of his body, causing a ceaseless sensation of fine pain.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        The Iron Palm slowly lifted, eventually coming together in front of him with a bang.
   

        The Golem remained motionless, as if a monk in meditation.
   

        An ultimate aura of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist emanated, sixty-six purple Acupuncture points on the body's surface lit up, forming a giant Scaled Python Phantasm. The Python Phantasm materialized, coiling around the Golem Body in spirals, as if constricting.
   

        Yet in reality, this was a form of defense and protection, an embodiment of the Extreme Fist will. The scales of the giant purple Python closed slightly, bearing the incessant corrosion of the Corrosion factors, while bursts of Echo powers erupted from within.
   

        Circling within the Python's Body, causing rapid Vibrations.
   

        The more fierce the damage from the Corrosion factors on Casio, the more violent the Echo vibrations within the Python's trunk. Each vibration rendered the Python Phantasm increasingly solid, gradually coming to life.
   

        This was one of the meanings of Immortal Ascetic.
   

        The more pain, the stronger it became.
   

        Each time oppressed by the environment and external harm, all forces within would coalesce, like iron forged in fire and hammered, driving out all Impurities. What remained was an unbreakable, forever undistorted Alloy.
   

        This was Casio's realization; he had already begun the Immortal Ascetic.
   

        At the Sinful River Source.
   

        The vast silhouette of the Golem sprawled there, with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist guarding nearby.
   

        Two silhouettes stood like sculptures, one in ascetic meditation and the other keeping watch.
   

        Time passed by slowly.
   

        The environmental landscape in the World of Calamities showed no significant signs of aging.
   

        After an indeterminate period, tumultuous waves surged at the source of the Sinful River.
   

        A colossal deity slowly rose, shaking earth and heavens. Thick shoulder Armor emitted white steam, and the myriad black holes on its body surface rapidly healed, reverting to smooth silver-white Armor. The sinister Black Flame, too, reignited, carrying a strong self-will.
   

        "I'm almost immune now."
   

        "Let's head to the next forbidden zone of life, Blood Vulture..."
   

        Beside the Sinful River, a blood-red silhouette moved and soared into the sky.
   

        "The next destination, Valley of the Trees."
   

        The two figures swiftly relocated their position, acting decisively.
   

        Valley of the Trees, a paradise of calamitous Plants, a forbidden zone for animals. Countless Plants, imbued with mutative powers, thrived on the Calamity Source Spring, forming an immensely expansive abyssal valley. Any being entering it would be pierced by endless spores, creepers, buds, and roots, enduring pain as if a thousand arrows pierced their heart, until completely drained.
   

        Protected by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, Casio plunged straight into it.
   

        He delved until reaching the very roots of all Plants, his Golem body engulfed by myriad roots, days and days passing as if he turned into nutrient for the Valley of the Trees. This condition persisted for several months.
   

        At a certain moment, the massive tree clump wrapped by various strange Plants suddenly exploded. A vast silhouette surged upward, like a bird soaring into the blue sky.
   

        The next forbidden zone of life, Devil Lake, needs no further explanation.
   

        White Bird Moon Killing God was right here.
   

        Devil Lake, encircled by mountains, possesses a special domain with a fearsome force field capable of twisting and heteromorphing the Spirit. This force field intensifies towards the center, creating batches of Soul Monsters in the heart of the lake. Even the robust Dark Ultimate Body wouldn't dare enter.
   

        Because it was a bizarre attack targeting the Spirit.
   

        Yet, Casio daringly entered. With each step he halted, feeling the intensifying attack, adapting gradually. Initially moving a step per second, then a step per minute, and eventually a step per day.
   

        Getting slower and slower, each halt caused him to stiffen on the spot for ages.
   

        Clearly, the Golem was undergoing a terrifying ordeal of Will training.
   

        Otherwise, he wouldn't have entered such a state resembling a freeze-tag game.
   

        Time slowly passed, and although Devil Lake was eerie and terrifying, Golem Casio's steps were resolutely advancing towards the center of the lake. Boom!
   

        An Iron Feet stepped down, and the Golem stood at the very middle.
   

        Swhoosh, two pairs of bloody, huge pupils reopened.
   

        Casio's voice emerged, unusually deep, as if refined by countless abrasions of rough gravel: "The last forbidden zone of life, Deep Sea Abyss…"
   

        At the edge of the continental plate, deep in the Black Abyss Sea, an extremely dark place.
   

        Above the sea surface, a fierce Blood Vulture Bird with burning wings continuously flapped, stirring up Gale and circling high above. All colossal Oceanic Dark Creatures attempting to approach were driven away by this terrifying Aura. Just as once, the White Bird Sacred Fist relentlessly hunted and chased them.
   

        Black Abyss Sea, the place where the Death Abyss Seal is most intense and fierce.
   

        At the bottom of Ancient Austin Marine Trench.
   

        A faltering silhouette hovered above blazing Magma.
   

        Using one's body as a boat, drifting back and forth.
   

        An ultimate Aura brewed within the Silhouette, growing denser and more refined. All powers contracted, transforming into one.
   

        Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist was about to take a step and enter the Extreme Fist Realm!!!
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        The Death Abyss Seal truly lives up to its name.
   

        At this moment, Casio profoundly experienced the torment that White Bird Sacred Fist underwent in years gone by, the feeling of suffocation and darkness as if falling into a bottomless deep sea. It felt like drowning, helpless, despairing, terrified by the life-sustaining necessities slipping away. This was the sensation brought about by the Death Abyss Seal, acting doubly upon Casio's physical body and spirit.
   

        Within the Black Abyss Sea, the boundless darkness of the sea water carried a strange fluctuation that could be described as a curse. Each droplet of sea water, spanning the distance of space, acted upon the meditating Casio, who opened his mouth wide in a frenzied suction. Flesh, skin, blood vessels, skeleton - all seemingly started to disintegrate, torn asunder by that pulling force.
   

        Such a condition, not even the Golem Physique could prevent or withstand.
   

        For, the Death Abyss Seal's so-called horrendous suction acted more upon the will of the affected. Certainly, a strong physique, a robust body could resist somewhat longer. However, the key still lay within the will of each cell in the body. If the will were strong enough, refined enough, steadfast enough, it could withstand the terrifying pull of the Death Abyss Seal.
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist of yesteryear was exactly so, his sacred fist will reached an unprecedented pinnacle. He could even shoulder the Death Abyss Seal along with the Moon God Curse, forcefully reaching the continental plate, while simultaneously projecting his spirit onto Immortal Island to resolve the matter with the Ultimate Dark Entity Pale Origin. This was definitely something the current Casio couldn't do; there was a gap between the two men.
   

        At the seabed of the Black Abyss Sea, atop the scorching magma of the Ancient Austin Marine Trench,
   

        Casio sat cross-legged, hands in prayer, as circles upon circles of Purple Scaled Python phantasms wrapped around him. Within the trillions of tons of sea water, all manners of splintering pulls and suctions could not only tear a person's flesh to dust but also entirely rip a person's soul to shreds. Initially, the Death Abyss Seal did indeed bring unimaginable trouble to Casio.
   

        But afterward, as time passed, through thorough enlightenment of the Extreme Fist Realm, his will became like an alloy forged a thousand times over.
   

        Well-rounded and seamless.
   

        It was round, it was unity.
   

        Every cell was round and full, clear and translucent, like a dazzling diamond polished a myriad of times. Casio's Extreme Fist will endured throughout, immovable as a mountain, repelling the ubiquitous pulling force from outside.
   

        The harsher the external environment, the more intense the storm.
   

        The me standing in this world, the more solid the shell, the stronger the self-will. Like the weed that bursts through the boulder.
   

        In the endless darkness of the seabed.
   

        Casio could feel the Extreme Fist Heart within his robust will beating rapidly. At the core, a staunch seed began to sprout. A point of green broke through, wildly growing toward the exterior.
   

        "It has come…"
   

        "Through numerous life-forbidden zones, enduring the Decay Factor, Extracting Root tendrils, Soul Monsters, Death Abyss Seal. Having felt pressure and pain tens, hundreds of times more than that of a normal Extreme Fist, I have finally awaited this moment…"
   

        "Extreme, Fist!"
   

        Ding!
   

        Above the Black Abyss Sea surface, a Blood Vulture Dominant Fist that had been flapping its wings suddenly halted its cruise and hovered in mid-air. Raising its head, its gaze abruptly sharpened.
   

        In the World of Calamities, in the southern sky. Suddenly, a star became visibly brighter at a speed detectable by the naked eye, shining with a faint purple hue.
   

        Bewitchingly gorgeous, exuding a supreme and indifferent massive aura.
   

        "Casio… has he succeeded!?"
   

        Buzz buzz buzz…
   

        At the zenith of the heavens, a hazy contour of a phantasm faintly occupied half of the southern starry sky. That was undeniably a dragon-like serpentine, dragon-like coiled mountain range of a Star Python. The brightened purple star was the Star Python's left eye.
   

        This tremendous change and impact immediately spread throughout the entire Black Abyss Sea Area. Colossal deep-sea dark creatures halted their prowling, revealing mountain-sized mighty bodies, with two ferocious eyes looking up at the heavens. Bang! A rapid vibrating Sound Snake sounded as if it penetrated their brains.
   

        A colossal Purple Scaled Python stretched across the heavens, rapidly enlarging before their eyes.
   

        "Roar roar roar!" The massive oceanic creatures roared in unison, as though responding to the Star Python's challenge, displaying their own firm stances. Yet, while they roared, they rapidly descended with their vast bodies. In a blink, the colossal deep-sea creatures submerged into the deep sea.
   

        The threat in the sky was too overpowering and cold to deal with; better to avoid it first.
   

        At the same time, at the bottom of the abyssal sea.
   

        A purple giant egg formed by the coiling of Scaled Python phantasms hovered above the magma, its dense sword-shaped scales engraved upon its surface. These purple light patterns pulsed as though breathing.
   

        And this special frequency appeared to resonate with the purple stars in the heavens. Gradually, a secretive and powerful connection took shape.
   

        Ding ding ding ding ding...
   

        Within the purple giant egg, the surface of Casio's body lit up one after another with the acupoints of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, resembling a series of exquisite purple gems. Almost simultaneously, upon the colossal Sonic Snake phantasm at the pinnacle of the sky, one purple star after another also lit up. A secret resonance, a virtual network was formed.
   

        The Star Python Constellation Star Map in the Southern Dipper Star Region became more and more complete.
   

        Rumble rumble, heavy cloud layers were swept in to form a rapidly accelerating circular vortex. Within the clouds, purple Lightning Trees grew wildly, transforming into thousands of crackling Ray Snakes. At a certain moment, a ribbon of purple descended, forming a defiant pillar of light piercing into the sea surface.
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        Tens of thousands of meters of sea water were pierced directly, and the terrifying fluctuations of the Death Abyss Seal were also forcibly blocked, strongly excluding any influences.
   

        Above the magma surface, within a column of light.
   

        A giant egg cracked open and an aloof, cold silhouette walked out. Expressionless, paying no attention to anything else, it resembled a block of ancient profound ice.
   

        The feeling was surprisingly cold, as if he cared about nothing else. Only his existence, only his own power.
   

        "One is all, all is one."
   

        "The will of self, can sweep everything, connecting heaven and earth…"
   

        "Immortal Ascetic, Fist of the Extreme Realm!"
   

        Casio suddenly raised his hands, his aura transformed into a huge purple halo, like a visionary apparition of a holy spirit descending in religious myths.
   

        "Echo Strength, forms its own cycle..."
   

        He muttered to himself, suddenly taking the initial stance of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist. His strong arms overlapped, resembling a python strangling.
   

        Thud, thud, thud, thud... Massive quantities of violet Echo Strength roared forth.
   

        Dense and tumultuous, bursting forth with explosive force.
   

        However, they did not expand endlessly in all directions like the Deathfang Power when Casio achieved the Tyrant Fist realm. Instead, they rapidly contracted inward, continuously funneling into the purple halo behind Casio's head, like an endlessly looping Ouroboros.
   

        Because of the sheer amount of Echo Strength, Casio's purple halo behind him rapidly expanded, instantly bursting above the sea surface, straddling across the sky. A halo with a diameter of tens of thousands of meters stood upright in the sky, extremely shocking.
   

        Clang!
   

        Between heaven and earth, it seemed as if a giant bell was echoing.
   

        Somewhen, atop the purple halo, a huge arch-shaped phantasmal gateway suddenly appeared, tinting the entire cloud layer a pristine white.
   

        The Gate of Origin, the Gate of the World, Heaven's Gate...
   

        The white stone archway, covered with religiously styled, dense patterns like python scales, and tiny symbols wriggling like golden tadpoles. Mountains, rivers, sun, moon, flowers, birds, insects, fish, flowing water, overlapping feathers, clouds and waves—all were included. Various pieces of information, complex to the extreme.
   

        A solemn and sacred feeling descended, filled with sanctity and secrecy.
   

        "Although it is the third time I'm pushing this door open, my heart still flutters intensely. Even the cold heart in an aloof personality state cannot suppress..." Casio looked up at the sky, murmuring.
   

        Whoosh! With a light tap of his toes, a vague purple afterimage appeared mid-air, rushing towards Heaven's Gate. Crossing the pale golden phantasmal staircase in one leap, all insights and experiences regarding the Extreme Fist Training flashed through Casio's mind like a slideshow.
   

        His eyes increasingly bright and penetrating, his true heart burning like a fierce sun.
   

        Boom!
   

        Casio fiercely crashed into Heaven's Gate, and golden light shattered, falling towards the Earth.
   

        Above the Black Abyss Sea surface, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist strode upon the sea. His hands gently placed behind him, his aged face looking up at the sky, his expression excited yet complex.
   

        He murmured to himself, seemingly unsure whom he was speaking to.
   

        "Look, White bird, Blood Vulture, Sonic Snake, the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, cultivated successfully by the same person, lifted to the Holy Fist Realm by the same person."
   

        "Southern Dipper Three Fist, Three Fists Combine, an unimaginable level..."
   

        "I hope I can witness the day when Casio fully perfects the Three Fists."
   

        Ting, ting, ting...
   

        In the dark night sky, the southern star region, Star Python Constellation.
   

        Sixty-six violet stars connected in succession, each lighting up one by one.
   

        Forming a life-like starry python opening its mouth in a roar.
   

        Crack, the next second, the python, as if coming to life, dove from the night sky towards the ground, as if to devour the Earth.
   

        Boom!
   

        Purple star sand waved across the sky, floating and raining like fog.
   

        A purple afterimage lightly tapped the sea surface, standing firmly.
   

        A circle of shock waves swept out, carrying mysterious and mystical fluctuations.
   

        "Energy hidden within, ignoring all else, only focused on the Boxing Method, only the moves..."
   

        "The ultimate of Extreme Fist."
   

        A cold voice sounded, and Casio's indifferent eyes drooped down.
   

        Looking at his ordinary palm, his fingers clenched suddenly in a downward motion. His power whooshed through the air, piercing the seawater, and struck upon the oceanic plates. The rock layers shattered, and magma gushed forth.
   

        The extreme cold and extreme heat collided, emitting a deep and huge sizzling sound.
   

        "The power, condensed to the unbelievable."
   

        "Compared to the Tyrant Fist and Saint Fist, although there isn't a massive disturbance that shakes heaven and earth, it's more ancient and deadly. Among the Southern Dipper Three Fist, the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist is more similar to the Ancient Assassination Fist..."
   

        Casio released his fist, his arms relaxed by his sides.
   

        In the distance, a blood-colored silhouette swept across the sky rapidly.
   

        "Casio, you've succeeded."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist suddenly appeared beside Casio, congratulating him.
   

        "I've been waiting for this day for a very long time..."
   

        Casio's eyes twinkled, his words seemingly filled with deep emotion.
   

        Indeed, Casio had been waiting for this day for far too long.
   

        Since the fourth Retrospection, when he inherited the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist from Blood Fist Feng Liusi, Casio had vaguely harbored this idea. Three mental methods, three personalities, cultivating three Southern Dipper secret techniques, embarking on three ultimate paths of secret martial arts. Finally, the three personalities, Southern Dipper Three Fist, Holy Pole Hegemony. All reaching the peak of perfection, unite as one!
   

        This was his ambition.
   

        An ambition he dare not have if not for the Retrospective Ability!
   

        And now, a large part of this grand ambition has been fulfilled.
   

        Only the last small part remains.
   

        Three fists perfected, secret arts united!
   

        "Last time I mentioned, if you continue to advance, you will reach the power level of my peak perfect stage. Now, here it is..."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist looked at Casio, simply stating a fact.
   

        He did not test Casio's strength as he did before, because it was no longer necessary. Within Casio's formidable physique, those three ultimate terrifying auras responded back and forth, forming an inner cycle.
   

        Like a giant wheel of life and death, capable of obliterating everything.
   

        "Right now, you are comparable to the Peak Totem King."
   

        Hearing the decisive judgment of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, Casio's face, icy as frost, broke into a pleasant smile: "Each time my strength is enhanced, I feel a tremendous sense of satisfaction, my drive to keep moving forward. There's really no need to compare with other strong entities..."
   

        Truth be told, the gap between the ultimate pathway being complete and incomplete is indeed vast. Even for an abnormal entity like Casio, with a powerful Golem Physique, his Southern Dipper Three Fist methods all reaching the Holy Fist Realm, and the progress of the techniques already pushed to 85%. Only by combining all these, he barely reached the level of the Peak Totem King, entering the ranks of the strongest six.
   

        Xiadu was once a concept, thus set aside.
   

        The remaining ultimate entities are nothing but the Southern Dipper Three Holy Fists, along with Totem King Cassius, and True Ancestor of Blood Umirah, amounting to five.
   

        And now, Casio stands as the sixth ultimate entity.
   

        He hasn't reached that Perfect Realm, yet he already possesses ultimate combat power!
   

        At this moment, Casio can truly stride unimpeded in the World of Calamities. With the current state of Xiadu, it simply cannot withstand Casio's rampage, only able to watch helplessly as Casio creates boundless slaughter.
   

        "What a pity, what a pity..."
   

        "This Retrospection is almost over, I can't stay much longer."
   

        The breakthrough into the Extreme Fist Realm, once again surging past a threshold. The increasingly powerful Casio, in fact, was already eager to unleash a major disaster in the World of Calamities. But, the lengthy Immortal Ascetic exhausted nearly all the Retrospective Time, especially in the Black Abyss Sea, the final forbidden zone of life.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Casio, here, had endured an entire year.
   

        The price of an overly powerful Golem Physique is that the ascetic training required to break through the Extreme Fist needs to be even more extreme. By the time Casio's Immortal Ascetic finishes, his entire three years of Retrospective Time, not much will be left. He looked at the status bar in the upper right corner of his vision, the remaining time for this Retrospection just about ten days.
   

        "Only ten days left?"
   

        "Time is really pressing..."
   

        "I wonder if joining forces with Blood Vulture, can we capture a few more Dark Ultimate Entities... and push the progress of the Golem Secret Weapon techniques to ninety percent?"
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        Now, the progress of the Golem Secret Weapon technique is 84.9%.
   

        There is still a 5.1% gap from ninety percent.
   

        Though it seems small and easily achievable within ten days, it is actually far from easy and somewhat challenging. The enhancement of the Golem Secret Weapon gets tougher as it progresses; now, reaching ninety percent in the final stages, it requires a massive amount of high-quality Life Vibration Energy.
   

        Like the recent enhancement.
   

        The complete Ultimate Dark Entity killed by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist brought a 3.0% progress to the Golem Secret Weapon technique. It's worth noting that the Ultimate Dark Entities that ganged up during the fight against Blood Vulture Dominant Fist were not ordinary either. It means that if Casio wants to achieve his goal before Retrospection ends, he must hunt at least two formidable Ultimate Dark Entities.
   

        Considering the vastness of the World of Calamities, this is quite challenging.
   

        As for one of the targets Casio initially planned for this Retrospection, the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, and the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist must now be reluctantly postponed. Plans cannot keep up with changes, and the Immortal Ascetic always takes priority, yet it has consumed too much time. Hence, the secondary objectives are put aside.
   

        After all, the Black Abyss Sea Area is too far from the Crystal Sand Sea, spanning oceans and continents. By the time Casio arrives there, the Retrospection would have already ended.
   

        "Find the nearest Ultimate Dark Entity and brutally kill it."
   

        "Consider it a celebration of my breakthrough to complete ultimate battle power..."
   

        Casio was full of Killing Intent, his black hair wildly dancing. Merely the expression of his will caused the Cloud Layer in the area to gather frenziedly, with lightning flashing and thunder roaring, and a Vortex howling as Heavy Rain approached. With such obvious commotion, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist certainly noticed. He knew Casio wanted to commence a massacre...
   

        This was exactly what Blood Vulture Dominant Fist desired.
   

        He had said he wanted to join forces with Casio to shake the entire World of Calamities upside down, and it was definitely not just lip service. Unlike the previous attack led by the Xiadu projection, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist hadn't had enough fun fighting last time. Now that Casio wanted to kill, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist wholeheartedly supported him. He wouldn't rest until he slaughtered all dark creatures.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist wanted to turn the World of Calamities into a bloody hunting ground.
   

        However, his wish might be difficult to achieve this time during Retrospection.
   

        Casio could only turn the Calamity World in the Real World's timeline into his own hunting ground when he returned, thus somewhat fulfilling Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's will in a roundabout way. It was uncertain how Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Totem King Cassius, who both suffered in the Real World's timeline, would be after their mutual defeats, whether they could regain their glory...
   

        If there was still hope for Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, Casio would not hesitate to offer his own Life Vibration Energy. The fear was, if Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was utterly destroyed, beyond recovery. Then Casio would have to slay Totem King Cassius again in front of him, allowing Blood Vulture Dominant Fist to depart in peace.
   

        Black Abyss Sea, where a sudden ocean storm emerged, at its very center.
   

        Two indistinct Silhouettes disappeared, sweeping towards land.
   

        Pressed for time and burdened with heavy Tasks, Casio also had to pursue efficiency.
   

        The greater his gains during this Retrospection, the more relaxed and confident he would be upon returning to the Real World. Absolute Strength is the foundation.
   

        World of Calamities, continental plate, Crystal Sand Sea, giant Volcano.
   

        Never-ending massive Vibration Echoes resonated continuously within the Cavity of the volcano, without an end. Millennia of entanglement, billions of collisions, ultimate power against ultimate power, only existing in an endless abyss.
   

        This colossal volcano's unique environment has made the Battlefields of Sonic Snake Extreme Fist and the True Ancestor of Blood entirely different from the Battlefield of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Totem King. In the Battlefield of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, the presence of the Calamity Source Spring gave Totem King a home-field advantage, thereby tilting the war balance to one side gradually.
   

        Here, without the Calamity Source Spring, neither side had a home-field advantage. Further, due to the enclosed environment underground, external force interference was almost non-existent. It was purely a brutal fight to the death between the True Ancestor of Blood and Sonic Snake Extreme Fist. As the fight progressed into the later stages, a bizarre fusion phenomenon occurred, reminiscent of two Ouroboros intertwined, forming a circle. It was an extremely cruel and desperate cycle of death.
   

        "Mysterious Mist, Eternal Mouth, Blood Scripture..."
   

        Inside the cavity of the giant volcano, a Scarlet Bat Monster spread its wings wide like a vast Black Cloak. On it, mysterious characters appeared, twisting and writhing, seemingly transforming into a trail of sinuous flowing blood. Umirah, the True Ancestor of Blood, the ruler of all blood powers.
   

        It launched yet another attack, targeting Sonic Snake Extreme Fist. This was yet another countless attempt by Umirah to utilize the three root powers to completely break the Echo Prison Seal of Sonic Snake Extreme Fist. Yet, all attempts failed...
   

        Sonic Snake Extreme Fist used all its power and life to transform into a prison.
   

        Unless...
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        There, a young man...
   

        has broken through to the Extreme Fist realm of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist!!!
   

        This is the resonance between practitioners of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist.
   

        "Is it the arrangement I left in the Relic that has taken effect? The last heritage I left there... Hahaha, it was worth leaving my shell behind..."
   

        The will of the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist vibrated intensely, shattering the cold state of mind.
   

        "I have a successor..."
   

        "I have a successor!!!"
   

        Boom boom boom boom! A series of violent bursts of blood energy rained down at this inappropriate moment. Umirah, the True Ancestor of Blood, wrapped in a scarlet waterfall, unleashed various mysterious, bizarre, and wickedly evil powers.
   

        "Sonic Snake, you're finally breaking, aren't you!?"
   

        "Cackle cackle cackle cackle... Let me send you on your way!"
   

        A ferocious bat face rapidly enlarged, its huge mouth swallowing heaven and earth.
   

        "Get lost!!!" "Boom!!!"
   

        An enormous snake tail tore through the void, terrifying power erupted, directly smashing Umirah's body into pieces in mid-air! Following that, the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist launched an assault like a tempest, countless fist shadows whirling, time and again shredding Umirah's Blood Bat true body. No matter how it changed form, dodged, and weaved, it couldn't avoid being pummeled on the spot by a fist and meeting a gruesome end.
   

        "Has this old thing gone mad all of a sudden?"
   

        "Since we entered the standoff period of ten thousand years... I've never seen him so ferocious..."
   

        Umirah opened its mouth to roar.
   

        But a whistling fist struck it, causing its face to collapse with a loud bang!
   

        Boom!!! The supermassive volcanic body shook, the Earth vibrated.
   

        For some unknown reason, this subterranean battlefield, which had been tending towards a stable stalemate, saw a constant escalation in the intensity of energy, reaching a white-hot level.
   

        ************************************
   

        Casio never imagined that hunting down an Ultimate Dark Entity could be so easy. Fundamentally, it was because he was too strong!
   

        At that moment, Casio was a peak Southern Dipper Holy Fist, free to move about. An ordinary Ultimate Dark Entity was no match for him. In the recent hunt, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist hadn't even needed to make a move, merely observing the battle from the sidelines. Meanwhile, Casio, with his overwhelmingly dominant presence, slew the Dark Ultimate Body King of Demon Abyss with his bare hands, breaking all eight of its writhing limbs.
   

        During that battle, Casio and the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist had followed the tracks of a colossal being on the move. On their way, they happened upon the King of Demon Abyss. The golem-like body descended on the spot, as if a giant meteorite plummeted from the sky, standing majestically in the Black Abyss Sea like a towering deity.
   

        Like an impregnable mountain, unshakable.
   

        No matter how hard the King of Demon Abyss struck, how much it struggled, or how it deployed its mightiest techniques, it couldn't inflict the slightest damage on the Demon Colossus. This was the disparity, an absolute gap in strength. Only the five ultimate beings of the Ancient Era were able to have such a ludicrously wide gulf with other Ultimate Dark Entities or Holy Fists, as different as heaven and earth.
   

        And now, a sixth had appeared.
   

        With one wave of his palm, the triple might of the Southern Dipper descended, enveloping and obscuring the entire sky. With a loud bam, the formidable body of the King of Demon Abyss almost exploded on impact, and it was only by Casio's intentional restraint that it narrowly avoided disaster.
   

        Nevertheless, it was ultimately unable to escape its fate as a mere prey.
   

        The Golem Secret Weapon converted it directly into surging life vibration energy. Before the bones of the King of Demon Abyss could even grow cold, Casio had already spent the points.
   

        The Cultivation Stat Bar displayed.
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 84.9% (Final Chapter)" →
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 87.6% (Final Chapter)"
   

        A 2.7% improvement indicates that the strength of the King of Demon Abyss is quite impressive.
   

        It is now on par with, or even slightly stronger than, the previous Ultimate Dark Entity that was killed by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. After all, this is the Life Forbidden Zone Black Abyss Sea; the existence of any Ultimate Dark Entity able to move around here is surely extraordinary.
   

        After reaping the life of the first Ultimate Dark Entity, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Casio once again paired up and continued their journey toward the mainland coast.
   

        This time, they were quite fortunate to encounter the first Ultimate Dark Entity in just two days. It was highly probable that the King of Demon Abyss was attracted by the aura of Casio's previous breakthrough with the Extreme Fist, probably wanting to join in the excitement, only to meet a tragic end. With both Blood Vulture and Casio present, there was no escape for it.
   

        Whiz, whiz, two meteors streaked across the sky with powerful, ferocious momentum.
   

        During this journey, Casio and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist talked about many things. These were the details he had once sought from the White Bird Sacred Fist but ultimately failed to learn. This time, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was quite talkative, revealing many of the secrets and important information of the past to Casio.
   

        For example, how the Southern Dipper Vein had managed to bring down Xiadu from the Concept Level in that legendary battle. The key lay in the Five Keystone Runes left by the Oyon Civilization. It was by borrowing the power of these runes that Xiadu was no longer an all-powerful conceptual existence and gained consciousness.
   

        Then, how Xiadu's core was split and imprisoned within the Three-layer Heaven Gate. This too was related to the Oyon Civilization, an ultimate existence who practiced a variant of Southern Dipper Boxing Method appeared in this world through unknown means. He called himself Southern Cross, and his boxing method was also called Southern Cross Boxing Method, sharing a familiar connection with the Southern Dipper Three Fist.
   

        However, the Southern Cross Boxing Method could not be cultivated in this world. Because from this position, when gazing at the starry sky, the cultivator is unable to sense the Southern Cross constellation. In this world, the only constellations that can be perceived and respond to cultivators are the Demon Bird Seat, Star Python Constellation, and Giant Vulture Constellation.
   

        Hence, the Southern Dipper Vein created the Southern Dipper Three Fist.
   

        Not the Four or Five Fists.
   

        With the mysterious visitor known as Southern Cross, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist learned some information about the Oyon Civilization. Oyon Scarlo, the full name of the Oyon Civilization, truly means: Those who seek the light of the Southern Dipper stars.
   

        According to ancient legends of the Oyon Civilization, any place that harbors human civilization, any world where civilization shines in its full splendor, will at some point attract the gaze of the Endless Calamity. It's only a matter of time.
   

        Calamities are immensely powerful, the world's deep, eternal darkness.
   

        Only the eternal Southern Dipper stars can illuminate this endless abyss of darkness. The Southern Dipper stars will guide humanity.
   

        The Oyon Civilization is such an organization and community seeking the light of the Southern Dipper stars. They would enter worlds corrupted by disasters, leave behind the seeds of resistance, then leave for the next world that needs saving.
   

        To fight against calamities, it is not enough to rely solely on Oyon; only a continuous emergence of resistors from the original world's human civilization can kindle roaring flames. Oyon merely ignites the spark.
   

        Through various pieces of information, although Southern Cross did not reveal his true identity, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist had already made a guess. He must be a Southern Dipper Practitioner from some world who, after innumerable hardships, finally suppressed or resolved the calamities of his world. Yet, Southern Cross did not settle down after this but instead pursued traces of the Oyon Civilization.
   

        Arriving in new worlds tormented by calamities, he contributed his strength.
   

        The major battle where Xiadu was split and sealed within the Three Gates of Heaven.
   

        The main forces were Southern Cross and the Southern Dipper Three Fist.
   

        Moreover, Southern Cross contributed the most, using his own flesh to forcibly seal Xiadu's will, weakening its power to the lowest. Otherwise, even if Xiadu's main body was sealed, the escaped will had the potential to return to the Concept Level.
   

        Southern Cross's body sealed Xiadu's will, which is why Casio saw the seventy-seven golden acupuncture points of the Southern Cross Secret Martial Art during the battle that led to the downfall of the Hong Li Empire. After the great battle, the remnant spirit of Southern Cross remained potent and did not disperse, wandering the lands of the Real World like a ghost. Perhaps it will remain until the day Xiadu is completely destroyed.
   

        Southern Cross could then return to his body and be resurrected.
   

        At this point, Casio suddenly remembered something he encountered during one of his Retrospections. He had entered the Blood Clan Mountain Range, namely the Ancient Ruins where the tradition of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist was passed down. Amidst the enveloping fog, Casio came across guidance from a voice, ghost-like.
   

        For some unknown reason, this voice guided him to find the entrance to the Ancient Ruins under the tree roots, as if assisting him from the shadows.
   

        Could it be that this voice... was the remnant spirit of the Southern Cross Sacred Fist!?
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        Casio was uncertain, but he harbored doubts about it.
   

        The location was the Ancient Ruins of the Oyon Civilization, where the remnants of the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist were also found. It seemed plausible that the Southern Cross Regret appeared nearby. If that voice was indeed the Southern Cross Regret, then everything would be clear. By that time, Casio would have already practiced the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, being a successor of the Southern Dipper lineage.
   

        It would indeed make sense for the Southern Cross to guide and help Casio find the entrance to the Relics.
   

        "Is that so?"
   

        His gaze flickered, his calm mood slightly stirred.
   

        The secret information revealed by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist had been guessed by Casio earlier, it was just now confirmed. The Oyon Civilization was indeed not native to this world, but came from somewhere else.
   

        Strictly speaking, Oyon Scarlo does not quite resemble a civilization.
   

        They are a group of like-minded people, chasing the light of the Southern Dipper Star.
   

        They are an Organization, they are a community, continuously appearing in worlds beset by the Endless Calamities, leaving behind the seeds of resistance.
   

        As for how the Oyon Civilization replenished its members, it would probably be similar to how one, like Southern Cross, followed the traces left by the Oyon Civilization and pursued them. If Southern Cross could catch up, he would probably become a new member of Oyon Scarlo, at the forefront of fighting against catastrophes.
   

        However, Southern Cross halted here, using its own shell to seal the will of Xiadu, leaving only regrets drifting in the world.
   

        Casio couldn't help but imagine the worlds that Oyon Civilization had passed through. Perhaps there were strong individuals like Southern Cross in those worlds, solving their own world's calamities and then resolutely embarking on a journey, following the traces left by Oyon Scarlo through a series of beautiful and mysterious adventures.
   

        "The vastness of the world, the vastness of the cosmos, only a lifetime of exploration..."
   

        He suppressed the emotions stirring in his heart and regained his calm.
   

        After all, Casio was an outsider, with a strong capacity to adapt.
   

        His will was also unyieldingly firm. Since there was a path ahead, then he would keep going. Whether that path led to Heaven or Hell...
   

        Expanding his vision and envisaging the future, Casio returned to the immediate issues. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist mentioned that the perfect mastery of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist crazily increases the combat power because of the "Demon Me."
   

        "Demon Me," a state of Complete Perfection, an Ultimate Realm.
   

        It's like a personality that masters all the moves and variations of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist. It maximizes the style of the boxing method, turbulent like the wind, invasive like fire, supremely overbearing. Much like a Divine Position.
   

        The man is the fist, the fist is the man, indistinguishable from each other!
   

        Entering this Perfect State as a Sacred Fist is extremely terrifying.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Totem King have been at a standoff for tens of thousands of years, they have already fallen from this Demon Me state; Sonic Snake Extreme Fist is probably similar. Only White Bird Sacred Fist has consistently maintained this Ultimate Realm, thus being able to withstand the Death Abyss Seal and Moon God Curse everywhere it goes.
   

        Demon Me, Sacred Me, Extreme Me...
   

        These represent special states formed when the path of boxing is complete.
   

        This is not a realm of eternal proof; if your own strength and Original Source continuously fall, you cannot maintain this special state.
   

        "There shouldn't be any problem with me sliding back..."
   

        As Casio listened to the narrative of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, he subconsciously glanced at the Cultivation Stat Bar in the upper right corner of his vision. Always advancing, never retreating, this is a hidden rule of the Retrospective Ability, and also a powerful capability easily overlooked. Normal cultivation, whether it be Secret Martial Art or others, never has a doctrine of only advancing without retreating. Any negligence or injury could lead to a fall in realm, but the Retrospective Ability isn't subject to this.
   

        Regardless of the time, regardless of the place.
   

        Even if the seas dry up and the lands crack, Casio's strength will never be stripped away. Likewise, this means that once he achieves the Perfect Realm of the Southern Dipper Boxing Method, the special states like Demon Me, Sacred Me, Extreme Me, will forever be bestowed upon him. Casio possesses an advantage others do not have.
   

        "If the Southern Dipper Boxing Method achieves the Perfect Realm and gains such special abilities and states, then my Golem Secret Weapon, when the Progress of the Spirit Chapter reaches one hundred percent, should also produce ultimate abilities. After all, the Golem Secret Weapon has evolved and mutated so many times almost surpassing the category of Secret Martial Arts, not inferior to the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission..." He pondered, feeling that this possibility was significant.
   

        "We've arrived, Casio."
   

        Suddenly, the voice of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist alerted him.
   

        Looking around, the monotonous black ocean environment swept back like clouds driven by the wind and a massive towering continental plate approached.
   

        "With only seven days left, I wonder if this time Xiadu can stand up again, gather a group of Ultimate Dark Entities to besiege us..."
   

        A fleeting mocking smile seemed to appear on Casio's face.
   

        Now that he had reached Perfect Combat Power, along with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist covering him, at this stage, he could act recklessly and anyone who came would perish.
   

        The World of Calamities, like a dark forest, was filled with fierce beasts grinding their teeth and sucking blood. Dangers were everywhere, much like Hell. However, today, two hunters armed with guns had entered, acting without any taboo!
   

        They intentionally made loud noises, left bloody traces and scents, provoking a massacre as if to say: Come, come! I'm waiting right here for you, come kill me if you can, I can't wait anymore!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1289: 644 The Sixth Retrospection ends (4000)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Such provocative tactics seemed rather clumsy and crude.
   

        But on the seventh day, there really was a fool who took the bait.
   

        The Ultimate Dark Entity, the Cloud Giant Beast.
   

        The Cloud Giant Beast swore it hadn't planned to do anything, it was merely curious and came for a distant look. Despite being thousands of miles away, it was suddenly locked in by two terrifying auras. It couldn't escape, overwhelmed by despair.
   

        Midway as it fled back, the Cloud Giant Beast was forcefully intercepted.
   

        Behind it, an elder with a head full of blood-red hair fluttering in the air, wrapped in the ferocious phantasm of Blood Vultures, with a tyrannically peerless aura sweeping the heavens and earth.
   

        "It's him! Blood Vulture Dominant Fist!"
   

        The Cloud Giant Beast surely recognized this famously ferocious killer from the past.
   

        However, at this moment, the sturdy silhouette in front was emitting an aura and killing intent that were even stronger than those of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist by several notches!
   

        More robust, more powerful, more tyrannical.
   

        Underneath the broad black trench coat appeared to envelop a ferocious beast.
   

        Naturally brutal, ruthlessly cold-hearted.
   

        The slaughter it committed was as simple as eating and drinking.
   

        "What do people think about just before death?"
   

        The black figure blocking the Cloud Giant Beast's path suddenly asked a question. It seemed to be asking the beast, and yet it seemed to be talking to the Blood Vulture.
   

        The next second, boom!
   

        In the vision of the Cloud Giant Beast, the figure of Golem Casio grew infinitely tall and large, eclipsing the whole world, darkening the skies. An enormous iron palm descended, bursting the vacuum, and rapidly expanded before its eyes.
   

        At that moment, boundless fear descended upon its heart, along with intense regret. It regretted, why did it suddenly become curious to take a look.
   

        This single glance had gratuitously cast away its life of ten thousand years.
   

        Boom!!!!!
   

        At the final moment, at death's door.
   

        The Cloud Giant Beast seemed to hear an imposing yet vague voice.
   

        In its ears, a demon whispered.
   

        "It's regret and fear..."
   

        Moments later, a giant model was pieced together from white skeletons, seemingly able to reveal the majestic and sturdy appearance of the Cloud Giant Beast before its demise.
   

        Click, the palm resting on the skeletons retracted.
   

        Whoosh, a gust of wind swept through, turning all the skeletons into ash.
   

        In this environment where the bones' ash fell like snow.
   

        Casio stood silently, the bloody luminescence in his pupils gradually dimming.
   

        The second Ultimate Dark Entity, just not sure if it's enough...
   

        His gaze shifted to the upper right corner, to where the Cultivation Stat Bar was.
   

        'Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 87.6% (Final Chapter)'
   

        With a thought, without hesitation. The life vibration energy that had not yet warmed up inside his body roared towards the Retrospective Ability.
   

        A scorching waterfall swept through, causing the Cultivation Stat Bar to blur and vibrate.
   

        The black figures at the end jumped, climbing bit by bit.
   

        After some time passed, the blurred Cultivation Stat Bar became clear.
   

        'Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 90.1% (Final Chapter)'
   

        A 2.5% increase was just enough to push the Casio Golem's Secret Weapon Spirit Segment past the threshold of ninety percent. At this moment, he was still ten percent short of reaching the truly Perfect Realm. It could be said to be within reach.
   

        "With this bizarre technique, I have no doubt you can reach the Perfect Realm," Blood Vulture Dominant Fist said, sighing as he watched Casio's strength grow stronger, "It's a pity you appeared too late; the old man White Bird will never see that day. Heheh, hahahaha..."
   

        As he spoke, he suddenly began to laugh, "How could I forget, White Bird was the most carefree among us three. Even if he knew, he wouldn't feel regret or sorrow. He burned everything and faced death with poise..."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist blinked, sweeping away his pity and weariness.
   

        He looked up at the Blood Moon, his mood exceedingly open and untroubled.
   

        Behind him, Casio stood silently like a sculpture.
   

        His eyes quietly watched the withered figure in front.
   

        What Blood Vulture Dominant Fist didn't know was that, in the actual timeline.
   

        He himself hadn't seen the day Casio emerged and grew to his peak. Moreover, White Bird Sacred Fist did indeed burn everything to face death with poise. But weren't you, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, the same, delaying the Totem King Cassius for thousands of years and finally perishing together. Such resolute will and wildly unrestrained temperament, no second person like that could be found in the whole world!
   

        Casio, a person of such self-identity, rarely felt admiration.
   

        Including all experiences into account.
   

        Enlightenment teacher Lixia counts as one, Blood Fist Feng Liusi counts as one.
   

        White Bird Sacred Fist counts as one, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist also counts as one.
   

        Four, precisely corresponding to his journey through different stages in life and retrospections. Each touch and thrill contributed to the making of Casio.
   

        This night, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Casio talked for a long time again. Mostly, it was Blood Vulture Dominant Fist speaking, and Casio listening. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist recounted his old stories with leisurely interest, and Casio played the role of a listener.
   

        No hunting, no fighting.
   

        Just a peaceful, lengthy conversation under the moonlight, brushed by gentle breezes.
   

        That moon in the sky, draped them with a crimson glow.
   

        Unaware, time elapsed, coming to the end of the seventh day.
   

        The dim light lengthened the shadows of Casio and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        Stretching across the plain towards the distance, seemingly endless.
   

        "Blood Vulture, I will put an end to everything."
   

        "Be it the Ultimate Dark Entity, Xiadu, or the Endless Calamity..." In Casio's eyes reflected the blood moon, the diffused pattern strangely resembled a pair of beating raptor wings, quietly burning in the void.
   

        "I have no doubt."
   

        The hunched figure of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist slowly straightened, gradually turning his head.
   

        Casio also turned around, and they exchanged a glance.
   

        Then, together, they looked up into the far distance.
   

        At this moment, everything was frozen in time, as if the receding tide of sea water rolled away and vanished. The surrounding environment began to warp, emanating a dense fog-like blur. The contours of the world, the colors of all things, grew dim.
   

        Everything came to a standstill, captured in the final silhouette of black and white.
   

        Under the Blood Moon, upon the boundless plain.
   

        An older figure and a younger one, two faint silhouettes, gazing out over the world.
   

        ...
   

        The Retrospective Ability had already been activated, and Casio imprinted everything before him in his mind. During the sixth retrospection, he hadn't experienced much, merely fighting side by side with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. But such an experience was still unforgettable.
   

        This retrospection reaped rich rewards with immense progress.
   

        First, the advancement of the Golem Secret Weapon Spirit Segment neared 50%.
   

        'Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 42.4% (Final Chapter)' →
   

        'Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 90.1% (Final Chapter)'
   

        Next, the Sound Snake Fist finally reached the realm of Extreme Fist!
   

        At this moment, the three Southern Dipper Secret Transmissions, all of Casio's efforts succeeded.
   

        That Spirit Rune he had been planning to use was now ready to be activated.
   

        The terrifying amount of Spirit Blood stored within was ready to be consumed.
   

        Lastly, Casio learned of many world secrets, most related to the Oyon Civilization. The deeper his understanding, the more he wanted to explore. It was foreseeable that Casio would likely search for traces of Oyon Civilization in the future.
   

        The desire to explore, forever unceasing, keeps one forever young.
   

        Buzz... Time fluctuated, space trembled, the world flipped.
   

        Hong Li Federation Calendar year 156, December 18th, noon.
   

        East Sea County, God's Tear Lake, Heart of Lake Island.
   

        The lake water rippled with sparkling waves, underneath seemed to sway the delicate green water plants, with the breeze came a moist freshness.
   

        Ding...
   

        At the center of Heart of Lake Island, a cross-legged silhouette opened his eyes.
   

        An ultimate terrifying aura seemed to sweep across the entire lake surface, and even enveloped the Magical Golem Sect, Eastern Sea Suburb and Urban Area. But in the next instant, the frightening aura disappeared, as if an illusion.
   

        Within the Magical Golem Sect, many Fighter powerhouses flew out, in a terrified frenzy searching for the source of danger. The figure on Heart of Lake Island stood up.
   

        Casio looked up to the sky, fixedly staring at the Sun in mid-air.
   

        A long-missed warmth and brightness, completely different from the World of Calamities.
   

        "Back at last..."
   

        "The sixth retrospection, concluded."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        This retrospection took about three years in total.
   

        Since Casio had already reached the Holy Fist Realm before the retrospection, many tedious and time-consuming precautions were not very necessary. Using a vast amount of Obsession Energy, the moment he stepped into The Sixth Retrospection, he leveraged the retained power of the Holy Fist to completely overturn the table.
   

        In three moves, he resolved the obsession of the original host in the Real World, entered the World of Calamities, annihilated the Totem King, and rescued the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Subsequently, with the combined efforts of two individuals from the Southern Dipper Vein, they fought back against the Dark Ultimate Entity and severely wounded the projection of Xiadu, securing Casio over two years of time for his immortal ascetic cultivation.
   

        Now, with the gathering of the Holy Pole Hegemony's Southern Dipper Three Fist, the progress of the final chapter of the Golem Secret Martial Arts technique has advanced to a terrifying 90 percent, achieving Perfect Combat Power!
   

        A sense of control and fulfillment quietly flowed through Casio's heart.
   

        He slightly narrowed his eyes, bowed his head, his expression dark and profound.
   

        "Back to the real timeline now…"
   

        "The White Bird Sacred Fist burns and falls, the fate of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist is unknown, and the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist is entangled endlessly. No one can help me, nor is it possible for an existence like the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist to fight side by side with me anymore. In this even harsher situation, where disasters are about to completely overwhelm humans..."
   

        "I can only rely on myself, and I must rely on myself."
   

        "Solo battle? Heh, it's enough."
   

        Casio laughed softly, "Just with me alone, I'll sweep everything aside!"
   

        His terrifying will climbed to its peak, seething like red-hot magma. A mere leakage of it could stir up storms within a hundred miles.
   

        After a long time, the lake water rippled, a breeze brushed the face, and water birds circled in the sky.
   

        On Heart of Lake Island, an eerie demonic fluctuation subtly spread out. Not too much nor too little, just enough to envelop the entire island. From the outside looking in, it appeared hazy, as if there were countless twisted shadows.
   

        If any Cultivator from the Secret Martial World were nearby, they would be seduced by this aura, becoming a slave to the boxing technique just like a pilgrim facing a God.
   

        In The Sixth Retrospection, Casio's Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist had broken through to the Extreme Fist Realm, and his overall Strength took a leap forward. Therefore, he began using the Qi Seal Inscription Method anew to compile The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and Demon Heart Secret Scroll.
   

        Writing The Six Parts of Southern Dipper was in preparation for the combination of the Three Fists. Writing Magic Heart Secret Book was due to Casio's vague intuition after his thorough discussion with the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist; he sensed that a Mutation might occur when Golem Secret Martial Arts reached the Perfect Realm. Casio wanted to use a simplified version of Golem Secret Martial Arts in the Magic Heart Secret Book to extrapolate, to see if he could grasp any future trends.
   

        These trends, maybe, could be seen in the disciples of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Of course, the rewriting of The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Demon Heart Secret Book represents the completion and perfection of the entire cultivation system. It would benefit many Cultivators.
   

        As time gradually passed, the twisted aura on Heart of Lake Island grew denser. After reaching its peak, it quickly subsided.
   

        In the center of the island, Casio slowly lifted his broad palm, the pinnacle of the Holy Fist Aura entwining his fingers gradually extinguished. His gaze moved downward, and right in front was a pair of thick Secret Manuals, made entirely of exquisite parchment and hardcovers. However, due to the influence of the Spirit and Strength, the manuals carried extraordinary anomalies, revealing at a glance that they were mysterious and powerful techniques.
   

        The thick volume of The Six Parts of Southern Dipper had a tricolored Spirit Aura surrounding its surface. It looked as if it were crafted from transparent glass, constantly shifting between crimson, pure white, and violet-purple colors. Vaguely, one could also see nearly two hundred dense stars' Phantasmal shadows surrounding the manual, like satellites orbiting a star.
   

        Beside it, the Magic Heart Secret Book's color was not as dazzling, but it was even more mysterious and terrifying. It had a cover that looked both like bone and steel, securely locking it up, as if sealing an evil entity within. At the edge of the cover, clusters of sinister black Demonic Qi flames burnt ominously.
   

        Within the flames, it seemed as if a multitude of deformed demons were struggling and wailing in pain.
   

        These two Secret Martial Arts Manuals were the core of the Golem Sect, creating a vast and complete cultivation system. The reason why the Golem Sect has quietly become the center of the World Secret Martial Arts World in the Real World and has the momentum to become a holy land of martial arts in this period. The Golem Sect Master Casio, the only Holy Fist walking the earth, was one reason; the great attraction of the formidable Secret Martial Arts techniques was another.
   

        "Almost there… This Qi Seal Inscription Method has also reached its limit…"
   

        Casio reached out his palm and gently brushed over The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Demon Heart Secret Scrolls.
   

        Instantly, the anomalies on the surface of the two manuals faded away.
   

        His Strength now was too overwhelming, his Spirit Strength too refined, and his will too explosively terrifying. Just now, when Casio used the Qi Seal Inscription Method, he almost destroyed the two manuals. Their material could no longer withstand Casio's Aura's Magnetic Field and willpower. Therefore, he restrained himself and did not infuse all his Strength.
   

        Instead, he stopped right at the limit of the Qi Seal Inscription Method.
   

        Otherwise, the magnetic field of The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Demon Heart Secret Book would be even more dreadful, and perhaps they would be forcefully imbued into precious artifacts.
   

        Just like the relic from the Oyon Civilization, the Spiral Eyed Sword.
   

        On Heart of Lake Island, Casio slowly turned his head to look toward the Shore of God's Tear Lake.
   

        With a light tap of the toe, his figure blurred in a peculiar way on the spot.
   

        The next second, within the Golem Sect Headquarters, a black shadow emerged.
   

        On the afternoon of December 18th, the senior level of the Golem Sect gathered for a meeting at the Golem Sect Headquarters, and Golem Sect Master Casio had new instructions to issue.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        This is a vast dome hall, not like the religious buildings adorned with dazzling rainbow colors, but dominated by gold and black.
   

        The area is shrouded in black, resembling a stretch of night sky. There, golden lines divide it, akin to parallel meteor trails.
   

        Solemn, reverent, impressive, magnificent.
   

        At this moment, a large conference table has already been set up in the hall, with senior level members filling both sides, each one exuding a fierce and strong aura, macho men of fearsome nature.
   

        Some with buzz-cut hairstyles like hedgehogs, others with shoulder-length hair draped over. Some are dressed in black leather studded outfits, others in oversized trench coats, or vests with capes.
   

        A mix of people of all sorts, men and women, young and old, everything you'd expect.
   

        But they all share one characteristic, they are robust! Extremely strong!
   

        Broad skeletons, towering statures, bulging and powerful muscles. Their gazes are incisive, their aura commanding, more terrifying than murderers.
   

        This is the elite produced by the Magical Golem Sect, the constant Cultivation of the Magic Heart Secret Book has changed them! From body to spirit, they grow stronger step by step!
   

        In the Conference Hall, Casio's gaze sweeps over those in the main seats.
   

        Looking at these senior figures of the Magical Golem Sect, he imperceptibly nods.
   

        He is satisfied; this is indeed the strong style that the Magical Golem Sect should embody.
   

        The style of the strong, rugged, fierce, absolutely unrelated to weakness, hypocrisy, or pity. What Casio wants is a beheading knife, unyieldingly sharp, not soft leather armor. Only a knife is of use against the claws and fangs of the dark creatures!
   

        In the hall, after a brief silence.
   

        Casio throws the rewritten and improved script of The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart to the Elder responsible for martial arts. After briefly explaining, he swiftly moves on to the next topic, ignoring the astonishment of the attendees.
   

        Also, for the next period, the most vital task for the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        The search for the five mysterious Keystone Runes left by the Oyon Civilization.
   

        In the last stage of The Sixth Retrospection, he learned many secrets from the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Among them, the fall of Xiadu from Concept Level was crucially due to the effect of the five Keystone Runes. Later in the battle when Xiadu was sealed by Heaven's Gate, the mystical Southern Cross Holy Fist sacrificed its own shell to imprison the will of Xiadu, worrying it could return to the Concept Level.
   

        Therefore, in the real timeline. If Casio wants to kill Xiadu, he must consider the possibility of its will returning to the Endless Calamity, back to the Concept Level, after destroying its true body. The five Keystone Runes are the safest approach, which can knock Xiadu down again, even if it returns to the Concept Level.
   

        Moreover, there is another reason.
   

        Casio has entered the Oyon Civilization's Miracle Garden, at the most secretive core location, there is a sealed portal. If he can open that door, he will obtain a core secret left by the Oyon Civilization.
   

        But to open the door, the five Keystone Runes must be gathered.
   

        This is also why Casio is motivated to find these lost runes.
   

        He already possesses the Spirit Rune and the Spiritual Rune.
   

        The remaining three runes, Casio has also learned of their specific shapes.
   

        One is a spiral mark, resembling a lotus petal, like a budding flower.
   

        Another resembles the skull head of some kind of monster, exuding ferocity.
   

        And one is the contour of two overlapping eyes, with double pupils.
   

        The various power fluctuations and aura features, he also had a vague impression of the contour when touching the core door of the Miracle Garden.
   

        With Casio's description, the search for the remaining three Keystone Runes can be greatly narrowed down. Considering the influence the Magical Golem Sect now has around the world, finding the remaining Keystone Runes can be said to be just a matter of time.
   

        This is one of the reasons why Casio establishes and develops the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Even if his strength is immense, sweeping the world, disregarding nations and supernatural organizations, he cannot speed up in accomplishing such tasks.
   

        The speed at which one person collects resources and intelligence is limited.
   

        But once a vast Organization follows a directive, executing it steadfastly like a war machine, that efficiency will be terrifying. For example, the Door Organization, created by the will of Xiadu, came into being for that reason, and indeed it has been very effective.
   

        Successfully collected the Door Fragments, aiding Xiadu in breaking the seal of Heaven's Gate.
   

        Casio's thoughts slightly dispersed, shifting his attention to the current status of the Door Organization. The revival of Black Rain Villa had caused a heavy loss to many forces of calamity, including the Door Organization, whose influence had rapidly contracted and receded. It seemed that in recent times, facing the expansion of the Magical Golem Sect, they had been unusually quiet and compliant.
   

        But, one must never let their guard down.
   

        Before his sixth Retrospection, he had already felt that a larger calamity tide was quietly brewing in the deeper layers of the world. The second wave of Calamities was approaching, and it would be more terrifying than the downfall of the Hong Li Empire. The breach has already been opened, the second outbreak might be the moment the Real World tips over. Neither Xiadu nor the Door Organization would miss this opportunity!
   

        Although the Door Organization had suffered major losses, it still had manpower to employ. The Necromancy Ceremony was enough to summon a squad of the Organization's former vice leaders.
   

        Moreover, what needed attention was:
   

        The current Xiadu, after resting and recuperating for over a century since that great battle, had one-third of its essence freed and tirelessly eradicated the White Bird Burning Mark. By now, it has likely recovered formidable combat strength. Casio has reached Perfect Combat Power, becoming one of the six ultimate beings. If he confronted Xiadu now, he would not lose, but neither did he have any assurance of victory. A standoff between the two would inevitably bring severe impact and destruction to human society in the Real World, the worst-case scenario.
   

        Furthermore, the overall trend was in Xiadu's favor.
   

        The second wave of Calamities was coming.
   

        If it came to that, it would be Xiadu's victory.
   

        Therefore, for the time being, Casio did not wish to startle the snake by beating the grass, to outright storm into the Door Organization's Headquarters, revealing his threatening Perfect Combat Power. He chose to hold back, continuing to enhance his strength. Let the Door Organization and Xiadu's side believe he was just a regular practitioner of Holy Fist, with neither exceptional nor weak power.
   

        It wouldn't prompt the Door Organization to think they could bully the sect of the Magical Golem, nor would it alarm Xiadu to come out early and engage in a binding conflict with Casio, preventing him from focusing on improving his strength.
   

        The enemy out in the open, while I remain hidden, is always the best strategic situation.
   

        Based on this consideration, at the internal conference of the Magical Golem Sect,
   

        Casio did not have them deliberately pressure the Door Organization, but instead instructed the Golem Sect to continue to accelerate their development. They were to open more Golem Martial Academies, spread the Magic Heart Secret Book, and even expand towards the Yana United States and the Star Blue Empire.
   

        In the process, should the Door Organization provoke them or refuse to yield, then it would be fine for the Golem Sect to act forcefully. They had to maintain a tough stance.
   

        Various orders were issued, and the senior levels of the Golem Sect dispersed one after another.
   

        In the vast Conference Hall, only Casio was left in deep contemplation.
   

        The operations of the Golem Sect for the coming period had been set.
   

        His personal actions must also be put on the agenda.
   

        First, to enter the World of Calamities and seek out the Blood Vulture Remnants. If possible, it would be best to find the wounded Totem King and strike again.
   

        Next, continue to progress the technique of the Golem Secret Weapon. Ninety percent was far from the end! With the Retrospective Ability, the ascent is endless.
   

        Additionally, after some time, Casio should personally observe the development of the Golem Sect. That youngster Simonyi seems to have become the master of Princess Katy from the Eastern Archipelago, intending to extend the influence of the Golem Sect to the islands. The Black Spade "A" Organization, backed by Kanon Corporation, as well as Phil's Family who once had good relations with him. Father's Antique Store, the community of Treasure Hunters, and those two cheap apprentices.
   

        Numerous memories surged in his heart, slight ripples emerging.
   

        Already knowing the vastness of the universe, yet still pity the youthfulness of grasses and trees.
   

        Although the scale of the battles and challenges Casio faced had reached the macro level of humanity versus Disasters, sometimes, it wouldn't hurt to lower one's gaze from the clouds to the Earth, to observe the joys and sorrows of all beings. Who knows, unique Insights may emerge...
   

        "In the end, it's because my strength improved too rapidly, my Retrospective Ability too formidable."
   

        "I haven't endured the vicissitudes of thousands of years that a regular practitioner of Holy Fist normally would..."
   

        Casio sighed, his dark blue eyes slightly lowered.
   

        Within his pupils, it seemed as though a bottomless Vortex led directly to the abyss.
   

        "Of course, from another perspective, this also means I still possess strong humanity. Those Ultimate Dark Entities look at me with eyes as if seeing a terrifying monster, slandering, fearing me; I couldn't care less!"
   

        "Hehe, because, what they think is completely false..."
   

        "Greatly detached from reality!!!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        December 18th, deep into the night.
   

        Magical Golem Sect, God's Tear Lake, Heart of Lake Island.
   

        A black figure of a bulky stature sat cross-legged, its breathing rhythm hinted as if it were swallowing the moonlight. At a certain moment when the white moonlight was at its thickest, the figure suddenly stood up. A terrifyingly powerful Life Field spread out, like countless sharp-toothed mouths swarming together.
   

        The field swept across, creating ripples on the water's surface, instantly enveloping the entire area of the Magical Golem Sect. However, many of the disciples and elders of the Golem Sect remained completely unaware; the gap between them was simply too great, surpassing the extreme limits of physical and spiritual alertness. Faced with the life field of the golems, humans gave no response, but the stone statues guarding every corner of the Golem Sect trembled mightily, as if hearing the call of their master.
   

        Crack crack crack... Thump thump thump...
   

        Bits of stone chipped off, the earth beneath sank, and footprints extended all the way down the path.
   

        Deep into the night, the moonlight draped like wisps of white gauze, looking quite ethereal. Yet within this picturesque scene, there were rows of terrifying four to five-meter tall silhouettes walking stiffly with heavy steps. Light shrouded from behind cast large shadows imbued with a sense of power.
   

        Splish splash... Splish splash...
   

        Many stone statues approached the shore of God's Tear Lake and stepped directly into the water, their massive bodies submerged bit by bit. Their heavy feet churned the mud as they continued to walk along the lakebed, moving devoutly toward Heart of Lake Island, with solemnity and sanctity.
   

        Moments later, complete silence prevailed.
   

        From a bird's-eye view from the sky, one would discover that beneath the waters around Heart of Lake Island, there lay rings upon rings of colossal stone statues.
   

        They formed a lotus pedestal, like layers of petals crowded around each other.
   

        And in the center of Heart of Lake Island stood a refined silver-white armored figure, its fearsome contour aglow with chilling Devil's Flames, standing firm like an Iron Tower.
   

        The terror-level Life Field of the final chapter progressed at ninety percent, sweeping out like the heat of a high-temperature furnace, enveloping the surroundings. It ceaselessly burned the gathered stone statues, ferociously pouring exotic energy into them.
   

        For a while, God's Tear Lake manifested bizarre illusions. The entire lake appeared as a cauldron, with the water and its edges aflame with roaring black fire. Within these flames, thousands of demons contorted and struggled, incessantly weeping blood and screaming.
   

        This mirage endured for an entire night.
   

        The next day at dawn, the headquarters of the Golem Sect began its operations. A large group of elite disciples either started their morning exercises or handled affairs. As they stepped out of the buildings, about to go about their business, they were suddenly struck by the realization that something was amiss. The stone statues guarding the Golem Sect had, overnight, gone through a frenzied growth in size, becoming increasingly bulky and muscular.
   

        A glance over them revealed they were now twice their original size, standing a full ten meters tall! Standing underneath these stone giants, engulfed by their huge shadows, one felt as if facing skyscrapers. Moreover, whether it was due to the angle of the sun's rays or not, the disciples of the Golem Sect always felt that the surface of these stone statues exhibited a metallic feel, as if they were clad in a layer of silver-white armor.
   

        In any case, they were now more oppressive and powerful.
   

        These changes were actually the work of Casio from last night. The stone statue groups on Immortal Island were originally exotic species born from being steeped in the aura of the golems. Therefore, once Casio boosted himself to Perfect Combat Power, he decisively used his own more potent mutated golem Life Field to re-infect and influence the group of statues.
   

        The life forms of these stone statues would converge towards Casio's original golem body. After undergoing mutation and evolution, they would undoubtedly become the guardian deities of the Golem Sect Headquarters. Similarly, they could also become powerful weapons for the Golem Sect's conquests. Unfortunately, they were too huge and thereby not suitable for long-distance transportation.
   

        It is important to know that Casio enhanced the power of these stone statues to prepare for the unforeseen future. He would soon enter the World of Calamities to search for the remnants of the Blood Vulture. The Golem Sect in the Real World must develop on its own. Its expansion was too aggressive, making it hard to guarantee that the Door Organization wouldn't surreptitiously use some schemes to create Obstacles. Xiadu would certainly not make a move, but the Deputy Leader of the Door Organization of Necromancy had a high probability of doing so; this was a point that needed to be guarded against.
   

        December 19th, the weather clear and sunny.
   

        After rewriting and upgrading The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Secret Scroll of Demon Heart.
   

        And after infecting and evolving the group of stone statues once more.
   

        Casio quietly left the headquarters of the Golem Sect.
   

        Thousands of miles away in North Flow Country, Baichuan City.
   

        At Snowflake Middle School, the afternoon's red and yellow sunlight spilled onto the stone path, reflecting a hint of golden reflection. Next to the school building, with its white walls trimmed in black, there was a lawn. At the other end of the square lawn was the sports building.
   

        Here, various clubs like the Archery Society, the Swordsmanship Society, the Fighting Society, and so on were located.
   

        The Fighting Society of Snowflake Middle School occupied a spacious indoor venue. The floor was covered with a plastic carpet, making it comfortable for the students to walk barefoot.
   

        Today, members of the Fighting Society were gathered here, along with many new faces. These were members of Fighting Societies from other Baichuan City schools, here for an exchange and learning session. What they called exchange learning was actually sparring and competing.
   

        Members of the Fighting Societies from different schools wore differently colored uniforms.
   

        They sat cross-legged, watching the Combat taking place in the center of the indoor arena.
   

        Whoosh! Bang!
   

        A shadow flashed by, an arm was fiercely swung out like an elephant lifting its trunk. Thump, the figure in the yellow fighting suit grunted as h
   

        e was struck to his knees, and while his feet and knees rubbed against the ground, his body continued to slide involuntarily for more than ten meters backwards.
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        Finally, with a bang, he collided with many students sitting cross-legged.
   

        These students were all clad in yellow fighting suits, hailing from Dual Ivy Junior High School. They scrambled to their feet in a disarray, creating a scene of chaos.
   

        "Admitted."
   

        In the center of the venue, the figure in the white fighting suit nodded slightly. Even though he seemed agreeable in victory, his expressionless face and undisturbed eyes suggested an inexplicable sense of mockery. Was it boredom? Did he feel that his opponents were too weak?
   

        Right then, the head senior brother of Dual Ivy Junior High's Fighting Society stood up, a man with a buzz-cut, strong and muscular. Taking a step forward, the chief senior brother of Dual Ivy's Fighting Society focused intently on the figure ahead.
   

        "Phil, it's time for me to challenge you!"
   

        At the middle of the venue, the back of the white fighting suit turned, revealing Phil's face. Different from half a year ago, Phil now seemed to have hit a crazy growth spurt in his teens, shooting up in height within just six months. Standing at 186 centimeters, he was tall and robust, with broad shoulders and a resolute, cool face. With each breath, he exuded a sense of powerful vigor.
   

        He turned around, his shoulder muscles stretching the fighting suit tight, the pleats highlighting his puffed-up chest. Strong hands placed at his sides, the powerful lines of his muscles were clearly visible, with black veins subtly throbbing.
   

        "You?" Phil looked at the senior brother of Dual Ivy's Fighting Society and slowly shook his head. "How many more people from your Fighting Society haven't gone yet? Why don't you all come together? I'm short on time; I still have a sparring session with my junior sister later..."
   

        "You!" The senior brother from Dual Ivy's Fighting Society appeared slightly angered.
   

        Behind him, one by one, the figures in yellow fighting suits also stood up. Even the two main coaches of the Fighting Society from Dual Ivy Junior High furrowed their brows deeply. This youngster's arrogance had pricked them as well.
   

        "If the two coaches would like to join, too, I don't mind..." Phil slowly turned his head, his gaze sweeping across all the people in the venue.
   

        "If there are other Fighting Societies... who want to join as well, come together."
   

        "I'm in a hurry."
   

        Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh... 
   

        A flurry of students wearing different colored fighting suits suddenly stood up, rushing towards the white-clad figure at the very center of the Fighting Field.
   

        "Not bad..." A small curve formed at the corner of Phil's mouth.
   

        Five minutes later, bang, bang, bang, bang!
   

        A succession of lightning-fast impacts echoed through the venue.
   

        A black silhouette moved agilely, footsteps heavy and strong as if an elephant was stamping its foot. Arms swinging, they created a vortex of fierce winds. His speed was so fast that to the other Fighting Society members, Phil's arms left a series of afterimages, as if transforming into eight limbs striking consecutively.
   

        Around him, the coaches of the various school Fighting Societies and invited combat experts were all driven backward, unable to retaliate or match him—overpowered in strength, speed, and skill. Could it be that Snowfluff Fighting Society had such a formidable fighter?
   

        "Moo!" Suddenly, a bellow like that of an elephant roared across mid-air.
   

        Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art, Elephant Roaring Sound!
   

        Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh! The strong arms swept like a trunk, knocking away the surrounding attacking figures, unable to withstand it.
   

        Hiss! His palm passed through the air, piercing it, and between the five robust fingers, a faint layer of white stream could be seen entwining them.
   

        Secret Technique, Blue Wind Stream!
   

        Thud! A blurred black palm brushed past the face of Dual Ivy's senior brother, pressing heavily against the wall. Boom! The senior brother stared wide-eyed in fear, holding his breath. Only when the palm was lifted did he find a tiny cut and droplet of blood on his earlobe, faintly painful.
   

        His heart pounding, he turned his head to look at the wall behind.
   

        There, a deep palm print had been indented into the smooth contour. The force from Phil's near-miss attack was painful enough; a direct hit on the face would surely have been disastrous...
   

        The senior brother from Dual Ivy's Fighting Society swallowed hard. He looked at Phil, whose expression remained blank, his gaze so indifferent it verged on boredom.
   

        "You're very strong!"
   

        The senior brother's voice trembled, even carrying a hint of admiration.
   

        "No, I am not strong enough, not at all..."
   

        Phil shook his head, his expression showing waves of emotion for the first time.
   

        His gaze was hollow, as if reliving something.
   

        It took him a long time to snap back to the present and ask the head senior brother of the Fighting Society.
   

        "Can you smell it? The stench on me, the smell of decay..."
   

        "No, there isn't even the smell of sweat."
   

        The senior brother shook his head vigorously. The lack of sweat on Phil was even more terrifying, it meant he hadn't exerted himself fully.
   

        Listening to the senior brother from Dual Ivy's Fighting Society, Phil murmured to himself, "I can feel it, slowly rotting away... from spirit to physical body, in this overly mundane high school life, in stagnant water, gradually decaying and stinking. Teacher, where have you gone, you were supposed to take me away..."
   

        He lowered his head, silently looking at his strong and sinewy hands.
   

        Five fingers, gradually clenching tightly into a fist.
   

        "Is this a test? Is this a test from my teacher?"
   

        "Mundane and boring..."
   

        "Such a test is even more torturous than a lethal crisis!"
   

        Crack! Suddenly, the large doors of the Fighting Field were flung open.
   

        Outside, a strong and healthy female silhouette walked in.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The woman stood with her back to the light, her strong and slender legs outlined clearly against it, her shoulders as powerful as the wings of a seagull in flight. She wore a neat bob cut at ear length, which rather inexplicably gave off a sharp aura. Her deep-set eyes and brows radiated a heroic spirit.
   

        After opening the door, her gaze slowly swept across the scene inside the venue.
   

        All members of the Fighting Society had been beaten down to the ground, including the numerous head coaches. Each one of them was disoriented, or even curled up unconscious.
   

        The eldest Double Vine disciple who narrowly escaped a disaster was also weak-kneed, slumped on the ground.
   

        In the entire fighting venue, everyone had fallen.
   

        Only Phil's towering silhouette stood silently alone.
   

        At the door, Tifa felt no surprise. She raised her head to meet Phil's puzzled gaze and took a deep breath.
   

        "Phil, the teacher is back!"
   

        "What!!!" 
   

        Phil's hands trembled violently, his eyes filled with profound shock.
   

        A few months ago, their teacher vanished without a trace. He had asked both his father and brother, but both just shook their heads, although they seemed to vaguely know something. Phil had no choice but to keep practicing his punches with Tifa and Milo, continuously training himself, waiting for the teacher's return.
   

        And now, he had finally awaited this day.
   

        In the afternoon, at Baichuan City, the headquarters of Kanon Corporation.
   

        Originally a group that transported alcoholic beverages, Kanon Corporation had now transformed into an organization specializing in collecting antiques. Kanon Corporation, hand in hand with the Black Spade "A" Organization, and in cooperation with the Treasure Hunters group represented by Uncle Yun, had been collecting rare treasures on a massive scale worldwide. Obsession over antiques, magical treasures, ancient ruins – all were within their jurisdiction. They were a subordinate executing agency of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Naturally, with the support of the Magical Golem Sect, their development was fierce.
   

        At the headquarters of the Kanon Corporation, Casio met some old acquaintances.
   

        Jason, Phil's father, and Max, Phil's brother, had both interacted and cooperated with Casio in the past. Today, with substantial aid from the Magical Golem Sect, Jason and Max operated a Federation-level antique company, continuously acquiring antique agencies and organizing various art exhibitions.
   

        In the past few months, they had been overwhelmingly busy, losing a good amount of hair.
   

        But it was fulfilling, the momentum of rapid development was intoxicating.
   

        Moreover, the Black Spade "A" Organization served as enforcers and security for Kanon Corporation, rapidly expanding their business across the entire Federation. Old friends like Violet, White Bird, and the Jack and Ace of the Twin Color Roses were all here. Each had their responsibilities, exceedingly busy, but thriving.
   

        As for the self-proclaimed adventurer Yun, he hadn't been in the Hong Li Federation recently but had gone with his Treasure Hunter friends to the Star Blue Empire for an adventure in treasure hunting. This time, they were not fighting alone – they had the backing of the massive Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Both parties worked together, striving to deepen their connections and cooperation.
   

        At six o'clock in the afternoon, the sky was dim, with orange sunlight shining down on the earth.
   

        Kanon Corporation, the backyard, a spacious open-air area.
   

        Three silhouettes eagerly moved down the corridor, without exchanging words or playing around. Only their excited hearts and trembling hands.
   

        Especially Phil, who had already vaguely guessed that the significant changes that had occurred in his family during this time had been brought about by his teacher.
   

        No matter how he asked his father and brother, the two were not forthcoming with a response and did not reveal any news. They would only pat his shoulder or back, and say with deep felt emphasis: Keep practicing your punches diligently.
   

        This only deepened Phil's curiosity and confusion.
   

        "Teacher, what exactly have you been doing all this time?"
   

        Standing in front of the door leading to the outdoor backyard, Phil took a deep breath and thought: "This time, no matter where the teacher wants to go, whatever he intends to do, I must follow him, chase after him…"
   

        He reached out his hand and pushed the door in front of him.
   

        Creak...
   

        The increasingly wide door crack revealed a burst of orange light.
   

        It was as if a door to a new world had been opened by Phil!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The dusk sky was tinged with a coppery rust color, clouds and fog rolling and surging, forming a dissipating white circle. At the edge of the clear sky within the circle, the red sunset crafted a fiery cloud shaped like burning flames.
   

        The light cast down, enveloping the entire open-air area.
   

        The roof tiles of the buildings reflected a yellow-golden glow, mysteriously appearing splendid and magnificent. In this splendor, a discordant black silhouette stood quietly, like an extremely cold stone sculpture.
   

        The contours were harsh and powerful, the aura subtly domineering.
   

        "Teacher!"
   

        Phil exclaimed in surprise, a smile suddenly appearing on his face.
   

        "Teacher!" "Teacher!"
   

        Behind Phil, Tifa and Milo also called out.
   

        The three of them passed through the gate, running towards the center of the open space.
   

        At that moment, the tall black silhouette slowly turned around.
   

        Revealing a deep and chiseled face, golden hair cascading down to the shoulders, fluttering with the wide trench coat in the wind. Eyes like cold winter stars gazing from afar, the blue-black pupils were filled with icy coldness, the whole figure exuding an aura of unapproachable dominance and authority.
   

        An inexplicably strong aura enveloped the surroundings, a sense of control that appeared naturally without any deliberate dissemination.
   

        Once one approached Casio, from body to spirit, it felt as if one would be completely crushed and dominated, oppressively trampled underfoot.
   

        In the open space, Phil and the others walked all the way. The orange sunlight shone on their shoulders, outlining their tightly muscled and fit physiques, like three young cheetahs, their fur emitting fine speckles of light, vibrant and full of life.
   

        They were the ones Casio had selected, to inherit the mantle of the Wind Elephant Gate, to inherit Teacher Lixia's Blue Wind Stream. However, Casio would not let them only practice the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art, as that would undoubtedly lower their potential. If Phil and the others had a solid foundation in both the Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art and the Blue Wind Stream, and had reached a proficient level, Casio would naturally lead them to a broader world.
   

        The Six Parts of Southern Dipper, Magic Heart Secret Book, an immense amount of ancient secret manuals from the Golem Sect.
   

        As his disciples, how could their cultivation resources be lacking?
   

        If, as the disciples of the Golem Sect Master, their treatment was worse than ordinary members of the Golem Sect, that would indeed be laughable. Of course, whether they could gain Casio's appreciation and approval depended on the performance of Phil and the others over the past six months. Only by passing the test could they qualify to become his true disciple.
   

        In the open space, Phil and the others were steadily walking over.
   

        In an instant, a hurricane appeared out of nowhere, enveloping most of the open area in just a moment or two. The swirling wind current condensed into a pale semi-circular protective shield.
   

        It enveloped Casio's figure and blocked Phil and the others from entering.
   

        Whoo-whoo-whoo, the gale was fast and as sharp as a knife. Even a solid rock in the way would be shattered.
   

        "This is..."
   

        "Teacher is testing us!"
   

        Phil and the others abruptly stopped, quickly exchanging glances.
   

        They could feel a familiar aura from this air current shield, exactly following the principles of the Secret Blue Wind Stream technique. However, the Blue Wind Stream that was originally only applied on the fists, under the terrifying application by a master or even a saint of the Boxing Method, was transformed in an instant. The form changed dramatically, elevating an ordinary secret technique to a miraculous level.
   

        In fact, if Casio was willing, he could have immediately transformed the Blue Wind Stream into a terrifying Blue Wind Dragon with a mere flick of his finger. With the dragon's majestic tail sweep, he could demolish the entire Baichuan City along with all its buildings.
   

        "Only by applying the same source Blue Wind Stream can we pass through, right?"
   

        Phil tentatively extended a hand, twirling a thin layer of white aura between his fingers. Indeed, as his palm entered the wind wall, it wasn't obstructed or harmed. Phil turned to look at the others.
   

        All three nodded simultaneously, gritting their teeth to deploy the Blue Wind Stream, slowly squeezing their bodies into the wind wall. Their energy began to drain dramatically.
   

        After an indeterminate amount of time, covered in sweat and staggering, they finally reached the towering black figure. At that moment, their bodies were nearly exhausted, gasping for breath, their strength nearly depleted.
   

        Phil opened his blurry, sweat-drenched eyes, looking at the teacher in front of him.
   

        That figure seemed to imperceptibly nod its head and then closed its eyes.
   

        MOOO!!!
   

        The furious roar of an elephant resounded beside their ears.
   

        Already exhausted, they seemed to see a terrifying illusion amidst their haze. In the midst of dark mountains, a giant blue elephant that touched the skies charged forward, surrounded by swirling currents of wind. With a forward thrust of its body, its trunk swept across, and with one stomp, shattered a mountain peak.
   

        As the mountain exploded, the three collapsed, their vision darkening as they fainted.
   

        "Not bad, both in physique and spirit, they barely passed..."
   

        Above the collapsed trio, a deep voice faintly echoed.
   

        ************************************
   

        When Phil and the others woke up, they found themselves in a strange room. The room was spacious and simply furnished, with the windows open. Faint morning light was streaming in, indicating it was already morning.
   

        "Where... where is this?"
   

        Phil furrowed his brow in confusion, stepping forward to push open the door. Tifa and Milo followed closely, quickly exiting the room.
   

        Before them lay a vast courtyard filled with personal training equipment, bearing obvious signs of use. Phil looked closely at a two-meter-tall alloy mannequin ahead; its waist bore three deep fist imprints, piercing cleanly through both sides. The contours were smooth, likely from being rapidly struck through.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Tsk tsk, I couldn't do that even if I trained for another half a year."
   

        Phil shook his head, his heart filled with doubt, and walked out of the courtyard with the other two. They hadn't expected someone to be waiting for them at the entrance—a muscular man dressed in a demon-character combat suit introduced himself as soon as he saw them.
   

        "The Sect Master has asked me to wait here for you three..."
   

        "My name is Simonyi; people from the Eastern Martial World call me Demon Hound Simonyi. I am currently an elder of the Magical Golem Sect and I am also the primary person responsible for expanding the Martial World of the island nations in the southeastern sea territories. Please, come with me..."
   

        After saying this, Simonyi turned his head and started to lead the way.
   

        Phil and the others followed silently, their hearts pounding furiously, blood surging with inexplicable enthusiasm. Although they do not yet know what the specifics are, Phil seems to have some understanding. A door leading to the dawn of a new world is opening to them.
   

        From the information given by this person in front, they could somewhat guess.
   

        Sect Master, Magical Golem Sect.
   

        It must be referring to their teacher, the Sect Master of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        The Magical Golem Sect has significant influence, with an elder renowned in the Eastern Martial World. Moreover, it seems that the Magical Golem Sect is ambitiously expanding its forces. The mention of the island nations in the southeastern sea territories implies that they are overseas realms—is this to say that the Magical Golem Sect is a world-class power?
   

        The three are not fools; they are all quick-witted.
   

        Originally anxious, they are now excited.
   

        It seems, perhaps, maybe...
   

        Their teacher is of much greater significance than they had imagined?
   

        On the outskirts of East Sea City, within the vast grounds of the Magical Golem Sect Headquarters.
   

        As Phil and his group proceeded, they saw many astonishing scenes.
   

        Like towering guardian deities, huge stone statues stood at the corners of the buildings, with massive, ten-meter-high figures vaguely clad in armor.
   

        They seemed alive, ready to crush any formidable enemy into flesh mud. A heavy sense of oppression and danger lingered.
   

        On the training grounds, multiple Magical Golem Sect disciples were sparring violently, not holding back. Those who practiced the Magic Heart Secret Book, with extremely impressive physiques, were each shirtless, displaying physical bodies as solid as steel armors. Moving explosively as if meteors were flashing, and colliding as two meteorites crashing.
   

        Some were executing the Six Parts of Southern Dipper, with powerful phantasms looming behind them when in motion. The lethal Assassination Fist swung as if they were vicious and ruthless predators engaging in a life-and-death struggle in the laws of the jungle. The disciples of the Magical Golem Sect emanated a dangerous aura, full of martial virtue, their gaze and aura fierce.
   

        Additionally, as they passed a special area, Phil and the others saw some strange creatures, evil species filled with auras of darkness and disasters. With grotesque twisted forms, they were like monsters that one could only imagine in a nightmare. However, in the Magical Golem Sect Headquarters.
   

        These monsters appeared to have been brutally tortured and interrogated.
   

        Each one torn and tattered, their deaths peculiar.
   

        Some jail cells even emitted the shrill howls of creatures and strange pleas for mercy. There were also low human male laughter, wild with delight, leading one to wonder if lunatics were torturing inside.
   

        Extremely twisted, radiating an extreme malevolence of humanity.
   

        After passing through these scenes, Phil and the others were somewhat overwhelmed, while Simonyi appeared unfazed, clearly no stranger to such sights. Having left the special area, Phil and his companions exhaled in relief, their faces slightly pale. He seemed to understand why Simonyi was guiding them; it was to familiarize them with the situation of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        This included the training scenes, the style of action, and their future main enemies...
   

        After all, they were disciples of the Magical Golem Sect Master.
   

        If they couldn't accept all this, it probably wouldn't do.
   

        Upon seeing the formidable auras of various Secret Martial Art practitioners flickering past the Mountain Gate as they embarked on their tasks, and team after team from Martial Art schools worldwide that came to the Magical Golem Sect Headquarters as if on a pilgrimage, Phil and the others finally left through the back door of the headquarters. They headed towards the nearby God's Weeping Lake Coast.
   

        They boarded a boat, which moved on its own without wind, drifting toward Heart of Lake Island.
   

        The unmotorized wooden boat was surprisingly stable and fast.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the four of them arrived at Heart of Lake Island.
   

        And a familiar silhouette was already waiting there.
   

        "Teacher!" ×3
   

        The shouts of Phil and his companions echoed, this time with a touch of reverence.
   

        Clearly, it was the bizarre scenes along the way that had made an impact.
   

        Phil heard when brushing shoulders with those teams from Martial Art schools making their pilgrimages to the Magical Golem Sect Headquarters. They had come because the Magical Golem Sect was undisputedly the world's top Martial Art School, its influence stretching out towards various nations. Powerful masters filled its ranks, with secret manuals abundant. Most importantly, the founder of the Magical Golem Sect who appeared out of nowhere, Casio, was the only Saint Fist of the current age!
   

        Unparalleled, undefeated, a suppressor of an era.
   

        For over a century, the sole existence of a Sacred Boxing art in modern times.
   

        An ominous reputation, an extraordinary status.
   

        It made Phil and his two companions suddenly feel a vast distance from Casio.
   

        On Heart of Lake Island, Casio, looking at the three disciples before him, said nothing much. He simply pointed with one hand towards a peculiar alloy structure in the distance, resembling an Ancient Altar. Inside the altar, The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Magic Heart Secret Book were quietly floating, their surfaces aflame with beautiful stardust and Devil's Flames.
   

        "Go, my disciples."
   

        "Go, grasp the power that is both fresh and immense..."
   

        "An era of turmoil is about to begin."
   

        "All disasters and bad luck shall erupt in no time at all."
   

        Casio seemed to be imparting some instructions, yet it also sounded like he was talking to himself.
   

        He lifted his head to the sky, his gaze seemingly piercing through the cloud layer and space, reaching into a deeper realm of the world. There, dark currents surged, layer upon layer amassing, merely awaiting an instant to transform into a tidal wave that would sweep over humanity!
   

        On Heart of Lake Island, Phil and the other two began to inherit the legacy, touching upon the latest version of The Six Parts of Southern Dipper and the Magic Heart Secret Book. Meanwhile, Casio and Simonyi engaged in conversation, a part of which concerned Princess Katy. After entering the Magical Golem Sect, Princess Katy was taught by Simonyi, cultivating the Secret Martial Art.
   

        In just a short period, significant progress was made.
   

        Her figure was no longer frail but instead strong and healthy.
   

        Of course, she was not an ironclad Barbie.
   

        As her physique grew stronger, Princess Katy's spirit also became more robust, turning tough and more opinionated. She discussed with Simonyi, evidently intending to go back and fight for the throne, to knock down all those old men and opposing forces with her fists, one by one, and throw them into jail. To take control of the Yale Kingdom and usher in Magical Golem Sect's transformation, completely expelling those Ripple masters, transitioning to develop Martial Arts!
   

        Simonyi had no objections, feeling that such a move seemed even more beneficial.
   

        Today, taking advantage of bringing Phil and his companions to Heart of Lake Island, he reported this matter to Casio and elaborated on the plan for the upcoming period.
   

        At the edge of Heart of Lake Island, as Simonyi spoke, Casio listened.
   

        At a certain moment, Simonyi saw Casio suddenly shake his head.
   

        "Your plan isn't bad, proceed with it step by step, it's beneficial for stability…"
   

        "However, time waits for no one."
   

        Casio turned his head, his eyes like dark pools staring at Simonyi.
   

        "Simonyi, I want you to unify the voices of the Secret Martial Arts World as quickly as possible, not just the Hong Li Federation, but also transmit our forceful will to other nations' Secret Martial Arts World. For those who oppose and those troublemakers, you lead the team to strike them down; the Stone Statues of the headquarters are at your disposal..."
   

        "Sect Master, is this... isn't this a bit too..."
   

        Simonyi, with wide eyes of surprise, felt it was somewhat radical.
   

        "Execute the order!"
   

        Casio looked at Simonyi once more, his eyes full of coldness.
   

        "Yes!" Simonyi knelt on one knee, striking the ground with his fist.
   

        A thud resounded, expressing his absolute resolve to carry out Casio's orders.
   

        "Go..."
   

        Casio turned away, no longer looking at Simonyi, and walked towards the center of the island.
   

        Moments later, he halted his footsteps and looked at the nearby alloy altar.
   

        Phil and the others were enveloped by phantasmal Black Magic Flame shadows, a book both resembling white bone and steel heavy cover locked, floating.
   

        Casio's gaze flickered, staring into the distance at the Magic Heart Secret Book.
   

        He had finished The Sixth Retrospection, rewriting the Magic Heart Secret Book with the Golem Secret Weapon Martial Art progress reaching ninety percent for the followers of the Golem Sect to cultivate. In just a short period, Casio sensed a mutation in the Golem Secret Weapon Martial Art, a sign only present when nearing perfection.
   

        This is the evil of all beings, the ultimate demon among demons.
   

        The final evolution after the mutation of the Golem Secret Weapon Martial Art: the Evil of Mankind!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Casio's Golem Secret Weapon, though it mimics the Dark Ultimate Body Golem, is ultimately a human-created Secret Martial Art. The Wind Elephant Secret Martial Art is also one of the frameworks of the Golem Secret Weapon. Later, the Golem Secret Weapon evolved to feed on dark creatures and the Dark Ultimate Body.
   

        In the final unification of spirit, the progress of the technique advanced to over ninety percent, and the long-gestating internal changes finally erupted. Just like how the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist reaches the Perfect Realm and induces a demonic state, causing a surge in power. If the Golem Secret Weapon reaches the Perfect level, it will also experience a rapid enhancement period with terrifying changes.
   

        Such changes are related to the Demon Seed and malevolent thoughts.
   

        The human race, since the Ancient Era of slash-and-burn, has had a difficult existence. In the Dark Forest filled with crises, bacteria, poisonous snakes, and wild beasts are lethal. What humans could do was to protect themselves, unite, and form a massive entity.
   

        In this massive entity, every individual has an innate subconscious of self-preservation and propagating their race. And the thought of protecting oneself, to keep oneself constantly in safety when extending outward, becomes a terrifying malice towards all other life forms that could threaten humans! It is an absolute will, an invisible overwhelming trend.
   

        Eliminate and exterminate all potential threats to humans!
   

        This is what is called human malevolence!
   

        The formidable Secret Martial Arts created in the Ancient Era are a tangible manifestation of such instincts and subconscious! Boundless malevolence emanates instinctively from the human community, attacking everything around unconsciously.
   

        Of course, if humans always sit atop the food chain, as masters of the world, then this malevolence is loose and invisible.
   

        But, disasters are omnipresent, and the invasion of dark creatures greatly threatens human survival. Thus, human malevolence is very distinctly directed, fiercely targeting the group of disasters and dark creatures.
   

        The ultimate evolution of the Golem Secret Weapon requires this boundless malice!
   

        After rewriting the Magic Heart Secret Book, Casio discovered that the cultivators of Magic Heart Secret Book, their Demon Seeds and malevolent thoughts, further deepened their connection with Casio's Golem Body. When these cultivators face dark creatures, the intrinsic human malevolence in their subconscious is intensely stimulated, like boiling, roiling soup.
   

        Continuously emanating, roasting and stimulating the spirit.
   

        Kill kill kill! Kill it! Kill this dark creature!
   

        Only by killing it can you be safe, can you be exhilarated!
   

        Under normal circumstances, ordinary humans, in terms of strength and life essence, have a huge gap compared to dark creatures. When facing dark creatures, the animal survival instincts and desires completely suppress the human malevolence, leading only to thoughts of escape. However, Secret Martial Arts cultivators are different; the nature of Secret Martial Art practice is essentially an evolution of life's source. Not to mention the cultivators of Magic Heart Secret Book!
   

        Casio also finally understood why, after creating the Magic Heart Secret Book for the Golem Clan to practice, whether in the Era of Retrospection or in the Real World. The Golem Clan would indulge in eating, torturing, annihilating dark creatures, and even exhibiting behaviors like beheadings and such. In reality, all these are manifestations of human malevolence being directly released.
   

        The Magic Heart Secret Book strengthens the cultivator's life essence and amplifies the emotional fluctuations of the cultivator. The extreme repulsion and malevolence towards dark creatures encoded in human genes naturally erupts!
   

        Yes, it's not that the techniques I created are flawed, but rather that such are the rules of natural world, ingrained in human subconscious.
   

        Casio's gaze was indifferent, his will unshaken in his heart.
   

        He had understood how the Golem Secret Weapon should evolve to the Perfect Realm. The scaled-down version of the Magic Heart Secret Book, widely spread across the Secret Martial Arts World, cultivates malevolence in the Secret Martial Arts cultivators. When they face and kill dark creatures, they generate sufficiently strong malevolence. This malevolence is absorbed by the Demon Seed and transferred to Casio.
   

        Absorbing the boundless malevolence of the human community, when the progress of the Golem Secret Weapon technique reaches one hundred percent, it will transform into the demon of all beings.
   

        A state that could perfectly match the demonic, sanctified, and ultimate self.
   

        At this moment, Casio had found the necessary condition to enter that state. This is also why he suddenly asked Simonyi to do these things. Unify the voice of the Secret Martial Arts World, sweep through the forces of disasters. Even counter-attack the Deep World, planting the War Blade and flag on the land of calamities.
   

        "One is to unify the voice of the Secret Martial Arts World, the other is to find the remaining three Keystone Runes. Two tasks, I hope you don't let me down…"
   

        Casio turned his head towards the lake surface. Simonyi's small boat was sailing on God's Tear Lake, getting smaller and smaller, turning into a hazy black dot.
   

        "And I, should enter the World of Calamities again."
   

        He slowly turned around, his majestic silhouette facing away from the Magical Golem Sect. His right hand slowly raised, the five strong fingers forming a robust fist.
   

        December 21st, the now immense Magical Golem Sect began to operate, silently transforming into a war machine, poised and vigilant.
   

        On the same day.
   

        The Golem Sect Master suddenly disappeared from Heart of Lake Island, nowhere to be found.
   

        ***********************************
   

        World of Calamities, Blood Moon in the sky, the earth enveloped in dimness.
   

        A very rare human silhouette swiftly moved through the boundary area between the jet-black mountains and rivers and the Deathly Quiet Rain Area of the World of Calamities. No dark creatures could approach this silhouette; merely getting close would cause them to fall to the ground instantly. In an instant, they would be sucked dry into mummies, bones piled up, vibrant fluctuations spreading through the air.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1298: 648 Run Fast! Southern Dipper Successor! (3900)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The fluctuations chased and caught up with the vague afterimage, and were then absorbed.
   

        In the wilderness, this kind of fluctuation was not obvious. Sometimes, in the borders where Evil Spirits thronged and darkness creatures clustered, that dark human silhouette did not dodge or avoid, cutting a straight line across their path.
   

        Wherever it passed, the vibrant colors withered into a pale deathly hue, and hordes of monsters lost their vitality, collapsing onto the ground, twitching. And waves of semi-translucent life ripples rose and transmitted, actually forming a visible air tsunami, distorting the field of view as it overwhelmed everything.
   

        Finally, it formed a huge vortex beside Casio, being absorbed.
   

        Slaughter, was always such a simple matter.
   

        Even, there was no need to move a finger, mere proximity meant death!
   

        Casio became a domain of death, greedily devouring all life. Falling into this devil's vortex, no monster could struggle free.
   

        This, was probably the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist in its peak demonic state back in the day. So carefree and easy, wherever it went, it set off slaughter, becoming a terrifying Grim Reaper. Even at the Dark Ultimate Level, none dared to approach alone.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        Above the night sky shrouded in a hazy scarlet hue, a meteor streaked across the thick curtain. Like a spear that penetrated the earth, it suddenly descended.
   

        Below, in the lake formed by the muck of Disasters. A huge pit, so profound it was unbelievable, revealed the contour of a human fist.
   

        That was the place where the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and the Totem King had confronted each other for millennia.
   

        It was also the site where a life-and-death battle erupted eighty years ago.
   

        Casio fell slowly, bit by bit, from mid-air.
   

        His feet in black boots landed on the edge of the pit.
   

        Looking down, one could still sense that strike from the past, which flattened mountains and shattered the earth's crust with the ultimate intensity of the Dominant Fist will! An extremely overbearing aura, nearly a hundred years past, still existed powerfully.
   

        Last time, Casio found this place in the Real World but had no way to proceed. But this time, things were completely different. At the end of The Sixth Retrospection, he had conversed for a long time with the original Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and obtained a method, or rather a Skill. This Skill required Cultivating the same Boxing Method and reaching an extremely profound level.
   

        Find the strong Spiritual Will imprints left by those who practiced the same Boxing Method.
   

        Then nearby the imprint, the stars would resonate, and one could sense the direction.
   

        Star resonance, Southern Dipper Unrivalled, another peculiar application.
   

        Casio recalled the entire process in his mind and immediately started to act.
   

        He looked at the huge fist imprint, as dark and abyssal as the depths, and leaped down without hesitation. The Gale howled by his side, and the black Trench Coat rose straight up towards the sky, fluttering. Boom—a sound, as both feet hit the ground.
   

        Casio was standing on one of the unbelievably huge Iron Wings.
   

        That was one of the Core Totems of Totem King Cassius.
   

        The Ultimate Totem, the Dragon King of the Underworld.
   

        "Let's begin..."
   

        "Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, resonance of the stars..."
   

        Casio sat down cross-legged directly, one hand pressed to the ground, eyes tightly closed.
   

        Ding ding ding... a series of crisp sounds echoed as acupuncture points lit up.
   

        In the blink of an eye, sixty-six Scarlet constellations appeared on his body, forming a 3D pattern of a Blood Vulture Bird swooping down to feast.
   

        "Giant Vulture Constellation!"
   

        Instantaneously, in the sky right above the deep fist imprint pit, at the apex of the World of Calamities' heavens.
   

        In the southern starfield, the Giant Vulture Constellation Star Chart emerged, flashing rapidly, resonating with the sixty-six Southern Dipper stars on Casio's formidable body below.
   

        Almost simultaneously, on the surface of the huge fist imprint pit, threads and strings of Scarlet Qi rose like steam, as if starlight.
   

        Red star dust slowly converged, bit by bit resonating and echoing.
   

        Eventually, an indistinct and hazy phantasm of a Blood Vulture Bird fully formed.
   

        The enormous phantasm shrouded Casio entirely, and in the next instant, it collapsed and contracted, as if he had absorbed it directly. Cling, at the bottom of a pitch-dark pit, a pair of scarlet bird-like eyes lit up, violent and ferocious.
   

        Screech!!!
   

        A red shadow shot towards the sky, and in a flash, it flew out of the deep abyss of the fist print.
   

        It paused slightly in mid-air. The next second, it turned into a scarlet meteor darting out, dragging a long tail of flames, slashing across the entire sky.
   

        Swoosh swoosh swoosh...
   

        Thick cloud layers, a scarlet sword sliced them straight into two halves.
   

        Spanning the entire Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, Casio's figure finally came to a halt at the edge of another special region, the border of the Deathly Quiet Rain Area.
   

        According to the guidance of the Southern Dipper Stars Resonance, regardless of whether the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was severely injured or left with only remnants of thoughts, his will's main body was nearby.
   

        He stepped down, and Casio stood at the top of a towering mountain peak.
   

        Here, at the edge of the Hundred Thousand Great Mountains, behind lay the endlessly winding jet-black mountain ranges. Ahead, was the densely packed hazy gray rain, drizzling and enshrouding the entire land.
   

        For some reason, as Casio gazed at the area belonging to the Deathly Quiet Rain Area, he felt an uncomfortable sensation. The Deathly Quiet Rain Area is where Black Rain Villa appeared, with extremely peculiar characteristics. Even for the Dark Ultimate Level entities, there is a sense of eerie illusion.
   

        He narrowed his eyes slightly, and his heart raised its vigilance.
   

        After observing from the mountain top for a while, Casio gradually found the direction guided by the stars of the Giant Vulture Constellation. It was a valley, half within the Dark Mountains and Rivers Area and half shrouded by the Deathly Quiet Rain Area, nestled between two mountains.
   

        He surveyed the valley with his eyes, then swept over the surrounding area.
   

        After a brief pause, his figure swiftly dashed towards there.
   

        Quickly, Casio arrived at the end of this valley.
   

        There, a deep cave appeared to lead all the way down to the underground.
   

        Without hesitation, he dashed down, following the resonance of the Southern Dipper Acupuncture points, heading towards the end of the winding underground passage. Due to his rapid speed, a thunderous echo was generated throughout the cave.
   

        After a while, at the end of the passage, Casio abruptly stopped.
   

        He did not continue further down but instead turned to look at the somewhat smooth cave wall, which was thickly covered with purplish-gleaming exotic moss, quite damp. The acupuncture points on Casio's body surface flickered, signaling very clearly.
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was right here.
   

        With one punch thrown out, Boom!
   

        The cave wall broke open, and rocks crumbled, revealing a space inside.
   

        Casio stepped forward and walked straight in.
   

        Screech! A savage phantom of the Blood Vulture Bird instantly howled forth, an assassination from the shadows by a will that was extremely weak but once unrivaled in tyranny! Boom! Casio raised his palm and blocked the strike.
   

        At this moment, the power of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was too feeble, hardly posing any threat.
   

        "It's me, Blood Vulture."
   

        "The new generation of cultivator of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist."
   

        Casio's will vibrated, enveloping the entire rocky space in its sweep.
   

        "Descendant of the Southern Dipper!?"
   

        The ancient voice of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist resounded like a dwindling flame in the wind.
   

        In the rocky cavity, Casio looked towards the source of the voice, where there appeared to be a frail phantasm made up of scarlet Qi, its form nearly collapsing. The surface of the body showed the injuries suffered, with totemic power rampaging wildly. Moreover, there was a kind of deathly quiet aura lingering around it.
   

        "Get out! The farther the better!" the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist abruptly spoke.
   

        "The Calamity of Annihilation is searching for my remnants... It's nearby..."
   

        "It's the manifestation of the concept of Annihilation after the tide of disasters. In the past two hundred years... It's one of the top ten entities in the ranking of Endless Calamities born anew!"
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        "Annihilation Calamity?"
   

        In the pitch-black cave, Casio's gaze suddenly intensified, his will fluctuating.
   

        "Yes, it is a completely new Ultimate Dark Entity!"
   

        The phantasm of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist flickered in and out of clarity, appearing and disappearing rapidly.
   

        They relayed all the information to Casio as quickly as possible.
   

        The invasion of Endless Calamity into the Real World has been ongoing for long stretches of time, starting since the Ancient Era. However, thanks to the many sacred fists of the ancient sages resisting the Dark Ultimate Level in the World of Calamities, a terrifying balance was barely achieved.
   

        However, around two hundred years ago, during the fall of the Hong Li Empire, this balance was shattered. The Calamities gushing from the Calamity Source Spring increased the concentration of calamities across the Deep World to a critical point, triggering the first massive tidal wave of Calamities. After this tidal wave of disasters, the body of Xiadu broke free from the sealing of Heaven's Gate. The balance between the sacred fists and the Ultimate Dark Entities completely collapsed, and the concentration of calamities has been rising wildly ever since!
   

        When the concentration of calamities reached a certain stage, the concept of Annihilation manifested, born in the Deathly Quiet Rain Area. It became the third ultimate existence following Totem King Cassius and the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah!
   

        This time point was about seventy or eighty years ago.
   

        It was precisely when Blood Vulture Dominant Fist fought a life or death battle with Totem King Cassius, both sustaining heavy injuries. That's right, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was not completely suppressed and defeated by the Totem King. Although there was indeed a gap between them that grew over time due to attrition, battle outcomes also depend on reactions in the heat of the moment. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist could definitely be considered the most battle-hardened madman with the richest experience in the entire World of Calamities.
   

        He waged a life or death struggle with the Totem King and forcibly carved out a path to survival, achieving what could be said to be the best possible outcome. That is, Totem King Cassius was gravely wounded, while he himself was left in a near-death remnant state.
   

        This could already be called a miracle!
   

        At that time, both sides were heavily injured. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist fled far and came to a place near the Deathly Quiet Rain Area. Here, he was attacked by the newly born Ultimate Dark Entity – the Annihilation Calamity. It's important to note that the Annihilation Calamity was newly born at that time, and its power had not yet reached its fully realized stage. Plus, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, having just come out of a fierce battle, remained extremely vigilant and sensed the attack instantly, preventing a successful ambush.
   

        However, even a severe clash in his remnant state further worsened Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's condition. He used powerful secret techniques to pretend to flee far away; however, his actual strength had already weakened to the point where this was no longer possible. His fleeing rainbow light was merely a ruse to draw away the Annihilation Calamity. The true remnant of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist quietly slipped into a valley and concealed himself in a cavity deep underground.
   

        He retracted his aura to the extreme, entering a state akin to feigned death.
   

        What could be foreseen was that the fooled Annihilation Calamity would surely return to the original location to check, realizing the weakened state of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Thus, at this moment, the border region between Hundred Thousand Great Mountains and the Deathly Quiet Rain Area would undoubtedly be under the surveillance of the will of the Annihilation Calamity. The commotion made by Casio all the way from the other end of Hundred Thousand Great Mountains must have already alarmed it.
   

        And now, seventy or eighty years have passed, the Annihilation Calamity has most likely fully acclimatized, stepping into its fully realized stage, reaching the rank of the top ten Ultimate Dark Entities within Endless Calamity. Such a terrifying opponent, comparable to the Totem King, is absolutely insurmountable for human forces—even for those who possess sacred fists.
   

        The only ones who could stand shoulder to shoulder, the Southern Dipper Three Fist, are left with but a sole remnant in Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, barely clinging to survival. The White Bird Sacred Fist has already burned out and fallen, and Sonic Snake Extreme Fist, along with the True Ancestor of Blood, have been caught in a strange entanglement of coexistence.
   

        How could one block the Annihilation Calamity? Who could block it?
   

        Therefore, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist urged this Southern Dipper Successor who, through some means, had found him, to run swiftly, as this was a dead-end situation!
   

        He was already mere remnant, his life flickering like the last flame of an extinguishing candle, he was of no value for rescue. However, this Southern Dipper Successor named Casio carried great significance, being another Southern Dipper Practitioner who cultivated to the level of sacred fist following the Southern Dipper Three Fist. His future prospects were boundless and he could become a pillar for the human side. Such a strategically vital seedling must not be squandered in a vain attempt to save an old man already waiting for death!
   

        "RUN!!!"
   

        Inside the pitch-black cave, the phantasmal will of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist grew agitated. On its blurred face that could barely be discerned, a strong sense of urgency emerged: "Kid, you absolutely must not die at the hands of the Annihilation Calamity!"
   

        Directly opposite, Casio's statuesque body contour was submerged in shadow and darkness, resembling a cold and harsh terrifying sculpture. He chuckled softly, his flat and calm eyes betraying a ruthless dominance.
   

        "Old man, don't underestimate me..."
   

        "Why can't it be the Annihilation Calamity that dies by my hand!?"
   

        ***********************************
   

        At the same time, outside the valley, on the surface of the World of Calamities.
   

        To the left of the boundary line, in the area where the Deathly Quiet Rain Area lay, gray-black Rainwater cascaded down, occasionally forming hazy Vortexes, revealing traces shaped by the Gale. The Vortexes appeared and vanished, their existence not lasting more than a few seconds. Yet at a certain moment, two huge Vortexes appeared in mid-air, silently existing and devouring the surrounding Rainwater.
   

        The Vortexes grew larger and deeper.
   

        Almost covering half of the sky.
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble...
   

        At the junction, on the smooth surface of the rain curtain, suddenly, a terrifying rise as large as rolling hills and ravines gradually became visible.
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        Tentacle-like limbs as dark as an octopus densely clustered together, quietly suspended mid-air, appearing like the sturdy roots of a towering tree when gathered. Atop these limbs, a pale skeletal creature covered in scales supports the space, shrouded by a cloak composed of a deathly aura. The edges of the cloak, like cotton fluff, billowed and rolled with dark energy.
   

        At the very top of the cloak, at the hood, two large, deep vortexes sunk inward as if devouring all vitality like the gaping maw of an abyss.
   

        If one were close enough and observant enough, they might discover something. Inside these eye-like vortexes, seemingly shrouded in haze, were objects. On the left vortex, a pitch-black book silently floated, its surface densely covered with white spots like insects.
   

        On the right vortex, a wooden staff, resembling an old tree's roots, lay horizontally.
   

        The staff was decayed white, its surface full of hollowed cavities, as if burrowed through by insects. It trembled, seemingly on the verge of shattering.
   

        "Blood Vulture... Dominant Fist..."
   

        A tremendous will surged forth, as a gale and heavy rain roared toward the earth.
   

        A terrifying silhouette burst forth, completely emerging from the Deathly Quiet Rain Area, and exposed in the mid-air of the Jet-black Mountains and Rivers. A magnificent and grand aura descended instantly, enveloping the entire border area, like an invisible giant hand suppressing everything. Any who dared to resist would be mercilessly erased!
   

        Ranked within the top ten of the Endless Calamities, the ultimate existence, the Annihilation Catastrophe!
   

        It was after the first major catastrophe tide, a tangible embodiment of the power of calamities, the concept of deathly stasis! Differing from the Totem King, the Annihilation Catastrophe had not endured millennia of grinding warfare against the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist; its origin remained potent and energetic, radiating a powerful burst of freshness.
   

        A real, perfect combat power at the pinnacle of the World of Calamities!
   

        "Decades ago, you escaped using your inferior skills."
   

        "This time, I have completely mastered the ultimate power. The moment you appear before me, no matter what tricks you use, there's only one outcome..."
   

        "And that is... total Annihilation!!!"
   

        "Wooo wooo wooo..."
   

        Above in the sky, suddenly a sound akin to a steamboat's whistle echoed. The massive body of the Annihilation Catastrophe swept past, like a slowly moving aircraft carrier, covering much of the sky.
   

        The Jet-black cloak swept across the heavens, and the tentacle-like limbs carelessly brushed against a mountain peak, carving a huge ravine. In just a breath or two, the Jet-black mountain turned deathly pale.
   

        As if all vitality and energy within were sanded away.
   

        A gentle breeze blew, and the entire pale mountain crumbled into white sand.
   

        Thunder rumbled, the heavens shook, black clouds shifted, and the massive body of the Annihilation Catastrophe hovered directly above the valley where the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was hidden.
   

        A terrifying and exaggerated heavy shadow completely enveloped it.
   

        "Empty, empty, empty, empty, empty..."
   

        The massive cloaked figure slowly, bit by bit, bent down.
   

        At the hood, two large, eerie vortexes closely pressed against the valley above, the spirals inside contracting terrifyingly. It felt as if you were hiding in a house, the solid roof being lifted off by a giant hand, followed by a huge face peering down with a fierce, mad laugh.
   

        "Blood Vulture... hehehe... hahahaha!"
   

        "I've finally found you, right under my nose!"
   

        "I really should thank that Saint Fist who traveled thousands of miles tirelessly in search of you! Without him, I would never have known where you were hiding..."
   

        "Hahaha! Hahahaha!"
   

        BANG!!!!!
   

        A steel fist, unimaginably enormous, suddenly broke through the earth and the valley, fiercely striking the face of the Annihilation Catastrophe! The power packed within shook the heavens and earth, instantly releasing like an eruption of volcanic magma. 
   

        Boom! Swoosh!
   

        The Annihilation Catastrophe soared into the sky, flying off into the distance.
   

        Along the way, smashing nearly a hundred Jet-black Mountains and Rivers, causing earthquakes and fierce winds to sweep. Finally, it barely stopped at the border area's edge.
   

        On its left, a gigantic spiral vortex cracked, with tendencies to spread inward. This was an ultimate dark entity equal to the Totem King, and for a single strike to cause such damage represented one possibility! The owner of that iron fist was also of perfect combat power!
   

        "ROAR!!!!"
   

        The will of anger nearly went berserk, stirring the Air and spreading circles of white vibration waves that instantly swept across the entire Earth.
   

        Mountains that were close by were directly shattered by the circular air currents.
   

        And in the original Valley location, an enormous entity as large and dreadful as the Annihilation Calamity stood towering, with even greater senses of thickness, strength, and power. The Demon Colossus, with its feet on the ground and its e-top piercing the Cloud Layer, shot out two red lights from its head.
   

        A deep, grand voice swept through the Cold metal Mask,
   

        "Thank me?"
   

        "If you thank me that much, just stand there and don't move."
   

        "Quietly wait and pray, letting me devour you one bite at a time!"
   

        Buzz—the body of the Demon Idol ignited with a dense, Demonic Qi black Flame.
   

        An extreme sense of terrible danger began to spread.
   

        From a distance, the Annihilation Calamity felt it and unexpectedly felt a bit uneasy. The aura of the Demon Colossus before it was very strange.
   

        It wasn't like the Dark Ultimate Entity facing the Saint Fist, which had the feeling of two fierce beasts confronting and fighting each other. Instead, it was like a herbivore seeing a carnivore, its natural predator. A natural sense of suppression, predation, and bloodiness was incredibly chilling. If it were a usual Dark Ultimate Entity, it would probably be significantly affected, but the Annihilation Calamity just felt a slight discomfort.
   

        It soon reacted, even feeling a rage that it had been offended.
   

        "You!!!"
   

        The will of the Annihilation Calamity burst forth, like a mountain torrent sweeping through everything. But that surge of anger was blocked halfway. Casio's will stood like an unending range of Iron mountains, immovable upon collision.
   

        "A new Ultimate Dark Existence, an unfathomed species..."
   

        "Hehehehe..."
   

        The Demon Idol laughed abnormally, seemingly with emotions becoming even more intense and exaggerated as the battle was about to begin. Casio had once personally tasted the flavor of the World of Calamities' Ultimate Dark Entities, the Totem King, and the True Ancestor of Blood. Only this newly appeared one, he hadn't smelled in detail.
   

        But he thought it must be delicious.
   

        There isn't an Ultimate Dark Entity that tastes bad.
   

        At this time, in the shadow behind the Demon Colossus. The Phanstasm of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, firmly protected, was somewhat confused and couldn't grasp the situation.
   

        Just now, beneath the Valley, in the jet-black Cavity.
   

        The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist yelled emotionally, urging Casio to escape quickly, not to throw his life away futilely. However, above the ground, a grand will descended, the vile laughter of the Annihilation Calamity enveloping the entire Valley, with the malicious, evil laughter resonating the Space.
   

        The heart of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist skipped a beat; before it could even desperately resist to buy time for the Southern Dipper Successor to escape, the previously silent and Cold silhouette suddenly erupted like a Nuclear Bomb amidst the wild laughter of the Annihilation Calamity. Terrifying Light and Heat, Flames, and Energy swept over everything, the continuously expanding body of Steel burst the entire Valley apart.
   

        Southern Dipper Successor Casio, with a swing of his Fist, directly blew the presumptuous Annihilation Calamity away, tyrannically and unbelievably. The aura he displayed in an instant was indeed the Perfect Combat Power! It could even be the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's illusion that he faintly felt that the aura of this Demon Colossus was even more terrifying than the Annihilation Calamity.
   

        "Perfect level!?"
   

        "I can feel it, you kid certainly haven't cultivated the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist to perfection! How could it be…" The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist looked up at the towering figure.
   

        The standing silhouette of the Demon Colossus slowly spread its arms.
   

        As if to embrace an entire world, crushing it inch by inch.
   

        "Old man!"
   

        "That's because…"
   

        "I practice three fists together!!!"
   

        Boom, boom, boom—Phantasms of the Blood Vulture, White Bird, and Sonic Snake descended grandly!
   

        Crimson, pure white, magnificent purple.
   

        Three colors of divine light swept through the heaven and earth!
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        "Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist! Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist! Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist!"
   

        "The complete Southern Dipper Secret Transmission!!?"
   

        On the ravaged earth, the phantasm of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist widened its eyes at this scene, its aura and spiritual will roiling like boiling hot water. Shock, astonishment, and surprise resonated within the will.
   

        The more domineering and powerful the Secret Martial Art, the more difficult it is to master multiple arts to perfection. This is especially true for the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, as each Boxing Method could propel a cultivator to the perfect level of the Saint Fist. The Southern Dipper Three Fist undoubtedly represents the pinnacle of the pinnacle, and theoretically, it is impossible to master all simultaneously—neither the spiritual will nor the physical body would withstand it.
   

        But now, the fact was starkly laid before Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        This mysterious Southern Dipper Successor who suddenly appeared had indeed cultivated the complete Southern Dipper Secret Transmission—a genuine master of three fists simultaneously and all exceedingly close to the perfect level! With just the deployment of any one Southern Dipper Boxing Method, Casio could match the once Dark Ultimate Level Moon God, let alone unleashing all three fists! And that monstrous and imposing physique...
   

        Golem, Demon Colossus, infinite strength, the strongest shield.
   

        All combined, they had sculpted an absolute monster. Even against the Dark Ultimate Entity, he could still be deemed a monstrous ultimate being! Golem Casio clearly possessed perfect combat power!
   

        Force, dominance, might, ferocity, a terrifying aura swept across the entire sky.
   

        Under the stunned gaze of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, Golem Casio, wreathed in tricolor divine light, burst forth like a regal and imposing mountain range bulldozing everything in its path! Today, Casio would battle this dogspawn, the Annihilation Disaster!
   

        With the blood of the Annihilation Disaster, commemorate the return of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist!!!
   

        Boom!
   

        The steel body of the golem swept across, transforming into a vast indistinct black shadow, smashing towering mountains and rivers to smithereens, reducing them to chaff. In an instant, Golem Casio and the Annihilation Disaster were locked in close combat.
   

        "Crack crack crack crack..."
   

        Beneath the cloak of the Annihilation Disaster, a dense mass of limbs, like towering tree roots, swelled and extended frantically, blooming like the petals of a giant carnivorous plant. Each tentacle, bulky as a mountain, contained terrifying power comparable to a Dark Ultimate Level being!
   

        "Boom boom boom boom boom boom!"
   

        The limbs thrashed violently, sweeping through the air with immense arcs, calling forth hurricanes that swept across the land. Nearly a hundred tentacles, all smashing down at close range at the steel golem, spared no efforts in their assault.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        Massive black limbs as large as mountain ranges smashed onto the body of Golem Casio, instantly emitting thunderous metallic collision sounds, while rings of white shockwaves spread diagonally outwards and terrible golden-red sparks burst like rain. And this was only one of the limbs, with the remaining dozens pounding on every corner of the golem's body, executing a full-scale suppression and annihilation.
   

        At the center of the battlefield, the earth cratered with a thunderous noise, a semi-circular bottomless pit forming. The rocks and mud there were completely shattered into powder by the residual shockwaves of the collision, swept away by the gale.
   

        Clang clang clang clang! The sound of the Grand Bell resonated, deep and vast.
   

        "His physique, his body, as if a whole alloy iron mountain cast from head to toe! This is something no Saint Fist from the World of Calamities has ever had, and even among the Dark Ultimate Entities, it seems there is none that can overpower him in this aspect!" The terrifying limbs of the Annihilation Disaster shook, and its will vibrated. Because its furious attack hardly had any effect!
   

        In the pit below, that colossal steel body stood firm, its mighty arms occasionally colliding. More often than not, it simply allowed the Annihilation Disaster's limbs to bombard it, enduring the baptism of attacks like a heavy rainstorm, with the silhouette of the body sparking blazing red. Golem's arms were crossed in front of its chest, with bulky, heavy Armor Shoulders, and the Metal Mask glowing red and ferocious.
   

        He stood motionless, as if displaying his margin for error.
   

        That contemptuous posture seemed to say:
   

        Come on, attack me! Show me your ferocious tactics!
   

        "Die!!!!"
   

        The Annihilation Disaster's nearly hundred tentacles struck downwards in unison, like a World Tree crashing down, its intertwined and coiling roots forcefully slamming down!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The Dark Mountains and Rivers Area shook violently, waves of mud rolling. Centered around the pit where Golem Casio stood, dense cracks bloomed like petals, with black sludge in the crevices spurting like fountains towards the sky.
   

        At first glance, it appeared like an expanse of continuous jet-black woods.
   

        And at the core of this black slurry-made woods, the encroaching Annihilation Disaster, with its enormous body hovering in mid-air, was blocked by a silver white Iron Fist Set striking upwards, among the countless limbs, preventing it from descending even the slightest bit. Below, Golem Casio stood with its towering, enormous body.
   

        When it comes to strength, when it comes to close-quarters brawling, in the midst of Dark Ultimate Level beings, who could stand shoulder to shoulder with the Demon Colossus!? It was a grave mistake for the Annihilation Disaster to use nearly a hundred tentacles to strike Golem Casio. How does it matter if every one of your tentacles has the strength comparable to a Dark Ultimate Level being or that every tentacle carries the power of annihilation? If you can't break through, you simply can't; if you can't suppress, you just can't—the reality is such!
   

        Even so, if it weren't for Golem Casio wanting to try out this newly born ultimate Dark Entity, the Annihilation Disaster, to see how much it truly weighed and what was its strength attribute? And incidentally, to test how terrifying the perfect combat power he possessed after The Sixth Retrospection would be...
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        The Catastrophe of Annihilation simply couldn't keep bombarding Casio for so long.
   

        It could be said that for the Demon Idol Casio to stand still and allow the Catastrophe of Annihilation to unleash its power was already quite generous. But now, the testing was almost done, and yet the Catastrophe of Annihilation was getting overly familiar; naturally, Casio wouldn't indulge it. It would have to pay the price for its arrogance in seeking close-quarters combat—Casio was ready to collect!
   

        "Confidence is good, but arrogance... that's not a good thing at all!"
   

        Bang, crack! Bang, crack!
   

        The steel hands of the golem's body suddenly reached out, like a vise clamping down the tentacles of the Catastrophe of Annihilation, its terrifying grip instantly inflicted pain. Before the Catastrophe of Annihilation had a chance to use its ability, its entire massive form was suddenly met with explosive acceleration, as if the heavens and earth were inverted! Its tentacles, gripped by the golem, slammed head-down into the earth!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A ring of white shock waves rapidly expanded, surging powerfully.
   

        The shock waves had not even had a chance to dissipate before another loud boom echoed!
   

        The next moment, the grand noises rapidly coalesced into one.
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        One after another, white rings exploded outwards, like a slew of stones hitting a tranquil lake surface simultaneously, causing dense ripples that collided and nullified each other. At the core of the battlefield, that was the scene the Catastrophe of Annihilation faced. It was like a punching bag, being swung around and pounded into the ground repeatedly.
   

        The ground around the Golem Casio's vicinity suddenly compressed and sank. The mud was as hard as rock, clearly flattened and hardened by the flailing mass of the Catastrophe of Annihilation!
   

        Clang!!!
   

        The final impact, like a meteor crashing down, forcefully blasted the magma from deep underground. The red fountain spurted like scalding-hot iron sparks! Just then, in the rain of magma, the Catastrophe of Annihilation burst forth an exceedingly dangerous aura. However, before it could act, it was flung away by an aware Casio, who conveniently collected his dues with the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier.
   

        A streak of silvery-white light flashed through the void, and the Iron Hand Knife descended.
   

        Dozens of robust tentacles, thick as mountains and cleaved apart, pierced the earth.
   

        "Roar!!!" Wounded, the Catastrophe of Annihilation let out an unprecedented roar of fury, its terrifying will firmly locked onto Casio. It wildly flew dozens of miles before it could barely stop, hanging in mid-air.
   

        "The concept of Dead Silence truly must have been born not too long ago. Aside from that one time it acted against the lingering regrets of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, other times it must have been adapting to its power and stepping into perfect strength. No wonder, its combat seems so juvenile, naive, and impulsive during battle. It looks just like a child wielding a large hammer, completely lacking the sense of threat that the Totem King posed…" 
   

        With a single-handed wave, the Golem's iron palm blew up a pitch-black tentacle falling from the sky, the scarlet light on its mask flickering.
   

        The Catastrophe of Annihilation wasn't as weak as Casio put it. It was just a bit green compared to Casio, who was always fighting life and death battles. At least in terms of battle thinking, there was a problem; despite its most robust aspect not being hand-to-hand combat, it still dared to engage the golem in close combat right away.
   

        In fact, if the Catastrophe of Annihilation had been given a bit more time and experienced a few battles with the Saint Fist, it would quickly master the concepts. The Ultimate Dark Entity wasn't born with knowledge or combat ability, especially a being born from a concept in disasters. Although possibly more potent in ranking compared to an evolved Ultimate Dark Entity, it lacked experience.
   

        This shortcoming in experience wasn't apparent when the Catastrophe of Annihilation was crushing regular Saint Fists, but facing an opponent of the same level and crafty, like Casio, it would always suffer early in the fight. Of course, when it comes to beings of perfect combat power, winning or losing depends on overall strength, the potency of their Original strength. Casio could feel that the Dead Silence source of the Catastrophe of Annihilation was unusually formidable and overwhelmingly domineering.
   

        Once the two sides enter a battle to the death, going all out, unleashing their original abilities. The impact of combat thinking and experience diminishes. The abyss-like grand power belittles the advantage of skill. The Catastrophe of Annihilation is not something Casio can defeat with just a few punches or kicks.
   

        To look down upon the strategy, to value the tactics—that is the way to victory.
   

        "The real deal should be starting now…"
   

        The Golem's massive body leaped out of the deep pit, its iron feet heavily trampling the earth. The black wide cloak over the Shoulders cascaded down, sweeping over the ground. Its head turned toward the distance, where two points of blood-red light grew fiercer and fiercer.
   

        "Come on, let's see just how much weight you carry!"
   

        As if responding to Casio's will, the Catastrophe of Annihilation suddenly rushed into the high altitude, piercing through the thick dark Cloud Layer, its massive body seemingly shoulder-to-shoulder with the Blood Moon above the dome. With a rustle, the dark Silence Cloak gradually opened up, its surface emanating dense, wave-like air currents.
   

        Within this thick Dark Energy, a huge pale Skeleton creaked and turned, two Scales-covered skeleton hands reaching out. With protruding joints and sharp tips, they looked very much like a pair of beast claws.
   

        "Dead Silent Book…"
   

        A murmuring voice echoed dreamily above the clouds.
   

        A tremendously rich aura of Annihilation descended like a sudden outbreak of a mountain torrent.
   

        Buzz buzz buzz…
   

        At the top of the Catastrophe of Annihilation's cloak, a massive deep Vortex on the left began to rotate rapidly in the opposite direction, pushing upward. Like an elevator Platform, the bottom grew shallower, and a pitch-black tome emerged.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1303: 650 I will fight you, you dog breed! (5000)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Grasped firmly in the palm of a hand coated with scales of white bone.
   

        The surface of the Dead Silent Book was densely covered with white spots writhing eerily like ants, resembling clusters of closed eyes.
   

        "Eye of Silent Death, Rune of the Dead!"
   

        The will of the Essence of Silence Power vibrated rapidly, climbing higher and higher, much like the magma of an imminent volcanic eruption. The Essence of Silence Power within its body roared out, pouring into the Dead Silent Book like a vast ocean. As the disaster unleashed its strength, the jet-black book began to tremble gradually.
   

        Not until the five black tentacles at the bottom of its body withered in an instant, turning into ash, did the Dead Silent Book respond. Within one of the white spots on the surface, an eye squeezed out, fixating on the silhouette of Golem Casio on the earth with a terrifying gaze, as if it had been firmly locked on.
   

        Whoosh, the first page flipped open, and it was filled with dense, insect-like, twisted black text. The text seemed to flow like water, wriggling and merging at a high speed, forming into a mysterious rune logo.
   

        It exuded an aura of Annihilation that was intense to the extreme.
   

        The meaning of the rune was: "Land Crack."
   

        Boom!!!!!
   

        As if the words conjured reality, at the same time the Dead Silent Book opened, calamity descended. The area where Golem Casio stood suddenly collapsed, as if two continental plates were being pulled in opposite directions by some unknown colossal force at a high speed! In an instant, a deep and pitch-black gorge appeared, with a terrifying suction force aimed at the golem.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        The power that burst forth in an instant dragged down the enormous body of the golem.
   

        Like a meteor accelerating at high speed, it was falling towards the core of the World of Calamities. There, temperatures high enough to obliterate everything, from raging magma, awaited.
   

        "Interesting, an original ability completely different from that of the Totem King. It's not a vast, boundless energy totem overwhelming by sheer force but a bizarre power, like ethereal cause and effect, mysterious runes..."
   

        Ding ding ding ding!
   

        Huge metallic collision sounds echoed through the abyss.
   

        The limbs of the golem's body spread out, exerting force suddenly. Like a jackhammer, it fiercely nailed into the rock slabs on both sides, resisting the suction. The iron fists and feet of steel pulled frantically, sparking terrifying sparks, and the intense heat even caused part of the rock to melt into a flowing crimson magma.
   

        The speed of the golem's fall slowed down more and more, and it seemed it would stop at any moment.
   

        Directly above the abyssal gorge, in the high altitude, the calamity had been silently watching. It clenched five ghastly white bone fingers tightly into a fist.
   

        "Gorge closing, plate collision!"
   

        "Using the power of the Dead Quiet Rain Area and Jet-black Mountains and Rivers, these two massive land plates... to crush you to death directly!" its black cloak flapping in the wind.
   

        Of course, this was an exaggerated statement. The Dead Silent Book was merely leveraging the mass of the surrounding earth, crushing and striking down upon the golem.
   

        Yet, billions of tons of mud and rock were terrifying enough.
   

        Rumbling, rumbling...
   

        The land on both sides of the gorge collided inwardly with a slam.
   

        Boom!!!!!
   

        After a thunderous explosion, the world seemed to return to calm.
   

        The disaster bent down its cloak and looked up at the earth with two spiral vortexes, staring intently at the location where Golem Casio had fallen.
   

        "No matter how strong the physical strength is, it should not be able to withstand the land plates..."
   

        "Was it crushed to death?!"
   

        The disaster was about to retract the Dead Silent Book resting on its white bone palm.
   

        Underground, suddenly a terrifying muffled explosion grew from soft to loud.
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom boom! Whoosh!!!
   

        The rocky ground exploded, forming a charred, deep tunnel.
   

        The sky rained down soil and rocks, pinging and ponging as they fell onto a massive steel silhouette. The golem, with its iron fists, had forcefully carved through the earth, the magnificent shell blocking the pressure from the plates!
   

        The fierce contours of the armor were deformed, and the steel of both fists was cracked.
   

        But a surge of hot airflow stirred, and white steam erupted. In the blink of an eye, the damage sustained by the golem vanished, its state as good as new.
   

        Beneath the steel mask, the scarlet points of its gaze looked towards the Essence of Silence Power, focusing on the Dead Silent Book in its hands: "Interesting object, I wonder if it can exist without the Essence of Silence Power, available for others to use?" Obviously... Casio had his eyes on the disaster's prized possession.
   

        "Did you think you're the only one who can heal at high speed?!"
   

        The will of the disaster grew more intense, preparing to use all its power. Its right-eye vortex also began to rotate in reverse, lifting up a wand of essence. The pale white wand was held in its right hand, looming over the earth.
   

        "Wand of Extinction, Whale Swallowing Ghost Print!"
   

        Hum...
   

        At the top of the wand, a print lit up.
   

        It was unmistakably a logo resembling a Skull Head, exceptionally ghastly.
   

        Thud! The Wand of Extinction touched the earth, and an aura of deathly silence enveloped a vast area around it, like voracious ants nibbling on life, turning the stretching Jet-black Mountains and Rivers and the land unimaginably pale. An immense amount of vitality and disasters were sucked away by the Wand of Extinction, frantically channeled into the body of the calamity.
   

        In the blink of an eye, the disaster had regrown more than a dozen tentacle-like limbs.
   

        "The Wand of Extinction, combined with the Dead Silent Book, perfect compatibility..."
   

        "I am now invincible!"
   

        The will of the disaster roared in the clouds like a raging dragon, causing Gale to curl backward, the sky and earth changing colors, and Black Rain pouring down heavily.
   

        On the earth, Golem Casio remained cold and silent, its eyes fixedly staring at the Skull Head rune logo on the Wand of Extinction, deep and profound.
   

        "That is... the Auspicious Sound Rune!"
   

        "A rune representing the power of death..."
   

        "When did the disaster come into possession of the Auspicious Sound Rune?!"
   

        In the heavens and on the earth, two ultimate beings stood in opposition, each rapidly recovering their physical conditions and wounds through their terrifying means.
   

        The aura of the golem grew increasingly fierce, and the red light in its eyes more and more terrifying.
   

        The Auspicious Sound Rune, no matter where it is or who has taken it, he must have it! The disaster was no exception! It already had the path to take it away.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1304: 651 battles conclude, will you just emit the wails of the weak? (3500)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Jet-black sky, under the Blood Moon, Annihilation looms ominously.
   

        It's fierce skeleton hands extend from the cloak, the left holding the Dead Silent Book, the right grasping the Wand of Extinction. From the core of its body, it emits dreadful original power of extinction like a mountain roar and tsunami, revealing terrifying perfect combat power! The whole world changes color because of the fluctuations of its power.
   

        The two core abilities of the Annihilation are extremely formidable.
   

        Every activation of the Dead Silent Book consumes a massive amount of Annihilation power. Each page generates rune abilities akin to causal rules after activation, possessing the destructive power to move mountains and seas.
   

        Every press of the Wand of Extinction can absorb vitality and Catastrophe-type energies within a certain area, replenishing the consumed Annihilation power of Annihilation.
   

        One crazily replenishes mana and breath, the other wields tremendous attack power.
   

        The two complement each other perfectly.
   

        "Did you actually manage to escape?"
   

        "Then... Dead Silent Book!"
   

        Annihilation does not hesitate to flip open the dark tome again, as power continuously surges into it, leaving several tentacle-like arms shriveled and broken. The second eye on the surface of the book of Death opens, flipping to the second page with a swirl. On it, the dark twisted text forms a rune.
   

        "Meteor Fall"
   

        When it's called Meteor Fall, it is a Meteor Fall!
   

        Almost instantly, in the distant dark night sky, a spark of fire is lit. Dragging a long tail of fire, it falls towards the Earth.
   

        As the meteor approaches, its specific appearance and form become clear.
   

        This is a metal meteor, with a silver-black sheen, heavy and huge, its narrow contour resembling a long arrow piercing through heaven and earth. A star-piercing long spear capable of causing devastating impact on the entire surface.
   

        Every move and technique unleashed by the Dead Silent Book after being opened possesses the power to permanently alter the terrain on a large scale, truly terrifying. Any mountain-sized massive dark ultimate form would hardly withstand a single strike.
   

        This is the horror of perfect combat power in a life and death struggle!
   

        On the Earth, Golem Casio gazes upwards at this strike, feeling not the slightest fear, but rather his blood boils. Perfect combat power? Who isn't?
   

        Compared to the newly born ultimate being, Annihilation, his fists would only be harder, his heart more powerful, his body stronger!
   

        Even his aura would definitely be more vast and majestic than the Catastrophe Energy!
   

        Casio has said it, he has mastered the three styles of Southern Dipper!
   

        "Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, King of Blood Vultures·Beak of the Blood Vultures!"
   

        Iron Golem instantly takes up a boxing stance, filled with a bloody and brutal scent. The surging, intense red aura bursts out of every crack and corner of its contour. Staring at the meteor transformed into the star-piercing long spear, Casio leaps skyward, spreading his hands into wings.
   

        A massive iron bird's beak inches through the air, blasting out a true vacuum channel, its crimson pupils seemingly dripping blood—the ultimate secret skill Beak of the Blood Vultures created by Blood Fist Feng Liusi. Only this time, the head of the Beak of the Blood Vultures is adorned with a fierce crown of entangled bones. That is the Beak of the Blood Vultures in the King of the Blood Vultures state!
   

        It is Casio's improved secret skill after stepping into the Holy Fist Realm.
   

        Known for its astonishing penetration and destructive power.
   

        Whoosh! The Beak of the Blood Vultures soars like a ferocious red dragon into the sky.
   

        Boom! The meteor collides with the Blood Vulture, causing a huge explosion.
   

        Blood Vulture's aura, Deathfang Power, Catastrophe Energy, Annihilation's original.
   

        The four crazily annihilate each other, creating a jet-black vacuum.
   

        In this night-like environment, a human silhouette rushes out quickly, like a terrifying shell rushing towards Annihilation.
   

        "Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist, Steel Wings·Sky Soaring Water Bird!"
   

        Casio's figure is completely enveloped by a ghostly white Water Bird, a graceful and sacred creature. The Iron Wings gently flap, generating a pleasant clinking sound. Yet hidden within this delightful sound is extreme brutality, a thick murderous intent. The trajectory of the Water Bird's soaring arcs like a dragonfly skimming water, leaving behind a white line.
   

        Wherever the line passes, an aura of death envelops, purifying everything.
   

        Wings flap once, black space cracks spread densely.
   

        "Dead Silent Book! 'Dark Moon Descent'"
   

        Annihilation's fierce skeleton Claws point at Casio, hastily consuming over twenty tentacle-like arms to let massive amounts of Annihilation surge, driven madly by the Dead Silent Book. 'Dark Moon Descent' is exceptionally powerful—three consecutive pages of the Dead Silent Book turn down, all black text gathers and fuses into a mysterious and terrifying rune.
   

        Instantly, in the World of Calamities, the blood-colored moon produces a vague enormous phantasm. The phantasm flashes and flickers, rapidly reaching around Annihilation, resembling a huge and dim disc. The Blood Moon Disc faces Casio, and suddenly a human face contour bulges on the surface. A savage face struggles out, innumerable crazy and chaotic auras surge.
   

        "Suppress him!"
   

        Holding the decay-white Wand of Extinction, Annihilation points at the swiftly incoming Water Bird phantasm. Moreover, it aims the tip of the wand towards the Earth, obviously intending to absorb a massive amount of vitality and Disasters around it while under the guard of "Dark Moon Descent," to recover.
   

        On the other side, "Dark Moon Descent" has already met the Water Bird phantasm.
   

        Countless blood-colored moonlights bless it, appearing like endless streams of power forming a huge blood-colored urchin vortex from afar. A white meteor violently charges into the vortex.
   

        Ding! Bang!!
   

        The Steel Wings state of Sky Soaring Water Bird reaches out with a claw, directly tearing countless blood-colored moonlights. Wings flap, the figure rapidly spins and flies, the second and third claws press down directly.
   

        The second claw breaks through the vortex, pointing directly at the core of 'Dark Moon Descent.'
   

        The third claw is a bit special with a fierce iron claw surface covered in a layer of shimmering white light, like an added claw sheath. This is not for protecting the White bird's claws but rather the sharpest and most terrifying weapon in the world! The Annihilation Sound Blast Deathfang Soldier penetrates fiercely towards the core!
   

        Boom! "Dark Moon Descent" explodes and collapses on the spot, turning into a sky full of blood-red fluorescence. Within this starlight, Casio's silhouette swiftly flies out.
   

        In a split second, he is once again in close-range combat with Annihilation. At this moment, still using the Wand of Extinction, Annihilation turns to defend itself in shock. Too fast. "Dark Moon Descent" was destroyed too quickly! With only three claws, the White bird Phantasm had completely destroyed the power that Annihilation had summoned with more than twenty tentacles. It was as if a fortress beside him had fallen just as he turned around.
   

        "You!!!"
   

        Annihilation retreats in madness, the pages of the dark book flapping wildly.
   

        In front, a White bird Phantasm is rapidly approaching.
   

        Casio's intense will reverberates wildly.
   

        "I am the thickest shield in the world, as well as the sharpest spear!"
   

        "You are no match for me, Annihilation!!!"
   

        Boom boom boom...
   

        Suddenly, the enormous body of the Golem Casio expands rapidly, hitting Annihilation and sending it plummeting towards the Earth at high speed. Boom! Two huge phantasms fall from the sky into the Jet-black Mountains and Rivers, unknown how many mountains they have crushed. The densest area of the shock wave, Golem Casio rides atop Annihilation, rolling over the earth all the way.
   

        Boom boom boom! Boom boom boom!
   

        Dominant punches rain down from above relentlessly. Horrific shock waves penetrate the earth, causing dense cracks.
   

        Previously hovering at the vertex of the sky, Annihilation appeared mysteriously powerful. Now, it could only be brutally beaten. Black tentacles break and fly off, scales and skeleton shatter, even the Annihilation Cloak is torn. For a moment, Annihilation is completely overwhelmed.
   

        "Not enough! Not enough! Not enough!"
   

        Golem Casio's will resonates as he swings down the Iron Fist: "Every struggle is futile. Can you only emit the wails of the weak? Pain, despair, madness, then just go die…"
   

        "Ha ha ha ha ha!"
   

        Buzz! Casio's right hand turns into a Hand Knife, revealing a glowing white light.
   

        In this moment, Annihilation feels a strong threat to its life.
   

        It starts to fight desperately, using massive Catastrophe and Annihilation energy along with the Dead Silent Book. A giant phantasm of the book envelops both Annihilation and Casio. This represents the very essence of "Annihilation."
   

        Once unleashed, "Annihilation" can cover a third of the Dark Mountains and Rivers Area, detonating all vitality and catastrophe within it.
   

        Even enemies with Perfect Combat Power inwardly fear it!
   

        However, Golem Casio doesn't retreat or defend but continues to advance aggressively. His will seems to only embody slaughter.
   

        "Die!!!"
   

        The Iron Hand Knife carrying the Annihilation Sound Blast Deathfang Soldier slashes fiercely.
   

        Suddenly, up close. Bronze, silver, golden—three types of light burst forth, adhering to three powerful ultimate totems, charging directly at Casio's back. It's Totem King Cassius! The grand battle between Golem Casio and Annihilation had long ago drawn Cassius here.
   

        Now, seizing the critical moment, he aims to stealthily strike Casio.
   

        Boom!!! Ding!!!! Boom boom boom…
   

        A massive explosion, glowing with terrifying fierce white light, occurs.
   

        Totem King, Annihilation, together against Golem Casio!
   

        Rumble…
   

        One-sixth of the Dark Mountains and Rivers Area is completely detonated, with massive waves of Catastrophe and Annihilation energy wreaking havoc. "Annihilation" was not executed to its fullest, as Annihilation stops it mid-dispense. With Totem King Cassius's sudden intervention, it did not want to perish alongside Casio.
   

        But showing weakness at such a crucial moment has a price!!
   

        Bright white light, terrifying fire explosion. Two miserable figures are hurled out; it is Annihilation and the Totem King. In the case of the Totem King, it's mostly old injuries with some new wounds. Annihilation fares worse, one third of its body is chopped off, tentacles gone, completely severed. More crucially, its right hand, along with the Wand of Extinction it was holding, is missing.
   

        It can be said, Annihilation has suffered heavy losses.
   

        But now, the only option is to retreat. The demon colossus still in the flames is too terrifying. Totem King Cassius's ambush, far from killing or even seriously injuring it, was only briefly suppressed by "Annihilation" which Annihilation had only half deployed.
   

        If it breaks free, no one knows what the final situation would be like.
   

        "Retreat!!!"
   

        Annihilation and Totem King's wills are in full agreement, completely identical.
   

        In the blink of an eye, two enormous figures disappear at the horizon's end.
   

        On the earth below, raging flames burn out. A white light film, gathering a sixth of the power from the Dark Mountains and Rivers Region, suddenly crackles. An Iron Fist pierces through, followed by a majestic silhouette pushing forth.
   

        Dense scars, nearly melted armor, a deep cavity on the right shoulder directly reaching towards the heart, a claw mark on the chest. Golem Casio stands tall, seemingly unconcerned by all his wounds. He looks down at the right hand holding the remains of the Annihilation, it's right hand clutching a rotting white staff, on which Auspicious Sound Rune visibly rests.
   

        "Got it..."
   

        The Demon Colossus slowly clenches its fist, the Iron Palm creaking.
   

        "Pity, letting Annihilation escape... Just a bit more, just a tiny bit more. Totem King Cassius, whether it's the Era of Retrospection or in the Real World, you really do love courting death, huh! Ha ha ha, two defeated generals. Run, flee! Even if you run to the ends of the earth, you can't escape death..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1305: 652 This successor, unimaginably strong (4000)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        After the Sixth Retrospection Era, which involved prolonged brutal killings and ascetic practices, Casio returned.
   

        He had fully entered Perfect Combat Power, fully capable of contending against the peak Totem King Cassius, or the true God of Blood, Umirah. The Annihilation born after the massive tidal wave of calamities held a high status and also stepped into the perfect level, yet it was still a notch below the other perfect forces. Thus, it was defeated by Casio!
   

        At the final moment, it could only resort to a mutually assured destruction strategy. The Rune 'Silent Death' from the Dead Silent Book, triggering the Endless Calamity and Vitality, whether it could kill Golem Casio was uncertain, but it would certainly kill the Annihilation itself. If not for the sudden attack by the Totem King, Annihilation might have already been severely damaged. Casio, caught in a pinch at the critical moment, failed to completely eliminate Annihilation, but he exacted a tremendously heavy toll from it.
   

        A third of Annihilation's body, was diagonally slashed off.
   

        Wand of Extinction, along with the legacy of Auspicious Sound Rune carried on it.
   

        "Not too bad..."
   

        "The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist is not completely dissipated, which could be considered the best outcome. I can slowly nurture and restore it using Life Vibration Energy. Maybe before the second tidal wave of disasters and the ultimate great battle begins, humanity might gain a fully trustworthy and dependable Perfect Combat Power. The full-strength Blood Vulture, its combat power not below mine currently. This would also free my hands to do more…"
   

        Within a fierce blaze of white flames, the air distorted and roiled, a giant vortex howled sweeping across. A steel silhouette teeming with wounds, with a majestic stride, emerged step by heavy step, the posture of a victor.
   

        Buzzing…
   

        Beneath the steel body of the golem, strands of dense Life Vibration Energy converged into flowing rivers. This warm and scalding energy, like swimming fish, automatically moved to the damaged areas of the body. Then they spontaneously dispersed on the spot, moistening like liquid water.
   

        Every single cell voraciously devoured this vitality-filled force. Plain to see, the gigantic golem, steam violently rolling off its body. In the blink of an eye, it was completely enveloped in the currents.
   

        Sizzling… The sound of wounds rapidly healing and flesh crazily regrowing, and the deformed armor being remolded bit by bit produced a tremendous noise.
   

        "Terrifying ability!"
   

        "An already robust and domineering physique, combined with this wildly healing skill, inherently stands on undefeatable ground…"
   

        In front of the golem's body, a hazy blood-colored silhouette stopped.
   

        Previously, Casio and Annihilation fought fiercely, the battle heating up, terrifying aftershocks sweeping the heavens and the earth. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist did not rashly approach, instead, cloaking his figure. He, as a person, hated being a burden in intense battles, and naturally did not want to be that burden. With the current state of Blood Vulture, going up would mean delivering himself to defeat.
   

        Blood Vulture protecting himself was his greatest responsibility to the Southern Dipper Successor who traveled thousands of miles to find him!
   

        Of course, he watched the entire terrifying battle between both sides.
   

        This Southern Dipper Successor, could only be described with one word: Strong!
   

        Strong, extremely strong, unimaginably strong!
   

        The three major Boxing Methods of Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, mastered and integrated. Terrifying moves, effortlessly initiated. The Qi mighty and vast, capable of embracing all streams. An exaggerated extent of Physique, needless to say, forcefully withstood half of Annihilation's 'Silent Death' move, blocking the full force attack of the Totem King without any signs of severe injury. In the end, when the Totem King and Annihilation felt the tides turning and retreated, he made them pay a heavy price.
   

        This mysterious Southern Dipper Successor, was fierce enough, fierce enough, tough enough, ruthless enough!
   

        Absolutely suited the taste of old Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        He even fantasized a moment ago, if this person pushed all three Southern Dipper Fists to perfection, embodied by the three ultimate Martial Regimes of Holy Self, Demon Self, and Mighty Self. Could he directly tear through Xiadu, putting an end to the Endless Calamity and the World of Calamities!
   

        This was a seedling that had unknown growth to the top of the food chain. Moreover, there was still huge potential for progress to be tapped. This gave Blood Vulture Dominant Fist a glimpse of dawn amidst a long, dark night, a sensation of unexpected aid from Southern Cross Holy Fist before. It was a kind of hope that might solve everything!
   

        "Tell me your name, Southern Dipper Successor…"
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist looked up ahead, at that towering silhouette piercing into the clouds, the steel-masked skull blocking the Blood Moon, the golem silhouette said.
   

        "Kakakakakaka…"
   

        The dark and heavy cloud layer was parted by a pair of gigantic Iron Palms. The golem's skull inched down, the cold blood-red light ominously overlooking Earth.
   

        "My name… Casio!"
   

        The sound akin to the Grand Bell rapidly echoed across the sky, as if a grand symphony in a church. The spiritual entity uttered its own name imbued with boundless power and authority, suddenly altering the clouds and shifting the earth.
   

        "Casio…"
   

        "Good! Casio!"
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's indistinct face gradually twisted into a savage grin.
   

        The next second he stood alone on Earth, bursting into hearty laughter.
   

        Thunderous laughter echoed, drowning out the violent tumult of clouds and winds in the high altitude.
   

        In the top of the sky, Golem Casio silently watched this scene, the steel mask hiding all emotional turbulence, only the scarlet pupil light flickering.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        In the depths of his heart, it was as if a voice softly murmured.
   

        "Meet again... Blood Vulture..."
   

        ****************************************
   

        No unnecessary affectation, no cheesy encouragement or expectations. Warriors understand each other, often through a mere gesture or a glance. As with past encounters, Casio had always favored the style of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist; their approaches naturally aligned.
   

        World of Calamities, Jet-black Mountains and Rivers.
   

        Here, it is as if transformed into a vast plain of dust. Where dense black peaks once stood, now utterly collapsed into boulders that whipped across every corner of the Earth like Gale and Heavy rain under the execution of Annihilation from the Dead Silent Book, one-sixth of the area crumbled.
   

        At a glance, one saw an endless, barren desert and plain.
   

        Deep, jet-black gorges and cracks lay everywhere, with dangerous red Magma spurting out, along with high-temperature geothermal flows. After the great battle, this region had become an absolute forbidden zone for life.
   

        It would likely need the passage of long years to return to normal.
   

        And in this life-forbidden zone, two Silhouettes sat cross-legged amidst the Gale. All falling Stone Powder, splashing Magma, and toxic gases were kept at bay ten kilometers away.
   

        A semi-circular, invisible Aura suppressed everything within its domain.
   

        With a rumbling and gushing...
   

        At the core where the two Silhouettes sat, a sound like that of rushing Big Rivers and bellowing Dragons persisted. It had been going on for quite some time, unceasingly so. Until now, when a palm withdrew from behind Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, Casio's towering figure in a black Trench Coat slowly rose.
   

        "How do you feel?"
   

        "Very good. I've completely disentangled myself from that perilous edge, no danger of a Spirit collapse anymore." Blood Vulture Dominant Fist still sat cross-legged on the ground, Digesting Life vibration energy, brewing his Original source. His Qi Phantasm, compared to the start, had condensed many times over, much more clear. The crimson color was no longer dim and vague, but fresh and bright.
   

        "Thank you, Casio." His voice was deep.
   

        "Recover your strength quickly, Blood Vulture." Casio slowly turned from behind Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and walked toward the desolate distance, leaving only his voice trailing: "I can feel it— the second wave of Disasters is approaching. Xiadu is getting restless, about to make a move..."
   

        In the recent battle against the Annihilation Calamity, the terrifying noise of both fighters at Perfect Combat Power must have caused an uproar. Yet, Xiadu showed no response, which was highly unusual. The current Xiadu, not the one from The Sixth Retrospection, has likely erased a massive amount of White Bird Burning Marks. Xiadu's increasingly strong will should have sensed the tumultuous changes in the World of Calamities. Yet, the sky's Blood Moon remained unresponsive...
   

        This made Casio suspect that currently, Xiadu was possibly in the final phase of removing the White Bird Burning Marks, fully invested in the process of recovery. Once he breaks out, he would unquestionably be at his peak—a situation Casio now had to be exceedingly cautious of.
   

        "Ninety percent of the Spirit Episode of Cultivation isn't enough..."
   

        "It's time to keep improving."
   

        He walked through the Gale, a faint glow emanating from around him, ignoring the profound gorges and rifts underfoot. He moved slowly towards the distance.
   

        "I can feel it; after ninety percent in the Spirit Episode, the difficulty of improvement surges again. Just like entering the ninety percent stage in the Physique and Qi Chapters, the most difficult part has arrived..."
   

        Casio pondered this, while his gaze shifted to the upper right corner.
   

        There, the Cultivation Stat Bar was displayed clearly, floating silently.
   

        "Fortunately, what I've gained this time is one of the top ten of the Endless Calamity, a fragment of the Ultimate Dark Entity, the Annihilation Calamity. Even if it's only one-third of the body and some Original source, the quality far exceeds that of ordinary Ultimate Dark Entities. It should, indeed, provide me with a substantial boost..."
   

        His robust right arm extended slowly, his large palm assuming a Claw shape.
   

        He gestured a clawing grip in the void, sweeping invisible forces.
   

        From below the black ravine, a massive, ferocious, and blood-drenched corpse abruptly levitated, surrounded by various fragmented limbs and tentacles.
   

        Power, no one minds having more. Even the scraps, Casio would not disdain.
   

        Golem Secret Weapon had an insatiable appetite, devouring whatever came its way.
   

        "Come!" 
   

        Casio thrust out his palm like the sharp claws of a predatory bird, his fingers brutally piercing the solid, remnant body of Annihilation. The Demon Idol's Life Field was activated, terrifying ripples sweeping across like an iron rake plowing through flesh and blood. The rich life vibration energy was extracted as if oil and water were being squeezed out. 
   

        "Newer, more magnificent, with more vitality and strength..." 
   

        He absorbed while savoring the taste. 
   

        Compared to Totem King Cassius, whom Casio had absorbed before, the flavor of Annihilation was indeed better. After all, Totem King and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist have worn each other out for too many years, the sense of weakness in their origins could not be concealed.
   

        Yet, Annihilation was very young, freshly emerged not long ago. 
   

        And it smelled fragrantly of warm heat and meat… 
   

        This kind of taste, Golem Secret Weapon enjoyed the most. 
   

        On the earth, the Demon Idol's Life Field was like a terrifying gluttonous mouth, gobbling up, and devouring large chunks of the life vibration energy of Annihilation. Who knows how long it passed, the dust and wind dispersed, and a person hovered quietly.
   

        Inside Casio's body, a fiery energy dragon coiled, echoing round after round. He silently felt it all, his gaze moving to the upper right corner.
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Segment 90.1% (Final Chapter)"
   

        A hiss... two streams of high-temperature white air curled from his nostrils and mouth. 
   

        "Add all of it, no need to hold back." 
   

        At once, rumbling thunder roared within his body as if lightning and thunder exploded inside Casio. Every cell was swept by this intense lightning, and a vast amount of life vibration energy gushed out. 
   

        The numbers on the Cultivation Stat Bar were slightly blurred, jumping upwards constantly. 
   

        In silence and stillness, his strength became a bit more robust and formidable. 
   

        The silhouette of Casio floating in mid-air had long hair gradually drifting up high, even invoking a luster as lustrous and magnificent as the stars. 
   

        The light flickered, and after who knows how long, it finally dimmed. 
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Segment 90.1% (Final Chapter)" → 
   

        "Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Segment 93.2% (Final Chapter)"
   

        A 3.1% improvement, not bad, within the good range that Casio expected. His previous two improvements, after killing two Dark Ultimate Entities, one being the King of Demon Abyss and the other the Cloud Giant Beast, brought about progress increases of 2.7% and 2.5%, respectively. This time, a 3.1% increase obviously surpassed those two Dark Ultimate beings, not to mention this was after reaching the difficult stage of the 90% mark for the Cultivation progress, the value was even higher.
   

        One-third of a remnant body brought a 3.1% progress in Cultivation, could swallowing all of Annihilation perhaps push the Golem Secret Weapon Spirit Segment to 99%? No, considering the diminishing returns, 97% to 98%.
   

        "After the Cultivation progress reaches 90%, even a complete Perfect Combat Power Dark Ultimate Entity is insufficient. I really don't know what terrifying boost in strength the mutated Golem Secret Weapon Complete Perfection will bring me..."
   

        Casio exhaled gently, feeling the increasingly powerful and vigorous might in his body. At the stage of Perfect Combat Power, he had made another substantial improvement. This was the domineering aspect of Golem Secret Weapon, unparalleled in strength.
   

        "Now, let's see, what is the function of this newly acquired Auspicious Sound Rune?" Casio casually waved his hand, and the pale, withered remnant body of Annihilation immediately collapsed, turning into a sky of sand and dust.
   

        Only a twisted white staff fell from the sky.
   

        Clack, a broad and powerful palm, firmly grasped the staff.
   

        Wand of Extinction, it must be some kind of unknown wood, its surface flowing with eerie and mysterious aura, related to the control of Disasters and Vitality.
   

        At the head of the staff, a ghastly Skeleton Mark was faintly glowing.
   

        "Rune of the Dead? Or rather... Death Rune?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Resonance occurred the moment Casio touched the Skeleton Mark.
   

        On the back of his right hand, the Spiritual Rune logo of platinum color was complete, resembling a glittering, gilded triangle. On his chest, a palm-sized black Ouroboros symbol was slowly rotating, with the snake's eye and scales strikingly lifelike, now glowing with a dark purple light. It was the Spirit Rune!
   

        Two streams of mysterious power emerged, sweeping over the Wand of Extinction in Casio's hand in an instant. Right then, the skull imprint on the head of the staff began to peel away.
   

        Bit by bit, step by step, it was slowly drawn out.
   

        With a swoosh, the Death Rune covered Casio's left hand, making its way to the back of the left hand. It directly squeezed out the matt-finished Ghost Symbol that represented Black Rain Villa, taking a dominant position at the center like Taking Over The Magpie's Nest.
   

        And the Ghost Symbol, constantly shifting between a smiling and crying face, had no power to resist. It was expelled all the way to Casio's shoulders, reluctantly settling there. Moreover, for some unknown reason, the Ghost Symbol stopped its transformations, shifting from a smiling face to a crying one, and remained fixed in that expression.
   

        It seemed very dissatisfied but did not have a better solution, rendered furiously impotent. Casio simply ignored it; Black Rain Villa was no longer of much use to him, serving only as a training ground for the Magical Golem Sect. Let the discontented Ghost Symbol stay discontented.
   

        Jet-black Mountains and Rivers; next to a massive abyssal ravine, a Gale howled and surged. Casio looked at the Death Rune on the back of his left hand, checking its effects.
   

        Death Rune: Absorbs vitality from a certain range within the environment, replenishing and restoring the owner's condition, allowing them to fight as if they were perpetual motion machines.
   

        It is known that this is a combat aid rune.
   

        Different from the Spirit and Spiritual Runes, the function of the Death Rune is simpler and cruder, which is to keep the owner constantly recuperating and regaining strength.
   

        Such is the nature of the Dark Catastrophe; during battle, it continuously recovers Annihilation Power, using the massively costly Dead Silent Book as if without any consumption. The synergistic cycle of both indeed poses a considerable challenge.
   

        Casio pondered as he turned his head to look at the remaining Wand of Extinction.
   

        Even after the departure of the Death Rune, the Wand of Extinction didn't fall apart. It had its own mysterious properties, with unknown material, but it was remarkably powerful.
   

        With a slight sensing, Casio immediately understood the purpose of the Wand of Extinction.
   

        The Wand of Extinction was the unique mutation born from a bizarre tree during the Annihilation disaster in a strange environment. It can passively absorb free Catastrophe factors in the air and can also actively draw Catastrophe Energy from the surrounding environment. Paired with the Death Rune, the Wand of Extinction can utilize the rune's power to crazily amplify the effect of its absorption and drawing of Catastrophe. As much vitality as the Death Rune can draw from within its range, the Wand of Extinction can draw from an equally vast range of Catastrophe, gaining an exaggerated amplification.
   

        Originally, the Wand of Extinction had both frequency and range limitations. After the Death Rune was imprinted upon it, these Limits were erased.
   

        That is what makes the Wand of Extinction so potent and fearsome.
   

        Casio also guessed that the Dark Catastrophe must not be able to use the Death Rune directly. It is the Ultimate Dark Entity belonging to the disaster side, while the Death Rune is one of the five Keystone Runes of the Oyon Civilization, naturally in conflict. But if Dead Objects were used as a medium, perhaps that layer of conflict could be bypassed.
   

        Of course, how the Dark Catastrophe found the Death Rune and how it managed to imprint it on the Wand of Extinction, as well as what arduous means and price it paid, no one knows, and Casio isn't very interested.
   

        What he's focused on is that he seems unable to use the Wand of Extinction himself.
   

        Catastrophe Energy is of little use to Casio.
   

        What he can utilize and benefit from is only the Death Rune.
   

        Imagine a Golem, standing on the Earth. Wherever it treads, the vitality within the environment is crazily drawn out, allowing it to maintain peak condition at all times.
   

        Each punch and kick can be delivered with unrestrained power.
   

        Combined with the Life vibration energy that the Golem Secret Weapon itself possesses.
   

        Both of these insane methods of recovery and rejuvenation, who could kill him!?
   

        At least, among other entities of equal Perfect Combat Power, they would find it utterly impossible to take down Golem Casio from now on! Even if they managed to escape their predicament, return to their peak, and come together to besiege, it's doubtful whether Casio's life or death can be determined. This is the powerful assurance brought about by the Death Rune!
   

        For this battle-oriented Auspicious Sound Rune, he's quite fond of it.
   

        Furthermore, with a little thought, the Death Rune can also be used for Cultivation. Most Secret Martial Arts require plasters, medicinal baths, nothing more than strong Vitality, letting power gradually tempered, and Blood Qi robust. And the Death Rune can skip the steps of body tempering techniques and medicinal baths entirely, directly absorbing the vitality of the environment, cost-effectively conserving Resources in Cultivating Secret Martial Arts.
   

        For early Secret Martial Art Cultivators, this is virtually the same as having a cheat activated. Even certain Secret Martial Arts that have harsh cultivation conditions but yield exceptionally powerful effects can be easily mastered by the rune owner. For example, Hand of Black Magic, which would consume the Cultivator's own Vitality and Lifespan.
   

        With the Death Rune, whatever it swallows, however much it wants, it will have.
   

        The voracious Vortex of Black Magic would probably be mastered in the blink of an eye.
   

        It's equivalent to rapid training while erasing the side effects of the techniques, allowing the Rune holder to only enjoy the formidable annihilating power of Hand of Black Magic.
   

        This is almost akin to a divine skill for early Secret Martial Art Cultivators.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Alas, Casio has now stepped into the Holy Fist Realm, achieving perfect combat power, and is not far from the ultimate level of Three Fists Combine. The effect of Death Rune on cultivation has naturally been greatly weakened, only in combat can it still give Casio a substantial boost. However, he obtained the Death Rune too late—if he had acquired it when he first practiced Secret Martial Art, Casio would have probably been ecstatic, as it would have been far more useful than the Spirit Rune.
   

        Of course, Casio, who has now entered the late stage, finds the Spirit Rune much more effective than the Death Rune. To combine the Southern Dipper Three Fists, he relied on the Spirit Rune! It could allow Casio's limits to be broken through.
   

        ...
   

        In the World of Calamities, across the jet-black mountains and rivers, a silhouette swiftly streaked by.
   

        In the blink of an eye, Casio returned to the side of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was still sitting cross-legged, seemingly stabilizing his original essence, and eliminating totemic power and aura of silence from within his body. Casio kept a cold and silent vigil by his side.
   

        He appeared statue-like, motionless, but in reality, he was still studying the three Auspicious Sound Runes he had obtained. Ever since the Spirit Rune and Spiritual Rune first resonated with the Death Rune, the vibration had not stopped. A fluctuation seemed to be pointing the way.
   

        However, due to the barrier of the World of Calamities, the guidance was never successful.
   

        Casio investigated slightly and understood.
   

        From the Oyon Civilization, to the infinitely distant and magnificent Five Keystone Runes, he had already obtained more than half. The two remaining Keystone Runes, not yet in his possession, resonated with the three he had.
   

        Clearly, they were pinpointing his location, waiting for Casio to retrieve them.
   

        It's just that the remaining two runes are in the Real World; their signal is blocked by the World of Calamities. Casio must wait until he leaves the World of Calamities.
   

        "Now, it's not just about having a clear target. But rather, the coordinates are completely exposed in front of me. After returning to the Real World, I shall collect them all..."
   

        He quickly ran through the next steps in his plan, burying it deep in his heart.
   

        "What I need to do now is send Blood Vulture Dominant Fist back to the Real World, to the Golem Sect Headquarters for recovery. To eliminate the entrenched illnesses of a thousand years, the totems and the silence, and gradually restore the peak form of Blood Vulture..."
   

        Casio had just rescued Blood Vulture Dominant Fist from the brink of collapse, but his injuries were still too severe. Compared to the state of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist during The Sixth Retrospection, his current condition was even worse. First, he experienced a life-and-death battle with the Totem King, then he was ambushed by Annihilation, sinking into the underground in a death-like state for nearly a hundred years. His Qi filled with calamity factors, deeply rooted totemic energy, and an abundance of aura of silence.
   

        In such a case, even Casio's life vibration energy could not take immediate effect. To treat a bone-deep poison, the bones must be scraped clean before fresh flesh can grow. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist needed to leave the World of Calamities—rich with the dense aura of calamity—and return to the real world to sweep across his Qi and body with a domineering will over and over again, supplemented by the life vibration energy Casio imparts into his body, gradually recovering.
   

        After all, it was not easy to save him with only remnants of his consciousness left.
   

        "When Blood Vulture Dominant Fist recovers to a certain extent, and can temporarily replace me as the pillar of the Golem Sect, then I can begin to use the Spirit Rune, to achieve the ultimate extrapolation of the Southern Dipper Three Fists!" Casio felt the dark green Ouroboros symbol on his chest and took a deep breath. The Spirit Rune held a vast accumulation of spirit blood, almost uncountable by now. But he had yet to act, waiting for a future burst.
   

        While extrapolating the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, Casio had a premonition that he would probably fall into a unique state that would not be short-lived. Just like when he created the Golem Secret Weapon, he would temporarily lose the ability to act. At that moment, Casio would be somewhat vulnerable and would need a peerless fierce person like Blood Vulture Dominant Fist to protect him. He believed that once Blood Vulture Dominant Fist recovered his strength, he would definitely not allow anyone to approach and affect him while he was breaking through in seclusion.
   

        After an unknown period of time, on an ashen plain in the jet-black mountains and rivers.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist gradually revived from his meditative state, and a vibrant yet fundamentally extremely powerful aura subtly spread out. He opened his eyes and turned to see the motionless Casio, akin to a statue, beside him.
   

        "What shall we do next?"
   

        Casio's expression showed no change, his emotions also remained unfluctuated.
   

        "Leave the World of Calamities, return to the Golem Sect that I founded."
   

        "By the way, on the way back, we'll kill more dark creatures as a supplement for life vibration energy. Of course, it would be even better if we could encounter an Ultimate Dark Entity..." His eyelids drooped, his pupils a dark slash.
   

        The 'some' that Casio mentioned were actually millions, tens of millions!
   

        During The Sixth Retrospection, he and Blood Vulture Dominant Fist were so unrestrained in initiating a massacre. Wherever they passed, bones piled up, forming hills.
   

        The dark creatures on the way back this time, they're in for a 'treat'.
   

        Hehehe...
   

        On the other side, two ultimate beings, Annihilation and Totem King, were rapidly fleeing. Their colossal bodies obscured the sun, blocking out the light of the Blood Moon and casting vast, heavy shadows on the ground.
   

        The terrifying aura left the Dark Creature Tribe stunned and trembling as they passed by, and even the weaker ones were scared to death and devoured.
   

        However, this magnificent and holy scene was tinged with panic and weakness. If any Dark Creature could overcome their fear and look up carefully at the terrifying contours of the two godlike beings in the sky, they would see that gods, too, bleed! Both had suffered heavy injuries, one old and the other a fresh and terrifying wound.
   

        Even the large gash was still dripping blood.
   

        Landing atop a mountain peak, the presence of death skyrocketed, causing batches of Dark Creatures to mutate into kin of Annihilation.
   

        After flying an unknown distance, the two massive beings finally stopped in an open area. They took a brief respite, allowing their strength to recover.
   

        On the ground, the will of Annihilation was listless and angry; its condition was very poor. Most of its jet-black tentacles, which were as numerous as an octopus's, were broken, with only a sparse few hanging down. It was like a tree Root without tendrils to anchor it, unable to stand alone. The once expansive Silence Cloak that covered it was now tattered like Rags.
   

        Through the torn Cloak, one could see that only two-thirds of the massive beast-like Skeleton of Scales remained. The cut where one-third had been sliced off was neat. The unimaginable extreme sharpness had carved away nearly a third of the original essence of Annihilation. In the positions of the hood, two deep Vortexes were covered with cracks, the left containing a book, while the right was empty.
   

        The Wand of Extinction was lost, a core ability taken.
   

        This time, Annihilation had suffered a huge loss!
   

        On the other hand, Totem King Cassius was also in a bad condition. Over the body of the bronze Gargoyle-like behemoth, there were dense claw marks left by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist from years ago, and even holes made by the Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill. The integration of bronze, silver, and gold powers, along with the three Ultimate Totems that had covered them, all showed varying degrees of damage and had a dimmed color and Aura.
   

        Clearly, Totem King had forced an attack on Casio in a severely injured state, resulting in backlash.
   

        These two beings, who could've been rulers in the World of Calamities, now looked utterly pathetic, a tragic sight of utter frustration and embarrassment.
   

        "That man... so strong! He has the strength of my peak..." 
   

        "Given time, he might well become the next White Bird Sacred Fist!"
   

        Totem King Cassius's spirit surged. The emergence of a Southern Dipper Holy Fist with Perfect Combat Power was extremely shocking to it.
   

        "He..." Annihilation began, hesitating as if frustrated.
   

        But in the end, it admitted.
   

        "He is indeed very strong."
   

        "Together, we probably can't do anything to him."
   

        "Perhaps, with Umirah added to the mix, maybe..."
   

        Annihilation's will was suddenly interrupted, and Totem King slowly shook its head.
   

        "Never mind whether we can suppress that man with Umirah; the act of releasing Umirah itself, we probably cannot achieve. It and one of the Southern Dipper Three Fists, the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist, have fought each other in a sealed Cavity for too long. Because of the special nature of their abilities, a mysterious fusion has occurred, where they are entwined with each other, inseparable. Now, if we were to go and kill the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist, it would be akin to killing Umirah as well..."
   

        Annihilation lapsed into silence, as if suffocating in the Chest.
   

        "Does that mean we have no way to deal with him?!"
   

        Totem King Cassius, with its terrifying figure standing on the Earth, enveloped in strong Qi, said: "Yes, and no. For the time being, indeed we can do nothing to him. But don't forget, the Disaster Tide is about to arrive..."
   

        "You mean?"
   

        Annihilation's body surged with Dark Energy, and it seemed to understand.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Hong Li Federation Calendar 157, February 12, the weather is clear.
   

        Nearly two months have passed since Casio, the Master of the Magical Golem Sect, issued a rapid expansion order from Lake Heart Island of Divine Tears towards Simonyi.
   

        Many earth-shattering changes have occurred, silently.
   

        But sometimes, they are incredibly intense.
   

        Hong Li Federation, one of the six counties in the east, Kaqiong County, Mountain Moon City.
   

        The afternoon sky is reddish, and the sunset is like paints on a painter's palette, splashed along the lower edge of the cloud layer. It looks beautifully mysterious, faintly bearing traces of a burning flame, quite enchanting.
   

        February is already spring, with roadside grass sprouting, and trees in the mountain forests growing new branches; the air is fresh. The afternoon sun adds a hint of golden orange, making the Water Spirit Mountain on the outskirts quite beautiful.
   

        Water Spirit Mountain, located about five kilometers from the suburbs of Mountain Moon City, has a spacious white cement highway running in front of it. The traffic is quite convenient with a superior environment. One of the East Nine Gates, the Soul-Losing Swordmanship, has its mountain gate built here.
   

        Standing at the foot of the mountain, the first thing you see is the verdant woods, followed by a winding, white staircase leading to the mountain top. The staircase has many branching paths leading to different building complexes. Some complexes are built deep inside, with ancient wooden structures, presenting a traditional and old-fashion Dojo. There are also building complexes made of white multi-story cement with metal lines that reflect slightly under the sun, exuding a modern atmosphere.
   

        Influenced by the vigorous boxing and fighting competitions in recent years by the Hong Li Federation, the school of martial arts once sparked a brief trend. Hence, in recent years, some areas of Water Spirit Mountain have been opened to the public, and some tourists visit the external halls of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship, experiencing the charm of actual combat swordsmanship.
   

        However, today, Water Spirit Mountain has suddenly closed to visitors, not allowing any tourists up the mountain, nor allowing any outsiders into the Dojo.
   

        On the downhill steps of the core Dojo of Soul-Losing Swordmanship in Water Spirit Mountain.
   

        "Ah!"
   

        "Bang!"
   

        "Clang!"
   

        One silhouette after another fell to the sides of the stairs, completely unable to control their forms. An irresistible force overwhelmed them, even destroying the swords they depended on for survival! It was a ferocious, brutal strength!
   

        Clang!
   

        A Crossed Skull Sword, breaks mid-air, and the larger half of the blade spins rapidly. Snap, a thick palm wearing black fingerless fist guards slaps it, sending it shooting out like a meteor. With a pop, it pierced through a tree trunk, and finally ding, nailed onto a building.
   

        "It's impossible, I've been painstakingly practicing the Soul-Losing Swordmanship since I was seven, for over twenty years. Just like that, broken by your palm! I can't believe it, I can't believe it!" At the point where the Skull Sword broke, a handsome man with a black long ponytail seemed on the verge of mental breakdown, as if his faith had collapsed.
   

        He stood motionless on the white steps, grasping the only remaining heavy sword hilt of the Cross Sword, like a puppet. His appearance is handsome and cool, and his stance tall and prominent; clearly, he's not an ordinary person. Indeed, this man is the chief disciple of the previous generation of Soul-Losing Swordmanship, Lunar Soul Sword Roland, once a young star in the Eastern Three Stars. And his disciple, Dead Soul Sword Suede, the current star of the Eastern Three Stars, has always taken Roland as his role model.
   

        Evidently, Lunar Soul Sword Roland in his youth was extremely talented. Now, in his thirties, Roland is still a standout of this generation in Soul-Losing Swordmanship. He has entered the realm of a Fighter and has stabilized for several years. Years of honing a sword, he was about to break through challenges against famous masters in the Eastern Martial World, hoping to advance the reputation of the Lunar Soul Sword once more.
   

        He hadn't expected that before he could leave the mountain, someone would come to it.
   

        That person, from the Magical Golem Sect, was recognized as one of the Four Great Kings Boxing.
   

        At the downhill steps of the Soul-Losing Swordmanship mountain gate, Lunar Soul Sword Roland, whose spirit almost shattered, listlessly raised his head and looked up at the strong silhouette walking down from the top of the mountain, a massive dark shadow overwhelmingly crushing down.
   

        It was a muscular man dressed in a Black Devil Fighting Suit and wearing a silver-white metal short cloak. His face was determined, his brows sharp, and his high nose exuded a domineering and strong aura. His eyes were as calm as a black pool, indicating unshakable calm, reflecting absolute confidence in his strength.
   

        "One of the Four Great Kings Boxing of the Magical Golem Sect, Boxer Simonyi!"
   

        Roland spelled out this sentence word by word, his hands trembling as he clutched the sword. His emotions finally could not be contained, and he roared madly.
   

        "Why, why did you do this! Gate Master Mika and Elder Ku, they never provoked you, nor the Magical Golem Sect, why did you beat them into serious injuries? Do you want to annihilate our Soul-Losing Swordmanship?! Aren't you afraid that the entire Eastern Martial World...will rise to attack you!"
   

        Tap tap tap...
   

        Black boots stepped on the white stone steps, Simonyi's sturdy figure walked down step by step. The metal buckles holding the cloak on his shoulders shimmered in golden brilliance under the sun, attracting much attention.
   

        "Why?"
   

        "Because you stand in the way of the Magical Golem Sect."
   

        "Joining the Magical Golem Sect means embracing stronger martial arts, basking in the glory of the Saint Fist, leading the whole Secret Martial World towards a better direction! Don't you understand yet? Still sticking to old ways? I, we from the Magical Golem Sect, have always been on the right path, with the winds of victory behind us! We represent progress, strength, and the ultimate…"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1310: 654 Don't do it, don't obey, then go die! (4100)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Simonyi stood on the steps five or six segments away from Roland, slowly lowering his head to look down, his lips curled into a cold sneer, "Whether it's your Soul-Losing Swordmanship or other thorny schools, your scope and vision are far too petty and short-sighted. You have truly failed to understand our grand vision..."
   

        "Hehe," he chuckled softly twice, "But it doesn't matter. If you don't understand, then you don't understand. Think whatever you want, even if the hatred and resentment in your minds are almost overflowing, it doesn't matter. However, what you can do is not up to you anymore! If you don't act, if you don't obey, then die! Hahaha..."
   

        Slowly spreading his hands, an immensely overwhelming sense of oppression descended instantly. Dark energy surged from his back, rising like the face of a gigantic beast, staring intensely at the prey around it, its throat producing a menacing growl.
   

        "As for your nonsense about rising up together against us, do you think our Magical Golem Sect has ever been afraid? Let alone the Eastern Martial World, even the Red Federation Martial Arts World, the entire World Secret Martial World... what of it if they oppose us?"
   

        "I, the Golem Sect Master, am indeed a Saint Fist!"
   

        Boom! The dark energy formed into a monstrous face exploded out from behind Simonyi. The air blasted outward, and the dark mist completely engulfed the entire staircase and the surrounding area. Only a robust silhouette emerged from within.
   

        ****************************************
   

        February 15th, daytime, clear weather.
   

        In the azure sky, several pale cloud seams split open. The dazzling, intense sunlight, filtering through the seams edged in gold, turned half the sky into iridescent white and gold. The thick clouds resembled a majestic, undulating ocean. The protective trees of Emerald City grew even more verdant, shimmering softly.
   

        Emerald City, the capital of the Hong Li Federation, is the administrative center of the whole federation, and also the second largest economic hub. Its urban development and economic growth are no less impressive than those of the international metropolis, East Sea City District.
   

        High-rise buildings, wide streets, streetlights and benches, all clean and orderly.
   

        Emerald City, the eastern district, this area hosts many national embassies. There are also a considerable number of museums, exhibition halls, and guild halls.
   

        Today, in one of the high-end guild halls, White Rose.
   

        It appears that since several days ago, they have been setting up the interior, preparing for a high-profile banquet. A dedicated decorating company has been busy non-stop, cleaning and arranging everything inside and out. Soft gold and red carpets have been laid down, the thorn-patterned wall decorations were applied long ago, the ceiling's crystal chandeliers have been replaced, and potted flowers have been arranged.
   

        The air inside the hall is fresh and elegant, with a hint of floral fragrance.
   

        World-class chefs have been invited, bands that have performed in global halls have been invited, everything seems to tell of something extraordinary.
   

        Today, the Fifth Prince and the Sixth Princess of the Star Blue Empire, along with some high-level officials, have arrived in the Hong Li Empire for the first time to attend the Emerald City International Economic Conference. As one of the top three superpowers in the world, the Hong Li Federation naturally cannot neglect the delegation from the Star Blue Empire, hence a high-profile reception is to be expected throughout.
   

        Even the Black Mechanism will cooperate with this. They will send out powerful forces to ensure that no accidents occur with the Star Blue Empire's delegation on Hong Li Federation soil.
   

        At six fifty-five in the evening, Emerald City, White Rose Hall.
   

        A golden-edged red carpet extends from the open doors of the guild hall. It overlays the white ceramic tile floor, past the fragrant circular flower garden, beyond the nocturnal fountain with black centaur sculptures, reaching the edge of the main road of the city. There, armed security personnel stand quietly, their gaze piercing, continually scanning the surroundings.
   

        Should any unexpected situations arise, they would instantly rush to investigate.
   

        Not only them, but in the shadows of the White Rose Hall, experts who have stepped into the transcendental realm haunt, completely sealing off the entire area.
   

        At seven sharp, guests begin to arrive, a procession of black sedans with national flags fluttering drives over from various embassies, the light from the street lamps reflecting subtly off the car bonnets.
   

        Men in suits and ladies in elegant dresses step into the White Rose Hall one by one. There even are personnel specifically assigned to guide them.
   

        From seven to seven-thirty, it's time for arrival.
   

        At seven twenty, two white sedans drove up.
   

        These two cars were exquisitely designed, spacious yet streamlined, surrounded by a shiny silver metal frame reflecting light. On the front hood, a logo featuring a sword entwined with a poisonous snake, representing the car model.
   

        "Carlton Key," a rather unknown brand, not familiar to the public. However, this brand has always been the exclusive supplier for the royal vehicles.
   

        Safety, comfort, luxury, all impeccable.
   

        Hiss, the car wheels stop, in front of the White Rose Mansion.
   

        Two distinguished figures alight. On the left, a man around twenty-five years old, dressed in a silver-gray tailored suit. His face handsome and deep, his eyes and eyebrows exquisitely shaped, his short hair tidily combed. His body is slender, standing at 185 cm, carrying an unforgettable gentle temperament.
   

        On the right, a woman around twenty years old, dressed in a bright and elegant evening gown. Nothing revealing, her beautiful figure wrapped tight, only the white, ice-like delicate skin reflecting light under the lamps.
   

        Swan-like neck, charmingly splendid face, slightly curled red hair.
   

        She is a rose that instantly captures the attention of everyone around.
   

        These two are the Fifth Prince and the Sixth Princess of the Star Blue Empire.
   

        At half-past seven in the evening, inside the White Rose Hall, the banquet begins.
   

        Well-dressed guests walk back and forth in the brightly lit, spacious hall. Holding glass cups filled with some red wine in their hands, their footsteps fall on the carpet, silent and heavy. Around them, several long tables, covered with white cloths, edges fitted with containers specifically for metal utensils. In the middle, a variety of delicious-smelling food, and silver goblets filled with fruits and vegetables.
   

        But, essentially no one touches it.
   

        This occasion isn't really about coming to eat.
   

        In a corner of the hall, melodious music echoes, giving a comfortable and relaxed feeling. Several representatives from the Hong Li Federation converse cheerfully with envoys from various countries. Eventually, they bring a group of envoys over to the Fifth Prince Oumai and Sixth Princess Xia Luo of the Star Blue Empire, making conversation.
   

        These are all greetings expressing closeness, along with some amusing trivial matters.
   

        As for serious topics concerning those involved, they are not discussed at today's banquet. When the Emerald City economic conference officially starts, there will be time to discuss in detail.
   

        After some pleasantries, the conversation of this group strangely shifts onto the Magical Golem Sect and also touches upon the development of the Golem Martial Academy. It is as vigorously unstoppable as a sweeping autumn breeze.
   

        Obviously, the recent rapid expansion of the Golem Sect has attracted the attention of officials from numerous countries, and bringing it up now could either be a probe or have another purpose. The representatives of the Hong Li Federation feel somewhat helpless at this point, as the Golem Sect does not fall under their jurisdiction. Even the Black Mechanism dedicated to interfacing with the Transcendental Realm within the Federation is powerless against it.
   

        According to the Chief Inspector of the Black Mechanism, the Golem Sect has numerous highly skilled and powerful members. Moreover, it has a legendary figure like the Golem Sect Master Casio...
   

        He is a man who has accomplished the Saint Fist, pushing against the tide even as the Secret Martial Arts World gradually declines. This man is truly uncontrollable and unfathomable, no different from a sacred being walking among humans.
   

        However, the Steward Grim Reaper Amos of the Black Mechanism has had contact and interaction with Golem Sect Master Casio. He has received a definite reply that the Golem Sect is not interested in governments; they only focus on their own realm in the Secret Martial Arts World and hunting those dark creatures lurking within human society.
   

        Beyond that, the Golem Sect would not excessively interfere.
   

        Among the crowd, Fifth Prince Oumai also joins the conversation.
   

        "Golem Sect Master Casio, I have heard this name before. My court swordsmanship teacher, once a master swordsman among the people, greatly admires him. He says this person is a prodigy, perhaps the only one in centuries who could achieve the ultimate level of Martial Dao. Perhaps after him, as martial arts gradually decline, there will never again be such a person..."
   

        His eyes are brightly gleaming, with a spirited gaze.
   

        It seems there is also a profoundly hidden admiration showing.
   

        "I wonder, on this trip to the Hong Li Federation..."
   

        "Will I have the chance to personally meet this contemporary Saint Fist?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        As the Fifth Prince of the Star Blue Empire, Oumai naturally had access to many important pieces of information that ordinary citizens could not obtain. Regarding the Transcendental Realm and the Secret Martial Arts World, he was far from ignorant; in fact, he had a profound understanding.
   

        He could also understand the genuine fervor of that Court Swordsmanship Teacher. Saint Fist, a name that resonates with grandiosity and rarity across the ages. To be christened with the word 'saint' alone denotes extraordinariness, unimaginable power.
   

        It was precisely the grandeur and mystique associated with the Golem Sect Master that piqued Fifth Prince Oumai's interest.
   

        He even wanted to take the opportunity to try and meet the Golem Sect Master during his visit to the Hong Li Federation. To see for himself this saintly figure acclaimed in the Secret Martial Arts World as a spirit walking the earth – what does he look like? What is his aura like?
   

        Does he truly embody the divine and enigmatic descriptions claimed by the rumors?
   

        "Sorry, Your Highness Oumai, but this is not something we can decide..." A bearded Federation Congressman from the Hong Li Federation said helplessly, shaking his head.
   

        "If you wish to tour the Hong Li Federation afterward, we will send someone to protect and host you. Perhaps, when passing through East Sea City, you could visit the Golem Sect Headquarters located on Heart of Lake Island in God's Tear Lake. It is said that the Golem Sect Master Casio is often in seclusion there. However, he sometimes emerges and walks among the sect. If it happens to coincide with his appearance, you might have a chance to meet him..." The Congressman gingerly suggested.
   

        As for inviting the Golem Sect Master to meet the Fifth Prince Oumai of the Star Blue Empire in person, the Congressman did not have such means, not even the opportunity to meet the Sect Master himself. And it wasn't just the Congressman— even the Speaker might not have the chance. It's possible that only the Federation President or a few top-level executives from the Black Mechanism could meet him at the Golem Sect Headquarters if the timing was just right.
   

        "I see..." Fifth Prince Oumai's gaze dimmed, showing a hint of disappointment.
   

        "Even if we can't meet the Golem Sect Master personally, it's still worthwhile to visit the Golem Sect that has become so renowned in just a few months. I will probably stay in the Hong Li Federation for more than half a month. I plan to start in Florence and then travel southwards all the way to East Sea City..."
   

        He took a sip of red wine and said with a faint smile.
   

        The bearded Congressman across from him glanced at the Fifth Prince.
   

        A moment later, he looked away.
   

        As a Congressman who had navigated politics, he instinctively felt that Fifth Prince Oumai's motives might not be so simple. Perhaps, he intended to connect with the Golem Sect to gain support, to secure assets for his future endeavors. Of course, it could also be that he was thinking too maliciously. As a young man, the Fifth Prince Oumai might simply idolize the Golem Sect Master.
   

        This, too, was not impossible...
   

        After all, the Golem Sect Master's status and prestige in the Secret Martial Arts World were disruptively formidable. His unique identity as the bearer of the Saint Fist even attracted scores of pilgrims, who revered him with the utmost devotion!
   

        Such zeal was unimaginable to those outside the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        "Alright, Your Highness, I will pass on your request to the Speaker."
   

        After a moment's thought, the bearded Congressman nodded in agreement.
   

        The banquet proceeded as usual, with Fifth Prince Oumai and Sixth Princess Xia Luo naturally becoming the center of attention. Surrounded by a crowd, they both maintained poised, mask-like smiles.
   

        Halfway through the banquet, Oumai and Xia Luo finally got a chance to breathe and slipped away to have a low conversation on the same topic as before.
   

        "Brother, is that Golem Sect Master really so divine?"
   

        Princess Xia Luo asked, holding a wine glass in her hand.
   

        "To those in the Secret Martial Arts World, the Golem Sect Master is like a god!"
   

        Prince Oumai replied solemnly, his eyes lowered, "Our father has grown old and is no longer as capable as before. He has always protected us and showered us with love, which we all know. But at this point, those past favours could very well turn into a sharp dagger..."
   

        "Eldest brother, second sister, third brother, and fourth brother, along with the forces behind them, are all watching us like predators. We cannot protect ourselves..."
   

        His eyes fixed on his sister, as the last words of their mother before she passed haunted him. He was determined to keep Xia Luo safe.
   

        Indeed, Fifth Prince Oumai and Sixth Princess Xia Luo were full-blooded siblings. Their mother, the beloved queen of the King of the Star Blue Empire, passed away early, leaving Oumai and Xia Luo to rely on each other.
   

        Being the youngest, they had been marginalized by their elder siblings and had never amassed much power, making them the most vulnerable targets.
   

        "Therefore, at this sensitive time, it's best to have a strong backer. The forces within the Empire have been largely divided among those four. As for external support, national alliances are out of the question as they can be deemed as treachery. Only global powerhouses, organizations with sufficient prestige and might, can deter them..."
   

        Prince Oumai continued, "The Golem Sect is the prime choice among them. Even across the vast seas, the famed name of the Golem Sect Master is known in our Star Blue Empire. The Golem Sect itself is incomparably strong, having developed rapidly and showing the potential to become the dominant force..."
   

        "It's good to stand in the shade of a great tree."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        He looked at his sister Xia Luo, who nodded obediently.
   

        "Alas, it's a pity that even the Golem Sect Master is not easy to meet. After all, he is the only Saint Fist of this era; even our status as princes and princesses is probably of little use to him. I doubt he would take us seriously..." Oumai sighed.
   

        He had just finished speaking when more guests attending the banquet approached.
   

        Helplessly, Fifth Prince Oumai could only put on a smile again and step forward.
   

        At the original spot, Princess Xia Luo straightened her attire and walked toward a direction. There, the wives of some envoys were wearing simple and elegant evening gowns, their hair styled in classic up-dos, chatting and laughing.
   

        "Mother, please bless my brother and me to remain safe in the coming time..."
   

        She extended her left hand and gently rubbed the necklace around her neck, the only keepsake her mother had left her. Taking a deep breath, the Sixth Princess Xia Luo, with a smile on her face, stepped forward and walked towards the left front.
   

        Tap tap tap...
   

        The sound of her shoes on the carpet, slightly muffled, echoed faintly off the floor. As Xia Luo walked forward, she looked up and saw a few noblewomen covering their mouths with light laughter, seemingly discussing something amusing. Someone leaned back slightly, revealing a larger gap in front of them. Through the gap, Xia Luo suddenly saw a tall figure in a black trench coat.
   

        Silent, cold, as if an awkwardly terrifying sculpture stood there.
   

        He was completely out of place in the luxurious and noble atmosphere of the entire Roseparrot Pavilion. Like a piece of eternal ice, age-old iron, silent as a mountain.
   

        He just stood there, atop the red carpet, amidst the crowd, yet none of the attendees seemed to notice him. The coming and going, the rising and falling of footsteps, none of it seemed to cause the slightest emotional ripple in this man.
   

        "You..."
   

        Xia Luo, carried by her momentum, took two steps forward and widened her eyes.
   

        Around her, the light laughter of noblewomen, the conversations of envoys, the sound of drinks swirling in wine glasses, the melodious saxophone—all of it became hazy, as if through a layer of glass. In front of her, the silhouettes of all the other guests blurred, fading away like paint on a canvas.
   

        The only eye-catching, the only clear silhouette.
   

        Only the man standing not far away, silently watching her.
   

        "This... what is this..."
   

        Xia Luo felt scared, and suddenly the necklace around her neck began to vibrate. No, not the necklace itself, but the pendant that hung from it—a resin ball wrapping an unknown bud. The solidified resin was gradually emitting a clear and transparent light like amber, drawing people's gaze.
   

        "Come here."
   

        The tall man in the black trench coat up ahead spoke in a deep tone. That bland tone wasn't addressed to Xia Luo, but to the pendant hanging from her neck as if summoning something.
   

        In an instant, the entire necklace whisked upwards and, as if by teleportation, appeared in the man's hand. His palm barely held it up, suspending it in mid-air.
   

        "My necklace, that's the necklace my mother left me! You..."
   

        Xia Luo, slightly panicked and a bit scared, clenched her right fist tightly.
   

        "I know, I saw and heard everything just now."
   

        The man's eyes seemed devoid of human emotional fluctuations. As he spoke, he reached out with two fingers and pinched the amber pendant.
   

        Suddenly, the spiral bud inside like a lotus petal burst into intense light, sending out mysterious fluctuations, which were extracted bit by bit. It was a green glow being slowly transferred.
   

        Soon, the light vanished and the necklace and pendant became dull.
   

        The man in black seemed satisfied with a slight nod, then slowly opened his hand and let the necklace float in mid-air again. The next second, a warm, fountain-like pale golden energy, flowed into the amber interior, making the entire pendant golden in the blink of an eye.
   

        Then, from the palm of the man's hand, two small black seeds like grains of rice floated up, rotating and pulling each other, entering the center of the pendant.
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        In a blink of an eye, the floating pendant necklace disappeared.
   

        Xia Luo felt a slight weight on her skin, and when she reached for her neck, she found that her mother's keepsake necklace had returned. Holding onto the pendant, she observed closely—it was like a drop of semi-translucent liquid gold, extremely exquisite. Inside the pendant's center, two black dots floated, with plant-like roots spreading out around them.
   

        "What's inside...?"
   

        She lifted her head and mustered the courage to ask the black-clad man in front.
   

        The man in black looked at her.
   

        "That is the core Demon Seed I personally bestowed, a pure power that only first-generation disciples can possess. Those who are imbued with the Demon Seed can directly cultivate the official chapters of the Magic Heart Secret Book, and thoroughly step into the Secret Martial Arts cultivation realm."
   

        He continued, "Apart from the Demon Seed, the rest is all pure energy. You can think of it as that one drop of substance extracted from a huge amount of medicinal materials, which is beneficial to the human body. For ordinary people, it prolongs life; for Secret Martial Arts cultivators, it can speed up cultivation remarkably fast..."
   

        Xia Luo pondered thoughtfully, but her eyes still held a hint of confusion and bewilderment.
   

        The black figure in front of her slowly turned around, as if about to leave.
   

        Xia Luo immediately became anxious and quickly asked.
   

        "So, who exactly are you!?"
   

        The man in black turned around completely, leaving only a majestic silhouette.
   

        "Golem Sect Master, Casio."
   

        Buzz buzz buzz...
   

        The black figure in Xia Luo's eyes gradually faded, as if the illusion had disappeared. The surrounding noises, luxurious environment and lighting, and the fragrance of the air slowly returned to normal at this moment.
   

        "Golem Sect Master!"
   

        "He's the only Holy Spirit of our time that my brother talked about!"
   

        Her heart thumped wildly, and a sense of awe and bewilderment washed over her as if she had experienced a tremendous fortune. Just as the disconnect between Xia Luo and her surroundings was about to vanish completely, a deep voice echoed in her ears.
   

        "You two, go to the Magical Golem Sect, show the pendant, and you can claim the title of my named disciple. In the Star Blue Empire, no matter who sits on the throne, or who becomes the new king, no one would dare to harm my people..."
   

        The next second, the noisy information from the surrounding environment flooded in.
   

        Xia Luo swayed slightly, her little hand pressing against her forehead, seemingly a bit dizzy and uncomfortable. The Fifth Prince Oumai, who was always watching out for his sister, hurried over and set aside his wine glass to ask in a low voice.
   

        "What's wrong? Do you feel uncomfortable?"
   

        After a while, Xia Luo took a deep breath and shook her head. Her face, which had been slightly pale, now turned a flush with excitement, and her eyes glittered brightly.
   

        "Brother, from now on, we don't have to live in fear anymore!"
   

        She clutched the pendant with her delicate white hand and lifted it up, trying to show it to Oumai. The teardrop-shaped pendant seemed to contain warm, liquid gold, and in the center, there were two eerie black seeds.
   

        "Indeed, it's mother..."
   

        "Look, Brother! Indeed, Mother is blessing us from Heaven..."
   

        Tears seemed to well up in Xia Luo's eyes as she murmured word by word.
   

        Elsewhere, in Florence, atop a mountain in the outskirts.
   

        A black figure stood silently there, with the hem of his trench coat fluttering in the night wind, whooshing, outlining a mighty figure.
   

        Casio slightly turned his head, glancing over his left shoulder, where a spiral bud-shaped Auspicious Sound Rune was etched. The Evil Spirits emblem that originally represented Black Rain Villa was now squeezed out and moved to the right shoulder, beating anxiously.
   

        There was no choice, the few new troublesome guests were all more ferocious than it.
   

        Endure for a moment, calm; step back, and the sea is boundless.
   

        "Judging by its effect, this fourth Auspicious Sound Rune seems to be a Natural Rune. By consuming a bit of spiritual power and merging it into any environment, it can produce a resonance state. Not only does it grant the rune bearer the ability to survive in any harsh environment, but it also brings about an intuitive state of epiphany. Ordinary people gain keen senses and wit, while Secret Martial Arts cultivators can use this to grasp complicated secret techniques and extremely difficult Secret Martial Arts. This is both a Survival Rune and a Cultivation Rune..."
   

        He nodded slightly, somewhat satisfied. Now, Casio was only missing the last Auspicious Sound Rune. The location of that rune was precisely the place the power of the Magical Golem Sect had previously gone to investigate. Among the team, there was Holy Lion Ximu, who is now lauded as one of the Four Great Kings Boxing in the Secret Martial Arts World; if nothing unexpected happens, Casio wouldn't have to go himself. After all, he still needed to assist the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist in recovering from his injuries.
   

        It had been roughly a month since returning from the World of Calamities.
   

        He had been helping Blood Vulture Dominant Fist purge the Calamity Power from his origins.
   

        He himself was adjusting his state, preparing for the use of the Spirit Rune.
   

        Once the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist reclaimed most of his strength, Casio would directly infer the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission. Transforming three fists into one, creating an ultimate technique!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Regarding Golem Secret Martial Art, it is currently not among the options in spirit rune calculation. It follows a different path from the Southern Dipper Three Fist – one focuses on the ultimate physique, and the other on Southern Dipper Power. From the starting point, it's difficult to integrate and mix the two. Even if forced into the system, it would likely require a terrifying amount of spirit blood from spirit runes, and that's certainly going to be insufficient.
   

        Moreover, considering the current situation, Golem Secret Martial Art has its evolution system. That ethereal will known as human malice seems to be the fuel for the Golem Secret Martial Art to reach its perfect state.
   

        Casio has long had a plan for his own power system.
   

        Naturally, he will step by step, steadily and swiftly, reach the summit.
   

        February 16, cloudy to clear, a small town in the east.
   

        Boom!
   

        A half-transparent ghost-like creature got blasted away by an explosive force, tracing a narrow parabola in mid-air as it spewed blood wildly, crashing at the entrance of the town. After it landed, it revealed panic-stricken crescent-shaped pupils – it was unmistakably from the Black Moon Tribe of the Lunar Eclipse Meeting.
   

        The dark creature lay half on the ground, hands propping itself up, sliding backward with all its limbs, dragging along a trail of blood, and spoke in an extremely frightened voice.
   

        "No! Spare me! Please, don't..."
   

        Bang!
   

        A massive black iron boot, whipping through the air like a lash, left an afterimage before kicking the dark creature's chin, flaying skin and bursting flesh. Swoosh, the Black Moon tribesman was sent flying again, bouncing thrice on the ground like skimming stones.
   

        "Cough, cough, cough..." It collapsed to the ground, continuously coughing up fresh blood.
   

        A metal-studded black leather fingerless Fist Guard slowly reached down from mid-air, harshly grabbing the head, lifting the upper body of the Black Moon Tribe creature. The burly hands, covered in dense hair, were brutal and savage, forcing the dark creature to lift its head and face its assaulter.
   

        "You ugly vermin, dare to infiltrate our Black Oak Town!"
   

        "Don't you know that this town has always been protected by our Golem Martial Arts Hall?! You idiot! Daring to target the new disciples of my Golem Martial Arts Hall – you're seeking death! Ridiculous, I've long noticed... the stench on you is impossible to hide!"
   

        Slap, slap, slap...
   

        With each word the man uttered, he raised his fan-sized hand and fiercely slapped the dark creature. Its mouth bled profusely; its sharp teeth knocked out.
   

        The two-meter-tall, fair-skinned burly man resembled a towering Iron Tower. When he bent down, he blocked out the sunlight, casting a large shadow. The man's aura was dangerous and ferocious, his marble pillar-like thick arms' muscles swelling and undulating wildly. Shadowed from below, only the ruthless red eyes of the fair-skinned burly man could be seen from underneath, along with the prominent 'demon' character on his chest.
   

        Hiss... Two streams of hot white breath were expelled from the burly man's nostrils.
   

        "You look like a dark creature from the Black Moon Tribe."
   

        A cold mocking smile crossed the burly man's face.
   

        "You probably don't know yet. One of the Four Great Kings Boxing of our Magical Golem Sect, Evil Dragon Damon, personally led an assault and conquered your Lunar Eclipse Meeting Headquarters five days ago. Most members of the Black Moon Tribe and others from the Lunar Eclipse Meeting were captured and killed! Evil Dragon Damon even personally destroyed a Moon God statue! Hahaha, now you are nothing but stray dogs..."
   

        "How dare you provoke my Golem Martial Arts Hall? Really brave!"
   

        With a slap, the burly man spun his hand and struck, the dark creature fading into unconsciousness with a look of disbelief and shock.
   

        "Public humiliation! This is the fate of those who provoke our Magical Golem Sect!"
   

        Immediately, the Head of the Golem Martial Arts Hall in Black Oak Town effortlessly held the body of the Black Moon tribesperson by one hand, its bleeding lower body dragging on the ground as he headed toward the main street.
   

        In Black Oak Town, residents came out one after another, watching the imposing and robust silhouette in the center of the road and the trembling monster, like a dead dog, being held by the hair in the silhouette's hand. They cheered, banging drums and gongs, raising fists and shouting the name of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        "Good! Great!"
   

        "The Head of the Golem Martial Arts Hall publicly humiliates the dark creature, wow!"
   

        "Kill it, finish it!"
   

        "Hehehe, I just love it!"
   

        Finally, the dark creature was dragged to the entrance of the Golem Martial Arts Hall in Black Oak Town, and there its head was severed with a Hand Knife by the fair-skinned burly man. The Black Moon tribesperson's head was hung on the signboard of the Golem Martial Arts Hall, fluttering in the wind.
   

        The Head of the Golem Martial Arts Hall in Black Oak Town thought he was rather kind, giving the creature a swift end. If it had been a hall head from a neighboring town or someone from an Urban Area, they would definitely capture the dark creature to the hall's backyard or lock it in the basement. Then, along with the whole Martial Arts Hall's instructors and Disciples, mercilessly torment it for days and nights without rest!
   

        "The more I think about it, the more thrilling it seems. Maybe I should try that next time..."
   

        At the entrance of the Martial Arts Hall, as he watched the enthusiastic crowd, the fair-skinned burly man stroked his stubble-covered chin, muttering to himself.
   

        Hundreds of meters away, at the top of Black Oak Town's tallest bell tower, a tall figure in a black Trench Coat silently watched all this transpire. He stood in a conspicuous position, yet seemed to blend into the surrounding environment, as if he didn't exist in this world. All day, Casio observed the situation in various parts of the Hong Li Federation and saw the frenzied trend of expansion and development of the Golem Martial Academies.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1314: 656 Brother, you smell so good! (4100 somewhat crazy)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The descent of the massive Golem Martial Academy heavily suppressed the living space of dark creatures that had invaded human society. They, who stood at the top of the food chain, were now being oppressively hunted down by the cultivators of the Magical Golem Sect's boxing method, fleeing like street mice yet still getting caught and humiliated.
   

        Sometimes, upon discovering traces of dark creatures, the boxing cultivator would call friends and spontaneously group together to massacre them. If they were not strong enough, they would mobilize all members of their own Golem Martial Academy. And if that was still not enough, they would summon the support of all the Golem Martial Academies in a wide surrounding area.
   

        Even elders from the Golem Sect would personally step into the fray.
   

        "Though crude in their approach, I do appreciate that rich and pure malignance," Casio sensed the Golem Secret Martial Art. Cultivators of the demon seed from different locations and continents around the world were continually transmitting human malice—a will that transcends space.
   

        These wills were like roaring flames, baking the golem.
   

        At the top of the bell tower, Casio withdrew his gaze and vanished in an instant.
   

        February 17th, evening, in a woods on the outskirts of the City of Pannan.
   

        "Do you know how to be human?"
   

        "Yes!"
   

        "Then I'll ask you a question, what's most important in being human?"
   

        "It's the timing!"
   

        "Heehee, correct answer!"
   

        The bonfire roared, and on a clearing in the woods, several robust shadows flickered in and out of visibility. Not far from there, several dark creatures were chained to tree trunks, their plight utterly pitiable as wounds dripped blood incessantly.
   

        Beside the bonfire, two robust shadows in combat suits with the character for "demon" embroidered on them danced around excitedly, one holding a knife with a cold gleam. It looked freshly tempered, the blade slightly reddened.
   

        Chatting away, the two approached the dark creatures on the right.
   

        "Pffft!" "Pffft!"
   

        Without a word, the long knife pierced through one dark creature's chest, thrust into the tree trunk, making it convulse like a fish.
   

        "Are you going to talk or not! Are you going to talk or not! ...Are you going to talk or not…"
   

        As the two men growled, they frenziedly stabbed and withdrew the knife over and over.
   

        Although the dark creature had a form of immortality, it nearly rolled its eyes back from the ceaseless stabbing. Its will nearing collapse, it finally managed to produce a strained voice.
   

        "What's all this 'are you going to talk or not' about..."
   

        "Just ask, dammit! What is it! Cough cough cough..."
   

        The dark creature vomited blood, pain spreading throughout its entire body.
   

        Its outcry at last startled the two men in front. The brothers, whose faces bore some resemblance, quickly pulled out the knives. They looked at each other and sniffed, one raising an eyebrow, signaling the other to speak.
   

        At once, the older of the two brothers leaned in, bending down.
   

        The will of the dark creature was feeble, but it still instinctively listened closely, desperate to survive. This member of the Golem Clan was finally getting to the point.
   

        The bonfire crackled and popped. The older brother came close to the creature's ear, his gaze sharp, half of his face shrouded in darkness, the other half—a resolute, profound visage—outlined in the firelight.
   

        "Brother, you smell so good…"
   

        "?!"
   

        The dark creature's eyes widened, sensing immediate danger.
   

        "Sniff sniff sniff…"
   

        The younger brother, who had somehow inched closer, was now lying on the creature's extensively stabbed chest. He smelled the scent of charred flesh as if entranced, like he had found a fine ingredient.
   

        "No! You can't do this! You... you damn well can't!"
   

        The whole tree shook with the dark creature's struggle.
   

        "Why can't we?"
   

        "If you can eat us, then why can't we eat you? Hehehe, I'm so hungry, I really want to eat!" The older brother's round eyes spun clockwise, making him look like a patient with a mental disorder. Next to him, his younger brother held a knife, his body curled up, his head lowered and he laughed madly until his shoulders trembled, as if suffering from ague.
   

        Both abnormal, befitting of real brothers.
   

        "No! Who will save me?"
   

        The howl of the dark creature startled the flying birds in the night woods.
   

        Across the bonfire, by the big tree, three shadows watched the scene nearby without stirring. They seemed quite used to this.
   

        If the fire were brighter, one could see that these three faces were very familiar. They were Phil, Tifa, and Milo, disciples of Casio. Several months had passed, and they had all changed anew. Their temperaments had matured, their disposition cold and ruthless, their hands stained with fresh blood.
   

        A rose needs harsh conditions to become more vibrant and beautiful.
   

        Having received Casio's gifts, they had to put in even crazier effort.
   

        At first, the three were somewhat uncomfortable when they joined the Golem Sect's squad that specialized in hunting dark creatures, because not only were the enemies cunning and dangerous, but their teammates were also twisted and insane. But as time went by, the three suddenly felt that their teammates' mad and demonic behaviors were absolutely right, an eye for an eye, blood for blood! If dark creatures can treat humans this way, why can't humans do the same to them? Only by becoming evil spirits can they run rampant in the darkness!
   

        Soon, they fitted into the atmosphere and took pleasure in it.
   

        Tonight, the behavior of the two teammates was just a minor episode. Usually, they had even more twisted and crazy moments.
   

        "What's the task for tomorrow? Milo."
   

        Phil, looking at the dancing flames, suddenly asked.
   

        Next to him, Mino took out a small notebook and flipped through it in the light.
   

        "Found it."
   

        "In the City of Pannan, a businessman who could be called exceedingly rich once had a wife he loved. Later, his wife was tragically killed by a dark creature that had set its sights on her. The businessman was struck by profound grief and even developed a mental illness, but he was helpless. A few months ago, he joined the Golem Sect, cultivated the Boxing Method, and used his own influence to help many Golem Martial Academies expand. A few days ago, the businessman suddenly started his actions..."
   

        "He wants all the Golem Martial Academies around to help him find his wife."
   

        "Find his wife? What do you mean?" Phil raised an eyebrow and asked.
   

        "The businessman means that he has lost his beloved spouse for so long, those dark creatures need to compensate him. The Blood Clan were the ones who killed his wife back then, so he wants the Blood Clan to become his wives, no matter their gender or age, the more the better. The businessman has even specifically built a mansion in the suburbs, which is actually a prison, to accommodate his Blood Clan wives. When everything is ready, he invites disciples from all over the six counties of the eastern part to come to the mansion for fun..."
   

        Milo described the whole process with a strange yet understanding expression.
   

        "Creative." Phil snapped his fingers and shook his head.
   

        In the shadow of the big tree, Tifa, who had been cold and silent, quietly watched everything. She was more rational and contemplative than the others' fervent state. In recent months, the rampant and unrestrained expansion of the Golem Sect made Tifa vaguely aware of something.
   

        "Although I don't know why he would have such an idea..."
   

        "But, maybe, a great war is coming?"
   

        In the same forest, at the top of the tallest ancient tree, a silhouette vanished in an instant. Casio had been surveying the development of the Golem Sect these days and also had a look at his three bargain disciples. The more he observed, the more he felt the actual existence of human malice.
   

        It was the collective subconscious of human society, massive and profound.
   

        Everyone had such thoughts, a survival instinct that was subtle yet powerful. Once incited, it would burst forth with astonishing strength, enough to scare even the ultimate beings.
   

        In the past month, Casio had begun to understand human malice and reflected it in his Golem Secret Weapon. When he operated the Golem Secret Weapon, he could feel a kind of invisible blessing, enhancing the Golem in all aspects. Strength, speed, defense, recovery, stamina were all slowly improving, and the rate of this enhancement was accelerating.
   

        Obviously, this was caused by the constant expansion and sinking of the Golem Sect.
   

        "My decision two months ago was the right one. Now, the evolution and enhancement of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission and the Golem Secret Weapon are already in place."
   

        "First to return to the Golem Sect, to see how the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist has recovered."
   

        "Three or four days have passed, the life vibration energy I gave should be almost depleted. The next breakthrough will need the help of the Blood Vulture..."
   

        A silhouette in the night sky flashed and swept toward the southeast.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1315: 657 A gift of the complete Blood Vulture Dominant Fist to the side of Disasters! (4100)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        East Sea City, Magical Golem Sect, God's Weeping Lake Coast.
   

        A new day has arrived. The dawn of the Sun showers the vast plain in pale gold, mingled with the tender green of fresh grass. The lake surface of God's Tear Lake also glistens, resembling a teardrop-shaped nugget of gold.
   

        The disciples of the Golem Sect Headquarters are beginning their daily work and tasks.
   

        Hardly have they stepped out of the main gate when they hear, coming from the direction of God's Tear Lake, a series of roaring noises like thunder, causing the ground to tremble faintly. The stirring, almost imperceptible currents blend into the wind, making the gusts on this plain stronger than usual, fluttering the corners of their garments.
   

        The members of the Magical Golem Sect, however, turn a blind eye to this and continue their tasks as usual. Since one month ago, such disturbances from the depths of God's Tear Lake have been occurring, stirring the sky and the earth. According to rumors, this is caused by the inadvertent leakage of a divine energy aura from the Golem Sect Master practicing a sacred art on Heart of Lake Island. The disciples of the Golem Sect have been instructed not to approach the lakeside.
   

        At this moment, the area is guarded ceaselessly by groups of Stone Statues. On the lake surface, one of the Four Great Kings Boxing, Fiery Bird Almond Des, is the only one left maintaining watch over the sect's Headquarters.
   

        Initially, the disciples of the Golem Sect were quite curious, but now they have become accustomed to it. Only some outsiders or foreign schools visiting the Golem Sect Headquarters on a pilgrimage express interest and inquire about what exactly is happening at God's Tear Lake. Upon learning that it is the Golem Sect Master practicing his art, they often show looks of awe and their reverence and admiration for the Golem Sect Master grows deeper.
   

        Just by training his art, he can cause such strong and surging disturbances.
   

        Golem Sect Master Casio, truly worthy of being the only Saint Fist alive.
   

        But in fact, at the heart of Lake Heart Island of Divine Tears, it wasn't Casio practicing but Blood Vulture Dominant Fist recuperating from injuries. Under normal circumstances, a Saint Fist-level practitioner's training wouldn't cause a leakage of an Aura; that'd be an indication of low Realm. The actual training of a true Saint Fist harnesses vast, molten-like fiery Energy completely bursting and surging within the body. The entire body is like a nuclear reactor, confined under terrifying pressure.
   

        From the outside, there would be no noticeable anomalies.
   

        It is only during healing that the invasion of Exotic Species' strength requires the Saint Fist's own will and Spirit Strength to either annihilate or release the energy, causing an inevitable commotion. This expulsion and release of energy can even lead to extremely terrible Destruction. For example, the Totem and Annihilation Power currently being resisted by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist could destroy most of East Sea City with a single expulsion.
   

        But for now, it's only causing some noise and commotion for the Golem Sect. That's because Casio, with his Spirit Strength, has enveloped the entire Heart of Lake Island with a Light Film Boundary, deflecting and filtering out the Totem and Annihilation forces. Otherwise, it would take less than a minute for the Golem Sect to be annihilated.
   

        So in truth, the Golem Sect has always been in extremely close proximity to danger. However, with Casio's power for protection, that danger will not descend upon them.
   

        At 7 in the morning, the Sun shines brightly, and soft white clouds drift across the sky.
   

        At the water droplet-shaped edge of God's Tear Lake, tall Stone Statues stand submerged, silently guarding. In places where the water level is lower, one or two gigantic heads, comparable in size to an ordinary person, are revealed.
   

        Giving an inexplicable feeling that perhaps there are Ancient Ruins beneath.
   

        The glistening lake surface ripples gently, and the Air is damp. A small boat sails along the contours of God's Tear Lake, periodically patrolling. From afar, one can see a black dot on the boat—it's clearly someone on it.
   

        Upon closer inspection, it is a man whose appearance completely belies his moniker. Fiery Bird Almond Des is actually a young man with waterfall-like white hair and a slender figure, dressed in a white, fitted robe and white fluffy Gloves. From head to toe, he's snow-white, down to his skin and eyebrows. The whole person is still and quiet, eyes slightly closed, appearing like a Sculpture made of ice and snow.
   

        However, if you were deceived by his appearance, it would be a grave mistake.
   

        Once Almond Des enters Combat mode, he transforms into a genuine Fiery Bird. His hair and facial hair becoming all red, his eyes blazing, his palms dripping with blood, savagely brutal to an unbelievable extent, just like a bloodthirsty bird pecking at wounds.
   

        He is absolutely ruthless, ranking among the forefront of the Four Great Kings Boxing.
   

        Otherwise, he wouldn't be deployed to guard the Golem Sect Headquarters.
   

        Boom...
   

        A huge surge of Qi envelops the entire boat. With a mere thought from Almond Des, the boat moves swiftly across the Lake surface.
   

        In less than ten minutes, he has completed the patrol around the area and returned to the vicinity of Lake Heart Island. The boat stops at a distance, swaying gently to the left and right with the Lake water.
   

        Crackle, thump thump thump...
   

        On the misty Lake Heart Island shrouded in light, terrifying Auras and Energies roar and lash out, striking against the Light Film boundary left by Casio on the periphery. Instantly, densely interwoven bronze, silver, and gold three-colored Runes crawl and spread like tree roots, along with Annihilation Power-constructed Runes exploding.
   

        These are all the Exotic Species' energies expelled from the injuries of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        If a Fighter who hasn't yet broken through to Saint Fist inadvertently comes in direct contact, they would be severely injured if not killed. The same applies to those at the Extreme Level.
   

        Fiery Bird Almond Des had the "fortune" of experiencing it recently.
   

        It was two nights ago when the commotion on Lake Heart Island exploded like never before, as if a Military arsenal had been hit by Missiles. Terrifying powers and Auras swept out, making the entire island seem as bright as day. Most of it was filtered by the Light Film Boundary left by the Gate Master, with just a wisp of Aura leaking out.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1316: 657 The Blood Vulture Tyrant Fist in full condition, a gift for the side of Disasters! (4100)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        And that breath caused Almond Des to sustain injuries. His entire being was forcefully pressed into the lakebed, resulting in severe injuries bordering on critical.
   

        Today, the reason his skin was so deathly pale, devoid of any blood, was thanks to the ordeal from two days earlier. Back then, Almond Des felt like he was almost dying, as though he was crushed by a terrifying mountain.
   

        "The elder brought back by the Sect Master looked thin and unremarkable, but who could have imagined he'd be so terrifying. Just the faint qi released during the healing, even after being mostly blocked by the force barrier left by the Sect Master, a tiny strand that escaped was enough to injure me to this extent..."
   

        On the small boat, Almond Des suddenly covered his mouth and coughed twice, his usually cold and unflinching brows furrowed slightly. Moments later, he let go, the fresh bloodstain in the center of the white gloves strikingly visible, blooming like a petal.
   

        With a sweep of his qi, the blood evaporated and disappeared, and the gloves were clean.
   

        He lifted his head, his deep blue eyes gazing at Heart of Lake Island not far away.
   

        "This one, he must also be a Saint Fist!"
   

        "The Sect Master, he has invited another Saint Fist back!"
   

        "Just who is it that can injure a Saint Fist to such an extent? An entire month of healing has passed and yet it's still not over..."
   

        Almond Des appeared absent-minded as if caught up in his thoughts.
   

        Suddenly, he raised his head sharply, looking towards the sky. There was a black meteor that arrived in an instant, and before Almond Des could react, it landed on Heart of Lake Island. Soon, the afterimage dispersed, revealing Casio's figure.
   

        "It's the Sect Master, thank goodness..." he breathed a sigh of relief, thinking to himself.
   

        On Heart of Lake Island, Casio arrives. He did not directly enter inside the barrier but took a glance and then turned to look at Almond Des beside him.
   

        "You're injured?"
   

        "Master, I..."
   

        Before Almond Des could finish his words.
   

        A warm life vibration energy enveloped his entire body, the overbearing aura sweeping across, directly clearing the disasters remaining inside Almond Des's body. A voice echoed in his ears, as steady as a mechanism.
   

        "Go back to Headquarters to heal and rest, I'll handle things here."
   

        "Yes!"
   

        Almond Des attentively followed Casio's instructions, immediately steering the small boat towards the shore, a straight water trail rippling to either side reflecting back.
   

        Midway, he inexplicably recalled the dramatic changes of the Golem Sect during the past two months, with the entire school's strength crazily rising. There were mainly three reasons: one is the powerful techniques compiled by the Golem Sect Master, some boxing method even called King Fist by the Secret Martial Arts World; the strongest four of their sect also got their nicknames from here. It's definitely a powerful foundation.
   

        The second, Secret Spirit Power. Ever since Black Rain Villa was forcefully subjugated by the Golem Sect Master, it has become a cradle for the cultivation of disciples for the Golem Sect.
   

        Providing information on dark creatures, issuing task instructions, and distributing the Secret Spirit Power as task rewards. Countless teams from the Golem Sect come here at Black Rain Villa to take on tasks. It's like doing the same things as before but earning an extra bonus, many at the bottom of the Golem Sect visibly becoming stronger.
   

        The last one is the life vibration energy, the Golem Sect Master's reward.
   

        This power is precious, especially potent, greatly beneficial; mostly granted to those who have contributed to the Golem Sect. Of course, as the Golem Sect is in its development phase, there are not a few who have made contributions, so many have also benefited from the life vibration energy. Particularly, the Four Great Kings Boxing, leading the team in conquest, their realm and strength surge sharply.
   

        Now, all four have reached the threshold of Ultimate Fighter. Like Demon Fist Simonyi, having definitely stepped into the Ultimate Fighter realm. As for Fiery Bird Almond Des himself, just half a step away, exceedingly close to that realm.
   

        Just now, he had received another reward from the Sect Master. Along with healing his injury, this formidable life vibration energy should be enough to push him to the Ultimate Fighter realm. Almond Des rejoiced in his heart.
   

        To inadvertently sustain an injury and reap such a benefit.
   

        If it happened a few more times, wouldn't it be like ascending to heaven?
   

        Of course, he didn't dare to experience it repeatedly. Such an ordeal was too horrific and too dangerous, utterly breathtaking, and the slightest inattention could lead to being crushed to death. The realm that the Sect Master and his friend belonged to was indeed intimidating and unapproachable. An inadvertent leak of their aura could obliterate someone.
   

        Almond Des felt it's safer to stay with the other Three Great Kings Boxing. Leading a team on missions outside was fine, less risky.
   

        Five minutes later, he returned to the headquarters of the Golem Sect, and before he even entered his courtyard to heal and meditate in silence, he happened to encounter Simonyi, who had just returned from a task. The two talked about the elder on Heart of Lake Island; Simonyi had naturally seen him, even being the first to do so. The terrifying killing intent exuding from Blood Vulture Dominant Fist changed the color of the heavens and the earth.
   

        This left a deep impression on him.
   

        After a few exchanges, the topic shifted to Princess Katy.
   

        Simonyi revealed the specific situation of the Eastern Archipelago. The expansion of the Golem Sect was perfect, both quick and stable. Under the support of the Golem Sect, Princess Katy managed to successfully seize the Yale Kingdom and became the new queen. The Golem Sect also treated the Yale Kingdom as the main base in the Eastern Archipelago, unabashedly stretching its reach in all directions.
   

        Those so-called Ripple masters had no place to go.
   

        The dominating momentum of the Golem Sect was going to intensify in the future.
   

        On Lake Heart Island of Divine Tears, the sunlight falling was warm and bright.
   

        Inside the hazy and translucent barrier, two terrifying silhouettes sat cross-legged in silence, facing each other. Casio's pitch-black pupils swept across, and he nodded slightly: "Blood Vulture, your injuries have healed by half. The power of the Totem and Annihilation is also close to being completely expelled. Once these exotic energies no longer hinder you, the recovery of the remaining injuries will be much faster..."
   

        "Mhm." Blood Vulture Dominant Fist opened his eyes and nodded as well.
   

        His hands dangled over the crossing of his legs, stacked on each other with palms slightly curved, resembling a bottle being cradled, much like a secret gesture.
   

        Special and mysterious rhythms circulated in his body, rumbling deeply.
   

        "Still, it's all thanks to your help; otherwise, forget about healing over half of my injuries in a month, I wouldn't even have been able to stabilize my remnants..." Blood Vulture Dominant Fist shook his head, wistfully.
   

        "Now, the remnants of Disasters within me can be completely expelled in another two or three days. Then, regaining my strength will be much quicker than before, probably only needing just over a week to basically recover..."
   

        "Let me do it, help you get rid of the remaining Disasters all at once."
   

        Casio suddenly stood up, instantly moving behind Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Blood Vulture didn't refuse because he knew Casio needed his help, the quicker he recovered, the better. Right then, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist brought his hands together at his chest.
   

        On the surface of his body, sixty-six crimson stars tinkled to life.
   

        Behind him, Casio took a deep breath, his arms blurring momentarily as his fingers rapidly tapped on various acupuncture points, pouring terrifying power into them. Combined with the inherent strength of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, the two merged into a torrential flow.
   

        Raging and roaring along the way, they blasted towards the last of the deep-seated afflictions.
   

        A day later, the energy barrier on Lake Heart Island of Divine Tears dispersed. The long-absent sunlight directly shone down, landing on the barren island surface. On the north side of the island, an elder faced the direction of the mountain ranges, silently healing his injuries with closed eyes.
   

        On the south side, a man clad in a black trench coat looked towards the Golem Sect.
   

        Back to back, both possessed magnificent combat strength and terrifying determination.
   

        Once disasters struck, they would be the sharpest spears and swords!
   

        "Heh heh, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's swift recovery of strength will be the most unexpected gift I could offer to Xiadu and other Ultimate Dark Entities..."
   

        Casio sneered inwardly and shortly after entered the golem state.
   

        He continuously felt the massive enhancement of the golem due to the evil thoughts of humans, the boost in all kinds of abilities. As his understanding of human evil deepened, and his comprehension of the complete stage of Golem Secret Weapon became more thorough, Casio faintly realized something. Perhaps, human evil was not just a buff that amplified the golem; in some cases, it could even be a key that pried open the world. If Xiadu were to lift its closure, it would surely require opening Heaven's Gate.
   

        And once Heaven's Gate was opened, maybe...
   

        Casio's gaze flickered, his vague thoughts gradually becoming clear.
   

        Suddenly, four runes on his body vibrated slightly, faintly emitting light. Casio turned his head instantly, looking in the direction of the Yana United States.
   

        "The last Auspicious Sound Rune, is it within my grasp?"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1317: 658 "The Sword of Despair and Fear" (4500)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "The location of the fifth Auspicious Sound Rune has shifted."
   

        Holy Lion Ximu, one of the Four Great Kings of the Magical Golem Sect, was on a mission in the Yana United States. He led a team, following Casio's will, to locate the last remaining one of the Five Keystone Runes from the Oyon Civilization.
   

        The rune's shape resembled two overlapping eyes, with double pupils.
   

        On Heart of Lake Island, Casio, sitting cross-legged, had a tall figure whose outline slightly glowed at four points: the back of his right hand, the back of his left hand, his left shoulder, and the center of his chest. Life, death, nature, and spirit were all under his control; only the last piece of the puzzle was missing.
   

        Once the five runes were gathered, Casio would have both the means and confidence to deal with Xiadu—a theoretical last resort safety measure. Otherwise, if he could kill or destroy the essence of Xiadu but couldn't stop Xiadu's return to the concept of Disasters, it would be laughably ironic. It would be akin to willingly allowing the Boss to initiate the second phase, plunging into an even more arduous battle.
   

        "Auspicious Sound Rune, Oyon Scarlo..."
   

        Casio, shrouded in golden sunlight, muttered to himself.
   

        "I really wonder where this mysterious Oyon Civilization has gone. Millennia have passed. Oyon Scarlo probably has descended upon many worlds assailed by Disasters, just like leaving behind the Five Keystone Runes, sowing the seeds of resistance. Perhaps there will be a chance to meet them in the future, but for now, let's focus on the present…"
   

        The previous day, February 19th, night.
   

        South Reef Continent, Yana United States, Pennsylvania.
   

        In Huangmu City, northern suburbs, there was an American Forest.
   

        American Pine, also called South Reef Yellow Cedar—which inspired the name of Huangmu City—is a species of towering tree that can grow up to a hundred meters tall and is found along coasts in the east and west.
   

        Therefore, this forest was exceptionally vast and dense. Tall canopies layered on top of one another blocked the moonlight, casting large shadows, making the ground not so well-lit. The expansive yet relatively enclosed forest space gave off a visual impression of a secluded and historic woods, terribly oppressive.
   

        At night, walking through this woodland. Rustling sounds emanated from the undergrowth, noises of unknown creatures crawling. The breeze stirred, causing leaves and branches to slap against each other, rustling as if they were accumulating waves.
   

        Looking up, towering, stout yellow cedars rose from the ground, stretching all the way into the sky.
   

        They looked like giants, silently standing upon the earth.
   

        "Quick, hurry, keep up!"
   

        Next to a thick yellow cedar, a well-built man waved and called back with a deep voice. Immediately, sounds of trudging came from the bushes, occasionally breaking twigs and roots.
   

        "Joey, you're moving too fast; I can't keep up…"
   

        A beautiful woman dressed as an office worker, gasping for breath, emerged from the bushes and grabbed the man's extended hand.
   

        "Sorry, Yulia, I shouldn't have dragged you into this. You're just a human; this is too dangerous for you…"
   

        Joey, somewhat regretful, embraced Yulia—the two were a couple.
   

        "Joey, you must tell me what you know."
   

        "Couples shouldn't have secrets, should they?" Even at night, Yulia's eyes were sparkling as she stared at her boyfriend.
   

        "Alright, alright. But you mustn't disclose this to anyone else…"
   

        Joey raised his hands and eventually chose to disclose the truth.
   

        His identity was not simple; on the surface, he was just an assistant bank manager, but in reality, he was an exorcist. Moreover, he was the son of the President of the Exorcist Association in the Southeast of Yana United States. They had always been dealing with the bad guys lurking within human society. These were monsters that fed on human souls. Some people called them Evil Spirits, but the Exorcist Association preferred to call them Nightmares. Nightmares feed on human fear.
   

        They implant a mark of fear, then slowly torment until death.
   

        Souls born from such extreme fear were the tastiest.
   

        From birth, Joey had been trained by his father to harness the bloodline power within his body, control Source Energy, and practice exorcist techniques. After becoming an adult, he joined actual combat, continually resolving tasks assigned by the Exorcist Association. His civilian identity was merely his disguise. Every time a task required Joey to reach a city, the Exorcist Association would arrange an identity for him. Investigating mysterious cases until they were resolved.
   

        In the past two to three years, for reasons unknown, both the number and quality of Nightmares in Pennsylvania had significantly increased, resulting in many tragedies. Hence, Joey and many of his comrades were stationed here to ascertain the reasons behind the unusually active Nightmare groups. It was during this period of settled living that Joey met Yulia, and they quickly fell in love.
   

        As time passed, Joey gradually uncovered the reason why Nightmares were congregating towards Pennsylvania. It was precisely tonight that he came to this location—the depths of the American Forest on the northern suburbs of Huangmu City.
   

        The Nightmares seemed to be searching for an Ancient Ruin. Deep within that ruin, they sought something legendary.
   

        "The Sword of Despair and Fear"
   

        Nightmares, beings that toy with fear and are masters of wielding despair, if they managed to acquire the Sword of Despair and Fear, that would be catastrophic. Probably no one along the entire East Coast of Yana United States would be able to contend with them!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Joey naturally reported the situation to the Exorcist Association Headquarters.
   

        The Exorcist Association had also gathered forces half a month ago, with combatants scattered around all converging on Huangmu City, awaiting a massive operation.
   

        Tonight, as usual, Joey observed the movements of those humans manipulated by the Nightmare tribe. Unexpectedly, they took action at this very moment. What's worse is that due to the dense population of Nightmares in that area, Yulia somehow got marked with a fear sign and became prey to a certain Nightmare. Joey panicked the moment he found out.
   

        A fear sign continuously devours the essence, Qi, and spirit of the marked person. Only by killing the Nightmare that placed the mark face-to-face can it be lifted.
   

        He absolutely couldn't stand by and watch his girlfriend slowly die.
   

        Therefore, Joey made an exception and brought Yulia, an ordinary person, into this Exorcist Association operation. Hoping that in the subsequent fighting and battles, they would find that Nightmare and kill it face-to-face to exorcise.
   

        Only then could Yulia return to a safe life.
   

        Under the tall shadow of the Yellow Cedar trees, the lovers embraced each other, feeling the pounding of each other's hearts. Joey gently patted Yulia's back.
   

        "Don't be afraid, leave what comes next to me."
   

        "I will find that Nightmare that marked you with fear."
   

        "Even if I can't do it, I will beg my father to help me..."
   

        Joey, who was always quite rebellious due to strict parenting, felt for the first time how lucky he was to have such a strong and reliable father.
   

        Deep in the American Forest, at the entrance of a partially collapsed cave.
   

        Figures in grey robes busily moved back and forth. A vast ritual array formed a crescent moon shape enveloping a range of fifty to a hundred meters. Within this area, pale human bones were inserted at critical points under moonlight, with crimson blood connecting the points.
   

        This was a mysterious Ceremony of the Nightmare tribe, composed of eighty-one specially chosen lives and the despairing oil before the death of a living being, creating an induction ritual. Once ignited, it could lock onto the location of that treasure.
   

        "Hurry up, this Ceremony will be activated at midnight."
   

        A Nightmare that resembled a leader, with raspy and terrible voice coming from beneath the hood, suddenly removed the Hat, revealing an eerie skull. It was clearly a human face, yet covered with a mist of unreal darkness, the smoke continuously transformed into evil spirits, demons, and monsters.
   

        Even the distorted faces of men, women, old, and young screaming in agony.
   

        This is what a Nightmare is, a semi-parasitic creature of darkness. After devouring their host's life and Soul, they would obtain part of their Physical Quality. When a Nightmare descends onto a human host, it can bless the new body with terror, combined with the Nightmare's own spiritual abilities.
   

        The potential of their tribe is not even inferior to that of the Werewolf Blood Tribe.
   

        "Remember, kill anything that approaches the Blood Soul Ritual without mercy!" The leading Nightmare snorted coldly, his expression ferocious: "Exorcist Association, do you think I don't know you've been tracking our Nightmare tribe's tracks? If you dare come today, I will send you to death..."
   

        On the outskirts of the American Forest, figures wearing white shirts topped with black Waistcoats, looking like a mixture of hunting attire and Gang attire, gradually approached. They were numerous; each held a dagger in the left hand and supported a tiny Glass orb in the right hand. Cold and silent, as if waiting for something.
   

        Ahead, a tall Figure with a black coat draped over his shoulders, a cane in his left hand, and reaching into his pocket with the right hand, pulling out a silver lighter. With a flick, the Flame whirled, held close to light the end of a cigarette.
   

        The man stood in the darkness, with a single point of red glow burning, and smoke curling.
   

        "Carter, you lead a group of people to cooperate with the police and blockade the entire forest. Don't let people from outside come in or those from inside get out," the man turned his head to look at a Silhouette beside his left hand.
   

        "Understood," the Silhouette nodded.
   

        "The rest, switch to combat state, turn on exorcism mode..."
   

        "Today, we're going in big!"
   

        The man laughed softly, then led the team rushing into the woods.
   

        *************************************
   

        Half an hour later, at the outskirts of Huangmu City, at the periphery of the Yellow Cedar Forest.
   

        Two figures, as if they had agreed upon it, came to the front of a significant landmark boulder. One was cloaked in a grey robe, the other in a black robe. Their strides fast, almost as if they were flickering and shifting, they suddenly appeared.
   

        "Carlo, you're right on time."
   

        The black-robed Figure spoke, having been waiting for a while.
   

        "Vincent, for this matter, I would never be late."
   

        The grey-robed Figure stepped up to the boulder, halting his Footsteps.
   

        Under the bright moonlight, both simultaneously removed their hoods, revealing somewhat aged but still robust and formidable Faces.
   

        If an expert from the Secret Martial Arts World of the East Coast of the Yana United States were to observe this scene, they would undoubtedly exclaim in surprise. For these two, both were once renowned figures. Burning Fist Carlo, Blood Hand Vincent, both were first Elders of their major schools, once Gate Masters, now serving as the foundation of their schools. Indeed, both possessed the Strength of top Fighters.
   

        Twenty or thirty years ago, loving and killing each other, friends as well as enemies, they even had the reputation of being unparalleled in their generation. The Secret Martial Arts World was filled with their legends.
   

        In front of the boulder, Carlo and Vincent chatted casually as if catching up.
   

        "This is the third time we've teamed up since we discovered those ancient ruins in the cave nine years ago. Inside, it's full of dangers, even for top Combat Realm Fighters, one wrong move could be costly. Three collaborations, and we've only gotten through the first layer of the ruins, I wonder if in our lifetime we could ever..."
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Burning Fist Carlo sighed, seemingly reminiscing about something.
   

        "The mere first layer has already brought substantial inheritance and benefits to our school. Regardless of the intrinsic value of those items infused with a fearful aura, they have been more than worth it just for the training of our disciples' will. Over these nine years, the success rate of our new generation of disciples has visibly increased, frequently achieving excellent results in leagues..."
   

        Blood Hand Vincent shook his head and continued.
   

        "I really wonder what kind of treasures lie in the final layer of that Relic? If I don't see it with my own eyes before I die, I won't rest in peace..."
   

        After expressing these sentiments, the two made their way toward the distant woods.
   

        Soon, they arrived next to the Yellow Cedar Forest.
   

        As they approached quite close, both their footsteps suddenly stopped.
   

        Ahead, figures clad in hunting gear blocked the road, and police were there assisting, with the flickering light of torches.
   

        "Who's there? Who is it!?"
   

        Members of the Exorcist Association quickly came over. Some clenched daggers, others held glass orbs, their scrutinizing gazes sweeping over.
   

        Carlo and Vincent remained still, as if petrified by their presence.
   

        "Leave immediately! There's been a murder here! Step back!"
   

        The demon hunters in hunting gear pressed forward, admonishing sternly.
   

        Less than half a meter away directly in front, Carlo and Vincent slowly looked up, their gaze passing through the gaps of the hunters' bodies, suddenly staring into the darkness behind them: "Friend... your overbearing aura is not suited for hiding..."
   

        "What friend? I told you to leave immediately, didn't you hear?"
   

        Several demon hunters furrowed their brows, moving up to forcefully expel them.
   

        Not far away, in the mountain forest and among the dark shadows, a silhouette as robust as a majestic lion with heavy steps walked out slowly. The moonlight outlined his large contour and the golden long hair scattered over his shoulders like a lion's mane, with a prominent nose.
   

        On his shoulders, two golden rivets fastened the short cape.
   

        The cape fluttered up and down, faintly revealing magical characters on his back.
   

        His entire being was expressionless, his handsome face like a sculpture.
   

        "Tell me the location of the Relic, and I will spare your lives..."
   

        His tone was flat but laced with fierce ruthlessness.
   

        "Heh, clever boy!" 
   

        Carlo's expression fell, revealing a cold smirk.
   

        "Throughout the entire East Coast Secret Martial Arts World, you're the first to dare speak to me like that!" Vincent removed his hood, revealing a powerful face.
   

        Three formidable silhouettes stood off in two directions.
   

        An intense and heavy aura invisibly clashed mid-air.
   

        "Hey, what's going on! Why did you come into the woods? Get out now! There's a murder scene inside, do you want to go to jail?" 
   

        Beside Holy Lion Ximu, two demon hunters quickly ran over.
   

        Following them, there was also a police officer, evidently there to provide support.
   

        However, Holy Lion Ximu, Burning Fist Carlo, and Blood Hand Vincent ignored the commotion nearby. Their sight was fixed solely on each other.
   

        "Let's see what you're made of..."
   

        Both Carlo and Vincent's eyes flashed with a chilly gleam, as they both charged furiously, fiery red and blood red qi bursting from their bodies.
   

        Holy Lion Ximu left behind an afterimage on the spot as his power surged dramatically!
   

        Bang!!!
   

        A swelling violent wind spread out, blowing nearby demon hunters and police officers away, with some unlucky ones knocked unconscious against trees.
   

        Dust and debris flew like rain.
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        Three shockingly powerful figures entangled fiercely in combat, crashing through countless nearly hundred-meter-tall Yellow Cedar trees, cut straight into the deep forest. Clearly, they carved out a visible tunnel.
   

        "Who, who are they!!!"
   

        On the spot, only some demon hunters remained, blown blind with tears, dizzily standing there, mouths agape in shock as they stared at the disappearing trio and the astonishing traces of destruction left behind.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Magical Golem Sect is at work, everyone clear out!"
   

        "Move aside, unless you wish to die!"
   

        From the darkness in the distance, several black figures sped over, their movements agile yet forceful, their robust body contours striking. With a single step, they covered over ten meters, as if flying. They wore uniform black school garments, tight-fitting combat suits with reinforced and rugged stitching at the joints, looking like body-hugging armor.
   

        These black figures were both male and female, old and young. Some had large hands wrapped in fingerless fist guards, some wrists were covered with leather rivets, and some had their hands wrapped in white protective tape, clearly trained in martial arts. This group had several things in common: they were tall, muscular, had fierce auras, and their eyes glowed menacingly, looking like a group you wouldn't want to mess with.
   

        Beside the Yellow Cedar Forest, under the sparse moonlight.
   

        The trembling police chief assisting the exorcists spoke.
   

        "The woods up ahead are the murder scene, you, you must not..."
   

        Suddenly, a large hand wrapped in bandages reached out and grabbed the middle-aged chief by the collar, lifting him slightly off the ground. The tips of the chief's toes just touched the ground, and he was forced to tilt back his head to look up at the towering man before him. This was a face covered in crossed muscles and fierce scars.
   

        The expressionless face still had an extremely fierce look.
   

        "Murder scene?"
   

        "Heh heh heh, if you don't want this place to turn into another murder scene, then get your people to scram now! Also, don't aim those bird-shooting toys at us… What use is such little power?"
   

        Scarface laughed coldly, immediately pulling the handgun from the chief's waist. Before his eyes, he slightly exerted his fingers and crumpled the entire handgun. The metal gun barrel, like putty, was deformed and manipulated at will.
   

        Finally, the handgun was turned into a small metal ball.
   

        With a snap, the fingers released, and the pale-faced chief fell to the ground.
   

        "Friend, although I don't know who you are, I must warn you. Inside this Yellow Mountain Forest, there are dangers beyond human imagination, monsters like terrifying nightmares. They can easily manipulate human spirits, and mere physical strength cannot resist them. If you enter, unimaginable casualties might occur..."
   

        Carter, an office-holder from the Exorcist Association stationed outside, cautioned.
   

        "Who said we were going in?"
   

        Scarface slowly turned his head, looking at Carter not far away.
   

        "Going in? Seeking death?"
   

        Carter breathed a sigh of relief, figuring these mysteriously appearing forces were also reasonable and knew to retreat in dangerous situations.
   

        "Lord Holy Lion Ximu, one of the Four Great Kings Boxing of our Magical Golem Sect, is inside. If the Lord attacks full force and goes wild, the entire forest will be leveled! If a battle reaches utter madness, he wouldn't be able to spare us, and all bystanders would suffer, dying in vain. We're not that foolish..."
   

        Scarface sneered again, and the surrounding Golem Clan members agreed.
   

        These past few months following Lord Ximu, they understood the temperament of this Saint Lion well—he would turn into a fierce lion upon meeting a suitable opponent!
   

        Sometimes he would even tear down other people's dojos along with half a mountain!
   

        Maintaining a safe distance is the best choice.
   

        Opposite, Carter was stunned for a moment upon hearing Scar's words. Could it be that the person who just caused the violent explosion and forcibly created a wide passage through the tall forest was the Holy Lion Ximu mentioned by this man?
   

        Was it the same group of people, both times?!
   

        Also, was it true what Scar said, about flattening the entire forest? What about the Nightmare tribe and the Exorcist Association currently in action there, surely they're doomed now?
   

        **************************************
   

        In the center of the Yellow Cedar Forest, near the cave, an area.
   

        Nightmares and Exorcists came to a close-range clash.
   

        Holding a crystal glass sphere, the Exorcist added a layer of faint purple glow to his dagger. At the same time, the circular necklaces hanging around their necks also began to shine, with the inner circles continuously rotating, covering every Exorcist with a layer of faint white light.
   

        At the command of the President of the Exorcist Association, numerous Exorcists burst out from the woods in all directions, transformed into streaks of light and shadows, attacking the Nightmares who were preparing the Blood Soul Ritual. The surging exorcism energy overflowed like a fountain.
   

        "Hmph, they're finally here!"
   

        "Take them down!"
   

        In the middle of the Blood Soul Ritual, the leading Nightmare took off his hood.
   

        Instantly, numerous Nightmares charged out, their cloaks flapping wildly in the night wind. They attached themselves to powerful humans, applying exaggerated amplifications. The dark energy that initially covered the surface shrank back, causing their whole bodies to swell rapidly, with coarse and fierce blood vessels, and arms grotesquely mutating and dangling down, displaying terrifying non-human tusks, much like a Giant Ape.
   

        Bang! An Exorcist was smashed to death on the spot, turning into a pile of flesh mud.
   

        Hiss! A Nightmare was stabbed in the heart by a purple light dagger, falling down silently on the spot, turning into a human corpse as black smoke crazily surged out and dissipated.
   

        In the blink of an eye, Exorcists and Nightmares were engaged in close combat on the forest clearing. Dark energy and white light entangled, intensifying the battle.
   

        On the outskirts of the battlefield, a bit farther away, behind a large tree.
   

        A man and a woman, two figures were watching the battle.
   

        "Is this the battle between Exorcists and Nightmares? This… this is just incredible! This is the kind of scene I could only dream of…"
   

        Yulia held her face, gasping heavily, her expression was dazed and shocked. The scene of flesh and supernatural confrontation in the distance was terrifying. Just a day ago, she was a normal bank employee; less than 24 hours later, she had gone through this magical experience, which felt unreal and dreamlike.
   

        Next to her, her boyfriend Joey patted her back.
   

        "I'm going in, be careful and stay safe."
   

        "Make sure you keep the talisman I gave you on at all times, don't take it off!"
   

        Just as Joey was about to turn away, Yulia grabbed his hand: "Can you not go? It's too dangerous there, I don't want to lose you, Joey!"
   

        Joey patted his girlfriend's hand, comforting her: "But, I don't want to lose you either. I have to go find that Nightmare who marked you with fear and kill him! Besides, my partners, my father are all fighting with monsters on the battlefield... How can I just watch indifferently?"
   

        "I can't do it..."
   

        Joey turned his head, gazing deeply into his girlfriend's bright blue eyes.
   

        "Yulia, don't worry."
   

        "I won't die, I will come back and marry you!"
   

        Then he resolutely turned, breaking free from Yulia's grip.
   

        One with a determined face and the other with tear-filled eyes, the scene was extremely touching.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        Suddenly, three silhouettes dive-bombed from not far away.
   

        They were called dive-bombing because they broke a huge tree from about a hundred meters high and continued their descent like three shells slamming down.
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        At the edge of the battlefield, the ground thundered and black deep pits appeared.
   

        Gray smoke and shattered mud dispersed, revealing three formidable figures at the bottom of the pit, especially the one on the left with a domineering aura like a lion king, a blond man. With a cold sneer on his face, his strong arms lifted, catching two incoming fists, wrestling in confrontation!
   

        One fist looked as though it was burning with flames, and the other seemed covered with a terrifying layer of fresh blood, these were the Burning Fist and Blood Hand.
   

        "I admit, you are indeed strong, but you're still at the top level!"
   

        Blood Hand Vincent's shoulders slowly emanated a scarlet qi.
   

        "The three of us are all at the top, you still think you can take on two and crush us? Wishful thinking!" Burning Fist Carlo shouted loudly.
   

        "Heh, how will we know if we don't try?"
   

        Holy Lion Ximu's eyes flashed with a cold gleam; a terrifying aura flowed out of his body, like a gale stirring, causing his clothes to flitter wildly. He threw a punch, causing a lion roar-like screech in the air. Bang! The blood-red fist imprint came quickly and the two collided fiercely.
   

        The next second, Vincent staggered back steps, his arm trembling. On his side, Carlo charged out wildly, and Holy Lion Ximu pursued immediately. Two afterimages collided fiercely in mid-air, their strong arms clashing.
   

        Bang! Bang! Bang... The rapidly entangled shadows shifted under the moonlight.
   

        Next to the deep pit, a High Order Nightmare that had already slaughtered five demon hunters and was bloodshot with rage roared loudly, its blue-black body swelling again, turning into three meters in height. Its ferocious face looked to the left, where Vincent and Ximu were fighting intensely, all their power hammering onto the enemy.
   

        The dull thumping sounds were very eye-catching.
   

        "Human?"
   

        This High Order Nightmare burst out, its huge shadow sweeping rapidly.
   

        "Daring to enter the battlefield without a spirit barrier of exorcism energy?!"
   

        Its exaggerated muscular arms expanded, about to crush the two people fighting in front. Bang! The entangled pair seemed to have partially decided their win and loss at this moment, a blood-colored figure flew out like a meteor.
   

        The High Order Nightmare happened to be in its path, its face showing delight, it made a bloodthirsty hunting move. Bang! Bang!
   

        The blood-colored meteor crashed into the Nightmare, a terrifying force transmitted into it, like a bursting mountain torrent and sweeping tsunami. The Nightmare's eyes bulged, blood bursting from its eye sockets and its skin ripping apart, the immense internal pressure causing it to explode like a smashed watermelon!
   

        "Wow!!!" "Boom!"
   

        Blood rained down, the bits of internal organs and flesh drizzling down.
   

        For a moment, all the engaged demon hunters and Nightmares froze, stopping their actions and looking this way. That was one of the top five fighting forces of the Nightmare tribe, just to be killed by a collision! Yes, not beaten to death, but accidentally killed by one being knocked into it!
   

        Damn...
   

        Whoosh, far away, Burning Fist Carlo, who shattered the Nightmare's body, spun as he landed back on the ground. Feet thudded into the mud.
   

        His mouth corners slightly tinged with blood, he looked solemnly at Ximu.
   

        "Is your realm half a step into the limit?!"
   

        "Whoosh!"
   

        Blood Hand Vincent's figure rapidly flickered, silently arriving beside Carlo.
   

        The two of them together watched Holy Lion Ximu.
   

        Ximu smiled lightly, his cold pupils unchanging.
   

        He dusted off his clothes: "What do you think?"
   

        In the next instant, three silhouettes simultaneously vanished from their place, the afterimages eerily blurring. Loud dull sounds of collision arrived instantly.
   

        Where they passed, towering trees were exploded, underground black mud spouted like a fountain, and their rapidly shifting footsteps plowed deep trenches. Such destructive power was extreme!
   

        Around them, the fights between demon hunters and Nightmares could almost not proceed. These unforeseen disrupters were terrifying beyond belief!
   

        Far off, Joey, who had just stepped out, froze in place.
   

        He turned his head, looking eye to eye with his girlfriend. Shock was visible in both their eyes; such a scene, not to mention Yulia who had always been a commoner, even Joey, the son of the president of the Demon Hunter's Association, had never seen such a thing before! His father, the strongest demon hunter of this generation...
   

        Could he survive even one move against the weakest of these three?
   

        Joey glanced far away. A thick Cedar tree, about the girth of three or four people, was exploded by a punch; its trunk kicked up and flew at high speed towards Holy Lion Ximu. However, in mid-air, the Cedar tree was continuously shattered into sawdust by lion-like punches.
   

        He swallowed hard, concluding in his mind.
   

        No, simply no chance! Not even a single move!
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        Yulia was so shocked that her mind nearly went numb; the successive impacts made her doubt whether this world really existed.
   

        Hunting humans, the Nightmare tribe, and the Exorcists who were enemies of the Nightmares.
   

        Her own boyfriend turned out to be the son of the President of the Exorcist Association.
   

        Mysterious and powerful martial artists descended upon them, engaging in frantic combat, destroying everything they encountered. Just the residual waves from their clashes were enough to suppress what appeared to be the supernatural beings of the Nightmare tribe and the members of the Exorcist Association. Clearly, the two sides were not even on the same level.
   

        "Are these the group of martial artists? Can martial arts really be practiced to such an extent?!"
   

        At the center of the battlefield, the President of the Demon Hunter's Association, who was entangled in a stand-off with the leader of the Nightmare tribe, couldn't help but turn his gaze towards them. Holy Lion Ximu, Burning Fist Carlo, Blood Hand Vincent—every clash of their legs and arms was like an artillery bombardment, akin to an explosion of explosives, terrifying to watch.
   

        That tightly clenched, massive fist cutting through the Air, the arcs filled with savage force, left no doubt that a hit would likely result in immediate death on the spot, even for the strongest Demon Hunter.
   

        In the President of the Demon Hunter's Association's mind, training in martial arts and Combat was still at the level of ring boxing and underground fighting seen in movies.
   

        The boxing and free-fighting masters he had encountered in reality were not that impressive either.
   

        He never expected that the true power of Boxing Method would be like what he saw before his eyes!
   

        The three were essentially human-shaped self-propelled cannons, rampaging wildly through the Mountain Forest, with the Physique of a Tank, the speed of an airplane, and arms like Machine Guns, their rapid and complex movements dazzling to the eyes.
   

        "This is too fierce..." the President of the Hunters Association muttered to himself.
   

        Next to the cave, in the midst of the Blood Soul Ritual, the leader of the Nightmare tribe also showed a complex expression, with the phantasm of his savage face constantly shifting. Suddenly, the Ceremony finally formed a crescent trajectory, the rivers of blood connecting the bone nodes—the despairing oil burned fiercely, fully activating the Blood Soul Ritual.
   

        Instantly, a weird and special fluctuation swept out.
   

        It brushed across the ground and penetrated deep Underground.
   

        Linking despair with despair, resonating fear with fear.
   

        Beneath the Yellow Cedar Forest, in the depths of an Underground Relic, in the hazy darkness, a light suddenly shined, illuminating the surroundings. This was an Altar placed within a stone chamber, and at the heart of the Altar, a stone column, about half the height of a human, protruded, with the top revealing a stone-carved palm.
   

        The palm firmly grasped a sword, a Longsword that was pitch black!
   

        Hum...
   

        The Longsword vibrated, and an overwhelmingly vast Aura of fear pierced from the Underground to the sky! The Sword of Despair and Fear was stimulated by the Blood Soul Ritual, and it began to emit an unceasing wave of fear.
   

        Even after penetrating through layers of Relics and dense layers of Mud and rock to reach the surface, it still made those present feel a sense of utter despair.
   

        "It's a success! Great!" shouted the leader of the Nightmare tribe at the center of the Blood Soul Ritual, waving his hands in ecstasy. All the Nightmare tribe members present felt the continuous surge of despair and fear arising from Underground, significantly boosting their strength.
   

        It was as if they were soaked in a hot spring, with their very Origins being nourished!
   

        "The Sword of Despair and Fear."
   

        "That's it! We must possess it!"
   

        "It will elevate our tribe step by step to the pinnacle of the world!"
   

        All the Nightmares were instantly swept up in a feverish emotion.
   

        "We absolutely cannot let the Nightmare tribe get ahold of this! This source of fear and despair is practically a divine artifact for them!"
   

        The President of the Demon Hunter's Association had a heavy heart and became extremely cautious.
   

        His eyes were firmly fixed on the Nightmare tribe leader across from him, his body gradually covered with Exorcism energy on his hands, ready to strike a thunderous blow at any moment.
   

        The Nightmare tribe leader, gazing back with bloodthirsty eyes, was just the same.
   

        However, what both sides failed to notice was.
   

        At some point, Holy Lion Ximu and the others, who were still fiercely colliding, stopped their movements and stood separately on the Earth, sensing something.
   

        Burning Fist Carlo and Blood Hand Vincent's eyes lit up; they instantly realized that the object currently emitting the fear was the reason why this particular Underground Relic produced items of fear. That source, that Core, was the true treasure!
   

        And opposite them, Holy Lion Ximu had noticed it too. The Golem Sect Master had given him the Task of finding the last of the Runes. The Aura of that Rune, according to the description, represented fear and despair!
   

        That's right, it was right here, Underground!
   

        That Aura was spreading continuously, shining like a candle in the darkness, guiding the way. Now, Carlo and Vincent didn't need to be sneaky with their information any longer. Holy Lion Ximu could go directly for it himself!
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The sound of three figures suddenly accelerating rang out, leaving deep pits on the spot where the three had stood, three straight black lines charging towards that particular cave!
   

        Aaaah!
   

        Along their paths, all Nightmares or Exorcists in their way were violently struck aside, blood and flesh flew, and screams echoed! If one were to look down from the sky, one would notice that the three were like three blades, splitting the Battlefield apart.
   

        Next to them, the President of the Hunters Association and the leader of the Nightmare tribe had their expressions drastically changed. Only then did they realize that there was such a huge unstable element beside them. And now, it seemed that the goals of these three powerhouses were consistent with their own—to obtain The Sword of Despair and Fear!
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        "Competing with them, what chance is there to win!"
   

        At the entrance of the cave, three silhouettes clashed again with unbelievable speed. Attacks launched and retracted, power surging yet effortless.
   

        Various boxing methods, all sorts of moves all unleashed.
   

        Bang bang bang bang! The entrance of the cave was about to collapse in the blink of an eye.
   

        In the center of the stormy battle, Holy Lion Ximu and Carlo Vincent clashed palms, their Spirit Strength of top Fighter level reaching its peak.
   

        From within the darkness of the woods, suddenly, a silhouette in a black robe burst out like a meteor. The robe rustled loudly, drawing an arc in mid-air. Pale palms came together, launching a palm strike!
   

        The terrifying palm strike crossed space, aiming directly at the back of Holy Lion Ximu!
   

        Swoosh!
   

        Holy Lion Ximu, in that instant, suddenly turned his head, revealing a ferocious cold smile, "I've been waiting for you for a long time, finally you show up!"
   

         "It's not in vain that I've always kept my strength at the top level, playing along with these two old men. Heh, just so you would think you had grasped the limit of my strength and couldn't help but strike… revealing yourself!"
   

        Boom! Roar!!!!
   

        Suddenly, Spirit Strength around Holy Lion Ximu exploded, roaring and expanding like a burst dam, blowing Carlo and Vincent, who seemed evenly matched just moments ago, flying away. The strength of an Ultimate Fighter burst forth, a golden lion-like roar enveloping Ximu.
   

        Boom! He spun around and threw a punch, meeting the incoming palm strike!
   

        Clang!!!
   

        A sound like metal clashing echoed madly in the woods.
   

        Nearby, numerous Demon Hunters covered their ears, expressions of pain on their faces.
   

        Leaves rustled loudly, birds startled into flight.
   

        Thump! Thump!
   

        Two powerful silhouettes were sent flying in opposite directions.
   

        Holy Lion Ximu's back slammed into a hill, like a powerful earth-piercing missile, smashing through dozens of meters of rock layers before stopping.
   

        The man in the black robe continued streaking wildly, smashing unknown numbers of fir trees and crushing countless bushes before finally landing.
   

        "Door Organization?"
   

        "Again, resurrected through that so-called Necromancy by the Vice-leader?"
   

        "Heh, a dead person, yet possessing such strength."
   

        Embedded in the mountain, Holy Lion Ximu, with a slap of his right palm backward, shot out, his strength perfectly stopping him at the exit.
   

        His cape was already torn, turned into strips of rags.
   

        Ripping sound, Ximu reached out a large hand, yanking the entire cape off.
   

        Completely revealing the tense 'Demon' character on his back!
   

        He stood at an angle, his large form majestic under the moonlight, a faint golden terrifying Spirit Strength surged out like a column of light. In the blink of an eye, it enveloped the surroundings, forming a ground-stomping roaring golden-maned Holy Lion.
   

        The Holy Lion phantasm, towering five or six stories tall.
   

        Ximu set his gaze in the direction of a kilometer away, within a cluster of weeds.
   

        A burst of dark energy suddenly exploded, incinerating everything around. A silhouette in a black robe floated up, black metal boots landing back on the ground.
   

        Rumble rumble...
   

        Flames burning black as the night shot straight into the sky, spiraling violently at a height of several tens of meters. A huge, ferocious Crocodile half-rose, its enormous jaws open, wind howling as if to swallow the sky.
   

        Both were phantasms of condensed Spirit Strength, display both oppressiveness and threat, not just unwieldy paper tigers.
   

        Thus, both sides stood off at a distance, terrifying momentum sweeping through the mountain forest.
   

        On the original Battlefield, both Nightmare tribe members and Demon Hunters had their legs go weak with fear.
   

        Facing terror at a foundational level of life, they felt a profound threat deep in their genes, as if a voice was screaming madly in their hearts.
   

        "Run! Get away from them! Or else we'll die!"
   

        Over at Joey's side, his girlfriend Yulia, overwhelmed by fear, fainted swiftly with rolling white eyes. Fortunately, after Joey checked her for a while, he found Yulia was unharmed. Moreover, delighted to see that her Fear Mark had disappeared. Presumably, it was Holy Lion Ximu earlier crossing the Battlefield, coincidentally colliding with the Nightmare placing Fear Marks, directly squashing it into flesh mud.
   

        Beside the cave, Holy Lion Ximu's perception locked onto the man in the black robe.
   

        Not far away, the somewhat dazed Carlo and Vincent were no longer his concern nor considered opponents.
   

        "First to get the Rune, then it's not too late to fight with this person…"
   

        Ximu's thoughts shifted, understanding the priorities of the situation. His mission here was to gain more favor from the Golem Sect Master!
   

        The first demand of the Sect Master was Ximu's primary target!
   

        Whoosh, he spun around and darted into the cave like an arrow released from the bow. Far away, the man in black robe also blazed over, rushing into the soon-to-collapse cave. Meanwhile, Carlo and Vincent hesitated for a moment but then grimly charged in as well. Only the Demon Hunter's Association and Nightmare tribe dumbfoundedly stood still.
   

        Should they go in? It felt like walking straight into cannon fodder...
   

        Not go in? The ceremony ended up benefitting others? Unacceptable!
   

        Underground, the conflict between two Ultimate Fighters was unceasing. In a downward Tunnel as solid as rock, a golden and a black silhouette intertwined rapidly, fists and feet thundering into the walls, blasting cracks and pits, shaking the entire Tunnel, dust swirling madly.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Sometimes, when dangerous traps surfaced, they were obliterated by the combined efforts of two Ultimate Fighters. Terrifying Exotic Species were either circumvented or crushed to pieces. This Relic wasn't as perilous as the ones Casio had been to before.
   

        With the Strength of Ultimate Fighters, they easily dominated this place.
   

        After an indeterminate passage of time, hundreds of meters underground, there was an Intersection leading to a spacious stone chamber. The Afterimages of Holy Lion Ximu and the Man in Black appeared together and burst forth simultaneously. Countless arms and legs clashed, resembling a dense swarm of dark clouds spreading in every corner of the Tunnel.
   

        Whoosh, whoosh, the two forced their way through the thick Stone tablet and rushed inside the archway.
   

        "There it is, the final Rune!"
   

        Holy Lion Ximu's eyes instantly fixed on the Stone column at the heart of the Altar.
   

        At the top of the Stone column, a pure black Cross Sword was grasped by a Sculpture's palm.
   

        At the Sword hilt, a series of silver-white stamens seemed to trace perfect arcs, shaped to neatly envelope the hand of the one wielding the sword. The body of the Cross Sword was marked by two straight silver-white Metal brands, running from end to end.
   

        The sword looked exquisitely crafted, yet it appeared as bloodthirsty as a blood groove.
   

        At the heart of the sword was embedded a strange double-pupiled Rune, silent and enigmatic.
   

        The Overlapping eyes blinked, invoking waves of strong despair and fear, like a visible black tide slamming the walls of the stone chamber.
   

        At the entrance of the stone chamber, Holy Lion Ximu and the Man in Black exchanged a glance.
   

        A terrifying intent to battle, along with a surging Qi, erupted!
   

        "Fight!!!"
   

        "Die!!!"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The earth trembled and shook as though an Earthquake struck tonight!
   

        The next day, in Huangmu City, in the Yellow Cedar Forest in the Suburbs.
   

        Black smoke billowed, a total mess. Nearly a third of the trees were destroyed in Combat, and vast empty sections were now visible. Even the ground was cracked, the landscape scarred, with dense cracks resembling torture wounds.
   

        Police had cordoned off the area, and reporters had already arrived early.
   

        It was said that in these woods, a large number of strange Corpses had been discovered.
   

        At the same time, five kilometers away from the Yellow Cedar Forest, at the foot of a mountain.
   

        A figure in a black robe landed in disarray, his clothing stained with blood, his Qi as turbulent as boiling hot water, with an undertone of frailty.
   

        "Who would have thought that the Four Great Kings Boxing of the Magical Golem Sect would have reached the level of Ultimate Fighters! In this clash, I was defeated..."
   

        This Deputy Leader of the Door Organization, resurrected from some past era, slowly turned around, looking toward the direction of the Yellow Cedar Forest: "The Magical Golem Sect's Strength and Forces have been expanding wildly these days, even reaching into the Yana United States. If our Door Organization attempts a Blood Sacrifice here, it would likely be detected quickly, drawing attacks. Now, the only foolproof location for a large-scale Blood Sacrifice is in the Star Blue Empire..."
   

        "The Organization's Forces are, indeed, mostly dispatched there."
   

        "Just wait for the tide to come, and everything will return to Disasters!"
   

        "I look forward to that day..."
   

        The Deputy Leader of the Door Organization turned sharply and left without hesitation.
   

        Meanwhile, at the very center of the Yellow Cedar Forest, where he had just looked,
   

        The entrance of a completely collapsed and crumbled cave, with rubble strewn all around.
   

        Boom!
   

        The Stone suddenly exploded, and a Majestic silhouette emerged.
   

        Step by step, Footsteps entered the sunlight, with Blond Hair fluttering in the wind.
   

        Holy Lion Ximu stood on the scarred Earth, grasping a Black Cross Longsword in his hand, his gaze lifted to the sky, a bright and clear blue.
   

        "All as expected..."
   

        "Sect Master!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Federation Calendar Year 157, February 28.
   

        Nine days have passed since Holy Lion Ximu retrieved "The Sword of Despair and Fear" and the Auspicious Sound Rune from Yana United States.
   

        About eight days have elapsed since Casio helped Blood Vulture Dominant Fist remove the Totem Energy and Rune of Annihilation from his body and started treating him with all his might.
   

        Hong Li Federation, East Sea City, Golem Sect Headquarters.
   

        God's Tear Lake, on Heart of Lake Island. A breeze blows, and green grass grows again.
   

        A lush scene unfolds on the island, with green trees by the water swaying gently, and underwater grasses waving softly. Red and white wildflowers occasionally peek through the grass, poking their heads out slightly with the wind and emitting a faint fragrance.
   

        Beside them, a few yellow bees flit up and down from time to time.
   

        Compared to a week ago, the condition of Heart of Lake Island is drastically different.
   

        Previously, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's removal of Catastrophe Energy was too forceful. The power of Totem and Catastrophe Runes were at the level of Perfect Combat Power, enough to destroy this tiny Heart of Lake Island thousands of times. It was only the Spirit Strength left by Casio that protected it, merely resulting in the surface of the island being plowed over. When the light membrane dissipated, the entire Heart of Lake Island was left barren.
   

        But now, Casio has simply experimented with the Death Rune, drawing from its vitality, allowing the entire Heart of Lake Island to bloom once again with vibrant life.
   

        The same is true for God's Tear Lake.
   

        Lush underwater grasses, schools of fish swim by, creating ripples on the lake surface.
   

        Eight days have passed, and the healing process for Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was extremely quiet. The root cause of his illness has been removed, exotic energy expelled, what remains is fostering the Original, allowing his once Perfect Combat Power to recover!
   

        As Blood Vulture Dominant Fist himself said, with sufficient Life Vibration Energy in the following days, he would only need a little over a week to recover basically. Today, February 28, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist has emerged as scheduled.
   

        Heart of Lake Island, light golden sunlight spills down, with an elderly person practicing.
   

        His bodily movements extremely slow, footsteps gently lifted, then gently set down.
   

        Hands stretching to both sides and then withdrawing, fingertips drawing a long arc in mid-air. It looks like a gentle breeze's force, with the soft and lazy peculiarity of the elderly. However, approaching slightly closer reveals that the elderly palms seem to carry a strange Magic Power.
   

        If one stares at the palm for several seconds, one might even experience an Illusion. The elder's palm clearly has moved through space, but the previous position of the palm does not fade away like an Afterimage. In this way, in the long arc in mid-air, countless palms densely pack a revolving wheel, resembling petals blossoming around the elder.
   

        The petals gradually shift from the flesh color of the palm to red, and then become a vivid, dripping crimson. In the next second, the crimson turns to pale.
   

        The petals wither, flesh fades, revealing sinister white bones beneath.
   

        Corpses patched together, writhing and twisting in agony. Behind the elder, they form a spiraled eighteen-layer wheel, reminiscent of Hell.
   

        Snap, the old palms come together, held horizontally in front of the chest.
   

        He slightly bows his head, appearing benevolent and compassionate, almost like Buddha.
   

        The Hell of bones, compassionate Buddha, the extreme contradiction of the two atmospheres fused together, leaves one with an unstoppable urge to flee in horror.
   

        "Almost there..."
   

        "Almost reaching the peak state from before..."
   

        Heart of Lake Island, the elder opens his eyes, a terrifying aura withdrawn into his body.
   

        "No worries, these two days' work, no need to rush too much."
   

        Behind the elder, a figure wearing a black trench coat approaches.
   

        "Our pace, we can definitely get it done long before the tide of Disasters. Every step and decision we make next, we need to be thoroughly prepared. Any slight negligence may bring severe consequences..." Casio steps by steps to Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and speaks.
   

        "I can feel that, my loyal subordinate has arrived in East Sea City of the Hong Li Federation. And the last Auspicious Sound Rune is completely in our hands..."
   

        "All five Keystone Runes, gathered together."
   

        "Next... only Three Fists Combine remains."
   

        Casio slowly turns his head, looking at Blood Vulture Dominant Fist: "And while I attempt the Three Fists Combine, Blood Vulture, you are crucial! You must recover to your best state, always at your Perfect Realm.  Almost there is not enough, it must be fully ten out of ten, completely recovered to the peak combat power. Because, considering the potential upheavals and resistance that might occur next, even you in a perfect state may not be able to completely avoid protection for me..."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist is also mentally prepared, slowly nodding.
   

        "Don't worry, as long as I can recover to the peak, I promise no enemy can interrupt or harm you. I always keep my promises..."
   

        His tone smooth and unvarying, yet it conveys an undeniable strong will. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist would even reignite his barely recovered Original to protect Casio against formidable foes. Because it wasn't just for Casio alone, but for the future of the entire Real World.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist saw in Casio the dawn that could resolve the Disasters.
   

        That is what he, and even the Southern Dipper Vein, has been pursuing all their lives!
   

        "I believe in you."
   

        Casio slowly turns around, silently darting towards the Golem Sect Headquarters.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        To be able to save someone from the brink of death and return them to their peak condition 
   

        was inevitably a task that required a tremendous amount of effort. 
   

        But every price paid was worth it. 
   

        Casio needed someone to protect his path at the most critical moments. 
   

        Swoosh, a silhouette descended from high altitude, entering the headquarters of the Golem Sect. 
   

        Just then, outside the headquarters, on a straight and broad highway, a black convoy quickly approached like a long dragon. 
   

        That was the team coming from the port of East Sea City, driving towards the Golem Sect. 
   

        Tap, a black leather boot stepped onto the solid ground. A towering and robust figure with dazzling blond hair stood like a lion king, bathed in the brilliant sunlight. Behind him, a brand new cape tumbled in the airflow. 
   

        The Holy Lion Ximu, he had crossed the ocean from the Yana United States to return home. 
   

        He was here to present a gift to the Golem Sect Master, whom he held in such high regard and worship! 
   

        "Lord Ximu, do you need to rest first after traveling such a long distance?" 
   

        A disciple of the Golem Sect, who was waiting to greet him, asked softly. 
   

        "No need, I shall go directly to see the Sect Master," 
   

        "The Lord is waiting for me!" 
   

        The Holy Lion Ximu stood on the open ground in front of the Golem Sect Headquarters, looking up from afar, where a grand aura surged directly to the heavens from the center of the headquarters. 
   

        Only those at the Extreme Fighter Level like him could perceive it. 
   

        "I will go now; you all take a good rest and relax a bit," 
   

        Holy Lion Ximu said to his subordinates who got off the car with him. 
   

        After that, he strode forward with great strides into the headquarters, 
   

        firmly holding onto a long, black wooden box in his hands. 
   

        A minute later, at the Golem Sect Headquarters, a magnificent hall reminiscent of a religious building. The smooth marble ground reflected light slightly, and the windows framed with silver metal borders were parallel, allowing plenty of light to fill the room. The dome of the hall, the white walls, the wooden doors, tables, and chairs, were all embroidered with gold foil patterns. 
   

        Click, a door over three meters tall opened, slowly swinging outwards. 
   

        Bathed in sunlight, the Holy Lion Ximu's silhouette walked in. 
   

        As he entered the hall, he saw a majestic silhouette standing by the distant French windows, his back turned toward the entrance and enveloped in a wide black trench coat. 
   

        Not sure if it was an illusion, but the back of that figure's hands seemed to have two mysterious runes resonating with each other, glowing with each breath. 
   

        "Tap, tap, tap..." 
   

        Holy Lion Ximu took one step at a time, approaching with a solemn and serious expression. 
   

        When he was two meters away from the black figure, he stopped, knelt on one knee without hesitation, punched the ground with his right fist, and lifted the box with his left hand. 
   

        "Sect Master, I have fulfilled my mission," 
   

        "Ximu has brought back the runes..." 
   

        "They are embedded in an ancient artifact." 
   

        The black figure slowly turned around, revealing Casio's face. 
   

        He reached out a hand and grabbed the wooden box. The ironwood box, as strong as an alloy, was instantly annihilated without leaving even a splinter. A heavy pure black Cross Sword was revealed, under the oblique light shining through the window, revealing the exquisite sword body with a graceful aesthetic. The sword hilt spun like silver-white flower pistils. 
   

        The "Sword of Despair and Fear" floated quietly in mid-air. 
   

        At the heart of the sword, dual-pupiled eye symbols flickered as if alive, with a continuous stream of fear aura bursting forth like black tides. 
   

        Thousands of wailing voices of evil spirits seemed ready to sweep across the hall. 
   

        In mid-air, five fingers suddenly closed in a gripping gesture. 
   

        A terrifying aura arrived in an instant, as if an alloy mountain range was suppressing the "Sword of Despair and Fear" firmly, with the sword body creaking loudly. 
   

        It was as if it experienced unbearable pressure in a flash. 
   

        "Good."
   

        "Don't disobey, I do not wish to destroy and waste an ancient secret treasure."
   

        Casio's deep pupils, like dark demonic pools, silently gazed upon the 'Sword of Despair and Fear' as if it possessed its own intelligence. Soon, the secret treasure obediently suspended itself in mid-air, completely motionless.
   

        Ding, a fingertip tapped on the sword's core, on the eerie runes of dual pupils.
   

        Instantly, a tide of black Fear flooded into Casio's body.
   

        In the blink of an eye, it formed a Fear Rune on his right shoulder.
   

        And the previously thrice repositioned Black Rain Villa Evil Spirits Logo, which had been squeezed to the right shoulder, was now jolted away, aimlessly suspended in mid-air.
   

        "This thing, if it stays inside my body, it's likely to be crushed by the resonant power of the five Auspicious Sound Runes. Better to strip it out and choose someone else to control it. Simonyi is not bad; he has always been loyal to me and is the oldest King Fist to accompany me. He can temporarily hold onto it when the time comes..."
   

        Casio grabbed the Evil Spirits Logo, contemplating in his mind.
   

        Then, he turned to look at the 'Sword of Despair and Fear' floating beside him. Although it had lost the core Fear Rune, and with it, its previous power, as an ancient artifact that had been steeped in the aura of fear and despair for who knows how many years, it still possessed terrifying might—much stronger than the previous Spiral Eyed Sword.
   

        If a Fighter had such a sword for assistance, their combat power would surely be enhanced, even if the Fighter's training focused on Boxing Method and not swordsmanship.
   

        "Ximu, take this sword,
   

        "I'll only take the runes."
   

        Casio pushed forward with his palm in a gesture, and the 'Sword of Despair and Fear' returned to Ximu's hands. Ximu looked up and said, "Thank you, my lord, for your generous gift!"
   

        "This sword was originally acquired by you; it's not a reward."
   

        "This, is the real reward."
   

        Suddenly, a fingertip touched the shoulder of Holy Lion Ximu. The rich original Golem aura and the terrifying Life Field descended simultaneously.
   

        Two minutes passed, and as the fingertip retracted, Ximu opened his eyes.
   

        "Thank you for your reward, my lord!"
   

        He slowly rose from the ground. What Casio bestowed was not Life vibration energy, but rather a whiff of the Golem's very own aura. This whiff of aura was not to be underestimated, as for cultivators of the Magic Heart Code, it was akin to receiving a divine power. Holy Lion Ximu possessed a strong physique, and his main cultivation was based on the Magic Heart Code; all other Boxing Methods and secret techniques were merely supplementary. Therefore, the reward given by Casio was just right for Ximu's cultivation path.
   

        "My lord, when retrieving the rune in the Yana United States, I encountered people from the Door Organization. It was one of their Deputy Leaders who had been resurrected through a Necromancy Ceremony, with formidable abilities and very complicated to deal with. Even the burst of Demon Seed Qi you bestowed upon me couldn't contain him. The Door Organization must already be aware of our actions..."
   

        Holy Lion Ximu reported all important matters truthfully.
   

        "No need to bother with them. These insects who have betrayed humanity will eventually be crushed by us, it's just a matter of time..." Casio slowly turned around.
   

        Next, in the core hall of the Golem Sect Headquarters. The return of the Four Great Kings Boxing assembled, with Casio sitting at the head of the conference table, issuing commands.
   

        The Golem Sect's Four Great Kings Boxing. Fighter Simonyi, who recently swept through various Secret Martial Arts Worlds, subjugating and eliminating numerous rebellious schools. Evil Dragon Damon, leading a team to conquer forces of Calamities, brutally massacring. Holy Lion Ximu, retrieving Auspicious Sound Runes for Casio, facing off against the Deputy Leader of the Door Organization. Fiery Bird Almond Des, guarding the Headquarters, protecting the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        Each had their Task, and each had their strength. Now, all four were at Extreme Fighter Level, capable of fortifying a region for the Golem Sect.
   

        As the tide of Calamities approached, the Door Organization would not stay as quiet and obedient as before, and their millennia of accumulated foundation would burst forth.
   

        For a short time in the future,
   

        These Four Great Kings Boxing would clash and fight against the forces of the Door Organization.
   

        As for Casio himself, he would disappear along with the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. In the secluded areas of the Real World, he would select the best place to begin his breakthrough.
   

        The World of Calamities was no longer appropriate; Xiadu had almost recovered.
   

        Only in the Real World would its power be reduced to the weakest.
   

        Hong Li Federation Calendar, year 157, March 2nd.
   

        Star Blue Rock Continent, on a Desolate Island as large as a province.
   

        Two silhouettes, unknown when they arrived, sat cross-legged under the bright starry night sky, seemingly becoming one with the surrounding environment.
   

        Insects and birds sang in unison, a gentle evening breeze caressed them, all serene and free.
   

        Casio surveyed the heavens and earth, taking in all the scenery.
   

        Then, he slowly closed his eyes, palms together in front of his chest.
   

        "Let's begin..."
   

        "Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, Three Fists Combine!"
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        Even before the fifth Retrospection, when he returned from setting foot on Immortal Island, Casio began to grasp the key to unifying three Boxing Methods into one during the process of writing the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission. Later, after experiencing the Sixth Retrospection and the practices in the Real World, a plan began to take shape in his mind.
   

        First, the unification of the three fists can be explained as two powerful concepts.
   

        The first concept is the merging of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, the Water Bird Fist, the Red Vulture Fist, and the Sound Snake Fist into one. No longer separate, no longer diverging, but returning to the essentials and merging into one! Transforming into a complete and true "Southern Dipper Secret Transmission."
   

        It becomes a mythic legendary technique that completely transcends the first-class Secret Martial Arts.
   

        At that time, Casio's Strength will be unified, all powers twisted into one, with both destructive and battle power soaring crazily.
   

        By then, not to speak of ordinary Ultimate Dark Entities, even those ranked in the top ten of the Endless Calamity might well be no match for him!
   

        At that moment, Casio will have transcended the Southern Dipper Three Fist, Totem King, and other entities with Perfect Combat Power by a whole stature. All they could see would be his Silhouette.
   

        Such a might would rightfully earn him the title of King of Spirit!
   

        The first concept of the unification of the three fists is already very powerful.
   

        But what comes next is even greater, far more ambitious.
   

        The second concept of Three Fists Combine.
   

        Holy Fist, Domination Fist, Extreme Fist – the combination of three pinnacle Realms!
   

        The paths and ways of these three styles of Secret Martial Arts encompass this world, and the thousands of years of blood and fire martial development since human birth! The essence of all Secret Martial Arts, all secret techniques, all Combat, all Assassination arts, all brawling is condensed in these three paths!
   

        When these three paths, three Realms, completely become one.
   

        Then it is the arrival of the King of Secret Martial Arts, even the God of Secret Martial Arts!
   

        It sounds like the second Three Fists Combine is harder, more powerful.
   

        And indeed, it is so.
   

        In Casio's vision, the first Three Fists Combine is the foundation for the grander second Three Fists Combine. Only by fully merging the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission into one entity does he qualify to glimpse the unification of Holy Fist, Domination Fist, and Extreme Fist.
   

        An interrelated and interconnected relationship exists between the former and the latter.
   

        A simple recapitulation based on Casio's past experiences would be:
   

        The establishment of the three core Mental Methods of Magical Golem Sect gave birth to three personalities.
   

        And the Resonance of the three personalities propelled the Three Fists of Southern Dipper to combine into one.
   

        The Southern Dipper Three Fists transformed into Secret Transmission, driving the fusion of Holy Fist, Domination Fist, and Extreme Fist.
   

        In this way.
   

        Southern Dipper Resonance, Three Fists Combine!
   

        Becoming the King of Spirit, God of Secret Martial Arts!
   

        This is the main thread; aside from this, there are also some necessary conditions.
   

        Deconstructing the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, familiarizing with every Structure, every principle.
   

        A superhuman Physique capable of sustaining the horrific strength of two instances of Three Fists Combine!
   

        Casio had already achieved, or was about to achieve, both of these.
   

        Like fully understanding the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission in detail, Casio had used the Qi Seal Inscription Method to gradually deconstruct the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission into The Six Parts of Southern Dipper. Though called six parts, they actually comprised fifteen techniques.
   

        Low-level (Six Parts) + High-level (Six Parts) + Original (Three Fist)
   

        Three tiers, like a towering tree blooming and bearing fruit, lush with branches and leaves. With the vast number of Cultivators spreading from the Magical Golem Sect, one can explore to the full extent. A seed curled up cannot be seen clearly; only by breaking through the Mud and growing into a large tree can every texture and process be clearly understood.
   

        This is also why Casio tirelessly developed the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Furthermore, a Physique that has reached the ultimate degree of power, the present stage of Golem Secret Weapon, is already capable of matching and even suppressing those Dark Ultimate Entities.
   

        Earlier, his Battle with the Totem King and the disaster of Annihilation was the best example. Absolutely sufficient to support Casio's first kind of Three Fists Combine.
   

        As for the second, he must wait until the Golem Secret Weapon is fully perfected!
   

        And on the path to perfection, an immense pool of human malice, he had long laid out his schemes. The key point is still to focus on the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        This is exactly the reason Casio has always paid close attention to the development of the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        On the Star Blue Rock Continent, under the stars and night sky of the Desolate Island.
   

        "What I am about to undertake is the first kind of Three Fists Combine."
   

        "That is, the unification of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission into ultimate Secret Martial Arts…"
   

        On the vast Plain, the wind stirs the grass, with fluffy white cattails flying chaotically. In an open space, two Silhouettes, one black and one red, sat cross-legged face-to-face.
   

        The aged Face of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was deeply moved. A pair of eyes that had been unexcited for millennia dilated, intently staring at Casio opposite him.
   

        After a good half a day, he barely managed to recover.
   

        "You... Your ambition is thousands and hundreds of times greater than I could have imagined!"
   

        He took a deep breath, his tone seemingly trembling slightly.
   

        "I had a vague guess about the first kind of Three Fists Combine that you mentioned. But I didn't expect that you actually had an even more ambitious second kind..."
   

        "Holy Fist, Domination Fist, Extreme Fist!"
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist pronounced these three Realms one by one.
   

        "Once successful, you will become a legend without precedent or followers…"
   

        "The myth of Secret Martial Arts!"
   

        "Or simply put: the God of Secret Martial Arts!!!"
   

        At this moment, he felt a tingling sensation in his scalp, his blood boiling in his chest.
   

        Secret Martial Artists spend their lives chasing after stronger combat power, grander realms. Even as a Saint Fist, he still follows this path.
   

        The feelings of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist at this time are akin to those of pilgrims from all over the world, who bow and kneel in worship, coming to revere the only current Saint Fist of the Magical Golem Sect with that same devoutness! Perhaps not as exaggerated, but the sincere pursuit at its core is pure and unadulterated.
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        "Casio..."
   

        "If possible, I must witness it! The second Triple Fist Integration... what kind of profound and unpredictable ultimate realm is it!"
   

        The aura of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist boiled like magma, and his eyes blazed like torches.
   

        "Of course."
   

        "I've been looking forward to that day for a long time..."
   

        Casio slowly opened his eyes.
   

        His deep pupils seemed like two black holes, capable of sucking in and devouring all light.
   

        He glanced at the white moon disc at the dome, then lowered his head again.
   

        Swish, swish, swish...
   

        On the ground, a dense array of fifteen secret manuals appeared, surrounding Casio in the center, forming a circular shape.
   

        Each secret manual quietly hovered above the ground, each one a different color: crimson, white, royal purple - as if they were sculpted from transparent glass. Faintly visible were the surrounding phantasms of dense stars.
   

        The parts of the Southern Dipper System split by the Qi Seal Inscription Method were all here.
   

        And today, these fifteen Southern Dipper Secret Manuals would be unified once again!
   

        "Blood Vulture, stay away from me, I'm starting!"
   

        Casio spoke softly, without lifting his head. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist vanished almost instantly, flickering away to dozens of miles away.
   

        He would patrol the perimeter, his figure agile as a dragon.
   

        With the might of a paramount Blood Vulture Bird, he would deter all enemies in the sky!
   

        On the spot, on the prairie, under the night sky.
   

        Casio took a deep breath, his hands slowly coming together in front of his chest.
   

        After a brief three to five seconds of silence, a fierce Devil's Flame ignited, engulfing his entire robust figure. The next instant, as the flames weakened, the body of a golem the size of an ordinary person became visible.
   

        Steel armor, silver-white metal, ferocious contour, and a chilling Devil's Flame.
   

        A black cloak swept the ground, exuding a powerful and dominant air.
   

        Before performing the Triple Fist Integration of the Southern Dipper, a strong physique was naturally needed for support. The Golem Secret Weapon had to be first activated to its utmost, bringing peak strength to life.
   

        The black fire clung to the surface of the silver-white armor, forming a thin layer.
   

        Beneath the serpent belly-style metal helmet visor, two red lights ignited.
   

        "Progressing step by step, from low to high, thoroughly digesting the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission."
   

        Click, click, click, a large metal palm reached down, suddenly grabbing one of the fifteen secret manuals. This manual, surrounded by faint flames, possessed an explosive power that seemed to shatter the heavens. It was indeed the Firestone Fist that the ascetics under Casio's command had practiced during the fifth retrospection.
   

        It was one of the (low-level) Six Parts of the Southern Dipper amongst the fifteen manuals.
   

        "Let's start with this one."
   

        The red light beneath the visor suddenly flashed, crackle, crackle, crackle!
   

        Golem Casio actually opened his mouth wide and began to devour the Firestone Fist secret manual, chewing it with great relish, as if gobbling it whole.
   

        Since this manual had been soaked in strange powers for a long time and had been meticulously perused and daily chanted in resonance by countless Magical Golem Sect disciples, its appearance was like red glass, and eating it was like crunching on gems. Casio chewed it a few times, and the fragments of the red stone were swallowed down.
   

        He meant to literally "eat" through the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission.
   

        After eating these fifteen secret manuals, Casio would achieve his Great Accomplishment in God's Work today!
   

        Boom, boom, boom, violent disturbances sounded from his body, like those from a reaction furnace, something was being digested bit by bit. At this moment, Casio pressed one hand against his chest, activating the rune without hesitation.
   

        The Wisdom Rune that had taken several retrospections to recover after the creation of the Golem Secret Weapon was going to be activated once more! And this time, it was going to be an unprecedented evolution, one that could take thousands of years for the Wisdom Rune to recover from! It was a goal merely achievable by pushing beyond the limits of overloading.
   

        Ding.
   

        Casio looked up, gazing towards the upper right corner of his field of view.
   

        There, a logo of the Ouroboros floated conspicuously: ∞.
   

        Ouroboros, the holy chalice of blood that brews the spirit.
   

        Drawing upon Disaster Essence, brewing the blood of spirit, bringing evolution.
   

        Over these years, through multiple retrospections, traversing two realms, a massive amount of slaughter.
   

        He had accumulated an untellable amount of Disaster Essence.
   

        Wisdom Rune ∞: ▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆▆×N
   

        Densely packed, covering the sky and land, seemingly endless.
   

        How much spiritual blood could this brew?
   

        I don't know, but it's countless!
   

        "Let us use this massive amount of spiritual blood, and with the ultimate overclocking of wisdom runes... let the three great Southern Dipper boxing methods transform into the myth of the Secret Martial Art!"
   

        Casio bowed his head low, choosing to use the wisdom runes!
   

        With a thought, the next instant, a dense mass of red patterns appeared before his eyes, shielding his entire field of view. The patterns layered and accrued, completely turning the view ahead into a sea of blood red. At his chest, the dark azure Ouroboros logo spun, drops of spiritual blood trickling down.
   

        Drip-drip... pitter-patter... gushing... booming!
   

        A drop of water, a small stream, a waterfall, and then a big river!
   

        Spiritual blood surged out wildly, causing Casio's Saint Fist level spiritual will to tremble and boil, receiving an unprecedented amplification.
   

        Roar! A monstrous will like a frenzied dragon burst forth from within his body, coiling and hovering in the sky, momentaneously changing the color of the world.
   

        Within hundreds of kilometers, the cloud layer above the night sky was slowly swept away, even with light rain falling amidst the changing winds and clouds.
   

        In the night, a huge white rotating ring occupied the top of the sky. In the center of the ring, there was a hollow, perfectly framing a round and white moon. The moonlight, like a pillar of light, shone down on one person.
   

        Ding-ding-ding...
   

        Golem Casio still maintained a seated posture with hands clasped together in meditation.
   

        On the surface of his formidable body, several purple stars lit up, not flickering but shining brightly. The Firestone Fist, inheriting the explosive characteristics of the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, after being consumed by Casio, lit up several points of the Star Python Constellation 3D map on the golem's body surface, dazzling brightly.
   

        "Just like that, a good beginning..."
   

        The red light on Golem Casio's mask flickered, and the wildly boiling will furiously absorbed the secret skills of the Firestone Fist from the inside out. Moreover, it transformed these secret skills into grains of sand, beginning to construct the foundation of a magnificent temple under construction. This signified that the powers and understanding of the Southern Dipper secret techniques Casio cultivated were shattered and reassembled into a greater existence.
   

        I don't know how much time passed, the winds howled, and the light rain stopped.
   

        The secret knowledge gained from devouring the Firestone Fist was now completely exhausted.
   

        Tap, the Iron Palm reached out again.
   

        Grabbing another transparent Secret Manual, the Tsunami Fist!
   

        Crack-crack-crack, another Secret Manual disappeared into Casio's mouth.
   

        It looked as if a demon was devouring the stars.
   

        Ding.
   

        Several crimson stars lit up slowly on the golem's body surface.
   

        Next, every time Casio consumed one of The Six Parts of Southern Dipper (lower level), different-colored stars lit up on his body surface. The Wisdom Runes on his chest resonated with it, and the Ouroboros logo kept spinning and extracting, causing the river-like massive spiritual blood to roar out as fuel.
   

        Time ticked away, and the entire Desolate Island was agitated by the terrifying will and magnetic field Casio unleashed, with cloud layers stretching hundreds of miles covering the sky. Sometimes heavy rain fell, then evaporated in an instant. Thunder roared, gales howled past, bringing extreme weather changes.
   

        Hail, heatwaves, tornados, and microbursts one by one appeared.
   

        It's just that this Sea Island was remote and rarely visited.
   

        Otherwise, it would have already caused unimaginable severe damage.
   

        On the plain of the Desolate Island,
   

        A seated golem silhouette abruptly opened both eyes, exhaling a howling breath. Ding! The sixty-sixth star was lit! Twenty-two crimson acupuncture points, twenty-two brilliant purple, twenty-two pure white.
   

        The Six Parts of Southern Dipper (lower level) had all been completely consumed.
   

        The first stage of the Three Fists Combine was finally completed!
   

        Boom!
   

        A fearsome Southern Dipper Aura burst forth, piercing straight into the heavens.
   

        Passing through the troposphere, the stratosphere, exceeding a height of one hundred thousand meters.
   

        It was as if declaring the imminent arrival of the King of Spirit!
   

        At the same time, in the Extreme North Ice Abyss, where day and night stretch on.
   

        Suddenly, a grand will stirred and vibrated back and forth at the bottom of the Ice Abyss.
   

        "Who is it!"
   

        "Who is breaking the world's limit?!"
   

        "This aura, this power..."
   

        "Is about to take one step and reach perfection!!!"
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        Boom Boom Boom!
   

        The ice plains trembled, and huge cracks rapidly spread.
   

        Snow fluttered down like icy swords falling from the sky.
   

        "Is it Southern Dipper?"
   

        "Impossible, White Bird has already fallen in a fiery descent, Blood Vulture was driven to a dead end a hundred years ago, and Sonic Snake is eternally entangled with Umirah. None of these have the possibility to advance further! Definitely unable to break through the ultimate limit..."
   

        At the bottom of the abyss, the shaking will echoed in waves.
   

        "Could it be an outsider? Someone like Southern Cross?!"
   

        It guessed the most likely outcome. Because in the ancient battle that sealed Xiadu, it was due to the sudden participation of the mysterious external God Southern Cross Holy Fist, which led to the defeat of Xiadu.
   

        If, in these tens of thousands of years, another external visitor chased the light of the Southern Dipper Star and stood with humanity, it wouldn't be impossible.
   

        "Damn Oyon Scarlo!!!"
   

        "My strength has almost fully recovered, soon I will completely erase the White Bird Burning Mark. When I break out, it will be the arrival of the second tide of catastrophes, sweeping over the World of Calamities and the Real World! With absolute overwhelming power, unrivalled strength, and opening the remaining two gates of Heaven…"
   

        "But now, there's been a change."
   

        "A change, an annoying change!!!"
   

        The dreadful will climbed to its peak.
   

        Boom Boom Boom Boom Boom…
   

        Inside the Extreme North Ice Abyss, echoes of explosions resonated, with layers of giant white air circles compressing and erupting from the exit, shooting straight into the sky.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A section of pitch-black crystalline giant scale-covered arm leaped out from the bottom of the abyss, its speed unimaginable. The arm, like a mountain range soaring through the sky, cast a massive shadow while rapidly shifting.
   

        The hot sizzling magma dripped down from the scales.
   

        It splattered on the ice plains, forming small hills.
   

        The ice layer evaporated, thick white steam covering the earth.
   

        Boom Boom Boom Boom Boom!
   

        At the top of the sky, the giant arm accelerated continuously, forming white sonic booms in its wake. It rushed out beyond the Arctic Circle, heading specifically towards a desolate island on the southern part of the Star Blue Rock Continent!
   

        High-altitude air currents were pushed aside in layers, swiftly slicing past the arm's scales, forming a thin layer of mist-like veil. On closer inspection, the immense scale-like hills bore white bird burning marks. Most of the marks had faded, but a few still shimmered with holy flames that seemed never to extinguish.
   

        These were traces left from that great battle of the past when White Bird Sacred Fist burned life and its origin to severely damage Xiadu. Even two hundred years later, the will in the marks still had residual warmth!
   

        "No matter who you are, no matter where you come from?"
   

        "I will eliminate you before the second tide of catastrophes arrives!"
   

        "When Heaven's Gate opens, there absolutely can't be any uncertainties beside me!"
   

        Boom Boom Boom, Xiadu itself pierced through the thick cloud layer, even breaking through the troposphere, accelerating like a giant missile in the stratosphere.
   

        It's coming to kill Casio!!!
   

        On a massive desolate island at the southern end of Star Blue Rock Continent.
   

        Casio completed the first stage of Three Fists Combine, surrounded by sixty-six three-colored stars, dazzlingly bright. As he sat cross-legged, he resembled planets orbiting a star, carrying a profound mystical allure.
   

        "The foundation has been laid, next up is the second stage."
   

        Under the Demon Idol's Metal Mask, red pupils looked towards the ground.
   

        Fifteen Southern Dipper Secrets had disappeared six, leaving only nine floating mid-air, forming three 3D triangular shapes. Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, White Bird Fist, and Sonic Snake Fist floated at the top, parallel to each other. Below them, six books were arranged according to their hierarchy, like Decomposition Fist and Spiral Fist right below Red Vulture Fist.
   

        This was a stable support relationship, with layers progressively bearing the weight.
   

        Without previously absorbing Shadow Moon Fist and Tsunami Fist, Casio couldn't absorb Decomposition Fist and Spiral Fist, let alone the final Red Vulture Fist.
   

        Step by step from low to high, only then can the foundation grow ever stronger like a spring compressed to its limit.
   

        Once it breaks through, the spring releases, the next second it soars to the skies!
   

        "I want the Southern Dipper Three Fists Combine to be a wide-spreading, thriving tree, not just a fleeting castle in the air…"
   

        Just like the final battle in the fifth Retrospection, when Casio borrowed the power of Southern Dipper Three Fists and forcibly combined the three fists. Even without striking that blow against Xiadu, his own origin would have collapsed and perished.
   

        It's just like studying, the foundation must be solid.
   

        You must fully understand the basics, or else you won't be able to follow what comes next.
   

        "Thoroughly chew, digest completely."
   

        Demon Idol reached out with an Iron Palm again, grabbing one of the high-level Six Parts of Southern Dipper. It directly put it in its mouth and started to chew.
   

        By devouring the three fists of Southern Dipper Six Parts, he could achieve the Supreme Secret Transmission!
   

        Crunch Crunch Crunch…
   

        The glass shards broke down, disappearing bit by bit inside the formidable jaws.
   

        A new tide of power surged, spreading out from Casio's nuclear reactor-like robust body, triggering changes in the weather on the desolate island.
   

        The second stage of Southern Dipper Three Fists Combine began!
   

        At the same time, on the outskirts of the desolate island, a silhouette stood amidst the extreme weather. But, whether it was the violent Hurricane or the Lightning Ray, none could affect it in the slightest. In the pouring rain, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist soared at high speed in mid-air, with the Blood Vulture's shadow fluttering its wings behind.
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        With one flap of its wings, it could appear at another remote boundary as if teleporting. The entire island was under the surveillance area of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        Since Casio emerged from seclusion with the combined power of Three Fists Combine, even though this island was secluded, the tumultuous changes in its fierce weather still attracted attention. Some human ships sailed this way, but were quickly driven away by stormy weathers.
   

        They couldn't even get close to the island.
   

        However, some supernatural forces sensed something unusual about the island and came to investigate. The weaker ones met the same fate as ordinary humans, overwhelmed by the extreme power of the weather. Some stronger entities managed to break through the storm band, intending to set foot on the island to discover its secrets.
   

        But before they could even land, they were dizzily greeted by the sound of a bird's chirp amidst the terrifying storm. Then everything went black, the earth and sky spun, and their brains shook. When they regained their senses, they found themselves dozens of miles away from the island, along with their ships.
   

        This bewildering situation seemed almost like divine intervention.
   

        Actually, these supernatural forces were the lucky ones, given their human nature. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist only expelled them, without senseless slaughter. At most, it slightly punished them, serving a lesson not to attempt approaching the island again. But some forces drawn by the commotion were less fortunate. Any closer approach resulted in instantaneous killing, their corpses mangled into mud by Gale.
   

        This island was like a pitch-dark abyss; no matter how much power was dumped into it, there was no response. Soon, those disaster forces suffering heavy losses gave up. The human side's supernatural forces no longer tried to enter the island but stayed at its periphery to observe and watch vigilantly.
   

        Among these supernatural forces, the largest scale belonged to the official forces of the Star Blue Empire. One by one, the Executors from the Star Watching Tower appeared on the southern coastal area of Star Blue Rock Continent. The branches of the Star Watching Tower kicked into full action, and even highly esteemed and powerful priests and priestesses made frequent appearances.
   

        Recently, a priestess named Andrea arrived on the southern coast.
   

        She was one of the top three priests in the entire Star Watching Tower, an exceptionally beautiful woman who was once nearly lauded as the pearl of the Star Blue Empire. For reasons unknown, she later joined the Star Watching Tower and became the foremost disciple of the High Priest, the tower's head. Now, she was hailed as the most likely successor to the High Priest.
   

        This was because Andrea, like the High Priest, possessed a Mental Origin Energy similar to prophetic precognition. She could see the fundamentally underlying clues in the convoluted whirl of events and gain premonitory intuitions from certain mysterious and elusive scenarios.
   

        The Star Watching Tower specifically sent Andrea to find out the truth behind Yakasen Island. What was the cause behind its extreme changes?
   

        On March 17th, several steel ships formed a fleet departing from the southern part of Star Blue Empire. After nearly a day's sail, they reached the outskirts of Yakasen Island's storm band. The fleet did not venture in but floated quietly on the sea surface. At the bow, a tall elegant woman in a white robe with a cloak stood slowly. She wore a silk belt around her waist beautifully knotted at one side. Her seaweed-like blue hair was pinned up, revealing a smooth forehead, radiant features, and deep blue eyes.
   

        Especially those eyes, pure blue, without even pupils.
   

        They looked like a massive piece of pure, transparent sapphire.
   

        Looking into them was like seeing your own dirty, foul self reflected.
   

        As if looking into a mirror.
   

        "Priestess Andrea, should we... proceed next?"
   

        Beside her, an Executor in a white hat quietly inquired.
   

        "No need, staying at the periphery is enough,"
   

        Andrea's expression remained unchanged, just staring deeply ahead.
   

        There, the weather swiftly changed, and various extreme climates chaotically entangled.
   

        She, following her teacher—the High Priest of Star Watching Tower's order—came to Yakasen Island. Yet, the High Priest had advised her never to step into the storm's center, as she would be shattered by endless powerful forces. Something very terrifying had happened there, capable of impacting the entire world.
   

        Ten days ago, the High Priest exhausted five years of her lifespan, without reservation, propelled the Origin Energy with the help of five artifacts within the Star Watching Tower to obtain a vague premonition. Now, Andrea was meant to verify and clarify this premonition from a close range. The source of turbulence on Yakasen Island might influence the entire Star Blue Empire, or even the southern part of Star Blue Rock Continent!
   

        The Empire needed to formulate countermeasures promptly, rather than sitting idly by.
   

        "Other than that one immovable artifact in the Star Watching Tower, the other four have been given to me by my teacher. Coupled with my fundamentally stronger ability than teacher's precognitive energy—the Reflective Magic Mirror, perhaps I can glimpse into the situation and understand what the Star Watching Tower should do next…"
   

        At the bow, with the support of many priests and Executors, Andrea swiftly set up a large mechanism, which involved transforming the entire ship to carry the power of the four artifacts
   

        "Let's see what will happen on Yakasen Island…"
   

        Andrea, smelling the special spiced incense, slowly closed her eyes. The Reflective Magic Mirror was activated at this moment, and the treasures around the ship vibrated, emitting a brilliant blue orbital glow. In that instant, the surroundings seemed to enter a dream-like grey world where everything stood still.
   

        She slowly opened her eyes, looking exhaustedly towards the mirror.
   

        The scene in the mirror was like a floating God's field of view, pushing deeper into the interior of Yakasen Island. Along the way, the terrifying power of nature sent shivers down one's spine. Large Lightning Trees penetrated the earth, Gale roared like a dragon in the wild, and house-sized hailstones fell like meteorites.
   

        "What on earth is inside…"
   

        Screech!!!
   

        An extremely terrifying bird cry shook the heavens and whooshed by swiftly. The next second, she saw a part of an unimaginably colossal blood-red predator emerge from the clouds, dense lightning bombarding it without causing any harm. Boom, the Blood Vulture Bird plummeted downwards, gripping onto the tallest and largest peak of Yakasen Island with claws half the size of the mountain, making the kilometer-high peak seem like a small mound.
   

        The view shifted downwards, beside the mountain, a plain swept across by tricolor divine light.
   

        Crimson, pure white, and royal purple, sixty-six phantasmal stars encompassed nearly a hundred miles of land. At the center of this planet-like rotation around a star, a silhouette in Black Armor with a Cloak sat like a demon. Five Glazed Books floated in front of him, emanating a mystical aura.
   

        On the surface of the Black Armor silhouette, a terrifying power slightly pulsated, exuding from the body resembling a nuclear reactor. The entire Yakasen Island was stirred into this mess by this overflowing aura!
   

        Those extreme weathers and Natural Disasters were man-made!
   

        "Oh my God!"
   

        Andrea widened her eyes in shock, her heart churning like stormy tsunamis. She failed to notice that at the moment when the Blood Vulture Bird appeared on screen, the four treasures at the corners of the ship had begun to crack inch by inch, rapidly losing their strength and origin. The orbital trails on the entire ship were violently extracted, and blood-tears fell from the corners of Andrea's eyes!
   

        Direct gaze at a God results in merciless burns from the blazing radiance.
   

        "This is…"
   

        In the magic mirror, the strong silhouette surrounded by stars suddenly opened his eyes. The Devil's Flame on his body surface blazed violently.
   

        "Blood Vulture, protect me!"
   

        "Xiadu is here!!!"
   

        Almost the next second, at the peak of the firmament directly above Yakasen Island.
   

        A massive shadow unbelievable in scale was plummeting down swiftly. The intense friction ignited flames, and the spewing Disasters' Dark Energy harbored an evil will that could corrupt the entire world. At that moment, it arrived!
   

        "Oyon Scarlo!"
   

        "Die!!!!!!"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A giant scaly arm that obscured the sun mercilessly smashed towards the Earth.
   

        "Want to kill someone?"
   

        Boom!
   

        A blood shadow soared into the sky, agile like a dragon.
   

        Confronting with a dominating force capable of subduing heaven and earth!
   

        "Did you ask me first!!!"
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        Boom boom boom boom boom boom boom!
   

        Above Yakasen Island, a gigantic hand with pitch-black scales descended from the heavens, exerting its pressure. At the same time, a super-giant Blood Vulture Bird flapped its wings vigorously, charging and swooping up violently! These two colossal beings, beyond any normal human's imagination, compressed and shattered the cloud layers in the air, colliding with an extraordinary force!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A rapidly expanding explosive mushroom cloud swept across.
   

        At a speed invisible to the naked eye, it covered the entire Yakasen Island!
   

        "Ah!!!"
   

        Outside the storm band of Yakasen Island, on a giant steel ship, Andrea closed her eyes the moment the collision occurred. Tears of blood trickled from the corners of her eyes, sliding over her fair skin. She could no longer maintain her Precognitive Energy Mirror, the mirror that had always existed in Andrea's heart and dreams, had just shattered.
   

        This represents the damage to the Original Source, unknown how long it would take to recover.
   

        At the same time, the four treasures brought from the Star Watching Tower Headquarters, positioned at the corners of the steel ship, were also completely destroyed in an instant. The large-scale energy on the entire ship was drained, leaving dense cracks all over. This was the price of glimpsing the divine, even if only for a few seconds.
   

        "In the images just now..."
   

        "An incredibly terrifying scene..."
   

        "That was, Battle of the Gods!!!"
   

        Andrea pressed her hands against her eyes, enduring the pain, gasping out, "The last revelation from the Precognitive Energy was that Yakasen Island will become a Battlefield of Gods, and its influence will cover thousands of kilometers on the southern coastline of the Star Blue Rock Continent. The residents and forces there must evacuate..."
   

        "And, I don't know if it's just my illusion. I had a vague premonition that this battle will change the entire world and the fate of humanity in the future. Extreme destruction or unprecedented prosperity… both will be conclusively determined by the outcome of this battle!"
   

        She recorded these two revelations in a golden box at the fastest speed, clicking it shut. Granted by the royalty, it was one of a pair. Place information into one box, and even thousands of miles apart, the other box could instantaneously receive the exact same information.
   

        "Go, move quickly!"
   

        After doing all this, Andrea stumbled to her feet and headed towards the ship's cockpit. She pulled the silk waistband from around her hips and quickly tied it over her injured eyes, while running full force and shouting loudly.
   

        "Away from Yakasen Island! Full speed return!"
   

        Immediately, the ship began to move, turning around at top speed.
   

        But, it was still a step too late.
   

        In just a few seconds, the terrifying aftershocks of the collision at the center of Yakasen Island had arrived. Turning to look, it was like thousands of troops rushing at extreme speed high in the clouds, layer upon layer of overwhelming air waves resembling a flowing tsunami. Most horrifying was the visibly super-giant shock wave.
   

        As it swept over the sea surface, it stirred up ghost waves hundreds of meters high!
   

        "No... no... no!"
   

        "Holy Spirit above!"
   

        "The sky is falling! The sky is falling!"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        The aftermath of the battle swept over, darkening the skies. At this moment, even an aircraft carrier here would be flipped and shattered to the seabed by the giant waves!
   

        As for those Executors wielding supernatural powers, how many could survive depended on luck. At least, their survival rate was a hundred times stronger than ordinary people. Among them, the strong might be fortunate to be spared.
   

        *************************************
   

        In the Core Area of Yakasen Island, a massive battle erupted.
   

        Xiadu surged up from the Extreme North Ice Abyss through the stratosphere, traveling all the way here.
   

        With an overwhelming force, it aimed to suppress everything!
   

        But, what it never expected was that beside this mysterious person, who was in the process of breaking through to Perfect Combat Power, there was another at ready.
   

        And this Perfect Combat Power, Xiadu was all too familiar with.
   

        One of the Southern Dipper Three Fist, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist!
   

        "Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist! Blood Vulture, how could it be you!"
   

        The giant hand with dark scales smashing towards Earth, and the bloody burning bird charging upward, collided mid-air, locked in arm wrestling. Catastrophic Energy surged out endlessly from the cracks between the scales on the giant hand, corrupting the world. Meanwhile, the giant Blood Vulture wings blazed like flames, with the Deathfang Power deep like abysses.
   

        Both wildly consuming each other, triggering a horrific power shake.
   

        At this moment, Xiadu's will operated at an unimaginably fast pace. The sudden appearance of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist startled it!
   

        "How could it not be me!?"
   

        "Hahaha, Xiadu, we meet again!"
   

        The giant Blood Vulture Bird's phantasm, with crimson light blazing at the pupils.
   

        Contrary to the shocked Xiadu, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was at this moment incredibly calm, even displaying an excitement from unknown origins. Now with his strength returned to its peak, reaching Perfect Combat Power, his momentum and will stronger than ever before. Even if Xiadu were to come, goddamn it, let's fight!
   

        Xiadu, which had only opened one Heaven's Gate, was not worth fearing for Blood Vulture Dominant Fist! If necessary, just like the previous White Bird Sacred Fist, completely burn the Original Source. Let Xiadu hear the thunderous roar of Blood Vulture diving from the clouds!
   

        "You... didn't realize when you had regained Perfect Combat Power..."
   

        Xiadu's will became unprecedentedly alert and solemn.
   

        Before its last seclusion, the situation in The Deep World was favorable on the side of the Catastrophes. Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Totem King were mutually wounded, and then ambushed by a newly born Full-fledged Catastrophe of Oblivion. His entire being was nearly but a shadow left. Once exposed, it was a hundred percent certain to be utter annihilation.
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        But, after only a decade or so of seclusion,
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist has somehow escaped from the desperate situation, and his terrifying injuries have been healed, clearly in a healthier state than when confronting the Totem King. His Qi is as vast as the ocean, Dominant Thoughts sweep across the wastelands.
   

        "It's him! The changes in Blood Vulture must have been caused by him!!!"
   

        The will of Xiadu suddenly shifted, looking over at the plains above Yakasen Island in the distance, where a silhouette of a Demon Idol is voraciously devouring books.
   

        Three-colored divine lights swept across the universe, illuminating each Southern Dipper Star one by one.
   

        The Aura that had already reached Perfect Combat Power began to assault the Limit gradually and resolutely, advancing towards the supreme domain that only the former Xiadu could aspire to.
   

        "The Magical Golem Sect? The Golem Sect Master!!!"
   

        "And when did you..."
   

        Once again, Xiadu was shocked, its will trembled twice within a mere ten seconds. It was not the outsider from beyond realms as Xiadu had speculated, but the Golem Sect Master who had been at odds with the Door Organization! How could it be him? Wasn't he the one who had just broken through to the Holy Fist Realm a few months ago? Xiadu once had a clone intercepted and killed by Casio.
   

        At that time, Casio was much stronger than an ordinary Holy Fist, but far from the Perfect Realm. Even the former Moon God, Pale Origin, and others, he was no match for them. Yet, after another Retrospection, Casio's power soared, compressing the Realm that ordinary Holy Fists would take millennia to accumulate into just a few years during the Era of Retrospection.
   

        "Southern Dipper Three Fist, practicing all three together..."
   

        "You are trying to Combine the Three Fists of the Southern Dipper Vein!"
   

        Xiadu quickly realized what Casio was up to. Combining the Three Fists was absolutely a groundbreaking move, a choice unparalleled in history. Once successful, Golem Sect Master Casio would inevitably become a formidable foe for Xiadu in the future!
   

        As for why it's the future.
   

        That's because Xiadu, with only one Heaven's Gate opened currently, is definitely no match for Casio after Combining the Three Fists! Only when the seals of all Three Gates of Heaven are unlocked and the true body of Xiadu descends completely can he compare.
   

        "I will never let you succeed!"
   

        "I will make you forever fall into the midst of the Disasters!!!"
   

        Boom!
   

        A colossal black Scaled hand burst through the Blood Vulture Bird, with each Scale representing a Sinful Demon Well, endlessly spewing bursts of Dark Energy. Dense Black Clouds covered half of the sky above Yakasen Island!
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        A menacing and sinister Long Spear was born among the Black Clouds.
   

        Wrapped with purplish-black Chains, the spearhead sported a row of blinking eyes, resembling crimson, fallen Gems.
   

        On either side of each Gem, curved, spine-like white Bones grew like spider legs. From afar, the spear appeared to be a fierce beast's Skeleton, vertebrae and ribs connected.
   

        Fallen Meteor Spear!
   

        Conceptually ranked in the top ten among the Ultimate Dark Entities of Endless Calamity.
   

        A being called the Eternal Fallen Demon used this Core Ability. This Fallen Meteor Spear, precisely cast from the Vertebrae of the Eternal Fallen Demon. Possessing it meant wielding seventy percent of the Eternal Fallen Demon's power. With extreme penetrating Characteristics and terrifying corruption Characteristics, it was the perfect weapon to forcibly interrupt Casio's Combining of the Three Fists!
   

        Xiadu, with one-third of the body released from its seal, could now wield the Core Abilities of other top ten calamity concepts!
   

        Ever-changing and endless,
   

        Compared to the will that descended during The Sixth Retrospection in the World of Calamities, the means at the disposal of Xiadu's true body were far greater and far stronger!
   

        "No one can defy my will!"
   

        "Go! Fallen Meteor Spear!"
   

        The pitch-black scaled hand of Xiadu's true form grabbed the gruesome spear, tore off the Black Clouds and Chains on it. Sliding its palm down, pressing each rib into the grooves on the spear, the force of decay grew increasingly intense until reaching a pinnacle.
   

        Whoosh!!!
   

        The Long Spear was thrown out, piercing through space in the blink of an eye.
   

        A black meteor streaked across the sky, aiming straight for the Demon Idol's silhouette!
   

        Just as the Fallen Meteor Spear was about to reach its target.
   

        Clang!
   

        A blood-colored silhouette, appearing like a rainbow piercing the sun, forcefully blocked its path. The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill did not hesitate to unleash its first stage! The strongest piercing move in the world, none other than this one!
   

        The two immensely piercing attacks collided.
   

        Deafening explosions erupted, engulfing one-third of Yakasen Island in flames. All the woods and hills were swept by the fire.
   

        In just a second or two, everything was reduced to ash.
   

        Whoosh! Whoosh!
   

        A spear shadow and a silhouette were flung back rapidly.
   

        The silhouette spun quickly in mid-air, landing heavily with a smack. In the next instant, it assumed a strong piercing stance, as if gathering power to strike the heavens. The palm of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist stretched back fiercely, ready to swoop down and strike prey like an eagle. The crimson Qi unfolded like ripples from a concentrated circle.
   

        On the other side, Xiadu grasped the Fallen Meteor Spear, regarding the one-third closed eyes upon it as a newfound challenge.
   

        Even for Xiadu, dealing with a Perfect Combat Power opponent who fought desperately, undying and unyielding, there was no easy solution. The opponent was, after all, in a demonic self-boosting state, with every move overpoweringly strong.
   

        For Xiadu personally, being hit by the third stage of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill would likely result in a heavy price to pay. If only the injuries inflicted by the White Bird Sacred Fist were completely healed, it could slowly suppress and gain the upper hand over the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Unfortunately, Xiadu was short by about a hundred White Bird Burning Marks and approximately a month's time.
   

        Now, as it confronted the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, the White Bird Burning Marks sensed the same Southern Dipper Aura within Xiadu and began to stir, distracting its concentration. Xiadu had no doubt that the will of the White Bird remaining in the burning marks would burst out just as it was about to succeed. Turning what should have been a decisive blow into its biggest vulnerability.
   

        At that time, if the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist were to seize the opportunity, it would be incredibly dangerous!
   

        A dilemma arose in that moment.
   

        Xiadu wanted to interrupt and possibly kill Golem Casio, who was at a critical moment of breakthrough! But it feared the White Bird Burning Marks on its body, and the eagerly watching Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, worried about sustaining injuries that could affect the overall situation. After all, it intended to open two Gates of Heaven during the second wave of Disasters and release its true self!
   

        If it were seriously wounded and its strength exhausted, that would be very difficult to achieve.
   

        Various concerns made Xiadu hesitate to trade injury for injury to interrupt Casio's breakthrough. It could only stand off against the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, looking for an opportunity or opening. Once the chance came, Xiadu would strike with full force without hesitation!
   

        On Yakasen Island, three-colored divine light shone bright, and a formidable figure surrounded by Southern Dipper stars stood firm as a rock. Casio sat cross-legged, hands quietly clasped in front of his chest, as the terrible ripples from the fight between Xiadu and the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist seemed to have no effect on him. From the day Casio rescued the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and decided to have it guard his path, he had given it complete trust. The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist would help him, even at the cost of its own life!
   

        Even if the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist perished...
   

        It would never let Casio's breakthrough be interrupted!
   

        "The tide of Calamities is coming soon, I must speed up..."
   

        Golem Casio looked up, glanced at the crimson Blood Vulture clashing with the terrifying giant hand, and then at the top of the dome of the sky. As if seeing through all external appearances and perceiving the deep changes in the world, where undercurrents pushed in waves.
   

        Little by little, step by step, triggering a super-gigantic tide!
   

        "Judging by his condition, there's still not a short amount of time left. If he has not broken through when the World of Calamities descends, that would be my best opportunity! But that chance will only exist for a brief moment as the Disasters begin. If I still can't take him down, I'll have to open Heaven's Gate. I absolutely cannot miss the critical moment of the second wave of Disasters..."
   

        High above, Xiadu summoned a storm, striking the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and forcing it to retreat.
   

        "Once my three seals are fully released..."
   

        "It will be the burial moment for you Southern Dipper rabble amidst the Disasters!!!"
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        After Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and the commencement of the massacre in Xiadu, Yakasen Island in the southern part of Star Blue Rock Continent has completely become a forbidden zone of life. This was no longer a storm triggered by Casio's breakthrough of the Three Fists Combine and partial leakage of aura. Instead, it was the terrifying aftermath caused by the clash of killing moves from two beings with Perfect Combat Power.
   

        The colossal tsunami, centered on Yakasen Island, spread in all directions layer upon layer, completely destroying the original coastal shipping routes and ports.
   

        Some unlucky cargo ships witnessed a once-in-a-lifetime sight of hundred-meter-high waves that blotted out the sky! Some exceptionally lucky sailors survived and returned to land, frantically recounting their encounters with the rage of the Sea God. It was a deity from the depths of the ocean enraged!
   

        Star Blue Empire, Capital, Star Watching Tower.
   

        In an elegant and luxurious room, a crystal lamp quietly hung from the ceiling, with delicate chains dangling down, illuminating the surroundings. Near the window, a large bed covered with soft, top-quality satin was placed. The walls around it were carved with the shapes of freshly bloomed roses, and a subtle fragrance hovered in the air, seemingly a kind of spice exclusively used by the royal family.
   

        It had calming effects.
   

        But even the pleasant fragrance couldn't mask a faint stench of blood coming from inside the room. The source of the blood scent was the silhouette lying on the bed, with seaweed-like blue hair hanging from the edge of the blanket.
   

        "Cough cough cough...cough cough cough..."
   

        Suddenly, intense coughing sounds erupted.
   

        "Where...where am I! My...ah! My eyes!!!"
   

        At the head of the bed, the blanket was flung open, and a beautiful figure half sat up.
   

        The eyes were covered with a soft white satin, delicately tied.
   

        "Click!"
   

        The door suddenly opened, and upon hearing the noise, the people outside quickly rushed in. It was an elderly figure dressed in an opulent High Priest robe.
   

        "Andrea, you've finally awakened!"
   

        The elder approached the bedside and spoke.
   

        "Teacher?"
   

        Andrea suddenly turned her head towards the source of the voice.
   

        "It's me."
   

        The High Priest sat at the head of the bed: "Your fleet's wreckage was found along the coast. Some priests and executors survived, some have already awakened, but you were constantly unconscious. Was it you who protected the entire fleet at the crucial moment with the self-defense artifact I gave you? Next time, don't do it again. You are my successor, far more precious than an entire fleet..."
   

        "Teacher, I..." Andrea was about to explain but then suddenly remembered something: "Teacher! The events that happened on Yakasen Island might be billions of times more terrifying than you anticipated..."
   

        "It was a thorough God War!!!"
   

        March 30th, two days after Andrea's awakening.
   

        With the massive resources from the High Priest and the Star Watching Tower, she regained partial vision in her eyes. Immediately, she drew all the internal scenes of Yakasen Island she observed through the premonition magic mirror.
   

        There were four pictures, all portraying immensely magnificent scenes.
   

        It looked like the descent of holy spirits from religious myths.
   

        The first picture, a gigantic blood-red predatory bird with a single claw seizing the top of a kilometer-high mountain peak, flapping its wings to the sky as dense thunder struck.
   

        The second picture, a silhouette in armor with a black cloak, hands joined and seated cross-legged on a plain, surrounded by a tricolor holy light of stars.
   

        The third picture, above the island, a sky-covering dark smoke scaly giant arm pressing down, a terrifying evil will contaminating the world.
   

        The last picture, the colossal blood-colored predatory bird soared to the sky, colliding terribly with the dark smoke scaly giant palm, while the armored silhouette on the ground remained as steadfast as Mount Tai.
   

        "A claw of a predatory bird that can compare to a kilometer-high mountain!"
   

        "Do such terrifying creatures really exist in this world?"
   

        "That celestial descending dark smoke giant hand, from the description, how does it resemble the dark creatures that ravage human society, those Evil Spirits..."
   

        "The blood-colored predatory bird and the armored silhouette seemed to be allies, and the later scaly giant hand, opposing them, wanted to destroy something..."
   

        The professional staff of the royal family and the Star Watching Tower, each made interpretations.
   

        They even wanted to research relevant documents to identify the divine presence appearing in these four paintings, to find out who it actually was! However, there was no immediate result, even comparing myths from various locations yielded no similar findings.
   

        Until April 2nd, after attending the Florence International Economic Conference in the Hong Li Empire, Fifth Prince Oumai and Sixth Prince Xia Luo, following the return of their delegation, distinctly recognized that the armored Demon Idol figure in the second picture surprisingly resembled the sculpture of the Golem Sect Master at the Golem Sect Headquarters!
   

        Oumai and Xia Luo, after the end of the International Economic Conference, had visited the Golem Sect Headquarters for a while with a token given by Casio.
   

        And even secretly entered the sect.
   

        Naturally, The Six Parts of Southern Dipper, Magic Heart Secret Book, already witnessed and entered. Those glazed color mysterious secret books left a deep impression. Strikingly, they were the suspended items in front of the armored figure in the second picture! Could it be, the person in this picture is the Golem Sect Master!
   

        Star Blue Empire Royal Palace, inside a grand hall.
   

        "Are you saying that the person on Yakasen Island is not some spiritual being from myth and legend... but the current Golem Sect Master of the Hong Li Federation?"
   

        "That one and only Saint Fist!"
   

        The Master of the Star Watching Tower, the High Priest, the King of the Star Blue Empire, were all plunged into deep shock. The power of humans has limits, while the power of nature is endless? Pure nonsense! The aura leaked by the Golem Sect Master triggered changes in the weather, normal disaster powers multiplied by hundreds of times! The Master of the Star Watching Tower and others didn't doubt that the terrifying battle erupting there could sink the entire Yakasen Island into the seabed!
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        This is simply a supreme mighty power that rivals the shifting and colliding of tectonic plates!
   

        "Do what is humanly possible, and leave the rest to fate..."
   

        "Just do it according to the prophecy from the Star Watching Tower."
   

        The King of the Star Blue Empire, feeling helpless, waved his hand. He was already at the pinnacle of power in the world, but some things were beyond comprehension, existing in another realm unimaginable. The Golem Sect Master, this era's Saint Fist, possessed individual might capable of destroying the entire Star Blue Empire.
   

        "All of you may leave, except for Oumai and Xia Luo."
   

        In the hall, the Star Blue King ordered everyone to leave, keeping only the Fifth Prince and the Sixth Princess behind. Apparently, it had something to do with their now allegiance to the Golem Sect. The Sixth Princess Xia Luo had claimed that she had seen the Golem Sect Master and had a magical conversation and dealings with him.
   

        Sometimes, opportunity always comes by coincidence.
   

        After that, there would be more than those four heirs to the Star Blue Empire.
   

        ***************************************
   

        Things have been anything but calm in the Hong Li Federation over the past month.
   

        As time passed, massive changes occurred across the entire continent. A myriad of disasters and crises rapidly increased in frequency and scale. Flash floods, landslides, violent storms, and frequent earthquakes and tsunamis erupted as if disasters and bad luck had burst forth simultaneously.
   

        In the deep world, seawaves breached their barriers, unleashing a massive tidal surge.
   

        And the Calamity Tunnels, closely associated with the calamity invasion, appeared densely like a wasp nest — everywhere from the far south to the distant north! Many places witnessed invasions and killings by dark creatures.
   

        Fortunately, the Magical Golem Sect, which suddenly emerged, had integrated the Secret Martial Arts World in a short time. The Four Great Kings Boxing, seated in four directions, commanded and coordinated with no significant oversights. Moreover, as the Golem Martial Academy crazily expanded and the Secret Martial Art power opened up to ordinary people, the entire Secret Martial Arts World expanded significantly, with even some villages having Secret Martial Artists.
   

        This greatly increased the power to resist the dark creatures.
   

        Additionally, due to technological development and convenient communication, the black mechanism of the Federal Government's supernatural forces, in cooperation with the government, helped immensely. Every time a Calamity Tunnel emerged, powerhouses would rush to suppress it.
   

        One after another, cultivators with demon thoughts and seeds within them entered the dark battlegrounds to fight monsters! With every dark creature they killed, the evil thoughts in their minds would be stimulated, continuously accumulating into the demon seed. It seemed to be nurturing some mysterious substance.
   

        In just one short month, the evil thoughts of humans had been stimulated more than ten or even a hundredfold compared to the several months before!
   

        The headquarters of the Golem Sect was the center for all organization and force coordination.
   

        They've been waiting for the Door Organization to emerge — the lapdogs of Xiadu! A few months ago, the Door Organization was severely damaged by the Golem Sect Master and fled in disarray, cowering in hiding. They remained hidden in the shadows.
   

        Now, as the tide of calamity approached, it seemed they should have become active!
   

        But strangely, in the Hong Li Federation, as well as many small nations in the north of the Federation, there had been no appearance of the Door Organization. Not even in the Yana United States on the South Reef Continent had large-scale allied organization activities been seen. Only a small number of powerful individuals and forces from the Door Organization showed themselves frequently, attracting attention from all sides, and it appeared to be a cover for something else.
   

        On April 10th, in the eastern part of the Star Blue Rock Continent.
   

        At the borders of the Star Blue Empire and several small countries.
   

        A bloody massacre was suddenly launched on the night of the 9th. The Door Organization, which had prepared and planned in advance, conducted a ruthless Blood Sacrifice without hesitation. Led by the resurrected former deputy leaders of the Door Organization through Necromancy Ceremonies, they slaughtered hundreds of Secret Martial Arts Schools in the region. Even ordinary people were not spared.
   

        Many towns were slaughtered, and the spilled blood turned into rivers.
   

        Life was plundered, and the Calamity Altar appeared amidst Corpse Mountains and seas of blood.
   

        It was not the pinpointing altar of the fifth Retrospection, which was used to find the weak points between the two worlds; that was the first calamity tide.
   

        Now with the second and more massive calamity tide occurring, the barrier between worlds already weakened to extreme fragility after the first calamity tide, there was no need for any pinpointing of weak points. A large hole was forcibly blasted open!
   

        A giant gap large enough for beings with Perfect Combat Power to pass through!
   

        Xiadu and its lapdog Door Organization have collected a sufficient number of Door Fragments in the historical process of thousands of years. The seals of the other two Heaven's Gates are to be opened together this time! And since Xiadu had already become the complete Devil Well at that time, it naturally sought to summon its minions from the World of Calamities to destroy the entire Real World!
   

        To turn both the Real World and The Deep World into a paradise of disaster!
   

        Let everything slide inevitably towards the abyssal end!
   

        On April 11th, the Calamity Altar was completed, and the powerful Door Organization easily repelled the incoming enemies. They set the location of the altar in the southeast.
   

        The southeast of Star Blue Rock Continent is frighteningly close to Yakasen Island!
   

        This also signifies that this small part of the continent, Yakasen Island, and the spacious strait, will all become the battlefield for ultimate beings, witnessing destruction.
   

        Yakasen Island has been razed to the ground, almost shattered into pieces. Land as vast as a province is now full of wounds. There are exaggerated massive palm prints, and great rifts dividing it from south to north.
   

        Filled with extreme murderous intent, the scarlet aura clashes with the calamity dark energy that pollutes the whole world in every corner of the island, each holding their ground.
   

        Two unspeakable terrifying beings are colliding overhead in the clouds, on the earth, and in the ocean, battling time and time again.
   

        Among them, Xia Luo found opportunities several times, coming extremely close to the meditating Casio. But, each time it was repelled by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill!
   

        Not once was the exception, as the chances to attack were too difficult to find.
   

        In the past ten days or so, Xia Luo stopped approaching Casio and engaged in mutual exhaustion and frenzied fighting with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. It is waiting for something...
   

        On April 12th, at midnight, 12 o'clock sharp.
   

        The thing that Xia Luo had been waiting for finally arrived.
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble...
   

        At the zenith of the sky, although it had already been battered and the cloud layer dispelled by the two ultimate beings, there came a sound like that of dense thunder rumbling.
   

        But listening closely, you'd realize it's not the sound of thunder.
   

        Instead, it is the sound of tides so immense that they are almost distorted.
   

        It's the enormous echo that travels from the deep world to the surface, coming from all directions! It's like being surrounded by invisible seawaves!
   

        Everywhere it's present, and you can even feel your skull vibrating, with tides constantly echoing in your brain.
   

        The second massive Calamity Tide has completely descended today!
   

        "Now is the time, this very moment!!!"
   

        On the edge of Yakasen Island, confronting a blood-colored predator, the black scaled huge hand shudders mightily. The surface scales, like Xia Luo's eyes, flip and look straight towards the core of Yakasen Island.
   

        There, the figure in a cloak and armor sitting cross-legged has reached a critical moment. Only three of the floating glaze booklets remain before him, and the last one—from the Southern Dipper (Advanced)—has just been swallowed.
   

        The second stage of Three Fists Combine, 132 stars.
   

        Now 131 have been lit, with only the last one dim.
   

        And this dim star is about to be lit, at this very moment.
   

        Rumble, rumble, rumble, the invisible Calamity Tide fluctuations sweep across the entire earth. At this moment, as it passed over Yakasen Island, the figure in black armor slightly shuddered at the shoulders, the three-colored divine light on the surface pulsated, showing a rare leap in aura. Right now, Casio is affected!
   

        "Now is the time!"
   

        "Even at a certain cost, I will have you die here!"
   

        The dark scaled huge hand that had just been confronting Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, flashes forth in an instant, emerging overhead like a towering peak descending upon Casio!
   

        "You dare attempt to break through the world's limit right under my watch!?"
   

        "Such delusional wishful thinking!!!"
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        Huuu!!!
   

        With a world-shaking bird cry, it swooped swiftly across the heavens.
   

        A streak of blood rainbow stretched a narrow, straight line through space, crossing tens of thousands of meters to reach directly behind Xiadu's true form. This was the second segment of the Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill, the fastest and most raiding movement, with enough power to blast straight through the entirety of Yakasen Island. The crimson Qi condensed into a sharp, blood-dripping bird beak!
   

        As the beak pecked down, it carried boundless Killing Intention and a sharp thrust.
   

        Yet, according to the previous collisions, at this moment, Xiadu's true form should have twisted around to counter with a palm strike or swiftly dodge. However, right now, he completely disregarded the attack, still exposing his back to the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        "This fleeting opportunity, I will absolutely not let it slip!"
   

        "Armor of the Devil!"
   

        "Blood Sun Fierce Blade!"
   

        In an instant, a huge Phanstasm resembling Casio Golem's body enveloped Xiadu, protecting him within. That Golem Phanstasm, pitch black in color with a tall and formidable presence, was savage and brutal. Especially the withered-looking Armor on its body surface that resembled a Tree Trunk but possessed astonishing thickness.
   

        This, then, was the appearance that a Golem reaching the Dark Ultimate Level should have!
   

        Clang!!!
   

        At this very moment, the body of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist transformed into a blood-red meteor and slammed against the Golem Phanstasm, emitting an extremely sharp boring sound—as if using a high-frequency drill to forcefully penetrate an iron tree trunk.
   

        Boom!
   

        Firelight expanded, and an Explosion occurred.
   

        Lance and shield were simultaneously shattered in an instant.
   

        But, the lance still had the upper hand, retaining part of its penetrating and destructive power. Along with the Fist of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, it fiercely struck upon Xiadu's true form, leaving a long, narrow, massive wound marked by a crimson claw.
   

        "Hahaha!"
   

        Xiadu, despite being injured, still laughed wildly unrestrained.
   

        Among the top ten ranks of the Endless Calamity's Dark Ultimate Level entities, the Golem's defense prowess was the best. It had just used the Armor of the Devil at the Core of the Golem for defense, yet it was still wounded by the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist! And now, Xiadu believed his own power would be even stronger than that of the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. The Blood Sun Fierce Blade, which would be ranked within the top three among the Dark Ultimate entities, could only be more destructive and deadly!
   

        It had long known that the Golem Sect Master Casio possessed a method to mimic the Cultivation of the Golem Physique similar to those ancient Saint Fists that mimicked the Dark Ultimate Body to create Secret Martial Arts for the Physique. Therefore, Casio's defense must be very strong, certainly among the top in Saint Fists. But how could a poor mimic surpass the original Golem?
   

        Even the Armor of the Devil of the Golem itself couldn't withstand the second stage of the Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill. How could the armor of a poor mimic endure the Blood Sun Fierce Blade that had even greater power?
   

        This terrifyingly powerful strike, even if it couldn't kill the Golem Sect Master, would still inflict serious damage. The process of combining Three Fists would be interrupted!
   

        Xiadu's will soared to the climax as the Dark Energy surrounding the scaly giant hands bubbled like Magma. The five-clawed hand swiftly slashed, grabbing a blood blade with numerous formidable teeth, and swung it down in a chop.
   

        Huuu!!!
   

        Seeing that Xiadu withstood the second stage of the Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill and that Casio continued to make his move, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist immediately forced entry into the third stage, where its Qi blazed ferociously like a meteor of fire shooting straight down.
   

        "Too late! Blood Vulture!"
   

        "All of you from the Southern Dipper Vein shall die by my hand!"
   

        Xiadu used another ability, seemingly accelerating his own time mysteriously. The Blood Sun Fierce Blade surged downward, chopping onto Casio!
   

        Clang!!!!!!!
   

        The massive clash of Metal sent vibrations that caused the entirety of Yakasen Island to resonate and tremble. The Earth cracked open, spewing black mud.
   

        Circles of sound waves, like tidal waves, surged into the firmament.
   

        Explosive fires completely submerged Casio's meditating Silhouette. This blood-like terrifying flame carried extreme temperatures and Corrosive abilities, turning the entire surrounding Plain into a toxic Magma Ocean.
   

        "This feels wrong!!!"
   

        Xiadu had a very bad premonition in his heart. The power in the blade of the Blood Sun Fierce Blade had already completely poured out and collapsed, leaving only the hilt behind. For a short time, it had no chance to swing a second blade at Casio.
   

        Whoo, a Gale swept through, blowing the flames and black smoke away from the Plain.
   

        And there, revealed, was a figure seated cross-legged in a deep magma crater.
   

        Still hands clasped together, still unshakably firm.
   

        The only difference was that Casio was now enveloped by a huge Golem Phanstasm. The Phanstasm half-knelt down, punching the ground with a protective posture, as if embracing and using its robust wide back to withstand Xiadu's hit. The Iron Cloak was torn, the surface of the Armor deeply gashed.
   

        "How could this be?! Blocked?!"
   

        Xiadu could clearly see that the damage from the Blood Sun Fierce Blade was forcibly defended against by the Armor on the surface of the Golem, the slash not penetrating into the flesh.
   

        "What kind of Golem are you…?"
   

        "How could a poor mimic be stronger in defense than the original Golem?
   

        On the Earth in front, the kneeling Goliath Specter was clearly larger, more colossal, and more domineering than the original Golem summoned by Xiadu. Between them was at least a one and a half to two times difference in size, visible to the naked eye. Xiadu's summoned original Golem had only pitch black savagery and spikes over its Joints, resembling a Beetle.
   

        But the Goliath Specter protecting Casio was savagely elegant, combining brutality with dominion. The thick Armor was silver-white, with a very visible Skeleton metallic feel, hardness off the charts, unlike the wooden-withered look of the Armor of the Devil. Around the edges of the silver-white Armor, the Backthorn and spikes were reduced and replaced by black flames filled with Demonic Qi. Sacredness intertwined with Demonhood.
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        The broad steel cloak on his back highlights his formidable, iron-blooded nature.
   

        Compared to a normal Ultimate Dark Body Demon Idol, it looks completely different. An Ultimate Dark Body Demon Idol, compared to the phantasm guarding Casio, seems more like a minion, whilst the latter seems more like a general or a commander.
   

        "Hehehe…"
   

        "The poor imitation you borrowed is nothing but trash!"
   

        "A true Demon Idol should be as powerful as I am!"
   

        The figure of Casio sitting in a lotus position remained as unmoving as a cold sculpture, with eyes tightly shut. But his domineering will vibrated rapidly.
   

        "Did Annihilation and the Totem King not tell you that they both went all out, even with one of them launching a sneak attack? Almost every bit of their origin was spent, yet they couldn't completely break through my Demon Idol's defenses. Hahaha..."
   

        "I am the true Demon Idol!"
   

        "From now on, all Demon Idols shall be based on me, with me as the revered model!"
   

        Casio's immense will, like a dragon's roar, shocked the heavens and earth.
   

        Bang!!!
   

        Xiadu, amidst shock, was instantly hit by a Blood Vulture Dominant Fist that leaped forward. Two silhouettes collided, turning into a blood-red rainbow light flying towards the sky, crossing unknown hundreds or thousands of miles before slamming into a mountain peak on the continent, even collapsing the entire mountain range.
   

        On the ground, a long, narrow canyon was plowed forcefully into existence.
   

        "Get lost!!!"
   

        Bang!
   

        The earth erupted explosively, and a blood-colored light was blasted into the stratosphere. And out of the light, Xiadu leaped from a hole, arms covered in black scales, now bear two profound wounds.
   

        Blood Rainbow Penetrating Kill, the second and third segments.
   

        It took the full brunt of the damage, suffering not insubstantial injuries.
   

        Next, there will definitely be some impact on Xiadu's initiation of Heaven's Gate. The originally surefire sealing ceremony now has complications.
   

        "Damn it... Damn it!!!"
   

        "Blood Vulture, you and the Golem Sect Master, you should both die!"
   

        "Obstructing my grand design, a million deaths would not suffice!"
   

        Xiadu knew he had miscalculated; the Golem Sect Master still had a trick up his sleeve.
   

        He had thought that Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, having somehow fully regained its Perfect Peak Combat Power and acting as his protector, was already an incredibly luxurious ace.
   

        Unexpectedly, Casio still had the Silver-white Golem body to protect himself.
   

        A physique more terrifyingly strong than even the Demon Idol itself!
   

        Now, with only one-third of his seals released, Xiadu, whose strength seemed to be at its Perfect Combat Power, nevertheless could not handle him. According to his current simple estimate, to seriously breach the Golem Sect Master's defenses, it would take three of the top ten Endless Calamities at the Ultimate Dark Level acting together!
   

        And these Ultimate Entities would need to be at their peak, giving their all.
   

        "Throughout the entire World of Calamities, only the True Lord of Blood, the Totem King, and Annihilation, one of which has only emerged in the last hundred years, are ranked in the top ten of the Endless Calamities of the Ultimate Dark Entities..."
   

        "That means, with just his terrifying defense and physique, the Golem Sect Master can now dominate the World of Calamities, unbeatable by all! Even I need to unlock two or three seals before I can suppress him. With just one seal, there's nothing I can do..."
   

        Xiadu's will quickened, already understanding the current situation.
   

        He couldn't continue to entangle with the Golem Sect Master any longer. That shell, tougher than a Diamond Turtle Shell, would take a very long time just to break apart. Moreover, with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist prowling nearby.
   

        The best course of action for now is to quickly unlock the remaining two gates of Heaven.
   

        Fully remove the seals, have the other two parts return, and revert to the state of Sinful Demon Well. Then, whether it's Blood Vulture Dominant Fist or the Golem Sect Master, they will be of no concern. The domineering Calamity Power can devour everything!
   

        "The second wave of Calamity Tide should have already opened the breach between the worlds. The Totem King and Annihilation will surely heed my call and enter the Real World. As for Blood Vulture, I'll leave that to them to deal with..."
   

        Xiadu leaped forward, racing towards the direction of the Calamity Altar at high speed.
   

        Casio had just said that he had once fought with the Totem King and Annihilation, his Demon Idol defense unmatched, even the combined full power of two entities at Perfect Combat Power could not completely break through. Xiadu was unaware of this, having spent the last few decades dealing with the White Bird Burning Mark, and had not spared attention to the World of Calamities. Had he known, Xiadu would surely have inquired about the details.
   

        Instead of, like now, wasting energy on Casio for nothing.
   

        But it doesn't matter anymore.
   

        Once Heaven's Door opens.
   

        All resistance will be like a mantis trying to stop a chariot.
   

        Yakasen Island has already been completely split into pieces.
   

        Among the largest piece of land, Casio was sitting cross-legged in the middle of the solidified magma sea. His breath was slightly stagnant, and the turbulent energy fluctuations inside him, akin to a nuclear reactor, returned to calm. Casio suddenly exhaled a hot stream of air, lighting the last star of the second phase.
   

        The assault from Xiadu had indeed put considerable pressure on him.
   

        Mainly, the breakthrough of the Three Fists Combine within him was exceptionally dangerous. A slight distraction or a wrong turn could very well lead to Casio's self-destruction.
   

        Fortunately, his mutated Golem defense was bizarrely robust. Coupled with the constant check by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, it finally forced Xiadu to retreat.
   

        "Xiadu must be planning to open Heaven's Gate now..."
   

        "I should also start the final third phase of the Three Fists Combine!"
   

        Whoosh, suddenly, a blood-red meteor fell from the clouds.
   

        As the halo dissipated, there emerged the silhouette of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        He came to Casio's side and said, "Xiadu has gone to unseal Heaven's Gate, and I did not follow to obstruct him. Just now, I felt the presence of two Auras of Calamity, comparable to Perfect Combat Power, that have crossed over..."
   

        "It's the Totem King and Annihilation."
   

        "Xiadu definitely summoned them."
   

        Casio's will thundered. As he spoke, he reached out and grasped one of the three hovering secret manuals in front of him, a blood-red glass-like tome.
   

        Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        The foundation was already set, and the real integration began.
   

        The third and final phase of the Three Fists Combine started at this moment.
   

        "Blood Vulture, don't worry about what Xiadu is doing. Your only job is to guard me at all times, waiting for the moment I complete the Three Fists Combine! That's what's most important; shove everything else aside, even if Xiadu opens Heaven's Gate, don't bother with it! Let it go, let it release its original form..."
   

        "Then, I will be able to..."
   

        Crack, Casio's beast-like, curved teeth bit down and shattered the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, voraciously swallowing it like a gluttonous creature.
   

        The crimson fragments in the corners of his mouth and between his teeth looked as if they were oozing blood.
   

        "Hehehe, I've eaten it!!!"
   

        Elsewhere, on the Star Blue Rock Continent, in the southeast, above the Calamity Altar.
   

        Rivers of blood flowed into lakes, and piles of white bones formed mountains.
   

        Many figures in black robes stood silently, quietly awaiting the arrival of their leader.
   

        Whoosh, a black light split everything asunder high above the clouds.
   

        Swoosh, it appeared atop the Calamity Altar on White Bone Mountain.
   

        In the center of the ancient altar, several Origin Stone Tablets were suspended and rotating at high speed, emitting a unique frequency and resonance that tugged at the world.
   

        "Thousands of years of cultivation finally bear fruit at this moment..."
   

        Xiadu, transformed into a shadowy figure made of black smoke, hovered above the altar.
   

        Around him, all the black-robed members of the Door Organization knelt down in dense circles. Only one Vice Leader stepped forward, carrying two Crystal Treasure Boxes and handing them over to Xiadu with utmost reverence and submission.
   

        A black-smoke hand grasped the treasure boxes and furiously smashed them on the altar.
   

        Ping-pong, the boxes revealed glowing Door Fragments. Upon contact with the air, they dissolved like sugar in water, disappearing in a froth.
   

        The next second, a terrifying pillar of energy shot straight into the sky!
   

        Boom, boom, boom...
   

        The Earth trembled, and in the void, deep within the world.
   

        Two ethereal white stone archways emerged slowly like ink spreading.
   

        For a moment, grand, sacred hymns of religion resonated throughout the world.
   

        "Flesh and body, light of the Soul Holders, Supreme Essence..."
   

        And at the top of this pillar of light, surrounded by the hymn,
   

        There hovered an evil figure of black smoke with a dread-inspiring Aura.
   

        Xiadu spread his arms as if he would crush the entire world.
   

        "The time of harvest has come!!!"
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        Ancient chants, unknown ballads, mystical anthems.
   

        Whether it be the Star Blue Empire, or the Hong Li Federation, Yana United States, or the major continents' clouds in the world, faint singing echoes throughout.
   

        It's as if angels are expounding myths, recording all of history.
   

        In the southeast of Star Blue Rock Continent, where the Empire and many small nations intersect.
   

        Thick clouds within a range of thousands of kilometers, as if drawn in by two vast magnets, rapidly coalesced and accumulated. They spiraled in a flight that appeared slow to the naked eye but was in fact exceptionally fast. Two rust-colored hollow cloud rings gradually appeared.
   

        Pristine white arch-shaped phantom gateways stood within the core of the cloud rings.
   

        Heaven, origin, world...
   

        Sacred, stately, solemn, secretive.
   

        Mountains and rivers, the sun and the moon, flowers and birds, insects and fish, turned into golden runes squirming and flowing on the surface of the white stone arches. A dense religious-style pictographic design concentrated vast amounts of information - water flows, wings, scales, mists, wind and rain.
   

        Encompassing all phenomena, utterly complex.
   

        "The Gate of Mind!"
   

        "The Gate of Physique!"
   

        "The final two seals will be completely unlocked at this moment!"
   

        "My essence will entirely return..."
   

        Xiadu, suspended mid-air, gazed at the two sacred gateways at the core of the cloud rings. Terrifying catastrophe energy bubbled within him like magma.
   

        Eager to try, ready to erupt...!
   

        Ding ding ding... ding ding ding...
   

        The crisp sound of metal joining rang out in the sky, forming a chain.
   

        Visible to the naked eye, on the surface of those two illusory Heaven's Gates, pieces of white-gold glowing contours suddenly lit up. The contours combined with one another like a jigsaw puzzle, materializing most of the gate panels.
   

        The tide of disaster, bolstered by the Calamity Altar.
   

        Once more turning the intangible into tangible, piecing together the real Heaven's Gates.
   

        Whoosh whoosh whoosh...
   

        Throughout the world, from each continent, streams of golden light rapidly shot forth. Like swifts homing to their nests, called by Heaven's Gate.
   

        Before long, the Gate of Mind and the Gate of Physique were completely assembled.
   

        On the land of Star Blue Rock Continent, many mortals raised their heads and could see the two sacred gateways floating high above. Were these gates leading to heaven? Divine miracles descended, ancient anthems and mysterious songs echoed by their ears.
   

        "What is that..."
   

        "The ancient Soma Myth!"
   

        "Life fundamentally originates from the mysterious triple gates!"
   

        "The King of Gods resides behind the gates, overseeing the entire world's operation!"
   

        At the southeastern border of Star Blue Rock Continent, members of the Star Watching Tower in their sacrificial robes ceased their attack on the Door Organization. They lifted their heads, eyes vacant, looking up at Heaven's Gate that radiated holy light.
   

        Among them was the Star Watching Tower's Master, the High Priest, Andrea.
   

        As the Empire's supernatural elite, they of course knew many secretive myths, ancient stories laden with mystical meanings. And the most legendary among them was the ancient Soma Myth. At the very core of the Soma Myth narrative was the story of a demon capable of destroying the entire world, sealed by the King of Gods within the triple sacred gates.
   

        "Could it be..."
   

        "The Soma Myth is all true!!!"
   

        The Master of Star Watching Tower and the High Priest exchanged glances, filled with shock.
   

        The scene before them was approaching the realms of Myth and Legend; even as the top powers of the Empire's supernatural side, they were merely at the pinnacle of mortality.
   

        Whatever happened next, they were helpless to stop it.
   

        "What is that!!!"
   

        "Good heavens! That is..."
   

        Surrounding Executors and Priests all cried out in alarm, looking up to the sky.
   

        On their faces emerged expressions of fear and horror.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A giant shadowy hand that obscured the sun surged towards the heavens. Like a demonic pillar, its clawed hand stretched out, grasping towards the two Heaven's Gates!
   

        Beneath the Scaled Giant Hand, stood an enormous clay figure, as vast as an expansive plateau, which rose from the crevice between worlds—a disaster-born clay Giant Statue.
   

        The Giant Statue lacked facial contours, like a glossy black clay doll.
   

        Only its right arm and part of its upper body were put together into a Black Smoke Scale Giant Hand. Thick, pulsating veins stretched across the surface of the clay Giant Statue, like dense networks of roots digging into its body everywhere. At a glance, all the veins formed a massive contour. It looked like an eye, and also like a Devil Well.
   

        Within the well, a sinful dark energy heart throbbed.
   

        "Sacred Heart Extinguished... Sacred Heart Extinguished... Sacred Heart Extinguished..."
   

        A cacophony of whispers resounded as if demonic chants filled the mind.
   

        Boundless pale-red blood rain fell, scattering across the entire continent.
   

        The world was crying, the world was weeping, a downpour of blood and tears...
   

        "Go, go! Break the seals!"
   

        "Let endless disasters once again descend upon the world of men!"
   

        Xiadu, transformed into a shadowy phantasm, roared from atop the Giant Statue's head. With a single wave of his hand, an explosive surge of catastrophe energy burst forth.
   

        The sky-reaching Black Smoke Scale Giant Hand smashed fiercely against Heaven's Gate.
   

        Thud!!! Ding!
   

        Invisible shock waves spread from Heaven's Gate, sweeping across the universe.
   

        Cloud layers shattered, and the space seemed to crack, yet the Scaled Giant Hand closest to them remained undamaged, still carrying tremendous power. Unlike the fall of the Hong Li Empire, Xiadu had already partially emerged from his seals. His Calamity Power had formed into a clay Giant Statue, which would not crumble under Heaven's Gate's repercussions, saving a great deal of time!
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        Boom! The black smoke scale giant hand struck again, as if intending to crack the entire world apart, and slammed into the surface of Heaven's Gate. Sacred vibrations exploded once more, directly hitting two of Xiadu's wounds on his real body, immediately triggering an enraged howl. On the surface of the scales, hundreds of White Bird Burning Marks were activated, inflicting great pain on Xiadu as he attempted to force open Heaven's Gate.
   

        "Roar roar roar roar!"
   

        "Blood Vulture! White Bird! You should die!"
   

        "Bang!" Another thunderous sound erupted into the sky.
   

        Xiadu endured the agony, determined to open Heaven's Gate despite his injuries!
   

        Elsewhere, nearly a hundred kilometers away.
   

        This place, more desperate than the pathway between the two worlds, was the breach between the realms.
   

        The skies above the Star Blue Empire had been transformed into the bizarre dome of the World of Calamities, where a horrifying red moon hung silently.
   

        Red-purple lightning crackled violently, bombarding incessantly.
   

        The forces of the Real World and World of Calamities constantly clashed.
   

        In the midst of this terrifying thunderous ocean, two immeasurably massive silhouettes crossed over from another realm, their physiques as majestic as mountain ranges, exerting their pressure. Countless dreadful thunders bombarded them, yet they seemed like mere splashes of water. Step by step, two wickedly insane entities made their descent!
   

        Totem King, Cassius!
   

        Annihilation Calamity, Mingetuo!
   

        Boom!
   

        With one step, Totem King set his foot on the continental plate, standing tall and imposing!
   

        His appearance was that of an enormous gargoyle made of bronze, with intricate patterns and runes covering his body. The runes formed fearsome totems which, in turn, made up his entire form. All the lines flickered and gleamed with each breath, swallowing and exuding terrifying energy. Power of Bronze, Silver Power, Golden Power, merged into a quiet flame that hovered silently.
   

        Beside him, Annihilation Calamity was also in full state, with a wide cloak composed of dead silent aura fluttering, and a vast pale skeletal beast form, mysterious and horrifying.
   

        Only at the hood's position there were deep vortexes, the right side empty.
   

        Only on the left, a black book speckled with white spots lay quietly.
   

        After a while, Totem King and Annihilation Calamity had somehow managed to restore much of their combat power through unknown means! At least, they were in much better condition than when they had been forced to retreat by Casio.
   

        "Once the Endless Calamity devours the entire Real World, the notion of those fallen Ultimate Dark Entities will be reborn just the same. We didn't kill their origin; we just devoured their forms. After tens of thousands of years, the Ultimate Dark Entities will be reborn..."
   

        Totem King Cassius lifted his colossal head and looked towards the sky.
   

        "I know we need to recover before the great battle! That man is extremely dangerous, unimaginably difficult to deal with! Only by consuming some of our own kind can we recover swiftly..."
   

        "I suppose... if we could completely defeat humans... they would be willing too!"
   

        Annihilation Calamity floated in mid-air, dense massive tentacles still smelling of blood as if something was being relentlessly devoured within.
   

        With a thunderous roar, a mountain-sized skeleton corpse fell.
   

        It was one of the other Ultimate Dark Entities!
   

        To recover quickly from their severe wounds and to face Casio, Totem King and Annihilation Calamity decisively chose to prey on their own kind, consuming them completely.
   

        And with the arrival of the second wave of calamities, they responded to Xiadu's summons to cross realms, all for the sake of seeking revenge upon Casio, who had saved the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist!
   

        "Stealing away my Wand of Extinction, you must pay the price!"
   

        "Blood Vulture, you are doomed! No matter where you hide..."
   

        On the Earth, two terrifying entities headed towards Yakasen Island.
   

        Thousands of miles away, across the strait, on the shattered Yakasen Island.
   

        A figure in black armor sat cross-legged, surrounded by one hundred and thirty-two stars orbiting, tri-colored divine light covering the universe, with mysterious energy circulating back and forth.
   

        Shriek!
   

        Suddenly, a brutal bird's cry burst forth from within the figure.
   

        In an instant, it broke through the cloud layer, reaching unknown realms beyond the heavens.
   

        Despite being daytime, stars began to shine in the southern sky, many constellations connecting to form a giant Blood Vulture Bird swooping down.
   

        The massive red phantom light descended, arriving above the head of the armored figure.
   

        "Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist, achieved!?" an old voice exclaimed.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist looked at the still closed-eyed Casio, feeling an incredibly thick Southern Dipper aura emanating from him. He suddenly realized that a transformation of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist beyond the Perfect Realm had been born!
   

        "It's accomplished!"
   

        The seated Casio suddenly opened his eyes, with brutal energy rampaging unrestrained. His long hair and eyes turned blood red. Clearly, he was in a state of murderous personality, surrounded by terrifying killing intention.
   

        "Next is... Sound Snake Fist..."
   

        Casio reached out his hand and grabbed the magnificent purple-colored glazed book.
   

        Just as he was about to swallow it whole, he stopped and turned his head to look into the distance.
   

        "Two defeated subordinates, have come..."
   

        "Blood Vulture, help me block them!"
   

        Beside him, an old man dressed in simple hemp clothing also turned his head to look.
   

        They saw, in the direction of the continental plate, within the strait, two terrifying beings wading through the water. Their overwhelming power and will locked onto this sea island!
   

        "Blood Vulture! I didn't expect that you'd have recovered!" 
   

        The voice of the Totem King thundered, loud enough to scatter the clouds.
   

        "Cassius, I didn't expect either that after our clash, which nearly exhausted us both, you could recover so quickly..." 
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist narrowed his eyes, his aged gaze flashing with a sharp light.
   

        "I get it now, you must have turned on your own kind. Only the power of a Dark Ultimate Entity, the same source of calamity, could allow you and Annihilation Disasters Mingetuo to quickly recover from serious injuries..." A hint of mockery appeared on his face: "Hehehe, that really suits the actions of a beast like you…"
   

        "Hahaha! Correct, I devoured them to regain my strength! Not only them, but next... I will also kill you!" 
   

        The Totem King didn't hesitate, charging straight towards Immortal Island. 
   

        His true physique of the giant bronze gargoyle stirred up terrifying seawaves.
   

        On the other side, Annihilation Disasters had already made its move. The Dead Silent Book with the vortex in its eyes emerged, grabbed by one hand. The black pages rustled as they turned, the white spots climbing on them like insects pulsing like a heart.
   

        "Tsunami"
   

        An enormous, mysterious rune undulated as if its proclamation became the law.
   

        Countless tons of seawater around the area rose up, wrapped layer upon layer to thousands of meters high, surrounding Yakasen Island from all directions. As Annihilation Disasters soared and flew, with a push of a hand forward, the towering walls of seawater closed in like petals!
   

        "Breakthrough? Wishful thinking!"
   

        "Today, no matter what, I will take you down! This is revenge!"
   

        The exaggerated force of dead silence within Annihilation Disasters enveloped heaven and earth.
   

        BOOM!!!
   

        "Tsunami" Apocalypse!
   

        Under the power of such runes, not even aboard the mythological giant ship of Noah's Ark would there be the slightest chance of survival!
   

        Amidst the thunderous closing, the terrifying explosive collision of ocean petals.
   

        Screech!
   

        A crimson Blood Vulture Bird shattered the kilometers-thick seawall, brutally exploding the tsunami, and soaring high with its wings wide open. The moment it appeared, it faced the battle-ready Totem King. The Totem King, wielding the eruptive power of bronze, silver, and gold, triggered an explosion akin to a nuclear bomb. The Blood Vulture Bird transformed by Blood Vulture Dominant Fist charged straight into that incendiary nuclear light!
   

        You want to fight? Then let's fight!!!
   

        Even facing two entities with perfect combat power, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was unafraid!
   

        At this moment, he burned his origin, refusing to retreat even half a step!
   

        ...
   

        Time ticked by, and the battle of three perfect beings tore the strait apart, spewing magma from the seabed, turning the seawater black.
   

        Everywhere there was poison smoke, blinding light, flames!
   

        "Huff... Huff..."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's hands dripped with blood, his aged eyes sharp as an eagle's, staring down the two attackers, not giving them any chance of breakthrough.
   

        "Rumble... Rumble..."
   

        The Totem King, Annihilation Disasters, their terrifyingly huge forms stood on either side of the ruins of Yakasen Island, like a pair of demons releasing ultimate destruction.
   

        Under the protection of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist on the remains of the island,
   

        that seemingly cold and motionless statue-like figure suddenly reached out again, and with a click, grabbed the last secret manual!
   

        "Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist!"
   

        "When I break out..."
   

        "The first hearty meal will be you two defeated subordinates!"
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        At the same time as the tidal wave of disasters descended and Heaven's Gate appeared.
   

        In the World of Calamities, terrifying and powerful auras burst forth, unleashing the accumulated power of thousands of years. The Ultimate Dark Entities, feeling the highly active disaster elements, instantly rioted. They had a premonition that the second tidal wave of disasters would be overwhelming.
   

        Whether it be humans, Saint Fist, or the Real World...
   

        All would be dragged into the bottomless abyss under the super-gigantic tidal wave of disasters!
   

        And at that time, there will no longer be a distinction between The Deep World and the Surface World, only one complete World of Calamities! That World of Calamities, would be the paradise and breeding ground for all dark creatures, all Ultimate Dark Entities!
   

        Just the thought of it could stir up fanaticism among the Ultimate Dark Entities.
   

        The standoff, which has been ongoing since the Ancient Era, is about to end!
   

        Aoooh! Roar! Cackle!
   

        On the vast lands of the World of Calamities, in special areas like the Deathly Quiet Rain Area, Despair Bone Forest, Jet-black Mountains and Rivers, the roars of the Ultimate Dark Entities pierced the skies, and their original aura was released without restraint.
   

        Aggressiveness, destructiveness, escalated to their peak at this moment.
   

        At the same time, from the locations of those terrifying beastly roars, beams of sacred white light shot up into the sky, carrying either divine, imperious, or ultimate intentions of Boxing Methods. Some of the light remained potent as midday sun, blazing hot. Others flickered like candles in the wind, unstable.
   

        No matter their state, whether in ascendancy or adversity, overwhelmingly powerful or running out of fuel, the human side's Saint Fists have all stood up! Fulfilling their duties that have continued since ancient times! Such heavy responsibility, only ceasing at the moment of death!
   

        Whiz... Whiz... Whiz...
   

        As the tidal wave of disasters arrived, with the collective eruption of the Ultimate Dark Entities, many dimly lit beams of Saint Fist gradually extinguished.
   

        Those Saint Fists, frail as skeletons and aged like leather, completely exhausted their strength and origin. In the last moment when their hearts ceased beating and their will stopped functioning, they looked up at the bloody night sky.
   

        As if gazing far into the distance...
   

        Softly sighing.
   

        Finally, they slowly closed their eyes, turning into wisps of white ash.
   

        Until the last second of life, he couldn't catch a glimpse...
   

        Of that incredibly vague memory, the azure sky of the Real World, the soft white clouds, the life-filled breeze and the birds.
   

        When was the last time he saw such a blue and white sky?
   

        Perhaps tens of thousands of years ago...
   

        "How I wish... to see it one more time..."
   

        World of Calamities, Crystal Sand Sea, a super-sized underground volcano cavity.
   

        The battle between Sonic Snake Extreme Fist and the True Ancestor of Blood, Umirah, had been ongoing in this enclosed special environment. Wrapped up in their eerie powers for tens of thousands of years, it had fully evolved into a mutual devouring of two Ouroboros.
   

        I am in you, and you in me...
   

        Within the huge cavity, a creature that resembled both a Scales Python and a Scarlet Bat swirled and danced ceaselessly as if chasing its own tail. The terrifying collision of Echo Strength and blood energy.
   

        "Cackle, cackle, cackle, the second tidal wave of disasters has arrived!"
   

        "Xiadu will not miss this opportunity, he's going to completely break the seal of Heaven's Gate, plunging the whole Real World into calamity..."
   

        "When that time comes, I'll devour your will thoroughly!"
   

        On the violet-crimson bat python, a hideous and eerie monster's face laughed maniacally, spitting out the voice of the True Ancestor of Blood, echoing loudly in the cavity.
   

        Then, there was a long period of darkness and silence.
   

        Just when the True Ancestor of Blood thought his taciturn nemesis would once again fall into tens of thousands of years of cold silence, the bat python's monstrous face suddenly spoke, emitting a voice devoid of any emotional fluctuation.
   

        "Xiadu, it's not possible."
   

        "There's someone who will stop him."
   

        "You're deluding yourself..."
   

        Sonic Snake Extreme Fist's will felt the vibration and resonance crossing both worlds. When Casio combined Three Fists, swallowed the Southern Dipper Sonic Serpent Fist, and completely digested the ignition of stars. Being the first cultivator of Sonic Snake Fist, he sensed that overwhelming Momentum.
   

        Within that Momentum, Casio's boundless ambition and resolution had already conveyed too much. There was no need for explanation.
   

        Xiadu, who was in the Real World undoing the seal of Heaven's Gate.
   

        He has a contender!!!
   

        "Stay here with me nicely..."
   

        "ROAR!!!!!"
   

        The voice of Sonic Snake Extreme Fist and the roar of the True Ancestor of Blood overlapped and emitted from the mouth of the bat python at the same time. Terrifying powers erupted chaotically.
   

        The Crystal Sand Sea's super-sized volcano, experienced a shock and turbulence like never before. Seething magma and black smoke pierced through the atmosphere!
   

        In the Real World, on Yakasen Island, the battle continues fiercely.
   

        On the island's debris, Casio, sitting cross-legged, stuffed the last Southern Dipper Water Bird Fist into his mouth, crunching and chewing, digesting it within his body.
   

        Around his body, scarlet, pure-white, and royal purple stars orbited like planets around a sun. Among them, sixty-six scarlet stars and sixty-six royal purple stars had completely come together.
   

        They transformed into a churning vulture phantasm, and a coiling python phantasm with its head held high. Power was bestowed upon Casio.
   

        The integration and evolution of the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission had reached its final critical moment.
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        At this time, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist would not allow anyone to interrupt.
   

        Totem King and Silencing Calamity, both with Perfect Combat Power, attacked together.
   

        But, it was just one word, battle!
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist gave his all, entangled in a fight with those two Ultimate Beings. As time went on, he inevitably found himself at a disadvantage.
   

        After all, Totem King and Silencing Calamity were on the same level of combat power as Blood Vulture Dominant Fist. Fighting two against one, while also defending Casio, he was somewhat overstretched. Moreover, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist had previously confronted Xiadu, which had consumed a great deal of his strength. Falling into a disadvantageous position was inevitable.
   

        But fortunately, Totem King and Silencing Calamity were also not at their peak. Indeed, they had replenished most of their original energy in a short time by hunting other Ultimate Dark Entities, but the injuries they had sustained previously were too profound. Especially for Silencing Calamity, one of its Core Abilities had been destroyed.
   

        Only the attacks of the Dead Silent Book were available, without the sustain of the Wand of Extinction.
   

        It could not unreservedly use various strange Rune abilities.
   

        The threat it posed to Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was significantly reduced.
   

        Furthermore, he and Totem King were old adversaries; Blood Vulture Dominant Fist knew the Totem King's techniques all too well. He could see through what Totem King was thinking in a glance.
   

        With these factors combined, he was able to ensure Casio's safety amidst the countless battles.
   

        Of course, Casio's defense with his Silver-white Golem was also a terrifying fallback plan. This significantly reduced the pressure on Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and allowed him to fight more freely.
   

        Near Yakasen Island in the pitch-black strait full of frightful Vortexes.
   

        Three divine and demonic beings clashed wildly, creating enormous waves.
   

        "Rune 'Shake of Vital Energy'!"
   

        Silencing Calamity, draped in a wide Black Cloak, with pale beast Claws holding a black book, flipped through its pages rapidly as terrifying power swept out.
   

        Boom!!! Boom!!!
   

        Following the utterance, the air in the entire area boiled and roiled like hot water.
   

        Suddenly, two visible, massive, thick, semi-transparent air walls surged forward. They seemed like a pair of giant hands clapping together, aimed at the blood-colored Silhouette darting across Mid-air, and slammed it down with a crash.
   

        "ding ding ding!"
   

        The blood-colored Silhouette within the misty, semi-transparent palm suddenly blurred rapidly, with potent Fists and Feet turning into countless Afterimages, bombarding in every direction. A streak of blood light slowly pried open the air wall and squeezed out.
   

        "Cassius!"
   

        Silencing Calamity, who had been maintaining the 'Shake of Vital Energy' Rune, suddenly called out.
   

        "Here it comes!"
   

        "Golden Power! Totem Secret Sword!!!"
   

        The huge bronze Gargoyle standing in the strait unfurled two sharp wings on its back, like exaggerated flares of a Longsword pointing straight into the heavens. It extended a robust and fierce Claw, reaching into the bundle of Golden Power shining exceptionally bright in the sunlight. With one pull, the sound of a sword filled the sky.
   

        This was a gigantic Golden Cross Secret Sword, forged.
   

        At the Sword hilt were two Iron Wings, and a semi-transparent Gem running through the spine of the sword. Numerous butterfly-patterned Totem runes extended from the Gem, densely covering the Longsword.
   

        "Whoosh!!!!!"
   

        Totem King grabbed the Totem Secret Sword and charged forward, then suddenly swung the sword at Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, who was temporarily restrained! With a resounding ring, an exaggerated golden arc cleaved through the void.
   

        On the terrifying sword body, numerous Totems lit up, energy boiling, looking like pairs of butterflies spreading their wings, releasing Golden pollen.
   

        Ding!!!
   

        Mid-air, the blood-colored giant bird and the Golden Cross Sword collided.
   

        Thud thud thud thud thud!
   

        Totem King's heavy body staggered back step by step, its palms cracking.
   

        Silencing Calamity also nearly lost grip on the trembling Dead Silent Book.
   

        On the other side, a blood-colored Silhouette dashed toward Earth, piercing through layers of Ocean and rock beds. The next second, it turned into a Meteor, carrying scorching Magma as it shot out again, blocking in front of Totem King and Silencing Calamity, who had just attempted to attack Casio on the broken remains of the Island.
   

        "I've said..."
   

        "You'll never get past me!"
   

        The resonant and vigorous roar of the Blood Vulture Bird echoed, as two massive blood shadows of Iron Claws descended upon the terrifying bodies of both beings, forcibly pushing them back.
   

        "Scram!"
   

        Above the Sea surface, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist alone stood in front of Casio's Secluding breakthrough on the ruined Island. His bloody hands hung down, his Aura pulsing violently with breaths, his body covered in deep wounds. But Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was still fearless, his sharp gaze firmly on the two assailants.
   

        Suddenly, he bared his teeth, revealing a fierce smile.
   

        His even teeth clenched tightly, blood seeping out from the corners.
   

        "Come on, come at me! I'm right here!"
   

        "Hehehe, why don't you dare to fight to the death? Is it because you're afraid I'll burn my Original strength... and take one of you down with me?"
   

        Opposite him, the colossal figures of Totem King and Silencing Calamity were silent.
   

        They indeed feared that a frenzied Blood Vulture Dominant Fist would reach the point of mutual destruction and become the first unfortunate one to emerge. Although after a fall, millions of years later, Dark Ultimate Entities could resurrect.
   

        But, whether it's the resurrected Totem King or Silencing Calamity.
   

        They would not be the present Cassius and Mingetuo anymore!
   

        They would be foreign beings with the same original essence and status.
   

        Therefore, dying together with Blood Vulture Dominant Fist was not an option, while taking the opportunity to attack one was. After all, it seemed like Blood Vulture was on the verge of being unable to hold on.
   

        If there's just one opportunity...
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        His condition was gradually deteriorating, and it was uncertain whether he would survive Casio's thorough attack.
   

        Suddenly, from the direction of the Calamity Altar in the southeast of the Star Blue Rock Continent,
   

        the continuous colossal collision sounds approached their final moment.
   

        The giant statue of black mud standing under the Holy Light of Heaven's Gate, towering like a high plateau mountain range, threw a punch at the Gate of Physique!
   

        Whoosh—the Black Smoke Scale Giant Hand tore through the sky and struck the gate.
   

        "Return!"
   

        Boom! Heaven's Gate trembled, and a seam appeared at its edge.
   

        Within the crack, the Golden Holy Light suddenly appeared.
   

        Ding!
   

        Above the giant's head, Xiadu spread his arms wide, forming a cross with his body, bathed in the sacred white-gold light.
   

        For a moment, it was as if a divine spirit had descended upon the human world.
   

        "Gate of Physique, seal released!!!"
   

        Boom!!! The Black Smoke Scale Giant Hand swung a critical punch again.
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        The heavy Heaven's Gate opened, its surface lustre fading away.
   

        A terrible wail that seemed to emanate from Hell resounded from within.
   

        Whoosh!
   

        A tremendously vast and damaged physique burst forth from the depths of the Sea of Body, passing through Heaven's Gate and descending upon the Real World. It was a body densely covered with crystalline asphalt-like scales, attached to a ferocious left hand. The body's surface was ablaze with pits of black smoke rising from the Demon Well.
   

        The terrifying fog spread rapidly, darkening the heavens and hiding the Sun.
   

        The Endless Calamity began to spread across the Earth of the Real World.
   

        "Hahahaha!"
   

        Xiadu laughed wildly, controlling a third of his body, and fiercely collided with the massive damaged body. The two bizarrely fused together.
   

        "Only one last Heaven's Gate remains!"
   

        "When the Gate of Mind opens, it will be the time for the Calamity to devour the world!"
   

        Thousands of miles away, on Yakasen Island.
   

        The tremor from the opening of Heaven's Gate on the continent swept across the entire world in an instant, causing palpitations in everyone, more intensely in those with greater strength. The Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, hovering over the sea surface, abruptly turned its head, its bloodshot eyes fixated on the distance, its will and emotions fluctuating.
   

        "Now's the time!"
   

        "Mingetuo, go!!!"
   

        The aura on the Totem King's body rocketed up as if propelled by a rocket.
   

        Bronze, silver, and gold energy transformed into three rings, branded upon his expansive chest. An extremely terrifying power burst forth at this moment.
   

        The giant bronze Gargoyle charged forward, each stride covering tens of miles. In the blink of an eye, its massive and imposing form was exceedingly close to the remains of the Sea Island where Casio was in seclusion and cultivating. At the same moment, Annihilation unleashed their move decisively, flipping through several pages of the Dead Silent Book.
   

        Three eerie and formidable Runes descended, all bearing down upon the Blood Vulture.
   

        The Deathly Silent Energy erupted like volcanic magma.
   

        Boom, boom, boom!
   

        Time stood still at that moment on Yakasen Island. On one side was Annihilation preventing the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist from coming to the rescue, with the Dead Silent Book in the pale bone claws flipping through pages. On the other, the Totem King was rushing forward, a Bronze Shield in front of him, his body covered with Silver-White Armor, and the massive Golden Totem Cross Sword in his hand cleaving through the sky towards the top of Casio's head.
   

        "Three Fists Combine..."
   

        The Demon Idol Silhouette, now cloaked in the shadow of the terrifying Longsword, suddenly lifted its head, murmuring to itself as its eyes flashed open, unleashing a three-colored divine light of red, white, and purple. Simultaneously, the robust figure with clasped hands began to shine, the blazing light even more dazzling than the Sun.
   

        "This is, the Three Fists Combine!!!"
   

        Boom!!!!!!!!
   

        Three vastly different colored ferocious face Phantasms roared from Casio, rushing into the sky. Bloodthirsty, Cold, Divine—as one!
   

        They merged into a pitch-black face strewn with a myriad of stars like the galaxy.
   

        The face looked directly at the Totem King, who was a mere stone's throw away, revealing a fierce, gaping mouth.
   

        "Time to eat..."
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        "Die!!!"
   

        Swoosh!
   

        From the ferocious gaping mouth on the pitch-black face, an arm reached out.
   

        This armored arm, merely the size of a normal human's, couldn't possibly compare to the Totem Cross Giant Sword swinging down from the sky, blocking out the heavens—it seemed as futile as a mantis trying to stop a chariot. However, an extremely sharp aura burst forth, piercing through the air so violently that even the Totem King's sword-wielding claw trembled fiercely. A pair of fluorescent boxing gloves suddenly appeared on the armored palm.
   

        The fingers clenched with a crackling sound, and a radiant punch was thrown directly at the Totem Giant Sword!
   

        A blazing stream of light, akin to a Supernova Explosion, emanated over Yakasen Island, endlessly radiating light and heat in every direction.
   

        Clang!!!
   

        In this terrifying blaze, Casio's fist met the Golden Cross Giant Sword of the Totem King head-on. Crack! Clang! The fist, transformed into a fiery stream, cut straight through the massive sword, comparable in size to a mountain range, breaking it in half! The Golden Power within was shattered as well!
   

        Unsurpassable, unstoppable!
   

        At that moment, the Totem King's bronze eyes widened in shock, sensing a terrifying aura that threatened its very core. How could that peerless edge, that exponentially rising strength every second, goddamn be stopped!
   

        In that instant, even with the Bronze Giant Shield hovering in front of it, and the Silver Armor covering its body, along with the daunting defenses stacked by over a dozen Ultimate Totems wrapped around it, a profound unease still seized the Totem King's heart!
   

        Its will locked onto the rapidly flickering stream of light making its approach.
   

        "It can't be blocked, absolutely can't be blocked! Must retreat!!!"
   

        But, it seemed already too late.
   

        The stream of light was too startlingly fast; shattering the Golden Totem Giant Sword didn't seem to hinder Casio in the slightest, but instead, he became even faster!
   

        In merely an instant.
   

        The Fist of the Southern Dipper, covered in Evil Soldier Fist Gloves, struck the Bronze Giant Shield before the Totem King with an unrivaled, incredible speed. After a tremendous Explosion, within the expanding fiery Mushroom Cloud, the fist punctured straight through the shield, entering its thickest part.
   

        And in the terrified eyes of the Totem King, continued its unreduced momentum, plunging into its towering body adorned with Silver-White Armor and multiple Totems!
   

        Clang!!!
   

        The Silver White Power scattered in disarray, and the Armor collapsed on the spot.
   

        Pop pop pop pop pop pop...
   

        Over a dozen massive, terrifying Ultimate Totems had just lit up, and before their light could even reach its peak, they dimmed and shattered the next instant.
   

        In the strait, the gargantuan body of the Gargoyle made of bronze, sprawling like a mountain range, projected a frightening Aura and massive shadows that blotted out the sky. It stood like a titan from Myth and Legend, a deity erect amidst the Ocean.
   

        Swoosh!!! BOOM!!!
   

        However, at this very moment, from the titan deity's back—thick as an entire continental plateau—an appalling stream of light burst forth, spreading a band of Energy particles. The expanding flames bloomed like petals.
   

        "No! Impossible!"
   

        "Roar roar roar roar roar roar roar!!!"
   

        On the ferocious and domineering stone Face of the Totem King, an extremely rare expression of astonishment and horror emerged, its large Pupils filled with panic and fear. Its... its original Core had been shattered by a strike from the Gate Master, who had breached through! Whether it was the combination of bronze, silver, and gold power, or the over dozen Ultimate Totems, all had been blasted away in the span of an instant!
   

        Now, with its power core collapsed, the Totem King was inferior even to a regular Dark Ultimate Entity, nothing but a colossal heavy Sculpture.
   

        Crack crack crack...
   

        Feeling intense pain, it struggled to turn its bronze head.
   

        The Totem King suddenly saw, from behind its position, a silhouette in Black Armor standing leisurely atop the turbulent Sea surface, as if walking on flat land. Steel hands hanging slightly downwards, the fierce stream of light coiled and returned with utmost sharpness.
   

        Ting... Ting ting ting ting ting...
   

        On the armored magus body, one hundred and ninety-eight holes lit up simultaneously, as if gems were embedded within. Wisps of smoke that resembled Star Sand, elegant and condensing red, white, and purple hues, released from within.
   

        Thump! Thump! Thump!
   

        Terrifying heartbeats emanated from the robust figure, with each beat causing a pulsation, making the tricolor Southern Dipper smoke ripple out like Shock Waves. With each release, the silhouette's Aura grew stronger, more majestic! His strength increased every second.
   

        Casio's silhouette and the Magical Golem's Phantasm overlapped, growing taller and larger, until they reached from earth to heaven. With feet planted on the Seabed and head breaking through the skies, the raging Black Spirit tumbled and howled, turning into a battle cloak.
   

        "Stars Resonate, Southern Dipper Unrivalled..."
   

        "Three Fists Combine, Qi becomes King..."
   

        Rumbling, boundless red, white, and purple light surged up like Tsunamis and Waterfalls, drowning the entire sky.
   

        Day turned to night, the Cloud Layer swept clean.
   

        Only the pure black remained, the empty black of the Cosmos.
   

        And amidst this night sky, only the southern region shone, one hundred and ninety-eight stars lit up one by one. Star Python Constellation, Giant Vulture Constellation, Swan Constellation.
   

        "All the mysteries of Boxing Methods, all the pinnacle Qi, under control!"
   

        Casio suddenly looked up, gazing at the pitch-black, serene night sky.
   

        A stage that should have been adorned with the glimmering stars of the cosmos was now dominated solely by his own tricolor Southern Dipper stars!
   

        A surge of ambitions, unmatched and unbeatable, swelled in his chest.
   

        Invincible in every direction, with an overwhelming Qi that soared limitless!
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        "You... what realm have you broken through exactly! How could..." 
   

        The Grand Bell-like voice of Totem King Cassius echoed in the sky. 
   

        But it came to an abrupt halt in an instant. 
   

        Right in front of its massive bronze head, a black-armored silhouette suddenly flashed into existence, slowly raising a Hand Knife to the Totem King's forehead. 
   

        "Cassius..." 
   

        "I am... invincible!!!" 
   

        As soon as the words were spoken, in the terrified eyes of the Totem King, the Hand Knife turned into a streak of light, slicing straight through its heavy and massive body. Clink! 
   

        A powerful blow split the skull, bisecting it! 
   

        The domineering power had reached unbelievable levels! 
   

        The next second, the fearsome cracks across the titanic body of Totem King Cassius completely penetrated, causing it to thunderously collapse to both sides. 
   

        This Dark Ultimate Being, which had existed for who knows how many tens of thousands of years, was killed by Golem Casio in just two moves, falling on the spot! It had once dominated the World of Calamities, its hands stained with the blood of many Saint Fists. It had even faced the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist at its peak, and with the passage of time, it could even gain the upper hand. 
   

        But today, Totem King Cassius had returned to his peak combat power, all his killing techniques on full display. Yet, he was still defeated by Golem Casio, cleaved in two! 
   

        Such extreme shock, this one-sided visual overpowering... 
   

        It even left the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist and Annihilation Calamity, who were entangled and fighting nearby, dumbfounded, halting their motions and standing still, stupefied. 
   

        "Cassius... fell... has fallen!?" 
   

        Annihilation Calamity's claw, holding the Dead Silent Book, hesitated; the runes that were about to form and strike at the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist scattered due to a strong fluctuation of will. The pages of the book that had been flipping wildly suddenly froze. 
   

        It saw it—the demise of a Dark Ultimate Being right before its eyes! 
   

        Totem King Cassius, a being whose peak combat power was within the top ten, maybe even top five of the Endless Calamities, well-balanced in both offense and defense, all top-notch. Annihilation Calamity Mingetuo had just been born not long ago, its techniques still immature, focused on offense, far behind Totem King in defensive means. Needless to say, the stronger and more durable Totem King, bisected by a single strike from Casio, brought to Annihilation Calamity a shock, and an overwhelming fear that it couldn't suppress! 
   

        That was a fear stemming from the very instincts of life, or rather, existence. 
   

        "Within two moves, he killed the Totem King!" 
   

        "He... he has already broken through to perfect combat power, reaching even higher!" 
   

        "Flee! We must flee! Flee to Xiadu!!!" 
   

        Black steam surged violently all over Annihilation Calamity's body like boiling hot water; that was the embodiment of will and power focused to the extreme at this moment. And this concentration of will and power wasn't for delivering a fatal strike at the enemy, but for turning around and desperately fleeing! 
   

        From this moment on, Annihilation Calamity was no longer the aggressor but extremely passive! The roles of hunter and prey reversed in an instant! 
   

        Now, it was Annihilation Calamity's turn to flee. 
   

        "Flap flap flap..." 
   

        The pitch-black book pages flipped wildly, from the first page to the last in the blink of an eye. All the densely packed wriggling runes inside the Dead Silent Book surged out, forming an exaggerated Rune waterfall. 
   

        On the surface of the book, white patches expanded, like one eye after another. 
   

        Millions of eyes stared at Annihilation Calamity itself, exerting terrifying energy. 
   

        Runes: 'Air Cavity' + 'Wind Waterfall' + 'Triple Force Release' 
   

        'Air Cavity', creates a gliding cavity in the air, allowing the rune caster to move through the tunnel at exaggerated speeds. 
   

        'Wind Waterfall', envelopes the caster with airflows behind them, turning it into a Wind Waterfall booster, which will gain speed over time. 
   

        'Triple Force Release', a supercharged amplification, makes the effects of the runes ahead threefold, second only to Dead Silence Runes in potency. 
   

        The combination of these three runes nearly drained half of the energy of Annihilation Calamity, with the huge tentacles under its pale skeleton withering and falling off completely. 
   

        But this intense will to survive brought about significant results. 
   

        Annihilation Calamity vanished on the spot, propelled by a massive wind waterfall of white and cyan, engulfed within. Like a torrential Train, it charged toward the distant landmass. On its flight path, a translucent elliptical air cavity appeared, suspended in mid-air. The Wind Waterfall carrying Annihilation Calamity plunged headlong into it, and its speed rose anew! 
   

        To escape, Annihilation Calamity had used every possible method! 
   

        And its speed reached an unimaginable pinnacle. It crossed hundreds of kilometers of the strait in a flash, all the surroundings blurring together like colors in a water-stained oil painting—a bizarre phenomenon born of an extreme speed of flight.
   

        "Escape... escaped!"
   

        Annihilation Calamity let out a breath of relief while being engulfed by the Wind waterfall, inexplicably feeling like a great burden had been lifted. Rather than being furious with shame, it was filled with a strong sense of fortunate survival after a narrow escape.
   

        Annihilation Calamity didn't want to end up like the Totem King at all!
   

        "Only in Xiadu, only there with the seals of the three gates of Heaven's Gate fully lifted, can one contend against the Golem Sect Master... can one..."
   

        CLANG!!!!!!
   

        A massively loud, hard collision sound suddenly echoed in the sky.
   

        Annihilation Calamity felt as if its Dark Ultimate Entity level physique was almost shattered, a third of the pale beastly skeleton under the Black Cloak cracked on the spot! Something, some incredibly solid and enormous object, was blocking the trajectory of the cavity in front, like an impregnable wall.
   

        RUMBLE...
   

        As the Gale blew, the recovering Annihilation Calamity suddenly saw it.
   

        The teal-white Wind waterfall, like a Big River's raging current, struck a formidable Armor Body, causing explosive resounding noises.
   

        That Silver-White Armor Body stood tall and imposing, as if it held up the heavens, with a figure like a vertically erected plateau.
   

        Annihilation Calamity had just slammed headlong into it.
   

        "Click, click, click, click..."
   

        It was like the noise of massive Metal Gears grinding against each other.
   

        A Steel mask emerged from the clouds above, looking down upon the frantic Silhouette of Annihilation Calamity with two blazing crimson lights.
   

        "Mingetuo, I can feel the fear in your heart..."
   

        "Why flee? Why run? Are you afraid of me?!"
   

        Metallic thunderous roars vibrated, scattering the Cloud Layer above. A terrifying will swept down, and an overpowering Aura suppressed the entire world.
   

        Golem Casio raised his Steel arms, as if he were lifting the entire sky.
   

        "Why fear me?! I merely wish for you to merge with me! In doing so, my glory, my Qi, all will have your strength in it! Is there anything better in this world? I am offering you to become part of the ultimate evolution... to become a part of something great!"
   

        "You should be thanking me!!!"
   

        Hiss, hiss, hiss...
   

        Bands of burning Qi were thrown out, leveling the Earth inch by inch.
   

        Seeing the Monster-like terror in the eyes of Annihilation Calamity, Golem Casio burst into an extremely intense tri-colored radiance, which dissipated quickly.
   

        On the spot, under the sky.
   

        There stood a bizarre giant with three faces and six arms. The main face of the giant was one of holy compassion, hands pressed together in front of the chest, radiating pure white light. On the left, a fierce crimson face showed a fierce anger, with arms outstretched in a predatory hunting posture. To the right, a rigid face like a Sculpture appeared icy cold, the body royal purple, with arms coiling like Pythons.
   

        Holy, fierce, indifferent...
   

        White bird, Blood Vulture, Sonic Snake...
   

        All perfectly balanced in one being!
   

        Golem Sect Master, Casio!
   

        Today, with the Southern Dipper Three Fists Combine, he stepped through to the ultimate realm!
   

        "Monster!!!!!!!!"
   

        Annihilation Calamity looked up to see the three-faced, six-armed Giant Statue more horrifying than the Dark Ultimate Entity form, and its will almost ceased to function!
   

        Its entire body couldn't help but shake violently, retreating in madness.
   

        "Become my Nutrient..."
   

        The mighty giant spoke with triple faces at the same time, issuing Casio's overlapping resonant bellows, carrying an extremely fantastical deadly Magic Power.
   

        "I shall grant you, supreme glory!!!"
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    Chapter 1343: 670 Perfect Golem, Great Achievement in God's Work! Welcome to Hell! (4200)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        "No... No... No!"
   

        Annihilation Disaster had no desire whatsoever to merge with Golem Casio!
   

        It didn't want to follow in the footsteps of the Totem King!
   

        Right now, Annihilation Disaster only wanted to flee, to get as far away from Casio as possible!
   

        Whether to retreat to its old nest in the World of Calamities or to hide behind Xiadu, the farther away from this monster before its eyes, the better, never to see it again.
   

        At this moment, boundless fear had entirely taken over its heart. From being the ruler of myriad lives at the top of the food chain, it had now become mere fish meat on someone else's chopping block. The more brutal the Annihilation Disaster was once, the more frightened it was now. Because it knew all too well the despair of having its life in someone else's hands—the endless torment and panic of each passing second.
   

        "The world becomes real because of fear..."
   

        "What your heart fears the most, signifies what is most likely to happen. Mingetuo, I can feel... you are afraid of death right now!"
   

        Three immense voices overlapped in the clouds, as if delivering a solemn judgment from Holy Heaven, and Casio determined the end for Annihilation Disaster!
   

        But how could Annihilation Disaster just wait for its doom!?
   

        It had to escape! It had to flee to Xiadu's side, to the World of Calamities!
   

        Even if its origin was drained dry, down to the last drop of oil, Annihilation Disaster had to flee!
   

        "Bullshit! No one can kill me!"
   

        Annihilation Disaster suddenly roared, its pale beastly skeleton under the Black Cloak shining intensely, like seething, boiling Magma. Its Dead Silent original power from being a Dark Ultimate Level entity burst forth completely, pushing its strength to the limit.
   

        Its entire form transformed into a massive Sun.
   

        The black pages of the Dead Silent Book fluttered loudly, massive Disasters and Annihilations pouring into it, triggering the ultimate technique of this original power. A colossal phantasm of a magic book hovered over Annihilation Disaster, swelling rapidly. As if it was about to sweep across the entire continent in an instant, igniting all the Vitality within.
   

        "No one shall kill me, no one!"
   

        Annihilation Disaster's will went to the extremes of frenzy, turning into a twisted large face.
   

        "You disappoint me so much, Mingetuo..."
   

        "Coming into battle without the readiness to be killed, speaking arrogantly without the Strength to back it up. You, you're not even as good as an underground Boxing Method fighter among mortals!"
   

        Above the clouds, the Giant of Southern Dipper's will swept across heaven and earth, causing the entire region's Air to resonate and Vibrate. It took a single heavy step, appearing in front of Annihilation Disaster as if it had teleported. Its towering and majestic figure blocked out all light, casting vast and terrifying shadows.
   

        "Feel the reality of death!!!"
   

        Boom! Boom! Boom!
   

        The three faces of the Giant of Southern Dipper emitted divine and formidable light, completely locking down on Annihilation Disaster. Crimson, pure white, and regal purple, six arms in total held the position and handprint representing their respective Boxing Method pathway, pressing down with oppressive force!
   

        The Handprint moved through a domineering Radian, inch by inch, bursting the Air apart.
   

        Speedily reaching the rapidly expanding Dead Silent Book Phanstasm, Bang!!!
   

        That final move, which Annihilation Disaster had exerted all its force to perform, akin to all the Runes bursting forth with "Dead Silence," at this moment, fragile as a fleeting dream bubble, was forcibly shattered and pierced by the six arms' overwhelming strength, brutally crushed and rolled over, not lasting even a second!
   

        Crack! Crack! Crack!
   

        The Southern Dipper Giant Statue, with its six powerful and unmatched arms, fiercely grabbed onto different parts of Annihilation Disaster's body. It looked as if a pack of ferocious beasts clung onto their Prey's throat and vitals, preparing to enact a gruesome dismemberment!
   

        From afar, one could see the Annihilation Disaster clad in a tattered Black Cloak frantically struggling, but all was in vain. A regal purple Python covered in Sound Wave Scales coiled around its body, its gaping maw proudly lifted, biting into Annihilation Disaster's head. A crimson Blood Vulture Bird beak, resembling a raging blood dragon, burrowed into Annihilation Disaster's left shoulder, flesh flying everywhere.
   

        And a pair of pure white, sacred Claws grabbed its right shoulder.
   

        Three terrifying beings were mercilessly strangling an Ultimate Dark Entity!
   

        "This is... you want to..."
   

        Annihilation Disaster looked at the terrifying Southern Dipper Giant just inches away, feeling the faint tearing pain in its body, and suddenly realized something. A wave of despair and fear surged intensely through its will.
   

        He wants to dismember me alive!
   

        "No... No! No!!!!"
   

        Rip!!!
   

        The three Southern Dipper beasts exerted their force in three different directions. The surging might, like a Tsunami torrent, tore in the opposite directions. Instantly, Annihilation Disaster's massive body couldn't withstand the pressure and exploded into pieces!
   

        Its head and neck, along with the Spine, were pulled out by the Purple Scaled Python.
   

        The left half of its body was twisted into Mud by the Blood Vulture Bird.
   

        The right half was bloodily torn off by the flapping of the White Bird's wings!
   

        The energy glow that had just risen from Annihilation Disaster's body, akin to a Supernova explosion, also disappeared as quickly as a supernova—the transience of life.
   

        All its unwillingness, all its regrets, turned into a single...
   

        "Ah!!!!!!!!"
   

        Be it mortals or Dark Ultimate Level beings alike to gods.
   

        It seems their reaction before death...
   

        Is no different.
   

        There's no distinction.
   

        ****************************************
   

        Today.
   

        The Ultimate Dark Entity, Annihilation Disaster, was killed, fallen!
   

        The murderer was Golem Sect Master Casio, who broke through with Three Fists Combine!
   

        "Hehehe... Hahahahaha!!!!"
   

        At the core of the Battlefield, Casio let out a laugh that shook the heavens, unbridled and unrestrained. And on his massive body, the bloody Traces of Annihilation Disaster being brutally dismembered still dripped down, recounting the ferocity and violence. 
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1344: 670 Perfect Golem, Great Achievement in God's Work! Welcome to Hell! (4200)_2

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        In a very short span of time, Casio has killed two dark ultimate beings of perfect combat power.
   

        This instantly elevated Casio's will to the pinnacle of excitement.
   

        The merging of the three Southern Dipper Fists, a feat that only one person in history could achieve, a mythical achievement indeed requires a blood celebration! The Totem King and Silent Catastrophe, as a kick-off, are more than suitable! Let their death announce the arrival of the King of Qi!
   

        No, at this moment, Casio could not yet be called the King of Qi.
   

        After all, his progress in the Golem Secret Weapon's cultivation stat was still stuck at over ninety percent, not having reached a hundred percent in the Complete Perfection of the Spirit Episode. Only when the final chapter also reaches perfection would his combat power peak.
   

        Each Southern Dipper Boxing Method, upon reaching perfect combat power, would endow Casio with a terrifying status. It would be an exaggerated enhancement. And Casio, cultivating three methods of Southern Dipper Boxing, transformed into the Southern Dipper Secret Transmission, astonishingly had three enhancements at once! This would rapidly inflate his power to unimaginable levels!
   

        "It's time to feed..."
   

        "The further one progresses in the Golem Secret Weapon, the more difficult it becomes, and this is especially true for the last few percent of the Spirit Episode. If it were the ordinary dark ultimate level beings, it might take many to fill up. But, perfect combat power is something entirely different. The Totem King and the Silent Catastrophe are both ranked in the top ten of the Endless Calamity, rich as the sea in origin energy. Their life vibration energy..."
   

        "Should be enough!"
   

        Casio was not content with his current soaring combat power, for Xiadu had already opened a gate to Heaven, and the last gate was about to open. If the main body of Xiadu returns completely, based on the previous fights, it's very likely that Xiadu's real body possesses the abilities and powers of all dark ultimate entities.
   

        Now, Casio, who has combined the three Southern Dipper Fists, can easily kill dark ultimate entities like the Totem King. However, whether he could overpower the real body of Xiadu was not certain. After all, that entity has fallen from the concept of the World of Calamities.
   

        If it's not guaranteed, not secure, then continue to enhance one's own power!
   

        After all, the current Casio is still far from reaching his limit.
   

        "Come, let me see where my limit truly lies!"
   

        On the continent, a huge and terrifying silhouette began to absorb the remains of the Totem King and the Silent Catastrophe on the spot, extracting the surging life vibration energy within. The corpses of the two beings of perfect combat power were quite sufficient.
   

        Endless fiery power was being drawn into Casio's body.
   

        In the top right corner of his field of view, the usual Cultivation Stat Bar displayed.
   

        'Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 93.2% (Final Chapter)'
   

        Since the creation of the Golem Secret Weapon, from the Qi Chapter, through to the current Spirit Episode, Casio has experienced much and more, hands stained with blood, accompanied by endless slaughter. And today, this Golem Secret Weapon is finally about to reach perfection, which also signifies the completion of Casio's path of secret martial arts.
   

        On the ground, while absorbing the life vibration energy, Casio reminisced about the many retrospections he had gone through. There was no sigh, no sentiment, no loneliness or sorrow, only increasing determination and resolution!
   

        He was on the right path, the path he wished to walk.
   

        Matching his heart's desire so, why the confusion?!
   

        Before him, whether it be the Totem King, the Silent Catastrophe, or even Xiadu! They will all be mercilessly crushed by his overwhelming tide!
   

        Casio, now with the combination of the three Southern Dipper Fists, awaits the merging of the three secret martial fists. Such dominant thoughts, such a wild state, what then could stand in his way?
   

        In the end, a thousand words can only be condensed into one sentence.
   

        "I, am too formidable!"
   

        Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh...
   

        The last trace of life vibration energy was extracted by Casio's magnetic field.
   

        He clenched his fist slowly, feeling the incredible surge of energy within his body, about to ignite the Golem Secret Weapon. Suddenly, a vast fluctuation came from the southeastern part of the Star Blue Rock Continent, from the direction of the Calamity Altar.
   

        Casio swiftly turned his head to look, his gaze spanning thousands of miles.
   

        There, atop a Bone Mound Mountain, stood an ancient altar.
   

        High in the air, a pillar of light firmly locked the last gate to Heaven, imposing a terrifying constraint. A shadowy figure made of smoke hovered mid-air, arms crossed before his chest, at ease. Before this smoky figure, a Giant Statue covered in scales stood in place of the previous clay giant muddy titan.
   

        Two claws, as if coated in pitch-black tar, clung onto the cracks of the Gate of Mind, pulling apart bit by bit, with an unstoppable force. Wave after wave of impact shook the Heaven's Gate, striking the scaly giant, but only able to slightly hinder it, nowhere near the previous power that shattered the clay giant. Xiadu's main body is the Devil Well, connected to the endless source of Disasters, How could it be easily destroyed?
   

        Now, the seal on the Gate of Physique has also been unsealed, with two-thirds of Xiadu's body returned, opening the last seal of Heaven's Gate is almost a foregone conclusion, much faster than before.
   

        "Crack, crack, crack..."
   

        A tiny brittle sound, inconspicuous amid the tremendous vibrations.
   

        But the silhouette of Xiadu, which had been quietly floating in mid-air, slightly paused. The black smoke on his face turned into a fierce and ecstatic expression.
   

        "Success... Success!!!"
   

        "The last seal has also been completely broken!"
   

        As if to verify Xiadu's words, a louder and more magnificent sound of a door opening overwhelmed the vibrations of resistance from Heaven's Gate. Ten scaly giant claws gripped the door panels, tugging outward bit by bit, with a crackling sound. A thick crack emerged, from which a beam of golden holy light shone through.
   

        "Return... return... return..."
   

        "My Supreme Devil Body!!!"
   

        Boom!
   

        Inside the Gate of Mind, a thunderous collision reverberated.
   

        With a coordinated effort from inside and outside, the opening speed of Heaven's Gate was several times faster than before. With a rumble, a section of a vast body engulfed in terrifying black smoke burst forth from the Gate of Mind in a wild rush.
   

        And it merged with the outer body as naturally as a swallow returning to its nest.
   

        A terrible fusion began. That was the complete Xiadu; that was the complete Calamity Devil Well. Between heaven and earth, under the holy light, an extremely evil being stood tall upon the ground, its arms outstretched, with dense masses of black smoke tendrils crazily stretching out, like the root systems of tree trunks drilling into the earth of the Real World, polluting everything. On the frontal side of the scaly demonic body, the head was a mysterious Vortex with no facial features. At the chest and the abdominal area was a pitch-black cavity, like the deep mouth of a well.
   

        From the well, a continuous stream of calamitous aura was released.
   

        It was denser and more vast than from a hundred Calamity Source Springs—a source of Xiadu's own nature! Where Xiadu passed, it became the World of Calamities!
   

        And indeed, in a short period of time, the area where it was located was completely contaminated with disaster, connecting it to the entire World of Calamities.
   

        Roar! Cackle! Giggles!
   

        From the breach between the two worlds, one after another, dark giant silhouettes descended from calamity into reality, revealing their sinister and horrific Dark Ultimate bodies. They were summoned by Xiadu to destroy the entire world.
   

        "So this is the Real World? Fantastic, fantastic!"
   

        "It shall become the flesh cradle of our race!"
   

        "Excellent, finally stepped into the Surface world! Next, I want to indulge in a thorough massacre! All humans will be my food..."
   

        The Dark Ultimate Beings, monstrous in form but equally terrifying, unleashed their excitement unrestrainedly, allowing their frenzied wills to be liberated.
   

        "This place, it's simply Heaven!!! Hahahaha!"
   

        Several hundred meters away from the Calamity Altar, at the rift between the two worlds.
   

        A Dark Ultimate being with four arms spread laughed manically. It could hardly wait, hardly wait to revel in the slaughter and flesh.
   

        "Heaven?"
   

        "No, for you, this place is Hell instead..."
   

        Suddenly, behind the Dark Ultimate entity, a low voice sounded. An ominous silhouette had somehow placed an Iron Palm on top of the Dark Ultimate's head, gently gripping and pulling.
   

        A ripping sound followed, as a splash of blood erupted, and the head was torn off.
   

        A face clad in a solid Steel mask drew near rapidly, with two scarlet lights shining brightly, gazing at the instantly killed Dark Ultimate Body with its astonished eyes bulging: "Little cookie, welcome to Hell!"
   

        In the upper right corner of the Field of view, the Cultivation Stat Bar flickered at the edge of the sight.
   

        'Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 93.2% (Final Chapter)' →
   

        'Golem Secret Weapon: Spirit Episode 100% (Final Chapter)'
   

        The Perfect Golem, the Great Achievement in God's Work!
   

        Now, just fight and destroy, shatter everything!
   

        Casio...
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1345: 671 Casio will be the God of Secret Martial Arts! (3000)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        Golem Secret Martial Art has reached the limit, one hundred percent of the technique's progress!
   

        Casio exhausted the life vibration energy of Totem King and Annihilation Disaster to finally push the final chapter, the spiritual section, to the Perfect Realm. At this moment, he took an exaggerated step forward compared to when he first emerged by combining the Three Fists!
   

        The gap is much greater than a mere 7% progress in the technique...
   

        Because when Qi reaches perfection, the Southern Dipper Three Fist does as well! Let's not forget the terrifying augmentation of the Saint Fist by special states like Demon Self, Holy Self, and Extreme Self. The intensity of the power surging into him, growing every second, is so immense it's as if a tsunami was pouring in.
   

        Not to mention, Casio practiced the three punches concurrently, reaching perfection through three different paths.
   

        The three special states were thus bestowed upon his body.
   

        At this instant, inside Casio Golem's body, a terrifying reaction comparable to a Sun's core fusion was occurring. Vast amounts of light and heat were being wildly released and forcibly compressed, stored inside each cell. This made the cells shine full and bright like splendid diamonds.
   

        It's also thanks to the Golem Secret Martial Art being perfected, and the mutative Golem body reaching its peak, that his physique was unprecedentedly formidable.
   

        Otherwise, at the moment when Casio's Three Fists were perfected, the boundless influx of power would probably have burst his body on the spot!
   

        Exploding into pieces, shattering right there and then.
   

        Killed by being overfilled with power...
   

        That could be considered the most unlucky way to die.
   

        But fortunately, Casio could withstand it, contain it! And through another pathway, he transferred and channeled most of the power!
   

        At this moment, in the heart region of Golem Casio's body, a fiercely strong tricolor vortex appeared, which crazily absorbed the endless power surging from around it. Compressing further and further, fusing more and more, without end.
   

        One could only vaguely discern that this was a splendid phantasm of a star.
   

        Yes!
   

        Casio was using this surge in power as a chance to condense a Southern Dipper Star Core within his body! And through the process of compressing all power into the Southern Dipper Star Core, he would complete the second Three Fists Combine!
   

        Maybe, by that time.
   

        It could be called the Southern Dipper Star Core, but also the Proof of Secret Martial Art!
   

        Inside his body, the star vortex core didn't just absorb the Southern Dipper Power but also Casio's understanding of and insights into all Secret Martial Arts and secret techniques, his practice and experience. This was the culmination of his lifelong cultivation of Secret Martial Art, and the gathering of myriad forces, the resonance of the soul!
   

        When the Proof of Secret Martial Art appeared, it was the moment when Holy Fist Domination Fist Extreme Fist eliminated the barriers between them, becoming a grand path leading straight to heaven!
   

        The current Casio, with Three Fists perfected, could be called the King of Spirit.
   

        But when he combines Holy Domination Extreme into one, he would be more than just the King of Spirit!
   

        Casio, shall become the God of Secret Martial Arts!!!
   

        The deity of Secret Martial Art, mastering all the variations of combat in the world!
   

        On Star Blue Rock Continent, at the gap between two realms.
   

        "Use your life vibration energy as tinder to fuel the fire and lend me a hand in becoming the God of Secret Martial Art!" Golem Casio's palm swept past the Corpse of the Dark Ultimate Body he had slain. A horrific Magnetic Field descended in an instant, like nuclear Radiation, causing the corpse to decay rapidly.
   

        The current him, again absorbing the life vibration energy of the Dark Ultimate Body, didn't need to take it slowly like before! Because Casio's essence of life had already transcended these ultimate entities, reaching higher levels!
   

        At this moment, his absorption of the Dark Ultimate Body was as easy as a Saint Fist level being absorbing a Disaster Spirit Level dark being, effortlessly.
   

        Crackling...
   

        The Iron Palm of the Golem body, the head torn off from this Dark Ultimate Body had already turned into a fragile white skull devoid of power protection.
   

        With a light squeeze of his fingers, it crumbled into dust and dispersed in the wind.
   

        Inside Casio's body, this freshly absorbed life vibration energy was directly tossed into the rapidly spinning vortex of the Southern Dipper Star Core. It made it spin even faster, compressing and condensing more fiercely. If he did nothing, the Southern Dipper Star Core would still form under normal circumstances.
   

        However, using the life vibration energy of Dark Ultimate Level to accelerate this process, undeniably brought a significant boost. As long as there were enough Dark Ultimate Bodies to fuel the fire, Casio could condense the Southern Dipper Star Core in a short time. By leaps, reaching the supreme realm of the second Three Fists Combine.
   

        By that time, what is there to fear even if Xiadu arrives in full victory?
   

        ...
   

        "Who?"
   

        "Who are you!"
   

        "When did you appear at the gap between the worlds!?"
   

        "The Sinful Bat Rayne, you've killed it!!!"
   

        Suddenly, the imposing silhouettes of numerous Dark Ultimate Entities, either cruel, tyrannical, or terrifying, sensed something at this moment. They all turned their heads abruptly, staring at Casio with shock and even horror, along with the ashes of the Sinful Bat that had turned into dust without anyone noticing.
   

        This area had been completely taken over by disasters, becoming the territory of the World of Calamities. So many Dark Ultimate Entities descended in unison, and yet, they had failed to notice an Enemy appearing among them. And they didn't know when the Sinful Bat was killed!
   

        "You... you... who are you!"
   

        The closest Dark Ultimate Entity stared with gaping eyes at the ashes of Sinful Bat. They had just been discussing a massacre.
   

        But in a blink of an eye, a comrade was dead, silent and unperceived.
   

        Even more frightening and daunting than the battle that would normally stir up such terrible might and commotion...
   

        That made it feel a shiver of terror and fear!
   

        Under the blood-colored night sky, at the gap between the two worlds.
   

        Golem Casio stood at the very center of numerous Dark Ultimate Entities surrounded by their towering and fearsome bodies, feeling the stares from all directions. He suddenly revealed a sinister smile.
   

        "Next, it's your turn..."
   

        "I will turn this place into a purgatory for Dark Ultimate Entities!"
   

        Boom!!!
   

        An aura surpassing Perfect Combat Power burst forth, sweeping across heaven and earth.
   

        The terrifying white light surged through the universe, turning the entire night into day.
   

        At a distance of hundreds of miles, everything at the Calamity Altar was coming to an end.
   

        The dim Heaven's Gate still hung high in the cloud layer, three gates in total. Xiadu opened the last seal of the Gate of Mind, pulling the first shattered Gate of Spirit from the deep layers of the world.
   

        Thus, three gates emitting dim golden light stood side by side.
   

        All the doors were wide open, with their surface patterns cracking apart, and the seals collapsing.
   

        The efforts of the Southern Dipper Three Fist and the Southern Cross Holy Fist, all destroyed.
   

        Heaven's Gate no longer served any suppressing function to Xiadu!
   

        The Xiadu entity, the Sinful Demon Well, and the Sinful Colossus, thoroughly liberated! And at this moment, it seemed to have completed its fusion.
   

        On the land, the Sinful Colossus stood like a demon idol, and from the huge hole in its chest, particles of endless calamities descended as a storm that swept everything away!
   

        All around, members of the Door Organization knelt on the ground, bowing their heads in adoration.
   

        They were quickly imbued with the purest calamity particles, thoroughly shedding their human identities and transforming into powerful creatures of darkness.
   

        At this moment, the Door Organization became a clan of disaster.
   

        The members felt their new powerful bodies and various strange abilities, their wills becoming manic. They danced excitedly, reaching the pinnacle of ecstasy!
   

        They danced wildly around the Sinful Colossus, their spirits degenerating.
   

        It was as if ancient priests were dancing around an idol in worship.
   

        "Hu..."
   

        The breath exhaled by Xiadu turned into a towering black hurricane.
   

        Painting every cloud and the sky within sight with darkness.
   

        "Rumble, rumble, rumble..."
   

        The voice of Xiadu turned into countless calamity thunders.
   

        Continuously striking the Earth, obliterating all vitality.
   

        At this moment, it was as if a god!
   

        Affecting the world, changing the world, controlling the world!
   

        Just the mere existence of Xiadu had already tainted everything.
   

        "I am back!"
   

        "Xiadu Karra, Judgment Day!!!"
   

        The Sinful Colossus burst out with a grand will, like thousands of rapids exploding into the deep layers of the world, instantly spreading throughout the real and calamity worlds.
   

        Xiadu was declaring, to the whole world, the strong return of its might!
   

        At this moment, many Dark Ultimate Entities in the World of Calamities went into a frenzied uproar, forcing the Holy Fists that held them back to burn more original strength, barely resisting. From under the Crystal Sand Sea's volcanoes came a sinister bat's laughter and an icy cold snort.
   

        In the Real World, at the Calamity Altar.
   

        Xiadu stopped its actions, retracting its terrible will and power.
   

        But during this rapid contraction, it suddenly sensed something amiss. The Totem King, Annihilation, and many other Dark Ultimate Entities that it had summoned from the cracks between worlds, why were they silent?!
   

        Their aura... their silhouettes... gone!
   

        "What's happening?"
   

        "Cassius and Mingetuo, where are they...?"
   

        !!!
   

        "They have already merged with me, sharing the great glory! Not just them, but other Dark Ultimate Entities from across worlds as well. Just now, they fully became a part of me..."
   

        "What an honor this is!"
   

        Suddenly, to the south of the Calamity Altar, beneath the thick black of the night.
   

        A gigantic silhouette similar to a god or demon stepped forward.
   

        Turning its head sharply, the Sinful Colossus stared intently at the broad-shouldered steel silhouette donning a large combat cloak, its will dramatically rising.
   

        "Golem Sect Master..."
   

        "You've actually succeeded in breaking through, surpassing the perfect limit!"
   

        "This is indeed unexpected..."
   

        The Demon Well in the chest of the Sinful Colossus wildly spewed forth an endless stream of calamity aura, clearly a prelude to delivering a terrifying blow to the enemy.
   

        "Hehehe... Xiadu..."
   

        "Now, in the entire real world, there is no existence that will disturb us. This place, this continent, shall become our final battlefield!" The golem crossed its arms in front of its chest, taking on a combat stance...
   

        Within the crevices of its large body, the tri-colored Southern Dipper energy rapidly overflowed.
   

        Underneath the Earth, the Blood Moon, amidst a desolate plain.
   

        Two terrifying figures that had broken the world's limits faced off!
   

        Golem Secret Weapon vs. Sinful Demon Well!
   

        The pinnacle of the confrontation between the Real World and the World of Calamities has begun!
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1346: 672 The Final Battle, Qi and The King of Calamity (4100)

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        The King of Spirit is now confronting The King of Calamity!
   

        This is the most grandiose and terrifying collision of the strongest in history!
   

        Once this battle commences, it could even surpass the peak war of the ancient period when the Southern Dipper Three Fists sealed the Sinful Demon Well. Two existences beyond perfect limits, they are like the transcendent kings of gods in religious paintings.
   

        At this moment, above the skies of Star Blue Rock Continent, there's a clear division between two heavens. Over Xiadu is an endless rolling of Black Clouds where countless hideous limbs and Ghost Faces twist and howl, with a Blood Moon hanging high. Dense Calamity Thunder bombards, turning into Lightning Demon Trees.
   

        On Casio's side, the night sky is incredibly clear and bright, with tri-colored auroras tearing through the heavens, forming a dazzling galaxy like a waterfall. Upon the vault of the sky, the constellations of the Southern Dipper take the form of three ferocious beast Phantasms, roaring at their peak.
   

        The two areas, two skies, are colliding and annihilating each other in madness.
   

        Booming Explosions are heard, as Blood Rain and Black Rain pour down.
   

        These changes stem from the direct standoff between the King of Spirit and The King of Calamity. Their Auras, their Momentums, without even trying, alter and infiltrate the entire environment. All weather changes and natural phenomena move at their will, generating strange occurrences.
   

        Beside the Calamity Altar, two immense Contours of terrifying existences stand tall.
   

        In the midst of wildly expanding and rolling waves of Calamity Dark Energy, Xiadu's voice booms, echoing grandly like a god's inquisition and judgment from the clouds, sparking Thunder: "Did you kill all of them?"
   

        "An appetizer, quite the tasty one."
   

        Beneath the steel Metal Mask of Golem Casio, two Pupils glow red, without a hint of fluctuation, his voice coldly stating a fact.
   

        He had just slaughtered all the Ultimate Dark Entities that came trespassing!
   

        "Hehehe... Hahahaha!"
   

        The Calamity Giant Statue, that Xiadu had transformed into, suddenly burst out laughing at this moment, his laughter tinged with the fury of an authority being violated: "They were my subordinates, my kin! Only I get to dictate their life and death, only I get to treat them as food. Golem Sect Master…"
   

        "You, have crossed the line!!!"
   

        Boom!!!!!
   

        Without warning, Xiadu suddenly attacked in the next second!
   

        The Calamity Giant Statue lifted its pitch-black Scale claws, reaching into the profound depths of the Devil Well within its own chest cavity. Terrifying Calamity Power furiously surged out, turning into layers upon layers of black Seawaves. Within this endless sea, a giant Black Scythe entwined with blood patterns emerged!
   

        Click! Fingers grappled the handle of the Scythe, pulling it out!
   

        Aimed at Casio, it slashed through the air with unbelievable speed.
   

        Whiz!!!
   

        A black streak instantly cuts across the cloud, splitting the thunderous Black Clouds into an enormous crevice. From within the bloody gap, a colossal Battle Weapon plummets!
   

        The Death Reaper Scythe! Among the Core Abilities housed within Ultimate Dark Entities, it's among the top three ghastly powers of The Grim Reaper, with an extreme sharpness! This sharpness is threefold—Physique, Qi, Spirit—all cut in two with one blow!
   

        Those struck by the Death Reaper Scythe, be it Physical Body or Soul, receive irreversible tearing injuries, beyond any recovery! Moreover, at this instant, with Xiadu imbuing it with beyond Perfect Combat Power, it becomes even more terrifying.
   

        Even before Death Reaper Scythe descended, the sharp Aura it emitted had already split the Earth hundreds of kilometers around it in half.
   

        Rocks and Mud separated, reaching down to the mantle layer, where Magma burst forth.
   

        "Provoke me, and you shall pay with death!!!"
   

        Swoosh, the Death Reaper Scythe suddenly accelerates, trailing an Afterimage.
   

        Clang!!!
   

        A thunderous metallic resonance echos, sweeping across the lands in waves of sound, shattering even the hard rock into dust!
   

        And in the air, at tens of thousands of meters altitude.
   

        A giant blood-patterned Black Scythe hovers mid-air, its radiant edge capable of severing Physique, Qi, and Soul, blocked by a glowing Hand Knife pushing towards the heavens. Golem raises his arm, steel fingers close together; the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier forms into a Fist Guard around it.
   

        One could say, his hand itself is a Weapon, the strongest of weapons!
   

        Crack, crack, crack...
   

        The Death Reaper Scythe and the Annihilation Sound Blast Death Tooth Soldier arm-wrestle mid-air, colossal Forces clashing, edges sparking terror-inducing Golden Red Sparks.
   

        It seems as if they are evenly matched...
   

        But is that truly the case?
   

        Barely visible to the naked eye, fine lines are spreading rapidly across the radiant blade of the Death Reaper Scythe, climbing like a dense network of Tree Trunk roots. Clearly, they were caused by a supreme sharpness tearing through.
   

        "Clang!!!"
   

        The Golem's Iron Palm whips through and slices the nocturnal sky.
   

        Between heaven and earth, it cleaves a radian of phosphorescent white line.
   

        Meanwhile, the Death Reaper Scythe abruptly fractures, splitting in two at the middle. The fearsome sharpness also invades the fracture, wreaking havoc. And when Xiadu retracts his hand, only the Scythe's handle remains.
   

        "That is... Southern Dipper Power..."
   

        "The Southern Dipper Power, it indeed has such terrifying destructive effects!"
   

        Xiadu's inner self vibrates slightly. He is not unfamiliar with the special Forces of the Southern Dipper Three Fists; they are indeed powerful, but not to the outrageous extent of cutting through anything. Ordinary Ultimate Dark Entities, of course, fall short against Southern Dipper Power. But for ones like the Totem King, who are of the Perfect-Level Ultimate Dark Body, they could still contend with Southern Dipper Power by relying on their Core Abilities.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        As for Xiadu itself, it was even less afraid of Southern Dipper Power.
   

        However, the Southern Dipper Power wielded by Golem Sect Master Casio had materialized into a supreme weapon, far beyond imagination.
   

        It truly had the edge capable of slicing heaven and earth, demolishing everything in its path!
   

        This vaguely piercing threat made Xiadu instantly vigilant. It initially thought that Casio, having just broken through to complete his limit, would certainly be somewhat immature and by no means a match for itself. Now, this perception needed adjustment. From now on, Xiadu would give its all in every attack towards Casio!
   

        "It's my turn, Xiadu!"
   

        "I will use the most brutal and fierce means to kill you!"
   

        Across from him, the towering Golem's battlements cloak fluttered wildly, as if being blown into the sky by a fierce wind. Golem Casio took up a powerful stance, his entire form like a missile ready to launch.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        A missile as large as a mountain range erupted, propelling forward at high speed!
   

        In the blink of an eye, it had already closed the gap with the Calamity Giant Statue.
   

        Clang! Steel arms shattered the air inch by inch, ruthlessly slashing towards Xiadu. A bright arc of light streaked across the sky, leaving behind a trail of afterimages.
   

        Clang!
   

        The Calamity Giant Statue suddenly thrust out two black smoke scale giant hands, like ancient fierce pythons leaving their nests, violently strangling and colliding with the steel arm.
   

        Arm against arm, an enormous explosion and soundwave erupted.
   

        Endless golden-red sparks, like an expanding mushroom cloud, sprayed out. Every spark that touched the ground could blast open a kilometer-wide crater.
   

        "Whoosh!!!"
   

        In close combat, Calamity Giant Statue threw a punch shrouded in a spiraling expansion of dark energy, emitting an astonishing aura. When the fist reached Casio's side, the entire thick arm crazily swelled to about three times its size, resembling a mountain range spanning wide. It hurled five punches in rapid succession at Casio!
   

        Boom boom boom boom boom…
   

        A series of explosion collision sounds erupted, erasing the air itself.
   

        Within a tiny space, iron fists swung out, carrying the massive strength of the Silver-white Golem, imprinting a series of huge overlapping fist marks. It contained countless combat secrets and skills, leading to an exaggerated burst.
   

        Clang!!!
   

        Iron fists and scale claws clashed wildly, Southern Dipper Power and Catastrophe Aura explosively detonating, echoing across the towering torsos' chests.
   

        Boom!
   

        After a severe explosion, two terrifying entities continually retreated.
   

        The next second, both sides looked at each other again and vanished from their original spots.
   

        Turning into a white and a black massive afterimage, they fiercely clashed and skirmished together. A cloud carrying scorching white light exploded.
   

        The wind stirred fiercely, sweeping away any rain, any cloud layer.
   

        The only things falling from the sky were white ash and black sand. Those were the result of the surrounding land, rock, and mountains shattered by the force and thrown into the sky.
   

        And these ashes and sands, still being continuously blasted by the force fluctuations, were swept clean time and again. An expanding translucent energy barrier rapidly pushed outwards, plowing and flattening the surroundings for nearly a thousand kilometers. Be it deep valleys, prairie highlands, majestic cities, or great rivers, all were destroyed.
   

        This was a pinnacle battle, and similarly, a world-ending battle!
   

        On the ground were numerous channels reaching the mantle, a sight full of destruction. Scorching and boiling magma surged out, with black poisonous smoke permeating.
   

        Exaggerated traces of destruction littered the area, altering the natural environment.
   

        Terrifying fist marks, huge footprints, narrow slashes, and omnipresent South Dipper Power and Deep Abyss Calamity, this place had turned into Hell.
   

        Not to mention humans wanting to survive here, even beings like the Ultimate Dark Entity that were god-like might accidentally perish here.
   

        Clang clang clang! Clang clang clang!
   

        Two massive terrifying figures constantly collided and skirmished, inflicting wounds on each other. A series of sun-like hot bursts of light erupted, obstructing the vision, representing Xiadu and Casio's lethal maneuvers!
   

        A silver and a black entity turned into afterimages, clashing with peak power.
   

        Xiadu, as the Sinful Demon Well, wielded almost infinite Catastrophe Power, which it could squander freely, smashing the entire world. Various sorts of dark ultimate entities had their formidable core abilities bombarded towards Casio by Xiadu, as if distributing them for free! Totem King's Totem Three Forces, Annihilation Disaster's Dead Silence Runes, Eternal Fallen Demon's Spear of Extinction, True Ancestor of Blood's Blood Scripture, and so on and so forth.
   

        Infinite Calamity's top ten dark ultimate entities, all their abilities were successively executed by Xiadu, elevating to a higher realm, cooperating in skirmishing.
   

        Some core abilities combined, their power dramatically surged, even capable of inflicting damage on Casio's Golem body, with energy not to be underestimated.
   

        Xiadu is indeed powerful, but Casio has not been at a disadvantage.
   

        He has reached the Realm of King of Spirit, just one step away from the God of Secret Martial Arts. Casio, without the flashy techniques of Xiadu, relies solely on the terrifying physique defense of Golem Secret Weapon, the Southern Dipper Secret Combat fiercely fighting, displaying the killing characteristics of three different Boxing Methods along with the malevolent weapon Dead Fang!
   

        Defense, Skill, Attack...
   

        The three core points of battle, all pushed to their limits!
   

        Working in coordination, forming the strongest and most stable battle machine.
   

        Repeatedly imposing unimaginable threats on Xiadu.
   

        In this fierce fight, Casio subtly took the upper hand.
   

        Outside the Battlefield, at a distant place, a blood-red silhouette levitates at the zenith of the sky, overlooking the battle between the Southern Dipper Golem and the Calamity Devil Well.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist is spectating, his gaze spanning thousands of miles.
   

        There, the center of the Battlefield is as bright as the core of the Sun.
   

        The figures like gods and demons collide, with the Dark Energy tentacles behind the Giant Statue of Calamity piercing towards the sky and the Earth, creating a dense network of Catastrophe Meridians in the air, incredibly frightening. On the side of the Southern Dipper Golem, tri-colored divine lights like Lightning and Thunder envelop the heavens and the Earth, refining everything.
   

        Their collision, not so much like two individuals.
   

        But more like two massive worlds, continuously compressing and clashing!
   

        "Is this the scenery above perfection?"
   

        "Is this the supreme power of the Combined Three Fists of the Southern Dipper?!"
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's aged pupils shone with continuous splendor, even carrying an extreme excitement. He did not join the battle, unwilling to be a burden to Casio.
   

        Now, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's Task is to block or kill all Ultimate Dark Entities crossing back from the gap between worlds, preventing Casio and Xiadu from being too embroiled to care, letting them run amok and destroy the world.
   

        High altitude Cloud Layer, another intense luminous gust carrying a terrifying aura sweeps across. Blood Vulture feels the chilly, knife-like Gale.
   

        He takes a deep breath.
   

        "Casio, I see it, I see it all!"
   

        "You will definitely win, definitely!!!"
   

        At the Battlefield center, two silhouettes once again collide maniacally.
   

        It's already countless times!
   

        In just a short time, they have exchanged close to a million blows!
   

        Bang! Bang!
   

        Two Iron Palms, and two giant Scales Claws clutch together.
   

        Two towering Giant Statues brutally Arm Wrestling, narrating extreme savagery.
   

        Yet, just as the force reached its peak in mutual collision.
   

        The Calamity Giant Statue's chest Sinful Demon Well suddenly vibrates intensely in Resonance, a Catastrophe Energy powerful enough to sweep across the world bursts forth, transforming into an extremely fierce roaring dragon, blasting at close range onto Golem Casio. The pure force harshly dominated!
   

        Endless Calamity Energy completely envelops the Golem Silhouette, forming a flow of Black Smoke, destroying everything within hundreds of kilometers behind the Golem. Amidst the Calamity Fog, Xiadu frowns sharply, turning his attention forward.
   

        Ding!!!
   

        Inside the black fog, one hundred and ninety-eight tri-color radiant stars suddenly light up. A massive, horrifying Steel Silhouette bolts out. At the same time, at the pitch-black night's zenith. The only bright Southern Dipper tri-color stars drop down a raging torrential Milky Way Waterfall, engulfing from above!
   

        Roaring continuously!
   

        The huge tri-color light column Waterfall envelops the Calamity Giant Statue.
   

        The Southern Dipper Power at this moment, fiercely suppresses, bombarding ruthlessly!
   

        Simultaneously.
   

        The Steel Golem rushes out, like a rapidly soaring massive mountain peak, assuming a wild combat stance, fiercely charging towards Xiadu!
   

        "Today, you will definitely die by my hands, Xiadu!!!"
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Roar!!!"
   

        "Get lost!!!"
   

        Under the suppression of the South Star's Light Waterfall, the Catastrophic Colossus let out a deafening roar. With a surge of angry will, a terrifying black light burst from Xiadu's body, sweeping around. The starlight waterfall descending from the sky was directly blown away, with the aura of the Endless Calamity swirling around the Giant Statue.
   

        But, an iron silhouette charged through the black light with unyielding force.
   

        The battle between both sides had already entered a phase of intense and protracted fight to the finish, and now it had reached the critical moment. Victory or defeat would be determined in the next few moves!
   

        "Kill!!!"
   

        The swiftly-moving Demon Idol silhouette punched straight towards Xiadu. Screech!!! A Blood Vulture Bird with wings that obscured the sky dove down from the clouds, its Iron Claw shining like metal, with a blood-dripping beak ignited in Firelight.
   

        Casio's entire understanding and practice of the Southern Dipper Red Vulture Fist.
   

        All coalesced into this one punch, rushing towards Xiadu with boundless Killing Intent.
   

        Boom!!!
   

        Countless crimson currents bombarded the body of the Catastrophic Colossus, as the Super-Giant Blood Vulture Bird also collided into it, forcing Xiadu's massive Scaly Body to retreat wildly. It plowed a narrow trajectory nearly a hundred kilometers across the Earth before coming to a halt.
   

        As the Southern Dipper Aura dissipated, a huge gaping crack appeared on the Colossus, piercing through its entire Shoulder. Just as Xiadu was about to invoke the calamity.
   

        Peep!!!
   

        A sharp cry of a Water Bird suddenly sounded behind it.
   

        Sharp Iron Wings unfurled high in the sky, drawing an elegant and graceful Radian through space, with divine pure Feathers cleaving it open forcibly. The Claws swooped down with extreme brutality like a dragonfly skimming the water's surface.
   

        Clang!!!
   

        The Catastrophic Colossus suddenly turned around and struck with a move. But it was still one step too late, a White Bird silhouette had already lightly skimmed by, Claws still clutching a pitch-black arm. On the spot, Xiadu was missing a left arm.
   

        In the next second, the ground where it stood cracked violently open, and a colossal purple Python surged into the sky like a wild dragon, with its Sound Wave Scales on its body violently resonating and echoing as if it carried a convection nest of sound with it. The frenzied sound waves descended upon the Catastrophic Colossus and exerted a tremendous force.
   

        Pfft… Pfft… Pfft…
   

        Wave-like cracks appeared all over Xiadu's body as Dark Energy billowed.
   

        Thud!
   

        The steel Golem delivered a punch, sending the Catastrophic Colossus flying.
   

        "Today, you are destined to fall here!"
   

        "Xiadu, your end will come at my hand!"
   

        Golem Casio trudged with heavy steps, as flames violently burst, walking towards the deep pits created by the Colossus's retreat across the Earth.
   

        Inside him, boiling hot power climbed to its peak.
   

        However, just as the Golem was about to reach the spot where Xiadu was located.
   

        A mystic fluctuation popped and swept over heaven and earth, whether it was the deep layers or the surface layer of the World, mysterious Rules and concepts were triggered. That was Disaster, that was Bad Luck, endless and unceasing.
   

        "The one who will fall today is you!!!"
   

        "In the name of Xiadu Karla, I summon the arrival of the Endless Calamity!"
   

        A terrifying black aura of Disasters erupted from the deep pit, bombarding the clouds, unleashing wave after wave of tidal ripples. Visibly, the entire sky seemed to have turned into a transparent screen, and the second wave of the Disaster Tide visibly appeared in the sky.
   

        Waves, Vortex, and a thunderous roar, that boundless thick Darkness seemed like dense tentacles, ready to engulf and destroy the entire Real World.
   

        Xiadu had gone mad, directly invoking the concept of Disasters, which would incur a huge and heavy price, perhaps a million years of slumber.
   

        But what of it!?
   

        If it didn't defeat its Enemy, if it didn't defeat the Golem Sect Master Casio…
   

        All its plans and arrangements would be destroyed.
   

        Xiadu didn't expect that, after Master Casio's Three Fists Combine to break through to perfection, he would be so strong. Although he had just reached this Realm not long ago, he managed to suppress the original form of Catastrophes that Xiadu set free.
   

        The Southern Dipper Golem had unexpectedly outmatched the Catastrophic Colossus!
   

        If it didn't burst forth now, it might very well be sealed by Casio again!
   

        That was something Xiadu absolutely could not allow or accept.
   

        Therefore, it invoked the Endless Calamity. It wanted to use this terrifying concept of the Endless Calamity, accumulated over countless millennia, to crush Casio!
   

        "Endless Calamity, Judgment Day!!!"
   

        The Catastrophic Colossus surged into the sky, its massive body suspending midair, arms spread wide. Its Scaly Body resembled a shattered Cross.
   

        Suddenly, the Devil Well in Xiadu's Chest peeled away, completely separating from the body of the Colossus. As the visible second wave of the Disaster Tide from the top of the firmament bombarded down, a series of black light beams all entered the Devil Well. The black light expanded rapidly, and airflow burst open in the air.
   

        Above Xiadu's head, a pitch-black sun hung in the air.
   

        "Perish, Casio!"
   

        "This is the Judgment Day of Xiadu Karla!!!"
   

        The right arm of the Catastrophic Colossus pointed at Casio on the ground from afar.
   

        The round of pitch-black Judgment Day suddenly surged towards him, appearing above the head of steel Golem, pressure from millions of years of Endless Calamities bearing down!
   

        Boom!!!!!
   

        On the spot, pieces of Casio's Silver-White Armor shattered, and a shower of blood spewed from within due to the immense external pressure, turning into a rain of blood. The ground cracked and sank, blasting through the rock layer and drilling into the mantle.
   

        Amidst an environment of high temperature and pressure, intense light, and heat.
   

        Casio, facing the pitch-black Judgment Day, felt a horrifying pressure surging from all directions, as if the entire weight of the World of Calamities was bearing down upon the Golem, intent on bursting his body open.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        "Judgment Day!!!!"
   

        The grand and sacred proclamation from the surface of Xiadu resonated once again.
   

        The surrounding pressure soared crazily, and Casio suddenly spewed out a mouthful of fresh blood.
   

        The steel body of the Golem clattered, its joints already twisted and deformed. The silver-white armor was full of cracks, almost completely shattered.
   

        However, strangely, in the face of such terrifying suppression,
   

        Underneath Casio's steel mask, that huge face actually revealed a grim smile. Streams of blood overflowed from his pearly white teeth.
   

        "Since the King of Spirit cannot withstand your Judgment Day..."
   

        "Then I will become the God of Secret Martial Arts, how about that?!!!"
   

        At this moment, withstanding pressure from all directions, he suddenly opened his arms wide and lifted his head. From his facial features, terrifying starlight shot out.
   

        His entire Golem body also turned into a swirling galaxy.
   

        "Saint Fist! Tyrant Fist! Extreme Fist!"
   

        "Three Fists Combine!!!"
   

        "I am the world, the world is me!!!"
   

        In an instant, inside the body of the Casio Golem, the Southern Dipper Star Core, the Proof of Secret Martial Art, finally, under the crazy drive of internal and external pressure, solidified completely!
   

        "Endless Calamity..."
   

        At this time, from the surface came Xiadu's third and final invocation of the concept of Endless Calamity to suppress Casio! After three times, it would no longer be able to influence Endless Calamity, as Xiadu had departed from the concept.
   

        This is the price of having a form with a self, a will of one's own!
   

        "Xiadu Kala, Judgment Day!!!"
   

        Boom! The pitch-black sun, for the third time, bore down on Casio.
   

        However, a colossal fist print, from deep within the earth, furiously erupted towards the sky. The size of the palm print was comparable to a vast highland. The patterns on the back of the hand were like ravines, enough to establish a nation!
   

        Boom!!!!
   

        The earth trembled, the surface cracked.
   

        A pitch-black sun shot back with an exaggerated speed.
   

        Following it was a silhouette returning to its original purity. No massive Golem body, no dazzling and fearful tricolor Southern Dipper. Merely a tiny human body, fists, torso, and limbs.
   

        The ordinary five-body, the simple human physiology.
   

        At this moment, it surged with a divine will like the dazzling sun. A massive, transparent Qi erupted from behind Casio, rolling and writhing madly, turning into an expanding giant face, which was none other than Casio's facial features and face. On the face, sanctity and tyrannical coldness coexisted.
   

        Saint Fist, Tyrant Fist, Extreme Fist—all Secret Martial Art paths return to their origins!
   

        Thump thump thump thump!
   

        Inside Casio's chest, that Southern Dipper Star Core pulsed again and again.
   

        "I see... the world!!!"
   

        He muttered in a trance, his hands naturally hanging down.
   

        "Xiadu..."
   

        Casio suddenly lifted his head, his crimson eyes staring at the distant Xiadu with an incredulous expression. He spoke seriously, word by word.
   

        "Have you ever been crushed by an entire world?"
   

        Boom!!!!!!!!!
   

        At this moment, time seemed to stop in an instant.
   

        Heaven and earth inverted, space spiraled. The sky turned into earth, and earth became sky! The calamitous Giant Statue Xiadu had transformed into, from its original position at the top of the heavens, became the earth above! Or rather, the entire planet!
   

        It raised its head in utter shock during the inversion of heaven and earth.
   

        Looking up!
   

        There, was an entire world! Mountains, rivers, sun, moon, flowers, birds, insects, and fish, all turned into a colossal fist print bearing down!
   

        The world turned into a fist! It turned into a fist wielded by Casio!
   

        With one strike, the Fist of the World!!!
   

        Boom!!!
   

        "Ah!!!!!!!"
   

        The Giant Statue of Calamity, Xiadu Kala, was utterly annihilated!
   

        That was Casio crushing it, that was the world crushing it! The God of Secret Martial Arts arrived, with an overwhelming force, destroying The King of Calamity!
   

        Supreme power, supreme glory, now grasped by Casio.
   

        He was invincible, truly invincible in this world!
   

        Any individual, any existence.
   

        None could compare to the God of Secret Martial Arts!
   

        "NO!!!!!!!"
   

        On the ravaged land, the Corpse of the Giant Statue crashed down.
   

        Although already dead, within it, a will roared maniacally. Xiadu's fall was inevitable, its consciousness inevitably returning to calamity!
   

        And the return to calamity was a process of erasing the will.
   

        "No!"
   

        Xiadu's roar rapidly became cold and mechanical.
   

        No longer with emotional fluctuation, becoming a rule, becoming a concept. That was Endless Calamity, that was Judgment Day's Xiadu Kala!
   

        At this moment, it pleaded to the heavens.
   

        Roar roar roar...
   

        The second super-huge Calamity tide at the apex of the sky, the boundless black fog poured down like water, turning into terrifying demonic hands, wildly grasping the Corpse of the Giant Statue. Casting huge shadows.
   

        Casio watched this forest of giant black hands growing down from the sky, made no move. Because this was merely the embodiment of a concept, without a physical form. These hands were illusory, indestructible.
   

        "To bind or defeat a concept..."
   

        "Only with another concept."
   

        At this moment, he no longer watched Xiadu gradually returning to calamity.
   

        Instead, he fully drove the already perfected Golem Secret Weapon!
   

        Just like when the Southern Dipper's three Boxing Methods reached the Perfect Realm, a special state or ability that can surge the Strength emerges. The Golem Secret Weapon was the same, a form and gift that had long been anticipated.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        Boom, boom, boom...
   

        Casio's physique suddenly began to expand rapidly with each breath.
   

        A steel golem rose from the ground, its battle cape falling.
   

        Silver-white steel arms unfolded, embracing the entire Heaven and Earth.
   

        "World! World! World!"
   

        At this moment, driven to its limit, the golem issued a deafening roar. A mysterious fluctuation spread throughout the deeper layers of the world.
   

        "Countless demon thoughts, Sacred Heart Scripture!"
   

        Buzzing...
   

        At the same time, in the Hong Li Federation, even the entire world.
   

        All those under the influence of the Golem Sect, cultivating the Magic Heart Secret Book, and possessed Demon Seeds within their bodies, fighters and cultivation enthusiasts alike. They all stopped moving, frozen in place, as something called out to them.
   

        They either burst out of their homes or suddenly rose to their feet.
   

        All of them lifted their heads, gazing towards a certain direction in the sky.
   

        That direction was towards the southeast of the Star Blue Rock Continent.
   

        At this moment, for some unknown reason.
   

        Their hearts surged tumultuously, their wills incredibly high.
   

        As if hearing the deepest whisper from the heart, or a godly decree falling from the clouds, that deep voice roared almost like a shout.
   

        "World! World! World!"
   

        In an instant, millions of Magic Heart Secret Book practioners clenched their fists, their pupils pitch black, the Magic Heart Secret Book spontaneously activated.
   

        "Countless demon thoughts, Sacred Heart Scripture!"
   

        "Countless demon thoughts, Sacred Heart Scripture!"
   

        In every corner of the world, people cried out to the heavens.
   

        From the Ultimate Fighters among the four Kings of the Golem Sect Headquarters down to those just beginning their training in Secret Martial Arts. They all heard the summons of the Golem Sect Master, and willingly responded!
   

        Rustling...
   

        Countless Demon Seeds and thoughts were now being retrieved by the Golem itself!
   

        Star Blue Rock Continent, Final Battlefield.
   

        The already tens of thousands of meters tall golem body began to expand even more exaggeratedly, instantly reaching the scale of one hundred thousand meters. Next, it was even about to break through the troposphere and reach the stratosphere with its flesh! Casio's phantasm and the golem's phantasm overlapped, the roaring black spirit blazing.
   

        On the golem's shoulders, it transformed into a wide battle cape.
   

        Incredibly thick, fluctuating capes, millions of human phantasms appeared and disappeared, men and women, young and old, all included. They represented the will brought about by countless demon seeds, embodying the purest of human malice!
   

        Protection of the tribe, pursuit of benefits and avoidance of harm!
   

        It was a towering momentum, an absolute will.
   

        Almost like... Rules...
   

        On the Earth, grotesque giant skeletons, ferocious thick steel armor, solid contours dripping with crimson blood light, a frenzied will!
   

        "Come! Come!!"
   

        "Heaven's Gate!!!!"
   

        Golem Casio's crimson gaze beneath the steel mask fixed directly above the Calamity Altar, at those three dimly glowing golden open phantom gates.
   

        That's right!
   

        Casio intended to use these millions of pure, powerful human evil thoughts as a primer, as a lever! To pry into the Sea of Spirit, Sea of Body, and Sea of Mind inside the Three Gates of Heaven. These represented the seas of origin of intelligence of all beings since the birth of civilization's history in this world!
   

        Inside it recorded everything of mankind...
   

        Including the vast malice accumulated by humanity over tens of thousands of years!
   

        He intended to use the concept of human evil, to combat the concept of disasters!
   

        "All evil of intelligent beings, from this day on, should serve me!"
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        "Boom! Boom! Boom!" 
   

        On the colossal body of the silver-white golem, hundreds of thousands of meters in height, three streams of dark energy, derived from the malicious thoughts of the Demon Seed, pierce into the Three Gates of Heaven like three robust pythons! Xiadu's opening of Heaven's Gate, however, inadvertently opened the door for Casio. Without expending any effort, he could use it directly. 
   

        When the three streams of dark energy reached inside the gates and poured into the Three Origin Seas, the Sea of Spirit, Sea of Body, and Sea of Mind all trembled mightily, creating an extremely mysterious phenomenon. It was as if a drop of ink had been poured into clear water, quickly staining the transparent clear water.
   

        The malicious intentions emanating from the golem produced the same effect. 
   

        But instead of staining, 
   

        It ignited, it sparked! 
   

        Within the Three Origin Seas where human malice already existed, Casio merely activated it, akin to igniting the fuse of a bomb!
   

        Boom!!!! 
   

        Indescribable, bizarre changes occurred—the Gates of Heaven began to autonomously move, slowly emerging behind Golem Casio at a notably slow pace. The Gate of Physique and the Gate of Spirit were positioned over the left and right shoulder respectively, while the Gate of Mind remained still, suspended overhead.
   

        Suddenly, bang, bang, bang! 
   

        Three thunderous booms that shook the heavens and the earth erupted instantly.
   

        Inside the opened golden Gates of Heaven, three vast, pitch-black pupils, which filled the entire area of the gate frames, appeared incredibly eerie and horrifying. But upon closer inspection, one could see that they were but enlarged versions of human pupils!
   

        Behind Golem Casio...
   

        Three 'Eyes of Malice' - or simply, 'Eyes of Heaven' - floated prominently.
   

        Thud! Thud! Thud!
   

        The golem's enormous figure took steps forward, with the Three Gates of Heaven automatically following, suspended mid-air. The three 'Eyes of Heaven' rotated, completely in accordance with Casio's will, as if they were three external eyes!
   

        And these eyes possessed a conceptual level of rule power. 
   

        That power can be simply called 'Human·Evil'!
   

        It's simple; this power can't be used against humans themselves. However, it can target or destroy anything that attempts or potentially can harm humans as a group! And the concept of 'Endless Calamity' is a disaster and bad luck that brings significant damage to life repeatedly!
   

        For both, when only encompassing the group of humans.
   

        They almost perfectly stand face to face at opposing sides!
   

        'Human·Evil' and 'Endless Calamity' meeting will inevitably lead to perpetual conflict, entangling throughout time, continuing to the very end of the world!
   

        On the Final Battlefield, a forest of colossal black demon hands, born from the super-gargantuan tidal wave of disaster that sprouted from the top of the firmament, faced an eerie devoured fate. Wherever the golem passed, the three 'Eyes of Heaven' swept across all directions, sealing those massive waves of pure disaster into the eyeballs.
   

        Wherever the gaze swept across, entire swaths of the disaster tide were absorbed.
   

        Endless Calamity seemed to sense something, instinctively retreating like a tide. High above the firmament, the contours of the calamity tide gradually blurred.
   

        But, at this moment Casio decisively used the Auspicious Sound Runes!
   

        The legacy left by Oyon Scarlo, the five Keystone Runes!
   

        In the Ancient Era, Southern Dipper Three Fist and Southern Cross Holy Fist used the Auspicious Sound Runes to separate and peel Xiadu Carla from the Endless Calamity!
   

        The Spirit Rune, Fear Rune, Natural Rune, Spiritual Rune, and Death Rune, instantly illuminated Casio's body with a dazzling shine.
   

        The five auspicious sound powers descended on the spot, completely enveloping Xiadu's corpse. Its intangible will was peeled and bound, gradually extracted.
   

        Golem Casio grasped it in one hand.
   

        And, decisively, used his Supreme Devil Body as the binding force.
   

        Below the chest region of the steel golem, a round symbol resembling a dark sun within a deep well, gradually emerged on the armor's surface. At the same time, from both hands, shoulders, and chest, five distinct Auspicious Sound Runes extended mysterious chains, forcefully sealing the dark sun!
   

        On the battlefield, Golem Casio looked towards the firmament of the Real World from afar.
   

        There, within the sky and inside the breach where the calamity tide's phantasm had already faded like watercolor paint in water, it returned, becoming incredibly clear once again. The sky opened a gap, and Endless Calamity poured down like mercury, descending upon the land.
   

        Transforming into one massive demonic hand after another, grasping towards Golem Casio.
   

        The will of Xiadu is an inseparable core part of 'Endless Calamity'! If it falls, during the process of ascending back to Heaven, the instinctual operation of the 'Endless Calamity's rules would relentlessly surge towards Xiadu's will. Aiming to bring its own concept to a state of perfect fulfillment!
   

        However, Xiadu's will had been forcibly sealed inside Golem Casio by the five Auspicious Sound Runes. Therefore, 'Endless Calamity' could only obliterate and erase Casio's shell to release Xiadu's will. But Casio, already the King of Spirit and God of Secret Martial Arts, had no fear of disasters!
   

        He wanted 'Endless Calamity' to keep surging towards him non-stop!
   

        Then, using the 'Human·Evil' concept of Heaven's Gate, absorb and seal it in waves, achieving a bizarre state of balance.
   

        This process would be lengthy.
   

        But it would also be incredibly resolute!
   

        At this moment, Casio already had the confidence to end the calamity!
   

        What remained was merely an issue of time...
   

        At the breach between two realms, a huge golem stood, halted, waiting. Surrounding the sky and the breach, endless calamity hands kept clawing over, but all were scanned by the Eyes of Heaven and sealed internally.
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        Shoosh…
   

        Before long, a swift silhouette approached from the horizon.
   

        Tap, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist landed and gazed at the distant Golem.
   

        "Casio, you've done it!"
   

        "You killed Xiadu, sealed the Sinful Demon Well and Judgment Day!"
   

        The old face of Blood Vulture was filled with immense excitement, almost ecstatic. The look he gave Casio was extremely complicated, even his eyes moistened to the point of tears. Today, the White Bird Sacred Fist, which burnt everything yet could not defeat Xiadu, was finally resolved completely by the inheritor of the Southern Dipper Vein!
   

        "It's not over yet, Blood Vulture..."
   

        "After Xiadu, there's still the 'Endless Calamity'."
   

        "We must thoroughly resolve the 'Endless Calamity' too, only then can we truly be successful! Otherwise, the darkness has a risk of resurging…"
   

        Under the steel mask of Golem Casio, a rumbling massive sound was emitted.
   

        "What do you mean?"
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist stared at Casio's gigantic body and said in a deep voice.
   

        "Next, I will enter the World of Calamities, and put an end to the source of darkness! The 'Endless Calamity' will inevitably be defeated and sealed by 'human·evil'. But, that might take a long time..." The gigantic head of the golem slowly turned, looking towards the sky, seemingly towards the direction of the Federation.
   

        "Blood Vulture, my Magical Golem Sect, is now in your hands…"
   

        "And I, will be right back!"
   

        With that, the towering golem body resolutely charged into the rift between worlds.
   

        The Three Gates of Heaven followed his silhouette and flew in as well.
   

        The tides of the Endless Calamity surged in behind him, as if the entire ocean was pouring into the World of Calamities. The real world, which was originally polluted by the Endless Calamity released by Xiadu, had all calamities completely extracted. Carried by the tide of calamities, following Casio's footsteps, it rushed into the depths.
   

        Rumble...
   

        The Calamity Altar collapsed, and the rift between the worlds healed at this moment.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        A breeze blew across the plain, softly brushing across the face of Blood Vulture Dominant Fist.
   

        Crimson hair danced wildly, and his aged face was full of emotion and complexity.
   

        He looked at Golem Casio, at the spot where he had just rushed into the World of Calamities.
   

        Softly whispering: "Don't worry, I'll take good care of the Magical Golem Sect."
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist looked down at the vast Earth, everywhere there were traces of destruction, a complete mess. He then turned around, raising his head to look at the clear sky, with gentle breezes and bright sunlight, speaking of a certain beauty.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist took a deep breath and slowly closed his eyes.
   

        "Everything...is over…"
   

        **************************************
   

        Casio's departure marked over sixty years.
   

        Time flies, the world changes.
   

        Time slips by swiftly.
   

        The great war that erupted in the year 157 of the Hong Li Federation Calendar profoundly changed the world order. People had never imagined that practitioners of Secret Martial Arts could reach a godlike level! That Giant Statue standing between heaven and earth shattered all normal cognition.
   

        Star Blue Rock Continent, the horrific battlefield spanning nearly a thousand kilometers, turned almost into a hell after the war. However, during the three years from 157 to 160 of the Hong Li Federation Calendar, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist took matters into his own hands, gradually filling in the abyssal trenches and suppressing the rivers of magma back into the mantle.
   

        It was a challenging mega project, fortunately, Blood Vulture Dominant Fist, with his Perfect Combat Power, employed his grand power to alter the natural environment. Even so, it took him three full years, which shows the terrifying destruction caused by the final battle between the Southern Dipper Golem and the Sinful Demon Well.
   

        However, ultimately, this battlefield turned a corner for the better.
   

        Various landscapes were swept away, turning into vast plains with high-quality fertile soil, regaining vitality over the decades.
   

        Moreover, due to the magma that had gushed out of the earth and cooled in the trenches, the area became exceptionally rich in various veins.
   

        This significant benefit soon attracted the attention of Star Blue Empire and many smaller countries, who moved back populations and built cities. As half a century passed, this once hellish battlefield transformed into the most prosperous and thriving core city cluster in the entire Star Blue Rock Continent.
   

        Now, it's the year 219 of the Hong Li Federation Calendar.
   

        At the same time, it's also the 62nd year of the World Calendar.
   

        Indeed, as times evolved, the entire world entered a process of globalization. Thus, a unified World Calendar emerged under the joint effort of the three superpowers. Its starting point, notably, marks the day the second tide of calamity arrived, the day the God of Secret Martial Arts defeated the King of Calamity!
   

        With this, to commemorate Golem Sect Master Casio, for his protection of mankind.
   

        The major world powers' supernatural organizations, have all completely understood the existence of calamities, as well as the World of Calamities corresponding to the real world.
   

        According to a mysterious being's occasional revelations…
   

        Golem Sect Master Casio, ventured alone deep into the World of Calamities. 
   

        To eradicate all darkness and sinful sources.
   

        This has caused extensive concern among all major supernatural organizations. Some have attempted using various methods to enter the World of Calamities, but were repelled by the chaotic and violent airflows from the other side. A profound and enduring change is occurring in the World of Calamities, one that involves altering heavens and earth.
   

        Even Ultimate Fighters dare not enter.
   

        Thus, what exactly happened inside the World of Calamities, what was done by Golem Sect Master after he entered, remains a mystery like a black box, unknown to anyone.
   

        But, the power of this God of Secret Martial Arts still astonishes everyone.
   

        Combat, Martial Arts, Secret Martial Art, secret techniques…
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦

  
      

    
      
        
    Chapter 1353: 674 Endless Battles, Farewell... (Grand Finale)_3

    ━━━━━✧✧✧✧━━━━━

        These systems that gradually train the human five-body to transcend the mundane have caught the close attention of all the major powers in the world! Whether countries or organizations, all have understood the importance of Secret Martial Arts. Once, they had knowledge about the Secret Martial Arts World, but they had never been as passionately insane about it as they are now. The existence of the Golem Sect Master made everyone realize the power.
   

        Then, as a matter of course.
   

        The already developing Secret Martial Arts World began to spark the largest scale Martial Arts craze, with an increasing number of Combat hobbyists worldwide. Those who practice Martial Arts for fitness, for strength, for transcending the ordinary, are also increasing. Even various world-class Combat competitions or Martial Arts competitions were born in this environment.
   

        Over sixty years, the Martial Arts community has formed a massive circle with a broad national foundation! Even the surface Combat World and the deeper Secret Martial Arts World were distinguished, meaning the Outer World and Inner World in a societal sense. The Outer World includes athletes, boxing champions, wrestlers, arm wrestlers, etc., still within the human limit. The Inner World surpasses the human limit and truly contacts the Secret Martial Techniques.
   

        After all, the cultivation of Secret Martial Arts requires consuming a massive amount of resources and involves bloody, life-or-death battles, so it could not truly achieve universal participation. But by the year 62 of the common era, the Secret Martial Arts World had already expanded more than tenfold compared to sixty years ago, reaching a flourishing state of blooming flowers.
   

        And the surface Combat World even reached the participation level of hundreds of millions.
   

        The entire world, population booming, reached several billion.
   

        Various Schools, various inheritances.
   

        As times developed, continually bringing forth the new with the old, constantly progressing.
   

        Even many new Boxing Methods were created, establishing new peaks.
   

        Of course, the development of Secret Martial Arts cannot be separated from technological innovations. Various rapidly changing technologies have not been suppressed by Combat Secret Martial Arts, but rather complement each other, leading to positive changes, especially in the field of biomedical science, micro, genetic, human structure, medication, hormones, etc.
   

        These developments even led to a modern medical branch called Inner World Medicine, specifically researching the human evolution of Secret Martial Arts practitioners.
   

        And attempts were made to find the factors that would make humans stronger and more perfect. In these decades, some successes were truly achieved.
   

        Continuously benefiting the entire human society.
   

        Obviously, apart from the medical aspects, the world's technological progress was also rapidly changing, entering a period of major breakthroughs. Humanity took just over sixty years from making the first airplane to exploring the moon. Sixty-two years passed, and everything has taken great strides into the near modern era.
   

        The urbanization process reached its peak.
   

        Steel and concrete, skyscrapers, glass facades, were everywhere.
   

        Spacious city roads, streamlined Vehicles zooming back and forth.
   

        Various shops, sweets, luxury goods, Ornaments, cosmetics, fashionable footwear, electronic equipment, large supermarkets, and so on.
   

        Transportation was also considerably convenient and rapid.
   

        High-speed Trains, passenger airplanes, public taxis...
   

        In the bustling city's central business district, elite white-collar workers, dressed sharply, carrying briefcases, either working or enjoying afternoon tea. Women with exquisite makeup, bright lipstick, and seductive perfume on their necks. Men dressed in sportswear or formal attire, with electronic devices in their ears, hurrying along.
   

        Occasionally airplanes would sweep through the sky, leaving behind a white trail of exhaust.
   

        Yet this wasn't even the most bustling time for the city—it was at night. Huge billboards flashed dazzling images, catching the eye. The neon lights were surreally dreamy, subtly reflecting off the ground. Rows of Streetlights stretched towards the far end, complementing the orange lights inside the high buildings.
   

        The nighttime modern City was colorful and enchantingly beautiful. Like a glamorous woman, dressed in a gown sparkling with Diamonds, her figure alluring, holding a Glass Wine Cup as she slowly approached you, revealing a seductive smile.
   

        The world had changed, the era had changed, technology had changed...
   

        Even the nations had changed.
   

        But the one thing that remained unchanged was the Golem Sect!
   

        Hong Li Federation, East Sea City, God's Tear Lake.
   

        Here lay the widely renowned headquarters of the Golem Sect in the Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        It was also a pilgrimage site for all Secret Martial Arts practitioners and Combat hobbyists!
   

        Golem Sect's location, the massive Stone Statues, the stunning God's Tear Lake...
   

        Of course, there was also the Sacred Boxing Palace, which only started construction three months ago and was now nearly complete. Despite being called the Sacred Boxing Palace, it was actually a gigantic mountain peak located behind the Golem Sect Headquarters, beside God's Tear Lake, moved here by some mysterious means of the Golem Sect.
   

        This was a rock mountain with a slightly high metal content; the surface was carved by mechanical tools with the aid of Golem Sect Elders, even having this generation's four King Fists lend a hand. On the rock mountain, a series of vast Sculptures were carved, all of humans with various faces, some fierce, some roaring, some majestic, some mad. Some posed in combat stances, some stood quietly, some sat cross-legged with heads lowered, all kinds of postures, myriad expressions. But they all shared a sense of overwhelming grandeur.
   

        That was sacred, that was imperious, that was the extreme...
   

        Indeed, in the Sacred Boxing Palace, listed upon it, were all the past Human Sacred Fists! Their faces, their postures, their emotions were recorded, to be forever remembered by all Secret Martial Arts practitioners!
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        Without generations of devoted Sacred Fists succeeding one another to combat Disasters,
   

        the Real World...
   

        would never have survived until the day when the Golem Sect Master forcefully puts an end to everything!
   

        One can see that atop Sacred Boxing Palace, or rather Sacred Fist Mountain, there are many Sculptures whose eyes have not been lit up, appearing lifeless and dim. In fact, this signifies that these Sacred Fists have fallen and are merely memorialized in another fashion. Whereas the sculptures with lit eyes represent those Sacred Fists who are still alive.
   

        On the surface of Sacred Fist Mountain, there are many Sculptures with shining eyes, and likewise, many with eyes that remain unlit. Among them, the most representative are the three Elder Sculptures at the front face of Sacred Fist Mountain. One old man carries a Blood Vulture upon his shoulder, another is entwined by a Purple Serpent, and from the eyes of yet another, a White Bird takes flight accompanied by three resplendent Star Charts. The eyes of the Blood Vulture Elder and the Purple Serpent Elder Sculptures are lit. As for the White Bird Elder, its divine light is dim, clearly indicative of an early demise.
   

        The gaze then shifts to the most central location at the front face of Sacred Fist Mountain.
   

        A large Area on both sides is cleared just for one Sculpture to stand tall.
   

        That towering Sculpture, draped in Steel Armor with a Combat cloak sweeping the Earth behind it. On the shoulders and above the head, three Gates of Heaven hover, emanating a strong sense of majesty and sanctity. The Sculpture glares towards the darkness ahead, making a ferocious roaring expression as though at any moment, it might transform into the most savage and tyrannical combat stance and rush into it, plunging the entire world into chaos.
   

        This state is strikingly reminiscent of Casio's affair when he plunged into the rift between realms.
   

        This is the Sculpture of the Golem Sect Master, naturally taking the foremost position.
   

        All Secret Martial Art practitioners coming to the Golem Sect Headquarters for consecration would catch a glimpse of the towering Casio Sculpture behind it at first sight.
   

        King of Spirit, God of Secret Martial Arts!
   

        To worship devoutly shows the truest sincerity!
   

        This day once again is the day the Golem Sect Headquarters is open for sightseeing.
   

        Of course, the Sightseers are not ordinary people. They are the top ten contenders of this year's World Combat Youth division, all young fighters brimming with Secret Martial Art talent, handpicked from all over the world—a fresh bloodline.
   

        This group of young powers, along with their teachers, backing Forces and Schools, and the personnel guiding them from the Golem Sect, all add up to a whopping forty or fifty people. Together, they proceed along God's Weeping Lake Coast towards Sacred Fist Mountain.
   

        "This, this is the Sacred Boxing Palace of our Golem Sect!" exclaimed a Golem Sect Disciple, exceedingly proud as they introduced the heritage and origins of Sacred Fist Mountain, recounting the legendary exploits of one Sacred Fist after another.
   

        This elicited gasps of amazement from the young talents, greatly astonished.
   

        The look of admiration and reverence in their eyes never ceased.
   

        The accompanying members of their respective Schools and Forces showed looks of alertness and anxiety. The Golem Sect is the holy land of Secret Martial Arts, where many Combat contest champions and talents from various Schools flock to like fish crossing a river, pushing and shoving their way in. Especially when they hear about the various mythic achievements and battle glories of the Sacred Fists inside the Sacred Boxing Palace.
   

        The feeling of genuine admiration is most likely to cause one's resolve to waiver.
   

        They must guard the talents of their own families well.
   

        "What a sturdy and domineering posture the Golem Sect Master has..." pondered someone aloud.
   

        "I wonder just how legendary that battle mentioned in the rumors truly was?"
   

        The Youth Champion of this World Combat contest paused by God's Weeping Lake Coast for a moment, placing his hands on the smooth Steel railing, gazing far into the distance, his eyes shimmering. It was a look of yearning and admiration profoundly etched into his Heart and Marrow, much like the hero stories he'd been told by his parents since childhood.
   

        Unadorned yet radiant...
   

        "Huh?"
   

        "The eyes of the Sculpture, why are the Sculpture's eyes glowing..."
   

        Suddenly, the Champion Youth pointed towards the distant Sculpture of the Golem Sect Master, shouting loudly. The others nearby also had their attention drawn and turned their heads to look.
   

        Atop Sacred Fist Mountain,
   

        the towering Steel Silhouette's eyes suddenly emitted a misty red glow.
   

        And with a speed visible to the naked eye, they grew more and more intense.
   

        Eventually, like two blazing Suns, illuminating the Lake surface.
   

        "The Sculpture is moving!!!"
   

        The Champion Youth's eyes widened in disbelief, his mouth agape.
   

        There, the Golem's head slowly turned, looking downward towards the Golem Sect.
   

        As if it made an almost inaudible nodding gesture.
   

        Two minutes later, the entire Golem Sect Headquarters erupted into excitement. One after another, strong figures emerged pouring out to the front of Sacred Fist Mountain, observing for further developments.
   

        "Quick, call for Blood Vulture Dominant Fist!"
   

        "Sect Master, there seems to be a sign of your return!!!"
   

        A Golem Sect Elder shouted loudly, preparing to take action.
   

        At the Heart of Lake Island, a forbidden area that normally does not allow entry,
   

        suddenly, a blood-red Meteor shot into the sky, moving rapidly through the pristine Cloud Layer like an accelerating Missile towards a distant place.
   

        In a faraway place, the Antarctic Ice Sheet, a land of drifting snow and bitter cold.
   

        The blood-red figure plummeted, drawing a narrow arc through the air.
   

        Blood Vulture Dominant Fist's feet landed on the Plain, step by step, moving forward. Around a towering Iceberg emerged a suddenly clear open plain.
   

        And in the center of this frozen plain, a pitch-black rift faintly appeared. Moreover, it was expanding at a pace visible to the naked eye. Until with a snap, two Iron Palms clutched the sides of the fissure.
   

        With a fierce pull, an elliptical gateway hovered openly in the air.
   

        The next moment, a figure cloaked in battle-worn Steel Armor stepped out from the darkness, his body covered in dense erosive Traces.
   

        Above his head, the three Eyes of Heaven were swollen shut.
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        Drops of golden tears fall from the corner of the eye.
   

        Drip!
   

        Casio stands on the surface of the ice field, looking at the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist in front of him.
   

        A rare smile appears on his face.
   

        "I, have returned!"
   

        Year 62 of the common era, May 5th, clear and cloudless.
   

        The sacred site of the World Secret Martial World, Magical Golem Sect, welcomes back their god!
   

        Casio's return signifies the complete sealing of the Endless Calamity.
   

        In these sixty-plus years, the entire World of Calamities was turned upside down, and most of the dark creatures were killed by the fierce collisions between the concept of "Endless Calamity" and "Human · Evil." Numerous Dark Ultimate Level entities have fallen, and many Saint Fists were liberated, and with the help of Casio, returned to the real world to recuperate within the Magical Golem Sect.
   

        Among them also includes the Sonic Snake Extreme Fist from the massive volcano in the Crystal Sand Sea.
   

        Of course, the return of the many Saint Fists occurred over time, some earlier and some later. The ones who returned later with severe injuries are still in seclusion, healing. And the early ones, with lighter injuries, have already started traveling the world, experiencing the changes of the entire real world and trying to actively engage with the rapidly changing technologies. Some Saint Fists even started journeys to find their kin from thousands of years ago, which the Golem Sect supported and assisted with.
   

        Additionally, some Saint Fists also created their own schools.
   

        Contributing to the prosperity and thriving of the entire Secret Martial Arts World.
   

        They did this to ensure their legacy would not be extinguished.
   

        In short, everything was developing in a positive direction.
   

        After Casio, the Golem Sect Master returned, more so than ever. The Magical Golem Sect even discussed developing The Deep World, to explore that vast and dangerous land. Inside the World of Calamities, there still lingered dangerous environments and a few dark creatures, but they were insignificant as the loosened floating weeds and rootless waters.
   

        It could still serve as some sort of trial, which was not bad.
   

        Year 63 of the common era, a year after Casio returned from the World of Calamities, he personally experienced the epochal changes of the entire world. He looked back on every place he had visited, on every footprint he had left.
   

        He retraced them all within this year.
   

        Northern Flow City, Baichuan City, East Sea City...
   

        Grey Stamp Martial Arts Hall, Black Spade "A" Organization, Father's Antique Store...
   

        Even the previous Southern University and the Orphanage were visited.
   

        The old principal who had helped Casio for twenty years was also taken back to the Magical Golem Sect. Through various methods, he was rejuvenated and strengthened.
   

        Time passed bit by bit, and another year went by.
   

        Year 64 of the common era, Casio witnessed the development of the Magical Golem Sect, witnessed the booming vitality of the Secret Martial Arts World, capturing everything in his sight. Like a king who had inspected the entire world, he began to choose seclusion.
   

        One month passed.
   

        Casio broke out of seclusion, his thoughts during the quiet healing becoming incredibly clear.
   

        It was time, time to search for Oyon Scarlo…
   

        Originally, the Blood Vulture Dominant Fist had found the shell of the former Southern Cross Holy Fist, and with the help of many Saint Fists, began preparing for the remnants of the Southern Cross Holy Fist to return. However, the whole process seemed quite lengthy, perhaps measured in decades. Casio did not want to wait that long. The blood in his body was already stirring, staying in one place was not what Casio wanted. A bizarre and boundless journey was the limitless elegance.
   

        Thus, in June of year 64 of the common era, he decided not to wait any longer for the awakening of the Southern Cross Holy Fist, asking Oyon Scarlo how to enter and leave the world. Casio planned to search by himself. And he already had a clear destination.
   

        Miracle Garden, the most central location, behind that door.
   

        The condition to open it is five Keystone Runes.
   

        And Casio, already fulfilled this.
   

        One day at the end of June, three years after the Golem Sect Master returned, he left the Magical Golem Sect again. He began searching the world for the location of the Miracle Garden.
   

        August, the westernmost part of North Reef Continent, above a boundless desert.
   

        At night, the desert temperature plummeted, cold wind rustling.
   

        Standing on the top of a sand dune and looking around, endless golden sands stretched everywhere. Looking up, a bright, clean white moon was clearly visible.
   

        Moonlight, like a gentle muslin, sprinkled all over the landscape.
   

        A tall silhouette wearing a black cloak stopped its steps.
   

        "Found it…"
   

        "Miracle Garden, right here."
   

        The silhouette extended the right hand, gently lifting it upward.
   

        Boom!
   

        A colossal ancient palace-like structure surged out from the sea of sand, landing on the ground without any resistance or struggle.
   

        It seems that the Miracle Garden sensed the power of Southern Dipper on the silhouette.
   

        "Back here again…"
   

        The figure lowered the hood of the cloak, revealing Casio's face.
   

        He paced forward, walking slowly into the interior of Miracle Garden.
   

        At the core location, a thick marble door stood in front.
   

        It resembled the arch-shaped doorway of a church, massive and grand, with the door frame entwined with intricate runes resembling python scales. It somewhat resembled the appearance of Heaven's Gate, which Casio had been in contact with for over sixty years.
   

        At the center of the door, a metal disc secured the seam, with slight indentations inside. Five conspicuous rune symbols appeared on it.
   

        "That secret, is it right behind the door?"
   

        Casio stood before the giant door, without any hesitation, he extended his palm.
   

        His palm pressed against it, and the five Keystone Runes immediately lit up.
   

        Instantly, the five symbols in the metal disc brightly flashed, continuously twinkling. Threads of fine lines extended out, connecting the five runes, appearing like chains. In the center of all the glowing chains, a fluorescent lock was fastened. At that moment, click.
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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        The lock has been opened.
   

        No force was needed; the arch-shaped door opened inward on its own.
   

        Casio stepped in without hesitation.
   

        The world turned upside down as if caught in a daze of spatial displacement.
   

        Before his eyes stood a massive arch-shaped golden dome. Dense patterns of various religious styles, tiny text, and rune symbols wriggled like tadpoles across it. Flowers, birds, insects, fish, mountains, rivers, the sun, and the moon were also engraved upon it, every inch condensing a myriad of information.
   

        The style was astonishingly similar to that of Heaven's Gate.
   

        And as Casio turned his head, he also saw three platinum doors.
   

        To the left, right, and center of the grand domed hall, there stood a mysterious arch-shaped door, strikingly identical to Heaven's Gate. However, these were not vague and illusory but carried a tangible platinum hue.
   

        "This is..."
   

        An abundance of information rapidly flooded his mind, and Casio closed his eyes only to open them again.
   

        He understood everything, as well as this secret.
   

        The Oyon Civilization had indeed descended from Heaven's Gate!
   

        Yes, it was a door, and it was also a passage!
   

        The Origin Sea within Heaven's Gate, the Aura Sea, the Physique Sea, the Spirit Sea, all recorded the resplendent history of this world's civilizations. And similarly, other worlds also had their Heaven's Gates, their own Civilizational History Seas. Different worlds, different civilizations, seemingly far apart, and never to intersect. Yet, there was one thing that was completely interconnected.
   

        Within the Origin Sea, there was a passage, or perhaps a boundary.
   

        Once you cross that passage or boundary, you'd arrive at another similar Origin Sea. For example, entering through the Aura Sea of this world, one would emerge from the Aura Sea of another world, utterly mysterious and wonderful.
   

        Like the dense constellation of worlds, outwardly far apart, separated by endless darkness. But, the deeper layers of these worlds are interconnected. It's like a vast ocean with isolated, desolate islands appearing unrelated but their underlying bedrock actually connected across a single seafloor, a secret intersection.
   

        However, there is one thing to keep in mind.
   

        Attempting to traverse the Origin Sea to reach another world would be a random and chaotic process. Unless, like Oyon Scarlo, one could lock onto the energies of Disasters and travel purposefully towards the coordinates of worlds under their assault.
   

        "So, that's how the Oyon Civilization descended upon the world..."
   

        "Each Heaven's Gate is a portal to other human civilizations. Perhaps Disasters... also spread and descended in this way?"
   

        Casio shook his head, suppressing the surging emotions in his heart.
   

        Beneath the golden dome, he remained silent for a long time before finally taking a step.
   

        With one palm, he gently pushed open a Heaven's Gate.
   

        Crash...
   

        An boundless breeze of Civilizational History rushed forward, confronting him. The translucent, crystal-clear, and faintly golden Origin Sea appeared before his eyes.
   

        Whoosh...
   

        A black silhouette traced a long descending arc.
   

        Finally, with a ding, the tips of the toes touched the endless sea surface.
   

        Looking ahead, there was an unbounded expanse of seawater, flat and infinite.
   

        "Boom!"
   

        Suddenly, from the sea surface, a colossal entity soared into the sky.
   

        That was unmistakably a closed Pupil, a manifestation of the human concept of evil. It was mastered by Casio, almost honed to perfection.
   

        At this moment, the gigantic Eyes of Heaven were half-submerged in the Origin Sea Water, half-rising above the sea surface, vaguely emitting a mysterious golden light. It gave off the sensation of a rising sun slowly ascending from the horizon.
   

        "Hm?"
   

        The moment the Eyes of Heaven appeared, Casio sensed something.
   

        He reached out swiftly, pressing his palm against the gigantic pupil.
   

        His keen perception enhanced a millionfold, the Resonance range rapidly expanding.
   

        Gradually, surpassing the entire Origin Sea, he arrived at an unknown territory.
   

        That was...
   

        The Origin Sea of other worlds!!!
   

        Casio faintly sensed within it the concept of "human evil". Although it was faint, there indeed was a thin strand of rule moving about.
   

        He instantly had a bold guess in his mind.
   

        After that, Casio resonated for a long time on the surface of the Origin Sea.
   

        This time, he was thoroughly certain.
   

        Surrounding this piece of the Origin Sea, there were at least four or five worlds' Origin Seas where the concept of "human evil" appeared. That concept, like a bright beacon, could guide Casio in the darkness.
   

        That is to say, he could determine which world to head towards.
   

        And all of this was a byproduct of Casio igniting the concept of "human evil" in this world. With an inappropriate metaphor, pollution in the ocean will spread. If this sea is connected to other seas, the contamination will flow into other oceans. The concept of "human evil" that Casio held was such a severe contamination.
   

        Drifting across the ocean, traversing layers of darkness.
   

        In this half a century more, he has reached other worlds.
   

        Wherever there are humans, human evil will exist! It is merely a way of hiding, quietly accumulating, waiting for a resonance to ignite.
   

        Casio's concept of "human evil" was undoubtedly that spark.
   

        He was the originator of the pollution, of course, he could sense where the contamination had spread. Casio surveyed one world after another and suddenly discovered one of the Origin Seas that was the most vigorous and terrifying. That world actually possessed both the Aura of Disasters and the Southern Dipper Aura.
   

        Oyon Scarlo, along with other Endless Calamities...
   

        Besides, in that Origin Sea.
   

        There was an Aura no less inferior to the Disasters and the Southern Dipper!
   

        A colossal world, a magnificent original force, a posture of a Tripartite Standoff.
   

        Moreover, those Auras even brought Casio, now transformed into the God of Secret Martial Arts, a sense of oppression and danger. Although separated by the endless barrier of darkness, that feeling was quite vague. But one thing was certain, that world might have beings comparable to Casio!
   

        "A whole new world, huh? Hehehe..."
   

        "I've been looking forward to this!"
   

        At this moment, Casio felt the long-lost thrill and curiosity.
   

        He took a deep breath, feeling the blood in his body, which hadn't boiled for over sixty years, gradually becoming hot and fervent once more.
   

        "A new journey, a new conquest..."
   

        "Only by being on the road can I feel alive!"
   

        At the Origin Sea, Casio slowly turned his head, his gaze was profound, as if piercing through thousands of miles, sweeping across the myriad of creatures in the Real World.
   

        All kinds of emotions, all kinds of experiences, he firmly etched in his heart.
   

        "Goodbye!"
   

        Casio resolutely turned his head, together with the Eyes of Heaven behind him transformed into a streak of light, crossing the boundaries of the Origin Sea, diving into the endless darkness.
   

        That place, that direction.
   

        Was a world expansive and magnificent, full of grandeur.
   

        The end of Heaven's Gate.
   

        A man's Silhouette, slowly disappeared.
   

        "Goodbye..."
   

        (The end of the book)
   

    ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
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